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Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wei

Led usto this perfect day. Marx, Wood, Wei, and Chrigt;

All but Wei were sacrificed. Wood, Wei, Christ, and Marx
Gave us lovely schools and parks. Wei, Christ, Marx, and Wood
Made us humble, made us good.

—child'srhyme for bouncing abal
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Chapter One

A city'sblank white concrete dabs, the giant ones ringed by the less giant, gave space in their midst to a
broad pink-floored plaza, a playground in which some two hundred young children played and exercised
under the care of a dozen super-visorsin white coveralls. Most of the children, bare, tan, and
black-haired, were crawling through red and yelow cylinders, swinging on swings, or doing group
caisthenics; but in a shad-owed corner where a hopscotch grid wasinlaid, five of them sat in aclose,
quiet circle, four of them listening and one speaking.



"They catch animals and eat them and wear their sking/" the speaker, aboy of about eight, said. "And
they—they do athing caled 'fighting.' That means they hurt each other, on purpose, with their hands or
with rocks and things. They don't love and help each other a al.”

The listeners sat wide-eyed. A girl younger than the boy-said, "But you can't take off your bracelet. It's
impossible.” She pulled at her own bracelet with onefinger, to show how safely-strong the links were.

"You canif you've got theright tools," the boy said. "It'staken off on your linkday, isnt it?'

"Only for asecond.”

"But it'staken off, isn't it?'

"Where do they live?' another girl asked.

"On mountaintops,” the boy said. "In deep caves. In dl kinds of places where we can't find them."”
Thefirg girl said, "They must besick.”

"Of coursethey are," the boy said, laughing. "That'swhat ‘incurable means, sick. That'swhy they're
called incurables, because they're very, very sck."

The youngest child, aboy of about Sx, said, "Don't they get their treatments?’
The older boy looked a him scornfully. "Without their bracelets?' he said. "Living in caves?"

"But how do they get sck?' the Sx-year-old asked. "They get their trestments until they run away, don't
they?”

"Treatments,”" the older boy said, "don't dwayswork."
The six-year-old stared at him. "They do," he said.
"No they don't."

"My goodness," a supervisor said, coming to the group with volley balls tucked one under each arm,
"aren't you sitting too close together? What are you playing, Who's Got the Rabhbit?!

The children quickly hitched away from one another, sepa-rating into alarger circle—except the
sx-year-old boy, who stayed where he was, not moving at al. The supervisor looked at him curioudly.

A two-note chime sounded on loudspeakers. " Shower and dress," the supervisor said, and the children
hopped to their feet and raced away.

"Shower and dress!" the supervisor called to agroup of chil-dren playing passbal nearby.

The six-year-old boy stood up, looking troubled and un-happy. The supervisor crouched before him and
looked into his face with concern. "What'swrong?' she asked.

The boy, whose right eye was green instead of brown, looked at her and blinked.

The supervisor let drop her volley balls, turned the boy'swrist to look at his bracelet, and took him gently
by the shoul-ders. "What isit, Li?" she asked. "Did you lose the game? L osing's the same as winning; you
know that, don't you?'

The boy nodded.



"What'simportant is having fun and getting exercise, right?"
The boy nodded again and tried to smile.

"Well, that's better,” the supervisor said. "That's alittle better. Now you don't ook like such asad old
sad-monkey."

The boy smiled.

"Shower and dress,” the supervisor said with relief. She turned the boy around and gave him a pat on his
bottom. "Go on," she said, "skedaddle.”

?

The boy, who was sometimes called Chip but more often Li—his nameber wasLi RM35M4419—said
scarcely aword while eating, but his sister Peace kept up a continuous jabber-ing and neither of his
parents noticed hissilence. It wasn't until al four had seated themsdvesinthe TV chairsthat his mother
took agood look at him and said, "Areyou feding al right, Chip?'

"Yes, | fed fing" hesad.

His mother turned to hisfather and said, "He hasn't said aword al evening.”
Chipsad, "l fed fine"

"Then why are you S0 quiet?" hismother asked.

"ShhV? hisfather said. The screen had flicked on and was finding itsright colors.

When thefirgt hour was over and the children were getting ready for bed, Chip's mother went into the
bathroom and watched him finish cleaning his teeth and pull his mouth-piece from the tube. "What isit?'
shesad. "Did somebody say something about your eye?"

"No," he said, reddening.
"Rinseit," shesad.

"l did"

"Rinseit"

He rinsed his mouthpiece and, stretching, hung it in its place on the rack. "Jesus wastaking,” he said.
"JesusDV. During play.”

"About what?'Y our eye?’

"No, not my eye. Nobody says anything about my eye!

"Thenwhat?'

He shrugged. "Members who—get sick and—leave the Fam-ily. Run away and take off their bracelets.”
His mother looked a him nervoudly. "Incurables,” she said.

He nodded, her manner and her knowing the name making him more uneasy. "It'strue?' he said.



"No," shesaid. "No, it isn't. No. I'm going to call Bob. HEll explainit to you." Sheturned and hurried
from the room, dipping past Peace, who was coming in closing her pgjamas.

In theliving room Chip'sfather said, "Two more minutes. Arethey in bed?'
Chip's mother said, "One of the children told Chip about the incurables.
"Hate" hisfather said.

"I'm calling Bob," hismother said, going to the phone.

"It'safter eight.”

"Hell come,”" she said. She touched her bracelet to the phone's plate and read out the nameber
red-printed on a card tucked under the screen rim: "Bob NE20G3018." She waited, rubbing the hedls of
her pamstightly together. "I knew something was bothering him," she said. "He didn't say asingle word
al evening.”

Chip'sfather got up from hischair. "I'll gotalk to him," he said, going.

"Let Bob doit!" Chip'smother caled. "Get Peace into bed; she's till in the bathroom!”
D

Bob came twenty minutes |ater.

"He'sin hisroom,” Chip's mother said.

"Y ou two watch the program,” Bob said. "Go on, st down and watch." He smiled at them. "There's
nothing to worry about,” he said. "Redlly. It happens every day."

"Sill?' Chip'sfather said.
"Of course," Bob said. "And it'll happen ahundred years from now. Kidsare kids."

He was the youngest adviser they had ever had—twenty-one, and barely ayear out of the Academy.
There was nothing diffi-dent or unsure about him though; on the contrary, he was more relaxed and
confident than advisers of fifty or fifty-five. They were pleased with him.

He went to Chip's room and looked in. Chip wasin bed, lying on an elbow with hishead in hishand, a
comic book spread open before him.

"Hi, Li," Bob sid.
Chip sid, "Hi, Bob."

Bob went in and sat down on the side of the bed. He put histelecomp on the floor between hisfedt, felt
Chip'sforehead and ruffled his hair. "Whatchareadin'?' he said.

"Wood's Struggle” Chip said, showing Bob the cover of the comic book. Helet it drop closed on the
bed and, with hisforefinger, began tracing the wide yellow W of "Wood's"

Bob said, "I hear somebody's been giving you some cloth about incurables.”

"Isthat whet it is?" Chip asked, not looking up from his moving finger.



"That'swhat itis, Li,” Bob said. "It used to be true, along, long time ago, but not any more; now it's just
doth."

Chip was slent, retracing the W.

"We didn't dways know as much about medicine and chemistry aswe do today," Bob said, watching
him, "and until fifty years or o after the Unification, members used to get Sick sometimes, avery few of
them, and fed that they weren't members. Some of them ran away and lived by themsdlvesin placesthe
Family wasn't using, barren idands and mountain peaks and so forth.”

"And they took off their bracel ets?'

"| supposethey did,” Bob said. "Brace ets wouldn't have been much useto them in placeslike tht,
would they, with no scannersto put them to?"

"Jesus sad they did something called ‘fighting."

Bob looked away and then back again. ""Acting aggressively' isanicer way of putting it," hesaid. "Yes,
they did that"

Chip looked up at him. "But they're dead now?" he said.

"Yes, dl dead,” Bob said. "Every last one of them." He

[

smoothed Chip'shair. "It wasalong, long time ago,” he said. "Nobody gets that way today."
Chip said, "We know more about medicine and chemistry today. Treatments work."

"Right you are,” Bob said. "And don't forget there were five separate computers in those days. Once one
of those sick members had |eft his home continent, he was completely un-connected.”

"My grandfather helped build UniComp."

"I know hedid, Li. So next time anyone tells you about the incurables, you remember two things: one,
treatments are much more effective today than they were along time ago; and two, we've got UniComp
looking out for us everywhere on Earth. Okay?"

"Okay," Chip said, and smiled.
"Let'sseewhat it says about you" Bob said, picking up histelecomp and opening it on hisknees.

Chip sat up and moved close, pushing his pgamadeeve clear of hisbraceet. "Do you think I'll get an
extratrest-ment?' he asked.

"If you need one," Bob said. "Do you want to turn it on?"
"Me?' Chipsad. "May 17?7
"Sure," Bob said.

Chip put hjs thumb and forefinger cautioudy to the tele-comp's on-off switch. He clicked it over, and
amall lights came on—blue, amber, amber. He smiled at them.

Bob, watching him, smiled and said, "Touch.”



Chip touched his bracelet to the scanner plate, and the blue light besideiit turned red.

Bob tapped the input keys. Chip watched his quickly mov-ing fingers. Bob kept tapping and then
pressed the answer button; aline of green symbols glowed on the screen, and then a second line beneath
thefirst. Bob studied the symbols. Chip watched him.

Bob looked at Chip from the corners of hiseyes, smiling. "Tomorrow at 12:25," he said.
"Good!" Chip said. "Thank you!"

"Thank Uni," Bob said, switching off the telecomp and clos-ing its cover. "Who told you about the
incurables?’ he asked. "Jesuswho?"

"DV 33-something," Chip said. "He lives on the twenty-fourth floor."
Bob snapped the telecomp's catches. "He's probably as wor-ried as you were," he said.
"Can he have an extratreatment too?"

"If he needs one; I'll dert hisadviser. Now to deep, brother; you've got school tomorrow.” Bob took
Chip's comic book and put it on the night table.

Chip lay down and snuggled smilingly into his pillow, and Bob stood up, tapped off thelamp, ruffled
Chip's hair again, and bent and kissed the back of his head.

"Seeyou Friday," Chip said.

"Right," Bob said. "Good night."

"Night, Bob."

Chip's parents stood up anxiousy when Bob cameinto the living room.

"He'sfing" Bob said. "Practically adeep aready. He's getting an extratrestment during his lunch hour
tomorrow, probably abit of tranquilizer.”

"Oh, what ardief,” Chip'smother said, and hisfather said, "Thanks, Bob."

"Thank Uni," Bob said. He went to the phone. "I want to get some help to the other boy,” he said, "the
one who told him"—and touched his bracelet to the phone's plate.

?

The next day, after lunch, Chip rode the escalators down from his school to the medicenter three floors

below. His bracelet, touched to the scanner a the medicenter's entrance, produced awinking green yes
on theindicator; and another winking green yes at the door of the therapy section; and an-other winking
green yes at the door of the treatment room.

Fout of the fifteen units were being serviced, so the line wasfairly long. Soon enough, though, he was
mounting children's seps and thrusting hisarm, with the deeve pushed high, through arubber-rimmed
opening. He held hisarm grown-uply still while the scanner inside found and fastened on his bracelet and
the infusion disc nuzzled warm and smooth againgt his upper arm's softness. Motors burred insde the
unit, liquidstrickled. The bluelight overhead turned red and the infusion disc tickled-buzzed-stung his
arm; and then the light turned blue again.



Later that day, in the playground, Jesus DV, the boy who had told him about the incurables, sought Chip
out and thanked him for helping him.

"Thank Urn/' Chip said. "I got an extratreatment; did you?"

"Yes" Jesus said. "So did the other kids and Bob UT. He's the one who told me."

"It scared mealittle,” Chip said, "thinking about members getting sick and running away."
"Metoo alittle/' Jesus said. "Buit it doesn't happen any more; it wasalong, long time ago.”
"Treatments are better now than they used to be/" Chip said.

Jesus said, "And weve got UniComp watching out for us everywhere on Earth.”

"Right you are/' Chip said.

A supervisor came and shooed them into a passbal circle, an enormous one of fifty or sixty boys and
girls spaced out at fingertip distance, taking up more than a quarter of the busy playground.

Chapter Two

Chip's grandfather was the one who had given him the name Chip. He had given dl of them extranames
that were different from their real ones: Chip's mother, who was his daughter, he caled " Suzu" instead of
Anng; Chip'sfather was"Mike" not Jesus (and thought the ideafoolish); and Peace was "Willow," which
she refused to have anything at al to do with. "No! Don't call methat! I'm Peace! I'm Peace
KD37T5002!"

Papa Jan was odd. Odd-looking, naturdly; dl grandparents had their marked peculiarities—afew
centimeters too much or too little of height, skin that wastoo light or too dark, big ears, abent nose.
Papa Jan was both taler and darker than normd, his eyes were big and bulging, and there were two
reddish patchesin hisgraying hair. But hewasn't only odd-looking, he was odd-talking; that wasthe
real oddness about him. He was dways saying things vigoroudy and with enthusiasm and yet giving Chip
thefeding that he didn't mean them at dl, that he meant in fact their exact opposites. On that subject of
names, for instance: "Marvelousl Wonderful!" he said. "Four namesfor boys, four namesfor girls! What
could be morefriction-free, more everyone-the-same? Everybody would name boys after Chrit, Marx,
Wood, or Wei anyway, wouldn't they?"

"Yes" Chipsad.

"Of coursd" PapaJan said. "And if Uni gives out four namesfor boysit hasto give out four namesfor
girlstoo, right? Ob-vioudy! Listen." He stopped Chip and, crouching down, spoke face to face with him,
his bulging eyes dancing asif he was about to laugh. It was a holiday and they were on their way to the
parade, Unification Day or Wei's Birthday or whatever; Chip was seven. "Ligten, Li
RM35M26J4499.88WXY Z/' Papa Jan sad. "Ligten, I'm going to tell you something fantastic,
in-credible. In my day—are you listening?—in my day there were over twenty different names for
boys done! Would you believeit? Love of Family, it'sthe truth. There was 'Jan/ and "John/ and 'Amu/
and 'Lev/ 'Higd and 'Mikel Tonio! And in my father's time there were even more, maybeforty or fifty!
Isn't that ridiculous? All those different names when members themsalves are exactly the same and
interchangeable? It that the silliest thing you ever heard of 7

And Chip nodded, confused, feeling that Papa Jan meant the opposite, that somehow it wasn't slly and
ridiculousto haveforty or fifty different namesfor boysaone.



"Look at them!" Papa Jan said, taking Chip's hand and walk-ing on with him—through Unity Park to the
Wei's Birthday parade. "Exactly the same! 1san't it marvelous? Hair the same, eyesthe same, skinthe
same, shape the same; boys, girls, al the same. Like peasin apod. Isn't it fine? Isn't it top speed?”

Chip, flushing (not his green eye, not the same as any-body's), said, "What does "peezinagpod’ mean?"
"I don't know," Papa Jan said. "Things members used to eat before total cakes, Sharyaused to say it."

He was a congtruction supervisor in EURS5i 3], twenty kilometers from '55x28, where Chip and his
family lived. On Sundays and holidays he rode over and visited them. Hiswife, Sharya, had drowned ina
sightseeing-boat disaster in 135, the same year Chip was born; he hadn't remarried.

Chip's other grandparents, hisfather's mother and father, lived in MEX 10405, and the only time he saw
them was when they phoned on birthdays. They were odd, but not nearly as odd as Papa Jan.

?

School was pleasant and play was pleasant. The Pre-U Museum was pleasant athough some of the
exhibitswere abit scary—the "spears’ and "guns,” for instance, and the "prison cdl” with its
striped-suited "convict" sitting on the cot and clutching his head in motionless month-after-month woe.
Chip awayslooked at him—hewould dip away from the rest of the classif he had to—and having
looked, he dwayswaked quickly away.

Ice cream and toys and comic books were pleasant too. Once when Chip put his bracelet and atoy's
sticker to a supply-cen-ter scanner, itsindicator red-winked no and he had to put the toy, a construction
s, in the turnback bin. He couldn't under-stand why Uni had refused him; it was the right day and the
toy wasin the right category, “There must be areason, dear/' the member behind him said. "Y ou go call
your adviser and find out.”

Hedid, and it turned out that the toy was only being with-held for afew days, not denied completely; he
had been teasing a scanner somewhere, putting his bracelet to it again and again, and he was being taught
not to. That winking red no wasthefirg in hislifefor aclam that mattered to him, not just for garting into
the wrong classroom or coming to the medi-center on the wrong day; it hurt him and saddened him.

Birthdays were pleasant, and Christmas and Marxmas and Unification Day and Wood'sand Wei's
Birthdays. Even more pleasant, because they came less frequently, were hislinkdays. The new link would
be shinier than the others, and would stay shiny for days and days and days; and then one day he would
remember and look and there would be only old links, al of them the same and indigtinguishable. Like

peezinapod.

?

In the spring of 145, when Chip wasten, he and his par-ents and Peace were granted the trip to
EURO0000L1 to see UniComp. It was over an hour's ride from carport to carport and the longest trip Chip
remembered making, although ac-cording to his parents he had flown from Mex to Eur when he was one
and ahalf, and from EUR20140 to '55128 afew monthslater. They made the UniComp tripon a
Sunday in April, riding with acouple in their fifties (Someone's odd-look-ing grandparents, both of them
lighter than normd, she with her hair unevenly dlipped) and another family, the boy and girl of which were
ayear older than Chip and Peace. The other father drove the car from the EURooooi turnoff to the
carport near UniComp. Chip watched with interest as the man worked the car's lever and buttons. It felt
funny to beriding dowly on whedls again after shooting dong on air.

They took sngpshots outside UniComp's white marble dome —uwhiter and more beautiful than it wasin



pictures or on TV, asthe snow-tipped mountains beyond it were more stately, the Lake of Universal
Brotherhood more blue and far-reaching —and then they joined the line a the entrance, touched the
admission scanner, and went into the blue-white curving lobby. A smiling member in pale blue showed
them toward the eleva-tor line. They joined it, and Papa Jan came up to them, grin-ning with delight at
their astonishment.

"What are you doing here?' Chip's father asked as Papa Jan kissed Chip's mother. They had told him
they had been granted the trip and he had said nothing at dl about claiming it himself.

Papa Jan kissed Chip'sfather. "Oh, | just decided to sur-prise you, that'sal/* he said. "1 wanted to tell
my friend here" —helad alarge hand across Chip's shoulder—"alittle more about Uni than the earpiece
will. Hello, Chip-" He bent and kissed Chip's cheek, and Chip, surprised to be the reason for Papa Jan's
being there, kissed him in return and said, "Hello, Papa Jan.”

"Hello, Peace KD37T5002/" Papa Jan said gravely, and kissed Peace. She kissed him and said hello.
"When did you claim thetrip?' Chip'sfather asked.

"A few days after you did/" Papa Jan said, keeping his hand on Chip's shoulder. The line moved up afew
meters and thev al moved withit.

Chip's mother said, "But you were here only five or Six years ago, weren't you?"

"Uni knowswho put it together," Pgpa Jan said, smiling. "We get specid favors.”

"That's not 0," Chip'sfather said. "No one gets specid favors.”

"Wdl, here| am, anyway," Pgpa Jan said, and turned his smile down toward Chip. "Right?
"Right,” Chip said, and smiled back up at him.

Papa Jan had helped build UniComp when he was ayoung man. It had been hisfirst assgnment.
a

The elevator held about thirty members, and instead of music it had a man's voice—"Good day,
brothers and ssters; welcome to the site of UniComp*'—awarm, friendly voice that Chip recognized
from TV. "Asyou can tel, we've started to move," it said, "and now we're descending at a speed of
twenty-two meters per second. It will take usjust over three and ahalf minutesto reach Uni's
five-kilometer depth. This shaft down which we'retraveling..." The voice gave statis-tics about the Sze
of UniComp's housing and the thickness of itswalls, and told of its safety from al naturd and man-meade
disturbances. Chip had heard thisinformation before, in school and on TV, but hearing it now, while
entering that housing and passing through those wals, while on the very verge of seeing UniComp, made
it seem new and exciting. He listened attentively, watching the speaker disc over the elevator door. Papa
Jan's hand 4till held his shoulder, asif to restrain him. "Were dowing now," the voice said. "Enjoy your
vigit, won't you?'—and the elevator sank to a cushiony stop and the door divided and did to both sides.

There was another |obby, smdler than the one at ground level, another smiling member in paleblue, and
another line, this one extending two by two to double doors that opened on adimly lit hallway.

"Hereweare!" Chip called, and Papa Jan said to him, "We don't al have to be together.” They had
become separated from

Chip's parents and Peace, who were farther ahead in the line and looking back at them



questioningly—Chip's parents; Peace was too short to be seen. The member in front of Chip turned and
offered to let them move up, but Papa Jan said, "No, thisisdl right. Thank you, brother." He waved a
hand a Chip's parents and smiled, and Chip did the same. Chip's parents smiled back, then turned
around and moved forward.

Papa Jan |ooked about, his bulging eyes bright, his mouth keeping its smile. Hisnogtrils flared and fell
with hisbreath-ing. "So/ he said, "you're finaly going to see UniComp. Ex-cited?"

"Yes very," Chipsad.
They followed the line forward.

"l don't blame you," Papa Jan said. "Wonderful! Once-in-a-lifetime experience, to see the machine that's
going to clas-sify you and give you your assgnments, that's going to decide where you'll live and whether
or not you'll marry the girl you want to marry; and if you do, whether or not you'll have chil-dren and
what they'll be named if you have them—of course you're excited; who wouldn't be?"

Chip looked at Papa Jan, disturbed.

Papa Jan, still smiling, clapped him on the back asthey passed in their turn into the hallway. "Go look!"
he said. "Look at the displays, look at Uni, ook at everything! It'sall herefor you; look at it!"

There was arack of earpieces, the same asin amuseum; Chip took one and put it in. Papa Jan's strange
manner made him nervous, and he was sorry not to be up ahead with his parents and Peace. Papa Jan
put in an earpiece too. "l wonder what interesting new facts I'm going to hear!" he said, and laughed to
himsdf. Chip turned away from him.

His nervousness and fedling of disturbancefell away as he faced awall thet glittered and skittered with a
thousand spar-kling minilights. The voice of the devator spokein hisear, telling him, while thelights
showed him, how UniComp received from its round-the-world relay belt the microwave impulses of all
the uncountable scanners and telecomps and tele-controlled devices; how it evaluated the impul ses and
sent back its answering impulsesto the relay belt and the sources of inquiry.

Y es, he was excited. Was anything quicker, more clever, more everywhere than Uni?

The next span of wall showed how the memory banks worked; abeam of light flicked over a
crisscrossed meta square, making parts of it glow and leaving parts of it dark. The voice spoke of
electron beams and superconductive grids, of charged and uncharged areas becoming the yes-or-no
carriers of different bits of information. When a question was put to UniComp, the voice said, it scanned
theredlevant hits...

Hedidn't understand it, but that made it more wonderful, that Uni could know all there wasto know so
magicaly, so zm-understandably!

And the next span was glass not wall, and there it was, Uni-Comp: atwin row of different-colored metal
bulks, like treat-ment units only lower and smdller, some of them pink, some brown, some orange; and
among them in thelarge, rosly lit room, ten or adozen membersin pae blue coverals, smil-ing and
chatting with one another asthey read meters and dia's on the thirty-or-so units and marked what they
read on handsome pale blue plastic clipboards. There was agold cross and sickle on the far wall, and a
clock that said 11:08 Sun 12 Apr 145 Y.U. Music crept into Chip's ear and grew louder: "Outward,
Outward,” played by an enormous orchestra, so movingly, so mgestically, that tears of pride and
happiness cameto hiseyes.



He could have stayed there for hours, watching those busy cheerful members and those impressively
gleaming memory banks, listening to "Outward, Outward" and then "One Mighty Family"; but the music
thinned away (as 11:10 be-came 11:11) and the voice, gently, aware of hisfeglings, re-minded him of
other memberswaiting and asked him to move on please to the next display farther down the halway.
Re-luctantly he turned himsdf from UniComp's glasswall, with other memberswho were wiping a the
corners of their eyes and smiling and nodding. He smiled at them, and they at him.

Papa Jan caught hisarm and drew him across the hallway to a scanner-posted door. "Well, did you like
it?" he asked.

Chip nodded.
"That's not Uni," Pgpa Jan said.
Chip looked at him.

Papa Jan pulled the earpiece out of Chip'sear. "That's not UniComp!" he said in afierce whisper. "Those
arent redl, those pink and orange boxes in there! Those aTe toys, for the Family to come look at and
fed cozy and warm with!" His eyes bulged close to Chip's, specks of his spit hit Chip's nose and cheeks.
"It'sdown below!" he said. "There are three levels under this one, and that'swhereit isl Do you want to
seeit? Do you want to see the real UniComp?"

Chip could only stare a him.
"Do you, Chip?' Papa Jan said. "Do you want to seeit?| can show it to you!"
Chip nodded.

Papa Jan let go of hisarm and stood up straight. He looked around and smiled. "All right,” he said, "let's
go thisway," and taking Chip's shoulder he steered him back the way they had come, past the glasswall
thronged with memberslooking in, and the flicking light-beam of the memory banks, and the skittering
wadl of minilights, and—"Excuse us, pleass'— through the line of incoming members and down to
another part of the hallway that was darker and empty, where amonster telecomp lolled broken away
fromitswall display and two blue stretchers lay sde by side with pillows and folded blankets on them.

There was adoor in the corner with a scanner besideit, but asthey got near it Papa Jan pushed down
Chip'sarm.

"The scanner,” Chip said.
"No," Papa Jan said.
"lsn't thiswherewere—"
"Yes"

Chip looked at Papa Jan, and Papa Jan pushed him past the scanner, pulled open the door, thrust him
indde, and camein after him, dragging the door shut againgt its hissing dow-closer.

Chip stared a him, quivering.

"It'sdl right," PgpaJan said sharply; and then, not sharply, kindly, he took Chip's head in both his hands
and said, "It'sdl right, Chip. Nothing will happen to you. I've doneit lots of times."

"Wedidn't ask," Chip said, till quivering.



"It'sdl right," PgpaJan said. "Look: who does UniComp belong to?"
"Bdongto?'

"Whoseisit? Whaose computer?*

"It's—it'sthewhole Family's."

"And you're amember of the Family, aren't you?"

"Yes..."

"Well then, it's partly your computer, isn't it? It belongsto you, not the other way around; you don't
belongtoit.”

"No, we're supposed to ask for thingd" Chip said.

"Chip, please, trust me," Papa Jan said. "WEe're not going to take anything, we're not even going to touch
anything. We're only going to look. That'sthe reason | came here today, to show you the real UniComp.
Y ou want to seeit, don't you?"

Chip, after amoment, said, "Yes."

"Then don't worry; it'sall right." Papa Jan looked reassur-ingly into his eyes, and then et go of his head
and took his hand.

They were on alanding, with stairs going down. They went down four or five of them—into
cool ness—and Papa Jan stopped, and stopped Chip. "Stay right here,” he said. "I'll be back in two
seconds. Don't move.”

Chip watched anxioudy as Papa Jan went back up to the landing, opened the door to look, and then
went quickly out. The door swung back toward closing.

Chip began to quiver again. He had passed a scanner with-out touching it, and now he was doneon a
chilly slent stairway —and Uni didn't know where hewas!

The door opened again and Papa Jan came back in with blue blankets over hisarm. "It'svery cold/' he
sad.

They walked together, wrapped in blankets, down the just-wide-enough aide between two sted walls
that stretched ahead of them convergingly to afaraway cross-wall and reared up above their headsto
within half ameter of aglowing white celling—not walls, redly, but rows of mammoth sted blocks set
each againg the next and hazed with cold, numbered on their frontsin eye-leve black stencil-figures:
H46, H48 on this sde of the aide; H49, H51 on that. The aide was one of twenty or more; narrow
parallel crevasses between back-to-back rows of steel blocks, the rows broken evenly by the
intersecting crevasses of four dightly wider cross-aides.

They came up the ade, their breath clouding from their nogtrils, blurs of near-shadow staying benegth
their feet. The sounds they made—the paplon rustle of their coverals, the dgpping of their
sandals—were the only sounds there were, edged with echoes.

"WdI?' PapaJan said, looking at Chip.

Chip hugged his blanket more tightly around him. "It's not as nice asupdtairs,” he said.



"No," Papa Jan said. "No pretty young memberswith pens and clipboards down here. No warm lights
and friendly pink machines. It's empty down here from one year to the next. Empty and cold and lifeless.

Ugly."

They stood at the intersection of two aides, crevasses of stedl stretching away in one direction and
another, in athird direction and afourth. Papa Jan shook his head and scowled. "It'swrong,” he said. "l
don't know why or how, but it'swrong. Dead plans of dead members. Dead idess, dead decisions.”

"Why isit so cold?" Chip asked, watching his breath.

"Becauseit'sdead,” Papa Jan said, then shook hishead. "No, | don't know," he said. "They don't work if
they're not freezing cold; | don't know; al | knew was getting the things where they were supposed to be
without smashing them."”

They walked sde by sde dong another aide: R20, K22, R24. "How many are there?' Chip asked.

"Twelve hundred and forty on thisleve, twelve hundred and forty on the level below. And that's only for
now; there'stwice as much space cut out and waiting behind that east wall, for when the Family gets
bigger. Other shafts, another venti-lating system aready in place..."

They went down to the next lower level. It was the same as the one above except that there were stedl
pillars at two of the intersections and red figures on the memory banksinstead of black ones. They
walked past 16$, J63, J61. "The biggest excavation there ever was," Papa Jan said. "The biggest job
there ever was, making one computer to obsolete the old five. There was news about it every night when
| wasyour age. | figured out that it wouldn't be too late to help when | was twenty, provided | got the
right classfication. So | asked for it."

"You asked for it?"

"That'swhat | said/" Papa Jan said, smiling and nodding. "It wasn't unheard of in those days. | asked my
adviser to ask Uni—well, it wasn't Uni, it was EuroComp—anyway | asked her to ask, and she did, and
Christ, Marx, Wood, and W, | got it—042C; construction worker, third class. First assgnment, here.”
Helooked about, still smiling, hiseyesvivid. "They were going to lower these hulks down the shafts one
at atime" hesaid, and laughed. "1 sat up al one night and figured out that the job could be done eight
months earlier if wetunneled in from the other sde of Mount Love'—he thumbed over his
shoulder—"and rolled them in on whedls. EuroComp hadn't thought of that smpleidea. Or maybe it was
in no big rush to have its memory sphoned away!" He laughed again.

He stopped laughing; and Chip, watching him, noticed for the first time that hishair wasdl gray now. The
reddish patches that he'd had afew years earlier were completely gone.

"And herethey are," hesaid, "dl intheir places, rolled down my tunnel and working eight months longer
than they would have been otherwise." He looked at the banks he was passing asif he didiked them.

Chip sad, "Don't you—like UniComp?"

Papa Jan was slent for amoment. "No, | don't,”" he said, and cleared histhroat. "Y ou can't argue with it,
you can't ex-plainthingstoit . * ."

"But it knows everything," Chip said. "What's there to ex-plain or argue about?"

They separated to pass asquare stedl pillar and came to-gether again. "'l don't know," Papa Jan said. "'l



don't know." He walked aong, his head lowered, frowning, his blanket wrapped around him. “Listen,” he
sad, "isthere any classifi-cation that you want more than any other? Any assgnment that you're

especidly hoping for?'

Chip looked uncertainly at Pgpa Jan and shrugged. "No," he said. "'l want the classfication I'll get, the
onel'mright for. And the assgnments I'll get, the ones that the Family needs meto do. Theresonly one
assgnment anyway, helping to spread the—"

" 'Helping to spread the Family through the universe,™ Papa Jan said. "I know. Through the unified
UniComp uni-verse. Come on,” he said, "let's go back up above. | can't take this brother-fighting cold

much longer."
Embarrassed, Chip said, "lsn't there another level ? Y ou said there-"

"We can't," PgpaJan said. "There are scanners there, and members around who'd see us not touching
them and rush to 'help' us. Theré's nothing specia to see there anyway; the re-ceiving and transmitting
equipment and the refrigerating plants.”

They went to the stairs. Chip felt let down. Papa Jan was disappointed with him for some reason; and
worse, he wasn't well, wanting to argue with Uni and not touching scanners and using bad language. "Y ou
ought to tell your adviser," he said asthey started up the gairs. " About wanting to argue with Uni."

"I don't want to argue with Uni," Pgpa Jan said. "'l just want to be ableto argue if | want to argue.”

Chip couldn't follow that at al. ™Y ou ought to tell him any-way," he said. "Maybe you'll get an extra
trestment.”

"Probably | would," Papa Jan said; and after amoment, "All right, I'll tell him."
"Uni knows everything about everything," Chip said.

They went up the second flight of stairs, and on the landing outside the display halway, stopped and
folded the blankets. Papa Jan finished first. He watched Chip finish folding his,

"There," Chip said, patting the blue bundle againgt his chest.
"Do you know why | gave you the name 'Chip'?* Pgpa Jan asked him.
"No," Chip said.

"Theresan old saying, 'achip off the old block." It meansthat achild islike his parentsor his
grandparents.”

llmlll

"I didn't mean you werelike your father or even like me," Papa Jan said, "l meant you were like my
grandfather. Because of your eye. He had agreen eyetoo.”

Chip shifted, wanting Papa Jan to be done talking so they could go outside where they belonged.

"I know you don't like to talk about it," Papa Jan said, "but it's nothing to be ashamed of. Being alittle
different from everyone eseisn't such aterrible thing. Members used to be so different from each other,
you can't imagine. Y our great-great-grandfather was avery brave and capable man. Hisname was
Hanno Rybeck—names and numbers were separate then—and he was a cosmonaut who helped build
thefirst Mars colony. So don't be ashamed that you've got his eye. They fight around with the genes



today, excuse my language, but maybe they missed afew of yours, maybe you've got more than agreen
eye, maybe you've got some of my grandfather's bravery and ability too," He started to open the door
but turned to look at Chip again. "Try wanting something, Chip," he said. "Try aday or two before your
next trestment. That's when it's easi-et; to want things, to worry about things..."

?

When they came out of the eevator into the ground-level lobby, Chip's parents and Peace were waiting
for them. "Where have you been?' Chip'sfather asked, and Peace, holding a miniature orange memory
bank (not redlly), said, "Weve been waiting so long!"

"Wewere looking at Uni," Papa Jan said.

Chip'sfather sad, "All thistime?'

"That'sright."

"Y ou were supposed to move on and let other members have ther turn.”

"You were, Mikel' Papa Jan said, smiling. "My earpiece said 'Jan old friend, it's good to see you! Y ou
and your grandson can stay and look aslong asyou like!™

Chip'sfather turned away, not smiling.

They went to the canteen, claimed cakes and cokes—except Papa Jan, who wasn't hungry—and took
them out to the picnic area behind the dome. Papa Jan pointed out Mount Love to Chip and told him
more about the drilling of the tunndl, which Chip's father was surprised to hear about—atunnel to bring in
thirty-six not-so-big memory banks. Papa Jan told him that there were more banks on alower leve, but
he didn't say how many or how big they were, or how cold and how lifeless. Chip didn't either. It gave
him an odd fedling, knowing there was something that he and Papa Jan knew and werent telling the
others; it made the two of them different from the others, and the same as each other, at least alittle...

When they had eaten, they walked to the carport and got on the claim line. Pgpa Jan stayed with them
until they were near the scanners; then heleft, explaining that he would wait and go home with two friends
from Riverbend who were vigiting Uni later in the day. "Riverbend" was his namefor '55131, where he
lived.

The next time Chip saw Bob NE, hisadviser, he told him about Papa Jan; that he didn't like Uni and
wanted to argue with it and explain thingstoiit.

Bob, amiling, sad, "That happens sometimes with members your grandfather's age, Li. It'snothing to
worry about.”

"But can't you tell Uni?" Chip said. "Maybe he can have an extratrestment, or a stronger one.”

"Li," Bob said, leaning forward across his desk, "the differ-ent chemicalswe get in our trestments are
very precious and hard to make. If older members got as much as they sometimes need, there might not
be enough for the younger members, who are redly more important to the Family. And to make enough
chemicasto satisfy everyone, we might have to neglect the more important jobs. Uni knowswhat hasto
be done, how much of everything thereis, and how much of everything every-one needs. Y our
grandfather isn't really unhappy, | promise you. He'sjust abit crotchety, and we will be too when were
inour fifties”

"He usesthat word/" Chip said; " F-blank-blank-blank-T."



"Old members sometimes do that t0o," Bob said. "They don't redlly mean anything by it. Wordsarentin
themselves 'dirty’; it's the actions that the so-called dirty words represent that are offensve. Memberslike
your grandfather use only the words, not the actions. It's not very nice, but it'sno red sick-ness. How
about you? Any friction? Let's leave your grand-father to his own adviser for awhile.”

"No, nofriction," Chip said, thinking about having passed a scanner without touching it and having been
where Uni hadn't said he could go and now suddenly not wanting to tell Bob about it. "No friction at all,”
he sad. "Everything istop speed.”

"Okay," Bob said. "Touch. I'll seeyou next Friday, right?"

?

A week or so later Papa Jan was transferred to USA60607. Chip and his parents and Peace drove to
the airport at EUR-55130 to see him off.

In the waiting room, while Chip's parents and Peace watched through glass the members boarding the
plane, Papa Jan drew Chip aside and stood looking a him, smiling fondly. "Chip green-eye/* he
said—Chip frowned and tried to undo the frown—"you asked for an extra treatment for me, didn't you?"

"Yes," Chip said. "How did you know?"'

"Oh, | guessed, that's all," Papa Jan said. "Take good care of yoursdlf, Chip. Remember who you're a
chip off of, and re-member what | said about trying to want something.”

"I will,” Chip sad.
"Thelast onesaregoing,” Chip'sfather said.

Papa Jan kissed them al good-by and joined the members going out. Chip went to the glassand
watched; and saw Papa

Jan walking through the growing dark toward the plane, an unusualy tall member, histake-aong kit
swinging at the end of agangling arm. At the escdator he turned and waved— Chip waved back, hoping
Papa Jan could see him—then turned again and put his kit-hand wrist to the scanner. Answering green
sparked through dusk and distance, and he stepped onto the escalator and was taken smoothly upward.

In the car going back Chip sat silently, thinking that he would miss Pgpa Jan and his Sunday-and-holiday
vidits. It was strange, because he was such an odd and different old member. Y et that was exactly why
he would miss him, Chip suddenly redlized; because he was odd and different, and nobody & se would fill
hisplace.

"What's the matter, Chip?' hismother asked.

"I'm going to miss Papa Jan," he said.

"Soam|," shesaid, "but well see him on the phone oncein awhile”

"It'sagood thing hesgoing,” Chip'sfather said.

"l want him not to go," Chip said. "l want him to be trans-ferred back here."

"He'snot very likely to be" hisfather said, "and it'sagood thing. He was a bad influence on you."
"Mike," Chip'smother said.



"Don't you gtart thet cloth,” Chip'sfather said. "My nameis Jesus, and hisisLi."
"And mineis Peace," Peace said.
Chapter Three

Chip remembered what Papa Jan had told him, and in the weeks and months that followed, thought often
about wanting something, wanting to do something, as Papa Jan at ten had wanted to help build Uni. He
lay awakefor an hour or so every few nights, consdering dl the different assgnmentsthere were, dl the
different classifications he knew of—con-struction supervisor like Pgpa Jan, [ab technician like hisfather,
plasmaphysicist like his mother, photographer like afriend's father; doctor, adviser, dentist, cosmonati,
actor, mu-sician. They dl seemed pretty much the same, but before he could redly want one he had to
pick one. It was a strange thought to think about—to pick, to choose, to decide. It made him fed smal,
yet it made him fed big too, both a the sametime.

One night hethought it might be interesting to plan big buildings, likethelittle ones he had built with a
congtruction set he had had along time before (winking red no from Uni). That was the night before a
trestment, which Papa Jan had said was agood time for wanting things. The next night big-building
planner didn't seem any different from any other classification. In fact, the whole idea of wanting one
particular classification seemed silly and pre-U that night, and he went straight to deep.

The night before his next trestment he thought about plan-ning buildings again—buildings of dl different
shapes, not just the three usual ones—and he wondered why the interestingness of the idea had
disappeared the month before. Treatments were to prevent diseases and to relax members who were
tense and to kegp women from having too many babies and men from having hair on their faces, why
should they make an in-teresting idea seem not interesting? But that was what they did, one month, and
the next month, and the next.

Thinking such thoughts might be aform of selfishness, he suspected; but if it was, it was such aminor
form—involving only an hour or two of deep time, never of school or TV time-that he didn't bother to
mention it to Bob NE, just as he wouldn't have mentioned a moment's nervousness or an occa-siona
dream. Each week when Bob asked if everything was okay, he said yes it was: top speed, no friction. He
took care not to "think wanting" too often or too long, so that he dways got dl the deep he needed, and
mornings, while washing, he checked hisfacein the mirror to make sure he till looked right. He
did—except of coursefor hiseye.

In 146 Chip and hisfamily, dong with most of the mem-bersin their building, were transferred to
AFR71680. The building they were housed in was a biand-new one, with green carpet instead of gray in
the hallways, larger TV screens, and furniture that was upholstered though nonadjustable.

There was much to get used to in "71680. The climate was somewhat warmer, and the coverdlslighter in
weight and color; the monorail was old and dow and had frequent break-downs; and the total cakes
were wrapped in greenish foil and tasted salty and not quite right.

Chip'sand hisfamily's new adviser was Mary CZ14L.8584. She was ayear older than Chip's mother,
though she looked afew years younger.

Once Chip had grown accustomed to lifein '71680—schooal, at least, was no different—he resumed his
pastime of “thinking wanting." He saw now that there were considerable differences between
classfications, and began to wonder which one Uni would give him when thetime came. Uni, with itstwo
levels of cold stedl blocks, its empty echoing hardnesses... He wished Papa Jan had taken him down to
the bottom level, where members were. It would be pleasanter to think of being class-fied by Uni and



some membersingtead of by Uni alone; if he wereto be given aclassfication he didn't like, and members
were involved, maybe it would be possibleto explain to them...

Papa Jan called twice ayear; he claimed more, he said, but that was all he was granted. He looked

older, smiled tiredly. A section of USA60607 was being rebuilt and he wasin charge. Chip would have
liked to tell him that he wastrying to want something, but he couldn't with the others standing in front of
the screen with him. Once, when acal was nearly over, he said, "I'm trying," and Papa Jan smiled like his
old sdf and sad, "That'sthe boy!"

When the call was over, Chip'sfather said, "What are you trying?'
"Nothing," Chip sad.

"Y ou must have meant something," hisfather said.

Chip shrugged.

Mary CZ asked him too, the next time Chip saw her. "What did you mean when you told your
grandfather you weretrying?' she said.

"Nothing," Chip sad.
"Li," Mary said, and looked a him reproachfully. Y ou said you were trying. Trying what?"

"Trying not to misshim," he said. "When he was trans-ferred to Usa | told him | would misshim, and he
sad | should try not to, that members were dl the same and anyway he would call whenever he could.”

"Oh," Mary said, and went on looking a Chip, now uncer-tainly. "Why didn't you say soin thefirst
place?' she asked.

Chip shrugged.
"And do you misshim?"'
"Jug alittle Chip sad. "I'mtrying not to."

?

Sex began, and that was even better to think about than wanting something. Though he'd been taught that
orgasms were extremely pleasurable, he had had no idea whatsoever of the al-but-unbearable
deliciousness of the gathering sensartions, the ecstasy of the coming, and the drained and boneless
satisfaction of the moments afterward. Nobody had had any idea, none of his classmates; they talked
about nothing ese and would gladly have devoted themselves to nothing else aswell. Chip could hardly
think about mathematics and electronics and astronomy, |et done the differences between classfications.

After afew months, though, everyone calmed down, and accustomed to the new pleasure, gaveit its
proper Saturday-night place in the week's pattern.

One Saturday evening when Chip was fourteen, he bicycled with agroup of hisfriendsto afine white
beach afew kilome-ters north of AFR71680, There they siwam—jumped and pushed and splashed in
waves made pink-foamed by the foun-dering sun—and built afire on the sand and sat around it on
blankets and ate their calces and cokes and crisp sweet pieces of abashed-open coconut, A boy played
songs on arecorder, not very well, and then, the fire crumbling to embers, the group separated into five
couples, each on its own blanket.



Thegirl Chip waswith was AnnaVVF, and after their orgasm—the best one Chip had ever had, or so it
seemed—he wasfilled with afeding of tenderness toward her, and wished there were something he
could give her asaconveyor of it, like the beautiful shell that Karl GG had given Yin AP, or Li OSs
recorder-song, softly cooing now for whichever girl he waslying with. Chip had nothing for Anna, no
shdll, no song; nothing at dl, except, maybe, histhoughts.

"Would you like something interesting to think about?" he asked, lying on hisback with hisarm about her.

"Mm," shesaid, and squirmed closer againgt hisside. Her head was on his shoulder, her arm across his
chest.

He kissed her forehead. "Think of dl the different classifi-cationsthereare—" he said.

"M

"And try to decide which one you would pick if you had to pick one."

"To pick one?' shesad.

"That'sright."”

"What do you mean?"

"To pick one. To have. To bein. Which classfication would you like best? Doctor, engineer, adviser..."
She propped her head up on her hand and squinted at him. "What do you mean?"' she said.
Hegavealittle sgh and said, "We're going to be classified, right?”

"Right."

"Suppose we weren't going to be. Suppose we had to clas-sify ourselves.

"That'sglly," shesad, finger-drawing on his chest.

"It'sinteresting to think about."

"Let'sfuck again,” shesad.

"Wait aminute,” he said. "Just think about al the different classifications. Supposeit were up to usto—"

"l don't want to," she said, stopping drawing. "That'sslly. And sick. We get classfied; theres nothing to
think about. Uni knows what were—"

"Oh, fight Uni," Chip said. "Jugt pretend for aminute that wereliving in—"

Annaflipped away from him and lay on her somach, stiff and unmoving, the back of her head to him.
"I'm sorry,” hesaid.

"Ym sorry,” she said. "For you. Youresick."

"No I'm not," he said.

Shewas dlent.



He sat up and looked despairingly at her rigid back. "It just dipped out,” he said. "I'm sorry."
She sayed Slent.

"It'sjust aword, Annal" he said.

"Youresck," shesaid.

"Oh, hate," he said.

"You seewhat | mean?'

"Anna," hesad, "look. Forget it. Forget the whole thing,

al right? Just forget it." He tickled between her thighs, but she locked them, barring his hand.

"Ah, Anna' he said. "Ah, comeon. | said | was sorry, didn't 1?7 Come on, let'sfuck again. I'll suck you
firg if youwant."

After awhile sherdaxed her thighsand let him tickle her.
Then she turned over and sat up and looked a him. " Are you sick, Li7?" she asked.
"No/* he said, and managed to laugh. "Of course I'm not," he said.

"l never heard of such athing," shesaid. " 'Classify our-selves.* How could we do it? How could we
possibly know enough?*

"It'sjust something | think about onceinawhile" he said. "Not very often. In fact, hardly ever.”
"It'ssuch a—afunny idea," shesaid. "It sounds— | don't know—pre-U."

"I won't think about it any more," he said, and raised hisright hand, the bracelet dipping back. "L ove of
Family," he said. "Comeon, lie down and I'll suck you.”

She lay back on the blanket, looking worried.

?

The next moming at five of ten Mary CZ caled Chip and asked him to come see her.
"When?' he asked.

"Now," shesaid.

"All right/ hesaid. "I'll beright down."

His mother said, "What does she want to see you on a Sun-day for?"

"l don't know," Chip said.

But heknew. AnnaVF had called her adviser.

He rode the escalators down, down, down, wondering how much Annahad told, and what he should
say; and wanting suddenly to cry and tell Mary that he was sick and selfish and aliar. The memberson
the upgoing escaators were relaxed, smiling, content, in harmony with the cheerful music of the spegkers;



no one but he was guilty and unhappy.

The advisory officeswere strangdly till. Members and advisers conferred in afew of the cubicles, but
mogt of them were empty, the desksin order, the chairswaiting. In one cubicle agreen-coveraled
member leaned over the phone work-ing a screwdriver &t it.

Mary was standing on her chair, laying astrip of Christmas bunting aong thetop of Wel Addressing the
ChemotheTapists. More bunting was on the desk, aroll of red and aroll of green, and Mary's open
telecomp with acontainer of teabesdeit. "Li?' shesaid, not turning. "That was quick. Sit down."

Chip sat down. Lines of green symbols glowed on the tele-comp's screen. The answer button was held
down by asouve-nir paperweight from RUS81655.

"Stay," Mary said to the bunting and, watching it, backed down off her chair. It stayed.

She swung her chair around and smiled at Chip as shedrew it into her and sat. She looked &t the
telecomp's screen, and while shelooked, picked up the container of teaand Spped fromit. She put it
down and looked at Chip and smiled.

"A member saysyou need help," she said. "The girl you fucked last night, Anna'—she glanced at the
screen— "VF35H6143."

Chip nodded. "I said adirty word," he said.

"Two," Mary said, "but that's hardly important. At least not relatively. What is important are some of the
other things you said, things about deciding which classfication you would pick if we didn't have
UniComp to do the job."

Chip looked away from Mary, at therolls of red and green Christmas bunting.

"|sthat something you think about often, Li?" Mary asked.

"Just sometimes,” Chip said. "In thefree hour or at night; never in school or during TV.."
"Nighttime countstoo,” Mary said. "That's when you're sup-posed to be deeping.”
Chip looked at her and said nothing.

"When did it start?' she asked.

"I don't know," he said, "afew yearsago. In Eur."

"Y our grandfather,” she said.

He nodded.

She looked at the screen, and looked at Chip again, ruefully. "Didn't it ever dawn onyou,” she said, "that
‘deciding’ and 'picking’ are manifestations of selfishness? Acts of selfish-ness?

"I thought, maybe/" Chip said, looking at the edge of the desktop, rubbing afingertip dongit.
"Oh, Li/ Mary said. "What am | herefor? What are ad-visers herefor? To help us, isn't that so?”
He nodded.

"Why didn't you tell me? Or your adviser in Eur? Why did you wait, and lose deep, and worry this



Anna?'

Chip shrugged, watching hisfingertip rubbing the desktop, the nail dark. "It was—interesting, sort of," he
sad.

" 'Interesting, sort of," Mary said. "It might aso have been interesting, sort of, to think about the kind of
pre-U chaoswed have if we actually did pick our own classfications. Did you think about that?"

"No," Chip said.

"Well, do. Think about a hundred million members decid-ing to be TV actors and not asingle one
deciding to work in acrematorium.”

Chip looked up at her. "Am | very Sck?' he asked.

"No," Mary said, "but you might have ended up that way if not for Annas helpfulness.” Shetook the
paperweight from the telecomp's answer button and the green symbol s disap-peared from the screen.
"Touch," shesaid.

Chip touched his bracelet to the scanner plate, and Mary began tapping the input keys. "Y ou've been
given hundreds of tests since your first day of school,” she said, "and UniComp's been fed the results of
every last one of them." Her fingers darted over the dozen black keys. "Y ou've had hundreds of adviser
meetings,” she said, "and UniComp knows about those too. It knows what jobs have to be done and
who thereisto do them. It knows everything. Now who's going to make the better, more efficient
classfication, you or UniComp?"

"UniComp, Mary," Chip said. "l know that. | didn't really want to do it mysdlf; | wasjust—just thinking
what if, that'sdl."

Mary finished tapping and pressed the answer button. Green symbols appeared on the screen. Mary
said, "Go to the trestment room."

Chip jumped to hisfeet. "Thank you," he said.

"Thank Uni," Mary said, switching off the telecomp. She closed its cover and snapped the catches.
Chip hesitated. "I'll bedl right?" he asked.

"Perfect,” Mary said. She smiled reassuringly.

"I'm sorry | made you comein on aSunday,” Chip said.

"Don't be" Mary said. "For oncein my life I'm going to have my Christmas decorations up before
December twenty-fourth.”

Chip went out of the advisory offices and into the trestment room. Only one unit was working, but there
were only three membersin line. When histurn came, he plunged his arm as deep as he could into the
rubber-rimmed opening, and grate-fully felt the scanner's contact and the infusion disc'swarm nuzzle. He
wanted the tickle-buzz-gting to last along time, curing him completely and forever, but it was even
shorter than usua, and he worried that there might have been abreak in communication between the unit
and Uni or ashortage of chemicasingdethe unit itself. On aquiet Sunday morning mightn't it be
cardesdy sarviced?

He stopped worrying, though, and riding up the escalators he felt alot better about everything—himsdlf,



Uni, the Family, theworld, the universe.
Thefirgt thing he did when he got into the gpartment was call AnnaVF and thank her.
a

At fifteen he was classified 663D—genetic taxonomist, fourth class—and was transferred to RUS41500
and the Acad-emy of the Genetic Sciences. He learned elementary genetics and |ab techniques and
modulation and transplant theory; he skated and played soccer and went to the Pre-U Museum and the
Museum of the Family's Achievements, he had a girlfriend named Annafrom Jap and then another named
Peace from Aus. On Thursday, 18 October 151, he and everyone else in the Academy sat up until four
in the morning watching the launching of the Altaira, then dept and loafed through ahalf-day holiday.

One night his parents called unexpectedly. "We have bad news," his mother said. "Papa Jan died this
morming.”

A sadness gripped him and must have shown on hisface.

"Hewas sixty-two, Chip," hismother said. "He had hislife.”

"Nobody livesforever,” Chip'sfather said.

"Yes" Chip said. "I'd forgot how old he was. How are you? Has Peace been classified yet?!

When they were done talking he went out for awalk, even though it was arain night and dmost ten. He
went into the park. Everyone was coming out. "Six minutes," amember said, smiling a him.

Hedidn't care. He wanted to be rained on, to be drenched. He didn't know why but he wanted to.

He sat on abench and waited. The park was empty; every-one else was gone. He thought of Papa Jan
saying things that were the opposite of what he meant, and then saying what he really meant down in the
ingde of Uni, with ablue blanket wrapped around him.

On the back of the bench across the walk someone had red-chalked ajagged FIGHT UNI. Someone
else—or maybe the same sick member, ashamed—had crossed it out with white. Therain began, and
garted washing it away; white chak, red chalk, smearing pinkly down the benchback.

Chip turned hisface to the sky and held it steady under therain, trying to fed asif he were so sad he was
aying.

Chapter Four

Early in histhird and find year at the Academy, Chip took part in acomplicated exchange of dormitory
cubiclesworked out to put everyoneinvolved closer to hisor her girl-friend or boyfriend. In hisnew
location he was two cubicles away from one Yin DW; and acrossthe aide from himwasa
shorter-than-norma member named Karl WL, who frequently carried a green-covered sketch pad and
who, though he replied to comments readily enough, rarely started a conversation on hisown.

ThisKarl WL had alook of unusual concentration in hiseyes, asif he were close on the track of answers
to difficult questions. Once Chip noticed him dip out of the lounge after the beginning of the first TV hour
and not dipin againttill before the end of the second; and one night in the dorm, after the lights had gone
out, he saw adim glow filtering through the blanket of Karl's bed.

One Saturday night—early Sunday morning, really—as Chip was coming back quietly from Yin DW's



cubicleto hisown, he saw Karl dtting in his. He was on the side of the bed in pgamas, holding his pad
tilted toward aflashlight on the corner of the desk and working at it with brisk chopping hand
movements. The flashlight's lens was masked in someway so that only asmall beam of light shone out.

Chip went closer and said, "No girl thisweek?'
Karl sarted, and closed the pad. A stick of charcod wasin his hand.
"I'm sorry | surprised you/' Chip said.

"That'sal right," Karl said, hisface only faint glints at chin and cheekbones. "I finished early. Peace KG.
Aren't you stay-ing dl night with Yin?'

"She'ssnoring,” Chip said.
Karl made an amused sound. "I'm turning in now," he said.
"Wheat are you doing?'

"Just some gene diagrams,” Karl said. He turned back the cover of the pad and showed the top page.
Chip went close and bent and looked—at cross sections of genesin the B3 locus, carefully drawn and
shaded, done with apen. "I wastrying some with charcoa,” Karl said, "but it's no good.” He closed the
pad and put the charcoa on the desk and switched off the flashlight. "Seep well," he said.

"Thanks" Chip said. "Y ou too."

He went into his own cubicle and groped hisway into bed, wondering whether Karl had in fact been
drawing gene dia-grams, for which charcoal hardly even seemed worth atrid. Probably he should spesk
to hisadviser, Li YB, about Karl's secretiveness and occasiond unmemberlike behavior, but he decided
to wait awhile, until he was sure that Karl needed help and that he wouldn't be wasting Li YB'stime and
Karl'sand hisown. Therewas no point in being an darmist.

?

Wei's Birthday came afew weekslater, and after the parade Chip and a dozen or so other students
railed out to the Amusement Gardensfor the afternoon. They rowed boats for awhile and then strolled
through the zoo. While they were geathered a awater fountain, Chip saw Karl WL sitting ontherailing in
front of the horse compound, holding his pad on his knees and drawing. Chip excused himsdf from the
group and went over.

Karl saw him coming and smiled a him, closing his pad. "'Wasn't that agreet parade?' he said.
"It wasreally top speed,” Chip said. "Are you drawing the horses?'

"Tryingto."

"May | see?"

Karl looked him in the eye for amoment and then said, " Sure, why not?' Heriffled the bottom of the pad
and, open-ing it partway through, turned back the upper section and let Chip look at arearing stallion
that crammed the page, char-coded darkly and vigoroudy. Muscles bulked under its gleam-ing hide; its
eyewaswild and ralling; itsforelegs quivered. The drawing surprised Chip with itsvitdity and power. He
had never seen a picture of a horse that came anywhere near it. He sought words, and could only come
up with, "Thisis— great, Karl! Top speed!"



"It'snot accurate,” Karl said.
“Itig"
"Noitisn't,” Karl said. "If it were accurate I'd be at the Academy of Art."

Chip looked at the real horsesin the compound and at Karl's drawing again; at the horses again, and saw
the greater thick-ness of their legs, the lesser width of their chests.

"You'reright," hesaid, looking at the drawing again. "It's not accurate. But it's—it's somehow better than
accurate.”

"Thanks' Karl said. "That'swhat I'd likeit to be. I'm not finished yet."
Looking at him, Chip said, "Have you done others?'

Karl turned down the preceding page and showed him a seated lion, proud and watchful. In the lower
right-hand corner of the page there was an A with acircle around it. "Marvel-ous” Chip said. Karl
turned down other pages, there were two deer, amonkey, a soaring eagle, two dogs sniffing each other,
acrouching leopard.

Chip laughed. "Y ou've got the whole fighting zoo!" he said.

"No | havent," Karl said.

All the drawings had the A with the circle around it in the corner. "What's that for?" Chip asked.
"Artists used to sign their pictures. To show whosework it was.”

"I know," Chip sad, "but why an A?"

"Oh," Karl said, and turned the pages back one by one. "It sandsfor Ashi," he said. "That's what my
sster calsme." He cameto the horse, added aline of charcod to its stomach, and looked at the horses
in the compound with hislook of concentration, which now had an object and areason.

