Regarding
Patient 724

Never try to kid a kidder.
Or kill a killer.

Ron Goulart

The robots were harder to fool than the lizards or the humans. When he heard an android rolling toward
the door of hishospital room Bernie Rolfe went bounding across the pseudotile floor. He jumped into the
ar-cushion bed, dipping the three folded fifty-dollar bills under hisfar buttock.

Seated on the windowsill, Associate Dr. Gennifer, an enormous human, gave arumbling sigh asthe
money disappeared. “Darnit,” he said, wiping jelly tart crumbsfrom his notched chin.

“WEell, how are we this morning, Reverend Saboya?’ asked the copper-colored android who
whedled into Rolfe s private room.

“It'sthree 0’ clock in the afternoon,” replied Rolfe, who was pretending to be Reverend Francis
Xavier Saboya

Thewhed-footed android rolled until he hit againgt Rolfe' s soft bed. He then whanged hismetallic
sde with acopper fig. “That' stypicd of the Gamea Territory Hospitd,” he said. “Build ninety thousand
dollars worth of ocular equipment into me, then skimp and stick in afifteen-dollar watch.” He made a
sound like avacuum cleaner sucking up pebbles. “Well, | hope you' Il enjoy your stay with us, Reverend.
Now then, how long have you been blind?’

“I'mnot blind,” said Rolfe.

The android looked at a pix-screen built into the palm of hishand. “Y ou'll find ahandicap easier to
livewithif you faceuptoit. Look at me. . . oops, that's not the thing to say to ablind man . . . consider
me. I’ velearned to live with achegp watch in my works.”

Calling Dr. Nork, calling Dr. Nork, said agrid mounted high in the pae blue room.

“My problemisn't blindness,” said Rolfe. “1 had mysdf admitted yesterday at the suggestion of my
bishop, because I’ ve been seeing visons.”

Fat Dr. Gennifer snorted, then reached out to take the last filbert torte off Rolfe' s snack tray.

“Oh, that sort of vison problem.” The android made asound like an egg beater working on gravel.
“Do you think you redly need an oculist a al?’

“I don't know,” replied Rolfe. “I'm entirely in your hands, you hospital people. Thisisal mostly my
bishop’sidea.” He sat up, looking beyond the munching human doctor on the sill. Theterritoria hospital
wastriangular, built around athick decorative jungle park. From histhird-floor roomin Ward 20 Rolfe
could see, over the yellow and orange treetops, the part of the hospital which must house Ward X. The
place he had to get to.

“Y ou probably aren’'t even color blind?” asked the oculist android. “They just built alot of redly nice
color blind testsinto my elbow. | could project afew on thewall.”

Dr. Mangus, report to Wilderness Therapy. Dr. Mangus, report to Wilderness Therapy.

Rolfesaid, “My troubleisthat while | was out fasting in the desert last week | had avision. |
witnessed awhole choir of angds up in the sky, singing hosannas.”



“I don’'t know much about music,” said the android. “ Still that’ san unusua thing to see, it it?’

“Such was my feding,” said Rolfe. “However, when | reported it to my bishop hewas lessthan
enthusiastic. He has an inordinate fear of bogus miracles and he suggested | come here and have myself
thoroughly tested before we make news of my vision public. He suspectsit may smply bea
hdlucination.”

Nodding his head, the android asked, “Are you till seeing these angels?’

“No,” said Rolfe. “Though oncein awhile | do spot a cherub or two, very smal ones, floating around
at the edge of things.”

“Redly? Do you seethem clearly? They aren’t fuzzy or blurred.”
“No, they seem quite sharp.”
“Then you probably don’t even need glasses.”

Dr. Gennifer, your chocolate cream balls are ready. Dr. Gennifer, your chocolate cream balls
are ready.

Grunting himself up, the enormous associate doctor moved to awadl phone. “ Thisis Dr. Gennifer.
Send those chocolate balls up the food chute to Room 302.” He patted the android’ s shoulder on the
way back to thesill. “1 don’t think you'll be needed any further on the reverend’ s case. Don't you have
other callsto make?’

“Well, | have acouple of blind blues singersto comfort up in Ward 43,” admitted the copper-colored
android, rolling back from the bed on hissmall, dightly rattling, footwheds. “ Still, I’ d hate for the Centra
Computer to get down on mefor neglect of duty.”

