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“Nothing sorts out memories from ordinary moments.

It is only later that they claim remembrance, when they show their scars.”

 

—Chris Marker, “La Jetée”
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In the dream there is thunder, people shouting, the muted hissing of an intercom. High overhead a monitor displays flight times, a picture of smiling children. Twenty yards away a woman kneels on the tiled floor beside a man in a flowered shirt. As the boy watches them, his mother’s hand tightens around his. He can smell his father’s sweat, overpowering his Old Spice aftershave, hear his father’s voice breaking as he yanks him roughly away.

“Come on…”

Then the clatter of running feet, the distant high-pitched beeping of an alarm somewhere in the airport. He stares, refusing to budge, and wrinkles his nose. There is a smell at once oddly familiar yet strange, something he is certain he has never smelled before: salt and scorched metal. For an instant he wonders if it is a dream, has he perhaps forgotten something? But then his father’s voice grows angry, even frightened.

“…come on, this is no place for us.”

As his parents hurry him away, he cranes his head, still transfixed by the kneeling woman. Her spun-candy hair glowing beneath the fluorescent lights, her mouth open as though to receive a kiss, but he thinks no, she is about to scream…

But she doesn’t. Instead her head dips toward the man’s. Even from here he can see tears welling, a small black, streak of mascara. The man sprawled on the floor lifts his hand. He touches her, his fingers leaving small red blooms upon her cheek. Then his hand falls limply across his chest, where more flowers bloom, lush and moist, staining the gaudy Hawaiian shirt red.

“Flight 784 for San Francisco is now ready for boarding,” the PA announces. “Gate number thirty-eight, gate number…”

People are everywhere now. Someone helps the woman to her feet; someone else crouches beside the man on the floor and frantically tears his Hawaiian shirt open. In the distance the boy hears a siren, shouting, the crackle of a security walkie-talkie. His father pulls him roughly around a corner. His mother’s hand nestles in his hair and he can hear her murmuring, more to herself than to him—

“It’s okay, don’t worry, it’s all going to be okay…”

But even then he knew she was lying, that nothing was ever going to be okay again. Even then, he knew he had watched a man die.

*
He awoke in near-darkness, as he always did. the smells of aftershave and salt faded into a warm stench of unwashed bodies and excrement. Overhead an intercom blared between bursts of static.

“… number 5429, Ishigura. Number 87645, Cole…”

He blinked, confused, running a hand across his face and pushing his lank dark hair from his eyes. “Number 87645…” At the sound of his own number Cole grimaced into full wakefulness, glanced at the bunk cage next to his.

“Hey,” he whispered, “Jose! What’s going on?”

In the other cages people twisted to look at him, their eyes glittering in the dim light. For a moment Jose refused to meet his gaze.

Then, “They said your name, man,” he whispered.

Cole shook his head. “I was asleep,” he said. “I was dreaming.”

“Too bad you woke up.” Jose turned onto his stomach, his elbow grazing the bunk’s metal grille. “They’re lookin’ for volunteers.”

A chill snaked across Cole’s neck. “Volunteers,” he repeated numbly. From the darkened corridor voices echoed, the clatter of boots on broken concrete. Jose bared his teeth in a grin.

“Hey, maybe they’ll give you a pardon, man.”

“Sure,” said Cole. His whole body was cold now, sweat breaking out beneath the thin rough fabric of his uniform. “That’s why ‘volunteers’ never come back; they all get pardoned.”

The voices grew closer. From the metal bunks came the scrape of skin against steel as people twisted and groped for a better vantage point. “Some guys come back,” Jose said hopefully. “That’s what I heard.”

“You mean up on seven?” Cole bared his teeth and thrust a thumb at the low ceiling. “Hiding ‘em up there. All messed up in the head. Brains gone. Crazy.”

“You don’t know they’re all messed up,” Jose said a little desperately. “You ain’t seen ‘em. Nobody’s seen ‘em. Maybe they’re not messed up. That’s just a rumor. Nobody knows that.” His gaze grew dreamy, unfocused. “I don’t believe that,” he insisted in a soft voice.

A glare sliced through the darkness, flashlight beams moving across shaven scalps, mouths with missing teeth. Jose yanked the covers over his face.

“Good luck, man,” he hissed.

Cole blinked as a corona of brilliant light stopped in front of his cage.

“Volunteer duty,” a heavyset guard announced.

“I didn’t volunteer,” Cole said in a low voice. In the other bunks prisoners watched through narrowed eyes.

