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CHAPTER 1

It was murder. Polished, urbane, witty, this Mohawk was dashing Rudolf to ribbonswith amartini
glass, doing it without spilling adrop.

"Now we of the Six Nations," he was saying, "had undergone the iron-axe-and-canoe revol ution a
full century before you Plains Indians got the horse and suddenly became noble warriorsinstead of
scavengers after wolf leavings." The glass swung in graceful punctuation. Rudolf felt hisjugular sourt as
the Mohawk continued, "Elijah, Badur, Christ, Mohammed — al spent their forty daysin the
wilderness. We Mohawk fasted to find Manitou. Y ou Sioux went on solitary journeys, fasting until a
totem anima gppeared.” The Mohawk shrugged. "Hardly a unique phenomenon.”

Rudolf glanced desperately around the circle of listeners. Pamela St. Audrey sirred. "By the way,
Rudy," she asked, "whét is your totem animd ?'

For one panic-stricken moment Rudolf almost admitted having been raised Christian. Soul Brothers
could get away with that but an Indian couldn't. Not yet anyway. What the hell did he know about totem
animas?

A door opened and Rudolf thought he was saved but it was only Pamelas father. Mr. St. Audrey's
slver-haired matineeidol facade was deceiving. Thoroughly immersed in money-making, he passed
through the room, nodding absently, his mind still somewhere between Chase and Manhattan. A door
closed behind him and there stood Rudolf. Pamela had moved closer to the goddamn Mohawk. From
somewhere drifted the sweet smdll of burning grass.

"Rudy doesn't have atotem animal!" somebody shrieked. Even the Mohawk seemed dightly aghast
at thefervor with which theseliberal cocktail circuit habitues were turning on their darling. But tht,



Rudolf noticed, did not stop him from adding fudl.

"Perhaps ajourney back to one'sroots—" Helet it hang amoment then drovein the clincher: "From
timetotimel find it imperative to shed the artificid redraints of an dien culture.”

And before Rudolf quite knew what was happening he found himsalf suffed into a canoe loaded
with groceries and camping gear dredged up from somewhere. And all because held written a book!
Paddling up thisdudge-filled river, Rudolf belatedly remembered a quote from that Christian work held
S0 struggled to disown. Who had said, "' O that mine adversary had written abook"?

Rudolf had come along way from the mission school on the reservation and rather faster than he
had expected. Last week he had been top totem on the libera cocktail circuit, with guest appearances on
TV and the whole bit. Now he was fending off rusting beer cansin upstate New Y ork. Wasit hisfault he
was only seven eighths? Was he persondly responsible for the nineteenth-century metaphysicist who
deserted awagon train to go native with Teutonic thoroughness? Paddling fiercely and ineptly, Rudolf
remembered aPlains Indian rite for bringing disaster upon an enemy. Would it work against that
goddamn Mohawk?

Rudolf had dready capsized and lost most of his supplies aswell as soaking his clothes and degping
bag in this excremental excusefor ariver. Hetried to remember if hislast med had been yesterday or the
day before. He had intended to start fasting but not this soon!

"Damn dl reviewerd" he muttered.

Somewhere ahead on theright bank rose apillar of smoke. If he paddled briskly Rudolf might reach
it before dark. Another night donein thisforest, shivering in wet stinking clothes, trying to ignite wet
matches... Unwillingly histhoughts returned to that Mohawk's review:

"Unfortunately, Mr. Rudolf knows less about the Iroquois Federation than the average white man.
Perhaps his overly bookish approach could be remedied by areturn to his own Sioux roots. Obvioudy
young Rudolf istill searching for atotem to lend focusto hisown life.”

Rudolf believed in totem anima s dightly lessthan in Santa Claus. Did any of the old people il
believe that jazz, identifying with whatever animd they met after theritud fasting, living their daysin
spiritud partnership? Be niceif he could find ared wolf — this being the English for Rudolf. Did wolves
survivein upstate New Y ork? Did they attack men?

By now he could see afaint flicker of campfire. He paddled clumsily another hundred yards and
grounded, cringing as his shoes squel ched through semisolid dudge. The fire wasinland up afoot-wide
rivulet of clear water. Rudolf walked up the middle of it and got the worst of the crud off his shoes.

Though there was no trace of road, he saw what |ooked like a 1948 DeSoto standing on end, and
without whedls. Before it was a spring and beside the spring a campfire. Sitting before the campfirewas a
barrel-chested man in Levis and checkered wool shirt. "Never work," he was saying. "Can't be done that
way."

"Hello," Rudolf said.

The stranger turned and Rudolf saw aweek's growth of red whiskers surrounding a bulbous nose
and two bleary eyes. "My god, another one!l" the stranger said.

"Another what?'

"Anybody can see pink éephants. Only the Flaherty hasthe originality for squelching horrors and
wild Indians.

"I'm not wild. And if by squelching horror you mean thet river—"

"That'swhat they al say." Flaherty delved into ajumble of blankets and found a bottle. After a
swdlow he cautioudy faced Rudolf again. "Y ou go wild on firewater?"

"The only thing that'd drive me wild at the moment isahot bath and amed."

Flaherty offered the bottle. "Try to halucinate therest.”

"l don't even believein you." Rudolf took the bottle. It was good whiskey and amoment after it
landed in his empty stomach he felt more on a par with the world. "What makes you think I'm not for
rea?' he asked.

"Areyou?'

Rudolf thought amoment. "No," he admitted. "I'm afake like everybody ese. Only | got caught.”



"Happensto usdl." Flaherty's voice was mid-range between basso buffo and trangt-mix. "What
d'you suppose he was before he got caught?*

"Who?'

"Him"

Rudolf looked toward the wrecked DeSoto. There was a pile of wet earth where the spring had
been deepened and widened to bathtub size. Flaherty had not used it.

Water flowed from the spring to make the tiny stream held rinsed his shoesin. But there was
something odd. He blinked. Could one drink so affect hisvision, even on atwo-day empty stomach?

Therewasafaint swirl like congealed turbulence, asif agiant egg white had been broken into the
spring. Except for three triangularly spaced black dots, it was nearly invisible. "Pollution?' he asked.

The viscid mass convulsed. While Rudolf stared in horror the black spots emerged from the pool
gretching toward him like the neck of someimprobable snall. "Hello,” they said.

It was amouth; the two spots over it were eyes. Rudolf shook his head and the apparition went out
of focus. "Thereisn't any such thing!" he exploded.

"No more than you're here," the man by thefire said. "Happens every time | despair for humanity
and hiemysdif off to save my own soul.”

One mad corner of Rudolf's mind kept saying, "Thisisyour totem animd." Hewondered if it
referred to the Irishman or the thing in the spring. How could he present either vison to the triba elders?
"It'snot redly there," he perssted.

"That'swhét the other of you kegps saying,” the thing in the pool conceded. "Y et | remain firmly
convinced of my own existence. | am less convinced of yours. How do you absorb oxygen through that
legthery outer mantle?!

"Skin," Rudolf corrected absently. Looking at the night sky's sparse, smog-tinged stars, he
wondered how to answer. "What's your name?' he asked.

"Tuchi."

“I'm Rudalf."

"Haherty." the red-whiskered man chorused. "And sure| can do it — maybein six months."

"l must get home sooner,” thething in the spring said.

"For an uncooked omelet you have remarkably human needs.”

"l am gravid. | do not wish to consummeate my most private and sacred act where neither gravity nor
radiation are suitable, much lessthis foul mixture you bresthe. No wonder you're |leathery.”

"Could | have another?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty handed him the bottle. Thistime the whiskey burned and Rudolf guessed he wasfindly
getting warm. "What does— uh, Tuchi want?' he asked.

Flaherty looked owlishly at Rudolf. "Y ou're not redlly here. Neither ishe."

"I'm not sure enough to argue the point. But if we were, what would he want?"

"She" Tuchi inggted. "l want to go home."

"Y ou can't go back," Rudolf said morosdly.

"Gravid!" Flaherty exploded. "Doesthat mean what | think it does?'

"Y ou can gart boiling water,” Rudolf said.

Flaherty shuddered. "How many?'

"Two to three thousand.”

Flaherty put the bottle to hislipsagain.

"At home there would be a sdection. Only the hundred best would survive. But here, without proper
fadlities..."

"We dready have a population problem,” Rudolf said.

"I'm leaving,” the thing in the spring said. Momentarily the three black dots came closer together in
an expression Rudolf could only guessat. "All | needisalittle help.”

"Likewhat?"

"His— her ship'sout of fud," Haherty explained.

"Gaoline?'



"Powdered duminum.”

Rudolf thought amoment. "'Like the pigment they usein duminum paint?'

"That might do,” FHlaherty said, "if it was pure enough.”

"Why not go to town and buy some?’

"l can't wait,” Tuchi sadimpatiently. "I'm gravid."

"l could grow it in Six months," Haherty said.

Rudolf was suddenly reminded of some Massachusetts Indians who planted gunpowder bought
from the Pilgrims and were chagrined when it failed to grow acrop. "This halucination's getting out of
hand,” he said.

"Who asked you?' Haherty growled. "And what's funny about growing auminum?"

"Perhaps my sense of humour isdeficient.”

"Morelikely your genetic engineering's deficient.”

Rudolf looked wigtfully at the bottle. For the moment he no longer cared that he wastired, dirty,
hungry.

"I'm agood onewhen | want to be," Flaherty growled.

"Good what?'

"Genetic engineer.”

"I'm agood Indian when they let me be."

"Youthink I can't grow duminum?' Flaherty was growing ugly.

"How doyou doit?'

"Tailor abacterium to eat bauxite. Getsits energy from the sun like any growing plant and excretes
tiny gransof metdlic duminum.”

"You candothis?'

"I've been working on agtrain of high tolerance yeast," Flaherty said. "Oncethat's cleared up | think
I'll tackleit.”

"Why not now?"

"Because that curdied omelet aready hasit.”

"Haswhat?"

"A grain of duminophagic becteria”

"Why doesn't she go home then?”

"Time," Tuchi said exasperatedly. "Thisred-fringed specimen needs haf of one of your yearsto
plant and harvest. By theway, are you of the same species? Y ou don't have red cilialike Flaherty. Oh, |
know. Black ciliaand no facid fringe. Y ourefemae!”

Rudolf ignored this. Suddenly he began to seeriches, fame, entree back into the cocktail circuit.
Back into the front seet of Pamela St. Audrey's oriental red Lamborghini...

"Could you use solid duminum?' Rudolf asked.

"l could pulverizeit. It would be better than nothing.”

"How much would you need?"

"l suppose you just happen to have an ingot of pure aluminum wrapped up in your deeping bag?"
Flaherty sneered.

There was amoment's silence while Tuchi converted into Earth units. " Perhagpsfifty pounds.”

"I wonder how much my canoe weights?' Rudolf mused.

"You can't cut up acanoe!” Flaherty protested.

"Y ou have metd?" Tuchi asked.

"Make mean offer.”

"The bacteria”

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. "Y ou're the expert,” he said. "How much would they be worth?"

Flaherty souttered amoment before upending the bottle. "Millions" hefinaly gasped. "Bethe
biggest thing since atomic power!™

"Y ou've got yourself acanoe," Rudolf said.

"You can't!" Flaherty protested. "Besides, there's a catch. What if they don't breed true?"



"Won't they?" Rudolf asked.

“No."

"Seel" Faherty triumphed.

"They'refor adifferent planet," Tuchi explained. "Different atmosphere, gravity, solar constant—"

"| guessthe ded's off."

"Damnwell better bel" Flaherty huffed. "Hallucinations must obey their creator'sinnatelogic.”

"How were you going to grow them?' Rudolf asked.

Tuchi produced asmall black object. Rudolf thought it was atransistor radio.

"Incubator,” Haherty explained. "We're holed up here to get acrop and get her back on her way."

"It'sasoil problem,” Tuchi continued. "Bauxite beds on this planet |lay somewhere around the
equator. Thisfar north thereislittle bauxite.”

"Can't recall seeing any. What's bauxite?

Flaherty gave the Indian asharp look. He sghed. "It's severd ores. All they havein commonisa
high auminacontent.”

Y ou mean duminum?'

"1 mean carborundum.”

"What good'sthat?'

"Four tons reduce to one of pure duminum.”

"How?

Flaherty sighed again. "First you dig it up in Guyanaor Liberia, then ship it where there's cheap
hydrod ectric power. Somewhere above athousand degreesit melts and starts eectrolysis. At one pole
you get duminum. At the other you get crud. Some of thisriver's pollution probably comesfrom an
auminum plant. They hide them in the boondocks so ecologists can't see.”

"And this— uh, Tuchi has something that doesit without eectricity?'

"Hdlucination," Haherty inasted.

"All right. But if it wasfor red how would it work?'

"Plant bacteria, come back and scoop up your metal.”

"But they don't breed true?"

Flaherty pointed at the black transistor gadget.

"They live eight of your days,” Tuchi interjected. "A hundred-generation safety factor before viability
islogt. Theincubator preserves atrue strain.”

"Won'tit rundry?'

"Not for thousands of your years unlessyou try to openit.”

"What'll you take for the incubator?”

Whorls of curdle writhed, then Tuchi's three pointed "face' emerged again. "Ordinarily | wouldn't
sl You must treet it with great care.”

"I will." Rudolf didn't intend to go about sowing duminum cropsfor everyone.

"Very wdl. Pulverize your boat into micron-sized particles and you may have the incubator.”

"You're out of your skull!" Flaherty roared. "Even if we had the time and machinery we couldn't
grind it that fine. Besides, that damn canoe—"

Spring water roiled suddenly and dopped over itsbanks. "All right!" Tuchi snapped. "I'll do it
mysdf.”

Rudolf dogged down to the river. Fumbling in the dark, he piled his stinking water-soaked gear on
the bank. He horsed the canoe back up the rivulet, splashing clean water on it and himself dong theway.
A pseudopod stretched an astonishing distance and smeared wetly over one side of the canoe. "Thisis
auminum,” Tuchi sad."l canandl it."

"l wish | could do thingslikethat,” Rudolf said.

"You'l be sorry about sdlling that canoe," Flaherty warned.

"So | forfeit my deposit!”

Flaherty reached for the bottle and couldn't find it.

There was another commotion in the spring then Tuchi began flowing toward the wrecked DeSoto.



Suddenly aback door opened smoothly to revea an interior that showed no signs of weathering. It
showed no signs of being an automobile either. Rudolf squinted around dl that whiskey on an empty
stomach and suddenly redlized this vehicle had never known whedls. ™Y our ship?' he asked.

"What did you think it was?' Tuchi asked testily.

Rudolf decided not to answer.

"Hepme,” Tuchi continued.

"What?"

"Themetd. Help me put the canoeinsde.”

"It'stoo big," Rudolf protested. ™Y ou can't get it in there until you cut it up.”

The pseudopod turned until that triangle faced Rudolf. The three black dots came momentarily
together. Rudolf wished he knew what that particular gesture mearnt.

"There are more thingsin the universe than Euclidean geometry,” Tuchi said. "Give me atentacle.”

Rudolf and Flaherty got on opposite sides of the canoe. Rudolf wondered if that last remark had
anything to do with the way the eighteen-foot canoe entered, the five-foot wide car and kept on going
and going — and going! The canoe disappeared and the door began closing. Flaherty turned back
toward the fire and stumbled headlong. Thetiny box flew across the campfire and Flaherty landed face
down in the spring. Once Rudolf had made sure the incubator was unharmed he dipped it into his
pocket. Then he helped Flaherty. "Y ou've got aboat somewhere," Rudolf insisted.

Flaherty gagged and vomited and did the usual things people do when they've dmost drowned.
Findly he pointed. Rudolf walked into the darkness and stumbled over alath and canvas canoe. It was
heavier than his, but it had an outboard. He began horsing it down to theriver.

"Wherewe going?' Flaherty protested.

"To make some money!"

"Ah, the curse! 'Tiscalled Holy Ireland because theré's so little of it there. And what would you be
needin' money so bad for that you'd beleavin' in the middie o' the night?"

"Later," Rudolf said. "Let'sgo."

"You go, lad. I'll be back when I've communed with nature, purged my soul, and finished my
whiskey. Won't you be spendin' the night?*

"Find me some clean dry blankets, find me asquare med, and I'll spend aweek."

"Y ou may have apoint,” Flaherty conceded.

"I've dso got my totem." Rudolf wondered if Tuchi meant anything in Sioux. Someday held haveto
learn the language properly. Once reestablished on the cocktail circuit al he needed was some goddamn
pal ef ace anthropol ogist speaking perfect Sioux to shoot him down again. Asif he didn't have enough
trouble with Mohawks!

The door opened again. "Careful with that incubator,” the alien warned. "1t could disrupt your

"It'stwo hundred yearstoo late for that,” Rudolf said.

"Before my ship moves, youd better.”

"How far issafe?!

Tuchi hegtated. "With those lesthery skinsyou may be immune to gammaradiation.”

"My skin'snot that thick!" Haherty hastened. ™Y ou going now?"

"Before your primary has brought light again.”

"Wewon't wait for sunrise" Rudolf reassured the dien. "Thanksfor everything."

"Whatever that means,” the dlien said absently. The door closed again with the smooth sucking
sound of an airtight sedl.

Rudolf began tossing things into the canoe. He got Flaherty on hisfeet. Findly they were drifting
down the gtinking river.

"Y ou shouldn't have sold that canoe," Flaherty repested.

Rudolf was busy with the outboard. "Why?" he asked.

"That curdle you chose to swindle was buying pure duminum.”

"Y ou think my canoe was made out of old beer cans?’



Flaherty sghed and stared through the smog blanket at dimmed stars. "' Pure duminum is softer than
Wrigley's Doublemint,” he said. ™Y ou sold that poor thing commercid boat grade.”

"Sowhat?' Rudolf wasfiddling in the dark with the outboard. Like everything esein the white man's
world, it refused to perform the way he expected.

"That duminum was aloyed with eight percent magnesium. It had bits of chromium, manganese, and
anc”

"Y ou worry too much.” Rudolf wasworrying alittle himsdf. This goddamn outboard refused to sart
no matter how many times he didocated his shoulder.

"Gasturned on?' Haherty asked.

"Yesh"

"Not flooded?"

"How would | know?*

"Canyou smd| gasoline?"

“No."

"Y ou check the tank?*

“No."

It wastoo dark to see. Rudolf put hisfinger in and felt nothing. He gritted histeeth and began
plowing through the jJumbled gear in the middle of the canoe. Twenty minutes later he was convinced
there was no gasoline.

"Mudt'veleft it ashore" Flaherty said.

They had drifted downstream. He could never get back to the campfire and the alien's ship without a
paddie. Abruptly and irrlevantly he remembered who had wished that his adversary had written a book.
Job was an author too. Maybe he had established the trend.

Rudolf sighed and tried to relax. The current was carrying him dowly back to civilization, to riches,
to the front seat of Pamela St. Audrey's oriental red Lamborghini. Now what could he do to fix that
goddamn Mohawk's wagon?

CHAPTER 2

Rudolf woke and for one magic moment he seemed back in some Rousseau-Thoreau dream of how
it had been before Whitey came and red estate plummeted. Fog lay low and the canoe drifted in an eerie
world where totem animals were not absurd inventions. For an ingtant he understood how an Indian living
thisway could ingtinctively know onenesswith nature, could actualy practice dl that ecology crap.

Now wide awake, Rudolf saw dudge, smelled corruption. Sun and flieswere risng. Rudolf sat up
and began planning how to get his.

He had been an engineering student, until an English instructor had noted his facility with words and
encouraged the young Indian in aliterary career. Sometimes Rudolf lulled himsdlf to deep planning cruel
and unusud endsfor that unsuspecting man.

Flaherty stirred and groaned. He opened his eyes, closed them again, and screwed up hisfacein
pain.

"Got any money?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty began searching his pockets.

"Not that kind. | mean big money."

"Where are we?'

"Somewhere downriver, | guess.”

Flaherty opened his eyes and squinted. The fog was burning off, leaving only abrown blanket of
smog. "What'm | doing here?" he asked.



"l don't know metdlurgy. | need you."

"l don't need you."

"Yesyoudo."

Rudolf produced the incubator the alien had traded him.

"What good isit? That poor oyster's already hocked itsdlf off this afflicted planet — if any of it redlly
happened.”

"Don't you want to get rich?"

“No."

Rudolf was so gartled he said nothing for aminute. "Why?" he findly managed.

Flaherty pointed at theriver, the scum-clotted banks, the brown sky. "Each time | made money |
made that alittle worse. I've dropped al research in favor of ahigh tolerance yeast.”

Rudolf wasn't interested in high tolerance yeasts. "White man not interested in money? Chrigt, |
might aswell go back to the reservation!”

"Why'd you leave?'

"Jesud" How to explain what it waslike to grow up haf freak, haf zoo anima? Poked and probed
by anthropologists, dobbered over by do-gooders, encouraged to revive Indian crafts, told to adapt to
modern ways, trying dways to divine what improbabl e directive would next emerge from the Bureau of
Indian Affairs.

"Oncethe gorillaswung dl over Africa," Rudolf said. "Then the forest went. Now he humps around,
waking when he evolved for swinging. Anevolutionary blind dley isnt afuntrip.”

"Soundslike growing up in Irdland,” Flaherty said.

They rounded a bend and saw adock. Flaherty knelt and began paddling with his hand. "Ow, me
head aches!" he groaned. Rudolf began paddling too.

"Don't git many campersanymore,” the grizzled native said. ™Y ou fellers see that flash upriver last
night?'

"Hash?"'

"Couldabeen afaling star. Maybe one of them rocket things.”

"Going up or down?"

The old man gave Rudolf an odd look. They paid and Flaherty nursed his outboard into life. Hours
later he headed into acove. Then they werein acar only dightly newer than that upended vehiclein the
forest.

"| supposethat flash wasjust our friend taking off," Rudolf said.

Flaherty shot him aquick look. "Want to go back and seeif the poor thing made it?"

There was an uncomfortable silence. Finally Rudolf said, "What's a genetic engineer? Where do you
get adegreelikethat?'

"Percusson U."

"Never heard of it." It certainly wasn't Ivy League.

"School of hard knocks. Like Freud got his degree in psychiatry."

"Where do you work?'

"Eachtime| did, some dipshit perverted my work and got rich. | got tired of being apervert.”

Rudolf patted the incubator in his pocket. "Y ou think thisll destroy civilization?"

"I wishit would. But asamatter of fact, | don't even think it'll work."

Rudoalf felt amoment of pure panic which, for Rudolf, dwaysinvolved sublimina shots of himself
back on the reservation. Then he guessed what was egting on the Irishman. "Relax. It really happened.”

"I'm sureit did. But what kind of planet did that poor gob of dime come from?”

"What difference doesit make?"

"Me bhoy, do you know what rust is?'

“Iron oxide."

Haherty wrenched violently to avoid alittle old lady in aFerrari. "Y ou've never seen duminum rust.

Right?



“No."

"Wrong! Y ou've never seen duminum. It reacts violently with oxygen.”

"Why hasn't civilization exploded?

" Aluminum oxide makes aprotective cover. But if you think auminum’s not explosive, you've never
heard of thermite.”

"l havent."

"Youwill," FHaherty prophesied. "But not now."

"So what'swrong?'

"If abacterium eats duminaand excretes meta, how smal would the granules be?!

"Pretty smdl, | guess.”

"Aye," Haherty gloomed. "A molecule with amolecule-thick layer of oxidation. Lessthan zero."

Rudolf saw himsalf back on the reservation. "Y ou're sure?’

"And how do we get a bauxite bed? I've no longer possession of my own bed.”

"Y ou sad theres duminum everywhere.”

"Therésmorein thetropics.”

"If our processis cheap we can work low grade ore."

"| suppose so. But why?!

"What have you got againgt refining duminum without pollution or dectricity?'

"l hadn't thought of it that way."

"Do you think it'simmora for apoor Indian to get rich while he's benefitting mankind?'

"Why should | interrupt my own research?”

"For hdf?'

"Y ou'll have to come up with a better reason than that."

"What do you want?'

Flaherty sighed. "I want peace. | want to go to hell in my own quiet way."

"Areyou hiding from somebody?"

"Sort of "

"Y ou want aquiet place to work, somebody to run errandsto the liquor store?"

They ingpected houses from New Rochelle to Far Rockaway. Findly they chose one.

"Damp," the agent warned. "Cdllar's not floored.”

Flaherty dribbled acids over soil from the cdlar. "Perfect for mushrooms,” he said. They rented it.
Rudolf wet down the cdllar floor and gave the incubator asqueeze. "Y ou any good at cooking beans?”
Flaherty asked.

"On the reservation one learns.”

Rudolf's TV had dicited alaugh when held hocked hisdl for rent and eating money. He turned it on.
Bored, he watched some gabby talk show. Findly the news came on. They stared at riots, hijackings and
bombings. Suddenly Haherty leaned forward.

"... Week's second explosion in upstate New Y ork. Observers have found traces of radioactivity
but no debris..."

"This afternoon Ambassador Fyodorenko denied any hostile intent on the part of the Soviet Union's

"D'you suppose the poor thing's having trouble getting away?"' Flaherty wondered.

Rudolf fdt adight uneasiness. He went to the basement. The mud wastinged with faint Slvery
sreskslike spilled paint.

"Thereitis" Haherty said. "Now how do we gather it up and sdl it?"

"Suice box?" Rudolf vaguely remembered gold miners.

"Aluminum isn't heavy enough.” Flaherty picked up apinch of slvery dime and frowned.

"Hotation?' Rudolf hadn't the dightest idea how flotation worked but it had something to do with
copper mines.

Flaherty gave him an odd look. He found an empty peanut butter jar, scooped mud, added water
and adrop of dishwashing detergent, and shook it. They waited.



Flaherty'sjaw dropped. "Be... damned if | didn't forget the ail!"

There was mud in the bottom. The middle wasfilled with rapidly clearing water. Therewas ascum
of floating metal on top. Flaherty opened the jar and stuck in afinger. " Greasy!"

"What doesthat mean?’

"What you can't understand means trouble. How much money dwe have?'

"Eighty-two dollars.”

Flaherty hmmed and clucked. "Microscope and reagents,” he said. "Got to haveit dl back.”

Rudolf sighed and began changing into his clean clothes. Two hourslater he returned from the hock
shop with Flaherty's esoteric tools. There was astink of hot oil coming from pots on the stove.

Rudolf had supposed geneticists used transmission € ectron microscopes that took up haf abuilding.
Surely the days of discovery by white-coated men peering into test tubes had ended with Pasteur or with
TV commercids? FHaherty'swas asimple optica microscope out of freshman biology. Y et hisjoyous
blasphemies convinced Rudolf that something was happening. "Arewein busness?' he asked.

"Buy awashing mechine.”

"A what?'

"Towash clothes. | don't careif it'sautomatic.”

"I havefifty dollars and twelve centsto last the rest of our lives," Rudolf said.

"Y ou also have atendency to worry. Hock the microscope again.”

"Don't you need it?"

"l know what's going on now. Remember | said surface oxidation would est up the whole granule?*

"Yesh"

"Our dimy friend thought of that. Each grain has some kind of waxy coating. When | boiled it the
wax came off."

"“Then what?'

"It oxidized."

"So how arewe going to get metd ?'

"You do worry."

"Every timel spend my lagt fifty dollars”

When Rudolf found out how much extrait cost to ddiver the venerable Maytag he was suddenly
thankful no purchaser had been found for Haherty's car. Straining and sweeting like he hadn't since
reservation days, Rudolf got the washer roped to the back of the car.

"What are we actudly doing?" he asked when it was clanking in the basement.

Flaherty grinned. "Theimpuritieswet and sink. The greasy metd floats and we skim it off thetop.”

"How do we get the grease out without oxidizing the metal ?*

"Hirgt, we get enough concentrate so we can experiment.”

Which took another couple of days and turned the basement into aviscid quicksandy ooze. Ranged
about the kitchen were buckets of the metallic granules. Flaherty had punched holesin the bottoms and
lined them with cheesecloth. In these strainers the durry compacted into awaxy dudge. Rudolf was
getting tired of beans. Flaherty was getting thirsty.

Rudolf had been checking the mail with increasing desperation, hoping illogically for aroyaty check.
Hell, even ten dollars for Swedish rights... He heard the put-put of a mailman's scooter and caught the
malil asit came through the hole in the door. One envel ope looked important.

"Feces" Hethrew the letter on the mud-saturated rug and stamped it, chanting half remembered
fragments of aSioux curse.

"Y ou haven't been that divein days," Faherty said. He picked up the letter. "What's the Six Nations
Benevolent Fund?'

"Goddamn Mohawk!" Rudolf growled.

"Now what'swrong with Indians hel ping one another?* Flaherty wondered in histranst mix voice.

Flaherty learned of Rudolf's expulsion from the cocktail circuit — of his sudden replacement in
Pamda St. Audrey's orienta red Lamborghini. "But sure and you don't take these people serioudy?' he
asked.



"These people mold public opinion. They could help me— help every Indianif | could just focus
ther atention.”

Flaherty laughed. "Y oull play hell focusing their attention. What do these people do?’

"Why, al sorts of things. They'rein the arts, they teach, they uh—"

"What does your Pamelado?

"Well, shel's on severa important committees. She's active in charity work—"

“I'll put it another way. What does her father do?

"Mr. St. Audrey? I've only met him once. | think hes— Y esl He's putting up that new building.

Y ou know, the architecturd showplace that's going to revolutionize everything.”

"Now there'saman who's changing the world. And | doubt if he hastimefor cocktails."

"But he'snot interested in liberal causes.”

"He sureisn't. Now, about sdling this a uminum—"

Rudolf listened, half understanding as Flaherty offered ideas and shot down his own proposals. "If
we had athousand tonsit'd be easy. Now scrap buyers only pay half what it's worth but nobody else
buyssmdl lots™"

Y et when Rudolf loaded the car and drove to an oil-soaked yard where trucks waited before a
scae, the cigar-chomping weigher said, "Nope. Get that grease out and I'll give you twenty-nine cents a
pound.”

When they returned home the mailman had left Rudolf an ad for apotion to restore hisflagging
virility, and amuch forwarded envelope for Flaherty. The Irishman tossed it into the trash without
opening.

"Beans?' he asked.

"Not hungry.”

"Well now, it'snot al that bad," Flaherty said from the vantage point of middle age. "'l knew we
wouldnt sl it.”

"Then why'd wewaste dl morning?'

"Would you have believed me?"

"No," Rudolf admitted.

"What do we do now?"

"We could melt it. If we had areducing furnace.

"I've got two dollars and seventy-one cents.”

"Hardly enough for apint of poteen. Better go buy me that anyhow.” Faherty turned onthe TV,
then ignored it. He muttered something about molecular bonds and began fiddling with adiderule.

Rudolf sat thinking dark thoughts of the reservation, wishing he could ignore the guitar-twanging
delinquent who was making those ungodly noisesonthe TV.

"1 wonder if any bowling aley around here could use apinsetter?* Flaherty asked.

"Not since they invented machinesto doit,” Rudolf said sourly.

Anather long silence. Then FHaherty screwed a hat down over hisbalding head. "Take care of the
place" hesad.

Rudolf ingpected the basement. The bacterianeeded reseeding. The TV was till blathering when he
came back upstairs. Rudolf recognized the moderator of atalk show he had once been on, back before
hisfal from the liberd cocktall circuit. The man now being interviewed had gray hair and afirm, flabless
body. He seemed vagudly familiar. After amoment Rudolf redized it was Pamelasfather.

"Mr. St. Audrey,” the moderator was saying, "“how will your new building differ from other
skyscrapers?”

S. Audrey smiled. "We hear of the Iron Age. Actualy we livein the Ferro-concrete Age.
Everything — dams, buildings, roads, airgtrips, missle slos— is made of stedl covered with concrete.”

"Y ou mean the stedl holdsit together until the concrete hardens?’

"It'sthe other way around. Concretefills the gaps and protectsit but there's nothing strong enough
for amodern skyscraper except stee — until now. We're going to pour concrete over an duminum
skeleton.”



"How will thismake your building different?*

"We could make the wdls haf asthick or we could build it twice ashigh.”

"Which did you chooseto do?"

. Audrey smiled again. "Our building isacompromise. It'll be ahundred fifty stories, not counting
the transmitter antennas and copter pads.”

"More congestion for Manhattan! How can dl these people possibly get to work?"

"Many employesswill livein the same building.”

Music welled in the background and the moderator hinted that another commercial wasin the offing.

Aluminum! If only Rudolf could hang on he was going to be right up there swinging with the big
boys. He wondered what Flaherty was up to.

CHAPTER 3

Hedidn't find out what Flaherty was up to until four hours later. It was gpproaching midnight when
there came afirm knocking on the door. Rudolf remembered that kind of knock from reservation days. It
was the knock that comes from afist firmly attached to an arm that disappears up auniformed deeve: A
knock firm in its conviction that the knocker is on the sde of the angdls, crushing crime, correcting
corruption, making goddamn sure no Indian ever gets apiece of the action. Rudolf sighed, put on his
inscrutability, and opened the door.

