All except new readers will he familiar with the byline of Robert F. Young,
who appeared regularly in these pages in the 50's and 60's (e.g., "Jonathan
and the Space Whale," "In What Cavern of the Deep," "L'Arc De Jeanne.")
Mr. Young writes: "For the past five or six years | have been working
full-time as a castings inspector in a non-ferrous foundry, and although |
write both weekends and evenings, my output is considerably less than
what it used to be." We hope to have Mr. Young back on a more or less
regular basis, and you will too after reading ...

Remnants of
Things Past

by ROBERT F. YOUNG

IF 1T SURPRISED HAVERS o find that he could return to the past, the past surprised him even
more. It wasn't at al what he expected. He had aways pictured the past as a sort of old movie through
whose nogtalgic scenestheintrepid time traveler wended his care- free way till he cameto theone he
wanted to revisit. It smply hadn't occurred to him that the past by its very nature must of necessity be
dead, nor had it occurred to him that the piling up of historica events and the concomitant piling up of
people and places might have imposed severe restrictions with regard how much of a person's existence
could be retained, as well as have dictated the method of retention. As aresult he was somewhat
disconcerted when, after opening the strange door that had suddenly appeared before him and stepping
acrossitsthreshold, he found himsdf in arather ordinary windowless room.

After reflecting on the matter, Havers could see the need for such economy. The room was about
twenty feet in length, some fifteen in width and approximately ninein height. The celling was concave and
consgted of 12" -by-12" celling blocks made of aluminous materia that bathed everything beneathin a
pale but penetrating radiance. Thefloor congisted of 4"'-by-4" linoleum tiles, red and black in color, and
patterned like a checkerboard. The walls were covered with 9-by-4' walnut-veneer panels.

Floor-to-ceiling shelves began on the left-hand wall, ran dmogt al the way around the room with but
agngleinterruption. Theinterruption was adoor directly opposite the one Havers had entered by.
Aboveit glowed ared exit Sgn of the sort seen in old movie thesters. Againgt the wall to hisright stood
two cabinets, one gray, the other rose-colored, and centered in front of thewall to hisleft wasasmall
plaster-of-Paris pedestal.

In the middle of the room stood a round display counter. Its shelves and top were glass and were
covered with awide variety of objectsthat Havers from his present position could not identify. It was
clear to him, however, that whatever they were they must have played important rolesin his past in order
to rate such prominent display.

Hewalked over to the counter and stood before it. Thefirst item to catch his eye wasthe novel he
had never quite got around to finishing. It congtituted the countertop's centerpiece and was appedingly
bound with red morocco, with thetitle and his byline samped in gold | etters.

THE CASH AND THE CREDIT
by

George Waverley Havers

Havers picked up the book and opened it. Appropriately enough, al of the pages were blank except
four, one of which wasthetitle page and the other three of which contained the text proper asfar ashe
had got. Turning to page 1, he began to read: Ere we look into the brain of Elijah Thorne and



examine one by one the machinations we are certain to find there, it might be well to dwell for a
moment upon the physique and physiognomy of our hero, the one ectomor phic, the other
dolichocephalic. We— Quickly Havers closed the book and replaced it on the counter.

Totheleft of it, artisticaly arranged in black plastic racks, were the pipes he had collected in the
years following World War 11 and had somehow lost track of during the '50s and the '60s. There were
briers, meerschaums, corncobs, Y ello-boles and Kay woodies. He stared at them in mild astonishment.
Why in the world had he, a cigarette smoker, wasted time and money collecting pipes?

From the pipe collection his gaze moved to an object he could not at first recognize. It was
yelowish-brown in color, shaped like an oversized, extremely thick pancake, and deeply indented in the
center. Could it be? Y es, yesit was—the catcher's mitt hisfather had given him on his ninth birthday.
Why, he hadn't seenit in ages! Ironicaly, seeing it now evoked not nostalgia, but repugnance. He had
never redly liked basebal, athough he had played it seduloudy and made the high-school team.

