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..Veily | say unto you, Except ye be converted, and become aslittle children, ye shall not enter into the
kingdom of heaven.

Whosoever therefore shdl humble himsdlf asthislittle child, the sameis greatest in the kingdom of
heaven...

Whereforeif thy hand or thy foot offend thee, cut them off, and cast them from thee: it is better for thee
to enter into life halt or maimed, rather than having two hands or two feet to be cast into everlasting fire.

ST MATTHEW, 18
Bah! Let'smakedl sorts of faces.
RIMBAUD (who became as alittle child, and had hisfoot cut off, and died).

PART ONE
Tapioca I sland

CHAPTER 1
'Much prognosistoday,’ the old man panted.

The climb up the mountain was hard for him, severa times he had to lean againgt the trunk of araffia
palm and try to catch his breath. With each hat he went through the sameritual of maase. Removed



from his head the green-visored tennis cap. Unwrapped from his emaciated middle addicately figured
slk paidey scarf. Mopped brow with loincloth. Then reached down to massage his feet through the
cricket sneakers.

He knew he was not supposed to tax himself but he would not take time out for area rest, much less
turn back. From hisknobby shoulders hung the only native garment he could boast a the moment, a
loose chieftain's robe made of pounded bark and decorated with nest dternating rows of stylized
parakeets and cacao flowers; he hitched it to his knees as he picked hisway through the brush, arthritic
balet.

The jungle was noisy today, fidgety as an insomniac (he had been suffering from insomnialately, Dr
Martine had been tresting him for it), fronds rasped against each other, trees creaked, mynah birds
shrilled nasal obscenities at the sun, marmosets jibbered in fasetto. He disgpproved of this order of
sounds, they were symptomatic of hyperthyroidism, hypertension, hypertonus. He frowned upon such
tension, in Nature asin himsdlf. Better to be like the dow loris, heavy-lidded, tapioca-muscled. Lately,
though, he had been very tense.

Each time he interrupted his climb toward the Mandunga Circle he looked down in the direction of the
village. Silly, of course, there was no chance of his being followed. Asfor the villagers, nobody was
allowed to approach the Circle except the troubled ones and those who had business with them; and as
for strangers, well, none had been seen on theidand in hislifetime. Ever. None except Dr Martine. Still,
he kept looking back over his shoulder.

Hisintelligent deep-amber face, shining with sweat under athatch of crinkly white hair, wasfixedina
scowl now, muscles coagulated in ridges - welts|eft by some whip of woe. It fdt as though he were
wearing some sort of mask, he was not used to worry or the crampings of worry and the knots around
his mouth and in hisforehead quivered. Insomnia, bunched-up muscles, tremors, worry - it dmost
looked, he thought, asif he had developed some of the signs of the troubled ones. Unpleasant notion. He
wished he had abowl of tapioca, it relaxed the bowels.

A moment later, puffing hard, he had reached a small clearing on the crest of the mountain, bare except
for a scattering of yukaand cassava plants. Memorable spot. Here was the centre of the Mandunga
Circle, here, eighteen and ahalf years ago, he had first set eyes on Dr Martine. Looking down over the
carpet of pinnate leaves thrown up by the raffias, he could see the saw-tooth cliffs on the perimeter of the
idand - idand which by some miracle, Martine liked to say, had never been charted on any map by any
cartographer - and the glinting waters of the Indian Ocean beyond. The sky was without atrace of cloud,
aflawlessimpermeable blue - 'as dazzling', Martine sometimes said of it, 'as ababoon's ass.'

It was on just such aday eighteen years ago, as the sun was heaving up over Sumatraand Borneo
(Martine ingsted there were such placesto the east: called them the idands of Oceania), that the doctor
had been tossed out of the sky on to the mountain top. What more ominous bundles was that cobalt
vacuum preparing to sprinkle over the idand today?

‘Tomorrow sunny and continued warm," he said to himsdlf, still in the doctor's language. 'Prognosisfor
weather, anyway, favourable." Added, 'The prognoss. For the wesather. ISs!'

Shading his eyeswith abony hand, he began to search the ocean for ships. It would be suicide, he knew,
for mariners not familiar with these waters to attempt alanding anywhere on theidand's coast because of
the treacherous reefs and the razor-backed cliffs which jutted out into the surf. Neverthel ess, he looked.
Ships could carry planes. It was possible these days for strangersto come by air aswell asby sea. Dr
Martine had comeby air.



Wasthat avessal he saw, that speck on the horizon beyond which lay Mauritius and Reunion and
Madagascar (places he had glimpsed only from thirty thousand feet up, on scavenging tripsin Martine's
plane)? Out there in the direction of the forgotten trade routes which had once dashed this untonused old
ocean? Way off to the west there, whereif you travelled long enough you came at last to Africa, whose
toppled cities were filled with fabulous paidey scarves and tennis caps, cummerbunds and opera hats and
cricket sneskers, even crates of penicillin and e ectroencepha ographs, and no people? The speck
seemed to be moving, he could not be sure.

'No," the old man said. 'Otherwise, Doctor, prognosis not favourable.”

Hisfeatures settled in adeeper frown, it felt like ahand grabbing hisface. He re-entered the jungle to
begin the descent on the far side of the summit, agalago dashed hystericdly acrossthe path.

In afew moments he reached the landmark, atal column of scaly rock dmost entirely overrun with
creepers and ferns. Squatting in the thicket, he called out as loudly as he could, 'Peaceto al! Peace and
long life. Open up, hereis Ubu.' It was not English he spoke now but the throaty, resonant, richly
vowelled tongue of the Mandunji.

Facing him was aboulder which bulged out from the base of the rock, hidden from sight by atangle of
briers. It swung inward, briersand al. Stooping, Ubu stepped into the cavern.

'Peaceto dl," he repeated. His hands went up in the ceremonia greeting, fingers extended and pams up
asthough atray were resting on them, to indicate that their owner came without weapons and therefore
infriendship and good will.

'Peace, Ubu,’ the tdll teak-complexioned young man & the gate answered deepily. He yawned, acosmic
gape. Then he remembered the rest of the salutation and awvkwardly stuck his hands out in turn. They
were not empty; in one. was a brush dripping red berry juice and in the other a sheet of pounded bark
partialy covered with rows of painted mynah birds and manioc plants. Apparently he had been working
on this decorative drawing when Ubu arrived.

'l... do not mean... to offend,’ he said dowly, searching for the words. It was dawning on him, Ubu could
see, that he had committed a serious breach of etiquette by not emptying his hands before holding them
out. 'My thought isfar away... | was making adesign and...’

Ubu smiled and patted him on the shoulder. At the same time he leaned forward to examine the scar on
the young man's shaved head, aribbon of pink tissue which ran in an unwavering line from the forehead
past both ears to the nape of the neck. It was the welt that was aways made when the dome of a
troubled one's skull was diced off with aMandunga saw and then neatly pasted back in place.

'It hedlsnicdly,' Ubu said, pointing to the scar.
'It has stopped itching,’ the boy said.
'No more trouble there?

The boy looked puzzled. 'l do not remember the trouble people speak of,' he said. 'Dr Martine says|
used to fight much... and there was much tonusin my muscles... | do not remember. Modtly | liketo st
and draw birds and trees. | want to deep dl thetime!'

'Y ou are much improved, Notoa | noticed just now that when you said "Peace” it was not just athing to
say, you meant it. The reports | hear from Dr Martine are very good.’

'People say | used to fight,” Notoa said, looking down at the floor. "When | hear about it | feel ashamed. |



do not know what used to make me hit my relatives’
'Y ou were troubled.’

Notoaregarded his hands with wonder. ‘It isvery hard now even to make afist, when | try itisagreat
effort and it does not fed right. Dr Martine says the electric charge in my tensor musclesis down many
points, he showed me on the measuring machine. Mot of thetime | am very deepy.’

'Only the troubled are afraid of deep.' Ubu, patted the youngster again. 'Speaking of Dr Martine, where
ishe?

Notoayawned again. 'In surgery. M oaga was brought this afternoon.'

'Yes, | forgot." Ubu nodded and started down the corridor. Notoa swung the slab of rock to, and
abruptly the rustling, crackling, croaking, twittering, twanging, twitching, ranting, jeering sounds of the
jungle were cut off. In the sudden hush Ubu became aware of the throttled hum from the fans Dr Martine
had ingtalled in camouflaged shafts overhead to pump asteady flow of fresh, filtered, dehumidified, and
aseptic air into the great underground hollow. The doctor liked to put his motors everywhere: on fishing
boats, on the chisels and adzes used in hollowing out logs to make canoes, on stonesfor grinding maize,
even on the sawsfor cutting skulls off. Such machineswere not necessary, of course, they only took a
man away from his natura work and made his mind and handsidle. One thing only was bad about this
mechanization, it upset the routine. Because there were so many machinesto do the work the young men
now had much time to talk and study with the doctor and the old habits of work began to dip. Theold
habits made for agreat steadiness, alooking in onefixed direction dong agtraight line...

As he passed the row of cubicles, Ubu peered through the one-way glass on each door at the patient
insde. Mogt of these Mandungabas were recent operatees, with tentlike bandages ill on their heads, but
some of them had had their dressings removed and were beginning to sprout new crops of hair over their
scars. Ubu studied their faces as he went aong, looking for signs of the tautness which had been a
chronic torment for dl of them before Mandunga. He knew what to watch for: narrowed eyes, tight rigid
lips, corrugated foreheads, ahunched stiffnessin the shoulder muscles - flexings of thosewholiveina
world of perpetud feints and pounces.

No, there was no tdll-tale strain in these once troubled people. If anything, their features and bodies
seemed to have relaxed to the point of faling apart: heads lolling, mouths loose and hanging open, arms
and legsflung like sacks of maize on the pallets. Well, adeegpy man does not bresk his uncle's nose.

Beyond the cubicles was the large animal-experimentation chamber in which the tarsers, marmosets,
pottos, lemurs, and chimpanzees huddled listlesdy in their cages, most of them aso wearing heed
bandages; beyond that, the laboratory in 19 which most of the doctor's encephal ographs and other
power-driven apparatus were kept; and findly, in the farthest corner of the hollow, the operating room.
The window in this door was of ordinary two-way glass, Ubu could see that Dr Martine was just dicing
through the last portion of Moagas cranium with his autometic rotary saw.

What asick one wasthis poor Moaga, Moaga the troublemaker, the sullen, the never-speaking, the
vilifier of neighbours, and husband-dasher. Theriot had been drained from her body now, she lay
stretched out on the operating table like amound of tapioca so completely anaesthetized by rotabunga
that although her eyes were wide open they could see nothing. She was naked and Ubu could seethe
tangle of wiresthat led from her arms, her legs, her chest, her eydids, from dl the orifices of her bronze
body, to the measuring machines scattered around the room. He knew that in afew minutes, when
Mandungatook place, the indicating needles on those machines would sink from the level of distressto
theleved of ease and Moagas sicknesswould be over, she, would stay away from ganja('marijuana, in



the doctor's peculiar language) and eat more tapioca, take more rotabunga. Done with electric trepans
and chrome-stedl scalpels and sutures, or with an old-fashioned chisel driven by an old-fashioned rock,
the result was aways the same magic: the troubled one came out of it no longer troubled, only alittle
deepy. When, of course, hedid not die. It wastrue, fewer patients died since the doctor had introduced
trepans and aseps's and anatomy and penicillin.,

Dr Matineinserted athin metd instrument into theincison and pried; in amoment the skull gave and
began to come away. An assistant was stlanding by with gloved hands held out, in spite of the surgical
mask Ubu recognized him as Martine's son Rambo. The boy took the bony cup, holding it like abowl in
theritual of the tapiocafeast, and immediately submerged it in alarge tray containing the usual saline bath.

Despite the dozens of times Ubu had watched this ceremony, despite the hundreds of times he had
performed it (at least the ancient rock-and-chisdl version of it) himself in the old days, before Martine, he
dill felt acertan thrill at the sight of the brain's crumpled convolutions - ‘those intellectud intestines, that
hive of anarchy’, the doctor called them.

Suddenly Ubu thought of the black dot he had seen on the horizon: had it redly been moving?
Involuntarily his shoulders hunched and he sucked hislipsin until they were thin and bloodless.

'Y ou are lucky, Moaga,' he said, reverting to English. 'Soon no more worries, prognosis good. But for
some worries, no scalpel, prognosis very bad...' Thistime he did not add the articles and verbs and so
on.

CHAPTER 2

Pulse normal, respiration normd: the rubber bladders through which she bresthed clenched and
unclenched in perfect rhythm, two pneumatic fists. Rambo trundled alarge Mond metal cabinet over to
the table, through its glass front abank of eectronic tubes glowed. Everything wasin order.

From the machine, which contained an array of dender stedl probes attached by coiled wiresto the
electronic circuits within, Martine selected a needle and brought it close to the exposed brain. He gpplied
the point carefully to an areaon the cortex, signalled his readiness with a nod. Rambo twisted one of the
control dials on the machine's operating panel. Moaga's | eft leg shot up and twitched in an absent-minded
entrechat. Another contact made the shoulders writhe, another doubled the handsinto fists and sent them
paddling in the air, afourth set the teeth to grinding.

Now the doctor began the multiple stimulation tests, gpplying four, then six, then eight and ten needles
smultaneoudy to various cortica centres, with the final flow of current Moagas face grew contorted, its
muscles worked in spasms and her abdomen arched away from the table and began to heave. In spite of
himself Martine fdt his own abdomina muscles contracting, he dways had this sympathetic response to
the mock intercourse induced by afew expertly distributed amperes. 'l got rhythm," he said to himself.

Helooked around the chamber. All his assstants were at their posts, watching their measuring dials and
recording at each stage Moagd's variations in temperature, muscle tonus, skin moisture, blood pressure,
pulserate, intesting peristalss, pupil dilation and eydid blinking, lacrimation, vagind contractions.

Rambo whedled away the machine and brought up atable, on it was arow of hypodermic needlesfilled
with liquid. Strychnine. The next step was neuronography, strychninization, thefiring of certain key areas
of the cerebrum with this potent excitant in order to trace the pathways from the brain'sjellied rind to the
hidden cerebellum, the thalamus, the hypothalamus. He made the injections expertly - but tensely: hewas
aways tense with hypodermic needles - while his ass stants jotted their scrupul ous notations about the
pursing of thelips, thefluttering in the cloaca, the squirmings of the pelvis.



While the strychnine bulleted through the brain's maze and the indicators jumped, he looked down at
Moaga's face, down into the wide-open eyes which saw little and said much. Babbling eyes, ranting eyes.
Asaways, the rotabunga drugs had induced a completely comatose state in which the eyesremained
open; for dmost nineteen years he had been performing Mandunga here in the cave and never once had
he been able to turn his attention entirely from those open sogpboxing eyes. What wasit he dways
thought he saw in them? Icy accusation, glaciers of accusation.

Once the routine experiments were out of the way it did not take long for the actual surgery. First he put
in place the fine surgical threads which marked the upstart areas on the patient's frontal |obes, then he
Speedily made incisions dong them and added severd deft undercuts with the scalpdl to free the spongy
masses a the desired depth, then he removed these masses with asuction cup and quickly tied off the
blood vessdls. He reached down into Moaga's throat and made her cough: no leakage from the diced
veins, everything in order.

Rambo returned with the Monel cabinet. The ten eectric needles were gpplied to the same spots as
before: the woman's pelvic arearemained inert, the vagina indicators did not move. While Martine
doused the exposed area with penicillin Rambo brought the skull and very soon it was back in place, the
flaps of skin knitted together with stitches and silver clips.

Martine nodded and stepped back, beginning to strip off his rubber gloves. ‘Doneit again, he said to
himself. ‘Goddamned Siamese twins. I've cut out the aggression. I've dso cut out the orgasm, can't seem
to separate the two. Sorry, Moaga. The pigsticker did his best.’

Martine looked up at the door and saw Ubu's face through the window. His eyes widened with pleasure,
then hardened. He yanked his mask off and came out looking angry.

'Peaceto -' Ubu began, in English.
'What the hell are you doing here?
'l bring news'’

'Couldn't it have waited?

'No. We must have talk together.’

'Well... What'sit al about?

'Another fishing boat. The men went asfar as Cargados |dand, they were following a big school of
swordfish. They bring abad report.’

"The queer-limbs again?
'Y es, the queer-limbs. Y es, forty, fifty. And alarge ship, most peculiar shape.’
"They were white?

'White like the others, speak English like the others. They cdled to the fishermen but our boys pretended
they did not understand and went away.'

Martine raised his hand and rubbed his eyes wearily. He thought: | know why he'stelling methisin
English. Thisisthe most terrifying thing that's ever happened to him, he'sgot to push it away from him, by
talking about it in aremote language he hopes to make the whol e thing remote. He dways switchesto
English when we talk about orgasm, too.



'So," Martine said. 'This makes the seventh time they've been seen in, let's see, five weeks or so. Each
timethey comealittle closer.’

'More news," Ubu said. 'Over an hour ago | stopped at the clearing and looked out at the sea. | am not
al surebut | thought | saw something moving far away to the west, where the water ends!’

'Sounds to me as though they've got some base of operations around the Mozambique waters. They
seem to be covering the whole area pretty systemeticaly, they're obvioudy looking for something. Christ
knowswhat."

'‘Maybe - for you?

Martine stared at the chief in astonishment. That's crazy, old man, in over eighteen yearsthey've
forgotten al about me!'

The door of the operating-room swung open and Rambo came out, wheeling Moaga. Ubu watched as
the bed rolled down the corridor, then he said hesitantly, "Y ou think of something to do?

Martine laughed; these gentle people were good for everything but crisis. Then he put hisarm around his
friend's shoulders and began to walk with him down the corridor. ‘Not exactly, but I'm not going to go up
to them with my hands held out and say, "Peaceto dl.” A guy can get himsdf very dead that way.'

"Y ou suggest we hide then?

'No good, they'd find the village and know we were around somewhere. We've got to face them, |
guess, but it's not easy to work out away of dealing with them. All we know so far isthat these people,
cregtures, mongters, whatever they are, are exactly like us - except that where their arms and legs ought
to be they've got tubular appliances that you can see through and that flicker asthough they werefilled
with fireflies. And they spesk English, American.'

"That bothers you?

'As much as anything," Martine admitted. For eighteen and ahdf years, he had to confessto himsdlf, he
hadn't thought too much about his home and the peopl e there, hadn't even been much concerned to
know whether there were any people left there. HEd had so little interest in the past that when his plane
cracked up heldd saved al the machinery and surgica equipment and energy capsules but hadn't hesitated
to destroy the radio and video. 'l wish', he said, 'I'd kept the short-wave radio from my plane.’

'Y ou are good with machines,” Ubu suggested. ‘Perhaps you could build such aradio.’

Martine laughed again, shaking hishead. 'It'salittle late for that," he said. He reached out and squeezed
Ubu's arm affectionately. "That's the trouble with you, dear Ubu, with &l the Mandunji - you've become
such congenital pacifists that when athrest finaly does show up, your mindsjust go blank. One
pugnacious bum with adingshot could take over the village and dispose of the lot of you.'

It was perfectly true: sx hundred years of dogged good will had left these people without any will &t all,
you just had to say boo and they al but fell to the ground in a hebephrenic huddie. The village had been
in astate of frozen panic for weeks, Ubu hadn't been able to deep, his whole metabolism was on the
blink.

'Do not make fun, Ubu said. 'l have agreat worry.'

‘Cadm yoursdlf, old man. Thereisnothing to be done.’



'l have aworry not only for the village. Since these queerlimbs came, | have stayed awake many nights
thinking - he will go, the doctor will go.'

‘Suppose that happened? Martine said. "'Would it be such acalamity?
'Y ou must not leave us!’

‘Nonsense.' Martine took Ubu's arm and steered him over to the row of cubicles which housed the
conva escents. 'These Mandungabas, he said, 'used to be pretty scrappy characters. They spent alot of
timein hiding, making themsalves spears and bolos and stilettos and poison darts that are forbidden by
villagelaw. They refused their doses of rotabunga and smoked ganjaand went into trances and raided
their neighbours yam gardens a night. They made effigies of their mothers-in-law and other people they
didn't like and stuck pinsin them, aform of magic which isgtrictly taboo. They had aterrible thirst to be
different from the others, to stand out, to be raised above the mass, while our normd citizens are o leery
of digtinguishing themselvesin any way they haveto be browbesten into taking any kind of office,
including your own. They poured so much aggressive energy into their sexudity that their mateswere
often serioudy maimed and disfigured, sometimes even killed. All indl, apretty edgy, sand-offish, and
bloodthirsty lot. Well, it certainly looks as though they've become very meek and mild citizens - except
for the oneswho have relapses or devel op other infirmities, you and the elders don't like to think about
them. So | guessyou'd say they're improved.’

'Prognosis good,’ Ubu said happily. 'Is!

'From the point of view of the village, sure. But how doesit look from the point of view of the man?
Prognosisonebig yawn.'

'A man', Ubu sad, 'iswell to the extent that hisvillageiswell.

'A moot point. Come on in herefor aminute. He led the way into one of the cubicles. There was no one
on the pallet. Thisis Notoa's room," he explained. '‘Before he was assigned for Mandunga, you
remember, he gave hiswife quite athrashing - her eyeswere black for days after. But he seemed to love
hiswife as passonately as he hated her, made love to her much more often and for much longer periods
of time than our more normal men do with their wives. Wel, Notoa doesn't want to beat hiswife any
more, that's true, but he doesn't want to caress her either, he's bored with her. When she cameto visit
him yesterday she obediently lay down on his palet so that he could take his pleasure of her but he
amply ignored her, sat in acorner munching on hisnails and drawing parakeets and dozing off from time
totime'

‘Love which istabooed by the village, Ubu said, ‘cannot be enjoyed. Trueloveis gentle and with much
quiet and no tonus, not wild.'

'When | cut out the aggression much of the sexudity goestoo, they're Siamese twins. Maybe loveisonly
for thewild.'

‘Those who enjoy such loveare sick.’

‘Tell that to Notoaswife, Martine said. He remembered hislast conversation with the woman: she hadn't
had an orgasm since Notoas operation, she was scared out of her wits that she might never be satisfied
any more, she knew that often happened to the wives of Mandungabas. 'She's getting very tense!

‘Then sheis sick also. Perhaps Mandunga -
'Absolutdly not!'



Ubu was disturbed by the doctor's sudden forcefulness. 'Dear friend, is there something wrong?

'Weve had this out before. So long as awoman is not an active physica danger to anybody | will not
attack her orgasm with aknife, evenif you think it's worse than an epileptic fit.'

It isadckness,' the old man said stubbornly. "We have many norma women in our village. Why do they
not have thiswildness?

'For avery good reason - because you define anorma woman as one who does not have thiswildness.
It'sajoke, Ubu. Do you know why we dways spesk of these mattersin my language, English? I'll tell
you why, it's because you have no words for such thingsin Mandunji. Oh, | know, | know, for you this
orgasm business, epecidly in awoman, isacollapse, a pathological letting-go, the same thing has been
believed by many tribes. But | havetold you over and over that it isasickness only if the community says
itisasckness. Inthe West, where | came from, it was something that everybody wanted and was
encouraged to want, even women. Perhaps one woman out of ten fully achieved it and perhaps only four
men out of ten, but the sicknesswas not to have it. According to the doctors, anyway, the better doctors.
The priests were alittle mixed up about the subject.’

"It cannot be agood thing," Ubu said. 'The women who work to have it build up too much tension.’
'Orgasm isthe body's best way of discharging itstension. Maybe a seesaw is better than a coffin.'

They passed through the animal ab; marmosets and spider monkeys, pottos and dow lorisesraised their
bandaged heads and regarded the two men with indifference. At thefar end of the room they passed
through an archway and entered Martine's office-library. They sat down on matted-straw chairs.

Martine waved his hand at the bound volumes which lined thewalls, hundreds of them, the case histories
and experimental records accumulated in eighteen and ahaf years of Mandunga. 'If the queer-limbs
comé, he said, ‘they must not get their hands on al this. Whether they come asfriends or as enemies!’

'What bad could they do with it?
‘Such knowledge can be misused, it's happened before.!
'Y ou have something to propose?

'If you had asked methat earlier', Martine said serioudy, '| would have proposed something very
concrete. Instead of destroying the contraband spears and poison darts and bolos made by the troubled
ones, cache them away and keep them sharp. And instead of cutting the bloodthirgtiness out of the
troubled ones, keep them in fighting trim.’

'Ah," Ubu said,.shaking his head, 'you are making fun again.’

‘Not at al. Obvioudy, these violent ones are the only Mandunji ready to fight for the village. That lunatic
fringe might have made afird-rate rampart..."

"Thisis not meeting the problem.’

‘Right," Martine said gloomily. 'But mumbling peace-to-all and holding empty hands out isn't meeting it
ether. He sat up in hischair and waved hisindex finger at the chief. 'Look here," he said, 'suppose we
took al those hacked-up monkeys out there and set them loose in the jungle? Why, their unlobotomized
brethren, who till have the pathways of lust and attack open in their corticalthalamic aress, would tear
them to ribbonsin aminute... Hell, | don't know what to propose, redly...'



They sat without talking, the old man with alook of bewilderment on hisface, the doctor stroking his chin
and staring at the volumesin his bookshelves.

Sound of running in the corridor; ayoung villager burst into the room panting and covered with swest.
His hands were trembling asthey went out in greeting. The elders sent me," he said, in between
shuddering breaths. 'The queer-limbs, the glass-limbs have landed!"

‘Not glass, Martine said irritably. ‘I've told you over and over. Plagtic, probably. Somekind of plastic.'
Ubu stood up, pulling his robe around him. ‘How did it happen?

'A ship came near the shore," the boy said. "'Then from the ship a second ship, asmaller one, roseup in
the air with wings flying around and around very fast and floated over thevillage:

'Helicopter,’ Martine muttered.

‘Then it went back to the large ship and picked up many men and brought theminto land a aclearing.
All menwith funny armsand legs. Now they are cutting their way through the jungle with flamesand
saws.'

Martine sghed and rose to hisfeet. 'All right," he said. 'If they mean us harm we can do nothing, but if
they don't then we must play agame.’

'A game? Ubu was puzzled.

'Y es. Firdt, these strangers mustn't find out that so many of the villagers know English. Only afew,
including you, Ubu, must et on that they know the language. Y ou be spokesman, you like therole. You
can eadly explain how you know the language by saying that long before the war - thethird war, in case
theréve been others since then - you were over on the African mainland, say in Johannesburg, asa
student.’

'What shall | say?

"Tell them nothing about the village, nothing. And try to find out everything you can about why they've
come here. Oh, and one other thing -" Here Martine hesitated, made aface.

Tel me,' Ubu said eagerly.

'If it seemsin order, try tactfully to inquire about their arms and legs. Ah - no, on second thought, maybe
you'd better not. I've got afeding... Maybe you'd better skip the wholething.'

'What will you be doing, Martine?
'I'll be hiding in my hut. Under no circumstances bresthe aword about awhite man living in the village.'
'Yes,' said Ubu. 'Anything else?

'All the Mandungabas must be kept out of sight. If it does happen that these men notice the Mandunga
marks on somebody, explain them thisway: say they are harmless decorations, like tattoos. Y ou know
what atattoo is, you've seen the one on my arm.’

'Let uspray it works!'

'Yes, Martine said as they walked down the corridor to the entrance. 'And if it doesn't let'sregret all
those lunatics we whittled into pacifists. A little spare tonus might comein handy in the next hour or s0."



CHAPTER 3

Thefirst ones came by land. Deep in the jungle there was alow woosh and rumble like the surge of surf
far away, strangled bassoons, it grew louder and soon there was added to it a soprano effect, shrill
metdlic yelps such as might be made by stedl teeth eating into bark and wood pulp. Wisps of smoke
began to curl out of thefoliage; the villagers stood motionless around the mai ze grinder, watching.

The smoke grew denser, billowing black clouds spurted from the trees. Suddenly aten-foot-wide wall of
fire gppeared on the edge of thejungle, the villagers sighed in terror, trees were crashing and bushes and
vineswent up in puffs of intense white flame. In amoment, as though by the flick of a switch, the sheet of
fire was gone and behind it everyone could see that aten-foot tunnel had been blasted openin the
vegetation.

In the pathway stood the strangers.

Martine lay on the wooden floor of his haphazard attic, Ooda beside him. Through adlit in the thatching
he studied the first white men he had seen in over eighteen years. It wastrue, it was dl true. They were
wesaring shorts and T-shirts with large blue 'M's on their front, their limbs were exposed. Instead of arms
and legs they had transparent extensions whose smooth surfaces shone in the sun. Each of these limbs
was atangle of metalic rods and coils, scattered al through each one weretiny bulbswhich lit up and
faded asthe limb moved, sending off spatters of icy bluelight. The strangers advanced a short distance
into the open, arms and legs flashing as though, yes, as though they contained swarms of fireflies. And
now something else: with each movement avery faint staccato sequence of clicks and clacks, an dmost
inaudible susurring, as of twigs snapping.

All of these men had four artificia limbs, dwaysfour, but the onesin front, the oneswho had cleared the
path through the jungle, were wearing speciaized insrumentsin place of their right arms. Some had what
looked like flame-throwers, long tubes terminating in funne-shaped nozzles which were still smoking, a
moment ago they had been spitting out fifty-foot tongues of fire (the bassoons); others had long
many-jointed claws on the ends of which were mounted high-speed rotary saws (the sopranos). Some
twenty of these men emerged from the thicket. When they stopped, those in the lead pulled the tools
from their arm stumps, picked up regular plastic arms which were hanging from their belts, and snapped
them into place in the empty sockets.

They stood in agroup, surveying the village and the natives assembled in dead silence behind Ubu. They
made no further move. Except for the blasting and cutting tools now dangling from their waiststhey
seemed to have nothing even remotely resembling aweapon with them. They talked quietly among
themsdves, looking up to the sky from time to time as though expecting something there.

In afew seconds another group, aeridists, cameinto sight some forty or fifty feet over the tops of the
raffiatrees. Each was self-propelled: two counter-rotating rotors attached to an elongated right arm made
each man ahuman helicopter.

The airborne oneslanded as a unit and quickly subgtituted regular armsfor the helicopter ones. They then
closed ranks with the others and the whole group began to move toward the centre of the village where
Ubu stood waiting, the elders arranged in an anxious half-moon behind him. The strangers walked with
the ease and assurance of norma men, even more, even alittle cockily, their legstaking firm, brisk steps
and their arms swinging gracefully at their sides. At the head of the party strode awell-buiilt,
good-looking man in hislate thirties, close-cropped moustache, rather taller than the others and with an
indefinable air of authority about him. The face under his crew-cut blond hair was firm and powerful in
gpite of its ruddy youthfulness, there was strength in it, but he was smiling now.



'Oh, bad," Ooda whispered. 'Bad, bad, bad.’

'Shhh," Martine said, squinting to get aclearer look at the leader's face. 'Be patient, monkey. Maybe it's
not as bad as you think.'

‘They'redl likeyou, Martine. Only for thearmsand legs'
‘That'sabigonly.’

That handsome, genid, youngish face interested him. In fact, the whole shape of the head interested him.
The skull wasimpressively broad, that was one thing. 'Brachycephalic,” he whispered. His free hand
automaticaly curled, asthough taking hold of something.

The big man cameto ahdt severa feet from Ubu, flanked by two of his comrades; the others remained
tactfully behind him. At anod from the leader his two companions turned to Ubu.

"Wamba dumuji kuana ashatu? one said.

Ubu's eyes opened wide, he said nothing.

‘Bwazamzam, bwariri? the second man said.

Ubuwasdill slent.

"Try again,' theleader said in English. 'Maybe you'l hit on something.
'Fakshi tumpar, 0o ah? thefirst man said.

Through histerror Ubu finaly got the point: these men were not Smply making peculiar noises, they were
trandators. He understood what he had to do and raised his handsin the pams-up gesture. 'Peaceto all,’
hesaidin English. 'Long life. May the war stay on the other Sde of theriver.' Hefdt it was only polite
that on such an occasion he should use the full greeting rather than one of its abbreviated forms.

The leader was startled. 'I'll be damned,’ he said. ‘'No. Don't tell me you speak English?

'Oh, yes," Ubu said. It made him feel good to be able to please the stranger. 'l have studied English, |
know many words, Prognosis, eectronic, bohemian, cobra, rampart.’

Now he remembered that he was supposed to explain hisknowledge of English and he hurried on to tell
the story: Johannesburg, school, long time ago, and so on.

‘That's interesting,’ the stranger said. He held out his hands as he had seen Ubu do. 'Peace,’ he said. 'My
nameis Theo.

'MineUbu. Is!

'I'm very glad to know you, Mr Ubu.' The stranger was studying the old man'sface, politely but with
interest. "Tell me, Mr Ubu, are your peoplein any way related to atribe called the Bantus? There's
something in your faces... Y our idand isn't indicated on any of our maps, we haven't been abletofind a
referenceto it anywhere!

‘Thereis some of Bantu in us. Likewise Maay. Likewise Arab. Many things. We are the Mandunji.

Y vfandunji? That'sanew oneon me.



'Few people on the outside know of us, we make no trouble.’
'Where did you get your name?

'Easy to explain. In our language Mandunji means literdly, "those whose heads are without devils'. Y ou
see, we have dso aword Mandunga, it isaverb meaning "to chase the devilsfrom the head”, it refersto
some of our old ceremonies, our name comes from the same root. Among us there are aso some people
caled Mandungabas, this means "those from whose heads the devils have been chased”. However,' the
thought occurred to him that he might be talking too much, hefet Martines eyes on him, 'to make afree
trandation, perhapsin English one would say Mandunji means smply "the sane ones, the norma”. Among
usit isconsdered avery good ideato be normal, we have a great respect for it.'

'Fascinating, fascinating,' Theo said enthusiasticaly. 'My people too have great respect for the norma and
they also hopethat war will stay on the other side of theriver, dl rivers. We have alot in common.'

"Y our people? Ubu said courteoudy. '‘By what name are they known?

'We are Inland Strippers. We come from a place called the Inland Strip.'

Itisabigidand?

Theo laughed, not a al offensively. 'Big ashdll,’ he said. 'Used to be called America. Y ou've heard of it?
'Oh, indeed. Many times, when | attended schoal.'

'Well, the Inland Strip isthe only part of Americathat's inhabited now. Y ou see, there are many fewer
people there now, since the Third... Oh, excuse me, | mean the third war, that's the way we refer toit.
Y ou know about the war?

'Ah, rumph, yes, some men camein aship many years ago and told us of theterrible events. EMSIAC,
hydrogen bombs, radiologica dust, supersonic ships. | remember many things. They said Johannesburg
was an ash heap.’

The old man stopped in confusion: his muscles were stiff with tension, it was such ahorrible effort tolie.
Especidly to aperson as pleasant and friendly asthis Theo. He longed to put away dl the subterfuges
and talk frankly with the good man, tell him everything. But, aside from other deterrents, Martine was
ligening.

'Y es,' Theo said soberly. 'For ashort time during the war | served in Africa. | saw with my own eyes
what happened to Johannesburg. Johannesburg and many other cities!”

He noticed that Ubu was staring at his body.
'Oh? he said. 'Y ou haven't heard about Immob?
'Immob?

'Y es. That'swhat behind these arms and legs!’

'Isit that you and your friends wereinjured in, in the Third? In some hydrogen explosions? Ubu said
sympatheticaly.

'No, no, nothing like that. Immob hasto do with avery great effort to keep the war, the steamroller of
war, on the other side of theriver. Forever.'



Theo was obvioudy pleased with himsdf for having found exactly the right formulation for histhought. He
moved severd steps closer to Ubu. 'Mr Ubu, I'd like to tll you why we are here. We come in friendship,
with no desire to upset the life of your village. Y ou see, my comrades here are dl ahletes. Y ou know
what athletes are?

‘I remember from school,' Ubu said uncertainly. ‘Running and lifting weights and walking on the hands.
Thingslikethat.'

'Exactly. Men who engage in sports must train, practise, and that's what we are now doing - wereon a
training cruise, and we stop here and there on our travels to see new sights and meet different peoples.
Wed like very much to know your idand better, especidly sinceit's not charted on any of our maps,
we'd like to collect some data on your floraand your fauna, too - for example, my hobby is butterfly
collecting. Our intention isto establish abase a the other end of the idand, where we won't be a bother
to you, and make some surveys.'

"Youwill stay long?

I myself must leavein afew weeks, but the rest of the party will stay for some months. They'll be making
some more expeditions around.’

'Good. We shdl talk much and tell each other many things.'

"That'll be just wonderful. Weld like to know al about your people, and it may interest you to hear about
the Immobs. Well befriends.’

'Y ou comein peace, Mr Theo," Ubu said, 'and you are welcomed in peace. | shall send to you a present
of some sweset cassava, it iswhat you cdl tapioca, | believe. Relievesintestina tonus, very excellent for
the bowels!

"Thank you," Theo said. 'Perhaps you would like some pistachio ice cream.’

The two men looked at each other with mutua respect. They ceremonioudy extended their hands toward
one another again, Theo's flickering. Then the white man turned and, accompanied by hisfriends,
retreated across the clearing, disappeared into the newly cut pathway.

Ubu stood for some time, looking thoughtfully at the mouth of the tunnel; some of the bushes and plants
were gtill smouldering from the searing fire of the flame-throwers. Then he faced about and went to
Martine's house.

The doctor was standing in the doorway, staring at the hole in the jungle down which the strangers had
vanished. Brachycephalic as hdll, skull at least asbroad asit was long, cranid proportions at least 10:10,
he was thinking. And Immob? What, for God's sake, was Immob? Nonsense syllable. But his pulse had
never before been sent racing at 120, at least 120, by anonsense syllable.

'Y ou heard? the old man asked.
'Mogt of it.'

'Y ou feared for no reason.’
‘Maybe.'

‘But thisMr Theoissuch anice, friendly man! Thereisno harm in him, he would not trouble aspider.’



"The guy certainly spoke well enough, but that whole line about training cruises and floraand fauna- it
soundsfishy to me!’

'Y ou see fish everywhere, Doctor, it isthe characterigtic of tonicity.'

Martine turned his head - Ooda, standing in the shadow insde, quiet and anxious. He reached out, drew
her closeto him. 'l see something else: agrest fire-shooting arm and a great sharp-toothed hand. These
could be very nasty weapons. Worse than adingshot. Or asteamroller.’

'What suspiciousistherein al this? It ssemsto me very smple: dl the men from your country arein love
with machines, they make dl kinds of machines, very good, these arms and legs are just more of the toy
machinesthey liketo make.

'Y ou once saw what such toys can do. Or don't you remember what Johannesburg and Durban and
Cape Town looked like after my people got through playing with them?

'No connexion," Ubu inssted. 'Mr Theo says his country wants only to keep the war on the other side of
the river. However, if they want to collect some plants and insects, why not?

‘Let them go swishing their butterfly netsal over the place,’ Martine said absent-mindedly. 'Maybe
they're al harmless asrabbits. In any case, their coming here complicates matters agood dedl.'

'l do not follow.'

'l mean just this: under no circumstance can they learn about my work here. | absolutely ingst on that. All
Mandunga ceremonies must be suspended completely. All us devil-chasers are out of work, Ubu, let's
feceit.

‘Sugpended? Ubu said dully.

'More: the cave must be sedled up, with al the records and research data. All the experimental animals
must be destroyed - if we turned those four-footed pacifists loose in the jungle our visitorswould
certainly come upon them and wonder at their scars and strange behaviour. Besides, you can't keep all
the Mandungabas under cover indefinitely and Theo's men would soon see a connexion between their
scars and the scars on the animas. Remember: you must dl act as though Mandunga does not exist and
never existed. Or Martine, either.’

'Y ou, you, you," Ubu echoed. 'Always you say you, not we. What of yourself?
'l was thinking about that," Martine said. 'Obvioudy | can't stay here.’

Hefdt Oodas shoulders fiffen, he hed hisarm tighter around her.

'Why not, Martine? We could hide you, maybe in the cave.’

'For months? I'd go nuts with boredom. Besides, these are smart, observant people, if there were awhite
man on theidand they'd find out about it one way or another. Especialy since our people aren't good
liars. Y ou yoursdlf were ready to blab the works just afew minutes ago, weren't you, when you were
talking to the nice man? No, I've got to disappear, there's no other way.'

Before Ubu could say anything, before Ooda could find words for the fear that was spilling into her eyes,
Rambo came across the clearing and approached his parents’ huit.

'Y ou sent for me, Father?



'Yes,' Martine said. 'l have ajob for you. I want you to go to the camp of these strangers.’
The boy's dert eyeswidened, but he said nothing.

'Y ou will carry abasket of sweet cassava, tell themiit is the present Ubu promised. No doubt they'll be
very polite, ask you to stay and eat or drink. Accept, and in the course of the conversation, without
showing any unusud curiogity, ask them certain things about their country which I must know. Do you
think you can do that, Rambo?

IYS.I

Martine began to enumerate, item by item, the things he wanted to find out, going into careful detail about
those matters which could not mean very much to the boy: passports, routes of travel, currency, clothes,
and so on. When he was through the boy nodded, promised to report as soon as he returned, and | eft.

Ubu hardly heard the exchange between Martine and Rambo. 'Disappear where, dear friend? the old
man said now with some agitation. '‘Komoro? Madagascar? If these strangers can find you here, they can
find you anywherein the archipelago.’

'l know that,” Martine said. 'l've thought the whole thing out. | can disappear only in one place - where dl
the other people look like me!'

'Martine...'

'I've got to go to America, or whatever's|eft of it. Incognito, of course. Y ou should understand that: all
the norma Mandunji live with each other dl their livesincognito.’

'Y ou must not go,' Ubu said in atrembling voice. They think you dead, do not change their minds.
Besides, you cannot leave us, your friends...'

'Maybe you're friends of another one of my incognitos.’ But there were tearsin the old man's eyes. '‘Don't
go dramatic on me, Ubu," Martine said gently. "That's another thing about low tonus, it makesyou
sentimenta as hell, your emotions get as flabby as your muscles. It'sjust that I'm curious about what's
been happening back there, now that 1've seen these soft-gpoken mongters. | want to examine their flora
and fauna'

'If you go you - you will not come back,' Ubu said. 'Y ou will forget us. How shall we live without you
now?

"Thisismy home. I'll come back, count onit.’

Ubu was silent for along time. Martine could fed Ooda's body quaking in hisarm asthough shehad a
chill. Findly the old chief said inalow voice, 'When shdl you leave, Martine?

Martine held Oodatight. "'The sooner the better, he said. Tonight, if it's possible.’
CHAPTER 4

They lay on the dabs of foam rubber (salvaged from the seats of a cocktail loungein Pretoria), their
bodies just touching. After awhile she reached out and lit another cigarette of ganja.

The moonlight streaming in through the gperturein the far wal, spray of pearl dust, cut acrosstheir
bodiesjust above the knees; he studied the juxtaposed shanks. Hers was a tawny brown, brown of
chestnuts and dried tobacco leaf, sprinkled with bronzing; his, for al the years of exposure to a brutal



sun, remained awhite man'sleg, low in melanin, chalky, cheeky. Smug leg. Arrogant. Woreits bleach
like awhite badge of asepsis, ahalo. The white man's burden wasfirgt of al whiteness.

Her body was till trembling, he could fed it. With her, agitation dwaystook amotoric turn. She had it
bad thistime.

And o, findly, after centuries of sahibism, these two legs, hatched and stained in opposite hemispheres,
onein theleafy suburbs of Sdt Lake City, the other in ajungle some hundreds of miles southeast of
Antananarive, now lying side by side on amattress of foam rubber in the middle of the Indian Ocean.
Onefilled with the messianic blood of Mormons, the other with a pacifist Bantu-Arab-Maay brew cdled
Mandunji. A coupling to shatter aKipling...

She made ahissing sound as she pulled the smoke into her lungs, inhaing kinesthetic ease, trying to.
'Have you been happy with me? he said.

Shetook another puff on the cigarette and passed it to him. He sipped as she had taught him; held the
smoke aslong as he could, then let it out in dabs which heimmediately sucked up again and swallowed.
Hefdt thetingling in hisviscera, in histoes, in hisfingers, the Suff was as penetrating initsway as
disthermy.

'l mean redly happy,' he said. 'All theway. So you fed thereis nothing more.’

He handed the cigarette back to her. He had to deliver alecture tonight, he had just this moment decided
onit, it would be tricky, he would need hiswits about him.

'Wdll,' he said. 'Have you?

"Happy?

He understood the sullen question in her voice. Many times, in the early days, he had asked her the same
thing, and dways her answer had been: "The word has no meaning for me. It isasound, like water
running. When my people mean it goeswell they say it is peaceful, quiet - isthat what you mean? No, it
has not been peaceful .

'l am not talking about peace," he said. "Y ou were not meant for peace, you did not have peace before |
came.’

'No, but | wasaone. | did not live near others. There was no one close enough to hurt me. When | felt a
hurt it came from inside, not from another... Now the hurt comes from you. Y ou are near but many times
| feel done...

'l want to know: in your lifewith me, do you use yoursdf up? All of you?'Y ou fed that what isin you
comesout, you likethe feding? Do you yavn?

Shetook along drag on the cigarette, held her breath. 'No," she said, sulky, as she exhaled. 'l do not
yawn.'

'Isit good not to be deepy?

‘Thisishow | would haveit, not the regular way. With you it isvery low one moment, very high the next,
awaysthe going up or down. | would not likeit to be the same dways. Although when we are [ow -
when you go away from me and into yourself - it is sometimes very bad. It does not bother me too
much.' He felt her body begin to tremble again, worse than before. 'Now we are down far, to the



bottom. | fed ahurt that will make me crazy.’
‘No. No.'

He put hisarms around her and drew her to him. Shetried to fight down the sobs, he stroked her
shoulder. Her body was lithe and compact, she was thirty-six now but with no suggestion of flabbiness or
sag in her flesh. Not skimpy, breasts full and firm, hips gently swelling, aroundnessin thethighs, ill,
unlike the more typica women of the village, she had adender and hard-packed quality. Concentration.
Very much like himsdf, dthough he was more clearly the cerebrotonic with atouch of the somatotonic. If
the mixtures were dightly different (he lived more in the nerves, shein the muscles), theingredients were
the same. They were birds of amottled feather. A taboo feather.

'Monkey," he said, ‘while I'm away you must not smoke any more. It could be serious!’

'No more bed,’ she said. 'No more talk. No more ganja. | am to stop living when you go. And you
aways go. Somewhere, where | am not to follow.'

'Y ou must be careful. Y ou know that you have a need to be very active when you are feding bad, thet in
itself isdangerousin the village. When you smoke the need is greater.’

"That ismy busness!

'Minetoo. When I'm here | can protect you but there are many who don't like you, even fear you, as
they fear al who are different. Many were sent for Mandunga only because they smoked, before | came.

"When you go, the knives go,’ she said bitterly. 'l do not fear the cave.’

'If you arefound smoking it will go badly with you, even without Mandunga. They will find waysto hurt
you. The mild ones often make the best torturers.’

'What isthe use to save myself? 'Y ou will not come back.’
'Why shouldn't I? There's nothing there to keep me.’
‘Something will keegp you. Another woman with her orgasms, something.'

He could not help laughing. 'Jedl ousy too? Y ou know the normal ones consider themsdves above that
sort of thing, it's much too violent an emaotion.’

"Jeal ousy. Another word you taught me. Another hurt.’

"That'sso, isn't it? | guessmy red contribution to your life was avocabulary of distress. But not only that.
Also avocabulary of joy.'

‘Jed ousy. Happy, unhappy. Orgasm. All the up-and-down things!'

'But remember.' He propped himsalf up on one elbow and tried to see her face in the dark. ‘Listen and
remember this: you were up-and-down before | came. All | gave you was alanguage to describe the
swings of the seesaw. Y ou can blame me for the words, not the seesaw. And to be on a seesaw isnot
theworst thing.'

'Y ou makeit theworst. Y ou lift me up very high and then you go away. Alwaysyou are going avay a
little. Evenin bed... Ah,, sometimes | hate you. All thistalk. | could scratch your eyesout.”

'Fine Mandunji sentiment. People havelost dl of Region Nine, and agood part of the thalamus too, for



less. He began to run hisfingers down the fine warm curve of her back, down to the compact haunches.
'I'm sorry, monkey. | haven't dways been good to you. Sometimes... There are many things that trouble
me, now with these queer-limbs-'

He stopped: sound of footsteps outside.

'Father?

It was Rambo. He dipped into his shorts and went out.
'l did asyou said.'

Martine nodded.

'Many things were happening in their camp. Some were using long poles and jumping over treeswith
them. Others were legping in the air, twenty and thirty feet, and turning many somersaults each time.
Otherswere picking up whole trees they had cut down and throwing them as though they were only
spears. All thisthey were doing for Mr Theo, he told each one of his mistakes and how he could do
better.'

'How did they act toward you?

'Very friendly, wetalked and | learned some words. They cal themsaves amps, from amputee. Thearms
and legsthey wear are pros, that is short for pro, oh, prosthetics. In their country most of the younger
men are amps and amost al wear the pros but there are quite afew men of your age, men over forty,
who are not amps. There are different kinds of amps, it depends on how many arms and legs are gone -
uni-amps, duo-amps, tri-amps, quadro-amps. Then they aso have the word Immab -'

'‘Good, good.' He was annoyed by the nonsensical word, made an impatient gesture to cut Rambo short.
'What else?

Rambo went on to give afull report, running in sequence through the items his father had outlined.
Martine listened attentively: some of the information was astonishing, nearly al of it wasgood. Thetrip
was not only feasible, it promised to be acinch.

'Onething more," Rambo said. 'l do not know the meaning of it. When | was going to the camp | heard
noisesfromthejungle!’

'What sort of noises?

'l couldn't identify them so | left the path and went to look. | was very careful, no one saw me. Thething

| found was strange. They have made their camp down at the low end of theidand, near a place where
there are many rocks and boulders and high walls of stone. Many of the queer-limbswere at this place,
some had instrumentsin place of their arms, high-speed drills and scoops and other things for digging and
breaking stone. These men chipped ot little pieces of stone and others took them to some machines,
they poured chemicals over them and examined them under specid lights and thingslike that. After a
while | left and went on to the camp.’

"This beginsto make sense,’ Martine said. 'Oh, awhole lot of sense.’
'What doesit mean, Father?

"They say they'reinterested only in sightseeing and in collecting floraand fauna, but the first day they
begin to examine rocks. A much more meaningful hobby... You did well, Rambo. Thisnewsonly proves



what I've thought right dong: | must go.' He looked at the boy. "Y ou know I'm going away?
'Y es, Rambo said soberly.

'How do you know?

'Ubu has arranged a specid feast in the eating room, they are dl there now.'

Martine looked across the clearing toward the large communa mess at the other end of the village: it
seemed more brightly lit than usua, people were going in and out with baskets on their heads.

‘They are eating some peculiar Stuff,’ Rambo said. 'Very cold and sticky. Theo sent it in return for the
cassava.'

'It must be the ice cream he promised. What colour isit?
'Green. With little solid piecesiniit.’

'Pistachio ice cream!" Martine said. 'Very, very good for the bowels." He thought hard for amoment.
Then, inawhisper: "Two more things | want you to do, Rambo. In back of the machine shop, in the shed,
| have some valises packed and some baskets of food. Get a couple of the boysto help you and carry
everything down to the boat - I'm taking the blue-and-white power catamaran. Then vigt al the sudents
and assistants and nurses, take them aside and tell them one by oneto dip away in an hour'stime and go
to the lecture room in the cave. Only the young ones, understand, only those who have worked with me,
no others. Y ou will comeyoursdlf, of course, | want you to hear.’

‘All right, Father.'

Martine watched the boy disappear around the side of the hut, then went back inside. As soon as he
rejoined Ooda he reached out and touched her thigh: her first response was to move away. He caught
hold of her leg and pulled her back toward him, desire began to stir in him as he increased the pressure.
The miracle of flesh: pliant on the outside, stedl inside; one learned that at the breast. She lay back
without moving, yielding to his superior strength but implying that she would defeat him by another
dratagem - indifference.

'Passivity? he said. 'Oh, no. It doesn't become you. Y ou're not that normal .’

The more he caressed her, the more he sensed the tension in her body as she strained to keep from
rescting.

'Y ou devil, devil,' shesaid.

Shejerked into agtting position, swivelled, began to pummel him. On the legs, on the shoulders, on the
rib-cage - her fists avoiding the genitals and the eyes and other parts of the face; even as aberserker she
chose her targets carefully. Her muscles chortled, her nerves chirped, thiswas what she had needed all
evening. The good fed of hisobgtinate flesh giving under her knuckles. The retreet of his stubborn bone
and cartilage. The stinging impact of skin against skin. Thiswas her will on parade. Good, good, good.

He lay with hisbody tensed against the attack, it hurt but he did not try to stop it. He knew that she had
never felt so much torment before and he had no pain-killersfor her. Besides, within this hate therewas a
firm skeleton of love, he knew that too. There were times when to love meant to be a punching-bag for
the one you loved. Especidly if it was your taste to love a somatotone.

All of asudden her belligerence caved away in an unaccountable landdide: one, two, it wasgone. The



rigid cylinder of her body collapsed and she was al concave and receptive, abowl of yearning. Her arms
went imperioudy around him. '‘Martine," she whispered. 'Ah, yes, | want you.'

For thefirgt time tonight she was speaking to himin Mandunji. It wasther language of intimacy, they fell
into it automatically when they were closest. Thefirgt night he had made loveto her, months after he
cameto theidand, at the height of it he had found himsalf whispering to her in hisfatering Mandunji,
wildly, inagust of feding. It had given him astrange, triumphant glow. He had thought: | am spesking to
her in her language, | am reaching her, for thefirst time | am reaching awoman. After that they had fallen
into an easy pattern of talk, English for the day-to-day things, Mandunji for the times of the night when
there was nothing but a jabbering schizoid jungle and they were burrowed in it, holding on tight to each
other in their pooled loneliness...

A long timelater: ‘Martine, Martine. Stay with me. With you | am used, | use mysdlf. All thet thereisin
me"

It will bethat way again. | will come back.'
Heraised his head from her shoulder.

'l want you to know. In my country along time ago | had awife. It was bad. She was like the normal
ones herein the village, even worse - the normal ones here are not supposed to fed anything and they do
not pretend to fedl, but she pretended. What you feel with me she pretended to fed. It wasagame. |
knew al thetimethat she pretended but | never told her | knew, | pretended that | had been fooled by
her. That was my part of the game. Very often it happened thisway in my country, and not only in my
country. Here they say you are not normal, but you are very lucky to be as you are and not to know
about this'

Hetook her hand and held it cupped againgt his cheek.

‘Listen. We have done everything together, you and |. Night after night. It was never likethisfor me
before, you are more woman than | have ever known. What days | have left, | wish to spend with you.
Oh, I will come back.' He dipped his arms around her and held her tight. "When | come back," he said, 'l
will not go away from you again. Even alittle. | will try. | do not want to be so troubled and turned in on
myself, but there is something - and lately... He got up, pulled on his shorts and ashirt.

'‘Now? she said. "Y ou are going now?

'No, no. | have a headache, there are no pills here. | will go to the cave to get some.' He leaned over and
kissed her. Try to eat something,' he said. Thereis sometapiocaon the table!

CHAPTERS

How, redlly, do you go about saying good-bye? With alingering toodle-00? With akick of the heedlsand
a soft-shoe shuffle? It was over eighteen years since held gone anywhere, held forgotten how the thing
was done.

Leaning againgt the edge of the desk, looking down &t the rows of intent faces, he went on talking about
facts, history, matters of the record; al very objective and impersona. WWhen you can't say an intimate
thing you can dways lecture: atechnique for usng wordsto insulate yourself againgt your audience.

There were, he mechanically reminded hislisteners, two important datesin Mandunji history. Thefird, as
nearly as one could guess from the old stories told around the evening fires, was in the fourteenth century,
that was when the founding fathers, fleeing from the warsin Africaand Madagascar, had accidentdly



come upon this remote button of land and decided to settle here. With them, of course, they brought a
recently devel oped ceremony named Mandunga. The second date could be given alittle more exactly: 19
October 1972, at 7.21 in the morning. That was when he, Martine, in flight from the EMSIAC wars, had
caught sght of thisidand - again, entirely by accident - and brought his plane down. With him he had all
thetoolsfor arecently developed ceremony called lobotomy. Mandunga and lobotomy met, looked at
each other, and saw with astart that they were twins.

"Those are the two dates," he said. 'In the six hundred-odd years between them, nothing happened. It
was not because people were too busy to precipitate big events and promote memorable excitements
and creste red-letter daysthat would remain in the tribal mind. They were just too deepy. Seepy people
do not make history, they just yawn. For the Mandunji, the gap between the fourteenth century and the
twentieth century isonelong yawn.'

Since 1972, he went on, things had gotten abit liveier - acertain dynamism had filtered into the village.
Thiswas duefirg of dl to the machine, al the machines which had been salvaged from the deserted
African cities and made to run the traditional tools of the village.

Quite afew of them were now half-doctors, and good ones; others were more than competent
laboratory technicians, machinists, chemists, pharmacologists, electronics engineers of asort, even
datisticians; still others were anaesthetists, nurses, and so on.

There was changein the village, dramatic change. It could be defined firgt of dl in medica terms. They all
knew the gtatistics of the past fifteen years or so: infant mortality cut down amost to zero, deathsin
childbirth practically eiminated, most infectious diseases wiped out or under control, no epidemic of
maariaor anything else for dmost a decade, no deaths from snake bites, gangrene, perforated
appendixes, and peritonitis, no more hookworm or eephantiasis, no villagers | eft crippled because of
unbalanced diet or inept bonesetting. Thismedica care by itself had broken up long-standing ‘facts and
made them turn into their opposites.

'Alwaysin the past,’ Martine said, ‘the Mandunji were so gppalled by energy that they could not tolerate
any diplay of it. Whenever they saw an active man, they assumed that the energy activating him wasthe
energy of beligerence, and therefore athredat.'

He stopped and rubbed histemples with hisfingers, blinking hard. He felt overheated, the thoughts were
racing, maybe held had more ganjathan he'd thought.

'Hereisthe point,” he said, wondering whether, after al, he knew what the damned dippery point was,
whether therewas any. 'In avillage where everything is habit and repetition, no man can fed that heisin
control of anything, the outsde world or himself. Heis not adoer but athing doneto, avictim. Even his
body isavictim: of germs, of hookworms, of al the other dangerous thingsin Nature which are not
stamped out or subdued. Of backbreaking labour from sunup to sundown, because it would take too
much will to invent labour-saving devices.

‘All right," he said more forcefully. "Y ou young people sitting in this cave, you are the first onesin the
history of your village to shake off some of the sense of menace and taste the sense of power. Thefirst
for whom the world is not entirely asteamroller -' He frowned; hadn't meant to say that. The very first.

Y ou have begun to acquire some control over your bodies - with pills, with drugs, with microscopes and
splints - and smultaneoudy over the physica world in which your bodies are planted with thetools| have
just mentioned, and also with the machines and other equipment. All of that became possible only
because you had the audacity to break away from routine and make yourselvesinto something new. Asa
result, the human body in our village is hedthier than it has ever been before. But we have learned that
diseases are not only of the body, they are aso of the mind. So we must now ask: How hedlthy isthe



human mind on our idand? What about Mandunga?

'About Mandunga, one big point. It isawrong thing and abad thing to make fun of the old people. They
may begin to look ridiculous, with their solemn ceremonies and ther set ways, but there are very strong
reasonsfor their attachment to certain archaic forms and attitudes. Y ou will find those reasonsin the
harrowing past of your tribe. You al know the gory...

They did, indeed, know the story. They had heard it many times from Marting'slips. The story began a
an undetermined time, on some undetermined plateau in north-centra Africa. Here, barricaded from the
outside by aring of mountains, lived the X's, pastord, vegetarians, without the spears and knives of the
hunter and the warrior. One day they were discovered and overrun by aband of fierce young men,
offshoots of the Bantu tribesfar to the east: lean and hungry young men, bristling with arms, without
women - they had been banished from their own villages because they had been discovered plotting to
kill their fathers and take over the househol ds of women monopolized by their fathers. The X-men were
endaved, the X-women expropriated.

Thus began the X-Bantus. Life was easy on the plateau, the warriors from the east relaxed and forgot
about meat eating and turned their hunter's spears into spades. Then came another throng of strangers:
burnoosed and sword-brandishing Arabs, fleeing from the terrible wars of extermination in the desertsfar
to the north. Lean and hungry, armed to the teeth, without women, and so on. Thus began the
X-Bantu-Arabs.

Peace again - until scouting parties reported more bands of wild men swooping down from the north. In
panic the chiefs gathered and reached a decision: they must become nomads and tiptoe southward to a
haven beyond the reach of war and the fugitivesfrom war.

They ran away. For many years they wandered wretchedly. Many died. Through the Sudan and Kenya
they wandered -as Martine reconstructed it from the old stories - into Tanganyika, then west to the
Congo, then east again through the Rhodesias. So, finally, to Mozambique and the placid blue waters of
the Mozambique Channel. They settled herein alush coastdl area, far from the scrapes and skirmishes of
other peoples, and time passed. Then aviolent war broke out between two tribesto the north.

The X-Bantu-Arabs were attacked, many were killed. The survivors piled into their boats and paddied
furioudy to sea, not knowing what was ahead, knowing only that once more they had to run from
something behind.

They reached the shores of Madagascar. Rich country, everything went smoothly, life became onelong
sunny romp, not too bad even for the daves. Until the ferocious Maays put in their boats and svarmed
ashore: they'd come along way, bellies caved in, few women but many flashing scimitars, the old story.
Heads hacked off, rape, endavement. Then things were quiet for afew generations, and the population
grew so rapidly that a second village was established. But soon bad blood began to develop between the
two villages: each chief claimed that the other was plotting to murder him and take over hisvillage. The
davesin both villages were put to work making more spears and bolos.

Working side by sde during the day, lying Side by sdein their huts at night, the terrified davestaked
over what was happening and tried to evaluate it in terms of their past experiences. They had much to
talk about: in each dave's veins ran the guilt-laden blood of three ravagers. And as aresult of their secret
musings and nocturnad communications, aradical ideabegan to take root in the guilty minds of the daves:
what their forefathers had been running from for centuries could not be escaped geographicaly, the
trouble was in the head. Those who make spears and think of war have devilsin their heads, they are
insane. Internal geography had to be considered. And if the trouble had finally been traced to its
pathologica source, it was clear what had to be done by way of therapy.



Some night between 1450 and 1500, very late, the same thing happened in both villages. A group of
men, faces hidden by masks with tusks and fangs and tiger tails on them, bodies dashed with brilliant
paints, crept up to each chief's hut, overpowered the guards, gagged the chief, and stole away with him
into the jungle. In the morning both chiefs were found on the bank of asmall pool hafway between the
two villages. They were bound together with braided vines, hands interlocked, and between them was
the body of afreshly killed owl, symbol of peace and fraternity.

The chiefs were not dead but they were unconscious, and their heads were swathed with bandages of
bark. From the forehead of each acircle of bone had been chisdlled, aportion of the brain scooped out,
and the bone carefully wedged back in place. They were the first Mandungabas. No way of telling
whether they lived, and whether the remova of their prefronta demons prompted them to call their war
off; those who might have told the story were no longer on the scene. By thistime dl the daveswho
could manage it were far out to seain the hardy boats of their Malayan masters, with as many of their
masters women and children asthey had been ableto carry off.

They headed east, of course, southeadt, rather, because to the north and west lay Africaand their
memories of Africawere not good. Again they had no idea where they were going, whether they would
ever find land again or smply sail to the water's edge and dip off the rim of the world, but they were
happy that Madagascar was behind them. Thistime luck was with them: after some hundreds of miles
they sghted asmall, thickly overgrown idand, lying far away from all the searoutes, which turned out to
be entirely uninhabited. It was hard to land because of the reefs and cliffs, two boats were broken to bits
and mogt of their passengers drowned, but the rest of them madeit.

Very soon they were settled. When their nerves had stopped vibrating they began to squat around their
evening fire and talk about their miraculous adventures. Mostly they talked about the greet discovery they
had made: that there were devilsin the heads of those who wish to fight, and that these devils could be
cut out with achisal and arock. Back on Madagascar they had decided to cal this new ceremony
Mandunga, 'to chase the devilsfrom the' head'. These X-Bantu-Arab-Malays now redlized that they
needed aname for themselves, and since they were people who had no wish whatsoever to fight they
saw that it waslogicd to cal themselves the Mandunji, ‘those whose heads are without devils. It was a
definition designed to appease the guilt which everybody fet, everybody without exception - because, to
be perfectly honest about it, no human head is entirely without devils. From it came the mild incognito
persondity of every tribesman.

They immediately decreed the therapy of the chisdl for any villager who showed ataste for violence, and
settled down to deep for six hundred years...

"You dl know the story,’ Martine said. '"Anatomically spesking, the founders of Mandunga showed a
good dedl of sense. Somehow men have dways known that those bumps of anticipation and anxiety, the
frontal lobes, are the seat of most human troubles: from them come art, imagination, conscience, curiosity,
egoness, migraine, and tension. And more than once, when confronted with behaviour which frightens
them - because it reminds them unbearably of their unacknowledged selves - men have hit upon the
Mandunga method of dedling with it. In many parts of the world archaeol ogists have dug up very old
human skulls with holes bored in them, and this must be the explanation. It is, in short, avery common
form of magic. In the twentieth century my own people discovered it and named it |lobotomy.’

He reached up and unrolled two large sheets of pounded bark which were attached to the edge of the
blackboard: both of them diagrams of the brain, showing it in top, Side, and bottom views and various
cross-sections. Studying them, hefelt arush of dizziness again, asthough his own brain had broken loose
from its moorings and started to whir around and around ingdeits pan, exactly the same swimming
sensation he had experienced earlier in the evening when, hidden in his attic, he had stared down at the



big blond head of Theo and heard the nonsensical referencesto Immob.

Funny: he had only heard the word spoken once or twice, but he had aclear visud image of it - i, m, m,
0, b, hewas quite sure it had to be spelled that way.

Hetook hold of the desk to steady himsdlf, avoiceinsde reassured him sensdesdy, '‘Brachycephalics
are very common,’ inamoment it was over and he turned back to his audience.

'l don't haveto tell you about my people,’ he said. 'Y ou know my story too...'

Back in the 1960s Martine had been amedica student in New Y ork, preparing to be a neurosurgeon.
By that time insanity had become so frequent among his people - very anticipatory, very anxious, his
people - that it was amgjor health problem, as much as cancer: things had gotten so bad that one out of
every fifteen Americans could expect to be apsychotic patient in amentd inditution at sometimein his
life. The Stuation was al the more upsetting because there were not nearly enough psychiatric doctors,
and those who were practising did not know enough about the diseases of the mind to do much good:
there were ways to dedl with some of the milder neuroses but the psychoses were very stubborn and
hard to treat. Martine himsdlf, when hefinished his medica studies at the age of twenty - by that time
college preparations for the technical professions had been grestly accel erated, and, besides, he had
skipped some gradesin public school - had been so startled by this situation that he had been tempted to
go into psychiatry, but other pressures on him had been too grest.

How did his people react to this growing threat? In their characteristic way: they turned to the machine
for help.

Nothing more natural. His people had been remarkably good with machines, but in the course of their
fantadtic technologica development something peculiar had happened. To oversmplify: the Americans
had built themselves remarkable machines to overcome the steamroller of their environment - and then,
somehow, the machine had reared up, gotten out of control, and become anew steamroller. People,
cowed by the machines that had grown bigger than themselves, could no longer think except in
mechanica terms. It was common knowledge, for example, that when aclock stopsticking or asmple
electronic caculator developstremors, it can often befixed by jiggling it or giving it akick - thejolt
meshes the teeth of the cogs again, or untangles the short circuits. So, when faced with human beings
breaking down in various psychoatic dysfunctions, the first thing people thought of was - give the machine
ajolt, shake up itsgears and circuits a bit.

Thisthey accomplished at first with atechnique caled shock trestment. They built eectric shock
machines, they induced narcotic shock with shots of insulin and metrazol. For adecade or two thiswas
more or lesstheroutinein mental hospitals. And alittle later, after the middle of the century, the new fad
became |obotomy and related brain operations. Here the principle was essentidly the same, mechanica:
now the troublemaking cogs and circuits were snipped out of the machine or at least cut off fromit.

Thisform of Mandungawas the magjor psychiatric therapy when Martine was amedica student. There
was, of course, an acute shortage of lobotomists, and since he had shown promise as a neurosurgeon he
was sdlected to become a practitioner in the new field. He worked very hard at his studies, but asthe
time gpproached when he was to join ahospita staff and begin operating on human brains he began to
fed uneasy about it. This uneasiness came from an ideathat was growing in him until it became an
obsession: before you irrevocably remove a portion of the brain you must be very sure that you know
everything about that brain, but what medica science actually did know was next to nothing.

How could you be sure that, in alegedly cutting away some devils from the brain, you were not at the
sametime cutting away some guardian angels?'Y ou could only be sure of that if you knew what every



sngle cell of the brain did, and how it was entwined with al the other cells. But there were 10,000 million
cdlsinthebran.