“I'll putin agood word for you.” A two-foot square door in the wal near the window made ahum.
“Excuse me, thiswill be my pastry.”

“Would you at least like some eyedrops?’ the android asked Rolfe. “I can squirt eyedrops out of my
litlefinger.”

“No, thanks.”

“Well, God blessyou, Reverend.”

“Sametoyou.”

When the android rolled out into the hdl fat Dr. Gennifer was knedling, puffing, a the low food-chute
opening. “Y ou could have made up amore conventiona fake malady,” hetold Rolfe.

“My experience has been that it's good to be alittle audacious,” said Rolfe. “Besides, we happened
to have the reverend' sidentification packet.”

The chute ddlivered aplate out to Gennifer. “Thisisdiced streusd roll you' ve sent up, you ninnies,” he
ydled into the open food hole. “Darnit.”

Swinging out of bed, Rolfe asked, “What else have you found out about LIoyd McMaxon?’

“Did you hear me, you poops?’ Dr. Gennifer was shouting into the chute through cupped hands.
“Sliced streusd roll issure not my idea of chocolate cream balls.”

Rolfe nudged the squatting doctor with histoe. “Y ou can go into the capital of Gamela Territory and
buy ahundred and fifty dollars worth of chocolate cream ballsif you have some moreto tell me about
McMaxon.”

Wheezing, thefat Gennifer pushed down on his enormous thighs and got himsdf upright. “No, |
wouldn’t blow the whole amount on chocolate cream balls. I'll probably spread it out over jely
doughnuts, cinnamon buns, macaroon jam dices, maddenes, brownies. . .”

Rolfe jabbed the doctor’ s arm with the fist holding the money. “Where have they got McMaxon?’



“He'sinWard X, as| suggested last night. Just amoment.” Grunting, he kndt again. “I might aswell
eqt this stupid streusdl aslong asthey sent it.” He withdrew the plate of diced pastry, carried it to the
wide high windows.

“You're sure McMaxon isn't in the Prison Wing?’

“Y ou paid mefifty bucksto find out where Lloyd McMaxon was. | did. They’ve got him over in
Ward X.”

“What roomishein?’

Biting into his nut-crusted cake, Dr. Gennifer said, “1 till haven't found that out. Remember | have
sixty-four other patientsto look after. Most of them aren’t fakes like you and | redlly have to work my
butt to the bone to handle my case load.”

Rolfe hid the money away into a concealed pocket in his al-season shorts. “Do you have any idea
why McMaxon isn't in with the other prisonersthey’ re treating here?’

“Probably because they consder him apoalitica crimind,” said Dr. Gennifer. “I1t' smostly everyday
crooks in the Prison Wing. ThisMcMaxon belongs to those Uptown Commandos who plague the
capital, doesn’'t he?”’

“So I'veheard.” There was no need for the associate doctor to know Rolfe was with the UC himsdlf.

Sucking hisring and middle fingers, Gennifer said, “ They’ re using phenyldaninein thistopping insteed
of red rich creamery butter, but even so the stuff is't bad.”

Gennifer wiped hisfree hand on hiswhite pullover medical smock, then raised it with fingers
outspread. “1 don't have the clearance for that, to find out what they’ re up to over there. Some kind of
government-funded project isdl | know.”

Rolfe asked, “They wouldn't beuh . . . interrogating him . . .7

“Heck no,” the fat doctor assured him. “ Our planet of Tarragon subscribes to the Barnum System
Accords, after dl. You're not dlowed to go using sophisticated query equipment on apolitica prisoner
anymore, even an aleged urban guerrillalike McMaxon.” He made hislittle blue eyes go as wide as they
could. “Areyou afraid of what he'll say to somebody?’

Rolfe shook his head, pressing lean fingers againgt the paper money conceded in his shorts. “My
reasons for talking to him don’t have to concern you.”

“So long as you assure me you don’t mean to do him any harm.”

“Of course| can assureyou that,” smiled Rolfe, who' d comeinto the Gamela Territory Hospita to kil
McMaxon.

Dr. Gennifer, wanted in the pastry kitchen. Dr. Gennifer, wanted in the pastry kitchen.