Next to the mitt lay his high-schoal diploma, next to that, reducing it to puerileinggnificance, lay the
gaudy yard-long vellum scroll he had received upon graduating from The Successful Businessmen's
Ingtitute. Sowly he circled the counter, taking in the articles on the shelves aswell as those on the top.
They included (among innumerable other things) atarnished Zippo cigarette lighter, an Asatic-Pecific
Theater Service medd with two Bronze Stars, a Good Conduct Medal, a Philippines Liberation Ribbon,
apackage of Gillette razor blades, aMobilgas credit card, aFlexible Flier ded, a standard Roya
typewriter with the letter "G" missing, a Boy Scout knife with four blades, a pair of booster cables, a
Japanese geisha doll, a discolored basketball, ared coaster wagon, a bottle opener, a1962 Currier &
Ives calendar, a carpenter's rule, a mildewed Polaroid Land camera, acalorie chart, acopy of Tom
Swift and his Motorcycle, and a Happy New Y ear horn.

Many of the objects were meaninglessto him; some he could not even remember. All of them were
possessionsthat had long ago lost their value, if indeed they had had any to begin with. It was asthough
whoever had chosen them had done so with the intention of making hislife seemtrivid, whereas actualy
it had been asrich and full asaman could want.

However, they congtituted only aminute portion of the room's contents. There were the shelvesto be
explored yet, and the two cabinets. The shelves seemed the most promising, and he walked over to
where they began. Ashe did so, he noticed that there was aframed sampler centered on the wall above
the empty pedestal. He expected to see afamiliar gpothegm embroidered on the cloth, such as |
dreamed last night that Life was Beauty; | woke to find that Life was Duty, or Early to bed, early
to rise, Makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise. Instead, he saw anursery rhyme:

Hickory, dickory dock,

The mouse ran up the clock,
The clock struck one,

The mouse ran down;
Hickory, dickory dock.

He removed his gaze from the sampler and confronted the first section of shelves.

Proudt, after tasting his petite madeleine, had proceeded to recapture his past. Havers had no such
intention with regard to his. When the strange door had gppeared before him, he had known instantly that
it provided accessto hisyesteryears; but in opening it and stepping across its threshold, he had been
prompted by curiosity alone. Despite the richness and the fullness of hislife, he had no real desreto
relive any of it, either on paper or in actuaity. He had always prided himself on his ability to take
everything in hisstride. He would take his past in his stride a so.

Neverthel ess, the shelves before which he had halted disconcerted him. They were lined with dolls.

Why dolls? He had never collected dalls.

Then, looking at them more closdly, he saw that they weren't ordinary dolls but miniature models,
ranging in height from 7 to 8 inches, of the most important peoplein hislife. A representative collection,



S0 to speak, of hisrdatives, friends and acquai ntances.

Choosing one at random, he took it down so he could see it better. It was Dick Evans, who, up until
afew years ago when the booze had findly overtaken him and Payne Westbrook had fired him, had
occupied the office next to Havers at Westbrook Co., Inc. Havers put Dick back and took down
another dall. It was Payne Westbrook himsdlf, tal, cold, correct, face sun-lamp tanned as always.
Curious asto what kind of materid the dolls were stuffed with, Havers pulled Payne Westbrook's right
arm off. A cloud of fine ydlow flakes drifted down to the floor. Just as he had thought: Sawdust.

He replaced Westbrook and, leaning forward, began peering at the homunculi one by one. He had
difficulty identifying some of them, but most of them he recognized a first glance: Miss Trout, his
fourth-grade teacher. Winston Barnes, his phys-ed teacher. John LaCrosse, his roommate while
attending The Successful Businessmen's Ingtitute. Virgie Harrington, Payne Westbrook's private
secretary. Havers father. Havers mother. Havers son Wedey. Peggy Phelps, the girl Havers had
worshiped from afar during his senior year in high school and who had been caught in flagrante delicto
with Raph Callinsin the boiler room, and expelled. Raph Callins.