Neurologists knew atiny bit about a meady few dozen of them, maybe; and about al the possible
interweavings between these 10,000 million cells, about the way they act in concert, they were dmost
entirdly in the dark. How, then, could you know what your scalpel was doing when you did it into the
grey matter of someone'sbrain? Y ou could dismissthis question and go ahead with your surgery only if
you looked upon people, not as unique organisms with unique persondities - unique neuronic tangles, if
you liked - but as machines. Machines are expendable and replacesble. One machineisvery much like
another.

This had been his dilemma: he was alobotomist who didn't dare to go near ahuman lobe. He solved the
problem, at least temporarily, by dodging hospital duty: went into alaboratory where they were
conducting brain-surgery experiments on the higher mammals. Here he worked out some new surgica
techniques and performed several unusua experiments which won him quite areputation; his papers were
published in many technical journas, he wasinvited to lecture before learned bodies, and so on.

But athough he was helping to acquire important new knowledge about the brain, there remained the
terrible doubt that this knowledge would ever be solid enough to warrant applying it to human beingsvia
the scalpel. For one thing, he remembered what a very wise neurologist had written in 1946: ‘Most of our
present understanding of mind would remain asvaid and useful if, for dl we knew, the cranium were
stuffed with cotton wadding.' For another, he was haunted by the words of Norbert Wiener, the
mathemdtician.

He had told his students al aout this unusua man - the man who during World War 11 had devel oped
the science of cybernetics, the science of building machinesto duplicate and improve on the functions of
the animal; the man who understood more about machines and their meaning in American life than any
other. Wiener had seen the horror of the mechanistic approach to the troubles of the mind. He had
written this. "Prefrontal [obotomy does seem to have a genuine effect on maignant worry, not by bringing
the patient nearer to a solution of his problems, but by damaging or destroying the capacity for
maintained worry, known in the terminology of another profession asthe conscience. More generdly it
gppearsto limit dl agpects of the circulating memory, the ability to keep in mind a situation not actually
presented...’

Then the Third World War broke out. The completely mechanized war, the war of machinesturned into
geamrollers, thewar of EMSIACS. He was amost happy when he was drafted and sent off with aflying
hospitd unit: it meant he could forget about lobotomy for awhile. And then, after two years of war, he
had landed on the Mandunji idand.

At first he was horrified by Mandungaand would have nothing to do with it. But time after time he saw
that, because of the primitive way in which the ceremony was performed, the patient died. The elders, of
course, attributed these deaths to the stubbornness of the devilsin the head, but Martine knew differently:
they were dueto lack of asepss, gangrene, blood clots, haemorrhaging, aclumsy removal of too large
cortical masses, and so on. Could he stand by and | et this continue? With or without him, the ceremony
would go on; if he participated, at least the patients would not die or be left permanently crippled -
crippled, that is, beyond the minimum considered norma among the Manduni.

Of course, to anybody with a streak of the messianic in him, the temptation of the cave - the chance to
carry out awild mass experiment in reshgping human clay, with no mora responsibility for the experiment
- wasamogt irresistible. That had to be considered too. He had considered it many times, in private. But
this part of hisstory he had not passed on to his students.



'Y ou know my story too. So we can turn to the real question: How hedlthy is the human mind on our
idand? He waved his hand at the diagrams of the brain which hung behind him. 'Thereitis' hesaid
mockingly. The object of our affections, in the ugly flesh. Init aredl the secrets-'

Therewas apatter of feet in the corridor. A boy rushed into the room, eyes wide with fright.
'Queer-limbsin the Circle!" he panted. 'On top of the mountain, in the clearing - jumping over trees,

playing gamesintheair!’
I'll go and see’ Martine said. Therest of you stay here.'

He sgnalled to Rambo to come with him. The boy rose from his seet and followed hisfather out of the
lecture hdl.

CHAPTER 6

Hidden in aclump of raffias on aridge, they watched the amps, some ten or twelve of them, hopping
about in the clearing below. The strangers, dl of them wearing short-deeved swest shirtswith large blue
'M's pasted over their chests, were playing a Bunyanesgue form of legpfrog: each man took off froma
crouching position, sailed over the back of the next man effortlessly asakite, and cameto earth again at
leadt fifty feet beyond, shouting exuberantly.

‘All right, felows." It was Theo's voice. 'That's enough horsing around. Let's do some dexterities and
discernments.’

It was easy to follow the vaulting bodies, asthey rose and fell the tubesin their limbs blinked agitated
semaphores; the clearing looked like an enormous telephone switchboard gone berserk. And there was
more illumination than that. The amps seemed to be carrying powerful searchlights - no, Martine saw
now that theindex finger on each amp's right hand was itsdlf a searchlight, from itstip projected abeam
of light.

‘Comeon, you guys,’ Theo said. 'Thisisn't getting us anywhere. Y our jumping'sfine - it'syour d-and-d's
that areragged -'

Shouts of protest from the playful athletes: 'Follow the leader! Let's play follow the leader!'

The last suggestion seemed to appedl to everybody. 'Gresat ideal’ 'Follow the leader!" 'Come on, Theo,
you beleader!" A dozen index fingers pointed a Theo, his bulging-skulled head was bathed in light.

"All right, men," he said humoroudly. "All right. Thisisno way for humaniststo passthetime, but | guess
you deserve alittle relaxation.’

The beams of light were till on him. He bent hislegs. 'Here goes!' he called, and took off from the
ground. Up herocketed, thirty feet or more, caught hold of araffiabranch and whirled around it, the
tubesin hislimbsleaving trails like miniature comets. Then he let go and dropped, hisbody twisting so
fast that it could be seen only as atwinkling blur. There were whistles, shouts of approval.

Now the athletes followed suit: one by one they jumped, pin-wheeled, spun back to earth.

Theo laughed. 'What a bunch of duds," he said. 'Not one of you madeit. Haven't you noticed anything
about my swest shirt?

The lights hashed on him again. He turned around dowly, the young men gasped in surprise: the'M' that
had been on his chest was now on his back.



'Let that be alesson to you," he said. "That shows you what you can do when you really concentrate on
your dexterities - as| was dropping from thetree | dipped my arms out of my deeves, twisted my shirt
around, put it on again backwards. Y ou'd better do some woodshedding on your discernmentstoo - if
you'd been alittle more discerning you would have noticed it... All right, you humanists Back to camp

for some shut-eye - let'sgo!"

Hejumped for a high-hanging branch again, described one loop around it, then let go and sailed amost
fifty feet to another tree, then to another. One by one the athletes - whooping: 'Y ippee!’
"Wah-hoo-wah-hoo-wah-hoo!" - took off after him. The lights flickered through the trees. When they had
disappeared into the jungle, Martine patted Rambo on the shoulder.

'We can go back now," he said. 'l guessthey're gone for the night.’
On their way to the cave Rambo said, They do not act like metdlurgists:!”

'No, they don't." Martine began to laugh. 'Funny - some pessmists used to say man would wind up back
in the trees, swinging from the branches. But nobody ever thought it would happen thisway. In the name
of humanism.

'What doesthe big "M" mean?
'l don't know. But | don't think it stands for Man.'
Martine pointed again at the cytoarchitectonic maps.

‘Thereitid' he said. 'Huddled like aturtle under its mantle, wrinkled, hunched, clamming up. Sometimes
it will babble away amileaminute - you've dl heard it screeching on the encephal ograph - but the
moment you ask it asmple question about how well it'sdoing, it falsinto asulk and won't talk. That'sits
secret, it intends to keep mum about it, our old brain does. It'stoo brainy to be a chatterbox. Examineit
well, al of you. Under those wrinkles are al the secrets, and al the answers - to war, orgasm, amuckism,
art. But it's very hard to pry loose any of its secrets and answers. Oh, it'sataciturn old onion, the brain
IS’

Hewasfeding alittle flushed and giddy again, thoughts darting out in dl directions at once, fizzing
pinwhedls, he had to calm down.

'Very well," he said. 'Now, we have been opening up skullsin this cave for eighteen years. You dl know
how many brains we have had exposed before our eyesto study and operate on, how many hundreds of
thousands of pages of datawe have collected on those brains. I'm pretty sure that here in this cave we
have learned and recorded more about the human brain and its workings than isknown anywhereesein
theworld. But | have arrived at a certain credo,’ Martine said. 'Primum non nocere: Above all, do no
harm. | think that it isvicious and evil for one man to do damage to another, or even to wish to very
intensaly. But | think that flabbiness can be avice and an evil too. Slegp destroys human beings as much
aswar. Seepissdf-imposed damage, and | think it isevil for aman to do damage to himsdf aswell...'

Hisvoicefatered, died away. Why, suddenly, did he have the sickening fedling that, behind the mask of
the Olympian lecturer, he was redly talking about himsdf? That, maybe, he had been deeping, curled like
afoetus, for well over eighteen yearsin this cave? Seep - deep was asteamroller too. Immobilization -

s f-immobilization, that was the worst seamroller of dl...

'And if it iswrong to do damage to another, what if Mandunga should turn out to be adamage? In the
months ahead, you can find out for yoursalves. add up al the datain our thousands of case histories and
make agatigtical summary. And keep thislast question in mind: if Mandungais adamaging, what are we



to say of thosewho inflict it on others? Arethey not carrying on, under the dogan of pacifism, awar of
their own, a surgica-magica war? Then are these pacifists not the subtlest kind of aggressors? | leaveit
to your atisticiansto give usthe answer.'

A long time ago, Martine said, apoet had asked avery pointed question: 'Are there other lives? And he
had answered the question for himsdlf: It seemed to me that to every creature severa other liveswere
due.’ Could it bethat here, intheir own village, other lives, livesthat were not bland incognitos, were both
possible and due? The same poet, sensing that what avillage calls out from aman may not be hiswhole
or even his best potentid, had thundered awarning: 'Don't be avictim.' Martine's credo was adight
elaboration of that: Don't beavictim - of the outside or of yoursdlf - and don't victimize anybody else.

He had to leave now, for awhile. In his absence, he wished them peace - with aertness. He wished them
long life, and the energy to liveit hard and fully.

He hoped that the war would stay on the other side of the river. But he hoped that some of the ego push
which war stirs up in men and puts to terrible use, some of the greed for experience and zest for the new,
would cometo their side of the river. Some of the cerebrotone and somatotone tension of war, without
war.

If that happened, there might be athird date in Mandunji history. That would be something to anticipate -
perhaps without too much anxiety.

Rambo went first down the narrow winding path, carrying the searchlight. No sign of the queer-limbs
about. It was along climb, but finally they cameto the little dock aongside which dozens of fishing boats
weretied up - in an inlet whose mouth was dmost entirely hidden from outside view by athick overhang
of branches and vines. The trim blue-and-white catamaran with its gawky pontoons, the biggest of the
vessdls, rode peacefully in the moonlight; Rambo stopped when he reached it, and a moment later

Martine joined him on the dock.

'Did you understand my lecture? Martine asked.
'Some, | did not know al thewords. | shal understand more, | shall study.’

‘Good.' The moonlight filtered down into the basin, he could see Rambo's bronzed, solemn face. 'Don't
study just the seriousthings. Try to understand the jokes too.'

The boy nodded; his eyes sparkled too much, he was near tears.

'l want to tell you something, son. The poet | mentioned in my talk, he was a Frenchman, his name was
R-i-m-b-a-u-d, pronounced Rambo. Y ou were named after him.’

The boy was artled. 'Why? Was he a man to imitate?

'No. No, it was not that. Martine spoke dowly, he wanted to get this very straight, it was important to
make Rambo understand but first he had to understand. 'He was not aman to imitate. But, you see,
when he was only two years older than you he decided that he could have other and better livesthan
Europe would alow him, he thought Europe was dead and finished and he ran away to Africa. And when
| cameto theidand ahundred years|ater | was running away from the West too, fromitswars, and | felt
that what | had |eft behind was hopelesstoo. So | thought alot about Rimbaud. And alittle later, when
you were born, | decided to name you after him, it was just aromantic gesture against my past.’

'But what was good about this man?

"Hislife was not good. Y ou see, when you have to spend your whole life attacking and running away



from something, you are no better off than those who spend their whole lives uncriticaly defending that
thing. A man who isdriven to flee from avillage is no more free than those who are driven to stay and
support itsways. Oneis as compulsive as the other, and so long as you are pushed by compulsionsyou
arenot free. Some"It" isriding you, the 1" isnot in control and that'sthe big thing... But if thisman could
not be freein hislife, he sometimes through his agony saw things, important things that others did not see
s0 clearly. Although hewasadl hislifeavictim of his compulsions, he saw that the worst thing wasto bea
victim. And to be adeep... It isagood nameto have. Hisbook isin my hut, take thetimetoread it.'

'| shdll, Father.! Then: 'Is- issome"It" riding you now?

'Maybe s0." Martine put his arms around the boy and kissed him on both cheeks. 'Y ou are intelligent and
dive' hesad. 'ltisagood feding to look at you and to know you are my son. If | leave nothing behind
mein theworld but you, | will be satisfied.’

He climbed down into the catamaran and started the motor. It coughed a couple of times, then began to
hum smoothly.

"Y our mother is suffering very much,” he said. ‘It would only give her more painif | went back to see her
again. Say goodbye to her for me, Rambo - and take care of her, shehasno oneese!

'| shal do my best.’
"Tell her therewill be no more going away. | will not come back until | am sure of that.'
The boy's eyeswere very wet now, pools of bewilderment and hurt.

'Y ou've got to understand!" Martine said, more loudly than he had intended. I haveto go, | haveto, for
more reasons than | know mysdlf. Maybe it doesn't have much to do with these damned queer-limbs at
al - maybeit'sjust that I've been living hereincognito dl these years, fed that | have, and now thetime
has cometo go looking for my real salf. Something like that. Something's been tirring in me ever since
these damned queer-limbs first showed up - even before... But | will do everything to come back. So
long as| amdive, | will try to come back. If | don't, you will know that | am dead - but that until | died |

kept trying.'

He cast off the rope. Rambo leaned over, tears were running down his cheeks, he said excitedly, with a
quaver in hisvoice, 'l do not know what you are going to look for out there, Father. But may you find it.’

"Thanks, son. | hope find it too. Whatever it is" He waved, the boat began to move.
From Dr Martine's Notebook

(MARK 1)

23 May 1990. Diego Suarez, Madagascar

Three daysto get here. Seacam astapiocaal the way.

Town'sajunk yard, just about as| remember it from my last trip (not long before my plane fell apart:
19747?). Deserted except for afew old Afrikanders - they run asmall airstrip, arickety dock, and a
fleabag called, in asplash of anachronism, the Roya Dutch Inn.

No curiosity about me. They swallowed my story without batting an eyelash. I'm Dr Lazarus,
parasitologist, been studying tropica diseasesin the area, going home now to report my findings. Pleased
with thet - nifty incognito.



The catamaran will be safe here, they'll look after it until | pick it up. Paid them ayear'srent and
maintenance feesin advance. Reaction to my old greenbacks: Royd Dutch glee.

Boat for Mozambique duein five days.
Growing abeard to go with my moustache.
30 May 1990. Mozambique, Mozambique

Pretty much the same setup here: airstrip, few warehouses, dock, flophouse-hotel, handful of
inward-turned old Afrikanders. There's one ancient tub, apparently, that shuttles between here and
Durban. Scheduled to pull in about four days from now, it's pretty erratic in its movements.

Pace hasn't changed much. Flowers, vines, cregpers sprout on everything: the branch office of Lloyd's of
London, an old automobile pump, afirg-aid kit, an equestrian statue of Generd Smuits, atarnished silver
box containing a pessary.

Walked aong the waterfront this morning, dodging the craters. Few blocks from the hotel: a Cadillac
convertible (‘69 model) covered, inundated from radiator to rear bumper, with bougainvillaea

Awake dl night thinking about Ooda.
5 June 1990. Durban, Union of South Africa

Another coastd whistle-stop. Eyerything the same here, except the old folks are Belgians. Still not asign
of aplagtic leg. Another wait of afew days, for the prewar freighter that limps between here and Cape
Town.

My greenbacks received with great enthusiasm here too. Glad | thought to pick some up during my
scavenging days. must have somewhere between 400 and 500 million in old American billsback in the
cave, plusabout half that amount in other currencies, plus Christ knows how much in bullion. Mother
adwaystold meto lay asdealittle something for arainy day.

Seems| can catch ether aplane or aship a Cape Town. Guessit'sthe ship for me. Sower, give me
timeto get my beard under way.

Rambo certainly got the straight dope about passports: people seem to have forgotten there ever was
such aprecious hunk of paper. From the looks of things anybody can hop on to any kind of ship and go
anywhere in the world, with no questions asked. Hurrah for the Brotherhood of Man.

7 June 1990. Durban

Something bothering me: why have | started to keep a notebook again? It's an asinine schoolboy's trick,
haven't done it since the war, 1972.

Seemsthat in big moments I'm moved to € oquence. Strange, considering that | never did put much stock
inwords - aways twitted politicos like Helder because they gabbed so much, spouted such amucky
doganizing lingo - as though words were anything but dust in the eyes, lures, decoys.

Do | consider my words so remarkable? At least markable? s the diary amealy-mouthed way of trying
to make amark, of telling the world: Mark my words? Maybe | ought to label my notebooks the way
cyberneticists used to label the successive versons of aguided missile or arobot brain: Mark 1, Mark 11,
Mark II1...



Last timeit was more understandable, in away. | wasalot younger and I'd been off to the EMSIAC
warsfor wel over ayear, operating day and night. It was really getting me down (Helder seemed to take
it better than | did), and a odd moments | would huddle up in my bunk in the barracks plane and make
jottingsin my notebook just to hold on to whatever shreds of sanity | had left.

Wonder what happened to that old journa of mine? 1 beat it in such ahurry that | didn't stop to round up
the odds and ends.

Stll, why fool with anotebook? Y ou could say it'sjust adiverson, way of passing thetime, but the
motive is more devious than that: somefurtive itch for immortality or whatever.

9 June 1990. Durban
Stll waiting for that lackadaiscd freighter.
15 June 1990. Cape Town, Union of South Africa

Madeit, findly. Thingsarealittle livelier around here, town's still amess but a section of the waterfront's
been restored. Handful of Americans around waiting for the liner (due in next week from Dakar),
including afew young quadro-amps : they stint around the place like cocks of the walk, everybody
kow-tows to them.

Observe with relief that, just as Rambo reported, the non-amp older men dress very much asthey did
twenty years ago. My eegant prewar tweeds and flannelswill do very nicely, seems nobody pays much
attention to non-amps anyhow.

Having my mesals brought up to my room. Don't want to meet any of my fellow countrymen out here, they
might get too interested in my gory.

Beard coming dong splendidly: beginning to look like Generad Smuts.

22 June 1990. Cape Town

Sleeping and eating, eating and deeping. Mind's been ablank for aweek.
Liner'sariving in the morning. Haleujah.

23 tune 1990. Aboard S.S. Norbert Wiener

That'swhat theliner's called, dl right. Breezed up the gangplank, bought my passage from the purser,
ingdled in nifty outside stateroom, nobody said boo.

Weird sort of ship. Must be alarger version of the one the Olympic team's cruising in: like along box
lying on its Side, open at both ends, the bottom side missing (the one that would be in the water).
Cross-section:

Topside has severa layers, deckswith staterooms, cargo space, etc.; supporting it are two thin vertical
dabswhich rest in the water, between them open space. Run by an atomic power plant, of course. Jarry,
my steward, tells methe vessel is developed from an experimenta ship Gar Wood built back in the
forties.

Red break, having Jerry for my steward: nice kid, about nineteen, red-haired, very amiable, and very
naive. Uni-amp. No suspicions about my story - parasitologi<t, staying in my cabin because of atouch of
malaria, haven't been back home for many years.



'Guess I'm sort of out of touch with things," | said when he brought my lunch. '‘Asyou see, I'm not an
amp.’

'Oh, lots of the older men arentt,’ he said. 'It's not the older men who fight the wars!

Gather from Jerry's remarks that there are two magor powersin the world: the Inland Strip, whichisthe
focal point of whatever little clusters of communities have been rebuilt in the Western Hemisphere, and
the East Union, which is based in what used to be Russia and takes in whatever centres have sprung up
inthe Asatic, Near Eastern, and European aress. Together they make up the civilized world: everything's
sweetness and light between them, one big happy family.

'How big isthe Inland Strip now? | asked.

'Population's up to thirty-four million, Berry said. 'Of course, it's ftill peanuts compared to what the
States were. | guess you'd remember the States, wouldn't you? They've really shrunk some.’

"They weren't sanforized,' | said.
Hisface was blank and | didn't pressthe point.
24 June 1990. Aboard the Wiener

Just my luck. (Or destiny?) Was looking out the porthole a few minutes ago, daydreaming, when who
should gtroll by on deck but Theo.

Theo! Of course hedid tell Ubu he had to leave in about a month - guess he flew to Cape Town and
boarded the ship yesterday.

Think I'll stick closeto my cabin - something about this guy bothers me, 1'd just as soon avoid him.

It'snot just that he's so strikingly brachycephalic. HEs dso got ahdll of an ugly jagged scar running al the
way down from his crown to his neck, | hadn't seen that on theidand. It jJumpsright out at you when you
see him from the rear, because of his crew cut the whole thing'svisible.

Haven't seen amale passenger under forty with dl his own limbs. Another thing, there's some kind of
hierarchy of statusinvolved, it hits you immediately in peopl€e's attitudes. Seemsto depend on how many
limbsare gone. | notice, for example, that the captain and first mate of the ship have four atificia limbs,
the second-rank officers have three or two, and most of the deck hands and stewards only have one.
And those with fewer artificid limbstreat those who have three or four with great deference. Quite afew
women on board, none of them amps.

But, to judge from what | see through the porthole, Brother Theo isredly kingpin around here.
Everybody butters up to him, even the captain and the other quadros.

Who in the name of sweet Jesusis he? Why, every time| catch sight of him, do my fingers begin to
twitch?

26 June 1990. Aboard the Wiener

Thismorning | noticed Jerry'stie-clasp. Large button with the design of atriskelion, circle with severd
legsfanning out from the focal point, running legs: miniature prosthetics, trangparent, insde them luminous
pinpoints representing tubes and gold eements duplicating the moving parts.

‘Nice,' | said. 'Whered you get it?



'My mother gaveit to me. Birthday present.’

That reminded me of my own speculations about birthdays; they seem to keep coming back. Tell me
something,' | said. 'Do you think the day you're born on is pretty much ameatter of accident? Or do you
think it'sdl part of ascheme?

'How do you mean?

'Well, what about people who get born on special days, real red-letter days? Such people often think it
was arranged that way - that they were somehow picked for the honour. For example, | know of a
fellow who played with such ideas about himsdlf. Hewas born on 16 July 1945

'Huh!" Jerry said. 'Alamorgordo Day. Who doesn't know somebody who was born on that day?

| didn't know what to answer. Did he mean that there'd been amass labour precipitated around the
country on the Day of the Mushroom, that women had given birth dl over the place?1'd never heard that
before, it irked me abit, made my distinction seem acommonplace.

'I've got a pretty special birthday myself,’ Jerry added.
'What isit?
'l was born on 19 October 1972

| choked on the toast, quickly got over it with a couple gulps of coffee. Why, he might have popped on
the scene at the very moment the bombs were cascading down over our encampment; maybe even the
moment | wastaking off in the surgery plane.

'What's so specia about that?

'Heck," Jerry said, 'alot of people will tell you that Immoab really got sarted that day, that'sall. That'sall
that's specia about it."

'Oh, sure,' | said. 'l see what you mean. For amoment | didn't make the connexion.’

When he left me my head was spinning. Wish to hdll | could make the connexion. Something &se must
have taken place on the day | gave up, something big. Talk about destiny - looks like my career is
cluttered with red-letter days. And red-letter nonsense syllables.

Immoab. Isit aword or ahiccup?

PART TWO
Tothelnland Strip

CHAPTER 7

V oices outside the porthole. Martine put his pen down and flexed his cramped fingers, held gotten out of
the habit of writing, it wastiring.

Slowly, without concentrating on it, he became aware that one of the voices coming from the promenade
deck was Theo's. He switched off the desk's softly glowing glasstop, turned out the luminous plastic
celling too; then he went to the porthole and opened the curtainsa dit.

Bamy: in the moonlight the subtropica Atlantic waslike melted quartz. Severd of the V.I.P.swere sitting
around alarge umbrella-topped table near therailing, drinking lemonade and chatting. They weredl



quadros - should they be caled plus-fours or minus-fours? - among them the ship's captain, afew of his
officers, and some of the more distinguished-looking passengers. All of them, including Theo, their guest
of honour, werein evening clothes: White dinner jacket with deeves shortened to expose the arms,
striped black trousers ending well above the kneesto show the legs. Logica costume - no extremitiesto
keep warm.

'So it wasanicetrip? the captain said.

'Perfect,’ Theo said. 'Did me aworld of good. | aways seem to relax more on aboat than in a plane,
that'swhy | decided not to fly home!'

'Did you put in at any interesting places?

'Well, we just lazed around the Indian Ocean mostly, visited idands here and there. On one of theidands
there was a pretty unusua tribe caled the Mandunji. | caught some butterflies there that were honeys.
Then | flew up to Lake Victoriato see how the Dredging Project is coming along. Got in some fine skiing
onKilimanjaro.'

'Sort of apleasure jaunt,’ the second mate said.
"The Olympic team was aboard, it wasreally atraining cruise for them. | just went along for theride!
"That was aredl break for them, having you around to give them some pointers;’ the first mate said.

'Well, my athletic days are over, you know. Last time | competed in the Olympics, let's see, that was six
years ago. I'd aready dowed up pretty badly.'

'‘Sowed up, my eye. That year, if | remember, you broke seven world's records.’

'Sure," one of the passengers said. 'l remember the exact figures. High jump, thirty-nine feet something.
Pole vault, sixty-three feet something. Broad jump, eighty-seven. Shot-put, three hundred and -'

'Don't give me too much credit for al that,’ Theo said. '‘Don't forget 1984, that was the year our pros got
redly good.'

'Y ou had good pros, dl right,’ thefirst mate said, 'but you still had to coordinate your pros. Why, the
sportswriters still refer to you as the greatest neuro-loco coordinator who ever took part in the Games.”

'Meadow dressing,’ Theo said. 'Y ou want to take alook at some of those boys | left out on the training
yacht.'

'What about the East Union team? They've been talking pretty big lately.’

"They aways shoot their mouths off before the Games, but ook at the record. They're good, al right, but
just not good enough, it's a question of technologica know-how and technique and in those departments
they can't hold a candle to us. Were acinch to win every event, just aswe aways have.'

Martine pulled the curtains shut and switched on the umiceiling again. He wandered around the room
absent-mindedly, did awaltz step, scratched hisleft armpit, sang afew linesfrom an old Mandunji chant,
apentatonic work song that went,

Knots are very hard to cut with an adze.

They blunt the edges of the adze.



How hard 1 am working to cut these knots.
Then he sat down at the desk, opened his notebook to the last entry, and began to write rapidly:
2 July 1990. Aboard the Wiener

They're very cybernetics-minded, these amps. Also, they seem to be very much interested in metalurgy.
(Jerry, for ingtance, is studying the subject in some university, hopesto get acivil servicejob asa
cybernetics metdlurgist.) Which makes sense: you can't build machineswithout metas, cyberneticsis
after al only the science of duplicating in the metal what exists less perfectly - because more ambiguoudy
- intheflesh. All right. But theresamystery here: why isthis Theo so damned cagey about hisinterestin
metas? Why does he have to dress up amining expedition around the idands of the Indian Ocean asan
Olympic training cruise plus alittle innocent tourism? Why does he kegp mum about the rock digging and
the ore assaying? And he doesn't only lie to the Mandunji about it, heliesto hisfriends and fellow amps
aswadll... Liketo find out more about thisfellow. When we hit Floridatomorrow | may be, by amost
peculiar turn of events, the only person in the Western Hemisphere who knows that when Theo says
gports he means digging, when he says botany he means digging, when he says zoology he means

digging...
Once again he put the lights out and went to the porthole.

"...tdll you the truth, though," Theo was saying, 'events like welght-lifting and jumping and shot-putting
aways|eft me cold. They'retests of strength, not skill.!

'I don't follow you,’ the first mate said.

'Wéll, take the high jump. What gets a man up thirty-nine feet and down again? Can he take the credit for
theleap?No, sir. Thered credit goesto the engineers who built his pros, the cyberneticists. What's
being demondtrated, mogtly, isthe efficiency of the ementsin the pro: the solenoids, the atomic-energy
plant, the servo-mechanisms, the oleo-strut shock absorbers.'

'Which events do you like? the captain asked.

‘The dexterities, most of dl. The dexterities and the discernments:’

'l think | see what you mean,' the ship's doctor said. 'The d-and-d's test the cortex controlling the pros.'
"That'sit exactly.

'Y ou've got apoint, apassenger said. 'Since we're all supposed to be humanists -

‘That'swhat I'm getting at,' Theo said enthusiagtically. ‘Immob isthefirst rea humanism in the history of
human thought. The d-and-d's show the potentidities of the human brain and point the way to the
superior brain of thefuture.”

'According to your way of thinking,' the captain said, 'alot of the standard events ought to be dropped
from the Olympicsentirely.'

'I'm sure they will be,’ Theo said. "'When Immob really comes of age, | foresee that athletics as we know
them, in the old strength-testing sense, will disappesr.’

'I'd hate to see the old events go entirdly,’ the first mate said. 'l think we'd lose something. We ought to
fed alittle proud of our cyberneticists and the machinesthey make!



'Certainly, but from an Immob perspective. If the EMSIAC war taught us anything, it wasthat al our
machines are mongters unless we have a firm mastery over them. In thistrangtiona period, | think, were
sometimesin danger of forgetting that our pros, marvelsthough they are, aren't one straw as astonishing
asthe brains of the cyberneticists who designed and built them and the brains of the amps who operate
them. See what | mean? The human being must dways be centra, not the products and objects of his
skill and energy. Wiener used to say that over and over. That's the whole spirit of Immob.’

Theo stood up and raised one plastic hand. With a series of lightning-quick movements he lifted the collar
of hisshirt, unbuttoned it, undid the tie, and dipped it off. 'Here," he said, 'I'll show you what | mean.’

Stll holding thetie, he reached over to the table and took from it two small saucers.

"Think back," he said. 'Remember how awkward your real hands used to be? For example, most people
with real hands don't coordinate well enough to juggle anything at dl, even two smal saucers, and when it
comesto tying abow tie, well, they're often al thumbs. Now watch this!'

Using only one hand, he began to toss the saucers above his head, one a atime. After each heave, inthe
split second between the release of one and the catching of the other, the hand flew up to the neck,
fluttered there, then came down again just in time to meet the descending saucer. The observer'seye
could follow the gross, overdl movements - arm raised, hand working a neck; arm down, hand poised
to catch saucer - but the detailed twitchings of the digits went much too fast to be seen as anything but a
blur. Still, the thing was getting done: while the saucers rose and fdll in perfect rhythm, the collar was
buttoned, the tie was placed around the neckband, its ends were crossed, one end was tucked under and
through to form aknot, the two halves of the bow were pulled out on each side to tighten the knot, the
loops were adjusted in length and straightened, the collar was pulled down.

Theo put the saucers down, moved closer to the umbrela (aluminous one), and turned o that his back
wasto Martine. "It took me almost saven monthsto learn that one," he said with amodest laugh.

Hisfriends began to gpplaud. Martineignored them: he was Staring again at the long, zigzagging scar
which ran down that broad-breamed skull, worm of a scar, white and lumpy.

What was he trying to remember?

He stood in the darkness for amoment, holding his hands up as though he had just sterilized them and
were waiting for the rubber gloves: hefdt aformicative creeping in the fingertips.

A peculiar thought came to him: My hands are blushing.
He turned the light on and examined them, they were glistening with swest.

He knew that with him strong emotiona states dwaystried to find some kinaesthetic expression through
the hands. Naturdly, when he was trying hard to grasp something his supremely trained organs of grasp
were mobilized in the effort. In this respect his cortex must be very much like that of awatchmaker or an
embroiderer or asculptor.

Still, hewasn't prepared for this: a10:10 brachycephalic, acranid scar, and immediately his hands were
drenched and the fingers poised in atense curled position and visibly tremulous. It didn't make sense, this
pseudo-Parkinsonianism. It was as though his hands contained their own sdlf-reverberating memory

loops.

Then 'in aflash’ he saw what thisdigital positioning meant. He had been side-stepping its meaning for a
month now, ever since Theo had first gppeared in the village and hisfingers had autometicaly hooked on



thin air, but now he saw it. The fingers had fallen into the operative set, one hand was holding aninvisble
scapel and the other a suction cup or suture clamp, something like that.

That, of course, didn't account for the trembling or the swesting.

Theo's deep, soft, musica laugh drifted in through the curtains, Martine went back still again and looked
out. Theo had turned around, his pleasant face, creased now with laughter, was bathed in the bright glow
of theumbrdla.

Martine's hands went up to hisforehead, the pams pushing hard againgt his eyeballs. He felt wesk, he
thought that he might fall. He stood still for atime, afraid that if he opened hiseyesand tried to take a
sep hislegswould buckle. When he did findly move, hisfeet felt heavy, they dragged, it waslike
walking through water, but he managed to make it to the desk. He took up his pen and wrotein his
notebook, over and over again: '19 October 1972, 19 October 1972." Then he buried hishead in his
arms and, sickeningly, remembered.

19 October 1972. He could recongtruct it pretty accurately. It had started the night before, 18 October.
He'd been without deep, except for cat naps at odd moments, for close to four days, operating almost
continualy. The flying hospital unit was stationed for the moment in Centra Africa: Belgian Congo,
somewhere northwest of Stanleyville. Up north there'd been ahead-on collision between one of the
biggest American air fleets and an equally big Russian one; for three days atremendous dogfight hed
been going oninthe skies al the way from Morocco to the Libyan Desert, with thousands of planes
being blown to bitsand practicdly al the inhabited areas beneath being pulverized.

That was how the war went in those days: the fleets would cruise about, each under orders fromits own
EMSIAC, then they'd meet and open up on each other. Theideawas to knock enemy planes out and
bomb any instalations on the ground that seemed to be used by the enemy or might be of potentid useto
him. Naturaly, the casudties were terrific. Whenever possible, helicopterswould go in and try to rescue
the downed airmen, and if they were wounded but till dive they'd be given emergency treatment and
flown to the nearest mobile hospita unit. So Martine's outfit got most of the casudties from North Africa
The brain-surgery cases, of course, were routed over to Martine and Helder and their crew: the
skull-duggery boys. They kept at it until the instruments were about falling out of their hands.

Toward evening on 18 October, they brought Babyface in. He was as bad a mess as Martine had ever
seen, bad as you can get without being a corpse. The head injury was serious enough: the whole cranium
had been ripped open by afragment of shrapnel from the eyebrows down past the ears. To complicate
things, both of the kid's legs had been snapped off nestly above the knees - that had happened,
gpparently, in a crackup somewhere around Tunis, when he was aready unconscious from the crania
wounds.

It wasamiracle that hewasdive, hed lost alot of blood. But those helicopter rescue squads were good,
they'd snatched him off the ground, pumped alot of plasmaand whole blood into him plus some
cortisone and ACTH derivatives, doused him with penicillin and anti-bleeding chemicals, and shipped him
down south by emergency jet plane to be fixed up good as new. He was sill unconscious when they
brought him in: respiration ragged, pulse awfully spotty. Martine didn't give him achance.

Whilethe kid was being prepared for surgery, purely as amatter of routine, Martine did the usud thing -
went through his papersto check hisidentification, medicd record, blood type, etc. He was stunned by
what he found.

Babyface had a pretty remarkable background for atwenty-year-old, and not just medically: he was, for
onething, Americas most famous ace of World War 111. From the clippingsin hiswallet Martine learned



that, sngle-handed, he had €liminated more enemy cities than any other five armen put together, he had
to his credit the destruction of Chunking, Warsaw, Paris, Johannesburg, and severa other great
cosmopolitan centres.

Martine kept trying to think as he read the clippings. How doesit fedl to know you erased Paris? Funny:
he was a good-looking, raw-boned youngster, as nearly asyou could judge from the scorched and
blood-caked face, indistinguishable from millions of other American kids, and still when you looked a
him you knew that he had certainly killed severd million people with afew flicks of thewrigt. By thistime
they were using H-bombs by the crate, including the del ayed-action type which goes on spewing
radioactivity over awide areafor along time. And when wind conditions were good, these were
supplemented with radiol ogica-warfare dust, RW dust. So that one efficient airman could knock out a
whole cosmopolitan population pretty thoroughly.

But that wasn't Babyface's only claim to fame. Among his papers there was aso a card which indicated
that he'd been aleading member of Tri-P, the pacifist movement called the Peace Pledge Programme
which had been so active before the war. Heider, when he had roomed with Martinein New Y ork, had
been one of the organizers of Tri-P, hed aways been after the other studentsto join.

That was surprising about Babyface. Obvioudy, in someidedlistic spurt during his sudent daysjust two
or three years before, he'd been revolted enough by the idea of war to have joined this movement which
was sweeping the youth and to have signed its pledge 'never to participate in any war whatsoever under
any circumstances whatsoever'. Even more, held been so much in earnest about the thing that he'd made
quite aname for himsdlf as acampaigner for peace at al costs - there were some clippings about that,
too. Three yearslater, how many millions of notches did he have carved on his bombsight?

Martine couldn't resist showing the clippingsto Helder. A look of horror came into Helder's eyes, he
went over and studied the kid's face more carefully. 'My God," he said shakily. 'Sure, it's Teddy Gorman.
I've gpoken from the same platform with him ahundred times. | didn't recognize him on account of the
blood.'

"Take agood look," Martine said. 'Observe the life cycle of the pacifist.’

They were both out on their feet but even so Martine felt like baiting Helder, and Helder fdlt like arguing
about it; hewas never oneto look an irony full in the face without blinking.

'What's it prove? he said.
'Nothing much. Just that people are glad to be pacifists - in between wars!'

Martine was thinking, too, about the movement initiated by students before World War 11, the movement
around the Oxford Peace Pledge. It was before histime but he'd read about it, matter of fact Tri-Pwas
pretty much areviva of the Oxford idea.

"Thisis no reflection on the philosophy of pacifism,” Helder inssted. ‘It only showsthat up to now pecifist
movements have been inefficient, tacticaly and programmatically.’

'Sure,' Martine said, 'and for avery good reason. Look at this baby-faced mass murderer. Like al good
pacifists, he was ready to sign the peace-at-any-price pledge at the drop of adogan. And, two years
later, to sprinkle H-bombs around at the drop of adightly different dogan. Doesn't that suggest thereésa
certain gap between dogans - yours, anyhow - and motives? That people are a bit more complex and
ambivalent than you merchants of good will recognize?

'People are fundamentally smple - at the core of any man isthe smplest thing of al, agrest fund of good



will. Wejugt haveto find the words that will reach that smple core and activateit.’

'Onward and upward!" Martine said.'If you'll excuse awisecrack at such atime, maybe you should
change that idea of progress to unword and upward. Y our words only get people to agree not to fight
when thereisn't any fighting to be done.’

'I'll grant you that we've got to do some serious thinking about how to extend the emotional appedl of our
programme, Helder said. 'Werein adifficult trangtiond period.’

From up forward camethe clear stedly rat-atat of the EMSIAC receiver.

'Whileyou're t it," Martine said, ‘think about how to extend the emotional apped of your programmeto
you and me. I'd like to point out that at this precise transitional moment the two of us are not especidly
active in advancing the brotherhood of man. As| get the picture, were somewhere in the Belgian Congo,
on ordersof EMSIAC, patching up soldiers skulls because that's what EMSIAC wants usto do.'

'Our movement isn't finished. Trangtions are dways hard to ride out. After thiswar well find away to
counter the propaganda of the war-makers.’

Martine had to laugh at the flamboyance of the remark. Just two days before, word had reached their
unit to the effect that the entire Eastern seaboard back home, from the M assachusetts coast down to
Bdtimore, had been pretty systematically laid waste in amass H-bomb attack. Way over twenty million
people had been killed or wounded, in spite of extensve civilian evacuation (delayed-action radioactivity
and RW dust no doubt accounted for many of the casuaties), and thisfollowed on the heels of asmilar
attack on the West Coast, which had been reduced to amass of rubble from San Diego to above Puget
Sound. Already the population back home had been cut down by much more than athird, and theend
wasn't yet in sght. Who could tell? Very possibly Martinegs family and friends, and Helder's too, were
now distributed in dainty shreds over some vast radioactive landscape atomized at last into tranquillity.

'Noblewords,' Martine said. ‘L et's hope the war-makers leave afew people around for you to
propagandize.’

He handed Babyface'swallet to an assstant. Then he couldn't help adding, 'The hitchis, it'shard to tell
just who these warmakers of yours are any more. By the looks of things these days, just about
everybody makeswar. Or do you see some stout-hearted pacifist slanding up to EMSIAC and tdlling it
off?

By thistime the kid was ready for surgery; they both took some energy pills, then Helder got to work on
the ssumps and Martine went at the head.

For over three hours Martine's hands were probing around inside that mashed skull. He tried some
daring techniques - he thought it was hopeless anyhow, what was there to lose? - experimental
procedures that he'd never attempted before on anything but laboratory animas. His crew men stood
around in amazement, it was one of hisbetter efforts, ared virtuoso bit of protoplasmic tailoring. Severa
times the respiration bags went limp and the pulse disappeared, but with oxygen, digitalis, and adozen
other things they managed to bring him back each time.

While hisfingers manoeuvred around in the head, Martines mind wasracing. The sde of him that
worked for EMSIAC did itsjob, and brilliantly. The other sde hadn't yet been spotted and given its
marching ordersby EMS AC, and it was thinking: Why in hell bother? Why not just let him die? Why not
let them dl die?

It wasn't enough to say that Babyface had been doganized into doing what held done; you still had to



consider his susceptibility to dogans. Because even Babyface was more than amoraly neutral robot, he
didn't asmply carry out EMSIAC'singtructions, before he carried them out he had to acquiesce to
carrying them out. What Martine wanted to know was, where could this acquiescence be tracked down
inthis pacifis-homicidd brain - if somebody would only tell him, he would go after it immediately with his
scapel. He wanted to know what incisonsto makein order to produce abrain which would say no to
EMSIAC.

As soon as this thought hit him, sweat began to roll down from hisforehead. It wasn't only the hest or the
exhaugtion. No, his next thought was: | don't say no to EMSIAC either, | just abstractly, therapeuticaly,
approve of theidea...

The next minute - by thistime he wasfitting the tantalum plate which the lab technicians had prepared into
Babyface's skull - he snapped back alittle, saw a partial answer to his questions. Somewherein this
lacerated cortex, in some associationd cluster he wasn't skilful enough to locate, was al'so a set of
pathways which were loaded with ideglism and good will and devotion to noble causeslike Tri-P. This
sde of the brain didn't bulk very large against the more deeply rooted aggressions. the fondle networks
are dways dwarfed by the fight networks: the pacifism only cameinto play during lulls, standtills, and
interregnums, when nobody had any use for the aggression. The surgica problem, then, was one of
liberating the pacifist networks so that they couldn't beimmediately blocked off by the violent onesthe
moment some EMSIAC sounded the bugle call.

Assoon as he put it to himself that way he saw that it was not a surgical problem: nobody could ever
know enough about these contrariesin the brain to amputate the one without crippling the other. Maybe
the truth was that you couldn't cut the ambivaence out of ahuman organism without hacking up every
snglecdl init, one by one. So kniveswere out. He couldn't do anything but sew Babyface up again and
set him loose to prowl for more Parises. He wasn't God, he was only apatcher. Y ou had to be aHelder
to think you were God...

That night he couldn't deep; hiseyeswouldn't close, dthough they smarted from exhaustion. For three or
four miserable hours he sat huddled in hisbunk, listening to EMSIAC clacking up front, listening to
Helder snore away just above him. For awhile hetried to read, a passage from Wiener, afew linesfrom
Rimbaud. Then he opened his diary and began making notes.

Hewrote for along time, putting down all the ideas that had tumbled through his head when held been
operating on Babyface, trying to escape that infernd snore. Thejottings were pretty wild and bitter -
among other things there was some sort of imaginary dial ogue with Babyface that rambled on
interminably.

Somewhere way after two in the morning he put down his notebook. He was dizzy, he rubbed his
temples and whispered to himsdlf, ‘No. | don't want any more. - it. I'm through.’

What happened right after that was hard to remember. EMSIAC was clattering away impervioudy,
Helder was snoring hideoudy. He dipped the notebook under his pillow and went outside, thinking that
he needed some air. Then he walked over to the surgery plane - it was along distance off, they were
carefully dispersed - and found there was nobody init.

He climbed inside the plane and poked around for afew minutes. Just for something to do he checked to
see how many atomic-energy capsules there were - many dozens, enough to run dl the motorsin the
plane for two or three hundred years. He eased into the cockpit and energized the starter, just for the
heck of it.

The next moment, without anything in hismind, hetook off. Automatically, snce everything that



nauseated him lay to the north and west, he turned south and east.

Not aminute too soon. Talk about the hand of destiny. He looked at hiswatch and saw that it was 3.29.
Then he became aware of EMSIAC clicking away in the communications room. The click was mixed
with another, more ominous sound: the hoarse foghorn blast that was the signal for ared-flash
emergency. Heredized that the blast had been going on for minutes, it just hadn't registered.

He st the controls on automatic flight and hurried back to look at the tape. With uncomprehending eyes
he stared at the little ribboned announcement of catastrophe

HOSPITAL UNIT X-234-BL... ATTENTION... RED-FLASH ALERT ... SQUADRON OF
ENEMY BOMBERS CRUISING TOWARD Y OUR POSITION APPROACHING NORTH
NORTHWEST ... EXPECT ATTACK 3.31... DONOT TRY TO TAKE OFF ... ASSUME
DEFENSIVE POSITIONS ... ALL ANTI- AIRCRAFT PERSONNEL TO POSTS ... EMPLOY
RED-FLASH EMERGENCY STRATEGY 28-RF-6AA...

Martine dashed back to the cockpit and peered out through the Plexiglas bubble. Sure enough, at 3.33,
great blinding flashes began to shimmy up from the encampment area, then seething white mushrooms of
cloud. He couldn't see the bombers, the smart thing for him wasto get the hell out of there even though
there was some awful fascination in the scene.

Minutes later, with ajolt in hisbelly, he realized something. The mushrooms weren't receding any more.
He had set the auto-flight for southeast and steep climb, the mushrooms should be dropping away and
back as he watched. They weren't any more. They were coming closer, getting bigger. The plane wasn't
climbing away, it had circled and was heading back in toward the camp.

He jumped. A metdlic gully voice bellowed out a him from the rear of the ship, twanging and hollow:
'Surgery plane 17-M, Hospita Unit X-234-BL. Y ou are on unauthorized flight. We are returning you to
base. Report to your commanding officer immediately upon landing for court-martid. You areon
unauthorized flight. We arereturning -'

It was EMSIAC's voice, the e ectrovox voice which was activated only in the most extreme emergencies.
The dreaded voice which never came through except to bark instructionsinvolving the most urgent
disciplinary procedures.

Martine understood now. The automatic pilot was not steering the plane. EMSIAC had taken over
command of the flight and was whisking the craft back to its base despite the upstart wishes of its
occupant. If the plane touched ground again it meant death for Martine. Even if he was lucky enough to
survive the bombing attack, he would be shot for his desertion. The articles of war were perfectly clear
about unauthorized flights.

He wasinsane with rage. They didn't give him achance. They couldn't be bothered to find out whether
this unauthorized flight indicated desertion or - oh, absent-mindedness, vertigo, nausea, acramp inthe
fingers from too much writing in notebooks, ashudder in the eardrums from too much snoring in the bunk
above, afeding of being smothered, a need to get out in the open and breathe, a need to deep, anything.
They didn't inquire asto hisintentions. They didn't ask whether held intended to go away or just get a
breath of fresh air. Unauthorized flight meant desertion meant court-martial meant adozen dugsinthe
bread basket. They didn't even stop to consider that, no matter how he had happened to get into the air,
now hewasin it and down below everybody was going up in aboil of radioactive dust and it was more
important to save him and the ship, than to yell discipline and send him back to be vaporized too.

They didn't care, the -. Whoever 'they’ were. The 'they' that wasthe'It' that was EMSIAC.



In ablind panic he ran back to the communications room and began to pound the EMSIAC casing wildly
with hisfigs

- for court-martial,’ the voice droned. "Y ou are on unauthorized flight. We are returning you to base.
Report -'

There was afireman's axe hanging on the corridor wall just outside. He noticed it now. Heran into the
hall and yanked it away from its supports. Back in the communications room he began to hack at the
EMSIAC container savagely, screaming with each blow.

'Resistanceis usdless," the voice boomed. 'Do not try to resst. Do not touch the EMSIAC box. We are
returning you -'

Finaly the casing gave way and the blade of the axe sank into the innards of the mechanism. Glass flew
as he chopped through the banks of e ectronic tubes.

'Do not touch the EMSIAC box. Resistanceis useless. Do not tryeeeeeeeeceeee -'

There was arattle, aviolent hum, some incredible smothered grumble. He chopped, he hacked, sweet
poured down hisface. He was still screaming like astuck pig.

Now an abrupt choked sound, an eerie gurgle. The hum grew and grew, became a crazy reverberating
roar.

And stopped.
Just like that.
Dead sllence.

He kept on swinging the axe, kept on until he had chopped through al the cables and tangles of
multicoloured wires. As he diced through the last of them the plane gave aviolent lurch, then shot up at a
sharp angle, sending him sprawling on thefloor.

Good, good. He had cut EMSIAC's connexion with the automatic pilot. The plane was on its own now,
resuming the course he had set for it.

Helifted his hand wesarily, gasping, and looked &t hiswatch. It was exactly 3.39.

He seemed to hear ametdlic hum deep in hisrumbling scomach. The hum turned into a snore turned into
aclanging whistling screeching e ectrovox which said, ‘Do not go berserk, it is unauthorized, stop
screaming, it isunauthorized...

High-tailing off into the emptiness southeadt, thinking that no doubt Babyface and histantalum plate,
Helder, hisfountain pen, his notebook, his Wiener, his Rimbaud were back there now in aboiling
mutudity, blended in an ooze of brotherhood.

Feeing from the warsin Africa, his plane catapulting unerringly and al unknowing toward a speck of an
idand far off in the Indian Ocean - idand that miraculoudy had never been charted on any map by any
cartographer - where a handful of serious dark-skinned men were busy eating tapiocaand chasing the
devilsfrom each other's heads. It had taken the Mandunji at least four centuriesto flee the warsin Africa
and get to theidand, it wasto take his plane at the very most four hours...

Heremembered it dl now, dmogt al. When he could control the shakein hisfingershetried to writeit al



down as he remembered it. He wrote:

19 October 1972.

Didit finaly. I, my unrobotized sde, said no.
| saidnoto'lIt'.

| said NO.

| said -

NO...

19 October 1972. Jerry's birthday? Hell, no. Mine. Day | became ahobo in ajet. Day | wasborn,
started to get born... .

But what was | getting born as?
No namefor it yet, after eighteen years. Hard to recognizeit, it's been smothered with incognitos.

Hard to write. Head was like ayoyo, eyesfilled with swirling fog, but after resting for aminute he was
ableto focus on the notebook again and make hisfind entry for the day:

Mystery of Theo solved. | might have known - if that scarred brachycephalic head made my fingers curl
and tremble o, it was because they'd once been insdeit. Of course. Got agood look at hisface afew
minutes ago and remembered, findly. To be sure, he's older, there's asuggestion of jowls and atouch of
grey at the temples and the moustache threw me off too, but essentialy it's still Babyface, the eraser of
cities. Under the Theo theresthe old Teddy: humanist with atantalum skull.

My God, my God, what's happened to hisarms ?
CHAPTER 8

Miami was part shambles, part ghost town. Through Jerry's high-powered binoculars Martine could see
that the town had suffered ardatively light and haphazard bombing, not a merciless earth-scorching one:
while many of the flimsier buildings had been razed, others, maybe because they had been built to stland
off hurricane winds, had only been gouged and nipped at and made to buckle at the joints, not
demolished.

He scanned the implausible vista from end to end. Here and there along the ragged skyline, jutting up
sensalesdy from the rubble like an oversight, he could make out alopsided villa, an upended hot-dog
stand, the corkscrewed framework of a beach-front luxury hotedl, a sagging night club with afragment of
neon tubing on its fagade to remind the seagulls that its name had once been LA TROPI something or
other - the rest of the letters were missing.

Martine rubbed his eyes and looked again. The thing he had seen was lill there, it was moving: it wasa
giraffe and it seemed to be nibbling at the neon letters on top of the night club.

The place was not quite deserted. Now he became aware of other movementsin and around the debris -
an undeniable camel here, an indisputable llamathere, what could only be an okapi sprinting improbably
down the avenue just beyond. Chewing its cud idicticaly dongsde atiled swvimming pool, ayak. Further
on, standing guard outside atilted redl-estate office, azebra

Flashes of violent colour. Hlamingos, pink and preenful, were waddling on erector-set legs dong the



pock-marked pavements, poking their aristocratic beasksinto the piles of - what? - one could only guess
- sandals and sun-lotion bottles, contraceptives and cash registers.

Needing some point of orientation in the jumble, Martine began to search for the skyscraper hotd in
which, right after hisinternship, he had spent amonth's honeymoon - month (for Irene) of pouting, tearful
unacknowledged frigidity, and much histrionic love-making in between by way of camouflage. Farcical
month of pretending to himself and to Irene that a sham Eros was both the genuine article and superior to
the genuine article - the thankless assgnment handed to dl inwardly fuming and martyr-complexed
husbands by their glacid wives. Thereit was, on the beach down to the left, walls caved in and girders
warped but still stlanding: THE BREEZEWAY S. By counting the cross pieces, memoriasto vanished
floors, he was even able to locate the corner suite in which the month-long charade of eroticism had been
played out. (I love acharade, the beat of the gums...) Something stirred on the stedl beam: a spider

monkey doing handsprings...
Jarry cameinto get the lunch tray.
‘Thisiscrazy,' Martine said. ‘It looks like a menagerie out there. | just saw agiraffe.’

‘They'reall over the place,’ Jerry said. 'The circus was stationed at its winter quarters near here when the
attack came, and most of the animals escaped. Later on, when we opened up the port again, we shot all
the dangerous ones, but there wasn't any reason to bother about the others!’

' see Miami hasn't been rebuilt much.'

'Question just. never came up, | guess. The new citiesin the Strip are more than enough for the people
we have!'

'Hasn't anything been done to the coasts at al? Martine asked.
'Not much, outside of getting afew docks back in shape and laying out afew airfieds.’

'What about seaside resorts and all that? We used to be anation of bathers and sun worshippers - isthat
al gone?

'Pretty much - they don't have water sportsin the Olympics any more, for instance. Weve got plenty of
sports and hobbies to keep us busy where we are.’

'Likewhat?

'Wdll," Jerry said, combing through his shock of red hair for the answer, ‘therés dl kinds of evening
classesfor adultsin the various schools. In Y oga breathing, panic control, auto-suggestion, mora
equivalents, neuro-loco coordination, dianetics, semantics, and al that. Besides, for the younger amps
theré's Olympic training, we have special clubsfor that, just the training in the d-and-d's takes up alot of
time. Oh, there arelots of things!'

'That giraffe out there', Martine said, ‘could use alittle coaching in semantics. He thinks words were
meant to be eaten. He seems to be eating words off old neon signs.’

‘The glassl| do terrible thingsto his stomach,’ Jerry said serioudly ...

Martine waited until he saw Theo go down the gangplank, let another hour pass, then shook hands
warmly with Jerry and went off in a cocoon-shaped transparent-shelled bus to the airport. The planewas
atriple-deck jet, with room for a hundred people on each deck; it took off from avertical position,
resting onitstail, the seats swivelling so that the passengers were always upright regardless of the angle of



flight.

Two men preceded Martine up through the entry hatch and took seats directly in front of him. They were
obvioudy foreigners. the heavy-shouldered, swarthy onelooked like some sort of East European,
something of the Balkansin him, something of the Savic; the other, ashort dumpy man with an Orientdl
cast to hisfeatures, seemed to be a Eurasian. Both were duo-amps, only their legswere artificia. The
other passengers kept looking over in their direction and whispering, the airline personnel scraped and
bowed. East Union bigwigs, Martine gathered; names were Vishinu and Dai.

Somewhere between the Panhandle and the Rockies the plane began to go down. He looked out and
spied New Jamestown; he was dectrified. He had been briefed on what not to expect; he remembered
that even before the war most basic industry had gone underground, and Jerry had explained that when
the rebuilding began these underground ingtall ations were kept and new citieswerelaid out over and
around them. So he was not surprised to see no bel ching smokestacks and open hearths, none of the
fume and grit of manufactures. But he was not prepared for the sheer geometric beauty of this
glass-and-concrete diorama: it was as though the reverie of some city-planning visionary had been peded
from adrawing board, blown up, and pasted life-size over the countryside.

He gawked. Spacious parkways fanned out from one enormous central hub, which seemed to contain dl
the commercia and ingtitutiona buildings, and in easy concentric arcs between these spokes, aong
tree-dotted and garden-lined streets and boulevards, great meandering stretches of streamlined
skyscraper gpartments, interspersed with sorinklings of smaller individud family living units.

The two men in front of Martine were looking down at New Jamestown now and talking in a precise,
clipped English which bore traces of some polyglot cosmopolitan accent.

'Nice,' said the short one. ‘Laid out very good.'

'Fagade is not unimposing,’ the other man said. '‘But underneath, phuh, you will see, dl the old garbage.
Same old exploiting mentality, Anglo-Saxons stick the noses up, Negroes segregated, the class struggle
inadifferent form.'

‘Understood. | meant only the laying-out.’

'Not so good asin New Tolstoygrad. Or New Singapore. Even New Saigon or New Pyongyang or,
yes, New Surabaya.'

‘Naturdly.'

The stewardess, aprovocative bit with swashbuckling bosoms, imminent strip-tease in her swaying walk,
came down the aide and stopped opposite the two men. Her attitude was at once deferential and
come-onish. She was wearing an extremely low-cut blouse; when she leaned over to talk with the taler
man, who wasin the near sedt, her breasts were half-exposed.

'Excuseme,' she said, husky voice full of the promise of prompt and unreluctant intimacies. 'Are you
gentlemen being met at the airport or would you care to use the copter shuttle service into town?

"The transportation is entirely arranged,’ the heavy-set man said siffly. Thetips of her breasts brushed
againg his shoulder; he pulled away from the chesty overture. We are to be met by alimousine of the
Olympics Arrangements Committee.’

Thegirl knew that she was dealing with dignitaries, shewasal eyes, haunches, and mammary glands.

'Y ou - you're Brother Vishinu, aren't you?



'Y es. And', the man added, ‘we need no advice on how to get around New Jamestown, thank you very
much. | have been here many times before.’

Thegirl looked hurt and angry as she moved down to Martine's seat. The Eurasian said softly, They
become worse and worse, the women. Absolutely without shame!'

'With thefists out, like prizefighters,' Brother Vishinu said loudly and digtinctly. ‘Everywhereit islike that,
but here they are the worst, they were with fiststo begin with. It isall garbage, phuh.’

The girl'sface was flushed, she hardly noticed Martine as she rattled off the routine question.
'I'd like the copter service, | think," he said. 'l want to go to the Gandhiji Hotdl.'
'Gate Three," she said mechanically. The copter there will take you directly to the Gandhiji roof."

"Thank you.' He wanted to add, 'And here'safriendly tip: areal woman doesn't have to be atout for
hersdf,’ but he contented himsdlf with thinking it.

He had wondered if the girl's obvious play for the two men hadn't been prompted by the fact that they
were dignitaries; but no. Across from Martine was ayoung quadro-amp with the face of a petulant boy
scout; when she approached him her wileswere just as lavish and blunt as they had been with the East
Union duos. Obvioudy there was something eroticaly enticing about an amp, Martine smply wasnot in
the running. Except that with these amps the running seemed to be in the wrong direction: afurious
skedaddle, not achase.

'Areyou being met at the airport, Sir? she said, bending so low that her breasts were not only in the
boy'sline of vison but admost in hisline of madtication.

'l am not," he said curtly, looking out the window.

"The copter might be crowded. Tell you what, I've got my car parked at the port... I'd be glad to give
you alift.

There was murderous hogtility in the amp'svoice as he said, 'Get thisstraight - | don't careto begivena
"lift", by you or anybody ese. I'm not acripple’

So these amps hadn't managed to keep al wars on the other side of theriver; the war between the sexes
was very much with them. In some pretty spectacular forms. Phuh, garbage, etc.

Asthe plane backed down into the airport Martine, filled with anticipation and more than alittle anxious,
looked out. Several cigar-shaped objectsin the sky some distance off, in the direction of New
Jamestown: dirigibles, with signs on their sdes that flashed on and off. Too far away to make out the
letters.

CHAPTER 9

There was areservations desk in the roof-top solarium of the Gandhiji, for the convenience of those who
arrived by copter. Martine had no trouble getting aroom.

'Do you intend to stay long, Dr Lazarus? the clerk asked.

'Hard to say. I'm aparasitologist, | study parasites. When anew one turns up somewhere they send for
ml

The clerk looked concerned.



'Don't worry," Martine added. 'I'm not at the Gandhiji on business. It looks like you run anice, clean
place here!’

'Oh, you won't find any parasites here, Doctor,' the young man said emphaticaly. 'The Gandhiji catersto
avery excdusvedientele'

'Parasites are extremely democratic,’ Martine said. They have much less class prejudice than people. A
cat can only look at aking but abedbug can dine on him for weeks. Henry the Eighth -

The clerk’'s face was palite, interested, sober, clerkish...

It was early, hardly more than dinner time, he waslooking forward with excitement to hisfirst glimpse of
the city's street life, once held cleaned up and changed into some fresh clothes. But after showering he
found that a numbing weariness had seeped through his body; the trip had been much more exhaugting
than he'd suspected, especidly the last tropospheric leg of it.

He dipped on arobe and went out on the balcony. Directly to hisleft and two stories below, in another
tier of sundecks, ayoung quadro-amp was stretched out on a couch, reading.

As Martine watched, a pretty and buxom girl came out, wearing high heds but dressed only ina
brassiére and apair of skimpy, clinging panties. She stood at the side of the couch for atime, looking
down at the boy and tapping her foot, but he wouldn't raise his eyes. Then with a determined movement
she pulled the book from his gleaming hands and dropped it on the floor, sank down beside him, and
stretched out so that her amost nude body was pressed againgt the whole length of his.

He made no movement. After atime she curled her arms around his shoulders and squirmed about until
shewaslying on top of him, her lips pressed ardently againgt his neck. She began to whisper something
to him; she freed one hand, with adeft twist unplugged hisleft arm and put it on thefloor.

For thefirgt time the amp showed some sign of life. An expression of peevish rage on hisface, he placed
his remaining hand on the girl's back and with one powerful heave - Martine could hear the clicking - sent
her sprawling acrossthe floor. Then, hisface frozen again, he retrieved hisarm and plugged it back in,
picked up the book, and went back to hisreading. The girl sat on the floor, rubbing her shinsand glaring
ahim.

The girls seemed to be getting pretty forward, al right. Forward, upward, topward. Maybe position had
become everything inlife, & least in love. The girls seemed to have become positively disarming,
preferred their lovers handsome but without hands - dl thiswould take some looking into. But - the more
the girls panted, the more the boys pouted.

What could the amp's book be: War and Peace?...

He leaned on the balustrade, looking down &t the glittering Christmas tree of acity somefifty floors
below.

A dirigible floated into sight over the skyscrapers and whedled dowly around the hub of the city. The
electric Sgnson its sdesflashed on and off, Martine studied the words in astonishment

Dodge the steamroller!
Dodge the steamroller!

Dodge the steamraller!



Just that, over and over; nothing more. Gibberish. Why not, with equa logic, dodge the cyclotron? The
player piano? The giraffe?

Still there was something tantalizing about the dogan. It had some dippery aura (error: horror) of
meaning. The word 'steamroller' set up reverberations - some uncooperative net of neurones shuddered.
He remembered hisfarewell lecture in the cave: Why had he kept on using the silly word and being upset

by it?

Heturned from the epigrammatic dirigible and wandered insde again. He sang,
Knots are very hard to cut with an adze.

They blunt the edges of the adze...

He stopped at the bureau and examined hisface in the mirror, murmuring irrdlevantly, 'Dodge the
skyscraper.’ Beard coming adong nicely, he had trimmed it down into aneat Van Dyke.

Therewas athin volume lying on the night table, he noticed it for the first time. He picked it up and
examined the dust jacket: BASIC IMMOB TEXT NUMBER TWO, said the type across the top, and
al around the borders ran adesign of triskelionsfilled with running prosthetics. The book was a
handsomely designed edition of William Jamess The Mora Equivaent of War, and gppended to it was a
long essay by Mahatma Gandhi on the philosophy of non-violence and passive resstance. He flicked the
pages. Across the bottom of each page were printed three wordsin boldface caps. DODGE THE
STEAMROLLER!

Martine reached for his notebook and dipped it into the jacket of the James-Gandhi volume. He placed it
on the night table, the origina book he put away in the drawer.

Over the bed there were severa knobsfixed to alarge wall pand - switches, as he could see from the
labels, for the radio loud-speaker and the television screen which were fitted into the opposite wall. He
turned on the radio and played with the tuning did until he found some music.

Programme of jazz recordings. he recognized the tune being played as Louis Armstrong's 'Four Or Five
Times. After that came other Hot Five classics of the twenties, 'Didn't He Ramblée, 'Wish | Could
Shimmy Like My Sister Kat€, 'Jelly Roll', ‘Bede Street Blues. An dl-Satchmo programme! Maybe
New Orleans had come back still another timeto aworld it had never made but somehow inseparably
belonged to...

When the disk-jockey programme was over he fiddled with the television, until he got aclear image on
the six-foot-square, full-colour screen. A young quadro-amp was giving alecture to the young Immobs
of the Olympic athletic clubs. On alarge table before him were dl the parts of adisassembled pro leg, he
was explaining the structure and function of each.

'With the Games coming up,’ the lecturer said, ‘al of us ought to brush up on the design of our pros- you
can't gppreciate the Gamesat dl, fellows, unless you understand something about pro engineering. Now,
kids, what say we take alook at the insides of this doodad...’

Number One: the el ement he was holding now, he explained, was the socket. This wasfitted permanently
into the stump by cine-plastic surgery, connected up with al the muscles and nerves of the sump.
Designed so that any kind of limb could be snapped into it and immediately be hooked in with the
musculature and the neural system... Number Two: the atomic-energy capsule, the power source of the
mechanism. The movements of the limb were guided and controlled by neurd impulsesrelayed from the
brain through the central nervous system, but they were powered by this built-in plant. Which made the



atificid limb infinitely stronger than ared one... Number Three: this gadget, conssting of awire coil and
ametal rod which moved in and out of itselectrical field, was asolenoid. Trandated eectrica into
mechanica energy. Equipped with asystem of levers and linkages which did the work of the origind
muscles and tendons but with much more power and control. There was a solenoid for each muscular
unit of the origina leg: onein thethigh, onein the caf, onefor each of thetoes. Inthearm, of course, the
setup got alot more complicated... Number Four: al thesetiny objects were thyratron vacuum tubes and
transstors. Hundreds of them in each limb, laid out in relays they converted neurd impulsesinto eectrica
ones to operate the solenoids... Number Five: the oleo-strut shock absorber, in which compressed air,
oil, and springs were combined to cushion theimpact of afal... Number Six: the gyroscopes, which
controlled balance... Number Seven: the strain gauges. Attached to pads on the fingertips, they
duplicated the sense of touch by converting pressure into neural impulses... Number Eight: the
thermocouples, which converted temperature stimuli into neura impulses... Number Nine: the cooling
system...

'Efficiency!" thelecturer said. That'sthe point. With red limbs, the maximum amount of work the human
organism can put out over a sustained period of time, say for an hour or so, isn't much more than
one-sixth of a horsepower. But with these self-powered jobs you can sustain indefinitely alevel of work
amounting to dozens or even hundreds of horsepower. Because the power doesn't come from your
body, it comes from the energy capsules. All your body doesis direct that power. Man, in other words,
findly K.O.'sthe machine by incorporating the machine into himself! At last welve got the answer to
EMSIAC - the machine that incorporated man into it. Isn't that something, kids...?

An announcer came on.

‘Ladiesand gentlemen,’ he said, 'theres great newsfor al Inlanderstonight. Brother Theo isback! Yes,
he returned to his office in the presdentiad mansion just a haf-hour ago, after weeks of cruisng with the
Olympic team and taking a much-needed rest from affairs of state. We have the privilege now of bringing
you some film sequences of thistraining cruise which Brother Theo just turned over to us. Don't go ‘way
now - our boys are in great shape, you're about to witness some amazing action shots..." Martine woke
to hear avoice lecturing, the accent had something init of the Balkan and something of the Savic...

‘Todl good Immobs| say this," Vishinu began. '‘Brother Theo isabad Immob. He lies. What good did it
do thisman to cut off hisarms? He still keeps histongue and with thistongue he tdlsimperidist liesand
makes trouble. When he says heis skiing on Kilimanjaro it is garbage. When he says heis only coaching
the athletesit isgarbage. His athletes are also very good, trained metalurgists. Heis snooping al over for
columbium, not butterflies, he wantsfor hisimperiaist masters amonopoly of dl the columbiuminthe
world. Thisisavery dirty wuay for avol-ampto act..."