“You causing trouble again?” the guard snarled.

Cole stared at him, then shook his head. “No trouble,” he murmured. “No trouble at all.”

The cage’s tiny door swung open and Cole scrambled out, the guards grabbing his arms and pulling him roughly to the floor. He walked between them, trying not to see the hundreds of eyes fixed on him, cold and bright as steel bearings, trying not to hear the low epithets and guttural curses, the occasional whispered “Good luck, man,” that followed him through the filthy hallway.

Volunteer duty…

They took him to a part of the compound he had never been in before, walking past endless ranks of cages, through endless corridors without windows or doors. The putrid odor of the bunks dissipated, replaced by stale warm air. The halls grew wider. Doors appeared, most of them yawning into utter darkness. After about fifteen minutes, they stopped in front of a metal wall scabbed with rust and myriad bullet holes.

“Here.” The guard who had first spoken punched in an access code. The door opened and the guard pushed him inside. Cole lurched forward, tripping so that he fell to the floor. With a muted shhh the door closed behind him.

He didn’t know how long he lay there, listening to his heartbeat, the sound of the guard’s footsteps echoing into silence. When at last he tried to stand his legs ached, as though unaccustomed to moving. There was a bitter taste in the back of his mouth. He was in a room so dark he could make out only shadows, the angular bulk of machinery and coils of wire, and what looked like pipes hanging from the ceiling.

“Proceed,” a voice commanded. Cole looked around until he found its source, a tiny grate in a wall.

“Proceed what?” he demanded.

“Proceed,” the voice repeated, this time with a hint of menace.

Cole carefully walked across the dim room, trying not to stumble. He had almost reached the far side when he halted, holding his breath.

Against the wall loomed a line of pale figures, ghostlike, their eyes huge and blank. Cole stared at them, then let his breath out in a sigh of relief: they were neither ghosts nor interrogators but suits. Space suits, or contamination suits, each with a helmet and plastic visor. Beneath them were rows of oxygen tanks, boxes containing flashlights, plastic tubes and bottles, heavy industrial gloves, maps.

“Proceed,” the voice from the grate repeated.

He fumbled through the suits until he found one that looked as though it might fit. He shrugged it on, the material pulling snugly across his barrel chest, then struggled with the zipper.

“All openings must be closed,” the voice said. Cole tugged at the zipper, wincing as the metal teeth bit at his chest. “If the integrity of the suit is compromised in any way, if the fabric is torn or a zipper not closed, readmittance will be denied.” More zippers, a series of metal clasps. Then he stood there, breathing hard, already sweating in his heavy fabric shell.

“Proceed,” the voice commanded.

He looked around and saw another, smaller, door in the wall behind him. He started for it, stopped. He flipped the plastic helmet over his head, adjusting the visor, then bent and lifted one of the oxygen tanks. “Jesus,” he muttered, grunting as he slung it onto his back. He pulled the tubing from its casing and threaded it through his helmet. Then he stooped before the box at his feet, taking out first one object and then another, staring at them and frowning. As though in a dream he held up a bottle, squinting to see if it had a label, then replaced it and grabbed a larger one. The bitter taste in his throat grew more pronounced and he yawned, covering his mouth with a gloved hand. Bottles, vials, a map. Last of all he dug out a flashlight, testing it to make sure it worked.

“Proceed.”

Cole crossed the room, slowly and awkwardly in the heavy suit, his heart pounding with exertion and what he refused to recognize as fear. When he reached the door it slid open, revealing a tiny chamber, a kind of air lock. He stepped inside. The door boomed shut behind him. His breath came more quickly as he sucked oxygen from the air tanks on his back. On the opposite wall of the chamber was another door with a huge wheel lock. He turned the wheel, groaning at its weight, then slowly pushed the door open and stepped through. Immediately he lost his balance, catching himself before he hit the floor.

“Son of a bitch.”

The entire room shuddered. There was a grinding sound, a series of deafening clanks: he was inside an ascending elevator. For several minutes he leaned against the wall, trying to calm himself. Then the elevator jolted to a stop. Cole stepped hesitantly back to the door. A minute passed; neither elevator nor door moved. His own breath thundered in his ears. Finally he braced himself and slowly pulled the door open.

Outside, unbroken darkness streamed. He could hear the soft plink plink of water dripping, muffled by his helmet. His flashlight showed black water moving sluggishly through a wide underground channel. A sewer. Cole felt a twinge of gratitude for his oxygen tank. A few yards away a rusted ladder straddled a crumbling concrete wall. Cole fumbled at his belt until he found his map, unfolding it awkwardly with his gloved hands. He looked back at the ladder, with a sigh refolded the map, and sloshed out into the channel.

