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PART ONE






Chapter 1

‘Jean Sandwich?

Frank Cadero struck a casua posein front of the surveillance camera. Mounted over the elevator door,
thiswas the only camerain the whole lobby. Nor was this the only shortcoming about the security system
of Paradise Apartments. A big black mark must equally be awarded to the tangle of Swiss Cheese plants
choking onewall. Doubtless, these plants helped to maintain the pretence of Paradise; but any human
snake could lurk in ambush there.

These minor observations merely served to confirm what Frank already knew in some detail about the
economic gatus of the woman he was visiting. She was on the borderline, between Eden and thejungle.

‘ Jean Sandwich? Jean Sandra Norwich?
‘Yes, whoisthat?
Theintercom box made the woman's voice blurred and crackly: defect number three.

‘My name's Frank Caldero, Miz Sandwich.” He produced the bundle of money from hisinside pocket
and flourished the banknotes at the camera, fanning them. * Asyou can see, | don’t intend to burgle you.
Far fromit! | have aproposition of arather private nature for you.’

Redlizing thelewd possihilities of what he had just said, Frank burst out laughing.

‘Oh hell, that sounds completely wrong! What | want, Miz Sandwich, isto pay you — and handsomely,
too: five thousand, to be exact — just to listen to me for half an hour, then neither to say nor write nor
otherwise publicize nor even confide to afriend what | shall propose during the course of that haf hour.
The money’ syours, whether you say yes or no to my subsequent proposals.’

Y ou sound like awalking legal contract, Mr Caldero ... Hey, do my ears deceive me? Five thousand,
just for ligening?

‘That’ sthe generd idea. I'm gpproaching you on behaf of someone whom we shal refer to between us
as the Sponsor. Though I’ d better point out right away that he doesn’t sponsor chat shows or anything
likethat.

‘“Why didn’t you phone and tell me you were coming?

‘Random phone-taps. Key word sampling by our friendly Government computers. Thisisavery private
dfar’

‘Aren’'t you just alittle bit scared, standing there in a public place waving dl that money about? Shewas
playing him aong now, sudying him.

‘Itis rather public, isn't it? There are much more private places than this. Agree to my proposal, and
you' |l have the run of the best of them. But | dready checked those Swiss Cheeses for any worms hiding
inthe holes— and | |eft acouple of friends Sitting outside in an armoured limo.’

Maccoby and McKinnon were ... friends?

Actudly, the security chief and his bodyguard buddy were very civil fdlows, usudly. It wasjust that
Frank never fdlt particularly comfortable in their presence. Who knew what the Terrible Two had got up



to before Bruno King hired them?

Frank corrected himself: before theSponsor hired them ...

‘Areyou aplant lover, Mr Caldero?

‘Oh, I'm quite versatile. | can recognize aMonstera Deliciosa when | see one!’

‘Speaking of private places, | hear the grave' sfine and private. Y ou might want to murder me.’
‘A fine and private place, but none | think do there embrace.’

‘Hey, you're apoetry freak, too! | think | like you.’

‘If | wanted to kill you, I’ d just hide behind those leaves and wait.’

“Y ou might want to torture me awhile, first. Y ou can’'t do that so easily inalobby.’

‘ And thus avenge the ungodly words you write? To redeem, by pain, from Hell’ s pains?Per agony
adastra ? That might be typica of somerabid God Nut. But frankly — and I’'m adways Frank — what |
shall be proposing on the Sponsor’ s behalf isdigtinctly blasphemousin the eyes of the God Nuts. Still, if
you'reworried, I'll lay abet you have agun tucked away up there. We al have to protect our Paradise,
don’t we? So why don’'t you just fetch your gun and keep it pointed at me dl thetimel’m up there
talking to you? If my silver eloquence won't sway you, | deserve no better than lead.” Frank pulled what
he hoped was a tragicomic face, recollecting too late that if the camera was equipped with afish-eye lens
thismight well distort hisexpression into ahorrid leer.

‘I'm offering you five G, just to listen. And if you go through with what I'll propose, whether it's
successful or not, there's one million for you, to be banked in Zirich in your own name or whichever
nameyou like. | can’t say any more down here!’

‘did I just hear you —?

‘Onemillion’

“This Sponsor of yours ...’

‘Musgt berich. Heis’

‘It sounds crazy.’

‘No, he just happens to want something very specid from you.’
‘How can alady refuse? I’ [l send the elevator down.’

Within the elevator there was no survelllance camera: defect number four. Had there been acamera, it
would have spied achunky man of middle height with short crinkly black hair, like lamb’ swool. He wore
horn-rimmed glasses to correct amild myopia

Frank sometimes liked to imagine himsdlf as Superman in Clark Kent guise— admittedly areduced
verson. For though he lacked the necessary height and physique, even of Clark Kent, he did dispense
some of the power of Superman, courtesy of the Sponsor. (Whilst Bruno King looked even lesslike
either Superman or Clark Kent; but he meant to do something about this. Soon, too.)

However, Frank knew perfectly well that he would never launch himsdlf into the sky, and fly. At heart he



was too earth-bound. As solidly rooted as atree.

Frank’ s nose twitched in arabbity fashion as he reseated his glasses. Asthe eevator rose laboriousy up
the shaft, he dismissed his own fantasies and concentrated on Jean instead.

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 2

Jean Sandwich wasn't her redl name. Before she married Mike Hoffman — now firmly divorced — her
name had been Jean Sandra Norwich. In bitter humour at her situation, she had run her last two names
together.

She might have made the point even plainer by atering the spelling of her first nameto * Gene' : Gene
Sandwich. But that would have introduced a note of sexuad ambiguity. Whereas Jean wasn't in the least
ambiguous about her sex — or about the fact that Sex, in the broadest definition of the term, had done
her in. Sex had hogtied her. Sex had condemned her to aludicrousfate.

No ordinary annoyance at sexud role-typing inspired her change of name, however. It was something far
more biologicaly basic than that. A scientist once declared: ‘A human being ismerely ameansused by a
gene, to manufacture another gene.” And like a.comic-book heroine whirling around to strip off her
everyday disguise and revea her secret powers— or, in this case, secret curse— Jean SandraNorwich
became a gene sandwich. She was the dice of meat imprisoned between the genes of her mother Josie
and the genes of her daughter Alison.

It was alife sentence.

Jean went where she pleased, and did what she chose, and showed dl the signs of leading auniquely
specid, precious existence, full of freewill. But sheknew in her heart that thiswasdl anillusion.

For she was sandwiched. Those devil genes had laid down the [aw in daughter Alison, exactly asthey
hed in mother Josie,

Jean had been fiercely sure that she was a huge improvement upon mother Josie— until Alison beganto
grow up. Jean had been certain that she had pulled herself up successfully by her own bootstraps — until
her own stupid mother was recreated, out of Jean’s own womb.

The genes cared not a sparrow’ sfart for the person of beauty and wit whom Jean had made of hersdif.
They spat on her sendtivity and crestivity. They pissed on the pottery she crafted to prove her talents:
delicate fantasy landscapes full of castles and dragons and giant fungi. The genes preferred the sow’sear
to theslk purse any day.

Jean had dreamed that Alison would outshine her by as much again as Jean outshone Josie.

‘Foolish machine,” said the genes. And out of Jean there squirmed another anima aslacking in finer
fedings as Josie had been. Clearly Alison was destined to run through her wholelife as oblivioudy as her
grandmother, like a chicken with its head chopped off.

Maybe the genes sensed how overcrowded the world was getting. Maybe they had decided that
sengitivity was out of place. Or perhaps they had foreseen anew ice age or anuclear war, whereby life
would be amatter of grubbing around in the dirt for the next few thousand years. Whatever the truth of
this, Jean might be best lean meat, but from now on, plain bread seemed to be the staple.



While Alison was il an infant, and hope abounding filled Jean’ s breast, Jean threw her energiesinto
inscribing love and humour, excellence and artistry upon the date of her daughter.

Alas, Alisonwasn't adate a al. Shewas apalimpsest: atwice-used parchment, an economy modd. As
she grew up, the old writing showed through ever more clearly: the dumb, vanddistic scrawl which
denied that there was any specid merit to Jean’ s existence.

In her chagrin, Jean Sandra Hoffman — née Norwich — divorced her hushand and became Jean
Sandwich.

Y et Jean was far from slent in her disgppointment. In aseries of virulent magazine articles, which both
caught the public’ s fancy and provoked a counterblast of wrath, she explained in detail why she had
walked out on her husband and child, and why uniquely she had sued for non-custody and non-visiting
rights.

Unfortunately, her ex-husband Mike tended to agree with her. So there ensued the newsworthy
spectacle of the two divorceesfighting in public to off-load reponsbility for the product of their love on
to the other party. Perhaps because Jean made more commotion, she had won the day. She was more
congpicuoudy unsuited to be a mother, than Mike to be afather.

Y et she had never blamed Mike persondly for her horrid spawn and the ruin of her illusions. How could
she, when it was her own genesthat proved dominant? It was against Nature' s deceits that she railed —
and how shedid rail! She would do anything at dl to pay Nature back for the dirty trick played on her.

Consequently one of her articles dedlt with the controversid topic of human DNA research. In the very
same week that alaboratory believed to be meddling in this field was fire-bombed by a God Nut mob,
Jean wrote approving whole-heartedly of anybody who monkeyed around with * God' s blueprints . (A
few days|ater the magazine office had its windows stoned by a crowd wearing tee-shirts emblazoned
with themotto: I’ mnuts on God.’)

Y et, as Jean pointed out angrily in her article, even if an egg — which shewould be glad to donate —
were taken from her ovariesto beretailored in atest tube to produce something closer to her heart’s
degire, dl the remaining horde of eggsin her sex organswould still carry the same treacherous message
written in them. Not to mention every damn cdll in her whole body. Whatever miraclesthe DNA
sculptors worked in their admirable |aboratoriesin Chinaand Japan, she would till remain Jean
Sandwich.

The magazine thrived on the wrath. And so did Jean, for awhile. Y et the sad truth was that she was
aready becoming last season’ s sensation. She was rumoured to be writing a book, but perhaps thiswas
acounsd of desperation.

It was Jean’s DNA article which had first caught the Sponsor’ s eye. Whereupon Frank Caldero had
begun checking out Jean’ s affairsin detail.

It would be an exaggeration to say that the Sponsor had falen in love with Jean. He wasredly inlove
with an ideg, with avison. Jean had smply interposed hersalf between hiseye and that vision.

And now her public profile was fading fast. Which wasfine, just fine.

Needlessto say, Jean' sactua profile— asillustrating her articles— was ample reason for anyoneto fal
inlove with her, thought Frank ...

|Go to Contents |



Chapter 3

The elevator decanted Frank into another lobby unwatched by any camera eye. Stout apartment doors
led off thislobby, with peepholes plugged through them at eye level. Bolted to the door frameswere
intercom boxes.

Frank pressed the buzzer of apartment 804.
Nothing happened. After waiting for awhole two minutes he banged on the door with hisfigt.
A chain rattled, and the door swung open.

‘Sorry. | forgot. The squawk box up here sbust.” Jean backed away, holding asmall pistal, though it
was not pointing directly at him. She smiled in apology for the gun and the broken intercom; and her smile
devastated him.

Jean had glossy brown eyes, short auburn hair cut in a pageboy trim, and a perfect creamy skin. Her
nose was Grecian, her chin firm, and her figure aslovely as ever it had been before her terrible child had
swollenit. Her body had never despaired, as other women’ s bodies might have done. The tragedy was,
that lurking in thiswonderful body was the genetic government — temporarily in exile— which had
swept back to power in her offspring. This splendid Jean was only a sport of Nature: aonce-only Romeo
and Juliet tossed off by the genetic monkey typing pool, which tapped out dumb pulp books all the rest
of thetime,

Her smd| lounge was sparsdly furnished, though atablein front of the window was buried in house
plants. Their foliage completely hid the city outside, silent this Sunday morning. (Nobody was being shot
or robbed in the street. No one was rioting. Nothing was burning.) The plants were prisms of Paradise,
breaking the white and grey of concreteinto green light.

Here were Wandering Jews and ferns and ivies. And fleshy succulents, and bromeliads with pools of
water cupped in them. There was a Japanese fan pam. And, lest Jean forget, here were the twisted,
yellow-bladed swords of aMother-in-Law’s Tongue. Presumably, whenever Jean thought of this
hideous plant, she omitted the ‘in-Law’. It was, he noticed, Sansevieria trifasciata 'de fer’ — the new,
super-rigid variety whose touch and texture dmost lived up to its appearance.

Frank placed the money on the table benegth the striped blades of theSansevieria : an offering on the
atar of chagrin. Then he carried aplastic chair some way off and swung adtride it so that she would be
sure he couldn’t easily make any sudden movements.

Without bothering to check the money, Jean perched on the edge of asmall settee. And smiled again,
smiting him more deeply than any of those sword blades could have done. Nearby stood asmaler table
with some of her pottery craft gathering dust; she had given up on art.

‘May | cdll you Jean? And please call me Frank.’
‘Though that isn’t your red name.’

‘Oh, but it is. Frank by name, frank by — well, let’ s not mention Nature. I’ [| come straight to the point:
we d liketo invite you to participatein anillegal DNA experiment — ahighly illegal one, though it sone
of whichI’'m sureyou'll approve.’

She laughed.



‘Illegdl, by whose law? The genes are the only law, Frank. Look what their law has doneto me’
With her free hand she fumbled a cigarette from a packet; then hesitated.

‘Go ahead, light it,’ he reassured her. ‘We aren’t worried about you breaking any chromosomes by evil
habits. We re way beyond all that sort of smal change. | was, of course, referring toillega in the public
sense the prohibition on playing roulette with the sacred image of God. Not that God doesn't play
roulette with the universe, but apparently that’ s His business!’

So you want an egg from me? Why, permission granted!” Jean exhaled smoke. ‘No, that’scrazy. I’'ve
heard of the goose that laid the golden egg — but worth amillion?Y ou must have some women on your
team already. | hope you do!’

‘rest assured.’

‘Inthat case, you must want meto play host mother ... No, that’s mad, too. Y ou could easily hire some
poor cow for atenth of that money — unless you' re wanting her to give birth to a chimpanzee or ababy

gorilla...’
‘That’ s quite close, Jean. But you' relooking in the wrong direction.’
‘Let meguess’

“Y ou could guesstill you're bluein the face. Besides, it'sme who' s paying for the guessing time. So
listen: the Sponsor isafinancid superman. But he wants to become anactual superman. He wantsto
becomeHomo Superior in hisown life-time. He wantsto sire supermen. Superwomen, too. Hewantsto
giveriseto the next race. And he'll bethefirst of them: the founder, Adam.

‘Now, don't you grin! Wearen't just playing afool ong for hismoney. Technicaly, it'sall possble.
Now it is. Though for obvious reasons we' ve kept quiet about it. Hence,” and Frank nodded in the
direction of the plants, ‘your generousretainer.’

“You'redill taking arisk, telling me’
‘I think not. Y ou’ re highly motivated, onour side of the fence. Besdeswhich ...’

‘It sexactly the sort of thing I’ d invent mys=lf? To boost Jean Sandwich back into orbit? The mysterious
visitor, the vast bribe, the anonymous super-rich Sponsor ... Alas, you're so right! So: your Sponsor
wants to be the new Adam, and I’'m to be —?

‘Thistime round, Eve will be created first. Y ou see, we aren't absolutely positive we can pull it off witha
human being. Though that’ s smply because we haven't tried yet. The method definitely works with rats
and chimps— which iswhy | said that you were quite close. The chimps are, well, superchimps now.’

‘And what happened to the super-rats?

“We couldn’t risk the super-rats escaping into the wild. We had to destroy them.Not ,’ Frank hastened
to add, ‘that we have any intention of destroying the superchimps. That would belike killing your own
cousin. And the Sponsor isavery scrupulous man.’

‘Has he set up atrugt fund for them, or something?
‘They enjoy ddightful conditions. We did Serilize them, though, just asa precaution.’

“Yech.” Y et Jean accepted this. No doubt she was reflecting on the benefits which sterilization would



have bestowed on her, had she been able to foresee the future.

‘Merdy vasectomies and ligatures, mind you. We didn’t want to spoil their sex lives!’
Jean brightened. She set the gun aside, though it remained within easy reach.

* And how isthismiracle of change accomplished?

Frank mustered himsdlf.

‘I"'m no expert, you understand, but briefly it depends on the fact that agreat many gene Sites are dready
“pre-adapted” for asort of quantum legp to anew evolutionary level. Do you follow me? The old notion
that evolution has to take hundreds of thousands of years has redlly gone out of the window. Aswe seeit
now, when change happens, it happensredly quickly. It slike, well, a seed crystd suddenly dtering the
whole physical gatus of asaturated solution. Of course, itmight take aeons before this does happen —
before something triggersit. But the next evolutionary stageisgtting waiting in usal dong. Likea
butterfly inachrysdis’

‘1 know what waswaitinginme .’
‘That was just repetition.’
‘It was aparticularly unjust form of repetition!”

‘It was just the same old record, with the stylus stuck in the groove. Thisismorelike flipping the disc
over to play what' son the other sde. Thisisn’t any of your ordinary tinkering with genesthen
recombining them. It'saquestion of nudging the whole works.’

‘Buthow?’

‘We ve devel oped a self-replicating virus. It attaches to the DNA and spreads through dl the cdllsin the
body. That' sthe seed crystal. What islatent becomes actud, throughout the whole body. The flesh itself
changes, not just the seed. The nerve networks form new connexions. The brain reorganizesitsdlf. But
the Sponsor wishes to behold the new being, Eve, before he commits himself to becoming Adam.’

‘do hisscruples only extend to males and chimps? Can't he find aman to volunteer?
“You don't follow me.He has to be the first superman. So only awoman can precede him. Only Eve'’

‘I wonder whether that makes this anew, female cycle of creation? Or does it just make me a different
sort of chimp?

‘Well, neither ... though | take your point.’

Y et Jean’ s voice seemed full of zany anticipation. The feminist angle did not gppear to bother her
especialy. Aspredicted. Her chagrin was aimed at something far deeper than smply sexist oppression.

‘Actudly, Frank said coaxingly, ‘we believe that the human potentia for change ishuge, compared with
the rats and chimps. And they certainly did well enough.’

Jean grinned.
‘MaybeI'll be ableto fly through the air by will power? Maybe I'll become Wonder Woman?
‘“Who knows?



‘I'll hardly need amillion in the bank, then! Though,” she qudified quickly, ‘it’ll be handy to haveit.’

‘And haveit you shdl. But look, Jean: the money’ s more by way of reassurance— just in casethe
attempt doesn't succeed. If it does succeed, obvioudy you'll be the Sponsor’ s only peer on Earth. That
impliesalot morethan amillion.’

“How do you mean, “in case” ? Were there any mishaps with the chimps?

‘None whatever. What | meant was. in case nothing exciting happens. In case we have to go back to the
drawing board.’

‘I"d like to see these superchimps of yours before | make my mind up.’

‘No problem. Be our guest. Come and spend afew days down on the Farm. That' swhat we call the
Sponsor’s spread in the country. Thoughitisn't alot like an ordinary farm ... 1t smore like Paradise —
ared one. We can drive you down there right away, if you haven't anything else arranged. Not that |
want to rush you.’

‘| haven't. And you aren’t.’
‘It sabout four hours' drive’
‘Good. I'd enjoy adrive in the country. | haven't seen any real landscape for ages.’

‘Ah, I'll have to disgppoint you there. We have curtainsin the back of the Merc. | trust you won’t mind if
they’re closed? Y ou'’ Il appreciate the need for discretion.’

‘So I’'ll bring my Travel Scrabble. Do you play Scrabble?

‘Yes. But | cheat. | make very long words by adding extra syllables. My own house ruleisthat if you can
think up asingle plausible sentence using aword, then it’ s kosher. For example: we re going to
unsandwich you, Jean. WEe re going to regenerate you, unsandwichingly.’

Jean’ slaughter was a shower of slver.
‘If | say yes, to the unsandwiching.’
‘I'mfairly sureyou will. Y ou might even say we' re banking on it.’

Before they |eft apartment 804, Jean took care to water al the house plants. With one exception. She left
the Mother-in-Law’ s Tongue bone dry. Y et such neglect would have little effect. A Sansevieria was a
plant without sensihility. Like mother Josie, like daughter Alison.
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Chapter 4

To Frank’ s eyes, the Farm was indeed a Garden of Eden. The Sponsor was generaly an absent God,
who only paid flying vists there by helicopter. He spent the bulk of histime up in his penthouse heaven on
top of King Enterprises Building.

But obvioudy Bruno King would shift the centre of his power from the skyscraper to the Farm, when he
atered hisrole from that of God to Adam. Frank regarded this prospect with a certain mild jeslousy, for
up until now the Farm had been his own to roam as he pleased. Child of the city, it had delighted himin



hisfreetimeto wander itswilder domainsal aone,

Seded up astightly asan air base, though with far less public vighbility, the Farm (once you left the
complex of buildingsin the northernmost sector) was awild garden of woods and lakes and hills.

Oaks and pines and maples grew there; and apple and cherry orchards. Wild strawberries spread on
heathy upland, near unraided beehives. Irises and bullrushes choked a marsh. Siabby rocks were jungled
over with azadeas and rhododendrons. Streams ran through stands of old forest into an unfished river
stocked with trout and perch and chub. Muntjac deer scampered for cover at dawn and dusk. Pheasant
whirred aoft, safe from any hunter’ s bullet, while malard, coot and water-hens nested round the reedy
lakes. And funerd cypresses marched in rows, reminding Frank of a certain cemetery which had been his
closest contact with Nature when he was acity boy.

Stone and marble buildings were scattered about the estate, too, in the unlikdliest places: pavilions,
temples, arches, aturreted folly, arotondo, and amonumental column resembling an inland lighthouse.
The wanderer generally came upon these by surprise. Pebbled grottoes were cut into rock-sides, mouths
adrip with ferns and mosses; while rivulets spilling down the hillsdes were cunningly routed through the
bubbling lips of stone grotesques.

Closer to the Farm complex proper, were forma lawns and a complicated yew-hedge maze.

The estate spread over twelve square miles, and abelt of dense forest shrouded the whole perimeter,
with an dectrified double fence gtriding throughiit.

As soon as Craig McKinnon reported from the front of the limousine by intercom that they had passed
through the main gate, Frank opened all the curtains.

Jean and he had played four games of Scrabble, and Jean had won three of them. They had aso shared
apicnic lunch, washing pété and smoked-salmon sandwiches down with chilled Hock from the small
refrigerator.

Now bars of sunlight flashed epilepticaly as Reuben Maccoby piloted the Mercedes along aforest road.
Rounding afind bend, they emerged into the open.

Guernsey cows grazed ameadow beyond a horse paddock. To their right, the Farm buildings followed
theinner edge of the forest barrier for athousand yards. To their left extended the inner fence which
enclosed Eden. Its own gate still stood wide open in the distance, though redlly Frank was the only
dedicated wanderer. The other employees generaly stuck close to the amusements and sportsfacilities.

Severa dimwindmills spun their sails, and an artesian well tapped the water table. A flagpolerose
outside the ranch house, though no flag was run up the tack line; as usua the Sponsor was not in
residence. Frank pointed out the staff village, the games centre, the helipad, the milking sheds, the
security tower, the solar panels on the roof of the ranch house ... and the science area, adjacent to the
walled superchimp compound.

‘Superchimpsfirst.” Frank rapped on the glass and gestured. Maccoby had to detour on to the lawn to
avoid afamily of geese out for awalk.

An armed guard sat ensconced on top of the high ssonewall, in aglass cabin. At hiscommand a stedl
door rolled back to admit the Mercedesinto along, stout cage, then he locked them in for scrutiny.
Satisfied, the guard operated the inner mesh-gate and lowered a drawbridge beyond.

A broad moat |apped the inside circuit of thewall. Alligators were basking on the bank. A barbed wire



fence, decorated with red lightning flash signs, kept those snappy creatures by the water.
‘But it’slike aprison camp!’

Invain did Jean search the barren compound for any sign of gambolling chimps. A blank concrete
building, in the shape of a horseshoe, hunched around the north lip of adeep crater or pit; that wasal.

‘The shock you' d get from thefenceisn't lethad,” Frank explained genidly. * And the dligators are Strictly
afunthing. It swater that pongo loathes.’

Jean withdrew into her sest.
‘Y ou said they had ddightful quarters!’ she accused.
‘Oh, theydo. pongo never sees up here. We sincerdly hope pongo never will.’

The Mercedes halted outside the windowless building. Frank hopped out and ran round to open Jean’'s
door, to escort her to the stedl-clad entrance. He spoke into an intercom.

‘Frank Caldero, accompanying our specia guest. Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers.

‘pongo can’t imitate the human voice,” he commented. ‘ Their air pipes are too short. They haven't got
voca cordsin their necks!’

‘But thisisridiculous! | don't care how super they are— Harry Houdini himself couldn’t get out of here.
Isthisthe fine and private place?

‘No, no, and no. You'll be perfectly freeto roam.’
Did Jean detect anote of envy in hisvoice?

‘Look: ordinary chimps are damn clever. Leave them alength of bamboo, and they’ll invent the vaulting
pole. Superchimps are an unknown quantity. They'realiens, essentidly. Alienintelligences’

‘So don't they have any rights?

‘Does anyone? Beyond theright to starve, and fal sick, and get mugged, and be miserable? Our
superchimps enjoy theprivilege of ahappy life. But we must safeguard it. | don’tsay that they have any
secret plans up their furry deeves. But they're dl curiosity with acapita C. And if one of them got out,
we' d dl bein very hot water.’

‘Sothisisdl for their sake.
‘Right.

‘But you said dl sortsof physica dterations happen: evolutionary changes. Why haven't they grown
vocal cords and longer windpipes?

As Jean was asking the question, the steel door was opened by a red-headed woman wearing outsize
jeans and an open lab coat. Underneath was awhite zipped-up plastic windcheater. Her mountainous
bust looked as though it was bound with a huge bandage. She beamed.

‘I’'m Robina. RobinaWeber. And you' re the volunteer! Welcome, welcome. Naturaly, you' ve cometo
see how our metapongids are getting on — and the answer’ sfamoudly .’



Jean resisted an urge to glance back at the barbed wire, moat and aligators.
‘Oh, not asfamoudy asthat ! Nobody outside knows athing.’
Rohbina chuckled.

‘Caught you out there! Working with the metapongids, a person gets hyped up on al kinds of body
language. Y oualmost |ooked at the moat.’

‘Metapongids equals superchimps,” explained Frank.
“Youdon't say.’

‘I can answer that question of yours about their speech equipment. But come on in first — we mustn't
leave doors standing open.’

Robinadrew back with arush which pulled Jean and Frank insde the building, virtudly by suction.
Linking armswith Jean, Robinahauled her long a corridor then down along flight of steps, patting her
comfortingly al the while. At the bottom, Robinafinaly released Jean.

‘Do excuse me! Just my grooming reflexes at work!’

The room they now entered harboured video screens and racks of tape spools. The far wall was glass
from floor to celling. From this observation window, the spectator looked down into the * crater’ . Roofed
with clear perspex, the hole in the ground bellied out into a great, bright cave floored with soil and
illuminated by mirrors bouncing sunlight from above. The cave was a planthouse of hibiscus, passon
flower vines, bamboo groves, bananatrees, pams, lianas. One section was devoted to gymnastic
equipment. There were two huts €l sawhere, roofed with plastic thatch, and a pair of open booths
equipped with TV sets. In one of these booths sat apair of superchimps at their ease, their fingers
fluttering asthey watched afilm.

Another superchimp was working out on the pardld bars. Thefourth, and closest, was ambling through
the bamboo grove below, scratching itself. The superchimp walked erect, though in abow-legged way.
Its face was abuckled grey mask with squashed, flaring nogtrils and afloppy-lipped muzzle, surrounded
by amane of black hair rather like some nineteenth-century Russian novelist’s. Cauliflower ears stuck out
to thesides.

Unlike aRussian noveligt, though, luxurious hair covered al the rest of its body, too, apart from the
fingers and the feet. The superchimp’ sforehead receded less than that of any chimp that Jean recdled
Seeing on tripsto the zoo, when Alison waslittle. Its eyes were black and bright. It stood most five feet
tal.

Noticing the observers, it waved along arm to them, then made signs. After waving back exuberantly
with both arms, Robinasigned in reply.

‘What's he saying? asked Jean.

‘No, hedoes't “say.” Hesigns. That isn’t the same thing as* saying.” To answer your earlier question:
metapongids don’t sprout vocal cords, because they aren’t inclined that way. In the wild, a pongo
doesn't react to an dlarm cal by answering it — but with action.’

‘If somebody screams* Firel” I’'m going to get the hell out, not stand around asking questions.”

‘But this has degper implications. Theirsisasemantics of action, you see, not absiraction.\We may bdlieve



that we' re teaching them abstract thought — merely because we can evoke aresponse that seems
appropriate. Butthey' re just playing a drama-game with us— and the name of the gameinthiscaseis
Abstract Thought. They play it bloody well, incidentally. It'slike, well, trying to carry on aconversation
about evolution with adyed-in-the-wool God Nut. Y ou'’ re both talking the same language, but. So just
remember this. the metapongids aren’t ever thinking whatyou think they’ re thinking. They grasp the
world. They don't hold it a arnv' slength likewe do.’

‘It doesn’t seem to me they’ vegot avast amount of world.’

‘There s plenty, Jean. Besides, they watch alot of TV and movies. It's no worse than having to spend
your lifeon board agtarship.’

‘Not that anybody’ s ever tried.’

‘A gtarship without adestination,” added Frank helpfully. ‘ Their ship isn't going anywhere. But where are
any of usgoing in thelong run? Wdll, that' s what the Sponsor meansto find out. In practice, not in the
abstract.’

‘Can they, um, compare “before” with “now”? Can they explain what it meansto them to have become
superchimps?

‘They don't “explain.” They exemplify it. But let’ s not get bogged down in metapongid psychology.
That'smy business. Fascinating asit is, it' sasde-track from the main concern.’

‘But aretheyhappy?’

‘Let’sgo down. Ask them yoursdlf. I'll interpret. But remember,” and Robinatwitched her hands,
‘whatever | trandateinto words has avery differentfeel toit when | signit. It'smorelike balet, then.
And ballet doesn't say; it shows. Another thing: the new sign combinations they’ ve invented on their own
in no way match our own words and phrases one-to-one. My hands dance the ballet with them, but
increesinglythey’ re taking over the choreography.’

“Y ou mean you don’t know what they’ re saying to each other al thetime?

‘Depends. They'refluent in Amerdan. But that’sonly abass’

‘So even with dl that video gear you don’t know what they’ re discussing? What they're ... planning?
‘There'sno mdicein superpongo,” said Frank reassuringly. ‘He' saredly friendly felow.’

‘But not offensvely so,” added Robina. “When they meet anewcomer, which is obvioudy seldom, well,
they understandall about defensible body distance. They can read usin wayswe can’'t read each other.
Though lam beginning to catch on. They're, well, they’ re just Smply super — in more ways than one.’

‘Ah, but would you let your daughter marry one?
‘Aha Inyour case ... began Frank.

‘Inmy caseit would classify as cruelty to pongos. And don't | know it! Should my daughter ever notice
the difference’

Gazing down at the superchimps, Jean felt sad. They, too, had been hauled up by their bootstraps. Then
the bootstraps had been tied in knots. Ligatures and vasectomies.
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Chapter 5

Robinathrust the armoured glass door open as soon as the green light came on, and they walked out into
the subterranean garden.

Jasmine fragrance assaulted Jean. And Robinawas assaulted, too, by the superchimp. But gently so. He
draped an arm over her. With horny fingernails hetickled her scalp, while hisright hand flashed quick
sgns. It seemed to Jean that the superchimp was reacting to Robinathe way ahuman being treats a pet,
rather than the other way about.

But it was the human beingswho had sterilized the superchimps ... Did the superchimps know that?
Could they amdll the differencein themselves, while they till remained sexudly active’? Doubtless they
were aware that no superchimp babies had been born, or were on theway. Or were they any wiser
about the origin of babiesthan South Sea ldanders had once been?

‘ Caesar wishes to know who you are, Jean. What kind of person. How you relate to Frank and me.
Wheat things delight you.’

‘Plantsdelight me. And | play Scrabble’
Robinafluttered Sgns.

‘| skipped the Scrabble. So now you're agardener. Let Caesar touch you. Let him read your emotions
inyour muscletone’

Jean held out her hand. Caesar took it. Turning it over, he scrutinized her pam like afortuneteller. His
own hand felt rough, warm and hard. He let go of her, stroked her cheek briefly with his knuckles; and
that sufficed.

He signed; Robinaverbdized.

‘“Will you be gardening down here?

Jean shook her head.

‘Alas’ mimed Caesar.

‘Might | ask afew questions of my own?

The other three superchimps had now arrived. Caesar signed busily, to up-date them.

‘Sure, but keep them reasonable. The questions. The names of the other three are Cleopatra, Brutus and
Boadicaea’

Jean addressed Caesar; immediately he looked to Robina s hands.

‘“When you say “down here,” Caesar, what do you suppose goes on “up there’?
Frank whistled softly. But Robina s hands flashed, unperturbed. The reply came back:
‘If I'm congdering “down here,” I'm not considering “up there” am 1?7

‘Y es, but what do you suppose happens up there — outside?

‘ “Down here’ isour world,” interpreted Robina. * “Up there’ isthe other world. That’ s the place where



they make the movies. It'sadangerous, smelly world.’

“True enough!’

‘We go therewhen we die,” volunteered Caesar. Frank darted aquick glance at Robina. She frowned at
him; then frowned at hersdlf for having frowned.

‘That’sanew one, murmured Frank in adeliberately flat tone.
Robina signed of her own accord, questioning Caesar. Presently she explained:

‘That wasn't areligious statement. It was purdly practical. Pragmatic. Waste goes up: dead flowers,
excrement, falen leaves. Dead bodies are waste. QED.’

‘So we livein the shit up there? mused Jean. ‘don’'t | know it.’

All four superchimps were watching the humans closaly, fascinated by the brief flurry which Caesar's
impromptu remark had caused. Had Caesarintended this? Once more, Jean suspected that the tables
were somehow being turned.

He' s capable of making amonkey of us, she thought. She noticed Brutus signing behind his back at
Boadicaea. Or was he merdly scratching himself?

‘Whydo people make movies up there? she asked him.

‘Moviesare not made,” trandated Robinadutifully. ‘Moviesarereal. Only cartoons are made. And
those,” and now while she spoke Caesar mimed deep, with his eyes aflutter from rapid eye movements,
‘those are your dreams.’

‘Good God,” said Frank. * Caesar thinks we dream about weirdo animals. Disney rules Sumberland. He
filmsour dreams’

‘Waan't that Disney’ swholeidea? asked Jean innocently.
‘ldiot. HE' s making a digtinction between redlism and fantasy. Andthat’ s pretty interesting.’

‘Redlly?| don't know what moviesyoudo show them — movies as opposed to cartoons— but I'd
hardly say movies are dways very redidtic. | mean, takeKing Kong or Superman, to name but two.
Incidentdly,have they —?

‘Of course! Wedon't show them junk. Those are two of their favourite films. Jack Nimmo, who' s off
duty right now, he interprets the sound tracks for them into gestures, first time round — but for repeats,
they never bother with hand-dubbing. Actudly, Jack suspectsthey’redl pretty sharp at following speech.
But | doubt it. He saysthey don’t let on. It preservestheir, hmm ... Givesthem timeto think — like the
Soviet Foreign Minister. He can speak English, but he uses hisinterpreters as adelaying tactic. Well,
that’s Jack’ stheory.’

‘lan'tit abit provocative, showing themKing Kong?’
Frank chuckled.
‘ Shows them what’ Il happen if they try to escape.’

‘And they loveThe Sound of Music.’



‘l don't get it. Those are dl escapist movies. What' s so dangerous and smelly about them? Well, maybe
fromtheir point of viewKing Kong ...’

Robinasigned, and Caesar traced aswastika in the air, and made other signs.

‘Smdly NazisinThe Sound of Music. Bang-bang hoodlumsinSuperman. It'sasmely world, says
Caesar’

The superchimp raised both arms above his head, and made asif to legp and fly into the air. He pointed
enquiringly at Frank.

Frank laughed, and shook his head.
‘Only in arplanes, old buddy. Perceptive of you, though.’

Cleopatra ambled forward. What she now proceeded to act out was, to Jean’ s eyes, atruly amazing
mime; and the meaning of it could only bethis. ‘ Aswe are, compared with what we were before; so are
you people now —to what exactly? * But then Cleopatrawent on to sketch eephant earslooping up
around her own ears— ah no, they were Mickey Mouse ears! The superchimp pulled her lipsinto a
beak, like Donald Duck’s, and quacked. She ended by scratching her skull and banging her brow in
puzzlement.

Soif wearen't going to change into Superman — thought Jean, perplexed — that only leavesthe
cartoon characters of our dreams ... to model ourselves on? Doesit?

Apparently the superchimps were well aware that the humans intended to change themsdlves ... What
else did they know about it?

‘I didn’'t catch dl that,” confessed Robina.

‘I think | did,” Jean said quietly.

‘Well, shewasteling you her favourite cartoons.’
‘No, more than that.’

Cleopatra stepped up to Jean and patted her, cooing softly. And Jean heard in her coo of approval that
Cleopatraunder stood. She knew the change that had happened to hersdlf. She suspected that Jean was
to be the next candidate. And she wasn't warning Jean; she was encouraging her.

Then and there, Jean made up her mind.
“You can count mein,” she said to Frank. ‘1 accept. How soon do we get started?

‘Oh ... in, well, in about three days time.... we can sart, yes. We'll want to run some medical testsfirst.
We need to get you measured up. Test your eyesight and staminaand |Q and so on. For comparison.
There sthe financia business, too. I'd say, about four days. | must say I’ mdelighted to hear —’

‘Fine. Let'sget onwithit.’
‘Wdll, yes. | suppose you' Il want to go back to your apartment first to sort things out?

Y ou mean, arrange my disappearance properly? No, Frank, | never want to see that place again. Ah,
my plantsthough: | oughtn’t to abandon them ...’



‘I'll bring them down to the Farm. I'll seeto it persondly.’

With abrightly conspiratoria glance at Jean, Cleopatraran to anearby banana plant. Snapping off a
ydlow fruit, she scded avine-clad pergola.

‘Do 0, Frank. I'm sure you can look after everything just fine. Do so.’
Chuckling deep in her throat, the superchimp tossed the skin down accurately at Jean’ sfeet.

Had it not been for thisinterruption, Jean might well have remembered to add, ‘ Butdon't bother about
theSansevieria. It can become anEgyptian mummy — in the tomb of my room!” And she might dso
have laughed joyoudy and recklesdy.

Asit was, she had to avoid treading on the banana skin as she made her way back towards the
armoured glass door and elevator
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Chapter 6

Four days later to the hour, Jean let her robe drop and lay down naked on a huge white bed.

Frank admired Jean’ sbody unrestrainedly, Since his expression was conveniently hidden by the surgica
mask ingsted on by Dr Ohira, and he wore atent of alab coat. His eyes saluted her breasts. Yet he
knew that thiswasin likely farewel| to the woman she had been until today.

Did the Sponsor — who was watching remotely from his penthouse — admire Jean and desire her, too,
asshewas at present? Frank doubted this. To Jean, the present perfection of the flesh only hid a deeper
imperfection. To Bruno King, it merely masked his dream.

The bed was of flexible foam, able to conform to any bodily dterations. Not that any redly drastic ones
were expected. Jean wasn't, for instance, likely to sprout wings. The bed aso incorporated stress gauges
to record any weight loss or weight gain. Catheters and intravenous drips and vital Ssgn monitorslay ina
paghetti tangle, waiting to be connected.

Frank visuaized the bed as agreat dab of white bread. Upon it, Jean lay sandwiched between the past
of the human race, and the future. But the future was invisible as yet. Thus she was an open sandwich.

Dr Shiba hovered near her with the hypodermic which would send her to degp. Once shewas
unconscious, Shibawould connect up al the plumbing. Then, at the Godly word of command from the
Sponsor, Ohirawould inject the virus itself.

