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Preface

Thenovel Crigd started out to be atelevison series. Back inthe mid-1970s atelevison series caledThe
Sx-Million-Dollar Man was ranked in the top haf-dozen most popular shows on American television.



It was broadcast on NBC, and CBS wanted a science-fiction television series that might compete for the
same audience. Since | was going to bein Los Angeles, my Hollywood agent asked if | had any ideas
that could be developed into such aseries. "Sure,” | said, agent and | had ameeting with CBS executives
inwhich | described my ideafor atelevison program in which aman from the future is sent back to dedl
with problems of our timesthat are going to turn the future into an unlivable hdll. But each time the man
from the future intervenes to solve a problem, or, more accurately, help others solve the problem, he
forgets who heisand what he has done. He has to leave messages for himself. And | outlined the plot of
"Child of the Sun."

The CBS executives seemed to like the idea, but | never heard any more from them about it. After a
couple of months| decided that since| had done dl the work of planning the episode, | might aswell turn
itinto agory. | wrote "Child of the Sun," andAnalog published it in March of 1977. Thefollowing yeer it
wasreprinted in Donad A. Wollheim'sThe 1978 Annual World's Best S and | got aletter froma
production company at Universd Studios asking if the television and motion-picture rights were available.
The production company bought ayear's option. | exchanged severa |etters with the producer about
developing theideaiinto apossible tdevison series, including outlining some twenty other pressing
problemsthat could be turned into series episodes.

Asit happened, the production company at Universal was disbanded before the year was over, and the
option was allowed to lapse. Severd years|ater, after | had written and published half adozen other
books, | decided to return to the Situation behind " Child of the Sun," with the thought that itstelevision
potential might have been handicapped by the inability of producersto believe that other dramatic
episodes were possible. | turned to the crisis mentioned in the note read by Bill Johnson in " Child of the
Sun"—"Y ou have just saved the world from World War 111, and you don't remember...." Now, it was
easy enough to write that kind of one-sentence statement for "Child of the Sun,” but | didn't have the least
idea how to save the world from World War 111. One of the principles of writing | have learned,

however, isthat the most difficlt problems make the best sories. So | wrote "End of the World," saved
the world from World War 111, and it was published inAnal og.

| followed that up in fairly short order with "Man of the Hour," "Touch of the Match,” "Woman of the
Year," and "Will of the Wisp," dl of them published inAnalog. Along theway | set mysdf other
problems. One of thefirgt, asearly as"Child of the Sun," wasto write everything asif it had been filmed
by acamera: nothing wasto be subjective. That way, | thought, potential producers could not fail to
percaiveits cinematic qudities, and, in any case, doing it thisway represented atechnica challenge. | dso
included adramatic opening Stuation, that in televisin terminology is called a"teaser,” and an identifying
series scene for each story. In this book those became "Prelude: Man in the Cage.”

The second challenge | posed to mysdlf wasaminor one, to make al thetitles match; dl thetitles have
the same pattern- "blank of the blank”- and that took some thought, particularly for the last one:
chalenges get increasingly difficult asthey stack up. Then | looked at Bill Johnson's predicament and
asked mysdlf why he believes those messages he finds, and in one episode he questions the messages
and his own sanity, and decides to seek psychological help and get cured.

| also took up what | consdered to be the mgor problems facing humanity today. Nothing easy. After
world war came the energy shortage, politica leadership, terrorism, over-population, and pollution. | had
to come up with reasonable solutions for dl of these, not that Bill Johnson could solve by himsdlf but that
he could persuade others to solve because it wasin their best interests, and the interests of al humanity,
to address. | had mentioned to CBS when we discussed a possible series that there had been too many
television showsin which the world had been saved for the rest of us by heroeslike the
Six-Million-Dollar Man or James Bond or Superman; what | wanted to create was a seriesin which
there were no heroes, just someone so obscure he bears the most common two namesin many telephone



books, who would act as a cataly<t to initiate reactions and show others (including readers and, | hoped,
viewers) that it was everybody's responsbility to do what was right for humanity and alivable future.

| don't know whether | succeeded, either in the solution of the problems or the message to the readers.
Crigs was published asanovel by Tor Booksin 1986. It may say something about the state of
science-fiction criticism that no review mentioned the camera's eye viewpoint or the titles or the narrative

rategy.

And no producer called to ask about the televison rights, even though the contents page clearly labelsthe
parts of the novel "episodes.”

That's another problem to solve, though not one, | think, for Bill Johnson.

Jamnes Gunn
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Prelude

Man in the Cage
He never knew whether he was troubled by memory or nightmare.

Every few days he dreamed about a pendulum. It swung back and forth like the regulator of aclock. He
sensed the movement and he heard a sound not atick but aswoosh, asif something were moving rapidly
through theair. At first he had only avague impression of things, but gradually details came into focus.
The pendulum arm, for instance, was more like asivery chain with wires running through it down to the
weight at the end.

Then scale became apparent. The entire gpparatus was big. It swung in a cavern whose sdes were so
distant they could not be seen, and the wires were thick, like bus bars. The weight was akind of cage,
and it was large enough to hold a person standing upright. Somewhere, far beyond the cavern,
unpleasantness waited. Here, there was only hushed expectancy.

In his dream he could see only the glittering chain and the cage; it swung back and forth, and at the end of
each swing, where the pendulum should have dowed before it started itsreturn, the cage blurred asif it
were swinging too fast to be seen.

At this point he always redlized that the cage was occupied. He wasin the cage. And he understood that
the pendulum marked not the passage of time but a passage through time.

The dream aways ended the same way: the cage arrived with abarely perceptible jar, with a cessation of
motion, and he woke up. Even awake he had the sense that somewhere the pendulum till was swinging,
he gtill wasin the cage, and eyes were watching him—or perhapsasingle eye, like acamera, that



revealed to him a scene of what might be....

|Go to Contents |

Episode One

End of theWorld

Hewaslying on hisright Sde, hisright leg drawn up, hisright arm stretched out, hisleft arm lying ong
his side and hip. Another wide bed was beside him, its dick, dark-green spread unwrinkled, its
pillow-bulges intact against the dark wood of the headboard. Beyond the bed was asmall desk with a
sraight chair in front of it. To itsleft was a Six-sided pedestd table made of dark wood; armchairs on
whedls and covered with green plastic stood on either sde. Beyond that was awindow seded from the
outer light or dark by heavy drapesand curtains, but alinelike bright silver ascended vertically where
they failed to meet.

The man roseto asitting position, hisknees drawn up. A television set stood in the corner, its large blank
eye chalenging himtofill it with pictures and meaning. A dresser with two sets of three drawerswas
againgt thewadll at the foot of the beds, above it awide mirror. The room was hotel standard. Farther to
the left would be a bathroom with atub that could be turned into a shower by closing acurtain or plastic
doors, astool, and a broad, imitation-marble lavatory with amirror above. If thiswerea
better-than-average hotel, the bathroom would have an anteroom with an open closet facing awet bar;
on the bar would be aplastic tub, which could be filled with ice from amachine down the hal, and four
plastic glasses seded into polyethylene bags.

All of thisthe man should have known but didn't. Instead he swung hislegs over the edge of the bed and
dretched hisarms high above his head in an ingtinctive gesture of loosening deep-tightened muscles.
When he stood up, he was of medium height. He was pleasant looking, but nothing more, and dender; he
had brown, curly hair and dark eyes and skin that looked evenly tanned. He gazed around him with the
innocent absorption of anewly born infant and then his eyes stopped at adip of white paper stuck to the
right-hand side of the dresser mirror. He stood up and looked &t it. "Read the letter in the top right-hand
drawer," it said.

The man stood naked in front of the mirror and looked down at the drawer asif he didn't want to openit.
Finaly he moved his hand forward and pulled on the handle. A long white envelopelay just insdethe
drawer, crosswise, the return address of ahotel on its upper |eft-hand corner. The man reached into the
drawer and removed the envel ope. Hetoreit open. Inside were two sheets of hotel stationery with black
hand-lettering on them.

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson," they read. ™Y ou have just saved the U.S. space program from termination,
and you don't remember. Y ou can find references to the political decisions in newspapers and magazines,
but you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are saverd possible explanations, including the likelihood | may be lying or deceived or
insane. But the explanation on which you must act isthat | have told you the truth: you areaman bornin
afuture that has dmost used up al hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the events that
crested that future.

"Am | tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comeslike avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natural course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.



"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exig in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"I wrotethis|etter last night to tell you what | know, just as| learned about myself afew weeksagoina
gmilar manner, for | am you and we are one, and we have done this many times before...."

Theletter was signed "Bill Johnson.”

The man in the room found a pen on the desk and wrote "Bill Johnson™ under the name on the letter. The
signatures looked identical. He took the letter into the bathroom, toreit into small pieces, let the pieces
flutter into the toilet bowl, and flushed them away. After he had finished showering—he did not need to
shave—he collected afew toilet articlesin asmall plastic bag he found on the lavatory, and brought them
to the dresser. The drawers were empty. In an imitation-leather suitcase resting on arack beside the
dresser he found clean underwear.

A shirt, ajacket, and apair of pantswere hanging in the closet. He put on the clothing along with the
brown shoes that were on the closet floor.

In the pocket of the coat he found abillfold: in the billfold were one hundred and forty-three dollars, a
Visacharge card, and a plastic-encased socia security card. The last two bore the name of Bill Johnson.
On the dresser were afew coins, aplagtic door-entry card, and ablack pocket comb. He put themin his
pants pockets. Finally he faced the cyclopean stare of the television set in the corner and pushed buttons
until hefound the onethat turned it on. In amoment the screen wasfilled with the face of anews
announcer, replaced occasiondly by films and maps, but the controlled hysteria of the announcer'svoice
continued without interruption or variety, except when hisvoice and face were replaced by those of other
reporters equally panicky and equally professiondl.

Johnson listened and watched for half an hour, Sitting on the edge of the bed, occasiondly looking asif he
were seeing more than appeared on the front of the glasstube. Finally he turned the set off, went to the
dresser, picked up his suitcase, and walked to the door. He looked back. Except for the unmade bed
and the imprint of hisbody on the sde of the other, both of which soon would be removed, the room
bore no trace of his existence.

He walked down the carpeted hallway, his footsteps as distant as the future, into the broad |obby.
Sunlight danted brilliantly through the distant glass doors, but reached only afew feet into the space.
Elsawhere a subdued lighting from scattered lamps set by overstuffed chairs and sofas amost disguised
the fact that the lobby was deserted.

At the front desk a dark-haired clerk who looked to be of draft age was listening to a portable radio.
"Russian forces continue to assemble at the Iranian border near the Kazakhistan city of Ashkhabad and
the Afghanistan city of Herat. The President has placed the U.S. military forceson full dert.
Aircraft-carrier task forces are steaming at top speed toward the Arabian Seafrom basesin the Pacific,
and the Mediterranean fleet has put out from basesin Italy. Rumors persst that the President has been on
the hotline to Moscow severa times, but that mounting threets rather than conciliation have been the only
result..."

Johnson tapped on the desk with his hotdl key, and the clerk, noticing him for thefirst time, gave an
gpologetic smile. "Sorry," he said. "People have ahard time kegping their mind on business these days.”

" know."

"Y ou're checking out?



"Bill Johnson," hesaid.
The clerk leafed through ametal file and drew out abill. "Y ou're paid up,” he said.

"May the future be kind," Johnson said, and picked up his bag and walked through the lobby into the
blinding sunlight.

The nearby airport was packed with people twitching like a netful of newly caught mackerd. Lines
jiggled in front of every airline counter. People moved from one to another asthe fortunes of oneline
moved it forward and difficult problems or difficult customers delayed another.

Johnson took his place in one line and remained patiently in it asthe line dowly moved forward to break
againg the counter like awave in dow motion. Words of protest and pleading and anger reached
Johnson as he neared the front. The man and woman just ahead of him took along time insisting thet they
had to get home, that they had children there and they had to get them out of town before the bombsfell,
that they had tickets assuring them of a place on thisflight. The ticket agent was blond and round-faced
and aswester. In other times he might have been jolly and sympathetic, but now he was frowning, and
sweat gathered on hisforehead and ran down the wrinkles and dripped on the counter while he explained
with acam closeto fury that military passengers had first priority, that the government had recaled every
military person on leave and called up everyone from the Reserve, and that the airline would get them the
first available seats. When he reached the head of the line, Johnson put down his small suitcase and said
quietly, "That's good enough for me—thefirst available seat to New Y ork." He handed over his credit
card. Hisactions and words were like the first layer of pearl around anirritant.

The agent looked at him increduloudly and then his anger began to lesk away. He laughed. "There may
be a specid flight out of here about four in the morning. Otherwise it may be tomorrow night before | can

get you onto anything.”
"Whatever you can do. I'll wait aslong as necessary."

The agent laughed again. "Y oure the kind of customer | can do businesswith, Mr...." helooked at the
credit card, ... Johnson. We really shouldn't accept credit cards, you know. If the bombs drop there
could be an eectromagnetic pulse, an EMP, that could wipe out al the computer recordsin the country.”

"If the bombs drop, money and checkswon't be much better,” Johnson said lightly. "Y ou haveto go on
asif disaster weren't going to happen. That's our only chance of preventing it.”

The agent looked thoughtful. "That'sright,” he said. Theline was stirring impatiently, and some customers
were complaining to the air around them at the nerve of some people and the chitchat when everybody
esewasin alife-and-death hurry, forgetting that they, in their turn, would take aslong as they consdered
necessary. The agent tapped his computer keys, made out acharge dip, and handed ticket and charge
dip to Johnson. "No use asking you for seating preference. That's aluxury we can't afford any more,” the
agent said while Johnson was signing the charge dip and recovering his charge card.

Johnson picked up histicket and his suitcase and turned away. "May the future be kind,” he said.
"Yeah," the agent replied before turning to the next desperate customer.

Therest of the day, except for afew vidtsto the restaurant, the water fountain, and the men's room,
Johnson spent staring out the broad windows at the airport runways. He did not stare the way the others
did, like gracklesturning their mad yellow eyestoward afalling sky, but like amember of the audience
who knowswhen the curtain will fall.



Airplanes taxied to the head of runways like crippled albatrosses and sat for minutes that turned into
hours as they waited their turn. More airplanes descended from the sky and sandpapered their tires
across broad concrete before bellowing to speeds dow enough to turn onto ramps. Then thefirst
arplanein linewould swing onto the runway and start accelerating before quite lined up and, gathering
speed, lift itsimprobable noseinto the air, and the giant weight of the great machine would follow, and it
would dimb.

One would arrive and one depart, and then two would arrive and one depart, then two depart and one
arive, persstently, hypnoticaly, interminably. The sky was cloudless and blue asif it had no thoughts
different from the onesit had mused upon for eons past, of birds and clouds and smoke, of rain and hail
and deet and snow.

During the daytime the crowds of people clumped together, their luggage deposited around them like
megdliths, and talked, at first agitated and then, as anger faded, in bitterness and fear. Others, isolated in
cocoons of individua concerns, listened to radios or sat in front of television screensin the bars, drawing
their eyes away only to order another round. Some competed for the chairs that were never planned for
such amultitude; some stood or sat on their bags or settled on the floor where they could lean against the
wall. Somefdl adeep.

Troopsin khaki and blue and green marched into the terminal and then stood around, smoking cigarettes
and feigning nonchadance until ushered first through metd detectorsinto waiting airplanes; then civilians
surged forward, tickets clutched high in one hand, bags held in the other, al but alucky few to be turned
back by swesting airline personnd. Some |l eft the termind in discouragement, but dways more came until
gradualy, as night fell, the numbers dwindled as some gave up and others drifted toward nearby motels
or homes.

By night the termina had assumed a different character. The coming and going airplanes were more
mysterious and less fascinating; they appeared out of nothing preceded by lights glaring like the eyes of
mead dragons, and disgppeared into nothing, leaving only their thunder behind. The lightsin the termina
ceiling far overhead could not replace the sunlight that had streamed through the windows, and people
turned to each other, spoke to strangers, confided their problems.

Taking about the terrifying uncertainty of attack, confessing why they had cometo this distant place and
why they had to get back, laying out their plans for what they would do when they got where they were
going, how they would survive the bombs and how they would survive after the bombs, none mentioning
the possibility of surrender, none of them repeating the cowardly statement that the living would envy the
dead, al of them surethat living, if only for afew more days or afew more hours, was worthwhile,
gpeaking most of dl to the man with the curly brown hair and the dark eyesthat looked asif they had
seen too much for one so young. For he listened, listened while enginesroared in the night like
carnivorous jungle animds, listened to confidences and revelaionsin the sterilelight of fixtures embedded
in concrete beams high above, listened without judging, listened with occasiona sounds of sympathy....

...Listened to an older man in uniform who had been called back into service asamember of the
reserve, complaining that he had been assured that those in the reserve, because they aready had been
trained, would be called after everybody e se, reflecting that with the potentia for worldwide destruction
it might not matter whether a person wasin the service or a home, shaking his head at thefolly of war
but his voice hardening when he spoke of the cruelty and barbarity of "the enemy," he who had been
through onewar dready, but smiling, findly, with therdlief of fedling that it was going to be dl right

anyway.

...Ligtened to aboy in marine green, hisblond hair ill cut only haf aninch from hispink scalp, just out
of boot camp and now, home only three days of afourteen-day leave and enjoying the admiration of



more than one girlfriend, called to rgoin hisunit for thered thing, excited, fingerstwitching, shoulders
jerking, speculating about the thrilling uncertainty ahead, enjoying the anticipation of war, saying that his
guyswould show them how to fight.

...Listened to ateen-aged girl who had come out hereto visit relatives for the summer but now must
hurry back to her family so that they could survive—or die—together, depressed and animated in turn,
talking about the horrors and insanity of war and her plansfor the future asif they could coexig, referring
as nadtily as she could to the nasty enemy, looking at the boysin uniform with wide, speculative eyes,
blushing at their ribald invitations but enjoying them, too.

...Listened to an older man, maybe forty-five or fifty, with eyes gray and deep, here to look for work but
now returning to hishometo dig, if it cameto that, where he had lived, talking about success and failure
and how it didn't matter any more, and if he were younger he would join up and fight the bastards, asif it
would be hand-to-hand combat, but maybe it didn't matter anyway, and the people who died in the city
were just asimportant as the people who pushed buttons that shot weapons.

...Listened to an old woman who had been born in Europe, her face lined with memories, talking with
resignation about the dream that was turning to ashes.

...Listened to ayoung sailor who had just raped a girl, only it wasn't redlly rape, just ashortage of time.
And measured their guilts and their dreams, their fears and their courage.

And absolved them.

And that wasthe end of thefirst day.

After the fever of the airports—L aGuardia pulsed at an even higher level—Manhattan was cool. An
unbroken stream of traffic wasleaving theidand on dl the bridges and through dl the tunnels, and dmost
no traffic was entering. People moved warily; nobody spoke to anyone else, but occasionally an
accidentd jostle turned to screams and even blows. And yet the idand was cam; people went about their
jobs purposefully or fatdigticaly. But there were fewer of them, and this reduced the pressure.

Johnson checked into the anonymity of the New Y ork Hilton. There was no line at the registration desk
and few peopleloitered in the lobby. The restaurants were almost deserted, even though it was breskfast
time

About ten in the morning Johnson walked the three short blocks to the Associated Press Building in
Rockefdller Center and took the elevator to the editoria offices. He told the receptionist that he wanted
to see the managing editor. " She's busy right now," the young man said. Hewastall and dark and not
particularly good-looking, but he had an expressve face. Right now it expressed suspicion. "May | tell
her your name and the business you want to discuss?"

"Bill Johnson," Johnson said and smiled without showing histeeth. The receptionist's apprehension eased.
"And the business| haveishow to stop awar."

The receptionist looked at him asif speculating how soon to call Bellevue, but Johnson sat down
peacefully in achair beside an end table with atall lamp on it, and the receptionist looked away. Johnson
picked up acopy of the Associated Press annua report and found that the name of the managing editor
was Frances Miller. After haf an hour of reading balance sheets, Johnson was ushered into abig office.
Init was abig desk made of some dark wood that gleamed in the sunlight coming through awindow that
looked out upon Rockefeller Plaza. Beside the desk was acomputer termind. Facing it were a couple of
armchairs covered in brown legther, and againgt the right wall was amatching sofa. Severa framed



pictures adorned paneled walls.

The woman behind the desk did not look like a managing editor or a Frances. She was cool and blonde
and beautiful in agray jacket and skirt and white blouse, but her eyes were gray and hard asif too many
people had tried to talk her into too many things. "1 understand you want to sop awar,” she said. She
looked at the LED time display on her desk. "I'm trying to report one, and I'm busier than you can
imagine. Y ou've got two minutes to convince methat | ought to take more than that.”

"I've got just Sx daysto stop thiswar," he said evenly, and sat down on the front of the chair facing the
desk, "and two minutesto convince you to help me.” He held out hishands asif measuring something in
front of him. "'l have visonsof the future.

"Ninety seconds,” shesaid.

"In five seconds your phoneis going to ring, and an assistant editor isgoing to ask if he canreleasea
bulletin—"

The woman's eyes had switched to the time display. Asthe five-second period € apsed, the telephone
rang. After she put it down, she said, "That was atrick. Y ou heard something when you camein, or saw
people taking in the office as you came through.”

"Y our receptionist is going to knock at the door and ask if you need him. He means, of course, to help
getrid of me"

After the receptionist went away Miller forgot to look at her time display again. Instead shelooked at
Johnson asif she saw him for thefirgt time. "What kind of taent do you have?"

"I don't redlly seethefuture,”" he said, and when she started to speak he held up hisright hand, palm up,
inagesture of explanation. "l see visons of what will happen if eventstake their natura course.”

"Extrapolation.”
"Y es, but more than just aguess.”

"And what do you see now?"' she asked, unable to keep anote of skepticism from creeping into her
voice.

"Explosions. Flames. People dying. All over the world. Some quickly, vaporized in afraction of a
second. Some lingeringly. A world dying. Everything: animals, plants. | see an Earth asserileas Venus”

"That'swhat everybody sees,”" she said.
"That'swhat everybody imagines,” he corrected. "l see it.”

His eyes were dark with knowledge and deep with anguish. She looked at them, and then, for the first
time, turned her gaze away asif she saw afdlow human suffering and could not help.

"I can seeindividua tragedies. Y our degth, for ingtance.”

She held up adender white hand. "No thanks," she said, with atouch of irony. "I want to be surprised.
Y ou said you had aplan.”

"| said that my business was how to stop awar. But | do have aplan." He leaned forward asif taking her
into his confidence. "'l don't blame you for being suspicious. Lots of people must want to use you, and
anybody could walk off the street with aplan.”



Some of her inherent skepticism seemed to fade from her face. "It's just that you said you saw the world
inflames™"

"That'swhat will happen if eventstake their natura course." Hisvoice waslow and authoritative. "The
futureisn't fixed. | have persona knowledge of that. It can be changed. | hopeto changeit. | must

changeit.”

The pain in his voice stopped her response for amoment. "How? | suppose the Associated Press playsa
patinit?’

"Y ou think thisingtitution should not be used for someone e se's purposes?!

"We're used dl thetime. But we don't do it knowingly unlessit fitsinto our basic job.”
"Y ou make the news and people respond to it," he said.

"Wejust report what happens.”

"BEverything?'

"Of course.”

"BEvaything?'

"W, everything that isnews.”

"Isit newsif you don't report it? I'm just alayman, but it ssemsto me that thereis newsyou don't report
intimeslike these."

"Likewhat?"

"News about the enemy that doesn't portray him as nasty, belligerent, murderous, treacherous, ignorant,
despicable—"

"Stop!" she said, and smiled wryly. "Theré's some truth in that, but that's what people want to read.”
"Oh," hesaid, "I thought you reported everything, not everything people wanted to read.”

Her gaze came back to hiseyes. "What do you want usto do?" She seemed weary suddenly, asif she
had been ditting in that chair making too many decisionsfor too many hours.

"l can tell you what, but it would be better if you didn't know why. Maybe you can figure that out for
yoursdlf." When she seemed about to speak, he held up ahand. "But it doesn't betray your country or
your professon.”

"Whdt isit?"

"If you could get out afew items here and there that make the enemy seem human—items about hisdaily
life, hisloving acts, his generogity, his sacrifices, hishopes and dreamsand fears...."

"| could get such itemson thewire," she said, "but how could | get editorsto print them or newscasters
to broadcast them?"

"I'm not an expert in such matters,”" Johnson mused, "but | think | would assgn them to someone very
good, who would make the stories funny, dramatic, heartrending, witty—"



"Y ou want us to use news as propaganda?'

"To use newsas news. You don't have to invent the stories. They're happening. Y ou aren't reporting
them now. That's propagandafor war. Just find out about them and report them. Call it propagandafor
peece, if you mugt, but it'sredly only complete reporting.”

She studied hisface. ™Y ou're giving me lessons in newspaper ethics.” She paused and turned her chair to
look out the window for amoment. When she turned back her face was decisive.

"Will it gop thewar?"
"It'san indispensable part.”

"Thenit'sworth atry." She straightened up and took a deep breath. "'l fedl ten yearsyounger.” She
looked younger, now no longer forty but perhgps only in her early thirties. "What about the Russans?
How are you going to get them to print happy news about us?*

"It isn't necessary. Their newsis managed and so are thelr people. If the leaders want peace, there will be

Frances Miller stood up, dender and eegant, and walked around her desk. Johnson stood up as she
approached. Shetook hisleft hand and turned it over asif to look at thelinesin hispalm, but her eyes,
no longer hard and suspicious, were looking at hisface. "Before you camein,” shesaid, "'l would have
bet alarge amount that no one could talk meinto anything this crazy."

"Why did you?'
"Maybe because you seem in so much pain. Who are you?"
"My nameisBill Johnson," he sad.

She made aface. "The most common name in the telephone book in most cities. Where can | reach you
if | need to?'

"I'm temporarily a the Hilton." He smiled. He wastemporary everywhere.
"Who areyou redly?"

"I don't know," he said. "'l woke up yesterday morning and didn't even know my name, only that
something terrible was going to happen and that | had to stop it. I'm aman with no past and no future,
only acompulson.”

"What else are you going to do?"

"I need information about computer experts,” he said. "Can you help me with that?"

"I'll get our science reporter. If he can't help you, you can look through hisfiles.™

By noon Johnson had the name of the man he wanted.

The only problem was, theman wasinjail.

At the penitentiary, the clerk, dark and sullen, said, "Tom Logan? What you want with him?”"
"l need help.”



"Thekindahelp he can givewill put him back injail. Maybe you, too."
"Back?"

"He was released aweek ago. Served histime. Got aparole.”

"Y ou have an address?'

The clerk shook hishead. "Againgt therules."

"The name of hisparole officer?"

"None of your business. The Russans are going to blow us up, or we're going to blow them up, or we're
going to blow each other up, so what doesit matter?"

"What would you like to have happen?’

"I'd like to see them blown right off thisworld," the clerk said, his upper lip raised to expose carnivorous
canines.

"That'swhat | thought,” Johnson said mildly and turned away.

On the rumbling train back to the city with sunlight still upon the hills and darknessin the Hudson River
Valey, Johnson watched the green land and theralling river asif they were something rare and infinitely
vauable. Thetrain had been full when it had gone north. Sailors and soldiers had been salted through the
cars. Even the men'sroom had been crammed with people sitting on benches and seabags or on the
floor, leaning againgt the wall and moving their legs out of the way when men wanted to use the lavatory
or thetoilet.

Now the train was dmost empty, and the few people scattered among vacant seats did not want to be
there and had no tolerance for idle conversation. They listened to radios through earplugs or read their
newspapers, rattling the pages angrily asif somehow to exorcise the news or the enemy. Occasiondly
two people would be together, speaking in low voices, asif to be overheard wasto revea one's hopesto
dark powers.

When Johnson got back to the hotel the night was late, the sky was overcast, and darknesswas
complete. A notewaited for him to call Frances Miller. When he dialed the number she answered
immediadly.

"I thought you'd want to know," she said. "I've derted our foreign correspondents, and the Stories are
coming in. I've got my best human-interest writer working on them, and thefirst of them ought to be out
by morning. They think I'm crazy, you know."

"You're quite sane."
Her laughter was uneasy. " Sometimes | wonder."

"Only acrazy person would want to start awar. The people who want to stop one must be sane. You're
working too hard. Y ou're going to kill yoursdf."

She laughed. Thistime her voice was steedier. "Better me than astranger. Are you on to anything?”'
“I'll know tomorrow."

"If the world doesn't blow up firgt."



"Weve got afew daysleft.”
"How long?'

"Y ou don't want to know."

"Y ou're right. Knowing something like that would beterrible.” There was amoment of slence asif she
were recalling that he bore that terrible knowledge. ™Y our voice sounds different on the telephone.”

"Everyone does.”

"I know, but your voice sounds more...persond, asif | could tell you things.”
"What do you want to tell me?"

"Oh"—she laughed—nothing. Maybe some other time. Will we bein touch again?'
"l think 0."

"Then good-bye for now."

"Good-bye."

She may have said something, but it was too soft to be heard. A moment later the telephone clicked and
thedia tone began.

That wasthe end of the second day.

In the morning the world looked brighter. The clouds had parted and blue skies roofed the city's concrete
corridors. Thetension in the streets had dropped alevel asif the barometer determined the likelihood of
war.

Johnson'sfirgt stop was the building that housed the state department of probation and parole. There he
learned that paperwork on recent parolees was amonth behind, but he got anearly illegible
mimeographed list of local parole offices. He bought acheap ballpoint pen at a discount drugstore and
went through the list dowly, meditatively, checking locationsin blue upon occasion. He ended up with
thirteen marks. Methodically he began visiting offices.

Only onein three parole officerswere in their office when he asked for them. Secretaries made excuses.
"Hell beinlater.” "Heson acase." "She'son vacation." But some said sourly. "He's never in before
noon" or "Stick around and well both be surprised.” But everyone, secretaries and parole officers dike,
shook their heads when he mentioned the name of Tom Logan. Findly, at the twelfth office, aperky,
dark-haired secretary said, "I think the bum's skipped town, but he might have told me." And then,

"Y eah, | remember Tom Logan. He reported here about aweek ago. | noticed him particularly because
he was too young-looking—too young to be acon, you know? Like akid. No, thejerk locked up the
filesand took the keys. Like how am | supposed to get the work done around here?' After athoughtful
pause in which she appraised the figure and face of the man standing in front of her, she said quickly. "
do remember onething. He had ajob with a computer firm. | don't remember which one.”

"But that's why he was sent to prison,” Johnson said.
"I guess he was. Wdll, they don't give me reasons.”

"Thanks, anyway," Johnson said and turned to walk away.



"| get off work about five," the secretary cdled after him. "Earlier if thejerk never returns.”
"Thanksfor theinformation,” Johnson said, "but I'm going to be busy."

He found atel ephone booth with directories till present in their holders. The yelow pages, though,
looked asif they had been attacked by gypsy moths. Listings for computer firms, computer repairs,
computer retail stores, and computer service were intact, however, and with aquick glance to both sides
Johnson ripped those pages free. He settled on a park bench behind the public library to study them.
Some he marked out immediately: computer repairs and computer service. Computer retail stores he
studied a bit longer and then marked afew; he marked more of the computer firms. Afterward he pulled
from his pocket asmall photograph and looked at it speculatively before he went back to the listsand
crossed out afew more addresses.

Findly he stood up and walked purposefully aong the Avenue of the Americasfor afew blocks, staring
into windowsfilled with keyboards and display screens, frequently passing by with only aglance,
sometimes venturing into the store and looking around quickly before leaving, oncein awhile asking a
guestion of the clerk on duty. He returned toward Forty-second Street on Fifth Avenue, occasionaly
stepping into the lobbies of office buildings to scan their directories before returning to the street. He
made asimilar fruitless search up Madison Avenue and started back on Park. It wasthere, in the [obby
of atdl office building, gleaming with freshly mopped marble and polished sainless sted, that he stood
for along time, staring at the directory, looking at the picture, and finally finding a spot near anewsstand
where he could buy anewspaper and stand reading it unobtrusively while he watched the bank of
elevatorsthat served the top ten floors. A radio at the newsstand nearby was tuned to an al-news station
that kept broadcasting hysterica bulletins, but occasiondly, asif for change of pace, acleverly worded
human-interest item from an eastern European country was inserted into the sequence of prewar news.
Thefirg timeit happened, Johnson heard the vendor mutter angrily, the second time he said, "Would you
listen to that?* and the third time, "Well, what do you know about that.”

The devators kept opening and shutting down the line that Johnson was watching. Sometimes people got
on, but often they left empty. Sometimes people got off, but often the doors opened to an empty car and
closed on emptiness asit answered a distant summons. There was something eerie about it, asif these
machines were haunted by contemporary ghosts. Findly, after an hour, just before noon, the process
speeded up, like asilent Hollywood comedy. Everybody was coming down. In the midst of one group
Johnson spotted a short young man with a clean-shaven face and close-cropped red hair. He didn't look
more than e ghteen. Johnson followed him through the revolving door onto the sidewalk and caught up
with him hafway down the block. "Tom Logan?'

Logan gave him aquick, sdelong look asif he were accustomed to Sizing up peoplein asinglewary
glance. Hefrowned. "You're not police," he said, but there was apprehension in hisvoice. "I've been
daying cleen.”

"I'm not police.
"l don't want to go back," Logan said.
"l understand. I'm a private citizen. | need your help.”

"I've got only an hour for lunch. Y ou know, I've got to be punctud. | won't do anything dishonest. I'm
through with that."

They were waking side by side. Johnson had fadlen into Logan's hushed, sdeong way of speaking that
no one near could overhear. "Why did they let you work for acomputer firm?”



"Y ou mean after | transferred ten million dollarsto my own account?' Logan made aright turn toward
Lexington. "They never caught on to that. It waswhen | started investing in old masters, and even that
wouldn't have raised suspicion. | was paying for them out of secret L uxembourg accounts. No, it was
when | had to go see them. It wasn't the computersthat did it; it was the human € ement. Now, well,
what better job for me than to train them to detect computer crime? Even the cops cal me when they
come across something suspicious.”