The ladder shuddered beneath him as he climbed, trying to shift his weight evenly so that the whole ramshackle construction didn’t send him crashing into the black water below. Once he almost lost the flashlight. When at last he reached the top step his head bumped against the ceiling, the cracked concrete slimed with black, trailing streamers of mold. Cole grimaced, peering up until he found what he was looking for. He clutched at the ladder with one hand, with the other pushed against the ceiling until it trembled. With a sudden sharp crack the manhole cover gave way. A circle of bluish light opened above him as he shoved it aside. He clambered out.

Night!

But not the artificial night he had known for so long, with its stench of caged men and decaying vegetable protein. Instead, above him loomed buildings, townhouses and skyscrapers and brick tenements, their broken windows like silver teeth glowing in the moonlight. Silver fell through the air as well; he held out one gloved hand and watched in amazement as it was dusted with crystal.

Snow. Snow!

“Sweet Jesus,” he murmured.

Real cold. Real snow.

He straightened, turning so that his flashlight swept across the landscape. He was in a square surrounded by dead buildings, immense trees whose limbs crowded empty storefronts, the crumpled spines of telephone poles. Vine-covered humps of metal that he knew must be automobiles. He couldn’t recall when he had last seen an automobile, but at sight of the vines he frowned, remembering something. Another dream: this one of a room filled with light, a circle of white faces and a monotonous voice reciting as images flickered across a screen.

“Pueraria lobata, common kudzu. A noxious plant that serves as host to a variety of insects…”

He groped at his belt until he found a bottle, then cautiously approached the cars. With one hand he dug among the vines, until with a cry of triumph he captured a tiny wood beetle. Clumsily he popped the top of the collection tube and was dropping the beetle inside when something rustled behind him. Balancing the tube against his chest, he turned.

“What the—!”

In the flashlight’s glare an enormous creature reared, snarling. Cole stumbled backward; the creature remained poised before him, clawing at the drifting snow, its mouth open to show rows of white teeth.’

“Jesus!”

A bear. The snarl became a roar. For a moment Cole thought it was going to lunge at him. Instead it abruptly sank onto all fours, turned, and without a backward glance padded down the street. Cole watched it go, his heart thundering. When it was out of sight he walked slowly into the square.

The moonlight made a frozen circus of store windows adrift with snow and dead leaves. In one, a toy train set lay in pieces. Blank-eyed mannequins wore rags and bits of tinsel, their rigid hands pointing at stuffed toys oozing shredded foam and sawdust. Beneath a tipsy metal Christmas tree lay a fallen angel, her face pocked with dirt. Carefully Cole stepped through the broken window and walked up and down the aisles, his flashlight playing across crumpled metal racks filled with rotting clothes. He stopped when the light struck a mannequin wearing a Hawaiian shirt, grinning maniacally beneath a sign that proclaimed: START THE NEW YEAR IN THE KEYS!!! Between the mannequin’s outstretched hands an elaborate spiderweb glimmered in the flashlight’s gleam.

“Okay.” Cole breathed, reaching for another collection bottle. As his gloved hand reached and plucked at the spider, the web collapsed. With a sound like a sigh, the mannequin shivered. The Hawaiian shirt turned to dust as pigeons fluttered overhead, roosting in the shadows.

He went back outside, broken glass crunching beneath his feet. Snow blew in soft eddies against the sides of empty buildings. In the distance he heard a faint howling: wolves. At the end of the square there was a movie theatre. On the sidewalk beneath the marquee stray letters lay beneath a dusting of snow. Overhead the marquee read:

 

F LM CLAS ICS 24 HRS/HIT HCOCK ESTIVAL

 

He barely registered the marquee, instead moved slowly and purposefully toward the crumbling brick wall that stretched beside it. Amidst obscene graffiti and tattered posters there was a stenciled image: twelve monkeys dancing in a closed circle. Beside it were the words: WE DID IT!

Cole stared at the stencil. When he swallowed his mouth tasted sour, with a bitter aftertaste. He turned from the wall and continued out of the square, passing a vast deserted train station. He did not see the crouching figures in the station’s yawning entrance — six wolves, their green eyes glowing balefully in the moonlight. But there were other, solitary footprints there, very large, with pronounced claws at the tips of each toe pad. He followed these, until he saw at his feet a small brown mound steaming in the cold. Cole bent and scooped some of the feces into another collection tube. Behind him the wolves slipped silently away, disappearing behind an abandoned baby carriage. Cole replaced the top of the collection tube and continued to follow the animal’s tracks.

