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Dead Morn

Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie—

Dust unto dust—

The calm, sweet earth that mothers al who die

Asdl menmus;

Mourn not your captive comrades who must dwell—
Too strong to strive—

Within each sted-bound coffin of acell,

Buried dive;

But rather mourn the gpathetic throng—

The cowed and the meek—

Who see the world's great anguish and itswrong
And dare not speak.

Written in prison by Ralph Chaplin, a conscientious objector in World War .

Printed in They Refuse to Be Criminals by Edward C. N. Richards, 1946.

PART ONE

Y dlow Six 048197 woke to the timer's gentle chime. He came dert immediately, studying the

tiny screen in the ceiling for evidence of intrusion. The warnerswere clear: no suspiciousindividuals
hed loitered in the vicinity during the night, and no officia query had been posted on either the

gpartment or its occupants. He relaxed.

048197, known informally by the latter digits, got up ashiswife stirred. "Morning, Three," he

murmured, using the address of endearment that she would tolerate from no other man. He leaned

across the bed to kiss her.

"Seven," she Sghed, responding in kind.



She caught a hisearsto hold hislipsto hers, running her tongue between them.

197 drew back, feigning shock. "How dare you! That's nonprocrestive foreplay—strictly
forbidden. | should hite off your tongue!"

She made amoue, as though her tongue hurt. *Remember Capac Raymi—the magnificent
festivad—three years ago? When you—"

"Huber," heinformed her with mock solemnity. "The name of the month is Huber, after Hubert
Matos, hero of our—"

"When you caught mein the race, during Capac Raymi, and therein front of everyone—"

Wil | didn't know you were a Green! To me you were just another naked girl, well shapen
and—"

"To be enjoyed on the spot, as part of the fertility ritua,” shefinished, enjoying the banter. "But
when you kissed me that way, | knew you were a Dev—"

"Watch your language, girl!" he said. "I'll have you know I'm an upstanding Y elow. | would
never abuse the sacrosanct edicts of Fiddia"

"That'swhen | began to love you, Seven, even though | knew what it would cost." She pulled
him down again. "Let'scelebrateit again, just like—"

He put thumb and forefinger to her exposed left breast and flicked the rising nipple sharply. "No
time for that, greenie! | have to move out in twelve minutes, you know that. Besidesthisis Fulgen, not
Huber. Wait till next month.”

Shejackknifed as her grip loosened, her bare kneesflipping up to catch hisretreating head on
either sde. The coverlet floated away to show atorso that was serpent-lithe. " Three minutes,” she
sad.

"Ridiculous! | haveto dress." But hewasteasing her. "Make it one minute. Y ou know the State
recommends efficient procrestion.”

She squeezed his head between her legs, hard. The long muscles of her thighs were quite strong,
asthey werein al Greens. He knew he would never have caught her that day had she not been
willing. "Two minutes, monger!”

"Y ou drive anasty bargain when you're squashing my ears. We've dready wasted thirty
seconds. That leavesninety. Takeit or leaveit."

Then they werein full embrace. Despite the bargain they had made, it lasted dmost two and a
half minutes. It wasworth it, asit dwayswas, with her.

" She-canine, you have made me late," he said affectionatdly. "Again.”

Green Three 551233 blithely donned atunic, sidearm, and green sash and pattered barefoot to



see to Junior, who had been suspicioudy quiet in the adjacent cubby. "Were you peeking again?' she
demanded. There was an answering chuckle.

197 cleaned up quickly, put on awhite shirt, dacks, and his own green sash and wegpon, then
stepped to the dinette and punched breskfast for two and ahalf. By then 233 and their two-year-old
son were ready, and they enjoyed a six minute meal together.

Thirteen minutes after the first chime, 197 passed through the portal and stepped into awaiting
transport. The car closed about him and accel erated down the commuter tunnel toward Complex
Green.

197 let it speed for thirty seconds, watching its screen for convergent traffic. Suddenly he
dapped the manua switch, momentarily overriding its preset. In that instant he diverted the vehicle to
the adjacent lane and punched an dternate designation. The automatic cut in again, oriented to the
new coding. He had accomplished the tricky and dangerous maneuver negtly. The car had dowed
only dightly and made no giveaway hesitation, attracting no attention.

197 removed his green sash, ran hisfinger dong ahidden seam, and openeditinto a
double-width scarf. Theinner lining was yelow. He folded the scarf so that the green wasinsde, then
resedled it. Hetied it about hiswaist again: an authentic yellow sash.

He put the needier into an artfully conceded holster in his clothing. All Greenswere armed; no
other Cagte carried aweapon, so the device now threatened hisown life.

Four minutes later the little transport reached its revised destination and stopped. 197 stepped
out and stretched as though still not quite awake. He walked up the ramp and entered Complex
Ydlow.

"Morning, 97," the white-sashed library office girl said. "Y ou're one minute late."” She was young
and pretty and her smile was specid.

"Morning, 64," hereplied, chucking her pert chin. "I'll work aminuteinto my lunch period to
makeit up. Don't report me, al right?’

"Y ou know | won't report you!" she snapped. “I'll cover for you. Just stop being so careless
about your timing, or one day someone who countswill catch—"

"I'd hitch your skirt right now, 64," he said, pronouncing the first digit so softly that it was dmost
inaudible. "But | know you have other business."

"It can wait!" she said, flushing at the near use of her endearment number. But he pretended not
to hear her as he moved on. He had been bluffing; she hadn't. She was eager to demonstrate her
reproductive potentia at his expense; and prove hersdf agood citizen.

He cameto his cubby in the Archaic Linguistics section. Histreatise notes lay undisturbed:
Soeculations on the Influences of Latin American Spanish Dialects on the Mother Tongue. He
sat without preamble and resumed hiswriting in mid-sentence where he had | eft off yesterday.

"...often originating in the low Caste vernacular. For example—" He paused, and the transcriber



halted its script as his voice stopped. " Correction: low class vernacular." The machine eradicated the
verbal anachronism and scripted the correction. "For example, the term bollo, as used in most
Spanish-speaking regions, described asmall piece of native bread. Bollito de maiz—afried round
piece of corn med. But in Cuba it became the vernacular identification of the femae genitdia, and
consequently assumed pejorative connotations. This usage gradually spread until few if any high class
personswould use—"

"iBuenos Dias Cien Novente Sietel"

197 jumped, losing the threed of hisnarrative. It was his colleague from Archaic Literature:
friendly, intdligent, garrulous. ""Hola Ochociente Ocho," he responded with adight stresson the
forma triple digit to suggest hisannoyance. Then, regretting such curtness, he added: "Don Quixote
dill charging that windmill?* They were spesking in Cadtilian Spanish, not Fiddian; it was excellent
practice, and there was acertain pleasure init. Their own language was largely derived from Spanish,
of course, but the intonation differed substantialy.

"Do not beittle the sturdy old knight," 808 said gravely. "He had commendable spirit. Many
windmillsremain today in need of tilting."

197 did not smile. "I know of none."

808 sobered immediatdly. "A jest sefior! | refer only to distaff mills, blesstheir charming
fecundity! Whenwill you marry, 977

197 dlowed himsdlf to rdax visibly, having made hislittle show of patriotism. "My work istoo
pressing to permit such distraction, 08. A woman, afamily—they would distract my mind from my
researches.”

808 shook his head in mock dismay. "May | never become so dedicated. Or should | say
'dead-icated.’ Cervantesis dead; 464 is aive. Have you not noticed?

"Now that you cdl it to my attention—"

808 laughed and dapped him on the shoulder. " She would go transfor you in amoment! Try her
sefior!"

917 showed hisdisgust. "Transparent is empty; you know that.”

808 sighed. "'l do know it. And Y ellows grow too academic. Sometimes | admost wish
miscegenation were permissible.”

197 feigned shock. "Y our jests lose their appedl, sefior.”

808 threw up his hands. "Why must you take what | say so serioudy? Y ou know aswell as| do
that our Caste system is unnecessarily redrictivel”

"1 know no such thing." A single careless admission to a colleague could spell disaster.

"And | do not understand how it came about," 808 continued, determined to vindicate his



opinion. "After the holocaust we were free. No restrictions at al. We could have set up any
sysem—"

"1 would hardly call worldwide radioactivity ‘freedom’."

808 shook awarning finger, smiling. "Do not play the advocate with me, Cuban. Theradiation
was temporary, and our forefathers knew it. A few centuries at most, together with proper
medication—why even now it is possible to walk the surface with minimal shielding in many regions,
had we but the courage. But | refer to the socia Stuation.”

197 made asif to bite thefinger, faling into the spirit of it. "I'm serious, Czech. A redtrictive
physical environment inevitably leadsto socid confinement. Why the language itsdlf reflects—"

"Fortunately we don't have to speak Fidelian!™ 808 exclaimed. "Our language, and our
literature—and even our romantic expressions, unfortunatel y—reflect the Sultification of creativity
wrought by the repressve Caste system, not the physica environment. Granted amore libera socia
scheme, what aflowering we might have had!"

Did 808 suspect? Was the man trying to lead him into adamaging admisson? Hiswords were
gpproaching Deviation.

No—3808 was hisfriend, and hardly the type to be an undercover Green. "The systemis
necessary to preserve some semblance of civilization,” 197 said carefully. What kind of civilization,
however, forbade him awoman like 233?"Y our argument ignores what a phenomend effort our
ancestors had to make, with a population nadir of mere thousands. Subterranean construction,
amospherics, hydroponics, medicine—in addition to the massive procrestive effort required to
quadruple their own number every century.”

"Y ou exaggerate the problem,” 808 said, making haf awink to show his own patriotic readiness
to make that procrestive effort. "A mere three surviving offspring per generation—"

"Per couple per generation, you mean, assuming that every woman marries and isfertile. But the
key word is'surviving.' The conditionsthey faced—"

"Must you debateilliterately in the hals?* another voice demanded in Spanish.

Both men stopped. It was Y ellow Seven 623500—a grim, capable woman long past
procregtive age or inclination. It was surreptitioudy said of her that she had retired from childbearing
with immense relief the moment her minimum quotaof fivelive births had been fulfilled. It wasfurther
hinted that her husband had been even more rdlieved. "Apologies, 500," 808 murmured.

"To comprehend our present society, you must first understand Cuba," she said firmly. "To
understand Cuba, you must first understand pre-holocaust Latin America. And to understand Latin
Americayou must first understand historica Spain. Now Spain evolved as an entity only after the
collapse of the old Roman Empire some two thousand years ago—"

"Trugt the higtorian to assume command,” 197 murmured, smiling to show he didn't mean what
he did mean. He would haveto find a pretext to break off, as 500 could hold forth on her subject
indefinitely. Shewas atrue academic.



"...whereupon the Visigoths were themsel ves displaced by the Modems from the south. For
some three centuries these western Goths survived only in pocketsin the Pyrenees, where they
merged with the indigenous I berians to become the true 'Spaniards.” Their unity was based on
Chrigtianity and a common opposition to the Modems. During thelong reconquest of Iberia—"

"But inwhat way isthisrelevant to Caste, 007" 808 brokein gently, affixing adisarming smile.
Thiswoman had to be handled with caution.

"l am explaining, 08. The reconquest assumed the aura of acrusade, driving out the
urban-oriented Mosem culture and dispensing large tracts of land to favored officers. But these
knightly domains began acting as separate nations, creating serious barriersto economic intercourse,
and the once-thriving M odem-sponsored merchant class declined. Only monarchid rule offered the
potentia to restore unity and avert ruin, and so the Spanish city classes accepted subordination in the
hope that—"

"Asthey did later in Cuba," 197 said. "Havana wel comed the mountain bandit Fidel Castro at
firg. But—"

"Mountain bandit!" 808 exclaimed, shocked. "The revolutionary hero of our fair enclave—"

"Fiddia" 197 finished for him. "I'm not being derogatory. There was afine ancient tradition
honoring the Latin American bandit heroes—"

"Precisdy,” 500 continued, undaunted by their diversonary attempts. "Now the Inquisition was
thefina instrument of kingly consolidation. In the name of the Church, the Jews and the
Modems—one-third of the wedlthy trading class—were purged, with ruinous consequence to the
economy. Spain seemed doomed to economic chaos. But just then the New World was discovered,
and Spain was saved by the enormous external supply of wealth. For acentury thereafter Spain was
supreme in Europe, possessng the finest military machine ever—"

"But the Caste system—"

"l amtelling you, 08, if you will only pay attention." She planted her bulk more firmly inthe
doorway and took a deep breath. "The Spaniards of the sixteenth century were the world's most
efficient conquerors. They knew exactly how to battle Amerind civilizations, for they had five
centuries experience against asmilarly organized but technologicaly more advanced Modem date.
Thusthe conquest of Americawas accomplished in mere decades, and a semi-feudd system could be
ingtituted on a grander scale than ever before, modeled on that of Reconquest Spain, but not subject
toitskingly restraints. Thusit endured for four full centuries, right up to the holocaust, and wasin fact
the socia forerunner of our present Caste system. No system, you see, can be effectively imposed on
an incompatible base, as numerous examples demonstrate—"

"Oh come now, 00—we are not feuddists!" 197 protested without real hope of silencing her
lecture.

But 808 saved the hour. "Y ou are surely correct, 00. The Stuation must be compatible. For
example, | have heard that the conquering Spaniards readily adapted to the native women, for the
maids resembled the Modem idedl of femininity which the Iberians esteemed. Dusky, with long black
hair, splendid secondary characteristics—"



"Breadts," 197 put in hdpfully.

"Bathing nymphlike in some clear mountain stream, beautiful—but unlike the Modem
pulchritude, by no means unobtainable! Ah, pictureit now: the sex-starved conquistador, the nubile
Indian damsd—"

500 departed. She possessed the skin and hair of her Inca ancestry, but her secondary
characteristics were no longer splendid.

"Magnifico!" 197 exclaimed under his breeth.

"I should not have teased her," 808 said with good-natured regret. "But | must return to
Cervantes, or the mill will win the bout and poor Sancho will never gain hisgovernorship.” Heleft with

aparting gesture.

197 hdf smiled as he returned to his own papers. 808 was a bumbling innocent but agood
scholar who was prone to speak too frankly. He was correct about the declinein radiation. A number
of archaeologicd expeditions had gone outside during the past century, not only exploring the origina
territory of Bolivia, but making foraysto severd of the continent's splendid ancient cities: Lima,
Santiago, Buenos Aiires, Rio de Janeiro, Brasilia, and even north to Mexico—everywhere the
radiation was down, green plants were growing, and the atmosphere was aimost fit to breathe. Only
in the northern climes did the deserts remain. Y et no one was volunteering to colonize the surface; the
ingrained fears of centuries were prohibitive.

There were no other interruptions, for few citizenswere interested in either Archaic Linguistics
or Archaic Literature, Spanish or otherwise. Y et the work went on, amethodical recreation of the
past. 197, for dl hisbanter, found it deeply satisfying and knew 808 felt the same. There were indeed
windmillsin need of tilting: past and present, distaff and other. For any person who dared admit it.

At noon 197 punched afour minute lunch and swallowed the capsules mechanicaly. His
research paper was making tedious progress, despite his fascination with the subject. He might
complete another chapter in the remaining six hours of hisworking day. Meanwhile, he needed a
break.

He punched WHITE TWO 400464. "Hi, 64," he said as her face appeared on the screen. "Y ou
have an open date?' Again he had madethefind digit louder, suggesting intimacy.

She caught the hem of her tunic and brought it into view beside her face, glancing at him
questioningly in the course of adight blush. She had such hopes!

He nodded. "Twentieth Century's getting stuffy. Three minutes now?' He wasn't really interested
in her, but 808's unsubtle remarks had given him warning. He couldn't afford too greeat a show of
indifferenceto theloca displays, or there would be a growing question about the outlets for his
masculine urges. That could be disastrous.

64 looked genuindy unhappy. "I'm tied up at the desk until next shift. Could we make it eighteen
hundred? We could have seven or eight minutes by doing it while egting...."

While eating! She was ambitiousindeed. If he gave her any leeway, shedd have him legdly



enmeshed—and how would 233 react to that? He affected a greater disappointment than he felt. "I
hate to wait that long, but very well. I'll take you to afirst class booth,” meaning that a considerable
crowd would seethe liaison, and the charge for the food would go on his number. The very publicity
of the act would assure that she could claim no commitment he hadn't made. It would be a seven
minute stand, no more, and many witnesses would verify it.

"I'm so glad,” she said, and waved a handful of materia at him as she faded. No doubt shewas
aware of hisreservations, and was making plansto counter them. Probably she had taken afertility
upplement.

197 was tempted to skip it after al, claiming to have confused the appointment in some way, but
decided he'd better go through with it. A good show would alay suspicion and so protect 233, who
well understood the necessity. Officidly 197 was a bachelor, and that meant he needed women like
464 even if he had to take them with hismeds. Even the remotest suspicion of Perversion could bring
an investigation that would destroy him.

Oops—amost forgot! He punched for water and dissolved anillicit defertility tablet init. 464
would not snare him that way! The pill, in addition to his own exercisewith hisillicit wife earlier,
should tide him safely through.

His paper languished. The Influences of Spanish Dialects—hisbrain wasin harness, but his
spirit was with hiswife and child. Just one child, that he could cherish, instead of the assembly-line
offspring normally required. Y et he had o little time with them, and he had to be so much on guard!
All because hewasaY elow and she a Green, and neither was willing to settle for atemporary
liaison, and the system decreed that miscegenous marriages were not conducive to a perfect society.

Of course, one of them could go Transparent, adopting the colorless sash, and then their nuptia
would be blessed by the sate. But that would mean living on asingle income, which in turn would
require asubgtantia reduction in life style. And they would have to endureit for the yearsit took to
produce the minimum five live births required, or the Six expected, or the seven preferred. 233 might
well come out of it looking like 500, and just as bitter about her overworked loins.

197 didn't want 233 living in primitive accommodations, and he didn't want the state to raise his
children. So it had to be thisway, though his miscegenous secret marriage had made him technicaly a
Deviant Such an ugly term to cover the necessities of life and lovel

808 had hinted that all was not well with thisworld of the year 2413. 197 had squel ched the
notion—but thiswas a sdf-defense reflex. His own caseillustrated that the system lacked sufficient
leaway for human preferences. Because he had loved and wed a Green, and because he preferred
some small variety in sex play, he was deemed both Deviant and Pervert. Doubly damned.

Duitifully he reported to 464's desk at eighteen hundred. It was time to make aconformist Caste
White clerk believe that acommitment of marriage wasincipient provided only that her pudendum
carried sufficient voltage. Timeto let Fiddiaknow that loyd scholar 197 was not completely dead
between the legs.

She was not there. Instead a representative of Caste Purple stood beside the desk. Rank
Eight—an executive of authority.



"Come with me, 048197," the man said, his voice cold.
There could be only one reason for ahigh rank Purple to approach him like this. Discovery!
197 turned to bolt.

Two Greens appeared. Low-rank police, but not to be treated lightly. 197 started to reach for
his hidden weapon, but halted; al Greenswere crack shots, and their two needlers would be brought
to bear before he could get his own clear. On the other hand, they would probably not draw on him
at once, thinking him unarmed, and would rely on asubmission hold....

197 stopped at the doorway as though confused, and the Greens came up quickly to take his
arms. He dumped despondently, and they marched him down the hdl and toward awaiting Greencar.

Now he would discover whether histedioudy rehearsed booklore meant anything. He had
borrowed a Green training manual from 233 and practiced ddightfully with her, so asto be ableto
imitate her Cagte in the face of physica threst. The marksmanship had come naturally, but he had
never used the body combat techniquesin earnest.

Two Greens, surely competent, but hardly expecting Green technique from ascholarly Yelow....

197 whirled and kicked at the knee of the man bracing hiswrigt, striking from the side, hard.
The knee did not bregk asit would haveif struck by afully trained Green, but the man did let go of
197'swrist. Immediately he struck the second man on the windpipe with hishand—using the V"
between histhumb and tiffened fingers—and performed a sweeping leg throw. Neither of these were
precisaly executed, but the combination did bring the Green down.

197 had the initiative, but he would have to make it count or he would soon be finished. He
jumped at the staggering first Green and hit him across the throat, knocking him out. But the other,
though in severe pain from his own larynx, was ready for him. 197 tried to kick him on the side of the
head, but the man caught hisfoot, holding it up to unbaance him and prevent him from elther kicking

again or getting away.

Even injured, the Green would be more than amatch for him now. 197 clawed out his needier
and fired. The gas cartridge exploded, sending ajet of liquid directly into the man'sthroat. The
anesthetic stunned him ingtantly. Shots from the weapon had to be accurate, for clothing would foil it
and anonvita hit would take too long to dow down the target.

He charged into the trangport tube and took the first vehicle, punching adesignation at random.
The hood did over him and the transport moved out as other Greens ran into view. They were too
late.

197 rode only long enough to catch his breath and convert his sash back to Green. Then he
overrode the automatic again and brought the transport to aquick hat. He got out and went to aviz
outlet. Thesg, like the transports, were free—so long as the calls were brief. No record was kept, so
the authorities would be unable to trace his whereabouts unless they monitored the entire system—an
impossibletask.

He punched GREEN THREE 551233. He couldn't go home, for the apartment would surely be



watched. He had to warn her before the police came for her too. It would be especially hard on her,
because she was a Green hersdlf; the police Caste'sinternal discipline was savage. She had aways
feared it would eventualy cometo this, and had been willing to risk it for the sake of afew wonderful
yearstogether. They had a stlanding plan worked out. 233 could join him in hiding—in Caste Black.

The White operator cut in; the call had not gone through. "That designation is out of service," she
sad. "If youwill leave your identity—"

197 disconnected ingtantly. They had caught her dready! They had cleverly saved him until last,
knowing that he would be the e usive one. Hiswife and child were captive,

Numbed, he found another transport and climbed in. Hislittle paradise had been erased, and he
would never see 233 again. The Greens prided themsalves on how efficiently they carried out their
tasks. In his guise as a Green he had come to appreciate the thoroughness of their operations.

But he could not give up hisdream entirely. He would not have challenged the system if hewere
the kind to capitulate at the first strike. Somehow he would strike back, repaying it at least partialy
for thiswound.

Firdt, he needed to live. He could bardly think straight, right now. He couldn't get food, clothing,
or shelter without using his number, and they would have him pinpointed the moment he did. Only
trangport and Smilar services—air, water, information—were anonymous, but if they wanted himin a
hurry even that could change. He had to get avay—and in a sedled society such asthis, that meant a
new identity. Soon. Not the one he had engineered in Caste Black, for the drugs and brainprobe
would have that information from 233 before the day was done,

Hiswife...

He sedled that off. Sorrow would incapacitate him now. He had to function without crippling
emoation, asamachine, until he avenged her. Or died in the attempt.

He stopped at amall and began walking, knowing he would be taken for an ambulatory Green
on routine duty. Here for the time being he was just one stroller among many appreciating Fiddias
largest open space. It was agood way to relieve repressed claustrophobia. There was more of that
than the Purplesliked to admit.

Themall wasfifty feet high and ahundred wide. It was lined with scenic murals and artificia
shrubs and trees so that it looked even larger. The vault above was painted light blue, speckled with
white clouds. At the mall's center was athin beach and a series of twenty-foot wide ponds, with
gleaming mechanica fish moving about. Citizens of dl ten Castes clustered about these, their children
exclaming over the wonder of al this space and water. Directly above, sseam emerged periodicaly
from ceiling vents, soreading and forming into redl cloudsthat rained for afew minutes every hour: the
most remarkable exhibit of all.

197 kept asuitably vapid expression on his face and merged with the multicolored throng.
"Mourn not the dead," he thought, quoting an obscure poem from somewhere in his memory. He had
run across many such figmentsin the course of hisresearches, and they tended to recur in times of
stress. "But rather mourn the apathetic throng—The cowed and the meek—Who see the world's
great anguish and itswrong—And dare not speak.”



Thiswasthat throng, without doubt. A society whose members never saw the sun, never trod
the globe's surface, never sailed an ocean—yet had neither the courage nor the will to protest. Did the
dead mourn those who lived? The dead who had died to make a better world despite the holocaust,
and only made an animate sepulchre? Would the dead speak, knowing that the living did not?

Such conjectures got him nowhere. What use to suppress his mourning for hiswife and child,
only to replaceit by mourning for his society?

Ten Cagtes, fifty thousand peoplein each, five thousand per rank. A little better than half a
million cowed and meek! It must be possibleto find a secret niche in one of those hundred
combinations, no matter how well integrated the society, no matter how tight the seams.

Stll, every Purple had his specific politica or adminigrative territory, with no vacancies, every
Blue had hislathe, hishammer or his hydroponic valve. There was no way to intrude into these Castes
without being quickly discovered. The same was true for Red—it took monthsto beanurse, yearsa
doctor, and specid training was required even for the lowly hospitd aides of the bottom two ranks.
Even Orange was difficult, assuming he had any knowledge of sports or entertainment. He could not
go Trangparent, for he had no one to support him. (4647 Her interest in him would terminate the
moment she learned he was in trouble. It would be dangerous even to call her.) He could not stedl
what he needed, for the entire Black Caste would be on guard now.

That left only Brown, the pauper Caste. One more beggar would hardly be noticed in a Caste of
beggars. For awhile. Very few others ever bothered to verify the credentials of a Brown. Who, after
al, would care to cross Caste lines to masguerade as an outcast?

Complex Brown was aregion smelling of excrement, infested with vermin, and given to periodic
plagues. The housing lacked sanitary outlets, and the only entertainment was persona and
physica—for those not averse to unclean women. No ordinary Y ellow would tolerate such alife,
after the eectronicaly aseptic housing that was his privilege. The very notion revolted 197—hbut his
will to survive was strong.

Browns had specid resources. They could use the back dleys, sifting the garbage of richer
Cadtes, traveling along the sewage pipes. They could peer into portals and hang around the Blue
kitchen complex for scraps. Browns were everywhere, yet normaly unnoticed by others. They were
the scavengers, paid only by the worth of what they obtained, like the criminals of Caste Black.

First he had to get abrown sash. He could not apply for one; that would only bring him to the
attention of the Greens. But it would be too obviousto steal one from someone on the street, and
Deviants of so asocia anature were lobotomized as soon asthey were caught. And they were dways
caught.

No use ddaying. If the authorities reasoned the same way he did, they would watch Caste
Brown too. Not that it would be easy to survey; the Brown distrusted other Castes and seldom
cooperated effectively. In fact—

Yes, it wasworth atry. Do what the Greenswould least expect. It might be suicida, but it might
savehim.

Hetook acar directly to Complex Brown, the beggars headquarters. Even their main office was



run down; thewals grimy, the floor mottled and worn. Idle Brownsin the vicinity contemplated his
green sash suspicioudy but did not attempt to interfere with him. In Complex Black it would have
been another matter; Blacks and Greens were legal enemies. And Caste Black honored extradition
proceedingsin cases of Deviation, while Browns often did not.

Hewent directly to the Records Office, where every legitimate Brown was registered. Herea
Brown Ten—amost a contradiction in terms, the highest of the lowest—snoozed, hisfilthy shoes
cluttering the desk. The man cracked his eyes open as 197 entered but made no other motion. What
apicture of indolence!

It was an act, of course. Endless jokes were told about laziness being the surest key to Brown
advancement, but nobody reached the top rank in any Caste without being thoroughly competent.
"I'min trouble—Deviation," 197 said bluntly.

The Brown yawned and gestured to one side with athumb. 197 at first thought it was a
dismissal, but he looked—and saw an inconspicuous pand diding asideto reved adark opening.
Good—they were offering him cover until they could verify his Stuation. The Browns understood his
disaffection with society: the entire Caste was disaffected.

He passed through and found himself in adank, unlighted hal. The pane closed silently behind
him, and until his eyes adjusted he had to dide his hand adong the greasy wall to be sure of hisway.

The passage continued interminably, winding downward into the maintenance levels, skirting
beaded tanks, hissing pipes, humming machinery. A typical Brown conduit. Wheredid it lead?

Abruptly, hefaced agtriking, illuminated statue: a crowned goddess dressed in bright red. She
was young, with flowing brown hair, but of stern mien. With one hand she held agold sword on high;
with the other, agold goblet at breast level. Behind her was asmall castle; before her were assorted
and incongruous objects. Machine parts, food capsules, atumbler of water, and atiny gold model of
aneyebdl.

197 redlized with dismay what hewasin for.

Thiswas Santa Barbarain her garb of war: the symbol of the nefarious Espiritismo cult derived
from ancient worships of voodoo and Catholicism. Espiritismo in its various manifestations—Chango,
Babdao, Caridad, and other fusions from digparate origins—had made some intriguing contributions
to late Spanish dialects, and had survived the holocaust with enhanced strength. Both science and
religion had been discredited among many people, so what remained was mysticism. The Caste
establishment suppressed it—such rites had been surreptitious for centuries though never actually
outlawed. Espiritismo remained popular only among Browns.

Perhaps he should have anticipated this. Next month would be Huber, the season of feasting,
and Santa Barbara's day. The month of the magnificent festival, Capac Raymi, as 233 put it.
December, in the ancient calendar. Brownswould be everywherein Fiddia, prosalytizing, seeking to
convert members of other Castesto their "religion.” Actualy, they were having increasing successin
the contemporary decade, perhaps because there was no established religion. 197 knew of Blacks,
Blues, and even Whites who openly adhered to Espiritismo, and he was certain that many more
adhered secretly to its superdtitions. The mgority were contemptuous of its barbaric rites—but a
smaler mgority than there once had been.



He passed the statue and continued down the tunnel. Somewhere along here must be the Brown
upper echelon. They would decide whether the fugitive should be hidden or betrayed to the Greens. If
the Browns hel ped, there would be marvelous possihilities, for there was nowhere they could not
enter by some back route. He might even—he paused to control his raging fancy—uwin through to
233, and...

The passage opened into alarge, dimly-lighted storeroom filled with people. Most were
Browns, but arespectable minority were of scattered other Castes. One, astonishingly, wasa
low-rank Purple! In the center was athin, ascetic-looking man, very dark in complexion but dressed
entirdly in white: shirt, trousers, stockings, and shoes—even sash. Only his collar broke the pattern,
for it wasformed of red and black beads and shells. He held a strange bunch of sticksin each hand:
branching affairswith bits of green cloth attached thickly. All around him were dishes containing food
capsules: protein, caorie, vitamin, minerd, and moisture. Extravagant waste, indeed!

197 halted, dismayed again. Thiswas no hierarchy—thiswas afull Espiritismo massl On no
other occasion would such conspicuous waste of precious nourishment be tolerated.

The White priest saw 197. "Come forward, initiate!" he said imperioudly.

197 did not move. He was not afraid, but he certainly did not want to be drawn into this squaid
ceremony. He had to find the Brownsin charge before the Greens caught up to him.

"Y ou must cleanse yourself before receiving sanctuary!™ intoned the priest.

Oh, no! The Brownsintended thisto be the price of their assstance. He would haveto join the
Espiritigmo cult!

197 sighed. What choice did he have? Every moment he delayed made rescue of hiswife even
lesslikely. He walked up to the priest.

"Walk around me, Ydlow," the priest directed, flicking 197 with his branches. That was what
they were—facamile branches, made to resemble the limbs of trees or bushes. The green bitswere
supposed to be leaves. "Take from each dish, passit over your body, declare the evil will leave you.
Cleanseyoursdf!"

197 obeyed, taking the food from each dish in turn, passing it over hisbody while repeating
fervently thet the evil would leave him, and returning it to the dishes except for tiny fragmentsthat he
would haveto cast away later. The act's foolishness did not disturb him nearly as much asthe
contamination of edible substance. The priest—197 remembered that the proper term was
santero—meanwhile struck him about the shoulders, back, and buttocks, crying out " Go, bad spirits,

g

The funny thing was that 197 did fed cleaner after this. He could see how easy it wasfor so
many peopleto cling to thistype of ritua, believing that it could free them of their myriad tensonsand
guilts. Absolution by ritud!

The procession traveled to Santa Barbara. In a strange, resonant voice the priest addressed her:
"Who isthisman? s hefit to join our number? Do you take him to your bosom, oh Goddess of the
holocaust?'



The statue, of course, did not answer. But 197 was startled to hear afemale voice: "Juan

Bringas Juan Bringas!"

He looked about and spied her: one of the women of the mass, a Brown Five, one of the
consderable crowd now clugtered in the tunnel. She was about forty-five, thin, tall, with unruly hair
and wild eyes. She swayed and mumbled, turning her fierce gaze now on Santa Barbara, now on
197. "Juan Bringas!" she cried again, as though addressing him with her meaninglesswords.

"What do you mean?' the priest demanded, addressing the statue. "Who isthisman?What is

his—"
"Juan Bringas, you bring death!" the possessed woman screamed. "You kill usal! You abolish

our memory! Y ou make us shadowd" She flung herself at him, clawlike fingers clutching at histhroat.
"DEATH! DEATH! DEATH! DEATH!"

Severad men jumped to restrain her, but she was demonicaly strong, and for amoment 197's
bresth was cut off. He was frozen and could not protect himself. It was not entirely the force of the
attack; hefdt that he wasin fact damned, he believed it in his heart, though intellectually thiswas
nonsense. It might have been the Situation's eeriness, or the naked fear reflected on the faces of those
around him, or his suppressed grief for hiswife: hefdt the aura of destruction.

The menfinaly tore her off. Shefdl to thefloor in an epileptic fit, writhing in seeming anguish,
spittle frothing from her mouth.

The santero stared suspicioudy at 197, shivering. "Who are you?' he demanded.

"A fugitive." Complete truth was best right now, for in their present hysteriathese people were
capable of tearing him gpart. "I married a Green in secret, and wear green mysdlf, but | anaYelow.
Now they are after me for—"

"We know that!" the man shouted. "Did you not hear mecdl you 'Y ellow? We proffered
sanctuary for your Deviation, even your Perversion—but who are you spiritudly, that you carry death
withyou?'

"Only if the Greens mean to—"

"They do not know whereyou are! We diverted them. Thisisagreater menace you carry; it
drikesat dl of us, dl our world! The Goddessis never mistaken. Who are you?"

197 could only stand mute, not comprehending the charge. If they were not afraid of the Greens,
he was certainly no thregt to them.

The santero brought out a handful of objects and cast them to the floor. "Cachita, help ud” he
cried, invoking the alternate name of Santa Barbara. Cachita, or Caridad, had originaly been the
goddess of the sea, but her attributes had been absorbed by the dominant deity. " Cachita, who isthis
man, what is his menace?’

Thefragmentsfdl in atriangle, their dark sdes up. There was a concerted moan. "Death!” the
santero said. "The cocos say ‘death!" "



Werethey planning to kill him? 197 searched the tunnél for an escape route, but saw none. It
was packed solid with staring, moaning cultists.

The santero threw his cocos again—and again they landed in adark triangle. Thin-lipped, he
made the cast athird time, exhorting the goddess. Once more the configuration of desth appeared.
The cultists low moaning changed, becoming ugly.

"What can we do?" the priest cried despairingly. He understood the crowd's mood even better
than 197. There was surely death in the making here, but not a supernatural one.

Abruptly the woman on the floor ceased her struggles and spoke with marvelous clarity. "L et
him go—heisonly the messenger!" she said. "We cannot stop the dead morn.” Then she fainted
completely.

Ashen-faced, the Espiritismos parted to let 197 pass. He didn't need to inquire further about his
sanctuary; there was none here.

When Ydlow Six 048197 regained consciousness he knew he had been drugged with a pacifier.
He did not remember the capture; evidently the Greens had needled him the instant he stepped
outside Complex Brown. Now hismind was dert to the possibilities of escape, but his body would
obey nothing but specific commands from others.

His green sash was gone. He had been cleaned up and regarbed in yellow, to his surprise; he
had anticipated the black of the prisoner/convict rank of the crimina Caste.

"Comewith us" the Green guard said, not roughly.

197 came, walking as docily as though he had never dreamed of opposing the system. They
werein Complex Purple—Fidelias capita. They entered a plush office whose floor and wallswere
carpeted in purple.

Four men were there—a Purple, aY dlow, a Green, and a Red. 197 saw to his amazement that
al were Tens. Thiswas aremarkably sdect pandl.

"Sit down, 048197, the Purple said. 197's body obeyed smoothly. Something specia must be
in the offing to require this extraordinary court. His Deviation could have been established by routine
Green investigation, and he could have been lobotomized while unconscious, ordinarily.

"Thisisthe candidate,” the Purple said. "Please interview him to your satisfaction, comrades.”

The Red addressed 197 firdt. "Do you hate us, Deviant?' He wore the psychiatric emblem.

"1 do not hate you personadly,” 197 said, conscious of the control the drug exercised on hismind.
He spoke the truth as succinctly as accuracy permitted.

"Naturdly not," the Red psychiatrist said. ™Y ou do not know us personaly. But we represent a
system that you hate.”



"Hate is not the appropriate word," 197 said, searching for the most economica truth. "I fed that
the system you represent isflawed.”

"Inwhat way?' the Red inquired, seeming intrigued rather than affronted by this heresy. What
was he after?

"It istoo regtricted. People should not be governed by strictly numerical values, when some are
functiona and others not. They—"

"We are not disturbed,” the Red said quickly. "Merdy surprised by your attitude. Should the
Castes be restructured?’

"Y es. And marriage should be allowed between col or-Castes when both parties are useful
members of society.” That was abit more than the question required, but it clarified his attitude.

"And thiswas your solejudtification for Deviating? To marry a Green”?”

"It was the immediate incentive, because | love her. Perhaps | would have Deviated anyway,
|ater inlife, for more subtle dissatisfactions.”

"Y ou do not consider yoursalf moraly reprehensible?!

"| fedl some stigma. | would have preferred to conform. | was forced by conflicting needsto
Deviate. Therewasno mord solution to my dilemma, since alone man isunableto ater the sysem.”

"Not necessarily," the Red murmured with an inexplicable satisfaction. " So you el ected to betray
ocigy?!

"| betrayed the system, not the society, for | fed it first betrayed me."
"Becauseit isimperfect and not readily subject to correction?”
"Yes" Thisinterrogator had aremarkable ability to summarize what for him must be anathema.

The Red psychiatrist sat back, finished. He seemed oddly pleased, perhaps because 197's
crimes were so clear-cut. The Green took over. He wore the emblem of acombat specidist—a
highly dangerous man. "Defend yoursdf," he said, shouldersfaling into adight hunch, legsbent just a
little, arms out from the body.

Thedirective set 197 physicaly free, but he did not move. His book-learned hits and throws
could scarcely prevail againgt an experienced fighter who wasready for him, and they both knew it.
The Green would strike and it would be over, unless by sheer luck 197 foiled him. The only chance
would be to put the Green out of commission unexpectedly, using whatever advantage his
comparative youth and speed might provide.

197 moved suddenly, making afeint as though attempting a throw. The man countered so
smoothly it seemed he had planned for this exact move. 197 let go with a surprise upper-cut aimed
for the Green's solid chin.



It missed, as the head moved aside just that amount necessary. 197 was now open for adeadly
counterstroke—but it didn't come. "Asyou were," the Green said.

197 lost control of hisbody again. He had aso lost the battle, for the Green had anticipated both
hisfeint and hisred attack and nullified both without touching him. Experience counted heavily in the
mental side of the fight, too—the most important part.

"Heisfar from expert, but he has good ingtincts,”" the Green announced, seeming as mysterioudy
sdtisfied asthe Red had been. "He would prevail in most ordinary Stuations.”

The Y dlow was next. He wore the emblem of his historical research, but 197 had never seem
him before. " ¢Que tu harias paratener atu familialega mente contigo?’

Despite the drug, 197 jumped. The man's Castilian was fluent. Had he crossed Castes to master
it, as 197 had done to learn Green techniques? Was he a Deviant too?

No—hewasa Ten. Persons of that rank were able to obtain specia dispensations. Possibly he
had |earned the language in order to speciaize in Spanish history, much as 197 himself had. And of
course hewasa Y dlow, so such studies did not really represent a Caste violation.

After that initid surprise, he redized the implications of the specific question: what would he do
to have hisfamily back legitimately? Did this mean they were ready to sanction his miscegenous
marriage? If S0, they could ask anything they wanted of him, for there was nothing he would not do
for hisfamily's sake.

But why should they bother negotiating with him, when it would be so much easier to lobotomize
him and be done with it? Just alittle shock through the forebrain, then reclassification asaBlue One
menid....

" ¢No entiendes la pregunta?’

197 jumped again. He had forgotten to answer! The drug must be wearing off. "Cuaquier cosa,"
hesad. "Anything!" he repeated in Fiddlian. The contemporary language was actualy ablend of
Spanish, Czech, and Quechua, with four hundred years of functional modification: not nearly as
esthetic asthe old pure Spanish.

" :Tedreveriasamatar aun hombre?"

"I am no Black Caste murderer!™ he exclaimed. The pacifier was wearing off.

The Purple smiled with that same strange satisfaction. ™Y our verdict, Tens?'

The others nodded gravely. Whatever the point of al thiswas, 197 seemed to have conformed
to their expectations. But he hardly liked the implications. Asking him if hewould even kill aman....

Andif he did it—would that stop them from lobotomizing him anyway, together with hisfamily?
He had said he would do anything, but he hadn't meant it. He would not let them trick him into
becoming ared crimind.



The Purple turned to 197. "We want you to prevent aman from accomplishing a specific act.”

So hewas not to be coerced into killing! That had been merely another test of his reaction. But
therelief was smdl. Something ugly was devel oping, something more insidious than Deviation.

"In Cuba," the Green said.

"Cubaisan higtorical idand. It doesn't exist today. None of the ancient nations do.”
"Four hundred and fifty yearsago,” the Ydlow said.

Mourn not the dead....

But these men were serious. "Are you suggesting that the—the past can be changed?' 197
asked cautioudy. There had been rumors of incipient breakthroughs of colossa significance. Of time
travel. Rumorsthat suddenly took on more authority. Ridiculous, yet—

"We have developed the potential to affect history,” the Y ellow said. He seemed awed himsdlf,
aswell hemight be. "But the processis fraught with peril .

197's head was whirling. No wonder they were treating him with such ludicrous deferencel "So
you need avolunteer for asuicide mission, and I'mit. The catch being that | can never come back.”

"The catch being that you must come back!" the Green snapped.

"On the contrary,” the Purple said, overriding his comrade smoothly. "Thereisno catch. Y ou will
return; that is determined. The peril isnot to you; it isto those of uswho remain in contemporary

Sodiety.”

"| travel to primitive, revolutionary Cubato sop somebody from doing something dangerous,
but you are the ones taking the risk?* 197 hardly cared that his cynicism showed.

The Ydlow took over. "It is confusing to you, asit has been to us. Y our mission will not change
the past Sgnificantly—at least, not at the moment you are there. But asmall divergence then could
mean alarge one now. Thisiswhat we contemplate. It has been exceedingly carefully caculated.”

The potentia sgnificance burst upon him. Go into the pagt, kill akey figure—the ruling politician
of anation, perhaps—and watch the consequences multiply through the centuries. Suppose atime
traveler had shot Napoleon? Genghis Khan? Jesus Christ? None of the people dive today would be
secure, for they might never be born!

"But thereisadanger for me too—or whoever goes," 197 said. "I might be responsible for the
degth of one of my own ancestors. A number of them were Cuban, you know."

"We do know," the Purple said. "That is one reason we selected you. The laws of temporal
paradox, as we understand them, prevent a person from diminating himsdf."

197 wanted to ask a question, any question, but the Purple stopped him with agesture. "Were
you to destroy your ancestor, you yoursalf would lose identity. There would be no such person as



Y elow Six 048197—and there would never have been such a person. So your action would be
negated, and your ancestor would not die. That istempora paradox. A sdlf-cancelling equation,
meaningless”

"l see," 197 said appreciatively. "But that doesn't explain why you want me to go. Why employ
aDeviant, when there must be more suitable candidates whom you have more reason to trust?”

"Our agent to the past,” the Purple explained, "must speak Castilian Spanish and be familiar with
itshigtorical didects—specifically Cuban.”

"There must be severa hundred who—"

"He must also have the appropriate physical qualities, so asto passreadily for anative."
"Severa dozen who—"

"And be competent to handle himsdlf in persona combat without modern wegpons.”
"Four or fivewho—"

"And be suitably motivated to accomplish the mission precisdly.”

"I'm afraid that excludes me, Tens. Y ou have taken my wife and child from me, and | have no
guarantee that you will ever give them back. | do not trust you, and | would happily abolish you dl if it
meant you would not be able to destroy my marriage." The drug had worn off entirdly, but it would
not have affected that statement!

"If you succeed,” the Purple said evenly, "it has been determined that the nature of our society
will change, dightly but sgnificantly. Among the modificationswill be areduction of the stringency of
the prohibition againgt miscegenous marriages.”

What promisewas veiled in that formal statement! 197 tried to quell the sudden drumming of his
pulse. "So | could marry a Green—Iegitimately?'

"Precisdy. Y ou would no longer be a Deviant—not because your attitude or actions changed,
but because Fiddiawould change. To that extent.”

Attrective indeed! The success of his misson would automatically guarantee his restoration of
gatus and permit him his private happiness. If what these men weretelling him weretrue. If.

197 thought about it. "But wouldn't it make more sense to train another man
appropriate y—teach him just enough Spanish, enough self-defense, operate on hisbodily features,
and so on. One of your own number, perhaps. Or even the whole group of you. | may be convenient,
but I'm hardly essentid.”

"We have no time!" the Green exclaimed. The Purple raised ahand to silence him, but 197
aready knew he had avita bargaining point. He could do thejob immediatdly; a substitute would
mean delay—and they were under some kind of time-pressure, despite their perfection of time travel.



"There are other risks," the Y dlow admitted. "Wefed that aman descended from Cubans
should be sent to Cuba, for then the paradox effect, in protecting him, will also protect his
family—and those intimate with it. In the process, a substantial segment of our present society should
sharethat protection.”

197 was impressed, but increasingly suspicious. The surest way to protect members of this
society would be not to tamper with the past at dl. " Someone with no Cuban connections—say a
Brown of pure Incalndian descent, or a Blue whose lineage was Czech—could wipe out the entire
pre-holocaust Cuba without affecting his own ancestry, and that change could pyramid and destroy
you dl, for every one of you must have some Cuban blood. But such achange would beimpossible
for me, for | am amost pure Cuban. There must be many hundreds of my bloodline in twentieth
century Cuba, compared to maybe a dozen Czechs and one or two Incas. My leeway to muck
around would be very limited in Cuba. So my ancestry will guarantee the integrity of most of your
hides, regardless of my persona preference—if your theory is correct.”

"Yes," the Purple said candidly. "The critical nexus for our necessarily restricted purposeisin
Cuba. Wereit dsawhere, we should certainly employ another man—for that reason.”

So they understood each other. It was his ancestry they needed, not his philosophy or skills. 197
might try to make massive changesin the Cuban past, but he would preserve more of Fiddiathan he
changed, just by being what he was. There was nothing he could do to foil that restriction except
refuseto go.

Why not balk? They needed him, and they had little time. They could not execute him or
lobotomize him, for then he would be uselessto them. He might use thisas alever to save hiswife and
childin this framework. That would be far lessrisky!

But better to play aong for the moment, lest he throw away his advantage by grasping for too
much. He knew only what they had told him, and that was not enough.

"Jugt what isthis change that would give me back my family?"

The four Tens exchanged glances. "Thereisno harmin hisknowing,” the Purple said at last. "We
can prevent him from divulging theinformation here, and it won't matter there.”

By lobotomizing him—and 233 and his son. Y es, they could silence him, and probably would, if
they were sure they could not use him. Careful, careful!

"We mean to eliminate one Caste," the Green said.

"Cadticide! Which one?" It couldn't be Purple, Y dllow, Green, or Red.

"Brown. The nonproductive ones."

Brown. They could do it, for Brown was mostly Indian, his smallest component. The
Condtitution declared that the Castes were equivaent, with Purple not inherently superior to Orange,

Black or any other. But in practical terms—

This was the death the Espiritismos had foreseen in him—the abolition of their entire



Cagel

197 was on the verge of refusing. The cultists had understood his menace to them—yet they had
let him go. He could save them by refusing the mission.

That gesture would cost him hisown life, and cost 233 hers—and these determined Tenswould
find another man, and get the job done regardless, less nestly.

Stll, it was no more than abreath of air that swayed him. On another day he might have refused.

It made a macabre sense. 197 himself had wondered why so useless a Caste was tolerated. But
he didn't care to admit that, and didn't have to, now that the drug had worn off. He would stick to
conventiond objections. "But that would make me a murderer many times over—apart from whatever
| doin Cubal"

"Not s0," the Y dlow said earnedtly, as though convincing himsalf. ™Y ou cannot kill a person who
never existed. Y ou will merdly change our redlity alittle, ameretrifle, so that some are not born and
others are obliged to seek gainful employment. Many will remain asthey are, except that they will
belong to other Cagtes. It islargdly an adminigtrative change.”

"Y ou don't need to go into the past to make an administrative changel" 197 protested. "Hold a
Ten-Cagte council, and let the mgjority decision abolish—"

"Not feasible," the Purple said quickly. "Tradition—"

"And the other Castes will be proportionately larger,” the Y ellow continued. These Tenswere
stumbling over themsalvesto convince him. "And the production of Fideliawill be gregter, sothereis
more for everyone. Marriage between Castes will become tolerable, for there will not have to be such
severe cultura controls. 1t will be a better world—painlessy!”

What'sinit for you? 197 thought. These men would not berisking their rather plush existences
merely to improve the system. There had to be amore pressing motive that they declined to
divulge—a motive whaose reve ation would cause them guilt fedings.

Usdlessto probe that now. Instead he asked: "How will the prevention of one act bring this
about—no more and no less?'

"The answer iscomplicated in detail," the Purple replied, relieved. "We have made a
computer-search of history to ascertain what possible foci would have bearing on the particular
problem without awkward ramifications, and this was the one given as most suitable. The entire chain
of eventsisfar too complex for one mind to grasp, and we ourselves do not know what specific
changesin personnel will occur. But we trust the computer model; we are satisfied the andysisis
correct.”

"And did the computer also pick me out to be your agent?"
"Yes. It knew more than we did of your, ah, maritd Situation and specid capabilities. We

thought the description exaggerated, so we did not at first take the precautions recommended when
arresting you. That waswhy you eluded usfor atime.”



"Y ou are more of an individua than you may redize," the Y ellow added.

Subtle flattery. 197 thought it over. He did not like these men. He suspected their hidden
motives; but he seemed to have nothing to gain by refusing. And the notion of traveling to one of the
actua regions of Spanish diaect intrigued him more than he cared to admit.

"Il doit," he said abruptly. "Give methe details."

Let them ship him to the past. Then he would decide just how obliging hefelt.

PART TWO

Juan Bringas |ooked about him, dightly disoriented and more than dightly uncomfortable. He
was wet to his chest, with mud caking hislegsto the knees, and his skin wasitching in severa places.
Hewasin amangrove swamp beside an inlet of the sea. Grossy swollen tree trunks surrounded him,
each with its twisted roots clutching the brown, brackish water and its mildewed bark and projecting
knees. There were a so bushes with interwoven roots; he was standing in some such network, ankle
deep under the water.

Why was he here? He could not for the moment remember. All that came to his mind was a bit
of information from the concentrated Latin American review he had donein preparation: it had been
more economical from the outset of Spanish colonization to specidize in cash cropsfor export rather
than subsistence crops. Cocoa, coffee, rubber, tropica fruit—the proceeds of these commercial
edtates gave the Latin American provinces the wherewitha to purchasetheir staples from Spain and
sustain amuch higher mode of existence than would otherwise have been possible. In Cubait was
ugar.

Something stung his hand. He glanced down to hisright to see asmall winged cresture, an
insect, stlanding on its pointed snout. A mosquito! He reached over with his other hand to pick it up,
asit wasthefirst genuine wildlife he had encountered, but it pulled up its head quickly and flew away.

Helooked about. The seawas shallow; he suspected he could wade al the way out to the small
iIdand he saw. But of course he had been briefed on this: three-fifths of theidand of Cubawas
basicdly flat, and such svamps and such idands were al around its coast. He had not realized how
phenomendly londly it would seem in person. It was hard to believe that there had ever been such
open, uninhabited |andscape—yet now hewas physicaly init!

Juan Bringas had to fight down a siege of agoraphobia; he had never in hislife beenisolated in
such wilderness.

His hand stung again. The mosguito was back, inserting its proboscis once moreinto hisflesh.
Wildlife or not, that was begging for trouble, for he knew such predators harbored many of the
|oathsome diseases of the past. Had he been immunized against maaria? Bringas brought the other
hand across and made a resounding dap.

The insect was deed, its corpse split open. A smear of bright red blood marked the crime scene.
Bringas felt nauseous, he hadn't really meant to kill it. He had mistaken itstexture, expecting it to be as



sturdy asthe wire modes of insects he had seen in the Naturd Life exhibit of the Complex Y elow
Museum, back when he had been a definitive number, instead of aclumsy name. But further: he hadn't
redlly believed that the insect was preying on his own precious blood, despite what he knew
intellectudly. That was disgusting and unsanitary. So perhapsit deserved extinction? Yet it was his
fault too, for not warning it away before striking.

He calmed himsdf by checking himsdlf over. Hewore an olive green soldier cap that both
weighted and heated his head, making him perspire uncomfortably; along-deeved shirt and dark
green undershirt; green trousers, heavy knee-length boots laced tightly up the front; and heavy straps
passed over his chest and shoulders and around his waist. One belt supported a canteen of water;
others had clips of machine gun ammunition, K-rations, and atrench knife. Sung across his shoulder
was an M-3 machine gun, and he wore some kind of knapsack. He was equipped to survive—and to
kill.

It was appdling. He was certainly no killer! He—His hand stung again. Another predatory
insect! Enraged, he bashed at it—and | eft another little smear of blood. The dead mosquito dropped
into the water. No killer. Uh-huh.

He knew what was wrong: he was suffering from atempora disorientation that confused his
memory and left him highly irritable. It was one reason they had placed him in alonely region; he
needed afew hoursto adjugt, to achieve equilibrium. Otherwise he would never accomplish his
misson.

But these murder-things that clothed him—gun, bullets, knife—time would never accustom him
to them! Hetried to suppress his horror, to force the arsenal of death from his thoughts before he
became physicaly ill. All this exotic past-tense landscape, representing the world at the very height of
life before the holocaust—and here he was outfitted for daughter, and dready practicing on insects.

Another sting on his hand. Bringas |legped up furioudy, stepped off his root-support, and
tumbled knee-deep into an unseen hole. He waved his arms desperately, regaining his balance against
the ponderous physica and moral weight that clothed him, and staggered onward through the murky
liquid. Themuddy stench infused hislungs, making him geg.

But the experience sobered him. Here things were combining to bring out the savage in him, and
he refused to oblige. He doshed inland, looking for higher ground. As he walked on more solid
territory he discovered that his boots I €ft little marks wherever he trod: there was a configuration on
the solesintended to prevent dipping. Who would have thought of that, in fair Fiddia? Thefooting
was treacherous, but caution enabled him to avoid further dunking.

On firm ground &t last, he took down the machine gun and studied it. The thing was made of
metal with avery thick and long barrdl; that was the silencer, he knew, for these weapons made
cons derable noise when fired. What amalignant instrument. He set it leaning against amangrove root,
and added thelarge .45 caliber pistol, the ammunition clips, five grenades, and the knife. That wasa
considerable weight off hisbody and his conscience!

Then he had a second thought about the knife. He might need that for foraging. He saw that two
of the grenades were for making smoke. Smoke was not the same type of mayhem, and he might
have occasion to use these peacefully.



The main weight of his pack was built in: the time phaser. Without that he could not return to the
year 2413—and that thought chilled him even worse than the notion of murder. Heavy—about fifteen
kilograms—¥buit it had to stay with him.

He wrapped the guns and ammunition in aponcho and placed the bundlein afork in the limbs of
amangrove tree, over the high water mark. He covered it with a couple of leafy limbsto concedl it
somewhat. It would be pointless to bury the cache here in thiswaterlogged dirt, and probably no one
would comethisway in the brief time he required to complete his mission. He could pick it up before
he phased back, and the Tenswould never redize what he had done. He would have to squeeze off a
few shotsfor verismilitude, of course—but not & any living thing.

Good. Hefdt easier dready, now that he had asserted himself and affirmed his civilized nature.
Onwith themisson.

He drew awadded paper from a breast pocket. It opened out into aregional map, and he
traced the unfamiliar contours with one forefinger. He was here, assuming he had phased in correctly,
inthetract of land west of the small coastd fishing village of La Panchita, in Las Villas Province, on
Cuba's northern coast. About ahundred kilometers east of Havana, the capita city. Theforeign
missile base, according to the "accidentd™ smear on the map—for adirect notation could mean his
desth, should anative see it—was between the town of |sabela de Saguaand the fishing village of
Caratas. What anovety, to have so many villages, instead of a single subterranean metropolis. The
three-man team would be landing between Caratas and La Panchita, here....

Simple enough. He had merely to prevent their sending a message confirming the presence of the
missile base. With that delay of information, the computer affirmed, the order for the U-2 airplane
ingpection of the region would come one week later, and—well, it was complicated. How he
accomplished hismission was hisown affair. The Ten hierarchy obvioudy expected him to resort to
violence; surdy his aggressive reactions during their pursuit of him had been an important factor in
their deliberations. Ship aviolent man into aviolent Stuation for aviolent misson....

The date was the twentieth day of Camil, 1962. Capac Rami, as 233 inssted: festival of the
queen. Except that neither designation was used in this year. He would haveto train himsdf to think in
theloca calendar, in case he met anative. Not Camil, after Camilo Cienfuegos; September, after the
Roman word for seven—though this was not Rome, and it was not the seventh month of the year, but
the ninth. No wonder the cumbersome, illogical cendar of the ancients had been superseded!

Theteam, according to historicd information, had landed afew days ago, camouflaged as Rebdl
Army soldiers exactly as he was now. They had made their way to a montero, a Cuban rancher, or
more properly cowboy and woodsman, who wastheir local contact. Bringas had only to follow this
man, Rafa, when hetook suppliesto thetrio. Then—

He started walking. The water came up around his boots at every step, and every so often
something stung hisflesh again. The unfamiliar clothing and harness chafed. The knapsack grew
heavier—firgt uncomfortable, then painful. It was hot here; his shirt was aready sodden with swest,
and his strength seemed to be draining out of hisbody. His legs wearied quickly because of the
clinging muck of thisinterminable swamp. He wasn't used to long-distance walking even on good
ground. Wilderness paradise indeed! Thiswas an aspect of it he hadn't thought about.

Fortunately the mangrove swamp abated a kilometer inland, and he tramped through



pastureland. But then he ran afoul of plowed fields, tripping over the deep furrows. Not only wasit
surprisgngly difficult to walk on the freshly turned earth, he was leaving obvious tracks. He had to get
away from thisand under cover.

But the cover hefound was asmall forest of marabu thorn bushes. Each bush wastwo to three
meterstall with many leafy limbs and big hard spines. Six to ten feet tall—he'd have to adapt to the
local measures, too. He was not able to see through them or to push them without getting stabbed by
the huge thorns. He had to crawl dong the ground under their main spread—and il thorns from the
dead limbsthat littered the bottom pierced his hands and knees.

At last he came across asmdll stream, and dogged through the water. Thiswasfar better than
fighting the marabu. When the water course emerged into the open he had to climb through a barbed
wirefence... and couldn't do it. The barbs caught at his pack and ripped at his clothing and skin and
threatened to hang him up permanently. Then he got smart and removed his pack and threw it over,
then squeezed under himself.

What ajourney! He could hardly have gone three kilometers—or should it be leguas, or
miles?—and he was hot and tired and hurting aready! He gulped down the last of the tepid water in
his canteen, climbed back into the pack straps, winced as they chafed familiar bruises, and marched
on.

The next fence was dive: Pinade Raton, plantslike giant pinegpples growing close together, the
space between them guarded by spikes. He detoured around it.

Evening came, and he had no place to stay. He had expected in his naiveté to complete the
mission without having to spend a night in the past—yet he had not even started.

Well, hedidnt haveto finish everything thefirst day. Right now his prioritieswere food, drink
and rest. He had food with him, and his briefing had told him how to get the others. There were
aways clearingsin the marabu, and water in the Streams.

But the stream he had passed was far behind, and he had no notion where another might be.
Now that he thought of it, thirst became araging fever in him. He had no water discipline; he should
have conserved his canteen supply, drunk from the stream....

Hefound ahollow, and therewas apuddle in it. He rushed down—and saw that it had been
fouled with cow manure. Good and fresh: the aromatold him that, as did the swarming flies. But this
might be the only water he would find.

Bringaslifted out the mass of materia and put his mouth to the milky liquid remaining, schooling
his body not to gag. Heforced it past unwilling throat muscles, wiped off hislips, and went on. Fifteen
minutes later he encountered alarge, fresh, clear pool, and had no thirst remaining.

Hefound his marabu clearing: aspace around alarger tree that had evidently been there before
the flowering weed took over. How ironic that such awful thorns accompanied the vegetation's
beautiful white flowers. The marabu had been imported from Indiafor the sake of its beauty; thenin
the war against Spain a century before, the bushes had gotten out of control and spread acrossthe
idand. A dry fact of history, now both historment and his protection.



Heremoved his pack and scraped out alevel space on the ground. He was hardly comfortable,
but he could put up with his environment for one night.

The food was another unpleasant surprise. K-rations. small squares of dehydrated black
substance, supposedly resembling bread and mest. For dl he knew, they had been salvaged from four
or five hundred year old supplies. They tasted like sawdust—the tiny fragments of ground wood that
fell to the floor when ancient partitions were removed to make way for Fiddian expansion. Most of
his equipment had been manufactured by Caste Blue specidists under Y élow and Red supervision,
S0 asto be accurately rendered and functiond; they could hardly have made prior excursonsinto the
past just for supplies! But why couldn't they have substituted regular food capsules?

His heavy boots abruptly became unbearable. They congtricted his feet, and the more he tried to
ignoreit the worse the pressure seemed to get.

He growled without employing hisvocd cords, jammed the K-ration into the earth, and crawled
awkwardly about to remove boots and blood and sweat soaked socks. Therelief to hisfeet was
blessed. He leaned back againgt the tree, shook the dirt off his morsel and took another awful bite.

Something was happening to hisfeet. They stung, they itched. He squirmed around to shine his
miniature flash on them—and found his bare skin covered with the small winged predators he had met
before in the swamp: mosquitoes.

Angrily he kicked his feet, but the determined creatures descended in seeming clouds, each one
hungrier than the lagt, avidly sucking the precious blood from his exposed and tender tissue.

Bringas had to disturb his repose yet again to search out the insect repellant in his knapsack. He
had thought it was just another prop; now he knew better! He sprayed it liberally over hisfeet and
legs and hands and, for good measure, hisface. He closed his eyes but not his mouth: terrible tasting
stuff, dmost as bad as the K-rations. But if that was what the mosguitoes tasted when they tried to
bite, wonderful!

He returned to histree trunk, but gave up on the K-ration. He found a sandwich: hard white
bread smeared with guava paste, with soft white cheese in the center. After what he had been
through, thiswas delicious. He dso had some hard, salty, dried beef strips, the Cuban tasg o—but
stopped esting them when he redlized what the salt would do to histhirst.