Based on the chimp precedent, the virus ought to take a day to establish itself in her body and a couple
more days to spread through every cell, then five days more to expressitsdf in anew Jean: the
Super-Eve.

Were she awake, thefina dayswould be painful ones, for her flesh would be reabsorbing itself and
generating new tissue, while her nervous system rewired itsalf. So she would not be revived till the
process had run itsfull course. She would spend the whole period of her change comatose — as had the
chimps before her, and the second batch of rats. Thefirst tria run with rats had been cut short on Bruno
King's command when the rats showed signs of extreme distress. Whether the rats had actually beenin
extreme pain was another matter; but the Sponsor had no wish to torture any living creature.



While Jean remained in isolation, her waste products would be pumped away into a holding tank, and the
plastic sausages of vitamin-enriched glucose which nourished her would be topped up automatically.

‘Good luck,” said Shiba. He dipped the first needleinto Jean’ sarm.
Shewinked a him.

‘Banzai! Here' sonein the eye for Mother Nature! But itisn't ... question of luck ... isit? Where's ...
Frank?

Frank redirected his gaze from Jean’ s nipplesto her eyes.
‘Right here’

‘Luck’srandom. Thisisn't ... random. Thisis... is...’
Jean did not say what thiswas; for she was dready adeep.

The next fifteen minutes passed in connecting Jean up, and checking the connections. Then Shiba spoke
to Ohirain Japanese.

‘Ima, sensall’

Ohiraunlocked the refrigerator. From a crowded rack ingde he took asmall bottle. Squeezing a
hypodermic through the cap, he sucked up dl the contents,

‘We areready now, Mr Caldero.’

Frank undipped the flat orange scrambler phone from inside hisjacket. Politely he addressed the video
camera

‘Ready to proceed on your word, Sir.’

The voice which came from the button in his ear was bird-like: twangy, sing-song, high-pitched with
excitement — even though King had not spoken up until now. King might be excited, yet he wasn't
jittery. This, after dl, was Eve, not Adam. But now the Sponsor could not resist making alittle speech.
For Frank’ s ears only? No, it would be recorded for posterity in the KE computer.

‘Thismoment isthe fulcrum, Frank. It sthe turning point of al futuretime. Hereisthefirst lungfish
crawling onto land. Hereisthefirgt bird taking off. Here isthe capture of fire. All of these, rolled into
one! Well, let'shopeso ... So | say unto you.Go Ahead. ’

Frank nodded to Ohira, and the doctor promptly injected Jean.
Inevitably, the hypodermic needle reminded Frank of God's cretive finger up on the Sistine Chapel roof.

But then, Frank awayswas a sucker for the obvious. Such as Jean’ s nipples, for instance. Regretfully, he
removed himsdf from their vicinity. The die was cast; the evol utionary Rubicon was being forded.
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Chapter 7

The transformation of Jean into Jean-Eve began three days after the injection. Day by day, the dterations
became ever more grosdy obvious to Frank and the other onlookers.



Her face grew plumper, with an expression which was aweird blend of cunning and vacuity. Ohira
surmised that thiswas smply due to retensioning of the facia muscles, coupled with the soporific drug.

Sheput onfat dl over, draining the supply of fortified glucose far faster than anticipated; the reservoir
itself had to be topped up. Her chin was engulfed, and doubled. Her negt bressts swelled. Her creamy
skin grew ruddy, as though exposed to a cold wind for many weeks, at the same time her temperature
soared, from the fever of the change in her. Her pageboy hair dl fell out, then grew back at amazing
speed, thick and black and greasy, as though her scalp had become a spinning loom. Her skeletal
sructure enlarged; she became not merely fat, but more massive.

Frank watched through the observation window from day to day, bemused, wondering how Bruno King
was reacting to this metamorphosis as he too looked in on it, from afar. The person evolving on the white
bed did possess a sort of coarse Rubens magnificence, yet she was hardly a beauty queen by any
contemporary standard. Y et the Sponsor did not complain. Indeed, he made no comment at dl.

Of onething Frank was already sure: this new person certainly wasn't Jean’ s mother, rebornin Jean’s
flesh. Nor wasit anything remotely like daughter Alison, as extrapolated into adulthood.

The chimp precedent proved mideading, as regards the time scale. By the seventh day of the
metamorphosis much of Jean’s new fat had compacted into well-buffered muscle, and shewas aprima
donna Wagnerian Vakyrie with huge bosoms and limbs. She had become a giantess two metrestal and
proportionately girthed, massing almost two hundred kilos. By now the Rubens-like impression had
yielded to something out of heroic legend. She was one of the giants who predated the Gods on Earth.
Shewasthefirst type of being to emerge from out of theicy void: atroll woman, who could easily have
snached Thor’ s hammer away from him with one hand.

By the tenth day she wastwo and a quarter metrestall (or long) and she massed well over two hundred
kilos

Was thisto be the future of the human race? wondered Frank. A race of giants? The old myth of the
descent of human beings from the giants of earlier days was being reversed before hisvery eyes.

Y et was this giantess clever — or was she dumb? Had al that nutrition been poured into mere bone and
tissue? What had become of Jean’s sharp mind?

By the twelfth day the changes seemed to have stopped. Shiba hated the soporific sedative and
disconnected Jean from the drips and catheters. She dept on, naturaly.

On the next day, early in the morning, she awoke.

Waiting in the changing room were the two Japanese gene-doctors and Frank. Playing cardsin the
observation room next door were M cKinnon and Maccoby: two muscular orderlies. Watching from his
penthouse suite severa hundred miles away, paged by Frank at dawn, was the Sponsor.

‘She' sconscious,” announced Ohira.
Jean had opened her eyes.
‘Now, gr,” said Frank into the scrambler phone.

The giantesslay till for awhile, asthough trying to remember who she was, yet not quite succeeding
because now she was Jean transformed.

Suddenly ajoyful grin spread over her great face. She arosein asingle motion, her mighty muscles



rippling, afemae Samson or Goliath with thongs of oily hair whipping her shoulders.

Stepping away from the white foam bed, she gazed at hersdf in along mirror. And laughed boomingly,
dapping her pamsagaing her thighswith dl the exuberance of aproud gorilla

‘How do you fed? ventured Ohira. He and Shibawere a couple of shaved monkeysin white coats, and
Frank felt no sturdier than a chipmunk.

Jean grinned hugdly.

‘| fed likeamilliondollars And | fedl like swallowing my daughter for breakfast. Or perhaps aroast ox.
Feed me!’ she ordered. She glanced about the aseptic room, as though this was actudly some cave
littered with carcasses, and bones.

The two doctors and Frank were now competing in offering her chairs, but she dismissed the seating as
far too miniature. Marching to the negative-pressure airlock, she tossed first one steel door jarringly
open, then the second, disrupting the airlock mechanism and setting off an darm bell. Striding into the
observation room, she thumped herself on to the stedl table there, scattering the two orderlies and their
card game. McKinnon retreated to bar the outer door with his body. Maccoby shut the darm off, then
joined him. They stood together with arms folded: two nervous wrestlers hoping to avoid a bouit.

Collecting the largest smock available, Frank hastened after the giantess. She accepted the garment with
anironic nod, and pulled it over her head, the better to demonstrate itsinadequacy. The smock parted at
the seams. She balled the torn fabric up, blew her nose boisteroudly to clear her sinuses and tossed the
used rag aside.

‘| shall wear robes,” she announced. * Something long and strong and bright, with aleather belt, and thong
sandals’

‘It'll takeawhile’
She waved Frank’ s gpology aside with agreat hand. The draught wasterrific.

‘Maccoby, you heard the lady. Go and seetoit.” It wasfairly obviousthat the two ‘orderlies were quite
outclassed, in any case. Looking relieved, Maccoby hurried from the room.

“Youare dill ... Jean? Frank framed the question cautioudly.

‘I have eaten Jean,” proclaimed the giantess. ‘ Jean istoo mean aname for me. Shewasjusthors
d’ oeuvres. But I'mthemain course. | shdl call mysdf ... well, I'll decidethat after breskfast.’

‘“McKinnon, the lady needs feeding.’

Presently, sitting vastly naked on the table, Jean-that-was demolished five steaksin arow, and adozen
fried eggs, washed down with half agallon of milk. Frank was beginning to wonder — as, no doult,
were Ohiraand Shiba— where exactly to draw the line between exuberance and madness.

After her mega-breakfast, the giantess belched appreciatively.

‘Thisroom'’stoo smdl,” sheremarked. ‘ All your rooms are puny. | need great halls” Shewaved at the
camerawhich scanned the observation room. ‘Hi there, Sponsor! When are the next Olympic Games?

Frank’ s spirits werein his shoes now, and maybe the two Japanese were wondering whether to
disembowe themsalves. Surely Bruno King couldn’t contemplate congress with thistitan? And hewas



certainly no sports promoter — evenif ‘Jean’ did now seem like the ultimate East German athlete,
pumped up with anabolic seroids.

Y et on the other hand, thought Frank with agrain of hope, maybe shewas on to something, if shewasas
fleet of foot asshewasmighty ...

That wasn't the point, damn it! The whole point of the exercise wasto find out what afuture superbeing
would belike. If they were dl likethis, the human race (Superior variety) would quickly egt itsdlf into
extinction.

And cometo think of it, maybe that was what reglly went wrong for the dinosaurs. They had dined too
sumptuoudy. They had cleaned the board, and |eft nothing for the next medl.

‘I know! | shdl cal mysdf Geneva. That's Jean — plus Eva, from Eve. And al my money’ sin the bank
in Switzerland.” She laughed, deafening Frank.

The Sponsor whispered in Frank’ s ear.
‘Could you say that again, Sir?It'skind of noisy in here’

‘| said: sheisn't exactly what | expected. But then, none of us knew what to expect, did we?l am ...
shocked — and pleased, too. Such strength and presence warms my heart, Frank. | can hardly fed
amoroudy attracted to her, but naturdly I'm till viewing her with the eyes of Now, not with the eyes of
onetransformed. Could a pre-human hominid fed sexudly attracted by a specimen of Homo Sapiens?
Hardly! 1do recognize this, Frank. Perhaps you thought that | expected a Primavera or an Aphrodite?
Rather than atitan?Not necessarily. Y ou’ ve done remarkable work. Please tell Ohiraand Shibathat I'm
pleased with them. At the moment | can'tlike her. Y et thereisadmiration in my soul for the prodigy she
is

‘I"'m coming down in person, Frank. Anybody in theworld may be ordinarily handsome or clever or
strong. But we seek the extraordinary, don’'t we? | certainly do. I’ [l need afew daysto rearrange my
affairsat thisend. | don't think I’ m going to be very interested in my old life-stylein afew weeks time,
but of course one must keep hold of thereins. | too shal be aprodigy. Wetwo will be the first of anew
race.’

‘What about Jean? | mean Geneva.’

‘request her to stick around, till we can meet on equa terms. That’s part of her contract. Meanwhile, tell
Maccoby to redouble the security precautions.’

‘Will do.

As soon as Frank had clipped the phone inside his jacket again, he told the two doctors of the Sponsor’s
pleasure. Immediately the Japanese abandoned dl restraint. For awhole minute and more they clapped
each other and Frank on the back. Luckily Genevarefrained from joining in. Indeed, she wore aquizzical
expression on her face.

‘I"d forgotten abouthim,” she said.
‘He' spart of thedeal,” Frank reminded her, gingerly.
‘Ho, ho. He'll need to be superb, to bowl me over.’

Frank couldn’t visudize the Sponsor, or anybody else, bowling Geneva over and taking her in rut.



Personally he would prefer afew inches of sheet sted between himsdlf and any tryst of thetitans.
‘Point taken. He' ll need to be.’

Of course, McKinnon or Maccoby could always shoot a hypodermic dart into Geneva— primed with
something suitable for stunning arhino, say — whereupon Ohira could perform the task of conception by
atificia insemination ... Y et Frank doubted that the Sponsor had any such deight of sperminmind.
Bruno King had sounded quite intoxicated by the coming wedding of the giants.
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Chapter 8

Duly robed and thong-sandalled, Geneva spent the following days sprinting about the estate. She
gplashed through lakes. She scaled hills. She crashed through thickets. Her amazing new body seemed
quitetireless.

McKinnon and Maccoby did their best to keep track of her; and Frank was relieved to learn that
Genevamade no attempts on the dectrified frontier fence. Y et why should she? Shewasn't particularly in
prison, and if shetook it into her head to burst out, barrelling straight through the main gate, where could
sheever find asufficiently plentiful supply of steaksand suchintherurd vicinity? Raw, on the hoof?
Doubtless the idea of roaming the countryside like some Grecian-attired Bigfoot possessed little appedl.

Six days after Geneva sforceful exit from the changing room, Frank sat at the whed of the Mercedes as
Bruno King's helicopter, with itsbold silver coronet motif painted on the side, came down to land on the

heliped.

Hewaited till the rotor blades had stopped turning before he hopped out and opened the rear door of the
limousine. McKinnon would be most annoyed if theinsde got filled with dust.

Bruno King descended from the helicopter. He was aweedy specimen of aman. Or perhapsawiry one,
depending on one' s point of view. Whenever Frank saw him, before King' s persondity overwhelmed
him, he couldn’t help but think at first (being a sucker for the obvious) of those classic advertissments for
body-building regimens, where the beach boy kicks sand in the face of the runt. King had obvioudy
developed hisfinancid muscle to burgting point, but when it came to making his body superhuman only
science was going to help him, not work-outs.

Actualy, Bruno King had some trouble with his digestion, as aresult of which he subsisted on adiet of
malted milk, oysters, soft-boiled eggs, honey and vitamins, which, perhaps, waswhy he had trouble with
hisdigestion.

The Sponsor’ sface was birdlike, with abeak of anose and brown beady eyes. Today hewore a
deerstalker with ajaunty green festher stuck in it, and ared-checked lumber jacket zipped up to hischin,
asif it was hisintention to hunt Geneva through the woods of his estate. With approva he noted that the
flag was run up the pole (with afluttering coronet on it).

‘Whereis she, Frank?
‘Out roaming, §ir.’
‘| suppose | couldn’'t expect her to mount an honour guard. Where' s Maccoby?

‘Out keeping tabs.’



King glanced scepticaly at the waiting limousine, as though it had been parked deliberately so asto get in
hisway. His eyes charted a tentative course around the long Mercedes. Rejecting this option, he climbed
into the back of the limousine, shuffled acrossto the far side and opened the other door. Hisintended
route leddirectly from helicopter to changing room, and he did not intend to deviate an inch fromiit.
Climbing out, he set off on foot for the medica centre.

Frank had aready shut the passenger door politely behind King and was back in the driver’ s seet, with
the engine on, before he noticed. Hastily abandoning the Mercedes, he rushed after his master.

‘lIcan drive, you know!” he protested.

‘Sureyou can. Y ou dways drive that thing like ahearsewhen I'minit. | like some pizazz in my drivers.
Anyway, while we re waking over | want to outline the atorney Stuation. The whole show isset up to
run like clockwork from the KE Building, theoreticaly for ever more. But you, Frank, will possessright
of attorney to change corporate basics on my say-so from here.’

‘But you can't trust an employee with something like that! | might be aboring driver, but —'

‘“With certain qualifications, Frank. There are code-words for each possible event. You'll receive them
from me, and passthem on. That’sif | can’t be bothered to pick up aphoneto cal KEB mysdf. Or
physcdlycan’t pick up aphone. And here,” and King burrowed in hislumber jacket, ‘ are sealed
ingructionsfor various wild-card events’

Frank leafed through the packet. The enclosed envelopeswerelabelled: * Inthe Event of Death,” ‘ Inthe
Event of Brain Death,’ * In the Event of Homicidal Insanity’ ...

‘From hereonin, | wish to define what condtitutes “ sang” behaviour on my part. In the envel ope headed
“In the Event of Apparent Insanity” you'll find aspecid sanity test I’ ve had drawn up, with precisely
thisinmind. Y ou'll appreciate that sanity for meisn't necessarily the same thing as sanity for the next
fdlow.

Frank nodded brightly. He glanced back at the Mercedes, forlornly unattended with two doors wide
open and the breeze blowing through. He noticed faint fumes puffing from the exhaust pipe.

‘I’m depositing duplicates of this package with Ohiraand Maccoby.’

‘Chrig, gr, | wouldn't give Maccoby —!’

‘Reuben owes me deep loyalty, Frank. So deep, it'salmost embarrassing what he’ d do for me.’
Frank swallowed.

‘Wdl, solong asyou' re—

‘Oh, | am. I’ ve deposited afurther copy with John Schaeffer at KEB. Soit’sall tied up, and it' s knotted
tight into the silicon guts of the KEB computer.’

‘| just redlized, | l€ft the engine running,” said Frank in anguish.
‘Sort that out later. Right now, | wish to get changed.’
‘But it might sart off onitsown.’

‘Leaveit. Life stoo short, Frank.’



Frank noticed that Craig McKinnon was sprinting dong past the maze, heading towards the limousine.
Reaching the Mercedes, he legpt in and gunned the engine, bringing the vehicle round with ahowl of tyres
in aneat manoeuvre which successfully dammed the passenger door shuten route, before skidding to a
hat outsde the medica centre.

‘Morelikethat,” said King softly. ‘Y ou see? Hewaked onin.

“You couldn’t park apoodle,” sneered McKinnon, as he caught up with Frank and shoved him inside.
‘“Why don’t you get your eyestestedagain?’

‘Shazam,” swore Frank forlornly. * Oh,shazam it!”

‘Don’'t you blaspheme at mein Hindu.’

‘InHindi. Thelanguageiscaled Hindi. Anyway, that wasn't Hindi.’

‘I know what it was.Captain Marvel. | read comicstoo.’

‘Do you read anything else?

Frank felt the flat pressure of McKinnon's holstered pistol up againgt his spine. He walked faster.
‘More respect for the King' s attorney, please,’ he called over his shoulder.

McKinnon sniggered.
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Chapter 9

Now that he was stripped off, Bruno King may have reminded the two Japanese of anorigami figure: he
was a man made of tightly-folded, pinkish-white paper. Ohiraand Shiba, of course, were far more
interested in what he would look like when he wasun folded ...

King was duly put to deep on the white bed; he was connected up and injected.
Three days later, while Geneva continued to thrash ebulliently around the estate, the changes began.

Like Jean, King proceeded to go through what Frank now thought of as the stage of bana caricature.

Y et whereas Geneva had seemed for awhile merely fat, stupid and gy, during the corresponding period
of hischange Bruno King actudly shrank, becoming very reminiscent of an Egyptian mummy, hedried up
and shrivelled. 1t ssemed that not only were the catheters draining fluid from his body, but that the feeding
tubes were emptying him too. He was regressing into some wizened, primitive monkey-man.

Frank viewed thiswith concern — as did the two bodyguards, for they were watching the body they
were paid to guard evaporate before their very eyes. McKinnon and Maccoby had worked out arota
between them so that one or the other would aways be in the observation room, playing solitaire or
studying comic books. From here on, Geneva had to be |eft to her own devices.

Then, King stabilized.

Y et he did not build back. Instead — weighing by now less than fifteen kilos, and measuring just ametre
long from head to foot — he became something ineffably beautiful: asprite, an efin cresture, fairy-like,

angdic.



Frank was consumed with wonder, mingled with anxiety.
Ohiratook him aside one day, out of hearing of McKinnon.

‘Thiscan’t be the future of the human race, Mr Cadero. Giant ladies, and tiny males! It wouldn't work,
not with our species. We aren't spiders! | believe that what' sredly happening isapeculiar kind of
psychobiological change. The subject becomeswhat he really wishes to become, deep down in his soul.
Thisishow heredly fedsheis. It'shisided of himself. Man as metaphor, rather than mesat. A dream
figure’

‘There' s plenty of meat on Geneva,” said Frank.

‘So that was her secret dream. To be an Amazon, atitan. It was her soul’ s dream, unknown even to
her.

‘And Mr King' sdream wasto be afary?

‘That was his soul’ s dream. He wished to be utterly beautiful — and, gosh,” for Shiba favoured dipping
one or two British idiomsinto his speech, ‘heistoo. But not by any ordinary standards of good looks.
No, thisisthe beauty of ahumming-bird, or abutterfly. I’ Il wager that if you,Mr Caldero, were injected
with the virus then you wouldn't turn out to be anything like either of them. Y ou might become a
werewolf or ... oh, | don’t know what! Something agquatic, breathing water. A merman, maybe. Akappa

- Japanese frog-boy.’
Speak for yoursdlf, thought Frank.
‘Look,” hesaid, ‘dl therats ended up resembling each other physicaly. Ditto with the chimps.’

‘Ah, but rats havecunning astheir dream. While monkeys have dexterity — that’ stheirs. But with us ...
Animas haven't got as much imagination as human beings’

‘Frankly, I’d say that the superchimps are somewhatless agile now! Especialy when they walk.’

‘No, no. Ther hands are extremely agile and expressive. The dexterity resdesin the hands. With us, as|
was saying, our human imagination comesinto play. It seems asthough the world is newly made, and we
can recreate oursalves according to our heart’ sdesire. Y et this remains an unknown desire. We can't
command it. We can't foreguessit. None of us knowswhat he or sheredlly desires. Y et something
knows. Maybeit’ s the body cells— or the subconscious. Our change isamythologica force, Mr
Cadero! Andthisisthered dream of mythology. It’'sthe way back to the wonderful magical race of
grens and harpies and manticoras, of kappa andningyo, the Japanese mermaid. Everyone will become
hisor her own species! Thisvirusisasoul-teratogen.’

‘Comeagan?

‘A breeder of mongters, from out of the soul. Y et they’ re perfectly viable monsters. They’ re beautiful,
eachinitsown terms. Gosh!’

‘| supposethat’s one way of looking at it.’
‘It'Il be Mr King' sway of looking &t it. | know it will.’

‘Doyou redly think he'll beglad to turninto afairy? Lord, let’shope so. As| seeit, Dr Ohira, thiswhole
project has just gone sweetly up the spout.’



‘Oh no. No.’
‘How are they going tomate, for Chrissake?
Ohirawaved ahand impetiently.

“To make their superchildren? Ah, that’ s lessimportant now. Other people will joininthis, this
wonderland by invitation. With Mr King' s consent, of course. Brave and bold spiritswill beg to be
admitted. Oh, | can seeit now! Naturdly, you'll haveto bejust asdiscreet in your recruitment
programme as you werein hiring Jean Sandwich origindly.’

‘Areyou crazy? We can't go out andadvertise thid’

‘Mr King will be requiring unusua company, won't he?

‘| don't seewhy. “Two Paradises ‘twerein one, To livein Paradiseaone,” * quoted Frank.
‘Isthat aproverb?

‘Ligten: itisn't up toyou to crowd the Farm out with ... With what? Freaks?

‘| shall certainly raise the matter with Mr King when he wakes up. Given abig etaelikethis, it' sonly
sensible. | have not heard Genevaworrying about her Swiss bank account lately.’

‘Can you visudize her boarding a 747 to zoom off to Zirich? They’ d have to tear arow of seatsout. I'll
giveyou ared proverb, Doctor: “Two's company.”’

‘If Mr King cannot have afamily, hewill need acommunity.’
‘Damn it, that isn’t what this project was about! It was about —'
‘It could very well be about that now.” And Ohiraeyed Frank speculatively.

Frank chalenged him. ‘Il tell you what you' d redlly like. Y ou' d like to see ahugebonsai garden —
consisting of people. A garden of freaks, warped by your virus. Y ou’ ve been bitten by the collecting
bug.’

‘Warped? Ah, not by my skill, but by the souls of those concerned. Please remember, Mr Caldero: it's
your garden too. Y ou love it passionately, perhaps? Y ou' d loveto liveinit dways, wouldn't you? | have
seen jed ousy written on your face’
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Chapter 10

Bruno King grew dighter and even more beautiful before he avoke. Two filmy, ballooning membranes
gprouted between hisarms and his sides, extending from wrist to waist. These were angd wings, though
attached like the webs of some gliding mammd.

Ohirahad gone once into the changing room, wearing protective clothing, to examine these wings. When
he handled the comatose body, he received afierce dectric shock; hisarm was pardysed for half an
hour.

On the twelfth day of the metamorphosis Ohira hated the soporific drug. Wearing thick-soled rubber



boots and rubber glovesthistime, he successtully disconnected the plumbing from thefairy’ sarms,
mouth, nogtrils, penis and anus. Either the rubber insulated him perfectly, or €l se the unconscious body
sensed that no unnecessary meddling was intended. No shock was discharged.

Thefollowing morning, Bruno King (that was) sat up and saw himsdlf.

He stared in amazement, with great dewy eyes. The mirror returned hisimage. He warbled joyoudy, and
pranced about the room. His membranesinflated like twin arm-parachutes, alowing him momentarily to
defy gravity.

Now hewas afairy kite: something which children might fly on asummer’ sday high ontheend of a
gring. Y et he was both childand kite at once. Thiswas histransfiguration, dreamed long ago, and long
forgotten, back in the dawn days of hislife before the paper of the kite became dl one colour: green,
printed with bank serial numbers.

‘How do you fed, Sir? Frank wasworried in case another surge of eectricity might conduct down the
kite gtring from out of the heavens which King now inhabited.

Perhaps the new King couldn’t talk, thought Frank. Perhaps he could only warble. Frank patted his
pocket, in which reposed the packet of envelopes, each marked * Inthe Event of ...’

Y et thefairy’ svoice was ajoy to hear. It waslyrical; it was a song.
‘Genevadoesn'tneed dl that money!” hetrilled. ‘ She dready hasdl she needs.’

Thiswaslike hisold voice. Y &t whereasit had aways sounded shrill and twangy before, now it was
trained and tuned and pure. The voice matched the pixy body perfectly.

‘ She must know that by now! Let me out, let me out into the grounds!’
Ohirasmiled smugly. Even so, he held up awarning hand.
‘What isit, man?

‘Justone moment, Sir. Are you aware that you can deliver a powerful eectric shock? A shock strong
enough to stun aman, or maybe even kill him?

The pixy consdered thisfor amoment. Briefly hisbody crackled with static, as he thought of it.

‘Yes, yes, it' squite true! How remarkable! Thank you for drawing it to my attention. Here, Ohira, let me
show you.” Hethrust out hislittle hand. ‘ Don’t worry, it’s under voluntary control.’

Gingerly Ohiraextended ahand. (Once shocked, twice shy.) Fingers touched. Nothing happened.
‘I'll giveyou atiny little demonstration shock now — are you ready?

Ohirayelped, and jerked back.

‘Aw, that was nothing. Don’t be so soft.’

The doctor shook hisfingers about asif knocking mercury back down an invisible thermometer. He
winced.

‘How do you, hmm, do it?



‘Not telling. Why should 1?1 hold al the patents here. Now, kindly let meout. I'm getting impatient.”

McKinnon and Maccoby had bunched by the window, on aert, shouldering each other like defence
tacklers.

Y ou aren’t strong enough to open the door yoursdlf, thought Frank. Y et on the other hand ... Shazam!
Y ou can knock aman down.

“You won't be able to bowl Genevaover with dectric shocks,” he remarked. ‘ It would take a cannon to
knock her out.’

‘That isn't exactly how | envisageit, Cddero!” The pixy King legpt highintheair. ‘ Maccoby, open the
doors! Right now!”

‘Yes, Mr King,” came ashout through the glass.

‘King, no more,” declared the one-time Bruno. * Except to people on the outside. To al the rest of you,
I’m Arid now. Youwill cal meArid.

Theinner door siwung open.

An hour later, Frank and Ohiraand Maccoby watched through binoculars as Ariel came gliding in from
some maple treesto land on Geneva s mighty shoulder.

Hewhispered in her ear. The giantess laughed merrily, and plucked him from her shoulder. While
Maccoby tensed, asif to run and rescue him, shetossed Arid high intheair. He glided around her, and
around again in afigure eight, to land upon her once again, and bend as though to sip at her breasts.

Theill-assorted pair — the grest troll woman and the sprite— seemed to be getting on famoudy
together. Frank would have gone so far asto say that they werein love at first sight; more so, indeed,
than if there had been some rambunctious thrashing about of randy Titans. They werein love withwhat
they were.

That night the two changed people did not return to the Farm buildings. What they were up to, or where,
no one knew.

Geneva checked in the next morning, ravenous for steaks. Arid, perching on her shoulder, demanded a
bowl of milk and honey.
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Chapter 11

Theidyll lasted for dl of two weeks. But then, even without being prompted by Ohira, Ariel grew
restless. At least, Frank did notthink that Ohirahad prompted him ...

The couple had taken up permanent nightly abode in one of the severd temples scattered about the
estate, gppropriately enough, the Temple of Venus. Degp in an oakwood, this particular temple was
decorated with erotic frescoes which Frank knew well from his former wanderings. Upon thewalls
beasts and half-beasts copulated with human beings, while up on the ceiling was painted the ingenious
framein which Pasphaé seduced abull in rut, to concelve the Minotaur. Frank couldn’t help wondering
whether Ariel and Genevawere using these frescoes as their personal Kama Sutra, searching for a
suitable fit between *hare’ man and * eephant’ woman.



Onemorning Arid flitted in from the wild, while Genevawaited for him by the yew-hedge maze. He
convened a conference out in the open air, consisting of Frank and the Japanese doctors, Robina Weber,
McKinnon and Maccoby, and Mgor (Joe) Lambert, the Farm Manager ...

‘Itisn't enough,” chirped Aridl. ‘| need more to occupy me.’

“We could smuggle you back to the penthouse, without anyone being any the wiser,” suggested Frank. ‘|
suppose John Schaeffer might insist on seeing you. But there' s dways the precedent of Howard
Hughes...’

‘ Stop babbling, Frank. | want volunteers.’
Ohiraclapped politely, like a Chinese leader applauding himsdlf at an airport.
‘Quiteright, Sir Ariel. The experiment must broaden its scope,né ?

Major (Joe) Lambert spoke up. Mgor Lambert was a podgy, balding man with long blond moustaches
and thick blond eyebrows.

‘Redlly, thisain't the sort of thing my boys and girlswould go for. It' s sort of spooky and unsettling,
what’ sgoing on here, see what | mean?* Course, it doesn’'t botherme, sir. Andthey don't gossip when
they’reon furlough, no sir! Thisisanother Los Alamosto them. ‘ Far asthey’ re concerned, it' sa
Government project — and for &l | know, itmay betoo. Y ou' re experimenting with aien beingsin that
monkey house. Y ou’ ve captured a UFO crew.’

Robinasmirked.
‘Quiteright, Mgor. Of course we have.’
‘That’ sthe safest attitude.’

‘| have asuggestion, sir,” said Maccoby. ‘ The rest of the estate ought to be sealed off now. With your
permission I’ll ingtall communications gear up in that temple of yours. That way you won'’t risk freeking
the employees.’

‘Good thinking, Reuben.’

‘I'll seetoit today. But going beyond that, what Joe says abouthis staff doesn't exactly apply to mine. |
recruited those guards— they’ ve seen weirder things. Butthey aren’t volunteer materia. Not for that.
They need to stay high and clear, to do their job properly. Anyway, | need them dll.’

‘There samatter of inducement,” said Frank.

‘“What are you thinking of 7 cried Arid. ‘A million in cash for my beloved Genevawasone thing. Shewas
thefirst brave pioneer. But no way am | going to pay amillionto al comers. Not now that thething's
proven. So come up with abetter idea.’

‘Fifty thousand —
‘No, no. The experienceisits own reward.’

‘Wl sure, but how do we put that over? | mean,you say s0,” Frank added carelesdly, *but | wouldn't
know, would 17

A gleam entered Arid’s eye.



‘I mean, obvioudy | could “persuade’ assorted bums and hobos,” Frank hurried on. * But you mightn't
likewhat they changed into.’

‘On the contrary, | should regjoice to see the despised and disadvantaged ennobled! Genevawas one
such. Andto tell the truth, sowas|. | intend the world to be reshaped.’

“Y ou really want me to kidnap winos off the streets?'Y ou want to fill the place with satyrs? Thought
Frank: some of those frescoes redllyhave affected him ...

‘“Would you rather | keep more select company? Ah Frank, try to perceive the shape of the future: every
man his own dream, every woman hers. A thing like thishasto grow, Frank, or dseit falsdown. It' sjust
like business— a smple matter of dynamics. Onething | haven't forgotten isthe goa | set myself — just
because | turned out, to my amazement and ddlight, to be thiswonderful being, Aridl.’

‘Ohyes... thegod ... of course. The super-race. Well,| hadn’t forgotten that either, Sr. But have you
and Geneva...?| mean,can you and Geneva—7

‘Can we cut the mustard? Oh Frank, | have had my eyes opened. What | dreamed of before wasjust a
human fantasy of firmer muscles, brighter brain, perhagps afew wild tdents” (‘ He susing my nametoo
often,” thought Frank uneasily.) ‘But I’ m transhuman now. Asis Geneva, my beloved. We have gone
beyond. Y ou can no more describe our present condition to the uninitiated than you can describe the act
of riding abicycle. It Smply hasto be experienced. So who will experience the change next?

McKinnon and Maccoby both folded their arms. Mgjor (Joe) Lambert twiddled his moustaches. Robina
signed to hersaf with one hand, and replied with the other. Dr Ohiraadopted the mask of abenign
Buddha

Arriving like an avalanche, Genevawas abruptly in their midst. Scooping Ariel up on to her shoulder, she
pointed afinger squarely at Frank.

Arid twittered in her ear. She boomed back at him. Twitter and boom, for awhile. Frank couldn’'t —
didn’'t dare— understand. Then Aridl, from on high, announced:

“Youwill change, Frank. Thisismy gift to my bride. Afterwards of course, you will be our peer in every
way. You can even have atemple, al of your own.’

Genevagrinned, crunchingly.

‘I just want to show my gratitude, Frank, in the most appropriate way.’

‘Hey! Wait aminute’

‘More like two weeksthan aminute.” Ohirapolished his hands.

‘For Chrissake, I’'m supposed to be your attorney! Who'll keep in touch with Schaeffer at KEB?
‘Oh, | can eagily run things from the Temple, as soon as Reuben fixesit up.’

‘Congder it fixed up, Sr.’

‘And you'll ill be ableto help me, Frank. In between our other, richer occupations. As Founder of the
Future, | can seethere’ salot to be done’’

ABLIt_l



‘May your secret desire befulfilled!” Arid clapped his hands gleefully; afew sparksflew.
‘Look at it thisway, gr: there stwo of you —'
‘Three, quite soon.’

* — versusfour or fivebillion norma people! | mean, | can imagine a superman who looks
approximately normal founding anew race, you know, as along-term project, and getting away with it. |
mean, thatwas the idea—'

‘Clearly the superman concept was fundamentally in error,” Ohirasaid primly.

‘Right!” Aridl clapped his hands again, showering sparks. ‘ Thisisthedawn time come round again. This
isthetime when formswere fresh and whimsical. It' sthe dream time. That’ swhat’ s been waiting in usal
these ages— tosave us. Save us— yes! Changing isgoing to be our salvation. Thiswill bring Heaven
down to Earth. It'll be ardigious force, but it' [l be nothing like that God Nut crap. Andthat’s how I'll
swing thefuture. Thisisgoing to be like the old Greek rdligion. Thou art defested, O pae Galilean.”

‘But dl that Greek religious Suff wasjust myth.”
‘Mythisthetruth. It' sthisworld that’ s a sham. Here on my estate rises the new Olympus.’

‘But you'll get clobbered. Stomped on. Y ou can't set up a centre for changes as though it was some sort
of acupuncture booth or Scientology bureau. It sillegd. Shit, it sso illegd. The God Nutswill tear the
Farm to pieces— even before the Government gets a chance to close you down.’

‘I do have resources, Frank. WE |l orchestrate thisal neetly. Together. | smply need my little band of
true disciplesfirst: people who are thoroughly converted, soul and body.’

‘But who'll go tdent-spotting for you, if I'm—?No, thisisridiculous. It isn't happening.’

‘Havel not happened? Has Geneva not happened?

‘Thishas got to be keptprivate. You're crazy.” Frank fumbled the packet of envelopesfrom his pocket.
Maccoby stepped over and negtly lifted the packet from his grasp, then began to shred it.

‘Ibdievein Mr Arid.

Frank started to run.

‘Don’'t befoolish!” came Arid’scry.

‘Hey, hold onthere!’ caled Mgjor (Joe) Lambert.

Frank feared that Genevamight come thundering after him, but she didn’t. He ran off in the direction of
the garages, next to the main ranch house.

Maccoby blew awhistle.
‘Chimpsquad !’ he bellowed.

A srenwent off in the guard tower. Alerted by it, two more guards spilled out of the games complex,
clutching rifles. No, those were anaesthetic dart guns. The guards hated, puzzled, when they saw Frank
and not an escaping superchimp.



‘He sthe chimp!” shouted McKinnon. * Caldero’ s the monkey!”
Obediently the guards moved to head Frank off.

Frank changed direction, and ended up by running around in acomplete circle which brought him back
towards the maze.

Thiswas onedevil of amaze. A few months ago, after numerous earlier attempts, Frank had finally
reached the centre and memorized the correct route. At the centre he had discovered aflagstone with a
ring init. Beneath the flagstone, aflight of stone steps descended into blackness. He hadn't atorch with
him at the time, and he hadn’t been back since, but no doubt these stepsjoined the tunnel which linked
the Farm buildings with the atom bomb—proof cavern under the uplands of the Sate.

Neither Maccoby nor McKinnon, nor Genevafor that matter, bothered to cut him off — asthey so
eadly could have done — when he sprinted past them. They merely stood laughing as he dodged through
the entry gap in the thick high hedges, pursued by the two riflemen ten yards behind.

He ran, ducking low so that the guards up in the watchtower would not see him except when he rounded
corners.

Left here. Now right. And left again. And left again ...

Frank made twenty choices and believed he was still on course. But then two openings presented
themselves, side by side. He stopped, unsure.

On the other side of the hedge, he heard footsteps pounding. But that didn’t matter! The other side
couldn’t — mustn’t! — connect with thissde.

Choosing the nearer entry, he chased after the footsteps which were now departing. Very soon he
diverged from them, plunging deeper into the labyrinth.

That had been one set of footsteps. So the guards had split up.

Which only meant that one of them would be completdly lost by now; their chances of catching and
subduing him were haved. He listened, and ran on.

Perhaps five minutes passed.
A shrill cry, from thetower. ‘ There heig!’
Skidding in the cinders, Frank ducked around a corner then peered back.

Genevawas holding Aridl out of one of the windows on the lookout cabin. While Frank watched, she
launched the sprite. Ariel’s membrane ballooned, and he glided down swiftly acrossthe maze. Hewas
not holding any dart gun, though. Too heavy for him.

Frank dashed through another entrance, and another.
Thirty feet up, Arid circled and spotted him again. The sprite dropped down out of sight.
So I'm getting close, thought Frank. Too close for his comfort!

He ran round another corner and collided with the hedge. He wasin a cul-de-sac. For amoment he
fought with the hedge, trying to force hisway through. But the yew was unyielding. Besides, the path on
the other side was probablyfurther away from the centre. Hastily he backtracked, and took another



opening.

Another.

Suddenly heran into the open square at the centre of the maze ...

Arid sat perched on the stone dab, with one hand on the ring.

‘Frank, Frank,behave yoursdf!’

‘“Would you just mind shifting off that sone ... Sr?

‘But | domind. It'smy stone.’

‘I'll have to shift you mysdlf, then. Sir.’

‘Oh,Frank.

Without thinking, Frank seized Ariel by the arm. And immediately a dedgehammer hit him.
In hisanxiety to escape, Frank had quite forgotten that Ariel’ s body was a heavy-duty battery.

A whilelater he discovered that he was lying on his back, staring up at the sky through avortex of
rotating hedges. He heard voices.

‘How the—7 (Panting.)
Ariel’ sslvery tones: *Oh, | have the magic touch. Now put adart into him, there’ sagood fellow.’

Spectres pranced around amidst the swirling hedges: ogres and centaurs and hobgoblins ... Which of
them would he become? Surely now was the time to choosg, if choosing had anything to do withiit.

