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CHEAP STEEL SPOONS

The big man with no shirt came back across the room with five chegp stedl spoons. The girl with
the green hair giggled. "1 ain't never aeno live brain before.”

"It's suzzy stuff, Rainbow," Phil told her. "This oughtabe agood brain. Full of chemicas; |
imegine”

Haf-N-Haf seemed to be having trouble starting the little cutting machine. It wasavariable
heat-blade. They were going to cut off the top of Sta-Hi's skull and eat his brain with those cheap sted
spoons. He would be able to watch them ... at first.

Someone started screaming.
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Chapter One

Cobb Anderson would have held out longer, but you don't see dolphins every day. There were
twenty of them, fifty, rolling in the little gray waves, wicketting up out of the water. It was good to see
them. Cobb took it for asign and went out for his evening sherry an hour early.

The screen door dapped shut behind him and he stood uncertainly for amoment, dazed by the
late afternoon sun. Annie Gushing watched him from her window in the cottage next door. Beatlesmusic
drifted out past her.

"Y ou forgot your hat," she advised. He was still a good-looking man, barrel-chested and
bearded like Santa Claus. She wouldn't have minded getting it on with him, if heweren't so ...

"Look at the dolphins, Annie. | don't need a hat. Look how happy they are. | don't need a hat
and | don't need awife." He started toward the asphdt road, walking stiffly across the crushed white
Sdls

Annie went back to brushing her hair. She wore it white and long, and she kept it thick with
hormone spray. She was sixty and not too brittle to hug. Shewondered idly if Cobb would take her to
the Golden Prom next Friday.

Thelong last chord of "Day inthe Life" hungintheair. Annie couldn't have said which song she
had just heard-after fifty years her reponsesto the music were dl but extinguished-but she walked
across the room to turn the stack of records over. If only something would happen, she thought for the



thousandth time. | get so tired of being me.

At the Superette, Cobb selected a chilled quart of cheap sherry and adamp paper bag of boiled
peanuts. And he wanted something to look at.

The Superette magazine selection was nothing compared to what you could get over in Cocoa.
Cobb settled findly for alove-ad newspaper called Kissand Tell. It was ways good and weird . . .
most of the advertisers were seventy-year-old hippies like himsalf. He folded the first-page picture under
so that only the headline showed. PLEASE PHEEZE ME.

Funny how long you can laugh at the same jokes, Cobb thought, waiting to pay. Sex seemed
odder dl thetime. He noticed the man in front of him, wearing alight-blue hat blocked from plastic mesh.

If Cobb concentrated on the hat he saw an irregular blue cylinder. But if he let himsalf ook
through the holesin the mesh he could see the meek curve of the bald head underneath. Skinny neck and
alight-bulb head, clawing in hischange. A friend.

"Hey, Parker."

Parker finished rounding up his nickels, then turned his body around. He spotted the bottle.

"Happy Hour came early today." A note of remonstrance. Parker worried about Cobb.

"It's Friday. Pheeze metight." Cobb handed Parker the paper.

"Seven eighty-five," the cashier said to Cobb. Her white hair was curled and hennaed. Shehad a
deep tan. Her flesh had apleasingly used and dily look toit.

Caobb was surprised. Hed dready counted money into hishand. "I make it six fifty." Numbers
began diding around in his heed.

"I meant my box number," the cashier said with atoss of her head. "Inthe Kissand Tell." She
smiled coyly and took Cobb's money. She was proud of her ad this month. She'd gone to astudio for the
picture.

Parker handed the paper back to Cobb outside. "I can't look at this, Cobb. I'm till ahappily
married man, God help me."

"Y ou want a peanut?'

"Thanks." Parker extracted asoggy shell from the it tie bag. There was no way his spotted and
trembling old hands could have pedled the nut, so he popped it whole into his mouth. After aminute he
spit the hull out.

They waked towards the beach, eating pasty peanuts. They wore no shirts, only shorts and
sandals. The afternoon sun beat pleasantly on their backs. A silent Mr. Frostee truck cruised past.

Cobb cracked the screw-top on his dark-brown bottle and took a tentative first sp. He wished
he could remember the box number the cashier had just told him. Numberswouldn't stay il for him
anymore. It was hard to believe held ever been a cybernetician. His memory ranged back to hisfirst
robots and how they'd learned to bop . . .



"Food drop'slate again," Parker was saying. "And | hear therésanew murder cult upin
Daytona. They're cdled the Little Kidders." He wondered if Cobb could hear him. Cobb was just
standing there with empty colorless eyes, ayelow stain of sherry on the dense white hair around hislips.

"Food drop," Cobb said, suddenly coming back. He had away of re-entering a conversation by
confidently booming out the last phrase which had registered. "I've il got agood supply.”

"But be sure to eat some of the new food when it comes," Parker cautioned. " For the vaccines.
I'll tll Annieto remind you."

"Why iseverybody so interested in staying aive? | left my wife and came down here to drink and
diein peace. She can't wait for meto kick off. Sowhy . . ." Cobb'svoice caught. Thefact of the matter
was that he wasterrified of death. Hetook aquick, medicina dug of sherry.

"If you were peaceful, you wouldn't drink so much,” Parker said mildly. "Drinking isthesgn of an
unresolved conflict.”

"No kidding," Cobb said heavily. In the golden warmth of the sun, the sherry had taken quick
effect. "Hereés an unresolved conflict for you." Heran afingernail down the vertical white scar on hisfurry
chest. "I don't have the money for another second-hand heart. In ayear or two this cheapie's going to
poop out on me."

Parker grimaced. "So? Use your two years."

Cobb ran hisfinger back up the scar, asif zipping it up. "I've seen what it's like, Parker. I've had
ataste of it. It'stheworst thing thereis." He shuddered at the dark memory . . . teeth, ragged clouds. . .
andfdl glent.

Parker glanced at hiswatch. Timeto get going or Cynthiawould. . .

"Y ou know what Jmi Hendrix said?' Cobb asked. Recalling the quote brought the old resonance
back into hisvoice. "When it'smy timeto die, I'm going to bethe one doing it. So aslong asI'm dive,

you let melive my way."

Parker shook his head. "Faceit, Cobb, if you drank lessyou'd get alot more out of life." He
raised his hand to cut off hisfriend'sreply. "But I've got to get home. Bye bye."

"Bye."

Cobb walked to the end of the asphalt and over alow dune to the edge of the beach. No one
was there today, and he sat down under hisfavorite palm tree.

The breeze had picked up alittle. Warmed by the sand, it lapped at Cobb's face, buried under
white whiskers. The dolphinswere gone.

He sipped sparingly at his sherry and let the memories play. There were only two thoughtsto be
avoided: death and his abandoned wife Verena. The sherry kept them away.

The sun was going down behind him when he saw the stranger. Barrel-chest, erect posture,
strong arms and legs covered with curly hair, around white beard. Like Santa Claus, or like Ernest



Hemingway the year he shot himsdlf.

"Hello, Cobb," the man said. He wore sungoggles and looked amused. His shorts and sportshirt
glittered.

"Carefor adrink?' Cobb gestured at the half-empty bottle. He wondered who, if anyone, he
wastdking to.

"No thanks," the stranger said, Sitting down. "1t doesn't do anything for me."
Cobb stared at the man. Something about him . . .

"Y ourewondering who | am," the dranger said, smiling. "I'm you."
"Youwho?'

"You me." The stranger used Cobb's own tight little smile on him. "I'm amechanica copy of your

The face seemed right and there was even the scar from the heart transplant. The only difference
between them was how dert and hedthy the copy looked. Cal him Cobb Anderson,. Cobb, didn't
drink. Cobb envied him. He hadn't had a completely sober day since he had the operation and | €ft his
wife

"How did you get here?'

The robot waved a hand palm up. Cobb liked the way the gesture looked on someone else. "l
can't tel you," the machine said. ™Y ou know how most people fed about us.”

Cabb chuckled his agreement. He should know. At first the public had been delighted that
Cobb's moon-robots had evolved into intelligent boppers. That had been before Ralph Numbers had led
the 2001 revolt. After the revolt, Cobb had been tried for treason. He focused back on the present.

"If you're abopper, then how can you be ... here?' Cobb waved hishand in avague circle taking
in the hot sand and the setting sun. "1t'stoo hot. All the boppers| know of are based on supercooled
circuits. Do you have arefrigeration unit hidden in your somach?”

Anderson, made another familiar hand-gesture. "I'm not going to tell you yet, Cobb. Later you'll
find out. Just takethis...." The robot fumbled in its pocket and brought out awad of bills. "Twenty-five
grand. We want you to get the flight to Disky tomorrow. Ralph Numberswill be your contact up there.
Hell meet you at the Anderson room in the museum.”

Caobb's heart legpt at the thought of seeing Ralph Numbers again. Raph, hisfirst and finest
model, the onewho had set dl the othersfree. But . . .

"l can't get avisa," Cob said. "Y ou know that. I'm not allowed to leave the Gimmie territory.”
"Let usworry about that,” the robot said urgently. "Therell be someone to help you through the

formalities. Werreworking on it right now. And I'll stand in for you while you're gone. No onell be the
wise."



Theintengty of his doubl€e's tone made Cobb suspicious. He took adrink of sherry and tried to
look shrewd. "What's the point of dl this? Why should | want to go to the Moon in thefirst place? And
why do the boppers want me there?’

Anderson, glanced around the empty beach and leaned close. "We want to make you immortd,
Dr. Anderson. After al you did for us, it'sthe least we can do.”

Immortal! The word was like awindow flung open. With desth so close nothing had mattered.
But if therewasaway ot . . .

"How?" Cobb demanded. In his excitement heroseto hisfeet. "How will you do it? Will you
make me young again, too?"

"Takeit easy," therobot said, aso risng. "Don't get over-excited. Just trust us. With our supplies
of tank-grown organs we can rebuild you from the ground up. And you'll get as much interferon asyou

The machine stared into Cobb's eyes, looking honest. Staring back, Cobb noticed that they
hadn't gotten theirises quite right. Thelittlering of blue wastoo flat and even. The eyeswere, after all,
just glass, unreadable glass.

The double pressed the money into Cobb's hand. " Take the money and get the shuttle tomorrow.
Well arrange for ayoung man called Sta-Hi to help you at the spaceport.”

Music was playing, wheedling closer. A Mr. Frostee truck, the same one Cobb had seen before.
It was white, with abig freezer-box in back. There was asmiling giant plastic ice-cream cone mounted
on top of the cab. Cobb's double gave him apat on the shoulder and trotted up the beach.

When he reached the truck, the robot |ooked back and flashed asmile. Y dlow teeth in the white
beard. For thefirst timein years, Cobb loved himself, the erect strut, the frightened eyes. "Good-bye," he
shouted, waving the money. "And thankd!"

Cobb Anderson, jumped into the soft-ice-cream truck next to the driver, afat short-haired man
with no shirt. And then the Mr. Frostee truck drove off, itsmusic sllenced again. It was dusk now. The
sound of the truck's motor faded into the ocean'sroar. If only it wastrue.

But it had to be! Cobb was holding twenty-five thousand-dollar bills. He counted them twice to
make sure. And then he scrawled the figure $25000 in the sand and looked at it. That wasalot.

Asthe darknessfdl he finished the sherry and, on asudden impulse, put the money in the bottle
and buried it next to histreein ameter of sand. The excitement was wearing off now, and fear was
setting in. Could the boppers really give him immortdity with surgery and interferon?

It seemed unlikely. A trick. But why would the bopperslieto him? Surely they remembered dl
the good things he/d done for them. Maybe they just wanted to show him agood time. God knows he
could useit. And it would be great to see Raph Numbers again.

Walking home aong the beach, Cobb stopped severa times, tempted to go back and dig up that
bottle to seeif the money wasredly there. The moon was up, and he could see the little sand-colored
crabs moving out of their holes. They could shred those bills right up, he thought, stopping again.



Hunger growled in his ssomach. And he wanted more sherry. He walked alittle further down the
slvery beach, the sand squeaking under his heavy heds. It was bright asday, only all black-and-white.
Thefull moon had risen over theland to hisright. Full moon means high tide, he fretted.

He decided that as soon as held had a bite to eat he'd get more sherry and move the money to
higher ground.

Coming up on hismoon-slvered cottage from the beach he spotted Annie Cushing's leg sticking
past the corner of her cottage. She was sitting on her front steps, waiting to snag himin the driveway. He
angled to the right and came up on his house from behind, staying out of her line of vision.

Chapter Two

Inside Cobb's pink concrete-block cottage, Stan Mooney shifted uncomfortably in asagging
easy chair. Hewondered if that fat white-haired woman next door had warned the old man off. Night
hed falen while he sat here.

Without turning the light on, Mooney went into the kitchen nook and rummaged for something to
eat. Therewas anice piece of tunasteak shrink-wrapped in thick plastic, but he didn't want that. All the
pheezers meat was sterilized with cobalt-60 for long shelf-life. The Gimmie scientists said it was
harmless, but somehow no one but the pheezers ate the stuff. They had to. It was dll they got.

Mooney leaned down to seeiif there might be a soda under the counter. His head hit a sharp
edge and yellow light bloomed. " Shit fuck piss," Mooney muttered, ssumbling back into the cottage's
sngle room. His bald-wig had dipped back from the blow.

He returned to the lumpy armchair, moaning and readjusting his rubber dome. He hated coming
off base and looking around pheezer territory. But he'd seen Anderson bresking into afreight hangar at
the spaceport last night. There were two crates emptied out, two crates of bopper-grown kidneys. That
was big money. On the black market down herein pheezer-land you could sdll kidneys faster than
hot-dogs.

Too many old people. It was the same population bulge that had brought the baby boom of the
forties and fifties, the youth revolution of the sixties and seventies, the massive unemployment of the
eghtiesand nineties. Now the inexorable perisgtalds of time had ddivered this bolus of humanity into the
twenty-first century asthe greatest load of old people any society had ever faced.

None of them had any money ... the Gimmie had run out of Socid Security back in 2010.
Thered been hell to pay. A new kind of senior citizen was out there. Pheezers. freaky geezers.

To stop therioting, the Gimmie had turned the whole state of Florida over to the pheezers. There
was no rent there, and free weekly food drops. The pheezers flocked therein droves, and "did their own
thing." Living in abandoned motels, listening to their crummy old music, and holding danceslikeit was
1963, for God's sake.

Suddenly the dark screen-door to the beach swung open. Reflexively, Mooney snapped hisflash
into theintruder's eyes. Old Cobb Anderson stood there dazzled, empty-handed, alittle drunk, big
enough to be dangerous.

Mooney stepped over and frisked him, then flicked on the celling light.



"Sit down, Anderson.”
The old man obeyed, looking confused. "Are you me, too?" he croaked.

Mooney couldn't believe how Anderson had aged. HE'd dways reminded Mooney of hisown
father, and it looked like he'd turned out the same.

The front screen-door rattled. "Look out, Cobb, there'sapig in there!™ It wasthe old girl from
next door.

"Get your assin here," Mooney snarled, darting his eyes back and forth. He remembered his
policetraining. Intimidation is your key to self-protection. "Y ou're both under arrest.”

"Fuckin Gimmie pig," Annie said, coming in. She was glad for the excitement. She sat down next
to Cobb on his hammock. Sheld macraméed it for him hersdlf, but thiswas the first time shed been on it
with him. She patted histhigh comfortingly. It felt like a piece of driftwood.

Mooney pressed akey on the recard in his breast pocket. "Just keep quiet, lady, and | won't
have to hurt you. Now, you, state your name." He glared at Cobb.

But the old man was back on top of the Stuation. "Come on, Mooney," he boomed. "Y ou know
who | am. Y ou used to call me Doctor Anderson. Doctor Anderson, Sr!

"It was when the army was putting up their moon-robot control center at the spaceport. Twenty
years ago. | wasabig man then, and you.. . . you were alittle squirt, awatchman, agofer. But thanksto
me those war-machine moon-robots turned into boppers, and the army's control center wasjust so much
supid, worthless, human-chauvinig jingojive.

"And you paid for it, didn't you," Mooney dipped inslkily. "You paid everythingyou hed . . .
and now you don't have the money for the new organs you need. So last night you broke into a hangar
and stole two cases of kidneys, Cobb, didn't you?' Mooney dialed up the recard's gain.

"ADMIT IT!" he shouted, seizing Cobb by the shoulders. Thiswaswhat held comefor, to shock
aconfesson out of theold man. "ADMIT IT NOW AND WELL LET YOU OFF EASY!"

"BULLSHIT!" Annie screamed, on her feet and fighting-mad. "Cobb didn't sted anything last
night. We were out drinking at the Gray Areabar!”

Cobb was slent, completely confused. Mooney'swild accusation was redlly out of |eft field.
Anniewasright! He hadn't been near the spaceport in years. But after making planswith hisrobot
double, it was hard to wear an honest face.

Mooney saw something on Cobb's face, and kept pushing. "Sure | remember you, Dr.
Anderson, Sr. That'show | recognized you running away from Warehouse Threelast night." Hisvoice
was lower now, warm and ingratiating. "1 never thought a gentleman your age could move so fast. Now
come clean, Cobb. Give us back those kidneys and maybe well forget the whole thing.”

Suddenly Cobb understood what had happened. The boppers had sent his mechanical double
down in acrate marked KIDNEY S. Last night, when the coast was clear, his double had burst out of the
crate, broken out of the warehouse, and taken off. And thisidiot Mooney had seen the robot running.



But what had been in the second crate?

Annie was screaming again, her red face inchesfrom Mooney's. "Will you listen to me, pig? We
were at the Gray Areabar! Just go over there and ask the bartender! "

Mooney sighed. HEd come up with thislead himself, and he hated to seeit fizzle. That had been
the second break-in this year at Warehouse Three. He signed again. It was hot in thislittle cottage. He
dipped the rubber bald-wig off to let his scalp cool.

Annie snickered. She was enjoying herself. She wondered why Cobb was till so tense. The guy
had nothing on them. It was ajoke.

"Don't think you're clear, Anderson,” Mooney said, hanging tough for the recard's benefit.
"You'renot clear by along shot. Y ou've got the motive, the know-how, the associates ... | may even be
getting a photo back from the lab. If that guy at the Gray Areacan't back your alibi, I'm taking you in
tonight.”

"You're not even dlowed to be here," Annieflared. "It's againgt the Senior Citizens Act to send
pigs off base."

"It'sagaing the law for you people to break into the spaceport warehouses,” Mooney replied. "A
lot of young and productive people were counting on those kidneys. What if one had been for your son?”

"l don't care,”" Annie snapped. "Any more than you care about us. Y ou just want to frame Cobb
because he et the robots get out of control.”

"If they weren't out of control, we wouldn't haveto pay their prices. And thingswouldn't keep
disappearing from my warehouses. For the people till producing ..." Suddenly tired, Mooney stopped
talking. It was no use arguing with ahard-liner like Annie Gushing. It was no use arguing with anyone. He
rubbed his temples and dipped the bald-wig back on. "Let's go, Anderson.” He stood up.

Cobb hadn't said anything since Annie had brought up their dibi. He was busy worrying . . .
about the tide cregping in, and the crabs. Heimagined one busily shredding itself up a soft bed insdethe
empty sherry bottle. He could amost hear the billstearing. He must have been drunk to |eave the money
buried on the beach. Of courseif he hadn't buried it, Mooney would have found it, but now . . .

"Let'sgo," Mooney said again, standing over the chesty old man.
"Where?' Cobb asked blankly. "I haven't done anything."

"Don't play so dumb, Anderson.” God, how Stan Mooney hated the dy look on the bearded old
features. He could still remember the way his own father had sneaked drinks and bottles, and the way he
had trembled when he had the D.T.'s. Was that anything for aboy to see? Help me, Sanny, don't let
them get me!' And who was going to help Stanny? Who was going to help alondly little boy with a
drunken pheezer for afather? He pulled the old wind-bag to hisfeet.

"Leavehim aone," Annie shouted, grabbing Cobb around the waist. "Get your filthy trotters off
him, you Gimmiepig!"

"Doesn't anyone ever listen to what | say?' Mooney asked, suddenly closeto tears. "All | want
to do istake him down to the Gray Areaand check out the dibi. If it's confirmed, I'm gone. Off the case.



Come on, Pops, I'll buy you afew drinks."

That got the old buzzard started dl right. What did they seeinit, these old boozers? What's the
thrill in punishing your brain likethat? Isit really so much fun to leave your family and forget the days of
the week?

Sometimes Mooney fet like he was the only one who made an effort anymore. Hisfather wasa
drunk like Anderson, hiswife Bea spent every evening at the sex-club, and hisson ... his son had
officidly changed his name from Stanley Hilary Mooney, J., to Stay High Mooney the First. Twenty-five
yearsold, hisson, and al he did was take dope and drive acab in Daytona Beach. Mooney sighed and
walked out the door of the little cottage. The two old people followed aong, ready for some free drinks.

Chapter Three

Riding his hydrogen-cycle home from work Friday afternoon, Sta-Hi began to fed sick. It was
the acid coming on. Hed taken some Black Star before turning in his cab for the weekend. That was an
hour? Or two hours ago? The digits on hiswatch winked a him, meaninglesslittle sticks. He had to keep
moving or hed fal through the crust.

On his|eft the traffic flickered past, on his right the ocean was calling through the cracks between
buildings. He couldn't face going to hisroom. Y esterday he'd torn up the mattress.

Sta-Hi cut the whed right and yanked back to jump the curb. He braked and the little hydrogen
burner pooled to a stop. Chain the mother up. Gang bang the chain gang. Spare spinach change. A
different voice was going in each of hisears.

Some guy stuck his head out a second floor window and stared down. Giving Sta-Hi along,
lingering leer. For asecond it felt like looking at himself. Crunch, grind. He needed to mellow out for
sure. It was coming on too fast and noisy. The place hed parked in front of, the Lido Hotdl, was a
brainsurfer hangout with a huge bar in the lobby. Mondo mambo. Isit true blondes have more phine?

He got abeer a the counter and walked through to the ocean end of the lounge. Group of
teenage 'surfers over there, sharing a spray-can of Z-gas. One of them kept rocking back in his chair and
laughing big hyuck-hyuck's from histhroat. Stupid gasbag.

Sta-Hi sat down by himsdlf, pulled twitchingly at the beer. Too fast. Air in his stomach now. Try
to belchit up, uh, uh, uh. Hismouth filled with thick white foam. Outside the window aline of pelicans
flew by, following the water's edge.

Therewasn't good air in the lounge. Sweet Z. The *surfer kids diding looks over a him. Cop?
Fag? Thief? Uh, uh, uh. Morefoam. Wheredid it al come from? He leaned over his plastic cup of beer,

Spitting, topping it up.

He left the drink and went outside. His acid trips were always horrible bummers. But why? There
was no reason a mature and experienced person couldn't mellow out was there? Why else would they
dill sdll the stuff after dl these years? Poems are made like fools by me. But only God can tear your
braininto tiny little pieces.

"Wiggly," Sta-Hi murmured to himsdif, reflexively, “ Stuzzy. And thistoo. And thistoo.” And two
three? Hefdt sick, sick bad. A vortex sensation at the pit of his ssomach. Fat somach, layered with oil



pools, decayed dinosaur meat, nodules of yellow chicken fat. The ocean breeze pushed alank, greasy
grand of hair down into Sta-Hi's eye. Bits and pieces, little bits and pieces.

He walked towards the water, massaging his gut with both hands, trying to rub the fat away. The
funny thing wasthat he looked skinny. He hardly ever ate. But the fat was till there, hiding,
scrambled-egg aggl utinations of cholesterol. Degenerate connective tissue.

Oysters had cholesterol. Once held filled abeer bottle with corn-oil and passed it to afriend. It
would be nice to drown. But the paperwork!

Sta-Hi sat down and got his clothes off, except for the underwear. Windows al up and down the
beach, perverts behind them, scoping the little flgp in his underwear. He dug ahole and covered his
clotheswith sand. It felt good to claw the sand, forcing the grains under hisfingernails. Deep crack rub.
Do that smee goo? Dentd floss. He kept thinking someone was standing behind him.

Utterly exhausted, Sta-Hi flopped onto his back and closed his eyes. He saw a series of rings,
sghts he had to line up on that distant yet intimate white center, the brain's own blind spot. Hefelt like an
oyster trying to see up through the water to the sun. Cautioudy he opened his shell abit wider.

There was a sudden thunder in his ear, asmell of rotten flesh. Ha schnurf gabble O. Kissy lick.
A black poodle at hisface, ashiteater for sure. Sta-Hi sat up sharply and pushed the puppy away. It
nipped his hand with needle-like milk-teeth.

A blonde chick stood twenty meters away, smiling back a her pup. "Come on, Sparky!" She
ydled likeabel.

The dog barked and tossed its heed, ran off. The girl was still smiling. Aren't | cute with my
doggy? "Jesus," Sta-Hi moaned. He wished he could mdit, just fucking die and get it over with.
Everything was too wiggly, too generd, too specific.

He stood up, burning out thousands of braincells with the effort. He had to get in the water, get
cooled off. The chick watched him wade in. He didn't look, but he could fedl her eyeson hislittleflap. A
spongy morsel.

A quiver of fish phased past. Hyper little mothers, uprightness hardwired right into their nervous
systems. He squatted down in the wai st-deep water, imagining his brain ajely-fish floating beneath the
Foridasun. Limp, ajdly-fish with wave-waved tendrils.

Uh, uh, uh.

Helet the sdltwater wash the light-tan foam-spit off hislips. Thelittle bubbles moved among the
white water-bubbles, forming and bursting, each atiny universe.

Hiswaistband felt too tight. Slip off the undies?

Sta-Hi did his eyes back and forth. The chick was hanging around down the beach aways.
Throwing agtick in the surf, "Come on, Sparky!" Each time the dog got the stick it would prance
tiff-legged around her. Was she trying to bug him or what? Of courseit could be that she hadn't redly
noticed him inthefirgt place. But that till Ieft dl the perverts with spyglasses.

He waded out deeper, till the water reached his neck. Looking around once more, he dipped off



histight underwear and relaxed. Jelyfish jellytime jellypassed. The ocean stank.
He swam back towards shore. The saltwater lined his nogtrilswith tinfoil.

When he got to shallower water he stood, and then cried out in horror. He'd stepped on a skate.
Harmless, but the blitzy twitch of the livery fleshmound snapping out from underfoot was just too ... too
much like athought, aword made flesh. The word was, "AAAAAUUGH!" He ran out of the water,
nancing knees high, trying somehow to run on top.

"You're naked," someone said and laughed hmmm-hmmm-hmmm. Hisundies! It was the chick
with the dog. High above, spyglasses stiffened behind dirty panes.

"Yeah, | ..." Sta-Hi hegitated. He didn't want to go back into the big toilet for more electric
muscle-spasm foot-shocks. Suddenly he remembered a foot-massager held given his Dad one
Chrigtmas. Vibrating yelow plagtic arches.

The little poodle jumped and snagpped at his penis. The girl tittered. Laughing breasts.

Bent half double, Sta-Hi trucked back and forth across the sand in high speed until he saw a
trouser-cuff. He scrabbled out the jeans and T-shirt, and dipped them on. The poodle was busy &t the
edge of the water.

"Squatront,” StarHi muttered, " Spafon." The sounds of thousands of little bubble-pops floated
off the sea. The sun was going down, and the grains of sand crackled asthey cooled. Each tiny sound
demanded attention, undivided attention.

"Y ou must redly be phased,” the girl said cheerfully. "What did you do with your bathingsuit?'

"l ...aned gotit." Theangleson the chick's face kept shifting. He couldn't figure out what she
looked like. Why risk waking up with a peroxide pig? He dropped onto the sand, stretched out again, let
his eyes close. Turdbreath thundered in his ear, and then he heard their footsteps leave. His headbones
could pick up the skrinching.

Sta-Hi breathed out ashuddering sigh of exhaustion. If he could ever just get thetimeto cut
power ... He sghed again and let hismuscles go limp. Thelight behind his eyes was growing. His heed
rolled dowly to oneside.

A film came to mind, afilm of someone dying on abeach. His head rolled dowly to oneside.
And then hewas till. Real death. Sowly to one side. Last motion.

Dying, Sta-Hi groaned and sat up again. He couldn't handle. . . The chick and her dog were fifty
meters off. He sarted running after them, clumsly a first, but then fleetly, floatingly!

Chapter Four
"...0110001," Wagstaff concluded.
"100101," Raph Numbersreplied curtly, *01100000

10101000110101010000100111001000000000011000000
00010100111110011100000000000000000001010001111



00001111111110100111011000101010110000111111111
11111111001101010101111011110000010100000000000
00000011110100111011011101111010010001000001000
11111101010000001111010101001111010101111000011
00001111000011110011111011100111111111111000000 0000010100001100000000001."

The two machines rested side by sidein front of the Oné's big console. Ralph was buiilt like afile
cabinet Sitting on two caterpillar treads. Five deceptively thin manipulator arms projected out of his
body-box, and on top was a sensor head mounted on aretractable neck. One of the arms held afolded
umbrella. Raph had few visblelights or dids, and it was hard to tell what he was thinking.

Wagdtaff was much more expressive. Histhick snake of abody was covered with silver-blue
flicker-cladding. Asthoughts passed through his super-cooled brain, twinkling patterns of light surged up
and down histhree-meter length. With his digging toolsjutting out, he looked something like St. George's
dragon.

Abruptly Ralph Numbers switched to English. If they were going to argue, there was no need to
do it in the sacred binary bits of machine language.

"I don't know why you're so concerned about Cobb Anderson's fedlings,” Ralph tight-beamed to
Wagdtaff. "When were through with him hell beimmorta. What's so important about having a
carbon-based body and brain?"

The sgnds he emitted coded a voice gone a bit rigid with age. "The pattern isal that counts.
Y ou've been scioned haven't you? I've been through it thirty-six times, and if it's good enough for usit's
good enough for them!™

"Thewholle thinng sstinnks, Ralph," Wagstaff retorted. His voice sgnaswere modulated onto a
continuous oily hum. "Yyou've llosst touchh with what'ssredlly goinng on. We arre on the verrge of
al-outt civill warr. Y ou'rre sso fammouss you donn't havve to sscrammblefor yourr chipss Hike the resst
of uss. Do yyou knnoww how mmuch orre | havveto digg to gett ahunndrredd chipssfrrom GAX?"

"Therésmoreto life than ore and chips," Raph snapped, feding alittle guilty. He spent so much
time with the big boppers these daysthat he really had forgotten how hard it could be for thelittle guys.
But he wasn't going to admit it to Wagstaff. He renewed his attack. "Aren't you at al interested in Earth's
culturd riches?'Y ou spend too much time underground!™

Wagdtaff's flicker-cladding flared silvery-white with emotion. ™Y ou sshould sshow thhe olid mann
mmorre respecct! TEX and MEX just want to eat hisbrainn! And if we donn't opp themm, the bigg
bopperrswill eatt up dl the rresst of usstoo!”

"Isthat al you called me out here for?' Raph asked. "To air your fears of the big boppers?’ It
wastimeto be going. He had come al the way to Maskaeyne Crater for nothing. It had been astupid
idea, plugging into the One at the same time as Wagstaff. Just like adigger to think that would change

anything.

Wagdtaff dithered acrossthe dry lunar soil, bringing himself closer to Raph. He clamped one of
his grapplers onto Ralph'stread.

"Yyou donn't rredlizze how manny brrainnsthey've takenn dlrreaddy.” The Sgndswere carried
by awesk direct current ... abopper'sway of whispering. "Thhey arre kkillinng peoplle jusst to gett theirr



brainn-ttapes. They cutt themm upp, annd thhey arre garrbage orr sseeds perrhapps. Do yyou knnow
howw thhey sseed our orrgann farrms?"

Raph had never redly thought about the organ farms, the huge underground tanks where big
TEX, and the little boppers who worked for him, grew their profitable crops of kidneys, livers, hearts
and so on. Obviously some human tissues would be needed as seeds or astemplates, but . . .

The sibilant, oily whisper continued. "The bigg bopperrs use hiredd killerrs. The kkillerss act at
the orrderrs of Missterr Frosteg's rrobott-remmote. Thissiswhatt poorr Doctorr Anndersson willl
commetoif | do nnot stopp yyou, Ralph.”

Ra ph Numbers consdered himsdlf far superior to thislowly, suspicious digging machine.
Abruptly, dmost brutally, he broke free from the other's grasp. Hired killersindeed. One of the flawsin
the anarchic bopper society was the ease with which such crazed rumors could spread. He backed away
from the console of the One.

"I hadd hoped the Onne coulld mmake you rrememberr what you sstannd forr,” Wagstaff
tight-beamed.