He had difficulty identifying the next dall. It was atal young man with auburn hair, brown eyes and
rather large ears. At last the truth struck him: he was looking at himself—not as he was now, but as he
had been the year he married Jennifer. Had he redlly been so thin in those days?

He knew who the next doll would be, but he still had trouble recognizing it. Had Jennifer really been
as stunning as al that when they were first married? He took the doll down for a better look. Those clear
blue eyes, those willowy legs, that buttercup-colored hair ... dl he could think of wasalovely Barbiedall.
Hefdt suddenly cheated, not by life but by time. The girl in his hand bore little or no relationship to the
tall gaunt female of the species—withdrawn, remote, in the midst of menopause—he lived with now.

He returned the Barbie doll to the shelf and moved on to the next section. It was devoted to
miniatures of the eectrica appliances and theradiosand TV sets he and Jennifer had gone through during
the twenty-three years of their marriage and to the portable TV s and radios they had bought for Wedey.
They looked like toys Sitting there on the shelves—toyslittle girls get for Christmas and play with on
Christmas morning. The next section was devoted to miniatures of the cars he had owned. He was
astonished at their number. How had he, aman of modest income, been ableto afford al those tonsand
tons of stedl and chrome? They, too, had atoylike aspect and brought to mind the toy autos little boys
play with on sdewaks. All that was lacking was atoy fire truck.

He had reached the door with the exit sign above it, and he stood for awhile regarding its mute
pand s before moving on. The next section made him think of adoll house. Thiswas because the shelves
contained miniature household furnishings. Bedroom suites, living-room suites, kitchen stoves, kitchen
cabinets, dining-room sets, buffets, highboys, lamps, rugs, footstools, hassocks, magazine stands, end
tables, lavatories, bathtubs, medicine cabinets. There was even atoy commode. No, two of them. The
next section had only two shelves and exhibited miniatures of the two houses he had bought since his
marriage. The one on the top shelf was a shoe-boxlike affair, which he had hated. The one on the bottom
shelf was the rambling ranch style which he and Jennifer lived in now and which he hated even more.

Thefinal section featured miniature wardrobes—his, Jen'sand Wedey's. In his case, the clothing
dated from the day of hisbirth, and in Wedey's, too. What Jennifer had worn before he met her had no
bearing on hislife and was therefore not included. He stared at al the tiny coats and dresses, at dl the
tiny shoes. They were remnants only in the sense—as were the furniture, the cars and the
appliances—that they were dl that remained of his past.

He had come, finally, to the two cabinets.

Thefirst one gppeared to be an ordinary filing cabinet and probably contained fileslisting and
describing the room's contents. A glance insde proved such to be the case.

The second cabinet was by far the more intriguing. Its rose color, he saw now, did not derive from
paint but from rose-colored radiance emanating beyond its trand ucent paneling. Fascinated, he walked
over and stood beforeit. It was about four feet in height, and the upper part danted back at a 45-degree
angle and contained alarge rectangular window. A ledge consisting of maroon keys, some with numbers
on them, some with letters, ran ong the window's base. Just to the right of the ledge wasasmadll red



button labeled CANCEL . At length it dawned on Haversthat he was looking at ajukebox.

He stood there, staring. What in the world was ajukebox doing in his past?

Peering through the window into the lighted interior, he saw ahorizonta rack containing fifteen
records, alittle mechanica arm for pulling them out, and afelt-covered disk with asmdler am
suspended aboveit. Arranged laterdly dong the lower part of the window were two rows of small white
cardswith titles typed on them.