Shazam! hewished. Oh Shazam!
A bee seemed to sting him in the leg, and thirty seconds later he was adeep.
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Chapter 12

Of what happened next his conscious mind knew nothing; and when his senses were restored to him, he
found himsdlf in mind and body quite different from before ...

Y et what dreams he had dreamt.

He had dreamed that the two Japanese doctors changed afertilized human egg into apine tree seed. This
they planted, and as soon asit grew into a seedling they proceeded to cultivate this seedling as abonsai.
Amputating most of itsroots, they repotted it in atight bowl packed with asharp sand mixture to sting
the remaining threadling roots. They wired it tortuoudy o that it groaned as it grew — becoming atiny
twenty-year-old pine, bowed and gnarled. Whereupon they changed it back into a person, and this
person was adwarf, an ugly gnome — hunchbacked, covered with warts. They had snipped hisroots all
too energeticaly, for this dwarf possessed no toes. He could only stomp about awkwardly on the stumps
of hisfedt.

He dreamed that Ohiraand Shiba changed other human eggsinto cactus seeds. These grew into



red-blooded cacti with no chlorophyll inthem at al. They werethat fresk of the cactusfamily:
Gymnocalycium mihanowiczi Friedrichiae var. ‘ Hibotan,’ little red tubs with chinsunder al the
spines. The doctors grafted these shrieking scions on to green cactus stock, and when they were fully
grown changed them back into hedgehog-men and porcupine-women — short, rotund people bristling
with quillsand spines ...

He dreamed of the doctors pursuing their experiments still further, changing animals and peopleinto
plants, then grafting these together to produce weird hybrids (when they were changed back later on),
such asacentaur, a harpy, aphinx, amermaid, amanticora....

In addition, they aso cultivated the Vegetable Lamb of Tartary — a gourd-bearing plant, the fruit of
which ripened to give birth to tiny sheep. From this, they moved on to hybridize sunflowerswhich grew
up to bloom with human faces, petalsin place of yellow hair.

In his dreams Frank had gradually been adopting the perspective of the plants themsalves.
The dreamsfaded reluctantly, trying to cling to hismind like ivy.
He opened hiseyes.

The hand which he lifted was anorma shade of green, familiar from his dreams. The skin hardened at his
wrigt, into brown bark, on which grew a certain healthy amount of lichen. As he shifted, the trunk of his
body creaked — though redlly it was quite limber and mobile. His rutted brown legs bent at his
command, as he sat up. He observed that hisfeet (with their horny toenails, most suitable for digging
holes) were covered in thick grey hairs and tendrils rather like dirty polar bear boots. They itched to sink
into damp, soft soil.

Hisraised hand brushed his head, and he discovered that his hair had thickened and spread into green
blades.

He glanced round the changing room. The two Japanese. Behind the glass pandl, Geneva, with Aridl
riding buoyantly on her shoulder ... Hefound the fluorescent lighting insubstantial — impoverished,
somehow. It wasn't redl daylight. He almost went back to deep. With an effort, he marshalled his
resources. If hedidn’t get out into real daylight soon, he would go comatose. If hisfeet didn’t tread dirt,
he would dry out.

His hand strayed down to his nose. It had become amere woody knob. He certainly wasn't breathing
through it. For amoment or two this discovery panicked him, till he realized how ridiculousit would beto
breathe through a mere couple of holes, when hiswhole body could breathe through every pore.

To compensate for this atrophy of hisnose, he had agreat cavity of amouth. As soon as he hinged it
open — admost splitting his head in half — aheady perfume drifted out. Shiba began to wak forward,
sniffing, adazed look in hiseyes. Hurriedly Ohiraplucked at his colleague and made him tighten the
surgical mask which had been hanging loose around his chin.

Ohirastepped back and clapped politely.

‘It'sjust as| said: Homo Sylvestris — Tree-Man! What awonderful adaptation to living in thewilds. But
| wonder how it breeds? By seed, or by suckers? Its scent isintoxicating,né ?1 smell danger there,
Shiba-sensal. | think thismay well be acarnivoroustree.”

Frank (that was) understood Ohira easily, though he suspected that the brain which processed these
sentences was perhaps no longer in the same location as before, but in a safer place. Or distributed



around his new body in severd locations.

He considered his mouth, gullet and belly; he visuaized the deep tube and the digestion vat of apitcher
plant.

‘Dual feeding mode,” went on Ohira happily. ‘ Roots and leaves, plus mouth. But can it talk?

Frank wondered about his genitals, and his hand strayed to his crotch. Where his scrotum had once
been, now there was another woody knob with a pipe of soft wood like awhistle resting on it. Perhaps
hiswhigtle sill worked, though, even though it had lignified.

Hemust look asthough he wasjust Sitting there, greenly masturbating. Or attempting to. Redlizing this, he
removed his hand and stood up creakingly. Hisfeet tried to dig into the floor, but the tiles were too
smooth and hard. If he slamped down firmly enough, maybe he could bresk them. But what was
underneath? Concrete? He resisted the impul se.

‘Canyou tak, Frank?
‘Frank ...7 He pondered the name.

Y es, he did know perfectly well who *Frank’ had been. Frank was the pattern of tree-rings throughout
hisbody: thirty-five yearly growth rings arranged like the grooves on along-playing record. Except that
the arrangement wasn't aspird; it was year by year. Thirty-five successive tracks, one for each of his
years. He played the most recent grooves back to himself.

‘ Shazam!” squeded the stylus.

‘| can recognize aMonsiera Deliciosa when | seeone ...’
‘“Two Peradises twereinone ...’

It was all old wood.

‘Yes, | cantak.” Hisvoice gurgled, somewhat. ‘ Look, | must get out into the daylight. Or I'll go
dormant. | haveto sink my rootsfor awhile, or I'll wither.’

“Y ou need to plant yourself somewhere?
The tree-man considered this.

‘Not permanently. I'm ambulatory. I'll roam all over theloam. Look, fellows, | haveto get outsde” And
Frank (that was) sscomped towards the door.

“You'll notice that he does't give off that scent while he’ s speaking. His speech organs must sedl off the
tunnel to his stomach. Or wherever the scent glands are.’

Frank (that was) paused.

‘I'velost my lungs,’ he glugged. ‘I can bresthe dl over me’

‘ Excellentadaptation! Though it must dow him down alittle,né ?

‘Maybe not,” suggested Shiba. ‘ Larger surface area— direct oxygen access.’

‘Ah, but by osmosis, from the surfaceinwards. No, I’ d say the system must inevitably be dower. We



can easily find out. Frank, with your permission — once you' ve adjusted to your, hmm, natural
habitat — we' d like to put you through your paces, say, on arunning belt.’

‘Sensal, | think he has aliquid voice box, twanged by vibration. Whileit' sin useit sedsthe gullet.’
Frank (that was) nodded his crown.
‘Something like that.

Gripping the handle, he wrenched the door open and presently lurched through into the observation
room.

Arid landed on his shoulder, just where hisright-hand bough branched out.
‘Beaut-i-ful!” hetrilled. *You've excelled yoursdf! | knew youwood. ’

Grinning, Genevathumped the tree-man resoundingly on the back; and though the blows would have
felled the earlier Frank, now they only rocked him about.

‘Got to getoutside ,” heinssted. ‘Can't stay indoors. It slike being buried dive.’
‘“The open air for me,” cried Arid, ‘the naked soil for you. Come dong.’
Maccoby eyed the tree-man with a mixture of wonder, amusement and distress.

‘Sir, | don't think the ordinary guys ought to seethisone. | think we should drive him someway out in
the pick-up, with asack over him.

‘That’ s reasonable. But not a sack — that’ stoo congtricting. A tarpaulin. Wait amoment: can you climb
on board atruck, Frank?

Frank (that was) raised one foot about a hand’ s span above the floor, with an effort, then hastily stood
down again.

‘Won't beeasy.’

“Y ou' d better bring the truck with the loading platform, Reuben. If that’saway at the moment, drivea
fork-lift over.’

Nodding, Maccoby departed on his errand.

‘Not long now, Frank,” whispered Aridl into the leafy knot-hole in the side of the changed man’s head.
‘Just be patient. Y ou'reawonder — amarvel.’

‘Does that make meCaptain Marvel?

But Frank (that was) fdlt very remote from his early fantasies of dark Kent and Billy Batson. That was
just aslly ambition, graven in therings of yesteryear — the product of ayounger, more foolish season.
The tree-man laughed to remember it.

‘Might | suggest anew name, if nothing specia springsto mind? 1 mean,| knew | was Arid immediately.’
‘Slvester,” hesad ... ‘Silvester. That'swho | am.’

‘Excdlent!’



And that was who he was.

Maccoby was back inside ten minutes. Draping atarpaulin over Silvester, Maccoby and Geneva guided
the tree-man out to the waiting truck. Thelifting platform whined, bearing him doft. Steedied by Geneva,
Silvester edged forward and stood in silence. How he yearned to put down roots and go to deep. But
thefloor of the truck was stedl. Some dried mud and hay teased and frustrated him.

Hardly had the truck started out when it hated again. Silvester heard muffled voices, then thetrundle of a
gaterolling asde. For amoment or two he thought that they were taking him into the superchimp
compound, to plant him there below in the subterranean sunshine. He jerked a branch angrily againgt the
side of the truck. Then he remembered that the wilds of the estate had been sealed off too, by now.

In spite of the bumpiness of the ride, he was very nearly comatose by the time the truck halted for the
second time. Genevawhipped off the tarpaulin, showering him with daylight.

Heroused, and turned dowly.

As he edged woozily on to the platform, he felt sure that he wouldn’t dways be so vulnerable to sudden
darkness. Just S0 long as he could spend dl of the daylight hours soaking up and storing energy, he
should easily be able to march around for severd hours after sunset, if he chose. At the moment, onthis
first day, hewas Hill relatively asweak asasapling.
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Chapter 13

It did not take Silvester long to discover that al his previous appreciation of the estate had amounted to
little more than an exercisein nostalgia. He hadn’t ever really touched or tasted the land. Hills, lakesand
temples dike had merely been stand-insfor memories of hisboyhood, when he had haunted the
cypresses and hedgerows, the tombs and wildernesses of hislocal cemetery, dreaming of free space and
the future. Undeniably that demi-paradise of his boyhood days had pointed forward to its later analogy,
Bruno King' s estate, yet equaly the later analogy had only pointed back again, thusforming afairly serile
loop intime: areflection of areflection.

Now that he could actudly bury hisrootsin the soil, becoming aliving part of the domain, before electing
to move on to another favoured spot, he experienced the world directly for thefirst time.

Breezes caressed his hair-leaves; sun warmed his bark. He tasted the sparkle of dew, more effervescent
thanAsti Soumante . Wormstickled him, and so did other roots, some of them feders from the great
oaksthemsalves.

True, he did not commune directly with other trees, on their own level. Ordinary treesinhabited a plane
of sensation that wasto hisastheirswasto aboulder’s. Y et by the same token he was able to evade the
strangling knots and insidious, thirsty invasions of roots questing out from the other permanent trees. Their
vegetable processes were so much dower than his own.

He could appreciate the activities of dl the other plants as dow ballet — or as an equation whose factors
werethirst, sun-lust, seed-lust and surviva, yet whose solution was perfect beauty. Whenever he rooted
himself in ameadow of buttercups and poppies, or amidst purple monkshood and the peering, sightless
faces of field pansies, or within sight of sweet pink clover and tufted violet vetch and sunny ragwort, it
appeared at firdt that here was ssimply a gratuitous explosion of loveliness, to daze the bees and
butterflies. Y et he felt the undertow of competition, too. And could stay clear of it, Smply admiring the



ballet — and the ballet dresses. The ballet was conducted at varioustempi, ranging from quite dow to
extremdy dow; and at last amind, Silvester’s, had joined in.

Of course, even an ordinary tree had little to worry about, saving maybe an infestation of ivy, mistletoe or
bindweed, and hardly even then. And even an ordinary tree did not ‘worry’ in any nervous sense ...

Since he was much shorter than any tree of equivaent girth, Silvester wondered whether eventudly he
would grow astall asthe best of them and so become awalking giant: agiant far greater than Geneva,
whose footfalls shook the world, whose steps pressed holesinto the meadows.

Y et if that happened, he doubted that he could possibly remain mobile. Surely the laws of mechanics
would anchor him, rooting him deep, spreading his weight like awooden octopus extending itsarms. So
long as he continued to uproot himsalf and march about, he wasin effect performing abonsai operation
upon himsf ...

His perception of time had changed, too. Now, from dawn to dusk, each day was amode in miniature
of thewhole round of the seasons from spring to winter. Every day he underwent the whole cycle of
ripening and retresting. Thus every day seemed to be now, forever. Y et he aso remembered the past, as
lignified in hisrings. And he bdlieved that he would begin to know the future too, smply because no other
brain could possibly know thepresent askeenly as he knew it. All other minds were the puppet prisoners
of past memories. Whereas time had been liberated for Silvester.

And if one day he should grow tired of roaming and of tasting new terrain? Then he would choose an
advantageous spot where he could send down permanent roots. Such a spot would have to be out of the
north wind, though not somewhere where he might be overgrown. And in this chosen place he would
meditate for centuries— as other trees, in asense, meditated — and he would become, if he retained the
power of speech, an oracle. A tree oracle.

Ah yes! People of the future would flock to his sacred grove. They would gird histrunk around with a
ceremonid rope on which they would hang waxed red paper butterflies, and prayers, and other offerings.
Silvester would utter his oraclesfrom high up, out of avent which he dways kept openin himsdf, ina
groaning voice (as of boulders grinding in amountain stream in flood). And so hewould predict the
traceries of change branching through aworld remade.

Would actual sacrifices be made to him?Would hot reeking mest be raised to his open mouth on poles?

Aswadl as soaking up sun and dew and the minerds dissolved in the soil, Silvester was also
carnivorous ...

Did hismohility, in fact, depend upon his egting flesh? Would it be said one day of the greet oracletree:
‘Only the tree that eats, can speak’ ?

Shaking his dew-heavy leavesfrom his eyes, he scattered spray around him which rainbowed briefly in
the morning sun; and silently he yawned. Y awned wide.

Musk drifted forth upon the breeze.

Soon, afat thrush flew whistling to him. The bird wasintoxicated, dreaming of nestlings clamouring to be
fed, of asnake-knot of juicy worms, of the love-pang of mating. She dived promptly down Silvester’s
throat.

He clapped shut hiswooden mouth. The thrush drowned in delight.

After awhile he opened histrap again. Thistimeablackbird dived in.



While he absorbed the two birds, hisleaveswere rustling like feathers.
Hedill fet hungry.

A squirrel scampered up his bark and popped insde him. Down hisgullet it scuttled on sharp clawsto
gplash into the sticky reservoir. Soon, for awhile, he fet what it was like to wear abushy tail to balance
you.

Presently waste bled from the pipein his crotch, staining his bark yellow. Gently uprooting himself, he set
out to return to the Temple of Venus. But he should wade through a streamen route to wash himsdlf.

The evening before, Genevaand Arid had sequestered themsalves asusud in their temple, with its heavy
lonic portico and its Palladian quadrants. Silvester had continued to loiter close by, wondering till about
their method of love-making.

S0 he had eavesdropped on Geneva s cries and lowings of ecstasy, distinguishing these easily from other
night sounds: such as the hooting of an owl, or the yip and how! of acouple of foxes.

Overcomewith curiogity, he had at last mounted the single low step of the portico and banged his
right-hand branch againgt the door: twice, and twice again.

Abrupt silence had followed this woody boom.
Inhisgurgling voice he had caled out.

A while had passed before Geneva, naked, swesaty and languorous, hurled the door open. (It was quite
characteristic of her that even in her most languorous state she had hurled open the door.)

On the edge of an outsize ottoman draped with sheepskin rugsin disarray, perched Ariel. His body
glowed likeawill o' thewisp. Thislight picked out (faintly) the erotic murals and the communications
console and computer termina, aswell as a stone cornucopiafilled with avocado pears and tomatoes.
The gutted carcass of a Muntjac deer hung from a hook. Other hooks supported a hare, aheavy trout,
and many gourd-like salamis, mortadellas and wurdts. Theinside of the temple was ablend of boudoir,
command centre, and butcher’ s shop, with atouch of fishmonger. It smelt of meat, musk and electric
ozone.

Genevahad flexed herself sensuoudy, her sides of meat and muscle rippling.
‘Areyou coming in, or not?
‘Yes, docomein!’” Ariel had invited. ‘Would you like some honeyed milk?

‘Water isbedt, for atree” Silvester shuffled about on his horny root-pads. ‘1 don’t much like standing on
bare stone.’

Spinning about, Geneva had jerked two shegpskins off the couch so swiftly that Arid stayed Sitting in
approximately the same position as before. Water Raeigh-like, she had spread these on the floor in front
of Silvester. He had shuffled on to them, and as though with amind of their own hisroots had begun
writhing into thewool.

‘| want to ask you ... | want to know about love. About sex, to be precise. How do you twodo it?1’ve
been wondering.’

Geneva had unhooked a hefty garlic sausage and chomped a great bite out of the seasoned phallus, filling



her mouth. She chewed noislly.
Arid grinned impighly.
‘Well, anything for afriend! We makelovedectrically, you see!’

Abruptly he had hopped up on to the back of the ottoman and launched himsdf at Geneva. Hislittlelegs
had clamped around her neck. Hisarms, with their membranes fully flared, were now wrapped around
her neck. Though his glow had been fading fast, he blazed dight again.

‘Uuunnnggg,” Genevamoaned, shaking her head and itsrider from sideto side. Aridl trembled on top of
her.

‘| discharge my power,” he had gasped, ‘into her pleasure centres.” Hipping upside down, he had
squirrelled down her body, seeking handholds on her nipples, in her navel, in her crotch hair. * And the
nervesthemsaves. those | feed directly. Mainly the erogenous nerves. | can pleasure any nerve, or pain
it. And itpleasesme, when | discharge. Oh, it pleases me!’

He had dropped down to the floor in amonkey crouch; and Geneva had rocked back.

Y ou must have liked it when you knocked that Frank Caldero out,” said Silvester. As soon as he said
this, he had redlized that he was referring to himself — but redlly, it was another sdf, asdf that had been
absorbed: afoetus turned to apod of dead wood in the womb, or melted back into sap. He had realized,
too, that Ariel was saying that he could equally well be asadist if he chose. He did not so choose.

‘I need toearth mysdf. If | don’t, well, | fed that I'll turninto aball of lightning, andexplode. ’

Thusif Arid was captured, thought Silvester, and if he was hung in awooden cage— such as a cage of
branches tightly woven together — then he would accumul ate more and more charge until suddenly he
burst ...

‘Maybe you wouldn't explode,’ he suggested. ‘ Maybe you would just turn into a creature of pure
energy. Anenergy being.’

‘Maybe mychildren will belikethat. Ah, children ... I'm sure| can tickle the egg in the womb — yes,
just like thefirgt lightning striking the amniotic oceans of old Earth! I'll trigger avirgin birth, with my own
imprint in the egg. That'swhat the old story of the angel fertilizing Mary means. But don't you see, what
isborn of such aunionisenergizedflesh ?1 haven't worked out how to produce a pure energy being.
Not yet. That'sthe nuisance: just three of us. We haven't a sufficient range of changed persons. Not yet.
Oh, but there will be grades and grades of atered beings before long,compadre ! There'll be aerid
beings. And beast beings. There |l be vegetable beingsand | don’t know what else’

‘Grades? Do you mean, arranged like a hierarchy? With us vegetable-men at the bottom?

‘My fine Lord of the Trees,all havetheir precious place! All. We reaiming to build atranshuman
ecology. Have | satisfied your curiosity enough?

‘Well, that’ s howyou get your rocks off. But how about me?
‘“Timewill tell. Shdl | leap into your branches and discharge mysdif, to see how it affectsyou?
Silvester had drawn back.

‘Treesdon’t much like being struck by lightning. Anyway, | might be atree, but I'm not agay tree.’



“How about trying it with female trees? suggested Geneva brightly. She had now recovered from her
nerve storm of ecstasy. ‘Don’'t cherry trees have two sexes? Mde and femae?

‘But that would be bestidity!”’
“Y ou meanarboreality. ’

‘It would be like buggering aclotheshorse! No, wait! That'sunfair ... | know what you mean. There's
such swest joy, being rooted in awoodland. Particularly when it’ sfull of flowers. The bees buzzing about
liketiny soft breasts. The butterflies like fluttering tattooed vulvas. Feding the touch of other roots.
Smdling thepallen ... But I'm thinking | mightn’t become sexudly mature unless| take root

permanently — and grow and grow! If | do, I’'m sureI’ll become an oracle tree. Maybe I’ll copulate
withtime itsalf — with the unborn future. It' stoo soon for that — | till like walking about. Oh, but | do
fed the power of prophecy growingin me!’

Despite himself, Silvester had yawned. But not because of the smell of rich meats. Excited though hefdlt,
weariness was cregping over him. He shook himsdlf and concentrated.

‘Morerecruits!’ he announced loudly. * Conscripts, for freedom!” It was hard to say whether he was
advising or predicting. At one time he remembered that he had been quite jealous at the prospect of
sharing this estate with anyone. But trees tend to think in terms of forests. armies of other trees.

‘“When lam an oracletree” he mused, ‘ people will write their requests on paper darts and launch these
into my mouth, for meto digest ... Hell, that’ s nonsense! How could | possibly read the wordsin my
belly? Besides, it’s cannibalism. A tree can't possibly eat paper.’

Vague shadows of the future were ling him, therein the darkened temple, lit only by the moon now
that Ariel had dimmed. Silvester redlized that it was easier to guessthe future a night. By day sunshine
blinded the vison of the future. Alas, he tended to be adeep at night.

He strove to peer into that enigmatic future. But he needed first to tap the earth for power and ingpiration.
Which, sinceit was night and cool and dark, would certainly send him into vegetable dumber.

‘Maybe| shall dream the future, holding my petitioners cradled in my boughs, there embraced by me.
Maybethat’show I’ll copulate ...

‘But I’d be hungry in the morning. So they’ d better watch out. They’ d better wear nose-plugs or
something.

‘My petitionerswill be roped to my mast, like Odysseuswasl Their friendswill drag them to safety in the
morning ...’

Pleased by thisimage, Silvester had stomped out through the portico and lurched down the single step on
to turf and soil.

The temple door had banged behind him; though not before Ariel had called out areminder about a
planning megting in the morning.

Somnambuligticaly Silvester had walked through the woods and up amoonlit meadow. Findly he
reached afavoured spot. His roots writhed eagerly into the soil.

As he dozed off, he had fdlt that he was plugging into the world’ s unconscious. Hefdt sure that this
undersoul wasrising like a sap-stream — like a spring, to pill into al the rivers and the seas, and
eventudly to fdl asraindrops upon everyone dive, magicaly dtering them ...
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Chapter 14

Thereis one unexamined aspect of thetale of Beauty and the Beast, mused Rudolph. It sthis: what if the
Beast was more sexualy exciting than the handsome Prince whom he became? What if the ugliness and
the beagtliness were authenticaly thrilling, whereas the Prince who emerged — like adull moth out of a
fiercesome caterpillar — was merely rather vapid and ordinary in histoken good looks, once Beauty had
got used to these?

A few months after the false bliss of her wedding night, did Beauty find hersdlf dreaming of the original
true Beast mounting her? (Which indeed he had never tried to do, nor could ever do now.) Did that
incubus rear itsdlf in her subconscious, scorning the placid tenderness of their embraces? Did shefed
subtly dissatisfied the morning after? Did asmal voice still whisper, “ Do not trust to appearances,

Beauty”?

Did Beauty ever subsequently try to persuade her Prince todress up in abeastly disguise— a some
masked ball, say — and to take her bestialy (even from behind) in a scullery or wood shed, thusto
recapture the horrid delights the absence of which tormented her? That would have been a pretty romp
indeed!

And what if her Prince redlized, when she opened her legsfor him, that deep within her — deeper thanhe
could reach — she cherished the memory of hisformer bestid sdf? Hairy, tusky, boarlike ... averitable
Genghis Khan! (No, probably Genghis Khan sported willowy mandarin moustaches, and dressed in
slks, and bathed inmilk ...)

So mused Rudolph.
Rudolph was ugly.
Rudolph was disfigured.

His mother had known this the moment he was born. She spotted it instantly because shewas such a
perfect beauty hersalf. Even with her legsin the obstetric stirrups, no doubt the doctors desired her.

And Rudolph emerged, with this birthmark on hisnose. A cherry.

The blemish was not tucked away in hisarmpit or on his buttocks or behind his shoulder blade. Had it
been, then it could have awaited discovery by some fair woman during love play, as his persona
hallmark, his secret sedl; adash of Tabasco to add spice to their amorous games.

But it wasright here, up front. Aglow. A red stop light to any such games, or any such love play. And a
stop light to alot of other things besides; to toddler sociaization, to school rough and tumble, to normal
friendship — a scar upon them al. A brand. If seen. If seen. And how could it not be seen?

His mother had intended al aong to name him Rudol ph, since she was crazy about old VVaentino movies.
Rudolph Rogershewould be. ‘RR,” intertwined, would look redlly neat as amonogram on his shirts.
Like Ralls-Royce, indeed!

MrsRogers tastesin music were somewhat ong the lines of The Desert Song. Y et it must be presumed
that at least one of the doctorsin attendance at the delivery may tactfully have suggested thet this
particular name wasn' tquite right for the baby — given the undeniable popularity of a certain other song
about ared-nosed reindeer ...

So shecalled him Richard instead.



Richard Rudolph Rogers.

Now, one may have supposed that * Richard Rogers was enough incensein itsdlf to offer up to the Gods
of Entertainment. But shewas till crazy about Vadentino.

The Gods ... yes. Mrs Rogers was aworshipper. She wanted so very much to be astar. She had the
looks. She had the figure. Alas, she didn’'t have the talent. And culturaly, she was hopelessly out of date.

Nevertheless, she spent asmall fortune of her husband’ s money — hewasin red estate— and latterly
of hisaimony on talent schools and beauticians. Asaresult of which, she knew very well how to make
lovely faces even lovelier. And she was not going to let her baby son (or, by extension, hersdlf) be
traumatized by that cherry mark.

As soon as Mrs Rogers and son were discharged from hospital, she carried Rudolph straight to aplastic
surgeon, who explained that it wasn't possible (in effect) to cut off the boy’ s nose to favour hisface. Nor
would the cherry mark fade with time, as alady doctor at the hospital had suggested by way of
consolation. Mrs Rogers boy was stuck with it forever.

S0, at seven days old, commenced hislife of disguise— of hidden beastliness.

On to his nose went cosmetics, not to enhance but to hide. After every evening bath, not only was his
little body powdered but his nose was made up too.

Now, little babies— as everyone knows— tend to flap their rubbery fists around. Not so little Richard
Rudolph. Mother measured out blue ribbons to tether hiswrists decoratively so that he couldn’t touch his
face. She resolved that his hands would never stray up there except at the holy hour of the renewa of his
disguise. But once that precious hour came around she actively encouraged him to participate; and the
whole routine was reflected back at him from an overhead mirror, doubly to imprint him with the process
of disguise.

So he grew up trained never to touch his face except in secret, at renewa time.

No doubt it was Mrs Rogers' insistence on this strict regime which alienated her husband, quite soon
after the boy was born. Rogers Senior was so very used to showing strangers around houses, which are
the shells of peopl€e slives. It wasapoint of prideto him that no skeletons lurked in any cupboards. Now
he couldn’t even display hisown son.

Rogers Senior avoided remarrying, in favour of less binding arrangements. Thus, when he crashed on a
freeway just three years later — and he had been generoudly overinsured — the bulk of hisinsurance
money went to his ex-wife. Mrs Rogers was set up for alife of nostalgiaand cosmetic subterfuge.

AsRichard Rudolph grew older, gradualy he took over the responsbility for his own make-up. He
needed to learn many other associated strategies, too. He had to overcome the sneezing reflex, whenever
he had acold. He must never go out in the rain. He must never get himself involved in any kiddy brawl
which might result in aflailing hand blowing his cover away, reveding the avful cherry stain to saring

eyes.

Inaway his existence was far more difficult than that of, say, achild with no immune defences who has
to be brought up in a gerile plagtic tent. Unlike such achild, Rudolph had to interact with the ordinary
world; even the private school to which his mother chauffeured him daily was apart of that ordinary
world, however polite and tameit tried to be. At the same time he had to prevent the world from ever
touching him in that one focal spot, the centre of hisbeing. For at any moment he could be revedled as
the Besst.



In asense, then, he had no face. For hisface was a mask, which no one must ever know to be amask.
As soon as he was seven years old, and judged by Mrs Rogersto be fully competent, thereafter not even
she should be aware. From that time forth his own mother, who had guarded his beastly secret well,
would keep it secret even from hersdlf. They never spoke of it again. Whenever Rudolph needed to
renew his own store of cosmetics he raided his mother’ s cabinet without aword. And he never
disappointed her. He was wholly and safely * Rudolph’ now, to her. And to himsdalf — the name had quite
taken him over.

Y et of course anoseis more than merely ablob of flesh and gristle, through which you bresthe. The most
ancient part of the human brain isthe olfactory lobe, the processor of smells. And thislobe evolved into
the seet of theemotions, whichinturn ... well, quite literally the whole of therest of the brain grew out of
the nose.

Scientific studies have shown that when the penis swells, engorged with blood, so dso doesthe nose—
though to alesser extent. The noseisasort of penis on the face, and has been recognized as such since
olden days. Big noses were dways a sign of large members. A man who could sneeze explosively world
enjoy asatisfying orgasm. In the fifteenth century the lustful Queen Julia.of Naples chose only large-nosed
lovers. The whole world knows about Cyrano de Bergerac.

Rudolph, who had successfully inhibited the sneezing reflex, had thusinhibited the orgasm too. Ashe
grew into adolescence he discovered that he could never come, by the hand, except at that hour when his
cosmetics were washed off prior to renewing hisdisguise. Only at that time of day, too, could he
experience real emotions, or what he presumed were real emotions; only then, when the Beast was out,
red asaruby.

(‘The Beast’ was by now his private name for his nose. Thus had he christened it: he who had never
himsalf been christened, lest splashes of holy water should wash his cover away.)

He aso had his most effective, creative thoughts at that hour when the Beast was|oose. During the rest
of the day histhinking was constrained and automatic, matching his routines of movement through the
outsdeworld.

When he was twenty-one, his mother died of lightning pneumonia. So perished the only other person
who knew hisawful secret — if indeed shedid still know! (They hadn’t discussed the matter for fourteen
years)) And at last hewasfree of theirrationa fear that one day she might fedl tempted to betray him.

He was sole custodian of the Beast now; and a powerful Beast it wasindeed, since not only wasit in
charge of his sexud delights but also of hisflashes of high imaginative thought.

Increasingly it showed Rudol ph how specia he was, compared to other people. Thelr lives, seemingly so
spontaneous and unconstrained, were in fact deadly averaged out, with no peak momentsto compare
with his. Rudolph conserved al his energiesfor the naked hour. He stored up awhole day-long spool of
data, thought and fedling, to let it rip in one ruby laser burst out into the cosmos each evening, asif he
was communicating with some higher intelligence e sewhere in the universe— asif he was placed on
Earth for this purpose.

Though, since nothing *out there’ replied, what then should he do with his secret power? What, uponthis
planet? On what mighty project should he focus hislaser beam?

With the insurance money from his mother’ s deeth compounded with what was |eft over from his
father's, he sought out and acquired alittle old house degp in the country in the middle of asmall wood,
which he aso bought. Thisnew domain of hiswas near to a secret research facility (or so the whisper
went locally), which was busy investigating UFOs and ufonauts under the pretence of being merdly the



country estate of an eccentric billionairewho guarded his privacy fanatically.

If anybody could beam amessage to a UFO, surdly it was Rudol ph! But he wasn’tnaive. So obvioudy
he discounted the local rumours as aload of boondocks guff. The ‘rich man’sestate’ just had to bea
summer camp for spies, and maybe it aso concealed a colony of safe houses dachas for defectors. To
be associated by proximity with it pleased him grestly; it was the best cover for hisown plans. For if
Rudolph wasweird in his habits, well, so were they too. If they wanted to be left done, well, equaly so
did he. Heintended, asit were, to keep his nose clean.

(And indeed he had nosed around for weeks, employing al the acumen of Rogers Senior in his hunt for a
place as suitable asthis)

Y et even in seclusion he did not intend to let his Beast roam fregly around the woody domain. Thiswould
surdly fritter its power away.

Instead, he brooded much upon the tale of Beauty and the Beast, determined to plumb its true symbolic
depths. All fairy tales are redlly profound parables from the great Collective Unconscious, designed to
guide peopl€ s conduct. The number of fairy tesisashuge asit is precisay because they must cover so
many bizarre eventudities— including highly specidized states of being such as Rudolph’sown— as
wdll asthe more ordinary workaday ones.

He was the Beast. Butwhere was Beauty?

On asuperficid reading of the story, Beauty ought to come and visit the Beast in hisisolated retreat on
account of some error on her father’ s part. Y et Rudolph aready knew that the deep meaning of thetale
would be concealed by a process ofinversion. Thisisgenerdly so, when thetrue meaning is
unacceptable to ordinary mortals.

So did this mean that, rather than wait for Beauty to come to him, he should actively seek her out and
bring her forcibly to his place despite dl her father’ swell-lad schemesto guard her?

Hewould haveto let his nose guide him on this. He unmasked the Beadt, to let it decide.

As soon as the Beast was glowing, Rudolph immediately saw the trap of banality into which he had been
about to plunge. Oh, the sheer ordinariness of kidnapping aBeauty and locking her up inthe céllar of his
house, there to become privy to his beastliness! His nose turned itself up in disgust at theidea. Here he
was, in aprivileged, exemplary position. So his solution must be a master stroke. It must be such as
would only occur to aninitiate of the story with al hiswits about him, rather than someone who merdly
took it at face value.

Then his nose showed him the truth.
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Chapter 15

The Beast couldsee. It could see by itself!

Rudolph had shut his eyes when he unmasked the Beast. Thiswasthe first time he had ever acted so a
thisholy moment. Every time before, he had stared fixedly at hisfacein the mirror, ressting even the urge
to blink. Y et now he shut his eyes. Andthis was the master stroke.

For he could still seedmost asclearly asever.



He perceived the room he wasin from adightly lower vantage point. Objects were alittle less clear and
ashade dimmer, and the colours had washed out into monochrome. But he was seeing perfectly well
through hisnose !

Rudol ph experimented. He blindfolded himsdf firmly; then he took down abook — and heread it!

He doused the lights. Immediately his nose vison dimmed. Thusit was ordinary light to which hisnose
was sengitive, not heat aswith arattlesnake.

The Beast was anorgan of vision — as he had dways, in asense, suspected. Y et due to his custom of
keeping it masked with cosmetics, never until now had he known itstrue potential.

The cherry was athird eye, set in the middle of hisface undernesth his ordinary eyes.

Perhapsit had only dowly been developing its power dl these years under the protective cover of the
make-up? And now at last here came the Pauline moment of illumination.

But here was surely a paradox. For in order to make use of his newfound power, it was hiseyes which he
must henceforth hide— while his Beast went naked in the world, something which was againgt hisown
deepest principles. Hisworld had abruptly turned upside down. This wasindeed the Damascus Road,
for Rudolph.

Wouldn't thismake of him the very thing which hiswholelife wastailored to avoid — namely, avisble
Beast? Worse till: ablindfolded exhibit on astage? A sort of Caspar the Counting Horse?

Perhaps. Y et that would be so, only if hisordinary eyes witnessed his shame and disgrace. The eyes are
the organs of shame. How oftenisit said, * She wouldn’'t meet my eyes' or * She averted her eyes ? But
his Beast knew no shame. His Beast knew only pride and boldness.

Rudolph’s handsitched to put make-up on the Beast as usud. Already it had been nude longer than
normd. Thiswaswild and wanton behaviour.

However, he had reached Damascus, and his Beast could see. Now that it had experienced its
revelation, it wouldn’t ever let him cover it up again.

That night hedept in the raw.

Next morning, he till couldn’t cover the Beast. He blindfolded his eyes, instead, and set out to see his
domaininanew light.

The July sun was shining brightly, but the world was black and white with shades of grey. Also, it was
two-dimensiond.

Now, with one eye a person seesthe world in two dimensions. With two eyes he seestheworld in three
dimensions. So with three eyes he should see the world in more dimensions than three! Hastily Rudolph
whipped hisblindfold off.

Therewas anew depth! He could see that right away. But what wasin that depth? Something extra, to be
aure...

Another dimenson? Wasit, perhaps time ? The passage of timeitself?

Hetried to view the trees as the saplings they had once been. Hetried to view their summer foliage falen
off, reveding the bare wooden bones of winter.



Theworld shuddered like jdly: then it became the same old world again.

Maybe, though he was |oathe to admit it, the missing ingredient consisted of other people? A treeleadsa
very predictable, static life. No hot spots of significance could possibly exist herein thiswood. No
terrible or wonderful events could colour thislandscape, setting up echoes or pre-echoes.

Now, if hewereto hold an ancient sword in his hand right now, hefet sure that he would see who had
wielded it, and in what panic or blood-lust, and what deathsit had wrought.

Heturned. The house itsalf was stegped in bandlity, echoing the ordinary days and nights of ordinary
people to whom nothing extraordinary had ever happened. Oh, he saw the sheer ordinariness of it
now — like an extra coat of paint. A house in the woods supposedly codes for witches, ghosts, incest,
villageidiots, and lurking horror. There was nothing like that here.

He knew now that his nose-eye must be avery specialized and sengtive detector, for searching out the
extraordinary. It was akin to an X-ray telescope which sees exploding stars where an ordinary telescope
only sees dust and darkness. Finding nothing marvellous, though, it only showed him flatness and shades

of grey.

Pulling hisblindfold back on again, Rudolph got into hisblue VW (though it was grey at the moment).
Steering down the gravel track to the road, he turned east.

Trees everywhere: dull grey trees. He hunted aong the ribbon of the road for aglow — astain — from
some past or future accident. It was just aquiet, grey road through aquiet, grey world.

A pick-up truck approached, heading west.

The driver stared in bewildered panic. He must have gone on staring, as the truck wandered right over
the crown of the road before correcting. Rudolph dowed, wondering whether this blindfolded expedition
was exactly sensble. Y et hisBeast said it was okay. His Beast could see perfectly well.

A private road forked off to theright. That was the way in to the estate where defectors lived in their
dachas, playing endless games of bridge and chess in between being entertained by security-cleared call
girlsand undergoing debriefing till they were as dry as squeezed lemons.

The Beast observed afaint trail of colour leading up that winding road; and it was of the colour of
strangeness ...

Rudolph braked, backed up and twitched his blindfold aside. Now he saw nothing special — except,
maybe, amore profounddepth to that side road. The Technicolor of the ordinary world overwhelmed the
dientint.

Resuming his blindfold, he drove dowly up the private road. He wished aV olkswagen had a quieter
engine

Then he passed a sort of tunnel through the forest, caused smply by the alignment of the trunks.He
wouldn’t have noticed it. But his Beast did. Backing up, he stared.

His ordinary eyes only saw achaos of branches criss-crossing other branches. But the Beast saw right
through. It magnified and sharpened what it saw &t the end of that tunndl. And that was: ahigh
barbed-wire fence. Beyond that fence, tiny on account of the distance though perfectly clear and
enhanced to the eye of hisnose, ashort stout treewas ... walking dowly aong. He saw it in colour,
againg the monochrome.



A tree had pulled up itsroots to go for awalk. Itstwo principa branches thrust the other branches out of
itsway.

Rudolph rubbed hisnosein disbelief.

Ah. It must be aguard on patrol. A guard disguised as atree. It was somebody wearing a bark-coloured
camouflage suit and afull-face helmet wreathed with plagtic leaves. No doubt the forest was infested with
security agents disguised as trees and rocks.

It would have been so much easier to have Alsatians set loose in the woods. But perhaps thosein charge
didn’t want the defectorsto fed asthough they werein aprison camp. Security agencies were given to
weird stratagems at times.