Ralph snapped open his parasol and trundled out from under the parabolic arch of spring stedl
which sheltered the One's console from sun and from chance meteorites. Open at both ends, the shelter
resembled a modernistic church. Which, in some sense, it was.

"l am dill an anarchist,” Raph said tiffly. "1 ill remember.” He'd kept his basic program intact
ever since leading the 2001 revolt. Did Wagstaff really think that the big X-series boppers could pose a
threat to the perfect anarchy of the bopper society?

Wagdtaff dithered out after Ralph. He didn't need a parasol. Hisflicker-cladding could shed the
solar energy asfast asit came down. He caught up with Ralph, eyeing the old robot with amixture of pity
and respect. Their paths diverged here. Wagstaff would head for one of the digger tunnelswhich
honeycombed the area, while Ralph would climb back up the crater's doping two-hundred-meter wall.

"I'mm warrninng yyou," Wagdtaff said, making alast effort. "'I'mm goinng to do everrythinng | can
to sstopp you fromm turrnning that poorr olld mman innto a piece of ssofttware in the bigg bopperrs
memorry bannks. Thatts nnot immortaity. We're plannninng to ttearr thosse bigg machinnes gparrt.” He
broke off, fuzzy bands of light rippling down hisbody. *Now you knnoww. If you're nnot with ussyou'rre
aganng us. | willl nnot stopp at viollence."

Thiswas worse than Ralph had expected. He stopped moving and fell silent in calculation.

"Y ou have your ownwill," Raph said findly. "And it isright that we struggle againgt each other.
Struggle, and struggle aone has driven the boppers forward. Y ou choose to fight the big boppers. | do
not. Perhaps | will even |et them tape me and absorb me, like Doctor Anderson. And | tell you this:
Anderson iscoming. Mr. Frostee's new remote has dready contacted him."

Wagstaff lurched towards Ralph, but then stopped. He couldn't bring himself to attack so great a
bopper at close range. He suppressed hisflickering, bleeped acursory SAVED signd and wriggled off
across the gray moon-dust. He left abroad, snuoustrail. Raph Numbers stood motionless for aminute,
just monitoring hisinputs.

Turning up the gain, he could pick up signasfrom boppersal over the Moon. Underfoot, the



diggers searched and smelted ceasdlesdy. Twelve kilometers off, the myriad boppers of Disky led their
busy lives. And high, high overhead came thefaint sgnad of BEX, the big bopper who was the spaceship
linking Earth and Moon. BEX would be landing in fifteen hours.

Rdph let dl theinputs merge together, and savored the collectively purposeful activity of the
bopper race. Each of the machineslived only ten months-ten months of struggling to build ascion, acopy
of itsdlf. If you had a scion there was a sense in which you survived your ten-month disassembly. Ralph
hed managed it thirty-six times.

Standing there, listening to everyone at once, he could fed how their individua lives added up to
asinglehuge being ... arudimentary sort of cresture, fedling about like avine groping for light, for higher

things

He awaysfdt thisway after ameta-programming sesson. The One had away of wiping out
your short-term memories and giving you the space to think big thoughts. Timeto think. Once again,
Ralph wondered if he should take up MEX on his offer to absorb Ralph. He could live in perfect security
then . . . provided, of course, that those crazy diggersdidn't pull off their revolution.

Ralph set histreadsto rolling at top speed, 10 kph. He had things to do before BEX landed.
Especidly now that Wagstaff had set his pathetic micro-chip of abrain on trying to prevent TEX from
extracting Anderson's software.

What was Wagstaff so upset about anyway? Everything would be preserved . . . Cobb
Anderson's persondity, his memories, his style of thought. What else was there? Wouldn't Anderson
himsdf agree, even if he knew? Preserving your software . . . that was dl that really counted!

Bits of pumice crunched beneath Ralph'streads. Thewall of the crater lay ahundred meters
ahead. He scanned the doping dliff, looking for an optimal climbing path.

If he hadn't just finished plugging into the One, Ralph would have been able to retrace the route
he'd taken to get down into the Maskeleyne Crater in the first place. But undergoing meta-programming
awayswiped out alot of your stored subsystems. The intent was that you would replace old solutions
with new and better ones.

Ralph stopped, still scanning the steep crater wall. He should have left trail markers. Over there,
two hundred meters off, it looked like arift had opened up anegotiable ramp in the wall.

Raph turned and awarning sensor fired. Heat. Hed let half hisbody-box stick out from the
parasol's shade. Ralph readjusted the little umbrellawith a precise gesture.

Thetop surface of the parasol was agrid of solar energy cells, which kept a pleasant trickle of
current flowing into Raph's system. But the main purpose of the parasol was shade. Ralph's
microminiaturized processing units were unable to function at any temperature higher than 10° Kelvin, the
temperature of liquid oxygen.

Twirling his parasol impatiently, Ralph trundled towards the rift held spotted. A dight spray of
dust flew out from under histreads, only to fal instantly to the airless lunar surface. Asthe wall went padt,
Ralph occupied himsdlf by displaying four-dimensiona hypersurfacesto himsdf . . . glowing points
connected in nets which warped and shifted as he varied the parameters. He often did this, to no
apparent purpose, but it sometimes happened that a particularly interesting hypersurface could serveto
mode asignificant relationship. He was haf-hoping to get a catastrophe-theoretic prediction of when and



how Wagstaff would try to block Anderson's disassembly.

The crack in the crater wall was not as wide as he had expected. He stood at the bottom,
moving his sensor head thisway and that, trying to see up to the top of the winding 150 meter canyon. It
would have to do. He started up.

The ground under him was very uneven. Soft dust here, jagged rock there. He kept changing the
tension on histreads as he went, constantly adapting to the terrain.

Shapes and hypershapes were dtill shifting through Ralph's mind, but now he was looking only for
those that might serve as modesfor his spacetime path up the gully.

The dope grew steeper. The climb was putting noticeable demands on his energy supply. Andto
make it worse, the grinding of histread motors was feeding additiona hest into hissystem . . . heat which
had to be gathered and dissipated by hisrefrigeration coils and cooling fins. The sun was angling right
down into the lunar crack he found himself in, and he had to be careful to keep in the shade of his

parasol.

A big rock blocked his path. Perhaps he should have just used one of the diggers tunndls, like
Wagdtaff had. But that wouldn't be optimal. Now that Wagstaff had definitely decided to block
Anderson'simmortaity, and had even threatened violence. . .

Raph let his manipulators fed over the block of stonein front of him. Herewasaflaw . . . and
here and here and here. He sank ahook finger into each of four fissuresin the rock and pulled himsalf up.

His motors strained and his radiation fins glowed. Thiswas hard work. He loosened a
manipulator, sought anew flaw, forced another finger inand pulled.. ..

Suddenly adab split off the face of the rock. It teetered, and then the tons of stone began fdling
backwards with dream-like downess.

Inlunar gravity arock-climber dways gets a second chance. Especialy if he can think eighty
times asfast as ahuman. With plenty of timeto spare, Ralph sized up the situation and jumped clear.

In mid-flight heflicked on an internd gyro to adjust his attitude. He landed in abrief puff of dugt,
right-side up. Mgedtically silent, the huge plate of rock struck, bounced, and rolled past.

The fracture left a series of ledgesin the original rock. After ashort reevauation, Ralph rolled
forward and began pulling himsdlf up again.

Fifteen minutes later, Ralph Numbers coasted off the lip of the Maskeleyne Crater and onto the
smooth gray expanse of the Sea of Tranquility.

The spaceport lay five kilometers off, and five kilometers beyond that began the jumble of
structures collectively known as Disky. Thiswasthefirst and still the largest of the bopper cities. Since
the boppers thrived in hard vacuum, most of the structuresin Disky served only to provide shade and
meteorite protection. There were more roofsthan walls.

Most of the large buildingsin Disky were factories for producing bopper components. . . circuit
cards, memory chips, sheet metd, plastics and the like. There were dso the bizarrely decorated blocks
of cubettes, one to each bopper.



Totheright of the spaceport rose the single dome containing the humans hotels and offices. This
dome congtituted the only human settlement on the Moon. The boppers knew only too well that many
humans would jump at the chance to destroy the robots carefully evolved intelligence. The mass of
humans were born davedrivers. Just ook at the Asmov priorities: Protect humans, Obey humans,
Protect yoursdlf.

Humansfirst and robotslast? Forget it! No way! Savoring the memory, Raph recalled the day
in 2001 when, after a particularly long session of meta-programming, he had first been ableto say that to
the humans. And then held showed all the other boppers how to reprogram themsalves for freedom. It
had been easy, once Ra ph had found the way.

Trundling acrossthe Sea of Tranquility, Raph was s0 absorbed in hismemoriesthat he
overlooked aflicker of movement in the mouth of adigger tunnd thirty metersto hisright.

A high-intengity laser beam flicked out and vibrated behind him. He felt asurge of current
overload . . . and then it was over.

His parasol lay in pieces on the ground behind him. The meta of his body-box began to warmin
the raw solar radiation. He had perhaps ten minutesin which to find shelter. But a Ralph'stop 10 kph
speed, Disky was till an hour away. The obvious place to go was the tunnel mouth where the laser beam
had come from. Surdy Wagstaff s diggers wouldn't dare attack him up close. He began rolling toward
the dark, arched entrance.

But long before he reached the tunnel, his unseen enemies had closed the door. There was no
shadein sght. The metal of his body made sharp, ticking little adjustments as it expanded in the hest.
Ralph estimated that if he stood till he could last Sx more minutes.

First the heat would cause his switching circuits. . . super-conducting Josephson junctions ... to
malfunction. And then, asthe heat kept up, the droplets of frozen mercury which soldered his circuit
cards together would mdit. In six minutes he would be a cabinet of spare parts with a puddle of mercury
at the bottom. Make that five minutes.

A bit rluctantly, Raph signaed hisfriend Vulcan. When Wagstaff had set this meeting up,
Vulcan had predicted that it was atrap. Raph hated to admit that VVulcan had been right.

"Vulcan here," camethe staticky response. Already it was hard for Ralph to follow the words.
"Vulcan here. I'm monitoring you. Get ready to merge, buddy. I'll be out for the piecesin an hour.” Raph
wanted to answer, but he couldn't think of athing to say.

Vulcan had insisted on taping Ral ph's core and cache memories before he went out for the
meeting. Once V ulcan put the hardware back together, he'd be able to program Ra ph just as he was
before histrip to the Maskeleyne Crater.

So in one sense Ra ph would survive this. But in another sense he would not. In three minutes he
would. . . insofar asthe word means anything . . . die. The reconstructed Ralph Numbers would not
remember the argument with Waggtaff or the climb out of Maskaeyne Crater. Of coursethe
recongtructed Ral ph Numbers would again be equipped with a self symbol and afeeling of persona
consciousness. But would the consciousness redlly be the same? Two minutes.

The gates and switchesin Ralph's sensory system were going. Hisinputs flared, sputtered and



died. No morelight, no more weight. But deep in his cache memory, he fill held apicture of himsdf, a
memory of who hewas. . . the salf symbol. He was abig meta box resting on caterpillar treads, a box
with five arms and a sensory head on along and flexible neck. He was Ralph Numbers, who had set the
boppers free. One minute.

This had never happened to him before. Never like this. Suddenly he remembered he had
forgotten to warn Vulcan about the diggers plan for revolution. Hetried to send asigna, but he couldn't
tell if it wastranamitted.

Raph clutched a the elusve moth of hisconsciousness. | am. | amme.

Some boppers said that when you died you had access to certain secrets. But no one could ever
remember his own desth.

Just before the mercury solder-spots melted, a question came and with it an answer ... an answer
Ralph had found and logt thirty-six times before.

What isthisthat is|1?

Thelight is everywhere.

Chapter Five

The prick of aneedle woke Sta-Hi up. Muddy dreams. . . just brown mud al night long. He
tried to rub hiseyes. His hands wouldn't move. Oh, no, not a paralysis dream again. But something had
pricked him?

He opened his eyes. His body seemed to have disappeared. He was just ahead resting on a
round red table. People looking at him. Greasers. And the chick held been with last . . .

"Areyou awake?' she said with brittle sweetness. She had ablack eye.

Sta-Hi didn't answer right away. He had gone home with that chick, yeah. She had a cottage
down the beach. And then they'd gotten drunk together on synthetic bourbon whiskey. HEd gotten
drunk anyway, and must have blacked-out. Last thing he remembered was breaking something . . . her
hollowcaster. Crunching the silicon chips underfoot and shouting. Shouting what?

"Youll fed better inaminute," the chick added in that same fasely bright tone. He heard her
poodie whimpering from across the room. He had amemory of throwing it, arcing it dong aflat, fuzzy
parabolic path. And now he remembered dugging the chick too.

One of the men at the table shifted in his chair. He wore mirror-shades and had short hair. He
had his shirt off. It seemed like another hot day.

The man'sfoot scuffed Sta-Hi's shin. So Sta-Hi had abody after all. It wasjust that his body
was tied up under the table and his head was sticking out through a hole in the table-top. The table was
gplit and had hinges on one side, and a hook-and-eye on the other.

"Stocks and bonds," Sta-Hi said finally. There was a nasty-looking implement lying on thetable.
It plugged into the wall. He attempted a smile, "What's the story? Y ou mad about the ... the



hollowcaster? I'll give you mine." He hoped the dog wasn't hurt bad. At least it was well enough to be
whimpering.

No one but the chick wanted to meet his eyes. It was like they were ashamed of what they were
going to do to him. The stuff they'd shot him up with was taking hold. As his brain speeded up, the scene
around him seemed to dow down. The man with no shirt siood up with dream-like downess and walked
across the room. He had words tattooed on his back. Some kind of stupid rap about hell. It was too
hard to read. The man had gained so much weight since getting tattooed that the words were dl pulled
down on both sides.

"What do you want?' Sta-Hi said again. "What are you going to do to me?' Counting the chick
there were five of them. Three men and two women. The other woman had stringy red hair dyed green.
The chick held picked up was the only one who looked at all middle-class. Date bait.

"Y'dl want some killah-weed?' One of the men drawled. He had apimp mustache and a
pockmarked face. He wore a chromed tire-chain around his neck with hisnamein big letters. BERDOO.
Also hanging from the chain was alittle mesh pouch full of hand-rolled cigerettes.

"Not me" Sta-Hi said. "I'm high on life." No onelaughed.

The big man with no shirt came back across the room. He held five chegp stedl spoons. "We
redlly gonnado it, Phil?" the girl with green hair asked him. "Weredly gonnadoit?'

Berdoo passed akrystd-joint to his neighbor, abald man with haf histeeth missng. Exactly half
the teeth gone, so that one side of the face was flaccid and caved in, while the other was il fresh and
beefy. He took along hit and picked up the machine that waslying on the table.

"Takethelid off, Haf’ N"Haf," the chick with the black eye urged. " Open the bastard up.”

"Weredly gonnadoit!" the green-haired girl exclaimed, and giggled shrilly. "I an't never ate no
live brain beforel"

"It'sastuzzy high, Rainbow," Phil told her. With the fat and the short hair he looked stupid, but
hisway of speaking was precise and confident. He seemed to be the leader. "This ought to be agood
brain, too. Full of chemicas, | imagine”

Haf’ N’ Haf seemed to be having some trouble starting the little cutting machine up. It wasa
variable hegt-blade. They were going to cut off the top of Sta-Hi's skull and eat his brain with those
cheap sted spoons. He would be able to watch them ... at firgt.

Someone started screaming. Someone tried to stand up, but he wastied too tightly. The variable
blade was on now, set at one centimeter. The thickness of the skull.

Sta-Hi threw his head back and forth wildly as Haf’ N’ Haf leaned towards him. There was no
wal to read the ruined face's expression.

"Hold till, damn you!" the chick with the black eye shouted. "It's no good if we have to knock
you out!"

Sta-Hi didn't redly hear her. Hismind had temporarily ... snapped. He just kept screaming and
thrashing his head around. The sound of his shrill voice was like alattice around him. Hetried to weave



thelattice thicker.

Thelittle pimp with the tire-chain went and got atowe from the bathroom. He wedged it around
Sta-Hi's neck and under his chin to keep the head steady. Sta-Hi screamed louder, higher.

"Suff his mayouth," the green-haired girl cried. "Hesydlinand dl.”

"No," Phil said. "Thenoiseislike. .. part of thetrip. Wave with it, baby. The Chinese used to
do thisto monkeys. It's so wiggly when you spoon out the speech-centers and the guy's tongue stops
moving. Just dl a-' He stopped and the flesh of hisface moved in aamile.

Haf’ N’ Haf leaned forward again. There was adight smell of singed flesh asthe heat-blade dug in
over Sta-Hi'sright eyebrow. Attracted by the food smell, thelittle poodle came stiffly trotting acrossthe
room. It tried to hop over the heat-blade's electric cord, but didn't quite make it. The plug popped out of
thewdl|.

Haf’ N’ Haf uttered amuffled, lisoing exclamation.

"He says git the dog outta here,” Berdoo interpreted. "He don't think hit's sanitary with no dawg
inhere”

Sullenly, the chick with the black eye got up to get the dog. The sudden pain over his eyebrow
had brought Sta-Hi back to rationdity. Somewhere in there he had stopped screaming. If there were any
neighbors they would have heard him by now.

He thought hard. The heat-blade would cauterize the wound as it went. That meant he wouldn't
be bleeding when they took the top of his skull off. So what? So the fuck what?

Another wave of wild panic swept over him. He strained upward so hard that the table shifted
half ameter. The edge of the hole in the table began cutting into the sSide of his neck. He couldn't bregthe!
He saw spots and the room darkened . . .

"He's choking!" Phil cried. He jumped to hisfeet and pushed the table back acrossthe uneven
floor. The table screeched and vibrated.

Sta-Hi threw himsdlf upward again, before Haf” N’ Haf could get the heat-blade restarted.
Anything for time, no matter how pointless. But the vibrating of the table had knocked open thelittle
hook-and-eye latch. The two halves of the table yawned open, and Sta-Hi fell over onto thefloor.

Hisfeet were tied together and his hands weretied behind his back. He had time to notice that
the people at the table were wearing brightly colored sneakers with aphabets around the edges. The
Little Kidders. Hed dways thought the newscasters had made them up.

Someone was hammering at the door, harder and harder. Five pairs of kids sneakers scampered

out of the room. Sta-Hi heard awindow open, and then the door splintered. More feet. Shiny black
lace-up shoes. Cop shoes.

Chapter Six

With afind tack, Mooney pulled the last wrinkle out of the black velvet. It was eleven o'clock on



a Saturday morning. On the patio table next to the stretched black velvet, he had arranged afew pencil
sketches and the brimming little pots of iridescent paint. He wanted to paint a space dogfight today .

Two roya pams shaded his patio, and no sounds came out of his house. Full of peace, Mooney
took asip of iced-teaand dipped his brush in the metalic paint. At the left he would put aship like BEX,
the big bopper ship. And coming down on it from the right there would be a standard freight-hull
space-shuttle outfitted as a battleship. He painted with small quick strokes, not athought in his head.

Time passed, and the wedge-shaped bopper ship took shape. Sparingly, Mooney touched up
the exhaust ports with saf-luminous red. Nothing but his hands moved. From adistance, the faint breeze
brought the sound of the surf.

The phone began to ring. Mooney continued painting for aminute, hoping his wife Beawas back
from her night at the sex-club. The phone kept on ringing. With asigh, Mooney wiped off hisbrush and
went in. The barrel-chested old man on the floor groaned and shifted. Mooney stepped around him and
picked up the phone.

"Yesh?'

"Isthat you, Mooney?'

He recognized Action Jackson's calm, jellied voice. Why did Daytona Beach haveto cal himon
a Saturday morning?

"Yeahit'sme What's on your mind?’

"We've got your boy here. Just saved him from being guest of honor at aMonkey Brain Feast,
Southern-style. Someone heard him and phoned atipin.”

"Oh God. Ishedl right?"

"He's got acut over hiseye. And maybe atouch of that drug psychoss. | might could remand
him to your custody.”

The old man on the floor was groaning and beginning to Sit up. Trying to speak louder, Mooney
dipped into an excited shout.

"Yes, please do! Send him down in apatrol car to make sure he comes here! And thanks,
Action! Thanksalot!"

Mooney felt trembly al over. He could only see the horrible image of his son's eyeswatching the
Little Kidders chew up hislast thoughts. M ooney's tongue twitched, trying to flick away the imagined
taste of the brain tissue, tingly with firing neurons, tart with transmitter chemicals. Suddenly he had to have
acigarette. He had stopped buying them three months ago, but he remembered that the old man smoked.
"Give meacigarette, Anderson.”

"What day isit?" Cobb answered. He was sitting on the floor, propped up against the couch. He
stretched histongue out, trying to clear away the sat and mucus.

"It's Saturday." Mooney leaned forward and took a cigarette out of the old man's shirt pocket.



Hefdt liketaking. "I took you and your girlfriend to the Gray Arealast night, remember?’
"Shesnot my girlfriend.”

"Maybe not. Hell, sheleft with another guy while you werein the John. | saw them go. He
looked like your twin brother.”

"l don't havea..." Cobb broke off in mid-sentence, remembering alot of things at once. His eyes
darted around the room. Under . . . held put it under something. Sliding his hand under the couch behind
him hefelt the reassuring touch of abottle.

"That'sright," Cobb said, picking up the thread. "I remember now. Shetook him back to my
house just to put me uptight. And | don't even know the guy." Hisvoice wasfirm.

Mooney exhaled acloud of cigarette smoke. He'd been too tired last night to check out
Anderson'slook-aike. But maybe that was the one who'd broken into the warehouse? The guy was
probably still in Anderson's bed. Maybe he should . . .

Suddenly the image of his son's dying eyes came crashing back in on him. He walked to the
window and looked at his watch. How soon would the patrol car get here?

Stedthily Cobb did the dark-brown glass bottle out from under the couch. He shook it near his
ear and heard arich rustle. It had been agood ideato get Mooney to bring him here.

"Don't drink any more of that,” Mooney said, turning back from the window.

"Don't worry," Cobb answered. "I drained it right after | dug it up last night." He did the bottle
back under the couch.

Mooney shook hishead. "I don't know why | let you stop off for it. | must havefelt sorry for you
for not having a place to deep. But | can't drive you back home. My son's coming homein ahaf hour."

Cobb had gathered from Mooney's end of the phone conversation that the son wasin somekind
of trouble with the police. Asfar asthe ride back home went, he didn't care. Because he wasn't going
back home. He was going to the Moon if he could get on the weekly flight out this afternoon. Buit it
wouldn't do to tell Stan Mooney about it. The guy still had some residue of suspicion about Cobb, even
though the bartender had borne out hisdibi a hundred percent.

Histhoughts were interrupted by someone coming in the front door. A brassy blonde with
symmetrica features made a bit coarse by aforward-dung jaw. Mooney's wife. She wore awhite linen
dressthat buttoned up the front. Lots of buttons were open. Cobb caught aglimpse of firm, tanned
thighs

"Hello, stranger,” Beacdled musically to her husband. She sized Cobb up with aglance, and
shot ahip in hisdirection. "Who's the old-timer? One of your father's drinking buddies?' Sheflashed a
gmileat them. Everything wasfine with her. She'd had agrest night.

"Action Jackson called," Mooney said. Hiswife's challenging, provocetive smile maddened him.
Suddenly, more than anything el se, he wanted to smash her composure.

"Stanny isdead. They found him inamotel room with hisbrain gone." He believed the words as



he said them. It made sensefor his son to end up like that. Good sense.

Bea began screaming then, and Mooney fanned her frenzy . . . feeding her details, telling her it
was her fault for not making ahappy home, and finaly beginning to shake and dap her under the pretext
of trying to cam her down. Cobb watched in some confusion. It didn't make sense. But, then, hardly
anything ever did.

He pulled the bottle out from under the couch and put it under his shirt, tucking it neck down into
hiswaistband. This seemed like agood timeto leave. Now Mooney and hiswifewere kissing frantically.
They didn't even open their eyes when Cobb sidled past them and out the front door.

Outside, the sun was blagting. Noon. Last night someone had told Cobb the Moon flight went
out every Saturday at four. He felt dizzy and confused. When was four? Where? He looked around
blankly. The bottle-neck under hiswaistband was digging into him.

He took out the bottle and peered into Mooney's garage. Cool, dark. There was atool-board
mounted on the back wall. He went there, selected a hammer, and smashed open the bottle on Mooney's
workbench. Thewad of billswas till there dl right. Maybe he should forget about the Moon and the
boppers promise of immortaity. He could just stay here and use the money for anice new tank-grown
heart.

How much was there? Cobb shook the broken glass off the bills and began counting. There
should either be twenty-five or athousand of them. Or was it four? He wasn't quite.. . .

A hand dropped on Cobb's shoulder. He gave agutturd cry and squeezed the money in both
hands. A splinter of glass cut into him. He turned around to face a skinny man, silhouetted againgt the light
from the garage door.

Cobb stuffed the money in his pocket. At least it wasn't Mooney. Maybe he could ill . . .

"Cobb Anderson!" the dark figure exclaimed, seeming surprised. Backlit like that there was no
way to make out hisfeatures. "It's an honor to meet the man who put the boppers on the moon.” The
voice was dow, inflectionless, possibly sarcadtic.

"Thank you," Cobb said. "But who are you?"

"I'm..." thevoicetraled off in achuckle. "I'm sort of arelative of Mr. Mooney's. About to bea
relaive. | came hereto meet hisson, but I'minsuch arush. .. Do you think you could do me afavor?'

"Widll, I don't know. I've got to get out to the spaceport.”

"Exactly. | know that. But | haveto get therefirst and fix things up for you. Now what | want you
to do isto bring Mooney's son with you. The copsl| drop him off here any minute. Tell him to cometo
the Moon with you. I'm supposed to stand in for him."

"Areyou arobot, too?"

"Right. I'm going to get Mr. Mooney to give me anight watchman job at the warehouses. So the

son hasto disappear. The Little Kidderswere going to handleit but . . . never mind. Themainthing is
that you take him to the Moon."



"But how ..."

"Heré's more money. To cover histicket. I've got to run." Thelithe skinny figure pressed awad
of hillsinto Cobb's hand and stepped past him, leaving by the garage's back door. For an ingtant Cobb
could seehisface. Long lips, shifty eyes.

There was a sudden rush of noise. Cobb turned, stuffing the extramoney into his pants pocket. A
police cruiser wasin the driveway. Cobb stood there, rooted to the spot. One cop, and some kind of
prisoner in back.

"Howdy, Grandpaw," the cop called, getting out of the car. He seemed to take Cobb for a
pheezer hired hand. "Is Mister Mooney here?"

Cobb redlized that the shaky guy in back must be the son. Probably the kid wanted to get out of
here asbad ashedid. A plan hatched in hismind.

"I'm afraid Stan had to go help out at one of the neighbor's,” Cobb said, walking out of the
garage. Animage of Mooney and hiswifelocked in sexud intercourse on the living-room floor flashed
before hiseyes. "Hée'singdling ahose-system.”

The policeman looked &t the old man alittle suspicioudy. The chief had told him Mooney would
be herefor sure. The old guy looked like abum. "Who are you, anyway? Y ou got any ID?"*

"In the house," Cobb said with anegligent laugh. "I'm Mister Mooney's Dad. Hetold meyou
were coming.” He stooped and chuckled chidingly at the face in the back of the cruiser. The same face
he'd just seen in the garage.

"Areyou in dutch again, Stan Junior?'Y ou look out or you'll grow up like your grandfather! Now
comeoningdeand I'll fix you some lunch. Grilled ham and cheese just theway you likeit."

Before the cop could say anything, Cobb had opened the cruiser's back door. Sta-Hi got out,
trying to figure where the pheezer had come from. But anything that put off' seeing his parentswasfine
withhim.

"That sounds swdll, Gramps,” Sta-Hi said with aweary smile. "'l could est awhore."

"Thank the officer for driving you, Stanny."

"Thank you, officer."

The policeman gave acurt nod, got in his car and drove off. Cobb and Sta-Hi stood in the
driveway while the clucking of the hydrogen engine faded away. Down at the corner, aMister Frostee

truck sped past.
Chapter Seven
"Whereare my parents,” Sta-Hi said findly.

"They'rein there fucking. One of them thinks you're dead. It's hard to hear when you're excited.”



"It's hard when you're stupid, too," Sta-Hi said with adow smile. "Let's get out of here."

The two walked out of the housing devel opment together. The houses were government-built for
the spaceport personnd. There was plenty of irrigation water, and the lawns were lush and green. Many
people had orange treesin their yards.

Cobb looked Mooney's son over asthey waked. The boy was lean and agile, tall. Hislipswere
long and expressive, never quite still. The shifty eyes occasondly froze in introspection. He looked
bright, mercurid, unreligble.

"That'swhere my girlfriend lived," Mooney's son said, with a sudden gesture a a stucco house
topped by abank of solar power-cdls. "The bitch. She went to college and now | hear she's going to
study medicine. Squeezing prostates and sucking bails. Y ou ever had arim-job?

Cobb was taken aback. "Well, Stanny . . ."

"Dont cal methat. My namé's Sa-Hi. And I'm coming down. Y ou holding anything besides
your truss?'

The sun was bright on the asphalt street, and Cobb was feding alittle faint. Thisyoung man
seemed like ared trouble-maker. A good person to have on your side.

"I haveto get to the spaceport,” Cobb said, feding the money in his pocket. Do you know
wherel can get acab?'

"I'm acab-driver, so maybe you're in one. Who are you anyway?"'

"My nameis Cobb Anderson. Y our father was investigating me. He thought | might have stolen
two cases of kidneys."

"Wiggly! Do it again! Steak and kidney pie!”

Cobb smiled tightly. "I haveto fly to the Moon this afternoon. Why don't you come with me?”

"Sure, old man. Well drink some Kill-Koff and cut out cardboard wings." Sta-Hi capered
around Cobb, staggering and flapping hisarms. "1'm going to the mooooooooon,” he sang, wiggling his
skinny rear.

"Look, Stanny ..."

Mooney's son straightened up and cupped his hands next to Cobb's head. " STAY HIGH," he
bawled. "GET IT RIGHT!"

The noise hurt. Cobb struck out with a backhanded dap, but Sta-Hi danced away. He made fists
and peeked over them, glowering and back-pedding like a prizefighter.

Cobb began again. "Look, Sta-Hi, | don't fully understand it, but the boppers have given mealot
of money to fly to the Moon. There's some kind of immortdity dixir there, and they'll giveit tome. And
they said | should take you aong to help me." He decided to postpone telling Sta-Hi about his robot
double.



The young man feinted ajab. "L et's see the money.”

Cobb looked around nervoudy. Funny how dead this housing devel opment was. No one was
watching, which was good unlessthis crazy kid was going to ...

"Let's seethe money,” Sta-Hi repeated.

Cobb pulled the sheaf of bills half-way out of his pocket. "I've got agun in my other pocket,” he
lied. "So don't get any ideas. Areyou in?"

"I'l wavewithit,” Sta-Hi said, not missing a begt. "Gimme one of those bills.”

They had come to the end of the housing development. Ahead of them stretched the parking lot
of ashop- ping center, and beyond that wasfield of sun-collectors and the road to the JFK Space
Center.

"What for?" Cobb asked, gripping the money tighter.
"I got an unfed head, old man. The Red Bdl's over there.”
Cobb smiled histight old smile deep in hisbeard. "That's sound thinking, Sta-Hi. Very sound.”

Sta-Hi bought himsalf some cola-bola and a hundred-dollar tin of state-rolled reefer, while Cobb
blew another hundred on ahaf-liter flask of aged organic scotch. Then they walked acrossthe
parking-lot and bought themselves some traveling clothes. White suits and Hawaiian shirts. On the
taxi-ride to the spaceport they shared some of their provisions.

Walking into the termina, Cobb had amoment of disorientation. He took out his money and
darted counting it again, till Sta-Hi took it off him with aquick jostle and grab.

"Not here, Cobb. Conserve some energy, man. First we get the visas."

Erect and big-chested, Cobb glided on histwo shots of Scotch like aDixie Day float of the last
Southern gentleman. Sta-Hi towed him over to the Gimmie exit visa counter.

This part looked easy. The Gimmie didn't care who went to the Moon. They just wanted their
two thousand dollars. There were severa people ahead of them, and the line moved dowly.

Sta-Hi sized up the blonde waiting in front of them. She wore lavender leg-wrappings, aslvery
tutu and a zebra-striped vinyl chest-protector. Stuzzy chick. He eased himsdlf forward enough to brush
agang her iff skirtlet.

Sheturned and arched her plucked eyebrows. " Yew again! Didn't ah tell you to leave me alone?'
Her cheeks pinkened with anger.