"Do you know a Francis X. Faherty?' the cop asked.

"Yes

"He'ssck. Will you take care of him?”

Rudolfs panic was so sudden he had no time to wonder if he was concerned for Flaherty or for the
ruin that faced him without Faherty's know-how. "What'swrong?' he asked.

"Drunk," the cop said, and poured Francis Xavier FHaherty through the front door.

Rudolf managed afireman's carry and got the burly Irishman atop his cot. Flaherty was mumbling
incoherently.

"Where did you get the money?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty emitted a death rattle which Rudolf, on sober reflection some days|later, decided wasjust a
snore. Hefdt Haherty's pulse. The Irishman was breathing, but hisfaint pulse suggested it might not bea
continuous process. Rudolf flapped about making coffee. Finaly he got Flaherty sitting up and forced him
to drink.

"Y ou're gonnakill yoursdlf," Rudolf warned. "How much did you put away?"

"Double shot," Faherty said weakly.

"A wha?' Then Rudolf remembered about livers and the way they come gpart from years of
drinking until an old drunk can hold progressively less each day. He wondered if Flaherty would live long
enough to get the aluminum operation paying. Hetook afirm resolve to hire abright young geneticist to
backstop the Irishman as soon as possible.

"| had adouble shot," Flaherty repegated. "I felt funny after lifting al that stuff. Guess| shouldn't have
gone back the second time."

"What Suff?'

"Inthe car. Y ou'd better go driveit home." After ineffectua fumblestoward a shirt pocket Flaherty
gave up. Rudolf removed a paper from the Irishman's pocket. It was areceipt for nineteen dollarsfrom
Ace Wdding and Surplus.

"What have you been up to?" Rudolf asked.

"Sold blood. Wasn't enough so | went down the street and sold some more.”

Rudolf's attitude underwent a sudden readjustment.



"Liedill," he said. He scrounged about the kitchen and found bouillon cubes. He mashed up a
handful of cooked beans and spooned the thickened mixture into Flaherty. In momentsthe Irishman
revived.

"I'll be okay," he said. "Key'sin my pocket somewhere. Y ou better get the car.”

"Where?'

"That place on thereceipt. | got to feding dizzy so | had adrink next door.”

"You're lucky you didn't diein the drunk tank."

"Ayelad," Flaherty agreed. "But it helpsif you'relrish."

Rudolf finished spooning soup into him and made him comfortable. Then he locked up the house and
garted walking. It took him an hour to find the car and five minutes to return home. Faherty was snoring
in the same position Rudolf had left him. His pulse was stronger now. Rudolf pulled the blanket over him
and went out to unload the car.

There was apiece of thick-walled pipe two inchesin diameter and ayard long. There were shorter
pieces of pipe smal enough to dideinsdethefirst. Therewas alargetruck jack and severd 1-beams
welded into a scissors. Rudolf got it inside the house, checked Flaherty again, and went to bed in hisown
cot, wondering what al the junk wasfor.

When he awvoke, Flaherty was dready banging around, setting up the gadgetry held bought with his
lifeésblood. Haherty was chanting hisusua cheerful blasphemies. He was il shaky but Rudolf guessed
held beall right. Hetried to concentrate on the apparatus he was helping Flaherty set up. Findly it
dawned on him that there was nothing basically different between this mass of welded I-beams and the
cheese press that had gathered dust in one corner of the reservation school since some do-gooder had
discovered that beef cattle do not willingly give milk.

They duffed the thick-walled tubing full of waxy dudge. FHiaherty sivung the hydraulic jack into
position. Rudolf began pumping. They had to remove the follower severd timesto add more dudge.
Findly the waxy mass refused to compress any more. "Are we done?' Rudolf asked.

Faherty shook his head. He began unbolting and reassembling the scissorsin adifferent way. Now
the jack would travel less distance and exert more pressure. Rudolf wondered whether the beamswould
bend first or the tube would burst.

What happened was wax. Hot and smoking, it poured from the tube. While Rudolf continued
pumping Faherty tried ineffectudly to catch the drippingsin adishpan. Most of it ended up on thefloor.
There was a puff and the presswas enveloped in oily flames.

"Don't stop!" FHaherty yelled. He splashed water, soaking the already sodden rug to prevent the fire
from spreading. Findly Rudolf could pump no more.

When the last flame expired, leaving an odoriferous ghost of its passage, Flaherty tossed water on
the press. They began gingerly disassembling the steaming press.

Rudolf had supposed the compressed dug of metal would be stuck tighter than an dlotment check in
the BIA office. To hissurpriseit fell out of the tube.

"Shrinks faster than steed when it gets cold,” Faherty explained. The sample was solid and shiny.
"Pressure cold-welds those granules into some kind of molecular bond aslong as theres wax to exclude
oxygen," Flaherty said.

"Too bad we can't sell the wax too."

"Wait till we can afford better equipment.”

The scrap dealer gave Rudolf an odd look but he bought their meta. "Where you getting thiskind of
scrap?' he asked.

"Secret process.” Rudalf filled in alengthy form. "Why dl the questions?"' he asked.

"Copsareonusdl thetime."

"How come?*

"Everybody worksin amachine shop findsaway to steal. Thisway the fuzz can check back when
somebody wonders why he's doing twice as much business and sdlling half as much scrap.”

Rudolf finished filling out the questionnaire and accepted his eighty-nine dollars. He rushed around to
Ace Welding and Surplus where Haherty was supervising construction of abigger and better press.



Their next load brought five hundred ninety dollars. Flaherty appropriated the five hundred and got
off once more a Ace Welding and Surplus. Rudolf took the remaining ninety dollars and stopped at the
supermarket.

That night over steaks Flaherty painted glowing pictures of their future. "Have to get out of here,” he
sad. "Dig any more and the whole housell collapse. But please, dear boy, next time you'rein the store
ask the gombeen man for abottle of Tullamore Dew."

"Do we moveto the tropics?' Rudolf asked.

"Not yet. Find another house or afarm. Need |lots more money before we can face the big boys.”

With theimproved pressthey did better. The back yard was turning into an increasingly deeper and
dimier pit. Blocks of wax were accumulating. Faherty's venerable vehicle sprung its springs permanently.
They acquired anew pickup. "Need it anyway when we move," Flaherty said.

Rudolf was tempted to cal Pamea St. Audrey but sadly, he redized his new affluence till brought
him nowhere near her level. One of these days he was going to throw aredly big party; inviteal those
dip-drecksin theliberal cocktail circuit and rub their nosesin it. He might even invite that Mohawk. He
wondered what the exstructura iron worker was doing these days. Still living on charity?

There was the flut-sput of a mailman'’s scooter. Rudolf no longer expected anything but he could not
control hiswriter'sreflex. He caught the load of junk asit came through the dot. There was another much
forwarded envelope for Flaherty. The Irishman tossed it into the trash without comment. There was one
for Rudolf from the reservation school where held grown up.

It was abegging letter. Rudolf tossed it into the trash with Flaherty's. The next letter was short and
to the point. "Didn't you pay the rent?' he asked Flaherty.

Flaherty's jaw dropped open. "Begorral" he said in the brogue he could turn on or off. " Twasthe
day | needed dl that welding on the new press.”

Rudolf sighed. "I'll take care of it tomorrow," he said. " Soon'swe sell some more. That damn pickup
cleaned usout."

"Aye" Haherty said. "Might aswdl get onwithit."

They were piling dishesin the sink when the knock came. Rudolf glanced at Flaherty and knew the
Irishman aso recognized that kind of knock. "Have you done anything illega ?" he asked.

Flaherty shook hisheed. "Y ou?'

Rudolf opened the door.

"Mr. Rudolf Redwolf?" The cop was young and till woretheicily correct academy look that
doesn't wear off until severa uniforms have been puked threadbare.

"My nameisRudolf."

"Isyour last name Redwol 7'

"Lagt namesare ahonky invention.”

"There've been some complaints," the young cop began.

"About what?"

"Y ou've been sdling alot of scrap metd.™

"Thet'sillegd?'

"That depends on whereyou got it."

"|s somebody missng some?”

"I'll ask the questions,” the kid cop said, not quite as masterfully as he would have liked.

Rudolf reflected momentarily on the mora advantage that comes from ownership of anew pickup
plus the knowledge that there's more where that came from. "Am | under arrest?" he asked.

"Well, uh no. Not yet."

"Then bugger off." Rudolf closed the door firmly in the cop'sface.

"That wasn't very kind," Flaherty said. "I wonder who sent him."

"I'll giveyou one guess.”

"Maybe," Haherty said, remembering the scrap buyer. "But methinksthisis only the beginning.”

They were both in the back yard next morning when Rudolf heard the extraloud chime hed wired
up to overcome the noise of machinery. Flaherty looked at him. They turned off the washing machines



and went to answer the door.

The stranger was done. He was about Flaherty's age and had the same dissipated |ook. Rudolf
wondered if hewasan IRA member.

"I'm looking for aMr. Francis Xavier Flaherty, ageneticist of some renown,” he said. Before Rudolf
could bar him, the stranger had hisfoot, then himsdlf, insde. "Oh, thereyou are," he said.

"Took you long enough,” Flaherty said dispiritedly.

"Who isthis?' Rudolf asked.

"Name's Riordan,” Faherty said in histransit-mix voice. "Come to drag me back to the brothe."

"Well now," Riordan said placatingly, "you can't say they've been lessthan generous.”

"That | can't," Flaherty said. "And if therésacool corner in hdl | hopeyou get it."

"Doing well?" Riordan asked.

"Were edting.”

"When are you coming back?"

“I'mnot.”

"Y ou signed a contract.”

"Which you violated."

"If it'saquestion of money | think they'll be amenable..."

"Not only would your principas not be amenable,” Flaherty sghed. "They have neither the mental
nor the mora equipment to understand what could buy me. Now finish up your snooping and get out.”

Riordan shuffled embarrassedly on the mud-soaked carpet. "I guessthere's nothing moreto say,” he
sad.

"We understand each other perfectly.” Flaherty closed the door and locked it.

Rudolf looked at him. "I don't liketo pry," hefinaly said, "but isthere something in your past that
can throw acrimp into our busness?'

Flaherty poured coffee and sat. "I'm agenetic engineer,” he said. "It'snot the biggest fidld in the
world."

"Who'sthis guy, Riordan?'

"Used to be one of New Y ork’'s Finest. Now he'saprivate eye.”

"Who has you under contract?"

"The government.”

Rudolf blanched. Every Indian knows the catastrophes that result from putting an X on the White
Father's paper. First, he supposed, would come some kind of a cease and desist order, followed by a
baker's dozen of injunctions. Somebody would freeze their bank accounts. Somebody would ship him
back to the reservation.

Then Rudolf grinned. The scrap business was geared to winos picking up change for another bottle.
Scrap dedlers paid cash. Abruptly Rudolf remembered they would be forwarding Xeroxesto the IRS.
Hed have to find an accountant and see about making quarterly estimates. But that could wait another
week or two. First they had to pay the rent. Helooked at Flaherty. They went into the back yard and
began shoveing muck into the row of washing machines.

"Not directly,” Haherty said over the hum of machinery.

"What?'

"The government didn't have me under contract directly. They do it through one of those fronts that
have college kids so uptight these days."

Suddenly Rudolf guessed what it was dl about. No wonder Flaherty was abitter drunk. "They had
you working on biologica warfare?'

"Something like that. Once we make some money | want to get back to my own research.
Humeanity needs ahigh tolerance yeadt."

"You'refrom Irdland,” Rudolf said.

"Clever of you to notice that.”

"What | meant was— uh, wdll..."

"l know. It'sareservation too."



"How do you figure that?'

"Where dse could agrown man waste two thousand hours out of hislife studying religion when he
might be learning something ussful ?'

"1 could name you two places within ten miles.”

"Aye." Flaherty spat and redoubled his efforts with the shove. "'l suppose | should be thankful.
"Twas meditatin' on the Immacul ate Conception that first got me thinkin'. Now there was a bit o' genetic
tinkerin' for yez. Poor sod only had half his chromosomes. No wonder he got nailed up.”

That evening they had aload of metd ready but they decided to wait till morning. Rudolf and
Flaherty agreed that they ought to buy some clothes, clean up, and have an evening out. Then they settled
again for what the refrigerator would yield. They weretired. Also, both men were obsessed with the
fedling that something was going to happen soon. And the more money they had the better prepared they
would be.

"About that contract,” Rudolf said. "Do you know agood lawyer?!

"l know alot of bad ones."

Rudolf sighed and turned on the news.

"... Increasing concern over thousands of dying fish in the upper Hudson. Slowly, the source of
pollution is moving downstream. Despite massive efforts by specid ecology teams, no poison has been
detected. A spokesman for Nader'sRaiderssad..."

Rudolf switched channels. Nothing but news everywhere. Thistime the commentator wore his
quizzicd, flying saucer smile as hetalked about” ... more flashes, mysterious detonations, and avery
dight risein background radioactivity. Despite some of the more hysterical claims, few people believe
Russian submarines are operating in the Hudson. When asked if the US was experimenting with
something that flashes, makesloud noises, and possibly killsfish, anavy spokesman said, ‘No

"Just what we need,” Rudolf growled, "another war and somebody snatching our processin the
name of patriotism.”

There was aknock on the door. Rudolf looked at Flaherty. Thistime both knew it wasn't a cop.
When Rudolf opened the door it turned out to be the agent who'd rented them the house. Hewas a smdll
man with an epicene fussiness of dress. He took one look at the mud-soaked carpet and rolled his eyes
skyward.

"Sorry about being late with the rent,” Rudolf said. He fumbled in his pockets, then looked
hopelessly at Flaherty. Neither of them had the money. Christ amighty! Rudolf thought. Tomorrow
morning | can collect athousand dollarsfor that metal and tonight | can't come up with two hundred fifty.
"I'm sorry about the rug too. Well pay for any damage.”

"That won't be necessary,” the rental agent said.

"Oh?"

"I'm not herefor the rent. It ismy unhappy duty to inform you that the house has been sold. The new
owners wish immediate occupancy. Be out of here by tomorrow and no chargeswill befiled.”

"Charges! What kind of charges?'

Thesmall man pursed hislips. "Malicious and wanton destruction of property.”

"| said we'd pay for therug.”

"Operating afactory in aresdentia zone without permits," the agent continued.

"Y ou knew we rented this house to grow mushrooms,” Haherty said mildly. "Did you expect usto
get acrop and move out in amonth?’

Suddenly defensive, thelittle man said, "1 don't own the place. I'm just following orders.”

"Sowas Adolf Eichmann,” Rudolf grunted.

"Now about lawsuits," Flaherty said, "if we wereto go to court and explain how your persond
misrepresentation forced usto lose acrop... And surely, my dear S, you know the lawvs on eviction as
well as1 and my young law student colleague.”

Thelitte manwasin full retreat. "I'll be back," he said. "I'll have to speak with the new owners."

"Dont rush off," Haherty said. "Who are they?'



"] can't tell — | mean, | don't know."

Faherty smiled. "It'sdl right,” he said. "'l dready know. Just tell them it didn't work. Well take our
full thirty days after we've been properly and legaly served with anotice of eviction. And what's
probably worrying your new owners much more, you can tell them well have the place spic and span. |
might even say immeaculate.”

"But they don't want —" Thelittle man suddenly decided not to say what they didn't want.

"I know they don't," Haherty said, till smiling. "But it'll be no trouble a al. Well have the place
clean, shining, and germ-free.”

Clearly unhappy, thelittle man l€ft.

"Now what wasthat al about?' Rudolf asked.

"The deep-dyed dastards!" Flaherty stormed.

"Who bought the place?

"Can't you guess?"

"Not redly."

Flaherty began dismantling the press. Mystified, Rudolf began helping. " Twas Riordan," Flaherty
finaly growled in histrangt-mix voice. "Him scuffin' his embarrassed feet around! That blatherskite
wouldn't be embarrassed if you caught him robbin' the poor box.”

Rudolf pictured the private detective's moment of mortification before he succumbed to Flaherty's
sneers and departed. "1 don't get it," he said.

Flaherty faced the Indian. "Like | said. It'sasmall field. Don't you think every geneticist knowsthe
Haherty?' He surveyed the rank of washing machinesthat lined onewall. "Worn out. Next time we see
what we can do with sand and gravel equipment.”

"Have we got enough money aready?' Rudolf asked.

"Wave acouple of thousand around and we can get anything on ninety-day credit. It isn't like when
you'reredly broke."

"But you said somebody elsed end up in the saddle.”

"If we borrowed money. But we won't. Well buy some decrepit little sand pit that's worked out
clear to the clay bottom — providing it'stheright kind of totaly useless clay. Within aweek well haveit
paid off."

Rudolf had aviscera feding that it wasn't going to be that easy. "If were on our way up, what are
we so afraid of 7'

Flaherty grinned. ""Run the pickup around back. Only thing worth taking isthe big press. Well
abandon therest of the junk. Too smal for usand usdessto them.”

"Aren't we going to stick around and fight it out like you said?'

"Hurry up with that truck."

Rudolf ran the pickup around and hel ped take apart the big pressthey'd just built. Even in piecesit
was going to make quite aload. They needed abigger truck aready.

"Haveto take a day off soon and see a patent attorney, too," Flaherty added between grunts. They
struggled with the heavy I-beams and finally the press wasin the back of the sagging pickup. "Anything
else you want to take?' Flaherty asked.

Rudolf picked up some of hispersona gear and hisaging TV. "Aren't we coming back?' he asked.

"No. Hep me with the dedge hammer."

"Thewhat?'

"Smash every bit of machinery weleave."

"What for? It isn't worth anything.”

"Of course not. | want it to look like we panicked.”

"Didnt we?'

"Not quite. Hop toit."

Rudolf began damming at the small pressthey had used at first. He wondered just what the hell he
was doing. Flaherty flailed mightily with a pick and punctured the washing machines they had been usng
for the flotation process. Findly the shambles was complete.



"l don't see what you gained,” Rudolf said. "Anybody can tell what the machineswere. What're we
hiding?'

"Ladt cdl. Weremaking afast exit.”

Rudolf checked the houseto seeif held | eft anything. Suddenly he remembered the incubator. He
got it and climbed into the pickup.

CHAPTER 4

Finding aworked-out gravel pit took less time than Rudolf had expected. Flaherty fought Hudson
Valey traffic for an hour, then turned off on asecondary road. Within minutes they were passing through
anineteenth-century village. "Wonder how the devel opers missed thisone?' Rudolf said.

A mile past the village Haherty backed the pickup into alarge building and they grunted the press
out.

"How'd you know abouit this place?' Rudolf asked.

"Been shopping sincethefird letter came.”

"If the post office finds me, can Riordan be far behind?"

It was nearing daylight when Haherty drove back to the village and pulled up in front of asmall
white house. He produced a key and they unloaded persona gear to an audience of twitching window
blinds. The house was furnished. Rudolf picked up the phone and heard adid tone.

Late that afternoon they returned to the gravel pit. Rudolf set out sprinklers and sowed culture.
There was a skiploader, conveyor belts, sand sifting machinery, and adump truck. Six days passed in
frantic work, squeezing dudge through their flaming press. Aluminum piled up.

"When do we sdl1?" Rudolf asked.

Flaherty finished locking up for the night and they got into the pickup. ™Y ou know what'll happen
when that metd hitsthe market?"

"WEell be target for tonight."

"How wefixed for money?"

Rudoalf grimaced.

"Six days" FHaherty reflected. "Damn near too long.”

"Too long for what?'

"Remember friend Riordan scuffin' around like an embarrassed kid?"

Rudolf nodded.

"If you'd peeked out the mail dot you might've seen him stuffin' his shoesin aplastic bag."

"l don't get it."

"State of the art, me bhoy. People know me and my work. Christ amighty lad, within five years
somebody wouldve doneit evenif our dimy friend hadn't come dong.”

"If everybody knowswhat were doing, why are we hiding?'

"What do we have that nobody else has?"

"They know were making duminum and if Riordan's stolen a culture—" Suddenly Rudolf stopped.

Flaherty grinned. "By now Riordan's shoe scrapings have died. They'll lay that to accident. Our
house's new owners are culturing mud trying to figurewhy it dl dies. Truthis, 1'd like to know mesdlf how
to program that salf-destruct into agene."

"We can't hole up forever. We're broke."

"Aye. Now thisiswhat wemight try..."



At 3:00 A.M. Rudolf drove the groaning pickup through the village and out onto the tall road to
North Bergen. He arrived at the scrap yard minutes before opening time.

"Haven't seen you for awhile,” the weigher said.

Rudolf agreed.

"Still living in the same place?"

Rudolf grunted.

Theweigher looked over hisload of shiny duminum dugs. "Where you getting dl that Stuff?"

"I've got abusy day ahead of me."

They finished weighing. The deder looked speculatively at Rudolf. "My cash hasn't been ddlivered.
Haveto give you acheck."

“I'll wait."

"Could be quiteawhile." At that moment an armored car turned the corner and entered the yard.

"I'll giveyou haf in cash. Got to take care of my other customers.”

Rudolf began loading metal back into the pickup.

Theweigher dithered and flapped, baancing profit againgt the displeasure he would incur by letting
Rudolf get away. "Nobody turnsloose that kind of money without knowing where this metal comes
from,” hewarned. "If it'shot I'm stuck.”

Rudolf continued loading.

"All right, dl right!" Theweigher counted out eighteen hundred dollars.

Rudolf shook hishead. "Thisisfive ninesmetd."

"What?'

"Ninety-nine point nine hundred ninety-nine percent pure. | can takeit straight to the labs.”

"How much do you want?'

"Double”

Rudolf had the metal back in the pickup before the other man resolved athree-cornered dispute
between conscience, common sense, and abargain. "Look," he said, "I'll phone the bank and have the
cash waiting for you."

"Nobody stops payment on smal bills," Rudolf said.

"Y ou want thirty-six hundred dollars and meto take dl therisks. I'll give you three thousand.”

"All right."

The weigher counted out eighteen hundred dollars from his cash drawer. He opened the bag from
the armored car and counted out the rest in new twenties.

Rudolf was pocketing the money when he suddenly stopped. "I've got athing about clean money,”
hesad. "Givemeadl new billswithout any funny little marks on them.”

Wordlessly, the weigher exchanged them. Rudolf signed the receipt and drove off the scales,
planning ways to make that sonofabitch wish he hadn't screwed this poor Indian out of six hundred
dollars. From the mirror he saw the weigher franticdly diding.

It was too much. Rudolf dammed the pickup into reverse and tore rubber. He burst into the office
while the weigher was till on the phone. "Who you caling in such ahurry?' he asked.

"Look, | don't want any trouble | — please, HELP!"

Rudolf saw the handhill in front of the phone: $250 REWARD If anyone offersto sdl (therewasa
picture of one of their dugs). Call thisnumber immediately.

It wasaNew Y ork number.

Rudolf took the phone from the scrap deder's nerveless hand. "I don't have my scalping knife," he
sadicily. "But when the police get here you'll wish I'd settled for your hair."

"Who you think I'm calling?’

"Who do you think you're cdling?'

The scrap dedler redlized he was not going to dieimmediately. He wiped hisface and" thought a
moment. "Youreright,” he said. "Nobody said ‘police.”

"What did you tdl them?"

"l — | described you and your truck.”



"Y ou just loused up six months worth of investigation.” Rudolf picked up the phone and dided a
long distance number. "Lt. Haherty?'

"Now who the hell?*

"This scrap dedler in North Bergen got his neck in the noose. Y ou'll have to send afew men to
make surethey don't kill him."

"Rudolf, isthat you? What's going on”?"

"Right, Lieutenant. He blew the whole thing wide open. Sure you wouldn't rather take him in?"

"Areyou introuble, dear boy?"

"Yes, it could get hairy but you're right. Can't take the poor man away from his business. Better get
those men over here quick though. The organization's got a head gart.”

"Rudolf, issomebody ligenin' in?"

"Right, Lieutenant. I'll cdl you later.”

The scrap deder was a quivering wreck when Rudolf [€ft.

A haf hour later Rudolf had sold the pickup back where he bought it for another whopping loss. His
bulging pockets were attracting stares. In a service station rest room he stuffed billsinto envelopes
addressed to Mr. Raymond, to Mr. Fuller, and to "occupant” at their white clapboard house. He
emerged from the rest room and mailed an envel ope. Two blocks down the street he mailed another.

Theflyer with the picture of their funny metal had aNew Y ork number. Rudolf wondered who they
were and if they had alocal man on the job aready. He had read enough spy and die novelsto absorb
the rudiments of front tailing, back tailing, al the eaborate shuffle and relay systems. The only thing he
couldn't figure out wasif anyonewas actudly following him.

Then suddenly he noticed aminiskirted blonde ahead of him. Some girl held glimpsed five blocks
ago? Surely there wouldn't be two long-haired blondes exposing great grabbable areas of thigh in the
same pale cora panty-hose... But wasn't atail supposed to be inconspicuous? Depended on what kind
of tail, Rudolf guessed.

Heturned two cornersinillogical directions and there she was again. Sonofabitch! She saw him and
started walking faster. Rudolf decided to follow and see what happened. The blonde was hedl and toeing
it now, flashing her crotch with every step.

Striding behind her in his pigeon-toed Indian trot, Rudolf redized he looked more like atemporarily
unhorsed member of araiding party than an habitue of the cocktail circuit. How long since hislast
haircut? How long since hislast presentable outfit had been impregnated with muck? He had nearly
caught up with the girl when she stepped into an intersection. The signal was not working but acop in the
middle raised his hand, stopping Rudolf dead while the blonde walked across.

She stopped to talk with the cop. The cop shrugged and shook his head. The girl gestured angrily.
They rapped for another moment then she walked on. The cop shifted stance to let another handful of
pedestrians across. "Y ou there, hold it!" he said to Rudolf.

"Yesh?'

"That girl saysyourefollowing her."

"Whet girl?'

The cop pointed at the micromini‘d blonde with the long straight hair, now ahaf block up the Street.

"Nice scap,” Rudolf mused. "Tdl you who shewas?"

“No."

"Shetdl youwho | an?’

Again the cop admitted hisignorance.

"My nameisLo. Also known asthe Poor Indian. My hobbies arelibd law, the legd aspects of
harassment, and writing angry letters to police commissioners. Do you wish to arrest me or to cease and
desist from hampering mein the pursuit of my private and lawful busness?'

"1 hope you catch her," the cop growled. "Y ou're made for each other."

A block further Rudolf encountered aused car lot. Still wondering if the blonde would show again,
he ducked into the rear of the lot and pretended to be interested in acar.

"Well now, could | interest you in afine automobile?’



Rudolf thought a moment. With the pickup gone he and Flaherty needed something to get to the
graved pit. "How much?" he asked.

"That little beauty isared sted at only ahundred ninety-five dollars.”

Rudolf's hand was moving toward his pocket when he redlized it wouldn't ook right. "L et's heer it
run.

After ashort drive Rudolf and the salesman agreed that a hundred forty cash was somewhat more of
asted. Twenty minutes later Mr. Redman had areceipt and bill of sale. He stopped at an Esso for gas,
oil, and amap, then headed west, ninety degrees off atrue course home.

After an hour's hacking through New Jersey Rudolf was sure he wasn't being followed. He stopped
to consult the map. And heard a helicopter!

He diddled the outside mirror, trying to look without getting looked at. Before he could twist the
rusting bracket, the chopper was visible through the windshield. It continued westward, plupping aong a
sraight line. When it had disappeared he got out and inspected the top of hiscar.

It was an ordinary blue Fordor. Circling back to the turnpike he belatedly discovered it had a
working radio. Hetried for music and caught thetail end of anews shot: "Worsening tensgons astoday's
emphasis shiftsfrom hijackingsto territoriad encroachment. Alaskan fishermen gpplied to Congressfor
Letters of Marque to arm their boats and fight their own war against Russian trawlers who foul netsand
ruin the fishing grounds.

"Meanwhile mysterious flashes and detonations accompanied by massive fish kills make their way
dowly down the Hudson. Mystified ecologists detect no poison. Despite reports of asubmarinein the
Hudson, Navy officidsreman slent.”

For some moments Rudolf had been afflicted with an undefined nervousness. Suddenly it focused in
his rear-view mirror as he redlized that beige Plymouth had been hanging in there longer than was
datisticaly necessary. Rudolf booted his clunker. It puffed smoke and moved out. The beige Plymouth
peded off acouple of lanes westward.

Paying thetall, Rudoalf killed the engine. "Hooded," he said. "It hasto gt afew minutes.”

Thetoll collector signaed, and a pickup with afoot-wide wooden bumper pushed him to the edge
of the thru-way. Rudolf waited for the beige Plymouth to quit staling and drive on. After aminuteand a
haf it did. He waited ten more minutes before starting. The next time he looked in the mirror the
Pymouth wasthere again.

Rudolf considered using the blonde's gambit at the next toll booth. But she had been attractive and
femae. An unshorn Indian in need of abath might not make out so well.

He couldn't outrun the Plymouth. Crashing into it would bring cops and complications. He ground
along at a steady sixty and the Plymouth kept a decorous distance. He took an exit ramp and wandered
through traffic, then back into the thru-way. He was damn near into Pennsylvania.

Near the next toll stop lounged three longhairs wearing castoffs Rudolf remembered from
reservation days. He stopped. Two had flowing Buffao Bill mustaches. "Heading for the coast,” one said.
"How far you going?'

"Depends. | have an interesting proposition.”

Thetdl one put a protective arm around the girl.

"That'snot my bag,” Rudolf said. ™Y ou carrying anything heavy?'

"Jud alittle grass, man."

"Canyou stand abust if you tossit out?"

"Wereclean."

"I'm going to give you thiscar.”

"Y eah? What's the catch?"

“In return for your jacket and big hat and leading that guy asfar asyou can away from here, I'll sign
it over."

"What quy?

Rudolf pointed back at the Plymouth.



"Husband."

"Wetake abust they'll say wetwisted your arm.”

"No case unless| prosecute. Y ou might even pick up some bread for false arrest.”

The three reached some silent agreement.

"Do something to block the rear window," Rudolf said. As he traded seats with the man in front
Rudolf grabbed the floppy hat and put it on. After a couple of wobbles the new driver settled down and
Rudolf helped him out of hisfringed jacket. He shed his own mud-caked mohair. He glanced back and
saw the pair in the rear were no longer blocking the window. They had dropped their dirty Levisand
were doing what comes naturaly. The Plymouth was temporarily boxed in asnarl of cars. " Speed up,”
Rudolf said. Moments later he crouched beside an exit ramp, waving athumb as the beige Plymouth
rocketed by.

Rudolf walked up the exit ramp and hailed severa taxis before one stopped. " Take meto aclothing
gore," he said. The driver gave him an odd look.

He got more odd |ooks as he deposited the floppy hat and fringed jacket in atrash can. Coming out
of the Penney'sin anew twill jacket and trousers, he was less conspicuous. A cop directed him to the
bus depot.

The bus routes had been designed after the circulatory system of an amoeba. There was no way
from here to home. Findly he caught aloca to the next town east and spent most of the night transferring
fromlocal to loca, catngpping into recurrent nightmares of being chased by some traitorous totem animal.

Near dawn, he was deposited in the bedlam of the 42nd St. Terminal in New Y ork. He looked for
an unoccupied phone. By now Haherty would be chewing up the furniture. Just as he was reaching the
head of the line at a phone booth the PA system blatted "AARDVARK, HIPPOGRIFF, UNICORN,
LECITHIN, DRY MILK SOLIDS, RNA & DNA." Rudolf sprinted and was first aboard. He studied
other passengers, looking for aremembered face.

The bus meandered up the Hudson, stopping and waiting for reasons known only to the Maker of
Schedules. It was 5 P.M. before hefindly arrived, gritty eyed and grungy, at the white clgpboard house.
Flaherty, he supposed, would still be out at the grave pit.

Rudolf sighed and stuck hiskey in the door. Hed made it — home free. All he had now wasto
decide whether to shower or et first. Maybe he should have adrink.

Before he could finish unlocking the door, it burst open. Pamela St. Audrey stood there with an
expression of improbable delight on her lovely face. "Darling!™ she shrieked, "I thought you'd never get
herel"

CHAPTERS

Pamela St. Audrey here! Rudolf decided he was hallucinating. Perhaps those hippiesin the back
seat had prodded his subconscious into remembering his own cdibate status. Icy cool, ever with-it
Pamela seemed just atiny bit drunk.

Rudolf blinked gritty eyes. Pamela was here. Pamela was drunk.

Shewasn't nearly asdrunk as Flaherty.

"Me bhoy!" the Irishman said with an expansve wave. "Thislovely lady's been waiting dl day for
you."

Rudolf sat in the nearest chair. The room was littered with new twenty-dollar bills. "Thisisn't
happening!" Rudolf mumbled. But he knew it was. So far he guessed only one envelope had been
ddivered. If he could just get his hands on the others before this berserk bogtrotter papered the town...

"What brings you here?" he asked Pamela. Goddamn, what was wrong with him? Hed lived and
dreamed for the day he/d see Pamela St. Audrey again. Now that she was here he wished sheld go away



or turn hersdlf off long enough for him to get abath, a shave, afew hours degp — long enough for himto
sponge up Haherty and wring him out into his bed.