Further on he came to a beautiful old beaux arts building extravagantly overgrown with ivy, its broken steps littered with bones and broken glass. The footprints led here, up the steps and inside a darkened archway. High up on the building’s rococo exterior an owl perched, its round, yellow gaze fixed upon the man below. Pale streamers of light washed across the entryway, the owl blinked at the rind of sunlight showing above the horizon. Then it spread its wings and lifted high into the air above the deserted city.

The footsteps led through a huge lobby overgrown with trees. From a broken skylight high above pale sun trickled. There were drifts of leaves everywhere, and an animal odor so pungent that Cole could smell it even through his visor. He passed massive columns entwined with vines, wide marble steps slick with ice and rotting vegetation. He climbed the stairs, panting a little now, until he reached the very top of the building. Wide doorways led out onto a viewing deck. Broken slates and glass were everywhere. Warily he followed the footsteps out there, trudging through the debris. There was a small coughing sound, like someone clearing his throat. Cole whirled.

On the wall behind him a circle was stenciled in red paint. Within it twelve monkeys danced and grinned above the same triumphant legend.

WE DID IT!!!

The coughing sound came again, louder this time. Cole lifted his head and saw up on the roof of the ornate building a silhouette, black against the sudden glory of sunrise. A lion, its mane a brilliant corona of gold as it threw its head back and roared until the air rang with the sound — sole ruler of a kingdom abandoned by men.
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“Proceed.”

Freezing water roared from nozzles in the wall, pummeling Cole’s naked body. He shivered, trying not to cry out, and ducked as two hulking figures in decontamination suits stabbed at him with two long poles. The poles ended in stiff wire brushes. The figures poked at him mercilessly; every now and then he could glimpse one smiling through the suit’s smudged mask.

“Raise your arms above your head.”

Cole obeyed, wincing as the water was replaced by caustic chemicals that burned his skin. The suited figures began scrubbing at his armpits. Foul-smelling water sluiced around his ankles and whorled down the drain. From a grate overhead a voice commanded:

“Proceed.”

The two figures stepped away. Shuddering, Cole walked from the shower and down a narrow passage, still naked, every inch of him feeling raw. In the next room a three-legged stool stood beneath a single flickering light. Beside the stool was a small white plastic box. Cole grit his teeth to keep them from chattering and sat down.

“Proceed.”

The stool groaned beneath his weight as he reached for the white plastic box and withdrew an old-fashioned hypodermic needle. He made a fist, clumsily jabbing at his arm and watching blood move slowly up the syringe’s neck. When he glanced up he saw a single, nearly opaque window of thick plastic in the rusty iron wall. Behind it shadowy figures moved, watching him. When the syringe was full he replaced it gingerly in a compartment in the plastic box. In the narrow doorway two guards appeared, holding a prison uniform. Without waiting for the command Cole stood, walked over to them, and dressed.

When he was done, they escorted him along a walkway in the cavernous underground space. The uniform chafed painfully at his skin. The air smelled stale, but not as warm as it did in the prisoners’ quarters. He didn’t make the mistake of asking his guards where they were taking him. After some minutes, they stopped in front of a tall door that slid open silently.

“Go.” One of the guards shoved Cole forward.

He was inside a chamber where every conceivable surface was covered with print: walls and ceiling, even parts of the floor were papered with photographs, old newspapers, maps and charts, computer readouts, handbills. “CLOCK STILL TICKING!!! NO CURE YET!!!” one headline screamed. Warped bookshelves sank beneath the weight of moldering volumes, incomplete sets of encyclopedias. Against one wall stood a bank of computers, their screens blank and gray. There was a makeshift pyramid of televisions with broken screens, an ancient Motorola radio. In the center of all this stretched a long conference table littered with even more technological debris — computer circuitry, a few dozen television remote control units, a transistor radio. Around the table sat six men and women in stained white clothes that reminded Cole of surgical scrubs.

One of the guards cleared his throat. “James Cole. Cleared from quarantine,” he announced.

At the head of the table a man with delicate, rather jaded features and long pale hands nodded. He wore a pair of heavy dark square-framed glasses. “Thank you. You may wait outside,” he said to the guards. His dark glasses fixed on Cole appraisingly.

“He’s got a history, Doctor,” the other guard warned. “Violence. Antisocial Six, doing twenty-five to life.”