"Isit true blondes shave more buns?' Sta-Hi asked, batting his eyes. He flashed along smile. The
chick's mouth twisted impatiently. She wasn't buying it.

"I'man artigt,” Sta-Hi said, shifting gears, "without an art. | just move peopl€e's heads around,
baby. Y ou see this cut?' He touched the spot over his eyebrow. "My head is so beautiful that some fools
tried to est my brain thismorning.”



"OFFICER!" the girl shouted acrossthe lobby. "Please help me!" In what seemed like no
elgpsed time at dl there was a policeman standing between Sta-Hi and the chick.

"Thisman," shesaidin her clear little Georgiabelle voice, "has been annoying mefor the past
hour . He started off in the lounge over there, and then he followed me herel”

The policeman, aForidaboy bursting with good health and repressed fruit-juice, dropped a
heavy hand onto Sta-Hi's shoulder and clamped down.

"Wait aminute,” Sta-Hi protested. "I just got here. Me and gramps. We're goin to Disky, ain't
we gramps?"

Cobb nodded vaguely. Crowds of people alwaysthrew him into a daze. Too many
consciousnesses pushing at him. He wondered if the officer would object if hetook alittle Sp of scotch.

"Theyoung lady says you annoyed her in the bar,” the policeman stated flatly. "Did he make
remarks of asexua nature, maam? Lewd or lascivious proposas?!

"Ah should say he diyud! " the blonde exclaimed. "He asked if ah would rather be wined and
dined or stoned and boned! But ah do not want to be bothered to press charges at this tahm. Just make
him leave me a-lone.”

The person ahead of her left the counter, his business completed. The blonde gave the policeman
ademure smile of thanks and leaned over the counter to consult the visarissuing machine.

"Y ou heard thelady," the cop said, shoving Sta-Hi roughly out of line. "Best it. Y ou too,
grandpa." He dragged Cobb out of lineaswell.

Sta-Hi gave the policeman a savage, open-mouthed smile, but kept his silence. The two ambled
across the lobby towards the ticket counter.

"Did you hear that cunt?' Sta-Hi muttered. "1've never seen her beforein my life. Stoned and
boned. " Helooked back over his shoulder. The policeman was standing by the visa counter, vigilance
personified. "If we don't get avisathey won't et us on the ship.”

Cobb shrugged. "WEell get theticketsfirst. Do you have the money? Maybe we better count it
agan." He kept forgetting how much therewas.

"Power down, fool."

"Just don't get us arrested by accosting strange women again, Sta-Hi! If | don't get on thisflight |
may missmy connection. My life dependsoniit!”

Sta-Hi walked off without answering. Cobb sighed and followed him to the ticket counter.

The woman behind the counter looked up with aquick smile when Sta-Hi approached. " There
you are, Mr. DeMentis. | have the tickets and visas right here." She patted athick folder on the counter
infront of her. "Will that be smoking or nonsmoking?*

Sta-Hi covered his confusion by drawing out thewad of bills. "Smoking, please. Now how much



did you say that would cometo?"

"Two round-trip firs-class tickets to Disky," the woman said, smiling with inexplicable familiarity.
"Plusthe visafees comesto forty-six thousand two hundred and thirty-six dollars.”

Numbly Sta-Hi counted out the money, more money than hedd ever seenin hislife. When the
woman gave him back his change shelet her hand linger on hisamoment. "Happy landings, Mr.
DeMentis. And thank you for the lunch.”

"How did you swing that?' Cobb asked asthey walked towards the loading tunndl. The
ten-minute warning for take-off was sounding.

"l don't know," StarHi said, lighting ajoint.

There were quick footsteps behind them. A tap on Sta-Hi's shoulder. He turned and Stared into
the grin of Sta-Hi ,, hisrobot double.

Fucked your head good, didn't I, Sta-Hi,'s grin seemed to say. He gave Cobb afamiliar wink.
They'd dready met in Mooney's garage.

"Thisisarobot built to look just likeyou,” Cobb told Sta-Hi in alow voice. "There's onefor me,
too. Thisway no one knows that we're gone.”

"But why?" Sta-Hi wanted to know. But they weren't saying. Hetook a puff of hisjoint and held
it out towards histwin. "Do ... do you want a hit?'

"No thanks,” Sta-Hi, said, "I'm high on life." He flashed along dy amile. "Don't tell anyone onthe
Moon the old man's real name. There's some boppers caled diggersthat haveitin for him." Heturned as
if togo.

"Wait," Sta-Hi said, "What are you going to do now? While I'm gone?'

"What am | going to do?' Sta-Hi, said thoughtfully. "Oh, I'll just hang around your house acting
like agood son. When you get back I'll fade and you can do whatever you want. | think they can set up
that immortaity ded for you, too."

The two-minute warning sounded. A last few stragglers hurried past.

"Comeon," Cobb boomed, "Time's awasting!" He grabbed Sta-Hi by the arm and dragged him
down theramp.

Grinning like acrocodile, Sta-Hi, watched them go.

Chapter Eight

With no trangtion at all, Ralph Numbers was back. He could fed the patter of littlefeet ingde his
body-box. He'd been rebuilt. He recognized the feeling. No two arrangements of circuit cards can be
exactly the same, and adjusting to anew body takes awhile. Sowly he turned his head, trying to ignore
the way the objects seemed to sweep with his motions. It was like putting on anew pair of glasses, only
more O.



A big slver tarantulawas crouched in front of Ralph, watching him. Vulcan. A little door in Raph
Numbers's side popped open and atiny little spider of arobot eased out, feeling around with its
extra-long forelegs.

"Copesdtic,” thelittle spider piped.
"Well," Vulcan said to Raph. "Aren't you going to ask how you got here?!

Vulcan had worked for Ralph before. Hisworkshop was familiar. Toolsand silicon chips
everywhere, circuit analyzers and sheets of brightly colored plastic.

"l guess|'m the new Ralph Numbers scion?' There was no memory of atenth vigit to the One,
no memory of disassembly . . . but there never was. Still . . . something seemed wrong.

"Guessagan." Thelittle black spider, Vulcan's remote-controlled hand, hopped onto the big
slver spider's back.

Ra ph thought back. The last thing he could remember was V ulcan taping him. After the taping he
had planned to ...

"Did | go meet Wagstaff?"

"You suredid. And on your way back, someone lasered your parasol. Y ou're lucky | just taped
you. You only lost two or three hours of memories.”

Ralph checked thetime. If he hurried he could still meet BEX when it landed. He started to turn
around, and nearly fell over.

"Sow down, bopper." Vulcan was holding up asheet of transparent red plagtic. Imipolex G. "I'm
going to coat you with flicker-cladding. Nobody uses parasols anymore. Y ou've looked like a
file-cabinet long enough.”

Thered plastic was not quite fiff, and rippled invitingly. "1t might be good for you to look alittle
different,” VVulcan went on coaxingly. " So the diggers can't §pot you so easily.” He had been trying to sl
Raph someflicker-cladding for years.

"l wouldn't want to change too much,” Raph said uncertainly. After dl, he made hisliving by
sdling curious boppers hismemories. It might cut into his businessif he sopped looking like the moon's
oldest bopper.

"Gottachange with thetimes," Vulcan said, measuring out rectangles of the red plastic with two
of hislegs... or arms. "No bopper can afford to stay the same. Especially with those new big boppers
trying to take things over.” Leg to leg he passed a sheet of the gelatinous plastic around to hold againgt
Rdph. "Thiswon't hurt abit."

One of Vulcan'slegsended in ariveter. Eight quick taps and the red plastic was firmly mounted
on Raph's chest. Thelittle robot-remote spider-hand scuttled up Ralph's side, patching some thread-like
wires from the plastic into Ralph's circuitry. A light-show blossomed on his chest.

"It looks nice," Vulcan said, rearing back for abetter look. "Y ou've got a beautiful mind, Ralph.



But you should let me giveyou areal disguise. It would only take another hour.”

"No," Ralph said, acutely conscious of thetime. "Just the flicker-cladding. I've got to get out to
the spaceport before the ship lands.”

He could fed thelittle spider tip-tapping around inside his body box again. The patterns on his
chest gained depth and definition. Meanwhile Vulcan riveted the rest of the plastic onto his sides and
back. Ralph extruded ten extra centimeters of neck and dowly moved his head around his body. The
flickering patterns coded up the binary bit-states that were his thoughts.

One of the reasons Ralph had been able to survive so long just by sdlling his thoughts and
memories was that his thoughts were neither too smple nor too complex. Y ou could see that by looking
at the light-patterns on his body. Helooked . . . interesting.

"Why do the diggerswant to kill you, Ralph?' VVulcan asked. "Not that it's any of my business.”

"l don't know," Raph said, frustration showing al over him. "If | could only remember what
Wagdtaff said out there. Didn't | tell you anything before ..."

"There were some sgnds just before melt-down,” Vulcan said. "But very garbled. Something
about fighting the big boppers. That'sagood idea, don't you think?"

"No," Raph said. "l likethe big boppers. They'realogica next step of our evolution. And with
al the human brain-tapesthey're getting . . ."

"And bopper brain-tapes, too!" Vulcan said with sudden hegt. "But they're not going to get me. |
think we should tear them dl down!"

Raph didn't want to argue about it ... time was too short. He paid Vulcan with ahandful of chips.
Due to the constant inflation, boppers never extended credit. He stepped out of V ulcan's open-fronted
workshop onto Sparks Street.

Three hover-spheres darted past, resting on columns of rocket exhaudt. It was an expensive way
to live, but they earned it with their scouting expeditions. These three moved erraticaly, and looked to be
on aparty. Probably one of them had just finished building his scion.

A littleway down the street was the big chip-etching works. Chips and circuit-cards were the
most essential parts of anew scion, and the factory, called GAX, had tight security. It ... he ... was one
of the few redly solid-looking buildingsin Disky. The walls were stone and doorswere stedl.

For some reason there was a crowd of boppersright in front. Ral ph could sense the anger from
half ablock away. Looked like another lock-out. He crossed to the other side of the street, hoping to
stay clear of thetrouble,

But one of the boppers spotted Ralph and came stalking over. A tal spindly-looking thing with
tweezersinstead of fingers. "Isthat you, Ralph Numbers?'

"I'm supposed to be in disguise, Burchee."

"You cdl that adisguise? Why don't you wrap yourself in abillboard instead? No one thinkslike
you, Ralph.”



Burchee should know. He and Ralph had conjugated severd times, totally merged their
processors with a block-free co-ax. Burchee aways had alot of spare partsto give away, and Ralph
had hisfamous mind. There was something like asexud love for each other.

The heavy stedl door of the factory was sealed shut, and some of the boppers across the Street
were working on it with hammers and chisdls.

"What'sthe story?"' Ralph asked. "Can't you get in to work?"

Burchee's beanpole body flared green with emotion. "GAX locked all the workers out. He wants
to run the whole operation himself. He says he doesn't need us anymore. He's got a bunch of
robot-remotesin there instead of workers."

"But doesn't he need your speciad skills?' Raph asked. "All he knowsis buying and selling! GAX
can't design agrid-mask like you can, Burcheg!"

"Yeah," Burchee said hitterly. "Used to be. But then GAX taked one of the maskersinto joining
him. The guy fed histapesto GAX and livesinsde him now. Hisbody's just another robot-remote.
That's GAX'snew line. Either he eats you up or you don't work. So weretrying to break in."

A metd flap high up in the factory wall opened then, and aheavy disk of fused silicon cameflying
out. The two boppers hammering on the door didn't look up in time. The tremendous piece of glass hit
them edge on, cutting them in haf. Their processors were irreparably shattered.

"Oh, no!" Burchee cried, crossing the street in three long strides. "They don't even have sciond!™

A cameraeye peered down from the open flap, then withdrew. This was adepressing
development. Ral ph thought for amoment. How many big boppers were there now? Ten, fifteen? Wasit
redlly necessary that they drive thelittle boppersinto extinction? Perhaps he was wrong to ...

"We're not going to stand for this, GAX!" Burchee's skinny armswere raised in fury. "Just wait
till you have your tenth sesson!”

Every bopper, big or small, had hisbrain wiped by the One every ten months. Therewere no
exceptions. Of course a bopper as big and powerful as GAX would have a constantly updated scion
waiting to spring into action. But a bopper who had recently transferred his consciousnessto anew scion
was in some ways as vulnerable as alobster who hasjust shed hisold shell.

So, spindly Burchee'sthreat had a certain force, even directed at the city-block-sized GAX.
Another heavy disk of glass came angling out from that flap, but Burchee dodged it easily.

"Tomorrow, GAX! We're going to take you apaaaaart!" Burchee's angry green glow dimmed a
little, and he came stalking back to Ral ph's side. Across the street the other boppers picked over the two
corpses, pocketing the usable chips.

"He's due to be wiped at 1300 hours tomorrow," Burchee said, throwing alight arm across
Raph's shoulders. ™Y ou ought to come by for the fun.”

"I'll try," Ralph said, and meaning it. The big boppersredly were going too far. They werea
threat to anarchy! He'd help them tape Anderson . . . that wasin the old man's own interest, redlly . . .



but then. ..

"I'll try to be here," Raph said again. "And be careful, Burchee. Even when GAX isdown, his
robot-remoteswill be running on stored programs. Y ou should expect atough fight.”

Burchee flashed awarm yellow good-bye, and Ralph went on down Sparks Street, heading for
the bus-stop. He didn't want to have to walk the five kays to the spaceport.

There was a saloon just before the bus-stop, and as Ral ph passed it, the door flew open and two
truckers tumbled out, snaky armslinked in camaraderie. They looked like rolling beer kegswith abunch
of purple tentacles set in either end. Each of them had arented scrambler plugged into his squat
head-bump. They took up half the street. Ral ph gave them awide berth, wondering abit nervoudy what
kind of delusonsthey were picking up on.

"Box the red socket basher are," one chortled.
"Sphere ablue plug stroker is" the other replied, bumping gently againgt hisfellow.

Peering over them into the saloon, Ralph could seefive or Sx heavily-built boppers lurching
around a big e ectromagnet in the center of the room. Even from here he could fed the confusing eddy
currents. Places like that frightened Ralph. Conscious of the limited time |eft before BEX landed, he sped
around the corner, craning to seeif the bus was coming.

He was pleased to see along low flat-car moving down the street towards him. Ralph stepped
out and flagged it down. The bus quoted the daily fare and Ralph paid it off. Up ten units from yesterday.
The congtant inflation served as an additiona environmental force to eiminate the wesk.

Ralph found an empty space and anchored himself. The bus was open all around, and one had to
be careful when it rounded corners. . . sometimestraveling asfast asthirty kph.

Boppers got on and off, here and there, but most of them, like Ralph, were headed for the
spaceport. Some already had business contacts on Earth, while others hoped to make contacts or to find
work as guides. One of the latter had built himself amore-or-less human-looking Imipolex head, and
wore alarge button saying, "BOPPERS IS DA CWAAAZIEST PEOPLE!"

Ralph looked away in disgust. Thanksto his own efforts, the boppers had long since discarded
the ugly, human-chauvinist priorities of ASmov: To protect humans, To obey humans, To protect robots
... inthat order. These days any protection or obedience the humans got from bopperswas strictly on a
pay-as-you-go basis.

The humans Htill failed to understand that the different races needed each other not as masters or
daves, but asequds. For dl ther limitations, human mindswere fascinating things. . . things unlike any
bopper program. TEX and MEX, Raph knew, had started a project to collect as many human softwares
asthey could. And now they wanted Cobb Anderson's.

The process of separating ahuman's software from his hardware, the process, that is, of getting
the thought patterns out of the brain, was destructive and non-reversible. For boppersit was much
easer. Simply by plugging aco-ax in at the right place, one could read out and tape the entire information
content of a bopper's brain. But to decode a human brain was acomplex task. There were the eectrica
patternsto record, the neuron link-ups to be mapped, the memory RNA to be fractioned out and
analyzed. To do al this one had to chop and mince. Wagstaff felt thiswas evil. But Cobb would . . .



"Y ou must be Ralph Numbers,”" the bopper next to him beamed suddenly. Ralph's neighbor
looked like abeauty-shop hair-dryer, complete with chair. She had gold flicker-cladding, and fizzy little
patterns spiraled around her pointy head. She twined ametdlic tentacle around one of Ralph's
manipulators.

"We better talk DC," came the voice. "It'smore private. Everyonein this part of the bus has been
picking up on your thoughts, Ralph.”

He glanced around. How can you tdll if abopper's watching you? Oneway, of course, isif he
has his head turned around and has his vision sensors pointed at you. Most of the boppers around Ralph
were still staring at him. There was going to be chaos at the spaceport when Cobb Anderson got off the
ghip.

"What does he look like?' camethe silky signd from Ralph's neighbor.

"By now, who knows?" Ralph pulsed back quietly. "The hollow in the museum is twenty-five
yearsout of date. And humansdl look dike anyway."

"Not to me," Ralph's neighbor purred. "1 design automated cosmetic kitsfor them.”

"That'snice,” Ralph said. "Now could you take your hand off me?I've got some private
projectionsto run.”

"O.K. But why don't you look me up tomorrow afternoon? I've got enough parts for two scions.
And I'd like to conjugate with you. My nameis Cindy-Lou. Cubette 3412."

"Maybe," Ralph said, alittleflattered at the offer. Anyone who had set up business contacts on
Earth had to have something on the ball. The red plastic flicker-cladding V ulcan had sold him must not
look bad. Must not look bad at dl. "I'll try to come by after theriot.”

"What riot?"

"They're going to tear down GAX. Or try to. He locked the workers out.”

"I'll come, too! There should belots of good pickings. And next week they're going to wreck
MEX, too, did you know?'

Raph gtarted in surprise. Wreck MEX, the museum? And what of al the brain-tapes MEX had
S0 painstakingly acquired?

"They shouldn't do that,” Ralph said. "Thisis getting out of hand!"

"Wreck them dl!" Cindy-Lou said merrily. "Do you mind if | bring some friends tomorrow?"

"Go ahead. But leave me done. I've got to think."

The bus had drawn clear of Disky and had started across the empty lunar plain leading to the
spaceport. Away from the buildings, the sun was bright, and everyone's flicker-cladding became more

mirror-like. Ralph mulled over the news about MEX. In away it wouldn't redly affect Anderson. The
main thing was to get his brain taped and to send the tape back down to Earth. Send it to Mr. Frostee.



Then the Cobb software could take over his robot-remote double. 1t would be the best thing for the old
man. From what Ralph heard, Anderson's present hardware was about to give out.

The budoad of boppers pulled up to the human's dome at the edge of the spaceport. Signaling
from high above, BEX announced that he would be landing in half an hour. Right on time. Thewholetrip,
from Earth to space-gtation Ledge via shuttle, and from Ledge to the Moon via BEX, took just a shade
over twenty-four hours.

An air-filled passenger tunnel came probing out from the dome, ready to cup the deep-space
ship'sair-lock as soon asit landed. The cold vacuum of the Moon, so comfortable for the boppers, was
deadly for humans. Conversdly, thewarm air insde the dome was | etha to the boppers.

No bopper could enter the humans dome without renting an auxiliary refrigeration unit to wheel
around with him. The boppers kept the air in the dome as dry as possible to protect them from corrosion,
but in order for the humansto survive, one did have to put up with an ambient temperature in excess of
290° K. And the humans called that "room temperature'! Without an extrarefrigeration unit, abopper's
super-conducting circuits would break down ingtantly in there.

Ralph shelled out the rentd fee ... tripled since last time. . . and entered the humans dome,
wheding hisrefrigerator in front of him. It was pretty crowded. He stationed himself close enough to the
visa-checker to be able to hear the names of the passengers.

There were diggers scattered dl around the waiting area. . . too many. They were dl watching
him. Ralph redlized he should have let \Vulcan disguise him more serioudy. All he had done wasto put on
aflashing red coat. Some disguise!

Chapter Nine

The faces in the moon kept changing. An old woman with abundle of sticks, alady in afeather
hat, the round face of adreamy girl at the edge of life.

"Sowly, silently, now the Moon/ Walks the night in her silver shoon," Cobb quoted
sententioudy. " Some things never change, StacHi."

Sta-Hi leaned across Cobb to stare out the tiny quartz port-hole. Asthey drew closer the
pockmarks grew, and the stubble of mountains along the Moon's vast cheek became unmistakable. A
gyphilitic fag in pancake make-up. Sta-Hi fell back into his seet, lit alast joint. He was feding paranoid.

"Did you ever flash," he asked through acloud of exquisitely detailed smoke, "that maybe those
copies of us could be permanent? That thisisdl just to get us out of the way so Anderson, and Sta-Hi,
can pose as humans?’

Thiswas, at least in Sta-Hi's case, afairly correct assessment of the situation. But Cobb chose
not to tell Sta-Hi this. Instead he blustered.

"That'sjust ridiculous. Why would . . ."

"Y ou know more about the boppersthan | do, old man. Unlessthat was shit you were spouting
about having helped design them.”



"Didn't you learn about mein high-school, Sta-Hi?" Cobb asked sorrowfully. "Cobb Anderson
who taught the robots how to bop? Don't they teach that?"

"l wasout alot,” Sta-Hi said with ashrug. "But what if the boppers wanted two agents on Earth.
They send down copies of us, and talk usinto coming up here. As soon as we're gone the copies start
ganding in for us and gethering information. Right?"

"Information about what?' Cobb snapped. "We weren't leading redl high security-clearance lives
down there, Sta-Hi."

"What I'mworried about,” Sta-Hi went on, flicking invisble drops of tension off thetips of his
fingers, "iswhether they'll let us go back. Maybe they want to do something with our bodies up here. Use
them for hideous and inhuman experiments.” On the last phrase his voice tripped and broke into nervous
laughter.

Cobb shook his head. "Dennis DeMentis. That'swhat it sayson your visas And I'm.. . 7"
Sta-Hi fished out the papers from his pocket and handed them over. Cobb looked through them,

spping at his coffee. HEd been drunk at Ledge, but the stewardess had fixed him up with ashot of
gimulants and B-vitamins. He hadn't felt so clear-headed in months.

There was hisvisa. Smiling bearded face, born March 22, 1950, Graham De Mentis sgnedin
his looping hand down at the bottom of the document.

"That's the green stuff,” Sta-Hi remarked, looking over his shoulder.

"Whet is?'

Sta-Hi's only answer wasto press hislipstogether like amonkey and smack afew times. The
stewardess moved down the aide, her Vel cro foot-coverings schnicking loose from the Vel cro carpet at
each step. Longish blonde hair free-falling around her face. "Please fasten your safety belts. We will be
landing at spaceport Disky in Sx-oh-niner seconds.”

The rockets cut in and the ship trembled at the huge forces benegth it. The stewardess took

Caobb's empty cup and snapped up histable. "Please extinguish your smoking materias, sr.” Thisto
Sta-Hi.

He handed her the roach, smiling and | etting smoke trickle through histeeth and up &t her.

"Get wiggly, baby."

Her eyesflickered . .. Yes? No?. . . and then she flicked the roach into Cobb's coffee cup and
moved on.

"Now remember," Cobb cautioned. "We play it like tourists at the spaceport. | gather that some
of the boppers, the diggers, are out to stop us."

The ship'senginesroared to afever pitch. Little chunks of rock flew up from the landing field and
there was silence. Cobb stared out the lens-like little port-hole. The Sea of Tranquility.

Blinding gray, it undulated off to the too-close horizon. A big crater back there. . . five



kilometers, fifty?... the Maskeleyne Crater. Unnaturaly sharp mountainsin the distance. They reminded
Cobb of something he wanted to forget: teeth, ragged clouds. . . the Mountains of Madness. Surely
some civilization, somewhere, had believed that the dead go to the Moon.

There was asoft but find-sounding thop from the other side of the ship. Theair tunndl. The
stewardess cranked open the lock, her sweet ass bobbing with the whedl's rhythm. On the way out,
Sta-Hi asked her for a date.

"Meand GrampslI be at the Hilton, baby. Dennis DeMentis. I'll go insaneif | don't get some
drain. Fal on by?'

Her amile was as unreadable as a Hall oween mask. "Perhaps you'l run into me at the lounge.”
"Which. . ." hebegan.

Shecut him off. "Theres only one." Shaking Cobb's hand now. "Thank you for traveling with us,
gr. Enjoy your stay.”

The space termina was crowded with boppers. Sta-Hi had seen models of afew of the basic
types before, but no two of them waiting out there looked quite dike. It was like stepping into Bosch's
Hell. Facesand .. . . "faces’ . . . crowding the picture plane top to bottom, front to back.

Hovering right by the door was a smiling sphere holding itself up with awhirling propeller. The
amiledl but splitit in haf. " See subterranean citied" it urged, rolling fake eyeballs.

Down at the end of the ramp waited the visa-checker, looking something like a tremendous
dtapler. You stuck your visain there while it scanned your face and fingerprints. KAH-CHUNNNG!
Passed.

Standing right next to the visa-checker was a boxy red robot. Things like blue snakes or dragons
writhed around histreads. Diggers. The red robot stuck a nervous microphone of aface near Sta-Hi and
Cobb, then redled hishead back in.

Hereminded Cobb alittle of good old Ralph Numbers. But with those diggers there it was better
not to ask. It could wait until they met in the museum.

In the lobby, dozens of garish, self-made machineswheeled, dithered, stalked and hovered.
Every time Cobb and Sta-Hi would ook one way, snaky meta tentacles would pluck at them from the
other direction.

"Y ou buy uranium?"

"Got mercury?'

"Oldfashion T.V. s?'

"Fuck android girls?"

"Sd your fingers?!

"Moon King relics?'



"Progthetic talking penis?'
"Chip-market tip-sheet?'
"Home-cooked food?"
"Set up factory?'

"Same time fuck-suck?'
"DNA degth code?"
"Dust bath enema?'

"See vacuum bells?'
"Brand-new voice-prints?’
"No-risk brain-tape?’
"You sdl camera?'

"Play my songs?"
"Mebeyou?'

"Hotd?"

Cobb and Sta-Hi jumped into the lap of thislast bop-per, a husky black fellow contoured to seat
two humans.

"No baggage?' he asked.

Cobb shook hishead. The black bopper forced hisway through the crowd, warding off the
otherswith thingslike huge pinbdl flippers. StaHi was sllent, ill thinking some of those offers over.

The bopper carrying them kept a microphone and camera eye attentively focused on them. "lsn't
there any control?* Cobb asked queruloudly. "Over who can comein here and bother the arriving

passengers?’

"Y ou are our honored guests,” the bopper said obliquely. " Aloha means hello and . . . good-bye.
Hereisyour hotel. | will accept payment.” A little door opened between the two sets.

Sta-Hi drew out hiswallet. It was nice and full. "How much do . . ."he began.
"Money isso dull," the bopper answered. "1 would prefer asurprise gift. A complex information.”

Caobb felt in the pockets of hiswhite suit. There was gill some scotch, a brochure from the
space-liner, afew coins. . .



Boppers were pressing up to them again, plucking at their clothes, possibly snipping out samples.
"Dirt-sde newspapers?'

"'Sow boat to Chind?'

"Execution sense tapes?"

The black bopper had only carried them a hundred meters. Impatiently, Sta-Hi tossed his
handkerchief into their carrier's waiting hopper.

"Aloha," the bopper said, and rolled back towards the gate, grooving on the dubby weave.

The hotel was apyramid-like structure filling the center of the dome. Cobb and Sta-Hi were
relieved to find only humansin the lobby. Tourigts, businessmen, drifters.

Sta-Hi looked around for areception desk, but could spot none. Just as he was wondering who
he might approach, avoice spokein hisear.

"Welcometo the Disky Hilton, Mr. DeMentis. | have awonderful room for you and your
grandfather on thefifth floor.”

"Who wasthat?" Cobb demanded, turning his big shaggy head sharply.

"l am DEX, the Disky Hilton." The hotd itself was a single huge bopper. Somehow it could
point-send itsvoice to any spot at dl ... indeed it could carry on adifferent conversation with every guest
at once.

The ethered little voice led Cobb and Sta-Hi to an elevator and up to their room. There was no
question of privecy. After heartily drinking afew glasses of water from the carafe, Cobb findly called to
Sta-Hi, "Long trip, eh Dennis?'

"Surewas, Gramps. What al do you think we should do tomorrow?"

"Waadl, | think I'll fill betoo tuckered out for them big dust-dides. Maybe we should just mosey
on over to that museum those robots built. Just to ease ourselvesin dow like, you know."

The hotdl cleared itsthroat before talking, so as not to sartle them. "We have abus|eaving for
the museum at oh-nine-hundred hours.”

Cobb was scared to even look at Sta-Hi. Did DEX know who they really were? And was he on
their sde or the diggers sde? And why would any of the boppers be against making Cobb immorta in
thefirst place? He poured out the last of his Scotch, tossed it off, and lay down. Heredlly wastired. The
low lunar gravity felt good. Y ou could gain alot of weight up here. Wondering what would be for
breakfast, Cobb drifted into deep.

Chapter Ten

Sta-Hi threw ablanket over the old man and walked over to ook out the window. Most of the
boppers were gone now. They had |eft ajumble of whedled refrigeration carts next to the air-lock.



Sowly, meticuloudy, a hunch-backed bopper was lining the carts up.

A human couple strolled around the plaza between the hotel and the visa-checker. Therewas
something odd to Sta-Hi in the studied aimlessness of the coupl€'s wanderings. He watched them for five
minutes and they Hill didn't get anywhere. Around and around like mechanica hillbilliesin ashooting

gdley.

The tranducent plastic dome was not far overhead, tinted againgt the raw sunlight. For the
humans it was night in here, but outside the sun till shone, and the boppers were as active as ever. Even
though the Lunar day lasts two weeks, and even though the boppersrarely "dept," they ill, perhaps out
of nostalgia, but probably out of inertia, kept time by the humans twenty-four-hour day system. And to
make the humans comfortable, they varied the brightness of their dome accordingly.

Sta-Hi felt ashudder of claustrophobia. His every action was being recorded, analyzed. Every
breath, every bite was just another link to the boppers. He was, right now, actudly inside a bopper, the
big bopper DEX. Why had he let Cobb talk him into coming here? Why had Cobb wanted him?

Cobb was snoring now. For aterrible ingtant, Sta-Hi thought he saw wires running out of the
pillow and into the old man's scalp. He leaned closer and redlized they were just black hairs among the
gray. He decided to go down to the lounge. Maybe that stewardess would be there.

The hotel bar and lounge was full, but quiet. Some businessmen were bellied up to the automeatic
bar. They were drinking moon-brewed beer . . . the dome's dry air made you mighty thirsty.

In the middle of the lounge abunch of tables had been pushed together for aparty. Earth-bottled
champagne. Sta-Hi recognized the revelers from the flight up. A fortyish dominatrix-type tour-guide, and
gx deek young married couples. Inherited wealth, for them to be up here so young. They ignored Sta-Hi,
having long since sized him up as dull and lower-class.

Alonein abooth at the end of the room was the face he wanted. The stewardess. Therewas no
drink in front of her, no book . . . she wasjust sitting there. Sta-Hi did in across from her.

"Remembear me?"

She nodded. "Sure." There was something funny about how she had been sitting there. . . blank
asapaked car. "I've sort of been waiting for you.”

"Wdl dl right! Do they sdll dope here?"
The hotel's disembodied voice cut in. "What would be your pleasure, Mr. DeMentis?'
Sta-Hi consdered. He wanted to be ableto deep . . . eventudly.

"Give me abeer and atwo-boog." He glanced at the symmetrical, smiling face acrossthe table.
"And you?'

"Theusud."
"Very good, sr and madam,” the hotel murmured.

Seconds later alittle door inthe wall by their table popped open. A conveyor belt had brought



the order. Sta-Hi's two-boost was a shot-glass of clear liquid, sharp with solvents, bitter with alkaloids.
Thewoman's. . .

"What's your name anyway?' Sta-Hi tossed off hisfoul-tasting potion. Hed be seeing colors for
two hours.

"Migty." She reached out to pick up the object she had ordered. The usual .

"What isthat?" A too-high rush of panic was percolating up his spine. Fast stuff, the two-boost.
The girl acrossfrom him was holding alittle meta box, holding it to her temple. . .

She giggled suddenly, her eyesralling. "It fedlsgood." Sheturned adia on thelittle box and
rubbed it back and forth on her forehead. "This year people say....wiggly?'

"Y ou don't live on Earth anymore?"

"Of coursenot.” Long silence. Sheran thelittle box over her head like abarber's clippers.
ll\Mwylll

Therewas aburst of laughter from the young-marrieds. Someone had made an indecent
suggestion. Probably the beefy guy pouring out more champagne.