Cataclasm; he crawled out of the debris of deep. Then two things happened smultaneoudly.

Firdt, athought that was like ablow. All thisamputeeism of Immob, it was voluntary. Vol-amp: that
meant, voluntary amputee. Somehow Martine knew that, knew it with findlity. All these ampswere
vol-amps, he knew that too. It was voluntary! What good did it do Theo to cut off hisarms, Vishinu
asked. In that question was the answer to another question

What had happened to Theo'sarms? He had cut them off, voluntarily. All this amputeeism was voluntary,
and voluntary amputeei sm was somehow the essence of Immob. And he must have redlized it over a
month ago, when he lay hidden under the roof of hishut and, sick with anxious anticipation, listened to
Theo spesking with Ubu; Theo'swords had madeit clear enough then that these men willingly, eagerly,
cut their own arms and legs off. But he hadn't wanted to face the fact that it was voluntary - al thewhile
anticipating it - from that moment on he had dammed a menta door shut on it and refused to let it out.
Maybe that was why he hadn't allowed himsdlf to recognize Babyface: if he had, he would have had to



consider why hisarms were gone. He had been curious about everything else, had asked al sorts of
guestions, but none about how, exactly, these amps got that way - secretly hed known, he didn't want to
be told. When held sent Rambo to the strangers camp that night, he'd instructed the kid on all sorts of
guestions he might pop but not a single one about the amputeeism. When Rambo had mentioned Immoab,
he'd changed the subject. Whenever Jerry the steward had showed signs of bringing it up, held changed
the subject fast. Until this moment he had refused to think about it, even to acknowledge that there was
anything to think about. He had avoided the word 'Immob’ even in his thoughts, because somehow or
other it seemed to imply avoluntary sdeto thisamputeaism. It was voluntary. That, wasthe horror. But
some even more shrivelling and obscure horror lay in the fact that he couldn't bring himself to faceit, his
memory bank had tried to go into a deep freeze from the moment Theo showed up, every meagre
collection he'd dug up since heldd had to fight for tooth and nall...

And in the split second when he redlized dl this, he also redlized something else. He hadn't dreamed
Vishinu'svoice. It wasin the room, it had filtered into his dream from this room, it was there with him
NOW.

He sat up in bed. Therewas Vishinu on the television screen, big aslife, poker-faced, massive, being
interviewed by an announcer who was on the thin edge of hysteria.

‘Brother Vishinu, why, surely you don't mean to imply -'

'l imply nothing,’ Vishinu said bluntly. 'l say it plain. This cruise was not for purposes of athletics, the
athleticswere only for cover-up, it was aclever imperialist manoeuvre!

‘But Brother Vishinu, how could you possibly know? - | mean, such information, if it isinformation -'

"Y ou want to say, such information could only come from spies and spies are outlawed by us Immobs.
Phuh, spying is not needed. We have friends in various places, they communicate with us. No doubt your
own officials have their correspondents equaly.'

The announcer made an effort to regain his bland public persondity. Thank you, Brother Vishinu!' he
sad with false, fatering heartiness. ‘L adies and gentlemen, you have just heard Brother Vishinuina
surpriseinterview and quite asurpriseit was, ha, ha.. Thisinterview was arranged a Brother Vishinu's
own request, he said he had something of importance to say to al Inland Strippers, no doubt you dl
found hisremarks as, uh, provoking aswe did here in the studio. And now-'

A uni-amp page boy came into the studio and held out adip of paper. The announcer read the note, then
raised startled eyesto the camera.

'Here's an exciting development, ladies and gentlemen!” he said tensdly. ‘Word has just come from the
capital that Brother Theo heard Brother Vishinu's remarks and wishesto reply to them. Hold tight, now -
takeitaway, L.A.l'

The screen wasin darkness for a second, then Theo flashed on. He was Sitting at a desk, on thewall
behind him there hung alarge silken scroll with the words, DODGE THE STEAMROLLER!

'I've just been back in the capital a couple of hours," he said. ‘Naturdly, | wasjust as shocked asdl of
you by Brother Vishinu'swords. | cannot and will not question his sincerity, of course, but | most
definitely want to question hisfacts. Brother Vishinu is badly misinformed, and that can make trouble. It
was mostly misnformation that led the East and the West to go to war with each other in the old days.
Even today, under Immoab, it can do lots of mischief between Immob peoples and nations. So let's get the
factssraight by al means.



'What are the facts? Well, the facts about columbium aren't too good, we al know that. We need this
awfully rare metd for practicaly al the vitd partsof our pros and there just isn't very much of the stuff
around. So we can understand Brother Vishinu's concern about this precious materia - were concerned
too. But why should this concern lead to mutua suspicion? After dl, it'sa problem facing the whole
Immob world, and we ought to approach it as one world. Through internationa conferencesthe
Himalayas and the North Pole have been designated as East Union territory, the Andes and the South
Pole as Inland Strip territory. Fair enough, isn't it? Then where the heck isdl thisimperidism and

monopoly? What'simperidigtic about divvying things up fifty-fifty?

Theo was Stting up straight now, talking earnestly. It wasincredible: hisvoice trembled, it had ared ring
of sncerity - either he was aconsummeate actor (this babyface?) or it was al ahopelessmuddie...

‘A few more facts. There was no ulterior purpose for my cruise. To put it baldly, | was dog-tired,
pooped. When the Olympic team was kind enough to invite me dong onitstrip | was delighted - maybe
you know that the Games have always been my first love. And al we did on thistrip was what you saw
inmy filmsalittle earlier - trained, got some sun, visited various places and met various people, and
collected quite afew odd plants and animals for our museums and zoos and botanica gardens. Brother
Vishinu's correspondents no doubt meant well, but their reports weren't very accurate. All | cansay is
that it behooves Immobs, above dl, to make sure their information is, ah, first-hand.' He smiled at the
joke, then reached into hisdrawer. 'Here, folks, is the columbium we imperidists came back with.' He
held an object up: atremendous iridescent butterfly, floated in adab of transparent pladtic.

‘Asfor the talk about monopoly, cartels, and al that - well, let me put it thisway. | was surprised to hear
Brother Vishinu use such antiquated words. In the old days, of course, such phrases used to fly about al
thetime: hisforefathers were constantly accusing ours of Wall Street imperidist plots, ourswere forever
accusing hisof Comintern-Cominform-Soviet imperidigtic plots. And every so often the accusations
would break out into open warfare. Well, communities bound together by Immob don't talk about each
other that way. There€'s no room for talk of greed, plots, bad will, and dl that rotten old junk. Our only
competition isafraterna one, symbolized by the Games!'

The tremolo again: helooked as though he were about to bawl.

'Soon the Games will bewith usagain. Let's go forward in the happy unity they represent and forget this
momentary misunderstanding between brothers...’

It'salie, Babyface, Martine said drowslly. ‘A goddamned lowdown dirty unmitigated monstrous
cerebrotonic-somatotonic bitch of alie. Y ou weren't butterfly hunting. Y ou were digging.’

'Immob’: he was quite sure now that the nonsensical word had something to do with immobilization, with
the idea of immohilization, with some thoroughly obscene and improbable aosurdity involving the idea of
immobilization; quite sure, too, without knowing why, that hidden somewherein that ideawas some
incredibly ghastly joke. Code word. Thoroughly inedible.

He switched off the television and turned over on his stomach, closed his eyes, saw Oodasface, saw her
high full breasts. Hisfingers curled around the pillow, he remembered from somewhere the phrase, 'a soft
merchandisg. Then he dept.

PART THREE
The lmmobs

CHAPTER 10



The sun, amuck, splashed through the open window. A frisky breeze spilled over hisface. He had bolted
out of deep with such asense of exhilaration that he ft light-headed; now helay till, inaroom al sheen
and soft ferment. Marvellousto fed surge of tone through muscles again, the sudden clamour of
appetites. Nerve strands burgting with hosannas, opening their yaps and beginning to crow; his-

He sat up and began to laugh. To pinpoint himsdf in time and space, he had forced hismind to focuson
the scene - the Inland Strip - and then the date - July Fourth 1990. It was Independence Day! At least
what used to be called Independence Day.

His Bond Street-Champs Elysées duds were so impeccable that when he emerged from the devator and
began to pick hisway through the crowded |obby nobody seemed to suspect the psychic loincloth
underneath. Nobody even noticed him. With one exception: an extraordinarily beautiful girl with jet black
hair and marvelloudy full lipsand an aura of lolligag and mash about her. Dressed in a pink-and-blue
diagondly striped dirndl and alow-cut off-the-shoulders peasant blouse, she sat in an armchair facing the
elevator doors, busying hersalf with a sketch pad in her lap; when Martine passed sheraised her eyes
and studied him coolly for along moment, then quite unhurriedly went back to her work.

Indl hislife he had never seen aless coy or more caculating look on awoman'sface. Her eyes had not
only undressed him but had then gone on, in an access of bookkeeper's thoroughness, to measure each
portion of his anatomy and record the more or lessvital Satisticsin some amatory card-index. And he, of
course, had replied in kind: measure for measure. At once intrigued and disconcerted by the semaphore
of come-on passing between them, he dackened his pace so that he might keep her in sight amoment
longer. Sure enough, sheraised her eyes and stared again, boldly and unequivocaly. He began to
address himsdlf urgently: no, no, foreign entanglements were out.

There were amps everywhere on the boulevards, al of them young, most of them in their twenties. Very
few menwith dl their limbsintact were under forty, and those who were seemed to be wearing the
scarlet letter of some enormous turpitude: they invariably had ahunched, hunted, defensive ook about
them which suggested that they werein ill repute and knew it, felt the disdain which bellowed at them
from al eyes asthey skulked along. These untruncated heretics were obvioudy the troubled ones -
dackers? Immob's 4-Fs? - around here.

Firgt observation: aman with his own legs had no footing here; if past forty hewasadotard, if in his
twenties or thirtiesapariah. And it was equaly striking that those who had the maximum number of
atificid limbs aso had what, for lack of a better word, might be caled the best standing: the quadros
were gazed at worshipfully and with palpitating greed by al the women, from tremulous teen-agersto
maudlin-eyed matrons. From the way these ampslazed around, from their air of having infinitetime on
their Plexiglas (or whatever) hands, it was afair guessthat the quadros, as well as many of thetrisand
even the duos, had few workaday affairsto occupy them: they were the leisure class.

Oncethisideaoccurred to Martine he found evidence to substantiate it on all sdes. Those who did the
menid jobs - tossing flapjacks in restaurant windows, clerking behind store counters, running elevators,
driving buses and taxis - were non-amps, most of them, in fact, were women, and more than afew were
Negroes.

Soit was clear: there was aladder of status with acarefully measured quota of diteness doled out to
those perched on each rung. All of which, to be sure, had been true of Martine's people for as far back
as he could remember, but in pre-lmmob times the marks of social standing had been different ones.
There had been many standard indicators of one's degree of Jonesness, from the conspi cuousness of
one's consumption and the whiteness of one's collar to the telltale shape of one's proboscis and the
generation in which one's ancestors got up off their emaciated and much-booted European rusty-dusties
and took it on the westward lam. Now everything was smplified, there seemed to be just one



gpectacular badge of status: the number of plastic arms and legs displayed. Conspicuous consumption
had apparently given way to conspicuous mortification of the periphera flesh (agood old American
practice), conspicuous maimery.

And before long Martine observed something el se. These sde-walk charades of sahibism and pariahdom
unfolded in an atmosphere drenched with dogans. There were dogans everywhere, assaulting the eyes
and eardrums; they blared from loud-speakers, they were lettered on buildings, on store fronts, on
newspaper vans, on women's scarves and bandanas and dresses, on lapel pins and scatter jewellery, on
banners strung across the boulevards like the el ectioneering signs Martine remembered from the old

days. These Immobs were the doganizingest people since the invention of the catchword, which no doubt
occurred Smultaneoudy with the invention of the word. And what dogansthey had spewed up!

HE WHO HASARMS IS ARMED, one dogan proclaimed.
WAR ISON ITSLAST LEGS, shrilled another.
MAKE DISARMAMENT LAST, athird advised.

Asa prosthetic footnote to that idea, the public was aso advised that DISARMAMENT MUST BE
TOTAL AND PERMANENT.

TWO LEGS SHORTER, A HEAD TALLER, onesign said provocatively.
ARMS OR THE MAN, wastheflat statement on another.
PACIFISM MEANSPASSIVITY, boomed the speaker in front of aradio shop.

NO DEMOBILIZATION WITHOUT IMMOBILIZATION, Martine read from the inscription on a
girl'sblouse, directly over her breasts.

That one startled him, it seemed to be the clue to something. Now that he alowed himsdlf to think about
it (and why, why, hadn't he thought about it until now: it had been afull month since hedd first heard Theo
gpesk the evocetive syllables?) he redlized that the word 'lmmob’ had overtonestoo: Immoab,
immobilization, there was certainly aconnexion...

And everywhere, leering down from roof tops and yapping up from inlaid sdewalks, the schizoid motif:
DODGE THE STEAMROLLER! It wasfar from unpleasantly hot but he found himsdf swesting
profusely. By the time he sighted the park, ahuge circular patch of greenery at the hub of the city, his
shirt was soaked through around the shoulders and he fdt rivuletstrickling down his armpits.

In the centre of the park was a statue, afifty-foot-tal marble enormity perched on agreat dab of
concrete. The bold geometer's lines of this stone mammoth were strongly reminiscent to Martine, they
seemed the caricatured end-product of the massive-monumental-modern style, the cartoony gigantism,
which for so long had been the keynote of both American advertising and display and Soviet
propaganda.

Martine was standing a ongside the Statue now. It was amany-times-life-size replica of amachine a
seamroller, unmistakably asteamroller. Stretched out supinely in front of it, hislegs crushed by the greet
cylindrica roller right to the hips, right to the genita's, was the oversized body of aman. An agonized
expression contorted the face, the neck muscles stood out like guy wires, the arms were flung
beseechingly into space, dmost like - except for the nails: the steamroller took the place of the nails -
those of Christ on the Cross. Cut into the base of the statue were the exasperating, belly-tightening,
throat-shrinking words: DODGE THE STEAMROLLER!...



And somebody was shouting the words. '‘Dodge the steamroller! Oh yes! Fineideal But how can we
minorities dodge anything so long aswere denied our full amp rights?

It was a beefy red-faced woman in a severe tweed suit; she was standing on a platform to one side of the
dtatue, addressing asmall crowd through a microphone. Above her was a banner reading, LEAGUE
FOR THE EMANCIPATION OF IMMOB WOMEN: EQUAL AMPRIGHTSFOR ALL!

'We minorities, the haranguer continued, ‘have to get together in aunited front and fight thisthing

through! Women, Negroes, al the victims of discrimination. Unlesswe go to redl extremeswell never get
rid of our extremities... Now it'saredl pleasure to introduce our guest speaker - Brother Bethune of the
N.A.A.C.P. - he'sgoing to say afew words about the Negro problem. Brother Bethune!'

A tdll, lathy, coloured man came up the steps and took his place at the microphone. 'We're in this united
front with the League dl the way,” he boomed. "We of the National Association for the Amputation of
Coloured People know what it meansto be denied al human rights. If al the locked-out minority groups
can get together like so many fingersto form amighty, invinciblefist, we will smash through thewall of
discrimination and gain our full amp rights, the great good fight will bewon..."

So democracy had not quite triumphed: it remained a set of old saws even after surgery had come dong
with its new saws -

'Doc!'

He was s0 absorbed in histhoughts - rather, in his utter, appalling lack of them - that at first the voice
which came from behind him did not register. But it wasingstent.

‘Hi! Dr Lazarud!'

Of course: hewas Dr Lazarus, parasitologist extraordinary, plagued now by a most extraordinary
parasite of aword which had bored into his brain and wriggled there. He turned and saw amono-amp
coming toward him, unruly red hair blazing in the sun, stack of books under one arm.

‘Jerry!" Martine said. 'How in hell did you get here?

They shook hands and the boy explained. So many passengers had left the S.S. Wiener a Miami that the
skipper had decided to cancel the seaboard leg of the cruise and proceed to dry dock for somelong
overdue repairs, many of the stewards had received extended vacations, Jerry had hopped aplane last
night and here he was, with three monthsin which to attend lectures and bone up for hiscivil service
exams

It'sared break, Jerry said. Thismeans!'ll be here for the Olympic Games. | would have given my,
wdll, the nose off my face to see the Games!'

'l thought you were going to say - you would have given your right arm.’

'| started to," Jerry said sheepishly. 'Some of those old-fashioned sayings still come up now and then, no
matter how much linguistic reconditioning aguy has. It'sawful hard to erase old words from the brain.’

'Y es. Words aren't amputated as easily asarms or legs.' Hardly aware of what he was saying Martine
added: 'Maybe the only way you can redlly get rid of bothersome old wordsisto eat them... Look, tell
you whét, if you're going somewhere I'll walk aong with you for awhile. I'm just getting someair.’

"Y ou planning to go to the Games? Jerry asked asthey cut across the park.



'If I'm here. Unlessthey're called off or postponed because of that businesslast night.’

"Y ou mean Vishinu's speech? Aw, not achance. Those Union guys have been talking like that, only not
so rough, for years now, my pop says. It doesn't mean anything much.'

It used to mean alot in the old days.’
"That was before Immob," Jerry said. 'Ilmmoab redlly unites people.’
'Vishinu didn't sound very united to me.'

'When Vishinu talks that way, beating his gums about imperialism and monopoly and al that, why, it'sjust
averba hangover from the time of warsand armiesand dll. It'slike my amost saying I'd give my right
arm for something.

They had crossed the park now and were standing on the kerbstone of a broad avenue, waiting for the
light to change.

'How do you find things around here? Jerry asked. ‘I guessthe old place must've changed alot since
your day.’

Plus ¢a change, plus c'est lamaim chose. Plus Vachange, plus c'est les mémes shows.
'Yes, it's changed.’

Asthey darted acrossthe street Martine took hold of the boy's arm and began to talk intently. ‘Listen,
Jerry, I've been away for solong, I'd like to put afew kindergarten questions to you.'

'Shoot, Doc.'

'Well, suppose | were one of the African tribesmen I've been living with - say the chief of thetribe, a
fellow named Ubu -'

'l like names like that, Hannah, Asa, Otto, they're the same backwards or forwards.’

Martine suddenly remembered, for the first timein three decades, a palindrome that had once been told
him by an elder of the Mormon Tabernacle: 'Lewd did | live & evil | did dwd.'

That'sright," Martine said. 'Pdlindromically spesaking, it's much more symmetrical to be called Ubu than,
say, God. No balance there, backwards that's doG. Wdll, just imagine that I'm this chief named Ubu.
He's never seen an amp or even heard of Immob, then one day you show up with your pro. First off he
wants to know: How did you lose your leg?

'I'd set him Straight fast, Doc. | didn't loseit.’
'l know, but how would you explain it so that it makes sense to acomplete outsider like him?

Jerry looked alittle bewildered. That'sacinch, he said. 'I'd just tell him that | went down to the Immob
regigtration office like anybody else, on my sixteenth birthday, and passed al my entrance exams. One
week later my turn came and | reported for surgery.’

'‘And what about the pro?

'Well, when the sump was dl hedled | went back and had another operation. Thistime they inserted the
permanent socket, tied in with the muscles and nerves of the sump. And when | recovered from that |



went down to the Neuro-L oco Centre and had my pro fitted. Then | went through nine months of tough
neuro-loco training, passed my coordination tests, and got my certificate as afirst-degree amp. Nothing
toit.

"That'sthe how of it, al right. But Ubu might want to know something else: Why? People who don't
know anything about Immob might be abit taken aback by the idea of anybody volunteering to havea
leg cut off." Martine shuddered: it wasthefirgt time hed said the word aoud.

'Uh, | suppose so. Primitive people, you mean. Wdll, I'd just point out to this guy that demobilization
doesn't mean athing without immohilization. There's no pacifism without passvity. I'd put it to him that
way.'

'Not bad - but you'd have to enlarge on that alittle.’

'O.K., I'd explain that disarmament can't amount to much unless, well, aman isredly dissrmed. Armsare
what men fight with, and legs are what take them to the battlefield, right?

'l see. But suppose Ubu said it was a contradiction to remove aman's arms and legs and then fix him up
with even better artificial ones?

'Oh, come on, Doc. Even Ubu couldn't be that naive.
'‘Naive?

'All thumbsin the brain. Muscle-bound between the ears. Listen, remember that clenched-fist emblem the
communists used to have? Well, in the old animalistic daysthey, everybody, used to be daves of the
clenched fist - ared hand always wants to make afist and dug somebody, and it can't be stopped. But
the pro, it's detachable, see? The minute it startsto make afigt, zip, one yank and it's off. The brain'sin
charge, not the hand - that's the whole idea of humanism.'

'Pretty neat.

'Sure. Through amputeaism you make aman into a perfect pacifist. All right. Y ou going to leave him flat
on hisback? A pacifist's got to get around to have any effect, otherwise dl his charismais wasted.’

'We can't waste any charisma, God knows. Now. What would you tell Ubu about - about the
Seamroller?

'Oh, it's got to be dodged,' Jerry said gravely. That's the main thing.'
'Right," Martine said, his ssomach fluttering.

Blur of colour flitting among the pedestrians across the street, pinks and bluesin aprovocative ripple of
skirt. Martine caught it out of the corner of hiseye but just as he was abouit to turn his head and ook,
something happened.

They were crossing the street, they were dmogt at the kerb. Suddenly Jerry's artificid limb erupted with a
series of loud explosions as he was beginning to mount the kerbstone. Instead of accomplishing the
movement naturally and gracefully he hated in the middle of it, poised on hisred leg, and the pro
snapped upward with such force that the bent knee hit him squarely on the chin. The boy was thrown so
badly off balance that he would have falen if Martine had not reached out hurriedly and grabbed him by
the elbow.

The streets were crowded, quite afew people had seen the incident. Martine noticed something strange:



everybody in the immediate neighbourhood was looking at Jerry and grinning. It wasthefirst time since
hisarriva that Martine had found any hint of acomic sense among these people.

'‘Goddamn," Jerry said furioudly. 'Oh, bals. I'll never learn.’

"What happened?

'l didn't coordinate right."

'How come? | thought you went through a pretty exhaustive training programme.’

'Sure, only some cortexes take to this advanced coordination better than others. Even in the best of cases
it takes an awful lot of progressive exercising, along with drug-induced hypnos's, various kinds of
auto-suggestion, and so on. Y ou seg, if the neura directions your brain sends down are the tiniest bit out
of line, what you intended to be a crook of the finger might turn out to be a hefty right to somebody's
jaw, and what you meant asawriggle of your big toe might be a spine-crushing kick in somebody's ass.'

"That being the case, Martine said, 'it'salucky thing everybody with prosisapecifis.'

"That's no lie. What happened just now, | dipped back into pre-amp coordination and sent out the kind
of impulse you would to step up on akerb with ared leg.

'Very interesting - your kinaesthetic centres went nostalgic on you.'

'‘Maybe, but according to the neuro-loco guysit'salot tougher to be amono than aduo or atri than a
quadro. That's because with the mono and the tri the neuro setup of the body isn't symmetrical. On one
sdetheresan atificid limb and on the other ared one and the brain has to keep on sending out two
entirdy different sets of impulses at the sametime!'

'Lopsided, Martine said. ‘'Like being God on the one hand and Dog on the other.'
It'sabitch, Jerry said.
'Why not take off both legs or both arms at the same time and keep your symmetry?

"Heck, that's out, this step-by-step induction isakind of initiation. They want you to learn your
coordination the hard way and then they give you the symmetry, kind of asareward.’

'Years ago, Martine said, 'secret societies like the Masons had asystem like that. They had different
degrees of membership and you had to get into it gradualy. It took alot of work.'

'So doesthis,' Jerry said. 'l can't tell you too much about the neuro end of it, though. Metallurgy's more
upmy dley.

‘Metdlurgy,’ Martine said. "That reminds me. What about thismetd called columbium?

'Wdll, you can't build pros without it. The reason it's so important is because it's the only metd whose
aloyswill stand up under red terrific temperatures:!”

Isitredly sorare?

"Youredarntooting it is. During thefifties everybody began to make alot of high-powered jet fighters
and bombers and they discovered that columbium was the only metal whose dloyswould hold upin ajet
engine's combustion chambers. Well, between the Second and the Third the aeronautical engineers
cooked up certain things that would pinch-hit for columbium in jet engines. But in an atomic power plant,



which getsahdl of alot hotter than ajet engine, thereé's smply no subgtitute for columbium. It'safunny
thing, were so advanced technologically that we can work out substitutes for damned near everything
under the sun, including arms and legs, but we can't find anything at dl to replace the amost non-existent
metal that's needed for our subgtitute arms and legs. Looks like Nature played abig joke on us
cyberndticigts!

'Yes,' Martine said, ‘it was very unkind of her to give us so many arms and legs, so much chromium and
stedl to make saws with which to cut these arms and legs off, and so little columbium to build bigger and
better arms and legs. But whereisthis stuff found?

'Mogt of the depodits, such asthey are, arelocated in out-of-the-way places. The main ones have dl
been divvied up between us and the East Union, of course. Now we're getting the idea that more
deposits may be found at the Poles, so the Strip has been assigned the Antarctic regions and the Union
has the North Pole. Thetrouble is, we haven't had a chance yet to explore the Poles very thoroughly.
Boy oh boy, that's something I'd redlly like to get into when | passmy civil service exams. That is, if |
couldn't get into the Lake Victoria Dredging Project, but everybody putsin for that. Next to Victoria, I'd
like best to do my Mord Equivaentsin Polar exploration.’

Lake Victoria? Dredging? Martine frowned. 'If al the possible sources of columbium have been divided
equitably, why dl thistensgon?

'Oh, lots of reasons. For example, there's a suspicion that some deposits may exist dong the southeast
coast of Africaand maybe on some of the more mountainous islands of the Madagascar group. Do they
go with the South Pole? Then there's an outside chance some will turn up on the edges of the Humboldt
Glacier in northwestern Greenland. Does that go with the North Pole? Besides, snce we haven't had a
chance to do much systematic looking yet, neither one of us knowsfor sure whether the other didn't get
the better Pole.’

'Asfar as columbium goes, the Strip and the Union would seem to be poles apart.’

'Only because of the semantic hangover,' Jerry said earnestly. 'Poles are gpart only in the old vocabulary.
Immob suppliesthe Hyphen.’

They were now gpproaching a haberdashery establishment which seemed to specidize in garmentsfor
amps. On digplay in the window, draped on amp dummies, were fine tweed and gabardine suits, dacks,
and sportsjackets, dl of them with truncated deeves and legs. To the rear of the window wasalong
placard along the top of which were drawn rows of miniature steamrollers, interspersed with triskelions,
in apattern of decorative waves; this sgn carried the company's dogan: SHOW OFF YOUR PROSTO
BEST ADVANTAGE -WEAR BROOGS BROTHERS CUSTOM-MADE SHORTIES. Reflections
of passing pedestrians paraded across the window; among them a pink-and-blue dress swirled
momentarily, then disgppeared into the crowd again.

'About the Olympics, Martine said. 'I'm especidly interested in the dexterities and discernments'”
"They'rekeen,' Jarry said.

"Theo'sredly good at them, isn't he?

'He'sthe greatest.’

‘The d-and-d's must be hard to master.'

'Don't let anybody tell you different. The sensory parts of the cortex were never intended to register such



fineimpressions as the neuro system of the pro can transmit and the kinaesthetic parts weren't built to
send out such delicate impulses as the amplifiers can receive and act on. That posesared chalengeto
the brain; it's got to catch up with the machineit runs'

‘Sounds like these pros can be something of a headache.'
'Oh, you're not kidding," Jerry said soberly. 'Sometimes | get terrible migraines!’
'Maybe the brain just can't catch up with the pros!'

‘It will, the headaches are just growing pains. There was an article in Readers Compressjust the other
week pointing out that, according to some research they've been doing up in the Neuro-Loco Centre, the
brains of many Immobs are aready larger and heavier in certain areas than those of non-amps, and that
eventualy Immob will lead to an entirely new kind of, brain, once we get through thistrangitiona period.
Of course, | don't remember the technical details very well, al that's pretty much over my head.'

Martine laughed at the phrase but Jerry's face remained serious.
'l gather that the East Unionists don't show up very well againgt usin the Olympics, Martine said.

'No, they just haven't got the engineers or metallurgists or neurologists or cyberneticists to stand up to
ours. Walit'll the Games, you'll see, welll beat the shorties off them.'

On the next block, across the boulevard, was a pale green skyscraper. When they reached the corner
Jarry stopped and jerked histhumb in the direction of this building.

‘That'swhere I'm heading,’ he said. 'That'sthe M.E. University.'
'M.E.? Mechanica Engineering?

'Oh no, M..E. stlands for Mora Equivaent. Say -' He looked at Martine with sudden enthusiasm. 'L ook,
Doc, why don't you come in with me and visit around in some of the classrooms? The summer sesson's
on right now and were having pre-exam reviewstoday.'

'l don't know," Martine said cautioudly. 'I'd be rather out of place, wouldn't 17

‘Not a chance, we have loads of visitors al the time, nobody'll even notice you. The last few weeks
especialy, weve had these East Union artists and other tourists wandering al over the place!

'‘Artigts from the East Union?

'It's part of the cultural exchange programme between the Strip and the Union. When the Games are held
in New Jamestown alot of Unioneers come over here and when they're held in New Tolstoygrad alot of
our people go over there. Haven't you seen al these foreign-looking people around town with their
sketch pads and everything?

'Yes- yes, | guess so. | just didn't know who they were.'
'Wdll, that'sit. What do you say, want to come in with me?
'If you're perfectly sure-'

'Sure I'm sure. Tell you what, I'll Sit with you in the different classrooms and if there's anything you don't
understand I'll tip you off."



'O.K. I warn you, though, | may need alot of tipping off. Mogt of thisbrain-building stuff isway over my
head."

At thetop of the stairs Martine turned and saw the girl in the dirndl skirt and peasant blouse crossing the
street. She came up the pathway that wound through the University lawn, seated hersalf on abench near
the entrance, opened her sketch pad fiat on her knees, and began to draw. On the stone back rest of the
bench was arepresentation, in bas-relief, of asteamroller. The pattern of her full-cut skirt, Martine now
noticed, conssted of diagond rows of tiny steamrollers, some of them pink, some of them blue.

CHAPTER 11
The lecturer behind the table was a scholarly-looking young man, aquadro.

He began to talk. Wiener. Professor Norbert Wiener. A name to remember and to cherish. Back inthe
days of the Second, at the Massachusetts Ingtitute of Technology, this mathematical genius had called
together colleagues from many fields and with them crested an entirely new science required by the times:
cybernetics. He had invented the name himself, from the Greek meaning 'steersman’, and forged the first
definition, ‘the science of control and communication in the animal and the machine. Most remarkable of
all, he had had the vision to see that, once engineers knew enough about c-and-c systems, it would be
possible - more: it would be necessary - to build machines which would duplicate, and then improve
upon, even the most complex parts and functions of theanimd.

The greatest human function to usurp, to duplicate, ultimately to perfect, wasthat of thought itsdf - for if
the brain could perfect itsdf in an dectronic modd, it could then imitate this model and thus become
perfect itsalf. Wiener redlized that the most important machine to develop was the ca culating machine,
the reasoning machine, the so-cdled robot brain. With hisintuitive genius he had somehow dimly sensed
the Immob future which cybernetics would eventudly usher in. So he had concerned himsdlf from the
beginning with duplicating other parts and functions of the human animd - in the machinescalled
prosthetics.

"Theloss of asegment of limb', Wiener had written in 1948, 'implies not only the loss of the purely
passve support of the missing segment or its value as mechanical extension of the sump, and theloss of
the contractile power of its muscles, but implies aswell theloss of al cutaneous and kinaesthetic
sensations originating init. Thefirst two losses are what the artificid-limb maker now triesto replace. The
third has so far been beyond his scope... The present artificia limb removes some of the paralysis caused
by the amputation, but leaves the ataxia. With the use of proper receptors, much of this ataxia should
disappear aswell... | have made an attempt to report these considerations to the proper authorities, but
up to now | have not been able to accomplish much.’

Of course he had not been able to accomplish much, the lecturer went on. His had been abrutdized
war-bent society, al too ready to spend billions devel oping the A-bomb - but quite reluctant to alocate
even apenny to work out adequate prosthetics for those maimed in its periodic wars. It had remained for
Immob to perfect artificid limbs superior to natura ones.

'What'd you think of him?Jerry asked as they walked down the corridor.
'l had asort of negative tropism to him - guess I'm not prepared to see the light yet.'

The next lecturer was a philosopher. Remembering the phil osophers he had known during hisown
student days, Martine rather expected that, as againgt the cyberneticist's hammerblow style, thisman
would be on the wispy and wishy-washy sde.

But Martine was dead wrong about this Immob philosopher. The young quadro plunged headlong into



his subject as though he were regarding redity through the physicist's e ectron microscope rather than the
metaphysicig’'s muzzy smog.

Where, he wanted to know, did the philosophy of Immob start? With William James - more concretdly,
with theimmortal The Mora Equivaent of War which Jameswrote, incredibly enough, in 1910. Here, at
least in embryo, was to be found the core of the whole Immob concept - the idea that the heroic,
derring-do energies of youth must neither be bottled up nor drained off by war, but must be given
adequate outletsin peaceful, congtructive projects which capture the young imagination.

Wherever Immob operated - in the East Union orbit as well asthe Strip orbit - one could see Mora
Equivaents which pitted man againgt the dementsrather than againgt hisfellow-men. At thisvery moment
brigades of mono-amp youths, serving for two-year periods without pay, were seeding and dispersing
cloudsto control rainfal, throwing up mighty damsto stem and divert rivers, exploring Lake Victorias
depths: man againgt water. Others were working on projects in which mountains were literaly moved and
valeysfilled in with atomic explosives man againgt earth. Still otherswere helping to build and test rocket
shipswhich eventualy would break away from the earth and, free orbit, catapult into space toward the
moon and the nearby planets: man againgt the air and the ether and the exasperating clutch of gravity.
And there were those who were risking their lives every day to test new types of persona armour and
non-inflammable suits which one day would alow human beings to bore through to the infernal centre of
the earth or land on the bailing surfaces of other planets and come away unscathed: man againgt fire.

And the result? As men through mutua effort conquered and humbled the universe, they speedily lost the
feding of aienation from their environment and came, through mastery of Nature, to fed a onewith it.
And thisin turn caused men to fed less alienated from each other: masters can minglefredy and
exuberantly, while daves can only skirt each other and cower in lonely skin-encapsulated terror. A
meature kind of mega omaniawas now becoming possible. Now the universe wastruly, literdly, becoming
an gppendage to man's ego. Omnipotence was rapidly becoming mankind's everyday experience,
infantile myth wasyielding to cybernetic might. Thanksto the boundless heroism generated by Mora
Equivdents, men were coming to termswith the once nauseatingly distant and indifferent universe and
recapturing the exhilarating sense of the oceanic. And such men do not fight with each other, they
embrace. Mora Equivaents were a strategy to restore human mega omania by smashing the'lts, the
geamrallers.

'l couldn't follow him on that last point,’ Jerry said. 'He'stoo deep for me.’

'Metoo," Martine said. 'He seemsto have atheme song: How Deep isthe Oceanic? | wonder, though, if
Vishinu hearshimsinging.'

'Oh, sure he does. Why, at this very moment there are lecturersin universities al over the East Union
who are saying exactly what thisguy just said, word for word. Matter of fact, that last prof wrote a
textbook on his subject, Community and the Sense of the Oceanic | think it's called, that's used asan
advanced M.E. text in the Union same as here.’

'Do they redlly teach exactly the same things over there?

'Well, some of their philosophers like to sound off more on Tolstoy and Kropotkin and Pavlov than
William James. Then their cyberneticigts are alittle sore about Wiener having been an American, they
claim they had their own Wieners along time ago and one bird even argues that he's got documentsto
prove the Russansinvented the firgt artificia leg. But modtly it'sthe same.”

'Maybe, Martine suggested, 'Vishinu fedl's unoceanic toward Theo because he thinks Theo's a bit too
oceanic about the Indian Ocean. That may be why everybody's at seatoday. Where do we go next?



CHAPTER 12

Farther down the corridor they came to a door on which were printed the words: PANIC CONTROL
LABORATORY: YOGA BREATHING AND MUSCULAR RELAXATION. Through the glass panel
Martine could see arow of cots inside on which some twenty mono-amps and duo-amps were stretched
out, al of them in the nude, al with their pros removed. He stopped and studied the scene.

'Do amps haveto relearn everything? he asked.

'Oh, sure, Jerry said. 'People never knew how to breathe and deep before. War comes from jerky
respiration, muscular tenson, and insomnia’

"There used to be some ssmple-minded people around’, Martine said, 'who had the ideathat jerky
respiration, muscular tension, and insomnia sometimes came from war. From war and from the rumours
of war.'

‘Somebody should've told them about the James-L ange theory of emotions - we don't run because we're
afraid but were afraid because we run. Carry that a step further and you've got a physiological approach
to the problem of war.'

Martine pulled out his handkerchief and dabbed at his forehead. Swesting; extreme muscular armourizing
in the throat, the back of the neck, the shoulders: breath shallow and forced - he had al the symptoms of
panic, sure enough, agang of tropismswere acting up in him. How to dodge these damned internal
geamrollers? But the moment he put the question to himself in that form he fdlt his neck and shoulder
muscles clamp Hill tighter. Hewasin ahdll of aspot, semanticaly and psychosomaticaly: hisbig interna
steamroller was the word 'steamroller’ itself - a contingency for which neither Mr James nor Mr Lange
hed alowed.

'Could we go in and have alook around? he said. 'It'sfascinating.’
‘Comeon," Jarry said. Theres il afew minutes before the last lecture.”

There were dozens of €l ectrodes fastened to the body of each student, to toes and fingers, thighsand
forearms - where there were any |eft - pelvis, neck, forehead, just about everywhere. The wiresfrom
these terminal s were plugged into rows of sockets alongside each cot and seemed to be connected up
with banks of tonusindicators on thewall behind, one series of didsfor each cot.

Theingtructor, ayoung quadro-amp, turned his head when the visitors entered, cautioned them with a
finger againg hislipsto remain slent, then went on with hisclass.

'All right, men," he said. 'Well take it again. Just concentrate on the diagphragm. Stop fedling that you are
breathed in and out of by some wind machine you don't control. Y ou bregthe. Y ou make the digphragm
stretch and dacken, you force the lungs open and shut. No "It" breathes through you, you breathe. Stop
being tyrannized by your digphragm! Y ou can bend it to your will! Through it you can dow up your pulse
rate, throttle the thyroid and the pituitary and the adrenals, stun the parasympathetic nervous system,
anything. Y ou are magter of your own metabolism! Y our body isyour insrument! Learn to control it and
you can walk on hot coalss, stick pins through your tongue. Y ou've seen it demonstrated over and over
againin hypnosis - apsyche, ahypnotist's psyche, uses ahuman body as atoy, paraysesit, raises boils
on the skin, removes warts. The next good Immob step isto make yoursdlf your own hypnotist, put your
own psychein your body's saddle. Concentrate on that. Remember, you'rein charge. Think now of your
digphragm, that helpless, will-less, impotent strip of membrane. Now you're going to put it through its
paces. Ready now. Everybody ready. One. Two. Three. Breathe! In... out. In... out. Digphragm up...
digphragm down. Lungs open... lungs shut. Do it yourself... do it yoursalf. Body dow down... body dow



ooooouuuuut. Steady, now. One... two... one... two...'

All the students had their eyes closed. With each in-sucking of air twenty chests rose, twenty abdomens
were pulled in until they were tight cups of flesh - with one boy down near the end, the abdomind walls
fell away until it seemed they must be pressing the intestine flat and making contact with the base of the
spine. Martine watched the dials on the tonusindicators. All of them had begun to drop when the
breathing exercise got under way, in some cases dmost to zero, in othersjust afew degrees.

The ingtructor walked up and down the aide. He watched the indicators and in a soft, rhythmic singsong
gave pointersto each student individualy. 'Croly," he said, 'your embouchure'stied up in knots.
Concentrate on the lips, the cheeks, the lips, the cheeks... Anderson, your toes are al bunched up, watch
the tonusin those toes, watch the tonusin those toes... Schmidt, you've still got alot of hypertensonin
the pelvis, the pelvisisretracted, the pelvisisretracted... Dunlap, for God's sake, relax those sphincters,
take it easy, man, relax those sphincters, or well have to send you back for more narcosuggestion...'

"Theré's something | don't get," Martine whispered to Jerry. "Why do they al remove their pros?

'Simple,’ Jerry whispered back. 'What're the animal emotions? Fear and rage. What's the bodily state
that induces 'em? The possession of arms and legs. Because, see, so long as you've got armsthey'll want
to be used as weapons against others - and because everybody €l se's arms want to be used against you,
your legswill want to run.’

‘But wouldn't that go double for pros? They're much more powerful than red limbs!'

Jerry looked outraged. 'Y ou must be kidding, Doc. There's one thing about a pro that makesit entirely
different from ared limb - it's detachable; see, | dready told you.'

"Y ou mean - Immob doesn't do away with panic, it just makesit detachable?

'Y ou're getting theidea. In thislab guys who are first-degree and second-degree amps learn that they can
begin to control their panic by detaching their pros and then subduing the glands and nerves and muscles
through Y oga bregthing and progressive relaxation. It helpsto build up the ego, which initsef isasure
curefor animal panic. Props up the shaky megalomania. Naturdly, it'sjust for the trang-'

'One... two, the ingtructor chanted. 'liiiinnnnn... cooouuut. Dunlap! Watch those sphincters, boy!”
-it'sjust for the trangtional period.’
‘All right, men," the instructor went on. That's all for today. Y ou can put your pros back on now.’

The students opened their eyes, sat up on their cots, yawning and stretching. All except one, the young
man down near the end whose abdomen had seemed to cave in entirely during the breathing exercises.
The ingtructor walked down to his cot, took him by the shoulders, and began to shake him.

‘All right, Higby," he said. 'Higby. Come out of it now. Higby! Snap out of it!'

Almogt all of the indicating needles behind Higby's cot were down to zero. Suddenly they al jumped and
began to jerk wildly. The young man opened his eyeswith astart, blinked rapidly several times, then
heaved himsdlf into agtting postion.

'‘Good work, Higby,' theinstructor said. 'That makesten days, for ten daysin arow you've relaxed so
completely at the signal that you've lost consciousness. Y ou've got the knack of it now. Men!' He turned
around and addressed himsdlf to the class. 'l have an important announcement to make, men. Higby has



now meastered the bresthing and relaxation techniques perfectly - something that practicaly never
happens before the quadro amp stage. Never again will he be so endaved by his body that helll haveto
liedown in bed and wait to fal adegp. Slegping will never be a passve faling experience for him again.
He can now send his Atman soaring into the Brahman any time he wantsto. Hell never again haveto
lose consciousness, hell smply thrust it away from him. Higby will never again know panic. He has
dodged the steamraller. I'm going to give him his P.C. certificate and what's more, I'm going to
recommend that he be allowed to go on to full amputegism, hesearned it.’

The other members of the class had plugged their pros back into their sockets. They all stood up now,
gill in the nude, intense emotion on their faces. Turning toward Highy, they al began to applaud wildly,
they shouted phraseslike 'Bravo!' and 'That's the stuff, Hig!" and 'Good going, kid!' The instructor stood
aongsde Highy's cot, a pleased smile on hisface; Higby sat quietly, alittle deepy and bewildered but
tremendoudy moved, hislipstrembled.

'What abreak,’ Jerry said envioudly. 'A Panic Control certificate and arecommendation for quadro at his
age! That kid's got the makings of area champ psychosomaticist.'

What, the final speaker demanded, isImmob? Immob isthe cyber-cyto didectic - the dwindling distance
between cybernetics and cytoarchitectonics. The bridging of the gap between the mechanical and the
human - the discovery of the Hyphen between machine and man - thus enabling man finaly to triumph
over the machine because it's man who has the Hyphen and not the machine. There was always a great
paradox in pre-lmmob history, the lecturer pointed out. Why should it be that the human brain can
produce perfection only outside itself - in the machines it conceives and builds? I it can concelve and
project such perfection, why can it not apply the same grandiosity of vison to itsef, rebuild itsef? The
answer isthat it can, once it stops being cowed by its own creations. The dogan, ‘Physician, hed thysdf!’
yiddsto the Immob admonition, 'Cyberneticis, redesign thysdf!'...

"The great work along these lines, the lecturer continued, ‘was done by aman you al know about.
Although avery young scientist before the Third, only at the beginning of his career, he had aready
managed to trace many neuronic networks which had never been imagined before.’

Thelecturer turned now and waved his hand dramaticaly in the direction of an Immob cytoarchitectonic
map.

‘Thisisthe map of maps,” he went on. 'Over itsterrain will be fought the wars of the future. The
cyber-cyto wars. The man of whom | am talking knew that. He gave us the main dements of thismap as
aliving testament to hisvision. What further earth-shaking discoveries might not have come from his
inspired scalpd if hislife had not been cut short, dmost a the moment of its beginning, by the EMSIAC
war! And yet, in handing down this map to us, he did, in asense, triumph over EMSIAC. For, armed
with this revol utionary tool, we can now march forward into the cybernetic future in which we shal
become our own EMSIACs, the human brain will overtake and outstrip its own projected greatness.

Y es, the Immob world will never forget its debt to the greatest cybernetic hero of all, itstowering genius
and immortal martyr. He, more than anybody else, was responsible for the cyber-cyto revolution of
Immob. Dr Martine was the first and greatest adversary of the seamroller...'

Steam hisang, roller rumbling. liiiinnnnn... 0coooouuuUL.
"Theresabreak for lunch now," Jerry said.
Let metell you about my aberration -

'Want to come up to the cafeteria and put on the feedbag?



Feedbag's clogged. It makes my sphincters very tense. The riddle of the sphincters, | say, not Oedipus, is
to take thefool by the norns -

'Hey, Doc.' Jerry stopped and looked hard at Martine. 'Y ou look kind of funny, you're awful pae. You
got something on your mind? Sounded like you were mumbling something to yoursdf.'

'I'm sorry, Jerry. Y es, thereis something on my mind - | mean, something'strying to put itself on my
mind... What were you saying?

‘Just that it'stime for chow. How's about it?
'‘Sure.'

What wasit he was trying to remember, what confounded mess was churning, turning, burning, yearning,
norning in his anachronistic unconscious? What the hell did the fellow mean, whooping it up about
Martine that way! Did aguy become a hero just because he wrote afew technical papers on the
cortical-thalamic circuitsin the higher primates? A martyr? Something was very definitely the martyr.
With Martine...

On theroof, forty-odd stories up, they found atable to one side of the huge glass-enclosed penthouse
restaurant. The whole city was stretched out below, whedswithin wheds: directly to the right wasthe
circle of park at the hub, with the atue of the steamroller hunched massvely inthe middle,

He was hungry, and the turkey sandwich was wonderfully tasty, but after amoment he put it away and
sighed: looking down &t the statue, he found that held logt dl interest in food. What was it about that
mammy-jamming symbol that upset dl hisgastric functions?

‘All that talk about Martine," he said.

'Great man!" Jerry said reverently. 'Did | tell you, | was born on 19 October? My mom says with a start
likethat | can't help but be aworld beater.’

19 October. Oh, God, yes, and back on the ship one afternoon Jerry had said something about another
date, he'd said, why, sure, everybody knows somebody who was born on 16 July. And - back on the
idand al the amp athletes had worn big blue 'M's on their sweatshirts. 'M'swhich could hardly have
stood for Man...

'Like Martine. He best it right out of thisworld on 19 October.'

'Didn't he, though? Plop into immortality.” Martine decided to change the subject: he was beginning to
sweset badly again: Helder had snored so goddamned loud. 'These lectures,” he began.

'What'd you think of them?

"They were meaty, dl right.’ He stared at the divers of turkey protruding from his sandwich. They
contained plenty of food for thought." He was silent for amoment, blank. ‘I want to ask you an important
question. Remember that African bushman | told you about awhile back?

'Y up, what about him?

'Well, | wastrying to imagine how held react if held sat through this morning's lectures. Hed be awfully
impressed, of course, but al the same | think he'd sense acertain contradiction.’

‘A contradiction? Seemsto me all the theories fit together pretty nestly.'



'Y ou bet, it's perfectly amazing. Square concepts are plugged into round theoretical holes and, by some
miracle of non-Arigtotdian logic, they seem tofit. But anaive guy like Ubu might gill say that the two
halves of the overall theoretical picture don't seem to dovetall.’

'Which halves?

"The Y ogi hdf and the Commissar half. Let me explain what | mean - seeing it through Ubu's childish
eyes, naturaly. Immaob was founded on the idea of immobilization, right? That isto say, the new ided
was Smply quiescence, the passive condition - Y ogi do-nothingism.’

'All that's kid stuff,’ Jerry said. "Where's the problem?

'I'm coming to that. Now, this Y ogi tendency isfounded on aredl disdain for the body, it's an attempt to
humiliate the body, crushit, petrify it, escape fromit. But there's another side to Immob. The Commissar
gde. Thefeverishly active, striving, fast-moving side. All that seemsto be based on adoration for the
body, not argection of it. Anyhow, the upshot isthat the immobilized acquire grester mobility and the
passive get around more than ever. To an outsider like Ubu, you see, dl thismight seem abit
inconsgent.’

Jarry stared at him. 'Why?

'Look, people start out truncating themsalvesin order to disengage themselves from the world - and they
wind up capable of greater engagement than ever. Ubu would flip hiswig trying to figure out how a
programme for detachment metamorphoses into a programme for the oceanic.'

Jerry frowned, he seemed bored by the whole discussion. 'I'd give your Mr Ubu avery smple answer,’
hesad. 'I'd tel him to stay the hell out of palitics.'

'Politics? Martine said in bewilderment.

'Sure. What you're talking about, this so-called contradiction Ubu would hit on, that's the whole bone of
contention between our two big parties:

'Y ou have parties?

‘Natch, haven't you heard about the Pro-Pros and the Anti-Pros? They're just what their namesimply:
the Pro-Pros arein favour of prosthetics and most of the Immob big shots belong to it, while the
Anti-Pros have been dead set againgt prosthetics from the start because they think such developments
foul up the origina principles of Immab.’

'| gather', Martine said, 'that you belong to the Pro-Pros!’

'Gather again, Doc. | don't belong to anything. Politics, any kind of politics, makesmesick - too
verbaligtic an activity, it'sfor blabbermouths. But dl the same, | think the Antis are abunch of dizzy
extremigts. What are you going to do with aguy after you make himinto ahero and give him al this
charisma- tuck him away in abasket without even apair of thumbsto twiddle? Isthat the thanks he gets
for hissacrifice?

'Ubu’, Martine suggested, ‘'might say that, as he understands Immob, amputeeism is supposed to be a
privilege and not a sacrifice'

‘Quibbling," Jerry said firmly. 'What's the sense in kidding oursalves? The whole thing's nothing but a
semantic difficulty. In the Age of the Hyphen we're bound to work out ways of bringing such polarities
together. Through didectic materidism-idedism, | mean.’



'Y ou think you'l reconcile dl polarities? Even the North and South Poles?

‘Surething. The splitisjust semantic. Ian't the red silent world amighty solid hyphenation of north and
south? Take the equator, for example, it'sonly an Aristotelian congtruct of man's, it exists only on the
map, not the territory. Vishinu may forget it but the territory's been a pretty compact little unit all dong.’

'Soit has. But then, soisan eight ball.'

‘Right." Jerry yawned. 'Well, I've got to get down to the cyber 1ab. Want to come aong to seewhat it's
like?

"Thanksfor the invitation, but I've got some thingsto do this afternoon. | hope | meet up with you again,
Jarry - it's been very hdpful talking to you.'

"Tell this Ubu to read some Martine. It'll give him anew dant on things.'

Hissing of seam in digphragm, rumbling of roller in sphincters: Helder'sloose lips flapping - 'I'll do that,’
Martine said. 'Happy cortico-building, and don't let it go to your head.'

Hed left not amoment too soon. Another minute with Jerry and he would have lost control completely,
dready toward the end there held felt the convulsive tremors beginning in hisviscera. The morning's
pedagogical fare had been the most enormous joke he'd ever heard or imagined, very possibly the
greatest and most obscene joke ever conceived of by mortal would-be man: and nobody had laughed.
Nobody had chuckled. All those hyphenated sobrieties! Those oceanic pomposities! Everybody had the
drag-ass bring-down cyber-cyto blues!

Walking away from the University, down through the spacious gardens and past the girl with the
pink-and-blue skirt and the sketch pad - not redlly seeing her, not seeing anybody, moving blindly and
mechanicdly - hefound that hismind wasreding.

‘Not asmirk," he said doud to himself, wonderingly. ‘'Not so much asatwinklein anybody's eye. Oh
God, oh Montred, oh Martine.’

PART FOUR
Dodging the Steamroller

CHAPTER 13

Martine must have been zigzagging through the streets for fully a haf-hour when he turned a corner and
came upon the department store with agreat neon sign on itsfagade: MARCY'S GENERAL
MERCHANDISE. As he approached the nearest window he saw that a clump of people had gathered
infront of it. There was nothing inside but along row of baskets, each one containing alarge doll.

Something began to bother him. Just as he was about to make an opening for himsalf in the crowd and
pass through, one of the dolls, the one at the very end of the line, the one which seemed to haveitslarge
round blue eyesfixed on him - thisdoll moved.

It blinked.
Unmistakably blinked.

He moved afew feet, then stopped. He had the sensation that something intolerable was happening, that
he was being trapped. The doll's big blue eyes had moved, they were il fixed on him, picking him out
from the crowd. When he turned and looked squardly at the doll with an air of outrage, the doll's whole



head moved so that it could look squarely back.

This, hefdt, was ascene, some shimmer of improbability, that he would much rather avoid, but he
remained rooted to the spot and forced himsdlf to face the fact - it was not adall, it was dlive, itslips
weremoving, dl the doll-sized figuresin dl the basketswere dive and their lipswere al moving too.
They were dive, these dolls, and dangling before each one was a microphone. Each one was dive and
gpeaking into its microphone, addressing agroup of spectators outside. Thelow drone of their voices
cameto Martine now through the traffic noises.

Hisimpulse wasto fight hisway to the kerb and run but he stood there, hislegslimp. Thelivedall a the
far left, its eyes never leaving him for amoment, was speaking to him, directly to him, he heard the one
voice above al the others. He did not want to hear, he did not want to stay, but dowly, thinking of the
perversity that makes aman poke histongue into an aching cavity, he made his way to the window and
stood there looking down at the figure in the basket.

The blue eyes gaped up at him, pools of bland accusation or maybe just neutral sheets of mirror reflecting
his own guilt, some obscure guilt, something to do with snoring and not snoring, and the lips moved and
words came softly into hisears.

'We havelogt the true way,' said the doll that was not adall, no expresson ruffling itsdoll-like dive
features. 'lItislate - the time for loom weaving is past.’

"Thetimefor loom weaving is definitely past,’ Martine whispered huskily, mechanicdly. ‘Goneforever.'
'l an glad you agree," theliving doll said.

It gave Martine agtart: obvioudy there must be microphones installed somewhere on the street to pick up
voices and carry theminsde.

All these figures were quadro-amps - without prosthetics. Their limbless bodies, ovaoid, spheroid,
stripped of geometric irrelevancies, were hidden under blue silk-edged baby blankets, which waswhy it
had been easy at first glance to take them for dolls: only their heads were exposed. These werethe
basket cases, the ceiling gazers, and navel explorers.

Martine looked down the row of baskets. Some of the amps were il talking softly, magigteridly, into
their microphones, others had drifted off into atrance too, they lay likeinfant corpses, lipsfalen open
and eyeballstipped asthough to stare at their own insides. Martine turned away with acurse.

Now for thefirst time he noticed alarge booth in theinterior of the store, festooned with drapes of bright
bunting. It was arecruiting desk, he could see, above it alarge sSign urged,

The Human Race Needs Y OU!
Dodge the Steamroller
Register Now for Immob

and in front of the desk there was aline of young men, waiting to affix their sgnaturesto aregisiry book.
They al seemed bemused, their thoughts far away as men's thoughts often are at the moment of great and
irrevocable decisons, there was something robotlike, 'It'-propelled, about the way they shuffled dong
and the absent-minded air each one had as he stepped up to take the pen offered by asmiling blonde
young lady clerk. One of the gpplicants, Martine noticed, stood in line staring at his hands, examining
them wonderingly - fascinated, no doubt, by the spectacle of appendageswhich, astheir last act in the
world, were about to sign their own Moscow confessions and death warrants.



Automaticaly Martine's eyes|owered and cameto rest on his own trembling fingers. Y ou are dready
oneof usinyour heart.' It would be adoubleirony, he thought with asudden viciousjolt in hisgut, if his
hands, hands of the world's most skilful aggression excavator, were to Sgn their own livesaway in aburst
of surgica abandon. There was some sort of ghastly fascination in the ideg, hislegs were taut with the
urgeto movein thedirection of the booth and fal in line. Why this sweseting, choking, nauseating guilt
which had been plaguing him al afternoon, al the creepy word-gutted afternoon? Was it because he was
intolerably reminded somehow that hisfingers, his cunning fingers, had done terrible thingswith ascalpe ?
Did theincredible loathsome word 'steamroller' somehow remind him of the crimes hisfingers had
perpetrated for eighteen years with a scal pel? Was that why, in asurge of masochism, he now, contrary
todl logic, todl lifeimpulse, toyed, despite his conscious mora horror, with the idea of surgical mea
culpas? Or - wasit because of something e se hisfingers had once held - in alower bunk under ablanket
of snores, asackcloth of snores - sweetingly, wordily, heldishly - something, afountain pen...

'He must be dead,’ he muttered. 'Sure, he's got to be.'

Looking for something to distract his attention, any stray object, he turned his head and caught sight of
the rack of books fastened to the wall on hisleft. There, he saw, were the Basic Immob Texts, containing
what were clearly the classc works of the movement; familiar names legped out tauntingly a him - Freud,
Korzybski, James, Tolstoy, Swami Prabhavananda, Aldous Huxley, Nietzsche. Etcetera, etcetera. The
very first one, the one marked Basic Immob Text Number One, bore thetitle, in large letters, DODGE
THE STEAMROLLER.

Eyes unfocused, mind unfocused, he reached for acopy of the book and shoved it in his pocket. Then,
body trembling, legs so weak he was afraid they would buckle, he picked hisway through the crowdsto
the door, straining with the effort to keep his eyes away from the booth, asickening turmoil in his
stomach. Y ou are dready one of us...'

'‘But Theo isn't dead,' he said to himsdlf. ‘'Then -'

He hurried along the boulevard, panting. When he came once more to the grest statue at the hub, he
reached into his pocket and pulled out the book, at the same instant aware even before the words came
into sght that his breath had quickened to a desperate chug and hiswhole knotted body was filmed with
clammy sweat and his gut was ahopel ess writhing rope of anxiety; aware of this extraordinary upset now
culminating the distress of the whole vile day, aware of it and wondering why it should be so and yet
somehow not wondering but knowing and yet not knowing and in terror of the unknown undodgeable
knowledge. And then his eyesfixed on the cover of Basic Immob Text Number One and knowingly they
drank in the sickening abominable knowledge, squirming in outrage that was somehow prepared,
stunned, but not without anticipation and a preset for the stunning -

Whammo! Thunderclapin hishead. All the drawers of al thefiling cabinets tumbling out and spilling their
screeching turkeysin avast upheaving and at last, as he struggled to keep above the surface of nausea,
not to sink, not to faint, at last, as the convulsion sped down, down to his ssomach, the collected works
of Martine were complete again, the crucial volume had been dipped back into place and it was a
torment and arelief too, it was what he had been fleeing from al day and yet somehow seeking too,
dodging and yet dogging, in misery and revulsion and need he had al day secretly been looking for this
key volume and now it wastherein hisfingers, thefingersfrom which it had come along long time ago
while the son-of-a-bitch snored. He read with blurred terrified anticipatory knowing-dodging eyesthe
words on the cover of the volume:

Dodge the Steamroller
The Notebook of



DR MARTINE

Edited and with an Introduction

by Dr Helder

PRESIDENT OF THE INLAND STRIP

'Of course, Martine said. 'Naturaly. Presdent.’

Directly acrossthe drive which circled the statue was a clump of trees, to one Sde of arow of benches
on which afew people were sitting. He hurried across, blind to everybody and everything, and at last, at
last, hidden behind athick eucalyptus, he bent over and retched - horribly, endlesdy, gaspingly,
shudderingly, eating his words and spewing them out at last and straining with each heaveto force the
guilt up with them. Thinking that thiswas surdly the greatest bellylaugh belly-emptying laugh of dl time
and yet he could not laugh, he had no laughter left, now he was crying uncontrollably and
broken-heartedly.

He stayed there for along time, doubled over. Findly he straightened up and wiped the tears and muck
from hisface. Then he found a seat on anearby bench and began to read.

From Dr Martine's Notebook

(MARK 1)

(BASIC IMMOB POCKETBOOK EDITION)

18 October 1972. With Flying Hospital Unit X-234-BL
Belgian Congo, north of Stanleyville

Almost midnight. Dog tired. Can't deep. Hell of a battle going on somewhere around Tunis, casudties
pouring in. On duty in surgery plant for dmost eeven hours, spent last three of them patching up
Babyface'snoggin, what was left of it.1

The kid's face haunts me. Dedicated, that's probably it. Dedication is mother's milk to thisyoung
onward-and-upwarder - he'sapriest in an anti-gravity suit. Johnny One-Note - no doubt he looks
exactly the same, exudes waves of goodness, whether he's haranguing people about signing the Peace
Pledge or erasing Paris from the map. I've seen that kind of unswerving intensity on only one other human
face: Helder's.2 Such built-in rapture can only be described as theologicd, the neon of belief. Teddy
Gorman. Christian name Theodore, according to his papers. Wonder why they didn't nickname him
Theo?3

Lying in the bunk plane now, skinful of ache, wondering if I'll ever degp again. Wondering if I'm going
batty.

Infernal clicking from the ticker-tape machine up forward - EMSIAC, eectronic chatterbox. No Hamlets
in EMSIAC's vacuum tubes, he's even more single-minded than Babyface and Helder. Only EMSIAC's
redlly sane: knows exactly what he wants. Which isenough in itself to raise the whole question of sanity.

Rest of the crew's adeep. Characteristic of yes men: so long asthey do their little duties dutifully, nod
vigoroudy to the world and EMSIAC, they have ready accessto the Land of Nod. It's nihiligtslike me
who turn insomniacs - keep asharp eye on the world during the day and that eye refusesto shut at
night4



Noddism : the state of modern man. He saysyes, and he deeps.

1 Babyface: Teddy Gorman (Theo). Even when he was unconscious and close to death, there was about
his face something shining and incorruptible which came through the blood and grime. It wasthis, no
doubt, which prompted Brother Martine to use such aterm of endearment. - Helder. 2 The comparison
istoo complimentary: Brother Martine's friendship sometimes blinded him to my shortcomings. Thetruth
of the matter isthat, during dl the months | worked with young Teddy Gorman in Tri-P (the Peace
Pledge Programme) | found his selfless ardour a constant source of inspiration, but hardly equaled it
myself. - Helder. 3 A brilliant and insightful suggestion, entirely characterigtic of Brother Marting's quick
grasp of the profoundest spiritud truths. After the war, when Teddy Gorman and | began to organize the
peace movement again, | reminded him of these words and pointed out that, snce Martine had given him
hislife, it was only fitting that our great martyr should be adlowed to give him his nametoo. From that time
on he has been known by the infinitely more meaningful name of Theo. - Helder. 4 | gpparently neglected
to mention to Brother Martinethat | too suffered quite badly from insomniain those days. On the night of
18 October, dthough Brother Martine could not possibly have known this, | was able to deep only
thanksto atriple dose of barbiturates. - Helder.

Helder's bunk isright above mine. He's snoring away like abuzz-saw, the pig.5

Sincel can't deep, I've been reading. Got severa thingswith me I've been dipping into: Norbert
Wiener's The Human Use of Human Beings, von Neumann's and Morgenstern's Theory of Games,
Berkdey's Giant Brains, McDonald's Strategy in Poker, Business and War, Pére Dubarl€'s prophetic
little paper on cybernetics. | thumbed through al of them long before the war, and brought them along
when | was drafted - plus avolume of poetry by Rimbaud. They make nice hammock reading now.

How can dl the noddings deep? How can that pig above me snore away 76 Least they could do would
beto lie here with their eyes open, lisening to EMSIAC and grinning. Redlly, it's the funniest goddamned
thing | ever heard of. And | never thought it possible - that's alaugh too...

Wish that damned machine would stop jiggling. Or isit redly insde my head?
Wish Helder would stop snoring. Can't get him out of my mind.7

Did the grestest patching job of my career tonight. On Babyface, | mean. He interests me, this Babyface:
seemsto have such adtatigtica preference for wiping out the capitals of the world. Grest little machine a
boom-boom. He's undoubtedly the most efficient agent EMSIAC has, by along blast; far and away the
greatest hero of the West in thiswar, and just turned twenty-one too. And to think that he was once a
leader of the pacifist youth movement - perfect machine a étre gouverné...

For three hours | suctioned and sutured and sewed, fitting together the bloody fragments of hisbrain.
Rether like ajigsaw puzzlein aspic. And dl thetimel kept telling mysalf that such abrain would beworth
sdvaging on only one condition: if | could shuffleits parts around o that, once it started functioning again,
it would operate with one compulsion - not to carry out EMSIAC's bidding but to destroy EMSIAC, to
take al the H-bombs that were left and ram them down EMSIAC'sthroat. It was worth the bother only
if I could givethisrobot machine agtatistica preference for an indefinite turbulence in human affarsand a
detidica revulson with dl Leviathans. But | didn't know which cortical-thalamic pathwaysto fool within
order to produce this effect - in which Brodmann areas does one find aggressiveness, in which cortica
centres yes-manism and the nodding reflex?

For three hours my fingers were ingde Babyface's skull, itching with frugtration. I'm not ascientist, an
artig, atruly knowledgeable man. Only atailor of protoplasm, working with needle and shears on human
tissues. The only things surgicaly worth doing, | cannot do.



5 Here and there Brother Martine expresses himsdlf in agruff soldier's vernacular. The form of such
references must not be confused with their content: what looked like sheer viciousness on the surface
was, more often than not, tremulous love undernegth, alove which we found it hard to express
forthrightly under the brutalizing circumstances of war. Not the least argument againgt war is precisely
this, that it does not allow men to expresstheir love for each other warmly and directly. - Helder. 6 | did
sometimes have considerable difficulty in nocturnd bresthing, due to a severe sinusinfection which
produced a chronic post-nasal drip and catarrhal congestion of the upper respiratory tract. | had
mentioned this condition to Brother Martine once or twice, but apparently he had forgotten it. - Helder. 7
| shall alwaystreasure this evidence of Brother Martine's concern for me. Naturaly, the feding was
reciprocal. In those difficult days my thoughts were never far from my comrade; if | had not taken such a
heavy dosage of barbiturates | would have been awake at that very moment, sharing his agony of mind. -
Helder.

Don't even know whereto sink my scalpel in Helder to stop that snoring. Except in histhroat.8

World War 111, it'sclear, isthefirst rea war we've ever had. The essence of warness. War brought for
the first time from the realm of concept al the way into the realm of thumping fact. For it isthefirst
homicida chess gamein which the full gaming board has been used and dl the pawnsthrown into action
with perfect mathematica precison.

It was bound to happen, of course. Once men stopped manufacturing gods, they began to manufacture
machines. Whence EMSIAC, the god-in-the-machine, the god-machine...

We could have predicted it. If we'd had our eyes open, we would have seen it coming. EMSIAC is
amply the end development of something that's been threatening for along timein human affairs,
especidly in modern times. Hobbes called it the Leviathan - 1'd call it the Steamroller. War - this present
war, this epitome of warness - isonly the Steamroller come of age.9

I'm not entirely sure | know just what | mean by that, but | think 1've got hold of something. I'll just
ramble on abit, maybeit'll comeclear. At least it'll take my mind off Helder's sound-effects...10

After dl, what'sthe grest evil in war and in the totditarian sysems which make war? It's not the killing
and maiming of people, no matter how much agony that entails. No: it'sthe Steamroller Effect. The
flattening of human spirit, | mean. What the steamroller doesto the human spirit isimmeasurably worse
than anything shrapne and atomic blast could possibly do to the human flesh, and infinitely more lasting.
Why? Because of the humiliation. Because the victim had no say in the matter. Because theloss of an
amor leg or apair of eyesisathousand times more unbearable when it'sinvoluntary - when the decison
ismade not by the victim but by the seamraller. It'sthe willy-nillyness of the thing. The smothering of the
'I" by the'lt'.

It'sinteresting, for example, that in World War 11 amputees began to refer to themselves as clipped. The
word had about the same overtones asit does when it's applied to aduck that's been hit by a hunter.

Y ou say the bird's been winged or clipped, and what you mean isthat some outside agency over which it
had no control and of which it wasn't even aware has suddenly swooped down on it and knocked the
hell out of one of itsvital parts, leaving it crippled - without so much as aby-your-leave. That'sthe
steamroller. 'It', the robber of free will and dispenser of fates.