The scientist’s blank gaze remained on Cole. “I don’t think he’s going to hurt us. You’re not going to hurt us, are you, Mr. Cole?”

Cole shook his head imperceptibly. “No, sir.”

“Of course not. Prisoners are not in the habit of harming innocent microbiologists like myself.” He smiled coldly, then made a dismissive gesture at the guards. “You may go. Why don’t you sit down, Mr. Cole?”

There was an empty chair at the conference table. Cole glanced around at the others. They regarded him coolly, impersonally; one woman stifled a yawn.

“Mr. Cole?” the microbiologist urged softly. Cole sat.

The man made a temple of his fingers. For several minutes he said nothing. Then, “We want you to tell us about last night.”

Cole took a breath. “There’s not much to tell,” he began. “I—”

“No,” the microbiologist corrected him. His voice was light, menacing. “We will ask you questions. You will answer in as much detail as possible. So: when you first left the elevator, where did you find yourself?”

“In a sewer.”

“A sewer.” The microbiologist glanced at the woman next to him, who was scribbling earnestly on a torn bit of paper. “In what direction was the water flowing?”

Cole frowned. “In what—”

“No questions, Mr. Cole!” the microbiologist snapped, showing even, white teeth. “You must observe everything. Again, in what direction was the water flowing?”

“Uh… north,” Cole said, guessing. He felt sweat begin to pearl on his forehead.

“North,” the microbiologist repeated, adjusting his dark glasses. Several of the others nodded. “Very good. Now, did you notice anything in the water?”

It went on like that for an hour. Cole’s eyes watered from exhaustion; the acrid chemical taste coated his tongue. Another scientist handed him a blackboard and asked him to sketch a map.

“Sample number four. Where did you find that?”

Cole fidgeted in his seat. The room swam before his eyes; his fingers left damp smudges on the blackboard. “Uh…”

“It’s important to observe everything,” a woman broke in impatiently.

Cole swallowed. “I think it was… I’m sure it was



  JON ELSE ON


  The Nuclear Agony


  DR. ALEXANDER MIKSZTAL ON


  Biological Ethics


  MICHELLE DEPRIEU ON


  


  WE DO KOSHER

A newer sign, hand-painted in the same garish crimson as the now-faded paint trail, read FREEDOM FOR ANIMALS ASSOCIATION. The front door was heavy plate glass, broken and clumsily repaired with duct tape. Inside, three people sat in folding chairs in a cluttered, dingy room. Their voices filtered through the broken glass, arguing as they collated papers from a heap on the floor.

“You know, Fale, this would’ve been, like, a whole lot easier if we just had Kinko’s do it,” a young woman whined. She had long, stringy hair, dyed black, a ring through her nose, and purplish lipstick. “‘Cause then—”

Beside her a deathly pale boy rolled his eyes. “Like, right, Bee,” he said, aping her nasal voice. “But we like don’t have any money.” In the chair next to his, a tall, muscular young man with a shaved head and a lizard tattoo nodded earnestly.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “And not only that—”

Keeping his grip on Kathryn’s wrist, Cole shoved the door open and stepped inside. The sound of pouring rain surrounded him. On the cracked tile walls hung posters showing the bloodied forms of cats and chimpanzees, their eyes wide and glazed with fear. The floor was covered with flyers and brochures depicting more atrocities. As Cole and Kathryn stepped over cartons and books, the three activists looked up in surprise. On the wall behind them hung a huge poster proclaiming ANIMALS HAVE SOULS, TOO. Cole looked around, frowning, as the sound of rain grew louder; then started when a tremendous thunderclap shook the small room. A jungle bird screamed. Cole pulled Kathryn closer to him, glancing uneasily over his shoulder.

“Uh, can we help you?” Fale blinked rapidly, like a creature unaccustomed to daylight.

Cole hesitated, confused. The sound of rain abated, replaced by the sudden trumpeting roar of an elephant.

“It’s all right, James,” Kathryn murmured. “It’s just a tape.” She pointed to a tape deck under a sign advertising THE TRUE MUSIC OF THE WORLD.

Cole nodded, swallowing nervously, and turned his attention back to the three activists. “I, uh, I’m looking for the, uh, the Army of the Twelve Monkeys.”

Fale glanced at Bee, then at the skinhead, giving them pointed looks. “Um, Teddy?” he asked, raising his eyebrows.