"l have an extranametoo," Chip said. "Chip. My grand-father gaveit to me."
"Chip?'

"It means "chip off the old block." I'm supposed to be like my grandfather's grandfather." Chip watched
Karl sharpen thelines of the horse'srear legs, and then moved from hisside. "I'd better get back to the
group I'mwith," he said. "Those are top speed. It's a shame you weren't classified an artist.”

Karl looked at him. "'l wasn't, though,” he said, "so | only draw on Sundays and holidays and during the
free hour. | never let it interfere with my work or whatever €lse I'm sup-posed to be doing.”

"Right,” Chip said. "Seeyou a the dorm.”

That evening, after TV, Chip came back to his cubicle and found on his desk the drawing of the horse.
Kal, inhiscubicle, sad, "Do you want it?"

"Yes" Chip said. "Thanks. It'sgreat!" The drawing had even more vitality and power than before. An
A-in-a-circlewasin acorner of it.

Chip tabbed the drawing to the bulletin board behind the desk, and as hefinished, Yin DW camein,



bringing back a copy of Universe she had borrowed. "Where'd you get that?' she asked.

"Karl WL didit," Chip said.

"That'svery nice, Karl," Yinsad. "Y ou draw well."

Karl, getting into pgamas, said, "Thanks. I'm glad you like

it.

To Chip, Yinwhispered, "It'sall out of proportion. Keep it there, though. It was kind of you to put it up.”
D

Oncein awhile, during the free hour, Chip and Karl went to the Pre-U together, Karl made sketches of
the masto-don and the bison, the cavemen in their anima hides, the soldiers and sailorsin their countless
different uniforms. Chip wandered among the early automobiles and dictypes, the safes and handcuffs
and TV "sets." He studied the model s and pictures of the old buildings: the spired and buttressed
churches, the turreted castles, the large and small houses with their windows and lock-fitted doors.
Windows, he thought, must have had their good points. It would be pleasant, would make one fedl
bigger, to look out at the world from one's room or working place; and at night, from outside, a house
with rows of lighted windows must have been attractive, even beau-tiful.

One afternoon Karl came into Chip's cubicle and stood be-side the desk with hishandsfisted at his
sdes. Chip, looking up at him, thought he had been stricken by afever or worse; hisface was flushed
and his eyeswere narrowed in a strange stare. But no, it was anger that held him, anger such as Chip had
never seen before, anger so intense that, trying to speak, Karl seemed unable to work hislips.

Anxioudy Chip said, "What isit?"
"Li," Karl sad. "Ligten. Will you do meafavor?
"Surel Of coursa!”

Karl leaned close to him and whispered, "Claim apad for me, will you?1 just claimed one and was
denied. Fivefighting hundred of them, apilethishigh, and | had to turnit back in!"

Chip stared a him.

"Claim one, will you?' Karl said. "Anyone can try alittle sketching in his spare time, right? Go on down,
okay?'

Panfully Chip sad, "Karl-"

Karl looked at him, hisanger retreated, and he stood up straight. "No," he said. "No, |—I just lost my
temper, that'sal. I'm sorry. I'm sorry, brother. Forget it." He clapped Chip's shoulder. "I'm okay now,"
hesaid. "I'll claim again in aweek or so. Been doing too much drawing anyway, | sup-pose. Uni knows
best." Hewent off down the aide toward the bathroom.

Chip turned back to the desk and leaned on his elbows and held his head, shaking.

That was Tuesday. Chip's weekly adviser meetings were on

o



Woodsday mornings at 10:40, and thistime hewould tell Li Y B about Karl's sickness. Therewas no
longer any question of being an darmigt; there was faulted respongibility, in fact, in having waited aslong
as he had. He ought to have said some-thing at the first clear sign, Karl'sdipping out of TV (to draw, of
course), or even when he had noticed the unusual [ook in Karl's eyes. Why in hate had he waited? He
could hear Li YB gently reproaching him: ™Y ou haven't been avery good brother's keeper, Li."

Early on Woodsday morning, though, he decided to pick up some coverdls and the new Geneticist. He
went down to the supply center and walked through the aides. He took a Geneti-cist and a pack of
coveralls and walked some more and came to the art-supplies section. He saw the pile of green-covered
sketch pads;, there weren't five hundred of them, but there were seventy or eighty and no oneseemedina
rushto clam them.

Hewaked away, thinking that he must be going out of hismind. Yet if Karl were to promise not to draw
when he wasn't supposed to...

Hewalked back again—"Anyone can try a little sketching in his spare time, right?'—and took a
pad and a packet of charcoa. He went to the shortest check-out line, his heart pounding in his chest, his
armstrembling. He drew a deep-as-possible breath; another, and another.

He put his bracelet to the scanner, and the stickers of the coverals, the Geneticist, the pad, and the
charcod. Everything was yes. He gave way to the next member.

He went back up to the dorm. Karl's cubicle was empty, the bed unmade. He went into his own cubicle
and put the cover-dls on the shelf and the Geneticist on the desk. On the top page of the pad he wrote,
hishand dill trembling, Free time only. | want your promise. Then he put the pad and the charcoa on
his bed and sat at the desk and looked at the Geneticist.

Karl came, and went into his cubicle and began making hisbed. "Are those yours?' Chip asked.
Karl looked at the pad and charcod on Chip's bed. Chip said, "They're not mine."
"Oh, yes. Thanks' Karl said, and came over and took them. "Thanksalot," he said.

"Y ou ought to put your nameber on thefirst page/? Chip said, "if you're going to leaveit dl over like
thet."

Karl went into his cubicle, opened the pad, and looked at the first page. He looked at Chip, nodded,
rased hisright hand, and mouthed, "Love of Family."

They rode down to the classrooms together. "What did you have to waste apage for?' Karl said.
Chip amiled.

"I'm not joking/' Karl said. "Didn't you ever hear of writing anote on a piece of scrap paper?”
"Chrigt, Marx, Wood, and Wei/' Chip said.

?

In December of that year, 152, came the appaling news of the Gray Death, sweeping through al the
Mars colonies except one and completely wiping them out in nine short days. In the Academy of the
Genetic Sciences, asin dl the Family's establishments, there was hel pless silence, then mourning, and
then amassive determination to help the Family overcome the staggering setback it had suffered.
Everyone worked harder and longer. Free time was halved; there were classes on Sun-daysand only a



half-day Christmas holiday. Genetics done could breed new strengthsin the coming generations,
everyonewasin ahurry to finish histraining and get on to hisfirg real assgnment. On every wdl were
the white-on-black posters: MARS AGAIN!

The new spirit lasted several months. Not until Marxmas was there afull day's holiday, and then no one
quite knew what to do with it. Chip and Karl and their girlfriends rowed out to one of theidandsin the
Amusement Gardens lake and sunbathed on alargeflat rock. Karl drew hisgirlfriend's picture. It wasthe
first time, asfar as Chip knew, that he had drawn aliving human being.

In June, Chip claimed another pad for Karl.

Thelr training ended, five weeks early, and they received their assgnments. Chip to avird genetics
research laboratory in USA90058; Karl to the Ingtitute of Enzymology in JAP50319.

On the evening before they were to leave the Academy they packed their take-along kits. Karl pulled
green-covered pads from his desk drawers—a dozen from one drawer, half a dozen from another, more
pads from other drawers, he threw them into apile on hisbed. "Y ou're never going to get those dl into
your kit," Chip said.

"I'm not planning to,” Karl said. "They're done; | don't need them.” He sat on the bed and |eafed through
one of the pads, tore out one drawing and another.

"May | have some?' Chip asked.
"Sure," Karl said, and tossed apad over to him.

It was mostly Pre-U Museum sketches. Chip took out one of aman in chain mail holding a crossbow to
his shoulder, and another of an ape scratching himself.

Karl gathered most of the pads and went off down the aide toward the chute. Chip put the pad on Karl's
bed and picked up another one.

In it were a nude man and woman standing in parkland outside a blank-d abbed city. They weretaller
than normd, beautiful and strangely dignified. The woman was quite differ-ent from the man, not only
genitaly but dso in her longer hair, protrusive breasts, and overd| softer convexity. It wasagreat
drawing, but something about it disturbed Chip, he didn't know what.

He turned to other pages, other men and women; the pic-tures grew surer and stronger, done with fewer
and bolder lines. They were the best drawings Karl had ever made, but in each there was that disturbing
something, alack, an imbalance that Chip was at alossto define.

It hit him with achill.
They had no bracdlets.

He looked through to check, his ssomach knotting sick-tight. No bracel ets. No bracelets on any of them.
And there was no chance of the drawings being unfinished; in the comer of each of themwasan A witha
circlearound it.

He put down the pad and went and sat on his bed; watched as Karl came back and gathered the rest of
the pads and, with asmile, carried them off.

Therewas adancein the lounge but it was brief and sub-dued because of Mars. Later Chip went with
hisgirlfriend into her cubicle. "What's the matter?" she asked.



"Nothing," hesaid.

Karl asked him too., in the morning while they were folding their blankets. ""What's the matter, Li?"
"Nothing."

"Sorry to be leaving?'

"Alitle”

"Metoo. Here, give me your sheetsand I'll chute them.”

?

"What's his nameber?’ Li Y B asked.

"Karl WL3557497," Chip sad.

Li YB jotted it down. "And what specifically seemsto be the trouble?’ he asked.
Chip wiped his pams on histhighs. "He's drawn some pic-tures of members” he said.
"Acting aggressively?'

"No, no," Chip sad. "Jugt standing and sitting, fucking, play-ing with children.”
"Wdl?'

Chip looked at the desktop. "They don't have bracelets," he said.

Li YB didn't speak. Chip looked at him; he waslooking a Chip. After amoment Li YB said, "Severa
pictures?"

"A whole padful "
"And no bracdetsat dl."
"None"

Li YB breathed in, and then pushed out the bresth between histeeth in aseries of rapid hisses. lie looked
at hisnote pad. "KWL 3557497," he said.

Chip nodded.
?

Hetore up the picture of the man with the crossbow, which was aggressive, and tore up the one of the
ape too. He took the piecesto the chute and dropped them down.

He put the last few thingsinto histake-aong kit—his clip-pers and mouthpiece and a framed snapshot of
his parents and Papa Jan—and pressed it closed.

Kal'sgirlfriend came by with her kit dung on her shoulder. "Wherés Karl?* she asked.
"At the medicenter.”

"Oh," shesad. "Tell him | said good-by, will you?"



"Sure”
They kissed cheeks. "Good-by," she said.
"Good-by."

She went away down the aide. Some other students, no longer students, went past. They smiled at Chip
and said good-by to him.

He looked around the barren cubicle. The picture of the horse was still On the bulletin board. He went to
it and looked at it; saw again the rearing stalion, so dive and wild. Why hadn't Karl stayed with the
animasin the zoo? Why had he begun to draw living humans?

A feding formed in Chip, formed and grew; afeding that he had been wrong to tell Li Y B about Karl's
drawings, athough he knew of course that he had been right. How could it be wrong to help asick
brother? Not to tell would have been wrong, to keep quiet as he had done before, letting Karl go on
drawing memberswithout bracelets and getting sicker and sicker. Eventualy he might even have been
drawing members acting aggressively. Fighting.

Of course he had been right.
Y et the feding that he had been wrong stayed and kept growing, grew into guilt, irrationally.

Someone came near, and he whirled, thinking it was Karl coming to thank him. It wasn'; it was someone
passing the cubicle, leaving.

But that was what was going to happen: Karl was going to come back from the medicenter and say,
"Thanksfor helping me, Li. | wasredly sck but I'm awhole ot better now,” and he was going to say,
"Don't thank me, brother; thank Uni," and Karl was going to say, "No, no," and insst and shake his
hand.

Suddenly he wanted not to be there, not to get Karl's thanks for having helped him; he grabbed his kit
and hurried to the aide—stopped short, uncertainly, and hurried back. He took the picture of the horse
from the board, opened hiskit on the desk, pushed the drawing in among the pages of a notebook,
closed the kit, and went.

Hejogged down the downgoing escadators, excusng himsdlf past other members, afraid that Karl might
come after him; jogged dl the way down to the lowest level, where therail station was, and got on the
long airport line. He stood with his head held till, not looking back.

Findly he cameto the scanner. He faced it for amoment, and touched it with hisbracelet. Yes, it
green-winked.

He hurried through the gate.
PART TWO

COMING ALIVE

Chapter One

Between duly of 153 and Marx of 162, Chip had four assgnments:. two at research laboratoriesin Usa; a
brief one at the Ingtitute of Genetic Engineering in Ind, where he attended a series of lectures on recent
advances in mutation induction; and afive-year assgnment at achemo-synthetics plant in Chi. Hewas



upgraded twicein his classification and by 162 was a genetic taxonomist, second class.

During those years he was outwardly anorma and con-tented member of the Family. He did hiswork
wadll, took part in house athletic and recreationa programs, had weekly sexua activity, made monthly
phone calls and bi-yearly viststo his parents, wasin place and on time for TV and trestments and
adviser meetings. He had no discomfort to report, either physi-cal or mental.

Inwardly, however, hewasfar from normad. The feding of guilt with which he had |eft the Academy had
led him to with-hold himself from his next adviser, for he wanted to retain that fegling, which, though
unpleasant, was the strongest fedl-ing he had ever had and an enlargement, strangely, of his sense of
being; and withholding himsdf from his adviser—re-porting no discomfort, playing the part of areaxed,
contented member—had led over the yearsto awithholding of himself from everyone around him, a
generd titude of guarded watchfulness. Everything came to seem questionable to him: total cakes,
coverdls, the sameness of members rooms and thoughts, and especidly the work he was doing, whose
end, he saw, would only beto solidify the universal sameness. There were no adternatives, of course, no
imaginable dternatives to anything, but still he withheld himsalf, and questioned. Only in thefirst few days
after trestments was he really the member he pretended to be.

Onething donein the world was indisputably right: Karl's drawing of the horse. Heframed it—not ina
supply-center frame but in one he made himsdlf, out of wood strips ripped from the back of adrawer
and scraped smooth—and hung it in hisroomsin Usa, hisroom in Ind, hisroomin Chi. It was alot
better to look at than Wel Addressing the Chemotherapists or Marx Writing or Christ Expelling the
Money Changers.

In Chi he thought of getting married, but he wastold that he wasn't to reproduce and so there didn't seem
much pointinit.

?

Inmid-Marx of 162, shortly before his twenty-seventh birthday, he was transferred back to the Ingtitute
of Genetic Engineering in IND26110 and assigned to anewly established Genie Sub classification
Center. New microscopes had found distinctions between genes that until then had appeared identicdl,
and hewas one of forty 663B's and C's put to defining subclassifications. Hisroom was four buildings
away from the Center, giving him ashort wak twice aday, and he soon found a girlfriend whose room
was on the floor below his. His adviser was ayear younger than he, Bob RO. Life appar-ently was going
to continue as before.

One night in April, though, as he made ready to clean histeeth before going to bed, he found asmall
white something lodged in his mouthpiece. Perplexed, he picked it out. It was atriple bend of tightly
rolled paper. He put down the mouth-piece and unrolled athin rectanglefilled with typing. You seemto
be a fairly unusual member, it said. Wondering about which classification you would choose, for
instance. Would you

like to meet some other unusual members? Think about it. You are only partly alive. We can help
you more than you can imagine.

The note surprised him with its knowledge of his past and disturbed him with its secrecy and its"Y ou are
only partly dive." What did it mean—that strange statement and the whole strange message? And who
had put it in his mouthpiece, of al places? But there was no better place, it struck him, for making certain
that he and he alone should find it. Who then, not so foolishly, had put it there? Anyone at al could have
come into the room earlier in the evening or during the day. At least two other members had done o



there had been notes on his desk from Peace SK, hisgirlfriend, and from the secretary of the house
photography club.

He cleaned histeeth and got into bed and reread the note. Itswriter or one of the other "unusua
members’ must have had accessto UniComp's memory of his boyhood self-classifi-cation thoughts, and
that seemed to be enough to make the group think he might be sympathetic to them. Was he? They were
abnormd; that was certain. Y et what was he? Wasn't he abnormal too? We can help you more than
you can imagine. What did that mean? Help him how? Help him do what? And whét if he decided he
wanted to meet them; what was he sup-posed to do? Wait, apparently, for another note, for a contact of
some kind. Think about it, the note said.

The last chime sounded, and he rolled the piece of paper back up and tucked it down into the spine of
his night-table Wei's Living Wisdom. He tapped off the light and lay and thought about it. It was
disturbing, but it was different too, and interesting. Would you like to meet some other unusual
members?

Hedidn't say anything about it to Bob RO. He looked for another note in his mouthpiece each time he
came back to hisroom, but didn't find one. Walking to and from work, taking a seat in the lounge for
TV, sanding on linein the dining hall or the supply center, he searched the eyes of the members around
him, adert for ameaningful remark or perhaps only alook and a head movement inviting him to follow.
None came.

Four days went by and he began to think that the note had been a sick member's joke, or worse, atest
of somekind. Had Bob RO himsdlf written it, to seeif he would mention it? No, that was ridiculous; he
was really getting sck.

He had been interested—excited even, and hopeful, though he hadn't known of what—but now, as more
days went by with no note, no contact, he became disappointed and irritable.

And then, aweek after thefirst note, it was there: the same triple bend of rolled paper in the mouthpiece.
He picked it out, excitement and hope coming back instantaneoudy. He unrolled the paper and read it: If
you want to meet us and hear how we can help you, be between buildings J16 and JS on Lower
Christ Plaza tomorrow night at 11:15. -Do not touch any scan-ners on the way. If membersarein
sight of one you have to pass, take another route. I'll wait until 11:30. Beneath wastyped, asa
ggnature, Showflake.

?

Few members were on the walkways, and those hurrying to their beds with their eyes set straight ahead
of them. He had to change his course only once, walked faster, and reached Lower Christ Plaza exactly
at 11:15. He crossed the moonlit white expanse, with its turned-ofr fountain mirroring the moon, and
found J16 and the dark channel that divided it from J18.

No one was there—but then, meters back in shadow, he saw white coveralls marked with what |ooked
like amedicenter red cross. He went into the darkness and approached the member, who stood by Ji6's
wall and stayed silent.

"Snowflake?' hesad.
"Yes" Thevoicewasawoman's. "Did you touch any scanners?'

"No."



"Funny feding, isnt it?" Shewaswearing apae mask of somekind, thin and close-fitting.

"I've doneit before," he said.

"Good for you."

"Only once, and somebody pushed me," he said. She seemed older than he, how much he couldn't tell.

"We're going to aplace that's afive-minute walk from here," she said. "It'swhere we get together
regularly, six of us, four women and two men—aterribleratio that I'm count-ing on you to improve.
Were going to make a certain suggestion to you; if you decideto follow it you might eventu-ally become
oneof us; if you don't, you won't, and tonight will be our last contact. In that case, though, we can't have
you knowing what we look like or where we meet." Her hand came out of her pocket with whitenessin
it. "I'll have to bandage your eyes," she said. "That'swhy I'm wearing these medicen-ter cuvs, soit'll look
al right for meto beleading you."

"At this hour?"
"Weve doneit before and had no trouble,” she said. Y ou don't mind?"
He shrugged. "I guessnot,” he said.

"Hold these over your eyes." She gave him two wads of cotton. He closed his eyes and put the wadsin
place, holding them with afinger each. She began winding bandage around his head and over the wads,;
he withdrew hisfingers, bent his head to help her. She kept winding bandage, around and around, up
onto hisforehead, down onto his cheeks.

"Areyou sureyou'reredly not medicenter?' he sad.

She chuckled and said, "Positive." She pressed the end of the bandage, sticking it tight; pressed all over it
and over hiseyes, then took hisarm. She turned him—toward the plaza, he knew —and started him
waking.

"Don't forget your mask," he said.

She stopped short. "Thanks for reminding me," she said. Her hand left hisarm, and after amoment, came
back. They walked on.

Their footsteps changed, became muted by space, and a breeze cooled his face bel ow the bandage; they
werein the plaza. "Snowflake's' hand on hisarm drew him in adiagond |eftward course, away from the
direction of the Indtitute.

"When we get where werre going,” she said, "'I'm going to put a piece of tape over your bracelet; over
mine too. We avoid knowing one another's namebers as much as possible. | know yours—I'm the one
who spotted you—but the others don't; &l they know isthat I'm bringing a promising member. Later on,
one or two of them may haveto know it."

"Do you check the history of everyone who's assigned here?”
"No. Why?'
"lsn't that how you 'spotted’ me, by finding out that | used to think about classifying myself?'

"Three steps down here," she said. "No, that was only con-firmation. And two and three. What | spotted
was alook you have, the look of amember who isn't one-hundred-per-cent in the bosom of the Family.



You'll learn to recognizeit too, if you join us. | found out who you were, and then | went to your room
and saw that picture on thewall."

"Thehors=?'

"No, Marx Writing," she said. "Of course the horse. Y ou draw the way no normal member would even
think of drawing. | checked your history then, after I'd seen the picture.”

They had |€ft the plaza and were on one of the walkwayswest of it—K or L, he wasn't sure which.,
"Y ou've made amistake," he said. "Someone el se drew that picture.”

"You drew it," she said; "you've claimed charcod and sketch pads.”

"For the member who drew it. A friend of mine at academy.”

"Wl that's interesting,” she said. "Cheseting on clamsisabetter sgn than anything. Anyway, you liked
the picture well enough to keep it and frameit. Or did your friend make the frame too?'

Hesmiled. "No, | did," hesaid. "Y ou didn't missathing."

"Weturn here, totheright.”

"Areyou an adviser?'

"Me? Hate, no."

"But you can pull histories?"

"Sometimes”

"Areyou & the Indtitute?"

"Don't ask so many questions,” she said. "Listen, what do you want usto cal you? Instead of Li RM."
"Oh," hesad. "Chip."

"'Chip?No," shesaid, "don't just say the first thing that comes into your mind. Y ou ought to be
something like'Pirate or Tiger.' The othersare King and Lilac and Leopard and Hush and Sparrow.”

"Chip'swhat | was called when | wasaboy," hesaid. "I'mused to it."

"All right," she said, "but it's not what | would have chosen. Do you know where we are?!
"No."

"Fine. Left now.”

D

They went through adoor, up steps, through another door, and into an echoing hall of some kind, where
they walked and turned, walked and turned, asif by-passing anumber of irregularly placed objects. They
walked up a stopped escalator and along a corridor that curved toward the right.

She stopped him and asked for his bracelet. He raised hiswrist, and his bracel et was pressed tight and
rubbed. He touched it; there was smoothness instead of his nameber. That and his Sghtlessness made



him suddenly fed disembodied; asif he were about to drift from thefloor, drift right out through whatever
wallswere around him and up into space, dissolve there and become nothing.

Shetook hisarm again. They walked farther and stopped. He heard a knock and two more knocks, a
door opening, voices tilling. "Hi," shesad, leading him forward. "Thisis Chip. Heinsgsonit."

Chairs scuffed againgt the floor, voices gave greetings. A hand took hisand shook it. "I'm King/' a
member said, aman. "I'm glad you decided to come.”

"Thanks" hesad.

Another hand gripped his harder. " Snowflake says you're quite an artist"—an older man than King. "I'm
Leopard.”

Other hands came quickly, women: "Hello, Chip; I'm Lilac." "And I'm Sparrow. | hope you'll become a
regular.” "I'm Hush, Leopard'swife. Hello." The last one's hand and voice were old; the other two were

young.
Hewasled to achair and sat in it. His hands found tabletop before him, smooth and bare, its edge
dightly curving; an ova table or alarge round one. The otherswere sitting down; Snowflake on hisright,

talking; someone e se on hisleft. He smdled something burning, sniffed to make sure. None of the others
seemed aware of it. "Something's burning,” he said.

"Tobacco," the old woman, Hush, said on his|left.

"Tobacco?' he said.

"Wesamokeit," Snowflake said. "Would you like to try some?’
“No," hesaid.

Some of them laughed. "It's not redlly deadly/' King said, farther away on hisleft. "Infact, | suspect it
may have some beneficid effects.”

"It'svery pleasing," one of the young women said, across the table from him.
"No, thanks," he said.

They laughed again, made comments to one another, and one by one grew silent. Hisright hand on the
tabletop was covered by Snowflake's hand; he wanted to draw it away but restrained himself. He had
been stupid to come. What was he doing, sitting there sightless among those sick false-named members?
His own abnormality was nothing next to theirs. Tobacco! The stuff had been extincted ahundred years
ago; wherethe hate had they got it?

"We're sorry about the bandage, Chip," King said. "I assume Snowflake's explained why it's necessary.”

"Shehas," Chip said, and Snowflake said, "1 did." Her hand left Chip's, he drew hisfrom the tabletop
and took hold of hisother in hislap.

"We're abnorma members, whichisfairly obvious™" King said. "We do agreat many thingsthat are
generaly consid-ered sick. Wethink they're not. We know they're not." His voice was strong and deep
and authoritative; Chip visualized him aslarge and powerful, about forty. "I'm not going to go into too
many details," he said, "because in your present con-dition you would be shocked and upset, just as
you're obviously shocked and upset by the fact that we smoke tobacco. Y ou'll learn the details for



yoursdlf inthefuture, if thereisafuture asfar asyou and we are concerned.”
j
"What do you mean," Chip said, "'in my present condi-tion'?"

Therewas sllence for amoment. A woman coughed. "While you're dulled and normdized by your most
recent treatment,” King said.

Chip sat till, facing in King's direction, stopped by the ir-rationaity of what he had said. He went over
the words and answered them: "I'm not dulled and normdized.”

"But you are," King said.

"Thewhole Family is" Snowflake said, and from beyond her came "Everyone, not just you'—in theold
man's voice of Leopard.

"What do you think atreatment consists of 7" King asked.
Chip said, "Vaccines, enzymes, the contraceptive, sometimes atranquilizer—"

"Always atranquilizer," King said. "And LPK, which mini-mizes aggressiveness and dso minimizesjoy
and perception and every other fighting thing the brain is capable of ."

"And asexud depressant,” Snowflake said.

"That too," King said. "Ten minutes of automatic sex once aweek isbarely afraction of what's possible.”
"l don't believeit,” Chip sad. "Any of it."

They told himit wastrue. "If'strue, Chip." "Redly, it'sthetruth." "It'struel"

"Yourein genetics" King said; "isn't that what genetic engineering isworking toward?—removing
aggressiveness, con-trolling the sex drive, building in hepfulness and docility and gratitude? Trestments
are doing the job in the meantime, while genetic engineering gets past Size and skin color.”

"Treatmentshelp us” Chip said.
"They help Uni," the woman across the table said.

"And the Wei-worshippers who programmed Uni," King said. "But they don't help us, at least not as
much asthey hurt us. They make usinto machines.”

Chip shook his head, and shook it again,

"Snowflake told us'—it was Hush, speaking in adry quiet voice that accounted for her name—"that you
have abnormd tendencies. Haven't you ever noticed that they're stronger just before atreatment and
weeker just after one?"

Snowflake said, "I'll bet you made that picture frame aday or two before atrestment, not aday or two
after one”

He thought for amoment. "I don't remember,” he said, "but when | was aboy and thought about
classfying mysdlf, after treetmentsit seemed stupid and pre-U, and before treatments it was—exciting.”

"Thereyou are,” King said.



"But it was sick excitement!"

"It was hedlthy," King said, and the woman acrossthe table said, ™Y ou were dive, you werefeding
something. Any fed-ingishedthier thannofeding at dl."

He thought about the guilt he had kept secret from his advisers since Karl and the Academy. He nodded.
"Yes" hesaid, "yes, that could be." He turned hisface toward King, to-ward the woman, toward
Leopard and Snowflake, wishing he could open his eyes and see them. "But | don't understand this," he
sad. "You get treatments, don't you? Then aren't you-"

"Reduced ones," Snowflake said.

"Yes, we get treetments,” King said, "but we've managed to have them reduced, to have certain
components of them re-duced, so that werre alittle more than the machines Uni thinkswe are.”

"And that'swhat were offering you," Snowflake said; "away to see more and feed more and do more
and enjoy more.”

"And to be more unhappy; tell him that too." It was anew voice, soft but clear, the other young woman.
She was across the table and to Chip'sleft, close to where King was.

"That isn't 0," Snowflake said.

"Yesitis," the clear voice said—agirl's voice d most; she was no more than twenty, Chip guessed.
"Therell be dayswhen youll hate Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wei," she said, "and want to take atorch to
Uni. Therell be dayswhen you'll want to tear off your bracelet and run to amountaintop like the old
incurables, just to be able to do what you want to do and make your own choices and live your own life."

"Lilac," Snowflake said.

"Therell be dayswhen you'l hate us" she said, "for waking you up and making you not amachine.
Machines are at homein the universe; people are diens.”

"Lilac," Snowflake said, "weretrying to get Chip to join us, we're not trying to scare him away." To Chip
shesad, "Lilacisreally aonormd.”

"Theréstruth inwhat Lilac says" King said. "l think we al have moments when we wish there were
someplace we could go, some settlement or colony where we could be our own masters—"

"Not me" Snowflake sad.

"And sincethereisn't such aplace,” King said, "yes, we're sometimes unhappy. Not you, Snowflake; |
know. With rare exceptions like Snowflake, being able to fee happiness seemsto mean being ableto
fed unhappiness aswell. But as Sparrow said, any feding is better and hedlthier than none at dl; and the
unhappy moments aren't that frequent, redlly.”

"They are" Lilac said.
"Oh, cloth,” Snowflake said. "Let's stop dl thistak about unhappiness.”

"Don't worry, Snowflake," the woman across the table, Sparrow, said; "if he gets up and runsyou can
triphim."

"Ha, ha, hate, hate," Snowflake said.



"Snowflake, Sparrow,” King said. "Well, Chip, what's your answer? Do you want to get your treatments
reduced? It's done by steps; thefirst oneiseasy, and if you don't like the way you fed amonth from
now, you can go to your adviser and tell him you were infected by agroup of very sick memberswhom
you unfortunately can't identify."

?

After amoment Chip said, "All right. What do | do?" His arm was squeezed by Snowflake. "Good,"
Hush whispered.

"Just amoment, I'm lighting my pipe," King said.
"Areyou dl smoking?" Chip asked. The burning smell wasintense, drying and stinging his nodtrils.
"Not right now," Hush said. "Only King, Lilac, and Leopard.”

"Wevedl been doing it though," Snowflake said. "If's not a continuous thing; you do it awhile and then
sop awhile”

"Where do you get the tobacco?’

"Wegrow it," Leopard said, sounding pleased. "Hush and I. In parkland.”

"In parkland?"

"That'sright/' Leopard said.

"We have two patches," Hush said, "and last Sunday we found a place for athird.”

"Chip?' King said, and Chip turned toward him and lis-tened. "Basicdly, Sep oneisjust amatter of
acting asif you're being overtreated,” King said; "dowing down a work, at games, at
everything—dowing down dightly, not conspicuously. Make asmall mistake at your work, and another
one afew dayslater. And don't do well a sex. The thing to do there is masturbate before you meet your
girlfriend; that way you'll be abletofal convincingly.”

"Masturbate?"
"Oh, fully treated, fully satisfied member," Snowflake said.

"Bring yoursdlf to an orgasm with your hand,”" King said. "And then don't be too concerned when you
don't have one later. Let your girlfriend tell her adviser; don't you tell yours. Don't be too concerned
about anything, the mistakes you make, lateness for appointments or whatever; let others do the noticing

and reporting.”
"Pretend to doze off during TV," Sparrow said.

"Y ou're ten days from your next trestment,” King said. "At your next week's adviser meeting, if you've
donewhat I'vetold you, your adviser will sound you out about your generd torpor. Again, no concern
on your part. Apathy. If you do the whole thing well, the depressantsin your treatment will be dightly
reduced, enough so that amonth from now you'll be anxious to hear about step two."

"It sounds easy enough,” Chip said.

"Itis" Snowflake said, and Leopard said, "Weve dl doneit; you can too.”



"There's one danger/' King said. "Even though your trest-ment may be dightly weaker than usud, its
effectsinthefirst few dayswill fill be strong. Y oulll fed arevulson againg what you've done and an urge
to confessto your adviser and get stronger trestments than ever. Thereé's no way of telling whether or not
you'll be ableto resst the urge. We did, but others haven't. In the past year we've given thistalk to two
other members; they did the dowdown but then confessed within aday or two after being treated.”

"Then won't my adviser be suspicious when | do the dow-down? He must have heard about those
others.

"Yes" King sad, "but there are legitimate dowdowns, when amember's need for depressants has
lessened, soif you do thejob convincingly you'll get away with it. It'sthe urge to confess that you haveto
worry about.”

"Keep teling yoursdf"—it was Lilac spesking—"that it'sachemical that's making you think you're sck
and in need of help, achemica that wasinfused into you without your con-sent.”

"My consent?' Chip said.
"Yes' shesaid. "Your body isyours, not Uni's."

"Whether you'll confessor hold out,” King said, "depends on how strong your mind's resstanceisto
chemical dteration, and there's not much you can do about it one way or the other. On the basis of what
we know of you, I'd say you have agood chance."

They gave him some more pointers on dowdown technique —to skip hismidday cake once or twice, to
go to bed before the last chime—and then King suggested that Snowflake take him back to where they
had met. "I hope well be seeing you again, Chip,” he said. "Without the bandage.”

"I hope s0," Chip said. He stood and pushed back his chair. "Good luck," Hush said; Sparrow and
Leopard said it too. Lilac said it last: "Good luck, Chip."

"What happens,” he asked, "if | resist the urge to confess?’

"WEélIl know," King said, "and one of uswill get in touch with you about ten days after the treatment.”
"How will you know?"

"Well know."

Hisarm was taken by Snowflakeshand. "All right," he said. "Thank you, al of you."

They said "Don't mention it," and "Y oure welcome, Chip," and "Glad to be of help." Something sounded
strange, and then—as Snowflake led him from the room—he realized what it was: the not-being-said of
"Thank Uni."

?

They waked dowly, Snowflake holding hisarm not like anurse but like agirl waking with her first
boyfriend.

"It'shard to bdieve," he said, "that what | can fed now and see now—isan't dl thereis."

"ltisnt," shesad. "Not even hdf. Youll find out."

"l hope so."



"Youwill. 'msureof it."

He smiled and said, "Were you sure about those two who tried and didn't make it?"
"No," shesaid. Then, "Yes, | was sure of one, but not of the other."

"What's step two?" he asked.

"Firgt get through step one.”

"Are there more than two?"'

"No. Two, if it works, gets you amgor reduction. That's when you really come aive. And spesking of
steps, there are three right ahead of us, going up.”

They went up the three steps and walked on. They were back in the plaza. It was perfectly slent, with
even the breeze gone.

"The fucking'sthe best part," Snowflake said, "It gets much better, much more intense and exciting, and
you'l be ableto do it dmost every night.”

"It'sincredible

"And please remember,” she sad, "that I'm the one who found you. If | catch you even looking at
Sparrow Il kill you."

Chip started, and told himsdlf not to befoolish.

"Excuseme," shesaid; "I'll act aggressively toward you. Maxi-aggressively.”
"It'sdl right,” hesad. "I'm not shocked.”

"Not much."

"What about Lilac?' hesaid. "May | look at her?"

"All you want; shelovesKing."

"OH?'

"With apre-U passion. He's the one who started the group; first her, then Leopard and Hush, then me,
then Sparrow.”

Their footsteps became louder and resonant. She stopped him. "We're here,” she said. He felt her fingers
picking at the Sde of the bandage; he lowered his head. She began unwind-ing, pegling bandage from
margins of skin that turned in-stantly cool. She unwound more and more and finaly took the cotton from
his eyes. He blinked them and stretched them wide.

She was close to him and moonlit, looking at him in away that seemed chalenging while she thrust
bandage into her medicenter coveralls. Somehow she had got her pale mask back on—but it wasn't a
mask, he saw with a shock; it was her face. Shewaslight. Lighter than any member he had ever seen,
except afew near-sixty ones. She was dmost white. Al-most as white as snow.

"Mask negtly in place" shesaid.

"I'm sorry/* he said.



"That'sal right," she said, and smiled. "Were dl odd in oneway or another. Look at that eye." Shewas
thirty-five or o, sharp-featured and intelligent-looking, her hair freshly clipped.

"I'm sorry," hesaid again.
"l sadit'sdl right."
"Are you supposed to let me see what you look like?"

"I'll tell you something,” shesaid. "If you don't comethrough | don't give afight if the whole bunch of us
get normalized. Infact, | think I'd prefer it." Shetook hishead in both hands and kissed him, her tongue
prying a hislips. It did in and flick-ered in hismouth. She held his head tight, pushed her groin against
his, and rubbed circularly. He felt aresponsive stiffen-ing and put his handsto her back. He worked his
tongue tentatively againg hers.

She withdrew her mouth. " Consdering that it's the middle of theweek," she said, "I'm encouraged.”
"Chrigt, Marx, Wood, and Wei/' he said. "Isthat how you all kiss?'

"Only me, brother/' she said, "only me."

They didit again.

"Go on home now/' she said. "Don't touch scanners.”

He backed away from her. 'Til see you next month/ he said.

"Y ou fighting well better had/" she said. "Good luck."

He went out into the plaza and headed toward the Institute. He looked back once. There was only empty
passageway be-tween the blank moon-white buildings.

Chapter Two

Bob Ro, seated behind his desk, looked up and smiled. "Y ou'relate," he said.
"I'm sorry,” Chip said. He sat down.

Bob closed awhite folder with ared file tab on it. "How are you?' he asked.
"Fine" Chipsad.

"Have agood week?'

"Mm-hrnm."

Bob studied him for amoment, his elbow on his chair arm, his fingers rubbing the sde of hisnose.
"Anything in particu-lar you want to talk about?' he asked.

Chip was silent, and then shook hishead. "No," he said.
"I hear you spent half of yesterday afternoon doing some-body el seswork."
Chip nodded. "I took a sample from the wrong section of the IC box," he said.

"l see," Bob said, and smiled and grunted.



Chip looked questioningly at him.
"Joke," Bob said. "IC, | see”
"Oh," Chip said, and smiled.

Bob propped hisjaw on hishand, the side of afinger lying againg hislips. "What happened Friday?' he
asked.

"Friday?'
"Something about using the wrong microscope.”

Chip looked puzzled for amoment. "Oh," hesaid. "Yes. | didn't redly useit. | just went into the
chamber. | didn't change any of the settings.”

Bob said, "It lookslikeit wasn't such agood week."

"No, | guessit wasn't/' Chip said.

"Peace SK saysyou had trouble Saturday night."

"Trouble?'

"Sexudly.”

Chip shook hishead. "1 didn't have any trouble/" he said. "I fust wasn't in the mood, that's all."

"She saysyou tried and couldn't erect.”

"Wdl | fdt| ought to doiit, for her sake, but | just wasn't in the mood.”

Bob watched him, not saying anything.

"l wastired," Chip said.

"It ssemsyou've beentired alot lately. Isthat why you weren't a your photography club meeting Friday
night?"

"Yes" hesad. "l turned in early.”

"How do you fed now? Areyou tired now?"'

"No, | fed fine"

Bob looked at him, then straightened in his chair and smiled, "Okay, brother," he said, "touch and go."
Chip put his bracelet to the scanner of Bob's telecomp and stood up.

"See you next week," Bob said.

"es"

"Ontime"

Chip, having turned away, turned back and said, "Beg pardon?"'



"On time next week/ Bob said.

"Oh/* Chip said. "Yes." Heturned and went out of the cubicle.

?

He thought he had done it well but there was no way of knowing, and as his treetment came nearer he
grew increas-ingly anxious. The thought of asignificant risein sensation became more intriguing by the
hour, and Snowflake, King, Lilac, and the others became more attractive and admirable. So what if they
smoked tobacco? They were happy and hedthy members—no, people, not membersl—who had found
an es-cgpe from gerility and sameness and universal mechanica efficiency. He wanted to see them and
be with them. He wanted to kiss and embrace Snowflake's unique lightness; to talk with King asan
equd, friend to friend; to hear more of Lilac's Strange but provocative ideas. "Y our body isyours, not
Uni's'—what adisturbing pre-U thing to sayl If there were any basisfor it, it could have implications that
might lead him to—he couldn't think what; ajolting change of some sort in his attitude toward everything!

That wasthe night before histreatment. He lay awake for hours, then climbed with bandaged hands up a
snow-covered mountaintop, smoked tobacco pleasurably under the guid-ance of afriendly smiling King,
opened Snowflake's coveralls and found her snow-white with athroat-to-groin red cross, drove an early
whedl-steered car through the hallways of ahuge Genetic Suffocation Center, and had anew bracel et
inscribed Chip and awindow in his room through which he watched alovely nude girl watering alilac
bush. She beckoned impatiently and he went to her—and woke fedling fresh and energetic and cheerful,
despite those dreams, more vivid and convincing than any of thefive or six he had had in the past.

That morning, a Friday, he had his trestment. The tickle-buzz-sting seemed to last afraction of a second
lessthan usud, and when heleft the unit, pushing down hisdeeve, he ill felt good and himsdlf, a
dreamer of vivid dreams, acohort of unusua people, an outwitter of Family and Uni. Hewaked
fasdy-dowly to the Center. It struck him that this of al times was when he should go on with the
dowdown, to justify the even greater reduction that step two, whatever it was and whenever he took i,
would be aimed at achieving. He was pleased with himself for having redlized this, and wondered why
King and the others hadn't suggested it. Perhaps they had thought he wouldn't be able to do anything
after histreat-

'Hj ment Those other two members had apparently fallen apart completely, unlucky brothers.

He made agood small mistake that afternoon, started to type a report with the mike held wrong-side up
while another 663B waslooking. He felt abit guilty about doing it, but he did it anyway.

That evening, to hissurprise, heredly dozed off during TV, dthough it was something fairly interesting, a
tour of anew radio telescopein Isr. And later, during the house photog-raphy club meeting, he could
hardly keep his eyes open. He excused himself early and went to hisroom. He undressed without
bothering to chute his used coverdls, got into bed without putting on pgjamas, and tapped out the light.
He wondered what dreams he would have,

He woke fedling frightened, suspecting that he was sick and in need of help. What waswrong? Had he
done something he shouldn't have?

It cameto him, and he shook his head, scarcely ableto believeit. Wasit rea ? Wasit possible? Had he
been so—so contaminated by that group of pitiably sick membersthat he had purposely made mistakes,
had tried to deceive Bob RO (and maybe succeeded!), had thought thoughts hostile to his entire loving
Family? Oh, Chrigt, Marx, Wood, and Wel!

He thought of what the young one, "Lilac,”" had told him: to remember that it was a chemicd that was



making him think he was sick, achemical that had been infused into him without his consent. His consent!
Asif consent had anything to do with atreatment given to preserve one's hedth and well-being, an
integral part of the health and well-being of the entire Family! Even before the Unification, eveninthe
chaos and madness of the twentieth century, amember's consent wasn't asked before he was treated
againg typhic or typho or whatever it was. Consent! And he had listened without chdlenging her!

Thefirgt chime sounded and he jumped from his bed, anx-ious to make up for his unthinkable wrongs.
He chuted the day before's coverdls, urined, washed, cleaned histeeth, evened up his hair, put on fresh
coverals, made his bed. He went to the dining hall and claimed his cake and tea, sat among other
members and wanted to help them, to give them something, to demondtrate that he was|loya and loving,
not the sick offender he had been the day before. The member on hisleft ate thelast of his cake. "Would
you like some of mine?' Chip asked.

The member looked embarrassed. "No, of course not/' he said. "But thanks, you're very kind."
"No I'm not/' Chip said, but he was glad the member had said hewas.

He hurried to the Center and got there eight minutes early. He drew a sample from his own section of the
IC box, not somebody else's, and took it into his own microscope; put on his glasses the right way and
followed the OMPto the letter. He drew datafrom Uni respectfully (Forgive my offenses, Uni who
knows everything) and fed it new datahumbly (Here is exact and truthful information about gene
sample NF$04g).

The section head looked in. "How's it going?"' he asked.
"Very well, Bob."
"Good."

At midday he felt worse, though. What about them, those sick ones? Was heto leave them to their
sickness, their to-bacco, their reduced treatments, their pre-U thoughts? He had no choice. They had
bandaged his eyes. There was no way of finding them.

But that wasn't s0; there was away. Snowflake had shown him her face. How many amost-white
members, women of her age, could there be in the city? Three? Four? Five? Uni, if Bob RO asked it,
could output their namebersin an ingtant. And when she was found and properly treated, she would give
the namebers of some of the others; and they, the namebers of the ones remaining. The whole group
could be found and helped within aday or two.

The way he had helped Karl.

That stopped him. He had helped Karl and felt guilt—quilt he had clung to for years and years, and now
it persasted, apart of him. Oh Jesus Christ and Wei Li Chun, how sick beyond imagining he was!

"Areyou dl right, brother?"

It was the member acrossthe table, an elderly woman.

"Yes," hesad, "I'mfine," and smiled and put his caketo hislips.
"Y ou looked so troubled for asecond,” she said.

"I'mfine" hesad. "I thought of something | forgot to do.”



"Ah," shesad.

To help them or not to help them? Which was wrong, which was right? He knew which waswrong: not
to help them, to abandon them asif he weren't his brother's keeper at dl.

But he wasn't sure that helping them wasn't wrong too, and how could both be wrong?

Heworked less zed oudy in the afternoon, but well and without mistakes, everything done properly. At
the end of the day he went back to hisroom and lay on his back on his bed, the hedls of his hands
pressing into his shut eyes and making pulsing auroras there. He heard the voices of the sick ones, saw
himself taking the sample from the wrong section of the box and chesting the Family of time and energy
and equip-ment. The supper chime sounded but he stayed as he was, too tangled in himself for eating.

Later Peace K cdled. "I'minthelounge” she said. "It'sten of eight. I've been waiting twenty minutes.”
"I'm sorry,” hesaid. Til beright down."

They went to a concert and then to her room.

"What'sthe matter 7' she said.

"l don't know," he said. "I've been—upset the last few days.”

She shook her head and plied his dack penismore briskly. "It doesn't make sense,” she said. "Didn't you
tell your adviser?| told mine."

"Yes, | did. Look"—hetook her hand away—"awhole group of new members camein on sixteen the
other day. Why don't you go to the lounge and find somebody else?’

She looked unhappy. "Wl | think | ought to/' she said.
"l dotoo," hesaid. "Go ahead.”
"It just doesn't make any sense,” she said, getting up from the bed.

He dressed and went back to his room and undressed again. He thought he would have trouble falling
adeep but he didn't.

On Sunday hefelt even worse. He began to hope that Bob |

would call, would see that he wasn't well and draw the truth out of him. That way there would be no guilt
or respongbility, only relief. He stayed in hisroom, watching the phone screen. Someone on the soccer
team cdlled; he said hewasn't feding well.

At noon he went to the dining hall, ate a cake quickly, and returned to his room. Someone from the
Center cdled, to find out if he knew someone el se's nameber.

Hadn't Bob been told by now that he wasn't acting nor-mally? Hadn't Peace said anything? Or the cdler
from the soccer team? And that member acrossthe table at lunch yester-day, hadn't she been smart
enough to see through his excuse and get his nameber? (Look at him, expecting othersto help him; who
in the Family was he hdping?) Where was Bob? What kind of adviser was he?

There were no more calls, not in the afternoon, not in the evening. The music stopped once for astarship
bulletin.



Monday morning, after breakfast, he went down to the medicenter. The scanner said no, but hetold the
attendant that he wanted to see his adviser; the attendant telecomped, and then the scanners said yes,
yes, yes, dl the way into the advisory offices, which were haf empty. It was only 7:50.

He went into Bob's empty cubicle and sat down and waited for him, his hands on his knees. He went
over in hismind the order in which he would tell: first about the intentiona dow-down; then about the
group, what they said and did and the way they could al be found through Snowflake'slightness; and
findly about the sick and irrational guilt-feeling he had con-cedled dl the years since he had helped Karl.
One, two, three. He would get an extratreatment to make up for anything he mightn't have got on Friday,
and he would |eave the medicen-ter sound in mind and sound in body, a hedlthy contented member.

Your body isyours, not Uni's.

Sick, pre-U. Uni wasthe will and wisdom of the entire Family. It had made him; had granted him his
food, his cloth-ing, his housing, histraining. It had granted even the permis-sion for his very conception.
Y es, it had made him, and from now on he would be—

Bob camein swinging histelecomp and stopped short. "Li," he said. "Hdllo. Isanything wrong?"

Helooked a Bob. The name waswrong. He was Chip, not Li. He looked down at his bracelet: Li
RM35M4419. He had expected it to say Chip. When had he had one that said Chip? In adream, a
strange happy dream, agirl beckoning...

"Li?" Bob sad, putting histelecomp on thefloor.

Uni had made him Li. For We. But he was Chip, chip off the old block. Which onewas he? Li? Chip?
Li?

"What isit, brother?' Bob asked, leaning close, taking his shoulder.
"I wanted to see you/* he said.
"About what?'

Hedidn't know what to say. "You said | shouldn't be late," he said. Helooked a Bob anxioudy. "Am |
ontime?'

"Ontime?' Bob stepped back and squinted at him. "Brother, you'readay early,” he said. "Tuesday's
your day, not Monday."

He stood up. "I'm sorry,” he said. "1'd better get over to the Center"—and started to go.
Bob caught hisarm. "Hold on/* he said, histelecomp fal-ing on its side, damming the floor.

"I'mal right,” Chip said. "I got mixed up. I'll come to-morrow." He went from Bob's hand, out of the
cubicle.

"Li," Bob cdled.
He kept going.

?

Hewatched TV attentively that evening—artrack meet in Arg, arelay from Venus, the news, adance
program, and Wei's Living Wisdom—and then he went to his room. He tapped the light button but



something was covering it and it didn't work. The door closed sharply, had been closed by someone who
was near himin the dark, breathing. "Who isit?' he asked.

"King and Lilac," King said.

"What happened thismorning?" Lilac asked, somewhere over by the desk. "Why did you go to your
advisx?'

"Totdl," hesad.

"But you didn't."

"I should have," he said. "Get out of here, please.”
"You see?' King sad.

"Wehavetotry," Lilac said.

"Please go," Chip said. "'l don't want to get involved with you again, with any of you. | don't know what's
right or wrong any more. | don't even know who | am.”

"Y ou've got about ten hoursto find out,” King said. ™Y our adviser's coming here in the morning to take
you to Medicen-ter Main. Y ou're going to be examined there. It wasn't sup-posed to happen for three
weeks or so, after some more dowing down. It would have been step two. But it's happening
tomor-row, and it'll probably be step minus-one."

"It doesn't haveto be, though/' Lilac said. "Y ou can still makeit step two if you do what wetell you."
"I don't want to hear/' he said. "Just go, please.”
They didn't say anything. He heard King make a movement.

"Don't you understand?' Lilac said. "'If you do what wetell you, your treatmentswill be reduced as much
asoursare. If you dont, they'll be put back to where they were. In fact, they'll probably be increased
beyond that, won't they, King?"

"Yed' King sad.

"To'protect’ you/" Lilac said. " So that you'll never again even try to get out from under. Don't you see,
Chip?' Her voice came closer. "It's the only chance you'll ever have. For therest of your lifeyou'll bea
mechine"

"No, not amachine, amember/' he said. "A hedlthy mem-ber doing his assgnment; helping the Family,
not cheeting it.”

"Y ou're wasting your breeth, Lilac,” King said. "If it were afew dayslater you might be able to get
through;, but it's too soon.”

"Why didn't you tell thismorning?' Lilac asked him. "Y ou went to your adviser; why didn't you tell?
Othershave."

"l wasgoingto,” hesad.

"Why didnt you?'



He turned away from her voice. "He caled meLi," hesad. "And | thought | was Chip. Everything
got—unsettled.”

"But you are Chip," she said, coming till closer. " Someone with aname different from the nameber Uni
gave him. Some-one who thought of picking his own classfication instead of letting Uni do it.”

He moved away, perturbed, then turned and faced their dim coverall shapes—L.ilac, smal, opposite him
and a couple of meters away; King to hisright againgt the light-outlined door. " How can you speak
againt Uni ?' heasked. "It'sgranted us everything!"

"Only what weve givenit to grant us," Lilac said. "It's denied us a hundred times more.”

"It let usbe born!™

"How many," shesad, "will it not let be born? Like your children. Like mine."

"What do you mean?' he said. "That anyone who wants children—should be alowed to have them?”
"Yes" shesad. "That'swhat | mean."

Shaking his head, he backed to his bed and sat down. She came to him; crouched and put her hands on
hisknees. "Please, Chip," shesaid, "I shouldn't say such thingswhen you're fill theway you are, but
please, please, believe me. Believe us. We are not sick, we are healthy. It's the world that's sick—with
chemigtry, and efficiency, and humility, and help-fulness. Do what wetell you. Become hedlthy. Please,
Chip."

Her earnestness held him. Hetried to see her face. "Why do you care so much?' he asked. Her hands on
hiskneeswere small and warm, and he felt an impulse to touch them, to cover them with hisown. Faintly
he found her eyes, large and less danted than normd, unusua and lovely.

"Thereare so few of us," shesaid, "and | think that maybe, if there were more, we could do something;
get away somehow and make a place for ourselves.”

"Liketheincurables" hesad.

"That'swhat we learn to cal them,” she said. "Maybe they were redly the unbesatables, the
undruggables.”

Helooked at her, trying to see more of her face.

"We have some capsules,” she said, "that will dow down your reflexes and lower your blood pressure,
put thingsin your blood that will makeit look asif your trestments are too strong. If you take them
tomorrow morning, before your ad-viser comes, and if you behave at the medicenter aswetell you and
answer certain questions as we tell you—then tomorrow will be step two, and you'l take it and be
hedthy."

"And unhappy,” he said.

"Yes," shesad, asmile coming into her voice, "unhappy too, though not asmuch as| said. | sometimes
get carried away.”

"About every five minutes" King sad.
Shetook her hands from Chip's knees and stood up. "Will you?' she asked.



He wanted to say yesto her, but he wanted to say no too. He said, "L et me see the capsules.”

King, coming forward, said, "Y ou'll seethem after we leave. They'rein here." He put into Chip'shand a
small smooth box. "The red one has to be taken tonight and the other two as soon as you get up.”

"Wheredid you get them?"
"One of the group worksin amedicenter.”
"Decide," Lilac said. "Do you want to hear what to say and do?"

He shook the box but it made no sound. He looked at the two dim figures waiting before him. He
nodded. "All right," he said.

They sat and spoke to him, Lilac on the bed beside him, King on the drawn-over desk chair. They told
him about atrick of tensing his muscles before the metabolic examination and one of 1ooking above the
objective during the depth-per-ception test. They told him what to say to the doctor who had charge of
him and the senior adviser who interviewed him. They told him about tricks that might be played on him:
sud-den sounds behind his back; being left all one, but not really, with the doctor's report form
conveniently at hand. Lilac did most of the talking. Twice she touched him, once on hisleg and once on
his forearm; and once, when her hand lay by hisside, he brushed it with hisown. Hersmoved away in a
movement that might have begun before the contact.

"That'sterrificaly important,” King sad.
"I'm sorry, what was that?'
"Don'tignoreit completely/' King said. "Thereport form.”

"Noticeit," Lilac sad. "Glance a it and then act asif it redly isn't worth the bother of picking up and
reading. Asif you don't care much oneway or the other.”

It was |ate when they finished; the last chime had sounded half an hour before. "Wed better go
separately,” King said. "You go first. Wait by the Sde of the building.”

Lilac stood up and Chip stood too. Her hand found his. "1 know you're going to make it, Chip," she said.
"Il try," hesaid. "Thanksfor coming."

"Y ou're welcome/' she said, and went to the door. He thought he would see her by the light in the hallway
as shewent out, but King got up and was in the way and the door closed.

They stood silently for amoment, he and King, facing each other.

"Don't forget,” King said. "The red capsule now and the other two when you get up.”
"Right/' Chip said, fedling for the box in his pocket.

"Y ou shouldn't have any trouble.”

"l don't know; there's so much to remember.”

They wereslent again.

"Thank you very much, King/' Chip said, holding out hishand in the darkness.



"You'realucky man,” King said. "Snowflake is a very passon-ate woman. Y ou and she are going to
have alot of good timestogether.”

Chip didn't understand why he had said that. "I hope s0," he said. "It'shard to believeit's possible to
have more than one orgasm aweek."

"What we have to do now/' King said, "isfind aman for Sparrow. Then everyone will have someone. It's
better that way. Four couples. No friction.”

Chip lowered his hand. He suddenly fdlt that King wastelling him to stay away from Lilac, was defining
who bel onged with whom and telling him to obey the definition. Had King somehow seen him touching
Lilac'shand?

"I'm going now/' King said. "Turn around, please.”

Chip turned around and heard King moving away. The room gppeared dimly as the door was opened, a
shadow swept acrossit, and it disappeared again with the door's closing.

Chip turned. How sirange it was to think of someone loving one member in particular so much asto want
no one else to touch her! Would he be that way too if his treatments were reduced? It was—like so
many other things—hard to believe.

He went to the light button and felt what was covering it: tape, with something square and flat undernegth.
He picked at the tape, peeled it away, and tapped the button. He shut his eyes against the celling's glare.

When he could see he looked at the tape; it was skin-colored, with a square of blue cardboard stuck to
it He dropped it down the chute and took the box from his pocket. It was white plastic with ahinged lid.
He opened it. A red capsule, awhite one, and one that was haf white and half yellow lay bedded on a
cottonfilling.

Hetook the box into the bathroom and tapped on the light. Setting the open box on the edge of the sink,
he turned on the water and pulled a cup from the dot and filled it. He turned the water off.

He started to think, but before he could think too much he picked up the red capsule, put it far back on
histongue, and drank the water.

n

Two doctors, not one, had charge of him. They led him in a pale blue smock from examination room to
examination room, conferred with the examining doctors, conferred with each other, and made checks
and notations on a clipboarded report form that they handed back and forth between them. Onewasa
woman in her forties, the other aman in histhirties. The woman sometimes walked with her arm around
Chip's shoulders, smiling and cdling him "young brother." The man watched him impassvey, with eyes
that were smaller and set closer together than normal. He had a fresh scar on his cheek, running from the
temple to the comer of his mouth, and dark bruises on his cheek and forehead. He never took his eyes
off Chip except to look at the report form. Even when confer-ring with doctors he kept watching him.
When the three of them walked to the next examination room he usualy dropped behind Chip and the
smiling woman doctor. Chip expected him to make asudden sound, but he didn't.

Theinterview with the senior adviser, ayoung woman, went well, Chip thought, but nothing elsedid. He
was afraid to tense his muscles before the metabolic examination because of the doctor watching him,
and he forgot about |ooking above the objective in the depth-perception test until it wastoo late.

"Too bad you're missing aday'swork/' the watching doctor said.



"Il makeit up,” he said, and redlized ashe said it that it was amistake. He should have said It's dl for
the best or Will | be here dl day? or smply adull overtreated Yes.

At midday he was given aglass of bitter white liquid to drink instead of atota cake and then there were
more tests and ex-aminations. The woman doctor went away for haf an hour but not the man.