They had reached asmall, dingy Itaian restaurant on Lexington, and Logan led the way into the dark
interior, his shoulderstwitching asif he wished Johnson would walk on past the entrance or disappear.
But Johnson still was behind him when Logan stopped at atable with ared-checkered tablecloth and sat
down. He sighed. "Okay, who are you, and what's your problem?"

"My nameis Bill Johnson," Johnson said patiently, gripping the edge of the table with both hands asif to
demondirate that he was without guile or subterfuge, "and | want to stop the war that is going to happen
inafew daysnow if we don't do something about it."

"We?' Logan echoed.

"Y ou, me, everybody."

"Not me," Logan said. "I don't owe thisworld anything." He brushed away the waiter who appeared with
water glasses and menus.

"How about ten million dollars?’
Logan shrugged. " That was just numbersin acompuiter.”

"Y ou've got moreto lose than most people,” Johnson said. ™Y ou're younger than most. Y ou have alot of
living left.”

"I've dready donealot of living, and most of it | didn't like. Besides," he said skeptically, "how could we
sop awar?'

Johnson leaned forward and put his right elbow on the table to gesture with hisright hand. "You and |
can't, not al done. And me—I'm helpless without you. But you and me and abunch of others...?"

"Get together?' Logan scoffed. " Get up and say, 'Stop this bad thing you're doing!” like the
ban-the-bombers?'

"Nothing like thet.”

"Likewhat, then?' The waiter returned, but Logan gestured impatiently for him to go away when the man
was dill two tables away.

"If you had the right equipment, could you tap into the Pentagon computers?

"Y ou'retaking espionage!" Logan said, jerking back. "Maybe treason!”

"lsn't there a difference between war secrets and peace secrets?' Johnson asked.
"Not to them guys. They'redl secrets.” Logan shivered.

"How about the Russian military computer, the big onein Moscow?"

"Wait aminute! | haven't answered about the Pentagon yet!"



"Y ou haven't said you couldnt.”

"Thereisn't acomputer anywhere | couldn't snesk into given enough time and good equipment, and the
equipment doesn't have to be that good. But | haven't said I'd doit. This could get uskilled.”

"No one ever caught on to your financial manipulations. Besides, if we don't do it we're going to bekilled
ayway."

"Theresthat,” Logan admitted. "But how do | know your plan has a chance?'

"How do you know it hasn't? Y ou haveto trust me. | could explain it, but we don't have thetime. In any
case, wouldn't it be better than smply waiting for the world to explode?’

"Maybe," Logan said. He had looked at his watch when Johnson had mentioned time. Hiswatch was a
complicated computer model. "I've got to go.”

"You havent had lunch."
"I'velost my appetite.”
"Will you hdp?'

Logan hesitated. "Meet me at five. Where you picked me up when | stepped off the elevator. By the
way, how did you know where—Oh, never mind! I'll tell you then." Johnson watched Logan's narrow
shoulders until they passed through the door. They didn't seem to be twitching any more.

When Logan emerged from the devator, hisface was cadm and confident. It wastotdly different from the
look of scared cynicism he had turned to Johnson at noon. Now he looked no older than fifteen. "Okay,"
he said as Johnson moved up beside him, "when do we start?"

"lel"
"Good. But let's pick up some sandwiches. I'm starved. Where are we gonnado it?"

They were on the street now. A few people, having emerged from the building, were looking up &t the
sky asif seeing an ICBM would help them. New thrests had been hurled asif they blazed trailsin the sky
for misslesto follow.

"Not here?' Johnson asked, waving his hand at the skyscraper behind them.

"Everything is sewed up tight," Logan said, looking up asif he could see the seamsfrom here. "1 showed
them how. Maybe | could open things up again, but they've got heat sensors after hours, and they won't
let me have ahome computer. Conditions of parole.”

"l have an idea," Johnson said.

With a sack of sandwiches and a carton of coffee, they walked into the Associated Press Building. "Wait
here!" Johnson said as they reached the reception area. The receptionist was gone and the pace of
activity had dowed, though reporters were scattered at desks around the big news room, and Frances
Miller was till at work in her office. She came back to the reception areawith Johnson.

"I've got a spare office with acomputer termind, but | don't know why | let you talk meinto these things.
Him?' shesad.

"Computer experts mature early. Like mathematicians,”" Johnson said. He smiled at Logan. "Tom has



been telling me that kids are born today with computer skills, the way they used to be born knowing how
to fix automobiles”

She sghed. "Follow me," she said, and led them to an office not far from hers, and left them aone.

Logan settled behind the termind like a concert pianist eesing himsdlf into position behind a concert
grand. For the first time since Johnson had seen him, he looked comfortable. Logan stretched hisfingers
infront of him and then wriggled them asif loosening them for a performance.

"Will it do?" Johnson asked.

Logan let hisfingersrest lightly on the keyboard and pressed the "on" switch with onelittle finger. "All
termindsare bascdly dike. Theimportant thing iswhat they're hooked into. This one has connections al
over theworld, including, in oneway or another, every computer that isn't self-contained, that has
telephone or microwave links with other computers. If any of them anywhereistied into the Internet or
the Worldwide Web, they can be breached.”

"Does that describe the Pentagon computer and its counterpart in Moscow?”

"It should. Y ou can't have acomputer of the size and complexity they have to be that doesn't haveto
communicate with other computers and somewhere dong the line pick up information from outsde the
network. It'sjust amatter of figuring out the weak points, the access keys, and the information codes.”

"How long will thet teke?'
"Maybe afew hours. Maybe afew days."
"We haven't got afew days."

"l surehavent," Logan said. "If I'm not back on the job at ninein the morning, I'd better bein the hospital
or it'sback in the dammer. Now, what isit I'm supposed to get out—or put in?"

"I'll tell youwhen | get back.”
Johnson stuck his head into Frances Miller's office.
"Comeon," hesad, "I'm going to take you to dinner.”

"I've got too much to do," she protested, but the weariness that had begun to tug at her face and paint
purple shadows beneath her eyeslifted for amoment.

"No excuses," Johnson said. He pulled her to her feet and marched her to the door. She went, laughing.
When they were outside, she asked more serioudy, "How isit going?'

"Theflames have receded alittle,” he said, "but they're fill blazing in the background, waiting to return if
wefal. Do you have afavorite restaurant?”

"Therésalittle French place that's open in the evening, just around the corner.”

Over dinner shetold him about her early lifein Kansas City, her educetion at the University of Kansss,
her experiences as areporter on a series of newspapers, her marriage and its breakup, her first job with
the Associated Press and the dow climb to her present position....He listened attentively, interrupting
only to ask questions at the right places.



"My second marriage was even shorter than my first," she said. "It isvery difficult for awoman who hasa
satisfying career to achieve intimacy—" She broke off. "But you know dl about that, don't you?”

But he had no storiesto tall about himsdlf.

When they returned to the office, Logan was Sitting in front of the computer termind, staring at the screen
intently as hisfingers played across the keys, green lines of information marching across hisface,

"We're back," Johnson said. Miller nodded and returned to her office.

Logan looked up reluctantly and smiled. "I haven't had this much fun since | ripped off the Chase
Manhattan," he said. "I've got the Pentagon connection and aline on the Moscow computer. What do |
do now?"'

"What | want you to get for meisthe U.S. diplomatic falback postion.”
"What?'

"Thefind compromise wed be willing to make to stop a nuclear war—if we got something in exchange
from the Russans”

"Ard?'

"And feed it to the Russian computer in such away that it looks accidental but cals attention to itself. As
alagt resort, put it on a cassette and well mail it to the Soviet embassy.”

"What good will that do?'

"What you don't know you can't testify about if anything should go wrong—don't worry, nothing will go
wrong. Then | want you to get the same information from the Russian computer—the ultimate
compromise they'd be willing to make to keep the missiles from going off—and plant it in the Pentagon
computer.”

"What if | leave evidence?"

"Good," Johnson said. "1t will help if they know their ultimate compromises have been compromised. We
don't want to leave them thinking they know the secrets of the enemy and the enemy doesn't know theirs.
They'll think they can take advantage.”

"l getit." Logan said, hisexpresson brightening and then darkening dmost immediatdy. "I think."

"It doesn't matter, if you can get it done.” When Logan turned back to the screen, Johnson stood for a
moment with hisforehead clagped in hisright hand, leaning against the door frame.

At fifteen minutes past midnight, Logan, flushed and pleased, emerged from the office with two cassettes
in hishand. "Thisone," he said, handing Johnson a cassette with agreen labd, "contains the Russian
material. And this one'—he handed over a cassette with ared labe—"containsthe U.S. position. | guess
| got the colors mixed up,” he said gpologeticaly.

"I'll remember,” Johnson said. "Areyou al done?'

"Complete. Wiped clean. Just a couple of falsetrailsthat suggest an accidenta transfer of information to
the enemy.

"That's great,” Johnson said. "People fed better about bad luck than about espionage. Nevertheless, we



can't trust them to discover the exchange on their own. I'll mail thesein the morning. Tom, you've done a
marvelousjob. | don't think there's anyone e se in the world who could have doneit.”

"I ought to thank you—I don't even know your name."
"Bill Johnson."

"Mr. Johnson. Thiswas an opportunity to redly have fun—and sort of make up for thekind of sefish use
| made before of what | can do." He walked toward the elevators, his handsin his pockets, whistling, like
Huck Finn heading for the frontier.

Johnson turned to follow him and saw Miller standing in the shadows. "Isthat it?" she asked.
He nodded.
"Not the end of the world but the end of the war?"

"Hopefor the future,” Johnson said. "In my head the explosions are stopping one by one. The flamesare
dying down. The screams and shrieks are fading away. When | get these mailed off, maybe | can rest

again.”
"Won't there aways be anew crisis?’

"Maybe'll run out of them.” But he smiled ruefully asif in recognition that he would never run out of
them, not as long as there were people.

"Can | come with you? Back to the hotd ?
"Why would you want to?"

"Y ou're more lonely—more a one—than any man I've ever met. And....I'm aone, too. Maybe, for a
moment, we might not fedl so isolated.” Shewaited asif for agift she did not deserve but wanted just as
much.

"I might not know who you arein the morning,” he said.

She smiled. "Oh, | think you will."

In the night she spoke hisname. "Bill," she said. "Are you awake?'
"Wes"

"In caseyou do forget, | want to tell you now that if everything works out you have done something
greater than—well, there's nothing to compare it with, except maybe the creation of the world."

"l didn't do anything—just gave people the opportunity to make the right decisions.”
"Like me? Wasthat what | did?’

"Great events are propelled by gresat forces. Equa forces usualy hold them back, but when those forces
dacken and events get ralling toward some cataclysmic conclusion their momentum builds.”

"Like newsthat reinforces people's bdiefsin the inhumanity of the enemy?

"Almogt asif we can't work ourselves up to destroying an enemy unless we first convince oursalves that
heisn't human. That'swhy we haveto cal them 'gooks or ‘fascists or ‘commies!’



"And the stories | was distributing that described the enemy's humorous, sentimental, good-hearted
moments—they made us pause and think. But what about Tom Logan? What did he do?"

"He gave the leaders on both sides a chance to save face—the opportunity to make concessionsthat the
enemy knows you are willing to make, and in the assurance that the enemy a so will make concessons
that you know about in advance.”

"What kind of concessons?"

"I don't know. Maybe you'l find out in the next few days, maybe not. | won't. I'll have forgotten. | was
making abad joke about forgetting you in the morning. That won't happen until | mail off the tapes. But
the next morning...."

The darkness in which their voices had hung disembodied was undisturbed for amoment. Then avoice
sd, "Bill?"
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"Maybe you should have something more to forget.” That was the end of the third day.

When he awoke in the morning she was gone. He looked around the room. It was not different in any
meaningful way from the room in which he had awakened three days before: sandard hotdl. But there
was one change. She had |eft something on the desk, asmall machine.

He got up and walked dowly to it. The machine was asmall cassette recorder. On it was anote, written
not too legibly by ahand that had scribbled too many notesin areporter's pad. It said, "Maybe thiswill
help you remember."

He pushed the button marked "Play."

Her voice began. "Thisis Frances Miller, and | want you to remember the person who helped you when
you needed help, and you hel ped more than you can know...." There was more, but he stopped it. She
thought it would be smple, but she didn't know what it wasto have amind like adate periodically wiped
clean. Tomorrow she would be a stranger, and he, aman who had no memory of her or their intimacies.
No norma person could stand that. And he—he wasweak. He did not dare alow himself areason for
not intervening.

He pressed the rewind button and began to record over the previous message. "Y our nameis Bill
Johnson. Y ou have just saved the world from World War 111, and you don't remember. Y ou will find
storiesin the newspaper about the criss through which the world has passed. But you will find no
mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations...."
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Episode Two

Child of the Sun

He opened his eyes. He waslying on abed. The sheets and blankets were tangled asif he had been
thrashing around in hisdeep.



Helooked up at the ceiling. Cracks ran across the old plaster like amap of a country he did not
recognize. On hisleft awindow let athin, wintry light through layers of dust. On the right was the rest of
the room: shabby, dingy, ordinary. In the center of the room was a black-and-white breskfast table made
of metd and pladtic; pulled up to it were two matching metal chairs. Beyond the table, toward what
appeared to be the door to the room, was ablack plastic sofa; arickety wooden coffee table stood in
front of it, and afloor lamp, at one end. Againgt the left wall was awooden dresser whose walnut veneer
was pedling and, beside it, an imitation-walnut wardrobe. Againgt the right wall was another door which
led, no doubt, to a bathroom. Next to the door four-foot partitions separated from the rest of the room a
stove, asink, arefrigerator, and cabinets.

Newspapers advertised it as a studio gpartment; once it was caled akitchenette.

The man swung hislegs out of bed and sat up, rubbing the deep out of hisface with open hands. He
appeared to be ayoung man, agood-looking man with brown, curly hair and dark eyesand a
complexion that looked asif he had been out in the sun. He had ayouthful innocence about him, akind of
newly born awareness and childlike interest in everything that made people want to talk to him, to tell him
personal problems, secrets they might have shared with no one ese.

But after meeting him what people remembered most were his eyes. They seemed older than the rest of
him. They looked at people and at things steadily, asif they weretrying to understand, asif they were
trying to make sense out of what they saw, asif they saw things other people could not see, asif they had
seen too much. Or perhaps they were only the eyes of aman who often forgot and wastrying to
remember. They looked like that now as they surveyed the room and findly returned to the table and the
hand-sized tape recorder that rested onit.

He stood up and walked to the table and looked down at the recorder. A cassette wasin place. He
pushed the lever marked "Play." The cassette hissed for amoment and then aman spokein aclear,
musica voice but with adight accent, like someone who learned English after adolescence and spesksit
better than the natives.

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson,” the voice said. "Y ou have just saved the world from World War 111, and
you don't remember. Y ou will find storiesin the newspapers about the crisis through which the world has
passed. But you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severd possible explanations, including the likelihood that | may be lying or deceived
or insane. But the explanation on which you mugt act isthat | havetold you the truth: you are aman who
was born in afuture that has amost used up al hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the
eventsthat created the future.

"Am| tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comeslike avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natural course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.

"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exigt in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"I recorded this message last night to tell you what | know, just as| learned about myself afew daysago
by reading aletter, for | am you and we are one, and we have done this many times before...."

After the voice stopped, the man called Bill Johnson picked up abillfold lying beside the recorder; near it
were afew coins, acouple of keyson aring, and ablack pocket comb. In the billfold he found thirty-six
dallars, aVisacharge card and a plastic-encased social security card both made out to Bill Johnson, and
areceipt for an insured package.



Hetossed the billfold back to the table, walked to the stove, ran alittle water from the hot water tap into
ateskettle, and put it on the stove. He turned on the gas under it and tried to light it several times before
he gave up and turned the knob off. He went into the bathroom, came out afew minutes|ater, and
opened the front door. A newspaper lay on the dusty carpet outside. He picked it up, shut the door, and
turned on the overhead light. The bulb burned dimly, asif the current was weak. He made himself acup
of instant coffee with tap water and took it to the table.

The newspaper was thin, only eight pages. The man leafed through it quickly before he stopped &t one
item, stared at it for along moment asif he were not so much reading it aslooking through it, toreit out,
folded it, and put it into the billfold. He stood up, went to the dresser, put on his clothes, removed a
scratched plastic suitcase from the top of the wardrobe, and put into it two extra pairs of pants, three
shirtsand ajacket, and a handful of socks and underwear; he put hisdirty clothesinto a paper sack and
packed it, remembered the tape recorder and put it in among the clothes, closed the suitcase, picked up
the assorted objects on the table and dipped them into his pockets, and walked to the door.

He looked back. The room had been ordinary before. Now it was anonymous. A series of nonentities
hed lived here, leaving no impression of themsalves upon their surroundings. Timeitsdlf in its passage had
|eft acigarette burn on the table, torn ahole in the cushion of achair, ripped the sofa, scratched the
coffee tables and the walls and the doors a thousand times, deposited loesses of dirt and lint in the covers
and under the bed.

Johnson smiled briefly and shut the door behind him.

Downgtairs he stooped to drop the keys on thering into the mail dot in the door marked with a plaque
on which was spelled out the word "Manager." Just after the keys hit the floor, the door opened. Johnson
found himsdlf looking into the face of amiddle-aged woman. Her gray hair was braided and wound
around her head; her face was creased into afrown of concern.

"Mr. Johnson," she said. "Y ou're leaving? So sudden?”
"I told you | might." His voice was the voice he had heard from the tape recorder.

"I know. But...." She hesitated. "I thought—maybe—you were so good to my daughter when she
had...her trouble...."

"Anyone would have wanted to help," he said.

"I know but—she thought—we thought....." Johnson spread his hands helplesdy, asif he saw time
passing and was unableto stop it. "I'm sorry. | haveto leave."

"Y ou been agood tenant,” the woman said. "No complaining about the brownouts, which nobody can
help God knows, or the gas shortages. Y ou're quiet. Y ou don't take girls to your room. And you're easy
to talk to. Mr. Johnson, | hate to see you go. Who will | talk to?"

"There are dways peopleto talk to if you give them achance. Good-bye," he said. "May the future be
kind."

Only when Bill Johnson was adone did he fed like a person. When he was with people hefdt that hewas
being watched. Those occasions had a peculiar quality of unredity, asif he were an actor speaking lines
that someone e se had written for him and he was forced to stand off and watch himself perform.

Seaing himsdlf at the corner of the block, windswept paper and dust swirling around hislegs, waiting
without impatience for acity busto come steaming around the corner. Sitting uneasily over torn plastic,



protecting the seet of the pants from the sneaky probe of abroken spring, arriving a last at the interstate
busterminal surrounded by buildings with plyboarded windows scribbled with obscene comments and
directions. Purchasing, with the aid of his credit card, aticket automatically imprinted with aLasVegas
destination. Waiting in atelevision-equipped chair—the viewer long broken and usdess—until afaulty
public address system announced the departure of his busin words blurred dmost beyond
understanding.

Hearing the unending whine of tires on interstate concrete, broken only by chuckhole thumps and the
stepdown of gears asthe bus pulled off the highway for one of its frequent stopsto expel or ingest
passengers, to refud with liquefied coa and resupply with boiler water, to alow passengersto consume
lukewarm food at dirty bus stations or anonymous diners. Enduring the procession of drowsy days and
deepless nights. Watching people enter and depart, getting on, getting off, individua worlds of
perceptions and relationships curioudy intersecting in this other world on wheedls careening down the
naked edges of the world.

Fedling bodies deposited in the seat beside him, bodies that sometimes remained silent, unanimated lumps
of flesh, but sometimes, by amiracle as marvelous as the changing of Pinocchio into ared boy or the
mermaid into awoman, transforming themsalvesinto feding, suffering, rgjoicing, talking people.

Ligtening to the talk, thisimperfect mechanism of communication, supplemented in the light by gesture
and expression and body position, anonymous in the night but perhaps thereby as honest asthe
confessond.

Listening to an old man, hair bleached and thinned by the years, face carved by life into uniqueness,
recaling the past asthe present rolled past the window carrying him to the future, aretirement home
where he never again would trouble his children or his grandchildren.

Listening to agirl, with blonde hair and blue eyes and a smooth, unformed face ready for the hand of time
to write upon, anticipating rosily her first job, her first gpartment, her firgt big city, her lifeto comewith its
romances, pleasures, possessons, and faceless lovers.

Listening to aman of middle years, dark-haired, dark-eyed, aready shaped by a knowledge of what life
was about and how aman went about facing up to it, touched now by failure and uncertainty, heading
toward anew position, determined to make good but disturbed by the possihility of failing again.

Listening to awoman of thirty, her life solidified by marriage and family but somehow incomplete and
unsatisfying, achieving neither the heights of bliss nor the bedrock of fulfillment, unconscioudy missing the
excitements of youth, the uncertainty of what the day would bring, the possihilities of flight and pursuit,
looking, athough she did not know it, for adventure.

The young man inspected the unrolling fabric of their livesand padt it to that part yet concedled from
them, and he was kind, as everyone must be kind who knows that the future hol ds bereavement,
disappointment, dislluson, and deeth.

Besdes, the timeswere hard: like the curse of the witch who had not been invited to the christening, the
Depression had lain like death across the land for five years, the unemployment rate was nearly eighteen
percent, and the energy shortage was pressing continualy harder on the arteries of civilization. A little
kindness came cheap enough, but it was scarce all the same.

Between conversations on hisrolling world, the man named Bill Johnson occasondly removed a
newspaper dlipping from hishillfold and read it again.

CALIFORNIA GIRL ABDUCTED



Degth Valey, CA (AP—Thefour-year-old daughter of Ellen McCleary, managing engineer of the
Death Vdley Solar Power Project, was reported missing today.

McCleary returned from her afternoon duties at the Project to discover her housekeeper, Mrs. Fred
Ross, bound and gagged behind her own bed and the McCleary girl, Shelly, gone from the home.

Authorities a the Project and theloca sheriff's office have refused to release any information about the
possible abductor, but sources close to the Project suggest that oil interests have reason to desire the
failure of the Project.

McCleary was recently divorced from her husband of ten years, Stephen Webster. Webster'slocation is
unknown.

Authoritieswill neither confirm nor deny that the abductor left amessage behind.

Below thehill the valey was alake of flame as Bill Johnson climbed toward the cottage some two
hundred yards from the little group of preformed buildings he had Ieft behind. Then, asthe path rose, the
angle of vison changed and the flame vanished, asif snuffed by agiant finger. Now the valey waslined
with thousands of mirrorsreflecting the orange-red rays of the dying sun toward ablack cylinder
towering in their center.

Theair coming up the hill off the desert was hot, like adragon's breath, and brought with it the scent of
akdi dust and thefeding of fluids being sucked through the skin until, if the process continued long
enough, only the desiccated husk would be Ieft behind for the study of future archeologists. Johnson
knocked on the door of the cottage. When there was no answer he knocked again, and turned to look at
thevaley, arid and lifdessbelow him likeavison of the future.

A small noise and an outpouring of cool air made him turn. In front of him, in the doorway, stood a
middle-aged woman with aface as dry asan dkali flat.

"Mrs. Ross?" Johnson said. "I'm Bill Johnson. | talked on the telephone to Ms. McCleary from Las
Vegas, but the connection was bad.”

"Ms. McCleary getslotsacdls," thewoman said in avoice like dust. " She don't see nobody.”

"I know that," Johnson said. He smiled understandingly. "But she will want to see me. I've cometo help
in the disappearance of her daughter.”

Mrs. Ross was unmoved. "L otsa nuts bother Ms. McCleary about stuff like that. She don't see nobody."

"I'm sorry to be peragtent,” Johnson said, and hissmileillustrated hisregret, "but it isimportant.” His
body position was relaxed and reassuring.

The housekeeper looked at him for thefirst time and hesitated about closing the door. As she hesitated, a
woman's voice came from within the darkened house, "Who isit, Mrs. Ross?"

"Just another crank, Ms. McCleary," the housekeeper said, looking behind her, but grasping the door
firmly asif infear that Johnson would burst past her into the sanctity of the cool interior.

Another woman appeared in the doorway. She wastall, dender, dark, good-looking but a bit haggard
with concern and deeplessness. She sared at Johnson angrily asif she blamed him for the events of the
past few days. "What do you want?'

"My nameisBill Johnson,” he said patiently. "I called you from Las Vegas."



"And | said | didn't want to seeyou,” McCleary said and started to turn away. " Shut the door, Mrs.
Ross—" she began.

"I may be the only person who can get your daughter back for you," Johnson said. It was asif he had
leaned ahand against the door to keep it from closing.

Thetall woman turned toward him again, her body rigid with the effort to control the anxiety within.
Johnson smiled confidently but without arrogance, looking not at al like anut or acrank or acrimind.

"What do you know about my daughter?' McCleary demanded. Then she took a deep breath and turned
to Mrs. Ross. "Oh, et him in. He seems harmless enough.”

"The sheriff said not to talk to anybody,” the housekeeper said. "The sheriff said you wasto—"

"I know what the sheriff said, Mrs. Ross," McCleary interrupted. "But | guessit won't matter if | talk to
this person. Sometimes," she continued, her voice detached and distant, "'l have to talk to somebody.”
She brought hersdlf back to this place and time. "Let him in and go stand by the telephonein casel find it
necessary to cal the sheriff." Shelooked at Johnson asif warning him againgt making that step necessary.

"I wouldn't want you to do that," he said submissively, and moved forward into darkness. More by sound
than sight he followed her footsteps down a hdlway into aliving room where returning vison and the light
filtering through closed drapes over a picture window let him make hisway to an upholstered chair.
McCleary sat iffly on the edge of amatching sofa; it was covered in velvet with variable-width stripes of
orange and brown and cream. Shelit acigarette. The lingering odors of stale smoke and alittered ashtray
on the glass-covered coffee table in front of her suggested that she had been smoking one cigarette after
another.

"What do you know about my daughter?' she asked. She was under control now.

"Hrgt of dl," hesad, "sheisan important person.” He held up ahand to forestall her questions. "Not just
to you, overriding asthat may be at the moment. Not just because sheisa person in asociety that values
every individud. But because of her potentid.”

"What do you know about that?' she demanded. A note of doubt had crept into her voice.

"It's hard to explain without making me seem like a crackpot or afool," Johnson said, leaning toward her
to emphasize hissincerity. "'l have—specid knowledge—which comesto mein the form of—visons.

"l see" Doubt had crydtdlized into certainty. "Y ou're apsychic.”
"No," Johnson said. "1 told you it was difficult. But if that'sthe way you want to think of it—"

"I've had dozens of |etters and telephone cals from psychics since my daughter was abducted, Mr.
Johnson, and they've dl been phonies,” she said coldly. "All psychics are phonies. | think you'd better
go." She stood up.

He stood up aong with her, not submitting to, but resisting hisdismissa. He looked into her eyesasif his
eyes had the power to compel her belief. "I think | can find your daughter. | think | know how to get her
back. If | thought you could do it without my help, | wouldn't be here. | want you to know that | could
find mysdlf in great difficultiesand my missonin jeopardy.”

"Whereismy daughter?' It was not the tone of belief but of afina examination.
"With your husband."



"You guessed.”

"No."

"Y ou know about the message.”

"Was there amessage?'

"You're from Steve. He sent you."

"No. But | sense danger to your daughter and perhaps to your husband aswell."

She dumped back to the sofa. "What are you then?' she asked. "Areyou just aconfidence man?' Her
tone was pleading, asif it would comfort her if he admitted her guesswas right. "What do you want from
me? Why don't you leave me done?’ If she had been a more dependent person she might have turned
her face from hisand cried.

"All I wantisto help you," he said, sitting down again, reaching toward her with one hand but not
touching her, "and to help you find your daughter.”

"I don't have any money," shesaid. "l can't pay you. If you're preying on my helplessness, it won't gain
you anything. If you're seeking notoriety, you will be exposed eventudly.”

"None of these things matter beside your daughter's safety and her future. Moreover, you may not be
ableto control the events of your life as you have been accustomed to doing, but you are not helpless. |
don't want any money. | don't want any word of my part in thisto get out to anyone, and certainly not to
the press. It would be dangerousto me.”

"Then what do you want?'

"I want to get to know you," he said, and as she gtiffened he hastened on, "so that | can find your
daughter." His glance moved around the room asif he werelooking at it for thefirst and the last time. At
the picture window that looked out over the desert valley and the solar power project when the drapes
were drawn, where surely alittle girl had stood and watched for her mother'sreturn. At the eectronic
organ in the corner that neither McCleary nor her daughter could play. At the doorsthat led to bedrooms
where awoman and aman had dept and made love and lain awake in the night. At other doorsthat led
to baths, to the hall, to the kitchen and dining room on the other side of the hall. "1 want information about
your work, your daughter, your husband, the circumstances of your daughter's abduction...."

She sighed. "Where do you want to Sart?
"The message. What did it say?"

"The sheriff told me not to describe it to anyone. He said that knowledge of it would either be guilty
knowledge or proof of the abductor'sidentity.”

"Y ou've got to trust somebody sometime," Johnson said.

"And the police are not to be trusted, Mr. Johnson?" Through her concern flashed the perceptiveness that
had made her director of amajor research project.

"From the police you get police-type answvers" he said. "Investigation, surveillance, evidence,
gpprehension. | think you want something else—your daughter back safely and preferably without your
husband—"



"My former husband,” she corrected.

"Y our former husband'sinjury or punishment.”

"Ms. McCleary," said the voice of Mrs. Ross from the hal doorway, "the sheriff is hereto seeyou.”
"Thank you, Mrs. Ross," McCleary said.

"Comein, gr," Johnson said. "'1've been expecting you."

The room was not much of ajail cdl. It wasasmall room without windows. Thewallswere paneled in
plywood faced with mahogany and decorated with framed prints of famous racehorses. In the center of
the room was along table lined with chairs on either side.

It had never been intended for acdl. It was asmal dining room off the main cafeteria, where groups
could get together for luncheon conversations. Now ayoung man sat across the table from Johnson,
slent and nervous, uncertain about hisduties and privilegesasajailer.

Hewas ajunior engineer on the Solar Power Project, and he had been asked to guard the prisoner while
the sheriff made arrangements to transport the prisoner to the county jail someforty milesaway. The
young man fidgeted in his chair, clasped and unclasped his hands, and smiled uncertainly at Johnson.

Johnson smiled back reassuringly. "How isthe project going?' he asked.

"What do you mean?" The engineer was a pleasant-looking young man with sandy hair bleached dmost
white by the sun, aface peding perpetualy from sunburn, and large hairy hands that he didn't know what
to do with.

"The Solar Power Project,” Johnson said. "How's it going?"*

"What do you know about the project?’ the engineer demanded, asif he suspected that Johnson, after
al, wasthehireling of the ail interests.

"Everybody knows about the Solar Power Project,” Johnson said. "It's no secret.”

"l guessnot,” the engineer admitted. He looked &t the metd table with its printed wood grain asif he
wished it were adrawing board. "Thisis an experimenta project, and weve demonstrated that we can
get Sgnificant amounts of power out of solar energy.”

"How much isthat?"

"Enough for our own needs and enough moreto justify the overhead towersthat crossthe hillstoward
LosAngeles." the engineer said with amixture of pride and defensiveness.

"That isadgnificant amount.”
"During daylight hours, of course"
"Then why isthe project ill experimental?* Johnson asked.

The young man & last found something to do with one hand. "Well," he said, rubbing his chin and making
the day's stubble rasp under hisfingers, "there's one problem we haven't solved.”

"Thedaylight problem?'



"No. Energy can aways be stored by pumping water, eectrolyzing it into hydrogen and oxygen, with
batteries or flywheds. The problem is economics: it's cheaper to burn cod, even if you tossin the cost of
environmental controls and damage. Almost one-fourth as cheap. And nuclear power costs less than that.
Other forms of solar power, including power cellsfor direct conversion of sunlight into electricity, are
ather lessefficient or more expendve.”

"If the project has accomplished its purpose,” Johnson asked, "why isit still going on?"!

Both the engineer's hands were in motion now as he defended his project and his profession. "We till
hope for abreakthrough. Producing cheaper solar cellsthrough integrated factories. Maybe cheaper
computer-driven mirrors. Maybe putting solar power plantsin space where the sun shines twenty-four
hoursaday, if we could solve the problem of getting the energy back. Maybe some new method of
converting sunlight into useful energy like chlorophyll or the purple dyes found in some primitive sea
crestures.”

"Nature's method of converting sunlight into energy may still bethe most efficient,” Johnson said. He
looked up at one of the racehorses. It was a shiny red, and it was happily cropping blue grassinsde a
whiterall fence,

"Weretrying that, too," the engineer said. "Energy farmsfor growing trees or grasses. But put it all
together and it doesn't add up to athird of the energy needs of the world that once were satisfied by
chegpail."

"What about nuclear energy?' Johnson asked.

"Inherently dangerous—particularly the breeder reactor. Not basically any more dangerousin itstotal
impact than coa or ail, but the risks are concentrated and more visible. So the moratorium on the
building of new nuclear power plants has effectively ended the effort to make nuclear energy safe.”

"Wadl," Johnson said, "therésalot of cod." The engineer nodded. By now he was treating Johnson like
an equd ingtead of aprisoner. "That'strue,” he said, "but unlike oil, cod isdirty. It hasto be dug, and that
damages the miners—or the land if it's strip-mined. Sulfur has to be removed, in one way or another, to
avoid sulfur dioxide pollution. And the coa will run out, too, in acentury or so."

Johnson looked sad. " Then the energy depression is going to get worse until the cod runs out, and after
that civilization goes back to the dark ages.”

The engineer clasped hishandsin front of him, dmost in an attitude of prayer. "Unless we can come up
with aworkable technology for nuclear fusion.”

"Fusing atoms of hydrogen together?'

"Making helium atoms and turning into energy thelittle bit of matter that'sleft over." The engineer'sindex
fingers had formed a steeple. " The true sunpower—the solar process itsdlf, clean, no radioactivity,
inexhaustible, unlimited power without byproducts except heat, and maybe that could be harnessed to
perform useful work if we're clever enough. Why, with hydrogen fusion man would have enough power
to do anything he ever wanted to do—clean up the environment, raise enough food for everybody,
improve living slandards al around the world until everybody lives aswell aswe used to, return to space
travel in abig way, reshape the other planets or move them into better orbits, go to the stars—" Hisvoice
stopped on arisng note like a preacher describing the pleasures of thelifeto come.