What's so terrible about al this? Isn't it actualy arelief to unburden oneself of responsbility and leave
decisionsto some machineg?

Well, there's an unfortunate twist to the thing. The machine doesn't smply decide for itsinventor - it
eventudly decides againgt him. It has abuilt-in mdice againg its sre which must come out sooner or



later. For avery good reason.

8 Thisremark leads meto believe that, after al, Brother Martine did remember, at least faintly, that my
difficulty in breathing was caused by a chronic congestion in the upper respiratory tract. - Helder. 9 The
most important paragraph in the history of recorded speech. Thisisthefirst referencein literature to the
Steamroller. - Helder. 10| shall dways be proud to think that in some smal and humble way, even if
only by my presence at this historica moment, | helped to inspire the brilliant observations which follow. -
Helder.

From the beginning man has been cursed with a chronic need to believe in the myth of the seamraller; he
needsit as he needs oxygen. Theworst psychic flaw in man has aways been his tendency to
overwhelming self-pity, his degp masochistic component - hisenduring fiction that heis set upon and
victimized by amenacing outsde. Man isthe animal that collectsinjustices and keeps a score board of
hurts.

Rimbaud sensed dl this; he sensed alot of things. At the age of nineteen - backward child: he hadn't yet
wiped out acity, nor even awhistle stop - he shouted, 'Don't beavictim!' This, at the very height of the
Industrid Revolution. But what asilly bastard he was, redlly. Thiswish was coupled with another: he
wanted to be - an engineer! Intent on dodging the steamroller,11 he yearned to become a designer of
geamrollers. Naturdly; he wasthe perennid victim type himsdlf: didn't he woo gangrene and the syphilitic
spirochete?

Oh, the steamroller must be dodged, no question about it. But not by improving itslines. And not by
running away to Africaas Rimbaud did, to map uncharted territories (or to the lobotomy labs, to map
uncharted neurd pathways). The mapswill only serve as guides for the steamroller, as witnesswhat our
armadas are doing at this very moment to the whole bloody continent of Africa (aswitness|obotomy)...

Isthere any other way? Sure. Theidea cameto mejust acouple of hours ago, right after | finished
sewing up Babyface's scalp. By thistime Helder had sawed the jagged bone splints off the kid's sumps
and sewed flaps of skin over them, so thejob was done. Helder asked meto give him ahand in lifting
Babyface from the operating table on to astretcher, and | did.

Two things happened.

Fird, I dipped my arms under the boy's body and lifted as gently as | could. Immediately my stomach
clamped tight and | was sick al through me. The reason was, of course, that thisboy - abig fellow,
judging from historso and football shoulders: close to a 200-pounder, I'd say - was so revoltingly light.

And then, aswe were easing him down on the Stretcher, | suddenly became aware that his eyeswere
open. And fastened on me; at least they seemed to be.

| knew that was silly. It would be hours before the anaesthetic wore off, he couldn't be looking at
anything: no doubt the cortical centres controlling the blinking reflex had been damaged and thelids had
just popped open mechanicaly. Still, I couldn't shake the feding that he waslooking straight at me. And |
thought: Suppose he's coming to? Suppose heisjust now becoming aware of the fact that he has no
legs? All the while staring at me? He wouldn't be rationa at this moment, of course: since I'm thefirst
living object hell see, he might very naturaly assumethat | was responsible, persondly, for theloss of his
legs. Naturaly: at such atime aman needs some living thing to blame, and | would be his persona
EMSIAC for the moment.

Hedidn't blink, he didn't say aword - he just looked, or seemed to be looking. | couldn't stand it. |
looked back, horrified and fascinated, trying to figure out what those unblinking eyeswere trying to
convey to me: accusation? terror? cosmic revulson? | couldnt tell.



11 First gppearance of this phrasein theworld's literature. - Helder.

Afterwards| took aturn about the clearing. | kept thinking about the disgusting fed of that body in my
arms, | kept seeing those ball-bearing eyesthat were trying to say something to me and couldn't. | began
to hold an imaginary conversation with those eyes, reading into them al sorts of wild things. Things| had
to refute - my sanity depended oniit....

ME: Why are you garing at me?
BABYFACE: Youlook alittle green around the gills. What's wrong?
ME: Nothing. Not athing.

BABYFACE: Don't pull my leg - oh, sorry, it'salittlelate for that, isn't it?... | can guess what the trouble
is, though.

ME: Canyou?

BABYFACE: Yes. It must be pretty upsetting to pick up afull-grown man and find he weighs no more
than a sack of potatoes.

ME: Well, yes, it was abit of ashock.

BABY FACE: Funny that your least essentid parts- least essentid in terms of staying dive, anyhow -
seem to carry the most weight. Surely as adoctor you knew that aman's legs account for two-fifths of
histotal poundage?

ME: Of course| knew it - asadtatigtic, that is, an abstract datum. Cerebrally, not kinaesthetically. My
nervous system wasn't quite aswell coached as my intellect.

BABY FACE: It'sthe other way around with me. My nervous system is becoming aware of what
happened to me, the stumps are beginning to hurt like hell in spite of the morphine - but my intellect's
having atough timetrying to catch up with the anatomic redity... Tell me, Doc. How much more of me
do you think you could hack away before | kicked the bucket - kicked it metgphoricaly, that is? How
light could you make aman, by whittling avay al but the absolutely essential parts? What's your guess?

ME: | don't know - closeto half of the body could be cut away, I'd say. But look here - you seem to
have an entirely false idea of what's happened to you. | didn't cut off your legs. Nobody around here did.

BABY FACE: Then who would you say isresponsble?

ME: Thefact isthat your legs are several hundred milesfrom here, somewhere on the North African
coadt, mixed up with afew shreds of your duramater. | couldn't have done that to you, could 1? | wasn't
even there.

BABYFACE: Who did?

ME: The smplest way to explainit isto say that a certain robot brain caled EMSAC directed certain
planes and guided missilesto proceed to the areaaround Tunis and bomb your legs off. The enemy's
EMSIAC did thisto you, if anybody did.

BABYFACE: Not very convincing, Doc. For onething, | wouldn't have been anywhere near Tunisto be
shot at if our EMSIAC hadn't sent me there - with instructions to bomb the enemy airmen'slegs off,
adong with their heads.



ME: All right, I'll accept your qudification. What you can say, then, isthat two EMSIACswere having it
out and you got caught in the middle. That's still no reason to be sore at me.

BABYFACE: Isn't it? Don't you work for one of these EMSIACSs?
ME: Sure. So what?'Y ou seem to forget that you work for it too - we're fellow workers.
BABYFACE: | used to work for it. We were fellow workers.

ME: All right, were. Y ou forget, too, that until this afternoon you and | were doing very different jobsfor
our mutual boss - you were going around blowing up people and getting blown up yoursdlf, | wasjust
trailing dong to patch you up whenever you came undone at the seams.

BABYFACE: You'e letting yoursdlf off alittle too easy, Doc. Hear that EMSIAC clicking away? Have
you ever said no to one of itsclicks?

ME: No, but it only tellsmeto savelives.

BABY FACE: Only when that's part of its plan to snuff out other lives. Frankly, | don't give a shit whether
EMSIAC tdlsyou to drop athermonuclear bomb on Paris or stuff somebody's meandering guts back
into hisabdomind cavity. The point isthat whatever you do, you do under orders. So don't give me that
crap about saving my life: what do you think you would have done for me if EMSIAC had ordered you
to let me bleed to death? Y ou're a humanitarian by dictation from above - so long as those goddamned
clicks say thisrather than that.

ME: | don't blame you for being bitter but, Chrigt, usealittlelogic. If you'd said no to EMSIAC this
morning, when you were ordered to Tunis, you wouldn't be here minus your legs now.

BABY FACE: Never mind dl that. All that was this morning. Just take now. Now I'm lying here without
my legs. Do you hear? Without my legs, without my legs, lighter than asack of potatoes. Lying here
thinking only onething, that it'sal apack of shit unlessyou stand upto EMSIAC and tell it to go -
itself.12 Thinking that nothing makes sense but that. And you're till saying yesto it - you're going along
with one ear cocked for the clicks, so you won't miss out on your ingtructions. Y ou say yesto the thing
that took my legs off, thet I'll never say yesto againin my life,

ME: That's easy for you: you won't haveto. Y ou'l probably be ahero. Y ou can rest on your laurelsand
your pension.

BABY FACE: So now were on opposite sides of the barricades. Y ou're the enemy, the only enemy |
can see. Because you're EMSIAC's agent and yes man. Y ou acquiescent tailor boy. Y ou obedient
hemdtitcher. Y ou hed-clicking humanitarian. - you.

ME: Haveit your way. Y ou're partly right, of course - anybody who doesn't manageto say noto
EMSIAC oneway or another isguilty of everything EMSIAC does, oneway or another. That's pretty
much the normd state of affairs at the moment: nobody says no, so everybody's guilty. Maybe, inthe
ultimate sense, | do bear responsibility for your legslying up there around Tunis- but in that ultimate
sense everybody is responsble, the whole human race.

BABYFACE: Don't give methat everybody's-responsible crap. Follow that line of thought alittle further
and it's bound to wind up in an orgy of gabble about no-man-an-idand-isand al that dop.

12 Inal fairnessto Brother Theo | should perhaps mention that he never actualy expressed himsdlf in
this uncouth manner: he was always amost proper and well-spoken young man. Brother Martine
obvioudy had no way of knowing about Theo's grace and gentility. - Helder.



ME: Right, that kind of sentimentality would be a bit absurd - the only thing that would make any sense
right now would be a programme for severing one's connexion with the foul mainland and becoming as
inaccessible anidand as possible... However. What's more to the point is that you've got to scream,
you've a supreme right to - and you've got to scream at me because EM SIAC's much too remote and
impersona and you don't even know whereit'sat. O.K., cal meal the dirty names you can think of. I'll
play scapegoat for you if it relieves your anguish any. And that's one service EMSIAC didn't order meto
perform. That's an entirely sdf-willed bit of humanitarianism', for whatever it'sworth.

BABYFACE: Why are you so sure I'm using you for ascapegoat? Aren't you falling back on aclever
formulato dodge responsibility again? Turning the spotlight on me and away from yourself?

ME: Nothing of the sort. | know that you need a scapegoat for the smplest of reasons - | know that |
need one. In that respect al men are pretty much aike today.

BABY FACE: No man anidand s, after all? Oh, brother.

ME: No man unsteamrollered is- put it that way. And weve al got the urge to strike back somehow, if
only to provethat we don't redly likeit, didn't arrange it ourselves. But how in hell do you strike back at
aninvisble cold mountain of metal and e ectronic tubes - assuming the will to strike isthere? Kids can get
some satisfaction out of kicking chairs and bicycles they've skinned their knees on, but that kind of
animism won't work for grown men. Besides, even if it would do some good to kick EMSIAC, we can't
- whereisit? We need living targets to vent our venom on. Go ahead: spit at me. | wishto hdl | could do
some spitting too.

BABY FACE: Y ou've got something there, I'll have to admit. Theré's some kind of fury growingin me
that isn't Smply areaction to what's happened to me, athough that's bad enough. The most maddening
thing isn't the what but the how, the fact that it was done to me - | wasn't even consulted.

ME: Now we're getting somewhere. That's the reason every war is self-defesting - the steamroller of war
never consults any of itsvictims, and everybody's victimized.

BABYFACE: Y ou mean war, al war, by the nature of the case, isone kind of EMSIAC or another?

ME: Sure. Of course, the combatants cook up some pretty fancy dogansto sugar-coat what's going on.
But no matter what banners are waved, or who wins, the people on both sides emerge sugged,
insectlike, spiritudly flattened. Each war brings the human race allittle closer to the insects, whose lives
aredl 'It'and no'l'; a the end of the war people fed less human and moreinsectlike, very much like the
hero in that Kafka story who wakes up one morning to find that he's turned into an enormous cockroach.
Interestingly enough, Kafkawrote that story during the First World War.

BABY FACE: Why do people fed more and more like insects?

ME: Theinsect'slifeisdl compulsion, and war isthelast word in compulsion. All through the daughter
people have been impelled and propelled by vast impersond forces, agencies beyond their reach. That's
acharacterigtic of modern lifein generd, of course. Every day of their lives, even in peacetime, people
fed that they're pushed around and mistreated - at work, in school, even back in the nursery, where the
myth of mistrestment redlly starts when the kid's grandiosity takes a besting at the hands of redity. But
when war rolls around the whole thing is dramatically stepped up and takes on spectacular new
dimensions - now they fed that they've been drained of al self-determination and reduced completely to
the status of puppets, robots, mechanisms, beasts of burden, cannon fodder. All those sodden will-less
things that move only when forces from the outside give them ashove, theyare lost and bewildered when
guidance doesn't come 'from above'. That kind of passivity, of will-lessness, isaregression to the
helpless mewling and puking state of infancy, which is an unbearable blow to agrown man's dignity.



Especialy because, in secret, it's so avidly sought after by everybody.
BABY FACE: | don't follow your referencesto infancy and the nursery.

ME: It's nothing complicated. What was thrown off in infancy - the feding of puniness, of being a
defenceless object - cregps back on the battlefield. With adifference. The resentful infant - resentful
becauseit feds, usudly quite without justice, that it's been denied and cruelly mistreated - could only
yowl and bite and scratch a bit by way of expressing itsrage. Pretty harmless. The soldier, resenting the
same enforced passivity, can do something more: he can kill. In asense, war isan ingtitution which alows
men-regressed-to-infants to murder their mommies, the job they muffed in the nursery. Theirony, of
course, isthat the hel plessnessin the nursery wasn't brought about by the infant - it'sjust aneutra,
objective fact that the kid can't accept neutrally and objectively. But war is man-made, self-imposed
helplessness. Thisisapassvity not dictated by nature but manufactured by those who fume againgt it.
That isthe surest Sgn that the degpest emotiona undercurrent in war isamasochistic one, for dl the
show of bluster and outward-turned aggression: for the thing about it that most infuriates menisredly
produced by them. They must have adim redlization that they brought this state of affairs about
themsealves, and that must make them more furious than ever - and more determined to pin the blame on
someone or something else.

BABY FACE: What you're saying is, people resent being steamrollered, in war or any other way - even
though, or, rather, because, they engineered the whole thing themsalves - and have to take out their
resentment on somebodly. If only to prove that they do resent it, don't redlly like what's happening to
them.

ME: That'sjust about it. People have to prove that they're not passive victims, but active doers and
managers. They haveto prove that they don't like being mauled just because, deep down, they keep the
nursery myth adive - o much so that they go on perfecting more and more efficient insrumentsto do the
mauling. That'swhy they fight. The enemy's a convenient scapegoat. War not only humiliates people, it
provides easy targets for them when they get eaborately and fumingly sore about being humiliated...

BABY FACE: That figures, al right. People secretly turn pain into pleasure - and reach for the brass
knucklesto prove they don't enjoy it. It'skind of astartling idea, but it figures.

ME: The baby and the gangster are Samese twins. Obvioudy, then, the important thing isto avoid the
feeling of being victimized, set upon from the outside, shoved around - the myth mustn't be propped up
by a stage-managed redlity, by itsdlf it's enough of asteamroller. Right?

BABYFACE: It makes sense. Suppose I'm huddled up in afoxhole and aremote-controlled buzz bomb
gartsto swoop down on me. If it comes right on without aby-your-leave and clips off my left leg, I'm
bound to fed that I've been pretty badly treated. If | were given even atiny bit of choice, I'd immediately
fed awholelot better.

ME: Therésno denying it. If you've got to make some sort of sacrificia offering to the steamroller, it
would take alot of the sting out of it to be allowed to name what it'sto be - arm, leg, ear, nose, testicle,
or what-have-you. Asthe existentiaists used to say, within a determined Situation you retain some dab of
freedom... But let's go a step farther. Can't the amount of choice be expanded?

BABYFACE: | seewhat you're getting at. Say, thisisreally an idea. Maybe you could work out anew
way of fighting war in which there weren't any victimsat dl, no seamrollers. In which al the casudties
volunteered for their wounds.

ME: That'sit! Just to bring the individua will back into the picture. Givethe'l' some stature dongside the
It again.



BABYFACE: Let's see now. What disturbs a clippee, obvioudy, isthat he had no choice. Maybe he
would rather have logt an arm than aleg? But theré's more to it. Maybe there was some other guy around
who would have welcomed this maimed state because it seemed to him to offer awholelot of
advantages - no work, the security of apension, and, three squares a day, an excuseto be passivein a
socidly approved way and have women waiting on him, and so on - whereas the guy who did get
clipped doesn't carefor it at dl, having ataste for other things like work, earning hiskeep, and lording it
over women instead of being dependent on them. Well, if the population had been polled, the
amputeeism and paraplegiaand dl other damagements could have been digtributed to each according to
his need.

ME: Neat! Marx corrected by Freud. To each according to his need - not his economic need but his
masochistic need. Because some people have aspecid taste for suffering and should obvioudy be
dlowed thelion'sshare of it.

BABYFACE: Very democrétic. Takestheindividua into account. Real human dignity to thething.
ME: Nobody could then say: | was clipped. Exit the steamroller.13

13 Notethis passage well: here, for the first timein human thought, the concept of voluntary amputeeism
isbeing formulated. But aquestion arises: why did Brother Martine link this new humanist strategy to the
idea of masochism? Did he redly mean that voluntary amputeeism was nothing more than adevicefor
satisfying some deep-seated human need to suffer and be maimed, without the traditional mechanics of
bloody steamrollering war? The ironic formulations used here might lead the reader to such aconclusion -
but that would be to overlook completely the delicate and complex persondity behind these formulations.
The references to masochism' must be taken as ajocular touch, designed to lighten a profound and
heartfelt idea - a programme for the savation of the human race, Immob. More than once Brother
Martine confided in me, even during our student days, his fear that, possibly because of hisMormon
training and, in abroader sense, because of the whole barnstorming' Western ethos of which hewasa
product, he had what he called amessianic complex’, an urge to be aworld-saver'. (Sometimes he even
suggested, in hisusual joking way, that | too had atouch of this spirit, perhaps even more than he did!
We laughed about it many times. How | wish | had seen through his scoffing manner and redlized that,
with his ddlicate indirectness, he wasredly urging me on to a bolder course.) He need have had no such
misgivings- it isglaringly clear now that he was the man fated to save theworld - but in hisgreat humility
he did have them, and they prompted hisironies and psychoanaytic witticisms. It only remained for us,
Theo and mysdlf and the others granted the great good fortune to be hisfaltering disciples, to study this
notebook, break through itsthin shell of irony, and draw from it its glowing humanist premisesin their
pristine magnificence. As, of course, heintended usto. We did not find it hard; wherethereisawill there
isaway. - Helder.

BABYFACE: How, exactly, would you get people to volunteer? What kind of pitch would you use?

ME: That'sacinch. Asyou yourself pointed out, there are plenty of guys who would be quick to seethe
advantages - by which | mean, there are plenty of guyswho are that self-damaging, who revel that much
in mistreeting themsealves, especialy when they are officialy encouraged to do so. Of course, you
wouldn't put it on the basis of mistreating onesdlf - that would be giving the game away. It would have to
be suggested that the volunteers wouldn't be hurting themselves but actualy doing themsdalves and the
world some good. Y ou could easily do that with afew well-chosen dogans, such as- oh, | don't know,
dogansto the effect that there's no demohbilization without immohilization, pacifism means passvity, ams
or the man: anything that makes awound into some kind of boon. And then, of course, asyou've
suggested, you could offer specid inducementsto the recruits. cash awards, bonuses, pensions, hero
dtatus, medas and decorations, membership in exclusive clubs, leisure, women, dl in proportion to the



degree of amputation or other forms of crippling. How many men were actually clipped in World War 11
- 25,000, 30,000 on our side done? How many in World War 111 - many hundreds of thousands around
the world? Hell, you could round up millions and millions of volunteersif you just put a heavy enough
stamp of socia gpprova on it and offered enough juicy come-ons. Y ou'd get precisdly the same results
that you get from war now, except that everybody would be happy and fed himsdf the dignified master
of hisown fate. And, secretly, revel in the enormous amount of pain held arranged for. That way, maybe
asorehead word like clipped would never even be thought of. Not when the guy's avoluntary amputee.
A vol-amp. We might cal these guys vol-amps. Short snappy catchwords like that always go over big.
Vol-amps. Immobs. Limbo - we might call our brave new world Limbo. The great mora equivaent of
war might be vol-ampism. Y ou know William Jamess essay, The Mora Equivaent of War? That might
be the new Biblein Limbo.14

BABYFACE: Eventudly you might bring about universal dissrmament that way. Y ou might even gothe
whole hog and make up a dogan about disarmament being impossible with arms around.

ME: The human race would finally come out of itstrance, straighten up, push its shoulders back. Maybe
even puff its chest out and begin to strut a bit. The battering's over with.

BABY FACE: No more quaking in the cdllar, waiting for the bomb to land. No, Sir. You just step up to
the operating table after plenty of deliberation and say very deliberately, 'Just chop off onearm, Doc, the
left one, just up to the elbow, if you don't mind - and in return put me down for one and two-thirds free
meealsdaily at the Wadorf and a plump blonde every Saturday.’ Or whatever the exchange vaue for one
dightly used left arm would be - that would have to be worked out by the robot actuaries.

ME: Oh, it would be conducive to sdf-esteem, dl right. Degth to duggish fatalism. Matter of fact, wed
have to revise our whole traditiona concept of tragedy, which has been poisoned by fatalism and asense
of seamrollering menace. Without any more

14 Firgt appearancein literature of those inspired key words, vol-amp and Immaob. The word Limbo, of
course, isnot to be taken serioudy - it was one of Brother Martinestypical jokes, designed to hide his
intensaly serious purpose. See previous note on the word masochism. - Heider.

Fates harrying you than you've applied for, al the old-time dramas of people being tormented by
circumstance will look downright silly. Without the steamroller, Sophocles beginsto look likea
caamity-howler. Now dl the steamrallersare within.

BABY FACE: It'sbound to liberate dl the optimistic energies of man. Even the worst masochists and
sdf-pityerswill turn anew lesf. Instead of getting alittle beating every day, piecemed, in dabsand
driblets, they get ahell of abig beating dl a once. So they can afford to relax and cheer up, the damage
isdone.

ME: Just by ddliberately losing one or more extremities per man, well al be ahead or two taler
overnight. Say, that might do for another dogan.

BABY FACE: Sure, ther€ll be awhole new race of men, fully human men. It'll bered inspiring to watch
it being born.

ME: But there's adight matter we've got to attend to first. Weve got to stop thiswar, and | don't see
how we can do it without putting the present EMSIACs out of business - after all, there's no way to talk
thisthing over with the present EM SIACs and get them to see things our way, the actuaria way. So
heréswhat | propose. Y ou'll be sent home as soon as you can be moved. When you'rewell again, and
fitted with artificia limbs, take alook around. Y ou'll be agreat hero then, the bigwigsll do just about
anything for you. Find out where our EMSIAC is - and then get yourself aplane, go up, and drop all the



H-bombs you can get hold of onit. Just to clear the air, you see. Then when the shooting's stopped, we
can gart talking up our new pacifist programme, it'll catch on like wildfire.

BABYFACE: All right, Doc, I'll do thet little thing. I wish, though, that while I'm off saying no to
EMSIAC, you'd find away of sayingnotoit too - I'd fee awholelot better if | knew you wererisking
something too... O.K., I'll knock EMSIAC out if | can. Then I'll sit back and watch this new race of men
being born. And while I'm watching I'll be eating - swilling tons of food, | understand ampswork up a
bitch of an appetite. And while I'm watching and stuffing mysdif, I'll keep on having fantasies. I'll think,
maybe | eat o much because something weird and sensationd is happening to me. Maybe, I'll think, |
need all that energy, morethan | ever did when | wasall in one piece, because an unbelievable biological
processistaking placeingde me - maybe dl that energy isbeing stored up behind my stumps, big
reservoirs of protoplasmic fuel, and that's why the ssumps itch so much - sure, maybe when the stores of
digtilled steaks and chops and pastries get big enough the miracle of the ageswill take place in my body -
regeneration! While the human raceis being regenerated, my legswill be regenerated, it'satime of
progress and miraclesal around! Limbo everywhere!l. The sumpswill grow and grow, drop down likea
kid'stesticles, forced into budding by dl the excessgrub | eat, and I'll have two fine legs again! Whilethe
whole human race learnsto stand on its own two feet, againgt al the seamrollers, my own feet will be
getting reborn againgt al the steamrollers! Sure, | seeit now. | keep dipping off my pyjama bottomsto
examine the sumps, especidly when they hurt or itch. | think, I'm going to have two firg-rate legsagain
and thistime'll decide, dl by mysdf, entirdly on my own, standing on my own two legs, just what I'm
going to do with them. By thetime they're full-grown again ther€lll be anew fully human society without
seamrollers, anew society specificaly designed with agatistical revulsion for willy- nilly amputesism and
agatisticd preference for voluntary amputeeism, o as soon asthey're dive and kicking again | can just
walk down to the recruiting station on the corner and have them sawed off again - of my own free will
now, just to save my dignity and prop up my ego... | contract my abdomen as| liethere, | clamp my
intestind muscles hard, straining to give birth - to force those leg-buds out like you force toothpaste out
of atube, so I'll be ready for the new vol-amp adulthood of man when man reachesit finaly. | want them
s0 goddamned much, just so's| can wak up to EMSIAC and yell, see, | got them back, | willed them
back, and thistime no son-of-a-bitch is going to tell me what should be done with them, thistime I'll
make up my own mind, see, and take my own sweet time about it. Then maybe, who knows, maybe I'll
gt down and saw them off mysdlf, right in front of the machine, just for the hel of it... That'swhat I'll be
thinking dl the time the human race is getting born in Limbo, month after month and year after year. Only
therell bealittle hitch - the legs never will start growing. I'll keep probing them, measuring, massaging -
and dl thetumpswill do isache, and itch like hdll, while the human raceis growing up and amputating
itsdlf dl over the place... Y ou bastard. All you doistalk, tak, talk. The only thing that would make you
into a human being would be for you to say no to EMSIAC, and dl you doistak, talk, tak, while
EMSIAC keepson clicking. I'm sick and tired of it. Y ou've got lots of fancy words but what it &l adds
up toisthis- you're standing there on your own two legs and I'm lying here without legs. I'll never have
legsagain. I'll never stand on my own legs again. I've been steamrollered good and proper; it won't get
undone. Y ou dirty fancy-talking son-of-a-bitch - why should you have your legswhen | lose mine?
Bagtard. Y ou dirty bastard. - you. - you. -you...

POSTSCRIPT

So ends Brother Martine's notebook. Soon after the last entry was made, at exactly 3.31A.M., a
formation of enemy bombers arrived over our encampment. By 3.33 the H-bombs were going off.

Some planes survived, among them the onein which | was bunked with Brother Martine and the onein
which Brother Theo waslying still unconscious. We had received the dert far enough in advance to put
into effect our anti-gammaand anti-blast precautions.



When | was awakened by the dert | noticed that Brother Martine was gone from his bunk - only his
fountain pen and notebook were there. Later, when Theo and | got home, we sat down to study this
notebook serioudy. We soon redlized, of course, that in hisusua persiflaging manner our martyr was
enjoining Theo to destroy our EMSIAC and thus say no to 'It'. Brother Theo accepted his historic
assgnment and carried it out flawlesdy: he discovered the location of EMSIAC deep in the Black Hills,
hidden behind Gutzon Borglum's enormous faces of Washington and Jefferson, and bombed it out of
exisgence. Thuswas Immob born. But the daring feat had effects which we could not anticipate, dthough
they were undoubtedly a part of Brother Martine'sinspired plan.

Each EMSIAC, of course, was achess player and nothing but a chess player; and, as such, it was able
to cope with any Stuation so long as it was confronted with an opponent with smilar statistical
preferences and revulsions. But neither EMSIAC had been designed to cope with achess-playing
gtuation in which the opponent was suddenly eiminated from the picture dtogether: it was built to play a
two-handed game, not solitaire. Therefore, once the American EM SIAC was destroyed, the Russian one
was faced with the one predicament it could not anticipate or ded with: agame without an opponent. Its
feedbacks were overloaded, it was thrown into a quandary, it had the el ectronic version of anervous
breakdown.

When the Russian soldiers and airmen became aware of the fact that their guiding brain had suddenly
developed pasy - and there was no ignoring it: the machine was babbling, humming, mumbling
schizophrenic nonsense - their sense of awe wasimmediately dissipated, they redlized that even
EMSIAC wasnot infalible. In the turbulence which resulted, ayoung Russian airman named Vishinu -
Theo's opposite number, the man who destroyed New Y ork, Boston, Philadel phia, and Washington -
was encouraged to engage in the same daring adventure which Theo had successfully carried out. He
located his own convulsed EMSIAC under the Tg) Mahal and bombed it out of existence.

So, in amatter of forty-eight hours, the war came to a spectacular close, as Brother Martine, with his
geniusfor seeing dl things, had no doubt known that it would. And the air was cleared to begin the
agitation for the pacifist programme which our martyr had so meticuloudy worked out for mankind's
salvation. Such were the miracles wrought by one man's ‘banter'!

What, however, about Brother Martine? After the bombing there was no trace of him anywherein the
encampment - although al of uswere required to wear on our persons certain heat-proof and
radiation-proof name plates and other marks of identification. It can be considered established, then, that
at 3.33 hewas neither in any of our planes nor outside in the encampment area.

What happened to him?We can answer the question very definitely. After the bombing we made an
extraordinary discovery. Surgery plane 17-M, which on the night in question was unoccupied, was gone.
Vanished into thin air, asit would not have if it had been destroyed by bombs. That, in any case, was out
of the question: it was on the outermaost rim of the target area and would not have been severdly damaged
adl.

Thereisonly one conclusion. One man had vanished, and one plane. Obvioudy the man had vanished in
the plane. On an unauthorized flight. Thefirst unauthorized flight ever knownto EMSIAC. Thefirst flight
in which aman, by engaging in adesperate act of will, said no to an EMSIAC, the will machine.

Thisisnot just the sentimenta gpeculation of one man grieving for ancther. By no means. Thereis
abundant evidence to support thistheory. First, the psychologica evidence: ashislast notesindicate,
Brother Martine's mind was filled with the idea of saying no to EMSIAC, in some spectacular gesture or
other, at the moment when he put his notebook in an ostentatious place and stepped out of the bunk
plane. But that isnot all. Among the survivors of the raid were afew of the men who were on
radar-scanning and guard duty during the night, and two of them reported that, just afew minutes before



the attack, they were startled to see a plane take off from a point on the northern edge of the
encampment, precisely where 17-M was stationed. The reason for their surprise was, of course, that
EMSAC awaysinformed them in advance of dl flights scheduled during their period of duty, and they
had been told nothing about this particular flight. The guards had no way of investigating, Since
EMSIAC'sred-flash emergency dert had dready reached them and they had to take up their defensive
positions. In the excitement of the next few minutes they quite forgot about the unscheduled flight, and
recdled the incident only when we began to search for Brother Martineand 17-M.

More dtill. EMSIAC, of course, kept completely detailed punched-tape coded records of al units
deployed on dl fronts. Now, all these records were preserved in underground storage vaults, where they
were ingtantaneoudy available whenever EM SIAC had occasion to consult its memory banks. These
vaultswere remarkably sturdy affairs, and just about al the redls of tape stored in them were found intact
after Theo destroyed EMSIAC itself. And when we ingtituted a search, after the war, we found on one
of these redls EMSIAC's compl ete data on the peculiar movements of 17-M between the hours of 3.27
and 3.39 on the fateful morning of 19 October 1972. Thisroll of tapeisnow on view inthe Library of
Congress, preserved in ahdium-filled glass case d ong with other mementoes and documents pertaining
to our great martyr - including, of course, his brown-and-white plastic fountain pen and the origina
manuscript of hisimmorta notebook.

What do we learn from the EMSIAC tape? Many, many things. That 17-M did take off from our Congo
encampment that night, at exactly 3.27, on an unauthorized flight. That thiswas exactly two minutes after
EMSIAC had begun to send out its red-flash dert to us about the impending attack. That, because the
compartment of EM SIAC concerned with our flying hospital squadron was so heavily taxed & the
moment with the problem of the dert, it did not have any circuits free to cope with the unauthorized flight
of 17-M until severd minutes|ater, just after the attack began. That finally, whenitsingtructionsto the
pilot were ignored, EMSIAC at 3.38 took over the plan€e's automatic pilot, which had been set on steep
climb and a southeast course, and fixed it on ahdf-turn, preparatory to returning it to base; at the same
time, considering this breach of discipline amatter of the utmost urgency, it switched from ticker-tape
communication to eectrovox and began issuing ord ingructionsto the pilot to return for court-martial.
(Judging from the coded records, EM SIAC was momentarily confused by 17-M'sflight, an act of
disobedience more flagrant than any it had so far encountered: two circuits backfired and blew before a
course of action was decided upon, and it is clear that two or three times, when the el ectrovox began
gpeaking, it stuttered.) That, afew moments before 3.39, EMSIAC's salf-protective batteries became
aware that the EMSIAC receiving apparatusin 17-M was somehow being tampered with, that the
container was being struck violently; the dectrovox immediately assumed thet the pilot of the runaway
plane was attacking the communi cations system and began ingtructing him to desig, telling him that
resistance was usaless. That, at precisdy 3.39, the communications box in 17-M went dead and dl
contact with the plane was lost.

What does dl thistdl us about Brother Marting'slast moments? The subjective Sde of the pictureis
clear. Upon leaving the bunk plane, his mind brimming with agonized thoughts about Theo's desperate
injuries and the necessity for some nay-saying gesture against EMSIAC, he proceeded to the unoccupied
17-M; and there, at 3.25, he heard the red-flash dert coming from EMSIAC. In asplit second he saw
that his chance to say no to EMSIAC and affirm some human vaue had come, and he decided on his
heroic course of action. He turned on the jets and took off at 3.27.

What was the meaning of this unprecedented action? It was, first of al, adefiance of EMSIAC's express
ingtructions to assume defensive positions. Clearly Brother Martine intended deliberately to disobey
EMSIAC, for the reasons philosophicaly developed in theimaginary dia ogue with Brother Theo. But the
gesture was not Smply negative; our hero was too idedlistic a person to commit any act out of mere
nihilism. No, he had something infinitely more noblein mind; asan intimate of hisover theyears, | can



vouch for that. Brother Martine knew that in this desperate emergency his comrades werein the gravest
danger, and he knew, with his entirely ingtinctive heroism, that he could make of his masterful no-gesture
an act of ultimate bravery and self-sacrifice. Defying EMSIAC, he went forth entirely on hisown, by his
own sdlf-willed decision, to do battle with the enemy bombers. It meant death for him, of course, but,
just possibly, life for some of his comrades on the ground. And life for countless millions of otherswho,
taking courage from him and stirred by theimmortal words left behind in his notebook, might finaly stand
up to EMSIAC as he himsdf had donein onelast blaze of glory.

This hypothesis clarifies the most puzzling aspect of those twelve minutes that shook the world. What
about the strange blows on the EMSIAC communications box in 17-M? EMS AC'simmediate
conclusion was that the pilot was responsible; he was breaking discipline, hewasacrimind, and
therefore everything untoward which happened in his plane must automaticaly be the result of his
criminality, part of the enormous crime. But that showsthe fatal weskness of EMSIAC's utterly logical
police-mind. It smply could not grasp amatter of indiscipline which arose from motives beyond the realm
of police mentdity. It never occurred to EMSIAC that the occupant of 17-M, after aninitid act of
defiance, might go on to commit an act of stupendous, self-sacrificing humanity. And that the blowson
the communications box might have eventuated in that act of humanity, rather than in further ‘crimind’
EXCesses.

Our hypothesis makes sense of these blows. It was not Brother Martine hammering at the box, an utterly
irrationd, nihiligtic act which wastotally dien to his personality. Obvioudy he had, at 3.37 or thereabouts,
engaged the enemy. No doubt he was immediately subjected to amerciless bombardment of torpedoes,
shells, rockets, guided missiles, and everything e se the enemy planes carried; and, no doubt, some of
these missiles struck the communications box when they toreinto the 17-M'sinterior. It was the enemy
who was raining blows on EMSAC! But EMSIAC, with its one-track police mind, infuriated over this
oneviolation of discipline, could imagine only that the terrible ‘crimind’ insde the plane was atacking it.
There, indeed, isan irony which Brother Martine's sensitive and complex mind would have savoured to
thefull.

At exactly 3.39, we can assume, Brother Martine's plane was badly hit, and he was wounded mortally -
trying to destroy EMSIAC and save his comrades and dl of mankind. Let us never forget it; Brother
Martine'slast act was an affirmation of life and human goodness and a gesture of supreme contempt for
EMSIAC and dl the'lts. It was an assertion of free will, of salf-determination, of decison and
decisvenessasagaing al seamrollers. Brother Martinefor dl time dodged the seamraller - in one split
second he snatched initiative back from the machine and reinstated it in the human soul. By thisone act
aone, he spelled out the death sentence for EMSIAC and al such steamrollers.

What happened to the 17-M after 3.39? Brother Martine was certainly dead, or dying; the craft was
badly damaged; it could hardly have stayed in the air for very long. Where could it have crashed? When
Immob was established, one of the first M.E. projects we organized was a series of expeditionsto search
for traces of the plane in the Belgian Congo, Kenya, Tanganyika, the Rhodesias, and so on; every square
foot of these territories was combed through, without results. It isout of the question, therefore, that the
17-M could have fallen anywhere on land.

The hypothesis soon arose that the plane could not have disappeared so completely unlessit had
dropped into abody of water. Which one? The Indian Ocean, off the coast of Somdiland or Kenya or
Tanganyika? We soon ruled out that possibility - ajet as badly damaged asthe 17-M must have been
could hardly have remained airborne long enough to make such atrip. But - there was another body of
water, avery large one, over two hundred miles long, much closer to the encampment: Lake Victoria, in
northern Tanganyika Territory! Lessthan four hundred miles from the scene of that historic battle, this
lake lies directly east-southeast from the scene, which is exactly the course the 17-M wasflying.



Thereisno more mystery: the 17-M lies at the bottom of Lake Victorig, and within it are the remains of
Brother Martine. For the last severa years Immob's top-priority M.E. project has been the Victoria
Dredging Project: we have already probed more than haf of the lake's bottom, and before too long, we
can rest assured, we shall find Brother Martine's remains and give them ahero'sgrave. Yes, it wasin
these peaceful blue waters, in the shadow of snow-capped Mt Kilimanjaro, that our martyr cameto the
end of hisanguish.

We need not weep for him. Let us, rather, eternaly honour the memory of thistrue messiah for the
ingpiring symbolism of the way he choseto die. He not only died for us, heleft behind alesson for dl men
in how to live. Heis not gone; he has but become the ocean; let us humbly drink.

HELDER

PART FIVE
L ove and Columbium

CHAPTER 14

Hewasfinished reading, at last. He sat on the bench, staring dully at the book in hislap. Everything was
clear. He understood now his agitation of the past few hours - of the past week, the past month. Of
every minute of every day and night since the man named Theo had first made his brachycephdic way to
the Mandunji village.

It had started there - although aniggling disquiet had come over him weeks before, with the first reports
of the queerlimbs who had been sighted off Madagascar. At that moment his memory had begun to grind
again, trying to pump long dormant words back into awareness so that he would be forced to eat them.
For amonth the words had been trying to break through the censorship of hisfear and nausea by
reminding him of the forgotten pegs from which they dangled: 10.10, scalpd, 17-M, EMSIAC, bunk
plane, Helder's snoring, Helder, pen with which he wrote in notebook, notebook. For the past hour he
had been eating dl hisold forgotten words, every last galows-humorous syllable - al his moth-esten old
jokes, as mauled into a philosophy under Helder's parasitic-ingpirationd aegis. He knew now what united
him, tragicdly, with the giraffe.

It wasdl clear now. When Theo had stepped jauntily into the village, he had brought with him some vital
fragment of Martine's buried identity - something that was inextricably entwined with al these forgotten
words and their pegs. At that moment Martine had suddenly known, with aknowledge that went beyond
al logic, that he had to leave the village. Only for purposes of safety, he had thought then, but actudly to
follow thistrace of hisburied persondity - like aman poking an aching tooth with histongue - back
acrossthe Atlantic asfar asit would lead - fighting against the shock of recognition al the way. Now he
had found what he was |ooking for in this joke-book-become-bible, some essence of himself which had
been flickering feebly for nearly eighteen years under theincognitos. Its name? He could not fully
recognizeit asyet, he did not quite have the namefor it. But at least the shock was done with. Somehow,
at the death-ridden heart of Immob, he had found himself - was abouit to find himself.

He looked up, somebody was watching him. It was agirl on the bench acrossthe way. The girl with the
sketch pad: he noticed it without surprise, dmost with relief. She had her pad on her [ap and shewas
drawing - glancing over a him from time to time, then going back to her work. She seemed not at all
concerned when he caught her eye.

The thought came to him: he had to have awoman.

He stood up, no more dizziness, crossed the drive to her bench. She was not disturbed by his approach,



did not even bother to close the pad when he leaned over to see what she was drawing.

It was acharcod sketch of himsdlf, very cleverly done, showing him reposing in alittle basket. Hewas
without arms and legs, there was a bestific, saintly expresson on hisface.

To hisown surprise, he managed asmile. ‘A very good likeness,' he said. 'I'm afraid it's alittle flattering,
though.'

I must draw what | see,' she said. Her voice was husky, with only the dightest trace of accent.
'Do | redlly look that good? Good enough to be in a basket?

'Of course. | look for what isinside a person - I'm not taken in by appearances.’
'Appearances? Y ou mean I'm an Immob and don't know it - an ambulatory basket case?
'Something like that. Y ou don't fool mefor aminute.”

'l bet you say that to dl the boys.’

"The oneswho are worth recruiting. Not that there are many past forty.'

'Recruiting?

‘Sure. I'm from the East Union - one of the artists over here on cultural exchange.”

'l don't know too much about al that, I've been out of touch with things.'

'Wdll,' she said, giving him aqueer 1ook, 'if you really don't know about the setup I'll explain. We've had
this cultura exchange ever since the Strip and the Union went Immob. Only the Strip artissswho visit us
are mostly just Sightseers, while the Union artists who come over here are more active in a propaganda
way, just aswe are a home.'

'It was dways more or lessthat way," Martine said. 'Our tourists used to travel with capital, yourswith
DasKapitd .

'Y es, my people have dways been more interested in mass enlightenment.’
'Doesthisrecruiting redly work?

'Well, somehow or other it seemsto hit people awfully hard when they see apicture of themsdvesina
basket - especialy when it's drawn by awoman. That aone often does the trick, without any discussion
of principlesa al.'

'l see, | see’ Martine rubbed hisforehead and frowned. 'And so you - you've been following me around
al day, haven't you? From thetime | passed you in thelobby of the Gandhiji?

'Y ou'd make awonderful Immob, | sensed that from thefirst. Also - you're an exciting man.'
‘Maybe I'm what you cal an exciting man because you think I'd look so wonderful in abasket.'
'Every real man would, slly. Thereésno contradiction.’

‘A real man', Martine said, 'might prefer awoman to be attracted to him because sheld like to go to bed
with him. Not because he brings out the surgeon in her.'



"The problem is purely semantic.’
'Oh? Then - come to bed with me now. While I've still got my appearanceson.’

The girl's eyes opened wide. 'Go to bed with you? Y ou're asking me that now - hesitantly, asif it werein
doubt? Strange man!'

'Y ou mean you won't. Y ou're offended.’

'Offended? This gets stranger and stranger! But of course I'm going to bed with you - | thought you
understood that when you came over and sat down here.'

'l - well, | wasn't sure. Ther€ve been alot of changes | don't know about.'

'‘Asamatter of fact, you puzzled me this morning in the Gandhiji. | wondered why you didn't spesk to me
then.’

'‘Good Chrigt,' Martine said, 'you don't mean that if 1'd stepped up and asked you then, out of the blue,
you would have said yes?

'‘No, that'snot what | mean at al.’
'What, then?

The girl began to laugh. "Y ou redlly have been out of touch, haven't you? she said. 'Why, any fool can
seewhat | mean. | would have asked you...'

An hour later Martine gulped down the last of an excellent T-bone steak, dropped his knife and fork, and
settled back with asigh. In the park he had mentioned that he was ravenoudy hungry, and the girl had
promptly led him to this café-restaurant, an enormous basement decorated like the salon of an old
Mississippi steamboat - the first touch of architectural nostalgia he had come upon anywherein New
Jamestown. Now he grunted in contentment, doubly happy to find that the turbulencein his gastric affairs
was quite gone, and looked up at his companion, savouring her aong with the cigar and the Napoleon
brandy.

And still hewas not altogether at ease. Sitting opposite avery beautiful woman without a speck of
reluctance in her make-up - the adolescent's dream girl - he was annoyed to fed atrace of ructancein
himsdlf. Maybe because he sensed that, like so many of the girls hed known in his adolescence, she had
such atrigger-quick erotic response because the thing was to her aquite casua business - and he, even
in hismogt flamboyant salf-proving days, had never been ableto takeit quite casually. When the woman
wasthis cavadier in her handouts, the suspicion arose that what she had to offer was lessarare gourmet's
delicacy than a soggy free lunch. What was wanted in her was not a coldness, to be sure, but some deep
wariness, an air of discrimination, so that aman might fed he was chosen because of some specid worth
and that he had somehow through his specia worthiness forced the choice -that the act was not entirely a
thing-in-itsalf which could be performed equaly well and with equal meaning, or lack of it, by
interchangeable parts and parties. Martine shuddered: he remembered a Greenwich Village girl who,
when issued acasud invitation to drop in at his place for adrink, arrived carrying two suitcases. And
then he smiled. There was something outrageoudy funny in thereversa of roles here; he was complaining
about the fema €'s brutalized attitude toward sex exactly as, for centuries, the femae had complained
about the male's brutalized attitude...

'l guess| ought to know your name," he said.

‘Neen.'



'Mine's Lazarus. Dr Lazarus.'
'l know. The desk clerk at the Gandhiji told me."
'What dse did hetell you?

'Nothing much. Just that you're some kind of medica man. Judging from your clothes and your luggage,
you've gpparently been away from the Strip for sometime. And, judging from the questions you ask, you
aren't very familiar with what's been happening in recent years. At least, you don't ssemto be. The
peculiar, dy look crept into her face again.

'Do you dways compile dossiers on likely bed partners?
'l liketo know who I'm deeping with. It helps!’

‘Sure - but alittle knowledge can be a dangerousthing.’
'So can alot of ignorance.’

There was abandstand over to one side of the night club, and next to it an elevated dance floor; now a
dozen Negro musicians appeared with their insruments, al of them gotten up astraditiond plantation
darkies and levee roustabouts, in ragged dungarees and with gaudy kerchiefs wrapped around their
heads. They seated themselves on the stand and at asignal from their grinning leader - aduo-amp: the
only onein the group who was any sort of amp at al - they burst into araucous, bouncy rendition of
'Muskrat Ramble. It was old-style New Orleans four-best jazz, religioudy patterned, note for note, after
the records of Jellyroll Morton and King Oliver and Louis Armstrong and Sidney Bechet.

As soon as the band started to blast away, dozens of couples made their way to the dance floor; the
platform began to quake under their wild prancing and galoping. Almogt al the men who undertook to
dance with their partners were quadros - assured, haughty-looking ones: evidently thisclub wasa
hangout for the elite - and the gyrations they went through resembled nothing Martine had ever seen,
athough there were in them echoes of many way-back dances from the Charleston and the triple lindy
down to the applg ack and the mambo. The men, once they had twirled their women away to one side,
did multiple flips and somersaults which they came out of in spectacular splits; they shifted from feet to
hands and back again, without missing a beet; they spun like tops, did handstands and lightning-fast
cartwheds, and dl the while their partners could do nothing but stand by, swaying gently to keep the
rhythm. Now, obvioudy, the men could perform feats of caperous coordination with their plastic limbs
which the girls could not hope to duplicate with their real ones; and so a popular dance had comeinto
being in which the man was the fiery, contemptuous show-off and the woman, no matter how expert she
might be, essentialy a spectator, caught up by her partner at odd moments and then flung aside ashe
began to strut his cybernetic stuff again. There had been more than a suggestion of the battle between the
sexesin old jazz dancing; now it had become the whole thumping spirit of the thing, because of the
tremendous anatomical inequity between the partners. More reversa of roles: women had becomethe
aggressors, men, the exhibitionists. This mae flashiness, indeed, went beyond kinaesthetic stunts, the men
displayed their limbs and their clotheswere loudly coloured. In the end asin the beginning: in most
primitive societies, and dmost everywhere in the Western world until the eighteenth century, it wasthe
men who got themsalves up flashily, preened, and strutted... It was an arresting scene - with some
seventy or eighty quadro bodies flying about, the whole stage seemed like afireworks display.

"That's quite adance,’ Martine said. 'What isit?

'It's called the Cyber-Cyton Hop,' Neen said. 'Phuh.’



'Don't you doit inthe Union?
‘Certainly not. Welike alittle more dignity in our anusements.
'Y ou don't go for jazz?

I hateit, wedl do. For along time before Immob, you know, your music and dancing were officialy
banned from my country, and we gtill find them offensive. We like sturdy folk dances and songsyou can
whistle, we rgect tics and sounds that seem to come from an asylum. Jazz is degenerate.’

'Me,' said Marting, 'l like abit of degeneracy now and then. Takes your mind off things.’

'ITmmob’, the girl answered, ‘aimsto devate the mind, not distract it. All thisisplain animadism. Were our
marvellous pros invented for Immob man in order that he might hop around like a kangaroo with the
itch?

‘Considering how down you are on thingsanimal," Martine said, 'you've got some pretty strange notions
for thisevening's recregtion. Or did you mean that we were going to play mandolin duets and discuss
Tolstoy in bed? The collected works of Martine?

'Don't befunny,’ Neen said. 'Sex isanimalistic only when it's done by animas. For true Immobsit
becomes something atogether different.’

That'swhat I'm afraid of .’

'You'reafrad, said Neen, 'for the same reason an orangutan is afraid to stop fingering himsalf and writea
sonnet.

'‘Maybeit's not fear,” Martine said. 'Maybe it's commonsense. He may know that once you invent the
sonnet you very probably have to go on and invent the hydrogen bomb and policemen and EMSIAC and
dementia praecox.’

‘And, inthe end, Immob.’

'Yes, inthe end, most likely, Immob. Hisliterary reluctance may be based on that too. That may be why
he doesn't even keep a notebook.'

Martine signalled to the waiter, a pleasant-faced young Negro in acrigp white jacket, and paid the bill.
On their way out Neen stopped and pointed to the dance floor.

'Look at the orang-utans,’ she said. "There won't be many couplets coming out of them. They don't have
thetime - they're too busy fingering themsaves.'

'Isthat fun? Martine said. 'With plastic fingers?

A tal Negro in abrocaded uniform swept the door open for them, grinning, and they passed out into the
dreet. It was dark now, the prosyletizing dirigible was blinking out its message above, luminous sheets of
window gave off arich milky glow from the store fronts; it was acheerful, ingratiating scene, taken just
visudly.

‘Something puzzlesme, Martine said idly. 'Except for the musicians back there, and afew menids, there
don't seem to be any Negroes around town.'

Neen snorted. That surprisesyou? she said. 'Y ou don't remember your country very well - if you're
redlly surprised.’



'l remember that even in the best of times they were treated pretty much as second-class citizens. Not
that that's any reason for you to fedl so superior. Y our country, even in the best of Soviet times, had
some fifteen or twenty million of its second-class citizensin dave [abour camps. But, anyhow, there were
certainly Negroes around. And some of them, after ahell of a struggle, were even beginning to push their
way up abit. But now, with Immob, | would have thought -'

"Think again. The reason you don't see any more of them isthat they're all underground.’
'What?'Y ou mean they've started some kind of subversive movement?

‘Not exactly - most of them areworking in industry, which isal underground now. They'rethe new
proletariat, pretty much.'

‘But how can that be? What with atomic power plants and robot brains, there can't be many workers
needed in industry any more. Even when | was akid the big plants had been pretty completely
robotized.’

‘There's plenty of dirty work even in ahighly mechanized factory. Besides, we have the strong impression
that the Strip industrid engineers have avoided mechanizing their plantsdl the way, precisdy so that
Negroes and other "undesirables’ might be put to work and kept out of trouble - and sight.’

'Aren't Negroes digible for Immob, then?

'Oh," Neen said scornfully, ‘they're digible, dl right. According to the law, that is- just asin the old days,
according to the law, they were eigible to vote, go to schoal, run for office, and everything.'

"Then how do some Negroes get to be Immobs?

'By doing what they've dways done when they couldn't get what was coming to them - they arrangeto
do it for themsalves as best they can. They've set up their own Immob clubs, and aong with them their
own surgery centres, pro-fitting centres, neuro-loco training centres, and al the rest of the Immaob
ingtitutions. Some of them, of course, come over to the Union to have the operation.’

'Why do they bother with Immob at al?

'When you'rein Rome - that appliesto the pariah too, you know. Especidly to him. In a caste society,
the bottom dog has very little choice but to follow the example of the top dog: what other example hashe
got to follow?

"Why do you work up such a sweat about the caste system over here? Don't you have one back home?

‘Certainly not," Neen replied spiritedly. 'Naturally, some people have better jobs than others. But with us,
people don't get up to the top because their skin'sacertain colour or their nose a certain shape, it'sal on
ademocratic basis. Y ou know, alot of Negroes have migrated from the Strip to the Union and risen to
positions of rea importance. For along time our people have lived by avery smple propostion: From
each according to his ability, to each according to hisneed.’

'As| remember,’ Martine said, ‘there have been other societies which subscribed to that idea. As| aso
remember, the principle usualy worked out something like this. From each according to his ahility to
manoeuvre and scheme and bribe and toady hisway into the bureaucracy, to each according to his need
for power and specid privileges - that is, if he had the aforementioned ability.’

'We don't have any bureaucracy. If the important people get where they are because they deserveto,
what's bureaucratic about them?



"The fact that they're important - even if they deserveit, and most important people don't. Their mere
exigenceisasteamroller to the unimportant.’

"What nonsense! Take me - asarecognized artist with lots of privileges, | guess|'m fairly important, but
how did | get that way? Because I'm agood artist. Over here my ability wouldn't get me very far - I've
got haf adozen different bloodsin me. According to your lily-white standards I'm fit only to bea
dishwasher or bed-maker.'

'l wouldn't say that you've entirely dispensed with the bedmaking functions,” Martine said. ‘Couldn't your
success dso - couldn't it have just alittle bit to do, too, with the number of beds you've managed to
make? Y our talent for compiling dossiers on worthy bed companions?

'l pity you,' Neen said camly. 'Only a person who hasn't shaken off the old materidistic values could
make aremark likethat.'

It seemsto me, Martine said, ‘that only a pretty materiaistic young woman could degp around the way |
suspect you have. | predict you'll go far wherever you are: To each according to her agility.'

It wasaslly outburst, of course; he meant the condemnation to indicate a purely aesthetic pique, not any
lofty mord one, but ill, it was slly. Thetrouble was that he was getting angry: with the girl because she
made hersdlf available with a handshake and abrisk exchange of amenities; with himsdf because he
knew this couldn't be any good and still he was going through with it. For better or worse, no matter how
much the prospect annoyed him, annoyed one side of him, he was going to takethisgirl: al his senses
bellowed now for some thalamic excess, to correct the cortical excesses of this complicated day.

'Inany case," he said more mildly, 'the point isthat there are hierarchiesin both the Strip and the Union.
However they've come about - in both cases, it seemsto me, they're the products of some pretty old
vauesthat have hung over from pre-lmmob days. But no matter where they come from, they must ill
look and fed like steamrollering hierarchies to the bottom dogs. In your country, as here, the cat till
casesthe king. And spits, when nobody islooking.'

‘Only in the Strip," Neen said stubbornly.

'Really? If your people are so high-minded and unmateridistic, how do they happen to be just as greedy
for columbium as my grasping countrymen?

'Oh, that,' Neen said exasperatedly. 'Y ou pretend not to understand anything, don't you? Obviously
weve got to interest ourselvesin thismetal because the Strip istrying so hard to corner amonopoly on
the supply. We've no dternative - it's a case of self-defence!’

'Which, | gather, is exactly what the Strippers say in reference to the Union.’
'Sure. Only they'relying.

Shetilted her head alittle to one Side, her marvellous dark danted eyes narrowed, she regarded him once
more with that quizzical look. 'Ask your dear Theo,' she said. 'Ask him what hewas doing in the Indian
Ocean, in case you don't know.'

They had reached the entrance of the Gandhiji, Neen hated there. 'I'm stopping here too,’ she said.
"That's very convenient. Arewe going to my place?| don't have any mandolins.'

'My rooms are very comfortable. Let's go there.’



'l hope you write agood sonnet,’ he said, following her through the door.
CHAPTER 15

Under her skirt she was wearing only a skin-tight pair of briefies, agarment which had arted asan
abbreviated |eotard and atrophied almost to a G-string. Her body was even more exciting than he had
imagined. Shewas not at al dark but there was asuggestion of something-not-quite-whitein her
complexion, afaint tint of the olive to confound the palor of the peach.

Neen came across the room. She was excited, nostrilswriggling like twin caterpillars, full lips parted with
the effort of breathing, breastsrising and falling energeticdly, eyes saucered and too bright. When she
leaned down over him he knew immediately what she wanted and he braced againgt it, determined ina
spurt of wilful malenessthat she was not going to haveit her way.

'What's the matter, tootsie? she whispered. 'l thought you wanted me.'

'l do," he said. 'My way. Right now | fedl abit old-fashioned.’

'But thereisonly oneway.' She was not being funny: she meant it.

‘No. That isasurprisngly animd rigidity for ahumanist. Has no one ever taught you your place?
'Y ou don't likeit like this? There was redl astonishment in her voice,

'Very much. Sometimes. But not now, not thistime.'

"Y ou must not fight, lollypop. Don't fight Immob.’

His hands tightened on her shoulders. 'Oh? It'sImmob I'm fighting?

"The Immob in yourself. Let yoursaf go, sex isno more astruggle now. Mdt, honey, giveinto the
mdting inyoursdf...

There was nothing to do but kid it: "Y ou don't recognize hierarchies anywhere, he said. ‘Ligten, it'sa
mistake to take over the man'srole entirely, to try to. Thereredly isacertain difference between us,
universal suffrage quite aside. A writer named Thackeray - he was an extremit, of course - once said
that the queen has no business to be awoman.’

Shewasfrigid, of course, aman-eater, aman-displacer; only afrigid woman would have to make such
an issue of thetop hilling - but he had alowed himself to get mixed up with such awoman, and now,
againg dl hisforeboding, he was excited too, abominably so...

‘Lie back," she whispered. ‘L et it happen, honeybunch. No struggle.'

So there was a choice to be made: was he man or Immob? He released hishold on her, filled with
contempt for himsdlf. All right, he thought. She was used to going to bed with men who didn't have arms
and legs, who removed their arms and legs, that wasit. He would just pretend that he was foot-loose and
arm-loose and fancy free too. Anything to oblige amanesting lady. Just to get the fed of the thing, nibble
at the oceanic. Pogtion waan't everythingin life...

But what happened then was more astonishing till. ‘Oh, lamb chop,’ she sighed and suddenly turned to
stone, afigure from an old Corinthian bas-rdlief, and he was forced to remain till too. They were frozen
on the neck of an old Grecian urn, urn from the ice age, deep frieze, but one did not giggle at such a
solemnimmobilizedtime.



'Don't try,' shewhispered. 'Just be till, lovey-dovey, be still, honeybun. No effort. Let it happen.’

And then began something even weirder: till unmoving, Neen now began a powerful rhythm. That was
al - agtuation of complete petrifaction, joke marbled by some misogynist Praxitees. It excited him
srangely - and irritated him too: he did not relish that part of him which could be aroused in this passive
way - and he could sense the turmoil growing in her too...

For long minutesit went on, intolerably, hypnaticaly. All the while his mind raced through a maze of
irrdlevancies: herecited aline of poetry to himself, 'Feather-footed through the plashy fen passesthe
guesting vol€e, remembered a photographic study of the Tg) Mahal on a picture postcard, wondered if
the lichens were getting bigger in General Smuts ears, tried to recdl the taste of pistachio ice cream,
thought of the numerical vaue of pi. The excitement was getting more and more feverish, but it was like
something spied on by periscope in the next county - there was about dl thisa horrible frustrating 1tness,
some interloper tinkering with the body's engine while the master mechanic squatted pouting and
uninvolved on the Sidelines. It was unbearable, he despised himsdlf for harbouring this standoffish scoffing
inner commentator who kept up a steady flow of icy andytic narration while the rest of him was straining
with need, he hated himself for fooling with awoman who could involve nothing but his glands and
thalamus, and now his heart was hammering madly -

And anew agitation in her: and she said, in words that seemed to be caught deep in her throat and
rasping harshly asthey struggled to get out, muffled in her throat, she said, 'Yes. Yes. Now, now,
lamikins, now." Suddenly she was not the mover, something in her that was not willed was taking over - it
was not intention tremor but the upstart tremor which drowns intention. Holding aman prisoner,
beholden to no man for her triumph, involved with her partner only insofar as she had momentarily
borrowed him as a necessary prop in the burlesqueritud, hersalf responsible for everything, the doer, the
precipitator, she had brought about the intensest of fulfilmentsfor hersdf - and without losing hisclinica
data-hungry eye for amoment, and furious with himsdlf for the eye's unblinking endurance, he felt the
gavanizing effect of it, the pulse somehow flowed over to him and suddenly, in aquick upheava - 'Now,
ootsums,’ she whispered - trying savagely to free himsdlf, filled too with hysterica laughter that he should
be caught in such atrap and so unutterably helplesdy doneto - now hetoo felt the fury tearing through
him - slampede -

A shock and a shudder.

Billowing blackness, the T Mahd wavering wanly inthe middle of it.

Then no more swirling and he opened his eyes and watched the room jell into uprights again.
Burlesque. The most frudirating and humiliating erotic moment of hislife, he thought with agrimace.
Phuh...

And then, rather amazed at himsdlf, he began to laugh. Neen looked at him in complete bewilderment.
'Have you gone crazy, dewdrop? she said.

It'sfunny,’ he gasped. 'l just thought of something funny. Y ou know what you were saying about Immobs
not being animalsin sax?'Y ou were perfectly right, you know.’

'Of course. | told you you'd see’

'l do, I do. Wherein the whole wide anima kingdom is there afemale who pre-empts the whole role of
the male? It'sthe most unanima-likething | ever heard of !



Martine began to laugh again. The next step isfor women to deny the physiologica facts of paternity,
nudge the man out of the conception picture entirely, just as primitive woman does. Intheend asin the
beginning... It's the funniest goddamned thing | ever heard of ' he gasped. 'It just Struck me - that statue,
that statue at the hub.’

'What about the statue, you fool ?

'It shows aman being flattened by asteamroller. Don't you see? Immob was supposed to get rid of the
steamroller. Instead - oh, it's unbelievable - you've gone and installed another steamroller, in and out of
bed. The New World has kept its promise. Woman is the new Immob steamroller, even your
soapboxersrefer toit asshe...

When he got over it he sat up and looked at her. He was quite serious now. '‘Martine wasright,’ he said.
'A man should dodge the seamroller. By al means.'

Hetook her by the shoulders; before she could squirm out of hisgrip he had her pinned down, hisfingers
digging in until he could fed the bones of her arms through thin casings of compressed flesh...

Stupid business: he grimaced in distaste for what he was about to do. He had dways been bored by the
chin-jutting he-man who felt obliged to establish his masculinity by sheer force of main and muscle - why
work so hard to prove you're one thing unless you're redly the other? Of course, he had no taste for it.
Gedtures, al gestures, were so goddamned silly. And yet -

'Y ou've had your fun. he said. 'It'smy turn now.'

Shefought him, her body writhing with the effort to bresk hishold, but he was determined. Equa rights-
he was not asking much, just equd rights. It was not going to be exactly the best hed ever had, but it was
better than nothing. And didn't she redlly want this after al? Rape was a pretty difficult busnesswithout a
bit of ambivalencein the woman. There was another case: Rosemary. Immediately he dismissed the name
from histhoughts... Of course shewould not fal in with his movements, dlow him the freedom hiswhole
being caled out for, but at least he was not entirely tied down by her immobility now, he was able to
achieve some caricatured semblance of the act - even againgt her will it was now something of an act
rather than an impogition, a petrifaction.

Rosemary... There was no responsive yiedingnessin her, and yet the feding of being somewhat in
control again was enough - hewas, in spite of everything, rising to another climax which was entirely free
from her dictates. In amatter of avery few minutes, not the thirty or more minutes of the first time but
only three or four, he wasthere, getting there, filled with the triumph of getting there - and in akind of
terror, trying to ward off the culmination that came from his pace-setting and not hers, sensing no doulbt
that if histimetable were dlowed to fulfil itsdf it would make amockery of hersand dl the fine-goun
theories built onit, she pressed, ressted, seething with antagonism. Even while hefdt the climax coiling in
him, he thought with despair and contempt which was a so sdf-contempt that it was dl afarce. Hiswhole
being cried out now for thefed of Ooda benesth him, the warm and glowingly alive Oodawho went
along not in resignation but in response, seeking not to usurp but to blend and mingle, not to resist and
oppose but to supplement and react and flow with him. He wanted only to be with Ooda now. Thinking
that, and filled with ghastly laughter to know that he was even capable of thinking at this moment - and
with the name Rosemary rattling around somewhere in hishead - he came. And it was good in away, an
affirmation. A great abominable joke too, but ill.

It was abad moment for her, he could sense. It was al beyond her contral, it was areproach. Anything
in aman not engineered by her was areproach. But something wholly unexpected was happening. For
thefirgt time she stopped opposing him and crumbled into softness and now she too, againgt her will,



overwhelmed in spite of hersdlf, the engine of her body snatching the controls away from her will - she
began to respond, for once passive and open to emotional suggestion from the outside. But it was not the
same as before, not at al the same. She could not yield entirdly. It started deep within her, a powerful
quaking pulse a her core: he could fed it. But - forced to abandon the malerole, forced to yield her
drawn-out timetable too, she was driven to assert her mae wilfulnessin the only way |eft - frantically she
clapped her body againgt his, shifting her whole focus from the intaking receiving core of her, driving with
her phantom maleness, the last castrate manoeuvre. Theinner throb grew feeble, died away. It was not,
athough it had started out to be, the genuine full reaction of the wholly yidding, wholly warm woman -
she, or her ornery unconscious, had executed a diversion to defeat him at the last moment, at the price of
her own full satisfaction. It was alast desperate gesture againgt passivity, a peculiar double-edged
denid-of-frigidity-through-frigidity. 'Oh, lamb chop, lamb chop,’ she whispered but there was venom in
the endearment - and atortured unspoken question.

It Ieft her, asit was bound to and intended to, filled with mixed sentiments; Irene, too, when with great
difficulty she had reached the same derailed climax, had been emotionally akimbo, ecstatic on the
surface, raging with unuttered denunciationsjust below. She looked up a him now with an uncertain
expresson in her eyes - the eyes never fully carried off thelie of lustiness - wavering between wonder
and hodtility; feding the partial edgy contentment of the maimed woman who has had an ersatz plessure
and would liketo consider it the redl thing, the partia hatred of an unsatisfied woman to whom protest is
more important than fulfilment and who would like to hurl the blamefor it at her partner. But &t this
moment it was hard for her to know exactly what to blame him for: the experience had been largely
frustrating for her, but it had aso been totally new. She had experienced a sudden loss of emotiona face
and focus. She hardly knew whether to scratch his eyes out or curl her arms around him. Perhaps she
would like to do both - she did neither. Something had happened to her, shed had atouch of the
gseamraller, it had left her concepts quaking.

The room was a battlefield, littered with the corpses of gestures and symbols, dl sorts of supid
irrdlevancies. Rape: Rosemary. He struggled to drive the words from hismind.

'Maybe we should have stuck to the mandolins,’ he said.

Long slence.

'Y ou've got an awful lot of aggression left in you, patootie,’ she said finaly.
Good: she was retregting into ideology.

'Ain't it thetruth, he said. "My oceanic quotas awfully low.'

'It comesfrom alack of Mord Equivalents. Before you get to Immob you'll need plenty of
indoctrination.’

'I'll see adoctrine about it first thing in the morning.'
‘Listen, sugar,’ she said urgently. 'Just what kind of amedica man are you, anyway?

'My specidty is pegping-tometry, that's a branch of optometry. No, serioudy, | speciadizein tropica
diseases. Spent along, long time doing research in Africa. That'swhere I've been dll these years'

'What's your real name?
He stiffened. 'l told you. Lazarus, Chester P. Lazarus. Pleased to meet you.'

'Stop lying!”



Helooked at her in astonishment. 'What?

'Don't lieto me - you've been playing dumb al evening and I've been playing aong with you, but there
isn't much timeleft for games. | know you've been off in Africa, but what were you doing there? Y ou
were looking for columbium, weren't you?

He was too dumbfounded to answer, he just stared. 'Columbium? he said at last. Y ou've got me mixed
up with a couple of other pole vaulters. | don't even know what the silly stuff lookslike!'

‘Listen." She sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed; her expression was serious. 'Maybe you
didn't understand me, thereisn't much time. Y ou've got to tell methe truth.'