"Darling, you've been hiding,” Pameapouted. "And you never told me you knew Dr. Flaherty!"

Thewild Irishman was pouring hisglassfull of the active ingredient without fillers or diluents. He
prepared highbalsfor Rudolf and Pamela. "Well now," he said expansivdly, "it's been along time."

"Y ou never told me you knew Pamela," Rudolf said.

"Ahwadl, things can dip your mind." Haherty raised histumblerful of sraight whiskey. "To sciencel”
hesad.

Bemusedly, Rudolf raised his glass and sipped. "Have you been waiting long?' he asked Pamela. As
sheturned to answer Flaherty raised hisglass again.

Rudolf had seen enough drunken Indians not to be aboozer himsdf. Already he knew one sip was
too much for an empty stomach. "I've got to have a shower and achange,” he said. "Y ou stay down here
and charm Haherty for another ten minutes.”

Even more than abath Rudolf needed time to think. Was Pamela part of the plot? No, that was
crazy! Where was that goddamn Mohawk who'd supplanted him in Pamelas orientd red Lamborghini?

At the stair landing he looked back. Pamela was wearing amaxi that somehow managed to be more
provocative than al the microminis held seen on her. And that drunken lout of an Irishman leaned over
her, staring down a decolletage that more than made up for the long skirt.

While the tub wasfilling he shaved scant Indian whiskersfrom lip and chin, then did in and began
soaking bus rides from his bones. There were footsteps on the stairs. Thank god, he thought. Now | can
have aprivate word with Flaherty. But when the door opened it was Pamela.

"0O00000!" she squedled. "That |ooks goooood! "

Rudolf remembered the times he had amost undressed Pamela St. Audrey — dl thetimeswhen a
telephone, aknock on the door... He wondered if her ecstatic squeal wasfor the hot bath or for his
undraped virility standing at ease. Before he could rise to the occasion she handed him adrink and
disappeared. Moments later Rudolf was dressed and downgtairs. "Where's Flaherty?' he asked.

"Said heldd be back in half an hour," Pamela cooed.

Out to paper the town with my money! "Y ou till haven't told me how you got here.”

Pamedastretched and smothered aladylike yawn. "1 drove. The Lamborghini'sin back."

Before he could rephrase the question Flaherty came staggering through the door. "Well now," he
leered, "no doubt you children found ways to amuse yoursaves." He spilled twin sacks of grocerieson
thetable. "Keep your seats" he continued. "The FHaherty is about to alter some protein.”

Findly steaks and assorted delicatessen were on the table. Flaherty produced another bottle. White
wine, Rudolf noted.

"What brings you here?' Rudolf tried again.

"The Six Nations Benevolent Fund.”

I might have known it! "That thing the Mohawk runs?"

"Yes, Archisincharge”

"Whereisgood old Arch these days?"

"Darling, you and Dr. Flaherty smply must come out to Northumber for the weekend."

"The fabulous country seat of the St. Audreys! We'd be ddighted.” Flaherty bowed.

Rudolf looked up quickly but the Irishman's guildess eyes glistened with totd sincerity. Rudolf
wanted to beg off, plead urgent work — anything.

"Been working too hard,” Flaherty continued. "Need aweekend in the country.”

Was Flaherty too besotted to guess the hell Rudolf had had coming home?"Whao's going to watch
the place?'

"| suspect it's being well watched," Flaherty said.

"And you—" Chrigt! Rudolf couldn't leave thisirresponsble lush done here. And if thewild Irishman
went off alonewould he ever return?

"Please, darling,” Pamelaurged.

Rudolf gave anoncommittal mumble. Goddamn booze on an empty stomach!



Dinner progressed with Pameaand Faherty becoming progressively more smashed. Rudolf
shunned the white wine when the second glass Flaherty poured tasted of Tullamore Dew. "What'sthis
weekend at Northumber?' Rudolf asked.

"Everybody's coming. Itl befabulous.”

"Drink up, lad. Y ou're only young once."

Rudolf's pockets were bulging from loose bills held picked up every chance. Sooner or later Pamela
was going to remember that goddamn Mohawk charity and he wanted his money beyond grabbing
distance.

Pamelawas dissolving. Suddenly he redlized she was drinking Tullamore Dew negt from the wine
glass Haherty kept filling. "Oh my!" shesaid, "redly, I—" She stood and her chair fell backward.

Rudolf guided her upstairs and put her on his bed. Goddamn Flaherty! Once he got the rest of that
money picked up and put away... When he came downstairs again Flaherty douched on the couch,
drinking from the bottle.

"Whét the hell goes on theinstant | disgppear?* Rudolf asked.

"We're going to aparty. Ah, can't you smdl it?'

"What?"

Flaherty pointed at Rudolf's bulging pockets. "The sweet smell of success!™

"| thought you didn't care about money. Anyhow, you wouldn't cal it that if you'd been through what
| have

"Sure and you can't hold your liquor.”

"You're the one that's drunk."

"Solam,lad."

"How do you happen to know Pameda?*

"Did somework for her father once.”

"What've you been doing dl day?'

"Y our young lady friend galantly accompanied me on atour of the gravel pit. She ruined shoes and
pantyhose dogging about in the muck. She stumbled and managed to muddy herself from head to foot.”

Thisdidn't sound like supercool, ever with-it Pamela. As usua when he had adrink, Rudolf felt an
older mentality reassert itself over hisivy league veneer — a sullen memory of old swindles and broken
promises. He caught aglimpse of hisglowering facein themirror. Is this the face that launched five
thousand copies and got reviews in Time and Life? "What's she doing spying out here?"

"Now dear boy," Flaherty soothed, "L et's be charitable and say she's being used by someone who
knows of her connection with you."

"That goddamn Mohawk?'

Flaherty grinned drunkenly. "Is he the one who losesiif the price of aluminum drops and he's already
sgned contracts at the old rates for hiswonderful new building?"

"Mr. &. Audrey? Y ou're just making thisup!”

"Of course. Youthink I'm amind reaeder?"

It was easier to believe than Rudolf cared to admit. "But Pamelawouldn't—"

"She'snot adutiful daughter?”

Dutiful daughter. Hadn't heard that one since school days on the reservation. Somehow it didn't
seemtofit Pamela

Flaherty showed signs of running down. Rudolf got him to bed and ingtantly the Irishman was
snoring. Rudolf was tempted to toss bed and dl out the upstairs window but this was the man who'd
peddied hislife's blood to get them started. Rudolf sighed and went downstairs again. He picked up the
worst of the mess and checked the room for loose money. He found Pamelas overturned purse behind a
couch — cigarettes, keys, combs, perfume, change, odd metd gadgets he sensed had something to do
with hair. He picked up alipstick and the cap fell off. Simy muck dribbled.

He inspected the lipstick. The innards had been removed, converting it into atiny flask. Suddenly
Rudolf redlized hisbooze dicited suspicions, that sullen reservation mentality was taking better care of
him than dl hisivy league sophigtication.



Hiseyefel onthe haf filled bottle of Tullamore Dew. Not bad stuff, redly. He poured aglassful and
trimmed it with 7-Up. Sipping, he tried to remember the Sioux chant for bringing disaster upon an enemy.
He had it dmost right by the time he finished the whiskey.

Sweaty and sticky. Take another shower. Shucking clothes on the way, he redlized it wastoo much
work to stand up so hefilled the tub again. He was sill chanting when the door opened. Good god, |'ve
woken Flaherty!

But it was Pamela. Bdatedly Rudolf remembered how she could turn on watching Indians ethnicking
their way through these chants. He wanted to say, "Now that you're up, bugger off!" But some corner of
hismind kept saying "L ook, she'staking her clothes off!"

"How'd you get here?' he asked.

Pamela St. Audrey wasthe kind of redhead who commonly inhabits gatefolds in expensive men's
magazines. Studying her matched set of pink-tipped mammaries Rudolf knew he ought to tossthis
conniving bitch out head-first. But an older glandular wisdom suggested something dsefirdt.

"Darling, I'vetold you. The Lamborghini's parked in back.” Pameawas climbing astraddlehimin
the tub. Rudoalf felt himsdf risng to the occasion. "How'd you find us?'

"Rudy, you just disappeared. | wasfrantic. | got Daddy to hire a detective." She leaned forward.
Rudolf raised hishead to buss her brisket. Then he remembered the muck in the lipstick.

Back inthe good old days an occasiona kiss had been the size of it. Even Pamea's kisses had been
decorous affairs planned with an eye toward preservation of hairdo. What would happen to her elaborate
coiffureindl thissteam?

So she'd been looking for him.

"Took you awhile" Rudolf said.

Therewas avevety rub of skin where she sat astraddle him. He found himsdlf nuzzling wet udders.
Jesus, why had he taken that |ast drink? He blinked and realized Pamelawas a natura redhead. Freckles
inthe oddest places. "Carpe diem" he muttered, and released the water with hisfoot.

"What?"

"Ciceronian Soux for 'Get it while you can.™

Pameawriggled mermaidishly and Rudolf grew ahandle by which shelifted him out of the tub. They
were involved in atent-sized towe before he thought to ask, "Was his name by any chance Riordan?"'

"What? Oh, the detective? | don't know."

Rudolf'slegs were tangled in the towel . He stumbled backward into his room and Pamela came
down atop him more solidly than one might expect from such afragile creature. Findly he kicked the
towel free. "What's s0 interesting about a worked-out gravel pit?" he asked.

"Sweetheart!" Pamdaexplained.

Rudolf thought the matter needed clarification but things were coming to a head. They cantered
briskly for severa minutes without moving more than afoot or two. Rudolf was back on the cocktall
arcuit.

When he awoke next morning Rudolf knew he had planted his seed in Pamelas shapely garden.
Now why wasn't he happy? Sowly, he remembered the badgering and cross examination he'd subjected
Pamelato in between. He'd been drunk! Had Pamela? Would she remember? Was she even here? Had
he redly told her that no matter how interestingly placed her freckles, her ass was going out that door
comemorning?

Rudolf felt the precursor of a headache that promised to be murderous. He opened his eyesvery
cautioudy, half hoping Pameawould be gone.

She sat naked beside him, smoking. Pamelaredly didn't need clothes. Once again she wore the
armor of her permanent supercool. Rudolf opened his eyes wider and the pain was so intense that he
groaned.

e

Rudolf could fed theicicles. "Look," hebegan, "I'm sorry. | wasdrunk. | didn't know what | was
doing." Through dternating waves of remorse and nausea Rudolf suddenly perceived afamily
resemblance between Pamelaand her father. Funny how he'd never noticed that ramrod erectness



before. "1 know! | took advantage of you. I'll—" Rudolf clambered from the bed and battled another fit
of remorse. He staggered into the bathroom and faced his reflection in the bottom of the john.

When he had showered and brushed histeeth Pamdadtill sat insulated from the world in her
supercool, making no effort to hide twin skijump shaped protuberances.

"Sorry," Rudolf said. "'l thought you'd be—"

"Y ou might go down to the Lamborghini and get my overnight case.”

Clambering back upgtairs he heard the shower. He left the overnight case on his bed and went
mournfully downgtairsto seeif anything could purge him of a headache and repentance. After theway
he'd worshipped Pamelafrom afar how could he have treated her thisway?

Therewas an "oops, sorry" as Haherty leisurely backed out of the bathroom. " Sorry I'm not thirty
yearsyounger,” the Irishman amended as he bumbled downgtairs. "Wl lad, | trust you enjoyed
yoursdf."

Rudolf groaned.

Flaherty seemed no worse than usud for thistime of day. Filling the air with cheerful blagphemies, he
began making coffee and peding potatoes. "With abit of luck well find an egg. Where'sthe whiskey?*

Rudolf groaned again.

"Now lad, it's never asbad asthat." Flaherty flipped on the TV and killed the sound of asoap
opera.

"How would you know?" Ruined was such an old-fashioned word. Y et it was the only one Rudolf
could think of. Not Pamela, he concluded. But held certainly ruined his own hopes of ever planting his
seed in that lovely garden again.

Flaherty found afresh bottle.

"No!" Rudolf groaned. Was he going to have to ride herd on a drunken Flaherty too? He started to
get up but his head throbbed with such psychophractic fury that he had to St again. When he looked up
Flaherty was putting a glass before him. The soap opera ended and the news came on. Flaherty turned
up the sound.

The drink tasted of whiskey, tomato juice, and tabasco. Rudolf felt better immediately. Pamela
appeared momentarily at the head of the airs. "Good morning, everybody," she said. “I'll be down
soon.”

Rudolf discovered he was drunk again. "What time of day did she get here?" he asked.

"About noon."

" Spend the whol e afternoon snooping around?”

"Lad, what makes you Indians so suspicious?’

"Five centuries of trafficking with Europeans. Will you please say off the sauce for awhile?' Hetold
Flaherty about the muck-filled lipstick tube.

"Shefdl down severd times”

"Y ou weren't so forgiving when Riordan scuffed his shoes on our carpet.”

"Dear boy, you don't redly know if your lady friend's spying. And if sheis, what difference doesit
meke?'

It made agreat ded of difference so far as hisrdation with Pamelawent. Why did Flaherty haveto
be so irritatingly cheerful? Even Pamela's good morning was entirely too cheery.

Flaherty skidded a cup of coffeein front of him. "Great weekend for relaxing.”" He pointed a the TV
where aman before aweather map was saying, ... Another eye-smarting day in prospect asthe
Regiond Pollution Control again clamped alid on open burning.”

The weather man disgppeared and another commentator said, "Meanwhile the mystery submarine
worksitsway downriver, giving deepy townstheir first excitement since the night boat to Albany
stopped running. Thousands of dying fish..." Haherty turned it off.

"How're we going to get to Northumber? | had to ditch the car.”

Flaherty thought amoment. "We could use the truck.”

Rudolf gave a cracked laugh at the thought of arriving at the superposh center of the cocktall circuit
in adump truck. Then he decided it wasjust the touch that might reestablish him one sneer above the rest



of them. He'd been worrying about what to wear. Screw them! Wear the mud-stained clothing he'd been
using to make money. His happy reverie of the ultimate put-down was interrupted by an ululating shriek
ranging from grating to hypersonic. Findly Rudolf redlized it was Pamela

When he got upstairs and forced open the bathroom Pamela stood in the middle of the floor,
pantyhose bagging indegantly. Shewas il screaming.

Flaherty burst in. He got hisarm around her and began emitting the steady stream of blarney
Irishmen use to cam women and horses. Finally he got her downgtairsinto the kitchen and sipping a
drink.

"It came right up and touched mel" she was repesting.

"Y ou mean the— uh. The plumbing's old. Sometimesit backs up,” Flaherty soothed.

"It wasn't water," Pamelawailed. "It was sticky, dimy. It reared up out of the bowl likea—" she
shuddered and sipped again.

"Now now," Flaherty said, "you've had a bad night. Sometimes | see thingstoo."

"Y ou sodden sot!" Pamelashrieked, "1'm not an alcohalic. It was there! | saw it!"

Flaherty looked at Rudolf. Rudolf bounded upstairs and closed the bathroom door. “Tuchi!" he
hissed. "What the hell are you doing here?’

CHAPTERG

There was no answer. Thewater in the john remained quiescent. Rudolf poked with along-handled
brush and decided it realy was water. The plumbing in this old house had been known to give an
occasiona disconcerting belch. Perhaps after last night Pamela had been overwrought. She was, after dll,
adelicate, sengtive person.

With Haherty doing thelion's share, it till took half an hour to convince her thet it wasdl in her
mind. But by the time they were eating breakfast Pamelawas dmost gay, thanks to more draughts of
Irish Tranquilizer. Haherty glanced at Rudolf. " Sure and there was nothing up there?' he whispered.

Rudolf shook his head.

When thefirst mention of dump truck threatened to unrave al of Haherty's caming Rudolf
surrendered. They crowded into the oriental red Lamborghini with athoughtful and dightly anaesthetized
Pameadumped inthemiddle.

Halfway there she revived enough to turn on the tape deck. There emerged a monotonous chanting
and thumping in some language Rudolf didn't recognize. Mohawk? Chrigt, asif he hadn't heard enough
owlscreeching back on the reservation! He stood it for aminute, then shrieked awar whoop and bits of
the disagter-to-enemy curse. Pamdadtarted from her lethargy. "He's off key," Rudolf said. "It hurts my
eard"

Impressed with such esoteric sensitivity, Pamelaflipped a switch and the tape was replaced with
news. ... thousands of dead lampreys and hagfish as the unknown poison makesits way toward the
mouth of the Hudson dong with persistent rumors of — a submarine? A man from Mars? Witnesses
could agree only that mysterious booms and flashes accompany thefish kill."

Pameaturned it off.

Rudolf found the exit ramp and switched to another turnpike, studying the rear-view mirror and
wondering if it was just his paranoic imagination or wasthat blue VW redly following him?

"What's ahagfish?' he asked.

The Flaherty roused from his study of the scenery. "Cyclostome," he said. "R ated to the lampreys.”

"Thanksfor clearing that up.”

Flaherty laughed. "The hagfish waitstill abig fish ishooked and cant move.”

"] don't think | want to heer this," Pamelasaid.



"Simy little brutes," the Flaherty continued. " Tentacles round their mouths. Cut open ashark and
he's hollow, full of drowned hagfish. They go up theand vent."

Pamelalooked straight ahead with compressed, whitened lips.

"Y ou're an ichthyologist too?" Rudolf asked.

"No, lad. | wasafisherman.”

They arrived at Northumber. The baronia magnificence of the St. Audrey country seet wasa
mixture of English medieva and Hollywood silent. Rudolf had never been certain which was which but he
was always impressed. They went past a gate house up alooping driveway and were greeted by ahuge
butler who smiled and yassuhed asif he had never heard of black power.

In the drawing room Rudolf saw the cocktail crowd till arguing theology, about how many clients
could dance on the pinhead of a case worker. A well-constructed young woman wearing something
vaguely maid-mod offered him adrink from atray. My god, Rudolf thought, it's only noon! From the
corner of his eye he saw Flaherty accept aglass. Rudolf took asip of hisown and resolved to carry it
around the rest of the day. Somebody had to ride herd on the wild Irishman.

He looked around for afriendly face. There were people he knew but none seemed to know him.
Then somebody clapped ahand over his shoulder. "Hello, haven't seen you around latdly.”

It was along-haired man dressed in very expensive mod clothes which did not quite conced the fact
that he wastoo old to wear them. Rudolf remembered him vaguely as having something to do with the
media. He found the dark-haired, vagudly Indian looking girl beside him far moreinteresting than dl the
long-haired man's studied elegance. "I've been busy,” Rudolf said, and let his eyeswander back to the
grl.

"That'snice." Longhair smiled, hiseyesdarting nervoudy in search of bigger game. "What've you
been up to?" he asked.

"Axemurder," Rudolf said. When there was no reaction he continued, " Got tired of the wife's
nagging. Kidswere adrag so | adopted a goat and took up animal husbandry.”

The dark-haired girl betrayed the hint of asmile.

"Redlly?' Longhair said. " Soundsinteresting. Hope you sl amillion copies™ They drifted gpart and
Rudolf was fating a pouty, pigeon breasted woman whose wig had dipped enough to revea afringe of
irongray har.

"0Oooooooooohhhhh," she began, "you must be the Indian Pamelawastelling me about. Tell me, isit
difficult to play the star?"

"I don't know," Rudolf said. "I'm not that kind of Indian."

"Y our Englishisvery good. Have you been herelong?"

"Severd generations.”

"That'snice. Did you fly or come by ship?'

"Wewaked."

"Oh?' Shewas gill frowning when acigar followed by abarrd caught Rudolf's arm. "Been wanting
totak toyou dl day," the barrd said.

"l just got here"

"I know, | know. Now, about that color spread, we can do it bleed; but a gatefold — man, do you
know what those things cost”?"

"Do it any way you want," Rudolf said. "I rely implicitly on your expertise.”

Acrossthe room aknot of people parted momentarily. The Mohawk glanced up and met Rudolf's
eyes. He smiled and for the barest flicker Rudolf saw canary feathers stuck between his gleaming teeth.
The crowd closed again, leaving Rudolf to wonder what that goddamn Mohawk was doing here. He
looked around for Flaherty. The wild Irishman was hdping himself to another cocktail from the
mod-maid who was trying not to giggle while he made a production of admiring her matched set.

Pamelahad disappeared. The Flaherty looked up from his ogling and caught Rudolf's eye with an
unreadable expression. Rudolf wondered how drunk he was. He a so wondered what was going on back
a the grave pit. If Pamelaand Riordan both knew. ..

Pamela gppeared at the head of the curving staircase, looking so exquisitely virgina in awhite



cocktail dressthat Rudolf found it difficult to believe he had disported himsdlf last night with thisfragile
flower. A hush crept over the room as heads turned. There was a cheer and applause as she descended
the staircase. Royalty, Rudolf decided, could not have doneit better. "Rudy, darling!" She crossed the
roomto kisshim. "I'vefinaly found him!" she exclaimed to the gawkers.

Rudolf wondered if awhite man would be suspicious. That sullen, reservation mentdity wastaking
over again, trying to guess what these bastards wanted from him thistime. It couldn't be money. They all
had more than he did. From the corner of his eye he saw that goddamn Mohawk, now stripped of his
circle of admirers. The canary feathers were no longer visblein histeeth. Neither were histeeth.

A scowling, out-of-place man wearing a pepper-and-salt suit and the harassed |ook of an
accountant on amovie set meandered about, conversing with no one. Rudolf wondered where he had
seen him before, then he saw the Haherty throw a smoldering glance and remembered. It wasthe
foot-scuffling detective who had tracked them down. Riordan!

But Pamela St. Audrey till led him on atriumphal tour around the drawing room. Silently, Rudolf
thanked whatever gods held jurisdiction that she seemed to have forgotten last night's drunken inquisition.
He till carried the glassin his hand, waiting a chance to subgtitute it for an empty.

The goddamn Mohawk gave Rudolf a hearty handshake and a non-ornithophagous grin as Pamela
thrust them together. Before Rudolf could maneuver for akilling blow Pamedahad swept himonto a
gaggle of tweedy types busy regaining their academic freedom.

"You're of theinvolved generation,” one said to Rudolf. "How would you end thewar?"

"Dam the Mekong," Rudolf suggested. "When the country's neck-deep in water, transport every
native who optsfor capitaism. Build atube to bring down enough Y ukon water to turn Arizonainto a
rice paddy.”

"But what about the cactus?' an ecologist cried.

"Transplant it to the Boeing parking lot in Seettle.”

"How about the Indians?"

"Wdl," Rudolf Sghed, "in every war somebody hasto lose."

Pamelaled him to a closed door.

"Where arewe going?"

She gave amysterious smile. They proceeded down ahall and she opened another door. Suddenly
Rudolf redlized he was being pushed into the traditional smoke-filled room. "What the hell'sgoing on?' he
asked. But Pamelawas gone.

Therewas asingle overwhelming air to this room. Each man radiated power like aminiature nuclear
reactor. Unlike the media clowns out in the front room, Rudolf had never seen these men. Then he
redized he had seen one. Pamelas father was smiling a him.

"Been wanting to talk to you for sometime," St. Audrey said, his man-of-distinction image coming
across undiluted. Turning to the others, he said, "Gentlemen, | give you Rudolf Redwaolf, the young man |
was talking about.”

In the back of Rudolf's mind was the memory of avacuum cleaner sdlesman who had covered the
reservation, unworried by any lack of dectricity. "Have acigar,” Mr. &. Audrey was saying. Though
Rudolf had been in and out of Northumber for months, this was the first complete sentence he had ever
gotten from Pame asfather. The old man had donelittle to disguise his contempt for Pamelasliberd
friendsand causes.

Investment banker types were shaking one of Rudolf's hands. He had a brandy snifter in the other
and acigar in hismouth. Christ, hethought, if | were white I'd look like li'l Abner!

"... Organizing anew company,” Mr. &t. Audrey was saying. "We want you."

S. Audrey laughed. "Didn't | tel you he was sharp?' he said admiringly. "To put it bluntly, we need
anIndian.”

"Y ou've got one out in the front room."

. Audrey laughed again. "With just about enough brainsto stand in front of acigar store," he said.
"l can bejust asfrank asyou. Aslong aswe're getting atoken Indian I'd rather have one who knows



when to open hisumbrella. He's out.”

Rudolf laughed. "Couldn't happen to anicer guy. But what kind of company? Why do you need an
Indian? And why me?'

. Audrey closed afigt. "Building and congtruction supplies.” He straightened one finger. "A man to
negotiate with a predominantly Indian union of high rise tedl workers." He straightened another finger.
"Y ou've written about the Iroquois who make up the bulk of the union and my daughter thinks you know
what you'retaking about." He straightened the third finger.

"Isthis company set up especidly to supply materid for that fancy new building you're putting up?'
Rudolf asked.

"That's right, son."

Already a member of the family!

"What kind of apartnership are you offering?"

"Full," St. Audrey said.

"How many partners?'

"Thereare, uh— eight of us, counting you."

"How much is each partner putting up?"

. Audrey smiled. ™Y ou'd have to ask my accountant for an exact figure."

"How about an inexact figure?'

"About amillion gpiece.”

"And | get an equa partnership without putting up anything?'

"Well, uh, naturally we'd expect you to contribute something. An assignment of future profits should
take care of the legal aspects.”

Between the smdlls of brandy and cigars Rudolf detected afaint odor of fish. Y our building isgoing
together with duminum girdersinstead of sted. Do you want me to negotiate the Structurd Iron
Workers in, or do | negotiate them out?"

There were sartled hems and haws while Rudolf drew abregth. "Or," he continued, "isthiswhole
gig just to con meinto assigning my rights to a process somebody hasn't been able to sted ?*

"Seel" St. Audrey cackled. "I told you he had ahead on his shoulders.”

Rudolf fdt likeusing St. Audrey's smug smileto put out his cigar. These fine-haired sons of bitches
were admitting it, laughing and smiling asif it were perfectly proper to screw him out of his one chance
ever to get rich. Cugter, he decided, must have had asmile very like Mr. St. Audrey's.

Rudolf wondered where the old canard about Indians having poker faces had started. He couldn't
hide his contempt for this horde of barefaced pirates. Homicidd fury welled until he didn't dare speak.

. Audrey patted his shoulder. "We gambled and we logt,” he said.

Rudolf drew abresth, counted to ten, and tried to think beautiful thoughts. The only thing that came
to mind was the superbly engineered curve of Pameas pogterior. "Did your daughter know why she was
leading me here?' he asked.

S. Audrey laughed. "Pameas not business minded. She probably assumesit's the usua
prospective-son-in-law inquisition.”

In front of a bunch of bankers? In the back of Rudolf's mind srenswere screaming and bells
clanging. Marriageto Pamelal Hetried to speak normally.

"Why should | join your company?'

A bading man with a Bernard Baruch pince nez cleared histhroat. "There are legd aspects you may
not have consdered,” he rumbled. "Dr. Flaherty isunder contract. Anything he discoversislegaly ours.”

"Y ou're welcome to anything Dr. Haherty discovers.”

"Comenow," St. Audrey laughed. "Y ou don't expect usto believeit's your discovery!™

Rudolf smiled back. " Shanghai the good doctor,” he said. "Lock him up with truth serums and
transmission microscopes. Dump afew millions down the drain. While you're at it, run another search
and seeif | was stupid enough to gpply for apatent. Working from the full knowledge that this Indian has
had experience with the white man's paper, give one good reason why he should share his private
bonanzawith thieves and highwaymen.”



"] told you hewas smart,” St. Audrey gloated. It was amost asif he were on Rudolf's side. There
was puffing of cigars and shaking of wattled jaws. Findly . Audrey interrupted the debate.

"The main reason you should join us," he told Rudoalf, "is self interest. We could play mutudly
destructive games of suit and countersuit, drag it through the courtsfor years, and only the lawyerswould
win. | prefer to avoid that. Not just because we both lose, but because the third party who gained might
not have the country's best interests at heart.”

" Spare me the commie menace," Rudolf said. "'I'm busy fighting the godiess capitdigts.”

"We're not fighting,” St. Audrey protested. "We ask you to join us. Name your own price.”

“In return for whet?"

"Protection. The government, for instance, might get ideas about security. If you want horror stories,
check out how much Eingtein or Oppenheimer ever made out of nuclear power. Go it alone and youl
end up outside watching us, or somebody far more ruthless, spend the money that could have been
yours"

"lan't that what you were planning to do to me?"

"Not exactly,” St. Audrey said. "We financed Dr. Flaherty. Don't you think we're entitled to areturn
on our money?'

"You didn't financeme.”

"And you didn't tel usthis discovery wasyours."

Suddenly Rudolf redlized these pirates had a point. " Suppose | go ong.”

"Full partnership, afull share of the profits.”

"Who runsthe show?'

"A mgority vote, naturaly.”

"Seven againgt one?"

S. Audrey shifted uncomfortably. ™Y ou might put it that way."

"I'd like to put it another way. How about a corporation instead of a partnership? Say, fifty-one
percent of the voting stock to the man whose process made the whol e thing possible?

" told you he was smart!" St. Audrey didn't sound so happy thistime.

The door opened and Haherty stood blinking owlishly, trying to focus.

"Thisisaprivate meeting!" the man with the Baruch pince nez snapped, and tried to close the door.

"Not that private!” FHaherty said belligerently, and charged into the room. "Dear boy, what're these
gombeen men doin' you out of ? Maybe if you took your trousers off right now you wouldn't fed the draft
30 bad on the way home."

"I'm not sure," Rudolf said. "But they seem to think I'm responsible for your past liabilities.”

For adrunk the Flaherty was surprisingly quick on the uptake. "When | walked out, dear boy, | left
my laboratory and my notesintact. Since they misrepresented, | seeno legal or moral impediments..."

"Enough,” St. Audrey said. "L et the dead bury the dead. One or both of you has a valuable
discovery. Neither of you has capita. Draw up your own agreement. If it's not too outrageous, well
son”

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. ™Y ou've dedlt with these people,” he said. "Where's the hook in that?!

Faherty grinned drunkenly. "Git aflit gun full o' holy water and see how many of them turn to
cinders.

Rudolf guessed held have to do without the wild Irishman's hel p. What was wrong with an offer like
that? Surely it was asironclad as— as any treasty made with an Indian. But the Flaherty was off and
running.

"Just phwhat isit your riverences are buyin' for al those golden promises?’ he asked.

The pince nez type who'd tried to close the door huffed mightily. Rudolf cleared histhroat and shot
pince nez a glance that stopped him in mid-huff. There was a moment's gabble then S. Audrey took over
agan.

"Y ou have a process. We want to buy it."

"Oh, aye," the Flaherty said. "Y ou want to buy it."

"Supplies of clean, hydro-electric power arelimited." Flaherty was spesking clearly now, with no



trace of drunkenness. "With every available river dammed more thoroughly than your riverences souls,
future needs must be met with nuclear or fossil fuds, both of which pollute.”

He paused and peered from beneath shaggy brows. Rudolf wondered why none of St. Audrey's
golden horde seemed anxious to meet the wild Irishman's gaze.

"Now ascivilization shiftsfrom sted to duminum, aprocessto extract that latter without electricity,
and without belching noxious fumesinto the air, would benefit mankind immeasurably, wouldn't it?”

The drunken fog seemed to descend on Flaherty again. He paused after his rhetorical question,
garing at St. Audrey's men until he had extracted agrudging "yes' from each.

"Now," he continued, "were dl noble minded gintlemen, working selflesdy for the good of humanity
and the future of the planet. Sure and there's nothing wrong with making a profit on the way. Shan't
muzzlethe ox, eh?'

Therewas aflurry of happy noises. Rudolf grew more puzzled by the minute.

"Now," Haherty resumed, "whin we write up this agreement, well have the usual delay clauses and
pendtiesjust in case the processisn't working full steam within, say ninety days?' He gazed about the
room with such soulfully trusting eyes that Rudolf could not understand why nobody would look at the
[rishman.

Rudolf felt to seeif he till had his pants.

"What kind of pendty clause did you havein mind?' &t. Audrey asked.

Flaherty thought amoment. "What would you say the process could make us— me and this dear
boy — over the next twenty years?'

. Audrey was remarkably sick looking for aman discussing potentia profits. "Hard to say,” he
fenced. "Inflation, so many factors."

"In round Figures," Flaherty insisted.

"Maybeabillion."

Rudolf thought he had heard wrong. Then he thought hewas going to faint. If amillion wasa
thousand thousand and a billion was athousand million — did anybody aside from governments actudly
have this kind of money? He wanted to take it and run but the Flaherty... Wasthe wild Irishman crazy?
Maybe dl that booze over theyears... Asif in adream Rudolf heard Flaherty continue:

"Now it'sjust aformadlity, of course, Snce were going to rush into production as soon as we can.
But just assuming something goes wrong and this dear boy is denied the fruits of his honest tail... Shall
we put in a pendty dause specifying ddivery of five hundred million in cash or negotiable securitiesif our
new corporation is not producing auminum and paying this dear boy amillion amonth within ninety
days?"