Thirst was not the only problem, however. This crude food did not agree with his pampered
twenty-fifth century digestion, and his ssomach rumbled resentfully.

Ouch! Needles of fire weredrilling into his posterior! He lunged to hisfeet, dgpping at himsdf.
There were red crawling insects on him—stinging antsl He had settled next to an ant hill, and now the
thingswereingde hiscathing.

Intime he got clear of them and found another spot. Weary, itching, bleeding, and flatulent, he
ground down into akind of deep. His disgusted subconscious did not even have the grace to send
him dreams of lovely 233.



Thethird time he woke, night was fretting into morning. Juan Bringas stretched, neatly impaling
himsalf on the waiting spokes of the marabu. He broke wind at the obnoxious vegetation and wormed
into the open. He shivered; it was not really cold, but he was hardly used to outdoor exposure of any
kind. And he was soaking wet from the copious dew. Spider webs stretched across his eyelashes.
Multiple insect bitesitched, somein embarrassing places.

But he had to get moving before full daylight, lest he be discovered. He picked up his socks,
wrung them out, and hauled them on. He sat down to don the clammy boots.

The boots had warped out of fit! No—hisfeet had swollen, so that no harmonious mating of
peda member and pedal covering wasfeasible.

What away to start the day.

But the sooner he accomplished his mission, the sooner he could return to his own framework.
233 would salve hisinjuried!

That spurred him on. He suffered another lapse of specific memory, mercifully. When he
recovered, his boots and knapsack were on and his load was much lighter, and another bit of
information from his researches was playing through hisbrain:

When the Spaniards had conquered the Bolivian highlands, almost the entire Inca
aristocracy had been put to death. Since the Inca serfs had never possessed the knowledge of
warfare, religion, economic organization, or intensive land and animal cultivation and
production, the demise of the aristocracy had destroyed the Indian civilization permanently. In
Cuba, the Indian population itself had died out because of exploitation.

Bringas snapped out of it, suspicious. Y es—he had cached the fifteen kilo phaser—the
thirty-odd pound phaser—somewherel A dangerous precedent, but at least there would be no
troublelocating it, asthe directiona indicator set into hisleft eydid had been activated. He could
orient on the device with the blink of an eye!

He rechecked his map. Rafa's ranch was close, now; he had come farther than he had redlized
during the night's dog. He could be there by full daylight to catch the man at home. With any luck at
all he could spot Rafa as he went to meet the team. Then—

Then what? He had disposed of the weapons, and he did not regret that decision. But these
were bound to be tough, hard-driving, practical men. He could not Ssmply go and ask them politely to
desist! Had he brought the submachine gun, he might have hijacked them for afew days, so that the
message would have been too late. Asit was, he wasinnocently buzzing into the web of spidersthat
abound so horribly here.

The Tenswho had set up this mission had not needed to give him specific directions. They had
known he would need the weapons—and would realize it in due course.

But he still refused to be herded into the posture of akiller of men. Hewould not go back for the
guns

He found Rafas bohio: a Cuban farm house made of wood with palm lesfs on theroof. The



planks of the walls were painted white. There was abarn in back for the chickens and goats, asmall
wooden outdoor privy, and acorra with pigs. The rancher was aready busy feeding his stock.

It al seemed S0 ordinary, initsextraordinary way. In the year 2413 there were no farm animals
and few free-growing plants, except for the mutated breeds ranging wild across the surface. Here
animas and plants were commonplace. To think that four centuries could change the world so much!

Of course, time hadn't doneit. The holocaust had.

Could thisfarmer really be the team contact man of amission concerning alomic missiles? He
seemed to bein no hurry at dl, and he whistled as he worked. Time dragged on, and Bringas dared
neither approach the man nor leave.

Hereviewed his briefing on Rafa. The montero had been deprived of larger holdings by the
revolutionary government, and retained only haf a caballeria—fifteen or sixteen acres—of hisworst
land, the marabu forest, together with his house and livestock. He had worked asamonteroin alarge
cattle farm, but the farm had been nationaized and the cattle killed. The new administration wastrying
to grow rice on land everyone knew wasfit only for cattle; naturally the crop was afailure, and Rafa
had become disgusted with the harder work and lower pay of the rice cooperative. So he kept dive
by slling his pigs and goats and goat milk on the y, and he collaborated with the American agents
who sought information about loca happenings.

At midmorning Rafatook the bucket he had used to dop the pigs, refilled it, and ambled toward
the brush. He wore abig cowboy felt hat and boots. Bringas uncramped hislegs and followed,
staying hidden aswdl ashe could. Thismust beit!

Rafa continued to whistle as he swung his bucket. Bringas could see the milky fluid splashing out,
and for amoment was reminded of the fouled water he had drunk the day before. The man surely
wasn't on aspy mission; he advertised his progress every step of the way! But thiswas lucky for
Bringas, for it enabled him to keep track without actualy staying in sight. Rafacould easily have
eluded himin thiswild country, had he made the effort.

About amile from the ranch Rafaencountered amilitiapatrol. Three men with submachine
guns—there must be amillion of those brutal wegpons on the idand!'—stopped Rafa and questioned
him. Bringas could not overhear the dial ogue, but he saw the rancher gesturing amiably with the soupy
bucket. Apparently he passed ingpection; the militiamen let him pass unmolested.

Too bad they hadn't caught him, Bringas thought. That would have deprived the team of itsloca
contact, and the militia might then have caught the—

Now he knew how to stop the mission without bloodshed. L et the militiaarrest the team!

Bemused by this e ementary solution, Bringas dmaost missed the actuad contact. Rafa stopped by
asection of marabu forest, changed the tune he whistled—and another militiaman appeared. The
stranger's surreptitious attitude betrayed him—and of course area militiaman would not have been
hiding in the thorny bushes. Thiswas ateamsman!

Rafadipped his hand into the bucket and brought out a sealed package. Food, no doubt. So
obviousthat neither Bringas nor the militiapatrol had suspected it.



Rafalooked up suddenly, hearing something. Both men faded into the marabu, using thelittle
goat pathsthat penetrated its forbidding fringe. Why hadn't he thought of that!

Bringas soon understood their caution. The militiapatrol, possibly suspicious, had doubled back.
But the fugitives had been aert, and the patrol would never find them now. Unless—

Unless Bringas himself derted the militia at thismoment! Surely the oy team's other members
were nearby, possibly in this same marabu. If the militia caught them, the key message would not go
through.

Y es! Helifted one of histwo smoke grenades. It was adark gray cylinder with ahandle on the
sdeand bright yellow letters: WP-S. He clamped his hand around it, holding down the lever, and
pulled out the pin in the end with his other hand. He knew it would not explode so long as he kept the
handle down, and of course it was only harmless smoke, but it made him nervous anyway. He threw it
quickly toward the militiatrio.

He watched the grenade arc over the sugar-cane clump he had used for cover and down the
dope of the small rise he stood on. His aim was beautiful; the object fell aimost on top of the group.
Oncethey inhaed that smoke they would know something was up!

He had amoment to assess the layout. He was hiding south of the patrol and the marabu wasto
theleft. He had an easy retreat, shielded by the sugar-cane.

The grenade exploded alittle to the Sde of the men, between them and the marabu. It wasa
firework display: alovely cone of white sparks, gold stresks, and dark gray smoke. If the militiadidn't
take note of that, they were blind or bribed!

Then he heard the screams. Two men were writhing on the ground, and the third was shouting.
They were burning! The foliage was green, but flames engulfed the men!

Bringasin his amazement exposed himsdlf, and the third man saw him. The gun fired; then the
man ran up thetralil, fire clinging to his uniform. Bringas dropped to the ground, though he had not
been hit, and rolled to better cover under the cane. It hadn't occurred to him that the militiawould
shoot at him. Herealized almost too late that atime traveler could be killed right herel Therewasno
paradox; if hisown skein terminated hereit would hardly affect the basic pattern of thetimes, for he
was not of thesetimes. He could die directly, though he could not kill an ancestor; histempora
disorientation must have confused histhinking.

Then he smdled something swest.

He realized WP-S stood for White Phosphorus Smoke. And white phosphorouswas a
devadtating incendiary. Those pretty sparks had been bits of it, inextinguishable fire. Whatever they
touched would burn, including marabu, including human flesh. Water would not quench it; thefire
would eat right down to the bones and into them. A man with white phosphorus on him could only cut
it out with aknife, inahurry; if he had many particlesto ded with, he was doomed.

Bringas had known this, yet he had forgotten. He had lobbed a phosphorus bomb right at living
men. That sweet smell wasthe odor of their roasting flesh.



Thedisma contents of his stomach spewed out between his teeth and splashed against the
sugar-cane. He heaved again, and again, and yet again.

Findly he sat up. He was weak and shaken. He had claimed to be no murderer! How could he
ever justify what he had done? He had not stopped the spy team; he had only killed two innocent
men, and doneit as crudly as could be imagined. He didn't even have the nerve to go and look at the
corpses. They might not be quite dead yet....

Thefire still raged, spreading dl across the path. The fugitives should still bein the marabu, for
according to hismap therewas aroad dong itsfar Sde that they could certainly not risk crossing in
daylight, and the fire prevented escape this sde. There was amilitia blockhouse on that road not far
away. Hismission hadn't failed yet!

He was tempted to run away. How could he cynically andyze the success of his misson when
the stench of human flesh attached to him! Was he amonster?

He knew the answer. He had killed by accident—and he had to have hiswife back. He couldn't
search for the team himsdlf, because he was unarmed and that was an excellent way to get riddled by
bullets. His own death would not bring the scorched corpses back to life. He couldn't afford to leave
without completing his mission. The complexities of paradox would makeit extremely difficult to
rectify any mistakes he made thistime—any more mistakes. Far better to finish the job, whatever the
price, than to have to try again on another time-phase. Histravel over, he could mourn the dead.

That lone survivor—hiswounds would never hedl. They would ulcerate and keep spreading....

The Tensmust have known it would be like this. That he would react thisway. That Juan
Bringas/197, having agreed to abolish an entire Caste, wasin his soul aBlack. A man who could and
would kill when the Situation demanded, or when it did not demand. A twentieth—perhaps even
twenty-fifth-century Tamerlane.

Then the militias reinforcements came. Massvely.

Shoulder to shoulder, dmost. No more than five feet separating man from man, guns at the
ready—not three, not ten, but perhaps five hundred soldiersl And beyond them to the North he heard
motors:. trucks surrounding the area. A line of hunters coming through the brush, walking through
everything. Poking at suspicious objects, kicking stumps, leaving no placefor afugitiveto hide, no
avenue of escape.

It was a peinazo—the government's system to flush out guerillas. Sed off the entire region, then
cleanit out absolutely!

Thelocd ruler, the namesake of 197's own nation, had come to power through aguerilla
revolution himsdf. He knew how to dedl with those who rebelled againgt him. Fidel Castro—the
name sent a shiver through Bringas. In 2413 he had spoken objectively of thisman, for centuries
separated legend from redlity. Now it was 1962, and Fidel was alive. Fidd of Fiddia....

Bringas brought his mind back to the immediate point. There was no doubt now: hismission had
been accomplished. The authorities had been too smart to send in aminor patrol againgt men
possessing phosphorous grenades, particularly in thisregion so close to the missile base. They could



not know that Bringas had thrown the grenade, not the spy team. History would be changed, the
Caste of paupers would be diminated, 197 would have 233 again.

Except for one detail. Juan Bringas himsdlf was caught in the trap.

The peinazo was sweeping the region, and inevitably it would net him aong with the spy team.
They would find the other phosphorous grenade and know the truth. What mercy could he anticipate
at their hands?

He had blundered again in typically novice fashion. Hefdt sck again—sick with chagrin and
persond fear. It would have been cleaner to have done the job with the guns he had been provided
and not to have involved the militiain this highly sengitive area. The carnage would have been no
greater, and he would not now bein aremarkably ugly situation.

Perhapsit was the raw experience of the stench of burning flesh; perhaps hisredlization of his
own ineptitude. Probably the horror of hisimpending fate at the hands of these primitives wasthe
major factor. At any rate, it happened.

Juan Bringas doughed off hisveneer of civilization, histwenty-fifth century vaues, hishuman
restraint and morality. He reverted to the cunning beast, peering out at the hunters, watching for the
opportunity that would preserve hislife. He had tried to behave palitely when the mission called for
ruthlessness, and thiswas the pendty. He would not be foiled by such scruplesagain.

The peinazo was moving north to south, skirting the marabu. Theline of men would passthe
place where the spies were hiding and then approach his own knoll. Probably if the team were not
flushed by nightfal, the militiawould st fire to the marabu and shoot the fugitives asthey emerged.
But meanwhile the militiawould net Bringas, with hisguilty grenade, and his part in the matter would
be over. If hefought, they would kill him; if he didn't, they would probably delay long enough to
torture him before the execution. Or whatever they did to men who used phosphorous grenades on

people.

He had to get rid of the incriminating evidence.

He brought out the grenade and pulled its pin, holding it ready to throw. He waited until theline
of men wasjust past the spot Rafa and the spy should be in. The two could not be far away; the
marabu was too difficult to traverse, particularly when they had to guard againgt pursuit. They would
have spent their time digging in, concealing themselves, waiting for thefire to subside.

Bringas hurled the grenade, arcing it as high in the sky as he could. If some sharp-eyed
militiaman were watching the sugar-cane a this moment he might spot the motion behind it or seethe
risng canister; thiswas a necessary risk. Most of the men were watching only the ground ahead and
to the sides, reasonably enough.

The grenade descended. It would strike behind the—

Exploson!

Bringas didn't look. He ran, head down, keeping the scant cover of the sugar-cane clump
between him and the ball of smoke. He ran south until he saw the road and the trucks, then fell down



and hid hisfacein thedirt.

No one seemed to follow, but he did not try to reach better cover. He lay there and waited,
motionless. Hewas far enough away from the grenade burst to be disassociated with it—if they
flushed the spy team first. From here on it was amatter of luck—but he had improved hisown
chances congiderably. At the expense of many more human beingsin the range of the burning white
phosphorus.

Therewasaburst of firing back in the areahe had |eft. His diversion had worked! The militia
wasinvading the marabu, infuriated by the blast.

Bringas craned his neck, but it was hard to see anything without exposing himsdlf. Thetroops
seemed to be trying to storm the marabu, using the goet trails for entry but il getting entangled by the
thorns. And therewas return fire! They had flushed the spy team, and men were getting killed by
meachine gun fire from that thick cover.

If they killed the spiesin the gun battle, the dead men would never be able to deny their
complicity in connection with the phosphorus. Another safeguard for him—at another tax on human
life.

The noise abated. The militiawas retreating. Were they giving up?

Then ajeep roared over the brush and parked about fifty meters north of him. Soldiers jumped
down to unload equipment while Bringas dug himself in degper. They set up somekind of tripod
supporting a squat tube. They angled the tube toward the marabu and shouted awarning. Thefiring

stopped.

One man placed ameta object in the tube's mouth and jumped back. There was aloud bang!
followed by along whistling noise. Smoke gushed out of the end. Bringas teeth hurt.

It wasamortar! One of the ancient weapons that |obbed a shell high overhead to drop behind
defensive fortifications—much as he had |obbed the second grenade.

A section of the marabu burst apart, followed by the sound of the blast. The mortar crew
adjusted the tube and dropped in another shell. Thistime Bringas covered his ears. He saw the shell
rise—and explode short of the target.

Now they had the range, and they meant business. The third shot would—

A man burgt from the marabu, firing the submachine gun in his hands. He was cut down by rifle
fire; they had been ready for this.

A second man came out shouting. His hands were high in the air—the gesture of surrender.

They did not shoot him. Three militiamen came a him with riflesto which smal bayonetswere
affixed, asthough to take him prisoner. They did not do so; they rammed those terrible bladesinto his

body, killing him savegdly.

Bringas watched with mixed emotions, knowing that each death made his own surviva more



likely. The acts of the militiamen looked crue—but they had just been scorched by the near explosion
of awhite phosphorous grenade, and had seen their comrades die horribly.

Bringas was the red murderer. What amess!

"Do not move, sefior,” aman said behind him, spesaking with mock formality.

Bringas did not move. During his fascination with the proceedings he had neglected hisown
concealment, and naturaly he had been quickly spotted. It hardly mattered now; he had known he
could not avoid the peinazo. Hiswhole effort had been to diminate his sseming complicity, and to
avoid being killed out of hand. Now he should be able to bluff hisway back to freedom.

He had balked at killing mosquitoes, yet now he was amurderer many times over. He had killed
five or sx men directly by throwing the two grenades, and asmilar number indirectly through the
action he had prompted.

Hiscrimewastoo big. He could not fed it. All he could do was worry about hisown survival.

"Y our name?' the interrogating officer demanded sharply. He was a stout bearded manin
fatigues, aily, sweeting profusely, who gave the impression that words were awaste of time when
bulletswere available.

"Juan Bringas™"

Someone wrote it down, though they had aready recorded the information from his papers.

"What isyour business here?

"l cameto see someone.”

"Who?' The syllable was barked impatiently.

"Rafa" He had to answer without hesitation, or things would becomeimpossible. They were
suspicious enough aready—and with good reason.

IIWMI
He had his cover story ready. "To buy some goat's milk."
"Whereisyour permit?'

Bringas put on aguilty expresson. Thiswasthefirst he had heard of permitsto buy milk, but
better to be found guilty of that minor violation than of pying or killing people with grenaded "I was

going to—"

The officer looked disgusted. "Y ou were going to! If you got caught. Otherwise afat black
market profit!"



Bringas held the guilty face. What luck! Probably they would let him off with afine, and he could
return to hisown time, and to 233.

Never tell her how you won her! hetold himsdf fiercely. A dozenkillings..

"l do not believe you, prisoner. | think you camefor apig.”

"A pig?' Bringas was genuindy perplexed. Was that amore serious offense, or was the officer
subtly soliciting abribe? Pay him the price of apig—rather than the price of mere goat milk—and go
free? But one of Fidel Castro's great accomplishments had been to abolish graft! They had aready
searched him; they had no need to ask for his money when they could keep it anyway.

"Bring the daughtered pig,” the officer said to one of the guards, then to Bringas. "You area
friend of the montero?”’

"1 have never met him. Does he aso keep pigs?'

The officer sudied him thoughtfully. "Of more than one variety."

Two men came, dragging abody. They dumped it before Bringas.

He gtiffened. Although he kept chiding himsdf for the distant horror of being akiller, he had
never seen a corpse before. Not up close. The experience was not pleasant. Blood matted the man's
clothing, and dirt had mashed into his face as though he was hauled face-down; some of it was
sticking to one staring eye. He had died violently and had not been treated kindly since.

It was Rafa

"Takethat pig home with you, eh?" the officer suggested.

Bringas did not need to feign confusion thistime. "What?"

"You camefor apig. Hereit is. Have you changed your mind?'

"l don't understand—"

The officer stood up. "Y ou were caught in the company of capitdist spies, wearing the uniform
of our militia, carrying an unauthorized military map—and you say you don't understand!” He was
shouting now, right in Bringas face. "Do you take usfor fools, gringo?"

A studied insult to aman who was obvioudy not white-skinned, ddlivered in the heat of asham
rage. "Capitdist spies? What do you mean?'

"Y our friend hereisdead!" the officer screamed. "Ancther one will live for trid—no longer than
that! He has dready identified you as one of them!™

Then Bringas knew it was abluff. The officer had overplayed hishand. No member of the spy
team had survived. None of them had known of him.



"1 only came for milk," Bringas said. "I know nothing of this man. Did he comefor apig?"

Some genuine anger showed through now, asthe officer redlized hisploy had failed. "Take him
to Havana—there he will get his comeuppance! | have no patience with thistrash.”

"But | haven't done anything!" Bringas protested, seeing his chances of escapefleeting.

The view of Rafas corpse had disturbed him as much as his own killing, and he dmost wanted
punishment. It appeared he was going to receiveit.

The three hour drive did not bring him to famous Havana, a city he had studied raptly in his
youth before discovering the joys of pure linguistics. The driver followed a coastal road with low hills
inland, beautiful sand beaches on the seaside, and so much open space visible that Bringas felt another
touch of agorgphobia. The truck traveled through the city of Casa Blancaand up to an old Spanish
fortress overlooking the Bay of Havana. A drawbridge straddled a dry moat, and beyond that was a
moss-covered stone wall girt with turrets and huge gates. How quaint! He would certainly liketo
explore such an higtoric rdic.

Then he remembered: thiswas La Cabana, at this date a prison for political prisoners and men
awaiting trid. He understood that such inmates received better trestment than did common
criminas—for what scant comfort that was worth.

He was brought through the outer and inner gates and into a patio. Doors opened to left and
right, but he was taken straight ahead to an office a the far end. There he was peremptorily checked
in. His clothing was taken away and he wasissued khaki trousers and a short-deeved army shirt with
alarge"P' dyed on the back.

He was returned to the patio, then marched through the door origindly on hisleft in the barred
wall, and into amuch larger patio. He saw machine guns mounted on the roof, one at each corner of
the courtyard. To the left was amassive sonewall; to the right a series of barred openings. These
were the galeras. eeven great cells numbered from 7 to 17 for the mass of prisoners.

Bruised, deepless, and hungry, Bringas was thrown into "Gaera 11," achamber about forty
meters long containing perhaps fifty three-tiered bunks. 1t was dank, dark, and stifling, crowded with
at least one hundred men.

Hands gripped him, helping him orient. "What isyour name?' ahuge night-black giant
demanded.

"Juan Bringas"

"I an Noah, the gderachief,” the man said. "'l will assgn you to atop bunk, because you are the
newest here."

"Thank you," Bringas said, and followed where the man led. The bunk had athin mattress
infested by any number of crawling insects, and no other covering. All the bunks were the same; he
was not being discriminated againgt.



"Batigtiano or Fiddista?' someonecaled a him.

Bringas recalled that Fulgencio Batista, for whom the month of Fulgen—alias the procession of
the dead, alias November—had been named, had been Fidd's predecessor. Obvioudy the word
"Batistiano” derived from that, just as"Fiddistd’ derived from the present ruler. But how should such
termsrelateto him?"l don't understand,” he said. That was an uncomfortable confession, considering
hislinguigtic gudies

The man in the bunk immediately below him explained. "Some back Batista. Some back Fidel.
They continueto fight each other, evenin jail. What are your own politics?

Locd dliances Of course! Thiswaswithin five years of the changeover. The transfer of power
had not been amicable, and the citizens were divided by their loyaties. Such terminology would not
have survived the holocaust, so had not been relevant to histhesis.

"No politics" he said quickly, redizing that some weight attached to hisanswer. "I don't want
trouble with anyone.”

"Good," theman said. "Mogt of usfed the same. What good are politics without guns?' He
paused, but Bringas made no comment. "My nameis Manud Jmenez."

"Juan Bringas™"
"What isyour crime?' aman in the next bunk inquired. No conversation was private here.
"No crime," he replied, and there was a general and bitter laugh.

"Paredon!" Jmenez cried in the tone of adrillmaster. "He has committed no crimel Thewal for
him!"

Therewas alouder laugh, shared by many. Bringas recognized this term: paredon, the wall—the
wall men about to be executed stood against. There had to be a backstop for the bullets....

These men were grim, they stank of dirt and sweat and many appeared diseased, but there
seemed to be no persona animaosity toward the new prisoner. That, at least, was ardief; he had
problems enough aready.

"What was your crime?" he asked Jmenez after abit. There was nothing to do here except
deep and talk, and he remained too tense to deep.

"I am acane farmer. | expressed the opinion that next year's sugar harvest would not be as good
asthelag.”

Bringas started to laugh, then redlized that it was no joke. "For an opinion? Y ou were arrested
only for that?'

"It was a counter-revolutionary opinion. Fidel had said next year's crop would be the best yet.
Whoever disagrees with Fidel is counter-revolutionary and therefore fit only for prison or thewall. So
herel am.”



There had to be moreto it than that! But Bringas hesitated to push the matter until he knew
more. Probably every man here had motives as devious as his own, and as good reason to concesl
thetruth. An arsonist would claim that he had merely been hiding in the building when the event
occurred; aspy would represent himsalf as an innocent tourist. Bringas himsdlf claimed to have
committed no crime—as though multiple murder were not worthy of mention.

"l amincarcerated for being againgt the Revolution,” Jmenez murmured. "But | am for
revolution. The democratic revolution!" And therewas amuted cheer.

In fifteen minutes Jmenez seemed like an old friend, and the others were warm acquai ntances.
There was acamaraderie here that Bringas had not experienced before, and despite the extreme
discomfort of his surroundings he found he rather liked it. These men were somehow unified, if only
by the prison's crud walls, and they had a common purposg, if only to escape. There was a closeness
inthismisery, anintimacy, that dmost ssemed worth the gloom, the heat, and the feca stench that
mired them dl.

Asthetime of retirement approached, there came akind of muttering that Bringas could not
meake out. imenez whispered to him, "They are chanting the rosary,” asthough that sufficed.

One of the prison wardens sscomped along outside the galeras. "Be quiet!” he shouted angrily.
But the chanting swelled in volume, coming from every cdll, and it was even echoed by some of the
guards. Furious, the warden | eft.

"Bad business," Jmenez whispered. "They don't haveto do it so loudly asto make the wardens
angry. Therewill betrouble.”

It seemed it was akind of rdligiousritual, one the authorities didiked and tried to suppress. Thus
even the nonreligiousinmates were inclined to join in, out of spite. But what could the wardens do?

Bringas climbed onto his bunk and tried to deep, for the day's events had exhausted him. But the
mattress was extremely hard, and the crawling vermin appaled him, and whenever he moved the
entiretier of bunks groaned and squeaked so that he was afraid the men below would be annoyed.
Hewas shivering, too, for the heat of the day had become the chill of night, and he had no protection.

Noah approached. "Y ou have no blanket?"

Bringas suppressed the urge to make a sarcagtic reply. "No."

"Y our family will haveto send you sheets, blankets, pillows, medicine.”

"l have no family.” That was true enough, for this Situation.

Noah left. Inamoment he returned holding aratty blanket. "Use thisuntil you can find one of
your own."

Bringas, weary and despondent, was overcome by gratitude. Now he could at least be warm!
Hetried to express his thanks, but Noah had aready gone.

Only for afew minutes. "Hereisapillow. Its owner was executed; it isnow yours.”



Bringas did not know how to respond to this quixotic kindness, so hedidn't try. "Why areyou
here, friend?’

Noah laughed. "For giving amilitiawoman abig belly! And | would doit again, gladly!"

Bringas laughed too. "Who wouldn't!" This man, so forbidding in gppearance, was a heart a
niceguy.

With the comfort, hefell adeep.

He was awakened by aloud boom. A mortar shell! He scrambled for cover—and dmost fell off
the bed.

The other prisoners laughed. "Where do you come from," Jmenez demanded goodnaturedly,
"that you do not know about the nine o'clock cannon shot, € canonazo de las nueve?’

Disgruntled, Bringas retired a second time. On this occasion he did manage to dream of 233: her
golden body, her lovely smile, her eager thighs. Was she waiting for him now, four hundred years
away, hislegdly wedded wife?

Hewoke to the sound of rifle barrels striking the bars of the door and avoice over the
loudspesker shouting "Get up! Get out!" Thelights came on blindingly.

"Requisal Requisal" the guards called, and the cdll door opened. Bringas stumbled out with the
other prisoners, to the cold of the great open patio.

It was three in the morning. Dazed, he moved with the others, grouped in fours and fives. "Did
something happen?' he asked Jmenez.

"Therosary lagt night—remember?"

"Silencel" aguard shouted, making athrestening motion with hisbayonet. "Get inline! Getin
line, gusanod™

Grumbling, the gusanos—worms—obeyed. Jmenez took Bringas arm so that they would not
be separated. "Do as| do," he whispered. "Then you will not be hurt.”

"Strip!" the guards cried.
"What isthis?' an old man down the line demanded.

Immediately aguard was on him, ripping at his clothing. "Y ou desf, grandpa? Y ou want a
bayonet up your culo? Get it off!"

Another man started to protest. "Leave him alone, butcher! He's an old man! Y ou can't—" His
sentence ended in ascream. Another guard had stabbed him in the rear. Blood dripped down hisleg
as he danced in agony.

"They are new here, like you," Jmenez whispered. "'Requisadways meanstrouble.”



No one ese objected. In moments Bringas stood naked with the rest. What hell had hefallen
into, that such punishment could be levied solely because prisoners had mumbled some rdligious cant?

The guards moved dong in front, checking the clothing. When they found awatch they either
pocketed it or smashed it under arifle butt. Scraps of hoarded food were hurled into the noisome
gutter. Paper money that had been overlooked before was passed up to the supervisor of the
operation, but coins were ignored.

One prisoner had awadletful of photographs. "Who?' the guard demanded, thumbing through
them.

"My wife—my son," the hapless man mumbled. Bringasfdlt apang, visudizing hisown wife and
on.

"They deserve proper respect,” the guard said. He dropped the pictures to the ground, opened
histrousers, and urinated on them.

No one protested.

At last they were permitted to don their clothes again, shivering, and to return to their cells. The
dank chamber seemed dmost pleasant after the patio.

Therdief was only momentary. The prisoners had built tables, chairs, and lockersfor their own
use out of the scraps of materid available; these had been smashed. The extra clothing, medicine,
games, and food brought in by visiting relatives had been taken or broken. Much of it had been piled
in the center of the floor, and the bottles of olive oil some prisoners had saved for private cooking had
been broken and poured over the clothing to make it unusable.

It would be some time before the chanting of the rosary got out of hand again.

The dreary hours of anew day passed. Breakfast was one cup of watery cafe con
leche—coffee-milk, and one piece of hard dry bread that did little to assuage his hunger. Bringas now
had little hope of escaping. If men could be incarcerated like thiswithout trid, what was someone like
him to expect? By now they would have discovered that his papers had been forged.

In mid-afternoon the guards called out names. "For trid," Jmenez said, "or interrogation.”

One by one the men |eft the cdlls, to the murmured consolation of ther fellows. Onewas
summoned from Bringas own galera. "l tried to bomb anaval garrison," he said. "It'sthewall for sure.
Pray for me"

"Paredon,” the others agreed mournfully.

Three hours later he was back, jubilant. He was skipping for joy asthe guard shoved him into
thecdl.

"What happened?' the others asked him. "Did they acquit you? Wasit a mistake? Are you to go
free?'



"No, | got thirty yeard" he cried. "The otherswent to thewall, but | got thirty years!”

Bringas shook his head. Thirty yearsimprisonment—and the convict was jumping with gleefor
the reprieve. He would be an old man by the time he got out—provided he survived these conditions.
Wouldn't thewal have been more merciful ?

"Mourn not your captive comrades who must dwell—Too strong to strive—Within each
stedl-bound coffin of acdl, Buried dive...?" Bringas murmured, awed.

Bringas was awakened by a hand shaking him. It was aguard, armed. Why couldn't he smply
grab that rifle and... but no, these machine guns on the wall, and the guards with grenades—there was
no escape that way. All he could accomplish by overcoming this guard would be another requisaand
more misery for hisfellow prisoners.

"Good luck!" Jmenez whispered as Bringas followed the guard out.
"What isit?" he asked the guard as he blinked in the light of the patio.

The man frowned. "Y ou have been tried by the Revolutionary Tribuna and found guilty of
counter-revolutionary activity. Laparedon for you!" the man exclaimed with relish.

Already, the dread wall of Degth. And he had never been given the chance to speak for himsalf!

Again hewastempted to use his combat skill to overcome this guard and make abreak for it.
But where could he run to, in this massive fortress? Better to die with dignity.

He was taken through the patio, past the office, and on through the other door he had seen on
entering the prison. Thiswas Gaera 22, for rebd military prisoners. At the far end of this chamber
was another door: the entrance to the nefarious capillas, punishment cdlls, without illumination, stinking
of human ordure. If there were people in those awful cells, they were very quiet, for he heard nothing
as he passed. And findly out into what seemed to be adry moat, where they turned | ft.

Heredlized that he was actualy outside the prison—but there was still no escape. He was
manacled with iron handcuffs and brought to stand against the fortresswall. The huge old gray stone
blocks must have dated from the origina Spanish construction, but here they were pockmarked with
bullet holes and stained with dried blood. This was the paredon, without doubt.

Six men gppeared with what he now knew were FAL Belgian automatic rifles, and the officer in
charge carried a.45 pigtal. "Any last words?' the officer inquired grimly.

Bringastried to quell the tumultuous beating of his heart, to make some reasoned protest, but his
mouth wastoo dry.

How could it end so suddenly?

The officer shrugged indifferently. "Preparen!™ he said, and the Six rifles came up.



Bringas courage collapsed. They weredoing it! and yet—he was amurderer; he had no right to
protest.

"Apunten!" Aim. Hislife was nothing to these men—nothing but an inconvenience. Theloca
government could know nothing about hisreal misson, or comprehend that he had actudly helped
Fidd by preserving the emplaced missiles from premature discovery. His sentence was based on
suspicion and ignorance—but he was about to be executed offhand. Not even ablindfold—

"Fuego!" Hisracing thoughts made the series of commands seem dow, and thefiring of the guns
seemed to take forever, yet there was no actual delay.

"233!" he cried astheriflesflashed in the dark and the blast of sound struck him, seeing her face
in that last moment. Hiswhole body seemed to let go at once.

He swayed there, feding numb but without pain. Was he dead dready?
Therewas araucous burst of laughter.

Bringas opened his eyes, only now discovering that he had shut them tightly at the gunflash. The
firing squad was chuckling asit filed away.

They had used blanks: powder without |ead.

"Next timered bullets™ the officer said jovidly. "Vamos quete orinastel”

Now Bringas felt the wetness of his prison trousers. Blood? No; he had lost control of his
bladder when the blanks exploded, but had not fdlt it until the officer'sridicule brought it to his
attention. Dying with dignity? What a sorry coward he had proved to be!

Gradudlly, as he walked back to the cell beside the chuckling guard, hisfear and shame turned
to anger. They had played with him, making him ludicrousin his own eyes. But in some manner they
had a so absolved him of hisguilt, for he had stood ready to die for the murders he had committed
and had not shrunk from that reckoning. Now, emotiondly, he was afree agent.

Not that it made any practica difference.

Jmenez understood. "' should have warned you," he said. "They say they do not torture
prisoners, but—"

"I've got to get out of here," Bringas muttered. " Somehow."

"Maybe your sentence will belight,” Jmenez said without conviction. "Five years—maybe even
three, if you promiseto betray al your friends.”

"l can't sand evenfive days!”

Jmenez shook his head. "Where would you hide, if you escaped? The militia are everywhere."



"Not whereI'm going!" But he feared he had said too much. He might indeed get alight
sentence—provided they never redized hisorigin.

Fortunately Jimenez did not push the matter. "Cheer up! While you were gone they took a group
to theldeof Pines. Our bottom bunk isvacant, so I'll take that and you can take mine.”

Apparently that was akind of privilege. Thetwo of them shifted down, and later in the day
Noah assigned a new prisoner to the top deck. It was Bringas turn to educate the confused stranger.

At least there was no requisa next morning. Breakfast was a eight, and when the cell gates were
opened by the guards Bringas guided the new man to the patio.

"But when do we eat?" the man whispered, looking at the meager fare. Bringasjust shrugged
like an old timer; the lessons of prison existence were harsh. Thiswasall the food they would receive,

Then they returned to Galera 11 where they were locked in. The guards came to make their
daily headcount as each prisoner stood in front of his bunk.

The conteo was correct; nobody was missing. After that they were permitted to return to the
patio or to vist the other galeras.

The new man's family brought him blankets and extrafood. Grateful for Bringas help, he shared
thelatter. Bringasfelt guilty, but hunger compelled him to accept. It had taken him only aday to get
st intheroutine, but it might be years before he was released fromiit.

There was a Coca-Cola vending machine in the patio. Bringas did not at first know what it was,
but Jmenez soon showed him how to insert the medio, the five-peso piece, into the dot to conjure
forth acold bottle of the sweet liquid. The prisoners were alowed to keep small change, and the
meachine had asteady clientele.

Bringas did not like the drink, for it fizzled unpleasantly againgt histeeth and he suspected it of
having narcotic properties. Jmenez prodded him to take bottle after bottle. "Bedieve me, Juan—you
will acquirethetastel” he said. There was meaning of some kind there, so Bringas went along.

Two days after the joke execution, atruck came to service the machine. The driver opened the
front of the gaudy deviceto reved theinnards and loaded the huge bee-hive mechanism with full
bottles.

There was adistraction farther down the patio. A fight had broken out between the political
factions. Batistianos againgt Fiddigtas. There had been skirmishes and bad fedling before, for the
factions never forgot their basic loyalties; but this one was amost a pitched battle.

The guards did not interfere a once; they were of course dl Fiddistas themsalves and were
rooting for their sde. They had no real sympathy for the inmate Fiddistas, snce the prisoners had
been stupid or unlucky enough to run afoul of the adminigtration, but they certainly weren't
sympathetic to the more numerous Batistianos.



Bringas was ready to watch the action. Prison life was, more than anything else, tedious, and this
broke the monotony. But imenez pulled him aside. "I bribed the leadersto stage it now," he
whispered. "Here." He gestured quickly to the truck. "Slowly."

Bewildered, Bringasfollowed. They came to the machine, reaching into their pockets for coins.
The driver was bending over to pick up acrate of empty bottles.

Suddenly Jmenez threw himself down beside the truck and rolled under it. Bringas thought the
man had stumbled—then redlized the truth. He dove after hisfriend.

Jmenez had dready hauled himsdlf up under the vehicle, jamming hisfeet over therear axle
housing and hugging his shoulders againg the chasss. Bringas scrambled to the other Sde and imitated
the position aswell as he could.

The underside of the truck wasfilthy. Layers of dust and grit coated layers of old grease and ail.
Bringas had to grab three times before he found a hold that sufficed, and then it hurt his hands. He
rammed hislegs asfar over the axle as he could, trying to make a counterweight for his sagging
middle. How long could he hold this position?

The answer was dementary: he could hold it just aslong as hislife and freedom were worth
more than his comfort.

Thetruck started. Exhaust fumeswashed by. "Dismi!" he swore under his breeth in the fashion
of thelocals. The exhaust pipe passed along hisside, and it had corroded. Small fiercejets of hot
vapor struck his body, and the smell was awful. But it was the odorless part he feared: the carbon
monoxide pollution that these quaint interna-combustion motors discharged. Would he have any
oxygen left to bresthe?

The truck moved, and ablessed draught of fresh air bathed him. What arelief!

But the motion made his handgrip even more treacherous. His body seemed to weigh three
hundred pounds, and then as many kilos; his hands skidded dong thedimy metd. Yet if helet go—

The truck bumped to astop. The driver spoke to someone, but Bringas couldn't concentrate on
that when his body seemed to be falling apart. There must be an easier way to break out of jail!

Then another grueling drive, thistime over bricks. It was as though the smal bones of his hands
were being pried from their sockets one by one, and the tendons of his arms pulled from their
moorings. Another stop. Another exchange of words.

Get on with it! hewanted to scream, feding his body sagging, his muscles giving way to fatigue.

The truck accelerated once more, then ground around a corner. Bringas torso swung heavily,
amod ripping loose from its numb connections.

"Now!" Jmenez cried, asfrom adistance. "Watch the whed dl"

Bringas saw the body drop. Without thinking he let go—or tried to. Historso sagged, hisfeet
dropped—nbut his hands refused to unwind. He bumped againsgt the moving road—and findly dragged



loose, the agony stretching from sore shouldersto rigid fingers. The truck passed over, the rear wheel
mashing the pavement inches from hisface and momentarily blinding him with its spray of sand.

Bruised and haf-conscious, helay in the bright street, lacking the ambition to move. But Jmenez
wouldn't let him be. "Were not safe yet!" the man cried. "Get up! Get up!” He hauled Bringas up.

"Y ou're worse than the requisal” But he knew Jimenez wasright. Bringas staggered to hisfedt,
leaning heavily on the smdler man. Dizzily, helet Jmenez take him into an dley, wipe hisfaceand
hands, and check historn clothing.

"We must change out of these prison uniforms" Jmenez said. "1 know aman who will dye them
another color—but it isrisky for him. Can your friends help now?"

The man thought Bringas had loca connections! No wonder he had been so helpful! "No—I
know no onein Havana—"

Jmenez's eyeslighted. "But ésawhere—perhaps away to escape Cuba?”’
How could heexplain. "Yes. But it isdifficult.”

"All lifeisdifficult, anigo. We haveto get away from here" Jmenez led the way down asmdll
country road, keeping alert to avoid both cars and pedestrians.

Before long they came to Guanabacoa, opposite Havana. 'Y ou wait here," Jmenez said. "Hide
behind atreeif anyone comes. | think | can reach atelephone.”

Bringas waited, glad of the chance to recover from his exertions. He was not even worried
about Jmenez; the man would not betray him so long as he thought Bringas had away to get out of
Cuba.

Jmenez came back smiling. "Y ou told me you knew no onein Havanal 'Y ou forgot to count the
women, en?'

Bringas kept his expression neutral. He had never been here before, and had not even existed in
thisworld. His name had been adopted from the ravings of an epileptic cultist four to five centuriesin
thisworld'sfuture. If Imenez were trying to bluff information out of him—well, |et the man hope! "She
must have confused the name.”

"She did not sound confused to me, Juan. She described you very well. Adelitais eager to help.”

"Manud, | tel you | don't know anyone here. Could she be a—a government agent? Sent to
track us down?"

Jmenez was thoughtful. "Possibly. G-2 has agents everywhere, and they are clever. But my
friend Luisaspeaksfor her, and Luisawould never knowingly betray me." He shrugged. "But well
soon know. Sheisbringing new clothes here for uswithin the hour.”

"Thisgirl is? She'srisking her life for two convicts because of aphonecdl!”



Jmenez laughed briefly. "1 did not talk to the girl. | talked to Luisa, who checked with the others
to verify your identity, in case you were aknown spy. And this Addlitatold L uisa she knew you, and
Luisatold me, and we compared notes, and if that girl does not know you, amigo, shehasa
remarkably accurate imagination! Unless she's an Espiritismo adept and can see—" He paused as
Bringas choked, taking the reaction asakind of admission. "Then Luisatold meto go shoot mysdf, |
sounded counter-revol utionary, and she was caling the police.”

Bringas stiffened. "The police are coming?"

"No. That ismerely Luisa'sway to discourage the G-2. They suspect her, and sometimestry to
trap her. Shewill send the girl who knows you here with the merchandise—if theway isclear.” He
leaned toward Bringas serioudly. "I hope you are not G-2 yourslf, for then | should haveto kill you.
Good people could diefor what | havetold you...."

"I'm not G-2!" He wasn't certain what G-2 was, but the sudden glimpse of Jmenez's capabilities
was darming. The man meant what he said: he was prepared to kill to protect hisfriends. "But I'm not
whoever thisgirl thinks| am, either! | don't like this"

And particularly hedid not trust his new friend's evident familiarity with anti-government
interests. Jmenez had claimed to be afarmer who had merely criticized apotential sugar crop! He
acted more like a professional saboteur.

"Y ou can tel me now, Juan. Areyou CIA?'

More mysterious letters! Bringas merely looked at him asif Jmenez were stupid. Let him make
of that what he would!

They waited silently. Bringas had no choice for the moment; he would only get into troubletrying
to strike out on his own now. Obvioudy the girl was lying—but that did not necessarily make her an
enemy. If shewerewilling to help, whatever her motives—well, give him aday to reach thetime
phaser, and her motives would become irrdevant.

But he was unprepared for the redity. Adeitawas a Latin beauty! She was of medium height
with very white, creamy skin and sensuous red lips and dark black eyes. Her chest was deep, her
bosom large, her waist so smal he wanted to measure it with histwo hands, and her thighs heavy. Her
blue-black hair traveled down to the small of her back.

She gave alittle cry of recognition, shoved the package a Jmenez, cameto Bringas and
embraced him with awarmth that was little short of obscene. 233 hersaf could hardly have been
more exciting! "Juan, Juan, you came back!" she murmured, catching his head and drawing it down
for athorough kiss. Hishands fell of their own volition to her rear, and he felt her large soft buttocks.
"They told me you had drowned ayear ago, but | never believed it!" Her hair smelled of camelias.

"Yes...." hemurmured as her breast flexed against him. What could he do but play the gamethis
intense and beautiful stranger demanded? It was certainly better than prison!

Jmenez nodded knowingly as he tore open the package. "Y ou were smart to keep your secret!
| only wish my acquaintances were asrare asyours!”



Adelitadisengaged reluctantly and began organizing. "' Change into these shirts quickly. Well
take ataxi to Luisa's—she can hide you for aday, no more. It's bad right now; the militiaare savage,
and the G-2—" Sherolled her eyes expressively.

Bringas cooperated, bemused by her certainty. Her show of recognition had no flaw; he dmost
bdievedinit himsdf.

Thetaxi came. Hedidn't trust himsdlf to look too much at the woman, so he concentrated on the
scenery. He had perused maps of ancient Havana many times, even after specidizing inlinguistic
sudies, for it was Cuba's most important city and the heart of theidand'sliving culture. It wasa
wonderful experienceto seeit cometolifelikethid

From Guanabacoa they went south and west, circling the Bay. Asthe water cameinto sight on
the right he saw on the shore big oil tanks with atanker moored nearby. Thiswasthe oil refinery, and
the ship would be Russian; part of what his mission was about was the presence of Russian equipment
and aaims herein the palitical sphere of hostile America.

Thetaxi took asmal jog, detouring to avoid congested traffic ahead. They passed apark with a
large Satue of awoman dominating it. "LaVirgen de Camino," Additamurmured, asthough
remembering something intimeate. The Virgin of the Highway.

Then back to the ViaBlanca, the main highway, and on up around the curve of the Bay of
Havanaon the Maecon. There were shipsin harborsto the right, and the greet city of Havana on the
left. Asthey circled north he saw the narrow inlet of the Bay, and acrossit La Cabanga; the
prison-fortress he had so recently escaped. It was ahandsome structure: this vantage offered no hint
of the horrorswithin.

On the left the buildings grew tall and handsome, the parks more frequent. Thiswas classic
twentieth century pre-holocaust architecture. He knew that the Latin American nations had prided
themselves on e aborate capita cities, but hadn't realized how impressive such desgnwasinits
redlization. There was probably more congtruction and alarger population herein this one city thanin
al of histwenty-fifth century world!

Therewas Cadtillo de laFuerza, anaval fortress; there was the statue of Maximo Gomez on his
horse—Maximo had become amonth in Fidelia, February, the great ripening'—in acircular area
where the tunnd under the Bay started, with the many eegant buildingsrising beyond. Then on
westward, with the beautiful clean blue waters of the Atlantic Ocean to the right, more and more
buildingsto the |eft. There were so many he knew he could recognize, if only he had agood map with
him and timeto orient himsdf; but the taxi moved on through the thick traffic heedless of his
sengtivities. What atour!

They dowed asthey rounded the tall monument of General Maceo, ablack man who was one
of Cubas liberators, another month on the later calendar. They passed atower and cut away from the
sead lagt, into one of the city'steeming streets. Bringas hardly paid attention; he was dazed by the
beauty and power of this open metropalis, that existed before radiation had made the surface of most
of theworld untenable for human life.

Thetaxi stopped. They were beside athree-story yellow building: Luisas? Adelitapaid the taxi
driver and guided Bringasinto the house.



Inside the front door was a parlor with two sofas, deep chairs, and dark red curtains. This
seemed daborate for a private residence; who was this L uisa? Then through asmall patio and up a
flight of Sairsto alarge room. Insde was a huge double bed, a chair, several mirrors onthewal and
celing, asmal bluelight, awashbasn... and severd religiousworks of art. There was a portrait of
Jesus Christ with ared heart in his hands, and on another wall abig crucifix which the mirrors
multiplied endlesdy. Luisamust be connected with the Catholic Church.

"Luisaisbusy now," Additasad. "Tomorrow—"

The men needed no urging. It had been abruising, busy day. They fell upon the lush bed and
dept.

In the morning Bringas learned the nature of thisfine residence. It was a casa de putas, a
bayu—ahouse of progtitution. "Thegirlsaredl againgt Fidd," Jmenez confided with aknowing wink.
"He has been very bad for business.”

Bringas was incredulous. He had understood that the Christian religion of the past had never
favored non-procreative sexudity. "But the reigious pictures—"

"Of coursethey are deeply religious” Jmenez said, asthough that were the natura
order—which gpparently it was. "They—"

Adelita Suarez entered with a private breskfast of cafe con leche, white Cuban bread with
butter, aglass of orangejuice, and some ydlow cheese. All of this reminded Bringas unpleasantly of
his recent prison fare and prior traveling staples—but this food was of much finer quality, more
plentiful, and served by extremely attractive hands. "We would serve you better," she said
gpologetically, "but times have changed, as you know."

"Oh no, it'svery nice," Bringas protested, looking at her figure rather than the food. She smiled.

Jmenez finished hismed quickly, expressed due gppreciation, and absented himsdf. “Little girl |
know here..." he explained. What ese—in aplacelikethis?

Bringas caught aglimpse of the"little girl" before the door closed. She was short, with agood
figure though alittle bit fat, long dyed blonde hair, big eyes, dight buck teeth, but an expressive
picaresgue face suggesting good breeding. She was dso nearing forty years of age. "That's his dream
girl?' Bringasinquired, surprised.

Adelitalooked a him quizzicaly. "Don't you remember Luisa?’

Luisal He had dmost insulted hishostess! "I just didn't know he was that intimate with her," he
sidlamdly.

Immediately Adelitaleaned over to speak confidentidly. ™Y our friend—G-27"

G-2 again! Bringas shrugged, not knowing how to answer. Apparently G-2 was bad and CIA
good—if only he knew what they were!



"Luisasays he had come here for two years, before he was arrested. She likeshim, but sheis
not sure. He could have turned usin long ago, but the G-2 doesn't work that way. These days—"

"Oh, | don't think he'sagovernment spy," Bringas said, despite his private doubts. "He helped
me escape from La Cabana.”

"Y es—you are amarked man. Could he have been planted there to befriend you, to learn your
secrets?”

Bringas was shaken. What kind of |abyrinth was he navigating? Who was redly hisfriend, who
his enemy—and why should he rate either friends or enemies here?

"l don't seewhy," he said, regretting thelie. "I'm just aman who cameto buy some milk &t the
wrong time."

"Y ou were out of prison, then?'Y ou look so much better—"

"l only went to prison afew days ago," he said. Then, seeing that this dismayed her for some
reason, he hedged. "What happened before was—complicated.”

She spoke with surprising intengity. " Juan—Juan—why do you still pretend not to know me?”

She was not being bluffed—not at al. Bringaslooked at her carefully. Thismorning sheworea
low-cut dress exposing the upper surfaces of her generous breasts, the material square cut into the
shoulders, leaving haf her arms covered. The outfit wastightly cinched at the waist, exaggerating her
remarkabl e proportions, and went on down in rufflesto the middle of her calf. The dark blue velvet
served asthe foundation for the black of her hair, that flowed from a center part to the sides of her
head and across her shouldersin waves. Hardly the type of costume he was accustomed to, but it
would be easy enough to acquire ataste for it!

Around her neck hung a heavy gold chain with alarge meda—agold disk imprinted with the
portrait of awoman and aboat. In fact, he redlized with excitement, thiswas unameddladela
Caridad—a representation of three fishermen of different racesin arowboat, caught in astorm. They
prayed to Caridad, the patron saint of Cuba before the holocaust, and were saved by her. He had
seen such medasin the museum, relics of the time when the saints had been separate from
Espiritismo, but never likethist So women actually wore these precious artifacts as decoration.

But she wore much more than that. Heavy gold bracelets embraced her arms, and one had gold
coinsal around it—20-peso pieces with Jose Marti—Marti of the month of January—on one side.
On onefinger was aring with asmal diamond; on both ears were earrings set with red rubies. This
woman wasworth asmal fortune as she stood, exclusive of her figure!

She had asked him adirect question, and there was only so much time he could legitimately
expend contemplating her wedlths of jewelry and anatomy. She seemed to be sincere—and though he
could hardly claim to know her, he strongly suspected that it would be dangerousto deny her
acquaintance too abruptly.

Hdl had nofury...



"I'min adifficult Stuation. I'm not permitted to explain—to anyone. Any possible friend of
mine—you know, the G-2. | tried to tell Jmenez that | knew no onein Havana—"

"But you know you can trust mel" she exclaimed fervently. Her eyeswere wet.

"Of course. But | can't speak for the consequences of my actions. Those closest to me will be
hurt mostif | am caught, especidly if they have any information at al, and | can't alow—surdly you
understand.”

She sighed beautifully. God, that cleavage! Heloved hiswife, but—!

"Juan, it must betrue, for | have never seenyou likethis. It is asthough you have never seen me
before, asthough | never touched your manhood. Y ou are tight, guarded, strange. Y ou look younger,
you seem older...." She studied him amoment more, then straightened her shoulders. "Very well, |
must help you dl | can, even though being astranger to you islike having aknife stuck in my heart."

"Thank you," he said, immensdly relieved. Thelast thing he wanted to do was quarrd with such a
beautiful woman, gpart from the myriad other awkwardnesses of his situation.

She stood up and took his handsin hers. "But promise me this. when thisthing is done, come
back for me! Let it be asit was before, but without the MRR."

"l will," hesad, feding even more quilty for thelie. MRR?
"l loveyou. | shdl not say it again.”
He nodded.

"Y ou must leave here this afternoon,” she said, suddenly businesdike. "1 will have atrusted taxi
come when Superman is here—that way no one will suspect. Will Jmenez go with you?'

How far could he trust her? Could Jimenez be an agent of some sort? Possibly even another
timetraveler, sent to ater the mission in some devious way?""He wantsto—and | do owe him afavor
for helping me escape prison—buit it would be better for meto go done.”

She amiled understandingly. "Wewill distract him when you go. We know how."
I'll bet! he thought, dmost jedlous. "Thanks."

Sheremained with him awhile longer, obvioudy wanting to be kissed—or more—but he knew
better than to wander that route. He was, after al, amarried man. And he would soon be returning to
233.

Superman was a coffee-colored mulatto about forty years old, of dim build, and barely over five
feet tdl. Therewas acrowd of spectators to see him, many of them paying twenty pesos—or the
same in American dollars—admittance to his show. Neither Bringas nor Jmenez had to pay,
however, being guests of the house, and native Cubans were charged only half the tourist rate.



Bringas |ooked about the room. He saw European Czechs and Russians standing beside Latin
Americansfrom Chile, Uruguay, and Mexico, who werein turn beside Canadians from North
America. Some of these visitors could speak no Spanish, but al were eager for aglimpse of the
showman. What was Superman's secret?

Therewas ahush asthe stagelighted. A lovely, dim, fair-skinned childlike girl came out, swirling
her short red hair about. She wore an elegant gauzedike gown that hardly concealed her more intimate
femininity.

Bringas smiled. Now he understood: thiswas to be a public sexuad demondiration, smilar to
those of hisown time!

A testimonial to the joys of procreation. But why should people actualy pay to witness such an
ordinary act?

Then ablack-haired mulatto appeared, throwing off her clothing to reved a statuesque torso
with extremely heavy buttocks. Thiswas morelikeit!

Now he remembered: at this point in history, people tended to be secretive about the natura
functions. Thus procreation possessed the petty allure of the forbidden, and there were even lawsin
many regionsregtricting it to hidden locaes. Apparently men were obliged to pay far more to watch
than to do, ludicrous asthat was.

Bringas stiffened. The girls were—to each other—

Perverson! It waslike arifle barrel smashed across the face—this abrupt obscenity inserted into
thefertility ritual! An abomination, to pretend that one woman could impregnate another, or even
gimulate her to—

He had to look away, lest he betray his horror. Then he noted the reactions of the other
spectators. The watching men were avid. Their mouths were open and some were making sucking
motions Smilar to those of the redhead on the stage. Even the femalesin the audience were staring,
their hips making motions smilar to those of the nude mulatto.

But of coursethiswas an act! It was intended to shock, to prepare people for the genuine
procreation to come. With that redlization Bringas was able to relax somewhat.

Then Superman entered in style, resplendent in agaudy, gold lamé bathrobe. Thetwo girls came
to attention asif he were a deity, rapt awe on their pretty faces. He flung open the robe and stood
therein hisastonishing frontal nudity.

Magnificent hewas! His masculine member was dready erect: about nineinches long and thick
in proportion. It ssemed even larger because of the diminutive stature of the rest of him.

The mulatto went to him, obvioudy much moreinterested in areal man than in a pretend-man.
That had been avery nesat introduction; it had certainly brought aresponse from Bringasl He was
quite ready to witness the procrestive effort of the supermember.

"Very soon now."



Bringas jumped. Addlita had glided up beside him, to inform him that the taxi was almost ready.

Superman was fondling the mulatto. But now the other girl, making ashow of jedlousy, kneded
down and applied her mouth to his—

Perverson!

But thistime Bringas controlled hisreaction. "How long doesthisgo on?" he asked Additawith
affected nonchadance.

"It'shisregular show—nhaf an hour, two gaculations,” shereplied dryly. "He's put it on severd
hundred times aready, and he till seemsto bein good form.”

Superman made a short exclamation of urgency. The redhead jerked her head back. Bringas
himsdf grunted as he saw what followed. The sheer waste of potency—

Once more he covered by studying the audience. Thiswas scarcely reassuring. Many of those
present were obvioudy men of postion in the world, yet they were entirely committed to the arocity
on stage. They were sweeting, their eyes gleamed lustfully, their hands rubbed their fronts, they
grimaced. Some were wet aready.

Adelitafollowed his gaze and chuckled. "Disgudting, isn't it?* she murmured tolerantly.

"Yes..."

Incredibly, Superman’s gross member had not subsided. Now the man decided he wanted the
redhead more directly. But she was afraid of him, of the awesome size of him, and retrested. The
mulatto, seeing her chance for revenge, took hold of the other girl and wrestled her down for
Superman'’s access.

"He must deep twenty-three hours at a stretch, recovering!™ Bringas muttered.

"Hardly," Additasad. "After the show hewill go home with some lucky couple for amerefifty
pesos. He gives good vaue for the money, too, | understand.”

Bringas shook his head, bemused. The shocks were losing their impact from repetition, asthe
killing had afew days ago. "Ishe married?"

She laughed. "Him? He hates women! He only uses them in the show to work up the spectators,
he never redly enjoysthe act with them. He goes home to his boyfriend, the only onewho can give
him redl pleasure.”

Numb, Bringas could not do anything but ook back at the stage. But that was no help. The
mulatto was gtting on the other girl's head, holding her down, while Superman drove his monster
Into—

Perverson!

"Y ou mean Superman is—?"' he heard himsdlf ask.



"Asatwo-peso bill." Mercifully, then, shetugged a hisarm to lead him out. It wastimefor the
taxi.

If sex was like thisin Cuba, no wonder its public performance was restricted! He had never
imagined anything so completely grotesque. No effort a al to impregnate—

"Thisman will take you anywhere you wish, no questions,” she said, indicating the waiting car.
"And hewill never tel athing to any other person, not even me. Only—"

Bringasjerked himsdlf out of hismorbid reflections. Adelita had been talking matter-of-factly, as
though this were aroutine transaction, but when she paused he saw the tears beading her eyes, and he
became aware of the tremendous tension within her. She was an armed grenade, atightly restricted
package of phosphorous, and he feared the explosion that was coming. Surely shedid love him,
nonsensical asit seemed—and he would find it difficult to get away if he did not make the break

promptly.

"Hastad proximo"—until next time—he whispered, and climbed into the vehicle. "Eadt," hetold
the driver, avoiding the girl's strained, dmost haggard gaze.

Thetaxi moved out.

He could not explain why, but Juan Bringasfdit like acolossal hed.

PART THREE

PAL'IMP-SEST, n. 1. A parchment or other writing materid written upon twice, the origina
writing having been erased, wholly or in part, to make room for the second.

AD'UM-BRATION, n. 1. A dight sketch or outline. 2. A foreshadowing; obscuration; shadow.

(FUNK & WAGNALLS New Sandard Dictionary of the English Language, 1913 edition.)

Cdl it apdimpsest: the seeming parchment on which redlity is recorded and re-recorded.

Cdl it an adumbration: al history from the middle of the twentieth century through the following
millennium. Real though it may have seemed to the participants, it isonly theinitia sketch for the
complete rendering.

For conveniencein identifying a Stuation that cannot be accurately rendered in language, the

initid redlity shal be addressed as"Text A" and therevised redity as"Text B." Certain Sgnificant
samplings

TEXT A, 1962—The Union of Soviet Socidist Republics emplaces offensgve missilesin Cuba.
Number and range are sufficient to cover al potentia targets within the United States of Americaand
Centra America. Shortly before these become operationa the United States confirmstheir presence,



blockades the idand, and preparesto invade. The Soviet Union withdrawsthe missilesand the crisis
€85es.

TEXT B, 1962—The Union of Soviet Socidist Republics emplaces offensve misslesin Cuba
Number and range are sufficient to cover al potentia targets within the United States of Americaand
Centrd America. Although thereis suspicion in September, the missiles are operationa by October
before the United States confirms their presence. The matter is suppressed in the news media of both
political spheres. The Soviet Union declaresthe city of Berlin, Germany to be an integral part of East
Germany, and advances troops into the former American, British, and French sectors. The United
States issues a strong protest, but takes no other action.

TEXT A, 1963—United States President John F. Kennedy is nated while touring the
country. Heis succeeded by Lyndon B.Johnson.

TEXT B, 1963—Under pressure from Moscow, Finland agreesto join the Soviet Union.

TEXT A, 1965—President Johnson sends 50,000 American troopsinto the southeast Asian
nation of Vietnam to defend it from Russian and Chinese sponsored insurgents.

TEXT B, 1965—The former French colony, Vietnam, becomes arepressve Communist state.
President Kennedy is severely criticized by conservatives for hisinaction in the face of Communist
colonization.

TEXT A, 1967—lsrad, in AsaMinor, devastates its aggressive Arab neighborsin six days and
occupiesthe territory extending to the Jordan River and the Gulf of Suez.

TEXT B, 1967—Igrad, in AsaMinor, isinitialy victorious over Arab forces, but after two days
the Soviet Union intervenes with troops, tanks, and planes, effecting atemporary salemate. The
United Statesisingtrumentd in establishing the " July compromise.” Soviet presenceislimited to
existing degree, Isradl to withdraw to its original borders and pay reparations to Egypt and Jordan.

TEXT A, 1967—Che Guevara, Argentine revolutionary of Cuba, iskilled in Bolivia.

TEXT B, 1967—Che Guevara, Argentine revolutionary of Cuba, makes histriumphal entry into
LaPez, Bolivia, and proclaimsthefirst Andean Liberated Republic.

TEXT A, 1968—Richard M. Nixon is eected President of the United States over Hubert H.
Humphrey. Lyndon Johnson's policies are continued.



TEXT B, 1968—Ne son Rockefdler is elected President of the United States over Robert
Kennedy. John F. Kennedy's policies are continued.

TEXT A, 1970—Sdvador Allende, an avowed Marxig, is elected President of Chile.

TEXT B, 1970—Soviet spy satdllites discover an extensive battery of nuclear warheads placed
throughout Turkey by the United States, capable of first strike capability over two-thirds of the
eastern Soviet republics.