Eagerly Haversleaned forward. Here were the songs of his boyhood, here were the romantic
melodies of hisyouth. Presently he frowned. For thetitles did not pertain to songs, they pertained—or at
least they seemed to—to episodesin his past: What Miss Trout told the Class not to do at the Picnic
(A-1); To Peggy Phelps, a poem by George W. Havers (A-2); Why Geor ge Washington deserves to
be called the Father of his Country: Valedictory Address by G. W. Havers (A-3); Warscape, with
Frieze of Whores (B-1); The Pom-pom Girl's Lament (B-2); The Successful Ingtitute's Businessman
(B-3): Westbrook Co., Inc., makes Room for one More (C-1); **** Jennifer**** (C-2); ASon s
Born (C-3); Haversworks his Way up the Ladder of Success. Hi-lites of the '50s and '60s (D-1);
The Haverses at Table: a Charming tete-a-tete betwixt Husband and Wife (D-2); Dick Evans at
the Roadside Bar & Grill: a Joycean Rhapsody (D-3); A Father Counsels his Son on the Eve of the
latter's Departure for the Halls of Higher Learning (E-1); Payne Westbrook painlessly applies the
Shaft: Excerpts from an After-dinner Speech delivered at the 25-year-men's Banquet (E-2); Chez
Shaman (E-3).

Havers wasindignant. It was as though whoever was responsible for assembling his past had not
been content merdly to bdlittle hislife but had felt the need to mock it too.

In spite of himsalf, he was aso intrigued. He could not remember, and did not care, what Miss Trout
had told the class not to do at the picnic, but the Peggy Phel ps sdlection fascinated him. Had heredlly
written apoem to that Silly sex-crazed girl al those years ago?

He searched for acoin dot, but none seemed to exist. Apparently the selections were for free. He
depressed keys A and 2. The voice that presently emanated from the speaker was his own of long ago,
and he remembered suddenly how he had penned the poem one winter's night and had recited it
afterward in hisroom up under the eaves—

To Peggy Phelps

"Peggy, thy beauty isto me
Like those Nicean barks of yore,

That gently, o'er aperfumed seq,

The weary, wayworn wanderer bore

To hisown native shore.

On desperate seas long wont to roam—"

Havers jabbed the cancellation button. He might at least have written an original poem!
He skipped Why Geor ge Washington deserves to be called the Father of His Country and
War scape, with Frieze of Whores, and played B-2.

The Pom-pom Girl's Lament

"Wan peso, two pesos, three pesos—for you, eeze no enough. Y ou peek me out an you com een to
my room weeth me, an now you no wannamake love. Y ou strange Americano. For strange Americanos
the price eeze five pesos, even eef they no make love. Y ou pay me five pesos queekly, or | tell the other
Americanos you not aman. | work hard al day. | need more pesosto buy food and new clothes weeth.
Look, | lay down here dl ready for you, an you no jump on. What kind Americano are you? Jump on—I
show you extragood time for five pesos. Wan peso, two pesos, three pesos, eeze ."



Asthe lament went on, Havers saw in hismind the squalid little room with its windowless bamboo
walls, the benchlike bamboo bed with the Filipino whore lying on it, her calico dress pulled up to her
was .. . and he saw himsdf standing there in big combat boots and Gl khakis and silly little overseas
hat, al of nineteen years old; and then he saw himsdlf toss five wadded-up bills on the bed and drop his
khaki trousers and throw himsdf upon the grinning girl; and smultaneoudy the record ended and sllence
reclaimed the room that held the remnants of his past.

He skipped The Successful Ingtitute's Businessman (he didn't care to be reminded of how
consummeately hed been conned), Westbrook Co., Inc., makes Room for one More (hedidn't careto
be reminded that he'd started out as a $50-a-week clerk either), *** * Jennifer*** * (that Barbie doll
agan!), A Son is Born (thefact was sufficient unto itsdf), Havers works his Way up the Ladder of
SQuccess: Hi-lites of the '50s and '60s (he'd had hisfill of the '50s and '60s), and played The Haverses
at Table: A Charming tete-1- téte betwixt Husband and Wife, not because he wanted to hear it but
because he was curious why so commonplace an occurrence had been included.

The Haverses at Table

"Where's Wes?

"Hell belate

"It ssemsto me he could manage to have one med aday with his mother and father, Jen. Say, that
mest |oaf 1ooks good."

