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Wewere il three kloms from King's X when Carson spotted the dust. "What on hell'sthat?*
he said, leaning forward over his pony's pommelbone and pointing at nothing that | could see.

"Where?' | sad.
"Over there. All that dugt.”

| still couldn't see anything except the pinkish ridge that hid King's X, and a couple of luggage
grazing on the scourbrush, and | told him so.

"My shit, Fin, what do you mean you can't—" he said, disgusted. "Hand me the binocs."
"Youvegot 'em,” | said. "l gave 'emto you yesterday. Hey, Bult!" | called up to our scout.

He was hunched over the log on his pony's saddlebone, punching in numbers. "Bult!" | shouted.
"Do you see any dust up ahead?"

Hedtill didn't look up, which didn't surprise me. He was busy doing hisfavorite thing, tallying up
fines

"I gave the binocs back to you," Carson said. "This morning when we packed up.”

"Thismorning?' | said. "Thismorning you werein such an dl-fired hurry to get back to King's X
and meet the new loaner you probably went off and left 'em lying in camp. What's her name again?

Evangdine?'

"Eveyn Parker," hesaid. "l wasnotinahurry."



"How come you ran up two-fifty in fines breaking camp, then?"

"Because Bult'son somekind of fining spree thelast few days," he said. "And the only hurry I've
been inisto finish up this expedition before every dime of our wages goesfor fines, which lookslike a
lost cause now that you lost the binocs.”

"Youweren'tinahurry yesterday,” | said. "Y esterday you were al ready to ride fifty kloms
north on the off-chance of running into Wulfmeier, and then C.J. cdlsand tellsyou the new loaner'sin
and her name's Eleanor, and dl of asudden you can't get home fast enough.”

"Evelyn," Carson sad, getting red intheface, "and | till say Wulfmeier's surveying that sector.
You just don't likeloaners.”

"You'reright about that," | said. "They're more trouble than they're worth." I've never met a
loaner yet that was worth taking along, and the females are the wordt.

They comein onevariety: whiners. They spend every minute of the expedition
complaining—about the outdoor plumbing and the dust and Bult and having to ride ponies and
everything esethey can think of. The last one spent the whole expedition yowling about "terrocentric
endaving imperidigs,” meaning Carson and me, and how we'd corrupted the "smple, noble
indigenous sentients,” meaning Bult, which was bad enough, but then she latched onto Bult and told
him our presence "defiled the very aimosphere of the planet,” and Bult started trying to fine us for
bresthing.

" laid the binocsright next to your bedroll, Fin," Carson said, reaching behind him to rummage

in his pack.
"Wadl, | never saw 'em.”

"That's because you're hdf-blind," he said. "Y ou can't even seeacloud of dust whenit's coming
right at you."

Will, asamatter of fact, we'd been arguing long enough that now | could, akicked-up line of
pinkish cloud closeto theridge.

"What do you think itis? A dust tantrum?' | said, even though a tantrum would've been
meandering dl over the place, not keeping to aline.

"I don't know," he said, putting his hand up to shade hiseyes. "A stlampede maybe.”

The only faunaaround here were luggage, and they didn't ssampede in dry wegther like this, and
anyway the cloud wasn't wide enough for a stampede. It looked like the dust churned up by arover,
or agate opening.

| kicked my termina on and asked for whereabouts on the gatecrashers. 1'd shown Wulfmeier
on Dazil yesterday when Carson'd been so set on going after him, and now the whereabouts showed
him on Starting Gate, which meant he probably wasn't either place. But held have to be crazy to open
agaethiscloseto King's X, even if there was anything undernesth here—which there wasnt, I'd
aready run terrains and subsurfaces—especialy knowing we were on our way home.



| squinted at the dust, wondering if | should ask for averify. | could see now it was moving fagt,
which meant it wasn't agate, or apony, and the dust wastoo low for the heli. "Lookslike the rover,"
| said. "Maybe the new |oaner—what was her name? Ernestine?—is asjumped for you asyou are for
her, and she's coming out here to meet you. Y ou better comb your mustache.”

Hewasn't paying any attention. He was till rummaging in his pack, looking for the binocs. "I laid
‘em right next to your bedroll when you were |oading the ponies.”

"Well, | didn't see'em,” | said, watching the dust. It was agood thing it wasn't a stampede, it
would have run us over while we stood there arguing about the binocs. "Maybe Bult took ‘em.”

"Why on hell would Bult take 'em?' Carson bellowed. "Hisare ahdl of alot fancier than ours.”

They were, with sdlective scans and programmed polarizers, and Bult had hung them around the
second joint of his neck and was peering through them at the dust. | rode up next to him. "Canyou
see what's making the dust?' | asked.

He didn't take the binocs down from his eyes. "Disturbance of land surface," he said severdly.
"Fine of one hundred.”

| should've known it. Bult could've cared less about what was making the dust so long ashe
could get afine out of it. "Y ou can't fine usfor dust unlesswemakeit,” | said. "Give methe binocs.”

He bent his neck double, took the binocs off, and handed them to me, and then hunched over
hislog again. "Forcible confiscation of property,” he said into hislog. "Twenty-five."