TEXT A, 1975—A massive communist offensive overthrows the Saigon regimein South
Vietnam, following the withdrawal of American troops.

TEXT B, 1975—American and Soviet negotiators trade information about wegponry asan
assurance againg either of them launching a pre-emptive nuclear strike.

TEXT A, 1980—Ronad Reagan is el ected president of the United States as a response to what
many voters see as gppeasement of communist interests. Chinese and Russian troopsfire at each
other across the Mongolian border; the incident is denied by both governments.

TEXT B, 1980—Great Britain, France, India, South Africa, and |srael agree to scale back their
nuclear arsends. Chinarefuses.

TEXT A, 1985—L.ittle-known party boss Mikhail Gorbachev is éected Secretary Generd of
the Soviet Union's communist party. He begins areorganization of domestic and internationa policies.

TEXT B, 1985—The Chinese "gang of four" isreinstalled as the supreme revol utionary council.
Their "dleansaing” of society—Cultural Revolution Redux—Ieadsto violent anarchy in the streets.

TEXT A, 1989—Chinese students protesting in the capitd city of Beijing are massacred by
government troops. Crackdowns on internal dissidence begin throughout the country. East Germany
announces the demolition of thewall separating East and West Berlin. Communist governmentsin
Hungary, Romania, and Czechodovakiaare replaced by governments espousing "free market"
economies and greater civil libertiesfor the populace.

TEXT B, 1989—L arge scale fighting in Jordan bresks out following an attempt to dethrone the
ruling family. Egypt, Israel, Saudi Arabia, and Palestine sde with theruling family. Irag, Iran, Syria,
and Libyasde with insurrectionigs.



TEXT A, 2004—China, not party to Soviet/American understandings and trying to refocus
interna dissent, supports Pakistan's ballistic missile strike againgt nuclear warhead slosin India, and
begins mass troop movements throughout Southeast Asia. The United States and Greet Britain,
unprepared for conventiona action here but desperate to hat the threatened Chinese encroachment
on Australiaand New Zealand, resort to tactical atomic weaponry. The Chinese respond. The Soviet
Union isunableto remain doof. World War 111.

TEXT B, 2004—China, not party to Soviet/American understandings, ignores requests by
Pakistan for support in first-strike againgt growing Indian nuclear missile capacity. Ingtead, China
masses troops as a defensive measure againgt the Soviet buildup in Siberig, feding it threatens her
flank. China uses a converted Soviet submarine to launch a sea-to-ground nuclear missile—captured
from a Soviet surrogate country—to counterfeit a Soviet attack on defense instdlations around
Sesttle, Washington. The United States, which does not break the code confirming the attack plan
until two hours before the launch, notifies the Soviet Union; the latter launches an immediate
pre-emptive strike against China. Fighting spreads throughout the world, and the United Statesis
unableto remain aoof. World War I11.

TEXT A, 2008—Thefirst post-war survey indicates that the entire northern hemisphere has
been devastated, with two important exceptions. East-Central Europe and the Caribbean idands.
Because of ocean radioactivity, the coastlines of al southern hemisphere continents are uninhabitable,
but the interiors and highlands remain habitable, despite low levels of radiation. Internecine nationa
and tribal warfare following the holocaust decimates much of the remaining sick and dying
populations. The randomness of nature and political chance leave Czechodovakiaand Cubaasthe
only effective governments: the former is better equipped technologicaly, the latter more powerful
militaily.

TEXT B, 2008—Thefirg post-war survey indicates that the northern hemisphere, with the
exception of two-thirds of the state of Florida and most of Poland, Hungary, and Czechodovakia, has
been devadtated. There are two important exceptions. East-Central Europe and the Caribbean
iIdands. Because of ocean radioactivity, the coastlines of al southern hemisphere continents are
uninhabitable, but the interiors and highlands remain habitable, despite low levels of radiation.
Internecine nationa and triba warfare following the holocaust decimates much of the remaining sick
and dying populations. The randomness of nature and palitical chance leaves the governmentsin
Prague and Havana as the only effective ones on the planet: the former is better equipped
technologicdly, thelatter more powerful militarily.

TEXT A, 2014—Czechodovakia, beset by continuing incursons of loca radioactivity and
savage nomads from what was once the Soviet Republic of Lithuania, initiatesamigration to the
Ugandaregion of Africaat the headwaters of the Nileriver bed. It is hoped that thisisolated highland
will be free from radioactive falout and easier to defend. A short-wave broadcast of the newsis
picked up in Havanawhich, trying to avoid the drift of aradioactive airmass from the north, and
hard-pressed by tribes codescing in the jungle, beginsasimilar migration to the highlands at the
Amazon's source in what was once Bolivia. Hubert Matos negotiates an agreement via short wave
radio to share, to the fullest extent possible, resources and knowledge between the two groups.



TEXT B, 2014—Prague, beset by continuing incursions of locd radioactivity and savage
nomads from what was once the Soviet Republic of Lithuania, initiates a migration to the Uganda
region of Africaat the headwaters of the Nileriver bed. It is hoped that thisisolated highland will be
free from radioactive falout and easier to defend. A short-wave broadcast of the newsispicked upin
Havanawhich, trying to avoid the drift of aradioactive airmass from the north, and hard-pressed by
tribes coaescing in the jungle, beginsasimilar migration to the highlands at the Amazon's sourcein
what was once Bolivia. Hubert Matos negotiates an agreement via short wave radio to share, to the
fullest extent possible, resources and knowledge between the two groups.

TEXT A, 2035—No human has been born since the holocaust. Desperation construction of
Subterranean facilities commences, utilizing al resources.

TEXT B, 2035—No human has been born since the holocaust. Desperation construction of
Subterranean facilities commences, utilizing al resources.

TEXT A, 2043—The Czech/Uganda enclave fails as a severe six-year drought reduces food
supplies until workers are unable to continue construction. A sizable contingent of the group's
remainder sets out on boats to transfer to a Cuban enclave. 56% survive the journey, soon assmilate,
and areingrumenta in helping finish the subterranean facilities three years ahead of schedule.

TEXT B, 2043—The Czech/Uganda enclave fails as a severe six-year drought reduces food
supplies until workers are unable to continue construction. A sizable contingent of the group's
remainder sets out on boats to transfer to a Cuban enclave. 32% survive the journey, soon assmilate,
and areingrumenta in helping finish the subterranean facilities two and one-haf years ahead of
schedule.

TEXT A, 2058—Thefirgt baby isborn in Fidelia due to laboratory intervention in the natural
fertility process and to acouple residing four years continuoudy underground, but it is deformed. The
parents are amnong the youngest in the enclave, having both been born in 2002.

TEXT B, 2058—The fifteenth baby isborn naturdly in Guevaria, to acoupleresiding three
years continuoudy underground. It is hedlthy.

TEXT A, 2095—A tight society isformed about the precious nucleus of two thousand
post-holocaust babies. A Caste system is established to ensure the continuation of high-level
civilization, with al essentia occupationsfilled competently. But strife between newly integrated
linguigtic and ethnic factions causes debilitating compromises, such as the formation of Brown and
Black Castes and prohibition of inter-Caste marriage.

TEXT B, 2095—Thefirst generation of gpproximately five thousand babiesforms an dlite
society, al completely protected from environmenta contamination. A Caste system is established to



ensure the continuation of high-leve civilization, with al essentia occupeationsfilled competently, but
provison ismade for agradual phaseout of its regulations as the enclave becomes better established.

TEXT A, 2200—Phenomend but disciplined breeding overcomes the liability of deformed
births and increases the healthy population to over 8,000.

TEXT B, 2200—Breeding strictures are curtailed when the population reaches 17,000. The
mandate on the size of individua Castesisrelaxed, and inter-Caste marriage is permitted.

TEXT A, 2400—The population isjust over 500,000. Tight controls are maintained in face of
riSng unrest, notably in connection with the Espiritismo cult. Discussons are begun of exiling criminas
following their lobotomy to above-ground labor colonies.

TEXT B, 2400—The homogenous population is just under 800,000. Discussions are begun of
the potentid for aggressive above-ground devel opment.

"Y es, shewent Transparent yesterday,” 197 said. "We celebrated the occasion with more of the
same." He chuckled, remembering how ddightfully hiswife had performed.

808 did not react conventionaly. He stared. "Wheat isit you are wearing, 977"
He put ahand to the strap. "Thisis aknapsack, of course. | used it in Cuba.”
IICubd?l

"It contains the time phaser, so—" 197 paused. What was he doing discussing thiswith 808 of
Spanish Lit?

808 stood up. "I confess to mystification. One moment we are discussing your charming wife's
pregnancy, then this—this knapsack appears on your back. It isaclever performance, though its
sgnificance escapes me a the moment; now will you tel me how you managed it?'

197 forced alaugh. "'l wore it when | entered, 08. | merely concedled it. Thisis, as| said, an
archaic item of costume used in pre-holocaust Cubaand elsewhere. | thought it would interest you, as
it doesme." Talk fast, 197!

"It does, certainly,” 808 said palitdy. "But what isthis ‘time phaser’ you mention?

"Well, | put on this knapsack and | pretend | can travel back into the period and place of its
origin. Asthough | could merely phasein to apast time, and see what redlity lies beyond my linguistic
researches. | have succeeded very well with Cuba, for example; | fed that | know it aswell asa
native might. From its handsome mangrove coast swampsto itsaoysmal prisonsto itsravishingly
lovely women."



"l envy you your morbid imagination,” 808 said, smiling. "Perhaps| will fashion mysdf a
knapsack and pay acall on Enrique Jandid Pancila. 'How did you come to write La Tournce de
Dios? | shdl ask him. And hewill ssy—"

"You havetheidea," 197 said. "But | must return to my work. | wouldn't want my son to think
of measaloafer.”

808 chuckled at this alusion to the four kilogram baby due to be born eight months hence, and
did not take offense at 197's abrupt departure.

Alonein hisoffice—alarger one than he had had in Fidelia—197 sat down heavily. He had
phased in to hisown time, al right—the calendar showed Huber, 2414, or just after the new year. In
Cuba, he reflected, the new year would not come for another month, asit occurred only with the
onset of Marti, or the month they called January.

But something waswrong.

He had obvioudy been herein Guevariadl dong, for thiswasthe new redity and hisfamily line
wasinviolate. In fact he had been talking with 808—he remembered the conversation, beginning with
hisfriend'sinquiry about 464's recent Caste change. In Text B "Transparent” meant smply that a
woman was pregnant and did not have to work during gestation.

Y et he had been in Cuba, too, until the moment he phased in here, complete with the pack on
his back, but retaining modern dress. Hewas, literally, an amalgam of two selves, with even his
clothing merging!

What had happened to the original 197B—himsdlf before his return from the past? Had that man
been phased out of existence? No, for he had complete memory of 197B's life experience,
superimposed on his own in the palimpsest manner. There was no break in the continuity; nothing had
been los.

But he wasfrom Text A; that was the identity he felt, and his memories of it and of Cuba proved
that. So did the presence of the knapsack with the phaser. Obvioudy the phaser was not of thistext;
its development must have been aflukein the other redlity. But he could not have returned from the
past without it; that would have been more than mere paradox! Everything €l se could phase in nestly,
but not these extramemories and the time traveling device.

He had to work this out, for there were nebul ous aspects that continued to bother him. He
removed the knapsack, wondering what agency had brought it here while leaving behind his Cuban
clothing. Natura affinity? The clothing gravitated toward its own framework, while the phaser...

He shrugged and locked it in his private closest—he had no such closet in Fidelia—and stepped
into the hal. He was skimping on hisworking day, but he could get awvay with it in thismoreliberd
world.

Hewaked dong the concourse, finding it newly unfamiliar, for he saw the origind text of the
paimpsest dong with the current one. An adumbration... the old city mall had been a hundred feet
wide, and now it was larger. There had been scenic muras and artificial vegetation; now there were
genuine shrubs and trees. The high vault had been painted sky-blue; now it was transparent, and the



red Earth's welkin showed through. Guevaria was beginning to recolonize the surface, for the
radiation was down considerably; but no one of procrestive age was permitted there yet.

He knew the way, despite the changes, for he had lived in thistext too and it was asred asthe
other. But it remained a unique experience, shifting like thisfrom one redlity to another. No other
citizen could know thisfeding, for only his own identity wasinviolate, by the natural laws of paradox.

He percelved the socid palimpsest, too, for both systems were engraved in hismemory. He
visudized thejoint organization charts, pinpointing their differences.

1. PURPLE: Executive (adminigtrative, finance, legd) A& B

2. YELLOW: Intdlectud (academic, scientific) A&B

3. GREEN: Militia(disciplinary forces, specid projects) A& B

4. WHITE: Clericd (office, communications) A& B

5. BLUE: Productive (congtruction, transport) A&B

6. RED: Hedth (medicd, dietary, psychologicd) A&B

7. ORANGE: Entertainment (all aspects) A& B

8. BROWN: Pauper (unemployed, incapacitated) A

9. BLACK: Crimind (asocid elements) A&B

10. TRANSPARENT: Cagteless (maternity, juvenile) A& B

Actudly, Caste Brown had not been diminated in Text B; it had been shifted from pauper to
some of the functions of the overloaded White and Blue Cagtes. The unemployed had been moved
into Black, on the theory that any person who would not or could not work was asocid, aparasito.
The legitimately incapacitated, whether by age or injury, had gone to Transparent. Despite this, Black
was by far the smallest Caste in Guevaria, for there was no fixed size for any Caste, and so more
people were able to obtain amenable employment in the others. White and Blue were larger here,
despite their loss of communications and transport, and their services were superior. Materiadly, Text
B was certainly abetter world.

It was socidly superior, too. Guevariawas afreer society than Fidelia. Miscegenous marriage
was permitted, though not encouraged, and religion of any form was accepted without overt or covert
suppression. That, as much asthe changein Caste Brown, accounted for the greatly diminished
potency of Espiritismo here. He had, indeed, wiped out that cult by his mission to Cuba.

Cadteitsdlf was dmost completely optiona. Any number of citizens could select to be of any
given Caste, with the job pool and pay of each rank diluted to accommodate them. In fact—and here

he paused in amazement, redizing how fundamenta this difference was—any person could change
Cagte a any time merdly by putting on anew sash!



197's A-sdf wrestled with this concept, marveling thet civilization did not collapse, while his
B-sdf had never thought to question the system. Didn't it render Casteitself immateria? Y et the
system did function, and in practice it was very like the other.

Gradualy he comprehended what he had known in discrete portions. First, no substantia
imbalance of Castes devel oped despite the freedom of choice from "dilution.” When four people did
thejob that three could have done, four drew the pay of three. When two did the work of three, they
split the pay of three. Thus the understaffed employments became more desirable, and areasonable
balance was achieved as people congtantly shifted from oversubscribed to undersubscribed Castes
and ranks. Thiswas very like the economic theory of the "invisble hand" regulating markets of
pre-holocaust times, and he was surprised how well it worked in practice.

Second, Caste ethics differed. In Fideliano person could change Caste once he had been
settled—not without complex effort. To wear the sash of another Caste, other than Transparent, was
Devidion, and unthinkable. In Guevaria, with completdly free change, Deviatism did not liein change
of sash, but in failure to conform to the precepts of the selected Caste and rank. A Blue machinist
who assumed the position of a Y ellow literary researcher, and proved unquaified, was ostracized and
usualy disciplined.

Here he could don the Green sash, for he could handle many Green jobs. He could not don the
Red sash, for he had no medicd or hospital training—unless he wished to become a Rank Onefood
processor. Most important, he could marry anyone of any Caste without altering his own status.
There had been no such thing as miscegenous marriage for over two centuries—though only very
recently had any widespread crossing occurred. His own family line had been unaffected, obvioudly.

Thiswas essentidly the society he had been promised, and he could find no fault init. It wasfar
more open than the original, and its creature comforts were superior. He had been right when hetold
808, back in Text A, that aredtrictive physica environment had to lead to arepressive socid climate.

So what was disturbing him? 233 was hidl

He paused again, feding an ugly chill. Here was the wrongness that the complexity of the
doubled texts had conceded. He brought them together again in his mind, working it out
step-by-step, looking for aloophole, for some way to avoid the disaster that menaced.

He had married later in B. The pretty White Two librarian 400464 had joined him only three
months ago, and was just now leaving her Castein favor of maternity. She was agood, loving wife,
il with the aura of honeymoon about her, but of course not in the same classwith 233.

464... 233.

Here he had married the wrong person!

No. Worse. The woman he loved did not exist here.

He had changed the stream of redlity, knowing it could not affect him—and had erased the
family line of the woman for whom he had doneit. No paradox was involved; 233's ancestry was
Czech, not Cuban. She had had no protection from his changes.



Heleaned againgt the trunk of one of the genuine trees, feding numb and nauseous. What aprice
he paid for hisfolly!

Y et he could not fed the completeloss, ironicdly, for his Text B-self had not experienced it.
197B had never known Green Three 551233. He had never had ason. He had run down another girl
during the magnificent festival, one who had hoped for a different captor, and there had been no
follow-up. He had drifted along with occasional liaisons—and some of them had been
beautiful!—until socid pressure had forced him to marry and start his quota of live births. Population
growth was a serious business in both texts.

It waslike haf aheadache. Part of his mind was untroubled; part was mortaly wounded. What
was he to do now? Go home and sink hislistless member into eager 4647

"Mourn not the dead,” he thought. He had gotten what he wanted, but had lost hiswill to endure
it. "Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie—/Dust unto dust—/The calm, swest earth that
mothersdl who die/Asdl men must...."

No—why mourn her, who had never lived? Mourn himsdlf for being afool! And if he could not
now live with the consequence of his naiveté, there was the cam, sweet earth!

Except that 197 was not the mourning type. He hardly intended to settle for the Situation he had
discovered. Not when it meant that he couldn't have 233.

The Tens of Fiddiamust have known or suspected that something like thiswould happen—that
they had made him an empty promise. But he gill had the phaser! He could go back, changeit again,
stop just prior to thetime of hisarrest, take hiswife and child—

Or could he? They must have thought of that too. They would hardly trust him to settle down
quietly. They would have made quite sure he couldn't hurt them.

Why hadn't they made the phaser a one-shot item, so asto leave him stranded in the past? But
the answer to that was quickly apparent: stranded, he might have wreaked vengeance on every
ancedtral line except hisown, ddiberately restricting the protections of paradox. That would have
been a severe threat to them all. So they had let him return to the present. Perhaps, even, paradox
had required that return.

Paradox, paradox! What paradox would result if he went back and met himsdlf and told himself
not to block that message? If he didn't block it, then this entire dternate text would vanish, together
with hisplacein it, so he could not have returned to—

It seemed to be avariant of the salf-protecting paradox, but thistime it would prevent him from
interfering with what he had done in Cuba before. Or would it? He had diminated Text A; why not
Text B?If he had abolished the society that had invented the time phaser by which he—no. The
self-protecting paradox would apply doubly to the phaser! 1t must have been developed here too.

TheTensof Text A had surely anticipated dl this, and covered every contingency. Undoubtedly
they sent him back to the earliest possible crisis point—the earliest time where his action would not
inevitably affect hisown line, and therefore be prevented entirely by paradox. Had he goneto alater
nexus—say, the period of actual Caste formation—he might have been ableto changeit al back by



making the Cubatrip. Asit was, he was prevented by paradox from meeting himsdlf, and he was
helpless. They had placed paradox between him and any possible revenge!

Hewalked on down the mal, torn by impotent fury. The Tens had used him—used hisfoolish
idealism and hislove for 233. They had gotten their improved society—or whatever it was they had
wanted. He had been only a Deviant in their eyes—aman fit for rehabilitation, the euphemism for
lobotomy. A man to dupeinto taking the risk and discomfort of historical revolutionary Cuba; aman
whose life was amatter of no consequence once his service had been rendered.

Wasthere any way to strike back a them from Text B? Unlikely, for the Guevarian Tenswould
know nothing of the matter. It was the Fidelian Tens who were guilty—and they were completely
beyond reach.

Y et somehow he would reach them! He promised himself that. If it took the rest of hisloveless
life, he would make them pay.

Meanwhile, he would have to go underground. Or at least conform to thelifelaid out for himin
thistext, and give no overt sign of histrue intent. The Tens of thisworld would be as ruthless asthose
of the other, if they ever suspected what he was.

And they might suspect. Their mindswould work in smilar fashion, and they probably knew of
timetravel. They might even be the same people he had met, for they would not voluntarily have
eliminated themsalves That meant they could have analyzed history and pinpointed the crucia change;
perhaps they recognized hisintrusion asthat of an outsider. But they wouldn't be certain who was the
agent of change, for the two texts surdly differed enough to make others besides himsdlf eigible here.
Unless he gave himself away.

His Cuban experience had taught him caution and cynicism. He knew what sort of mistakes not
to make. He knew what would happen if he were to march up to Complex Purple and ask for advice!

464 would be waiting for him at home. She, at least, was blameless. She had wanted himin the
other world, and had obtained him in this one. He had promised her aliaison; now he would haveto
honor it.

Whiletheloss of 233 tore at his spirit.

The hdl with rationalization. He was going back to Cubanow! If the paradox effect existed, let it
proveitsaf. He would be even more of afool to let himself be bluffed out of the obvious action!

197 returned to his office in Complex Y dlow, noting that in this favored world it was not even
locked in his absence. He donned the time phaser and reset it for Cuba, Camil/September 1962. He
activated it, bracing himsdlf for an awakening in ancient wilderness, for another bout of tempora
disorientation while the mosquitoes hovered greedily.

Nothing happened.

He checked the setting and the meters on the instrument. They werein order; it was functioning
and retained afull battery of phasing power, having recharged itsdlf in the return trip.



He st it for acentury earlier and tried again. Nothing, unsurprisingly; normal paradox would
account for that. He set it for acentury later. Failure again. Apparently it sSmply balked at taking him
back, now that he had interfered with the past. Paradox had indeed exerted its muscle.

But onething more. He set it for asmilar distance in the future, thislocation, and activated it
again. Thistimeit functioned; he fdt the dazzling wrench, the massive disorientation.

Hewilled himsdlf into some semblance of equilibrium and opened hiseyes.

And looked out on chaos.

Therewas no office. There was no Complex Y ellow. There was no landscape. The text was
without form, and it was void.

Hefdt vertigo—not the dizziness of phasing, but of nullity. Hetried to orient himself, but there
was no gravity, no substance, no here or there. No air, no light, no vacuum, no dark, no space—or
any absence of these. Just améange of suggestion that might conceivably be ordered into the flux of
exisence. Nothing, until something, suddenly!

A woman, her eyes staring, hair standing out, screaming "DEATH DEATH DEATH
DEATH!"

He knocked her down, bent over her as she writhed in a seizure, tore away her tunic to expose
her writhing pogterior. "I am Superman!™ he said camly, and did hisjuggernaut into her tight

perverson.
"Being a stranger to you is like having a knife stuck in my heart,” shewhispered, twisting

her back to face him. It was the Saint Caridad, and he was on the meda with her, imprinted in gold,
and his e ephantine perversion was thrusting toward her heart.

He made agrunt of urgency, there on the stage, and the dack-jawed spectators rubbed their
perverson.

It shot out with ashower of bright sparks. She opened her mouth and the sweet smell of burning
flesh wafted out. " Seven! Seven! Seven!™ she cried and died.

"But | did not mean to kill you, Three!" he protested as the phosphorus puddled her beloved gut
into amorphous sit. He reversed the phaser and stood gasping, redling, crying in his office.

Hewas back in Text B, but the nightmare was back with him. Murder, Perversion—how could
he go on as though he werefit for existence?

First—three men with a phosphorus grenade. An accident—readily avoidable, but for his
Supidity.

Second—severa more men with the second grenade—and that had been ddliberate.



Third—seavera more militiamen shot down charging the marabu, exactly as he had premeditated.
Fourth—the American spy team and Rafa, by mortar and bayonet—as he had premeditated.

Fifth—his own wife, 233, for surely one of the men killed in that Cuban daughter had been her
ancestor.

And what had he done in penance for this needless havoc? He had gone to see Superman and
watch Perversion!

But he had to be sure. All the other deaths were less than that of hiswife. He could check the
ancestra records, trace down exactly which of her—

He clapped his hand to hisforehead, feding a shooting pain. He was still a fool! Therewould
be no record—because records were not kept on people who had never existed.

197/Juan Bringas had no recourse but nightmare.

Four dayslater 197 paused at the portal of the Complex Y dlow main library. He was on his
way to do some specia research, theoreticaly in linguigtics, actually in symbolic logic. His days had
been sufferable; his nights torment. Sometimes the massve guilt of his Cuban mission lifted, acloud
whose precipitation had passed; sometimesit centered on the present, the extinction of the
Espiritismos, who had known he was their executioner yet had et him go. Sometimes his chest burned
with an emotional phosphorus, until it sesemed there must be nothing but an ash where his heart once
beat. But guilt wasthe new redlity for him, whether lonely or afire, and he dreaded the empty days as
much asthe savage nights.

He had cometo the library to find some tool with which to analyze histempora stuation, for his
only hope was that there was some way to circumvent his prison and undo the mischief he had
wrought. He hardly believed the possibility, yet he had to believeit. He had to try, and try again, and
keep on trying until, somehow...

Hefdt something: an eerie oneness, an intengity of sdlf, afamiliarity, adé§avu. But therewas
nothing to account for it, unlessthiswere yet another aspect of hisguilt.

Nothing in Text B. Suddenly he redlized that the contact semmed from Text A, whose outlines
were still apparent whenever he chose to search them out. The streets and structures were plain; the
people were mere blurs, in that other redlity.

He had thought that Text A existed only theoretically, in hismemory and aspiration. That would
account for the sharper image of the more stable features, while the people, who never stayed long,
blurred much asthey would in atime-exposure photograph. But now he redlized that those
blur-people were actualy moving. He was seeing them now, not remembering them. And one of them
hed affected him asit passed through the spot he occupied. A and B coinciding momentarily.

Text A and its people still existed.



233 existed....

His heart was no ash; it was beating so wildly that he feared for itsintegrity. If Fidelia somehow
remained red, why couldn't hereturntoit?

A new concept of redity burst on hismind: timeitself was astream. Dam it near the source or
anywhere dong itslength, divert its course, and it could find an entirely different channd to the
sea—but it was the same river. Remove a cupful from the first flow, pour it into the second, and the
river hardly changed.

197 was such acupful. Poured four hundred and fifty one years upriver, it had didodged a
critical pebble and acted to divert theriver dightly, into Channel B. Much of B overlapped A, but it
was gtill a separate course. Then that same cupful had been withdrawn and poured downstream
roughly oppositeits origin, leaving only the moved pebble behind.

Thisriver'swater was not static. It was congtantly renewed, and it constantly flowed toward its
termination. But acup dipped out became an entity in itsalf, independent of the channels or the flow.
To acertain extent. The parale could not be exact, for time was far more than ariver; the interactions
of reality had to be complex, as consideration of paradox demonstrated. But it explained severa

things

Thewater of Text B only started with his Cuba change. Theriver could not fill hundreds of years
of avirgin channd ingtantaneoudy. It had had "time" to flow 450 years while he languished in Cubas
prisons—but had not yet reached the following centuries. Perhapsthe rate of recovery wasfifty years
timelinefor every day redtime, so that it had barely caught up to the present in the nine or ten days he
had stayed in Cuba. So he had phased into aprimeva chaos—before the water of redity had filled
that portion of the channel of probability. Therewasno "future’ for him yet, though therewould bein
afew more days.

Text A, in contragt, had had plenty of timetofill its complete conduit, for it had been flowing for
al time, however time was defined. But now its source of water had been largdly diverted. Fidelia
would lose redlity asthe remaining water seeped out; the redlity level of Text A history was dready
dwindling. Soon the world of that channdl would evaporate, and after it itsfuture, until nothing but
empty potentia—chaos—remained.

If heintended to cross over, he would haveto do it while Fiddiagill existed. Even then, he
would suffer dong with hisworld. His cup of water would perish with the rest, unlessthe entire river
were diverted back.

197 shook his head, dismayed on severa levels. Was there no way to recover 233 and live?

He put that problem aside as too complex for the moment. He was good at putting problems
asde, hethought bitterly; otherwise he should dready have turned himself in asamultiple murderer

and paid the penalty.

What had called hisattention to Text A at this moment? He must have passed through many
other-redlity figures before; thiswasthefirst time he had felt it.

He had no answer for that either. He seemed to be trapped here, experiencing mysteries without



finding the solutions. He could only go so far into the future, until it formed; he could not return to the
critical nexus of the past because of the paradox barrier. He seemed free, yet hewas confinedina
more formidable penitentiary than La Cabanal

A few dayslater it happened again. He entered Complex Red for aroutine health check, and in
the hall suddenly fdt that dgavu, that compelling familiarity, that certainty he had done this before, but
not routingly.

Thistime helooked immediately into Text A. Thewalls of the Complex were dmost identical to
those of the other redlity in this particular spot, making it easy to concentrate on the blur people.

The presence faded.

But he saw something else. A glow, aman-sized nimbus, as though aweskly illuminated ghost
glided dong Fidelids hals. Something he was dmost certain was not naturd, even dlowing for the
peculiarities of adumbration.

Hedived for it. He passed through the glow without effect, to his surprise and disappointment,
and came up to the retresting figure beyond.

197 felt the presence, more strongly than before. He caught his balance and paced the evocative
shape. Thiswas the source of that fegling, not the glow—but who wasit? 197 picked up no trace of
persondity; instead his own perception seemed strengthened. He was depressed, for he had no way
to know whether 233 was dive or lobotomized; wouldn't it be better after all to accede to the—

He collided with asolid figurein Guevaria

"Pardon," the man said, though obvioudy not at fault. He adjusted his Brown sash and went on.
197 did not reply; it took him amoment to remember that Caste Brown was respectable in thistext.
He, 197, should have apologized.

Thefamiliar Text A figure was gone. Who had it been?

Then heredlized. These thoughts—they had not been his own. Not in thistext. He had been
intent on the figure, searching for itsidentity—and had found himsdf mulling over 233'sfate. Not
whether she existed, but whether she was whole or rehabilitated.

That had been the mind of the other person—and that person was his Text A self. No wonder
it had been familiar.

He went through the medical ritud without attention, struggling with the sense of wrongness he
had about that. Certainly it made sense for him to react to his own presence; he wasthe only
unchanged person. Unchanged in origind memory and experience aswell asbody. Y et—

What was he doing in contemporary Fidelia?

He should not be there, for he had gone into the past and not returned. Not to Text A. Hewas
herein B, obvioudy. Y et hewastherein A, too.



What revisions were needed to his cup-of-water theory?

He searched his dua memory, hoping that it contained some hint of the solution. If he had
departed Fidelia, asindeed he had, when could he have regppeared there? Did this vision mean that
he would somehow succeed in going back and rerouting the river again, sometimein his persona
future? If so, it would be thisvison of hissuccessful sdf in Text A that showed it was possible,
prompting him to find the way to accomplish it. Wasn't that another paradox? And why should that
successful saif be so morose?

The Fidelian memories were vivid—until the moment he had phased away to Cuba. Then the
Text A impressions diminished into ghogts, hardly even adumbrations—but they did exist, in addition
to his strong clear Cuban experience. It was like reading the colorless indentations | eft on the paper
below the one written on, complicated by the overlay of sharp Guevarian memory for the sametime.
Animpossbletask, to read those buried thoughts.

No—there was agap. He had phased into Text B later than the time he had left Text A. By
severa days. The span he had spent in Cuba. He had apparently phased in at the same age—which
made sense when he thought about it. An older 197 was not the same as ayounger 197, obvioudy,
and no doubt minor biological paradoxes shaped the merging. At any rate, thisleft abrief spanin Text
B in which memorieswere dmost asfaint asthose of Text A, and did not obscure them so
commandingly. Right in the critica period!

What had happened then? Text B was routine—office, 464, office, 464's assumption of the
Trangparent sash, office, then the merging. He quickly closed that off into abackground image. Text
A—hewasthere, aseeming shadow of himsdlf but there, not routine, not office research, alone,
confined—

Hewas a prisoner! Food was provided, and the conditions were excellent compared to those of
the Cuban prison—but there was no doubt about his status. He was free to visit Complex Y ellow for
references or Complex Red for physica attention, but he wore the Caste Black sash with a prisoner
identification Sgnal atached.

That hardly bespoke success! 1t was as though he had never—

Hetraced it back until the Cuba departure—and he wasthere dl along in Fiddia. He saw
himsdf leave—yet his shadow-sdlf remained. What could it mean?

He pored over the evanescent imagesin hismind. How could he have left yet not 1eft?In Al he
had gone to Cuba, and that reality vanished from his second sight. In A2 he had refused to go—so he
was a prisoner for his supposed crime of miscegenation and hisactua crime of asserting his
independence of choice. That was the reality that continued—or at |east the one that contained the
figure (himsdif) he could spot from Text B. There might be amillion dternates, or there might not;
evidently his cross-text vison was apersona thing, and he could see no reality where 197 did not
exist. Regardless, both A1l and A2 had to exi<, in the same fashion as A and B—divisions of the flow
of water, one exhausting the old current, the other swelling with the new.

...until the larger change wrought by his Cuban venture deleted the weater from both A's. The
A1/A2 split was atrangent phenomenon, of no lasting moment. Except that it provided him with a
temporary connection to the main text, for what that was worth.



His presence there, in whatever capacity, helped him not at dl here—for there he had neither
233 nor freedom of action, unless he agreed to undertake the mission the A Tens wanted—which
would merely bring him back to B. Pointless exercise, paradox aside.

Y et it renewed his determination. Already he knew far more than he had before, and perhaps
the next revelation....

More days passed, uneventfully. Hislife with 464 was nothing; he lived through the Guevarian
routine with his mind and passion phased out, motions only. He located the place of his Fiddian
confinement and made plansto vist the Guevarian equivaent, so that he could merge with himsdlf a
greater leisure and see what could be learned. The Tenswere not holding him at anormal Caste
Black or Caste Green center; thiswas a private suite. In Guevariait was occupied by aBlue Ten: a
congtruction foreman, who didn't exist in Fiddia

How was 197, amere Y elow Six, to gain access without arousing dangerous suspicion? Smple
enough in this free-Caste society. He donned an Orange sash and drove over.

He arrived at the apartment during the normal duty-period for Blues, whose shift differed from
those of other Castesin order to avoid clustering of vehicles or peak drain of power. The Ten should
be on the job, but in case he was home, hewould be treated to a private entertainment: "Just a
survey, Sir, atria audience response before we put it onthe air. Keep it private for the present,
please. I'm going to tell you about Superman...."

Blueswere notorious for their fundamenta tastein humor. Superman would go over big,
particularly here where Perversion was taken less serioudly. 197 was amost disappointed to discover
the suite empty. It would have been entertaining to be an entertainer!

The presence was there. The rest was serious.

But it was not in himself—his A self—that he found hisanswer. It wasin the afterglow.

He had forgotten the glow, supposing it to be merely an effect of the paimpsest, afunction of his
doubled presence there, or possibly representing yet another presence in some other aternate text
that wastoo distant or deviousto register properly. But this was not the case.

For onething, it was not vishble to his A-sdf—ddiberately. 197A never looked at it or through
it, as hewould have wereit only an optica ghost B observed. It maneuvered to stay behind A's head.
And it faded before other Text A people—which implied that it would be visible to them, too. Some
independent mind must control it.

It wasfor 197B's eyes alone. No one el se could see from one text into the other; no one else
could orient on the presence of 197A thisway. Why?

He studied it avidly, anticipating his most important breakthrough. As he concentrated, it came
clearer. The shape was spherical, not manlike... and within it was apicture.

A woman'sface. Blonde, fair complexion, sometint to the cheeks, hazel eyes...



233! He hadn't recognized her immediately, because she was strange. Thisversion of her was
tired, pae, dmost gaunt, when normally she was ruddy and quite pleasantly plump. She had Czech
ancestry; he had teased her about that, and about the Indian tilt to her cheekbones. But this
picture—it was as though she had been confined in isolation and hopelessness along time. Shewas
older—by years, perhaps. But indisputably her, and lovely yet.

His pulse raced. Thiswas the object of hisdrive: hiswife, dive and free. Some outside agency
knew it; knew he was looking now; had in fact set the image near his A-self where he would be sure
tofindit. Not the Text A Tens, certainly; they lacked both the technology and the desireto
communicate thisway. Who, then?

The picture had to be genuine. He knew hiswife too well to be fooled by an imitation. He knew
how she would age under stress, for he had seen the little signs during tense moments when they
feared discovery. An auraverified the legitimacy of this portrait. He knew it was subjective, yet it
could not be a present photograph; too little time had passed.

A future likeness?
What did that mean?

Wasit apromise? That she would be there for him if he returned? Not for imprisoned 197A, but
for dynamic 197B?

But he had not stopped himsalf from killing her ancestor with a phosphorus grenade, and
paradox prevented—

Unlessthat conjecture were mistaken. Perhaps her demise had stemmed from more devious
aspects. In Text A the missile sites had been disbanded. In Text B they had remained, and probably
Russian and Czech technicians had serviced them, and one of those might have married a Cuban girl
instead of a Czech girl who was 233's great-great-great... grandmother. Something like that. And if it
were not directly tied in with the way he had preserved the missiles, and if paradox did not prevent
some other termination of those missiles..

He concentrated on the picture, trying to fathom its meaning. He stared at her sensuous lips, her
cheekbones, the waves of her hair, the sparklein her right eye.

That sparkle seemed to brighten as he bore down on it. The light expanded, filling his
perception. Therest of the picture faded, dulled by the bright contrast. The eye was everything.

Infact, it was apicture by itself! A golden coin on which wasascroll, an illuminated manuscript,
an unwinding text, written in elegant archaic Spanish script. He could read it!

It appeared to be a sdlection from ahistory text. Fascinated, he read:

" Juan Bringas gppeared in Cuba on the twenty-eighth day of January, the holiday of the birth of
Jose Marti inthe year of Our Lord 1958. He landed at La Esperanzain Pinar del Rio, buried histime
phaser near the beach, and spent some weeksin hiding before taking abusto the city of Havana
where he entered the Babba Ran Bar and ordered a Cuba Libre...."



PART FOUR
"CubaLibre" Juan Bringas said.

The bartender obliged without aword, mixing native rum with American Coca-Cola. Bringas
placed an American dollar bill on the counter, Washington's portrait up. "There wasa
revolutionary...." he murmured asif to himself. Then helooked up. " Give me Cuban change.”

The man brought Cuban coins.

Bringas counted these carefully: two quarters, amedio, two two-cent pieces and a penny. Sixty
cents change. He frowned. "Ramon told meto pick up some of the twenty-cent pieces. He saysthey
don't havethemintheU.S. of A."

The man exchanged the quarters for two pesetas and ared. The pesetas had afive pointed star
on one side and the Cuban shield on the other, and were silver. "Ramon the athelst?" the bartender
inquired as though the matter were unimportant.

"Does an atheist pray to the shrine of Santa Barbara?'

The bartender glanced toward the statue of the saint above the bar and shook his head before
turning away. Had he responded to the key message, the bona fides described by theilluminated
Spanish manuscript?

Bringasfinished hisdrink, feding disoriented already though he knew the acoholic content could
not have affected him yet, and walked dowly to the shrine of the Virgin. So far he had had to take the
ingtructions of the mysterious scroll on faith, phasing in when and where directed, biding amonth
incognito in far western Cuba, then abruptly coming to Havana without even pausing to admirethe
sghts. That the particular setting used had dlowed him to return to the past wasimmensdly
encouraging; apparently at least one chink lay in the shields of paradox. But after amonth, hewas
well ready for more positive evidence that the scroll knew whereof it spoke!

It had told him to become a double agent, first joining the 26th of July movement, then the
MMR, the Movement for Recuperating the Revolution. Only in this complex and dangerous
manner could he achieve the contacts he needed... to win back hiswife.

The scroll hadn't reveded his chancesfor survival, let done success. Perhapsthat wasjust as
wall.

Santa Barbara was about half life-size and wore ared dress. Chango in the Espiritismo
pantheon—as he remembered with ashudder. She had flowing long hair and asword in her hand,
and before her were assorted offerings of the faithful: money, aplantain, afat cigar, aglass of rum,
candies. The saint must leed the good life!

Nothing happened, and he felt conspicuous standing near her, so he set one of his pesetas down
before the statue and turned to glance around the bar. Histime in Cuba had conditioned him to the
relative plenitude of food, but ill it made him nervous to see so much wasting before astatue.



Therewererdigious paintingsdl dong thewalls. He smiled momentarily, remembering the
smilar iconsin Luisa's house of fornication, and the confusion he experienced. He knew Cuba better,
now! He saw a saloon with pullmans, their deeply padded seats, high backs, and shaded recesses
creating deep intrigue where he was sure little existed. Just people drinking and conversing, some
couples caressing, agirl fondling the crotch of her escort... ah, Superman!

Superman—that till reminded him of hisawful guilt. He had been numb while till in Cuba 1962,
then crushed in the Text B twenty-fifth century. In this past month in Cuba 1958 it had begun to fade,
and some nights he did not dream....

"The green Ford,” aman said in his ear. Bringas managed not to jump. Thiswas his contact!

He did not know a Ford automobile by sight, since cars had been the least of his recent
concerns. But fortunately there was only one green car in Sight, ataxi with adeeping driver. How
could the man make aliving, with industry of that kind? Bringas walked up and climbed in, finding the
vehide surprisngly comfortableingde.

"Tothedime store," he said.

"Ten Cent?"' the driver inquired. "Which one?" Evidently he hadn't been as sound adeep ashe
looked.

"Woolworth's, of course." Thiswasthefina key—for Ramon, aterrorist, had just bombed the
Galiano Woolworth's and the news was not out yet. Only those party to the act could know the
sgnificance of this address at this moment.

The taxi wheeled north on Avenue 26, passed the Parque Zoologico on the right, and picked up
speed, paying no more attention to traffic regulations than any other vehicle did. Bringas shuddered,;
he hadn't expected to risk hislifelikethid

A few blocks dong he spied the Chinese cemetery, with offerings of flowers and food on top of
the tombs. Then the main Havana Cemetery, with cabdlerias of marble monuments and statues,
shining white for the most part, but some of them red and others of black marble. Thiswas astone
display that surpassed anything he had imagined. In his own world rock was dmost exclusively
functional, seldom decorative. He had read that this Havanaburia place was among the finest of the
pre-holocaust world....

Cabdlerias? No, he exaggerated a bit. Historicaly, the Spanish conquerors had dispensed two
typesof land grantsin Latin America: peonias of about ahundred acresfor the foot soldiers,
supposedly enough to support asingle family; and caballerias for the cavarymen, at least five times as
large. But in Cuba of the twentieth century a caballeriawas thirty-three acres.

"Mmph!" he exclaimed asthe car accelerated through ared light at Cdle 23 and swerved
around vehiclesthat had the temerity to claim the right-of-way. But now the scene was a block-long
section of open-air food vendors, Mercado del Vedado. The sights and smells distracted him. Then
they came to the bank of the Rio Almendares, and went through the tunnel under theriver, past abig
fountain with colored lights and mermaids, ddightful fantasies of the past—what a continuous splendor
of surface artifacts, treated so casually by the populace! They must have thought it would be here
forever!



Widll, perhapsit would. In both texts he knew that Cuba had been spared the direct ravages of
the holocaust. In Text A the idand had not been important enough to bother with; in Text B the
missiles, largely obsolete, had been held in abeyance pending aloca drike that never came. Their
purpose had been served; the missileswere no longer asignificant factor in the balance of terror.
Russia had controlled them and had used that leverage to gain considerably in other parts of the
world. And when the enemy became China...

They were now cruising west dong Avenida 5, with stately houses on either sde and red
poinsettiasin the center mall. A clocktower... parks... statues... palm trees... churches... marvelous!
He read the name of the second church he saw: Jesus de Miramer. Treasure these, he thought. There
would be no genuine religion a century hence.

On padt El Barrilito, abar built in the shape of amonstrous beer keg—and next time he had
better stick to beer, for his head was dizzy from the Cuba Libre!

Around another traffic circle and past the stately old Havana Y acht Club. Bringas shut his eyes,
overwhelmed by the intoxication of wealth and pleasure and freedom—and acohoal.

Helooked again and spied the Vilanova Universty, its wedge-shaped cluster of buildings,
courts, and trees. A right turn into anew development aong the sea, just afew houses. Findly the taxi
stopped before alarge, modern edifice.

Bringas paid the driver and got out, moving alittle unsteadily. An austere woman emerged,
heavily outfitted with bracelets and amedd, as dl women here seemed to be. Thismedad wason a
gold chain around her neck and bore an imprint of an old man on crutcheswith adog licking at his
sores. San Lazaro—what a concept to find displayed on the bosom of a mature woman!

"Ramon sent me," he said. This had to work, or hewasin trouble, for the mysterious manuscript
terminated at this point. The next four years, he was on hisown. If thiswas the proper connection,
they would hold him herefor aday or so while they checked with Ramon to verify that Ramon had
indeed sent him. But Ramon was dead, killed this same afternoon, so his bluff could never be caled.

She brought him insde, then questioned him cautioudy. "1 am ready to fight the dictetor,” he said
samply. "l canfight, | can shoot, | have five hundred pesos.”

Shefed him and gave him aroom for the night. There were religious pictures on the wals here,
reminding him again of Perversion, death, and guilt, the phosphorous. How could he ever free himsdlf
from that legacy?

In the morning, aservant brought him breakfast. Then he waited, knowing why. He drank five or
six cups of coffee. Cubans were the world's greatest coffee drinkers, and the addiction must have
been genetic, because he had acquired it after alifetime without it.

Finally the woman talked to him again. He saw that she had been crying and redlized that in a
way, he was amurderer again, for he had known Ramon was going to die, and he could have come
to Havanaaday early and prevented it.

"Ramon," she said. "Only nineteen, such agood Catholic—"



"Did something happen to my friend?' Bringas asked with feigned darm. Hypocrite—he had
never met the man!

" S0 violent—aman of violence—but good at heart," she said, the tears flowing again. "His vow
of chadtity—"

"Of course," Bringas agreed quickly, to cover hissurprise a thisrevelation. After what he had
seen before, he had thought no Cuban was chaste.

"Y esterday—he went to see hisfamily in Vedado—near the church there—he was
walking—the police stopped—"

"The policel" Bringas was beginning to fed sick. He was making such sdlfish persond useof a
tragedy!

"They tried to arrest—he is so strong—a judo black belt—"

Bringastried to look crestfalen, and it wasn't hard to do. Ramon sounded very much like
197—or what 197 might have been. 1t would have been good to know the man. "Hekilled a
policeman!™

"No, no. He threw them down, but one of them shot at him. In the back—and they put himin
the car, bleeding, and the police captain came and shot him through the head.”

So Bringaswas homefree. Still, he felt remorse at the preventable loss of life.

She looked at him, in control of hersdf for the moment. "I seeit hurtsyou asit hurtsme. |
believe you were hisfriend—but | must consult. Y ou understand.”

"l undergtand.” | would have been his friend, hethought fiercdy. Juan Bringas would not
betray another Cuban, whatever the cost! Not like that.

She made aphone cdl in his presence. "A man," she said. "Ramon sent him...." She listened for
amoment. "Dark hair, medium dark complexion, about five-ten, twenty-five, fairly powerful. Yes,
Cuban. He has suffered—awoman, | think."

Bringas stiffened. He had been more closely observed than he had supposed!
She listened amoment longer, then hung up. "Wewill send you.”

That night she put him in acar with two other men. The driver was another sllent type, but the
passengers talked fredly. One was American—anationdlity Bringas had not observed closely before.
Tal, white-skinned, straw-colored hair, loud in the presumed fashion of Americans. He ddlivered a
monologue in acondescending tone, rapidly, in English, alanguage that neither Bringas nor the third
man, a Cuban, spoke. But Bringas intensive studies of the variants of Spanish enabled him to pick up
anumber of smilar wordsin the foreign speech, so that he got the gist. "Newspaper reporter,” he
concluded. "Vidting Fidd for afew days. A dangerous mission. For an article that he can't say much



"Ah, yes," the Cuban agreed with awide smile. He was stocky, perhaps five feet four inchestall,
with wide shoulders and wide hips, but not fat. His skin was deeply tanned and his hair was dark and
wavy. "American newspapers can tell the truth. Our own cannot—not while Batistarules. | cannot
read, mysdlf. | wastoo busy to go to school. But freedom of the pressis very important, and we shdl
have it again when we conquer. Fidd has promised.”

Bringas could not recollect whether that promise had been honored, historically. Meanwhile he
seemed to have been eected permanent trand ator. He cast about for words that the American would
understand. Libertad, of course—

"Forget it," the American said, dismissing Bringas dilted attemptsat English. "1 should have
known the natives wouldn't be able to communicate. Just so long as Castro can!™ And he pointedly
tilted back his head and closed his eyes.

"He says he understands, but heis very tired now and must rest,” Bringas said diplomaticaly in
Spanish. He wasn't sure whether to laugh or be angry at the American's snobbery. He made amental
note; it would bewiseto learn English, just in case, when he had the opportunity.

The Cuban was undaunted. "1 am Nilo Perera, from Encrucijada. | am agugjiro, but too lazy to
farm. That'swhy | cameto join Fidd."

A gugjiro—one of the peasant farmers, and illiterate. Too lazy to work? Bringas studied the
sguat musculature of the man and doubted it. No one would become arevolutionary merely to avoid
rough living. "Encrucijada?'

"Just north of SantaClara," the man explained happily. "Between Santa Clara, Remedios, and
Saguala Grando. Great country!"

"Ah, yes" Bringas said, recognizing the region with a shock. Saguala Grande was the largest
town in theimmediate vicinity of the missle base he had skirted on hisfirgt trip to Cuba. Odd that this
farmer should hail from there—but coincidentd, certainly, snceit was now four years earlier, and
there was nothing but wilderness at the critica site. Then, responding to the other's expectant silence:
"1 am Juan Bringas, a Cuban bornin Uruguay.”

"A Cuban from Uruguay?' Nilo repested, surprised.

"My parents went there when Machado fell. For apeaceful life. Thisisthefirst timel have been
to Cubamysdf. But | am Cuban, and | want to liberate my country. | know how to fight and shoot.”

That should be sufficient to explain why he was unfamiliar with many loca affairs. Therewould
be very few genuine Uruguayansin Cubato chdlengehim.

"Ah, you have cometo theright place! Fidel needs good shooters. If he had had more of them
on July 26, hewould bein power now!"

"Inlessthan ayear?' Bringasinquired, surprised. "That would be aswift revolution.”

"July 26, 1953—five yearsago," Nilo explained. "Fidd led a hundred and fifty men—two of
them girls—against the Moncada Army Post and its thousand soldiers. And he would have won, but



he did not have the weapons.”

"Agang athousand trained soldiers?' Bringasinquired with polite Skepticism. He remembered
now—there had been an historica note about some such episode, from which the revolutionary
movement took its name. He probably would have made the connection sooner, except for his
preoccupation with more immediate matters. The scroll had told him to join the July 26 Movement,
after dl.

"They were very brave, and they fought for freedom,” Nilo said. "But the soldiers were too
stupid to join them, so they lost. Only ten of Fidd'sforce werekilled in the fighting; but ahundred
were daughtered in cold blood after surrendering, some of them after being tortured. Fidd wasto be
killed on sight, but the lieutenant who found him was afriend, and brought himin dive.”

Bringas wondered what the other side's version of the incident was. "'If he was captured, how is
he free now?

"Batigtawas stupid; he made an amnesty for political prisoners. He thought it would make him
more popular with the people.”

It was normally afifteen hour trip to the town of Bayamo, in Oriente Province, and the driver
stopped to take two six-hour naps along the way. In that time Bringas received agood peasant's eye
grounding intheloca palitics, theimpossbilities of women, and the fine points of cock-fighting. Nilo
Pareramight beilliterate, but he evidently possessed a hedthy peasant cunning, and he knew the local
scene.

Fidel would seethat free eections were held, Nilo asserted, and that every man received afair
share of land to own. Fidel was good.

Ahyes, Bringasthought. Higtoricaly the cry of revolt in Latin Americawas amost dways
prefixed by "Land!" Only in hisown society had that changed, for there was no land left. Had the cry
"Rank!" supplanted it? Not entirely, he decided.

And, between the lines, it seemed that Nilo had an agenda other than more lazinessfor his
departure from home. He was cagy about the details, but Bringas got a picture of an unfaithful
woman, savage jealousy, afight with machetes... and mandaughter. Wanted by the local authorities,
Nilo had suddenly elected to work for "the people's revolution." He might talk of naiveté and
indolence—but Bringas knew now that the Cuban would be avery dangerous man when enraged.

At Bayamo, in the wee hours, they changed cars and drivers. Out of town they turned onto a
dirt road. Clouds of dust marked their passage as they rode inland to the foothills of the Sierra
Maestrarange in southeast Cuba. Thiswas the idand's highest mountain chain. They approached at
dawn, from the pam-dotted plainsto the north. By the time the vehicle had traversed the thickening
wilderness of trees and tropical bushes and underbrush, the damp hegt of the day was stifling. Bringas
saw the greet range rigng through a bluish morning mi<t, the peaks shimmering as"the covers' lifted.

Thefoothillswere ajungle with patches of pine. Travel had to be by foot, following ataciturn
guide. Bringas was fascinated by the abundance of wildlife: brightly colored parrotsflew out of their
way and big spiderslurked in the hot shade. The plants, too, were exatic. He recognized the huge
purplefruits caled caimitos and mangos. Parasitic plants clung to the foliage and the ropelike limbs of



lianas dropped down to seek the soil. In the jungl€'s depths, Bringas became eerily salf-conscious of
any noise he made.

All this—so soon to wither under radioactive fal-out! Had no one stopped to consider the cost
of the coming war? If they could only look ahead and see how dead the morn was going to be....

The thought fled as soon as Bringas had to put hiswhole energy into forcing histiring body
forward. He had the wide hips and good musculature of his own Cuban ancestry, but his environment
had not prepared him for this. Nilo did not complain; for al hissmall size and expressed laziness, he
climbed indefatigably. The anonymous American reporter cursed monotonoudy in his own vernacular
for no discernable reason. Had he expected to be chauffeured al the way into Castro's camp?

Asthey mounted higher it turned blessedly cooler. Some sections were covered with ferns and
pockets of mist. They stopped at a mountain stream to drink, and the water was clear and so cold
that Bringas throat stiffened. Higher stood an dmost prehistoric landscape with large ferns. But their
party kept to the lower passes, scrambling over the rocks following adry stream bed.

At last they reached the territory controlled by Fidel Castro. They were, asthe cliché went, so
tired they could not lift their souls.

There was no respite here. The guerillas were tough and had little sympathy for ignorance or
physical weakness. Lice infested them; scratching was constant and largely unconscious. Both men
and equipment were dirty, and at first the smell was oppressive. (Later the nostrils would smply tune
the steady body odors out.) The recruits dept in adifferent place each night, sometimesin abohio—a
pam-front lean-to—and sometimes outside in hammocks. They often went hungry. It was plain that
outsiders were neither respected nor trusted.

One"veteran” of perhaps two months became too overbearing with Bringas and got chopped
acrossthe larynx in response. The action increased Bringas stature among the rebels, for they liked a
man who could take care of himsdf. Nilo had arougher time of it—until the day someone accused
him of being ignorant about cock-fighting. Bringas, honestly afraid the maddened gugiro would kill the
man, stepped in quickly and patched up atruce. Nilo had atemper, dl right!

The American reporter, on the other hand, was treated deferentidly. He ate well, dept well, and
had no onerous duties. He did not even carry a canteen. After acouple of days, he was escorted to
another campto interview Fidd himsdf.

Camilo Cienfuegos headed this band of about fifty men. Camil—September—had been named
after thisman, so for 197 it was like history coming to life. Camilo in the flesh struck Bringas as
capable, honest, dedicated, and quite sociable. His black beard hung down to his chest, his black hair
fell to hisshoulders, and he wastall and thin. In fact, helooked Christlike at first glance. He had been
atailor in Havana, and very poor; yet here he had charisma and was aleader of men. He hated
dictatorships and accepted neither Batista defectors nor professed Communistsinto hisranks. Bringas

found it easy to respect him.

In two weeks they had settled in, and the load lightened. New recruits arrived, and Bringasfelt
like an old hand. He suspected that Nilo had been on the verge of deserting, but hadn't wanted to go



alone. There were ugly stories about the fate of deserters.

Therewas a profusion of religious medas and necklaces, even herein the mountains. The
barbudos wore strings of carnocoles, seashells, and colored red and white beads, and especidly
powerful voodoo amulets. Espiritismo was here....

Bringas was now alowed to carry one of the precious Springfield rifles—precious because
athough they were of little use during afire fight, being seven-shot bolt-action, they had been fitted
with telescopic sights and were extremely accurate at long range. Precious, too, because the rebels
had very few decent weapons. Most of the men were poor shots, having had very little training and no
chanceto practice firing. But Bringas had demonstrated his superior aim at the outset. He had
expected therifle to kick him withitsrecoail, for it was a solid projectile weapon, but still had had no
practica experience with it. His shoulder had been sore for days, and he had not dared to show
it—but he had hit the target every time. When did they master the recoilless venting?

Cienfuegos himsdlf led aband of ten, including Bringas and Nilo, down into the lowlandsfor a
raid. The rebels never ravaged the homesteads of the local campesinos, for the farmers were "friends’
by definition, little asthey cared to advertise this classfication to the government authorities. All food
and equipment were scrupuloudly paid for, sometimes with rece ptsto be made good after the
revolution had been won, but paid for. Therich ownersforwarded blackmail money so they would
not be molested either. Thus neither the wealthy ranchers nor the poverty-stricken squatter-farmers
were raided. Only those who directly supported the dictator—sometimes by declining to contribute
voluntarily to the revolution—were attacked. It was a point of honor with the rebels to ravage one of
the giant holdings every so often, as notice of the movement's growing strength. 1t may not aways
have been true, but it kept the natives honest.

This mission was not routine. They were ambushed by an army platoon. Bringas dropped and
scrambled under the bushes at the first shot, but he could tell by the screamsthat others had been hit.
He had amenta picture of marabu, of men running out with their hands up, of bayonets... but there
was no proper cover here. They were near avillage. The recruits froze with fear, stlanding straight,
and were much easier targets than they needed to be. The murderous fire raked them from two sides,
and mendied.

Bringas found himsdlf back to back with Camilo, sowing bullets wherever the muzzle flashes of
the ambushers showed, while athird man lobbed grenades. Grenades! Bringas winced, even though
he knew they were not phosphorus. It was dark, of course, and he could not see the enemy directly;
otherwise he might not have been able to bring himsdlf to shoot. His experiencein thisland before, in
1962, had made him less reticent about the taking of life, but he was not ahardened killer. Not yet.

There was another gunflash, on hisside, and he swung to cover it. But hisfinger jammed on the
trigger, inexplicably siffening, and by the time he squeezed the shot off hisaim was bad.

"Let'sget out of here,”" Camilo said. "Before their reinforcements come. Check for their rifles, we
need the weapons.”

Bringas started to warn him that at least one government soldier remained adive. But the words
would not come.

Then they heard a crashing. The man was running away. Cienfuegosfired, but to no effect.



They checked. Bringas marksmanship had been good: three dead men lay where he had aimed.
Possibly they had been killed by grenades... but there was new blood on his hands. Except for his
inexplicable bak, there would have been afourth. He might rationdize, but he remained akiller.

He found the Batistiano rifles and carried them to Camiilo.

Four of their own men were dead, and two more were wounded. Nilo had been hit; hehad a
bleeding leg he could not walk on. "De carae s0l," Nilo whispered, grimacing with the pain. "I want
to diewith my faceto the sun!"

"Then youll have to wait until dawn," Bringas said with rough camaraderie. He hauled hisfriend
over his shoulder while the three unhurt men took care of the other wounded one and the captured

Weapons.
"Ambush—uvery clever,” Nilo gasped. "I will remember that...."

But Bringas had no breath to respond to Nilo's delirium, for Camilo was leading them back at a
gruding pace.

Bringas remained upset about his performance, however, despite the climb's formidable
digtractions. He had been fighting in self-defense, redlly, so he didn't haveto call himself amurderer.
Just akiller. Those soldiers had been trying to kill him, and would have succeeded if he had not
picked them off. All but that last one....

But did that justify his action? He was back at the same question. Was it conscience that had
stopped him from firing at the last? Because the man was ready to break and run, and did not need

killing?

Then Bringasfelt agpecid chill. There was another explanation. The paradox shield he had been
warned about. Thelast soldier might have been one of his own ancestors, or in aposition to affect the
actions of hisancestors. So he could not be killed by Bringas.

Hismind became margindly easer ashemulled it over. Morelikely it was a secondary paradox
effect: the man wasin apostion to affect Bringas own actions of 1962. If he were killed now, it
would change what had aready happened in Bringas scheme. A minor matter, but till enough to
account for the lapse. He hoped.

"Youdidwdl," Camilo told him the next morning. ™Y ou did not panic, you fought bravely, and
you made every shot but one count.”" Sharp observer there! Y ou brought back your comrade and
saved hislife, for though the wound was not mortd, the Batistianos would have executed him asa
known rebd after torturing him for information.”

"l didwhat | had to do," Bringas said. "'l did not enjoy it."
Camilo smiled grimly. "We dl do—but some of us have to do more than others. Nobody enjoys

it, except maybe Raul, the maricon, the queer. Some have to lose their nerve under fire; others have
todie. Itistimefor you to meet Fidd."



Fiddl! That meant his probation was over, and he was to be accepted as one of the trusted
regularsl That was what he had wanted, for his mission required that he remain solidly in the rebd
leader's good graces, as well as establish his anti-rebd bonafides... another difficult task.

Fide arrived that afternoon. There was no mistaking thisbold figure of aman: six feet tall, olive
skin, dark hair, shaggy beard, and a magnetic persondity that was amost hypnotic. He was not aoof,
despite his stature—Fidd's uniform was as dirty asthe rest, and he had been aslong without a bath.

Bringas wasimpressed. Herewasreal charismal A warrior to command warriors! The man for
whom Fidelia had been named. Here stood the raw stuff of history!

With him were Hubert Matos, one of histop lieutenants; aregular troop of guerrilla-guards; and
awoman. Matos of course he recogni zed, for he was on the coming calendar and was famous for his
Amazonian navigation after the holocaust. As much as Fidel, Hubert was history, and it was
phenomenal fortune to encounter both of them and Camilo so soon. The woman was Cdlia Sanchez,
Fidd's secretary. His mistress too, undoubtedly, athough she seemed aso to serve him intellectudly.
Shewas awoman of breeding, out of placein thisrough camp, yet seemingly quite a home. Shewas
perhaps forty yearsold, tal, thin, mgjestic now, probably beautiful in her heyday.

Fidd taked privately with Camilo, pausing to urinate a the camp's edge. Then he reviewed the
recruits, walking among them informally. "1 will take thewounded,” he said. "My camp has better
facilitiesand more guards." Nilo Parerawas removed, and Bringas was glad for him, and further
impressed by the leader. Y et how could it be otherwise, with Fidd of Fiddia?

"You!" Fidd barked suddenly at Bringas. "l tell you that man's hat isaBatistiano!" He pointed to
aguerrillastanding guard ahundred feet away.