Around three o'clock they seemed to be finished and went into a smdll office. The man sat down behind
the desk and Chip sat opposite him. The woman said, "Excuse me, I'll be back in two seconds." She
smiled at Chip and went out.

The man studied the report form for aminute or two, run-ning afingertip back and forth along his scar,
and then he looked at the clock and put down the clipboard. “I'll go get her," he said, and got up and
went out, closing the door partway.

Chip sat il and sniffed and looked at the clipboard. He leaned over, twisted his head, read on the
report form the words cholinesterase absor ption factor, unarnpltfied, and sat back in hischair again.
Had he looked too long?—he wasn't sure. He rubbed his thumb and examined it, then looked at the
room's pictures, Marx Writing and Wood Presenting the Uni-fication Treaty.

They came back in. The woman doctor sat down behind the desk and the man sat in achair near her
side. The woman looked at Chip. She wasn't smiling. Shelooked worried.

"Y oung brother/' she said, "I'm worried about you. | think you've been trying to fool us."
Chip looked at her. "Fool you?' he said.

"There are Sck membersin thistown," she said; "do you know that?"

He shook his head.

"Yes" shesad. "Assick as can be. They cover members eyes and take them someplace, and tell them
to dow down and make mistakes and pretend they've lost their interest in sex. They try to make other
members as sick asthey are. Do you know any such members?’

"No," Chip said.

"Anna," the man said, "I've watched him. There's no reason to think there's anything wrong beyond what
showed on thetests." Heturned to Chip and said, "Very easily corrected; nothing for you to think about.”

Thewoman shook her head. "No," shesaid. "No, it doesn't fedl right. Please, young brother, you want
usto help you, don't you?'

"Nobody told me to make mistakes,” Chip said. "Why?Why should |7
The man tapped the report form. "L ook at the enzymologi-cal rundown,” he said to the woman.
"I'velooked &t it, I've looked &t it."

"He's been badly OT'ed there, there, there, and there. Let's give the datato Uni and get him fixed up
agan."
"l want JesusHL to seehim.”

“Why?



"BecauseI'm worried.”

"1 don't know any sick members,” Chip said. "If | did | would tell my adviser.”
"Yes," thewoman said, "and why did you want to see him yesterday morning?”
"Yegsterday?' Chip said. "1 thought it was my day. | got mixed up."

"Pease, let'sgo," thewoman said, standing up holding the clipboard.

They |eft the office and walked down the hallway outsdeit. The woman put her arm around Chip's
shoulders but she didn't smile. The man dropped behind.

They cameto the end of the hallway, where there was a door marked 600A with a brown white-lettered
plague onit: Chief, ChemotherapeuUcs Division. They went in, to an ante-room where amember sat
behind a desk. The woman doctor told her that they wanted to consult Jesus HL about a diagnos-tic
problem, and the member got up and went out through another door.

"A waste of timedl around," the man said.
Thewoman sad, "Bdieveme, | hope s0."

There were two chairsin the anteroom, abare low table, and Wei Addressing the Chemotherapists.
Chip decided that if they made him tell hewould try not to mention Snowflakeslight skin and Lilac's
less-danted-than-normd eyes.

The member came back and held the door open.

They went into alarge office. A gaunt gray-haired member in hisfifties—Jesus HL—was seated behind a
large untidy desk. He nodded to the doctors as they approached, and looked absently at Chip. He
waved a hand toward a chair facing the desk. Chip sat downinit.

The woman doctor handed Jesus HL the clipboard. " This doesn't fed right to me," shesaid. "I'm afraid
hesmalingering.”

"Contrary to the enzymologica evidence," the other doctor said.

Jesus HL leaned back in his chair and studied the report form. The doctors stood by the side of the desk,
watching him. Chip tried to look curious but not concerned. He watched Jesus HL for amoment, and
then looked at the desk. Papers of all sortswere piled and scattered on it and lay drifted over an
old-style telecomp in ascuffed case. A drink container jammed with pens and rulers stood beside a
framed sngpshot of Jesus HL., younger, smiling in front of Uni's dome. There were two souvenir
paperweights, an unusua square one from CHI61332 and around one from ARG20400, neither of them

on paper.
il
Jesus HL turned the clipboard end for end and pedled the form down and read the back of it.

"What | would liketo do, Jesus," the woman doctor said, "is keep him here overnight and run some of
the tests again tomorrow."

"Wading—" theman said.

"Or better ill," the woman said, louder, "question him now under TP."



"Wadting time and supplies,” the man said.
"What are we, doctors or efficiency andyzers?' the woman asked him sharply.

Jesus HL put down the clipboard and looked at Chip. He got up from his chair and came around the side
of the desk, the doctors stepping back quickly to let him pass. He came and stood directly in front of
Chip'schair, tall and thin, hisred-crossed coverals stained with yellow spots.

Hetook Chip's hands from the chair arms, turned them over, and looked at the pams, which glistened
with swest.

Helet one hand go and held the wrist of the other, hisfingers at the pulse. Chip made himsdf look up,
unconcernedly. Jesus HL looked quizzically at him for amoment and then suspected—no, knew—and
smiled his knowledge contemptu-oudy. Chip felt hollow, beaten.

Jesus HL took hold of Chip's chin, bent over, and looked closely at his eyes. "Open your eyes aswide
asyou can," he said. Hisvoice wasKing's. Chip stared at him.

"That'sright,” hesaid. "Stare at me asif I've said some-thing shocking.” It was King's voice,
unmistakable. Chip's mouth opened. "Don't speak, please," King-Jesus HL said, squeezing Chip'sjaw
painfully. He stared into Chip's eyes, turned his head to one side and then the other, and then re-leased it
and stepped back. He went back around the desk and sat down again. He picked up the clipboard,
glanced at it, and handed it to the woman doctor, smiling. "Y ou're mistaken, Annal' he said. ™Y ou can put
your mind at rest. I've seen many members who were malingering; thisoneisn't. | commend you on your
concern, though." To the man he said, " She'sright, you know, Jesus, we mustn't be efficiency anayzers.
The Family can afford alittle waste where amember's hedth isinvolved. What isthe Family, after dl,
except the sum of its members?

"Thank you, Jesus," thewoman said, smiling. "I'm glad | waswrong."

"Givethat datato Uni," King said, turning and looking at Chip, "so our brother here can be properly
treated from now on."

"Yes, right away." The woman beckoned to Chip. He got up from the chair.
They left the office. In the doorway Chip turned. "Thank you," he said.

King looked at him from behind his littered desk—only looked, with no smile, no glimmer of friendship.
"Thank Uni," hesaid.

a

Lessthan aminute after he got back to hisroom Bob caled. "l just got areport from Medicenter Main,"
he said. "Y our trestments have been dightly out of line but from now on they're going to be exactly right.”

"Good,” Chip said.

"This confusion and tiredness you've been feding will grad-ualy pass away during the next week or so,
and then you'll beyour old sdif."

"l hope s0."

"You will. Listen, do you want me to squeeze you in tomor-row, Li, or shal wejust let it go till next

Tueday?'



"Next Tueday'sdl right."

"Fine" Bob said. He grinned. "Y ou know what?' he said. "Y ou look better aready.”
"| fed alittle better,” Chip said.

Chapter Three

Hefdt alittle better every day, alittle more awake and dert, alittle more sure that sickness was what he
had had and health was what he was growing toward. By Friday—three days after the examination—he
fet theway lie usualy felt on the day before atreatment. But his last treat-ment was only aweek behind
him; three weeks and more lay ahead, spacious and unexplored, before the next one. The dow-down
had worked; Bob had been fooled and the treatment reduced. And the next one, on the basis of the
examination, would be reduced even further. What wonders of feding would he befedingin five, insix
weeks time?

That Friday night, afew minutes after the last chime, Snow-flake cameinto hisroom. "Don't mind me,"
shesaid, taking off her coverdls. "I'm just putting anote in your mouthpiece.”

She got into bed with him and hel ped him off with his pa-jamas. Her body to his hands and lipswas
smooth, pliant, and more arousing than Peace SK's or anyone e se's; and his own, as she stroked and
kissed and licked it, was more shudderingly reactive than ever before, more strainingly in want. He eased
himsdf into her—deeply, snugly in—and would have driven them both to immediate orgasm, but she
dowed him, stopped him, made him draw out and come in again, putting herself into one strange but
effective pogition and then another. For twenty minutes or more they worked and contrived together,
keeping as noisdess as they could because of the members be-yond the wall and on the floor bel ow.

When they were done and gpart she said, "Wdl?'
"Wl it was top speed, of course/' he said, "but frankly, from what you said, | expected even more.”

"Patience, brother," shesaid. "You'redtill aninvaid. Thetimewill comewhen you'l look back onthisas
the night we shook hands."

Helaughed.

He held her and kissed her. "What doesit say?' he asked. "The note in my mouthpiece.”
"Sunday night a eleven, the same place aslast time.”

"But no bandage.”

"No bandage,”" she said.

Hewould seethem dl, Lilac and dl the others. "I've been wondering when the next meeting would be,"
hesad.

"l hear you whooshed through step two like arocket.”

"Stumbled through it, you mean. | wouldn't have madeit at al if not for—" Did she know who King redly
was? Wasit dl right to speak of it?

"If not for what?"



"If not for King and Lilac," he said. "They came here the night before and prepped me.”
"Wl of course" shesaid. "None of uswould have madeit if not for the capsulesand dl.”
"I wonder where they get them.”

"I think one of them works in amedicenter.”

"Mm, that would explainit," he said. She didn't know. Or she knew but didn't know that he knew.
Suddenly he was annoyed by the need for carefulness that had come between them.

Shesat up. "Ligten,” she said, "it painsmeto say this, but don't forget to carry on as usua with your
girlfriend. Tomor-row night, I mean."

"She'sgot someone new,” hesad. ™Y ou're my girlfriend.”
"No I'm not," shesaid. "Not on Saturday nights anyway.

Our advisers would wonder why we took someone from a dif-ferent house. I've got anice normal Bob
down the hall from me, and you find anice normd Yin or Mary. But if you give her morethan alittle
quick oneI'll break your neck."

"Tomorrow night | won't even be ableto give her that."

"That'sdl right," she said, "you're still supposed to be re-covering." Shelooked sternly at him. "Redlly,"
she sad, "you have to remember not to get too passionate, except with me. And to keep a contented
smilein place between thefirst chime and the last. And to work hard a your assgnment but not too
hard. It'sjust astricky to stay undertreated asit isto get that way." She lay back down beside him and
drew hisarm around her. "Hate," she said, "1'd give anything for a smoke now."

"Isit redly so enjoyable?’
"Mm-hmm. Especidly a timeslikethis™
"I'l havetotryit."

They lay talking and caressing each other for awhile, and then Snowflake tried to rouse him
again—"Nothing ventured, nothing gained,” she said—but everything she did proved una-vailing. She left
around twelve or so. " Sunday at eleven,” she said by the door. "Congratulations.”

?

Saturday evening in the lounge Chip met amember named Mary KK whose boyfriend had been
transferred to Can earlier in the week. The birth-year part of her nameber was 38, making her
twenty-four.

They went to a pre-Marxmas sing in Equality Park. Asthey sat waiting for the amphithester to fill, Chip
looked at Mary closely. Her chin was sharp but otherwise she was normd: tan skin, updanted brown
eyes, clipped black hair, yellow coverals on her dim spare frame. One of her toenails, half covered by
sanda strap, was discolored abluish purple. She sat smiling, watching the opposite side of the
amphithester.

"Where are you from?" he asked her.
"Rus," shesaid.



"What'syour classfication?'

"One-forty B."

"What'sthat?"

"Ophthamologic technician.”

"What do you do?'

Sheturned to him. "| attach lenses/' she said. "In the chil-dren's section.”
"Doyou enjoy it?"'

"Of course" Shelooked uncertainly a him. "Why are you asking me so many questions?’ she asked.
"And why aTeyou looking at me so—asif you've never seen amember before?!

"I've never seen you before" he said. "I want to know you.”

"I'm no different from any other member," she said. "Therée's nothing unusud about me."
"Your chinisalittle sharper than normd."

She drew back, looking hurt and confused.

"I didn't mean to hurt you he said. "1 just meant to point out that there is something unusua about you,
evenif it isn't something important.”

She looked searchingly at him, then looked away, at the op-posite side of the amphitheater again. She
shook her head. "'l don't understand you," she said.

"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "l was sick until last Tuesday, But my adviser took me to Medicenter Main and they
fixed me up fine. I'm getting better now. Don't worry."

"Wl that's good," she said. After amoment she turned and smiled cheerfully a him. "1 forgive you," she
sad.

"Thank you," he said, suddenly fedling sad for her.

She looked away again. "I hope we sing The Freeing of the Masses/* she said.

"Wewill," hesad.

"I loveit," shesaid, and smiling, began to humiit.

He kept looking &t her, trying to do so in anormal-seeming way. What she had said was true: she was no
different from any other member. What did a sharp chin or adiscolored toe-nail signify? She was exactly
the same as every Mary and Annaand Peace and Yin who had ever been his girlfriend: humble and
good, hepful and hard-working. Y et she made him fed sad. Why? And could dl the others have done
30, had he looked at them as closely as he was|ooking at her, had he listened as closdly to what they
sad?

Helooked at the members on the other side of him, at the scoresin the tiers below, the scoresin thetiers
above. They weredl like Mary KK, dl smiling and ready to sing their favorite Marxmas songs, and all
saddening; everyone in the amphitheater, the hundreds, the thousands, the tens of thou-sands. Their faces



lined the mammoth bowl like tan beads strung away inimmeasurable close-laid ovals.

Spotlights struck the gold cross and red sickle at the bowl's center. Four familiar trumpet notes blasted,
and everybody sang:

One mighty Family,

A single perfect breed,

Free of all selfishness,

Aggressiveness and greed;

Each member giv-ing all he hasto give And get-ting all he needsto live!

But they weren't amighty Family, he thought. They were awesk Family, asaddening and pitiable one,
dulled by chemicas and dehumanized by bracelets. It was Uni that was mighty.

One mighty Family, A single noble race, Sending its sons and daughters Bravely into space...

He sang the words automaticaly, thinking that Lilac had been right: reduced trestments brought new
unhappiness.

?

Sunday night at eeven he met Snowflake between the buildings on Lower Christ Plaza. He held her and
kissed her gratefully, glad of her sexudity and humor and pale skin and bitter tobacco taste—all the
things that were she and nobody else. "Christ and Wei, I'm glad to seeyou,” he said.

She gave him atighter hug and smiled happily at him. "It getsto be a shut-off being with normals, doesn't
it?' shesaid.

"And how," he said. "I wanted to kick the soccer team in-steed of the hal this morning.”
Shelaughed.

He had been depressed since the sing; now he felt released and happy and tler. "I found agirlfriend,” he
sad, "and guess what; | fucked her without the least bit of trouble.”

"Hate"
"Not as extensvely or as satisfyingly aswe did, but with no trouble a al, not twenty-four hourslater.”
"l can livewithout the details.”

He grinned and ran his hands down her sides and clasped her hipbones. "I think | might even manage to
doit again tonight,” he said, teasing her with histhumbs.

"Y our ego is growing by legps and bounds.”
"My everythingis”

"Come on, brother," she said, prying his hands away and holding onto one, "wed better get you indoors
before you sart snging/’

They went into the plazaand crossed it diagondly. Flags and sagging Marxmas bunting hung motionless



aboveit, dimintheglow of distant walkways. "Where are we going any-way?" he asked, walking
happily. "Wher€'s the secret meeting place of the diseased corrupters of hedthy young members?

"ThePre-U," shesad.
"The Museum?'

"That'sright. Can you think of a better place for agroup of Uni-cheating abnormals? It's exactly where
we belong. Easy,” she said, tugging at his hand; "don't walk so energeticaly.”

A member was coming into the plaza from the walkway they were going toward. A briefcase or
telecomp wasin hishand.

Chip walked more normally aongside Snowflake. The mem-ber, coming closer—it was atelecomp he
had—smiled and nod-ded. They smiled and nodded in return as they passed him.

They went down steps and out of the plaza.

"Beddes," Snowflake said, "it's empty from eight to eight and it's an endless source of pipes and funny
costumes and unusud beds.”

"Y ou teke things?'

"Weleavethe beds," she said. "But we make use of them now and again. Meeting solemnly in the staff
conference room was just for your benefit.”

"What else do you do?'

"Oh, st around and complain alittle. That's Lilac's and Leopard's department mostly. Sex and smoking is
enough for me. King does funny versons of someof the TV programs, wait till you find out how much
you can laugh.”

"The making use of the beds," Chip said; "isit done on agroup basis?'

"Only by twao's, dear; were not that pre-U."

"Who did you usethem with?"

"Sparrow, obvioudy. Necessity isthe mother of et cetera. Poor girl, | fedl sorry for her now."
"Of courseyou do."

"I do! Oh well, therésan artificid penisin Nineteenth Cen-tury Artifacts. Shell survive.”
"King sayswe should find aman for her."

"We should. It would be amuch better situation, having four couples.”

"That'swhat King said."

a

Asthey were crossng the ground floor of the museum-lighting their way through the strange-figured dark
with aflash-light that Snowflake had produced—anather light struck them from the sde and avoice
nearby said, "Hello there!" They garted. "I'm sorry,"” the voice said. "It's me, Leopard.”



Snowflake swung her light onto the twentieth-century car, and aflashlight insgdeit went off. They went
over to the glint-ing metal vehicle. Leopard, sitting behind the steering whedl, was an old round-faced
member wearing a hat with an orange plume. There were several dark brown spots on his nose and
cheeks. He put his hand, aso spotted, through the car's window frame. "Congratulations, Chip," he said.
"I'm glad you came through.”

Chip shook his hand and thanked him.
"Going for aride?' Snowflake asked.
ICO

"I've been for one," he said. "To Jap and back. Volvo's out of fuel now. And thoroughly wet too, come
to think of it."

They smiled a him and a each other.

"Fantadtic, isn't it?" he said, turning the wheel and working alever that projected from its shaft. "The
driver wasin com-plete control from start to finish, using both hands and both feet.”

"It must have been awfully bumpy,” Chip said, and Snow-flake said, "Not to mention dangerous.”

"But funtoo,” Leopard said. "It must have been an adven-ture, redly; choosing your destination, figuring
out which roadsto take to get there, gauging your movementsin relation to the movements of other
cas—"

"Gauging wrong and dying,” Snowflake said.

"I don't think that really happened as often aswe'retold it did,” Leopard said. "If it had, they would have
made the front parts of the cars much thicker."

Chip said, "But that would have made them heavier and they would have gone even dower."
"Where's Hush?' Snowflake asked.

"Upstairswith Sparrow," Leopard said. He opened the car's door, and coming out of it with aflashlight
in hishand, said, "They're setting things up. Some more stuff was put in the room." He cranked the
window of the door halfway up and closed the door firmly. A wide brown belt decorated with metal
studs was fastened about his coverdls.

"King and Lilac?' Snowflake asked.
"They're around someplace.” C
Chip thought, Making use of one of the beds—asthe three of them went on through the museum.

He had thought about King and Lilac agood deal since see-ing King and seeing how old he
was—fifty-two or -three or even more. He had thought about the difference between the ages of the
two—thirty years, surdly, at the very least—and about the way King had told him to stay away from
Lilac; and about Lilac'slarge less-danted-than-normal eyes and her hands that had rested small and
warm on his knees as she crouched before him urging him toward greater life and awareness.

They went up the steps of the unmoving central escaator and across the museum's second floor. The two
flashlights, Snowflake's and Leopard's, danced over the guns and daggers, the bulbed and wired lamps,
the bleeding boxers, the kings and queensin their jewe s and fur-trimmed robes, and the three beggars,



filthy and crippled, parading their disfigurements and thrusting out their cups. The partition behind the
beggars had been did aside, opening anarrow passageway that extended farther into the building, itsfirst
few meterslit by light from adoorway in theleft-hand wall. A woman's voi ce spoke softly. Leopard went
on ahead and through the doorway, while Snowflake, standing beside the beggars, sprung pieces of tape
from afirst-aid-kit cartridge. " Snowflake's here with Chip," Leopard said inside theroom. Chip laid a
piece of tape over his bracelet plaque and rubbed it down firmly.

They went to the doorway and into a tobacco-smelling stuff-iness where an old woman and ayoung one
sat close together on pre-U chairs with two knives and a heap of brown leaves on atable before them.
Hush and Sparrow; they shook Chip's hand and congratulated him. Hush was crinkle-eyed and smil-ing;
Sparrow, large-limbed and embarrassed-looking, her hand hot and moist. Leopard stood by Hush,
holding a heet coil in the bowl of a curved black pipe and blowing out smoke around the Sdes of its
gem.

Theroom, afairly large one, was a storeroom, its farther reachesfilled with a celling-high mass of pre-U
relics, late and early: machines and furniture and paintings and bundles of clothing; swords and
wood-handled implements; astatue of amember with wings, an "angd"; haf adozen crates, opened,
unopened, stenciled IND26110 and pasted at their corners with square yellow stickers. Looking around,
Chip sad, "There are enough things here for another museum.”

"All genuinetoo,” Leopard said. "Some of the things on display aren't, you know."
"l didn't."

A varied lot of chairs and benches had been set about the forward part of the room. Paintings leaned
againg the wals, and there were cartons of smaller relics and piles of moldering books. A painting of an
enormous boulder caught Chip's eye. He moved achair to get afull view of it. The boulder, amountain
amog, floated above the earth in blue sky, meticu-loudy painted and jarring to the senses. "What an odd
picture/' he said.

*A lot of them are odd,” Leopard said,

"The ones of Christ/' Hush said, "show him with alight around his head, and he doesn't look human at
al."

"I've seen those/" Chip said, looking at the boulder, "but I've never seen anything like this. It'sfascinating;
red and un-red at the sametime.”

"You can't take it/ Snowflake said. "We can't take anything that might be missed.”
Chipsad, "Thereésno placel could put it anyway."
"How do you like being undertreated?’ Sparrow asked.

Chip turned. Sparrow looked away, at her hands holding aroll of leaves and aknife. Hush was a the
sametask, chopping rapidly a aroll of leaves, cutting it into thin shredsthat piled before her knife.
Snowflake was Stting with a pipe in her mouth; Leopard was holding the heet coil in the bow! of it. "It's
wonderful,” Chip said. "Literdly. Full of wonders. More of them every day. I'm grateful to al of you."

"We only did what weretold to/' Leopard said, smiling. "We helped a brother.”
"Not exactly in the gpproved way/' Chip said.
Snowflake offered him her pipe. "Areyou ready to try a puff?' she asked.



He went to her and took it. The bowl of it waswarm, the tobacco in it gray and smoking. He hesitated
for amoment, smiled a them watching him, and put the sem to hislips. He sucked briefly et it and blew
out smoke. The taste was strong but pleasant, surprisingly so. "Not bad/' he said. He did it again with
more assurance. Some of the smoke went into histhroat and he coughed.

Leopard, going smiling to the doorway, said, "I'll get you one of your own," and went out

Chip returned the pipe to Snowflake and, clearing histhroat, sat down on abench of dark worn wood.
He watched Hush
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and Sparrow cutting the tobacco. Hush smiled at him. He said, "Where do you get the seeds?’
"From the plantsthemsalves," she said.

"Where did you get the onesyou started with?"

"King hed them."

"What did | have?' King asked, coming in, tal and lean and bright-eyed, agold medalion chain-hung on
his coveralled chest. He had Lilac behind him, hishand holding hers. Chip stood up. She looked at him,
unusua, dark, beautiful, young.

"The tobacco seeds," Hush said.

King offered his hand to Chip, smiling warmly. "It's good to see you here," he said. Chip shook his hand;
itsgrip wasfirm and hearty. "Redlly good to see anew facein the group,” King said. "Especidly amae
one, to help me keep these pre-U women in their proper place!”

"Huh," Showflake sad.

"It'sgood to be here," Chip said, pleased by King'sfriend-liness. His coldness when Chip left his office
must have been only a pretense, for the sake, of course, of the onlooking doctors. "Thank you," Chip
sad. "For everything. Both of you."

Lilac sad, "I'm very glad, Chip." Her hand was still held by King's. She was darker than normd, alovely
near-brown touched with rose. Her eyeswere large and almost leve, her lips pink and soft-looking. She
turned away and said, "Hello, Snowflake." She drew her hand from King's and went to Snow-flake and
kissed her cheek.

She was twenty or twenty-one, no more. The upper pockets of her coverals had something in them,
giving her the breasted look of the women Karl had drawn. It was a strange, mysteri-oudy aluring look.

"Areyou beginning to fed different now, Chip?' King asked. Hewas at the table, bending and putting
tobacco into the bowl of apipe.

"Yes, enormoudy,” Chip sad. "It'severything you said it would be."

Leopard camein and said, "Hereyou are, Chip." He gave him ayellow thick-bowled pipe with an amber
stem. Chip thanked him and tried thefed of it; it was comfortable in his hand and comfortable to hislips.
Hetook it to the table, and King, hisgold medalion swinging, showed him the right way tofill it.

a



Leopard took him through the staff section of the mu-seum, showing him other storerooms, the
conference room, and various offices and workrooms. "It'sagood idea/" he said, "for someone to keep
rough track of who goes where during these get-togethers, and then check around later and make sure
nothing is conspicuoudy out of place. The girls could be alittle more careful than they are. | generdly do
it, and when I'm gone perhaps you'll take over the job. Normals aren't quite as unobservant aswed like
themtobe"

"Areyou being transferred?' Chip asked.
"Oh no/" Leopard said. "I'll be dying soon. I'm over sixty-two now, by almost three months. SoisHush.”
"I'm sorry/' Chip said.

"So arewe," Leopard said, "but nobody lives forever. To-bacco ashes are a danger, of course, but
everyone's good about that. Y ou don't have to worry about the smell; the air condi-tioning goes on at
seven-forty and whipsit right out; | stayed one morning and made sure. Sparrow's going to take over the
tobacco growing. We dry the leavesright here, in back of the hot-water tank; I'll show you."

When they got back to the storeroom, King and Snowflake were sitting opposite each other astride a
bench, playing in-tently at amechanical game of some kind that lay between them. Hush wasdozingin
her chair and Lilac was crouched at the verge of the mass of rdics, taking books one at atime from a
carton, looking at them, and putting them in a pile on thefloor. Sparrow wasn't there.

"What'sthat?' Leopard asked.
"New gamethat camein," Snowflake said, not looking up.

There were leversthat they pressed and released, one for each hand, making little paddies hit arusted
ball back and forth on arimmed metal board. The paddies, some of them broken, squeaked as they
swung. The ball bounded this way and that and came to astop in adepression at King'send of the
board. "Fivel" Snowflake cried. "There you are, brother!™

Hush opened her eyes, looked at them, and closed them again.
"Logng'sthesameaswinning," King sad, lighting his pipe with ametd lighter.
"Like hateitis," Snowflake said. "Chip? Comeon, you're next."

"No, I'll wetch," he said, smiling.

Leopard declined to play too, and King and Snowflake be-gan another match. At abreak in the play,
when King had scored a point against Snowflake, Chip said, "May | seethelighter?' and King gaveit to
him. A bird in flight was painted on the Sde of it; aduck, Chip thought. He had seen lightersin museums
but had never worked one. He opened the hinged top and pushed his thumb againgt the ridged whed.
On the second try the wick flamed. He closed the lighter, looked &t it all over, and at the next break
handed it back to King.

He watched them play for another few moments and then moved away. He went over to the mass of
relicsand looked at it, and then moved nearer to Lilac. Shelooked up at him and smiled, putting abook
on one of severd pilesbesde her. "'l keep hoping to find onein thelanguage,” she sad, "but they're
adwaysintheold ones™

He crouched and picked up the book she had just put down. On the spine of it were small letters. Badda
for dbd. "Hmm," he said, shaking his head. He glanced through the old brown pages, a strange words



and phrases: allvarlig, lognerska, dok ner pd brickorna. The double dots and little circles were over
many of theletters.

"Some of them are enough like the language so that you can understand aword or two," she said, "but
some of them are-well look at this one." She showed him abook on which back-ward N's and
rectangular open-bottomed characters were mixed in with ordinary Psand E'sand O's. "Now what
does that mean?' she said, putting it down.

"It would beinteresting to find one we could read,” he said, looking at her cheek's rose-brown
smoothness.

io

"Yes, it would," shesaid, "but | think they were screened before they were sent here and that'swhy we
cant.”

"Y ou think they were screened?'

"There ought to belots of themin thelanguage,” she said. "How could it have become thelanguageif it
wasn't the one most widely used?'

"Yes, of course” hesad. "You'reright.”

"I keep hoping, though,” she said, "that there was adip in the screening.” She frowned at abook and put
itonapile.

Her filled pockets stirred with her movements, and suddenly they looked to Chip like empty pockets
lying against round breasts, breasts like the ones Karl had drawn; the breasts, d-mogt, of apre-U
woman. It was possible, considering her ab-norma darkness and the various physical abnormalities of
thelot of them. He looked at her face again, so as not to embar-rass her if sheredly had them.

"| thought | was double-checking this carton/ she said, "but | have afunny feding I'm triple-checking it."
"But why should the books have been screened?’ he asked her.

She paused, with her dark hands hanging empty and her elbows on her knees, looking at him gravely
with her large, leve eyes. "I think weve been taught thingsthat aren't true," she said. "About the way life
was before the Unification. In the lute pre-U, | mean, not the early.”

"What things?"

"The violence, the aggressveness, the greed, the hostility. There was some of it, | suppose, but | can't
believe there was nothing e se, and that's what we're taught, really. And the 'bosses punishing the
‘workers,' and al the sickness and aco-hol-drinking and starvation and sdlf-destruction. Do you believe
it?'

Helooked at her. "1 don't know," he said. "1 haven't thought much abouit it."

"I'll tell youwhat | don't believe," Snowflake said. She had risen from the bench, the game with King
evidently finished. "I don't believe that they cut off the baby boys foreskins" she said. "Inthe early
pre-U, maybe—in the early, early pre-U—but

J

not inthe late; it'sjust too incredible. | mean, they had some kind of intdligence, didn't they?"



"It'sincredible, dl right,” King said, hitting his pipe againg his pam, "but I've seen photographs. Alleged
photographs, anyway."

Chip shifted around and sat on the floor. "What do you mean?' he said. " Can photographs be—not
genuine?'

"Of coursethey can,” Lilac said. "Take acloselook at some of the onesinsde. Parts of them have been
drawn in. And parts have been drawn out." She began putting books back into the carton.

"I had no ideathat was possible,” Chip said,

"Itiswith theflat ones" King said.

"What we're probably given," Leopard said—hewas Sitting in agilded chair, toying with the orange
plume of the hat he had worn—"isamixture of truth and untruth. It's anybody's guess asto which part is
which and how much thereis of each.”

"Couldn't we study these books and learn the languages?' Chip asked. "Onewould be dl wed redly

"For what?' Snowflake asked.
"Tofind out," he said. "What's true and what isn't."
"I triedit," Lilac said.

"She certainly did,” King said to Chip, smiling. "A while back she wasted more nightsthan | careto
remember beating her pretty head against one of those nonsensical jumbles. Don't you do it, Chip; | beg
you."

"Why not?' Chip asked. "Maybe I'll have better luck."

"And suppose you do?' King said. " Suppose you decipher alanguage and read afew booksin it and
find out that we are taught thingsthat are untrue. Maybe everything's untrue. Maybe lifein 2000 a.d.
was one endless orgasm, with everyone choosing the right classification and helping his brothers and
loaded to the ears with love and health and life's necessties. So what? Y oull still be right here, in 162
y.u., with abracelet and an adviser and amonthly treatment. Y ou'll only be un-happier. Well all be

unhappier.”

Chip frowned and looked at Lilac. She was packing booksinto the carton, not looking at him. He
looked back at King io and sought words. "1t would still be worth knowing,” he said. "Being happy or
unhappy—isthat redly the most important thing? Knowing the truth would be a different kind of
happi-ness—amore satisfying kind, | think, evenif it turned out to be a sad kind."

"A sad kind of happiness?’ King said, smiling. "l don't seethat at al.” Leopard looked thoughtful.
Snowflake, gesturing to Chip to get up, said, "Come on, there's something | want to show you.”

He climbed to hisfeet. "But wed probably only find that things have been exaggerated,” he said; "that
there was hunger but not so much hunger, aggressiveness but not so much aggres-siveness. Maybe
some of the minor things have been made up, like the foreskin-cutting and the flag-worship.”

"If you fed that way, then theré€'s certainly no point in bothering,” King said. "Do you have any ideawhat
ajob it would be? It would be staggering.”



Chip shrugged. "It would be good to know, that'sal," he said. He looked at Lilac; she was putting the
last few booksinto the carton.

"Comeon," Snowflake said, and took hisarm. " Save us some tobacco, you mems.”

They went out and into the dark of the exhibit hal. Snow-flakesflashlight lit their way. "What isit?" Chip
asked. "What do you want to show me?"

"What do you think?" she said. "A bed. Certainly not more books."

?

They generaly met two nights aweek, Sundays and Woodsdays or Thursdays. They smoked and talked
and idled with relics and exhibits. Sometimes Sparrow sang songs that she wrote, accompanying hersalf
on alap-hdd instrument whose strings at her fingers made pleasing antique music. The songs were short
and sad, about children who lived and died on tarships, lovers who were transferred, the eterna sea.
Some-times King reenacted the evening's TV, comically mocking alecturer on climate control or a
fifty-member chorus singing
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"My Bracdet." Chip and Snowflake made use of the seven-teenth-century bed and the
nineteenth-century sofa, the early pre-U farm wagon and the late pre-U plastic rug. On nights between
meetings they sometimes went to one or the other's room. The nameber on Snowflake's door was Anna
PY 24A9155; the 24, which Chip couldn't resist working out, made her thirty-eight, older than he had
thought her to be.

Day by day his senses sharpened and his mind grew more dert and restless. Histreatment caught him
back and dulled him, but only for aweek or so; then he was awake again, dive again. He went to work
on thelanguage Lilac had tried to decipher. She showed him the books she had worked from and the
lists she had made. Momento was moment; silenzio, silence. She had severa pages of easily recognized
trandations; but there were wordsin the books every sentence that could only be guessed at and the
guessestried elsewhere. Was allora "then” or "dready”? What were quote and sporse and rimanesse?
He worked with the books for an hour or so a every meeting. Sometimes she leaned over his shoulder
and looked at what he was doing—said "Oh, of coursdl” or "Couldn't that be one of the days of the
week?'—hut mogt of the time she stayed near King, filling his pipe for him and listening while he talked.
King watched Chip working and, reflected in glass panes of pre-U furniture, smiled at the others and
raised his eyebrows.

Chip saw Mary KK on Saturday nights and Sunday after-noons. He acted normal with her, smiled
through the Amuse-ment Gardens and fucked her smply and without passion. He acted normal at his
assgnment, dowly following the estal-lished procedures. Acting norma began to irritate him, more and
more as week followed week.

In July, Hush died. Sparrow wrote a song about her, and when Chip returned to his room after the
meeting at which she had sung it, she and Karl (Why hadn't he thought of him sooner?) suddenly came
together in hismind. Sparrow was large and awkward but lovely when she sang, twenty-five or so and
londly. Karl presumably had been "cured” when Chip "hdped" him, but might he not have had the
strength or the genetic capacity or the whatever-it-wasto resist the cure, at least to adegree? Like Chip
he was a 663; there was a chance that he was right there at the Ingtitute somewhere, an ided prospect

for being led into the group and an idedl match for Sparrow. It was certainly worth atry. What a pleasure
it would beto really help Karl! Undertreated, he would draw—well what wouldn't he draw?—pictures
such as no one had ever imagined! As soon as he got up the next morning he got his last nameber book



out of histake-along kit, touched the phone, and read out Karl's nameber. But the screen stayed blank
and the phone voi ce apol ogized; the member he had called was out of reach.

Bob RO asked him about it afew dayslater, just as he was getting up from the chair. "Oh, say," Bob
said, "I meant to ask you; how come you wanted to cal this Karl WL?'

"Oh," Chip said, standing by the chair. "l wanted to see how he was. Now that I'm dl right, | guess|
want to be sure that everyone elseis.”

"Of course heis/' Bob said. "It'san odd thing to do, after so many years."
"l just happened to think of him," Chip said.

He acted normal from thefirst chime to the last and met with the group twice aweek. He kept working
at the language —Itdiano, it was called—athough he suspected that King was right and there was no
point init. It was something to do, though, and seemed more worthwhile than playing with me-chanica
toys. And oncein awhileit brought Lilac to him, leaning over to look, with one hand on the
|eather-topped table he worked at and the other on the back of his chair. He could smell her—it wasn't
hisimagination; she actualy smelled of flowers—and he could look at her dark cheek and neck and the
chest of her coveralls pushed taut by two mobile round protru-sions. They were breasts. They were
definitely breadts.

Chapter Four

Onenight late in august, whilelooking for more booksin Italiano, he found onein adifferent language
whosetitle, Vers|'avenir, was smilar to the Italiano words verso and awenire and gpparently meant
Toward the Future. He opened the book and thumbed its pages, and Wei Li Chun caught hiseye,
printed at the tops of twenty or thirty of them. Other nameswere at the tops of other clusters of pages,
Mario Sofik, A. F. Liebman. The book, he realized, was a collection of short pieces by various writers,
and two of the pieceswere indeed by Wel. Thetitle of one of them, Le pas prochain en avant, he
recognized (pas would be passo; avant, avanil) as"The Next Step Forward,” in Fart One of Wei's
Living Wisdom.

The vaue of what he had found, as he began to perceiveit, held him motionless. Herein thissmall brown
book, its cover clinging by threads, were twelve or fifteen pre-U-language pages of which he had an
exact trandation waiting in his night-table drawer. Thousands of words, of verbsin their bafflingly
chang-ing forms; ingtead of guessing and groping as he had done for his near-usd ess fragments of
Itdliano, he could gain asolid footing in this second language in amatter of hourd!

He said nothing to the others; dipped the book into his pocket and joined them; filled his pipe asif
nothing were out of

L

the ordinary. Le pas-V/liatevei-it-was-dvant might not be "The Next Step Forward" after dl. But it was,
it had to be.

It was; he saw it as soon as he compared the first few sen-tences. He sat up in hisroom dl that night,
carefully reading and comparing, with one finger at the linesin the pre-U language and another a thelines
trandated. He worked hisway two times through the fourteen-page essay, and then be-gan making
aphabeticd word ligts.

The next night he wastired and dept, but the following night, after avisit from Snowflake, he stayed up



and worked again.

He began going to the museum on nights between mestings. There he could smoke while he worked,
could look for other Francais books—Frangais was the language's name; the hook below the Cwasa
mystery—and could roam the hdls by flash-light. On the third floor he found amap from 1951, artfully
patched in severa places, where Eur was "Europe,” with the division called "France" where Francais had
been used, and dl its strangdly and appedingly named cities. "Paris’ and "Nantes' and "Lyon" and
"Masdlle"

Still he said nothing to the others. He wanted to confound King with alanguage fully mastered, and
ddight Lilac. At meet-ings he no longer worked at Itdiano. One night Lilac asked him about it, and he
sad, truthfully, that he had given up trying to unravel it. She turned away, looking disgppointed, and he
was happy, knowing the surprise he was preparing for her.

Saturday nights were wasted, lying by Mary KK, and meeting nights were wasted too; athough now,
with Hush dead, L eopard sometimes didn't come, and when he didn't, Chip stayed on at the museum to
straighten up and stayed till later to work.

In three weeks he could read Francais rapidly, with only aword here and there that was indecipherable.
He found severd Francais books. He read one whosetitle, trandated, was The Purple Sckie Murders;
and another, The Pygmies of the Equa-torial Forest; and another, Father Goriot.

?

Hewaited until anight when Leopard wasn't there, and then he told them. King looked asif he had heard
bad news. His eyes measured Chip and his face was till and controlled, suddenly older and more gaunt.
Lilac looked asif she had been given alonged-for gift. "Y ou've read books init?' she said. Her eyes
were wide and shining and her lips stayed parted. But neither on€e's reaction could give Chip the pleasure
he had looked forward to. He was grave with the weight of what he now knew.

"Three of them," hesaid to Lilac. "And I'm hafway through afourth."

"That's marvelous, Chip!" Snowflake said. "What did you keep it asecret for?' And Sparrow said, "'l
didn't think it was possible.”

"Congratulations, Chip," King said, taking out his pipe. "It's an achievement, even with the help of the
essay. You'veredly put mein my place' Helooked &t his pipe, working the stem of it to get it Straight.
"What have you found out so far?' he asked. "Anything interesting?"

Chip looked at him. "Yes," hesaid. "A lot of what weretold istrue. There was crime and violence and
stupidity and hunger. There was alock on every door. Flags were important, and the borders of
territories. Children waited for their parentsto die so they could inherit their money. The waste of |abor
and materid wasfantagtic.”

Helooked at Lilac and smiled consolingly at her; her longed-for gift was bresking. "But with it dl," he
said, "members seem to have felt stronger and happier than we do. Going where they wanted, doing
what they wanted, ‘earning’ things, 'own-ing' things, choosing, dways choosing—it made them somehow
more alive than memberstoday.”

King reached for tobacco. "Well that's pretty much what you expected to find, isn't it?" he said.
"Y es, pretty much,” Chip said. "And there's one thing more.”
"What'sthat?' Snowflake asked.



Looking at King, Chip said, "Hush didn't haveto die.”

King looked at him. The others did too. "What are you talk-ing about?* King said, hisfingers sopped in
pipe-filling.

"Don't you know?" Chip asked him.

"No," hesaid. "l don't understand.”

"What do you mean?' Lilac asked.

"Don't you know, King?' Chip said.

"No," King said. "What are— | haven't the faintest idea of what you're getting at. How could pre-U
bookstell you any-thing about Hush? And why should | be expected to know what it isif they could?’

"Living to the age of sixty-two," Chip said, "isno marvel of chemistry and breeding and total cakes.
Pygmies of the equa-torid forests, whose life was hard even by pre-U standards, lived to be fifty-five
and sixty. A member named Goriot lived to seventy-three and nobody thought it was terribly unusual,
and that wasin the early nineteenth century. Memberslived to their eighties, even to their nineties!”

"That'simpossible" King said. "The body wouldn't last that long; the heart, the lungs—"

"The book I'm reading now/' Chip said, "is about some memberswho lived in 1991. One of them hasan
artificid heart. He gave money to doctors and they put it into him in place of hisown."

"Oh for—" King said. "Areyou sure you redly understand that Frandaze?'

"Francois," Chip said. "Yes, I'm pogtive. Sixty-two isn't along life; it'sareaively short one.”
"But that'swhen we die* : Sparrow said. "Why do we, if it isnt—when we have to?"
"Wedon't die..." Lilac said, and looked from Chip to King.

"That'sright,” Chip said. "We're made to die. By Uni. It's programmed for efficiency, for efficiency firg,
last, and always. It's scanned dl the datain its memory banks—which aren't the pretty pink toys you've
seenif you've made the visit; they're ugly stee monsters—and it's decided that Sixty-two isthe opti-mum
dying time, better than sixty-one or sixty-three and better than bothering with artificid hearts. If sixty-two
isnt anew highin longevity that we're lucky to have reached—and it isn't, | know it isn't—then that'sthe
only answer. Our replacements are trained and waiting, and off we go, afew months early or late so that
everything isn't too suspicioudy tidy. Just in case anyoneis sick enough to be able to feel suspicion.”

"Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wei," Snowflake said.
"Yes" Chip sad. "Especidly Wood and We."
"King?' Lilac said.

"I'm staggered,” King said. "I see now, Chip, why you thought I'd know." To Snowflake and Sparrow he
sad, "Chip knowsthat I'm in chemotherapy.”

"And don't you know?" Chip said.

"l don't."



"Isthere or isthere not a poison in the treetment units?' Chip asked. ™Y ou must know that"

"Gently, brother, I'm an old member," King said. "There's no poison as such, no; but dmost any
compound in the setup could cause deeth if too much of it were infused.”

"And you don't know how much of the compounds are in-fused when amember hits sixty-two?"

"No," King said. "Treatments are formulated by impulsesthat go directly from Uni to the units, and
therésno way of monitoring them. | can ask Uni, of course, what any particular trestment consisted of or
isgoing to conss of, but if what you're saying istrue'—he smiled—"it'sgoing to lieto me, isn't it?"

Chip drew abreath, and letit go. "Yes" hesaid.
"And when amember dies" Lilac said, "the symptoms are the ones of old age?’

"They'rethe ones | was taught are of old age," King said. "They could very well be the ones of
something entirely differ-ent." Helooked at Chip. "Have you found any medica booksin that language?"
he asked.

"No," Chip said.

King took out hislighter and thumbed it open. "It's poss-ble," he said. "It'svery possible. It never even
crossed my mind. Memberslive to sixty-two; it used to be less, some day it'll be more; we have two
eyes, two ears, one nose. Established facts." Helit the lighter and put the flame to his pipe.

"It must betrue" Lilac said. "It'sthefind logica end of Wood's and Wei's thinking. Control everyone's
lifeand you eventually get around to controlling everyone's death/'

"It'sawful," Sparrow said. "I'm glad Leopard's not here. Can you imagine how he'd fed? Not only Hush,
but he himsdlf any day now. We mustn't say anything to him; let him think it's going to happen naturdly.”

Snowflake looked blegkly at Chip. "What did you haveto tell usfor?' shesaid.

King said, "So that we can experience ahappy kind of sad-ness. Or was it a sad kind of happiness,
Chip?'

"| thought you would want to know," he said.

"Why?' Snowflake said. "What can we do about it? Com-plain to our advisers?'

"Il tell you one thing we can do," Chip sad. " Start getting more membersinto this group.”
"Yed" Lilac sad.

"And where do we find them?' King said. "We can't just grab any Karl or Mary off the walkways, you
know."

Chip said, "Do you mean to say that in your assgnment you can't pull aprint-out on local memberswith
abnormd tendencies?'

"Not without giving Uni agood reason, | cant/' King said. "One fuzzy move, brother, and the doctors will
be examining me. Which would also mean, incidentally, that they'd be reex-amining you."

"Other abnormals are around/" Sparrow said. " Somebody writes'Fight Uni* on the backs of buildings."



"Weve got to figure out away to get them tofind us,” Chip said. "A sgnd of somekind.”

"And then what?' King said. "What do we do when were twenty or thirty strong? Claim agroup visit
and blow Uni to pieces?’

"The idea has occurred to me," Chip said.
"Chip!" Snowflake sad. Lilac stared a him.

"Firg of dl/' King said, amiling, "it'simpregnable. And second of al, most of us have dready been there,
so we wouldn't be granted another visit. Or would we walk from here to Eur? And what would we do
with the world once everything was uncontrolled—once the factories were clogged and the cars had
crashed and the chimes had al stopped chiming—get redlly pre-U and say a prayer for it?"

"If we could find members who know computer and micro-wave theory,” Chip said, "memberswho
know Vni, maybe we could work out away to change its programming.”

"If we could find those members," King said. " If we could get them with us. If we could get to
ETJR-zip-one. Don't you see what you're asking for? Theimpossible, that'sdl. Thisiswhy | told you
not to waste time with those books. There's nothing we can do about anything. Thisis Vni's world, will
you get that through your head? It was handed over to it fifty years ago, and it'sgoing to do its
assignment—spread the fighting Family through the fighting universe—and we're going to do our
assgnments, including dying at sixty-two and not missing TV. Thisisit right here, brother: dl the freedom
we can hope for—a pipe and afew jokes and some extrafucking. Let's not lose what we've got, dl
right?'

"But if we get other—"

"Sing asong, Sparrow,” King said.
"l don't want to," she said.
"Sngasong!"

"All right, | will."

Chip glared at King and got up and strode from the room. He strode into the dark exhibit hall, banged his
hip againgt hardness, and strode on, cursing. He went far from the passage-way and the storeroom;

stood rubbing his forehead and rocking on the balls of hisfeet before the jewel-glinting kings and queens,
mute darker-than-darkness watchers. "King," he said. "Thinks heredly is, the brother-fighting...."

Sparrow's singing came faintly, and the string-tinkle of her pre-U instrument. And footsteps, coming
closer. "Chip?' It was Snowflake. He didn't turn. His arm was touched. "Come on back," she said.

n
"Leaveme done, will you?' hesaid. "Just * =< ™ for a.couple of minutes."

"Comeon/' shesaid. "Y ou're being childish.”

"Look," hesad, turning to her. " Go listen to Sparrow, will you? Go smoke your pipe.”
Shewasslent, and then said, "All right,” and went away.

He turned back to the kings and queens, breathing deeply. His hip hurt and he rubbed it It was infuriating



the way King cut off his every idea, made everyone do exactly ashe—

She was coming back. He started to tell her to get the hate away but checked himsdlf. Hetook a
clenched-teeth breath and turned around.

It was King coming toward him, hisgray hair and coverdls catching the dim glow from the passageway.
He came close and stopped. They looked at each other, and King said, "1 didn't intend to speak quite
that sharply.”

"How come you haven't taken one of these crowns?' Chip asked. "And arobe. Just that
meddlion—hate, that's not enough for area pre-U king."

King stayed slent for amoment, and then said, "My agpolo-gies.”

Chip drew abreath and held it, then let it go. "Every mem-ber we can get to join us," he said, "would
mean new ideas, new information we can draw on, possihilitiesthat maybe we haven't thought of."

"New riskstoo," King said. "Try to seeit from my viewpoint."
"l can't,” Chip said. "I'd rather go back to full treatments than settle for just this."
" 'Just this seemsvery niceto amember my age.”

"Y ou'retwenty or thirty years closer to sixty-two than | am; you should be the one who wants to change
things”

"If change were possible, maybe | would be," King said. "But chemotherapy plus computerization equas
no change.”

"Not necessarily,” Chip said.

"It does," King said, "and | don't want to see ‘just this go down the drain. Even your coming here on ofi
nightsis an added risk. But don't take offense’—he raised ahand—"1'm not telling you to stay away."

"I'm not going to," Chip said; and then, "Don't worry, I'm careful .

"Good," King said. "And well go on carefully looking for abnormals. Without sgnads.” He held out his
hand.

After amoment Chip shook it.

"Comeon back in now," King sad. "Thegirlsare upsat.”

Chip went with him toward the passageway.

"What was that you said before, about the memory banks being 'stedl monsters?' King asked.

"That'swhat they are" Chip said. "Enormous frozen blocks, thousands of them. My grandfather showed
them to me when | was aboy. He helped build Uni."

"The brother-fighter.”

"No, he was sorry. He wished he hadn't. Christ and Wei, if he were dlive held be a marvel ous member to
havewith us”

?



Thefollowing night Chip was Sitting in the storeroom reading and smoking when "Hello, Chip,” Lilac said,
and was ganding in the doorway with aflashlight at her sde.

Chip stood up, looking at her.

"Do you mind my interrupting you?"' she asked.

"Of course not, I'm glad to seeyou,” he said. "IsKing here?"

"No," shesaid.

"Comeonin," hesad.

She stayed in the doorway. "1 want you to teach me that language,” she said.
"I'dliketo," hesaid. "l was going to ask you if you wanted the lists. Comeonin.”

He watched her comein, then found his pipe in hishand, put it down, and went to the mass of relics.
Catching thelegs of one of the chairsthey used, he tossed it right Side up and brought it back to the table.
She had pocketed her flashlight and was looking at the open pages of the book he had been reading. He
put the chair down, moved his chair to the Side, and put the second chair next to it.

She turned up the front part of the book and looked at its cover.

"It means A Motive for Passion," hesaid. "Whichisfairly obvious. Mogt of it isn't."
Shelooked at the open pages again. "Some of it lookslike Italiano,” she said.
"That'show | got onto it," he said. He held the back of the chair he had brought for her.
"I've been gitting dl day,” she said. ™Y ou it down. Go ahead.”

He sat and got hisfolded lists out from under the stacked Franc/ais books. "Y ou can keep these aslong
asyouwant," he said, opening them and spreading them out on thetable. "I know it al pretty well by
heart now."

He showed her the way the verbs el into groups, following different patterns of change to expresstime
and subject, and the way the adjectives took one form or another depending on the nounsthey were
gpplied to. "It's complicated/" he said, "but once you get the hang of it, trandation'sfairly easy." He
trandated apage of A Motive for Passion for her. Victor, atrader in shares of variousindustria
companies—the member who had had the artificia heart put into him—was rebuking hiswife, Caroline,
for having been unfriendly to an influentia lawmaker.

"It'sfascinating/’ Lilac said.

"What amazes me/* Chip said, "is how many non-productive members there were. These share-traders
and lawvmakers, the soldiers and policemen, bankers, tax-gatherers..."

"They weren't non-productive,” she said. "They didn't pro-duce things but they made it possible for
membersto live the way they did. They produced the freedom, or at least they maintained it.”

"Yes" hesad. "l supposeyoureright.”

"l am," she said, and moved restlesdy from thetable.



He thought for amoment. "Pre-U members" he said, "gave up efficiency—in exchange for freedom. And
weve donethereverse.”

"We haven't doneit," Lilac said. "It was done for us." She turned and faced him, and said, "Do you think
itspossblethat theincurablesare ill dive?’

Helooked at her.

"That their descendants have survived somehow/" she said, "and have a—a society somewhere? On an
idand or in some areathat the Family isn't usng?'

"Wow," he said, and rubbed hisforehead. "Sureit's poss-ble/' he said. "Members survived on idands
before the Unifi-cation; why not after?’

"That'swhat | think/' she said, coming back to him. "There have been five generations sincethe last

ones—
"Battered by disease and hardship—"

"But reproducing a will!"

"I don't know about a society,” he said, "but there might be a colony—"
"A city/' she said. "They were the smart ones, the strong ones.”

"What anideg,”" he said.

"It'spossble, isn't it?" Shewas leaning toward him, hands on the table, her large eyes questioning, her
cheeksflushed to aroser darkness.

Helooked at her. "What does King think?' he asked. She drew back abit and he said, "Asif | can't
guess”

She was angry suddenly, fierce-eyed. "Y ou were terrible to him last night!" she said.
"Terrible?| was? To him?'

"Yed" Shewhirled from thetable. "Y ou questioned him asif you were— How could you even think he
would know about Uni killing usand not tell us?*

"I il think he knew."

Shefaced him angrily. "He didn'tl" she said, "He doesn't keep secretsfrom me!”
"What areyou, hisadviser?'

"Yed" shesad. "That's exactly what | am, in case you want to know."
"You'renot," hesaid.

"l am."

"Chrigt and Wel/' hesaid. "You redly are? You're an adviser? That's the last classification | would have
thought of. How old areyou?"

"Twenty-four."



"And you're his?"
She nodded.

Helaughed. "I decided that you worked in the gardens” he said. ™Y ou sméll of flowers, do you know
that? Y ou redly do."

"l wear perfume,” shesaid.
"You wear it?'
"The perfume of flowers, inaliquid. King madeit for me."

He stared at her. "Parfum!” he said, dapping the open book before him. "I thought it was some kind of
germicide; she put it in her bath. Of course!" He groped among the ligts, took up his pen, crossed out and
wrote. "Stupid/’ he said. " Parfum equds perfume. Flowersin aliquid. How did he do that?"

"Don't accuse him of decelving us.”
"All right, I won't." He put the pen down.
"Everything weve got,” shesaid, "we oweto him."

"What isit though?' he said. "Nothing—unlesswe useiit to try for more. And he doesn't seem to want us
to."

"He's more sengblethan we are.™

Helooked at her, standing afew meters away from him before the mass of relics. "What would you do/
he asked, "if we somehow found that thereisacity of incurables?’

Her eyesstayed on his. "Get to it," she sad.
"And live on plantsand animas?'

"If necessary." She glanced at the book, moved her head toward it. "Victor and Caroline seem to have
enjoyed ther dinner.”

He smiled and said, "Y ou redlly are apre-U woman, aren't you?"
She said nothing.

"Would you let me see your breasts?' he asked.

"What for?' shesaid.

"I'm curious, that'sdl."

She pulled open the top of her coverals and held the two sides apart. Her breasts were rose-brown
soft-looking cones that stirred with her breathing, taut on their upper surfaces and rounded below. Their
tips, blunt and pink, seemed to contract and grow darker as he looked at them. He felt oddly aroused, as
if hewere being caressed.

"They're nicel' he said.

"I know they are," she said, closing her coveralls and pressing the closure. "That's something else | owe



King. | used to think | was the ugliest member in the entire Family."

" o

"Until he convinced me | wasn't."

"All right," he said, "you owe King very much. We al do. What have you cometo me for?'
"l told you/ shesaid. "To learn that language.”

"Cloth/" he said, getting up. ™Y ou want meto start looking for places the Family isn't using, for signsthat
your ‘city’ exists. Because I'll do it and he won't; because I'm not 'sensible/ or old, or content to make fun
of TV."

She started for the door but he caught her by the shouldel and pushed her around. "Stay herel™ he said.
She looked fright-enedly at him and he took hold of her jaw and kissed her mouth; clamped her head in
both his hands and pushed his tongue against her shut teeth. She pressed at his chest and wrenched her
head. He thought she would stop, give in and take the kiss, but she didn't; she kept struggling with
incress-ing vigor, and findly he let go and she pushed away from him.

"That's—that's terrible!" she said, "Forcing me! That's— I've never been held that way!"
"l loveyou/ he said.

"Look a me, I'm shaking," shesaid. "Waei Li Chun, is that how you love, by becoming an anima? That's
awfull”

"A human/ hesaid, 'likeyou."

"No," shesaid. "I wouldn't hurt anyone, hold anyone that way!" She held her jaw and moved it.
"How do you think incurableskiss?' he said.

"Like humans, not likeanimas."

"I'm sorry/* hesaid. "'l loveyou.”

"Good," shesad, "l love you too—theway | love Leopard and Snowflake and Sparrow.”
"That's not what | mean/' he said.

"Butit'swhat | mean," she said, looking at him. She went sideways to the doorway and said, "Don't do
that again. That'sterrible!”

"Do you want the lists?" he asked.
She looked asif shewas going to say no, hesitated, and then said, "Y es. That'swhat | camefor."

He turned and gathered the lists on the table, folded them together, and took P&re Goriot fromthe
stack of books. She came over and he gave them to her.

"I didn't mean to hurt you,” he said.
"All right,” shesaid. "Just don't do it again.”

"I'll look for placesthe Family isn't using,” he said. "I'll go over the maps at the MFA and seeif—"



"I've donethat," shesaid,

"Caefully?'

"Ascaefully asl could.”

"Il doit again," hesad. "It'sthe only way to begin. Milli-meter by millimeter."
"All right," shesad.

"Wait asecond, I'm going now too."

She waited while he put away his smoking things and got the room back the way it belonged, and then
they went out together through the exhibit hall and down the escaator.

"A city of incurables," hesad.
"It'sposshble"” shesad.

"It'sworth looking for anyway," he said.
They went out onto the walkway.
"Which way do you go?' he asked.
"West," shesad.

"Il go afew blockswith you."

"No," shesaid. "Redlly, the longer you're out, the more chances there are for someone to see you not
touching."

"| touch the rim of the scanner and block it with my body. Very tricky."

"No," shesaid. "Please, go your own way."

"All right," hesaid. "Good night."

"Good night."

He put his hand on her shoulder and kissed her cheek.