‘But that isthe truth, he protested.

"You're queer,’ she said, looking at him speculatively. 'Y our head isfull of ideas that comeright out of the
dark agesbut | don't know, there's something about you. | like you - you irritate me, but | likeyou. | felt
something different with you, screwy, | don't know whether | go for it or not, | haven't had timeto
evduateit from anon-Arigtotelian point of view but it'sintriguing.’

'Y ou mean I've stopped you in your tracts?
'‘Don't you see, | want to help you. I'll saveyouif | can.'
'What the hell are you talking about? he said.

"Just this. Y ou are connected with Theo. Y ou had something to do with his phony Olympic training cruise
inthe Indian Ocean. Y ou know plenty. Tell me, otherwiseit will be bad.'

‘Do you mean," he said dowly, 'do you actualy mean - you followed me around dl day, you brought me
here and even - it was al because you thought -?

'Areyou going to tell me? Her voice was hard now.
"Therésnothing to tdll, youidiot.'
She shrugged. "All right. | gave you your chance. You can't say | didnt try.’

She stood up and walked across the room to a door, not the one leading to the hall but another. Without
bothering to put arobe on she opened the door and said, 'l can't get anything out of him. Y ou'd better
take over.'

Two men cameinto the room: Vishinu and the Eurasian who had been with him on the plane from Miami.
They came over to the bed and stood there looking down at Martine.

'So, Dr Lazarus,' Vishinu said. He had an automatic in his hand, muzzl e fitted with apeculiar deeveike
sort of flange. 'Good. Y ou will loosen up your tongue now alittle, I'm sure. Y ou will tdl usvery many
things about your friend Theo, oh, yes!’

CHAPTER 16

Vishinu asat down on the edge of the bed. His pros crackled, it sounded as though somebody were
shelling peanuts. 'Cover up, please,' he said, pointing. 'We are interested in your viewpoint, not your
view.'

Martine pulled the sheet around him.



‘Better,' Vishinu said. 'Now let us sum up. Hereisthe picture. Theo goes sightseeing around the Indian
Ocean and Lake Victoria- you are not seen anywhere with him. Then Theo comes home on aliner - you
are on board too but you stay in your cabin the whole trip, very ostentatious. Y ou even arrange to board
adifferent planein Miami so you will not be seen with him. Unfortunately for you, however, | am passng
through Miami the same day and | have reports on you and | begin to get very interested in you. Then
you register at the Gandhiji as Dr Lazarus but there is no record of any Dr Lazarusin any of the medical
directories. Conclusion: either you are a doctor whose nameis not Lazarus or your nameis Lazarus and
you are not a doctor. Conclusion: either way you are concealing something. What? That you were not in
Africato study tropica diseases? But you werein Africa. What, then, were you studying that makesyou
30 secretive? Columbium, perhaps? Like your friend Theo, who you avoid?

'Go on," Martinesaid. 'Y our mind fascinates me.'

'Not as much asyoursfascinates me,' Vishinu said. 'l am dways fascinated by the mind of aman who
says he studies bugs when he studies only rocks!'

"Y our research is pretty spotty too. If you'd looked farther you would have found that I'm not listed in
any of the directories of metdlurgists or mining engineersether. | couldn't tell apiece of columbium from
ascoop of pistachio ice cream.’

‘Now, now," Vishinu said. ‘'Not necessary to quibble. The members of your Olympic team are never
listed as. metalurgists or mining engineers either, but that iswhat they are, good ones, too. Itisavery
clever system, sir. We naturaly know al about it - we have been using it for some years ourselves!'

"Y ou forgot to mention that in your telecast last night. Immob must make you absent-minded aswell as
absent-legged.’

'Ah, do not be too harsh on us, my dear unregistered doctor,' Vishinu said humoroudy. "What can we
do? Solong as your country ingsts on playing its old imperiaist-monopolist game, we must take
countermeasures. However, let us get down to business. Obvioudy you had no reason to be around
Africaunlessyou werelooking for columbium. We can consider that established - very, very few Inland
Stripperstravel abroad these days unlessthey are mixed up with columbium some way or another. The
same with us Unioneers, of course, you have forced usinto it: al our ambassadors, our lecturers, our
exchange students, our athletes, our artists. Here he stopped and waved in Neen's direction. "All,
unfortunately, are either looking for columbium or for their opposite numberswho arelooking for
columbium. So we will haveto faceit: you werein Africabecause of columbium. From thisit followsthat
you also have something to do with Theo, because he was there for the same reason. Now you will tell
us about Theo. Everything. | am afraid we shadl havetoingst.’

I'm afraid it won't do you any good,” Martine said. 'I'd be very happy to tell you all about Theo but |
don't know athing about him. Not athing. I've never even met the man.’

'l see’’ Vishinu looked at him thoughtfully for amoment. Y ou are not agossip - most admirable, but a
little unfortunate under the circumstances. Dai, my colleague here, isaspetz in making gossips out of
gtrong silent men. After Da gives you ademongtration you will gossp, | assureyou, like old ladies over
the back fence. Oh, yes!'

The Eurasian took a short, thick rubber truncheon from his hip pocket and held it at hisside.

"Y ou can't get information out of methat | don't have. Martine sat up, the sheet till draped over him.
'Look, would you have any objection if | put my clothes on? It's getting chilly in here!

'Pease. Y ou will make amuch better-looking cripple in your nice tweeds than in your birthday suit.’



Vishinu spoke afew wordsin aforeign tongue to Neen. Sheimmediately went to the chair on which
Martine's clotheswere lying, felt expertly in al the pockets, then brought them over to the bed. Martine
began avkwardly to dress. At the same time Neen took arobe from the closet and dipped it on.

'What isyour decision? Vishinu said findly. 'Shal we begin with the, ah, ceremony?

'Y ou put mein adifficult postion, Martine said. 'l don't have anything to tell you - that's the truth, but
you won't believe it. On the other hand, I'm obliged to face another fact: no matter what you believe, you
can't let mego.’

'How do you deduce this remarkable fact?

Martine sank into an easy chair. 'It's smple enough. Spying isforbidden everywherein Immaob, |
understand. Don't tell me everybody doesiit, that's another matter - the point isthat it'saterrible crime
for anybody to get caught a. And you have now made it clear to methat you, chairman of the East
Union delegation to the Olympic Committee, are the head of avery large spy ring. It makes no difference
if Theoistoo, | can't provethat. But | can proveit about you, at least | can call attention toit. Soit's
obvious. you can't leave me any way but dead. Therefore -'

'l dolikeyour mind,' Vishinu said. 'Very much. Continue!’

'So eveniif | did have something to tell you, which | don't, why should 1?7 1'm adead duck either way you
look at it.'

'Not necessarily. For one thing, you would avoid much pain before the end. A good dedl, take my word.
But there does not have to be an end, there is another way. Tdl us everything you know - not asa
double-crossing spy but in order to save the cause of Immob and civilization.'

'Don't tempt me. I'm asucker for saving civilizations - it'sthe Mormonin me.’

Vishinu leaned forward and began to spesk serioudy, ignoring the interruption. ‘Do this. Then come over
to our side as many courageous Strippers have done, many Negroes and otherstoo. Y ou will be safe.
Wewill dip you out of the country and take you to the Union to wait.'

'Wait?

'Not for long. Five, sx months now, not more, the showdown will come soon. Then the treacherous
bureaucrats who have grabbed power in the Strip will be taught their lesson. There will be a place then
for you, you and dl the other true Immobs of the Strip. Y ou will return thenin glory. Y ou will be ahero
to your people, another Martine. It will beworthiit.’

'What, exactly, is hgppening in five or sx months? Martine hoped they would not notice that hisvoice
had become tight and strained.

Vishinu pulled acigar out of hisbreast pocket, lit it, and puffed for amoment, then took it between thumb
and forefinger and waved it at Martinelike abaton. 'Y es;" he said. "When you leave this room you will be
either acorpse or arecruit to our sde. Yes, | cantell you something. The Theos and the Helders are
going to be taught alesson.’

"They will learn not to be greedy for everything,’ the Eurasan said.
'And to mistreat Negroes,' Neen said.

'And to bring back all the old crap, the old imperidistic crap,’ Vishinu said. 'To act asthough in the West



iseverything good and the East is only for savages and barbarians. To think that because they are so
good with machines and laboratories and efficiency systems everybody elseis so much garbage. To
gpread around the idea that technics and materid valuesis civilization and aman with two helicoptersin
his garage is better than aman with athousand dreamsin his head. To fool themsalvesthat those who
jump afew feet higher in the Olympics should be the lords of the world and get al the columbium. Yes,
my friend, they will be taught. We have been patient, but when it comesto stealing dl the supplies of
columbium - well, we will not st by and let it happen. We are going to remove the imperiaistsin your
country and put back Immob, true Immob. And those Strippers who help in the great work will have
their reward for it.

'Another war to preserve peace? Martine said. Thisiswhere |l camein. | mean, thisiswhere | went
out.

"The Strip has declared thiswar behind the scenes;' Vishinu said forcefully. ‘It is here whether we want it
or not. Now it isonly a strategy matter. Either we St back and let your Theos and Helders slamp usinto
the ground, or we attack out of self-defence, before they do. It isthe only choice opento us!'

'‘Couldn't you just lie down and passve-resst? Martine said. 'Grunt afew Oms?

'Don't talk nonsense," Vishinu said. He was getting impatient. 'Such gabbleisfor schoolkids and
Anti-Pros. We have these crackpots in our country too, but we keep them where they're harmless.’

'Oh? And if they're not harmless?

‘Smple: then we arrest them and bring them to tria for their crimes. Y ou have not heard of the East
Union trids? These Antis and their fellow conspirators confess to everything, sabotage, spying,
counter-Martinism, imperidist plotting, terrorism, degenerate bourgeois democracy, deviationism,
Tamudism, home ess cosmopolitanism, troglodytism, Arigtotelianism, and so on. Everything.'

'Aren't those pretty big crimesfor basket cases?

‘Sabotage and terrorism’, Vishinu said, ‘can be mord aswell as physical. Thereissuch athing as passve
sabotage and terrorism. Thisistheworst crimeof all.’

'Say,' Martine said, turning to Neen, Thisisaside of Union democracy you forgot to tell me about. It
looks like passivity can be pretty dangerous after dl.'

'Do not deceive yoursdf,' Vishinu said. 'Passve resstanceisaniceidea- if you want to fed the
geamroller onyour bdly.'

'l mogt definitely don't,” Martine said. ‘Not even yours." His fingers played amlessy with the row of
pencilsin his breast pocket, then he did one of them out and began to chew reflectively on the eraser
end. Vishinu was watching him closdly, the Eurasian tightened his grip on the truncheon. 'And | see only
oneway to dodge your particularly persuasive kind of steamroller.’

‘Namdy? Vishinu sad.
'By making mysdlf particularly passve, Martine said.

He bit off the eraser with histeeth, spat it out; before Vishinu could reach him he had upended the pencil
and swallowed its contents.

He gstared into the flaring mouth of the automatic, inches away from his head.



'What wasthat? Vishinu sad furioudy.
'Don't worry. Just seven cc's of trance. Anti-steamroller juice.”
'| adviseyou, do not play games with me. What wasit?

‘Rotabunga, plusafew other things,' Martine said. 'It's very popular among the Ubus, atribe | lived with
in Africa Would you like to know the ingredients? First there's C17H22Cl-

‘Never mind," Vishinu said harshly. 'What doesthis stuff do?

"There are various mixtures,' Martine said. 'This particular mixture, Rota Three, isa pretty nifty pacifist
snake ail. In exactly three minutes I'll be totally anaesthetized. In another eight or nine minutes1'll be
amost totally paralyzed, except for the blinking reflex, certain restricted movements of the vocal cords,
and afew odds and ends.’

"Y ou think this solves something for you, you fool ?

'For at least twelve hoursit does. Y ou seem to be fond of demonstrations - shdl | giveyou a
demondiration? The anaesthesiais beginning to set in. Watch.'

Martine unfastened histie clasp, astrip of solid gold. He held it out, demongtrating its sharp pin. ‘Nice,
isn't it? Used to belong to the British consul a Johannesburg.' He lit amatch and dipped the pinin the
flame. 'Sorry to waste your time,' he said apologeticaly. 'Sterilization, necessary surgical precaution. No
senserisking infection.’ He took the pin firmly between hisfingers and jabbed it into the palm of his other
hand. Then he extended the hand, pam down: the point of the pin was protruding from the other side.
'See? he said. 'I'm now the insengitive type. It's quite agood trick - amost as good, 1'd say, asthe Indian
fakir's deeping on spikes!

Now he pulled the pin free, stuck histongue out asfar asit would go, and drove the diver of metd al the
way through itsfleshy tip. 'How's 'at? 'Akestaking a'fiddle bi' di'icult bu' it'th quite d'amatic, idd'n it?
With aquick gesture he removed the pin from histongue. 'Gentlemen, for the next twelve hours you can
make asalisbury steak out of me with your revolver butts and blackjacks, kill meif you choose - but you
can't hurt me. Flail away, father confessors. Incidentally, 1'd like to talk to you later, when you've got a
minute, about getting the agency to handle this stuff in the East Union. Bet | could make afortune sdlling it
to your basket cases - the ones you've decided to extract afew confessions from. Sure cure for
confessons.’

Vishinu yanked the pin away and plunged it into Martine's upper arm, over and over. Martine sat without
moving.

"You'll never get meto say Uncle Vanya,' he said. 'I'm stubborn - it'sthe Mormon in me!'
'He'sright,’ Neen said, puzzled. 'He doesn't fed athing.'

'Important to send in areport on thisright away,’ Vishinu said. 'No doubt all their operatives carry this
new stuff with them. We must take countermeasures.’

‘Seven cc's of dienation,” Martine said. 'Y ou can't reach me, the real me. Rotabunga should bethe
nationa beverage on Independence Day. Do you mind if | lie down? Musculature's going flabby now,
that's the next step.’

He stood up, made his way waveringly across the room, and flopped down on the bed with a deep sigh.
'Religion the opium of the people? he said. 'Wrong, rotabunga opium of the people. Sieep the opium of



the people. Opium opium of the people. Lobotomy and amputeeism opium people but rotabunga better,
reversible. Those who take opium of people can be unopiumed but people can't be unlobotomized or
unamputated. Am | boring you? Excuse me, hard to talk, lips getting heavy ...

't must go to hishead,' Dai said. 'Hetalks crazy.'
'He thinks he'sbeing funny,’ Vishinu said. 'He has avery big sense of humour.’
Neen came over to the bed and stood looking down at Martine.

'Hello, sweetheart,’ Martine said thickly. 'l wish to thank you for awonderful evening. Y ou must come up
and see my mandolins sometime. Miss Oceanic. Miss Oceanic of 1990. Sorry can't smile a you,
embouchure's frozen Stiff asaboard asapelvis. Just consider pleasethat | am mentaly smiling at you.
Broad grin. Miss Postion-1s-Everything-In-Life. Only mistake you make you don't give aguy adug of
rotabunga before you start sleamrolling him. Grest little pacifier, passve-fier.’

"Twelve hours,' Neen said. "What are you going to do with him?

Vishinu looked thoughtful. 'He may be lying about these twelve hours," he said, 'but we must wait. Take
this. He handed Neen the revolver. "Watch him - and be careful, you don't know when helll get over it.
Dai and | will seethe agent from theL.A. and get hisreport. Also, wewill search this pig's room. We will
look in from timeto time." He leaned over and dapped Martine's face hard. Martine's eyes blinked once,
that wasdl. Wewill dgp him and stick some pinsinto him from timeto time,’ Vishinu said. The moment
hefedsevenalittletickle, lifewill begin to get very, very sad for him. Y ou hear me, Dr Lazarus? You are
going to be very, very sad.’

Vishinu and Dal went toward the door.

"Bye,' Martine said to the ceiling. 'Don't take any wooden expressions. Unioneers have such wooden
expressons and not only expressions. Suspicious of man with frozen embouchure. Tonuswritten all over
map pretending it'sterritory. Orientd inscrutability balls. Orienta tonus from jowl to jowl, it'sno
Occident...'

The door dammed.

"Y ou shut up,’ Neen said. She pulled achair close to the bed and sat down, the revolver held warily in
her lap.

It was hisfirst experience with Rota Three, any of the rotamixtures. For al the thousands of times he had
observed its effects on others, both in preparation for surgery and as ageneral sedative, he had never
tried it on himsdf, preferred being limber to limp. No fedings now, soaring, gliding, body an inert lump he
had doughed off in Manichean despondency, dough of despond, body lying back there on earth
somewhere and he did not fed the movement, only perceived it. Knew it. World as Idea, Omful of Idea.
Pure Reason. Sheer delight. Sheer Om.

'Om," he said experimentally. Hearing dim now, words far away like soft bubbles under water.
‘Ooooommmmmmmm.’ Very far away but he could hear it asit echoed ripplingly through space,
gondoaliered through his semicircular cand's, bouncing off Jupiter, ricocheting off Saturn.

He flowed out unfeding.

'Hey," he said. Thought he said; hearing fading fast now, could hardly make out sound of voice drowned
inswish of stardust rumble of meteors. 'Don't look now but somebody stole my skin.'



'l can't tand much more of this,' Neen said. Seemed to be saying. Sight fading too: blurred words came
from pinkish blur presumably Neen poised on russet blur presumably chair. 'Are you going to keep this
up for twelve hours?I'll go crazy.'

Would be good to go limp ride with it just riding but too risky. Would lose consciousness if stopped
talking stopped thinking. Had to fight keep awake keep in touch. Rotawould wear off in two three
hours. Had to be awake in contral of it when it happened. Had to follow process as cortex spina cord
came back to life. Otherwise might give it away with telltale squirming stretching. Goner that way for
sure. Could not let them know when stuff was wearing off play dead only chance...

'Sorry to make such nuisance mysdlf,' he said. Taking dmost unbearably difficult now, face mask of
pulpy papierméché, tongue thick dice of aspic, lips flaps of cotton wadding. ‘Just got Word Word is Om.
Listen." Couldn't move eyes now but staring up a India-rubber ceiling sensing vague smudge that must be
her over near Saturn; voice seemed to be coming from echo chamber under floor. 'Mistake for woman
make hersalf man al Commissar no Yogi dl dp no sea False phallus. Phalusy.’

"You've got to stop it,’ Neen said. 'Stop talking crazy. I've had asmuch as | can take."

Wavery blur moved closer now, she must have stood up. Seemed now through gathering fog in room she
had bent over was fumbling with him somehow, couldn't fed it but some swimming shape that could be
hand reaching out to where his chest had been. Y es, yes, saw it now asthrough milk, fingers fumbling at
his pocket, pulling false pencils out, could just barely see bright reds greens blues of pencilsrising into
pink haze that was her face shimmied there for moment came down again. Smelling, sure, smelling what
wasin pencils.

‘Listen," he said, hoped was saying. 'Immob fine but big mistake. Apply it to women not men
automatically end war between nations. War between nations only extension war between sexes.
Language of love language of military. Sex iswar games. To demilitarize sex men must stop feding
competition from women cadtration penis envy dl that world needs less momism more Omism. Troubleis

'If you don't stop, | swear, if you don't stop I'm going to pour some more of this stuff down your throat. |
don't careif it killsyou. You've got to Sopit."

‘Troublesssimple,’ forced laggard lipsto say. 'Man resents once being dependent on woman spends
whole life denying it proving lead in pencil instead rotabungawomen hel pless dependent on him. Bad for
ego saw off legs made him dependent on women again better saw off women'slegs make them helpless
babies he's got to take care of show he's not big baby. Trouble with Immaob -

'l swear I'll doit. The whole works. Right down your throat.'

'Immob symbolic castration quadruple castration. Women all basket cases only solution better amputate
clitorislet man belittle Commissar in bed doesn't have to play big Commissar on battlefield finaly peace
inour time'

Tell me' Neen said. Tell methis. Why are the pencils different colours? Are there different solutionsin
them?

Thought managed to make lips say yes, own voice inaudible hers il filtering through faintly. Seemed she
heard nothing saw no movement.

‘Tell me! Can't you hear me? Arethey different solutions?



Y es, yes, yes, screamed.
Om, Om, Om.
Nothing happened.

Leaned over him now, blob of face inches from his eyes. 'Y ou've stopped taking. Maybe you can't talk
any more. But your eyelids are ftill blinking. | want to know if that's automatic or if you can control it. If
you can make your eyelids move at will, blink right now. Blink twice. Fast.'

Concentrated, poured al dwindling thought into lids. Please God, prayed, make them blink. Take
geamrollers off eydids.

'Very good. So you can blink when you want to. That means you can hear me. Good. Now listen
carefully - I'm going to ask some questions. Y ou answer yes or no: one blink yes, two blinks no. Blink
onceif you understand what | just said.’

Oneblink.

'Fine. Now tell me: do the different colours on the pencils stand for different drugs?
Oneblink.

'Isone of them an antidote?

Oneblink.

'Which one, the blue?

Two blinks.

‘Thegreen?

Oneblink.

'How fast does the antidote work? Is it amatter of minutes? Two blinks.

'Hours?

One bunk.

'How many hours? Blink the number.’

Oneblink.

'One hour? Y ou're sure you're not lying to me?

Oneblink.

'If | give you the antidote, will you promise not to make any trouble when you cometo?
Oneblink.

"It doesn't mike any difference of course. Vishinu and Dai should be herelong before that. Even if they're
not I've got thisrevolver -' Aware of faint movement near hisnose. - and | won't hesitate to useiit. All
right. Shdl | give you the whole pencilful?



Oneblink.
‘Hereitis. I'm pouring it between your lips. Try to swallow.’

Tried to remember where throat was, concentrated on memory of process called swallowing, felt
nothing, remembered nothing.

'O.K.," Neen said. 'l think | got most of it down. Now well wait.’
Haresin eyebdls.

Soft kettledrumming in ears.

Itch, somewhere. Vague itch somewhere around right shoulder blade.

More. He was no longer free-whedling thought. Aware of being athing of mass now, felt body pressing
down againgt the mattress and mattress fighting back. Knew himself subject to the laws of gravity again.

Heavinessin shoulders, legs, arms, even tongue and lips and eyelids. Pressure in the groin. Bodied forth
and unsaintly again, capsuled once morein tonus. He could fedl. Back from ataxia. Be down to get you in
ataxia, Norbert.

Terror: if he could fed maybe he could move. Now that itch is here can spring be far behind? Mustn't
move. Must only ascertain whether, and to precisely what extent, he was cagpable of moving. Springing.

He concentrated on hisfeet and without taking his eyes from the ceiling he felt that his shoeswere on.
Good. He could wriggle histoes, at least, without being observed.

He moved his big toes up and down, right one, left, pressing againgt the inner soles and then againgt the
canvaslininginthe caps.

They moved without trouble.

Hetried retracting histongue into histhroat. Then he pressed it againgt histeeth, making sure the throat
musclesdid not move with it.

Tongue in good working order. Hurt, from the pin.

One hand, he became aware, was lying under his body, which wastwisted in an S-shape on the bed. He
tried moving the fingers on the bedclothes. They moved.

Generally and motoricaly speaking, he seemed to bein pretty good shape. If he undertook some broad,
complicated movement or series of movementsthere was afair chance he could carry them out more or
lessefficiently.

Excellent. So now he knew where he stood, lay.

Now without his eyes wavering he began to concentrate on Neen, on the presence of Neen. Immediately
he knew from the mass of colours off to the right, on the very edge of hisvision, that shewas till Sitting
there and that she still had the gun in her hand.

Any sign of Vishinu or Dai in theroom? As nearly as he could sense, no sign of Vishinu or Dai inthe
room.

'Can you hear me?



Neen'svoice. Hefroze ingde, fighting the impulse to turn hishead and look at her. Fighting especidly the
impulseto blink. Better to let her think he was unconscious, at least completely insensate. Might arouse
her sugpicion - she might come closer to investigate.

'I'll give you one more chance. If you hear me, blink.’

Silence: then amovement to the right told him she was standing up and coming toward the bed. He
concentrated on the perforationsin the laminated squares of the lumi-celling: must not look at her, must
not look at her.

‘All right,’ she said. '"Maybe you're lying and maybe you're not. | don't believe you about itstaking a
whole hour and I'm going to find out." She was standing next to the bed now: must not blink. 'If you can
hear me, listen. I've got the pin in my hand. I'm going to tick it into you ashard as | can. If you don't
scream and hit the celling, O.K., I'll admit | waswrong. When you wake up I'll apologize!

All aquestion of gplit-second timing now. Everything depended on the niceties of coordination now.
O.K.: tense, theinward crouch, ready - set -

Hedidn't move, didn't blink, asthe arm rose to the level of her head and poised there for amoment and
then plunged downward. When the pin tore into the flesh of histhigh he yelled with the pain of it and
something € se that was not the pain of it and even as the sound burst from his mouth his free hand was
coming down hard, edgewise and pam held stiff, down on that other olive-tinted hand with theguninit.

The gun went off - no sound but asoft ping: flange must be asilencer - the bullet burrowed through the
bedcl othes without touching him, even before the smothered sound died away the gun had dropped to

the floor with athud and he was up beside her and twisting her arm behind her back. Pressing so hard

she was forced to bend over double, he stooped and picked up the gun.

Twigting, twigting the arm brutaly until she whimpered. In arage - wondering dl the while he was hurting
her why the image of the pinin her plunging hand sill clung to hiseyeballs, why it made him want to kill
thiswomean.

'If you want to stay hedthy', he said, lips still heavy and inert as though numbed by novocaine, ‘don't try
anything. I'm alittle wobbly but | can move fast. And I've got the gun.’

'Y ou bastard.’
'Sticks and stones," he said. "Y ou'll never get arise out of Lazarus that way.'

He pushed her into achair, backed over to the bureau, and felt around in the top drawer, found a scarf.
Then he pulled her to her feet again and fastened her hands behind her with severd tight loops. Only now
did he become aware of the sharp pain in hisleg, he reached down and pulled the pin out. He looked
around and in amoment saw what he wanted - the collection of pencils, they werelying on the coffee
table next to the bed. He scooped them up.

‘Ligten, kiddo," he said. "Y ou go for thisequa rights kick. Wéll, I'm going to give you some equal rights-
seven cc's of the oceanic, thereal cosmic McCoy, exactly what I've just had. Prepareto mingle. Think in
other categories.

He shoved her down into the chair again, tilted her head back, forced her mouth open, and emptied one
of the pencilsinto her throat. When she choked and tried to spit the fluid out he squeezed the muscles of
her neck until she had to relax and swallow.

It'sbeen nice," he said. 'In case | don't run into you again - don't take any wooden legs.' He pulled al the



sheets from the beds, rolled them into aball, and walked to the door leading out to the sun deck.
'Incidentally,” he said, turning, 'in case you're interested, | am adoctor, and | think Martine's jokes about
masochism were pretty damned good, even if they were alittle obscure. Tarta, Rosemary. Sweet
oceanic dreams. I'll send you a postcard from the Tg) Mahd, lamb chop.’

His hands were shaking so badly that he had troubl e turning the knob on the door.

Shaking - with intention tremor? He knew why they were shaking. It was because, incredibly, he had
cdled her Rosemary.

CHAPTER 17

He was on the forty-third floor, two floors above his own. With the aid of two sheets knotted together
and secured to acylindrica concrete column, he was able to dide down to the sun deck below; then,
with the remaining sheets, he repeated the operation. He now had to cross three terraces to the left -
easy enough, since the doors connecting them were unlocked. Thanksto the hour, no onewas homein
any of therooms he passed. Thefirst light he came upon wasin his own room; insgde he saw Vishinu and
Da moving around.

Squeezed against the wall to one side of the window, he watched as the two men searched through his
belongings. The contents of his valises and bureau drawers were strewn over the floor; the shaving-lotion
and toilet-water bottlesin which he carried his supplies of rotabungalay unnoticed on the bureau; stacks
of billswere lying on the carpet near the armchair, gpparently even large sums of money did not interest
the Unioneers. His notebook, concedled within the dust jacket of The Morad Equivaent of War, was il
where he had put it on the night table.

Vishinu pulled aflannd suit from the closet and began to go through its pockets. The London label did
not impress him: he could not know that the suit had come from the wardrobe of the last Russian trade
representative stationed in Johannesburg, a gentleman who had preferred to have his clothes made on
Bond Street rather than on the Nevski Prospekt.

Da waked across the room to the night table and picked up the volume lying there. Martine froze,
crammed the knuckle of hisforefinger into his mouth: this could conceivably be the turning point in
Immob history, its Waterloo, the sacking of its Rome, its Gettysburg. Then Vishinu apparently said
something to his associate - the Eurasian shrugged, put the book down, and followed his superior from
the room.

Martine took hisfinger out of his mouth and looked t it: there were drops of blood on the knuckle, the
whole hand was quivering. Blood: hed cdled the girl Rosemary, it was crazy.

They would discover he was gonein amatter of minutes, no timeto lose. Best to dispense with luggage
atogether, he might have to move fagt. Insde the room he hurriedly filled some more pencilswith the
rotabunga mixtures, then poured what remained in the bottles down the sink. He stuffed his pockets with
bills, grabbed his notebook, dipped out as soon as he had made sure there was nobody inthe hdl. Ina
moment he reached the emergency stairwell and began the laborious climb down.

By thetime he reached the ground floor hislegs were aching and he was dizzy with the turnings, but he
did not stop to rest. He hurried out of the hotdl through the rear exit. The next step, obvioudy, wasto get
out of town - but how? Buses, trains, and planes were out: no telling where he might run into one of
Vishinu's ubiquitous 'tourists. Best to play it safe and pick up acar. He needed a car. As soon as he had
posed the problem he knew the solution: earlier, in hiswandering around town, he had noticed severd
rental agencies. Two blocks from the hub, on Henry Adams Street, filled with flickering thoughts about
virgins and dynamos, he found an agency that was open: TOM MURRAY'S ROBO-RENT. With the



help of aclerk he quickly picked out afast touring car, a duraluminium dewdrop mounted on three
whedls. The clerk prepared the necessary papers and gave them to Martine to sign. He wrote out the
first name that came to mind: '‘Brigham Rimbaud'.

"Thank you, Mr Rimbaud,’ the clerk said. 'Ah, do you have some means of identification with you? It's
just aformality, of course, but these machines are pretty expensive and-'

I'minahurry, Martineinterrupted. 'l haven't had time to go home and pick up my papers. Look, I'll tell
youwhat I'll do." Before the man's astonished eyes he counted out severa bills of large denominations
and handed them over. 'Five thousand,' he said. "That'll cover the cost of the car, won't it?I'll leavethis
as adeposit, so you won't have to worry about my papers.’

The clerk gave him a briefing on the operation of the machine - the dashboard was |oaded with gadgets
he had never seen but he had a quick mechanical mind and he got the ideafast. Minutes later he was
speeding out dong Tolstoy Boulevard, palms diming sweset on to the whed.

He drove for over an hour, mind aturnip; then he checked the mileage indicator and saw with astart that
he had come amost 150 miles. Timeto pull up and figure out where he was going - buffeting along
amlesdy like this, without knowing where the Strip began or ended, he might find himsdlf in deserted
country or in some devastated area which hadn't been rebuilt after the war, and he had with him no food
whatsoever and no weapon but the automatic he had taken from Neen. What was indicated, obvioudly,
was at least one quick trip into afair-sized town to pick up some clothes, some rifles and ammunition,
and other vital supplies. After that he could hide out dmost anywhere.

Lights up ahead: awayside edting place caled ROYALL SMITH'SAUTO-EAT, the ‘auto’ apparently
gtanding for ‘automatic’ aswell as'automobile. From the lumi-walled central building of the establishment
there fanned out in every direction a series of belt-conveyors, the customer smply drove up to the
termina point of abet-line, sudied the menu, inserted the indicated number of coinsin the dots opposite
the desired items (if he didn't have change he could get it from a separate machine), pressed a button to
register the order, and waited for a couple of minutes until atray cameriding out from the kitchen.

There were only two other cars on the grounds when Martine turned in, their occupants paid no attention
to him. He studied the menu, burst out laughing when he noticed tapioca pudding listed among the
choices. No, he thought. No. Thiswas no timefor tapioca. He decided on coffee and doughnuts, and
whilewaiting for his order unfolded the large map of the Strip which the Robo-Rent clerk had given him.
It was devoutly to be hoped that in this non-Aristotelian society the map to some extent resembled the
territory.

He was sartled to see the physicd dimensions of the Strip. It could hardly amount to more than
one-twefth or one-fifteenth of the overdl territory of the old States. Even more striking than its Ssze was
itslocation: the Strip ran roughly north and south, its southernmogt tip hundreds of milesfrom the Gulf of
Mexico and the western boundary amost a thousand miles from the Pacific. Dedicated to the oceanic,
this society seemed to shrink from the oceans; huddled in the protective shadow of the mountains, those
fugitivesfrom marine flabbiness

The States which had existed before World War 111 were not indicated on the map. But it would be afair
guess, he thought, that the new dehumidified America, lessthan four hundred miles across at its widest
point, started somewherein the vicinity of the Texas Panhandle and eastern New Mexico and ran dmost
due north through parts of Colorado and Kansas, Wyoming and Nebraska, up into Montanaand South
Dakota. The picture was complicated, though, by the skinny irregular arms which stretched out more or
lesslateraly from each side of the Strip, rather like the pseudopods of an amoeba. On the west these
bands cut separately into Arizona, Utah, and the mountainous areas of Montana, petering out in the



foothills of the Rockies; on the eas, into Oklahoma and Arkansas, lowa, and Minnesota, each arm
stopping short of the Mississippi in true Immob hydrophobia. On the bottommost western arm wasthe
capital, and he saw now why it had been referred to as L.A. - it was Los Alamos, the old atomic-energy
centre above the bomb-testing grounds at Alamogordo and White Sands Alamogordo was not indicated;
White Sandswas anationa park.

Whereto go? His eye wandered idly up the map, spotting here and there aname that was familiar -
Santa Fe, Pueblo, Denver, Oklahoma City, Omaha, Des Moines, Helena - among others which were
new - Agassiz, Burbanksville, Schweitzer Falls, Thoreaupolis, Veblentown, Groddeck, Helderfort, Theo
City. Then he redlized something: he had automatically headed north, northwest, when he started out
from New Jamestown, he must have had some destination dimly in mind.

Sdt Lake City! He had been pointing toward Sat Lake City like ahoming pigeon. Without even
knowing whether it wasthere.

He began to look for it, suddenly excited. There was Salt Lake, just beyond one of the western arms, but
- no Sdlt Lake City. Then he stiffened: the city wasthere, al right, but the name had been changed. It
was cdled Martinesburg.

He stared at the dot on the map, hypnotized. It was like being plopped down on Mars and suddenly
coming across al the faces one had left down home at the corner drug store.

'O.K.," hesaid to himsdlf, starting up the motor. 'So I'm a sentimenta dob. I'll go and visit the old
homestead.’

Driving was comfortable, even at aclip well over one hundred and fifty. The car was marvelloudy
smooth; besides, it was not so much amatter of driving as of being driven. Now, following the clerk's
ingtructions, he had switched to robo-drive; the car was actudly driving itsef and he had nothing to do
but peer out the window and try to make some split-second sense out of the jumbled black masses that
hurtled past in an avalanche of landscape.

He marvelled at the eectronic brain - actualy, he suspected, a quite smple device - which kept the car
unswervingly on its path and regulated its speed a every turn. Asthe clerk had explained, and ashe
could now see for himself, the whole system of robo-drive depended on clusters of dim, needldlike
beams of light which cut acrossthe highway a regular intervalsjust afew inches from the pavement,
emanating from squat mounds of concrete placed alongside the road. On the right-hand side of the car
there was a photoel ectric-cell mechanism which intercepted these rays and transmitted their messagesto
therobot brain, so that actudly the robot was receiving instructions on how to guide the car every few
hundred feet. It was these rays which told the automatic driver when it was deviating afew inchesto the
left or right; when it was stacking off acouple of milesor infinitesmally picking up speed; when therewas
another car in the same lane up ahead, or when there was a curve coming and what the speed should be
reduced to to negotiate it safely; when it was safe to accelerate again.

It wasironic, Martine thought, that as aresult of technology one of the last refuges of the frontiering ego
in America- the automobile, the jaopy, sreamlined Old Paint - had been dl but abolished. Early inthe
century, once the venerable horse had disappeared, al the conveyances devel oped for speedier
trangportation seemed cal culated to give men afeding of complete helplessness and passivity, asense
that they were mere bundles of freight to be lugged from one place to another: thetrolley, the bus, the
train, the plane. Paralleling what had happened in other areas of life, travel too had become uterine. Only
in hisown automobile, at the hydromeatic reins, could aman ill recapture some of the old frontiersman's
thrill of domineering histrusty old pinto, of being in control, of doing rather than being done to: he pushed
the buttons. But now, with robo-drive, the motorist too had become passive baggage; the mechanism



had taken over and turned its dectronic back on him. Y ou could turn it off and on - that was the limit of
human intervention.

Just now, however, Martine was grateful for the car's self-sufficiency; he was dog-tired, and groggy from
the rotaand anti-rota, and driving at any speed would have been a considerable strain. Besides, his|eft
arm hurt where Vishinu had jabbed it with the pin. From time to time he curled hisarms around the
steering whedl, let his head drop, and dozed off. He had no idea how long he dept in these cat naps, but
awakening from one of them he found that it was daylight and that he had come close to athousand
miles. He was approaching the suburbs of Martinesburg.

With agrunt of relief he switched over to manua operation, as hisfingers gripped the whed hethrilled to
the fed of pulsing power once more subservient to hiswill. Hed had too much of passive thought, good
to be doing something with hishands again.

But why, afew hours ago, had his hands wanted to kill Neen? And trembled when, unaccountably, he
had called her - Rosemary?

The city had not been so much overhauled asfilled in and expanded: there were many buildings and even
whole blocks that were substantialy as he remembered them but they were interlarded with skyscrapers,
Immob recruiting centres, branches of the M.E. University, dl plastered with the usud Immob dogans -
the archai c sandwiched with the unprecedented, asdwaysin America. There, for example, wasthe
University of Utah, where hisfather had been a professor at the world's first atomic medica school and
where he himself had completed his undergraduate studies before going on to study brain surgery in New
Y ork: many new buildings had been added, the entire ingtitution was now called RADIATION
RESEARCH LABS. And there was the old Mormon tabernacle, it was now tile MUSEUM OF
IMMOB CULTURE.

He parked in the shopping centre, and for the next two hours was busy with his purchases. At CHAMP
BROSSARD'S ROD AND GUN CENTRE he bought severa rifles and cartons of shells, plusafull
wardrobe of warm camping clothes, acamp stove, oil lamps, eating utengils; at AL ERSKINE'S
ELECTRONIC APPLIANCES, aportable television set; at ANNE WINTER'S FOOD MART,
several cases of canned foods, at FRANK SCHWARTZ'S SUPERIOR STATIONERY, ahaf-dozen
notebooks in which to continue hisjottings; a LINN JONES FINE LIQUOR SHOP, afew bottles of
sour mash, once his favourite whisky; at BOBBIE REITZ'S FOUR SEASONS BOOKSTORE, dl the
Immob pocketbooks and texts he could find, everything from Tolstoy down to Helder; at DOTTIE
CLARK'SBAKE SHOP, acase of vacuum-packed chocolate layer cakes, the piéce de résistance of
his childhood gormandizing; at JAM MAHER'S SERVICE STATION, some spare energy capsulesfor
his car; findly, & JOHN MUNDY'S SNACK CORNER, two hamburgers which he consumed on the
spot. Now he could go into hiding for months, if necessary. Five or six months, anyhow. He remembered
Vishinu's deadline: the world had been given a suspended sentence for afew months, five or Six.

Where to now? Where did one go to dodge the Martine ocean? The mountains, of course. But first - he
thought, with sudden apprehension - it wouldn't hurt to play the nostalgic prodigd for afew minutes and
take alook at the old homestead. Assuring himsdf that it wasasilly whim, he climbed back in the car
and drove out toward the University.

For amoment after he parked the car he was sure he had come to the wrong place: the houses on either
side seemed as he remembered them but his own house was not there. When he looked more closely he
saw what the trouble was. The originad house was not gone, it had only been swalowed up by severd
new wings and glass-enclosed sun porches and heavy landscaping which hid it from the street. In
addition, ahigh brick wall had been put up just back of the sdewak, terminating in an elaborate iron
grillework gateway; on the gate itself wasameta plague.



Martine went over and read theinscription
TheMartine House

Homeof

DR MARTINE

(1945-1972)

'Heisnot gone; he has

but become the ocean; let

us humbly drink."

HELDER

Over the gate was an arch decorated with iron flutings and curlicues, many of them wound around little
triskdionsfilled with running pras, and in the centre of it alarge bronze bas-rief: agteamroller, with a
man perched proudly on top of it rather like agunner emerging from atank, man triumphant over the
machine, the rider with raised fist indomitable and the machine helplesdy cauchant, brought to its knees.
But the man'sfist was an Immob fist, the arm was amesh of tubing and coils, so weredl hislimbs- he
had subdued the machine by making himsdf into the machine. Peculiar sort of victory, won by
incorporating the enemy into onesdlf. If imitation was the sncerest form of flattery, the overwhemed
machine had won the fight hands down: the master had become the mirror image of the dave.

Martine's hand jerked uneasily, went up to his beard. He had just noticed the face of the man who
straddled the metal dragon: it was his own; hisface of twenty-odd years ago, sans whiskers and irony.
Widl, hewassafein hisdisguise.

Therewas more |ettering, done in twisted iron, under the sculpture: THISHISTORICAL SITEHAS
BEEN PRESERVED AS A NATIONAL SHRINE AND REST HOME BY THE DAUGHTERS OF
IMMOB HISTORICAL SOCIETY. Leaveit to thegirls.

'My God,' Martine said to himsdlf, 'l used to pick my nosein this place, now it'sashrine. Y ou can't be
too careful.!

The ky was overcadt, everything grey, he saw the lights go on in one of thelong sun parlours on the
ground floor. The gate was open. He dipped insde, quickly hid himself among the bushes, and
approached the glassed-in room. Long drapes hung from the ceiling on al sides, but a severa points
they had been pulled apart abit to alow for ventilation through open window panels. Standing on the
grassto one side of an aperture he could see dantwise into the room and hear the voicesinsde.

At firgt glance the room looked like anursery: there were some eighteen or twenty baby carriages
gtanding in arow aong thelong wal of the porch. In amoment he redlized that the occupants of the
carriages (some of them lying in pairs, their heads at opposite ends of their double baskets) were dl
quadros, covered with fluffy baby blanketslike the Antis he had seen in Marcy's window. Two women
were standing near Martine with their backs turned, bending over one of the carriages. he judged thet the
dumpy grey-haired one was quite old, the tall lean one considerably younger, they could be mother and
daughter. Inside the house, he could see, several Proswere grouped around a ping-pong table;
apparently thiswas arest homefor Prosand Antis alike.

Asthe women talked and fussed over the one boy, Martine studied the faces of the others. They seemed



to be paying no attention to the conversation, most of them were awake but their eyes were blank, fixed
on the celling. Except for the women's murmurous voices and the clicking from the ping-pong table
ingde, the place seemed as hushed as adall's house. Only the blinking of the unfocused eyesin the
carriages provided atouch of animation. Somebody inside turned on aradio: Besse. Smith'svoice,
sanging 'Empty Bed Blues.

Old Ubu should see the scene on this porch, Martine thought; he/d go green with envy. Herewasthe
graveyard of tonus. These young warriors had given up their spears and bolos for good. They might raise
their voices, never therr fidts.

At thismoment, though, the amp hidden by the women wasraising hisvoice, and emphaticaly. Y ou're
wasting your time," he said. 'l told you I'm going and I'm going.’

'Why you? the younger woman said bitterly. "Why must it dways be you?
At the sound of her voice, Martine's shoulders hunched, the carping tone set histeeth on edge.

'Y ou know perfectly well why," the amp said, with the infinite condescension of ateacher explaining sums
to abackward child. Y ou know | have responsibilities the others don't have. | must bethefirst.' 'What
good doesit do? the woman went on. 'Lying around in department store windows, mercy sakes, it's
undignified.’

'If people want to see you,' the old woman added, ‘they can come here.!'
Her voice was niggling and sad, Martine's throat tightened.

"That's not the point,’ the boy said petulantly, 'and you know it. It's not a question of their wanting to see
me. It'smy duty to go to them.’

‘But what can you do? the first woman said. "Y ou're just ababy.'

'l may be ababy to you,' theamp said icily, 'but it just so happensthat to the rest of the country I'm
president of the Anti-Pro League. And thisisacritical moment, morale has been badly shaken by
Vishinu's speech. | can't just lie here and do nothing.’

'Vishinu was talking about Theo," the younger woman inssted. 'If Theo doesnt likeit, why, et him -

'Let him nothing. It's people like Theo who've gotten usinto this mess. Look, apparently you don't
understand how seriousthisis. It'sacriss!

'All right,’ the younger woman said. 'All right. But if you have to make adisplay of yourself, why not do it
in some store window right here in Martinesburg? Why go hundreds of milesto Los Alamos? Nobody in
Los Alamos sent for you.'

‘Naturaly they haven't sent for me. They're afraid of me. Y ou can see, even the Pros around here in the
Home have been avoiding melately. They'reall scared.’

‘Then why go? Why bother at dl?

‘Can't you understand anything? L.A. isthe centre of the panic. That'swhere dl the hysteria tarts.
What's needed isa specid demondiration, some unusually striking gesture, right at the national capital, to
shock our leaders and win them back to true Immob beforeit'stoo late. We're trying to contact our
brothersin the East Union to do the same thing at New Tolstoygrad, maybe well be able to synchronize
our demongtrations, but in any case we've got to go ahead. There's going to be a specia concentration of



our forces at the capital and I've got to lead it - it'sas Smple asthat.

A few carriages away, one of the other quadros coughed delicately. He coughed again. When nothing
happened helet out along, low whistle, hisvague eyes till riveted on the celling. Both women
straightened up, the thin one walked down to the signalling lamp, reached under his blanket, and drew
out a bedpan.

Dully, uncomprehendingly, Martine stared at her pinched sharp features, then at the puffy wrinkled tearful
face of the old woman.

'My mind's made up, thefirst amp said. 'Don't waste your breath arguing with me.'
'Stubborn,’ the younger woman said bitterly. ‘Just like hisfather.' She turned and went inside.

The boy'sface was directly in Martines line of vision now. It waslike adl the other Anti faces he had seen
- the face of a somehow wizened baby, fixed in an authoritative scowl that was a the sametime an
infantile pout, the expression one of mingled hauteur and fret, insouciance and incipient tantrum. It wasa
sophiticated-suckling face imperioudy demanding the universefor ateat and yet filled with rage over the
prior knowledge, the dotard's sour knowledge, that al breasts this side of Paradise must have some
frugtrating fist buried in them. So, mixed with the childishly headstrong was an infinite senile pique.

But, for dl its stock Antiness, there was something distinctive about this one face, something which set it
off from the others. Buried somewhere under the typical was asuggestion of theindividud. Martine could
hardly bear to look at it, it was the face on the bas-relief outside, the unwhiskered steamroller-subduing
Martine face minus melancholy and mischief. His own face. He was back twenty-five years, looking into
amirror.

"Then go and save theworld,' the younger woman said angrily. She was back on the porch, the bedpan
gone from her hands. 'Be ahero like your father. When do you intend to leave?

'For God's sake, Mother, don't take on so,' the amp said. 'Will you try to understand?
'When are you leaving? the older woman echoed.

'l leavefor L.A. next Tuesdays the amp said. 'They're sending aplane up for me. Listen, Grandma,
you've got to make Mother understand. That's your duty.'

I'll do my best, Tom," the old woman said helplesdy. 'But I'm not sure | understand. Generation after
generation, boys running off and doing silly thingsjust to hurt their mothers - oh, | don't understand
anything any more." She beganto cry.

"You'vegot to try,' theamp said. ‘A fellow in my position can't just turn his back on the world. People
expect things of me'

'Go right ahead,’ the younger woman said. 'Run off and get yoursdlf killed. There's good precedent for
it... Oh, honestly, sometimes | just can't understand why you don't forget this silly window businessand
put some arms and legs on and act normal like other boys your age.’

The amp yawned, his eyes were beginning to glaze. 'If you don't mind," he said. 'I'd like another helping
of that chocolate layer cake we had for lunch, and alarge glass of milk. I'm hungry.'

'Hisfather just loved chocolate layer cake,' old Mrs Martine said through her tears.

‘Likefather, like son,' Irene said.



'l hope s0,' Tom Martine mumbled. ‘But it's aheck of aresponghility.’

Sinsof thefathers-

Likefather like-

‘But he volunteered! If al the wounds of babies- if they volunteer! No other virus!'

Hewasjust thinking it to himsdlf. But he heard the words, it was more than he could stand, they
ploughed through the water to him. Somebody screaming the words at him, an el ectrovox, bellowing,
trumpeting under the water. Himsalf screaming, lips moving againgt the pressing waters, throat bulging
with the words...

Head spun like a badminton bird, churning the waters. Saw the white lacerated body of Rosemary
scudding gently by in the water, trailing strands of kelp, and yelled, 'She's got nothing to do with this!
Leave her done!' Losing support, faling, faling, clutching at the window sl as he went down, afraid that
if hefdl into the bottomless smothering basket of the lake and the two women bent over him with their
niggling and their needling he would haveto kill them and -

Thewaters closed over his head. Kep stuffing his nogtrils. Limp, floating.
Odd sense of levitationa drift: body being raised, carried up, then up again, then dumped...
CHAPTER 18

...For along time helay at the bottom of thelake, flat on hisback, unintentioned asamollusc. Onceina
while, thinking it over, he began to resent the indignity of it and Sarted to fight - wanted to bolt up to the
surface, up to the top where the surface shimmered and rippled, through the skin of the surface and out
into the open where he could bresthe. But sted clamps on hisarms, mdicious fingers, held him back
every time. Hecried out in hisfury.

After atime, many rages|later, exhausted, he opened his eyes dowly, oysters unbuttoning, lids pushing
againg thewater. It took awhile for things to become clear through the soapy silt-sprinkled muck. He
began to fed reassured as objects swam through to him: maple bureau againgt the wall, old browned
chromo of Brigham Y oung just aboveit, white bookcase with small plastic radio on the top shdlf, closet
door with its chipped porcelain knob. It was good to be back in his grotto-room. In the closet, on a
hook, was his catcher's mitt, well-oiled, fully broken in; maybe, if it was anice day, hed go over to the
park after breakfast and play basebdl with the kidsfor awhile. Just outside the open window the leaves
of the old mulberry tree rustled, stirring up eddiesin the gelatinous fluid. It was dark, outside, forest of
seaweed. How come he was awake at this hour? If the day turned out sunny, afast game of ball, maybe
just some batting practice, would befine -

No. What day was coming up? Might be Friday. If it was Friday hisfather might be coming home from
the University in the mood for a hunting trip. They might round up their gear and pile into the station
wagon, just the two of them, and go off to the cabin in the mountains, up out of the clutching waters, for
the week-end; his mother would be at the kerb, they'd wave good-bye to her, her lake-face would be
kind of tight and sad and something like accusation in her tired washed-out polyp eyes, they were running
out on her again...

Next to Brigham Y oung's portrait on thewal, dim in the marine murk, something that didn't belong there.
Some kind of plague, his eyes strained to pick out the letters: HERE DR MARTINE SPENT THE
FIRST FIFTEEN YEARS OF HIS LIFE... Under water, of course. Ancient sub-mariner.



Something elsein the room that didn't belong. Some person. His mother, sitting quietly to one sde of the
bed, shawled with dgae. Something wrong with her, she was much greyer and older, years older, sheld
aged forty years overnight. It terrified and saddened him and he wanted to cry when he saw her wrinkled
flotsam-jetsam face, studded with barnacles, but he understood that this ageing was part of the
accusation, her way of getting back a him, it bothered him so much hetried againto it up. Edlsheld him
likeropes.

'No, no,' shesaid. 'You must rest. You're very weak.'

'Hewas weak too, just akid, he said bitterly. "Why did you let him do it?'Y ou could have stopped him,
tried, anyway. Why didn't anybody try to stop him? Just because he was weak enough to go and
volunteer to get them cut off, volunteer...'

She didn't understand the obscenity, just sat there staring at him with shocked accusing agar-agar eyes.
She was |ooking ocean-bed accusations at him, he was screaming fathoms-deep accusations at her. It
had to stop, now with the flood.

'Wdll, Chrigt, what's the sense in looking so hurt, anyhow? If they want to run away fromyou for a
week-end, back away to save face, if they ingst on running around in circles, triskeions, what's so
terrible? It'stheir virus, not yours, don't you see? Always the backing away alittle and the accents of
remorse, the flawsin the flesh. Why take on s0? God, you needn't age forty years about it..." All he
wanted to do wasto put his arms around her and kiss her now to show it was al right, the backing awvay
didn't mean anything, but he couldn't move against the lake's pressure.

'Y ou're feverish,' she said sympatheticaly - alittle frightened too. Try to rest, I'll get the doctor.’ Bubbles
cascading from her mouth:

She got up and breast-stroked toward the door, he made another desperate effort to rise through the
water, had to explain before it wastoo late. Important to put his arms around her but the pressure.

But her nervous harried jellyfish face was gone. He fell back on the bed, arms and legs like sash weights
socketed into his body, anchors, he couldn't move. So easy to reach out across the vicious distance and
embrace her, what arms were for, but not with al the viscous waters pressing. Always water there. Ina
minute she was back, behind her came a quadro-amp doctor with something in his hand and two
mono-amp orderlies. Behind them, Irene, with taut bel eaguered ruin of a porpoiseface.

'Y ou say he fainted? the doctor said.

‘Just outside the sun porch,” his mother said. "'We heard something - he was shouting something about
babies and wounds, he kept repeating a name, Rose something. He was unconscious when we got to
him.

"We had him brought up here," Irene said. 'It's the only vacant room.'
"When he came to he began to talk very excitedly again, his mother said. 'Oh, he's so upset...'

'Why won't you understand? he said weekly. Every word an effort now, the lake was smothering him,
mouth stuffed with sponges. "The joke's on him, not you! 1t was voluntary! If hetriesto pretend now that
you adways snatched the cake away... It's s mply not your sSin, you must seethat! There are snsof the
sonstoo ! Addicts of steamrollers and accents of panic. If they go hunting for their wounds, who'sto
blame? No matter how many Rosemarysthey go after... But oh God, oh God, couldn't you have
stopped him?'Y ou might have tried. Maybe you could have held him down before the doctor came...’



There was no way to makeit clear: now he broke down and wept, it was al too late. No way to reach
her and comfort her in the seaweed. His body shook with sobs, the waters swirled.

'He'sddirious, al right,’ the doctor said through the bubbling waters.
'Maybe helll snap out of it if he deepsalittle, Irene said.
T'll give him ashat. It1l quiet him down.’

The doctor held up hishand, in it was ahypodermic needle. He signaled to the orderlies, they drifted in
from either side as the doctor came close. The two women swam close too, his mother on the left, Irene
ontheright.

‘No!" Martine screamed. 'No tapiocain my veins, absolutely not! Too much rotain the blood stream
aready, enough robodrive and scalpels! | dmost killed Neen for less, | warn you! If you want to
immobilize me youll haveto cut off my amsand legs, that'sal thereistoit! | won't volunteer! Don't
come near me!'

Asthe hands descended on him from both sides he began once more to struggle, tried to, but the waters
weretightening on him like adrait jacket now, his cravings basketed, whale-bellied, and far above, on
the other sde of the surface, there was the snowy mountain top, agonizingly out of resch.

Hewaslying back helplesdy in the submerged basket, belly, the women were treading water just above
him, faces questioning, accusing. Someone was rolling up his deeve, the needle was drawing near, now
the accents of panic and no panic controls for these accents, he was aready one of them in his heart.

'So terribly wounded!" he yelled as the needle went in, sobbing now. 'Oh God, God, so voluntarily cut to
bits! 1f only somebody could have stopped him but the sins of the fathers, the mythological cakes, over
and over the needles -'

"...something,’ from the bony white-gilled Irene face bending over, it sent gusts of panic through his chest.
'What isit about hisvoice?

"There, there,' from his mother's blotchy plankton face as she patted his drenched forehead and he
cringed at thetouch. 'It'l bedl right. A little deep...’

'l want," hewept. There are Sins of sonstoo, that's the only thing that saves us, if it'svoluntary..."

Then the sty waters, oceans of tears, filled up his mouth and doshed through hisbrain and dissolved his
spine, gurgling softly into hisfingers and toes, and there was no moretalk or thought. ‘I'mglad | didn't kill
Neen," he glubbed, and that was dl for along time...

When he opened his eyes there was awhite-coated orderly sitting at the side of the bed.

Hefdt apanin hisupper am - where the needle had gone. A sudden fright: if they'd rolled hisdeeve up
al theway, they must have uncovered the tattoo. Irene would immediately have recognized the tattoo,
sheknew dl about it.

Hedghedinrdief. The pain wasin hisleft arm. The tattoo was on hisright arm.
Dark outsde. The mulberry leaves rustling.
'How do you fed? the orderly said.

'Pretty good. I'm hungry. How long did | deep?



"Two hours, about. What would you like to eat?
‘A large glass of milk, plesse.’
'Y ou bet. Anything else?

‘A piece of chocolate layer cake, if theré'sany.' But that wouldn't take him long. ‘And - maybe a couple
of boiled eggs:’

‘Right. Takeit easy, I'll beright back.’

The white jacket rose, went out. Martine gave him afew seconds, then jumped up, shaking his head to
drive thefog away. He found his coat in the closet - automatically looking at the hook in the corner to see
if his catcher's mitt wasthere - it was - put his shoes on, went into the hall, and crept down the back
stairs he knew so well. Nobody around.

Out into the deserted grounds, place entirely dark except for alight in the kitchen. Through the gete, a
little wobbly now but al right, out in the open air again, surfaced at last. Afraid thet if he didn't get away
from there fast he would rush back into the house, find the two women, throw himsdlf at their feet, and
tell them everything, begging for forgiveness..

Sins of the fathers. He got back to the car dl right, nobody saw him. Sins of the fathers. Neen had
sketched him that way, but it had needed his own son to bring the sketch to life. Sins of the fathers. The
phrase caromed through hismind as, purely by reflex, he started up the car and guided it out through to
the main thoroughfare and then through the deserted centre of town. Sins of the fathers - in those four
words now was more sickness than he had ever known.

Hewas out of town now, approaching the flat sat graveyard again. He pulled up at the side of the road
and put his head down and sat for awhile, shaking dl over, sharp in hismind the image of death the
imperishable infant with the babyface of Martine. When the attack had passed he wiped hiseyes and
drove on again, westward across the crusted dkalis.

But what, precisely, were the sins of the fathers? What sins, precisdy, had he committed that had come
to be visited upon his son with the surgeon's knife? Where did his respongbility begin for thisviolation of
his own flesh - what scurvy paternity was heto claim here? What of himself lay back in Martinesburg,
endhrined in that baby carriage? Like father, like son? But how, exactly?

It was close to two hours before the paved highway ended and the familiar dirt road began the final
ascent into the steep mountain range. Automatically, Martine dowed down to navigate the bumps;
automaticaly, when he came to the narrower lane that branched off toward the lake, his hands
manoeuvred the sverve.

Severa miles more and he wasthere: the lake, surrounded by a growth of pinesthick asamuff, wasa
sheet of isinglass glinting in the moonlight, exactly as he remembered it. And there, in thelittle grove
beyond which the mountain soared up again, was the cabin.

When he trained hisflashlight on it he saw that it had not been used for along time: most of the windows
were broken, the brick chimney had collapsed, atree had fallen over on the porch, bashing in the flimsy
roof. Chances were that he would be safe here, at least for atime. Five or Sx months anyhow, with luck.

It was chilly now, he shivered in hislight clothes, but he waswell prepared for that. He was safe, from
everything but his thoughts. For atime he would provide his own tinned chocolate cake and evaporated
milk, handle his own bedpans, nurse his dreams of omnipotence, quake in his nightmares of impotence,



the archetypica frontiersman taking to his (dectronic) horsein flight from hiswomen. But the hunter'slog
cabin was only athinly disguised baby carriage. Now, to be sure, hewasin flight from something alot
more substantid than mom-mythol ogized-into-mongter; till, he had the uncomfortable feding thet, just as
inthe old days, he was running at top speed from amirage - from something in himself. Some voyage of
sdlf-discovery! One mad scramble after another.

Dully, hetried to order the events of the last two daysin hismind: they were swimming in improbability.
He knew from the gnawing in his ssomach that he had hardly esten for the last twenty-four hours, from
the achein hisbonesthat he had hardly dept for twice that long. He could just barely drag himsdlf from
the car, he wanted only to flop down and sleep, but he had to eat something first and there were no
women about to summon with acough and awhistle.

Sweating with the effort, he carried most of his suppliesinto the cabin, arranged a cot in the corner so
that he could crawl into it when he was ready. Then he opened a can of beans and gulped down its
contents without bothering to heet them.

It now occurred to him: he had come closeto being killed last night.

How, the enormity of how it could have happened, still wasn't clear to him, but there was no blinking the
smplefact: he had dmost had it. Tomorrow, no doubt, when he was functioning again, he would receive
the full impact of that brush with death and quiver - now it was Smply one moreingipid fact among
others. porch staved in, son in a perambulator, mother and ex-wife dive, beans cold, wind blowingin
through the broken windows, he had almost been killed by Vishinu and Dai last night. He was no longer
capable of reacting, when the nerves were too heavily overloaded they finaly stopped oscillating
altogether, went dead. Now he wanted only the blessed release, the death-in-instalment, of deep.

Hefél on the cot without removing his clothes and pulled the thick blankets up over hisbody and closed
his eyes and dept.

From Dr Martine's Notebook
(MARK 1)
27 July 1990. At the old hunting lodge

Back in New Jamestown about three weeks ago, Fourth of July, two men, aRussian and a Eurasian,
wered| st to save humanity by working me over, maybe killing me. Complicated event. Long history
behind it, over eighteen yearsin the making. Been doing some background reading and the pieces are
beginning to fit. The historica picture's something likethis

FIRST PHASE (1972-5): Myth-Making

At 3.25am., 19 October, 1972, Helder jumped for his anti-blast suit and found the notebook sticking
out from under my pillow. He put two and two together - he'd never read Dostoyevsky, didn't suspect
that twice-two sometimes equalsfive - and decided I'd gone out in a blaze of unauthorized heroics.

Beginnings of the myth.

Teddy Gorman was ordered to be flown home, and Helder wangled it so that he went along as surgeon
in charge. Teddy was brought to a secret underground hospital instalation outsde Oklahoma City,
Helder attending him. It was touch and go for Teddy for sometime, he didn't even regain consciousness
for over aweek; but finally he ralied. When he was on the mend Helder began to read him passages
from Martine's notebook. During these sessions severa ideas began to shape up in Helder's
programmeatic head



Firg, Martine had worked out awhole new philosophy for the pacifist movement, based on the principle
of saying noto al EMSIACs. Second, Martine had picked Helder to unrave histhought and Teddy to
put it into action. Third, to inspire Helder and Teddy and those who would flock to their banner, Martine
had sacrificed hislife to say the first thunderous no to EMSIAC. Elaboration of the myth. So began the
deification of Dr Martine, much misunderstood deserter, who couldn't get hisjokes taken serioudly.

Many weeks passed. Teddy wasfindly fitted with some old-fashioned artificid legs, duminium ones.
Coached by Helder every inch of the way, hefinagled hisway into the EMSIAC areaand blew the
whole works sky-high. Before many hours had passed, Vishinu, aRussian flier somewhat older than
Theo (he'd been aprotégé of Vasli Stain's) but pretty much his opposite number, heard about what
Teddy had done and got theidea of clobbering hisown EMSIAC.

Americaand Russawere ashambles; so weredl the heavily populated areas of the world. Nothing
could be done on anationd or internationa level - no nationsleft. Reconstruction had to get going on a
purely loca basis, town by town and village by village. Slowly the survivors came out of their state of
shock and began to huddle together in areas where there were vita industria plants underground.

All thistime Helder, with Teddy now his strong right arm, was busy in his makeshift headquartersin Los
Alamos, planning to launch arefurbished Tri-P movement. Early in 1975 he decided the time had come
and over the one partidly rebuilt radio network he made the e ectrifying announcement: Tri-P wasagoing
concern again. Under the leadership of Helder, the mentor, and Teddy Gorman, the protégé. Under the
martyrship of Martine. Nobody thought to mention onelittle fact: in the years before 1970 Martine had
consigtently resisted Helder's effortsto get him into Tri-P. Myth now become movement...

SECOND PHASE (1975-7): The Bid for Power

Tri-Pinitsreincarnation had abrand new gimmick, one that Helder had dreamed up entirely on hisown.
The essentia problem, of course, wasthat of pacifism vs. defenssm - the tendency of pacifists, except
for afringe of ineffectud cranks and crackpots, to break down and turn patriotic in Situations where their
own countries seemed to be threatened with attack. The shift from turn-the-other-cheek to
eye-for-an-eye: the Judeo-Christian ambivaence. In his notebook Martine had indicated that thiswasthe
core of the pacifist dilemma. Now Helder announced that he had found the solution - the Assassination
Clause.

Simple gadget, this Assassination Clause. Wherever Tri-P came into power it wasto be written into law;
asthe twenty-third amendment to the old American condtitution, the first amendment to the old Soviet
congtitution. The Clause read asfollows.

Every person who offers himself asa candidate for public office automaticaly takes oath never to
encourage or countenance or condone the manufacture of arms or their distribution; never to make
hostile utterances about other nations or peoples; never to carry out the functions of his office with any
degree of secrecy, or enter into diplomatic negotiations or agreements which are not fully open; never to
obtain information of any sort through the use of confidentia agents; never to employ bodyguards or take
any steps toward the securing of his persond safety; never to suggest, under any circumstances
whatsoever, that the foregoing commitments must be suspended because of a state of 'crisis or
‘emergency’; never to adopt or even advocate a strategy of defensism, political or persond, no matter
what 'externd’ threet gppearsto exis. If during histenure of office he engagesin any of theillegd acts
enumerated above, or even suggests that such acts are called for by a'new' situation, this shall be
congtrued by the citizenry as an invitation to assassnate sad officid in the public interest; and if the officid
takes any measures whatsoever to protect himself againgt such assassination, that act in itself shdl be
congtrued as an invitation to al genuine pacifiststo nate him; and if he does no more than argue
againgt this Assassination Clause, and pressfor its revocation, that act too shall be construed as an act of



treason and an invitation to assassination.

The new pacifist programme was athing of lean, monotoned beauty: any pacifist who doesnt act likea
pacifist in office begs other pacifists to bump him off without further ado. In other words, the old Oxford
Pledge fool proofed, with no outs.

Of course, Helder went on, a certain logical objection could be made. Peace, according to the cliché,
wasindivisble; workersfor peace and a better world had aways understood the necessity for spreading
their programmes across the frontiers of nations. So, in the crisis of war, each internationalist shrugged his
shoulders, acknowledged despairingly that no one could disarm unless al disarmed, and reached for a

gun.

The premise was|ogica enough, Helder confessed. If one country was disarmed it could easily be
attacked by othersthat retained their arms. Nothing more obvious. But logic was not enough - pacifists
had been rigidly logica whenever they had risen to power, and the result had been one ruinous war after
another. There was something beyond logic, some outrage to logic, some magica thing, that had been
lacking in the pacifist brew dl dong. Martine had supplied the missing ingredient. It was, smply, thefaith
that surpassesd| logic and understanding, utterly blind faith, afanatical dogged devotion that could only
be called theologica . From this moment on, Helder announced, Teddy Gorman was to be known as
Theo, asaliving reminder of Martine's bequest to humanity.

But coupled with thisblind faith in the rightness of the programme must be an equally blind faith, in
something e se: the potentia of good will in dl people. One must believe that when agenuine pacifist
gesture such asthe adoption of the Assassination Clause is made in one country, itsmora audacity will
exert such amagicd pull on the pacifist impulses of other peoplesthat amighty wave of good will will
sweep over dl countries and, in one mystic surge, achieve the oceanic internationalism that dl the
‘practica’ and ‘responsible’ leaders of the past had talked about but never gotten anywhere near. Did
history refute this belief? Well, when in history had such a gesture ever been made? Who had ever redly
turned the other cheek?

That was the burden of Helder's opening-shot speech. It was a stunner. People were sick to the marrow
of war; they were fed up to the point of nausea with leaders who had promised peace and then sold them
out. They wanted peace at any cost - anything, literdly anything, would be better than war.

Therewas great excitement in the new cities that were being founded up and down the far western sirip
of America. Soon an eection was arranged, Tri-P swept into office with practically no opposition,
Helder became president and Theo his right-hand man, emissary, and al-round trouble-shooter. So the
Inland Strip was born. And the magic ground swell which Helder had predicted cameto pass. Very soon
the theologica excitement of the Assassination Clause filtered into the East to take the burgeoning pacifist
movement there by storm; it led to anew order headed by Vishinu and some of his associates. So, by
ignoring thelogic of internationaism, Helder's 'blind faith' had findly brought about agenuindy
international order.

Martyr: myth; movement; macrocosm. But in his haste to proclaim the martyr and get going, Helder
forgot, first, to locate the martyr's corpse...