"But we haven't got it yet," Johnson said.



The engineer's eyes |owered to look at Johnson, and his hands folded themsealves across each other. "We
just haven't got the hang of it," he said. "Therésatrick to it we haven't discovered, and we haven't got
much time as civilizations go. For the past decade we've been through an energy depression that shows
no signs of letting up. How much longer can we go on? Maybe thirty or forty years, if were lucky and
don't have arevolution or amgor war; and if we don't discover the secret to thermonuclear fuson by
thenthe level of civilization will betoo low to gpply the technology necessary to bring it into generd use,
and after that ther€lll be no one capable of thinking about anything except persond surviva."

"Pretty grim,” Johnson said.

"Aintit?" the engineer said, and then he amiled. "That's why we keep working. Maybe we can buy alittle
time, ease the pressures a bit. Maybe somewhere a breakthrough will occur. If we don't find it, maybe
our childrenwill."

The engineer was adreamer. Bill Johnson was avisonary. He knew what was coming, but the engineer
jumped when the knock came at the door like the future announcing itsalf.

"George?' said the voice of Ellen McCleary. "Open up. | want to talk to the prisoner.”

Outside the day had turned to night. The stars were out, bright and many-colored, and the Milky Way
streamed acrossthe sky like ajeweled veil. The reflected heat from the desert below seemed friendly
now againgt the cool evening breeze pouring down from the hills.

Ellen McCleary stopped afew yards from the cafeteria building and turned to face Johnson. "I guessyou
think I'm asilly woman, not able to know her own mind, first having you arrested and then setting you
free"

"1 may think many things about you, but not that you're asilly woman," Johnson said. "Thet baitle has
been won; you don't have to keep fighting it. Y our presence here as director of this project is proof of
thet."

"| thought about it," she said, shrugging off hisinterruption but not looking at him, "and | decided that |
couldn't throw away the chance that you might be ableto help. If | can get Shelly back—" She didn't
finish the sentence. Instead she held out an oblong of gtiff white paper. It was a Polaroid snapshot.

Hetook afew steps back into the light that streamed through the front window of the cafeteria building.
The picture showed writing—red, broad, smeared—against a shiny black background.

"Hewroteit on the bathroom mirror with my lipstick,” she said.
Johnson read the message:

Ellen—The Court gave Shelly to you, but I'm going to give her what you never could—the
full-time love of a full-time parent.

"Isthat your former husband's handwriting?" Johnson asked. He seemed to be looking through the
picture rather than at it.

"Y es. Hislanguage, too. He's amadman, Mr. Johnson."
"Inwhat way?'

"He—" She paused asif to gather together dl the fugitive impressions of alife with another person. She
took a deep breath and began again. "He thinks that the way he feels at the moment isthe only thing that



matters. That he may fed differently tomorrow or even the next moment doesn't count. Hed be willing to
kill himself—or Shdly—if hefdt likeit a the moment." Shelet her breeth Sigh out. "That'swhat I'm afraid
of, | guess.”

"Areyou sure héshomicidd ?"

"I'm making him sound crazier than heis, | know, but what I'm trying to say isthat he'san impulsive
person who believes that people should only do what fed s right to them. He doesn't believe in the past or
the future. Now isthe only thing that exists for him. He thinks1'm cold and unfeding, and | seehim as
childish, and—but I'm talking asif you're amarriage counsdor. Wetried that, too."

They talked together now in the darkness, two voices without faces, sound without body. "That's al
right," Johnson said. "It helps me get the fed of things. Did he have aprofession, atdent, ajob?"

Her voice held the hint of ashrug. "Hewas abit of alot of things—abit of apainter, abit of awriter, a
bit of an actor, but aromantic dl the time. What redlly broke things up, though, was when this project got
started and | was selected as director. | wasin charge, and he was just—around. He had nothing to do,
and conditions were pretty primitive for awhile. That's when Shelly was conceived—as sort of asop to
his manhood. But it didn't last. Heleft for afew months when Shelly was about ayear old, came back,
we quarrded, heleft again, and finaly | divorced him, got custody of Shelly, and that's about it."

"Not much for what—ten years of marriage?"
"Yes" Shesghed. "Shdly isal, and he'staken her.”
"Where did you megt?'

"InLos Angeles. At aparty at afriend's house. | was a graduate student at Cal Tech; he was an actor.
He seemed romantic and strong. | was—flattered, | guess—that he wasinterested in me. We got
married in awhirlwind of emotion, and it was great for afew months. Then things began going bed. |
irritated him by worrying about my career, by wanting to talk about where we were going to be next
year, ten years from now. He annoyed me by hislack of concern for those things, by hisunrelenting
demands upon my time, my attention, my emotions. Part of my emotionswere invested in other
things—in my work, for one—and he could never understand that, or forgiveit."

"l understand,” Johnson said. "Thetimes your husband left—did he return to Los Angeles?’

"| think he did the first time, athough we weren't communicating too well then. But that'swhere he said
he'd been when he came back.”

"The second time?"

"I don't know. We didn't communicate at dl until the divorce, and then it was through lawyers. Until that.”
Sheindicated the photograph in Johnson's hand, a shadowy finger dmost touching the white rectangle.

Hehdditin hisfingertips, dmost asif he wereweighing it. "1 suppose the police checked dl hisfriendsin
LosAngdes”

"And hisrelatives. That's where he was born and grew up. But they didn't find anything. Nobody has
seen him recently. Nobody knows where he might have gone with Shelly.”

"Did he have any hobbies?'

"Tennis. Heliked tennis. And parties. And girls" The last word had an edge of bitterness.



"Hunting? Mountain climbing?' Johnson'swords were tentative, asif he were testing ahypothesis.

She seemed to be shaking her head. "He didn't like the outdoors. Not raw. If held liked to hike or hunt,
he till might be here," she said ruefully. The blur of ahand gestured at the mountains that rose to the east
and the north and the west of them.

"He soundsrestless,”" Johnson said. "Could he stay in one place for long at atime? If he starts moving
around, the policewill find him."

"He never has been able to stay il before, but if he thought that was the only way to hurt me he might
beabletodoit.”

"Is Mrs. Ross sure he's the one who tied her up?”
"She never knew Steve. | hired her after heleft. But sheidentified his picture.”
"There was hobody ese with him? Nobody who might be making him do what he did?!

"Not that she could tell. She said he seemed cheerful. Whistled while he tied her up. Said not to worry, |
would be back at six o'clock—that | was like a quartz watch, always right on the second. He hated that."
She paused and waited in the darkness. When he didn't say anything, she asked. "Isthere anything €lse?"

"Do you have any of his persond belongings?"

"| threw them out. | didn't want anything to remind me of him. Or to remind Shelly either, | guess. Except
this" She handed Johnson another white oblong.

Hetook it into the light. It was the picture of ablond young man in tennis clothing, looking up into the sun
with the net and court behind him, squinting alittle, laughing, strikingly handsome and vital and dive, asif
time had been captured and made to stand till for him and he would never grow old.

"Can | keep the pictures?' Johnson asked.
"Yes" shesad. Her disembodied voice held anod. "Can you find Shelly for me?"

"Yes," hesaid. It was not boastful nor apromise but a statement of fact. "Don't worry. I'll seethat she
gets back to you." That was a promise. "May the future be kind," he said. Then he walked out of the light
into the darkness. His footsteps sounded more distant on the path until the night was lill.

LosAngdeswasacarnivd of life, agprawling, vivid city of contrasts between the rich and the poor,
between the extravagant and the impecunious, between mansions and dums.

The smog was gone, removed not so much by the dimination of automobile exhaust fumes but by the
elimination of the automobile. Except for the occasiond antique gasoline-powered machines that rolled
imperioudy adong the nearly deserted freeways, the principal method of transportation wasthe
coal-fueled steam-powered bus. The smokestacks, too, had been stopped, either by smoke and fume
scrubbers or by the Depression.

Waitts was sullen. Unlike an earlier period when minorities had felt that they were being cheeted of an
affluence available to everyone el se, the citizens shared what was clearly awidespread and gpparently
growing distressand genera declinein civilization. Theriots of discrimination were clearly past, and the
riots of desperation had not yet begun.

Through this strange city went aman who did not know his name, troubled by apast he could not



remember and visions of afuture he could not forget, trying to put together a portrait of aman who had
as many images as there were people who knew him, seeking the vision that would reveal aplace where
aman and achild might be unnoticed, asking questions and getting dways the same replies.

At a Spanish bunga ow with pedling pink stucco, "No, we don't know him."

At awalled studio with sagging gates, echoing sound stages, and decaying location setsthat looked like a
premonition of the society outside itswalls, "No, we haven't used him in years."

At acomfortable ranch house in the valey, surrounded by orange trees, "' The police have been here
twice already. Weve answered dl their questions.”

At atennis club till maintaining stlandards and the mutedsprong-sprong of court activity, "He hasn't been
around for months."

At ahigh school where hopeless teacherstried to impart knowledge whose va ue they no longer found
credible to listless students who were there only because society had no other place for them. "We can
show you only the yearbooks," and in them pictures of aface without character and listings of activities
without meaning.

And then, unexpectedly, at a bar dong the Strip, half-facade and half-corrupt, like a painted whore,
"Yeah, | seen him acouple of months ago, him and afellow with a cap on—you know one of those
things with awhatchmacalit on the front...yeah, avisor—Ilike a sea captain, you know—yeah, Gregory
Peck as Captain Ahab. Reason | remember—it wasn't his style, you know. It was always girlswith him.
Y ou could see him turn up the charm like one of those things that dim and brighten lights...a
rheostat?—yeah. | guess. With guys he was cool, you know?—like he didn't care what they thought of
him. But with thisguy it was different. Like he wanted something from the guy....No. | didn't hear what
they wastaking about. | had sixty-seventy customersin here that night. The noise you wouldn't believe
sometimes. You'relucky | remembered seeing him."

A search of the dock ares, dl up and down the coadt, until findly at the smal boat marinanear Alamitos
Beach State Park, a marinawith many empty docks, "Steve? Sure, he borrowed my cruiser for a couple
of hours about two weeks ago....No, he didn't tell me where hewas going, but | trusted him and he
brought it back. Of course | didn't think he was running dope past the border. There's no point in that
now, isthere? What with the new laws and everything? Anyway, he was gone only acouple of
hours....Wéll, | gave him the keys about one o'clock in the afternoon, and he was back with them before
four....Sure I'm certain about the time. | remember—I told him | was having aparty on board that
evening, and | had to get her cleaned up and provisioned. Matter of fact, | asked if he wanted to join the
party—aguy like Steve gives aparty red class, and the girls come back—»but he couldntt.... Y ou can
push her up to thirty knots, but she'sarea fuel eater at that speed....No, | didn't see anybody with him.
May have been, but | didn't see anybody. Want to look at the boat? Why not? | bought it from afellow
in Long Beach five years ago when fud got so expensive. Now | hardly ever go out init. Useit sort of
like afloating bar and bedroom...."

Brassrails, gleaming teak decks, white paint shining in the sun, the spoked whed, touch it, fed its
response, sense the directionsit has gone, the hands that have held it and steered the boat. The cabin
below, al compact and efficient, bunks and tables, kitchen and head, immaculate, haunted by ghosts,
crowded together herelaughing, crying, drunken, reckless, desperate....

And back to the dock, certain now, seeing avision of aplace available by water within an hour's range of
the cruiser, a mogt thirty nautica milesfrom the small boat marina....

And at the head of the dock, waiting for him, atall, dender woman, dark-haired, dark-eyed,



good-looking but a bit more haggard now. "So," she said, "he took her away by water. | would never
have suspected him of having that much imagination.”

Johnson looked at her and saw the past. "Y ou didn't give him credit for much.”
"Y ou don't seem surprised at seeing me," she said.
"No."

She hesitated, looking down at her feet in their red canvas shoes that matched her red dacks. "1 guess|
oweyou an gpology,” shesad findly.

"No."

"I suspected you," she went on, looking up a him, letting him see her guilt. "The police suspected you
too—of having had some contact with Steve, of being hisemissary, at least of knowing him, perhaps
where hewasliving, perhapsbeing willing to sdl him out.”

"Y ou have reason to suspect people,” Johnson said. The odor of fish and oily st water surrounded
them.

"So we had you followed. And you did the police work to find him. Y ou don't know how difficult thisis
for me, do you?"

"Yes" hesad.
"You did it better than the palice. Y ou found him. Maybe you redlly are what you say you are."
"That's areasonable assumption.”

"Theworld isn't reasonable," she complained. "People aren't reasonable. Y ou did find him, didn't you?
Tdl methat you found him."

"I found him," Johnson said smply, "but | haven't goneto him yet. | haven't got Shelly back for you yet."

"I'm not asking you to tell mewhere heis," Ellen McCleary said, abit unsteadily, looking at Johnson's
face hopefully, "but I'm asking you to take me with you."

"| can get Shelly back without damage to her or your former husband if | go done,” Johnson said. "With
you aong the chances get much dimmer."

She got angry at that. "Who are you to say? What do you know about him or me or Shelly? What right
have you to meddlein our lives?'

"Only the outcome can justify any of us" he said. "Good intentions, emotiond involvements, rights—all
these are only the absolution we give ourselves for lack of foresight. Look out there." He motioned
toward the smooth blue swells of the Pacific gleaming with highlightsin the sunshine. "Quite adifference
from your wastdland. That'sfertility. That's promise. We came from the sea, and in the sealies our
future”

"My desertisnot aslifelessasit looks," she said. "We get energy from it, energy we need, energy we
must have."

"The lowest kind of energy—heat. Y ou waste alot when you have to pump it up into eectricity.”



"Liked| energy it comesfrom thesun.”

"Not dl," he said. The wind was coming in off the ocean and blowing away the old smells of rot and
waste. "l won't take you with me. Y ou can have mefollowed, of course, but | ask you not to do that.
What will it be?'Y our desert of old memories or my sea of hope?”

She shook her head dowly, helplesdy. "I can't promise.”

"Then neither can|," he said, and left her standing at the edge of the water as he walked quickly to the
street and the nearest public transportation.

Theferry ride was a pleasant interlude, abreak in the feding of urgency that drove Johnson. He could
not hurry the ship, and he existed for the moment, like the smiling young man in the tennis clothes, outside
of time. From San Pedro Bay to Santa Catalina, he watched the blue water curl under the bow, white
and playful, and the smooth blue surface of the Pecific extending undisturbed to the end of the world.

Johnson studied it asif he had never before seen the protean sea or the creaturesthat lived in it—small
darting fish, dark shapes changing ingantly into silver when pursued by large solitary predators, and
distantly, across the horizon, the gray unbelievable backs of whaes. The breeze, laden with sdt, blew
across hisface and tugged at hishair and clothing, and he smiled.

Heleft theferry at Avalon as soon asthe ship had tied up initsdip.

Few people got off the ferry—the pleasure business was an early casudty of the Depresson—and
Johnson paid no attention to them. He rented a bicycle from a stand at the end of the pier and pedaed up
the main road among the wooded hills, got off and walked the bicycle where the hills were too steep to
ride, stopped for amoment when he had reached the high point, with Black Jack Peak to hisright and
the Pacific spread out in front of him again like hope regained, then coasted rapidly down the hills, past
Middle Ranch and along the west coast where the ocean flashed blue between the trees.

Just short of CatalinaHarbor, he stopped, pulled the bicycle off the road and behind some trees, and
walked up through the woods adong a barely discernible path until the trees began to thin and he found
himself closeto asmdl clearing with asmdl cabin in the middle. As Johnson stood without moving, the
sound of achild's happy voice came to him and then aman's deeper voice followed, surprisingly, by a
third voice and afourth, the child's squeal of laughter, and aman's chuckle,

Johnson moved through the last of the treesinto the dust of the clearing. Now he could see the front
porch of the cabin. On the edge of the porch sat achild with short dark hair and lively blue eyes. She
was dressed in ared knitted shirt and dirty jeans. Her feet were bare, her hands were squeezed
ecstaticaly between her knees, and she stared enraptured at finger puppets on the hands of alight-haired
young man.

In ahoarse voice the young man chanted:

"Today I'll brew, tomorrow bake;

Merrily I'll dance and sing.

Tomorrow will ababy bring:

The lady cannot stop my game...."

Thelittlegirl shouted with ddight, "Rumpddtiltskinismy name!™



Theyoung man was laughing with her until he saw Johnson. He stopped laughing. The puppetsfdl off his
fingers as he reached behind him. Thelittle girl stopped laughing, too, and looked a Johnson. In repose
her face |ooked agreat ded like the face of Ellen McCleary with the young man's blue eyes and

gpontaneity.
"Hello," Johnson said. He moved forward dowly, like aman moving among wild animals, so as not to
frighten them into flight or attack.

"Don't tell me you've cometo read the meter," said the young man sitting on the porch, "or that you just
wandered here by mistake."

Johnson eased himsalf down in the center of the clearing with his back to the ocean that gleamed through
the trees a degper blue than the sky. He sat cross-legged and helplessin the dust and said, "No, | came
hereto talk to you, Steve Webgster."

Webster brought hisright hand out from behind him. It had arevolver init. He supported the butt on his
knee and pointed it in Johnson's generd direction. "If you're from my wife, tell her to leave me done—me
and Shdlly—or shelll regret it." Webster's voice was harsh, and the little girl stirred nervoudy beside him,
looking at her father's face, down at the gun, and then at Johnson.

"I'vetalked to your former wife," Johnson said, "but I'm not here in her behdf done. I'm here as much for
your sake as hers, but mostly for Shelly's sake.”

"That'salot of crap,” Webster said, straightening the gun alittle.
"Y ou're frightening your daughter,” Johnson said to him.
" She wasn't frightened before you came,” Webster said.

"| redize that you and your daughter have been happy together,” Johnson said. He spread hishands asiif
he were weighing sunbeams on his palms. "But how long can it last? How long before the authorities
locate you?!

Webster waved the ugly guninthe air asif he had forgotten he held it. "That doesn't matter. Maybe
they'll find us tomorrow, maybe never. Now we're happy. We're together. Whatever happens can never
changethat."

"Suppose,” Johnson said, it could last forever. Y ou can't dways be alittle girl and her father playing
gamesin acabininthewoods. Shelly will grow up without schooling, without friends. Isthat the thing to
do for your daughter?"

"A man has got to do what hethinksisright,” Webster said stubbornly. "Now isal any of us have got.
Next month, next year, maybe something el se will happen. Something good, something bad—you can't
livefor that. Nobody knowswhat's going to happen.”

Johnson'slips tightened but Webster didn't seem to notice.

"Nobody's found meyet,” Webster said, and then his eyes focused on Johnson again. "Except you." He
noticed the gun in his hand and pointed it more purposefully at Johnson. "Except you," he repeated.

Thelittle girl beganto cry.
"Wouldn't that spoail it?" Johnson said. "Having Shelly see me shot by her father?'



"Yeah," Webdter sad. "Run insgde the cabin, Shdly," he said, looking only at Johnson. Thelittle girl didn't
move. "Go on, now. Get in the cabin." Thelittle girl cried harder. " See what you're making me do?' he
complained to Johnson.

Johnson put his hands out in the dust in agesture of helplessness. "I'm not athresat to you, and you can't
save anything by getting rid of me. If | can find you, others can. In any case, you couldn't stay herelong.
Y ou'll need food, clothing, books. Word about a man and alittle girl living here is bound to get out.

Y ou'll have to move. The moment you move the police will spot you. It's hopeless, Steve.”

Webster waved the gun intheair. "I can always choose another ending.”
"For yoursdf? Ellen said you might do that.”
"Yeah?' Webster looked interested. "Maybe for once Ellen wasright.”

"But that's not the way it ought to be," Johnson said. "Y ou're old enough to make your own decisons,
but you ought to leave Shelly out of this. She'sgot aright to live, aright to decide what she wantsto do
with her life"

"That'strue,” Webster admitted. He started to lower the gun to hisknee again, and then lifted it to point
at Johnson again. "But what does alittle girl know about life?"

"Shelll get bigger and able to make her own decisonsif you give her achance,”" Johnson said.

"A chance," Webster repeated. He raised the gun until it pointed directly at Johnson, aming it, tightening
hisfinger on thetrigger. "That's what the world never gave me. That'swhat Ellen never gave me."

Johnson sat in the dust, not moving, looking at the deadly black hole in the muzzle of the gun.

Gradualy Webster'sfinger relaxed. He lowered the revolver to the porch beside him asif he had
forgotten it. "But you're not to blame," he said.

"l suppose I'm to blame," awoman's voice said from the edge of the clearing. Ellen McCleary stepped
out from among thetrees.

Webster seemed surprised and delighted to see her. "Ellen,” he said, "it was good of you to cometo see
rrell

"Mommy," Shelly said. Shetried to get up and run to her mother, but Webster held her wrist firmly in his
hand and would not |et her go.

"That'sdl right, Shelly," Ellen said, moving easily toward the porch where her former husband and her
daughter sat. She no longer seemed tired, now that she had reached the end of her search. "Let Shelly
go," she said to Webgter.

"Not bloody likely," he said.

"Not tome," Ellen said. "Let her go with thisman.”

Webgter glanced at Johnson. Neither of them said anything.
"Let'sleave Shelly out of this" Ellen said. "It's between us, isn't it?"

"Maybeitis" Webger said. Hisfingersloosened on Shelly'swridt.



Thelittle girl had stopped crying when her mother appeared. Now she looked back and forth between
her parents, on the edge of tears but holding them back.

"Wedid it to each other,” Ellen sad; "let'snot do it to Shelly. She's not guilty of anything.”
"That'strue," Webster said. "Y ou and I—were guilty, al right.”
"Goto Mr. Johnson, Shelly,” Ellen said. Her voice was quiet but it held aquality of command.

Webster's hand fell away, and he pushed the little girl affectionately toward Johnson. "Go on, Shelly,” he
said with rough tenderness. "That man's going to take you for awalk."

Johnson held out hisarmsto thelittle girl. Shelooked at her father and then at her mother, and turned to
run to Johnson.

"That'sakind thing to do,” Ellen said.

"Oh, I can be kind,"” Webster said. He grinned, and hisface waswarm and likable.
Johnson got dowly to hiskneesin the dust of the clearing and then to hisfeet.
"It'samatter of knowing what kindnessis," Webster said.

"If you'refixed in the present,” Ellen said. "l suppose that would be a problem.”
Johnson took Shelly's hand and began moving out of the clearing.

"Now, now," Webster cautioned, "let's not be unkind. We are put here on this earth to be kind to one
another. And we have come together now to be kind to one another as we were not kind before.”

Johnson and Shelly had reached the protection of the trees and moved among them. The odor of green
growing things rose around them.

"The problem," Ellen said, "isthat we don't know what the other one means by kindness. What is
kindness to you may be unkindness to me, and the other way around.”

As Johnson and Shelly moved down the path, they could hear the voices behind them.

"Don't sart with me again,” Webster said.

"I'm not," shesaid. "Believe me, I'm not. But it'sall over, Steve. | didn't come here done, you know."
"Y ou mean you brought police" he said. Hisvoicewasrising.

"l couldn't find you by mysdlf," shesaid. "But | didn't bring them. Y ou brought them. By what you did.
Don't makeit worse, Steve. Give yoursdf up." The rest wasindistinguishable. But the sound of voices,
louder, shouting, came to them until hands reached out of bushes beside the path to grab them both.

A man'svoicesad, "Y ou're not Webgter."
Another man'svoice, on the other Sde of the path, said, "That'sall right, little girl, were police officers.

A shot came from the clearing some two hundred yards away. For amoment the world seemed
frozen—the leaves were till, the birds stopped singing, even the distant sea ceased its restless motion.
And then everything burst into sound and activity again, bodies pounded past Johnson toward the
clearing, dust hung in the air, and Shelly was crying.



"Wheres my mommy?' she said. "Where's my daddy?*

Johnson held her tightly in hisarms and tried to comfort her, but there was nothing he could say that
would not leave her poorer than she had been afew moments ago.

Then he heard footsteps approaching on the path.

"Hello, Shdlly," Ellen said heavily.

"Mommy!" thelittle girl said, and Johnson |et her go to her mother.

After amoment, Ellen said over the child's head, ™Y ou knew what was going to happen, didn't you?'
"Only if certain things occurred.”

"If I had not come here Steve might gill be dive," she said, "and if you hadn't been here both Shelly and |
might be dead.”

"People do what they must—Iike active chemicals, participating in every reaction. Some persons serve
their life purposes by driding purpossfully toward their destinations; others, by flailing out wildly in all
directions”

"What about you?'

"Others dide through life without being noticed and affect events through their presence rather than their
actions," Johnson said. "1 an—acatayst. A substance that assists areaction without participatinginit.”

"I don't know what you are," Ellen said. "But I've got alot to thank you for."
"What are you going to do now?"
"I'm going to St down and think for along time. Maybe Steve wasright. Maybe | was neglecting Shelly.”

"Children can be smothered aswell as neglected,” Johnson said. "They must be loved enough to belet go
by people who love themsel ves enough to do what they must do to be people.”

"Y ou think | should go back to my project.”
"For Shdlly's sake."

"And yours?'

"And everyone's. But that's just aguess.”

"Y ou're astrange man, Bill Johnson, and | should ask you questions, but | have the fedling that whatever
answersyou gave or didn't give, it wouldn't matter. So—let me ask you just one.” She hesitated. "Will
you come to see me again when dl thisis over. |I—I'd like you to see me as something other than a
suspicious, harried mother.”

An expression like pain passed across Johnson's face and was gone. "I can't,” he said.

"] understand.”

"No, you don't,” he said. "Just understand—I would like to know you better. But | can't.”

And he stood on the hillside, dappled by the light that came through the leaves and was reflected up from



the ocean, and he watched them walk down the path toward the road that would take them back to the
boat, back to the mainland.

In the distance afrigate bird sailed alone in the sky, circling aspot in the ocean, turning and circling and
finding nothing.

The rented room was it only by the flickering of an old neon sign outside the window. Johnson it at a
wooden table, pressed down akey on the cassette recorder in front of him, and after amoment began to

speak.

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson," hesaid. ™Y ou have just returned to her mother thelittle girl who will grow up
to perfect the thermonuclear power generator, and you don't remember. Y ou may find asmdl itemin the
newspaper about it, but you will find no mention of the part you played in recovering the girl.

"For thisthere are severd possible explanations...." After he had finished, he sat slently for severd
minutes while the cassette continued to hiss, until he remembered to reach forward and pressthe lever
marked " Stop."

|Go to Contents |

Episode Three

Man of the Hour

Thefirg thing he saw when he opened his eyes was the audio cassette dangling by a string from the
remains of ameta light fixture surrounding anaked bulb in the calling. The bulb was dark but the room
was partidly illuminated by the sunlight streaming through ripsin the blind that tried to shade the window
to hisright. One stray sunbeam fell across the old wrought-iron bed in which he was lying on his back,
the white chenille bedspread with its pattern worn down to random tufts and athin, pink cotton blanket
bunched at the foot of the bed, and under him amattress in which the springs had long since chosen

anarchy.

The room was smdll, no more than twelve feet wide and fifteen feet long, and it was dirty in waysthat no
sweeping and scrubbing could eradicate. Dirt was ground into the pitted plastic of the floor and pounded
into cracksin thewalls and the ceiling. The room even smelled dirty, of ancient hamburgers and pizzas
and tacos smuggled into the room in paper sacks and their crumbs and drips left where they had falen, of
the sweet and sweaty stink of poverty. And the room was hot. The window was haf raised, and
occasiondly agust of humid air would flap the shade and roll the dust kitties acrossthe floor and rattle
the heap of insect carcasses on the scarred wooden table under the light.

The man on the bed who did not know his name rolled onto his side and then sat up, hisfeet flat on the
sticky floor. He was a pleasant-looking young man with curly brown hair and dark eyesand awell
shaped but not heavily muscled body whose skin had abrown cast to it. He was about five feet ten, not
tall enough nor short enough to be noticeable. Nothing about him was remarkable. His chest was hairless.
He had been deeping in his boxer shorts.

He stood up, testing hisbalance asif he had to think about it, wiggling hisfingers, hisarms extended, asif
to check the messages his nerves sent up hisarmsto his brain, rotating his shoulders experimentally. He
reached the table in the center of the floor with two short steps, and reached out for the dangling
cassette. He pulled it free with one hand, breaking the string that held it to the ceiling fixture, and turned it
over. Something was printed in neat small letters on the sticker attached to it.
"IMPORTANTINFORMATION," it said.



The man looked around the room, at the two rung-backed wooden chairs next to the table, at the ruined
upholstered chair in the corner with the old reading lamp on aflexible metal arm rising over the back like
afrozen cobra, at the three battered wooden doors set into adjacent walls. One of them was narrower
than the others and occupied asill six inches off the floor. Behind it was a bathroom tiled in black and
white plagtic squares, nearly hdf the tiles were missng. When the man came out he put on the clothing he
found hanging in acloset behind one of the doors. The clothing was nester and newer than the room: a
light-blue dress shirt, apair of gray dacks, agray tweed jacket, apair of black shoes, relatively
unscuffed, recently shined. An old suitcase stood in the back of the closet.

On the table was a small hegp of belongings: afew coins, ahotd key with the number "506" incised into
it, ablack pocket comb, and abillfold. In the billfold were three dollar bills, a pawnshop ticket, aVisa
credit card, and a plastic-encased sociad security card. The credit card and the socid security card
carried the name "Bill Johnson.” The credit card had a note attached to it with a paper clip. The note was
printed on yellow, ruled paper and said, "This card is overdrawn. If you try to useit, you may be
arrested." The man removed the note and put it into his jacket pocket dong with the paper clip, put the
cardsinto hishillfold with the dollar bills, picked up the cassette and puit it in the other pocket.

Behind the third door was adim halway lighted only by agray window at the far end. A thin, dusty
runner was tacked to the center of the wooden floor. Halfway down the hall the man came upon the
degjected black metal doors of an elevator. When he pushed the button beside the doors, he heard no
movement, no response, distant or near, and he turned and walked to anearby stairwell. Five dark flights
of stairs down, the staircase emerged into adusty lobby. A few overstuffed chairs, in scarcely better
shape than the one in the man's room, sagged in the corners. Between two of them was an oak library
table from which the veneer was pedling in places. On it was an imitation Tiffany lamp. Beside thelamp
was atorn envelope and an old Time magazine.

The man looked at the magazine asif he wanted to pick it up, but behind the desk to the left athin, sour
voice said, "Mr. Johnson. | hope you have the money to pay your overdue bill. Otherwise....”

"I'll get it today," the man said. "Tomorrow at the latest. Isthere astore near here where | can play a
castte?!

"If | wereyou," said the man behind the desk, who had risen to hisfeet and leaned bony elbows on the
counter, "1'd worry about getting ajob and not about no music.”

"It will hdpmeget ajob.”

The man behind the desk jerked his head toward his|eft shoulder. " Just down the street therésamusic
gore" he said. "Least there was. Maybe they're ftill in business.” His voice was skeptical but abit less
grident.

"Thanks," the man said.

"How come you don't say 'may the future be kind,' " the desk clerk asked in atone that was dmost
friendly, "like you dways do?'

"May thefuture bekind," the man said.

A hot mercilesswind blew down the nearly deserted street carrying dust and bits of paper. No cars were
parked dong the curb, but here and there a stripped hulk appeared like the bones of adinosaur
unearthed from strata of garbage and old newspapers. No cars disturbed the potholed streets. Here and
there solitary figures skulked along the boarded store-and building-fronts, but they no longer had the
Spirit to be dangerous. One approached the better-dressed man and held out its hand in ritua but



hopeless apped. He put adollar init. Asif by magic, ragged children appeared with their hands out, and
the man gave away his other dollar bills and the coinsin his pocket before he demongtrated that his
billfold and his pockets were empty and the beggars disappeared as quickly asthey had assembled.

Likethe rest of the world, the music store had seen better days. Actudly it was aused music store, with
long-playing recordsin battered cardboard envel opes racked in bins and cassettes, with and without
plastic cases, tossed into hegps on tabletops, and arack of scarred CD-Rom disks. Inthe air wasthe
lingering odor of an arométic herb only dightly masked by the smell of incense. An aging young woman
with long, black, uncombed hair stood behind a narrow counter toward the front of the dark shop. She
wore a shapeless gown printed with blue and yellow flowers; it exposed one white shoulder. She swayed
back and forth with her eyes haf closed asif hearing someinterna melody.

"May | listen to one of the cassettes?" the man asked after amoment of standing in front of the woman
without being noticed.

With adow wave of her right hand, the woman motioned toward a dingy, glassed-in booth at the back
of the shop. The man made a pretense of sorting through the cassettes on the table near the counter and
then picking one. In the glass booth he dipped the cassette from his pocket and placed itin an old
machine that seemed fastened to the counter. When he clicked the cover down and pressed alever
marked "Play," avoice boomed out. Quickly he turned down the volume to where he could barely hear
it.

"...nameisBill Johnson," the cassette player said imperfectly. ™Y ou have just returned to her mother the
little girl who will grow up to perfect the thermonuclear power generator, and you don't remember. You
may find asmdl item in the newspaper about it, but you will find no mention of the part you played in
recovering thegirl.

"For thisthere are severd possible explanations, including the likelihood that | may be lying or deceived
or insane. But the explanation on which you must act isthat | havetold you the truth: you are aman who
was born in afuture that has amost used up al hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the
eventsthat created that future.

"Am| tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comeslike avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natural course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.

"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exigt in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"| recorded this message last night to tell you what | know, before | had to pawn the recorder for money
to make apartial payment on theroom, just as| learned about mysdlf afew daysago by listeningto a
recording like this one, for | am you and we are one, and we have done this many times before...."

After the voice stopped the tape continued to hiss past the sound head while the man named Johnson
stood in the dust-covered, glassed-in booth staring through the darkened store toward the glowing
rectangles of the door and the front window. Then he shook his head asif to loosen the cobwebsinside
it, stopped the player, retrieved the cassette, and dipped it into his pocket while he picked up the one he
had placed beside the machine. He opened the door and walked toward the front of the store and put
the cassette in his hand back onto the table.