Theslencewasglacid. St. Audrey studied his associates faces and they exchanged silent messages.

"It would take longer than that just to design the plant,” St. Audrey complained.

"Oime areasonable man," Flaherty said. "Makeit Sx months.”

The sllence continued.

Looking a Rudolf, thewild Irishman said, "Well, snce we're al honorable, well-intentioned
gintlemen, let'smakeit ayear."

"Wouldn't you be just as happy with aguarantee of amillion amonth minimum asof now?' 'St.
Audrey asked.

Every fiber of Rudolf's being wanted to scream Yes! I'll take it! Gimme the paper to sign! But
Flaherty'slook warned him. Rudolf struggled for possession of his soul. Flaherty was adrunk. Flaherty
was crazy. But Haherty had something on hismind that Rudolf couldn't even guess at. Rudolf looked at
the golden horde. Not ared nose or blotched vein among them. Would one of them, he wondered, sdll a
pint of hisblood to raise capital for Rudolf? Asif in abad dream Rudolf heard himsdlf saying, "l rely
implicitly on Dr. Haherty'sjudgment.”

The silence had been glacid. Now it approached absolute zero. After amoment St. Audrey shifted
and cleared histhroat. "Then | guessthere's nothing moreto say.”

Suddenly Flaherty looked very drunk again. Rudolf got hisarm around him and they exited, leaving
glaring, frustrated money-makers behind them.



"Rudy, darling!" Pamelahad been lying in wait. "What did Daddy say?'

"Good-bye."

"What?' Pamelas shock was unfeigned. "But Rudy, | worked so hard to bring you together—"

"Sorry about that,” Rudolf said. "Dr. Flaherty isn't feding well. Could you cdl usataxi?

"But | — oh! Why don't you take the Lamborghini?"

"It'stoo rich for my blood,” Rudolf said. "I'd only have to bring it back.”

"I'll comewith you. I'll get one of the limousinessowecanadl..."

Rudolf felt that sullen reservation mentality descending on him again. He remembered Pamelas
hollowed-out lipstick and the sample of muck. "I'm sorry, Miss Capulet,” he said, "'us M ontagues got no
businessin these halowed hdls" It was going to be painful exciang PamdaSt. Audrey from hislife but
Rudolf guessed heéld have to. " Just show methe phone," he snapped. "I'll call my own taxi. And if Daddy
plans sending any more spies, tell him trespassers will be violated — just like the last one.”

All the way to the station Rudolf remembered how Pamelas face had dowly changed from
puzzlement to outrage.

CHAPTER 7

Flaherty wasredly out of it. Rudolf tried to feed him coffee while they waited in the bus station.
Findly helet the Irishman doze on awaiting room bench. The bus began loading and he had to hdf carry
his somnolent partner aboard. Halfway home and at some ungodly hour of the after-dark Haherty
revived enough to ask for whiskey.

"Noway," Rudolf said. "First you tell me why I'm not collecting amillion amonth asof this
afternoon!”

"Y ou could have accepted. | didn't tell you not to."

"But you... oh, horseshit! Will somebody please tell me what's going on?"

"Standard Oil."

"What7'

"Haven't you ever heard the story about the guy who invented something that makesacar run on
water?!

"Y ou mean that tired old bull about suppressed inventions?'

"If they actualy intended to go into production, why did they balk at adelay clause?"

"But why?' Rudolf wailed. "We could dl make money and better the world whilewe were at it!"

"They," Haherty said pointedly, "are dready making money."

"But..."

"They're dready overextended. They've contracted for duminum at the going rate and you expect
them to introduce a new process and undercut themselves?”'

"Overextended? How do you know these things?"

"It'sin the paper.”

"I've never seenit.”

"It'son that pageful of fine print. Like anything esein the white man'sworld, you haveto learn how
to read a stock quotation.”

Mentdly Rudolf recited the disaster-to-enemy curse upon the professor who had talked him into an
English mgor. Why couldn't he have learned something that would let him make aliving?

They transferred to another bus. What the hell am | riding buses for? Rudolf wondered. 1've got
a pocketful of money. But he redized buseswould be as quick as anything he could arrange thistime of
night. Finaly they werein adecrepit, hick town taxi for the last twenty mileshome. The Faherty was
fedling better now, tired from the long ride but not as bedeviled by thirgt.



"Theré's another thing about million-dollar-a-month sdaries” he said.

"Taxes?'

"l wasthinking of the other inevitability."

"Death?Y ou don't think they'd kill ugl"

"Not aslong aswe have the magic and they don't,” Flaherty murmured with a glance toward the
driver behind hisplate glass.

"But they're businessmen. They're not gangsters.”

"Therésadifference?'

There was an astonishingly loud noise and the window on Flaherty's side of the cab shattered
inward. The Irishman was facing Rudolf so the particles didn't get in his eyes asthe bullet passed through
the cab and pushed out the window on Rudolf's sde. The driver laid a streak down the road. " Goddamn
city hunterd" heydled. "Aint got abrain in their heads.”

Rudolf brushed glassfrom his chest. He had never been shot at before. He decided he didn't liket.
"Hunters?' hesaid. "'l thought it was againgt the law to hunt after dark.”

"ls," the driver said through the grille. "They're jumpin’ the gun. Be daylight in another ten minutes.”

Rudolf looked at Falherty who shrugged. Rudolf suddenly redlized he might go through the rest of
hislife without ever knowing whether it had been cardlesshuntersor...

The house had been ransacked so neetly that Rudolf had trouble believing it but finally the sum total
of things put away not quite where they usudly were convinced him. " Got to get out to the grave pit," he
sad.

"WEell fry some prawties and bacon first."

"But they might have gotten away with something important!”

"Only onething'simportant. Considering how we depend on that onelittle gadget, | think it'stimel
got back to work."

"Onwhat?'

"Suppose it gets stolen — or quitsworking?"
"What do you need?

"A transmission microscope.”

"Weve got money now. Go ahead and buy one."

Flaherty laughed. "Dear boy, atransmission eectron microscope fills afair-szed room and costs
onethird of the national debt.”

Rudolf began pedling potatoes. "' So what do we do?"

Flaherty put bacon in the skillet. "1've some suspicions about the nature of the problem,” he said. "l
can bungle abit with an optical microscope but sooner or later I'll have to get insde achromosome.”

They breakfasted glumly, trying to counteract anight on buses with overdoses of coffee. "Who do
you think shot at us?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty shrugged. "Haveto seeif it happensagain.”

Rudolf found this ungppeding. "Were they trying to kill usor scare us?'

Flaherty shrugged again. "Like every Irishman, I'm only descended from kings. Y ou're from the
mighty hunters. What could you hit from adistance, moving fast, and in the dark?Y ou know," he added,
"weve dl kinds of loose money around this house. Whoever searched the place didn't touch it but now
somebody knows..."

"But abank—"

"St. Audrey's golden horde could tie us up so many ways..."

Rudolf thought amoment. "Trave er's checks?"

The Flaherty smiled. They went about the house gathering up bills. While they had been gonethe
rest of the manilaenve opes had been delivered. "Have to go out to the gravel pit," Rudolf said. "I mailed
somethere.”

"Aye" Flaherty agreed. "Timeto get back to work anyway."



They went out to the dump truck and Rudolf wrenched open adoor. There was a man stretched out
on the seet with apistol in hishand. At first Rudolf thought he was dead. Then the muzzle moved to point
draight at them.

The man gtraightened and got out. Walking casualy with one hand in his pocket, he herded them
back insgde the kitchen. "The money was here dl thetime," Rudolf groused. "Why didn't you just take it
and clear out?' There was something vaguely familiar about this gunman. Rudolf tried to remember where
he'd seen him before.

"Around hereyou haveto getinling" the bandit said. "And | wanted to see you anyway."

Suddenly Rudolf recognized him. "Y ou're one of those longhairs | gave the car to!™

"Itisn't long any more.”

"What happened?'

" Some gpple-knocking sheriff held usfor aweek while abunch of out-of-town heat kept pumping.”

The sink was running over again and water was puddling al over thefloor. "Now what the hell—?"
Rudolf began.

The bandit waved them to one side and closed the door. While Rudolf stared, he stepped into the
puddle and went skidding. His gun hand waved wildly. The gun went off. It clattered across the floor and
went off again. Rudolf suspected he would be permanently deaf. The bandit sat in the middle of the floor
looking shocked and sick. "Jesus!" he said. " Somebody could get hurt!™

Flaherty scooped up the pistol and did something to the safety. Absently, Rudolf noticed the wet
was aready retreating as the linoleum dried. He checked the kitchen faucet. No water was dripping.

Faherty found achair and sat, sill aming the pistal at the deflated bandit. "Shdl | kill him now or do
you want to torture him?" he asked.

Rudolf wondered if the Flaherty wasin any condition to hold agun. "Only if hedoesn't talk," he said.

"I'mtaking," the hippieindsted. "I'm telling you everything just like | told them.”

"What's everything?'

"Nothing except that you cats are onto something big and theré's a haf dozen different dudes out to
burnyou."

"Different?'

"While | was out there waitin' for you, two guys pass-keyed the back door and spent a half hour
insde. As soon's they were gone two more did the same. They hurried out the front just as another guy
wasgoing intherear.”

"What'd they look like?"

"Likeamillion other plainclothesmen. Now that last guy—" He went on to describe Riordan.

Rudolf looked at Haherty for inspiration and found none. "What happened to your two friends|
gavethe car to?' hefindly asked.

"They split as soon'swe got out.”

"How'd you find me?'

"One of those out-of-town dudeslet something dip.”

"What'd they want to know?"

"How long I'd known you, where we met, how many othersin on it?'

“Inonwha?'

"Near's| read it you guys hit an armored car and they're tryin' to buy it back without alot of noise.”
Flaherty laughed. "Didn't it Strike you asjust atrifle foolhardy to get mixed up in something like
thet?'

Looking at hispistal in the Irishman's hand, the would-be bandit soberly agreed.

"Whereld you get the gun?' Faherty asked.

"l was goin' through the car t'see if maybe they |€eft alittle stash — just acouple of joints— and |
found it between the cushions. Isit yours?'

"Did it never occur to you that somebody € se might know it was there— maybe the man who 'let
dip' wheremy young friend is?'

The short-haired man was looking sicker by the minute.



"Offhand,” Haherty continued, "1'd say you're set up for the high hurdle once the gintlemen who're
shooting at usfinish the job. Y ou have aweapon, amotive, and an opportunity.”

"Jesus!" the hippie moaned.

Rudolf looked admiringly at the Flaherty, wishing he had amind that could seethingslikethat. But it
was scant comfort to know people — prospective inlaws — were shooting at him. Maybe he should
have accepted the golden horde's offer. ..

"Why did you come here?' Flaherty asked.

The young man squirmed. "l was heading for the coast, broke and happy, until this Indian cat came
into my life. Theleast he could doislay some bread on me."

"How much?'

More squirming and soul searching.

Rudolf pulled fifty dollars from his pocket and tossed it. The bandit'sfacelit up. "I'll split," he
promised. "You'll never ssemeagain.”

"Dothat,” Flaherty said. "As soon'swere dead they'll pick you up.”

"Jesud" the young man wailed. "What can | do?'

Flaherty checked the safety and tossed the pistol back into the hippi€'slap. "Y ou might learn how to
usethat,” hesaid. "You'l have to notice who comesin or out of thisplace. If you're busted | never heard
of you, o don't go murtherin’ the Fuller Brush man.”

The young man picked up the pistol gingerly. "Jesus" he murmured. "Me abodyguard!”

"It'syour body," Flaherty said. He produced another fifty dollars. "Get some clothes that'll keep the
locds off your back."

"It'swhat semanticists call adouble bind,” Flaherty said as the woul d-be bandit exited. "Damned if
you do and double damned if you don't. | muchly doubt if arent-a-cop would have the kind of
motivation that young dipshit hasfor keeping us hedthy. Meanwhile, dear boy, you'd best gather up the
money before we have another visit.”

"Right," Rudolf said. "But I'd like to see what made that water so dick our young friend dippediniit.”

"Ah," the Haherty said. " So you noticed that too?

"Tuchi!" Rudolf called. "Were aone. Y ou can come out now."

Nothing happened.

"Maybewereimagining it," Haherty said.

"Pamedatoo?' Rudolf felt apang at the redization that he would never again plant his seed in Pamela
S. Audrey's gorgeous garden.

They stared at the sSink for savera moments. When nothing happened Rudolf gathered up the money
and they got into the dump truck.

The grave pit had been thoroughly gone over too, but the envelopesfull of mailed currency were
intact. Wondering how many culture samples had been stolen and how many biologistswere quietly
going nuts trying to figure why the culture refused to live longer than eight days, Rudolf drove back to the
village bank and bought traveler's checks. He drove on to alarger town and bought more, spreading his
purchases around banks and travel agenciesin afaint hope of not attracting attention.

It was afternoon when he got back. Flaherty was il fiddling around in the |aboratory he had rigged
up out a the gravel pit. "Nothing new on the aluminophage,” he said, "but | think I'm onto something with
the high tolerance yeast."

"That'sagreat help. How's the crop doing?'

"Ready for sowing. Y ou got the—" Suddenly Faherty stopped himsalf and pantomimed caution. He
made hand-to-ear gestures until Rudolf realized the place was bugged.

"The house too, | suppose?’ Rudolf asked.

"1 wouldn't doubt it."

Rudolf went out to the pit. Flaherty had scraped up the top two inches of muck with the dozer blade
on thetruck. Rudolf was reaching in his pocket for the incubator when something caught hiseye. He



looked again. Nearly aminute passed while he moved aimlesdy about, twisting his head thisway and that
but not taking his eyes from a certain pot. Finaly he was rewarded with another glint. Hewondered if it
was the reflection off binoculars or ateephoto lens. Disgustedly, he went back into the lab. With his
mouth to the wild Irishman's ear, he whispered his discovery.

They stood silently staring at each other while Rudolf felt an ideagerminating. "Let'sgo home," he
said out loud. "I'll do it tomorrow morning.”

"l do wish to the holy St. Potluck that this benighted bailey had arestaurant,” Flaherty groused as he
prepared an evening med. "Dear boy, what're you doin' with that feather duster?

Rudolf raised afinger to hislips and shook his head. They ate sllently, wanting to talk but
remembering the bugs. "I suppose you've found one," Rudolf said.

"Aye. They're 0 damned smdl you'd never find thim dl."

"There're companiesthat'll clean them out for aprice.

"Aye," the Flaherty gloomed, "but whose price?'

They sat over empty plates and findly last night's busride caught up. "I've had it," Rudolf said.
"Good night.”

"Good night," Flaherty said absently.

Rudolf was performing solemn rites enthroned when he felt something cold and clammy contact an
extremely sengitive area. For an instant he was tempted to shriek louder than Pamela, then he got control
of himsdf.

"Tuchi!" heexclamed. "What're you doing here? Wasit you making al those bangs and killing the
fish?1 thought you'd be gone by now." Rudolf finished raising his haf masted pants. "By theway," he
continued, "alady doesn't grab a gentleman there."

"A gentleman doesn't swindle alady with adulterated duminum,” Tuchi said exasperatedly. "My
ship'sdriveisclogged. It will take monthsto repair. | must have the—"

"Shhhhhhh!" Rudolf suddenly remembered the house was bugged.

"Don't shush me!" Tuchi snapped. "Thanksto you I'm stuck here! In amonth'straveling your
waterways | have found pike, perch, horse mackerd, crawfish, hagfish, minnows— everything on this
polluted cesspool of aplanet shares one characteristic: They dl find meirresistible. I've been gouged,
chewed, bit, pecked, sucked, nibbled, and gummed. Nothing that swims, flies, or crawls can refrain from
trying to eat me. Now | want that—"

"Quiet, for Chrigt's sake!" Rudolf begged, ™Y oull have the golden horde here in minutes!”

Tuchi'striangle-spaced black dots reared up through the seat of the john. "Now!" the alien
threatened.

There was a pounding on the door downgtairs. "Already!" Rudolf moaned. "If they ever find out you
exist you'l never see home again,” he assured the dien. "Thishouse is bugged — wired for sound.
They'religening to everything we say."

Flaherty was growling blagphemiesin histrangt-mix baritone as he bumped and stumbled down the
stairway. Rudolf heard the door open. There was amoment's muffled conversation, then Flaherty caled,
"Dear boy, theré'sayoung lady here who'll just dieif she doesn't seeyou.”

"Oh Chrigt!" Rudolf moaned. He was torn with the desire to see her again, to get her upstairsand. ..
But PamdaSt. Audrey'sarrival just now had to be more than coincidence. If she saw Tuchi again — if
the golden horde ever discovered where Rudolf had gotten the process... Then he camed dightly. Tuchi
didn't have another incubator. Rudolf ill held the only onein this solar system. He intended to keep it,
no matter what the cost.

The voices were growing louder. Good god! Rudolf thought, he's bringing her upstairs! Hatily, he
zipped up histrousers.

"l want it back now!" Tuchi's three-dotted face reared higher. Faherty pounded on the bathroom
door.

"Lady to seeyou!" he boomed.



"And they talk about wild Indiand" Rudolf muttered.
Tuchi was starting to flow up over the edge of the seat. Suddenly Rudolf wondered how the dien
hed killed dl thosefish. "Beright with you," heyeled. Bregthing asilent prayer, he flushed thetoilet.

CHAPTER 8

There was a sound which wasto recur in nightmares for the rest of Rudolf'slife aswater rose to the
brim of the bowl, then suddenly disappeared, taking an outraged extraterrestrid withit.

Rudolf checked hisfly and studied hisfacein the mirror. He braced himsdlf and tried to smileashe
opened the door.

There was nobody there. Finally he redized he had only imagined Flaherty was bringing her upgtairs.
He went down to the living room where thewild Irishman stood, bending galantly over awell-rounded
bosom in the moderate decolletage of atraveling suit.

It wasn't Pamela St. Audrey's. Rudolf stared amoment at the dark-haired, vaguely Indian looking
girl onthe sofa. Findly he realized he had seen her yesterday at Northumber.

"Any axe murderstoday?' she asked.

Rudolf gave aguilty start and wondered if flushing the toilet had done the alien any permanent
damage.

"Don't ever let Larstake your picture,” the girl warned, "unless you want to be immortaized picking
your nose."

"Who?' Then abruptly Rudolf redized she meant the aging longhair in the mod threads. What the hell
wasthisgirl doing here— asif he couldn't guess!

“I'mLillith Lasky,"” shesaid. "I'mwith Life."

"l don't believeit!"

She began fumbling in her purse.

"Anybody can fake credentias,” Rudolf said. "l just don't believe your names Lillith."

"My father believed most devoutly in God's maevolence” Lillith explained. "That'swhy he named
me for alady who lived prior to the time God started looking after us Jews."

Rudolf stared blankly at the Flaherty. "There seems athread of some dark theology here," the
Irishman said.

Lillith smiled. "Asmy sainted father putsit, 'How could | squander so much hatred on something that
doesn't exist?"

"Asyour sainted father puts it?' Flaherty echoed. "The poor man is dead, isn't he?"

"No. Hejust turned Mormon."

Rudolf wondered if the golden horde's tentacles reached into Life. He could fed that sullen
reservetion mentdity closng in again.

"Yourenews" thegirl said. "And I'm just the first of the thundering herd."

"Just what we need,” Rudolf growled.

Lillith shrugged. ™Y ou can let ustake wild guesses or you can play it cool.”

"How?"

"Y ou must have some axeto grind. Maneuver and manipulate. Use the newsto tdll it your way."

For aman who had had some experience with the media Rudolf decided he had been remarkably
obtuse. "What would you like to have?' he asked.

"A gtory about an Indian who's making it the white man'sway."

"Who sent you?'

"Would you go for the one about girl reporter'sfirst big assgnment?'

Rudolf snorted.



"No, | didn't think you would. Actualy, | can do more for you than you can for me."

"Sure," Rudolf said sourly. "Y ou brought us God, taught us how to bow our headsin prayer. When
we |ooked up the land was dll gone."

"Saveit for the WASPs," Lillith said. "I'm aminority too."

"l am aWASP."

"Oh?

"A Wild-Assed Sioux Prick."

Lillith laughed ddlightedly. "Can | quote you?"

"Why not? But redly, I'm beat. Can't it wait till morning?"

"Sure. My camper's parked outside. Oh, by the way, this belongs to some weirdo out in the
bushes." Shetossed apistal into Rudolf's Iap. Remembering the last time it had bounced, Rudolf made a
vdiant try for the chanddlier. "Rdax,” Lillith said. "I unloaded it. Can | use your bathroom?"

"Most assuredly,” Flaherty said.

"Beback inaminute." Lillith disgppeared out the front door.

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. Flaherty looked at the gun. "May aswell lock it up before that idiot
blowshistoes off," he Sghed.

Moments later Lillith Lasky regppeared in adark blue robe and carrying asmall case of thetools
women use to prove they are not men. Suddenly Rudolf realized horrendous possibilities. ™Y ou can't — |
mean, uh, be careful,” hefinished lamely.

Flaherty gave him an odd look as Lillith disappeared up the sairs.

"Tuchi," Rudolf explained.

" She's back?"

With one ear cocked for ascream, Rudolf told Flaherty what had happened.

"l s8¢, the Irishman said gravely. "Not much point in watching our talk if the poor dime's blown the
gaff likethat."

"What's going to happen?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty shrugged. "Y ou shouldn't have traded that canoe.”

"Now you tel me."

"I told you then."

"1 know." Rudolf thought a moment. ™Y ou said once that it was just ametter of time before
somebody elseworksit out. How long do you think it'll take?"

"Dear boy, if | knew that I'd know the answer to the problem.”

"What isthe problem?’

"They die." Flaherty pursed hislips. "No lad, that's not dl the problem. It's the energy exchanges.
Somebody's taking money out of the bank without putting any in."

"l dont getit."

Flaherty sighed. "Y ou were going to be an engineer once. Do you know what 'heat of formation’
means?'

"It'sbeen awhile. Isn't it the energy that goesinto or comes out of achemica reaction?”

"Aye. Now, d'you know what the solar constant is?'

"How can it be congtant? Wouldnt it vary with latitude and weather and dl kinds of things?"

"Aye, down hereit would," the Flaherty agreed, "but the solar constant is the amount of radiant solar
energy received normaly at the outer layer of the earth's atmosphere. It averages about one point
ninety-four gram calories per square centimeter per minute.”

"I'll take your word for it."

Flaherty was on hisfeet now, pacing back and forth. "The higher the hegt of formation, the more
stable the compound. Thisisjust another way of saying it's easier to turn wood into ashesthan it isto turn
ashes back into wood. Oneway you're taking energy out and the other way you're putting energy back
in. Now, what kind of compound would have alow hesat of formation?

"Something undable, | guess.”

"Right. When you find acompound with alow hest of formation it usualy takesalot of roundabout



stepsto make it. Some compounds even have negative heets of formation.”

"Likenitroglycerine?"

"Seelad," Flaherty exulted, "you're not totaly ruined by aliberd arts degree! Now dumina," he
continued, "isvery stable. It's an ash formed from the burning of metallic duminum in oxygen.”

"A high heat of formation?' Rudolf guessed.

"Condderably higher than the solar congtant.”

"Oh." Rudolf began to see the problem.

"Our auminophage can only get energy from the sun. It's not getting enough to do what we seeit
doing. Now wheré€'sthe extraenergy coming from?”

"The good fairies?' Rudolf asked.

"They'redl busy out on Fireldand."

"I just thought of something.”

"Yes, dear boy?"

"Every time we make aluminum we must be making new oxygen to put back into the atmosphere
too."

Flaherty stopped his pacing to stare at Rudolf. ™Y ou turned down the pirates of the golden horde
and you didn't know that?"

"Yes"

The Flaherty shook his head. "Why didn't you accept their offer?”

"I've been asking mysdf dl day,” Rudolf said.

The wild Irishman turned his back and blew hisnose. "Y ou're braver and stupider than | thought,” he
sad. "Butintheend | suppose man's salvation will dways depend on love.”

Rudolf was puzzled. Though he had been around whites ever since asurly individual had kidnapped
him and taken him off to areservation school, Rudolf had always regarded whites as stolid, poker faced
doltswho ether had no emotions or no skill in expressing them. Y et the wild Irishman was obvioudy in
the grip of some strong feding.

"Therés only so much free oxygen around our suffering planet,” he said. " Sure and they'll tell you
plantsreplace it and dgae and chlorelaand al the amber waves of grain and the Amazonian jungles and
—it'sdl bull!"

"Y ou mean plants don't absorb carbon dioxide and exhae oxygen?'

"Oh, aye. They do that. Each plant emits exactly enough free oxygen to take care of rotting or
burning that plant when it's dead.”

"Then how do we ever get ahead?'

"Wdll," the Flaherty explained, "in smal wayswere till doing it: Peat bogs, for example, wherethe
dead plants pack down but don't oxidize; wood built into houses that don't burn down. Back inthe
carboniferous erawe were going great guns but that was before our kind started burning the coal and the
oil fagter than the plants can makeit. In two hundred years we've bound up al the oxygen the forests of
the carboniferous eramanaged to liberate in sixty million years. How much longer d'you think were good
for?'

"l don't know," Rudolf said. "I guessit doesn't look good.”

"Ohwell survive," Haherty continued. "Those of uswho can afford it. Gods help the poor sod who
drinks up hiswedfare check instead of buying enough air to last him over the weekend."

"Youthink itll cometo that?'

"Therere places now whereit's dangerous to breathe. In twenty years wealthy people will livein
artight houses— or maybe a plastic roof over their grounds. They'll live twice as long as the poor sod
who has to compete with the smokestacks for what's | eft.”

Flaherty was on hisfeet again, waving hisarms. "That'swhy I'll not ded with the golden hordel" he
shouted. "Each time I've come up with somelittle thing that might delay disaster they've sat oniit, logt it,
or suppressed it. Thisoneistoo big. Aluminum — shit! Y ou want to get rich on duminum, go aheed. |
want air to breathe. Every time we make duminum we makeair. And I'll not have St. Audrey choking
every poor man to death!”



From the top of the stairs came applause. Wrapped in her blue robe and with her hair in atowd,
Lillith Lasky came downgtairs dowly. Suddenly Rudolf remembered Tuchi. "Nothing uh—" He decided
to shut up. Obvioudy Tuchi hadn't showed or this dark-haired young woman would not be so happily
gpplauding Flaherty's outburdt.

"How much did you hear?" Rudolf asked.

"l camein during the carboniferous era.”

"Sure and you don't look aday over amillion," the Flaherty said.

Rudolf wished he could say clever thingslikethat.

"Isit true?" Lillith asked.

"What?"

"That youremaking air?"

"Wes"

"How doyoudoit?

"Please," Rudolf said. "A man hasto have some secrets.”

Lillith'slook made Rudolf suddenly wonder if he had looked at the golden horde with the same
expresson. "All right," he said. "Tomorrow you can get apicture of medoingit.”

Next morning they rode out in the dump truck. Rudolf got a satchel out of the back. " Something |
haveto do in the clean room," he said, heading for Flaherty'slab. "Be out in aminute.”

"What'saclean room?" Lillith asked.

Flaherty was il improvising explanations about specia clothing and precautions not to introduce
contamination when Rudolf came out again. Flaherty stared but said nothing.

Rudolf wore aloin cloth improvised from an old bleeding madras jacket. Around his head, wrists
and ankles he wore the mortal remains of afeather duster. He had painted his face and body in stripes
and designs half remembered from cowboy and Indian movies. He carried a baton with feathered knobs
at eech end. Staring, Lillith asked, "Isthat a coup stick?!

Rudolf shook his head angrily and put afinger to hislips. "The power has descended upon him,"
Flaherty extemporized. "If he spoke t'you now you might cometo harm.”

Lillith looked sharply at the Irishman. Rudolf went out to the grave pit. He began jumping and
howling what he could remember of the disaster-to-enemy curse. Scampering up and down the pit,
sgueezing the incubator in one end of the coup stick, he added codicilsfor the Mohawk, Mr. St. Audrey,
and the rest of the golden horde.

Lillith recovered enough to whip out cameras and go to work. It was turning into work for Rudol
too, jumping and prancing up and down the pit until the incubator had sprayed every portion. Findly,
swesting and trembling, he wasfinished. Too out of breath to speak, he hurried past Flaherty and Lillith
into the lab where he discovered the paint wouldn't wash off.

Feding stickier by the minute, he got back into his clothes.

"Canyou tak now?" Lillith asked when he came out.

"Assoonas| get my bresath.”

"What were you doing out there?"

"Magic."

"Praying to some god?"

Rudolf was making up an answer when Flaherty interrupted. "No, darling girl, therés adifference
between awizard and apriest.”

Rudolf wished he had a cup of coffee.

"What's the difference?" Lillith asked.

"A priegt trafficswith his gods— begging, bribing, making covenants, sucking around for blessngs
or favors.

"So what does amagician do?'

"He compels the gods and other natura forcesto do his bidding. Tisavery different attitude, the
business of finding the right words, the magica spell that makes nature do what you want."

"What's so different?’



Flaherty grinned. "The primitive magician evolved into the scientist. The priest evolved into the
welfareworker."

"Do you actudly bdieve dl that hokum out there?"

"It works" Rudolf said.

"But—"

"True," Haherty improvised, "It's mostly hokum. But somewhere amid al that hokum the dear boy is
doing something right. Were experimenting, diminating one thing after another to find out just whet it is
that redlly makesauminum.”

"But dancing and feathers—7?"

"Try growing duminum without them,” Rudolf said. Mentaly he added, or with them.

"Can | seeingdethe clean room?”’

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. Flaherty looked back. "Why not?' Rudolf said.

While she was photographing Faherty's workbench and some dant cultures and petri dishes he had
set up Rudolf quietly removed the incubator from the feathered coup stick and substituted a bag of sdlt,
ashes, and various pollens to confuse whoever might steal the coup stick and wonder about the hollow.
Properly his medicine bag should have been made from a buffalo scrotum but, this being New Y ork
State, Rudolf had used a baggie.

Heflipped aswitch and started the machinery they had adapted for the flotation process. At the
other end of the building smoke billowed as Flaherty demonstrated the press where they separated
metalic ooze into duminum and wax. Rudolf caught himsdlf looking as Lillith, in shiny black hotpants,
draped hersdf over agirder for an angle shot. "Y ou don't look Jewish," he said when she returned to his
end of the building. He never did figure out what she was laughing &t.

Findly the day's work was over and they were driving back to the house. "Any progress?' Rudolf
asked.

"The high tolerance yeast looks more promising,” Flaherty said, "but not our other problem.”

Rudolf glanced a him, wondering if Flaherty would have moreto say if they were ever done again.
How long was Lillith Lasky of Life going to hang around? Watching her climb down from the dump truck
heredlized it was, in away of speaking, nice to see her go. He found himsdlf comparing her dark
competence with Pamela St. Audrey's eegant unproductivity.

Lillith had spent the entire day watching them work, taking pictures, trying to understand a process
so smplethat sheintuited there had to be something she was not being shown. They were pulling into the
driveway when she said, "Did you know somebody's out there with a Big Bertha?'

"How do you know?' Flaherty asked.

"My own telephoto lenses make excellent tel escopes.™

"What's a Big Bertha?' Rudolf asked.

"It's an obsol ete tel ephoto complex — looks like alength of stovepipe. They used to put themon a
Graf-lex to cover footba |l games.”

"Did you see hisface?"

"Y esterday at Northumber. He's a sour bulldog in a pepper-and-salt suit.”

"Riordan!" Haherty growled.

"Tomorrow I'll dance somerain onto him,” Rudolf promised.

Lillith was till regarding him in thoughtful silence when they went into the house. The toothpick
Rudolf had propped up was knocked over. He sighed and pointed. Flaherty raised his browsin shaggy
acknowledgement as he began peeling potatoes. Rudolf checked the freezer and wondered what else
they were going to edt. It was slly to waste time cooking but this village was too smdll to support a
restaurant and he gagged at the prospect of TV dinners.

Lillith disappeared into her camper and came out with an apron and aload of groceries. "Everybody
out of thekitchen!" shewarned.

"Isthis kosher?' Flaherty wondered as he inhaled clam chowder.

"Likeham on Friday," Lillith said.

"My people used to eat no kind of fish,” Rudolf remembered. "They belong to the Underwater



People.”

Lillith gaveamdicious amile. "Aren't you afraid thisll spoil your dancing?' She was nonplussed when
Rudolf suddenly appeared worried.

Fish reminded Rudolf of what might be waiting upstairsin the bathroom. He looked at Flaherty. The
Irishman glanced at the stairway and Rudolf knew they were thinking the same thing.

Hewas beginning to like Lillith Lasky. She wasintelligent, competent, and very neetly packaged.
But he wished most devoutly she would go away — at least until he could decide what to do about
Tuchi. Watching Flaherty perform deight of mouth tricks with boiled scrod, Rudolf concluded that Lillith
was aso avery competent cook. He wondered if Pamela could cook. Somehow, when he was with
Pamela the subject never seemed to come up.