Monkeys started chattering on the tape as the skinhead stood. He was huge, taller than Cole, his powerful arms flexing in his sleeveless T-shirt. “We don’t know anything about any ‘Army of the Twelve Monkeys,’ so why don’t you and your friend disappear, okay?” He smiled menacingly, gesturing at the door.

A lion roared as Cole backed away, pulling Kathryn after him. “I just need some information.”

Teddy shook his head, a little plastic gorilla dangling from one ear. “Didn’t you hear me? We’re not—”

He froze as Cole pointed the pistol at him. Kathryn shook her head and cried, “James, No! Don’t hurt them—”

She turned to the activists, Cole’s hand still gripping her tightly. “Please, I’m a psychiatrist. Just do whatever he tells you to do,” she begged. “He’s — upset. Disturbed. Please! He’s dangerous — just cooperate.”

A tiger snarled, monkeys chattered wildly as Teddy backed away. Behind him Fale dug furiously in his jeans pocket.

“What do you want — money? We only have a few bucks—”

Cole shook his head, suddenly confident again. “I told you what I want.” He let go of Kathryn’s hand and waved the pistol at her threateningly. “Lock the door!”

Kathryn took a breath. “James, why don’t we—”

“Lock it now!”

She hurried to the door. On the floor, the girl Bee turned to Fale and whimpered, “I told you that fuckhead Goines would get us into something like this.”

Fale looked like he was going to slap her. “Shut up!”

“Goines?” Cole stared at them.

“Jeffrey Goines?” repeated Kathryn in amazement.

Cole pointed the gun first at Teddy, then the other activists. “Okay,” he said a little breathlessly. “We have some stuff to talk about. Go—” He gestured at a door in the back of the room. “Let’s go.”

The door led to an abandoned meat locker. Cole poked among the boxes and trash cans until he found some stereo wire, then ordered Kathryn to hog-tie the three of them in the middle of the floor.

“All right,” Cole announced, keeping the gun trained on Teddy. “Now tell me about the Twelve Monkeys.”

They told him, the three of them interrupting each other, momentarily falling silent when Cole asked them to repeat something.

“…then, Jeffrey becomes like this — big star…” Fale explained eagerly. “The media latch onto him because he’s picketing his own father, this famous Nobel prize-winning virologist. You musta seen all that on TV.”

Without looking up Cole said, “No. I don’t watch TV.” He continued rummaging through a stack of papers near the door while Kathryn watched helplessly. Suddenly he frowned, picking up a photograph and staring at it intently. The image was of a distinguished-looking man being escorted through a mob of raging activists by a phalanx of riot police. The caption read, “Dr. Leland Goines.”

“The slide,” he murmured. Then, turning to Fale, “Is this him? Dr. Goines?”

Fale nodded. “That’s him.”

On the floor beside him, Bee wriggled despondently. “What are you going to do with us?”

Cole ignored her, scrutinizing the photo. “Tell me more about Jeffrey,” he said in a low voice.

Fale glances at his cohorts and shrugged hopelessly. “Jeffrey started getting bored with the shit we do — picketing, leafleting, letter-writing stuff. He said we were—” Fale paused as Teddy watched him grimly “—ineffectual jerkoffs. He wanted to do guerrilla actions to ‘educate’ the public.”

Slowly Cole set down the photo of Leland Goines, picked up a magazine clipping showing horrified senators standing on their desks as rattlesnakes slithered along the Senate floor. He held it up questioningly to Fale.

“Yeah.” Fale nodded, grinning faintly. “That’s when he let a hundred snakes loose in the Senate.”

“But we weren’t into that kind of stuff,” Teddy blurted. “It’s counterproductive, we told him.”

Fale nodded. “So he and eleven others split off and became this underground… ‘army’.”

“The Army of the Twelve Monkeys,” said Cole.

For the first time Bee piped in. “They started planning a ‘Human Hunt’.”

“They bought stun guns and nets and bear traps,” Teddy went on. “They were gonna go to Wall Street and trap lawyers and bankers.”

“But they didn’t do it,” said Bee. “They didn’t do any of it.”

Teddy shook his head. “Yeah. Just like always, Mr. Big Shot sold his friends out!”

Cole fixed his burning gaze on Fale. “What’s that mean?”

“He goes on TV,” Fale explained quickly, “gives a news conference, tells the whole world he just realized his daddy’s experiments are vital for humanity and that the use of animals is absolutely necessary and that he, Jeffrey Goines, from now on, is going to personally supervise the labs to make sure all the little animals aren’t going to suffer.” Fale finished and stared up at Cole, his pale face paper-white. “Can we — do you think you could let us go now?”