“Maybe they can clear up the chocolate cream bal confusion.” The enormous doctor started for the
exit.

“Find out what room McMaxonisin,” said Rolfe. “And how | can getinto seehim.”
“I'll giveit atry.” Thefat doctor held out hisfat hand. “How about fifty bucks up front?’
“O.K., but get me some results by tomorrow.”

Dr. Gennifer got the bill wadded into atight trouser pocket just as Nurse Clumm came shuffling into
the room. “Y ou' re doing fine, Reverend,” said the fat doctor from the doorway. “1’ll drop in on you again
tomorrow.”

“Up and around, eh?’ said Nurse Clumm. She was a ninety-two-year-old lizard woman cyborg.
“Centra Computer doesn’'t have you down for Up& Around yet, Reverend. Pop back into bed.”

Rolfe sat on the edge of the bed. “Ever work over in Ward X7’



“Couldn’t tell you if | had,” replied the old green-blue lizard woman. “Now let’ s get your pulse and
temperature.” She pressed hiswrist with ascay thumb.

“I thought maybe. . .”

“Open up,” requested the nurse. She jabbed the forefinger of her metalic right arm into his mouth.
Therewas an ora thermometer built into the finger.

Six of them ringed LIoyd McMaxon' swheelchair. Dr. Trollope, the middle-aged neobiologist lizard
man who headed the Anthropomorphic Tactics Center of the Gamela Territory Hospital; Surgeon
Generd Sheldonmayer, the smal wrinkled-up human who had something to do with the territorial
government; Combat Nurse Wordsmith, alovely six-foot-tall blond with an aways-flushed face; and
three cat men inill-fitting floor-length medica smocks.

By stretching, McMaxon, a plump blond man of thirty, could see over their heads and watch the late
afternoon sky from histenth-floor window.

“Would you like to check the latest X-rays of your foot?” the brownish-green Dr. Trollope asked
him. He had a sheaf of black pictures under hisarm.

“No.” McMaxon decided to look at Combat Nurse Wordsmith, who reminded him alittle of Elena.
“You'll beonyour feet againin notime,” said thelovely blond nurse.

Keeping hiswrinkle-rimmed eyes aimed at hiswhite boots, Surgeon Generd Sheldonmayer said, “Uh
... what exactly doesno timeindicate?| mean. .. uh. .. how long beforethisfellow ... uh...cango
sweeping through Perdta Territory and visiting doom on our prickchinking enemies, who evennow . . .”

“We' redl very happy about the way your foot ismending so nicely, Lloyd,” said Dr. Trollope.
“What' s even better, your volunteer job for the Anthropomorphic Tactics Center iscoming dong at a
much more rapid rate than we d anticipated. | should say you'll be primed and ready in another few short

days”
“Uh. .. ready to spread justly-deserved destruction on our jiggle-boned opponents across the
border?’

“Yes, gr,” thelizard doctor told the surgeon genera. “Lloyd, I’ d like you to meet some of the other
chapsfrom ATC. Here are Dr. Gowdy, Dr. Pagsilang and Dr. Tchin-Veblen. Cometo take afriendly
gander a you.”

“How do you do,” said McMaxon, automatically holding out his hand.

“Wait,” cautioned thelizard. “ Dr. Gowdy can shake your hand and so can Dr. Tchin-Veblen. Dr.
Pagsilang, however, hasn't had hisfina boogter.”

“I"djust aswell skip it, too,” said the cat man in the middle of the trio of cat-man doctors.
“That' swhat | said. Dr. Pagsilang can bypass.”

“I’'m Dr. Tchin-Veblen.” The middle cat man rested his furry cheek againgt his shoulder so he could
read his nametag. “ Oh, | seem to have dipped into Dr. Pagsilang’ srobe by mistake. Here, Phil.”

“That's O.K., Burt, we can change back in the barrackswing,” said the calico-colored Dr. Pagsilang.

“No, | don't like to wear other peopl€e sthings. It makes mefed crawly.” Dr. Tchin-Veblen began
unzipping hislong white smock.

Dr. Gowdy asked, “How did you break your foot, Mr. McMaxon?’
“Escaping,” answered McMaxon.