"Sorry," he said, but the woman at the counter wasn't paying attention to anything but the musicin her
head. "Do you know where | might get ajob?" he asked. The woman didn't respond. "Do you have any
ideawhere aman might apply for ajob?' Johnson asked again.



The woman waved her left hand. Johnson opened his mouth asif to ask again when he glanced in the
direction the woman had waved. Across the street was a billboard in avacant lot where a building had
been torn down. On the billboard was the picture of a man with white hair but ayouthful, tanned, strong
face. The face was serious, concerned, sympathetic. Beside the face were the words:. " Out of work? Il
hireyou." And below thet, in smdler letters "Apply a:...." Then came an addressin dightly different
letters, asif the poster had been printed without them and the address inserted afterward. Under the
picturewas anamein letters aslarge as the message: "Arthur King."

Johnson looked at the billboard for along time, much longer than necessary to read and understand the
sample message. His eyes were open and dightly unfocused, asif he were not so much looking at the
billboard as beyond it. Then he shook himself like aperson trying to rid himsalf of unwanted thoughts.
"Thanks," he said. He paused at the door and looked back at the woman. "May the future be kind."

Shedid not reply.

The employment office wasin adistant part of the city that Johnson learned was Los Angeles, and it took
him more than two hoursto walk there. The office was located in awarehouse jury-rigged with portable
plagtic partitions and fluorescent light fixtures dangling from chains and cords, and cords snaking across
the floor. The building wasin adigtrict with small factories and other warehouses, but here the
atmosphere was different. The wind was il hot, but the streets had been swept, cars and trucks moved
along them, the buildings were occupied, and people walked on the Sdewa ks asif they had a destination
and a purpose. Above the warehouse and most of the other buildings was asign that read: "King
Internationd.”

After the street the warehouse was cool and dusky. In afew seconds Johnson's pupils expanded. A large
bare room wasfilled with people. At first they seemed like an unorganized mob, and then order began to
appear. They formed aline beginning a an open doorway in awal forty feet from the entrance and
Serpentining its way to cover most of the space between the sde walls that were dmost twice asfar apart
asfrom front to back.

People came through the door behind Johnson and brushed past him to join the near end of theline
before he, too, went to stand in it and was, in turn, followed by others who kept coming and coming until
he was merely apart of aprocess. Uniformed men and women with the words "King International”
embroidered within an ova on their left breast pocket kept it a human process, however. They moved
among the waiting jobseekers with folding chairs, coffee, soft drinks, doughnuts, and words of
encouragement. "Please be patient,” they said sympathetically. "Don't worry. There are jobsfor
everybody. But it will take alittletime.”

Behind Johnson someone snorted. "A littletime," a cultivated voice said scornfully. "It'staken five years."

Johnson turned. The man behind him was lean and middle-aged. He had iron-gray hair and bushy
eyebrows and aface that looked asif it had been carved from the side of amountain, but as he noticed
Johnson's gaze the stone turned into a sardonic smile. "Howdy, friend," he said in an imitation of
midwestern neighborliness.

"I'm very well," Johnson said, "and how are you?' The other man dropped his pretense when he heard
Johnson'svoice. "Better than | have been," he said. "Thereés been alot of misery around, and I've had my
ghae”

His name, he said, was Robert Scott, and he had been a professor of politica science in the days when
society could afford universities and people could afford to attend them. But he had been
released—"terminated,” in the language of the profession—during the early days of the Depression, and



ever since he had been unable to find work except for some editing and ghost-writing assignments that
had dwindled into proofreading and then to nothing. "1 worked my way through college asatelevison
technician. but there hasn't been anything in that line elther. King has its own communications section,
however."

Johnson did not talk about himself. Instead he asked questions and brought the conversation back,
findly, to Scott's origind skepticism about the lengthy wait. "Surdly if King advertisesjobsfor everyone,
hewill haveto supply them.”

"Sure hewill,” Scott said. "I'm not worried about that, even though it doesn't seem likely that even the
biggest conglomerate in the world can afford to hire everyone that's out of work. But if it could, why did
it wait solong?’

Johnson looked curious. Scott looked to either Sde asif he feared that he might be overheard and what
he said might endanger his chances of employment. He lowered hisvoice. "I'll tell you why. Because
King isone of the few companiesthat has prospered during the Depression.”

"Surely that is an indication of good management,” Johnson said.

"I'll give King credit for that,” Scott said, "though | wonder about an enterprise that profitswhen
everybody eseis miserable. He's shrewd enough. Maybe too shrewd.”

"How can his offer be anything but generous?”

The line shuffled forward. Scott looked around to seeif any of the people in uniform were near. "King
has bought up alot of distressed industries recently, farms at bargain prices, and has negotiated a great
many contracts that will be real moneymakersif the economy picks up and people sart buying again.”

"How do you know these things?'

"It'sin the papers. Y ou can put it together if you're looking. And just because I'm unemployed doesn't
mean | can't reed; the public library Hill isopen acouple of hoursaday.”

"So what King pays people he will get right back when they buy the food and other goods he produces.”

"They're going to spend everything they make, dl right. And it'sgoing right back into King's pocket. Plus
the money from the people he doesn't pay. Plusthe increase in prices as the economy improves. The
contracts he ownswill be worth two or three times as much as he paid for them. Theindustrieshe
doesn't own will want to hire more people, but they will have to get them from him."

"But isn't he doing what government could have done—should have done? Put people back to work?
End the Depresson?”’

"Government isunwieldy and pulled in dozens of directions by thousands of influences. And it's bound by
laws and regulations, some of which King has persuaded Congressto waive, like the minimum wage."

"If Congress can waiveit, Congress can reindateit.”
"They won't haveto," Scott said. "King will raise wages himsdf before the cry goes up for him to do so."

"If government can't get the country out of a Depression, surely we should be grateful to someone who
can. Evenif hemakesaprofit at it."

"Grateful?' Scott said. "Sure. And if it'sonly profit King is after, | guessthe world can survivethat. It



survived Henry Ford, who paid hisworkers five dollars aday during a Depression when the standard
was lessthan half that, and they made him abillionaire. But I've got afeding theré's something else
behind this, and I'm going to find out what it is."

But soon it wasthe end of the day, and they had nothing to show for their wait but a card attesting to
ther placeinline.

By the middle of the second day Johnson and Scott were alowed to pass through the far door with a
group of ten other gpplicants. They faced a corridor with arow of cubicles on either sde of it and aman
and woman in uniform passing out questionnaires and forms and pencils.

"So long, Johnson," Scott said. "Good luck. Keep in touch.” He smiled ironicaly.

"That might not be so easy to do," Johnson said. "But | have afeding we will meet again. And good luck
to you. Whatever you do, don't give up.”

"l won't," Scott said grimly. "I'll keep digging.”

"I know you'l do that,” Johnson said. "I mean on life and people. Give them achance and they'll come
out theright way."

"I think you believethat. | hope you'reright.” But Scott shook his head as he accepted papers and pencil.

The cubicle was not much larger than avoting booth. It held asmall table and a chair. Johnson sat down
and filled out an employment questionnaire and a psychological evauation form. It took him awhile. At
some of the questions he stared for several minutes before finaly putting down an answer; others he
amply left blank. By the time he was done Scott and al the others with whom he had been admitted
were gone. The uniformed woman who took his paperstold him to return the next day for an interview.

"l don't have any money," hetold her, "and dl I've had to eat in the past two days are the doughnuts and
coffee you've passed out.”

She smiled sympathetically and gave him acard. "Print your name here and sign it, and the cashier asyou
go out will advance you ten dollars againgt whatever sdary you finaly earn.”

"What if | don't come back?"

She smiled again. "Y ou'll be back. No one wants to miss out on ajob. If by some strange chance you
don', King International will consder it charity. That'stheway Mr. King wantsit."

"BlessMr. King," Johnson said without irony.
"That'swhat they dl say."

The next morning Johnson was admitted to the presence of aweary interviewer. She had an office with
red though movable walls made of plywood, a standard-size metal desk with acomputer termind, and
two metal-and-plastic chairs. Theinterviewer was a dark-haired young woman in tan dacksand a
blouse. In other circumstances she might have been beautiful, but she wasinvolved in a process that
evauated peoplein termsof skillsand numbers.

Johnson smiled warmly at her, but she did not ook up from the computer screen as he sat down inthe
chair beside the desk.

"Bill Johnson?' sheinquired. He admitted that was who he was. "Bill, not William?" she continued. He



confirmed that. "Y ou have some curious gapsin your past history. No birthdate? No parents? No
schooling? No—"

"I have some curious ggpsin my memory," Johnson said.

"Why isthat?'

"As| noted on the questionnaire, | seem to have attacks of amnesa”

Shelooked at him for the first time and frowned. "Are you under trestment for this condition?"

"There doesn't seem to be anything anyone can do.” It was not an answer to her question, but she didn't
seem to notice.

"Wadl," she sad, reacting to the change in her routine as much as she had earlier seemed to immerse
hersdf initslack of variety, "there doesn't seem much you're qudified to do.”

"Perhaps something for which alack of prior attachments might be an asset?" Johnson suggested.

Shelooked at her computer scope and punched a couple of keys. "Y ou do have an unusua
psychologica profile: high empathy, low sdf-interest, high loydty, low acquisitiveness, high
trustworthiness, low—"

"Surely theré'sajob for somebody like that.”

She gave him a quick suspicious glance and pushed more keys. ™Y our written responses would haveto
be checked by professona psychologists on our g&ff, of course...."

"l understand.”
"Because you could be fasfying your answers...."
"I've been totaly candid.”

"But you might be qudified,” she said rductantly, "for aspecia position that we've been asked tofill." She
looked at him defiantly before her expression began to soften in the face of his calm concern. "We do get
people who try to fake the questionnaires," she said. "It doesn't work. Not for long, anyway. We have
waysto cross-check everything. But the official information about you in the socia security and credit
files doesn't contradict your statements.”

"Aren't those confidentia ?* he asked innocently.

Shelooked at him scornfully and pressed another button. The desk began to talk to itself and then achart
unrolled from a printer beside her. Shetoreit off and inserted it into an envelope with aKing Internationa
return and apressure sedl. " The psychologists will catch you up in any contradictions. Thisisto be
handed to the woman at the desk down the hall—unopened.”

He stood up and accepted the envelope. "May the future be kind," he said.

"Good luck," she said and smiled. It was awarm and honest smile, and it transformed her face. "Don't
open theenvelope,” shesad.

It was atest, of course—one of many. But none of them tripped him up, and neither did the
psychologists to whom hetalked at greet length, answering their questions and taking their tests. A day
later, with al his belongings, few asthey were, packed into the shabby suitcase from his closet and a



small advance againg his sdlary goneto pay hisback rent, he was driven in an inconspicuous brown
automobile through the streets and freeways of aL.os Angeles grown gray through five years of
Depresson but amost free of smog asindustrid activity and automobile exhausts dwindled toward zero.
The car was bigger on theinside than it seemed on the outside. It had a high-powered and illegal engine
and aback seat that included a built-in bar, atelevison set, and atelephone. It dso had auniformed
chauffeur who did not answer questions.

Thetrip continued for amost an hour in silence as they passed through a decent middle-class suburb that
had survived hard times better than most. Againgt the foothills of the San Gabridl mountains, asthe
houses dwindled behind, trees began to line the road and then cluster into asmall forest as they turned of f
the highway onto aroad |eading toward the mountains and what seemed like amodest ranch house.

They cameto ameta gate that swung open as they approached. It was set between inconspicuous brick
pillars on which small, restless cameras were dmost unnoticeable, and chain-link fencing set between
brick columnswasinvisble until onewas uponit.

Thiswasthe home of Arthur King.

The King mansion was afantasy world. Like Alice faling down the rabbit hole, vast vistas opened in
front of the intruder and surprises waited around every turn. Theworld outsde was agrim redlity that
gritted between the teeth; the world inside was spotless and shiny. It gleamed in Johnson'seyesashe
entered so that he could only discern the outline of the uniformed guard who patted him down efficiently.
And asthe spotlight dimmed, the walls of the entranceway remained milkily tranducent, asif they
conced ed secrets like ameta detector and a fluoroscope.

The flagstoned entranceway opened into ahallway that surrounded aglass-walled atrium, filled with
cactus and other colorful desert plants aswell aslizards and snakes and birds. It was open, apparently,
to the air above, though it may have been covered by afine mesh. Johnson had only amoment to gaze at
it, however, before adoor opened automaticaly on hisleft asif commanding his entrance.

Insdewasalibrary. Except for an opening in the right wall for adoor, the wals were lined with booksin
uniform editions. There were large leather chairsin each corner, each with areading lamp, and againgt the
near wall aleather sofawith atable behind it. The dominant festure of the room, however, was amassive
wooden desk, so large and intricately carved in dark walnut and tooled greenish-black leather, like the
furniture, that it had to be one of akind. It even made petite the figure of the woman sitting behind it, who
beckoned dowly to Johnson with her right hand upraised and her fingers curling toward her face. As
Johnson approached the desk, however, he could see that the woman was not small; it was the desk that
waslarge.

The woman was attractive but her face and body had been shaped by discipline and the habit of
command. Her hair was dark with single strands of gray, her face a pattern of planes and triangles, her
body tall and trim in ablack, tailored dress, and her eyes|like the hooded gaze of afacon, watchful,
unwavering.

"My nameisJessca’" shesad, asif she neither had nor needed alast name, "and | am the manager of
this household. Y ou are Johnson," she went on, asif providing for him the necessary baptismal function,
"and you will be paid two hundred dollars aweek after deducting the advance. Twenty-five dollars of
that will bein U.S. currency, one hundred seventy-five in King scrip.” Johnson opened his mouth, and
she held up her hand. "Those are the same arrangements offered all new King employees. Thescripis
exchangeable at King stores of al kinds and shortly is expected to be accepted at other stores. All thisis
academic since you will be living here—you will have aroom below in the employees quarters. You
have a private bath, but you will egt in the employees mess, dso on the floor below. Y ou will be on call



twenty-four hours aday, and you will have no occasion nor need to spend money. Isthat understood?”

Johnson nodded. Jessicas gray eyes appraised him before she went on, her voice not quite so
peremptory. Y ou will be the persond assistant to Mr. King himself," she said. Her eyes glanced at the
other door to the room and back to Johnson. ™Y ou will do anything Mr. King tellsyou to do, and, in
time, anticipate his wishes before he makes them known. Thiswill include but not be limited to carrying
messages, bringing mail, fetching drinks, picking up newspapers or magazines where Mr. King may leave
them, listening to Mr. King whenever he chooses to speak to you but never when heis speaking to
anyone elsein your presence. Y ou will never, never touch anything on Mr. King's desk, and you will
never, never, never mention to anyone anything about Mr. King or hisaffairs.”

Shedid not ask thistime if Johnson understood, but her gaze still was on his face and he nodded anyway.

"Mr. King has had other personal assistants who were unsatisfactory in oneway or another. They dl had
to be gotten rid of." She did not elaborate on the fate that had befallen Johnson's predecessors, but her
expression grew abit more severe as she said the words, and it was clearly an end to be avoided.

Johnson nodded again, asif to indicate that it would not be necessary to "get rid of" him.

"Itisthe business of dl of usto free Mr. King from the concerns of everyday living that might keep him
from hisgreat work," she said reverently. King's"great work™ dicited ardigiousfeding from Jessica.

Johnson did not ask what that great work was.

"Mr. King'swife and daughter live with him in theliving quarters on thisfloor, Mrs. King in the bedroom
connecting with Mr. King's, Miss King on the opposite side of the arium.” From her tone Jessicadid not
care much for Mrs. King and even less for King's daughter. ™Y ou will address them as Mrs. King and
MissKing. If either of them asks you to do something for them, you will pass the request on to another
member of the household. Y ou must befree at al timesto take care of Mr. King."

Johnson nodded.
"Do you speak?" Jessica asked.

"Only when necessary."

Jessicas face thawed into awintry smile, asif she would have been happier in atimewhen it was
standard practice to remove the tongues of persond servants. "I think you'll do, Johnson.”

"I'll do my best," he said. His smile melted Jessi ca's expression into something resembling spring.
"I think you will. Saly?'Y ou will show Johnson around the living quarters and then hisroom."

Johnson turned to the door through which he had entered the library. There, summoned by some
mysterious agency, was ayoung woman dressed in the black uniform of amaid. When Johnson reached
the door and turned back to thank Jessica, she dready was busy at the desk doing something that took
all her attention behind the raised tooled |eather of the desk top; to her right severd shelves of books had
swung open to reved the glowing screens of television and computer.

Where Jesscawas al command, Sally was al sweet compliance. "That isMr. King's bedroom,” she said
about thefirst closed door they cameto on theleft. "And that's Mrs. King's bedroom,” she said about the
second. Beyond was alarge casud living room looking out upon the end of aswimming pool and beach
house and beyond, alow structure that Sally said was a guest cottage.



On the other side of the atrium was aforma dining room looking out upon green lawn and trees. The
next closed door was Miss King's bedroom, and the open door beyond exposed the neat order of
Jessicasroom.

" She doesn't have aroom in the employees quarters?' Johnson asked.
"No, sr," Saly said, her blue eyesround asif surprised at the notion that Jessicawas an employee.

The front hallway had only the entranceway through which Johnson had passed and the space beside it
that provided room for the guard who had frisked him and perhaps other equipment and personnel to
monitor the grounds and the interior of the building. At the opposite end, past al the closed doors and the
living room again, stairs had been carved from the rock of the mountainsde. Down those stairswas a
painted cement corridor, and afew steps beyond, another, apparently matching the hallways on the floor
above.

Cut into the rock was a big kitchen and alarge commund dining hal. The space under the atrium was
unused, but small roomslined each of the corridors. Johnson counted ten on each Side.

Hisroom was under Mr. King's, Sdlly said. In addition to the other facilities, it had an elevator that
opened into Mr. King's bedroom. The elevator was small, aclosefit for two people; the control pandl
hed four buttonsoniit.

"Therés another floor below this," Sally said. "It holds service equipment, supplies—enough food for
months—rooms for the guards, and the arsend "

"The arsend?' Johnson repested.

She nodded asif every house she had worked in had an arsend.

"And thefloor below that?' Johnson asked. "Thereisn't any,” she said.
Johnson did not ask about the purpose of the fourth button on the panel.
"Thanks" Johnson said.

"If you need anything dse," she said, smiling prettily, "my roomisjust down the hal. Number sx." Asshe
turned away, she looked back at him asif to discover if he understood. He smiled to show that he did.

Hisroom was not much larger than the room at the old hotel in which he had awakened, but it was
sanitized-clean. It held atwin bed, achair upholstered in serviceable brown plastic, areading lamp, a
small wooden desk and chair, achest of drawers, and a closat. His suitcase had already been ddlivered
and unpacked, perhaps by the delicate white hands of Sally hersdlf, but new clothing had been hung in
the closet asif to suggest that he should put on the gray dacks, white shirt, and navy blazer.

The bathroom was smdll but serviceable. A woman apparently had occupied the room just before him,
for the cabinet behind the bathroom mirror still held hairgpray, shampoo, and makeup items. Johnson did
not remove them. He took ashower and changed into the new clothesin the closet. As hefinished
buttoning the shirt, he turned toward the door. It was open. A young woman was standing in the
doorway.

She was not much more than an adolescent, but she had the mature figure of awoman. She was
dark-haired and dark-browed, and she leaned against the doorframe, ducking her head and looking up
at him through her luxuriant eyelashes as she pressed her body toward him asif to make available the
curves she had recently acquired.



"Hi," shesadinanimitation of asultry voice. "I'm Angd."
"Y ou must be MissKing," Johnson said. "I'm—"

"I know who you are," she said, pouting, asif sulking because Johnson had recognized her. "You're
Daddy's new assistant. | can tell you what happened to the last one."

"No thanks," Johnson said.

"It'sredly tough,” she said in her child'svoice, "trying to compete with al the free Stuff that's floating
around here."

"l don't think | understand,” Johnson said.

"Oh, you understand, dl right," Angdl said, her eyes studying him insolently.

"Angd!" asharp voice said from the corridor.

Angd turned toward the voice with irritating 9 owness.

"Y ou know your father doesn't like you to come down to the employees levels,”" the voice said.

"Daddy doesn't carewhat | do,” Angel said. "Y ou're the only one who cares. And you aren't my
mother." But she douched away, her pose as an enchantress broken now and then by the unconscious
bounce of youth.

"Thank God for that!" the voice said. As Johnson moved toward the doorway, the owner of the voice
cameinto view in the corridor. She was awoman of natural blondness and fair-skinned beauty who
would have been stunningly attractive if her mouth had not been pinched with the gpparent effort to keep
her temper in check. "Y ou're the new assistant, aren't you?' she asked, smiling and changing her
appearance and even the lines of her dender body at the sametime.

"Bill Johnson," hesaid.
"I'm Evangeline. Mrs. King. Please call me Evangeline.”
"I've been ingtructed to call you Mrs. King."

"By Jessica, no doubt. Wl you can call me Mrs. King when Jessicais around but Evangeline when
weredone. And | hope we will be alone often.” She smiled again. It wasafriendly smilewith just a
touch of sensudity asif to say, "'l would never congder any kind of relationship that was anything but
proper—~but for you | might make an exception.”

Angel passed going in the other direction. "Y ou seewhat | mean?' she said vicioudy.
Evangdine's mouth pinched again. "I have to gpologize for Angd. Shethinks any new man—"

But Johnson did not discover what Angel thought about new men, because just then a buzzer sounded
abovethe bed. Asheturned toward it, Evangdine said, "That's the summons of the master. Y ou'll get
used toit. I'll show you theway." She opened the door of the elevator and stood so close to the entrance
that he had to brush against her as he entered. "I'd better not go up with you," she said. "Just pressthe
top button.”

He pressed the top button. The closing door shut off hisview of the beautiful woman who was not
Angd's mother but the present Mrs. King, whatever number that was.



When the elevator door opened in front of Johnson, it revedled abedroom as big asasmal house. Its
gpaciousness dwarfed even the carved walnut custom-made bed againgt the far wall. The west wall was
glass. Open drapes reveded alarge swvimming pool filled with blue water and surrounded by smooth
paving. The pool was set about with chairs and tables and colorful umbrellas. Beyond the white paving
was close-cropped green grass. Reflections from the pool rippled across the ceiling of the room.

The carpet was a soft beige deep pile. On it was an assortment of uphol stered chairs and sofas dong
with lamps and tables, asmall desk, and a bar with aliberally stocked cabinet behind it. Arthur King
stood at the bar in shiny yellow swimming trunks and an open terrycloth jacket. His body and face were
lean and tanned and youthful, and hiswhite hair made them seem even more spectacularly young and
vital. He turned from fixing himself adrink as the €levator door opened.

"You're Bill Johnson,” he said warmly, striding forward and extending his right hand. "I hope werre going
to befriends"

King's hand was warm and dry and strong. "1 certainly hope so, Mr. King. | don't remember having any
friends”

"Please” King said and smiled. "All my friendscal meArt.”
"| couldn't do that."

King released Johnson's hand and turned to the bar. The smile dipped unnoticed from hisface, likethe
refrigerator light that goes out when the door is closed. "Don't mind Jessica. She lets the demands of her
job overwhelm her humanity. Here," he said, picking up aglass and handing it to Johnson, "you can Sart
by fixing me some scotch on the rocks." As Johnson took the glass and put ice cubesinto it and then
began pouring scotch over them, King went on. "What's this about your memory? Obvioudy you didn't
forget how to talk or eat or how to do thingslike fixing adrink."

Johnson held out the glassto King. "Just persond matters. Asif | had made aturn into another redity
where my memories of who | was or what | have done don't belong. Or asif | was reborn into another
world, full-grown but without any memories of how | got here."

"Hasit happened before?"

Johnson smiled. "I don't remember. But thereis some evidence that it has."
"Then it might heppen again.”

Johnson nodded. "If it does, | hope you will be patient with me."

"Have you tried to retrace your past?'

Johnson shook hishead. "It isnt asif | have fugitive memorieswaiting to be restimulated. | have no
memoriesat dl. Meeting people | had known before would be like meeting strangers. | have the feding
that | might aswell build anew life

King sat down on the edge of the desk and raised hisglass asif to toast Johnson's unusual condition.
"So. It'sjudt like starting with ablank date. Y ou can write anything you want." Johnson nodded. "I like
that,” King said. Hisface seemed dmost wigtful. "Sometimes| wish | could doit." Then hisfacefirmed
into its customary appearance of resolution, and he looked once more like the richest man in theworld.
"But not for long." Hetook along sip from hisglass.

"I wouldn't think so," Johnson said. "Y ou're doing something important.”



King looked up abit too quickly. "What's that? Oh, you mean putting people back to work."
"And everybody isgrateful

King shook hishead. "They'll soon forget. Gratitude is the emotion of the hour; loveisfor the day.
Hatred lagts dl lifelong." Helooked gppraisngly a Johnson. "But if anyone has the meansto help these
days, heoughttodoit.”

"Not everybody fedsthat way."

"They should,” King said. "They should. Anyway, it's only abeginning. After we get to know each other
better, maybe I'll tell you therest of it. It's hard to find somebody to talk to, you know. Almost
everybody wants something from you or wants you to do something.”

The door to the hallway opened and Angel entered the room. She was wearing awhite bathing suit with
lace around the top and bottom, and she carried awhite terrycloth robe. She walked like alittle girl now
and spokein alittle girl'svoice. "Hello, Daddy. Ready for our swim?"

"Isit that time dready? Angdl, thisis Bill Johnson.”
Angel smiled at Johnson coquettishly. "Weve dready met.”

"I'll bet you have," King said. He spoke to Johnson asif Angel weren't present. "My daughter islike
many girls deprived of their fathers by divorce or death or the demands of a career.”

"Daddy!” Angdl sad.

King went on. " She wants the attention of every man she meets, and she'swilling to do anything to get it.
Anything."

"Daddy!" Angdl sad, closeto tears.

"My friends and associates know this" King said, reaching out to pull his daughter closeto him, "and give
her the attention she craves without making her pay the price.”

Johnson nodded asif to acknowledge the words without necessarily agreeing with them.

The door into the next bedroom opened, and Evangeline stood in the doorway |ooking coolly beautiful in
apaegreen summer dress.

"My wife" King said, "on the other hand, knows that she is the center of attention wherever she goes, but
she likes the effect she has on men and the effect their attentions have on me. And she likesto proveto
Ange that beside her mature charms Angdl's adol escent whoring doesn't stand a chance.”

"Oh, Daddy!" Angel said despairingly, but she hugged her father tightly around thewaist.

King turned. "Come on, Angel," he said with rough affection, and dapped her on the bottom as he turned
toward the patio door. "Let's have our swim."

Evangdline looked after them with atrace of asmile on her beautiful lips. "Welcometo our happy family,
Mr. Johnson,” she said.

The next few days settled into aroutine in which Johnson was dipped into the King family lifelikea
precision-ground gear, meshing smoothly with everyone e se, making the whole machine work. Angel
and Evangdline attempted to recruit him, each in her own way, in the no-holds-barred beattle for King's



favor. But Johnson indicated that he not only was neutral but, asfar as they were concerned, neuter as
well. King seemed to enjoy the competition, asif it were agame he played to take hismind off amore
important competition elsawhere, and he even incited them to grester efforts. With Johnson, on the other
hand, he was aways charismétic, asif Johnson's opinion mattered because he had no involvements.

With Jessica, King behaved differently. When he spoke to her he used short, brisk sentences without
emoation, asif thiswere the businessman who had accumulated amonumenta fortune. Every morning
after an early swim and breskfast while he read newspapers beside the pool, he spent acouple of hours
in the study with Jessica. Johnson was never present, but occasionaly he would see them together behind
the desk, studying the computer, participating in atelevised conference, or discussing weighty mattersin
hushed voices.

King would emerge from the study looking grim to eat lunch with his daughter or hiswife, sometimes
both. Frequently he would ask Johnson to join them and Johnson would be a spectator at the baiting that
congtituted their principle mode of intercourse. In the afternoon King read amystery novel or spy thriller,
swam for haf an hour, ngpped in the big bed, rising refreshed for severa scotchesin theliving room
before dinner, bantering with hiswife and daughter, chatting with Johnson, and eating dinner formaly in
the big dining room with hisfamily and Jessica. Johnson was not invited to join them for dinner, but
afterward King watched afilm in the study, where one panel rolled down to expose a screen and another
panel opened to expose a projector, with whoever wanted to watch invited, including Johnson. He was
inbed by eeven.

Twice the routine was disturbed by the arriva of ayoung man, a different one each time, each admitted in
the late afternoon and spending more than an hour in the study with King and Jessica. One of them had
hurried away immediately afterward, but the other stayed for the socia hour and dinner.

King introduced him as Doug France.
"Andthis"" Doug said, raising hisglassto King, "isthe next President of the United States."
"That'senough!" Jessicasaid in her most peremptory tone of command.

King grinned. "Now, Doug, you know I'm going to turn it down." He looked boyishly modest and at the
same time aman of wisdom and mature judgment.

"All the same," Doug said stubbornly, "you're what this country needs—and the world, too."
Johnson turned to King. " Are you thinking of running for Presdent, Mr. King?"

"That's none of your business!" Jessica snapped.

"Now, Jessica," King sad. "Bill isone of the family.”

"Y ou must not have been watching televison,” Evangeline said lightly. "It'sbeen on al the news. Both
party conventions are coming up in the next couple of weeks, and party |eaders on both sides have
talked of nominating Art astheir candidate.”

King laughed. He seemed to be enjoying the discussion. "That's because I've been smart enough never to
become involved in politics, and when I've made contributions to candidates I've dways given equal
amountsto each sde.”

"Gee, Daddy," Angel said, "would you be the first candidate ever nominated by both parties?"
"Eisenhower might have had it if he hadn't identified himself as a Republican before the conventions,”



King said. "But hewasawar hero."
"It's better to be apeace hero, darling,” Evangdine said.

"No manisaheroto hisvaet," King saidironicaly, smiling at Johnson. "Nor to hiswife," he added,
looking at Evangdine. "Or to his daughter," he continued, turning his gaze toward Angel.

Each of them looked injured but unwilling to admit it by protesting their admiration for King, asif by
restraining their natural impulsesthey could deny his power to hurt them.

"Inany case" King went on, looking a Doug, "“it'sal academic. Paliticsisnot for me. Campaigning,
promises, compromises, concessions...."

"Tothegood old daysl" Doug said, raising hisglass again.
"What days were those?" Johnson asked.

"Y ou know—when things were done properly—" Doug began.
"Shut up, Doug!" Jessicasaid.

"Bill doesn't remember the good old days,” King said. "Nor any old days, for that matter. That ishis
cham...."

For once, Johnson was invited to join the family for dinner, perhaps to make up, with Doug, an even
table. The conversation was a strange mixture of overtones and undertones, with political talk mingling
with King's customary teasing of hiswife and daughter. King's cruelty to them contrasted oddly with his
kindness to Johnson and his careful directnesswith Jessica. Doug he trested as a subordinate to be
ordered about. The politica discussions, on the other hand, though they seemed to be about other
candidates, appeared to carry innuendos that Johnson was not supposed to understand.

At one point when the others were engrossed in a conversation of their own, Evangdline, seated next to
him, leaned over and said softly, "Art redly would like to be President, you know."

Why?

She looked a her husband at the far end of the table with a mixture of pride, love, and bewilderment.
"He has so much to give, so many things thisworld needs—|eadership, direction...." Her voicetrailed
off.

"What direction?’
"I don't know," she said. "He doesn't talk about such thingswith me."

"Darling,” King said lightly from the other end of the table, "therés no usein your trying to seduce Bill.
He's dready proved himsdlf imperviousto your charms.”

Evangeline looked pained and her jaw tightened asif shewere holdinginareply.

"Anyway," King continued, "think how damaging it would be to your self-esteem to make loveto aman
who doesn't remember you afterward." He chuckled, and the others joined in the laughter asif to deny
the crud edgeto hisremarks.

Afterward, with the others gone, King turned to Johnson in the bedroom as Johnson was pulling the
drapesto shut out the night. "The world'sin asorry mess," he said, clinking ice cubesin hisglass.



"Yes, gr," Johnson replied. "'l guesstherésalot of thingswrong.”

"It'snot just the economy,” King went on, amost asif he weretaking to himsdf. "That'sjust one of the
symptoms. It's palitics, cynicism, loss of faith, confusion of values. Thingsfal apart, " he quoted.

" "The center cannot hold," " Johnson continued.
"Y ou remember that?' King asked.

"I've been doing some reading in my room," Johnson said. "I've borrowed afew books from your library.
| hope you don't mind."

King waved hishand asif he had aready forgotten. "There are times when the world is served best by
weak government that allows natural |eaders to build and develop, the economy to grow, the people to
prosper. But there are times when strong leadership is crucial. When competing theories of history try to
guide theworld into the future along one channd or another.”

"But what can we do?"

"We need aleader who iswilling to meet force with grester force, to cal peopleto the service of
something greater than themselves, to be firm, strong, confident, bold. And al we haveislittle men
without vison or purpose, seeking little advantages for themsdves or their condtituents while they let the
grest issues pass them by without blinking."

"What about you, Sir?" Johnson asked.
King shrugged. "What can one man do?'

"But you have a chance to be nominated. To be President. Surely as President you could put your
philosophy into action.”

King looked speculatively into the glass of scotch and ice cubes he held in hishand. "Do you redlize how
difficult it isto move the great hulk of government? Congress? The entrenched bureaucracies? The
courts? One man doesn't have achance to put anything into action. It'sal he can do to movethe
behemoth an inch or two one way or another.”

"Surely there are ways." Johnson said, "to cut through the red tape? Go around the behemoth?”
King glanced a Johnson. "Can you keep a secret?
Johnson smiled. "That'swhat I'm best at.”

"Yes, of course" King said, looking into the depths of hisglassagain asif it wereacrystd bdl. "Thereis
away. It would involve aradical changein our way of government at least for the duration of the crisis. A
temporary delegation of authority to the executive. A temporary limitation on the authority of the courts.”