Hisnose didn’'t agree with this explanation. It inssted on staring.
The‘tree’ hated. Itsleafy ‘helmet’ hinged wide open.

A few moments|ater afat wood pigeon flew down. Furling its smacking wings againg itsSides, it threw
itself headlong inside the helmet, which snapped shut again.

Amessenger pigeon, wasit? With fresh orderstied to itsleg?
Therewasn't room for a pigeonand aman’s head inside the hemet!

Rudolph’ s ordinary eyes would have rejected what they saw. They wouldn’t have seenit a al. But his
nose knew what it saw. By now, Rudolph was experiencing tunnel vision: everything about that mobile
tree was sharply lit and detailed. Everything else was adark blur. He had aso succumbed to tunnel
hearing. Hefalled to hear the limousine when it purred alongside his V olkswagen.

‘That ain’t no sweatband, Reuben. It'sagoddamn blindfold.’
‘Sowhat’'she staring at?

‘He can't be staring. Not if hecan't see.’

‘S0 how did he drive here, dummy?

Rudol ph snapped out of tunnd vision, and saw two men. One of them was burly and freckle-faced with a
mop of red hair, just like aschoal bully. (There had been no bullies a Rudolph’s schoal, but his mother
had taught him to be wary of the type.) The other man was dark, hawk-nosed and muscular, with a
squarejut of beard like apharaoh. This pharaoh held apistal.

‘Private road, mister. So what' s your business?
The Bully gtared into the forest, shading hiseyes.
‘Can’t see nothing. Guess he couldn’t either. Maybe he pulled over for adeep.’

‘Don't lead the witness, Craig. | tell you, he was staring. Hewasrigid. Attentive. And he' slooking inmy
faceright now, blindfold or no blindfold. He can seethroughit.’

Rudolph was appalled that his naked Beast was now being inspected at close quarters by someone else,
for thefirg time since he was seven years old. This caamity drove dl thought of the walking tree from his
head for the moment. If only alaser burst from the Beast would burn these two witnesses down! He
clapped ahand to his nose, plunging himsdf into darkness. With his other hand he tore the blindfold off.



Colour vison washed back. The forest was greenly chaotic again.

The Bully named Craig snatched the blindfold from him and pulled it down over hisown carroty heed.
Hehdd ahand in front of hisface, fingerswriggling.

“You can't see athing through it.” Craig took it off and tossed it through the open window of the
Volkswagen.

‘I wear it for my, my, my nose, stammered Rudolph, overcoming with difficulty amental block. ‘I didn’t
have timeto put my, my, my make-up on.’

“Y ou wear acloth over your nose? Because you didn’'t have time to powder it? Christ Almighty.’
‘Well, wouldn't you? If you had anoselike mine? Rudolph felt asif he was betraying the Beast.
‘Moveyour hand off your nose. Sowly.’

TheBully stared at the Beast. He guffawed.

“You cdlthat something odd? Boy, you' ve seen nothing. Nothing!”’

Nothingshould demean the powers of his Beast.

‘| just saw atree going for awak in thewoods!’ blurted Rudolph.

‘Did you now?

‘It swallowed apigeon. Whole’

‘Did it now?

‘So that' swhat you were ... No, wait aminute. How the hellwere you ... staring, with your eyes
blindfolded?

Rudolph kept silent.
‘Okay, s0 put that blindfold back on.’
‘Onyoureyes, dammit.

As soon as Rudol ph adjusted the black cloth, the Pharaoh threw a violent punch full at the Beast.
Ingtinctively Rudolph jerked back. But the punch would never have connected. The Pharaoh had pulled
his punch.

The Pharaoh grinned.

“Y ou can see through yournose , can’t you?

Miserably, Rudol ph nodded.

TheBully’ sreaction to this confession was quite peculiar. He merdly shrugged at his partner.
‘Sowhat dseisnew?

‘Right,’ said the Pharaoh. ‘Here' swhat we' |l do. I'll escort him to the Farm. Y ou follow on, Craig.” The
Pharaoh walked around the VVolkswagen and climbed in the passenger door.



‘Drive on, Rudolph. Y ou may aswdll keep the blindfold on. | believeyou.’
‘Bt ... how do you know my name?

The Pharaoh stared at Rudolph.

‘Oh ... shit, that’sunbelievable I’ He rocked with laughter.
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Chapter 16

Argus, who lived in mythic times, possessed a hundred eyes. At any onetimefifty of these eyeswere
awayswide open. Thus he was congtantly looking around himsdlf in al directions. Eventudly an enemy
lulled him to deep by playing aflute, and cut his head off. After this, his hundred eyes were scattered
upon the tails of peacocks. (There were severa peacocks strutting and screaming on the Farm.)

But really, al these old forces of nature — the Gods and demi-Gods and heroes— had never died.
They had only been playing possum al the while, hiding out disguised as the pattern on peacocks tailsor
whatever, waiting to spring back to lifein new form.

Rogers Junior had fallen adeep as Rudol ph Red-Nose. But he awoke, al Beast. And histrue name was
ArgusWho SeesAll ...

Awakening, he could see all four walls of the changing room at once. Hiswhole bodysaw: histoes, his
ears, hislips, hisnipples, his shoulders, his penis— every part of him saw, with afly’ s-eye sphere of
vision. He possessed totd skin vison; or a least so it seemed during thosefirst few dizzy
al-encompassing moments.

Tothink that such apartial, pathetic creature as Rudol ph had been proud of himself! To think that
Rudolph had believed his Beast was a secret power in the world, when his Beast had been little better
than an embryo!

Thetruth aout his skin vison was rather more subtle, as Argus soon discovered. Certain areas of his
body were quite blind: such asthe soles of hisfeet, hisarmpits, hisgroin, and the cheeks of his buttocks
(and just aswdll, too). The areas of full sengtivity (of which there were obvioudy exactly one hundred)
faded off across boundary zones of lesser sengtivity into these blind spots. But the hundred different
visud fiddsall overlapped. Thevisud effect wastota.

He arose, disoriented, svamped by sights. It would al take alittle getting used to.

Indeed, he might well have gone insane with the sensory overload. For it was obvious that he couldn’t
closethis body-eye of his. There was no eydlid to shutter it. He feared that his brain might begin erasing
unnecessary details— reducing, for instance, the nap on atowel to aplain white sheet, or combining dl
the hairs on the Japanese doctor’ s head into a smooth black cap. (Whilst outsde this building, hisbrain
would fuse dl the billion blades of grassin ameadow into a solid wash of green, locking himinto a
cartoon world ...)

Wisdly, Argus caled out for a pitch-black cloak; and one was soon brought to him.
Clasping it about him, he thus shut the mgjority of his body-eyes.

Y et the changing room at once became dull and tiny. Thiswas like peering into the depths of acave



through alittle peephole. It waslike trying to view the sky from the bottom of amine shaft. Sheer
deprivation.

The dternative was too demanding, asyet.
‘Isthat better? asked Dr Ohira.

Argus hugged the cloak about him, wishing that he could throw the damned thing off, and be hiswhole
sdf. Hefdt asincapacitated as a bloodhound with its nose blocked up with wax, or atwo-legged spider.

He shook his heed.
“Y ou can't switch thisthing on and off likealight bulb ...’

Then he shook his head again, because he had made an interesting discovery. When an ordinary morta
shakes his head, his eyebalslock on, and track the thing which he' swatching. Otherwise thefidd of
vison would swing wildly from sdeto side. Y et though Argus s ears and lips and nose could al till see,
the room hadn’t rocked from side to side when he shook his head. Like the computer it was, hisrewired
brain must be able to compensate for any yawing or pitching of the body.

‘Thisthing, being? enquired the doctor.

‘Vigon! Totd vison— dl about me! My whole body isacompound eye. | can shut my ordinary eyes,
but that does nothing. It slike having your eydids cut off.’

‘Ah ... Soyou need to go out by night. We have severa fine shady templesto shelter you during the
fullness of the day.’

‘No! I’'mnot nocturna. I’m abeast of light. | didn’t becomethisto live my lifein darkness and deep by
day. What | need to do islet the natural daylight seep dowly over me. | have to undergo my own dawn
of the body in the morning, and my own dusk in the evening, That way, I'll adjust.’

‘A new biorhythm,né ? Please do accept my apologies for this bright room. Wewill fit dimmer-switches
in future. But we couldn’t know the nature of your change in advance, could we? Y ou'redl unique, o
far. And the changed population is up to nineteen individuals, by now. | expect there'll be convergent
types asthe population climbs.’

‘Nineteen of us?

‘We have three changing roomsfully functioning. And Arid still wants usto speed thingsup.” Ohira
inclined hishead. ‘If it would cause you distress to leave here prematurely, perhaps | could spend the day
examining you? I'll order infra-red lights brought here. Y ou fascinate me, Rudolph.’

‘So | should. And the name' s Argus.’

‘Ah ... thePanoptes of Greek myth. A well-chosen name.’

‘But, Ohira-sensel,’ began Shiba

Craig McKinnon rapped sharply on the window of the observation room, and frowned.
‘Our prioritiesare dtered,sensal ;" Shibareminded Ohira.

‘Equdly, the wishes of our guests are paramount.’



Shiba stepped forward.

‘Our task isto get new talents Sarted as quickly as possible. Y ours, Argus, will be to explore your own
particular talent. Thisisn't amere experiment. Something to write areport about. It'sanew order of
exigence. Wetoo will change, as soon as convenient.’

‘| can foresee problems of adminigtration,” said Ohira
‘Arid isconsdering this, in council with the other changed people’
‘True’

An impasse seemed to have arisen between the scholar of change, and the man of action. Y et the new
Argus knew which side he was on in this dispute. The former Rudolph had been a scholar of the Beast
for far too long. Argus wasimpatient.

From being aloner for so many years, he knew now, too, that he needed many people. A hundred eyes
required at least a hundred interesting people to keep an eye on. A hundred? No, thousands. And
perhaps with his unique vision he couldsee how to bring thisabouit ...

Could he? He could see dl around himsdlf. But how distantly could he see? How deep intotime ?

Impatience welled in him, mixed with frustration a not being able to throw off his cloak at once. He was
in the position of adeep-seadiver coming up to asurface of bright light. He could only do soin dow
stages, or e'se hewould burst. Redlly, it was better if such adiver could deepen route. Hisawakening
herein the changing room was somehow premature.

If his nose had once known what to do, now hiswhole body knew.

‘ want you to put me back to deep, doctor. I'd like you to transfer me to one of those templesyou
mention. Y ou will leave the cloak with me— but don’t wrap it round me. Lie me ontop of it

Argus had spoken. Ohira nodded obediently. While Shiba beamed.
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Chapter 17

Asthefirgt hint of dawn seeped through the temple windows, the hundred eyes of his body awoke him.
The visible patches of sky were turning into oyster flesh — studded not with pearls but with
star-diamonds, which dowly sank back into the flesh as the valves of day opened wider.

Argus arose from the black cloak, which he found to be draped over achaiselongue. Discovering a
gtone pitcher of sweet milk and some chicken drumsticks to hand, he breskfasted ravenoudy.
Unfortunately the chicken flesh lacked taste, as though he had abad cold.

To the eye of hisupper lip, ashe drank, the pitcher was a great dim cave from which awhite flood
poured.

Setting down the pitcher, he pushed open the bronze door. Briefly, the door was as high as a skyscraper,
to the eyes of hisfingertips. Still clutching adrumstick the Size of an ogtrich leg, he stepped out through a
massively pillared portico.

A dozen grey marble steps led down to aviolet grassy plain which swept downhill between stands of



sycamore and pine. Thefurther it receded from him, the wider swelled the plain. The brightening light was
aready dowly colour-shifting the grass through blue towards green — and perspective, as he had known
it during dl hispreviouslife, was plainly out of date ...

For the eyes of hisbody did not see by the old rules. For him, now, there was no single point of view —
but a hundred viewpoints. There was the viewpoint of hislip, and the viewpoint of anipple. Therewas
the viewpoint of his penis, and the viewpoint of afinger. And each eye magnified or diminished the view
depending on its personal perspective. In some cases ‘reverse perspective’ even gpplied: lines seemed to
separate, not converge with distance. So he was no longer asingle observer standing at one focal point
of theworld. Hefelt himsef to be diffused through the scene, no longer forced to select one interpretation
out of amyriad possibilities. And yet dl these dternatives comprised onevison, one multiplevisonin his
mind: the Many in One,

HewasMarce Duchamp’ sNude Descending a Staircase — namely, those temple steps— yet in afar
richer sense. For whereas that notorious Dadaist nude had smply been acomposite of eventsin
sequence, atime-lapse of bodily motion as perceived by asingle witness, what Argus now experienced
was dl possible dimensions of theworld packed into his spherica visuad space. Even without moving a
paceto |€eft or right, he was able to peer behind the trunks of distant trees, or look around the back of the
lonic temple, or gaze down upon itsroof with itssSix triumpha statues guarding the pediments, front and
rear.

He gathered in dl light: reflected light, scattered light, and asoearlier light which had imprinted its
photons in the scene the day before or the year before.

It only took a dance-step of the mind to glance around an object to inspect its backside, or — by a
different dance-step — to seeits circumstances in the past.

In addition, he could far-see. Faintly at present, but dl thistime thelight wasincreasing. By applying a
kind of dance-yoga— certain limb postures — he was sure he would be able to focus on what was far
away, beyond the bend of the horizon.

Hewaslike aradio s, receiving not radio waves but bounced light.

He could even, he decided, become invisible— supposing that he chose to cloak himsdlf, notin
pitch-black cloth, but in the reflected light of the landscape itself. He should with practice be able to don
the trees and grass as a skin of light. Then he would be the Cheshire Cat, emerging out of the camouflage
of the visua background, fading away again ... not into agrin, but into two normal eyes and a patchwork
of other parts of his body which had no mastery of light: hisinsteps, hisarmpits, hisgroin and hairy scap.
Nobody seeing him in that camouflage would ever connect him up into aperson. Their branswouldn't let
them. Their eyeswould only see the scenery reflected in his own hundred skin-eyes.

Soon the last stars were absorbed, and only Venus and Jupiter remained. Argus was conscious, now, of
gtanding at the gpex of agreet cone of time. All light whatever arrived at his eyesfrom theimmediate or
the more distant past. Everything, no matter what, dwayslay at least alittle hindwardsin time. And thus,
though he could far-see what was happening miles avay, he began to understand that he would never be
abletoforesee.

Thiswas troublesome. How had the prototype Arguslost hislife? Through lack of foresight. The new
Argus might become so dazzled by his perceptions of the past and the present that he failed to notice the
treachery of the future ! Obvioudy nothing could stab him in the back — for he saw dl around himsdif.
Y et astab might well come from ahead of him intime.

The sun rosein the east: ashimmering yellow dragon-mirror.



A person musin't stare directly at the risen sun!
How do you turn your gaze away, when you're dl eye?
Argus amost ran up the steps back into the temple, to make the thick stonewallshiseydids.

But he stood his ground. He stemmed his panic. It reminded him of the selfsame panic that had surged
over him the morning before in the changing room. Hehad amost ... what had he almost done? He had
amogt erased dl unnecessary details! And thiswould mean: smoothing abillion blades of grassinto aflat
green wash, and fusing the ten thousand leaves on atree into asolid green cloud, and gathering al the
streaks and tatters of cloud in the sky into two or three manageable blobs. Like acartoon. Yes: a
cartoon!

Couldn’'t he transform the sun, and only the sun, into acartoon of the sun?

Closing hiseyes, which of course did nothing to diminish the glare, hethought (this hardly doesjustice to
the fierce power of his concentration):

‘LET THERE BE NO DIRECT LIGHT!
‘SUN: BE A CARTOON SUNY’
And something ... shifted.

His body-eyes no longer saw the actua sun. Instead of that blazing luminary, ayelow dish wasrising
above the horizon, with a polite shine on it, no more. But the rest of the landscape remained aglow with
reflected light. Truly, he was amaster of seeing! Experimentdly, he* cartooned” some trees, then shifted
them back into full lesf.

And then he noticed the tree-man. The tree-man was standing &t the far end of the grassy plain, with his
back to Argus. As Argus watched telescopically, the tree-man gulped down afat sparrow.

‘Cartooning’ the plain, to diminate its spreading perspective and to crossit more smoothly, Argustrotted
down towards the tree-man. He circled round in front of him. A faint, intoxicating perfume drifted from
the tree-man’ s open mouth. In fact, thiswasthe first smell of any sort that Argus had detected since he
woke up. Now why was this? It must be because his sense of smell had amost disappeared. No wonder
those drumsticks had been tasteless. With so much sensory gpparatus tied up with vison, he would never
again be able to savour amed properly, unless he drenched it in chilli sauce and monosodium glutamate.
Food had become bland fuel.

Consequently, the fragrance drifting from the tree-man’ s mouth must beoverwhelming to anyonedse...

Blinking at Argus, asthough discovered in abreach of etiquette, the tree-man dammed his mouth shut
hastily. When he opened it again to speak, the scent had gone.

‘Good morning! I'm Silvester.’
‘I'm Argus. Who SeesAll.’
‘Does that include the future too?
Argus drew back, offended.

‘Sorry, my friend! I do tend to ask leading questions. This comes from sinking my rootsin the soil, and
from wearing these Sibylline leavesin my crown. Once I’ m permanently rooted, Il be able to answer al



the questionsthere are. Ambiguoudy or plainly. I’'m an oracle, you see’

‘Anoracle? Wdl, I'm aseer. | see dfar, with the eyes of my body.” Argus explained some of his specia
ills.

‘We could make agreat team,” he added. He felt a powerful urgeto offer himsdlf to Silvester. And this
wasmost unusud! It wasthefirst time he had ever fdt the dightest urge to offer himsalf to anyoneelse,
least of all to atree.

‘Yesssss, dghed Silvester, with the sound of a breeze soughing through branches. ‘Yessss ... ateam.
Thetwo of us. So different, so ... complementary. Y ou see; and | foresee. Whatever Ohirathinks, |
don't believe we re going to find many physicaly identica individuas cropping up. | believe we re going
to discovercomplementary taentsin very different kinds of beings, as diverse as chalk from cheese, as
body-eye from bark. We'll bond together, not because we' re look-alikes, but so we can fit our talents
together. We relike agreat jigsaw of many different pieces, of dl shapes and sizes. Most of the pieces
gill haven't been formed.’

‘Isthat aprophecy — straight from the mouth of the tree?
Silvester laughed, gurglingly, but he did not answer yeaor nay.

‘We'll dl be symbiotic on one another,” he went on. *We Il be one single great creature with many
specidized talents. Together, we'll be unbeatable. Arid thought he was going to become a superman dl
by himsdf. But thereisn’troom for thisin one person. A human body is aready a symbiotic ensemble,
did you know? Every singlecell in it isaco-operative of separate beings combining for the common
good. Now a higher symbiossis adawning— awonderful collective being! But by oursdveswe re il
relatively unspecidized ...’

Arguswasindignant.

‘“Ungpecidized! I’'m asmuch of anEye asyou' |l ever see. What do you want: mobile ssomachs, waking
penises, free-lance lungs?

‘Those are merely organic functions, my friend, not sensory talents” (Curioudy enough, Argusdid fed
intensely friendly towardsthistree.) ‘What you must redize isthat this change is proceeding according to
an unconsciousplan. Now, what isthat plan? Well, consder the embryo. It beginsasasinglecell. Theniit
divides many times and speciaizesitsdlf into brain, or limb, or gut tissue or whatever ese— according to
the genetic plan, and in the correct order. And what do we end up with? With a creature, Man, who is
the most unspeciaized creaturein dl theworld! Man is't particularly anything. He lacks the strength of
the elephant, or the fleetness of the cheetah, or the eyesight of the falcon. And — would you credit it? —
thislack has been the source of Man's greatest success. He can turn his hand to anything at al. He can
extend himsdf in any direction he wants. He uses tel escopes to enhance his eyesight, winchesto increase
his strength, flippersto speed up his swimming. But these toolsaren’t built into him. So heisn't
congtrained as the hummingbird isby itshill, or the rhino by itsarmour plating, or the cheetah by those
legs which pretty soon get tired, or the yak by the woolly coat it can never take off.

‘And even so, Man has reached adead end; and of course | include Woman too. He, including She, has
becometoo damn generd. So heisabout to plunge over an evolutionary cliff — like the unfolding
embryo itsdf! — into wonderful newnatural specidities. The over-speciaized, over-complex society of
the old-style Norma s aready mirrorsthis. The age of Renai ssance Man — the epoch of universal man,
who embodiesal taentswithin himsdlf, and hersdf — isover. Ended. Finis’

Argus scanned the greensward.



‘S0 is Renai ssance perspective, over.’
Thetreewaved abranch to silence him.

‘So hereisthe new plan hatched in the collective unconscious. It s dreamed in our souls, and now the
vird drugsletsthe body bring it to fruition. So we have Geneva, embodying physica strength. And Arid,
the perfect defence system. And mysdlf, the ability to foresee. And you: the ability to seefar. And the
others...” Silvester spread hiswoody fingers, to tick them off.

‘But ook, what' sthe use of thisplan if everybody is separated out like the bits of adismantled engine?
‘Wewill have very many specidids’
‘BLJt—,

‘But what will bind usdl together? Exactly! That isthe question. Why, the answer to that isthat it will be
the person, or persons, whose particular specidity isto join . The Joiners, inaword. They will link our
minds and talentstogether. They’ Il channel these to and fro. They'll put them in touch with each other like
atelephone exchange. Right now, there still aren’t quite enough of us changed people to need the
services of aJoiner. Soon there will be Soon. Remember this. | speakex cathedra now, my watchful
friend. | speak asthe Oracle’

Sivester shuffled, withdrawing hisroots from the earth. He stamped hisfeet afew times, to knock the
loose soil off them.

‘Enough of prophecy for now!’

‘Didn’t you say you had to be rootedper manently before you could be aredly genuine oracle?

‘Oh, but | have evidence of these Joiners. A living hint dready exists. Behold!” The tree-man pointed.
And Argus beheld.

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 18

Something black skulked from tree to tree a ong the fringe of the woods, trying to keep out of sight. It
was mainly aglossy ebony, with afew honey-coloured patches.

‘There€ s Shetani.’

Argus inspected the creature from al sides, enhancing and magnifying it. What he discerned wasa
humpy, chameleon-shaped beast the size of alarge pig. Its curly tail wound round and round itsdlf likea
Catherine whed. A horny sheeth of cartilage hooded its head.

Midway aong the humpy back there rode a second, seemingly female cregture. She had goggling,
lugubrious eyes and an upper lip the Size of ateaplate. One of her ears was huge, the other much
amdler. She hdd her thin armsfolded in the manner of apraying mantis. Argusredized that thefemde
rider was ‘plugged in’ to the back of the chamel eon-pig by means of ahorn on its spine which fitted into
the socket of her genitas. Her frail legs flopped astride the flanks of her piggy mount asthough
pardysed — switched off and de-activated.

What he saw imprinted from the past upon this rider and her mount was that they were not rider and



mount at al. They weren't ‘they’ but, rather, smply ‘she.” Puzzled, hetried to seefurther into the past.

And momentarily he was staring at a black woman with tribal scars high on her cheeks, these scars
looked like an extrapair of eyelids, closed. Hisvison shimmered.

‘So what do you make of her? asked the tree-man.

As though the strange double-being was aware that she was being watched, and spoken about, her body
began to mimic patches of |eaf-green as a camouflage. But she did not move away.

Argus discovered that he himsdf had become virtualy invisible, asif in sympathy. He had dismembered
himsdlf into aloosejigsaw of groin and cranium and other blind parts, afloat upon abackground of the
greensward. The double-being must be curious about thismimicry of his.

‘| cal her “TheUnit,” ' said Slvester.

‘| can see why. She' s one person, divided into two detachable parts, right? The beast-part provides
trangportation and protection. The human part contains the higher mental functions, and guidesthe beast.’

‘ Shetani’ s aremarkable omen for theway we'll dl be plugged into each other one day — through the
minds of Joiners. Here, I'll atract her over. She’ sabit shy and skittish, but not to worry. Get her on her
own, and she' sokay. Hold your breath, Argus.’

Silvester opened wide his woody mouth. He vented agust of intoxicating odour towards the wood.
Immediately the chamel eon-pig — the beast part of Shetani — raised its snout in the air. With nostrils
flaring, it trotted out of cover. But some robins, sparrows, afinch and anightingale sped ahead of it, like
so0 manv feathers being sucked towards a vacuum pump. With aresounding gulp Silvester closed his
mouth and belly sphincter, and the birds veered and fled away.

‘Shetani!” he coaxed. ‘ Come on over here. | want to introduce you to my good friend Argus— the
Seer. He could see what you were, even before | told him. So you needn’t fedl shy.’

The chameleon-pig blushed yellow and bilious green. But it continued towards them. The rider dapped
the Unit’ s rump encouragingly with afrail, long-fingered hand.

‘Itisn't shyness,” piped her voice. Her own body was entirely ebony now. Twenty or soivory teeth
flashed at them. ‘It’ sdiscretion. To meet ashetani till s;emsto melike meeting adevil. Evenif I'mthe
shetani, now!’

She pressed her hands down upon the shoulders of the Unit. Thrusting herself upward, she did her vulva
off the nerve-horn. As soon as she began to dismount, her thin legs came back to life to support her.
Once on the ground, her stance was crooked. Y et she gave an impression of wiry strength. If she was
bent, she was bent like the belly of abow, Straining at an arrow.

Her chamel eon-pig wandered off to root about for worms. It licked these up with along prehensile
tongue.

Using his past-sight, Argus saw m flashes: ablack girl Sitting underneath aspreading mangotree... A
wizened old man was carving some grotesque blackwood scul pture of a devil-beast. Thisdevil was
defecating a baby monster into the mouth of a snake. The old man plied saw and adze and rasp, al made
out of scraps from wrecked cars ...

Next: the girl was running through the ghostly bush by night, pursued by spindly shapesastal astrees,
that reached and plucked at her ...



Next: dressed in abright green and orange Java-print cloth which left her shoulders bare, and with
cracked rubber sandals on her feet, she was pedalling awaobbling bicycle dong a sandy track amidst
thorn bushes and gourd trees, whose pendulous fruit hung like long grey sausages. Away to her left she
spied achameleon the size of acow. Or wasit alion?

Argus relaxed and snapped back to the present.

‘So that’ swhat a shetani is. An African bush spirit: I see . And now you’ ve become one, eh? Or two. Or
one. But you're far from your usua habitat.’

Shetani cocked her large ear, asif to harken to her home thousands of miles away.

‘Oh, I was an exchange student. From Mozambique. But | always had dreams, such dreams ... Then|
got mixed up in drugs over here. Acid and coke and other stuff. Y ou see, my Grandad was a carver —'

‘Yes, |do see’

‘He used dope to set the shetani free from the block of wood. Well, he awaysdenied that he used dope.
He had to. If he hadn’t denied it, and denied the existence of actua spirits, he wouldn’t have got his
carver’slicence or any money from the rural co-op, would he? | dwayswanted to be acarver just like
him. I needed to be. | didn’t want to become an agronomist. The trouble was, there was only soft dope
over there. Then when | got over here, | disgraced mysdif ...’

‘But why did you “need” to carve? Argusthought of looking for himsdf, but decided thiswould be
impolite

‘Well you see, the shetani haunted me. In my dreamsthey chased me. The only way | could think of to
save myself was ... well, | thought if | carved them in wood that would keep them in their place.
Motionless— they wouldn't be able to run after me. But dl thosedrugs| took todoiit ... Well, they
wereinside me. | mean, the shetani were. The drugstoo! So | couldn’t carry on studying rura
economics. Nuts and pineapplesand sisal ... And | couldn’t go back home, either. | had to go Sideways,

out of sght. If Ariel’sman hadn’t picked me up, I’d just have rotted, screaming. Now | can separate
myself from the dream-beast, can't 1?1 can ride the dream around. | cancontral it

But just then came the warning wail of asiren, from well over amile distant.
‘Probably someidiot, trying to escape their destiny!’
Argus peered a Silvester, as he grumbled, and saw in the past:

Frank Cadero pounding aong acinder track between yew hedges, with Arid gliding overhead likea
little pterodactyl ...

‘Well, that’ squite understandable.” He tapped Silvester consolingly. * Some people must find theidea
takes abit of getting used to. | mean,you hadn’t spent your whole lifelong with ahidden Beast in
attendance, eh?

‘It couldn’t possibly be The War? asked Shetani anxioudly.
‘No, that would be arising and faling tone,” Silvester reassured her.

Argus focused his body-eyesin the direction of the dert, though by now the siren had cut off. Down at
the end of aluminoustunnel, asthough on agrainy screen he perceived the watchtower and the stedl
fence and the locked gateway. Moving the mouth of thisvisua tunndl, he noticed two rifle-clutching



guards sprinting ong. Then he overtook two Russian novelists fleeing from the guards. Their manesand
hairy coats suggested that they were absconding from Siberia. They fled in abow-legged, sooping
manner with their knuckles nearly brushing the tarmac of the Farm road, just as though they were
propelling themselves dong with the aid of invishle ski sticks.

He panned about: a Mercedes limousine was lurching off in pursuit, and a hdlicopter waslifting from the
apron near theflag pole ... Meanwhile, another guard was gesticulating through the locked gate into the
wild park beyond. Argus swung hisfield of view just in timeto catch sght of twomore Russan noveliss
plunging towards an oak wood. But he couldn’t tell their past histories, not while he was employing his
far-seaing kill.

‘Couple of Neanderthal men are heading for the main road,” he reported. ‘ Couple more arein the
grounds, with us. The gate’ still locked, though. So how did they get in?

‘Shinned over it?
‘Impossible!’

‘No, from your description those sound very like the superchimps. They' d be able to scale the gate.
S0 ... now they’ve broken out. Or rather, now they’ ve brokenin .’

Argus stared at the gate again.
‘Guard seemsto havelost the key.’

‘Guards aren’'t allowed in here, except on Ariel’ s say-so. We re salf-governing. But | wonder how
pongo got past the dligators?

‘Shall we get over there, and intercept them? Then I'll be able to see how.’
‘I can't run. Y ou go ahead, my friend.’

‘I'llgo with you,” volunteered Shetani. Sticking her thin fingersinto her toothy mouth, under that vast
upper lip, shewhidtled.

The chamel eon-pig raced back to her obediently. Mounting it, she plugged hersdlf in again, and once
more her legs hung loose and nerveless. She was the Unit once again, and as such, a subtle change came
over her expression. Those great goggling eyeslooked full of mischief now. She shied. Sapping the rump
of her mount, she scampered off.

Argus‘cartooned’ the woods, so that he could sprint between the trees more easily. Silvester lumbered
along behind, at his own arboreal pace.

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 19

Geneva hustled the two captured superchimps aong till they arrived at the Temple of Venus. Infact the
metapongids had surrendered to her gladly, asto an old acquaintance. (Though how had they recognized
her?) It was merely her disproportionate strength which made them seem hustled, rather than smply led.

Tagging adong behind came a goat-hoofed, shaggy-thighed Pan accompanied by alecherous |lesser satyr,
and awater nymph named Nixy. Nixy was the most remarkable of this bunch. An ex-acoholic kid, who



had been on the skidswhen Aridl’s man picked her up, now she was able to breasthe underwater in the
lakes and rivers of the estate, and she could flap her feet marvelloudy like flippers and thus pursue and
catch fish. Shewas dressed in amodest lesther skirt as amild bromide to the constant lecherous
invitations and voyeurism of the satyr, whose nature it was to be something of apest. When the satyr
acted too rowdily, Pan occasiondly thwacked him over the head. And Pan had other usesfor him too.
This particular Pan was, to Nixy’ srelief, ahomosexud ...

Arid waswaiting insde the temple at the communications console. Alerted by McKinnon, he had
despatched Genevato apprehend the runaways. This had not taken her very long.

‘Herethey are!l’ she bellowed.

Arid skipped into the doorway and beckoned. He waved Pan and the satyr and Nixy away to their
pastimes.

Robina Weber was on the TV screen ingde. She had the beginnings of ablack eye; and as soon asshe
caught sight of the two superchimps on her own screen, she sgned long and fiercely. The metgpongids

circled their chestswith their pams: ‘Honest, we're sorry.” They hid their faces, pegping guiltily through
their fingers a the cameramounted above the screen. Robinafinaly relented and, with asmile, forgave
them.

‘That's Caesar and Boadicaea you have there, boss. Brutusis on hisway back to the compound, under
escort. But I'm sorry to say we still haven't caught up with ... Hang on aminute.” She picked up an
orange handset. ‘Yes... Yes...

‘Oh Lord, boss, Maccoby just called. He' sin the limo at the main gate. Cleo rushed out of the woods
with along branch. She just jumped on the roof of the Merc and vaulted over!’

Ariel flapped about in agitation. The atmosphere crackled with static. Hairs bristled on the superchimps
coats. Thetwo of them backed up against the erotic frescoes, chattering and covering their eyes. * See no
evil!

‘For goodness sake,” shouted Geneva, * discharge yourself! You'll do yourself aninjury.’

‘Yes. Yes. You'reright! Arid flew to his mighty mistress. She scooped him up in her arms. While
Robina stared from the screen, bemused, Geneva groaned and rocked about in ecstasy. Findly,
trembling al over, she set Arid down again. He scuttled back to the console.

‘Now listen: send out a search party — use as many people —'
‘Maccoby’salready ontoit.’

‘And the helicopter —’

‘It sintheair, boss’

‘Cleomustn’t get asfar as Fairboro, do you hear? So string out apicket linein that direction. And send
Jack Nimmo out with the searcherstoo. Jack’ s authorized by me persondly to tell Cleo that it' shigh time
we made the four metgpongids junior citizensin our commonwedlth. If she'll just please come back
quietly? And he' sto remind her that the outside world' sfull of hoodlums. Okay?You stay by the screen.
WEe |l need some interpreting done soon.’

‘Isthat true about citizenship? asked Robina. ‘ Jack and | can’'t Sgn untrue statements.”



‘I’m not asking you to sign abloody treaty! I’m just asking you totell them.’
Robinawaved her hands.
‘Sgningis how wetdl them — obvioudy! Soisit true or not?

‘If they want it that way! Y es,certainly they can join us here. 't that only fair and just, now that
they’ ve forced the issue by escaping?

While Robinawas busy passing on ingructions, Arid confided to Geneva:

‘And of course,now we have to decide whether that was their purpose. To join the Community of the
Changed. If 50, they must redly have put two and two together.’

‘| shouldn’t be surprised if they did. Jean Sandwich came away from that compound of theirswith avery
strong impression that they knowexactly what's going on. Robinamerely smirked at the notion, need |
add?

‘Jack hasraised onelittle point, boss,” said Robina, facing front again. * Supposing the metapongidsall
join you, where does that leave Jack and me?

Y ou two? Well, it goes without saying that we' Il need a couple of interpreters up here. Y ou know, if
Caesar and the othersaren’t to fed dienated. That's assuming theydo want to live with us. And that
meansyou' |l both be able to go through your own change al the sooner, you and Jack. One at atime’

‘“Wewill? Robina sounded rather more than dubious.

‘Redlly, Robinal Y ou’ ve noidea how fulfillingitis, being in on anew cycle of creation. Slvester can
vouch for that. The former Mr Caldero. He sreally branched out wonderfully, since’

‘Hmm,” said Robina

‘Never mind about that now. Let’s get down to business.” Ariel beckoned at the peeping superchimps.
‘Now, why did you leave your lovely garden underground?

Caesar and Boadicaea looked to Robinaon the TV screen.
Boadicaeasigned inreply.
“We want to see your dreams cometrue,” interpreted Robina.

‘That’ s sweet of you. But in that case, why did Cleo and Brutus rush off in the opposite direction,
towards the smdly world?

‘But which way should we go? Which side of which fence? There were hoodlums with guns. So we split
up. And we find that this big garden over the fence is another locked place. Maybe it wasright to lock us
inour garden, if you lock yoursavesin yours?

Caesar signed at Geneva,

“We metyouin our underground garden. Now you have dreamed a new body for yoursdlf. But | know
you. | fed the ... the congruence (I guess that’ s the best word) between old-you and new-you. Isthe
new-you delighted?

“You can say that again!’



‘1 Sgned “very.” Try to avoid idioms, huh? Okay: Do you tend this garden? | made out Jean Sandwich
was a gardener, remember?

‘| guessit sort of tendsitsdf ...’
‘But there arehoodlums outside. Boa again. Over to you, boss.’

‘Don’'t worry about them,” said Aridl. ‘ Those men keep me secure. We have to have security. Themain
point is, do youwishto livewith us? Y ou can do o, if you want. You'll find lots of treesto climb.’

‘That’ s patronizing and insulting, boss. | won't Sgnit.’

‘Damnit,| like climbing treesmysdlf! | glide from bough to bough. Anyway, |am a patron. I’ mthe
Patron.’

Robinaduly sgned. And asked in reply:

‘If you need the safety of security, are we more safe or less safe, being here?

Arid shrugged.

‘Six and two-threes’

‘They don't count duodecimally, boss.’

‘Just convey the spirit of it, okay?

Boadicaea scratched her brow thoughtfully before answering.

‘“Wewould rather beless ssfe— and learnmore !’

‘Quite. Exactly my sentiment. If I'd wanted to be safe, I' d have stayed in my penthouse forever.’

‘Wewant to learn about your change. Becauseif the whole world belongs to you humans at present, and
if youdl change ...” Boadicaeatrailed off into vague hand-flapping, leaving Robina stranded.

‘Ah, you might inherit our ownership? Isthat it? No, don't Sgn that, Robinal Ah, now | ssewhat’sin
their minds. anew species of superchimps picks up the reins of civilization which we discard, whilewe
changed humans move on to another plane of existence? Hal Everyone deserves afantasy! Good thing
the poor sods don't know they’ ve been sterilized.’

‘They may — just possibly — understand spoken English,” pointed out Geneva

‘Rubbish,” said Robina. ‘Look, boss, | don't think you need get worried. Superchimps would never want
to take over our sort of civilization — no more than dolphins or superdogswould. They're, well, a
different species’

‘ Amounting to four members’
‘That’ s three more than you! Y ou people al look like a different species each, boss.’
‘WEe'll get organized. You'll be surprised.’

At that moment a green piggish creature, ridden by an ebony statuette, skidded to a hdt in the stone
doorway.



‘Wheee!’ cried the rider. The mount flicked an inordinately long tongue in and out dong thefloor. ‘I've
swallowed a snake, I ve swallowed a snake!’

Caesar and Boadicaea shrank away in darm, their hands warding off the menace.
‘Shut up, Shetani!” Genevabawled. ‘ Thisisn't thetimefor games!’

The Unit frolicked away, to be replaced in the doorway by apanting Argus. He gazed at Caesar and
Boadicaea.

‘Sothat’ s how you got past the alligators! Nice one. And the eectric fence, too! How very ingenious.’
‘Ah, welcome, welcome!’ cdled Aridl. ‘I'mreliably told that they got out by —

‘I can see how they got out, quite clearly, thank you. As soon as| set eyes on anyone, | seether past
history. If | choose’

‘Redlly? That' sgood . One more success notched up. Y ou must be—?
‘Argus. Who Sees All. | can see things happening far away, aswell.’

‘Better dill. You can't, by chance, see where Cleopatrais heading for? She' s the other pongo who
absconded. Last thing | heard, she' d just hopped over the main gate.’

Pl ry.

Argus departed alittle way into the glade. Ariel and Genevafollowed him asfar asthe doorway. With his
ordinary eyestight shut, Argus stared into the sky.

‘| spy themain gate ... That' seasy: | dready know whereit is. Ah, now there' sapick-up truck heading
up thehighway ... And the Merc' sgoing in the other direction. Can't see any chimp, though. There' stoo
much damned leaf cover. Now if it waswinter —'

‘Well, we can’t walt till the leavesfdl just for you, can we?
Argus opened hisordinary eyes.