“Mr. McMaxon isan urban terrorist,” the lovely warm-looking nurse explained. “He and hisfellow
Uptown Commandos—correct meif | misinterpret your viewsin any way, Mr. McMaxon—nbdievein



overthrowing our territorid government by force and violence and replacing it with aneosocidigtic ruling
committee. Isthat about right so far?”

McMaxon nodded. “Yep.”
“My zipper’ s stuck, Burt. Couldn’t we forget about switching?’
“Not on your life. Come on, tug the thing.”

“Mr. McMaxon' s guerrillafriends and he have been bombing government buildings, destroying centra
heating systems, derailing monorail trains, kidnaping key officids. . . anything ese?’

“Assassinating policemen,” added McMaxon. “And we have a hot-lunch program for senior citizens”

Thelovely nurse snapped her warm-looking fingers. 1 forgot the most important part. The Uptown
Commandos aso commit robberiesto finance their other works. It was while running away from one
such that Mr. McMaxon fell and injured himself.”

“Wadll, pull it off over your head then.”
“Don't jerk at the hem, Burt. | don’t care for people pawing my garments.”
“Y ou were subsequently captured then, Mr. McMaxon?’

“That sright, yes” McMaxon went dong with al the UC rules, but he believed Bernie Rolfe, who
was still on the supermarket copter pad when he tripped over the robot boxboy, could have come back
for him. Wéll, maybe McMaxon wastoo critical of him because Rolfe had been seeing Elenajust before
she quit the movement.

“Don't pull so hard, Burt. Now you' ve got it crumpled and gathered around my throat and face. |
might smother.”

Dr. Gowdy gave McMaxon atentative pat on the arm. “ Considering your political viewpoint, | think
it’ sterrific of you to volunteer to hel p the government thisway.”

“They promised to drop the charges againgt meif | did this,” said McMaxon. *Y ou may not know it
but committing arobbery to aid apolitica causeisacrime punishable by desth in our territory, especidly
during wartime.”

“Oh, redly?’

Watching hiswhite-booted toes, the surgeon generd said, “Uh.. . . if thisfdlow didn’t play bal with
us...uh...he'dbesanding against awal about now . . . uh. . . waiting for blaster rifle beamsto
come szzling a him and burn enormous gaping and fantastically painful holesinto his person.”

“Don’'t clutch like that, Burt. Y ou' re pulling out great tufts of hair.”
“Y ou should pay better attention to whaose robe you go gadding about in.”

Dr. Trollope took astep toward McMaxon. * Have you been having night sweats or stool problems,
Lloyd?

“No, gr.”

“Uh...what difference doesthat make?...uh...I mean...uh...acompact and deadly human
wegpon likethisfellow . .. uh. . . who cares about his bowel movements?’

“We redso trying to answer many questionswhich aren’t of amilitary nature during these
experiments,” said the brown and green lizard.

“O.K., Burt, it'soff. Here”

“WEll leave you now, Lloyd,” said Dr. Trollope. “Isthere anything | can do for you?’
“Well, you might seeif | can have more vegetables at meds. I’ m trying to give up mesat.”
“I'll take care of that,” said the lovely combat nurse.



McMaxon nodded at dl of them, then guided his chair over to the windows. Hewas at the
pseudo-glass, watching the tangle of decorative jungle far below, before the last doctor was out the door
of Room 724.

The enormous Dr. Gennifer sat himsalf down on the edge of Rolfe sair-filled bed, causng Rolfeto
riseup high. “I’'m not much of an artist,” said the fat doctor.

“Where were you yesterday?’

“Centra Computer had you down for aday of fasting,” replied Gennifer. “1 don't like to be around
for thingslikethat.” He unfolded the sheet of paper he'd pulled out of aside pocket in hismedica tunic.

“Apparently the food chutes didn’t know you weren't going to be stopping in here yesterday. They
sent you a haf-dozen blueberry turnovers.”

“Did you keep them?’

“In my bedside cabinet.”

Chuffing off the bed, Gennifer bent, with agroan, and opened the cabinet. “I only seefour.”
“l atetwo.”

“That isn't right when you' re supposed to befasting.”

“I’'mnot redlly sick at al, remember? 1’ min here under false pretenses. My real purposeisto contact
Lloyd McMaxon over in Ward X. I’'m bribing you to help me.”