THIRD PHASE (1977-8): Crisis of the Outmoded Cortices

And immediately there was trouble. For one thing, awhole dew of materias like cobalt, petroleum,
uranium, thorium, columbium, important deposits of which were to be found only in the great no man's
lands | eft throughout the backward colonia patches of the globe after the Third World War, wasvitally
needed by each of the powers. Wouldn't either power, Smply in order to protect its geopolitica Situation,



have to manoeuvre for control of such areas even when it did not yet need the specific materids available
init?

Such 'protective ideas, of course, could not develop in aworld in which people were nothing but
pacifists. But the trouble was that nowhere in the Tri-P world could you find aman who was nothing but
apacifist. To bethat, aman would need to have avery long and very rich and overwhelmingly persuasive
tradition of pacifism behind him - and there was no such tradition in the world, even that strand of the
Judeo-Chrigtian heritage which had to do with turning the other cheek was cunningly intertwined with
another strand which suggested an eye was suitable payment for an eye and atooth the minimum
recompense for atooth. But the peoples of the Tri-P world did have another sort of tradition which was
gtill very much with them. A long, rich, remarkably persuasive history now folded deep into the cortex,
only thinly overlaid with benignity, which told every Easterner that the Western world was rgpacious, and
materidistic, and contemptuous of those with darker skins and more meagre technologies, and Wall
Street imperidist; every Westerner that the Eastern world was wily and rapacious and totalitarian and
benighted and clumsy with machines and irrational and contemptuous of democratic human vaues, and
Sovietimperidig.

To be sure, the leaders of the Strip and the Union never gave voice to such thoughts - there was, after all,
the Assassination Clause to think about. But the Clause could not be enforced against whole populations.
Private citizens of both countries - newspaper editors, journaists, professors, economists, businessmen -

were not bound by the Clause; they were free to make accusatory statements; and make them they did.

Then acompletely unforeseen thing happened. No holder of public office could make accusations against
another power, not if he valued his neck. But - and this was something the clause makers had not
anticipated - he could resign his office and, using his prestige as arecent leader to gain an audience, yell
out hisaccusationsdl over the place with the immunity of a private citizen. Thisisexactly what Vishinu
did. He kept mum for amost two years after he became head of the Union. Then he quit, on the ground
that he could be more useful to his country asaprivate citizen, and let fly.

There was hdl to pay. Vishinu threw the whole moth-eaten Soviet book at Helder and his associates -
charged them with everything from imperiaism to bed wetting. Helder and his associates, of course,
could not reply.

It was abad timefor Helder. Vishinu, it was suggested, was preparing acoup in the Union which would
overthrow the nomina Tri-P government and set up adefensist one. What was Helder to do? To give up
Tri-Pwould mean to give up everything which stamped his messanic life with meaning and direction. But
he could not disprove the terrifying reports which appeared daily in the Strip press - and neither could he
do anything to muzzle the press. He could not even be sure that the aroused citizens of the Strip were not
doing exactly what they accused Vishinu of doing - there were such rumourstoo. War, athoroughly
off-the-record war, was obvioudy being prepared by the citizens of two pacifist nationsin athoroughly
off-the-record way, and there was no way to stop it.

Crigs. Inthree short years the world was on the brink again. Some essential ingredient, obvioudy, was
gill missing from the pacifist stew. And if it could not be found in ahurry, the human race was very
probably doomed - that was being corny and histrionic, maybe, but there it was...

Helder wasin agtate of panic. He had missed up somewhere. He had to find out where, exactly -
otherwise hislife made no sense. And he was a man to whom it was enormoudy important to make
sense - he dwaysforgot his Rosemarys.

FOURTH PHASE (1978): Reveation of the Word



He went into retregt in the mountains. For dmost amonth he was gone; only Theo knew his
whereabouts. He thought and thought, pacing the floor of his cabin nights. Where had he gone wrong?

In desperation he went back once more to sudy the bible. And suddenly, one febrile night, it struck him.
None 0 blind as those who will not see. The answer was as smple as a twice-two-equa s-four
Euclidean theorem - it had been there in Martine's notebook al the time.

It was asthough aveil had suddenly dropped from Helder's eyes and he saw for thefirgt time. Martine
had sensed, with his breathtaking insght, that pacifismwasdl child's play and dust in the eyesunlessit
was non-reversible - and it would never be non-reversible until it was rooted in the very anatomy of man
and the aggression which vitiated it was rooted out. Martine had meant to suggest al that in his
gpparently casua and haphazard specul ations about inducing good will in Theo through lobotomy. And
then he had gone on to suggest the real surgica solution to the problem through a series of apparent
jokes and wisecracks - the solution of Immob!

The big problem wasto prove to the world that in becoming a pacifist you were not smply stepping from
oneideologica suit of clothesinto another, whileingde you remained the same; you had to demondrate
for everyonethat you were thinking and feding with acompletely new cortex, from which dl theold
suspicions and wily strategies had been removed. Immob would do just that: no one would suspect a
vol-amp of harbouring any anachronigtic imperiadism under his cranium. It was not by accident that
Martine had put so much of the Immob philosophy into Theo's mouth, in that incredible imaginary

dia ogue which no one had understood before this moment. It was glaringly obviousthat thiswas
Martinesway of saying: because Theo was aready a duo-amp quite involuntarily, because he'd been
mauled by the steamroller, he must now becometheinitiator of Immob by voluntarily making himsdlf a
quadro-amp - and thus launch mankind'sfirst redl effort to dodge the steamroller.

In great excitement Helder summoned Theo to his hideout. He closeted himsdlf with the young man and,
sammering with the furious glory of hisreveation, explained the whole thing - quoting the linesfrom
Martine's notebook which, severa years ago, he had deleted asirrelevancies. (All the lines - except
those having to do with masochism.) At first Theo thought Helder wasjoking; then he grew silent.

Findly Helder asked him what he thought. He said that he would have to go off by himself and worry it
over alittle- it was apretty big ideato swalow al at once.

Theo went out and sat on the mountain top al that night long. God only knows what ideas went through
hismind as hefdt hisaluminium legs, then raised his hands and sudied them in the moonlight. But when
the sun came up and he went back to the cabin, Helder knew by the saintly glow on hisface what his
answer was. Theo was not oneto refuse the mantle of destiny, especialy when it wasflungto him by a
Martine.

The whole thing was arranged by Helder in absolute secrecy. A remote place was selected for the
operations, surgeons were sneaked away to do the job. For amost two months Helder and Theo
remained in hiding, recuperating.

By thistime, of course, the whole Strip wasin a panic - the leaders were gone, the bombast from the
Union propagandists was getting wilder and wilder.

FIFTH PHASE (1978-9): Tri-Pto Immob

Loud-speakersal through the Strip trumpeted the sensationa news. Helder and Theo were about to
return to public life - they would appear at amongter raly a New Jamestown. Therally, of course, was
scheduled for 19 October 1978; that had aready become the big holiday of the new order, known as
Peace Day.



Camethe great day. People poured into New Jamestown from al parts of the Strip. A quarter of a
million spectators crowded into the giant stadium. When the curtains finally rolled back, they reveded
two people on the stage: Helder, standing behind atable draped with bunting, and Theo, standing directly
to hisright.

A tense hush. Slowly, with great emotion, Helder began to spesk. He held up one hand, in it avolume;
this, he explained, was the origind manuscript of Martine's notebook, the manua of humanism
bequesthed to al men of good will by the great martyred hero. In it was the great lesson - the need for
absolutefaith.

Now he turned and pointed to Theo.

Here, asthey dl knew, wasthe prototype of the greet faithful, so named by Martine himself. Martine's
plenipotentiary to humanity. For some three years now the remnants of the civilized world had been living
under Martine's banner, striving to reach the theologica purity of Theo. Through the politica instrument
known asthe Assassination Clause, the best device invented by man so far to make hismoral
commitments stick.

And yet - something had gone wrong. Wild recrimination filled the air dl through the pacifist world.
Charges, thresats, and bitterness everywhere. The mora commitment had not stuck. Somehow, the
Assassnation Clause was inadequate. Another catastrophe impended, one which would eliminate
whatever tag ends of the human race were left. What, what had happened?

Hewould tell them what had happened. They had not reached out joyoudy to accept their heritage from
Martine. The one true lesson in the notebook, they had not learned. The Assassination Clause was not
the way. It was apuny, halfway measure. The wholeway measure, the full triumphant legp into
irrevocablefaith, they had not taken - but Martine had defined it and pointed the way. It was -

Immob ! Immab!

Asthe magical word boomed through the stadium, great banners unfurled from the proscenium arch. On
them, emblazoned in lumi-letters twenty feet high, were the sensationa new phrases. NO
DEMOBILIZATION WITHOUT IMMOBILIZATION, PACIFISM MEANSPASSIVITY, A LEG
SHORTER AND A HEAD TALLER, ARMSOR THE MAN, DODGE THE STEAMROLLER,
DODGE THE STEAMROLLER, DODGE THE STEAMROLLER...

What, Helder demanded, did Immob mean? Immoabilization, of course. Immobilization through vol-amp.
He explained what vol-amp was, how it was designed to outwit the steamroller.

But Immob was more than that. Much, much more. Something more positive. He and Theo had
pondered its meaning in Martine's guarded remarks and they had cometo see, in aburst of revelation,
what elseit meant. It was the name of awhole new movement, anew way of life, anew and fully human
order. Itsletterswere theinitias of the new and spiritualy soaring thing that Tri-P must becomeif it was
to capture the missing ingredient of theologica devotion. Thoseinitials stood for -

International Mass for the Manumission of the Benign!

Mass, not movement. There had been too much movement in the world. Immob was designed to cure
the malady of activity. Mass - that summoned up a picture of humanity becamed by anew quiescent
fath, imperviousto al seamrollers, just triumphantly standing there.

Helder and Theo had pondered long and soberly. They had come to see who had to make the first
gesture. And now - it was to be made.



At asignd, attendants appeared from the wings. Two of them stepped up to Theo, reached for his
jacket, and dipped it off.

A quick gasp, choked off in many throats. For when the jacket came off, the shirt underneath was
exposed and it was seen that there were no deeves on the shirt - there was no need for deeves, Theo
had nothing to fill any deeveswith, hisarmswere gone!

Theworld'sfirg Immob!

But hewas not done. The attendants advanced to the rostrum, took hold of the wooden framework
supporting the bunting and removed it.

Another great convulsive shudder ran through the audience. Helder was not standing behind the draped
table, as everyone had thought. He was standing on the table! On histwo stumps!

Theworld's second vol-amp!

‘Thisisour answer to the charges made against usl' Helder cried, hisvoice thick with sobbing. ‘Thisis
our answer to men of faltering commitment everywhere! We are not imperiaistsl We give oursavesfully,
al theway, for ever, to peace! Whereisthe man who will join us?

Gresat lamentation through the stadium. Sobs, wails, screams, women falling in afaint. Weeping, much
wringing of hands.

But then - something else. Another, more positive sound. A wild affirmatory shouting, hoorays, whoops,
hystericd and surging.

It was the young men, reacting now after thefirst paralyzing shock. Legping to their feet. Jumping up and
down. Waving their amsfrenziedly intheair in asurge of benignity. And running, bounding, sSampeding
down the aides - to the recruiting booths which were now being set up on the great stage.

It wasawild time. And it lasted for many days. Like agreat tida wave Immob swept across the Strip:
very soon dl but afew queer, iconoclastic dements among the youth - not much in the literature about
them - were recruited. Before long the thing began to get ingtitutiondized; there were Immob clubs set up
and M.E. univergities, and the academicians began to overhaul their ancient disciplines and anew
philosophy and ethos began to take form. The atmosphere crackled with magic.

And the magic was infectious, on a sca e beyond Helder'swildest dreams. Almost overnight Immob
captured the public imagination al through the East Union. The Union youth too dished to the recruiting
gtations. Now, indeed, on abasis of full commitment, of theological fervour, the one world had comeinto
being. Even Vishinu threw in his hat and both legs.

All bitter talk of imperiaism ceased. Men who are rushing to have their limbs cut off in the interests of
peace do not cal each other imperidids.

SIXTH PHASE (1980-90): Artificid Limbo

Therewasjust onefly in the saccharine ointment. Helder had reckoned without modern technology - the
electronic tube, the trang stor, communi cations science, cybernetics, atomic energy, €tc., etc. He had
been so engrossed in programmatic matters these past years that he did not even know about the small
group of cyberneticistswho had, ever since the war, been working quietly in alittle neurologica
laboratory attached to the Denver University Medica School.

These men were, dmost without exception, expert neurocyberneticists who had studied under Wiener at



M.I.T. They had been inspired by Wiener's contention that, granted the technologica savvy of the 1940s,
an artificia limb superior in many waysto the red one could easly be created if society wanted to spend
as much money on such ahumanitarian project asit was willing to spend on devel oping an atom bomb.
Their research on prosthetics had begun under the aegis of the Advisory Committee on Progthetics
Appliances which had been set up in 1948 by the American Congress to aid the amputee veterans of the
Second; it had been given agreat impetus by the Third, in which scores of thousands of people, both
military personnel and civilians, lost one or more limbs. (It wastheir [aboratory, as amatter of fact, which
had built the aluminium pros for Theo when he was flown back from Africain '72.) And when the Inland
Strip got organized in '75, their project was granted a subsidy by the new government, purely in the spirit
of encouraging humanitarian research.

Lessthan ayear after Immob was founded, these cyberneticists made a gartling announcement: they had
perfected an artificid limb superior in many waysto the red thing, integrated into the nerves and muscles
of the ssump, powered by abuilt-in atomic energy plant, equipped with sensory aswell as motor
functions, etc. It was aneutra, va ue-eschewing announcement. They did not know whether thisinvention
was good or bad, whether it should be fostered or suppressed, any more than physicists aquarter
century earlier had known whether their discovery of atomic fission and robot brains was good or bad -
they merely had the thing, it was up to the politicos to figure out what to do with it. Science discloses,

politics disposes.
Gresat agitation on the hedls of this announcement. Heated pros and cons. Shouldn't this doodad be
unceremonioudy suppressed - after dl, if Immob wasthe idea, what was the point to deviceswhich

would provide still grester mobility? Y es; but weren't the vol-amps our grest heroes, hadn't they made
the supreme sacrifice in the spirit of Martineg? Was anything too good for our heroes?

The battle went on. Sides were taken. It became the basic political issue, the split in opinion arted to
take on ingtitutionaized shape in the form of parties, Pro-Pro and Anti-Pro cameinto being. And
Pro-Pro soon became the government party. Helder and Theo, after looking the problem over from dl
angles, decided to go aong with Pro-Pro - they could not see how any kind of mechanical gadget could
vitiate the inner mora revolution brought about by vol-amp. After al, pros were removable; and besides,
many of the vol-amps were getting restless, the first intense glow of passivity had begun to wear off and
they were complaining that, now that they had given themselvesirrevocably to peace, they wanted to get
up and around and do something a bit active for the cause instead of lying flat on their backs. And their
women complained that they fretted and pouted quite abit, lying therein their baskets (although many
women joined the Anti-Pro Ladies Auxiliaries). These psychological problems had to be considered.

Prosthetics plants were set up. Neuro-Loco Centres were organized. More active M.E.s were devised.
The dexterities and discernments became basic sports. A new philosophy came into being, based on
expectations as to how cybernetic limbswould affect the cytoarchitectonic structure of the cortex and
produce anew superior type of man. And asall this happened on the doublein the Strip, smilar
developmentstook placein the Union: technologica, politica, philosophical, the whole works.

In 1982 the Olympic Games were revived, thistime as an annua cybernetic competition. Vishinu had
never gone back into the Union government, but he did accept a post as chairman of the Union
delegation to the Olympic Arrangements Committee. In the first Olympic Games, Theo and Vishinu were
the outstanding competitors of their respective teams - &t first duo-amps like Vishinu were alowed to
compete in some events - Theo trounced Vishinu every time, the Unioneers never won asingle event.

Those were eventful times; rea ferment, a progression of red-letter days. Much excitement, and a great
internationa friendliness - everybody dive and benign. But there was an entirely unforeseen devel opment

As soon as the mass production of prosthetics got under way, it became clear that they couldn't possibly



be manufactured in quantity without big supplies of columbium. And the known deposits of columbium in
the world were very meagre indeed - not enough to answer the needs of even one Immob nation, let
alone two of them. The pinch had begun to befelt by the U.S. Air Force asfar back astheforties. No
subgtitutes for the rare metal were possible, thiswas the one problem that continued to ssump al the
metdlurgids

What to do? Both the Strip and the Union began to send out partiesto ook for columbium in the
unexplored wildernesses - the Andes, the Himalayas. Therewastak of looking into the Stuationsin
Madagascar and Greenland, perhaps even at the North and South Poles. It was quickly realized that this
sort of exploration might develop acompetitive spirit, not quite asinnocent asthe spirit of the Olympic
Games, and to guard againgt that eventuality the more promising areas were carefully staked out between
the two powers. But then, asthe years went by and the shortage grew more and more acute - to the
point of being an insuperable bottleneck in many cybernetic projects - acertain tenson developed. Each
party began to think that perhaps the other one had the better of the bargain - and each began to wonder
if the other wasnt, in theimperidist manner, organizing sub rosa expeditionsin the hope of getting the
jump on its partner. Vishinu was still not hampered by public office: he made the first guarded references
to this lurking suspicion. Soon the references became less guarded. After three or four years, the Situation
got pretty serious. The whole thing culminated in the hammer-blow speech made by Vishinu three weeks
ago in New Jamestown...

It looks like Jerry was right: the earth has played a very cute little joke on the pacifigts. Everything dseit
yields up in teeming abundance, fruitsto ddight the paate, dl the rotas and ganjas the human organism
can stand - but with thisone thing, thissilly metal which can hold up under the blasting fires of hell, it turns
miserly. After whetting men's appetites for this heat resster beyond al daking, Mother Nature coyly
withdraws the minera bresst.

Thereitis: theworld isnow irrevocably committed, with theologica devotion, to only onething,
columbium, and thereis not enough of the stuff to go around. So long as men want cybernetic
super-limbs to super-move and super-grasp with, they will not find anywhere under this good green earth
enough columbium to build them with...

And s0, dmost eighteen years after | made the last entry in my notebook, two men, one a Russian and
the other a Eurasian, came after me with arubber truncheon and a stubby automatic. Y es, the event hasa
long and complex history. What isits meaning, exactly?

It makes no difference what Vishinu and Dai had conscioudy in their minds. The event has an objective
significance, quite aside from the consciousintent of its participants. By an oversight, the new world's
martyr hadn't been quite reduced to a corpse; now it meant to rectify the error. Thiskind of society
wants its martyrsto stay quite dead - the martyr who turnsinto a Lazarus only makestrouble. Just like an
Unknown Soldier coming back to life, it would be embarrassng as hdl - what in Chrigt's name would
you say to him, what heretical things might he not say to you?

They haven't got meyet. Not quite. I'm abit of adippery customer, thank God, for the martyr-makers.
Sofar I'vegiven thedip to dl the martyrizers of Martine - except mysdif.

But they got meindirectly. They got my son.

And just about the whole youthful population of the entire civilized world.

For which | can't entirely dodge the respongibility. After al, | did make thejokes

Point there somewhere, wish | could seeif | weren't so tired but 7 August 1900. Hunting lodge.



Swimming inthelakealot. Likeold times, keep diving to see how long | can stay under. This afternoon
amogt caught atrout with my bare hands but it wriggled free.

13 August 1990. Lodge

Keep thinking of Tom in the perambulator. Dreamt about him last night - | wastrying to pull the covering
away from him, it was very important to meto seeif he was castrated but the blanket was like a sheet of
sted riveted in place, wouldn't budge. | was soaked with sweat. He looked up at me with amalicious
grin. 'Nothing doing, he said. 'l know what you're up to but you can't change places with me, from each
according to his need.’

Woke up with bad rheumatic gtiffnessin my arms and legs, it lasted severa hours, disappeared the
moment | went swvimming. Toward evening | opened a vacuum-packed chocolate cake, delicious, took
one bite, and immediately threw up.

22 August 1990. Lodge

News report on the video. Vishinu and Theo meeting in Los Alamos with the Olympic Arrangements
Committee. Making plans for the Games, due to start 5 October and run through 19 October, Peace

Day.
13 September 1990. Lodge

Peace Day one month off. Twentieth anniversary of my much martyrologized desertion. Of my birthday;
except | till don't know what the hell | started to get born as.

'‘Ambulatory basket case.' Why does the phrase keep bothering me? 'Y ou are aready one of usin your
heart' - that bothers me too.

Can't think. Can't think.

Hunting today. Took a pot shot at arabbit, winged it in the foreleg. Clipped. Set the bone, rigged up
some splints, put it back in the forest.

Rummaging in the closet. Found an old mildewed collection of storieswith my father's name inscribed on
the flyleaf. Hemingway's Men Without \WWomen.

22 September 1990. Lodge
So, then: Immob started asajoke. A joke that miscarried.

But every one of the big salvationist movementsin history - from the Ten Commandments al the way
down to the Mormons Latter Day Sainthood and Christian Science and Jehovah's Witnesses and
Fletcherism and Bolshevik-L eninism and Dianetics and Orgonotics and SantaMonica Vedantaand
Mandunga - every one of them might have started out as a great Swiftean joke. That some humourless
man got hold of and took literdly.

The jokes get wilder and wilder, people laugh lessand less.

Suppose some Helder had come across Swift's tract on amethod to abolish the famine problemin
Ireland by eeating the children of the poor Jesus.

PART SIX
Games



CHAPTER 19

Eight, nine, ten daysit went on. A sequence of kinaesthetic marvels - whirlings, lunges, soarings, flipflops,
heaves, pins - cybercyto feats such as no Immob eyes had ever seen. All of them performed
nonchalantly, with debonaire ease, by the Unioneers - who, like the Strippers, al worelarge blue'Ms on
their jerseys. With each passing day the sportscaster's voice lost afew more decibels of its professiona
bounce, grew more and more puzzled; after awhile he began to stutter badly, it looked to Martine as
though he was a bit frightened.

'What d'you know!" he said the first day. "The Union team has just won the decathlon! They ran up
twenty-eight points over the world's record, heck -'

And soon after, sputtering now: 'Seventy-three feet! Imagine that, ladies and gentlemen, seventy-three
feet! Nobody's ever broad jumped anywhere near that far before! That's, why, see now, that's thirty-two
feet more than the world's record established by Theo in'83! Say, what's happened to these Union
boys?

Nobody knew what had happened to the Union boys. Five hundred thousand people sat in the great oval
gtadium in stunned silence, pondering the answer while event after event fell to the visiting team without a
struggle. It was not that the Inland Strip athletes were doing badly, not at dl: in fact, quite afew of them
succeeded in breaking the records chalked up in previous competitions. But no matter how the Strippers
outdid themsdlves and their predecessors, faces contorted with the effort, each time the Unioneers
stepped up casudly right after and did better without even trying.

There was unbdief in the announcer's voice on the tenth day when he muttered, 'Theres no longer any
question about it, the score card doesn't lie. Y es, the Unioneers have dready piled up enough pointsto
win the Olympics! Thefirg timeit's ever happened! But how, how, how did it happen? What's the thing
mean, cyberneticaly speaking? That's the question on everybody's tongue out here this afternoon...’

For two weeks Martine sat douched in achair, hardly moving, eyes glued to the television screen.

There were interludes when no matches were going on; then he would wander down to the lake and
stretch out on the rotting boards of the little dock to doze in the sun, mind battered into blankness. Only
at night did he crawl out of his drugged state for awhile - then, for three or four hours at a stretch, to the
hooting of owls and the yelping of coyotesin the forest, he would sit &t the table under the sputtering ol
lamp and read, or write in his notebook. Try to write, anyhow. Often the words refused to come and his
scribblingswould trail off into an undecipherable scrawl in the middle of asentence. Helost alot of
weight during this period: his cheeks were sunken and his eyeslooked tired and glazed.

Toward the end of the second week his cheeks were redlly cavernous, his pants were bunched at the
waist where he had had to pull in hisbelt severa notchesto take up the dack. He had even lost interest in
writing, in trying to write; his notebooks and reading matter lay in ahegp on the table, quite forgotten; he
sat before the television dully, unableto think, unableto fed. Thiswas his state of mind and body on the
fourteenth day, Peace Day, when the Games came to an end.

In the morning the Unioneers soundly trounced the Strippersin severa track events, the hundred-yard
dash, the quarter-mile, the pole vault, javein throwing, the shot-put, the pentathlon. Then came a break:
the officia s were preparing for the high jump, traditionaly the closing event of the Games.

During the lull the announcer interviewed various Strip dignitaries about their reactionsto the amazing
upst; the dignitarieswere teciturn, falsely cam, fasaly reassuring. Findly Theo gppeared: his pleasant
youthful face seemed to have aged ten years, he looked worried and there was a distracted air about
him.



‘Brother Theo,' the announcer said eagerly, ‘we're sure anxiousto get your dant on what's been going on.
Weve seen some mighty strange things out here these past two weeks, alot of records, including some
established by you, have been knocked for aloop. It's-'

'l know,' Theo said soberly. 'I don't mind much about the traditiona events. What hurtsistaking such a
shellacking in the d-and-d's!'

‘But these guys were dways such bums at everything, especialy the d-and-d's. How do you figure their
suddenly becoming champs?

'It'll dl come out in the wash. Just one point I'd like to make - we must al remember that these
competitions are entirely friendly in spirit and are dways followed by afull exchange of engineering
information between the contestants. Anybody who's been shaken by what he's seen here ought to
remind himsdlf that we don't go in for old-style competitive sports any more than we do for war - these
are gamesin the true, innocent, playful sense of the word, carried on without any spirit of rancour.’

'Well, people are saying, Brother Theo, that theré's avery definite old-style competitive spirit in the
Olympicsthisyear. They say Brother Vishinu was being pretty darned competitive in his Speech about
columbium, and now his athletes have become just as competitive in the Games. Some folks think maybe
there's a connexion between the two.’

‘Nonsense,' Theo said firmly, alittle too firmly. That's just sour grapes. It's a sure way to bring back the
old panicky way of thinking. Weve got to mobilize our panic controls and keep our heads, al of us'!

'Y ou fed, then, that people are wrong to tie up what they've seen here with al the talk about columbium?
'Definitely. Anybody who thinks that way ought to go home and do some deep breathing.’

"Thank you, Brother Theo.' Theo got up and |eft the telecasting booth. The announcer continued. 'And
now... What's this? L adies and gentlemen, there just been a new development here, stand by, please...
Yes, yes. Oh, that'sjust fine! Gresat! Ladies and gentlemen, our Number Two booth down on thefield
hasjust flashed us on the intercom - it looks like they've findly rounded up Brother Vishinu for an
interview! Stand by, folks, take it away, Number Two...'

Another announcer appeared on the screen, ditting at atable with Vishinu. The Union representative was
dressed in ablue-and-white blazer, rather like a yachting jacket, and along-visored white cap; his heavily
jowled, dark face was composed and impassive.

‘Brother Vishinu,' the announcer said deferentialy, 'you have just heard Brother Theo's reassuring words
to the Inland Strip. Have you anything to add to them?

‘Nothing. Except, of course, onelittlething. Heistotaly wrong.'
"Wrong?'Y ou mean - about columbium?

'l mean precisdy about columbium.’

I'mafraid | don't follow you, sir. Could you try -'

I will put it thisway,' Vishinu said. 'For many, many years now the Inland Strippers, and before them
their forefathers when there was yet no Immob, have had avery smug attitude about themsalves and their
country. Very satisfied with themselves. They decided they done have dl the know-how to make
machines and apparatus of various sorts, that in al the world there are no engineers and masters of
technicslike them, so naturaly everybody should kisstheir, mm, boots and they should be allowed to



rulethewholeworld.
‘But..." the announcer faltered. 'l thought, Brother Theo was just saying -'

‘Semantically it made no sense,' Vishinu said impatiently. 'l am explaining to you now the truth. The Union
engineers have been working very, very hard on prosthetics. Now it is proved that we can make the best
prosin the world, better even than the master minds of the Strip. By the logic of the Strip imperidigtsit
followsthat if we have such fine know-how aso we should have dl the columbium in the world.'

‘Brother Vishinu,' the announcer said. "Y ou are, why, you are contradicting everything Brother Theo
sad.!

'Of course. Precisely my purpose.’

‘Do you mean, then, that Brother Theo was wrong about what we can expect after the Games? Y ou
won't share your discoveries with other Immobs?

Vishinu smiled for thefirgt time. 'With other Immobs, definitely yes," he said. 'With those who betray the
Immob world and stray off from the true path of Martine, definitely no.’

'What about the time eement here, sir? How long have you had these new pros?

'Please, no philosophical discussions. Not so easy to define time - the East and the West have most
different gpproaches to this commaodity.'

'When - will you announce your plans soon?
'Very soon. In amatter of minutes everything will become most clear.’
‘Minutes? s something going to -?

"Y oung man," Vishinu said as he got up to go, ‘remember, please, the words of your great Brother Theo:
Be patient. Rome was not burned in aday. | must go, the high jump is happening very soon now.'

Asthetwo teamslined up on the field for thefind event the announcer, badly shaken by Vishinu but
trying hard to recapture his usua bland glibness, explained the procedure. Since the Games winner was
aready known, there was no point to prolonging things unduly. Therefore, by consent of al parties, the
crossbar would, right from the start, be hoisted to the highest mark ever set, at the world'srecord level
established nine years ago by none other than Brother Theo himself.

Thefield was cleared and the Union captain withdrew severa yardsto dlow himsdlf the usua running
dart; the stadium was still asthe morgue. The jumper poised himsalf on histoes, then took several long,
loping steps until he came to the take-off point. He was not exerting himself, he seemed only to hunch for
afraction of asecond, bending dightly at the kneesto give himsdaf an upward push. Then he took off,
effortlessy but with rocket-like force.

Up, up he shot, not even bothering to scissor hislegs asjumpers usudly did to facilitate clearing the bar.
There was no danger of hisgrazing the bar, he went up stiff asan arrow, body upright and arms held
rigidly at hissdes - zoomed past the bar, past the tops of the uprights supporting the bar, and kept going.
He had easily jumped two hundred feet. When he plummeted down he bent his knees parachuter styleto
break thefal, landed gracefully on his oleo-strut shock absorbers and bobbed up and down afew times
and marched away.

The stadium was Hill, a petrified forest. Even the announcer was quiet, evidently he had nothing to say,



the visud evidence spoke for itself. Months later, an eternity later, along low ripple, asound like wind
lapping a dead leaves, passed through the crowd.

Stepping out smartly, like adrum mgjor, the Union captain proceeded to the officials box and went into
conference with them; in afew moments the Strip captain was called over. After some more whispered
talk one of the white-capped officias went over to a microphone and addressed the crowd over the

loud-speaker system.

"The Committee has an announcement to make," he said. 'In view of what has just happened the Strip
team concedes the find event without a contest. The Gamesare over.'

Another flabby ooze of sound, the stadium was one enormous mouth softly gasping.

Now began the final ceremony. The whole Union team, some two hundred strong, proceeded to one end
of thefield and assembled in military formation. They began their triumphant processon, ams and legs
gparkling asthey rose and fell in unison. At the head of the column marched Vishinu.

The new champions reached the centre of thefield, whedled at aright angle, headed like an dectrified
centipede for the judges stand. Here were assembled dl the top officials of the Strip government in their
capacity as hosts, dl of them, headed by Helder and Theo. When the Unioneers arrived at the stand
Vishinu raised hisarm and they cameto ahat. At asecond signal from their leader they went into precise
Sde-stepping manoeuvres until the severa rows had fused and they were dll spread out inasingleline
running parald to the stand. They stood rigidly at attention, Vishinu &t the centre of the formation and a
few pacesin front of it.

Helder rose to speak, holding alarge golden object which gleamed in the sun. Theo stood too, at the
President's right. The camera panned in on Helder for a close-up, the object in hisarms bulked large on
the screen - astatue, miniature reproduction of the gigantic sculpture at the hub of New Jamestown,
showing aman being run over by asteamroller. But something had been added: the triumphant figure of a
quadro equipped with pros was straddling the machine, exactly like the figure of Martinein the bas-relief
outsde the Martine Home. He rode the steamroller with the extravagant chest-bursting pride of
Prometheus unbound, in hishand ajavelin instead of aboalt of lightning.

The camera moved upward to Helder'sface. Martine stirred, did from his chair, and sank to hiskneesin
front of thetelevision. The face was as he remembered it but grown mestier and more pensive - brown
hair thinned considerably at the forehead, long nose thickened and inset more deeply, dimpleslengthened
into crevice-like folds, the thin pressed lips become a harsh undeviating incongruous gash that seemed
laid out dongside the otherwise irregular features with a T-square, the eyes il intense grey pinpoints but
ringed with thick shadows that were new. There was trouble written on thisface, atenson not entirely
under control. When the camera backed avay Helder'slegs came into view: plagtic. Somewhere in the
stadium a band played afew bars of some brassy flourish, then Helder began to speak.

‘Brother Vishinu," he began. 'Esteemed visitors from the far corners of the Immob world. It isin order on
this day, Peace Day, that we remind ourselves of other times, less enlightened times, when the Olympics
were not the noble, fraterna occasion they are now but culturd echoes of the terrible imperidist struggles
which racked the whole world - contest of egocentric persons and ethnocentric nations. Y ou are no
enemies who stand triumphant before us now, claiming your rightful prize - you are only our other, and at
the moment obvioudy better, Sdes! Y ou are ourselves! Can the left hand resent what the right hand
accomplishes? Especidly since we know, we know full well, that the marvelswhich you have unveiled
before our eyes here will not be selfishly hoarded treasures. Every Immob Advance is another drop in the
ocean of humanity from which we dl drink, the ocean of Martine.



'Y es, drained of their vicious content of man against man and people against people, the Olympics have
become the great Mora Equivaent of war - Immob life on dl levels has become one vast Mora
Equivadent of war! Under Immob dl of life has become one continuing Olympic, one unending sunny
amiling Game. The Game has been snatched from the battlefield and brought into the world of community
endeavour and mutuality! In the true innocent spirit of the Immob Game, therefore, | sdlute you, the
galant knights of joyous mutuality ! Y ou have made history here, the world will be the better for the
cyber-cyto splendours of your accomplishments! And therefore, with rgjoicing in my heart on this
greatest of dl days, Peace Day, | present this statue to your leader, Brother Vishinu. We passit into your
hands with no sense of loss. For we give to you that we may receive...’

Vishinu stepped forward until he was standing directly under Helder. Helder reached down and handed
the statue to him; hetook it tiffly, without acknowledgement, and backed away until he had regained his
origina pogtion. There was amicrophone there, he spokeintoit.

"You will receive, dl right," he said. 'Definitely. All of you. Y ou will be paid back double and triple for
your rotten lies.’

A hushed 'oh' from the massed flesh, vast and ova asthe sadium itsdlf; then aterrible slence, asof an
electrovox suddenly going deed.

'Let ushave aclear picture of these happenings,' Vishinu continued, spesking very dowly and precisdly.
"There has been no Immob, no true spirit of Martine, until thisday. Until this day there has been no
sharing and no equity and glad exchanges. The muck-a-mucks of the decadent West have been playing
their usua game until now, the game of the lords and masters and know-it-als, of the global haves
srutting around in front of the globa have-nots. This hasto stop before Immob becomes adirty word.
Thisweek we, the East Unioneers, have put astop to it. We represent the fresh new spirit of the East
which isblowing up now ared cyber-cyto hurricane to sweep the world clean of the foul imperidist
odours of the old Western masters. No, you will share nothing in our victory, Helder and Theo. What
was victorious on this field was the true spirit of Immob, precisely in spite of you and your foul plots
againgt Immob mankind.'

Behind Vishinu afrozen blur: haf amillion people rooted to their seats, not moving, hardly breething.
Martinesfingers clawed at the floor, knuckleswhite with the strain; his face was flushed and moisture
was beginning to trickle down his cheeks.

"Y our imperiaist crimes can no longer go unpunished. Y ou aretraitors, saboteurs, terrorists, schemers,
and you will be dedlt with as such. We peoples of the East, we vermin of colour and backwardness, we
coolies of theworld, the white man's burden - we show you now that we can do as much, even more,
with your fancy vacuum tubes and transistors and nuclear energy and solenoids than you great masters of
the world can. We have knocked you off your smug thrones cybernetically. Now, for the sake of
everything the call Immob, we must knock you off your imperiaist thronestoo. On this Peace Day, in the
name of Martine, for the sake of the Immob masses born and unborn, we now call you to account for
your imperidist crimes.’

The Strip officids were standing rigidly in their box, stupefaction on their faces. Vishinu raised his hand
once, emphaticaly: behind him the two hundred athleteslifted their asamstoo, pointing them at the officids
in agleaming mass salute, like divers ready to take the plunge.

There was amoment when nothing moved, not a sound was heard. Then Vishinu brought his hand down
again, smartly, maestro pacing the flutes.

A series of sharp, explosive sounds. Simultaneoudy the outstretched arms of the Union athletes, al four



hundred of the arms, lit up with ablinding glare. The effect was quite different from the dancing glints
which usualy emanated from pros: for afleeting moment every arm seemed to be positively incandescent
aongitswholelength.

The officialsin the box reacted like drunken puppets. It was a scene out of comic opera, the gestures
absurdly exaggerated and the facia contortions o unlikely that they were only clownish. Some flapped
their amswildly, like fledglings essaying to fly; others clutched their throats and thumped their chestsin
buffoonish frenzy, il others began to tear their hair, wring their hands, stroke their cheeksin fits of
absent- mindedness. their hands came away from their bodies red. And there were some who, with no
histrionics, no expressions on their faces but utter incomprehension, dumped immediately to the floor and
out of sight behind the balustrade.

One by one the gesticulators, the claspers of bosoms, the hand wringers, followed suit, crumpling like
marionettes from which the mover's hand has suddenly been withdrawn. Cries of anguish came from one,
then from another - sharp ye ps, long meandering whines, hysterical screechesthat sounded like laughter.
Soon they were dl on the ground, their bodies hidden from sight.

Martine had not moved from his position on the floor. He was on his knees, Mohammedan crouching
before atelevison Mecca. He searched the scene for some sign of Helder and Theo - he had not
followed what had happened to them in the confusion, they were gone from sight now.

"The swine, the swine, the swine," he said. He thought he was just talking but it was more like screaming.
'Helied. Five or sx months, he said. | remember distinctly. He said five or six months!’

A humming noise now began to come over the televison speaker, dowly it grew louder.
'Swine," Martine said, shrilled, pounding the floor with hisfigts. 'Swine. Swine. Swine'!’

One of the cameramen at the stadium seemed not to have lost hiswits entirely - he swivelled his camera
away from the boxes and tilted it up at the sky. On to the televison screen flashed an image of dozens of
planeswith helicopter rotors whirring, humming, awholefleet flying in over the western rim of the stadium
at an dtitude of less than two hundred feet.

Sowly the planes made their way to the centre of the field, then stopped there and idled in the air. From
the underside of each plane dangled a series of contraptions which looked like trapeze bars.

At last something began to move on the ground. With Vishinu sill &t their heed, their ranks unbroken, the
Union athletes proceeded with military order to the centre of thefield, to apoint directly below the
motionless planes. Vishinu crouched, then bolted upward with bulletlike speed, body turning until hewas
moving feet foremogt, straight for one of the planes. Whether by magnetic force or whatever, hisplastic
feet seemed to be pulled unerringly toward one of the trapeze bars. The moment they cameinto contact
with the bar they stuck to it, in asecond he was hauled into the plane through an opening in the belly.

Now asecond Unioneer - this one a quadro, moving hands first - soared upward and disappeared into a
plane; then athird, then afourth. Very quickly the sky was peppered with dozens of bodies catapulting at
once. And now figures began to break loose from the solid mass of flesh huddled in aring around the
stadium; they too came to the centre of the field and began the ascent into the planes. Some of them
carried drawing boards, some were women, they seemed to be the visiting artists from the Union, while
others of al shades and complexions, men and women alike, were unmistakably from the East too.
Apparently dl the Union guests at the Olympics were taking part in thisvast vertical exodus, being
sucked up into the sky. Martine tried to make out the individual figures asthey darted on to thefield and
then vaulted into the blue. The women, not having cybernetic limbs and therefore unable to jump by
themselves, climbed on to the shoulders of mae Immobs and were carried piggyback by them; Martine



squinted in an effort to see one such tiny figure as she hurtled upward on the back of abrawny Union
athlete, he thought she was wearing a pink-and-blue dirndl skirt but it was hard to make out, he couldn't
be sure. Unessy rider, he thought.

More sound effects now, the spectators were beginning to come out of the paralyzing shock. A woman
howled, making a quavering sound something like ayode; athroaty male yawping began, as of an anima
interrible pain - dl the sounds of terror and lamentation somehow absurd because of the time lapse
between stimulus and response. Gradualy, under al the haphazard sounds of individual collapse which
happened to be picked up by nearby mikes, there swelled aless shrill and more substantial sound, a
Steadily increasing hum from many thousands of throats as they unlocked and began to vibrate - amass

whimpering.

The camera panned down into the bleachers. At random pointsin the ring of flesh individua figures began
to move: aman stood up and staggered afew feet, drunkenly, like adeepwaker, hands dternately
rubbing temples and playing an aimless game of pattycake; awoman began to make digointed
movementswith her arms, like awindmill furioudy reversing itself over and over, then dropping in afaint.
Everywhere around them other people werejust Sitting and looking into space, as though daydreaming
on apark bench.

A figure wandered into range of the cameraand stood there looking jerkily from side to side, very much
like a spectator at atennis match. It was one of the announcers, apparently unaware that he was being
televised. Hislips were moving, they werethelips of apriest saying his beads, of achild blowing bubbles
- 'My God, my God, my God," he was saying over and over in akind of throttled sob, the words came
over the audio.

The announcer's hands were wandering idly up and down his body on amission of demented
exploration. One of them stopped at his collar and fumbled there: it had come into contact with the wire
leading away from thelapd mike.

'S!" aavoiceyedled from nowhere. 'S, for Christ's sake, you're on the air! Stop mumbling man!'

Thefed of the wire seemed to bring the man back to redlity: he shuddered, then threw his shoulders
back, cleared histhroat, and began to speak aparody of his professona style. The clichés of thetrained
verbaizer tumbled out now in monstrous schizoid lack of contact with the enormity of what hed
happened; but there was hysteria under the glib robot heartiness.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” he began mechanically; for amoment he forgot himsdlf and experimented with a
ghastly amile, then gaveit up. 'Ladies and gentlemen. Y ou have just witnhessed the most remarkable -
today we have been privileged to see...’

He made an obvious effort to pull himsdf together, he swallowed hard and tried again.

‘Something inconceivable has happened here. We don't - we don't understand it any better than you do.
It looked as though the Union athletes had pro arms that were wegpons of some sort, pistols or rifles or
something, at asgna from Vishinu Brother Vishinu they dl pointed their ams and fired. Their amswere
guns or something. Then they fired. There were Sixty or seventy of our top officids Stting in the boxes,
then suddenly the arms went off and...'

Hislips began to quiver, he broke down again.
'S!" somebody shouted again. 'Get hold of yoursdf, S’
'Oh, God,' the announcer said. 'Horrible, horrible, horrible. Oh God, God, oh my God.'



Another voice, forceful and authoritative, boomed out over the scene. The camera switched back to the
formation of planes overhead.

ThisisVishinu,' the new voice said. ‘| am speaking to you from my plane. | am now leaving the sadium
with my countrymen.’

'Swine,' Martine said. 'Pig. Scum. Swine.'

‘Beforel go,' Vishinu thundered, 'l have amessage for al the oppressed masses of the Inland Strip.
Brothers, no need to despair! The warmongering demagogues who are left among you will tel you with
their oily words that what we have just doneis an act of war. Do not believe thislying propaganda,
brothers, it will be just asemantic trick to confuse the suffering masses. Thereis no warlike dement in our
actionstoday. For many years now your faseleaders have been provoking uswith their imperialist tricks
under ademagogic cloak of Immob. They were preparing war againgt us and plotting to sted dl the
world's columbium - plotting to get the columbium to make the war and also to make the war to get
columbium, like true double-dedlers. Naturally we reached the end of our Immob patience and we had to
defend ourselves. For along time we waited for you to take care of this matter yoursdlf but none of you
dared to invoke the Assass nation Clause of your Congtitution - or, this| think isthe more likely, your
fine leaders guarded themselves too well to let you invokeit. Well, today, on Peace Day, we have
invoked the Assassination Clause for you, because we saw you needed our help.’

'Can you hear me, Si? the unseen announcer bellowed. 'Get a grip on yourself, man! We've got ajob to
do - drag your ass over to the officials box and seeif you can find out anything. Si!'

'We do not want war," Vishinu said. "We make no wars with the abused and oppressed masses of the
West. Listen to me, little people of the Strip. Thisvery minute, while | speak, many many Unioneers are
landing from ships on both the coasts of your country, they are aready beginning to march toward the
Strip. Do not fear them, they are not armies, they are liberators coming to throw off from your backs
your imperiaist masters and free you to return to Immob. That iswhy they do not drop down from the
skies on you suddenly, with hydrogen bombs and such things, they come dowly to give their brothers
here the chance to do the job themselves. Oppressed Negro masses of the Strip! Y ou especidly,
brothers, must work with the Union liberating forces because you are doubly oppressed. Among the
liberators you will find many Negroes from your own country who ran away from the segregation and
discrimination of the West to take refuge in our democratic lands, where askin that is not lily-white does
not mean theman ingdeisal garbage. Y ou will have apeoples Immob democracy at last. Y ou will be
free at last. Be of good courage, comrades, soon the masses everywhere will livein peacein thetrue
Spirit of Marting!'

'Pig, Martine said. 'Oh, the pig.

The planes began to shift now, soon they were dligned in four long rows which came together to form an
enormous 'M".

'Long live peace!’ Vishinu shouted. ‘Long live Marting!’

The formation of planes Sarted to move, it passed over the rim of the stadium and disappeared. The
cameraswung away from the sky, registered the field again.

'S!" the voice blasted. "Y ou got anything, Si?

Loud wailing from the bleachers, terrible cacophony of distress, individual screamstearing through the
wall of sound. The spectators were no longer huddled in their seats, many of them were scampering
through the aides, legping up and dashing down on thefield to run to and fro in asudden access of



motoric panic.
The announcer caled S flashed on the screen again. He seemed dightly morein control of himself.
'Si! Anything happening down there?

'Looks bad," the announcer said. "We have no report so far on how many have been killed and wounded,
but it looks bad. | see, though, that some of the Olympics doctors have findly reached the boxes, we
should have something for you soon. One of our men is up there now, he'strying to find out something...
Oh, here he comes now, maybe...'

Another quadro with alarge press button on hislapel came up to the announcer and whispered in his eear,
wildly excited. The announcer sood in stupefaction, mouth open, eyes bulging.

'Oh!" he cried. 'Ladies and gentlemen, welve just found out something incredible, oh, smply incredible!
It's not quite as bad as we thought - dmost everybody up there was hit but listen to this! Brother Helder
and Brother Theo are not there! Their bodies haven't been found! They - are - safel They got away!
According to a newspaperman who was sitting just behind the boxes and saw the whole thing, Brother
Helder somehow saw what was coming and at the last $plit second he threw himsalf on Brother Theo
and got him on the floor so the bullets missed both of them! In the confusion which followed they both
managed to crawl to the exit and got away! Brother Helder and Brother Theo got away! Mogt likely
they're on their way back to the capital now, if al goeswell, oh God, if dl goeswell we should be
hearing from them at any moment! Folks, let'sall try to mobilize our panic controls and wait, and hope -'

Martine stood up and switched the television off. He rubbed his sunken cheeks digtractedly. 'So," he said.
'Assassination didn't take. Has to be done over again. Naturally.' He walked to the window and |ooked
down at the lake, came back to the centre of the room.

'No getting away front it,’ he said. 'Otherwise I'll never get straight with mysdlf, I've got to deep again.
R.I.P., Rosemary.'

A hdf-hour later hewasin hiscar, hurriedly packed vdisein the luggage compartment, careening over
the back roadsin the genera direction of Los Alamos. He was keyed up again, lively as Lazarus, he
hadn't felt this wide awake since 3.39 am., 19 October 1972.

CHAPTER 20

Some twenty miles north of Los Alamos heturned in at asmall motor court: SVIRIDOFFS CABINS,
the lumi-letters said. He signed the register with the name 'H. C. Earwicker' and asked the clerk if there
was anyone around who could run an errand for him - |etter to deliver, he'd make it worth the
messenger'swhile. The clerk said he reckoned his son could take time out from his chores to make the
trip into town. Martine promised to get the message written immediately and went off to his cabin.

Thetrip southward, much of it over rundown back roads, had taken al night; it was daylight now, he was
aching with exhaugtion. But as soon as he was settled in his cabin he refreshed himself by running ice-cold
water from the tap over his head and neck. Then he sat down at the desk and composed the following
etter:

Dear H,

Y ou should recognize this handwriting; you've read plenty of samplesof it in your time. But in case you
need another hint, here goes.

In the middle sixtiestwo medica students, surgeonsin training, were rooming together in an gpartment in



Greenwich Village. Let'scall them X and Y. One night X came home very late. He wasin an agitated
frame of mind, paced the floor gulping down one drink after another (sour mash, Y aways kept abottle
of it around). Under Y's prodding hefinally spilled the story.

X was pretty complicated in his deglings with women: couldn't bear them, couldn't bear to be without
them; needed them, kicked them around when he had them. Not an unusual attitude, God knows, but X's
toughness with women wasn't checked as easlly asit isin less tempestuous guys. X never cared to stop
and take agood look at motives: he was compulsive rather than reflective, given to acting energetically
and precipitately ingtead of sitting down and trying to figure out what prompts a given action.

Y wasjust the opposite. Too reflective, if anything. He was dways making trouble for himsdf, maybe
complicated things unnecessarily, by trying to work out al the ambivalent motives behind any act hefelt
impelled to enter on; so he did alot more uneasy thinking than acting. He was up to hisearsin hisown
anayss (X ressted thewholeideaof analyss, took it on sufferance only because the medica school
required it) and wished there were time to pursue it more deeply than his sudies permitted. SometimesY
even wondered if surgery wasthe field for him: he thought the anaytic professon wasalot closer to his
real interests and specul ated about whether he might not make a switch later on.

So X taked. Seemed heéld had a date with a girl named Rosemary, anurse at the hospital adjoining the
medical school. Asamatter of fact, he'd taken Rosemary to apolitica rally at Madison Square garden -
ardly of the Peace Pledge Programme, the pacifist movement in which X was becoming extremely
active. (Asl sad, hewas quite an activist.) After the meseting, at which X himsdf had made afiery
gpeech, held inssted on going up to Rosemary's apartment for adrink.

Hed had severd drinks; held tried, very energetically, precipitately, actively, to make loveto the girl;
sheld ressted him just as energeticdly, a the end even hystericdly. Findly, in akind of blind rage, he
had, to put the matter bluntly, raped her. Whatever the complicated act iswhich is named rape -
obvioudy, more often than nat, it involves certain ambivaences on the girl's part too - that'swhat X had
cometo at the end of the evening. Needing the girl and at the same time furious with her, intent on an act
of love which was also agesture of considerable hate. In any event, it was an act. X wasfirst and
foremost an activit...

While the roommates were talking the phone rang. It was one of Rosemary's girlfriends: shewas caling
to let X know, in between sobs, that Rosemary had just committed suicide by dashing her wrists. The
police were dready on the scene; the girlfriend had been called in and under questioning had revealed
that X had been out with Rosemary during the evening; X would probably be hearing from the police,
maybe they were on the way to his place right now. It might be pretty messy, Rosemary had been raped
and in the process preity badly mauled, ingde and out. The girlfriend was calling for avery smple reason:
she herself was an ardent worker in Tri-P and an admirer of X, shewas dead sure that aman as
dedicated to the pacifist cause as X just couldn't have done such a horrible thing to anybody, so she
wanted to warn him about what was coming.

Closeto hysteriahimsdlf X told his roommate what he had heard over the phone. Y's reaction was
typical. Peculiar, he suggested, that an act of love could do so much damage. Peculiar, too, that in an act
of passon amedical student, who knows the anatomical facts of life pretty thoroughly, could bejust as
inept and brutal as amoronic butcher's boy.

But the conversation didn't get very far - the bell rang, it was the police. Under questioning X admitted
readily that he'd been with Rosemary that evening. However, he explained, held left Rosemary at her
door; whoever had attacked her must have doneit long after he'd returned home - his roommeate could
confirm that hed come in less than forty minutes after the meeting at the Garden was over.



The policeturned to Y. After some hesitation he corroborated X's story. Then the police took X's
fingerprints and studied them. How, they wanted to know, could X explain the fact that the same
fingerprints had been found on aglassin Rosemary's gpartment? X answered that he had come to pick
Rosemary up before the meeting and at that time sheld given him acouple of drinksto bolster him
because he was nervous about the speech he had to make.

The story sounded alittle fishy, but there was no evidence to contradict it. And Y had given X an airtight
aibi. After afew daysthe case was officialy closed - suicide after rape, the rapist being unknown - and
X heard no more abot it.

A lot of unpleasantness devel oped between the roommates. Some weeks later Y moved into an
gpartment of his own; the two men had no more contact until the war broke out. X became more and
more active in Tri-P, making speeches al over the place and getting his picture in the papers. Hewas
quite an activigt.

On that complicated night, though, there was more talk between the two men; it lasted till sunup. Talk
having to do, naturaly, with motives - there Y wasin hiseement. He wasfurious with X for having
forced him into the position of lying to the police; even more furious with himsdf for having been so wesk
asto have allowed himself to become morally involved - steamrollered into the role of accessory after the
dirty fact. So hetaked, angrily, accusingly about X's motives, and for once X listened.

The point isthat only one person could possibly know the details I've recorded here. If you're not
convinced by the handwriting, be convinced by what I've written.

Never mind where I've been or how | got here. | am here, and I've got to see you. The most important
thinginal your lifeisto seemenow. You'rein apretty bad jam a the moment and | know how to get
you out of it. I've bailed you out of more than one jam before this, sometimes without meaning to.

I'll be waiting at this auto court, Cottage No. 7, the addressis on the stationery. Let me hear from you at
once.

Hans Castorp Earwicker

P.S. | know you like to deep on things, but don't do it thistime. Aside from the fact that | must move
fast, | dont like the thought of your deeping on anything - you snore too goddamned much. It may be
dueto achronic catarrhal congestion of the upper respiratory tract but it still soundsterrible.

He wrote Helder's name on an envel ope, down in the left-hand corner he printed in large letters the word
PERSONAL and under it added VERY URGENT. He seded the letter in the envelope, placed it in turn
insde ablank envelope, then pushed the service buzzer.

In acouple of minutes the clerk's son appeared, a solemn-looking boy of fourteen with aconfetti of
freckles on hisface and earslike landing flgps. Martine impressed him with the importance of the misson,
ingtructed him to enter the capitol building and leave the envel ope with some responsible officid; he gave
the boy atwenty-dollar bill for himsdf, the youngster gulped and wiggled hisearsin ecstasy.

As soon as he was a one Martine threw himself on the bed and closed his eyes. The question now came
to him: Why for a quarter of acentury had he been so reluctant to think about the Rosemary episode?
Some curdling guilt had no doubt driven the thing away from consciousness - but it was not so easy to
definethe guilt. Wasit smply because, in giving Helder hisdibi despite dl misgivings, he had dlowed
himself to become an accessory after the fact - ashe had later alowed himself to become an accessory
after the fact to Mandunga? No: in some terrible way he had been an accessory before the fact.



One knot, anyhow, was beginning to get cut, at least frayed...

He dept... Not too long after, three hours at the most, he was awakened by the sound of a car crunching
on the drive outside. Squeal of brakes; bang of a car door; footsteps on the loose pebbles; doorbell
ringing.

Martine did his hand under the pillow, found Neen's automatic where he had | eft it. He got up, dropped

the gun into his jacket pocket, and pushed the safety catch down with histhumb. He crossed the room,
took a deep breath, opened the door.

'Well, well," he said. 'Everloving Babyface. Comein.’
Theo stepped uncertainly into the room.

‘Brother Helder - he - he said, then stopped. Hard to say whether the expression crippling hisfeatures
wasterror or adoration, or just three decades worth of doubt compressed into afat second.

'Helder sent you," Martine said. He hoped he was keeping his voice even. 'All right. Do you know why?
Y ou saw my |etter?

‘Letter? Yes. No. Brother Helder got it - he said something about a letter, it was hard to follow him, he
wasvery upset. | know hegot it. He had it in hishand when he called mein.' He stopped and Stared at
Martine, eyes begging for the alms of reassurance. 'Oh, dear God, it ispossible. | wouldn't say for sure,
gtill. Of course there would be some changes, eighteen years, but there's something, even with the
beard..." Hislips continued to move but no more sounds came.

'Did Helder tdll you to get more proof? Martine was incredul ous.

'He said there was one other thing that would clinch it. He said - he told me to ask you about another
day. A day at Coney Idand? Something that happened in Coney 1dand?

Please, the friendly, boyish hazdl eyes said. For thelove of Allah.
'‘Coney Idand?

'Y es. About the afternoon you and he went to Coney Idand? During vacation, you had a couple of girls
with you, their names were Rosemary and Irene? Y ou'd al been drinking gin-and-tonics at Rosemary's
gpartment, then you went out to Coney 1dand and somewhere, somewhere on the boardwalk, you

passed this place?

'Wait aminute, Martine said. 'All of asudden - sure! I'll be goddamned!" He began to laugh. 'Sure!
That'sit, exactly! I'm anidiot not to have thought of it mysdlf - that'sthe red proof, of course.’ Hisleft
hand went up, clapped his right shoulder resoundingly severd times.

'Y ou remember? There was no pleading in Theo's voice now, just terror.

'Every last pin prick! Sure! Thisishow it was - we were pretty drunk, parading down the boardwalk we
passed thistattoo artist's place. Sure! We stopped there, just for the hell of it | dared Helder to get
something written on him and he dared meto. After aminute or two the thing got out of hand, it was
serious, we were too drunk to control it, see - there was no backing down on either side. So we
blustered it through. | said atattoo was a damned good thing to have - suppose you dropped dead of
heart failure on the street or got killed in an auto accident, al they'd find on you would be your name and
your name doesn't tell athing about you - what aman needs is something emblematic inscribed on his
hide, one pithy thing that sums up hiswholelife, everything he'sbeen up to. A dogan, maybe, something.



That wasit exactly, Helder said, but there was a problem: aman doesn't know himsdlf, it'sonly others
who seehim asheredlly is, therefore the emblematic dogan that sums him up ought to be picked by
another person. That wasfineby me, | said, I'd be happy to let him pick my dogan if hewould let me
pick his. He agreed and we stepped into the place, the girls thought we were crazy and tried to stop us
but the thing had gone too far. So the tattoo man wrote Helder's dogan for me on my arm, and my dogan
for himon his... Did he show you hisarm?

'Yes. Yes, hedid. You -'

'Sure, I'll tell you exactly what it sayson hisarm. It says, in fine sweeping Spencerian script - "Onward
and Upward!" Right?

'Smdll |etters. Blue, with adouble underlining inred...’

Releasing the gun in his pocket, Martine dipped out of hisjacket, rolled up the shirt deeve on hisright
arm. High up, just over the vaccination mark, the lettering came into sight, faded but gill legible: '2x 2 =
5. Blue, double underlining in red.

'Of course,' Martine said, 'the references are pretty obscure. It's a pretty obscure joke, like masochism,
the references to masochism.'

'Dear God.'

Theo spoke the words toneesdy. With a peculiar dipping notion bent as though he had astomach ache,
he dropped to his knees, reached out for Martine's hand, and pressed hislipstoit.

Martine shuddered. Thiswasthefirs time he had actudly felt apro, its texture was utterly and
abominably unexpected: the outer layer was soft, soft as skin and flesh, a sheath of softness, it had a
yieding rubbery qudity but about a quarter inch down the resiliency stopped and it was bone hard. Salt
Lake, foam rubber, gangster-baby breast. Still shuddering, he snatched his hand away.

'Get up, get up.'

For al hisdisgust he said it so gently that he surprised himsdlf. There was something about this boy, this
perennid boy, something naive and open in hisface, that called out an unthinking kindlinessin him, it was
the same reaction held always had to trusting old Ubu. Now, too, there was afeding of pity: touching
those cadaver-cold plagtic hands, he felt a deep wave of sorrow for the owner.

But immediately he caught himsdlf. Sorry - sorry for this eraser of Parises, thisdy minerdogist? 'Get up
off your knees, you idiot," he said harshly, most barking.

'It'syou, it'syou!" Theo babbled. Y ou've come back to save us, dwaysin the hour of need - Somehow
he got the words out - he was sobbing now, his broad football shoulders bobbing like waterwings.

'l haven't come back to save anybody!" Martine shouted. 'Any more than | went away to save anybody!
Get that through your thick tantalum skull!" Thereit was, he had only to reach out to touch it - the long
jagged scar, under it the tantalum cup he had ingtalled with such loving care. 'Although | must say, if I'd
known what you were going to be up to I'd have given you one of columbium instead.’

Theo heard nothing, his gleaming hands were pressed over hisface and he kept muttering, weaving from
sideto side, "Y ou've come back, you've come back..."

Martine took hold of Theo'slapelsand jerked him to hisfeet. He pointed to achair. 'Now listen to me;’
he said. 'Stop blubbering and act your age. I'm going to acquaint you with the facts of life. Sit - down!"



Bewildered, Theo dropped into the chair.

‘All right. Now listen. First, we're going to get you straight abbout my comings and goings on behdf of
humanity. These comings and goings are and dways have been on behdf of only one very minute
segment of humanity, namey, me. Get it? Areyou letting it Snk in? Eighteen years ago, when | got into
that plane and took off from our encampment in the Congo -'

It'samiracle,’ Theo said, the stupefied look till on hisface. "Y ou went up to fight al those planes. And
you came through it. There must be areason, there was some hand -'

"You fool! If you've got abrain left in that tantalum cage of yours, useit man, useit for oncein your life!
Listen. Y ou know that | took off in aplane, and you have before you now theliving evidence that | got
away safdly. | was safe, | wasin aplane. | could have gone anywhere | wanted, couldn't 1? How come,
then, that | never came back? Huh? Doesn't that bird brain of yours begin to understand that if | didn't
come back for eighteen years, that must say something about why | went away? Think for aminute!
Think!"

'Y es, you got away,' Theo said dully, backward child counting his sums on hisfingers. 'Miracle, it wasa
miracle. With aplane. Then - safe, with aplane - eighteen years... But it doesn't make sense! Where
were you?

Theo tried to amile, it was like aman gaping hismouth for the dentist.
"That's easy,’ Martine said. 'Do you remember the Mandunji idand?
‘Mandunji idand?

'Y es- asyou put it o succinctly, the Mandunji idand. Y ou remember being there with the Olympic team
lagt, let's see, last May, latein May?

'Why - yes, | was. Y es, they have some remarkable L epidopterathere. | caught some lovely specimens,
an unusud Argynnisleto, that'sthe Fritillary type, you know, and aredly incredible Aglaisj-abum, that's
the Tortoise Shdll. | remember the place well.

'Y ou damned well should. That's where you went butterfly hunting with drillsand pickaxes:

‘Brother Martine!' Theo cried. 'Please don't say those things! Y ou talk just like Vishinu, surely you can't
believe those rotten things about met'

It was the same Theo who had appeared on the television over three months ago, on the night of his
return, 3 July, to make histearful denid of Vishinu's charges - lips quivering, hazel eyestwo transparent
puddies of hurt, voice choked with earnesiness. Then Martine had been on the verge of being taken in,
had positively wanted to be taken in: how wasit possible for this babyface, this congenital boy scout, this
beamish sonny boy, to lie about anything? And now, to hisinfinite disgust, Martine found himself
wavering again, it was Smply impossible to ferret out anything of the scoundrelly in thiswide-eyed
do-gooder. One wanted to reach out and pat him gently on the head, as one would aloyal cocker
gpanid, but - there were the indluctable facts.

'l don't haveto believe anything,’ Martine said. 'l| know. Y ou were seen digging. Not you yoursdlf,
actudly, but quite afew of your friends.’

'Seen? There was nothing but bewilderment on Theo's face now. 'How? We trained, we collected
butterflies and orchids, we visited with the natives. That's al we did. For the cove of Marti - for thelove
of heaven, how could we have been seen doing anything else?



'Don't pull that big innocent act with me," Martine said. 'Y ou were seen. Do you remember the native boy
who cameto your camp the first night with abasket of cassavafrom Ubu? On hisway to the camp he
saw quite afew members of your party in thejunglewith al kinds of fancy drilling and assaying
equipment, examining specimens of rock. Not butterflies, rocks. | got afull report about the operation.’

‘But - some of the boys weren't with me in the camp, it'strue - but those boys couldn't have been drilling
that night! They weren't even on shore! They were - the captain told me they were staying on board ship
to practise their d-and-d's, | remember distinctly... He was a bundle of outrage and hurt.

'Maybe that's what they told you. Maybe. | can't prove you'relying so O.K., I'll give you the benefit of
the doubt. But if they told you that, they werelying. They werein thejungle, they were digging.'

'How can you know that?

"The young man who reported it to me, the one who brought you the tapioca - you remember him?
'Very well. | had severd nice chatswith him.'

'I've had lots of nice chatswith him. HEs my son.’

Theo's head snapped back, he looked as though he had been struck. 'Oh, redlly,’ he said softly. ‘I don't
see how -'

He shook his head dightly, afaint sckly smilefrozen on hislips. Then he gripped the chair, thetubesin
his plastic armsflickered, he bolted to hisfeet. 'Oh,’ he said, face very serious now. 'l| do remember
something. Mr Ubu - he said in histribe it was common for people to have some kind of sicknessin the
head. He explained that they had acertain kind of operation for this sickness, Mandungait was called, a
lot of people were operated on.'

‘The gossipy old bastard,’ Martine muttered. 'l told him, | warned him to keep histrap shut.’

'He said many people were trained to perform this operation,’ Theo went on mechanicaly, tondessasan
electrovox. 'He said for many yearsit had been done very scientificaly, with asgpsis and power-driven
trepans and everything. He said that was because for many years aremarkable scientist had been living
with them and teaching them how to do it scientifically. He said - thisman, held had to leave not long
before - he was a skilled scientist, he knew an awful ot about the brain...’

Theo ran his plastic fingers through his close-cropped blond hair, blinked, swallowed hard. 'Oh, no," he
said. 'Oh no.... But ill. Ubu said. He said this man was white. Y ou're white. Y ou - you'reabrain
surgeon, a highly skilled brain surgeon. Oh, dear God.'

Theo was beginning to cry again, ateardrop welled up in one large innocent hazel eye and flowed down
his cheek. 'Eighteen years? he said shakily. 'It's crazy, it doesn't make sense.’

'How many timesdo | haveto tell you? Martine said. In exasperation he thumped the desk top with his
fist. 'l wasadeserter.' | was hiding. Not saving humanity, not dreaming up harebrained messanic stunts.
Hiding! Hiding! Deserters hide, | washiding!" He glared at Theo - the man was beseeching him with his
eyesto ease historment somehow.

'Onething,' Theo whispered.
‘Shoot.'

"The notebook. Y ou did writeit. You did leaveit.'



‘All right. I'll have to take the responsibility for writing it -and for leaving it around where somebody else
could read it. But, you see, you never took the responsibility for reading it.’

'Heider waswrong?

'It's high time you found this out: the Helders are dways wrong. They're dways annotating the facts of
history and personality out of existence, whenever those facts mess up their neat ideologica packages.
And shoving their footnotes, dressed up asfacts, down the gullible throats of suckerslike you.'

Theo sat down again, transparent elbows on transparent knees, and regarded his dangling transparent
hands. 'Helder was very convincing, he said.

‘Because you wanted to be convinced - you couldn't bring yoursdlf to ook the stark factsin the eye, you
begged Helder to dress them up with hisfootnotes. Onefact in particular you could never assess coolly -
the fact of Helder himsdlf. Y ou think you know Helder?

Martine explained what had happened to Rosemary. ‘I know the whole story, you see. That, dear
Brother Theo, wasthe story | reminded him of in my letter thismorning. Y ou see, you redlly didn't have
to go to the trouble of checking the tattoo on my arm. The son-of-a-bitch knew from my letter that it was
redly me...

Theo was slent, turning his hands forward and back, examining them asthough they were prize
specimens of Aglaisj-album. Findly, he said, without looking up, Then you didn't mean all that about
Immoab either.’

'l waswarning against Immoab - warning mysdlf. | meant only onething. | meant what | said about
masochism - the one subject in my notesthat Helder chose to overlook. | meant only that the human race
was S0 goddamned masochigtic it might very well, given an exalted programmatic cover by some
bumblehead messiah like Helder, an excuse for salf-maiming dressed up as ashining ideology, cometo
some ultimate sacrificid mongrogty like Immoab - tear itself limb from limb, literdly, and call the result
savation - create for itsalf the last word in limbos and consider that it had been jet-propelled straight
through the pearly gates... Only it was just an ironic figure of speech, you see, an elaborate pun. | didn't
mean it literaly. | thought | wasjust joking...'

Theo held hisfingers before his face and bent the knuckles, absorbedly watching the gleaming tubes. 'The
Theo part, that was ajoke. Y ou were joking about calling me Theo.'