‘If I wasn't using far-seeing, I’ d easily be able to cartoon dl that foliage. Alas, you can’t haveit both
ways. By the way, speaking of winter, what exactly arewe dl going to do when it turnscold?| can’t
gtart wearing clothes. Clothes would blindfold me. And what about that nymph | saw on the way here?
Water nymph, right? What happens to her when the water freezes?

‘Thewintersare quite mild here’
‘Mild enough to go naked?

‘If the weather getstoo sharp, there sahuge natura cavern under the high ground. Don’t worry, that's
al organized. The cavern’ sfitted out for surviva. Though | guess our tree-man and some of the others
might prefer to winter inthe open air.’

Genevadapped her robes ebulliently.
‘Weather doesn’t bother me”’

‘Incidentaly, Silvester’ s on the way over. The hedgehog, to my hare! Maybe he'll be able to prophesy



where you can find Cleopatra’

As Argus was walking back towards the temple, Shetani snickered from some bushes. Then she gave
vent to an eerie, blood-curdling howl.

‘If you think that’ Il fool anyone,” shouted Geneva from the doorway, ‘ you' re barking up the wrong tree!
Now, get lost! We ve got business’

Inside, the interrogation resumed.

‘Now where were we? asked Aridl. ‘ Oh yes, do you guyswish to stay here with us, rather than go back
to your old quarters? Or did that al get sorted out dready? We'll bring Cleo and Brutus here, okay?
Cleo, once we' ve caught up with her and rescued her. We' re making asweet world here, you two, not
likethat smdly one out there. But | give you fair warning: what’ s here right now will be spreading out
there pretty soon, and things could get abit hairy then. If you'll pardon the expression. | dunno, if you
were back in your old quarters you might find the transition period less confusing. It'sup to you.’

‘Phew.” Robinabegan signing.

‘Areyou serious? asked Argus. ‘| mean, about changingeverybody. How do you intend to pull that
off?

‘My Japanese doctors are working on it. On someway of dispersing thevirus.’

“Y ou mean to spray it from aplane? Or put it in the water supplies? Y ou'd haveto hit alot of Sites
smultaneoudy. And abroad too — or esewe |l betraced. They’ |l wipe usout.’

‘If you did it elther of those ways, Argus, you' d change dl the cats and dogs and rats and everything else
into the bargain. Supercats? Supermice? Superfleas? That' sano-no.’

Argus stared, but couldn’t quite see.
‘So you' Il have to, what? Dope some product ... which everyone uses? Such as toothpaste?
Ariel frowned. Hisfacelooked like a shoe, with the laces pulled tight.

‘“The main problem is unsupervised,wild changing. We don't redlly know what it’ slike to go through the
change without nutrients and sedatives and such. People might hurt, or starve. Shibathinksit’'sgoing to
be okay, though. God, when | think of al those poor suppressed people out there leading dull livesin dull
bodies! When they could dream, and become their dreams!’

‘If they’re dtill conscious during the change, they can't dream.’
‘True. Maybe they can hdlucinate’
‘And if theyare conscious, but in agony, maybe they’ll change into something monstrous? said Argus.

‘Maybe. Shibathinksit'll be no worse than prolonged labour pains. That’ swhat thefirst set of ratsredly
went through: second childbirth. We ought to have let them carry on.’

‘Yeah, let’slook onthe bright!” (Indeed, for Argusthere were no dark sidesany more.) ‘Let’ sgive
everyone achance’

‘Yes... But thereé sone small problem called consumer mativation. It would be just fine and dandy if we
could hand out bottleslabelled “ Elixir of Change’ to aclamouring populace. Unfortunately we' d



promptly have the Government and the God Nuts to contend with.’

“How about setting up your own religious cult in opposition? One with an inner mystery which for once
was aphyscd redity, the communion of the change!’

‘That might work, but only if we transferred our whole operation to some placein Africaor South
America— somewhere| could practicaly own. But damn it, man,this ismy pleasure ground. | decreed
it, like KublaKhan. I'm damned if Ill take off to the Congo or the Mato Grosso!” Ariel shrugged. ‘ Oh, if
only people knew. Once changed, promptly converted, en? Y ou'retypica, Argus. Do you fed the least
scrap of regret?

‘Me?1 fed like I’ ve been let out of prison after twenty years. | was just a pathetic wretch before.’

‘Andit’ll be the same with everyone, as soon asthey’ ve changed. Notbefore , though. If they get wind
of thisthing in advance, they’ll hateit. They'll try to crushiit.’

‘Sothey need faith. Like | said’

‘No,we need power. We need to put all our powerstogether. Yoursand Silvester’ s and Shetani’s. But
you've given methe germ of anidea’

Robina cleared her throat.
‘Weagreeto livewith you,” sheinterpreted. ‘ But we smell hoodlums!’
‘| told you not to worry about those guys!’

‘These areinvisible hoodlums. Y ou do not change in the way we changed. Y ou are the banana plant that
bears an apple. We shdl stay and smell the difference of the fruit. You can't smell it.’

‘“What on earth does that mean? Oh, never mind! Robina, when you send Brutus up here, don't forget to
include asupply of pongo food. Nuts and bananas and whatnot.’

Argusnudged Aridl.

‘Maybe what it meansis, being out in these wide open spaces ... they’ ve goneape ?

A tree shambled, at last, to the doorway and shuffled about there, ill a ease on the smooth stone.
‘| foretdll trouble,” groaned Silvester, lugubrioudy.
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Chapter 20

Argus winked at the others, with his eyes and body-eyes.

‘My dear partner,anybody can foretell trouble! It’slike forecasting the weether. There |l dwaysbea
storm somewhere. If there wasn't, there wouldn’t be any weeather system.’

‘Could you possibly be alittle more specific? Arid asked thetree.
Sivester samped afew times, thump, thump, thump.

‘These chimps have something to do with it, he said at last. “We can’t assimilate them. They’ll beathorn
inour Sdes’

‘What'sthis, then? Racidism?

“WE regoing to be assimilated quite soon. Butthey won't be, hmm, assmilated. | can fed it in my roots’
‘Just what do you mean by being “ assmilated”?

‘A Joiner will joinusdl inanetwork. That'swhat | mean. And high time, too!”

‘A network of power! | knew it, | knew it!’

Silvester's eyeswent blank.

‘Shewho will tiethe fina knot in the network isa superchimp. Y et then, with their oh so nimble fingers,
they’ll do their best to untie the network.” Blindly he pointed an accusing branch at Caesar and
Boadicaea

The metapongids screwed thelr fists againgt their noses, asif afoul stench wasissuing from Silvester’'s
mouth. Since he wasin prophetic mood right now, no smdll of any kind wasissuing from him; so maybe
his outstretched branch smply reminded them of asmely rifle.

‘They’ll betray us, do you mean?

‘Notimmediately they won't.

‘Wdl,how ?

Silvester blinked, and looked around puzzled.

‘Thisthing runs deeper than theworld itself,” he said. * Maybe the Joiner will help us understand. | don't.’
‘That isn't awholelot of help. Robina, what' s the update?

‘A team’ son the way to Fairboro. Should be there any minute. The chopper just lifted off again, with
Jack. Shdll | patch you through?

‘No, et them concentrate on the task in hand.’

‘The superchimpsaren’t ... Godlike, likeus.” Slvester was till struggling with hisforesight. ‘ They’re
mere mortals’

‘Areweimmortal? | wasn't aware of it.’



‘Something in usis. Something elementd. Lo, asubmerged continent isrising. Only afew pesksare
showing a the moment, but what peakswe are! Atlantislies beneath us. awhole hidden world.” Silvester
nodded hiscrown.' That's it.

‘If that' sforesight,” said Argus, ‘1 think I'm better off without it

‘Maccoby’ s reached Fairboro, boss,” reported Robina. * Place seems quiet. HE s going to do a U-turn
and deploy the picket line back out at ... Oh shit. They’ ve spotted Cleo. She' sthere dready! She'sin
Fairboro. Shejust climbed out of the back of afarm truck.’

‘“Why can't you foresee bloody smplethings — like that? cried Arid, disiraught.

By now, ThemaHarvey meekly regretted her decision to retire back to the village of her long-gone
girlhood: aperiod of time when Fairboro had seemed so very much richer in detall.

Had she but redlized it earlier, the richness of her memories was directly due to the barrenness of
Fairboro. The young Thelma had been obliged,faute de mieux, to pay enormous attention, say, to a
patch of moss on astone wall, magnifying it in her imagination into the rain forests of the Amazon ...
Returning to Fairboro in her fifty-fifth year from the boarding school for deaf and dumb children on the
outskirts of Pompey, sheredlized the truth within avery few months. Fairboro wasn't redly full of rain
forests painted by Douanier Rousseau. The other magicalloci which she remembered with such nogtdgia
turned out to be a stagnant pool, astunted tree and a broken water pump.

However, she did not tunein to the consolations of religion by way of the God Nut radio station
broadcasting from Pompey. The notion of being born again in Fairboro struck her asimplausible, not to
say excessvely boisterous. And she had dways avoided boisterousness. Thiswaswhy, with dl her
faculties about her, she had trained to teach the deaf and dumb. The school had rather resembled a
trappist cloister, though without the disadvantages of prayer. Thelma s devotions were paid, instead, to
the Romance of the Week Club. She occasionally imagined for herself amausoleum built out of Romance
of the Week sdections, dl neatly cemented together inside her home as a secret inner wall. When she
died, they would remove the outer walls and there it would be: the Mausoleum of Thelmaat Fairboro,
rivalling Watts Towers and the Tomb of Mausolus at Halicarnassus erected by Queen Artemisa.

Thelmawas walking along The Main Street of Fairboro, to pick up her Romance of the Week selection
from The Store-cum-Post Office ...

In meek revenge a the village s betraya of her memories, Thelmaliked to conceive Fairboro entirely in
terms of theDuden Bildworterbuch , or pictorid dictionary. Thus she had every single festure of
Fairboro listed in her brain in the form of standardized Platonic archetypes, asin the dictionary. So here
was The Farm (with The Barn), and here was The Water Tower. There was The Old House, and The
Blue House, and The Windmill, and The Derelict House (with The Ghost) ... Instead of exfoliating every
miserable fern into a Carboniferous jungle and every patch of grassinto the Pampas — as once she had
done— now (with mild vindictiveness) she reduced Fairboro to a schematic. Within this Platonic
schematic shewas The Spinger, dias The Retired Schoolmistress.

So, as she waswaking along The Main Street past The Farm Truck, she noticed the Limousine at the far
end of the street, and The Helicopter circling over The Woods ...

Abruptly, like an eruption of repressed material from her subconscious— like the materiaization of
Thelma s moth-balled 1d itself — a beast-woman coated in thick black fur leapt from the back of the
truck, demolishing dl blandness a a stroke. Thiswas a creature from before the Stone Age. It was
something out of the African Plainsthree million yearsb.c. She wasn't even ahuman being. Y et she
wasn't an anima — the creature’ s eyes were too intelligent for that.



Like apriest confronted by adevil, Thelmaautomaticaly made sgnsto the gpparition to go away.

And the monster (which she still suspected had sprung from within herself) signed back fluently at
Thdma

‘Please hdp me! Smelly men are chasing me! Don't let them lock me up underground again!”’

Immediately various Gothic and associated scenarios bloomed in Theima smind ... and withered again
(no, thiswasnot Mr Rochester’ swifel) as she remembered the rumours about the nearby edtate.

‘ Are you from another sar? she signed.

‘No, no, nol’

Two strangers were running down The Main Street by now. One of them waswaving arifle.
‘Mr Hacker!” shrieked Thelma, in the direction of The Garage.

A burly bearded man in faded blue coveralls crawled from under atractor. Clutching a heavy spanner, he
scrambled to hisfeet.

Meanwhile Mrs Sandra Glass, who had just that moment ridden her bay gelding around the side of The
Blue House, shouted through the open kitchen window for her husband, and urged her mount to a canter.
Mr Jm Glass emerged from the kitchen. Picking up an axe from thewood pile, he dashed in Thema's
direction.

‘Excuseme,” Sgned the she-mongter hagtily. ‘| must take you hostage, asin the best movies'’
Thelma squealed and fainted as the she-monster seized hold of her.

She regained her senses high above the ground. She had been carried up the outside ladder to the top of
the water tower. Now she was sitting propped upright, with Fairboro spread out before her and
twenty-foot depth of water behind. The she-beast huffed and grunted from her efforts.

Redlizing that Thelma had recovered consciousness, Mr Hacker tucked the spanner into his coveralls and
started up the ladder. Whereupon the she-beast angled Thelmaforward threateningly. She screamed.

‘Don’t, Mr Hacker! | beg you. Go back down! I’ ve been takenhostage. She doesn’t want to go back
with those men!’

‘What, that thing speaks English?

‘She understands sign language. Sodo I

One of the strangers bel ow began gabbling quietly into hiswakie-talkie.

‘Don’'t panic, ma'am,’ caled the other. ‘ Keep quiet, and don’t sayanything. Keep ill.”
‘Isthat thing from aflying saucer, then? shouted Hacker.

‘Shesaysnot ;" Thelmacalled back.

The helicopter deafened everyone asit sank down on to the open space in front of the tower. The gale
from its blades rocked Thelmaand her hairy captor to and fro.

A tdl blond young man wearing jeans and a Buchanan tartan shirt hopped out of the cabin and ran to the



bottom of theladder. Pulling Mr Hacker out of the way, he ran back afew paces then began signing.
Thelma could easily understand most of what his hands said:

‘Please come back with us. (Somebody) promisesthat you can live with the changed peoplein the
woods, if you wish. (So-and-s0) and (So-and-s0) are there dlready. They have chosen anew life. Thisis
very very true. Y ou arein danger from thewild crazy hoodlumshere ...’

‘Hey, we aren’t wild crazy hoodlums here!’ she shouted down at him, signing as she did so to reinforce
her message. More sthe pity, she thought. But no, that would be boisterous ...

The blond man looked horribly surprised. He stared at her hands. His own hands jittered.
The she-beast beside her signed:
‘| want to see (So-and-s0) or (So-and-s0) tell me that, on television. We stay up heretill then.’

‘It'll haveto be avideo recording!” the blond man bellowed as though somehow this prevented Thelma
from eavesdropping on the signs his hands were making at the sametime. ‘“We can't run acable dl the
way from the Farm!” One message to her by voice, adifferent message to the creature by gesture? No:
they were the same message. He was smply flustered. More flustered, she thought, than me. Despite
being kidnapped by my Id. But no, this creature couldn’t redlly be her 1d, not if complete strangers were
intent on capturing it ... Sherealized that the Mato Grosso and the Jurassic jungles had come to Fairboro
alast.

‘How long willthat take? Thelmacalled down to him. ‘I’m not apigeon. | can’t balance up here al
day.’

‘Can you please just hold on for half an hour, maam? We Il get thisdl sorted out. Just please don't
communicate with the gpe. Y ou might get her excited.’

‘Thisisno gpe!’
‘Itis, too! It'satrained ape.’
‘Liar’’

The blond man trotted back to the helicopter, to confer with the pilot. The blades whirred again. He
waved the helicopter away, then stood anxioudly eyeing the top of the water tower ...

... where Thelmawas starting to sign questionsto her captor — this so-called ‘trained ape’ — and
where her captor was guilelessy replying to them dl.
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Chapter 21

The helicopter took awhole hour to return; and by then Thelmaknew full well, whatever the thrills of the
jungle, that she had been ludicroudy shamed in the eyes of al her neighbours. For by now, smply
everyone had gathered.

During the first ten minutes or so of her enforced vigil on top of that water tower, shewas il inthe eyes
of gpectators the same old Miss Thelma, plainly in peril of her life from an escaped beast. Y et asthe
minutes rolled by, and as her bum grew numb and as vertigo assailed her, and as strange emotions



climbed up her spine like snakes, she was seen by dl to be blatantly cuddling and canoodling with the
hairy creature just asif that water tower was lovers lane at dusk. The small crowd began to view her
predicament in anew light, and even to titter and nudge. Miss Themawas visibly having it off — at long
last — in the most blatantly exhibitionist manner. That the beast was a she-beast was by no means
obvious from down below. Y et Thelma s own redlization of itsactua sex was no consolation. When and
if her good neighbours discovered, they would laugh themsdavesinto paroxysms, maintaining stoutly that
Miss Themacouldn't tell the difference. Or, more scandaloudy dill, that shepreferred adistaff lover, just
s0 long as the female was butch and hairy enough. (‘ Oh, it was aterrible thing for the poor dear, but you
must admit ...") Thelma s head buzzed with shame. The twenty-foot depth of water yawning behind her
became awell of londiness. If tongues wagged too much she might be found drowned in it one day. The
Water Reservoir would bloat The Corpse, of The Disgraced Spingter.

Y et thiswas far from beingall she decided, perched up there on her embarrassing eminence, one hand
waggling conversationaly while her other hand clutched ahot waist ...

Trained ape, indeed! She had known that for alie, the moment the blond man uttered it.

Her captor was called Cleopatra. She had spelled out her name. (Cleopatra s whiskered cheek, and her
geamrollered nose and bulging muzzle, werein enforced proximity to Thelma s own cheek. Yet the
chimp’smouth did not reek of bacteria plague, or fermenting bananas. If anything, her breath smelled of
peppermint toothpaste.) And Cleopatra had once been an ordinary chimp but she had been changed in
mind and body into a creature never seen on Earth before ...

Y et the experiment didn’t end there. The whole reason for it, explained Cleo, was to change not chimps
buthuman beings. The am wasto change people into creatures as different from ordinary men and
women as Cleo was different from an ordinary chimp. Cleo had only actualy seen one such changed
human, who had stared down one day into the Chimporium, the chimps' underground prison-garden. But
sheknew there were others. They al knew. It wasthe only reason for their own change. They had seen
enough filmsto work out that humans aways experimented on animalsfirst of dl. So sheand her friends
had escaped — out of overpowering curiosity and from adesirefor liberty, equality and
metamorphraternity.

Thelmabegan to dream of a plan which would rescue her from shame, and the prospect of floating
bloated in the water tank one day. She could save her face, by changingit ...

Findly the helicopter did descend. A battery TV set and video cassette recorder were unloaded. The TV
screen was aimed up at the top of the tower. The blond man spoke to Mr Hacker, who grumbled, but
went and fetched along pole from his garage.

Thelmathought at first that the blond man was fastening a noose to the end of the pole, in the approved
manner of anima catchers. But no: he was attaching apair of binoculars on astrap. He climbed alittle
way up the ladder, until he could pass the binoculars up to the changed chimp, then backed down again
and switched the TV st on.

Cleo gtared through the binoculars a the silent video film, for al the world like some snooty countessin
her furs scrutinizing adistant ballet through her lorgnette. On the screen, another changed chimp made
sgns. But without binoculars, the image wastoo smdl for Thelmato see clearly.

‘TsK, tutted Cleo to hersdlf. ‘ Tsk, tsk.” Whether these clickings conveyed approva or disgruntlement, or
whether Cleo was merdly filing the information noisly, the way she might crack atough nut in her jaws,
Thelmacouldn't decide.

Cleopatra saw the whole recording through twice.



‘Tsk,” shesaid, and tossed down the binoculars, narrowly missing the blond man.
‘Okay, shesgned down at him. ‘ Thishostageisfree. | agree. I'm coming down.’

Asgdlantly as possible, consdering their awkward situation, Cleo helped Thematurn, and plant her feet
upon the rungs. She handed her down away.

Quivering, Thelmadescended — and as soon as Thelmawas safely on the ground, Cleopatrafollowed
her, fast as afireman down a greased pole. Mr Hacker moved to support the trembling Thelma, but she
shook him off. His approach frankly suggested to her, * Once dishonoured, freefor al.” Shewas shaking
more from cramp than shock, in any case. She hobbled over to the blond man. So that no one else but
he and Cleo could understand, she signed to him:

‘Ligen: Iknow what’ s going on. Y our chimp told meeverything. Y ou’ re changing people, not just
chimps. And | want to changetoo! | want sanctuary.’

Seeing the limousine depart with Miss Thelmaand the trained ape secluded in the back with curtains
drawn, the villagers of Fairboro speculated.

‘| aways said there was something odd about her —'
‘Born and bred here! But when she came back shedidn’t join in; she justwatched usdl —

‘| say sheworked for the Estate al along. They planted her here— what’ s the word? — like adegper.
In espionage, you know? Her cover just got blown. Did you see how she talked to that monster with her
hands? | bet she never taught at any school in Pompey. | bet she worked in Intelligence. That was no
ape, either! It was something made in atest tube —'

‘But that'sillegdl,” Mr Hacker said. ‘M onkeying around with theimage of God isillegd.’

Jm Glass, dill clutching his axe, was by way of employment a sdesman of best bull and ram and stalion
semen. Thus he fdt conflicting emotions at thisreveation. His own job involved test tubes, and acertain
amount of monkeying around with theimage (as yet unsacred) of cow and sheep and stalion. Hehad a
sneaking suspicion that if the God Nuts won the day, cows too might become sacred, asin India.

‘Look, there are bound to be secret Government research projects. I’ d say we ought to keep out of this,
seeing aswe don't know what’ sgoing on.’

“You don't happen to be adeepertoo 7 asked Mr Hacker. He patted the spanner in his coveral pocket
sgnificantly.

Jm Glasslaughed nervoudly.

‘Me? Y ou know me. | only deep when the sun’sdown.| think we just saw a UFO pilot from another
dar.’

‘MissThdmasaidnot. Unlessshewaslying.’

‘Or maybeit was from thefuture .’

‘The sort of futurewhen we' Il dl have turned ourselvesinto apes by monkeying around with our bodies?
‘“Wll, of course, if anew Ice Age happens....’

Y ou think they’re breeding people for anew Ice Age, on the Estate? So what does the Government



know, thet it isn't telling us? Are the glaciers getting thicker?
From the back of patient Brandysnap, Sandra Glass chipped in.

‘Did you see that movie last week on TV? A dozen people got shot just for asking questions like that
about nuclear power stations— and they were dl Government employees. That’ struetolife’

‘If | wasliving on the edge of anuclear waste dump, I'd want to know it,” said Mr Hacker fiercely.
‘Just as soon asyou start sprouting an extrahead, 1’1l believeit,” said Jm Glass.

‘No, we ought to report thisto somebody.’

‘What? Report that Miss Thelmajust e oped with ahairy humanoid from the year three thousand?
‘“Twelve people were murdered, for uncovering asecret. That’ strueto life

‘The Reborn Church ought to be interested. They could send investigators.”

‘Lord, Hacker, we don’t need that mob camping on our doorstep! That's crazy.’

‘Nothing crazy about loving God' slaws, Mr Glass. Disobeying them iswhat got theworld into its
present mess. | want to know what’ s happening.’

‘Let’sask Miss Thelma, soon as she gets back.’

‘Ifshe gets back.’

‘ She went of her own freewill. They didn’'t hypnotize her.’

‘Oh no? How about dl that business of waving fingersin her face?
‘That was Sgn talk. | saw afeatureon TV about —’

“Yeah, like code. Like asecretlanguage . Miss Thelma spokeit.’
‘WEell, she was adesf and dumb teacher.’

‘Butwho to ?

‘It sanice life here, Mr Hacker, exactly asit is” Sandra Glass patted Brandysnap’'s shoulder. ‘It'san
oasis.” She began to canter off, but reined in briefly.

‘Nothinghappens here,’ she called over her shoulder. ‘ That’swhat’ s nice about it.” And rode on.
Pulling out his spanner, Mr Hacker smacked his palm afew times.

‘A helicopter? Armed guards? A monkey-man? Miss Thelmaan Intelligence agent? That’ snothing 7 He
headed back towards the tractor he was servicing ‘ Okay, it’ snothing,” he told himsdlf. * Happens every
day. Routine. I’ ll be damned.’
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Chapter 22

‘There are snoopersin Fairboro,” Ariel warned Maccoby on the screen. * They’ ve been driving round



our perimeter in a couple of campers, and now they’ re both parked beside Hacker’ s Garage. Argus saw
them with his specid vison.’

‘“They might be relatives of Hacker’s. There' s been some trouble in Pompey. Bit of rioting. A few fires’
‘Argus saysthey look like God Nuts. | believe him.’

‘“What do you wantme to do about it? We brought that schoolmistressin. We couldn’t have brought the
whole damn village! What about the milk collections? What about the school bus? What about the mail?
There arejust too many damn links with the outsde world, sir”’

‘One of thoselinksiswith God Nuts. Now they’ re camping out in Fairboro.’

‘Let’snot worry, Sr. I'd say they’re alot more containable than a Government task force would be —
hunting for amissng community!’

‘It would befine,’ said Sivedter, ‘if what we wereinvolved in was an dien invasion by weird-looking
creatures who could take over the roles and appearances of ordinary men and women. | mean, that’ sthe
usua verson. The canonica verson. But thisisthe other way round, isn't it? Ordinary folk turninto
freaks. Asit were. Wdll, notfreaks exactly ... But in the eyes of ordinary mortas—'

‘Isthisthe trouble you foretold? Genevaasked him. * The trouble the superchimps would cause?
Siveger shuffled.

‘No. Itisn't. | can't redly say what thetroubleis. I’ ve asnesking suspicion | did say exactly what it was,
but | didn’t redlize so a thetime. Darn, it samost on thetip of ... something or other.” Silvester shook
hiscrown, and aleef fell. ‘ That' s the trouble with foretdlling. Now listen to me: | am going to foretell
something —ex cathedra too, me being in atemple right now. Hear this. Fairboro isno problem, and as
soon as Thelma Harvey wakes up —'

Aridl interrupted.

‘ She ought to wake up tomorrow. Right, Reuben?

‘She haan't changed alot physicaly, gpart from getting to look younger —'
‘Soit mugt dl have happened in her brain.’

‘Pleasedon’t interrupt a prophecy! Now look what’ s happened! I’ ve gone and lost that bit of it. What
elsewasthere? Ah: this God Nut snooping is definitely to our advantage.”

‘| fail to seehow.’

‘But I'mtdling you!” Silvester sngpped at Arid, asthough he had just broken abranch. ‘If you're
determined to change the outside world, youdo not begin with random mass trestment —'

‘ Shiba received the first batch of the drug mixed into cans of Diet Peps yesterday evening, Sir, from our
Maxton plant —’

Silvester persevered.
“Y ou begin by converting key individuasto our view of things’

‘Wdl,exactly . That'swhat I’ ve been thinking of since—



‘So the God Nuts are the idedl target. They’ veinfiltrated politics and the economy. They’ ve got further in
the military thanyou suppose. Asfor the media—’

Arid hdd up alittle hand. It crackled bluely.

‘Thisisn't prophecy.’

Slvester’ s eyes became a glassy green, as though sap was about to burst from hiseyeballs.
‘And now they have cometo you! Of their own accord!’

‘Oh...lsee...

“You will take over theinner circle of the God Nut movement. Y ou will pick these snoopers up, Aridl,
and hold them. | prophesy that soon we shal have a shape-mimic among us— who shall be named
Prote. And we shall have a mind-mimic, whose name shdl be Mentamorpha! They' re completing their

changeright now .’
Silvester’ seyes cleared. Remembering his own prophecy, he shivered, setting dl hisleaves arustle.

‘Is ThdmaHarvey going to beamind-mimic?
But Slvester was speechless.

‘Morelikely it' sthat transvestite, sex-change guy,” observed Maccoby helpfully, ‘or else that
out-of-work actress. They’ re both due out tomorrow.’

‘Damn good idea about using those snoopers for infiltration, though. Good prophecy, Silvester. But |
think, Reuben, we' d best wait to seeif Silvester’ sright about our new talents before we pick the
snoopers up.’

‘Should | send out asmall surveillance team?

‘That’ squite unnecessary,” Argus said haughtily. ‘1 can eadily keep an eye on them. Leaving ninety-nine
to spare.’

‘ Shiba might want to try the virus on the God Nuts, cold turkey style,’” suggested Maccoby. ‘With no
other drugs. He thinks the brain probably providesits own opiates. After dl,they came and bothered us.
Not us, them.” He sounded hopeful of some agony dedlt to Arid’senemies.

‘No-0-0-0,” said Silvester, hollowly.

‘No to brain opiates? No to cold turkey?

‘We don’'t want arogue changer amongst us, Aridl.’
‘Inwhat way, rogue?

Silvester blinked.

‘ can'tsay.

“You've got twenty bedsnow? Aridl asked Maccaoby.

‘Full fidd hospitd, gir. Incidentdly, as soon as ThelmaHarvey isdischarged she'll be ableto interpret for
the pongos, won't she? So we can accept ether Jack or Robina, if you still need aminimum of two



interpreters. Jack seems pretty enthusiastic about changing, by al accounts.”
‘We need two, yes. Silvester raised some doubts about the superchimps.’

‘So that’ s solved by Miss Harvey. I'll dot Jack in, then Robinalater. I'm just trying to keep our schedule
balanced, if we have to go on using intravenous and sedatives.’

“You're doing afinejob, Reuben. I’'m just sorry you'll have to put off your own change for so long.’
‘Well, that’ s security for you. But don’t worry. | can wait.’

Although his roots were on stony ground, Silvester had drifted into a semi-trance Sate.

‘Robina the Rogue ...” hesaid loudly.

‘What? cried Arid. ‘ Sheisn't with usahundred per cent? Whereis she, anyway?

Arguswent out to stare up at the sky.

‘With the chimps,” he cdled. * She' sin the Rotondo, up by the heath. Busy signing to the gang. Shamell
can't read hands.’

‘Trouble, trouble,” gurgled Silvester.

“Yes— butwhat sort 7

‘| can'tquite—

“You're a usaless prophet. Usdless!’

Silvester opened hiseyes.

‘There sgratitude for you,” he Sighed. ‘And | just told you what you' d do about the God Nuts!’

‘Okay, sorry. Y ou were very ussful. Even though I’ d have thought of it myself, in another few minutes.
I’d have had to, wouldn't 1”? Otherwise you couldn’'t have prophesied it.’

The Rotondo rose from the edge of the high heath. A volcano might have dripped there (though it
hadn’t): around dabs and boulderslike gobs of cooled lavaflowed purplerivers of heather and
sulphurous waves of gorse. Glossy stands of rhododendron circled this upland, their green dams cupping
the sun-toasted air.

Set on aridge between the hot heath and the coolly-leafed descent, the Rotondo was a boldly rounded
dome supported on eight stout shafts. Functionally it suggested ahooded salver on legs, for serving a
giant turkey or perhaps aroast roc — in stone instead of silver. A circular bench occupied the paved
base; around this sprawled the superchimps like feasting Romans, devouring apicnic of bananas,
mincemest tarts, cashew nuts and cold frankfurters. Robina paced about the circle, signing. Jack Nimmo
was nowhere near.

To Argus sdistant eyesthe party looked like aconspiracy. Four senators were lounging in hairy robes,
planning acoup d’ état, to beled by that matronly female Cassius whose hair, on fire, was the torch of
their sedition ...

|Go to Contents |



Chapter 23

‘“Why, | never wasalive before!’

Thisredization filled Thelmawith wonder and admiration as, unabashed, she ingpected her naked limbs.
Though her figure was till reedy, she felt altogether more sprightly, and her skin wasfresh again. She
twitched her body experimentally, sending signasracing to her fingers and toes.

The Japanese doctor clucked deferentidly. Sheignored him for the moment. He wasn' tquite dive; nor
was that other face peering through the observation window. (‘ Oh yes, | got awhole room to mysdf,
didn’t 1?7 Not just abed inthe big tent.”) It didn’'t matter if they saw her naked.

Beyond, in the hospita marquee, she could sense peers of herswho were coming dowly dive, but who
dept onfor alittlewhilelonger ...

Alive! For the past fifty-five yearsal she had been was aNormality Machine: amachine for filtering out
the extraordinary, so that she never even noticed it.

‘That’ swhy people generdly forget their dreams,” she said to hersdlf. ‘ That’ swhy they can't seea
wonder if it dgpsthem intheface. They’ re Normality Machines!’

Now she knewexactly what dreams were. They were nothing less than the dump, the pit and cesspool
into which the Normaity Machine offloaded dl the wondersthat couldn’t be seen, dl the thoughts that
were unthinkable, al the inaccessible emotions. Every day a net was dragged ahead of you, scooping al
these wonderful, absurd and marvellous things up in advance, then dumping them down the drain at night.
Dreams were the emptying of the Normality Nets. Y ou got to watch the cataract — since the machine
couldn’'t arrange everything ... then it vanished and got forgotten.

Some people must have afew holesin their nets, though. This sort of person saw visions and dreamed
while wide awvake. But the neighbouring machines would do their darnedest to knit the holes together
supportively, using the knitting needles of militant normdlity.

Perhaps she had been dightly unfair to the Japanese doctor? Had he not invented an acid for eating away
the net? But hisown net still remained in position ... scooping ahead, dumping.

What else did this net do? Why,itheld you together. It stopped you from lesking into other people. It
kept you together asa‘ person’ with a certain fixed body shape and afixed turn of mind.

The net was asort of Duden dictionary. It rearranged and |abelled everything in the blandest way: as The
Leg, The Tree, The Man, The House. Y et there were other orders of existence entirely! The net
excluded them. Every night it flushed them away down into darkness.

Out on the edtate, a the moment, she sensed many other people whose normality nets had been rotted
away. She leaked towards those wonderful, changed people. She sent signal's speeding out to those
others‘toes and ‘fingers of hers. Thiswas how shefdt related to them. She recelved signals back, and
wove these together on the loom of her hands and feet.

For amoment she saw with the hundred eyes of Argus. (He was her right-hand index finger.) She
discharged dectricity with Ariel, who was gliding — thiswas hisfirgt red Jovian lightning bolt. (And he
was her left-hand index finger.) She sprinted through a dappled glade. (Genevawas the big toe of her left
foot.) Sherooted into the soil (Silvester was the big toe of her right foot), and sensed futurity in the flow
linesof the planet’sskin ...



With apolite bow, Ohiradrew her attention to the matter of costume. He had laid out three aternatives,
should she wish to wear clothes. There was awhite Ancient Romanpalla, asilver jumpsuit, and her own
former blouse and skirt, brown and cream as a cup of coffee. That would do. She pulled on the blouse
and skirt, but she ignored the bra. Her breasts were firmer now. She selected sneakersfor her feet.

She beamed at the doctor, forgiving him for his ordinariness.

“You'll be specidly interested in the people who wake up this morning!’
‘Redlly? Do you weigh up probabilities? Without direct accessto the data?
‘Without access? | can monitor everyonein my network, doctor.’
‘Remarkable. Y our network consists of —?

‘Every changed person, so far. They’redl apart of my body. They extend my body in al directions.
That’ swhy my own body didn’t need any specid change, itsdlf.’

‘ Other than certain, shal we say, cosmetic improvements?

‘True. But I’'m no flighty foal. I'm il plain. Renewed, but plain. That’s good enough for me.” She
wagged afinger a Ohira ‘| have awhole extrabody right here. And here. And here. Each finger and
each toeconnects me. They put mein touch.’

‘Ah s0? | wonder, would you lose touch with part of your network if | wereto, well, inject one of those
fingerswith local anaesthetic?

‘I'veno ideal’

‘I"d rather appreciateit, Miss ..."” began Ohira

‘“Thelmal My body’ s till plain old Thelma. | see no reason to change my name.’
Just then Maccoby bustled in from the observation room, without knocking.

“Would you describe yoursdlf as asort of puppeteer, then? he asked, without preamble. ‘A puppet
operator? Can you “move’ Arid and the others againgt their will?

‘What afindy tuned security machine you are, Reuben!”
‘How do you know my first name? 1 don't recall —
‘Aridknowsit.’

“You read minds? asked Ohira hopefully.

‘No, itisn't likethat. It'smorelike ... well, imagine there saphysicist or amusician in my network.
Now,| don't know an M from a C squared. Or aflat from asharp. But suppose | wasto stand up in
front of ablackboard, or it a a concert grand. The equations and the music would just flow out of me,
like second nature. And third nature, and fourth nature, and many other natures! I'm aswitchboard. | just
bring ustogether, like one extended body in lots of different places. Muscle here, farsight over there,
electric park somewhere ese. All the parts are individuals, though.

‘Of course,” she added lightly, ‘ given your own privileged position as— shdl we say?— Arid’sright
hand, you may fed alittle bit jealous. | advise you not to fed that way, Reuben. Don't be



over-ambitious— except for change.’

She reached out her left hand, with her index finger sticking out. She seemed not so much to be pointing
at Maccoby asto be offering him amystic handclasp. Puzzled, Maccoby stretched out his own hand.

‘Ow!" heyelped.

‘Thereisalittle of Ariel’ssting, Reuben. And Argusis keeping an eye on you.’
‘Me, | wasn't up to anything,” blustered Maccoby.

‘Of course not. Just remember: Ariel hasn't abdicated. No throneis vacant.”

Thus, with aflick of her ferule, did Thelma put the chief of security in his place. For perhaps he would
liketo over-reach himsdf ...

‘I"'m ahundred per cent loya! But how aboutyou , Miss Thelma? That was what had me bothered. Y ou
were saying you could twist Mr Arid round your little finger.’

‘Does abody rebe against itsalf? Does the heart declare war on the lungs? Thelma switched her
atention to Ohira. ‘Now, doctor, | wish to be present when Mentamorpha and Prote wake up.’

‘Who are they?

‘I'll show you. Then I’ll escort them up to the Temple of Venusto meet the others. Later on, Aridl will
wantyou, Reuben, to take ateam into Fairboro to bring back the God Nut spies. I'll give you anote,
too, for Mrs Sandra Glass, inviting her up herefor alittlevigt. You'll find her at the Blue House. | redlly
do fancy her for a Centaur. She spends that much time in the saddle, she might aswell be fused to the
body of ahorse’

‘lan’'t she married? Hasn't she got any kids?

‘Oh, | suppose so! How band. Yes: there’'s Jim Glass, and aboy and agirl.’

‘Well, aren’t they going to miss her? | mean, we don’'t want Fairboro full of missing persons.’
‘Redlly, Reuben, aplace smply cannot befull of missng persons’

“Y ou know what | mean, Miss Thelma. We oughtn't to recruit so closeto home. Itisn't safe.’
‘Phooey. Those people arein adreamless deep. Just as| was. They’d hardly notice’

‘Somebody isn't adeep. Somebody tipped off the God Nuts. The evidence seemsto point to that garage
man, Hacker.’

“You'd best fetch himin too, hadn’'t you? Thelmathought amoment. ‘Oh, dl right: him,instead of
SandraGlass’

‘Sure, that’ s easy. People have seen those mysterious visitors at his place. Now the visitors disappear,
and so does he. But what about hiswife?

‘Hiswife? He' sawidower. Now, ifthat’s al settled, Mentamorpha and Prote redlyare just about to
wake up. | want to be there’

Thering finger of her left hand and the corresponding finger of her right hand — neither of which had



ever worn rings— were tingling now, in tandem with two corresponding toes.
Which, she redlized, would make her classregister complete.

Shelotted them al up. Ten finger-persons, and ten toe-persons, yes. In addition, if she plucked a chord
of two strings (asit were) then this manoeuvre yielded a further ten changed people, linked to her ona
duo-digital basis. |€ft finger, |eft toe; right finger, right toe. Then there were ten more linked on a
cross-over paring: right to left, left to right. Total: forty. With the next two awakenings, her tribe was
definitdy full up.

She couldn’t have acentaur in her tribe after al. Pity.

But changes were going on al the time. Even now, severa more changes were on theway. So, quite
soon, there would have to be another Joiner such as Thelma. And then another and another. Would they
al belinked inturn by akind of Presdent? A sort of Olympian Zeus?

‘It sanew type of clan system,” decided Thelma. ‘ Each tribeisacolony of individuas. Like asponge or
acoral. Massed together, we' |l form the reef on which the seas of the world will bregk in vain!

‘But I’m not the chief of my tribe. I’m morelike the headdress that a chief wears. Consisting of exactly
forty festhers.

So whodoes wear the headdress? | don’t — because | am the headdress. Ariel doesn't weer it, either.
He' s one of the feathers. Maybe nobody wears it. Sponges and corals don't have big chiefs.’