“Don’t keep reminding me of my vendity.” The enormous doctor grabbed aturnover with each hand.
“I’'m reminding you of whet | paid you to find out.”
Tossng the paper to Rolfe, Gennifer said, “Have alook.”

Rolfe brushed pastry flakes off the thin sheet of paper. It wasarough architectura plan. “Why do |
want adrawing of the hospital food center?’

“Seethered dot.”

“It' smarking the pastry kitchen. Damn it, Gennifer, can’'tyou . . .”

“Wait now.” Thefat doctor located another drawing in another pocket. “ Thisis the companion
piece.”

Rolfe studied the new sheet of paper. “ Thisisthe floor Ward X ison, huh?’

“Exactly. | had to spend over haf of what you' ve given meto get it,” said Gennifer ashefinished the
firgt turnover. “Notice the little broken blue line I’ ve put on both drawings. That’ s your route.”

Rolfe followed the line with his middle finger. “From the food center to the pastry kitchen, then across
to thewing over there by way of the food delivery ramp. From there. . .”

Dr. Busino wanted in Cryptobiosis. Dr. Busino wanted in Cryptobiosis.

“From there up through the food chute to the Doctors Mess on the tenth floor.”

“The chutes over there are somewhat larger, o you' |l have no trouble ascending.”

“You've got me ending up in someplace labeled . . . | can’t make out the word.”

“Kennds”

“Kennds?’

“Wherethey keep theanimals.”

“Animasfor what?’

Gennifer shook his head, scattering powdered sugar from his cheeks. “1t would take agood dedl



more than the teeny-weeny bribe you gave meto buy so much information, Reverend. They must be
using the animalsfor some of their experimentsin X.”

“OK., sol pay you three hundred dollars atogether and | end up in adog kennel.”

“They'vegot dl kinds of animasthere| think, not only dogs. Twice aday, or possibly thrice, a
Jitney-load of experimenta animas goesinto Ward X. The processis automatic, no live personnd
involved. Thereisalate evening ddivery of animasto be used thefirg thing the next morning. Should
you be able to conced yourself aboard that specific jitney you'll end up at the spot I’ ve marked with a
green cross.”

“There sno green cross.”

“Oh, that’ sright. | got called away to perform aknee operation before | finished annotating. Here, I'll
show you.” The enormous doctor poked at the floor plan. “ There sthe Pre-Test Room.”

“Y ou till don’t know which room McMaxonisin?’

“Thereare only adozen or so patientsin al of Ward X, far as|’ ve been ableto find out. Evenif you
have to hunt and peck; it shouldn’t take you dl that long to nose him out.”

“O.K.,” said Rolfe. “What do these orange blotches on the map signify?”

“Disregard those, it's somefilling from an gpricot horn.” replied Gennifer. “But do trace the yellow
line. There syour exit route. By way of the scrap disposa system.”

“I’'m supposed to get out with the garbage?’

“It' sthe best escaperoute | could arrange, unless you want to wait around all night in Pre-Test and
ride back on the empty robot jitney after your talk with McMaxon.”

After histak with McMaxon Rolfe wanted to get out of the ward, out of the entire hospital, as soon
as possible. The Penultimate Council of the Uptown Commandaos had decided McMaxon, like his nitwit
girl friend Elena, was't reliable enough. He couldn’t be lft in the hands of the territorial governmen.
Evenif the government men were following the rules of the Barnum Accords, McMaxon might decideto
givethem information. Rolfe had told the council he might be able to get McMaxon out of the hospita
and back to them, but they’ d voted, seven to three, to take the smpler course. “I’ll usethe chute,” said
Rolfe

Surgeon General Sheldonmayer was spesking to hisboots. “Uh .. . . far beit from meto violate the
mollycoddling conventions of the prickchinking Barnum Accords, Patient 724 . .. uh.. .. can| cdl you
Lloyd?

McMaxon rolled himsdf afew feet back from the view. The noon glare, bouncing off the jungle park,
made his plump pale face glow orange and yellow-green. “ Sure, Generd.” He and the wrinkled little
military medicad manwereaonein hisWard X room.