"Confiscation!" | sad. "Y ou're not going to fine me with confiscating anything. | asked if 1 could
borrow them."

"Ingppropriate tone and manner in speaking to an indigenous person,” he said into the log.

IIFifty.ll

| gave up and put the binocs up to my eyes. The cloud of dust looked like it was right on top of
me, but no clearer. | upped the resolution and took another look. "It'sthe rover,” | called to Carson,
who'd gotten off his pony and was taking everything out of his pack.

"Who'sdriving?' hesad. "C.J.?"

| hit the polarizersto screen out the dust and took another look. "What'd you say this|oaner's
name was, Carson?'

"Eveyn. Did C.J. bring her out with her?"
"It'snot C.J. driving,” | said.
"Well, who on hdl isit? Don't tell me one of the indidges stole the rover again.”

"Unfair accusation of indigenous person,” Bult said. " Seventy-five."



"Y ou know how you aways get mad over the indidges giving things the wrong names?’ | said.
"What on hell doesthat have to do with who's driving the rover?* Carson said.

"Becauseit looks like the indidges aren't the only onesdoingit,” | said. "It lookslike now Big
Brother'sdoing it, too."

"Give methose binocs," he said, grabbing for 'em.

"Forcible confiscation of property,” | said, holding them away from him. "Looks like you
couldve taken your time this morning and not gone off in such ahurry you forgot ours.”

| handed the binocs back to Bult, and just to be contrary, he handed them to Carson, but the
rover was close enough now we didn't need them.

It roared up in acloud of dust, skidded to a halt right on top of aroadkill, and the driver jJumped
out and strode over to us without even waiting for the dust to clear.

"Carson and Findriddy, | presume,” he said, grinning.

Now usualy when we meet aloaner, they don't have eyesfor anybody but Bult (or C.J,, if she's
there and the loaner'samde), especidly if Bult'sunfolding himsdlf off his pony the way he was now,
straightening out his back joints one after the other till he looks like abig pink Erector set. Then, while
the loaners are il picking their jaws up out of the dirt, one of the ponies keels over or elsedropsa
pilethe size of therover. It'stough to compete with. So we usualy get noticed last or else haveto say
something like, "Bult's only dangerous when he sensesyour fear," to get their atention.

But thisloaner didn't so much as glance at Bult. He came straight over to me and shook hands.
"How do you do," he said eagerly, pumping my hand. "I'm Dr. Parker, the new member of your
urvey team.”

"I'mFin—" | Sarted.

"Oh, I know who you are, and | can't tell you what an honor it isto meet you, Dr. Findriddy!"

Helet go of my hand and started in on Carson's. "When C.J. told me you weren't back yet, |
couldn't wait till you arrived to meet you," he said, jerking Carson's hand up and down. "Findriddy
and Carson! The famous planetary surveyord! | can't believe I'm shaking hands with you, Dr.
Carson!”

"It'skind of hard for meto bdlieve, too," Carson said.

"What'd you say your namewas, again?' | asked.

"Dr. Parker," he said, grabbing my hand to shakeit again. "Dr. Findriddy, I'veread al your—"

"Fin," | said, "and thisis Carson. Theresonly four of us on the planet, counting you, so there's

not much cal for fancy titles. What do you want usto cal you?' but held dready |eft off pumping my
hand and was staring past Carson.



"Isthat the Wal?' he said, pointing at a bump on the horizon.

"Nope," | said. "That's Three Moon Mesa. The Wall'stwenty kloms the other side of the
Tongue.™

"Arewe going to seeit on the expedition?’
"Y eah. We haveto crossit to get into uncharted territory,” | said.

"Great. | can't wait to seethe Wall and the silvershim trees,” he said, looking down at Carson's
boots, "and the cliff where Carson lost hisfoot.”

"How do you know about al this stuff?" | asked.

Helooked back and forth at usin amazement. "Are you kidding? Everybody knows about
Carson and Findriddy! Y ou'refamous! Dr. Findriddy, you're—"

"Fin," | said. "What do you want usto cal you?'

"Evelyn," he said. He looked from oneto the other of us. "It'sa British name. My mother was
from England. Only they pronounceit with along e."

"And you're an exozoologis?' | said.

" Socioexozoologist. My specidity's sex."”

"C.J.'sthe oneyou want then," | said. "She's our resident expert.”

He blushed anice pink. "I've dready met her."

"Shetold you her nameyet?' | said.

"Her name?' he said blankly.

"What C.J. sandsfor,” | said. "She must be dipping,” | said to Carson.

Carsonignored me. "If you're an expert on sex,” Carson said, looking over at Bult, who was
heading for the rover, "you can help ustell which one Bult is"

"1 thought the Boohteri were asmple two-sex species,” Evelyn said.
"They are," Carson said, "only we can't tell which oneswhich.”
"All their equipment'sontheingde,” | sad, "not like C.J.'s. It—"

" Speaking of which, did she have supper ready?' Carson said. "Not that it makes any difference
to us. At thisrate well still be out here tomorrow morning.”