Bringas smiled. With a single motion he brought hisrifle up and fired.

"Hey!" the man cried as hisfatigue cap flew off hishead. The others, seeing that he was unhurt,
laughed.

Fidd put hisarm around Bringas shoulders. "You are minel" he said. And that act of impulsive
warmth and camaraderie by the great man moved Bringas powerfully. He had come to thistime and
world on aunique mission, but he could not remain aoof from its motives and passions.

That was how Juan Bringas, to his own amazement, became the persona bodyguard of the
Fidel Cadtro.

In March, about the time Bringas wasjoining La Revolucion, Fidel's brother Raul of the future
month of Raul (August) was taking a hundred men north to open a second front. Reports suggested
that this endeavor was doing very well, though Bringas knew that alowance had to be made for
exaggeration. Raul established alarge rebd territory in eastern Oriente Province, setting up
indoctrination schools, bulldozing new roads, and executing suspected informers. The government's
motorized columns entered the region, but were harried by snipers, ambushes, and land mines; and
could make no headway.



Batista mounted amgjor offensive in May. Well-armed troops commanded by Mg or Genera
Cantillo forged out from Bayamo and laid siege to the entire Serra Maestrarange. Fidel seemed
pleased. "Thisisthe decisve battlel™ he proclaimed. "We know thisterritory best. We shal smash
them!”

Nilowasnot so sure. "I am no generd,” hesaid. "I only know what | hear. And | hear that
Generd Cantillo has twenty thousand men, and we have hardly five hundred, and haf do not have
guns. Cantillo is not like most government officers—he made his rank on merit, not patronage, and he
isagood tactician. | tel you, | would much rather be chasing my yeguablanca, than standing up to the
rifles and tanks of the Generd."

Bringaslaughed at the incongruity of the comparison. Y egua blanca—awhite woman—or a
white mare. Applied to awoman, it could mean either that she was very femae or that shewasa
progtitute. What man wouldn't prefer to chase such awoman, rather than to face the weapons of the
enemy?"Y ou mean to say you fornicate with horses?’

"Oh, not just any old mare," Nilo replied, taking the pun in stride. "My Natachais very specid.
Sheis better than awoman, and | am trueto her." He paused, becoming serious. "A horseisnot
fickle. Y ou don't have to watch her all the time to see what man is—"

Fidel Castro appeared, cutting short what might have been amore persona confession.
"Come—we shdl talk to themen,” he said.

Nilo and Bringas exchanged smiles. Fidd'stakswere drictly one-man affairs: just him and his
audience.

Fidel's magic never seemed to wear off. To listen to him was to be convinced, even when what
he said was preposterous. Those he commanded believed that asingle rebel with a defective carbine
could demolish a battalion of Batistianos supported by artillery and aircraft.

With high mora e the revol utionaries went forth to battle, sniping at Cantillo's advancing columns.
They inflicted high casualties on the government troops, but were steedily forced back by the sheer
meass of disciplined soldiers. Theintermittent battles continued for days and weeks, and the outlook
grew more pessmigtic. Slowly but inexorably Cantillo was cleaning out the Serra Maestra

Privatdy, Fidel wasworried. He paced the length of histemporary headquarters, talking, talking,
talking, though there was no one but Bringas and a score of other trusted rebelsto listen.

"What Cuban does not cherish glory?' he demanded rhetoricaly. "What heart is not set aflame
by the dawn of freedom? There has been an attempt to establish the myth that modern arms render
the people helplessto overthrow tyrants. Military parades and the pompous display of the machines
of war are utilized to perpetuate this myth and create in the people a complex of absolute impotence.
But no weapon, no violence can vanquish the people once they have decided to win back their rights.
Both past and present are full of examples...."

And Fidel gave the examples, one after another, drawn from an astonishing array of sources.
The man looked like an illiterate fugitive, but he sounded like a history professor. Bringas had long
since grown accustomed to the incongruity. Vintage Fide!!



"But more importantly we base our chances for success on the existing socia order, because we
are assured of the peoplée's support. When we speak of the people we do not mean the comfortable
ones, the nation's conservative € ements, who welcome any oppressive regime, any dictatorship, any
despotism, prostrating themsalves before the master of the moment until they grind their foreheadsinto
the ground. When we speak of struggle, the people meansthe vast unredeemed masses, to whom al
meake promises and whom al deceive. We mean the people who yearn for a better, more dignified
and more just nation; who are moved by ancestra aspirations of justice, for they have suffered
injustice and mockery, generation after generation; who long for great and wise changesin al aspects
of their life. People who, to attain these changes, are ready to give even the very last breath of their
lives—when they believe in something or in someone, especialy when they beievein themselves The
demagogues and professond poaliticians who manage to perform the miracle of being right in
everything and in pleasing everyone are, of necessity, deceiving everyone about everything. A
revolutionary must proclaim hisideas courageoudy, define his principles and express hisintentions so
that no one is deceived, neither friend nor foe."

"That'sus," Nilo whispered. "Courageous revol utionaries—"

"Seven hundred thousand Cubans are without work," Fidel continued, paying no attention to
Nilo, "who desireto earn their daily bread honestly without having to emigrate in search of livelihood.
Five hundred thousand farm laborers are inhabiting miserable shacks, who work four months of the
year and starve for the rest of the year, sharing their misery with their children, who have not an inch
of land to cultivate, and whose existence inspires compassion in any heart not made of stone."

"Yesyed" Nilo breathed raptly.

"Four hundred thousand industria laborers and stevedores whose retirement funds have been
embezzled, whose benefits are being taken away, whose homes are wretched quarters, whose
sdlaries pass from the hands of the boss to those of the usurer, whose future is a pay reduction and
dismissa, whose lifeis eternal work, and whose only rest isin the tomb.

"One hundred thousand smdl farmerswho live and die working on land that is not theirs, looking
at it with sadness as Moses did the promised land, to die without possessing it; who, like feudd serfs,
have to pay for the use of their parcel of land by giving up aportion of their products; who cannot
loveit, improveit, beautify it, or plant alemon or orangetree on it, because they never know when a
sheriff will comewith therura guard to evict them from it."

"Yes" Nilo cried, loud enough to make Fidd pause. "If they cameto evict mefrom my land, |
would shoot them!™

Fidel smiled. "Thirty thousand teachers and professors who are so devoted, dedicated, and
necessary to the better destiny of future generations and who are so badly treated and paid. Twenty
thousand small businessmen welghted down by debts, ruined by the crisis, and harangued by a plague
of filibusters and vend officids. Ten thousand young professonas: doctors, engineers, lavyers,
veterinarians, school teachers, dentists, pharmacists, newspapermen, painters, sculptors, etc., who
come forth from school with their degrees, anxiousto work and full of hope, only to find themsalves at
adead end with al doors closed, and where no ear hearstheir clamor or supplication.

"These are the people, the oneswho know misfortune and, therefore, are capable of fighting
with limitless couragel



"To the people whose desperate roads through life have been paved with bricks of betrayal and
false promises, we are not going to say: "Wewill eventually give you what you need,’ but rather 'Here
you haveit, fight for it with al your might so that liberty and happiness may beyourd' "

"Yed" Thistimeit was Bringas who had exclaimed, thinking of his own arduous quest.

"Yes, you, Juan!" Fidd cried abruptly, whedling on him. Bringas jumped. "My dream isyour
dream too, isn't it?"

"Yes," Bringas said again. Fidd was dmost desperate in his need for encouragement, and this
was asde of the leader he had not seen before. But it wastrue. It wasimpossible to listen to these
gpelIbinding words and not be caught up in the man's ebullient sincerity. Besde Fulgencio Batista,
Fidd Castro was an intellectua and moral giant. The people loved the charismatic rebel, and so did
Juan Bringas, and hardly without reason. The world needed the example this great |eader would
makel

Generd Cantillo was not thereto listen. The officer's determined campaign thrust methodicaly
into the very heart of the rebel sanctuary; even Fidd's rhetoric could not halt the encroachment. His
men were dying asthey retreated, however bravely, and the supply of recruits had been cut off. The
rebels might kill five or sx men for every onethey logt, but Cantillo had forty for every oneremaining,
and he was tough. The end would be long in coming, for there were many devious retreatsin the
mountain fastness, but unless some miracle happened...

Fidd taked on, afirebrand holding the wolves at bay—so long asit burned. Celia Sanchez was
there, seated on the ground near to Fiddl. Her eyes never |eft hisface, though she must have heard
this monologue many times before. Bringas was suddenly struck with envy and longing—not for
Fidd'swoman, but for his own. It was so important to have awoman, and not only for the sexua
availability; what counted most was the constant emotiona support, the steady faith her man wasright
and strong no matter what. That waswhat Celiagave Fidd; that was what Juan Bringas needed
more than food or bulletsin thistime of increasing stress.

It was |ate afternoon. Soon they would have to go see about eating—if there were enough food
to go around. And about tending to the newly wounded—if enough medicine and bandages remained.
Fidd was even running short of cigars.

"Fidd! Fidd!" someone cried, and the rebel chief broke off his solitary harangue as though
relieved to have adistraction. He did not need to acknowledge; every gugjiro in the SierraMaestra
knew him by sight.

It was an old woman, dirty and gasping from the climb. "The soldiers—my husband... my
daughter... they kill, they rape, they burn—"

Fidel needed to hear no more. "Juan! Take four men, help thisloya campesinal We cannot let
them harm our friends”

Bringas was on hisway with Nilo and three others, following the woman. He feared she would
collapse a any moment, but somehow she kept on, scrambling down the steep wooded dopes at a
respectable pace.



Her bohio was two miles distant. They saw the smoke rising long before they got there. There
had been araid, al right.

The old peasant-man lay on the ground not far from his smoldering hut. He had been severdly
besten, but he lived. Bringas administered hasty first-aid, but there was little encouragement he could
give. The man would recover, with proper medical care—but the rebel supplies were exhausted, and
atrek into government territory was out of the question for the man in this condition. If the Segelifted,
he had a chance.

Nilo was searching the terrain, quite canny about potentia hiding placesfor the enemy. Hewas
no douch a surviva, and Bringas dways paid atention to hisfriend's advice in peasant matters. The
soldiers seemed to have departed—but had they gone back to their camp, or on to ravage another
fam?

"My daughter! My daughter!" the old woman wailed.

There was no daughter. " Spread out,” Bringas snapped to his men. "Watch for troops. Seeif the
girl ishere. She may be unconscious.” Or dead, he thought. He wanted to find her before the woman
did, incaseit wasugly.

The recruits obeyed nervoudy, combing through the coffee trees. These ranged from two to five
metersin height, with red berries. These plants had not been burned, though evidently the soldiers had
tried to fire them. That was not idle destruction; the purpose was to diminate any possible source of
supply for the rebels.

Nilo shook hishead. "If sheisyoung, sheiswith thetroops,” he said meaningfully.
They did not find the girl. They found an ambush.

Thefarm wasin the foothillson asmal leve piece of land, but there were many boulders
suitable for hiding places. The hut was gone, and the cornfield that surrounded it was still smoking, but
away from that immediate region there were far too many places where soldiers might lay in wait.
Even the smdll creek that wound through the farm was suspect. But awell-set ambush was almost
impossible to defuse—without springing it.

A machine gun opened fire from beyond arock outcrop dominating the field. Despite Bringas
awareness of the danger, the surprise was like a physical shock, and he thought he would fall dead
from darm. The shotswere very loud in his ears, and every one seemed asthough it would strike him.
Every fourth bullet was atracer, leaving ared stregk inthe air.

One of the men fell at once with acry of agony. Bringas and Nilo dropped into aditch, rolling
quickly out of theline of fire. They crawled on their somachstoward the gun emplacement, hugging
the ground like serpents.

Bringas made asigna and Nilo nodded. Both knew better than to depend on recruits under fire;
this had to be atwo man operation. Nilo crawled on a distance; then Bringas opened fireto draw
attention to himself. The machine gun quickly oriented on him, spraying bulletsinto the far dope of the
ditch. But the same terrain that made the ambush easy made the defense againgt it easy too: the bullets
could not quite reach him.



Meanwhile Nilo left the ditch unobserved, and began circling around behind the gun. By and by
there was alarger blast, and fire erupted from the vicinity of the machine gun nest. Nilo had gotten
behind and dropped agrenade on it.

But that hardly meant the battle was over. Bringas launched himsalf forward, out of the ditch,
trying to get to the gun before any surviving crew got it functiona again. Nilo was there before him.
"All clear!" Nilo caled.

Three men were sprawled beside the mounted wegpon, an old .30 caliber machine gun with a
big jacket around the barrel for water cooling. They were dl uniformed government soldiers—no
doubt arearguard lft by the patrol. That meant there were more troopsin the vicinity.

"A smart ambush would have had two nests,” Nilo said, "so that there would have been no place
to hide." He had become something of an expert while his wound was healing—he wanted to be sure
he never got wounded that way again.

One soldier lay dead, hisface obliterated by the force of the explosion. Another was critically
wounded; shrapnel had ripped an ugly holein his chest. The third seemed only to have been knocked
out by the concussion.

"l didit,” Nilo murmured, looking at the casudties, and Bringas had someidea of hisfriend's
emotion. Tokill in the heat of outrage with amachete, man to man, was not the same as blowing apart
srangersfrom adistance. Yet thiswar...

Behind Nilo, the third soldier moved, struggling to bring apistol to bear. Bringaskicked it avay,
disgusted. There had dready been too much killing, and he still was not inured to the blood on his
hands. Grenades... phosphorus...

More shots sounded, and he dropped again. Soldiers were charging from the forest of palm
trees above the farm, firing as they advanced. Thiswas no isolated platoon of ten to fifteen men; this
was a Batista company of ahundred! They had the way to the rebel retreat cut off aready; there was
nowhere to go but on down the mountain.

Nilo was more practical. He hauled the machine gun around to cover the enemy. It was mounted
on atripod and was highly maneuverable. But Nilo had never had access to such aweapon before,
and did not know how tofireit.

Bringas dived over and took control. He had been briefed for this sort of thing before making
the first phase into the past of 1962. Now he welcomed the information he had rejected before.

The gun fired aburst into the ground in front of the troops. Then he got the range, and—it
jammed.

He cursed as he fumbled with it, trying to make it operative again. The enemy quickly grasped
the Situation and resumed the attack. Bullets started hitting adl around them. "Thereisn't time!™ Nilo
cried.

So they fled. Had this been addiberate trap, set in the hope of capturing Fidd himsdf? Wasthe
old woman atraitor? Or hadn't she known the strength of the attacking forces? And the jamming of



the gun—had it been an accident, or another manifestation of the paradox shield?

It hardly mattered now! He would be lucky to come out of thisdive. If the Batistianos redly
thought they were netting the big fish—

The two surviving recruits had the same notion. They came charging down the hill, dodging to
avoid being easy targets. It worked; there were afew shots from behind, but no one was hit.
Marksmanship was aways poor at dusk.

Nilo and Bringas joined them. Right now the most important thing wasto get out of range!

They made it. Probably the government troops were afraid of a countertrap in the dark, so
pursued cautioudy. But they did not give up the chase.

If paradox struck again, Bringas thought as heran, it might mean that another of these men had
some connection to his own ancestrd line. He couldn't shoot—but could be shot! It was amost

unfortunate aspect about participating in the past.

Bringasled the way down, avoiding the scattered bohios. The troops would check every
dwelling and farm, and probably beet or kill any campesinoswho tried to hide arebel. The farmers
were friendly, but they were not suicidal.

"Spread out again,” Bringas said. "They may think they've caught alarger force. Individudly we
might dip through, some of us, in the dark. Together we have no chance.”

"May we meet again,” Nilo said. Bringasfelt apang, redlizing that there was no assurance that
they would. They werein bad trouble.

The others ran nervoudy off to the left and right, and he was done in adanted pasture. For the
moment he did not hear the pursuit, but he knew it was there—and that there would be trucks and
ambushes below. The troops under Genera Cartillo did not Iet up, once they had aparty of rebels
trapped. That was what made thiswhole mountain Situation so desperate, and what probably spelled
the end of Fiddl Castro and his 26th of July Movement.

No—for Castro had been in power in 1962. He must have escaped somehow, and used the
experience to perfect his own peinazo technique. But how many of his men had done the same?

Bringas suspected he had arespite of perhaps ten minutes. Then it would bekill or bekilled.
Mot likely both!

He cast about for suitable camouflage. The troops had not seen hisface. If there was some way
to ater hisrebel appearance—

Something moved in the degpening gloom. He whipped hisrifle about. Wasit one of hisown
men—or asoldier?

No, neither one, for it did not movefurtively. A stray horse? No, smaller.

He remembered Nilo's remark about the sexua aptitudes of mares, and stifled abark of



laughter.
Then he saw the outline againgt awhite rock fence. A woman!

Bringas had seen few women since hisarriva at the mountains. Only Celia, whom no man
touched but Fidel. Suddenly a strange chemistry worked in Bringas, composed in part of Fiddl's
maestic visons, theferocity of recent combat, the fear of desth, and the twist of history that had
rendered 233 nonexistent.

It was ayoung woman before him, agirl of about twenty, small and white and hippy. Or so she
seemed, in thistreacherous light. His glands didn't care. He might have no more than minutesto live.
By daylight she might have the face of awarthog and the posterior of ababoon; but this was dusk and
shewasfemae. Before he died, he had to have this satisfaction—one last good sexud fling!

He came up behind her. "Who are you?" he caled, keeping hisvoice low.

She gave adartled cry. "Leave me donel™

Hedived for her, catching her around the waist. Shewas small and white and healthy. "1 amwith
Fidd," he sad, invoking whatever magic the name might havefor her. "The Batistianos are coming. If
you scream—"

"Fdd!" sheexclamed, twiging in hisgrasp. "Why didn't you help an hour ago?”’

Then heredlized. "The campesinas daughter! We thought the soldiers had—"

"They did," she said, sobbing now. " Seven, eight—but there were too many, and they fought
over me, about whose turn was next, and | ran away." She paused. "My mother! My father—"

"Y our mother found our camp. We cameimmediately. Y our father isdive" Hedidn't tell the
rest. "But now one of our men is dead, and the troops are closing in. Neither one of usis safe here.”

"l am morethan aputa, | an ayegua, aproditute,” she sad bitterly. "Eight men in nine minutes.
Or nineineight, | don't know. What ismy life worth now? What do you want with me?"

Then he was ashamed, but his passion fed on thistoo. Eight men—and he wasto be denied? He
wrestled her around and kissed her savagely. It was like the naked race during Capac Raymi, the
meagnificent festival, and he had caught hiswoman.

Shedid not resit, to his surprise and vague disappointment. He backed her against the stone
wall, pushing againgt her hot and heaving bosom with one hand while his other got his trousers open.
Hefdt the metal of the medallion she wore at the sametime as he fet the metd of his buttons, and it
was as though he touched two terminals of an eectric generator, and the current magnetized him and
drew him to her body inexorably. Her fleshy thighs spread as he drove mindlesdy at her. Her dress
was torn and she wore no underclothing. The soldiers had seen to that, of course....

"Don't hurt me," shewhispered. "I'll doit, but I'm so sore—"

But he was huge and hard, fedling like a superman, certain that he could never be sated, that he



could pump an endless essence into her moigtly yielding female genitals. Her bollo—once an
academic examplefor hislanguage thesis, now acompelling redlity. He would hurt her! He knew it,
though a part of him regretted it—but there was no abating this monstrous urgency.

Then—shotd A valley.

Involuntarily he jerked back, afraid not so much of death as of discovery with awoman not his
own. "Chingal" he cried, cursing. He could dmost fed the bulletsin hisback.

Then she tore away and was running down aong the fence, and he was charging the other way,
his frustrated member pointing the direction. Damn! Damn! Thirty seconds more, and hewould
have—

He hurled himsdlf into aclump of yucca, knowing it was hopeless. The troops would rout them
both out, killing him and finishing their business with the buxom girl. Those shots must have gotten one
of therecruits. And he hadn't even gotten the pleasure of hisfina orgasm!

A gar shdl went off highin the night sky, illuminating the area. "El cofio tu madrel" he swore,
Werethey using air support in the mountains? Ridiculous, they never did that at night.

No! That wasthunder! And stiff windswererisng. A storm was forming directly overhead.

Almost immediately the rain came across, pelting down in sheets so heavy that he doubted any
individua droplets had formed. Blessit! Blessit! The Batistianos would never run him downin this
waterfal! Nature had saved him.

The deluge plastered his hair to his head and soaked his clothing and cooled his projecting penis.
Y et that sharp regret remained, as he put his open trousers back together: he could have completed
hisliaison with the yegua, had he known....

How Nilo would laugh, he thought ruefully.

But Nilo did not laugh, for Nilo was gone. Whether the soldiers had killed or captured him no
one knew; hisbody was never found. It was possible that he had deserted, not realizing the
sgnificance of therain. Bringas refused to mourn for him, in the hope that they would, as agreed,
someday meet again.

The rain was more than apersond miracle. It wasthe revolution's salvation. Every day the
waters descended torrentialy. Every day the mountain roads grew worse for vehicles of any type.
Thisdid not matter much to the guerrillas, who seldom used highways; but the government vehicles
bogged down in the degpening mud, their whedls sinking into the twin rutsto the axles until mired.
Equipment failed, and the troopslost morae. The rebelswere highly mobile, striking repeatedly at the
Batistiano troops and their extended supply lines.

Cantillo's srategy was sound, but the weather and terrain had stalled his offensive. Thetide of
battle was turning.



Fidd Castro had known it from the start. The gods of the skies and earth were with him; he
could not be vanquished.

The government battalions thrust amost to the rebel headquarters—and were surrounded, the
rains and the snipers cutting off their supplies and decimating their manpower. A third battalion
surrendered after aten-day encirclement. These were concrete victories—the first magjor ones of the
26 July Movement. Bringas was amazed how readily the Batistianos crumbled, after coming so close
to victory in agruding campaign; with just atrifle more backbonein his officers, Cantillo would have
won regardless of therains.

The propaganda val ue was fantastic—and Fidel knew that too. Indeed, he fought more
effectively through propagandathan on thefield, and newspapers dl over theworld lauded his efforts,
from the redoubtable New York Times on down. All the world took notice except Cuba: Batista had
tightly censored the media. But the campesinos received the message well enough!

The army dowly withdrew to the lowlands, leaving the territory and the victory to therebels.
Now there was no chalenge to Fidd's authority in the entire SierraMaestra range!

Bringas celebrated with the rest, drinking Johnny Walker whiskey that Fiddl's pilot Diaz Lanz
flew infrom Fort Lauderdale, Florida, U.S.A. Fidel himsaf drank Spanish cognac laced with
benzedrine—a potent mixture!

Bringas remained obsessed by thoughts of the peasant's daughter. The beautiful yegua, as she
had 0 bitterly styled herself after the mass rape—what had become of her? He had returned to the
farm to bury the bodies and look for Nilo, but it was that sexua vison that drew him there most
ingstently. He found the peasant family gone and the coffee trees heavy with unharvested berries. The
neighbors purported not to know where the family had moved. Maybe they thought he was
investigating a suspected traitor, or maybe they knew the truth; at any rate, he was effectively balked.
The gugjiros never openly refused to answer, but it wasimpossible to pin them down.

Oh, he had not forgotten lovely 233 and his son; never that! But hiswife did not exist in this
world, and would never exist anywhere unless he completed his devious mission and changed history
back to itsorigina state. And he had four more years to endure alone before that could happen.
Meanwhile, he craved awoman. This woman, for shetied in with hisfrustration and the turning of the
tide of battle. She might have meant nothing to him in other circumstances, or if he had only completed
the act with her, therein the night field. But asit was, he had an unsatisfied erection. He could not get
her out of hismind.

In August Fidd initiated hisfirst formd idand-wide offensve. Hisranks had been swelled
enormoudy by the recent successes, and there was now an atmosphere of victory about the entire
movement. Fidel's underground exploded bombs daily in Havana and other mgjor cities, and
Batistiano canefields were burned. The Argentine doctor Che Guevara marched west from the
mountains with dmaost two hundred men, demonstrating thet the revolution could exist in lowlands as
well as highlands. The treks were not easy—Cienfuegos especialy was hard-pressed—>but they were
accomplished, despite the enormous numerical and supply superiority of the government forces. The
tide of revolution was accelerating.

In November Fidd's popular guerrilla chief, Hubert Matos, laid Siege to Santiago, a city second
only to Havanain gtrategic value. Bringas became aliaison man, carrying private messages between



the top officers and offering Fidd private assessments of what he had observed. Bringas could shoot
well and take care of himself in close combeat; that was what had recommended him for this solitary
employment. Perhaps Fidel was aware of his passion for the anonymous yegua, and wanted to give
him room to roam?

Thus he was present for part of the action at Santiago. He found Matos to be sincere and
competent, as befitted the hero he was later to become. He was a dedi cated revol utionary who put
the welfare of his officers and men foremost. His forces were not strong enough to stage afrontal
attack on the city—none of Fidel's forces werel—but they had effectively cut off dmost dl land
communications, and Santiago's seaand air supplieswereinsufficient for its needs. Time and attrition
would overcome the defenses; no one could doubt that.

By what prescience he could never after be certain, Bringas joined a publicity raid on the city
golf course. Thiswas not adangerous mission, as such things went, though there was aways some
risk. He had not participated in urban guerrillaaction before, and was intrigued by the differences.
Here there was no wildernessto retreat into—only houses and streets. Y et it might well be easier to
fade into the teeming population of the metropalis, than into the sparsely settled wilderness, for in
company there was anonymity—for those who had the nerve to employ it.

Still Bringaswas distinctly nervous asthey passed the scattered houses of Santiago's outskirts.
Any citizen could have sniped at the bedraggled party from any window with virtua impunity.

Y et nonedid.

"The people are with us," the team leader said, observing Bringas worried glances. "They know
we molest only the Batigtianos—the military. We never pillage wantonly. We carry freedom in our
guns—all the freedom and justice of the marvelous 1940 Constitution the corrupt politicians set aside.
Just think of these houses as bohios, inhabited by urban campesinos. we are their friends. And
besdes" he sad, smiling grimly, "one shot from one house, and we pay it afriendly littlevigt. To
explain. To remondrate.”

Bringas had some notion of how effective such vists might be. The remonstration of rifle-butts!
The motives might be exemplary, but war waswar.

Nearer the city proper they were far more cautious. Partisans had adelivery truck ready on
Carretera Centra, one of the main streets leading into Santiago de Cuba. The truck took them south,
directly into the city, just asthough it were on routine business.

A man nudged Bringas. "There to the left—Moncada Barracks"

Bringas looked, not certain of the sgnificance. The buildings were surrounded by ahigh yelow
wall, alittlelike the defense of amedieva cagtle, and dl the structures were painted adull army
ydlow.

Hewas saved by another man's exclamation. "Where Fidd started it, July 26th! Glorious!”

Of course—thiswasthe site of that fateful attack, for which Fidel had been jailed in 1953 and
thereby become famous as arevolutionary. How could he have forgotten!



Thetruck bore left on Avenidade Victoriano and headed east. Findly it brought them into Viga
Alegre, the city's newest and most expensive section, and ahotbed of anti-Batista sentiment. They got
out quickly when the truck halted, and crowded into an €legant private house. Bringaswas relieved;
there were entirely too many troops about!

Here they were to spend the night. A local hideout like this was essentiad for urban guerrilla
activity, for there were no mountainsto flee to if things got rough. They shaved and adopted civilian
clothing, 0 asto blend into the population. Bringas luxuriated in hisfirg bath in months. There might
be less security in the city, but there certainly was more comfort!

In the morning, well clothed, well fed, and well rested, they proceeded to the mission. Two cars
came to the house to pick them up.

They went south to the park of Loma de San Juan where there was a big bronze statue of an
American soldier and an old Spanish fortress. There was also a car filled with weapons. The men
picked up M-2 carbines, sawed-off shotguns, grenades, and pistols—the larger weapons were put
into sacks on the floor, the smaller onesin their shirtsfor emergency use. It wasimportant that none of
this hardware show during the drive.

Then back along the highway, past the Santiago zoo, right onto Avenida Central Cebreco, and
on out of the city to the east toward the Caney Country Club. This areawas famousfor its orchard
fruits, said to be thefinest in al Cuba. The gunswere in the bottom of the sacks, with the rest filled
with exatic fruits: anonesthat resembled green hand grenades, brown delicious zapotes, spiny
guanabanas and more—spiny chirimoyas, pink guayabas, yelow-orange canistels, mameyes looking
like pear-shaped brown grapefruit, mamoncillos, mangosfilipinosy puercos... Bringas could not resist
eating abig purplejuicy caimito. If anyone challenged the party, they would protest they were merely
out buying fruit.

If only they could take a carload of thisfruit back to the mountains! 1t seemed a shame to waste
it as camouflage,

Their precautions were superfluous; the trip was without event, and they reached the country
club safely. The closest they came to action was seeing the old battlefield of San Juan Fidd, with its
trenches and its Satue of a Roosevelt Rough Rider. Warfare had changed!

"Here," the leader said, and they pulled up beside the shiny cars of severa wedlthy golfers.
"Remember—our purposeisto make ademonstration, ashow of force that will be the gossip of the
city tomorrow. Don't hurt anyone unless you have to; just make enough of a scene to impress them.
And be ready to move out rapidly!"

Bringas, anovice at thistype of action though he approved of it, stayed to guard their vehicles
while the others went out to impress the golfers. And in the solitary wait he discovered that he didn't
like thisaswdl as he had supposed; there was too little protection, too much dependence on the
dubious motives of abesieged city populace. He understood the theory of psychologica warfare, but
in practice it was too easy to get killed—in which case some of the propaganda value would be
reversed. Well, that was Fidd's genius. publicity. Fide had won moreterritory through that medium
than through physical conquest. His courtesy to amenable reporters—such as the snob who had
ridden in with Bringas and Nilo—had won him a phenomenally favorable pressin America



A car pulled in and parked down the lot. Evidently the driver was not yet aware of the local
commotion.

Then the man saw Bringas, standing there with his neet city suit and his sawed-off shotgun at the
ready. Thevisitor looked startled, then dismayed. He revved the motor and sideswiped a parked car
in hisimpatienceto get away.

Let him go! Bringas thought. Let him spread the word, telling the world he had single-handedly
fought off a squad of rampaging guerrillas! By the time anyone checked, the Fiddlistas would be long
gone.

Then Bringas saw the girl inthecar.

He brought hisweapon to bear and blasted away at thetires. The pellets sprayed outin a
circular cloud, the sound was deafening, and the recoil rocked him back painfully. He had fired from
thewals, but am was hardly essentid with amongter like this, the most murderous available at short
range. A tire exploded and the car careened to the sde and dewed to a stop.

Bringasran up. "Yegua" hecried.

The man was dressed in awhite linen shirt and wasfat, gross, and dark—thetypical loca
politician. He was obvioudy terrified, but like acornered rat he put up a show of oppostion. "What is
the meaning of this?" he demanded, flashing ahand bearing two large diamond rings and athird ring of

ruby.

Bringas hardly looked at him. "Filthy capitalist swine, get out of here before | stuff your rectum
with lead!" he shouted.

The man amost swallowed his cigar as he tumbled out of the car and lumbered down the
parking lot without further protest. He had evidently come to play cards and was entirely unprepared
for thisreception.

Thegirl held her position in the other seat, her legs crossed, her countenance cool. Shewore
very tight white dacks, pretty sandds, and alight jacket. She was beautiful.

"Yegua," Bringas repested, gazing at her avidly over the hot barrdl of his shotgun. "1 have found
you at lagt."

Shereturned his gaze haughtily. "'If you mean to shoot me, get onwithiit,” she said.

Bringas was taken aback. "Don't you remember—that night on the mountain, when the scorm
came, my little yegua? Where did you—"

But he did not finish, for she reached across the driver's seat and dapped him smartly on the
mouth. "Kill meif you will, barbarian; do not attempt to insult me again.”

Then he recognized her definitively. Not asthe yegua, for this high-class property was no
campesino's child—but as Addlita Suarez, the woman who would help him four years from now. No
wonder she had seemed to know him then!



But what a coincidence that he should find her likethis! Inacar a agolf course he happened to
berading!

Coincidence? Never! She had known him in 1962 because he had met her herein 1958! If he
had not met her now, she would have been astranger then. Thiswas the true onset of that
acquaintance—only she was as baffled now as he had been then. She was not the yegua—his
yearning had never been for the yegua, but for Addita—the woman vaguely suggested by the yegua,
that night! He had been unaware of the impression thiswoman had made on him during thet brief
encounter in Havana, and had mistaken his emotion on the mountain, incredibly, imagining that mere

superficid sex-gpped—

Or had it been another aspect of tempord disorientation?

And what about the secondary paradox shield? Why hadn't this acquai ntance been blocked?
Weasit because he had met her first in 1962, and now that shield wasworking in reverse,
guaranteeing their acquai ntance?

And 233, hiswife of his own framework—what about her? What was he doing chasing after
any woman of the past?

"Must you stare 07" she demanded, as though that were on the same level as kidnapping her or
caling her aprogtitute. She could not know that he had not intended it as an insult.

Bringas hauled open the door on the driver's sde and dung his shotgun into her [gp. "Hold this,
Addlita" he said, getting into the seet.

Startled, she accepted the weapon, not seeming to redize that it gave her power over him. "How
do you know my name?"' she demanded as he started the motor.

Heignored her, concentrating on the driving. Carswere plentiful in thisworld, but not in his own,
and he had had very little opportunity to drive one himsdlf. This one didn't respond properly, though
the engine was straining. He checked the brake and the gearshift, but couldn't locate the problem.
"Something's blocking the whedls," he muttered.

"Your bullets" shesad.

He had forgotten! He had shot out atire! That rubber wasjust an inert drag on the mechanism.

And of course he couldn't desert his guerrillapatrol, whose cars he was supposed to be
guarding. What had been on hismind?

A woman. What else?
"You'l haveto ridewith us, then," he snapped. "Come on!"

He got out and ran back toward the cars. She followed more dowly, carrying the heavy
weapon.

"Wait in here," hetold her, opening the door to the car he had comein. "If anyone chdlenges



you, tell him you're mine. Here—I'll take the gun.”
"What is your name?" she asked with ahint of asmile as she yielded the weagpon.
"Juan Bringas"

And that was the way hetook his Cuban mistress.

Theraid was asuccess. The rebelsfrightened severa golfers by threatening to burn their cars,
but departed as ingtructed without actudly hurting anyone. The soldiers summoned by the country
club management arrived too late. Frustrated by what they deemed a mdicious false darm—nothing
seemed to be damaged—they sacked the place themsalves, beating up club employees and looting
fredy. Theresult was that the club closed and five ex-employees defected to the rebels.

Meanwhile the rebel party departed Caney in good order, avoiding Santiago and taking aroute
that led to Puerto Boniato, the highest hill in the area. They took the "scenic” road, driving right past
the circular Boniato jail where Fidel had once been imprisoned. They paid their respects by pelting it
with ripe fruit from the sacks. Y es, it had been agood mission!

Hubert Matos was jubilant. "More raids like that, and we won't have to capture the city at dl!™
hesad. "They will al be Fiddistad"

Bringas had his own satisfactions. But the mountain life did not agree with Adelita. "I am no
guerrilla" she protested one night in their tent. "1 am acollegegirl, and one day | will be ateacher. |
stay with you because you are more of aman than any | have known, and I'm not referring to that
organ you're so busy with. But | belong in the city.”

Hetried to sllence her with akiss, but though she returned it she would not be distracted. "All
thiskilling—it Sckensme," shesad. "The brutdity, thelying—"

Heran his hands over her beautifully formed torso. Four years of youth had taken nothing from
the splendor of her body, yet she had amind too. She could discourse on art and politics and history
with excellent discretion, and her attitudes were civilized in the highest sense. She was probably as
intelligent as he, once alowance was made for the backwardness of her times.

"The brutdity isBatigtas," he pointed out. "We only fight to liberate the idand from poverty and
tyranny."

"Y ou and the communigtas,” she whispered tersdly.

The communists were one of the contemporary political/socia phenomena, more popular in Asa
than in America. Thelocd party owed alegiance to the nation of Soviet Russia, but wasasmall
minority in Cuba. So he laughed. "1s Hubert acommunist? Camilo? Fidd himsdf?'

"No," she admitted as she writhed under histouch. "Not Matos, maybe not Castro. Cienfuegos,
though—"



For amoment hewas angry. "l fought in Camilo'sgroup! | will not listen to—"

"No, of course not,” she said quickly but without conviction. "It was probably alying rumor the
Batistianos spread. But Che Guevaraand Raul Castro—"

Bringas dismissed the matter. "Fidel isour leader, not Che or Raul. He knowswhat he isdoing.
After wewin Cuba, | will give you abeautiful apartment in Havana, rent-free. And you can be a
teacher—we will need many of them, for we shall bring good education to every campesino. What
will you teach?' Hewas willing to inquire about her future, but not about her past, for he did not want
to know what she had done or whom she had traveled with before he found her. For al he knew,
now, he might find himsdlf in her past, and he didn't want to foul it up.

"English,” shemurmured, ralling lithely on top of him. "French.”

Hewrapped his arms around her deek back and crushed her to him, front to front. "Some day |
must learn English. Then | will be able to makeloveto you in two languages!”

"Hey, dow down!" she cried. "Why do you dwaystry todoit dl intwo minutes? Thisisnt a
motor race! We haved| night."

He paused, embarrassed. It wastrue: time wasfar more leisurely in thisworld, and there were
few deadlinesto meet. But his conditioning to the minute-and-second precision of 2413 prevented
him from obliging her. His act of love had to occur rapidly, and this particular performance was no
exception.

"1'm no yegua, despite what you think," she said afterwards. "But | am going to teach you
something tonight. One hour—and let's see how good arevolutionary you redly arel™

"But I'mfinished,” he protested regretfully.

"Wdl, I'm not!" And she caught hold of him whereit hurt, particularly at this moment, though not
unpleasantly. "1 am going to teach you amor ala Cubana—Iove Cuban style," she said, lowering her
head to his body.

"Hey!" he cried, surprised. But her head bobbed up and down and her medal sivung from side
to side, brushing her breasts and his torso, and he lacked the words to make his protest. He had a
vision of Superman, girl knegling at his crotch... Perversion, then, but less so now. In fact not
objectionable a al; would Addlitado it if it were?

In hisown society procreation was essentialy afunction of the state, with theindividua granted
only technica right to the act. The form was explicitly prescribed, and insemination was an open and
often public matter. Herein Cuba, in contrast, the intimacy was dmost invariably secret, often with the
lights extinguished so that even the participants could not observe the forbidden organs operating. But
that same privacy permitted considerable deviation from the norm, since the variation was limited only
by the desires of the participants. The state need never know that portions of the amorous urge were
savagery, that there could be infertile intercourse. Thisworld was aready overpopulated; maximum
live births were not its primary concern. In fact, the state did not even care whether issue resulted
from any given intercourse, and contraceptive devices were openly marketed!



Adelitas hand did down dong histhigh, around—"Hey!" he said again, jumping. Even
Superman had not—but it did feel good. He knew, anatomically, what pressure on the prostate could
do, but this—

Shelifted her head. "Y ou talk of horses" she said with mock grimness. "Well now you're ready
toride!" And it was so, for her remarkabl e stimulations had brought him to renewed readiness.

He gstarted to turn over, to get on top of her, but she held him down. Instead, she mounted him,
kneesflexed by hissides, body leaning forward impressively. "Ride! Ride!" she exclamed, and
galloped like ahorseman, but with her bottom anchored by his saddle-horn. Her heavy breasts
flopped up and down, her hair flung about every which way, and the meda yanked &t itschain as
though possessed of demonic animation.

Bringas was so amazed by her performance that he was hardly aware of hisown, but it was a
phenomena experience. She had taught him something, al right!

Now hewasredlly ready to rest. But shewouldn't let him be. "My turn,” she said firmly. "I have
shown you how...."

At the end of that intensive hour he lay beside her exhausted—but he had learned enough to last
him afertilelifetime,

"Yegua...." he muttered as he cooled into deep, and jumped as she dapped him resoundingly on
the buttocks. Jesus, but they had known how to live and love in the past!

Her arguments dso lingered with him. There was brutdity in the revolution—and wasit dl
necessary? Communists were among Fide's top lieutenants; their idea of freedom differed
subgtantidly from that of the mgjority of revolutionaries. He knew that brutality was commonly an
atribute of oppressive regimes, such asthe present onein Cubaand anumber of others of thisworld.

It seemed important to Additathat the new regime be gentle and democratic. Bringas wanted
her to be happy, for he had several yearsto go in Cuba and she was afine woman. So such matters
became his concern too, gpart from his long-term mission. What was Cubalikein 19627 The prisons
had been bad, of course—but he did not delude himsdlf that they would be typical of the nation. He
had not had a chance to study it objectively, and he had not been concerned with that aspect of
history. Thus heredly did not know the future, despite his origin and hismission.

Asareault, the episode of the campesino occurred a an impressionable timefor him, asa
portent of the possible nature of the Castro regime.

Raul Castro, Fidel's younger brother, was a dight, beardless man whose longish hair tied back in
abun made him seem effeminate beside the roughly bearded rebels. From behind it was possibleto
mistake him for awoman, and there were snide jokes about this even within the rebel camps.

The Cadtros, like many Cubans, were of mixed descent. Angel Castro, Fidel's father, had come
directly from Spain, ashrewd—some said unscrupulous—farmer and businessman. LinaRuz, Angdl's
common-law wife, had Chinese blood dating from the importation of cooliesfor field labor some



generations before. The mongolic strain seemed to account for Raul's oriental aspect, and his
embarrassing inability to raise abeard. It was odd, however, that he differed so much from his
brothers.

Whatever the reason, Raul carried aconsderable if undefined grudge against theworld. The
men loved Fidd; they learned to fear the hawklike Raul. Common gossip held that Raul was a secret
communig.

Bringas, continuing histravels, was amember of a scouting party led by Raul inthe Serradd
Crigtd mountains, in the eastern section of Oriente Province. It wasthe last leg of hisliaison route
before he returned to Fidel with his reports. He had been met by Captain Sotu and Commandante
Nino Diaz, who naturally wanted him to take agood impression back to headquarters. They al knew
Fidd was planning amgjor offensive; that waswhy he had to have accurate and recent information on
both his own and the enemy dispositions.

Thismission was routine, probing the defense of the city of Sagua de Tanamo. Raul was skilled
as any man except Guevarain the daily necessities of revolution. But the men weretired and grouchy.
Bringas himsdlf was eager to return to hiswoman'sarms.

Shots sounded. All the men dropped flat. Then they spread out, taking advantage of the
available cover to closein on the sniper unobserved.

Raul reached himfirgt. "Pig!" he cried, sanding up suddenly with hisrifle ready. ™Y ou dared fire
on the Revolution?"

The farmer whirled around, startled. "No! No! | was only—"
"Death!" Raul cried, licking hislips. Therifle jumped in his hands.

The others rushed up asthe victim clutched his chest and fell. " A campesinol™ someone
exclamed. "Why did hedo it?'

Bringas picked up adead guineo, awild hen. Thiswas asmal gamebird of the region, gray, and
aswift runner. "Hedidn't. Hewas only hunting hisdinner.”

They looked at the bird sllently. Raul had gunned down an innocent man.

"Heshot at usl" Raul screamed. "Give him arebd trid! We shall establish hisguilt. You are
witness! He deserved to die!”

Bringasjust hefted the dead fowl sadly. "We should have let him explain.”
Raul's wegpon swung around, but Bringas did not flinch.

Raul was no fool, and he knew the mission Bringas was on, and a o that there would never be
an opportunity for asecond bullet if the first were not mortal.

Seeing that the maority was not with him, Raul changed histack so smoothly that it seemed he
had never considered any other course. "It was an accident. He is dead and no man can change that.



But we can make him useful, so that hisdeath isnot in vain. Make asign to hang on him, saying that
the Batistianos did it. Because he helped the Revolution, bringing fresh fowl to the guerrillas. All the
campesinosinthe areawill turn againg the dictator!”

To thisthe men agreed, not wanting trouble with Raul, who was the very devil about holding a
grudge. They rationdized it until it made sense. Raul mutilated the body so that the farmers would
think that the soldiers had tortured the man to get information before shooting him. Bringas had to
admit it was an excellent ploy, and perhaps a necessary one. But he felt unclean, being involvediniit.

Raul was abitter, twisted killer. He was Fidd's brother so he had to be tolerated, but he
demeaned the spirit of the Revolution. Fidel himsalf was clean. The Revolution itsef was nobleand

necessay.

A seed of doubt sprouted in Bringas mind. God help the Revolution if Raul Castro should ever
have complete power!

PART FIVE

The climax came with breathtaking suddenness. In November they were waging determined war
against the entrenched regime, knowing that years would be required to beat back the government
forces extant. In December—Christmas season, 1958—Fulgencio Bétista presented the rebels his
biggest conceivable gift.

He abdicated.

Asthe bdlstolled for the midnight conversion to the new year, 1959, Batista closed up shop
and packed his airplane. Within two hours he was out of the country with his fortune, never to return.
His most intimate henchmen departed with him, fearing for their welfare under rebd jurisdiction.

Generd Cantillo set up aprovisond government, but no one paid attention to it. Fidel Castro
was the heir apparent.

Fidd himsaf was astonished. "It isatrick, atrgp!" he swore, and neither Bringas nor anyone
€lse cared to debate the matter at the time. "We will not have the strength to drive him out for another
Sx monthd”

Certainly the rebels were unready to assume control of theidand. But something positive had to
be done, or the immensaly promising Situation would deteriorate—if it were not agovernment ruse.

They discussed it tersely. All agreed that Fidel would be foolish to put his head into the noose
that Havana just might be. But he couldn't hold back, either, for there were other guerrilla groups, and
they would be quick to fill the power vacuum if he did not.

In the end, they decided to stage a maximum-publicity victory parade the length of theidand,
taking aweek to make the trek to Havana. Thiswould give tremendous publicity to the rebe cause
while protecting Fidel from treachery. By the time he arrived at the capita city, hisvanguard would
have seen to his security there.



Fidd came through with one of the greatest spectaclestheidand had ever witnessed. Beginning
at his home base in Oriente Province, the Castro motorcade traveled adong the Centra Highway
traversing the length of Cuba. Fidel'stroopstraveled in cars, jegps, trucks, and tanks, grinning and
waving at the citizenswho lined the road to cheer them on. No rebel could stop without having
flowers placed in his hat, his beard, the barrel of hisrifle. The barbudos were the exciting symbol of
Cubas new freedom. Nothing was too good for them.

Three cars made up Fidd's personal entourage. Fidel occupied the first; Bringas and other select
bodyguards had the second; American reporters and photographers were in the last. Fidel made abig
show of embracing Bringas and the others, of having them a hissidein thishour of triumph; but that
was about the last such attention they were to receive. Fidd was going to meet his destiny.

The sheer adulation of the people was amazing. Fidd became Christlike in their eyes. Women
broke through the guardsto kiss any part of him they could attain. Children, teenagers, adullts,
oldsters—all were there to grin and wave and cheer, and when Fidel stopped at atown to make an
impromptu speech—as he did with increasing frequency and enthusiasm—the crowds acclaimed him
wildly.

"QOur revolutionary government, with the peopl€e's backing and the nation's respect—" he said,
and was interrupted by applause, for he had the backing of these people and the respect of this
nation. "After we cleanse the variousingitutions of al vena and corrupt officids—" Moreinterruption,
for corruption was away of life to much of Cuba's government. "We shall proceed immediatdly to
indugtridize the country, mobilizing al inactive capita—some billion and ahaf dollars—"

But such avast figure was meaningless to much of his small-town audience, and he quickly went
on to matters closer to their own awareness. "We shall settle the small farmers on the land they now
rent—as owners!" It took minutesfor the delirium to subside. "We shall distribute good land among
the peasant families who have none—" It seemed as though he would not be able to say more, so
great was the response. "Well establish cooperativesfor efficient farming and cattle raising; well
provide resources, equipment, protection, and useful guidance to the campesinos—" Finaly, he gave
up trying to finish the speech, the people would not stop cheering.

At the next stop he hit them even harder. "We shdl solve the housing problem by cutting dl rents
in half, by providing tax exemptions on al homesinhabited by the owners, by tripling taxes on rented
homes, by tearing down hovels and replacing them with modern multiple-dwelling buildings, and by
financing housing dl over theidand on ascae unheard of before! Just as each rurd family shall
possessits own tract of land, each city family shdl own itshome or gpartment. Thereis plenty of
building materia and more than enough manpower to make a decent home for every Cuban!™

And later yet: "With our reforms, the problem of unemployment will disappear! And we shall
reform the educational system. Do not forget the words of the Apostle, Jose Marti: ‘A well-educated
people will dways be strong and free!" "

"But where will the money come from?"* someone demanded. There was an immediate motionin
the crowd to closein on that man, for it sounded as though he were criticizing Cuba's savior, but Fidel
pounced on the question.

"Where will the money befound for dl this? An excellent question, brother! When thereisan
end to rife embezzlement of government funds, when public officids stop taking graft from thelarge



companies who owe taxes to the state; when the country's enormous resources are brought into full
use, meaning we no longer buy tanks, bombers, and gunsfor a country which has no frontiersto
defend and where such instruments of war are used againgt the people; when thereismore interest in
educating the people than in killing them—then there will be more than enough money. Cubacould
eadly provide for apopulation three times as grest asit now has, so thereisno excuse for the abject
poverty of asingle one of its present inhabitants. The markets should overflow with produce, pantries
should befull, dl hands should be working. Thisis not an inconceivable thought. What is
inconceivable isthat anyone should go to bed hungry, that children should die for lack of medica
attention. What isinconceivable isthat thirty percent of our farm people cannot write their names and
that ninety-nine percent of them know nothing of Cubas history. What isinconceivableisthat the
majority of our rural people are now living in worse circumstances than were the people Columbus
discovered living in the fairest land that human eyes had ever seen.

"To those who would call me adreamer, | quote the words of Marti: 'A true man does not seek
the path where advantage lies, but rather, the path where duty lies, and thisisthe only practical man,
whose dreams of today will be the law of tomorrow, because he who has looked back on the
upheavasof history and has seen civilizations going up in flames, crying out in bloody struggle,
throughout the centuries, knows that the future well-being of man, without exception, lieson the Sde
of duty.""

What asmashing climax it was, the day Fidel rodeinto fair Havanal Asthe cava cade neared the
city it became larger and larger. Peoplejoined it in increasing numbers, bringing their spanking new
uniforms and weapons—and many men their newly begun beards—into this parade of the victorious.
If there had been atenth of this number in the SierraMaestra, Bringas thought wryly, the revolution
would have been won ayear ago! But of course Cubans aways flocked to the winner—it wasa
nationd trait. Even the hated Batista policemen had jumped on the bandwagon, wearing their old
uniforms with the red and black armbands of July 26.

The police were necessary, however expedient their conversion! The crush was tremendous.
The people thronged so thickly that there was nothing but faces, faces, faces—amillion of them
crushing up againgt thewaking line of police and militia, peering from the windows of every building,
waving from the rooftops. Women mad with passion for the savior of their nation, men eager to
emulate the famed barbudos, children screaming with delight for the parade. The cheering was
incessant, a constant noise like the roaring of the ocean waves againgt ajagged cliff. Fidel rode part of
the way through the city in atank—and perhapsit wasjust aswell! Police were injured trying to hold
back the surging masses determined to have the hero lay his hands upon them, even for an ingtant.

Bringas |ooked out the window of his crowded car and saw arow of yellow buildings. Suddenly
he was struck by the feding of déavu—he had been through this before!

Then heredized: the buildings were the Tdleres del Ministerio de Obras Publicas—public
workshops. Opposite them were the Havana oil refineries, and just ahead was the Rio Luyano, the
river into the bay. He had been here before, and in acar with Addlitabeside him, in late 1962, dmost
four yearsfrom now chronologically. Additawould know him well then, and must have remembered
thistrip affectionatel y—while he just stared out the windows, thinking her a stranger!

Bringas put hisarm around her and squeezed. If only he could have known!



When he looked out again they were passing Cadtillo de Atares, the old Spanish fortress on top
of itshill, with the police car pool below. Then up around the curve of the bay again—thistime not as
afugitive from the law but in the entourage of a conquering hero!

Stll, the sght of La Cabanachilled him, for he knew how crud it was, or would be, inside. He
never wanted to repeat that experience!

He listened to the continual applause of the masses and alowed himsdlf to be cheered. Thiswas
atime of joy; prison had no relevance. There were so many marvelsto gppreciate, and such agood
life ahead!

The cava cade went on by the house where Bringas and Jmenez had spent the night in 1962.
What had happened to Jmenez, and where was he now, in this earlier time? It had been too bad to
leave him stranded in Cuba, after hisinvauable hep! The carsturned down Cdle 23, and il the
people crowded the streets, craning for aview of Fidd and his entourage. The entire city must have
stopped every other activity for this occasion!

Bringas suffered another shock of recognition asthey skirted the huge, beautiful Havana
cemetery. He had been there more recently; in fact he had passed it on hisway to join Fidel himself!
Then on acrossthe Rio Almendares and down Avenida41 and on, until at last the car pulled up at
Camp Colombiawhere Fidel was to make his big speech.

Fidd's speech was amasterpiece, even for him. At one point, as he spoke on the great outdoor
stage, a cloud of pigeons was released. Hundreds of birds spread out over the audience—and one of
them flew to Fidd's shoulder and perched there. "The dove of peace!™ he exclaimed, pleased, and the
effect was eectric. What better sign of divine approval could be given?

Bringas was on duty, moving through the crowd to spot any adverse element. Fidel was
enormoudy popular, and no onein hisright mind would wish the hero harm—but there was dways
thetiny sick minority, the fanatic or the otherwise insane, who would shoot God Himsdlf if given the
opportunity. Particularly if it would make a headline for the killer. Consider Kennedy of the U.SA.,
he thought—and suddenly realized that if this second mission of hiswere successful, Kennedy would
be killed again. Redlity would revert to Text A.

No timefor such morbid reflections now! If he saw agun in civilian hands, he would haveto act
quickly.

Meanwhile, Fidel was performing splendidly. He projected a tremendous personad magnetism.
He knew what the crowd wanted, and he gave it to them in full measure—yet he seemed to be
spesking to every man directly, even Bringas, who had heard most of the speech before along the
route to Havana.

"Theright of rebellion againgt tyranny has been recognized from the most ancient timesto the
present by men of al creeds, ideas, and doctrines. Congder Article 40 of the Condtitution...."

Amen! Bringasthought. There should betheright of rebellion against even so sophisticated a
tyranny as Fidelia, centuries hence, that would not let aman marry outside his Caste or indulgein
non-reproductive sex-play....



Fidd gedticulated frequently, dramatizing his points, at times his body oddly contorted. He was
angry, sad, contrite, humorous, sarcastic, and dways surprisng. No one could anticipate what he
would say next. He knew exactly how to keep the attention of the people, and he deftly combined his
lawyer's el oquence with stories about hisrecent lifein the Serra, dl of it pitched at the leve of the
common citizen.

"Armas paraque!” Fide cried. "Weaponswhy?' Many factions retained their wegpons, such as
the underground anti-Batista DRE, which had seized a government arsend in Atares Castle. But there
was no heed of wegpons now, no need whatsoever, for Batistawas out and democracy wasin. Only
the forces of the 26th of July should retain weapons, to keep order; only gangsters would seek to arm
themselves privately, now that the revolution had been won. Thus those factions would be forced by
public pressureto yield their hoards, disarm themselves and the country, so that the barbudos could
go home. Fidd had acted to prevent adisastrous internal conflict from developing, and at one stroke
was promoting alasting peace and harmony.

"Schools and not fortresses!™ And right here a Camp Colombia, Fidel promised, he would build
aschoal.

He a'so announced what was to be an extremely popular measure: Cubans should not pay their
debtsto garroteros, the grasping moneylenders, but should denounce these cul prits so that they could
be prosecuted. The common man would not be at the mercy of such vultures henceforth!

Abruptly Fidd turned to Camilo Cienfuegos, who was at his side with a strong protective force.
"Voy bien, Camilo?' he demanded. "Am | going right, Camilo?'

Cienfuegos, caught offguard, broke out laughing. " edl" he replied, and the people applauded
wildly. What amasterstroke! Bringas could see that even those few who were still suspicious of Fiddl
in the audience had been disarmed by thisaside, for it showed that Fidel was human and humble, not
above consulting the opinion of his barbudos. New interest focused on Camilo, the head of Fidel's
troops. Surely thiswas another great man, people were thinking, to give Fidel advicein public!

And yet Additathought Camilo was acommunist?

After that dialogue with Cienfuegos, the mood of the crowd became more relaxed, and Bringas
no longer had to search for fanatics. Nobody was going to shoot now!

At last it was over. "Patria o muerte, venceremod” Fidd finished. "Fatherland or death, we shall
win!"

And it was a storybook denouement, as Fidd's marvel ous new government unfolded.

President: Manuel Urritialleo, the judge who had boldly supported the rebel movement in
Santiago when agroup of captive Fiddistas had been brought to tria before himin 1957. Urritia had
acquitted them—and fled the country. Now he returned in glory.

Premier: Jose Miro Cardona, once Fidel's law professor, and head of the Havana Bar
Association. He had once escaped from the Batista police by garbing himself in priest's robes. No

longer!



Minigter of State: Roberto Agramonte, the reformist Ortodoxo Party presidential candidate in
1952—the year Batista had usurped power.

Minister of the Treasury: Rufo Lopez Fresquet, one of the chief moneyraisersfor the rebels,
married to an American.

Minigter of Public Works: Manud Ray, aleading figure in the underground and an excellent
enginesr.

Chief of the Army: Camilo Cienfuegos.
Fide himsdf was not amember of the Council of Minigters.

What better interim government could be imagined? Surely these same officerswould be
returned overwhemingly at thefirst dectiond The bad times were finished; the new millennium had
begun and Cuba had taken its place in the sun!

Every man was equd in the new order, but the favored members of the July 26th Movement
were naturaly provided with the finest facilities by the grateful populace. Juan Bringas had acquitted
himsdf admirably in the Serra Maestraand was favored with the rank of Captain.

The homes and possessions of the fleeing Batistianos were avail able as | egitimate spoils of war,
and quickly appropriated by the barbudos. Camilo Cienfuegos became extremely popular with
Havanas upper socid register, attending many parties and being seen with prominent debutantes; he
seemed to be aswell regarded as Fidel himsdlf. The Havana Hilton Hotel was taken over too,
providing excellent rooms at free rent, and the best restaurants were free. Nothing was too good for
the nation's liberators!

Bringas got a beautiful luxury apartment at Calle 1 and A and installed Addlitatherein splendor.
It took up the entire floor of the building, with amarvel ous view of Havana on one Side and the seaon
the other, from their fifteen story elevation. There waswall-to-wall deep carpeting, very expensive
velvet drapes, four bedrooms, two baths (one with a sunken tub), dining room, kitchen, library,
parlor—what alife the fat cats of Batista'stime had had! Even ablack mahogany bar stocked with
severd hundred dollars worth of liquor.

In the capacious closets there was clothing for male, femae, and child. Adelitaexclaimed over
some hundred bottles of expensive French perfumes. She dso discovered jewdry, including afine
gold bracel et with American twenty-dollar coins suspended from it and lovely pearl filigree pendants.

"But | can't wear thisl" she protested.

"I promised you the good city life," he said, checking over the masculine wardrobe. ™Y ou're no
douch a wearing jewery!"

"My own, yes. But thismust be returned to itsowner. It isn't right just to take—"

"You are the owner, now," he assured her. "The Batistianos are gone with their ill-gotten foreign



bank accounts, what they could not carry with them revertsto the Revolution."”
"Then these things should be turned in to the Revolution. We can't just—"

"Look at thid" he exclamed. It was a .45 Colt pistal inlaid with gold and mother-of-pearl.
"What abeauty! I'll wear this mysdlf!"

Later that day Bringas spotted alieutenant taking two girlsfor aridein abright red 1958
American Cadillac convertible, so he pulled rank and, when it became necessary, his ornate pistol,
and acquired the vehicle for Addita. She had aways wanted such acar, he knew, and red was a
favorite color.

Y et possession of all she had desired had a strange effect on Addlita. She became pensive, even
cold. She would not wear the new jewdry or drive the car, or use any of the elegant appurtenances of
the gpartment except the smaller bathroom. "It isn't right,” was dl she said. "We can't begin thisway.”
Hethought at first she wasjoking; then he thought she would get over it. But she only became more
inhibited, and he did not know what to make of it. Thiswas aside of her he had not appreciated
before—this withdrawal . What was wrong with her?

Frustrated, but not wanting to have trouble with her, Bringas | eft her alone. He arranged to
spend the night with afdlow officer, Pepin Naranjo, who had another fine gpartment in the Focsa, a
tremendous building in the Vedado section of Havanaformed in the shape of an obtuse angle. It was
only amile€sdrive from Bringas location, but it seemed farther—because Addlita had become more
important to him than he had supposed until now.

Pepin was surprisngly glad to have company, though he was not a close friend of Bringas. They
sat up talking until late, about inconsequentia matters. It was as though Pepin did not redly want to
deep. When hefindly did retire, hetook a potent sedative. Bringas observed but did not comment.

Bringas woke, startled, in darkness. A man was screaming about murder and degth, and for a
moment in the fog of deep Bringas thought it was himsdf. The white phosphorus grenade killing il
haunted him upon occasion, though he had lived ayear since that episode. Of course the men he had
killed were dive now, and would remain divefor three more years, which mitigated the nightmare
somewhat.

But it was Pepin who screamed now. Bringas shook him awake, cautioudy, for the Serra
veterans often awoke fighting. But the man was shaking with terror or horror; therewasno fight in
him.

In thefollowing half hour Bringas|earned the truth: just afew days before, Pepin had been
present when Raul Castro—there was that malign presence againl—rounded up a group of suspected
traitors near Santiago de Cuba, herded them into the country, stood them before an open ditch, and
massacred them all.

"There must have been eighty people,” Pepin groaned. "Twenty civilians, acouple of
newspapermen—even achild of deven! We machinegunned them dl without trid—"

Y es, that was Raul's way. Bringas understood the man's terrible anguish. What could he say that
would relieve Pepin's agony? What possble way was there for anyone to excuse acrime of this



magnitude? That it should happen in the name of the Revolution—

There was nothing he could do. The deed was done. Pepin would smply haveto work it out in
his own fashion. It would be usdless even to complain to Fidd, for Fidd was blind about his brother.
Raul was jugt the cross the Revol ution had to bear. But such rationalization could not help, and
Bringas didn't attempt to present it to Pepin.

To be party to amassacre....
Bringas did not stay. Instead he drove home, back to Addlita.

She met him at the door with touded hair and red-rimmed eyes, but she was till beautiful to him.
"Throw it away," hetold her, not needing to specify what. "All | want isyou.”

That wasalig, for it wasreally 233, hiswife of thisworld's future, that he wanted most. But it
was enough for Addlita. She made him savagely welcome.

It was awkward to cope with the adulation that overlapped the Fidel/Camilo charismaand
enriched Bringas persond life, but he became accustomed to it fairly rapidly. Adelitaremained
pensive, but her distresswas not directed at him. She even gave him agold identity bracelet, with
Chinese-gtyle lettering: Juan. And she announced her intention to hel p the Revolution by becoming a
teacher in one of the new schools that would soon be built. The outlook was good.