“Uh...Lloyd, it would be anice gestureif you' d tell usal you know about the rumpsplitter
organization you're afiliated with . . . uh . . . names of al the membership, addresses, pixphone numbers
... any fiendish plotsthey’ re cooking up.”

Shaking hishead, McMaxon said, “| have a certain loydty to the Uptown Commandos, Generdl,
even though I'm going aong with this experiment.”

“Uh... I admireyour pig-headed dedication to your cause, even though the causeisfull of beans,”
said Sheldonmayer. “However . . . uh. . . | was hoping you' d change your mind when | madeit...uh..
. crysta clear to you exactly what you can expect from those guerrilla comrades of yours. Uh.. . . asan

example of how they treat their people. . . uh. .. look what they didto. . . uh. . . this Elena somebody
or other.” The wrinkled man held four smdl photos toward McMaxon.

“What?’ Herolled acrossto take thelittle color pictures.



“Uh...thesearen’t the best photos|’ve ever seen. The Territorid Police are trying out some
reconditioned photojournalism robotsand . . . uh . . . the tugmutton thingsjiggletoo much.. . .”

McMaxon looked at the top picture, then tried to stand up on his broken foot. “Christ!” he said,
sumbling and faling to hisknees.

“I thought you' d given up dapping patients, Sheldonmayer,” remarked Dr. Trollope as he cameinto
the room.

“Uh...don't beaplugtal, Doc.” With McMaxon on the floor the surgeon genera found he was
looking directly into his eyes. He moved away.

The green-brown lizard physician strode quickly over to help McMaxon back into hiswhedchair.
“Y ou mustn’'t be overanxious, Lloyd. Plenty of timeto learn to walk again. Ah, what arethese?’ He took
the photos as McMaxon, paer than ever, went dumping back into the bright metal frame. “I’d say a
severe case of drowning. Notice the bloated condition of the body . . .”

“Yang!” McMaxon made hischair roll closeto Sheldonmayer. “When did they find her?’

“Uh. .. yesterday afternoon.”

“Where?'

“You...uh...should have studied the entire set of pics. There sonein there which, despiteits
fuzziness, givesyou. . . uh. .. agood ideaof thelocation.”

“Yes, herewego.” Dr. Trollope had shuffled through the pictures of the dead Elena. “Y ou' reright,
Sheldonmayer, the qudity of the photosisn't that good.” He brought the picture close to his scaly face.
“Yes, thisis obvioudy the lagoon in the Generdlissmo Vurmo Memoriad Park.”

“I thought it was Smply the Generalissmo Vurmo Park,” said tall, lovely Combat Nurse Wordsmith.
She had awhite rabbit under each arm.

“No, it's been the Generdissmo Vurmo Memoria Park sincelast Tuesday,” said Dr. Trollope.
“Tuesday being the day the generalissmo was nated.”

“1 should redlly keep more up on current events,” sighed the warm-looking nurse. “What with my top
secret duties herein Ward X and afull and well-rounded socid lifel just—"

“Who killed her?” McMaxon asked the wrinkled surgeon genera. He knew Elenawasto have gone
to the park with Bernie Rolfe on the night she disappeared. Rolfe had told him she never showed up
there. No one had seen her since.

“Uh...whodoyouthink?...look a theway she'stiedand at . . . uh.. . . the marks on her neck,
there. . . atypica urban guerrillamode of killing.”

“I hadn’t noticed those neck marks or theropes,” said Dr. Trollope, going through the pictures of
Elena sbody once again. “Y ou're right, Sheldonmayer. This complicates my origina theory of smple
drowning.”

Nurse Wordsmith cleared her lovely throat. “What about the bunny rabbits, Doctor?’

McMaxon was breathing dowly through his mouth. He frowned at the nurse. “1 don’t want any pets.”

“Theselittlerascalsaren't pets, LIoyd,” said thelizard doctor. “If you can postpone your business
with Lloyd, Sheldonmayer, we' Il get on with our test.”

“Uh...yes I'masanxiousasyou areto. .. uh ... unleash this human weapon on our enemies
across the border.”

“Lloyd,” began Dr. Trollope, “we believe you' re just about ready, after theinitid series of treatments
and tegts, to function for usin aparamilitary capacity.”

“Y ou want to try me out on the rabbits?’