"Oh. Of course," Evelyn said, looking dismayed, "you're eager to get back to headquarters. |
didn't mean to keep you. | wasjust so excited to actually meet you!" He started off for the rover. Bult
was hunched over the front tire. He unfolded three leg joints when Evelyn came up. "Damageto
indigenousfauna," hesad. " Seventy-five"

Evelyn said to me, "Have | done something wrong?"

"Hard not to in these parts,” | said. "Bult, you can't fine Evelyn for running over aroadkill.”

"Running over—" Evelyn said. Helegpt in the rover and roared it back off the roadkill, and then
jumped out again. "l didn't seeit!" he said, peering at its flattened brown body. "I didn't mean to kill it!
Honedtly, I—"

"You can't kill aroadkill just by parking arover onit,” | said, poking it with my toe. "Y ou can't
evenwakeit up."

Bult pointed at the tire tracks Evelyn'd just made. "Disruption of land surface. Twenty-five."
"Bult, you can't fine Evelyn," | said. "He's not amember of the expedition.”

"Disruption of land surface," Bult said, pointing at thetire tracks.

"Shouldn't | have come out herein the rover?' Evelyn said worriedly.

"Sure you should," | said, clapping him on the shoulder, " ‘cause now you can give mearide
home. Carson, bring in my pony for me." | opened the door of the rover.

"1'm not getting stuck out here with the ponieswhile you ride back in style," Carson said. "I'll
ridein with Evelyn, and you bring the ponies.™

"Can't wedl go back in therover?' Evelyn said, looking upset. "We could tie the poniesto the
back."

"Therover can't go that dow," Carson muttered.

"Y ou've got no reason to get back early, Carson,” | said. "I've got to check the purchase orders,
and the pursuants, and fill out the report on the binocsyou logt." | got in the rover and sat down.

"I lost?' Carson said, getting red intheface again. "l laid 'em—"
"Expedition member riding in whedled vehicle" Bult sad.

Weturned around to look at him. He was standing beside his pony, talking into hislog.
"Disruption of land surface.

| got out of the rover and stalked over to him. "1 told you, you can't fine somebody who's not a
member of the expedition.”

Bult looked at me. "Inappropriate tone and manner." He straightened some finger joints at me.



"Y ou member. Cahsson member. Y ahhs?' he said in the maddening pidgin he uses when he's not
tlyingfines

But his message was clear enough. If ether of usrode back with Evelyn, he could fine usfor
using arover, which would take the next six expeditions wages, not to mention the trouble we'd get
into with Big Brother.

"Y ou expedition, yahhs?' Bult said. He held out his pony'sreinsto me.

"Yeah," | said. | took thereins.

Bult grabbed hislog off his pony's saddiebone, jumped in the rover, and folded himsdlf into a
Sitting position. "We go," he said to Evelyn.

Evelyn looked questioningly & me.
"Bult heré€ll rideinwithyou,” | said. "Well bring the poniesin.”

"How on hell are we supposed to bring three poniesin when they'll only walk two abreast?"
Carson said.

| ignored him. "See you back at King's X." | dapped the side of the rover.
"Go fahhg," Bult said. Ev started the rover up and waved and | ft us eating a cloud of dust.

"I'm beginning to think you're right about loaners, Fin," Carson said, coughing and smacking his
hat againgt hisleg. "They're nothing but trouble. And the maes arethe worst, especidly after C.J. gets
to 'em. Well spend haf the expedition listening to him talk about her, and the other half kegping him
from labeling every gully in sght Crissa Canyon.”

"Maybe," | said, squinting at the rover's dust, which seemed to be veering off to theright. "C.J.
sad Evelyn got inthismorning."

"Which means she's had amost awhole day to give him her pitch," he said, taking hold of Bult's
pony'sreins. It baked and dug inits paws. "And shell have at least another two hoursto work her
wiles before we get these poniesin.”

"Maybe" | sad, till watching the dugt. "But | figure a presentable-looking male like Ev can jump
just about any female he wants without having to do anything for it, and you notice he didn't stay at
King's X with C.J. He came tearing out hereto meet us. | think he might be smarter than he looks."

"That'swhat you said the first time you saw Bult," Carson said, yanking on Bult's pony'sreins.
The pony yanked back.

"And | wasright, wasn't 17" | said, going over to help. "If hewasn't, held be here with these
ponies, and we'd be halfway to King's X." | took over the reins, and he went around behind the pony
to push.

"Maybe," he said. "Why wouldn't he want to meet us? After dl, were planetary surveyors.



Werefamoud™"

| pulled and he pushed. The pony stayed put. " Get moving, you rock-headed nag!" Carson said,
shoving on its back end. "Don't you know who we are?'

The pony lifted itstal and dumped apile.
"My shit!" Carson said.

"Too bad Evelyn can't seeusnow,” | said, holding the reins over my shoulder and hauling on the
pony. "Findriddy and Carson, the famous explorers!”

Off inthe distance, to the right of the ridge, the dust disappeared.

interim: at king'sx
It took usfour hoursto makeit into King's X. Bult's pony keeled over twice and wouldn't get
up, and when we got there, Ev was waiting out at the stable to ask us when we were going to start on
the expedition. Carson gave him an inappropriate-in-tone-and-manner answer.
"I know you just got back and haveto file your reports and everything,” Ev said.
"And eat," Carson muttered, limping around his pony, "and deep. And kill me a scout.”