"He wants to borrow the car tonight. To take Vicki to the movies."

"| thought hetook her last night.”

"That was Sandy."

"Hmf . . .l think I'll have another helping of potatoes, Jen. And another dice of that loaf . . . | made
up my mind today. Weregoing to get acolor TV.."

"That'snice"

"It's embarrassing when people drop in and they see that broken-down black-and-white job sitting in
the corner. Anyway, there's no excuse for us not getting a new one now."

"That's good, George."

"| said thereé's no excuse for us not getting anew one now."

"Y es, George?"

"l don't think you get the significance of the 'now'. So | guess I'd better fill you in on the good news:
This morning Payne Westbrook called meinto his office and told me I'm to be the new generd manager.
Carl Jacobsisretiring next month, and I'm next in line for the job. Wdll, dmost next, anyway. Actudly
Dick Evans has been with the firm longer than | have, but he can't be depended on any more. He even
keeps abottlein his desk now, aswell asthe usua onein the water closet. Paynetold
me—confidentialy, so don't breathe aword of thisto anyone, Jen—that if Dick doesn't straighten out
soon, he's going to do more than just pass him over for the generd manager's job—he'sgoing to let him
go dtogether."

"How awful."

"I know. | don't know what's come over him. He dways drank, but before he always managed to
control it. Now he can't—or € se he doesn't want to. Anyway, Jen, I've finally madeit to the top of the
ladder.”

"That'sgood.”

"It wasalong hard climb, but at last I'm there.”

"That'snice"

"Well send Westo the best college in the country.”

"That'sfine"

"I think I'll have another helping of those pess.”

Thistime, Haversdidn't skip:



Dick Evans at the Roadside Bar & Girill

"So you gave me the shaft ol buddy Im still your fren and | wunt steer you wrong and thats why Im
telling you now dont trust that old bastard hell screw you too like he did me thats the name of the game
old buddy George screw them first or theyll screw you another drink Ferdie make it two cant you seethe
whole things no frigging good George cant you see we dont live our own livesthe only time| ever do
what | want to do iswhen Im drunk which is pretty often these days |1 admit al the rest of thetime
before | do something | think first of how what Im going to do will look to other people will they approve
of it or wont they thisway | dont give adamn Im freeif they dont likewhat | do screw them wheres
those drinks Ferdie honest to God its crazy aguy hasonly onelifeto live onefrigging little lifeand he
wadtes it wondering if somebody el se gpproves of the way hesliving it he sees anice dish walking down
the Street that hed like to make but does he go after her oh-no he thinks suppose hiswife finds out and
what will his neighborsthink and so helets her go by even if shelooks a him and he knows he can make
her he sees these kids these days doing just what they want to do and to hell with everybody else and he
saysits scanddous and kids werent like that in his day youre damn right they werent they were scared of
what everybody would think except now and then maybe when they broke loose for alittle while they
grew up to be people like us George people without any lives of their own people governed by other
peopl e people governing each other sneaking out every now and then and doing what they redlly want to
do and all therest of the time putting on the big show and when the shows over what have we got who
the hell will remember what we did or didnt do or give agood goddamn wheres those drinks Ferdie what
kind of service you got in this stinking place WHERES THOSE DRINKSI tell you George we've
thrown our livesinto abig filthy wastebasket of aworld that doesn't know us from two rolls of toilet

Havers watched the little mechanical arm pick up the record and return it to the horizontd rack. Poor
Dick, he thought. What terrible wind had torn him from the dock where held been so safely moored and
blown him out to sea?

Perhaps the mooring line had been defective. Dick had never redly settled down—not in the sense
that Havers had. He had had three wivesto Havers one, and none of the marriages had worked out.
Maybe he had been fore-doomed from the beginning to be blown out to sea.

After that night at the Roadside Bar & Grill, Havers had never seen him again.

Next, Havers played E-1.