"How many days doesit usually take you to get astory likethis?' he asked.

"Il be out of your feathersin another day or two,” Lillith said. "What are your plans, assuming you
don't let S. Audrey gobble you up?'

"Like Dr. Haherty says, every timewe make money, we makeair."

"Soyoull goit done?

"We havelittle choice." Rudolf looked at Haherty. " Should wetell her about the cab last night?”

"They've served notice on us. We may aswell reciprocate,” the Irishman said.

When Lillith had heard about the cab windows getting shot out she asked, "Wouldn't it be nobler in
the mind not to let the secret die when you do? It might prolong your livesif somebody knew killing you
couldn't stop it.”

"I've been poor long enough,” Rudolf said. "Besides, we have to find what the process is. | can just
see the golden horde dancing aspdl.”

Once more Lillith gave him that look that made Rudolf suspect he was fooling nobody but himself.
Hetried not to yawn and made a botch of it.

"Metoo," Lillith said, and got up.

Still yawning, Rudolf went upstairs to the bathroom. There was aman stretched out on the floor.
Finally Rudolf recognized the would-be bandit Lillith had taken the gun away from last night. He had
thought the short-cropped hippie was dead when he had first seen him stretched on the seat of the dump
truck. Thistime there was no doubt in Rudolfs mind. Their bodyguard was as dead asit is possible for
two halves of abody with amissing mid-section to be.

Rudolf stood for an ingtant in frozen horror. The halves were seared so neatly the body had not
bled. He remembered the reports of fish kills. Then abruptly he realized what had killed this unfortunate
young man had probably been intended for... He dammed the door and rushed down just asLillith, once
morein her blue robe and with her hair in curlers was starting upstairs. They landed in atangled heap at
the bottom.

"Don't go up there!" Rudolf said.

"l, uh— there's, uh—"

Flaherty cameto the rescue. "Toilet plugs up sometimes," he said. "Makes an awful mess. Youd
better not count on using it for awhile. Doesn't your camper have—?"

"Y ou think I'm going to panic a alittle raw sewage?' Lillith asked. "Let'sunplug it." She marched
determinedly upstairs. Rudolf scrambled to hisfeet and chased her. "Don't! It could be dangerous!” By
the time he was within grabbing distance Lillith had opened the door.

She gasped, then turned to face them. "Who was he?' she asked.

"Out!" Rudolf ydled. "Close the door!" He pulled her back and dammed it. With Faherty in front
and Rudolf behind they rushed her downdtairs.

Flaherty produced Irish Tranquilizer from some hidden reserve and poured three glasses. Sipping
hersneat Lillith said, "From the flap he must be as big asurprise to you as he was to me. Do you have
any ideawho?'

"Y ou took hisgun away last night,” Flaherty said.

Suddenly Lillith'scalm cracked. "Then | — if héd had hisgun..."



"It wouldn't have helped,” Rudolf said.

Though primarily a photographer, Lillith was no novice a interviewing. By haf truths and bland
assumptionsthat she knew more than she did, it took her ten minutesto get the whole story. Belatedly
Rudolf remembered the bugs. Heturned onthe TV.

"So the feathers and dancing are just window dressing?' she persisted.

"For Riordan out there with his Big Bertha or whatever you cdled it.”

"And this— this Thing that gave you the incubator iswhat's been making dl the bangs and killing
figh?'

"She's learned to kill something besides fish now," Flaherty said. "I wonder what that poor sod was
doing up there"

"When Miss Lasky herefired him as bodyguard,” Rudolf speculated, ""he must've decided to pick up
whatever he could and split.”

Flaherty checked desk drawers. "Y ou'reright,” he said.

"Anything missng?”

"Nothing worth taking. Just mussed up again. Poor sod never did anything right in hislife.”

"Including dying in our bathroom," Rudolf said. "What'll we do with him?"

"Call thepalice,” Lillith said, then frowned. "No, of course not. The golden horde would see that we
never got out."

"We?'

"I'm an accessory after the fact unless| cal the police right now."

"Maybe you'd better," Flaherty said.

"Not on your life," Lillith snapped. "My poor relations are addicted to breathing too. And I'm poorer
thanthey are.”

"Where do we dump the body?" Rudolf wondered.

They lgpsed into a profound silence, each thinking his own thoughts. Flaherty reached for the
whiskey again. "Noway," Rudolf sad firmly. "We need dl the brainpower we can get."

"I'll make coffeg," Lillith said. Still in her blue robe and with her hair in curlers, she went into the
kitchen.

Rudolf and FHaherty were staring disconsolately at one another when they heard aknock. Suddenly
Rudolf remembered the house was probably still bugged. "That'll be thefuzz," he said.

"They'll have the back covered too," Haherty said. "No use prolonging it." He got up and opened
the door. It was Pameda St. Audrey.

Rudolf didn't know enough about women's clothing to be able to describe what she was wearing but
the effect on hisglandular system was ingtant and overwheming. "Rudy," she began, "I don't know what
happened yesterday but you can't just... Rudy please, can't | comein?’

So overpowering was the effect of thisred-haired vision that for an instant Rudolf actualy forgot
about the corpse upstairs in the bathroom. He tried to remember why he had thrown her over —
something to do with ahollowed-out lipstick and stolen culture samples, hadn't it been? But surely
nothing so purely and seductively virgind as PamdaSt. Audrey could be beyond forgiveness...

Sinking into abottomless pit of gonadid gullibility, Rudolf suddenly remembered. Why, he
wondered, had he ever bought that car and gotten mixed up with those hippiesin thefirst place?

"Pamela," he muttered, "I'm sorry. | can't see you now. I'm — something important has come up."

"Rudy, you're not going to get away from methat easy. If | have to chase you and make afool of
mysdf, then I'll just haveto doit.”

Hair till in curlers and wearing her blue robe, Lillith Lasky stuck her head through adoorway.
"Some honeymoon!" she said in araucous squawk. ™Y ou gonnastand there gabbin' dl night?”

Pamela gtiffened, staring in disbelief. Then abruptly the starch went out of her. "I'm sorry, Rudy," she
sad. "l wish you the best of everything. I'll never bother you again.” She turned and walked off into the
darkness, leaving Rudolf with the numb redlization that he had actualy seentearsin her eyes.

Hewas till staring into the darkness when Lillith came and closed the door. " Sorry, lover," she sad,
"but we had to get rid of her somehow."



Rudolf guessed the dark-haired girl wasright. But he so knew he would never forgive her.

CHAPTER9

How, he wondered, had he ever imagined Lillith attractive?

"Well," she said briskly, "weve got to get rid of abody.”

"With the house bugged and infra-red cameras every time we open the door?"

"It does present aproblem.” Lillith wiggled her fingers until Rudolf redized she wanted atypewriter.
He got his portable out of its battered case.

"Camper may be bugged too," she typed while Rudolf and Flaherty peered over her shoulder .
"Help carry things. Act likethey're heavy."

They followed her out into the dark and began emptying cameras and recording equipment out of a
trunk-sized chest. Grunting and heaving, they got the empty chest indde the house. Ten minutes later they
carried it out again, grunting in earnest thistime. "'I'll see how these come out,” Lillith said loudly. "If |
need more I'll be back in the morning." They watched her drive avay.

Back indde the house Rudolf began having fidgety second thoughts as he reviewed how easily Lillith
hed ingnuated hersdf into their operation. And she had disarmed their "bodyguard” with much lessflap
than he and Flaherty had managed, doing the same job. Could she and the bodyguard be. .. That, Rudolf
guessed, didn't make sense unless the golden horde's own empl oyees were expendable too. But... He
wondered if the whole thing had been acharade to get her in their house and in their confidence. After an
hour he typed, "Is she on our Sde?!

Flaherty shrugged. Rudolf took the note and the one Lillith had written and shredded them. He
looked for some place to digpose of the shreds and found none. Dithering about with a handful of
shredded paper he remembered something €l se he had neglected to do. He stuffed the paper in his
pocket and got a broom. With Flaherty behind him, he went upstairs and poked the broom cautioudy
through the bathroom door.

"Tuchi," he cdled, "are you there?' He advanced another step, waving the broom in front of him.
Whatever had cut the would-be bandit in two didn't chop up the broom. Rudolf wished he knew
something about Tuchi's wegpon. Maybeit only affected living matter.

There was no dien in the bathroom. Nor was there any blood. But Rudolf suspected it would be a
long time before he sat on anything connected with asewer system again. Tuchi had fit ingde that
bathtub-sized hole Flaherty had excavated around the spring. But with an infinitely stretchable body ...
Hewondered if the dien could stretch thread-thin and miles-long to monitor them both here and & the
grave pit. There was no sewer out there but there was a sometime creek that flowed down the valey
toward town and only the gods and the country board of supervisors knew what cross connections might
exis.

How, Rudolf wondered, had the alien found them? The incubator must be emitting some signdl.
Rudolf suddenly had anew worry. If the incubator was transmitting on any recognizable frequency, the
FCC snoopers would soon be out to see what was polluting the airwaves. Downstairs again, he typed
out hisworriesto Flaherty. The Irishman raised his shaggy brows in acknowledgement but offered no
solution.

"Oi'd give thirty percent of meimmortal soul for adrink,” he said. Rudolf sighed and handed him the
bottle.

Flaherty was pouring himsdlf adrink when they heard acar pull up. Moments later Lillith Lasky
walked in. "Pictures didn't come out,” she said. "I'll haveto takethem dl over again." Shewent to the
typewriter and wrote, "Followed all theway. No chance.”

The Irishman put down his glasswithout drinking. "1 was afraid of that," he said. " Sunlight sheens off



that muck till alight meter goes crazy. We may'swell go back now and you can do them al with artificia
light"

Remembering the bugs Rudolf guessed a poor excuse was better than none. They locked the house
and got into the camper with Lillith. At the gravel pit Rudolf opened the doorsto their windowless
building, then closed them when Lillith had backed insde.

Flaherty began piling blocks of wax from the duminum pressin acorner of the sheet iron building.
They piled the mortal remains atop the wax and buried it in more wax. Then Flaherty began building an
igloo of loose bricks. Finally, they led avent pipe from the top of their makeshift oven to where the forge
normally vented out the side of the building. They strung hose from the forge blower to the bottom of the
oven.

He stuffed an oily rag ingde and lit it. Within moments the bricks were glowing dull yellow at every
crack. Rudolf wondered if the short-haired man had ever possessed a name, amother, or any of the
normal accoutrements of humanity.

Thewind was blowing down the valey, wafting aplume of oily smoke toward the village. Rudolf
stepped outside to study it. The night was clear and the breeze imperceptible. He caught a momentary
odor that made him decide never to egt roast pork again. Instead of rising, the smoke was curling down
aong the ground, rolling across the muck pit toward the swvamp.

"Everything dl right?' Haherty asked when he came back insde.

Just as Rudolf was nodding they heard sirens approaching. Flaherty looked &t Lillith. They both
looked at Rudolf. "I didn't even know thisvillage had afire department,” Rudolf said. "What do we do
now?'

"We go for the high jump if we can't stal them another half hour till he's cooked off," Haherty said.

"How do you stal an amateur fireman when he'sfinally got achanceto use hisaxe?' Rudolf asked.
He asked himsdlf how he had ever gotten mixed up in disposing of abody.

Lillith smiled. ™Y ou need the proper equipment,” she said. "Firgt, both of you take your shirts off."

"So they won't al wonder why | took mine off.” Lillith began removing her baggy Swegter. Benegth
it she wore the scantiest of bras. When she removed the bra there was no noticeable sag. Rudolf
wondered if the firemen would be as distracted as he was. He looked determinedly away and began
chinking gapsin the brick igloo, willing the fire to burn hotter, faster.

Lillith tossed ajacket over her shoulders and went out to the gate where sirens were subsiding with
widful littlemoans

"What're we supposed to be doing here when they come in?' Rudolf asked.

Faherty looked back from where the lissome, dark-haired Lillith had just exited on her delaying
misson. "Play it by ear,” hesaid. "Don't say anything till shegivesusaciue.

They worried about the furnace, suffing mud into the leaks and trying to help the flame dong. Rudolf
glanced at hiswatch. It had been fifteen minutes sncethey lit the pyre. Thefire seemed to be growing
hotter. He had been afraid the wax would melt and run out across the floor and set the whole building
afire but the Flaherty had apparently known what he was doing. The forge blower hummed. Thefire
roared. Haherty pulled the blower hose from one side and poked it through a hole he had jimmied into
the loose bricks on the opposite side. Rudolf plugged thefirst opening. "Got to keep the heat even,”
Flaherty said.

"Of coursewere polluting,” Lillith said in aloud voice. "But it'sfor agood cause. We're conducting
experiments with high temperature incineration. How's the smoke now?”"

Lillith was back inside, surrounded by volunteer firemen. She wore skintight hot pantsand an
ornament in her hair. The firemen were paying no atention to Rudolf and Faherty.

"Smoke?' onefindly asked. "Oh yeah. By the time we got here there wasn't any. What was that
gink?'

"A week's accumulation of garbage,” Lillith said. "Were working on ways for the homeowner to put
it al back in hisown front lawn, bonesand dl. Y ou know what abig thing organic farming is these days."

"Yegh," afireman said admiringly. "They redly arebig."



Rudolf didn't think they were big at al. But he had to admit they were anicely matched set. He
turned and saw the Flaherty was also appreciating the view. In aweird way he supposed it made sense
for the three of them to be stripped to thewaist in this hest. Some of the firemen were becoming so
inured to the sight of Lillith's ski-jump protuberances that they began sneaking glances at what Rudolf and
Faherty were doing.

Lillith put on athoroughly professiond performance of suddenly redlizing she was haf naked. "Oh!"
she shrieked, and crossed hands over her firm young frontage. The firemen's attention was once again
riveted while she hunted frantically for something to put on. Finaly she found Rudolfsjacket again and
managed to put it on in aconvealing fashion that Rudolf found more eye-catching than the blatant
nakedness of amoment ago. So, gpparently, did the visiting firemen.

Thefirewasroaring less now. Rudolf guessed the wax was burning up. He looked at hiswatch.
Forty minutes sincethey had lit it off. Sonofabitch, hethought, She's stalled them almost half an hour.

But the firemen were interested in the brick oven now. Crowding around, they began asking
uncomfortable questionslike, "If it'sahomeincinerator, where's the opening to load it?"

"Thissjust an experimenta modd," Flaherty explained. "That'swhy we did it a night. Didn't want to
bother you gintlemen with alot of smoke. Did you seeit clear intown?”

"No. We got aphone call. Wasn't it you?"

Rudolf wished he could fed the heartiness Flaherty was giving to hislaughter. "That'll be old
Riordan," the Irishman said. "He's an industrid spy from an outfit that'stryin' to stedl our patents. Hasa
regular observatory set up over therein that swamp. Kind of dry right now. | don't suppose | could
encourage you boysto burn off that grassbeforeit turnsinto area hazard?' The Irishman wiped swest
from his beetling brow and turned innocent China-blue eyes toward the firemen. " Seems tme it might be
agood thing for aman to have alittle run for it aslong's he goes around turnin’ in false darms and makin'
foine decent family men with jobsand al get up and go chasin' around in the middle of the night, losin'
their deep, scarin' their poor lovin' wives haf t'desth. Sure and the dirty spalpeen that'd do athing like
that... Ah, if only I could leave thisimportant experiment for amoment and git me handson..."

For amoment Rudolf thought it was going to work but the firemen were dtill too interested in Lillith's
chest expansion. "Still too wet to burn,” one said.

The fire was nearly out by now. Rudolf wondered if the corpse would still be recognizable. The
flame guttered out asthelast of the wax was consumed. Rudolf turned off the blower and they stood
regarding the glowing igloo expectantly. "Gonnalook now and seeif it burned up?' afireman asked.

Rudolf gave aguilty start, then realized the fireman was talking about aweek's collection of garbage.
It would be natura for garbage to have bonesin it. Rudolf prayed none of them would be ingtantly
recognizable. The brickswere ill glowing. "Haveto wat till it cools completely to giveit afar chance”
Flaherty said, obvioudy hoping the firemen would lose patience and go home. Lillith cooperated by
buttoning her jacket. It was no use. These men had been routed out of bed for the first time in months
and they weren't about to go home until they had poked and probed through that clump of glowing
bricks. Rudolf mentally chanted the disaster-to-enemy cursefor Riordan. He wondered if there was any
patron saint for corpse burners.

They stood about shuffling their feet like small boys at aweenieroast. Finally the bricks had cooled
until Haherty could wait no longer. Rudolf sneaked alook at hiswatch. It had been an hour and four
minutes since they had lit it off. A Fireman poked tentatively at the loose brick igloo. Abruptly, it
collapsed, sending up acloud of dusty ash.

Lillith caught Rudolf's eye and pointed at her teeth. Flaherty saw the gesture and nodded
imperceptibly. With ahalf dozen firemen poking through the mess Rudolf hoped they could find and pam
any teeth that had survived the holocaust.

Finally, after ten nerve-twanging minutes the firemen were gone. There had been no teeth and only
two cacined stumps of thigh bonesthat the Flaherty had stamped into unrecognizable powder before any
fireman could devel op notions of anatomy. They scooped up the sifted ashes and scattered them atop
their crop of growing duminum. Flaherty dragged out the hose and watered them down.

Lillith picked up her braand blouse and for one happy moment Rudolf thought she would take off



the jacket to put them on but she didn't. "What | need right now,” the dark-haired girl said, "isadrink.”
Rudolf suddenly realized he could use onetoo.

Riding home he knew he had involved the young victim in dl this. His conscience should be burning
holesin some dark and secret corner of his duodenum. Maybe tomorrow he would worry about it. At
the moment al hefelt wastired.

"] wonder if hewas English?' Haherty said.

"Feefiefofum.”

Rudolf tried to remember the next lines. "1 smell the blood of an Englishman. Be helive or be he
dead, I'll grind his bones to make my bread.”

It was almost daylight. They grumped about the house and talked about going to bed but nobody
made the firs move. "Busnessasusud, I'd think," Flaherty finaly said. Rudolf thought this over and
agreed.

Lillith fill had her hair in curlers. She poked about the house looking for her ingtant femininity tool
box and finally found it in acorner. "Either of you seen acigarette case?' she asked. "l remember | put it
in the kitchen for aminute.

"Wasit vauable?'

Lillith shrugged. "Might hock it for twenty dollars.

Rudolf frowned. "What wasit like?"

"Size of acigarette pack. It was black with slver trim."

Rudolf bounded upstairs. Peering cautioudy in the bathroom, he saw it in acorner behind the john.
He stretched a broom through the doorway and hooked it. The cigarette case was covered with dime.
He picked it up with ahandkerchief and brought it back downgtairs, uncomfortably aware of something
the same size and shape in his pocket. "Now we know why it happened,” he said.

Lillith grimaced as she touched dime.

"That hippie stedl it?" Flaherty asked.

Rudolf nodded. "And Tuchi thought it was something ese.”

"Twenty dollarsfor hislife," Haherty mused. "He should have quit while he was ahead." Rudolf and
Lillith put fingersto their lips.

"l think," Rudolf said after along silence, "that you'd better forget about your high tolerance yeast
and concentrate on a... Goddamn these bugd" heflared, "Thisisnoway to live!" He looked at Lillith.
"Y ou know anybody?'

The dark-haired girl frowned amoment, then picked up the phone. She dided eleven digitsand a
moment later said, "Sid, could you do some exterminating for some friends of mine?"

Therewas amoment's cryptic talk, then she said, "Hell be herein four hours.”

Flaherty was as deepless as the rest of them. At dawn he gave up and drove out to hislab.
""Somebody ought to be minding the store," he said. Lillith combed out her curlers while Rudolf made
more coffee. She woretight hot pants and aloose baggy sweseter. Between idle goatish fantasies Rudol
wondered what they were going to do about Tuchi.

Theincubator wasin his pocket. But with private armies trooping through house and gravel pit,
where ese could he hide it? One thing Rudolf resolved never to do was carry the incubator into the
bathroom. Remembering the way the woul d-be bandit had dipped, he wondered how safe the kitchen
was. Tuchi could beliterdly anywhere! She traveled through streams, up sewer pipes. How about fresh
water pipes?

Lillith had wiped the dime from her cigarette case cum lighter. "Won't work," she said.

"Checked thefluid?'

Moments later she handed the open case to Rudolf. Itsinnards were shattered and congedled into
strange new shapes asif everything had melted, flowed for amicrosecond, and then frozen again.

"It figures" Rudolf said, "Whatever—" Abruptly, he remembered the bugs. He went to the
typewriter and wrote, "Whatever cut himin 2 was heat ray, hot enough to cauterize. Y ou noticed no
bleeding?'



Lillith nodded. Wondering what he could do with thisinformation, Rudolf picked idly at the
case-lighter. Its plagtic shattered and he held the innards, atiny metal frame smeared with bits of melted
plastic components. He flexed the metal and they flaked away. For such athin piece of meta it was
surprisingly rigid. Hetried again to bend it and odd bits about modules of eagticity and tensile strengths
surfaced from hislong forgotten engineering courses. This sheet of aluminum couldn't be much thicker
than — he got arazor blade and quickly learned which was the hardest.

There was aknock on the door. A crewcut typein thick glasses asked, "Is Miss Lasky here?!

Lillith appeared making shushing noises. The stranger began walking around the house with a
frequency probe. It was about the size of atable cigarette lighter and had a selector switch on one side.
A bulb lit up. He moved to where the bulb got brightest and pulled what looked like agolf tee from
behind adoor molding. He pulled atransistor radio from his pocket and started it playing softly on the
kitchen table beside the spike mike.

An hour later adozen bugs were scattered across the table top, each listening to adifferent sound
source. One cassette was emitting Sighs, gasps, and grunts that caused Rudolf to look embarrassedly into
gpace when Lillith caught him andlyzing the faint line dividing the sacred from the profane insde her hot
pants.

Standing adozen feet from the collection of mikes on the table the stranger said, "I think the house's
clean now. Want meto do anything el se?"

Lillith looked a Rudolf. "The grave pit?" she asked.

Rudolf nodded. "Lillith can watch the house and make sure they don't plant any more here."

"No need aslong as you keep them convinced these are working," the crewcut man said.

Rudolf guided the debugging expert out to the gravel pit. Haherty was bumbling about growling
happy blagphemiesin histrangt-mix basso as he fiddled with amicrotome. " Think oime onto something,”
he said, then suddenly he saw the crewcut stranger.

Rudolf put hisfinger to hislips and FHaherty went back to his dicing. Crewcut waved hiswand about
and uncovered golf-tee shaped microphones. He repositioned them near the noisest part of their
mechinery.

Flaherty was bouncing about the lab with such cheerful abandon that for amoment Rudolf thought
he had gotten into the sauce again. But there was a purpose to the wild Irishman's bustle. "' See these?"
Hewaved what looked like tiny shavingsin front of Rudolf.

"What arethey?'

But the Flaherty suddenly remembered the crewcut stranger. Rudolf was aso uncomfortably aware
of proliferation. In less than twenty-four hoursthey had acquired Lillith Lasky. He wondered if Sid would
become a permanent fixture too.

"That clears up your problem for awhile," the crew-cut Sid said. "But | should come back oncea
week just like any other bug exterminator. Y ou want some darms?”

"Do you have any that'd keep dl these people out?’

"Nothing can stop a patient and determined pro. I'll be back next week."

"What'm | into you for?"

"Plenty. You'll get my hill." Sid shook hands and drove away.

"What were you showing me?' Rudolf asked.

"Bitsof gdlatin potted in epoxy resin,” Flaherty said.

"Vey intereging.”

"It's how you get an duminophagic bacterium to hold still while you dice him thin enough to see
through."

"What do they look like?"

"Remarkably indigtinct. Now that |'ve done everything that can be done with an optical microscope,
| need aquick look through something better."

Rudolf tried to remember the term Flaherty had used. "A scanning microscope?’ he asked.

Flaherty shook hishead. "They're nice for three dimensona views and you can look at thicker
specimens but they'll only go up athousand diameters or so— not much better than agood light



microscope if you get a phase contrast — even aflying spot type for that matter.”

"I'msorry | asked."

Flaherty laughed. "The thing you're talking about and the ones I'm talking about work the same way.
They send alight beam or an € ectron beam zapping back and forth just likea TV camera. Theimageis
built up out of millions of yes-no decisions asto whether this particular spot islight or dark. They'refine
for automeatic blood counts or Sizing paint pigments but I've got to see inside a chromosome,

"A transmission el ectron microscope takes the whole picture dl at once, like acameraor ahuman
eye— no scanning. It can go up to amillion diameters— actualy see an atom in some cases. But the
specimen hasto be thin enough for an dectron beam to shine through. And you run into other problems.”

"Likewhat?"

"Electrons aren't that much smaller than what we're looking at. It'slike throwing tomatoes at aman
infront of awall. Y ou get a silhouette where they don't hit thewal but it'skind of fuzzy. And if you leave
your specimen in too long or crank the voltage up too high you blow it to pieces.”

"| can see another problem,” Rudolf said.

"Oh?"

"Where are we going to get a transmission el ectron microscope?”

"All | need is about fifteen minutes with oneto verify afew suspicions”

"Y ou're evading the question.”

"Not redlly. Let'sgo home now."

They turned off lights and machinery. Rudolf gave the auminum bed aquick look and, satified it
was growing on schedule, got into the dump truck with Faherty.

Lillith had amedl nearly ready when they returned. "Any problems?’ Rudolf pointed upstairs.

Lillith shook her heed. "But if you think I'm going to use that bathroom again you've got another
think coming."

Murmuring absent-minded blasphemies, Flaherty retired to his room with abucket of warm water.
Sometime later he descended freshly shaven and bathed, wearing the suit he had last worn the day
Rudolf turned down amillion amonth.

"Youdidnt deep at dl last night,” Rudolf said. Y ou're not going out now are you?'

"l had angpinthelab.”

Rudolf ate absently, wishing he could afford a house where he dared use the bathroom. "How much
per day isamillion amonth?' he asked.

"Thirty-two thousand, two hundred fifty-eight dollars, six and four-tenths cents,” Faherty said
promptly.

Rudolf gasped. "Y ou're a human computer too?"

"No, dear boy. I've been waitin' for you to ask that question.”

"Where're you going?' Rudolf asked.

"Off to seeanearsghted friend," Flaherty said gaily. "If I'm right our worriesare over.”

"Well be independent of the—" Habit inhibited Rudolf from mentioning the incubator. Hishand in
his pocket suddenly remembered the piece of scorched meta from Lillith's cigarette case. " See what you
can make of thiswhileyou'reat it," he said, and explained what had happened.

Flaherty shrugged and puit it in his pocket. "No doubt you two young people will find waysto amuse
yoursaves" heleered, and departed, leaving Rudolf squirming in such an agony of embarrassment that he
firmly resolved the only thing ever to develop would be Lillith Lasky's pictures.

"Mail," she said when they wereaone.

Rudolf sorted the handful of junk, trying not to look at Miss Lasky's trim terminus as she washed
dishes. Was there anything she didn't know how to do? One letter had a postmark from thetiny
reservation town where Rudolf had gone to school. "Dear Alumnus—" It was a begging | etter.

"Chrig!" hemumbled.

"Y ou say something?" Lillith asked from the kitchen.

"No." Rudolf crumpled the letter and turned onthe TV.

Wearing his flying-saucers-and-other-s|ly-season-nonsense grin, anetwork commentator was



saying, "Whatever itsorigin, hasfindly flushed itself out into the ocean where it goes unnoticed among the
countless pollutions emitted daily from Greater New Y ork."

Rudolf wished he dared tell the commentator whereit had really gone,

"... Another eye-smarting day predicted asthe Regiond Authority again confirmsits ban on al open
burning. Experts predict..." Rudolf switched to another channel and got more news. Thistime hefindly
redlized he waslooking at the fast-risng skeleton of St. Audrey's new building. Rudolf counted on his
fingerstrying to figure how long it had been since he and Flaherty had begun their unlikely partnership.

He wondered what the wild Irishman was up to. So many things could go wrong: He could have his
pockets picked; he could be lured into abar and have his brains picked; he could, Rudolf realized,
actualy be kidnapped by the golden horde. Rudolf wondered again about the blast that had
disfenestrated their taxi. Maybe he should have sgned with the golden horde. Working from theinside
maybe he could have convinced St. Audrey that something had to be done quick. Then he remembered
Faherty had tried to work from the insde. How long, he wondered, had Flaherty had adrinking
problem?

"| hateto bring thisup,” Lillith said, ""but men and women — even us minority groups— al have one
thing in common.”

Rudolf gave her alook of bleak inquiry.

"What are we going to do about a toilet?'

Rudolf tried to concentrate. Whatever bisected the would-be bandit had not cut therest of the
house in two. Either its effect waslimited or Tuchi had cranked down the range. Rudolf was not
enthusiastic about staying where one murder had already happened, but logic told him that wherever he
went the alien would not be far behind. The incubator had been in Rudolf's pants pocket, beside his bed
inthe upgtairs. If the dien had not been ableto get it from there...

Which put Rudolf back where he had started. Tuchi had a heet ray. But he did not know its range.
The one thing he knew for sure was that nothing would ever get him back insde that bathroom again.

Lillithwaslooking a him. "lsn't there onein your camper?' he asked.

"They took it out to make room for photographic equipment.”

Rudolf went out into the back yard where an awning was flapping itsdf to piecesin the winds of
procrastination. He came back with a plastic bucket fastened to the end of a pole made from the
diffening rod of the awning.

"What's that other piece of ropefor?' Lillith asked.

"Trippingline"

"Not elegant, but | guessit'spracticad.”

A short time later biology's non-negotiable demand had Rudolf on one end of the pole and aplastic
bucket on the other. Dumping it into the john without spilling was remarkably liketrying to land a
twenty-pound fish on four-pound tackle.

The problem was complicated when the tripping line became snagged beneath the seet of the john.
Mumbling cursesin Sioux and English, Rudolf raised the bucket to freeit. Therewasablueflash and a
sound like a concussion grenade going off ingde a coffin. In recongtructing the incident later Rudolf was
sure he would have dropped the bucket anyway but he was spared that misadventure by the abrupt
disappearance of bucket, contents, tripping line, and the last elghteen inches of the pole.

CHAPTER 10

Downgtairs Lillith poured him adug of Irish Tranquilizer. "Y ou can't say you didn't know it was
loaded,” she said.
Rudolf said nothing. The trap had been set to make him lose his head suddenly and irrevocably, had



he been rash enough to sit enthroned. He went upstairs again. Poking with the pole, helearned thefield
was roughly ayard across and centered over the john. Sometimesit snapped at his pole and other times
it did not. He couldn't deduce what triggered it.

Findly, disgustedly, he took a great whipping whack at it and was once more rewarded with the
blue flash and doomsday bang. Downstairs he studied the end of the pole. It was the common
commercia grade of duminum used for TV antennas and lawn furniture. Now the end he had whipped
through the field was converted to that same superhard compound as Lillith'sradio. He wondered if
Flaherty would remember to andyzeit.

Lillith sat across the room wearing her blue robe asif she still expected him to perform some magic
that would let her take a bath. Though the robe covered far more than the hot pants she had worn al day
Rudolf found his eyes drawn perversaly to gentle swells and amost-seen outlines. She sat demurdly, legs
coiled benegth her, reading an ancient Life. It never occurred to Rudolf that Lillith was giving him the
business.

The phone rang. When aman asked for Miss Lasky he handed it to her. Lillith uncoiled likea
contented cat. She listened at length, trying several timesto get aword in. Looking a Rudolf, sheraised
eyebrowsin despar. "All right,” shefindly said.

"What's going on?" Rudolf asked when she had hung up.

"Riot a Johns Hopkins. Bunch of longhairs say they're vivisecting or some damned thing.”

"Y ou're going? Won't it be dangerous?’

"I'll be back as soon's| can," Lillith promised. She bustled about picking things up and finaly was
ready to go. "Don't look so woebegone," she said. "Redly, | will be back.” And Rudolf stood inthe
doorway wondering if his naked need had been so obvious. Why e se, he wondered, would she have
kissed him?

Hetried to forget about the superbly engineered photographer and concentrate on another femaein
hislife. There must be some way to make peace with Tuchi. There was one very smpleway. But where,
Rudolf wondered, would he be without the incubator? Back on the reservation, that's where!

Suddenly Rudolf redlized there was away. He went back upstairs to the bathroom door. "Tuchi," he
cdled, "I can't give you the—" He dtill couldn't bring himself to say incubator out loud. "I can't give you
the thing you asked for but I've plenty of pure auminum now. I'll give you dl you want. Tuchi — areyou
there?' There was no answer. Rudolf poked with the duminum pole and burned off another inch. He
tried several more times but there was no answer from the dien.

Heturned on the TV and hunted for the late evening news. As per Lillith's report angry longhairs
chanted dogans around avaguely Greek templish building which he learned was the Johns Hopkins
medica center. The police didn't seem too excited. Nobody el se paid any attention. Men in white coats
bustled in and out carrying books and briefcases, occasiondly turning to glance self-conscioudy et the
camera. One burly, bushy eye-browed man in awhite lab coat and carrying a bulging manilaenvelope
stopped at the head of the steps. He faced the camera, waved and smiled. Rudolf could have sworn it
was Flaherty.