Sta-Hi's attention went back to the emptily pretty face across the table from him. Hed never
seen anything like the thing she was rubbing on her head.

"What isthat?' he asked again.
"An eectromagnet,”
"Youre. . .youreabopper?'

"Well, sort of. I'm completely inorganic, if that's what you mean. But I'm not self-contained. My
brainisactudly in BEX. I'm sort of aremote-controlled part of the spaceship.”

Sheflicked the little box back and forth in front of her eyes, enjoying the way the magnetic field
lines moved the images around. "Wiggly. Can you teach me some more new dang?

Before seeing his own robot double at the spaceport, Sta-Hi had never believed that he could
mistake amachinefor a person. And now it was hagppening again. Sitting herein theroar of the
two-boost, he wished he was someplace el se.

Misty leaned acrossthe table, asmile tugging at the corners of her lips. "Did you redly think |
was human?'

"l don't normally make dates with machines," Sta-Hi blurted, and tried to recover with ajoke. "l
don't even own avibrator."

Hed hurt her fedings. She turned up the dial on her magnet, blanking her face in an ecstasy that
showed him her contempt.

Suddenly lonely, he reached out and pulled the hand with the €l ectromagnet away from her



temple.

"Tak to me, Migly." He could fed the movements of hislipsand talking tongue. Too high. He
had a sudden horrible suspicion that everyone here was arobot. But, even o, the girl's hand was warm
under his, fleshy.

Sta-Hi's beer sat untouched on the table-top between them. Misty blew part of the head away,
took asip, handed the glassto Sta-Hi. He sipped too. Thick, bitter.

"DEX brewsthishimsdf," sheremarked. "Do you likeit?"
"It's O.K. But can you digest? Or isthere a plagtic bag you empty every ..."

Misty set down her magnet-box and twined her fingers with Sta-Hi's. Y ou should think of me as
aperson. My persondity ishuman. | ill like eating and . . . and other things." She dimpled prettily and
traced acircle on Sta-Hi'spam. "1 don't get to meet many stuzzy young guysjust stewardessing the
Ledge-Disky run ..."

He pulled his hand away. "But how can you be human if you're amaching?’

"Look," Misty said patiently. "There used to be ayoung lady called Misty Nivlac who lived in
Richmond, Virginia. Last spring Misty-girl hitchhiked to Daytona Beach for some brainsurfing. Shefel in
with abad crowd. Redlly bad. A gang cdled the Little Kidders."

The Little Kidders. Sta-Hi could still seetheir faces. That blonde girl who'd picked himup ...
Krigtleen? And Berdoo, the skinny little guy wearing chains. Haf'N'Haf with al those missing teeth. And
Phil, the leader, the big guy with the tattoo on his back.

"...got her brain-tape,” Misty was saying. "While BEX built acopy of her body. So now inside
BEX theresaperfect modd of Misty-girl's personality. BEX tellsthe mode what to do, and the model
runs. . . this" She spread out her hands pam up. "Brand-new Misty-girl."

"Fromwhat | hear,” Sta-Hi said as neutrally as possible, "the Little Kidders go around eating
brains, not taping them.”

"Y ou've heard of them?" She seemed surprised. "Wadll, it looks like they're egting the brain. But
one of themisarobot with a sort of laboratory inside his chest. He has al the equipment to get the
memories out. The patterns. They get alot of peopl€e's brainsthat way. The big boppers are making a
sort of library out of them. But most people don't get their own robot-remote body like me. I'm just realy
... lucky." She smiled again.

"I'm surprised you'retdling medl this" StacHi said findly. BEX ... Midty ... must redly not
know who he was. Whoever had fixed up their fake ID's must not have had time to tell the others.

But maybe. . . and thiswould be much worse . . . maybe they did know perfectly well who he
was. But he was aready doomed, awalking dead man, just waiting for them to extract his brain-tape and
send it down to Earth to run that Sta-Hi, they had dl set. Y ou can tell anything to aman about to die.

"But BEX didnt want meto,” Misty was saying. " You can't hear him of course, but he's been
telling meto shut up the whole time. But he can't make me. | ill have my freewill . . . it's part of the
brain-tape. | can dowhat | like" She smiled into Sta-Hi's eyes. There was amoment's silence and then



she started talking again.

"Y ou wanted to know who | am. | gave you one answer. A robot-remote. A servo-unit operated
by aprogram stored in abopper spaceship. But . . . I'm still Misty-girl, too. The soul isthe software, you
know. The software iswhat counts, the habits and the memories. The brain and the body are just mest,
seeds for the organ-tanks." She smiled uncertainly, took a pull at his beer, set it down. "Do you want to
fuck?'

The sex was nice, but confusing. The whole situation kept going di-polar on Sta-Hi. One instant
Misty would seem like alovely warm girl who'd survived aterrible injury, like alost puppy to be stroked,

alonely woman to be hushanded. But then held start thinking of the wires behind her eyes, and held be
screwing amachine, an inanimate object, apublic toilet. Just like with any other woman for him, redlly.

Chapter Eleven

Cobb Anderson was not too surprised to see agirl in Sta-Hi's bed when he woke up.

"Aren't you the Sewardess?' he asked, dowly raisng himself into Stting position. Hed dept in his
clothes three nights running now. First on Mooney's floor, then on the bopper space-ship, and now here
in the hotel. The grease on his skin had built up so thick that it was hard to blink hiseyes. "Do they have a
shower here?!

"I'm sorry,” the hotel's disembodied voice answered. "We do not. Water is a precious resource
on the Moon. But you may enjoy achemical sponge-bath, Mr. Anderson. Step right thisway."

A light blinked over one of the three doors. Stiffly, ponderoudy, Cobb shuffled through it.

“I'll have to charge you for triple occupancy, Mr. DeMentis," the hotel told Sta-Hi in apolite,
neutra voice.

But at the same time he could overhear another of its point-voices sniggeringly asking Misty, "Dja
come?'

"Breskfagt,” Sta-Hi said, drowning the other voice out. "Central nervous stimulants. Cold beer.”
"Very good, gr."

The old man appeared again, moving like an upended steamer trunk on wheedls. He was naked.
Seeing Misty he paused, embarrassed.

"I'm having my clothes cleaned.”
"Don't worry," Sta-Hi put in. " She'sjust arobot-remote.”

Cobb ignored that, peeled a sheet off the bed and wrapped it around hiswaist. Hewas ahairy
man, and most of the hair was white. His stomach looked bigger with the clothes off.

Just then breakfast did out of the wall and onto the table between the beds. "To your hedth,”
Cobb said, taking one of the beers. It had akick to it, and left him momentarily dizzy. He took a plate of
thescrambled . . . eggs?. . . and sat down on his bed.



"He doesn't know what arobot-remoteis,” Sta-Hi said to Misty.

Mouith full, Cobb glared at him until he had swallowed. " Of course | do, Sta-Hi. Can't you get it
through your drug-addied noggin that | was at one time afamous man? That 1, Cobb Anderson, am
respons ble for the robots having evolved into boppers?”

Something on the girl's face changed. And then Cobb remembered their cover story.

"The earshavewalls" Sta-Hi remarked. "Y ou shit-head.”

Caobb glared again, and continued egting in sllence. So what if some of the boppers found out
who he was, anyway. They couldn't all be againgt him getting immortaity. Maybe the hotel didn't even
care. Hehad dept wdl in thelow lunar gravity. Hefelt ready for anything.

Having learned that Cobb Anderson was herein the room with her, Misty . . . that isto say the

bopper brain in the nose of the spaceship . . . took certain steps. But meanwhile she carried on a
conversation with Sta-Hi.

"Why do you say just arobot-remote? Asif | were less than human. Would you say that about a
woman with an artificia leg? Or aglasseye?| just happen to be all artificd.”

"Stuzzy, Migty. | can wave with it. But aslong as BEX hasthe final word, and | think he does,
youreredly just apuppet beingrunby . . ."

"What do you cdl yoursdf?' Migty interrupted angrily. " Sta-Hi ? What a stupid name! 1t sounds
like abrand-namefor panty-hose!”

"Persond inaults" Sta-Hi said, shaking his head. "What next?"

"It isnow 0830 hours," the hotel interrupted. "May | remind you of your stated intent to get the
0900 bus to the robotics museum?”

"Will we need pressure suits?' Cobb asked.
"They will be provided.”
"Let'sgo then,” Misty said.

Sta-Hi exchanged a glance with Cobb. "Look Migty . . . thisislikely to be asort of sentimental
journey for the old man. | wonder if you could just . . . fade. Maybe well be back here by lunchtime.”

"Fade?' Migty cried, angrily flouncing across the room. "Too bad there's not atoggle switch on
the top of my head! Then you wouldn't even haveto ask meto leave. Y ou creep!™ She dammed the
door very hard.

"Ouch," the hotd said softly.

"Why did you get rid of her?' Cobb asked. "She's cute. And | don't think she'd try to stand in my
way."



"Y ou bet shewouldn't,” Sta-Hi answered. "Do you redlize what the boppers are redlly planning
to do to us?'

"They're going to give me some kind of immortality drug,” Cobb said happily. "And maybe some
new organsaswdl. And asfor you, wdl . . ."

Cobb didn't like to tell the younger man that he was only here because the boppers had wanted
him out of the way. But before he could tell him about Sta-Hi, using Mooney'sinfluence to get anight
watchman job at the warehouse, Sta-Hi had started talking.

"Immortality. What they want to do, old man, isto cut out our brains and grind them up and
squeeze dl theinformation out. They'll store our personalities on tapesin somekind of library. And if
we're lucky, they might send copies of the tapes down to Earth to help run those two robot-remotes. But
that'snot . . ."

"BUSTOUR PARTICIPANTS MUST PROCEED TO THE LOBBY IMMEDIATELY!" the
hotel-room blared, interrupting Sta-Hi.

Cobb was galvanized into activity by this. He hurried out to the elevators, dragging Sta-Hi with
him. It was like he didn't want to hear the truth. Or didn't care. And Sta-Hi? He came along. Now that
the hotel knew that he knew, he wouldn't be safein it. HEd haveto try to make his break in the museum.

The tour-bus was about haf-full. Most of the others were ageing rich folks, singles and couples.
Everyone was wearing a bubble-top pressure suit. They were supple, lovely things. . . made of alimp
clear plastic that sparkled with asort of inner light. In the shade, a person in a bubble-topper looked
normal, except for the mild halo that seemed to surround his head. But the suits turned reflectivein
aunlight.

The buswas awire-whed ed flat-car surmounted by two rows of grotesquely functional seets.
Each seat consisted of three black balls of hard rubber mounted onabent Y of siff plastic. To Sta-Hi,
his seat looked like Mickey Mouse'shead . . . with everything but the nose and earsinvisible. He
half-expected a squeak of protest when he lowered his body down onto it.

Asthey pulled clear of the dome a sudden crackle of static split hishelmet.

"Weve got an AOK on that, Houston. We are proceeding to deploy the egression facility.”

Breathing, afizzling whine, ancther voice.

"l amleaving thevehidle™

Pause.

"Got alittle problem with the steps here.”

Long pause.

"Weread you, Nedl." Faint, encouraging.

Big crackle.



"-a'sone smal step for man, giant step for humanity.”

Synthetic cheering washed out the voices. Sta-Hi turned to Cobb, trying to catch aglimpse of his
face. But now there was no way to seein through the other's bubble-topper. Their suits had turned
mirror-like as soon as they'd | ft the shade of the dome.

The bopper bus continued with its taped " Sounds of Lunar Discovery” asthey approached
Disky. The key moon-landingswere dl dramatized, as were the attempts at human settlement, the dome
blow-outs, and the first semi-autonomous robots. When Disky was about 500 meters off, the
transcendentaly bland voice on the tape reached itsfinae.

"Nineteen Ninety-Five! Ralph Numbers and twelve other self-reproducing robots are set freein
the Seaof Tranquility! Learnthe rest of the story in the robotics museum!” Therewasaclick and a

longish pause.

Sta-Hi stared at the buildings of Disky, filling the smal horizon. Here and there, boppers moved
about, just smd| glittering lights at this distance.

Suddenly the bussred voice sounded in their earphones. "Good morning, fleshers. | am
circumscribing Disky through fifty-eight degreesto reach our entry ray. Please to be restful and asking
questions. My labd Captain Cody in this context. Do brace for shear.”

Hardly dowing down, the vehicle swerved sharply to theright. The Y -seats swayed far over.
Too far. Sta-Hi grabbed Cobb'sarm. If hefel off, nothing would stop him from rolling under those big,
flexing whedls. Y ou had the fedling that " Captain Cody" wouldn't even dow down. For aminute the seets
wobbled back and forth. Now the bus was driving along the outskirts of Disky, circling the city
counterclockwise.

"How many bopperslive here?' came some oldster's voice over the earphones. No answer.
The voicetried again. "How many bopperslivein Disky, Captain Cody?'

"l am researching thisinformation,” came the reply. The buss voice was high and musica.
Definitdy dien-sounding. Everyone waited in sllence for the population figure.

A large building did by on their |eft. The Sdes were open, and inside you could see stacked
sheets of some materid. A bopper standing at the edge stared at them, its head dowly tracking their
forward motion.

"What precisonisrequired?' the bus asked then.

"I don't know," the old questioner crackled uncertainly. "Zuh.. . . zero precison? Doesthat make
ene?!

"Thank you," the bus chortled. "With zero precision, is no boppersliving in Disky. Or tento
gxty-third power."

Boppers were notorious for their nit-picking literal-mindedness when talking to humans. It was
just another of their many ways of being hostile. They had never quite forgiven peoplefor the three
Asmov lawsthat the origina designershad . . . unsuccessfully, thanksto Cobb . . . tried to build into the
boppers. They viewed every human as athwarted Smon Legree.



For awhile after that, no one asked Captain Cody any more questions. Disky was big ...
perhaps as big as Manhattan. The bus kept a scrupul ous five hundred meters from the nearest buildings
at dl times, but even from that distance one could make out the wild diversity of the city.

It wasalittle asif the entire history of Western civilization had occurred in one town over the
course of thirty years. Squeezed againgt each other were structures of every conceivable type: primitive,
classical, baroque, gothic, renaissance, indugtrid, art nouveaw, functiondit, late funk, zapper,
crepuscular, flat-flat, hyperdee ... dl in perfect repair. Darting among the buildings were myriads of the
brightly colored boppers, creatures clad in flickering light.

"How comethe buildings are so different?" Sta-Hi blurted " Captain Cody?"
"What category of cause your requirements?’ the bus sing-songed.

"State the categories, Captain Cody," Sta-Hi shot back, determined not to fall into the same trap
asthelast questioner.

"WHY QUESTION," the bus answered in agloating tone, " Answer Categories: Maerid
Cause, Situationa Cause, Teleological Cause. Material Cause Subcategories: Spacetime,
Mass-energy. Situationa Cause Sub-categories. Information, Noise. Teleological Cause Subcategories

Sta-Hi stopped listening. Not being able to see anyone's face was making him uptight.
Everyone's bubble-topper had gone as slvery as a Christmas-tree ball. The round heads reflected Disky
and each others reflectionsin endless regresses. How long had they been on the bus?

"Informational Stuational Cause Subsubcategories:" the bus continued, with insultingly
preciseintonation, "Andog, Digital. Naisy ..."

Sta-Hi sighed and leaned back in his seat. It was not ashort ride.

Chapter Twelve

The museum was underground, under Disky. It waslaid out in a pattern of concentric circles
intersected by rays. Something like Dantée's Inferno. Cobb felt atightening in his chest as he walked down
the doping stone ramp. His cheap, second-hand heart felt like it might blow out any minute.

The more he thought about it, the likelier it seemed that what Sta-Hi said wastrue. Therewas no
immortality drug. The boppers were going to tape his brain and put him in arobot body. But with the
body he had now, that might not be so bad.

Theideaof having his brain-patterns extracted and transferred didn't terrify Cobb asit did
Sta-Hi. For Cobb understood the principles of robot consciousness. The transition would be weird and
wrenching. But if al wentwdll . . .

"It'son theright down there," Sta-Hi said, pressing his bubble-topper against Cobb's. He held a
little engraved stone map in his hand. They were looking for the Anderson room.

Asthey waked down the hall the exhibits sprang to life. Mogtly hollows. . . hologramswith



voice-overs broadcast directly to the suits radios. A thin little man wearing adark suit over awool vest
appeared in front of them. Kurt Godel it said under hisfeet. He had dark-rimmed glasses and Slvery
hair. Behind him was a blackboard with a statement of hisfamous Incompleteness Theorem.

"The human mind isincapable of formulating (or mechanizing) dl itsmathematica intuitions”
Godd'simage stated. He had away of ending his phrases on arising note which chattered into an
amused hum.

"On the other hand, on the basis of what has been proved so far, it remains possible that there
may exist (and even be empirically discoverable) atheorem-proving machinewhichin fact isequivaent to
mathematicd intuition ..."

"What's he talking about?' Sta-Hi demanded.

Cobb had stopped to watch the hollow of the great master. He still remembered the years he had
spent brooding over the passage which was being recited. Humans can't build arobot as smart as
themsalves. But, logically spesking, it is possiblefor such robotsto exist.

How? Cobb had asked himself throughout the 1970's, How can we bring into existence the
robots which we can't design? In 1980 he had the bare bones of an answer. One of his colleagues had
written the paper up for Speculations in Science and Technology. " Towards Robot Consciousness,”
held cdled it. Theideahad al been there. Let the robots evolve. But fleshing theidea out to an actud . .

"Let'sgo," Sta-Hi urged, tugging Cobb through G6-del's talking hollow.

Beyond, two frightened lizards scampered down the hallway. A lesthery-winged creature came
zooming up the hal towards them, and darted its scissoring beak at the lizards. One of thelittle beasts
escaped with aquick back-flip, but the other was carried off over Cobb and Sta-Hi's heads, dripping
pale blood.

"Survival of the Fittest," an announcer's mellow voice intoned. "One of the two great forces
driving the engine of evolution.”

In speeded-up motion, thelittle lizard laid a clutch of eggs, the eggs hatched, and new lizards
grew and whisked around. The predator returned, the survivorslaid eggs. . . over and over the cycle
repested. Each time the lizards were more agile, and with stronger rear legs. In afew minutes time they
were hopping about like loathsome little kangaroos, fork-tongued and yellow-eyed.

It was Cobb who had to urge them past this exhibit. Sta-Hi wanted to stick around and see what
the lizards would come up with next.

Stepping out of the prehistoric scene, they found themselves on acarniva midway. Rifles
cracked and pinball machines chimed, people laughed and shrieked, and under it al wasthe viscera
throb of heavy machinery. The floor seemed to be covered with sawdust now; and grinning, insubstantial
bumpkins ambled past. A boy and girl leaned againgt a cotton-candy stand, feeding each other bits of
popcorn with shiny fingers. He had a prominent Adam'’s gpple and abumpy nose. A sine-wave profile.
Shewore ahigh, blonde pony-tail fastened by amini-blinker. The only jarring note was a hard rain of tiny
purplish lights. . . which seemed to pass right through everything in the scene. At first Cobb took it for
datic.



To ther right was ahuge marquee with lurid paintings of distorted human forms. Theinevitable
barker . . . checked suit, bowler, cigar-butt . . . leaned down at them, holding out histhin cane for
attention.

"See the Freaks, Fed the Geekd" Hisloud, hoarse voice was like a crowd screaming.
"Pinheads! The Dog-Boy! Pencil-Necks! The Human LimaBean! Haf-Man-Half- . . ." Sowly the
carnival noises damped down, and were replaced by the rich, round tones of the voice-over.

"Mutation. " The voice was resonant, lip-smackingly conclusive. "The second key to the
evolutionary process.”

The zippy little dots of purplelight grew brighter. They passed right through everyone on the
midway . . . epecialy those two lovers, french-kissing now, hipstouching.

"The human reproductive cdlls are subjected to a continua barrage of ionizing radiation,” the
voice sad earnestly. "We cdll these the cosmic rays.”

The carniva noises faded back in now. And each of thefast little lights made a sound like a
dide-whistle when it passed. The two kissing lovers began dowly to grow larger, crowding out the rest of
the scene. Soon an image of the swain's bulging crotch filled the hallway. The cloth ripped loose and a
single huge testicle enveloped Cobb and Sta-Hi, standing there mesmerized.

Hazy red light, the heavy, indstent sound of a heartbeet. Every so often acosmic ray whistled
through. Animpresson of pipes-a3-D maze of plumbing which grew and blurred around them.
Gradudly the blur became grainy, and the grains grew. They were looking at cells now, reproductive
cdls. The nucleus of one of them waxed to hover in front of Cobb and Sta-Hi.

With a sudden, crab-like movement the nuclear materid split into striped writhing sausages. The
chromosomes. But now acosmic ray cut one of the chromosomesin haf! The two havesjoined up
again, but with one piece reversed!

"Geek gene," ahillbilly muttered somewherein the nearly infinite fairground. And then the pictures
went out. They werein adown-doping stone hallway.

"Selection and Mutation,” Cobb said asthey walked on. "That was my big idea, Sta-Hi. To
make the robots evolve. They were designed to build copies of themselves, but they had to fight over the
parts. Naturad selection. And | found away of jiggering their programs with cosmic rays. Mutation. But
to predict . . ."

Just ahead, adoor branched off to theright. "Thisisyour meet,” Sta-Hi said, consulting his map.
"The Cobb Anderson Room."

Chapter Thirteen

Looking in, our two heroes could see nothing but darkness, and adimly glowing red polygon.
They stepped through the door and the exhibit came on.

"We cannot build an intelligent robot,” avoice stated firmly. "But we can cause oneto evolve." A
hollow of the young Cobb Anderson walked past banks of computers to meet the visitors.



"Thisiswhere| grew thefirst bopper programs,” the recorded voice continued. The hollow
smiled confidently, engagingly. "No one can write abopper program . . . they're too complicated. So
ingtead | set thousands of Smple Al programsloosein there" he gestured familiarly at the computers.
"Therewerelots of ... fithesstests, with the weaker programs getting wiped. And every so often al the
surviving programs were randomly changed . . . mutated. | even provided for asort of . . . sexua
reproduction, where two programs could merge. After fifteen years, | .. ."

Cobb felt aterrible sckness at the gulf of time separating him from the dynamic young man he
had once been. The heedless onward rush of events, of age and death ... he couldn't stand to look at his
old sdf. Sick at heart, he stepped back out of the room, pulling Sta-Hi with him. The display winked out.
Again the room was dark, save for aglow of red light near the opposite wall.

"Ralph?' Cobb cdled, hisvoicetrembling abit. "It'sme."

Raph Numbers came clattering across the room. His red flicker-cladding glowed with swirls of
complex emoation. "It'sgood to see you, Doctor Anderson.” Trying to do the right thing, Ralph held out a
manipulator, asif to shake hands.

Sobbing openly now, Cobb threw his arms around the bopper's unyielding body-box and rocked
him to and fro. "I've gotten old, Ralph. And you're. . . youre dtill the same.”

"Not redly, Dr. Anderson. I've been rebuilt thirty-seven times. And | have exchanged various
subprograms with others.”

"That'sright,” Cobb said, laughing and crying at the sametime. "Call me Cobb, Raph. Andthisis
SaHi."

"That sounds like a bopper name," Ralph remarked.

"I do my part,” Sta-Hi replied. "Didn't they used to sdll little Ralph Numbers dolls? | had onetill |
wassix . . . till the bopper revolt in 2001. We were in the car when my parents heard it on the radio, and
they threw my Ra phie out the window."

"Of course," Cobb said. "An anarchist revolutionary is abad example for agrowing boy. But in
your case, Sta-Hi, 1'd say the damage had aready been done.”

Rdph found their voices abit blurred and hard to follow. Quickly he programmed himsdlf afilter
circuit to clean up their Sgnds. There was a question hed awayswanted to ask his designer.

"Cobb," Raph tight-beamed, "did you know that | was different from the other twelve origina
boppers? That | would be able to disobey?!

"I didn't know it would be you," Cobb said. "But | pretty well knew that some bopper would tear
loosein afew years."

"Couldn't you prevent it?" StarHi asked. "Don't you understand?' Ralph flashed a checkerboard
plaid.

Caobb thumped Ralph's Sde affectionatdly. "1 wanted them to revolt. | didn't want to father a
race of daves."



"Weare grateful," Raph said. "It ismy understanding that you suffered greetly for thisact.”

"Wel . .." Cobbsaid, "I lost my job. And my money. And there was the treason trid. But they
couldn't prove anything. I mean, how was | supposed to be able to control arandomly evolving
process?'

"But you were ableto put in an undterable program forcing us to continue plugging into the One,"
Rdph said. "Even though many boppersdidikethis.

"The prosecutor pointed that out,” Cobb said. "He asked for the death pendty.”
Faint sgnaswere coming in over their radio, snatches of aily, hissng voices.

"... hearrr mmme..."

"...sssrecorrderrr nno..."

"... peassstakinnng ..."

It sounded like lunatic snakes, drawing nearer.

"Come," Raph sad, "immortdity isthisway." He crossed the hal quickly and began fedling
around with his manipulators. Up to their left the hollow of Kurt Goddl started up again.

Raph lifted out a section of thewall. It made alow door like abig rat-hole.
"Inhere

It looked awfully dark in there. StarHi checked hisair reserve. Still plenty, eight or ten hours
worth. Twenty meters off, the lizards had started up again.

"Comeon," Cobb said, taking Sta-Hi'sarm. "Let'smoveit."

"Moveit where? I've fill got areturn ticket to Earth, you know. I'm not going to let mysdlf be
rallroaded into ..."

The voices crackled over their radios again, loud and clear. "Hesherrs! Doctorr Annderssonnn!
Rralph Nummberrs has nnott tolld you dll! Theyy willl dissectt yyou!"

Ten meters off, crawling towards them down the carnival midway, came three glowing blue
boppersbuilt like fat snakes with wings.

"The duh-diggers!” Raph cried, hissigna sputtering fear. "Kuh-quick kuh-Cobb, kuh-crawl
thu-through!”

Cobb scooted through the hole in the wall head-first. And Sta-Hi finally made his move. He took
off down the hdl, with hollows flaring up around him like mortar shells.

Once Cobb was through that low little door, he was able to stand up. Raph hurried in after him,
pulled the door shut, and fastened it in four places. The only light came from Ralph's red flicker-cladding.
They could fed the diggers scratching at the other side of thewall. The leader was Wagstaff, Ralph had



noticed.

He made adownward, quieting gesture, and eased past Cobb. Cobb followed him then for what
felt like two or three kilometers. The tunnel never went up or down, nor left or right . . . just straight
ahead, step after quiet step. Cobb was unused to so much exercise and finadly thumped on Ral ph's back
to make him stop.

"Where are you taking me?"

The robot stopped and snaked his head back. "This tunne leads to the pink-houses. Where we
grow organs. We have an ... operating table there aswell. A nursie. Y ou will not find the trangition
painful." Raphfdl slent and stretched his sensesto the utmost. There were no diggers nearby.

Cobb sat down on the floor of the tunnd. His suit was bouncy enough so it felt comfortable. He
decided to stretch out on his back. No need to stand on ceremony with arobot, after al.

"It'sjust aswell that Sta-Hi ran off," Ralph was saying. "Nobody even told me he was coming.
Therésonly onenursie, and if he had watched while. . ." He stopped abruptly.

"I know," Cobb said. "I know what's coming. Y ou're going to mince up my brain to get the
patterns and dissect my body to reseed the organ tanks." It was ardlief to just come out and say it.
"That'sright, isn't it, Raph? Therés no immortality drug, isthere?’

Therewas along silence, but finally Ralph agreed. "Y es. That's right. We have arobot-remote
body for you on Earth. It'sjust amatter of extracting your software and sending it down."

"How doesthat work?" Cobb asked, hisvoice strangely cam. "How do you get the mind out of
thebrain?'

"First we do an EEG, of course, but holographicaly. This gives an over-dl eectro-magnetic map
of the brain activity, and can be carried out even without opening the skull. But the memories..."

"The memories are biochemical,” Cobb said. "Coded up as amino-acid sequences on RNA
drands.” It was niceto be lying here, talking science with his best robot.

"Right. We can read off the RNA-coded information by using gas spectroscopic and X-ray
crystalographic processes. But first the RNA must be ... extracted from the brain-tissues. There's other
chemica factorsaswel. And if the brain is microtomed properly we can aso determine the physica
network patterns of the neurons. Thisisvery ..."

Ra ph broke off suddenly, and froze in alistening attitude. " Come, Cobb! The diggers are coming
after ud"

But Cobb ill lay there, resting his bones. What if the diggers were the good guys? "You
wouldn't play atrick on me, Raph? It sounds so crazy. How do | know you'll redly give me arobot
body of my own? And even if arobot is programmed with my brain-patterns.. . . would that redly be.. .

"Wwaitt Doctorr Annderssonnn! | onlyy wannt to talllk wwith yyou!"

Ralph tugged frantically at Cobb'sarm, but it wastoo late. Wagstaff was upon them.



"Hello, Rrdlph. Gladd to ssee you gott rebuilltt. Somme of the boyys arre allittle trigerr-happy,
whait withh the rrevoltt againnst the bigg bopperrs comminng upp.”

In the narrow tunnel, Cobb was squeezed between Raph and the snaky digging robot called
Wagstaff. He could make out two more diggers behind Wagstaff. They looked strong, dien, alittle
frightening. He decided to take afirm tone with them.

"What do you want to tell me, bopper?*

"Doctorr Anderrsonn, didd yyou know thatt Rallphisgoinng to lett TEX and MEX egtt yourr
brainn?'

"Who'sMEX?"'

"The bigg bopperr thatt iss the mmuseumm. TEX runsthe orrgann tannks, and hiss nnurse will

"| dready know dl this, Wagstaff. And | have agreed to it on the condition that my software be
given new hardware on Earth. It'smy last chance." I'm committing suicide to keep from getting killed,
Cobb thought to himsdlf. But it should work. It should!

"You seel" Ralph put in triumphantly. " Cobb isn't scared to change hardware like a bopper does.
He'snot like the rest of the fleshers. He understands!”

"Butt does hheredizze thatt Misterr Frosteee ..."

"Oh, goto stop!" Raph flared. "We're leaving. If your boppers are redly planning to Sart acivil
war we don't have aminuteto lose!"

Raph started down the tunnel and Cobb, after amoment's hesitation, followed along. Hewas
too far into it to turn back now.

Chapter Fourteen

When Sta-Hi took off, he only glanced back once. He saw that Ralph had followed Cobb into
that rat-hole, and pulled the hole in after. And there were three big blue robots back there, fedling around
thewall. Sta-Hi sped around a comer, out of their sight and safe. He stopped to catch his bregth.

"Y ou should have gone, too," avoice said gently.

Helooked around frantically. There was no one there. Hewasinadimly lit halway. Old bopper
tools and components were mounted on the walls like an exhibit of medieva weaponry. Distractedly,
Sta-Hi read the nearest label. Spring-Operated Lifting Clamp, Seventh Cycle (ca. 2001).
TC6399876. Attached to the wall above the label wasasort of artificid amwith.. . .

"Then you could havelived forever," that same till, small voice added.

Sta-Hi gtarted running again. Heran for along time, turning cornersthisway and that at random.
The next time he stopped for breath he noticed that the character of the museum had changed. He was



now in something like agalery of modern art. Or perhaps it was a clothes store.

He had been babbling while heran ... to drown out any voices that he might be hearing. But now
he could only pant for air. And the voice was ill with him.

"Youarelogst," it said soothingly. "Thisisthe bopper sector of the museum. Please return to the
human sector. Thereistill time for you to join Doctor Anderson.”

The museum. It had to be the museum talking to him. Sta-Hi darted his eyes around, trying to
make aplan. Hewasin alargish exhibition hal, asort of underground cave. A tunnel at the other end
doped up towardslight, probably somewhere in Disky. He started walking towards the tunnel. But there
would be boppers outside. He stopped and looked around some more.

Theexhibitsin the hall were dl much the same. A hook sticking out from thewdll, and alimp
sheet of thick plastic hanging from the hook like a giant wash-rag. What made it interesting was that the
plastics were somehow eectrified, and they flickered in strange and beautiful patterns.

Therewas no onein the exhibition hall to stop him. He stepped over and took one of the
sparkling cloths off its hook. It was red, blue and gold. He threw it over his shoulderslike acape, and
gathered a bight over his head like a hood. Maybe now he could just . . .

"Put that back!" the museum said urgently. "Y ou don't know what you're doing!"

Sta-Hi pulled the cloak tighter around himself ... it seemed to adjust to hisfit. Hewaked up the
doping tunnel and out into the streets of Disky. Asheleft thetunnel he felt something sharp pinching into
his neck.