A Father Counsels his Son on the Eve of the latter's Departure for the Halls of Higher
Learning

"l guess| don't haveto tell you, Wes, that your mother and | have high hopesfor you.”

"I have high hopesfor me, too."

"We've been lucky. Weve never had to suffer the embarrassment and the humiliation so many of
your schoolmates have caused their parents. It's atribute to your character that you've avoided the paths
S0 many young people take today."

"I want the goodies. And you don't get them by going on trips and feding sorry for yourself and
playing trumpet in minority bands."

"The goodies are fine, Wes, but therés moreto living arich full life than the mere amassing of
possessions.”

"Y ou don't have to worry—I'll follow the rules. But not because I'm afraid to break them, like you.
Someday I'll even get married and have children. But it's the goodies that | want most.”

"That—that girl you've been dating lately—L ola, | think her nameis. She seems quite nice. Might
make you a nice wife—after you get your degree, of course, and become established with some magjor



firm."

"Her? She'sjust an easy lay. Like dl the rest of them. When | get married I'm not going to havetolie
awake nights and wonder how many guyslaid my wife before | did. I'm going to know that no one did.
When you play the gamefor keeps, you play it different.”

"Y ou—you seem to know exactly what you want.”

"l do. And what | want is exactly the same things those freakouts | went to school with want. They
only pretend they want something el se, and the reason they pretend isthat they're afraid—afraid they
can't compete, afraid they can't cope. So they console themselves by stedling frosting from the cake now
and then and licking it off their fingers, but dl the while they know the cake isthere, and they hateiit
because they can't get any of it. I'll get my share of it. Y ou wait and see.”

It had been thefirst time Havers had ever redlly seen his son, and afterward he had wondered how
this utter stranger happened to be living in his house. He had gone to bed unnerved and hadn't dept well.
In the morning he had driven Westo the airport, and he and Jennifer had said good-by to the tall
determined young man who had Jennifer's mouth and Havers eyes and someone el se's soul .

Payne Westbrook painlessly applies the Shaft

"There are outsdersin our society, gentlemen, who condemn employees who remain with the same
organization al their lives, implying that they do so because of alack of imagination, because of asense
of security, because of aneed for afather figure. All of you sitting here tonight, gentlemen, givethelieto
such implications. The word that describes you best is not 'fearful but “faithful '

"What would our organization be like without employeeslike you? What would this country belike?
It would fal gpart, gentlemen, because you are the mesonsthat hold it together. For what is society but a
great big atom, its nucleus the corporations and industries and ingtitutions that make possible our way of
life. Without loya employees—mesons—like you holding this nucleustogether, it would fly gpart, and we
would have chaos. Isthiswhat your detractors want when they shoot barbed arrows, their heads dipped
in malice, into your midst? No. The bows from which their arrows are launched are strung with the gut
gringsof jedousy. They levd criticismsat you because they envy you. Anyone of them would give his
right arm to be the recipient of one of the 25-year pins| am going to hand out tonight."

"I would liketo pay particular tribute to our strongest meson of al—our Main Meson, so to
speak—aman who has done more to hold our mesonic organization (if | may coin aterm) together than
any other. | am referring of course to our dependable, reliable and steadfast general manager, George
Havers. Not only has he given our concern his very best throughout these past two and ahalf decades,
he has dso become apillar of hiscommunity. He has afine wife, and together they have reared afine
upstanding son, who &t this very moment istrodding the Halls of Higher Learning in search of Eternd
Truthsand High Idedswith whichto livearich full lifelike hisfather's"

"In closing, | would like to make mention of anew echelon which will shortly be introduced into our
organization. It will be called the Interliaison Department and will exist between the Main Office and the
Office of General Manager. It will be headed by my grandson, Payne Westbrook 11, who hasjust
completed ahigh-intendty coursein business adminigration and iseminently quaified for the post.”

Haversregarded the final selection. Chez Shaman. A great weariness had overtaken him, clouding
his mind and making it impossible for him to connect the curioustitle with any particular past moment. If
he could have made the connection, he would not have played the record; asit was, he only played part
of it—

Chez Shaman



"| thought for aminute there that you were going to tell me | only had sx more monthsto live."