“Right you are.” Thelizard doctor beckoned the nurse nearer. “ According to the last virulence rating
onyou, Lloyd, you are now afully-functioning carrier of Anthropomorphic Tactics Center’ s synthetic
virus RS-036-Strain 14.”

McMaxon said, “ Anybody | touch getsit?’

“Uh...weintensely hope so, LIoyd.” The surgeon genera reached out to nuzzle the nearest rabhit.
“Uh. .. confidently look forward to the day when we haveahundred or . . . uh.. . . two hundred
RS-036 carriers roaming the countryside of Peralta Territory, spreading . . . uh . . . fatdity and pestilence
intheir...uh...wake”

“Touch one of the bunnies,” suggested pretty Nurse Wordsmith.
McMaxon hesitated.
“Thefirg timeisawaysthe mog difficult.” Dr. Trollope smiled with histhin scaly mouth.

“Here goes.” McMaxon missed the rabbit on the first grab and his hand smacked Nurse Wordsmith's
right breast. “ Excuse me.”

“Don’'t blush. It's an understandable mistake. Here, I’ll hold this bunny out closer to you.”
McMaxon gingerly rubbed his pam along the soft furry back of the right-hand rabbit.

“In the case of human beings,” pointed out Dr. Trollope, “we expect alonger period of time before
the disease takes effect. We can’t have them pitching forward the minute you shake hands or pat them
Olﬂ ”

Thewhite rabbit screamed once, stiffened and died. It quickly turned an oily black color.
“Uh...very good.”

Nurse Wordsmith puckered her lips, looking for someplace to drop the dead rabbit. Its mate took
advantage of the girl’ sdigtraction to leap free of her grasp.

“Uh. .. thecunning fellow ismaking abreak,” cried the wrinkled little surgeon generd, zigzagging
around the room after the hopping rabbit.

“Tossthat onein the dispozhole under the bed,” suggested Dr. Trollope. He had his scaly hands
locked behind his back and was chuckling happily. “Our RS-036 works even better than | anticipated. |
can hardly wait until we smuggle you acrossinto Perdta Territory for somefied tests”

“On people?”

“That was part of our agreement, LIoyd,” the lizard doctor reminded him. “Y ou know, we dl haveto
do thingswe don’t think we like. Why, not aday goesby—"

“Uh...thelittlejigger’ sgot out into the corridor.” Surgeon Generd Sheldonmayer dived out the
partialy open door of Room 724 after the legping lab rabbit.

“Shdl | fetch the frogs next?’ asked the lovely nurse.

Dr. Trollope scratched his chin, making adry raspy sound. “Let’s bypass the frogs and get right to the
dogs”

“I haveto kill dogs, too?’

“Only two or three.”

“What kind of dogs?’

“I don’'t actudly know. Do you, Nurse Wordsmith?’

“A cocker spaniel and two Venusian huskies.”

McMaxon said, “1 had a cocker spaniel named Sparky when | was akid. Heran off after an
ice-cream vending robot and we never saw him again.”



“It' sunlikely thisisthe same cocker. And, as| wasjust saying, wedl haveto...”

“I caught him!” The wrinkled little Sheldonmayer trotted back into the room, clutching the white rabbit
by the ears.

Rolfearrived in the Doctors Mess smelling of nut bars and petits fours. He'd had to crouchina
pastry kitchen storage cabinet for an hour before the associate pastry chef Dr. Gennifer had bribed
thought it was safe for Rolfe to make hisway across the food ramp. It took Rolfe ten minutesto climb up
the metdllic ropes dangling in the narrow shadowy chute.

He caught the edge of the ddlivery dot—it was marked “ 10" on the chute Sde—and eased its diding
pand open ahaf inch.

He heard crunching in the dim room beyond.

“Uh...I hate going into the capital for those junta press conferences. . . uh. . . it'sso prickchinking
tedious...Bythe...uh...timeaneght-man junta explainsitsdf ... uh...hourselapse” afaint
tired voice was saying.

“I kept your tray on the hot plate, Sir,” said arobot serving boy.

“Uh..”

Hanging in thefood chute, Rolfe waited. It sounded as though the man with the weary voice was
munching crackers, meaning he was probably only on the soup course.

“Uh.. .| don't suppose Nurse Wordsmithisstill up at thishour . . . uh . . . must be closeto
midnight.”