"It'sjust that I'm so excited to see Boohte," Ev said. "l dill can't believe I'm really here, taking
to—"

"I know, | know," | said, unloading the computer. "Findriddy and Carson, the famous
urveyors.™

"Wher€'s Bult?' Carson asked, unstrapping his camerafrom his pony's saddlebone. "And why
isn't he out here to unload his pony?!

Evelyn handed Carson Bult'slog. "He said to tell you these are the finesfrom thetrip in.”

"Hewaan't on thetripin,” Carson said, glaring at thelog. "What on hell are these? 'Destruction
of indigenousflora' 'Damage to sand formations.' 'Pollution of atmosphere.' "

| grabbed the log away from Carson. "Did Bult give you directions back to King's X ?'
"Yes" Ev sad. "Did | do something wrong?'
"Wrong?" Carson spluttered. "Wrong?!"

"Don't get inaswest,” | sad. "Bult can't fine Ev til hésamember of the expedition.”



"But | don't understand,” Ev said. "What did | do wrong? All | did was drive the rover—"
"Stir up dust, maketiretracks" Carson said, "emit exhaust—"

"Wheded vehiclesaren't dlowed off government property,” | explained to Ev, who was looking
amazed.

"Then how do you get around?' he asked.

"Wedon't," Carson said, glaring at Bult's pony, which looked like it was getting ready to keel
over again. "Explainitto him, An."

| wastoo tired to explain anything, least of al Big Brother's notion of how to survey aplanet.
"Youtdl him about the fineswhile | go get this straightened out with Bult,” | said, and went acrossthe
compound to the gate area.

In my log, thereés nothing worse than working for agovernment with the guilts. All we were
doing on Boohte was surveying the planet, but Big Brother didn't want anybody accusing them of
"ruthlessimperidist expanson” and riding roughshod over the indidges the way they did when they
colonized America

So they set up all these rulesto "preserve planetary ecosystems' (which was supposed to mean
we weren't dlowed to build dams or kill theloca fauna) and " protect indigenous cultures from
technologica contamination” (which was supposed to mean we couldn't give 'em firewater and guns),
and 4iff finesfor breaking the rules.

Which iswhere they made their first mistake, because they paid the finesto the indidges, and
Bult and histribe knew agood thing when they saw it, and before you know it we're being fined for
making footprints, and Bult's buying technologica contamination right and |eft with the proceeds.

| figured held bein the gate area, up to his second kneejoint in stuff he'd bought, and | was
right. When | opened the door, he was prying open a crate of umbrellas.

"Bult, you can't charge uswith finesthe rover incurred,” | said.

He pulled out an umbrellaand examined it. It was the collgpsible kind. He held the umbrella out
in front of him and pushed a button. Lights came on around the rim. "Destruction of land surface,” he
sad.

| held out hislog to him. ™Y ou know the regs. The expedition is not respongble for violations
committed by any person not an official member of the expedition.'"

Hewas till messing with the buttons. The lightswent off. "Bult member,” he said, and the
umbrella shot out and open, barely missing my scomach.

"Waichit!" | jumped back. "Y ou can't incur fines, Bult."

Bult put down the umbrellaand opened a big box of dice, which would make Carson happy.
Hisfavorite occupation, next to blaming me, is shooting craps.



"Indidges can't incur fined" | said.
"Inappropriate tone and manner,” he said.

| wastoo tired for this, too, and | ill had the reports and the whereabouts to do. | left him
unpacking a box of shower curtains and went across to the mess.

| opened the door. "Honey, I'm home," | called.

"Helo!" C.J. sang out cheerfully from the kitchen, which was aswitch. "How was your
expedition”?’

She appeared in the doorway, smiling and wiping her hands on atowel. Shewas dl done up,
clean face and fixed-up hair and a shirt that was open down to thirty degrees north. "Dinner's dmost
ready," she said brightly, and then stopped and looked around. "Where's Evelyn?”

"Outinthe stable,” | said, dumping my stuff on achair, "talking to Carson, the planetary
surveyor. Did you know we're famous?’

"You'refilthy," shesaid. "And you'relate. What on hell took you so long? Dinner'scold. | had it
ready two hours ago.” She jabbed afinger at my stuff. "Get that dirty pack off the furniture. It's bad
enough putting up with dust tantrums without you two dragging indirt.”

| sat down and propped my legs up on the table. "And how was your day, sweetheart?' | said.
"Get amud puddle named after you? Jump any loaners?!

"Very funny. Evelyn happensto be avery nice young man who understands whet it'sliketo be
all done on aplanet for weeks at atime with nobody for hundreds of kloms and who knows what
dangers lurking out there—"

"Likelosng that shirt,” | said.

"Y ou're not exactly in apogtion to criticize my clothes,” she said. "When'sthelast time you
changed yours? What have you been doing, rolling in the mud? And get those boots off the furniture,
They're disgusting!" She smacked my legswith the dish towd.

Thiswas as much fun astaking to Bult. If | was going to be raked over the cods, it might as
well be by the experts. | heaved mysdlf out of the chair. "Any pursuants?'