Theonly cloud on Bringas horizon was the nature of his mission. Somehow in the next two
years he had to obtain his bonafides as an anti-Castro underground agent—an appalling prospect.

Then the executions began.

"I thought there was to be an end to the death penalty,” Adelitaexclaimed, distracted. "The war
isover. Why doesthekilling go on?"

Bringastried to sooth her. "The fighting is over, but not the war. Not until after the last war
crimina has been tried. It would not be right for the Batista butchers to exploit the populace for years,
then escape rightful punishment when the revol ution fostered by their misdeedsfinaly comesto

power."

"Thewors oneswent into exilewith Batista," she said. "There are only minor ones left. Why not
just givethem jail sentences?’

He shook hishead. "The mood of the people will not tolerate wrist-dapping measures. An
example must be made. If these criminals are not executed promptly, the people will take the law into
their own hands, and there will be amonstrous bloodbath. Then it won't just be the guilty thet die;
many innocent people will be drawn in too. Orderly government could bresk down while mobs range
the streets. Fidel istoo kind to let that happen. Heis giving the people swift, definite judtice, that will
satisfy them in thistime of passion. In aweek or two it will be over, and then there will be no more
executions. It may not be pleasant at the moment, but considered long-range thisis by far the best
and least bloody course.”



He had spoken of the people taking the law into their own hands, but it was Raul Castro he was
thinking of. Raul would have no pretext for further murders!

Additashook her head dubioudy. "Never in dl the history of Cuba have the victorsturned on
the vanquished like this. Traditiondly thereisapolicy of nationa reconciliation and forgiveness. Even
after Machado's fdl—"

"Never in the hitory of Cuba hasthere been arevolution like thisone. Thisis no palace coup!”

"In the past twenty years the death penaty has only been invoked once,” she said sadly.

Helet it lie. He knew she would understand when she saw the long-range benefits of the brave
new programs. Her own dreams of teaching would come true, once the schools had been constructed
and theinitia problems solved. A nation was being remade, for the first time aong truly revolutionary
lines. Cubas entire way of life would be transformed. Fidel would set ashining examplefor dl the
hemispherel

Bringas knew this, for Cuba aone had survived thefina holocaust as an entity. Fidel donewas
responsible. It wasimpossible to explain his certainty to Adelita, because of the paradox shield.

He aso could not explain hisfacts to the American press. Loud newspaper headlines
condemned the executions, and there seemed to be no comprehension of their real significance. A
reporter mentioned this criticism to Fidel aweek after the triumphant Havanaarrival, and of course
Fide himsdf had no patience with such obtuseness. "If the Americans don't like what is happening in
Cuba," he cried, furious, "they can land the Marines and then there will be 200,000 dead gringos!”

Bringas laughed when he heard about that, and glesfully repeated it to Addlita. "The Colossus of
the North will not be allowed to meddiein this government!" he added. "The Americansdon' like
anything in the hemisphere they can't control or exploit.”

But sheremained pensive. "The Americans never threatened to land Marines. They only
criticized the needless killing. And when did Cubans ever talk of 'gringos? That's Mexican dang. We
have no racism here; Batista himsalf was of mixed blood."

Shewasright, he redlized, to that extent. She knew her language and poalitics, as he should have
remembered, and she had beaten him at his own specidty. "Gringo" was out of context in Cuba, and
it was odd that Fidel had used that particular term. Perhaps his prior sojourn in Mexico...

"Hewas only making apoint,” he said. "Fidd has nothing against America. He only wantstheir
politicians to keep their nefarious noses out of our interna affairs, aswe keep out of theirs. No more
interference; no more Platt Amendments.” The Platt Amendment to the Cuban condtitution had given
the United States the right to intervene militarily to protect itsinterests, and it had been invoked
severd timeshigoricaly.

"But that was finished thirty years ago!" she said. "What are you, aparrot that only repeats what
Fide saysand cannot think for himse 2

"l hope not! | just happen to believe that Fide meanswell. Why not give him the benefit of the



doubt?"'

"Sure," she agreed, and he thought she was content. She made love with akind of desperation
and imagination that tantalized him asmuch asit gratified him.

Bringas had argued in favor of the executions, but he had not realized how relevant they wereto
be to his own concerns. For suddenly he was assigned to be amember of the Revolutionary Courts,
passing judgement on the accused. There was of course no mora question involved, asthere was
only one feasible verdict, but the experience disturbed him deeply. He was disgusted by the gpparent
bloodlust of many of the spectators who were regular attendees. The prosecutor was one Mgor
Humberto Sori Marin, and he was savagely eloquent. "Paredon! Paredon!” he cried, calling for
execution while Bringas winced at the memory of his one-time experience with that concept and
amost fdlt the urine soaking histrousers again. The defense witnesses were insulted and threstened,
and sometimes the death sentences were tacked up even before the trial ended—and the spectators
applauded the sentence.

Bringas had not suspected that such ruthlessness and disregard for human rights and dignity
could be invoked among civilian Cubans, ordinarily the fairest and friendliest of people. Surdly Fidd
was not aware of the details of these trids, he would never sanction them otherwise! Y et perhapsit
was anecessary cathargsfor the nation, thisugly elimination of the final vestiges of the old order.
What might these savages gpplauding have doneif there had been no trids? Would each have
blossomed into another Raul...?

Y et the savage in Bringas wished the spectators could be put on trid with Smilar dispatch.

Weeks passed, but the trials and executions did not stop. Bringas understood their basic
rationae, of course—he had explained it often enough to Adedita—but he was aso aware of how
many peopleinsde and outsde Cubadid not understand. Not all of these were Batistianos or
traitors. The excesses of the extemporaneous courts were increasingly hard to justify, even for
members of the courts like himsdlf.

"Oneword from Fiddl," Adelitamurmured, "and it would stop. The people would understand.”
He could not debate that point—but he hesitated to approach Fidel himsdlf. There was no telling how
Fide would react to implied criticism from an officer of the Revolution; it could make thetridstwice
asbad. Certainly it could cast suspicion on Bringas himsel f—a suspicion he could by no means afford,
if he were to proceed with hisown mission.

Thetridsdragged on into February, casting apal over the once-bright vision of freedom and
justice. Bringas was on the pane that conducted the trid of Captain Sosa Blanco in that month. This
wasthefirs of the"circustrials': it was held in the huge Havana Sport Palace and wastdevised to dll
theidand. It wasimmediately apparent that Sosawas a very brave officer of the Batistaforces, and
had fought hard againgt Fidel in the Sierra. Had that been the extent of hisindictment, he would surely
have been pardoned. But he stood accused of crimes that could not be pardoned, and Bringas found
it curious that aman of such courage and ability should have such an ugly sideto his character.

Did heredly have such a side? Witnesses were brought in to identify the accused, who was
manacled and in prison uniform, and were unable to do so until he was specifically pointed out.



Obvioudy Sosawas astranger to the mgjority of his accusers—which didn't make sense.

There was an increasing protest from the spectators about the proceedings, for Sosawas
anything but askulking crimind. Findly, thetrid had to be suspended and finished in private lest it
become a complete mockery.

Bringas eventually pieced together the truth: the crimes of which Sosa Blanco stood accused
were actually those of another officer who fled to Miami, Mero Sosa. No wonder there had been
confusion about identification and reputation!

But the other members of the court would not pay attention. "Thisman isinnocent!" Bringas
cried. "How can we convict him in secret of another man's crimes? We are tregting him as Batista
treated Fidel in 1953!" That shook them, but in the end they could not admit the mistake, and they
outvoted him 4 to 1. Sosawas executed.

Additaraged at such atrocity. "1 heard they killed ayoung blond boy," she said one evening.
"The priest moved away, and then this prisoner told the firing squad that they were shooting an
innocent man. "When you go home," he said, 'you may find that one dear to you hasdied inan
accident." And when they fired, only one bullet hit him, and that not mortaly.”

"Thisisridiculous," Bringas snapped. "They all claim to beinnocent. We do study the evidence,
and—"

"What findly happened to that boy?" she demanded sullenly.

He sighed. "Captain Marks, the American supervisor, stepped up and shot him twice through
the head with his pistol. Then he arrested the entirefiring squad.”

"And we fought this civil war to abolish the deeth pendty, for thereturn of justicel” she said
witheringly.

"It was necessary,” Bringas said, though he did not like defending Marks. The American was
nicknamed "The Butcher" and wasthe type to pull the kind of joke execution Bringas himsdlf had
experienced in Cabana prison three years hence. " Discipline must be enforced, or law means nothing.”

" Justice means nothing, when Mgor Marin prosecutes,” she said, turning away.

Actudly, Marin was more complex than that. He was sincere in his prosecutions, and believed
he was ridding the new nation of old criminals. But Bringas could hardly blame Addlitafor her
opinion; more and more, he shared it.

Then camethetria of Captain Jose Castafio. Castario had served for a decade in the bureau for
anti-communist repression, and was said to be one of Cubas most intelligent and dedicated officers.
He spoke several languages, and probably knew more about communism on theidand than any other
noncommunist. Thetrid was afarce; protests were raised by the United States, Spain, Britain,
France, the Vatican, and even prominent Cubans. Thistime Fidel was swayed, and promised to
suspend Castafio's sentence and give him thirty yearsin prison instead.

Rdieved, Bringas suppressed his quams about La Cabana and visited the prison not long before



midnight, intending to talk to Captain Castafio about communism—if the man were awvake. Thiswas
mainly because Adelitafelt so strongly about the subject, and Bringas had never redlly understood
why so many people should be so strongly affected by asmple difference of governmentd
philosophy. Surdly Castafio was the man to clarify the matter!

Actualy, Bringas would have made the excursion another day, but Additahad a premonition of
danger and insisted that he go tonight. Probably she knew how he hated the Cabana, and suspected
he would never goif hedidn't do it whilethetrial wasfresh in hisexperience. She could beright....

Hedid not get to see the prisoner. Che Guevaramet him in the office. The man had cut the
shoulder-length hair he had worn in the Sierra, and now the black curlswere largely covered by a
black beret, but the fringe beard and major's star and fatigue uniform identified him absolutely. " Juan
Bringas!" he cried with affected fraternity, for he was not socidly inclined. "How fortunate to see you
agan! | have been meaning to talk with you."

Bringas had had few direct dedlings with Guevara, and would have been happy to discuss
matterswith him at any other time, but the moment was awkward. Guevarawas surely acommunist,
and so would be aprimetopic for Bringas discussion with Castafio—and here he was at the prison!
Certainly one of the mogt intelligent members of the Revolutionary high command, he could eesily
become suspicious of Bringas reason for visiting La Cabanaat thistime. That would be disastrous.

"Y ou are an extremdy interesting fellow," Guevararemarked, guiding Bringastoward the exit. |
was impressed with your abilities from the start, and | know Raul hatesyou, so naturaly |
investigated.” He shook hisfinger infriendly warning. "It isbest not to balk Raul; heisavery
determined, dangerous man.”

Not half so dangerous as Che Guevara, though! If he had already investigated—

"But Fidd likesyou," Guevara continued after apause. He was breathing quickly, for hewas
asthmatic. Suddenly Bringas understood what fate he might have had, granted Raul's enmity, had
Fidel not been favorably digposed. A man like Camilo Cienfuegos could afford such conflict—it was
well known that Camilo and Raul hated each other—but Juan Bringas was a sparrow among hawks,
inthis context.

"l like Fide," Bringas said honestly. And redlized with agtart that he was discussing the leading
figure of the Text A future—with theleading figure of the Text B futurel What asignificant nexus of
history he stood at now! "Che, I—"

"Doctor Guevara, not Che!"

It was like abackhand dap across the cheek, that instant reprimand! Guevarawas vain, and he
had a violent temper. It was rumored that he often clashed with Fidel himsa f—with gpparent
impunity. Better to forget pride and apologize in a hurry; even in agood mood this man wastrouble!

"Doctor Guevara, of course. | just wanted to say how much | admire you, too. I—"

"It seemsyou have no pagt,” Guevarasaid, mollified. "Y ou did not come from Uruguay, and

Ramon Rodruigez was not responsible for your referral to our underground. Y et you are not a
Batistiano or an American agent. Strangest of all—" He broke off, hisaert brown eyes glancing



sSddong a Bringas.

Was Guevaragoing to turn him in? No—they had merely come to the main gate, and the guards
werein earshot. But that would be avery brief hdt. Well, he would have to let the man have his say;
obvioudy Guevarawas working up to something.

"That iswhat | mean," Guevarasaid outsde. "I cannot talk about you to others. | cannot revesl
what | know to anyone—except to you directly. It anazesme, and it darmsme.”

"What do you mean, Doctor?" Bringas asked, fearing what the man did mean.

"Thereis something about you—aforce, ablock, acurse—that makes me helplessto affect
you. And the records—do you know that your name appears in no records—even the oneswe
oursalves have made? It is as though you do not exis—yet hereyou are.”

Then Bringas understood. The secondary paradox shield! His name in history would represent a
changein that history. And until he acted a the crucid point to divert the stream without iminating
himsdf, he could not affect it in very many other ways. So al records of him disappeared, even during
his stay here. Only the memories of his acquaintances remained—and they could not change things
either. When he passed from the scene, they would forget him entirely, and it would be as though he
had never existed—except that his highly selective changes would have been accomplished.

Guevara had fought the paradox effect and lost—and knew it!

"Who are you?' Guevarademanded. It was the same question and the same tone the Espiritismo
priest had put to himin hisown time.

Why not tdl him? If the shield was functioning this condggtently, it would make no difference.
Perhaps he had been grotesquely over-cautious. If he could tell Guevara, he could dso tell Addlital

"l am sure you are not atraitor—not yet," Guevarasaid. "The Castro regime and Y ankee
imperiaism are engaged in a death struggle, and we both know that one of the two must diein this
fight. But you have served loyally, and you have not been ambitiousfor power. In fact you have
shown cons stently humanitarian instincts that will soon cost you your position on the revolutionary
courts. Once the paperwork sticks! That is not my doing, for | have been unable to affect you and |
do not redlly care. How do you explain yourself?'

Why not tell him?

"Y ou do not answer me," Guevaraobserved wisdly. "Isit because your master has stricter
discipline than mine?'

Guevaras master: world communism? Why not—

Then Bringasredized. Guevara could speak, but he could not. Not about this. Information of
thisnaturein the mind of akey figure like Che Guevarawould surdly affect the future, and evidently in
away asto invoke the defensive shield. Thoughts could be more potent than actions! Guevara could
conjecture, but could not spread his notions to others; Bringas could know, but could not confirm for
Guevara. The paradox protected level upon leve of actions! He would never understand its ultimate



sophigtication. Y et as water invariably sought its natural level no matter how intricate the terrain, so
did the ramifications of this paradox. He had tried to tell Guevarathree times, and had smply
rebounded in silence. That wastheway it acted: slently.

"Are you from another world?' Guevara asked. "'l am too busy to read science fiction, but—"

"Not exactly," Bringas replied, surprisng himsdlf. He could say somethingd

"Areyou hereto observe—or to affect?'

Bringaswasdlent.

"Y ou have given me an answer," Guevarasaid.

Bringasfdt astrange, ugly pain, asthough part of hisindividudity had been wrenched from him.
Guevarawas too intelligent; hewasforcing Bringasto give him information: and it was doing
something indefinite but appalling to the structure of the time-stream.

He had to get away from thisman! Guevara certainly could affect him—and knew it.

"Y ou are afraid now—and that is another answer,” Guevarasaid relentlesdy. "You diealittle
when | question you. So | can touch you—"

The pain came again, animmaterid knife cutting into hisimmateria being. In amoment the shield
would perforate; he might cease to exist. Or worse.

Bringasran.

But Guevarafollowed. "One more question, little fish, then I will let you go,” he cried.

Could Guevara be his ancestor? Was that why mere knowledge, that the man could neither act
on nor impart to others, was so sendtive here? For knowledge had to affect the knower, in some
fashion, however subtly....

"What ismy faie?' Guevara shouted.

"Bolivial" Bringas gasped—and abruptly the pain ceased.

Che Guevara, astonishingly, was satisfied with that answer. Perhaps even now, eight years
before his desth—or success—in Bolivia, he had the notion. He did not need to ask whether he
would succeed, for he had no concept of failure. Theword "Bolivid' meant he would achieve his
destiny. But because it wasin fact no answer, Bringas was off the hook.

Guevara stopped, turned about, and went back toward the prison. Bringas went on, nervoudy

following the same route he would use to escape in 1962. He would stay well away from Che
Guevarafrom now on!



Next morning Bringas learned why Guevara had been at the prison. He had come with the
assassin Herman Marks, taken Captain Castaio out of hiscell, told him his sentence had been
commuted—asindeed it had—and shot him in the back. Castafio was dead; he had known too much
about communism to be permitted to live.

The murder had occurred after midnight. Bringas had arrived amogt at the critical moment—and
Guevara had skillfully diverted him. What adiabolic display of control! What would have happened
had he madeit al the way to Castafio's cell? Could he have saved the man'slife?

Would the paradox shield have permitted him to save Castario? Or was that what had relieved
the pain of Guevaras questioning: the fact that Bringas had been driven off, and so could not
interfere? All he knew about the shield was conjecture and experience, and he had littlefaith in the
former.

That effectively finished Bringas part on the court, as Guevara had suggested. He had
discredited himsdlf with the authorities by being too consistently lenient, and the court had discredited
itself with him by murdering aman Fidel himself had pardoned. He was glad to be off the court, and
glad it was because of his affinity for human rights, rather than from overzea ousness. Bringas had
been sick when heredlized, during hisfirgt foray into Cuba, that he had killed men, and the memory
gtill weighed disguietingly on his conscience. Pepin had reacted smilarly, but men like Raul and Che
murdered ddliberately, taking apersond interest in the details of bloodletting. Bringas thought of
himsalf asavictim of circumstance who had made serious mistakes; but these hardened
revolutionariesreveled in their viciousness. These would be the glowing heroes of future myth,
honored in the texts of coming centuries!

Fidel himsdf seemed to be clean, however. He had commuted the sentence.

Fguratively clean; physicaly was another matter, unfortunately. Bringas had had occason to vist
Fidd's office afew times, and had been gppalled at the man's continuing messiness. Food soiled his
uniform, his hair and beard were unkempt, and there was the odor of months about him, as though he
were gtill fugitivein the SierraMaestra. Other officers had cleaned up, once the war-pressure was off,
maintaining only their shaggy beards asamark of honor. Not Fidel. It was as though he liked to be
dirty, or at least had absolutely no concern about his appearance and hygiene. It was a strange
attitude in aleader of hisgtature.

A week after the Cagtafio nation camethetria of forty-three Batistaairmen and
mechanics, before atribunal in Santiago. Bringas was not associated with thetrial, but he kept abreast
of it with interest. He had a certain fond memory of Santiago de Cuba, for that was where he had
discovered Addlita. If there was one thing that made this crud, barbaric life bearable, it was Addlital

There was no arbitrary condemnation in this case. The president of the tribunal was an honest
rebel officer, and the lawyersfought hard and well. Charged with genocide, murder, and homicidein
the bombing and strafing of villages during the war, the airmen were neverthel ess acquitted.

Bringas noted the verdict with satisfaction. Thiswent far to show Addlitathat Revolutionary
justice was not the mockery she had imagined. He reminded her of Fidel's own remark some weeks
before, concerning the airmen then awaiting trid. "They had aright to bomb," Fidel had said
benevolently. "Could we ask them not to fire on us? Let'sbefair about this.”



"Yes," Additaagreed. "Y es, the decison wasfair.”

Then came arude shock. Fidel Castro denounced the three judges astraitorsin atelevised
broadcast and called the airmen the worst criminals of the Batista regime. He invoked the Nuremburg
trials as a precedent, and pointed out that when legd grounds could not be found it was entirely
proper to sentence such war criminals on the basis of mora conviction.

"And Fidd isalawvyer himsdf!" Adelitaexclamed, asthough Bringas were at fault. How could
he answer her?

At theretrid, twenty-three of the airmen were given termsranging from twenty to thirty yearsat
hard |abor. Twelve received lesser sentences, and two mechanics were released. One of the more
impassioned defense lawyers was himsdlf imprisoned. Later, the presiding judge of thefirst trid, who
had acquitted the defendants, was found dead. Suicide.

Additawithdrew into an dmost mindless state, and Bringas became quite concerned about her
heslth. She was a creature of moods, and he understood that now, but such an extreme reaction to
something that did not directly concern her could not be normal. 233 had dways been resilient and
hardy, even under theincreasing tenson of their illicit relationship; but Addita seemed to be made of
softer Suff.

Y et hewas disturbed himself. He saw in her attitude an exaggeration of his own tendencies.
Redlizing that, he put on a positive front, and in afew days Adelitawas back to norma. Shewasa
woman who needed a man—and that meant he had to be aman....

In April Fidel visted America, and Bringas knew that the dark tide was turning at last. There had
been problemsin organizing the new government, and some unfortunate mistakes, but now it would
be smoother. Fidel was coming to termswith America, and he was well received on the continent. An
excdlent Sgn. Headlinesfavored him again.

That month Bringas received an invitation to attend a party given by Efigenio Almgeiras, Chief
of Police. Bringas remembered his host from the Sierra: one of the original eighty-two immortas, the
men who had madetheinitia assault with Fidd, landing from the Granma boat in December, 1956.
Most had proved altogether too mortal; al but twelve had been captured or killed by the Batista
forces. Those few survivors were now high in the councils of government. Fide, Raul, Che, Camilo
and Almgeiras, of course, and Agusto Martinez Sanchez, who was Minigter of Labor, Armando
Hart, Minister of Education—if by chance that |ast attended, he might wrangle an introduction for
Addital

At any rate, Bringas was flattered by the invitation, now that his position on the courts had
lapsed and he had timefor socid life. Naturaly hetook Additaaong.

Almegeras gregted them at the entrance. He was asmall man, amulatto with an uninspiring face
and straggly goatee, but an engaging personaity when he turned it on. He had been arugged fighter in
the mountains, and not the kind of person Bringas cared to associate with socialy—»but now, of
course, he was Chief of Police. Position did make adifference.

" S0 glad to see you again, Juan!" he cried with more gusto than was necessary. "And your
beautiful yegual"



Bringas winced. That had been a private joke, and he didn't like it being blared out in public.
Addlita acted as though she hadn't heard.

Almgeraswaswdl stocked. Liquor, tobacco, luxury delicacies, and expensive furnishings—life
had never been likethisin the mountaing ™Y ou'll have agood time here!” the host exclamed. He had
obvioudy commenced his drinking—or more likely, his drugs—l ong before the party got under way.
Marijuana, cocaine... "And you'd better! | tell you, friend—I am no communist, but | am with Fide
wherever he goes. Things are changing; we al have to get our pleasures while we can, beforethe
communigsfinish dl fun. Live asthough thereis no tomorrow—for tomorrow may not be worth

living"

Drunk or drugged he might be, but the prophecy was obviously sincere, and it gave Bringasa
chill. What did Almejeiras know?

From thisinauspicious beginning, the party degenerated steadily. There were many government
officids present, including Camilo Cienfuegos himsdlf. Most were drinking themselves into stupor.
There were even more young, pretty girls, obvioudy sexua professionas, and they were taking good
care of the men. Bringas became increasingly embarrassed to have Additawitnessthis, for it was
evident that Almejeiras had been speaking literdly when he called her ayegua. The sex was neither
monogamous nor private; they had to step over pairs and trios fondling each other in the hdls. Bringas
had shed much of his persond objection to "perversion"—and had acquired some of the
contemporary notions about the importance of sexud privacy—»but this disgusted him. While the new
government was preaching morality and an end to corruption, the Chief of Police was sponsoring
open debauchery.... It had abad smell.

The serious gossip was no more pleasant. " Say, didn't Fiddl take care of that CostaRicanidiot!"

"Y ou mean Jose Figures, who was president of Costa Rica? | thought he supported the
Revolution with wegpons."

"He supported Hubert Matos with weapons. Now he thinks he can come to Havanaand tell us
how to run Cuba. He thinks we shoul d—get this—turn out the communists™

Therewas aburst of laughter. Bringas didn't understand the precise source of the humor, but he
had a notion he'd rather be on the side of Hubert Matos, evidently no friend of these. He respected
Matos.

Therefollowed severd harsh jibes at Romulo Betancourt, President of Venezuela, and Munoz
Marin of Puerto Rico—both of whom were |eftist figures who had also supported Fidd with weapons
and money, but who were by no means communists. Why were they being held in such contempt
now?

Camilo greeted Bringasin friendly fashion. But hiswords were low and specific: " Juan, get her
out of here. Thisisn't your type of thing."

Obvioudy it waan't.



In May the Cuban Telephone Company was intervened and taken over by the government. In
that month aso, Sori Marin and four other ministers resgned their positions after astormy cabinet
meseting in opposition to the stringent Agrarian Reform Law then being drawn up. Bringas took note
of that. Marin, the devastating prosecutor, had not been Minister of Agriculture long, and if he were
repelled by the proposed law, how bad was it to be?

On Junethird he found out—and wondered why the reaction had been so strong. The published
Agrarian Reform Law had provisionsto expropriate farmland, reduce the size of farms and ranches,
and diminate foreign ownership. To Bringas these were good, logica stepsin the reform of past
excesses and in the redistribution of nationa resources, and in linewith what Fiddl had been saying dl

dong.

Y et Addlita had little enthusiasm. "Thisis communism,” she said, and he was reminded once
more how serioudy she took these palitical labels. If only he could have talked to Castafio and
learned what it was dl about! "The Americanswon' likelosing their investments.”

"The bully never likesbeing put in hisplace," Bringas said.

"Sori Marinisno American! Heisan intdligent lawyer, and he knows what this law means.”
"| thought you said justice meant nothing to him."

Sheleft the room, frustrated.

On June 30 the Chief of the Air Force, Mgjor Pedro Diaz Lanz, wrote aletter to President
Urritiacharging communigt intrusion in the Rebel Army. He resigned his position and fled into exilein
America Bringaswas cynica, knowing that interna military politics had as much to do with Mgor
Lanz's action as communism. Urritiacondemned him as a deserter. Even the Americans gave Lanz
little credence.

But on July 17 Urritiahimsalf was forced to resign and seek asylum in the Argentine embassy
before fleeing to America. A communist replaced him: Osvado Dorticos Torrado. Premier Cardona
aso resigned, and Fidel himsdlf assumed that office.

On July 26, ahighly significant date, Fidel made another speech: "Elecciones para
que'—"Elections—for what?"

Bringas no longer had any doubt: Fidel's government was diding left. Those people who best
understood and supported the Revol ution were naturdly finding increased influence within it. Fiddl
was doing the best he could to make all hisvisions cometrue, and those whose vison fdl short,
however sncere they might be personally, had to give way. Urritiahad been too stodgily
conservative; by thelogic of the Revolution he was unfit for the office he had held. And
eections—Fidd wasright. Why put on such a charade, when the people would brook no aternative
to the present government?

"Don't you care a dl that heisbreaking his solemn promises, one after another?' Addlita
demanded. She Hill refused to understand.

Somehow, despite these measures, the economy was declining. Income taxes were raised



considerably, and a salestax of twenty percent was imposed on radios and refrigerators, and thirty
percent on new cars. What was wrong?

In August they both had occasion to find out. Addlitals assignment as ateacher came through,
and Bringas was appointed an Ingpector of Agrarian Reform. It would mean considerabletrave,
taking him away from Adelita, but he was glad for the opportunity. It had seemed as though he were
dowly falling out of favor with the administration. He suspected that Raul Castro had something to do
with that, holding along grudge about the episode of the gugjiro. Or perhaps Bringas had never been
asimportant in thisframework as he had fancied himsdlf, and only now the truth was lesking through
to him. Regardless, he chafed occasondly at the neglect hefdt; he didn't like being relegated to the
same sort of anonymity he had experienced dl hislifein the twenty-fifth century. He had had ataste of
importance in the SerraMaestra, and he found heliked it well.

Now he was important again. The job meant extra money, too. He was getting along well
enough on his Captain's sdary—obvioudy that paperwork had not been fouled up, despite what
Guevara had claimed—but the days of free food had passed. Additawould not alow him to make
extramoney inthelittleillicit ways avalable to aman in his position—such as getting someone afast
permit to leave the country, or confiscating illegal materid like Y ankee dollars. Bless her stern mord
fiber!

Bringastraveled dl over Cubain Augus, visiting farms, attending meetings, making notes. He
learned.

Things were changing, certainly—but the implementation of the Agrarian Reform was fraught
with unforeseen peril. Had Sori Marin foreseen it, and protested in vain...?

The latifundiawas being broken up—the tremendous plantations and ranches, much of which
land had been kept deliberately idle by the wedthy landowners. Small farms had been portioned out
to the campesinos, and livestock provided from the formerly private herds. But the campesinos had
promptly daughtered the animals for mest, and then had nothing with which to farm. At the old King
Ranch, in Camaguey Province, abreeding bull worth perhaps fifty thousand pesos had been roasted
for afeadt.

Meanwhile, the government had been negotiating with other nationsin order to obtain superior
breeding stock to upgrade the new Cuban herds. What savage irony!

The campesinos were hungry, and they had never been trained to manage complete farmson
their own. They could not be blamed. But obvioudy animmediate redistribution of land and livestock
wasimpractica, and the government was wisdly desisting until such problems could be solved.

Y et they could not wait long. "We are not getting title to the land!" the campesinos protested
more and more persstently, refusing to understand. "Fidel promised...."

Thelittle farms were inefficient, for athousand little reasons gpart from the hunger that forced the
daughter of livestock and the consumption of seed-grains. For example, tractors had obvious
advantages. they wereinedible, they could work indefinitely, they had no specia winter upkeep. But it
would be ludicrousto issue amonster diesd tractor to the owner of aone-caballeriafarm. Such
mechani zation had been suitable for the pre-Revol utionary giant holdings, and would sill be
excdlent—for giant Revolutionary holdings. How could this conflict between efficiency and humanity



be resolved?

The answer seemed to lie in cooperatives, as Fidel had suggested from the outset. These could
be of suitable size, yet would be owned and operated for the benefit of the people. With enough
heavy equipment and personnel, and with larger, protected herds and plantations, the greatest good
for the greatest number could be achieved. But the gugjiros fdt that they had been promised individua
holdings, regardless of the good of the nation; to them, a cooperative or "People's Farm” was merely
adifferent master. They felt they had been betrayed, and they would not work. Perhaps their children
could be educated.

Education and distribution, those were the goals of Fidd's revolution Additaand Bringas were
working for. Addlita educating the children, Bringas overseaing the distribution—or should he say the
redlistribution—of wedlth.

Bringasthought of it asanirony of change: sometimeswedth meansaslittle asfertilizer. He
arived a the idand's main port for the northeastern section. The campesinos there were mixing both
anima and human droppingsinto the soil they tilled, claiming theindudtrid fertilizer they had been
promised had never arrived—two months after Fidel promised it would!

"Why hasn't the fertilizer our Russian friends sent us last month been forwarded to the
digtribution center?' Bringas demanded of the harbormaster.

"Fertilizer? May | seethe papers so | can take this up with the person who signed it in?”

"One hundred tons of fertilizer arrived on the Leningrad gpproximately two months ago.”

"I am not supposed to do anything without the papers, Captain, but perhaps they have been
midaid here, or maybe they are being checked in Havana. Nevertheless, | will be happy to let you
movethefertilizer if youwill tdll me exactly whereitis"

Bringas Sghed. "It is on the docks somewhere. Take it away."

"A hundred tons of it? Where are the trucks you will move it with? Parked in their depots, no
doubt—those that remain operative. There seemsto be a shortage of decent mechanics—"

"Well get themin motion!" Bringas cried, forgetting for the moment that he was merdly an
observer. But the farmers problems had become his problems, after what he had seen. " Crops will
fal if thet fertilizer ian't delivered immediady, and then the country will really bein trouble!™

"Get methe drivers" the man said tiredly. " Get me authorizations. Get me the bills of lading.
Then we shdl see whether we can locate your fertilizer, if it hasn't been spoiled dready by exposure
tothedtar."

"Billsof lading! That's your department! What happened to them?”

"They are normaly mailed to this office. But the mails, too, are under new managemern.
Sometimes the documents arrive late; sometimes never.”

"Well, we can't wait on that, then," Bringas said, exasperated. "Cut that red tape; get the stuff



loaded without bills of lading. It isn't as though anybody would sted a hundred tons of fertilizer!"

"Excdlent,” the man replied wryly. "I am happy to cooperate. We need the dock space. Pick
out your crates and load them.”

"l can't pick them out without identification! | know nothing about fertilizer except thet it stinks
when it'sfresh—just like bureaucracies.”

"Then you know morethan | do, Captain, and more than the truckers.”
"Wdl, who—?"

"Who knows about fertilizer, stinking or sweet?' The man smiled maignantly. " The management
of the properties we expropriated under the reform law. The latifundia owners. They certainly know
their business. Why don't you ask them—those who remain in Cuba. They should be delirioudy
happy to donate their expertise dong with their property, don't you agree?’

Only then did Bringas begin to appreciate the full magnitude of the morass Cuba had entered.

It was animmenserdlief to return to Havana and Addlita. But he discovered her wound up in her
teaching assgnment, and she was a different person.

"Thereisatremendousjob to do!" shetold him. "I think nine out of ten of the most skilled
teachers and adminigtrators have gone—but the children remain, and they need help! Something has
to be done!"

"The teacherswouldn't have lft if they had been decently treated,” he said, hdf injest. There
had been agreat exodus of professond people, who thought they could do better in Americanow
that things were being equalized in Cuba.

"Theirony isthat thereé'sagrest future for teachersin Cuba," she said. "We mean to abolish
illiteracy, to seethat every child no matter how poor getsthe best education. Well need threetimes as
many schools and teachers as there were before.”

"More schools and teachers don't necessarily mean better education,” he chided her. "Not if they
use the same dull methods."

"But wereworking onit," she said avidly, not redizing that he was baiting her. "There are ways
to bring good ingtruction into every classroom. Television, for example—it has never redlly been
exploited for this purpose. Once the programs are organized—"

"That will reduceilliteracy? Watching television?"

"With the right programs, yes," she said. "Were going to seeif we can get volunteersto go into
the back country and teach at least the rudiments. We—"

"We? | thought you were againgt Fidel ?'



She paused, nettled. "I'm not againgt Fiddl. | just distrust communism. But | can't |et ideology
interfere when theres areal job to be done. Those children—they are hungry, ignorant, hopeless,
Juan, and they'll never have a better life without education. If Fidel makes that possible—"

"Fidd will makeit possble” he said reassuringly. But privately he wondered. Good intentions
were not enough—not nearly enough. If the educationa bureaucracy were asfouled up asthe
economic one, there were rough times ahead for the children.

But he was glad she was coming around. Naturdly there were problems at fird, in every aspect
of revolutionary existence. But now the nadir was passing, and the positive Side was devel oping.

Additaplumped hersdf into hislagp and kissed him. "How isit you weren't shaved with the rest
of the barbudos?' she demanded with womanly consistency of subject.

"Shaved? Why should | shave?'

"You have been out in the hinterlands! Didn't you know that they hauled the barbudosinto the
barbershops and stripped them of their whiskers? What a scene!™

"My beard isamark of honor!" he said. "It shows| waswith Fidel in the Sierra. Anybody who
takes anotion to shave me had better come with hispistol drawn!™ He was exaggerating, but not
greatly. Hedid like his beard.

"That'swhat the others said. And there was shooting. But there are no more genuine barbudos.”

"Wél, I'm not shaving," he said. The prospect disturbed him oddly. Why should the government
suddenly abolish the mark of digtinction of Fidel's most loyd followers?

Butit wasafdsedarm, for him. Barbudos of the officeria ranks were exempt, and hewas ill a

Captain.

In September—Camil in the Fiddian caendar—customs duties were raised to one hundred
percent.

"We have to encourage Cuban industry,” Bringas explained to adoubting Addlita. "And to
discourage wasteful luxury. These are dl necessary measures for the good of our nation. The common
citizenisnot hurt by thingslike taxes on cars; he hasno car.”

"I will not debate the point,” she said with deceptive submission. "But will you do onething for
me?'

"Anything for you," he replied lightly. He hoped she wasn't back on the anti-Castro side of the
pendulum.

"Will you read one book?"

He began to laugh, but saw that she was serious. So he nodded.



Shegavehimasmdl volume. " Animal Farm, by George Orwell," she said.
"But thisisin English! | can't read it!"
"Il read it to you," shesad grimly. "Right now."

Hewas trapped. He would have preferred to be making love, but he had promised her. No
doubt thiswas aheavy treatise on the sanctity of life or agricultural morality, and he would insult her
by falling adeep, but what could he do?

Hehad aninspiration. "I'll ligento it al. Just let me get comfortable.”
"Juan!" she screeched as he reached under her skirt and took down her panties.

But he got comfortable, lying on the bed while she sat on his hips, book in hand. "Now you take
four hours, if youwish," hesaid. "I'll say right wherel am."

"l should never have taught you how to extend it," she grumbled. "Next thing you'll be trying for
twenty-four hour intercourse.”

"Uh-huh. Read."

Sheread it, trandating the text word by word and phrase by phrase, making sure he paid
attention by twitching her buttocks every so often.

It was achildren'sfantasy, with talking animas and asimpligtic plot. Apparently Addlitaonly
wanted him to rlax awhile, to get his mind off contemporary problems....

But it didn't take too long for him to see that her intention was the opposite. He even became so
interested, at times, that he forgot their physica contact.

It seemed that these animals of the novel belonged to an English farm and did not like the
oppression of the human supervisors. They staged arevolution, drove out the humans, and set up a
new regime run entirely by the animals. The pigs assumed the adminigrative tasks, while the other
animals did the other chores with great zedl. Especially the great horse. Where was Nilo Pareranow,
with hislove of horses, he wondered idly.

It was awonderful experiment in freedom—~but gradudly it soured. Somehow the enormous and
unified efforts of the animals did not bring increased rewards. Somehow the profits gravitated to the
new leaders, the pigs, and the swine became more and more like the hated men. The old dogans
changed, the origina projects were modified, and fear in the form of vicious hounds governed the
community. Y et the shift was gradud and subtle, and no animd could draw aline and say "Here our
revolution was betrayed." Yet it was betrayed.

It was late at night by the time Addlitafinished, but Bringas made no effort to cut short the
narration. "Thisis Communism asyou seeit," he said at the end, finally grasping the nature of her
concern. "The name of freedom, graven on aheavier chain.”

She only shrugged.



"But you are suggesting pardlesthat do not exit,” he continued, annoyed for no specific reason.
Weasit that he saw himsdlf asahound, in the anima farm framework, or worse, apig?"We are not
animas, we are not likely to be so smply deceived. So long as men like Camilo Cienfuegos and
Hubert Matos hold positions of power, Cuba cannot be like that. | know these men well; | fought
with them in the mountains. They are incorruptible. Che Guevara cannot subvert the Revolution by
himsdf!”

"Of course not,” she agreed, and gtill hewas disgruntled. They findly completed their act of love,
but it was not very satisfactory.

On the morning of October 19, 1959—the month of Caxixto in the Fiddian calendar—Addlita
answered the door. "Oh!" she exclaimed, surprised. "Comein, Camilo."

Who? Perplexed, Bringas went to see, tucking in hisshirt. It wastoo early in the day for socid
cdld

But it was Camilo Cienfuegos. "Will you turn your man over to mefor afew days?' he asked
her gently.

Camilo, of course, was Chief of the Army. If he required the services of Captain Juan Bringas,
nothing short of adirect countermand from Fidel would deny him hisman. Y et he seemed to be
asking it asapersond favor from Addita

"Will you answer me one question, Camilo?" she asked bravely.

"Of courseI'm available," Bringas said quickly. He knew what she intended to ask, and though
Camilo wasfriendly thiswas pushing it.

Camilo smiled, dso understanding. "I cannot deny a pretty woman, and you are more than
pretty,” hesaid. "Yes, | an acommunigt, the same as Raul.”

The same as Raul. Y et the two were enemies. Thiswas abad portent.

Then Camilo spoke to Bringas, before Adelita could organize another query. "Wewill be
traveling two or three days—perhaps more. There may be unpleasantness. That'swhy | need agood

"Juan isno communist!" Additacried, immediately responsiveto the threat in this Situation.

"But heisagood man," Camilo said, chucking her under the chin. "I fought with himinthe
Serra so 1 know." This, by coincidence or design, was so Similar to Bringas own remarks about
Camilo that they dl had to laugh, and her arguments were stifled. If Camilo were not Chief of the
Army it would still beimpaossible to deny him! He was one of the most popular figuresin Cuba, and
thiswaswhy.

In the car Camilo was more frank. "We are assured of privacy here,” he said. "My chauffeur is
Captain Cristino Naranjo, and you will seethat | trust him absolutely. Juan, we have very bad trouble



in Camaguey. Hubert has written aletter to Fidd."

"A letter?' Bringas dmost laughed at the letdown. Mgor Hubert Matos was now Military
Commander of Camaguey Province. This meant that he had thefind say in al mattersin Camaguey,
for there were no civilian authorities now. He supervised expropriations, land reform and executions.
All appedls of the Revolutionary Courtsin the province were decided by him. He was quite
competent in the office, and answered only to Fidel. He must have written scores of notes!

"Of resgnation.”

Oh-oh. Officersdid not smply resign from the government, as the Diaz Lanz case had
demondtrated. "lll health?| had no idea—"

"Protesting the infiltration of the government by communigts.”

Redl trouble! That was the worst thing aman could do, these days, for Fiddl was sensitiveto
such accusations. "Has he defected, then? It is hard to imagine him—"

"No. He has merdly written the letter. He wantsto retire to civilian life. Or, as he putsit: 'l do not
want to become an obstacle to the revolution, and believing that | must choose between adapting
myself or going into acorner in order not to do damage, the honest and revolutionary thing to do isto
go.' Of course | shdl haveto arrest him."

Bringas was no longer so naive asto have to inquire why. With Fidd's present mood, Matos act
was tantamount to treason. Of course it would blow over in time, but the next few dayswould
certainly be awkward.

"l admire and respect Hubert," Bringas said, "and | know the communigts are infiltrating the
government. Why should you, acommunist yoursdlf, want me dong for thisridiculous arrest?!

Camilo glanced out the window as though thinking his own thoughts. " Perhaps because you are
hisfriend. Y ou could persuade him to retract his statement, to gpologize to Fidel. It would be better
for him."

"Nonsense! Hubert isaman of honor. No one can change his mind that way—and | wouldn't
try."

Camilo wasslent for awhile. "What do you think of Fidel?* he asked at last, and therewas a
measured quality to his speech that suggested that thiswas no idle question.

"Heisagood man who has assumed a difficult respongbility.” True and safe,
"Of course. And his policies?’

Did he dare answer frankly? He was talking to a confessed communist about communism.
Would that beliketeling apig to stay clear of the swill? When that pig was one of the leading figures
of thefarm, and hisswill caviar? Though Camilo certainly had not acted like acommunist inthetime
Bringas had known him. Still, this man, barring the intervention of the paradox shield, could have him
ingtantly removed from the scene. He liked Camilo persondly, but had no illusions about the man's



capabilities. They had fought—and survived—together in the Sierra; Camilo could and would kill
when the need arose. Wasthis atrap of some sort?

Camilo turned to him, meeting his gaze. "Juan, if | wished to berid of you, | would not invent a
pretext.” True enough: Raul and Che were devious, Camilo was forthright. He probably had never
checked Bringas record, or he would have redlized, as Guevara had, that something was funny. "Tell
me your truth, and | will tel you my truth, and it shal be between us only. Crigtino will not talk, |
assureyou.”

Major Naranjo, the chauffeur! Bringas had amost forgotten the man's presence. But thiswasa
commitment hewasinclined to trust. "Fidd himself isgood, and | think he meanswell, and hisname
will be famousin history—but there are some unfortunate ramifications of the Revolution. The country
is becoming a shambles economicaly, the people are becoming dissatisfied, and the executions—well,
consder what Raul did in January, or Che at La Cabana more than once.”

"Raul...." Camilo saidironically, and Bringas knew he had scored. Perhaps that was one of the
thingsthat inclined him to Camilo: the man's bad relations with Raul Castro. Of course the enemy of
an enemy was not necessarily afriend, but it crested acompatible climate.

"Certainly the problems are not easy to solve," Bringas continued, trying to befair. "Nothing
short of acomplete revolution could have didodged the prior corruption. But so many promises are
not being kept, and the people are really no better off than before. If only Fidel would reconsider—"

"Y ou know Fidel! He does not consider or reconsider, hejust bulls ahead. Criticism only makes
him angry; it does not change what he does.”

"True." Let the Americans criticize and Fidd talked of gringos dying. But in fact Cubanswere
criticizing, and Cubanswere dying. "But you say you are communist, Camilo. Surely you do not
object to the influence of the communists!” Let him chew on that leading question!

Camilo smiled, il partidly distracted by his private thoughts. " There are communists and
communigts, Juan. They are as different from each other asare Raul and 1." Then he faced Bringas
again and spoke with force. "I believein the principles set forth by Marx and Lenin. My father wasa
founder of the party in Cuba, and | have been dedicated to it since childhood. But | am not afoal.
Herein Cubawe have atremendous opportunity—but Fidel is destroying it. He means well, asyou
say, but he is making calamitous mistakes. He is proceeding far too boldly, heis dienating essentia
elements, forfeiting the support of the people, squandering resources he should be adapting to our
purposes. Heis baiting the United States and making it a premature enemy, and thet is the sheerest
folly, for Cubas entire economy and cultura sphereisbound to that nation.”

"But how can Cubabe communigt,” Bringas asked, intrigued by this viewpoint, “and not
antagonize—"

"By being discreet! Asl wasinthe Sierra, asal disciplined communistswere. Not
believers-of-convenience like Raul! We had only to maintain the pretense awhile longer, cementing
the Revolution's friendship with the Colossus of the North, sdling it sugar and tobacco at agood
price, obtaining loans from it—the kind that are never repaid—and supplies, machinery, technica
know-how, rich tourists, even arms. Then, even after the true nature of the Revolution could no longer
be conceded, we could maintain good relations—just as Y ugodavia does, as Poland will. America



does not redly hate communism, whatever its paliticians clam; Americahates affront. By subduing
our pride, by biding our time, we could have had it al. Good government, good living and
hemispheric good-will. Certainly for anumber of years. If Americafindly turned againg us, we should
have had time to become economically and militarily sound. But Fide—surely hewill provoke an
economic boycott againgt us, aienate usfrom our friendsin Latin America, and perhaps even bring an
Americaninvasion of our territory—and for what? For the privilege of caling Americans'gringos?
For superfluous executions? For latifundia and industry we can't even manage properly? For stupid
interventionsin Latin American affairs, futile military expeditions and the like? What awaste of men
and resources, when we are not even consolidated yet and facing interna opposition like that of the
Catholics and the unions. We will have opportunity to deal with Americalater, when we are strong;
the only thing Fidel has gained isto put the Colossus on guard. | tell you, he gave the wrong speech in
July. It should have been 'Enemies—For What? and then four hours of fal se flattery for President
Eisenhower, Dulles, Nixon, American apple pie—everything, no matter how sickening. Such alittle
gesture; such avast amount to gain from the clumsy giant!™

Bringas nodded agreeably. It did make sense, considering the anarchy that was international
ethics of thisviolent pre-holocaust period. But why was Camilo telling him al this?

"] am about to speak treason to you," Camilo said serioudy, and Bringas gave abark of
laughter. The man had dready earned execution, if Fidel learned of this speech. But Camilo was
serious. "'l am trusting you not to betray me.”

"Camilo, I'm not acommunist. I'm not on your Sidein that respect, evenif I'm not exactly against
you. | do respect you persondly. I'd rather not know anything that would make me dangerous to
you."

"You are honest. That'swhy | trust you. And that iswhy Hubert Matos trustsyou, evenin this
timeof histurmoail. | think you can help me save hislife—if you choose.”

"Savehislife"

"My friend, you were not with Fidd aboard the Granma, as| was. Y ou cannot appreciate how
serioudy he reacts when stymied by one of his own, particularly one as personaly popular as Hubert.
Itisn't just show; when Fidel throws atantrum, he meansit. Hubert is not merely resigning; thirty-four
of hisofficersareresigning with him. Fidd will crucify themdl!"

"l can't believe that. Certainly there will be agreat noise, and Hubert will lose his good-standing.
But after afew days—"

Camilo shook his head. "Paredon.” The word was spoken with such sincerity that Bringas was
shaken. Matos was no traitor, and everyone knew that, but after the way Fidel had acted in thetria
of the airmen, and when the President had tried to go his own way—waell, it just might be.

"What do you want with me?" he asked reluctantly.

"l want you to talk to Hubert before | arrest him. Convince him that | am sincere. Hewon't
believe me directly, because he knows me as acommunist.”

"Sincere about arresting him? That hardly needs—"



"No. | mean to stage a coup d'etat, march on Havana, and oust Fidel. But | must have Hubert's
support. Only the two of ustogether can hopeto raly sufficient support against Fidd's popularity.”

Bringas sat stunned. Treason indeed!

"1 will give him my present pos—Chief of the Army. | will exclude communigts from the
government. | will stop the executions, revoke the Agrarian Reform, revise the 1940 Condtitution,
permit eections—"

"But if you are communist yoursdf—"

"Y ou keep coming back to that! | tell you | am Cuban first, communist second. There are virtues
in the capitdist scheme—" He paused, and Bringas suspected he was thinking of the fabulous
upper-class parties he had attended in Havana, the society girls he had bedded. Camilo professed
communism intellectually, but his heart seemed that of a capitdist. "American support isessentid. The
Americans may not trust me, but they know that Hubert is honorable. He may bethe only manin
Cubathat both the people and the Americans will support. Of course | will dispose of Raul and purge
Che, and the Americanswill likethat, but it is not enough. And | will help the common people—help
them, not make perpetua promises while things grow worse. Will you assst me now?"

"|—" But it was too sudden, too massive. Bringas had to think through the ramifications. His
own experience as Ingpector made him question whether Camilo could do much to reversethe
economic trend, unless he were actudly successful in obtaining massive American aid. Meanwhile,
how would such a coup affect his own misson? Camilo had carefully avoided naming the fate of
Fide, but obviousy no counter-revolution could be secure while Fidd lived. What was right?

"Without Hubert, | dare not try it. | can bring the communigtsin line, even for non-communist
programs, for | understand their motives. Hubert can enlist capitaist support, and thet is crucia now.
Together we can do it, and the people will follow us. But if Hubert refuses, the present order will
continue. Then | will haveto arrest him, and what followswill follow. Thisisnot athrest; itisa
datement of theinevitable."

"l—can't answer you," Bringas said.

Camilo smiled again, somewhat nervoudy. "No honest man could, immediately. But come with
me, consder the dternatives, and when you see Hubert—tak to him. Say what you will. | will give
you time. | am not confident that he will join me—Dbut | know he will not betray meif he declines. It
will just be the three of us. And Crigtino, of course.”

Just four, Bringas thought. Already three too many for such a secret.

They arrived at the city of Camaguey, in Camaguey Province, thefollowing day. Bringas
wrestled with the problems of ethics and paradox, hisfear for Matosif the arrest proceeded, and for
the Text A futureif the coup went through. He could come to no decision. His degp had been fitful
and consumed by forebodings. If he collaborated with Camilo he might undermine his own mission,
but Cuba might benefit enormoudy. Was the good of the country worth therisk of 233'svery
existence saverd centuries hence? And what of Addlita, right now? Would she suffer areprisa for
Bringas own part init?Y et again, could this be a better way to avert the missile crisis? Could he thus
avert the emotiona stigmaof his own phosphorus murders? Camilo was acommunist, but he



promised not to antagonize the United States, and he was good at not antagonizing people, and the
missiles of 1962 were surely antagonistic! But to betray Fidd, the hero of the entire Text A future—

Unable to make up hismind, he decided to et the paradox shield make the determination for
him. He would back Camilo—if he could.

And he could! He presented the case to Hubert Matos without interference from either external
or internal sources.

Matostook it camly enough. "I am notraitor,” he said. "Do you think | would resign in protest
to communigt infiltration, only to support acommunist coup? | want only to retirein peace and not
interfere with the good Fidel is doing despite the communigts.”

"But Camilo will haveto arrest you! He saysyou will get paredon!”
Matoslaughed. "Do you believe that, Juan?"
"No, of course not. But—"

"A communist will say anything to accomplish his purpose. He sets no vaue on his given word,
and has not the dightest respect for those who are foolish enough to believe what he says. Y ou can
trust acommunist only to act in his own best interest, however narrow that may be and however many
othersare hurt. That'swhy | oppose thislooming communist influence on Fidel so strongly. Fiddl is
not communist; heis merely being deceived by those about him. By Raul, by Che—those two are
extraordinarily clever and unscrupulous, and the web they spin is monstrous, but they are innocents
next to the true communists. Don't let Camilo lead you astray. Heisalikablefdlow, and | like him
mysalf, but | know better than to trust him in amatter likethis! Fidel isnot my enemy. Perhaps my
action will remove the scales from his eyes, and he will comprehend the menace Cuba faces. That
aonewill makeit worthwhile, no matter what my persond fate."

"But Camilo will diminate the communists from the government! He will purge both Raul and
Che—"

"By executing them?While he promises an end to executions?| think you have seen what such
compromise leadsto.”

He had indeed! "He didn't say he would execute them. Juss—well, diminate them from the
government.”

"Hetdls you this now, when he needs your help and mine. Perhaps he believesit now. But does
he redly have the strength or inclination to root out his own kind? Communist disciplineismore
savage than anything we know. No—Fidd isour only chance.”

Hubert would not be moved. It was Bringas who was being moved. Fidel was tempestuous, but
he was basicaly sincere. He merdly had placed histrust in the wrong people. And Hubert himself was
incorruptible. That explained why there was no paradox effect: Bringas could not affect this scheme.

But Camilo was not ready to give up so easily. "l will talk to him mysdlf. Of course he doesn't
trust me! Heisright not to trust me! But | must have himwith me! | will give him anything. Even the



premiership—Iet him root out the communists himsdlf, if he doubts my capacity! With hisintegrity and
my popularity—"

And Camilo tried, listing for Matos the people that could be relied upon to join such aventure:
the anti-communist guerrillas even now operating in the Escambray Mountains (Bringas hadn't known
about that!); the increasing number of disaffected urbaniteswho werelosing their style of living;
Camilo's own troops and those following Matos here in Camaguey; the mgjority of the university
students; men like Morgan, Menayo, Almeida, Aimgeiras—"Almgerasisthoroughly corrupt, but he
knows the present regime is destroying the kind of life he craves'—Aldo Varawho was once head of
the July 26th underground againgt Batista, but bitter now because of insufficient reward; former
Cuban president Carlos Prio—

Bringas could not keep up with the impressive stream of names, though Matos was obviousy
familiar with them. The dectrical workers, amost the whole of the labor movement—Matos cut it
short. "These same people followed Fidel, and now they are dissatisfied. They would soon be
dissatisfied again, and then what would you do?!

Camilo had answersfor every question, but somehow the answers were lessimpressive than the
questions. There was no decision that day. Camilo findly asked Matosto remain in his quarters but
not under technica arrest; obvioudy he still hoped to sway the man with alittle more time.

Theissue hung there, one hour after another, al that night and into the morning of October 214t
Bringas tensed with gpprehension, knowing that Camilo could not stal the arrest much longer without
arousing suspicion.

He was talking once more with Matos when the tableau shattered. Raul Castro burst in
surrounded by his bodyguards.

"Arrest these men!" Raul cried, and abruptly, without resistance, Hubert Matos and Juan Bringas
were prisoners, handcuffed like convicts on the way to the execution wall. "Arrest them al!” Raul
sad. "Every officer who supportsthistraitor! | want them in Havana by nightfall."

The mgjority of Raul's men departed, but Raul stayed to have afew words with the captives.
"Fdd wasworried—awhole day and no news from Camaguey! With you planning alittle private

coup, perhaps?*
"No," Matos said, accurately enough.

Raul pretended not to hear him. "So you arein on thistoo, Bringas! Thiswill certainly bea
pleasurel™

"I camewith Mgor Cienfuegos.”

Raul was about to speak again, but at the moment Camilo himself ssormed in with members of
his bodyguard. "What isthe meaning of this! | amin charge here! | givethe orderd!™

Raul turned to him with as malicious asmile as Bringas had ever seen. "Not anymore, party boy!
Y ou proved incompetent to perform asmple errand, so Fidel asked meto take care of this."



"Incompetent!" Camilo cried, enraged. None of hiswinning persondity showed now. "Y ou
pervert murderer! | am Chief of the Army. Y ou can't comein here and interfere! Leave at once!l”

"No pseudo-communist can give me orders" Raul said, hisface reddening. " Shut up, you
high-living traitor!"

"Y ou damned double-bastard! I'll—"

Bringas did not comprehend the significance of this epithet, but Raul bared histeeth in sheer fury.
He grabbed for his pistol, and there was murder in hisface.

Camilo knocked the weapon out of hishand. "Maricon! Y ou dare to draw on me? I'll put youin
hell!" And Camilo's own pistol wasin hishand as he sood over hisenemy.

But Camilo's own men intervened, pushing aside hisarm, cautioning him againgt murder, andina
moment he recovered control. " Get out of my sight, lover of bugarrones!™

Raul stood up again, beaten but by no means cowed. "Get back to Havanain ahurry, traitor!
Fidd wantsto see you today. I'll finish up here.”

Camilo stalked out to verify the order by phone, leaving Raul the seeming victor after al. Bringas
had never witnessed such naked hate as these two men had for each other—yet oncethe crisis
passed, each proceeded competently to his business. Hate was aredlity of their existence; they knew
how to livewithit.

Raul gave efficient ordersfor the digpatch of Matos and his officers to Havana, then took
Bringaswith him to a private office and dismissed hisguards.

Bringas feared Raul was going to torture him for information, or possibly execute him on the spot
as he had done with others before. But he had underestimated the man. "Watch how we ded with
traitors,” Raul said, and picked up the telephone.

Bringas, till manacled, made himsdf comfortablein an easy chair and listened, perplexed. Raul
was not even questioning him!

"Give me the tower commander, Camaguey airport,” Raul said into the phone, hisvoice cam.
Then: "Thisis Raul Castro. My associate Camilo Cienfuegoswill be boarding aplanefor Havanain
about an hour. Set up aflight chart that routesit over the sea.”

Therewas apause. "Of course | know the shortest route is over land! But thisis Fidd's order.
Tell the pilot there is bad weather over Santa Claraand held better fly around it. Mgor Cienfuegosis
far too vauableto risk." His smooth tone gave no hint of the mdicein hisface. Evidently the tower
commander assented, for Raul thanked him briefly and hung up.

Raul dided another number. "Osvadito? An arrplaneisbeing readied for takeoff in an hour. A
gmall Cessnawith aflight plan to Havana over the sea. Ingtal your merchandiseonit...." A pause.
"About thirty minutes, | think. It must happen over the water, comprendes?

What was the man setting up? Obvioudy thisboded ill for Camilo.



Raul made one more call. "Mori? The tower commander at the airport—makeit asuicide. Yes,
leave anote: ‘It ismy fault Camilo died.' Timeit properly... yes."

"A bomb!" Bringas exclamed, findly making the connection. ™Y ou're putting abomb on
Camilo'spland™

Raul shrugged, a smug expresson on hisface.

They waited slently in the office for an hour and ahaf. Bringas was manacled, and he knew
Raul would kill him gladly if he gave the dightest pretext, so he affected unconcern about Camilo's
fate. Surely Camilo could take care of himsdlf! Y et hewould bein ahurry, and preoccupied,
formulating his explanationsfor Fidd... would he check the plane?

The phone rang, making him jump. Raul answered immediately. "Oh, hell Che. So you have a
spy inmy guard.... No, my quarrel iswith Camilo, not with you.... Yes, | very much fear something
dreadful has happened.... Who?... No, | trust your judgment.... Very well. For you. Thistime."

He put down the phone and stared at Bringas. " Che—one of these days he will tread over the
line. But until | run down hisman in my group, | must humor him. | don't know why he choosesto
intercede for you, but thereit is. | was going to let you go anyway, and now Cheisin my debt."

Che Guevara had interceded to save him from Raul! What possible reason could the man have?
Was he afraid that Bringass prediction of his Bolivian destiny would be negated if Bringas died? Or
wasit atrap of some sort?

Perhaps it was the paradox shield? Che had said he could not affect Bringas, which meant he
hed tried. Maybe he was 4iill trying, just to ascertain the limits—he was that sort of man—and
paradox required that Bringas live beyond this point. It was the shield that had saved him, acting
subtly through Guevaras devious motivations!

The phone rang again. " So Camilo | eft on schedule? On that fight plan? Very good,” Raul said,
and hung up.

He came over to Bringas and unlocked the handcuffs. ™Y ou can go now, Juan. Remember this
day, and be guided by it." He made no overt threat. He didn't need to. He had indeed shown Bringas
where the power lay in Cuba, and the consequence of opposing it. If Bringas vaued hislife, he would
toe the line and keep his mouth shuit.

But Raul Castro had amost demonstrated unequivocaly that the Revolution had to be
overthrown. Bringas no longer felt guilty about the latter portion of hismission.

Camilo Cienfuegos disappeared, of course. There was atremendous search, with even the
United States assisting in the massive seaand air canvass. The whole idand mourned theterrible
accident, Fide most of all.

Behind the scenes it was quite another story. Camilo'strusted chauffeur and bodyguard, Captain
Naranjo, was shot and killed "by mistake" when he entered Camp Columbia. Another surviving
supporter, Captain Beaton, a Sierraveteran, made it to the foothills of the Oriente Province range. He
succeeded in escaping in amilitary jeep and drove to Estrada Palma, in the heart of the area once



controlled by Fidd's guerrillas. With five other officers he sarted on foot up the mountains. Fidel
himsalf gathered aforce of some twenty thousand men and surrounded the area, using the peinazo
technique. Captain Beaton was captured, his five men killed; then he was shot before Fidd's eyes.
Thetower controller at the Camaguey airport committed "suicide’ because of hisgrief at his
respongbility in Camilo's desth.

Bringas knew better than anyone else that Camilo Cienfuegos had conspired againgt Fidd. This
was the natural consequence of failure. Had Camilo taken power, Fidel himself would have fared no
better. Thiswas the way revolutionary politics were conducted; nobody followed the Marquis of
Queensbury rules. Fidd had done only what he had to to preserve his power. Fidel himsalf was not
redly culpable.

So Bringastold himsdlf, temporizing. He knew he had to begin acting againgt the Revolution,
establishing his credentid s with the anti-Castro underground, yet he could not quite bring himself to
oppose Fidd himself. What should he do?

Absent adecison, he did nothing.

In November both Manolo Ray and Lopez Fresquet resigned from the Cabinet. Raul Castro
was appointed a Cabinet member as Armed Forces Minister, and Che Guevara became president of
the Nationd Bank—one of the mogt influentid positionsin Cuba.

Y es, it was obvious where the power lay....

The Nationa Catholic Congress convened in Havana. Fidd himself attended the mass that
followed the immense torchlight parade. It was a concentration of people even larger than that of
Fidd's January arrival. Two hundred thousand souls were at the congress, and Bringas and Addlita
were there when the crowd chanted massively "Cubasi, Rusano! Cubasi, Rusano!” Fidel departed
at that point, but the people remained despite the cold rain. They knew, they knew!