Theo raised hisfingers till higher, studying their outlines againgt the background of the lumi-ceiling likea
bacteriologist eyeing arack of test tubes. 'For nothing," he said. "'The whole thing was amistake.'

There was no hysteriain hisface now, the eyes were quite dry, steady. Something that ran deeper than
tears, excluded tears, had taken hold of him now - hewaslost in adead emotiona spacein which the
unspeakabl e facts gleamed, sputtered, beat like ramrods againgt the eyeballs. It was afact-ridden,
fact-drenched becalmment in which he floated now, corpseriding on a Sargasso Seaof facts, enormities
brushing againgt him like putrescent orange peels and stinking dead cats. He looked exactly as he had
looked elghteen years ago on the operating table, eyes open and glassy and staring. But thistime he saw.

But now that Theo wasfar beyond the paltry histrionics of grief, Martine himsdf felt moved to weep. It
was absurd - what was there to weep for in thiswretch? But there it was, Martine felt aprickling in his
eyes as he watched Theo turn his gleaming plastic hands back and forth against the light, over and back;
he began to blink rapidly.

'I'm no better than you," he said. 'Worse, maybe. | didn't even believe... All thistalk, what good does it



do? Areyou going to take meto Helder?
'Y ou knew about Coney Idand. He said if you knew, if the tattoo was there, | wasto take you to him.’

'Poor little Theo." Martine had intended to make it sound mocking, but there wasinstead ared sadnessin
hisvoice. 'Poor little self-made ambulatory basket case. For centuries now you've been devotedly tailing
your glorious martyrs - never suspecting thet if you ever caught up with them they'd turn out to have feet
of clay, and tattoos on their armsinforming you that twice-two equasfive... Comeon, let's get going. I've
got a couple of footnotes | want to add to Helder's footnotes.’

Martine rolled down his shirtdeeve and dipped into hisjacket. He went to the door and opened it,
waited for Theo to pass through. He followed.

'Don't fed too sorry for yoursef, he said asthe car swung into the highway. 'Helder taught you the neat
mathematical approach to things, the twice-two pitch, useit now. How many people did you diminatein
the war, twenty million, thirty million? How many did you disfigure or clip, hundreds and hundreds of
thousands? Hisvoice grew harsh as he spoke, it satisfied him that his toughness was returning;
sentimentaity had no placein his plans a the moment. The mathematicsisal in your favour, you see-
two legsripped from you and two arms willingly given, twice-two equas four exactly. It's not a very siff
priceto pay, you got off pretty damned easy.'

To himsdlf he added, 'How many people did | diminate in the cave? How gtiff apricewill | haveto pay
for that?

Theo drovefor along time without saying anything, he left the highway and picked adevious route over
bumpy back roads, concentrating on the whed. Findly, asthe buildings of Los Alamosloomed up in the
distance, wavering alittlein the rolling heet currents of the desert, he said very softly, "'Why did you come
back?

Martine made aface, asthough he had tasted something unpleasant. 'Oh," he said. 'To take responsibility
for my notebook, | guess. To find out why | wroteit. To write an ending for it, maybe.’

Histhumb played with the safety catch of the automatic in his pocket. He studied Theo'slarge, frank,
innocent, too steady hazel eye, eagle-scout eye, peace-on-earth eye. If he killed Helder, obvioudy he
also had to kill Theo - matter of consistency, you can't kill just one Siamese twin. He did not know
whether he could do it.

Ahead there was along low concrete structure, one story high with garage-like driveways between its
thick columns; across the roof was a sign reading, DROP NUMBER SEVEN: LOSALAMOS
INDUSTRIAL SLOT. Theo took the cutoff leading to this building and drove through one of the
entrances, stopping before apair of wide doors and flicking his headlights on and off severd times.

'WEell go the rest of the way underground,’ he said without expression. 'Safer. Might run into some of
Vishinu's men going through the sreets’

In response to the signal from his headlights the doors did open. Theo droveinto the eevator, flashed his
lights twice more, the doors closed, and the elevator began to drop.

CHAPTER 21

For aminute, closeto aminute, they streaked downward. Then adackening of speed, the elevator
braked to a smooth hat, doors ground open again, and Theo drove out into anarrow low-ceilinged
corridor chipped through solid rock and whitewashed to agleam. The car nosed into another such dot,



then athird. More twistings and weavings, it was atrellis of underground speedways, atwo-laned
honeycomb, hospita- clean and morgue-till - then without warning they zoomed clear of imminent walls,
shot from cramping confinement into the open asin some explosive chthonian birth.

Martinelooked about him in dumb astonishment. They were now travelling at a hundred miles an hour
along therim of achasm as wide across as the Grand Canyon or the Grand Coulee and seemingly
without beginning or end.

The road they were speeding over was actualy a sort of platform stretched in space only thirty feet or so
from theroof of this enormous pit, a catwak arrangement supported by cantileverswhich jutted out from
the sheer perpendicular wal on the left: a gpacious highway, wide enough for six traffic lanes and edged
with araised ramp for pedestrians. And below, to the right, fizzing and yammering al through the
incredible man-made gash, was awhole subterranean supercity - acomposite of many Pittsburghs and
Detroits buried under the desert sands. At some points the earth had been hollowed out to greater depths
than at others: the topmost levels seemed to be hardly more than two or three hundred feet below the
overhanging road, the bottommost levels athousand feet down or even more. And the entire floor of the
hollow, at al levels, was strewn with machines and manufacturing eguipment.

Straining to fix his eye on discrete objects as the fantastic blur sped by, Martine could make out here and
there squadrons of manufactured itemsriding out on the conveyors to the shipping departments:
refrigerators, bicycles, upholstered armchairs, prefabricated cottages, electric toasters, automobiles,
passenger planes, tractors, television sets, typewriters, adding machines, books, bathtubs, flags. And
atificid limbs: a one point Martine was sure he potted aline of gleaming plagtic legstravelling dong.

Visualy the scenewas like carnival fireworks, some amuck Mardi Gras, the whole pit danced with
gparks and flares and gleams and licking flames, interspersed with puffs of steam and spurts of dust and
gpray - and the sound was an inferna hubbub of clangings and crunchings, whines and burrs, cracklings
and hissngs. But, curioudy, there was an impersona cast to the whole picture, the machines gave the
impression of being on their own, impervious, saf-contained. Here and there Martine could make out the
dwarfed, irrdlevant figure of aman - most of the workers seemed to be Negroes, he couldn't be sure
because of the distance and the speed at which the car wastravelling - dressed in overals, they dl
seemed to be puttering impotently, applying oil cans, sweeping up refuse, wiping away smudges of ail,
whedling carts of waste, while the machines, smug, indifferent, doof, growled and thumped.

Martine pointed down to another belt lineloaded with artificiad limbs. 'Morelegs,' he said. To genuflect
before the machines that make legs.’

Hiseyeshurt, it wastoo much. Helooked away. For the first time he noticed that on their |eft, at eye
leve, carved into the face of the great cavern close to the ceiling, were many deep cubicles, separated
from the devated speedway by walls of glassand filled, lined on dl sides, with more equipment: panel
upon pand of leversand dials and switches and cdibrated indicators and fluttering needles, batteries of
electronic controls. It was easy to see what these instruments were for - up above the control boards
loomed racks of flickering eectronic tubes and afantastic hodgepodge of multicoloured wiresrunning in
adiabalic tangle fromwall to wall, like neurone foliations seen through an el ectron microscope. Herewas
the reason why the few workmen bel ow looked like such surplus commaodities, these were the robot
engineers which ran the sunken factories, caches of brainsto ride herd on the brawn below.

'l don't mean to be nosy,' Martine said, 'but when a guy wants araise around here, or would like to ask
for the day off, who does he see - the third knob on the right?

The strained joke didn't relieve his nervousness, Theo seemed not to noticeit. They drovein silencefor a
time,. then Theo dowed down and took aleft turn into anarrow tunnd. More zagging through the maze;



then a pause before another elevator and a greased ascent, Martine relieved now to be back in cramped
quarters after the agoraphobic wildness of the last few minutes.

When they emerged from the eevator thistime there were lavish sweeps of window al about them and a
downpour of sunlight - they were, Martine could see as soon as his eyes adjusted themselves to the
glare, somewhere in the upper reaches of a skyscraper, some thirty-five or forty stories up, and the ramp
they were travelling on mounted further till, curling wormlike around on the outside of the building and
then shooting indoors again with each full circle, completing one loop per floor.

On the topmost floor, which was domed with solid glass, Theo drove off the ramp into a parking space
and cameto a halt. He climbed out - there was an absent look about him, he seemed to be moving as
though drugged - and Martine followed him.

"Thisisit,’ Theo said. 'I'd better call beforewegoin.’

Hewalked over to aswitchboard set in the wall, pressed one of the plagtic knobs severa times. A light
flashed on the board.

'We're here,' he said tensdly after amoment, speaking into the board. 'I've got him with me!'
A slence; then aclipped 'O.K.' Theo sgndled to Martine to follow him.

Through corridors again, spacious onesthistime, with bouncy, soft-plasticized floors and much window
and walls of soothing pastel shades, azure, and magenta. They passed many doors on which there were
nedt little sgns BUREAU OF LABOUR STATISTICS, BUREAU OF THE CENSUS, BUREAU OF
NEURO-LOCO EDUCATION, BUREAU OF PRICE CONTROL - through the glass Martine could
see that the offices within were inhabited not by people but by machines, more robot brains: panels of
controls and circuits of tubes and trangstors everywhere. Vishinu could mow down al the bureaucratsin
the Strip and business would go on much as usud for along time - these were the real bureaucrats, no
migraine, the human ones were by far the most expendable. Shades of Wiener.

He stopped before the door marked BUREAU OF PRICE CONTROL and peered in. Directly before
him was a huge pand running from floor to ceiling, labelled 'Officid Wholesde Price of Eggs per Gross;
inthe dot for the date were the figures '10/20/90" and in the d ot which indicated the price per grossthe
figures changed, as Martine watched, from '$8.273' to '$8.274'.

'Very neat,' he said. 'Just too, too twice-two.'
Theo stood by his side without saying anything, waiting for him.

'What price glory? Martine said. "Y ou got a caculator for that? | don't know what that's got to do with
the price of eggs.’

They went on into another wing, passed through a door marked OFFICE OF THE PRESIDENT. An
anteroom, severa outer offices - then another door on which Theo knocked.

'‘Comein,' avoice caled.

Theo stepped to one sideto let Martine go fird. It was avery large room, heavily carpeted with a
deep-tufted rug of maroon, a the far end was along low semicircular desk. Behind the desk, fingers on
histemples, sat Helder, sniffing.

‘Marty? Helder made asiif to get up, rose hadfway, then sank back in hischair. Hishands, on a
bureaucratic parade of their own, some parodying desk manoeuvre, transferred a stack of documents



from the left Sde of the table to the right, then shifted them back again. Y ou?

The man's face was ashen pale and yet there was a suggestion of some mottled darknessiniit, like
much-trampled dush, like rocquefort. He sniffed.

Martine went over to the desk, saluted with amock flourish.
'It'sme,’ hesaid. 'Hail the prodiga steamroller.’
It'sredly you.'

Helder's hands went up in mute protest, pams pushing away from him, it looked as though he was
holding some round fat mucky thing and couldn't find a place to throw it. ‘Oh no," he whispered, his
hands emphaticaly echoing the words. 'It couldn't be!'

‘Brother Helder,' Martine said. 'l want to congratul ate you on your twice-two-equas-foresight. It wasthe
intuition of anatural-born bureaucrat that led you to keep your hands on. All God's bureaucrats got
hands.'

'Impossible, Header said.

Martine pointed a pedantic finger at Theo. 'Observe, Brother Tambo," he said. 'Get this picture - martyr
returnsto gang up on his annotator, text rebelling against the footnotes. Firgt timeit's ever happened -
when did aBible, aBhagavad-Gita, aKoran, aWedlth of Nations, aDas Kapita, aMein Kampf ever
rear up and lunge at its Number One disciple? The word turning on thewordy! It's an occasion, history's
being made before your eyes! Leave usall up-ass and cakewak for joy and jubileg!’

‘Marty, Marty,' Helder said, sniffing heavily. Thisisno timefor jokes. | know you, you pretend to be
cynical and wisecracking on the surface but undernesth there's a concern for the things that count -

‘Not thingsthat count like you.' Martine said. ‘On your fingers, dways coming out with the logical right
score. You swine!'

'‘Marty! Marty! For once, don't pretend to be so tough and calloused! Y ou're the only one who can help
us now -'

'I'm going to help you, dl right." Martine got up and walked over to Helder's chair. 'Get up,’ he said.
Helder stared at him for amoment, then got to hisfeet. 'l am going to help you," Martine repeated. He
took hold of Helder'stie just under the knot, gripping it with such force that Helder's head was thrown
back. 'I'm going to kill you.'

‘Brother Martine!’ Theo said suddenly, leaping to hisfeet. "What have you got in your pocket?

'Y ou stay out of this," Martine said. 'Keep your babyface out of men's affairs - it wasn't your notebook
that was made the human race's epitaph, don't interfere, I'm warning you...'

Helet go of Helder and signaled abruptly with hisfree hand to Theo, ordering him away. Theo backed
off to the window. Martine took atight grip on the gun in his pocket, dipped the safety catch down.

'I'm through giving you dibis, you swine, do you hear! I'm going to put an end to the bloody farce and to
you too - it'sonly fitting that | should be the onewho finally invokes the Assass nation Clause againgt you.
And if your little tooge there triesto stop me, I'll plug him too. Gladly. It'll help clear theair.’

Helder's shoulders sagged, he seemed to age ten years as he stood there looking at Martine and not



believing what he saw. 'Y ou can't,’ he said, aimost sadly. 'Y ou can't do it, Marty.’
'You'retdling mewhat | can and can't do? Fig! I'll -'

'No, no, Marty. Y ou don't understand. Harm me, do so much astake that gun out of your pocket, and
you'll never get out of here. There are men watching, Marty, twelve of them...'

"Twelve? Martine said. 'Oh, | see - the apostles.’ He stepped back to the window seat and studied the
two men, hand il in his pocket.

But now Helder was not concerned with Martine: he was looking at Theo thoughtfully. This does
complicate matters a bit," Martine said; nobody paid any attention to him.

"Twelve men watching? Theo said increduloudy. 'Guards?

'Oh, for Christ's sake, Theo!" Helder burst out. 'I'm sorry you've got to find out about it like this, but - put
yourself in my place, man! Matter of fact, though, you arein my place - how do you think you've been
getting around so easily when therere people al over the place just dying to take a pot shot at you! You
lead acharmed life, sure, but not that charmed, it takes some arranging...

'I'm guarded too? Theo said.

'For months. All right! Sure, it's defensgism, it violates the Assassination Clause, | know that. But what's
the alternative? It'samatter of smplelogic - aleader'sfunctionisto lead, that's hisresponsbility, and he
can't do much leading if he'sfull of bullet holes, can he? Never mind whether or not you think aleader's
got arespongbility to stay dive - our followers do think so, and they're determined to guard us whether
welikeit or not. What would you have me do, guard myself against these guards? But, according to the
letter of thelaw, that'sillegd too... Cal it defensgsm, cdl it anything you want, they won't et you take a
step without protection. They argue that the Assassination Clause is abrogated for the duration of the
criss, and | don't think even you could give them a good argument to the contrary. Not after yesterday.’

Y esterday. Four hundred plastic arms outstretched: Vishinu's arm dropping: flashes, explosions: the
officids crumpling, but Helder and Theo -

'Ho," Martine said. Thetwo men turned to himin surprise. 'l begin to smell something. Tell me onething,
Helder. Somefifty or Sxty men got it yesterday, they stayed therelike Stting ducks when Vishinu's men

took aim, but you, you knew enough to take adive and pull Theo down with you. Tell me, please, how

did you know when to take adive?

Helder studied the floor for along moment, looked up at Theo, then dropped hiseyesagain. He
shrugged, sniffied. 'All right," he said. 'That's very smart of you, Marty - sure, | knew their armswere
rifles. At least, | guessed they might be.' He turned away to avoid Theo's eyes. 'l mean, | knew they had
these things. It occurred to mejust in time, when they seemed to be taking aim so carefully, that that was
what their pros might be...’

'l see" Martine said. 'Whileyou're at it you might aswell complete Theo's postgraduate coursein
Red palitik. Tel us how, exactly, you knew about their arms being firearms.’

'sn'tit obvious? Helder sounded peevish; he seemed suddenly tired too, he spoke with greet effort.
"They have spies. They've had spiesfor along time. So we've been forced to use spiestoo - | fought it at
first but the others prevailed, they argued that we had to be practical and in the face of the evidencel
didn't know any answer to that. We just spared Theo and otherslike him the full ugly knowledge of the
Stuation, we knew they couldn't takeit: some of uswere meant for responsible office and othersfor the



much softer job of charismatic inspiration.’
Therewas bitternessin his voice.

‘They aways had better pros than they admitted, we knew that. So, for that matter, did we. They
developed super flamethrowers, super rotary saws, super everything, while they kept on playing it
humble and backward and losing the Games year after year. And we developed some pretty super
model s too, we could have won the Gamesthis year if we'd thought it was good strategy to trot them
out. Our timing was off... Anyhow, we knew they'd developed the rifle arm. We got hold of a couple of
samples, we sudied them carefully. Asit happened, we dready had one of our own in the works. Right
this minute we've got them in mass production just as the Union has, dthoughit'sal a super-secret. So it
occurred to me yesterday, after Vishinu's threatening speech, that what his athletes had up their deeves-
oh, excuse me, I'm alittle upset - | got theideathat it might be wiser to duck, just in case...’

There was no gratitude in Theo'seyes. 'l see,’ he said. '| am beginning to see. There are some footnotes
you haven't written yet.'

Martine was grinning now. He was beginning to fed very good. 'Say, I'm enjoying this, hesaid. The
Hyphen between the Samese twinsis getting abit frayed. Let'skick it around alittle more... Areyou
going to pretend that you never took a so-caled defensive step until you found out the Union had taken it
firg?

'Stop it, Marty!" Helder cried. 'I've had about enough... Asit happened, we got a head start on one thing,
they did on another; either way, the other side soon found out about the new devel opment and caught
up... Oh, it'savicious, vicious circle, the whole thing. It's even hard to remember exactly how it started, a
half-dozen years ago, I've forgotten who started what. Something bigger than dl of uswasinvolved,
pushing us, it ran away with us before we knew it..."

'Excdlent,’ Martine said. 'Y ou are aware, of course, that your pretty little speech could have been
delivered by Vishinu, word for word? Undoubtedly has been?

'Don't misunderstand,’” Helder said. 'Oh, held say thosethingsal right, but... | don't want to give you the
wrong impression - he arted it, the Union started it! At least I'm pretty sure... It'sjust that - onceit got
rolling everything moved sofadt...’

'Our platform'’, Theo said, 'was commitment. Irrevocable commitment. But you didn't mean it that way.
Y ou meart, if the othersdon't play fair we take our irrevocable commitment back? It wasirrevocable
with strings, conditions?

But he got no further. Therewas ablinding flash outside, the whole ozone turned incandescent: the
atmogphere shimmied, space caught on fire. Then the dancing lights, shifting like anti-aircraft searchlights,
likethe AuroraBoredlis, went off. Then danced again, the ether doing ahula. Subsided for a moment.
Fared up ill another time. And whilethe air ignited, was snuffed out, flamed again, therewas an
incredible booming explosion outsde, some ultimate noisemaker a work, the earth heaving up abelching
basso from its bowels - then another, then athird, then another. The building quaked, moving what
seemed to beinches at atime: floor shuddered, walls seemed to jiggle.

It went on for fully aminute. Air sporadicdly blazing. Staccato rumblings beating on the eardrums. The
whole structure stricken with palsy. And they al stood, all three of them, rooted to their places, arms
akimbo and mouths ludicroudy frozen open.

Then it stopped. For amoment longer they stood where they were, animated as scarecrows. Then
Helder, first to snap out of it, rushed to the window; a second later he was joined by Theo and Martine.



It was something to see; at severa points around the city dense white mushrooms seething above the
highest skyscrapers, symmetrica top-heavy dps sculpted of fleece and cotton batting, sorouting on the
double like budsin a speeded-up zoological film. And in their wake, licking up around their bases, were
sheets of flame - fires everywhere, giving off swirling clouds of black smoke.

'Oh, no," Helder said. 'Oh, no." It sounded as though he were saying a prayer.
‘Atom bombs,’ Theo said.
'Lots of atom bombs," Martine said.

He suppressed an impulse to giggle; something was breaking loose in him, he was on the edge of
hysteria. They were, he thought, like three little boys way back at the dawn of television, sitting on the
edges of their seatsin the parlour and exchanging awed whispers about Hopal ong Cassidy's deadeye
marksmanship.

"They're usng smdl ones' Helder said. 'Very small. Implosive type. Subcritical amounts of plutonium,
probably.' He pressed his pams against the window. 'It'sredlly fine glass,' he said irrdlevantly. They tell
meit'l stand up againgt dmost anything. Keeps out the gammarays, that's one thing, besides it's damn
near shatterproof, they do something to the silica. Of course, we're pretty high up too, the blast couldn't
be very strong this high up, that's to be considered..." He made asniffing noise. 'My sinusis bad today.'

'Peoplewho livein glass defences, Martine said.
'Glass? Defenssm? It was Theo speaking, he sounded remote, deepy, dmost.

'Glass defence mechanism, Martine said. 'Not shatterproof. Y ou know, | was born on the day of the first
mushroom.’

A sound came up from histhroat: maybe a giggle, maybe ahiccup, he wasn't sure.

A buzzing noise from the desk. Helder ran over and snapped a switch on the intercom box. 'Y es? he
sad.

A clipped metdlic voice: 'Anderson cdling in, St
'Anderson! What's going on out there? Have you got anything on this?

'We're getting apriminary picture. It's a systemetic fifth-column operation - not many Unioneers actively
involved, aswe makeit out, mostly Strip agents. They planned to blow up the capitol building too, they
were setting abomb on one of the lower stories but their man was nabbed before he could get it rigged
up - a Strip citizen, one of the gtaff janitors, Negro, he'staking now... At least twelve limited-action
bombsplanted in L.A. All at key spots: the Neuro-Loco Ingtitute, the Ingtitute for Advanced

Cyber-Cyto Studies, the Olympic Training Clubs headquarters, several prosthetics warehouses. They did
quite ajob downstairs too - three or four bombs were set in the power plants and whatnot, the Slot'sa
mess. The pattern seemsto be a concerted attack on all plants and research centres concerned with

pros. No delayed-action radiation, our disaster crews can be mobilized without anti-gammarray gear. At
least for above-ground operations.’

'All right, Helder said. 'l see. Keep me posted.’

'Yes, Sir... Just aminute, Sir! Something more's coming in now... Y es. Theticker from New Jamestown
says the same thing's going on there... And here's one from Martinesburg, same story - they aso got the
Radiation Research Labs up there... Oh, something ese. It's not just bombings. Uh, uh. Thereve been



attacks on individua s too. On amps, wherever they could be found. Let's see... Y es. Amps have been
attacked on the Streets, in classrooms, in rest homes, even in their own houses. Pretty damned
gystematic. In theseindividua attacks the men aren't injured, just their pros smashed. It seemsto be
directed againgt pros, no casualties except in the bombings. They've located some of our stock piles of
prostoo, they've been blown up too...'

‘All right," said Helder. They're trying to immobilize us. Of course. Prepare alist of theingtalations and
stock piles that've been hit as soon asyou can. | want to get afull picture of the extent of the damage. At
once. What about the fires?

"The boysthink they'll be able to get them under control, herein L.A. anyway, haven't heard from the
other citiesyet. The disaster crews are out already.’

'Keep me posted.'

Helder switched off the intercom, sat down at his desk. He seemed to belost in thought, fingers
drumming on the blotter. Findly he nodded his head vehemently, three times, then reached for the
intercom and pressed one of the buttons on its control board.

'Y es, Sr? the machine barked.

'Riley? Helder said. 'Now listen carefully, Riley. We can't have any dip-ups. Thisisit. Asof this moment
we're abandoning Plan A. Plan B goesinto operation immediately. Y ou know what to do. Send out the
emergency B flashto dl Olympic Training Clubs. Mobilization a the convergence points. Digtribution of
flame-arms, rotor-arms, heli-arms, rifle-arms from the secret stock piles, as per schedule.

Designated shock units advance to meet the Union forces. Only the designated ones, understand - this
dow pincers movement from the coasts |ooks like a manoeuvre to draw our defence units away from
home base to make things easy for the fifth column. Designated anti-fifth-column units begin their security
patrols. Atom bombs supplied the demoalition squadsin no case to exceed the size and strength of those
employed by the Union agents. The hundred thousand kiloton bombs to be kept in reserve for Plan D,
check onthis. All unitsin Union territory to be given the B flash, they're to begin operations
immediatdy...

'‘Got it, gr.'

'Get going, Riley. Report back... Oh, one morething. Recal al personne from the Victoria Dredging
Project immediately. To be reassigned to fire-fighting and anti-fifth-column operations.’

Theo had been listening to this conversation. He | eft the window now and approached Helder. 'Y ou even
have plans? he said.

'Grow up, Theo!" Helder grunted. 'Of course - they've got plans, we've got plans, it's been that way for
years.'

'Y ou even - have agentsin the Union?

'Weld bein ahdl of afix now if wedidn't,' Helder said. ‘A lot of Strippers, even underprivileged
Negroes are surprisingly loya to their country, Theo. To Immob, that is. Many of them living around the
Union a drategic pointsthisvery minute. They'll provetheir loyalty pretty damned convincingly before
the afternoon's over, take my word for it..."

"Y ou could have given them some reason for their loydty,’ Theo said. 'All the discrimination - | tried to
tell you, it was making avery bad impressoninthe Ead..."



'What could | have suggested - afew more anti-discrimination and fair-employment-practice laws? 1 did,
but I got voted down. A lot of good al that crap does anyway - remember the old South, did the law
ever do anything about lynchingsthere?... No, no, Theo, it wasn't anything to be solved by decree. I'd
hoped that with time, by patient education - it was atrangtional period, people had to be changed
dowly...

'‘Amputation isn't dow,’ Theo said, hands raised. ‘It only takes an hour.' He sat down across from Helder
and fell into what seemed to be his chief pastime this afternoon: he stared at hishandsin asort of reverie.
'So we take everything back,' he said. ‘It'satransitiona period, we can't beirrevocable overnight.' He
held his hands up. 'We take everything back. But suppose | want to take my hands back? For the first
time hisvoicelost its soft, pleasant modulations, rose dmost to a scream. "Who will give me back my
hands? Who will give back my hands?

'Don't get so dramatic,' Helder said with disgust. 'Remember, | gave my legstoo.’

Martine came over and stood between the two. 'l didn't give anything, he said, twirling around like a
mannikin. 'Not so much asacalus or ahangnail. | ask you both to note this carefully, in case anybody's
ever in apogtion to write any more disarming footnotes.' But then disgust cameinto hisface, awave of
dyspepsia. Helooked at his hands as though they were enemies, and said, '‘But | did give my hands - to
the cave. Who will give the lobotomist back his hands?

Helder'sface was grim. 'I'm not going to be in a position to do much of anything, he said. 'I'm going to
be dead.’

'Dead? Martine echoed.

'Sure. Oh, I'm being guarded, al right, but sooner or |ater, tomorrow, next week, somebody will get to
thinking about the Assassination Clause and decide to get me. It would probably have happened years
ago, if my colleagues hadn't taken steps. They'll get Vishinu too, sooner or later, and alot of hispals
aong with him. They'll keep knocking off the leaders on both sides, one after the other. Thewar will go
on - well wininthe end, of course, justiceison our Side, but alot of leaderswill fal by theway. It only
takes one man, dipping by the guards...'

'Or maybe one guard,” Martine said. 'Y ou've got twelve guards. Twelve gpostles. There'susualy at least
one Judasin every twelve gpostles, that's about ‘the ratio. The figure ought to interest a neat
mathematician likeyou.'

But Helder seemed bored by the discussion of his own fate. He was absorbed in his own thoughts again,
lips pressed tightly together and eyesfar away, nose twitching as he sniffed. "The trangition istougher than
we'd anticipated,’ he said dreamily. "There's much trouble ahead till - but we're moving, well get there.
We must believe that.' He cocked his head and looked at Martine. 'If thisdidn't work, even this - then
good God, what will? What could? It'll work, it's got to."

'What <2l work? Martine felt the hysteriagtirring in him again. 'I'll tell you what e selll work - 1've spent
nearly eighteen years studying the question! Y ou haven't asked me where I've been al these years,
Helder, you've been distracted. I'll fell you what I've been up to for over seventeen years! I've beenona
littleidand in the Indian Ocean, that's where, cutting open heads and tracing the aggressonsin them.
Sitting in alittle cave, the Mandunga cave, performing Mandungalobotomies, Christ only knows how
many thousands of skulls 1've pried open trying to get at the secret of aggression - how many hundreds of
thousands of pages I'vefilled with data on where aggressivenessisrooted in the human cortex and how it
can be diced and scissored out - there's more information on the aggression areas of the human cortex
back in that cave, probably, that anybody ever dreamed about. Oh, I've become an expert on the



subject, | cantdl you athing or two about |obotomizing little rapists down to good little pacifidts, I've
turned out more and better pacifists with my trepans than all your Immob surgeons ever did...’

When Martine spat the word 'Mandunga at him, Helder stiffened, looked quickly at Theo, then back
again. He was suddenly aert and concentrating.

'l tell you what won't work!" Martine babbled. 'Attacking the human organism with ascalpel won't
work, that's sure! | can dice up the worst homicidal maniac's prefontal lobe and give you ared lamb of a
pacifist, sure, the best little basket case you ever saw - but he's not a human being any more, just alump!
Just like an amp! Ambulatory basket case! For good! No, no, the knife won't work, you swine! Look at
yoursdlf thismoment - the pacifist's flown out of the window, the rapist's back in action with his
emergency flashesand Plan B'sl More Rosemarys, eh, you loveit! | could have done ahell of alot better
job on you with my scapel, back in the Mandunga cave. I'd have made your commitment irrevocable, dl
right - only you'd have become an irrevocable vegetable too! Y ou know what's wrong with the
butcher-boy approach to the problem? I'll tell you - it just says aggression wherever there's any sign of
violence and goes after it with aknife, not bothering to determine whether the thing'sred or phony. It
attacks the pretence as though it were the real thing - so the essential psychologica problem's untouched,
the phony rapist’'s phony premises become the premises of the psycho-surgeon's science, he's operating
onthebassof agigantic lie! Thereésonly onething that'll work, you pig, that has any chance of saving
man before he's annihilated through his own masochism, it'sto get behind his shows of violence and
pound it hometo him that 99 per cent of them are phony, masochigtic in inception and masochigticinaim,
born of death and striving for death. That'll work, only that, al the rest is suicide disguised as science and
humanitarianism, you swine, you dirty swine...

'Marty!" Helder had risen again, he waslooking a Martinein utter disbelief. 'Mandunga- why, when
Theo came back from Africa he told me about thisidand and awhite man... Marty! This Mandunga
thing! Y ou were the white man - you performed al those operations - we haven't done too much with
lobotomy and things like that, of course, the cyber-cyto emphasisisalittle different - you've been at it for
eighteen years, you kept records...’ As he talked his eyes narrowed.

Martine shook hishead, trying to get control of himsdlf. "Y ou're getting that programmeatic look," he said.
'Skip it - I've talked too goddamned much aready...’

'Marty,' Helder said. 'L ook, it's not accidenta, your returning like this. The timing's too nest, there must
beareason... Ligen, thisthing could still work, thereéstime. Even if you pretend not to believe in Immob,
hell, you wroteit, it came from you - sometimes aman is picked to convey more than he knows, he'sa
vehiclefor something bigger than himsdif...

'I've been avehicle, Martine said dowly, ‘for some thing smaler than myself. Smadler, and deader. That
wasmy sn.

"It could still work!" Helder insisted, his eyes shining. 'Y ou could makeit work! Listen, al you've got to
dois- becomeavol-amp! A quadro! We could arrangeit in no time. Then right after the surgery well
announce your return, it'll be the most magica charismatic thing that ever happened - it'll shock people
back to their senses, even Vishinu'll be stopped in histracks... You can do it, Marty! Y ou could save
humeanity!"

Martine glared at Helder. He clamped his palms to his temples as though he had to exert pressure to
keep his skull from flying off. And he began to laugh. 'Say," he said, 'that would be a pretty good punch
linefor the joke." He began to laugh harder. 'No, thanks just the same. Maybe | am one of you in my
heart - but al the same, I'll keep my amble.’



"Think, Marty!" Helder shouted. 'Y ou could save the human race! It would be like the Second Coming!”

'I'm going to leave now. | don't think you'll do anything about it - you know | could spill some pretty
unsavoury beans. No, | think you're going to let me walk out of here!

'Don't doit, Marty,' Helder pleaded. 'The fate of the world isin your hands.’

‘Thefate of your handsisin your hands,' Theo said. He was regarding his own again, bending the fingers
dowly.

'Speaking of ambivaence,” Martine said. 'I'd like to make onefina point. Y ou've both got quite ataste
for twice-two's, this should warm the cockles of your Euclidean hearts. I've just figured out another ratio
- I'm twice the man either of you is! Between the two of you you'd make a human being. Y ou two ought
to get together and have agood long talk about columbium, for ingtance...’

He clicked his hedls and bowed deeply to Helder. 'Mistuh Interlocutuh,’ he said. 'l| hope your Sinusis
better - you'll haveto do alot of deep breathing.' He repeated the movement. '‘Brudder Tambo. May the
scape stay on the other Side of theriver - you haven't got many spare partsleft.’ He straightened up and
waved hishand. 'It's been ared nicefish fry.' He opened the door and went out.

Hisface was drenched, his hands fluttering, but he felt an intense exhilaration. Going down the corridor,
he skipped once or twice. When he came to the door marked OFFICE OF PRICE CONTROL he
stopped and looked through the glass pand again. "What price migraine.’ The wholesale price of eggs per
gross was now up to $8.276. 'What price mushrooms.' To the tune of an old song he sang,

Too-too-twosie, good-bye,
Too-too-twosie, don't cry .

At the elevator he had to make a decision: go back to the underground cavern or get out at street level?
He had to sneak away from the city - he couldn't think beyond that. Which would be the safer way?
Underground he might get lost; and there had been bombs set off in the Industrid Slot, the way might be
blocked; dl indl, it would be wiser to take his chancesin the street, out in the open - there werefires,
things must be a mess out there, but he might be ableto pick hisway through. At least, there was no
danger of radiation.

When he got into the elevator he pressed the button marked 'Main Floor'. He hummed to himsdlf, astrain
from the Mandunji work song.

Smoke everywhere, churning black balls ricocheting from the roof tops; the sun was screened off asin an
eclipse. Sirenswhinnying; shouts; feet dapping excited paradiddles on pavements; growl of trucksin sde
streets - he heard more than he could see; his eyes smarted from the smoke, he held his hand over them
and went dong sumbling.

Rush of scorching wind, some agitated eddying of heat currents - suddenly the soupy haze cleared away
inthe areato hisright, he could see down the street for three or four blocks. Fire down there, huge
flameswerelicking from atall building and smoke poured from it as from a giant smokestack. Clutter of
fire-fighting gpparatusin the street. Up above, dl dong the face of the building, buglike figures hovering in
theair - men, quadros, equipped with umbrdlalike heli-arms, bodies and heads swathed in puffy sacks,
ashestos probably. Each one with along thick nozzle tucked under the right arm, and ahosetrailing to
the ground fromit, and a spray of water or some fire-extinguishing chemica flaring from the nozzle's
mouth.



People darted here and there, flitted across the Street and then back again, chattering, grunting, hallooing.
He paid no attention to them - the smoke was swirling down on him again, he groped hisway dong as
best he could, coughing and dabbing at hisinflamed eyes with a handkerchief.

Entering one of the target areas now, gpparently: buildings pretty badly wrecked, wisps of smoke curling
from windows, streets cracked and buckled. A shattered store front, jumble of waresin it - something
moving in the debris, sometiny glistening thing. He stopped and peered in. F.A.O. SCHWAB, asagging
sign said - branch of the toy shop he'd seen in New Jamestown.

Some smdl bright thing moving. He recognized it: aminiature quadro cut-up, strutting absurdly on itstiny
trangparent legs and swinging itstiny transparent arms - tripping, rolling over, springing to itsfedt,
marching, tripping again, scattering broken dolls heads and torsos before it asit made its dapstick
stumblebum way back and forth. Nobody laughing now. Playing to an empty house. More spectacular
pratfalson view dsewhere...

Diagondly acrossthe direet, abuilding with half its face blasted away. Strands of smoke streaming lazily
from some of the windows, here and there aflick of flame. Something sticking from one of the windows,
burning awavery orgonotic blue glow - pair of cybernetic arms, firearms, burning, blue flames sprouting
from thefingers, no telling if abody was attached to them.

Choking, acrid fumesin his-mouth, he turned a corner and proceeded down the block.

He had thought that by taking this course he would skirt the damaged areato the right, but after walking
ashort distance he saw that he was heading into another one - more fire, smoke, wreckage in the street.
Here the streets and sidewalks seemed to have erupted: they had not only buckled, here and there amost
impassable holes gaped in the concrete, maybe the effect of an underground explosion. Martine picked
hisway carefully around these pits; as he was passing a haf-toppled store, he froze, there seemed to be
human sounds coming from the crumbled and littered window. 'Oh!" somebody said obliquely.

A gurgling sound, something percolating deep in the throat. Another: someincredible smothered
hee-heeing, titter, or hysterical quaver or cry that went beyond fright, one of them or all three. Somebody

unutterable.
Silencefor amoment. Then thefirst voice croaking: 'Oh! Oh! Oh!'

Hard to tell where the sounds were coming from: beams had crashed down into the window, there was
nothing but awelter of mangled stedl. But - there was something else. Here and there, hidden under the
tangled girders, some small yellow thing - aseries of yellow objects, small, compact, yellow baskets.

Y dlow, dripping red.

Baskets. Blood trickling from them into the street.

Thisisthe way aworld ends, thisisthe way aworld ends, thisisthe way anotebook ends: with a bang,
amushroom, and awhimper.

'Oh. Oh. Oh." Quietly, no dramatics. Just an observation, neutral.

Between two large holesin the pavement there was anarrow stretch, more or lessintact, that led to the
window: delicately, testing before each step. Martine made hisway acrossit as he had to - no chocolate
layer cakes with him, no glasses of milk, too late for that. There wasroom for him to stand outside the
window, aledge of solid pavement, spattered with coagulating blood, was | eft there.



Most of the amps were dead: one had been run through the gut by agirder, another's skull was squashed
flat by the broad side of abeam, athird had had his neck neatly dit from ear to ear, apparently by flying
glass - blood everywhere, trickling, forming in pools, dripping down into the street like plagtic, running
fingers

ambulatory lips. Sobbing laughter from another head three baskets away: 'Heeheeheehee!

He went on to the end, as he had to. Past the miniatured groaner, the stunted titterer, the shrunken
gurgler, stepping over the puddies of blood - to the yellow basket in the corner, as he had to. Basket
neetly trapped in amesh of girders, caged with ribbons of sted, blood oozing from it over the window's
edge and down to the sdewalk.

Stood there looking down &t the blood at hisfeet, hisblood. Raised his eyes and looked at the face in the
basket, hisface. Lids of the face that was hisface closed and fluttering, peevish mouth erupting soft
noncommittal oh's, blood-flecked foam churning at the corners of thelips- hislips.

Baby-blue blanket <till draped over the body that was his body yet less than his body - gashed in the
middle now, blood surging through therip, great blot of blood at the middle. Ripped by glass, probably:
glassdl about.

Itching in histhroat, coughed.
Twitching eyelids snapped open. Blood-caked lips clamped on an 'oh’.

Reached between two beams, caressed the clammy forehead. Found the handkerchief in his pocket,
brought it out, and wiped the lips clean, mopped the forehead.

Question in the wide-open eyesthat were his eyes. enormous unspeakabl e question, the ultimate
interrogation which takes place in an echo chamber.

'Why?
'l don't know, son. Something went wrong. Well haveto find out.’
‘Something went wrong we. Something. We!'

'No, no, son, you mustn't blame yoursdlf. It wasn't your fault - you did everything you could. Maybe
people weren't ready yet.'

Taking softly, dl thewhile reaching for the lower edge of the blanket, lifting it gently.
'Y ou have nothing to reproach yoursdlf for. Y ou went dl theway. Othersfdl behind, not you.'

‘Lifting gently, the wound coming into view. The whole belly ripped open, hole big enough for two fids,
lacerated guts hanging ouit.

Petting the head that was his head, soothing the feverish brow that was his brow, crooning yews for noes,
as he had to.

Eyes caught by something else: strange emptiness between the legs, what was [ eft of the legs, the ssumps.
Where the genitdls should be, something missing. Phaluslying unpropped. No testicles. Of course.
Cadtrated. Programmatically.

Shock: of recognition; dream backfiring. Icy prickling at the nape of the neck, along the spine. Blanket



back in place, mouth that was his - mouth absent-mindedly going 'Oh, oh, oh.’
"Y ou did everything you could.'

'Maybe we were wrong!" Head raised from pillow now, jerking from side to side, eyeswild and rolling.
'Everybody! They and we too and on al the sides! War - there was an explosion, outside people
gtanding listening | wastelling them the right and then explosion they disappeared sank down into the
ground | wastaking telling them they werent there... If! The dightest in theworld! Understand! Then if
we were wrong the arms the legs everything... Do you hear me! Stay there, don't Snk! Then in that case.
Oh. Oh. Oh. Oh. But they never bring the milk.'

Martine reached al the way between the beams, did hisarm under the boy's shoulder, cradling him,
trying not to fedl the ssumps of the vanished armsthat had been hisarms.

'l want my arms | want my legs. Y ou do that. And the milk. Like a piece of chocolate cake too, please.
Hungry, fed empty.’

‘Listento me, son! Y ou wereright! Never doubt it for aminute. The world will thank you for al thisone
day - you'll see, it will work yet. Don't lose your faith! Y ou do not make your sacrifice for nothing - you
arethetrue son of Martine, your father would be proud of you, you are flesh of hisflesh..."

Trying to keep the nauseafrom hisvoice. Rocking back and forth gently, rocking his son.

Body that was his body tense and trembling in hisarm, relaxing dowly as he spoke the noes as yeses.
Eyesthat were hiseyes, looking up a him with diminishing fright, trust growing in them.

‘All right then?Y ou say of course? No war?
"Therewill be peace. Close your eyes and breathe deeply. Don't be afraid, son.’

Bresthing regular now, languid. Martine put his free hand into his jacket pocket, as he had to, took out
the automatic. He reached in until the mouth of the gun was an inch away from the boy's right temple,
rocking softly, crooning, 'Sleep, son, deep.’ Aimed directly at young Tom's prefontal |obes, as he had to,
at the prefrontal |obes that were his prefrontal |obes, as he had to, pulled the trigger, as he had to.

Spasm: body arched, he cradled it around the shoulders, poor maimed truncated shoulders, gripped it
tight. 'Son, son," he said. Then the body shivered crudly, fdl limp. Mouth closed in a pout. But the eyes
never opened.

Tonusgone.

Firgt successful lobotomy he had ever performed. As he had to. Last he would ever perform. As he had
to.

Close notebook.

Way anotebook ends: with whimper for milk and chocolate cake. And the chamber of the cave echoing
unspeakably.

'Seep, son,’ he said.

Question: Would he have pulled the trigger if Tom Martine, Sn of hissin, had not been mortaly
wounded? Unspeakable question, answer in the echo cave.



Heroseto hisfeet, made hisway back across the pavement, stepping over the pools of blood. At the
kerb, what was | €ft of the kerb, he sat down, hands spotted with blood of hisblood. Hid facein his
hands, and sobbed.

For along time he sat there. When he rose he dried his eyes on his deeve and began to grope hisway
through the smoking city again, heading north, northwest.

'Ee-ee-ee-ee-ee," behind him, blubbering, sniggering.
CHAPTER 22

It took almaost an hour of manoeuvring through the streets, detouring tedioudy around the trouble spots,
before he reached the outskirts. His sense of direction hadn't failed him: signs began to appear, indicating
the route to DROP NUMBER SEVEN. Ten minutes more and he sighted the low concrete building
which housed the elevator entrances - and from this orientation point it was easy to find the highway,
which ran northwest.

He began to wak aong the highway, stirring up puffs of chalky dust along the soft sandy shoulder. His
mind was empty; the automatic in his pocket bumped againgt his side as he went, he did not noticeit. He
was numbed, couldn't think. First to the motel, to deep.

A vehicle came up from behind him and wheezed to a hdt - battered hulk of atouring car, inits open
window the friendly tanned face of a man perhapsforty, rawboned, eyes green and direct. Hisarms, lean
and muscular, extending from the rolled deeves of ablue denim shirt, were his own; Martine could see
that he was wearing long trousers, faded dungarees, instead of the shorts worn by amps.

'Where are you headed?
'Sviridoff's - mote about twenty miles down the -'
'Hopin, if youwant alift. I'm going right past there.’

The man's voice was degp and pleasant, neither, unctuous nor gruff, just straightforward - the twang
Martine recognized as Western, hisfather had it too.

Martine climbed in, the car started off. They drove for aminute or two in silence.
'Bad back there,' the driver said.
'Yes.' A twitch of suspicion: 'What made you pick me up?

'Oh...' Thedriver kept his eyeson theroad. 'l don't know - wanted company, | guess. Saw some bad
things back there!

'| didn't ask you for aride.’

'Don't get me wrong.' The man rubbed one palm against the side of hisface. 'I'm not posing asthe
good-Samaritan type. Good Samaritans give me the bellyache. | wasjust lonely, | reckon.’

That was al he choseto say: hefished acigarette out of his, shirt pocket, offered oneto Martine, lit one
for himsdlf. Then he gave Martine aquizzical sdelong glance, rubbed histongue dowly over hislips, and
added,

'Wdll, I'll giveit to you straight. Y ou interested me. | noticeit when aman'sgot hisown armsand legs!



"Y ou don't disapprove of backward elements like me? Of course, you look pretty backward yourself.'

The man didn't reply: he smply reached out and switched on the radio. A tense announcer's voice faded
in: "...oulletin recelved a our news desk just five minutes ago. Omaha, Des Moines, Theo City, and
Helderfort have been hit badly too, a key surface ingtallations aswell as underground, but the newsis
not al bad. Hundreds of fifth columnists have aready been rounded up around the Strip and the number
isgrowing by the minute. More reassuring yet, it seemsthat in many places the boys of the Olympic
training clubs have spontaneoudy organized and equipped themsalves with specid-function asamsand are
now marching out to meet the invading Union forces - skirmishes have dready been reported in severa
aress, the Union casudlties are reported to be heavy. President Helder, ladies and gentlemen, is safe at
the capitol, he hasjust issued an urgent gpped to dl true Immobsin the Union, caling on them to throw
off their imperialist oppressorsand -'

The man snapped the radio off. '‘Backward? he drawled. 'Hard to tell just what's backward and what's
forward any more.’

'Yes... Where you headed for?
‘Bar Limbo.'

'What? Martine jerked, grunted, began to shake his hand violently. Hed been reaching for the cigarette
between hislips when the man answered, hisfingers had suddenly clamped together directly over the
lighted tip. He sucked at the burned knuckles.

'Oh - that's my ranch, it's up in the foothills about three hundred miles north of here... That name, it'sjust
ajoke.’

'What the hell kind of ajokeisthat? Martine's voice was rough.

'Wdll, you know, there are those references to Limbo in Martine's notebook. That's how we hit on the
name - wejust like the way it sounds.’

‘Ligten!" Martine sat up straight and turned toward the driver. ‘What are you trying to say, man? Giveit to
me straight, 1've got to know! Isit - do you mean you've held out, never became an amp, because you're
sick of thewholething - al this shit - you've kept your arms and legs because -'

The man held up an admonishing hand. ‘Don't get the wrong ideaabout me," he said. 'I'm not as
well-preserved as | look.'

He reached down with hisfree hand and tugged at one trouser leg, then the other: hislegs were exposed
to the knees. Martine blinked: both legs were plastic.

'Oh... But | don't get it, you hide them...

'Sure | hide them!" the man said violently. 'I'm no goddamned vol-amp! | didn't turnin my legs, | lost
them - sameway Theo lost his - in the Third, during the hell-bombing of Moscow. Isthat something to
be proud of, that a burst of ack-ack ploughed off your legs eighty thousand feet over Moscow? So
proud that you go and do more of the same to yourself? He pushed histrouser legs down again. They
gavemeamedd for it, he went on more camly. 'l don't display that either.’

'l don't understand your bitterness.” Martine found it hard to keep the excitement out of hisvoice.

‘That'swhat it's cometo,' the man said, hislips curled. 'A man who's bitter about being cut down to
something less than aman is considered - peculiar. Twisted. Off the beam, somehow... Theo sayshis



glorification of amputeeism, his sawing off hisarmsto complete the job - in arevelation he saw that this
was what Martine called upon him to do in the notebook. Y ou know what | answer to that? Theo can't
read! Theré'slots of thingsin that book | don't understand -'

'Metoo, Martine said. His throat muscles were so tight he could hardly get the words out, they camein
awhisper.

- but | understand this much. Whatever confusion there wasin thisguy Martines mind - even if hefinaly
went up and got himsdlf killed for no earthly reason - and to the extent that it makes any goddamned
difference at al what he thought and did - in the end he was saying that anybody who's half a man has got
to fed bitter about being cut down to less than human size. Got to stand up, even on hismiserablelittle
stumps or whatever'sleft of his standing-up apparatus, and yell no to al steamrollers... Remember that
last gpeech in the notebook, in the dialogue part, where Martine has Theo, Babyface he calls him, speak
his piece for acouple of pages? That comes after al the fine talk about immobilization and passivity and
al that muck, al the stuff Helder and Theo took serioudly. And after dl of that, what does Martine have
Theo say? Only: you've got your legsand | haven't got mine - you talk about fine humanitarian
programmes, | lie here and massage my stumps. That's the last thing in the notebook. What's it mean,
except that immobilization and passivity are one big dirty joke, not theway out of war but thelogical
end-result of war, the thing behind war, the thing war disguises...’

Martine turned his head away; hislips were trembling, he did not want the man to see how moved he
was. 'Y ou - figured dl that out for yourself?

'Doesn't take much figuring. Just some plain smplefeding... They want meto believe I'm better off!" he
sad. 'In place of my frail, sumbling old flesh-and-blood legs I've got infinitely superior ones-
superstrong, supersensitive, superdexterous, and al. No, I'm not better off. Because, no matter how
cleverly these plagtic legs are made, they're still plastic. They're dead. Part of meisdead. It'ssinful to be
dead. A man'snot aman unlesshe'sgot dl hispartsand isaivein dl of them, usesthem... | missmy own
legs. | know these artificid, oneswill do the job better - they'll never buckle, ache, get shinned, fracture,
develop charley horses or sunburn or arteriosclerosis or frostbite, never sweat in the summer and knock
at the kneesin the winter, never quake. And if they do go wrong | can always get replacements. But a
man should be able to stand on his own two legs, hisown. With dl their frailties. | want legsthat areless
perfect but more dive. Evenif they sumblealittle, and quake. A man should ssumble and quake alittle.
Only robots never sumble and quake... Y ou know why people laugh so hard when they see an amp trip
or take adive? Because the horror in ahuman being is perfection, infalibility - that'sinhuman, and the
ideathat you can get it, short of death - that's alaugh. The ssumble, thefall, it reminds people of the frail
humanity behind al the mechanica perfection, thelife- it'sahdl of ardief to seeit pop up. If men were
meant to be perfect, they'd be hatched somewhere up in those fleecy clouds, where the angels hang out,
not down here on earth and earthbound, a damned sight closer to hell, to limbo anyhow, than to heaven.
Not that it's not human to want to be perfect - but the deeper part of humanity iswanting it and never
getting it, knowing damned wdll it'samirage... I'm scared of the perfectionist who takes himsdlf serioudy.
What happened just now back there in Los Alamos - that was the work of perfectionists, every war is.
Lookslike the only redly perfect thing they'll be able to boast about is aperfect war...'

Martine rubbed his hands over his knees. his pams were soaking wet. Therésalot | don't know,' he
finally managed to say. 'I'm aparasitologist - I've been away for along time, doing research... Let me ask
you: are there many people who fed the way you do?

‘Quite afew,’ the man answered. ‘A pretty fair number. Y ou don't see them around much.’

'l know, yourethefirst onel've met... Why should that be?



Now it was the driver's turn to study Martine. He looked directly at his passenger, green eyes suddenly
narrow and cautious, appraising. For along moment Martine stared back, waiting for him to break the
Slence.

The man shifted his eyes back to the road. He seemed lost in thought. Then he took a deep breath,
pressed hislipstogether and bit them - it was clear that he was trying to make some difficult decision.

Findly he spoke. 'I'm probably shooting my mouth off more than | should. But you look O.K., I'll tekea
chance... You redlly astranger around here?

"That'son the level. I've been in Africastudying tropical diseases. Thelittle I've seen of Immob makes me
sck to my ssomach.’

‘All right. Heresthe picture...’

Astherancher told it, alot of people were pretty badly banged up in the Third - lots of amputees, aswell
as paraplegics and other kinds of cripples. Even more civilians wounded than vets. All right. Then the
pacifist movement took over the government, there was alot of fancy talk about Martine's notebook, the
internationd Situation got bad again, there was more talk about the notebook - then, pop, there was
Immob. Suddenly able-bodied kids all over the place were rushing to recruiting officesto sign up the
ampism, holy gleam in their eyes. Some people, alot of people, were horrified. Intheir own
smple-minded way, the war wounded had been thinking that what had happened to them was adirty
rotten kind of deprivement; now here were adl these fanatica kidsfighting for aplacein line so they could
acquire the same damage voluntarily.

Of course, the Theos couldn't wait to cripple themsalves still further. Others, though, couldn't see making
ahorror into something holy... Not that the rancher wanted to exaggerate. Not &l the anti-lmmobs had
noble motives, none did, probably. Some, in fact, were moved by pretty low considerations. they'd come
by their wounds the hard way, and as aresult were the first heroes of the postwar period; now here were
al these Johnny-Come-L atelys getting crippled painlesdy and threatening to take over the whole hero
business. Naturally, some of the vets had agripe... But, no matter what moved this or that particular guy,
alot of guys objected. Pretty soon they were joined by others with less embattled motives. Y oung
fellowswho were just too attached to their limbsto part with them on any basis. the rancher's
eighteen-year-old son was one of them. Mothers and fathers who had sweated to get their sons out of
the baby carriage and didn't care to see them ingtalled there again. Girls - some who were againg this
thing smply because they weren't allowed to join themselves, others, not for feminist reasons but just
because they didn't want their men less than men. (The rancher's wife was one such, his
twenty-year-old-daughter another.) Minority peoples, Negroes and such; like alot of women, they saw
that the old status system was only taking on anew and more spectacular form in Immob and that they'd
be as carefully discriminated againgt in the new order asinthe old... All sortsof people. With al sorts of
motives. But with the same urge - to scream no to thisfina cuddling up to the steamraller...

They screamed in lots of places. Inthe Union aswell asthe Strip. It was bad, they were squelched in
more effective ways than by a policeman's club. Theirate citizens mobbed them. First the parents and
wives and girl friends of the new heroes. after their darling boys had diced off their legsthey didn't want
anybody going through the streets yelling that it was dl adirty mistake. There were some pretty bloody
skirmishes, people werekilled. Then it got worse. After awhile the cyberneticists invented their new pros
and the young heroes were fitted out with super-arms and super-legs. They began to get around. And
they attacked the anti-lmmob meetings; lots more peoplekilled. In the Union aswell asthe Strip. Inthe
Union they even began to accuse the oppositionists of sabotage and terrorism, they staged spectacular
masstrids, everybody confessing to everything...



The anti-lmmobs went underground, inaway. That is, clammed up. They began to meet anong
themsdves, inlittleinformal study circles, and the circles kept in touch with each other. The Immaob world
stopped hearing about the opposition... Well, the opposition was till there. In both the Union and the
Strip. With their own ideas about what Martine was redlly getting at; they'd had alot of yearsin which to
talk it over. They didn't have any daborate programme to save humanity. Except one thing, maybe:

never, in politics, to make anything irrevocable... It was just that they had some notion about integrity.
Which, maybe, was alot closer to what Martine had been driving at than the filthy farce of Immob...

‘That's about it,' the rancher said. 'This afternoon | was at ameeting in L.A. when the attack came. All us
vet-amps got away safely because we were in disguise, you see. Reckon modesty does pay... | don't
know. Maybe, when the war's far enough aong, ther€lll be achance for usto do something. Were
discussing it now. We're waiting to hear from our friendsin the Union about it... Of course; we don't have
any big gaudy programme to offer people, no sensations. Maybe those of uswho don't buddy up to the
steamroller will dways be the outcasts, maybe well aways have to go around with our eyes cast down
and our lips buttoned up. If the war doesn't eliminate everybody. Well see...!

Severd minutes passed by while Martine sat without moving amuscle, concentrating on the shimmer of
the desert landscape. His heart was hammering, histhroat was parched, hisfingerstrembled. Twice he
opened his mouth as though to speak, then thought better of it - once he even shook his head
emphéticaly. The driver glanced over a him from timeto time, curious.

At last Martins cameto life and said, Thanks." He thought for amoment, then added: 'l want to thank,
yon for trusting me. | think the most important single thing that ever happened to me was meeting up with
you today.'

Ancther slence, hislipsworking.

'Y ou see, | had ason back there - one of the Anti-Pro leaders. He was killed in one of the bombings. |
despised everything he represented, but until this moment | never suspected there was anything else | eft.
It'sagood thing to know somebody like you exists - whether you have any impact on events or not...'

The picture was complete at last. There had been one ingredient missing until now: the opposition. Now
he saw the whole thing - the horror, and the opposition to the horror. Of course. Hed been anidiot not
to suspect that there must be an opposition. Of course there was an opposition, the seed of opposition,

the potentiality of opposition.

‘Thanks," he said again. ‘'Now there's something I'd like to tell you. Y ou're interested in Martine?

"Wl - sure. Not as an authority - we've had abellyful of authorities - just asaman. I've got afedling he
and | might have had something in common...'

"Y ou would have. That's not just aguess- | used to know him, there were periods when we were very
close’

The green eyes when they turned to Martine were bright, startled, brimming with questions. 'What was he
like?

'Confused! Let's establish that first - no angel, no messiah, no saviour, just sumbling and quaking and
confused as hell! Whatever he was, he wasn't a perfectionist. He had too much of a sense of humour for
that.'

'Still, the notebook, parts of it..."



‘Confused too, likeitsauthor. Sure! But it didn't have any of the meanings Helder read into it - Martine
wasn't confused about Header's meanings, at least... No. Y ou see, hed been stunned by theline hed
once come acrossin Rimbaud: To every cregture several other lives were due - which suggested to him
that, just as hisanalyssindicated, hewasahell of alot more than what he appeared to be on the surface,
he was filled with smothered persondities, everybody was. But hed aso been hit hard by that other line
of Rimbaud's: Don't be avictim. That meant, as he saw it, that you mustn't victimize one part of you in
favour of another, sacrifice one of your potentia livesto another. In other words, he had your idea:
integrity, intactness - living with the whole being, trying to bring it dl to the surface, never truncating any
dimension of persondity. Hewas afraid that pacifism, which no doubt originated in the decent and
civilized impulses of mankind, would never get anywhere at al, only become a partner to catastrophe
after catastrophe, so long asit perssted in seeing man as atruncated monolithic thing, all potential
goodness. That if the do-gooders saw man as truncated, they'd wind up truncating him - theories have a
habit of proving themsdvesthat way.'

'Funny you never reported that to anybody.'
'I've been away. | didn't even know -'

Thedriver pointed at something up ahead. There'sthe motel, he said, hisvoice dmost inaudible. He
dowed up and turned into the drive, parked the car on the gravel stretch in front of the cottages. He took
his hands from the whedl and raised them part way toward Martine, pdms up, as though begging for
something - it was the Mandunji gesture of greeting, parodied.

‘But then," he said. 'Histaking off that way?

'Ah!" Martine said. ‘But how, exactly, did he go? That's the whole question! Do you redlly believe that,
after writing what he did about masochism, he could have stepped out and taken that plane up to what
was certain degth - in asilly suicidal gesture that served no sensible purpose at adl? Y ou believe that?

'‘But in that case -

'Y es, he may have gotten away. There's a chance he's ill alive, somewhere. If he could get back here
and stay, if it were possible for him to come back, | believe held be with you and your friends. One way
or another. Provided you didn't get too messianic and programmatic on him.'

The man stared a him, mouth open. He was breathing hard.
'What's your name? Martine said.
'Don Thurman.’

'I'm Dr Lazarus. Lazare, for short. Nice namefor aparasitologist, don't you think? The leprous victim of
the pest, student of pestilences... Look, I've got something | want to give you. Wait here aminute, will
you?

Martine got out of the car and went off to his cabin. Hewasin asweat, he sat down and tried to think.
Thurman was certainly beginning to suspect. Why not spill everything to him? But there was adanger - if
Thurman and hisfriends knew for sure who he was they might, conceivably, try to keep him in the Strip.
There was achoice to be made: do everything to get back to Ooda and Rambo, or tie up with the Strip
opposition and very possibly end hislife here. For the messiah in him the answer was clear; but not for
the man. Was he man or messiah?... No, he had to get back to the idand, too much unfinished business
there, he must not do anything that would interfere. On the other hand, he had a certain obligation: he had
written the notebook, he must do everything possible to undo the damage it had caused. That meant



reveding the truth about himself, somehow or other. In some way that would not suck him back into
messiahdom... Well, he would have to take a chance on Thurman.

He searched through his vaise until he found hisworn copy of Dodge the Steamraller; the marginswere
filled with annotations. He sat down at the desk and opened the book to thefirst blank page after
Helder's postscript. He took a pen and wrote another entry there:

20 October 1990. Svirdoff's Motel, Outside Los Alamos
Back inthe Strip exactly 79 days.

L.A. bombed couple hours ago. Got away al right. Found Tom in awindow, guts ripped to bits by glass.
he was castrated: real meaning of Immob. Picked up on the Highway by arancher named Don Thurman.
Long tak with him.

Wish | could stay in the Strip. For one reason: to get to know Thurman better, maybe work with him and
hisfriends. Because they're the only ones who understand this notebook. But | wouldn't be true to mysalf
if | sayed here. | am involved in another life, in another part of the world; my jobisto return and
encourage the opposition there - ajob | should have started eighteen years ago. Meeting Thurman has
made that clear to me. Every man has some no to say in some place - and some yestoo.
Unmessianically. My placeis not here any more.

This book should be dedicated to Don Thurman, hiswife, his son, his daughter, and hisfriends. Because
if itsauthor could, he would want to livein Bar Limbo with them. Because they are human beings. But |
must go to the place that is my home and try to create my own Bar Limbo there. Not for humanity's
sdvation. For mine.

This notebook is now ended.
Dr 'Lazarus

That should do it, Martine thought. To clinch the thing, there were facamiles of severd origind
manuscript pagesin the notebook; sooner or later it would occur to Thurman to compare them with this
last notation...

Martine stepped into the office and asked the clerk if he had alarge envel ope. The man was so distraught
that he hardly heard the question: he had the radio on, the newscaster was talking: 'L ate flash. Discontent
isgrowing in the cities of the Union, there are Sgnsthat it may result in outbursts againgt the treacherous
Union leadership at any moment..." Martine repeated his question, the envel ope was produced, he stuck
the book inside and sealed the flap. He returned to the car, stood outside the driver's window.

'Here'sabook | want you to have,' he said. 'It'sacopy of Martine's notebook - I'vefilled the margins
with comments containing everything | could remember about Martine, to correct theliesin Helder's
footnotes. Youll learn quite abit from it - so long as you hold to your ideathat essentidly al appeadsto
authority arealot of shit... Just promise me two things. Don't open the book until tomorrow. That's
important. When you do get into it, make sureto read every page. Every one!'

'O.K." A long pause, the green eyes searching. 'I'm glad to have it. Maybe -' The eyeslit up, lips curved
inagmile

'Yes?

'Maybe - if any of us come out of thisalive - maybe well put out another edition of the thing. With your
footnotes correcting Helder's footnotes - they should be very pertinent...'



And the man began to laugh - his mouth was open wide now, he was panting, the gales of convulsive
laughter making histhroat quiver, they roared out in arush of wild sounds. Going beyond gdl, spleen,
nauses, thetrivid titters of mere sardonic disenchantment - acosmic laughter, big and round,
al-embracing: oceanic laughter, the ultimate Om.

It was infectious. Watching the man shake, Martine found himsdlf caught up in awave of immense
merriment. He began to laugh too - snickered at firgt, then abandoned himself to it and bent over with the
deightful hurt, holding his sides, tears pouring down his cheeks.

It went on for along time: the motel clerk came to the door of the office, stuck hisfrightened drawn face
out and stared at the two men. Findly Thurman regained control of himsdlf, wiped hiseyeswith hisarm.
Martine followed suit, patting hiswet face with his handkerchief.

'If | could stay here," Martine said, ‘'we might be friends. We've got alot in common. | fed that.'
'Y ou're going away?

'If | can manageit - | must go back to Africa. That'swhere my homeis. I've got awife and son there -
without them I'm not aive. Although often, when | waswith them... I've got to go back.’

'I'm sorry. We might have worked together.'
'If there were any way for meto stay,” Martine said smply, ‘I would work with you. | would try.'
Thurman held hislean brown hand out and Martine took it.

'Good luck to you and your family," Thurman said. ‘| hope you get where you want to go. |'ve got to get
back. to my family too - theré'salot to do.'

"Thanks,' Martine said. "Thanksfor thelift - it was quite alift. Good luck to you and your family too.’
Thurman started up the car.

"You'l beinterested in this, Martine said. 'I'veredlly got ahunch that Martinés still dive!’

The steady green eyes widened, searched.

'So have |,' Thurman said.

'When | get back home," Martine said, 'I'm going to look for him. I've got an ideawhereto look for him
now.'

'l think', Thurman said, ‘that the most important single thing that ever happened to me was mesting you.'
Hewaved. The car rolled off to the highway, stopped for amoment, turned, and sped away to the north.

Martine stood in the driveway for amoment, watching until the touring car disappeared. Then he went
back to his cabin, stripped and sank into bed. He had never been so tired in hislife, he was adeep dmost
before his head hit the pillow...

Much later, many hourslater, hed dept through the evening, according to thewall clock it was amost
onein the morning - he was awakened by arapping at the door. He bolted out of bed, groped for the
gunin hisjacket. He went to the door and opened it cautioudly.

Theo stood on the step, swaying like a drunken man. He was dressed in greasy |ong-legged trousers and
awork shirt with the deevesrolled down, there was a stained felt hat on his head. His face was chalky



white.
'Please," he whispered.

He came blindly into the room and sank into achair. For several minutes he sat there, frozen. Then at
Martine's urging, he began to spesk.

CHAPTER 23

It had been hectic after Martine left. Helder, it was clear, was getting ready to put into effect the next
phase of his operational scheme, what he had referred to as'Plan C' - a step which, it quickly dawned on
Theo, meant abold swinging over from defence to offence at the psychologica moment. Helder himsdlf
made it plain: in between conversations with his agentsin the field he explained impatiently, asthough
spelling out the bald veritiesfor aretarded child, that it would be suicidaly naiveto stick to purely
defensive measures out of some soupy programmatic sentimentality - the best and only redlly effective
defence was offence... So, in the course of one brief afternoon, Helder's metamorphosis was compl eted

- fromirrevocable pacifist to reluctant defensist to awhirlwind generalissmo of the classic combative
mould who reminded Theo far more of Hanniba and Napoleon than of the dedicated man who had
launched Immob. Helder had become EMSIAC.

During momentary lulls, they talked. At cross purposes. Theo, hismind full of Marting'slast mocking
words, had been concerned with columbium - Holder, for some reason, had stuck doggedly to one
subject: Mandunga. He indicated an extraordinary interest in Martine's references to Mandunga.

Martine, Helder suggested, had been aremarkably gifted lobotomist - if he had spent twenty years at that
kind of research, he must have come up with some incredible discoveries. Martine himsalf had hinted as
much: he claimed that he had hit upon an infalible surgical procedure for removing the aggressive centres
from the prefronta areas and destroying al the tonus which is mobilized in aggression. That would be
exciting to know about. There were many volumes of technica information back there on theidand,
according to Martine. What did Theo know about this fantastic cache of scientific literature? What did he
know about this whole Mandungathing - he had had many friendly and informative talks with thet old
chief - what was his name? - Ubu. On and on.

Theo did not answer. Not smply because he did not care to: he had no more answers. Over and over
again he parried Helder's questions with one of his own: What about columbium? At first Helder was
indifferent; then annoyed; then so exasperated that he turned to Theo furioudly and told him thewhole
gory, bluntly.