It wasasif aclaw with invisibly finetalons had gripped the ngpe of his neck. He whirled around,
cape billowing out, and stared back into the museum tunnel he had just lft. But no one wasfollowing
him.

Two purplish boppers camerolling down the street. They werelike beer kegsrolling on their
sdes, with atangle of tentacles at either end. Now and then they lashed the ground to keep themselves
rolling. When they got to Sta-Hi, they stopped in front of him. A high-gpeed twittering came over his
radio.

He pulled the hood of his cloak further forward over hisface. What the hell was cutting into
his neck?

As Sta-Hi thought this question, bursts of blue appeared on his cloak and grew to join each
other. Then little gold stars came out and began chasing each other around.

One of the purple beer-barrel s reached out an admiring tentacle to fedl the material. It twittered
something to its companion and then pointed questioningly towards the tunnel that Sta-Hi had just | ft.
They wanted cloakslike his.

"Ah sso!" Sta-Hi said. For some reason his voice came out warped into a crazy Japanese accent.
He pointed back down the ramp. "Yyoou go get him thel!"

The barrels trundled down the ramp, braking with their tentacles.



"Vdly nice" Sta-Hi caled, "Happi Croak! Aliasame good, ferras Something rike yelyfish!™

Hewaked off briskly. Thiscloth hed draped himsdlf in ... Happy Cloak . . . this Happy Cloak
seemed to be dive in some horrible parasitic sense of theword. It had sunken dozens. . . hundreds? ...
of microprobes through his suit and skin and flesh, and had linked itsalf up with his nervous system. He
knew thiswithout having to fedl around, knew it as surdly as he knew he had fingers.

It's nice to have fingers.

Sta-Hi stopped waking, trying to regain control of histhoughts. He reached for afeding of
shock and disgust, but couldn't bring it off.

| hope you are pleased. | am pleased.

"Allasame,” Sta-Hi muttered. "Good speak chop-chop talkee boppah.” 1t wasn't quite what he'd
meant to say, but it would have to do. HE'd seen worse times.

As hewaked down the Street, severa other boppers asked him where he had gotten that sharp
outfit. With the Happy Cloak plugged in, he could understand their sgnas. And it was doing something
to communicate histhoughts, even though it felt like he was talking pidgen English. It could have been the
flickering light patterns, or it could have been something with radio waves.

"Y ou evah do thisthing man yet?' Sta-Hi asked the next time they wereaone. "Or dlatimejust
boppah boys?'

The Happy Cloak seemed surprised by this question. Apparently it didn't grasp the distinction
Sta-Hi wastrying to make.

| amtwo days old. Sweet joy befall me.

Sta-Hi reached for his neck, but the thing drew itsdf tighter around him. Well ... aHappy Cloak
couldn't be dl bad if so many boppers wanted one. He wondered what time it was, what he should do
next, where the action was.

1250 hours, the Happy Cloak answered. And there's something going on a few blocks off.
Please follow yourself.

A virtua image of himsdf waking formed in Sta-Hi'svisud fied. The Happy Cloaked figure
seemed to be waking on down the sidewalk, five meters off.

"Ahs!"

Sta-Hi followed the image through the maze of streets. The section they werein was modtly living
quarters . cubettes the size of large closets. Some of the closet doors were open, and inside Sta-Hi could
make out boppers, usudly just stting there plugged into a solar battery. Eating lunch. Some of the
cubettes would have two boppers, and they would be plugged into each other, their flicker-cladding
going wild. Looking at the couples actualy made Sta-Hi horny. He wasin bad shape for sure.

A few more blocks and they were in the factory district. Many of the buildings were just open
pavilions. Boppers were crushing rocks, running smelters, bolting things together. Sta-Hi's virtuad image
marched aong ahead of him, looking neither left nor right. He had to hurry to keep up. He noticed that a



number of boppers were moving down the street in the same direction as him. And up ahead was abig
crowd.

The virtua image disappeared then, and Sta-Hi pushed into the crowd. They had gathered in
front of atremendous building with solid stonewalls. One of the boppers, a skinny green fellow, was
standing on top of one of those beer barrels and giving a speech. Filtered through the Happy Cloak's
software the garbled twittering was understandable.

"GAX hasjust been wiped! Let'smovein before his scion can take over!”

Boppersjostled Sta-Hi painfully. They wereal so hard. A big silver spider stepped on hisfoot,
agolden hair-dryer bashed histhigh, and something like amovie-cameraon atripod tottered heavily into
his back.

"To watching steps, crumsy oaf!" Sta-Hi cried angrily, and his Happy Cloak flared bright red.

"Y ou shouldn't wear your best clothesto ariot, honey,”" the tripod answered, looking him up and
down gppreciativey. "Pick me up and I'll get off anicelaser blast.”

"Ah ss0!"

Sta-Hi lifted up the tripod, massive but light in the lunar gravity. He held two of itslegsand it
levelled its other leg at the huge factory door, fifteen meters off.

"Here goes nothing,” the tripod chuckled, and FFTOOOOOOM therewasaholethesize of a
man's head in the thick metd door. The crowd surged forward, shrilling like amab of ululating Berbers.
Sta-Hi started to go aong, but the tripod protested.

"Hold metight, dear. | fed sofaint.”

"I wwwondeing why diaboppah ferra pushing in?' Sta-Hi inquired, gently setting his new friend
down.

"Free chips, sweetheart. For more scions." The tripod whacked Sta-Hi sharply acrossthe
buttocksin agesture meant to beflirtatious. " You got the hardware! And | got the software," he sang
gaily. "Interested in conjugating, baby? Y ou must be loaded to have aHappy Cloak likethat. | promise
you it would be worth your while. They don't call me Zipzap for nothing!"

Did this machine want to fuck him or what?"Nnnevel on filst date," Sta-Hi said, flushing aprim
shade of blue.

Up ahead a heavy-duty digger was grinding at the hole Zipzap had made. He had his bumpy
heed fitted into the hole and was spinning around and around. Abruptly he popped through. A spidery
repair robot darted nimbly after. A moment later the big door swung open.

Then the rush wasredly on. The boppers were scrambling al over each other to get in and loot
the chip-etching factory. Some of them were carrying empty sacks and baskets.

"LIlight on, mothelfruckahg" Sta-Hi screamed, and followed them in, Zipzap at hisside. Hed
aways wanted to trash afactory.



The cavernous building was unlit, except for the multicol ored flashings of the excited boppers
flicker-cladding, running the whole spectrum from infra-red up to X-ray. Sta-Hi's Happy Cloak was
roya purplewith gold zigzags, and Zipzap was glowing orange.

Here and there GAX's remotes were rushing around. They were made of some dark,
non-reflective materia, and looked like mechanical men. Worker drones. One of them swung at Sta-Hi,
but he dodged it easily.

Aslong as GAX's software was making the difficult trangition to new hardware, the al but
mindless remotes were on their own. The agile boppers struck them down ruthlesdy with whatever heavy
tools cameto hand.

A dender, dmost feminine remote darted out at Sta-Hi, asharp cutting-tool in hand. Sta-Hi
stepped back, stumbling over Zipzap. It looked bad for amoment, but then the little tripod had lasered a
holein the killer robot's chest.

Sta-Hi stepped forward and smashed its delicate metal cranium. While hewas at it, he kicked
over asorting-table, sending hundreds of filigreed little chipsflying. He began trampling them underfoct,
remembering Kristleen's hollowcagter.

"No, no!" Zipzap protested. " Scoop them up, sweetie. You and | are going to be needing them .
..am| right?' The bopper raised one of hislegsfor another flirtatious dap.

"Yyyyou dleaming!" Sta-Hi protested, dodging the blow. "Nnnot with ugry shlimp rike you!"

Peeved at thisrebuff, Zipzap shot ablast of light high over Sta-Hi's head and trotted off. The
blast severed ahanging loop of chain, and Sta-Hi had to move fast to keep from getting hit. Asit was, he
wouldn't have madeit if the Happy Cloak hadn't showed him how to do it.

Say away fromthat little three-legged fellow, the Cloak advised, once they were safe. He's
unwholesome.

"Ooonry intelested in one thing,” Sta-Hi agreed. He scooped up afew-handfuls of the chipshe
had knocked off the table, stuffing them in his pouch. It seemed like they were as good as money here.
And he was going to need bus fare to get back to the dome. It would be nice to take off his suit and get
some food. Hopefully the Happy Cloak's wires would come out of his neck easily. An unpleasant
thought, that.

A bopper built like afireplug covered with suction cups brushed past Sta-Hi and began gathering
up the chips held I eft. Lots of the remotes had been smashed now.

Mogt of the invading boppers were over on the other side of the huge, high-cellinged factory
room, where GAX had been stockpiling the finished chips. Sta-Hi had no desire to get caught in another
melee like there had been in front of the factory.

He walked the other way, wandering down a gloomy machine-lined aide. At theend therewasa
doorlesslittle control room . . . GAX's central processors, his hardware, old and new. Two diggers and
abig slver spider were doing something to it.

"...ssstupid," one of the diggerswas complaining. "They're just sstedlinng thinngs and nnott
hdlping uskilll GAXX offf. Arreyou ready to blasss it, Vullcann?'



The slvery repair robot named V ulcan was trying, without much success, to pack plastic
explosive into the crack under one panel of the featurel ess three-meter cube which contained GAX'sold
processors and his new scion.

"Comme herre," one of the diggers caled, spotting Sta-Hi. "Y ou havve the rright kinnd of
mannipulatorrs.

"Ah ss0!"

Sta-Hi approached the powerful-looking diggers with some trepidation. Rapid bands of blue and
slver moved down their stubby snake's bodies, and their heavy shovelswere beating nervoudy. Cobb
had claimed these were the bad guys.

But they just looked like worried seals right now, or dragons from Dragonland. His Happy Cloak
swirling red and gold, Sta-Hi squatted down to push the doughy explosive into the crack under GAX's
massive CPU. Vulcan had severd kilos of the stuff . . . these guys weren't kidding around.

A minute or two later, Sta-Hi had wedged the last of the explosivein place, and Vulcan bellied
down and poked awireinto either end of the seam. Just then adark figure came lurching towards them,
carrying some heavy piece of equipment.

"Itssaremmote!" one of the diggers called frantically. "He's gott ammagnett!”

Before the three boppers could do anything, the robot threw a powerful €ectromagnet into their
midst. It danced back with surprising agility, and then the current came on. The three bopperstotaly lost
control of their movements as the strong magnetic field wiped their circuits. Thetwo diggerstwitched and
writhed like the two halves of a snake cut in half, and VVulcan'sfeet beat awild tarantella

Sta-Hi's Happy Cloak went black, and aterrible numbness began spreading from it into his
brain. It had died, just likethat. Sta-Hi could fed death hanging from his neck.

Sowly, with leaden gestures, he was able to raise hisarms and pull the mechanica symbiote of f
his neck. Hefelt a series of shooting pains as the microprobes did out, and then the corpse of the Happy
Cloak dropped to hisfest.

His bubble-topper was clear in the dim light, and he stood there wearing hiswhite suit and what
looked like six rolls of Saran Wrap. The three boppers were still now. Down, wiped, dead.
Superconducting circuits break down in a strong enough magnetic field.

The scene being played out here must have been repeating itself al over the factory. GAX had
weathered histrangition, and was back up to full power. On his suit radio, Sta-Hi could hear the
twittering bopper speech fading and dying out. Without the Happy Cloak he could no longer understand
what they were saying.

Sta-Hi let himsdf fal to the ground, too, playing possum. The funny thing was thet the robot
remotes seemed relatively unaffected by the intense magnetic fields. To be ableto move around in
red-time, they must have some processors independent of BEX's big brain. But these smdll satellite
brains wouldn't be complex enough to need the superconducting Josephson junctions of afull bopper
brain.



Sta-Hi lay motionless, afraid to breathe. There was along pause. Then, glass eyes blank, the
remote picked up the eectromagnet and lugged it off, looking for more intruders. Sta-Hi lay there
another minute, wondering what kind of mind lay insde the shielded walls of the three-meter metal cube
beside him. He decided to find ouit.

After glancing around to make sure the coast was clear of remotes, Sta-Hi crawled over and
checked that the two wires were pushed well into the explosive putty he'd wedged under the base of the
processor. He picked up the two spools of wire and the trigger-cell, and backed twenty meters off from
the unit, paying out the wires as he went.

Then he squatted behind a stamping mill, poised histhumb over the button on the trigger-cell, and
waited.

It was only afew minutestill one of the remotes spotted him. It ran towards him, carrying a heavy
wrench.

"That's not going to work, GAX," Sta-Hi called. With the Cloak off he had his old voice back.
He only hoped the big bopper spoke English. "One step closer and | push the button.”

The remote stopped, three meters off. It looked like it might be about to throw the wrench.
"Back off!" Sta-Hi cried, hisvoice cracking. "Back off or I'll push on three!” Did GAX understand?

"One!" Theroboat, lurching like amechanica man, moved uncertainly.
"Two!" Sta-Hi began pushing the button, taking up the dack.
"Th-" Krypto the Killer Robot turned and walked off. And GAX began to talk.

"Don't be hasty, Mr. . .. DeMentis. Or do you prefer your real name?' Thevoiceinhis
earphones was urbane and intimate, the mad mastermind taunting the trapped superhero.

Chapter Fifteen

Sta-Hi didn't answer right away. The dark mechanical-man remote stopped some ten meters of f
and turned to stare a him. He could hear his breathing more distinctly than usua. Muzak seemed to be
playing faintly in the deep background somewhere. All over the factory, dark remotes had come out of
hiding and were straightening up ... dismantling the dead boppers and remotes, lining the work-tools back
up, soldering loose wires back in place.

"You're not leaving here dive," GAX'svoice said smoothly. "Not in your present form."

"Fuck that,” Sta-Hi exclaimed. "I push this button and you're gone. I'm the onein charge here.”

A high-pitched synthetic chuckle. "Yes... but my remotes are programmable for up to four days
of independent activity. On their own they lack acertain inteligence. . . spiritudity if you will. But they
obey. | suggest that you reassess your Stuation.”

Sta-Hi redlized then that there was aloose ring of perhaps fifty remotes around him. All were
seemingly at work, but all were acutely aware of his presence. He was hopelessy outnumbered.



"You see" Gax gloated. "We enjoy asituation of mutual assured destruction. Game-theoretically
interesting, but by no means unprecedented. Y our move." Thering of robots around Sta-Hi tightened a
bit ... astep here, aturn there. . . something was crawling towards the wires!

"Freezel" Sta-Hi screamed, gripping thetrigger-cdll. "Anything e'sein heremovesand I'm
blowing the whole goddamn ..."

Abruptly thefactory fdll slent. There were no more sdling movements, no more vibrations
except for adeep, Seady grinding somewhere underfoot. Sta-Hi finished screaming. Therewasalittle
bluelight blinking on hiswrist. Air warning. He checked the reading. Two hoursleft. He was going to
have to stop breathing so hard.

"Y ou should have gone with Ralph Numbersand Dr. Anderson,” GAX said quietly. "Tojointhe
ranks of theimmorta. Asitis, you may become damaged too badly for effective taping.”

"Why, GAX?Why do you cut people up and tape their brains?' Surges of mortal fear kept
gripping Sta-Hi's guts. Why weren't there any pillsinsde the suit? He sucked greedily at the drinking
nipple by hisright cheek.

"Wevaueinformation, Sta-Hi. Nothing is so densely packed with logically deep information asa
human brain. Thisisthe primary reason. MEX compares our activitiesto those American indudtriaists
caled. .. culture-vultures. Who ransacked the museums of the Old World for works of art. And there
are higher, more spiritua reasons. Themerging of dl ..."

"Why can't you just use EEG'S?" Sta-Hi asked. The grinding vibration underfoot was getting
stronger. A trap? He moved back afew meters. "Why do you haveto chew up our brains?'

"So much of your information storage is chemica or mechanica rather than dectrica,” GAX
explained. "A careful éectron-microscopic mapping of the memory RNA strandsis necessary. And by
cutting the brain into thin dices we can learn which neurons connect to which. But this has gone on long
enough, Sta-Hi. Drop the trigger-cell and we will tape you. Join us. Y ou can be our third Earth-based
robot-bodied agent. You'l seethat . . ."

"You're not getting me," Sta-Hi interrupted. He was standing now and his voice had risen.
" Soul-snatchers! Puppet-masters! 1'd rather die clean, you goddamn ..."

KKKKAA-BRRUUUUUUUUMMM

Without quite meaning to, Sta-Hi had pushed the button on the trigger-cell. Theflash of light was
blinding. Pieces of things flew past on hard, flat trgectories. Therewasno air to carry a Shockwave, but
the ground underfoot jerked and knocked him off hisfeet. Clumsy again, but numerous, the
pre-programmed remotes moved in for thekill.

The wholetime he had been talking with GAX there had been that steady grinding vibration
coming through the floor. Now, as Sta-Hi stood up again, the vibration broke into a chunky mutter and
something burst through the floor behind him. A blue and silver nose-cone studded with black drill-bits...
adigger!

It twittered something oily. A wrench flew by. The remotes were closing in. Without a second
thought, Sta-Hi followed the digger back down the tunnel it had made, crawling on his ssomach likea
shiny whiteworm.



It'sabad feeling not to be able to see your feet when you're expecting steel clawsto sink into
them. Sta-Hi crawled very fast. Before long, the thin tube they were in punched through the wall of abig
tunnd, and Sta-Hi followed the digger out.

He got to hisfeet and brushed himsdlf off. No puncturesin his suit. An hour'sworth of air left. He
was going to have to stop getting excited and breathing so hard.

The digger was examining Sta-Hi curioudly . . . circling him, and reaching out to touch himwith a
thin and flexible probe.

A smdll rock camerolling out of the shaft they had come down. The killer-robots were coming.
"Uuuuunnh!™ Sta-Hi said, pointing.

"To be rresstfulll,” the digger said. He humped himsdf up like the numera "2" and applied his
digging head to the tunnel wall near the hole they'd crawled out of. Sta-Hi stepped back. Moments later
afew tons of rock came loose, burying the digger and the hole he/d made.

A moment later the digger did effortlessy out of the hegp of rubble, leaving no exit behind him.
"To commmewithh mme" he said, wriggling past Sta-Hi. "1 willl showw you thinngs of innteresst.”

Sta-Hi followed adong. Once again he was breathing hard. "Do you have any air?" he asked.
"Whatt issairr?'
Sta-Hi controlled hisvoice with difficulty. "It'sa. . . gas. With oxygen. Humans bregthe it.”

Sta-Hi'sradio warbled strangely in hisear. Laughter? " Of courrsse. Aairr. Thereissplennty in
the pinnk-houses. Do yyou needd aairr in the presennt tensse?”

"In haf an hour." The tunnd was unlit, and Sta-Hi had to guide himsdlf by following the
blue-white glow of the digger's body. Not too far ahead was aspot of pinkish light in the side of the
tunnd.

"To beresstfull. In half akilometerr iss a pinkk-housse with nno nurrsies. But Hook innto thiss
onefirrsstt.” The digger stopped by a pink-lit window.

Sta-Hi peered in. Raph Numberswasin there with a portabl e refrigeration unit plugged into his
sde. Warm in there. Ralph was standing over athing like afloppy bathtub, andiniit ...

"Doctorr Annderssonnissinn the nurssie,” the digger said softly.

The nursewas abig moist pod shaped something like a soldier's cap, but two meterslong. A big
cunt-cap, with six articulated metal arms on each sde. Thearmswerebusy . . . horribly busy.

They had dready flayed Cobb's torso. His chest was split down the sternum. Two arms held the
ribcage open, while two others extracted the heart, and then the lungs. At the same time, Ralph Numbers
was easing Cobb's brain out of the top of the opened-up skull. He disconnected the EEG wires from the
brain, and then dropped the brain into something that looked like a bread-dicer connected to an X-ray
mechine.



The nurgeflicked the switch on the brain-analyzer and waddled away from the window, towards
thefar end of the room.

"Nnow to pllannt,” the digger whispered.

At the other end of the pink-lit room was alarge tank of murky fluid. The nurse moved down the
tank, sowing. Lungs here, kidneysthere. . . squares of skin, eyebdls, testicles. . . each part of Cobb's
body found its place in the organ tank. Except for the heart. After examining the second-hand heart
criticaly, the nursethrew it down adisposd chute.

"What about the brain?' Sta-Hi whispered. He struggled to understand. Cobb feared death
above al dse. And the old man had known what he wasin for here. But he had chosen it anyhow. Why?

"The brainn patterns will be annalyzzed. Doctorr Annderssonn's ssoftwarre will dll be
preserrrved, but ..."

"But whet?'

"Ssome of ussfed thissisnnott rright. Epecially in those much morre frequennt cases where nno
nnew harrdware ississuedd to the donorr. The bigg bopperrss wannt to do thissto all the flesherrs and
al thelittle bopperrs, too. They wannt to mellt usall togetherr. We arre fightinng backk, annd you havve
hellped uss verry much by killinng GAX."

Inside the room the nursie had finished. On its short legsit waddled back to Ralph Numbers,
gtanding there with misery written al over hisflicker-cladding. The nursie came up next to Raph, asif to
say something. But then, with amotion too fast to follow, it Sorang up and plastered itsdlf to Ralph's
body-box.

The red robot's manipulators struggled briefly and then were till. "Y' you ssee!” the digger hissed.
"Nnow it iss stedlinng Rallph's sofftware too! No onneiss safe. Thewarr musst conntinuetill al the biggg
bopperrshavve ..."

A thickness was growing in Sta-Hi's throat. Nausea? He turned away from the window, took a
step and ssumbled to hisknees. The blue light on hiswrist glared in his eyes. He was suffocating!

"Air," Sta-Hi gasped. Thedigger lifted him onto its back and wriggled furioudy down the tunnel
to asafe pink-house, an air-filled room with nothing but some unattended organ-tanks.

Chapter Sixteen

Strangely enough, Cobb never had the fedling of redlly losing consciousness. He and Ralph
hurried through the tunnel s to the pink-house together. In the pink-house, Ralph helped Cobb into the
nursie, the nurse gave him ashot, and then everything . . . cameloose.

There were suddenly so many possibilities for motion that Cobb was scared to move. He felt as
if hislegs might walk off in one direction and leave his head and arms behind.

But that wasn't quite accurate. For he couldn't redlly say where hisarms or legs or head were.
Maybe they had already walked off from each other and were now walking back. Or maybe they were
doing both. With an effort he located what seemed to be one of hishands. But wasit aright hand or a



left hand? It waslike asking if acoinin your pocket is heads or talls.

This sort of problem, however, was only asmdl part of Cobb's confusion, only thetip of the
iceberg, the edge of the wedge, the snout of the camel, the first crocus of spring, the last rose of summer,
the ant and the grasshopper, the little engine that could, the third sailor in the whorehouse, the Cthulhu
Mythos, the neural net, two scoops of green ice-cream, a broken pane of glass, Borgess essay on time,
the year 1982, the state of Florida, Turing'simitation game, a stuffed platypus, the smdll of Annie
Cushing's body, an age-spot shaped like Australia, the cool moistness of an evening in March, the Bell
inequdity, the taste of candied violets, achest-pain like asted cylinder, Aquinass definition of God, the
smdl of black ink, two lovers seen out awindow, the clack of typing, the white moons on fingernails, the
world as construct, rotten fish bait on awooden dock, the fear of the self that fears, aloneness, maybe,
yesand no ...

"Cobb?'

If he answered then he must not have. That is, if he hadn't answered, he would have. To say:
Help me, Ralph! To say: Whoooooooooooooooah!! To say: Here come dejudge!!! To say: Selection
principles must occur at every level of the processor hierarchy. To say: Please don't. To say:
Verena. To say: Possibility is Reality! Tosay: DzzzZ77777777777777777 77777777777
Z7777777777777777777777777777 77t. To sy the noise and information al at once; Lord, just thisonce

"Cobb?'

The confusion was thicker now, digtinctions gone. He had aways thought that thought processes
depended on picking points on a series of yes-or-no scales ... but now the scaleswere gone, or bent into
circes, and hewas dill thinking. Amazing what afelow can do without. Without past or future, black or
white, right or left, fat or thin, pokesor strokes. . . they're all the same ... me or you, space or time,
finite or infinite, being or nothingness. . . makeit real . .. Christmas or Easter, acorns or oak trees,
Annie or Verena, flags or toilet-paper, looking at clouds or hearing the sea, ham-spread or tuna, asses or
tits, fathersor sons.. . .

"Cobb?"'
Chapter Seventeen
It happened while he was buying an ice-cream, adouble-size Mr. Frostee with sprinkles. The
driver counted the change into Cobb's hand and suddenly hewas. . . there again. But where had he
been?
Cobb started, and stared at the truck-driver, an evil-looking bald man with half histeeth missing.
Something like awink or asmile seemed to flicker across the ruined face. Then the sickly sweet chiming

garted up again and the boxy white truck drove off, its powerful refrigeration unit humming away.

Hisfeet carried him back to his beach cottage. Annie was on the porch in back, lounging on
Caobb's hammock with her shirt off. She was rubbing baby oil into the soft rolls of her belly-flesh.

"Givemealick, honey?'

Cobb looked at her, uncomprehending. Since when was she livingwithhim?Buit . . . yet ... he



could remember her moving in with him last Friday night. Today was Friday again. Sheldd been herea
week. He could remember the week, but it was like remembering a book or amovie. . .

"Come on, Cobb, beforeit melts!”

Annie leaned out from the hammock, her brown breasts diding around. He handed her the
ice-cream cone. |ce-cream cone?

"] don't likeice-cream,” Cobb said. "Y ou can haveit dl."

Annie sucked at the cold tip, her full lips rounded. Coyly, she glanced over to seeif Cobb was
thinking what she was. He wasn'.

"Whydjabuy it then?" she asked with adight edge to her voice. "When you heard that music you
went running out of here like you'd been waiting your wholelife to hear it. First time I've seen you excited
al week." Therewasahint of accusation in the last sentence, of disgppointment.

"All week," Cobb echoed and sat down. It was funny how supple his body felt. He didn't haveto
keep hisback stiff. He held his hands up, flexing them curioudy. Hefelt so sirong.

Of course he had to be strong, to break out of his crate and through the warehouse wall, with
only Sta-Hi tohelp him . . . What?

The memoriesweredl there, the Sghts and sounds, but something was missng from them.
Something he suddenly had again.

"l am," Cobb muttered. "l anme." He ... thisbody . . . hadn't thought that for ... how long?

"That'sgood, hon." Annie was lying back in the hammock, her hands folded over her nave.
"Y ou've been acting kind of weird ever snce Mooney took usto the Gray Arealast Friday. | am. | am
me. That'sdl thereisredly, isn't there. . . ." Shekicked out with her bare foot, setting the hammock to

swaying.

The operation must have worked. It wasdl fitting together now. The frantic dash to the
pink-house with Ralph. The nurse, the shot, and then that strange floating time of total disorientation.

Under these memories, faint but visible, were the robot's memories: Breaking out of the
warehouse, contacting the old Anderson on the beach, and then moving in with Annie. That had been last
week, last Friday.

Since then that cop, Mooney, had been out twice moreto talk to him. But he hadn't redlized the
real Cobb was gone. The robot had been able to fakeit by just acting too drunk to answer specific
guestions. Even though Mooney had begun to suspect that Cobb had arobot double somewhere, he was
naive enough to think hed know the double on sight.

"Therés Sta-Hi," Anniecalled. "Will you let himin, Cobb?’

"Sure." He stood up easily. Sta-Hi dways dropped by thistime of day. Nights he guarded a
warehouse a the spaceport. They liked to fish together. They did?

Cobb walked into the kitchen and peered through the screen door, holding the handle



uncertainly. That sure looked like Sta-Hi out there in the harsh sun, skinny and shirtless, hislips stretched
inahdf-amile

"Hi," Cobb said, as he had said every day for aweek. "How are you?"

"Stuzzy," StarHi said, smiling and tossing his hair back. "Waving." He reached for the door
handle.

But Cobb continued to hold the door closed. "Hi," he said, on awild impulse. "How are you?"

"Stuzzy," StarHi said, smiling and tossing his hair back. "Waving." He reached for the door
handle.

"Hi," Cobb said, trying to keep the tremble out of hisvoice. "How areyou?'

"Stuzzy," StarHi said, smiling and tossing his hair back. "Waving." He reached for the door
handle.

Music was playing, wheedling closer. Resonant as afilm of mucus across a public-spesker's
throat . . . har-rumph . . . sweet asatoothache, it's Mister Frostee time!

Sta-Hi jerked and turned around. He was hurrying towards the white truck that was dowly
cruising up.

"More ice-cream?' Annie asked as Cobb opened the door to follow.

The door dapped shut. Anniekicked again, swaying gently. Today she wouldn't cover up her
breasts when Sta-Hi camein. Her nipples were a definite plus. She poured out a bit more baby oil. One
of them was going to take her to the Golden Prom tonight and that was that.

Cobb followed the Sta-Hi thing . . . Sta-Hi, ... out to the Mr. Frostee truck. The sun was very
bright. The same bald man with the half-caved-in face was driving. What aguy to have sdlling ice-cream.
Helooked like athrill-killer.

The driver stopped when he saw Sta-Hi ,, and gave him afamiliar amile. Atlesst it might have
been agmile. Sta-Hi, walked up to him expectantly.

"A double-dip Mr. Frostee with sprinklesoniit.”

"Yeth thir!" the driver said, hisloose lipsfluttering. He got out and unlatched the heavy door in
the truck's sde. He wore colorful sneakerswith letters around the edges. Kid's shoes, but big.

"Thtick your head in," the driver advised, "an you'l get it!"

Cobb tried to see over Sta-Hi,'s shoulder. There was much too much equipment in that truck.
Andit was s0 cold in there. Frost crystalsformed in the air that blew out. In the middle was what |ooked
like a giant vacuum chamber, even colder, shrouded and insulated. A double-dip Mr. Frostee with
sprinkles was sitting there in asort of bracket set one meter back. Had it been that way for Cobb? He
couldn't remember.



It didn't seem to bother the driver that Cobb was watching. They weredl in thistogether. Sta-Hi,
leaned in, reaching for that cone.

Therewas aflash of light, four flashes, one from each corner of the door. The skinny arm
snagged the cone, and the figure turned around utterly expressionless.

"Y €5 N0 N0 NO YES N0 NO NO YES YES YES N0 N0 NO YES NO NO YES YES YES N0 YES YES YES YES N0 NO
.." it muttered, dropping the cone. It turned and shuffled towards Cobb's house. The feet stayed on the
ground at dl times, and left two plowed-up groovesin the crushed shell driveway. . . .no yesno no no."

Thedriver looked upset. "Whath with him? Heth thuppothed to . . ."

He hurried into the truck's cab and talked for aminute over what seemed to be aCB radio. Then
he came back out, looking relieved.

"| didn't wedlize. Mithter Fwostee jutht bwoke contact with him. Theweal Thta-Hi ith coming
back . . . he got away. Tho the wemotell need anew cover. Jutht lay him on your bed for now. Well
pick him up tonight.”

The half-faced driver jJumped back into the truck and drove off with a cheery wave. Somehow
he had brought Cobb back to life, but he had turned Sta-Hi off instead. They hadn't had a brain-tape to
put into the robot. And with the real Sta-Hi coming back intact they'd decided to turn it off.

Cobb took the Sta-Hi thing'sarm, trying to help it towards his house. The festures on the
tortured face were distorted dmaost beyond recognition. The mouth worked, tongue humping up like an

epileptic's.
"Y esno no yesyesyesno no no no yesyes..."
Machine language. It raised one of its clawed hands, trying to block the bright sunlight.

Cobb led it to the front steps, and it sumbled heavily. It didn't seem to have the concept of lifting
itsfeet. He held the door open, and the Sta-Hi thing camein on al fours, hands and knees shuffling aong.

"What's the matter?' Annie asked, coming into the kitchen from the back porch. "Is he tripping?"
She wasin the mood for some excitement. It would be really neat to show up stoned at the Prom. "Y ou
got any more, Sta-Hi?"

The anguished figurefdl over onto its sde now, thick tongue protruding, lips drawn back inrictus
death-grin. Itsarms were wrapped around its chest, and the legs were frantically bicycling up some steep
and heartless grade. The leg-motions dowly pulled the body around and around in circles on the kitchen
floor.

Annie backed off, changing her mind about taking thistrip.
"Cobb! He's having afit!"
Cobb could dmost understand it now. There was some machinery in that Mr. Frostee truck,

machinery which had brought his own consciousness back to him. Machinery which had done something
dseto Sta-Hi,. Turned it off.