That night Additamade love with specid fervor, and he realized how deeply she had been
moved by the demonstration. She was Catholic, of course; he had always known that, but hadn't
redlized the Sgnificance of communism. Catholicism and communism—they were fundamentd
enemies. He had no emotiona commitment to either, but if he had to choose to be one or the other,
he would be Cathalic.

Addlita seemed to have been flirting with the Revolution's expressed idedls, but after this she
reverted to her origina attitude. She continued to teach, but she no longer talked much about it.

In December Mg or Hubert Matos and his officers were brought to trial. Bringas anticipated
clemency, for surely Fidel knew now that Matos had steadfastly refused to join the conspiracy. Had
Matos attitude been otherwise, Fidel might not be in power now, for Camilo had been right about
that: both Camilo and Hubert had been extremely popular, and Camaguey would have been abagtion
sraddling Cubas midsection, dividing Fidd's resources a the outset. At the minimum, Matos
defection would have led to civil war—but he had been loyal to Fidel, despite his serious opposition
to the communist intrusion in Fidd's government.

Bringas was not caled to testify, to his mixed relief and regret. He wanted to speak on behalf of
Matos, but knew he would have to implicate himsdlf to do so. Had Che Guevara kept him clear of it,



again? Or wasit the paradox effect once more, preventing him from being widely publicized?

His hopesfor Matos were not to be realized. Fidel Castro was the principle witness against the
defendant. He spoke for seven hours, calling Hubert aconspirator and coward.

Bringas watched the entire circus on televison, abottle of fine Spanish cognac in his clenching
hand. How could this be happening to Hubert Matos, as fine aman as the Revolution had produced?
Matoswas certainly no traitor! Even if he had joined the conspiracy he would have doneit only to
save Cubafrom communism, not for persond aggrandizement. His only fault was that he wastoo
gtaunchly anti-communistic. That he should be crucified like this, this supremdy honorable man, when
infact it was Fidd's own brother Raul who was the traitor to the cardinal principles of human
decency....

Additaleft him grictly done. She served him good medls, for she was home; she kept the
gpartment beautiful; she acquiesced readily to his extemporaneous sexud demands; but she did not
bother him otherwise. She knew how he felt about Matos.

Bringastried to leave the televison set, to get away from this horror, but he was unable to
concentrate on anything else and was drawn back, again and again. He had to watch Fidel shouting
accusationsthat Fidel himsdlf had to know were false, destroying aman who had been more loya to
the principles of the Revolution than any other. If there were atraitor to the Revolution, it certainly
was not Hubert Matos. It was Fidd. He refused to curb the evil men of his government, he refused to
stand up for men of the people like Matos.

At last Bringas smashed the bottle against the television screen, shattering Fidd'sranting facein
gplashing cognac. "'Put mein touch,” he said, not looking a Addlita

She did not seem to hear him. But two nights later as they made hour-long love she whispered a
number. Thistime he pretended not to hear... but hefiled the digitsin his memory even ashe
penetrated her. By the numbersthey climaxed—those secret numbers that marked the irrevocable
turning point of his career in Cuba.

When she dept, he got up and went to the phone. He diaed for the operator, as he had to make
along distance cdll to Santiago de Cuba.

"Matosis not atrator,” the operator said. "May | help you?'

Startled, Bringas amost forgot his number. He had had no ideathat support of Matos went so
deep! He had somehow supposed that it was his persona problem, unrelated to the common pulse.
This voice on the phone was like the prompting of his conscience. How many citizens had been
amilarly dienated by thisoneissue?

"May | help you?' the operator repeated, sounding doubtful. She was risking her job by such a
political statement about the trial, and she could even be arrested hersdlf. Anyone could turn her in.
That nothing had happened to her yet implied either she was very lucky—or that support for Matos
was phenomendl. If Matos had supported Cienfuegos—

"May |—" shefatered.



"MATOSISNOT A TRAITOR!" he shouted, fedling an dmost sexua exhilaration and release.
It was good to speak the truth aloud! Then he gave the number.

Addlitaseemed to be adeep, though his shout should have disturbed her. But as he got into bed
besde her sherolled over and hugged him fiercely.

"I'm afrad!" Additasad. "How far have you gone, Juan? What are you planning now?"

Hekissed her. "l am aman of action. Y ou know that. Stick to your schoolteaching; don't make
melietoyou."

"I should never have given you that contact,” she muttered. "These past few months—I thought it
was just a propaganda oultfit. L eaflets, speeches, maybe even an underground newspaper—"

"It was' he said. He had phoned a representative of the new MRR—Movement for
Recuperating the Revol ution—headed by two men he had met during his guerrilladays. Captain Sotu
and Mgor Nino Diaz. They agreed with him: they were not traitors to the Revolution. They had
remained true to the principles for which they had fought in the hills. It was Fidel and his cronieswho
had changed.

Actuadly, none of this had been said on the phone, but he had gotten his message through. A few
days|ater abrother officer had contacted him. Because actual officersin Fidd'sarmy were at once
the most valuable and most suspect members of the counterrevol utionary movement, his enlistment
had been a ddlicate matter. Asit was, he knew it would be along time before he was trusted with any
important function within the MRR, and he would have to prove himsdf many times over.

Bringas had become a double agent: one for hisfuture, onefor his conscience. Thetiny
anti-Castro cell he carried had been converted from a benign growth to amalignant one. He could not
just coast along, a passive member; he had to accomplish feats that would make him widely respected
in underground circles. Even the Americans must trust him, when that time came. Heliked to believe
that this was the ethically necessary course; that he was not doing it solely because the mysterious
palimpsest document required it....

"l am afraid," shesaid. "I look at you, and | see the pocked wall behind you."
Paredon. An apt premonition.

Hetook her by the arm and sat her down. "Would you have me stand idle while the anima farm
goes communig?'

"You'retrying to push my buttond" she accused him. " Communism means nothing to you."

"A button here, abutton there," he said, pinching her two nipples through her blouse between his
thumb and forefinger.

"Stop that!" she exclaimed, laughing through her anger. "Every timel try to get serious, you get
sexud.”



"And who taught me perpetua sex?"
"That's not the point. Ouch!™

For as she spoke, he pushed the third button—in the middle of her soft stomach, squeezing her
waist hard.

"What is so bad about communism?* he asked as she recovered. "From each according to his
need; to each according to his ability."

"Oh, you've got it backwards!" she cried in frugtration. " To each according to hisneed, from
each ac—oooop!"”

He had finally scored on her nether button, through her panties, and her scream was part shock,
part excitement.

"Hasn't Fidd indtituted agrarian reform?' he asked her rhetoricaly, hand poised near her
derriere. "What's wrong with that?'

" Juan Bringas—if you pinch meagan—!"
He pinched her again.

She grabbed at his beard with one hand and kissed him furioudy while her other hand tore at his
trousers. Hetickled her insgde the thighs, one-fingered. He could smell her eagerness. Anger aroused
her asreadily aslove!

When the ensuing melee subsided, they were sprawled sidewise on the couch. Shehad a
scissor-hold around hiswaist, but he had impaled her through torn panties. Her resilient bosom was
open to hisface, and he had a breathtaking mouthful of button #1 dong with part of her blouse.

"Now gtop it or I'll smother you!" she said, taking a handful of his hair with her unpinned arm and
pressing hishead in.

In response he used his own unpinned hand to pinch her yet again, from behind. Her buttocks
tensed violently under his pam, and the reflex of her body enclosed his degp member o that they
climaxed together.

"To answer your implied question,” he said formally astheir flesh mdted jointly, "there aretwo
fundamenta flawsin true communism. Firg, thereisno provison to ensure that the totaitarian
governmental structure ‘withers away' when the appropriate time comes—"

"You'reincorrigiblel" shesaid. "Every time| get sexud, you get serious.” She shifted to amore
comfortable position. "Y ou know, your totditarian structure iswithering away!"

He sighed and withdrew it. He was not, after al, asuperman. "So it becomesin fact a
dictatorship, subject to the myriad ailments of the species. Second, thereis no inherent persona
incentive for theindividua to excd, for everything goesto the sate and returnsfrom it impartialy. And
when the masses don't have reason to produce, the economy as awhole deteriorates, until—"



"Tyrants a the top, lazy peasants a the bottom,” she said. "Why don't you come teach schooal, if
you know so much about it! Shut up and kiss your yegua, professor!”

"Why?" he asked, till teasing her though he knew the timefor it had passed. "Y ou're better a
communism.”

Then shewas angry again, but she showed it subtly. She stood up and walked across the room,
pulling her clothing into somekind of order. "Very wdl, tyrant—shal | take my peasant offering to the
G-2?

"They wouldn't have you in that condition.” Why did this banter haveto take acrue turn? Wasit
guilt for what he could not give to 233? Was he reminding himsdf not to get too intimately involved
with Addita? Or could it be concern about his coming mission for the militant underground? He just
might get himself killed, and in that caseit would be better for Addlitaif she didn't love him too much.

"Y ou have no interest in this?" She brought out her hand, and now she was fighting back the
tears.

It was ametd tube about the size of ashort pencil. Bringasfet an ugly chill. "What are you
doing with that?' he asked tensdly. "Where did you get it?'

"One of your anonymous friends delivered it this afternoon while you were out. A package of
them. All neatly wrapped. He said there had been a problem somewhere, and that you would have to
keep them. He said not to drop the package, or set it on the stove—"

Now Bringas began to swest. If she had inadvertently crushed or heated any of those items—
"It must beamisake" hesaid. " A—aconfusion of names."

"Dont fence with me!" she cried. "I wasin the mountainstoo, remember? Do you think | was
adeep dl thetime | wasn't spreading my legsfor you? Do you think | don't know ablasting cap when
| have one shoved in my face? Do you think | can't guessthe gameyou are playing? Thisredly is
paredon, Juan!"

"Don't waveit about like that!" he whispered, appaled. "Those things are touchy!"

"What isit," she said evenly. " Sabotage? Arson? Murder? Didn't you have enough of that,
putting Fidd into power? Do you haveto start it dl over again? Those sensdess crimes against
mankind in the name of the 1940 Condtitution?"

Strange—she had been cool toward his efforts when he supported Fidel; now she was more
than cool when he opposed Fidd. Could he be certain of her personal loyalty? He was converting the
origina propaganda group into an effective action group, and this entailed acomplex and careful
building effect. They needed reliable contacts for supplies, for temporary hideouts, for information;
and every contact was asecurity liability. Someone had bungled dready, putting those blasting caps
into Addlitals handdl

"Only abuilding," he said, his eyesfixed on the explosve device she hdd. "A warehouse.
Nobody there. No killing. Motor parts. Without those replacements, half the trucksin Havanawill



grind to ahdt in months."

"And who will suffer?" she demanded. "Not Fidel! The campesinas, who haveto haul their
produce into town to sall, the utilities needing repair from trucks—the little people. Those are the ones
you are hurting! Why not just another mass execution while you're a it? Shoot the peasants! They're
awaysthered target."

"Y ou're overwrought." But there was enough truth in her words to make him fed guilty and
unessy.

She set the blasting cap down carefully and cameto him again. " Juan, Juan—they will kill you!
The G-2—"

Helooked at her sadly. "Asyou say, | helped put Fidel in power. Now he has betrayed the
revolution and put the communistsin control. What can | do, in conscience, except help put him out
of power? And it hasto bethisway. | can't go back to amountain guerrillaexistence; the peinazois
death to guerrillas. We have to organize the lines of supply in the cities, establish support to maintain
our urban guerrillaoffensgve. We haveto hit Fidd where he least expectsit, keeping him offbalance,
with specia attention to his transportation so that he cannot attack us successfully. It isthe samething
he did to Batista. We can't hope to overthrow him right now; al we can do is sabotage him,
nate his communist hierarchy, stir up the people againgt him. Perhgpsthe little man will suffer,
as hedid before; that isthe price we have to pay to right the colossal wrong we have wrought. To
end Fidel's betraya of our prior efforts.”

"Y ou said that lack of incentive under the communist system would destroy the economy
anyway; why must you stain your own hands with blood?!

"] dso said thetotditarian hierarchy would not wither away of its own accord. Cubamay grind
down until it isthe poorest country in theworld, but Fidel will il have his cognac. My way, Cuba
may suffer for months—but then it will be over. The operation ispainful, asany surgery is, but the
disease must be cured.”

She dropped her eyes. "Why don't you marry me? Then when you go to thewall I'll be areal
widow."

"Youwill ssemeagan,” he said serioudy, thinking of their contact in 1962. "Even if something
happens, and word reaches you that | am dead, | will come to you. Perhaps not to stay, at firs—"

Shewas gtaring a him, horrified. "Are you leaving, Juan?'

Heredized how cardlesdy and crudly he had spoken, trying to comfort her. What could she
know of timetravel or of thelife that waited for him in his own culture, once he had completed the
larger mission? How could he explain that it was essentia that he establish hisbonafidesasan
anti-Castro partisan, for the sake of the message he would send at the time of the missile crisis?

It wastime to mend his home fences. He put his arms around her reassuringly. "l was speaking
metaphoricdly. | wastrying to say | loveyou.”

She made an effort to resist him, but those words destroyed her willpower. She collapsed



againg him and sobbed.

What use wasit trying to prevent her from becoming too deeply involved with him? He could no
more say no to her emotion than she could to hisactions. Sheloved him, and it gavehim a
responsibility he could not avoid. How could he preach to her about hismoral commitment—which
was for him only ahaf truth, snce he was serving his own purposes more than those of Cuba—while
reneging on hismoral commitment to her? Heloved 233, but that did not justify destroying Adelita
The two women were in separate spheres, timeitself prevented any conflict between their interests.

Bringas did not go on the planned mission that night. He made hasty excusesto the group and
passed along the blasting caps. Then hetook Addlitato the Jesus de Miramer Church, where dl the
priests opposed the government. He talked with Father Villalonga and arranged to dispense with the
usual vows and ceremony, for he feared the paradox shield if the matter were not kept secret.

There, in aprivate courtyard, with date padms and royd palmsthe only witnesses, Juan Bringas
married Addita Suarez.

That same night, asthey made the wildest love yet, acarful of dynamite went off prematurely,
killing two members of Bringas action group. Either the touchy explosive or the touchy blasting caps
had been jolted too hard when the car struck a pothole.

It was the mission Bringas had deserted at the last moment. But for his decison to marry
Addita, hewould have beenin that car.

The redization reminded him how narrowly he was skirting desth these days, and jogged
something dsein hismind. "Addita—did you see the woman in the church?!

"There were severd peoplethere,” she said. "They go at any hour to pray.”
"The short blonde woman in good clothing?”

She considered. "Yes, | did see her. In her late thirties, but well proportioned. Do you know
her? | think shelooked at you—"

"That's Luisa. Shesa—well, sheredly is ayegua But agood woman. If you are ever in trouble
and you need help, go to her."

Adedlitalooked at him oddly, but nodded.

That was dl there wasto that, but he was to wonder about it many times thereafter. Had the
paradox shield saved hislife only so that he could tell Adelitahow to locate him when he came,
unknowing, in 19627 And if so, had he now satisfied the conditions of the tempora inversion, so that
it had no further need to protect him? Suddenly he felt distressingly mortd.

The group wasin asorry state. It had not occurred to most of the men that the merchandise
could be as deadly to the handler asto the target. They were novices at thistype of warfare, where
the sdes were not clear-cut and the weapons were not mere bullets. The various underground



factions were dependent on the United States CIA and similar sources for their wegpons, and the
CIA for reasons of its own acted to prevent these factions from ever unifying into asingle, centralized,
effective group. The Cuban G-2 searched out conspirators ruthlessy, making anti-Castro activity of
any kind extremey hazardous. Disaffected Cubans who might have hel ped the underground were
leaving the country steedily, Sphoning off the raw materid of the underground. Thisleft an at-times
motley crew. Members knew each other only by first names, and suspicion was constant.

Having seen two of their members perish violently, they were even lessinclined to become active
terrorists, and but for Bringas expertise and drive the group would have dissolved. They were hoping
that the United States would act to overthrow Fidel Castro, so that the underground could merely
play at revolution while assuming good credits to cash in when the new order occurred. Bringas knew
better. Fidel would remain in power many yearsto come, and the communistslonger yet, in thetwo
futures he knew persondly! All of thiswas futile—but he had to participate for the sake of 233.

Bringas decided to dispense with dynamite. What they had been using was old, beginning to
extrude oily droplets of nitro, and if he trusted it much further he would be begging for another
accident like thelast. So helocated a source of plastic explosives, and studied the manud carefully so
that he could ingtruct hisgroup initsuse.

A month after the explosion they received therr first shipment of Composition C3in M5
demolition blocks. The wooden box weighed about forty pounds and was delivered directly to
Bringas. Additaknew what he was up to, but kept her peace. There was atacit understanding
between them: he had married her, even if no oneknew it; she covered for him during his
underground missions, though she hated them.

Bringas brought the box to the group's meeting-place. They were dl there, nervous but intensely
interested: M chor, Luis, Macho and Baro. Five men, including him—uwere going to rock Havana,
literdly!

" am going to introduce you to a potent lady," Bringasinformed them. He opened the box
carefully, though he knew there was no danger from its contents. He lifted out one of thetwo
packagesingde. "Thisisahaversack, so you can carry her around handily." He swung thebagina
circle once while the men winced, knowing the deedly properties of that bag.

He sat down the haversack and opened it, removing a cardboard container colored olive-drab.
It was about €leven inches long and two inches square in cross section. " She is anice package, asyou
see. But let'sremove her dress...."

He pried open the cardboard and reved ed another wrapping of glazed paper. "And her
underclothing...." He stripped away the paper. Within it was abar of yellow materid. "And here she
is, the star of our show: Miss Plastic Explosivel”

"Smellslike shoe polish," Baro said.

"Perfume,” Bringas explained lightly. He set the bar down on the table and drew on apair of
doctor'srubber gloves. He didn't want that smell adhering to his hands. Then he picked up the bar
again, grasped it by each end, and snapped it in haf a its middle perforation. The men winced again.

"Now Miss Explosiveis quite amenable to handling,”" he continued. " She won't lose her temper



no matter how you mistreat her. Not like most women. Watch." He dropped the bar on the floor.

Thistimedl four spectators scrambled for cover. But there was only adull thud. "Areyou
nervous about something?" he teased them, though his own pulse had jumped. This stuff redly was
inert!

Bringas picked up the battered chunk and twisted off a piece the size of histhumb. The waxy
coating on it covered his gloves and the shoe polish aroma became stronger. " Give her ahotfoot and
shewon't scream,” he said, striking amatch. The men again dove for cover as he applied the flame to
the fragment.

The plastic burned—rapidly but hardly explosively. The men looked sheepish.

"Y ou can shape her to any cavity," Bringas said, forming his one-pound massinto acrude
figuring of a nude woman with huge breasts and hips. "No fuss, no muss, no bother. No one will
know sheisthere—until she goes off."

"But will shego off?' Baro asked dubioudy. He touched the figurine in an intimate region. "How
do we know sheisn't just colored clay?"

"Wait until we use her," Bringas assured him grimly. " She packs a stiffer punch than dynamite or
TNT, weight for weight.”

"How do we st her off?" Mechor asked. "If ignition and concussion don't do it—"

The men were becoming amost contemptuous of this doughy mass. Fine—that would give them
confidence to handleit. Bringas brought out adender copper tube resembling apen. "Hereisan M1
dday typefiring device—the detonator for Miss Plagtic. I'll show you how to activate it in amoment.”
He poked one end into the crack between the nude's fat thighs. "When she gets goosed by this
phalus, she dimaxes. Explosvely.”

They al laughed, but dubioudy. Bringas proceeded to show them how to assemble and set the
detonator. Thiswas afar more ddlicate operation than the handling of the plastic itsdlf, for thefiring
device wasfar from inert and packed afar wallop by itself.

They droveto the Tdleres Ministerio Obras Publicas—the row of yellow buildings south of the
bay. Bringas remembered passing them the two times he had entered Havana with Addita—once
after escaping from La Cabana prison, once as part of Fidd's motorcade. Behind those buildings
were now parked about two hundred Russian trucks, and there was awarehouse full of repair parts.
A primetarget, as such trucks would be used to transport troops and army supplies.

He had an uneasy thought: did the fact that these buildings still stood in 1962 indicate that his
present mission had failed? Would paradox interfere again? Not necessarily; the buildings could be
repaired in two years....

Baro parked the car at ViaBlanca, ablock from the depot. Baro was the only one Bringas had
re confidencein, in an emergency; the others had become virtua robotsin their fear, merely



following orders.

The Luyano River passed here, and Bringas had to wade through it so asto enter at the back,
while the others waited in concealment. There might be asentry.

Ashe came out of the water, stedthily, earsdert for the dightest sound, the Canofiazo de
Nueve sounded, startling him unpleasantly: the nine o'clock cannon blast at Cabana. But in that pause
he spied the lone guard. Too bad; he was going to have to break apromiseto Adelita.

He jumped the fence silently and stalked the man, who was about 45. The guard carried a
Russan submachine gun, but faced away and paused to light a cigarette. Bringas came a him rapidly,
passed an arm from behind around the throat, put pressure againgt that throat with the edge of his
wrigt, joined his hands, and started pulling back while leaning his shoulders against the back of the
man's neck. At the same time Bringas dropped to the ground. Therewas a crack! and the guard's
neck was broken.

How far he had come, since hesitating even to carry agun during hisfirst mission into Cubain
1962! Now he had killed aman he didn't know, asaminor part of another mission. He did not enjoy
it, but he would lose no deep about it either. It was necessary—better to be amurderer than afool.
Thiswasthe fastest way to take out aguard silently, with no chance for the man to wake and give the
aam. And it would show the others, whose courage needed bolstering, that they were playing for
keeps. There would be no pardon for anyone caught, and they al had to understand that. He had
oncetried to spare lives, and had ended up killing many more men far more painfully, and in the
process abolished hisown wife....

Y et amuffled voicein his head muttered that it might be better to be afool, even adead one,
than amurderer. Perhapsit was his conscience....

He opened the gate and signaled. The men raced in, each carrying four or five haf-blocks of
ydlow C3, the blocks linked together with detonating cord, or primacord. M chor, Luis, Macho and
findly Baro herding them in. Good enough.

Bringastook Luisinside the building to place charges, while Baro supervised the outside crew.
They would place the plastic against severd of the parked trucks, so that the gasoline tanks would
rupture and spray fluid al over thelot and take out the rest of the vehicles.

Inside Bringas discovered oil drums stacked in acorner, and crates with spare parts. Thiswasa
welding shop, with oxygen-acetylene tanks—what a break! Those pressurized tanks would go up
with ablast that would ignite the whole building! A couple of chargesjust so—

Damn! He had forgotten his rubber gloves. He would have to operate barehanded—the last
thing he wanted.

"Who's watching for the police?' Luis demanded nervoudy. Bringas saw he was swesting. Luis
was an effeminate, rumored to have a boyfriend named Tino. But that was no concern of this group.
Terrorists could hardly be choosy about their company! "I didn't know we were doing it tonight—"

Of course he hadn't known! Bringas had told them thiswas to be a reconnai ssance mission, so
no one would get cold feet or give something away to the authorities inadvertently. "No need to



watch," he snapped as he set the plastic in place and shaped it to stay. His hands were stinking; it
would take forever to get that giveaway shoe polish smdll off! "We'reinsde the complex, the gateis
closed, the buildings shield us from the road. No one can see us. And if the police did catch on, they'd
comein such force wed have no chance anyway. So forget it.”

Luishardly seemed reassured. He was abad choice for this mission, Bringas reflected; he was
trembling so that it was unsafe to have him touch any of the makings.

He crushed the tube and set the detonator in one of the lumps of C3. Sweat dripped from his
face. God, it was hot in herel

The primacord linked the inside charges with those againgt the trucks. One explosion would set
off therest. But to be sure, he inserted a second detonator farther aong the chain. Then he went out
and set athird in atruck charge. It was atriple-safety system: even if adetonator failed, or there was
abreak in the primacord, the entire thing would blow from one of the other points. He wanted no
falure herel

"We have fifteen minutes," he said. " So take your time. Cover your traces carefully, closethe
gate, don't drop anything. We can't afford any evidence of our presence—except the explosion itsalf!”
And he sat the example, walking dowly.

But he would be glad to get out of here. His shirt was soaking with swegt, and the otherswere
no better off. It wasn't just the tension; this was the hottest night he could remember, and no breeze a
al! Hefdt akind of desperation himsdlf, an urge to run—but he made them take afull five minutesto

wrap it up.

At last they walked—dowly—to their car. Luis was white-faced, but it was Baro who fiddled
with the lock and dropped the keysin hisanxiety. Thiswasthefirst real sgn Baro had given of the
pressure on him.

"Takeit easy," Bringas said asthe man scrambled for the keysin the dark gutter. "We havea
good Six or saven minutes—"

Thenit went off.

Bringas happened to be facing the blast. A tremendous flame illuminated the building and pushed
on out, unfolding like ared flower. Then the blast wave picked him up and threw him againgt the car.
The sound smote him as hefdl to hisknees, earsringing.

Deafened, half-blinded, Bringasfelt apeculiar satisfaction, arelease throughout his body. It was
akinto asexud orgasm. Y et hismind was gppdled at his body's response. How could acivilized man
react with such pure joy to such raw destruction? Was this his true nature under the veneer of
rationdity? In what way, then, was he superior to Che Guevaraor Raul Castro—or even Almejeiras?

They piled into the car, dl of them awed and dazed, and Baro drove, wildly and far out of the
way. Thiswas not mere confusion; they had to foil any possble pursuit.

"Arewe going to ditch the car?' Luis asked.



"No," Bringas said, fed up with the man. "It isregistered in the name of an exile; they can't trace
usthrough the car. In acouple of dayswell fill it with explosves and useit to blow up another target,
caandal.”

They drove on to the shores of the Almendares, crossed through the tunnel and went down
aong theriver. Now their gunswere aliability, for they were not hunted men; they would leave them
at their supply apartment, then clean up and disperse to their individua apartments. They al stank of
shoe polish, Bringas especidly, and he wasitching to scrub his hands and get rid of that incriminating
odor.

Their apartment was in afifteen story building, so that their entries and departures were usualy
concedled in the numbers of other people coming and going. Rural guerrillas might find security in
isolation; urban guerrillasfound it in crowds.

"Drive past first and park ablock beyond,” Bringas said. "We have to make sure—"

"Do you think I'm afool?' Baro snapped. "We always go past firs." He was correct; they
awaysdid, and Bringas reminder had only betrayed his own jumpiness.

They studied the area carefully. There were no police cars. One pedestrian sood near the main
entrance; that was al.

"All clear!" Luisexclamed, vasily relieved.

"Not al clear,” Bringas sad, irritated. "I've never seen aman outsdethere at ten at night. He
waswatching us." Heknew it was more likely that the man was merely waiting for afriend to pick him
up; but thiswas not the night to risk anything. "Baro and | will walk past and check; the rest of you
waitinthecar."

There were two somber-looking men in the lobby, alight showing at their floor—and a parked
G-2 car in back.

"Oneof usisaninformer,” Bringas said grimly asthe two of them ambled with pretended
nonchalance back to the car. "There was no way for G-2 to know our identity this soon after the
blast. No legitimate way."

"What about thetiming?' Baro demanded angrily. "That blast could have killed us al—just the
way the last one got two of us. You set the detonators, you made us stay within letha range
unnecessarily. Y ou skipped out entirely on the last one. Were you trying to get therest of usthis
time?'

Brother! Bringas held histemper, knowing that there was some justice in the man's suspicion.
Baro was quicktempered and outspoken, but there was no question about his competence or loyaty
to the cause. His aging father had been jailed for speaking against Fidel's policies, and had died of a
ruptured gppendix because of inadequate medicd attention while awaiting trid. "'l wasright there with
you," Bringas pointed out. "'l wasthelast to leave the building. If | had known—"

They were at the car. Tersely Bringas explained the Stuation.



"Wewereadl together,”" Luis said, white-faced. "An informer would have... brought the police
before we st... set the blast. And stayed well clear himsdlf. He never would have let you... let us
destroy the trucks."

Bringas had to agree. Y ou're right. Something or someone ese must have tipped them off. All
of us here have to be exonerated. Any one of us could have screamed warning to the authoritieslong

"Someone did" Baro said. "Someone who didn't know exactly what or when... maybe our
explosives contact.”

"Or someone who knows about us," Macho said from the rear seet of the car. "My family
knows nothing. They would never betray me, but if they knew they might by accident—"

"l have no family,” Mechor said.

"What about that woman you live with?' Baro demanded of Bringas, standing beside him outside
the car.

Bringas started to make an angry rebuttal, but had to pause. Addlita did know, and she had tried
to get him to stop. Could she have acted more devioudy?

"Therestheleak!" Baro cried. "Y ou can seeit on hisfacel”

"No!" Bringas shouted, sweating, heedless of who might overhear. " She put mein touch in the
firgt place. She would never—"

"Perhaps she figured you'd be better off in acdl than blown up!" Baro inssted with merciless
plausihility. "Cha-cha-cha—"

Bringas dgpped him, open hand on the mouth. " Shut up!™

Baro responded with aquick punch to the ssomach, but it lacked force. They were friends;
suspicion had made their nerves ragged, but they did not really want to hurt each other.

"Stop it!" Luis screamed, amost tumbling out of the car in his effort to get between them. "The
G-2inthe apartment—they'll hear usl We haveto get out of here, not quarrel!"

Of course he wasright. They were doing the worst possible thing, fighting dmost in sight of the
enemy. They dl piled back into the car and Baro drove again.

"Shewouldn't doit!" Bringas said. She might, he thought.

"If you believe that, you can test her yourself,” Baro said. "Well go to the dternate hideout. Or
did you tell her about thet, too?"

"I DIDNT TELL HER ABOUT EITHER HIDEOUT!"

"Wdll, go there and phone her and tell her where you are. If the G-2 comes—"



Bringas had no choice but to agree, though he fdt like atraitor himself. He would be setting a
terribletrap for her. If she were guilty—NO! And if she were innocent—she was innocent—would
sheever forgive him?

He smiled uncomfortably. Here hindsight helped. Additaobvioudy had forgiven him by 1962.

But if she had been responsible for sending him to prison, without his suspecting her, she might
be eager to rgjoin him when he got out, so asto betray him again when something redly big was
afoot....

Hefdt unclean, making these conjectures. But he was amultiple agent himsdf, serving asa
Captainfor Fidel, acell leader for the underground, atime traveler from alater century, and, of
course, he ultimately served his own ends, trying to recover hiswife. He had to view such matters
redigticdly. If Additahad any hint of his covert purposes....

The hideout wasin the V edado section not far from the Focsa building: an gpartment building in
front of the former Ministry of Agriculture on Calle 23. Thefirst floor was acafeteria, but the next ten
were notorious for their trysting places and expensive call girls and boys. Marta, a mulatto madam,
owned the apartment; she had loaned it to them because she was strongly anti-Castro. The rooms
were donein Chinese decor with beautiful red draperies.

Therewere no G-2 men in evidence, so they mounted to the fifth floor and waited. Bringas
medethecal.

Adeditaanswered at once, and he felt awarm thrill at her familiar voice despite the
circumstances. "l thought you would be home by now. There was some kind of explosion; the
windows réttled, and | thought—"

"Yes, wedid that. The G-2 isafter us. | can't talk now, but I'll tell you where | am.” He gavethe
address. "I'll meet you in afew days, you know where."

"l understand,” she said. He could not tell whether her voice was doof or tightly controlled.

He had baited the trap. He had killed aman this night, but what he was setting up for Addlita
hurt him worse.

As heturned away from the phone, hefelt ablow on his head. Then blackness.

Hishead pounded and it felt grosdy swollen. He was nauseous. He tried to get up, but his hands
were tied together behind his back and linked to his bound ankles. He was gagged by a balled-up
handkerchief ingde his mouth under hislip, with another handkerchief bound over it.

Bringaswas Sck and furious. At himsdf more than the others who had left him here. He should
never have let down his guard enough to be caught thisway. He understood Baro's position: when a
man was under suspicion, you couldn't just let him call in the G-2 and wait for the capture! But
because they had not been sure, they'd given him the benefit of the doubt and only incapacitated him
long enough for them to escape cleanly. If hewereinnocent, or if Adelitawere innocent—samething,



really—he would be able to work hisway free and go home with nothing more than aheadache. That
was certainly better than being killed.

But he should have fathomed Baro's motive. It was his own failure as an agent that had gotten
him into this mess, and it was an inexcusable lapse.

First thingsfirst. He chewed on the gag and finally managed to spit it out. He worked on the
bonds and though his wrists soon became bruised, then bloody, he was able to free hisfeet for
waking.

Now he could get to the kitchen and find aknife to cut therest.

Adelitawould not betray him, he thought as he moved. He was sure of that. Her arguments and
reservations had been for his ears done. Hetrusted her.

The door burst open.

PART SIX

He knew what they were trying to do. It was the disorientation treatment. The cell was small and
dark and usually silent, and he was aone, with no way to ascertain how much time was passing. Even
the temperature seemed to vary little, so there was no distinction between day and night even that
way. His medswere brought at different times, sometimes within an hour of each other and
sometimes aday apart, so that his digestion was no guide ether.

"Pig!" aman'svoice screamed suddenly. "Talk! Talk, or diel"
That, too. He knew better than to answer.

Hefought it, but knew that the trestment was working. He was becoming disoriented. Already it
was difficult to keep track of the order of events since his arrest by the G-2.

The door had burst open... and they had taken him to the G-2 headquarters, where interrogators
had told him that they knew everything, confess and recelve alenient sentence, give them other
names... Raul Castro had appeared, sneering, dapping him afew times, and he had spit a goober of
thick yellow phlegm at the man's face—or had he dreamed that? Had he seen Raul at dl, or merely
imagined Raul'sface? At any rate, he had annoyed somebody, for their goons had given him a
professiona workover whose expertise he could now appreciate at leisure: much pain, little actua
damage. And he had not talked. He knew he had not talked, because they had put him in the cold
room, air conditioned, too smdll for effective movement... like treading naked across Antarcticain
winter, not that he ever had... after some hoursit seemed warm, and it took them sometimeto revive
him sufficiently to talk and he didn't talk, because then it was the no-deep treatment, bright lights,
banging againgt the cell barsloudly if hetried to deep, or forcible waking and he ill did not talk
because then the injection of sodium pentotha or was that before the cold room? But it didn't work
because he had been immunized againgt this sort of thing before the first mission into Cubaand now
disorientation they could disorient him as much asthey wanted he stillwouldnottalk...
gtill-would-not-talk... STILLWOULDNOTTALK.



Before him was Santa Barbara, saint and goddessin her flowing red robe, mounted on her
steed, which was alarge turtle, and wearing her bright sword. Then an old Indian appeared and told
him he was going to survive thewar. It was his guardian spirit who alwaystold the truth. "Pig, you are
going to paredon if you do not talk soon!™

Bringas woke. There was food again, and he ate, for he could not do otherwise.

How to keep track of the time? He had been arrested in May, Fructo on the real calender, or
Aymaray: the dance of the young maize. It must be June now, Prio, Inti Raymi, festiva of the
sun—Nilo had aways said he wanted to die in the sun, and where was Nilo now? No, no! The young
maize was Crau, April; May was the song of the harvest. Was he forgetting his own caendar? July,
Estrada, earthly purification, CanaWarkis—

It was no use. Mindless repetition of months could not help save hismind. Nor could dreams of
women riding on turtles.

Women....

233 clasping hisface between her large, muscular thighs, begging for an extraminute. Even that
was over too soon. Addita had shown him... And it was not Perversion, nothing that pleasured man
and woman was Perversion... and impossible to conceive through the rectum... except the joke, that's
how Batistianos are born, or communistas, or whatever.

The Spaniards set up estates, with cultivation carried on by serflike Indians who could neither
move from the land nor be removed from it. The Revolution had changed dl that; now they were
called cooperatives, not estates. So the old semi-feudal society continued under different guise, with
itscommunist aristocracy and its growing servile class. In the twenty-first century it would be made
even more scientific and titled Caste... Cadtro....

Spread for me, woman of dl time; | am asuperman. | will fill your anuswith white
phosphorus....

A closed, barred van, two guardsin front, a G-2 car before, another behind... Juan Bringas rode
in styleto afamiliar residence, the Cabana prison.

Behind abarred window with safety glass, he stared out al the way from the Miramar section of
Havanathrough Vedado and on. Down 5th Avenida and its date palms, across the Almendares
River, dong the Madecon, past the apartment houses where he and Adelita—was she there now?
Would he ever see her again? Had she betrayed him? 233 would never have doneit, but Adelita,
unfathomalble motives... down, under the Bay of Havana... long shining hair, full buttocks... thegrim
wallsof LaCabana

He had not talked, he had not confessed, he had not been tried or sentenced. But neither had
those people Raul Castro machine gunned... and even a commuted sentence had not saved Captain
Castario.

The prison was much as he remembered it from two years|ater: the same cramped cells, bare



patio, forbidding wallswith guards atop like living warts. "Carne Frescal" the guards prisoners
shouted as he entered. "Fresh meat!”

Old home! Even the same ridiculous Coca-Colamachine. Bringas smiled as he went for abottle.
Jmenez had been right: the taste had grown on him.

Then he frowned. He should have reached the machine by now, but somehow he hadn't. He
was turned around, walking away—uwithout his drink. The continuing disorientation must have...

He turned about again and made for the machine. It was shinier than it had been, asthough more
recently ingalled, and... he was facing the wrong way.

What was the matter? Why couldn't he do asimple thing like fetching a bottle from avending
meachine, as he had so many times before? He wasn't that confused!

A third time he went for it, counting his steps determinedly. He was going to settle thisright now:
could he or could he not perform this simple task. One-two-three-four-five-six—

Someone laughed. "Can't make up your mind, friend?"
Another failurel

Then, mercifully, he redized the truth. The paradox shield held him back. He had used this
machine as an aid to his prison break in 1962. If he tried the same stunt now, in 1960, he would
expose the secret, get the machine removed, and make his subsequent exploit impossible. He had
doneit then, which meant he couldn't do it now. Though the episode was two yearsin thisworld's
future, it wasasmilar period in his persona past, and he could no more interfere with his past than
any other man could. So the secondary paradox shied kept him away from the machine entirely,

playingit safe.

Theredlization reopened an impressve array of possibilities. The shield had affected him severd
times before that he knew of, and perhaps had guided him many more times that he hadn't suspected.
Inthe SeerraMaestra, of course, when he hadn't been able to shoot the |ast Batistiano soldier, and his
introduction to Addlita; she had remembered him in 1962, so naturally he had to meet her in 1958.
The entire romance of 1958 to 1960, predicated by the vagaries of 1962, preset by hisown
framework just as this cola machine fiasco had been. Had this same force blunted his awareness at
the time Baro was making ready to strike him down? Would his escape from that trap have atered
things paradoxicaly? Addita—had she betrayed him—and was this part of the natural order of
hismission?

He shook his head, disgruntled. He would have to meditate at greater leisure, for there seemed
to be sub-paradoxes within it. Too bad he hadn't thought to think about it when he had dl that time at
G-2 headquarters!

Asthough he didn't have plenty of surplustime right now!

" Juan! Juan Bringad"

He jumped. It couldn't be Jmenez, for they had not met until 1962, and contact now would



redly foul that up. But who esein this prison would know him?
"Juan! Still looking for that yegua®?'

It was Nilo Parera. "Horselover!" Bringas cried, rushing to hug hisold friend in the traditiona
Cuban greeting. "What are you doing here?'

"Here? Just resting, Juan. But ask me what | was doing out there!
"What were you doing out there?"

"Did you hear about the Babalao priest? When they cameto arrest him he sent hisabino vulture
againgt them, pecking at their eyebdls. And he had this pet boa constrictor, maybe eight feet long,
and—"

"But what about you? How did you—"
"Wdl, | had no boa congtrictor."

Bringas sighed. Nilo would tell hisstory in hisown time, and not one moment before. The
damned gugjiro mentdity! "Where are you staying? I'm in Galera Twelve with the rest of the
Fadigas—"

All too rapidly Bringas seitled into the prison pattern. Boredom was the main enemy here, and to
assuage this the prisoners participated in many interndly initiated projects. Some were good with their
hands, and made furniture from scraps of wood and cloth; onewas afair amateur artist who
decorated the walls with portraits of nude women in provocative postures, to the concupiscent delight
of many. Some tried weightlifting with homemade weights. There were endless chess and checker
tournaments and agreet dedl of gambling in many forms—dominoes, poker, gin rummy, even
Monopoaly.

Classes were conducted in anumber of other languages, and Bringas took this opportunity to
commence his study of English. He might never have ausefor it now, but he had been intending to
learn it for sometime, and time was what he had, now.

Dr. Carbell, Cuba's |eading astrology professor, was herein prison too. Nilo teased him about
hisinability to read hisown futurein the sars, but Carbell only shrugged and replied: "1 can read your
future, but mineisadark veil. A man cannot predict hisown life."

Bringas talked to a Babdao, too, a priest of Espiritismo, though he was a bit uneasy in the man's
presence. About one-fifth of the prisoners kept aglass of water under their bunks, so that the bad
spiritswould go into the water, and half those who participated in the evening rosary aso consulted
the Baba aos. Every night there were requests for the cocos to be thrown: dry white pieces of
coconut whose cast was purported to illuminate fate. Bringas remembered the Espiritismo cult of his
own time, and the cocos prediction that he was death to them dll... But they had let him go. He had
been desath to the Caste Brown—nbut if his present mission were successful, he would restore it to life.
Perhaps that was why he had been spared! Every day there was the cocos, and the caracoles, the sea



shdlls, and the chanting of prayers, and the passing of bundles of abacaleaves around aman's body
to drive out the evil spiritsin him... and there was much evil to expungein aplacelike thig

"Do you wish meto cast for you?' the Babaao inquired politdy, observing Bringas unwilling
fascination. No! he wanted to scream, but morbidly compelled, he nodded. The man cast the cocos,
and cagt again, and cast athird time, and hislips became thin, hisface pae, and he left Bringas and
refused thereafter ever to talk to him.

"If you have some corn med," Nilo said hepfully, "you could scetter it from every corner of the
house to abate the evil, if you had a house. Then maybe the Babalao would spesk to you again.”

"Not hisfault,” Bringassaid. "l am evil, at least to him." But he wished it had not happened that
way.

"If you had an egg,” Nilo said, "you could drop it into amoving stream—"

"If I had amoving stream!™ Bringas finished, and laughed. But later he saved atiny piece of his
bread, and formed it into an egg-shaped wad, and flushed it down the communal toilet, praying that
theevil would be borne away.

He thought the spell had some effect, when the next day they were served stew with meat, and
the prisoner-server was afriend of Nilo's and managed to dip out extramest to him and Bringas. But
it was bad mest, and that night he woke with urgent diarrheaand dashed for the toilet. There were
only two toilet bowls, and five people waiting, and more coming, and the stench wasterrible. Bringas
was ableto hold out, but there were those who could not, and who had to squat in the patio, unable
to contain their heaving bowels.

After that sometried ahunger strike, but the gesture was futile. The prison administration Ssmply
didn't care; if aprisoner starved himself to death, that was onelessto worry abouit. If anything, the
food became even worse. Sometimes small stoneswere found in the stew, or dead roaches, and once
aguard pulled a battered rat from akettle of rice. Even at the best of times, the diet was deficient in
protein and vitamins, and but for the food parcels sent in by relatives there would have been many
fatditiesfrom manutrition and deficiency diseases.

Mainly there wastalk to while away thetime, and of course much of it was about sex. There
was aBatistasallor dubbed Mikoyan, because he was dways talking, and Bringas made the mistake
once of listening. "Back when | waswith the naval police, before the dictator came—" he meant
Fidd, not Batista—"1 saw aformer girlfriend in front of the Barrdito bar. We had parted mad a each
other, but that was along time before, and now she was with the most beautiful blonde | ever—"
Pause for gesticulatory description. "I had to have that blonde! And do you know, my ex was quite
friendly, and even introduced me, and | took them both into the bar and bought drinks. Then my ex
left laughing, she wasreally agood sport, and | had the blonde dl to mysdif...."

The crowd was growing, for this promised to be agood one. Bringas listened with half an ear,
trying to imagine 233 and Addlita standing together outside the barrel-shaped bar, and 233 laughing
and—no, Addlita laughing and departing....

"...took her to amotel. Well, sheinssted on putting out the lights so it was completely dark, and
she started sucking me with her clothes on, but | wanted to lay her. Shetold me sheliked it in the



culo..."

How he had changed! Once he would have been utterly shocked at such lascivious narration of
Perversion; now he had fond memories of every type of amatory experience, and could not be
shocked. Thiswas Cuba, not Fiddlia; whenin Cuba....

"...the very sweetest ass| ever—she turned her head and gave me tongue kisses tasting of honey
and that delicious perfume shewore...."

Mikoyan could certainly tell astory! Hisaudience was fully as rapt as the one that had watched
Superman.

"...about to come, s0 | reached around to run my finger into her ballo...."
Bollo—ah yes, Bringasthought.
"...rampant prick instead. It wasaman! Wdll, I...."

So the sailor had picked up atransvestite, afemaleimpersonator with sexud inclinations!
Bringas had to retire afew paces, for despite his previous thoughts, he was shocked.

Homosexudity was an indggnificant factor here at La Cabana, for there was virtualy no privacy,
and so many of the prisoners were politica. Politica prisonerswere of ahigher classthan common
ones, being more educated and with much higher aspirations. Army officers, bureaucrats, professors,
university students, doctors, lawyers, accountants—professional people of al types.

"...theleather whip. Y ou should have seen that maricon gather his skirtsand run, but | got him
across the buttocks. He looked like arabbit!"

For the common criminad there waslittle real hope. He would be reeased, and returnto his
asocial mode of existence, and be arrested again. But the political prisoner could become a
government officid dmost overnight, if the government he opposed were somehow overthrown.
Hope sprang eternd!

"Of course it'spossiblel” someone else cried. "How do you think Fiddistas are born?"

Therewas aburgt of laughter from the Batistianos. Followed by aspot of Fiddista/Batistiano
warfare. A normal day.

In the evening they played music on makeshift instruments: pans, empty bottles, and afew
legitimate woodwinds. They sang nostalgic songs, and sometimes got hold of medicina acohol and
fruit juice. Tasted terrible, but helped take the mind off prison life.

And the weeks passed....

"Juan Bringad" someone cried, shaking him awake. "Didn't you hear? They announced your
freedom! Y ou are to report to the Commander's office with al your belongingd™



Freedom! Theword had agolden ring! Bringas bounced up, casting about him for histhings.
Where was Nilo? He would have to say good-bye!

Then he caught on. Often men were freed without trid, when there was no evidence against
them, even after months or years of imprisonment. He had never confessed, and it was possible that
they had not linked him to the sabotage after dl. But unlikely. It was afavorite jokein the prisonto
wake adeeping man and tell him he was being freed; then when hetried to leave with dl histhings,
the guards would stop him, laughing uproarioudy, and the prank would be revedled. There could be
very ugly fightsafter such fun.

"Forget it," he snapped. "I've heard that one before.” Worse: he had fallen for it before: the
variation where they pretended to execute a prisoner....

It was the absence of Nilo that had tipped him off. Nilo would have told him the truth right away.
So they had diverted hisfriend.

They argued with him, but when he began to get ugly they let him be.

Then he heard the loudspeakers on the patio: " Juan Bringas, report to the Commander's office
with al your belongingd”

Oh, no!
Nilo ran up. "Juan! Juan! Did you hear? Did you hear?'

Suddenly there was too much to say. Hefelt thetearsin hiseyes: joy at hisrelease, chagrin at his
suspicion of thosewho had tried to tell him, grief a his parting from hisfriend Nilo. In adaze he
gathered everything he owned, which wasn't much, and stumbled out through the patio and to the
office, surrounded by men congratulating him. "Take amessage to my brother!" someone cried, and
Bringas accepted the wadded paper, aletter. " Send us a package! " another begged. "And don't
forget the cake and chisd!" another added.

Then the abrupt silence of the office. Only one person was there, and not a Cabanaofficid. It
was Efigenio Almegjeiras, Chief of Police.

Almegeras stood up, smiling. "Juan, | could not believeit when | heard you were herel Why
didnt you cdl me?

"There was no telephone in the G-2 isolation booth,” Bringas said sarcadticaly. He did not like
thesmél of thisat dl, for Almegjeiras was no friend to those fallen from grace.

"Don't be that way, Juan! | am hereto help you. It was amistake, arresting you; you should
have told them you knew me!™

"l didn't think of it." That was true enough.
"l didn't know for some time, Juan. The G-2—you know how they are. But assoon as| learned

| got in touch with your yegua. She had no ideawhat had happened to you, but | told her | would
have you out in no time. And herel am, to lead you out of this hellhole.”



Dare he hope?"Almgieiras, | think we understand each other. | have not confessed to anything,
andif | were guilty | would certainly never give away the names of my confederates. Whereisthe
catch?'

"Confederates? There were severa people we picked up who tried to implicate you under
interrogation, but of course | knew they were lying. Y ou would never engage in sabotage, Juan: you
lack thefortitude.”

"Who tried to implicate me?' Almegeras had something in mind, and it was better to get it out at
once.

"Oh, you know. Macho, Mée chor—there was one Baro, Tomas Baro, but he died evading
capture. And another escaped.”

"1 knew those men." Interesting that Almejeiras knew no more than the names Bringas knew,
though. And that Adelita knew. And he had contacted her....

"As passing friends, of course. Y ou could not have known that they were part of aterrorist
group, with plastic explosives and aspecia apartment. When | heard them trying to exonerate
themsdlves by implicating you fasdy...."

What agame of cat and mouse! Had Adelita bought his freedom through some deal ?

Almegeiras shook his head sadly. ™Y ou should be more careful about your associates, Juan. In
the future, when you make new friends, give me their namesand | will check them out and make sure
they are of good character.”

"Likehdl T will!"

Almgeiras |eaned forward earnestly. " Juan, you were agood man for Fidel once, and Che
Guevaralikesyou too. All you need to do is go through asmal amount of training, amere formality,
and you will be released from here and reinstated with your former rank.”

"Traning?'
"Education. In communist doctrine. So you can join the Party—"
"Oh, God'"

"Juan, they need good men. For special missons. Men who are good shots, who understand
demoalition, who can organize an undercover cdl, perhapsin Mexico—"

"l am no communist!”

"Juan, listen to me. The Party takes care of its own, and those who cooperate. Consider my
case | wasasmadltimethief, usng the name of Tomeguin,' thelittle bird who picks up other people's
property. | snatched purses, | mugged women, | stole car batteries, | peddied drugs, | used marijuana
mysdlf. | served amonth or two in prison for that in 1949. | am no communist, but | am loya to
Fide—and now | am Chief of Police. If you areloyd in the sameway, Fidel will forgive you your



mistake. Thereisawonderful future for you in the Revolution! Only give me your word, and humor
them about thistraining. Y ou don't have to be acommunist in your heart, Juan; just do what you are
told, as| do, and they will not care.”

Just do what you aretold, as | do... and who had told AlImeerasto come here and ply him
with this offer? Che? Raul?

“I'll wait for my trid," Bringassaid.

"But it isfreedom | am offering you! Y ou could diein thishole, Juan, before you ever cometo
tral! Anditisdl so unnecessary!”

Bringas turned about.
"Juan, | don't understand you!" Almejeiras cried, running after him. "What do you haveto gain?'
"Y ou wouldn't understand.”

But the truth was Bringas didn't understand himsalf. His mission seemed to be served by this
offer; certainly he could not do what he had to do if he stayed in La Cabana. Sdlf-respect? His staying
here could not unkill the men he had murdered. So why had he assumed amora posture that was, for
him, only a posture?

Sowly it cameto him: if the offer werevdid, it had to be because Additawasinvolved. She had
turned him in, conditiondly; she had made adeal. Thus he was out of the anti-Castro businesswith a
whole hide. Smple!

It wasfoolish, it was ludicrous—but he refused to have it that way. If Addlitahad doneit, he
was through with her. By accepting the dedl, he would be accepting her guilt.

A week |ater Addlitacameto see him on vigiting day. A number of the women were permitted in
the kitchen, where there were long wooden benches, while the men sat facing them and talking. 1t was
hardly private, but it was agreat ded better than nothing.

"Oh, Juan," shesaid. "I didn't know what had become of you, until Almejeiras—"

"l know." Had the two of them agreed on astory to tell him, or could it be the truth? Here in her
presence it was difficult to doubt her Sncerity. She wore avoluminous skirt and she was so beautiful
that it hurt him to St and only stare &t her.

They were silent for amoment, and he became aware of the bresthless murmuring of the other
couples. A shudder ran through the bench, annoying him. Then he realized what it was. the men were
applying pressure with their feet and legs, nudging the entire bench forward, to be closer to the
women. So he cooperated.

"Areyou dl right, Juan?' sheinquired, concerned. "Thisawful place—| wasafraid the lesbian
guards would search me, but they didn't.”



Y es, he had heard stories about that. Female prisoners had an especidly nasty time of it, for the
"searches’ could be degradingly thorough. "I'm al right." He wanted to ask her point blank whether
she had turned him in, but the words wouldn't come. To voice the suspicion would beto giveit
credence. "Areyou getting along dl right?" Thiswas stupid—but what was thereto say, in astuation
likethis?

"I've been fired."

Thisdidn't sound likeaded! "I thought they needed teacherd!™

"They do. But they wanted meto teach aclass of children why thereisno God...."
Shewas Catholic; no more needed to be said.

"Juan," she sad, "Almgeiras told me he could get you out, but you wouldn't go—"

"He wanted me to become a saboteur for the communists.” He gave the bench another nudge. It
was very close now, and couples were reaching across them to clasp hands, and more.

"Oh, Juan, | want you so much, but not that way! I'm glad you—glad you—" She had to stop,
for shewas crying.

To hell with hissuspicions! The guard was occupied elsewhere. Bringas leaned over, caught her
hand, and tugged her over to him. She landed in hislap, and he got his hand under her spreading skirt,
and found her naked beneath.

Yegual hethought. But he knew it wasfor him, and he scraped around to gain the intimate
contact before the guards discovered what was happening and rushed to break it up.

Additakissed him fiercdly, her tears mingling with her passon. Shewas hot dl over, and her
thighs were moist, but he could not gain entry in this position and dared not stand. "1 loveyou, | love
you!" shewhispered, flexing her legs, but till it was not right.

The guards were on their way, but there were severa other clinchesintervening. Bringas thrust
desperately, and thought he had it at last, and came—he missed. Her thick skirt covered it dl, the
guard was near, and he had to break before being exposed.

There was no chance for more, for the guards were angry about the moved bench and hustled
the women out then.

Had she betrayed him? That doubt was worse than dl the rest.

The Batistianos were fertile sources for anti-Fidel gossip. Commander Mirabd in Galera14, a
former officer under Batista, invited Bringasin for acup of black coffee and akind word. The story
he told was astonishing, but it clarified somelong standing confusions.

"] was sentenced to die," Miraba said, asthough thiswereroutine. "But LinaRuz, Fidd's



mother, interceded for me and so it was commuted to life"
"Fdd's mother? Why would she—"

"My brother was shot, and she knew | would betoo, if shedidn't stopit. Y ou see, | was her
lover once."

"Her lover!”

"1 am not sure of this, for she knew many men at thetime. It isnot impossible that | am the
cresturesfather.”

"The creature—Raul Castro? He's abastard?' Then he made another connection. "l heard
Magjor Cienfuegos call him adouble bastard to hisface, and Raul wasfurious! |sthat—?"

"Yes. Angel Castro had not married Lina Ruz at the time most of her children by him were born,
s0 they were dl technically bastards. But if Raul was mine and not Angd's...."

Raul Castro did look different from his brothers, and thiswould explain it. "What does Fidel say
about this?'

Miraba shrugged. "What can he say? Raul is his brother—certainly his haf brother. But for the
grace of hismother's wandering fancy, it might have been Fidd himsdf!”

Nilo had joined them. "I'll tel you one man who doesn't like being cuckolded. Che Guevaral Did
you hear about the affair Pepe Luis had with hiswife?"

Bringas hadn't. Thiswas developing into another important session.

"He was about 18, handsome, and very strong, and a member of the 26th of July, acollege
graduate. Che knew about it, but he bided histime. He acted through friends to get the young man to
jointhe Nicaraguamission in 1959, and after they crossed the border from Costa Rica, two of Che's
men assassinated Pepe. It wasn't that Che cared about his wife that much. It was the principle of the
thing."

"I heard Che was no doctor,” aBatistiano said. "He makes people cal him Doctor Guevara, but
back in Argentinahe was only aveterinarian!”

"A vetisdill adoctor,” Nilo said defensvely. The Batistianos were getting too enthusiastic.

"Y ou know how he got ingaled a the World Bank?" another Batistiano demanded. "Fidel was
handing out appointments, and he asked, "Who isagood economist? and Che said 'l am!' so Fidel
said'Fine! Y ou take over the bank!" And after the meeting he said to Che: 'l didn't know you were an

economist!" and Che said, surprised, 'Economist? | thought you said communist!* ™

Even Nilo had to laugh, for he, like so many, had been soured on the Revolution after the
communists usurped it.

"Theorigind 26th of July movement was good,” Bringas said, for hetoo wastechnicaly a



Fiddlista. "L ater there were problems—severe problems—but at the gtart it was good. Batista needed
overthrowing."

Another Batistiano was quick to take him up. "Good? It was never good. Fidel was dwaysa
gangster and acoward. Hekilled his best friend, Manolo Castro, when they were ill university
students. Bolade Churre, they caled him—the greaseball, because he never washed. And | hear he
has one of the smallest—"

Bringas stopped him. "I fought in the mountainswith him, and he didn't look like acoward to
I.rell

"What about the Moncada Barracks attack?" the man cried. "Fidel hid in the mountainswhile his
men did the fighting—and most of thekilling they did was among the wounded in the hospital, who
could not fight back!"

"What do you know about it!" Nilo retorted. "Y ou Batistianos murdered most of the men after
they surrendered, and raped the girlsl”

"Rape? You can't rgpethat kind!"

Thetwo squared off, but Bringas got between them and managed to pacify it. "Don't forget that
dove of peace!" he said humoroudy. "Would adove land on Fidel's shoulder if he were agangster or
acoward?'

"It wasatrained dove! | knew the girl who owned it. The whole thing was staged!”

Fiddigtareinforcements had arrived. They too had been imprisoned by the Castro government,
but they had little truck with the Batistianos even on this matter. "Fidel doesn't work that way," one
said. "1 know someone who went to school with him. Fidel was sixteen, and he wanted to go climb a
mountain. Their professor told my friend, 'Go talk Fidel out of thisfoolishness." So he went, and in half
an hour Fidel had talked him into joining the expedition. So the two of them rode the train with
another student for three or four hours and got off at avillage. 'Where isthe mountain? they asked
Fidd, and he said, 'Just follow me." So they walked and walked and walked, all night, and no
mountain. They walked al day, and no mountain, and they weretired. 'How do we deep herein the
jungle? they asked Fidel, and he said 'We have these tents,’ and they struggled with the tents and
couldn't put them up. 'How do we make the tentswork, Fidel? And he shrugged and said 'How do |
know about tents? So they lay on the ground with the canvas over them as blankets. In the morning,
no food. 'We find food someway, | guess,’ Fiddl said, but al they found was somefruit dong the
waly, not enough to stop their hunger. They waked dl day again, and dept under the canvas again,
and findly they found the mountain, and they climbed it. After that they discovered that therewasa
good road running right from the railroad to the mountain. Fiddl, he getswhere heis going, but he
never knows how. He just goes, goes, and you go with him or too bad.”

"That's Fidel!" Nilo exclamed and there was amurmur of agreement from Fideistaand
Batigiano dike.

"But he learned something since he was sixteen!™ the more aggressive Batistiano said. "Now he
finds the road and greasesit with money and propagandal”



"Propaganda, yes," Bringas said reasonably. "But money?"

"Y ou were with him in the mountains and you did not know how he stopped Cantillo? Well, |
was with Cantillo—that'swhy I'm herel I'll tell you how! We had you rebel s trapped there,
completely encircled, and our lead column was about to advance on your main camp and wipe it
out—I had my gun shined for that, | can tell youl—and then we got ordersto stop. Why? Because
our commander—not Cantillo, he was honest, but the one in the field—our commander got a payoff
of onemillion dollars American to let Fiddl go. So hewaited, until the rains came, and then he said it
wastoo late. That's how Fide just goes, goes!™

Bringas was shocked. He had never suspected such athing—but he had thought it wasa
miracle that Fidel escaped Cantillo's sege. Could there redlly have been a payoff?

"And when Che and Camilo marched through Camaguey—what made the government troops
blind to their ragtag progress? Not fear of battle, you may be sure! Love of money! We had our
finger on you dl thetime, but there was afortune to be made by sitting tight! And that armored
train—remember that? Well...."

Time passed. Additavigted him every month, except when visits were suspended for
disciplinary reasons, which was often. Every time hewaswith her hefound it impossibleto believe
that she could have betrayed him; but when she left the doubts assailed him again.

How was he ever to complete his mission, confined here? There seemed to be no escape for
him but Galera 14, the degth cell. He was never brought to trial, never sent on to the Ide of Pines
prison; he wasin limbo, and he suspected they meant to keep him hereforever or until he cameto
terms with the communist movement. He was tempted; as Almgeiras had suggested, he didn't have to
be acommunist at heart. But somehow he couldn't do it, even if hismission failed. He had murdered
enough; hismission no longer judtified the violation of persond mordity.

His notions of sexua Perversion had changed completely. Now he realized that so had his
notions of ethical perversons. He had grown, in both areas—and that kept him in prison.

He had been in La Cabana six or eight months—it really wasn't worth keeping track—when an
American CIA agent was brought in. The man had known peoplein Cuba, and one of hisfriends, not
redlizing hisbusiness, had greeted him jovidly. "1 thought you werein Americataking CIA training!"
Just like that, and here he wasin prison. "Lord protect me from my friendd" he exclamed. "My
damned, stupid, motherfucking frienddl"

Hewas ademoalitions expert. "Y ou know that plastic explosive?' he said rhetorically to Bringas,
who had naturally sought his company. "That smell?1 waswalking down the street in Miami, and
suddenly thereit was. thisrich, rich shoe-polish odor! | fell flat on my face and covered my
head—and there was this shoe-shine stand, Negro boy staring at me. 'Did you have a heatstroke,
mister? Shine your shoes? "

Bringas laughed. "I had aworse experience. | st amgor charge to go off in fifteen minutes, and
it exploded in haf thetime. AImost wiped me out, literally! Must have been defective fuses, because |
know | set them correctly.”



The agent questioned him, curious about the matter. "Maybe s0," he said at last. "It does sound
asif you did the job properly. Unless—say! Did you dlow for the temperature?’

"The temperature? What has that got to do with it?'
"Wasit ahot night, by any chance?'
"Swetering! My hands were so swesaty | was afraid I'd drop a detonator!”

"Then that'sit! Heat shortensthetime. If you didn't make an dlowance, you could have lost
severd minutesthere. In fact, you could have blown your heed off!"