There was the unmi stakable sound of the dump truck. A moment later Flaherty entered. "How did
you doit?" Rudolf asked. "Did you fly?"

"Dowhat?'

Rudolf pointed a the TV where longhairs fill milled, shouting angry dogans.

"Everything comesto him who waits" Haherty said. "But it comes quicker if you plan ahead.”

"You arranged ariot just so you could get in to use amicroscope during the commotion?”

"Remember, | did my postgrad inrioting in Irdland. Someday one of those kids cantdll his
grandchildren he was on the Sde of the angels," Flaherty said, "though | muchly doubt if he knew it a the
time"

"But you showed your face. Why did you have to wave to me?"

"Dear boy, | wasn't waving at you."

"Oh!" Rudolf guessed the I rishman was thumbing his nose a the golden horde for some devious
reason.



"What'd you learn?"

"Now | know how to program a'die’ command into adouble hdlix."

"I'd be moreinterested in aculture that didn't die," Rudolf said.

"Now where would we be if we devel oped one and some of our curious friends got hold of it?
Anyhow," FHaherty continued, "weve got other fishto fry."

"A fish damn near fried me while you were gone.”

Suddenly Haherty noticed they were aone. "Wheresthe lovely, lissome Lillith?" he asked.

"Off covering your riot."

Flaherty laughed.

"What's more important than a culture that doesn't die?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty tossed him the scrap of scorched meta from Lillith'slighter. "Thisll get you asrich asthe
auminophageif you learn how to makeit."

"Likethis?' Rudolf asked, and handed Flaherty the end of the awvning pole.

"What happened?’

Rudolf told him. "Why isit so important?' he asked.

Flaherty found Tullamore Dew and poured adrink. "I couldn't begin to explain the crystaline
sructure,” he said, "but they're extremely long, extremely regular. Now what doesthat hint to you?'

"l never got that far."

" Superhard, superstrong, superductile. If St. Audrey could get his hands on enough of this he could
build amile-high building with inch-thick walls. The difference to architecture isthe jump from astraw hut
to the Great Pyramid!"

"Just what we need," Rudolf groused, "more goddamn buildings!™

"If people are going to breed like yeast somebody hasto build the tanks to hold them.”

"Youwant to sl thisto St. Audrey?”

"l wasthinking moreintermsof giving it to him."

"We are on the same side, aren't we?'

"Aye," the Haherty agreed. "Think of the fun he could havetryin' to figure out how it's done. Why,
itd fair put him off thetrack of the duminophage.”

"Suppose he does find out.”

"It's done by instantaneous heating followed by equaly instantaneous cooling.”

"That'simpossible”

"With the present state of the art it's something more than impossible. But I'm not opposed to letting
the golden horde spend themselvesinto ahole learning that.”

"Isthat why you waved to the camera?'

"It'sasowhy | didn't gtrip thefilm out of the scanning microscope's recording camera.”

"Y ou left apicture of the true-breeding aluminophage! ™

"l said scanning microscope,” Flaherty said. "I made damn sure the camera wasn't working when |
looked over my specimensin the transmission microscope in another room.”

"What'd you learn that makes you so happy?'

"Remember how | told you it was imposs ble— the way there was more energy coming out than
went in?'

v

"Well, thelittle buggers don't live eight days and then die. They only live four hours.”

"Thewit of your remark utterly escagpes me.”

""Tisthe damnedest thing y'ever saw," the Hiaherty marveled.

"l haven't seenit.”

"Oh aye. Darwin would have such an intellectua orgasm the poor man's brain would run out his
nose"

Rudolf sighed.

"Ingant evolution.”

Sooner or later the Irishman would start talking sense, Rudolf decided. All he had to do was wait.



""Twasthe 'true breeding' that put me off,” Flaherty continued. "Tuchi, poor dime, probably wasn't
ddiberatdly mideading, but mental set hasalot t'do with how you gpproach aproblem. | went at it asif
true breeding were right and proper.”

Rudolf wondered if any of thiswould ever be understandable.

"The way this species gets around the limitations of the solar congtant isby not breeding true.” The
Irishman laughed. "How aman gets entangled in semantics. A bacterium's math is different from ours”

While Rudolf stared in mute despair the Flaherty drew abreath, poured another drink, and got
under way again. "Two equasone. That's sexud reproduction: infinite possibilities of mixing genesfor
gredter variety. Sex wasthe grestest invention ever. Animals evolve thousands of times faster than they
did with budding or fisson where one splitsinto two and there's never achance of combining strange
genesjust to seeif thelittle bugger's going to be yellow or brown or kinky-haired."

"| recelve adigtinct impression that you'retrying to tell me something,” Rudolf said.

"l am. Our duminophage reproduces sexudly.”

"I'm happy for them.”

"They livefour hours, eat abit of aumina, carry it partway toward reduction, then they copulate and
die"

"Why must people dways go to extremes?' Rudolf wondered.

"The next generation doesn't breed true. They've evolved just far enough to take the partialy
reduced duminaand bring it abit farther toward reduction to pure metd. Then they die and their
offspring are different enough for the next step. Darwin and Huxley would have come unglued.”

"How do you move an eectron from atight low-energy orbit to awide high-energy orbit in steps?”’
Rudolf asked. "I thought it was like a quantum jump.”

"Asyou told the young lady about the feathers," Flaherty said, "It works." He scratched his bulbous
nose and thought amoment. "Maybe they build up somekind of leverage, generation after generation,
until finaly that electron sngpsout.” He poured another drink.

"Y ou've gtated the problem quite nicely,” Rudolf said. "Now what can we do about it?"

"Undergtanding the problem is ninety percent of solvingit,” Haherty said. "Any mail?'

"Begging letter for me. Another specid ddlivery for you."

Flaherty tore hisinto shreds without opening it. "How about our feders?' he asked.

"Therésapaint company thinks they can use the ooze without us going to the bother of pressing it.
Could turn into agood thing."

"How much arethey interested in?"

"About three times as much aswe're producing.”

Flaherty smiled. "We shall soon be faced with the happy problem of whereto store dl our money.”

"D'you suppose the golden horde could tie up adeposit in a Swiss bank?'

"Given timethey could do anything. We might spread it around a bit; put somein Mexico."

"Areyou kidding?'

"Peso's sounder than the dollar,” Haherty said. " Those Europeans who make snide remarks about
banana revolutions have al had wars and deva uations since the last Mexican bank failed. And they pay
ten percent.”

"Where do you learn these things?"

"On that page in the paper that poor people never read.”

"Do you think we should incorporate or go public or whatever they call it?

"I'd rather wait awhile. .. till I've worked out whether we can do without the one indispensable
atice”

Rudolf told the Irishman about his unsuccessful offer to Tuchi. They went upstairsto the bathroom
door and Flaherty spent ten minutes loudly cgoling an empty toilet bowl. Finaly they gave up and went
to bed.

Rudolf checked the crack under his doorway and chinked it with newspaper. How thin could Tuchi
spread hersdlf across adry surface? He had a sudden flash of brilliance and went downstairs for acan of
Drano, then sprinkled the dry caustic crystals dong the bathroom door threshold.



Life settled into aroutine of hard physical |abor which was endurable only because they were piling
up money in denominations Rudolf had never believed existed. He had employed afirm of New Y ork
accountants whom the Flaherty had guaranteed to be at odds with the golden horde and the nagging
problems of bookkeeping and quarterly estimated returns were being taken care of. Rudolf wanted to
hire [abor to expand but Faherty convinced him it would be impossible to hire help that could not be
rehired by the golden horde.

"But they're sneeking in here fill, stedling samples and photographing us from every angle,”" Rudolf
protested.

"True." Flaherty turned up histransstor. Nowadays each carried one going full blast on different
stations when they had to talk out in the open where Riordan's parabolic mikes could pick up awhisper
from ahdf mile. Insde house and lab they had antibug jammersto gum up the low frequency FM spike
mikesthat Sid removed once aweek.

"The high tolerance yeast |ooks better every day,” Flaherty said over the squawk of radios.

"Damn the yeadt! | want atrue breeding a uminophage so we can give something back to
somebody." Despite antibugging precautions Rudolf could not bring himsdf to mention the incubator.

"Same problem,” Flaherty said. "When | solve oneI'll have the other."

"When will thet be?"

"About yesterday, 1'd say."

"Well good! Let'sget withit."

The Irishman shook his head. "I know how. That's enough.”

"But..."

"Butif | doit, some of our nocturna visitors might pick up asample." Haherty shrugged. "Doesn't
redly make adamn t'me but you won't have your monopoly anymore.”

"Isit something | could understand — learn how to do it if you told me?”

"Ohaye, | think s0." Flaherty frowned at the effort of speaking over the tinny squawks of transistor
radios. "Later," he said. "Whin we can do without dl this"

They drove home. Though Rudolf had made nightly appedls Tuchi had not resppeared in the John,
but an occasiona probe with a pole showed her trap was till there. Rudolf had studied the Drano
crystals sprinkled across the threshold and wasn't sure whether the dien had attempted crossing. Things
were going well. Too well. Weeks had passed and they had not heard from the golden horde. There had
been no inquiries about amissing hippie. There had been no word from Lillith. And as she had promised,
Pamela had gotten out of Rudolf'slife.

Nearing the smdl white house in the village, Rudolf saw ablack Cadillac. "Here comestrouble,” he
said. While they were parking the dump truck aman got out of the Cadillac. It was Mr. St. Audrey. He
looked worried.

"We dtill have nothing to talk about,” Flaherty said.

"Mr. Redwolf, please," S. Audrey said. "Someday you may be afather too."

"The possibility has occurred to me," Rudolf said, "but could you connect it up alittle better?”

"l want to talk to Pamela— at least know if she'sdl right.”

"Why ask me?"

"Sheisn't here? When shel€ft | thought she was moving in with you."

Rudolf felt a sudden visceral wrench. He looked at Flaherty. The Irishman looked blankly at St.
Audrey. "Haven't seen her for weeks," he said.

S. Audrey's matinee idol facade collapsed. He was shorter, grayer, and older. He staggered.
Rudolf caught hisarm. They led him ingde and got him on the sofa. Flaherty poured adrink. Moments
later St. Audrey seemed better. "Sorry,” he said.

Rudolf remembered hislast glimpse of coal, ever with-it Pamela as tears started and she walked
blindly off into the night. "Why did you wait so long to look for her?' he asked.

. Audrey sat up and pulled himself together. "Weve had our differences,”" he said. "But remember,
| invited you into the firm and into the family. | thought she wasin safe hands.”

"What made you change your mind?’



"Something in the front seat of my car. Would you please bring it?

Rudolf crossed the street to the Cadillac and found anew Life. Waking back he thumbed through it
and saw:

A Soux makesit big the white man's way.

There was atwo page spread of Rudolf prancing up and down the gravel pit in paint and feather
duster. Between other pictures of Flaherty and himsalf operating machiner in the plant Rudolf learned
how he had singlehandedly stayed the golden horde. Though no one mentioned St. Audrey, the
referencesto amillionaire syndicate putting up arevolutionary new building left small doubt which bunch
of badasses were spying on him, hampering him at every turn.

By thetime Rudolf was back insde the house he learned that Lillith, in order to preserve security
around an experiment in progress, had masqueraded as his bride to discourage a beautiful but nameless
red-headed snooper. "Y ou have no ideawhere sheis?' he asked.

St Audrey shook his head.

"When did this magazine hit the stlands?"' FHatherty asked when he had seen the article,

"Y esterday. | suppose subscribersgot it earlier.”

"Just about any minute now, 1'd guess,”" Haherty said.

S. Audrey looked up. ™Y ou may beright,” he said. "I hope so."

After savera minutes of inconclusivetalk their arch-enemy departed, taking with him their promise
to cdl if Pamela showed up.

"You redly think Pamelawill come back here?' Rudolf asked.

Flaherty shrugged. "Do you care? Consdering that you look like afreshly boated flounder, | can
only surmise that you do. Dear boy, you have my sincere sympathy.”

"Where do you suppose sheis?'

Two eveningslater Rudolf was still wondering when the phone rang and &t. Audrey said, "You
know, young man, my origind offer istill open.”

"Y our what? Where's Pamela? Y ou've found her?"

"Pameda? Oh yes. Shewasin Bermuda Came back yesterday.”

Suddenly Rudolf redlized nothing had really changed. He had kicked Pamelaout of hislife. He had
no cause for complaint if she stayed kicked. "Y ou, uh — what were you saying?'

"I'm sending amessenger with some papers,” St. Audrey said. "L ook them over carefully before you
givemeayesor no."

"Now what wasthat al about?' Flaherty asked.

Rudoalf explained.

"By theway," FHaherty said, "what happened to that pole you were using to spring the trap?"

"It got so short | threw it out.”

"Where?'

"Backyard somewhere."

Flaherty got aflashlight and went outside. "Not there," he said when he camein.

"Youweregoing to giveit to . Audrey anyway."

"Aye, that | was. Maybeit's better thisway." Haherty hummed and mumbled to himsdlf. "Be
prepared for something when the messenger getshere,”" he finaly warned.

"What?"

"l wish | knew."

"Y ou said that suff wasimportant.”

"Itis. It'saso usdess.”

"How come?"

"State of the art, dear boy. We're making a uminum because the generd levd of technology makes
thetimeripe"

"lan't this superductile, superstrong junk just amatter of timetoo?”

"Ayelad. But it'll be some time before somebody has a pocket H-bomb to produce thirty thousand
degrees of instantaneous heat and cooling. Besides, it'd only make cities denser and pollution worse. Be



happy making duminum, air, and money."

Rudolf fdt the incubator in his pocket and guessed Flaherty wasright. "I wish we could make peace
with Tuchi," hesaid.

There was aknock on the door.

"Hereit comes," Flaherty growled, but when Rudolf opened the door he recognized the lean, elderly
man from somewhere. Findly he redlized it wasthe village postmagter. "Don't normally make deliveries
but since | was on my way home..."

While Rudolf and FHaherty stared the old man dragged a bulging mail sack through the door. "Two
moreout inthe car,” hesaid. "Y ou fdlersare gettin' popular. Y ou ought to rent a bigger box.”

By thetime they had unwrapped dozens of boxes of home made cookies, read an endless number
of marriage proposas and lessformal propositions, Rudolf was convinced of Life's pulling power.

"Here's a begging letter from some Indian school,” Haherty said.

"Throw it away."

"All of them?'

"I | sound bitter it's because | am. My family islong dead of preventable disease. Don't open
anything that looks Indian. Just skim the New Y ork City stuff for aroyaty check."

"For what?'

"My book," Rudalf said. "I'm till an author.”

"Y ou could buy a publishing house now."

Thinking of what he could do to that goddamn Mohawk who'd kicked him when he was down,
Rudolf consdered it.

There was another knock. Thistimeit was St. Audrey's messenger.

Rudolf knew as much about women's fashion as he did about art. But in each case he knew what he
liked. Looking as exquigitely virginal asever, Pamdawaswearing it. "Hello, Rudy,” she sad.

Flaherty took the large manila envel ope she held. There was an awkward silence which Flaherty
filled with blarney while pouring drinks. "How've you been?' Rudolf asked.

"Fine" Pamelalooked & piles of mail overflowing into corners. "What'sdl that?'

"Haf of it'sfrom women who want to marry him." Flaherty pointed at Rudolf.

"Sodol, Rudy."

Rudolf could fed that sullen, reservation mentdity dipping over him. Why, he wondered, did he have
to be so suspicious? Pamela St. Audrey wasn't agold digger. Even now Rudolf suspected she could buy
and sall him twice aweek. If he were ever to join the human race he would never have anicer invitation.

"When?' he asked.

Pamdasfacelit up so wonderfully he knew he would never regret his choice. "Do you really mean
it, Rudy? Tomorrow then. Tonight, whenever you want!"

Flaherty shuffled through the papersin the big manila envelope and handed one to Rudolf.

The bearer is unaware of the contents of this message except in a general way — that we
wish closer ties for the common good. The bearer is hereby empowered to make personal
arrangements regardless of the ultimate disposition of other matters pending.

"What doesit mean, Rudy?'

"We have Papa's blessing whatever | decideto do.”

"And what have you decided to do?’

"As| have previoudy stated, | rely implicitly on Dr. FHaherty'sjudgment.”

Pamelaturned to the Irishman. "What do you think?" she asked.

"Sgnit," Haherty said.

CHAPTER 11



Rudolf dropped hisdrink. Ignoring its spreading stain on the carpet, he looked closdly to seeif
Flaherty wasjuiced aready.

"It looks like he's come to his senses and would like to bresthe as well asthe next man,” Haherty
sad. "I'll have an independent loophole expert 1ook it over, of course, but it'stime we stopped playing
around in acorner and got this thing going worldwide."

"Ishe offering the same terms— amillion amonth?"

"Better," FHaherty said. "He's agreed to the delay penalty clause.”

"Thiscdlsfor aceebration,” Rudolf decided.

"Wonderful!" Pamdasad. "Where shal we go?'

"The supermarket,” Flaherty said firmly. "There's no restaurant in twenty miles and bedamned if I'd
put on atietonight anyway." He scribbled furioudy and handed Rudolf alist. Y ou children get thisand
I'll cook."

Pameafinished her drink with agulp. Rudolf followed her out to the oriental red Lamborghini,
wandering in a happy daze with visions of sugarplums. Flaherty's grocery list included bottles of
Tullamore Dew and severd varieties of mix. What the hell, Rudolf thought. They'd worked hard enough
for thisday.

By thetimethey got back to the house the wild Irishman had a head gart. Y et he still seemed
competent in the kitchen. Y ou children enjoy yoursaves," he said, leering asif he were expecting a
public consummetion. Rudolf managed asickly grin and ignored it. "Mailed the contracts of f dready,”
Haherty parenthesized as he was handing out fresh drinks.

"To St. Audrey?' A scare shot through Rudolf. Then he remembered he hadn't signed anything.

"Our accountants hate your prospective father-in-law'sintestind plumbing. If theres any fine print
theyll find it."

Rudolf relaxed and sipped hisdrink.

"Tous" Pamdasad. They linked arms and drank without spilling more than adrop or two.
Studying her fragileloveliness Rudolf felt protective instinctsrising like the spring sap. Lovely, red-haired,
nubile Pamelal All thisand money too! "To us," he repeated, and they drank again. Abruptly he
remembered the hash he had made of thingsthe last time Pamela had dined here. Rudolf put the glass
down, determined never again to be adrunk Indian.

Looking like aleprechaun recovering from dyspepsia, the Flaherty bounced in and out of the kitchen
refilling drinks. Pamelabecame so ingstent that Rudolf match her glassfor glassthat acertain native
caution made him wonder if that sullen suspicion of reservation days might not be hisbest friend after all.

But what the hell... If she were planning a swifty she would need her wits about her. Noting the
dightly durred speech, Rudolf tried to remember how many times he had seen Pamelaloaded. Whenever
he visudized her red-headed loveiness the thought that came to mind was an icy supercool. Pamela
might throw herself wholeheartedly into harebrained causes, but the news had never been full of "heiress
arested” headlines.

He remembered the lonely weeks since he had last seen her. It must have been as bad for Pamela.
Maybe worse. Rudolf had had the consolation of hard work. What the hell... They were together. That
was what counted.

Faherty's dinner proved edible. By switching full glassesfor emptys Rudolf kept agrip on his sanity
while Pamelaand the wild Irishman became progressvely smashed. The suspicion crossed hismind that
thiswas dl someweird game and that his partner and his promised bride were ill sllently maneuvering,
each hunting for avulnerable spot. But as the laughter became louder Rudolf decided he wasimagining
things

"Rudy, darling, you're not drinking."

Rudolf was tempted to say he knew better things to do with Pemal but one never knew how women
would react to adirect approach. He wished the wild Irishman would run down and go to bed. Suddenly
he remembered the bathroom. He and Flaherty had become so used to a bucket and a pole they did it
automatically but if Pamela should wander upgtairs... Rudolf shuddered. While they were drinking



another toast to duminum and free air he sneaked upstairs and hammered spikes through the bathroom
door into the jamb.

When he came back downgtairs Flaherty was singing. Even without knowing Gadlic, Rudolf was
convinced the song was obscene. With her ladylike aplomb Pamelahad not falen flat on her facein the
mashed potatoes but Rudolf saw there would be no problem getting her into his bed. The problem would
be to keep her from flowing back out again. He picked her up, struggled with limpness, and felt his back
sraining. He changed his grip. Exposing great grabbable areas of pantyhose, he got her upstairswith a
fireman'scarry.

Flaherty was till singing saacious Celtic songs when he went back down. He considered putting the
Irishman to bed too, then redlized he wasn't far enough gone yet and it might turn into astruggle.
Disgustedly, Rudolf drew abucket of warm water from the kitchen faucet. He went up to hisroom and
began taking abath.

Pamela, he guessed, must have roused momentarily. She was beneath the coverswith only her
angelic face showing within ahalo of red hair. She moaned faintly but did not open her eyes. Finished
bathing, Rudolf went downgtairs wearing histowd like aloincloth and emptied the bucket inthe sink. The
drain was acting up again. Helingered until convinced the water was dowly going down. Flaherty was
gl singing. Rudolf gritted histeeth and tried to step by. "Dear boy," the Irishman said, "1 warned you t'be
prepared for something.”

"y e

" — och, never mind."

Rudolf went back upstairs. It seemed to him that he had gone through all this once before. Walking
past the nailed-shut bathroom he suddenly stopped. Water was overflowing through the crack under the
door. Then he saw the three black dotsin atriangle. It wasn't water coming through the door.

"Tuchi!" Rudolf chattered, "I've been trying to get in touch with you — trying to make aded. Can't
wetak thisover?'

"Thetimefor taking ispagt,” the alien snapped.

"What do you mean?' Rudolf had asinking feding that he knew very wel what thisangry femae
meant. He thought of running downgtairs but it would take hopel ess minutes to rouse Flaherty. And
Pamelawas right behind his bedroom door. If Tuchi started swinging ahest ray ...

"My time has come.”

"“Timefor what?"

"I'm spawning.”

"Right now?" Suddenly Rudolf remembered. "Uh — how many did you say it would be?’

" About twenty-five hundred.”

"Will they, uh — when you leave will you take them home with you?' Rudolf wondered whet earth
would belikewith little Tuchis dithering about every waterway, poking inquisitive heads up through every
snk and john.

"Y ou could have prevented this," Tuchi said. The part of her that had passed beneath the door
writhed in sudden conclusion. " There went another seven.”

"They comein groups of seven?'

"How else would you spawvn?’ Tuchi snagpped.

"The problem had never occurred to me," Rudolf said. "But weve got plenty of auminum now —
your kind. Y ou can have dl you want."

"I'vedready taken dl | want. Do you think | couldn't smell it growing haf a continent away?"

"Then what are you doing here?"

"1 need the incubator to clean that disgusting messyou sold me out of the drive.”

"Oh." Rudolf thought amoment. "I'll haveto ask Flaherty." He turned to go downdtairs.

"Move and you'l be deader than that snapping turtle amile upstream that just nipped me," Tuchi
promised.

Hearing afaint boom seconds later, Rudolf thought the aien could keep the promise. He hesitated.
Pameawas safely adeep. If he could rouse the wild Irishman enough to get an outside opinion...



"Haherty!" heyelled, "Lady here wantsto see you." Moments later his partner came grumbling and
sumbling up the steps. "It's Tuchi,” Rudolf said.

Flaherty stared, trying to focus, and findly made out the dien'striangular face. "I'd like to use the
bathroom,” he said. "'Couldn't we work something out?*

" She wants the incubator. Can we giveit to her?'

Flaherty was suddenly very sober. "There you go with semantics again. Succinctly, can we not give
it to her?'

"I've been congdering it from that angle too," Rudolf said.

Tuchi squirmed and contracted like a salt-sprinkled dug. Rudolf remembered the Drano he had
sprinkled across the threshold but surely the alien must have neutralized that somehow. He guessed she
was squeezing out another septet of monsters. Turning to Flaherty he said, ™Y ou said you'd worked out
how to do without it. | guess the time has come.”

Somewhere acar started and laid astrip of rubber down avillage street. " Goddamn
squirre-braind™ Flaherty parenthesized.

Tuchi was squirming to angle her triangular head toward Rudolf's bedroom door. Rudolf wondered
how much longer the dien's patience would last. "All right,” he said. "WEéll giveit to you!"

"I'd be careful," Flaherty began.

"Y ou'd be dead too," Rudolf added.

"Thedecisonisno longer yours,” Tuchi said. ™Y our confederate must cooperate too."

"I'm cooperating,” Flaherty said hadtily.

"Wait just aminute,”" Rudolf added. "I'll get it for you."

"That'swhat you think," Tuchi snapped.

"I will! It'sright herein my room." Rudolf hitched the sagging towe up around hiswaist and stepped
back dowly, expecting to be zapped any moment. Giving silent thanks that Pamelawas adeep, he
opened the door to his room. She had the blankets clear up over her head now. He rummaged through
his pants. Where the hell, he wondered, had he put the incubator? He aways carried it in his pocket.

Tuchi oozed farther into the room. ™Y ou were saying—7?" she sneered.

"l don't get it." But even ashe said it Rudolf had a sudden horrible suspicion that he had just gotten
it. Careful not to waken her, he pedled blankets away from Pamelas head. Then recklesdy he snatched
the covers away from abundle of pillows. Pamelawas gone. So was the incubator.

"Well now," Haherty said, "how dyalike them apples?’

"l do not eat apples,” Tuchi said. "Which of you chooses to remain hostage while the other goesto
recover my property?’

Rudolf tore off downstairs and out into the street. The Lamborghini was gone. He was halfway into
thetruck before he redlized the futility of it dl. Besides, he couldn't just bug out and leave FHaherty
holding the bag. He went back upstairs where the Irishman sat contemplating his captor. Flaherty looked
amute question a him.

"I'mwaiting for you to say something brilliant like you planned it thisway," Rudolf said.

"I'm afraid 'tisnot my day for brilliance." Flaherty's ravaged face seemed suddenly much older. "Il
day," hesaid. "Good luck."

"You think | can catch aLamborghini with adump truck?"

The Irishman sighed. "No, | fancy not. They'll be guardin' Northumber like the Coca-colaformula.”
Turning to the dien he said, "We throw ourselves on the mercy of the court.”

"What doesthat mean?’

"It meansyou can kill usquickly or dowly," Rudolf said. "Neither will get your incubator back."

"My patience sretchesthinner than |," Tuchi said. "'l shdl remove smal pieces until your amenability
incresses.”

"Ow!" Haherty yeled, and began hopping on onefoot. Thetoe of his shoe was smoking. Hastily, he
began unlacingit.

"Now just agoddamn minute!" Rudolf roared. "Y ou're responsible for that incubator being gone.
Don't takeit out on us."



"By what exercise in rhetoric do you reach that concluson?!

"| told you to be quiet. The only reason | flushed the toilet was to keep you from spilling everything
to the bugs.”

"Thereareintdligent insects on this planet?’

"Ligtening devices," Flaherty explained. He had his shoe off now and had stopped blaspheming
oftener than once per second.

"Nobody knew there was an incubator to steal,” Rudolf continued, "until you made sure the whole
world heard about it."

"And the red-fringed specimen who carries the incubator?”

"You haveatraceonit?

"Naturdly."

"l can save you sometime," Rudolf said, and gave detailed directions to Northumber.

"ThisNorthumber... it has sawers?'

"l guess”

"Hmmm." The aien began shrinking back under the bathroom door.

"Wait aminute," Rudolf yelled, "about that trap — could you show me how it works? I'll make you
anice ded—"

But like amovie of spilled water running backward, the aien disappeared through the crack.
Resigned, Rudolf went for the hammer and nail puller.

"How dyalike them apples?’ Flaherty repeated when Rudolf came back upstairs.

Rudolf didn't likethem at dll. It was hard to decide whether Pamela's deep-dyed duplicity hurt
worsg, or the knowledge that he had fallen for it. That his money tree was dying camein apoor third. "
thought you had it al worked out,” he growled. "Why did you tel meto sgn?'

"Would it have made any difference?"

"l could have sent her assflying home.”

"Would you?'

"No," Rudolf admitted. "Y ou're hooked on booze. I'm hooked on Pamela.”

"Sill?!

"l don't know. Where do we stand on that contract?"

"We haven't sgned it yet. Anyway, | doubt if St. Audrey intendsto dter theworld as he knowsit.
Now that he hasit, theincubator'll quietly disappear. Y ou'll be discredited, amedicine show charlatan.
Nobody'll ever believe we were making duminum in thefirst place. The only differenceis severd hillion
people will die of respiratory disease before cancer or starvation gets them.”

"I wonder how we're fixed for money?"

"Dear boy, you'd be apoor relation in the golden horde but you could support afew poor relations
of your own without dipping into capita.”

A few months ago Rudolf would have been content with the knowledge that he was comfortably
fixed, that the specter of an ignominious return to the reservation could never become redity. But now...
He had lingered on the fringes of real power. Life would never be the same.

"Did you know Lord Acton never did anything else noteworthy in hislife?' Haherty asked.

"Who?'

"The Sassenach baron who said, 'Power corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely.”

While Rudolf waswondering if he wereamind reader the Irishman blew it by adding, "I doubt if
men like St. Audrey know the difference between right and wrong."

Rudolf wrenched the last spike from the door. "All yours" he said.

Flaherty hesitated. "Maybe we'd better use the poleto seeif..."”

"l doubt if I'll ever again fed comfortable closeto asewer," Rudolf answered.

"Aye," the Haherty gloomed. "The days of happy relaxation have retrested into the mists of memory.
Och," he moaned, "the head oi'll have tomorrow!"

Rudolf dagpped the bunched pillows from his bed and tried to deep. Surdly there must be other girls
asdeicatdy and ineffably beautiful as Pamela. Remembering how he had planned to end thisevening,



Rudolf went to deep wondering if there were such aword as effable.

It was dawning gray when he awoke to a pounding on the door. He heard Haherty grumbling and
swearing in histrangt-mix basso and tried to go back to deep. It was a moment before he redlized the
Irishman was not answering the ingstent knocking. Rudolf crawled into his trousers and stepped outside.
Like an inept angler, Haherty was trying to dump a bucket into the john.

Rudolf stumbled downgtairs, kicking aside unopened sacks of mooch |etters and marriage
proposals. One of these days held have to hire a secretary to answer al that crap. Meanwhile it seemed
sampler just not to open anything that didn't obvioudy contain a check. It was amoment before his
deep-bleared eyes recognized the dour, bulldog-faced man in the pepper and sat suit. There seemed
something vaguely out-of-place about him. "Y es?' Rudolf asked.

"I've been empowered to make certain inquiries about a Mr. John Wilson last seen at this address.”

"Never heard of him."

"Y oung man, short hair. Believed armed, considered dangerous. We have reason to believe he might
have prowled this house."

"You're wasting your time," Rudolf said. "I never heard of him." By now he redlized that Riordan
was sniffing around about the hippie who'd managed to get himsdlf bisected in Tuchi'strap. But surdly,
even this archaic gumshoe could come up with a better approach. Suddenly he noticed what was
different. Riordan wore afa se mustache and van Dyck. Rudolf struggled not to laugh.

Flaherty came bumbling downstairs with the bucket. "Needs a stronger pole,” he growled, then he
saw Riordan. Rudolf saw the sudden focusing of animus and stepped aside just asthe wild Irishman
emptied the bucket emphaticdly in the generd direction of the fake mustache. "If you're willing to shareit,
take some homefor S. Audrey,” Flaherty yelled, and dammed the door.

Rudolf stared. "That wasn't very kind," he said when he could talk again.

Flaherty looked at hisempty bucket. "You'reright,” he agreed. "Theleast | could do isoffer hima
full one." He washed his hands and began making coffee. Rudolf thought about going back to bed. He
knew held never deep again.

The phonerang. Rudolf picked it up. "Mr. Redwol{?'

"Yes"

"Thisis Arthur Many Birds, cdling in behdf of the Winnebago Home for Orphan—"

"Thisisan unlisted recording,” Rudolf said. "Y ou have thirty secondsto cover your tracks. Please
get your return address correct since the post officeis finicky about misdirected explosives." Whilethe
linewas silent he made a beeping sound and hung up. Good god, hethought, it isn't even six o'clock
yet!

Faherty looked no worse than usud for thistime of morning. They ate agrumpy breskfast and
drove out to the grave pit. Flaherty lost himsdlf in hislab and Rudolf began harvesting their last crop.
Moments later the Irishman came out of his cubicle waving atest tube.

"Now what?' Rudolf asked.

"Thehigh tolerance yeast! I've got agirain that stays divein an ambient of fifty percent waste
product.”

"What doesthat mean?’

Flaherty abruptly subsided. "Nothing much redly, It was apersona godl. | spose though that the
world1l get excited when | get it up to ninety percent.”

Rudolf decided it was going to be one of the Irishman's days for talking in riddles. "Now that it
makes no difference anyway, could you tell me how the incubator works?" he asked.