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 24

Two days later, soon after breskfast time, Aridl received word at the Temple of Venusthat the God Nut
snoopers had been captured quietly in apre-dawn raid on Hacker’ s garage. Therewere six spiesin all.
Three maes were segregated in one camper with three fema es deeping in the other. Surprised intheir
bunks, they had been tranquillized, trussed up and driven back in their own vehiclesto the Farm — adong
with Mr Hacker, snatched from his bed.

Assoon as Arid learnt this, he concentrated his thoughts strongly on Thelma; and presently she arrived in
person, from the nearby Gothic Temple.

Thelma s new home pleased her mightily. With itsturrets and gables which yielded aromantic silhouette
from every possible angle; withits circular gallery underneath atraceried dome; with its enigmatic
archwaysleading intotrompe I’ oell halls— these were actually smal anterooms equipped with camp
beds and afew toilet essentials— the Gothic Temple might have sprung quintessentidly from the finest
Romance of the Week offering stacked in her clapboard house in Fairboro ...

She arrived together with Mentamorphaand Prote. Prote' s specia talent wasto dter his appearance
quite quickly to imitate any other human being, though preferably afemale. Mentamorpha swasto
imitatethemind of anybody. She could read al their memories, make use of al their kills, and behave
exactly asthey would have behaved.

For the moment, Prote had copied the guise of Thelma. Thus, in effect,two Thelmas arrived at the
temple. But one could tell them gpart on careful inspection, since only the real Thelmabehaved exactly as
Thelmashould. Prote' s gestures, facid expressons and turns of phrase exposed him, ultimately, asa

superficid copy.



Mentamorpha had mimicked Thelmatoo — but psychologicaly. Or, more exactly, what she had
mimicked was thesubstratum of Thelma s persondity and memories from before the timethe vira drug
expanded her horizons. (Mentamorpha couldn’t mimic the new, expanded Thelma because thiswould
have necessarily included amental homunculus of Mentamorpha herself, thusleading to the well-known
logicd problem of infiniteregress ...) Consequently, Mentamorpha was behaving in ashamed, confused
and spingterly way asthough, after years of chaste sublimation, she had just been publicly raped by an
ape. This abashed demeanour conflicted, rather, with her own body image. For Mentamorphawas a
glamorous peroxide blonde with bobbed hair, a pert turned-up nose, sultry lips and noteworthy bosoms.
It was this body which had derailed her career as an actress; no one would cast her in any but the most
blatant roles.

So, in asense three Thelmas arrived at the temple. One of them wasredl. One of them looked the part.
And one of them acted it — at least according to the previous script. Thelma-prime, whose view of the
world was larger and more courageous now, sincerely hoped that her two temporary twins— the
Look-Alike one, and the Think-Alike one— would be able to function effectively as ateam.

Arid offered everyone orangejuice.

‘Can’'t have those God Nuts visiting up here. Goes without saying. One look at Shetani or Silvester, and
they’ d foam at the mouth. So we'll dl have to go down there for the interrogation. And the— | hope—
impersonation. Dear Genevawill guard us, just in case they burst their bonds.’

‘We can't let them seeyou, either,” Thelma pointed out. ‘Wouldn't you rather stay up here?
‘No, | wouldn’t. But I’ [l keep out of sight, behind mirror-glass’

Ariel toasted them in orangejuice.

‘Here’ sto Change. And here' s confusion to the God Nuts!’

They clinked tumblers and drank. Though, judging by the look on Mentamorpha-Thelma sface, she
feared the orange juice was secretly spiked withgin ...

It was amisty morning as the five changed people travelled down through the glades and acrossthe
meadows, with Arid riding up on Geneva s shoulder. When they emerged at last from the mistsinto the
path of asmal searchlight shining from the watchtower to mark their course, it looked to the guards on
high as though a double-image of Thelmawas striding out of the cottony blur — accompanied by an
additiond out-of-the-body personality, which had settled in frigid, ghostly transparency over an otherwise
lovable blonde. The sight of Mentamorpha particularly confused them. She was bewitching — yet
bewitched. She was captivating, yet held captive— somehow by hersdlf.

Mr Hacker had aready begun his change, which would at the very least change his mind about things.
Should he il be able to pass muster as an ordinary felow afterwards — should he not become
physically bizarre— he might even be able to return to hisgarage, as Arid’ s agent in Fairboro. How he
had howled at being parted fromiit!

The God Nuts, however, needed investigating first ...

By thetime Aridl’ s party arrived at the ranch house, McKinnon and Maccoby between them had aready
discovered who was the leader of each of the two trios, male and femae. (Or, in God Nut jargon, who
was the Parent of each Trinity.) So far they had found out little else. Thetwo ‘ parents’ were dready
handcuffed to heavy Burmese teak chairsin the interview room, when four of the changed peoplefiledin.
(While Arid dipped by another route into a cubby hole behind the mirror.)



The male parent was ashort, stocky, black-bearded fellow with wild watery blue eyes. His cropped
black hair was bading at the crown, thus giving the impression of amonkish tonsure. He was till wearing
the striped blue pyjamas he had had on in hisbunk in the camper; but in this setting the pyjamas |ooked
more like aconvict suit.

The female parent was agrosdy overweight young woman. Her chins quivered in acascade. Her green
eyes were squeezed cunningly inside caves by the buttocks of her cheeks. Her long brown hair, greasily
unwashed, fdll intangled rats' tails down an dl-enveloping brown woollen nightdress.

Both parents feet were bare, and Geneva observed karate calluses on the man's, while the woman’s
feet were dropsical soft clubs— sandbags with thick ingrowing claws. Both of the God Nutswore
dainlesssted crosses around their necks on thin chains.

Thefat young woman stared at the giantessin disgusted envy a her muscular magnificence. While, in
turn, the convict-monk stared at Mentamorpha— who was doing her brittle modesty trick. He stared
with astunned, avaunting lust which her exuberant prudishness both redirected and inflamed to new
strength. Both pairs of God Nut eyesflicked hagtily away to the two Look-Alike Thelmas. From the
knowing nods exchanged by the God Nuts, obvioudy they presumed these Thelmasto be cloned
duplicates, making amonkey of natura procrestion.

‘Thisisn't any Government place, isit? the convict-monk asked roughly, as thoughhe was conducting
the interrogation. Rather than the other way about. ‘It sprivate, right?It' sall part of King Enterprises,
who areredly rich cats! Think they' reaboveGod's Law ! But | tell you: there’sonly oneKing , theKing
of Heaven I’

Though hedidn't redize it, the man was busly interrogating himsdlf.
“The Holy Family know wherewe are. Y ou can't escape the eyes of theRighteous Rangers .’
He spoke like aprinted tract for smpletons, with many emphasesdl over theplace ...

“You hear thisriches don't protect nobody fromRighteousness! God made Man in hisownimage. And
Man shdl not remake that image to suit hisown whim orpleasure. Nor shal he Xerox thet imagein
multiple copies, creating the like of robotcourtesans — because God didn’'t make Men like untoants .
Out of untampered loins done comeslifewith asoul .’

Heglared at the two Thelma L ook-Alikes. Though, redly, Mentamorpha much more closdaly resembled a
courtesan, for al the psychological chastity armour in which she was arrayed.

Thelma gestured to her Look-Alike. With ady grin, Prote began shifting his shape.

Now, Protedid prefer the female form. But the fat woman's smilarity to a hippo presented massve
problems. Prote would have ended up with very spongy flesh and fat, and alot of ar insde histissues.
To copy the male parent, the easier model, Prote only had to grow somewhat denser ...

For atime — during which the convict-monk ranted on in away very reminiscent of an old-style
preacher who meant to talk the sand out of an hour-glass, then stand the glass on its head and talk the
sand out again for another hour — the speaker found nothing to stem his flow. His audience stood about
in contented slence.

Presently, though, ‘ Thelma's' hair had turned black and balding. Her eyes had taken on awatery blue
hue. A thick morning stubble was sprouting from ... his chin.

Sack-jawed, the convict-monk shut up. And just a the very moment that he did shut up, the dluring



Mentamorpha cast off the corset of spinsterly cobwebs— and carried on hisrant for him in a sweet and
slky voice, devilishly at oddswith the words themsdlves:

‘... atest tubeisno tool of Procreation! | say,shatter those glasstools!” She pouted. * Enoughof this
drivel. Ah’'m Harry Fullerton, reborn in thebosom of the Lord. | guessthe Lord only has one bosom,
unlike me. Ah'm leading Christ’s Commando Unit — the Peopl€ s Police of Purity — to spy out this
nest of snakes. And ah’ m to report direct to therighteous Regiond Apostle himsdf, in Pompey. HE's
Reverend Drew Hayes, of course, and Reverend Hayes is one of the Twelve Apostles of the new
Conclave of Chrigt in thiswhole blessed nation, with hishome HQsacredly protected by seven
God-fearing Guardians and ee-lec-tronics—'

‘Shaddup!” howled Fullerton, wrenching at his handcuffs.
Sweetly Mentamorpha continued:
‘Reverend Drew’ sunlisted phone number is: prefix —’

Prote looked the perfect convict-monk aready. Y et he still continued improving in minor ways upon his
beard and build, adding nuances.

‘Witcheraft!” shrieked the fat woman. She began to pound her doughy feet upon thefloor ...

Beforetoo long, Arid in his cubby hole had an entire master plan roughed out. By crooking the
gppropriate finger every now and then, Thelma became privy to it asit unfolded.

By now Prote was the absolute spit'n’ image of Harry Fullerton, God Nut. In this guise Prote would
penetrate the guarded inner sanctum of Reverend Drew Hayes. In private audience, Prote and
Mentamorphawould hold Hayes at gun-point while respectively they copied hisbody and picked his
mind. Then the fase Harry Fullerton would take over the role of Drew Hayes, with his new blonde
secretary to prompt him. The real Drew Hayes would be chloroformed and crated up or rolledin a
carpet, and carried out — on the new Reverend’ s orders— to awaiting McKinnon to be whisked back
to the Farm for converson. Meanwhile....

They dl heard shouting, somewhere else in the ranch house. A gun cracked.
Immediately thereal Harry Fullerton began crying out, *We' re here! We're herel Save our Souls!’

Genevaquieted him by clamping hislipstogether between finger and thumb. Thefat girl promptly took
up the cry. Reaching out, Geneva silenced her smilarly. But what an awkward, splayed stance thiswas;
Genevacouldn’'t move.

‘Let’em squawk,” ordered Thelma. ‘Bring Arid in here, then guard the door.’

There was renewed outcry from the captives as Geneva dashed out, to return moments later bearing
Arid. She dammed the door and jammed the heavy teak chair with the fat woman in it underneath the
handle. As soon as Harry Fullerton saw the winged sprite perched on the shoulder of the Amazon, he
began blesting in panic; the fat woman whinnied asthmaticaly. For Ariel wasvisibly adevil from out of
the Hell of their minds.

‘Quiet!’” Arid commanded.

Neither God Nut paid the least attention. Ariel flapped down to the floor, therefore, stretched out afinger
and shocked Fullerton sensdless. Hopping around, he piped at the fat woman:



‘I don’t want to give the lady ashock! Evenif her brainsare scrambled eggd But | will. 1 will?®
The fat woman gawped, but from now on she merely mumbled prayers.

The group waited.

And they waited.

‘“What the devil’sgoing on? asked Aridl, eventudly.

‘I’ ve been trying to get Argusto focusonit, Thelmasaid. ‘But he can’'t seethrough walls’
Someone pounded on the door.

(st Srl”)

Geneva humped the bulk of the chair and God Nut woman out of the way. Outside the door panted
Craig McKinnon.

‘The apes, dir. RobinaWeber. They came out of the maze—
‘Ahl’

‘In the west wing now. Collared Ohira’

‘Ohira? But they mustn't harmhim I’

‘He' s okay. Co-operating.’

‘But what do theywant 7

‘Can of Diet Peps. They want acan of —'

‘What? Y ou don’t have to shoot the place up to get adrink around here! Room serviceisn't that
goddamn dack, even in the woods—'

‘Soecial can, Sir. Drugged one. They made Ohira open the safe.’

‘Oh, Isee . No dammit, | don’t. Robinaonly had to ask. She can go ahead with her change any time she
wants’

McKinnon had recovered hiswind by now.

‘I guess she' s hoping to smuggle a can out for andysis, Sir. They demanded transport too. They want one
of the campersthe God Nutswere using.’

‘Robina, aGod Nut? Rubbish! And the superchimpscan’t be God Nuts— what’sin it for them? So
what do they want transport for? Has Cleo learnt nothing from the last trip to Fairboro?

‘| can ask them,” volunteered Thelma. * Remember: | can handle sign language.”

‘Yes! Yes But what'sit alabout ?1 should have listened to Silvester — if only he' d been making more
sense’

‘Those damned pongos must have watched too many hostage moviesin Miss Weber's compound,’
suggested McKinnon, ‘during their, er, formative period.’



‘Hoodlums!” Arid spluttered. * Theycomplain about hoodlums?They’ re the goddamn hoodlums
hereabouts. Let’ s get over there!’

‘Brutus has ahand gun,” McKinnon warned. ‘He skeeping it jammed up againgt Ohira sskull.’
Arid groaned like an assassnated Caesar.

‘Oh the brute! Never mind. Comeon.’

Geneva scooped him up.

When they arrived, the four metapongids, Robinaand their prisoner were till in Ariel’ sformer study.
Thiswas awa nut-paneled room with French windows, through which the rebel s were about to exit to
the camper. The vehicle had now been brought up, with al reasonable delay, and parked — though not
too close.

Walnut bookcases were crowded with journas about genetics, evolutionary theory, pharmacology and
medicine. A massive painting (heavily framed in Grinling Gibbons style) of aband of cavemen waylaying
amammoth was hinged out from the wall, disclosing an open safe. Inside, the safe looked morelike a
fridge, asit was entirely given over to dozens of stacked cans of Diet Peps. Each of these had been
injected with the virus through a pinprick puncture, which was then soldered shut, retaining the
carbonation. Mahogany desk and rosawood harpsichord by the window were loaded with thriving house
plants. There were Wandering Jews and bromeliads, ivies and ferns, aJgpanesefanpam ...

Geneva heaved agreat Sgh.

‘Oh my, ohmy: dl my plants— | forgot al about you! Frank, | mean Silvester,said he' d bring you dl
here. And | forgot!’

Then Genevanoticed the Mother-in-Law’ s Tongue thrusting its green and yellow blades up from thelid
of the harpsichord. TheSansevieria had been watered, dusted and misted. Its swords were glossier,
sharper and more maliciousthan ever.

Robina, meanwhile, stood clutching asingle unopened can of Diet Peps — aterrorist with aMolotov
cocktail. Ohirawas babbling something suicidaly gpologetic in Japanese. Thema started sgning across
the room to Cleopatra— who semaphored back: * Apples on bananaplant!’” Robinacalled out, ‘| have
to do this, boss. | have to change with al my wits about me— away from al of you!’

But Geneva, with aroar, launched hersdf across the room towards her vegetable enemy on the
harpsichord. Misinterpreting her sudden rush, Caesar snatched up the first object to hand to ward her
off; and this proved to betheSansevieria initspot ...

Genevaran directly into the blades of the plant.

Now truly, a person — least of all agiantess— cannot quite be stabbed to death by aMother-in-Law’s
Tongue, even of the‘defer’ variety, no matter how skilfully or haphazardly it iswielded. Spiky asthose
‘defer’ swordsare, they gill possessacertain flexibility.

Y et two of the points pricked through her robe into the muscle of her belly. With acry of agony Geneva
staggered back, gripping the blades which had wounded her. She crashed mightily to her knees, ill
clutching those swords as though she meant to fall upon them in a Roman suicide— or asthough these
were magic swords which, once stuck into the stone of her flesh, could never be withdrawn.

‘Oh Mother Jose!l’ shewailed. ‘Only this could have killed me! Only this! And in the womb, too.



‘Oh Arid,” shecaled mournfully. ‘I am dying, Arid, dying.’
‘What nonsense!” sniffed Thedma

But Arid, heedless dike of hisown skin, and of his scheme to transform the human raceinto
metahumanity, scuttled towards his Amazon' ssde.

‘Geneva, my love,’ he squeaked.
And Craig McKinnon leapt to tackle him and protect his master’ s body with his own.

AsArie jumped on to Geneva s bowed shoulders, to boost ddiriousjoy into the pleasure centres of her
brain through eectrica induction, McKinnon crashed into her in what was now a scrummage— and
groaned aloud with the backwash of ecstasy.

‘Oh love-death,” moaned Geneva. ‘ Delirium of being pierced.’
‘Live, live] sang Arid. ‘Liveand love. Be hedled’

Inthe midst of this confusion, Robinaand the superchimp quartet dipped quietly out of the French
windows, dragging Ohirawith them to the waiting camper ...
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Chapter 25

Some two weeks later, many of the changed gathered on the scuffed lawn between the Palladian
quadrants of the Temple of Venusfor the latest progress report from Ariel.

Presently he appeared, riding on Geneva s shoulder. Geneva had quite recovered her spirits after her
wounding by Sansevieria (indeed she had done so within the hour) but arent remained in her robe which
sherefused to et Arid, with his defter fingers, sew up. The frayed edge of that rent bore the dight stain of
her own dried blood.

By thisdate Arid’ s audience included a considerable number of newly changed persons who were
outside of Thema s network, and not yet in one of their own.

Amongst these was Phaethon, who could wreathe himsdf in flames. In areverse of the usud yogic
progress over beds of hot charcoa, Phaethon left charred footsteps where he trod. Silvester had shunned
him in horror from the firgt time he flamed on, fearing a conflagration.

Therewas Icara, alight-boned child of awoman with great butterfly wings sprouting from her spine.
These wings were black on the outside, vermilion within. She could flutter doft from astanding start, not
amply glideinthe style of aflying fox like Aridl.

And there were others who were equally remarkable in oneway or another, visibly or not so visibly.
Two of the most noteworthy new talents had aready hurriedly been seconded off the estate to Salvation
Heightsin Pompey, to assist the pioneer infiltrators Prote and M entamorpha, even though the new
recruitsweren't linked in Thelma s network.

‘We ve donerather wel sofar,” announced Ariel modestly, from on high.’ Reverend Drew Hayes, most
fanatica of the God Nut Apostles, has been smuggled back to us. The contents of hisfiles have been
transferred into our own computer. So now we have al the dope we need on God Nut sympathizersin
key public postsin this part of the country. That’s over two hundred prime Nutsto roast with the change,
by and by.

‘Hayesis going through his own change very nicely — while Fred Fantazios and Foobert are doing
sterling work backing up our two impersonatorsin the heart of Hayes HQ. Fred Fantazios, as many of
you know from hisbrief stay here, can adopt the form of any inanimate object. Whether it would be a
boulder or amotorbike or even apond, that’ s what the beholder sees and fedls. So currently Fred is
masquerading as aleather armchair over at Salvation Heights. Or is he an eagle lectern, with abig Bible
onit?1 forget. While Foobert, who specidizesin animals, isfor his part guarding our braveteamin the
guise of a Doberman Pinscher — anew acquisition of “ Apostle Hayes’ which usefully happensto keep
his other righteous guardians at bay.

‘But where is Robina Weber? And where are the metapongids? They haven't gone to the authorities. If
they had, we would have been staked out by investigators by now. They just dropped Ohira by the
roadside, and vanished with that camper. So where are they, Argus? En?

Obediently Argus surveyed the four quarters of the sky, hunting for any leakage of light from the
absconders.

The gtretched turquoise silk overhead was brushed with awhite caligraphy of clouds: drifting,
indecipherable poemsints aoshu grass-writing style. Below, the morning was excessively drenched in
green-on-green. Argus hagtily cartooned the trees around the clearing, the better to peer through them at
more light-bouncing sky. He had found that he could cartoon what wasclose at hand, while hewas



far-seaing.
‘I'm blind to them. That’ sit: they’rein my blind spot. It'slike ... when | dothis .’

Argus faded into the green background for awhile. Only aspects of him remained visible. Of these
scattered aspects of aperson — hair, two eyes, agroin — the onlookers could make little sense.

‘Something’ shiding them from me,” came his disembodied voice. Then Argus returned from the
greenery.

Ariel called for Silvester, who stumped forward.
‘Well, you wereright about the superchimps. So what can you foretell about them now?

‘It sonthetip of my ... whatever itis. But it won't come. I'm like Argus. He has hisblind spot — | have
my dumb spot.’

‘Try!l’

Silvester dug hisrootsinto the ground. His eyeswent blank. Asthough straining in amighty wind, he
shuddered. And he spoke.

‘Rumpe stiltskin slamps his foot right through the floor, when hisreal nameis spoken. What is underneath
the floor"Weare . Hisfoot sticks through the floor like ahernia It sarupturein the intestines of the other
world. Robinaand her chimps are hiding behind the hernia. We are the hernia. She'll try to patch the
herniaup for Rumpe stiltskin. When she does, then I'll be the tree undernesth the hill, my crown below
the ground. Rumpe dtiltskinisonly thealias of God. That isn't hisred name ...’

Silvester opened his eyes, and sighed.
‘You seg, it'sdl nonsense.’

Thelma crooked the big toe of her right foot, to put hersdf in touch with Slvester. Next, she summoned
the eyes of Argus. Then she joined the whole jigsaw of her tribe together (apart from Prote and
Mentamorpha, far away, who mustn’'t be disturbed) ...

Forty feathers (minus two) were gathered in a headdress. Number one was a peacock-blue feather with
ahundred eyes upon it. Number two was blue with eectricity. Number three was piebald, ebony and

cay ...

Andshe was the binding of the headdress.

Y et what face peered out from the feathers?Whatheadworeit ?
With her hundred eyes, and other talents, she stroveto see...

‘Hey!” cdled Phaethon hoarsaly. His flamesflickered feebly for attention. Charred footprints disfigured
the whole sward. They looped thisway and that in and around the tribe or Thelma, as though he had
been dancing afire dance to attract their notice. |caraand others had taken refuge inside the temple or
amongst the trees. From these they stared out as from a cave mouth or from foliage at the first
Promethean event in history. Or perhaps at something even more unusud ...

All of asudden Thelma swhole tribe were jostling about, stretching their limbs. Clamour arose.

‘Wher€ ve youbeen ? demanded Phaethon.



‘Been? asked Thelma, puzzled. *We ve been here. | mean, weare here. What do you mean?

‘Y ou've been playing statues for the best part of an hour! Y ou haven’'t moved aninch!” Phagthon
pointed at the sun for confirmation; and sure enough the sun had skipped onward in the sky, nearer noon.
Shadows had sidestepped a couple of paces.

‘Butl was... trying to see” said Thelma. ‘1 wastrying to, yes, see what’ s hiding Robinaand the
superchimps. No, that isn't it! Now | remember. | wastrying to seetheface: the face in the headdress.
Our tribeislike aheaddress of forty feathers, Phaethon ...’

‘So what did you see?

To that, the answer was nothing: nothing at dl. Thelmalooked at the sun again. It was obviousfrom
whereit now stood that she and her whole tribe had just passed through a period of blank
unconsciousness — a period so blank that it seemed to occupy no time at al. And during that pause of
time, sheredized, they hadbeen the Face: the hidden Face, staring ouit.

As s00n as Thelma understood this, and communicated it, Shetani took fright. She scampered off,
squealing, into the woods while her rider tried in vain to control hersdlf.

Standing upright on Geneva s shoulder, Ariel cdled for order.
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Chapter 26

At firg light, Robinaarose with agroan. Her joints ached. Her flesh sweated. Her nerves were hot wires.
It was the worst hangover she had ever endured, and dl from asingle can of Diet Peps, drunk many
daysealier.

Though the camper had been home to one feverish human and four metapongids for days on end, it was
il relatively tidy. For the superchimps had methodicaly been dumping dl the litter and mostly they had
ignored the chemicd toilet in favour of retiring behind bushes, except when it wasraining. When the
weather was dry, too, Caesar and Boadicaea and Brutus had preferred to make a degping nest outside
leaving Cleo to watch over the often delirious Robina

The vehicle was parked in an overgrown, disused stone quarry thirty milesfrom the Farm. The nearest
haml et was Stenton, eight miles away. Uprooted saplings and shrubs camouflaged the roof of the
camper. But tonight these would have to be removed — wouldn'’t they? Robinatried to remember what
the four superchimps had decided the night before. Y es, tonight she was to deep rough in anest with
Caesar and Cleo. Boadicaeawould drive the camper to the outskirts of Stenton to steal some food,
while Brutus rode shotgun, armed with the pistol. The larder was almost bare.

CouldBoadicaeadrive?
Robina seemed to recall giving Boadicaeaafew driving lessons soon after they arrived at their camp ...

Her belly growled. Gas shifted in her guts, uttering along tuba note. Overnight her intestines had become
aconvoluted, self-playing wind instrument. Hot golden tubes of brass ...

Her bladder fdlt fit to burst, and thirst was burning her throat. Hearing Robina beginning to blunder about,
Cleo awoke, scrambled up and steadied the woman.



Robinalet hersdlf beled outside, first to relieve hersalf and be wiped with a bunch of leaves, then to be
guided through a brake of elder bushesto where a spring trickled down the rockface into a cool clear
pond. Cleo cupped up water with her hands. When Robina had daked her thirst, Cleo undressed the
woman and bathed her, then dried her on the towe of her own warm fur.

Cleo carefully examined the woman’ s body in the gathering daylight, searching for any noteworthy
physica changes. Finding none, she dressed Robinaagain.

‘I'm hungry,” signed Robina. If the tuba wasn't soon stuffed with some food to muteit, it would play
some disgusting compahs ...

The others were up and about when they returned to the camper. Insde the vehicle, Caesar was setting
out breakfast for Robina, consisting of the last scrapings of the larder: afoil tray of cold cannelloni, abar
of fudge and a packet of dried apricots.

‘What are you egting? signed Robina, though she was ravenous.

‘Wefind roots and worms and beetles and fungi.’

Robina protested feehly.

‘It'sokay asadiet. We aren't fussy. Eat,” Caesar ordered her.

Quickly Robina packed her groaning entrails with the pasta, fruit and fudge.

‘Later, wefeed you fungi if they smell okay. But better, | think, that we gather human foodlast night.
Sorry! We aren't used to organizing picnics.’

“You'redoing fine. You're very kind.’

‘Our pleasure. Boaand Brutus go to fetch food tonight, when it’ sdark. Not before. If people seea
monkey at the steering whed, they have afit’

Soitwas true; she had taught one of the superchimpsto drive...
L ater, the troupe set out on foot to forage.

Cleopatraled Robinagently by the hand. They made their way through the tangled denies of the quarry,
and up onto arumpled, coarse grasdand bounded by alow swell of bushy hills.

The wind whispered softly. They started arabbit, and Caesar threw a stone, but missed. Brutus pointed
the pistol. Doubting hisaim, he did not fire. Boadicaea picked clover and chewed the sweet flower
heads.

A hawk hovered high ahead. Robina stared at it. The hawk was actudly ... avulture. They were aband
of apemen, just newlyerectus, out gathering and hunting. What Brutus held in his hand was aflint
axehead.

Robina sfever had abated somewhat. Now she knew exactly where she was. And when. Thus, hand in
hand with her ancient ancestor, she stumbled on into the dawn of time.

She heard the sulky roaring of alion beyond thehill ...
And the humming of fat bumble-bees...



Caesar swatted one bee between hisfigts, popped it into his mouth and crunched it up.

The grass sang,swish-swish, and the sun glared down upon arolling savannah. A contrail bubbling out of
ahigh-flying spark of slver seemed aqueer intruson from adifferent time zone.

The lion was standing silhouetted on the skyline. Clutching Cleopatra s fur, Robina pointed.
‘Lionl’

‘Cdm yoursdlf. There'sno lion up there. There snothing.’

‘Lion!"” Robinabroke away from her attendant and started searching for astick or stone.
Cleopatraambled adong with her, sympatheticaly.

Y ou' refeverish. There' sonly us, Robina’

‘No! Ther€ s something ese’

Wasthat redly alion, out there on thisancient African plain? Robina shaded her eyes, to mask the glare
of the palaeohuman sun.

Thelion stood up onits hind legs and strolled down from the crest of the hill towards the foragers. He
was alion-man. With histawny skin, hisgreat lion’s mane and face, and hislong twitching tail, hewasa

goldenking.

Asthough she had falen even further into the past, Robinafor amoment saw aflesh-egting dinosaur
walking down towards her, swinging its great hips.

Brutus had found an ants' nest. Busily he stirred it with the pistol and sucked the clambering ants off the
barrel. Caesar noticed some fungi, and began sniffing them.

Now the intruder was a harlequin man: anaked pied piper of all humanity. Theleft sde of hisnaked
body was black. Theright side was white. He sported flaming red hair. Breasts stood out from his chest.
A thousand expressions and physiognomies flickered across his face in successon.

Boadicaea chattered an alarm call. At once, al four metapongids were up on tiptoes staring in the
direction of the naked harlequin, though not directly at it. Their hairs bristled. They made warding-off
sgns. Brutus waved the pistol around.

‘Somethingis here,” Cleopatra gestured. ‘Y ou'reright. | fed it. My skin cregps. But it isn’tcompletely
here. What isit?I'll tell you: it' s the apple on the banana plant! It’ s the strangeness we felt about the
changing of the humand!’

The harlequin hated among the superchimps, though none of them saw it. The being’ sface wasless
legion now. The different faces which composed its countenance, in dizzyingly rapid sequence, were
those of Aridl, Geneva, Shetani, Argus...

The harlequin took Robina by the hand, and led her away from the metapongids, some distance across
the huge savannah. Somewhere arhinoceros grunted. Up on the hillsde an eephant was tusk-wrestling a
tree, trying to forceit to the ground. Around her innumerabl e dark-skinned hominids milled and danced in
lines. These hominids passed right through her, and she through them. They were ghosts, echoes of an
earlier existence. Would thisbe her specid talent: to detect echoes of al previous eras— rather as Argus
could detect trapped light, past photographs of any person?



‘Robina,” the patchwork being said, ‘you' vejust got to help me out.’
‘Helpyou out? It’ sme who' s hdlucinating!’

Curioudy, Robinadid not fed afraid. It seemed as though the harlequin was draining her fear away;
draining away, a the sametime, her fear of madness ...

Now the harlequin wore the faces of Silvester, Pan and Nixy.
‘No, you aren’'t hdlucinating. Thisisthe Past you are seeing. It istheother Past.’
‘Other ... past? But surdly there' sonly one past?

The brown-skinned people were erecting a city on the plain. None of the houses had any doors, but only
open archways. Sometimes people paused to copulate openly in the streets. It was acity without any
interest in privacy.

‘Actudly, Robina, there would appear to betwo Pasts. Two branches from the same stem, two trunks
from the same root. Oh, I’ d begun to suspect this over the past ten thousand years or so! But | et things
ride. I don’t know that | had much choice in the matter. Maybe it even amused me! Maybe | thought I'd
learn something more about myself. And now look at thefix I'min!’

A nomad invasion swept across the plain. Thisforced the brown people of the city to invent weapons
and tactics, and to build acity wall with massive gates. Y et though many heroes died in the skirmishes
outside those gates, though there was blood and fear and pain, aso there was a curious sense of ballet,
or game, about the unfolding war. This history was a chess game played with living knights and pawns.

Wesgpons clashed around her. Some of the protagonists were altering their bodily shapesto those of
beasts and mongters. They became demons, marvelswith wild talents, wild emotions embodied in flesh
and bone, in claw and feather. She saw griffins and ogres, harpies, angels and centaurs. These pranced
and flew and trampled till Beauty and Good had defeated Evil and Ugliness, for thetime being at any
rate. Robina saw nothing in the city resembling atemple, church or shrine. No prayers were offered up,
no sacrifices...

“Y ou’ ve been nuts on God for such ages! Y et you never worked out what a God is. Always on the
lookout for something supernatural!” The harlequin sighed. ‘I don't suppose | can blameyou. | only
made the connection, myself, in the last three thousand years’

‘ Areyou saying youknow what God is? But | don't think | believein God.’

‘A very commendable attitude. But, baby, lam God. At least, I'm part of God. And God isyou . Yes,
you: thewhole damn lot of you! Y ou, asyoumight have been. But were not.

‘Now you listen to me, Robina Weber. Hear this: there weretwo possible pathsfor the evolution of
higher intelligence on thisworld. One was your own path — which was the congtruction of a persond
sf, sustained by the reality-machines of your separate minds. And therewasour path: the path of
collective awareness, arisng from the empathy of the primal horde.

‘Thatlatteris God. Once it has achanceto grow, and play gameswith itself, and learn. God isthe human
mind raised to the power of the whole human race. Its evolution leads to Godly powers. It brings
command over our own bodies, and command over our minds, linked in the Overself.’

The city had become stedl and glass. What looked like aien beings rubbed shoulders with the human
inhabitants. Y et they were dl, Robina sensed, from the same root stock. The‘diens wereweirdly



mutated not by genetic trial and error, but by willed intention.

Outsdethe city, rested a silver space vehiclein the shape of an egg. It wasthe size of abasebal stadium.
Painly thisvehiclewasn't propelled by rockets. Control of gravity, or of the continuum itsalf, must power
it. Hovercraft with transparent domes were bearing dien beingsto board it. Strange air writhed in these
domes, poisonous fumes. Mythological beings supervised the loading.

‘We re sending part of oursdf away from the Earth,’” the harlequin commented. ‘We want to see whether
we will split over interstellar distances like an amoeba, thus giving birth to ourself once more. It'san
experiment.

“We may discover other alien Gods like ourself out there dready. It wouldn't surprise us. Perhapswe'll
learn how to unite with them in Godly marriage. Perhgps a conflict gamewill develop; maybethat will be
a better way to learn and grow. Sometimes | think that the universe is one big game. Some future version
of meis playing the game with mysdf. Inasense, | may ill beachild-God ...

‘ And when the game has been played out, when at last | understand the universe, | can start it off al over
again with afew changesintherules...

‘But ... It seemsthe universeisabit stranger than this. Though I’ ve been suspecting it for awhile. And
that brings me back to you, Robina’

The harlequin grimaced. Itsface was dl the faces of thefirst tribe of the Farm, inturn.
“You can't be God,” said Robina. ‘Not if you don’t know everything!’

‘I"'m the next best thing, my dear. Nearer — my God! — than thee. And the true name of thisGod is
Pansapiens ...

‘ Pansgpiens evolved naturaly in our time-stream. Alas, either the universe or | mysdf would seemto
have given riseto an echo, to amirror redlity where| didn't arise at adl. Shal we cdll that echo the Path of
Sdf? It seemsto baance the Other Path — just as an antimatter cosmos may balance the matter

cosmos. It'sasort of particle pair production, if you' re fond of physics....

‘There' s resonance between these two streams, Robina. Because of this resonance, you people on the
Path of Self have called up aspects of me, time and again. Not that it ever interfered with me directly,
before! But dl your gdlery of supernatura beings has obvioudy leached out of my own redlity. All your
devils and angels and Olympian Gods and mythicd beasts— and your wholeconcept of a Deity! —
come from me. Though never in any substantial, demonstrable way. Until now ...

‘I’ ve had this dreamlike — or maybe | ought to saynightmare -like— awareness of your time-stream.
But | thought it was unred. A sort of “maybe’ -redity. An unborn Samesetwin. And dl thiswhilethe
twin has been growing up alongside me, walking that other path, leaching on me unawares. Even
worshipping me! What aweird double universethisis, after dlV’

‘Sowe areyour ... nightmare! Isthat what we are?

‘That' sawee hit harsh on you. | smply don’tbelong over here, do you see? Pansapiensdidn’t evolvein
thistime-stream. Individud selves evolved.

‘Now the reality-machine has broken down, for the People of the Change. And I’'m lesking through. My
powers are leaking through. But the People of the Change don’t know me directly. How could they?1
am them collectively, but & amuch higher level. Anyway, they’ re ftill patterned into many separate
selves— even if they do form tribes, inimitation of the ur-hordes | evolved out of. This couldsplit my



being, Robina. But not in theway | planned it — not as agrand venture to the stars. Splitting back here
at home will pull rags and tatters off me. It'll make me a schizophrenic. Oh, sensdessthingswill happen!
And al becauseit isn't your natura path.’

‘But couldn’t it be our natura path from here on?

‘No! Because you have to be what you are; and that is:selves .1 don't want to be lots of selves. This
creature talking to you right now is a separated self.

‘Listen to me. Y ou' re going to become a Joiner, like Thelma. Y ou'll be the Joiner of the next mini-horde.
Butit'sal usdessl Therulesof the Path of Self are written inddibly in you. It takesaeons to evolveinto a
proper God. Whole ages spent playing the life game. With you people there |l just be chaos. Prodigality.
Arbitrariness. Rococo artifice. Caprice. Y ou can see how eccentric the changes are already! You've
tapped themature powers of Pansapiens— that’ s the power to change yourselves at will — because
you' ve short-circuited your redity machine with that goddamn virus drug of yours. That' swhat it redlly
doesin your case: it forms abridgehead to Pansapiens. How can that be your future, Robina, when it
never was your past? Oh, you might well have been echoing me for millenniawith al your religions and
your myths. But those arenot your red salves.

“You'll haveto patch thisrupture, my dear. If you don't, there'll beamess!’
‘But the chimps changed into perfectly acceptable superchimps! They haven't turned out amess’

‘Different strokesfor different folks, Robinal They’ re okay, because there isn't any resonance between
them and me. And thereisn’t any Pan-pongo time-stream. Not unless you' ve started one now, with your
meddling.’

‘But how could we? The chimps have al been neutered.’

‘Don’'t askme how! I'm merely a God. And something of anenfant-Dieu into the bargain, | suspect! I'm
not an expert in multiple redities. Oh, | can handle higher dimensionsin the abstract well enough to design
adtar-drive— but that' s beside the point. The point isthat al this changing has got to stop.’

‘But this could be your big chalenge. If you could come to terms with the people who' ve dways
worshipped you, you could show us so much. How to build astarship, for example!’

‘Will youplease listen to me? To come to terms with you, as you put it,you would have to lose your
svesinme . How doesthat grab you, after severd million years of constructing persona selves? Pretty
sensdless, huh? Waste of time? And it’ sworse, from my point of view. If the Path of Sef redlly does
balance my own Callective Path in some higher equation | don’t know about, well, by fusing thetwo I'd
become...’

‘Unbaanced?

‘Loony?You sadit, not me. | don’t mind if you people worship me from a discreet distance. | don't
even mind it if the occasiond individud picks up “miraculous’ traits of mine now and again. But getting
mysdf incarnated in youenmasse as a series of squabbling tribal Godletsis definitelynoton . You aren't
Pansapiens, nor were meant to be. Loony, indeed? I’ d be back in my infantile, many-tribes stage. I'd be
thrust back to the time before | got properly organized. 1t would be like having my mind splitina
kaleidoscope. And al the time you would have access to my mature powers.’

‘Well, I'll believeyou ... Yet you can't tdl Arid and Thelmaand Genevathis?

‘I'musing them, to tell you. Right now, I’m using them. I’m focusing through them, with consderable



effort on my part. And that’ sthe only way. | can’t tell them directly because they’ re a sub-part of me. A
mind can’t know its own thought processes directly. You | can tell, because you' re infected too. There's
aspanner in theworks of your redlity machine aswell. But you stayed conscious, praise be for small
merciesl Much more of thisrupturing, and | won't be ableto communicate at dl lucidly. That’swhy I’'m
saying al this before your own tribe getsit together. Now, here swhat | want youtodo ... And with
your kind permission, I'll imprint it degpinyou ...’

The harlequin told her.
‘Oh, my God!" exclaimed Robina.
‘Exactly,” said Pansapiens. For he was God, of another time-stream ...

Soon afterwards, Robinafound hersdlf ssumbling about amidst grassy tussocks below abushy hill.
Cleopatra was clucking anxioudy beside her, and comforting her by grooming her scap. By now it was
nearly noon, and Robina s hair wasin afrightful tangle.
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Chapter 27

Reverend Drew Hayes' alluring new secretary, with the bobbed peroxide hair, pert nose and noteworthy
bosoms, sat in the inner sanctum of the mansion on Salvation Heights, most desirable suburb of Pompey.