Nilo'stemper had not been in evidence very much in prison, but when helost a cache of
hundred-proof "medicine’ he exploded. "Boca Chula, you pimp!™ he shouted, going after afellow
prisoner. "Y ou told them!™

It was generaly known that Boca Chulawas an informer, and most were careful never to let him
have any information of value. Whether he had actudly given away so small asecret asNilo's
potables was problematica; Bringas thought it more likely that another prisoner had stolen it. But it
was amatter for the two to settle on their own.

Nilo started hitting Boca Chula. But the guards saw it, and cameto the aid of theinformer. One
lifted hisrifle butt to smash it againgt Nilo's head, and Bringas had to step in. He shoved the guard's
elbow so that he missed, then brought the man down with aleg sweep.

That meant redl trouble, for he and Nilo were now guilty of attacking aguard. Provocation
counted for nothing in acaselike this. Both of them were hauled roughly into the Commander's office.

Officerial changes were frequent. The current commander was Trieste Manolito, who was no
more popular with the prisoners than his predecessors. "Y ou are traitors to the Revolution!™ he
shouted.

"For stopping your guards from clubbing an unarmed man?' Bringas said scornfully.

"The Revolution!" Nilo said. "The Revolution has become awhore opening her legsto the
communigtg”

Manolito was so angry he made asif to strike them. But Bringas had had enough. If this man hit
him, he was going to retaliate with a karate blow to the windpipe, then grab for agun and go down
fighting. It would at least be aquick end. He saw Nilo tensing himsdf too. The room wasfull of
guards, but perhapsif they both acted fast enough....

But Manolito made avisible effort to control himsaif.

"Let warden Medinadisciplinethesetwo,” hesaid at last. "'l can't stand the Sight of them."”

Bringas and Nilo were hustled out into the corridor between the capillas, their hands manacled in



front. They passed among the rebel soldiers and officers who were there for minor infractionslike
drunkenness and stealing, and who would be released in due course. These men had much better
food, and good bunks, and were even permitted female visitors: an elite class of prisoner.

Sergeant Medinaknew where promotion lay. He threw afinefit of righteousindignation. "1 will
shave off al your hair, so you look like mariconed" he cried.

Bringas was shoved into abarred cell while they set up to cut Nilo's hair. But Nilo protested
vigoroudy. "Meding, you are not man enough to cut my hair! You are the maricon!”

Medinafetched apair of scissors. "Cut hishair," he said to one of the prisoners, pushing the
scissorsinto hishand. "All of it—so heis completely bald. Then do the other one the same way."

These temporary prisoners had no particular fedling for those in the main prison, and were happy
enough to oblige. Three of them piled on Nilo and held him ill, while the one with the scissors
approached.

"Pig!" Nilo screamed. "1 am a Sierraveteran! |f you had been there you would know me! Touch
my hair and you convict yourself asaBatigtiano!”

That struck home. The soldier dropped the scissorsto the floor. "1 am no Batistiano!”

"Thisisinsubordination!" Medinacried, but the men only shrugged. Medina pointed to another
prisoner, who picked up the scissors.

"Do you do the dirty work this maricon coward can't do?' Nilo demanded. The three soldiers
holding him devel oped some sympathy for his courage, and let him go. Nilo stood there with his
manacled hands ready to strike. This made aformidable weapon.

"] am not Batistiano either!" the second prisoner said. "I do not shave my own kind."

It was apparent that none of the prisoners were going to touch the scissors now. They wereall
Fddigas, and solong as Nilo did not make the tactica mistake of insulting Fidel himself, they would
stand clear.

"I'll put you al on haf rations!" Medina swore, but it was obvioudy an empty threat, for these
men had no shortage of food packages from their relatives, and were a headthy bunch.

Now Medinadid take up the scissors himsdlf, for he knew histenure would not be long if he
didn't get the job done. Two of his bodyguards made to grab at Nilo, but he stood with his back to
the big window at the end of the corridor and swung his chain menacingly. Nilo was asmal man, but
he looked very big while that metal moved.

More and more rebel army men crowded around, partly to watch the action and partly in
passive support for the gdlant Fiddista. Bringas was proud of hisfriend in that moment, though he
knew it was hopeless.

One of the bodyguards made agrab for Nilo, and he whedled around with the manaclesto
gtrike him. Doing so, Nilo lost hisbaance and fell, and immediately the two guards were on him,



hitting him with their figs.

"Y ou areworse than Ventural" Bringas yelled from hiscell. "Wefought in the Serra so that
thingslike this could never happen againin Cubal™

Now the prisoners murmured angrily. "Leave him done!" they grumbled to the guards.
But the guards started to kick Nilo in the head while he struggled to get up.
"That'sthe way the communistsdo it!" Bringas shouted.

It was like agoad. These were largely combat-level Fiddistas, and they had no truck with the
communists, whom they saw as cowardly infiltrators who had never participated in the red fighting.
None of them wanted to be stigmatized with the communist label. And most were about reedy for a

good riot anyway.

"Get back to your bunks!" Medina shouted, but the turmoil was aready well advanced.
Someone shouldered him aside, pretending it was an accident, and others enclosed the guards.
Bottles appeared—qglass Coca-Cola bottles—Il ethal weapons either whole or broken. The few
prisoners who actually were communists were tossed aside like rag dolls, and Bringas saw one of
these clubbed on the head so ferocioudy that part of his skull caved in and blood flowed. Medina
himsdlf was down and getting kicked.

Theriot continued for fifteen minutes. Prison reinforcements arrived, but they did not dare shoot
because these were rebe army soldiers, not criminas, and most would be getting out soon. Finaly
order was restored from within, by the ranking prisoner: amagor who was aSerraveteran. Heand a
captain calmed the men, promising that no haircuts would be given and pointing out that they had
nothing to gain by prolonged mischief.

Nilo was badly beaten, with a cut on his head, but he had saved his hair and earned the respect
of the prisoners. After it was over the captain came quietly up to Nilo and Bringas. "'l am a Hubert
Matos man, and | am with you one hundred percent,” he said, and he gave them two ham
sandwiches.

Being theinspiration for ariot meant the capillasfor them. These were smdl cellsin the bowels
of LaCabanawith no furnishings and no light, used only for prisoners about to be shot or for specid
punishment. Nilo and Bringas were thrown into acell together, with nothing but the clothing they
happened to have on. The wallswere brick and cold. There was nothing but aholein the floor in the
way of toilet facilities, and no running water: one small pall of fetid water aday wasthe ration.

Once aday atrap door in the base of the cell door opened and a plate of dop and piece of
bread was pushed through. That was dl. By straining at the bars they could make out light from the
lone bulb at the end of the passage, but it wasn't worth the effort. They had to huddle together for
warmth, asthey had no blankets. The first night Bringas felt something touching hisleg, and it wasn't
Nilo. It was amonstrous rat.

They tried to jury-rig arat-darm with the water cans, but still they had to be congtantly dert.
Fungus crept into their bodily crevices, since they could not wash or change clothes or get out of the
dank atmosphere. Under arms, in crotch, the itching grew. Nilo complained that his rectum burned



after he used the sanitary hole. "Now | know how amaricon feddl" he said.

Sometimes rebel prisoners were able to sneak them better food, but it was not enough; hunger
was congtant. Bringas thought of trapping arat and egting it, but the rodents were too crafty, and their
vison in the perpetua gloom was superior to that of the men. There was nothing to do but wait and
shiver and try to deep. And talk.

"What happened to you after you left the Sierra?' Bringas asked. "1 was afraid you were dead.”

"Oh, no sefior,” Nilo said facetioudy. "Campesinos don't die without cause. | decided it wasa
bad season for revolution, so | went home.™

A bad season—yes. Generd Carntillo had been closing in, and they had not known at thetime
that the Siege was to be bought off. "Then why are you here? Farming shouldn't have—"

"Wdl, therewas abit of trouble... but it was an accident, in the end.”

Nilo's understatements could be hilarious. "Like your accident with the machete, back before we
met thefirg time?'

Nilo shrugged amicably in the gloom. It was essy to forget that the man still suffered from his
head injury, aswell asthe Capillas ordinary deprivations. Campesinos were tough, al right!

Only after tantalizing Bringas for afull day did Nilo condescend to deliver hishistory. He had
obvioudy been saving it for an emergency likethis alot of entertainment in the clutch. It came with
such vigor and color that Bringas forgot his surroundings and seemed to live through it himself.

"I left you when the Batistianos surrounded us. | watched you with the yegua until the—"

"What?" Then Bringas laughed, and it was good to laugh, for it drove back the gloom and
annoyed the rats. How much acreature of the times he had become, to worry about who might see
him performing anatura function!

"Then | hid under the bushes until the rain came. After that | walked down the mountain and out
of thetrap. | went to Bayamo, shaved my face, and took alittle bus to Encrucizada, my home. But of
course | couldn't settle down until that minor misunderstanding was forgotten.”

Themachetekilling. Yes.

So Nilo decided, he said, that the season for revolution had improved again, and he went to the
hills of Escambray in centra Cubawith William Morgan and Jesus Carrera, the leaders of thelocal
guerrillabands. In due course the Revolution triumphed, and he received a pardon for the
misunderstanding and took up residence on hissmal farm with his mother and sister. Thingslooked

pretty good.

Then the Agrarian Reform Law was promulgated. Nilo did not concern himself with abstruse
politica considerations—until the INRRA decided to expropriate hisfarm for the good of the
Revolution. It was only one and a half caballerias—about fifty acres—but theland wasrich and the
state needed it.



Thiswas not Nilo'sideaof asuitable reward for his servicesto the Revolution, but he concealed
his misgivings behind a broad, innocuous campesino grin. "l am happy to do thisfor Fidd," hetold
them stupidly. "1 waswith himin the Serra, you know."

But thelocd officials were desk men who had never risked their lives or fortunesin combat, and
they did not know. They did not redlize that aformer barbudo was best |eft aone, both from respect
for hisprior service and for the health of whoever interfered with him. They set what wasto them a
reasonable date for the change of ownership so that he could close down his operations, made
arrangements for him to moveinto town and join a construction project with state-determined wages,
and then proceeded to other business. It was all very orderly.

On the specified date Nilo sent his mother and sister into town to take up their assigned
resdence. "l will comelater,” hesad. "I have afew smal mattersto finish."

"Now don't spesk harshly to the interventor,” his mother warned him, knowing histemper.

"I shal not speak to theman at al," he reassured her. "No arguments, | promise. | know they
will not change their minds no matter what | say. | just need to fetch some mementos | saved from the
mountains.

She knew he would not lie to her—not very much, anyway—so she departed with better spirits.

Nilo went to a specia spot and dug deep into the ground. Soon he uncovered his mementos: an
oiled sack containing an M-3 submachine gun, acquired in the last days of the guerrillaaction, and
two hundred rounds of ammunition. He cleaned off the heavy protective grease, loaded the gun, and
waited patiently in the house.

When the INRRA interventor set foot on the porch accompanied by two militiamen, Nilo killed
all three from ambush. He was not agood shot, and had to use severd burdts, but at that rangeit
made little difference. The job was done.

He fled to the Escambray Mountains north of Trinidad, where he joined the guerrillaband of El
Conga Pacheco. Thetactics he had learned fighting for Fidel now stood him in good stead fighting
against Fidd. When the band split up, he headed a group of thirty men.

They were theoreticdly aunit of an anti-communist guerrillaarmy, but they settled for an easy
life. It was amismatched group: Fidelistarebe soldiers, peasantsfed up with INRRA interference,
idedligtic univerdty students, rebd officers|eft behind when Menoyo fled for hislifeto the United
States, even acouple of Batista soldiers. Plusafew city fugitives from the G-2.

The areahad good cover, the peasants were friendly and brought good food, and there were no
clashes with the government armed forces. They received an excellent arms shipment with Garand
rifles, two cases of fragmentation hand grenades, and even a.30 caliber air-cooled machine gun, belt
fed. Pepin, ablack giant, claimed thislast wegpon as his personal property. He was capable of firing
it from the hip asif it were a submachine gun, and carried it hour after hour dong with itstripod and
ammo cases without seeming to tire. Without Pepin, Nilo liked to say, they would be just another
band.

But the campesinos eventualy became restive, complaining that Nilo and hisband only ate and



grew fat without fighting. Thiswas an accurate assessment. But it nettled Nilo, who decided to give
them ataste of what they thought they wanted. In one hour he rounded up the fifteen areamilitiamen
and pro-Fidd informers—their identity was of course common knowledge—and proceeded to hang
them publicly, oneat atime.

Asthiswas hisfirg serious mission, his security was not quite tight. The wife of the first subject
escaped and warned anearby branch of the militia—and Nilo didn't redlize it until he saw about fifty
armed men converging. Fortunately he was supervising the fina execution on top of ahill, so he had
an early view of the menace. He redlized there was no time to hang the chivato—the billy-goat, the
bleater, theinformer—no timeto do it properly, at least. He drew his Colt .45 pistol and shot the old
goat intheface,

The guerrillas fled precipitoud y—»but only fifty meters. Where the dirty path forked beyond the
hill there was heavy undergrowth, and he quickly planted his men in ambush fifteen to asde, where
they could fire down into any pursuers. Themilitia, fully as green as Nilo's group and not nearly as
careful, charged in abunch down the path.

The crossfire was dense. Nilo did not lose aman—but when the shooting stopped he counted
forty-two enemy corpses. Many were boysin their teens, and he didn't like that, for he knew they had
been innocents merdly following orders.

But it was a Pyrrhic victory, as he had half-feared. While the guerrillas had been inactive, the
government had tolerated them; it wasn't worth the trouble to root them out. But the eradication of
fifty-seven men in asingle day—such ayank at Fidd's beard enraged the dictator.

Fifteen thousand soldiers and militiamen laid Siege to the area—againgt Nilo'sthirty. A ratio of
five hundred to one. It was the dread peinazo.

The only thing Nilo could do wasto lead histiny group higher and higher into the mountains, for
he had no money to buy off such acampaign. Some nights the guerrillas used grenades to burst
through the encirclement; losing one man to perhaps three deaths of their pursuers.

With twenty-two men—six of hisorigina band known dead, two presumed escaped—he
mounted the heights of the Escambray near Topes de Collantes. It was the coldest and foggiest spot
in Cuba. It was rough going, but it hampered the government helicopters and spotter planes.

A wounded member of his shrinking band dipped away. His name was Arroyo, and hewas an
ex-second lieutenant in Kenoyo's forces, so he was no traitor or coward. But he knew he was
dowing down the group dangeroudy and would die without medica trestment for the bullet in hisleg.
Hewas captured, for the few doctors that remained in the areawere loyal to Fiddl. That was one of
the things about the exodus of professiona people: it was precious little comfort to those who needed
anti-Cadtro assistance in an emergency.

Arroyo refused to tak, of course. The militiamen were cold and weary and in ahurry to wrap up
the hunt, so they were not gentle. They loaded him into a helicopter, ascended, tied aropeto his
injured leg and threw him out the open door. The rope broke hisfdl, and they hauled him up again.
He till would not blest.

But on the fifth pitchout he broke. He identified dl the farmers who had hel ped the guerrilla



band. The army rounded up forty of them, and for the crime of giving food to the guerrillas made them
dig amass grave: their own. They had wanted action; now they had it, and would never have more.

The surviving farmersin the region were removed, so that no possible support for the guerrillas
remained.

Nilo was down to fifteen men, their situation desperate. He informed them that no stragglers
would be tolerated. One man tried to sneak away; Nilo judged him and sentenced him to death. The
othersintervened, saving the man's life—but that night the man tried again, and Nilo gunned him
down.

The relentless peinazo reduced the group to five men. It was hopeless, and findlly they agreed to
split up. Nilo spent the night alone, deeping half under aguavabush and hdf in apuddle, shivering and
hugging hisrifle and wishing it were afat yegua. He had only three remaining bullets. Somehow he
dipped through the net—it was said to be impossible, but he did it—reached the coasta highway, and
found refuge with adisgruntled charcod maker. Then he made hisway up to Havana.

"What's the matter?' Bringas asked as hisfriend's voice quit.

"Nothing—nothing—just memories,” Nilo said. " The Escambray—after Fidd finished with it that
beautiful country was like adesert. Brush dl cut—" He coughed. "Batistawas like ababy sucking a
the breast, compared to Fidd. Thethingsthey did at Escambray—" He coughed again, harshly.

Bringas put a hand on Nilo. The man was burning with fever, and the scabbing headwound was
greasy with half-dried blood or pus. "Youresick! I'll call the guardd™

"No—no!" Nilo protested. "Don't give that maricon the satisfaction...." He went into a spasm of
hacking. He must have been holding it back dl the time he was talking, but now the coughing could
not be denied. "I talk too much, | strain my throat—"

Bringaswasn't fooled. Hisfriend wasill. In norma circumstancesit might have been
inconsequentia—sniffles, coughing, some congestion, take an aspirin, drink plenty of fruit juice and
stay in bed aday and draw sick-pay, you faker—but here in the filthy capillas, in the dankness among
the rats and roaches, deprived of food and water, wounded and with no remaining natural
reserves—hereillness was atruly formidable spectre.

Bringas held Nilo, trying to protect him from the cold even asthe fever mounted. How much of
the man's story was true? Cold-blooded killing, guerrillaleadership—these were not the campesino's
style! The events had to be exaggerated, the viciousness enhanced by the developing fever. The
skeleton of the narrative was probably vaid, and if Nilo had not participated he had probably heard
from those who had. No doubt he had had trouble at his farm and had to leave, though he never
would have shot men from ambush. (Y et again: Nilo had been fascinated by the theory and strategy of
ambush ever since being wounded himsdlf in one, that time on the SierraMaedtra....) He could have
participated in anti-Castro guerrillawarfare, as there were many such bandsin the Escambray and
elsawhere. Perhaps some group had been wiped out as he described—but Nilo was right about it
being amost impossible to dip through such anet. The best way to escape it was to be absent
entirdly. Mot likely, Nilo would have decided that it was a bad season for counter-revolutionary
activity, before any peinazo arrived!



What difference did it make? Nilo was hisfriend. He didn't have to be aruthless guerrillaleader,
he just had to be himsdlf. If he had need to represent himself asthe leader of men and figure of
tragedy, it was because he was human.

Nilo dept at last, and Bringas too, and when they woke the fever had abated, though the cough
intensified. Bringas ate the daily ration and saved Nilo's, for hisfriend had no appetite. The narretive
resumed, punctuated by coughing.

Nilo returned to Havana, where he went straight to the house of aformer girlfriend he had met
during the wild-oats days of the flush of Fidd'svictory. Thiswas Mandia: short, fat, dumpy, with long
black hair and very hairy legsand hairy bollo. That was hiskick: hairy legs, like those of ahorse.

Maneiatook himin, but warned him that the garage was being used by some DRE students for
storage and possibly bombs. That made it dangerous for more than one reason—but where else
could he go? He needed time and comfort to recover from the ravages of the chase... and she did
have those phenomend legdl

One day two of the boys were making their bombs in the garage when the G-2 raided. Nilo had
nothing to do with the DRE, but he was swept up too—and by the time they had verified his record,
he was headed for La Cabana.

If his record had been haf as bad as he claimed, Bringasreflected privately, Nilo would never
have reached prison aivel

"Lucky for methey did not tie mein with Escambray,” Nilo said, laughing. But the laughter
became coughing, and coughing did not stop. His fever was back, too, worse than before: it looked
to Bringaslike pneumonia

"Guards Guards!" Bringas called.

They let him scream for fifteen minutes before they came to threaten him into sllence. Bringas
pleaded the Situation. "Thismanissick! He may die! He hasto be put in the hospital!" Not that the
so-called hospital was much improvement, with a prisoner-doctor hardly better than avet. Che
Guevarawould probably do a better job!

The guardsjust laughed and went away. Bringas hoped they were only trying to scare him, and
that someone would cometo take Nilo out. They hadn't denied him help, actualy....

But as the hours passed, and there was nothing, he knew better. They didn't careif adifficult
prisoner died, and they had no liking for Nilo, who had provoked an embarrassing scene and riot.
The warden would happily let him rot.

Nilo got worse, and there was nothing Bringas could do to ease his friend's torment. Sometimes
Nilo dept; sometimes hejust lay there shivering. He could not est.

Bringastried to save Nilo'sfood for him, but the rats got it, S0 he had to eat it himsdlf rather than
waste it that way. He would give Nilo his share when the man was ableto digest it.

"Jose Marti! Jose Marti!" Nilo cried suddenly, and for amoment Bringas thought someone was



coming. Then he remembered, Jose Marti wasthe hero of Cubas other revolution, the man who
helped her win her freedom from Spain: atowering figurein the history of theidand.

"Jose, | remember what you said!" Nilo whispered.
Don't kill mein the dark

Asatraitor dies!

| am good, and like the good

| shal diewith thesunin my face!

It ssddened Bringas inexplicably. Thusdid Nilo's memory serve himin hishour of torment.
Invoking Marti....

"Thesun! | seethe sun!™ Nilo cried, standing up, sumbling, standing again, scrambling as though
amost within reach of ... something. Bringas jumped to hold him so he would not fal again. Therewas
of course no sun visible. Nilo was halucinating.

"So bright, so bright! Everywhere—nothing but light!" Nilo said, reeching into the air with his
emaciated ams. llIness had ravaged him; Bringas was dmost thankful that he couldn't actualy see his
friend. "Text C—"

Bringas siffened. Text C?

"A and B aretyranny; | cannot read the words—"

Of course not; Nilo wasilliterate.

"One rubbed out, and written again—"

Nilo was looking at the palimpsest! How could thisbe?

"But Cisthelight of the sun! The heart of the sun! Oh, glorious! Oh, it blinds me, burns me—"

Nilo collapsed in Bringas arms. Hisbody shuddered with theforce of hisreveation. Ina
moment he was racked again by coughing.

Bringaslaid him down on the cold floor, afraid of what those visions might portend. If Nilo could
see across the probabilities—Nilo, who was native to this period—

"Mamal" Nilo screamed, clutching at Bringas. "The sunisgone; it isdark and cold—"
Hewas coming out of it! Nilo knew where he was!
"Mama, hold me! Mameacita, it hurts...."

Bringashed him.



Finaly Nilo lgpsed into deep.
Bringas dept too.
When he woke he knew his friend was dead.

Mourn not the dead that in the cool earth lie—

Time was meaningless, but by Bringas londly reckoning it was March, or Maceo, or Paucar
Huaray: the garment of flowers. Nilo was gone, and his mind was numb with that grief and drifting
back to another: the question of Addlita. Had she betrayed him? Hiswaking nightmares centered
around that notion, weighing it, Sfting it, Sraining it, pulling it about like hot taffy into grotesque
configurations. If not her, who? One of the other men in the group? Throwing suspicions on her to
avoid exposure of the red culprit? But they had dl attended the bombing of the warehouse. If
someone ese, how could he have had the information about Bringas immediate wheresbouts, when
only the participants knew it? And Addlita.

He saw her breast, her face. Beautiful, both. How could these betray him? 233 would never
have done it—so why was he unable to conjure her face and body for his consolation in thistime of
solitary agony? The only vision that could hold Nilo's anguished dying cries a bay was that of
Adelita—and he could not decide whether to love her or hate her. Wasit that ugly mystery that
compeled him?

From time to time men were put in other cellsfor afew hours, on their way to paredon. Bringas
generaly left them alone. What could he say to them, these wretches who would be dead aday later?

But now one called out to him, from acrossthe dark hall.
"Bringasl Juan Bringas! Areyou here?'

Weasit ajoke? He answered. "l am here." His voice was hoarse; he had been coughing
intermittently himself.

"Juan, itisLuisl Of the sabotage group. Remember? They said you were here, and now | an to

die—"
It was Luis, Bringas recognized the voice now. The man who had been so nervous while they

st the plastic charges. "Why should they sentence you, and not me?' Bringas demanded, not trusting
this contact.

"l escaped. | wasthe only one. They caught me later, when | tried to get to the Spanish embassy
and escape Cuba. Baro was shot down; | don't know what happened to the others, after they were
arrested.”

"Neither do I." More than ever, Bringas was suspicious. Luiswas weak; he could be intimidated
into prying information from an isolated prisoner.



"Juan, | hoped | would find you, before the end. | had to tell you—" The voice faltered, but
Bringas refused to spesk again until he could better gppraise the man's motives. Luis clamed he was
about to die—but it could easily be apose.

"l had to tell you | wasthe one who did it, not your woman," Luissaid in aburst. "It has been
tormenting me dl thistime, and | had to—I didn't want to—they threatened Tino, threstened to kill
hm—"

Tino. That was hislover—amatter he had never talked about before. Bringas had only
discovered Tino in the course of his private investigations of his men; he had wanted to know whether
any were spies. He had not been concerned about sexua mores; once he ascertained that Tino was
as ardently anti-communist as L uis, he et the matter be.

Now he cursed himself for afool. Of course such aliaison would make Luis asetup for the
G-2, if they should learn about it—and evidently they had.

"They made me do it—I didn't want to—I told them about the plastic explosives but they il
wouldn't let Tino go. They wanted to catch the supplier, told meto find out, to report in before any
big job was done. But you scheduled it by surprise, so | couldn't—I called assoon as| could, after
Baro tied you up, but they were very angry—"

"You told them whereto find me?'

"Yes. Juan, | did not want to doit, | am loya to the underground, but they had Tino—"

Bringas hardly cared about that. He blamed himself for not recognizing so obvious aweak spot
in hisgroup. What concerned him was the vindication of Addlita she had not been the traitor!

"Thank you! Thank you for telling mel" he said with heartfelt gratitude.

"Baro thought it was your woman, and | knew it wasn't, and | wanted to tell you. | know you
love her theway | love Tino—loved Tino—"

"Did something happen to him?" Put that way, Bringas understood the betrayd. What would he
have doneif he knew Adelitawas about to be killed? What had he done, in hislong effort to recover
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"He was shot. Killed. Trying to escape, they said. | think it was because | didn't stop the
sabotage. It's over for me now; tomorrow | dieand | rgjoin Tino. | just had to let you know, and beg
your forgivenessfor what | did—"

" forgiveyou!" Bringas said ingtantly. All these months of suspicion—

"Thank you," Luissaid pitifully. "I had to makeit right with you before | died.”

Then Bringas remembered that the G-2 had been at the other apartment before that cdl. "Did
you tell them to pick us up before then, at the first gpartment?”

"Juan, that was an accident! | did not tell them—I had no time. They were there for someone
else, not us. We panicked for nothing!™



Comedy of errors! They had thought they were betrayed when it was mere coincidence, so had
accused an innocent woman, and overlooked the red betrayer—who hadn't doneit yet! But Addlita
had been exonerated, and that made up for al the rest.

Next day the guardstook Luis. Shortly thereafter Bringas heard the guns of the firing squad.

The warden came back through the capillas after the execution. He stopped outside Bringas
cdl. "l thought your friend was acoward,” he said gruffly. "But he died likeaman.”

It might have been another week or another month. Bringas was so wesk when they took him
out that he had difficulty standing, and he was nearly blind in the daylight. But he had survived the
punishment of the capillas.

They put him in Galera 14, and it was like freedom. There were about twenty men here, the
majority were Batistianos condemned to die. But some were here because they were too sick for the
main galeras—like Bringas now.

A man took hisarm and helped him to one of the wire frame bunks. He was about fifty years
old, of medium height, vagudy orientd eyes, and afriendly grin. Bringasfound him familiar from
somewhere. Straight black hair—who was he?

"Mirabal," the man murmured. "Sit for awhile until your eyesrecover. Y ou arefortunate to have
come out of the capillasdive.”

Commander Mirabal—the reputed father of Raul Castro! Now Bringas placed him. He
accepted the cup of coffee Miraba gave him—and promptly spilled it, for his hands were unsteady.
But it was good to be among people he knew, even asvaguely asthis! In the capillasit had seemed
that the entire world had been blotted ouit.

Gdera 14 prisoners ae here in the cell, rather than with the others, which madeit easier for
Bringas, who lacked the strength to wait in line. He was a Fiddista, but the condemned Batistianos
did not harass him. In Galera 14, more than in the rest of the prison, everyone wasin it together.

The days passed, and dowly Bringas recovered. If he could not do very much physically, he had
plenty to occupy himintellectualy, for he resumed his study of English language speaking and writing,
and renewed acquaintances. There had been afair turnover during his absence: some friends had
been released, others had died, one way or another. Mainly there was news.

Prison gossip was swift and generally accurate, if you fit everyone's sagainto the proper context.
Recent news was significant. Possibly the prisoners were better informed about conditionsin Cuba
generdly than were most outsders. Theword here, in late March of 1961, was that the Americans
were organizing an invasion of Cubato overthrow Fiddl.

Cuba's urban guerrillas were active increasingly since January, with bombs and firesbeing set
daily, nation attempts every few days—some successful, though generaly only against minor
officids—and mgor sabotage on dmost aweekly bass. Men were taking to the hillsto join therurd
guerrillasin every province, and the ranks of the DRE, the MRDD and others were swelling



phenomendly. Sugear fields were burned, saboteurs were active even in the hills around Havanaitself,
and therewas arising crescendo of insurrection traveling through theidand like wildfire. All of it was
leading up to the coming climax of theinvason.

The prison authorities muttered thet if invasion came, and if it looked asthough it were going to
be successful, there would be wholesal e executions before it reached La Cabana. But some of the
guards made private overturesto key prisoners, providing specia food for them and whispering,
"Remember, when the time comes—| am agood guy!”

AsApril began, the prison grapevine tingled with word that a remarkable guest was about to be
entertained. Commandante Humberto Sori Marin—the author of the Revolutionary Code of Laws
and the chief prosecutor at the infamoustrials leading off the Castro regime. It was said that he had
sent five hundred men to the wall. Now he was coming to La Cabana as a prisoner.

Bringas had a sharp recollection of Marin'santics at thetrial of SosaBlanco, in which heled the
witnesses, insulted the defendant personally, and finally forced a verdict of guilty based on perjured
and erroneous testimony. That had been thefirst of the circustrias, and Bringas had been on the
panel of judges, so he waswell aware of the farce the conviction was. Sosas correct and manly
behavior had made Marin look like a monkey—but Sosa had been executed.

There was moreto the story of Sori Marin. He had been made Minister of Agriculture—only to
resgn ashort timelater in protest to the Agrarian Reform measures. He had joined the underground
about the time Bringas himself had, worked in Cubafor ayear, then defected to the United States. At
that point he might have retired in safety. But he had gotten training and returned covertly to Cubato
help organize the anti-communist res stance more effectively. In the past month the G-2 had
investigated a house where a suspicious number of cars parked, and netted Marin at an underground
meeting. In the ensuing shootout, Sori Marin was wounded in the legs so that he had to hobblewith a
crutch.

Marin had convicted adozen of the Batistianosin Gaera 14. Origindly there had been more
than twenty, but one by one over the monthsindividuas had been removed and executed. Those
remaining had no way of knowing when their ends would come; they only knew their fate was certain.
They owed thisto Marin.

A man with no protection to be placed in Galera 14.

Bringas stayed clear of the discussons that ensued. Nor did he want to be present when Marin
was brought in. He hated Marin, yet he understood the man's position, which was roughly smilar to
his own. Fidd's decision to place this man directly in the hands of the very men whose deaths were
attributed to him was an act of appalling sadism. How could you, Fidel! hethought in anguish.
Commandante Marin would never live to see hisown execution.

Boca Chula, the prison informer whose fight with Nilo had led findly to Nilo's lonely death, was
clever enough to make book on the number of hours and minutes Marin would last in that dread
gdera He himsdlf took the estimate of one minute; others ranged from one hour al theway up to
severd days. The Batistianosin the other galeras were especiadly grim. "Revenge like that is granted to
man only oncein acentury,” one said. "It will not be wasted."

"But it shouldn't cometoo quickly," another said. "He must suffer aslong aspossble...”



Bringas, though sickened by it al, was present by his bunk when Marin was brought in. Bringas
had not talked with any of hisimmediate cellmates about the matter, but he could tell by their
expectant, controlled attitudes that they had cometo adecision.

Marin wasasmall man, about Nilo's size, about forty-five years old. His face was hawkish
behind his glasses, and pinched with pain, for he had to walk though wounded in both legs. He looked
about nervoudy, knowing the Situation.

The guards departed, locking them in for the night. Bringas had to remain.

One of the condemned Batigtianos, Commandante Mireva, gpproached Marin. "Good evening,”
he said formdly. "I have two sheetsfor you and ablanket.”

Marin just looked at him, waiting for the trap to spring. Bringas wanted to turn away, but could
not.

A second man went to Marin. "Hereisapillow and apillowcase." Marin, of course, had no
bedclothing, since such things were not provided by the prison authorities. Bringaswell knew the
immense comfort such things could bring in thefirst cold nights on a hard bunk.

A third came. "Make yourself comfortable. We will make you some coffee.”

Marin lay on hisbunk, amazed. Then the leader of the Batistianos explained. "Commandante, be
at ease. Here you are among friends. Nobody has any hard fedlings toward you. What has happened
isinthe past. Now you are one of us."

Marin, unbelieving at fird, finaly saw that they meant it. He pretended to deep, trying to hide the
tears of emotion dripping from hiseyes. So did Bringas.

Sori Marin wastreated with the utmost courtesy in Galera 14 throughout histenure there. The
first day the prisoners arranged ahot meal for him, and someone was always at hand to assst him
when he woke moaning from the pain of hiswounds.

The other prisoners wereincredulous. Then, gradualy, comprehension dawned. These were
men, not animals, in Galera 14. They would not play Castro's cynica game. They would not grant him
adoubled victory by proving that they were indeed as savage as he thought them. Marin too wasa
man—aman who was here only because he had acknowledged the error of hisways and acted to
correct the wrong he had done to his country. As Bringas had done. As every Fiddistahad done.

The condemned Batistianos had shown the prison—and the world—what honor was. Gaera 14
had become the noblest of cells.

On April 17 theinvasion began. The grapevine circulated new details constantly. Anarmy of a
thousand men had landed at Playa Giron in southern Las Villas Province. There were aso reports of
landings elsewhere. A mgjor defeat had been inflicted on Castro's militia. The beachhead was

expanding.



Bringaslistened avidly, for he could not remember this particular event from history. Exactly
who was invading? he demanded. Cuban exiles with American equipment, hewastold. Exactly
where? At the Bay of Figs.

Until that moment Bringas had been as excited asthe rest. But now heredlized the key: pig. As
inthe novel Additahad read to him, Animal Farm. Some jokester had decided to follow the pardlél
oneironic step further, and claim the pigs were invading the men. Ha, hal

If he had that book now, he could read it himself; he was confident of his limited command of
English. But he could Hill tdll fiction from fact! No wonder hefailed to remember this"invasion” from
history; nothing of the kind had occurred! Maybe thiswas another trick of Fidd's: to make the entire
prison pay for itsfailure to torment Marin by feeding in acarefully contrived but cruelly fase hope of
release.

Soon the news bulletins turned sour, as Bringas had known they would. Incredible blunders by
the Americans were reported: failure to provide the invaders proper air cover, failure to diminate
Cadtro'sown smdll air force, failure to warn the underground of the precise plans, deliberate
withholding by the CIA of aramsfor the urban and rura guerrillas so that no loca uprisings could
occur, destruction of the ammunition ship of the invaders, ddliberate organization of the invasion itself
at such aplace that there was no possible mountain cover in case of reverses... on and on it went. The
script had been most carefully rehearsed, but Bringas knew it was false, and would have known
anyway, for no one would believe that the Americans, who were the world'sfinest tacticiansin war,
could blunder so consistently. This story had been designed to bring absolute grief to the prisoners!

Incredibly, it was succeeding! Bringastried to explain that it was a hoax, but few paid attention.
A black mood settled over the prison, even among the condemned Batistianos who had no future
anyway. If the supposed invasion failed, they would be shot in due course; if it succeeded, they would
be shot immediately.

Incredibly, aso, there was amassive influx of new prisoners. It was said that some 50,000
people had been rounded up in Havana alone, and crammed into any space available: movie theaters,
the famed Sport Palace, stadiums, prisons....

Victory had seemed s0 close the first day that there were supposed to have been large-scale
defectionsfrom Fidd's militiaand police. Almgeiras, the drug-using Chief of Police, had fought
bravely in thefront lines. Only Bringas saw the ludicrous exaggeration of such areport, made only to
build up aman who was currently in favor with the government. But why was the government actualy
piling prisonersinto La Cabana? That made little sense, for the prison was aready crowded.

Y et here they were: workers, priests, even communists! They filed the galeras, even Gaera 14
and the kitchen, and overflowed onto the patio. The common rebel soldiers near the capillaswere
freed and their cdllsfilled to capacity too. New guards came to handle the influx. It was chaos—yet
hour by hour more came! All said the same: theinvason wasredl.

On April 19, in the midst of constant executions, Humberto Sori Marin was taken from the cell.
Humbly he went to each man of Gaera 14, including Bringas, and shook their hands. "I am sorry for
what | did!" he cried as he hobbled along with the crutches. "I thank you for your great courtesy, and
| beg you to pardon me!”



"Itisnot for usto pardon you," the leader of the Batistianos replied gravely. "It isfor God."

Adhering to the code they had made, the Batistianos et him face the redlity of the code he had
made, more severdly chastened than by any physical torment.

It was said that Fidel himself attended the execution, hungry to watch his erstwhilefriend grovel.
It was said that when Sori Marin would not oblige, he was knocked to the ground, his crutchesflying.
It was said that he struggled again to hisfeet, clutching at the desth wall. "Pig!" he shouted at Fidd. "I
amaman and | die standing!" Then they shot himin thelegsto make himfdl, and then in the heed,
and hewas dead at |ast.

"If God does not pardon him, I will," Bringas said, and no one took exception.

When they started |etting the surplus prisoners go, it was obvious to Bringas that there had
indeed been an invasion, and that it had failed.

For atime there wasflux, as old prisoners were released merely to make way for the new. The
guards changed too, being constantly shifted around, and many were green. An organized prison
rebellion might well have succeeded—but that same chaos prevented organization. The Sck and the
wounded cameto Gaera 14, many to lie on thefloor.

Bringas recognized one man haggard with fever. "Pepin!™ he cried. "Pepin Naranjo! What are
you doing here?" It was the officer who had had the nightmares about Raul Castro's ditch daughter.

Naranjo jumped. "No, no! | am Carlos, Carlos Pascud! | do not know you.”

Bringas looked again. It was Pepin Naranjo, dl right. But he must be using another name, and
Bringas could guesswhy. "My apologies, sefior! | mistook you for another man—Naranjo, Captain
Cristino Naranjo, Camilo Cienfuegos bodyguard. But heis dead, of course. | have not been well; |
wasin the capillas, and | still don't seewell, and | get confused. Of course| do not know you, and |
beg your forgiveness."

"Certainly,” Naranjo said. "Stay and talk awhile, sefior. What did you say your name was?'

And when any possible suspicion had been alayed, Naranjo whispered the truth. "I emigrated,
Juan. But the nightmares wouldn't stay in Cuba, and they were driving me crazy!" Bringas knew
exactly what that was like, though his own nightmares had faded dmost entirely. He had seen so much
evil in Cubathat he knew he was only moderately damned himsdlf.

"l had to come back, Juan! With the CIA—I don't like the CIA much ether, but at least | am
doing what | can, and now the nightmares are gone! But they caught mein this sweep—they're
arresting everybody, everybody, no matter how dight the suspicion! They don't know my red
name...."

There was no medica attention, of course, and Naranjo got worse, sinking findly into acoma.
Then the loudspeakers cdled his name. "Pascud, Carlos Pascud to the office with your belongings.”



Bringas went to wake Naranjo, who hadn't heard. But he paused. In the crowd, with new
guards—it was aterrible thing to do to hisfriend, who might subsequently be recognized and shot, but
on the other hand Naranjo might die anyway. He had to try it!

Bringas quickly gathered his own belongings and went to the office. The clerk looked &t thelist.
"Pascud? Carl os Pascud ?'

"Yes" Bringassad.

The clerk looked straight at him, and Bringas had a shock. He knew the man from the Sierral
And the man knew him—abut lowered his eyes, nodding wearily. "Go, whilethe going is good!"

That suddenly Juan Bringas was free.

PART SEVEN

The motor quit.

Alarmed, he checked it, and was relieved to discover the gas tank empty. Mechanical failure
would be serious, for he was dmost completely ignorant about such a motor'sinterna operations; but
this he could readily fix! Helifted one of the reserve cans of gas, and found its attachable spout. Next
he located ametd funnd with asmdl rubber hose, and by maneuvering the combination and spilling
somefuel he managed to pour afair portion of the liquid into the tank.

Themotor still would not start. With growing anxiety he checked and rechecked. Everything
seemed to bein order. Only the fuel had changed.

Thefud. Suspicious, he removed the cap again, dipped hisfinger into the tank, and brought his
hand to hisface. The fluid smelled like gasoline and yet not quite the same, perhaps.

He opened the second reserve can and sniffed. Gasoline, surely. Y et the can was heavy. He
poured some out into an open bucket and contemplated it, watching the liquid swirl and settle.

He saw the layer under the surface, the division between fluids of differing density. Only athin
film covered the denser medium. The gasoline had been cut with water. More than cut—probably the
fuel waslittle more than the residue from the can. Just about enough to provide the odor—not enough
to run the motor.

The marinaoperator had gotten the best of him, for he had been too dull to notice. Hysterical
strength had overcome physical weakness, but there was only so far this could carry him. He could
not remember how he had crossed the bay from La Cabana to Havana; but he had ambushed a
soldier inalonely park in the Vedado section and taken his uniform, wegpon, and papers. Then a
quick cleanup and shave in a public washroom, and a bus to the Mariano section where there were
severa public and private beaches, hotels, and yacht clubs. Masguerading as aguard, he had
overcome two guards at the Spanish Club, and forced the marina operator to provide him with this
fast fiberglass Boston Whaer. The man had seemed too eager to please him, telling him the boat
would not snk even when filled with water, and fetching extrafud cans from astorage room. Bringas



had tied him up at the end, of course—but he remembered the man'sfaint mocking smile and his
"Have agood trip, comrade!”

No wonder! Now he was stranded without power, here in the Atlantic or the Gulf of Mexico,
depending on how far the Gulf Stream had carried him. He had been suckered in much the way
Camilo Cienfuegos had!

Juan Bringas was not in good condition physicaly. The prison regimen had sapped his strength,
and he had not had deep or respite sSince. He was weak and nervous, with abad stomach for food,
subject to recurrent dizziness and attacks of nausea.

Now it was hot, and the boat had no cabin. His skin was very pae, another legacy from the
capillaswherelittle light and no sunlight penetrated. Already he had aformidable sunburn, and the
very sdt of the seaair seemed to inflame it worse.

The boat was smdl, perhaps double his own length, and had aflat bottom. In the center wasa
bench, and there were oarlocks on the sides. He unshipped one of the oars, but found itsweight and
drag appaling. He could no more row this craft in his present condition than he could walk acrossthe
water!

He pondered that awhile. He was weak, but he was light. The waves looked solid, thicker than
mercury. Why couldn't he....

A gust of wind brought blessed respite from the heat, and after that a vapor cut off the harsh
sunlight. Wonderful, for he had feared blisters would form on histortured skin. But his cloud had no
dlver lining: astorm was coming!

"Virgen dela Caridad help me!" he cried, and hisvoice was a croak. What use wasit to fight?
He lacked the strength to oppose any portion of nature's careless power.

"They told me you had drowned ayear ago." Addlitals voice, so clear heturned to look at her. It
was his memory speaking. She had said it in 1962, over ayear hence, not knowing....

Thewavesincreased with darming rapidity, first rocking, then pitching the boat. Now
Seasi ckness was added to his other miseries.

Thismust have been the way it was for Camilo! No, he would have died more quickly, when the
bomb exploded and the plane plunged into the water.

So the Fiddlistas had not lied to Addlital Juan Bringas had died at sea, victim of the joint
malevolence of amaritime attendant and the fickle weather. And his own carelessness. Thiswasthe
termination of histangled spiel. The thread stretched from 2413 to 1962 to 2414 to 1958 and findly
up hereto 1961, the hard way. There was not to be a successful second mission, whether by fate or
by paradox. Text A was not to be restored.

He leaned over the side and threw up. For amoment that gave him relief, but the boat kept
rocking.

Text A, Text B, adumbrations of the palimpsest. Pardld histories—but neither had meaning for



him now, asthe e ements played with hisderdlict self. What did it matter whether one future prevailed
over the other? Whether 233 lived or never lived? Hisinterest in the matter had been negated by his
demise.

If only he could lie down! Soon he would haveto find relief for his diarrhea, too—but how, in
thisboat, in this storm?

A wave broke over the boat, smashing him back and swamping the interior. But it did not
capsize. He struggled through the water init, picking up the usdlessfue cans and jettisoning them to
make the boat lighter. Then he worked on the outboard motor, and finaly managed to freeit too. He
watched it snk down into the swirling water. He was going to die here anyway, but he meant to hang
on aslong as he could, and that meant he wanted the boat floating.

He was soaking. He stripped off his clothing, for there was no danger from the sun now! He had
had athorough bath, an authoritative washing of hiswretched body—could it be considered thefina
purification? Extreme Unction, in the view of the Catholic Church... or perhaps one of thefiveritua
baths the santero took for an Espiritismo ceremony? How clean should he be, before considering
himsdf fit materia to bequeeth to the hungry fishes?

He retched again, bringing up afew spoonfuls of green bile. Ay Dios, this perpetud rocking
motion! Now he was cold, shivering with a sudden chill, and his eyeswereirritated so that it was hard
to see. Hisfeet, when he hauled them out of the bilge, seemed swollen.

A ritud bath... why not? This mundane world had little to offer him now, for if the storm stopped
the sun would emerge, and that was deadly too. L et Espiritismo save himif it could!

Therewas aswatch of seaweed in the boat. "Roses," he said, chuckling painfully. "Searoses! |
bathein you!" And he plumped himsalf down in the tub-shaped boat, bathing in roses.

What else did theritua require? He couldn't remember the contents of the severd baths. But the
seawas the ultimate garbage dump of this self-palluting, nest-befouling world; surdly the necessary
ingredientswere present! Let him purify himsdlf inliquid refuse!

Fasting was necessary. He must have fasted—when had he esten |lat? Certainly he had
disgorged the contents of his stomach, right down to the bilious liver secretions; that was the same
thing! He had abstained from drinking and smoking—how could it be otherwise, in the capillasl He
had undergone flagellation from the smashing of the waves upon hisbody.

Juan Bringas, santero! He was pure now, cleansed of all commerciality. He could work magic.
At any moment he expected to see Camilo Cienfuegos fish-gnawed body rise from the depthsto
bestow his benediction!

"Oachita, spesk tome!" hecried. "'l believel”

Hiswasted body was too lean to drive an oar, his demented head too foggy to keep his
surroundings in focus—but he could see across the texts of the future, A, B, and C.

A—-hisorigin, hisworld of 233, now scarcely red.



B—the dternate hisfirg misson had made.
C—thebrilliance of the sun.
Nilo had glimpsed them al before he died, and so would Juan.

Y et mysteriesremained. What point were his strugglesin thisrealm? Why had the ornate scroll
he had perceived in hisvision across the texts sent him here, to accomplish nothing? Who had written
that elegant document and left it for him to read?

Now he could not even go back to look, for histime phaser was buried where he could not
reach it. Even if he had wished to do so the moment he escaped from La Cabana, it would have been
impossible, because he was a marked man and Cubawasin atime of crisis. No, he had to remain
here, finish his misson—which meant getting to the United States, contacting the CIA, establishing his
underground bona fides, returning to Cuba as an agent during the missile crisis... and then, at lat,
picking up the phaser and returning to hisown world and 233....

Then there would be a score to settle with the Tens of his own time! He would have to stop shy
of the moment they had arrested him, snatch hisfamily....

The waves were tossing him about, but it was as though they operated at adistance. They were
merdly physcd; hischain of thought wasthe redlity. He visuaized the palimpsest superimposed on the
violent ocean, printed in front of the moving water.

The ocean dtilled. The wavesfrozen in place, the vaporsin the air hung motionless, the spume
did not fall, the turbulent storm clouds were immobile. No sound came to him, no smell, no sensation
of any sort externd or internal, except that vision of the waterscape—and the palimpsest.

The dements were fixed—Dbut the palimpsest was animate! Text A and Text B rotated for his

gaze s0 that he could scan their overlapping content. And Text C, which was not redlly atext but a
continuing blaze of light.

TEXT A, 1962—The Union of Soviet Sociaist Republics emplaces offensive misslesin
Cuba....

TEXT B, 1962—The Soviet Union declaresthe city of Berlin, Germany, to be an integrd part
of East Germany....

TEXT A, 1967—Israd, in AsaMinor...
TEXT B, 2400—Population just under 800,000...

TEXT C—Bright at firgt, it had gradudly turned dark, until now therewasno sgn of it. A
trangitory text, not part of history proper. Strange.

TEXT A, 2414—Revolt of the Espiritismo cult. Centered in Caste Brown, but extending in
lesser measure throughout Fidelias society, the cultists were in aunique position to challenge the



exigting order. Browns debouched from service gpertures at dl key terminas, imbued with the spirit

of the gods and possessed of hysterical strength. The anesthetic darts were ineffective against them, as
they were able to repress e ements of their own circulatory systems until the antidote could be
adminigtered. Armed with frightening knives and clubs, they hacked down their opponents and
assumed command of essential facilities. The secret cultistsin other Castes threw off their sashes and
asssted. Thiswas essentialy an anti-waste revolution; the cultists did not mean to establish themselves
or the Browns at the apex of the Caste hierarchy, but to abolish the Caste system entirely.

Bringas stopped reading. He had become absorbed in the narrative the moment it passed his
own time, but there was adisquieting familiarity about this, a—

The Cuban revolution! The revolt of the future paraleled the one he had participated in herel
Fidd had come not merely to assume control of the existing order, to fatten his persond fortune
before being ousted by another palace turnover. Fidel had come to overthrow the entire capitalist
system, and to replace it by afundamentally aien system at incal culable cost to the nation and its
people. The cultists were out to do the same, for smilar idedlistic motives—and the cost would be the
samne.

The Tens of Text A were no paragons of virtue, and 197 had severe grievances to settle with
them, but perhaps they were historically the lesser of evils. They had foreseen this devastation that
would affect the entire society of Fiddia. They had acted—wisdy!'—to forestall it, by sending an
emissay to change the prevailing redlity dightly, to diminate the primary locus of infection without
sacrificing the beneficid agpects of the system.

Had there been someoneto travel back in Cuban history to rectify the problems that fueled Fidel
Cadgtro'sinitid foothold in American imagination....

197 looked &t the palimpsest again. He saw that in one day the Espiritismo takeover was
virtudly complete. Only Complex Purple remained secure, sheltering anumber of Ninesand Tens of
other Castes within its demesne. Purple had had forewarning, and had taken minimum precautions. At
least it had done so in the subtext following 197's refusd to make the necessary changesin history.
But deprived of the resources of the remainder of Fiddia, the Purples Stuation seemed hopelessin
thelong run.

197 could seethat the pardld Text B entry had no such development. His operation had been
successful; the breeding ground of revolution had been eliminated. And it wasthe only way, for any
atempt to delete Caste Brown within the Text A framework would only have precipitated the revolt.
He remembered that he had suggested a convocation of Castes—but he saw now that that would
have been no more effective than replacing a Batistawith a General Cantillo on the eve of Fidd's
victory. It wastoo late for first aid once the phosphorous grenade exploded....

Y es. Juan Bringas life had brought new ingght to 197—an insght that perhaps only participation
in arevolution and repentance in an abysma prison could provide. He agreed with the Tens decision,
in principle, now. They had redlly made a better world. Their commitment to him persondly had been
honored. They had not known that his mishandling of the details would diminate his own wife.

It was clear, now. Y et there was an element missing.



Who had tried to change it back?
Who had written the Spanish Scroll?

Obvioudy the war of the texts was not over—and though he might be dying, he had aneed to
know the truth. He thought he had doneright, after dlowing for his mistakes, but only full information
would make him sure.

197 resumed his perusa of Text A, while the waves of the storm remained petrified.

The Espiritismos were in control, except for the Purple enclave. Castes were abolished, citizens
discarded their sashes, celebrations continued day by day. The santeros were accorded the best of

everything by agrateful populace.

The machinery of Fideliahdted. Redl knowledge of adminigtration lay with the Purples; it was
impossiblefor people trained to other employments to step in and organize as efficiently asthose born
toit. The operations of the society were phenomenaly complex, and precise integration of functions
was necessary, or everything suffered.

197 understood the situation well. Juan Bringas had seen it in Cuba, whose system would have
falled entirdy without the massive support of the externd Soviet Union. Hehad read of itin
connection with the Inca Indian roydty, whose extermination destroyed Incacivilization and |eft a
vacuum for the Spaniardsto fill. No society could function properly when its most capable e ements
were excluded on aclass-wide basis. That was alesson history had reinforced many times. When a
minority was purged, such asthe Jawsin pre-holocaust Germany, the efforts of their Einsteins could
throw the balance of atomic wegponry to Germany's enemies despite their later sart, leading to the
political overthrow of the nation. But when there was only one society on Earth, such purges
threatened the very continuation of mankind.

Then came the Purple counterstroke within Text A. A man went back in time—not 197, not to
Cuba—and nated the key santero of the cult. Before the revolt broke out. The span of time
travel wastoo short to invoke significant paradox, being only afew months. The nwas caught
and killed, but he had done hisjob.

The cultists were disorganized, and the revolt was necessarily delayed—~but only afew months.
Actudly, killing was new and shocking in Fidelia, but they adjusted quickly to that Stuation. A new
chief carried the revolt through despite the Purple's limited precautions.

Here 197 paused. Why hadn't the Purples made an dl-out attack on the problem in the
grace-period provided? Surely thefirgt successful revolt had given them ample warning!

But it had not—because redlity had been changed. In thisdternate, no revolt had occurred!
The mgority of Purples gave little credence to the notion of asuccessful rebellion againgt the system.
How could acult overturn four centuries of government? The time-change had only delayed things,
not changed them.

Another assassin went back, not realizing he was not the first. But the Espiritismos of that period
had been aerted by the prior loss, perhaps advised by their gods, and were able to foil this attempt.
They captured the agent and obtained his confession, and learned precisely what it was they were up



againg. Locd paradox would ordinarily have prevented the transmission of such information; but the
Espiritismos had specid taents. And the span was too brief for strong paradox.

It wasimpossible to guard completely against an enemy who could strike, literdly, before they
learned of hisexistence. The third assassin was successful, and the revolt was delayed again.

The cult's resources were large, and its leadership diffuse. Each murder crested amesh of
potential paradox that restricted the scope of the next. Espiritismo might have been halted in this
manner had it been no more than superdtition; but in severa centuriesit had developed considerably
beyond that.

197 redlized now why he had not been able to see actua people when he peered across the
palimpsest from the B text. Text A was no longer asteady stream, but alooping one: it was being
continudly revised. The date of the revolt kept shifting, the people kept doing different things—yet it
wasdl onetext. Or amerging series of subtexts. Only the physicd facilitiesremained firm.

So it continued, thisinternecine war, with neither Sde gaining adecisive advantage. The only regl
victory had been thefirst, that set up the B Text. The subsequent history of Text A, when that Juan
Bringas misson had been negated, showed that his effort had been the only redl chanceto preserve
the Fiddian/Guevarian society intact. And his mission must have been negated, because the lingering
waters of Text A redlity should have run out otherwise.

Y et he hadn't negated it yet....

197 skipped ahead—and was appalled to discover that it didn't stop. Ten years, fifty years, a
century—war was the essence of Text A existence.

Fiddids citizens were unable to change the pattern, because its nature concealed the truth from
them. It wasacodtly irony.

Through short-range timetravel, the Purples maintained the status-quo—but it was dways
temporary expedient, causing a continuing attrition in lives and resources. It was anegative policy,
dedling with the symptom rather than the cause. Steadily the baance shifted to favor the cultists. More
and more citizens turned to Espiritismo to dleviate the subtle wrongness of war conditions.

Meanwhile, Text B was placid. There Espiritismo was not asignificant factor. The superior
structure of Guevarian society militated against genuine dissent, and the absence of Caste Brown
robbed the cult of its heartland.

Text A waswithering, its population actudly declining asit sruggled invisibly with itself. Text B
waxed populous and proud, colonizing the surface of the earth. The texts were hardly parallel now;
onewas afailure, the other asuccess.

If he wereto changeit back, somehow, and recover 233, he still would not want to remainin
Text A.

Y et someone or something preferred it. Who?

The author of the Spanish Scrall, obvioudy. Friend or foe?



Hefollowed the palimpsest compulsively, seeking the answer. 197 would die, but he would die
cognizant.

Two centuries after histime, thetide of history began to turn again. Text A stabilized, though at a
periloudy low level. Text B stabilized at ahigh level. A remained a war, B at peace.

Then A began to gain—while B, surprisingly, atrophied.

What had happened to B? It was not obvious. It was as though the people had run out of
ambition. They wereless hedthy, they had fewer children, they accomplished less. Their civilization
waned.

Wasit the final exhaustion of resources? There had been little enough | eft after the holocaust,
and B had devel oped a considerable population, inhabiting all available land surface. Wasit lingering
radiation, perhgps exerting an unmeasurably small but cumulatively significant effect on the human
germ plasma? Y et many people remained below the Bolivian mountains, and they too declined.

Could it be inbreeding resulting from the eimination of the Indian blood in Caste Brown? No, for
the blood had not been diminated, just the Espiritismos; Text B was more truly integrated than Text
A, even after many centuries, and had, if anything, awider genetic pool. What about the loss of
challenge? B had nothing more to drive for, seemingly, no horizonsto conquer any more. 197 smply
couldnt tell.

Text A, in contrast, had stayed smdl and never returned to the surface. The attrition among its
citizens had been terrible—but by the same token it had not exhausted its environmental resources,
and not ventured into the lingering radiation. Chalenge remained, certainly—the chalenge of sheer
survivd.

He beheld asgnificant flash of insight that was not particularly sweet. Wasit that survival wasin
fact impossible in astuation that failed to chalengeit? Since man typically overcame his environment,
eliminating chalenge from that source, was artificid chalenge essentid? Waswar necessarily the
natura state of man?

Wéll, that was not hisimmediate concern, Since his present environment was about to challenge
him to death. He resumed his perusd of the palimpsest.

Text A was dowly recovering. But there was more than that. The peculiar war of Caste and cult
continued, with its congtant drain on life and development. Y et Fideliawas gaining, as though the wind
intended to snuff out its flame wasinstead fanning it. It was as though neither sSide wanted thewar to
end. The Purples made time changes just sufficient to maintain the balance, and the cultists countered
just enough to make another change necessary.

He jumped ahead another century. Still theimpasse, till the limited population. But therewasa
change, as subtle but as definite asthat in Text B. There was aleashed dynamism about the
suppressed cult, apower like that of agrenade: ready at any moment to explode with devastating
effect, yet quiescent.

He moved along another century—and it happened. The grenade exploded. A streak of light
speared down the long text of history, illuminated his own crisisin 2413, and continued into the past.



All theway down to the twentieth century—
It touched him, metaphysica phosphorus.
It wasthe scrall:
Juan Bringas manned the oars, using themto orient the boat. He
"No!" hecried. "l won't read it! | followed that scroll beforeand it only led herel”

But there was no sound, and his own voice was only in hismind. He had been silenced as
effectively asthe storm.

Theilluminated text continued to hang before him.
"Who are you?' he demanded voicdesdy. " Show yoursdlf! | will not deal with anonymity!”
The scroll did not move.

Bringas stood up, feeling no pain. He stepped out of the boat and walked across the water
toward the scroll. He reached up, caught it by its tubular base, and ripped it from itsinvisible mooring.

There was ajagged hole where it had been. Redlity was apicture; thiswas agap in the canvas.

197 caught the edges of the hole and hoisted himsdlf insgde. He weighed o little that it was easy.
There wasjust enough room for his shouldersto pass.

As his head emerged on the other Side, his senses were inundated by grandeur. Sight, sound,
touch—the stillness of the frozen storm outside was complemented by the magnificent chaos of the
ingde. No, not indde—other sde, for thiswas a complete universe, too. It was alarger
universe—dimensiondly larger. It was the future he had experienced momentarily in Text B, when he
tried to jump ahead using the phaser and landed in the channel before the stream of redlity reached it.
But thiswas not empty; thiswas full—asfull asan infinity of conventiona universe!

Full? Perhaps it had been full before, and he had not been able to endure within it and appreciate
its magnitude. He must have changed—as obvioudy he had, after these yearsin Cuba—and now he
was ready for it.

Gradualy, he perceived a certain pattern to the confusion. It was not the absence of redity—it
was the presence of too much redity! More than the paltry human brain could tolerate. He saw the
time-stream flowing... flowing in myriad channels, one overlgpping the next, so that no clear course
was evident. There were currents and ripples comprising events and people, the whole so dazzlingly
rich that it was possible for a single perception—his own—to become quickly immersed and lost

within any part of it.

He had been looking a Text A and Text B and what there was of blank Text C and thinking he
knew history. Here were abillion texts—and they were not texts, not excerpts printed for morta
comprehension, but living streams! Every dternate probability, every conceivable facet of redity was
spread out here—more than he could ever comprehend!



He stood back, mentdly, and surveyed the whole. He could grasp aspects of meaning by
visualizing the derivatives, by dedling in exponents and the exponents of exponents. Probability wasa
billion streams, but the streams were clustered in typica patterns, and the patterns honored certain
category conventions, and the categories—

Place atwig upon the proper current of the proper portion of the proper substream, and its
coursewould inevitably illuminate a specific redity.

He searched for his stream to eternity, but time was merdly direction of flow, acommodity that
could only be used, never dissipated. He found a spot, became that twig, he traveled the precise flow,
observing the multiple paimpsest from the insde. His brain was dazzled, sunburned, blistered... but he
shut off most perception and drifted, waiting for the end of the journey.

He waited centuries.
Hefound them.
Future spirits derived from the Espiritismos of the past. The authors of his scroll.

They were human in form, these Future spirits, but not in mind. They could see acrossredity's
myriad texts, not in specia moments but dways, and thisliving super-padimpsest wasther intdllectua
home.

Four centuries of subtle but viciouswarfare in that channel he knew as Text A had made ruthless
selection among the adherents of the Espiritismo cult. Only those aspects of it conduciveto surviva in
adtuation of changing redlities developed. The nonsurviva aspects—the true superdtition, the
irrelevant ritua—these perished. And in due course—

Geologicaly, mammas predated reptiles. But a placid environment had given the smpler reptiles
the advantage, and for ahundred million years they had dominated the earth. Tiny, complex mammals
had been suppressed for dl that time, yet in that fugitive environment they had improved the species.
When the landscape and climate finally changed decisvely, those insgnificant mammals werefittest for
surviva under the new conditions.

The spirits had preceded the technol ogists, but had been smilarly suppressed. It had seemed
impossiblethat their discredited disciplines could ever achieve dominance—yet when the climate of
redlity changed, those spirits had been thefittest. For they preserved their existence by
comprehending the flows of history, and influencing those flows as necessary, despitetime travelers
crude machinations.

197'sfirgt trip to Cuba had changed the time-flow, and threstened to extinguish the spirits. To
survive, the spirits had acted to nullify that change.