"How long you live, George, will depend alot on you. If you stick rdligioudy to your diet, keep those
pillshandy at al times, avoid overexertion and overexcitement, you'l live aslong as your next-door
neighbor. Infact, you'l probably livelonger than | will."

"That diet's going to betorture. Can't | have even one egg for breskfast?

"Definitely not. Eggs are one of your worst enemies ... Why don't you buy abicycle and peddieto
work instead of driving your car? It might do wondersfor you."

"A bicycle! Me, amiddle-aged businessman peddle to work on abicycle? | can just see mysdlf
parking it in the parking lot between Payne Westbrook's Cadillac and Payne Westbrook 11's Jaguar! Me,
theMan Meson!"

"Themanwhat?'

"Nothing, doc. Just aprivatethornin my sde.”

After canceling the sdection, Haversfelt himsdf sway. Simultaneoudy hisvision blurred. When it
cleared, he saw that there was a small white card Scotch-taped on the jukebox window.

Funny he hadn't noticed it before.

Peering closer, he saw that there were words typed onit:

We hope that your visit has been a pleasant one and that your effects are arranged to your
satisfaction. We trust you will forgive us for having taken a few liberties here and there with the
material. It isour policy whenever possible to lend zest to our pastrooms and to have them convey
amessage.

When you are ready to depart, please use the door marked "Exit."

—The Management

Havers read the words again. They told him no more than they had the first time.

For dl their politeness, he felt somehow that he was being patronized. He would not usethe exit
door. He would leave by the same door he had comein by.

Moreover, he would leave this very moment.

He stepped over to the door. For the firgt time he noticed that it had no knob. Perhapsit wasa
swinging door. He pushed againgt it with al his strength, but it was as unyielding asabrick wall. Next, he
tried to insert hisfingers between it and the jamb. There was barely enough space to insert hisfingernails.
He stepped back, defeated.

Agan hefet himsdf sway. Again hisvison blurred. When it cleared, he saw that the pedestal
standing against the wall between the door and the first section of shelveswas no longer empty. There
wasadoll standing on it—adoll dightly larger than the homunculi on the shelves; adoll wearing a
dark-gray business suit, astriped dress shirt, abluetie, and dligator shoes. The tie was doppily tied and
hung outsde the little coat.

Havers stared at the doll. Except for the differencein Size, its gpparel duplicated the suit, shirt, tieand
shoes he was wearing this very moment, that he had donned that very morning before going downgtairs
to breskfadt. It updated the Havers doll on the shdlf, reflected in miniature, save for the awry tie, the way
he looked now.

(Funny he couldn't remember eating breakfast.)

As he stood there staring at the homunculus, he became gradually aware of the silence. He had
noticed it only absently when he had first entered the room, and his preoccupation with the visua
remnants of his past had relegated it to the back of hismind; later, the vocal remnants had counteracted
it. Now it filled the room, and he could fed it al around him. It wasthefirst true silence he had ever
known. He couldn't even hear himsdlf bresthe ...

He remembered the pain then—the fiery terrible pain that had torn through his chest and surged
down hisleft arm as he was going downgtairs to breakfast. That was when the strange door had
appeared before him and provided access to his past.

Hewasn't particularly surprised. In away he had known al aong that he was dead.



He looked around the room. At the objects on the display counter; at the contents of the shelves; at
the jukebox, its multivoice filled, sanding mutdly againgt thewadll. Presently he found himsdlf saring at
the exit door.

Y ou couldn't fight " The Management™ any more than you could fight city hall.

Hefound it odd that he could accept desth so easily. Perhapsit was because he had never truly been
dive

Hetook a step toward the door, paused. Going over to the pedestal, he retied the Havers
homunculus tie and tucked it neatly insde thelittle coat. Then he walked across the room, opened the
door, and exited.