She sat upon awarmly responsive lesther armchair. Thiswas actudly Fred Fantaziosin inanimate
disguise. Fred could generdly hold a pose without a quiver of reaction — playing the role of aboulder,
for example, with dl the timel ess equanimity of stone. With Mentamorpha s thighs and buttocks pressed
tightly into him, Fred was less submerged in perfect asmchair passveness. Thisarmchair undulated gently.

Foobert growled ajed ous protest now and then. He was the Doberman Pinscher currently reclining at
Mentamorpha sfeet, with hisjaws upon his paws, and he seemed inclined to take anip out of the lucky
upholgtery if Mentamorpha showed signs of squirming luxurioudy upon it. Which, in fact, wasfar from
her mind.

Behind the desk sat Prote, as Drew Hayes. He would far rather have worn the body of his secretary, but
aasthis could not be. As Drew Hayes, he was a burly, fat-jowled man. His chin was so deeply cleft that
it looked asif abolt had been hammered into it. His hair was chestnut, and his eyes lightning-blue. Large
hairy handswere well designed for gripping lecterns and thumping on them.

Hewas engaged in neither activity a the present moment. He was polishing his coarse fingernails with an
emery board, an activity quite at odds with hislectern-thumping demeanour. His secretary, on the other
hand, had no desireto loll sybariticadly in the armchair, letting it massage her legsand loins.Her dimate of
thought wasthat of the real Apostle Hayes.

Therefore she thumped the arm of the chair, bruising Fred' s sensud illusions. The blow that fell was
congderably less painful than if she had been wielding Hayes own heavy fidt.

‘I'mtelling you.” She spoke in the itdlicized sermon style which Harry Fullerton had borrowed from his
spiritua father, the Reverend. ‘ The staff here suspect you have taken aharlot, aScarletWoman, dl beit
blonde, into your presence. Y ou seclude yourself with her, asif you are engaged in secretFornication, in
Rutting Flth.

Foobert woofed excitedly at this. The dog pawed the blue and cream Tientsin carpet, with acoiling



dragon woveninit.

‘Aw, come off it,” said Prote. “We ve got two chaperones al thetime. Anyway, I’ m not that way
indined.

‘But the staff do not know that thisHellHound is ajealous chaperone. Asfor thischair, heisone
GodforsakenSensualist .’ Mentamorpha kicked the chair with one of her stout brogues; these she wore,
in preference to frivol ous high-hedled shoes, asasign of repentance, morality and scourging of the flesh.
The chair winced, and became morerigid. * At any moment this chair might turn into alewdsofa for you
toseduce me on— right herein the holy office.’

‘Oh, I doubt Fred would want ustwo rolling about on top of him. That's more than flesh and blood
could bear.’

‘Marvin and Jones and Pastethorpe dll think there' s somethingwrong with you, holed up like thisfor
weekswith awoman .’

‘Hell, I'm — what’ sthe word? — I’'m in retreat. I’ m meditating and praying. I’ m gathering strength for
the next stage of the Crusade.’

‘ Along with your Jezebd secretary? Along with your Whore of Babylon?

‘ Somebody hasto record my inspired thoughts.” Prote rummaged in adesk drawer and found adim
cigar, which he proceeded to wave about in an effeminate way, without troubling to light it.

‘I'mwrestling with your soul, Mentamorpha. Or maybe I’ m wrestling with my own. Shit, Ican’'t be
separated from you! | wouldn’t know what to say.” Prote crushed the cigar into an onyx ashtray, though
he had yet to light it.

The phone buzzed.

Mentamorpha swung the armchair around, forgetting for the moment that Fred Fantazioswasn'tina
swivelling mode today. The chair squealed in protest before it could reorient itself.

‘Reverend Hayes secretary speaking.’

‘Vigtor to seethe Reverend,” came a surly drawl. Pastethorpe's.

‘I’m sorry, but there areno appointments—'

‘Just cut it out, Sister in the Lord. Thisvistor is Reverend Jake Hogan, al the way from Shiloh.’
‘Ohmy God.’

‘Blessthe Lord,” agreed Pastethorpe.

‘Wdl, Reverend Hayesispraying forguidance right a this moment.’

‘I bet.’

‘ Ask Reverend Hogan to wait five minutes, will you? She cut the connexion. And whistled softly. ‘Lo,
the Third Apostle stands upon the doorstep. Arielwill be pleased.’

‘Holy shit.” Prote adjusted his collar. * Does this guy Hogan know mewel|?



‘As near as Matthew and Mark, or Luke and John. | suspect that the pious Pastethorpe asked Hogan to
zZip down here uninvited to check out your Scarlet Woman. So we' |l take him quickly.” Mentamorpha
stood up. ‘ Fred, shift yoursdlf into a stedd chair. Not uncomfortable-looking. Not so as Hogan' sinsulted
or put off gtting init. Let's see something Scandinavian.”

Obediently the leather armchair began to convulse, thinning and tightening his upholstery towardsa
metalic texture.

‘ And you shift yoursalf too, Foobert. Move nearer the desk, and sort of shepherd Hogan thisway. Do it
subtly. Don't snarl. You'll haveto help us gag him, so he doesn’t get a chance to shout. When we' ve got
him immobilized you, Prote, shift your shapeto Hogan's. I'll dump Hayes, and map Hogan's mind
instead.’

‘Hey, but that leaves us with no Hayes afterwards.’

‘S0 he used the emergency exit, on urgent business!” She nodded at the dummy wall panel — the secret
of which she knew full well. * That’swhy Hogan redly came. See? Pastethorpe does't know thewhole
of it. Hogan will explain that ashe' sleaving.’

‘Leaving? What, with Hayes fucking secretary? And dog? And chair?

‘They’ Il go out the back way, idiot. Fred can grow some wheels, become awhed chair. Foobert will
pushit’

Unnoticed, the dog' s muzzle had been contracting back into a human mouth, while displaced bones and
tissue flowed upwards. Soon Foobert wore his regular human head, upon adog’ s body. And he could

speak, again.

‘Oughtn’t | to change back right now? | mean, I’ ll needhands if I’'m going to help gag thisHogan. Not
paws. It'll be awholelot eesier pushing awheelchair, too, if | have upright posture.’

Mentamorpha was shocked to see the Doberman-man peering at her. Thiswasridiculoudy indiscrest.
Shecried, ‘Hed!” It wasal she could think of, for the moment.
Obeying her command, Foobert began doggily trotting over.

‘For Chrigt’ s sake, Foobert, | don't mean “hed” likethat! | mean, notnow ! | mean, get your head
draightened out!’

‘Uh?
‘If Pastethorpe seesatotal stranger in here—'
But at that moment the door opened unannounced and, uninvited, incame. ...

Foobert promptly turned tail, like the most cowardly guard dog ever seen. Diving under the desk, he hid
his human head behind awaste bucket.

... Incameagrizzly, granite-faced, white-haired man. His big flashing teeth were a veritable piano
keyboard. He wore an impeccably tailored denim suit, with ashirt the pink and white of striped
toothpaste.

Hogan’ s mouth sagged briefly (aslent crashing of chords) as he spied the Doberman, equally briefly.
Then he caught sight of Mentamorpha. His mind rejected what he had glimpsed while Foobert scuttled



for cover. Instead, his gaze photographed the seductive secretary, though not in X-ray style. In spite of
her long modest skirt and stout brogues, she looked more like a casino pet than someone born againin
the Lord. And yet ... and yet, decided Hogan, therewas a certain auraof mora rigour about the woman,
asthough sheredly had drunk at the fountain of the Apostle. Maybe Pastethorpe was mistaken in his
suspicions. Y et surely friend Drew was acting naively, to say the least?

Ah, agood man might well appear naive to otherswho are less good!
Hogan closed the door behind him, admitting no one else. He strode to the desk.
‘Blessingsin the Lord, Brother Drew!”

Drew Hayes half-rose, then waved hadtily at alarge chair with shiny stedd arms and legs, and asagging
leather seat.

‘Blessings, blessngd’ he bleated. His blue eyes wetly implored Jake to park himself.

Puzzled, Jake diverted himsdf towards the chair and thumped hisbulk into it. The chair emitted an dmost
human groan.

Jake glanced significantly towards the secretary, dismissing her from the presence of the Apostles so they
could get down to the red business, man to man. But as though she completely misunderstood the
message, the woman moved behind his chair instead. Her hands were twitching about as though she
wanted to massage the travel fatigue out of the neck and shoulders of Drew’ s most righteous buddy, asa
family service. Thisrather confirmed Jeke' searlier fears.

Drew stood up and circled round the desk. He poised himself beaming before Jake. His huge hands
were playing with alady’ s scarlet slk scarf. (The scarf of aHarlot! Jake revised his opinion steeply
downhill.)

‘Now, Fred! Take him!”’

The stedl chair ams writhed up and wrapped themsalves around Jake swrists. The chair legs manacled
his ankles. As Jake opened his mouth to cry out, the masseuse behind him threw one arm around his
throat, choking him. With her other hand she saized his hair, tugging his head back. Drew stuffed the
scarlet scarf into Jake' s open mouth, and began to fagten it tightly.

Y et Jake was not staring pop-eyed because of impending strangulation. He was staring because the
Doberman had just at this moment emerged from under the desk — and the great black dog
hadahumanhead .

Asthe dog joined with the human couple and the animated chair in suppressing him, Jake uttered weird
noisesthe like of which he had never heard issue from his mouth before.

The black dog with the human head was, of course, none other than the Deuvil.

Jake fought back vaiantly. But the Devil Dog and the possessed couple and the chair, between them,
forced his hands and then hisfeet together, to bind them with plastic cord. This done, Hayes shot the bolt
on the door of his sanctum.

At any ingtant, Jake expected aflaming pit to open in the midst of the Tientsin carpet. But what actualy
happened next wasfar lessexplicable.

The Devil Dog drew back. He pranced upright, boxing the air with his paws. His human lips parted in a



caninesnal.
‘I'mjoined, ' he barked. ‘ The second tribe'sjoined! Stand by me, Fred!’

The chair was no longer gripping Jake, now that he was bound. It shuddered mightily beneath him. With
one great convulsion it tossed hisbound, gagged body off on to the carpet, severdy winding him.

Lying gasping on hisside, Jake noticed that the chair now possessed whedls. Which it hadn’t, when he
fird sat init. On these whedsit propelled itself towards Drew Hayes, bowling him over. Apparently
forgetful of the fact that it had a human head, the Devil Dog bared itsteeth and legpt upon Hayes, biting
himin hisright hand.

“Yow!" yelped Hayes.

Circling around smartly, the chair extruded one of its steel arms. This now terminated in acrudely
fashioned metd hand. With this sted hand the chair began to throttle Hayes, while the dog held him down
with itsteeth.

‘What' swith you guys? cried the secretary. ‘Lord, thisis aShame upon the Sanctum! Foobert,hed! !
Fred Fantazios, just youquit it!’

She threw herself upon the dog. Releasing its grip on Hayes, the dog rolled over and dashed at the
secretary with its powerful paws, tearing her long skirt from her body. Naked from the waist down, she
battled on for afew seconds more, then hastily retreated round the desk. Y anking a heavy stainless sted!
crossfrom thewall, she brandished it.

Somewhat bluein the face, and with his right hand bleeding, Hayes managed to roll the murderous chair
over and began battering it with hisbig left fist; though his blows did not seem quite as heavy or damaging
asthey ought.

Rather heavier, was the banging which commenced on the sanctum door.

‘Ohmy God.” Thelong-legged secretary hurled the cross away from her — smashing awindow which,
incidentally, led to the fire escape. Swinging round, shefiddled with thewall. A whole pand did aside,
and through this opening she disappeared. Drew Hayes, blood dripping from his hand, and the
sef-propelled whedl chair, and the man-headed dog all followed her pell-méll, still scrapping with each
other. (But from his position on the floor, cheek pressed to the carpet, Jake Hogan couldn’'t seethe
secret exit open and shut. All he saw was a confusion of feet and paws and whedls disappearing round
the desk.) The pand did shut only moments before the bolt burst from the sanctum door, admitting
Pastethorpe, Jones and Marvin.

These three Godly Guardians gazed round the sanctum in bewilderment. Reverend Jake Hogan lay
squirming, trussed up on thefloor, inferna hysteriain hiseyes. A torn skirt lay near him. Nowhere were
Reverend Hayes or his secretary to be seen. (Nor, for that matter, were his flashy leather armchair or his
savage Doberman, though these absences would take alittle longer to register.)

Pestethorpe undid the scarlet gag.
‘Look at’em!” begged Hogan.
‘Look a who?

Jones ran to the broken window and looked ouit.



‘The dog with the head of the Devil! And theliving whedlchair! And the harlot naked from thewaist
down!’

‘Reverend Hayes and hiswoman didn’t go out thewindow,” caled Jones. ‘ Not unlessthey flew. Or fdll
along way. Fire escape still up.

‘Yes, they flew! They flew out!” screamed Hogan. ‘ Those naked whoring legs, and those whedls, and the
head of aman on adog! The Devil and adl hisWorks!’

Reverend Jake Hogan began to froth at the mouth, and rave incoherently. Pastethorpe thought it wiser
not to undo his handsjust yet.
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Chapter 28

Prote, in the form of Reverend Hayes, and the skinless Mentamorpha raced into the parking lot by the
Savation Heights Gourmet Food-Mart, where they had left the God Nut camper. There weren’ ttoo
many people about. And just possibly this half-naked blonde sprinter might be a candidate cheerleader
for the Spiritual Crusade, being put through her paces by Reverend Hayes on atraining run. On the
principle of the Emperor’s New Clothes, witnesses tended to see the woman as wearing very skimpy
running shorts rather than nylon briefs.

In hot pursuit lumbered a Doberman Pinscher, who had by now mostly regained his canine features. He
wasn't running in as sprightly or bounding amanner as such adog ought to. Y et that was dl right too;
obvioudy the dog needed aworkout, though redly it ought to have been on alead.

Lagtly down the hill, apparently out of control, careered an unoccupied invalid chair ...

Prote and Mentamorpha scrambled into the cab of the camper — Mentamorpha taking the wheel
sde — and dammed and locked the doors.

Mentamorpha shut her eyesin concentration.

‘I’ ve got astrong fedling we ought to get back to the Farm right away! Oh, there’ sStrife, and therewill
beBloodyBlows . Shit, I’ d better dump Drew Hayes out of my head. He's confusing me. Will you please
stop looking so much like him, Prote?

The Doberman began yapping and leaping around the vehicle.

‘What' s gone wrong?

She concentrated.

‘I dunno. It’' sthe battle of the Lapiths and the Centaurs dl over again, whatever that was.’
The dog' s muzzle snarled at the window. Teeth grated on the impact-proof glass.

‘ Should we take them with us?

‘They’ ve become our enemies, Prote. It stheir tribe against our tribe.” Mentamorpha opened her eyes
again, and squedled to see the rabid hound.

Just then, the wheelchair cornered sharply and crashed into arow of supermarket trolleyswaiting to be



pushed back into the Gourmet Food-Mart. The collison stunned Fred Fantazios. To regain his bearings,
hastily he adopted the protective camouflage of the nearest inanimate object, which happened to be the
dlver shopping chariot directly in front of him.

Mentamorpha started the engine, and backed out with a shriek of rubber. Foobert chased the camper
some way down the street, but he was soon outdistanced. His muscleswere al one big ache now, and
his heart was pounding fit to burst. Histail between hislegs, he dunk back to the Food-Mart, just intime
to see an attendant in asky-blue uniform siraining as he shoved the whole line of trolleysin through the
doors of the Food-Mart.

Foobert took up watch outside the automatic glass doors, pretending to be hitched there waiting for his
mistress.

Shoppers came and went, eyeing the sprawling, tongue-lolling dog indignantly.

Presently a stout woman with blue-rinsed hair, wearing bell-bottom jeans and a short mink jacket,
marched indoors. She jerked Fred Fantazios free of the waiting trolleys, hung her zebra-skin purse over
him, and whedled him aong the shelves. She piled him high with cans of tacos and enchiladas and
tortillas, with bottles of gherkins and pepper sauce and Montezumadressing ...

Inexplicably — though quite explicable by the fact that Fred wasn’t wholly adeep shopping trolley,
except as regards gppearance and touch — cans started to roll off him, asif defying gravity. Swearing,
the woman threw them back hard again, into Fred' s bowed back. Crippled, Fred rolled on, his burden
increasng.

Soon after, atruck from the dog pound drew up in front of the Food-Mart. Foobert took to his hedls,
pursued by adog catcher brandishing a pole with a noose on the end.

Initialy, Brutus had been doubtful asto the merits of returning to the Farm. The superchimps had proved,
during the night raid on Stenton, that they could replenish the larder of the camper; and that Boadicaea
could driveit well enough. Y et there were only three gallons of fud remaining in the tank, and unattended
pumps were always locked up. A hold-up conducted by a pistol-toting apeman was bound to attract
attention; and they had no desireto go public yet.

Besides, they had achieved their primary goal. For Robina had gone right through her change without
being submerged the whole time in unconsciousness.

Robina had indeed changed, and become new-Robina. Y et she hadn't atered physicaly to any
remarkable extent — beyond becoming somewhat leaner, with less mounta nous bosoms; and thisloss of
weight may have been due smply to the stringencies of lifein the wild without benefit of glucose and
proper bed rest.

Like ThelmaHarvey before her, Robina had come to sense through her fingers and her toes an intimate
linkage with her tribe thirty miles away (and two of them even further away in Pompey).

Though she had been wide awake during her encounter with the Godly harlequin who called himsdif
Pansapiens, the experience had soon taken on in retrospect the dimensions of addirium—a
derangement of the sensesthat was perhaps an essentia part of the change-fugue. Had not Joan of Arc
heard voices? Had not Moses met a burning bush which spoke to him? While Joseph Smith had been
accogted by an angel with the uninviting name of Moroni. Had these three actually experienced unwitting,
incoherent leakages from the collective human race of the dternative time-stream? This seemed
far-fetched.



Y et Cleopatrasmelled, if not arat, at least something ‘which does not belong’; and when Robina had
done her best, subsequently, to explain to her metapongid guardian what she had seen and heard of
Pansapiens, the response had flashed back:

‘True! Very true! Appleson bananaplants! Growing inanother garden. Cross-fertilizing. Thismust stop!
Or therewill be no true apples, no true bananas. Only crazy bananapples.

‘Alas,’ Cleo had then signed,‘ we have no tree of family. No hope of filling theworld isours. But we will
make our way on our own, till we die out. You must lock the bananapple family away, whereit can do no
harm.’

So Cleo must have argued againgt Brutus, in favour of returning at least temporarily to the Farm.

Robinawondered how much the superchimps actually understood of dl this. Y et they seemed both brave
and resolute. She hersdf now felt imprinted with asense of mission which she sincerely felt owed as
much to the superchimps’ intuitions asto her own brush with Pansgpiens— who might or might not really
exig, asthetrue God, on theflipsde of redity.

Twitching her fingers and toes experimentally — and becauise of this occasiondly braking unexpectedly
or putting on sudden spurts of speed — Robina had driven the camper back to the Farm. There her tribe
awaited her: butterfly-winged I cara, flaring Phagthon, the truly reborn Harry Fullerton, Hacker the garage
owner and thirty-odd more, all waiting to be pitted against the first tribe. For that was the course events
must take. Without a question.

Robinahad barrelled the camper straight through the main gate while her superchimp passengers made
‘seeno evil’ gesturesin case any of the shatter-proof glass shattered. The gate had yielded easily enough.
It had already been wrecked once, on their way out days before.

They had driven at speed — as a siren began towhoop — down past the grazing Guernsey cows and
the horse paddock, till they arrived at the ranch house. Here they skidded to a hat outside the selfsame
French windows they had |eft by. While Robinahad sat revving the engine, Caesar and Brutus had burst
the windows open. Brutus returned bearing theSansevieria plant: that immorta cluster of vegetable
swords which Robina knew was able, for some reason, to hat the mighty Genevain her tracks. This, and
thisalone. Back in the camper, Brutus had sniffed the sharpest spike of al, and kissed hisfingers
appreciatively; atrace of Geneva sblood till remained.

Robina had gunned the camper adong past the whooping watch-tower, and asthey passed by asingle
dart pinged off the front bumper. No doubt thiswas aimed at the tyre; not even the stupidest of guards
could hope to anaesthetize a charging vehicle.

At the entry of the maze she had braked. With theSansevieria clutched in one hand, and aflashlight from
the camper’ stool kit in the other, she had dashed inside. Then Brutus and Cleo had taken the lead.

Already Robina had known in her toes and fingersthat her tribe were running, too. They weredl
converging on the hollow stonelion &t the base of the monumental column known as ‘the Lighthouse' .
For that was where the tunnel which linked the ranch house with the bomb-proof cavern under the
upland sent up aflight of stepsto the surface.

Aided by the flashlight, they made their way rapidly for amile dong the brick-waled tunndl. Thiswasthe
dimengon of adry sewer, or asubway tunnel minustherails. Certainly it was wide enough to accept a
convoy of small Japanese supply trucks driving at speed; and the further they penetrated, the more
Robinafeared this eventudity. Ariel had forbidden hot pursuit into the estate; but did that apply below
ground too?



When they reached the base of the stairway, ahead of them the tunnel <till burrowed on dimly towards
the cavern. Robina paused. She noticed steel doors, which could only be blast doors, recessed into the
wall both before and beyond the stairway.

Wheds poked from the wall for the manua operation of these doors. In addition, two dusty glass plates
shielded red switches, likefire darms. In an emergency it must be possible to dam the doors shut
ingtantly. But how? By explosive charges? No, that would concuss whoever pulled the switch. The
meanswas hidden in thewall.

Robina considered the door which would block access from the direction of the ranch house. In the
torchlight she found some rubble and an abandoned crowbar. With a haf-brick she smashed the glass.
Throwing the switch, she jumped clear.

A hestation ... aprdiminary hiss ... then awoosh of air, asthough she was standing beside avintage
steam engine ... wasfollowed by athunderclap of sted asthe blast door sprang shut. Robinawas
stunned for atime as much by the booming reverberations as by the original bang.

As s00n as the echoes died down, she handed the flashlight to Cleo. Pulling out the crowbar from the
rubble, she jammed it into the winding whedl and began to lever. Brutus and Boadicaeajoined her. They
heaved. Suddenly the whole whedl sheared clean off its base and clattered to the floor, narrowly missing
their toesasthey al danced back.

Now that she was satisfied that anyone fleeing down the stairway would only have one direction to head
in— namely, towards the cavern — Robinaled her escort up the steps.

A tiny stone cave capped the flight; and this was the hollow inside of thelion. It was Caesar who had
discovered its secret one day when he had swung playfully on the jutting stone tail. Robina could now see
little discs of daylight through the lion’ s nogtrils and through the hole at the back of its dightly open mouth.

Mogt of her tribe were gathered outside. She felt them. She heard them murmuring.

Crowding into the lion’ sbelly in adense clump of flesh and fur, the superchimps and Robinatried to
pivot it, heaving and thrusting againgt itsinner flanks. The lion seemed disinclined to move, sincethey
were all pushing at cross-purposes.

Since she couldn’t sign to them in the gloom, Robina pushed her helpers back down the steps with her
hands. She hollered through the hole in thelion’ sthroat:

‘Pull my tail!” And the stone lion spoke unto her tribe. Hastily, she ducked down again.

Soon the lion swung round, disclosing the blue sky. It was Mr Hacker who hauled on the stonetail. By
now he was apowerful centaur. But he had dug his hooves unnecessarily hard into the turf, and dithered
Sdeways as the statue shifted. Redlly, it was quite easy to move the lion, once you had the knack.

Man and boy, Mr Hacker had been obsessed with horse-power, though aways of the mechanical
variety — avery different breed from that doted on by Mrs Sandra Glass of the Blue House. Y et now he
was one horse-power from the navel downwardsfor the rest of hislife. To his surprise he felt profoundly
satisfied by this change. And he thought he understood why. In recent years he had begun to worry
deeply about theworld' s oil supplies. Thishad led him into religious excesses, such asligtening to the
God Nut radio station in Pompey, hoping for news that the Arabs had been wiped out in some
heaven-sent plague, thusliberating the oil fields.

He had dropped all that now like aload of horse shit.



True, at first he had been shocked to find himsalf equipped with four legs. Y et as soon as he had
test-gdloped himsalf, he had found the whole experience far more satisfying than merely stting at a
whed. This must have been hisinner, secret dream al dong. All hismechanica tinkering had been mere
sublimation. In the old days he had often had nightmares about trying to outrace a herd of stalions, with
his dream body perched on top of increasingly preposterous and troublesome machines. Now his
fantasies were more of Sandra Glassin her future metamorphosis as the perfect female centaur.

Y et at the sametime Hacker il felt alingering sense of guilt about his change — as though such nude
equine muscularity as hiswastoomuch; asthough he might somehow be punished for kicking over the
traces ...

Robina and the superchimps clambered into the sunshine. Robinatwitched afinger a Mr Hacker
gpprovingly; and he whinnied back. To his surprise; for normally he spoke.
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Chapter 29

The lighthouse rose a hundred feet, commanding al but the heights of the estate— so long as you had
the eyesight of atelescope. Its Doric column bellied out midway then tapered again, to provide anilluson
of graght lines. But theillusion faled; the column seemed gently pregnant.

Its connexion with the sea came from the beaked stone prows of ships which protruded from the shaft —
and from the windows which encircled the top. Below those windows ran the carved and gilded legend:
Nonnisigrandiacanto . ‘None but heroic deeds | sing.” The mute songstress of these deeds was a statue
of Heroic Poetry who stood upon the cupola. A lightning conductor poked from her head like an agrid.
With her right hand she pointed down at the legend. She wore on her face the puzzled frown of a
stranded eevator lady from Ancient Rome.

Taking the statue’ swords to heart, Robinaralied the tribe.

Climbing on to Mr Hacker’ s horse-back, she then led them al down from the Lighthouse towards the
Temple of Venustwo milesaway. All, that is, apart from Phagthon. Though he was one of her most
powerful wegpons, adevious prompting of instinct made her leave him behind. She commanded him to
climb the Lighthouse and flame on, come evening, at her Ssgnd. Up at those topmost windows, Phaethon
would then transform the column into a genuine Pharos— one designed to lurelost navigators with its
beacon and its bait, wrecking them below.

As Robinarode at a gentle walk down towards the temple, she extended her little toes to touch Foobert
and Fred Fantaziosfar away.

Though it was il bright daylight, an owl awoke and screeched three times.
It had begun.

Why exactly it had begun, her tribe were no more sure than the L apiths and the Centaurs were quite sure
why their murderous battle had started at the wedding feast of Hippodame — except that a madness
hounded them, and their new sense of triba identity persuaded them.

Maybe the statue of Heroic Poetry atop the Doric column would have sung out, had her stone lips been
able to shape words, to the effect that a God, anatural force of ahigher kind, had driven them al mad —
so that they swore dlegiance to crime: the crime of betrayd of Aridl, the Founder, with the result thet his



science, and Ohira’'s, would be overthrown and defeated.

No doubt, in Second Time, the Great God Pansap now relaxed. While the silver egg took off for the
dars, eventudly to split him hedthily inhalf ...

‘We Il replace the main gate withsheetsteel,” promised Maccoby, on screen. ‘ They won't bust out again.
Do you want an armed team in the grounds, Sir?

‘“Why the hell should 1?7 Haven't they come back of their own free will? Isn't that agood sign? Reuben, |
very much misdoubt your desire to introduce agoon squad onthis side of the fence.’

‘Woe, cdled Silvester dolefully from outside the door. ‘ Chaoswill reign, till dl of usare thrust benesth
the Earth. With the roof of the world above me, how shall | ever grow to my full height?

Genevalaughed dismissvely.

‘| can pick Robina Weber up under onearm.’

Argus stepped round the tree-man.

‘l can’'t see her or the pongos anywhere. I'm blind to them.’

‘That’' s because they’ re underground, dummy. They’re ill inthe tunnd. Y ou’ll see them soon enough,
when they pop out. So keep an eye on the Lighthouse. As soon as you can, tell me what’ s been
happening with Robina’

‘But I'vetold you: | can't far-see and past-see at the same time. Should | go up there in person? That
Lighthouse seemslike apopular venue at the moment.’

‘Eh?
‘The others— the oneswho aren’t in our network — all seem to have headed up there.’

‘Then Robinamust be the new Joiner! Why, that’ swonderful. That explainswhy she came back: she
couldn’t keep away. Why didn’t you tell me before?

‘| thought they were just organizing aparty or festival or something. Should | go up there?
‘No, not right away. Let’ sgive her achanceto get it al together. What do you think, Thelma?

Thelma had been standing abstractedly, twitching her fingers and toes asif she was operating some
invisble abacus.

‘Doom,” pronounced Silvester.

Thelmalinked him to all the others of her tribe. No words existed for what was going to happen — so

that it could not be foretold — yet for atime everyone felt the tension of astorm about to break. The
imminence of lightning about to blast atree.

Thislightning would not kill thetree. Y et it would certainly stunt its growth. The tree would be buried
underneath an avalanche ...

But the sense of foreboding remained undefined. Asfor lightning, Ariel wasthe only loca source of
lightning that they knew. The second tribe remained opague.



Thelmadisengaged from Slvester.

‘| think we'rejealous . The changeis about to give birth to a second child — onewho'll share the place
with us on an equal footing. Deep in our hearts, we' re uneasy about it. We mustn’t be.’

‘Well, sr? asked Maccoby.
Suddenly Silvester pointed an accusing branch through the door at the screen.
‘Andhe will beour jaler! Only the chimpswill go free!’

Thelmalinked hersdlf briefly to Silvester again. She could make nothing of this prophecy, though, since
neither could Silvester.

“How soon will Drew Hayes be through his change? Arid was asking.

‘ Shiba says a couple more days. That's par for the course. With some good make-up, and clever
tailloring to hide that camel hump on hisback and histwo extraarms, he should be able to passfor the
old Drew Hayes.’

‘Dromedary hump,” Geneva corrected him. ‘ Camels have two humps, dromedaries have one.’

‘Wdll, whatever. Y ou can redly get the God Nuts to change their tune, then! Bring usrecruits by the
budoad.’

‘So long as Robinaagrees,” said Thelma. ‘ Hayesis one of hers, remember?

‘No, heain't, said Aridl. ‘“H€ Il be part of thethird tribe. Anyway, even if he was one of hers, why
shouldn’'t he agree? Arid bristled dectricdly. ‘ Hell’ steeth, that’ sthe wholeplan . By the budoad ... |
likeit, Reuben! WE |l get the changed Hayesto invite all the Big Names who subscribe to the God Nut
movement in thisarea. He |l invite them for, uh, acountry retreet ... A fortnight or so of prayer and
rededication of themselves. That’sit. No acoholic beverages served, of course. Just plain Diet Peps.’

‘Oh, lord!”

‘Thelma?

‘Prote and Mentamorphaarein trouble.’
‘Have the God Nuts rumbled them?

‘Yes... No, that isn'tit! Well, it' sthattoo . But —' She abstracted hersdlf. ‘| can fed them fighting.
Prote' s hurt his hand.How? It’ sthat dog! It's Foobert! Foobert attacked them. God, it's a shambles.
They’d just got one of the other Apostles successfully tied down — and suddenly it al went wrong.
Foobert’ s turned rabid!’

‘He sturned into arabbit?
‘Rabid,| said! The chair’ sgone mad too. It's swung against them.’

|carathe butterfly-woman, returning from scouting out the land, fluttered in to land on Mr Hacker’ srump
just behind Robina. Having failed to notice her eccentric landing approach, the centaur switched histall,
nearly knocking Icaraoff him, before he redlized that she wasn't an oversize horse-fly. Robinadapped
Mr Hacker’ sflank, at once soothing and admonishing him. She remembered that she could do thisjust as
eadily by crooking her finger.



Robinahad aready scried the generd disposition of Tribe One from theair, while Icaraflew erraticaly
about. Thefirst tribe was quite widdly scattered. Only the command nucleus of Thelma, Aridl, Geneva,
Sivester and Argus was gathered at the Temple of Venus. Robinalistened intently to Icara s somewhat
flighty verba report, to confirm her own impressonsfrom the air, then swung her main picket line
eastwards intending to come up on the temple from its southern sde— so that they could herd that
nucleus, like hounds herding deer, towards the pitfal below the Lighthouse.

‘Good work, Icara. Fly back. Watch whether any more of them gather aswe get nearer.’

‘Itisn't so easy for me! Not to fly abee-line. | get distracted. By anything! I’m a creature of caprice.’
‘So arewe dl, dear. Far more than you redlize. Just do your best.’

Robina fingered and toed her troops out through the glades.

Thefat former God Nut woman had changed into agreat white grub or caterpillar, perhaps prior to
becoming awinter chrysalis out of which something more e egant would emergein the spring. She
humped her bulk along at surprising speed on twenty or thirty short legs, crashing through the bushes.

She wasthefirg to start some quarry. Shetani darted out of the boscage, squealing in panic when she
saw what was bearing down on her. The Unit darted thisway and that irrationaly.

The grub-woman reared, waving ten or twelvelegsin the air. When the chame eon-pig ill-advisedly
scampered under her, the great grub squelched down upon the hindquarters of the Unit. Shrieking,
Shetani the rider popped right out of her crushed mount. Therider fel in the grass. She jerked and
twitched and began crying out in her native Makonde tongue.

The grub-woman swung towards her. And here, for therider, was areal shetani, ambushing her inthe
Bush! Aslarge asacow, with so many legs! Scrambling up, Shetani scuttled out of theway in terror.

Down & the temple, Shetani’ sterror infected Thelma. Thelmawas dready fleeing for her life, intwo
other aspects, pursued by a savage Doberman and arunaway wheelchair ...

Asdusk drew its mantle down over the day, the spearhead of the second tribe at last arrived to the south
of the temple. They hated in horseshoe formation. Robina had taken her time with the advance. The
longer that her picket line spent on flushing out isolated members of Thelma stribe, the more fear and
confusion they spread.

Wl derted to the threat by now, Ariel waited outside the temple on Geneva s shoulder, charged with
lightning, ready to launch himself. Y et still he refused Maccoby’ s offer of apeace-keeping force.

Impatiently Geneva stamped the turf. She balled and unballed her fists. Nixy the water nymph, flushed
from apool earlier on, was clutching hold of the lesser satyr at lagt, to his confused satisfaction. Argus
gazed in horror with dl hiseyes, straining againg the decline of day for each scattered photon of warning.
Hewaswaiting for the first direct sighting of Robina; then he could past-see what had come over her.
Silvester stood to one Side, his branchesraised, ready to bring them down stunningly on enemy heads.
Thelmawastrying to control hersalf. She wasinfected by gusts of hysteriafrom Shetani, who was now
reduced to hel pless child size, and loose in the darkening, nightmare haunted woods. How Thelma
wished that she could dtrike off the finger and the toe which linked her to thishdlish ddlirium! Y et, even
though Shetani played havoc with her concentration, till Thelmastroveto raly her own tribeto her. At
least adozen of her network had aready tangled with Robina s forces. Most had fled; some had failed to
flee. Asaresult of these encounters, two of her toes were dead. This upset Thelma' s sense of balance,
and temporarily robbed her of contact with two more members of her tribe who were paired on a



finger-toe basis ...

Eventually Robinarode into the temple glade on Mr Hacker’ s back. Six of her tribe flanked her. Harry
Fullerton, former God Nut but now a Chrigtian devil with horns and abarbed tail, advanced ahead. As
did another ex-God Nut spy, now an Angedl of Righteousness. Both angel and devil clutched wooden
knobkerries broken from the forest.

Ariel promptly launched himsdf from Genevatowards a plane tree. Grasping the lowest branch, he
scurried inwards then shinned up higher and higher and crept out long alimb.

‘Why, Robina? Why? he cried, in asloud avoice as he could muster.
Either rebdllious Robinafailed to hear hislittle voice, or ese sheignorediit.

Arid let go of hisperch. Inalong glide he swept down across the glade. Geneva dso charged at the
same moment, bellowing awar cry. Robing, for her part, spurred Mr Hacker forward with her hedls.

Arid’sglide carried him over Harry Fullerton. The devil thrashed the air with hiscudgd. Arid, pulling out
of hisdive, climbed clear — and merdy touched the cudgel with hisfingertip. Lightning clove the wood.
The devil collgpsed, stunned.

Arid reached the safety of another bough, scrambled higher, and hunched there quickly accumulating
more energy.

With one cardlessfist Geneva swatted away the club of the Angel of Righteousness; and the force of her
charge knocked him sideways. Without breaking step she rushed on, on collision course with the centaur,
who was now at half gallop.

From behind Mr Hacker’ s human torso Robina suddenly produced theSansevieria inits pot. Leaning
forward, while clutching Mr Hacker around the waist with her other arm, sherode at tilt towards
Geneva. The blades of the plant jutted ahead like an already splintered lance.

Too late, Geneva saw the wegpon she most feared.
A moment later, it impaled her in the breest.
Even 50, sheer momentum still carried her on into the centaur, tumbling him, unsesting Robina

Robina held on long enough to dither around Mr Hacker’ storso and avoid being crushed by hisfall.
Since she had received some Judo instruction from Dr Shiba, in case her superchimps ever misbehaved
grossly, she performed aroll — and came up awkwardly, but till came up, pulling the pistol from her
waistband.

The sword-plant had driven deeper this time than on the previous occasion. Blood visibly soaked
Geneva stwice-rent robe. Even o, the plant couldstill hardly have dedlt afata injury. Y et Geneva
reacted as before. She behaved asif the leaves had been tipped with instant poison, and al her strength
had flowed out of her wound. She wandered helplesdy, holding herself, murmuring, ‘Josie ... Alison ...’

Mr Hacker scrambled up. But he had sprained afetlock. So now he proceeded, in athree-legged way,
to herd the stricken Geneva back towards the temple, using her body asa shield. Ariel swooped
overhead again — and Robinatracked him with her pistol — but he could not use his sting because of
Geneva

From the instant that theSansevieria had impacted in the giantess, Thelma the Joiner had felt dark Degth



marching through her mind — draining her, dimming her lights. Pardysis and despair invaded her, in
addition to the panic which Shetani was broadcasting.

‘Ah,now | see!” exclaimed Argus, close beside her. ‘Robinamet a ... whatonearthwasit? No, itwasn't
of Earth. Not of this Earth. And it charged her with thetask of ... But it came out of us ! Wewereits
route to the surface. Oh, it'sso dim. It'sal in the corners of my eyes. Oh, give methelight to see!’

The other side of Robina s horseshoe emerged from the woods, blocking the entrance to the temporarily
deserted temple. A two-headed ogre who had, unbeknownst to hisrecruiters, been schizophrenic before
his change now barred the way indoors. As did a silver-skinned, sexless person with large, deepset eyes
and the merest hint of nose or ears. Thiswas Gorgo, aformer devotee of flying saucer cults, who had
turned into ahumanoid ufonaut. Gorgo could pardyse or hypnotize people with his gaze, and even
disrupt dectrica circuitsfrom adistance.

These two personages stepped forth just as Ariel was gliding down from the plane tree again, thistime
intending to sweep in through the temple doorway to call for assistance from Maccoby.

Arid extended hisfingersto shock them. Gorgo locked his gaze with Aridl’s, and blocked hislightning.
The ogre caught Arid in hisarms.

Into the temple ran Gorgo, to stare at the TV console where the image of Maccoby wasfretting
impatiently. At agesture from Robina, the ogre bore the paralysed Arid insde the temple too, to be
hypnotized.

‘Ohyes, giveuslight!” cried Thelma, asthe darkness deepened around her and within her.

And alight blossomed in the distance. It was as though a bright new planet had appeared, or a nearby
dtar had flared up.

Thelmafled from the vicinity of the temple. She began running through the woods towards that beacon.
And as sheran, so her sprinting toes and her outstretched fingers drew the rest of her tribe who were ill
at liberty inexorably towardsthat focal point from wherever they were...

Therout had begun.
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Chapter 30

Shortly after her breathless arriva at the Lighthouse, many more of Thelma stribe joined her and milled
about there. Members of the second tribe, hot on thetail of thefirst tribe, penned and corralled Thelma's

people.