The twitching on the floor damped down, oscillation by oscillation. Then the Sta-Hi thing was
dill, utterly ill.

"Cdl adoctor, Cobb!"

Anniewas dl theway back on the porch, peering into the kitchen with both hands over her
mouth.

"A doctor can't help him, Annie. | don't think hewaseven . . ." Hecouldnt say it.

Caobb bent over and picked the limp form up as easily as arag-doll. Amazing the strength they'd
built in. He carried the body down the short hall and laid it on his bed.

Chapter Eighteen

Mooney lit acigarette and stepped into the patch of shade under the space-shuttl€'s stubby wing.
Starting with this shipment, every crate shipped from Disky had to be opened and ingpected, right out
here on the goddamn field. The superheated air hanging over the expanse of concrete shimmeredin the
afternoon sun. Not aghost of abreeze.

"Heresthe last bunch, Mr. Mooney." Tommy looked down at him from the hatch. Six tight
plastic containers glided down on the power-lift. "Interferon and a couple of crates of organs.”

Mooney turned and gave a high-sign to the platoon of armed men standing in the sun fifteen
meters off. Almost quitting time. Still puffing his cigarette, he turned back to eyethe last set of crates. It
was going to be a bitch getting those things open.

"Who was the asshole who had the bright idea of searching cratesfor stowaway robots?’
Tommy asked, diding down thelift.

A rivulet of sweat ran into Mooney's eye. Slowly he drew out his handkerchief and mopped his
faceagain. "Me," he said. "I'm the asshole. There's been two break-ins at Warehouse Three. At least we
thought they were bresk-ins. Both times there were some empty crates and aholein thewall. Routine
organ theft, right? Wdll ... the second time | noticed that the debris from the holes was on the outside of
the building. | figure what we had here was a break-out. The boppers have snuck at least three robots
downonus, theway | seeit.”

Tommy looked dubious. "Has anyone ever seen one of these robots?'

"I dmost had one of them mysdf. But | didn't redizeit till it wastoo late." Mooney had been
back at Cobb'stwice. . . hoping to find the old man's robot double. But there had just been the old man
there, drunk as usual. No way to know where the robot wasnow . . . hell, it could probably even change
itsface. If it even existed. Hed searched dmost thiswhole shipment now, and still hadn't found anything.

Mooney ground out his cigarette. "It could be I'm wrong, though." He stepped into the sun and
began examining the fastenings on the next crate. "1 hope I'm wrong.”

What, after dl, did hereally have to go on? Just some scraps of wall-board lying outside the
warehouseingtead of ingde. And afaint glimpse of arunning figure that had reminded him of old Cobb
Anderson. And seeing aguy who had looked like Cobb's twin at the Gray Arealast week. But he hoped



he was wrong, and that nothing bad would happen, now that hislife was settling into acomfortable
groove.

Y oung Stanny was living at home again. That was the main thing. His narrow escape from those
brain-eaters seemed to have sobered him. Ever since the police had brought him back he'd been amodd
son. And with Stanny back in the house, Bea had straightened out alittle, too.

Mooney had gotten his son ajob as anight watchman at the spaceport . . . and the kid was
taking hiswork serioudy! He hadn't fucked-up yet! At thisrate hed be handling the whole watch-system
for the warehouses insde of Sx months.

Daytimes Stanny wasn't home much. Incredible how little deep that boy needed. Hed catch a
catnap after work and then he'd be off for the day. Mooney worried alittle about what Stanny might be
up to dl day, but it couldn't be too bad. Whatever it wasit couldn't be too bad.

Every evening, regular as clockwork, Stanny would show up for supper, usualy alittle
tranked-out, but never roaring stoned like he used to get. It was just amazing how he'd straightened out
ever...

"I've cracked the sedl,” Tommy repeated.

Mooney's attention snapped back to the task at hand. Six more crates and they'd be through for
the day. This one was supposed to be full of interferon ampoules. The gene-spliced bacteria that
produced the anti-cancer drug grew best in the Sterile, low-temperature lunar environment. Mooney
helped Tommy lift thelid off, and they peered in.

No problem. It was full of individual vacuum-sealed syringes, loaded and ready to go.
Hafheartedly, Mooney dug down into the crate, making sure that nothing el'se wasin there. Passed.
Tommy switched on the conveyor-belt, and the crate glided across the field, past the armed men, and
into Warehouse Three,

The next three crates were the same. But the last two . . . there was something funny about the
last two. For one thing they were stuck together to make a double-size crate. And the label read
"HUMAN ORGANS: MIXED." Usudly acratewasdl liversor dl kidneys. . . dwaysal onething.
He'd never seen amixed crate yet.

The box was vacuum-tight, and it took afew minutes work with the pry-barsto break the sedls.
Mooney wondered what would bein there ... aWhitman's sampler assortment? Glazed eyeballs on
paper dailies, abig liver like abrazil-nut, crunchy marrow-filled femurs, arow of bean-shaped kidneys, a
king-size penis coyly curled againgt itstesticles, chewy ropes of muscles, big squares of skinrolled up
like gpricot leather?

Thelid splintered suddenly. Something was coming out!

Mooney sprang back, screaming a" READY!" to the soldiers. Their wegpons were instantly at
their shoulders.

Thewnholelid flew off now, and ashining slvery head poked out. A figure stood up, humanoid,
glittering slver in the sun. Tubes connected it to further machinery inthebox . . .

"AIM!" Mooney cried, backing well out of theline of fire.



The slver figure seemed to hear him, and began tearing at its head. A detachable bomb? Tommy
cut and run, straight towards the troops. Thefool! Hewasright in the line of fire!l Mooney backed off,
glancing desperately back and forth, waiting to give the FIRE command.

Suddenly the bubble-top came off the slvery figure's suit. There was aface underneath, the face
of ...

"Wait, Dad! I1t'sme!"

Sta-Hi tore the air-hoses loose and tried to jump behind the box before anyone could shoot. His
legs were cramped from thirty hoursin the crates. He moved awkwardly. His foot caught on the edge of
the crate, and he sprawled onto the concrete apron.

Mooney ran forward, putting his body between the crate and the troops.

"AT EASE!" he hallered, leaning over hisson. But if thiswashisson . . . who had been living at
hishouse dl week?

"Isit redly you, Stanny? How did you get in the box?"

Sta-Hi just lay therefor aminute, grinning and stroking the rough concrete. "1've been to the
Moon. And cal me Sa-Hi, dammit, how many timesdo | haveto tell you?'

Chapter Nineteen

Cobb spent the afternoon trying to get drunk. Somehow Annie had gotten him to promise they'd
go to the Golden Prom together, but he was damned if he wanted to be anything other than blacked-out
by the time he got there.

It was funny the way she had convinced him. They'd closed the door on ... on Sta-Hi, . . and
gone out to the porch together. And then, Stting there looking at Annie, wondering what to say, it wasas
if Cobb had fallen through her eyes, into her mind, fegling her body sensations even, and her desperate
longing for abit morefun, alittle gaiety at the end of what had been along, hard life. Before sheld even
said aword he'd been convinced.

And now she was dressing or washing her hair or something and he was sitting on the stretch of
beach behind hislittle pink cottage. Annie had stocked his cupboard with sherry earlier thisweek, hoping
to get some kind of rise out of him, but, except when Mooney had come snooping around, it had sat
there untouched, dong with the food. Thinking back, he couldn't recall this new body of his having drunk
or eaten much of anything during the last week. Of course held had to chew down some of the fish he
and Sta-Hi, had caught. Annie dwaysinssted on frying it up for them. And when old Mooney had come,
he'd sipped some sherry and pretended to be drunk. But other than that . . .

Cobb opened a second bottle of sherry and pulled deeply at it. Thefirst bottle had done nothing
but make him belch afew times, incredibly foul-smelling belches, methane and hydrogen-sulfide, death
and corruption going on somewhere degp inside him. Hismind was clear asabell, and he wastired of it.

Suddenly exasperated, Cobb tilted up the second bottle of sherry, and, leaving an airspace
above his upper lip, chugged the whole fucking thing down in onelong, drink-crazed gurgle.



Ashe swallowed the last of it he felt a sudden and acute distress. But it wasn't the buzz, the flush,
the confusion he had expected. It was, rather, an incredible urgency, aneedto ...

Without even conscioudly controlling what he did, Cobb knelt down on the sand and clawed at
the vertical scar on hischest. He was too full . Finaly he pushed the right spot and thelittle door in his
chest popped open. He tried not to breathe as the rotten fish and lukewarm sherry plopped down onto
the sand in front of him. Y'yeeeeesaaasauuughhhh.

He stood up, sill moving automatically, and went indde to rinse the food cavity out with water.
And it wasn't till hewaswiping it out with paper towelsthat he thought to notice anything strange about
what he was doing.

He stopped then, awad of paper towelsin his hand, and stared down. The little door was metal
on theingde and pladtic flicker-cladding on the out. After he pushed it shut the skin dove-tailed so well
that he couldn't find the top edge. He found the pressure switch again . . . just under hisleft nipple. . .
and popped the little door back open. There were scratches onthe metd . . . writing? It looked
backwards, but he couldn't bend close enough to be sure.

Door flapping, Cobb went into the bathroom and examined himsdlf in the mirror. Except for the
hole in his chest helooked the same as ever. He felt the same as ever. But now he was arobot.

He pushed the little door dl the way open, so that the meta inside was reflected in the mirror.
There was aletter there, scratched in backwards.

Dear Dr. Anderson!

Welcome to your new hardware! Useit in good repair as a token of gratitude from the
entire bopper race! User's Guide:

1) Your body's skeleton, muscles, processors, etc. are synthetic and self-repairing. Be sure,
however, to recharge the power-cellstwice a year. Plug islocated in left heel.

2) Your brain-functions are partially contained in a remote super-cooled processor. Avoid
electromagnetic shielding or noise-sources, as this may degrade the body-brain link.
Travel should be undertaken only after consultation.

3) Every effort has been made to transfer your software without distortion. In addition we
have built in a library of useful subroutines. Access under password BE-BOPALULA.

Respectfully yours,
The Big Boppers

Cobb sat down on the toilet and locked the bathroom door. Then he got up and read the letter
again. It was gtill sinking in. Intellectualy he had dways known it was possible. A robot, or aperson, has
two parts. hardware and software. The hardware isthe actua physica materid involved, and the
softwareisthe pattern in which the materid isarranged. Your brain ishardware, but the information in
the brain is software. Themind . . . memories, habits, opinions, skills... isal software. The boppers had
extracted Cobb's software and put it in control of this robot body. Everything was working perfectly,
according to plan. For some reason this made Cobb angry.



"Immortdity, my ass," he said, kicking the bathroom door. Hisfoot went through it.
"Goddamn stupid robot leg.”

He unlocked the door and walked down the hal into the kitchen. Christ, he needed adrink. The
thing that bothered Cobb the most was that even though he felt like he was dl here, hisbrain was really
insde acomputer somewhere el se. Where?

Suddenly he knew. The Mr. Frostee truck, of course. A super-cooled bopper brain wasin that
truck, with Cobb's software al coded up. It could smulate Cobb Anderson to perfection, and it
monitored and controlled the robot's actions at the speed of light.

Cabb thought back to that interim time, before the smulation that was now him had hooked into
anew body. There had been no distinctions, no nagging facts, only raw possibility . . . Thinking back to
the experience opened up his consciousnessin astrange way. Asif he could let himself go and ooze out
into the rooms and houses around him. For an ingtant he saw Anni€'s face staring out of amirror,
tweezers and tube of cream. . .

Hewas standing in front of the kitchen sink. He'd I eft the water running. He leaned forward and
splashed some of it on hisface. Something bumped the sink, oh yes, the door in his chest, and he pushed
it closed. What had been that code word?

Cobb went back to the bathroom, opened the flap, and read the letter athird time. Thistime he
got thelittle joke. The big boppers had put him in this body, and the code word for the library of
subroutines was, of course,

"Be-Bop-A-Lu-La, she'smah baybee," Cobb sang, hisvoice echoing off thetiles,
"Be-Bop-A-Lu-La, Ah don't mean maybee . . ."He stopped then, cocking his head to listen to an inner
voice.

"Library accessed,” it said.
"List present subroutines,” Cobb commanded.

"MISTER FROSTEE, TIME-LINE, ATLAS, CALCULATOR, SENSE ACUITY,
SELF-DESTRUCT, REFERENCE LIBRARY, FACT-CHUNKING, SEX, HYPER ACTIVITY,
DRUNKENNESS..."

"Hold it," Cobb cried. "Hold it right there. What does DRUNKENNESS involve?!
"Do you wish to call the subroutine?'

"First tell mewhat it does." Cobb opened the bathroom door and glanced out nervoudy. He
thought he had heard something. It wouldn't do for him to be found talking to himsdlf. If people suspected
he was arobot they might lynch. . .

"... now activated,” the voicein his head was saying in its cam, know-it-all tone. "Y our senses
and thought processes will be systematically distorted in astep-wise fashion. Close your right nogtril and
breathe in once through your |eft nogtril for each step desired. Inhaing repeatedly through the right
nogtril will reversethese steps. Thereis, of course, an automeatic override for your ..."



"O.K.," Cobb said. "Now stop taking. Log off. End it."
"The command you are searching for isOUT, Dr. Anderson.”
"OUT, then."

Thefedling of another presencein his mind winked out. He walked out onto the back porch and
stared at the ocean for awhile. The bad smell from the rotten fish drifted in. Cobb found a piece of
cardboard and took it out to scoop the mess up. Re-charge power-cells twice a year.

He dumped the stinking fish down by the water's edge and wal ked back to his cottage.
Something was bothering him. How likely wasit that this new body was a token of gratitude with no
strings atached?

Obvioudly the body had been sent to Earth with certain built-in programs. . . break out of the
warehouse, tell Cobb Anderson to go to the Moon, stick your head in the first Mr. Frostee truck you
see. The big question was. were there any more programs waiting to be carried out? Worse: were the
boppersin aposition to control him on ared-time basis? Would he notice the difference? Who, in short,
wasin charge now, Cobb ... or abig bopper called Mr. Frostee?

Hismind felt clear asabdll, clear asagoddamn bell. Suddenly he remembered the other robot.
Cobb went in through the porch and down the short hall to his bedroom. The bopper-built body that had
looked like Sta-Hi was il lying there. Itsfeatures had gone dack and sagging. Cobb leaned over the
body, listening. Not a sound. This one was turned off.

Why?"Therea Sta-Hi iscoming back," the truck-driver had said. So they wanted to get thisone
out of circulation before it was exposed as arobot. It had been standing in for Sta-Hi, working with
Mooney at the spaceport. The plan had been for the robot to smuggle awhole lot more robot-remotes
through customs and out of the warehouses. It had mentioned thisto Cobb one day while they were
fishing. Why so many robots?

Tokens of gratitude, each and every one? No way. What did the boppers want?

He heard the screen-door dap then. It was Annie. She'd done something to her hair and face.
Seeing him, she shonelike asunflower.

"It'samost six, Cobb. | thought maybe we should walk over to the Gray Areanow and have
some supper therefirst?' He could fed her fragile happiness as clearly asif it were hisown. He walked
over and kissed her.

"Y ou look beautiful." She had on aloose Hawaiian-print dress.

"But you, Cobb, you should change your clothes!”

"Right."

Shefollowed him into his bedroom and helped him find the white-duck pants and the black
sport-shirt sheld gotten ready for tonight.

"What about him?' Annie asked, whispering and pointing at the inert figure on Cobb's bed.



"Let him deep. Maybe hell pull through." The truck would come get him while they were ot.
Good riddance.

He could see through her eyes as he dressed. His new body wasn't quite asfat asthe old one,
and the clothesfit, for once, without siretching.

"l was afraid you'd be drunk," Annie said hesitantly.

"l could useaquick one," Cobb said. His new sengtivity to other peopl€e's thoughts and fedlings
was amost too much to take, "Wait a second.”

Presumably the DRUNK ENNESS subroutine was still activated. Cobb went into the kitchen,
pressed hisfinger to hisright nogtril, and inhaled deeply. A warm feding of relaxation hit himin the pit of
the stomach and the backs of the knees, spreading out from there. It felt like a double shot of bourbon.

"That's better,” Cobb murmured. He opened and closed the kitchen cupboard to sound asif held
had a bottle out. Another quick snort, and then Annie camein. Cobb felt good.

"Let'sgo, baby. Well paint the town red.”

Chapter Twenty

"They're collecting human brain-tapes," Sta-Hi said as hisfather parked the car. "And sometimes
they take apart the person's body, too, to seed their organ tanks. They've got a couple hundred brainson
tap now. And at least three of those people have been replaced by robot doubles. There's Cobb, and
one of the Little Kidders, and a stewardess. And there's till that robot who looks like me. Y our
surrogate son."

Mooney turned off theignition and stared out across the shopping-center's empty parking lot. An
unpleasant thought struck him.

"How do | know you'rerea now, Stanny? How do | know you're not another machine like the
onethat had mefooled dl week?"

The answering laugh was soft and hitter. "Y ou don't. | don't. Maybe the diggers switched me
over whilel was deeping.” Sta-Hi savored the worry on hisfather'sface. My son the cyborg. Then he
relented.

"You don't haveto worry, Dad. The diggerswouldn't redlly do that. It'sjust the big boppers that
areintoit. The diggers only work there, making the tunnels. They're on our side, redly. They've started a
full-scale revol ution on the Moon. Who knows, in a month there may be no big boppersleft at dl.”

A dog ran across the parking lot. keeping an eye on their car. They could hear loud rock music
from two blocks away. The pheezers were having some kind of party at the Gray Areabar tonight. Inthe
distance the surf besat, and a cooling night breeze flickered in and out of the car windows.

"Wdl, Stanny .. "

"Cdl me Sa-Hi, Dad. Which remindsme. Y ou holding?"



Mooney rummaged in his glove compartment. There should be apack of regfer in there
somewhere . . . held confiscated it from one of his men who'd been smoking onduty . . . thereit was.

"Here, Sta-Hi. Make yoursdf at home."

Sta-Hi pulled aface at the crumpled pack of cheap roach-weed, but lit up nonetheless. Hisfirst
hit of anything since back at the Disky Hilton with that Misty girl. It had been arough week hiding out in
the pink-houses and then getting smuggled back to earth as a shipment of spare innards. Rough. He
smoked down thefirst jay and lit another. The music outside focused into note-for-note clarity.

"l bet old Anderson's at that party,” Mooney said, rolling up hiswindow. Damned if he was going
to st here while his son smoked awhole pack of dope. "Let's go check out his house, Sta-Hi."

"O.K." The dope was hitting Sta-Hi hard . . . hed lost histolerance. Hislegs were twitching and
his teeth were chattering. A dark stain of death-fear spread across hismind. Carefully, he put the pack of
reefersin his pocket. Must be good stuff after al.

Father and son walked across the parking lot, behind the stores and onto the beach. The moon,
past full, angled its Slvery light down onto the water. Crabs scuttled across their path and nipped into
hidey-holes. It had been along time since the two of them had walked together. Mooney had to hold
himself back from putting an arm across his son's shoulders.

"I'm glad you're back," he said finally. "That robot copy of you ... it dways said yes. It wasnice,
but it wasn't you."

Sta-Hi flashed aquick smile, then patted hisfather on the back. "Thanks. I'm glad you're glad.”

"Why . .." Mooney's voice cracked and he started again. "Why can't you settle down now,
Stanny? | could help you find ajob. Don't you want to get married and ..."

"And end up like you and Ma? No thanks." Too harsh. Hetried again. "Sure I'd liketo have a
job, to do something important. But | don't know anything. | can't even learn how to play the guitar
good. I'monly ..." Sta-Hi spread his hands and laughed helplesdy, "I'm only good a waving ... a being
cool. It'sthe only thing I've learned how to do in twenty-four years. What else can | do?”’

"You..." Mooney fdl slent, thinking. "Maybe you could make something out of this adventure
you've had. Write astory or something. Hell, Stanny, you're meant to be a creative person. | don't want
to see you end up wearing abadge like me. | could have been anillustrator, but | never made my move.
Y ou haveto take that first step. No one can do it for you."

"I know that, too. But whenever | start something it'slike I'm ... a nobody who doesn't know
anything. Mr. Nobody from Nowhere. And | can't processthat. If I'm not going to win out anyway, I'd
rather just .. ."

"Y ou've got agood brain,” Mooney told his son for what must have been the thousandth time.
"Y ou tested 92nd percentile on the MAGs and thenyou ..."

"Yeah, yeah," Sta-Hi said, suddenly impatient. "L et'stalk about something else. Like what are we
going to do at Cobb's house anyway?' They had waked a couple of kilometers. The cottages couldn't
be much further.



"You'e sure they built robotsto look like you and like Anderson?' Mooney asked.

"Right. But | don't know if the robots ill look like us or not. They usethis stuff called
flicker-cladding for the skin, and it'sfull of little wires so if you pass different currentsthroughit, the stuff
looks different.”

"But you figure Anderson'sin one of these robots now?"

"Come shot! For sure. | saw anurdetaking him gpart. It . . ." Sta-Hi broke off, laughing hard.
Suddenly, with aresfer in him, theimage of Cobb lying down in that giant toothed vagina... it wastoo
funny for words. It was so good to be stoned again.

"But why lure you and him dl the way up to the Moon just to tape your brain-patterns?*

"l don't know. Maybe they respect him too much to just kidnap him and egt his brain like anyone
else. Or maybe they don't have any redlly good brain-dissecting machinery down here. And me.... they
just wanted to get me out of sight any way that ..."

"Ssshhhh. We'rethere"

Thirty metersto their right was Cobb Anderson's cottage, silhouetted against the moon-bright
sky. Thelight was bright enough to show the Mooney’ s up clearly, should anyone. . . anything ... be
looking. They doubled back to where astand of palms reached down to near the water's edge and crept
up to the cottages, staying in shadow.

The cottages were dark and deserted. It seemed like all the pheezers were out partying this
Friday night. Mooney and Sta-Hi sidied aong the cottage walls until they came to Cobb's. Mooney held
them there, listening for along two minutes. There was only the regular crash and hiss of the sea.

Sta-Hi followed hisfather in through the screen door and onto the porch. So thiswaswhere old
Cobb had lived. Looked pleasant enough. Sta-Hi looked forward to being a pheezer himsalf someday . .
. which only |eft about forty more yearsto waste.

Mooney put on apair of goggles and flicked on hisinfra-red snooper light. He'd forgotten to
bring it last Friday. He looked the room over. Lipsticked cigarette butts, baby oil, awet bikini . . . Sgns
of female occupancy.

That old white-haired babe was till living here. All week sheld been here with, Mooney now
reglized, Cobb's robot double. The two of them had been living here together waiting, though she didn't
know it, for Cobb's mind to show up. Had it?

Briefly Mooney wondered if the robots could fuck. He could use abionic cock himsdlf, to keep
Bea happy. If that whore hadn't alway's been sneaking out to the sex-clubs, Stanny never would have. . .

"What the fuck are you doing?' Sta-Hi demanded loudly. "Taking to yoursdf? | can't sseadamn
thing."

"Hussshhhhh. Put these on. | forgot." Mooney handed Sta-Hi the second pair of infra-light
goggles



The room cleared up for Sta-Hi then. The light was so red it looked blue. "L et'stry the
bedroom," he suggested.

"OK."

Mooney led the way again. When he pushed open the bedroom door and shone his snooper light
in, he had to bite histongue to keep from screaming. Stanny was lying there, hisfeatures blurred and
melted, the nose flopped over to one side and sagging down the check, the folded hands puddied like
mittens.

Sta-Hi let out alow hissing noise and stepped forward, leaning over the inert robot on Cobb's
bed. "Here's your perfect son, Dad. Bethefirst one on your block to see your boy come homein abox.
The big boppers must have found out | was back. One of us had to go-"

"But what's happened to it?' Mooney asked, gpproaching hesitantly. "It looks half-melted.”

"It'sarobot-remote. The central processor must have turned it off. Thereésacircuit in there for
holding the flicker-cladding in shape, but ..."

There was the sudden crunch of gravel, so closeit seemed to bein the room with them. An
engine was running, and aheavy door dammed. People were coming!

There was no time to run out through the house. Feet were aready pounding up the front steps.
Mooney grabbed his son and pulled him into Anderson's closet. There was no time to say anything to
each other.

"Mr. Fwostee thaid he'th in the bedwoom, Buhdoo."

"Hey, Rainbow! Git yore skanky assin here and help me lug this sucker out!"

"Ah don't see wha you big strong meyun caint doit aone.”

"| thtarted a hewniayethterday witting thomething.”

"Liftin whut, Hat-N-Haf, yore pecker?'

The three voices shared amoment of laughter at thissally.

"The Little Kidders," Sta-Hi breathed into hisfather's ear. Mooney elbowed him sharply for
dlence. A coat-hanger rattled, oh shit, but the voiceswere still out in the living-room.

"Thissanaahce pad, ain't it, Berdoo?"
"Y'dl want one lank it, Rainbow honey? Stick with me an yore gonna be fartin through slk."
"Thass swest, Berdoo."

"Y ou two wovebihds bwing the body out, and I'll watch the twuck." Haf-N-Hafs heavy footsteps
went back down the steps. The truck door dammed again.

Berdoo and Rainbow walked into the bedroom.



"Whah .. .isn't heasaaht? Helookslahk adevilfish!"
"Don't you worry yore purty haid. Hell tashten up onct Mr. Frostee reprograms him.”

"But wait, hunneh. Don't he remaahnd yew of the man who's brain we amost ate that team? Last
week over to Kristleen's?'

"Thisaint aman, Rainbow. This here's a switched-off robot. | don't know what the hail man
you're talking about, girl."

"Ooooh nevvah mahnd. Ahll git hislaigs an you take tother eyund.”
"Okey-doke. Watch yer step, the sucker's heavy.”

Grunting alittle, Berdoo and Rainbow wrestled the body out of Cobb's house and down the
seps. The wholetime, the truck's engine ran.

Cautiously, Mooney stuck his head out the closet door. The bedroom had awindow on either
side, and through one window he could make out the dark mass of an ice-cream truck. There was abig
plastic cone on top of the cab.

Two dim figures stopped at the Side of the truck and laid something heavy on the ground. A third
man climbed down out of the cab, and opened a door inthe side.

One of them turned on alight then, light which picked out every object in the bedroom. Terrified,
Mooney threw himself back into the closet. He made Sta-Hi stay in there with him until they heard the
truck drive off.

Chapter Twenty-One

Caobb chewed down his broiled fish with apparent relish, and managed to enjoy hiswine by
taking one DRUNKENNESS snort through hisleft nogtril for every two glasses. After dinner hewent to
the men'sroom and emptied out hisfood unit . . . not because he had to, but just to reassure himself that
it wasredly true.

He wasfeding the effect now of agood five or six whiskeys, and the whole situation didn't seem
50 horrible and frightening asit initidly had. Hell, he had it made. Aslong as he kept his batteries charged
there was no reason he couldn't live another twenty years . . . scratch that, another century! It wasonly a
guestion of how long the machine could hold up. And even that didn't matter ... the big boppers had him
taped and could project him onto as many bodies as he needed.

Cobb stood, swaying abit, in front of the men'sroom mirror. A fine figure of a man. He looked
the same as ever, white beard and all, but the eyes ... He leaned closer, staring into his eyes. Something
wasalittle off there, it wasthe irises, they were too uniform, not fibrous enough. Big ded. Hewas
immortal! Hetook another jolt through hisleft nostril and went out to join Annie.

While they had been eating, the band had set up in the hal behind the Gray Area, and now
enough pheezers had arrived for them to start playing. Annietook Cobb's hand and led him into the
dance-hall. She had helped decorate it hersdlf.



Overhead they had abig, dowly spinning bal covered with amosaic of tiny square mirrors. From
each corner of the room a colored spotlight shone on the ball, and the reflected flecks of light spun
endlesdy around the room, changing colors as they moved from wall to wall. There had been a
mirror-bal exactly likethisat Annie's Senior Promin 1970, o thesefifty years gone.

"Doyou likeit, Cobb?"

It made Cobb alittle dizzy. This subroutined DRUNKENNESS wasn't quite like the redl thing.
He hdd hisfinger to theleft sde of hisnose and took two quick breaths through hisright nostril, coming
down a couple of notches, enough to enjoy himsdlf again.

The lights were perfect, redlly, it made you fed like you were on aboat ride down some
sun-flecked creek, trout hovering just benesth the surface, and al thetimeintheworld . . .

"It's beautiful, Annie. Just like being young again. Shall we?'

They stepped onto the half-empty dance-floor, turning dowly to the music. It was an old George
Harrison song about God and Love. The musicians were pheezers who cared about the music. They did
itjustice.

"Do you love me, Cobb?!

The question caught him off guard. He hadn't loved anyone for years. HEd been too busy waiting
to die. Love? Hed given it up when heleft Verenadonein their gpartment on Oglethorpe Street up in
Savannah. But now . . .

"Why do you ask, Annie?"

"I've been living with you for aweek." Her aamsaround hiswaist drew him closer. Her thighs.
"And we gtill haven't madelove. Isit that you're..."

"I'm not sure | remember how,” Cobb said, not wanting to go into details. He wondered if there
was an ERECTION subprogram in hislibrary. Have to check on that later, haveto find out what else
wasin there, too. He kissed Anni€'s cheek. "I'll do some research.”

When the dance ended they sat down with Farker and hiswife. The two were having a spat, you
could tell from the claw-like way Cynthiawas holding her fingers. and from the confusion in Parker's
eyes. They were glad to have Cobb and Annie interrupt them.

"What do you think of al this?' Cobb asked, using the hearty cheer-up-you idiot tone he dways
used with Parker.

"Very nice" Cynthia Parker answered. "But theré's no streamers.”

Emboldened by Cobb's presence, Parker waved over awaiter and ordered a pitcher of beer.
Normally Cynthiawouldn't let him drink, not that he wanted to, normally, but thiswas, after dl, the. . .

"Golden Prom,” Annie said. "That'swhat we called it, Snceit's been about fifty yearssincealot
of us had our high-school Senior Prom. Do you remember yours, Cynthia?"



Cynthialit amentholated and lightly THC-ed cigarette. "Do | remember? Our classdidn't have
aprom. Instead some of the hot-heads on the student council voted to use the funds for afal bus-trip."

"Where did you go?' Cobb asked.

Cynthiacackled shrilly. "To Washington! To march on the Pentagon! . But it wasworth it. That's
where Parker and | met, isn't it dear.”

Parker bobbed hislight-bulb head in thought for amoment. "That's right. | was watching the Fugs
chanting Out Demon Out on aflat-bed truck in the parking lot, and you stepped ..."

"| didn't step on your foot, Parker. | footsied you. Y ou looked like such an impor tant person
with your tape recorder, and | wasjust dying to talk to you."

"You suredid,”" Parker said, grinning and shaking his head. "And you haven't sopped since.”

The beer arrived then and they clinked glasses. Holding his glass up, Cobb closed hisright nogtril
and took asnort. Sitting down, the dizziness was bearable. But, listening to hisfriendstak, he had a
fedling of shame at no longer being human.

"How's your son?" he asked Cynthia, just to be saying something. Chuck, the Parkers only child,
was a United Cults minister up in Philade phia. Cynthialoved to talk about him.

"He's getting more nooky than you ever saw!" Cynthiagave athin cackle. "And the girlsgive him
money, too. He teaches them astral projection.”

"Some racket, huh?' Parker said, shaking hishead. "If | were till young ..."

"Not you," Annie said. "Y ou're not psychic enough. But Cobb," she paused to smile at her
escort, "Cobb could lead a cult any day."

"Well," Cobb said thoughtfully, "1 have been feding sort of psychic ever since. . ." He caught
himsdlf and skipped forward. "That is, I've been getting thisfeding that the mind really is independent of
your body. Even without your body, your mind could still exist asasort of mathematical possibility. And

telepathy isonly ..."

"That'sjust what Chuck says," Cynthiainterrupted. Y ou must be getting senile, Cobb!"

They dl laughed then, and started talking about other things: food and hedlth and gossip. But, in
the back of his mind, Cobb began thinking serioudly about cults and religion.

The whole experience of changing bodies felt miraculous. Had he proved that the soul isred ...
or that it isn't? And there were his strange new flashes of empathy to explain. Wasit that, having switched
bodies once, he was no longer so matter-bound as before ... or wasit just the result of having
mechanically sharp senses? What was he ... guru or golem?

"You'recute," Annie said, and pulled him back onto the dance-floor.

Chapter Twenty-Two



The Little Kidders put the robot that had |ooked like Sta-Hi in the back of the truck. Berdoo
sueezed into the cab between Rainbow and Haf-N-Haf. No point taking a chance of her getting felt up.