Johnson looked thoughtfully at King. "Wouldn't that be dangerous?’

"Yes," King agreed. He leaned back against the desk. "But not to act is dangerous, too. Maybe more
dangerous. Y ou haveto trust the executive. His ability to operate the government like awell-run
business. From the top. Making decisions. Delegating authority. Seeing his orders carried out or
replacing the foolish and incompetent with those whowill carry them out. There's precedent, you know.
That'swhat we do in wartime. And we arein akind of war. Maybe a condition more urgent than war."

"What if it didn't work?' Johnson asked. "What if he failed?'



"Would we be any worse off? But he wouldn't fail. Not if he'sthe right kind of person who knows what
has to be done and how to doit." King's face was animated; his voice was excited.

"And what if he succeeded," Johnson said, "but saw another problem ahead and another that needed his
unusud abilities and his extraordinary powers? Would he want to give up his control of things? Just when
eventswere moving in the right direction? Would we ever get democracy again?'

Their voices seemed hushed in the big, soft room.

"Y ou've got to have confidence in your leaders" King said. "George Washington could have been king;
he refused even the trappings. Anyway, democracy doesn't exist in ingtitutions but in people. Aslong as
people believe in democracy it will continue. The danger isin their loss of faith. If it proves
inadequate...." Hisvoicetralled off into Slence. "But that'sdl hypothetica," he said finally.

"Y ou're turning down the nomination tomorrow?"

King smiled dyly. "Youll haveto wait and see. Like everyone dse. Just because you're my persond
assstant—I'm only teasing, Bill. | like you. Y ou're easy to talk to. | bet peopletdl you things."

"l guessthey do."

"Liketaking to apriest,” King muttered. He studied Johnson's face. "Because you don't talk, and
chances are you're going to forget.”

" 'And what rough beast, its hour comeround &t last,' " Johnson said, " 'douches toward Bethlehem to be
born? "

"Y ou remember thet, eh?'
"Yes, gr. Will there be anything else?'

"Not tonight," King said wearily. Helooked tired. " "What rough beast,' " he muttered, and turned his
hands palm upward and studied them asif he expected to find stigmata.

The library was crowded with people and television equipment. All the furniture had been removed from
the room except the big desk and the chair behind it. The door to the hall and the door into King's
bedroom stood open. People kept coming and going through the doorway into the hall, but nobody
entered the bedroom where King and Jessica remained in conference.

One of the members of the television crew was Robert Scott, his stony face rigid above the gray collar of
the King International uniform. He was tinkering with the control pand when he looked up and saw
Johnson. Johnson was walking toward Scott when King appeared in the bedroom door and said, "Bill,
why don't you get these men some beer and soft drinks. Thisis hot work."

"Yes, gr," Johnson said, and members of the crew murmured their appreciation for King's thoughtfulness.

Johnson motioned Scott to follow him as he passed. He led the way down the hallway to the stairs and
down the gtairsto the kitchen. He relayed the order for drinks to the kitchen crew and then walked
quickly down the corridor to hisroom. As he entered he motioned to Scott for silence, walked to the
elevator, opened the door, and gestured to Scott to join him. Scott's normally impassive features were
curious, but he dipped in beside Johnson. Johnson pushed the bottom button.

Theride waslong. Finally the car stopped and the door opened. In front of them was alarge, concrete
room. At the far end was a corridor with doors opening off it on either sde. The place had the fed of a



bunker far below ground, but it had been maintained. The paved floor was not dusty. Air whispered
through ceiling ducts. Automatic rifles racked againgt the wal were clean. Machine guns and mortarsin
rows upon the floor gleamed with oil. Boxes of ammunition and grenades were stacked nestly against the
wdls

"Thisisagod-damned arsend!" Scott exclaimed.

"Only part of it," Johnson said. "The smdl arms are on the floor above. But that's not why | brought you
here"

"What are you doing here?" Scott asked, stepping out of the elevator, half-distracted by the sight of al
the weapons.

"That's not important either. But | got ajob as personal assistant to King, just asyou got ajob with his
communications section.”

"But you're in a perfect position to—How did you know that?'

"About your job? Isn't it obvious?' Their voices echoed off the hard walls. "1 guess. Weve got to talk.”
"Tak fast. There are no cameras or bugs here. But our absence mustn't be noticed.”

"Y ou know what King isup to, don't you?"

"The Presidency?"

"Hisname will be put in nomination at the upcoming Republican convention. If he doesn't get that, hell be
nominated by the Democrats." He couldn't seem to get his eyes off the blue metd.

"Or both."

"Both?" Scott looked quickly at Johnson. "Y es, of course. Why didn't | think of that? He's got to be
stopped.”

"Why?" Johnson asked smply.

"People dready are calling him King Arthur," Scott said. "He's got dl the economic power. What if he
had the political power, too?"

"Maybe he/d be agood President.”

"What are his plans? What are his principles? What does he stand for?"
"Putting everybody back to work? Ending the Depression?"

"Building apalitical base? Becoming unbeatably popular?'

"But if hewere—asyou put it—stopped, wouldn't that end the recovery? Throw millions out of work
again? Turn joy and hope into misery and despair?”

"What good are jobsif you lose your freedom?* Scott asked.
"What good is freedom without ajob?"

"The old free-enterprise-Marxist dilemma." Scott looked straight at Johnson. "I don't know what the
future holds, but | do know this: King isn't what he seems. HE'Srising to power asaman of vision, a



philanthropist who cares more about hisfellow man than mere worldly possessons. akindly manwhois
at the same time a superb executive—exactly what anyone would want for a President. But look at this"
Scott waved his hand at the weapons and the boxes. "That's not what a philanthropist keepsin hiscdllar.
Those are the possessions of aman who believesin force."

"Or defense,” Johnson said. ™Y ou can't fault aman who strives for the best but prepares for the worgt.”

"Mussolini made the Itaian trains run on time and Hitler brought Germany out of its Depresson. And they
took usinto awar that destroyed millions of people.”

"Sometimesit is better to suffer alittle evil now to avoid agregater evil later on.”
"What about doing alittle evil now to avoid agreater evil later on?'

"That never works. Y ou can't know you're going to avoid the greater evil. Y ou can only do good by
doing good."

"What if someone had shot Mussolini in 1922 or Hitler in 19337"

"You'rethe palitical scientist. Wouldn't conditions have produced someone el se? Maybe somebody
worse after the dramaof the nation?"'

"Who can know these things?' Scott asked. Johnson sighed, but Scott went on, "King isthe man of the
hour. | don't think anybody can replace him."

"What are you going to do?'

Scoitt patted hiswaistband under his uniform jacket.

"How did you get it in here past the guards and the metal detectors?" Johnson asked.

"I hid it in the control panel,” Scott said, "and in al the confusion nobody searched too hard.”
"Y ou mustn't do it. Nothing good will come of it."

"How do you know?"

"I know." Johnson said it with complete confidence.

Scott brushed it aside. "If you can't help, just stay out of my way. And if | fail maybe you'll have a better
chance.”

"What if | told you he's going to ask people not to nominate him?”

Scott looked at Johnson stunned. "Isthat what he's going to do? My God! Why didn't | think of that?
Just like Caesar, but Caesar turned down the crown three times. Once for King will be enough. They'll
make him takeit. Thisisal carefully planned, but dl it takesis one well-placed bullet.”

"There's abetter way," Johnson said urgently.
mWhat?
"Theres dways a better way."



"Theonly way King can truly be stopped,” Johnson said, "isif he stcops himsdf. He must have achanceto
reved histrue nature.”

"How could we do that?'

"You," Johnson said. "Y ou must do it. Haven't there been occasions when peopl e exposed more of
themselves than they intended?’ He stepped back into the elevator. Scott squeezed in beside him.
Johnson pressed the second button from the top. ™Y ou'll think of something,” he said.

Heled the way out through his room and down the halway to the stairsleading to the first floor. Scott
stopped suddenly and felt hiswaist. He started trotting after Johnson. "My—" he arted. "Y ouve—"

Johnson called back over hisshoulder. ™Y oull think of something.”

King entered the room wearing a dark-gray business suit, a pae-blue shirt, and adark-bluetie. It looked
ahit like the King Internationd uniform but expensve. Hisface was bronze under his negtly combed
white hair. "Good morning, boys," he called to the television crew. He went behind the big desk and
talked to Jessicain alow voice, gesturing occasionaly at the cameras.

"Are you going to make an announcement, Mr. King?' one of the cameramen asked.

King glanced up and smiled before going back to hislow conversation. From his position in the doorway
into King's bedroom, Johnson saw Scott move from the control pand asif in sudden decison, go to one
of the cameras, and begin checking it.

King concluded his conversation with Jessica and turned to the cameras. He blinked into the lights. "All
right, gentlemen. Are you ready?'

The director, alarge, middle-aged man with an earphone and pencil microphone clamped to his head,
sad, "All ready, Mr. King."

"Thisislive, right?' King said.

"Yes, ar. When | giveyou the sgnd, the red light will come on under the camerawe areusing. It will be
eleven A.M. here, two o'clock in New Y ork where the networks will be taping for their evening news.
But at least two of them are breaking into their regular programsto carry your statement live. How long
will you be spesking, Mr. King?'

"Jud five minutes.”

Members of the crew glanced at each other asif questioning the trouble of setting up al this equipment
for afive-minute speech.

"You'l be sitting at your desk, right, Mr. King?' the director asked.
"I'll gart seated and then get up, move to the front of the desk, and St on the front edge, informaly."

"Got that, boys?' the director asked the cameramen. "Well have the middle camera head on, the others
cheated right and left. Just watch the red light, and—"

"I know dl that,” King said impatiently.
"Yes, gr. Itisnow ten fifty-nine, if you want to get ready. I'll count down aswe get to fifteen seconds.”

King sat down behind the desk and composed his face. He looked serious, concerned, sympathetic. It



was the face on the billboards.

"Fifteen seconds,” the director said. "Ten. Nine. Eight. Seven. Six. Five. Four. Three. And you're on, Mr.
King."

King looked into the center camera. "Hdllo, friends,” he said. "I'm Arthur King and I'm speaking to you
today from my home near Los Angeles.” He stood up and moved around the desk toward the front. He
did it with the ease of an experienced actor, but it looked effortless and unstudied. "'In amisguided effort
to provide leadership in these troubled times, afew people have put my name forward asapossible
candidate for President of the United States. | want you to know that | am not a candidate.”

Scott looked up from the control panel toward Johnson. "I am not apolitica person,” King went on, "in
Spite of the fact that my business activities often involve mein concerns and decisonsthat not only dedl
with the political process but often involve the same kind of give-and-take as legidation and the effective
use of resourcesthat isinvolved in adminigration.”

He leaned back againgt the edge of the desk and smiled modestly. "I am anindustridi<t, though | was
born of working parents. | have worked al my life. I have aso been blessed by good fortune. No one
getsto the position | hold on merit alone. Now, through the worl dwide branches of the enterprises|
head, | find mysalf negotiating with prime ministers and heads of state of al kinds, theway | used to dedl
with supervisors and shop foremen and grocery clerks. And'—he leaned forward confidentially toward
the cameraand smiled—"1 can tell you it isn't much different.”

Hedlowed himsdf a sdlf-deprecating chuckle.

"I am neither a Republican nor aDemocrat. | have held no politica office, and | want none. | have quite
enough to do managing the businesses for which | am responsible—and seeing that our new employees,
who now number more than ten million, are usefully occupied and paid on time.”

King smiled benignly.

"I will not be so vain nor so insengble to the opinions of others asto say, as afamous general once said,
'If nominated | will not run; if elected | will not serve.’ | do not expect to be nominated by either party,
and | urge those who are mentioning my name not to do so, to turn to otherswho are better qualified by
position and temperament and experience.”

He rested himsalf on the top of the desk and crossed hisankles.

"| suppose there are conditions under which | would respond to agenuine draft, but they are so unlikely
that even mentioning them would be tantamount to doing a Sherman. | dludeto thisonly to let you al
know that | do not place myself above the office or the needs of this nation or the world. It issmply that
| cannot imagine—or imagine anyone beieving for amoment—that | am the only person who can do
what needsto be done."

He gtared into the cameralens sincerely for along moment and then said, " Thank you, and may God be
withyou."

He held his gaze on the lens until the red light went out, and then turned to Jessicawho moved toward
him with aquick, triumphant skip. His face changed to an expresson dmost dy, and he sad, "If they
believe that, they'd believe anything.”

It was said as amuitter to be heard only by Jessica, but the words seemed to boom out. They were
followed by an awful moment of silence. Everyone looked at each other.



"But thered light went out!" King said.

The director's face had turned pae. "It must have mafunctioned.”
"The camerawas till on," Scott said.

"Y ou mean that went out on the air?' King asked asif in pain.
"I'm afraid s0," the director said. "Just aminute. I'll check."

"Never mind," King said. His face had become set and gray under itstan. He turned and went toward his
bedroom door. Hiswalk was unsteady asif he were drunk or had aged twenty years. Jessicatrotted
after him, attempting to clutch hisarm, but he brushed her hand away and stopped her from following
him.

Johnson had moved from the doorway to the bar and quickly fixed King adrink. As he handed him the
glass, the onetime man of the hour said to himself, "Gone. All gone. All inasecond.” He drained the glass
inonelong swalow.

Evangeline came through the doorway and stopped beside King. Her face was compass onate and loving
inaway it had not been before. King's arm came out and brought her close to him in an unconscious
gesture of need. "Vangy," he said. "Thank God you're here."

Then he saw hisdaughter standing in front of him, and he reached out with his other arm and hugged her
closeaswell. "Angd," he said huskily. "Weve got to get to know each other, we three."

"May thefuture be kind," Johnson said.

Johnson looked around his smdl room asif searching for something. Then he shook his head and went
into the bathroom. Findly he opened the mirrored medicine cabinet door. On ashdf with hairspray,
shampoo, eye shadow, and other cosmeticswasa small, cylindrical meta case. Johnson removed the
cap and screwed the base until ared, waxy materia protruded from the top. He closed the cabinet door
and began to write upon the mirror in smal, precise letters.

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson," he wrote. ™Y ou have stopped aman from becoming adictator and ending a
great experiment in democracy, and you don't remember. Y ou may find the newspapersfilled with
reports of what happened, but you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations...." After he had finished, he tossed the container into
the wastebasket, turned off the light, and went to his bed. He lay down with his hands behind his head,
garing up at the ceiling, and waited for the night.
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Episode Four

Touch of the Match

Theroomwasilluminated only by the fegble glow of anight light through the open door of awhite-tiled
bathroom. The man lying quietly on his back, his arms extended beside his body outside the covers,
opened his eyes and stared blankly at the celling. His eyes blinked once and then twice quickly and then
he threw back the covers and sat up, swinging hislegs over the side of the narrow bed, and put hisface
into hisupturned palms.



It was agood face, brown and well-formed, but now it was blank asif dl the character shaped by a
lifetime of crises and decisions had been erased from it. The man lowered his hands and stood up
carefully. He walked to the glow of the bathroom and turned on the light. Hetried to look at hisfacein
the mirror over the lavatory, like aman trying to verify hisidentity after abad night, but the mirror was
covered with smdl, precise red | etters. The man refocused his eyes on them. ™Y our nameis Bill Johnson,”
the letters said. "'Y ou have stopped a man from becoming a dictator and ending agrest experiment in
democracy, and you don't remember. Y ou may find the newspapersfilled with reports of what

happened, but you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations, including the likelihood that | may belying or deceived
or insane. But the explanation on which you must act isthat | havetold you the truth: you are aman who
was born in afuture that has dmost used up al hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the
eventsthat created that future.

"Am| tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comes like avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natural course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.

"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exig in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"I wrote this message last night to tell you what | know, just as| learned about myself afew days ago by
listening to arecording in a used-record shop, for | am you and we are one, and we have done this many
timesbefore”

The man stared at the message for severa minutes, hisface dowly changing from comprehension to
understanding to acceptance, and then he took awashcloth from arack beside the lavatory, moistened it
from the hot water tap, and wiped the mirror clean. He stared down at the red smears on the cloth for a
moment as if wishing that he could wipe other things away as eadly and then tossed it into the clothes
hamper in the corner.

After he had showered and dressed in the ol dest clothing he found in the closet of the windowless room,
he put into his pockets asmall hegp of belongings from the top of the small dresser. They included afew
coins, ablack pocket comb, and abillfold. In the billfold were aVisa credit card, three one-dollar bills
and afivein U.S. currency, and one hundred seventy-five dollarsin twenty-five-dollar billsprinted in
black, yellow, and red and labeled "King Internationa Scrip.” In the center of the billswas afull-color
picture of aman with white hair but a strong, tanned, and youthful face. Undernegth the picture alegend
sad, "Arthur King."

The man put hisfew belongingsinto an old suitcase he found in the closet. Heleft hanging inthe closet a
navy blazer and apair of gray dacksthat seemed to go with them, and made hisway down agray
concrete corridor lined with closed doors on one side and asolid wall on the other, past abusy dining
room and kitchen that seemed to have been carved out of rock, and up aflight of stairsto awell-lighted
living area. In front of him was aglass-walled atrium. On ether Sde of the atrium was awide hallway.
Doors opened off the halway on either side. The atrium was bright with morning sun and filled with sand
and cactus, snakes, lizards, and birds, and other desert creatures.

The man paused, asif he would have liked to have stopped and watched the atrium scene, but at the far
end of the hall, where one might expect to find afront door, men were busy with some kind of
congtruction work, and he went toward them. As he passed the open doorway of aroom filled with
books, awoman with aface like an arrangement of chisals and anvils looked up from the enormous desk
she sat behind. "Johnson?' she said. "Where do you think you're sneaking off to?



Johnson put his suitcase down beside the door and stepped into the room. "Whatever 1've been doing
here" he said in agentle, well-modulated voice, "has cometo an end. | belong somewhere ese.”

"You'll go whenwetell you it'stimeto go—" she began, and was interrupted by the opening of the door
to her left.

A tall, white-haired man stood in the doorway. He wore a blue robe that looked asiif it had cost as much
as some men's auits. Hisface was the one pictured on the King Internationa scrip, but it was softer in
red life, lesstouched by destiny, more reconciled with life asit is. He evaluated the scene at aglance.
"Johnson?' hesaid. "Y ou'releaving us?'

"Hethinks he'sleaving,” the woman said.

"If Bill wantsto leave, that's hisright,” the white-haired man said, "but | hope hewon't."" The woman
looked scornful. "Oh, | know, Jessica, you still hold Bill responsible for the collapse of our presidential
hopes, but that'sfolly. He was nowhere near any of the equipment. No, it was my own stupidity. | cut my
own throat. I'm just sorry | cut yoursin the process. It'stoo bad. We would have made agood
President, youand I."

The brief expression of wistfulness passed from hisface, and he turned to Johnson. "It's happened
agan?'

"Yes, Mr. King."

"But you know my name."

"It was on the scrip.”

"Of course," King said. ™Y ou know you're welcome to stay, to pick up what you've forgotten.”

"That wouldn't befair to those who have memories of relationships or to those who would haveto
instruct me again in everything | was supposed to have learned. It's better for me to be among strangers.”

"It'sahard world out there," King said. "A man needs friends and walsto protect him. Therésalot of
passionintheworld, alot of hatred, alot of angry people with bombs and weaponsin their hands. |
thought maybe | could do something about it, but it wasn't to be."

" "The best lack dl conviction,'" Johnson quoted, " ‘while the worst are full of passonateintensity.' "
"Y ou remember Y eats?' King said.

"It'sjust Johnson | forget.”

"| can seethereisn't any stopping you."

"Therésdwaysaway," Jesscasad.

"l used to think that,” King said. "Now I'm not so sure. | think there are some things we must accept the
way they are. And maybe that's best. We can rdax, enjoy life, people. Angel and Evangeline will miss
you. | know you don't remember them, but Evangelineis my wife and Angel ismy daughter, and they are
very fond of you."

"Tel them good-bye for me," Johnson said. And he turned to the door and picked up his battered
suitcase and walked down the corridor and out the front door past the workmen who were putting
armorplate coated with imitation wood on the outer door. Beyond, other men were building a heavy



metal entranceway.
"What's that?' Johnson asked.

King answered from the doorway behind him. "That's one of those new anti-bomb devices. Radio waves
detonate any kind of chemicd explosive. When these get ingtdled dl over the world, it will take care of
theterroristsfor sure.”

Johnson looked through the tunnel formed by the device asif he could seefar downittoavison at the
end of theworld. "I hope so," he said. "Civilization depends on trust. Without trust there may be no
future”

King looked a the construction and smiled. "Not aslong as people are strong.”
"Or sensible,” Johnson said. "May the future be kind.”

The Los Angeles airport had been fortified. Barbed wire encircled the entire perimeter, and tank traps
had been placed wherever it was possible for an automobile or atruck to approach arunway or a
building. All incoming vehicles had to park far from the terminal, and the passengers were transported to
their airlinesin eectric buses that passed through metal tunnels—larger versions of the entranceway
Johnson had seen being built to King's resdence—and even the eectric carts and trucks that dashed
around the arfield itsdf were funneled through smilar devices.

Johnson studied it dl as he made hisway by bus and foot to the counter where he bought histicket and
had to sign aform swearing that he had read the list of materias that would explode, and that he had
none of them on his person or in hisluggage, and awaiver of responsbility for damage to body or
property that might be caused by such explosions. He also had an opportunity to purchase temporary
insurance againgt any of these contingencies. That application he threw away.

He and his bag passed through a series of deviceswithout incident, and he found himsalf on an airplane
gtting in the middle seat of three on theright of the aide. On hisright was a pretty, dark-haired young
woman who seemed to be frightened at the prospect of taking off. On hisleft was adark-haired,
brown-faced young man who seemed nervous for some other reason.

Johnson turned to the woman on hisright as the plane engines began to roar and the plane picked up
speed dowly for itstakeoff. "First time?' he asked. She nodded, apparently unwilling or unable to speak.
"Dontworry," hesad. "Everything will bedl right.”

"It'snot thearplane I'm afraid of," she said breathlesdy. "It'sthe people oniit.”
"They've all been checked,” he said. "There's nothing to worry about.”

"There dways are things to worry about these days," she said. "Every time you leave the house you
worry whether some crazy fanatic will blow you up before you return. Not because he hates you. Just
because yourethere. And if you don't leave home you still worry. Lying in bed at night. Maybe the car
engine you hear a night that stops near your house is a bomb waiting to go off."

"Then you can fed sdfer here" Johnson said.
"They're clever,” shesad. "They dways seemto find away of getting around everything.”

Asif that were asgna—though it was more likely the fact that the plane was committed to flight—the
brown-faced man bes de Johnson sprang to hisfeet and held hisright hand threateningly in the air.
"Nobody movel" he said with aMiddle Eastern accent. "I have bomb. It go off if thisplane no go to



Teheran!" Thelast word he said so well that it was dmost incomprehensible.

One of theflight attendants approached the man from the front of the cabin. "Now," she said soothingly,
"you know you don't have abomb. Just St down, and we will bein Washington before you know it. You
can get aflight thereto Teheran."

"I have gun," the dark-complexioned man said.

"Now, you know you don't have agun,” the attendant said with professona cam. ™Y ou can't get agun
through the detectors."

A mdeflight attendant moved up behind the hijacker but made no attempt to seize him.
"I have new bomb!" the hijacker said desperately. "No set of f."

"Y ou know that's not true,”" the attendant in front said. She reached out a hand to turn him back toward
his seet. Defeated, the woul d-be hijacker turned and alowed the attendant behind him to help him into
his seat beside Johnson.

"| fail," the dark-complexioned man said disconsolately and then spoke afew rapid wordsin aforeign
language. He stared down at his hands clasped helplesdy in hislap.

"What kind of person would try something like thet, anyway?' the girl by the window demanded, her
voice breaking from tension.

"He must be a person under agreat deal of stress," Johnson said.
"That'sno excusal" the girl said angrily.
"| fal," theman said again. "l die"

Johnson spoke to him quietly, to the indignation of the girl by the window and perhaps, by the shufflings
around him, to the indignation of everyone within earshot. For along time, while the airplane rose above
the mountains and soared above the desert, the man didn't respond. Then, finaly, he began to talk to
Johnson in his broken English, and the tragic story of hislife emerged.

Born adisplaced Paegtinian, he had grown up in the squalor of Lebanese camps. His mother had been
killed by Isradli bombs, and hisfather and brothers had given their livesin terrorist activities when hewas
twelve, leaving only him and hissister. He had joined afundamentalist Iranian group pledged to
martyrdom, but he had been weak. He had been concerned about his sster's welfare. With the help of
the organi zation, he had been dipped into this country with forged papersin order to blow up important
ingalations or government buildings when he was given ingtructions, but really he had tried to get ajob
so that he could send money to hissister in Lebanon.

But there were no good jobs and little money, and when the instructions came he was afraid—not so
much for himsalf, he wanted Johnson to understand, but what would hissSister do if there were no money
adl?

Findly, there was nothing to do but to try to return. He had no money for airfare, and histerrorist
comrades would not welcome him back with his assgnment unfulfilled, but perhapsif he returned with an
airplane of the Great Satan it would be considered an honorable act, and if he died in the attempt
perhaps the group would care for hissister.

"Can there be no end to the killing?" Johnson asked.



"Not till there bejustice.”

"What kind of justice?'

"We get back our land.”

"What isjustice to one may beinjusticeto another."
"Let others suffer.”

"Their suffering would lead only to acts of desperation such asyours. More violence. Moreterrorism, this
time againgt you rather than yours againgt them.”

"Then there be no end, even with justice.” The Pa estinian accepted that outcomefatdigticdly asif
everything could end in blood and destruction and he would not complain.

"What if the Pdlestinians were given other land?"
"Whereisland to give away? No métter. It not be Palestine.”

"What if it were better? What if Palestinians could cometo this country like the Vietnamese, could have
jobs, could make new lives for themsdlves.”

"It not be Palestine. For me, maybe good. For my sister, yes. For others there still be hatred. Those
would not come; their anger be watered, or they be dirtied by the Great Satan, or if they come it be only
to destroy.”

Johnson looked toward the window on hisright. It had been along conversation that had lasted through
lunch, and the airplane was descending into Dulles Airport. Green hillswere visible, and dark clouds
could be seen mounting into thunderheads far to the south.

When Johnson raised hiseyes, the girl in the window seet was looking at him. She was frowning. 'Y ou
see?' shesad. "Theré's no use talking to them.”

Before Johnson could reply, the plane leveled off and made aright turn. The speakers above their heads
offered the peculiar hush that always preceded an announcement, and then an authoritative voice said,
"Thisis Captain Bradley, folks. Were going to have to delay our descent into Dulles Airport for afew
minutes, and well be circling in aholding pattern along with al the other planes about to land. Thishas
been an eventful flight, but there's nothing to be darmed about. It seems that the space shuttle was
committed to alanding at Cape Canaverd when an unexpected thunderstorm sprang up aong the Florida
coast. Those passengers on the left side of the plane can see the thunderstorm if they look far to the
south. The shuttle has been diverted to Dulles, and dl traffic has been delayed until it lands. 1t should be
an occason. Maybe well get aglimpse of it asit comes—thereit isl" The captain's voice was suddenly
excited, before it descended again to its customary cam. "Those passengers on theright can seeit—a
gpeck of white at two o'clock. Passengers on the left may be ableto pick it up soon...."

And so it wasthat they were allowed to land shortly after the incredible white delta-shaped machine had
preceded them by afew minutesinto the airport. The passengers cheered and clapped, asif they had
forgotten for awonderful moment the terror in which they lived. Even the Palestinian beside Johnson had
craned hisneck for alook at the shuttle.

Theterror began again after they had been herded into severd of thetall vehiclesthat wereintended to
ferry them between plane and termina. Midway, the vehicle that was carrying Johnson and his seatmates
and somefifty other passengers made a gentle arc whose purpose was not perceived until one of the



passengers saw the termind out of the right-hand windows and said, "We're heading the wrong way."

A babble of voices, rising in volume and querulousness, began shouting questions. Peopleturned in their
seatsto look out the windows and some of them got up and looked toward the front where two
uniformed figures were haf hidden in the control cubicle.

Asthenoise leve increased, one of them turned, opened the glass door, and stepped into the passenger
area. "All beslent!" the person shouted. It seemed like awoman'svoice, though it was hard to tell,
because it was husky and the accent was foreign. The figure fumbled at its belt and then pulled freea
black knifelike object. The figure held it up threateningly. " Silence!” the person warned.

One of the flight attendants stepped forward. It was the same one who had dedlt with the Palestinian on
the plane. "Theré's no use threatening us with that. Y ou can't hold off dl of us" The noiselevel had
dropped so that the attendant's words were heard by everyone.

"I kill many," theterrorist said quietly, and the words were more frightening for their lack of intengity.
Clearly it wasawoman'svoice, and that was more frightening yet. The flight attendant took a step closer
and afew of the bolder passengers behind surged forward. "You | kill first,” the terrorist said to the flight
attendant. Theflight attendant tried to shrink back but was unable to retreat more than a step because of
the bodies behind her.

Theterrorist waved her dagger at the mass of them. "If you attack and not die, my comrade crash bus.
Thisbus not go fast but fast enough, and if raised crash do injury to many." Asif in responseto her
words, the body of the vehicle began to devate itsaf from the ground. The baance seemed to shift from
sdeto sdeasif it were about to overturn, and people shrank back into their seatsto keep it stable. The
flight attendant retreated to a seet at the far end and seemed willing to have someone el se assume
responghility.

Johnson stepped forward. "No oneis going to do anything rash—"

"Appeasar!" said the woman who had been seeted beside him in the airplane. "Terrorist-lover!™
Theterrorist waved her knife at thewoman. "Y ou! Come!" She motioned the woman forward.

"No," the young woman said faintly, trying to fade into her set.

"You!" Theterrorist rapped once on the glass door behind her. The vehicle turned and leaned, turned
back and leaned in the other direction. The passengers tensed and tried to keep the mobile lounge from
tipping over by shifting their weight to the opposite side. "Y ou!" the terrorist repegted. "Come!™

The young woman shrank back, but the passengers around her pushed her forward until she stood, trying
to retreat, beside Johnson. "Don't be afraid,” Johnson said, taking her arm reassuringly. ™Y ou won't be
hurt.”

"Y ou not be hurt," theterrorist said in her husky voice, "if you do astold—if al do astold.

Y ou—hostage. Y ou and you," she said, indicating Johnson and the young woman. "If any move wrong,
these diefirst." She reached up with her left hand and removed her uniform cap. Black hair fell around
her shoulders. Now there was no mistaking her sex. She was a beautiful woman, even though her face
was st in an expression of savage determination.

"Fatimal" aforeign voice said from among the passengers. The Paestinian who had talked so long to
Johnson stood up and started forward, hands half raised asif beholding an apparition.

"Fatima?' the Pdegtinian said again.



Thewoman had raised her dagger in quick alarm. ™Y ou know my name? How—?" And then,
"Mohammed? It be you?'

They both spoke rapidly in aforeign language as they gpproached. A sequence of emotions crossed thelr
faces. The Palestinian called Mohammed was about to embrace the woman he had called Fatimawhen
she stepped back and motioned with her dagger at the passengers. "I dwaysready,” she said. "Not do
anything." She stepped forward and put her arms around Mohammed.

"That manisunder arrest,” the flight attendant said. "Hetried to hijack the planeto Teheran.”
Fatima's face brightened. "Ah, Mohammed! Y ou try!"

Mohammed looked despondent. "I fail."

"He's ill under arrest,” the flight attendant said.

"No more," Fatimasaid proudly. "My brother go with me. He freedom fighter like me."

The mobile lounge dowed, and she stepped back from her brother. The compartment lurched asthe
lounge turned. Through the forward windows Johnson could see the white bulk of the space shuttle.
When, as the mobile lounge passed the shuttl€stail, it came into the view of the seated passengers on the
right, some of them gasped and others began to talk excitedly.

"You and you!" Fatimasaid to Johnson and the young woman. "Out!" She motioned toward the front of
the vehicle. After they had passed, she reached down and took another plastic dagger from her boot.
She handed it to Mohammed. "Y ou follow! Guard!" She turned to the other passengers. "Far to ground.
Anybody move, thesedie. You bekiller." Thelounge had stopped with itsfront pressed to the |eft Sde of
the shuttle.

The shuttle, still warm from its passage through the resisting air, ood at the end of awhite runway
marked by the black skid marks of innumerable airplane wheelsthat had touched down there in the years
sncethe airport had been in use. They stood with their faces close to the radiating whitetiles. The shuttle
looked much bigger than it had looked from the air.

A dark-faced young man in uniform emerged from the control booth beside them and knocked sharply
on the shuttle'sside. A crack appeared in the tile and widened into asquared oval of darkness. A
middle-aged man in astronaut's uniform gppeared in the entranceway blinking in the sunlight. Ashe
moved onto the lounge's platform, the young man who had knocked moved back into the control booth
and pushed something. The lounge began lowering.

"What's happening?' the astronaut asked.
"But that's Henry Chrisman,” the young woman bes de Johnson said amost smultaneoudy.

As both sets of words still seemed to hang in the air the woman called Fatima had moved beside the
astronaut and placed thetip of her dagger under his chin and her left hand on the man's shoulder so that
he could not draw back. "Not resist! No move quick. No one get hurt.”

The lounge had reached the ground. "Comel" Fatima commanded, |eading Chrisman forward. Johnson
and the othersfollowed as Fatimamotioned to Mohammed to bring them off the lounge. The lounge
retreated from the shuttle€'s side about ten feet and then began to raiseitsdf once moreinto theair. The
dark-faced young man in uniform dipped from the booth and dropped to the ground. Fatimaled them
around the nose of the shuttle as voices came from the shuttle's hatchway above caling to Chrisman and
demanding to know what had happened. On the other side of the shuttle atow truck was pulling to a



stop and an eectric car was approaching.

Mohammed spoke rapidly to Fatimain the foreign language they shared, and she responded curtly. A
man in coverdls got out of the passenger Sde of the tow truck. "What's that |lounge doing here? Hasiit
got peoplein—?" The man saw Chrisman and stopped.

At the sametime the electric car came to a stop behind the truck and the driver got out. "What's going
on—7?" He stopped.