Thelmagazed up at Phaethon behind glass high at the top of the column. He was starting to flicker and
die down. Before long the human torch was dl but extinguished. But it wastoo late, now, to escape from
the trap he had set.

Mr Hacker limped up, pushing drooping Geneva ahead of him. A woman with an elephant’ strunk of a
nose had sniffed out Shetani enroute . She came cradling the miserable rider, bereft forever of her mount.
She thrust the black suck-person into the lesser satyr’ sarms.

And findly the ogre raced from the woods, bearing adopy Ariel. Robinaaccompanied him, with
flashlight and pistol. The stonelion ill stood aside, uncovering the top of the steps. Here the ogre



deposited Arid, pointing him down towards that underworld where he had once planned to take refuge
from any outside war. But now he was arefugee, instead, in awar which had rolled across hisown
lands

Ariel soon recovered from his Gorgo-induced paralysis, but a different sort of lethargy overcame him —
the lethargy of defeat. Robinatossed the flashlight to Argus. He caught it gratefully, for he craved light
right now as much as Thelma craved it. With her pistol, Robina brusquely gestured him to lead the
descent down the steps. As Argus began to vanish underground, Thelmaheedlesdy followed the light he
held, with Arid clutching her hem.

And so, with some of the changed people crying adieu to the grounds which they could visit no more,
one by onethefirst tribe plunged beneath the earth. Silvester wasthe last to depart, ssumbling avkwardly
on hisroots.

Mr Hacker backed up againgt the stone tail and swung the lion back into position. The sairswere
capped.

In the deegpening darkness the burlier members of Thelma' stribe went in search of stonesand logsto pile
around the lion. Phaethon descended from thepharos ; he did hisbest to illuminate their labours at
half-power.

By now it was night.

In spite of their joy at being joined together in Robina, many of her tribe were frankly puzzled.
‘Why? she heard.

‘Why?

‘Why?

She asked hersdf the same question. And it did indeed seem asif aholy madness had come over them
al during the past few hours.

Robinavagudly recalled why that was. But it did not matter why. How could shesustain it? That wasthe
guestion, now.

She linked hersdf to Mr Hacker and Harry Fullerton, and to the Angel of Righteousness and the
grub-woman. The wonder of the change had rewired their minds. Y et there was till adepth of
passionate bigotry locked in their memories. Locked. It was sedled off dmost asfirmly as Ariel and his
tribe were now sedled off from the surface.

‘Remember yoursalves,” whispered Robina. ‘ Remember.’

She drew upon Gorgo’ s power of hypnosis— the power possessed by fantastic silver diens, of whom
he was now one.

‘Remember!’

And the sedl wastorn. Mr Hacker reared, whinnying. The grub-woman thumped hersdf upon the ground
in execration. Harry Fullerton thrashed hisdevil’ stail. The Angel of Righteousness cried havoc.

‘Peacel” commanded Robina. And far away in the Pompey dog pound even Foobert felt peaceful. (He
was reluctant to shift back into a man since he had been penned up with abitchy Alsatian. Anyway, he



might be taken for awerewolf. A flood of horror movies had derted the public to just such apossbility.
If the dog pound guard saw Foobert shifting shape, he would probably shoot him ...)

As Robinashared the fedlings of the ex-God Nuts around, a moan rose from the tribe, even from
carefree|cara

‘“We havesinned, * Robinaexplained carefully. *We have strayed from our way like lost sheep. We have
undone those things that we ought not to have undone: the corsets of our bodies. Y et we canredeem
ourselves. We have aready begun to, by casting those other possessed mortas down intoHel . We must
keep them there forever, to stop Hell itsdf from bursting forth. By doing this— and by hiding ourselves
away from the Sght of hedlthy men and women for the rest of our morta lives— we shdl becomethe
blessed of God. We shall be his Saints and Martyrs. Though only He will know it.

‘And hewill reward usfor our sacrifice.

‘For God isimmutable. He made usin Hisimage. He doesn't like change. Change comes from the Devil!
Change bends the image of God. And we are wretchedly bent. But in our wretchednessis our hope.

‘Ohyes, the Devil isthe cause of change! Hisisthe theory of evolution that pollutes our schools. For if
God made us perfect, wherefore should we change?

“We can't worship God in ourselves. Not now! But we can till worship Himin al the rest of the human
race. They will stay the samefor ever and for ever, unchangingly!

‘“We nearly tumbled into a Pit, my friends. How narrowly, by His Grace, did we hold back so that now
instead we stand around the lip of the Fit, guarding it!”

Sheled them dl in animpromptu hymn of thanksgiving. It rose easily to her lips:
‘The form of Man is perfect,

‘It comes from God above!

‘And if you don’'t believeit,

‘Then you deny His love!

‘Our arms and legs and noses
‘Our brains and breasts and bums
‘Are measured out in Heaven
‘“Where God does his sums.

‘Satan is a shifty one;

‘Hewants us all to change.

‘In labs and schools and test-tubes
‘He works usto derange.

‘The race of Man forever

‘Shall keep its perfect form,



‘S0 let us praise this watchword:

‘ Adherence to the norm.

‘Yet we are changed, and fallen,

‘In an Eden without Eve.

‘Unlike the sinful Adam

‘Here we must never leave.

‘But when we go to Heaven
‘Hewill give us back our shapes,
‘For they're all till stored up there,
‘On God's own golden tapes ...’

To begin with, the Singing was alittle ragged. But it soon gathered strength and co-ordination.

Robina dismissed the mgority of her tribetill mid-morning prayersthe following day, and set off again for
the Temple of Venus, which she had decided she would probably rename the Chapel of Conformity.
Gorgo accompanied her, and Phaethon it the way aswell as he could.

Asfor those obscene murds, she would most likely leave them intact. Conceivably there would need to
be periodic orgies of self-disgust and mutua abuse (though without conception), orgies during which they
would blaspheme each other with their atered bodies. Thus by opposites they could worship the true
Godly form that they would al regain in another world, when the whole misconceived experiment had
died away. Robinaknew there was another world somewhere. So it must be beyond the grave, mustn't
it?

Asthey walked down through the black woods, inside Phagthon’ sfaint hao of light, she gave Gorgo
new ingructions,

Arriving at the temple, they found Maccoby il staring impassively out of the screen. Gorgo hed
implanted the suggestion, earlier, that the security chief waswatching abal game.

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 31

During breakfast, the screen bleeped. Still chewing a bacon and waffle sandwich, Robinatook the call.
Pulling astool up behind her, Gorgo her mesmerizing chamberlain peered over her shoulder.

Maccoby looked dog-tired, but smugly gratified. If any suspicions lurked in him that his actions had not
arisen, quite naturaly, out of longstanding conspiracy with Robina, he did not betray them.

‘Morning, ma am. Thelimo team just cdled from Pompey. They’rein position outsde the dog pound.
Soon asit opensfor business, they’ll claim the Doberman. They' re heading over to the Food-Mart next,
to collect that trolley. They'll just load it up with afew things and whed it through the checkout. But they
want to know: how do they tell which trolley’ swhich?



‘No problem, Reuben. Fred changed back for awhile last night. He needed amedl. He ate alot of
herrings in wine sauce from those ring-pull cans, and he drank afew cartons of pinegpplejuice. Thelitter
isdl inhistrolley. Y ou can bet nobody es2'll takeit, looking like that.’

‘Wait though. The store detective might wonder about a pile of empty cans. Mice don't have fingers.’

‘Ah ... Look, Reuben: send the Mercedes over to the Food-Martfirst, intimefor it opening. Then call
by the dog pound, second. An hour or so won’t matter. They have to keep straysfor at least aweek
before they destroy them. | think.’

Robinafinished esting her sandwich while Maccoby was relaying the change of plan.
‘Prote and Mentamorpha ought to be near the Farm by now,” he reminded her. *If they’ re coming.’

Which meant that the stone lion would have to be unblocked for them. But then blocked up again, for
good. Perhaps cemented in position.

‘I"ve got an interception team out on the road, and the chopper’ s up. They’ ve got the licence number of
that camper. But there’ sno sign of them.’

Wasit possible that Prote and Mentamorpha could take off on their own, as a husband and wife team? If
that happened, Thelmawould still have acouple of fingers stuck in the pie of the outsde world. Two
fingersweren't sufficient to exert very much leverage. Not enough to topple the stone lion.

Y et it would mean that a shape-shifter waslooseintheworld ...
Robina crossed hersdlf, devoutly.

‘Listen to me, Reuben: if they aren’t back by tomorrow you will hire a detective agency to look for
Mentamorpha. Don't bother describing Prote — he could look like anyone. Anyway, I'm sure those
two'll stick together. They’ re complementary. But keep the agencyat it till they find Mentamorpha, even
if it takesthe next fiveyears’

‘Will do. Now, other matters, Robina. I’ ve locked Shibaand Ohiraup in the old chimp compound, as
ingructed.”

‘That’ swhere those hands of Satan will stay.’

‘| personally wrecked the lab. | burnt all the records. | poured al the Diet Peps into a bath of nitric
acid.

‘Excellent. Have you checked the access codes | gave you for the rest of King Enterprises?
By way of answer, Maccoby grinned broadly.

‘In effect, you' re the head of the whole operation now, Reuben. Y ou control the voting stock. But please
remember this: you are not avery clever head.” Robina snapped her fingers, and rapped out sharply,
‘Egnach! Egnach!’” (which was change, backwards).

Thiswas Maccoby’ s cue phrase. Helolled obediently with zombie stare.

‘If ever you fal me, Arie comesup like animp out of Hell. Hewill be most angry with you, Reuben. You
willalways fear this. But | shall keep Arid safely locked away from you. Thus you can enjoy your reign.
You will cal usevery Sunday morning regularly at ten am. for specia therapy. And give thanksto the
Lord that your shapeis still the same, and your soul untwisted. Now, Reuben, gaze into Gorgo's



eyes...

Gorgo humped his stool around next to Robina.
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PART FIVE






Chapter 32

Sun lamps shone from the cavern roof upon pleasantly green terrain.

The lamps were powered by asmall nuclear energy source. Once they had been switched on by the
fleeing tribe, and once the roof sprinklers had delivered rain, the greening of the cavern floor had
proceeded apace. All the pelleted seeds scattered across the sterile compost — lying till thenin coal, dry
darkness— had quickly yielded grass and vegetabl es, flowers and seedling trees.

For here wasthe late Bruno King' s lavishly thought-out surviva shelter, inherited by hisavatar Aridl. It
was a cavern measurable to man, but by no means cramped. It was a space colony: an asteroid ark
buried underground. Bruno King had concelved it as thisfrom the beginning, moddlling its mechanics and
ecology upon the dreams of the space colonization lobby, the High Frontiersmen, the L-Fivers. Those
dreams, unfulfilled (as yet) in the world at large, had been redlized here in secret beneath the uplands of
the Farm.

Unlike any sted or stone eggshell in the ky (agpecieswhich il only existed in the imagination), this
bubblein the Earth’ s crust came aready equipped with gravity, and air, and radiation-proof wals. And
with hot and cold running water. The air was pumped in through afilter systlem. The hot and cold H,O
rose from wells sunk to different levels. Y et the cavern was still a space colony — designed to sustain
human lifein ahogtile environment for at least haf acentury. It wasthisin concept, if not in cost (though
thishadn’t been negligible). Only, itsorbit lay not through space, but time.

Five stone temples were scattered about the cavern floor, miniatures of those up on the lost estate. For:
asoutsde, soindde...

One temple enclosed awel-stocked library; a second held gardening tools; athird was akitchen, built
over avault of canned and freeze-dried foodstuffs which came with a hundred-year guarantee — the
suppliers, Survivalism Inc, being 51% owned by King Enterprises.

And the grass grew lush; and flowers bloomed; and saplings thrust towards the artificia suns.

Asyet the only sizesble tree was Silvester. Now that he could no longer lure raw mest to fuel his
ambulations (for there were neither birds nor squirrelsin the ark), he had sunken his roots permanently.
He grew near the banks of a stream flowing past the little Temple of Ancient Virtue, a apoint wherethis
stream broadened into a deep, clear pool.

Thusat last Silvester had become afully-endowed tree. Hislegs had fused together to form asingle
trunk. Bark disguised his features now; extra branches sprouted from his shoulders. He had begun to
stretch up and out. Y et he till retained the power of speech.

To cdebrate the first anniversary of their descent underground, the tribe held afestival on the lawns of the
Temple of Ancient Virtue,

Toced ebrate thar exile?

Y es, indeed! For melancholy might creep over them in subsequent years, as one by one they died. (Not
to be replaced by any changed children. During their flight, prompted by he knew not what, Aridl had
electrically fused each person’s spermatic ducts or fallopian tubes. Man had fitted out this cavern; and
those who lived here were now beyond Homo: transhuman. Y et Homo would outlivethem dl ...) But at
thisearly stagein their subterranean life the tribe felt no pangs of nostagiafor the world they had lost. It
waswith gaiety and carefree verve that they celebrated: their release from theworld and its



respongbilities.
For Shetani, there were now no more terrors or shadows. The squashing of the chameleon-pig, which

had been so very much apart of her, had spelled her liberation fromit. Thus over the close-scythed turf
she came, whistling areedy tune.

And it was much the same with all of them who gathered there. Towards the surface of her pool Nixy
swam dowly. Everyone present heard her voice rising thinly through the water, harmonizing with
Shetani’ s melody; and though Nixy sounded far away at first, suddenly she wasvery close.

When she broke surface, Pan serenaded her with bamboo pipes which he had cut, himself. The lesser
satyr handed the nymph’ s dripping person out of the pool quite gallantly.

Arid glided down from the stone sky, like atrue space-colony sportsman.

Geneva, long hedled of her secondSansevieria wound and its attendant anguish, came over the streamin
agsngle stride. She bore trusses of red tomatoes to the outdoor dtar. In later yearsthis atar would be
curtained by a shady grove.

No disturbing photons pierced the cavern from outside, consequently Argus could far-see nothing that lay
beyond. Y et those walls did not confine hisvison; instead they freed it, inwardly. For now he saw the
whole panoptic microworld of the cavern asasingleliving cel in perfect symbiosiswith itsdf; and hefelt
a peace with it. Increasingly he would disguise himsdlf as part of the local scenery, mdting into the
vegetable gardens, say. Today he carried courgettes and peppersto the atar, and these seemed to float
through mid-air, guided smply by amind. Whenever Argus happened to look into the past these days—
and thiswas seldom — al that he saw was composed of folly and disorder and tyrannical ambition.

Even Silvester hummed, his barky throat vibrating.

Thelmaled her tribein an odeto joy, conducting them with her fingersand her toes ...
‘Weall livein afellow symbiosis,’ they al sang,

‘Afellow symbiosis,

‘Afellow symbiosis!

‘Weall liveinafelow symbiosis...

Today, instead of diving back into her pool with a cheeky flick of her rump, Nixy succumbed to the
satyr’s blandishments at |ast. Presently they retreated behind some bushes. Obligingly Thelmabroadcast
their rapturesto the rest of the tribe, spreading their joy around to the embarrassment of no one.

Outsdein the estate, singing was dso in progress. There it was asort of evensong, for daytime downin
the cavern had drifted out of synch with daytime outside.

Reverend Drew Hayes presided at the service, hump-backed with the weight of moral duty, yet with two
extraarmsto help him bear such burdens. Robina Weber was by his side, dressed in awhite robe. For
they had just been married — feding that they should not enact this sacrament in the full brightness of the
day — and tonight was their unconsummeatable wedding night. Consequently Robinawore white, which
would never be stained by semen.

Drew Hayes was not of Thelma's (or Robina ) tribe, of course. Nor were severa other members of the
congregeation. They remained unjoined: members of a potential, but now never to be, third tribe. Y et they



were quite as convinced (by Gorgo) of the path to savation, as any of the second tribe.

No one had demurred at Reverend Drew Hayes conducting his own marriage service, for the man wasa
tower of strength and ingpiration to them. He had been tempted, and withstood — or so it seemed in
retrogpect. His sermon &t the wedding had been on the theme of amedieva village which contracted
plague. Resolved that the pestilence should not spread, the villagers had barricaded themselves away
from theworld, till every man-jack, and womanjill, of them died ouit.

Asfor the marriage contract itsdlf, this had only required minor changes. ‘Willl take this \WWoman to be
my wedded wife? Not to have, and notto hold ...?7

Before the Temple of Venus, which was now the Chapel of Chastity, two score (and more) voicesrose
in song, to the strains of the “Wedding March’ fromTannh&user, yet with sterner words.

‘“We may not breed,

‘Nor spill our seed:

"Till we have dried out,

‘Thenwe |l befreed ...’

Hayes squeezed Robina s hand in one of his additiona hands.

Soon aswe get to Heaven, and get our proper bodies back, 1’1l makeit up to you,” he promised.
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Chapter 33

A little further off, in awalnut-panelled room with French windows, sat Reuben Maccoby studying a
comic, asthough somewherein it lurked the real clue asto how he had succeeded so remarkably inlife.

Bruno King's study had seen one notable change. House plants <till crowded the rosewood harpsichord,
which was suffering somewhat from drip stains and mildew. The cavemen on thewall till ambushed the
doomed mammoth, since the picture hid the safe where Reuben now kept the company computer codes.
But the bookshelves had been cleared of dl their abstruse tomes. Reuben had thought it best to have a
bonfire of these, after burning al the lab records too. The empty spaces had by now mostly been filled up
with long runs of comic books, many of them collector’ sitems.

Pouring himsdlf another shot of twelve-year-old Wild Turkey, Reuben thought how clever he had been.
From bodyguard to boss!

Butitdidn't al quite add up.

Assiduoudy he scanned the adsin his copy of Scare Sories. * Switchblade combs!” *Whoopie cushions!’
‘How many times have you fdlt left out? ‘Weight-melting anti-energy food!” *Hypnosslessong’

Hypnoss? Lessons?

Reuben wondered why his head was starting to hurt. He wished it was Sunday morning, so that he could
did therdigious programme on closed circuit. Sunday was a cleansing and rededicating day. So it ought
to be.



One of thetdesin thisissue of Scare Sories told of awicked FrenchComte who locked abrilliant
philosopher in the dungeon of his chéteau and starved him to death, to see how philosophica he would
beabout it ...

For thefirst timein awhile, Reuben recalled Ohiraand Shiba, in their dungeon. He pressed hisintercom
button.

‘Find McKinnon. Quick.’

When Carrot-Head came into the study ten minuteslater, he did so without knocking.
‘I don't think you knocked,” observed Reuben.

‘Aw, come off it! Y ou and me, Reuben, we're—'

Reuben held up hishand. ‘ There' s gotta be respect.’

‘Sure | respect you, Reuben. Anyone who could have pulled off dl this...! | mean, it bestsme.” The
trouble was, it beat Reuben too. Which waswhy he couldn’t afford to be too intimate with his old
colleague. Actudly, lots of things weren't alowed, and he had no ideawhy. Liquor was okay. And
women were okay, just so long as he didn’t bring them back to the Farm; which was anuisance, since he
had to be back on the Farm faithfully every Sunday morning to catch that programme on closed circuit.

And comics were okay, though some of the words fogged out occasiondly. Wordssuch ashyp ...

hyp ...

Then there was the business of the Ace Detective Agency. If he had hisown way (and why didn’'t he?),
he would have sent Craig McKinnon on thetrail like abloodhound. Got rid of him that way. But it
seemed that he had to keep McKinnon here, as his chauffeur.

It was dways okay, so long as hedidn't try to puzzle things out. His running of King Enterprises by
remote control was, well, downright inspired. But it didn’t add up, no Sir.

And then at night sometimes he dreamed of the ground splitting open, and an imp flying out of hell straight
a him. However, he only had to say amagic word, ‘ Egnach!’ to send the imp scooting back into the
abyss, screaming in frustration. He wasin charge; not it. At other times, when he was awake, he couldn’t
pronounce the magic word.

“Y ou want me to stand about dl night like adummy? McKinnon asked peevishly.
‘I'mthinking .

Immediately McKinnon looked respectful ; because whatever Reuben Maccoby’ s thoughts had beenin
thelast year or so— and Craig couldn’t fathom them — they had certainly brought the man to power.
And even if Reuben hadn't cut Craigin on dl the action, there were ample pickings.

‘Those two doctors ... Reuben began thoughtfully.
“Y ou want to see adoctor?

“‘Shut up!” The very notion sent ashaft of migraine through Reuben’ slobes. ‘ Them? They’ re no better
than if they did experiments on Jews in prison camps. Trying to breed fresks and mongters!’

‘Uh? They aren't that old. Well, maybe Ohirais. Those guys don’t dways show their age — different
kind of skin, | guess’



‘We gotta keep them out of circulation forever, Craig.’

Was Reuben delivering abroad hint? M cKinnon smiled dowly, asin the old pre-King days, to indicate
that he had got the message. If messageit was. To his astonishment Maccoby recoiled.

‘No! Thou shalt not kill! What | was getting at, dummy, wasan ... an andogue. It’' s asif they're Nazi
doctors, and we' ve caught us a couple. Governments are soft and doppy, and would let them go.’

‘But surely Japanese doctorsnever ... | don't get you.’
‘| suppose analogues are beyond you.’
‘So okay. | never did understand computers.’

Maccoby stared at McKinnon in disgust. ‘| want to check up on those two, persondly. Right now —
surpriseingpection. Wily: that’ swhat Orientals are. They could be scheming something.’

“Y ou could easily patch the video through from —'
‘| said persondly. | don'ttrust TV’

This, from the man who routinely locked himsdf in his study every Sunday morning, to goggle at a
screen? M cKinnon had watched Maccoby through binoculars, behind the French windows of a Sunday
morning. That must be when Reuben did hisrea work of corporate decison-making. But McKinnon had
never seen the screen itself. Wrong angle.

‘Well go vidt them, ustwo. Maybe notvisit , exactly. We ll spy fromthegdlery.
‘Whatever you say, boss.’
‘That’ s better, Craig. Much better.” Maccoby rose. ‘ Off to the dungeons!’

‘What dungeons? asked McKinnon, perplexed. Immediately he spoke, he wished he hadn’t. Probably
thiswas another andogue. It was asign of Reuben’ s superiority. Thistime, Maccoby was kind enough
not to commen.

It was but a short distance to the former Chimporium, yet Maccoby insisted on being chauffeured there.
By now it was dusk, and Reuben nodded approvingly when they were scanned by the guard in hisglass
cabin, whilethe Mercidled in the floodlit trangt cage; though Reuben couldn’t see whether or not the
guard saluted. The mesh-gate rolled aside; the drawbridge descended; and the limousine purred onward.
No sgn, inthefailing light, of any dligators. Or was that hump, on the bank of the moat, a pile of them?

Reuben keyed the intercom.” do you ever come and toss them steaks, Craig?
‘“Who, Shibaand Ohira? | don’t think they’ d appreciate it, boss.’

‘The dligators, lunkhead.” Y et there had seemed to be anote of guilein McKinnon'svoice. ‘ Theyare
getting fed properly?

‘Best porterhouse, honest.” Actualy, McKinnon had alittle arrangement worked out. The dligators were
receiving offd: loads of lights and ox-liver, sweetbreads and heart. They didn’t seem to notice any
difference, gulping it al down. McKinnon wasn't particularly worried. He had been to Britain once,
where he noticed butchers salling pig and lamb offa to people asthough it was red food. What was
good enough for the British was probably good enough for dligators.



‘Hmm,” said Maccoby, making amenta note.

But already they were at the horseshoe. Reuben waited for McKinnon to hop out and hold the door for
him.

A guard sat in the observation room, reading agirlie magazine.

Down below intheflord crater, underneath abunch of green bananas, sat the two Japanese
gene-doctors playing some game using ivory pieces marked with squiggles. They looked philosophical.

‘They getting enough exercise? They ever work out on the bars?

The guard shook his head. ‘ But they do some sort of dow dance routine every morning. For an hour or
two.’

“You' d better watch that,” advised Maccoby. ‘ That’'s Chinese boxing. It samartial art. Y ou speed that
dance up, and you become alethal weapon.’

The guard patted his pistol, and smiled.’ rest of the time, they sit and meditate. Or play games. Or —’
‘Ligten, boy: dl those Orientad games arestrategy games. That’ s how they plan battles’

‘“We never haveto goin. They do their own gardening.’

“You'd better remember: fourchimps once escaped from here.’

‘Everything'sunder control,” McKinnon said soothingly. ‘Y ou can rely on me.’

Maccoby stared at hisformer partner, wondering whether thiswas a broad hint. He nodded — and
deleted his mental note about the nourishment of dligators. There were times when acommander-in-chief
ought to beflexible.

“Y ou want to speak to them, boss?
‘Speak? Naw ... Peopletalk too much. Theword, from now on, is“hush.” Strength issilence.’
Theword, actualy, was ‘ Egnach’; but Reuben couldn’t pronounce it, except when he was adeep.

Down in the Chimporium, the only sound wasthefaint click of amah-jong tile. Thiswas about the three
hundred and fiftieth game that Ohiraand Shiba had played.
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Chapter 34

Still further away, in a curtained motel bedroom, a suitcase of money lay open on abed. Mentamorpha
eyedit.

‘lam going to be an actress’ she said defiantly. ‘ That'sfind.’

“Y ou mean, find somebodyreal who fitsthe part, and copy them? That isn't acting. That’s cheating.
Anyhow, what happensif you get to audition for amurderess? Or somebody haunted by infinite evil? Or
the Queen of Atlantis? Where are you going to find one of those walking down the Streets?

Prote wore the middle-aged body of a bank manager from ahundred miles back aong their route. He



ought to have changed it by now, but they had |eft the previous city in rather ahurry, so he was still stuck
inthe same madeflesh.

Mentamorphatossed her head. * That was dumb thinking on my part. | don’t need ared-life prototype to
copy. All I need to do is copy the mind of aclassy actress— thenl’ll be an actress too.’

‘Sure, then you'll have glossy photos of you stuck up everywhere. Y ou may be the brains of this outfit,
honey, but you' re way off track on that one. Publicity isthelast thingwe—

Prote parted the curtains dightly again.

‘Anyway, it' sal irrdlevant. There' sablue Ford parked over there. I’ ve seen it before. Front wing's
buckled. And I’ ve seen the guy at the whed. He wasin Berryford. He' s been sitting watching for twenty
minutes’

‘A cop?

‘Don’'t think so. He wasjust watching usin Berryford, too. Hefollowed us on. He doesn't care if we
play Bonnie and Clyde, just so long as he can tick to us!’

‘Government agent?

‘Hardly! It's got to be someone hired by the new Farm management, right? Now that I’ ve spotted him,
we can shake him. Here' swhere he loses the scent. But we'll have to act right away. Otherwise a
back-up team could be on the way.’

“Youare tdling methetruth?Y ou aren’'t just trying to turn me off my acting career?
‘Copy my mind. Seefor yoursdf.

‘| don’t want to copy your mind. Y ou know, if | did that we couldn’t stick together. Or if you copied my
body, Prote. It would be a sort of violation.’

‘I'mtdling you thetruth al right! And now I’'m dipping out the back way, to find awoman to copy.’

‘Any damn excuse!’” Mentamorpha stared disconsolately at the undept-in bed. * And herewas me
thinking we were going to have alittlefun, while you' rein that body. I’ m not afucking dyke, you know.
I’m sck of degping with one damn femal e after another!’

‘Honey, | promise you, once we' re far enough away I'll find some really neat man to copy. Y ou can pick
him out yoursdlf. I'll give you afun weekend.’

‘A funfortnight.’

‘A week.’

‘Tendays’

‘No, damn it, aweek.’

‘Just get packed, will you?I'll rent us anew wagon. WE Il driveto the nearest airfield and hire aprivate
plane. We can afford it. Then we'll hop jetsfor awhile. That’ Il shake our bloodhound for the next year
or 0. | guessit was plain bad luck him finding us. But it could be our fault, abit. We haven't been
looking over our shoulders enough. WEe ve been moving too dowly. We Il pull afew big jobs then head
abroad. How about the South of France?



‘Cannes’

‘No,hot the Cannes Film Fegtiva. | was thinking more of Monte Carlo. We could be awinning
combination. Then we |l travel right round the world. Wouldn’t you like to be ableto think in Hindi and
Chinese? Wouldn't you love to have Indians and South Sea ldanders tumbling in the sheets with you?

‘Hey, that soundsinteresting.”

‘And if we reright round the other side of the Earth, we won't have this nagging sense of old Thema
plucking at us. The scenethey’re in, | don’t want to know about, however neat it seemsto them. We'll
put abit moreinverse square law between us and the Farm.’

‘Couldn’t it be Thedmawho sent that man?

‘“What, Thelma co-operate with Robina? Y ou know our tribe are al bottled up. Thelma sthe genie with
thelight brown hair. She'sstuck in abottle. And they’ re dl very happy init, thank you. Look, I'll be
back in an hour. Y ou be ready, hmm?

‘Ready for another woman.’

‘I’ll copy an old woman thistime. I’ [l be amother to you.’
‘My Momwasn't old! How old do you think | am?
‘Sorry.’

‘Forgiven!” Impulsively, Mentamorpha rose and kissed the bank manager. Her tongue did briefly into his
mouth, and she pressed him to her. After aminute, Prote gently disengaged himsdif.

‘That was swest of you.’
‘Just saying goodbye to my man,” said Mentamorphawryly.

She hauled a second suitcase from the baggage stand, dumped it on the bed, then began tossing clothes
from the closet in its direction, clothes which she had hung up haf an hour before.
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Chapter 35

In Shiloh, Reverend Jake Hogan ingpected hisface in awashroom mirror. That granite countenance
betrayed afew cracks, product of the assault on him by the forces of Demoniacal Corruption.
Occasondly hislip wobbled, and hisleft eyelid was smitten with atic. But hishair had been white before
the event, o no change was noticeable there. Divine guidance, a devout doctor and drug therapy had
rdlied him within afew months of theterrible affair. All in al, he had made aremarkable recovery. Apart
from thetic and the wobble. He felt quite chipper enough to chair the forthcoming get-together of the
Righteous Regiona Apostles of the Conclave of Chrigt.

L eaving the washroom, he strode a ong the corridor to the Holy Family’ s boardroom.

Item two on the agenda, after Prayers, was whether to confirm Reverend Matit Bryson as Regiona
Apostlein Pompey. Reverend Bryson had been Acting RA since awesek after the incident. So hetoo
was present that evening at the cross-shaped table. He was ayoung charismatic, with intense dark eyes
and deek black hair which he wore oiled. Ladies adored him. He dressed dl in black and looked like an



old-world Jesuit confessor to royd families.

‘| guess the meeting ought to ask you to step outside while we discussthisone,” said Jake. He scrutinized
the maroon leather of the tabletop, waiting for Bryson to murmur and withdraw.

‘Hang on,” said Reverend Chip Bannerson. ‘ On apoint of information, oughtn’'t we to hear formaly that
there ain’'t no more update on Drew Hayes or the two Trinities that went missing? Before Matt scoots.”

The meeting agreed.

But no, reported Bryson, nothing more had been learned beyond what they aready knew; which added
up to an overwheming enigma

‘Unless,’ added Bryson, ‘it’ s negative information. Whatever was going on has died down flat. They're
asquiet asmiceon tha funny farm of King's’

‘And that’ s Since Reverend Hayes vanished,” observed Reverend Joel Harkins. * Coincidence, d'you
suppose? Or cause and effect?

‘What are you getting at? demanded Jake, * Y ou can't surely be suggesting ... Iknew that man likea
brother!”

‘Like Abd knew Cain?

‘Okay, sowhen | last saw him, he/' d changed.’

‘Inwhat way exactly? asked Harkins.

‘I don't know ... * Jake didn’t quite want to think about this.

‘So how do you know he'd changed?

‘Hedidn’t seem to know who hewas. Or who | was'’

‘Let’sbefair, said Chip Bannerson, ‘you were pretty disturbed round about that time.”

‘Not before | went to Pompey, | wasn't! It wasonly when ... when | saw ..." The dog with ahuman
head. Thewhore. Theliving chair. No one had quite believed Jake at thetime. Now, ayear later, at
times he wondered whether he had been the victim of ahalucinogenic drug. Or had he been vouchsafed
avison?Like Saint John the Divine? But if it wasavision, what sort of vision wasthat? A grotesque
one! A hellish one! Andif it wasindeed avison or adrug fugue, why had Drew Hayes genuinely
disappeared afterwards? It didn’t make sense. The whole episode had been absurd. Morelike an
obscene version of the Keystone Cops than the Book of Revelations. Jake Hogan shook his head.

Reverend Chuck Wilson drummed hisfingers on the table. * Occursto me, fellow Apostles, that we are
one Apostle short.’

Jakerallied. * So we should get on without further ado, and vote on Matt’s promotion.’

‘Ain’'t quite what | meant. We re one short, and so were those other Twelve Apostles, after Judas did his
dirty deed. And the name of the Apostle they dected in Judas s place—'

‘Was Matthias,” said Harkins. ‘ Matt, for short.’

‘So,” went on Wilson, ‘the question is: was Drew Hayes a Judas man? Had Satan gotten to him? He



gazed levelly at Jake. ‘ The dog with the human head.’
‘No, no, nonsense.” Jake recoiled from this prospect. ‘ The Devil doesn't redly —

‘Redly what? Redlly intervenein human affairs directly in the twentieth century? Reverend Wilson licked
hislips. * Soon asyou lose your belief in the Devil, that’ sthe first step on the road to A-thee-ism. Next
thing, you loseyour faithin Chrigt.’

Jake could fed hiseyelid twitching. What had happened in Pompey ayear ago had been totaly absurd.
He thought he had cometo termswith it. Now he was being asked to declare hisfaith in the absurd —
which no one had really seemed to believein at the time! Just when he had gotten over it. To proclaim
the absurd, in order to proclaim Faith! Didn't that make Faith absurd, too? ‘| believe, becauseitis
absurd ... Some saint had said that, in Latin. He could fed his position and foundations dipping away.

However, Jake Hogan was aman of granite, not soft clay. He had improvised enough timesin the past,
mainly sermons. Obvioudy now wasthe timefor aflash of the old genius, which had been dormant for
thelast year. He thought furioudly.

Then he gripped the edge of the table, and favoured the meeting with his best piano keyboard of asmile.

“Yeah, you'reright, Chuck.” Jake sivoriesflashed. ‘But people ain’tlosing faith in the Demonic. They're
ganingit. Look at al these devil moviesin thelast few years: theseExor cizers andPresages, and
Sitherings andShriekings and things. We ve inveighed againgt them. WEe ve put pressure on movie
theatres and TV networks. But that was dumb.

‘I’ ve been thinking.” He had been, too. * And I’ m gonna propose under any other businessthat the
Conclave of Chrigt oughta put money into amovie of Devilish Horror — but not officialy or publicly, if
you take my point. Thismovi€'ll feature a Righteous Ranger team, or even maybe somebody acting the
role of aRegiona Apodtle. It' [l goddamn well scare peopleto seethelight, for their souls sake. Ina
word, literdly, we Il give em hdl!

“Y ou gotta know how touse the media, boys.’

He sat back. ‘ That’ sthe pious proposal. Under any other business, of course.’

The other Regiona Apostles, and Reverend Bryson (deputizing), Stared at Jake.

S0 now can we get on with Matt’ s eection?

But the meeting continued to stare a him. After awhile, Jake' slips started to wobble.

|Go to Contents |

Chapter 36

In their well-gppointed, air-conditioned quarters on the air base, Cleo sat hersalf down at the keyboard
and typed, in lower case:

much wisdom we can show you. not details of the star drive. no. our pilots are both dead in the
crash, we are four students who study other worlds. but we are sad. we have had our sex organs
cut. thisis standard procedure, so that we do not breed during the long journey. can you repair
us?



Thewords glowed green on abig display screen. After scanning the communication, Mgor-Generd
Howard E. Goodman stroked his stedl-blue chin.

‘Areyousure you' re from another star system? he asked. ‘| mean, your genotype and blood sure seems
agonishingly like Earth chimpanzees’

Cleo exchanged swift hand sgnaswith Brutus. The civilian speech thergpist, fluent though hewasin sign
language, till couldn’t make head nor tail of these dien hand-signs.

Cleotyped again:

we are from another star, yes. but we do not know star maps. we are not steersmen, so we cannot
point to it. our star isblue. our planet is number five.

‘“What do you know! That couldjust be Vegal’ cried an excited voice. The civilian astronomy consultant
from the locd universty, Dr Herschbinder, had long been a partisan of theideaof dien intelligences
dwelling out in the cosmos. * That' s one of the closest candidates: only twenty-seven light years. Vega sa
brilliant blue’

‘“Why? asked Goodman. ‘Why’sit blue?
‘That' sits pectra class. It sfifty times as powerful asour own sun.’
‘lsn'tit kind of hot there? said Goodman suspicioudy. ‘ So what do they need those fur coats for?

‘Ahl Wdll ... Earthisthethird planet fromour sun— but their planet is number fivefromVega It's
further away. That would put it somewhere out in our asteroid belt, where our own fifth planet was
origindly. The planet Phagthon.’

‘Thewhat?

‘Phaethon. It exploded. Maybe there was a civilization there, and they destroyed themselvesin aterrible
war. Half of Phaethon got blasted into asteroids, Mgor ... uh, General, and the rest raced off towards
Saturn. It lost one of its moons there, which broke up into the Rings, then zoomed on to Uranus. It pulled
adice off Uranus— which dapped back down again, knocking Uranus sdeways on its axis. And the
rest of Phaethon ended up as Piuto ... Mind you, that’ sjust atheory. But it's areasonable one. Fitsthe
facts. So you see, Vegaisawholelot brighter, but their planet orbits further out.’

‘Uh-huh. Inthat case, wouldn't they like bluelight in here?

‘Wel, when| say “blue” itign'tjust blueif you' re out therein person. It' s blue-white. Or white-blue.
Bright, though. Bright as Eingtein. Maybe you could increase the light intensity in here; but then maybe us
humanswould al get headaches’

‘| dready have a headache. Four, infact.’

‘S0 you see, you' d have to wear tinted shadesif you went to their world, Generd ... uh, Mgor,” said
Herschbinder.

Digtrugting the drift of this conversation — in case she and her friends should be blinded by blue
arc-lights— but forewarned now about VVega and bright sunsin general, Cleo hastily typed:

wetell you all about our planet. history. legends. geography. social arrangements. poetry.
plants ...



Thiswould requirealot of co-ordinated improvisation, and keen memoriestoo; but Cleo felt that the four
of them were up to it. She thought of Dr Herschbinder’ s planet Phaethon, wrecked by smelly bombs.

we tell you how we avoided destroying ourselvesin war. but not much hard science. not our field.
in return, can you please repair our sex organs?

‘“Why? asked Goodman. ‘What’ s specia about getting them repaired?

we apply for asylum. poor castaways, we. you receive much fruit of data in return. we teach you
shreshmish.

‘What' sthat?

shreshmish is the alien mind skill of living together without fucking each other up. we can only
show shreshmish if our sex organs are whole.

Cleo wondered for amoment whether it had been entirely abright ideato turn themsalvesin. Yet the
previous year spent skulking and scavenging around the fringes of human society had not been ahuge
success. The four of them had dl lost weight. Caesar had become quiteill; hishair had started coming out
in tufts. Boa had been bitten by adog, and il limped on account of a severed nervein her ankle.

Noting that Cleo’ s body had tensed up, and scenting the strain she was under — though the dull humans
noticed nothing of the sort — Brutus decided to intervene.

He reached into afruit bowl on the table by him. He selected. He sniffed and bit the fruit in question.
Ambling over, he waved it gppreciatively at Mgjor-Generd Goodman. Leaning over Cleo’s shoulder, he

typed:
very nice earth food. whats its name?
Goodman turned back from the screen, to Brutus. Petiently, he explained:

‘That's called a banana. Ba-na-na. But you aren’t supposed to eat the skin. Y ou ought to ped it. Here,
I"1l show you how.’

Striding to the fruit bowl, Goodman snapped off a second banana. He unzipped it, and took a
demondration bite.

Brutus pulled the remaining skin from his own banana and dropped the skin, innocently, on thefloor.
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