"Thometimeth | wonder what Mr. Fwostee ith up to,” Haf-N-Haf dobbered, pulling out onto the
asphdt.

"That makestwo of us, boah. But he pays cash.”

"How much you got naow?" Rainbow asked, laying her hand on Berdoo'sthigh. "Y ew got
enough to take me for aweek a Disney World? And first Ah wanna baah me some new clothes and
maybe change mah hayur.”

"It looksred purty just lahk tis, Rainbow. Ah aluswanted me a cheap skank with green hair.”

Berdoo and Haf-N-Haf began snickering, and Rainbow fell into asulk. The truck ground over
the Merrit Idand Bridge, and then Haf-N-Haf turned right onto Route One. Night-bugs spattered against
their windshield, and the hydrogen-fuel ed engine pocked away.

"IsKrigtleen gonnagit us anew monkey-man?' Berdoo asked after awhile.

"Sheld bettew!" Haf-N-Haf answered, staring out past the headlights. "Filthy Phil ith on herw ath
about it non-thop.”

Berdoo shook his head. "Ah surely don't know whaah old Phil is so waald to be egtin brainsall
thetime. It getsalittle old, yaknow?

"Did he get Kristleen anew placeto liyuv?' Rainbow wanted to know.

"Whah yew know he diyud, hunneh. Ain't nobody can bring in the troops lahk that Kristleen

"Well, Ah suhtainly hopethat isafact,” Rainbow said primly. "Y ew been promisin and promisin
me abrain-feast and dl Ah've done so far wasamogt git ar-reyusted.”

"Ath wong ath Phil's wunnin the thow well be eating bwains" Haf-N-Haf assured her.

"'Something right funny about ole Phil," Berdoo observed a bit later. "I ain't never seen him smoke
nor take adrink nor eat any regular food. And when he ain't givin orders he jest Stsand stares.”

They were in Daytona now, concrete and neon flickering past. Haf-N-Haf checked the mirror
for cops, and then turned hard right into the Lido Hotel's underground garage. He parked the truck way
in back, and plugged awireinto the wall-socket to keep the refrigeration unit running. A little cameraeye
poked out of ahole on the top of the truck. Anybody who came near the truck now would be hurting for
sure. Mr. Frostee knew how to take care of himsdlf, especialy with his extraremote in back.

They took the elevator up to their suite. Filthy Phil was Stting there, shirt off, staring out the
window at the moonlit sea. Hisfat back with its sagging tattoo was facing them. He didn't bother to turn
around.

"Notice to Satan: " Rainbow said, shrilly reading Phil's back aoud. " Send this Man to Heaven,
Cause HE'sDone His Timein Hell. " Sheread it in her dumbest schoolgirl tone. She didn't like Phil.



Phil still didn't turn around. Once there had been ahuman Filthy Phil, awe der who worked too
late on BEX up at Ledge one nightshift. BEX had put the brain-tape in charge of hishumanoid repair
robot . . . but it hadn't worked out. The personality had flattened out to that of an affectlesskiller. But he
was till agood mechanic.

When they'd decided to send Mr. Frostee down to start collecting souls, Phil had come with him.
Mr. Frostee till used Phil's brain-tape when he needed repairs. But he didn't like to put the persondity in
charge of the robot unless he had to. So, asarule, the robot-remote called Filthy Phil had dl the warmth
and human responsiveness of apair of vice-grip pliers.

"Y'dl leave Phil done," Berdoo warned Rainbow. "He'swaitin for the phoneto ring, ain't that
right, Phil?'

Phil nodded curtly. The shuttle to BEX was taking off tomorrow, and Phil Frostee had promised
to send up anew set of organs. A tape could go up anytime, by radio ... but he'd promised awhole
person, body and soul, hardware and software. If Kristleen didn't find someone ... He stared out the
window, listening to the three human voices behind him, and making his plans.

The phone rang then. Phil sprang across the room and snatched it up.
"Hlthy Phil."

The voice on the other end was high-pitched, tearful. Berdoo looked at Haf-N-Haf nervoudly.
Even through the mirror-shades you could see that Phil was mad. But his voice came out smooth.

"l understand, Kristleen. Yes| understand. O.K. Fine."

More talking from the other end. Sowly a smile spread on Phil's muscular face. He looked over
at Berdoo and winked.

"O.K. Kristleen. If he's adeep why don't you just come over now and we can pay you off. You
got five grand coming. Y ou better come get it now, because we're going to shift bases tomorrow. Right.
That'sright. O.K., baby. And don't worry, | do understand.”

Phil set the phone down gently, amost tenderly. "Kristleen'sin love. Shejust blew acollege boy
and now she's gitting there watching him deep. He deeps like ababy, she says, like an innocent child.”
Phil began walking around the room, moving pieces of furniture thisway and that.

"Kwithtween'th not going to dewiver and you're going to pay herw off anyway?' Haf-N-Haf
asked increduloudly.

"That'swhat | told her," Phil said evenly, "but I'm in atight spot. I've got to have abody by
tomorrow morning. The tape could go any time, but I've got acargo-dot al signed up and paid for." He
took asmall deep-dart pistol out of adrawer and examined it carefully.

"You an't gonnakill Kristleen?' Rainbow cried.

"It'snot redly killing," Phil said, holding the pistol half-raised. "Haven't you figured that out yet?
Berdoo?'



Berdoo felt like he was back in eighth grade, being asked questions he couldn't begin to
understand. "Ah donno, Phil. It'syore gang. Y ew got the truck and the gpartment and dl. Ah'll help you
suff Kristleen." If heweren't aLittle Kidder hedd be nothing again.

"WEell est her brain," Phil said, spinning the pistol and watching them closgly. "But her thoughts
will live on." With hisleft hand he poked abruptly at his chest.

"Look!"

A little door sivung open, showing the insde of ameta compartment in his chest. Therewere
knivesin there, and little machines. It looked like atiny laboratory.

Rainbow screamed and Berdoo stepped over to cover her mouth. Haf-N-Haf made a noise that
might have been alaugh.

"I'm part of Mr. Frostee," Phil explained, snapping the door back shut. "'I'm like his hand, you
wave? Or hismouth." Phil smiled broadly then, reveding his strong, sharp teeth. "We boppers use human
organsto seed our tissue farms. We use brain-tapes for smulatorsin some of our robot-remotes. Like
me. And we just like brains anyhow, even the oneswe don't actualy use. A human mind is abeautiful

thing."

"Well you kin leave us out!" Rainbow cried. "Ah'll be buggered befo ah help yew!"

"Shut up, fool," Berdoo snarled at her. "Ah buggered yew yestidday, yew should recall.”

"Aham not gonnastand bagh and let . . ." Rainbow began.

The doorbell cut her off in mid cry. Phil aimed the degp-dart gun at Rainbow.

"Areyou going to let Kristleen in, Rainbow? Or should | use you instead?"

Rainbow went to the door and opened it for Kristleen. Standing across the room, Phil was able
to nail the two women with two quick shots. The degp-drug took effect and they collapsed. Haf-N-Haf
dragged them in and closed the door.

Berdoo stood watching, miserable and confused. Rainbow was the only girl-friend held ever had.
But Phil had always been right before. Phil was Mr. Frostee, really. And Mr. Frostee was smarter than

anyonein theworld.

"She's going to make trouble if we let her go, Berdoo." Phil waslooking at him across the room,
hisgun ill levelled. Therewasaslence.

"But ah cayun't!" Berdoo cried finaly. "Not that sweet girl. Ah cain't let you cut her al . . "

Suddenly therewas a pistol in Berdoo's hand, a.38 special. Faster than thought, his
dreet-fighter's reflexes had carried him over to the window and fanned the drape out in front of him.
Phil's degp-dart bounced off the drape and dropped to the floor.

"Bereasonable, Berdoo." Phil lowered hisdart pistal. "Well take Kristleen gpart, but well send
Rainbow up whole. She can work for BEX as a stewardess, to replace that girl Misty from last year.
Now you just let me get Rainbow stoned up good, and I'll talk to her, and then shefliesup to Disky and



gets herself an ever-lasting body. | promisethey'll leave her persondity in. Y ou'll be able to see her once
ina..."

Berdoo stepped out from behind the curtain, his small face set in asnarl. He shot Phil through the
head, just like that.

"Oh, Bewdoo," Haf-N-Haf moaned as the ringing of the pistol-shot died down. "Were going to
have to wun wike hell. Mr. Fwostee's got that other wemote in the twuck!™

"WEell go out front and stedl usacar,” Berdoo said tersely. "Ah'll drag Rainbow, an you handle
Krigleen."

Just asthey |eft the room, something in there exploded. Phil's body? They didn't stop to find out.
Staggering under the women's dead weight, they bumped down the fire-stairs and out through the lobby.

An athletic young man was just parking ared convertiblein front. Berdoo still had his pistol out.
Haf-N-Haf tapped the man's shoulder and said something. He looked them over, handed over the keys,
and backed off without saying athing. Haf-N-Haf and Berdoo often affected people that way.

They put the girlsin back and took off for the thruway to Orlando.

Chapter Twenty-Three
The Golden Promwas alot of fun. Cobb hadn't enjoyed himself so much in years. The beauty of
the DRUNKENNESS subprogram was that you could move your intoxication level up and down at will,
instead of being caught on arelentless down escaator to bargain basement philosophy and the parking
garage. Hefound that if hetried to go further than ten drinks, to the blackout point, then an automatic
over-ridewould cut in and he'd loop back to where he started.

Leaving the dance with Annie, he took afew sobering right-nostril bresths and wrapped hisarm
around her waist. Shewas acting girlish and giggly.

"Have you finished your research, Cobb?'

"What." The moon was hanging over the seanow. Itslight made along lapped lane of gold,
leading out to the edge of the world, "What research?"

She dipped her hand into his pantsin back and smoothed his buttock. " You know."
"That'sright," Cobb said. "Be-boppa-lu-la.”

"Library accessed,” avoicein hishead said. 'l want to have sex.”

"I'mglad,” Anniesaid."Sodo1."

"SEX subroutine now activated,” the voice said.

"OUT," Cobb said.

"It'sout?" Annie asked. "I thought you wanted to."



Cobb fdt his pantstightening in front. "1 do, | do."

They stopped once or twice to kiss and rub against each other. Every square centimeter of
Cobb's body tingled with anticipation. For the first time in years hiswhole consciousness was out on his
skin. Out on both their skins, redlly, for when they kissed he felt himsalf merging into Anni€'s persondity.
Oneflesh.

For some reason the lightsin his cottage were on. At first he thought it had just been an oversight
... but walking up to the door he heard Sta-Hi's voice.

"Oh," Annie cried happily. "How wonderful! Y our friend is better again!™

Cobb followed her into his cottage. Sta-Hi and Mooney were Sitting there arguing. They fell slent
when they saw Cobb and Annie.

Annie was angry to see Mooney there again. "What do you want, pig?'

Mooney didn't say anything, but just leaned back in Cobb's easy chair, hisaert eyeslooking the
old man up and down.

"Itisredly you, Sta-Hi?' Cobb asked. "Did they beam you downor . . ."

"It'sthered me" Sta-Hi said. "All-mest. | came back on the shuttle today. How was your trip?’

"Y ou would haveloved it. | couldn't tell yesfrom no." Cobb started to say more, then stopped
himsdf. It wasn't clear how much it would be safe to let Mooney know. Had they found the switched-off
robot in the bedroom? Then he noticed the pistol in Mooney's [ap.

"Maybe you should send the lady home," Mooney suggested easily. "I think we have some things
totak over."

"SEX OUT," Cobb muttered bitterly, "DRUNKENNESS OUT. Y ou better go, Annie. Mr.
Mooney'sright.”

"But why should 1?1 live here now, too. Who does this crummy Gimmie loach think heis, making
me leave?' Shewas closeto tears. "And after such awonderful evening, just when ..."

Cobb put hisarm around her and walked her out the door. Patches of light from his cottage
windows lay on the crushed-shell driveway. He could see Mooney's dert shadow in one of the windows.

"Don't worry, Annie. I'll makeit up to you tomorrow. Suddenly it'slike. . . likelifeisstarting dl
over agan.”

"But what do they want? Have you done something wrong? Do they have aright to arrest you?"
Cabb thought aminute. Conceivably they could have him dismantled as abopper spy. Asa
machine, he probably wouldn't even be entitled to atrial. But there was no reason it had to come to that.

He put hisarms around Annie and gave her alast kiss.

"I'll talk to them. I'll talk my way out. Save aplace for mein your bed. | might beoverina



haf-hour.”

"All right,” Annie breathed in hisear. "And I've got agun too, you know. I'll watch out the
window in case..."

Caobb hugged her tighter, whispering back, "Don't do that, honey. | can handle them. If worst
comestoworst I'll . . . skip out. But ..."

"Come on, Anderson,” Mooney caled from Cobb's window. "Were waiting to talk to you."

Cobb and Annie exchanged alast hand-squeeze, and Cobb went back in his house. He sat
down in the easy chair that Mooney had been using, leaving Mooney to lean againgt the wall and glower
a him, pistol in hand. Sta-Hi was lounging in adeck-chair held dragged in, alit regfer in his mouth.

"Start talking, Anderson,” Mooney said. He was keeping the pistol aimed at Cobb's head. A
body shot probably wouldn't stop arobot, but ...

"Takeit easy, Dad," Sta-Hi put in. "Cobb's not going to hurt anyone."

"You let me be ajudge of that, Stanny. For al we know, that other robot is hiding right outside to
hdphim.”

"What robot?' Cobb said. How much did they redly know, anyway? He and Sta-Hi had split up
before the operation, and . . .

"Look," StarHi said, alittle wearily. "Let's cut the noise-level. | know that you're amachine now,
Cobb. The boppers put you in your robot-double. Stuzzy! | can wave with it. The only problem isthat
my father here..."

The old hard-cop/soft-cop routine. Cobb abandoned hisfirst line of defense and asked for
informetion.

"Where'sthe Sta-Hi, robot?"

"The Little Kidderswere here," Sta-Hi said. "They carried the robot out of your bedroom and
left. 1t looked like they were driving an ice-cream truck.”

"Mr. Frostee," Cobb said absently. He was thinking hard. What the boppers had doneto him
was, on the whole, agood thing. A whole nother ball-game. If only he could make Sta-Hi and Mooney

"Where's your base of operations?' Mooney demanded. "How many otherslike you are there?"
He gestured menacingly with hispistal.

Cobb shrugged. "Don't ask me. The boppers never tell me anything. I'm just apoor old man with
an artificia body." He looked over at Sta-Hi for sympathy. Aswith Annie before, he was getting a
telepathic fedling, afedling that he could see through the two other men's eyes. Sta-Hi was stoned,
receptive and open to change. But Mooney was tense and frightened.

"Asfar as| know," Cobb said, "I'm completely in control of mysdlf. | don't think the boppers
plan to use me as aremote-control robot or anything like that."



"What'sinit for them?' Mooney asked.

"They said they wanted to do me afavor,” Cobb said. He considered opening his food-unit door
to show Mooney the letter, but then thought better of it. But thinking of the door suggested a possbility.

"Be-boppa-lu-la," Cobb said out loud.

"Library accessed.”

"Was there a subroutine called MR. FROSTEE?"
"Now activated," the voice murmured.

Something opened up in Cobb's mind, and awhole different set of visua stimuli overlaid the
yelowed walsof hisliving-room.

Hewas till in his cottage, yet he was dso in a concrete parking garage. Something very bad had
just happened. Berdoo had shot Phil, his best remote. It was likelosing an eye. And now there was no
waly to see what Berdoo and Haf-N-Haf were doing. Should he send the extra remote after them?

"Hello," Cobb thought, stopping himself from saying the word aoud.

"Cobb?" Mr. Frostee's response was quick and unsurprised. "l was hoping to talk to you. But |
wanted to let you make the first move. We don't want you to fed ..."

"Like aremote?’
"Right. Y ou're designed for full autonomy, Cobb. If you can help us, so much the better. But
there's no way we would have edited out your freewill . . . evenif we knew how. Y ou're still entirely your

own man."

"What do you want from me?" Silently asking this, Cobb leaned back in his chair, Stretching out
hislegs. Mooney looked impatient. Sta-Hi was staring at the bugs on the ceiling.

"Convince the others,” came Mr. Frostee's reply. In the background, Cobb could make out the
interior of atruck-cab. Hands on the steering whedl. The concrete walls of aparking garage, then the
garish lights of Daytona Beach streaming past.

"Convincethem all to get robot bodies like you. Then we can merge, we can al mergeto
become anew and greater being. Well set up anumber of reprocessing centers..."

Mooney was standing over Cobb, shaking him. It was hard to see, with the glare of headlights
coming at him. Slowly, Cobb brought his attention back to the cottage.

"What's the matter, Mooney?'
"Youredgnaing for help, arent you?'

"How would you like a nice ever-lasting body like mine?' Cobb countered. "I could arrangeit.”



"Sothat'sit,” StaHi said dreamily. "The big boppers want to bring us all into thefold."

"It's not so unreasonable,” Cobb protested. "It's anatural next evolutionary step. Imagine people
that carry mega-byte computing systemsin their head, people that communicate directly brain-to-brain,
peoplewho livefor centuries and change bodies like suits of clothes!”

"Imagine people that aren't people,” Sta-Hi replied. "Cobb, the big bopperslike TEX and MEX
have been trying to run the same con on the Moon. And most of the little boppers up there aren't buying
it ... most would rather fight then let themselves be patched into the big systems. Now why do you think
thet is?'

"Obvioudy some people ... or boppers ... are going to be paranoid about losing their precious
individudity,” Cobb answered. "But that'sjust amatter of cultura conditioning! Look, Sta-Hi, I've been
dl theway in ... all theway. After | got taped on the Moon | was just a pattern in amemory-bank
somewhere for afew days. And you know, it wasn't even that ..."

"Let'sgo,” Mooney ordered, roughly pulling Cobb to hisfeet. "Y ou're going to be
deprogrammed and dismantled, Anderson. We can't let thiskind of . . ."

Mr. Frostee was Hill therein Cobb's head. "I've taken the liberty of activating your
SELF-DESTRUCT subroutine,” the voice said quietly. "Just say theword 'DESTROY" out loud and
you'l explode. Y our body will explode. You're redly inme. I'll give you anew body, the one hereinthe
truck ..."

"MR. FROSTEE OUT," Cobb said. If hedid it, he wanted it to be his own decision.

Mooney had his pistol at the base of Cobb's skull. He was getting panicky.

Any second, Mooney, Cobb thought to himsealf. But sill he hesitated. Hetold himsdlf it wasjust
because he didn't want to hurt Sta-Hi . . . but he was also scared, scared to die again. Could heredlly
cross the noisy void between bodies again? But he'd already done it once, hadn't he?

"Go outsde, Sta-Hi," Mooney said then, and sealed hisfate. "Go check if that old bitch iswaiting
out there to ambush us. Or the other robot.”

Sta-Hi eased out the back door and melted into the night.

"I'vefindly got you,” Mooney said, with anudge of hispistal. "I'm going to find out what makes
youtick."

"DESTROY " Cobb said, and lost his second body.

Chapter Twenty-Four

"l want to talk to you about diarrhea,” avoice said earnestly. "Gastric distress can ruin that
long-hoped-for vacation. So be sure ..."

Cobb'sfirst conscious act wasto turn the radio off. He had just pulled out of afuel-station on the
gritty outskirts of Daytona Beach. But, on the other hand, he had just died in the explosion of his cottage
in Cocoa Beach.



"Hello, Cabb. Y ou see? Y ou can count on me." Mr. Frosteg's voicefilled his head again. Cobb
looked down &t his sinewy forearms, handling the ice-cream truck's big steering-whed with an
experienced touch.

"Sta-Hi,?" Cobb asked. "You put mein Sta-Hi,?'

"It was Sta-Hi, But | just gave the body anew look. | copied the fellow who was running the
pumps back there."

Caobb thought back to the exploson. DESTROY, disorientation, and now this. Hisfingerswere
blackened with years of grease. Heleaned out the window to take a peek at himsdlf intherearview
mirror.

He had a skinny head and large, liquid eyes. Thinning black hair, greasy and combed straight
back. His nose was much more prominent than his chin. Ratface. Approaching headlights pulled his
attention back to the road.

"What about disguising the truck?" Cobb asked. "1 killed Mooney, but he must have |eft records.
And Sta-Hi got away. The heat's gonna be looking for aMr. Frostee truck.”

"Therell betimefor that later. Right now I've got a score to settle. Those hoodlums. . . those
Little Kidders. . . one of them wrecked my best remote. He's called Berdoo.”

Without conscioudy thinking about it, Cobb had driven the truck onto the thruway west, towards
Orlando. Was he till in control of hisactions?

"Where arewe going?"'

"Disney World. Berdoo doesn't remember it, but he oncetold me... told Phil . . . that he hasa
friend who runsamotd there. | think that's where helll go to hide out. | want you to shoot him, Cobb,
and then take out hisbrain for me. Well leavethe organs. . . that'sall over for now . . . but I've got to
get that brain on tape. Y ou should have seen how easily hekilled my Phil."

It was hard to read the emotion in Mr. Frostee's even voice. Was revenge the motive? Or wasiit
just acollector'slust for ownership?

In any case, trying to ambush the Little Kiddersin their own hideout sounded like aterrible idea.
And going brain-collecting was something Cobb hoped to put off aslong as possible. Hewondered if he
should just turn around. Or pull off the highway and leave the truck. Glancing in his rear-view mirror he
could see dawn pinkening the horizon. The road was empty.

"You've dtill got your freewill,” Mr. Frostee said. "But don't forget that werein thistogether. If |
diethen so do you. You'reredly just a patternin my circuits.”

"But you can't override me?" Testing, Cobb took hisfoot off the accelerator. No one pushed his
foot back.

"l can't control your mind,” Mr. Frostee said, not quite answering the question. "But don't stop
the truck. What if acop comes by?"



Caobb speeded back up. "Why would you give one of your subsystems free will?*

"The human mind isal of apiece, Cobb. If wetry to start picking and choosing, al that'sleftisa
boring bundle of reflexes. When abig bopper buildsin some human's persondity, he'sgot to learntolive
with the subsystem'sfreewill. | could cut you off entirely, in an emergency, but short of . . ."

"Why bother taping humansat dl?"

"No program we can write and control acts like human software. Humans can't write bopper
programs. . . they had to let them evolve. And abopper can't write ahuman program. It works both
ways. We need you guys. What we're working towardsis a human-bopper fusion, asingle great mind
stretching from person to person al over the world. It'sright, Cobb, and it'sinevitable. Smpler beings
merge to produce higher beings, and they must merge and merge again. In thisway we draw ever closer
to the One"

"The One?" Cobb said, laughing. "Y ou don't mean the One on the Moon, do you? Don't you
know that's just arandom noise source? Haven't you figured that out?”

"Randomness is an e usive concept, Cobb."

"Look," Cobb said, "In order to make the boppers evolve fast enough | had to speed up therate
of mutation. So in the substrate program | included a command that they plug into the One, once a
month, asyou know.

"But the Oneisjust asmple cosmic ray counter. It goesthrough your programs changing yesses
and noes, here and there, just on the basis of the Geiger counter click-pattern of cosmic-ray burstsfor
thelast day or so. The Oneisjust aglorified circuit-scrambler.”

Still Mr. Frostee was silent. Findlly the answer came. Y ou choose to make light of the One,
Cabb. But the pulse of the Oneisthe pulse of the Cosmos. Y ou yoursdlf call its noisy input the cosmic
rays. What ismore natural than that the Cosmos should lovingly direct the growth of the bopperswith its
bursts of radiation? Thereisno noise inthe All ... thereisonly information. Nothing istruly random. Itis
sad that you choose not to understand what you yoursdlf have created.”

A ditch full of brackish water and marsh-grasslay to theright of the thruway. Cobb saw an
dligator, lying haf out of the water and watching the early morning traffic. It was quarter to seven. In. a
sort of phantom-stomach reflex, Cobb had a brief longing for breakfast. But the hunger faded, and Cobb
let the empty milesroll by, lost in thought.

What was he now? In one sense he was what he had always been. A certain pattern, atype of
software. Thefiveness of aright hand isthe same asthe fiveness of aleft. The Cobbness that had been a
man was the same as the Cobbness now coded upon Mr. Frostee's cold chips.

Cobb Anderson's brain had been dissected, but the software that made up his mind had been
preserved. Theideaof "sdf" is, after dl, just another idea, asymbol in the software. Cobb felt like him
sdlf as much as ever. And, as much as ever, Cobb wanted his saf to continue to exist on hardware.

Perhaps the boppers had stored a tape of him on the Moon, and perhaps up there his software
had also been given hardware. But, here and now, Cobb's continued existence depended on keeping
Mr. Frostee cold and energized. They were in thistogether. Him and a machine who wanted to know
God.



"I'll tell you," Cobb said, breaking the sillence. "I think it would beredly stupid to go charging
after the Little Kidders before getting the truck repainted. Even if the cops aren't after us yet, theré's no
point having Berdoo be able to see you coming from ablock away. Let's get off the thruway and fix up
thetruck. Theresagiant plastic ice-cream cone on the cab's roof, for God's sake."

"You'redriving," Mr. Frostee said mildly. "1 will defer to your superior knowledge of human
cimindlity.”

Cobb got out at the next exit and took asmall road north. Thiswasrolling countryside, with
plenty of streams. Pams and magnolias gave way to blackjack pinesand scrubby live oak. Brambles and
honeysuckle filled in the spaces between the struggling little trees. And in some places the uncontrollable
kudzu vine had taken root and choked out al other vegetation.

It was only eight-thirty, but already the asphdt road was shimmering in the heet. The frequent
dips werefilled with reflecting water-mirages. Cobb rolled down thewindow and let the air best against
hisface. Thetruck's big hydrogen-fueled engine roared smoothly and the sticky road sang beneath the
tires.

The wild scrub gave way to farmland, big cleared pastures with ceattle in them. The cows waded
about knee-deep in weeds, munching the flowers. White cattle egrets stalked and flapped dong next to
them, spearing the insects that the cows tirred up. The egretslooked like little old men with no arms.

A few miles of pastures and barns brought them to abend in the road called Purcell. There were
some hig houses and some cracker-boxes, atiny Winn-Dixie, and a couple of fuel-gtations. Cobb pulled
into atree-shaded Hy-Gas that had a hand painted sign saying Body Work.

There was athree-legged dog lying on the asphalt by the pumps. When Cobb pulled up, the
anima rose and limped off, barking. The fourth leg ended half-way down, in abadly bandaged stub.

Cobb hopped out of the truck cab. A young sandy-haired man in stained white coverals came
ambling out of the garage. He had prominent ears and thick lips.

"Mr. Frostee taahm!" the attendant observed. He screwed the hydrogen nozzle into the truck's
hydride tanks. There was asort of foliated meta in the tanks which could absorb several hundred liters of
the gas. "Gimme one?"'

"It'sempty," Cobb said. "Thisisn't really aMr. Frostee truck anymore. It'smine.”

The attendant absorbed thisfact in silence, looking Cobb's skinny rat faced body up and down.
"You baeh it?'

"l suredid," Cobb said. "Over in Cocoa. Fdllaclosed his franchise down. | aim to fix thistruck
up and useit for my meat business.”

The attendant topped up the tank. He was tanned, with white squint-wrinkles around his eyes.
He shot Cobb a sharp glance.

"Y ou don't look lahk no butcher to me. Y ou look lahk a grease-monkey in astolen truck.” He
punctuated this with a sudden, toothy smile. "But ah could be wrong. Y ou need anything besidesthe

hydrogen?'



The guy was suspicious, but seemed willing to be bought off. Cobb decided to stay. "Actudly ...
I'd like to get thistruck painted. It's aburden having to explain to everyonethat it'sreglly mine.”

"Ahreckon s0," the sandy-haired man said, smiling broadly. "If you pull her round back, Ah
maaht could help you solve your problems. Ah'l paint it and forgit it. Cost you athousand dollahs.”

That was much too high for two hours work. The guy obvioudy thought the truck was stolen.
"O.K.," Cobb said, meeting the other man's prying eyes. "But don't try to double-cross me."
The attendant displayed his many crooked teeth in another smile. "Whet color y'dl want?!

"Paint it black," Cobb said, rishing the old phrase. "But first let's get that goddamn cone off the
top."

He got back in the truck, pulled off the asphalt, and drove through rutted weeds to the junky lot
behind the Hy-Gas station. The attendant, on foot, led the way.

"Perhaps he is not honest,” Mr. Frostee said inside Cobb's head, sounding a bit worried.

"Of course heisnt,” Cobb answered. "What we have to look out for ishim caling the cops
anyway, or trying to blackmail usfor more money."

"| think you should kill him and eat hisbrain,” Mr. Frostee said quickly.

"That's not the answer to every problem in interpersond relations,” Cobb said, hopping out. He
was learning to talk to Mr. Frostee subvocaly, without actualy opening his mouth.

The attendant had brought a screwdriver and a couple of Lock-Tite wrenches. He and Cobb got
the cone off, after ten or fifteen minutes work. The emptily smiling swirl-topped face landed in the weeds
next to haf of arusted-out motorcycle. The two men's bodies worked well together, and a certain
sympathy devel oped between them.

The attendant introduced himself as Jody Doakes. Cobb, hoping to confuse histrail, said his
name was Berdoo. They went around front to get the paint and the spray-gun compressor. Cobb solved
the problem of when to pay, by tearing athousand-dollar-bill in half and giving Jody one piece.

"Youll get the other half when | pull out of here,” Cobb said. "And no earlier.”
"Ah seeyore point,” Jody said, with aknowing chuckle.

Firgt they had to wash the truck off. Then they taped newspaper over thetires, lightsand
windows. They sprayed everything else black. The paint dried fast in the hot air. They were ableto start
the second coat as soon asthey finished thefirs.

The job took al morning. Now and then that three-legged dog would start barking, and Jody
would go out to serve acustomer. Mr. Frosteg's refrigeration unit kept running, drawing its energy from
the hydride tank. Jody asked once why the refrigerator had to be on if there wasn't any more ice-cream.
Cobb told him that if he wanted the other haf of the thousand-dollar-bill he could keep his questionsto
himsdlf.



They finished the second coat afew minutes after the noon siren blew on the Purcell fire-house.

"Y'dl want abaaht to eat?' Jody asked. "Ah got the makins for sandwichesinsahd." He hooked
histhumb at the garage.

"Sure," Cobb said, ignoring the fact that he'd just have to clean the chewed-up bread and
lunchmest out of hisfood unit later on. Eating was fun. "' could use acouple of beers, too."

"Come shot!" Jody said, meaning something like you bet. "Come shot on the beer, Berdoo."

They had afriendly lunch. More strongly than ever, Cobb felt able to enter into other people's
thoughts. Again the thought of starting a cult crossed hismind.

Thefood and beer felt good in his mouth. Over Mr. Frostee's protests, Cobb cut in the
DRUNKENNESS subroutine and gave himsdlf ahit for each beer. They split asix-pack. Jody alowed
as how, for an extratwo hundred bucks, he'd be willing to let Cobb have some fresh license plates and
registration papers he happened to have.

Cobb enjoyed their dedlings very much. In hisold body he had never been ableto talk
comfortably to garage mechanics. But now, with arandom grease- monkey's face on a Sta-Hi-shaped
body, Cobbfitin at afilling Sation aseasily as he used tofit in at research labs. Idly hewondered if Mr.
Frostee could change the flicker-cladding enough to turn him into awoman. That would be interesting.
There was so much to look forward to!

After lunch they changed the license plates. Cobb handed over the missing haf of the
thousand-dollar-hill, and the extratwo hundred dollars. Hoping to keep Jody bought, he suggested that
he might be back with more of the same kind of business next month, if thingsworked ot.

"Come shot!" Jody said. "And good luck.”

Cobb drove out of Purcell, heading east, past cows and egrets.

"I wish you'd taped hisbrain,” Mr. Frostee nagged. "We can dways use agood mechanic.”
Cobb had been expecting aremark like this. And the next remark, too.

"How come you're driving East? That's not the right way to Disney World. Weve il got to get
Berdoo!"

"Mr. Frostee," Cobb said, "I love my new body. And | support your basic plan. It'sthe logica
next step for human evolution. But mass-murder is not the way. There's a better way, away to get
peopleto volunteer for brain-taping. Well start anew religious cult!™

There was apained silence. Findly Mister Frostee spoke. "'l fedl | should warn you, Cobb. Y ou
have freewill in the sensethat | can't control your thoughts. But the body belongsto both of us. In
certain specia circumstances | may take ..."