"All you—truck driver, too," Fatimasaid, pressng her dagger into the soft flesh under Chrisman'schin as
if to emphasize her command of the Situation. "Go other sde of shuttle. Stay! Do right, Chrisman not be
hurt. Hostages not be hurt. Do not—be much bloodshed.”

The driver of thetruck got out of thefar side. Chrisman said, "Do asthey say. Let's get as many people
out of thisaswe can."

Sowly the three men strung themselves out and rounded the nose of the shuttle.

"Get into car—back seat,” Fatimatold Johnson and the young woman. "Get in dso," shetold
Mohammed. "Keep knife ready. Kill if move." Mohammed swalowed hard and followed them.

The young man in uniform led Chrisman to the automobile and pushed him into the passenger Sde of the
front seat while Fatimawas getting into the driver's side. "Thiselectric car,” she said. "Only steer and
push to go. Right hand for knife. Mohammed has knife. Y ou move—you die."

"Don't worry," Chrisman said camly. "I'm not going to do anything rash, and I'm sure these others are not
going to do anything ether.”

The young woman murmured something weekly that sounded like assent, and Johnson said, "Well dl be
sengble”

Ahead of them the tow truck began to move, and the car in which the rest wereriding followed asit left
the runway and, picking up speed, headed toward a section of fence around the perimeter of the airport.
A moment later it plunged through the fence, and the car followed through the gap, crossing the flattened
chainlinks. In afew moments, rolling across grass, the truck and the car behind it had reached the
highway. The truck stopped. The driver got out and opened the car door beside Chrisman, motioned him
to move over, and got in beside him, hisknifein hishand. The car rolled onto the highway, got off at the
firgt exit, and pulled up behind atraditiona automobile parked aong asde street. They got into the other
car and it sped off into the hills of Virginia

The building was an old farmhouse. They reached it by adirt road after they had been traveling in hillsfor
half an hour. It wasisolated: they had not seen another dwelling for at least fifteen minutes. The house
was st in avalley and was surrounded by large trees. It would have been a pleasant place under other
circumstances. The hostages did not see the inside of the house, but it looked asif it had not been
occupied regularly for some time. The roof was mossy and places on it seemed damp or discolored, and
the wood siding had not been painted for many years.

The hostages were led to abarn that seemed even older and in poorer repair than the house. It had been
converted into aprison by first nailing shut al the doors except asmal one set into the main barn door,
and then nailing new planks, startling in their contrast to the weathered wood they covered, acrossdl the
openings, including the hayloft door. The hostages were led and pushed from the car to the barn and
through the small door. When they were close, they could seethat it had been equipped with alarge new
bolt.



The young woman was tense and seemed close to hysteria. Chrisman was cam and thoughtful . Johnson
was qui€t, asif he knew something that the others did not. Mohammed was nervous, particularly when
hissster told him that he would stay with the hostages ins de the makeshift prison.

"Let'stalk thisover,” Chrisman said, turning just ingde the barn, looking out through the still-open
doorway at his captors. " Surely we—"

"Notak," Fatimasaid. "Tak for leaders. They do what we ask, you go free."
"But what do you want?"
"No tak!" she repeated fiercely.

At her tone, her uniformed companion lifted the revolver he had retrieved from the glove compartment of
the car and waved it threateningly. Chrisman opened his mouth again and Johnson touched hisarm
cautioningly.

Fatimatook the plastic knife from Mohammed's shaky hand. She said something in their foreign
language. Mohammed protested, and then she spokein English. ™Y ou no need. Guard outside. They
attack, you yell. You listen! They plan something, they whisper so you not hear, you tell. We bring food
soon." She pushed him gently insde and closed the door behind him.

They stood in the semidarkness of the barn'sinterior. The night was not yet upon them, but herein the
valey only afew beams of sunshine penetrated, and only afew of those got through chinksin the barn's
sding; sill, it was enough to reveal them to each other and the interior of the barn. On the dirt floor afew
worn blankets had been tossed on mounds of old hay. The place smelled of dirt and mold and decaying
vegetation. On the left aladder led to the hayloft. Chrisman climbed it with catlike grace, moved around
in the loft, and then quietly came back down.

"Well," the young woman said, her voice closeto bresking. "Isthere away out?'
Chrisman looked at M ohammed.
"You'rethe great scientist!" the girl said. "Surely you can find away out for us?*

"Theresasolution to every problem,” Chrisman said evenly. "But we don't want to discussit in front of
our guard here."

"Hewon't do anything,” the girl said scornfully. "He couldn't even hijack an arplane.”

"I try,” Mohammed said. "Buit if you talk | must tell. If you go apart to talk, | must tell that, too. | not want
to see harm cometo you. | not want to see bad things happen. But | must do these thingsthat | am told.”

"Any solution ought to involve Mohammed," Johnson said reasonably. "It ought to be good for him, too."
"Sometimesit'simpossiblefor everybody to win," Chrisman said.

"And sometimesiif everybody doesn't win, nobody wins," Johnson said. "Weve al had experience with
that lately. But first maybe we should introduce ourselves. I'm Bill Johnson, and thisis Mohammed.”

"| gather some of you dready know me," Chrisman said. "I'm Henry Chrisman.”

"And you invented the bomb neutraizer anong other things," the young woman said. "That dmost solved
theterrorist problem.”



Mohammed's face brightened with understanding. "Ah, yes!”
"But not quite," Chrisman said ruefully. "Andyou are...?"

"Jan Delaney," she said. "I'm nobody. | was going to visit my sister in Washington when al this happened.
My firgt trip to Washington. My first trip anywhere on an arplane. And dl this had to happen! I'ma
computer programmer in LosAngeles...."

"I'm just anobody, too," Johnson said. "But maybe if wetry very hard, we can come up with an answer
to thisproblem.”

"It must have been just agreat stroke of luck, picking me off likethat,” Chrisman mused. "They must
have had their people planted at Dulleswaiting for atarget of opportunity, and | fell into their hands. They
might have had to wait for years." His voice changed. "My wife will beworried."

"My people have learned patience," Mohammed said proudly.
"l hopethey are ableto learn something else," Johnson said.

"We can aways kick our way out of here," Chrisman said, looking at Mohammed. "Thisold barnis
reedy to fal gpart if you lean againg it. But it will make noise. The question is: who will get hurt?*

"We don't want anyoneto get hurt,” Johnson said.
"Mr. Johnson hereisnot only alover of terrorigts,” Delaney said scornfully, "but acoward aswell."

"If anyone gets hurt," Johnson said, it not only will be apersond tragedy, it will make the Situation worse
for everybody.”

"Thequestion is What aretheir demands?’ Chrisman said, leaning back against apillar. The pillar
creaked, and Chrisman straightened up.

"No matter what their demands are, we can't do anything about them,” Johnson said. "And no matter
what the official responseis, it can't make anything better.”

"How'sthat?" Chrisman asked. He spread a couple of blankets on the hay and sat down on one of them.
"Sorry," he said to Delaney. "I've had ahard day."

"So havel," she said, and sat down on the other blanket, not far from him, asif casting her ot with the
famous scientist. If it cameto avote, it was clear it would be two of them against one of Johnson.

"All they can ask for issomething that will improvetheir ability to terrorize: jailed terrorigts, adismantling
of security measures, money, weapons, airplanes...." Johnson said evenly. "They know they can't get
Palestine back for us." Helooked at Chrisman and smiled. "For you. We don't count.”

"Inthiskind of thing," Chrisman said, "nobody counts. Weredl pretty small in comparison to the size of
the problem.”

"It'sthat we've got to solve," Johnson said.

Ddaney looked scornful. ™Y ou think you're going to solve the problem of terrorism hereinthisbarn, ina
few hours, when dl the world's wisest men haven't been able to do anything about it in the last
twenty-five years?'

"Maybe weve got the last good chance," Johnson said.



"If you have an idea maybe we shouldn't discussit in front of our friend here," Chrisman said, nodding a
Mohammed.

"I go back there," Mohammed said proudly, pointing toward adark corner of the barn. The last of the
beams of sunlight had disappeared, and only the darkening twilight kept the gloom from being total.

"Any solution would haveto involve you," Johnson said to Mohammed.
"Somekind of solution!” Delaney said, sniffing.

"Let himtalk," Chrisman said. "l like the way this man thinks." He settled back on hiselbows asif to
listen, but just then the door opened.

"Isdl right, Mohammed?' Fatima asked from outsde.
Mohammed nodded and then redlizing she could not see him, said in ashaky voice, "Yes."

Ancther Middle Easterner, one they had not seen before, came through the door with apistol in his hand.
Behind him came Fatimawith a sandwich-filled paper plate in one hand and athermaosjug in the other.

"Y ou not hunger," she said, "as so many of our people.” She put the plate and the jug on the dirt floor of
the barn, and motioned her head at Mohammed as she turned and went back through the doorway.

Shamefacedly avoiding the gazes of the hostages, Mohammed followed his sister through the doorway .
In afew minutes he returned. The guard looked hard at him and then retreated through the door. The
door closed. They could hear it bolted.

"| tell my sgter nothing,” Mohammed said. "I know not if she bdlieveme.”
"Hdl," Delaney said, "1 don't blieve you."
"Therewas nothing to tell,” Chrisman said. "Now. What's your idea?' he said to Johnson.

Asif he were gauging their capacities to understand and to change, Johnson looked at the scientist
sprawled back on the blanket and the young woman sitting tensely on hers, hugging her kneesto her
chest, and the young Pa estinian standing nervoudy apologetic nearby. "First, perhagps we should eat
before the food gets any older,” he said and smiled. " And maybe we can think better when we have food
in our omachs”

Deaney didn't want to let Mohammed have any of the sandwiches until Chrisman commented wryly,
between bites of the dry bread and cheese, that the food might be poisoned, and then she wouldn't eat
until she had seen the effect on Mohammed, even after Chrisman gpologized and pointed out that it
wouldn't make sense to poison them when they could be disposed of just as easily in other ways, and in
any case they wouldn't take the chance of poisoning one of their own. But Delaney's fears were not
logicd. Finaly, however, they had al easten and drunk the cool, iceless, odd-tasting water, though
Deaney had spit out amouthful when Chrisman said, "' Of course the water may be drugged to put us
out—I'm sorry. It'sjust water from an old well.”

By now they were al seated on blankets, and the barn was amost completely dark. Their captors had
not provided alight, and they were faceless voicesin the dark, like children telling ghost storieslate at
night. "Of course we could break out of here now," Chrisman said quietly. "It's hard to believe they have
enough guardsto catch usin the darkness. Of course, we would have to blunder around among the trees
and brush. They might have automatic weapons, and one of the terrorists might lose his head and open
fire. Wewouldn't know what direction to go, either. We couldn't go back down the dirt road or we'd be
recaptured for sure. Therell be afull moon later tonight. That would help us, but it would help them, too.



And thereésour friend, here."

"What would you do?" Johnson asked.

"l—I...." Mohammed said, asif unable to answer.
"That's something," Johnson said.

"Of courseif we decide to break out, we've got to do it in the next hour or so, whileit's till dark,”
Chrisman said.

"I've got to go to the bathroom,” Delaney said suddenly. "I can't hold it any longer.”
"It'sdark,” Chrisman said, "and there arelots of corners.”

"There dso may berats and spiders,” she said.

"And snakes," Chrisman said. He seemed to take pleasurein teasing her.

"Maybel canwait," shesad.

"We have an hour," Johnson said. "We should give them time to get bored and deepy, anyway. We can
tak."

"Let'stak," Chrisman said.

"We're fortunatein away," Johnson said. "We have a representative group: areluctant terrorist, someone
who isterrified, and a couple of reasonable people, one of whom isin aposition to recommend a
solution that might be considered serioudy by the authorities.”

"Arent welucky," Delaney said. Her smdll attempt at sarcasm was undercut by the break in her voice.
"Yes" Johnson said.
"What's your idea, Johnson?' Chrisman said lazily.

"Most of the problemswith terrorism seem to be involved with the ownership of land,” Johnson said.
"Particularly homelands. And particularly when a piece of land is homeland to more than one people.”

"Religion dso seemsto play apart,” Chrisman said.

"Yes. but usualy when it is associated with some kind of nationalistic movement. The big problem seems
tobeland.”

"And, asWill Rogersonce sad,” Chrisman said, "they ain't making any more."

"That'sthe point,” Johnson said. "If I'm right, we have dmost reached the stage where we can make
more." Chrisman sat up in the darkness, the hay making an audible squesk under the blanket. "Y eah.”

"That's the work you'reinvolved in, | believe," Johnson said. "Y ou're not aregular astronaut. This sort of
thing iswhat took you into space.”

"Making land," Chrisman said. "It might work."

"I don't understand what you two are talking about!" Delaney protested.



"Meds0," Mohammed said helplesdy.

"Space habitats," Chrisman said. "That'swhat I'm into. Making places in space where people can live.
Out of materids constructed on Earth and trangported into space to be put together there for living
quarters, laboratories, factories. At first, anyway. Later getting raw materias from the moon. Much later
moving large asteroidsinto orbit around the Earth, mining them for iron and other mineras, hollowing
them into habitats, maybe mobile ones containing their own gravity, air, air-renewd system, farms,
factories, propulson systems. Eventualy making them sdf-sufficient, maybe capable of carrying the
inhabitants anywhere they want to go in the solar system, maybe anywhere in the galaxy.”

His enthusiasm was evident, even in the darkness. It was clear that he had thought about thisa great dedl
and even made speeches abot it.

"| don't see what good that's going to do us," Delaney said. "1 wouldn't livein aplace like thet, evenif we
get out of heredive."

"Nobody's asking you to, Delaney," Chrisman said. "We're going to ask Mohammed here.”
"Me?" Mohammed sad. In the darkness his expression could only beimagined.

"How would you liketo livein aworld orbiting the Earth?' Chrisman said.

"I befrightened,” Mohammed said. "How | live? How | breathe?’

"Those things would be taken care of," Chrisman said. ™Y ou would be taught things. And there would be
othersthere. Y our Sster. Therest of your people eventually. Anybody who wantsto go.”

"There be millions," Mohammed said. "Y ou put al in space?!

"Those who want to go. The committed. Theterrorists. The adventurous. Somewill refuse. But think: the
Pd estinians protest because they say they have been cheated of their heritage and their future. If they go
to live in space habitats, the future will be theirs."

"Tharsonly?'

"Of coursetherewill be others," Chrisman said. "Other dissdent groups to begin with, but once it gets
rolling young people of many nationalitieswill want their own chancein space.”

"My people not know such things as space—what you say—habitats.”

"The Pdedtinians are intdlligent and well-educated, and anybody who can handle explosives secretly
without blowing themselves up can learn how to take the necessary precautionsto livein space. It
requires forethought, but this is something your people are good at. The Irish? Maybe they can learn.”

"Y ou mean we would go to the great expense of putting these living quarters into space so that terrorists
could liveinthem?' Ddaney sad increduloudy.

"That'sthe beautty of it, don't you see?' Chrisman said. "Humanity's future liesin space. It doesn't matter
who goesfird. It'sall of us. Right now there aren't enough people who can seethis clearly enough to
financeit. But maybe we can get enough support by making it serve two purposes. well solve the
terrorist problem and get the space habitats started at the sametime.”

"But that's rewarding the terrorists for killing people,” Delaney protested.

"We can't afford that kind of thinking," Johnson said.



"It'sjust solving the problem,” Chrisman said impatiently. He seemed to have adopted the idea asif it
were hisown. ™Y ou don't realize how much money and resources go into the business of coping with
terrorism. And how closeterrorism might come to destroying us dl in anuclear war if thewrong people
get their hands on nuclear wegpons, or somebody miscal culates. We could lose everything.”

"Maybe my people not go,” Mohammed said. " This space thing not be Paegtine.”

"There are many reasons why your people should accept a generous offer. Not the least istheir pride. It
would be dangerous. Some would diein accidents. There would be martyrs. But there would be peace,
and aland brighter and richer than Palegtine.”

"Then the Jaws would want one," Delaney said.

"L et them have one," Chrisman said. "L et anybody who wants ahabitat have oneif they can afford it or
the funds can be raised somewhere. People will be too busy in space making things work to worry about
old antagonisms. Just like the settlers were too busy in America. Maybe, if wedl work at it, we can turn
our competitive ingtincts toward our gaactic environment rather than each other.”

"There till will be problems,” Johnson said.

"Oh, of course," Chrisman said. "Thisisn't utopia. It just gives us breathing room. And maybe it scatters
humanity's seed far enough that a single accident can't wipeit out. If we can just get it done, it will mean
that humanity isimmortd. Or at leest asimmorta asthe universe”

"Maybeit work," Mohammed said. For the first time he sounded hopeful .
"Y ou think your Sster would go for it?" Delaney said. For thefirst time she sounded hopeful, too.

"Maybe." He seemed excited now. He moved toward the door, stumbling in the darkness, and pounded
onit.

The noise was gartling in the night. A voice outside spoke loud, harsh wordsin aforeign language, and
Mohammed replied in the same language. The captives could make out the word "Fatima.” It was
repested severa times.

"Already?' Chrisman said. "At thistime of night?"
"Why not?' Ddlaney said. She was sanding. "Johnson? Are you there?"
"Yes" Johnson felt ahand touch hisand cling to it for amoment.

"I'm sorry,” she said. Shereleased his hand. It was enough. She, too, had the capacity to change. She
laughed. "I'm going to the bathroom while | have the chance.”

The door opened. Through the doorway camethelight of the full moon outlining the figure of
Mohammed's Sster and casting along shaft of slver across the barn floor.

"Fatima," Mohammed said confidently, "I havegoodidea..."

The prisoners were released on a street comer in Washington, D.C., not far from atelephone booth and
only half adozen blocks from Capitol Hill. Mohammed had been persuasive, but inbred paranciawas
not quickly discarded. There was much work to be done; it would take time, years perhaps.

"Do you think it will work, Johnson?" Chrisman asked as he waited for Delaney to be finished with the
telephone.



"I know it will," Johnson said. His eyes had the look of someone who was seeing distant visions.
"Y ou have people here?' Chrisman asked. ™Y ou need alift somewhere?’
"Don't worry about me," Johnson said. "But do you have a piece of paper on you?'

Chrisman looked down at his astronaut's coveralls and smiled. "I'm afraid not. Asa matter of fact. | was
going to borrow a quarter from you or Delaney for the telephone call.”

Johnson rummaged through his pockets and came up with aquarter. "Here," he said, and when Chrisman
turned to the telephone booth, he walked quickly away.

In an dley between office buildings he found an area enclosed by overflowing trash containers and large
cardboard boxes. He rummaged through the containers until he found asmall box, tore the flgp fromiit,
settled down behind one of the large ones, and held the flap up to adistant streetlight as he wrote:

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson. Y ou have just helped solve the problem of palitica terrorism and launched
humanity toward the stars, and you don't remember. Y ou may find the newspapersfilled with reports of
what happened, but you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations...." After he had finished, he propped the flap against an
adjacent trash container where he would see it when he awoke, pulled hisjacket tightly around him
againg the night's chill, and lay back to await the new day.

|Go to Contents |

Episode Five
Woman of the Year

The man lying behind the large cardboard boxes and the overflowing trash containers opened hiseyesto
ahdf-circle of faces framed against the blue sky. One of the faces was older and sterner. Below it wasa
blue uniform. "Y ou can't deep here, miger," it said.

Theman pulled hisold gray tweed jacket alittle tighter around his body and sat up. "'l wasn't doing much
degping, | assureyou,” he said and grinned.

It was agood grin and a pleasant face, even though it seemed abit blank at the moment asif it had been
wiped clean by the night's healing hand. The face was agolden brown, not asif it had been tanned but as
if that wasits native color, and it was smooth asif fresh shaven, dthough clearly the man had not had the
opportunity to shave. He had dark, curly hair, and when he got up, as he did now, he was of medium
height. In fact, though he may have been better looking than most, he seemed an average sort of person,
aman easlly overlooked by those who only passed by.

"We don't dlow vagrants around here," the policeman said. "The Capitol and the White House ain't that
far away. It don't look good."

The policeman was surrounded by children, big and little, white and black and brown, clean and dirty,
neet and ragged. They had gathered asif by magic to stare at this curiogity in their midst. By their dress
and the books in their hands, some of them were on their way to school. Others, perhaps, were only
loitering, looking for excitement or trouble. One of the younger children stuck her tongue out. The man
smiled at her. An older boy dressed in ragged jeans and adirty jacket held hisright hand with the thumb
hooked over his waistband near his back pocket asif it held an amulet, and his eyes were narrow and



caculating as he studied the man who had been deeping in this dirty aley. "Whaitchadoin' here anyway?*
he asked.

The man patted his pockets and pulled abillfold out of the rear one. He opened it for the policeman's
ingpection. "1've got money and credit cards,” he said. There were afew hillsin it and acouple of plastic
cards. "l just got trapped here last night and couldn't get acab, so | decided to wait out the night. Pretty
cold, too."

"Okay, what's your name?" the policeman asked, taking out a pad of paper and a pencil.
The man looked a one of the cards. "Bill Johnson," he said.
"Y ou don't know your own name?"

"Just a habit, officer," the man said. "I'd rather you didn't write thisup, however. After dl, | haven't
broken any laws."

"You think deeping inthe street islegd in thistown?" the policeman asked.
"l think he'salooney," the older boy said. He was|ooking at the billfold in Johnson's hand.
"Go on about your business, Tommy, if you have any,” the policeman said.
"What's going on here, officer?' asked awoman's voice from behind the throng of children.

The policeman turned, motioning to the children asif he were parting the Red Sea. "Get away. Go along

to school or wherever you're headed. It'sjust this man here, Ms. Franklin,” he said to the young woman

unveiled by the children. "1 found him degping behind these boxes, and I'm trying to find out what's going
on.

"Iseverything al right?' the woman named Franklin asked. She was of medium height and dender, with
dark blonde hair and blue eyes and aface and figure of unusua beauty. The younger children clustered
around her and the older boys gave her room, appraising her out of the corner of their eyes and
unconscioudy straightening their backs and brushing the hair from their eyes.

"Perfectly fine, maam," Johnson said. He amiled &t her.

"Says his name's Johnson, Bill Johnson," the policeman said, putting away his pad and pencil.

"I'll be respongible for Mr. Johnson," the woman said. "I'll seethat he gets wherever he'sgoing.”
"That's fine with me, Ms. Franklin," the policeman said. "Get along to schoal, you kids! Go on, now!"

The children stirred but did not disperse. The policeman moved off unhappily, asif searching for more
satidying Stuations.

"Do you want to come with me?"' the woman said.
"Very much," Johnson said.

"Y ou can go on about your own businessif you like," she continued. "'I'm going to work, but | can find
you ataxicab or ahotdl." Her voice was lovely, too, low and melodious.

"You'rekind," Johnson said.



She shrugged. " Just common courtesy.”
"I was hoping for more." He dusted himself off and straightened his clothing. "1'm ready."

They moved out of the alley onto the street, the children following them asif one of them werethe Pied
Piper."So your nameisBill Johnson,” shesaid.

"I think 0," he said.

They were hdfway down the street when Johnson stopped suddenly. " Can you wait just amoment?* he
asked. "I've forgotten something.” He turned and ran back the way they had come, and down the
odorous aley to the spot where he had been lying. He looked around the areafor amoment and saw a
piece of cardboard with some writing on it. He glanced &t it, folded it so that the writing wasinsde, and
walked quickly back toward the little group with the piece of cardboard in his hand. The children were
clustered around the young woman. It was clear now who was the Pied Piper. Johnson studied her as
shetaked to the children, clearly caring about them.

"Okay," hesaid.

She looked up at him and smiled. "Go on to schooal, children,” she said. For her they did what they would
not do for the man in uniform, moving off, chattering and waving their hands. "'I'm Saly Franklin,” she
sad. "And | work in the People, Limited, building just down the Street. If you want to walk there with
me, we can get you settled somewhere. Whereisit you belong?'

"Would you believe meif | told you | don't know?" he asked.
Shetilted her head to look at him asthey walked dong. "I'm in the business of believing people.”

"Youregood at it," Johnson said. "That's because you like people, and they like you." He looked at her
asif hewere seeing not only the person in front of him but al the people she had been and might yet
become.

Within acouple of blocks, the streets were busier, the sdewalks were cleaner, and the buildings were
large and indtitutional , with sawed-limestone exteriors and polished brass street markers on their corners.
Where there were brief stretches of green lawn in front of or beside the buildings, some of them had neeat
ggnsidentifying them. One of them read "People, Limited.”

"Thisiswhere | work," she said, turning in at the doorway. She had her purse open in her hand and an
identification card inserted in adot beside the plate-glass doors. They swung open and she motioned
Johnsontogoin.

An attractive dark-haired young woman seated at adesk just inside the doorway |ooked up asthey
entered. "Good morning, Ms. Franklin," she said and gave a curious look at Johnson, but didn't say
anything, asif she were accustomed to seeing the other woman with strange companions.

"Jesse, thisisMr. Johnson," Sdly Franklin said. "1 found himinan dley." She smiled a Johnson asif to
say it was ajoke between them. "Seeif you can find him aplace to stay, or transportation, or whatever
he needs."

"How about ajob?" Johnson said.
"You don't haveajob?" Franklin asked.

"l don't think s0."



"Theresagreat ded you don't know about yoursdlf,” she said, looking at him without accusation, "but
that's none of my business. We're aways looking for volunteers. We don't have many paid positions, but
why don't you fill out an application, listing your qudifications and employment record, if you have any,
and if we can't find something for you here maybe we can locate employment el sewhere.”

"Youredly arekind," he said, holding out his hand.

Shetook his hand and pressed it briefly. "I seem to get involved with people who don't have ahome or a
future,” she said and smiled. Sheturned toward the elevator afew feet avay.

"Strays?" he asked.
"Strays," she agreed.
"Thanksfor everything,” he sad.

She stepped into the elevator with awave of her hand and was gone. " She's aremarkable woman,”
Johnson said, turning to the young woman at the desk.

"Without her this organization would be nothing,” she said.
"What's her position with this organization?' Johnson asked.

"Sheis the organization. Executive director,” the woman said shortly asif impatient with Johnson's
presence.

"She's very young to have such aresponsbility. And very beautiful .”
"What's wrong with that?' the woman at the desk asked sharply. " She's very smart, too."

"| can seethat,” Johnson said. "It's just that from her gppearance and her way with children, shelooks as
if she should be adding to the population, not trying to reduceit.”

"That'sal you men think about,” the woman said, biting off her words. "Well, she's got more important
ambitions, and you ought to be thankful she has. Overpopulation isthe most important problem of our
time." Clearly the subject wasthefocus of her life, and shewas just getting warmed up to it.

Johnson held up hishandsin submission. "I'm aconvert,” he said.

"People take advantage of Saly,” the woman said, dmost asif to hersdf. There was no doubt that she
included Johnson in that group. " Someday, unless there's some providence watching over her, shesgoing
to have a bad experience—and then I'm afraid of what will happen.”

"Yes," Johnson said. He paused and added, "I'd liketo help. I'd like to look after her.”
"You?' the woman asked skepticaly.

"I may not seem impressive a the moment,” Johnson said, "but | do fed asense of commitment to what
thiswoman isdoing. It'sterribly important. And | fedl asif thereis some danger to her and to what sheis
doing that | might be able to help with. I would work chegp—for nothing, if | could liveonit.”

Thewoman looked at him asif shewasimpressed in spite of hersdf. "Do you want that application?’ she
asked.

"How about the place to stay first—not too far away, perhaps, and not too expensive.”



A few minutes and afew telephone callslater, Johnson was back on the sidewalk with an address and
directionson adip of paper in his pocket. He ill had the piece of cardboard in hishand. He paused at
thefirst corner to unfold it and read: "Y our nameis Bill Johnson. Y ou have just helped solve the problem
of palitica terrorism and launched humanity toward the ars, and you don't remember. Y ou may find the
newspapers filled with reports of what happened, but you will find no mention of the part you played.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations, including the likelihood that | may be lying or decelved
or insane. But the explanation on which you must act isthat | havetold you the truth: you are aman who
was born in afuture that has dmost used up dl hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the
eventsthat created that future.

"Am| tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comeslike avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natura course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.

"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exig in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"I wrote this message last night to tell you what | know, just as | learned about mysdlf thismorning by
reading amessage printed in lipstick on abathroom mirror, for | am you and we are one, and we have
donethis many times before.”

The man named Bill Johnson stared unseeing down the long street until he stirred himself, tore the piece
of cardboard into pieces, and stuffed them into atrash receptacle. When he looked up he saw the older
boy in thejeansand dirty jacket. He still had his thumb hooked over hiswaistband. But he wasn't
watching Johnson. He was watching the front door of People, Limited.

The hotel was half adozen blocks away, on the uneasy edge between the
White-House-Mall-Capitol-Hill area of massive stone government buildings and the decaying dums
teeming with children and crime and poverty that haf encircled it. The edge was continualy shifting, like
an uncertain battlefield between armies of ancient antagonists, as old areas deteriorated into
near-abandonment or were torn down to make way for big new structures, some of them
commemorating the dead and gone, some of them dedicated to a dream of thingsto come.

The battle for the soul of the hotel was ill in doubt, but the dusty lobby, presided over by an elderly
clerk al doneinwhat had once been bustle and glitter, was haunted by a premonition of defeat. The
room to which Johnson admitted himsdlf was alittle cleaner, but it too had the kind of embedded dirt and
irrepressible odors that nothing but total renewal could ever obliterate. It held an old bed, a couple of
tattered understuffed chairs, afloor lamp, atelephone and atable lamp on a nightstand beside the bed,
and a bathroom with pitted porcelain tub, cracked lavatory, and Stained toilet, asingle towel but no
washcloth, and a hand-sized bar of Ivory soap that crackled with age when Johnson unwrapped it.

The one new object in the room was a color television set, some owner'sforlorn attempt at remodeling.
Johnson stared at it for amoment when he came out of the bathroom and turned it on. A soap opera
titted "All My Children" swam into view. Johnson ignored it and began to go through his pockets. The
billfold that he dready had glanced at was remarkably bare of identification other than aVisacard and a
socid security card enclosed in plagtic; he dso had afew coins, afew bills, some of them oddly colored
and labeled "King Scrip," which he crumpled and threw in the wastebasket, a pocket comb, and the
receipt for aone-way airlineticket from Los Angelesto Washington, D.C., arriving & Dulles Airport. It
had a baggage claim check stapled toit.

Johnson looked up the telephone number for the airling, dided it, and asked the disinterested clerk if she



could have hisbag delivered to him at the hotel. At first sherefused to do it, but when heinssted he
didn't have transportation, something must have clicked in her memory, for she suddenly asked if he had
been on the plane whose mobile lounge had been hijacked.

"All I wantismy bag," hesaid. "I don't have any clothes.”
"But if you were—"

"It doesn't matter," he said. "Do meafavor. Mark it up to public reations. I'll leave the claim check with
the desk clerk in case I'm not here.”

When he turned back to the television set, the sogp operawas over. A commercid had dready started.
It showed vast numbers of children covering al the curved surface of what seemed to be part of aglobe.
They weredl races, dl colors, well-dressed and ragged, but many of them looked hungry and misshapen
and sad. They were dl moving toward the viewer, and as they got closer and bigger, more of them kept
coming behind, and there was no end to them and they blotted out the screen.

In the darkness that followed, awoman's voice said, " Children are ablessing and ajoy. But not when
there are more of them than afamily can feed and care for and love. Then they are areproach and a
tragedy and asin. And the human family has been having too many of them recently.” The screen cleared
and reveded Sally Franklin dressed in aneat, pae-blue suit standing in front of afull-color reproduction
of the Earth as seen from space. "World population was two and a haf billion in 1950, three and
two-thirdsbillionin 1970, nearly four and ahaf billionin 1980, six billion in 2000." The view of Earth
that had been bright with sunshine, streaks of clouds, and blue seas steadily darkened. "Theendisin
sght. And the answer is up to you, every one of you. Before you create more babies—think! Think
about not only whether you can care for them, but whether thisworld of ours has room for them. It's
better to have one or two happy children than three or four that don't have enough, better to have two
billion people on Earth with achance for the future than eight billion or eighteen billion with no chance a
al. It'sour decision. All of us. It isnot the problem of people who live somewheredsewhose skinisa
different color or who belong to adifferent race. It's our problem. All of us. And we've got to solveit. All
of us. Or d=e...." Thecircle of the Earth had turned completely black and so, with startling suddenness,
did the entire television screen. With equa suddenness, white words sprang out upon the screen that read
"People, Limited," and aman's voice said, "The preceding message was brought to you by this network
asapublic service. It isbeing shown, in appropriate trandations, in every part of the world reached by
televison, and e sawhere by film or other means.™

Johnson reached over and turned off the television set, picked up his jacket, and |eft the room.

The receptionist at People, Limited, looked up from the employment form and said, "What can | do with
this? Outside of your name, therés no information on it.”

Johnson smiled. "If | were trying to deceive anybody, | would have made up something. It'sjust thet |
have a problem with my memory. If | have apast, | don't remember it. If | have awork record, | don't
know what it is. If | have an education, | don't know where. If | have skills, | don't know what they are.”
Before she could speak, he went on, "But | do have a commitment to what this organization and Ms.
Franklin are doing. And | would do anything honorable to help them succeed.”

Shefrowned and then sighed. "But what can | do? Our personnel people will just throw this out.”
"I'll work asavolunteer,” Johnson said. "Anything that would let me watch over Ms. Franklin.”

Neat and unthreatening, he stood in front of the reception desk in the polished, well-lighted lobby,
looking directly into the eyes of the dark-haired receptionist.



"How would you live?" she asked.
"That's not important.”

Shesighed again. "I'll put you on the temporary employment list. The personnel people don't haveto
approve that for aweek. Maybe by that time you'll have proven yourself of somevaue."

"Oh, I will," Johnson said.

"It only pays minimum wage. Just turnin your hoursto me a the end of the day...."
"Don't worry,” hesad. "My gods are the same asyours.”

"l hope s0," shesaid.

The eevator doors opened, and Sally Franklin came out followed by aman and awoman talking rapidly
to her. She had an attaché case in her hand, and she was listening and responding in fragments when she
saw Johnson. She stopped. "Y ou're till here?' she said.