Cole turned away, bent back over a cardboard box, and started throwing papers out of it. After a moment he held up a Rolodex. “What’s this?”

The three activists exchanged worried looks. “Uh, that’s a Rolodex,” said Teddy. “You know, for phone numbers?”

Cole flipped through the little index cards, stopped and peered at one. “Jeffrey Goines,” he read aloud. He stood and crossed to the hog-tied activists. “Which one of you has a car?”

Silence.

“I said, which one of—”

“Me!” broke in Fale. He wriggled sideways, ducking his head to indicate his jeans pocket. “Keys in there — an old Jag—”

Cole took the keys. Without a backward glance he strode to where Kathryn crouched in a corner and grabbed her. “Come on.”

“Where are you going?” wailed Bee. “You can’t just leave us…”

Kathryn shot her one last pitying look. Oh yes he can, she thought, and followed Cole outside.

*
They found Fale’s car, a battered Jaguar covered with bumper stickers and painted slogans — I BRAKE FOR ANIMALS, FREE THE ANIMALS! WOULD YOU LET A MINK WEAR YOUR SKIN? Cole shoved Kathryn inside, then got into the seat beside her. She slid the key into the ignition. There was a grinding noise, and the car lurched forward.

She drove through midday traffic, staring grimly out the windshield. The radio played moody country and western music, a few mournful ballads. Finally, in a tight voice she said “Dr. Goines isn’t going to be someone you can just barge in on, James. He’s very well known; he’s been the target of animal rights protesters; he’s going to have security guards, gates, alarms. It’s — this is insane!”

Cole said nothing, just looked at the map in his lap, moving his head in time to the music. His face was feverish, beaded with sweat. Beside the map, the Rolodex flapped open to a much-worn card: JEFFREY GOINES C/O DR. LELAND GOINES,



  BUGMOBILE


  YOU PAY WE SPRAY

Inside the van, light flared as a flashlight played across a small circle of excited faces. Moonglow sifted through he window, gilded the smooth curve of Teddy’s shaven scalp, the ankh tattooed on his cheek. In the near-darkness the ghostly faces of the other five activists hovered above their black-clad torsos.

“So then he goes into this incredible riff about how his shrink, like, replicated his brain while he was in the nuthouse. Turned it into a computer.”

Teddy laughed, delighted at his own incredible tale, and leaned back on his haunches. A heavy leather belt circled his hips, weighted down with socket wrenches, hammers, and a heavy welding torch. The others were freighted with similar paraphernalia: pipe cutters, flares, rock-climbing gear.

“And Fale believed it?”

Teddy threw his hands up. “Oh, you know Fale! He’s like, ‘If you guys get nailed — and I’m sure you will — I never saw you before in my life!’”

Laughter all around, cut short by a sharp, rhythmic series of raps on the side door.

“Whoa, Nellie,” one of the women whispered, and quickly slid the door open.

In the moonlight stood Jeffrey, grinning broadly. “Good morning, campers!” Behind him, three more activists staggered out of the darkness, lugging a huge, squirming black garbage bag.

“Awwwrighhht!”

“Far out, man…”

Teddy leaned out, helped pick up the writhing bag and maneuvered it into the van. It lay quivering on the floor, like a gigantic pupa. Jeffrey and the other activists scrambled through the door, pushing their way to the front.

“Let’s do it!”

The van shuddered to life, lumbered out of the parking lot and up onto a nearby entrance ramp to the freeway. The garbage bag continued to squirm and groan as Jeffrey crouched by the front seat, using a penlight to trace a route on a city map.

“Okay, that’s stage one,” he announced dramatically, pointedly ignoring the bag behind him. “In stage two, Monkey Four is over here—”

Teddy and several of the others watched the twitching bag with growing dismay. “What’s the harm of opening it?” Teddy asked, once they were safely on the highway. “His eyes are taped, right?”

Jeffrey looked up, shrugged cheerfully. He thrust his map into the driver’s lap and leaned back over the bag, grabbing it with both hands and ripping it open. Black plastic fell away to reveal the trussed figure of Dr. Leland Goines, his mouth and eyes covered with silvery duct tape.

Jeffrey grinned wickedly. “Want the full effect?”

Before anyone could reply, he ripped the tape from his father’s mouth. Dr. Goines moaned, his blind head tossing back and forth, then cried out hoarsely.

“Jeffrey? I know it’s you, Jeffrey. I recognize your voice.”