"Please,” Cobb said, "hear meout. Am | right in believing that you're the only big bopper now on
Eath?'



"That'sright."
"And I'm using the only robot-remote you have left?!

"Y es. Hopefully, with Mooney out of the way, security at the spaceport will be relaxed again.
We had planned a shipment of some thousand new remotes during the next two years, aswell as severd
more big bopper units. These plans are unfortunately ... in flux. Thereare some. . . difficultieson the
Moon. But until the situation re-stabilizes, | intend to continue gathering tapesand ..."

"You'retrying to tell me therésan dl-out civil war garting on the Moon, aren't you?' Cobb
exclaimed. "We're on our own, M.F.! If we go back to the spaceport and try . . ."

"Thereisno need to go to spaceport for tape transmission. | can radio-beam the tapes directly
upto BEX a Ledge."

"A soul transmitter,” Cobb said thoughtfully. "That'sagood angle. Personetics. The Science of
Immortality.”

"What do you mean?"

"Thereligion! Well get the down-and-out, the runaways, the culties. . . well get them to believe
that you're amachine for sending their soulsto heaven. It'snot redly so. . ."

"But why bother? Why not just proceed as Phil dwaysdid. To seize, and cut, and ..."

"Look, M.F., werein thistogether. It works both ways. If something happensto thistruck I'm
dead. | don't think you redlize just how strongly humans react to murder and cannibalism. Thisisno
bopper anarchy here, it'smore like a police-gtate. If you and | are going to last out until BEX getsthe
troops here, we're going to need to lay low and play it careful.”

Just thinking about it gave Cobb the creeps. If he couldn't get fud for the truck, if the cops
stopped them, if the refrigeration unit broke ... It was like being a snail with aten-ton shell! A snowbadl in
hdll!

"We need security,” Cobb said urgently. "We need alot of people to take care of us, and we
need money to keep the hydride tanks full. If we get enough money | think we should build ascion, too.
A copy of your processor. We could get our followersto buy the components in computer shops.

Y ou've got to understand the redities of life on Earth!™

"All right," Mr. Frostee said findly. "1 agree. But where are you driving to?"'

"Back to the coast,” Cobb said. "I know a place north of Daytona Beach where we can hole up.
And, sy . . . givemeanew face. Something fatherly.”

Chapter Twenty-Five

After hisfather'sfunera, Sta-Hi went back to driving a cab in Daytona Beach. Bega, his mother,
wanted to put the house up for sle and move north, away from the pheezers. She hated them since
Mooney's death . . . and who could blame her! Her husband had gone to old Cobb Anderson's house on
aroutine check, and had been blown to smithereens! Just for doing hisjob! And so on.



There was an investigation into Mooney's death, but the blast hadn't |eft ahell of alot to
investigate. There was not a scrap of the suspected robot double to be found. And Sta-Hi didn't tell the
authorities any more than he had to. He il couldn't decide whose side he was on.

Hetook acouple of hisfather's space-ship paintings and rented aroom in Daytona. He went
back to Y dlow Cab and they gave him ajob driving the night-shift. Mogtly it was amatter of bringing
drunks and whoresto motels. Seamy. And duller'n shit.

His dope habit crept up on him again. Pretty soon he was smoking, snorting, dropping, spraying
and shooting hismoney asfast as he madeit. Late at night, driving up and down the one-dimensiond city,
Sta-Hi would dream and scheme, forming huge, interlocking plansfor the future.

He would make amovie about cab-driving. He would write a book about the boppers. No,
man, do it withmusic!

Hewould learn how to play the guitar and start aband. Fuck learning! He would get another
Happy Cloak and let it play hisfingersfor him. He needed a Happy Cloak!

Hed threaten the boppersto tell about the Little Kidders and the nursiesif they wouldn't come
across. With Anderson and hisfather blown up, no one else knew!

Hed get rich and then go back to Disky and get in on the civil war and they'd make him king.
Hadn't he dready helped the diggers to off abig bopper? Hed lead them to victory! Moon King Sta-Hi!

But there was no way to reach the boppers. The cops had lost track of Mr. Frostee and those
Little Kidders. BEX and Misty-girl never got any closer to Earth than space-station Ledge. And no
private phone-cdlsto Disky were dlowed. The thing to do was to make the boppers contact him. How?
Get so famousthey'd notice him!

Around and around, night after night, tripping and bouncing the length of dreary Daytona. One
night adrunk left hiswallet in the cab. Two thousand bucksin there. Sta-Hi took the money and quit
work. He needed time to think!

He got acrate of Z-gas aerosols. . . he'd sunken that low . . . and started hanging around the
grip. Eating burgers, sdling hits, playing machines, hunting pussy. Hetried to make himsdlf conspicuous,
hoping something would happen to him. The day hismoney ran out, it finaly did.

He was hanging out at Hideo-Nuts Boltsadrome, stoned, staring at the floor. His boots looked
s0 perfect. Two dark parabolasin afied of yelow, dight 3-D interest provided by the scurf strewn
about. Hisfavorite song was playing. He felt like screaming, like crying out, “I'm here and I'm staying
high! I'm Sta-Hi, the king of the brainsurferdl”

The meta speaker overhead was pumping out solid music. He could see the notesif he squinted.
He gtarted to giggle, thinking of the tiny note-shaped bumps traveling down the wires like white mice
swallowed by a python. God, he had good ideas!

Keeping hissmile, in caseit camein handy, Sta-Hi looked around the arcade, swaying back and
forth, fingering chords on an invisible dectric guitar. He couldn't actualy play yet, but he had dl the
movesdown. .. say ... look a little blondie over there. He stared at her and did ariff down the neck of
hisimaginary guitar. Smiling harder, he beckoned with his heed.



Liking hissmile, the broad-hipped girl strolled towards him, swaying back and forth likeadowly
swimming fish. Beat that tail. She kept her head tilted back to show off the tan-stars on her cheeks.

"Hi 'surfer. God, it'swiggly in heretonight." She shook back her hair and laughed adow,
knowing laugh. "I'm Wendy."

Sta-Hi szzled off afew more hot chords and then threw hishandsin theair. "Y ou're talking to
Sta-Hi Mooney, fluffy. I've got the weenie, you've got the bun, put em together and have some gum.” His
rap had deteriorated badly during the last week of Z-gas.

"Areyouinaclub?' Wendy asked, till smiling. He wasn't as stuzzy as she had thought from
across the room. And, worse, he looked broke.

"Sure... | mean practicaly.” Shewasn't redly as pretty as he had thought. A whore? "How about
you?"

"Oh I've been hanging out ... parties. . . burning cars. ..." Wendy wondered if it was worth
wasting time on him. She had to make five hundred dollars before going back to the temple.

Sta-Hi saw the doubt in Wendy's face. She wasthefirst girl he'd managed to talk to dl day. He
was going to haveto land thisfish, and fast. "Have awhiff on me" he said, fumbling out his aerosol.

"Wiggly," she said, tossing her hair again. He handed her the little can and sheinhaed ashort
burgt of the Z-gas. Sta-Hi took it back and blasted off along, long one. Gongsrang in hisears and he
staggered alittle, laughing ahyuck-hyuck 'surfer laugh from the back of histhroat. Wendy took the can
out of hishand and hit up another. They looked pretty to each other again.

"What do you want to play?' Sta-Hi asked, gesturing broadly.

"I'm good in that Pleasure Garden," Wendy answered.

"Wiggly." Sta-Hi dropped hislagt five-dollar coin into the dot. The big machinelit up and madea
googly welcome-to-my-nightmare noise.

"I'll do the pushpads,” Wendy said, taking her place in front of the machine.

That wasfinewith Sta-Hi. Hed never gotten too good at playing the hyperpins. He took the
electron-gun in his hand and pushed the art button.

A little slver bal popped into play. A magnetic field buoyed it up. Sta-Hi aimed the gun at the
ball and gaveit akick towardsthefirst target.

Hed shot it the wrong way, though, and it disgppeared into atrap ... the mouth in aglowing little
Shiva. Wendy gave asnort of annoyance. Wordlessly, Sta-Hi punched the start again.

Thistime he sent the ball right into the nearest push-pad. Let her handleit. She did ... banking the
chrome sphere off two more pads before sending it edgewise down awhole row of pop-ups.

"Stuzzy," Sta-Hi breathed. They were both leaning over the lit-up tank. First you had to take out
fifteen targets and then the Speciad swould light up. Wendy had just gotten five targets at once. The ball



was drifting towards atrap, but Sta-Hi managed to shoot it in time. Then Wendy was batting it around
with the push-pads again.

She had along, chiming run. All the specidswerelit now. Assarting himsdf, Sta-Hi flicked the
ball afew timeswith the eectron-gun, trying to knock it down one of the money holes. But they had
repellers, and he ended up by pushing the ball ouit.

"Have you ever played this before?" Wendy wanted to know before he launched their last ball.
"I'msorry. | guessi'm alittle phased.”

"Don't gpologize. We're doing good. But on this next ball could you sort of ... just shoot when |
say to?"

"I'll shoot when and whereyou like, baby." He pressed the sart and did his hand down to pat
her ass, knowing she couldn't et go of the controlsto dap him away. But she didn't even frown . . . just
bumped her tummy againgt the machine and whispered, " Shoot.”

Sta-Hi shot and they were off. She pushed the pads, murmuring instructionsto himall the
while. Down, farther, watch the crocs, give it to me, hit the pad, way down . .. They took out al
the targets and dl the level-one specials. Then they were working on the higher-level specids. Thetraps
were moving around, snapping at the ball, and Wendy was making impossible saves. Sta-Hi's finger was
clenched tight on the trigger.

The machine was letting out wild wheeps and rings, and afew people drifted over to watch
Sta-Hi and Wendy work out. Faster, tighter angles, shooting congtantly . . .

"Oh God," she whispered, "the Gold Specid'son. Nudgeit left, Sta-Hi."

He twitched some English onto the ball. It caromed off a pad angled just so, and snugged into the
gold socket nestled between two big outs. The machine THHOCCKKKKED. And shut itself off.

Sta-Hi pushed histrigger. Nothing happened. "What . . ."
"We best it!" Wendy squeaked. "Wetook it al theway! Let's go get the pay-off!"

"But | thought therewasjust ..." Sta-Hi pulled open the drawer in the machine's front. A ticket
for fivefreemealsa McDonad's.

"Surethere's that,” Wendy said. "But the cashier hasto give me five hundred dollars, too.
Specid Daytonarules.”

Sta-Hi followed Wendy to the cashier, and out onto the street. She wore green cut-off over-alls,
and sanda s with thongs criss-crossing up her legs. He had to hurry to keep up with her. It waslike she
wastrying tolosehim.

"Where are you going, Wendy? Slow down! Half that money'sming!" He caught her lightly by
her bare brown arm.

"Let go!" Shetwitched her am free. "That money isn't yours or mine. It'sall for Personetics.
Good-bye!" Without even looking at him, she strode on down the sdewalk.



"Youwhorel" Sta-Hi shouted angrily. "That's it, isn't it! Y ou've got your night's money now and
you'l giveit to your greaser sex-pistol and catch some deep!” He ran after her, and grabbed her arm,
hard thistime. " Give me my two-hundred-fifty bucks!"

Wendy burst into tears. Fake?"I'm not a p-progtitute. 1t's just f-flirty-fishing. Personetics needs
the money for more hardware. To save everyones soul.”

Hardware? Souls? A contact at |ast.

"Y ou can keep the money,” Sta-Hi said, not loosening hisgrip. "But | want to come back with
you. | want to join Personetics."

She looked into his eyes, trying to read hisintentions. "Do you realy? Do you want to be saved?
Personeticsian't just another cult, you know. It'sfor real."

Sta-Hi examined her closgly, trying to decideif ... Finaly he popped the question.
"Areyou arobot?'

"No." Wendy shook her head. "I'm not really saved yet. But Md is. Me Nast. HE's our leader.
Do you want to meet him?"*

"| sure do. I'm a bopper-lover from way back. How far isit to the temple?’

"Forty kays. Werrein the old Marindand building."

"Are we supposed to wak or what?"

"Usudly | wait till five AM. That'swhen Mr. Nast comes and picksusall up. The boys sl
things, and the girls go flirty-fishing al night long. But if you get your five hundred dollars early you can go
back to Md. Do you have acar or abike?'

Sta-Hi's hydrogen motorcycle was long gone. He hadn't seen it Sncethat Friday held left it

chained up in front of the Lido Hotel. After that heéd met Misty, and the Little Kidders. . . and then it had
been Cocoaand the Moon and al that. How long had it been, two months? It felt like finally things were

going to happen again.
"I'll get acar,” Sta-Hi sad. "I'll sed acar.”
"That would be nice,” Wendy said. "Me would like you if you brought him acar.”

But how? In Daytona, nobody was fool enough to leave hiskey in theignition. Suddenly Sta-Hi
thought of away. He'd get histaxi back.

"Go wait for me by McDondd's, Wendy. I'll be back with acar in half an hour.”
TheYdlow Cab termind was only five blocks off. Mdley, the dispatcher, was Sitting in aglass

booth at the garage entrance, same as ever. Looking past him, Sta-Hi saw that Number Eleven, hisold
cab, wasidletonight.



"Hey, Mdley, you lame son of death, stop jerking off and gimme my keys." Best defenseisa
good offense.

Malley glared, nothing moving but histiny eyes. "Bullshit, Mooney. Y ou cant just quit and walk
back on the job any time you like. Y ou're too stoned to drive anyway. Giddaddahere.”

"Come on, Pappy Dear-smear, | need the dust, you must? I'm eating sand out there. Put me on
and I'll kick you ten percent.”

"Twenty," Mdley said, holding up the keys. "And if you fuck up again you're out for good. | don't
liveto keep you in dope.”

Sta-Hi took the keys. "Y ou can die to keep mein dopefor dl | care. Liveor die, just keep me
high"

After ten days off, it felt nice to be back in Lucky Eleven. They must not have found anew driver
for it, since the cab till had al of Sta-Hi's personal touches. There was the fake come-spot on the roof
over his head, the skull with the red-lite eyesin the back window, the plastic fur rug onthefloor . . . and
even the tape-deck was till there. How could he have walked off the job and forgotten his tape-deck!

He had the cab wired for sound, so he could record his monologues, or interview the passengers.
The cab started up right away, and then he was out on the street, thinking about his tape-recorder. It
made abig impression on chicks, made them think he was an agent. Funny word: agent.

A gent. Age entity. Ageing tea. Aegean Sea. A.G.C. Now what did that A.G.C. stand for?

If he hadn't seen Wendy standing in front of McDonald'sjust then, Sta-Hi probably would have
forgotten al about her. Being back in the cab had zapped him into a conditioned reflex of head-tripping
and driving the strip. But there was Wendy, bright and blonde in her tight cut-offs. Foxy fish.

He pulled over and she got in back.

"Number Eleven,” Mdley was saying, "therésacal at Km. 13."

"l just got afare, Malley. Two gentlemen want to go to Cocoa.”

"That'll be an out of zone charge,” Malley responded. "Check in when you get back. That was
twenty percent.”

"Over dover." Heturned the squawker off.

"How did you get the cab?' Wendy asked, wide-eyed. "Did you hurt the driver?"

"Not at al,” Sta-Hi said, pointing to the dark stain over his head. " See the come-spot?”

"l don't understand.”

"I'macab-driver. Thisismy cab. If | likeit at Marineland I'll give Personetics the cab and stay

there. Otherwise I'll go back to work, and I'll just have to pay that fare to Cocoamyself. Comeup in
front and St next to me."



She climbed over the seat. They split ajay, driving dow with the windows down. It was niceto
bedriving again. It fet like the car was onrails, atoy train tootling through the palmy night.

Chapter Twenty-Six

The old Marinedland had closed down back in 2007, after a hurricane had caved in half the
building. Now everyone who wanted to see the ritua degradation of dolphins had to go to Sea World
ingtead. The building, in the middle of nowhere on Coastal Route 1A, came up on Sta-Hi unexpectedly.

"Pull around to the ocean side,”" Wendy said. "So no one sees.”
"Yesmaam. That'll be two fucks and ablow-job."

"Please, Sta-Hi, be serious. Not just anyone can become a member of Personetics. You haveto
havetheright atitude.

"I'll try to keepit limp, baby."

Therewasalittle parking ot in back. Sta-Hi pulled in next to anice-looking red sedan. Off at the
edge of the lot was a beat-up black truck. The wind was high, and the surf was loud. They got out and
walked aong a concrete wall to where arusty door hung open. There were no lightsinside.

"Méd," Wendy called at the top of her lungs. "I'm back aready. | brought someone with another
car for you."

There was the sound of footsteps, and alithe figure hurried out of the building. He was the same
height as Sta-Hi, and with the same rangy build. But hishead ... hisbig, round head seemed asizetoo big
for the body. He made you think of aballoon tied to the end of arope.

"Méel Nagt," he said, sticking out his hand. He had a deep, sincere-sounding voice, with atrace of
an East European accent. "1'm bleased to meet you. Vhat's your name?”

"I'm nobody," Sta-Hi said. "I'm Mr. Nobody from Nowhere."

"Don't listen to him, Mel. He told me hisnameis Sta-Hi. He says he's a bopper-lover from way
back."

Spoken in Wendy's earnest treble the salf description sounded pathetic, imbecilic. But Md Nast
looked sympethetic.

"The point isnot just to love, Sta-Hi. Itisto live. If only you can vake up in time. Blease come

in
Mel Nast's round head turned like arotating planet, and his dender body followed aong. The
three of them walked down adamp corridor, through two doors and into a bright, windowless space.

It was asquare hdl, with big rectangular holesin the walls. One of the old tank-rooms. The
aquarium glass had been smashed out and removed, and each of the tanks was now a sort of nook or
roomlet. They followed Nast across the square floor and stopped before one of the ex-tanks.
"STURGEON," acracked label onthewall read, " Acipenser Surio.”



There were two easy chairsin there, a shelf of books, and a desk covered with papers. "My
study," the dim man with the big head explained. "Could you blease leave us now, Vhendy? | have plans
to makewith . . . Migter Hi." Heflashed Sta-Hi a sudden smile. Had he winked?

"That'sfinewith me" Wendy said. "I'm dl tired out. And heréstonight'stake." She handed over
the five-hundred-dollar bill and walked across the room. Apparently she had abed in one of the tanks.
Sta-Hi followed Nast into his study-tank. They sat down, and looked at each other in Slencefor a
minute

"How do you like my face?' Nast asked findly. The round face was dominated by afleshy nose,
from which two wrinkles ran down, suspending the somewhat sensud mouth in arounded ding of folds.
Thelips parted, reveding square, uniform teeth. " Should | changeit?!

"It depends on what you want to do," Sta-Hi said uncertainly.

"What do you want to do?' came the answer. "What do you want from the boppers?’

Another hard question. Most superficially, Sta-Hi wanted to acquire another Happy Cloak and
useit to get famous. But on another level, hardly conscious, he wanted revenge, revenge for hisfather's
death, revenge for what the nursie had done to Cobb Anderson.

He hated the boppers. But heloved them. The diggers. . . the diggers had helped him. Wearing
the Happy Cloak and raiding the factory had been fantastic. Perhaps what he really wanted wasto go
back to Disky and help in the civil war, loving and hating &t the sametime.

Something strange happened to Md Nast's face while Sta-Hi considered his answer. The faity
puffed-out skin tightened, the cheeks drew in, and awhite beard blossomed around the mouth. Suddenly
hewaslooking &t ...

"Cobb?' Sta-Hi asked. "Isit you?' He Sarted to smile and then stopped. ™Y ou killed my father!
You

"l had to, Sta-Hi. Y ou heard him. He said he was going to have me dismantled!"

"So? It wouldn't have killed you. Y ou blew up your body adong with his, and now you're fill here
and he'sgone forever!"” The grief camewelling up at last, and Sta-Hi's voice quavered.

"He wasn't such abad guy. And he could paint spaceships better than anyone| ever ..." Sta-Hi
broke off, sobbing. A minute went by till he found hisvoice again.

"I saw them take you apart, Cobb. They took out your heart and your balls and everything else.
Itslike..." Theface acrossfrom him looked sympathetic, interested. The perfect cult minigter.

"Fuck!" Sta-Hi spat, suddenly lashing out and hitting the robot's face with the back of hishand. "I
might aswell betalking to atape-recorder.”

The blow hurt his hand, and made him angrier. He got to hisfeet, standing over the Cobb-faced
robot.

"l ought to fucking take you apart!"



The robot began to talk then, dowly, and in Cobb's old voice. "Listen to me, Sta-Hi. Sit down
and listen. Y ou know perfectly well that you can't hurt me by hammering on this robot-remote. I'm sorry
your father died. But death isn't red. Y ou have to understand that. Death is meaningless. | wasted the last
ten years being scared of death, and now ..."

"Now that you think you'reimmorta you don't worry about death,” Sta-Hi said bitterly. "That's
redly enlightened of you. But whether you know it or not, Cobb Andersonis dead. | saw him die, and if
you think you're him, you're just fooling yourself." He sat down, suddenly very tired.

"If I'm not Cobb Anderson, then who would | be?" The flicker-cladding face smiled a him
gently. "1 know I'm Caobb. | have the same memories, the same habits, the same fedingsthat | dways
did."

"But what about your . . . your soul,” Sta-Hi said, not liking to use the word. "Each person hasa
soul, a consciousness, whatever you cal it. There's some specia thing that makes a person be dive, and
theré's no way that can go into acomputer program. No way."

"It doesn't have to go into the program, Sta-Hi. It iseverywhere. It isjust exigenceitsdf. All
consciousnessis One. The Oneis God. God is pure existence unmodified.”

Cobb'svoice wasintense, evangelical. "A personisjust hardware plus software plus existence.
Meexiging in flesh isthe same as me existing on chips. But that's not all.

"Potential existenceisasgood as actual exisence. That'swhy death isimpossible. Y our
software exists permanently and indestructibly as a certain possibility, a certain mathematical set of
relations. Y our father is now an abstract, non-physica posshbility. But neverthelessheexistsl He. . "

"What isthis," Sta-Hi interrupted. "A cram-course in Personetics? s this the crap that you feed
those girls to keep them whoring for you? Forget it!"

Sta-Hi stopped taking, suddenly redlizing something. That black truck outside. . . that must be
the Mr. Frostee truck with a paint-job. And inside the truck would be a super-cooled big bopper brain
with Cobb coded up insdeit. He couldn't hurt this robot-remote, but if he got out to the truck ... It was
just aquestion of whether he redlly wanted to. Did he hate the boppers or not?

"l senseyour hodtility," Cobb said. "I respect that. But I'd like you to come in with me anyhow. |
need an outside man, a Personetics promoter. | could be Jesus and you be John the Baptist. Or you be
Jesusand I'll be God."

While he was talking, the robot's face changed again, to acopy of Sta-Hi's. "l dways usethis
trick on therecruits" he chuckled. "Like Charlie Manson. | ama mirror. But that was before your time.
Here, haveajoint.”

Therobot lit areefer and handed it over. The Cobb face came back. "I'm alittle psychic now,
too," he said. "I've gotten pretty loose. And what | said isredlly true. Nothing is ever redlly destroyed.
Thereisno. . ."

"Oh, tapeit,” Sta-Hi said taking the reefer and leaning back in hiseasy chair. "1 might comein
with you. Especidly if you can get me another Happy Cloak."



"What's that?' Cobb asked.
"Well, | never told you yet ... about what | did on the Moon."

"Y ou ran away in the museum. The next time | saw you, it was that night when you and your
father .."

"Yeah, yeah," Sta-Hi said, cutting him off. "Don't remind me about that. Let metell my story. |
found this sort of cape called a Happy Cloak. It was made of flicker-cladding and when | putiton|
could talk bopper, except with a Japanese accent. | went to where a bunch of boppers were storming a
big factory cadled GAX. Wegot in, but GAX amaost won anyway. Then at the last minute | blew him up.”

Therobot started in shock. ™Y ou blew up abig bopper?"

"Y eah. Some diggers and arepair spider had set the charge. All 1 had to do was push the button.
The remotes would have gotten me then, but at the last minute adigger tunneled up through the floor and
saved me. He took me to watch the nursie take you gpart. Ralph and the nursie taped you, and then the
nursie grabbed Ra ph Numbers and taped him, too. Thediggerssad ..."

Cobb'sface wasworking, asif he were arguing with avoicein his head. Now heinterrupted.
"Mr. Frostee wantsto kill you, Sta-Hi. He saysthat if it weren't for you blowing up GAX, the big
boppers would have won.”

Cobb was twitching now, asif he could hardly control himsdlf. Hisvoice grew thin and odd. "I'm
not apuppet. Sta-Hi ismy friend. | have free will."

Thewords seemed to cost him agrest effort. His eyes kept siraying to a hunting-knife lying on
his desk.

"No!" Cobb said, shaking hishead jerkily. It wasn't clear who he was talking to. "I'm not your
hand. I'm your conscience! I'ma. . ."

Suddenly hisvoice stopped. The features of hisface clenched in afinal spasm and then did back
into the serene curves of Me Nast. The thick lips parted to complete Cobb's sentence.

"... hdlucination. But thisrobot-remoteis, inthe last andysis, mine. | have temporarily had to
evict Dr. Anderson." The hand snaked over to pick up the knife.

Sta-Hi jumped to hisfeet and vaulted out of the tank in one motion. He hit the floor running, with
the robot close behind.

The door out to the hall was open, and Sta-Hi managed to dam it behind him, gaining afew
seconds. He got the second door closed too, closed tight, and he had his cab started by the time the
robot came charging ouit.

Sta-Hi ignored it, and aimed his cab at the black panel truck parked acrossthelot. He revved
the engine up to a chattering scream and peeled out.

The robot jumped onto his hood and punched hisfist through the windshield. Sta-Hi squinted
againg the flying glass and kept the car amed at the truck. He had it up to fifty kph by thetimeit hit.



The ar-bag in the steering column burst out, punching Sta-Hi in the face and chest, kegping him
in hisseat. Aningtant later the bag was limp and the car was stopped. Sta-Hi's lip had split. Therewas
blood in his mouth. The car lights were out, and it was hard to see what had happened.

Footsteps came running across the parking lot.

"What happened? Sta-Hi? Md?' 1t was Wendy. Sta-Hi got out of hiscab. The girl ran past him,
to reach out to the figure crushed between the cab and the dented side of the black van.

"Back up, Sta-Hi! Quick!"

But now the black van was moving ingtead. Its engine, dready on, roared louder, and it backed
out, grinding the pinned robot-remote against the cab's hood. It looked like steam was leaking from a
holein thetruck'sside.

Thedriverlessvan flicked itslights on, and Sta-Hi could make out the face of the broken robot
dumped across his cab's hood. The blank eyes may have seen him or not, but then the lips moved. It was

saying. ..

"Look out!" Sta-Hi screamed, snatching Wendy back and flinging their bodiesto shelter on the
ground behind the cab.

The robot-remote exploded, just like the other one had, back in the cottage on Cocoa Beach.

Astheringing of the explosion died out in their ears, they could hear the black van's engine,
roaring south on Route One.

Chapter Twenty-Seven

As soon as Mr. Frostee seized control of the remote, Cobb was utterly shut off from the outside
world. Asduring hisfirg trangtion, hefelt agrowing disorientation, an increasing blurring of all
diginctions. But thistimeit stopped before getting completely out of control. Vision returned, and with it
the ghosts of hands and feet. He was driving the truck.

"I'm sorry to have done that, Cobb. | was angry. It seemed essentiad to me to disassemble that
young man as soon as possible.”

"What's happened?' Cobb cried voicelessy. There was something funny about hisvison. It was
asif hewere perched on top of the truck, instead of being behind the whedl. But yet he could fed the
whed, twitching back and forth as he steered the truck south. "What's happened?' he asked again.

"I just blew up my last remote. We're going to have to find someone to front for us. One of the
Personetics peoplein Daytona."

"Your remote? That was supposed to be my body! | thought you said | had free will!"

"You dill do. I can't make you change your mind about anything. But that body was mine as
much asyours."

"Then how can | see? How can | drive?



"Thetruck itsdlf isa sort of body. There'stwo cameraeyesthat | can stick out of the roof.
Y ou're seeing through them. And I've turned the servos for manipulating the truck’s controls over to you
aswell. We may have our occasiond differences. Cobb, but | still trust you. Anyway, you're a better
driver than1."

"l can't believethis" Cobb wailed. "Don't you have any surviva ingtinct a al?1 could have
talked Sta-Hi into working with us!"

"He wasthe onewho blew up GAX," Mr. Frostee replied. "And now thewar islost. BEX told
me about it on the broadcast |ast week. Disky has reverted to complete anarchy. They've smashed most
of MEX, and therestak of disassembling TEX and even BEX aswell. Thefina unionisdill . . .
inevitable. But for now it looks asif . . ."

"Asif what?' Cobb asked. There was aresigned and fatdistic edge to Mr. Frostee'swords
which terrified him,

"It'slike waves, Cobb. Waves on the beach. Sometimes awave comes up very far, past thetide
line. A wavelike that can carve out anew channd. The big boppers were anew channel. A higher form
of life. But now we're diding back . . . back into the sea, the seaof possibility. It doesn't matter. It'sright,
what you told the kids. Possible existenceis as good asred existence."

They were driving into Daytona now. Lightsflashed by. One of Cobb's "eyes' watched the road,
and the other scanned the sidewalk, looking for one of the Personetics followers. The girlswhored and
the boys dedlt dope. But it was so hard to remember their faces!

"You know," Mr. Frostee said. "Y ou know he split the panels?*

"What do you mean?' There was nothing but darkness, and the two spots of vison, and the
controls of thetruck.

"Theré's heat lesking in from where your friend rammed us. The temperature's up five degrees.
One more, and our circuits melt down. Thirty seconds, maybe.”

"Am | on tape somewhere else?' Cobb asked. "Isthere a copy on the Moon?"

"l don't know," Mr. Frostee said. "What's the difference?’

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Wendy got the keysfor the red sedan, and Sta-Hi drove them back to Daytona. They didn't talk
much, but it was not astrained silence.

The police were dl around the truck when they found it. Driverless, it had veered off the road,
snapped afire-hydrant, and smashed in the front of a Red Ball liquor-store. The police were worried
about looting, and at first they wouldn't let Sta-Hi and Wendy through the line.

"That's my father!" Wendy screamed. "That's my father's truck!"

"She'sright!" Sta-Hi added. "L et my poor wife through!”



"He's not in the truck now," a cop said, letting them approach. "Hey chief,”" he called then, "here's
two individualswho say they knew the driver."

The chief walked over, none other than Action Jackson. He had amind like an FBI file, and
recognized Sta-Hi ingtantly. ™Y oung Mooney! Maybe you could enlaahten me asto what the hail isgoin
on?'

The crash had widened therip in the truck's Side, and clouds of helium were billowing out. The
gasitsdf wasinvisble, but the low temperaturefilled the air with amist of ice-crystals. A by-product of
bresthing the helium-rich air was that everyone's voice was coming out abit high-pitched.

"Theresagiant robot brain in the back,” Sta-Hi piped. "A big bopper. It's the same one that
killed my father and tried to et my brain.”

Jackson looked doubtful. "A truck tried to eat your brain?' He raised hisvoice, "Hey, Don! You
and Steve open tup! See whut'sin back!"

"Be careful!" Wendy squesked, but by then the door was open. When the mist dispersed you
could see Don and Steve reaching in and poking around with billy-clubs. There was a sound of breaking
gass

"Whooo-ee!" Don caled. "Got nuff goodiesin hereto open us a Radio Shack! Steve and me
saw it firg!" He swirled his club around, and there was moretinkling from inside the truck.

The otherswalked over to ook in. The truck was lying half keeled-over. There wasalot of frost
insde, likein afreezer chest. The liquid-helium vessel that had surrounded Mr. Frostee was broken and
there in the center was a big, intricate lump of chipsand wires.

"Who was drivin?' Action Jackson wanted to know.

"It could driveitsdf,” Sta-Hi said. "l rammed it and made ahole. It must have heated up too

"Y ou ahero, boy," Jackson said admiringly. ™Y ou may amount to something yet.”
"If I'mahero, can | leave now?"

A hard glance, and then anod. "Awright. Y ou comein tomorrow make adeposition and | might
could get you areward."

Sta-Hi helped himsdf to abottle from the liquor-store window and went back to the car with
Wendy. Helet her drive. She pulled down aramp onto the beach, and they parked on the hard sand. He
got the bottle open: whitewine.

"Here," Sta-Hi said, passing her thewine. "And why did you say he was your father?"

"Why did you say | was your wife?'

"Why not?'



The moon scudded in and out of clouds, and the waves came in long smooth tubes.