"If you mean officid reprimands, there are sixteen. They're on the computer.” She went back to
the kitchen, her shirt flgpping. "And get cleaned up. Y ou're not coming to the table looking like that.”

"Yes, dear,” | said and went over to the console. | fed in the expedition report and took alook
at the subsurfaces I'd run in Sector 247-72, and then called up the pursuants.

There were the usua loving messages from Big Brother: we weren't covering enough sectors, we
weren't giving enough f-and-f indigenous names, we were incurring too many fines.

"Pursuant to language used by members of survey expeditions, such memberswill refrain from



using derogeatory termsin reference to the government, in particular, abbreviations and dang terms
such as'Big Brother' and 'morons back home." Such referencesimply lack of respect, thereby
undermining relations with the indigenous sentients and obstructing the government's goa's. Members
of survey expeditionswill henceforth refer to the government by its proper titlein full.”

Evelyn and Carson camein. "Anything interesting?' Carson asked, leaning over me.

"We're wearing our mikes turned up too high," | said.

He clapped me on the shoulder. "1'm gonna go check the weather and then take abath,” he said.

| nodded, looking at the screen. Heleft, and | started through the pursuants again and then
looked back behind me. Ev wasleaning over me, his chin practically on my shoulder.

"Doyou mind if | watch?' he said. "It's so exc—"

"1 know, | know," | said. "There's nothing more exciting than reading a bunch of memosfrom
Big Brother. Oh. Sorry," | said, pointing at the screen, "we're not supposed to call them that. Were
supposed to use appropriate titles. There's nothing more exciting than reading memos from the Third
Rech."

Ev grinned, and | thought, Y ep, smarter than he looks.

"Fin,” C.J. caled from the door of the mess. Sheld unstripped her blouse another ten degrees.
"Can | borrow Evedlyn for aminute?'

"You bet, CrissaJang,”" | said.
Sheglared a me.

"That'swhat C.J. standsfor, you know," | said to Ev. "CrissaJane Tull. You'll need to
remember that for when we go on expedition.”

"Fin!" she sngpped. "Ev," she said sweetly, "can you come hep mewith dinner?!

"Sure" Ev said and was after her like ashot. All right, not that much smarter.

| went back to the pursuants. We weren't showing "proper respect for indigenous cultural
integrity," which meant who knows what, we hadn't filled out Subsection 12-2 of the mineralsreport
for Expedition 158, we had |eft two gaps of uncharted territory on Expedition 162, one in Sector
248-76 and the other in Sector 246-73.

| knew what the 246-73 gap was but not the other one, and | doubted if it was till agap. Wed
been over alot of the same territory the next-to-last expedition.

| called up the topographicals and asked for achart overlay. Big Bro—Hizzoner wasright for
once. There were two holesin the chart.

Carson camein, carrying atowe and aclean pair of socks. "Wefired yet?'



"Just about," | said. "How's the weather look?"

"Rain down in the Ponypiles start of next week. Otherwise, nothing. Not even adust tantrum.
Looks like we can go anywhere we want."

"What about in charted territory? Up dong 767"

"Samething. Clear and dry. Why?" he said, coming over to look at the screen. "What've you
got?"

"l don't know yet," | said. "Probably nothing. Go get cleaned up.”
He went off toward the latrine. Sector 248-76. That was over on the other side of the Tongue
and, if | remembered right, close to Silvershim Creek. | frowned at the screen aminute and then

asked for Expedition 181'slog and started fast-forwarding it.

"|sthat the expedition you werejust on?' Ev said, and | jerked around to find him hanging over
meagan.

"] thought you were helping C.J. in the kitchen," | said, cutting the log off.
He grinned. "It'stoo hot in there. Were you sending the log of the expedition to NASA?"

| shook my head. "Thelog goes out live. It transmits Sraight to C.J. and she sendsit on through
the gate. | wasjudt finishing up the expedition summary.”

"Do you send dl the reports?*

"Nope. Carson sends the topographicals and the f-and-f; | send the geologicals and the
accountings." | asked for thetaly of Bult'sfines.

Ev looked uneasy. "l wanted to apologize to you for driving therover. | didn't know it was

againg regs to use nonindigenous transportation. Thelast thing | wanted to do on my first day wasto
get you and Dr. Carsonin trouble.”

"Don't worry about it. We gtill had wages | eft over this expedition, which is better than weve
made out the last two. The only thingsthat redly get you in trouble are killing fauna and naming
something after somebody,” | said, staring at him, but he didn't look especialy guilty. C.J. must not
have gotten around to her sales pitch yet.

"Anyway," | said, "were used to trouble.”

"I know," he said earnestly. "L ike the time you got caught in the stampede and nearly got
trampled, and Dr. Carson rescued you."

"How'd you know about that?' | asked.

"Areyou kidding?Y oure—"



"Famous. Right," | said. "But how—"

"Eveyn," C.J. caled, dripping honey with every syllable, "can you help me set thetable?* and he
was off again.

| got 181'slog again and then changed my mind and asked for the whereabouts. | checked them
for the two timeswe'd been in Sector 248-76. Wulfmeier'd been on Starting Gate both times, which
didn't prove anything. | asked for averify on him.