She didn't move away; she was tense and waiting under his hand.

He kissed her lips. They were warm and soft, dightly parted, and she turned and walked away.
"Lilac," he said, and went after her.

Sheturned and said, "No. Please, Chip, go," and turned and walked away again.
He stood uncertainly. Another member wasin the dis-tance, coming toward them.
He watched her go, hating her, loving her.

Chapter Five

Evening after evening he ate quickly (but not too quickly), then railed to the Museum of the Family's



Achieve-ments and studied its maze of ceiling-high illuminated maps until the ten-of-TV closing. One
night he went there after the last chime—an hour-and-a-half walk—but found that the maps were
unresdable by flashlight, their markingslost in glare; and he hesitated to put on their internd lights, which,
tied in asthey seemed to be with the lighting of the entire hdl, might have produced aUni-aerting
overdraft of power. On Sunday hetook Mary KK there, sent her off to see the Universe of Tomorrow
exhibit, and studied the maps for three hours Sraight.

He found nothing: no idand without itscity or indudtria ingtalation; no mountaintop that wasn't
gpacewatch or climatonomy center; no square kilometer of land—or of ocean floor, for that
matter—that wasn't being mined or harvested or used for factories or houses or airports or parkland by
the Family's eight billion. The gold-lettered legend suspended at the entrance of the map area—The
Edrth Is Out Heritage, We Use It Wisely and Without Waste—seemed true, so true that there was no
place | €ft for even the smallest non-Family community.

Leopard died and Sparrow sang. King sat silently, picking at the gears of a pre-U gadget, and
Snowflake wanted more sex.

Chip saidto Lilac, "Nothing. Nothing at dl."

"There must have been hundreds of little colonies to begin with," she said. "One of them must have
survived.”

"Then it'shaf adozen membersin acave somewhere" he said.

"Please, keegp looking," she said. "Y ou can't have checked every idand.”

?

He thought about it, Stting in the dark in the twentieth-century car, holding its steering whed, moving its
different knobs and levers; and the more he thought abouit it, the less possible a city or even acolony of
incurables came to seem. Even if he had overlooked an unused area on the maps, could acommunity
exist without Uni learning of it? People made marks on their environment; athousand people, even a
hundred, would raise an areds temperature, soil its sStreamswith their wastes, and itsair perhgps with
their primitive fires. The land or seafor kilometers around would be affected by their presence in adozen
detectable ways.

So Uni would have long since known of the theoreticd city's existence, and having known, would
have—done what? Dispatched doctors and advisers and portable treatment units, would have " cured”
the incurables and made them into "hedthy" members.

Unless, of course, they had defended themselves... Their ancestors had fled the Family soon after the
Unification, when treatments were optional, or later, when they were compulsory but not yet at
present-day effectiveness, surely some of those incurables must have defended their retreats by force,
with deadly weapons. Wouldn't they have handed on the practice, and the weapons too, to succeeding
generations? What would Uni do today, in 162, facing an armed, defensive community with an unarmed,
unaggressive Family? What would it have done five or twenty-five years ago, detecting the sgns of it?
Let it be? Leaveitsinhabitantsto their "sckness' and their few

sguare kilometers of the world? Spray the city with LPK? But what if the city's wegpons could bring
down planes? Would Uni decideinits cold sted blocksthat the cost of the"cure” outweighed its
ussfulness?



He was two days from atreatment, hismind as active asit ever got. He wished it could get <till more
active. He fdt that there was something he wasn't thinking of , just beyond the rim of his awareness.

If Uni let the city be, rather than sacrifice members and time and technology to the "helping” of it—then
what? There was something else, anext ideato be picked and pried out of that one.

He called the medicenter on Thursday, the day before his treatment, and complained of atoothache. He
was offered a Friday-morning gppointment, but he said that he was coming in on Saturday morning for
his trestment and couldn't he catch two birds with one net? It wasn't a severe toothache, just adight
throb.

He was given an appointment for Saturday morning at 8:15.

Then he called Bob RO and told him that he had a dental appointment at 8:15 on Saturday. Did he think
it would beagood ideaif he got his trestment then too? Catch two birds with one net.

"l guessyou might aswell,” Bob said. "Hold on"—and switched on histelecomp. "Youre Li RM—"
"Thirty-fiveM44io."

"Right," Bob said, tapping keys.

Chip sat and watched unconcernedly.

"Saturday morning at 8:05," Bob said.

"Fine" Chip sad. "Thanks"

"Thank Uni," Bob said.

Which gave him aday longer between treatments than he'd had before.

That night, Thursday, was arain night, and he stayed in hisroom. He sat at his desk with hisforehead on
hisfigs, think-ing, wishing he were in the museum and able to smoke.

If acity of incurables existed, and Uni knew about it and was leaving it to its armed
defenders—then—then—

HI

Then Uni wasn't letting the Family know—and be troubled or in some instances tempted—and it was
feeding concealing data to the mapmaking equipment

Of course! How could supposedly unused areas be shown on beautiful Family maps?"But look at that
placethere, Daddy!" achild visiting the MFA exclams. "Why aren't we Using Our Heritage Wisdy and
Without Waste?' And Daddy replies, "Yesthat isodd..." So the city would be labeled IND99999 or
Enormous Desk Lamp Factory, and no one would ever be passed within five kilometers of it. I£ it were
anidand it wouldn't be shown &t al; blue ocean would replaceit.

And looking at maps was therefore useless. There could be cities of incurables here, there, everywhere.
Or—there could be none at all. The maps proved or disproved nothing.

Was this the great revelation he had racked his brain for— that his map-examining had been stupidity
from the begin-ning? That there was no way at dl of finding the city, except possibly by waking
everywhere on Earth?



Fight Lilac, with her maddening idess!
No, not redly.
Fght Uni.

For haf an hour he drove his mind againgt the problem-how do you find atheoretical city inan
untravelable world?— and finally he gave up and went to bed.

He thought then of Lilac, of the kiss she had resisted and the kiss she had alowed, and of the strange
arousal he had felt when she showed him her soft-looking conical bressts. ..

On Friday he wastense and on edge. Acting normal was unendurable; he held his breath dl day long at
the Center, and through dinner, TV, and Photography Club. After thelast chime he walked to
Snowflake's building—"Ow," she said,, "I'm not going to be able to move tomorrow!"—and then to the
Pre-U. Hecircled the hdls by flashlight, unable to put the ideaaside. The city might exigt, it might even be
somewhere near. He looked at the money display and the prisoner in hiscell (The two of us, brother)
and the locks and the flat-picture cameras.

There was one answer that he could see, but it involved getting dozens of membersinto the group. Each
could then check out the maps according to his own limited knowledge. He himself, for instance, could
verify the genetics labs and research centers and the cities he had seen or heard spoken of by other
members. Lilac could verify the advisory establish-ments and other cities... But it would take forever,
and an army of undertrested accomplices. He could hear King raging.

Helooked at the 1951 map, and marveled as he dways did at the strange names and theintricate
networks of borders. Y et members then could go where they wanted, more or less! Thin shadows
moved in response to hislight at the edges of the map's neat patches, cut to fit precisaly into the
crosdines of thegrid. If not for the moving flashlight the blue rectangles would have been com—

Bluerectangles...
If the city were an idland it wouldn't be shown; blue ocean would replaceit.
And would haveto replace it on pre-U mapsaswell.

Hedidn't let himsdlf get excited. He moved the flashlight dowly back and forth over the glass-covered
map and counted the shadow-moving patches. There were eight of them, al blue. All in the oceans,
evenly digtributed. Five of them covered single rectangles of the grid, and three covered pairs of
rec-tangles. One of the one-rectangle patches was right there off Ind, in "Bay of Bengal"—Stability Bay.

He put the flashlight on adisplay case and took hold of the wide map by both sides of itsframe. Helifted
it free of its hook, lowered it to the floor, leaned its glassed face againgt his knee, and took up the
flashlight again.

Theframewas old, but its gray-paper backing looked rela-tively new. The letters EV were stamped at
the bottom of it.

He carried the map by itswire across the hall, down the escal ator, across the second-floor hall, and into
the storeroom. Tapping on the light, he brought the map to the table and laid it carefully face-down.

With the corner of afingernail he tore the taut paper back-ing along the bottom and sides of the frame,
pulled it out from under the wire, and pressed it back so that it stayed.



White cardboard lay in the frame, pinned down by ranks of short brads.

He searched in the cartons of smaller relics until hefound arusted pair of pincerswith ayellow sticker
around one handle. He used the pincersto pull the brads from the frame, then lifted out the cardboard
and another piece of cardboard that lay benesth it.

The back of the map was brown-blotched but untorn, with no holes that would have judtified the
patching. A line of brown writing wasfaintly visble Wyndham, MU 7-2161—some kind of early
nameber.

He picked at the map's edges and lifted it from the glass, turned it over and raised it sagging above his
head againgt the white light of the celling. Idands showed through all the patches: here alarge one,
"Madagascar”; here aclugter of smal ones, "Azores." The patch in Stability Bay showed aline of four
small ones, "Andaman Idands." He remembered none of the patch-covered idands from the maps at the
MFA.

He put the map back down in the frame, face-up, and leaned his hands on the table and looked at it,
grinned at its pre-U oddity, its eight blue most-invisible rectangles. Lilac! he thought. Wait till | tell
youl

With the head of the frame propped on piles of books and hisflashlight standing under the glass, he
traced on a sheet of paper the four small "Andaman Idands’ and the shoreline of "Bay of Bengd." He
copied down the names and locations of the other idands and traced the map's scale, which wasin
"miles’ rather than kilometers.

One pair of medium-sizeidands, "Fakland Idands," was off the coast of Arg ("Argentind') opposite
"Santa Cruz," which seemed to be ARG20400. Something teased his memory in that, but he couldn't
think what.

He measured the Andaman Idands; the three that were closest together were about a hundred and
twenty "miles’ in overdl length—somewhere around two hundred kilometers, if he remembered
correctly; big enough for severa cities! The shortest gpproach to them would be from the other side of
Stability Bay, SEA77122, if he and Lilac (and King? Snow-flake? Sparrow?) wereto go there. If they
were to go? Of course they would go, now that he had found the idands. They'd manage it somehow;
they had to.

He turned the map face-down in the frame, put back the pieces of cardboard, and pushed the brads
back into their holeswith ahandle-end of the pincers—wondering as he did so why ARG20400 and the
"Fakland Idands’ kept poking a his memoary.

He dipped the frame's backing in under the wire—Sunday night he would bring tape and make a better
job of it—and carried the map back up to the third floor. He hung it on its hook and made sure the loose
backing didn't show from the Sides.

ARG20400... A new zinc mine being cut underneath it had been shown recently on TV; wasthat why it
seemed sg-nificant? He'd certainly never been there. ..

He went down to the basement and got three tobacco leaves from behind the hot-water tank. He
brought them up to the storeroom, got his smoking things from the carton he kept them in, and sat down
at the table and began cutting the leaves.

Could there possibly be another reason why the idands were covered and unmapped? And who did the
covering?



Enough. He wastired of thinking. He let his mind go—to the knife's shiny blade, to Hush and Sparrow
cutting tobacco the first time held seen them. He had asked Hush where the seeds had come from, and
sheld said that King had had them.

And he remembered where he had seen ARG20400—the nameber, not the city itself.

?

A screaming woman in torn coveralswas being led into Medicenter Main by red-cross-coveraled
members on either sde of her. They held her arms and seemed to be talking to her, but she kept on
screaming—short sharp screams, each the same as the others, that screamed again from building walls
and screamed again from farther in the night. The woman kept on screaming and the wals and the night
kept screaming with her.

Hewaited until the woman and the membersleading her had goneinto the building, waited longer while
the far-off screams lessened to silence, and then he dowly crossed the walkway and went in. He lurched
againg the admission scan-ner asif off baance, clicking his bracelet below the plate on metal, and went
dowly and normally to an up-gliding escaa-tor. He stepped onto it and rode with hishand on therail.
Somewhere in the building the woman gtill screamed, but then she stopped.

The second floor was lighted. A member passing in the hall-way with atray of glasses nodded to him. He
nodded back.

Thethird and fourth floors were lighted too, but the escaa-tor to the fifth floor wasn't moving and there
was darkness above. He walked up the steps, to thefifth floor and the sixth.

Hewaked by flashlight down the sixth-floor hallway— quickly now, not dowly—ypast the doors he had
gone through with the two doctors, the woman who had caled him "young brother" and the
scar-cheeked man who had watched him. He walked to the end of the halway, shining hislight on the
door marked 600A and Chief, Chetnotherapeutics Division.

He went through the anteroom and into King's office. The large desk was negter than before: the scuffed
telecomp, apile of folders, the container of pens—and the two paperweights, the unusua square one and
the ordinary round one. He picked up the round one—ARG20400 wasinscribed on it—and held its cool
plated-metal weight on hispam for amoment. Then he put it down, next to King's young smiling
sngpshot at Uni's dome.

He went around behind the desk, opened the center drawer, and searched in it until hefound a
plastic-coated section roster. He scanned the half column of Jesuses and found Jesus HLO9E6290. His
classfication was 080A; hisresidence, G35, room 1744.

?

He paused outside the door for amoment, suddenly redl-izing that Lilac might be there too, dozing next
to King under his outstretched possessing arm. Good! hethought. Let her hear it at first hand} He
opened the door, went in, and closed it softly behind him. He aimed hisflashlight toward the bed and
switched it on.

King was aone, hisgray head encircled by hisarms.

Hewas glad and sorry. More glad, though. He would tell her later, cometo her triumphantly and tell her
al hehad found.

He tapped on the light, switched off the flashlight, and put it in his pocket. "King," he said.



The head and the pgjamaed arms stayed unmoving.
"King," he said, and went and stood beside the bed. "Wake up, JesusHL," he said.

King rolled onto his back and laid a hand over his eyes. Fin-gers chinked and an eye squinted between
them.

"I want to spesak to you/" Chip said.

"What are you doing here?' King asked. "What timeisit?'

Chip glanced a the clock. "Four-fifty,” he said.

King sat up, pdming at hiseyes. "What the hate's going on?" he said. "What are you doing here?!

Chip got the desk chair and put it near the foot of the bed and sat down. The room was untidy, coveralls
caught in the chute, tea stains on the floor.

King coughed into the side of afist, and coughed again. He kept the fist at his mouth, looking red-eyed at
Chip, hishair pressed to his scap in patches.

Chip said, "I want to know what it's like on the Falkland Idands.”
King lowered his hand- "On what idands?' he said.

"Fakland," Chip said. "Where you got the tobacco seeds. And the perfume you gave Lilac.”
"I made the perfume,” King said.

"And the tobacco seeds? Did you make them?"

King sad, "Someone gave them to me."

"In ARG204007"

After amoment King nodded.

"Wheredid he get them?'

"l don't know."

"You didn't ask?'

"No," King sad, "I didn't. Why don't you get back where

I

you're supposed to be? We can talk about thistomorrow night.”

"I'm staying/" Chip said. "I'm staying here until | hear the truth. I'm due for atrestment at 8:05, If | don't
take it on time, everything's going to be finished—me,, you, the group. Y ou're not going to be king of

anything.”
"Y ou brother-fighter,” King said, "get out of here.”

"I'm gtaying,” Chip said.



"I've told you thetruth.”

"l don't beieveit."

"Then go fight yoursdlf,” King said, and lay down and turned over onto his ssomach.
Chip stayed as he was. He sat looking at King and waiting.

After afew minutes King turned over again and sat up. He threw aside the blanket, swung hislegs
around, and sat with | Us bare feet on the floor. He scratched with both hands at his pgjamaed thighs, *
'‘Americanueva,” he said, "not 'Falkland. They come ashore and trade. Hairy-faced creaturesin cloth
and leather." He looked at Chip. "Diseased, disgusting sav-ages,” he said, "who spesk in away that's
barely understand-able.”

"They exig, they've survived.”

"That's all they've done. Their hands are like wood from working. They steal from one another and go
hungry.”

"But they haven't come back to the Family.”

"They'd be better off if they did,” King said. "They've dtill got religion going. And dcohol-drinking.”
"How long do they live?' Chip asked.

King sad nothing.

"Pagt sixty-two?" Chip asked.

King's eyes narrowed coldly. "What's so magnificent about living," he said, "that it hasto be prolonged
indefinitely? What's so fantadtically beautiful about life here or life there that makes sixty-two not enough
of it ingtead of too fighting much? Y es, they live past Sixty-two. One of them claimed to be eighty, and
looking a him, | believed it. But they die younger too, in thar thirties, evenin their twenties—from work
and filth and defending their 'money.™ x

"That'sonly one group of idands" Chip said. "There are seven others.”
"They'll dl bethe same," King said. "They'll dl bethe same.”
"How do you know?"'

"How can they not be?' King asked. "Christ and We, if I'd thought a hdfway-human life was possible
I'd have said some-thing!"

"Y ou should have said something anyway," Chip said. "There areidandsright herein Stability Bay.
Leopard and Hush might have got to them and il beliving.”

"They'd be dead.”
"Then you should have let them choose where they died,” Chip said, Y ou're not Uni."

He got up and put the chair back by the desk. He looked at the phone screen,, reached over the desk,
and took the adviser's-nameber card from under therim of it: Anna $G%8P2823.

"Y ou mean you don't know her nameber?' King said. "What do you do, meet in the dark? Or haven't



you worked your way out to her extremitiesyet?"
Chip put the card into his pocket. "We don't meet at dl/' he said.
"Oh comeon,” King said, "I know what's been going on. What do you think | am, a dead body?*

"Nothing's been going on/* Chip said. " She came to the museum once and | gave her theword lists for
Francais, that'sdl."

"l canjustimagine,” King said. "Get out of here, will you? | need my deep." Helay back on the bed, put
hislegsin under the blanket, and spread the blanket up over his chest.

"Nothing's been going on," Chip said. "Shefedsthat she owes you too much.”

With hiseyes closed, King said, "But well soon take care of that, won't we?"

Chip said nothing for amoment, and then he said, "'Y ou should havetold us. About Americanova.”
"Americanueva," King said, and then said nothing more. He

I

lay with hiseyes closed, his blanketed chest rising and faling rapidly.

Chip went to the door and tapped off thelight. "I'll see you tomorrow night,” he said.

"I hopeyou get there," King said. "Thetwo of you. To Americanueva. Y ou deserveit.”

Chip opened the door and went out.

?

King's bitterness depressed him, but after he had been walking for fifteen minutes or so he began to fed
cheerful and optimistic, and eated with the results of hisnight of extraclarity. Hisright-hand pocket was
crisp with amap of Stability Bay and the Andaman Idands, the names and |ocations of the other
incurable strongholds, and Lilac's red-printed nameber card. Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wel, what would
he be capa-ble of with no trestments at al?

Hetook the card out and read it as he walked. Anna SG3SP2S23. Hewould call her after thefirst
chime and ar-range to meet her—during the free hour that evening. Anna SG. Not she, not an"Annd’; a
Lilac shewas, fragrant, ddlicate, beautiful. (Who had picked the name, she or King? Incredible. The
hater thought they had been meeting and fucking. If only!) Thirty-eight P, twenty-eight twenty-i/iree. He
walked to the swing of the nameber for awhile, then redlized he was waking too briskly and dowed
himsdlf, pocketing the card again.

Hewould be back in his building before the first chime, would shower, change, cdl Lilac, eat (hewas
garving), then get histreatment at 8:05 and keep his 8:15 denta appointment ("It feels much better

today, sster. The throbbing's dmost completely gone'). The trestment would dull him, fight it, but not so
much that he wouldn't be able to tell Lilac about the Andaman Idands and start planning with her—and
with Snowflake and Sparrow if they were interested—how they would try to get there. Snowflake would
probably chooseto stay. He hoped so; it would smplify things tremendoudy. Y es, Snowflake would stay
with King, laugh and smoke and fuck



with him, and play that mechanica paddle-ball game. And he and Lilac would go.
Anna SG, thirty-eight P, twenty-eight twenty-three ...

He got to the building a 6:22. Two up-early members were coming down his hallway, one naked, one
dressed. He smiled and said, "Good morning, Ssters.”

"Good morning,” they said, smiling back.

He went into his room, tapped on the light, and Bob was on the bed, lifting himsalf up on his eibows and
blinking a him. Histelecomp lay open on the floor, its blue and amber lights gleaming.

Chapter Six
He closed the door behind him.

Bob swung hislegs off the bed and sat up, looking a him anxioudy. His coveralswere partway open.
"Where've you been, Li?" he asked.

"Inthelounge,” Chip said. "I went back there after Pho-tography Club—I'd left my pen there—and |
suddenly got very tired. From being late on my treatment, | guess. | sat down to rest and'—he
gmiled—"dl of asuddenitsmorning.”

Bob looked at him, still anxioudy, and after amoment shook hishead. "I checked the lounge,” he said.
"And Mary KK'sroom, and the gym, and the bottom of the poal."

"Y ou must have missed me," Chip said. "'l wasin the corner behind—"
"I checked the lounge, Li," Bob said. He pressed closed his coverdls and shook his head despairingly.

Chip moved from the door, walked a dow away-from-Bob curve toward the bathroom. "I've got to
ure" hesad.

He went into the bathroom and opened his coveradls and mined, trying to find the extramenta clarity he
had had be-fore, trying to think of an explanation that would satisfy Bob or at worst seem like only a
one-night aberration. Why had Bob come there anyway? How long had he been there?

"| caled a eeven-thirty,” Bob said, "and there was no answer. Where have you been between then and
now?"'

He closed his coverdls. "1 waswalking around/" he said— loudly, to reach Bob in the room.
"Without touching scanners?' Bob said.
Christ and Wel.

"I must haveforgot,” he said, and turned on the water and rinsed hisfingers. "It's this toothache/ he said.
"It's gotten worse. The whole side of my head aches." He wiped hisfingers, looking in the mirror & Bob
on the bed looking back at him. "It was keeping me awake," he said, "so | went out and walked around.
| told you that story about the lounge because | know | should have gone right down to the—"

"It was keeping me awake too/' Bob said, "that ‘toothache' of yours. | saw you during TV and you
looked tense and abnormd. So findly | pulled the nameber of the dental-appointment clerk. Y ou were
offered a Friday appointment but you said your trestment was on Saturday.”



Chip put the towd down and turned and stood facing Bob in the doorway .

Thefirgt chime sounded, and "One Mighty Family" beganto play.

Bob sad, "It was all an act, wasnt it, Li—the dowdown last spring, the deepiness and overtreatedness.”
After amoment Chip nodded.

"Oh, brother," Bob said. "What have you been doing?”

Chip didn't say anything.

"Oh, brother/' Bob said, and bent over and switched his telecomp off. He closed its cover and snapped
the catches. "Are you going to forgive me?' he asked. He stood the tele-comp on end and steadied the
handle between the fingers of both hands, trying to get it to stay standing up. "I'll tell you something
funny/ he said. "1 have astreak of vanity in me. | do. Correction, | did. | thought | was one of the two or
three best advisersin the house. In the house, hate; in the city. Alert, observant, sensitive... 'Comesthe
rude awakening/ " He had the handle standing, and dapped it down and smiled drily at

Chip. "So you're not the only sick one/* he said, "if that's any consolation.”
"I'm not sck, Bob," Chip said. "I'm hedlthier than I've beenin my entirelife.”

Still smiling, Bob said, "That'skind of contrary to the evidence, isn't it?" He picked up the telecomp and
stood up.

"Y ou can't see the evidence," Chip said. "Y ou've been dulled by your treatments.”

Bob beckoned with his head and moved toward the door. "Come on," he said, "let's go get you fixed
up.”

Chip stayed where he was. Bob opened the door and stopped, Iooking back.
Chipsad, "I'm perfectly hedthy."
Bob held out hishand sympatheticdly. "Comeon, Li," he said.

After amoment Chip went to him. Bob took hisarm and they went out into the halway. Doorswere
open and members were about, talking quietly, walking. Four or five were gath-ered at the bulletin
board, reading the day's notices.

"Bob," Chip said, "l want you to listen to what I'm going to say to you."
"Don't | dwayslisgen?' Bob said.

"I want you to try to open your mind," Chip said. "Because you're not astupid member, you're bright,
and you're good-hearted and you want to help me."

Mary KK came toward them from the escalators, holding a pack of coveralswith abar of sogp on top
of it. She smiled and said, "Hi," and to Chip, "Where were you?'

"Hewasinthelounge," Bob sad.
"Inthe middle of the night?* Mary said.
Chip nodded and Bob said, "Yes," and they went on to the escaators, Bob keeping hishand lightly on



Chip'sarm.
They rode down.

"I know you think your mind is open dready,” Chip said, "but will you try to open it even more, to listen
and think for afew minutes asif I'm just ashedthy asl say | an?’

"All right, Li, I will/ Bob said.
"Bob," Chip said, "we're not free. None of usis. Not one member of the Family."

"How can | ligen asif you're hedlthy,” Bob said, "when you say something like that? Of course we're
free. We're free of war and want and hunger, free of crime, violence, aggres-sveness, sel—"

"Yes, yes, we're free of things," Chip said, "but we're not freeto do things. Don't you see that, Bob?
Being ‘free of redlly has nothing to do with being free at dl.”

Bob frowned. "Being freeto do what?' he said.

They stepped off the escadator and started around toward the next one. "To choose our own
classifications,” Chip said, "to have children when we want, to go where we want and do what we want,
to refuse treatmentsif wewart..."

Bob said nothing.

They stepped onto the next escaator. "Treatments realy do dull us, Bob,” Chip said. "I know that from
my own experi-ence. There are thingsin them that 'make us humble, make us good—Ilikein the rhyme,
you know? |'ve been undertreated for half a year now"—the second chime sounded—"and I'm more
awake and divethan I've ever been. | think more clearly and fedd more deeply. | fuck four or fivetimesa
week, would you bdieve that?"

"No," Bob said, looking at histelecomp riding on the handrail.

"It'strue,” Chip said. "Y ou're more sure than ever that I'm sick now, aren't you. Love of Family, I'm not.
There are others like me, thousands, maybe millions. There areidands dl over the world, there may be
cities on the mainland too"—they were walking around to the next escal ator—"where people livein true
freedom. I've got alist of the idandsright here in my pocket. They're not on maps because Uni doesn't
want us to know about them, because they're defended againgt the Family and the people there won't
submit to being treated. Now, you want to help me, don't you? To really hdp me?'

They stepped onto the next escalator. Bob looked grievingly at him. "Christ and Wei," he said, "can you
doubt it, brother?

"All right, then," Chip said, "thisiswhat I'd like you to do for me: when we get to the treatment room tell
Uni that I'm okay, that | fell adeep in the lounge the way | told you. Don't input anything about my not
touching scanners or theway | made up the toothache. Let me get just the trestment | would have got
yeterday, dl right?'

"And that would be helping you?' Bob said.

"Yes, it would/ Chip said. "I know you don't think so, but | ask you as my brother and my friend to—to
respect what | think and fedl. I'll get away to one of these idands somehow and | won't harm the Family
in any way. What the Family has given me, I've given back to it in thework I've done, and | didn't ask
for itinthefirst place, and | had no choice about accepting it.”



They walked around to the next escalator.

"All right,” Bob said when they wereriding down, "I listened to you, Li; now you ligento me." His hand
above Chip's ebow tightened dightly. " ou're very, very sck," hesad, "and it'sentirely my fault and |
feel miserable about it. There are no idandsthat aren't on maps; and trestments don't dull us; and if we
had the kind of ‘freedom’ you're thinking about we'd have disorder and overpopulation and want and
crimeand war. Yes, I'm going to help you, brother. I'm going to tell Uni everything, and you'll be cured
and you'l thank me."

They walked around to the next escaator and stepped onto it. Third floor—Medicenter, the sign & the
bottom said. A red-cross-coveraled member riding toward them on the up esca-lator smiled and said,
"Good morning, Bob."

Bob nodded to him.
Chip said, "I don't want to be cured.”

"That's proof that you need to be," Bob said. "Relax and trust me, Li. No, why the hate should you?
Trust Uni, then; will you do that? Trust the memberswho programmed Uni."

After amoment Chipsad, "All right, | will."

"| fed awful," Bob said, and Chip turned to him and struck away his hand. Bob looked at him, startled,
and Chip put both hands at Bob's back and swept him forward. Turning with the movement, he grasped
the handrall—hearing Bob tumble, histelecomp clatter—and climbed out onto the up-moving centra
incline. It wasn't moving once hewas on it; he crept sdeways, clinging with fingers and kneesto meta
ridges, crept Sdewaysto the up-escalator handrail, caught it, and flung himsdlf over and down into the
sharp-gtaired trench of humming metal. He got quickly to hisfeet—"Stop him!"™ Bob shouted

bel ow—and ran up the upgoing steps taking two in each stride. The red-crossed member at the top, of f
the escalator, turned. "What are you—" and Chip took him by the shoulders—elderly wide-eyed
member—and swung him aside and pushed him away .

He ran down the halway. " Stop him!" someone shouted, and other members. "Catch that member!™
"He'ssck; stop him!™”

Ahead wasthe dining hal, members on line turning to look. He shouted, " Stop that member!™ running at
them and point-ing; "Stop him!" and ran past them. " Sick member in therel” he said, pushing past the
ones at the doorway, past the scan-ner. "Needs help in there! Quickly!"

Inthedining hall lie looked, and ran to the side, through a swing-door to the behind-the-dispensers
section. He dowed, walked quickly, trying to still his bresthing, past members|oading stacks of cakes
between verticd tracks, memberslook-ing down at him while dumping tea powder into steel drums, A
cart filled with boxes marked Napkins; hetook the handle of it, swung it around, and pushed it before
him, past two mem-bers standing eating, two more gathering cakes from a broken carton.

Ahead was a. door marked Exit, the door to one of the corner stairways. He pushed the cart toward it,
hearing raised voices behind him. He rammed the cart against the door, butted it open, and went with the
cart out onto the landing; closed the door and brought the cart handle back against it. He backed down
two steps and pulled the cart sdeways to him, wedged it tight between the door and the Sair-rail post
with one black whed turning in air.

He hurried down the sairs.



He had to get out, out of the building and onto the walk-ways and plazas. He would walk to the
museum—it wouldn't be open yet—and hide in the storeroom or behind the hot-water tank until
tomorrow night, when Lilac and the others would be there. He should have grabbed some cakes just
now. Why hadn't he thought of it? Hate!

Hel€eft the stairway at the ground floor and walked quickly aong the halway, nodded at an approaching
member. Shelooked at hislegs and bit her lip worriedly. He looked down and stopped. His coverdls
weretorn at the knees and hisright knee was bruised, with blood in small beads on the surface.

"Can| do anything?' the member asked.

"I'm on my way to the medicenter now," he said. "Thanks, sster.” He went on. There was nothing he
could do about it; he would have to take his chances. When he got outside, away from the building, he
would tie atissue around the knee and fix the coveralls as best he could. The knee began to sting, now
that he knew about it. He walked faster.

He turned into the back of the lobby and paused, looked at the escalators planing down on either sde of
him and, up ahead, the four glass scanner-posted doors with the sunny walk-way beyond them.
Memberswere talking and going out, afew coming in. Everything looked ordinary; the murmur of voices
was|ow, unalarmed.

He gtarted toward the doors, walking normaly, looking straight ahead. He would do his scanner
trick—the knee would be an excuse for the ssumbling if anyone noticed—and once he was out on— The
music stopped, and "Excuse me," awom-an's voice loudspeskered, "would everyone please stay exactly
where heisfor amoment? Would everyone please ssop mov-ing?'

He stopped, in the middle of the lobby.

Everyone stopped, looked around questioningly and waited. Only the members on the escalators kept
moving, and then they stopped too and looked down at their feet. One member walked down steps.
"Don't move!" severa members called to her, and she stopped and blushed.

He stood motionless, looking at the huge stained-glass faces above the doors: bearded Christ and Marx,
hairless Wood, smiling dit-eyed Wei. Something dipped down his shin: adrop of blood.

"Brothers, sgters," thewoman's voice said, "an emergency has arisen. Theré'samember in the building
who'ssick, very sick. He's acted aggressively and run away from his adviser” —members drew
breath—"and he needs every one of usto help find him and get him to the treatment room as quickly as

possble”
"Yes" amember behind Chip said, and another said, "What do we do?'

"He's believed to be somewhere below the fourth floor,” the woman said; "atwenty-seven-year-old—"

A second voice spoke to her, aman'svoice, quick and unintelligible. A member about to step on the
nearest escalator was looking at Chip's knees. Chip looked at the picture of Wood. "Hell probably try to
leave the building," the woman said, "'so the two members nearest each exit will moveto it and block it,
please. No one €lse move; only the two members nearest each exit.”

The members near the doors |ooked at one another, and two moved to each door and put themselves
unessily side by sdein linewith the scanners. "It's awful!" someone said. The mem-ber who had been
looking at Chip's knees was|ooking now at hisface. Chip looked back a him, aman of forty or so; he
looked away.



"The member we're looking for," aman's voice on the speaker said, "is atwenty-seven-year-old male,
nameber Li RM35M4419. That'sLi, RM, 35M, 4419. First welll check among oursalves and then well
search the floorswere on. Just aminute, just aminute, please. UniComp says the member istheonly Li
RM in the building, so we can forget the rest of hisnameber. All we haveto look forisLi RM. Li RM,
Look at the bracelets of the members around you. We'relooking for Li RM. Be sure that every member
within your sight is checked by at least one other member. Memberswho arein their roomswill come
out now into the hdlways. Li RM. Werelooking for Li RM."

Chip turned to amember near him, took his hand and looked at his bracelet "L et me see yours," the
member said.

Chip raised hiswrist and turned away, went toward another member. "1 didn't seeit,” the member said.
Chip took the other member's hand. His arm was touched by the first mem-ber, saying, "Brother, | didn't
Seef'

Heran for the doors. He was caught and arm-pulled around —by the member who had been looking at
him. He clenched hishand to afist and hit the member in the face and hefdll away.

Members screamed. "It'shim!” they cried. "Thereheid” "Help him!" "Stop him!*

He ran to adoor and fist-hit one of the membersthere. His arm was grabbed by the other, saying in his
ear, "Brother, brother!" His other arm was caught by other members, he was clutched around the chest
from behind.

"Werelooking for Li RM," the man on the spesker said. "He may act aggressively when wefind him but
we mustn't be afraid. He's depending on usfor our help and our understand-ing.”

"Let goof mel" hecried, trying to pull himsdlf free of the armstightly holding him.
"Help him!" memberscried. "Get him to the trestment room!" "Help him!"
"Leavemeaone!" hecried. "l don't want to be helped! Leave me alone, you brother-fighting haterd”

He was dragged up escadator steps by members panting and flinching, one of them with tearsin his eyes.
"Easy, easy," they sad, "were helping you. You'l bedl right, we're helping you." He kicked, and hislegs
were caught and held.

"l don't want to be helped!” he cried. "I want to beleft done! I'm hedlthy! I'm hedlthy! I'm not sick!”

He was dragged past members who stood with hands over ears, with hands pressed to mouths below
daring eyes.

"You're sck," he said to the member whose face he had hit. Blood was legking from his nogtrils, and his
nose and cheek were swollen; Chip's arm was locked under his. Y ou're dulled and you're drugged,”
Chip said to him. "Y ou're dead. Y ou're adead man. Y ou're dead!"

"Shh, we love you, we're hel ping you/' the member said.
"Christ and Wei, let GO of me!"
Hewas dragged up more steps.

"He's been found/" the man on the speaker said. "Li RM has been found, members. He's being brought to
the medicen-ter. Let me say that again: Li RM has been found, and is being brought to the medicenter.



The emergency isover, brothers and sisters, and you can go on now with what you were doing. Thank
you; thank you for your help and cooperation. Thank you on behaf of the Family, thank you on behaf of
Li RM.W

He was dragged aong the medicenter hallway.
Music garted in mid-melody.

"You'redl dead," he said. "Thewhole Family's dead. Uni'sdive, only Uni. But there areidandswhere
people areliving! Look at the map! Look at the map in the Pre-U Museum!”

He was dragged into the trestment room. Bob was there, pae and swesting, with ableeding cut over his
eyebrow; he was jabbing at the keys of histelecomp, held for him by agirl in ablue smock.

"Bob," he said, "Bob, do me afavor, will you? Look at the map in the Pre-U Museum. Look at the map
from 1951."

He was dragged to ablue-lighted unit. He grabbed the edge of the opening, but histhumb was pried up
and hishand forced in; hisdeeve torn back and hisarm shoved in al the way to the shoulder.

His cheek was soothed—hby Bob, trembling. "Youll bedl right, Li," hesad. "Trust Uni." Threelines of
blood ran from the cut into his eyebrow hairs.

His bracelet was caught by the scanner, his arm touched by the infusion disc. He clamped his eyes shut.
| will not be made dead! hethought. | will not be made dead! I'll remember theislands, I'll
remember Lilac! 1 will not be made dead! | will not be made dead! He opened his eyes, and Bob
smiled a him. A strip of skin-colored tape was Over his eyebrow. "They said three o'clock and they
meant three o'clock,” he said.

"What do you mean?"' he asked. Hewaslying in abed and Bob was sitting beside it.
"That'swhen the doctors said you'd wake up," Bob said.

"Three o'clock. And that'swhat it is. Not 2:59, not 3:01, but three o'clock. These mems are so clever it
scaresme.” "Wheream | ?' heasked. "In Medicenter Main."

And then he remembered—remembered the things he had thought and said, and worst of all, thethings
he had done. "Oh, Christ/ he said. "Oh, Marx. Oh, Christ and We."

"Takeit easy, Li," Bob said, touching his hand.
"Bob," he said, "oh, Christ and Wel, Bob, I—I pushed you down the—"

"Escdator,” Bob said. Y ou certainly did, brother. That was the most surprised moment in my life. I'm
fine though." He tapped the tape above his eyebrow. "All closed up and good as new, or will bein aday
or two."

"I hit amember! With my hand!"

"He'sfinetoo," Bob said. "Two of those are from him." He nodded across the bed, at red rosesin avase
on atable. "And two from Mary KK, and two from the membersin your section.”

Helooked at the roses, sent to him by the members he had hit and deceived and betrayed, and tears
cameinto his eyes and he began to tremble.



"Hey, easy there, come on,” Bob said.

But Christ and Wel, he wasthinking only of himsdlf! "Bob, listen," he said, turning to him, getting up on an
elbow, back-handing at hiseyes.

"Takeit easy," Bob sad.

"Bob, there are others," he said, "otherswho'rejust assick as| was! We've got to find them and help
them!”

"We know!/

"Theré'samember called 'Lilac,’ Anna SG38P2823., and an-other one—"

"We know, we know," Bob said. "They've dready been helped. They've al been helped.”
"They have?'

Bob nodded. "Y ou were questioned while you were out,” he said. "'It's Monday. Monday afternoon.
They've dready been found and helped—Anna SG; and the one you cdled 'Snow-flake/ Anna PY ; and
Yin GU, 'Sparrow."

"And King," hesaid. "Jesus HL ; hesright herein this building; hes—"

"No/' Bob said, shaking his head. "No, we were too late. That one—that oneis dead."
"He's dead?'

Bob nodded. "He hung himself," he said.

Chip stared a him.

"From his shower, with agtrip of blanket,” Bob said.

"Oh, Chrigt and Wei," Chip said, and lay back on the pil-low. Sickness, sickness, sickness; and he had
been part of it.

"The othersare dl fine though,” Bob said, patting hishand. "And you'l befinetoo. Youregoingto a
rehabilitation center, brother. Y ou're going to have yoursalf aweek's vacation. Maybe even more.”

"| fed so0 ashamed, Bob," he said, "o fighting ashamed of mysdf..."

"Comeon," Bob said, "you wouldn't feel ashamed if you'd dipped and broken an ankle, would you? It's
the samething. I'm the one who should fed ashamed, if anyone should.”

"I lied toyou!"

"l let mysdlf belied to,” Bob said. "L ook, nobody's redly responsible for anything. Y ou'll see that soon.”
He reached down, brought up atake-aong kit, and opened it on hislap. "Thisisyours," hesaid. "Tell me
if I missed anything. Mouth-piece, clippers, snapshots, nameber books, picture of ahorse, your—"

"That'ssck," hesad. "l don't want it. Chuteiit."
"Thepicture?'

"Yan



Bob drew it from the kit and looked at it. "It's nicely done," he said, "It's not accurate, but it's—niceina
way."

"It'ssick," hesaid. "It was done by asick member. Chute it"

"Whatever you say," Bob said. He put the kit on the bed and got up and crossed the room; opened the
chute and dropped the picture down.

"Thereareidandsfull of sck members” Chip said. "All over theworld.”

"l know," Bob said. "Y ou told us."

"Why can't we hdp them?"

"That | don't know/' Bob said. "But Uni does. | told you before, Li: trust Uni."

"l will/ hesaid, "1 will," and tears cameinto hiseyesagain.

A red-cross-coveralled member came into the room. "How are wefedling?' he asked.
Chip looked at him.

"He's pretty low/' Bob said.

"That's to be expected/ the member said. "Don't worry; well get him evened up.” He went over and
took Chip'swrigt.

"Li, I haveto go now," Bob said.

"All right/’ Chip said.

Bob went over and kissed his cheek. "In case you're not sent back here, good-by, brother,” he said.
"Good-by, Bob," Chip said. "Thanks. Thanks for every-thing."

"Thank Uni/* Bob said, and squeezed his hand and smiled. He nodded at the red-crossed member and
went out.

The member took an infusion syringe from his pocket and snapped off itscap. "Y ou'll be feding perfectly
normd innotimeat dl," hesad.

Chip lay till and closed his eyes, wiped with one hand at tears while the member pushed up his other
deeve. "l wasso Sick/' hesaid. "l wasso Sick."

"Shh, don't think about it," the member said, gently infus-ing him, "It's nothing to think about. Y ou'll be
fineinnotime”

PART THREE
GETTING AWAY
Chapter One

Old citieswere demolished; new citieswere built. The new cities had taler buildings, broader plazas,
larger parks, monorailswhose cars flew faster though less frequently.



Two more starships were launched, toward Sirius B and 61 Cygni. The Mars colonies, repopulated and
safeguarded now againgt the devadtation of 152, were expanding daily; so too were the colonieson
Venus and the Moon, the outposts on Titan and Mercury.

The free hour was extended by five minutes. V oice-input telecomps began to replace key-input ones,
and total cakes came in a pleasant second flavor. Life expectancy increased to 62.4.

Membersworked and ate, watched TV and dept. They sang and went to museums and walked in
amusement gardens.

On the two-hundredth anniversary of Wei's birth, in the parade in anew city, ahuge portrait banner of
smiling We was carried at one of its poles by amember of thirty or so who was ordinary in every
respect except that hisright eye was green instead of brown. Once long ago this member had been sick,
but now he waswell. He had his assignment and hisroom, hisgirlfriend and his adviser. He was relaxed
and content.

A strange thing happened during the parade. Asthis mem-ber marched along, smiling, holding the banner
pole, he began to hear anameber saying itself over and over in his head:

Anna SG, thirty-eight P, twenty-eight twenty-three; Anna SG, ffcirfy-eight P, twenty-eight
twenty-f/iree. It kept repeating itself to him, in time with his marching. He wondered who the nameber
belonged to, and why it should be repeating itself in his head that way.

Suddenly he remembered: it was from hissickness! It was the nameber of one of the other sick ones, the
onecaled "Lovely"—no, "Lilac." Why, after so long, had her nameber come back to him? He stamped
his feet down harder, trying not to hear it, and was glad when the signal to sng was given.

Hetold hisadviser. "It's nothing to think about,” she said. "Y ou probably saw something that reminded
you of her. Maybe you even saw her. There's nothing to be afraid of in remembering—unless, of course,
it becomes bothersome. Let me know if it happensagain.”

But it didn't happen again. He was well, thank Uni.

?

One Christmas Day, when he had another assignment, wasliving in another city, he bicycled with his
girlfriend and four other membersto the outlying parkland. They brought cakes and cokes with them, and
lunched on the ground near agrove of trees.

He had set his coke container on an amost-level stone and, reaching for it while talking, knocked it over.
The other mem-bersrefilled his container from theirs.

A few minutes later, while folding his cake wrapper, he noticed aflat leaf lying on the wet stone, drops of
coke shining on its back; its stem curled upward like ahandle. He took the stem and lifted the leaf, and
the stone undernegath it was dry in the leafs ova shape. Therest of the stone was wet-black, but where
the leaf had been it was dry-gray. Something about the moment seemed significant to him, and he sat
slently, looking at the leaf in his one hand, the folded cake wrapper in his other, and the dry leaf shape on
the stone. Hisgirlfriend said something to him and he took himsdf away from the moment, put the lesf
and the wrapper together and gave them to the member who had the litter bag.

Theimage of the dry leaf shape on the stone came into hismind severa timesthat day, and on the next
day too. Then he had histrestment and he forgot about it. In afew weeks, though, it cameinto hismind



again. He wondered why. Had he lifted aleaf from awet stone that way sometime before? If he had, he
didn't remember it...

Every now and then, while he was waking in apark or, oddly enough, waiting on line for histreatment,
theimage of the dry leaf shape cameinto his mind and made him frown.

?

There was an earthquake. (His chair flung him off it; glass broke in the microscope and the loudest sound
he had ever heard roared from the depths of thelab.) A seismovave haf the continent away had jammed
and gone undetected, TV explained afew nightslater. It hadn't happened before and it wouldn't happen
again. Members must mourn, of course, but it was nothing to think about in the future.

Dozens of buildings had collgpsed, hundreds of members had died. Every medicenter in the city was
overloaded with the injured, and more than haf the trestment units were damaged; treatments were
delayed up to ten days.

A few days after he wasto have had his, he thought of Lilac and how he had loved her differently and
more—more excit-ingly—than he loved everyone € se. He had wanted to tell her something. What was
it? Oh yes, about theidands. Theis-lands he had found hidden on the pre-U map. Theidands of
incurables...

Hisadviser cdled him. "Areyou dl right?' he asked.
"l don't think so, Karl," he said. "1 need my treatment.”

"Hold onaminute," hisadviser said, and turned away and spoke softly to histelecomp. After amoment
he turned back. "Y ou can get it tonight at seven-thirty,” he said, "but you'll have to go to the medicenter in
T24."

He stood on along line at seven-thirty, thinking about Lilac, trying to remember exactly what she looked
like. When he got near the treatment units, theimage of adry leaf shape on astone cameinto his mind.

?

Lilac cdled him (she wasright there in the same build-ing) and he went to her room, which wasthe
storeroom in the pre-U. Green jewels hung from her earlobes and glittered around her rose-brown
throat; she was wearing agown of gleaming green cloth that exposed her pink-tipped soft-cone breests.
"Bon soir, Chip," shesaid, smiling. "Comment vastu? Je m'ennuyaistellement detoi.” He went to her and
took her in hisarms and kissed her—her lips were warm and soft, her mouth opening—and he awoke to
darkness and disappoint-ment; it was adream, it had only been adream.

But srangdly, frighternngly, everything wasin him: the smell of her perfume (parfum) and the taste of
tobacco and the sound of Sparrow's songs, and desire for Lilac and anger at King and resentment of Uni
and sorrow for the Family and happinessin feding, in being dive and awake.

And in the morning he would have atreatment and it would al be gone. At eight o'clock. He tapped on
thelight, squinted at the clock: 4:54. In alittle more than three hours...

He tapped the light off again and lay open-eyed in the dark. He didn't want to loseit. Sick or not, he
wanted to keep his memories and the capacity to explore and enjoy them. He didn't want to think about
the idands—no, never; that was real sckness—but he wanted to think about Lilac, and the meet-ings of
the group in the relic-filled storeroom, and once in awhile, maybe, to have another dream.



But the trestment would come in three hours and everything would be gone. There was nothing he could
do—except hope for another earthquake, and what chance was there of that? The seismovalves had
worked perfectly in the years since and they would go on working perfectly in the years ahead. And what
short of an earthquake could postpone his treetment? Nothing. Nothing at al. Not with Uni knowing that
he had lied for a postponement once before.

A dry leaf shape on stone came into his mind but he chased it away to think of Lilac, to see her as he had
seen her in the dream, not to waste his three short hours of aiveness. He had forgotten how large her
eyeswere, how lovely her smile and her rose-brown skin, how moving her earnestness. He had
for-gotten so fighting much: the pleasure of smoking, the excite-ment of deciphering Frangais....

The dry leaf shape came back, and he thought about it, ir-ritated, to find out why hismind hung on toiit,
to get rid of it once and for dl. He thought back to the ridiculoudy meaning-less moment; saw again the
leaf, with the drops of coke shining oniit; saw hisfingerslifting it by its stem, and his other hand holding
the folded foil cake wrapper, and the dry gray ova on the black coke-wet stone. He had spilled the
coke, and the leaf had been lying there, and the stone underneath it had—

He sat up in bed and clasped hishand to his pgamaed right arm. "Christ and We," he said, frightened,
?
He got up before the first chime and dressed and made the bed.

Hewasthe first onein the dining room; ate and drank, and went back to his room with a cake wrapper
folded loosdly in his pocket.

He opened the wrapper, put it on the desk, and smoothed it down flat with his hand. He folded the
square of fail nestly in haf, and the half into thirds. He pressed the packet flat and held it; it wasthin
despiteits Six layers. Too thin? He put it down again.

He went into the bathroom and, from the cabinet's firg-aid kit, got cotton and the cartridge of tape. He
brought them back to the desk.

He put alayer of cotton on the foil packet—alayer smaler than the packet itself—and began covering
the cotton and the packet with long overlapping strips of skin-colored tape. He stuck the tape ends lightly
to the desktop.

The door opened and he turned, hiding what he was doing and putting the tape cartridge into his pocket.
It was Karl TK from next door. "Ready to eat?' he asked.

"| dready have" hesaid.

"Oh," Karl said. "Seeyou later.”
"Right," hesaid, and smiled.
Karl closed the door.

i60

Hefinished the taping and then peeled the tape ends from the desk and carried the bandage he had made
into the "bath-room. Helaid it foil-side up on the edge of the sink and pushed up hisdeeve.

Hetook the bandage and put the foil carefully againgt the inner surface of hisarm, wheretheinfuson disc



would touch him. He clasped the bandage and pressed its tape border tightly to his skin.
A ledf. A shidd. Would it work?

If it did, hewould think only of Lilac, not of theidands. If he found himself thinking of theidands, he
would tell hisadviser.

He drew down hisdeave.

At eight o'clock he joined the linein the trestment room. He stood with his arms folded and his hand over
the deeve-covered bandage—to warm it in case the infusion disc was tempera-ture-sensitive.

I'msick, hethought. I'll get all the diseases. cancer, small-pox, cholera, everything. Hair will grow
on my face]

Hewould doit just thisonce. At thefirst Sgn of anything wrong hewould tell hisadviser.
Maybe it wouldn't work.

Histurn came. He pushed hisdeeveto hisebow, put his hand wrist-deep into the unit's rubber-rimmed
opening, and then pushed his deeve to his shoulder and in the same mo-ment did hisarm dl theway in.

Hefet the scanner finding his bracelet, and theinfusion disc's dight pressure againgt the cotton-packed
bandage. .. Nothing happened.

"You'redone" amember said behind him.

The unit'sbluelight wason.

"Oh," he said, and pushed down hisdeeve aslie drew out hisarm.
He had to go right to hisassgnment.

After lunch he went back to hisroom and, in the bathroom, pushed up his deeve and pulled the bandage
from hisarm. Thefoil was unbroken, but so was skin after atreatment. He tore the foil packet from the

tape.
6

The cotton was grayish and matted. He squeezed the band-age over the sink, and atrickle of waterlike
liquid ranfromit.

?
Awareness came, more of it each day. Memory came, in sharper, more anguishing detail.
Fedling came. Resentment of Uni grew into hatred; desire for Lilac grew into hopeless hunger.

Again he played the old deceptions, was normd at his assgnment, normd with his adviser; norma with
hisgirl-friend. But day by day the deceptions grew moreirritating to maintain, more infuriating.

On his next treatment day he made another bandage of cake wrapper, cotton, and tape; and squeezed
from it another trickle of waterlikeliquid.

Black specks appeared on his chin and cheeks and upper lip —the beginnings of hair. He took apart his
clippers, wired the cutter blade to one of the handles, and before the first chime each morning, rubbed



sogp on his face and shaved the specks away.
He dreamed every night. Sometimes the dreams brought orgasms.

More and more maddening it became, to pretend relaxation and contentment, humility, goodness. On
Marxmas Day, a abeach, he trotted aong the shore and then ran, ran from the members trotting with
him, ran from the sunbathing, cake-eating Family. He ran till the beach narrowed into tumbled stone, and
ran on through surf and over dippery ancient abutments. Then he stopped, and aone and naked between
ocean and soaring cliffs, clenched his handsinto fistsand hit at the cliffs; cried "Fight it!" at the clear blue
sky and wrenched and tore at the untearable chain of his bracelet.

It was 169, the fifth of May. Six and ahdf yearshe had lost. Sx and a half years! He wasthirty-four.
Hewasin USA90058.

And where was she? Still in Ind, or was she somewhere el se? Was she on Earth or on astarship?
And was she dive, as he was, or was she dead, like everyone sein the Family?
Chapter Two

It was easiek now, now that he had bruised his hands and shouted; easier to walk dowly with a
contented smile, to watch TV and the screen of hismicroscope, to sit with hisgirlfriend a amphitheater
concerts. Thinking al thewhile of what to do. ..

?

"Any friction?" his adviser asked.

"Well, alittle" he sad.

"| thought you didn't look right. What isit?"

"Wadl, you know, | was pretty sick afew yearsago—"
"I know."

"And now one of the members| was sick with, the onewho got mesick, infact, isright herein the
building. Could | pos-sibly be moved somewhere se?

His adviser looked doubtfully a him. "I'm alittle surprised,” he said, "that UniComp's put the two of you
together again."

"Soaml|,"” Chip said. "But she'shere. | saw her inthe dining hall last night and again thismorning.”
"Did you spegk to her?’
"No."

"Il look intoit," hisadviser said. "If sheis here and it makes you uncomfortable, of course well get you
moved. Or get her moved. What's her nameber?”

"l don't remember dl of it," Chip sad. "Anna ST38P."

Hisadviser called him early the next morning. Y ou were mistaken, Li," he said. "It wasn't that member
you saw. And by the way, shes Anna SG, not ST."



"Areyou sure she's not here?!

"Pogtive. She'sin Afr."

"That'sardief,” Chip sad.

"And Li, instead of having your treatment Thursday, you're going to haveit today."
"l am?'

"Yes. At one-thirty."

"All right/ he said. "Thank you, Jesus"

"Thank Uni."

He had three cake wrappers folded and hidden in the back of his desk drawer. He took one out, went
into the bathroom, and began making a bandage.

?
Shewasin Afr. It was nearer than Ind but still an ocean away. And the width of lisabesides.

His parents were there, in '71334; he would wait afew weeks and then clam avigt. It was alittle under
two years since he had seen them last; there was afair chance that the claim would be granted. Oncein
Afr he could cal her—pretend to have an injured arm, get a child to touch the plate of an outdoor phone
for him—and find out her exact location. Hello, /inna SG. | hope you're aswell as| am. What city are
you in?

And then what? Wdk there? Claim acar ride to someplace near, an ingallation involved with geneticsin
oneway or an-other? Would Uni redlize what he was up to?

But evenif it al happened, evenif he got to her, what would he do then? It was too much to hope that
shetoo had lifted aleaf from awet stone one day. No, fight it, she would be anorma member, as normal
as he himsdf had been until afew months ago. And at hisfirst abnorma word shewould havehimina
medicenter. Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wel, what could he do?

He could forget about her, that was one answer; strike out on his own, now, for the nearest free idand.
There would be women there, probably alot of them, and some of them would probably have
rose-brown skin and large less-d anted-than-nor-ma eyes and soft-looking conica breasts. Wasit worth
risking his own aiveness on the dim chance of avakening hers?

Though she had awakened his, crouching before him with her hands on hisknees...
Not at therisk of her own, though. Or at least not at as great arisk.

He went to the Pre-U Museum; went the old way, at night, without touching scanners. It wasthe same as
the onein IND26110. Some of the exhibitswere dightly different, stand-ing in different places.

Hefound another pre-U map, this one made in 1937, with the same eight blue rectangles pasted to it. Its
backing had been cut and crudely taped; someone e se had been at it before him. The thought was
exciting; someone e se had found the idands, was maybe on the way to one &t that very moment.

In another storeroom—this one with only atable and afew cartons and a curtained boothlike machine
with rows of smdll levers—he again held amap to the light, again saw the hidden idands. Hetraced on



paper the nearest one, "Cuba,” off Usa's southeast tip. And in case he decided to risk seeing Lilac, he
traced the shape of Afr and the two idands near it, "Madagas-car” to the east and little "Mgjorca’ to the
north.

One of the cartons held books; he found onein Frangais, Spinoza et ses contemporains. Spinozaand
his contemporaries. He looked through it and took it.

He put the reframed map in its place and browsed through the museum. He took awrist-strap compass
that <till seemed to be working, and abone-handled "razor" and the stone for sharpening it,

"We're going to be reassigned soon,” his section head said at lunch one day. "GL4 istaking over our
work/'

"I hopel goto Afr," hesaid. "My parents are there."

It was arisky thing to say, dightly unmemberlilce, but maybe the section head had an indirect influence on
who went where.

Hisgirlfriend was transferred and he went with her to the airport to see her off—and to see whether it
was possible to get aboard a plane without Uni's permission. It didn't seem to be; the close single line of
boarding memberswould alow no fase touching of the scanner, and by the time the last member inthe
line was touching, amember in orange coverdlswas a his Sde ready to stop the escalator and sink it in
its pit. Getting off a plane presented the same difficulty: thelast member out touched the scanner while
orange-coveraled members looked on; they reversed the escalator, touched, and went aboard with steel
containersfor the cake and drink dispensers. He might manage to get on a plane waiting in the hangar
area—and hidein it, dthough he didn't recall any hiding placein planes—but how could he know where
it would eventudly go?

Flying wasimpossble, till Uni said he could fly.
He claimed the visit to his parents. It was denied.

New assignments were posted for his section. Two 663's were sent to Afr, but not he; he was sent to
USA36104. Dur-ing the flight he studied the plane. There was no hiding place. Therewas only thelong
seet-filled hull, the bathroom at the front, the cake and drink dispensers at the back, and the TV screens,
with an actor playing Marx on dl of them.

USA36104 was in the southeast, close to Usastip and Cuba beyond it. He could go bicycling one
Sunday and keep bicy-cling; go from city to city, deeping in the parkland between them and going into
the cities at night for cakes and drinks; it was twelve hundred kilometers by the MFA map. At ‘33037 he
could find aboat, or traders coming ashore like the onesin ARG20400 that King had spoken of .

Lilac, hethought, what else can | do?
He claimed thevigt to Afr again, and again it was denied.