Flaherty wiped his socratic nose and frowned. "I'm probably wrong about Tuchi's, but | know how
I'd build one. Sure'n there might not be alaser fine enough to make the hole.”

"Whet hole?!

"Remember, | told you they reproduce sexudly, unlike most earth bacteria”

"Wes"

"They can reproduce by fission too. There's an uncomfortable point of theology involved but..."

"Now what would the gods have to do with it?' Rudolf wondered.



"AsVirgil oncetold ayoung playwright, the only time to introduce agod into the plot iswhen the
humans have gotten it so thoroughly screwed up nobody can find away out.”

"Could you be more specific?'

"Wéll, theonly deus we'd ever get ex this machina would be some spook that could drill ahole or
weave ascreen small enough to separate the sexua from the asexud form.”

Rudolf guessed the Irishman would sooner or later start making sense,

""Tislike birth control — or potatoesin the jungle," Flaherty continued. "Take dogs, humans, any
drain that's bred too fine and beginning to lose fertility. Aslong'sthey're well-fed they don't reproduce.
Do you know how akennd getsalitter of pupswhen everything dsefails?* Rudolf didnt.

"Starve the parents three to five days before breeding. Take potatoes..."

"What on earth for?' Rudolf wondered.

"Plant them in hot, jungle country and you get beautiful vines. Somewhere in the genetherésa
certain dark wisdom that doesn't worry until thefirst cool night or the first hungry spell suggeststhat Eden
may not be forever. That's when potatoes or humans start making seed.”

Rudolf couldn't see wheét this had to do with duminum.

"The parent bacterium can't reduce luminum,” Flaherty continued, "but it breedstrue. Has to
because it reproduces by mitosis— splitting in two. No chance for stray genesto combine. But get it out
of low-grade ore— giveit just one square med and it switches over to sexua reproduction. These
offspring are much smaler. The incubator might be just aradiation-proof box to discourage mutations.
Probably it has some low-grade ore inside just rich enough to let one out of a hundred go sexua instead
of glitting. The parent strain stays poor and pure. The sexuas get out through the hole or mesh or
whatever into the outer chamber whence we squirt them over the grave pit.”

Rudolf thought amoment. Like everything the Irishman said, it made sense while hewas saying it.
"But if only the sexud form gets out of the incubator, how did you ever get the parent strain?”

"Took asquirt fresh from the incubator and seded it in atest tube — clay with about seven parts
per million of alumina. They reverted to the asexud form, soaked up water, and grew severd diameters.”

"Then we can keep apure culture going just by starving it?"

"That, | suppose, iswhy Tuchi warned us not to open the incubator.”

"But if itsasgmple asthat were ill in busness!”

"Aye" FHaherty gloomed. "It could be adangerous business.”

"l dont getit."

"If the true breeding strain got loose I'm damned if 1'd know how to kill it."

"Who cares? It'll just make more air.”

"Aye, dear boy, but you wouldn't have your monopoly any more."

"No, but we can scare the bejeezus out of St. Audrey. What d'you suppose he'll do if we threaten to
flood the market?"

"Y ou meant gpart from killing us?'

Abruptly, Rudolf remembered their cab ride home from Northumber. He wished held thought to ask
St. Audrey about that.

"Actudly," Flaherty continued, "I'm more worried about them forcing the thing open.”

"Maybeitll have aninterlock that'll blow Northumber into orbit,” Rudolf said hopefully.

There was anoise down the narrow road to town. Flaherty looked out the door. "Wurra, wurra," he
sad in that comic brogue he could turn on or off.

"What'swrong?'

"l suspect | shouldn't have waved at the camera after dl."

Rudolf looked out. A line of carswas moving dowly toward the gravel pit. They al seemed full.
While Rudolf stared, people began getting out. It looked like the usua crowd of long-haired riot freaks.
Rudolf wondered what they were doing here. Squinting, he barely made out a placard. 1t seemed to say
something about vivisection. Rudolf could swear hed seen those same faceson TV the other day when
Haherty had created hislittle Sdeshow to use an € ectron microscope.

"They didn't learn about this place by themsalves" Flaherty said. "The golden horde meansto do us



in*

"What can we do?'

"lgnore them. Maybe | can think of something before they get mean.”

"l hopeit's better than your last idea.”

Flaherty winced and went back insde the lab. Rudolf followed him. "That south end of the pit's
ready for reseeding,” he said. "Do you have anything safe that | could use?”

"Give me aweek or two to find some hdf micronfiltersand..."

Suddenly Flaherty dapped hisforehead. "I'll force feed some of the parent stock. They'll dl go
sexua and you can plant them in afew hours." While Rudolf watched, he drew adrop of liquid, added it
to some mud in another flask, and corked it. "Tomorrow you can put thismuck in aflitgunanddo a
dancefor Riordan.”

Rudolf nodded and went back to scraping up muck with the dozer blade on the front of the dump
truck. Outsde the fence young longhairs and older ecology minded types marched like obedient sheep,
carrying placards denouncing Rudolf asavivisectionis, acapitdist, and severd other things he had
always wanted to be. He tried to ignore them as he drove back and forth scraping up the layer of
auminum-rich muck. He wondered what the antivivisectionists thought he was doing.

The demondratorstired of peaceful picketing. They began chanting, making angry gestures. Rudolf
looked around. Off in the other direction was asmall swamp of weeds and cattails where Riordan hung
out with his cameras and telescopes. If Rudolf had to run it wasthe only available cover. A determined
mob could flush him in minutes. Abruptly, Rudolf redlized he was a sitting duck. He drove the dump truck
ingde the shed and rushed into Flaherty's laboratory. "Weve got to get out of herel” he began, then he
stopped.

Flaherty was dready gonel

CHAPTER 12

Rudolf stood unbelieving. After al hedd done for the Irishman and now that goddamn drunk had
abandoned him! What was he going to do? Rage alternated with despair as he heard the chanting
outside. He looked at the dump truck. It had alarge dozer bladein front. If he shifted down and took a
run a them maybe he could tumble those cars off the narrow road and make a bregk for the village.

But held have to wire the doors shut so the freaks couldn't get at him. And the glasswasn't
bulletproof — not even rockproof, heredlized. If he ground up afew demonstrators in the process of
getting out, what would the law do to him? It might be self defense but if the golden horde had inspired
thisthey could surely inspire judges and prosecutors too. Wheat the hell was he going to do?

Hewondered if he could talk to them, reason with them. What was dl this randygazoo about
vivisection anyway? Maybe if helet them in and showed them there were no animals here... He stepped
out of the shed and walked toward the fence where an unkempt young man was exhorting the crowd
through a bullhorn. Faces turned toward Rudolf and he knew he could never outshout a bullhorn.

The crowd had gathered into atight knot facing the gate to the gravel pit. There was no way oui.
Rudolf decided to wait till thefirst rock came hisdirection. Then he would charge through the gate with
the dozer blade at knee level. He wondered how many he could kill before they got him.

There was asudden commotion around the shaggy young man with the bullhorn. After amoment's
confusion another uglier man in atie dyed T-shirt and ill-fitting bell bottoms came up holding the bullhorn.
"All power to the peoplel” heyelled.

"Right on!" the crowd responded.

Rudolf stared. At this distance he couldn't recognize the stranger who had captured the bullhorn but
he would know that trangit-mix basso anywhere.



The Irishman began an oration on finks and traitors, punctuated with "al powers' and "right ons.”
When thefirst spesker surfaced and tried to recover the bullhorn Flaherty kicked him in the face and
ydled, "This Judas betrays you. Behold the man who sold hisimmortal soul for debased coinage! He
knowswherethevivisectionid

"Y ou there, Indian!" He pointed the bullhorn a Rudolf. "Two men are coming over thefence. Don't
kill the mided innocents. Just show them the penswhere you're torturing animals.”

A pyramid formed and the two observers vaulted over. They came cautioudy toward Rudolf. "What
do you want to see?"' he asked.

The young men had the surprised look of a degpwalker who wakens sans trousersin the middle of
the shopping plaza. They looked at each other. "Ingde the building,” onefindly sad.

"Bemy guest." Rudoalf led them through the door saying, "Now in this corner we raise young English
majors in sterile conditions. When they reach maturity we sell the hearts, kidneys, and other usable
organsto S. Audrey. Y ou know him?" The young men shook their heads.

"Guy that's putting up that new building,” Rudolf said. "Helives off in a place called Northumber.

Y ou can find it on any highway map.

"Now here," Rudolf pointed at arusting gravel seve, "iswhere we torture puppiesin the name of
science. If you'd care to capture the vicious freak who sent you on thiswild goose chase I'll gladly put
him to the rack too. Now in thislaboratory,” Indicating the open door of Haherty's cubicle, "we deflorate
virginswhenever themoon isright.”" Rudolf led them on agrim tour of the facilities, rubbing their nosesin
thetota lack of any animd life.

"Wheat're you doing here?' one of the fresksfindly asked.

"Making aliving and minding my own business. What about you? More importantly, who suckered
you into coming?'

Thetwo observers went over the fence and sheepishly admitted through the bullhorn Flaherty still
held that they had found nothing.

Faherty did his best to direct their violence toward Northumber but the mob had had enough. One
by one carsfilled and began driving away. An olive drab sedan with arooftop bubblegum machine
flashing red came tearing up to the gate. "What's going on here?" a deputy shouted.

"Yourelate," Haherty said, and handed him the bullhorn.

There was an acrimonious exchange of credentias with the Flaherty refusing to believe they were
rea deputy sheriffs and the deputies refusing to believe the whole riot had not been of Flaherty's
ingtigation. Rudolf began to wonder if they realy were bonafide law officers. He began caculating
angles, trying to seeif there were some way he could use the dump truck to sweep them and their car
away without hurting the embattled Flaherty.

A pickup with camper on the back detached itself from the tangle of exiting cars and crept toward
them. Lillith Lasky got out and began focusing acamera.

"Now who the hell are you?' a deputy asked.

Lillith produced her identification. The deputy suddenly visuaized himsdf immortalized as Life's
embodiment of piggery. He decided to cool it. After afew face-saving growlsthey got intheir car. Then
just asthey were leaving one got out again with afolded paper. "Almost forgot,” he said. "If you'reredly
Francis Xavier Flaherty, thisisfor you."

"Now what wasthat?' Rudolf asked when the deputies had | eft them alone with Lillith.

"Without even looking I'd say it's an injunction against our producing aluminum by a processfor
which the golden horde's aready filed a patent application.”

Rudolf hastily scanned the legdlistic gobbledegook. As near as he could makeit out that made
severd timestoday the Irishman had been right.

"What're you doing here?' he asked Lillith.

"My specidty iscovering riots,” the dark-haired girl said. Turning to Haherty she added, "Y ours
seemst’be starting them. Did this one backfire?!

"Darling,” Flaherty said, "where | grew up they grant degreesin the subject. Somebody turned this
one back against me and it took awhile to get them pointed in theright direction again.”



"Do you think they'll go to Northumber?'

"Not achance," Flaherty said. "They'll go home and pretend they haven't been made fools. Och, and
it'sbeen aday. Now please, darling, don't tell me you have a surprise for metoo."

"Now that you mentionit,” Lillith said. "I don't know if thisll make the next issue but | thought it
might be of interes.”

Rudolf stared blankly at an eight by ten color glossy of two young people splashing hand in hand
through the surf. He looked at the typewritten caption taped to the lower edge of the print. Society
beauty finds fun in the sun. After amoment Rudolf redlized it was Pameaenjoying hersdf in Bermuda
And her smirking companion was that goddamn Mohawk!

Faherty took the picture from his hands. "May'swell load up that flit gun. The culture's gone sexua
by now."

"“That soundslikefun,” Lillith said.

Rudolf cameto abruptly. "Doesn't that injunction stop us?"

"It may stop usfrom salling it but | don't see anybody stopping you from dancing right now."

Rudolf wastired of dancing, tired of pretending, tired of everything. Hefilled afly sprayer witha
watery dilution of the muck FHaherty gave him and tramped glumly up and down the freshly scraped pit
floor spraying.

"What exactly would happen if the true breeding strain ever got 100se?" he asked when they were
driving back to the small white housein thevillage.

Flaherty shrugged. "Thererelots of things with duminain them. Carborundum whed's might turn to
mush and put the razor blade manufacturers out of business overnight. It might even..." The Flaherty
yawned and dropped the subject.

Inside the house Rudolf sat and grumped while Lillith and Flaherty exchanged blarney in the kitchen.
Heturned onthe TV, hoping illogically that the news would show Northumber being attacked by
peaceniks. Instead he saw St. Audrey's new building nearing completion. Concrete crews were pouring
around the clock, working overtimein an effort to make up for their late start. The building was bigger
than Rudolf had redlized.

Flaherty came from the kitchen smiling broadly, laughing too loud. " Good for what ails your troubled
soul," he said, and pressed a drink on Rudolf. Rudolf sipped it. Tullamore Dew with sodawasn't bad a
al. Moments later the Flaherty was back. "How'd you like it?" he asked.

"All right. Why?"'

The Haherty grinned. "'Tis home made."

"You? That'sal we need now — abust for moonshining!"

"Ah," the Flaherty said. "Now did | say | didtilled it?"

"How el se do you make booze?"

"By fermentation.”

For once Rudolf was on solid ground. Asaboy he had seen enough illicit distilling on the reservation
to be familiar with the process. ™Y ou can make beer and winethat way," he said. "But the only way you
get hard liquor is by concentrating the naturaly fermented stuff with aill."

"Ahal" the Haherty triumphed. "What'd you think a high tolerance yeast was meant to do?'

"Searchme.”

"Y easts suffer from the same limitations as dl other life processes. No organism can exist in an
atmosphere of its own waste products.”

"That'sthe main trouble with our planet,” Lillith contributed from the kitchen doorway.

"Y easts convert sugarsinto acohol and carbon dioxide," the Irishman continued. "The only troubleis
they die when the a cohol concentration reaches fourteen percent. That's why hard liquors have been
possible only with didtillation to separate the dcohol from the water.”

"] thought you were just working on something to eat up garbage," Rudolf mused.

"l am.”

Rudolf looked at hisglass. "'I'm drinking garbage juice?!

"If | can get the tolerance up to a hundred eighty proof you'l drive your car onit too."



Rudolf put the glass down. " Somehow that seems more suitable.” Then suddenly he saw the
implications of FHaherty'sremark. "With petroleum reserves going to hell and eectric cars till just a
dream..."

"And aky burns cleaner than gasoline," the Irishman said. "Not near the smog.”

"We can make money."

Flaherty'sfacefel. "Oi'm afraid not," he said. "I was under contract when | started working on this.”

"They sted one; we sted one," Rudolf said.

"Though your morality ison alevel with Moses I'm not disagreain’ from that angle. Tisthelegal
beaglesthat'll have't sawed up.”

"It'sdl right for them to stedl from us but we can't from them?”

"They havealicense," Flaherty said.

Rudolf picked up hisglass and sipped cautioudy. For garbagejuiceit didn't taste bad. With his
income cut off it might be the only booze he could afford.

"How'sthe bug Situation?’ Lillith asked.

"Who cares? We don't have any more secrets.”

"1 most devoutly hope we have one" Lillith said.

Abruptly Rudolf remembered the corpse they had disposed of. There was aknock on the door. He
kicked aside the day's unopened mail sack and went to see what new disaster plagued hislatter end.

Four Indians stood in the doorway. One was an elderly man dressed soberly in a somewhat
old-fashioned suit. The others were younger and wore their storebought clothing more easily. The older
man looked expectantly a Rudolf. "Am | supposed to know you?' Rudolf findly asked.

"Just passing through town," the elderly man said. "Thought wed stop in and see how you're doing.”

"Passing from where to where? This place isn't on the road to anywhere.”

The ederly Indian saw the mail bag Rudolf had kicked aside. "Y ou must be very busy these days,”
he said. "Forgive usfor wasting your time." He tipped his wide-brimmed hat and they walked away.

"Who wasit?' Flaherty cdled.

"More moochers." Sipping thewild Irishman's garbage juice, Rudolf suddenly remembered where
he had seen the old man. He was the janitor from the reservation school.

"They were Indians, weren't they?" Lillith asked.

"Yeah." Mentdly, Rudolf added, Where were they when | needed them? He took another sip and
wondered what Tuchi was up to.

By thetime Faherty had set the table and Lillith was serving, Rudolf had decided the wild Irishman's
garbage squeezings were not bad at al. He poured himself a second glass. Without sodait was even
smoother. He tasted the food Lillith put before him. "What's this stuff?' he asked.

"Gfiltefigh."

"Dont they have any bonesat al?' Rudolf tried to think of something niceto say about the
dark-haired girl's cooking but his mind was sidetracked with another thought. Tuchi had been spawning.
Everything loved to nibble on Tuchi. What did Tuchi eat? How long before twenty-five-hundred little
Tuchis matured and each produced another twenty-five hundred? Remembering Earth's canniba history
Rudolf decided the ensuing period would conform amply to the Chinese curse: May you livein interesting
times.

His mind surfaced and he tuned in on Lillith and Flaherty'schannd. ... money'sthekey," the
Irishman was saying. "It buyslegidators and makes laws. Bankrupt St. Audrey and held be atoothless
joke."

"How could you do that?' Lillith asked.

Flaherty sighed. "Leverage and a seat on the stock exchange. 1t'd a so take some knowledge of the
market."

"Could you—?"'

"Not. achance," the Irishman said. "I'm a genetic engineer. | may not know much but oi've learned
niver tplay the other man'sgame.”

"But you can't just give up likethat!" Lillith agonized. "Poor people need to bresthe. It's—"



"l don't wish that poor man any harm,” Haherty said, "but I'd say Hall Marysfor Lucifer if SL.
Audrey's building would just fdl down."

"He's dtretched thin," Flaherty explained. "Any little dip could dump him lower than Humpty's rump.”

Rudolf refilled hisglass. "Y ou're sure thissrefined garbage?’ he asked.

"Bottled yesterday noon,” Faherty reassured him.

"How much'veyou got?'

"Just this bottle here in the house. Theré's acouple of galonsout at thelab in those plastic bleach
jugs. Might be more by morning.”

"A gdlon should cover the evening quite nicdy.”

Flaherty gave him an odd look.

"Isit true what they say about drunken Indians?’ Lillith asked.

"l dunno,” Rudolf said. "Isit true what they say about Jews?"

"Touche." They touched glasses. Rudolf focused with some difficulty. Lillith waswearing her
working uniform of hot pants and anavy blue jumper which bulged in the appropriate places. The gpron
shewore over abbreviated shorts gave an air of indecent exposure each time she turned around.

"Niceto seeyou go," Rudolf muttered.

He sat brooding at the table while Flaherty and Lillith roused themsalvesto clear away the wreckage
of dinner.

"S. Audrey'll destroy the incubator,” Lillith mourned. "It's Earth'slast chance to breethe.”

Flaherty nodded.

"But isn't there something you could do?" Lillith asked.

"Many things. But the cures might be worse than the disease.”

Rudolf roused momentarily. "What could be worse than St. Audrey running the world?

"S. Audreys have dwaysrun theworld,” Flaherty said. " A fish by any other name would still stink.”

Rudolf suspected the Irishman was trying to impart some universal truth but he wastoo tired to
decipher it.

"Peoplewho livein glass houses shouldn't,” the Irishman continued. " And with modern survelllance
you can't even keep your rotten fish in a concrete tank.” Bearing pole and bucket, he sumbled upstairs.

Rudolf heard acar go down the village street. Where had he heard that exhaust before? Suddenly
Rudolf knew he was hearing an orientd red Lamborghini. The last time he remembered hearing it was an
instant before he had been going to return Tuchi'sincubator. Now what the hell would Pamela be doing
heading out toward the gravel pit thistime of night?

Lillith looked up as he opened the door. Rudolf started to tell her what he suspected, then redlized
no girl as sharp asLillith would refrain from some shot about whoring off after false gods. "Tell Faherty |
remembered something at the shop,” he said. "Be right back."

"Do you think you ought—" But before Lillith could pass judgment on his driving, the dump truck
roared off into the night.

Halfway to the gravel pit Rudolf passed a TR-3 parked off the road, two pairs of feet aready
sticking out an open door. A faint doubt crept into his mind. By the time he reached the grave pit at the
end of the deadend road Rudolf knew he had mistaken some makeout artist's TR-3 for the Lamborghini
exhaud.

Aslong as he was here he might aswell bring home another gallon of Flaherty's garbage squeezings.
He unlocked the gate and drove the truck into the shed. Fumbling in the dark he findly found the keyhole
inthelab door. The concrete floor inside was dick. He took astep and skidded, lighting heavily on the
back of hislap.

For one horror-stricken moment Rudolf thought he had stepped on Tuchi or one of her offspring.
Then hefdt the muck. It must have gotten tracked in here or spilled from one of the Irishman's
experiments. Muttering digointed bits of the disaster-to-enemy curse, Rudolf stepped carefully back to
the doorway where he could find the light switch.

Therewas a path of slversheening mud from doorway to workbench. Rudolf ran hisfinger through



it. It was just the norma muck that had made them rich. Beneath it he felt rough concrete. He wiped his
hands and found the plagtic jug. He smelled it, took asip, and knew he had Flaherty's unpatented
garbagejuice. It tasted good. He took another drink, then scuffed hisfoot thoughtfully through the
auminum muck-scum' on the concrete.

Whenever the wild Irishman got a package on he talked in riddles— some sort of menta shorthand
that might make sense to another genetic engineer but was a holy mystery to Rudolf. Hetried to
remember what the Flaherty had said this evening. Somewhere amid dl that blarney Rudolf was sure he
had heard something important.

He scuffed the muck again and took another drink. As his shoe rasped over rough concrete Rudol
remembered another bit from one of Flaherty'simpromptu lectures about bauxite and other duminaores.
He saw Flaherty's pure culture alongside another half empty flask of the sexud variant he, Rudalf, had
flysprayed over the empty pit this afternoon. Suddenly Rudolf knew St. Audrey's new building was going
to fall down just asthe wild Irishman had prayed.

CHAPTER 13

It wasimportant, he realized, to get the right bottle. He needed the sexud culture he had sprayed
over the pit this afternoon. Rudolf hefted the flasks. He saw his bleeding madrasloin cloth and the wrist
and ankle ornaments fabricated from afeather duster. Might aswell take them. He tasted the liquid in the
plagtic bleach jug again. Surely the Irishman was putting him on. Garbage squeezings couldn't taste that
smooth.

He locked up the gate. Driving through the village, he knew Lillith and Flaherty would recognize the
unmistakable blat of the unmuffled dump truck but. .. Hed be back before morning and he could tell
them about it then. He took another tiny sip.

Soon hewas roaring down thetoll road for New Y ork. Therewas surprisingly little traffic for this
time of night. Just as he began chanting disagter-to-enemy cursesto the tune of "Indian Love Cal” it
began raining.

Rudolf wiped his eyes and gtill couldn't see. Findly he remembered to turn on the wipers. It began
coming down like acow micturating on aflat rock. Rudolf drove on through therain at a stolid forty-five,
asfast asthe dump truck could go without tearing the governor out by the roots. He wished held ignored
Pamelas tantrum and driven it to Northumber the day they'd tried to buy him. It would have been
fabulous, the end-al of put-downsif only he could have parked adump truck among al those Cadillacs
and Continentals and Lamborghinis. Rudolf sghed.

Thetoll road divided with one branch heading off somewhere into the wilds of New Jersey and
Pennsylvania. Rudolf redlized his error at the last minute, swept across a couple of lanes and was
rewarded with angry honks and tire squealings. The truck continued its unfatering forty-five. He
wondered if Tuchi had found her way to Northumber yet. The rain lessened and he didn't have to
concentrate so hard to keep the loose-steering truck from wandering across more than three lanes.

Carswhizzed pad, tail lighting spray into rocket exhaust. Rudolf aimed hismissile cityward and was
suddenly logt in the by-ways of Van Cortlandt Park. The dump truck cab's rear window was missing.
Rudolf fdlt the chill settling into his bones. He took another dug of garbage juice and extricated himsalf to
crossthe Harlem River.

A cop waved and blew hiswhistle. Rudolf waved back and drove down — what the hell was he
doing clear over on Second Avenue? Therain lightened to a drizzle as he mushed doggedly south,
ignoring honks and policemen'swhigtles. &. Audrey's new building was somewhere south of the East
Village, he knew, down around Sth or 10th where they had talked for years of clearing out the aging
Russ an-Polish neighborhood.



Suddenly Rudolf redlized he was not done. Dozens of trangit-mix trucks were grinding along,
jockeying for position. Rudolf got in line. Driverswaved fists and honked at the dump truck's defilement
of concrete mixers. Finaly Rudolf focused long enough to see they were dl pointing the sasmeway. He
veered over to the next block and ingnuated himself into another line.

Sowly the line moved through an opening in aboard fence. Above the clatter of idling dump trucks
he could hear the steady rumble of concrete being poured into hoppers and lifted into the Manhattan sky.
Helooked up into the dark where buckets were disappearing in the drizzle.

Dump trucks were collecting smashed form lumber, odd lumps of hardened cement, al the leftovers
from abuilding that would enclose more volume than the Greet Pyramid. Rudolf crept dong theline,
looking for away to get out. He drove under ahopper. The truck shuddered and settled astons of
rubble came crashing intoit.

Theloader waved him on. Rudolf killed the engine. It refused to start. Hot from al that idling and
creeping, he guessed. It would be okay after resting afew minutesto cool off. There was shouting and
waving. The truck behind pushed him to one side and the line began moving again.

"Where'syour hard hat?" the dispatcher asked when he got out.

Rudolf ducked back insde the cab again. Goddamn was it ever cold out in that rain! He took
another gulp of garbagejuice. Fedling blindly in the darkness, he found the flask he had bundled inside his
bleeding madrasloin cloth. He got out of the opposite door where the dispatcher couldn't see him.

"Hard hat!" somebody yelled as he walked toward the crane.

"Logt it!" Rudolf yelled back.

The stranger pointed to asmall shack. There was no attendant. Rudolf helped himsdlf to ahard hat
and continued toward the crane, his bundle grasped firmly under one arm.

"Hey, you can't do that!" somebody shouted as Rudolf climbed the concrete hopper. It wastoo late.
The bucket was rising into the drizzly overcast with Rudolf standing on the bail, gripping the cable with
one hand.

He had never ridden a crane before. He had always assumed it would ride smooth like an elevator.
Instead, the hopperful of concrete was ascending in aseries of jerks. Rudolf wondered if the height
would make him dizzy. There was some anthropol ogical nonsense about Indians being unafraid of heights
which the Iroquois exploited to dominate the high-iron tradesin New Y ork. Rudolf didn't much believein
sweeping statements. He was thankful that the overcast aready obscured the ground. Wrappedina
cotton-wooly womb of mist, he had little chance to see how far up he was.

Hefelt the bucket sway. Then asthe cable flexed it began dowly spinning. Rudolf hung on, gripping
his bundle firmly with his other hand. Below him in the bucket were severa cubic yards of wet concrete.
He hoped he could find away to step off once he reached where they were pouring.

He gritted histeeth and hung on. From time to time crude spray-painted numbers appeared on the
blank facing. How many levels ago had he passed number one hundred?

The bucket dowed with a series of jerks that threatened to dump him in the concrete. He wondered
what would happen if hefdl in. Would he float or would he beimmured like some victim the Romans
used to plant in a bridge to ensure aresident spook?

Therewasaglow inthe mist below him. Rudolf felt the wind shift direction. Within secondsthe mist
dissipated and the glow became a searchlight. Far below him angry ants gesticul ated and opened mouths
in noiseless, fishlike shouts. Rudolf wondered when one would think to reverse the hoist but at that
moment somebody snagged the bail and pulled the bucket inward. "What're you doin' here?' the man
with the hook asked. "Personnel lift's over there."

Rudolf gave an gpologetic shrug and stepped off. Herein the work area there were lights
everywhere. He heard the loud ring of a handcranked field telephone. He hurried toward darkness and
discovered he was leaving footprintsin fresh concrete. He walked fagter, pretending not to hear the angry
shouts. Finally he blundered onto solid concrete. He shifted directions and found adark corner.

In here, out of the wind, Rudolf felt so much better that he decided he might aswell doiit right. It
would confuse thingsif he got caught. He stripped off his clothes, took the bleeding madras|oincloth from
around the flask and put it on along with hisfeathers. Sticking to the shadows, he began dribbling afaint



track from hisflask of culture.

It wasafar longer wak than he had imagined around the building's outer walls, back to the brightly
lit areawhere men were still pouring concrete. There was a strange drifting sensation. Rudolf wondered if
the building was swaying or if hewas.

A grate-screech of cable through pulleys warned him. Just in time he ducked around a corner to
avoid adozen well-dressed men in hard hats who stepped of f the open platformed personne eevator. At
first Rudolf thought they were plainclothes police or some kind of security force but, instead of deploying
to search they huddled in the mist. Minutes | ater the lift returned with more men carrying mikes, lights,
and cameras. Gradudly it dawned on Rudoalf that the searchlight below had not been aimed at him. He
was an inadvertent witness to the topping out, aceremonia hooplaover thelast girder in the building.

No wonder he'd gotten up here without trouble. People had been expecting strangers and media
freaks. He stuffed the nearly empty culture flask into hisbundle of clothes and wondered how he was
going to get down and out of here.

Down and out. Rudolf found that phrase evocative. He remembered Faherty's flamboyant gesture
at the Johns Hopkinsriot. If an Irishman was proud, what was a Sioux? He shivered and took another
preventive sip of garbage juice. The gripswere aming lights. Rudolf peered up. The cameraswould
shoot from down here, emphasizing height and making it all seem very dangerous.

Suddenly Rudalf redized he had lft his camouflage coup stick homein thevillage. Heredly didn't
need it but... He put his hand down in the darkness to see what he had been stumbling over and
discovered severd leftover trimmings of reinforcing stedl in anest little pile. He found one the right length.
It was heavy but it was the best he could do.

Hetook his shirt from around the culture flask and ripped it into strips. He wrapped the stedl bar,
covering itslength and wadding knobs on each end until it resembled the incubator holder Lillith had
immortdizedin Life. He began ajudicious plucking of wrist and ankle ornaments until the reinforcing
stedl bore a semblance of feathers. Goddamn, it was cold! He took another preventive sip of garbage
ueezings.

Rudolf crouched in his hideaway, watching as shivering grips climbed astory higher to act as
stand-ins. Cameramen cursed double shadows, rearranged lights, cursed again. Finaly somebody spoke
into awalkietakie and thelift came cresking up again.

Half of the golden horde was here! St. Audrey was here. Another man was getting off thelift. At
first Rudolf assumed he was one of the Iroquoisiron workers. But no high-iron man would wear a
business suit up here. It was the goddamn Mohawk!

They moved into position and began the solemn nonsense of laying the last girder which would have
to be removed and properly positioned after the ceremony by some Indian who knew one end of arivet
from the other. Rudolf began cautioudy working hisway around in the shadows. He found adanting
beam and gtarted climbing.

The heavy sted "coup stick” was il gripped in histeeth when he crept into the light. Whilethe
mayor of this disaster areaand the golden horde exchanged smiles and earnestly scribbled on the
white-painted girder Rudolf stood up onelevel over their heads.

After one artled glance the cameraman moved hislensjust enough to keep both Rudolf and the
golden horde framed. Rudolf removed the coup stick from his mouth and put hisfinger to hislips. It was
not necessary. The camera crew stared, seeing delightful visions of story-of-the-year awards. Rudolf
suspected that in his heart of hearts the cameraman was hoping he would drop a grenade among the
solemn celebrators below, providing it could be done without damaging the lens.

He began dancing dong the girder, pointing his coup stick toward the four winds, slently mouthing
the disaster-to-enemy curse and making baleful gestures at the golden horde busy performing their own
magic ten feet below.

The golden horde could face accusations of knavery with equanimity but to appear ridiculous was
serious. They grew nervous, sensing that al was not well when the camera crew's smiles began turning
into suppressed laughter. Findly one looked up.

Suddenly it was keystone cops as Rudolf danced and thumbed his nose before scampering off into



the darkness with the golden horde in hot pursuit and a delighted cameraman getting dl the footage. Then
the golden horde abruptly remembered they were more than a hundred stories above Manhattan's granite
and the guard rails till not installed.

Therewas a hurried confabulation of turkey gobblers, then the Mohawk was climbing a girder up to
Rudoalf'sleve. Suddenly Rudolf remembered that, no matter what his other faults, the Mohawk had been
ahigh-iron worker before finding ahome on the cocktail circuit. He wondered if Pamela's present
consort would bother to take him dive.

He wished held gone easier on the garbage juice. It wasthe first time he had ever done any red
climbing. No matter how good he might be, the Mohawk would be better.

From the corner of his eye Rudolf could see the golden horde dready crowding onto the personnd
lift, leaving their pet Indian to do the dirty work. Hewondered if the TV crew would fold their tents too,
then realized they were waiting with cameras poised to record the fina episode.