Jeffrey put a finger to his lips and looked around, commanding the others to silence.

“Jeffrey?” Dr. Goines’ tongue flicked out over his dry mouth. His body shook with a spasm of coughing. “Very well. I know all about your insane plan. That woman — your psychiatrist — she told me.”

Jeffrey raised his eyebrows in surprise, fought to keep his dismay from showing as his father went on, his blinded face eerie in the dimness.

“I didn’t believe her — it seemed too crazy even for you. But, just in case, I took steps to make sure you couldn’t do it. I don’t have the code anymore. — I don’t have access! I took myself out of the loop! I don’t have access to the virus. So go ahead — torture me, kill me, do whatever you want. It won’t do any good.”

Above his now-still figure the other activists drew together, exchanging puzzled, even frightened, looks. Jeffrey turned to them, throwing his hands up in mock horror.

“The loop?” he cried. “The loopy scientist takes himself out of the loop?” He laughed, loudly and incredulously, as Teddy and the others moved to the other side of the van.

Dr. Goines’ head spun, following the sound of Jeffrey’s voice. “I would never let myself believe it,” he said, his voice as thin and shrill as an old woman’s. “I mean, I could never truly believe it — my own son — but I know it now…”

He spat the final words, to that even Jeffrey’s face grew pinched to hear him.

“Jeffrey… you are completely insane.”

“Shut up,” Jeffrey said, kicking at his father’s bound form. “Shut up, shut up…”

The others cowered in the corner as Jeffrey ranted on and on, his voice rising dangerously as the van lurched onto the turnoff for the zoo.

*
Eerie music filled the theater where scarcely a dozen people sat, refugees from the cold or the holidays or even worse. On screen, vast redwoods soared skyward, dwarfing two tiny figures strolling through the forest.

“I know that guy,” James Cole said, his voice momentarily drowning out Stewart’s. He craned his neck as Kathryn tugged at the collar of his new shirt. “And her too.”

“Shhhh!” whispered someone behind them.

“Here’s a cross section of one of the old trees that’s been cut down.” Stewart sidled up in front of a huge slab of wood. Beside him Kim Novak gazed at the cards indicating the tree’s age at various points during its eons-long life.
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  LOCKED IN GORILLA CAGE

Beneath the subhead were two photos. One showed Dr. Leland Goines, his face ashen and strained, being helped from a cage by several policemen. The other photo showed a triumphant Jeffrey Goines, grinning maniacally as he raised his two cuffed hands — one making the “V” for victory, the other flipping the photographer the bird.

“Excuse me—”

She started as a man elbowed her, his bag knocking into her leg. Looking up she frowned.

It was the ponytailed man with the Chicago Bulls bag and the awful pants, the same man she had seen a few minutes earlier at the ticket counter. But now for the first time she could see his face, pasty and rather furtive, wisps of pale red hair sticking across his forehead.

I’ve seen him before, where have I seen him…?

“Next!” urged the man behind the register. Kathryn turned back to the counter as the clerk rang up her magazines.

“That’ll be six ninety-eight.”

She paid him. Then, still bothered, she glanced back in time to see the ponytailed man’s face in silhouette as he paused to scan a newspaper.

She gasped as it came back to her: the crowded reception room at the Breitrose Hall, a lanky red-haired man bullying his way to the table, his scrawled ID card bearing the name DR. PETERS as he announced self-importantly:

“Isn’t it obvious that ‘Chicken Little’ represents the sane vision, and that Homo sapiens’ motto, ‘Let’s go shopping!’ is the cry of the true lunatic?”

For a full minute she stood there, too shocked to move or do anything but watch the ponytailed man saunter off.

“Yo, miss — you mind moving a little?”

Nodding weakly, Kathryn stepped aside as a deliveryman shoved a bundle of newspapers onto the stack beside her. As he walked away she looked down and read:



  TERRORISTS CREATE CHAOS

The photos beneath the banner showed a rhino standing proudly in the middle of gridlocked traffic. Two there photos flanked it. One showed Dr. Goines in the gorilla cage. The other was a file photo of him in his lab, standing beside another man, his white lab coat covering most of a dark T-shirt, his pale hair pulled into a ponytail. As Kathryn stared, uncomprehending at first, the face of Goines’ assistant became clear to her.

He was the man at her lecture. The man in line at the ticket counter.

The man with the ponytail and the Chicago Bulls bag.

“Oh, my God!” she cried aloud, looking around desperately for him.

But Dr. Peters was gone.

“…Flight 784 for



  THE END
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