He began bicycling on Sundays and during the free hour, to ready hislegs. He went to the ‘36104 Pre-U
and found a bet-ter compass and atooth-edged knife he could use for cutting branchesin the parkland.
He checked the map there; thisone'si

backing was intact, unopened. Hewrote on it, Yes, there are islands where members are free. Fight
Vil

Early one Sunday morning he set out for Cuba, with the compass and amap he had drawn in one of his



pockets. In the bike's basket, Wei's Living Wisdom lay on afolded blanket dong with a container of
coke and a cake; within the blanket was his take-along kit, and in that were his razor and its sharpening
stone, abar of soap, his clippers, two cakes, the knife, aflashlight, cotton, a cartridge of tape, a snapshot
of his parents and Papa Jan, and an extra set of coverals. Under hisright deeve there was a bandage on
hisarm, though if he were taken for treatment it would amost certainly be found. He wore sunglasses and
smiled, pedaing southeast among other cyclists on the path toward '36081. Cars skimmed past in
rhythmic sequence over the roadway that paralleled the path. Pebbles kicked by the cars airjets pinged
now and then againgt the metd divider.

He stopped every hour or so and rested for afew minutes. He ate half a cake and drank some of the
coke. He thought about Cuba, and what he would take from '33037 to trade there. He thought about the
women on Cuba. Probably they would be attracted by anew arriva. They would be completely
untrested, passionate beyond imagining, as beautiful as Lilac or even more beautiful. ..

Herodefor five hours, and then he turned around and rode back.

Heforced hismind to his assgnment. He was the staff 663 in amedicenter's pediatrics division. It was
boring work, end-less gene examinations with little variation, and it was the sort of assignment from which
one was seldom transferred. He would be there for the rest of hislife.

Every four or fiveweeks he claimed avisit to his parentsin Afr.

In February of 170 the claim was granted.

?

He got off the plane at four in the morning Afr time and went into the waiting room, holding hisright
elbow and look-ing uncomfortable, hiskit dung on hisleft shoulder. The mem-ber who had got off the
plane behind him, and who had helped him up when he had fallen, put her bracelet to aphonefor him.
"Areyou sureyou'real right?"' she asked.

"I'mfing" hesaid, amiling. "Thanks, and enjoy your vist." To the phone he said, "Anna SG38P2823."
The member went away.

The screen flashed and patterned as the connection was made, and then it went dark and stayed dark.
She's been transferred, he thought; she's off the continent. He waited for the phoneto tell him. But she
said, "Just asecond, | can't—" and was there, blurry-close. She sat back down on the edge of her bed,
rubbing her eyes, in pgamas. "Who isit?" she asked. Behind her amember turned over. It was Saturday
night. Or was she married?

"It'sLi RM," hesaid.

"Who?' she asked. She looked at him and leaned closer, blinking. She was more beautiful than he
remembered; alittle older-looking, beautiful. Were there ever such eyes?

"Li RM," he said, making himsdlf be only courteous, mem-berlike, "Don't you remember? From
IND26110, back in 162."

Her brow contracted uneasily for an ingtant. "Oh yes, of course,” she said, and smiled. "Of course |
remember. How areyou, Li7?"

"Very wdl," hesad. "How areyou?"

"Fine" she said, and stopped smiling.



"Married?'

"No," shesaid. "I'm glad you called, Li. | want to thank you. Y ou know, for helping me."
"Thank Uni," hesaid.

"No, no," shesaid. "Thank you. Beatedly." She smiled again.

"I'm sorry to cdl a thishour,” he said. "I'm passing through Afr on atrandfer.”
"That'sdl right," shesaid. "I'mglad you did."

"Whereareyou?' he asked.

"In '14509."

"That'swhere my sger lives”

"Redly?' shesad.

"Yes'" hesad. "Which building areyou in?"

npe

"Shesin A-something.”

The member behind her sat up and she turned and said something to him. He smiled at Chip. She turned
andsad, "ThisisLi XE."

"Hdlo," Chip said, thinking 14509, P51; '14509, P51.

"Hello, brother,” Li XE'slips said; hisvoice didn't reach the phone.

"Is something wrong with your arm?" Lilac asked.

Hewas4ill holding it. Helet it go. "No," hesaid. "l fdl getting off the plane.”

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said. She glanced beyond him. "There's amember waiting,” she said. "Wed better
say good-by now."

"Yes" hesad. "Good-by. It was nice seeing you. Y ou haven't changed at all.”
"Neither have you," she said. "Good-by, Li." She rose and reached forward and was gone.
He tapped off and gave way to the member behind him.

She was dead; anorma healthy member lying down now beside her boyfriend in '14509, P51. How
could herisk talk-ing to her of anything that wasn't as normal and healthy as she was? He should spend
the day with his parents and fly back to Usa; go bicycling next Sunday and thistime not turn back.

Hewaked around the waiting room. There was an outline map of Afr on onewall, with lights at the
major cities and thin orange lines connecting them. Near the north was 14510, near where she was. Half
the continent from 71330, where he was. An orange line connected the two lights.

He watched the flight-schedule signboard flashing and blink-ing, revising the Sunday 18 Feb schedule. A
planefor 14510 was leaving at 8:20 in the evening, forty minutes before his own flight for USA33100.



He went to the glass that faced the field and watched members single-filing onto the escalator of the plane
he had left. An orange-coveralled member came and waited by the scanner.

He turned back to the waiting room. It was nearly empty. Two members who had been on the plane with
him, awoman holding a deeping infant and aman carrying two kits, put their wrists and the infant'swrist
to the scanner at the door to the carport—yes, it greened three times—and went out. An
orange-coveraled member, on hisknees by awater fountain, unscrewed a plate at its base; another
pushed afloor polisher to the side of the waiting room, touched a scanner—yes—and pushed the
polisher out through a swing-door.

He thought for amoment, watching the member working a the fountain, and then he crossed the waiting
room, touched the carport-door scanner—yes—and went out. A car for '71334 was waiting, three
membersin it. He touched the scanner— yes—and got into the car, apologizing to the membersfor
having kept them waiting. The door closed and the car started. He sat with hiskit in hislap, thinking.

?

When he got to his parents apartment he went in qui-etly, shaved, and then woke them. They were
pleased, even happy, to see him.

The three of them talked and ate breakfast and talked more. They claimed acall to Peace, in Eur, and it
was granted; they talked with her and her Karl, her ten-year-old Bob and her eight-year-old Yin. Then,
at hissuggestion, they went to the Museum of the Family's Achievements.

After lunch he dept for three hours and then they railed to the Amusement Gardens. Hisfather joined a
volleyball game, and he and his mother sat on a bench and watched. "Areyou sick again?' she asked
him.

Helooked at her. "No," he said. "Of course not. I'm fine."

She looked closdly a him. She wasfifty-seven now, gray-haired, her tan skinwrinkled. ™Y ou've been
thinking about something,” shesad, "All day."

"I'mwell/" he said. "Please. Y oure my mother; believe me."
Shelooked into his eyeswith concern.

“I'mwell/ he said.

After amoment shesaid, "All right, Chip."

Lovefor her suddenly filled him; love, and gratitude, and a boylike feding of onenesswith her. He
clasped her shoulder and kissed her cheek. "I love you, Suzu," he said.

Shelaughed. "Christ and Wel," she said, "what amemory you havel"

"That's because I'm hedlthy,” he said. "Remember that, will you? I'm heglthy and happy. | want you to
remember that."

IIWW?I
"Because" hesad.

Hetold them that his plane |eft at eight. "Well say good-by at the carport,” he said. "The arport will be
too crowded.”



Hisfather wanted to come along anyway, but his mother said no, they would stay in '334; she wastired.

At seven-thirty he kissed them good-by—his father and then his mother, saying in her ear,
"Remember"—and got on line for acar to the 71330 airport. The scanner, when he touched it, said yes.

U

The waiting room was even more crowded than he had hoped it would be. Membersin white and yellow
and pale blue walked and stood and sat and waited in line, some with kits and some without. A few
membersin orange moved among them.

Helooked at the signboard; the 8:20 flight for '14510 would load from lane two. Memberswerein line
there, and beyond the glass, a plane was swinging into place against aris-ing escaator. Its door opened
and amember came out, an-other behind him.

Chip made hisway through the crowd to the swing-door at the side of the room, fase-touched its
scanner, and pushed through: into a depot area where crates and cartons stood ranked under white light,
like Uni's memory banks. He un-dung his kit and jammed it between a carton and the wall.

Hewalked ahead normadly. A cart of steel containers crossed his path, pushed by an orange-coverdled
member who glanced at him and nodded.

He nodded back, kept walking, and watched the member push the cart out through alarge open portal
onto the flood-lit field.

He went in the direction from which the member had come, into an area where membersin orange were
putting steel con-tainers on the conveyor of awashing machine and filling other containers with coke and
steaming teafrom the taps of giant drums. He kept walking.

He fase-touched a scanner and went into aroom where coverals, ordinary ones, hung on hooks, and
two memberswere taking off orange ones. "Hello," he said.

"Hello," they both said.

Hewent to acloset door and did it open; afloor polisher and bottles of green liquid wereinside. "Where
arethe cuvs?' he asked.

"Inthere," one of the members said, nodding at another closet.

Hewent to it and opened it. Orange coveradls were on shelves, orange toeguards, pairs of heavy orange
gloves

"Where did you come from?" the member asked.
"RUSB0937," he said, taking apair of coveralsand apair of toeguards. "We kept the cuvsin there.”
"They're supposed to bein there" the member said, closing white coverdls.

"I've beenin Rus;" the other member, awoman, said. "I had two assgnmentsthere; first four years and
then three years."

Hetook histime putting on the toeguards, finishing as the two members chuted their orange coverdlsand
went out.

He pulled the orange coverals on over hiswhite ones and closed them dl the way to histhroat. They



were heavier than ordinary coveralls and had extra pockets.
Helooked in other closets, found awrench and a good-sized piece of yellow paplon.

He went back to where he had left hiskit, got it out, and wrapped the paplon around it. The swing-door
bumped him. "Sorry," amember said, coming in. "Did | hurt you?'

"No/' he said, holding the wrapped kit.
The orangecoveralled member went on.

He waited for amoment, watching him, and then he tucked the kit under hisleft arm and got the wrench
from his pocket. He gripped it in hisright hand, in away that he hoped |ooked natural.

Hefollowed after the member, then turned and went to the porta that opened onto the field.

The escalator leaning againgt the flank of the lane-two plane was empty. A cart, probably the one he had
seen pushed out, stood at the foot of it, beside the scanner.

Another escalator was sinking into the ground, and the plane it had served was on its way toward the
runways. There was an 8:10 flight to Chi, herecalled.

He crouched on one knee, put hiskit and the wrench down on concrete, and pretended to have trouble
with histoeguard. Everyonein the waiting room would be watching the plane for Chi when it lifted; that
was when he would go onto the es-calator. Orange legs rustled past him, amember walking toward the
hangars. He took off histoeguard and put it back on, watching the plane pivot...

It raced forward. He gathered his kit and the wrench, stood up, and walked normally. The brightness of
the floodlights unnerved him, but he told himsdlf that no one was watching him, everyone was watching
the plane. He walked to the es-calator, false-touched the scanner—the cart beside it helped, justifying his
awkwardness—and stepped onto the upgoing stairs. He clutched his paplon-wrapped kit and the
damp-han-dled wrench as he rose quickly toward the open plane door. He stepped off the escalator and
into the plane.

Two membersin orange were busy at the dispensers. They looked at him and he nodded. They nodded
back. He went down the aide toward the bathroom.

He went into the bathroom, leaving the door open, and put hiskit on the floor. He turned to asink,
worked its faucets, and tapped them with the wrench. He got down on his knees and tapped the
drainpipe. He opened the jaws of the wrench and put them around the pipe.

He heard the escalator stop, and then start again. He leaned over and looked out the door. The members
were gone.

He put down the wrench, got up, closed the door, and pulled open the orange coveralls. He took them
off, folded them lengthwise, and rolled them into as compact a bundle as he could. Knedling, he
unwrapped hiskit and opened it. He squeezed in the coverdls, and folded the yellow paplon and put that
in too. Hetook the toeguards off his sandals, nested them together, and tucked them into one of the kit's
corners. He put the wrench in, stretched the cover tight, and pressed it closed.

With the kit dung on his shoulder, he washed his hands and face with cold water. His heart was beating
quickly but he felt good, excited, alive. Helooked in the mirror & his one-green-eyed sdf. Fight Vnil

He heard the voices of members coming aboard the plane. He stayed at the sink, wiping his aready-dry



hands.

The door opened and aboy of ten or so camein.

"Hi," Chip said, wiping hishands. "Did you have anice day?"

"Yes," theboy sad.

Chip chuted the towd. "Firg time you've flown?"

"No," the boy said, opening his coverals. "I've doneit lots of times," He sat down on one of thetoilets.
"Seeyouindgde" Chip said, and went out.

The plane was about athird filled, with more membersfiling in. He took the nearest empty aide sest,
checked hiskit to make sure it was securely closed, and stowed it below.

It would be the same at the other end. When everyone was leaving the plane he would go into the
bathroom and put on the orange coveralls. He would be working at the Sink when the members came
aboard with the refill containers, and he would leave after they left. In the depot area, behind acrate or in
acloset, he would get rid of the coverdls, the toeguards, and the wrench; and then he would false-touch
out of the airport and walk to '14509. It was eight kilometers east of '510; he had checked on amap at
the MFA that morning. With luck he would be there by midnight or half past.

"lsn't that odd/' the member next to him said.
Heturned to her.
She was looking toward the back of the plane. "There's no seet for that member,” she said.

A member waswalking dowly up the aide, looking to one side and then the other. AH the seatswere
taken. Mem-bers were looking about, trying to be of help to him.

"There must be one," Chip said, lifting himsdlf in his seat and looking about. "Uni couldn't have madea
mistake."

"Thereignt," the member next to him said. "Every seet isfilled.”

Conversation rosein the plane. There was indeed no seat for the member. A woman took a child onto
her lap and cdled to him.

The plane began moving and the TV screenswent on, with a program about Afr's geography and
resources.

Hetried to pay attention to it, thinking there might be in-formation in it that would be useful to him, but he
couldnt. If hewere found and treated now, he would never get dive again. Thistime Uni would make
certain that he would see no meaning in even athousand leaves on athousand wet stones.

?
He got to'14509 at twenty past midnight. He was wide awake, still on Usatime, with afternoon energy.

First he went to the Pre-U, and then to the bike station on the plaza nearest building P51. He made two
tripsto the bike tation, and oneto PSi's dining hall and its supply center.



At three o'clock he went into Lilac'sroom. He looked at her by flashlight while she dept—Iooked at her
cheek, her neck, her dark hand on the pillow—and then he went to the desk and tapped on the lamp.

"Anng," he said, stlanding at the foot of the bed. "Anna, you have to get up now."
She mumbled something.
"Y ou haveto get up now, Anna," he said. "Come on, get up.”

Sheraised hersdlf with ahand at her eyes, making little sounds of complaint. Sitting, she drew the hand
away and peered at him; recognized him and frowned bewilderedly.

"I want you to comefor aride with me/ he said. "A bikeride. Y ou mustn't talk loud and you mustn't call
for help." He reached into his pocket and took out agun. He held it the way it seemed meant to be held,
with hisfirgt finger acrossthetrigger, therest of his hand holding the handle, and the front of it pointed at
her face. "I'll kill you if you don't dowhet | tdl you," he said. "Don't shout now, Anna."

Chapter Three
She stared at the gun, and at him.

"The generator'sweak," he said, "but it made a hole a centi-meter deep in the wall of the museum and it'll
make a deeper one in you. So you'd better obey me. I'm sorry to frighten you, but eventually youll
understand why I'm doingit."

"Thisisteribld" shesad. "You'resill sck!"

"Yes" hesad, "and I've gotten worse. So do as | say or the Family will lose two valuable members, first
you, and then me."

"How canyou do this, Li?" shesaid. "Can't you see your-self—with a weapon in your hand,
threatening me?'

"Get up and get dressed/’ he said.
"Peasg, let mecal—"
"Get dressed,” he said. "Quickly!™

"All right," she said, turning aside the blanket. "AH right, I'll do exactly asyou say." Shegot up and
opened her pgameas.

He backed away, watching her, keeping the gun pointed &t her.

Shetook off her pgamas, let them fal, and turned to the shelf for aset of coveralls. He watched her
breasts and the rest of her body, which in subtle ways—a fullness of the buttocks, aroundness of the
thighs—was different too from the normal. How beautiful she wad!

She stepped into the coverdls and put her armsinto the deeves. "Li, | beg you," she said, looking at him,
"let's go down to the medicenter and—"

"Donttak," hesad.

She closed the coverdls and put her feet into her sandals. "Why do you want to go bicycling?' she said.
"It'sthemiddle of the night.”



"Pack your kit," hesaid.
"My teke-dong?'

"Yes," hesaid. "Put in another set of cuvs and your first-aid kit and your clippers. And anything that's
important to you that you want to keep. Do you have aflashlight?'

"What are you planning to do?" she asked.
"Pack your kit," hesaid.

She packed her kit, and when she had closed it he took it and Sung it on his shoulder. "We're going to go
around behind the building," he said. "I've got two bikes there. Werre going to walk side by sdeand I'll
have the gun in my pocket. If we passamember and you give any indication that any-thing'swrong, I'll
kill you and the member, do you understand?"

"Yes" hesad.

"Do whatever | tel you. If | say stop and fix your sandal, Stop and fix your sandal. We're going to pass
scanners without touching them. Y ou've done that before; now you're going to do it again.”

"We're not coming back here?' she said.

"No. We'regoing far away."

"Then theré'sasnapshot I'd like to take."

"Getit,” hesaid. "l told you to take whatever you wanted to keep."

She went to the desk, opened the drawer, and rummaged in it. A snapshot of King? he wondered. No,
King was part of her "sickness." Probably one of her family. "It'sin here some-where," she said, sounding
nervous, not right.

He hurried to her and pushed her aside. Li KM gun 2 bicy was written on the bottom of the drawer. A
penwasin her hand. "I'mtrying to help you," she said.

Hefdt like hitting her but stopped himsdlf; but stopping
[l
[

was wrong, she would know hewouldn't hurt her; he hit her face with his open hand, stingingly hard.
"Don't try totrick me!" he said. "Don't you redlize how sick | am? You'll be dead and maybe adozen
other memberswill be dead if you do some-thing like thisagain!"

She stared wide-eyed at him, trembling, her hand at her cheek.

He was trembling too, knowing he had hurt her. He snatched the pen from her hand, made zigzags over
what she had writ-ten, and covered it with papers and a nameber book. He threw the pen in the drawer
and closed it, took her elbow and pushed her toward the door.

They went out of her room and down the hallway, walking sde by side. He kept hishand in his pocket,
holding the gun. "Stop shaking/' he said. "1 won't hurt you if you do what | tell you.”



They rode down escalators. Two members came toward them, riding up. "Y ou and them,” he said. "And
anyone else who comesdong.”

Shesad nothing.
He smiled at the members. They smiled back. She nodded at them.
"Thisismy second transfer thisyear,” he said to her.

They rode down more escalators, and stepped onto the one leading to the lobby. Three members, two
with telecomps, stood talking by the scanner at one of the doors. "No tricks now," he said.

They rode down, reflected at a distance in dark-outside glass. The members kept talking. One of them
put histelecomp on the floor.

They stepped off the escdlator. "Wait aminute, Anna," he said. She stopped and faced him. "I've got an
egydashinmy eye" hesad. "Do you have atissue?'

She reached into her pocket and shook her head.

He found one under the gun and took it out and gaveit to her. He stood facing the members and held his
eye wide open, his other hand in his pocket again. She held thetissueto hiseye. Shewas il trembling.
"It'sonly an eydash," he said. "Nothing to be nervous about.”

Beyond her the member had picked up histelecomp and the three were shaking hands and kissing. The
two with telecomps touched the scanner. Yes, it winked, yes. They went out. The third member came
toward them, aman in histwenties.

Chip moved Lilac'shand away. "That'sit," he said, blinking. "Thanks, sger."
"Can | beof help?' the member asked. "I'ma101."

"No, thanks, it wasjust an eyelash,” Chip said. Lilac moved. Chip looked at her. She put the tissue in her
pocket.

The member, glancing at the kit, said, "Have agood trip."
"Thanks" Chip said. "Good night."

"Good night,” the member said, smiling at them.

"Good night,” Lilac said.

They went toward the doors and saw in them the reflection of the member stepping onto an upgoing
escalator. "1'm going to lean close to the scanner,” Chip said. "Touch the side of it, not the plate.”

They went outside. "Please, Li," Lilac said, "for the sake of the Family, let's go back in and go up to the
medicenter.”

"Bequiet,” hesad.

They turned into the passageway between the building and the next one. The darkness grew deeper and
hetook out hisflashlight.

"What are you going to do to me?" she asked.



"Nothing," hesad, "unlessyou try to trick me again.”
"Then what do you want me for?" she asked.
Hedidn't answer.

There was a scanner at the cross-passage behind the build-ings. Lilac's hand went up; Chip said, "No!"
They passed it without touching, and Lilac made a distressed sound and said under her breath, "Terrible!™

The bikes were leaning against the wall where he had left them. His blanket-wrapped kit wasin the
basket of one, with cakes and drink containers squeezed in with it. A blanket was draped over the
basket of the other; he put Lilac'skit down into it and closed the blanket around it, tucking it snugly. "Get
on," hesaid, holding the bike upright for her.

She got on and held the handlebars.

"Wl go straight along between the buildings to the East Road,” he said. "Don't turn or stop or gear up
unless| tell youto."

He got astride the other bike. He pushed the flashlight down into the Side of the basket, with the light
shining out through the mesh at the pavement ahead.

"All right, let'sgo,” hesaid.

They pedaled side by side down the straight passage that was all darkness except for columns of lesser
darkness between buildings, and far above anarrow strip of stars, and far ahead the pale blue spark of a
snglewakway light.

"Gear up alittle" he said.

They rode faster.

"When are you duefor your next treatment?" he asked.
Shewasslent, and then said, "Marx eighth.”

Two weeks, he thought. Christ and Wel, why couldn't it have been tomorrow or the next day? Wdll, it
could have been worse; it could have been four weeks,

"Will I beableto get it?" she asked.
There was no point in disturbing her more than he had already. "Maybe," he said. "Well see”

?

He had intended to go a short distance every day, during the free hour when cyclistswould attract no
attention. They would go from parkland to parkland, passing one city or per-haps two, and make their
way by small stepsto '12082 on Afr's north coast, the city nearest Mgjorca.

That first day, though, in the parkland north of '14509, he changed his mind. Finding ahiding place was
harder than he expected; not until long after sunrise—around eight o'clock, he guessed—were they
settled under arock-ledge canopy fronted by athicket of saplings whose gaps he had filled with cut
branches. Soon after, they heard a copter's hum; it passed and repassed above them while he pointed the
gun & Lilac and shel8l sat motionless, watching him, ahalf-eaten cakein her hands. At midday they
heard branches cracking, leaves dashing, and a voice no more than twenty meters away. It spoke



unintelligi-bly, in the dow flat way one addressed a tel ephone or a voice-input telecomp.

Either Lilac's desk-drawer message had been found or, more likely, Uni had put together his
disappearance, her disappear-ance, and two missing bicycles. So he changed his mind and decided that
having been looked for and missed, they would stay where they were al week and ride on Sunday. They
would make asixty- or seventy-kilometer hop—not directly to the north but to the northeast—then settle
and hide for another week. Four or five Sundays would bring them in acurving path to '12082, and each
Sunday Lilac would be more hersdlf and less Anna SG, more helpful or at least lessanxiousto seehim

“helped”

Now, though, she was Anna SG. Hetied and gagged her with blanket strips and dept with thegun at his
hand till the sun went down. In the middle of the night he tied and gagged her again, and carried away his
bike. He came back in afew hours with cakes and drinks and two more blankets, towels and toilet
paper, a"wristwatch" that had aready stopped ticking, and two Franc,ais books. Shewaslying avake
where he had |€ft her, her eyes anxious and pitying. Held captive by asick member, she suffered his
abusesforgivingly. Shewas sorry for him.

But in daylight she looked at him with revulson. He touched his cheek and felt two days stubble. Smiling,
dightly embar-rassed, he said, "I haven't had atrestment in amost ayear.”

She lowered her head and put ahand over her eyes. Y ou've made yoursdlf into an animd,” she said.

"That'swhat we are, redlly,” he said. "Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wel made usinto something dead and
unnaturd.”

She turned away when he began to shave, but she glanced over her shoulder, glanced again, and then
turned and watched distastefully. "Don't you cut your skin?' she asked.

"l didinthe beginning,” he said, pressing taut his cheek and working the razor easily, watchingitin the
sde of hisi8z flashlight propped on astone. "I had to keep my hand at my face for days."

"Do you aways usetea?' she asked.

Helaughed. "No," he said. "It's a substitute for water. To-night I'm going to go looking for apond or a
Sream.”

"How often do you—do that?" she asked.

"Every day," hesaid. "l missed yesterday. It'sanuisance, but it's only for afew moreweeks. At least |
hope s0."

"What do you mean?’ she said.
He said nothing, kept shaving.
Sheturned away.

He read one of the Francais books, about the causes of awar that had lasted thirty years. Lilac dept,
and then she sat on a blanket and looked at him and at the trees and at the sky.

"Do you want me to teach you thislanguage?' he asked.
"What for?' shesad.

"Onceyou wanted to learn it," he said. "Do you remember?| gave you lists of words.”



"Yes" shesad, "l remember. | learned them, but I've forgot-ten them. I'm well now; what would | want
tolearnit now for?'

He did calisthenics and made her do them too, so that they would be ready for Sunday'slong ride. She
followed hisdirec-tions unprotestingly.

That night he found, not astream, but a concrete-banked irrigation channd about two meterswide. He
bathed in its dow-flowing water, then brought Slied drink containers back to the hiding place and woke
Lilac and untied her. He led her through the trees and stood and watched while she bathed. Her wet
body glistened in the faint light of the quarter moon.

He helped her up onto the bank, handed her atowel, and stayed close to her while she dried herself. "Do
you know why I'm doing this?' he asked her.

Shelooked at him.

"Because| loveyou," hesad.

"Then let me go/ shesaid.

He shook his head.

"Then how can you say you love me?"

I

"l do," he said.

She bent over and dried her legs. "Do you want me to get sick again?' she asked.
"Yes" hesad.

"Thenyou hate me," she said, "you don't love me." She stood up straight

He took her arm, cool and moist, smooth. "Lilac,” he said.

"Anna”

Hetried to kiss her lips but she turned her head and drew away. He kissed her cheek.
"Now point your gun at me and 'rape me," she said.

"I won't do that," he said. Helet go of her arm.

"I don't know why not," she said, getting into her coveradls. She closed them fumblingly. "Please, Li," she
said, "let's go back to the city. I'm sure you can be cured, because if you were redlly sick, incurably
sick, you would 'rape me. Y ou'd be much less kind than you are.”

"Comeon," hesad, "let's get back to the place.
"Please, Li—" shesad.
"Chip" hesad. "My nameis Chip. Come on." He jerked his head and they started through the trees.

Toward the end of the week she took his pen and the book he wasn't reading and drew pictures on the
inside of the book's cover—near-likenesses of Christ and W, groups of buildings, her left hand, and a



row of shaded crosses and sickles. Helooked to make sure she wasn't writing messages that she would
try to give to someone on Sunday.

Later he drew abuilding and showed it to her.

"What isit?" she asked.

"A building," hesad.

"Noitisnt."

"Itis" hesaid. "They don't al haveto be blank and rectangular.”

"Whet arethe ovas?'

"Windows"

"I've never seen abuilding likethisone," shesaid. "Not eveninthe Pre-U. Whereisit?'
"Nowhere" hesaid. "'l madeitup™

"Oh," shesad. "Thenit isn't abuilding, not really. How can you draw thingsthat aren't red?"
"I'msick, remember?' he said.

She gave the book back to him, not looking at hiseyes. "Don't joke about it," she said.

He hoped—wael, didn't hope, but thought it might possibly happen—that Saturday night, out of custom
or desire or even only memberlike kindness, she would show awillingnessfor him to come closeto her.
Shedidnt, though. She was the same as she had been every other night, Sitting silently in the dusk with
her arms around her knees, watching the band of purpling sky between the shifting black treetops and the
black rock ledge overhead.

"It's Saturday night,” he said.
"I know," shesad.

They were slent for afew moments, and then she said, "I'm not going to be able to have my treatment,
aml|?'

"No," hesaid.
"Then | might get pregnant,” she said. Tin not supposed to have children and neither are you."

Hewanted to tell her that they were going someplace where Uni's decisions were meaningless, but it was
too soon; she might become frightened and unmanageable. "Y es, | supposeyou'reright,” he said.

When he had tied her and covered her, he kissed her cheek. Shelay in the darkness and said nothing,
and he got up from his knees and went to his own blankets.

D

Sunday's ridewent well. Early in the day a group of young members stopped them, but it was only to ask
their help in repairing abroken drive chain, and Lilac sat on the grass away from the group while Chip
did the job. By sundown they were in the parkland north of '14266. They had gone about seventy-five
kilometers.



Again it was hard to End a hiding place, but the one Chip finally found—the broken walls of apre-U or
early-U building, roofed with a sagging mass of vines and cregpers—was larger and more comfortable
than the one they had used the week before. That same night, despite the day'sriding, he went into '266
and brought back athree-day supply of cakes and drinks.

Lilac grew irritable that week. "l want to clean my teeth,” she said, "and | want to take a shower. How
long are we going to go on thisway? Forever? Y ou may enjoy living likean animd but | don't; I'ma
human being. And | can't deep with my hands and feet tied.”

"You dept dl right last week/' he said.
"Wdl | can't now!"
"Thenliequigly and let me deep/' he said.

When shelooked a him it was with annoyance, not with pity. She made disapproving sounds when he
shaved and when he read; answered curtly or not at al when he spoke. She balked at doing calisthenics,
and he had to take out the gun and threaten her.

It was getting closeto Marx eighth, her treatment day, he told himsdlf, and thisirritability, anatural
resentment of cap-tivity and discomfort, was asign of the healthy Lilac who was buried in Anna SG. It
ought to have pleased him, and when he thought about it, it did. But it was much harder to live with than
the previous week's sympathy and memberlike docility.

She complained about insects and boredom. There was arain night and she complained about the rain.

One night Chip woke and heard her moving. He shone hisflashlight at her. She had untied her wrists and
was untying her ankles. Heretied her and struck her.

That Saturday night they didn't speak to each other.

On Sunday they rode again. Chip stayed close to her sde and watched her carefully when members
came toward them. He reminded her to smile, to nod, to answer greetings, to act asif nothing was
wrong. Sherodein grim slence, and he was afraid that despite the threat of the gun she might call out for
help a any moment or stop and refuseto go on. "Not just you," he said; "everyonein sight. I'll kill them
al, | swear | will." She kept riding. She smiled and nodded resentfully. Chip's gear-shift jammed and they
went only forty kilometers.

Toward the end of thethird week her irritation subsided.

She sat frowning, picking at blades of grass, looking at her fingertips, turning her bracelet around and
around her wrigt. Shelooked at Chip curioudy, asif he were someone strange whom she hadn't seen
before. She followed hisingructions dowly, mechanicaly.

Heworked on hisbike, |etting her awaken in her own time.
One evening in the fourth week she said, "Where arewe going?'

Helooked at her for a moment—they were eating the day's last cake—and said, "To anidand called
Majorca, In the Sea of Eternal Peace.”

"Mgorca?' shesad.

"Itsanidand of incurables,” he said. "There are seven othersal over the world. More than seven, redly,



because some of them are groups. | found them on amap in the Pre-U, back in Ind. They were covered
over and they're not shown on MFA maps. | was going to tell you about them the day | was— ‘cured.™

Shewasslent, and then she said, "Did you tdl King?'

It was the firgt time she had mentioned him. Should hetell her that King hadn't needed to be told, that he
had known al along and withheld it from them? What for? King was dead; why diminish her memory of
him?"Yes, | did," he said. "He was amazed, and very excited. | don't understand why he—did what he
did. You know about it, don't you?'

"Yes, | know," shesaid. Shetook asmall bite of cake and ateit, not looking a him. "How do they live
onthisidand?' she asked.

"I havenoidea" he said. "It might be very rough, very primitive. Better than this, though." He smiled.
"Whatever it'slike" hesad, "itsafreelife. It might be highly civilized. Thefirgt incurables must have been
the most independent and re-sourceful members.”

"I'm not sure that | want to go there," she said.

"Just think about it," he said. "In afew daysyou'll be sure. Y ou're the one who had the idea that incurable
colonies might exist, do you remember?'Y ou asked meto look for them."”

She nodded. "'l remember/’ she said.

Later in the week shetook anew Francais book that he had found and tried to read it. He sat beside her
and trandated it for her.

That Sunday, while they were riding along, amember pedaled up on Chip'sleft and stayed even with
them. "Hi," hesad.

"Hi," Chipsad.

"| thought al the old bikes had been phased out,”" he said.

"Sodidl," Chip said, "but these are what was there."

The member's bike had a thinner frame and athumb-knob gear control. "Back in '935?7" he asked.
"No, '939," Chip said.

"Oh," the member said. He looked &t their baskets, filled with their blanket-wrapped kits.
"Weld better speed up, Li," Lilac said. "The others are out of sight.”

"They'll wait for us" Chip said. "They have to; we have the cakes and blankets.”
Themember smiled.

"No, comeon, let'sgo faster,” Lilac said. "It's not fair to make them wait around.”

"All right,” Chip said, and to the member, "Have agood day."

"Youtoo," hesaid.

They pedded faster and pulled ahead.



"Good for you," Chip said. "Hewas just going to ask why were carrying so much.”
Lilac sad nothing.

They went about eighty kilometersthat day and reached the parkland northwest of '12471, within
another day'sride of '082. They found afairly good hiding place, atriangular cleft between high rock
spurs overhung with trees. Chip cut branchesto close off the front of it.

"You don't haveto tiemeany more,” Lilac said. "1 won't run away and | won't try to attract anyone. Y ou
can put the gun in your kit."

"Youwant to go?' Chip said. "To Mgorca?'
"Of course" shesaid. "I'm anxiousto. It'swhat I've always wanted—when I've been mysdlf, | mean." i
"All right," he said. He put the gun in hiskit and that night he didn't tie her.

Her casud matter-of-factness didn't seem right to him. Shouldn't she have shown more enthusasm? Yes,
and grati-tude too; that was what he had expected, he admitted to himsdlf: gratitude, expressions of love.
He lay awake listening to her soft dow breathing. Was sheredlly adeep or was she only pretending?
Could she betricking him in some unimagi-nable way? He shone hisflashlight at her. Her eyeswere
closed, her lips parted, her arms together under the blanket asif she were il tied.

It was only Marx twentieth, he told himsdlf. In another week or two she would show more feding. He
closed his eyes. When he woke she was picking stones and twigs from the ground. "Good morning,” she
sad pleasantly.

They found anarrow trickle of stream nearby, and a green-fruited tree that he thought was an "olivier."
The fruit was bit-ter and strange-tasting. They both preferred cakes.

She asked him how he had avoided his treatments, and he told her about the leaf and the wet stone and
the bandages he had made. She wasimpressed. It was clever of him, she said.

They went into 12471 one night for cakes and drinks, towels, toilet paper, coverals, new sandas,; and
to study, aswell asthey could by flashlight, the MFA map of the area.

"What will we do when we get to '0827" she asked the next morning.
"Hide by the shore," he said, "and watch every night for traders.”
"Would they do that?" she asked. "Risk coming ashore?'

"Yes," hesad, "'l think they would, away from the city.”

"But wouldn't they be morelikely to go to Eur? It's nearer.”

"Well just have to hope they cometo Afr too,” hesaid. "And | want to get some things from the city for
us to trade when we get there, thingsthat they're likely to put avaue on. Well haveto think about that.”

"Isthere any chance that we can find aboat?" she asked.

"l don't think s0," he said. "There aren't any offshore idands, so there aren't likely to be any powerboats
around. Of course, there are dways amusement-garden rowboats, but | can't see us rowing two hundred
and eighty kilometers, can you?'



"It'snot impossible/’ she said.

"No," he said, "if worse comesto worst. But I'm counting on traders, or maybe even some kind of
organized rescue operation. Mgorca hasto defend itself, you see, because Uni knows about it; it knows
about dl theidands. So the members there might keep alookout for newcomers, to increase their
population, in-crease their strength.”

"| supposethey might," shesaid.

There was another rain night, and they sat together with a blanket around them in the inmost narrow
corner of their place, tight between the high rock spurs. He kissed her and tried to work open the top of
her coverals, but she stopped his hand with hers. "I know it doesn't make sense,” she said, "but | ill
have alittle of that only-on-Saturday-night fegling. Please? Could we wait till then”?”

"It doesn't make sense,” he said.

"I know," she said, "but please? Could we wait?'
After amoment he said, "Sure, if you want to."

"l do, Chip," shesad.

They read, and decided on the best things to take from ‘082 for trading. He checked over the bikes and
shedid cdisthenics, did them longer and more purposefully than he did.

On Saturday night he came back from the stream and she stood holding the gun, pointing it at him, her
eyes narrowed hatingly. "He called me before he did it,” she said.

Hesad, "What are you—" and "King!" she cried. "He cadled me! Y ou lying, hating—" She squeezed the
gun'strigger. She squeezed it again, harder. She looked at the gun and looked at him.

"Theresno generator,” he said.
Shelooked at the gun and looked at him, drawing a deep bresth through flaring nogtrils.

"Why the hate do you—" he said, and she swept back the gun and threw it a him; heraised hishands
and it hit him in the chest, making painand no air in him.

"Go withyou?' shesad. " Fuck with you? After you killed him? Are you—are you fou, you green-eyed
cochon, chien, batard!"

He hdd his chest, found breath. "Didn't kill him!" he said. "Hekilled himsalf, Lilac! Christ and-"
"Because you lied to him! Lied about usl Told him wed been-"
"That was hisidea; | told him it wasn't true! | told him and he wouldn't bdieve me!™

"You admitted it," she said. "He said he didn't care, we de-served each other, and then he tapped off
and—"

"Lilac," hesad, "'l swear by my love of the Family, | told him it wasn't true!”
"Then why did he kill himself?"

"Because heknew!"



"Because you told him!" she said, and turned and grabbed up her bike—its basket was packed—and
rammed it againgt the branches piled at the place's front.

He ran and caught the back of the bike, held it with both hands. "Y ou stay here!" he said.
"Letgoof it!" shesad, turning.

Hetook the bike at its middle, wrenched it away from her, and flung it aside. He grabbed her arm. She
hit a him but he held her. "He knew about the isands™ he said. "The idands! He'd been near one,
traded with the members! That'show | know they come ashore!™

She stared at him. "What are you talking about?' she said.

"Held had an assgnment near one of theidands,” he said. "The Falklands, off Arg. And held met the
members and traded with them. He hadn't told us because he knew we would want to go, and he didn't
want to! That'swhy he killed him-sdf! He knew you were going to find out, from me, and hewas
ashamed of himsdlf, and tired, and he wasn't going to be 'King' any more.”

"You'relying to metheway you lied to him," she said, and tore her arm free, her coveralls splitting at the
shoulder.

"That's how he got the perfume and tobacco seeds,” he said.

"| don't want to hear you," she said, "Or see you. I'm going by myself." She went to her bike, picked up
her kit and the blan-ket trailing fromiit.

"Don't be stupid/" he said.

She righted the bike, dumped the kit in the basket, and jammed the blanket in on top of it. He went to
her and held the bike's seat and handlebar. ™Y ou're not going alone,” he said.

"Ohyes| am," she said, her voice quavering. They held the bike between them. Her facewasblurred in
the growing dark-ness.

"I'm not going to let you," he said.
"I'll dowhat he did before | go with you."

"You ligento me, you—" hesad. "l could have been on one of theidands haf ayear ago! | wason my
way and | turned back, because | didn't want to leave you dead and brainless!" He put his hand on her
chest and pushed her hard, sent her back flat againgt rock wall and dung the bike rolling and bump-ing
away. Hewent to her and held her arms againgt therock. "I came dl theway from Usg," hesaid, "and |
haven't enjoyed this animd life any more than you have. | don't give afight whether you love me or hate
me'—"| hateyou," she saild— "you're going to stay with me! The gun doesn't work but other things do,
likerocks and hands. Y ou won't have to kill yourself because—" Pain burst in his groin—her knee—and
shewas away from him and at the branches, apae yelow shape, thrash-ing, pushing.

He went and caught her by the arm, swung her around, and threw her shrieking to the ground. " Batard!"
she dhrieked. " You sick aggressive—" and he dived onto her and clapped his hand over her mouth,
clamped it down astight as he could. Her teeth caught the skin of hispam and hit it, bit it harder. Her
legs kicked and her fisted hands hit his head. He got a knee on her thigh, afoot on her other ankle;
caught her wrigt, let her other hand hit him, her teeth go on biting. " Someone might be herel" he said. "It's
Saturday night! Do you want to get us both treated, you stupid garce?’ She kept hitting him, biting his
pam.



The hitting dowed and stopped; her teeth parted, let go.

She lay panting, watching him. "Garcel" he said. Shetried to move the leg under hisfoot, but he bore
down harder againgt it. He kept holding her wrist and covering her mouth. His pdm felt asif she had
bitten flesh out of it.

Having her under him, having her subdued, with her legs held gpart, suddenly excited him. He thought of
tearing off her coverdlsand "raping” her. Hadn't she said they should wait till Saturday night? And maybe
it would stop al the cloth about King, and her hating him; stop the fighting—that was what they had been
doing, fighting—and the Francais hate-names.

Shelooked at him.

Helet go of her wrist and took her coveralswhere they were plit at the shoulder. He tore them down
across her chest and she began hitting him again and straining her legs and biting hispam.

Hetore the coverdls away in stretching splitting pieces until her whole front was open, and then hefelt
her; felt her soft fluid breasts and her somach's smoothness, her mound with afew close-lying hairsoniit,
themoist lips below. Her hands hit his head and clutched at hishair; her teeth bit his palm. He kept
fedling her with his other hand—obreasts, somach, mound, lips; stroking, rubbing, fingering, growing more
excited—and then he opened his coverdls. Her leg wrenched out from under hisfoot and kicked. She
rolled, trying to throw him off her, but he pressed her back down, held her thigh, and threw hisleg over
hers. He mounted squarely atop her, hisfeet on her ankleslocking her legs bent outward around his
knees. He ducked hisloins and thrust himself a her; caught one of her hands and fingers of the other.
"Stop,” he said, "stop,” and kept thrusting. She bucked and squirmed, bit deeper into his pam. He found
himsdf partway indgde her; pushed, and wasdl theway in. "Stop," he said, "stop.” He moved hislength
dowly; let go of her hands and found her breasts beneath him. He caressed their softness, the stiffening
nipples. She bit hishand and squirmed. "Stop," he said, "stop it, Lilac." Hemoved him-sdf dowly in her,
then faster and harder.

?

He got up onto his knees and looked at her. She lay with one arm over her eyes and the other thrown
back, her breastsrisng and falling.

He stood up and found one of his blankets, shook it out and spread it over her up to her arms. "Are'you
al right?' he asked, crouching beside her.

Shedidn't say anything.

Hefound hisflashlight and looked &t his palm. Blood was running from an ova of bright wounds. "Christ
and Wei," he said. He poured water over it, washed it with soap, and dried it. He looked for thefirst-aid
kit and couldn't find it. "Did you take the first-aid kit?" he asked.

Shedidn't say anything.

Holding his hand up, he found her kit on the ground and opened it and got out the first-aid kit. He sat on
astone and put the kit in hislgp and the flashlight on another stone dongside.

"Animd," shesad.

"l don't bite," he said. "And | dso don't try to kill. Christ and Wei, you thought the gun was working." He
gprayed hedler on his pam; athin coat and then athicker one.



"Cochon," shesaid.
"Oh comeon," hesad, "don't start that again.”

He unwrapped a bandage and heard her getting up, heard her coveralsrustling as she took them off. She
came over nude and took the flashlight and went to her kit; took out soap, atowel, and coverdls, and
went to the back of the place, where he had piled stones between the spurs, making steps leading out
toward the stream.

He put the bandage on in the dark and then found her flashlight on the ground near her bike. He put the
bike with his, gathered blankets and made the two usua deeping places, put her kit by hers, and picked
up the gun and the pieces of her coverdls. He put the gunin hiskit.

The moon did over one of the spurs behind leaves that were black and motionless.
She didn't come back and he began to worry that she had gone away on foot.

Findly, though, she came. She pot the sogp and towe into her kit and switched off the flashlight and got
between her blankets.

"| got excited having you under methat way," he said. "I've dways wanted you, and these last few weeks
have been just about unbearable. Y ou know | love you, don't you?"

"I'mgoing done" shesad.

"When we get to Mgorca," hesaid, "if we get there, you can do what you want; but until we get there
we're staying to-gether. That's it, Lilac.”

Shedidn't say anything.
?

He woke hearing strange sounds, squedls and pained whimpers. He sat up and shone the light on her; her
hand was over her mouth, and tears were running down her temple from her closed eyes.

He hurried to her and crouched beside her, touching her head. "Oh Lilac, don't,” he said. "Don't cry,
Lilac, please don't." She was doing it, he thought, because he had hurt her, maybe internally.

She kept crying.
"Oh Lilac, I'm sorry!™ hesaid. "I'm sorry, love! Oh Christ and Wel, | wish the gun had been working!"
She shook her head, holding her mouth.

"lsn't that why you're crying?' he said. "Because 1 hurt you? Then why? If you don't want to go with me,
you don't redly haveto."

She shook her head again and kept crying.

He didn't know what to do. He stayed beside her, caressing her head and asking her why she was crying
and telling her not to, and then he got his blankets, spread them alongside her, and lay down and turned
her to him and held her. She kept crying, and he woke up and she was looking at him, lying on her sde
with her head propped on her hand. "It doesn't make sense for usto go separately,” she said, "so welll
stay together.”



Hetried to recall what they had said before deeping. Asfar as he could remember, nothing; she had
been crying. "All right," he said, confused.

"| fed awful about the gun,” she said. "How could | have donethat? | was sure you had lied to King."
"| fed awful about what | did," he said.

"Dont," shesaid. "l don't blame you. It was perfectly naturd. How's your hand?'

Hetook it out from under the blanket and flexed it; it hurt badly. "Not bad," he said.

Shetook it in her hand and looked at the bandage. "Did you spray it?" she asked.

"Yes" hesad.

Shelooked at him, gtill holding his hand. Her eyes were large and brown and morning-bright. "Did you
redly start for one of theidands and turn back?' she asked.

He nodded.
She gmiled. "You'retresfou/ shesaid.
"No I'm not," he said.

"You are/' she said, and looked at hishand again. Shetook it to her lipsand kissed his fingertips one by
one.

Chapter Four

They didn't get started until raid-morning, and then they rode quickly for along while to make up for their
laxness. It was an odd day, hazy and heavy-aired, the sky greenish gray and the sun awhite disc that
could be looked at with fully opened eyes. It was afreak of climate control; Lilac remembered asmilar
day in Chi when she was twelve or thirteen. ("Isthat where you were born?' "No, | wasbornin Mex."
"You were?| wastoo!") There were no shadows, and bikes coming toward them seemed to ride above
the ground like cars. Members glanced at the sky apprehensively, and com-ing nearer, nodded without
amiling.

When they were sitting on grass, sharing acontainer of coke, Chip said, "Wed better go dowly from
now on. There are liable to be scannersin the path and we want to be able to pick the right moment for
passng them.”

"Scanners because of us?' she said.

"Not necessarily,” he said. "Just because it'sthe city near-est to one of theidands. Wouldn't you set up
extrasafeguardsif you were Uni?'

He wasn't as much afraid of scanners as he wasthat amedica team might be waiting ahead.
"What if there are members watching for us?' she said. "Advisers or doctors, with pictures of us."

"It'snot very likdly after dl thistime," he said. "Well haveto take our chances. I've got the gun, and the
knifetoo." He touched his pocket.

After amoment she said, "Would you useit?'



"Yes" hesad. "I think 0."

"l hope we don't haveto,” she said.

"Sodol."

"Y ou'd better put your sunglasseson,” she said.
"Today?' He looked at the sky,

"Because of your eye."

"Oh," hesaid. "Of course." Hetook his glasses out and put them on, looked at her and smiled. "There's
not much that you can do/* he said, "except exhae.”

"What do you mean?' she said, then flushed and said, "They're not noticeable when I'm dressed.”
"Firg thing | saw when | looked a you," he said. "Firgt things | saw.”

"I don't believeyou," shesad. "You'relying. You are. Aren't you?'

He laughed and poked her on the chin.

They rode dowly. There were no scannersin the path. No medical team stopped them.

All the bicyclesin the areawere new ones, but nobody re-marked on their old ones.

By late afternoon they werein "12082. They rode to the west of the city, smelling the sea, watching the
path ahead carefully.

They left their bikesin parkland and walked back to a canteen where there were steps leading down to
the beach. The seawas far below them, spreading away smooth and blue, avay and away into
greenish-gray haze.

"Those members didn't touch,” achild said.

Lilac's hand tightened on Chip's. "Keep going," he said. They waked down concrete stepsjutting from
rough cliff-face.

"Say, you therel" amember caled, aman. "Y ou two mem-berd”

Chip squeezed Lilac's hand and they turned around. The member was standing behind the scanner at the
top of the steps, holding the hand of anaked girl of five or six. She scratched her head with ared shovd,
looking at them.

"Did you touch just now?" the member asked.

They looked at each other and at the member. "Of course we did,” Chip said. "Yes, of course,” Lilac
sad.

"It didn't say yes" thegirl said.

"It did, sster/' Chip said gravely. "If it hadn't we wouldn't have gone on, would we?' He looked at the
member and let a smile show. The member bent and said something to the girl.

"No| didn't," shesaid.



"Comeon," Chip saidto Lilac, and they turned and waked downward again.
"Little hater,” Lilac said, and Chip said, " J=t keep going.”

They went al the way down and stopped at the bottom to take off their sandals. Chip, bending, looked
up: the member and the girl were gone; other members were coming down.

The beach was haf empty under the strange hazy sky. Members sat and lay on blankets, many of themin
their cover-dls. They were silent or talked softly, and the music of the speakers—"Sunday, Fun
Day"—sounded loud and unnaturd. A group of children jumped rope by the water's edge: " Christ, Marx,
Wood, and We, led usto this perfect day; Marx, Wood, Wei, and Christ—"

They walked westward, holding hands and holding their sandals. The narrow beach grew narrower,
emptier. Ahead a scanner stood flanked by cliff and sea. Chip said, "1've never seen one on abeach
before.”

"Nether havel," Lilac said.

They looked at each other.

"Thisistheway well go/ hesad. "Later."

She nodded and they walked closer to the scanner.

"I've got afou impulseto touchit,” hesaid. "'Fight you, Uni; herel am.”
"Don't you dare," shesad.

"Don't worry," hesad, "l won't."

They turned around and walked back to the center of the beach. They took their coveralls off, went into
the water, and swam far out. Treading with their backs to the seg, they studied the shore beyond the
scanner, the gray dliffslessening away into greenish-gray haze. A bird flew from the cliffs, circled, and
flew back. It disappeared, gonein ahairline cranny.

"There are probably caves where we can stay,” Chip said.
A lifeguard whistled and waved at them. They swam back to the beach.

"It'sfive of five, members," the speakers said. "Litter and towelsin the baskets, please. Be mindful of the
members around you when you shake out your blankets.”

They dressed, went back up the steps, and walked to the grove of trees where they had left their bikes.
They carried them farther in and sat down to wait. Chip cleaned the compass and the flashlights and the
knife, and Lilac packed the other things they had into asingle bundle.

?

An hour or so after dark they went to the canteen and gathered a carton of cakes and drinks and went
down to the beach again. They walked to the scanner and beyond it. The night was moonless and
darless, the haze of the day was still above. In the water's | gpping edge phosphorescent sparks glit-tered
now and then; otherwise there was only darkness. Chip held the carton of cakes and drinks under his
arm and shone hisflashlight ahead of them every few moments. Lilac carried the blanket-bundle.

"Traderswon't come ashore on anight likethis" she said.



"Nobody elsewill be on the beach either,” Chip said. "No sex-wild twelve-year-olds. It'sagood thing."

But it wasn't, he thought; it was abad thing. What if the haze remained for days, for nights, blocking them
at the very brink of freedom? Wasiit possible that Uni had created it, in-tentiondly, for just that purpose?
He smiled at himself. Hewastresfou, exactly asLilac had said.

They walked until they guessed themselves to be midway between ‘082 and the next city to the west, and
then they put down the carton and the bundle and searched the cliff face for ausable cave. They found
one within minutes; alow-roofed sand-floored burrow Uttered with cake wrappers and, intri-
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guingly, two pieces—agreen "Egypt," apink "Ethiop"—torn from apre-U map. They brought the carton
and the bundle into the cave, spread their blankets, ate, and lay down together.

"Canyou?' Lilac sad. "After thismorning and last night?'
"Without treatments,”" Chip said, "dl things are possible.”
"It'sfantadtic,” Lilac said.

Later Chip said, "Evenif we don't get any farther than this, even if were caught and treated five minutes
from now, it'll have been worth it. Weve been oursalves, dive, for afew hours at least.”

"I want dl of my life, not just alittle of it,”" Lilac said.

"Youll haveit,” Chip said. "l promiseyou." Hekissed her lips, caressing her cheek in the darkness. "Will
you stay with me?' he asked. "On Mgorca?’

"Of coursg" she said. "Why shouldn't 17"
"Y ou weren't going to," he said. "Remember? Y ou weren't even going to comethisfar with me."

"Chrigt and We, that was last night," she said, and kissed him. "Of course I'm going to stay,” she said.
"Y ou woke me up and now you're stuck with me."

They lay holding each other and kissing each other.
? "Chip!" she cried—in redlity, not in hisdream.

She wasn't beside him. He sat up and banged his head on stone, groped for the knife he had left stuck in
the sand. "Chip! Look!"—as he found it and threw himsalf over onto knees and one hand. Shewasa
dark shape crouched at the cave's blinding blue opening. He raised the knife, ready to dash whoever was
coming.

"No, no," she said, laughing. "Come look! Comeon! Y ou won't believeit!”

Squinting at the brilliance of sky and sea, he crawled over to her. "Look," she said happily, pointing up
the beach.

A boat sat on the sand about fifty meters away, asmall two-rotor launch, old, with awhite hull and ared
skirting. It sat just clear of the water, tipped dightly forward. There were
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white splatters on the skirting and the windscreen, part of which seemed to be missng.

"Let'sseeif it'sgood!" Lilac said. With her hand on Chip's shoulder she started to rise from the cave; he
dropped the knife, caught her arm, and pulled her back. "Wait aminute,” he said.

"What for?' Shelooked at him.

He rubbed his head where he had bumped it, and frowned at the boat—so white and red and empty and
convenient in the bright morning haze-free sun. "It'satrick of somekind,” hesaid. "A trap. It'stoo
convenient. We go to deep and wake up and aboat's been delivered for us. You'reright, | don't believe
it

"It waan't 'ddivered for us," she said. "It's been here for weeks. Look at the bird stuff on it, and how
deep inthe sand the front of itis."

"Where did it come from?" he asked. "There are no idands nearby."

"Maybe traders brought it from Mgorca and got caught on shore," she said. "Or maybethey Ieft it
behind on purpose, for memberslike us. Y ou said there might be arescue operation.”

"And nobody's seen it and reported it in the time it's been here?!
"Uni hasn't let anyone onto this part of the beach.”

"Let'swalit," hesad. "Let'sjust watch and wait awhile.
Rductantly shesad, "All right.”

"It'stoo convenient,” he said.

"Why must everything be inconvenient?'

They stayed in the cave. They ate and rebundled the blan-kets, always watching the boat. They took
turns crawling to the back of the cave, and buried their wastesin sand.

Wave edges dipped under the back of the boat's skirting, then fell away toward low tide. Birds circled
and landed on the windscreen and handrail, four that were seagulls and two smaller brown ones.

"It'sgetting filthier every minute,” Lilac said. "And what if it's been reported and today's the day it'sgoing
to be taken away?'

O
"Whisper, will you?' Chip said. "Chrigt and W, | wish I'd brought a telescope/

Hetried to improvise one from the compass lens, aflashlight lens, and arolled flap of the food carton,
but he couldn't make it work.

"How long are we going to wait?" she asked,
"Till after dark," he said.

No one passed on the beach, and the only sounds were the waves lapping and the wingbeats and cries
of thebirds.

?



He went to the boat alone, dowly and cautioudy. It was older than it had looked from the cave; the hull's
flaking white paint showed repair scars, and the skirting was dented and cracked. He walked around it
without touching it, looking with hisflashlight for sgns—he didn't know what form they would take—of
deception, of danger. He didn't see any; he saw only an old boat that had been inexplicably abandoned,
its center seats gone, athird of its windscreen broken away, and dl of it spattered with dried white
birdwaste. He switched hislight off and looked &t the cliff—touched the boat's handrail and waited for an
adarm. The dliff stayed dark and deserted in pale moon-light.

He stepped onto the skirting, climbed into the boat, and shone hislight on its controls. They seemed
smple enough: on-off switchesfor the propulsion rotors and the lift rotor, a speed-control knob
calibrated to 100 KPH, asteering lever, afew gauges and indicators, and aswitch marked Controlled
and Independent that was set in the independent position. He found the battery housing on the floor
between the front seats and unlatched its cover; the battery's fade-out date was April 171, ayear away.

He shone hislight at the rotor housings. Twigswere piled in one of them. He brushed them out, picked
them dl out, and shone the light on the rotor within; it was new, shiny. The other rotor was old, its blades
nicked and one missing.

He sat down at the controls and found the switch that lighted them. A miniature clock said 5:11 Fri 27
hug 169. He switched on one propulsion rotor and then the other; they scraped but then hummed
smoothly. He switched them off, looked at the gauges and indicators, and switched the control lights off.

The cliff was the same as before. No members had sprung from hiding. He turned to the seabehind him;
it was empty and fiat, silvered in anarrowing path that ended under the nearly full moon. No boats were
flying toward him.

He sat in the boat for afew minutes, and then he climbed out of it and waked back to the cave.
Lilac was standing outsideit. "Isit al right?" she asked.

"No, it'snot,” he said. "It wasn't left by traders because there's no message or anything init. The clock
stopped last year but it hasanew rotor. | didn't try the lift rotor because of the sand, but evenif it
works, the skirting is cracked in two places and it may just wallow and get nowhere. On the other hand it
may take usdirectly into '082—to alittle seaside medicenter—even though it's supposed to be off
telecontrol .

Lilac stood looking a him.

"Wemight aswell try it though," he said. "If tradersdidn't leave it, they're not going to come ashore while
itsditting here. Maybe we're just two very lucky members.” He gave the flash-light to her.

He got the carton and the blanket-bundle from the cave and held one under each arm. They Started
waking toward the boat. "What about the thingsto trade?’ she sad.

"WEIl haveit," hesad. "A boat must be worth a hundred times more than cameras and firg-aid kits." He
looked toward the cliff. "All right, doctord™ he caled. ™Y ou can come out now!"

"Shh, don'tl" she said.

"Weforgot the sandds” liesaid.

"They'rein the carton.”

He put the carton and the bundle into the boat and they scraped the birdwaste from the broken



windscreen with pieces of shell. They lifted the front of the boat and hauled it around toward the sea, then
lifted the back and hauled again.