"I'm back," he said. "To be your bodyguard, your persona assistant, your porter, your gopher...."
Franklin looked sharply at the receptioni<t. "But | don't need anybody like that.”

The receptionist looked embarrassed and helpless. "He—I...."

Johnson shrugged and spread his hands. "It ssems I'm not good for anything else."

Franklin looked at him and shook her head. "Oh, all right. But weve got to find something else for you to
do." She turned to the other two. "I think I've got it al. Johnson will go with meto the press conference.
Y ou can stay here and work on the Delhi mesting.”

Outside, Johnson reached for Franklin's attaché case, and after a brief resstance shelet it go. "It gives
me something to do," he said.

"Oh, dl right. It isn't far. But | don't know what I'm going to do with you.”
"Nothing," Johnson said. "Nothing &t al. Y ou won't even know I'm around.”
"What brought you here?' she asked.

"I don't know," hesaid. "I only know what I'm doing here."

"And what isthat?'

"Trying to protect you—and what you're trying to do." She shook her head. "What makes you think you
can do that?'

Helaughed. "Do you want meto list my quadifications?"

They were walking east on the broad avenue and Franklin kept glancing sdeways at Johnson asif trying
to understand him. "I usudly have afeding about people,” she sad, "but | can't get ahandle onyou.

Y ou're going to have to tell me something about yourself—all these mysterious statements about not
knowing where you belong or if you have ajob or what brought you here. That was dl right aslong as
youwerea..."

"A stray?' Johnson suggested.



"Yes. But if you're going to be—"
"Y our faithful servant?'

"—1I need to know more about you." Shefinished breathlesdy. "Why do you make mefed so
frustrated?'

"It'sbecause | have aqueer memory. It works only oneway."
"It's the same with everybody."

"Mineworksforward, not back." He hesitated for thefirst time. "1'd rather not tell you any more. It will
make you sorry for me, and | don't want that. The result—"

"Hang theresult,”" she said, dmost angrily. "Y ou can't stop now."

"I remember the future," he said. "But | don't remember the past. | seem to wake up periodically without
any persona memories, but | have glimpses of what the future might belike.”

She gave him asiddong glance. "Tha must be—disturbing.”

"I know it'shard to believe, and I'm not asking you to believeit. Only to believe that | hope to do good
and that | would never do you harm.”

"Can you see my future?' she asked.

"Areyou teesng me?'

"Can't you tdll? No, that'sunfair. I'm trying not to."
"I'd rather not tell you. Believe me, it'saburden.”
"Tdl me" shecommanded. "What'sin my future?'

"l seeonly flashes" he said reluctantly. "That's the way it dways comes—avision, not of the future
because there are many futures, but of the natural consegquence of any set of circumstances. And it shifts,
like the image in akae doscope, from moment to moment, asindividua actions and decisions reshapeit.
Onecan't look at it steedily without getting dizzy."

"You can turn it off then?" She spoke asif she was beginning to believe him.
"Only partly. Like not looking at something. Y ou know it'sthere, but only as a background.”
"Y ou haven't told me my future," she reminded him.

"Some people are more important to the future than others—not more important as people but more
important in that their actions and choices have more influence in shaping the future. | sensethem asa
kind of nexus, a place where linesto the future converge and make theindividua and the area
immediately surrounding theindividua morevivid, more colorful, more—red."

"And thet attracts you?"
"Like amoth to theflame," he said and smiled. "The sarious answer is Sometimes."

"What decides?



"Thefuture,” Johnson said smply. "Sometimes | can't stand to look &t it, and then | have to do
something.”

"To makeit better?"

"To help others make it better. I'm speaking theoretically, of course, because | can't remember what has
happened before—if ithas happened before, and | am not just living agreat delusion. But | can't perceive
the consequences of my own actions except asthey are related to someone dse. It'sasif | had ablind
spat, like being able to see everybody but yoursalf. So | can't know what would happen if | did
something. Only if someone e se does something.”

"Y ou gill haven't told me anything about mysdif.”
"You're garting to believe me."

"Shouldn't 17"

"Y ou see the consegquencesin me.”

"Y ou're not so bad. Y ou're thoughtful, gentle, kind...."

"Troubled, sad, distant...." He smiled. "Y ou see?| said that one of uswould end up fedling sorry for
m"

"You sad | would, and you're right. Y ou haven't told me in so many words, but apparently you see me
as one of those persons you were talking about.”

"Do you redly want to know how important you are?'

She thought about it. "1 guess not,” she said and smiled in away that seemed to brighten the air around
her. "Besdes, were here.”

"Here" was the Sde entrance to alarge public building. They went through the doorway and through a
backstage areato the wings of asmall auditorium. A harried, bading little man was waiting for them.
"Sdly," hesaid, "they're waiting for you. Thisisatough bunch, and they're getting tougher. 1've been
ligening. | think they're going to give you ahard time.”

Franklin patted him on the shoulder and winked. "Don't worry, Fred. It doesthem good to wait for afew
minutes. And I'm not worried about afew cynical reporters.” She turned to Johnson and retrieved her
attaché case. "How am | going to do?"' she asked softly.

"Gresat," Johnson sad.

She smiled a him and walked to the center of the stage where awooden lectern, so massiveit looked as
if it had been built into the hal, had been placed. Although the auditorium was smal, the audiencefilled
only thefirst few rows. The overhead lights were pitiless. Franklin looked lost behind the lectern as she
opened her ataché case and removed ahandful of papers, though she never afterward referred to them,
and stood for amoment looking out at the puddle of skeptical faces. "I'm Saly Franklin, executive
director of People, Limited, and I've been asked to make mysdlf available for questions about our new
program for population control. By 'our' | mean not only People, Limited, but Zero Population Growth,
Planned Parenthood, and half a dozen other groups dedicated to the problem of overpopulation. Each of
our organizations hasits own program, but we are coordinating our educationa effortsfor thisdrive.

"Theyear coming up has been designated the International Population Y ear. Every cooperating nation



will be conducting a censusthat is expected to be more accurate than anything presently available. Each
one dso will gather data on population growth, resources, and resource projections. All of this
information will be placed in databanks for further study and reference. The mission assigned to People,
Limited, and other privately supported groups concerned with overpopulation is to educate people to the
need and meansfor family planning. We have prepared extensve campaigns, for which the commercids
on televison that you may have been seeing lately are the first contributions by People, Limited. We are
preparing others, including what we cal a'Pop Quiz." Are there questions? The gentleman in thefirgt
row."

The man who stood up was lean, dark, and gloomy. He bit off hiswords asif they were bullets. "Ray
Minor, UPI. Y ou refer to these programs as educationa, which implies that there is general agreement
about the facts of the dituation. | have two questions about this: first, isn't this, in fact, propagandafor a
particular viewpoint; and second, what do you propose to do about groups, particularly religious groups,
that believe there is no overpopul ation problem or that to practice contraceptionisasin?'

Franklin smiled swestly at the reporter. "Y ou dways ask difficult questions, Mr. Minor. It istrue that one
person's education is another person's propaganda, but we have facts to back our beliefs. The proper
course of action to dedl with the facts dwaysis an appropriate subject for discussion, but until those who
oppose measures to limit population can come up with reliable data that contradict our facts, or at least
provethat our data are inaccurate, we are justified in caling our programs educationd. The answer to
your second question is that we must discuss these matters with religious groups aswell asthe genera
public. Morality that produces more misery in the world isinaccurately named. In any case, red
opposition isnot to our goas but to means, and we are not committed to any means.”

A plump woman stood up in the front row. "Does that include the Pope?

"Of course. Though persond discussion is not necessarily the way to go about it. And we do not mean to
suggest that the Pope or the Church need education, only that thereisroom for discussion. | can
announce, however, that the Vatican is considering the gppointment of a study group.”

A tal, older woman with graying hair stood up toward the back. "Wilma Blanchard, Science Review. Do
you envision or see the need for technological breakthroughs?!

"New technology is adwayswelcome. The perfection of amae contraceptive pill, for instance. But we
can't wait for it. We have the technology. All we need isthe will."

A broad-shouldered blond man stood up in the third row. "Bruce Campbell, CBS. What isthe problem,
then, and how do you hopeto dedl with it?"

"The Bible commanded usto be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdueit. Whether you
believein the truth of the Bible or Darwin or both, there was along period in human existence when our
surviva asaspecies or astribes or as families depended on a high rate of reproduction. The ingtincts that
served us so well for so long betray us when the earth has been replenished and subdued. Science has
lowered the death rate and given us the meansto lower the birth rate. Aslong ago asthe 1960sa
National Academy of Sciences report concluded by saying that ‘either the birth rate of the world must
come down, or the death rate must go back up.' How do we dedl with it? There aren't any easy
solutions; infact, the only solution isindividua choiceto do not what isinginctive but what isrationd.
And that means education.”

The same plump woman in the front row spoke up again. "Doesn't that mean that the problem is
insoluble?'

Franklin looked sober. "It meansthat the solution is difficult. Any time we must persuade the mgjority of



the human race to be rational, we must expect difficulties, discouragement, disgppointment, and defest.
But we can't give up smply becauseit is difficult, because giving up isdeath."

The woman went on asif she had not been listening, "Does what you have said mean that you disgpprove
of the Indian solution of compulsory sterilization and the Chinese solution of surveillance and socid
pressure?"

"Different cultures may require different gpproaches,” Franklin said. "I'm not sure that compulsory
Serilization ever was an officid policy inIndia, and if it were I'm not surethat it or what you call the
Chinese solution provide any find answers. | know they wouldn't work in this country or in most
countrieswith atradition of individua freedom, and I'm pretty sure that the only answer inthelong termis
individua responsibility. How one providesthe individua with the information necessary toreach a
responsible decision, and the meansto implement it, may differ from culture to culture, but unlessthe
necessity of limiting our family Sizeis accepted asatruth in every culture then no solution will work.
Repression ultimately bresks down, and socid repression of basic ingtincts can only lead to the
destruction of the society that repressesthem.”

A short pudgy man in the fifth row stood up. "Harry Hopper, Associated Press. [sn't it true that
overpopulation is primarily aproblem of the developing countries, and, if o, aren't your missonary
efforts wasted on people who aready are converted, so to speak?”

"In terms of population control, you are correct. The developed countries aready have reached the goal
of zero population growth or dropped below it. Some Scandinavian countries have expressed concern
about the fact that their reproduction rate has dropped so far that their nations may bein danger of
extinction. It isafact that the only places where population has been effectively controlled have beenin
industridized nations with high standards of living, and some observers have speculated that the only way
to achieve adecline in population growth is by raising the sandard of living to the point where everyone
recognizesthat the large family, useful in an agrarian society, isan economic handicap in onethat is
industridized. Raising the stlandard of living worldwide isadesirable god in itsdlf, but we believe that
while efforts must continue to do so we cannot wait for that to produce the desired effect.”

A group of reporters were on their feet asking for the floor, but Franklin silenced them with araised
hand. "Of course, population control isonly one side of the problem. The other sideisresources. Inthe
presence of unlimited resources, there can be no overpopulation, and the unfortunate fact isthat the
developed nations, and particularly this country, consume far more of the world's resources, per capita,
than the developing countries. In fact, it has been estimated that an American baby has severa hundred
times the impact on the environment and the world's resources as one born in Indiaor China. We must
not only limit our numbers, we must learn to live lesswastefully, to use resources more efficiently, and we
must find or devel op new resources and nonpolluting ways to use them.”

The plump woman in the front row shouted above the others, "Are you going to take this message to the
developing nations? And how will they accept it from awedthy American?’

"It will be communicated everywhere by loca leadersin their own way, with whatever help we can give
them.”

"What is the source of your financia support?' someone shouted.

"Contributions, large and smal," Franklin said. "Our brief financia statement isavailable asahandout at
the end of this conference. Anyone who wishesto check our booksiswelcome at any time at the
People, Limited, headquarters.”

"Areyou married? Do you have children?"



"The answer to both isno. My biography is available at the headquartersaswell. | can't promise that the
answer to those persond questions will aways be no, but if the time ever comeswhen | can't in good
conscience continue this struggle, | will step aside and let someone else take over. But my persond
gpostasy or keeping of the faith isimmeateria. Humanity iswhat matters: if we cannot control our
numbers, our numberswill control us. | think we've reached the end of this sesson. Thank you for your
attention and your thoughtful questions. The world will appreciate your help in solving the Sngle grestest
problem of our time."

The audience stood and applauded as she picked up her papers and her attaché case and | eft the stage.
Outside the building Franklin handed Johnson the attaché case and asked, "How did it go?"

"I wasright,” Johnson said. "Y ou were grest.”

She blushed, though it was clear from her tone that she had expected it. "It did go well, didn't it."
"Superbly. Nobody €l se could have doneit aswell.”

"Aw, shucks," she said and laughed. It was afternoon, the day was warm, the sun was shining, and it was
clear that shefelt relieved and happy, and that Johnson's presence somehow made it better.

The afternoon that followed was ordinary in its details but unusua in the way they responded toit. She
had severa potentia contributorsto cal upon, and they traversed the streets of downtown Washington,
entering doorways, ascending elevators, waiting in reception rooms, requesting grants and giftsfrom
philanthropists and corporate directors. Sdly Franklin was good &t it. She presented her requests Smply
and without gpologies, asif she were doing the donors afavor by accepting their contributions, and, in
addition, on this particular day, there was beneath her efficient and serious presentation akind of
suppressed merriment that produced an unusually generous response.

Johnson spent histime listening, though his presence did nothing to diminish Franklin's effect on her
contacts. They seemed to observe the way he listened and their attention was heightened. And there was
talk between the two of them, although it was mostly Franklin'stalk and Johnson'slistening. Hewasa
good listener, his attention al on her, perhaps because he had no distractions, no concerns of hisown, no
memoriesto interfere with the importance of the moment.

Shetold him about her childhood in Minnegpalis, her parents, her school days, her boyfriends, and the
glorious moment when a population expert cameto lecture at the University and described a future that
changed her life. It was reinforced afew monthslater when she spent asummer in crowded,
overpopulated Mexico City and then, after graduation ayear later, worked in socid welfarein the dums
of Washington. It was then she knew what her life work would be. "Poverty would not be so bad,” she
sad, "if it did not include children. A child without food or shelter or love, without opportunity, without
hope, is enough to break the heart of theworld.”

Johnson's ook said that it broke his heart.
"This has been the best day of my life," she said exuberantly. "1 think | oweit to you."
"That'snonsense” hesaid. "You'vedoneit dl."

"I must leave for Indiatonight. My bags are packed; Jessie will seethat they get to the airport. I'm too
excited to go home and sit. Let's have dinner. 1'd like to spend afew more hours with you before we
haveto part. After dl," she laughed, "with your history | might not seeyou again.”

Hedid not look into her eyes. "Of course,” he said.



They ate paellaand drank sangriaat a Spanish restaurant in an old house located not far from Capitol Hill
but in an area of older homes, narrow, set close together, and now infecting each other with the disease
of poverty and the stench of decay. Diners were scattered through a number of rooms, smal and large,
and singers with guitars and dancers with castanets and iron heels wandered through the rooms
entertaining. Mostly Franklin and Johnson ignored everyone el se; when they could not hear each other
they waited, and when they could she continued to talk to him asif they were aone, to describe her
plans, to ask for hisadvice and hisvision of the future. "Thisisn't agypsy tearoom," she said merrily, "and
| have no tealeavesfor you to read, but perhaps we can pretend...." It was clear that pretending, that
getting away from the pressures of the real world, was important to her tonight.

"You will do dl thethingsthat you have planned,” he said, "if you are careful.”
"Careful?'

"Many things can deflect a person from accomplishment. Things can happen to change the kind of person
they are or their understanding of the kind of world they livein. Or what seemed completely clear can
become hazy and muddled when dternatives appear. Do you want to tell me why you've never married?”

"I've had afew opportunities,” she said.
"l can believethat."

"But when | wasyoung | didn't love any of them," she said thoughtfully, "or not enough. And sincethen |
haven't loved any of them asmuch as| loved what I'm doing." She looked up a him. "Areyou telling me
that marriage might change me?*

"What do you think?"

"Aslong as| don't have children," she began and stopped. "Y ou're saying that if | loved somebody
enough to marry him I'd want to have his children. Surely that wouldn't be fatd.”

"Not if you werethekind of person who could compartmentaize your life and not | et the family part
digtract you from your gods."

"And I'm not that kind of person?" she asked.
"Areyou?'
"No, | guessI'm not."

"Theworld could forgive afew children from a person who was trying to get women to restrict their
childbearing. It might cause awkward moments and persistent questions from skeptics, but the world can
overlook inconsstencies. What it can't forgiveisfailure of leadership.”

"I'm not the only person around who can do this. I'm not even the best one and certainly not the most
important one. If | got married and retired to domesticity, someone else would step in and carry on the
fight"

"Don't decelve yoursdf. Y ou are important. Without you the battle would be logt.”

"That's nonsense," she said, and then her face brightened into asmile. "Oh, | see. Now you're going to
give methat prediction.”

"l haven't wanted to do it," he said softly, "because knowledge like this—if you believe it—can change



people, too. But you are aspecia person, so pecid that it frightens me.”
"Why me?" she asked. She sounded asif it was frightening her.

"I've asked the same question mysdlf," Johnson said, "and so did Hamlet. Thetimeisout of joint. O
cursed spite that ever | was born to set it right.’ But there are people whose lives have the potentia to
affect the future more than others. They are possessed by great idess, taken over by missonslarger than
themsaves. Mostly the founders of religions, but there were aso conquerors and kings, politica leaders
and rebels, occasiondly a philosopher, and oncein awhile an inventor or discoverer who had no
intention of changing the world but changed it anyway."

"But I'm not like that," she said.

"Mogt of them were remarkable people, driven men, some of them bitter, hard, hungry,
sngle-minded....And you're not like that. But you have the same quality of being possessed by anidea
and the ability to pass your possession on to others. Y our—forgive me—your remarkable beauty and
your renunciation of itstraditiona vauesare a part of your total impact on the future, but more important
are your concern for other people, your ability to communicate with them at al levels, your excellent
mind, your dedication, and most of al your presence. Y ou have the ahility, because of who you are and
where you stand, to be larger than life, to move people and change the world just by being yoursdlf.”

Shesghed. "l didn't ask for this. | don't want it.”

"Nobody ever asksfor it, and you don't have to keep it," Johnson said, "dthough | haveto tell you the
future will be an unhappier placeif you giveit up." He paused and then added, "But knowing the futureis
not the way to happiness.”

She reached across the table and took his hand. "Oh, Bill, it must be worse for you, and I've only been
thinking about mysdif."

"Y ou believe my strange story then?" he asked.
"How can | help but believe,” she said. "Y our face, your eyes, your wisdom...."

"Then believethis, too. There are other dangers, not smply to you, though that is bad enough, but to
what you can accomplish. Y ou trust people—and that is one reason for your success—but you must
learn caution, not expose yourself to danger unnecessarily, have people around whose only job isto ook
after you."

"| thought that was the job you picked out for yoursdlf," she said lightly but asif shewasgrowing to like
theidea.

"I've made it my job, but | may not aways be around.”

"Dont say that!" shesaid. "I know thisiscrazy. | found you in an dley thismorning, got you asan
unwanted employee by noon, and now you've become indispensable. By tomorrow I'll want to marry
you." Shewasjoking, but there was an edge of truth to her words that made an expression of something
like pain pass across Johnson's face. She patted his hand. "Don't worry, Bill, that wasn't aproposa.”

She was exuberant again, and she stood up quickly. The bill had long ago been paid. "I'll race you to
People, Limited. If you catch me, maybe therewill beaprize.

"Sdly, dont...." he began, getting up. "Thisisadangerous part of town. Be—"



But she had aready threaded her way between tables toward the front door, and he had to follow
quickly, trying to catch up. When he reached the front door, he looked quickly down either side of the
narrow and poorly lighted street, but she was nowhere to be seen. He went down the flight of worn stone
steps and hesitated at the bottom, looking right and |eft asif he were seeing farther than the nearest
dreetlight, asif he could peer past the shadowy present into the bright future. He ran quickly to the left,
down cobbled pavement, through pools of darkness.

"Sdly!" hecaled. “Sdlly!”

He heard amuffled sound and raced toward it. "Sally," he said, and stopped at the entrance to adark
aley between old houses. "Tommy? | know you'rethere, and | know you've got Ms. Franklin.”

A boy's voice came from the shadows. "How you know that, man?'
"I have an unusud kind of vison," Johnson said.

"You seethat, you see | got aknife at her throat, and | useit, just like that, you make amove." A vague
scuffling sound came from a place about ten feet away from Johnson. "And you keep quiet, lady, or you
get it now."

"Let her go. Tommy," Johnson said. "Nothing good will come of this—only bad, al bad."
"I can kill her and get you, too. Nobody ever knows—How you know my name?”’
"Y ou werein the group that found methismorning in thedley," Johnson said.

"Y ou can't see me now." The voice was hard and suspicious. It seemed less boyish with each passing
moment.

"l know agreat many things, Tommy," Johnson said earnestly. "'l know that you come from alarge
family, that your father is dead and your mother is sick and your brothers and sisters don't have enough
toedt."

"You acop?' the voice from the shadows asked suspicioudy. "Y ou been keeping track of me?”

"l won't lieto you, Tommy. No, I'm al done. I'm just aman with apeculiar way of knowing whét is
going to happen. And | haveto tell you that the future will be very bad for you if you do to Ms. Franklin
what you havein your mind."

"Sheeverything | can't have" theboy said. "I get something. | ought to get something.”

"Not thisway, Tommy," Johnson said. "That'sjust violence, not sex. All you'll get is desth for yoursalf
and a bad experience for her that may change her life and the lives of alot of people. And you'l kill your
mother. Shell die when she finds out what you've done. And your brothers and ssters—what smdll
chance they have for happinesswill be gone.”

"Ah-h-h!" the boy's voice snarled, but anote of doubt had crept in. "How you know that stuff?"

" told you that | have this strange vision,” Johnson said evenly. "I have another future for you. Y ou let
Ms. Franklin go and tomorrow you go to the place where she works—you know whereit is, Tommy,
because | saw you watching it this morning—and you ask for ajob.”

"How they gonnalet me have ajob after what | done?"

"Y ou haven't done anything yet, Tommy. Ms. Franklin isfrightened, but she hasn't been harmed. She



understands the kind of life you've had, the anger built up in you, the hate that Strikes at anybody. Y ou've
seen her before. She'sworked in this city with people who are poor and struggling. She wantsto make
things better.”

"Why they hireme?"

"Because I'll ask them to, and Ms. Franklin will ask them."

"l show up, maybe they throw meinjail.”

"What for?'Y ou haven't done anything yet. And how can you be worse off than you are now?"
"They hireme, what | do?'

"My ideaisthat you guard Ms. Franklin, keep her from harm. Y ou'd be good at it. Y ou know how it can
happen. Y ou know what to look for."

"Not likeyou, man."
"Y ou have other talents. Y ou could be something. Y ou could make things better, not worse.”

"Ah, man, you talk too much," the voice said. It sounded boyish again. And out of the darkness came
Franklin, reding asif she had been shoved, holding her throat.

Johnson caught her in hisarms. ™Y ou show up tomorrow," he called after the sound of running feet. "Are
you dl right?" he asked the woman trembling in hisarms.

Sheheldonto him. "Yes" shesad. "Yes. Thanksto you."

"He might not have doneit."

"I didn't think he would do it. I've seen him around. | didn't think he was dangerous.”
"Maybe hewasn't."

"I'm afraid hewas."

"Only because he was scared." He led her back down the dark street toward the lights of the busier
avenuethat crossedit.

"Will he show up tomorrow?"
"Theré'sagood chance."

"Y ou redly want meto hirehim?"

"It might save him. He might save you."

"Bill," she said and took a deep shuddering breath, "I don't want him to save me. | want it to be you.
Always"

They had reached the avenue and turned now toward the brighter lights of the Capitol areaand the
People, Limited, building. Johnson's hand tightened on her arm. "It can't be that way. Much as| would
likeit."

Her hand clutched hiswaist. "What do you mean? Because of what you did? That was a—acriss?'



"Maybe"
"Y ou might forget?"

"Posshbly."

"It was that important?’

"Wes"

"What would have happened?’

"It would have changed you. Y ou would not have lost your commitment, but you would have lost your
edge. A little bitterness perhaps, alittle hardness, alittle suspicion...aloss of innocence.”

"A lossof you," shesad. "That'swhat | can't endure.” She hed him tightly to her sde asthey walked
along. "You can stay. Y ou can come with meto India If you forget, | can make you remember. | think |
loveyou, Bill. | know | can't loseyou.”

"Y ou musint mistake relief and gratitude for love.”

"What about your fedlings? Y ou aren't just a mechanism for solving the world's problems. Y ou have
fedings. You have aright to alittle happiness™

"It would make me very happy to stay with you," Johnson said. "And | want you to know that | could
haveloved you."

" 'Could have?"

"It ssemsto methat love doesn't happen in aday. And that's how | live my life. But it's more than that. If
| stayed with you, there's agood chance we would fall in love, that you would love me beyond anything
else, and that for you | would give up everything.”

"What more could people want out of life?

"Nothing, if they didn't dso know that they got their happiness at the world's expense. Y ou see, | would
know that to be my wife and bear my children"—"0Oh, yes," Sdly said—"humanity would have logt its
best chance at limiting its Size to a number that the world's resources could support. How could | live
with such knowledge? How could you?"!

"Wewould forget," shesad fiercdly.

They had reached the doors of People, Limited. "No, we would never forget. Wewould be
happy—defiantly, guiltily happy—but we would never forget. And | would see dl the evils of theworld
that | might have been able to do something about, and | would fed unrelentingly the need to act—and
my lovefor you would stop me."

"Oh, Bill," she said, and pressed her head tightly againgt his chest.

"Goto India" hesaid. "Success awaits you there. Y ou will do greet things, and you will find your
happiness in doing them, and the future will be a better place for the fact that you have lived. And
remember—wherever you go, whatever you do, somewhere in thisworld thereisaman who lovesyou if
he only knew it."

Somewhere above the Pacific Ocean an airliner hurled itsalf toward India. Far below and far behind a



bus crawled through hillstoward the plains beyond. Onit, by thelight of asmall reading light in the base
of an overhead rack, aman was printing precise words with a pencil on the back of aticket envelope.

"Y our nameis Bill Johnson," hewrote. "Y ou have saved the woman who will be the single most
important factor in saving the world from overpopulation, and you don't remember. Y ou may read stories
in the newspapers about her accomplishments, but you will find no mention of your part in them.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations...."

After he had finished, he put the envelope in hisinside jacket pocket, and turned off the overhead light.
Now the buswas completely dark except for the faint glow near the driver. The passenger stared out at
the night beyond the windows. Oncein agreat while alight would appear in the darkness—a farmhouse
or somelonely country crossing—and then sweep past to be lost behind, while the empty milesturned
under the whesdls.

|Go to Contents |

Episode Six
Will-of-the-Wisp

The sun rose behind the mountains like a bloodshot eye peering after the fleeing bus. Dawn should have
reveded afar progpect of fertile farms and grazing animals, but haze lay acrossthe plain and the bus
dived into it asif trying to escgpe a pursuing Polyphemus.

In the seat next to awindow, the man who had no name stirred and opened his eyes. They were dark
and strangely empty, like the eyes of someone who has been awakened from a dream and does not
remember who or where heis. His face was honey-colored and pleasant, good-looking but not
memorable. He was not aboy, but his skin was smooth, unlined by time, unmarked by events.

He sat up straighter in his seat and adjusted the gray tweed jacket. A wince crossed hisface asif his
body had reminded him of anight spent trying to lieflat in aplace that inclined only afew degreesfrom
the verticdl.

The man looked around the bus at the heads of the other passengers. Most of them were deeping or had
their eyes closed, but afew stared stonily at the back of the seat ahead of them or with unseeing eyes out
the window beside them.

The turning of the wheels on the interstate highway beneath them enclosed the passengersin an
environment of unrelenting sound and vibration. The odor of urine and feces soured the air. The man
looked toward the rear of the bus where an enclosed cubicle indicated atoilet that had been pushed

beyond its capecity.

The man sank back in his seat and looked out the window. The mist swirled as the bus passed.
Occasondly it lifted to reved brief glimpses of the countryside. It looked like abettlefield after dl the
soldiers had been buried.

Harvest was over. A few stalks of corn stubble remained in the baked fields. But, by the evidence of the
scattered stalks, the harvest had been meager. Occasionally, back from the road, could be seen a
discouraged farmhouse and deteriorating outbuildings. Rusting machinery or the remains of old cars
littered barnyards and the corners of fields. A few animals—bony cattle and horses, forlorn sheep and
ever-hopeful goats—tried to forage in dry pastures or licked mud from the bottom of dry ponds.



The man staring out the window looked pained, asif he were gazing not at the landscape passing but
beyond that into acircle of theinferno. Even after the fog closed around the bus again, and nothing could
be seen, he continued to stare, until findly, asif he had seen too much, he turned away and began to
search through his pockets.

Findly, in hisinside jacket pocket, he found aticket envel ope with neat words printed precisely acrossit
inpendl.
"Your nameisBill Johnson," heread. ™Y ou have saved the woman who will be the sSingle most important

factor in saving the world from overpopulation, and you don't remember. Y ou may read toriesin the
newspapers about her accomplishments, but you will find no mention of your part in them.

"For thisthere are severa possible explanations, including the likelihood that | may be lying or decelved
or insane. But the explanation on which you must act isthat | havetold you the truth: you are aman who
was born in afuture that has dmost used up dl hope; you were sent to thistime and place to dter the
eventsthat created that future.

"Am | tdling the truth? The only evidence you haveisyour gpparently unique ability to foresee
consequences—it comeslike avision, not of the future because the future can be changed, but of what
will happen if eventstake their natura course, if someone does not act, if you do not intervene.

"But each time you intervene, no matter how subtly, you change the future from which you came. You
exig in thistime and outside of time and in the future, and so each change makes you forget.

"I wrote this message last night to tell you what | know, just as | learned about mysdlf thismorning by
reading a message printed on apiece of cardboard, for | am you and we are one, and we have done this
many times before.”

The man who now had aname, Bill Johnson, stared down at the envelope asif he wastrying to deny its
existence and then, with akind of revulson, hetoreit into smal pieces and tossed them into the litter on
the floor. He turned to look out the window again. Thefog lifted for amomen.

The highway was passing beside a broad river, but the water was mud-colored, asif it had swallowed a
thousand farms, and its surface had a gray-green sheen. Nothing moved in or aboveit. The countryside
had given way to shacksthat had grown up like toadstools dong the flat land dongside theriver.
Sad-faced children stood among them, clothed in rags, bellies protruding, watching the bus passtheir
small corner of the world, appearing out of nowhere, disappearing into the unknown.

The shacks evolved into more permanent dwellings, once decent houses, they had long since ceased to
care about gppearances. Their wallslooked asif they had never seen paint, and the bare soil around
them was littered with abandoned junk, old boxes, and discarded papers. Factories raised their
concrete-and-sheet-metal barricades dong the riverbank and, in stinking gushes, exhausted their wastes
from big pipesinto the sullen flow benegth.

As Johnson watched he saw aremarkable phenomenon: the river began to burn. Flames licked across
the surface like red and blue sprites dancing on the water. It was like asign from whatever falen angdls
ruled this particular region. From adistance it seemed marvel ous, but as the highway drew the bus closer
to the river Johnson could see oily smoke ascending into the clouds hanging close above before thefog
closedinagan.

Johnson shut his eyes and leaned his head back againgt the seat asif he was trying to forget what he had
seen, but then, as the bus dowed, he opened them again. The bus stopped, and the universe of sound
and vibration in which the passengers had existed for so long suddenly ended.



People stirred and irritated voices demanded to know what was going on.
"Arewe there?" an older woman asked.
"Breskfast stop, twenty-five minutes," the bus driver announced gruffly.

"That's hardly long enough to wash our hands," aman complained behind Johnson, "much less get rid of
enough of thisbus stink to be ableto eat anything."

"Twenty-five minutes," the bus driver repested. He opened the door, and the stench of the world outside
poured in. It had not been fog but smog, filled with smoke and other irritants, seen and unseen.

"l wasn't hungry anyway," the man said behind Johnson.

But Johnson shifted and stood up. He started down the aide, and then, asif by afterthought, reached
back and took a suitcase out of the rack above his head.

"Just astop, migter,” the bus driver growled as he saw the suitcase.

Johnson looked at the diner on the frontage road beside the burning river. It was not in much better
repair than the shacks and decayed houses they had passed. "EAT," read asign above the front door.
"FineFood," said an unlighted neon sign in afly-specked window. Whatever fine foods had ever existed
ingde the building had long ago turned into wastes.

A double row of gas pumps lined a cracked concrete idand where the bus stood, and asmall building
housed a deepy attendant and a couple of doorsthat said "Men" and "Women." "Thought | might clean
up,” Johnson said. "Maybe even change.”

"Thirty-five people gotta use them johns," the driver snarled.

" won't belong," Johnson said, and brushed past, walking toward the door marked "Men." But he kept
walking and found himsdlf along the riverbank where atrail had been beaten through weeds and brush.
On hisleft wasthe burning river. On hisright was an impenetrable forest of scrub trees.

The purposefulness with which Johnson had |eft the bus deserted him there, asif he had only enough
willpower for asingle act. His shoulders drooped, and he stared without expression & the dirt path as he
put onefoot in front of the other.

He came upon the dump aong the riverside about midday. The city had grown around him. The
skyscrapers were il in the distance, but the buildings on the other side of the river and those he could
glimpse above the riverbank on his sde were larger and more permanent. The dump was an areawhere
the bank had widened or been dug out. Trucks pulled up to the road above and let loose smdll
avalanches of trash. Dust billowed. Pickups and cars contributed their dy plastic sacks. The placehad a
gink of rot and moist decay that was different from the general odor of indudtrid effluents and machine
exhausts. The dump odor was so omnipresent that it became the way the world was and was soon

forgotten.

Johnson put down his suitcase and rubbed his elbow. He was about to Sit on the suitcase when avoice
spoke behind him.