“Only twenty past deven, sr,” replied the serving mechanism. “1 believe the young lady flew into the
capitd to attend amasked ball at the Department of Agriculture. | saw her going toward the descend
chute two hours ago dressed as asack of organicaly grown wheat and wearing a domino mask.”

Carefully Rolfe shifted his grip. He was holding to acable with hisleft hand and to the ddlivery
opening rim with hisright. Someone had spilled soymayonnaise and for an ingtant hisright hand went
duicing across the edge of the opening.

He hung there in the food-scented dark for twenty-five minutes, flexing and shifting every few minutes.
“How about another one of these babas au rhum, sr?’

“Uh...toomany babasand| ...uh...getapan.”

“Y ou ought to see adoctor.”

Five more minutes passed, then the tired man | eft the dining room.

The robot cleaned up, turned out the last of the overhead light strips and shuffled out.

Rolfewaited afull minutelonger before opening the pand full wide and swinging into the large
darkened room. He dropped to the long serving table below the opening. His foot squished on something
soft and spongy, which he figured must be a baba au rhum.

He jumped to the floor, edged across the dining room, listening. From far off camethe noise of a
robot falling down. There was no other sound.

Rolfe had gone over his plans again while hanging in the food chute. Once he found McMaxon he had
to quickly give him theimpression he' d cometo get him out of there. Be friendly and then, when
McMaxon was off guard, use the coil of plastic cord he' d swiped back down in the second-floor supply
closat. With Elenait had been smple because she' d believed him to be interested in her. Mesting himin
the park that night had seemed romantic to her. Well, there shouldn’t be any trouble convincing
McMaxon they were il friends, comradesin arms.



As he was about to leave, Rolfe noticed a side door marked Mea Coordination. He worked the door
open. The compact computer built into the wall was alow-grade one, smple-minded, and it told him
what he wanted to know without any protest. Lloyd McMaxon was on avegetable diet, which he was
served a sx, twelve, and five. He wasin Room 724.

Theanimal jitney was on autométic. Rolfe found it Sitting in the kennd area, aready |loaded with the
five animals scheduled to go into Ward X. Rolfe had brought a meat patty and some synthcarrotsin his
pocket, but the animalsin the trunk-size jitney wagon were al deeping adrugged deep.

Thelock on the barred rear door was simple to open. Rolfe was il getting himsdlf huddledina
corner, covered with two shaggy abino squirrels and along-haired goat, when the jitney made aclacking
sound and commenced to roll.

It rolled by a human guard who was adeep at the force screen entrance to Ward X proper. Thejitney
automatically broke the invisible screen, which ceased itslow sizzling for the ten secondsiit took the
wagon to roll across the wide threshold. The guard did not awaken.

Onceinthe dark Pre-Test Room Rolfe nudged the snoring goat off, dipped out of the cage.

The corridor which held rooms 721-726 was empty and silent, except for one hanging speaker grid
which was making a soft high-pitched clucking.

Rolfe, running on tiptoe, headed for the door of 724. He listened at the door, then tapped gently and
wentin.

“Whoisit?’

ThiswasMcMaxon dl right, Sitting up in hisbed in the moonlit room’ s center. “It' sme, Lloyd. It's
Bernie”

“Bernie Rolfe?”
“What other Bernie do you know who'd go through dl thisto get you out of here?’
McMaxon didn’t answer.

Closing the door at hisback, Rolfe eased closer. “1 know you may be alittle annoyed with me, Lloyd.
For leaving you at the market. Y ou know, though, what the Uptown Commandos fedl about such
gtudions”

“Sure, | know.”

“Everything isgoing to work out now,” said Rolfe. “Because here | am. WE |l get you out of here with
no trouble.”

“| appreciate that, Bernie, | redly do.”

With hisleft hand, the one farthest from McMaxon, Rolfe reached out the looped cord. “I'm glad
you'rein such good shape, Lloyd. I'm glad you' re reacting thisway. | had amoment when | thought
maybe. ..

“Weweren't fill friends?’
“Right,” said Rolfe. “But we are ill friends, aren’t we?’
“Sure, weare,” said McMaxon in the moonlit darkness. “Let’ s shake hands on it, Bernie.”