They kept lifting and hauling at either end and findly they had the boat down in the surf, bobbing and
veering clumsly. Chip hed it while Lilac climbed aboard, and then he pushed it farther out and climbed in
with her.

He sat down at the controls and switched on their lights. She sat in the seat beside him, watching. He
glanced a her— shelooked anxioudy at him—and he switched on the propul-sion rotors and then the lift
rotor. The boat shook violently, flinging them from side to side. Loud clankings banged from beneeth it.
He caught the steering lever, held it, and turned the speed-control knob. The boat splashed forward and
the shaking and clanging lessened. He turned the speed higher, to twenty, twenty-five. The clanking
stopped and the shaking subsided to a steady vibration. The boat scuffed aong on the water's surface.

"It'snot lifting," he said.
"Butit'smoving,” shesad.

"For how long though? It's not built to hit the water thisway and the skirting's cracked aready.” He
turned the speed higher and the boat splashed through the crests of swells. He tried the steering lever; the
boat responded. He steered north, got out his compass, and compared its reading with the direc-tion
indicator's. "It's not taking usinto '082," he said. "At least not yet."

She looked behind them, and up at the sky. "No one's com-ing," she said.

He turned the speed higher and got alittle more lift, but the impact when they scraped the swellswas
greater. He turned the speed back down. The knob was at fifty-six. "I don't think we're doing more than
forty,” hesad. "It belight when we get there, if we get there. It'sjust aswell, | suppose; | won't get us
onto thewrong idand. | don't know how much thisisthrow-ing us off course.”

Two other idands were near Mg orcac EUR91766, forty kilometersto the northeast, the Site of a
copper-production complex; and EUR91603, eighty-five kilometers to the south-west, where there was
an agae-processing complex and a clima-tonomy sub-center.

Lilac leaned close to Chip, avoiding the wind and spray from the broken part of the windscreen. Chip
held the steering lever. He watched the direction indicator and the moonlit sea ahead and the stars that
shone above the horizon.
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The stars dissolved, the sky began to lighten, and there was no Mgjorca. There was only the seg, placid
and endless dl around them.

"If weredoing forty," Lilac said, "it should have taken seven hours. It's been more than that, hasn't it?”
"Maybe we haven't been doing forty," Chip said.

Or maybe he had compensated too much or too little for the eastward drift of the sea, Maybe they had
passed Mgjorca and were heading toward Eur. Or maybe Magjorcadidn't exist— had been blanked
from pre-U maps because pre-U members had "bombed" it to nothing and why should the Family be
reminded again of folly and barbarism?

He kept the boat headed a hairline west of north, but dowed it down alittle.



The sky grew lighter and still there was no idand, no Mgorca. They scanned the horizon silently,
avoiding each other's eyes.

Onefind gtar glimmered above the water in the northeast. No, glimmered on the water. No—"Therésa
light over there" he said.

She looked where he pointed, held hisarm.

The light moved in an arc from side to side, then up and down asif beckoning. It was akilometer or so
avay.

"Christ and Wel," Chip said softly, and steered toward it.
"Becaeful,” Lilac said. "Maybeit's"
He changed hands on the steering lever and got the knife from his pocket, laid it in hislap.

The light went out and asmall boat was there. Someone sat waving in it, waving apae thing that he put
on his head—a hat—and then waving his empty hand and arm.

"One member,” Lilac said.

"One person,” Chip said. He kept steering toward the boat

—arowboat, it looked like—with one hand on the lever and the other on the speed-control knob.
"Look & him!" Lilac said.

The waving man was smal and white-bearded, with aruddy face below his broad-brimmed yellow hat.
He was wearing a blue-topped white-legged garment.

Chip dowed the boat, steered it near the rowboat, and switched al three rotors off.

The man—old past sixty-two and blue-eyed, fantasticdly blue-eyed—smiled with brown teeth and gaps
where teeth were missing and said, "Running from the dummies, are you? Look-ing for liberty?' His boat
bobbed in their Sdewaves. Poles and nets shifted in it—fish-catching equipment.

"Yes" Chipsad, "Yes, weardl Weretrying to find Mgorca"

"Majorca?' the man said. He laughed and scratched his beard. "Myorca," he said. "Not Malorca,
Myorcal But Lib-erty iswhat it's called now. It hasn't been called Myorcafor— God knows, a hundred
years, | guess Liberty, itis"

"Arewe near it?' Lilac asked, and Chip sad, "Werefriends. We haven't come to—interfere in any way,
to try to ‘cur€ you or anything."

"Wereincurablesoursaves” Lilac sad.

"Y ou wouldn't be coming thisway if you wasnt," the man said. "That'swhat I'm herefor, to watch for
folkslike you and help them into port. Yes, you're near it. That'sit over there." He pointed to the north.

And now on the horizon adark green bar lay low and clear. Pink streaks glowed above itswestern
haf—mountains|it by the sun'sfirs rays.

Chip and Lilac looked at it, and looked at each other, and looked again at Mgjorca-Myorca-Liberty.



"Hold fast,” the man said, "and I'll tie onto your stern and come aboard.”

They turned in their seats and faced each other. Chip took the knife from hislap, smiled, and tossed it to
thefloor. Hetook Lilac's hands.

They amiled at each other.

"| thought we'd gone past it," she said.

"Sodidl," hesaid. "Or that it didn't even exist any more.”

They smiled at each other, and leaned forward and kissed each other.

"Hey, give me ahand here, will you?' the man said, looking at them over the back of the boat, clinging
with dirty-nailed fingers.

They got up quickly and went to him. Chip kneeled on the back seat and helped him over.

His clothes were made of cloth, his hat woven of flat strips of yellow fiber. He was half a head shorter
than they and smelled strangdly and strongly. Chip grasped his hard-skinned hand and shook it. "I'm
Chip," hesad, "and thisisLilac."

"Glad to meet you," the bearded blue-eyed old man said, smiling his ugly-toothed smile. "I'm Darren
Costanza." He shook Lilac's hand.

"Darren Costanza?' Chip said.

"Thet'sthe name.”

"It'sbeautiful!" Lilac sad.

"Y ou've got agood boat here," Darren Costanza said, |ook-ing abouit.

"It doesn't lift," Chip said, and Lilac said, "But it got us here. We were lucky to find it."

Darren Costanza smiled at them. "And your pockets are filled with cameras and things?' he said.
"No," Chip sad, "we decided not to take anything. Thetide wasin and—"

"Oh, that was amistake/' Darren Costanza said. "Didn't you take anything?'

"A gun without agenerator,” Chip said, taking it from his pocket. "And afew books and arazor in the
bundle there

"Widll, thisisworth something,” Darren Costanza said, tak-ing the gun and looking at it, thumbing its
handle.

"Well havetheboat to trade,” Lilac said.

"Y ou should have taken more," Darren Costanza said, turn-ing from them and moving away. They
glanced a each other and looked at him again, about to follow, but he turned, hold-ing a different gun.
He pointed it at them and put Chip's gun into his pocket. "This old thing shoots bullets,”" he said, backing
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farther away to the front seats. "Doesn't need agenerator,” he said. "Bang, bang. Into the water now, real
quick. Go on. Into the water."

They looked at him.

"Get in the water, you dumb steeliest” he shouted. "Y ou want abullet in your head?' He moved
something at the back of the gun and pointed it at Lilac.

Chip pushed her to the side of the boat. She clambered over therail and onto the skirting—saying "What
ishedoing thisfor?'—and dipped down into the water. Chip jumped in after her.

"Away from the boat!" Darren Costanza shouted. "Clear away! Swim!"

They swam afew meters, their coverdls ballooning around them, then turned, treading water.
"What are you doing thisfor?" Lilac asked.

"Figureit out for yoursdlf, stedly!" Darren Costanza said, Sitting at the boat's controls.

"WEélIl drown if you leave usl" Chip cried. "We can't swim that far!"

"Who told you to come here?' Darren Costanza said, and the boat rushed splashing away, the rowboat
dragging from its back carving up fins of foam.

"Y ou fighting brother-hater!" Chip shouted. The boat turned toward the eastern tip of the far-off idand.
"Héstakingit himsdf!" Lilac said. " He's going to trade it!™

"The sick sdfish preU—" Chip said. "Christ, Marx, Wood, and Wi, | had the knifein my hand and |
threw it on the floor! "Waiting to help usinto portl Hes a pirate, that'swhet heis, the fighting—"

"Stop! Don't!" Lilac said, and looked at him despairingly.
"Oh Chrigt and Wei," hesaid.

They pulled open their coverdls and squirmed themsalves out of them. "Keep them!™ Chip said. "They!ll
hold air if wetiethe openingd”

"Another boat!" Lilac said.

A speck of white was speeding from west to east, midway between them and theidand.
Shewaved her coverals.

"Toofarl" Chipsad. "Wevegot to gart svimmingl”

They tied the deeves of their coverdls around their necks and swam againgt the chilly water. Theidand
was impossibly far away—twenty or more kilometers.

If they could take short rests against the inflated coverals, Chip thought, they could get far enoughin so
that another boat might see them. But who would be on it? Memberslike Darren Costanza?
Foul-smdling pirates and murderers?Had King been right?"'| hope you get there," King said, lying
in his bed with his eyes closed. " The two of you. You deserve it." Fight that brother-hater!

The second boat had got near their pirated one, which was heading farther east asif to avoid it.



Chip swam steadily, glimpsing Lilac swvimming beside him. Would they get enough rest to go on, to make
it? Or would they drown, choke, dide languidly downward through darken-ing water... He drove the
image from hismind; svam and kept svimming.

The second boat had stopped; their own was farther from it than before. But the second boat seemed
bigger now, and big-ger ill.

He stopped and caught Lilac's kicking leg. She looked around, gasping, and he pointed.
The boat hadn't stopped; it had turned and was coming to-ward them.

They tugged at the coverdl deeves at ther throats, loosed them and waved the light blue, the bright
ydlow.

The boat turned dightly away, then back, then away in the other direction.
"Berel" they cried, "Help! Herel HelpF—waving the cov-erdls, straining high in the weter.

The boat turned back and away again, then sharply back. It stayed pointed at them, enlarging, and ahorn
sounded—Ioud, loud, loud, loud, loud.

Lilac sank against Chip, coughing water. He ducked his shoulder under her arm and supported her.
The boat came skimming to full-size white closeness—1.A.
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was painted large and green on its hull; it had one rotor—and splatted to a stop with awave that washed
over them. "Hang on!" amember cried, and something flew in the air and splashed beside them: afloating
white ring with arope. Chip grabbed it and the rope sprang taut, pulled by amember, young,
ydlow-haired. He drew them through the water. "I'm al right/' Lilac said in Chip'sarm. "I'm dl right."

The sde of the boat had rungs going up it. Chip pulled Lilac's coverals from her hand, bent her fingers
around arung, and put her other hand to the rung above. She climbed. The member, leaning over and
stretching, caught her hand and helped her. Chip guided her feet and climbed up after her.

?

They lay on their backs on warm firm floor under scratchy blankets, hand in hand, panting. Their heads
were lifted in turn and asmall metal container was pressed to their lips. Theliquid init smelled like Darren
Cogtanza. It burned in their throats, but once it was down it warmed their somachs sur-prisingly.

"Alcohol?* Chip said.

"Don't worry," the young yellow-haired man said, smiling down at them with normal teeth as he screwed
the container onto aflask, "one sip won't rot your brain." He was about twenty-five, with a short beard
that was yellow too, and norma eyesand skin. A brown bt at his hips held agun in abrown pocket; he
wore awhite cloth shirt without deeves and tan cloth trousers patched with blue that ended at his knees.
Put-ting the flask on a seet, he unfastened the front of hisbelt. "I'll get your coverdls" he said. "Catch
your breath." He put the gun-belt with the flask and climbed over the side of the boat. A splash sounded
and the boat swayed.

"At least they'renot al like that other one," Chip said.

"Hehasagun,” Lilac said.



"But heleft it here,” Chip said. "If he were—sick, he would have been afraid to.”
They lay slently hand in hand under the scratchy blankets, bresthing deeply, looking &t the clear blue sky.

The boat tilted and the young man climbed back aboard with their dripping coverdls. His hali> which
hadn't been clipped in along time, clung to hishead in wet rings. "'Feding better?' he asked, smiling a
them.

"Yes," they both said.

He shook the coverdls over the side of the boat. "I'm sorry | wasn't herein time to keep that lunky away
fromyou," he said. "Most immigrants come from Eur, so | generaly stay to the north. What we need are
two boats, not one. Or alonger-range spotter.”

"Areyou a—policeman?’ Chip asked.

"Me?' Theyoung man smiled. "No," hesaid, "I'm with Im-migrants Assistance. That's an agency weve
been generoudy allowed to set up, to help new immigrants get oriented. And get ashore without being
drowned.” He hung the coveralls over the boat's railing and pulled gpart their clinging folds.

Chip raised himsdf on hiselbows. "Does this happen often?" he asked.

"Stealing immigrants boatsisapopular loca pastime,” the young man said. "There are othersthat are
even more fun/'

Chip sat up, and Lilac sat up beside him. The young man faced them, pink sunlight gleaming on hisside.

"I'm sorry to disgppoint you," he said, "but you haven't cometo any paradise. Four fifths of theidand's
population is descended from the families who were here before the Unifica-tion or who came here right
after; they're inbred, ignorant, mean, self-satified—and they despise immigrants. 'Stedlies/ they cal us.
Because of the bracdlets. Even after we take them off."

Hetook his gun-belt from the seat and put it around his hips. "We cdl them 'lunkies," he said, fastening
the belt's buckle. "Only don't ever say it out loud or you'l find five or six of them stamping on your ribs.
That's another of their pas-times.”

Helooked a them again. "Theidand isrun by a General Costanza," he said, "with the—"
"That's who took the boat!" they said. "Darren Costanzal”

"| doubt it," the young man said, smiling. "The Genera

doesn't get up thisearly. Y our lunky must have been pulling your leg."

Chip sad, "The brother-hater!"

"Genera Costanza," the young man said, "'has the Church and the Army behind him. Therésvery little
freedom even for lunkies, and for ustheresvirtualy none. We haveto livein specified aress,
‘Stedlytowns," and we can't step outside them without a good reason. We have to show identity cardsto
every lunky cop, and the only jobs we can get are the lowest, most back-breaking ones." He took up the
flask. "Do you want some more of this?' he asked. "It's called ‘whiskey.™

Chip and Lilac shook their heads.

The young man unscrewed the container and poured amber liquid into it. "L et's see, what have | left out?!



he said. "We're not alowed to own land or wegpons. | turnin my gun when | set foot on shore.” He
raised the container and looked at them. "Welcometo Liberty," he said, and drank.

They looked disheartenedly at each other, and at the young man.
"That'swhét they cdl it/ hesaid. "Liberty."
"We thought they would welcome newcomers,” Chip said. "To help keep the Family away."

The young man, screwing the container back onto the flask, said, "Nobody comes here except two or
three immigrants amonth. The last time the Family tried to treat the lunkies was back when there were
five computers. Since Uni went into operation not one attempt has been made."

"Why not?' Lilac asked.

The young man looked at them. "Nobody knows" he said. "There are different theories. The lunkiesthink
that either 'God' is protecting them or the Family isafraid of the Army, abunch of drunken incapable
louts. Immigrants think—well, some of them think that the idand is so depleted that treating everyone on
it amply isnt worth Uni'swhile.”

"And othersthink—" Chip said.

The young man turned away and put the flask on a shelf below the boat's controls. He sat down on the
seat and turned to face them. "Others" he said, "and I'm one of them, think that Uni is using theidand,
and thelunkies, and all the hidden idandsdl over theworld.”

"Using them?' Chip said, and Lilac said, "How?"
"Asprisonsfor us" the young man said.
They looked at him.

"Why isthere dways a boat on the beach?' he asked. " Al-ways, in Eur and in Afr—-an old boat that's
gtill good enough to get here. And why are there those handy patched-up maps in museums? Wouldn' it
be easier to malce fake ones with theidands really omitted?'

They stared at him.

"What do you do/' he said, looking a them intently, "when you're programming acomputer to maintain a
perfectly effi-cient, perfectly stable, perfectly cooperative society? How do you alow for biological
freaks, incurables/ possible trouble-makers?!

They said nothing, staring a him.

Heleaned closer to them. "Y ou leave afew 'un-unifled' idands dl around theworld," he said. "Y ou leave
maps in museums and boats on beaches. The computer doesn't have to weed out your bad ones; they
do the weeding themsel ves. They wiggletheir way happily into the nearest isolation ward, and lunkies
arewaliting, with aGenerd Costanzain charge, to take their boats, jam them into Steelytowns, and keep
them helpless and harmless—in ways that high-minded disciples of Chrigt, Marx, Wood, and We would
never dream of stooping to."

"It can't be," Lilac said.

"A lot of usthink it can," the young man said.



Chipsad, "Uni let us come here?"

"No," Lilac said. "It'stoo—twisted."

The young man looked &t her, looked at Chip.

Chip said, "I thought | was being so fighting clever!”

"Sodidl," the young man said, Stting back. "1 know just how you fed."
"No, it can't be;" Lilac sad.

There was silence for amoment, and then the young man said, "I'll take you in now. LA. will take off
your bracelets and get your registered and lend you twenty-five bucksto get

darted." Heamiled. "Asbad asitis," he said, "it's better than being with the Family. Cloth ismore
comfortable than paplon —really—and even arotten fig tastes better than totalcakes. Y ou can have
children, adrink, a cigarette—a couple of roomsif you work hard. Some stedlies even get
rich—entertainers, mostly. If you'sr" the lunkies and stay in Stedytown, it'sdl right. No scanners, no
advisers, and not one'Life of Marx' inawholeyear'sTV."

Lilac smiled. Chip smiled too.

"Put the coverdlson,” the young man said. "Lunkies are horrified by nakedness. It's'ungodly.*" He turned
to the boat's controls.

They put aside the blankets and got into their moist cover-alls, then stood behind the young man as he
drove the boat toward the idand. It spread out green and gold in the radiance of the just-risen sun,
crested with mountains and dotted with bits of white, yelow, pink, pale blue.

"It'sbeautiful," Lilac said determinedly.

Chip, with hisarm about her shoulders, looked ahead with narrowed eyes and said nothing.
F.
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Chapter Five

They livedinacity caled Pollensg, in haf aroom in acracked and crumbling Steel ytown building with
intermit-tent power and brown water. They had a mattress and atable and achair, and abox for their
clothing that they used as a second chair. The people in the other half of the room, the Newmans—aman
and woman in thelr fortieswith anine-year-old daughter—Iet them use their gsoveand TV and ashdf in
the "fridge" where they stored their food. 1t was the Newmans room; Chip and Lilac paid four dollarsa
week for their half of it.

They earned nine dollars and twenty cents aweek between them. Chip worked in aniron mine, loading
oreinto cartswith acrew of other immigrants alongside an automatic loader that stood motionlessand
dusty, unrepairable. Lilac worked in aclothing factory, attaching fastenersto shirts. Theretoo amarchine
stood motionless, furred with lint.



Their nine dollars and twenty cents paid for the week's rent and food and railfare, afew cigarettes, and a
newspaper called the Liberty Immigrant. They saved fifty centstoward clothing replacement and
emergenciesthat might arise, and gavefifty centsto Immigrants Assistance as partia repayment of the
twenty-five-dollar loan they had been given on their arrival. They ate bread and fish and potatoes and
figs Atfirg thesel

foods gave them cramps and congtipation, but they soon cameto like them, to relish the different tastes
and consistencies. They looked forward to meals, although the preparation and the cleaning up afterward
became a bother.

Their bodies changed. Lilac'sbled for afew days, which the Newmans assured them was naturd in
untreated women, and it grew more rounded and supple as her hair grew longer. Chip's body hardened
and strengthened from hiswork in the mine. His beard grew out black and straight, and he trimmed it
once aweek with the Newmans scissors.

They had been given names by aclerk at the Immigration Bureau. Chip was named Eiko Newmark, and
Lilac, Grace Newbridge. Later, when they married—uwith no application to Uni, but with formsand afee
and vowsto "God"—L.ilac's name was changed to Grace Newmark. They till called themsalves Chip
and Lilac, however.

They got used to handling coins and dealing with shop-keepers, and to traveling on Pollensa's rundown
overcrowded monorail. They learned how to sidestep natives and avoid of-fending them; they memorized
the Vow of Loyalty and saluted Liberty's red-and-yellow flag. They knocked on doors before opening
them, said Wednesday instead of Woodsday, March instead of Marx, They reminded themsdlves that
fight and hate were acceptable words but fuck wasa"dirty" one.

D

Hassan Newman drank agrest dedl of whiskey. Soon after coming home from his job—in theidand's
largest furniture factory—he would be playing loud games with Gigi, his daugh-ter, and fumbling hisway
through the room's dividing curtain with abottle clutched in his three-fingered saw-damaged hand.
"Come on, you sad stedlies," he would say, "where the hate are your glasses? Come on, have alittle
cheer." Chip and Lilac drank with him afew times, but they found that whiskey made them confused and
clumsy and they usudly declined his offer. "Comeon," he said one evening. "'l know I'm the landlord, but
I'm not exactly alunky, am 1? Or what isit? Do you think

I'll expect you to receegp—to reciprocate? | know you like to watch the pennies.”
"It'snot that," Chip said.
"Then what isit?' Hassan asked. He swayed and steadied himself.

Chip didn't say anything for amoment, and then he said, "Wdll, what's the point in getting away from
treetmentsif you're going to dull yourself with whiskey?Y ou might aswell be back in the Family.”

"Oh," Hassan said. "Oh sure, | get you." He looked angrily at them, abroad, curly-bearded,
bloodshot-eyed man. "Just wait," he said. "Wait till you've been here alittlelonger. Just wait till you've
been herealittle longer, that'sall.” He turned around and groped hisway through the curtain, and they
heard him muttering, and hiswife, Ria, speaking placatingly.

Almost everyone in the building seemed to drink as much whiskey as Hassan did. Loud voices, happy or
angry, sounded through thewadlls at dl hours of the night. The elevator and the hallways smelled of
whiskey, and of fish, and of sweet per-fumesthat people used againgt the whiskey and fish smells.



Most evenings, after they had finished whatever cleaning had to be done, Chip and Lilac either went up
to the roof for somefresh air or sat at their table reading the Immigrant or books they had found on the
monorail or borrowed from asmall collection a Immigrants Assstance. Sometimes they watched TV
with the Newmans—yplays about foolish misun-derstandingsin native families, with frequent sopsfor
announcements about different makes of cigarettes and disin-fectants. Occasiondly there were speeches
by Generd Costanza or the head of the Church, Pope Clement—adisquieting speeches about shortages of
food and space and resources, for which immigrants a one weren't to be blamed. Hassan, bellig-erent
with whiskey, usudly switched them off before they were over; Liberty TV, unlike the Family's, could be
switched on and off at one's choosing.

One day in the mine, toward the end of the fifteen-minute lunch break, Chip went over to the automatic
loader and began |

examining it, wondering whether it wasin fact unrepairable or whether some part of it that couldn't be
replaced might not be by-passed or substituted for in someway. The native in charge of the crew came
over and asked him what he was doing. Chip told him, taking care to speak respectfully, but the native
got angry, "Y ou fucking stedies dl think you're so God-damned smart!" he said, and put his hand on his
gun handle. "Get over there where you belong and stay there!” he said. "Try to figure out away to eat
lessfood if you've got to have something to think aboutl”

All natives weren't quite that bad. The owner of their build-ing took aliking to Chip and Lilac and
promised to let them have aroom for five dollars aweek as soon as one became available. ™Y ou're not
like some of these others," he said. "' Drinking, walking around the hallways stark naked—I'd rather take
afew centsless and have your kind."

Chip, looking at him, said, "There are reasons why immi-grants drink, you know."

"I know, | know," the owner said. "I'm thefirst oneto say it; it'sterrible the way we treat you. But il
and dl, do you drink? Do you walk around stark naked?'

Lilac said, "Thank you, Mr. Corsharn. Well be grateful if you can get aroom for us."

They caught "colds' and "theflu." Lilac lost her job at the clothing factory but found a better onein the
kitchen of a native restaurant within walking distance of the house, Two policemen came to the room one
evening, checking identity cards and looking for weapons. Hassan muttered something as he showed his
card and they clubbed him to the floor, They stuck knivesinto the mattresses and broke some of the
dishes.

Lilac didn't have her "period,” her monthly few days of vagina bleeding, and that meant she was
pregnan.

One night on the roof Chip stood smoking and looking at the sky to the northesast, where there was a dull
orange glow from the copper-production complex on EUR91766. Lilac, who had been taking washed
clothes from aline where she had hung them to dry, came over to him and put her arm around him. She
kissed his cheek and leaned againgt him. "It's not so bad.”

J

shesaid. "We've got twelve dollars saved, well have aroom of our own any day now, and before you
know it well have ababy."

"A stedy," Chip said.



"No," Lilac said. "A baby."

"It ginkg" Chip said. "It'srotten. It'sinhuman.”

"Itsdl thereis" Lilac said. "Wed better get used to it.”

Chip said nothing. He kept looking at the orange glow in the sky.
s

The Liberty Immigrant carried weekly articles about im-migrant sngers and athletes, and occasiondly
scientists, who earned forty or fifty dollars aweek and lived in good apart-ments, who mixed with
influentia and enlightened natives, and who were hopeful about the chances of amore equitable
relationship devel oping between the two groups. Chip read these articles with scorn—they were meant
by the newspaper's native ownersto lull and pacify immigrants, he felt—but Lilac accepted them at face
vaue, asevidence that their own lot would ultimately improve.

One week in October, when they had been on Liberty for alittle over six months, there was an article
about an artist named Morgan Newgate, who had come from Eur eight years before and who livedin a
four-room apartment in New Madrid. His paintings, one of which, a scene of the Crucifixion, had just
been presented to Pope Clement, brought him as much as ahundred dollars each. He signed them with
an A, the arti-cle explained, because his nickname was Ashi.

"Christ and Wel," Chip said.
Lilacsad, "What isit?'

"I was a academy with this'Morgan Newgate," Chip said, showing her the article. "We were good
friends. His name was Karl. Y ou remember that picture of the horse | had back in Ind?

"No," shesaid, reading.

"Well, hedrew it,” Chip said. "He used to sign everything withan A inacircle” And yes, he thought,
"Ashi" seemed like the name Karl had mentioned. Christ and Wei; so he had got away tool—had "got
away/" if you could cal it that, to Liberty, to Uni'sisolation ward. At least he was doing what hed aways
wanted; for him Liberty redly was liberty.

"You ought to cdl him," Lilac sad, il reading.
"1will," Chipsad.

But maybe he wouldn't. Wasthere any point, redly, in cal-ing "Morgan Newgeate," who painted
Crucifixionsfor the Pope and assured hisfelow immigrants that conditions were getting better every day?
But maybe Karl hadn't said that; maybe the Immigrant had lied.

"Don'tjust say it," Lilac said. "He could probably help you get a better job."
"Yes," Chip said, "he probably could.”

She looked at him. "What's the matter?' she said. "Don't you want a better job?”
"I'll cal him tomorrow, on the way to work," he said.

But he didn't. He swung his shovel into ore and lifted and heaved, svung and lifted and heaved. Fight
them all, hethought; the steelies who drink, the steelies who think things are getting better; the



lurikies, the dummies; fight Uni.

On the following Sunday morning Lilac went with him to abuilding two blocks from theirswherethere
was aworking telephone in the lobby, and she waited while he paged through the tattered directory.
Morgan and Newgate were names com-monly given to immigrants, but few immigrants had phones;
there was only one Newgate, Morgan listed, and that onein New Madrid.

Chip put three tokens into the phone and spoke the number. The screen was broken, but it didn't make
any difference since Liberty phones no longer transmitted pictures anyway.

A woman answered, and when Chip asked if Morgan New-gate was there, said he was, and then
nothing rore. The silence lengthened, and Lilac, afew meters away beside 3 Sani-Spray poster* waited
and then came close. 'Isn't he there?' she asked in awhisper, "Hello?' aman'svoice said.

"Isthis Morgan Newgate?' Chip asked.

"Yes. Who'sthis?'

"It'sChip," Chipsaid. "Li RM, from the Academy of the Genetic Sciences.

There was silence, and then, "My God," thevoice said, "Li! Y ou got pads and charcoa for me!"
"Yes" Chipsaid. "And | told my adviser you were sick and needed help.”

Karl laughed. "That'sright, you did, you bastard!" he said. "Thisis great! When did you get over?"
"About sx months ago/' Chip said.

"Areyouin New Madrid?"

"Pollensa”

"Whet are you doing?'

"Workinginamine" Chip sad,

"Chrigt, that's ashut-off/' Karl said, and after amoment, "It'shell here, isn't it?'

"Yes" Chip sad, thinking He even uses their words. Hell. My God. I'll bet he says prayers.
"I wish these phones were working so | could get alook at you," Karl said.

Suddenly Chip was ashamed of his hodtility. He told Karl about Lilac and about her pregnancy; Karl told
him that he had been married in the Family but had come over alone. He wouldn't et Chip congratulate
him on hissuccess. "Thethings| sdl areawful,” he said. "Appeding little lunky children. But | manageto
do my own work three daysaweek, so | can't com-plain. Listen, Li—no, what isit, Chip? Chip, listen,
we've got to get together. I've got amotorbike; I'll come down there one evening. No, wait," he said,
"are you doing anything next Sun-day, you and your wife?"

Lilac looked anxioudy a Chip. Hesad, "I don't think so. I'm not sure."
"I'm having some friends over/' Karl said. "Y ou cometoo, al right? Around six o'clock.”
With Lilac nodding at him, Chip said, "Well try. Well prob-ably be ableto makeit."

"Seethat you do," Karl said. He gave Chip his address. "I'm glad you got over,” he said. "It's better than



there anyway, isnt it?"

"A little" Chip sad.

"I'll expect you next Sunday,” Karl said. "So long, brother.”
"Solong," Chip said, and tapped off.

Lilac sad, "Weregoing, aren't we?'

"Do you have any ideawhat the railfaré's going to be?' Chip said.
"Oh, Chip..."

"All right,” he said. "All right, well go. But I'm not taking any favorsfrom him. And you're not asking for
any. Y ou re-member that."

Every evening that week Lilac worked on the best of their clothes, taking off the frayed deeves of a
green dress, remend-ing atrouser leg so that the mend was less noticeable.

?

The building, at the very edge of New Madrid's Steely-town, was in no worse condition than many native
buildings. Itslobby was swept, and smelled only dightly of whiskey and fish and perfume, and the
elevator worked well.

A pushbutton was set in new plaster next to Karl'sdoor: abell to be rung. Chip pressed it. He stood
diffly, and Lilac held hisarm.

"Who isit?' aman's voice asked.
"Chip Newmark," Chip said.

The door was unlocked and opened, and Karl—a thirty-five-year-old bearded Karl with the long-ago
Karl's sharp-focused eyes—grinned and grabbed Chip's hand and said, "Li! | thought you weren't
coming!"

"We ran into some good-natured Junkies," Chip sad.
"Oh Chrigt," Karl said, and let themiin.

Fielocked the door and Chip introduced Lilac. She said, "Hello, Mr. Newgate," and Karl, taking her
held-out hand and looking at her face, said, "It's Ashi. Hello, Lilac.”

"Helo, Ashi," shesad.
To Chip, Karl said, "Did they hurt you?"
"No," Chip said. "Just 'recite the Vow' and that kind of cloth.”

"Bastards," Karl said. "Comeon, I'll give you adrink and you'll forget about it." He took their elbows
and led them into a narrow passage walled with frame-to-frame paintings. "Y ou look grest, Chip,” he
sad.

"Sodoyou," Chipsad. "Ashi."



They smiled at each other.
"Seventeen years, brother,” Karl-Ashi said.

Men and women were Sitting in asmoky brown-walled room, ten or twelve of them, talking and holding
cigarettes and glasses. They stopped talking and turned expectantly.

"ThisisChip and thisisLilac,” Karl said to them. "Chip and | were a academy together; the Family's
two worst genet-ics students.”

The men and women smiled, and Karl began pointing to them in turn and saying their names. "Vito,
Sunny, Rig, Lars..." Mogt of them wereimmigrants, bearded men and long-haired women with the
Family's eyes and coloring. Two were natives. a pae erect beak-nosed woman of fifty or so, with agold
cross hanging againgt her black empty-looking dress ("Julia," Karl said, and she smiled with closed lips);
and an overweight red-haired younger woman in atight dress glazed with silvery beads. A few of the
people could have been either immigrants or natives: a gray-eyed beardless man named Bab, ablond
woman, ayoung blue-eyed man.

"Whiskey or wine?' Karl asked. "Lilac?'
"Wine, please,”" Lilac said.

They followed him to asmall table set out with bottles and glasses, plates holding adice or two of cheese
and mest, and packets of cigarettes and matches. A souvenir paperweight sat on a pile of napkins. Chip
picked it up and looked at it; it was from AUS21989. "Make you homesick?' Karl asked, pour-ing
wine.

Chip showed it to Lilac and she smiled. "Not very,” he said, and put it down.
"Chip?'
"Whiskey."

The red-haired native woman in the Slvery dress came over, smiling and holding an empty glassina
ring-fingered hand. To Lilac she sad, "Y ou're absolutely beautiful. Redly,” and to Chip, "I think all you
people are beautiful. The Family may not have any freedom but it's way ahead of usin physica
ap-pearance. I'd give anything to be lean and tan and dant-eyed." She talked on—about the Family's
seng ble attitude toward sex—and Chip found himsalf with aglassin hishand and Karl and Lilac talking
to other people and the woman talking to him. Lines of black paint edged and extended her brown eyes.
"Y ou people are so much more open than we are," she said. "Sexudly, | mean. Y ou enjoy it more.”

Animmigrant woman came over and said, "lsn't Heinz com-ing, Marge?"
"He'sin PAma," the woman said, turning. "A wing of the hotdl collgpsed.”

"Would you excuse me, please?’ Chip said, and sidestepped away. He went to the other end of the
room, nodded at people Sitting there, and drank some of hiswhiskey, looking at a paint-ing on the
wall—dabs of brown and red on awhite background. The whiskey tasted better than Hassan's. It was
lesshitter and searing; lighter and more pleasant to drink. The painting with its brown and red dabs was
only aflat desgn, interesting to look at for amoment but with nothing in it connected to life. Karl's (no,
Ashi'd) A-in-a-circle wasin one of its bottom corners. Chip wondered whether it was one of the bad
paint-ings he sold or, sinceit was hanging there in hisliving room, part of his"own work™ that he had
gpoken of with satisfaction. Wasn't he till doing the beautiful unbracel eted men and women he had
drawn back at the Academy?



He drank some more of the whiskey and turned to the peo-ple sitting near him: three men and awoman,
al immigrants. They weretaking about furniture. He listened for afew minutes, drinking, and moved

avay.

Lilac was gitting next to the beak-nosed native woman—Ju-lia. They were smoking and talking, or rather
Juliawastaking and Lilac wasligening.

He went to the table and poured more whiskey into his glass. He lit a cigarette.

A man named Larsintroduced himsdf. He ran aschool for immigrant children therein New Madrid. He
had been brought to Liberty asachild, and had been there for forty-two years.

Ashi came, holding Lilac by the hand. " Chip, come see my studio,” he said.

He led them from the room into the passage walled with paintings. “Do you know who you were
gpeaking to?' he asked Lilac.

"Jlia?' shesad.

"JliaCostanza" he said. "She's the Generd's cousin. De-spises him. She was one of the founders of
Immigrants As-agtance.”

Hisstudio waslarge and brilliantly lighted. A haf-finished painting of anative woman holding akitten
stood on an easdl; on another easal stood a canvas painted with dabs of blue and green. Other paintings
stood against thewalls: dabs of brown and orange, blue and purple, purple and black, orange and red.

He explained what he was trying to do, pointing out bal-ances, and opposing thrusts, and subtle shadings
of color.

Chip looked away and drank hiswhiskey.

?

"Listen, you stedlies!” he said, loudly enough so they dl could hear him. " Stop talking about furniture for
aminute and ligten! Y ou know what we've got to do? Fight Uni! I'm not being rude, | mean it literdly.
Fight Uni! Becauseit's Uni who'sto blame—for everything! For lunkies, who're what they are because
they don't have enough food, or space, or connec-tion with any outside world; and for dummies,
who're what they are because they're LPK 'ed that way and tranquilized that way; and for us, who're
what we are because Uni put us hereto get rid of udl It's Uni who'sto blame—it's frozen the world so
there's no more change—and weve got to fight it! We've got to get up off our stupid beaten behinds and
FIGHT IT!"

Ashi, smiling, dapped at his cheek. "Hey, brother," he said, "you've had alittle too much, you know that?
Hey, Chip, you hear me?’

Of course he'd had too much; of course, of course, of course.

But it hadn't dulled him, it had freed him. It had opened up everything that had been closed insde him for
months and months. Whiskey was good! Whiskey was marvelous!

He stopped Ashfs dapping hand and held it. "I'm okay, Ashi," he said. "'l know what I'm talking about.”
To the others, Stting and swaying and smiling, he said, "We can't just give up and accept things, adjust
ourselves to this prison! Ashi, you used to draw members without bracelets, and they were so beautiful!
And now you're painting color, dabsof color!"



They weretrying to get him to it down, Ashi on one side of him and Lilac on the other, Lilac looking
anxious and embar-rassed. "Y ou too, love," he said. "Y ou're accepting, adjusting.” He let them seat him,
because standing hadn't been easy and sitting was better, more comfortable and sprawly. "Weve got to
fight, not adjust,” he said. "Fight, fight, fight. Weve got to fight," he said to the gray-eyed beardless man
gtting next to him.

"By God, you'reright!" the man said. "I'm with you dl theway! Fight Uni! What'll we do? Go over in
boats and take the Army aong for good measure? But maybe the seaiis monitored by satellite and
doctorsll bewaiting with clouds of LPK. I've got a better idea; we'll get aplane—I hear therésone on
theidand that actudly flies—and welll—"

"Don't tease him, Bob/" someone said. "Hejust came over.”
"That's obvious," the man said, getting up.

"Therésaway todoit,” Chip said. "There hasto be. Therésaway to doit." He thought about the sea
and theidand in the middle of it, but he couldn't think as clearly as he wanted. Lilac sat where the man
had been and took his hand. "Weve got to fight," he said to her.

"I know, | know," she said, looking at him sadly.
Ashi came and put awarm cup to hislips. "It's coffee," hesad. "Drink it."

It was very hot and strong; he swallowed amouthful, then pushed the cup away. "The copper complex,”
he said. "On '91766. The copper must get ashore. There must be boats or barges; we could—"

"It's been done before” Ashi said.

Chip looked at him, thinking he was tricking him, making fun of him in someway, like the gray-eyed
beardless man.

"Everything youre saying," Ashi said, "everything you're thinking—fight Unf—it's been said before and
thought before. And tried before. A dozen times." He put the cup to Chip'slips. "Take some more," he
sad.

Chip pushed the cup away, staring at him, and shook his head. "It's not true," he said.
"Itis, brother. Come on, take a—"

"Itisnt!" hesad.

"Itis" awoman said across the room. "It'strue.”

Julia It was Julia, GeneralVV cousin-Julia, Sitting erect and donein her black dresswith her little gold
Cross.

"Every fiveor sx years" she said, "agroup of people like you—sometimes only two or three, sometimes
as many asten —sets out to destroy UniComp. They go in boats, in sub-marinesthat they spend years
building; they go on board the barges you just mentioned. They take guns, explosives, gas masks, gas
bombs, gadgets, they have plans that they're sure will work. They never come back. | financed the last
two parties and am supporting the families of men who werein them, so | speak with authority. | hope
you're sober enough to under-stand, and to spare yourself usaless anguish. Accepting and adjusting isall
that's possible. Be grateful for what you have: alovely wife, achild on the way, and asmal amount of
freedom that we hopein timewill grow larger. | might add that in no circumstances whatsoever will |



finance another such party. | am not asrich as certain people think | am.”

Chip sat looking at her. Shelooked back at him with small black eyes above her pale beak of nose.
"They never come back, Chip," Ashi said.

Chip looked at him.

"Maybe they get to shore," Ashi said; "maybe they get to '001. Maybe they even get into the dome. But
that's as far asthey get, because they're gone, every one of them. And Uni istill working.”

Chip looked at Julia. She said, "Men and women exactly like you. Asfar back as| can remember.”
Helooked at Lilac, holding hishand. She squeezed it, look-ing compassionately at him.

Helooked at Ashi, who held the cup of coffee toward him.

He blocked the cup and shook his head. "No, | don't want coffee," he said.

He sat motionless, with sudden swesat on hisforehead, and then he leaned forward and began vomiting.
"

Hewasin bed, and Lilac waslying beside him deeping. Hassan was snoring on the other sde of the
curtain. A sour taste was in his mouth, and he remembered vomiting. Christ and Wel! And on
carpet—thefirst hed seenin haf ayear!

Then he remembered what had been said to him by that woman, Julia, and by Karl—by Ashi.

Helay 4ill for awhile, and then he got up and tiptoed around the curtain and past the deegping Newmans
to the sink. He got adrink of water, and because he didn't want to go al the way down the hall, urined
quietly inthe sink and rinsed it out thoroughly.

He got back down beside Lilac and drew the blanket over him. Hefdt alittle drunk again and hishead
hurt, but helay on hisback with his eyes closed, bresthing lightly and dowly, and after awhile he felt
better.

He kept his eyes closed and thought about things.

After haf an hour or so Hassan'saarm clock jangled. Lilac turned. He stroked her head and she sat up.
"Areyou dl right?" she asked.

"Yes, sort of," hesaid.

Thelight went on and they winced. They heard Hassan grunting and getting up, yawning,, farting. "' Get
up, Rig" hesad. "Gigi? It'stimeto get up."

Chip stayed on his back with hishand on Lilac's cheek. "I'm sorry, darling," he said. "I'll cal him today
and gpologize”

Shetook hishand and turned her lipstoit. "Y ou couldn't help it," she said. "He understood.”
"I'm going to ask him to help mefind abetter job," Chip said.
Lilac looked a him questioningly.



"It'sal out of me" hesaid. "Likethewhiskey. All out. I'm going to be an industrious, optimistic Stedly.
I'm going to ac-cept and adjust. We're going to have a bigger apartment than Ashi some day."

"I don't want that," shesaid. "I would love to have two rooms, though.”
"Wewill," hesad. "In two years. Two roomsin two years, that's apromise.”
Shegmiled a him.

Hesaid, "I think we ought to think about moving to New Madrid where our rich friends are. That man
Larsrunsaschool, did you know that? Maybe you could teach there. And the baby could go there when

it'sold enough.”
"What could | teach?' she said.

"Something,” he said. "I don't know." He lowered his hand and stroked her breasts. "How to have
beautiful breasts, maybe," he said.

Smiling, she said, "Weve got to get dressed.”

"Let'sskip breskfast," he said, drawing her down. He rolled onto her and they embraced and kissed.
"Lilac?' Riacdled. "How wasit?'

Lilac freed her mouth. "Tell you later!" she called.

?

While he was wa king down the tunnel into the mine he remembered the tunnel into Uni, Pgpa Jan's tunnel
down which the memory banks had been rolled.

He stopped 4till.

Down which the real memory banks had been rolled. And above them were the fal se ones, the pink and
orange toys that were reached through the dome and the eevators, and which everyone thought was Uni
itsdlf; everyoneincluding—it had to bel—all those men and women who had gone out to fight it in the
past. But Uni, thered Uni, was on the levels below, and could be reached through the tunnel, through
Papa Jan's tun-ndl from behind Mount Love.

It would still be there—closed at its mouth probably, maybe even sedled with ameter of concrete—but it
would still be there; because nobody fillsin dl of along tunnel, especidly not an efficient computer. And
there was space cut out below for more memory banks—Papa Jan had said so—so the tunnel would be
needed again some day.

It wasthere, behind Mount Love.
A tunnd into Uni.

With the right maps and charts, someone who knew what he was doing could probably work out its
exact location, or very nearly.

"Y ou there! Get moving!" someone shouted.

He waked ahead quickly, thinking about it, thinking about it.



It wasthere. Thetunnd.
Chapter Six

"If itsmoney, the answer isno," Julia Costanza said, walking briskly past clattering looms and immigrant
women glancing at her. "If it'sajob,” shesad, "I might be ableto help you."

Chip, walking along beside her, said, "Ashi'sdready got meajob.”
"Thenit'smoney,” shesad.
"Information first,” Chip said, "then maybe money." He pushed open adoor.

"No," Juliasaid, going through. "Why don't you go to I.A.? That'swhat it's there for. What information?
About what?" She glanced at him asthey started up aspird stairway that shifted with their weight.

Chip sad, "Can we st down somewhere for five minutes?

"If I 9t down," duliasaid, "half thisidand will be naked to-morrow. That's probably acceptable to you,
but it isn't to me. What information?”

Heheld in hisresentment. Looking at her beak-nosed pro-file, he said, "Those two attacks on Uni
you—"

"No," she said. She stopped and faced him, one hand hold-ing the stairway's centerpost. "If it's about
that | redly wont listen,” shesaid. "'l knew it the minute you walked into that living room, the
disapproving air you had. No. I'm not inter-ested in any more plans and schemes. Go talk to somebody
" Shewent up the gairs.

Hewent quickly and caught up with her. "Were they plan-ning to use atunnel?' he asked. "Just tell me
that; were they going in through atunnd from behind Mount Love?!

She pushed open the door at the head of the stairway; he held it and went through after her, into alarge
loft where afew machine partslay. Birds rose fluttering to holesin the peaked roof and flew out.

"They were going in with the other people,” she said, walk-ing straight through the loft toward a door at
itsfar end. "The Sghtseers. At least that was the plan. They were going to go down inthe elevators.”

"And then?"
"Theresno point in—"
"Just answer me, will you, please?’ he said.

She glanced at him, angrily, and looked ahead. "There's sup-posed to be alarge observation window,"
shesad. "They were going to smash it and throw in explosives.”

"Both groups?’

"Wes"

"They may have succeeded,” he said.

She stopped with her hand on the door and looked at him, puzzled.

"That'snot redly Uni," hesaid. "It'sadisplay for the Sght-seers. And maybeit'saso meant asafdse



target for attackers. They could have blown it up and nothing would have happened —except that they
would have been grabbed and treated.”

She kept looking a him.

"Thered thing isfarther down,” he said. "On threeleves. | wasin it once when | wasten or eleven years
old."

Shesad, "Digging atunnd isthemost ri—"
"It'stheredready," he said. "It doesn't have to be dug.”

She closed her mouth, looked at him, and turned quickly away and pushed open the door. It led to
another loft, brightly lit, where arow of presses ssood motionlesswith layers of cloth on their beds.
Water was on the floor, and two men weretrying to lift the end of along pipe that had apparently fallen
from thewall and lay across a stopped conveyor bt piled with cut cloth pieces. Thewall end of the pipe
was gtill anchored, and the men weretrying to lift its other end and get it off the belt and back up against
thewall. Another man, an immigrant, waited on aladder to receiveit.

"Help them," Julia said, and began gathering pieces of cloth from the wet floor.

"If that's how | spend my time, nothing's going to be changed,” Chip said. " That's acceptable to you, but
itisnttome.”

"Help them!" Juliasaid. "Go on! WEll tak later! Y ou're not going to get anywhere by being cheeky!”

?

Chip helped the men get the pipe secured againgt the wall, and then he went out with Juliaonto arailed
landing on the sde of the building. New Madrid stretched away below them, bright in the mid-morning
sun. Beyond it lay astrip of blue-green sea dotted with fishing boats.

"Every day it'ssomething ese," Juliasaid, reaching into the pocket of her gray apron. She took out
cigarettes, offered Chip one, and lit them with ordinary chegp matches.

They smoked, and Chip said, "The tunnel'sthere. It was used to bring in the memory banks."
"Some of the groups | wasn't involved with may have known about it," Juliasaid.
"Canyoufind out?

She drew on her cigarette. In the sunlight she was ol der-looking, the skin of her face and neck netted
withwrinkles. "Yes," she said. "I suppose so. How do you know about it?"

Hetold her. "I'm sureit'snot filled in," he said. "It must be fifteen kilometerslong. And besides, it'sgoing
to be used again. Theré's space cut out for more banks for when the Family gets bigger.”

Shelooked questioningly at him. "1 thought the colonies had their own computers,” she said.

"They do," he said, not understanding. And then he under-stood. It was only in the coloniesthat the
Family was growing; on Earth, with two children per couple and not every couple alowed to reproduce,
the Family was getting smaller, not bigger. He had never connected that with what Papa Jan had said
about the space for more memory banks. *Maybe they'll be needed for more telecontrolled equipment/
hesad.



"Or maybe," Juliasad, "your grandfather wasn't ardiable source of information.”

"He was the one who had theideafor the tunnd/* Chip said. "It'sthere; | know itis. And it may bea
way, the only way, that Uni can be gotten at. I'm going to try it, and | want your help, as much of it as
you cangiveme."

"Y ouwant my money, you mean/' she said.

"Yes" hesad. "And your help. Infinding the right people with theright skills. And in getting information
that welll need, and equipment. And in finding people who can teach us skills that we don't have. | want
to take this very dowly and carefully. | want to come back."

She looked a him with her eyes narrowed against her cigarette smoke. "Well, you're not an absolute
imbecile/" she said. "What kind of job has Ashi found for you?"

"Washing dishes at the Casino.”

"God in heaven!" she said. "Come here tomorrow morning at a quarter of eight.”
"The Casno leaves my morningsfreeg,” he sad.

"Come herel" shesaid. "You'l get thetimeyou need.”

"All right/' he said, and smiled at her. "Thanks" he said.

She turned away and looked at her cigarette. She crushed it againgt therailing. "I'm not going to pay for
it," shesaid. "Not dl of it. | can't. Y ou have no idea how expensiveit's going to be. Explosives, for
instance: last time they cost over two thou-sand dollars, and that was five years ago; God knows what
they'll betoday." She scowled at her cigarette stub and threw it away over therailing. "I'll pay what |
can," shesaid, "and I'll introduce you to people who'll pay therest if you flatter them enough.”

"Thank you," Chip said. "I couldn't ask for more. Thank you."
"God in heaven, herel go again,” Juliasaid. Sheturnedto

Chip. "Wait, you'l find out/" she said: "the older you get, the more you stay the same. I'm an only child
who's used to having her way, that's my trouble. Come on, I've got work to do.”

They went down gairsthat led from thelanding. "Redly,” Juliasaid. "I have al kinds of noble reasonsfor
gpending my time and money on people like you—a Christian urge to help the Family, love of judtice,
freedom, democracy—nbut the truth of the matter is, I'm an only child who's used to having her way. It
maddens me, it absolutely maddens me, that | can't go anywhere | please on this planet! Or off it, for
that matter! Y ou have no ideahow | resent that damned computer!”

Chiplaughed. "l do!" hesaid. "That'sjust theway | fed."
"It'samongter sraight out of hell," Juliasaid.

They walked around the building. "It'samongter, dl right," Chip said, throwing away his cigarette. "At
least the way it isnow. One of thethings| want to try to find out iswhether, if we got the chance, we
could changeits programming instead of destroyingit. If the Family wererunning it, instead of vice
versa, it wouldn't be so bad. Do you redly believein heaven and hdll?'

"Let'snot get into religion,” Juliasaid, "or you're going to find yoursdf washing dishes a the Casino, How
much arethey paying you?'



"Six-fifty aweek."

"Redly?'

"Wes"

"I'll giveyou the same," Juliasaid, "but if anyone around here asks, say you're getting five."

? Hewaited until Julia had questioned anumber of people without learning of any attack party that had
known about the tunnel, and then, confirmed in hisdecision, hetold hisplansto Lilac.

"You can't!" shesaid. "Not after al those other people went!"
"They were aming a the wrong target,” he said.

She shook her head, held her brow, looked at him. "1t's—I
Iff?

don't know what to say" shesaid. "'l thought you were—done with dl this. | thought we were settled.”
Shethrew her hands out at the room around them, their New Madrid room, with the walls they had
painted, the bookshelf he had made, the bed, the refrigerator, Ashi's sketch of alaughing child.

Chip said, "Honey, | may be the only person on any of the idands who knows about the tunnel, about the
red Uni. | have to make use of that- How can | not doit?'

"All right, make use of it," she said. "Plan, hep organize aparty—fine! I'll help you! But why do you
haveto go? Other people should do it, people without families.”

"“I'll be here when the baby's born,” he said. "It's going to take longer than that to get everything ready.
And then I'll only be gone fo—maybe aslittle as aweek."

She stared a him. "How can you say that?' she said. "How can you say you'll—you could be gone
forever! Y ou could be caught and treated!"

"We're going to learn how to fight," he said. "Were going to have guns and—*
"Others should go!" shesaid.

"How can | ask them, if I'm not going mysdlf?"

"Ask them, that'sal. Ask them."

"No," hesaid. "I've got to go too."

"You want to go, that'swhat it is," she said. "Y ou don't have to go; you want to."

Hewas sllent for amoment, and then he said, "All right, | want to. Yes. | can't think of not being there
when Uni is beaten. | want to throw the explosive mysdlf, or pull the switch mysdlf, or do whatever itis
thet'sfindly done—mysdif."

"Youresck," shesaid. She picked up the sawing in her 1ap and found the needle and started to sew. "I
mean it," shesaid. "Y ou're sick on the subject of Uni. It didn't put us here; we're lucky to have got here.
Ashi'sright: it would have killed usthe way it kills people at sixty-two; it wouldn't have wasted boats and
idands. We got away fromit; it's already been beaten; and you're sick to want to go back and beat it



agan.”
"It put us here," Chip said, "because the programmers couldn't justify killing people who were il young.”

"Cloth," Lilac said. "They judtified killing old people, they'd have judtified killing infants. We got away.
And now you're going back."

"What about our parents?' he said. " They're going to be killed in afew more years. What about
Snowflake and Spar-rown—the whole Family, in fact?"

She sewed, jabbing the needle into green cloth—the deeves from her green dress that she was making
into ashirt for the baby. " Others should go," she said. ""People without families.

Later, inbed, he said, "'If anything should go wrong, Juliawill take care of you. And the baby."
"That'sagreat comfort,” she said. "Thanks. Thanks very much. Thank Juliatoo.”

It stayed between them from that night on: resentment on her part and refusal to be moved by it on his.
PART FOUR

FIGHTING BACK

Chapter One

Hewas busy, busier than held been in hisentire life: planning, looking for people and equipment,
traveling, learn-ing, explaining, pleading, devisng, deciding. And working at the factory too, where Julia,
despite the time off she dlowed him, made sure she got her six-fifty-a-week'sworth out of himin
machinery repair and production speed-up. And with Li-lac's pregnancy advancing, he was doing more
of the at-home chores too. He was more exhausted than he'd ever been, and more wide avake; more
sick of everything one day and more sure of everything the next; more dive,

It, the plan, the project, was like amachine to be assembled, with all the parts to be found or made, and
each dependent for its shape and size on dl the others.

Before he could decide on the size of the party, he had to have a clearer idea of its ultimate aim; and
before he could have that, he had to know more about Uni's functioning and where it could be most
effectively atacked.

He spoketo Lars Newman, Ashi'sfriend who ran aschool. Lars sent him to aman in Andrait, who sent
him to aman in Manacor.

"I knew those banks were too smal for the amount of in-sulation they seemed to have," themanin
Manacor said. His name was Newbrook and he was near seventy; he had taught in atechnological
academy before he left the Family. He was minding a baby granddaughter, changing her diaper and
an-noyed about it. "Hold till, will you?' he said. "Well, assum-ing you can get in," he said to Chip, "the
power sourceiswhat you've obviousy got to go for. Thereactor or, more likely, the reactors.”

"But they could be replaced fairly quickly, couldn't they?' Chip said. "I want to put Uni out of
commission for agood long time, long enough for the Family to wake up and decide what it wantsto do
withit."

"Damnit, hold stilll" Newbrook said. "Therefrigerating plant, then.”

"Therefrigerating plant?’ Chip said.



"That'sright,” Newbrook said. "Theinterna temperature of the banks has to be close to absolute zero;
raiseit afew de-grees and the grids won't—there, you see what you've done? —the gridswon't be
superconductive any more. You'll erase Uni'smemory." He picked up the crying baby and held her
againg his shoulder, patting her back. "Shh, shh/' he said.

"Eraseit permanently?’ Chip asked.

Newbrook nodded, patting the crying baby. "Evenif the refrigeration'srestored,” he said, "al the data
will haveto befedin agan. Itll take years."

"That's exactly what I'm looking for/' Chip said.
Therefrigerating plant.

And the stand-by plant.

And the second stand-by plant, if there was one.

Three refrigeration plants to be put out of operation. Two men for each, he figured; oneto place the
explosives and one to keep members away.

Six men to stop Uni'srefrigeration and then hold its en-trances againg the help it would summon with its
thawing fatering brain. Could six men hold the eevators and the tun-nel? (And had Papa Jan mentioned
other shaftsin the other cut-out space?) But six was the minimum, and the minimum was what he wanted,
becauseif any one man was caught while they were on their way, he would tell the doctors everything
and Uni would be expecting them at the tunnel. The fewer the men, the lessthe danger.

He and five others.

The ydlow-haired young man who ran the LA. patrol boat —Vito Newcome, but he called himsdlf
Dover—painted the boat's railing while he listened, and then, when Chip spoke about the tunnel and the
real memory banks, listened without painting; crouched on his heds with the brush hanging in hishand
and squinted up at Chip with flecks of whitein his short beard and on hischest. "Y ou're sure of it?' he
asked.

"Pogitive” Chip said.

"It's about time somebody took another crack at that brother-fighter." Dover Newcome looked at his
thumb, white-smeared, and wiped it on histrouser thigh.

Chip crouched beside him. "Do you want to bein on it?" he asked.

Dover looked a him and, after amoment, nodded. "Yes," hesaid. "I certainly do.”

Ashi said no, which waswhat Chip had expected; he asked him only because not asking, he thought,
would beadight. "l just don't fed it'sworth therisk," Ashi said. "I'll help you out in any way | can,
though. Julia's dready hit mefor a contribu-tion and I've promised ahundred dollars. I'll makeit more
than that if you needit.”

"Fing," Chip said. "Thanks, Ashi. You can help. You can get into the Library, can't you? Seeif you can
find any maps of the areaaround EUR-zip-one, U or pre-U. The larger the better; mapswith
topographicd details."

When Julia heard that Dover Newcome was to be in the group, she objected. "We need him here, on the



boat," she sad.

"Y ou won't once we're finished,” Chip said.

"God in heaven/ Juliasaid. "How do you get by with o little confidence?"
"It'seasy,” Chipsad. "I have afriend who says prayersfor me."

Julialooked coldly at him. "Don't take anyone e'sefrom LA/ she said. "And don't take anyone from the
factory. And

fi
don't take anyone with afamily that | may wind up support-ing!"
"How do you get by with solittlefaith?* Chip said.

He and Dover between them spoke to some thirty or forty immigrants without finding any otherswho
wanted to take part in the attack. They copied names and addressesfrom the |.A. files, of men and
women over twenty and under forty who had cometo Liberty within the previous few years, and they
called on seven or eight of them every week. Lars Newman's son wanted to be in the group, but he had
been born on Liberty, and Chip wanted only people who had been raised in the Family, who were
accustomed to scanners and walkways, to the dow pace and the contented smile.