"Nahhd khompt," Bult said.

| looked up. He was standing next to the computer, pointing hisumbrellaat me.

"I need the computer, too,” | said, and he reached for hislog. "Besides, it'samost dinnertime.”

"Nahhd tchopp," he said, moving around behind me so he could see the screen. "Forcible
confiscation of property.”

"That'swhat itis, dl right,” | said, wondering which wasworse, being stuck with his bayonet of
an umbrella or another fine. Besides, | couldn't find out what | needed to know with all these people
hanging over my shoulder. And dinner was ready. Evelyn pushed the kitchen door open with his
shoulder and brought out a platter of mest. | asked for the catalog.

"Hereyou go," | said, standing up. "Nieman Marcus at your disposa. Go at it. Tchopp.”

Bult sat down, shot his umbrella open, and started talking to the computer. "One dozen pair
digiscan polarized fidd glasses" he said, "with telemetry and object enhancement functions.”

Ev dared.

"One 'High Rollers Specid’ dot machine," Bult said.

Ev came over with the platter. "Bult can spesk English?' he said.

| grabbed achunk of mest. "Depends. When he's ordering stuff, yeah. When you're talking to
him, not much. When you're trying to negotiate satellite surveys or permission to set up agate, no
hablo inglais." | grabbed another hunk of medt.

"Sop that!" C.J. said, bringing in the vegetables. "Honestly, Fin, you've got the manners of a
gatecrasher! You could at least wait till we get to the tablel" She set the vegetables down. " Carson!
Dinner'sready!" she caled and went back into the kitchen.

He camein, wiping his hands on atowe. Hed washed up and shaved around his mustache. He
cameover closeto me. "Find anything?' he muttered.

"Mwm"

Ev, ill holding the mesat platter, waslooking at meinquiringly.



| said, "l found out those binocs you lost are gonna cost us three hundred.”

"I lost?' Carson said. "You'rethe onewho lost 'em. | laid 'em right next to your pack. Why on
hell'sit three hundred?'

"Possble technologica contamination,” | said. "If they turn up on anindidgeit'll be five hundred
you logt us."

"l lost ud" hesaid.

C.J. camein, carrying abowl of rice. Sheld switched her shirt for one with even lower
coordinates, and lights around the edges like the ones on Bult's umbrella.

"Y ou were theonein ahurry to get back here and meet Evelyn,” | said. | pulled achair out
from the table, stepped over it, and sat down.

He grabbed the platter out of Ev's hands. "Five hundred. My shit!" He set the platter on the
table. "How much were the rest of the fines?"

"l don't know," | said. "'l havent tdlied 'em yet.”

"Well, what on hell wereyou doing al thistime?' He sat down. "It's plain to see you werent
taking abath."

"C.J.'s cleaned up enough for both of us," | said. "What'rethe lightsfor?' | asked her.
Carson grinned. "They're like those landing strip beacons, so you can find your way down."
C.J.ignored him. "Y ou St here by me, Evelyn.”

He pulled out her chair, and she sat down, managing to lean over so we could al seethe
runway.

Ev sat down next to her. "'l can't believe I'm actualy eating dinner with Carson and Findriddy!
Tdl me about your expedition. I'll bet you had alot of adventures.”

"Well," Carson said, "Fin lost the binocs”
"Have you decided when we leave on the next expedition yet?' Ev asked.
Carson gave me alook. "Not yet," | said. "A few days, probably.”

"Oh, good,” C.J. crooned, leaning in Ev'sdirection. "That'll give us more timeto get to know
each other." Shelatched onto hisarm.

"Isthere anything | can do to help so we can leave sooner?' Ev said. "L oading the ponies or
something? I'm just so eager to get Started.”

C.J. dropped hisarm in disgust. " So you can spend three weeks deeping on the ground and



lisening to these two?"

"Areyou kidding?' hesaid. "I put in four years ago for the chance to go on an expedition with
Carson and Findriddy! What'sit like, being on the survey team with them?”

"What'sit like?' Sheglared a us. "They're rude, they're dirty, they break every rulein the book,
and don't let dl their bickering fool you—they'rejust like that." She crossed one finger over another.
"Nobody has a chance against the two of them."

"l know," Ev said. "On the pop-ups they—"

"What are these pop-ups?’ | said. "Some kind of holo?’

"Theyre DHVS" Ev sad, asif that explained everything. "There's awhole series of them about
you and Carson and Bult." He stopped and looked around at Bult hunched over the computer under
hisumbrella "Doesn't Bult est with you?"

"He'snot dlowed to," Carson said, helping himsdf to the mest.

"Regs" | sad. "Cultura contamination. Asking him to eat at atable and use slverwareis
imperidigtic. We might corrupt him with Earth foods and table manners.”

"Small chance of that,” C.J. said, taking the mest platter away from Carson. "Y ou two don't
have any table manners.”

"Sowhilewe eat," Carson said, plopping potatoes on his plate, "he ststhere ordering demitasse
cups and place settings for twelve. Nobody ever said Big Brother was big onlogic.”