But they were not time travelers themsel ves.

The spirits could not send their agent to do the job. Actua travel up the stream was contrary to
their entire philosophy, and therefore paradoxica for them. They had to work through the origind
agent, Juan Bringas. The only leverage they had wasinformation, and its presentation was severely
hedged by the shields of the worlds 197/Bringas knew. Their action had to be devious, no more than



avisoninthemind of the subject.

Juan Bringas had become a policy instrument. Unless he completed his second mission, the
spiritswould lose their basisfor redlity.

He saw now that he had to do it. The spirits were the true long-range hope of mankind. Text B
was adinosar....

Hewas not unique, merely onelink in aperpetua chain. Threatsto the Future were endless, for
its evolution was as devious as that of Man himsdlf, and with only one stream had it been brought to a
successful culmination. A billion aternates would not produce it again, asthey would not produce
Man again—thiswas not guess but fact. The spirits devoted their entire capability to aleviating every
threat asit occurred, to reshaping the stream, for failure in any one link meant extinction. Extinction of
the spirits—and of Man.

A million disruptions preceded Juan Bringas, a billion followed him. Every single one had to be
neutralized, as hiswas being neutraized, or the entire effort was worthless. The entire population of
the Future was engaged in doctoring the stigmata of history.

197 understood now that there were other longshot changes of smilar scopeto hisown,
resulting in many a phabets of texts, requiring Future spirits for each. Still, the fate of his species
depended on him. Every ement of the endless palimpsest had to be correct.

"But | an dying at seal" he protested doud. "I cannot hope to complete my misson!”

Hiswords were nothing but wraithsin this framework, and the spirits did not answer. They
could never answer, for they existed only in potentidity. But he saw that his protest could have no
relevance: deeth at seawas not sufficient jutification for the obliteration of the species.

197 returned to the hole in reality and climbed back into the picture of the storm. He picked up
thefalen scroll and put it inits place, carefully, so that the edged locked. He walked back acrossthe
water to hisboat.

"Am | going right, Camilo?" heinquired.

Juan Bringas manned the oars, using them to orient the boat. He tied one oar into
position adjacent to the motor-mounting, causing the boat to drift in the stormin such a way
that it intercepted the path of an American naval vessel then approaching....

"So beit, Camilo!" he said, and the storm resumed.

Juan Bringas landed on the extreme southern coast of Cuba, in Oriente Province west of the
American Guantanamo Naval Base, on September 15, 1962. Thiswas the opposite end of theidand
from the region of his misson—but things were entirely too hot in Pinar del Rio now, with the coasts
full of militia. Two CIA teams had been captured there recently. Hisformer salf was about to mess up
the Saguala Granda region hopelessy with paradox, so he had to stay well away from there. The
only way to do it now wasto infiltrate from an unexpected direction. Fortunately, the CIA had an



operating network herein Oriente that would facilitate things consderably.

Two frogmen hel ped Bringas and his companion onto the small shelf just feet above the water
line. Even so it was tricky, because they were at the base of the cliff. There were very few portions of
Cuba's coastline with such cliffs, so that was where an omniscient, omnipotent CIA decreed he would
land!

The waves broke over thelittle ledge, making it dippery, and Bringas was no mountain climber.
Without the competent assstance of his guide, whose name he did not know, he would never have
medeit. Fortunately he traveled light: asmall .32 silencer pistol, 5,000 pesosin shiny U.S.-minted 20-
and 50-peso billsindigtinguishable from the originas, and asmall new-modd automatic radio.

They scaled the cliff, crossed ajeep-patrolled road paralld to the coast, and trekked
unmolested through awooded area, where they contacted the CIA network. A car camefor him, and
from then on it was easy. The CIA did, it seemed, know how to infiltrate Cubawith minimum fuss.

Helanded just west of the village of Imias. He was chauffeured in easy stages to Guantanamo,
Santiago de Cuba, Camaguey, Santa Clara, and on along the Central Highway and lesser roads dl
theway to San Cristobd in Pinadd Rio, only bypassng Havanato the south in the interests of
avoiding possible paradox. The CIA wasn't aware of that wrinkle, of course. Hewasfinaly deposited
with apharmacigt in San Cristobd.

The pharmacist's young son took Bringas to the wood where a cache of specia supplies had
been buried by acommando team: food, clothing, camerawith telephoto lenses, spyglasses, military
maps, and so on. Hewas ready to spy in style, and he had hardly exerted himsdlf! If the CIA ever
needed atestimonid for itstravel services, they could certainly cdl on him.

His mission: to ascertain whether the Russians were or were not congtructing offensgve missile
stesin Cuba. He had been trained to do the job authoritatively.

There had been awelter of recent reports from agentsin Cuba. Most had been discounted, as
they were from untrained or unrdliable observers. But some had adisturbing ring of authenticity, and it
was important that they be checked and rechecked before being considered substantial enough to
pass on to President Kennedy. Senator Keating claimed that sx IRBM—Intermediate Range Bdlistic
Missle—siteswere under construction, and Bringas suspected that the American administration was
as much interested in refuting gadfly Keating asin defending the nation from atomic devastation. The
regular U-2 films showed nothing conclusive or even darming, and if there were offengvemissilesin
Cuba the evidence had to be substantial enough to convince not just the United States, but aso the
governments and peoples of the world. Internationa opinion was an extremely sendtive matter to the
Kennedy administration, which had been heartily snged by the Bay of Pigsfiasco the prior year. It
was not about to rock the boat on the basis of unsubstantiated refugee reports.

So Juan Bringas, who possessed excellent bonafidesasa
revol utionary-turned-counter-revol utionary, was re-entering Cuba under the code name,
"ENRIQUE." Hewould see what he could see, and make due report.

He was going to see much more than the CIA anticipated!

Thus he faded into the San Cristobal forest region on September 20. The CIA might suspect



offengve missile sites, but Juan Bringas knew. His only concern wasto convey the information to the
proper authoritiesin amanner that could not be confused. And to do nothing that could bring a
peinazo down on him! Absolutely no phosphorus grenades!

He was making hisway tedioudy through a prickly forest of marabu when something happened.

The marabu shimmered. Blurs appeared, asthough hisvision were partiadly obscured—yet it
was not. Rather it was doubled. He felt akind of nausea—and yet did not.

It took him an alarmed moment to comprehend. This was another vision of the palimpsest
—or a least its contemporary segment. When he had returned to his own time, 2413-14, he had
been able to crosstheredlities, for he was native to both of them. Now—

Now his other self had arrived in Cuba, and the division of the texts was commencing.
The marabu itself was unchanged, but the small wildlife—therats, the birds, the many
insects—differed. Because in thistext he was here, driving theminto hiding by his presence. Inthe
other text hewasin centra Cuba, and theseloca creatures were going about their normal pursuits.
So he saw blurs, and when he concentrated they came clear: phantom animas, dternate-text ghosts.

If the texts had aready divided—did that mean that paradox was no longer possible? Rather,
did it diminate the paradox shield—for paradox itself was never possible, pretty much by definition.
Hewas here, while hisother sdf was there, no morered to him physicaly than these misty animals.
If s0, wasit dready too late for him to nullify the change that had caused such mischief dmost a
thousand years hence?

Probably not, he decided. Thisdivision was fresh, and the separation of channels had to be so
dight as of yet asto be historicaly insggnificant. His action here would heal the wound beforeit
festered, and reroute the river back where it belonged. So the Future spirits said!

Actualy, thisvisble adumbration was asignd that everything wasin order. If thetime of his
other arrival had come and there had been no reaction, wouldn't that mean that he was now
powerlessto affect the situation at al? Of course he was powerless to affect the specific things he had
done before—the recurring paradox shielding demonstrated that—but hisintention now wasto
bypass that action and neutrdize it from adistance. He could dink past paradox by sending a
message equivalent to the one he had aborted before. If the two redlities had instead remained
identical—

Then he would have phased into his other self and committed the murders all over again!

No! He was years older now, physicaly, and he had a tremendous volume of important
additiona experience. He could not phaseinto one sdf until the other salf had equivadent age and
experience. And since there was no years-long split of texts here—at least, not textsin which he
persondly existed—such matching wasimpossible.

Full circle. He had not phased in because he could not. The spirits of the future were correct,
and he was now afree agent. The potentia paradoxesthat had blocked his return to thistime had
been circumvented by the circuitous adventures that made him a different person in body and mind.
Beautiful! The paradox shield strictures could be used as an aid to performance aswell asa
preventive, if managed properly. The spirits had guided him, and dl waswell.



But what aroute they had charted for him! He had needed experience, and received it in full
measure. Between one and two yearsin the SerraMaestraas aFiddistaguerrilla; asmilar period in
Havanaas agovernment officer and underground agent; ayear in prison; another year in America....

America he had read so much about it in the old histories, and heard so much whilein Cuba.
The Colossus of the North, the most powerful individual nation of al time, supremely arrogant yet
peculiarly ineffective—what was the truth about the United States of America?

Unfortunately, he hadn't seen much of it, after al. Hisbody had been wasted by prison and
capillas, and the exposure in the ocean had very nearly finished him. Had the future not needed him,
he would surely have joined Camilo in the depths. Asit was, he had awoken in amilitary hospital and
gpent some weeks recuperating in virtual confinement. The Americans had good food and good
medicine, but he was a Cuban refugee without friends or money. He could not smply walk o,
shrugging off the substantia debts he had incurred to the American government.

Juan Bringas bought his keep with information, though it was never put on such bad footing. It
just seemed to happen that no monetary charges were made so long as he provided explicit details on
the workings of the Cuban government and the machinations of the key figureswithin it. It would have
been another matter had hisinformation been inaccurate or if he had not been able to document his
counter-revolutionary activity by identifying legitimate CIA contactsin Cuba. But that was the beauty
of the spirits formula: his experience had been so arranged that he could be extremely useful to the
CIA. Hisred wedth was his potentid activity in Cubaat the time of the coming missle criss. When
they needed a competent agent to check on the Russiansin Cuba, he would be there, tailored by the
ingght of future and Future.

Naturaly hejoined the CIA. There was astandard lie-detector test, easily circumvented by a
person of intelligence. "Have you ever had homosexua experiences?’ they asked, when they should
have asked "What isyour actua position and loyaty within the palimpsest?' In somewaysthe CIA
was marvelloudy stupid.

And asthough to further demonstrate their ludicrous obsession with perversion, there was the
physica examination: agreased gloved finger thrust boldly into the rectum, to twist and probeinsde
like aprehengle phallus. Bringas had long been cured of anatomica squeamishness, but the process
was highly offensive to the three Cuban gugjiros he was grouped with, and for whom he served as
trandator.

"l never want to be adoctor in my life," sixty-year-old Tomas the fisherman expostulated. "Now
| get buggered! | beg of you, do not tell the others of my disgrace!™

"If Fidel knew the atrocity we suffer in order to fight him," the second man moaned in Spanish
when histurn came, "hewould go on television and say all exiles are maricones! Please, for me, tell
the othersthis part was suspended!”

The third man had been in prison, like Bringas. He remembered the degrading routines the
prisoners had been put through during requisa, forced to pile against each other naked, loin to
buttock, while the guards remarked obscendly. He took one look at the doctor's huge thick fingers,
greasily poised, spun about, and dugged him. When word got out, support for his protest was so
vigorous among other Cuban indoctrinees that the rectal examinations had to be suspended.



Though they received plenty of American food, Bringas three companionsingsted on cooking
rice and black beans to accompany each repast. To them amea was ssimply not a meal without such
gugjiro staples.

Thefour spent three months aone in afarmhouse near Homestead in FHorida, learning how to
operate the variety of communications equipment. Tomatoes grew all about sothey cdled it "La
Tomatera" An American instructor was with them from 9:00 to 4:00, Monday through Friday. They
all had their lessons, so Bringas listened to atape recorder: Morse code groups faster and faster,
starting at three per minute and working up to twenty. He aso practiced on telegraph keysfor
sending, and pored over the signal code books. It was lonely work, and extremely boring, so he took
time out for secret Spy-mission practice at anearby nudist camp... and amost got shot one day!

They were taken to the Miami airport in asealed ddivery van, whisked into a"secure" plane,
and flownto aU.S. Army basefor intensive map reading and further ingtruction in weapons, guerrilla
tactics, demolition methods, and so on. Bringas flourished. They were not supposed to know where
they were, but a professor unwittingly carried aruler with the name of the base imprinted, so they did
know. Apart from such gratifying lapses, their trainers were quite competent Green Beret veterans
home from campaignsin southeast Asa. Bringas had to remind himsdlf thet at thistimethe U.SA.
was not officidly involved in Vietnam or Laos, any more than it wasin Cuba. Ha, ha!

By the time the training ended, Bringas could sort and reassemble a stripped machine gun, BAR
20mm rifle, .45 pistol and severd other guns whose pieces had been mixed together in one
bag—within five minutes—blindfol ded.

Next came aweek of survivd training in the mangrove swamps of the Florida keys. Therethey
enjoyed crystal clear beaches and lovely weather. During atheoretical 14-day-long dog through the
swamp, they holed up instead in asmall secluded beach, caught lobster barehanded, and feasted
whileradioing false reports of their marching miseries.

That was the America he had seen. Not Broadway, not Hollywood, not baseball or apple pie;
just wesapons, tomatoes, radios, and the greased finger.

Hefound the San Cristobal missile site. There was no doubt about it: trucks were massed at the
fringes of denseforest, heavy construction equipment was present, and a constant parade of supplies
and personnel entered the region. Though so far only limited survey and groundwork had been done,
everything naturad and man-made was being readied for atruly extensive operation. Camouflage
insured that hardly anything would be visble from the air. However, so much equipment wasin
readiness and so many skilled foreign workers were here that even something as devilishly complex as
asecret balistic missile base might be completed within amonth. Obvioudy the intent wasto do the
job extremely rapidly, so that exposure to the view of United States U-2 planeswould be minimal
before the missiles became operational.

Ironic, he thought. If this same technology and effort had been donated to facilitate Cuba's own
industry or farming program, the nation might rapidly become economicaly stable. But of coursethe
Russians did not desire such a Cuba, for there would then be little reason for it to follow Moscow's
lead.

Juan Bringas got the story. He took pictures of the tents going up, and of massive foundations
being set, pre-fabricated building materials moved into place, missletrailers and wheded launchers



organized. Despite therisk, he aso pinpointed the locations of a surface-to-air missile site, aMIG-21
arfied, aground force ingtallation for Soviet troops, and a patrol craft base. He knew exactly what he
was looking for, since he had the perspective of history—or, less exaticaly, hindsight. He had studied
photographs and reports of just such things before he ever traveled back the centuriesto this period,
and could draw from memory where specific documentation was too tedious.

In five days he was ready to make an authoritative report—just about the time the origina Sagua
report would have been made. But his was more complete, for he had details about such things asthe
missile-equipped patrol boats at Mariel, and better pictures.

The effort kept him too busy to worry about the growing divergence of the texts of redlity ashis
other salf wreaked havoc at Sagua La Grande and went to prison. The change was gradud, for even
such athing asamurder took time to affect awide number of people, unless an important person
wereinvolved. The nation of John Kennedy would affect hundreds of millionsin ameatter of
hours; but the daughter of adozen or more men in the Cuban marabu might not affect the mgority for
generations. Of course Bringas particular murders had, by dtering the nuclear balance of terror,
affected world politics and given Kennedy reason to stay in Washington the day he might have toured
Dallas. But that was not inherent in the killing, rather in the Stuation. Kennedy might have been saved
more readily had the CIA not made half adozen attemptsto kill Fidel, arousing his understandableire
and encouraging retdiation in kind.

Y es. And now hewould changeit back. Was he thus to assume responghility for Kennedy's
murder too?

It wastime to use the automatic radio. The transmitter was amarvel ous example of American
technology manufactured, he suspected, in Japan. It would send his message so rapidly—at the rate
of three hundred 5-letter groups in less than aminute—and the frequency and cdl sign changed as
often—every hour—that it was virtualy impossible to intercept or monitor. It was necessary to record
the message in advance, of course. He had aready spent his hoursturning thelittle dia and tedioudy
punching each letter of his message, but now the cartridge was ready. The actual transmission would
be merely apush of another button.

He strung the antenna, checked the batteries, and inserted the cartridge. Now he had to send his
cal-sign, which would be monitored on an emergency basis at the Miami gtation....

Hetook down the antenna. And halted. He hadn't sent the message yet! What was he thinking
of?

He opened afood package. Time to—what about that message?

Oh, no! It wasthe too-familiar paradox shield. Every time he tried to tranamit, he found himself
doing something e se. He could not send the message....

Hewas not redly surprised once he thought about it. His other self was here to stop the
message, and had succeeded. If he sent hisversion now, it would be adirect negation of that other
mission, and paradox protected the prior effort. The texts fill interacted to that extent—which was
just aswell.

Soon, the other Bringas would depart for his own framework, or reasonable facsmile thereof,



and there would be no further direct conflict.

He put the extratime to good use. He ranged more widely, knowing that an Intermediate Range
Bdligtic Missle site was under congtruction at Guangjay, just east of San Cristobd. These missiles
required hardened launch pads, for they had arange of 2,500 miles. They would be able to reach
Washington, New Y ork, Chicago—and virtually dl Latin Americanorth of the Equator.

Y es, there was more at Guangjay than the gray women's prison with itsinmatestoiling in the
fields. Some Lainswho wereflirting with communism might discover themsdvesthe victimsof a
shotgun wedding. Or worse: they might be poised between the missiles of the Soviet Union and those
of America, and subject to either—or both—on a straight friend/enemy basisimpossible to
accommodate jointly.

Meanwhile hisvison of the texts grew stronger. The two redlities were diverging farther. Soon,
he was aware, it would be too late to change it back. Once the missiles were established and
operativein Cubano message he could send could diminate their threat. It was aso possible that he
would send hismessage in time to stop the missilesin thistext, but find that the other texts were not
affected. That would mean the formation of yet another long-range variation, and possibly aworse
onefor him. Text C?

Through September the charade continued. Bringas could not speak to America, but he could
listen, and he was aware of the living passage of history. President Kennedy issued awarning on
September fourth to Russiathat the introduction of surface-to-surface missilesinto Cubawould not
be tolerated. On the eleventh, Moscow publicly disclaimed any intention of taking any such action. It
was adisclamer the Russians were to maintain with every evidence of sincerity right up until the
moment the missleswere operative.

The atomic warhead potentia being established in Cubawas equivalent to haf the ICBM—Inter
Continentd Bdligtic Missle—capacity of the entire Soviet Union. As planned, afew minutes after
those missleswerefired, eghty million Americanswould be dead. And that was only the beginning,
for the effect of an atomic wegpon did not end cleanly a the moment of detonation. Radiation
poisoning would persist, even longer than it had after Japan was bombed twenty or so years
previoudy. And once the cataclysm of an American second-strike capacity was |oosed upon the
world—the end would be the beginning.

On October firgt Bringas felt the change. The vision of the palimpsest was gone! His other self
had departed, returning to hisfrustration of Text B, and so there remained no figure for him to connect
with. That did not mean the dternate text was gone; merely that it was now closed to his perception.
There were intriguing vagaries of the palimpsest effect he would have to explore some day, such as
why hisprior salf hadn't had the adumbrative vison whilein Cuba, and why his Text A saf had never
had it. It seemed to be gtrictly adownriver effect, and there must be alogic to explainit.

But right now he had to switch theriver back.

Juan Bringas set up the radio, strung his antenna, and sent hiscal sgn: QBX FROM ARI, QBX
FROM ARI. When he got the go-ahead he pressed his send-button, and "ffitt!" There went as
concentrated a message of specific alarm asthisframework was to experience. He had established
the full range of Russian interestsin Cuba, including everything he had assembled in the extratime
forced on him by the paradox shield. He had more than replaced the message his other self had



aborted!

Two days later he rendezvoused with a submarine a ong the north coast near Guangjay, per
radioed arrangement. He stood in amoderately exposed position near some trees at the mouth of a
smadll river and signaed the dark ocean with ablack light flashlight. The sub surfaced silently and sent
arubber boat with frogmen to pick up his photographic materias.

"Y ou'd better evacuate with us," one frog told him. "It's going to get downright hazardous
hereabouts once this hitsthe fan!"

But Bringasdemurred. "I am Cuban," hereplied in English. "I'll stay."
"Got agd in Havana?' the man asked, winking.
"Gotagd."

"Can't blameyou. What | hear about Cuban women..." The man made an unfroglike gesture and
rgjoined his companions.

Watching them go, Bringas was tempted to join them after al. There was so much of fabulous
America he wanted to see, before the holocaust of one text or another obliterated it. And it was
dangerousin Cubanow, especidly for him. But he knew that though the coming missile confrontation
would betense, it would be defused without actua bloodshed. (Bloodshed? If those missilesever
fired, it would be blood vaporized!) He had redeemed himsdlf; he had delivered the information.
Now the U.S. of A. had the proof; now the primacord would unwind without deterioration. There
would not even be the interdepartmental bickering that had delayed the October U-2 survey; not even
the four-day interference of Hurricane Ellaat such acriticd time. The factswerein hand. He had seen
to that.

A blockade would be established, Kennedy and K hrushchev would exchange anguished
messages, philosopher Bertrand Russall would send amessage praising Khrushchev for his
conciliatory position and another castigating Kennedy for hiswarlike attitude. Kennedy would reply:
" think your attention might well be directed to the burglar rather than to those who caught the
burglar." Adla Stevenson, at ameeting of the United Nations Security Council, would publicly
confront Ambassador Zorin of the Soviet Union: "All right, Sr, let me ask you one smple question.
Do you, Ambassador Zorin, deny that the U.S.S.R. has placed and is placing medium- and
intermediate-range missiles and sitesin Cuba? Y es or no? Don't wait for the trandation, yes or no?"
And Zorin would demur, ™Y ou will have your answer in due course.” And Stevenson: "'l am prepared
to wait for my answer until hell freezesover...."

Yes, Bringassaw it dl... and meanwhile he did have agirl.
But not in Havana. As soon as he recovered the time phaser, he would sail down the timestream

of Text A to 233 in about 2412, so asto intercept her before the cataract developed. Then—perhaps
they would travel into the future, the Future; no paradox that way....

Juan Bringas donned civilian clothing and took a busto La Esperanza, where he had left thetime



phaser in 1958. His job was done at last; he was free to go home!
Hefound the place—but the ground had been disturbed. Anxioudy, he dug.

The phaser was gone. In its place was abox, and in the box was an unsigned note: "I WILL
KEEP THIS. COME TO TANIA'SAND WE WILL CONTINUE OUR CONVERSATION."

Only one person could have doneit: Che Guevara. Only he had been redlistically suspicious.
Now it was gpparent why the man had let him be. Guevara had wanted to ferret out the mystery
surrounding Bringas, without destroying whatever aspect of it he might potentialy use. No doubt he
had had Bringas watched during his entire underground involvement. That might have been the reason
the screws had been put to Luis, making him a G-2 blester. But Guevara had never interfered
directly, knowing that would aert Bringas.

Asit happened, for other reasons Bringas had not gone near the phaser in al the time he had
been in Cuba. Still, Guevarahad found it. He must have conducted athorough and meticulous search
for Bringas origin, and findly traced it to this point. It was amonument to the man'sintelligence,
determination and patience. Che Guevara had Juan Bringas where he wanted him.

Che could not use the phaser himself. There would be too many paradoxes buttressing his
departure from this framework. But he could certainly prevent Bringasfrom using it.

Taniawas Che's Argentinian mistress. Bringas seemed to remember ahistorical note on her to
the effect that she was actudly a Russan NKVD agent assigned to watch him.

She had died amonth before him, pregnant, in Text A. In Text B she bore him achild and
outlived him. Her most basic loyaty was undoubtedly to Guevara—but Bringasjust might be ableto
exert abit of leverage againg her pagt. It would not be a pretty tactic, but this was arough league.

Was Guevara planning to bargain for Guevaras best future? He had considerable leverage
himsdlf, so long as he held the phaser. But the paradox shield would hem them both in so tightly that
not as much could be changed as thought.

No matter. Of necessity, Juan Bringas was bound for Havana, and not for entertainment. He had
to get that phaser.

Havana. It was good to ride along the Halecon again, to see the splendid parks and monuments
and buildings. There was not the glow and bustle of pre-Castro times, but he had many memoriestied
up with this city. Even the forbidding La Cabana fortress—after ayear's absence and more from
Cuba, that too had its macabre fondness.

Hewould need a place to say, for his negotiations with Guevarawould not be smple. The
phaser might be a Tanids or esewhere; in any event, it would be proof against Bringas possession
without Che's consent. It could be booby-trapped. He would have to settle with Guevara firs—and
that was going to be difficult.

The authorities would be on watch for him doubly. He had escaped from prison here twice! The



paradox shield must have erased the records, so that they had not recognized him the second time—
his first time—but there would be people who knew him now, aside from Guevarahimsdif.
Nightmare: "Hey, Juan Bringas! What are you doing herein Cuba?' spoken by an innocent friend in
the hearing of an enemy... disaster!

There was of course one place where he would be wel come—but he had blocked that from his
mind for more than one reason. He had never actually accused Adelitaof betraying him, but she must
have known she was under suspicion. By the time he had learned the truth in the capillas, it had been
too late; he had not seen her again.

Addita

No, hisfirst priority wasto recover the phaser. Then he would be leaving thistimeforever. It
would not befair to tantaize her with so brief avigt. His other salf had dready done that once,
unwittingly.

Addita...

Juan Bringas had never deceived himself about his priorities. 233 had been his object. Addita
had been adalliance along the way. That Cuban phase was virtualy over now. Y et he had known
both girlsthree years, and while the memory of 233 was now five yearsold, that of Additawastwo
years. They were both fine women, and he had married both....

Additahad aright to know thetruth. It would not be atruth she liked—but it would be far
better than alifetime of doubt. After heleft, shewould be free to make her own life. Therewould be
no record of their marriage; she could forget that.

And she would help him, once he located her.

Hewent to Luisas.

Thistime Luisadedt with him persondly. She was dmost openly hodtile. "'l thought you
understood. | cannot keep you another night. It istoo dangerous.”

"1 only want to see Addlita," he said, reminding himslf that though it had been dmost five years
for him since he had been here, it had been only two or three daysfor her. Five days, perhaps, so
much had happened that it was hard to keep track. Odd that she recognized him so readily, for he
had surely changed.

"It is better that you not see her." Luisa's voice was cold.

"] don't understand.”

Abruptly sheturned and walked briskly away from him. "Here," she said, gesturing.

Hefollowed her into a plush downstairs room. She closed the door, leaned againgt it, and
contemplated him, cynica lines showing around her eyes. ™Y ou look older.”

"l am older." Moreliterally than she could suspect.



"Do you know what you did to her?"

He shook his head negetively.

"You left her dead in life—muertaenvida”
"What?| don't—"

"Y ou pimp of filth! Degenerate without heart!" she screamed explosively. "Other men come here
for bollo. Why didn't you?'

Wasthat dl? She resented histaking up spacein her bordello without availing himsdlf of the
facilities?"I'll gladly pay thefeg," he said. He had plenty of the American-minted pesosleft. "I'll pay
tenfees. | only want to see—"

"Feel" shehissed. "Areyou the devil 7'

Bringas|ost patience. "Lady, 1've been through more hell than you can know, but I'm not the
devil. Tdl mewheremy wifeid"

Luisa's mouth dropped open. "Y ou married her? When? Where?'

"In the Jesus de Miramar Church,”" he said heatedly, as though making a point in abitter debate.
"In 1960. Y ou were there. | told her to goto you if ever—"

Her eyeswidened in surprise. "Why so you did. | remember now. | saw you, but only for a
moment. | knew you had to be underground, though | did not know you then. | never made the
connection!”

"Whereisshe now?' he asked firmly.

Wordlessy sheled him to an upstairsroom.

Additawasthere, ditting in achair. Her eyes stared out the window. She wore alight bathrobe,
and waslovdly.

"Addita—areyouill?' he cried, crossing to her. God! He had forgotten her impact on him!
She did not move. Her eyes blinked; her bosom heaved gently with her breathing. That wasal.
He put hishand to her arm, squeezing for attention. "Addital"

There was no response. Her flesh was soft and warm, but without animation.
"Thisis—catdepsy,” he sad, awed.

"Sheput you inthetaxi," Luisasaid. " She came back here and sat down. She said to me'No
volvera. Hewill not return.’ That wasdl."



Bringas shook hishead, feding alump in histhroat. "I meant her to berid of me."
"Sheloved you!" Luisaflared. "Have you any notion what that means?'

"] thought | did." For amoment, strangely, he pictured Nilo, dying in the capillas. Mamacita, it
hurtd

" She waited for you two years. They told her you had escaped from prison, but you did not
come. They told her you had gone to sea—alonein the storm. But she had faith you were not dead,
that you would have cometo her first. So she knew they lied, that you were till in prison. And
then—"

"1 did not even know her," he said, speaking for hisignorant other self that had now skipped out.
"I told her she should be astranger to me—"

Luisawasdlent, looking at the till figure. She had dways retreated when hurt. And he had hurt
her terribly.

It hed broken Addlita. Thisvibrant girl, who had waited with such patience for so long, thinking
she had only to survive until he returned. Not believing what hetold her, at first, not daring to—until
heredly did leave her. Asthough he till believed her to be atraitor, but lacked proof.

It would have been better if he had never come. Better to let her think he was dead.

Y et he was here again, knowing her, knowing her loyalty, loving her for it. Surely he could bring
her out of it!

Why? he demanded of himsalf abruptly. | am only going to leave her again!

He dmost wanted to stay. He did love Addita. More than he had thought. But thiswas
weakness,; he had always known it was atemporary liaison. Paradox would prevent too long a stay.
It would restrict him more and more in Cuba, for the critical nexus had been passed and he knew he
could not change history again. It would be no life for her, bound to aman who for mysterious
reasons could not go to certain places, could not do certain things—and could not explain. No, his
timein this period was done.

"Youwereright,” hesaid dully to Luisa. "1 must leave her done, now."

Asheleft, hethought of Additalswarm thighs, her amazing lessonsin loveplay. She had
transformed hislife, sexudly—but there was no sexuad motive now. He had killed her, horribly. He
had put her in the capillas of her own mind. He was phosphorus burning out her heart and mind.

Tanialived near the Camp Columbiaairfield, in the Miramar section of Havana. Bringas
approached her house severa timesin the course of the next two days, but Che Guevaras car was
alwaysthere, and Che's armed escort. That was no good. Bringas wanted to check the house over
before confronting Che himsdlf, and he wanted to talk privately with Tania If he could get to her on
NKVD business, convince her that Che would dispose of her if he knew, perhaps she would revedl



where the phaser was. It was asmdl hope; probably she would not be subject to intimidation even if
she knew about the phaser. Che would hardly leave himsdf vulnerable that way. Put in the negligible
chance the man had been careless or overconfident just thisonce....

Time was short. Bringas message and photographs would precipitate prompt American action.
At thismoment the U-2'swere no doubt verifying hisinformation, and specidists were studying his
pictures. Very soon the Russians and the Castro government would reslize that their secret had been
discovered, and would begin clamping down in preparation for trouble. Bringas had better recover
the phaser before then, for his chances would surdly diminish sharply asthe missle crissintensfied.
Every day heremained in Havanaincreased hislikelihood of getting caught, especidly in the generd
roundup Fidel would order at the first Sign of red trouble. Che might flee Havana or even
Cuba—taking the phaser with him.

But the quest had lost much of its urgency. He kept seeing Addlita, Sitting alone. He kept hearing
Luisasaying "Sheloved you. Have you any notion what that means?' Past tense, asthough Addlita
were dead.

He had anotion what it meant! What he felt for 233—that was lovel
Y et he could no longer imagine 233'sface.

Additasat there....

On the third day, as he watched the house from a distance and fought his own conscience about
Addlita, he became aware of agrowing noise. A noisein the sky. It had been swelling for sometime
beforeintruding itself on his awareness.

With a shock of recognition he looked skyward to see aformation of American Phantom jet
fighter-bombers coming inlow. What wer e they doing here?

Then the rockets began to fire and the bombsfell. They were blasting Camp Columbia, catching
Cadiro's planes on the ground, destroying the airfield's hangers and the runways.

He understood. His message had been too specific! Instead of providing enough information to
make the Americans properly suspicious, he had delivered the proof. He had destroyed the ddlicate
balance of decision. They must have reasoned that if one agent could come up with the amount he
did, Cubamust be an arsend of unprecedented proportion. There would be no time for United
Nations confrontations; the missile Ste had to be neutralized, now.

The United States Air Force was making a pre-emptive surgica strike againgt the military
facilities of Cubaand Russiain-Cuba

Thiswas worse than he had anticipated. He didn't dare wait longer to go after the phaser!

Bringas charged up the dightly curved street toward Tania's house, having no specific plan, just
trusting to the Stuation and the paradox shield to bring him through successtully.



Ashedrew near, the door burst open and Che himsdlf ran out. Aswell he might, with American
planes passing directly overhead on their way to bomb the airfields barely two blocks south! And
incredible luck—or miracle of paradox shield—Che was carrying the phaser! Therewasno
mistaking its particular configuration.

A giant SAC heavy bomber, aB-52, was passing high above. I1ts massive bombs were aready
faling, destroying resdentia buildingsin aline from the ocean to the airfield. That was oneway to be
certain of scoring—hbut it meant Tania's house was directly on that line of destruction.

Bringasthrew himsdf flat, bardy intime,

The concussion knocked him dizzy. For an instant he fancied he was till on the sabotage
mission, with Luis and Baro and the rest, when the plastics had gone off prematurely. Then he saw the
crater in the street and knew better.

One dazed glance sufficed. Guevaras car had been struck, and Guevarahimself had been
dismembered. Beside him was a small wreckage that must have been the time phaser.

Juan Bringas could never return to hisown world. A single clumsily-aimed American bomb had
destroyed two futures.

Y et as Bringas stood bemused, hardly aware of Tanias emergence and screams, or of the awed
crowd gathering, he redized that the bomb itsalf made no difference. In neither Text A nor Text B had
Cuba been touched directly. The moment those planes appeared over Havana, 197's framework
ended. It would be paradox to return to aworld where no 197 existed. So, perhapsthe direct strike
on the phaser was merely an aspect of the paradox shield.

If the holocaust came now, Cubawould not pick up the pieces, for she would be destroyed
hersdlf. And even if by some miracle Cuba escaped, Che Guevara, essentid to at least one of the
texts of the palimpsest, would not participate.

Juan Bringas had violated paradox. He had done hisjob too well, and thus blundered even more
blatantly than before, sundering his own redity. Unless somehow hisown family line survived this
dragticdly dtered Stuation.

His own—yperhaps. Because that would mean no paradox, just massive change. But it was
hardly possblethat any other family lines he knew would make it unscathed. 233 wasredly gonethis
time

Helooked south, watching the bombs gtill bursting without being personaly moved. If he could
not return to 233—

Amazingly hefdt rdief. He could stay with Adelital

233 had been his steady vison—but now he redized that the sub-structure of the pedestd had
gradually leeched away, leaving only aframework without actua strength. In theinterim areal woman
hed filled in the adumbration.

To hdl with paradox! He was going to wake Addlital



But she was gonefrom Luisas. "l thought you might return,” Luisasaid frankly. "So | moved her.
Y ou are nothing but grief to her.”

"But | can wake her!" he protested. "Are you trying to keep her azombie?'

"Better zombie than damned,” she said grimly. Y ou are not aChrigtian man. | fed it, | know
it—sheisbest away from you. I'm sorry | ever helped you.”

The statement stung him. Hewas not Christian, for there was no formal religionin Fiddiaand
littlein Guevaria. And hisimpact on the flow of history was certainly damning, for now he had
abolished both of the texts he knew. Bombs over Cuba, Che dead—where would it end? But he
loved her!

Hetried again. "l am her husband. It is not for you to interfere in whatever may pass between us.
Wheat have | ever doneto hurt you?"

Luisawas stung in turn, being branded ameddler. ™Y ou hurt my friends, you hurt me!" she
cried. "Y ou brought the G-2 down on my house, and now my friend Jimenez is back in prison! |
would betray you to the G-2 mysdlf, if | did not know already that you are one of them. Get out of my
saght, traitor!”

Stunned, Bringas found himself out of the house. So the G-2 had been that close behind him!
Jmenez, who had purported to help him make that first escape, must have caled them in the moment
he redlized Bringas was gone—and L uisa blamed the wrong man!

It would take time to move L uisa, to convince her of the truth, and he wasill equipped to move
her. Why should she believe that her friend had actualy been rearrested with great show, so that he
could shill for some other suspected CIA contact?

Bringas loved Addita—but it was more than likely that hislove would destroy her. He could no
longer anticipate what the paradox shield would do or prevent, for he had no knowledge of thistext.
Certainly he could not have children by her, for that would introduce excruciating paradoxes of
ancestry—unless he and his children were entirely unable to interact with any historicd lines. And that
would be anincreasingly literd prison.

Or wasthisvery action of Luisa's another function of the paradox shied? To keep him from
Addita..

Numb to right and wrong, he walked the streets of Havana aone. He risked discovery and
capture thisway, but he hardly cared. There was sniping and bombing going on, and here and there
actud pitched battles between Fiddistas and pro-Americans. At one point he saw two women
approach amilitiaman on guard near agovernment building, distracting him with visible cleavage and
suggestive manner—and knife the man by surprise, taking his wegpon. Bringas didn't care; there was
no organized rebdlion, and in afew hours the government would have things under control. Again the
prisonswould be bulging.

Time became irrdlevant. He must have eaten and dept and avoided capture, but he was not



aware of such mundane details. If Additawere azombie, so was he, in hisfashion.
Where had L uisa hidden her? He had no notion, but he had to keep looking. Days passed.

On the way back from Guanabacoa, east of Havana, Bringas thoughts were morose.
Guanabacoa had been another blank. He had thought Adelitamight be at the place he had first seen
her, when she had come to pick him up with Jmenez. But that had been afar-fetched notion, for it
had not been the first timefor her. And she wasn't hiding from him; she wasin catatonia, subject to
Luisaswill. Luisa, who thought she was doing Additaafavor—rightly, perhaps.

Juan Bringas was committed to Cuba now, and that meant Addlita. 197 was dead, 233 had
never existed. He had tried once more to convince L uisa, but she had remained immovable. "If you
love her, youll find her,” wasal she had said. Infuriatingly.

The taxi moved south, retracing the route he remembered so fondly now, for he had seeniit first
with Adelita. Into hisbrain sfted the events of October, 1962.

The United States had madeits "surgicd™ strike, more like butchery in practice. The objective
had been to diminate the Russan missile stes under construction. To do this effectively it had been
necessary first to knock out the defensive capability of theidand, lest losses be prohibitive. Hence the
arport rad in Havana

The strike had not caught Fidel or the Russians by surprise, whatever the intent. Secretswere
very hard to keep in Cuba, especially American military secrets. The missile steswere well defended
by the SAM bases completed earlier, and though a number were destroyed, a number were not.
Further, the United States could not be sure the missles were inoperative without sending in
observers—and that meant troops. Whereupon it must subdue Fide'sforces. In short, full scae
invasion.

Everyone knew thiswas building. No one was certain how soon it would happen. Therewould
be no surprisein Cuba.

The Americans were caught by surprise, however! The Cuban reaction to theinitial bombings
was swift. The great mgority of the population ralied to Fidd. Guantanamo Naval Base was overrun
by human-wave attacks directed personaly by Raul Castro. Most of the defenders were machine
gunned to death after surrender. Three surviving MIG 21'sflew low over the ocean and raided
Homestead Air Force Base in Florida, destroying several B-52 super bombers before being shot
down. Americans on theidand were arrested and then butchered. Fiddl talked to the nation on
televison for nine consecutive hours, and there were few who did not listen.

Oh yes, the American invasion was coming. Where was Adelita?

He heard something. Thistime he was ingtantly aert, rolling down the cab window and cocking
his ear. Airplanes—not one or two, but a massive formation! And he knew exactly what that meant.
The Americans had acted with remarkable dispatch.

"Driver!" he cried. "Bombers are coming! Get off theroad!"

The cabbi€e's eyes stared back at him in the rear-view mirror. "Migter, | have kids a home. I'm



not getting stranded out here while they get bombed there!” And he accel erated.

"You're crazy!" Bringas shouted. "Were coming up on the ail refinery—asuretarget. At least
detour around it!"

But the cabbie, intent on his own mission, paid no heed. He had been expecting the invasion for
days, and now conditioned reflex had taken over. He sped on down the highway—right toward the

refinery.

Bringas couldnt redlly blame him. Half of him felt the same. Additamight be under those bombs
too. He would go back and choke the truth out of Luisal

The planes were overhead now—swift phantom jets diving low. One peded off and strafed the
road, coming right at the taxi.

The windshield shattered. The car dewed. Bringas dived over the seat and grabbed the whedl
around the dumping driver. He managed to get the motor out of gear and bring the taxi to ahalt
beside the road.

Almogt directly in front of therefinery.

A fragment of glass had dit the cabbie's arm—and his throat. Or perhaps one of the bullets had
struck him. At any rate, the man would not return to his children.

Bringas, hunched in the back seat, had been spared. But he couldn't count himsalf lucky while he
was stdled in sight of the refinery! All he could do now was take over and get out. And pray he made
it.

He dumped the cabbie's body into the back, brushed out some of the glass, and took over the
driver's seat. Thewindshield wasjust ajagged outline, but the motor gtill ran and the tires were sound.
Warning lightsindicated that the battery was discharging and the hydraulic brakes were out, but he
could drive the car. He did.

He hated to continue right beside the smoking refinery, but the road had been torn up behind,
and hefeared it would take too much maneuvering to turn about and detour south around the Virgen
del Camino, fond asits memory was to him. He was fedling unreasonably urgent about what lay
ahead. He decided to save time by chancing it—exactly as he had urged the cabbie not to do. At
least the planes were absent for the moment.

He couldn't help looking at the refinery as he passed it. It was spectacular. Severd of the huge
oil tanks had been scored on, and black smoke roiled up, revolving into itself asthough it hurt inside.
Thiswas the southern fringe of Havana Bay, and he saw a Russian tanker trying desperately to steam
out. But it had taken severd good hits, and flames danced along its deck. Tiny figures, like fliesfrom
thisdistance, jumped from it, only to be engulfed in the burning oil extending over the water.

There was a series of great explosions as one oil tank after another went up. The firewas
spreading everywhere. Thick strands of oil crossed the road, black pseudopods seeking to escape
the heat. Bringas splashed through them recklesdy, not daring to hesitate now. Even shielded by the
taxi and the breeze of the open windshield, he could fed the ambient temperature risng, rising. He



held ahandkerchief to hisface, driving one-handed, to facilitate breathing. If the car failed here...

Then atremendous blast shoved the entire car forward as though it were goosed by a giant
hand. The fire had reached the huge gas depot tank of the Cuban Gas Company and ignited it just
after he passed! Bringas clung to the whed, aiming the vehicle forward though the whedl's seemed to
be skidding on a continuous oil dick. On, on, away from the inferno, into the Rio Luyano—

When Bringas woke, he thought along time had passed. But it hadn't; the refinery il burned
behind him, the planeswere il absent. The taxi had plowed into the river Luyano. The front end was
full of water, and that rising wetness had brought him out of it in ahurry. Good placeto be, for it was
cool; bad placeto beif the oil reached the water....

He climbed carefully out through the windshield and staggered up the bank to the road. He
would need another vehicle; he couldn't makeit to Luisa's on foot. Not today.

He looked about—and there was the row of workshops he had once sabotaged with plastic
explosive. Tdleresdd Ministerio de Obras Publicas. Men were swarming there, starting the trucks,
moving out.

Bringas smiled. He hurried down to the compound. No one challenged him. He walked up to
one of the trucksthat wasjust beginning to move and climbed into the seat next to the driver.

"Havana" he snapped. "I'll tell you where."

The driver never looked at him. Thetruck eased out, turned left onto the highway, and
accelerated. Now therivulets of oil were burning, and both men flinched as they crashed through.

Blessed distraction and confusion! In acrisslikethis, the mere tone of command was sufficient.
Nobody had the time to ask questions.

They drove north aong the familiar route. Castillo de Atores had not been bombed, surprisingly.
But therailroad yard had. The elevated tracks were broken and twisted, some of them falling across
theroad, blocking it. Coolly, Bringas gave directions for detouring around the tangle and continuing
on up the Maecon.

Asthey drove, the shelling began. American battleships were standing offshore, their big guns
zeroing in on secondary targets. Theindividua explosons were smdler than the bombs at the refinery,
but in another way the experience was worse because there was no warning before ablast.

"Keep going,” Bringas snapped, affecting nonchdance. "They aren't firing at us.”

The driver kept going, obvioudy relieved to have someone ese making the decisions.

Themain nuclel of Havanas resistance were being leveled. Atorestook hits behind them;
Fuersa, Morro, and La Cabanawere being blasted methodically ahead. Bringas could see the stones

flying as shell after shell demolished the prison he had stayed in for so long. They weredriving right
toward it now, but the neck of the Havana Bay separated them from the great prison. He hoped the



inmates would escape; he knew that most would die.

One did not die. He was in the capillas, punishment for attempted escape. As the prison
crumbled, asthe walls and ceilings of the galeras crashed on the prisoners locked within and
men killed each other merely for a place to hide, he scrambled out through a sudden gap in the
wall. The light of the sun seared his face, but he ran past the paredon and escaped unnoticed.
He did not cast up prayers of thanksgiving. He was not happy, only determined. One thing
obsessed him: vengeance against the man who had betrayed him after using him. Somehow he
would find that man and kill him. Kill Juan Bringas, Juan Bringas, Juan Bringas.

A shdl had dropped on the crew of an anti-aircraft ingtdlation a ong the Maecon. Bringas had
the driver stop. All the men were dead. Men? Boys, fifteen or sixteen years old. Bringas picked up a
Czech submachine gun and ammunition and carried it back to the truck. "On," he said.

Shells seemed to befalling indiscriminately in the heart of Havana. Carswere gtaled, buildings
were collapsing, bodies littered the streets. The driver grew increasingly nervous, but Bringas kept him
going by sharp commands, around the craters, over the corpses, cross-country through Central Park
when the road became impassable. Rubble clogged the entrance to the tunnel under Havana Bay. The
beautiful statue of Jose Marti was headless.

The barrage continued. The Americans were indulging in adestructive orgy from the safety of
their ships. The magnificent edificesthat lined the waterfront were spouting flames. The Maecon was
aroad through hell.

The way became impossible, and they had to cut away from the water. They were forced
around and back, squeezing through narrow defiles between ruins, splashing through flooding caused
by caved-in sewers. They passed the Nationa Capitol, whose white dome had been bombed out. A
pal of ugly smoke hung about Havana, hiding some of the worst of the destruction.

But the way got worse, not better. Findly their path was closed off entirely by debrisfrom the
shdling. Asthey backed out of this dead end, ashell struck just behind. The truck was unscathed, but
the explosion undercut atal apartment building and tumbled one glassy face of it into the street. The
vehicle was trapped.

Ah, wdll. He could walk it from here, if ashdl didn't get him. "Can you makeit to your homeon
your own?" he asked the driver.

"Yes ar."

"We're out of business. Get your family to the country somewhere, where at least you can live
off theland. Do you haveagun?'

"Yes, gr."
"Good luck. Dismissed.”
The driver dismounted with aacrity. "Thanks, Captain,” he said, suting.

Bringas nodded acknowledgement automatically. Only after the man was gone did he redize that



the man had caled him " Captain"—when hewasin civilian clothes, incognito. The driver must have
recognized him... and not redlized that Bringas was no longer an officer in the Rebel Army. Had his
arrest been hushed up... or was this another fringe benefit of the paradox shield?

He got out, cradling the submachine gun, and walked to the back of the truck. He pulled aside
the tarpaulin and peered in.

It was a quartermagter shipment. Boots. Uniforms. Boxes of Rebel Army insignia. Bedding.
Messkits. Shelter halves. Entrenching tools. No weapons, no food.

At first he was disgppointed. Then he redlized that he would make some use of this. Many
Cubans had become disenchanted with Castro, but a bombardment like this would make the
Americans an anathemain Havana. His best bet wasto resumetherole of aRebel Army officer. If
anyone found him out—well, he did have the gun. Quite possibly such auniform would preserve his
life more effectively than any other measure he might take, gpart from being where the shellswere not.
And he certainly knew how to act the part.

Very shortly he was Captain Bringas again. He resumed his march toward Luisas.

Havanawasin ruins. Now that he was on foot, every detail was clear. Fires burned
uncontrollably, asthe water mains had been blasted and the fire trucks could not get through. There
was no eectricity, no food delivery, no medicine. Most survivors were in shock now—>but soon they
would grow hungry and thirsty. Looterswere aready in business.

Luisa's house had been gutted. If shelived, she wasfar away by now.

Juan Bringas wandered. Hismotivein life had gone, yet hefought to survive, reflexively. The
news of the day filtered in.

A task force of 50,000 well-armed American troops had parachuted in during the
bombardment. The military planners optimism proved unfounded. Considerable resstanceto the
invasion developed, and few of itsimmediate objectives were met. Thethreat of atomic misslesill
hung over the cities of the United States.

The size of the task force tripled, tanks were landed, and there was saturation bombing of
Havanathat made the prior raids and shelling seem mild. The civilian casudties were saggering—yet
many would have died anyway, from disease and starvation. Fidd, who had evacuated just before the
initid raid by no accident, withdrew to the mountains again with the bulk of hisforces. Guerrilla
warfare was what he knew best—and the Americans knew worst, despite their frequent experience
withit.

Fidel Castro had to be diminated quickly, for he was aprimeralying figure and the Russans
were maneuvering diplomaticaly and militarily to neutraize the American effort. They applied heavy
counter-pressure on Berlin: if the implications behind the censorship were accurate, Berlin very much
resembled Havanaat this moment. A leftist reaction swept Latin America, toppling half adozen
governments in the massive anti-American reaction to the invasion of Cuba. Bolivia, Chile, Guatemala,
Peru, Ecuador, and the Dominican Republic were openly antagonistic to the Colossus of the North,



and there were bloody border clashes between Mexican and American troops dong the Rio Grande.
Warnings and counter-warnings were flying, but the strife continued. Meanwhile Chinahad acted
more boldly yet, aware that the American reserves had been committed to Cuba. Quemoy and Matsu
idands were overwhelmed, and both South Korea and South Vietnam were openly invaded. America
itself wastorn by savage protest riots.

No haf measure was feasible in Cuba now. The conquest had to be complete, for American
prestige aswell as American security was on the line. It was doubtful whether amillion men could rout
Castro out of his Serrafortress before the Stuation in Latin America deteriorated to the point where,
hydralike, seven or more aggressive communist governments would sprout to replace the Cuban one
cut off.

Amazingly, the American forces began a hasty evacuation. Therewas no visble military pressure
on them now, for Fidd's militia had taken up purdy defensive positions and the cities were dready
no-man's-land. What had happened?

Then Bringas saw thefind shape of thefind pieceto this puzzle. They were going to use
nuclear weapons on Cuba.

Text C—abright light, fading in time to nothing.

Cuban holocaust.

Juan Bringas snapped out of it. He knew where Adelita was! The one place hewould look if he
redly loved her.

He stood near the Havana Cemetery. He planned hisroute: cut across the southern portion of
the cemetery, crossthe Almendares River at Calle 23, trek north to Avenida 5... maybe he could find
an operative car. Or better, a bicycle—he could portage over rubble with that. But he'd have to keep
aert againg snipers, for riding would necessarily bein the open.

The cemetery had been bombed. Maybe a mistake, or perhaps American Intelligence could
explain. The stench was horrendous. Craters gaped amid the memorial parks and headstones were
scattered indiscriminately. Mausoleums had been ripped open and sundered crypts released their
vaporsinto the atmosphere. Bones showed amid the tumbled stone. Not dl the disinterments were
ancient; vultures were feeding avidly on grave-carrion.

Half outraged, haf laughing with the sheer sickness of it, Bringasfired aburst at one of the
ghoulish birds. Then he rebuked himsalf. Why begrudge the scavenger his due? The buzzards had not
bombed Havana; they only pecked up the pieces. Well, maybe he could turn thisto his advantage.

The stone bridge where Calle 23 crossed the river had been bombed out. He should have
redlized that it would be. The Americans had tonnage everywhere. He would have either to wade the
river upstream, or hope the tunnd at its mouth remained, or find aboat or raft.

He moved downriver, through the parklike ground bordering the water. Here for the moment the
destruction did not show; the bushes and trees remained green, and exotic wild animals ranged



contentedly. A couple of lionswerefeeding on a carcass—
Lions?

Bringas gripped his gun. He had seen so much horror in the past few days he had become
inured, but thiswas different. They were lions And their dinner was human.

The zoo, of course! He had to laugh with relief at the smple explanation, startling the giant cats.
Everything else had been bombed; why not that too? Maybe a cobra had hissed at apassing jet, so
the pilot had retaliated in the usua fashion. Now the surviving animaswereloose, roaming the city....

He saw the remains of sunken fishing boatsin theriver. The bridge a Calle 11 was down, the
tunnd a Calle 9 flooded. But, by the kind of blind luck he had gambled on for no good reason, the
Cdle7 tunnd wasintact. He hurried through it gratefully.

As he emerged he saw that the fountain with the colored lights was neither fountain nor lighted
now. Its mermaids and mermen lay broken in the street. Beyond it afew blocks, smoke was till rising
from the Blanquita Thesater, once the world's largest. A few blocks down his own route, once the
lovely parkway of Avenida 5, was asteaming hole afull block long: what remained of G-2
headquarters. Bringas ft little compasson for it.

Some churches had been hit, others not. St. Anthony Church at 60th Street was rubble—but,
miraculoudy, the Jesus de Miramar Church stood unscathed.

Bringas entered, dert for ambush. But the interior was quiet.

"Thereisno food here," the priest said, eying his uniform and weapon. "Go your way in peace.”

So that was why it was quiet. Hunger was a stronger scourge than exposure, and the savages
had |eft the church aone because there was nothing here to eat. The priest himself was gaunt but
familiar.

"Y ou married me here two years ago.”

The priest studied him more closely for amoment. "A Captain... active in the underground. | am
surprised you survived. Yes. A specia dispensation....”

" thank you now for your service and your discretion. Politics areimmeateria now. | bring you
food," Bringas said. He drew from his jacket the eviscerated carcass of the vulture. "Can you cook
thiswithout making asmell”? There should be enough for your present congregation. The white meat
should taste like turkey breadt, if you do not advertise its source.”

The priest nodded. The odor of cooking meat would attract the scavengers, animal and human,
and the church would then be no sanctuary. "1 thank you."

"My wife" Bringassaid. "Sheishere”

The priest gestured as he concealed the vulture under his robes. Bringas went where indicated.



A few people prayed silently in the pews, seeking the peace and comfort of the church in this
apocalypse. Perhapsthey also prayed for food. That prayer would be answered shortly.

Additawaslying near the front, hidden unless a person peered dong that particular adejust as
Bringas was doing. Her religious medallion lay negtly on her bosom. Shewas il in trance, but did
not seem to have suffered much physicaly. Obvioudy Luisahad been taking care of her, feeding her
somehow, and probably her nutritional needs were dight, in this state. She was absolutely lovely.

He knedled beside her. "Addlita, | have come for you," he murmured in her ear, bared by her
richly faling hair. " Juan Bringas, your husband. | will take you to America”

She did not respond.

"1 knew you were innocent. | learned the truth in the capillas. But | could not come to you while
they were after me—"

Sheremained Hill, except for her regular bresthing.

"Addlita, | loveyou. | say ittoyou, | say it in this church where we were married, | say it before
God. | loveyou, | shdl not leaveyou again.”

A tiny tremor went through her.

He shifted position between the pews, getting as close to her as he could. "Adelita, wake up.
We haveto get out of here."

She did not wake.
"Seeping beauty, | kissyou,” hesad. "Wake!"
Almost her lips responded. Buit it was not enough.

He was tempted to pick her up and carry her with him as she was. But he had to have both
hands and al his body to defend againgt the savage outside, or they both would quickly perish. It was
no longer amatter of mere robbery or rape, for money was worthless and sex pointless herein this
devadtated city. It was fresh mesat the beasts were after.

Addlitahad to be mobile and dert, able to watch behind him and to fire apistol hersdlf. They
had about six hours, as he judged it, to get to the fina evacuation point of the American rearguard. He
had good bonafides; he could leave with them, and bring her too. They could make alifein America,
where theforces of paradox would be less, snce America had little part in hisancestry. But if they
missed that boat (actualy it was agiant helicopter), they would have to remain for the blaze of light.

Why did she refuse to wake? He had come back to her, he had told her he loved her, that there
was no suspicion againgt her. Wasn't thiswhat she had wanted?

It had to be! Did she not believe him?

She must have dreamed of this congtantly, and aways been disgppointed. Even when he found



her in this state at Luisa's he had |eft he—and she must have been aware of that. She was afraid to
wake, for then she might have nothing, not even the dreams.

If only he could make her understand! Adelita was not ajea ous woman. She knew there had
been other women in hislife before her, just as he knew there had been other men in hers, right up to
thefat playboy from whom he had snatched her in Santiago. It wastheir life together that mattered,
not their lives apart.

Y et he had returned to her and called her Stranger... and left without explanation. What a
colossdl violation of their understanding that had been! She had known then that he was returning to
the other woman, that he no longer trusted Addlita, and that there would be no future together.

She had been right....

Nothing in her framework could change the redlity she understood. There was no way for her to
comprehend the truth—unlesshe told her. All of it.

Paradox prevented him from telling her.

Bringas kndlt beside her, shivering with longing and frustration. Histearsfell on her blouse,
soaking in. And agreat rage built in him.

Hewould not be balked thisway! If he had to tell her the truth, he would tell her, and to hell
with paradox! It wasn't as though there were any world to save, here; he had aready destroyed his
two futures.

Infact, he had probably abolished his own family line, and his present existence was no more
than the ebbing water remaining in the streambed. That was his penalty for circumventing paradox the
firg timel

Why, then, should there be any barriersto his speech? The damage had been done. There could
be no further paradox.

"Addita, listen carefully. | am not—"

Heran out of words. But he knew what he wanted to say!

"Addita, | am not from—"

Damnation! The shield was operating! But he would not be denied, for now hewas surethis
wastheway to save her. If it redly made no difference, there would be no paradox of any kind
involved. Since there was paradox—

Could it bethat if he madeit to the Americansin time he would somehow be able to stop them
from the nuclear bombing? That would save the mgority of Cuban lives, and preserve hisown family
line, that could have been protected from the bombardment so far by the shield. Thisversion of redity
had more substance than he had supposed! But if he told the truth to anyone of thistime—

But he had totell Addital All the universe could flash into nonexistence asfar ashewas



concerned, if he didn't have her! "I-am-not-from-this—"
"1 have prepared the fowl," the priest said, startling him. "Do you wish aportion?"

"Get out of herel" Bringas shouted at him. Fowl: euphemism for vulture! Then: " Sorry, Padre—I
am overwrought. | brought that bird for you alone. And your congregation. | only wish to wake my
wife"

"l know that," the priest said. " Something brought me here—"

The shield, of course. It acted in diverse ways, taking the most natural courses. Block one
channd, it used another. "'l gppreciate your solicitude. But if | may talk to my wife done—"

"Certainly,” the priest said, disgruntled. But he lingered amoment longer impelled by what he
may have thought was agodly prompting, then dowly departed.

Bringas knew he would haveto ignore or override other interruptions. First the paradox shield
had stopped him from talking. Now it was bringing other peoplein. If it succeeded in delaying him too
long....

But the shield had to act in anatura or coincidental fashion, lest it create paradox itself by overt
manifestations. That was funny: a secondary shield to prevent the primary shield from transgressing the
rules! The system worked pretty well. Che Guevarawas the only person of thisworld who had
gpotted the effect—and Guevara had died without ever using the information or passing it along,
sgnificantly. Probably the bomb that killed Guevara had been aimed by the shield, since nothing short
of death would have stopped such aman from making use of what he knew.

Guevara had not been aware of the danger in wrestling with potential paradox. Bringas was. He
could fight the shield by forcing it to be obvious. There was no American bomber it could cal within
the next five minutes. It was not going to stop him again!

"Addita, | am not—from this—not from this—TIME!" he cried a last, and it felt asthough great
chainswere snapping. "1 came from your—from your future—severa centuries." Hewas breathing
rapidly and his pulse was racing, but it was easier now that he had broken through. "1 came—twice.
Thefirg timeto the—to the missile crisgisin 1962. Russan missilesin Cuba—you don't know about
that yet. So | did not know you. The second time | came to 1958—remember how | knew you then.
| cdled you by name—"

Her eyes opened: como € azabache—black assin.

"l loveyou!" he cried. "Comewith me—well never part again—"

Shelooked at him, dazed. " Juan—the future?'

"From the future. To change history. And | met you, and now the futureisours!”

"Yed" shesad. "Last time you were younger, strange—"

A harshvoice brokein. "Look a me, tratiro, before you die!™



Both Bringas and Addlitajumped, Sartled.

For amoment he thought it was Nilo, raised from the dead. But it was Manud Jimenez—the
man who had hel ped him escape from La Cabana the first time, then returned to prison. That was
only afew daysago, in thisframework.

"Juan Bringas—I thought you were CIA, so | helped you. | thought you would get meinto
America. Then you disappeared, and your woman went into shock, and the G-2 came for me. Che
Guevara himsdlf interrogated me, before they threw mein the capillas with therats. He said | wasa
fool, that you had been Fidel's bodyguard in the Sierra, and that you were about to visit Che himself
to discuss important mutua concerns—"

Che Guevaral The man must have acted the moment the palimpsest effect abated, when Bringas
of A departed for the future. Guevara, who had known of his presence in La Cabanain 1962—and
thought it was the same Bringas, just returned from Americal

"l sworetokill you if | ever saw you again—and here by incredible fortune| find you, in your
old uniform, serving Fidd even while Fidd'sfolly has completely destroyed our country!™ Jmenez
rased hisrifle.

The shidd again! While Bringas had been breaking down his speech inhibition, obliviousto dl
else, Imenez had been urged in here by "incredible fortune.”

"1 was freed from the capillasfor thisl" Jmenez cried, his eyes burning as he sighted down the
rifle

There was absolutely no point in trying to reason with the man, for it was not his own finger on
thetrigger, but a nebulous force acting to stop Bringas from interfering with fate—any way at dl. The
irony was that he respected Jmenez's motives entirely. The man was areal Cuban! So many had
taken the easy path, following the leader no matter what he did; Jmenez had resisted, and was il
ressting.

But Bringas too refused to be part of the apathetic throng, cowed or meek! He too saw the
world's great anguish and itswrong, and dared to speak! Once he talked to Jmenez, convinced him
of thetruth, then the three of them could go to Americaand makeiit right.

But Jmenez'sfinger was tightened around the trigger. Bringas legped up, hoping to surprise the
man and disarm him without injury. The gun went off.

Hefdt no pain. In amoment thefiring squad would laugh, caling him the orinaste, and later he
would escape, tour Havana, see Superman, and Addlita.

Y egua
Thelight of the sun.
Text C—

"Am | goingright, Camilo?'



Mourn not the dead.

Mamacita, it hurts!
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