He found acompany in Pollensa that would make dynamite bombswith fast or dow mechanica fuses,
provided they were ordered by anative with a permit. He found another company, in Calvia, that would
make sx gas masks, but they wouldn't guarantee them against LPK unless he gave them a sample for
testing. Lilac, who wasworking in animmigrant clinic, found adoctor who knew the LPK formula, but
none of theidand's chemical companies could manufacture any; lithium was one of its chief congtituents,
and there hadn't been any lithium availa-ble for over thirty years.

He was running aweekly two-line advertisement in the Im-migrant, offering to buy coverdls, sandds,
and take-along kits. One day he got an answer from awoman in Andrait, and afew evenings later he
went there to look at two kits and a pair of sandas. The kits were shabby and outdated, but the sandals
were good. The woman and her husband asked why he wanted them. Their name was Newbridge and
they werein their early thirties, living in atiny wretched rat-infested cdllar. Chip told them, and they asked
to join the group—ingisted on joining it, actualy. They were perfectly norma-looking, which was apoint
inther favor, but there was a feverishness about them, akeyed-up tenson, that bothered Chip alittle.

He went to see them again aweek later, with Dover, and that time they seemed more relaxed and
possibly suitable. Their names were Jack and Ria. They had had two children, both of whom had died in
their first few months. Jack was a sewer worker and Riaworked in atoy factory. They said they were
healthy and seemed to be.

Chip decided to take them—provisiondly, at least—and he told them the details of the plan asit was
taking shape.

"We ought to blow up the whole fucking thing, not just the refrigerating plants,” Jack said.

"Onething hasto be very clear,” Chip said. "I'm going to be in charge. Unlessyou're prepared to do
exactly as| say every step of the way, you'd better forget the whole thing."

"No, you're absolutdly right,” Jack said. "There has to be one man in charge of an operation likethis; it's
the only way it canwork."



"We can offer suggestions, can't we?' Riasaid.

"The more the better,” Chip said. "But the decisions are going to be mine, and you've got to be ready to
go dong with them."

Jack said, "l am," and Riasaid, "Soam |."

L ocating the entrance of the tunnel turned out to be more difficult than Chip had anticipated. He collected
three large-scale maps of central Eur and ahighly detailed pre-U topo-graphic one of " Switzerland” on
which he carefully transcribed Uni's Ste, but everyone he consulted—former engineers and geologists,
native mining engineers—said that more data was needed before the tunndl's course could be projected
with any hope of accuracy. Ashi became interested in the problem and spent occasiona hoursin the
Library copying referencesto "Geneva' and "JuraMountains' out of old encyclopedias and workson

geology.

On two consecutive moonlit nights Chip and Dover went out in the . A. boat to a point west of
EUR91766 and watched for the copper barges. These passed, they found, at precise intervals of four
hours and twenty-five minutes. Each low flat dark shape moved steadily toward the northwest &t thirty
kilometers an hour, itsrolling afterwaves lifting the boat and droppingit, lifting it and dropping it. Three
hours later abarge would come from the opposite direction, riding higher on the water, empty.

Dover caculated that the Eur-bound barges, if they main-tained their speed and direction, would reach
EUR91772in alittle over Sx hours.

On the second night he brought the boat alongside a barge and dowed to match its speed while Chip
climbed aboard. Chip rode on the barge for severa minutes, sitting comfortably on itsflat compacted
load of copper ingotsin wood cribs, and then he climbed back aboard the boat.

Lilac found another man for the group, an attendant &t the clinic named Lars Newstone who called
himself Buzz. He wasthirty-sx, Chip's age, and tdler than normal; aquiet and capable-seeming man. He
had been on the idand for nine years and at the clinic for three, during which he had picked up acertain
amount of medica knowledge. He was married but living apart from hiswife. Hewanted to join the
group, he said, because he had aways felt that "somebody ought to do something, or at least try. It's
wrong/' he said, "to let Uni— have the world without trying to get it back.”

"He'sfine, just the man we need,” Chip said to Lilac after Buzz had left their room. "1 wish | had two
more of him in-steed of the Newbridges. Thank you."

Lilac said nothing, standing at the sink washing cups. Chip went to her, took her shoulders, and kissed
her hair. She wasin the seventh month of her pregnancy, big and uncomfortable.

At the end of March, Juliagave adinner party a which Chip, who had by then been working four
months on the plan, presented it to her guests—natives with money who could each be counted on, she
had said, for acontribution of at least five hundred dollars. He gave them copies of alist he had prepared
of al the cogtsthat would be involved, and passed around his " Switzerland" map with the tunnel drawnin
in its gpproxi-mate position.

They weren't as receptive as he had thought they would be.
"Thirty-sx hundred for explosves?' one asked.

"That'sright, dr,” Chip said. "If anyone knows where we can get them cheaper, I'll be glad to hear about
it"



"What'sthis kit reinforcing'?'

"The kits were going to carry; they're not made for heavy loads. They have to be taken apart and
remade around metal frames."

"Y ou people can't buy guns and bombs, can you?"

"I'll do the buying,” Juliasaid, "and everything will stay on my property until the party leaves. | havethe
permits.”

"When do you think you'l go?'

"I don't know yet," Chip said. "The gas masks are going to take three months from when they're ordered.
And we 4till have one more man to find, and training to go through. I'm hoping for July or Augugt.”

"Areyou surethisiswhere the tunnd actudly is?'
"No, were till working on that. That'sjust an approxima-tion.”

Five of the guests gave excuses and seven gave checks that added up to only twenty-six hundred dollars,
less than aquarter of the eleven thousand that was needed.

"Lunky bastards," Juliasaid.
"It'sabeginning, anyway," Chip said. "We can start order-ing things. And take on Captain Gold."

"Well doit againinafew weeks" duliasad. "What were you so nervous for? Y ou've got to spesk more
forcefully!™

The baby was born, a boy, and they named him Jan. Both his eyes were brown.

On Sundays and Wednesday evenings, in an unused loft in dulids factory, Chip, Dover, Buzz, Jack, and
Riastudied vari-ousforms of fighting. Their teacher was an officer in thearmy, Captain Gold, asmall
smiling man who obvioudy didiked them and seemed to take pleasure in having them hit one an-other
and throw one another to the thin mats spread on the floor. "Hit! Hit! Hit!" he would say, bobbing before
them in hisundershirt and army trousers. "Hitl Likethid Thisishit-ting, not this! Thisiswaving at
someone! God almighty, you're hopeless, you stedies! Come on, Green-eye, hit html"

Chip swung hisfigt at Jack and wasin the air and on hisback on amat.

"Good, you!" Captain Gold said. "That looked alittle hu-man! Get up, Green-eye, you're not dead!
What did | tell you about keeping low?”

Jack and Rialearned most quickly; Buzz, most dowly.
Juliagave another dinner, a which Chip spoke more force-fully, and they got thirty-two hundred dollars.

The baby was sick—had afever and a stomach infection— but he got better and was fine-looking and
happy, sucking hungrily at Lilac's breasts. Lilac was warmer than before, pleased with the baby and
interested in hearing Chip tell about the money-raising and the gradua coming-into-being of the plan.

Chip found asixth man, aworker on afarm near Santany, who had come over from Afr shortly before
Chip and Lilac had. Hewas alittle older than Chip would have liked, forty-three, but he was strong and
quick-moving, and sure that Uni could be beaten. He had worked in chromatomicrography in the Family,
and his name was Morgan Newmark, though he dtill called himsdlf by his Family name, Karl.



Ashi said, "1 think | could find the damned tunnel mysdlf now," and handed Chip twenty pages of notes
that he had copied from books in the Library. Chip brought them, along with the maps, to each of the
people he had consulted before, and three of them were now willing to hazard a projection of the tunnel's
likeliest course. They came up, not unexpectedly, with three different placesfor the tunnel's entrance.
Two were within akilometer of each other and one was six kilometersaway. "Thisis enough if we can't
do better,” Chip said to Dover.

The company that was making the gas masks went out of business—without returning the
eight-hundred-dollar advance Chip had given them—and another maker had to be found.

Chip talked again with Newbrook, the former technol ogical-academy teacher, about the type of
refrigerating plants Uni would be likely to have. Juliagave another dinner and Ashi gave aparty; three
thousand dollars more was collected. Buzz had arun-in with agang of natives and, though he surprised
them by fighting effectively, came out of it with two cracked ribs and afractured shinbone. Everyone
began looking for an-other man in case he wasn't able to go.

Lilac woke Chip one night.

"What'swrong?' he said.

"Chip?' shesad.

"Yes?' He could hear Jan breathing, adeep in hiscradle.

"If you'reright/ she said, "and thisidand isa prison that Uni has put us on—"
"y e

"And attacks have been made from here before—"

"Yes?' hesad.

She was slent—he could see her lying on her back with her eyes open—and then she said, "Wouldn't
Uni put other people here, 'hedth/ members, to warn it of other attacks?'

Helooked at her and said nothing.
"Maybe to—take part in them?' she said. "And get every-one'helped' in Eur?’

"No/" he said, and shook his head. "It's—no. They would have to get treatments, wouldn't they? To stay
"hedthy??'

"Yes" shesad.
"Y ou think there's a secret medicenter somewhere?' he asked, smiling.
"No," shesad.

"No," hesaid. "I'm sure there aren't any—'espions here. Before Uni would go to those lengths, it would
amply kill in-curablestheway you and Ashi say it would.”

"How do you know?' she said.

"Lilac, there are no epions,” he said. "Y ou're just looking for things to worry about. Go to degp now.
Go on. Jan'sgoing to be up in alittle while. Go on."



He kissed her and she turned over. After awhile she seemed to be adeep.
He stayed awake.
It couldn't be. They would need trestments...

How many people had he told about the plan, the tunndl, the real memory banks? There was no
counting. Hundreds! And each must havetold others...

He'd even put the ad in the Immigrant: Will buy kits, cuvs, sandals. . .

Someone who was in the group? No. Dover>—impossible. Buzz?—no, never. Jack or Ria?—no.
Kal?Hedidnt redly
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know Karl that well yet—pleasant, talked alot, drank alittle more than he should have but not enough to
worry about—no, Karl couldn't be anything but what he seemed, working on afarm out in the middle of
nowhere...

Julia? Hewas out of his head. Christ and Wei! God in heaven!
Lilac wasjust worrying too much, that wasall.

There couldn't be any espions, any people around who were secretly on Uni's side, because they would
need treatments to Stay that way.

He was going ahead with it no matter what.
Hefdl adeep.

The bombs came: bundles of thin brown cylinders taped around a centra black one. They were stored in
ashed behind the factory. Each had asmall meta handle, blue or yellow, lying taped againgt itsside. The
blue handles were thirty-sec-ond fuses; the yellow, four-minute ones.

They tried onein amarble quarry a night; wedged it in acleft and pulled its fuse handle, blue, with fifty
meters of wire from behind apile of cut blocks. The explosion when it came was thunderous, and where
the cleft had been they found ahole the size of adoorway, running with rubble, churning with dust.

They hiked in the mountains—all except Buzz—wearing kits weighted with stones. Captain Gold showed
them how to load a bullet-gun and focus an L-beam; how to draw, aim, and shoot -—at planks propped
againg the factory's rear wall.

"Areyou giving ancther dinner?* Chip asked Julia.

"In aweek or two," she said.

But she didn't. She didn't mention money again, and neither did he.

He spent sometimewith Karl, and satisfied himsdlf that he wasn't an "espion.”
Buzz'sleg hedled dmost completely, and he inssted he would be ableto go.

The gas masks came, and the remaining guns, and the tools and the shoes and the razors; and the plastic



sheeting, there-
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made kits, the watches, the coils of strong wire, the inflatable raft, the shovel, the compasses, the
binoculars.

"Try to hit me/" Captain Gold said, and Chip hit him and split hislip.

It took till November to get everything done, amost ayear, and then Chip decided to wait and go at
Christmas, to make the move to '001 on the holiday, when bike paths and walk-ways, carports and
arports, would be a their busest; when memberswould move alittle lessdowly than norma and evena
"hedthy" one might missthe plate of ascanner.

On the Sunday before they were to go, they brought every-thing from the shed into the loft and packed
the kits and the secondary kits they would unpack when they landed. Juliawasthere, and Lars
Newman's son John, who was going to bring back the 1A. boat, and Dover's girlfriend
Nela—twenty-two and yellow-haired as he, excited by it al. Ashi looked in and so did Captain Gold.
"You'renuts, youredl nuts" Captain Gold said, and Buzz said, " Scram, you lunky." When they were
done, when dl the kits were plastic-wrapped and tied, Chip asked everyone not in the group to go
outside. He gathered the group in acircle on the mats.

"I've been thinking alot about what happensif one of us gets caught,” he said, "and thisiswhat I've
decided. If any-one, even one, gets caught—the rest of uswill turn around and go back.”

They looked a him. Buzz said, "After dl this?'

"Yes" hesad. "Wewon't have a chance, once anyone's treated and telling adoctor that we're going in
through the tunnel. So welll go back, quickly and quietly, and find one of the boats. In fact, | want to try
to spot one when we land, be-fore we art traveling.”

"Christ and We!" Jack said. "Sure, if three or four get caught, but one?'
"Thaf'sthe decison,” Chip said. "It'stheright one.”
Riasad, "What if you get caught?"

"Then Buzzisin charge" Chip said, "and it's up to him. But meanwhile that'sthe way it'sgoing to be: if
anyone gets caught we al turn back."

Karl said, "So let'snobody get caught.”

"Right,” Chip said. He stood up. "That'sdl," he said. " Get plenty of deep. Wednesday at seven.”
"Woodsday," Dover sad.

"Woodsday, Woodsday, Woodsday," Chip said. "Woodsday at seven.”

5

Hekissed Lilac asif he were going out to see someone about something and would be back in afew
hours. " 'By, love," he said.

She held him and kept her cheek againgt hisand didn't say anything.



He kissed her again, took her arms from around him, and went to the cradle. Jan was busy reaching for
an empty ciga-rette box hanging on astring. Chip kissed his cheek and said good-by to him.

Lilac cameto him and he kissed her. They held each other and kissed, and then he went out, not looking
back at her.

Ashi waswaiting downstairs on his motorbike. He drove Chip to Pollensaand the pier.

They wereadl inthe LA. office by aquarter of seven, and while they were clipping one another's hair the
truck came. John Newman and Ashi and aman from the factory loaded the kits and the raft onto the
boat, and Julia unpacked sandwiches and coffee. The men clipped their beards and shaved their faces
bare.

They put bracelets on and closed links that looked like ordi-nary ones. Chip's bracelet said Jesus
AY31G6912.

He said good-by to Ashi, and kissed Julia. "Pack your kit and get ready to seethe world," he said.
"Becareful,” shesad. "And try praying.”

He got on the boat, sat on the deck in front of the kits with John Newman and the others—Buzz and
Karl, Jack and Rig; strange-looking and Family-like with their clipped hair, their beardless smilar faces.

Dover started the boat and steered it out of the harbor, then turned it toward the faint orange glow that
came from '91766.

Chapter Two

In palid pre-dawn light they dipped from the barge and pushed the kit-loaded raft away from it. Three of
them pushed and three swam aong beside, watching the black high-diffed shore. They moved dowly,
keeping about fifty meters out. Every ten minutes or so they changed places; the oneswho had been
swimming pushed, the ones who had been pushing swam.

When they were wdl below '91772 they turned and pushed the raft in. They beached it inasmall sandy
cove with tower-ing rock walls, and unloaded the kits and unwrapped them. They opened the secondary
kits and put on coverals; pocketed guns, watches, compasses, maps; then dug a hole and packed into it
the two emptied kitsand dl the plastic wrappings, the deflated raft, their Liberty clothing, and the shovel
they had used for digging. They filled the hole and stamped it level, and with kits dung on their shoulders
and sanddsin their hands, began walking in single file down the narrow gtrip of beach. The sky lightened
and their shadows appeared before them, diding in and out over rocky cliff-base. Near the back of the
line Karl garted whigtling "One Mighty Family." The others smiled, and Chip, at the front, joined it. Some
of the others did too.

Soon they came to aboat—an old blue boat lying onitsside,
_ i1 P—TN

waiting for incurableswho would think themselves lucky. Chip turned, and walking backward, said,
"Hereitis, if weneedit,” and Dover said, "We won't," and Jack, after Chip had turned and they had
passed it, picked up a stone, turned, threw it at the boat, and missed.

They switched their kits from one shoulder to the other asthey walked. In alittle less than an hour they
cameto ascan-ner with its back to them. "Home again,” Dover said, and Riagroaned, and Buzz said,
"Hi, Uni, how are you?'—paitting the scanner's top as he passed it. He was walking without limp-ing;



Chip had looked around afew timesto check.

The strip of beach began to widen, and they cameto alitter basket and more of them, and then lifeguard
platforms, speak-ers and aclock—6:54 Thu 25 Dec 171 Y.U.—and astairway zigzagging up the diff
with red and green bunting wound around some of itsrailing supports.

They put their kits down, and their sandd's, and took their coveralls off and spread them out. They lay
down on them and rested under the sun's growing warmth. Chip mentioned things that he thought they
should say when they spoke to the Family—afterwards—and they talked about that and about the extent
to which Uni's stopping would block TV and how long the restoring of it would take.

Karl and Dover fell adeep.

Chip lay with his eyes closed and thought about some of the problems the Family would face asit
awakened, and different ways of dedling with them.

"Christ, Who Taught Us' began on the speakers at eight o'clock, and two red-capped lifeguardsin
sunglasses came walk-ing down the zigzag stairs. One of them came to a platform near the group. "Merry
Chrigmas" hesad.

"Merry Christmas," they said to him.
"You can goin now if youwant," he said, climbing up onto the platform.

Chip and Jack and Dover got up and went into the water. They swam around for awhile, watching
members come down the gairs, and then they went out and lay down again.

When there were thirty-five or forty members on the beach, at 8:22, the six got up and began putting on
their coverals and shouldering their kits.

Chip and Dover went up the stairsfirst. They smiled and said "Merry Chrissmas' to members coming
down, and easily fase-touched the scanner at the top. The only members nearby were at the canteen
with their backsturned.

They waited by awater fountain, and Jack and Ria came up, and then Buzz and Karl.

They went to the bike racks, where twenty or twenty-five bikeswere lined up in the nearest dots. They
took the last Six, put their kits in the baskets, mounted, and rode to the en-trance of the bike path. They
waited there, smiling and talking, until no cyclists and no cars were going by, and then they passed the
scanner in agroup, touching their bracel etsto the sde of it in case someone could see them from a
distance.

They rode toward EUR91770 singly and in twos, spaced out widdly along the path. Chip went first, with
Dover behind him. He watched the cyclists who approached them and the occasional carsthat rushed
past. We're going to do it, hethought. We're going to do it.

?

They went into the airport separately and gathered near the flight-schedule signboard. Members pressed
them close to-gether; the red-and-green-streamered waiting room was densely crowded, and so
voicefilled that Christmas music could only intermittently be heard. Beyond the glass, large planesturned
and moved ponderoudly, took members on from three esca-lators at once, |et lines of members off,
rolled to and from the runways.



It was 9:35. The next flight to EUR0O0001 was at 11:48.

Chip sad, "I don't like the idea of staying here so long. The barge either used extra power or camein
late, and if the dif-ference was congpicuous, Uni may have figured out what caused it."

"Let'sgo now," Riasaid, "and get as close to '001 as we can and then bike again.”
"WEell get there alot sooner if wewait," Karl said. "Thisisn't such abad hiding place.”

"No," Chip said, looking at the signboard, "let's go—on the 10:06 to '00020. That's the soonest we can
manageit, and it's only about fifty kilometers from '001. Come on, the door's over that way."

They made their way through the crowd to the swing-door at the side of the room and clustered around
its scanner. The door opened and amember in orange came out. Excusing him-salf, he reached between
Chip and Dover to touch the scan-ner—yes, it winked—and went on.

Chip dipped hiswatch from his pocket and checked it against aclock. "It'slane six," he said. "If there's
more than one escalator, be on line for the one a the back of the plane; and make sure you're near the
end of theline but with at least Sx members behind you. Dover?' He took Dover's elbow and they went
through the door into the depot area. A member in orange standing there said, ™Y ou're not supposed to
bein here

"Uni okayed it,” Chip said. "We'rein airport desgn.”
"Three-thirty-seven A," Dover sad.

Chip said, "Thiswing isbeing enlarged next year."

"| see what you meant about the ceiling,” Dover said, look-ing up &t it.
"Yes," Chip said. "It could easily go up another meter.”

"Meter and ahdf," Dover said.

"Unlesswe run into trouble with the ducts,”" Chip said.

The member |eft them and went out through the door.

"Yes, dl theducts,” Dover said. "Big problem.”

"L et me show you wherethey lead,” Chip said. "It'sinter-esting.”
"It certainly is," Dover said.

They went into the area where membersin orange were readying cake and drink containers, working
more quickly than membersusudly did.

"Three-thirty-seven A?' Chip said.

"Why not?' Dover said, and pointed at the ceiling asthey separated for amember pushing acart. "You
seetheway theductsrun?' he said.

"We're going to have to change the whole setup,” Chip said. "In here too."

They fase-touched and went into the room where coverals hung on hooks. No onewasinit. Chip
closed the door and pointed to the closet where the orange coveralls were kept.



They put orange coverdlson over their yellow ones, and toeguards on their sandals. They tore openings
inside the pockets of the orange coveralls so that they could reach into the pockets of the inner ones.

A member inwhite camein. "Hdlo," hesad. "Merry Chrisgmas."
"Merry Chrigmas," they said.

"l was sent up from 765 to help out,”" he said. He was about thirty.
"Good, we can useit," Chip said.

The member, opening his coverals, looked at Dover, who was closing his. "What have you got the other
ones on under-neath for?* he asked.

"It'swarmer that way," Chip said, going to him.
Heturned to Chip, puzzled. "Warmer?' he said. "What do you want to be warmer for?”'

"I'm sorry, brother,” Chip said, and hit him in the somach. He bent forward, grunting, and Chip swung
hisfist up under hisjaw. The member straightened and fell backward; Dover caught him under the arms
and lowered him to the floor. He lay with hiseyes closed, asif deeping.

Chip, looking down at him, said, "Christ and Wei, it works."

They tore up a set of coveralls and tied the member's wrists and ankles and knotted a deeve between his
teeth; then lifted him and put him into the closet where the floor polisher was.

The clock's 9:51 became 9:52.

. They wrapped their kitsin orange coveralls and went out of the room and past the membersworking at
the cake and drink containers. In the depot areathey found a half-empty carton of towels and put the
wrapped kitsinto it. Carrying the carton between them, they went out through the portal onto the field.

A plane was opposite lane six, alarge one, with membersleaving it on two escalators. Membersin
orange waited at each escalator with acontainer cart.

They went away from the plane, toward the I &ft; crossed the field diagonaly with the carton between
them, skirting adow-moving maintenance truck and approaching the hangarsthat lay in aflat-roofed
wing extending toward the runways.

They went into ahangar. A smdler plane wasthere, with membersin orange underneeth it, lowering a
square black hous-ing from it. Chip and Dover carried the carton to the back of the hangar where there
was adoor inthe sidewall. Dover opened it, looked in, and nodded to Chip.

They went in and closed the door. They were in asupply room: racks of tools, rows of wood crates,
black metal drums marked hub Oil SG. "Couldn't be better/' Chip said asthey put the carton on the
floor.

Dover went to the door and stood at its hinge side. He took out his gun and held it by its barrel.

Chip, crouching, unwrapped akit, opened it, and took out abomb, one with aydlow four-minute
handle

He separated two of the oil drums and put the bomb on the floor between them, with its taped-down
handle facing up. Hetook hiswatch out and looked at it. Dover said, "How long?' and he said, "Three



minutes”

He went back to the carton and, still holding the watch, closed the kit and rewrapped it and closed the
carton'sleaves.

"Isthere anything we can use?' Dover asked, nodding at the tool racks.

Chip went to one and the door of the room opened and amember in orange camein. "Hello," Chip said,
and took atool from the rack and put the watch in his pocket. "Hello," the member said, coming to the
other sde of therack. She glanced over it a Chip. "Who're you?' she asked.

"Li RP," hesaid. "'l was sent up from 765 to help." He took another tool from the rack, apair of
cdipers.

"It'snot as bad as Wei's Birthday," the member said.

Another member cameto the door. "Weve got it, Peace" he said. "Li had it."
"| asked him and he said he didn't/" the first member said.

"Wadl hedid," the second member said, and went away.

Thefirst member went after him. "He wasthefirst one | asked," she said.

Chip stood and watched the door asit dowly closed. Dover, behind it, looked at him and closed it dll the
way, softly. Chip looked back at Dover, and then at his hand holding the tools. It was shaking. He put
the tools down, let his breath out, and showed his hand to Dover, who smiled and said, "Very
un-memberlike”

Chip drew abresth and got the watch from his pocket. "L essthan aminute,” he said, and went to the
drums and crouched. He pulled the tape from the bomb's handle.

Dover put hisgun into his pocket—poked it into the inner one—and stood with his hand on the
doorknab.

Chip, looking at the watch and holding the fuse handle, said, " Ten seconds.” He waited, waited,
waited—and then pulled the handle up and stood as Dover opened the door. They picked up the carton
and carried it from the room and pulled the door closed.

They walked with the carton through the hangar—"Easy, easy," Chip said—and acrossthefield toward
the plane oppo-site lane six. Members were riling onto the escalators, riding UP-

"What'sthat?' amember in orange with a clipboard asked, walking aong with them.
"Weweretold to bring it over there/* Chip said.

"Karl?' another member said at the other side of the one with the clipboard, He stopped and turned,
saying "Yes?' and Chip and Dover kept walking.

They brought the carton to the plane's rear escalator and put it down. Chip stayed opposite the scanner
and looked at the escalator controls; Dover dipped through the line and stood at the scanner's back.
Members passed between them, touching their bracelets to the green-winking scanner and stepping onto
the escalator.

A member in orange cameto Chip and said, "I'm on thisescaator.” b



"Karl just told meto takeit,” Chip said. "l was sent up from "'765to help

"What'swrong?' the member with the clipboard asked, com-ing over. "Why are there three of you
here?'

"I thought | was on this escadator,” the other member said. The air shuddered and aloud roar clapped
from the hangars.

A black pillar, vast and growing, stood on the wing of hangars, and rolling orange firewasin the black. A
black and orange rain fell on the roof and the field, and membersin orange came running from the
hangars, running and dowing and looking back up &t thefiery pillar on the roof.

The member with the clipboard stared, and hurried forward. The other member hurried after him.

The members on line sood motionless, looking upward toward the hangars. Chip and Dover caught at
their ams and drew them forward. "Don't stop,” they said. "Keep mov-ing, please. There's no danger.
The planeiswaiting. Touch and step on. Keep moving, please.” They herded the members past the
scanner and onto the escalator and one was Jack— "Beauttiful," he said, gazing past Chip ashe
fase-touched; and Ria, who looked as excited as she had the first time Chip had seen her; and Karl,
looking awed and somber; and Buzz, smiling. Dover moved to the escaator after Buzz; Chip thrust a
wrapped kit to him and turned to the other members on line, the last seven or eight, who stood looking
toward the hangars. "Keep moving, please," he said. "The planeiswaiting for you. Sigter!"

"Thereisno causefor darm,” awoman's voice loudspeak-ered. " There has been an accident in the
hangars but every-thing is under contral.”

Chip urged the membersto the escdator. "Touch and step on," he said. "The planes waiting."

"Departing members, please resume your placesinling,” the voice said. "Memberswho are boarding
planes, continue to do so. Therewill be no interruption of service.”

Chip fase-touched and stepped onto the escalator behind the last member. Riding upward with his
wrapped kit under hisarm, he glanced toward the hangars. the pillar was black and smudging; there was
no morefire. He looked ahead again, at pale blue coverals. "All personnd except forty-sevens and
forty-nines, resume your assigned duties," the woman'svoice said. "All personnel except forty-sevens
and forty-nines, re-sume your assigned duties. Everything isunder control.” Chip stepped into the plane
and the door did down behind him. "Therewill be no interruption of—" Members stood confusedly,
looking at filled seets.

"There are extra passengers because of the holiday/' Chip said. "Go forward and ask memberswith
children to double up. It can't be helped.”

The members moved down the aide, looking from one side of the plane to the other.

The five were gtting in the last row, next to the dispensers. Dover took hiswrapped kit from the aide
seat and Chip sat down. Dover said, "Not bad."

"Werenot up yet,"” Chip said.

Voicesfilled the plane: members telling members about the explosion, spreading the news from row to
row. The clock said 10:06 but the plane wasn't moving.

The 10:06 became 20:07.



The six looked at one another, and looked forward, nor-mally.

The plane moved; siwung gently to the side and then pulled forward. It moved faster. Thelight dimmed
and the TV screensflicked on.

They watched Christ's Life and ayears-old Family at Work. They drank tea and coke but couldn't est;
there were no cakes on the plane, because of the hour, and though they had foil-wrapped rounds of
cheese in their kits, they would have been seen eating them by the members who came to the dispensers.
Chip and Dover sweated in their double coverdls. Karl kept dozing off, and Riaand Buzz on either sde
of him nudged him to keep him awake and watching.

Theflight took forty minutes.

When the location Sgn said EUR00020, Chip and Dover got up from their seats and stood at the
dispensers, pressing the buttons and | etting tea.and coke flow down the drains.

The plane landed and rode and stopped, and members began filing off. After afew dozen had gone
through the doorway nearby, Chip and Dover lifted the emptied containers from the dispensers, set them
on thefloor and raised their covers, and Buzz put awrapped kit into each. Then Buzz, Karl, Ria, and
Jack got up and the six went to the doorway. Chip, carrying a container againgt his chest, said, "Would
you excuse us, please?’ to an ederly member and went out. The othersfol-lowed close behind him.
Dover, carrying the other container, said to the member, "Y ou'd better wait till I'm off the es-caator,"
and the member nodded, looking confused.

At the bottom of the escaator Chip leaned hiswrist toward the scanner and then stood oppositeit,
blocking it from the membersin the waiting room. Buzz, Karl, Ria, and Jack passed in front of him,
false-touching, and Dover leaned againgt the scanner and nodded to the member waiting above.

The four went toward the waiting room, and Chip and Dover crossed the field to the portal and went
through it into the depot area. Setting down the containers, they took the kits out of them and dipped
between two rows of crates. They found a cleared space near thewall and took off the orange coveralls
and pulled the toeguards from their sandals.

They |€ft the depot area through the swing-door, their kits dung on their shoulders. The others were
waiting around the scanner. They went out of the airport by twos—it was d-most as crowded as the one
in'91770—and gathered again at the bike racks.

By noon they were north of ‘00018. They ate their rounds of cheese between the bike path and the River
of Freedom, in avalley flanked by mountains that rose to awesome snow-streaked heights. While they
atethey looked at their maps. By nightfall, they caculated, they could bein parkland afew kilometers
from the tunne's entrance.

A little after three o'clock, when they were nearing ‘00013, Chip noticed an gpproaching cyclist, agirl in
her early teens, who waslooking at the faces of the northbound cyclists

—his own as she passed him—uwith an expression of concern, of memberlike wan ting-to-help. A
moment later he saw another approaching cyclist looking at facesin the same dightly anxiousway, an
elderly woman with flowersin her basket. He smiled at her as she passed, then looked ahead. There was
nothing out of the ordinary in the path and the road besideit; afew hundred meters ahead both path and
road turned to the right and disappeared behind a power station.

He rode onto grass, stopped, and looking back, signaed to the others asthey came aong.



They pushed their bikes farther onto the grass. They were on the last stretch of parkland before the city:
agpan of grass, then picnic tablesand arising dope of trees.

"We're never going to makeit if we stop every haf hour,” Riasaid.
They sat down on the grass.

" think they're checking bracelets up ahead,” Chip said. "Telecomps and red-crossed coverdls. | noticed
two members coming this way who looked asif they weretrying to oot the sick one. They had that
how-can-1-help look."

"Hate" Buzz said.

Jack said, "Christ and Wi, Chip, if we're going to start worry-ing about members facial expressions,
we might aswell just turn around and go home.”

Chip looked at him and said, "A bracelet check isn't so un-likely, isit? Uni must know by now that the
explosion at '91770 was no accident, and it might have figured out exactly why it happened. Thisisthe
shortest route from ‘020 to Uni— and we're coming to the first sharp turn in about twelve kilometers.”

"All right, so they're checking bracelets," Jack said. "What the hate are we carrying gunsfor?"
"Yed" Riasad.
Dover said, "If we shoot our way through well have the whole bike path after ug”

"So welll drop abomb behind us," Jack said. "We've got to move fast, not Sit on our asses asif werein
achess game. These dummies are half dead anyway; what difference doesit

makeif wekill afew of them?Were going to hdp al therest, aren't we?”

"The guns and bombs are for when we need them,” Chip said, "not for when we can avoid using them.”
Heturned to Dover. "Take awak in the woods there,” he said. "Seeif you can get alook at what's past
theturn.”

"Right,” Dover said. He got up and crossed the grass, picked something up and brought it to alitter
basket, and went in among the trees. His yellow coverals became bits of yellow that vanished up the

dope.

They turned from watching him. Chip took out his map.
"Shit," Jack said.

Chip said nothing. Helooked at the map.

Buzz rubbed hisleg and took his hand from it abruptly.

Jack tore bits of grass from the ground. Rig, sitting close to him, watched him. "What's your suggestion,”
Jack sad, "if they are checking bracelets?!

Chip looked up from the map and, after amoment, said, "Well go back alittle way and cut east and
by-passthem.”

Jack tore up more grass and then threw it down. "Come on," he said to Ria, and stood up. She sprang
up beside him, bright-eyed.



"Whereareyou going?' Chip said.

"Where we planned to go," Jack said, looking down at him. "The parkland near the tunndl. Well wait for
you until it getslight.”

"Sit down, you two," Karl sad.
Chipsaid, "You'l gowith dl of uswhen | say well go. Y ou agreed to that at the beginning.”

"I've changed my mind," Jack said. "I don't like taking ordersfrom you any morethan | like taking them
fromUni."

"Y ou're going to ruin everything," Buzz said.
Riasad, "You arel Stopping, turning back, by-passng—if you're going to do athing, do it!"
"Sit down and wait till Dover getsback," Chip said.

Jack smiled. ™Y ou want to make me?' he said. "Right out herein front of the Family?' He nodded to Ria
and they picked up their bikes and steadied the kitsin the baskets.

Chip got up, putting the map in his pocket. "We can't break the group in two thisway," he said. " Stop
and think for aminute, will you, Jack? How will we know if—"

"Y ou're the stopper-and-thinker," Jack said. "I'm the one who's going to walk down that tunnel." He
turned and pushed hisbike away. Ria pushed hers dong with him. They went to-ward the path.

Chip took a step after them and stopped, hisjaw tight, his handsfisted. Pie wanted to shout at them, to
take his gun out and force them hack—~but there were cyclists passing, mem-bers on the grass nearby.

"Therés nothing you can do, Chip," Karl said, and Buzz said, "The brother-fighters.”

At the edge of the path Jack and Riamounted their bikes. Jack waved. "So long!" he cdled. "Seeyouin
thelounge at TV!" Riawaved too and they pedaed away.

Buzz and Karl waved after them.

Chip snatched up hiskit from his bike and dung it on his shoulder. He took another kit and tossed it in
Buzz'slap. "Karl, you stay here," he said. "Buzz, come on with me."

He went into the woods and redlized he had moved quickly, angrily, abnormaly, but thought Fight it! He
went up the dopein the direction Dover had taken. God DAMN them!

Buzz caught up with him. "Christ and We," he sad, "don't throw the kitdl"

"God damn them!" Chip said. "Thefirst time | saw them | knew they were no good! But | shut my eyes
because | was so fighting—God damn me!" he said. "It's my fault. Mine"

"Maybe there's no bracelet check and they'll be waiting in the parkland,” Buzz said.

Y dlow flickered among the trees ahead: Dover coming down. He stopped, then saw them and came on.
"You'reright/" he said. "Doctors on the ground, doctorsin the air—"

"Jack and Ria have gone on," Chip said.

Dover looked at him wide-eyed and said, "Didn't you stop them?”



"How?" Chip said. He caught Dover's arm and turned him around. " Show usthe way," he said.

Dover led them quickly up the dope through thetrees. "They'll never get through,” he said. "Theresa
whole medi-center, and barriersto prevent the bikes from turning.”

They came out of the trees onto an incline of rock, Buzz last and hurrying. Dover said, " Get down or
well be seen.”

They dropped to their somachs and crawled up theinclineto itsrim. Beyond lay the city, ‘00013, its
white dabs sand-ing clean and bright in the sunlight, itsinterweaving rails glit-tering, its border of
roadwayss flashing with cars. Theriver curved before it and continued to the north, blue and dender, with
sghtseeing boats drifting dowly and along line of barges passing under bridges.

Below, they looked into arock-waled half bowl whose floor was asemicircular plazawhere the bike
path branched; it came down from the north around the power station, and haf of it turned, passed over
the car-rushing road, and bridged to the city, while the other haf went on across the plazaand followed
theriver's curving eastern bank with the road com-ing up to rgjoin it. Before it branched, barriers
channeled the oncoming cyclistsinto three lines, each of them passing before agroup of
red-cross-coverdled members standing beside a short unusual-looking scanner. Three membersin
antigrav gear hovered face-down in the air, one oveT each group. Two cars and a copter werein the
nearer part of the plaza, and more membersin red-crossed coveralls stood by the line of cyclistswho
were leaving the city, hurrying them along when they dowed to look at the ones who were touching the
scanners.

"Chrigt, Marx, Wood, and We/' Buzz said.

Chip, while he looked, pulled hiskit open at hissde. "They must bein the line somewhere/ he said. He
found his binocu-lars and put them to his eyes and focused them.

"They are," Dover said. "Seethe kitsin the baskets?'

Chip swept the line and found Jack and Rig; they were pedading dowly, sde by sdein wood-barriered
lanes. Jack was |looking ahead and hislips were moving. Rianodded. They were steering with their left
hands only; their right hands were in their pockets.

Chip passed the binoculars to Dover and turned to hiskit.

"Weve got to help them get through/' he said. "'If they make it over the bridge they may be abletolose
themsdvesinthecity.”

"They're going to shoot when they get to the scanners,” Dover said.

Chip gave Buzz ablue-handled bomb and said, "Take off the tape and pull when | tell you. Try to get it
near the copter; two birds with one net.”

"Do it before they start shooting,” Dover said.

Chip took the binoculars back from him and looked through them and found Jack and Riaagain. He
scanned the lines ahead of them; about fifteen bikes were between them and the groups at the scanners.

"Do they have bullets or L-beams?' Dover asked.

"Bullets," Chip said. "Don't worry, I'll timeit right." He watched the lines of dow-moving bikes, gauging
their speed.



"They'll probably shoot anyway," Buzz said. "Just for fun. Did you seethat ook in Rias eyes?!
"Get ready,” Chip said. He watched until Jack and Riawere five bikes from the scanners. "Pull,” he said.

Buzz pulled the handle and threw the bomb underhanded to the side. It hit stone, tumbled downward,
bounded off a projection, and landed near the Side of the copter. "Get back,” Chip said. He took another
look through the binoculars, at Jack and Riatwo bikes from the scanners|ooking tense but confident,
and dipped back between Buzz and Dover. "They look asif they're going to aparty,” he said.

They waited, their cheeks on stone, and the explosion roared and the incline shuddered. Metal crashed
and grated below. There was silence, and the bomb's bitter smell; and then voices, murmuring and risng
louder. "Those two!" someone shouted.

They edged forward to the rim.

Two bikes were racing onto the bridge. All the others had stopped, their riders standing one-footed,
facing toward the copter—tipped to its side below and smoking—and turning now toward the two bikes
speeding and the red-cross-coveraled members running after them. The three membersin the air veered
and flew toward the bridge.

Chip raised the binoculars—to Ria's bent back and Jack's ahead of her. They pedaled rapidly in
depthlessflatness, seeming to get no farther away. A glittering mist appeared, partly obscuring them.

Above, ahovering member downpointed a cylinder gushing thick white gas.
"He's got them!" Dover said.

Riastood astride her bike; Jack looked over his shoulder &t her.

"Ria, not Jack," Chip said.

Jack stopped and turned with his gun aimed upward. It jerked, and jerked again.

Themember intheair went limp (crack and crack, the shots sounded), the white-gushing cylinder faling
from hishand.

Members fleeing the bridge bicycled in both directions, ran wide-eyed on the flanking wakways.

Riasat by her bike. She turned her head, and her face was moist and glittering. She looked troubled.
Red-crossed coveralls blurred over her.

Jack stared, holding his gun, and his mouth opened big and round, closed and opened again in glittering
migt. ("Ria" Chip heard, smdl and far away.) Jack raised hisgun ("Rial") and fired, fired, fired.

Another member intheair (crack, crack, crack) went limp and dropped his cylinder. Red spattered on
the walkway below him, and more red.

Chip lowered the binoculars.
"Your gas mask!" Buzz said. He had binocularstoo.
Dover waslying with hisfacein hisarms.

Chip sat up and looked with only hiseyes. a the narrow emptied bridge with afaraway cyclistin pde
blue wobbling down the middle of it and amember in the air following him at adistance; at the two deed



or dying members, turning dowly intheair, drifting; at the red-cross-coveraled members, wak-ing now
in abridge-wideline, and one of them helping amember in yellow by afalen bike, taking her about the
shoulders and leading her back toward the plaza.

The cyclist stopped and looked back toward the red-cross-coveralled members, then turned and bent
forward over thefront of hisbike. The member in the air flew quickly closer and pointed hisarm; athick
white festher grew from it and brushed the cyclist.

Chip raised the binoculars,

Jack, gray-snouted in his gas mask, leaned to hisleft in glit-tering mist and put abomb on the bridge.
Then he pedded, skidded, sidedipped, and fell. He raised himsdlf on one arm with the bikelying
between hislegs. Hiskit, spilled from the bike's basket, lay by the bomb.

"Oh Chrigt and Wel," Buzz said.

Chip took down the binoculars, looked at the bridge, and then wound the binoculars neckstrap tightly
around their middle.

"How many?' Dover asked, looking at him.
Chipsad, "Three"

The explosion was bright, loud, and long. Chip watched Ria, waking from the bridge with the
red-cross-coveraled mem-ber leading her. She didn't turn around.

Dover, up on hisknees and looking, turned to Chip.

"Hiswholekit,” Chip said. "Hewas gtting next to it." He put the binocularsinto hiskit and closed it.
"Wevegot to get out of here," he said. "Put them away, Buzz. Come on.”

He meant not to look, but before they left the incline he did.

The middle of the bridge was black and rubbled, and its sdeswere burst outward. A bicyclewhed lay
outside the blackened area, and there were other smaller things toward which the red-cross-coveralled
members dowly moved. Pieces of pale blue were on the bridge and floating on theriver.

?

They went back to Karl and told him what had happened, and the four of them got on their bikes and
rode south for afew kilometers and went into parkland. They found a stream and drank from it and
washed.

"And now we turn back?' Dover said.
"No," Chipsad, "not dl of us"
They looked a him.

"| said that we would/" he said, "because if anyone got caught, | wanted him to believe it, and say it when
he was questioned. The way Rias probably saying it right now." Hetook a cigarette that they were
passing around—despite the risk of the smoke smell traveling—and drew on it and passed it to Buzz. "
One of usisgoing to go back,” he said. "At least | hope only one will go—to set off abomb or two
between here and the coast and take a boat, to make it look asif we've stuck to the plan. The rest of us
will hide in parkland, work our way closer to ‘001, and go for the tunnel in two weeks or so."



"Good," Dover said, and Buzz sad, "'l never thought it made senseto give up so eesily.”
"Will three of us be enough?' Karl asked.

"Wewon't know till wetry," Chip said. "Would six have been enough? Maybe it can be done by one,
and maybe it can't be done by a dozen. But after coming thisfar, | fighting well mean to find out.”

"I'mwith you; | wasjust asking," Karl said. Buzz said, "I'm with you too,” and Dover said, "Soam 1."

"Good," Chip said. "Three stand a better chance than one, that | do know. Karl, you're the one who
goes back."

Karl looked a him. "Why me?" he asked.

"Because you're forty-three," Chip said. "I'm sorry, brother, but | can't think of any other basisfor
deciding.”

"Chip," Buzz said, "l think I'd better tell you: my leg has been hurting mefor the past few hours. | can
make it back or | can go on, but—well, | thought you ought to know."

Karl gave Chip the cigarette. It was down to a couple of centimeters, he snuffed it into the ground. "All
right, Buzz, you'd better bethe one," he said. "Shavefirst. Weld dl better shave., in casewerun into

ayone"

They shaved, and then Chip and Buzz worked out a route for Buzz to the nearest part of the coast, about
three hundred kilometers away. He would set off abomb at the airport at ‘00015 and another when he
was near the sea. He kept two extrain case he needed them and gave his othersto Chip. "With luck
you'll be on aboat by tomorrow night," Chip said. "Make sure there's nobody counting heads when you
takeit. Tel Julia, and Lilac too, that well be hiding for at least two weeks, maybe longer.”

Buzz shook handswith dl of them, wished them luck, and took his bike and | &ft.

"WEéll stay right here for awhile and take turns getting some deep,” Chip said. "Tonight well gointo the
city for cakesand cuvs."

"Cakes," Karl said, and Dover said, "It's going to be along two weeks."

"Noitisnt," Chip sad. "That wasin case he gets caught. We'regoing to do it infour or five days."
"Chrig and We," Karl said, samiling, "you'reredly being cagey.”

Chapter Three

They stayed where they were for two days—dept and ate and shaved and practiced fighting, played
children'sword games, talked about democratic government and sex and the pygmies of the equatoria
forests—and on the third day, Sun-day, they bicycled north. Outside of '00013 they stopped and went
up onto the incline overlooking the plaza and the bridge. The bridge was partly repaired and closed off
by barriers. Lines of cyclists crossed the plazain both directions; there were no doctors, no scanners, no
copter, no cars. Where the copter had been, there was arectangle of fresh pink paving.

Early in the afternoon they passed ‘001 and glimpsed at a distance Uni's white dome beside the L ake of
Universa Broth-erhood. They went into the parkland beyond the city.

Thefollowing evening, a dusk, with their bikes hidden in abranch-covered hollow and their kits on their
shoulders, they passed a scanner at the parkland's farther border and went out onto the grassy sopes



that approached Mount Love. They walked briskly, in shoes and green coverdls, with binoculars and gas
masks hung about their necks. They held their guns, but as the darkness grew deeper and the dope more
rocky and irregular, they pocketed them. Now and then they paused, and Chip put a hand-covered
flashlight to his compass.

They cameto the firgt of the three presumed locations of the tunnel's entrance, and separated and |ooked
for it, usng their flashlights guardedly. They didn't find it

They started for the second location, akilometer to the northeast. A half moon came over the shoulder of
the moun-tain, wanly lighting it, and they searched its base carefully asthey crossed the rock-dope
beforeit.

The dope became smooth, but only in the strip where they were walking—and they realized that they
were on aroad, old and scrub-patched. Behind them it curved away toward the parkland; ahead it led
into afold in the mountain.

They looked a one another, and took out their guns. Leav-ing the road, they moved close to the side of
the mountain and edged aong dowly in snglefile—first Chip, then Dover, then Karl—holding their kits
to keep them from bumping, holding their guns.

They cameto the fold, and waited againg the mountain-side, listening.
No sound came from within.

They waited and listened, and then Chip looked back at the others and raised his gas mask and fastened
it.

They did the same.

Chip stepped out into the opening of the fold, his gun before him. Dover and Karl stepped out beside
him.

Within was adeep and leve clearing; and opposite, at the base of sheer mountain wall, the black round
flat-bottomed opening of alargetunndl.

It appeared to be completely unprotected.

?

They lowered their masks and looked at the opening through their binoculars. They looked &t the
mountain above it and, taking afew stepsforward, looked at the fold's outcurv-ing walls and the ova of
sky that roofed it.

"Buzz must have doneagood job," Karl said.
"Or abad one and got caught,” Dover said.

Chip swung his binoculars back to the opening. Its rim had a glassy sheen, and pae green scrub lay dong
its bottom. "It

I
fedslike the boats on the beaches" he said. " Sitting there wide open...."
"Do you think it leads back to Liberty?' Dover asked, and Karl laughed.



Chip sad, "There could befifty traps that we won't see until it'stoo late.” He lowered his binoculars.
Karl sad, "Maybe Riadidn't say anything.”

"When you're questioned at amedicenter you say every-thing,” Chip said. "But evenif shedidnt,
wouldn't it at least be closed? That's what we've got the toolsfor.”

Karl sad, "It must ill bein use.
Chip stared &t the opening.

"We can dways go back/' Dover said.
"Sure, let's" Chip said.

They looked dl around them, and raised their masksinto place, and walked dowly across the clearing.
No gasjetted, no darms sounded, no membersin antigrav gear appeared in the sky.

They walked to the opening of the tunnel and shonetherr flashlightsinto it. Light shimmered and sparked
in high plas-tic-lined roundness, al the way to the place where the tunnel seemed to end, but no, was
bending to its downward angle. Two sted tracks reached into it, wide and flat, with a couple of meters of
unplasticked black rock between them.

They looked back at the clearing and up at the opening's rim. They stepped insde the tunndl, looked at
one another, and lowered their masks and sniffed.

"Well," Chip said. "Ready to walk?'

Karl nodded, and Dover, smiling, said, "Let'sgo."

They stood for amoment, and then walked ahead on the smooth black rock between the tracks.
"Will theair bedl right?' Karl asked.

"Weve got the masksif it isn't,” Chip said. He shone hisflashlight on hiswaich. "It'saquarter of ten/ he
sad. "We should be there around one.”

"Uni'll beup,”" Dover sad.
"Till we put it to deep,” Karl said.

The tunnd bent to adight incline, and they stopped and looked—at plastic roundness glimmering away
and away and away into blackest black.

"Chrigt and Wei," Karl said.

They started walking again, at abrisker pace, side by side between the tracks. "We should have brought
the bikes," Dover said. "We could have coasted.”

"Let's keep thetalk to aminimum/ Chip said. "And just onelight at atime. Y ours now, Karl."

They walked without talking, behind the light of Karl'sflashlight. They took their binoculars off and put
them intheir kits.

Chip felt that Uni was listening to them, was recording the vibrations of their footsteps or the hest of their
bodies. Would they be able to overcome the defensesit surely was readying, outfight its members, resst



its gases? (Were the gas masks any good? Had Jack fallen because he had got his on too late, or would
getting it on sooner have made no differ-ence?)

Widl, thetime for questioning was over, he told himself. Thiswasthetime for going ahead. They would
meet whatever was waiting for them and do their best to get to the refrigerat-ing plants and blast them.

How many memberswould they have to hurt, to kill”? Maybe none, he thought; maybe the threat of their
gunswould be enough to protect them. (Againgt hepful unsalfish members seeing Uni in danger? No,
never.)

Well, it had to be; there was no other way.
Heturned histhoughtsto Lilac—to Lilac and Jan and their room in New Madrid.
Thetunnel grew cold but the air stayed good.

They waked on, into plastic roundness that glimmered away into blackest black with the tracks reaching
intoit. We're here, he thought. Now. We're doing it

a

At the end of an hour they stopped to rest. They sat on the tracks and divided a cake among them and
passed acon-tainer of teaaround. Karl said, "I'd give my arm for some whiskey."

"I'll buy you a case when we get back," Chip said.
"You heard him," Karl said to Dover.

They sat for afew minutes and then they got up and started walking again. Dover waked on atrack.
"Y ou look pretty confident/' Chip said, flashing hislight a him.

"l am," Dover sad. "Aren't you?'

"Yes" Chip sad, shining hislight ahead again.
"I'd fed better if therewere six of us" Karl said.
"Sowould I," Chip said.

It was funny about Dover: he had hidden hisface in hisarms when Jack had started shooting, Chip
TemembeTed, and now, when they would soon be shooting, perhaps killing, he seemed cheerful and
carefree. But maybe it was a cover-up, to hide anxiety. Or maybe it was just being twenty-five or
twenty-six, however old he was.

They waked, shifting their kits from one shoulder to the other.

"Areyou surethisthing ends?' Karl said.

Chip flicked thelight at hiswatch. "It's eeven-thirty," he said. "We should be past the halfway mark.”
They kept waking into the plastic roundness, It grew alittle less cold.

They stopped again at aquarter of twelve, but they found themsalves restless and got up in aminute and
went on.

Light glinted far away in the center of the blackness, and Chip pulled out hisgun. "Wait/' Dover said,



touching hisarm, "it's my light. Look!" He switched hisflashlight off and on, off and on, and theglintin
the blackness went and came back with it. "It'sthe end,” he said. "Or something on the tracks."

They waked on, more quickly. Karl took his gun out too. The glint, moving dightly up and down,
seemed to stay the same distance from them, small and faint.

"It'smoving away from us" Karl said.

But then, abruptly, it grew brighter, was nearer.

They stopped and raised their masks, fastened them, and walked on.
Toward adisc of sted, awall that sedled the tunnd toitsrim.

They went closeto it but didn't touch it. It would dide upward, they saw; bands of fine vertica scratches
ran down it and its bottom was shaped to fit over the tracks.

They lowered their masks and Chip put hiswatch to Do-ver'slight. "Twenty of one," he said. "We made
good time/'

"Or elseit goeson on the other de,” Karl said.

"Y ou would think of that,” Chip said, pocketing his gun and undinging hiskit. He put it down on the rock,
got on one knee beside it, and pulled it open. "Come closer with the light, Dover," he said. "Don't touch
it, Karl."

Karl, looking a thewadl, said, "Do you think it's dectri-fied?
"Dover?' Chip sad,
"Hold on," Dover said.

He had backed afew metersinto the tunnel and was shining hislight at them. Thetip of hisL-beam
protruded into it. "Don't panic, you're not going to be hurt," he said. "Y our guns don't work. Drop yours,
Karl. Chip, let me see your hands, then put them on your head and stand up.”

Chip stared above the light. Therewas aglistening line: Dover's clipped blond hair.
Karl sad, "Isthisajoke or what?'
"Dropit, Karl," Dover said. "Put down your kit too. Chip, let me see your hands.”

Chip showed his empty hands and put them on his head and stood up. Karl's gun clattered on the rock,
and hiskit bumped. "What is this?' he said, and to Chip, "What's he doing?'

"Hesan espion,” Chip sad.

"A what?'

Lilac had beenright. An espion in the group. But Dover ? It wasimpossible. It couldn't be.
"Hands on your heed, Karl," Dover said. "Now turn around, both of you, and face the wall.”
"Y ou brother-fighter,” Karl said.

They turned around and faced the stedl wall with their hands on their heads.



"Dover,” Chip said. "Christ and Wel-*
"You littlebastard," Karl said.

"Y ou're not going to be hurt,” Dover said. Thewall did upward—and along concrete-walled room
extended before them, with the tracks going hafway into it and ending. A pair of sted doorswere & the
room'sfar end.

"Six gepsforward and stop,” Dover said. "Go on. Six steps.”
They walked six steps forward and stopped.

Kit-gtrap fittings clinked behind them. "The gunis ill onyou," Dover said—from lower down; hewas
crouching. They glanced at each other. Karl's eyes questioned; Chip shook his head.

"All right,” Dover said, hisvoice coming from his standing height again. " Straight ahead.”

They walked through the concrete-walled room, and the steel doors at the end of it did apart.
White-tiled wall stood beyond.

"Through and to theright,” Dover said.

They went through the doorway and turned to theright. A long white-tiled corridor stretched before
them, ending at asingle sted door with a scanner beside it. The right-hand wall of the corridor was solid
tile; the left was broken by evenly spaced sted doors, ten or twelve of them, each with its scanner, about
ten meters gpart.

Chip and Karl walked side by side down the corridor with their hands on their heads. Dover! Chip
thought. Thefirst per-son he had goneto! And why not? So bitterly anti-Uni he had sounded, that day on
thel.A. boat! It was Dover who had told him and Lilac that Liberty was a prison, that Uni had let them
gettoit! "Dover!" he said. "How the hate can you—"

"Just keep walking," Dover sad.

"Y ou're not dulled, you're not treated!”
"No."

"Then—how? Why?'

"Youll seeinaminute,”" Dover sad.

They neared the door at the end of the corridor and it did abruptly open. Another corridor stretched
beyond it: wider, less brightly lit, dark-walled, not tiled.

"Kegp going," Dover said.

They went through the doorway and stopped, staring.
"Go ahead/" Dover said.

They walked on.

Wheat kind of corridor was this? The floor was carpeted, with agold-colored carpet thicker and softer
than any Chip had ever seen or walked on. The walls were lustrous polished wood, with numbered



gold-knobbed doors (12, 11) on both sides. Paintings hung between the doors, beautiful paintings that
were surdly pre-U: awoman sitting with folded hands, smiling knowingly; ahillside city of windowed
buildings under a strange black-clouded sky; a garden; awoman reclining; aman in armor. A pleasant
odor spiced theair; tangy, dry, impossible to name.

"Where are we?' Karl asked.

"InUni," Dover sad.

Ahead of them double doors stood open; ared-draped room lay beyond.
"Keegp going," Dover sad.

They went through the doorway and into the red-draped room; it spread away on both sides, and
members, people, were sitting and smiling and starting to laugh, were laughing and rising and some were
gpplauding; young people, old peo-ple, wererising from chairs and sofas, laughing and applauding;
applauding, applauding, they all were applauding!; and Chip's arm was pulled down—Dby Dover,
laughing—and helooked at Karl, who looked at him, stupefied; and il they were applauding, men and
women, fifty, Sixty of them, alert- and dive-looking, in coverdls of sk not paplon,
green-gold-blue-white-purple; atall and beautiful woman, a black-skinned man, awoman who |ooked
like Lilac, aman with white hair who must have been over ninety; applauding, applauding, laughing,

goplauding. ..
Chip turned, and Dover, grinning, said, "Y ou're awake," and to Karl, "It'sredl, it's happening.”
"What is?' Chip said. "What the hate is this? Who are they?'

Laughing, Dover said, "They'rethe programmers, Chip! And that'swhat you're going to be! Ohif you
could only see your faces!"

Chip stared at Karl, and a Dover again. "Christ and Wei, what are you talking about?' hesaid. "The
programmers are dead! Uni's—it goeson by itsalf, it doesn't have—"

Dover waslooking past him, smiling. Silence had spread through the room.
Chip turned around.

A maninasmiling mask that looked like Wei (Wasthisrealy happening?) was coming to him, moving
soringily in red silk high-collared coverdls. "Nothing goes on by itsdlf," he said in avoice that was
high-pitched but forceful, his smiling mask-lips moving like red ones. (But was it amask—the yellow
skin shrunken tight over the sharp cheekbones, the glinting dit-eyes, the wisps of white hair on the shining
yd-low head?) "Y ou must be 'Chip’ with the one green eye," the man said, smiling and holding out his
hand. "Y ou'll haveto tell me what was wrong with the name'Li" that ingpired you to changeit.” Laughter
lifted around them.