"Not Big Brother," | said, shaking my finger at Carson. "Pursuant to our latest reprimand,
members of the expedition will henceforth refer to the government by its gppropriatetitie.”

"What, |diots Incorporated?' Carson said. "What other brilliant orders did they come up with?"
"They want usto cover more territory. And they disallowed one of our names. Green Creek.”
Carson looked up from his plate. "What on hell's wrong with Green Creek?"

"There's a senator named Green on the Ways and Means Committee. They couldn't prove any
connection, though, so they just fined usthe minimum.”

"Therere people named Hill and River, too,” Carson said. "'If one of them gets on the committee,
what on hell do we do then?'

"| think it'sridiculous that you can't namethings after people,” C.J. said. "Don't you, Evelyn?'
"Why can't you?' Ev asked.

"Regs" | said. " 'Pursuant to the practice of naming geologica formations, waterways, etc., after
surveyors, government officias, historical personages, etc., said practiceisindicative of oppressve



colonidig attitudes and lack of respect for indigenous culturd traditions, etc., etc.' Hand the meat
over."

C.J.d picked up the platter, but she didn't passit. "Oppressive! It isnot. Why shouldn't we have
something named after us? We're the ones stuck on this horrible planet al donein uncharted territory
for months at atime and with who knows what dangers lurking. We should get something.”

Carson and | have heard this pitch a hundred or so times. She used to try it on us before she
decided the loaners were more susceptible.

"There are hundreds of mountains and streams on Boohte. Y ou can't tell me thereisn't some
way you could name one of them after somebody. | mean, the government wouldn't even notice.”

W, she'swrong there. Their Imperiad Maesties check every single name, and eveniif dl we
tried to snesk past them was a bug named C.J., we could get tossed off Boohte.

"Therésaway you can get something named after you, C.J.," Carson said. "Why didn't you say
you were interested?”

C.J. narrowed her eyes. "How?"

"Remember Stewart? He was one of the first pair of scouts on Boohte," he explained to Ev.
"Got caught in aflash flood and swept smack into ahill. Stewart's Hill, they named it. In memoriam.
All you've got to do istake the heli out tomorrow and point it at whatever you want named after you,
and—"

"Very funny,” C.J. said. "I'm serious about this," she said to Ev. "Don't you think it's natura to
want to have some sgn that you've been here, so after you're gone you won't be forgotten, some
monument to what you've done?"

"My shit," Carson said, "if you'retalking about doing stuff, Fin and | are the oneswho should
have something named after usl How about it, Fin?'Y ou want me to name something after you?”

"What would | dowithit? What | want isthe meat!" | held out my handsfor it, but nobody paid
any atention.

"Findriddy Lake," Carson said. "Fin Mea"
"Findriddy Swamp,” C.J. sad.

It was time to change the subject, or | was never going to get any meat. "So, Ev," | said. "You're
asexozoologid.”

"Socioexozoologig," hesaid. "'l study ingtinctive mating behaviorsin extraterrestrial species.
Courtship rituas and sexua behaviors"

"Wdl, you've cometo theright place" Carson said. "C.J—"

C.J. cutin, "Tell me about some of the interesting species you've studied.”



"Well, they'redl interesting, redly. Mogt anima behaviors areingtinctive, they're hardwired in,
but reproductive behavior isrealy complicated. It's part hardwiring, part surviva strategies, and the
combination produces al these variables. The charlizards on Ottiyal mate insde the crater of an active
volcano, and thereé's a Terran species, the bowerbird, which constructs an el@borate bower fifty times
his size and then decorates it with orchids and berriesto attract the female.”

"Somenest," | said.

"Oh, but it'snot the nest,” Ev said. "The nest isbuilt in front of the bower, and it's quite ordinary.
The bower isjust for courtship. Sentients are even more interesting. The Inkicce maes cut off their
toesto impressthefemae. And the Opantis courtship ritua—they're the indigenous sentients on
Jevo—takes sx months. The Opanti femae setsa series of difficult tasks the male must perform
before she dlows him to mate with her.”

"Just like C.J.," | said. "What kind of tasks do these Opantis have to do for the femaes? Name
rivers after them?"

"Thetasksvary, but they're usually the giving of tokens of esteem, proofs of vaor, feats of
drength.”

"How come the ma€'s dways the one who hasto do al the courting?' Carson said. "Giving 'em
candy and flowers, proving they're tough, building bowerswhile thefemale just Sitsthere making up
her mind."

"Because the maeis concerned only with mating,” Ev said. "Thefemaeis concerned with
ensuring the optimum surviva of her offspring, which means she needs astrong mate or asmart one.
The male doesn't do al the courting, though. The females send out response signals to encourage and
attract themaes”

"Likelanding lights?' | said.

C.J. glared a me.

"Without those signds, the courtship ritual breaks down and can't be completed,” Ev said.

"I'll keep that in mind," Carson said. He pushed back from thetable. "Fin, if were gonnastart in
two days, we'd better take alook at the map. I'll go get the new topographicals.” He went out.

C.J. cleared off thetable, and | threw Bult off the computer and set up the map, filling in the two
holes with extrapolated topographies before | went back over to the table.