"Welcometo hdl!" aman said eesily.

Johnson turned. Behind him stood asmall man in the remains of what might once have been agray
business suit. But he had no tie on the ragged collar of hiswhite shirt, the suit was torn and droopy, and



he carried a shopping sack. He was white-haired and had severa days growth of white beard on his
face, but his eyeswere blue and bright and he gave theillusion of being dapper.

"Thanks," Johnson said. He amiled briefly.
"Areyou abandoning hope," the other said, "or just dumming?”’
"I don't know," Johnson said.

"A bit of indecision never hurt anybody in thisplace," the other man said. "Most people don't arrive with
suitcases, however,” hewent on. "A few got knapsacks or bedrolls. What you got in there? Going to
share? Or hideit out?'

"I don't know," Johnson said. "'l mean, | don't know what I've got in here." He knelt down beside the
suitcase and opened it. "1'd be glad to share.”

The little man gave him an odd glance. "Y ou're astrange duck," he said. " Stranger than most." Then he
gave his attention to what Johnson was reveding in the suitcase: afew shirts, underclothes, pairs of
socks—all serviceable but worn. "Thanks," he said, "but I'll kegp my own. Fit better, too. Some might
stedl those, however, even here, where people are honester than usual . Better keep them close-by."

Johnson closed the suitcase and laid it flat. Then he emptied his pockets onit: afew coins, a pocket
comb, abusticket to Kansas City, and ahillfold that contained five bills—two ones, two fives, and aten.
He dso had aplagtic-encased socia security card made out to Bill Johnson and a Visa charge card made
out to the same name.

"Help yoursdlf," Johnson said, gesturing &t the little pile of belongings asif he had no sense of ownership.

Thelittle man leaned over and gently extracted one dollar bill from the heap. "Morewould lead mein the
wrong direction,” he said cheerfully. "I'd begin to want things again. Y ou'd better put the rest away where
they won't easly be found. Particularly that." He indicated the charge card with histoe. "A person could
do alot of damage to himself with one of those."

When Johnson had stowed things away, the little man said, "Now that weve got rid of the preliminaries,
maybe we should introduce oursalves. I'm Sylvester Harding Vines, Jr. But people around here cdl me
'Duke.""

"Bill Johnson," Johnson said.
They shook handsformaly.
"What did you do before...?" Johnson looked around the dump.

Dukeraised asmall, white hand. ™Y ou can get away with alot of things around aplace like this, but one
question nobody asksiswhat you did before or why you're here. All of us got reasons, some guilty,
some painful, and people who go poking around are considered antisocia.”

Johnson didn't say anything.

"Having said that," Duke went on brightly, "I must add that you seem abit confused. Something you need
hdp with?"

Johnson took a deep breath asif he was about to speak and then shook his head. "1 don't know."

"If it comes...." Duke said comfortably. "Meanwhile, maybe you'd like abite to eat.” He fished around in



the shopping sack and came out with a couple of apples. "Got a bruised spot or two," he said, "but you
can eat around those if you're particular.”

Johnson picked up his suitcase and they walked aong in the direction Johnson had been going, toward
the city, munching on their apples. Johnson pointed &t the flames on theriver. "How long has that been

going on?"

"Off and on for the past ten years. It burns out in afew hours—and then the pollution starts building up
again. Nobody seemsto care. Seemsto be happening more often now. "

"Nobody does anything about it?'

Thelittle man shrugged. "Getsrid of the pollution better than most things. Oh, used to be the fireboats
would get out here and try to smother it with chemicals and such, but that seemed to be worse than
letting it burn. Bother you?"

"l look at it and see aworld dying in its own wastes," Johnson said, asif hewereamillion milesaway.

"No worsethan alot of things," Duke said. "But | can seethat it might depress somebody who had a
future. Y ou got afuture?'

"] don't know," Johnson said.

"A wholelot of thingsyou don't know," Duke said, giving him asidelong glance. "But that's your
business. Come on. I'll introduce you to some of the guys.”

They sat with their backs againgt aclay bluff that had been blackened and hardened by old fireswhose
odors4till lingered, but they were difficult to digtinguish from the fire over which the communa evening
mesal had been cooked. Thefire till burned fifteen feet away toward the river, and alarge, sooty pot ill
hung from an improvised metal support above the fire. The pot had been salvaged some months ago,
Johnson had been told, by Smitty, atdl, wiry man of indeterminate age who was the luckiest junk picker
of the whole group. In the pot was some mulligan stew |eft over after everybody had esten their fill out of
old tin cans and assorted meta objects beaten into the shape of plates and cups.

Almost everyone had contributed something to the meal except Johnson: afew potatoes here, acouple
of carrots and turnips there, an onion, aclove of garlic, apiece of mest into whose origin and age nobody
inquired, a battered can of tomatoes opened with a hunting knife, afew shakes of salt and pepper from a
hoarded store, and other assorted seasonings.

"That was good!" Johnson had said, as he wiped up the last of hismed with apiece of stale French
bread.

"Meals egten in the open air and dll that,” Duke had said.

Johnson had met some of the other dropouts. Most of them were men, and al except one or two were
middle-aged or older. The young ones had something wrong behind their eyes. The older ones had
smply given up on any kind of future. They wanted to think no farther ahead than afew minutes. But
those minutesthey filled with useful activities

Many of them searched for usable itemsin the trash dumped by the big trucks. Thesethey cleaned as
best they could and sold to secondhand stores for pennies; some they repaired with surprising skill and
used themsdlves. One craggy old man spent his days turning objects he found in the trash into strange
sculpture, which heleft dong the riverbank until mischievous boys or high water destroyed them. He did
not seem to care. He contributed little or nothing to the evening medl, but he was fed anyway.



Some scavenged through the dumpsters of nearby supermarkets and restaurants for edible materiastoo
damaged or old or staleto sdll. They would return, like Santa Clauses, with their sacks of plenty. The
women seemed particularly good at this. The women were dl old. They had the swollen joints and painful
movements of arthritis, but they seemed otherwise in good hedlth.

None of them spent money for anything but medicine or tobacco. When food ran short, they went,
reluctantly, to soup kitchens and other charities.

The rest of them had now scattered to different parts of the area adjacent to the dump. Actudly, Duke
had explained, it was over the dump. This part had been filled up and covered with dirt. Beneath wasa
midden waiting for some future archeologist to unearth its treasures.

Theriver had stopped burning, but Johnson still stared at it asif it held an answer he was seeking.
"Isthiswhat you were looking for?' Duke said.
Johnson gtirred. "No. But maybeit's better."

"Therésworse. That'sfor sure.” The distant firelight cast aruddy glow against Duke'sface. He looked as
if he was thinking about a place that was worse.

"What do you do in thewinter?"

"Some go south like migrating birds. Some find an old building to hole up in. Therésalot of those
around. Nobody fixesthings anymore, and it costs money to tear them down. Some just tough it out
here, with boxes and shanties. A few die, some from exposure. But there's dways replacements, and
everybody dies sooner or later."

"Nobody triesto help?’

"Onceinawhileasocid worker will poke around, once in awhile ado-gooder will remember the
forgotten people and try to rescue us, once in awhile achurch will try to redeem us. More often the cops
will bust our heads and try to send us somewhere el se. We always come back, because thisishome. Is
thishomefor you?'

"l wishit were," Johnson said.
"Theresdwaysroom. If you aren't particular, you can make out on what society throws away."
"l can seethat,” Johnson said, "and it'svery dtractive. But | think there's something wrong with me."

"There's something wrong with al of us here, a least the way the rest of the world looks at it. Weve
given up, and it feddsgood.”

"No, there's something wrong with me the way people herelook at it," Johnson said. Then, asif changing
the subject, he asked, "Can you look out there and see how things are going to be?"

"Not if | don't want to,” Duke said. "And | don't want to. That'swhy I'm here. | got tired of worrying
about the way things were going to turn out: kids, marriage, career, the stock market, the economy, the
country, theworld....Once you start worrying there's no place to sop unlessyou just stop entirely.”

"l can seethat," Johnson said. "Maybeit'sjust me."
"Youredly seethings?'



Johnson put his right hand in front of hiseyes. "I ook out there and see aworld that can no longer even
breathe: people choking, gasping for air, and each breath sears their lungs. The food is poisoned and the
water is ruined; the world is burning up with hest it can't get rid of ."

"Youredly seethis You don't justimagineit.”
"I redly seeit,” Johnson said, "and | have a desperate need to do something about it."

"Y ou do have aproblem, friend," Duke said. "I'll tell you what: in my previouslifel used to bea
physician. | couldn't cure mysdlf. But | have afew acquaintanceswho still arein the business, including a
psychiatrist who owes me afavor or two. In the morning, if you can lend me aquarter, | will makea
telephone call and seeif | can get you some help.”

They sat for awhile asif thinking about it while the night grew darker and the river doshed greasily
againgt the bank. Suddenly, in the distance, brief blue fire appeared above the dump and skipped away
likeafairy converting trash into treasure.

"What'sthat?' Johnson asked. "Hasthe river sarted burning again?'

"No, that's the dump. It's awill-of-the-wisp, what some people call St. EImo'sfire. Used to be seen
around marshes with its decaying vegetation. Now we see it quite often here as garbage, newspapers,
and other vegetable matter is converted into today's version of marsh ges.”

"What's marsh gas?'

"Methane. Also cdled firedamp when formed in mines. CH4. The principa ingredient in natural ges.
Some places are digging gas wellsin old dumpsto recover the usable methane.”

" 'Will-of-the-wisp," " Johnson mused.

"Also means an elusive or deceptive object. The story goes that people used to pursueit acrossamarsh
until they drowned."

"Yes" Johnson said, asif he were agreeing how easy it would be. "Do you think your friend can help
me?'

"Well, now, | don't have much faith in'help’ anymore. The question is, Doyou havefath?'

Duke's friend was awoman. Shewas adtrikingly attractive woman in her middle to late thirties, perhaps,
with black hair streaked with premature gray strands, black arching eyebrows, dark brown eyes that
seemed to hide in caves and then legp out upon the unwary passerby, and vivid coloring in cheeks and
lips. She would not have looked out of place in agypsy caravan with abandanatied around her head.
She occupied her office completely, filling it with herself from wall to wall so that patients did not so much
enter the room as come into her web.

Her name was Roggero, and she spoke in amixture of deep, resonant phrases and pregnant pauses that
her patients hastened to fill with revelations. "Dr. Vinesisaremarkable man," she saidin her gypsy voice.
"A remarkable man. Heisnot an old man. Did you know that? No older than hislatefifties. He likesto
let peoplethink heis older, because the world does not expect as much of them. Society lets older men
aone. But heis till abetter man than anyone | know.

"He was aman of great personal power. He was not just a physician. He could cure people, yes. But he
shaped peopl€'s lives. He shaped government and industry. He shaped this city. He was the force behind
the building of this complex. He worked to make life better. He helped people. Heisresponsble for my



being here. The ghetto family that took care of me after my parentswere killed in an accident brought me
to him for treatment and he saw the anger in me, and he got me schooling and training and he channeled
that anger into helping others. He has had much tragedy in hislife, and if heiswhere heistoday, thet is
his decison and his story to tell. What you should know if | am to help you isthat | would do anything for

him. Anything.

"Wewerelovers. Would you think that? Thislittle, white-haired man and this strong, young woman of
wild passions. Ah, but you do not know him. No onereally knows him, even me, and no one knows
what aman islike with awoman. But | know him best. So, | will help you. Dr. Vines has asked meto
help you—for what reason | do not know, and | do not care. There will be no talk of money.

"Youwill fal inlovewith meif these sessons go on very long. That is perfectly naturd. It may be that we
will become lovers, and that should not bother you. All of these things must be understood before we
gtart. Y ou should know me, just as| must learn to know you. Now, tell me what troublesyou.”

So Johnson, who had received dl her remarkable confidences with the face of alistener, told her what
troubled him. They sat in her officein atal building in the center of the city, shein apadded chair behind
adarkly gleaming desk that had nothing on it except a pad of ruled yellow paper and agold-colored
fountain pen, and he in an upholstered armchair beside the desk. Hetalked in alow but clear voice about
his experience of waking up the morning before in a bus and not knowing who he was or where hewas
going, of staring out the window &t the desol ate countryside, of finding amessage.

"Do you have that message with you?' she asked.
"| toreit up and threw it away."

"Why did you do that?"

"It suddenly seemed too much.”

"Inwhat way?'

"1 could not believe what it seemed to tell me."
"And what was that?"'

"That | camefrom the future. That | intervened in the problems of the present to solve them, to makethe
future better. That whenever | changed things| forgot who | was, and that waswhy | kept leaving
messages. That this had happened many times before.”

"If you looked around at the world, you would not see much evidence that someone exists such asyou
describe.”

"Yes, it'scrazy."
"On the other hand," she said, "theworld isin abad condition. Someone like that would be a godsend.”
"Theres no reason to think he could exist.”

"No," shesad. "That isthe difficult part. But it is easy to understand why a person looking out at the
world might feel compelled to do something about it."

"YS"

"Might even fed in someway selected.”



"Y ou're saying that my delusonisnaturd.”

"No ddusions are natura. They are afailure to recognize and cope with redity. Sometimes, when
conditions are bad and no solution seems possible, delusions may be an understandabl e response.
People with systems of del usions are often happy and can even function normally so long asthose
delusonsdo not come into conflict with redlity. Y ou are troubled because your belief system has come
into conflict with what you believeto beredity.”

"What | believeto beredity?'

"Thereare dl kinds of redities, and none of us can be sure we share the same one, if thereisone. But we
have not established yet that you have addlusion.”

"What else could it be?'

"That iswhat we must determine before we can tredt it. But you must have some evidence to support
what that note told you, or you would Ssmply have dismissed it.”

"I have—visons," Johnson said with a hel pless spreading of hispams. "That iswhat the note said, and it
seemed like confirmation.”

"What kind of visons?"

"Likeaglimpse of another view of what I've been looking a. But it's grimmer. Darker. Asif it'sthe
future, or the way the future will be unless someone does something abouit it. It's disorienting. Makes you
dizzy a firgt, like abriefly glimpsed scene that's the same but different, thrown into the midst of amovie
you're watching, and then you get used to it—or at least | did. You learntoignoreit for practical
purposes. But it'swhat the vison impliesthat isdisturbing.”

"What doesit imply?"

"At firgt | thought everybody saw visonslike that, but I've asked, and nobody admitsit.”
"Y ou think they'relying?"

Johnson dowly shook hishead. "1 hoped they were. Do you ever see such things?'

"I'm sorry. Are you seeing them now?" Johnson nodded. "What do you see?’

Johnson looked away from her and stood up. He walked to the window and gazed down toward the
sreet far below. Y esterday'sfog had lifted, but the air was hazy and tinged with yellow. Vehicles moved
like brightly colored beetles dong the street, adding their exhauststo the generd leve of pollution.

"The smog thickens," Johnson said in amonotone. " The automobiles dwindle, like dinosaurs becoming
extinct. Garbage and trash pile up in the streets. Nobody takes it away. Children and old people diein
the streets. They fall over. They gasp. They stop breathing. People are robbed and raped and murdered.
Pagues bresk out. Peopleflee, but the countrysideis only alittle better. Findly everythingistill. "

Dr. Roggero was sllent for several minutes. "And you want to stop seeing these things? Y ou want to be
relieved of the compulsion to do something about them?"

Johnson turned back to her. "Oh, very much," he said.

Dr. Roggero's office building was one of agroup of buildings clustered around a plaza. The group
included athester, a conference center, a hotel, and a collection of shops, dl of them served by an



underground garage. In the center afountain sent plumes of spray highintheair, and occasionaly, when
the wind was strong, sprinkled the nearest benches or passersby.

The plazawas clean. Uniformed attendants moved between the benches and the stone trash containers
with broom and hose, with polishing cloth and plastic bag. The plazawas like an cassin the midst of a
desert, but even herethe air itsdf was visible asfumesrolled through it from the street and smoke and fog
blew infromtheriver.

Johnson stopped just outside the entrance to the office building asif adjusting from the air-conditioned
fantasy he had |eft to the redlity ahead. He was nest. Dr. Vines, Duke, had shown him how to usethe
public restrooms to make himself presentable and admired the fact that he didn't need to shave. "Vinya
won't care," he said, "but the people in uniform, the eevator attendants and the receptionists, may give
you trouble. Alwayswatch out for peoplein uniform. It givesthem delusions of power."

As Johnson was crossing the plaza heading back toward the river, awoman's voice came ringing across
the concrete and stone. "Bill!" it cdled. "Bill Johnson!™

Johnson turned. Behind him, hurrying across the plaza from the conference building, was awoman. She
was cool and blonde and beautiful in agray, summer-weight dress. She carried afolder under onearm
and had agray |leather bag dung over the other. Her eyeswere gray and appraising as she got closer.

"Bill," shesad bresthlessy. "I thought it wasyou, but | couldn't be certain.”
Helooked at her courteoudy but without recognition. Do we know each other?" he asked.
And at the same moment she said, "Y ou don't recognize me, do you?"

She laughed with just atrace of embarrassment and broke off and looked at him. ™Y ou haven't changed,”
shesad. "Maybealittle sadder.”

"I'm sorry,” hesaid. "'l should know who you are, but | seem to have forgotten agreat ded. It'samentd
problem. I'm seeking trestment.”

She put ahand on the deeve of hisjacket. "Oh, Bill," she said. "Y ou told me that you would forget me,
and | didn't believe you. | couldn't believe you. We were very close once. | left you atape recorder with
amessage on it, don't you remember? Of course you don't remember.

"Look, I'mrattling on, | know. I'm not like that usudly. | don't act flustered and helpless, but | never
thought 1'd see you again. | was hurt and angry and then sad, after what we'd been through—and now
you don't know me. It'sdl too much.”

"I know," hesaid.

"It must beworsefor you," she said. People were beginning to stop near them and stare curioudly at this
unusud couple. "Oh, no, not worse. Just different.” She caught her lower lip between her teeth asif to
stop the words from coming out. ™Y ou don't know how many times | have thought | saw you and called
or run after aman, only to discover he was astranger. And now, of course, to you | am astranger. If we
could just have afew moments together—but it wouldn't be any good now. I'm too upset, and I—"

She paused asif trying to pull hersdf together and talk camly. ™Y ou are Bill Johnson, aren't you?"
"YS"

"| accept the fact that you don't know me. My nameis Frances Miller. I'm the managing editor of the



Associated Press, and I'm herefor aconference. On what else? Pollution. I'm staying in the Hilton there.
Remember the Hilton? In New Y ork?....No, of course you don't. I've got to rest. But | want you to
promise me something: come see me tonight when I'm mysdlf. In memory of what we did together, even
though you don't remember it."

"Il try," he ssid.

"Oh, god!" she sad, turning away. "1 know you'l try. But will it be enough?' And she dmost ran toward
the entrance of the hotdl.

They sat once more with their backs to the bluff, Johnson and Duke, watching theriver burn in the dusk.
Sometimes the colored sprites ran across the water and onto the land, and sometimesthe
will-of-the-wigps seemed to dance to the water's edge and hesitate, asif their magic ended where the
river began, and then skip out to join the water spirits.

"A marvelouswoman, Vinya," Duke said. "A littlefiery at times. A bit overpowering perhaps. But | don't
mind that in awoman. Some might."

"| liked her," Johnson said.
"But isshegoing to hep you?'
"Shesayssheis.

" She's confident, too. Maybe too confident. But then she hasn't had to face up to failure. Y ou haveto be
confident, though, if you're going to succeed in the help business.”

"l can seethat,” Johnson said. "If | really believed in my delusions; if | redly thought | wasin the help
business, I'd have to appear confident, even when | wasn't. Faithiswhat it'sall about.”

"That'strue”
"And the pollution business, that's one big problem.”

"If you can see how it ends up, the way you do," Duke agreed. "But then the things you can't do anything
about, you don't want to think about. That includes most things.”

"What if you could do something about it, though?"

"That would be adifficult Stuation, wouldn't it?" Duke said. "But pollution isn't like that. It'sanaturd
consequence of indudtridization. It sarts off smal, when it doesn't matter, when the 'snks—the oceans
and the air—seem bottomless, and then it builds until the snksarefilled up.”

"Can't people stop the way they start?' Johnson asked. " People don't want to die. They don't want to run
out of air or water or food. They don't want to kill birds and fish and animals.”

"Not unlessthey can enjoy it or profit from it. Troubleis, the profit comes from doing it, and it costs too
much to stop. Any one person who stops doesn't solve the problem; he just goes broke himsdlf. It'swhat
aman named Garrett Hardin caled ‘the tragedy of the commons:’

"When people share something like a pasture, where everybody can graze their animas as much asthey
wigh, if too many cattle are added to the pasture it will be overgrazed and destroyed, and nobody will be
ableto useit. Adding one more animd, or two or three, doesn't injure the pasture. But it increases
individua profits, so therationa act of each herdsman isto increase his herd, because the effect of his



actionsare minimal on the pasture but improve his personad stuation significantly. It'slike that with the
world."

"What about government? Shouldn't it think about the welfare of the group?'

"It should, and there was a period in the Sixties and Seventies when government was doing something
about it, and conditions were improving. But government isn't just people. It isindustries and
corporations and smaler units of government, and the congtituencies for the generd welfare are never as
vocal or aswell-financed asthe specid interests. And people have never been good at putting off a
present benefit for afuture good. The general wefare is abstract and unfocused; making a profit or
avoiding alossis specific and sharp.

"No," Duke said, and laughed. "I'm reminded of areply that Raph G. Ingersoll, the famous agnostic,
made to the fundamentalist minister who baited him with the question as to how he would improve the
world if he were God. 'Why,' Ingersoll said, 'lI'd make good hedlth catching instead of sickness." | reckon
wewon't get rid of pollution until we can make a profit out of it."

They looked out past the firelight toward one of the old man's sculptures. 1t had been put together from
driftwood and automobile parts, and it looked like a crucified robot.

Once morethey sat in Dr. Roggero's office. She was like agoddess presiding over the atar of her desk,
he like aworshipper in the chair besideit.

Shetoyed with adender meta |etter opener as she studied hisface and said, "Dr. Lindner reported a
casethat later become famousin which he cured a patient by faling in with hisdelusions and then
convincing him of thefdlaciesof hislogic.”

"But | dready know thefalacies of my ddusion,” Johnson said.

"Exactly. And you merely want to berid of them. What if | told you to forget about them, and merely go
on with your life, accepting the fact that you have this mild delusion that seemsto do no harm?”

"| could do that," Johnson said. "But what about my visons? And what about my fedings of guilt?'
"Why should you fed guilty?Y ou know that you did not come from the future.”

"Certainly thelikdihood isvery samdl," Johnson said.

"Butitisdill aposshbility?"

"lentit?’

"Of course. But then so are the bases of every other delusion. The problem s, if we act upon them, we
run into inconssencies.”

"My delusion has no inconsgtencies. It isonly unlikely. What can one man do in the face of so many
problems? How can one person make a difference when pollution is so omnipresent?”

"If everybody fdt like that, nothing would ever get done.”

"Thefdlacy of theirrdevant individua makes a nice complement to the tragedy of the commons,”
Johnson said. "But | have heard of such things as catalysts, substances that make chemical reactions
possible without participating in them. If they are present, the reaction proceeds. Without them, nothing
happens. Maybe there are comparabl e Situations among people. Maybe it takes only one person to get



something going, to make adifference. It'sridiculousto think that | am that sort of person, but knowing
how bad situations are going to become, or the possibility that | know, meansthat | must fed guilt if |
don't act."

"Do you know what your situation reminds me of ? 'For God so loved the world, that he gave hisonly
begotten Son....""

"You think | have a Christ complex?"
"Y ou suffer for the snsof mankind,” shesad dryly.

"Not on purpose,” Johnson said. "'l don't think of myself as Christ. I'm just apoor suffering bastard
caught in apsychologica trgp not of my making. And I'd like to get free”

"'Lord, if it be thy will, let these things passfrom me," " she said.

"l don't fed in any way specid,”" Johnson said, "—except that | havethisvison. | don't fed divine. | don't
fed like the Son of God or the son of man. But how can one see the condition of the world and not fedl

quilty?”

"A certain amount of guilt ishedthy,” Dr. Roggero said. "It kegps usfrom committing crimes. It's
society'sway of teaching us how to be good citizens and our parents way of teaching us how to be good
people. A person without guilt isamongter. It's only when we fedl unnecessary or excessive guilt that it
becomes neurosis. To fed guilty about conditions you did not create and cannot change is unnecessary
and excessve."

"Thanks," Johnson said, "but it isn't enough.”

"I do not like to recommend radical measures,” Dr. Roggero said, "but thisisaspecial case. You are
impatient, and | do not have the kind of time to devote to this case as might be necessary if we wereto
proceed with discussion and andysis. Successes have been reported, however, by such brute means as
electrica shock or chemical counterparts.”

"Would they work?" Johnson said quietly.

"Thereisagood chance,” she said, studying hisface. He took a deep breath. "1 want to go ahead with
it"

"Youwill haveto Sgn papers, authorizations, maybe commitments.”

"Il 9gnthem.”

"Y ou redize that you may not be the same person afterward.”

"Inwhat way?'

"Itisn't customary to put it thisway, but the kind of person you are will not exist afterward.”
"Whet kind of personam 7"

Shelooked at him asif she was seeing him not as a patient but as a person. "Y ou are akind and
thoughtful person, areasonable man, agood listener, aresponsible person. Y ou are agood man who
may be overly concerned about doing good, but that is abenign condition. The world would be a better
placeif there were more people like you. Thereisalegend that Charlie Chaplin went to apsychiatrist for
trestment, and that the psychiatrist refused becauise curing the neuroses might destroy the underlying



motivations of hisart. Do you know | might fed guilty if | helped you do this?*

"If I werethekind of person you describe," Johnson said dowly, "I might be able to copewithit. If |
could redly do something about pollution...."

"How do you know you can't?"
"It just seems so—" He sighed. "—Overpowering.”

"Thereisone other possibility." She seemed to hesitate, asif she did not want to give him false hope.
"There must be people who knew you before you lost your memory. There must be records: socid
security records, credit records, birth records, school records. We go through the world leaving trails on
paper, like so many snalls....If you could discover something that would confirm or deny the information
on the piece of paper in your pocket...."

"Yes" hesad, looking up. "I could do that. That would help, wouldn't it, if | knew." He stood up
suddenly asif he had just thought of something. "Doctor, I've got to leave, to find somebody. Could you
get intouch with Duke, with Dr. Vines. Ask him to come here to your office—Are you free over the
lunch hour?'

"Yes. But | don't know—"

"That's two hoursfrom now. If you can't find him, then I will search him out. But | would like him here.
And thank you—thank you for your patience!”

She looked up at him, clearly surprised at how the office over which she presided so completely had
been removed from her control, and then she nodded, accepting his independence.

When Johnson returned he had awoman with him. She was cool, blonde, tailored, and puzzled. Dr.
Roggero was seated at her desk, but her attention was directed toward the couch against thewall. On it
Duke was Sitting, but he had shaved, cleaned his suit, and combed his hair. He looked ddmost like the
physician he once had been. He grimaced apologeticaly at Johnson. "I could not let Vinyasee what a
bum | had become. But you have alady with you...."

"Thisis Frances Miller. She says she knew me once.”
"What's going on?" Miller demanded. She turned to Johnson. "Y ou didn't come to see melast night.”

"I thought only pain would come of it. | was so wrapped up in my own problemsthat | couldn't see
yours."

"And now you grab me as | come out of ameeting and pull me upgtairslikethis...." she continued.
"He needsyou," Dr. Roggero said.

At that, Miller'sface changed from anger to concern.

"Heisatroubled man,” the psychiatrist said.

"What's the matter?' Miller said, turning to Johnson.

"I need to know," he said with intengity. "What did we do?’

She looked at the vivid woman behind the desk and the white-haired little man Sitting on the sofa. The
man smiled and nodded. The woman stared at her. ™Y ou want them to know?"



"Y ou said, when we met in the plaza below, 'in memory of what we did together.' That wasn't the way
you would have described a persona experience.”

"No," she said, looking down and then up at hisface. "But it may create problemsfor you."
"They must be better than the ones| have," hesaid. "l think I'm crazy.”

"Oh, no," Miller said. "You'renot. Youre—" She stopped again.

"What did we do?'

"We stopped World War 111, she said. "Y ou and me and ayoung fellow named Tom Logan.”

Dr. Roggero's office had been audience to many reveations, but the implications of Miller's statement
produced a sllence that may have outdistanced any of them.

Duke broke it. "Johnson, my boy, you're not crazy. But you may have amore serious problem.”

Johnson grinned lopsidedly asif he recognized the truth of Duke's remark. "Which would | rather be? A
crazy Don Quixote? Or a sane one?"

"Areyou going to tdl mewhat'sgoing on?' Miller demanded.

"Inafew minutes," Johnson said, "'l will go with you to aquiet spot wherewe cantalk, and | will tell you
everything | know. It isn't much, because dl | remember about myself starts two days ago. It can't be the
same between us as it once must have been. If we were intimate’'—she looked down at the floor and
then up into hiseyes—"1 cannot hope for that again. | cannot even imagineit. But | can answer your
questions, as you have answered mine and perhaps will answer more.™

"We can makeit theway it was before," she said fiercely.

"l likeyou," he said admiringly. "Y ou are aperson of conviction and accomplishment. But | must do
something now that will destroy what few bridges we have been ableto rebuild.”

"No," shesaid.

But he turned to Duke and said, "When Dr. Roggero mentioned solving the pollution problem, | suddenly
had avison of aworld free from wastes. Things| saw, things you said, began to fal into place.”

"What kind of things?' Duke said. "I certainly didn't intend to be a problem solver. I'm not one of the help
people.”

"Oh, but you are,”" Johnson said. "Y ou pretend not to be, but you can't keep from being the kind of
person you are.”

"That'swhat | keep telling you, Sylvie" Dr. Roggero said. "All the pretending in the world can't concedl
that even from someone who has known you only afew days.”

"You helped me. Y ou helped Dr. Roggero. Y ou have helped thousands of people. Y ou help the
dropouts at the dump. And now it'stimeto put yourself back in the help business officialy.”

Dukesfaceturned hard. "Never! Y ou don't know what you're asking. There arethingsin my life...."

"Would you trede it for mine?* Johnson asked. “"Would you like to forget everything every few days?'



Dukewas dlent.

"The will-of-the-wisp," Johnson said. "A symbol of pollution. But some places, you said, were using
marsh gasto do useful work. The dropouts at the dump. They exist by turning refuse into usable
materias. They live on the wastes of society. Let'sturn them into aresource.”

"What do you mean?' Duke asked. He was skeptical, but he was listening.

"Let'sturn wastesinto aresource,”" Johnson said. "Wastes are only materials that nobody has found ause
for. Let's set up viable commercia operationsto find uses for wastes. Y ou said that pollution would not
be cleaned up until it became profitable. Let'sfind away to makeit profitable.”

"That'sabigjob," Duke said.

"It'sajob for scavengers. Y ou can give people like that a purpose. Maybe a scavenger isonly aperson
who hasn't found what he or sheis good for. Give them apurpose. Give them status. Give them ajob:
cleaning up the environment.”

"Not everything can be cleaned up that way," Duke said.

"I know it can't,” Johnson said. ™Y ou believe the motivation to make a profit is more trustworthy than the
motivation to do good. All right. Find away to make a profit. It doesn't have to be abig profit. But
theré's another part to the profit motive: the desireto minimize loss. That's where Frances Miller comes

in
"Me?' hesad.

"I'm sure your meetings here have discussed Federd legidation, and most of that hasfocused on
forbidding pollution in various ways and various degrees. Mostly polluters have tried to find loopholes or
lax enforcement.”

"That'strue," Miller admitted, "but | don't see what—"

"L et the polluters pollute,” Johnson said, "but charge them for the privilege."

"How can any fee compensate for polluting everybody e se's environment?' Dr. Roggero asked.
"Wait!" Miller said. "Let himtalk."

"You adjust thefee so that in the end it is chegper not to pallute. It works better than absol ute abolition
because it is cheaper to enforce and leaves the decision about anti-pollution measuresto the polluter,
who isin the best position to know what to do and how to do it."

"But what about Duke's group?' Dr. Roggero asked.

"And dl the otherslikeit,” Johnson said. "Because thisis away to redeem not only materia but human
wastes. Thefeesthat are collected from the polluterswill go to subsidize the products of Duke's
operations until they are self-supporting.”

"Do you think it could work?'
Duke said. "If somebody makesit work," Johnson said.

"It might work,” Miller said. "I'd be willing to help, and other news media could be persuaded to work on
public avareness and political action.”



"You could doit,” Dr. Roggero said to Duke.

" 'We make money on what you throw away,' " Duke mused. "Might make people think about what
they're throwing away. 'Y our by-products are our raw materias.' It could beinteresting.”

"You'l doit, then?' Johnson asked.
Duke did not answer directly but said, "What about you? It'syour idea. Y ou could do it.”

"If thingswork out according to the message | read a couple of mornings ago,” Johnson said, "1 will start
anew lifetomorrow. A new chalenge. A new crisis. A new vision of what might be, or what ought to
mn

"No," Miller said faintly. Her hand went out to him.

"It must be difficult for those whose lives touch mine," Johnson said, "'but my existence only looks painful
from the outside. | can never seeit from there. Each few days| earn the balm of forgetfulness. Only when
| doubt...."

"l canfix that," Miller said.

Johnson sat on his suitcase beside the shabby diner at which he had disembarked three days ago. He
looked out over theriver. It was not burning now. It would burn again, no doubt, but less and less often,
perhaps, as Dr. Vines operation and the anti-pollution fee system began to take effect. Discarded wastes
gl were everywhere. The odor of decay il filled the air. But the fog had lifted. No doubt it was a
coincidence, but already it seemed asif the air was clearer and more breathable.

Johnson looked down at the ring on hisfinger that ajeweer had prepared to Frances Miller's
gpecifications. It was made of gold. On the flattened surface was the word "Crisisl” On theinside of the
ring was engraved, "It'sup to you."

Johnson waited without impatience to resume the journey he had interrupted to a destination he no longer
remembered.
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