The outstretched hand was normal-colored and youthful. Chip took it {VVm going mad, he thought), and
it gripped his hand strongly, squeezed his knucklebonesto an ingtant's pain.

"And you're Karl," the man said, turning and holding out hishand again. "Now if you had changed your
name | could understand it." Laughter rose louder. "Shakeit," the man said, smiling. "Don't be afraid.”

Karl, staring, shook the man's hand.

Chipsad, "You're-"



"We," the man said, his dit-eyestwinkling. "From here up, that is." He touched his coverdls high collar.
"From heredown," he said, "I'm severa other members, principdly Jesus RE who won the decathlon in
163." He smiled a them. "Didn't you ever bounce aball when you were achild?' he asked. "Didn't you
ever jump rope? 'Marx, Wood, Wel, and Chrit; al but Wel were sacrificed.” It's il true, you see. 'Out
of the mouths of babes.' Come, St down, you must betired. Why couldn't you use the evatorslike
everyone dse? Dove, it's

#
good to have you back. Y ou've done very well, except for that awful business at the '013 bridge.”
D

They sat in deep and comfortable red chairs, drank pae yellow tart-tasting wine from sparkling glasses,
ate sweetly stewed cubes of meat and fish and who-knew-what brought on delicate white plates by
young memberswho smiled at them admiringly—and asthey sat and drank and ate, they talked with
Wei.

With Wall

How old was that tight-skinned yellow head, living and talking on its lithe red-coveralled body that
reached eadly for acigarette, crossed itslegs casualy? Thelast anniversary of hisbirth had been
what—the two-hundred-and-sixth, the two-hundred-and-seventh?

Waei died when he was sixty, twenty-five years after the Uni-fication. Generations before the building of
Uni, which was programmed by his"spiritual heirs." Who died, of course, a sixty-two. So the Family
was taught.

And there he sat, drinking, eating, smoking. Men and women stood listening around the group of chairs,
he seemed not to notice them. "Theidands have been dl those things," he said. "At first they werethe
strongholds of the original in-curables; and then, asyou puit it, ‘isolation wards to which we let later
incurables 'escape,’ athough we weren't so kind as to supply boats in those days." He smiled and drew
on hiscigarette. "Then, however," he said, "I found a better use for them, and now they serve as, forgive
me, wildlife preserves, where natural |eaders can emerge and prove themselves exactly as you have
done. Now we supply boats and maps, rather obliquely, and 'shepherds like Dover who accompany
return-ing members and prevent as much violence asthey can. And prevent, of course, thefind intended
violence, Uni's destruc-tion—athough the vistors display isthe usua target, so theré'sno red danger
whatsoever."

Chip sad, "I don't know wherel am," Karl, spearing a cube of meat with asmadl gold fork, said, "Adeep
in the parkland,” and the men and women nearby laughed.

W, smiling, said, "Y es, it'sadisconcerting discovery, I'm sure. The computer that you thought wasthe
Family's change-less and uncontrolled magter isin fact the Family's servant, controlled by memberslike
yoursel ves—enterprising, thought-ful, and concerned. Its goals and procedures change contin-ualy,
according to the decisons of a High Council and fourteen sub-councils. We enjoy luxuries, asyou can
see, but we have responsihilities that more than justify them. Tomorrow you'll begin to leam. Now,
though"—he leaned forward and pressed his cigarette into an ashtray—"it's very late, thanksto your
partidity to tunnds. Y ou'll be shown to your rooms; | hope you find them worth the walk." He smiled and
rose, and they rose with him. He shook Karl's hand—"Congratulations, Karl," he said—and Chip's.
"And congratulationsto you, Chip," he said. "We suspected along time ago that sooner or later you
would be coming. We're glad you haven't disap-pointed us. I'm glad, | mean; it's hard to avoid talking as
if Uni hasfedingstoo." He turned away and people crowded around them, shaking their hands and



saying, "Congratula-tions, | never thought you'd make it before Unification Day, it'sawful isn't it when
you come in and everyone's sitting here congratul ations you'll get used to things before you
congratu-lations.”

a

The room was large and pale blue, with alarge pae-blue silken bed with many pillows, alarge painting of
floating water lilies, atable of covered dishes and decanters, dark green arm-chairs, and abowl of white
and yedlow chrysanthemums on along low cabinet.

"It's beautiful," Chip sad. "Thank you’

Thegirl who had led him to it, an ordinary-looking member of sixteen or so in white paplon, said, "Sit
down and I'll take off your—" She pointed at hisfeet.

"Shoes," hesaid, smiling. "No. Thanks, sgter; | can do it mysdlf.”
"Daughter," shesaid.

"Daughter?'

"The programmers are our Fathers and Mothers,” she said.
"Oh," hesaid. "All right. Thanks, daughter. Y ou can go now."

She looked surprised and hurt. "'I'm supposed to stay and take care of you/" she said. "Both of us." She
nodded toward a doorway beyond the bed. Light and the sound of running water came fromiit.

Chipwent toiit.

A pae-blue bathroom was there, large and gleaming; an-other young member in white paplon knedled by
afilling tub, tirring her hand in the water. She turned and smiled and said, "Hello, Father."

"Hello," Chip said. He stood with his hand on the jamb and looked back at the first girl—drawing the
cover from the bed— and back again at the second girl. She smiled up at him, kned-ing. He stood with
his hand on the jamb. "Daughter,” he said.

Chapter Four

Hewas sitting in bed—had finished his breakfast and was reaching for a cigarette—when aknock at the
door sounded. One of the girlswent to answer it and Dover camein, smiling and clean and brisk in
ydlow silk. "How you doing, brother?" he asked.

"Pretty well," Chip said, "pretty well." The other girl lit his cigarette, took the breakfast tray, and asked
him if he wanted more coffee. "No, thanks," he said. "Do you want some coffee?"

"No, thanks," Dover said. He sat in one of the dark green chairs and leaned back, his elbows on the
chair arms, his hands meshed across hismiddle, hislegs outstretched. Smiling a Chip, he said, "Over the
shock?'

"Hate, no," Chip sad.
"It'salong-standing custom,”" Dover said. "Y ou'll enjoy it when the next group comesin.”

"It'scrue, redly crue,” Chip said.



"Wait, you'll be laughing and applauding with everyone el se."
"How often do groupsturn up?"

"Sometimes not for years" Dover said, "sometimes amonth gpart. It averages out to
one-point-something people ayear.”

"And you werein contact with Uni the whole time, you brother-fighter?"

Dover nodded and smiled. "A telecomp the size of amatch-box/' he said. "In fact, that'swhat | kept it

n.
"Bagtard,” Chip said.

Thegirl with thetray had taken it out, and the other girl changed the ashtray on the night table and took
her coverdls from achairback and went into the bathroom. She closed the door.

Dover looked after her, then looked at Chip quizzicdly. "Nice night?" he asked.
"Mm-hmm," Chip said. "I gather they're not treated.”

"Not in al departments, that's for sure,” Dover said. "I hope you're not sore a me for not dropping a hint
somewhere dong theway. The rulesareironclad: no help beyond what's asked of you, no suggestions,
no nothing; stay on the sddlines as much as you can and try to prevent bloodshed. | shouldn't have even
been doing that routine on the boat—about Liberty being a prison—but I'd been there for two yearsand
nobody was even thinking of trying anything. Y ou can seewhy | wanted to movethingsaong.”

"Yes, | certainly can,” Chip said. Hetipped ashesfrom his cigarette into the clean white tray.

"I'd just as soon you didn't say anything to Wel about it,” Dover said. "Y ou're having lunch with him at
oneo'clock."

"Karl too?"

"No, just you. | think he's got you pegged as High Council materidl. Il come by at ten-of and take you to
him. Y oull find arazor ingde there—athing that looks like aflashlight. This afternoon well goto the
medicenter and Sart de-whiskeriz-ing."

"Theres amedicenter?"

"Theréseverything," Dover said. "A medicenter;, alibrary, agym, apool, atheater—thereseven a
garden that you'd swear was up on top. I'll show you around later."

Chip sad, "And thisiswhere we—sdtay?"

"All except us poor shepherds,” Dover said, "I'll be going out to another idand, but not for at least Six
months, thank Uni."

Chip put his cigarette out. He pressed it out thoroughly. "What if | don't want to stay?' he said.
"Don't want to?' Dover said.
"I've got awife and a baby, remember?’

"Well so do lots of the others," Dover said. ™Y ou've got abigger obligation here, Chip; an obligation to



the whole Fam-ily, including the members on theidands™
"Nice obligation,” Chip said. "Silk coveradlsand two girlsat once."

"That wasfor last night only," Dover said. "Tonight you'll belucky to get one." He sat up straight. "L ook,"
hesaid, "l know there are—surface attractions here that makeit al look —questionable. But the Family
needs Uni. Think of the way thingswere on Liberty! And it needs untreated programmersto run Uni
and—well, Wei'U explain things better than | can. And one day aweek we wear paplon anyway. And
eat cakes."

"A wholeday?" Chip sad. "Redly?"

"All right, al right,” Dover said, getting up. He went to a chair wheTe Chip's green coverdlslay and
picked them up and felt their pockets. "Is everything here?' he asked.

"Yes" Chip sad. "Including some sngpshots|'d like to have."

"Sorry, nothing you camein with/ Dover said. "Morerules." Hetook Chip's shoes from the floor and
stood and looked at him, "Everyonesalittle unsure at first," he said. Y ou'll be proud to stay once you've
got the right dant on things. It'san obligation.”

"I'll remember that," Chip said.

There was aknock at the door, and the girl who had taken the tray camein with blue silk coveralsand
white sandas. She put them on the foot of the bed.

Dover, smiling, said, "'If you want paplon it can be ar-ranged.”
Thegirl looked a him.
"Hate, no," Chip said. "I guessI'm asworthy of silk as any-one else around here."

"You are," Dover said. "You are, Chip. I'll seeyou at ten of one, right?' He started to the door with the
green coveralsover hisarm and the shoesin his hand. The girl hurried ahead to open the door for him.

Chip said, "What happened to Buzz?'

Dover stopped and turned, regretful-looking. "He was caught in '015," he said.
"And trested?’

Dover nodded.

"Morerules" Chip sad.

Dover nodded again and turned and went out.

?

There were thin steaks cooked in alightly spiced brown sauce, small browned onions, adiced yellow
vegetable that Chip hadn't seen on Liberty—"Squash,” Wel said—and a clear red winethat was less
enjoyable than the yelow of the night before. They ate with gold knives and forks, from plates with wide
gold borders.

We, ingray sk, ate quickly, cutting his stegk, forking it into hiswrinkle-lipped mouth, and chewing only



briefly before swallowing and raising hisfork again. Now and then he paused, sipped wine, and pressed
hisydlow napkin to hislips.

"Thesethingsexiged," he said. "Would there have been any point in destroying them?"

The room waslarge and handsomely furnished in pre-U style: white, gold, orange, yellow. At acorner of
it, two white-coverall ed members waited by awheded serving table.

"Of courseit seemswrong &t first,” Wel said, "but the ulti-mate decisons have to be made by untreated
members, and untreated members can't and shouldn't live their lives on cakesand TV and Marx Writing
" Hesmiled. "Not even on Wei Addressing the Chemotherapists' he said, and put steek into his
mouth.

"Why can't the Family makeits decisonsitself?* Chip asked.

Wael chewed and swallowed. "Becauseit'sincapable of doing s0," hesaid. "That is, of doing o
reasonably. Untreated it's— well, you had a sample on your idand; it's mean and foolish and aggressive,
motivated more often by selfishnessthan by anything ese. Sdlfishnessand fear." He put onionsinto his
mouth.

"It achieved the Unification;,” Chip said.

"Mmra, yes" Wei said, "but after what astruggle! And what afragile structure the Unification was until
we but-tressed it with trestments! No, the Family hasto be helped to full humanity—oby treatments today,
by genetic engineering tomorrow—and decisions have to be made for it. Those who have the meansand
theintelligence have the duty aswell. To shirk it would be treason againgt the species.” He put steak into
his mouth and raised his other hand and beckoned.

"And part of theduty,” Chip said, "isto kill members at Sixty-two?'
"Ah, that" Wel said, and smiled. "Alwaysaprincipa ques-tion, sternly asked.”

The two members came to them, one with a decanter of wine and the other with agold tray that he held
at Wei'sside. "Y ou'relooking at only part of the picture,” Wel said, taking alarge fork and spoon and
lifting asteak from the tray. He held it with sauce dripping fromiit. "What you're neglecting to look at," he
sad, "isthe immeasurable number of memberswho would diefar earlier than sixty-two if not for the
peace and stability and well-being we give them. Think of the massfor amoment, not of individuas
within the mass" He put the steak on his plate. "We add many more yearsto the Family'stotd life than
wetake away fromit," he said. "Many, many more years." He spooned sauce onto the steak and took
onions and squash. "Chip?' hesaid.

"No, thanks," Chip said. He cut a piece from the haf steak before him. The member with the decanter
refilled hisglass.

"Incidentally,” Wel said, cutting steek, "the actud time of dying is closer now to sixty-three than
sixty-two. It will grow il higher asthe population on Earth is gradualy reduced.” He put stegk into his
mouth.

The memberswithdrew.

Chip said, "Do you include the members who don't get bom in your balance of years added and taken
away?'

"No," We sad, smiling. "Were not that unredigtic. If those members were born, there would be no



gability, no well-being, and eventualy no Family." He put squash into his mouth and chewed and
swalowed. "I don't expect your fedingsto changein onelunch,” he said. "Look around, talk with
everyone, browsein the library—particularly in the history and sociology banks. | hold informal
discussions afew evenings aweek— once ateacher, dways ateacher—sit in on some of them, argue,
discuss”

"I left awife and ababy on Liberty/' Chip said.
"Fromwhich | deduce," Wel said, smiling, "that they weren't of overriding importanceto you."
Chip said, "I expected to be coming back.”

"Arrangements can be made for their careif necessary,” Wel said. "Dover told me you had already done
0"

"Will | be alowed to go back?' Chip asked.

"Y ou won't want to/' Wel said. "Y oull come to recognize that were right and your responsibility lies
here." He sipped wine and pressed his napkin to hislips. "If were wrong on minor points you can Sit on
the High Council some day and correct ug" he said. "Are you interested in architecture or city planning,
by any chance?’

Chip looked a him and, after amoment, said, "I've thought once or twice about designing buildings.”

"Uni thinks you should be on the Architectural Council at present/' Wei said. "Look inon it. Meet
Madhir, the head of it." He put onionsinto his mouth.

Chipsad, "l redly don't know anything..."
"You can learnif youreinterested,” We said, cutting stegk. "There's plenty of time.”
Chip looked a him. "Yes" he said. "Programmers seem to live past Sxty-two. Even past sixty-three.”

"Exceptional members have to be preserved aslong as pos-sible/’ Wei said. "For the Family's sake." He
put steek into his mouth and chewed, looking at Chip with hisdit-eyes. "Would you like to hear
something incredible?’ hesaid. Y our generation of programmersisamogt certainto liveindefinitely. 1an't
that fantastic? We old ones are going to die sooner or

IP

later—the doctors say maybe not, but Uni sayswewill. Y ou younger onesthough, in al probability you
won't die. Ever."

Chip put apiece of steak into his mouth and chewed it dowly.
Wei said, "1 suppose it's an unsettling thought. 1t'll grow more attractive as you get older.”

Chip swallowed what was in his mouth. He looked at Wei, glanced at his gray-silk chest, and looked at
hisface again. "That member," he said. "The decathlon winner. Did he die naturally or was he killed?"

"Hewaskilled,” We sad. "With his permisson, given fredly, even eegerly.”
"Of course," Chip said. "Hewastreated.”

"An ahlete?' Wel said. "They take very little. No, he was proud that he was going to become—allied to



me. His only concern was whether | would keep him 'in condition—a con-cern that I'm afraid was
judtified. Y ou'l find that the children, the ordinary members here, vie with one another to give parts of
themselvesfor transplant. If you wanted to replace that eye, for instance, they'd be dipping into your
room and begging you for the honor." He put squash into his mouth.

Chip shifted in his seet. "My eye doesn't bother me," hesaid. "l likeit."

"Y ou shouldn't/* Wei said. "If nothing could be done about it, then you would be judtified in accepting it.
But an imperfec-tion that can be remedied? That we must never accept." He cut steak. "*One goal, one
god only, for al of us—perfection/* he said. "We're not there yet, but some day we will be: aFamily
improved geneticaly so that treatments no longer are needed; a corps of ever-living programmers so that
the idands too can be unified; perfection, on Earth and moving ‘outward, outward, outward to the stars/”
Hisfork, with steak on it, stopped before hislips. He looked ahead of him and said, "I dreamed of it
when | wasyoung: auniverse of the gentle, the hdpful, the loving, the unsdfish. I'll liveto seeit. | shdl live
to seeit.”

?

Dover led Chip and Karl through the complex that after-noon—showed them the library, the gym, the
pool, and the garden ("Christ and We." "Wait till you see the sunsets and the sars'); the music room, the
thester, the lounges, the dining room and the kitchen ("I don't know, from some-where," amember said,
watching other members taking bun-dles of lettuce and lemonsfrom asted carrier. "Whatever we need
comesin," shesad, smiling. "Ask Uni"). There werefour levels, passed through by smal elevators and
narrow es-calators. The medicenter was on the bottom level. Doctors named Boroviev and Rosen,
young-moving men with shrunken faces as old-looking as Wei's, wel comed them and examined them and
gave them infusions. "We can replace that eye one-two-three, you know," Rosen said to Chip, and Chip
sad, "l know. Thanks, but it doesn't bother me.”

They swam in the pool. Dover went to swim with atall and beautiful woman Chip had noticed applauding
the night be-fore, and he and Karl sat on the edge of the pool and watched them. "How do you fedl ?'
Chip asked.

"I don't know," Karl said. "I'm pleased, of course, and Dover saysit'sal necessary and it's our duty to
help, but—I don't know. Even if they're running Uni, it'sUni anyway, isnt it?'

"Yes" Chipsad. "That'show | fed."

"There would have been amess up aboveif weld done what we planned,” Karl said, "but it would have
been straightened out eventualy, more or less.” He shook hishead. "1 honestly don't know, Chip," he
sad. "Any system the Family set up onitsown would certainly be alot less efficient than Uni is, than
these people are; you can't deny that.”

"No, you cant,” Chip said.

"lan't it fantastic how long they live?' Karl said. "1 gtill can't get over the fact that—! ook at those breadts,
will you? Chrigt and Wa."

A light-skinned round-breasted woman dived into the pool from the other side.
Karl sad, "Let'stalk some morelater on, dl right?' He dipped down into the water.
"Sure, weve got plenty of time/" Chip said.

Karl smiled at him and kicked off and swam arm-over-arm away.



The next morning Chip left hisroom and waked down green-carpeted painting-hung corridor toward a
sted door at the end of it. He hadn't gone very far when "Hi, brother," Dover said and came along and
walked beside him. "Hi," Chip said. Helooked ahead again and, walking, said, "Am | being guarded?'

"Only whenyou go in thisdirection,” Dover said.
Chip said, "I couldn't do anything with my bare hands evenif | wanted to.”

"I know," Dover said. "The old man's cautious. Pre-U mind." He tapped histemple and smiled. "Only for
afew days" hesad.

They walked to the end of the corridor and the steel door did open. White-tiled corridor stretched
beyond it; amember in blue touched a scanner and went through a doorway.

They turned and started back. The door whispered behind them. ™Y ou'll get to seeit,” Dover said. "Hell
probably give you the tour himsdlf. Want to go to the gym?"

In the afternoon Chip looked in at the offices of the Archi-tectural Council. A smal and cheerful old man
recognized him and welcomed him—M adhir,. the Council's head. He looked to be over ahundred; his
hands too—all of him gpparently. He introduced Chip to other members of the Council: an old woman
named Sylvie, areddish-haired man of fifty or so whose name Chip didn't catch, and ashort but pretty
woman called Gri-gri. Chip had coffee with them and ate a piece of pastry with acream filling. They
showed him a set of plansthey were discussing, layouts that Uni had made for the rebuilding of "G-3
cities" They talked about whether or not the layouts should be redone to different specifications, asked
guestions of atelecomp and disagreed on the significance of its answers. The old woman Sylvie gave a
point-by-point explanation of why she felt the layouts were needlesdy monotonous. Madhir asked Chip if
he had an opinion; he said he didn't. The younger woman, Gri-gri, smiled a him invitingly.

Therewas aparty in the main lounge that night—"Happy new year!" "Happy U year!"—and Karl
shouted in Chip'sear, "I'll tell you onething | don't like about this place! No whiskey! Isn't that a
shut-off?1f wineis okay, why not whis-key?' Dover was dancing with the woman who looked like Lilac
(not redlly, not hdf as pretty), and there were people Chip had sat with at meals and met in the gym and
the music room, people he had seen in one part of the complex or an-other, people he hadn't seenin
before; there were more than had been there the other night when he and Karl had comein— amost a
hundred of them, with white-paploned members chan-neling trays among them. "Happy U year!"
someone said to him, an elderly woman who had been at hislunch table, Heraor Hela. "It'samost 172!"
shesad. "Yes" hesad, "haf an hour." "Oh, there heisl" she said, and moved forward. We wasin the
doorway, in white, with people crowding around him. He shook their hands and kissed their cheeks, his
ghriveled ydlow face grin-split and gleaming, hiseyeslogt in wrinkles. Chip moved back farther into the
crowd and turned away. Gri-gri waved, jumping up to see him over people between them. He waved
back at her and smiled and kept moving.

He spent the next day, Unification Day, in the gym and the library.

?

Hewent to afew of Wei's evening discussions. They were held in the garden, a pleasant placeto be. The
grass and the trees were red, and the stars and the moon were near redlity, the moon changing phase but
never pogtion. Bird warblings sounded from time to time and a gentle breeze blew. Fifteen or twenty
programmers were usudly at the discussons, sitting on chairs and on the grass. Wel, in achair, did most
of the talking. He expanded on quotations from the Living Wisdom and deftly traced the particulars of
guestionsto their encom-passing generdities. Now and then he deferred to the head of the Educational
Council, Gustafsen, or to Boroviev, the head of the Medica Council, or to another of the High Coun-cil



member's.

At firgt Chip sat at the edge of the group and only listened, but then he began to ask questions—why
parts, at least, of treatments couldn't be put back on avoluntary bas's; whether human perfection might
not include a degree of salfishness and aggressiveness, whether sdfishness, in fact, didn't play a
considerable part in their own acceptance of dleged "duty” and "responghbility.” Some of the
programmers near him seemed affronted by his questions, but Wel answered them patiently and fully;
seemed even to welcome them, heard his"Wei?' over the askings of the others. He moved alittle closer
in from the group's edge.

Onenight he sat up in bed and lit acigarette and smoked in the dark.
The woman lying beside him stroked hisback. "It'sright, Chip," she said. "It'swhat's best for everyone.”
"You reed minds?' hesad.

"Sometimes,” she said. Her name was Delrdre and she was on the Colonia Council. She wasthirty-eight,
light-skinned, and not especialy pretty, but sensble, shapely, and good com-pany.

“I'm beginning to think it iswhat's best,” Chip said, "and | don't know whether I'm being convinced by
Wei'slogic or by lobsters and Mozart and you. Not to mention the prospect of eternd life."

"That scaresme," Deirdre said.

"Metoo," Chip said.

She kept stroking his back. "It took me two monthsto cool down," she said.
"Istha how you thought of it?" he said. "Cooling down?*

"Yes" shesad. "And growing up. Facing redlity.”

"Sowhy doesit fed likegiving in?' Chip said.

"Liedown," Derdre said.

He put out his cigarette, put the ashtray on the night table, and turned to her, lying down. They held each
other and kissed. "Truly," she said. "Ifsbest for everybody, in the long run. Well improve things
gradudly, working in our own councils”

They kissed and caressed each other, and then they kicked down the sheet and she threw her leg over
Chip's hip and his hardness dipped easly into her.

Hewas sitting in the library one morning when ahand took his shoulder. He looked around, startled, and
Wae wasthere. He bent, pushing Chip aside, and put his face down to the viewer hood.

After amoment he said, "Wdll, you've goneto the right man." He kept hisface at the hood another
moment, and then stood up and let go of Chip's shoulder and smiled at him. "Read Liebman too,” he
sad. "And Okidaand Marcuse. I'll make aligt of titlesand giveit to you in the garden this eve-ning. Will
you be there?"

Chip nodded.

?



Hisdaysfel into aroutine: mornings at the library, after-noons at the Council. He studied construction
methods and environment planning; examined factory flow charts and cir-culation patterns of residentia
buildings. Madhir and Sylvie showed him drawings of buildings under congtruction and buildings planned
for thefuture, of citiesasthey existed and (plastic overlay) cities asthey might some day be modified. He
was the eighth member of the Council; of the other seven, three were inclined to challenge Uni'sdesigns
and change them, and four, including Madhir, were inclined to accept them without question. Formal
meetings were held on Friday afternoons; at other times seldom more than four or five of the members
werein the offices. Once only Chip and Gri-gri were there, and they wound up locked together on
Madhir's sofa

After Council, Chip used the gym and the pool. He ate with Deirdre and Dover and Dover's
woman-of-the-day and whoever ese joined them—sometimes Karl, on the Transportation Council and
resigned towine.

Oneday in February, Chip asked Dover if it was possible to get in touch with whoever had replaced him
on Liberty and

find out if Lilac and Jan were dl right and whether Juliawas providing for them as she had said she
would.

"Sure," Dover said. "No problem at al.”
"Would you do it then?' Chip said. "I'd gppreciateit.”

A few dayslater Dover found Chipinthelibrary. "All'swell/ he said. "Lilac is staying home and buying
food and pay-ing rent, so Juliamust be coming through.”

"Thanks, Dover," Chip said. "'l wasworried."
"Theman ther€ll keep an eye on her,” Dover said. "If she needs anything, money can comein the mail.”

"That'sfing" Chip said. "Waei told me." He smiled. "Poor Julia," he said, "supporting al those families
when it isn't redly necessary. If she knew sheld have afit.”

Dover smiled. "Shewould," he said. "Of course, everyone who set out didn't get here, so in some cases
it is necessary."

"That'sright,” Chip said. "l wasn't thinking.”
"Seeyou at lunch," Dover said.
"Right," Chipsaid. "Thanks"

Dover went, and Chip turned to the viewer and bent hisface to the hood. He put hisfinger on the
next-page button and, after amoment, pressed it.

?

He began to speak up at Council meetings and to ask fewer questions at Wei's discussions. A petition
was circulated for the reduction of cake days to one amonth; he hesitated but sgned it. He went from
Deirdre to Blackie to Ninaand back to Deirdre; listened in the smaller lounges to sex gossip and jokes
about High Council members; followed crazes for paper-air-plane making and speaking in pre-U



languages ("Frangais’ was pronounced "Fransay,” he learned).

One morning he woke up early and went to the gym. Wei wasthere, jumping astride and swinging
dumbbdls, shining with swest, dab-muscled, dim-hipped; in ablack supporter and something white tied
around his neck. "Another early bird, good morning,” he said, jumping hislegsout and in, out and in,
swinging the dumbbells out and together over his white-wisped head.

"Good morning/' Chip said. He went to the side of the gym and took off his robe and hung it on a hook.
Another robe, blue, hung afew hooks away.

"Y ou weren't at the discussion last night/' Wel said.
Chip turned. "There was a party/' he said, toeing off his sandas. "Patya's birthday."
"It'sdl right/ We said, jumping, swinging the dumbbells. "I just mentioned it.”

Chip walked onto amat and began trotting in place. The white thing around Wei's neck was a band of
sk, tightly knotted.

We stopped jumping and tossed down the dumbbells and took atowel from one of the parald bars.
"Madhir'safraid you're going to be aradica/' he said, smiling.

"He doesn't know the half of it/' Chip said.

We watched him, sill smiling, wiping the towe over his big-muscled shoulders and under hisarms.

"Do you work out every morning?' Chip asked.

"No, only once or twiceaweek,"” We sad. "I'm not athletic by nature." He rubbed the towe behind him.
Chip stopped trotting. "W, there's something I'd like to speak to you about/" he said.

"Yes?' Wel sad. "What isit?"

Chip took a step toward him. "When | first came here," he said., "and we had lunch together—"

"Yes?' Wel said.

Chip cleared histhroat and said, "Y ou said that if | wanted to | could have my eye replaced. Rosen said
so too."

"Yes, of course/' Wel said. "Do you want to have it done?"

Chip looked a him uncertainly. "I don't know, it seemslike such—vanity/' he said. "But I've dways been
awareof it—"

"It's not vanity to correct aflaw,” We said. "It's negligence not to."

"Can't | get alensput on?' Chip said. "A brown lens?

"Yes, you can," We sad, "if you want to cover it and not correct it."

Chip looked away and then back at him. "All right," he said, "I'd liketo do it, haveit done."

"Good," Wei said, and smiled. "I've had eye changestwice," he said. "Theresblurrinessfor afew days,
that'sdl. Go down to the medicenter thismorning. I'll tell Rosen to do it him-sdlf, as soon as possible.”



"Thank you," Chip said.

Wei put histowel around his white-banded neck, turned to the pardld bars, and lifted himsdlf
graight-armed onto them. "Keep quiet about it," he said, hand-walking between the bars, "or the children
will start pestering you."

?

It was done, and he looked in his mirror and both his eyes were brown. He smiled, and stepped back,
and stepped close again. Helooked a himself from one side and the other, smiling.

When he had dressed he looked again.

Deirdre, inthelounge, said, "It's atremendous improve-ment! Y ou look wonderful! Karl, Gri-gri, ook at
Chip'seye”

D

Members helped them into heavy green coats, thickly quilted and hooded. They closed them and put on
thick green gloves, and amember pulled open the door. The two of them, Wei and Chip, went in.

They walked together dong an aide between sted walls of memory banks, their breath clouding from
their nogtrils. Wei spoke of the banks interna temperature and of the weight and number of them. They
turned into anarrower aide where the sted walls stretched ahead of them convergingly to afaraway
crosswall.

"l wasin herewhen | wasachild,” Chip said.

"Dover told me" Wel sad.

"It frightened methen,” Chip said. "But it hasakind of— mgesty to it; the order and precison..."”
Wel nodded, hiseyesglinting. "Yes" hesaid. "l look for excusesto comein.”

They turned into another cross-aide, passed apillar, and turned into another long narrow aide between
back-to-back rows of steel memory banks.

In coverdls again, they looked into avast railed pit, round and deep, where stedl and concrete housings
lay, linked by blue arms and sending thicker blue arms branching upward to low brightly glowing celling.
("l believe you had aspecid interest in the refrigerating plants," Wel said, smiling, and Chip looked
uncomfortable.) A stedl pillar stood beside the pit; be-yond it lay a second railed and blue-armed pit, and
another pillar, another pit. The room was enormous, cool and hushed. Transmitting and receiving
equipment lined itstwo long walls, with red pinpoint lights gleaming; membersin blue drew out and
replaced two-handled vertical panels of speckled black and gold. Four red-dome reactors stood at one
end of the room, and beyond them, behind glass, haf adozen programmers sat a around console
reading into microphones, turning pages.

"Thereyou are," Wel said.
Chip looked around at it all. He shook his head and blew out breath. "Christ and Wel," he said.
Wi laughed happily.

They stayed awhile, waking about, looking, talking with some of the members, and then they |eft the
room and walked through white-tiled corridors. A sted door did open for them, and they went through



and walked together down the carpeted corridor beyond.
Chapter Five

Early in September of 172, aparty of seven men and women accompanied by a"shepherd” named Anna
set out from the Andaman Idandsin Stability Bay to attack and destroy Uni. Announcements of thelr
progress were made in the programmers dining room at each mealtime. Two mem-bers of the party
"faled" intheairport at SEA77120 (head-shakings and sighs of disappointment), and two morethe
following day in acarport in EUR46209 (head-shakings and sighs of disappointment). On the evening of
Thursday, Sep-tember tenth, the three others—a young man and woman and an older man—came
angle-fileinto the main lounge with their hands on their heads, looking angry and frightened. A stocky
woman behind them, grinning, pocketed agun.

The three stared foolishly, and the programmers rose, laugh-ing and applauding, Chip and Deirdre among
them. Chip laughed loud, applauded hard. All the programmers laughed loud and applauded hard asthe
newcomers lowered their hands and turned to one another and to their [aughing applauding shepherd.

Wei in gold-trimmed green went to them, smiling, and shook their hands. The programmers hushed one
another. Wel touched his collar and said, "From here up, at any rate. From
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here down..." The programmers laughed and hushed one another. They moved closer, to hear, to
congratulate.

After afew minutes the stocky woman dipped out of the crush and |eft the lounge. Sheturned to theright
and went toward a narrow upgoing escalator. Chip came after her. "Con-gratulations,” he said.

"Thanks,." the woman said, glancing back at him and smiling tiredly. She was about forty, with dirt on her
face and dark rings under her eyes. "When did you comein?' she asked.

"About eight months ago,” Chip said.

"Who with?" The woman stepped onto the escalator.

Chip stepped on behind her. "Dover," he said.

"Oh' shesad. "Ishedill here?

"No/' Chip said. "He was sent out last month. Y our people didn't come in empty-handed, did they?'

"l wish they had/" thewoman said. "My shoulder iskilling me. | |eft the kits by the elevator. I'm going to
get them now." She stepped off the escalator and walked back around it.

Chip went with her. "I'll give you ahand with them," he said.
"It'sdl right, I'll pick up one of the boys,” the woman said, turning to the right.
"No, | don't mind doing it/ Chip said.

They waked down corridor past the glasswall of the pool. The woman looked in and said, "That's
where|'m going to bein fifteen minutes.”

"Il joinyou," Chip said.



Thewoman glanced a him. "Ail right/' she said.

Boroviev and amember came into the corridor toward them. "Annal Hello!" Boroviev sad, hiseyes
sparkling in hiswithered face. The member, agirl, smiled a Chip.

"Hello!" the woman said, shaking Boroviev's hand. "Plow are you?"

"Fine!" Boroviev said. "Oh, you look exhausted!"”

"l am."

"But everything'sdl right?’

"Yes," thewoman said. "They're downdtairs. I'm on my way to get rid of thekits."
"Get somerest!" Boroviev said.

"I'mgoing to," thewoman said, amiling. "Six months of it."

Boroviev amiled at Chip, and taking the member's hand, went past them and down the corridor. The
woman and Chip went ahead toward the stedl door at the corridor's end. They passed the archway to
the garden, where someone was singing and playing aguitar.

"What kind of bombs did they have?' Chip asked.
"Crude plastic ones," the woman said. "Throw and boom. I'll be glad to get them into the can.”

The steel door did open; they went through and turned to the right. White-tiled corridor stretched before
them with scanner-posted doors in the left-hand wall.

"Which council are you on?" the woman asked.
"Wait asecond,” Chip said, stopping and taking her arm.

She stopped and turned and he punched her in the ssomach. Catching her face in his hand, he smashed
her head back hard against thewall. Helet it come forward, smashed it back again, and let go of her.
She did downward—atile was cracked—and sank heavily to the floor and fell over Ssdeways, one knee
up, eyesclosed.

Chip stepped to the nearest door and opened it. A two-toilet bathroom was insde. Holding the door
with hisfoot, he reached over and took hold of the woman under her arms. A member cameinto the
corridor and stared at him, aboy of about twenty.

"Hdp me" Chipsad.
The boy came over, hisface pae. "What happened?' he asked.
"Take her legs," Chip said. " She passed out.”

They carried the woman into the bathroom and set her down on the floor. " Shouldn't we take her to the
medicenter?' the boy asked.

"Wewill inaminute," Chip said. He got on one knee beside the woman, reached into the pocket of her
yellow-paplon cover-alls, and took out her gun. He aimed it at the boy. "Turn around and face thewall/
he said. "Don't make a sound.”



The boy stared wide-eyed at him, and turned around and faced the wall between the toilets.

Chip stood up, passed the gun between his hands, and hold-ing it by itstaped barrel, stepped astride the
woman. He raised the gun and quickly swung its butt down hard on the boy's close-clipped head. The
blow drove the boy to hisknees. Hefdll forward againgt the wall and then sideways, his head stopping
againgt wal and toilet pipe, red gleaming inits short black hair.

Chip looked away and at the gun. He passed it back to a shooting grip, thumbed its safety catch aside,
and turned it toward the bathroom's back wall: ared thread, gone, shattered atile and drilled dust from
behind it. Chip put the gun into his pocket, and holding it, stepped over the woman and moved to the
door.

He went into the corridor, pulled the door rightly closed, and walked quickly, holding thegunin his
pocket. He came to the end of the corridor and followed its left turn.

A member coming toward him smiled and said, "Hello, Fether."
Chip nodded, passing him. "Son," he said.

A door was ahead in the right-hand wall. He went to it, opened it, and went through. He closed the door
behind him and stood in dark halway. He took out the gun.

Opposite, under acelling that barely glowed, were the pink, brown, and orange
memory-banks-for-visitors, the gold cross and sickle, the clock on the wall—9:33 Thu 10 Sep 172
Y=U.

Hewent to the | eft, past the other displays, unlighted, dor-mant, increasingly visiblein thelight from an
open door to the lobby.

He went to the open door.

Onthefloor in the center of the lobby lay three kits, agun, and two knives. Another kit lay near the
elevator doors.

?

Wai leaned back, smiling, and drew on his cigarette "Be-lieve me," he said, "that's how everybody fedls
at this point. But even the most stubbornly disapproving come to see that were wise and wereright.” He
looted at the programmers standing around the group of chairs. "Isn't that so, Chip?' he said. "Tell them.”
Helooked about, smiling.

"Chip went out/' Deirdre said, and someone dse said, "After Anna." Another programmer said, "Too
bad, Deirdre," and Deirdre, turning, said, "He didn't go out after Anna, he went out; hell beright back.”

"A littletired, of course?' someone said.

Wei looked &t his cigarette and leaned forward and pressed it out. "Everyone here will confirm what I'm
saying," he said to the newcomers, and smiled, "Excuse me, will you?' hesaid. "I'll be back in alittle
while. Don't get up." Herose, and the programmers parted for him.

?

Straw filled half the kit, held in place by awood divider; on the other side, wires, tools, papers, cakes,
whatnot He brushed straw away—from more dividers that formed square straw-filled compartments. He



fingered in one and found only straw and hollowness; in another, though, there was something
soft-surfaced but firm. He pulled away straw and lifted out a heavy whitish bal, aclaylike handful with
straw sticking to it. He put it on the floor and took out two more— another compartment was
empty—and afourth one. He ripped the wood framework from the kit, put it aside, and dumped out
straw, tools, everything; put the four bombs close together in the kit, opened the other two kits and took
out their bombs and put them in with the four—five from one kit, six from the other. Room for three more
remained.

He got up and went for the fourth kit by the devators. A sound in the halway spun him around—he had
left the gun by the bombs—Dbut the doorway was empty-dark and the sound (whisper of silk?) wasno
more. If it had been at al. His own sound, it might have been, reflected back at him.

Watching the doorway, he backed to the kit, caught up its strap, and brought it quickly to the other kits;
knedled again and brought the gun close to hissde. He opened the kit, pulled out straw, and lifted out
three bombs and fitted them in with the others. Three rows of six. He covered them and pressed the kit
closed, then put his arm through the strap and lodged it on his shoulder. Heraised the kit carefully againgt
hiship. Thebombsin it shifted heavily.

The gun with the kits was an L-beam too, newer-looking than the one he had. He picked it up and
opened it. A stone wasin the generator's place. He put the gun down, took one of the
knives—black-handled, pre-U, its blade worn thin but sharp—and dipped it into his right-hand pocket.
Taking the working gun and holding the kit with hisfingers under its bot-tom, he got up from hisknees,
stepped over an empty kit, and went quietly to the doorway.

Darkness and silence were outsdeit. He waited till he could see more clearly, then waked to the left. A
giant telecomp clung to the display wall (it had been broken, hadn't it, when he had been there before?);
he passed it and stopped. Some-one lay near the wall ahead, motionless.

But no, it was a stretcher, two stretchers, with pillows and blankets. The blankets Papa Jan and he had
wrapped around them. The very same two, conceivably.

He stood for amoment, remembering.

Then hewent on. To the door. The door that Papa Jan had pushed him through. And the scanner beside
it, the first he had ever passed without touching. How frightened he had been!

This time you don't have to push me, Papa Jan, he thought.
He opened the door a bit, looked in at the landing—brightly lit, empty—and went in.

And down the stairsinto coolness. Quickly now,, thinking of the boy and the woman upstairs, who might
soon be coming to, crying an darm.

He passed the door to the first level of memory banks.

And the second.

And came to the end of the stairs, the bottom-level door.

He put hisright shoulder againgt it, held the gun ready, and turned the knob with hisleft hand.

He eased the door dowly open. Red lights gleamed in dim-ness, one of the walls of transmitting-receiving
equipment. Thelow celling glowed faintly. He opened the door wider. A railed refrigerator pit lay ahead
of him, blue arms upreaching; beyond it, apillar, apit, apillar, apit. The reactors were at the other end



of the room, red domes doubled in the glass of the dimly lit programming room. Not a member in Sight,
closed doors, silence—except for awhining sound, low and steady. He opened the door wider, stepping
into the room with it, and saw the second wall of equipment sparked with red lights.

He went farther into the room, caught the door edge behind him and let it pull itself away toward closing.
He lowered the gun, thumbed the strap up off his shoulder, and let the kit down gently to thefloor. His
throat was clamped, his head torn back. A green-silk elbow was under hisjaw, the arm crushing his
neck, choking him. His gun-wrist waslocked in apowerful hand and "You liar, liar,” We whispered in
hisear, "what apleasureto kill you."

He pulled a the arm, punched it with hisfreeleft hand; it was marble, astatuesarmin slk. Hetried to
back hisfeet into astance for throwing Wei off him, but We moved backward too, keeping him arched
and helpless, dragging him benegth the turning glowing celling; and his hand was bent around and
smashed, smashed, smashed againgt hard railing, and the gun was gone, clanging in the pit. He reached
back and grabbed Wei's head, found his ear and wrenched at it. His throat was crushed tighter by the
hard-muscled arm and the ceiling was pink and pulsing. He thrust his hand down into Wei's collar,
squeezed hisfingers under aband of cloth. He wound hishand iniit, driving hisknuckles as hard ashe
could into tough ridged flesh. Hisright hand was freed, hisleft seized and pulled a. With hisright he
caught thewrist at his neck, pulled the arm open. He gasped air down histhroat.

Hewas flung away, thrown flat against red-lit equipment, the torn band wound around his hand. He
grabbed two handles and pulled out apand, turned and flung it at Wei coming at him. Wei struck it aside
with an arm and kept coming, both hands raised to chop. Chip crouched, hisleft arm up. ("Keep low,
Green-eye!l" Captain Gold shouted.) Blows hit hisarm; he punched at Wei's heart. Wei backed off,
kicking a him.

He got away from thewall, circled outward, stuffed his numbed hand down into his pocket and found the
knife handle. Wei rushed at him and chopped at his neck and shoulders. With hisleft arm raised, he cut
the knife up out of hispocket and stuck it into Wei's middle—partway in, then hard, al the way, hilt into
slk. Blowskept hitting him. He pulled the knife out and backed away.

Wae stayed where he was. He looked at Chip, at the knifein his hand, looked down at himsdlf. He
touched hiswaist and looked at hisfingers. Helooked a Chip.

Chip circdled, watching him, holding the knife.

Wei lunged. Chip knifed, dashed Wei's deeve, but Wei caught his arm in both hands and drove him back
againg rail-ing, kneeing at him. Chip caught Wel's neck and squeezed, squeezed as hard as he could
insde the torn green-and-gold collar. He forced Wel off him, turned from the railing, and squeezed, kept
squeezing while Wei held hisknife-arm. He forced Wel back around the pit. Wei struck with one hand at
hiswrist, knocked it downward; he pulled hisarm free and knifed at Wei's side. Wel dodged and spilled
over therailing, fell into the pit and fell flat on hisback on acylindrical stedl housing. He did off it and sat
leaning againgt blue pipe, looking up at Chip with his mouth open, gasping, ablack-red stainin hislap.

Chip ran to the kit. He picked it up and walked back quickly down the side of the room, holding the kit
on hisarm. He put the knife in his pocket—it fell through but he let it—ripped the kit open and tucked its
cover back under it. He turned and walked backward toward the end of the equipment wall, stopped
and stood facing the pits and the pillars between them.

He backhanded sweat from his mouth and forehead, saw blood on his hand and wiped it on hisside.

Hetook one of the bombs from the kit, held it back behind his shoulder, aimed, and threw it. It arched
into the center pit. He put his hand on another bomb. A thunk sounded from the pit, but no explosion



came. He took out the second bomb and threw it harder into the pit.

The sound it made was flatter and softer than the first bomb's.

Therailed pit stayed asit was, blue arms reaching up fromiit.

Chip looked at it, and looked at the rows of white straw-stuck bombs in the kit.
He took out another one and hurled it as hard as he could into the nearer pit.

A thunk again.

He waited, and went cautioudly toward the pit; went closer, and saw the bomb on the cylindrical stedl
housing, ablob of white, awhite clay breast.

A high-pitched gasping sound came sifting from the far-thest pit. Wei. He was laughing.

These three were her bombs, the shepherd's, Chip thought. Maybe she did something to them. He
went to the middle of the equipment wall and stood squarely facing the center pit. He hurled abomb. It
hit a blue arm and stuck to it, round and white.

Wei laughed and gasped. Scrapings, sounds of movement, came from the pit he wasin.

Chip hurled more bombs. One of them may work, one of them will workl (“Throw and boom," she
had said. "Glad to get them into the can." She wouldn't have lied to him, What had gone wrong with
them?) He hurled bombs at the blue arms and the pillars, plastered the square sted pillars with flat white
overlapping discs. He hurled dl the "bombs," hurled the last one clean acrossthe room; it splattered wide
on the oppo-site equipment wall.

He stood with the empty kit in his hand.
Wel laughed loud.

He was gitting astride pit railing, holding the gun in both hands, pointing it at Chip. Black-red smearsran
down hisclinging coverall legs, red leaked over hissanda straps. He laughed more. "What do you
think?" he asked. "Too cold? Too damp? Too dry? Too old? Too what?' He took one hand from the
gun, reached back behind him, and eased down off therailing. Lifting hisleg over it, he winced and drew
in
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breath hissmgly. "Ooh Jesus Christ/' he said, >u redly hurt thisbody. Ssssl You redlly did it damage.” He
stood and held the gun with both hands again, facing Chip. He amiled. "Idea," hesad. "Y ou giveme
yours, right? Y ou hurt abody, you give me another one. Fair? And—nest, economical! What we have
to do now is shoot you in the head, very carefully, and then between uswell give the doctorsalong
night'swork." He smiled more broadly. "I promise to keep you 'in condition,’ Chip," he said, and waked
forward with dow stiff steps, hiselbowstight to his sides, the gun clagped before him chest-high, aimed
at Chip'sface. Chip backed to thewall.

A Til have to change my speech to newcomers,” Wel said. " 'From here down I'm Chip, a programmer
who almost fooled me with histalk and his new eye and hissmilesin the mirror.' | don't think well have
any more newcomers though; the risk has begun to outweigh the amusement.”

Chip threw the kit at him and lunged, leaped a Wel and threw him backward to the floor. Wei cried out,



and Chip, lying on him, wrestled for the gun in his hand. Red beams shot from it. Chip forced the gun to
thefloor. An explosion roared. He tore the gun from Wei's hand and got off him, got up to hisfeet and
backed away and turned and |looked.

Acrosstheroom, acave, crumbling and smoking, hollowed the middle of thewall of equipment-where
the bomb he had thrown had been splattered. Dust shimmered in the air and awide arc of black
fragmentslay onthefloor.

Chip looked at the gun and at Wel. Wei, on an elbow, looked across the room and up at Chip.

Chip backed away, toward the end of the room, toward its corner, looking at the white-plastered pillars,
the white-hung blue arms over the center pit. He raised the gun.

"Chip!" W cried. "It's yours! It'll be yours some day! We

both canlivel Chip, listento me," he said, leaning forward her€'s joy in having it, in contralling, in being
the only one

That's the absolute truth, Chip. Y ou'll seefor yourself.

Theresjoy inhavingit.”

Chip fired the gun at the farther pillar. A red thread hit

io

above the white discs; another hit directly on one. An explosion flashed and roared, thundered and
smoked. It subsided and the pillar was bent dightly toward the other side of the room.

Wei moaned grievingly. A door beside Chip started to open; he pushed it closed and stood back against
it. Hefired the gun at the bombs on the blue arms. Explosion roared, Same erupted, and alouder
explosion blasted from the pit, mashing him against the door, bresking glass, flinging Wi to the sway-ing
wall of equipment, damming doorsthat had opened at the other side of the room. Flamefilled the pit, a
huge shud-dering cylinder of yellow-orange, railed around and drumming at the celling. Chip raised his
arm againg the hest of it,

Wai climbed to al fours and onto hisfeet. He swayed and started ssumblingly forward. Chip shot ared
thread to his chest, and another, and he turned away and stumbled toward the pit. Flames feathered his
coverals, and he dropped to his knees, fell forward on thefloor. Hishair caught fire, his cover-als
burned.

Blows shook the door and cries came from behind it. The other doors opened and members camein.
"Stay back!" Chip shouted, and aimed the gun at the nearer pillar and fired. Explosion roared, and the
pillar was bent.

Thefireinthe pit lowered, and the bent pillars dowly turned, screeching.

Members came into the room. " Get back!" Chip shouted, and they retreated to the doors. He moved
into the corner, watching the pillars, the calling. The door beside him opened. " Stay back!" he shouted,
pressng againdt it.

The sted of the pillars split and rolled open; achunk of con-crete did from the nearer one.

The blackened ceiling cracked, groaned, sagged, dropped fragments.



The pillars broke and the ceiling fell. Memory banks crashed into the pits; mammoth stedl blocks
smashed down on one another and did thunderoudy, butted into the walls of equip-ment. Explosions
roared in the nearest and farthest pits, lift-ing blocks and cushioning them in flames.

Chip raised hisarm againgt the heat. He looked where Wei had been. A block wasthere, its edge above
the cracked floor. More groaning and cracking sounded—from the blackness above, framed by the
cellings broken fire-lit borders. And more banks fdll, pounded down on the ones below, crushing and
burgting them. Memory banksfilled the opening, diding, rumbling.

And the room, despite thefires, cooled.

Chip lowered his arm and looked—at the dark shapes of fire-gleaming steel blocks piled through the
broken border of ceil-ing. He looked and kept looking, and then he moved around the door and pushed
hisway out through the members saring in.

He waked with the gun at his side through members and programmers running toward him down
white-tiled corridors, and through more programmers running down carpeted cor-ridors hung with
paintings. "What isit?' Karl shouted, stop-ping and grabbing hisarm.

Chip looked at him and said, "Go see.”

Karl let go of him, glanced at the gun and at hisface, and turned and ran.
Chip turned and kept walking.

Chapter Six

He washed, sprayed the brai ses on his hand and some cuts on hisface, and put on paplon coverdls.
Closing them, he looked around at the room. He had planned to take the bed-cover, for Lilac to usefor
dressmaking, and asmdl painting or something for Julia; now, though, he didn't want to. He put
cigarettes and the gun in his pockets. The door opened and he pulled the gun out again. Deirdre stared at
him, looking frantic.

He put the gun back in his pocket.

She camein and closed the door behind her. "It was you," she said.

He nodded.

"Do you realize what you've done?'

"What you didn't do," he said. "What you came here to do and talked yoursdlf out of."

"| came hereto stop it so it could be reprogrammed/’ she said, "not to destroy it completely!”

"It was being reprogrammed, remember?' he said. "And if I'd stopped it and forced a real
reprogramming—I don't know how, but if | had—it would still have wound up the same way sooner or
later. The same We . Or anew one—me. There'sjoy in having it': those were hislast words. Everything
elsewasrationdization. And self-deception.”

She looked away, angrily, and back a him. "Thewhole placeisgoing to cavein,” she said.
"l don't feg] any tremors,” he said.

"Wel everyone's going. The ventilation may stop Theres danger of radiation.”



"l wasn't planning to stay,” he said.
She opened the door and looked at him and went out.

Hewent out after her. Programmers hurried along the corri-dor in both directions, carrying paintings,
pillowcase bundles dictypes, lamps. ("Wei wasinit! Hesdead!" "Stay away from the kitchen, it'sa
madhouse!") He walked among them The walls were bare except for large frames hanging empty ("Sirri
saysit was Chip, not the new oned" "-twenty-five years ago, "Unify the idands, weve got enough
programmers/ but he gave me a quote about selfishness.”)

The escalators were working. He rode up to the top level and went around through the steel door, half
open, to the bathroom where the boy and the woman were. They were gone.

He went down one level. Programmers and members hol d-ing paintings and bundles were pushing into
the room that led to the tunnel. He went into the merging crowd. The door ahead was down but must
have been partway up because every-one kept moving forward dowly. ("Quickly!" "Movewill you?"
"Oh Chrigt and Weil") '

Hisarm was grabbed and Madhir glared at him, hugging afilled tablecloth to his chest. "Wasit you?' he
asked "Yes" Chip sad.

Madhir glared, trembled, flushed. "Madman!" he shouted Maniac! Maniac!"

Chip pulled hisarm free and turned and moved forward Here he isl" Madhir shouted. "Chip! He'sthe
one! He'sthe onewho did itl Here heisl Here! He's the one who did

it!

Chip moved forward with the crowd, looking &t the stedl door ahead, holding the gun in his pocket
("You brother-fighter, are you crazy?' "He's mad, hes mad!™)

im
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They waked up the tunne, quickly at first, then dowly, an endless straggle of dark laden figures. Lamps
shone here and there dong theline, each lamp drawing with it a section of shining plastic roundness.

Chip saw Deirdre sitting at the side of the tunndl. Shelooked at him stonily. He kept walking, the gun at
hissde.
?

Outsde the tunnel they sat and lay in the clearing, smoked and ate and talked in huddles, rummaged in
their bundles, traded forksfor cigarettes.

Chip saw dretchers on the ground, four or five of them, amember holding alamp beside them, other
members kneding.

He put the gun in his pocket and went over. The boy and the woman lay on two of the stretchers, their
heads bandaged, their eyes closed, their sheeted chests moving. Members were on two other stretchers,
and Barlow, the head of the Nuitri-tional Council, was on another, dead-looking, his eyes closed. Rosen
kneded beside him, taping something to his chest through cut-open coverdls.

"Arethey dl right?' Chip asked.



"The othersare,” Rosen said. "Barlow's had a heart at-tack." Helooked up at Chip. "They're saying that
Wei wasinthere," hesad.

"Hewas," Chipsad.
"Youresure?'
"Yes" Chipsad. "He'sdead.”

"It'shard to believe," Rosen said. He shook his head and took a small something from amember's hand
and screwed it onto what he had taped to Barlow's chest.

Chip watched for amoment, then went over to the entrance of the clearing and sat down againgt stone
and lit acigarette. He toed his sandals off and smoked, watching members and programmers come out of
the tunndl and walk around and find placesto sit. Karl came out with apainting and abundle,

A member came toward him. Chip took the gun out of his pocket and held it in hislap.
"Areyou Chip?' the member asked. He was the older of the two men who had come in that evening.
"Yes" Chipsad.

The man sat down nest to him. He was about fifty, very dark, with ajutting chin, "Some of them are
talking about rushing you,” he said.

"| figured they would be/" Chip said. "I'm leaving in a second.”
"My names Luig" the man said.

"Hello/' Chip said.

They shook hands.

"Where are you going?' Luis asked.

"Back to theidand | came from/* Chip said. "Liberty. Mgorca. Myorca. Y ou don't know how tofly a
copter by any chance, do you?"

"No/* Luissaid, "but it shouldn't be too hard to figure out.”

"It'sthe landing that worriesme," Chip said.

"Land in the water."

"l wouldn't want to lose the copter, though. Assuming | can find one. Y ou want a cigarette?'
"No, thanks' Luis said.

They sat slently for amoment. Chip drew on his cigarette and looked up. "Christ and Wel, red stars,” he
sad. "They had fake ones down there.”

"Redly?' Luissad.
"Redly."

Luislooked over at the programmers. He shook his head. "They'retalking asif the Family'sgoing to die



inthemorning/ hesad. "It isn'. It'sgoing to be bom.”

"Bornto alot of trouble, though/' Chip said. "It's started aready. Planes have crashed...”
Luislooked a him and said, "Members haven't died who were supposed to die. . /'
After amoment Chip said, "Y es. Thanks for reminding me."

Luissad. "Sure, theré's going to be trouble. But there are membersin every city—the undertreated, the
oneswho write 'Fight Uni—wholll keep things going in the beginning. And in the end it'sgoing to be
better. Living peopld”

[

"It'sgoing to be more interesting, that's for sure" Chip said, putting his sandals on.
"Y ou aren't going to stay on your idand, areyou?' Luis asked.

"l don't know," Chip said. "I haven't thought beyond getting there."

"Y ou come back,” Luissaid. "The Family needs memberslike you."

"Doesit?' Chip said. "1 had an eye changed down there, and I'm not sure | only did it to fool Wei." He
crushed his cigarette out and stood up. Programmers were looking around a him; he pointed the gun at
them and they turned quickly away.

Luisstood up too. "I'm glad the bombs worked,” he said, smiling. "'I'm the one who made them.”
"They worked beautifully,” Chip said. " Throw and boom."

"Good," Luissaid. "Listen, | don't know about any eye; you land on land and come back in afew
weeks."

I'll see," Chip said. "Good-by."
"Good-by, brother," Luissaid.
Chip turned and went out of the clearing and started down rocky dope toward parkland.

?

Heflew over roadways where occasional moving cars zig-zagged dowly past series of stopped ones,
aong the River of Freedom, where barges bumped blindly against the banks; past cities where monorail
cars clung motionlessto therail, copters hovering over some of them.

As he grew more sure of his handling of the copter heflew lower; looked into plazas where members
milled and gath-ered; skimmed over factories with stopped feed-in and feed-out lines; over congtruction
Stes where nothing moved except amember or two; and over the river again, passing agroup of
memberstying abarge to the shore, climbing onto it, looking up at him.

Hefollowed the river to the seaand started acrossit, flying low. He thought of Lilac and Jan, Lilac
turning sartled from the sink (he should have taken the bedcover, why hadn't he?). But would they il
bein theroom? Could Lilac, thinking him caught and treasted and never coming back, have—married
someone else? No, never. (Why not? Almost nine months he'd been gone.) No. She wouldntt.
She-Drops of clear liquid hit the copter's plagtic front and streaked back aong its sides. Something wag



leaking from above, he thought, but then he saw that the sky had gone gray, gray on both sides and
darker gray ahead, like the skiesin some pre-U paintings. It was rain that was hitting the copter.

Rain! Inthe daytime! He flew with one hand, and with afingertip of the other, followed on theinsde of
the plastic the paths of the stresking raindrops outsideit.

Raininthedaytime! Christ and Wei, how sirange! And how inconvenient!

But there was something pleasing about it too. Something natural

He brought his hand back to itslever—L et's not get over-confident, brother—and smiling, flew ahead.
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