If Rudolf could just drop down to cameraleve and get to the lift before the Mohawk found him...
Abruptly heredlized he didn't know how to run the lift or eveniif it could be controlled from thislevel. In
any event, it was not here.

The Mohawk was. Walking like a storybook Indian, hetrod the girders, looking straight at Rudolf.
It was an ingtant before Rudolf realized the Mohawk couldn't possibly see himin this darkness. But he
would soon. Rudolf lowered himself asfar as he could from the girder. It was till arespectable distance
down to the next level. He took a breath, addressed a prayer to the unknown god, and et go.

Shock came clear up to his shoulder blades but after amoment Rudolf guessed nothing was broken.
While the pain was subsiding he wondered if he had energy |eft to kick himself. Bardly ten feet away was
aramp where he could have walked down. The Mohawk was stepping toward it, still staring toward
where Rudolf had been amoment ago. Rudolf would never get another chance like this. He climbed the
ramp an instant before the Mohawk stretched to straddle the gap from one girder to the next. When the
cocktall party nwas stretched to his utmost Rudolf reached up and grasped him gently in the same
place Tuchi had touched Rudolf.

The Mohawk's shriek was so hogcalingly soprano that Rudolf never understood how the TV crew
didn't hear it over the clatter of concrete pouring. The Mohawk lost hisfooting, swung wildly and
teetered an instant. Suddenly Rudolf realized how close they were to the edge of the building. He
grabbed the gyrating Indian by the lapels and pulled him back to safety.

While the goddamn Mohawk was voicing his hystericd gratitude Rudolf said, "I wasn't saving your
life; 1 was saving your clothes.” He swung theiron coup stick in abrief arc and began undressing the
Mohawk. On hisway back to the camera crew Rudolf remembered to pick up his own clothes and the
culture flask. He didn't think he'd need either on the way home but hed need his money and driver's
license

AsRudolf had assumed, even for cameramen, clothes make the Indian. As he approached wearing
the Mohawk's suit and hard hat a grip asked, "Y ou see him?"

"Over that way," Rudolf pointed asthelift arrived to disgorge some very rough looking types. He
stepped aboard the lift. There was a button and a hand-lettered card telling how many ringsfor up,
down, and stop. Rudolf was aquick study.

Riding the bouncing lift down to ground level, he transferred hislares and penates to the clothes he
was wearing. He tossed his own clothes onto a scaffolding somewhere near the ninetieth floor and stuffed
the culture flask into one of the Mohawk's pockets. As he reached the ground several sirens hinted it was
timeto get out of here.

Rudolf was cold. It was ill raw and blustery, threatening rain again. He wondered momentarily why
they had picked such atime for atopping-out ceremony, then realized it had probably been scheduled
weeks in advance, the golden horde being as pressed for time as the news media.

Thelift gave afind jerk. "What's going on up there?" the spooltender asked.

"Some wild Indian dancing around with feathers," Rudolf said. "They got him though. Better warn
the copsto have astraight jacket ready when he comes down."

"Jeez!" the pooltender said.



Rudolf walked off into the darkness, wondering which was the shortest way around the building to
his dump truck. Two carloads of police and an ambulance arrived, their Srens barely audible over the
clatter of machinery. Rudolf knew he shouldn't but he was so godawful chilled... Hetook another nip of
garbage squeezings.

Finally he found the concrete hopper and oriented himself. The truck's engine had cooled. It started
on thefirgt spin. Rudolf heard more sirens and saw police ringing the construction Site. It could get hairy if
they found garbage squeezings or any kind of bottlein the cab of histruck. Hoping he could drive a
sraight line through the cordon, he tossed jug and flask through the glasdess rear window onto the load
of rubble. A cop took onelook at his hard hat and waved him on. Rudolf followed the other dump trucks
north up Manhattan.

Soon he redlized they were heading for the George Washington Bridge. Remembering hislast ride
through New Jersey, Rudolf shuddered and got out of line. Just as he reached the outskirts of the Bronx
it started raining again. Even wearing the goddamn Mohawk's suit, Rudolf couldn't stop shivering. He
fished the plastic jug back into the cab and had another precautionary sip of garbage squeezings.

Though fine for the grave pit, the truck's steering was too worn and loose for the highway. Rudolf
concentrated on hisdriving and tried to ignore the honks and fists shaken at him. Even if he hadn't gone a
trifle heavy on the garbage juice Rudolf doubted if he could have driven the groaning monster much
draighter.

Periodicaly carsand smdler trucks cut in on him but so far none had flashed red lights. Rudolf
ground steadily onward through the rain. An hour passed and he noticed that one small camper kept
regppearing, cutting inon him.

By the time he reached the outskirts of New Haven Rudolf was plagued by atiny nagging suspicion.
An hour later in downtown Hartford he redlized not even New England's endless duplications of place
names could produce thiskind of coincidence. He was a hundred milesinto the wrong state.

The camper regppeared. It cut in on him; trying to force him off the road. Rudolf barreled serenely
onward, secure in the knowledge that in any game of highway "chicken" dump trucks hold al the aces.
That was why it was doubly annoying when he wasfindly stopped not by police, not by an outraged
citizenry, but smply because the truck stopped running.

He ground on the starter. Minutes passed before he thought to study the truck's somewhat
whimsical gasgauge. A cop appeared. Severd Indians gppeared. Everything wasfogging in like an
unhypoed print. Rudolf wondered if he were exhaugted from dl that driving through driving rain.
Somehow that offended his sense of literary symmetry. He wished he had another drink of garbagejuice
but when he reached for it there was a curious double exposure memory of abrown arm reaching into
the cab and exiting again with the jug. It was dl very confusing. Rudolf sneezed. He hiccupped.

The next time he awoke, without even opening his eyes, Rudolf knew he was going to wish he
hadn't. Was hein jail? The bed was too soft for that. He stretched and his hand found awarm, hairless
leg. Rudolf opened hiseyes. Beside him Lillith Ssghed and moved in her deep.

Now you've done it! Rudolf told himsdlf. The thought that he might be joined in holy matrimony to
this capable amazon brought Rudolf upright with an abruptness that threatened to send his head rolling
into acorner of — wherethe hell? 1t looked like a motel room. Across the bed he could see the door to
thejohn.

Kneding with hisface reflected in the tiny limpid pool, Rudolf suddenly remembered Tuchi. It was
too late. Flaherty's garbage juice came up, accompanied by some oysters Rudolf had eaten three weeks
ago. Pde and shaken, he finaly staggered into the shower. Only when he was sogping himself did he
redlize that somebody had undressed him and put him to bed.

When he came out Lillith was ill in bed but room service hed |eft atray. The dark-haired girl
opened her eyes. "Morning, lover,” she said.

"Am |?' Rudolf asked, "Did we—7?"

Lillith tossed coversfrom the bed and emerged fully clothed in her working uniform of hot pants and
abaggy sweater. Rudolf guessed that answered his question.

"Youredly hung oneon,” shesaid cheerfully. "Drink this."



" 000000000000000hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!™ 1t wasn't the most sophidticated linein the world but
Rudolf's delivery had never been more sincere.

Lillith bullied himinto drinking aglassful of some red tinged corpse reviver and within minutes Rudolf
had collected himsdf enough to climb back into the Mohawk's rumpled suit. "What happened?’ he
asked.

"Do you want al the painful details about ressting arrest and how duly condgtituted officers of the law
were suborned into releasing you into the custody of hundred-dollar-bill-sprinkling strangers?”

Rudolf groaned again. "How did you happen dong?' he asked.

"The eeven o'clock news gave arather broad hint asto your whereabouts even if one of the guyson
the camera crew hadn't called me for some background materia hours before.”

"Where's Flaherty?"

"Home minding the store. What were you actudly doing up there with your head in the clouds?"

Rudolf groaned again. "Am |—?' He decided held rather not know. Lillith ate breskfast with a
cheerful haste that Rudolf found nauseating. She gulped coffee and said, "Let's split.”

Rudoalf followed her out of the motdl. "Where'sthetruck?' he asked.

"Ten deep in fuzz. Y ou can afford anew one better than along stay in somebody el se'sjurisdiction.
Y ou leave anything important in it?"

Rudolf thought and decided he hadn't. From the corner of his eye he saw severd Indiansfrom the
next unit loading bags into an aging car. He remembered being surrounded momentarily by Indians. He
peered into the early morning sunlight. It was the janitor of his old school and the other young men held
brushed off last evening. "John!" he cdlled, "I'm sorry, | didn't recognize you. What're you doing in this
part of the country?"

The old man smiled. Rudolf stepped forward to shake hands and moved too fast. Hisvision blurred
for an ingtant and he thought he was going to flash the biscuits again.

"Youredly got lit up last night,” the old man said. "We're going to a conference up on the Iroquois
reservation,” he continued. " Seeif we can do something to keep the Corps of Engineers from damming
al thetreaty land under water."

When Rudolf could see again he said, "I'm redlly glad to see you. So many moochers| just didn't
know you for aminute. Isthere anything | can do for—?"

"Not now!" Lillith sad firmly. "Weve got to move."

"Stop in on your way back," Rudolf said. He fought down another wave of nausea. The Indians
went back to loading their car as Lillith caught hisarm and led him toward her camper. "Did | seethem
last night?' he asked.

"Condgdering that you were statutorily blind, | doubt it. They saw you. So did everybody eseinthe
monumentd traffic jam caused by atruck whose driver | charitably refrain from naming. Will you hurry
up?'

Rudolf wondered how he had ever imagined this dark-haired amazon attractive. What annoyed him
most was the way shefilled apair of hot pants. Had he really spent the night in the same bed with her?

Lillith was backing the camper out into the driveway when ablack sedan pulled in to block the exit.
Several men who dl looked like Riordan got out. "Rudolf Redwolf?" one asked.

"Will you please movethat car?' Lillith ydled, "I'm late dready.”

"You may belater, lady," one said.

Lillith came out of the cab with acamera. "In that case Life's readers may aswell know who
delayed me." She began snapping pictures.

"My left Sde photographs better,” one cop said. The othersignored her. "Rudolf Redwolf?' one
repeated, "Y ou're under arrest.”

"Whet for?"

"Would you like the charges dphabeticaly or at random?’

Rudolf didn't fed up to facing them either way. Somebody gave him hisrights and hammered away
until he admitted to understanding basic English. With Lillith snapping pictures he was handcuffed and led
to the black car.



"Expert testimony says there wasn't amark on your body but you were in obvious need of medica
atention a thetime of your legd harassment,” Lillith yelled asthe car drove away.

Rudolf felt his nauseareturn.

"What the hell were you on lagt night?* one of the cops asked, "magic mushrooms?"

Rudolf didn't fed up to explaining garbagejuice.

He endured the booking procedures and refrained from vomiting until he was led to a holding tank.
Twenty-four hours and threejailslater he was feding better, though still decidedly green when a stranger
arrived with abrief case. The stranger was asmall, middle-aged man whose physique derived from
centuries of systematic malnutrition in some Slavic ghetto. Hisferret face suggested that he knew who
was responsble for those centuries and that his patience was nearing an end.

"Who'reyou?' Rudolf asked.

"I'm your lawyer. Bagtards kept moving you so much | damn near missed you again.”

"l don't know you."

"Of courseyou don't. Miss Lasky sent me.”

Suddenly Rudolf thought how easy it would be for the golden horde to bail him out and spirit him off
to never-never land. "Misswho?' he asked.

"Oh, for Christ's sake! The broad you dept with night before last and were too bombed-out to
screw!”

"All right." Rudolf wondered if any Stuation would ever occur in which Miss Lasky would not be
two jumps ahead of him.

"Where do we go from here?"'

"Preferably someplace out of range of theillegd but thoroughly visible microphonesthat're violating
aprivileged conversation. Y ou ready to leave?'

"l guess s0." A turnkey opened the cell and Rudolf followed his counselor down the corridor. At the
desk he signed for amanilaenvelopefull of keys, pocket knife, billfold, and money. The lawyer rushed
him into a Cadillac and they headed for the edge of town.

Before Rudolf quite realized what was happening hewasin ahelicopter. A haf hour later the
chopper settled down in the middle of the gravel pit. Flaherty came from hislab to see what new disaster
threatened. The chopper lifted, leaving Rudolf and the lawyer behind. "Wheres Lillith?' Faherty asked.

Thelawyer shrugged. "The question is, what do we do now?"

Flaherty sighed and led the way into hislaboratory. "Place's clean, | think." He turned on aradio.
They found chairs and boxesto St around it. "Dear boy," Flaherty said, "I know you meant well but | do
wish you hadn't doneit.”

"I've been Stting here dl morning putting things together. Took me the longest time to guesswhat
you were up to. Then | found the missing flask. Even then | thought maybe one of St. Audrey's crew
doleit.”

Rudolf sghed. "What difference would it make?"

"l don't know," Flaherty said. "In the long runiit'll al work out the same. Nobody keeps a secret
forever."

Rudolf felt alittle twinge of worry. "Are we speaking the same language?’ he asked.

"I couldn't say. Which flask did you think you were getting?'

Suddenly the worry was more than just atwinge. "Which onedid | get?

"Thetrue breeding culture,”" Flaherty said.

CHAPTER 14



Therewasaclarion cal of muted money which Rudolf recognized asaLamborghini horn. He
looked out and saw the orienta red car. The top was up. Now why, he wondered, did Pameahaveto
come out here personally when they could have sent any process server? He strolled warily toward the
locked gate. Hlaherty and the lawyer watched from the doorway. A man's head emerged from the
right-hand window. "Can we comein?' heydled. It was St. Audrey.

Rudolf looked back at Flaherty and the lawyer. "No use locking the stable door now," FHaherty said.
Thelawyer shrugged agreement.

Rudolf unlocked the gate. Looking straight ahead, Pamela drove through and parked next to the
shed. They got out and went inside Flaherty's [aboratory. "1've cometo apologize,” St. Audrey said.

Wordlesdy, Pamela handed Rudolf the incubator.

Totaly nonplussed, Rudolf looked at Flaherty. The Irishman shrugged. Rudolf turned back to St.
Audrey. "l don't get it. What kind of aman areyou?'

. Audrey turned on hismatineeidol amile. "If you cut me, | bleed. | have an averson to sanding
bloody but unbowed."

Rudolf wondered how he could ever have admired and envied people like this. "1 suppose you want
something,” he sad.

"Nothing more than I've ever wanted. | want you on our sde.”

"And how do you expect to achieve that?'

"Unconditiona surrender.”

"Y our building'sfalen down aready?'

The lawyer interrupted with frantic nonsense but St. Audrey didn't react. "'I'm returning your
property intact and unused,” he said. "Now will you please cal off your dogs?’

"That's an unusua request,” Rudolf said. "I've never spied on you.”

Flaherty erupted into roaring guffaws. "Och," he finally wheezed, "'tis merry sport t'see the
engineer..."

Rudolf stared.

"Sure and welll take care of the incubator,” Flaherty said. "Now therésjust onetiny little favor youd
be askin' of us?'

Through it dl Pamelahad been staring into the distance, trying for her habitual supercool. "Please,
Rudy," shefinaly said. "Y ou didn't have to do that to poor Archie.”

"Archie?' Tha wasthe goddamn Mohawk's name. "It was him or me."

"But you didn't haveto kill him!"

Suddenly Rudolf knew it was dl ashuck. "Saveit," hesad. "Evenif | had been thereit justisn'tin
my peace-loving nature to hit that hard. Go frame somebody ese.”

"Nobody's framing you,” St. Audrey said. "Can we spesk fredy?

"That depends on whether Riordan's ill manning his mikes and cameras over in the swamp.”

"He's been gone since we — acquired the incubator. Now don't worry about homicide
investigations," St. Audrey continued. "I'd much rather call it off. We don't need more bodies, do we?'

"I had nothing to do with whatever you're talking about.”

"Please, Rudy," Pamelawailed, "can't we ever use a bathroom again?'

Suddenly Rudolf understood that he wasn't being accused of battery with acoup stick. Now he
realized what had happened to the Mohawk. Too bad, he thought. He hadn't redlly didiked the bastard
al that much. " So you want me to defuse your bathrooms?”

. Audrey raised his hands, pAmsup. "Yes."

"No." Rudolf handed him back the incubator.

"Y our wildest desire,” St. Audrey tempted.

"Mine enemy's head on a platter?”

While St. Audrey stared Rudolf ushered him and hislovely, nubile, red-haired daughter back to their
car and out the gate.

"Let'sgo home," he said when the Lamborghini was gone.

Flaherty and the lawyer were still in shock. They nodded and FHaherty led the way to anew



Pymouth.

"When'd you get this?' Rudolf asked.

"Y esterday when Lillith called and said the truck wasimpounded.”

Rudolf groaned.

They arrived at the white house in the village just as another older car was arriving. Rudolf squinted
and saw it wasthejanitor of hisreservation school, accompanied by the same younger Indians. "How'd
you make out?' he cdled.

Old John shook his head. "Can't beat the white man," he said. "They're gonnaflood the whole damn
reservation.”

Rudolf gave adisgusted growl. "Come on in. Maybe we can scrape up something to eat.”

Just asthey were going insde the house the phone rang. "Rudolf?' It was St. Audrey's voice.

v~

"I'd give you your enemy's head on a platter but my religion forbids suicide. Now surdly, there must
be some private arrangement possible between us..."

Looking into the front room where Flaherty exchanged pleasantries with the dgjected Indians,
Rudolf suddenly knew there was something he wanted. "Come over right now," he said, and hung up.

Within minutes St. Audrey was knocking. Thistime Pamelastayed in the car.

"Behold my brethren,” Rudolf said, and drew a startled glance from Flaherty. "Help them in their
hour of need.”

"What do they want?' St. Audrey asked.

Old John explained about the violated treaty and the Corps of Engineers dam foolishness.

S. Audrey dided deven digits and spoke briefly.

The lawyer's ferret eyes narrowed at the name St. Audrey mentioned. "Hold it," he said, and
grabbed the phone. "May | have your full name, sir?' Even across the room Rudolf could hear the "Who
the hdl gave you this number?*

"Thank you," the lawyer said, and handed the phone back to St. Audrey. "Hard to impersonate that
voice without some preparation,” he said with athin smile.

When St. Audrey hung up amoment later he turned on hisfull voltage smile and said, "It'staken
careof."

Thistime Rudolf guessed it was.

Therewas around of happy handshaking while Old John and the younger Indians convinced
themsalvesthat what they had just witnessed had actually happened.

"l don't liketo pressyou,” St. Audrey said deferentialy, "but delay could cost another life.”

The Indianstook the hint and began making their farewells. "Wait aminute," Rudolf sad. "How you
fixed for money?'

There was an embarrassed slence. "Were alittle short,” one of the young men admitted. "Had to
buy three retreads.”

"Takeour car,” Rudolf said. "Well get another.” He gave S. Audrey apiercing look which elicited
severd largebills. "Y ou guys keep in touch,” Rudolf said, and turned to St. Audrey. "Okay, let'sgo.”

"Knew | should have brought the Cadillac," St. Audrey murmured.

Rudolf looked at the lawyer. "Can you "cal that chopper?' he asked.

An hour later they were in Northumber, with the exception of Pameawho was driving the
Lamborghini home. Rudolf approached the scene of the Mohawk's demise and poked the door open
with abroom. "Tuchi," hecdled, "I've got it. Tuchi! Areyou there?'

There was no answer. Rudolf tried several more times, then gave up. "We may be hereawhile" he
sad. "How about my first month's salary?' He glanced at the lawyer whose name he still hadn't learned.

"Makeit thefirg year's" the lawyer said, "and never say salary when you mean atransfer of capita
gainson which the tax has aready been paid.”

. Audrey winced. The lawyer opened his briefcase and began moving chips from one ledger to
another. Flaherty yawned and wandered about the library. Rudolf thought he was going to demand
booze but the Irishman stretched out on a couch and went to deep. Rudolf tried the bathroom again. Still



no Tuchi. Hereturned to the library and idly perused titles.

The Saints... He rummaged through its pages until he cameto St. Audrey. (See Ethelreda) He
turned to Ethelreda (or Audrey) and read: A widow, she married the boy Egfrid, son of the king of
Northumbria; when he grew up she refused to consummate the marriage. The unfortunate Egfrid
married again.

Rudolf stood studying the brief reference. He wondered if St. Audrey knew his shabby origins, then
suddenly redlized why this estate was called Northumber. It seemed an odd thing to be proud of.

The lawyer finished hisbusiness. St. Audrey seemed to have recovered his cheerfulnessin spite of
having just signed away severd million dollars. "I see you've discovered the family skeleton,” he said.

"Yes," Rudolf said uncertainly.

"Have you ever wondered why | would have welcomed you as ason-in-law?'

"| assumed | had something you wanted.”

. Audrey laughed and hooked a dictionary from the shelf. He thumbed through it and underlined a
word. Rudolf took the book and read, Tawdry: cheap and gaudy in appearance or quality, so
named for cheap and shoddy goods formerly sold at . Audrey's fair. Synonyms. brummagem,
shlock.

"You see" St. Audrey said, "I recognized akindred spirit.”

Rudolf realized now that he had been completely accepted into white society. Studying St. Audrey's
mocking smile, he knew he wasworthy of the honor. He turned and tried the toilet again.

Thistime Tuchi'striangular head reared up through the toilet bowl. "It's near,” she said. "I can smdll
it

Rudolf held out the incubator. "I'll make you anice dedl for thet trap,” he said.

"Whom do you wish to kill?* Tuchi asked.

"Uh — nobody. Chrigt, haven't we had enough killing?'

"That," Tuchi sngpped, "isamatter of persond taste.”

"I want to learn to make that superhard, superductile crystaline stuff."

"Oh!" Tuchi gtretched a pseudopod and took the incubator from Rudolf. "That's easy. Y ou don't
need thetrap.”

Flaherty appeared, yawning and blinking from hisnap. ™Y ou'll be leaving now, | suppose?' he asked
thedien.

"It will require sometimeto clean out the drive. Then thereisthe problem of my family.”

"Y oull be taking them with you?' Rudolf asked hopefully.

"When they reach traveling age. Of course, I'll have to congtruct alarger ship.”

Rudolf had asudden sinking fedling. "Uh, how long will thet take?"

Therewas an ingtant's delay while Tuchi converted into Earth units. " One hundred forty-four years,”
shesad.

Rudolf sat down.

"Don't takeit so hard,"” St. Audrey comforted when Tuchi had disappeared down the john without
reveding how the superhard, superductile crystals were made.

"Why not?" Rudolf asked.

"| seeinteresting times ahead but, like me, you're a professond survivor.”

Rudolf gave his arch-enemy athoughtful glance. Turning to Flaherty and the lawyer, he said, "Were
through here, aren't we?"'

The lawyer nodded. Rudolf, after the faintest hesitation, shook handswith St. Audrey and they
boarded the helicopter for the haf hour's flight back to the village.

"l don't know why you hang out in adump likethis," the lawyer said when they were insde the smdll
white house again. "Y ou're not hiding any more."

Rudolf guessed he wasn't. What the hell was he hanging around herefor?

"Shewon't be back,” Flaherty said.

Rudolf gaveaguilty gart. "Who?"'

"Pamda"



To hissurprise, Rudolf realized he hadn't been thinking about Pamela. He guessed she was one of
those unattainable gods. Having attained her severd times... Remembering how he had turned his back
on his own people, Rudolf wondered if that was what he had redlly seen in Pamela. To shut off further
discusson, heturned on the TV and hunted for the news.

It was the wrong time of day. Flaherty poured himsalf adrink from aplastic jug. He sillently offered
oneto Rudolf. Rudolf shuddered. The lawyer took one and, after asingle sip for politeness, became busy
with his papers. "If | can trust you to stay out of trouble for twenty-four hours," he said, "I have thingsto
dointhecity."

"Other dients?'

"Four of them below the age of consent. My wife gets bent out of shapeif | don't dropinoncea
week."

Rudolf saw him to the door, then went back to the TV. Thistime he caught himsdlf playing wild
Indian while the golden horde solemnly scribbled graffiti on St. Audrey'sfina girder.

"Rerunsyet," hesaid.

Flaherty grinned. "I thought Lillith would have a heart attack. Tell me, dear boy, wasit dangerous up
there?'

"You'd have to ask somebody else. | wasn't there at thetime.”

"By theway," Flaherty continued, "'l wonder where sheis?'

The news cut to Lillith, till in hot pants and baggy swesater. "Now MissLasky," theinterviewer said,
"you first broke the story about the young Indian who was playing medicine man in adeserted grave pit.
In your opinion, isthere any connection between that story and the sudden porosity that seemsto be
dissolving concrete on the Hartford thru-way?"

Lillith tirred, affording the cameraman another angle of her underpinning. Giving the lensalook of
the kind of innocence Rudolf knew could never again exist in the world, she said, "Wadll, if somebody
wants to prosecute for witcheraft..."

The commentator laughed.

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. Suddenly they were both on their feet. Rudolf led the way out to the
decrepit auto Old John had |eft in exchange for their new one. They drove silently al theway to the
grave pit. Rudolf unlocked and they hurried into Flaherty's [aboratory.

The concrete floor had turned into muck. One wall was crumbling and a corner of the roof had
started to sag. Looking at Flaherty, Rudolf redlized the Irishman knew what was going to happen even
better than he did.

"But | don't getit,” Rudolf protested. "Aluminum issuch asmall percentage of concrete.”

"Aye" Haherty agreed. "And gluesasmdl part of furnitureif you want to put it that way."

"Isthere any way to stop it?"

Flaherty sighed. "Aslong as there's aumina, some's bound to be poor enough to keep part of the
culture asexud. That's why Tuchi warned us not to open the incubator. But tell me, dear boy, how did it
get dl over thethru-way?"

"| tossed the empty flask into the back of thetruck. All that rain must've diluted it and dribbled it
down onto the road."

"Y ou're not going to be too popular once people redize what you've turned loose." Flaherty sighed
agan. ""Tislike a seanachie story. Thelittle people give you three wishes and, no matter what the
language, what the culture, what the people, the wisher aways ends up with the skatotropic touch. ‘Tisa
universa humen trait.”

"The skatotropic touch?'

"Y es, dear boy. Menwork so hard and then it al turnsinto—"

"Assuming it'sthat bad,” Rudolf said, "do you want to be on the winning Sde?'

"Not necessaxily,” Flaherty said. "But it beetslosing."

"Then let's go home and answer our mail.”

Riding back to the house, Rudolf dwelt on St. Audrey's andyss. Hewondered if, subconscioudy,
he had already been angling for the main chance when he gave Flaherty's car to the Indians.



Blame it on Freud. Hewondered if other generations had ever redly believed in smplethingslike
goodness and kindness. Probably nat, if Indian treaties were any indicator. How would St. Audrey make
out? In the catastrophes to come nobody would notice the collgpse of his building. Rudolf thought back
to thefirgt time he had seen that matineeidol facade being interviewed on TV.

"We hear of the Iron Age. Actually we live in the Ferroconcrete Age. Dams, buildings, roads,
airdrips, missile silos — everything is made of steel covered with concrete.”

Rudolf knew hewas going to missit al.

Flaherty brought him out of it with abrisk, "Wdll, let's get to work.”

They went into the house and started opening and sorting mail. Rudolf began writing checks. Hours
later Lillith arrived. Shetook onelook at ther frantic activity, saw where the money was going, and
gasped. "Likethat?" she asked.

Rudolf nodded.

"Am | dark enough to pass?'

"Youll do quite nicdy. All we haveto do isfind you and Flaherty totem animals.”

Lillith got on the phone and by morning they had a secretarid staff opening and sorting mail. Withina
week the millions Rudolf had extorted from St. Audrey were gone. Flaherty contributed his own fortune
to the most colossa potlatch since the elder Rockefdler earned he too was mortal.

They began giving away the foreign bank deposits, doing their best to didtribute everything equaly
among the North American tribes. With each check went amimeographed suggestion that it be promptly
negotiated.

"Don't you think you ought to advisethem to insert it in surviva equipment?’ Lillith asked.

"No!" Rudolf said firmly and discovered Flaherty wasin emphatic agreement. Helet the Irishman
explanit.

"WEélIl have panic soon enough,” Haherty said, "once people get it through their heads that it's dll
over — that from now on Earth can never support the cancerous overgrowth of population that's blighted
our century.”

"But you'retrying to savethe Indians” Lillith protested.

"Not at dl,” Rudolf said. "The Indians will save themselves. People who've never gotten much
benefit from civilization aren't going to be too choked up over itspassng.”

"Then what areyou giving al thismoney away for?"

"It'sgoing out of style. I'm buying every Indian on this continent one grand glorious splurge— a
chance to overest, overdress, to blow his mind with al the tawdry junk he's never been able to afford.”

"But what do you get out of it?"

Rudolf smiled. "Have you consdered sanctuary?"

"Continually. Once people redlize what's happening to the world you're not going to be aculture
hero."

Rudolf looked at Flaherty. "How much time do we have?'

"How should | know?" the Irishman wondered. "Thissthefirgt time|'ve ever destroyed civilization.”

"But | thought your knowledge of genetics..."

"From what | see on the tube some people€re worried aready. Y ou can bet your coup stick St.
Audrey's bought himself an idand and stocked up ayacht. It'll spread from New Y ork but it's anybody's
guesshow long itll take."

"If people are walking New Y ork streets and then tracking mud onto the planes a Kennedly..."

"Arewe going to anidand?" Lillith asked.

"No, and I'll bet St. Audrey isn't ether,” Rudolf said, remembering the millionaire's equanimity in
accepting an extraterrestria in his bathroom. "A professond survivor wouldn't want to be away from the
action.”

"Where are we going?' Faherty asked.

"Where cement never grew. Therell be 'interesting times down here but mobs like warm wesather.”

"Y ou see, dear boy, liberd artsdidn't ruin you after al!"

It took aweek but when their float plane lifted off for the north woods the three of them were



prepared for housewarming. They settled in and held another potlatch for their new neighbors, after
which they owned nothing worth envying or sedling.

EPILOGUE

Rudolf was mildly surprised to realize that his ol dest son was exactly the age he had been on what
they now called "I" Day, the day Rudolf had given it al back to the Indians.

Paddling in the shalows where the going was easier, he finaly rounded a point and could relax. One
of the nice things about being fifty, Rudolf decided, was that he was no longer pained to admit that his
sonswere all better paddlers. It was only natural, outboards and gasoline having become increasingly
scarce.

For awhile, he remembered, it had |ooked like Whitey might do it al over again. But inthelong run
those who survived were the marginas who had never regped much benefit from ferro-concrete
cvilization.

Back when Flaherty Hill fiddled nostalgically with outboards, occasiondly coaxing one to sputter
aong on the output of his high tolerance yeadts, the Irishman had been fond of quoting Voltaire— that
history was the sound of silk dippers coming downstairs while hobnailed boots raced up. But, relaxed
atop acargo of wild ricein the big canoe while his boysrigged the sail for the long downwind run, Rudolf
was wearing moccasins.

It had al happened so suddenly. People had joked about giving it back to the Indians. Later when
every dam, building, road, sdewalk, and freeway had released its oxygen and turned into afertile muck
that sprouted ragweed, then grasses, and findly trees— by then it had been too late. Those whose lives
depended on pacemakers or insulin or tranquilizers or eectricity or gasoline were no longer cluttering up
the gene poal.

He often wondered what had become of St. Audrey. Probably the same thing that had happened to
nine out of every ten peoplein the highly industridized countries. The day he had lost amolar via apair
of pliersand a cupful of Flaherty's garbagejuice, Rudolf had remembered the old days with some
nostalgia. Even breathing clean air and drinking the limpid waters of Lake Erie, Rudolf was sure he was
not going to live as many years as he might have survived under smog but at least he wasliving them.

Straight ahead in the clear blue distance he could make out their evening landfall. The canoewas
dancing aong in the fresh breeze, e dest son dozing in the bow while Number Two Boy steered. Rudolf
roused himsdlf to put alure over the side. Within seconds he had atwo-foot pike. He tossed it back and
switched lures, hoping for a couple of the sdlmon that had begun spawning above the rapids that
remained after Niagara Fals concrete patchwork had collapsed.

There was another jerk. Rudolf began overhanding the line and discovered... "Tuchi!" he growled,
"do you haveto do that?'

The dien surfaced on both sides of the canoe, frolicking like a sea serpent. "Keep your shirt on," she
sad. "Il herd somefish your way."

Rudolf smiled and guessed he could have made aworse choice of totem anima. He hauled in his
salmon afew minutes |ater, stretched, and took a deep breath of pure air. Damn, was it ever niceto go
out trading thistime of year!

When he awoke a couple of hourslater the sun was gill high and the other canoes were converging
on thelandfal. Amidships of the large one, old Flaherty snoozed atop the load of skins he had acquired
for the product of a high tolerance yeest.

They landed and began making camp. While the younger children ydled and skylarked, hunting
firewood, Rudolf studied the sky and decided not to bother with atent. Down by the shore alean,
dark-haired woman was cleaning the sdlmon Tuchi had herded toward hislure. She glanced up at his



gpproach. "Hello, lover,” Lillith said. "Have anice day?"
"S0-50," Rudolf answered. "They're getting better dl the time.”