Of course there was arace for the limited sources of columbium, it had been going on for years. Never
mind who started it - Vishinu's men had taken thefirst dy steps, no time to go into the proofs now. The
race had gotten under way very soon after the invention of the atom-powered pro. Actudly it had been
borne home to Helder and afew of hismost intimate advisers - Theo didn't have to bother with these
vexing details of running agovernment, oh, no, he was afull-time hero - that it might be agood idea,
operating in an entirely confidentia way, to place some expert metalurgists on the Olympic Team. Just to
pick up alittle helpful dataon their travels: it would hurt nobody and it would alow the Strip to bargain
more intelligently at international conferences. The move had been extremely wise. For soon, & the
conferences, it became clear that the Union had at itsfingertips far more information than it was
concelvable for anybody to have without some very elaborate under-cover exploration.

Helder's agents checked. They learned that for some time the Union had been staffing its Olympic Team
amos exclusvely with metalurgists and mining engineers, and sending the Team on systemétic
expeditions disguised astraining cruises. The race wasintendfied. In the last couple of yearsit had



reached the point where hardly any traveller of any description whatsoever, whether Unioneer or
Stripper, was concerned with anything but columbium - everybody was looking for columbium... Now,
what was Theo's question: Had any members of this year's Team been looking for columbium around the
Indian Ocean?

The answer was very smple: practicaly al the members of thisyear's Team had been looking for
columbium in the Indian Ocean. Except Theo, of course. There had been no reason to bother his
ingpirationa, glowing mind about such mundane matters - might dim his charisma. So the captain of the
cruising yacht, and afew key members of the Team, had been ingtructed to keep the charismatic Theo
charismaticaly occupied while the metallurgists went about their job. Did that answer Theo's question?

It did. It told him &l he wanted to know: that he had been used. But by thistime Heider was so
overwrought and bitter that he proceeded to give Theo the answersto afew other questions he had not
asked, questions he didn't even know existed. The members of the Olympic Team hadn't only been
looking for columbium. They had also been planting stores of wegpons everywhere they went, weapons
flown in quietly from the hush-hush armouries of the Strip. Because the Union Team was doing precisely
the same thing, and the Strip could not ignoreit.

Thiswasthe point: if another war did break out over the question of columbium, it would hardly be an
all-out H-bomb and RW dust war. No, after the holocaust of the Third, nobody would dareto initiate
full-scale atomic warfare again - because both sides had about equa atomic-pile and breeder-reactor
facilities, and each knew that if it Started any red area-wide hell-bombing and dusting, the other could
promptly retaliate with at least equa effectiveness. Whatever atomic bombing might be done would be
limited in character, confined to specific targets, and neither Sde would dare to go very far beyond the
limits which the other imposed on itself. So it was entirely likely that there would be other types of
combat, with less deadly and more primitive weapons. Thewar could be pretty well visudized: for the
most part individual combatants, rigged up as human hdlicopters, would comeflying a each other ina
kind of aerid joust, hurling flame or bullets from their aams or trying to carve each other up with their
rotary sawsand drills... It might interest Theo to know that quite impressive quantities of arms had been
deposited in afew safe places on the Mandunji idand too. Against the day when Strip soldiers might be
stranded in that area, cut off from home bases. This, Helder trusted, would drive home to Theo the very
uncharismatic facts of politicd life. Helder was exceedingly sorry that he had to force ahero like Theo to
grow up in such arush - but thereit was. Tough titty, he knew. Nothing to be done. And now, please -
what about this Mandunga?

'I'mglad | had thistalk with you,' Theo said. 'It's opened my eyes... Look, if thisinformation about
Mandungais so important | think | know how to get it."

‘How?

'From Martine himsdf. Whether he wantsto talk or not. He's got volumes of information on the thing with
him, | saw them mysalf when | went out to the motdl to get him.’

Helder jumped up. 'WdI!" he said. 'Fine! Fine! I'll send some of the boys out right now. Nothing to it if
he's dill there, and if he'snot, agenerd darm -'

‘That won't do,' Theo said as Helder was reaching for the intercom. "The books aren't there now and
Martine hasn't got them with him no matter where heis. He packed avalise and brought it dlong when |
took him into town. All thevolumesareinthevadise!

'‘Wdl? Wheresthevaise?

'He hid it down in the Sot. He insisted. He told me wouldn't come any farther unless | stopped and let



him get out and hide the valise - without following him. | drove off to aparking strip, a aplace wherethe
Slot seemed to be completely deserted. | showed him where the evator was and he went down. He
was gone for about twenty minutes - he couldn't have gone very far from the elevator, we can cover the
areain no time. When he came back he didn't have the suitcase.”

‘But that's no good,’ Helder said, frowning. ‘Good God, man, he's been gone for hours. He's had timeto
pick up the suitcase and get hundreds of milesfrom L A

'Wrong,' Theo said. 'He may be hundreds of milesfrom L.A., but he hasn't got the suitcase with him.'
'How the hell do you know that?

'Wdll, while you've been busy on the intercom I've been reading the details of the bombings asthey came
in over theticker tape. Here€'s one tape | saved.' He handed the crumpled ribbon to Helder. "Y ou see.
Passage through the Slot's been blocked off in several places - he couldn't have gotten through. The
dternative, of course, isthat he went traight down in the capitol building, al the way down on Drop
Number One, got his suitcase, then came backup the sameway. Wedll, that's out too. There's

cons derable damage close by the Number One eevator entrances below - the way from the elevatorsto
the Slot itsalf has collapsed. Ther€'s just one chance - the emergency footpaths may till be open - we
could investigate - but you know how tough they areto find, even for people familiar with the layout. No.
He may Hill be down there, but it's practically impossible that he's found it and gotten away ...

"What do you propose?
'I'll go down and look for it. If you'll comewith me.’
Helder looked at Theo queerly. 'Why me?

"There's been too much dready that you've had to shoulder without me - | see that now and I'm sorry.
It'stime we acted as ateam again, especially in something asimportant asthis:!

Helder paced up and down the room a couple of times, rubbing hisforefinger down hislong mgestic
nose, sniffing. Theo guessed what he was thinking: it would be safe, so long as the men watching him
knew where he was going and could follow. Findlly he sat down at his desk, looking at Theo with a
friendly smile; douched eaborately.

'All right, Theo," he said. 'I'm glad you fed that way about it. Sure, let's go and grab a Sot devator right
now. WEell take the elevator down to the Sot.'

'Wait - the Geiger count might be pretty high down there. We'd better not go in unprotected.’

‘Right.' Helder went to acloset door and opened it. 'All the gear we need'sin here." He took out two
plastic anti-radiation suits and two pairs of goggles. Then he opened a can of anti-gamma skin protectant,
motioned to Theo to help himsdlf, applied the bright blue grease liberdly to hishands, hisface, hisscap,
and neck. In three or four minutesthey were ready.

They |€ft the office, went through the outer rooms, emerged on the corridor, and headed for the
elevators. Nobody in sight yet: good. Theo had a pretty good idea of what Heider had done. Sitting
down at his desk that way, he must have pressed a switch with hisknee or hisfoot that turned on the
audio circuitsfor his bodyguards. He was going to chance atrip down in the elevator donewith Theo
because he knew his bodyguards would be covering him at both ends, up here and down below too -
and he knew Theo knew it. So the point was not to take the passenger elevator. Now - if only the
passenger elevator wasn't there.



It wasn't. No doubt therewas alot of traffic in the building as aresult of the bombings: Theo had been
counting on it.

'Oh, the hell withiit,' Theo said, after they'd waited for aminute. The passenger elevators are probably al
tied up. Let'stake my car, it'sright here - welll have better luck getting one of the freight elevatorson a
lower floor.'

He made the suggestion casudly, trying to concea histension. Maybe, because he was so used to being
chauffeured about, Helder wouldn't remember one all-important fact: that down below, the freight cars
and the passenger cars opened up on opposite sides of the great elevator shaft. If Helder's guards had
heard him and were down there, they would expect him to come out on the passenger side.

'Well..." Helder said. "That makes sense... Oh, dl right.’

They got into Theo's car and started down the motor ramp which snaked in and out of the building,
spiraling downward afloor a atime. Some fifteen floors below, Theo drove off the ramp, stopped in
front of afreight elevator, and flashed his headlights three times. In amatter of seconds the doors yawned

open.
‘Just as | thought,' Theo said carelesdy. ‘'Not many people using their cars now.’
'Right,' Helder said.

In less than aminute they were down to the Sot exit. The elevator ground to asmooth halt. Now; if only
none of the guards had wandered over to thisside...

The doors sprang open. Theo took a deep breath. There was nobody in sight.

Helder peered out on both sides as they drove off, puzzled. After acouple of minutes of winding through
the maze, Theo stopped the car: there was a cave-in some fifty yards ahead.

'‘Good," he said. 'That block's some distance beyond the footpath. Here's a clear entrance, let'stry it.'

They got out and approached the doorway - hardly noticeable, covered with asheet of sted that ran
flush with thewall. Helder looked up and down uneasily: nobody in sight.

'‘Come on,' Theo said, opening the door. 'No sense wasting time - he did have abig head start, there's
just an outside chance he may have found away through.'

Helder followed him into the low arched tunnel. They went along distance, descended by aflight of
dairs; then more turns, two more stairway's, footsteps echoing in the cramped cavern. Finally they passed
through another door and were out in the Slot's great hollow, down onitsfloor.

‘Just look at that," Helder whispered.

They had entered the Sot a apoint amaost midway between two power-plant bombings; to the right was
the smoking ruin of one breeder reactor, atremendous hole blasted in the floor, machinery lying in melted
and twisted heaps for hundreds of feet around - to the left, where another explosion had occurred, there
was a mountainous rock pile reaching up some two or three hundred feet, composed of bouldersand
rubble which had been blasted |oose from the walls and from the roof far above. The areain which they
were standing had contained an enormous prosthetics manufacturing plant: on dl sdeswere furnacesand
cauldrons, plastic mixers, some of them gtill teaming; extruders with their nozzles till dripping gooey
plastic; machines for stamping out and winding and assembling the solenoid coils and cores; on abdt line
nearby, not moving now, along row of hollow plastic fingersready for final assembly.



'It'snot far from here,' Theo said. 'To theright - thisway.'
They et off, picking their way between the sllent, seaming machines.
'Here,' Theo said. 'Right about here, I'd say.’

Directly in front of them, at their feet, was around hole some ten feet across. Thick yellowish vapours
wererising from the hole, the odour sharp and noxious.

'What? Helder said. 'Y ou're - that's crazy, man, thisisavat. There's nothing down there but plagtic -
look at that steam, it's till cooking.'

Theo looked around carefully: still no sign of another human being. 'Weren't you looking for the rest of
Martine? he said: his voice was hollow and choked. "'There'sthe rest of him. Heis not dead, he has but
become an ocean of plagtic. Now you're going to drink. Humbly. Thisisyour Lake Victoria'

Therewasincredulity in Helder's eyes, burning bright now. ‘Listen here,’ he said, sniffing rgpidly. 'Y ou're
mad...'

He stepped back, Theo reached out and took hold of his neck with both hands.

'Don't struggle,’ Theo said. 'Y ou know, I'm quite an athlete, | haven't spent the last fifteen years going soft
at adesk. | coordinate beautifully.’

‘Theo!" Helder cried. 'What are you thinking of! Let go before -'

'‘Besides,’ Theo said, 'you've only got super-legs. I've got super-arms as well, thanks to you. Y ou can't
get away from these hands. They were made to fit around your neck - | could snap it like atoothpick
right now, without even trying. Thank you for these wonderful hands. They're about to send you onward
and upward.’

Helder was fighting desperately, making strangled sounds; Theo stood there quietly, holding himin the
vicelike aboy holding a caterpillar gingerly inapair of tweezers.

'I'dliketo tell you why," he said. 'In the name of the Twenty-third Amendment. For the hands you took
from me. For Rosemary. To make sure you stay immohilized thistime. To teach you how to be
irrevocable. You - . - you, - you, - you.'

He heaved, the bulbsin hisarmsjittered. 'Aasaaaahhhhh,’ Helder said - hislegsflew up over his head.
With aquick fling Theo catgpulted him into the cauldron, head firdt...

"That'sal, Theo said. 'Nobody saw. | stood there for awhile - the sseam changed from pale yellow to a
bright orange, there were puffs of bright orange and it smelled bad. He went down, dowly, hislegswere
half melted before they went under the surface, they started to droop. For along time after he
disappeared there were lots of bubbles on the surface. | watched them." A shudder ran through him.
"Then | found these workmen's clothes. | put them on and got out on the streets and came here. By the
back roads. Waked dl theway.' He shuddered again.

'Don't take on 0, Martine said. 'How many people did you kill in the last war: twenty million? Thisonly
makes twenty million and one. Of course, it's not such anest figure.”

'What am | to do now.' It was constructed as a question, sounded like a statement of irreparable fact.
'Y ou ask methat? Martine brandished the tutoria forefinger again, furioudy. 'What the hell did you come



herefor, anyway? Now that you've run out of limbsto offer to the Helders, run out of Helderstoo, you
come knocking on my door - what for? Maybe you want me to gouge out your prefronta lobes, since
that's about al you can spare?

'l came... | had no place elseto go.'

'Y ou came because you want gpproval for what you've done, isn't that so? That's another form of
lobotomy. Sorry, Brother Theo, | won't be your conscience. Look behind your eyeballs for the answer.
Whereit achesthe most.'

'l didright. I'm surel did right.’
'l won't tell you whether it was right or wrong!" Martine exploded.

"Tell mewhereto go now.' Theo was back to his old game wiggling hisfingersin dow moation, watching
themintently.

'l do know one place you could go,’ Martine said. 'There's aranch up north aways... Wait aminute.
Theres onething you didn't tell me: Why was Helder so interested in finding out about Mandunga?

'Hedidn't say.’

'Of course, he would be interested. He was such an inveterate whittler - he'd perk up at thefirst sign of
any new whittling technique. But he must have had somethinginmind...'

'l don't know. | pretended | understood just to get him down to the Slot.'

Martine crossed the room and planted himself in front of Theo. 'Look - maybe it was agood idea, your
coming here. Y ou might be able to help me. I've got to go home!'

‘Home?
"To the Mandunji idand. | must get there, right away. Can you help me?

Theo was stunned: he began to think: his eyes opened wide with excitement. 'Sure!’ he said. 'Of coursel
can - at least | think so. Out at Helder's ranch, just thirty miles north of here - theré'san airfield on the
grounds, therere alwaysten or twelve fast planesthere. Maybe | could get you into one..." Heroseto his
feet, raised his hands prayerfully toward Martine. 'Take mewith you, Martine! These new planesare
pretty damned complicated, I'm gill one of the best pilotsin the Strip. Take me with you!'

‘No! Chrigt, you think | need leeches? I'm not the sort of devoted parasitologist who attaches parasites to
hisown hide!' Martine backed away, an expression of disgust creasing hisface. But then he began to
look puzzled. 'Of coursg, it'strue, | probably couldn't even get one of these new jobs off the ground, |
haven't flown aplanein sixteen years... I'd have to have somebody dongtorunit...'

‘Let medoit, Theo pleaded. 'I'll get you there.'

Martine began to see the amusing side of theidea: "It would be an interesting experiment. The world's
greatest mass murderer gpplying for Mandunji citizenship!... | warn you, though: if you want to complete
your birth and become a man, you may have to come back here, back to the scene of the crime. You've
got abig debt to work off, just as| have... All right, it's settled. How do we proceed?

Theo could hardly contain hisjoy. 'Well, well have to be careful. Theres no telling what the Stuation is
over at Helder's place. 1'd better go on ahead. I'll need about an hour - suppose you meet me in about an



hour, in back of the hangar. I'll draw amap for you.' He went to the desk, took a pencil, and began to
trace the route on a piece of stationery.

'I'm glad to se€, Martine said, 'that even plastic fingers can develop atremor.'
Il need acar.’

'Y ou can take mine. I'll scare up another one.’

Two minutes later Theo wasin Martine's car, the motor running.

'Seeyou in an hour," he said.

‘One hour.’

A two-thousand-dollar deposit mightily impressed the motel clerk, evenin his panicky state: he promptly
turned over the keys of his car and no questions asked. Martine ordered ten sandwiches, wrapped and
packaged, plustwo containers of coffee.

Back in hiscabin, fretting over the insufferable downess with which hiswatch ticked away the minutes,
hetried to order his scampering thoughts. There was a danger: Theo might now become addicted to him,
faltering enemy of addicts. Bah. Grimaces. Would have to limber up hiskicking leg - the Zen Buddhist
monks used to give their disciples a swift one in the dats when they learned their lessonstoo well. And
what did Helder have in mind about Mandunga?...

According to hiswatch he had twelve minutes to get to the airport: just about what he needed. He
dipped on hisjacket - the gun was il in the pocket - gathered up hisvalise, his notebook, the carton of
sandwiches, and went out to the clerk’'s car. Gresat pall of smoke over the horizon to the south. When he
got on the highway he did not even think of using the Robodrive.

Thefield was amost amile from the cluster of ranch houses, it seemed quite deserted. Seven siivery jets
of various sizeswere lined up on the concrete gpron in front of the hangar, upended, ready for vertica
take-off; like arow of stubby cigarswrapped intin foil, gleaming in the moonlight. Martine parked his car
behind asmall water-pump shed, walked over to the grassy strip at the rear of the hangar. Nobody
there.

He strained to hear: achilling, muffled sound. Choked, panting - the sort of moan one would expect from
an animd, but undoubtedly coming from a human throat: 'Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh' - in broken rhythm,
syncopated by torment.

It stopped: asudden piercing scream, swallowed abruptly at the soaring end. Then the chesty chugging
sound again.

Martine ran toward the front of the hangar, in the direction of the sound. When he rounded the corner he
saw Theo, stretched out on the concrete.

Something grotesgue about the way he was lying - limbs twisted and curled, bent at pointswhere there
were no joints: athigh changing direction midway between hip and knee, afoot veering off dmost at right
anglesto itsleg. Here and there in the mauled limbs bulbs were flickering fitfully although Theo was not
moving, apparently could not move. Intense yelow fumesrising from the pros, aszzling sound, they were
cooking in their own heat. Theo's deeves and trouser legs had been burned away - the thumb and
forefinger of theleft hand had mdlted off, they lay on the concrete, smoking.

'Uh,’ Theo barked through histeeth. 'Uh. Uh. Uh." He seemed to be grinning like amovie star - teeth



clamped together, lips curled back. Hiswild eyes darted to Martine, bulged. 'Help me!’ he screamed.
‘Take them off!"

Martine bent over. 'All right, just -'
I cantstand it, | can't stand it! Please take them off!"
‘All right, I'm going to - Ow!"

Martine jumped back, shaking his hand. The limbs were scorching hot, held burned hisfingers merely by
bringing them close. He saw that the surface of the arm, the one he'd started to reach for, was bubbling.

‘Take them off. Take them off or shoot me. Please. Shoot me. I'm not acoward but | can't stand it - you
must shoot me please...

'Wait,' Martine said. 'Just aminute.

Heran into the hangar, looked around wildly, spotted atool bench over in the corner. On the bench
severa heavy blocks of wood. He snatched up two of these blocks and ran back to Theo. Holding the
blocksin both hands, using them as pincers, he got afirm grip on the upper part of Theo'sleft arm and
twisted as hard as he could, the wood crackling asit burned - the arm came off, he threw it on the grass.
Three more wrenches and the other limbs were off too.

Gasping sound, aweird hilarity.
'Water,' Theo gasped.

Martinefound atin cup insde, filled it at aspigot, brought it back, and fed some of the water inlittle Sps
to Theo, holding his head up. With what was |eft he soaked his handkerchief and wiped Theo's cheeks
and forehead.

Thefour proslay onthegrass, fizzing. Y dlow vapours streaming from them.
'What happened?

'Uh. Uh... | was attacked.’

Vishinu'smen?

‘No. Uh. Helder's!

'Helder's? How the hell -?

'About fifteen. Knew severd, Olympic athletes, on training cruise with me. Arrived few minutes after |
got here. They didn't know about Helder being deed, acted friendly. Uh. Uh." Theo stopped talking for a
few seconds, panted, sucking in air like agreedy child lapping at an ice cream cone.

'What were they doing here?

'| asked where they were going. They werein agreat hurry. Said they were on a confidential mission for
Helder. Going to the Mandunji idand. To the Mandunji idand to get important documents.'

'‘But Helder's dead! How could he -

‘Think | know. Whilel wasin his office yesterday, after you left, he kept writing memos and dropping



them into the suction-tube dot. One of them must have had the ordersfor thismission.'

"Theo!" Martine stood up, panicky, pressed his hands together and rocked them back and forthin
dismay. 'Oh, God, they're after the Mandungafiles... But why? What would Helder have wanted them
for?

"They hinted at that too. From Helder's instructions they got the idea this information was about a
revolutionary techniquefor cutting aggression out of the brain. Helder thought thet if he could get the
dope fast enough he might be able to useit in the war. On captured Unioneers. He has his agents planted
everywherein the Union - figured he might be able to capture some of their key men, maybe even
Vishinu. Then carry out this operation on them and produce them in public, put them on the television or
something, and have them talk about the terrible aggressive things they did... These men even talked
about aplan for setting up flying surgery unitsthat would roam up and down just behind the front,
operating on al captured military personne. New humane pacifist way of ending awar, no morekilling
the enemy, just what Immob needed...’

'S0." Martine closed his eyes and rubbed the lids with hisfingers; hefet dizzy. 'He wanted to make a
wegpon out of lobotomy too. L et children play with knives... They mustin't get my documents! What
about these men - did they leave?

'About fifteen minutes ago. | pleaded with them not to go. Tried to stop them - that's when they attacked
me. They knew exactly how to cripple apro. | think they must have been trained...'

Martine looked down at the absurdly small figure on the concrete. He pointed toward the planes
squatting on their tails on the launching ramp. "Weve got to get moving. Can we take one of these ships?

"The end one, on the far eft. It'sthe latest model, fastest supersonic job we have!
‘But | cant fly it! And you - without arms and legs...’

‘That's easily fixed. There are dways spare pros stocked in every plane's equipment, in case of
emergency. Carry meto the plane, well find them.'

Martine stooped, dipped his arms under Theo's body, one under the buttocks, the other under the neck.
Cradling Theo as he would ababy, he lifted. He swayed, dmost fainted: he was back eighteen years,
back in the Congo encampment, lifting this body from the operating table - light as a sack of potatoes, it
sent aspurt of nauseadl through him. Theo was even lighter now...

He shook his head clear, hurried to the plane. There he had to ding Theo over his shoulder in order to
climb the ladder which ran from the entry hatch straight up through the ship. Grunting, he reached the
cockpit, eased Theo down in one of the swivel chairs. As soon as he caught his breath he hurried down
and sprinted to the car to get hisluggage, returned in acouple of minutes.

'Where are the spare pros? he asked.
‘The storeroom, just below. Go down the ladder about five steps, you'll see the door.'

Martine found the door, yanked it open, inside there were some twenty arms and legs of various sizes,
neetly racked. He pulled down two of the largest arms and two of the largest legs - making aface when
he touched them: the rubbery softness outside, the suggestion of stedl under the give - and brought them
to Theo. He had to fumble with the first arm until he had it fitted into the socket of Theo'sright stump;
then, using this hand, Theo expertly attached the other three limbs himself. Hisface wastwisted in pain:
beads of swest on hisforehead.



‘Areyou dl right?

'| acheadl over, even the platein my skull feels hot. When pro cooling units bresk down it really messes
up the nervous system some. I'll be dll right. The shock generdly wears off in afew days'

Takethis' Martine said. 'It'll kill the pain.' He dipped one of the pencils from his pocket, drew out the
eraser, handed it over; Theo swallowed the liquid.

'All s&t? Theo said.

Martine nodded. Theo pressed a button on the instrument board; the ship shuddered, roared, reluctantly
rose afew feet intheair - then began with incredible acceleration to bullet up. The ground fell away,
suddenly the hangar was atoy block below them.

Think well makeit? Martine said.

"There are some thingsin our favour,’ Theo said. They've got about athirty-minute head start. All right.
But they had to take abigger plane to accommodate their party, it's an older job. Then, too, weve got a
much lighter load. Besides, | know some specid tricks with the atom power plant - I've kept up with
things... | can't promise anything, but we've got a chance!’

Theo gradudly eased off from vertica to horizontd flight, their chairs swivelling smoothly asthe angle
changed. Therewas aweird whistling, the whole atmosphere suddenly seemed to have the jumps, a
fluttering, agroaning - then they were through the sonic barrier and gliding like silk on silk.

'Istherearadio? Martine said. 'Let's find out what's happening.'

Theo fiddled with acouple of dids. A voice boomed out: '...where heis. There has been no communiqué
from Brother Helder for almost twelve hours. Brother Theo has not been heard from either. Effortsto
reach them at the capitol have proved usdless... But the news elsawhere is encouraging. Reports from the
frontsindicate that the enemy advance has been hated in many places, the Union forces are beginning to
fal back... And the long-awaited crisisin the Union has been reached! Ladies and gentlemen, according
to word received just afew minutes ago, the loya Immobsin the Union are on the march - key
installations have been destroyed in New Surabaya and New Pyongyang, New Saigon is reported to be
badly hit, many sections of New Tolstoygrad arein flames...'

'Plan C,' Martine said. 'And twenty-three |etters to go.'

'Heres aflash!" the announcer shouted. 'Oh, thisis spectacular! Ladies and gentlemen - Vishinu is dead!
Hewaskilled just forty minutes ago, in his officein New Tolstoygrad! It lookslikethetide is beginning to
turn - Vishinu was shot with arifle-arm by one of the members of his own Olympic Team - the winner of
the d-and-d'sin the recent Olympic Games, aNegro émigré from the Strip who remained true to Immob
and decided to invoke the Assassnation Clause againgt hisfalseleader...

‘But wait! Something's happening!" The announcer's voice veered from joy to horror. 'l can't tell - there's
apeculiar rumbling - from our sudiosherein L.A. | can see out across the city - my God, everything's
shaking, | just saw aten-story tower fall over, just likethat! Oh - there goesthe capitol building!
Everything's shaking - why, ladies and gentlemen, the whole town's shaking - there goes another building,
| don't understand it - the rumble - oh -’

They could hear it over the loud-speaker: an incredible groan from somewhere at the profound heart of
things, astretching of cosmic vocd cords, the earth itsalf yawning. Louder; louder till, mounting to aroar
- and then nothing. Silence. The radio gone dead. And -



It was as though a giant hand suddenly caught up their plane from undernesath and tossed it into the
troposphere - they zoomed straight up for adistance of . several hundred feet, bobbling crazily. Then
dropped. The plane continued its forward rush but with jerks and flutters now: the silken atmosphere was
suddenly hammered into a corrugated sheet, creased with invisible buttes and coulees across which they
lurched drunkenly.

'It'sLos Alamos!,' Theo shouted, pointing down. 'Something - look!'

Los Alamos was stretched out directly below them. It seemed to be seething, writhing, through itswhole
length; aconvulsive bail ran through the toy city, the building blocksjiggled.

Then - the whole city disappeared.

Fdl in onitsdf. Collgpsed into the earth from which it had sprung. One minute acity - the next, nothing
but atremendous fissure, atrench cutting across the moon-bathed desert, and in that grest dit acity
swallowed. Only the suburbs remained, landscaped |eftovers.

The plane was ill bobbing. Theo worked feverishly at the controls.
‘Currents!" heyelled. 'Did you see - gone! It'sgone!’

Martinewas pressing his handswith al his might againgt the ceiling of the Plexiglas bubble, trying to
protect his head. 'Maybe the whole Sot collapsed by itself!" he yelled back. 'Or maybe - Vishinu's men
might have moved up to their PlanD..."

Another moment and they were beyond the turbulence. Martinefell back in his seat, gasping.

'l. just thought of something,’ Theo said. 'Now nobody'll ever know what happened to Helder. Or me
ather. They'll just assume we were swallowed up with the city.'

"That's how martyrs are born,” Martine said. Helooked closely at Theo. They'll never know the real
story - unless you come back and tell them.'

‘That'strue,’ Theo said quietly. 'l would never have known about you if you hadn't come back.'

Martine turned and looked down. The dit-trench was atiny scratch in the barren sands now; greet
columns of dust and smoke fanning up into the skiesfrom thelittle vent.

'You see, he said. "Y ou needn't ever have bothered erasing cities. Cities sometimes fall of their own
weight." He shook his head. 'As Brother Lenin said to Brother Trotsky the night Moscow fell to the
Bolsheviks - Es schwinddt.'

He pointed hisfinger a Theo.

‘Never mind what | did," he said. 'To hell with the precedents. If you decide to pull aLazarus and want it
to have some human meaning, better find the precedentsin yoursdf. Under that tantalum plate are the
only precedents that count.’

Miama, no giraffes now. He would see no more giraffes.

'Suppose we do get there first? Martine said. 'Suppose we have enough time to find the hidden arms -
what then?Y ou're the only one who can use them.'

'Anybody can use them. They've got specia controls for manua operation. That's o monos and duos
can work them.’



'Good." A little later: "Y ou don't have any regrets about taking off thisway? Didn't you have awifeor a
girl somewhere?

'Nobody in particular.'
'You're - not castrated?

'No, it'snot that. | thought alot about it, sometimes | thought the more extreme Anti-Pros had some
pretty convincing argumentsfor it, but the idea made me sick too. No - I've had girls now and then, but |
just never got too involved. | was awaystoo much on thego, | guess. I'm alittle uncomfortable with
women.’

"The shy charismaticigt... What about Helder?

'Oh, hewasn't the shy type. He had lots of women. Never got married, though - funny, lots of amps
never got married, cometo think of it... He never seemed to get dong with hiswomen, he was pretty
brutal with them. It used to bother me.'

‘Not haf asmuch asit bothered him, I'll bet. Strange thing about professional humanists, the ones|'ve
known anyway - they manageto stir up mighty little brotherly love, or any other kind of love, inthe
bedroom.’

Martine began to whistle, then broke off, sickened, when he redlized what the song was: 'I'm Putting All
My Eggsin One Basket.' He studied the glassy view below. The Bahamas were floating by, puny
patches of white againgt abackground of undulant blue-black mica. Sun just beginning to heave up
ahead, red as shame, granddaddy of al e ectronic tubes; strands of cloud twisting here and there,
scribblings of anilliterate skywriter... When he turned again to Theo he was surprised to see that there
weretearsin hiseyes he sat iffly in his seat, looking straight ahead, trying to blink away the tears.

'Oh, Theo," Martine said. 'In any case, don't cry.’

Don Thurman had roared with laughter: Theo was crying, audibly now: the sounds were disconcertingly
dike

'l don't know if thisll help," Martine said, 'but listen. I've just made a discovery: those whom the gods
would destroy they first make solemn... Look, Immob aimed to raise man from the animd to the truly
human; the great humanist project. But what distinguishes man from anima? Not hands, not superego,
not logic, not the ability to abstract and make instruments, not his myths and dreams and nightmares - the
beginnings of adl these things are therein the higher animds, it'sjust amatter of man having more of the
same. There's only one thing man can do that's beyond dl other animals on earth: he can laugh...’

Theo's whimpering was louder now, hiswhole body was beginning to shake.

'Listen to me, Theo. Don't you see? Laughter, nothing but laughter, isthe final answer to the steamroller.
Y esterday | met a man who laughed. Even yesterday... Don't cry, Theo...'

'Why,' Theo said chokingly, ‘why did he laugh?

'Oh - because there's something el se that distinguishes man from animd: he's secretly in cahootswith the
steamroller and secretly knowsit - it's from the cave of this secret knowledge, maybe, that most
anxioudy anticipatory human laughter comes. Laughter isa sort of short-circuited sob - maybe that's why
it bringstearsto the eyes.’

'Isthat - isthat the way you were laughing in your notebook?



'Yes,' Martinesaid. 'l guess| was!'
Hefdt in his pocket, took out his notebook. He opened it to the last entry and added some lines:
21 October 1990. Somewhere southeast of Bermuda.

Correction. Two thingsthat digtinguish man from the animd. He laughs - usesthroat and voca cordsina
most unfunctional manner. Also cries- firgt timein the anima kingdom the tear ducts were ever put to
such fantastic unfunctiona use. And performs both unfunctiond activities as one function, when hesfully
human. Homo De, the weepy titterer : laughstill the tears come.

My sin? It was to make those jokes about the steamroller and immobilization. Because to joke about
such thingsisaway of thrusting them aside - and you wouldn't thrust so hard if they weren't so closeto
you - if you weren't dready ‘one of them' in your heart. The laughter hidesthe tears.

Everybody has hisown built-in steamroller. Not everybody has an idea of the steamroller, ablueprint of
it, agenealogy of it. The man who could photograph it and dissect it would be redlly unique. If he smply
wanted to photograph and dissect it, he would be unique. That way, maybe, liesanew kind of identity...

Thereis something | can accept. The picture of man - me - asthe incipiently introspective Dog-God.
Curiousto distinguish between the 1 per cent of aggressivenessin him which isaresponseto redity and
the 99 per cent which is phony, designed to make the God look like the Dog and the cheek-turning like
tooth-for-toothing. Who beginsto see, dimly, that thered target for most of hisvicious blowsis himsdf,
viaothers. That most of his blows are al boomerang and backfire. And therefore beginsto investigate the
steamroller behind the eyebdls, sadly and merrily. In order that his story, which began in the third person,
canturn, belatedly into thefirst. O pioneer!

To this hyphenated Wunderkind | can say yes. To his acceptance of the Hyphen, and his curiosity about
it. And his hyphenated tearful-laughing reaction to it. And his awakening thirst for first-personality.

Tothis| say yes.
| say yes.

YES

| say YES

Funny. Wrote abig NO in my notebook eighteen years ago. Now, &t last, abig Y ES. Another hyphen,
I'm the origina no-yesman. Name should have been NOYES...

Good Chrigt. Been staring at thet last entry for five minutes, stupefied. Noyesis my name, inaway. It's
my mother's maiden name, haven't thought of it in years. Oh, blessed mother of myth, fount of multiness,
source of dl twod!...

This notebook, too, is now ended. My messianic addiction to notebooks is now ended. | want no more
to make amark: those who set out to make their mark usualy wind up leaving mutilations. From now on
| want to have an impact on mysdlf. If | now set out to creste an opposition on theidand of coma, it is
not for my third-person incognito, my race - it isfor mysdlf. | need this opposition in order to live as
something other than a cripple. Messah'sin the cold cold ground!

Once you go into the cave, you've got to grope along to the bitter end: no exit. And no end. Each man his
own speliologist. Werein for an indefinite turbulence in human affairs. Man's not only the animal who
makes words, he'sthe anima who's eternally obliged to eat his own words.



Now and forever it'satough transitiona period for al us anxious c-and-c systems, for al our d-and-d's.
Old myth-mother, old artificialer, sland me now and forever in not too bad stead!

Signed (without incognito)

Dr Lazarus

(hisown best parasite)

Theo was hiting his lower lip, tears were streaming down hisface. Martine looked away. Below, the
Atlantic, lapping, rippling, like molten plagtic.

'What's that thing back in the belly of the plane? Martine said. 'Some sort of bomb bay?

'No. It'sfor dropping suppliesto men doing their M.E.'sin inaccessible places - at the South Pole, in
forestsand jungles’

‘Are there controls for the inner doors?

'Yes. Sure!

'Well, open them, will you?I'll tell you why inaminute!

Theo leaned forward and made some adjustments on the instrument panel.
I'll be right back,” Martine said.

He dipped out of the cockpit and made hisway back to the box-like ingtalation set into the plan€'s
underside. Theinside doors were pulled back. He dropped his notebook into the hollow, returned to his
Seet.

‘All right, he said. "Y ou're the world's greatest bombardier - thisisyour last bombing run! When | give
you the signal, open the outer doors... Ready! Set! Go! Om-bomb away!’

Theo squeezed another button. Martine craned his neck there was the notebook, leaves flapping,
dropping end over end through the vapid blue like alackadaisical tern - it plummeted and was gone.

‘Thereare dl sorts of waysto achieve the oceanic,’ Martine said. ‘Helder did it oneway, very meltingly. |
think | prefer my way. Om ! Enough of notebooks. My God, | hope | didn't leave any more of the
damned things around.’

Theo was dlent, his cheeks till wet. Martine felt the tearswelling up in hisown eyes...

‘Lot to do," he went on. ‘Lots of cavesto let alittle suninto... Only way to cut down your tonus alittle.
Relax. A littletapiocaisn't so bad, redly..."

He had meant to say it jokingly, in good humour, but he was crying unashamedly now, unhyphenatedly.
Thinking of the great coruscating merriment in the sunlight, the laughter that illumination brings - thinking
too that tears are dways the camouflage of the vol-amp, part of the masochist'sblind of salf-pity - and
weeping furioudy dl thewnhile.

'My sn', hesaid, ‘wasthat | carried Tom in my head before| sired him in the flesh." Added, 'But so
Rambo - there was Rambo.'



Eyesfilmed, he turned to Theo once more, saw him as through the window of a bathysphere. He
remembered what somebody - Mdraux - had written long ago: The nineteenth century faced the
question, I1s God dead? - the twentieth century was facing the question, Is man dead?

Wasthe answer in himself? He had carried death in himsdlf, in acave with no skylights. But not only
death. Wasthe answer in Theo? He was half-dead, undoubtedly; legs dead, arms dead, plate of metd in
hisskull. But still, huddied behind his eyebdlswere the prefronta 1obes, bulging with miracles, and inthe
eyebd|stear ducts- he could cry. He was crying now. Could enough light be let into that seething
temple-cave - not with ascapdl: that destroyed the cave without illuminating it, leaving everybody as
much in the dark as ever - to temper the tears a bit, relax the tense lipsinto aflickering smile, purge the
smilebit by bit of its grave shadows...

‘Can't we go faster?
'Were making pretty good time."
'We've got to makeit.'

Sobbing hilarioudy, yes and no, Martine leaned forward, trying not to hear the agonized choked sniffling
from the seet next to him, knowing that it came from his own seat aswell. Peering into the nauseating blue
vacuum ahead, into the sun, the glare of the sun, straining with anxious anticipation to catch a glimpse of
that cave-ridden ocean-lapped idand which, miraculoudy, or maybe just because maps so rardly catch
up with territories, had never been charted on any map by any cartographer.

PART SEVEN
The Mandunji, Meanwhile...

CHAPTER 24

Above, in theraffiatrees, animas made asound like laughing, but down in the clearing it was quiet,
gravely quiet, quiet asthe grave. To one side of the sputtering fire sat the elders on stools of caneand
braided bamboo. Ubu at their head; across from them the villagers, squatting in awed expectancy.

Rambo rose from his cross-legged position and advanced toward the old men. Hisintelligent dark face
was drawn and strained, he walked as though he wished not to but were being shoved from behind. In
his hand asmall volume, grease-stained.

He stopped afew steps from Ubu, coughed. He opened the book and began to read in atight quavering
voice, sumbling now and then over an unfamiliar word: ' "Thisvillageisbuilt on alie. Thelieisthat the
healthy ones are without aggression. They cut off many of their human qualities, to pretend that they are
not men but gods. Gods stuffed with tapioca.” '

Ubu leaned forward, face knitted in a scowl. From somewhere in the rustling raffiatrees behind the
clustered huts atarsier made a throaty noise, chortled, chuckled.

'"But thereisaworselieyet,” ' Rambo continued. His voice was alittle stronger now; he pointed an
index finger a Ubu. ' "Despite dl the precautions taken by the normal ones, dl their aggressonisnot
dtilled. Some comes out even so, in adisguised form. The one great disguised aggression of our normal
onesisknown by avery polite name - Mandunga. It means, to drive the devilsfrom the skull. But with
the devilsgo themen."

Ubu jerked at the word, roseto hisfeet. He was trembling. But Rambo would not stop, hisfinger rose
and fell.



""Mandungais the aggression of salf-crippled men disguised as gods against those who cannot cripple
themselves the same way: of the paralysed againgt the berserk. It isapunishment, not ahelp - it cdls
itself therapy but it isinspired by murderous venom. The venom of the less-than-human, pretending to be
more-than-human, for the al-too-human -"

‘Stop!"

Ubu's eyes widened in astonishment: it was the loudest sound he had ever uttered in hislife. It took a
second before he could calm himsalf enough to go on: 'Y oung man, you go too far... For monthswe
alowed you and the young ones of the cave to add your figures and make your studies. We of the
council did not interfere. Tonight when you asked for aspecid council meeting, and for permission to
addressit, we gave you your way too. But you go too far, the elders and your fellow villagers did not
come hereto listen to you and be insulted... Why do you say these bad thingsin English? These
obscenities? From what bad book do you read these obscenitiesto us?

‘This bad book', Rambo said proudly, standing very straight, ‘was written by Dr Martine, my father. Itis
avery old notebook, dmaost empty. Before he left, my father ingtructed usto study much, to read many
books in the cave. On one of the shelves, hidden behind some of these books, we found thisvolume. The
dates are very old, the notes were made only during thefirst year after he cameto theidand, then they
stop...'

‘Martine? Martine? the old man stuttered. There was dread in histired troubled eyes. ‘He would not say
such things - hewould not say them now. No, not now! Earlier, it ispossble - when hefirst cameto the
idand, he did not understand...

‘The night he left’, Rambo said loudly, 'he said the same thingsto usin the cave. More. Hetold us that we
must hot do any more Mandunga, we must only study Mandunga, dl the satisticsfrom dl the case
histories. We have finished the studies now, we have al the satigtics. They are here!

From the leaves of the notebook he withdrew a sheet of paper, unfolded it, and began to read. Total
number of Mandungabas, so-and-so many. Number of recidivigts, so-and-so many. Casesin which new
symptoms or debilities developed postoperatively, so-and-so many. Percentage of cases which, because
no rel apses occurred and no other symptoms devel oped, could be considered successful without serious
qudifications - such-and-such. Rambo broke the figures down relapse by relapse, symptom by
symptom, reciting them like a prosecuting attorney, vigoroudy, with exaggeratedly correct precision; at
the end his voice rose and began to tremble.

These arethefigured' he cried, hisfinger rigid with indignation. The pictureis- negative, dl negative!
We aretrying to do ajob with magic, not logic! We have not learned yet the way of science!’

"Y oung man," Ubu thundered, shocked at the sound of his own voice, 'you must not talk thisway!
Everything thet is sacred -'

'Nothing is sacred if it does not work! Mandunga does not work !'

Ubu drew himsdlf up to hisfull mgestic height, pulled his chieftain's robe, sudded with drawings of
parakests, tighter about hisfrail body. "Y ou young scientists of the cave," he said ironicaly, 'you are very,
very good with figures. Do your figurestell you some other way? 'Y ou have something else to offer
instead of the Mandunga of your forefathers?

'Y esl" Rambo shouted. 'My forefather has something else to offer.’ He opened the notebook and began
excitedly to read again:



'"We must recognize that aggresson existsin al men. But then we must go further: we must learn, and
teach other people, that 99 per cent of al the aggression in thisworld is not genuine aggression, but
pseudo-aggression. That those who attack others generaly do it only to conceal something about their
own innermost natures - that their most secret wish isto attack themsalves, that behind the sadististhe
masochist: that under the pretence of hurting othersis the deepest desire to be hurt, to hurt onesdlf. This
isequdly true of the aggression of man againgt wife and wife against man, of soldier againgt soldier
(especidly in modern war), of friend againgt friend, of the troubled againgt the norma but aso of the
normal againgt the troubled. The study must begin by dragging the secret pseudo part of the
aggressveness out of the cave of the mind and into the full light of andytic day. Then the difference
between true and fal se aggression can be pondered clinicaly. We might begin with a sort of

rule-of-thumb chart..." '

Rambo signdled to the young men sitting behind him, they jumped to their feet and came forward
carrying atripod constructed of canes lashed together. They set the frame down next to Rambo and
handed him along roll of pounded bark; he let the roll drop open and hung it from anotch on the stand.

'Hereisthetable my father put down in his notebook,’ he said. ‘It isin English - | was unable to changeiit
into our language because for many of these things we have no words." He turned to the words he had
painstakingly printed on the bark and began to reed, fdteringly, line by line:

AGGRESSI ON:  TRUE AND FALSE

Nor mal Aggressi on
1. Used only in self defence.
with

2. (bject of aggression is a 'real

eneny.
creat ed

3. No acconpanyi ng unconsci ous
present.
feeling of guilt.
4. Dosis: Amount of aggression
di scharged corresponds to
provocati on.
5. Aggression always used to harm

eneny.
eneny's

6. Timng: Ability to wait unti
si nce
eneny i s vul nerabl e.

7. Not easily provoked.

8. Elerment of infantile gane
absent; no conbination with
masochi sti c-sadi stic tendenci es;

excitenent,
feeling that a necessary though
di sagreeabl e job has to be done.

9. Success expect ed.

Neur oti c Aggression
(Pseudo- Aggr essi on)
Used indiscrimnately when an
infantile pattern is repeated

an i nnocent bystander.
hj ect of aggression is a
'fantasied or artifically

enemy.
Feeling of guilt always

Dosis: Slightest provocation -
great est aggressi on.

Pseudo- aggressi on often used
to provoke 'nmasochistic
pl easure' expected from

retaliation.
Timng: Inability to wait,

pseudo- aggr essi on used as
def ence nechani sm agai nst
i nner reproach of psychic
masochi sm

Easi |y provoked.

El ement of infantile gane
present, conbined with
masochi stic-sadistic

usual | y repressed.

Def eat unconsci ousl y expect ed.



‘Thisisas my father wroteit,” Rambo said, hisface lit with great pride, ‘word for word. After thereisone
more note: "Learned thistable years ago, during my analysis. Thisisthe truth which al Mandungastry to
hide. (Did | become alobotomist instead of a psychoandyst in order to hide fromit?) Sometime | must
try to explain al thisto my studentsin the cave - must think about it more mysdf, much more. If there
only weretime. We are dl so busy with our scapds, our surgica pseudo-aggressions, thereisno time..."
After thismy father wrote no more.'

'Many words," Ubu said, pointing to the table. 'No meaning. Long before these words without meaning,
our forefathers -

"They have meaning!" Rambo shouted. 'Y ou do not understand them - | do not ether, entirely, many of
them | do not know, but | shall study more - they mean much! My father perhapswill not return, but in
these wordsis his heritage to our village. Study them!”

'Perhaps you do not understand these words of your father. Thereisin them akind of joke, what he used
to cdl ajoke. He saysin thistable that there are some types of, ah, aggressions which are good and
normal and hedlthy - surely this he meant to beajoke...'

"Y ou do not understand!" Rambo said with considerable heat: 'He meant that the joke isin those who
pretend they are gods and not men - their aggressions are hidden and fa e, like Mandunga, they cripple
themsalves and the whole village. That is one joke. Also, to best up your wife or your mother-in-law, that
isno good either, naturally - thisis ajoke too, because the aggressionisalie. But some aggressons are
good. Those which are not lies. Thosetruly for defence. | will show you.'

He waved again: saverd youths came around from the other sde of thefire, bearing long narrow boxes
of meta. They set their packages down on the ground at Rambo's feet, removed their lids. From the
elders, from dl the hushed villagers gathered around along terrified 'oh’; ingde the cases were various
sorts of plastic arms and legs - fire-arms, rotor-arms, flame-arms, drill-arms.

"Y ou see? Rambo shouted. "Y ou were very nice and friendly with the queer-limbs when they were here,
but we, we young people of the cave, we were suspicious, as my father was. We spied on them and we
saw them bury many of these terrible machinesin the jungle. When they were gone we dug them up and
Sudied them.’

He picked up arotor-arm and opened it out until it stretched some twenty feet before him; he pressed
some buttons near the shoulder and - the circular saw began to whir. Rambo manoeuvred the cutting end
until it cameinto contact with the trunk of adender raffia sapling which stood near the maize grinder: a
quick metallic ringing sound, zip, zing, as of some soprano wind instrument, and the top haf of thetree
crashed to the ground. The villagers gasped. The next moment Rambo had afully extended flame-armin
his hands. Again he pressed the controls: atongue of fire snaked out from its funnd-like mouth, growling
like abassoon, and what remained of the raffiatree was gonein one garish puff.

The villagers Sghed, in the intense harsh light thrown off by the flame their faces stood out swesaty and
knotted in fright. Rambo sngpped the fire off.

'We have practised much,’ Rambo said. 'We have acquired much skill with these armsthat cut and burn.
Now we are armed - we have better bolos and poison darts than were ever manufactured secretly by
our troubled ones. We have no wish to use these terrible weapons, but we will, if we areforced to. Only
to defend ourselves.'

'‘Againgt what? Ubu said harshly. 'On this peaceful idand thereis no need to defend.

"Thereis! Much! It isnot by an accident that the queer-limbs left these machines hidden here. It isabad



sgn - if they buried such things they mean to return, and for no good. My father wasright, thereis some
evil in these people, we must not trust them. If they come we will not hold out empty hands and say
peaceto al. Wewill say peaceto dl - but in our outstretched hands will be flames and saws, run by
atoms. Thiskind of aggression is good and hedlthy, according to my father's table which | have studied
much. Thisisnormd! Itisanew kind of hedlth, dy, dynamic, that comes now to our village...'

'Hedth!" Ubu's face was twisted in disgust, there was so much tension in hismusclesthat it hurt. Thisisa
kind of madness you bring. Health comes only through Mandunga.'

"There will be no more Mandunga,’ Rambo said, hisvoice quiet. 'We have decided on thisin the cave!
'Y ou have decided? Y ou? It isthe elderswho decide.’

'No," Rambo said. 'Thisthe elderswill not decide - they are not fit to decide, they are not trained in the
ways of - of logic and science!

There was along tense moment in which no one said anything: the old man glowered at the boy in
speechless dismay, the boy stared back with alook which was more than juvenile impudence- in it too
was some newly found conviction, some granite sturdiness, whose gppearance Sartled even its possessor
into Slence.

Then Ubu spoke, unsteadily: "Y ou - would stop us?

Another vibrant pause.

IY%'

Many of the villagers, the older ones, turned their eyes to the ground - they were embarrassed to watch
this scene of shame. It was abad sight, like discovering aman secretly carving abolo, like watching one
man hit ancther.

'Do not misunderstand,’ Rambo pleaded. ‘It is not to be important and humiliate you that | speak this
way. We need now area thergpy. We must learn now to be psychiatrists, and use our knowledge to
help the sick to know themselves so they will no longer be so sick. Also, to decide what is hedlth - how
much sckness a hedthy village can dlow, what is sckness and what is only being different. Thismeans:
the knives of knowledge, not the knives of the butcher. That iswhy we make up our minds there will be
no more Mandunga. If you agree, dl will be peaceful, but if you indgst on this ceremony whichisaliewe
shall opposeyou. And if you try to do thisthing against our wishes, with force, and if we cannot stop you
another way, then we shall use these weagpons against you too - with great weeping in our hearts. Only if
we have to. Only because we cannot cometo truth in our village, and learn to live with truth, unless you
gop thisgreat liewith the knives. Thisisnot sick aggression. Thisisthe beginning of our hedth.’

There was agitated whispering among the elders. Ubu raised his bony emaciated hand, let it fall to his
sde again; he sank back weakly into his chair, shaking his head. He pointed to the motor which was
attached to the maize grinder.

'S0, he said. 'Ah, so then. It has come. The bad things from the machines. | told him many timesthat they
thought too much about machinesin the cave - it is not good to let machines do everything, it breaksthe
habits of work and the young have too much time to dream what should not be dreamed. Men should
grind their own corn and catch their own fish, it is better so. The machines have destroyed our peaceful
village'

'No," Rambo said, 'not the machine. My father was aware of this danger too, he wrote some lines about



it." Again he flipped the notebook open and read: ' "7 March 1973. Hopped over to Johannesburg today
with Ubu, picked up some motorsfor the fishing boatsin the village. Thefirst step toward mechani zation:
itsaresponghbility, thought about it alot before | decided to do it against Ubu'swishes. But there are
two way's to escape being steamrollered by the machine, granted the will to escapeisthere. Oneisto
limit mechanization to the absolute minimum. The other: to make the machine laughable, asthe Greeks
and ancients did, to take the threat out of it. It is not so threastening when | can laugh &t it, because the
machine can't laugh back. A hierarchy is established: 'I' over 'It'. What's needed is a new mythology in
which the machine until now a bugaboo, becomes abuffoon. Not impossible to arrange. For thereis
something hilarioudy, outrageoudy funny about the machine. It'sa perfect man..." '

Rambo stopped. A remarkable change had come over him in the course of the council meeting: he had
begun, with much sammering, hisvoice smdl and tight with immeaturity; toward the end he had lost his
trepidation, had shouted - too loudly, at times - his shynessyielding bit by bit to aforcefulnesswhich lent
new depth to hisvoice and incipient dignity to hisintent adolescent features. Toward the end hisfinger,
rigid with newly acquired pedagogic thrugt, had tilted with quite impressve authority - dmost charismatic
and yet alittle shy - at the circle of elders.

But now he seemed to hesitate once more; hisvoice grew soft and unsure again, the forefinger drooped
inacurl of diffidence apuzzled ook came over hisbronzed face. He stooped and picked up the
flame-arm he had demonstrated.

'l do not know what these words mean," he said quite without bombast, humble now. ‘My father saw
there was danger in the machine - he also saw away to lessen this danger. Laugh at the machine, he said.
| do not understand about the laughter.’

He held the flame-arm up - absurd object, limb of transparent plastic with thingsthet lit up insdelike
fireflies, shaped like ahuman arm from shoulder down through elbow and amost to wrist, but then
continuing much farther than ahuman arm does, out far beyond the hand, to flareup at itsend into a
mouth which belched firefor fifty feet because things nobody had ever seen, rumours called atoms, were
breaking up somewhereinsde. Helooked at this arm that was not an arm, this machine shaped like an
arm and aso like amouth, thisfire-arm, and there was bewilderment on his solemn face. Hislips curled
at the corners - hewastrying to smile, experimenting with a smile, but there was a tremendous gravity
holding the smile back. He stood there gravely smiling, more grave than smiling but trying very hard, and
he said, hisvoice very solemn, 'Perhaps the machine is very funny. There must be some jokein the
machine that we do not understand. | do not know. We must study more - the jokes too. Especidly the
jokes. History -'

Hislipstwitched, searching for thejoke: shy rehearsal of asmile. From abranch over the thatched roof
of Dr Martine's hut atarsier chattered, it sounded like achuckle.

Beyond the fire, on the outermost ring of the villagers, Ooda sat with her hands folded on her belly. She
listened to Rambo's voice. In one hand she clutched awrinkled piece of paper, as she listened she
pressed her belly with her fingers. The sound of Rambo's voice as he talked about history, aways about
history, hypnotized her: it had Sarted as a child's shaky voice, suddenly it sounded exactly like hisfather's
only without the laughing - Martine without the laughing.

Where was Martine now? Into what earstalking histalk about history and cerebrotone and jealousy and
love and orgasm? She rubbed afinger over the piece of paper. She did not have to unfold it to see the
words, she knew them by heart; every day since she had found the paper on his desk, right after he left,
she had studied the words, the words he had written with his own hand, trying to find some answer in
them to a question she did not know how to puit.



She knew the words by heart now: 'Guess I'll never be entirdly without ambivaencein my fedings
toward Ooda; therelll always be abit of a cuff in each caress, the genitals are never atogether without
fangs. But sheloves me, at bottom it's good. She'swarm, she gives - too often | forget that. With enough
to build on, with that much, aman's gratitude might in the long run outweigh his savage resentment of his
woman smply because sheisawoman and therefore the mythic denying mother and therefore to be
scorned and mistreated - to concedl the fact that secretly what he redlly wantsisto be scorned and
mistreated by her, to bolster his myth. (Haven't thought in those termsfor along time: well over twenty
years.) | haven't been good enough to Ooda, been too much by mysdlf. If | get back | must make things
better for her. | must get back to her, because then...'

That was dl. She knew al the words, down to the last "because then'. She did not know what they
meant. She knew only one thing: he wanted to get back to her. No matter what thing had made him go
away, he wanted to get back - to her. Thiswas enough. It meant, to use the word from his peculiar
language, that he 'loved' her. From the time she had found the piece of paper and read the words and
known, even without understanding all the words, that he 'loved' her, that with her he was made 'happy’,
used himself up, was not 'bored’, wanted to come back to her - from that time she had not smoked one
cigarette of ganja. It was hiswish. She was dready too - somatotone, he had said. Then she would be
less somatotone, try to be. If he wanted to come back, she wanted to be the way he liked. He had to
come back. She wanted to lie down again with him. She would lie down with no other man, the thought
sckened her.

She listened to Rambo's voice as it gathered strength, Marting's voice. She pressed her belly, ran her
fingers over the beginning bulge. When had heleft? In May, the time he caled May. Five months ago.
When would the child be born? Four months more - what he called February. If he did not come back,
some part of himwasin her. Would it be ason?

In seventeen years the son would look like Rambo, with the growing Martine voice. What would the
village be like in seventeen years? In forty-five years he would look like Martine. Very cerebrotone, like
Martine,

What would the village be like in forty-five years? Now, with history working in it? Whose voices would
ring out at the council meetings around the fire? What would they say?

Shetightened her hold on the paper, fingering the scrap of the past that ended in mid-sentence, rubbed
the bulge of thefuturein her belly.

The sun was sinking now, abowl of blood: it looked like the cup of aMandungaba's skull, brimming with
blood. Ubu ill felt cold, he pulled his bark robe tighter around him. All night long, and dl the following
day, he had sat in the clearing on the mountain top, at the centre of the doomed Mandunga Circle, the
Circlethat had become anoose, too upset by the council mesting to deep. Here he had first met
Martine, eighteen years ago: Martine had dropped from the sun directly into the cave, like abolt of light.
Now there was nothing but a vacuum stretching before him. Beyond the carpet of raffialeaves, beyond
the saw-tooth cliffs, a cobalt vacuum with no hopein it; empty, and blue - as a baboon's ass.

Hewastired, there was apain in his chest. He should not have climbed the mountain, of course - without
much care, prognosis unfavourable. But why take care? Everything he knew and believed in was going
now, the machines were destroying the village, the cave was destroying the village, the village was
toppling like Johannesburg, there was nothing left to live for. Martine had dropped into the cave like a
bolt from the sun, and from the cave had come dl the bad things - machines, science, logic, gatidtics,
books, dreams, jokes; now psychiatry. And dy, dynamism. These things were good, Martine said. They
meant that the Mandunji were joining history. But this joining history was not good: it made aman fedl
uncomfortable, people stopped eating tapioca and began to smoke ganja. When you joined this history



each day was unlike the other days and there was no more soothing sameness - you did not know what
to expect. Soon he would die, he could fed the prognosisin his chest. What would come after him? Only
trouble. Dizziness. Shouting. People were beginning to shout: last night he too had shouted. He wished
Martine had not gone away. Martine was good in time of trouble.

The old man scrubbed histhatch of bristly white hair, searching for anitch that euded fingers, bent down
with asigh, and rubbed his aching feet through the cricket sneakers which had once belonged to the
British navd attaché a Johannesburg. He listened to the hypertense sounds of the jungle, scowling. With
envy he looked down at the untonused old ocean: good to be like the ocean, placid astapioca. He
wished he had some tapioca now.

Then he gave agtart: over to the west there, where the sun was collgpsing in the smear of flame-tinged
blue emptiness above the horizon, over in the direction of Mauritius and Reunion and Madagascar and all
the toppled African cities, coming from the lands of cummerbunds and el ectroencepha ographs, the
source of history - something moving.

He stood up, shielding histerrified-hopeful old eyes with bony tremorous hand. A dark speck there, in
the sky. Moving east, southeast. Not abird: it glinted in the sun, thisbird had aluminium feathers. He was
sure it was moving thisway, as eighteen years ago Martinés meta bird had moved - heading unerringly
from the sun like a poison dart from ablowgun, straight for the idand that had never been charted on any
map by any cartographer.

'May war aways stay on other sde of river,' the old man whispered in English, without conviction.
Immediately he corrected himself: '"May the war dways stay on the other side of theriver.'

What prognosesthis day?

The activity of these people interested me only asan illustration of thelaw of predetermination whichin
my opinion guides history, and of that psychologica law which compels aman who commits actions
under the greatest compulsion, to supply in hisimagination awhole series of retrogpective reflectionsto
prove hisfreedom to himself.

-TOLSTOY
AUTHOR'SNOTESAND WARNINGS

A word about Mandunga. Over the centuries men have hit upon al sorts of ingenious waysto disfigure,
or at least discomfort, themsalves: bound their feet, stretched their lipsinto saucers, pierced their nostrils
and cheeks and ears, filed their teeth, used swathingsto taper their skullsinto pyramids, circumcised
themselves, castrated themsel ves to become choirboys or harem eunuchs, cut off fingers and toes and
torn out hair inrituals of grief, branded and tattooed their hides, crushed their abdomens with corsets,
gormandized themselves senile, grown gaunt and 'furry as ahedgehog' crouching on flagpoles, poisoned
themsalves with nicotine and acohol and other drugs, found asartorial use for hairshirts and even
sackcloth and ashes; the Amazons, determined to get into the self-lacerating act (equa rightsforever!)
lopped off their right breasts to make room for the bow. An endlessfitful hacking away at the body. Y ou
don't haveto dig into the military record to prove that man, whatever else he may be, is certainly the
sf-maming animal. In asense, avoluntary amp.

Lobotomy is presented in this story as yet another technique for destructive self-tinkering. (Not true
unlessit's voluntary? But it often isvoluntary. The Operation of Last Resort', in the Saturday Evening
Post for 20 October 1951, gruesomely details how one man solicited such surgery. And the New Y ork
Herald-Tribunefor 16 January 1952, tellsthe story of Frank di Cicco, embezzler and forger, who, while
serving timein an Ohio penitentiary, arranged to have alobotomy ‘in an effort to rid himsdf of crimina



traits.) | had thought, however, that the primitive version of lobotomy here called ‘'Mandunga was only a
convenient storytdler'sfiction. No such thing: in theseliterdly hair-raising fiddsthe imagination isredity's
sraggler. In April of 1951 aPeruvian surgeon named Dr Francisco Grana announced before the Italian
chapter of the International College of Surgeons (New Y ork Times, 30 April 1951) that 'he had
examined 200 (American Indian) skullsin tombs and ruins, and found evidence of excdlent brain surgery.
The degth rate from Indian surgery was about 30 per cent of al brain operations, the same as the present
rate,” he declared. One skull which Dr Grana placed on display, from the fourth century, A.D., had two
perfect surgicd perforations..

This book isagrab bag of ideas that were more or less around at the mid-century mark. | would like
hereto list those writings from which | borrowed ideologica materiadswith afree hand: often mauling
them badly in the process: sometimes unintentionally.

My debt to Norbert Wiener throughout is obvious. The concept of ‘charisma is developed in the
sociological works of Max Weber. The Mandunji tribe is patterned in part after the mild-tempered
American Zuni Indians, as described by Ruth Benedict in her Patterns of Culture; and, of course, her
terminology of the 'Apollonian’ as againgt the 'Dionysian' is straight out of Nietzsche's The Birth of
Tragedy from the Spirit of Music (the only book | know which says something about bebaop).

The writings consulted on neuro-surgery are too numerousto itemize; | should mention, though, that the
fine quotation on page 56, from R. W. Gerard, isreproduced by Dr Mary A. B. Brazier in her paper,
‘Neural Nets and the Integration of Behaviour', in Perspectivesin Neuro-psychiatry. The noveligtic
possibilities of anon-Aristotelian society were suggested to me by aclever work of sciencefiction, A. A.
van Vogt's The World of A.

A sickly shadow is cast over many of these pages by the first portion of Dostoyevsky's Notes from
Underground, that gppalling antirationalist fulmination which has been caled the greet pathologica
document of the nineteenth century. But the Sickness of this outrageous work goes beyond morbidity;
Thomas Mann considersit 'holy disease. Of this section of Notes from Underground Mann has written
(in hisintroduction to The Short Noves of Dostoevsky):

Granted... that it is hazardoustalk in the strongest sense of the word, dangeroudly likely to confuse naive
minds, because it stresses scepticism againg faith, and because it hereticdly attacks civilization and
democracy and the humanitarians and the meliorists who believe that man strives for happiness and
advancement while heis actudly thirsting just as much for suffering, the only source of knowledge, that he
redlly does not want the crystal palace and the anthill of socia consummetion, and that he will never
renounce his predilection for destruction and chaos. All that sounds like reactionary wickedness and may
worry well-meaning minds who believe that the most important thing today isthe bridging of the chasm
that yawns between intellectua redlization and scandaloudy retarded socid and economic redlity. It isthe
most important thing - and yet those heresies are the truth: the dark side of truth, away from the sun,
which no one dares to neglect who isinterested in the truth, the whole truth, truth about man. The
tortured paradoxes which Dostoyevsky's 'hero' hurls at his positivistic adversaries, anti-human asthey
sound, are spoken in the name of and out of love for humanity: on behaf of anew, deeper, and
unrhetorica humanity that has passed through dl the hells of suffering and of understanding.

That isthe only justification | can think of for Martine's sickly, tortured paradoxes ala Dostoyevsky. B,
to be sure, heis damned rhetorical about them - which may be the specid pathology of the twentieth
century.

Thisbook could hardly have been written, obvioudy, without the body of psychoanaytic literature now
generdly available. | have leaned especially heavily on Freud; for example, on hisdiscussion of the
‘oceanic' in Civilization and Its Discontents and of the struggle between the forces of Eros and Thanatos



in Beyond the Pleasure Principle. Indeed, thisnovel might be taken asaresult of atoo literd reading of
Freud'sremarks, in the first-mentioned volume, about man and his machines. ‘Man has become agod by
means of artificid limbs, so to gpeak, quite magnificent when equipped with al his accessory organs; but
they do not grow on him and they till give him trouble at times. However, heis entitled to console himsdlf
with the thought that this evolution will not cometo anendin A.D. 1930. Future ageswill produce further
great advancesin thisrealm of culture...’

Theideaof the'It' comes from Georg Groddeck's The Book of the It and The Unknown Self. On the
sdf-damaging tendency | found some useful speculation in Theodor Reik's Masochism in Modern Man;
but here, asin so many other connexions, far and avay my greatest debt isto Dr Edmund Bergler's
jolting analysis of aggression and pseudo-aggression in his The Battle of the Conscience, The Basic
Neuross. Oral Regression and Psychic Masochism, and Neurotic Counterfeit-Sex. Starting from
Freudian premises, but with enough openness of mind to expand or revise them as new clinical data
gppeared, Dr Bergler has, in his many books and technica papers, made an immensely valuable
contribution to psychiatry by developing the view that the 'basic neuross is'psychic masochism', which
he traces to the drives and thwartings of the ora phase; and his analysis sheds much new light on man as
an 'injugtice-collecting' animal. For purposes of thisbook | have assumed that, by the mid sixties, analytic
thought has pretty much come around to the ideas and emphases worked out by Dr Bergler. Thetable
entitled 'Aggression: True and False' (pages 352-3) isfrom The Béttle of the Conscience, and is
reproduced here with the kind permission of the author.

The sketch on page 252 was done by Fred Segdl.

Limbo makesit sufficiently clear, | think, that many of thethingsit stirizes are, in the opinion of its
author, to be found in even more obnoxious abundance in Soviet culture than in American; but those who
specidizein thefinefabuligt's art of quoting-out-of-context overlook such details. | want, therefore, to
makethis point:

After writing abook that dedl's pretty harshly with my own country | found no difficulty whatever in
getting it published - exactly as| wroteit. The book isnow in circulation, and so am |; nothing worse has
come my way than aroyalty (not loyalty) cheque. What would happen to anoveist anywhere behind the
Iron Curtain who concelved such abook about his own world and offered it for sale, or was discovered
scribbling it amply for his own amusement on the backs of menus? Hewould, it hardly needs saying,
promptly find himsalf shorter by a career and ahead.

Anybody who "paints a picture of some coming year iskidding - he's only fancying up something in the
present or past, not blue-printing the future. All such writing is essentidly satiric (today-centred), not
utopic (tomorrow-centred). This book, then, isarather bilious rib on 1950 - on what 1950 might have
been likeif it had been alowed to fulfil itsdlf, if it had gone on being 1950, only more and more so, for
four more decades. But no year ever fulfilsitsdf: the towpath of Higtory islittered with the corpses of
years, ther slly throats dit from ear to ear by the improbable.

| am writing about the overtone and undertow of now - in the guise of 1990 because it would take
decades for ayear like 1950 to be milked of itsimplications. What 1990 will redlly look like | haven't the
dightest idea. Nobody can train his mind to think effectively, without vertigo, in terms of accelerations
and accel erated accelerations - and nobody can foretell Clio's pratfals. On the spurious map of the future
presented herein, on the far Sde of the pinpoint of now, | haveto inscribe, as did the medieval
cartographers over dl theterrifying areas outsde their ken: HERE LIVE LIONS. They could, of course,
be unicorns, or hippographs, or even giraffes. | don't even know if there's going to be a 1990. Neither
doesENIAC - | keep telling mysdlf.



Bernard Wolfe was born in New Haven, Connecticut, in 1915. He vaguely remembers having spent
someyearsat Yae, and hastheimpression that he passed the rest of the 1930s at sea - occupationally
(there were very few jobs), palitically (there were too many prties and movements), and sometimes
literdly (when he could find work in the merchant marine).

During the war he was amilitary correspondent for science magazines, and it was not until 1946 that he
turned from journalism to fiction. Apart from Limbo "90 he has written several television playsand
recently completed afull-length play based on the assassionation of Trotsky. His book In Deegp has aso
been published in England.