Ev was bending over the map. "Isthat the Wall?' he said, pointing at the Tongue.

"Nope. That'sthe Tongue. That's the Wall," | said, sticking my hand inthe middle of theholo to
show himits course.

"l hadn't redlized it was so long," he said wonderingly, tracing its meandering course dong the
Tongue and into the Ponypiles. "Which part is uncharted territory?'



"The blank part,” | said, looking at the huge western expanse of the map. The charted area
looked like adrop in the bucket.

Carson came back in and called Bult and his umbrella over, and we discussed routes.

"We haven't mapped any of the northern tributaries of the Tongue," Carson said, circling an area
in light marker. "Where can we crossthe Wall, Bult?'

Bult leaned over the table and pointed stiffly at two different places, making sure hisfinger didn't
gointothehalo.

"If we crossdown here," | said, taking the marker away from Carson, "we can cut across here
and follow Blacksand Ridge up.” | lit aline up to Sector 248-76 and through the hole. "What do you
think?"'

Bult pointed at the other bresk in the Wall, holding his hinged finger well abovethetable.
"Fahtsser wye."

| looked across at Carson. "What do you think?"

Helooked steadily back at me.

"Will we get to see the treesthat have the Silver leaves?' Ev said.

"Maybe," Carson sad, till looking at me. "Either way looks good to me," he said to Bult. "I'll
have to check on the weather and see which onell work. It lookslike therésalot of rain down here.”
He poked hisfinger at the route Bult'd marked. "And well haveto run terrains. Fin, you want to do
that?'

"You bet," | said.

"I'll check the weather, and see if we can work aroute through some silvershimsfor Evie here.”

Hewent out. "Can | watch you run theterrains?' Ev asked me.

"You bet,” | said. | went over to the computer.

Bult was on it again, hunched under hisumbrela, buying aroulette whed!.

"I've got to figure the eesiest route,” | said. "Y ou can come back to the mall when I'm done.”

Hegot out hislog. "Discriminatory practices” he said.

That wasanew one. "Why dl thesefines, Bult?' | said. "Y ou saving up to buy a—" | was about
to say "casino" but the last thing | wanted to do was give him any idess. " To buy something big?” |

ended up.

Hereached for hislog again.



"1 need the computer if you want me to enter those fines you ran up with the rover today," | said.

He hesitated, wondering whether fining me for "attempt to bribe indigenous scout” would be
worth more than the rover'sfines, and then unfolded himself joint by joint and let me st down.

| stared at the screen. There was no point in running terrains when | already knew theroute |
wanted, and | couldn't look at thelog with Bult and Ev there ether. | started tallying the fines.

After afew minutes C.J. camein and dragged Ev off to convince him Big Brother wouldn't catch
him if he named one of the hillsMount C.J., but Bult was sill hovering behind me, hisumbrellaaimed
a my back.

"Don't you need to go unpack al those umbrellas and shower curtains you bought?' | said, but
he didn't budge.

| had to wait till everybody was bedded down, including C.J., who'd flounced into her bunk in a
hide-nothing nightie and then leaned out to say good night to Ev and give him onelast eyeful, before |
could take alook at that 1og.

| figured Bult would be in the gate area, unpacking his purchases, but he wasn't. Which meant he
was dtill "tchopping,” and I'd never get time aone on the computer. But he wasn't in the mess either.

| checked the kitchen and then started over to the stables. Halfway there | caught sight of ahalf
circleof lightsout by theridge. | didn't have any notion of what he was doing clear out
there—probably trying to collect fines from the luggage, but at least he wasn't hogging the computer.

| walked out far enough to make sure it was him and not just his umbrellaand then went back
into the mess and asked Starting Gate for a verify on Wulfmeier. | got it, which didn't mean anything
ather. Bult could make more sdlling fake verifies than he makes off us.

| asked for atrace, then checked on the rest of the gatecrashers. We had beacons on Miller and
Abeyta, and Shoudamire wasin the brig on the Powell, which left Karadjk and Redfox. They were
out on the Arm. The trace showed Wulfmeier on Dazil until yesterday afternoon. | thought abott it,
and then asked for the log and frame-by-frame coordinates and |eaned back to watch it.

I'd been right. Sector 248-76 was next to the Wall, about twenty kloms down from wherewed
crossed, an areaof grayish igneous hills covered with knee-high scourbrush, which was probably the
reason we'd skirted it.

| asked for an aeria. C.J.'d sdeswiped 248-76 on one of her trips home. | put privacies on and
asked for visuals. It looked theway | remembered it—hills and scourbrush, afew roadkill. Thevisua
sad finegrained schist with phylloslicates dl the way down. | asked for the earlier log. That expedition
we were south of it. It was hills and scourbrush on that end, too.

The schist we'd found on Boohte wasn't gold-bearing, and there were no signs of sat or
drainage anomdies, so it wasn't an anticline. And we'd had good reasons for missing it both
times—the first time we'd been following the Wall, looking for abreak, and the second time we were
trying to avoid 246-73. | couldn't see any indications elther timethat Bult was avoiding it. Evenif he
was, it was probably because the ponies would balk at the steepness of the hills.



On the other hand, we'd gone right by it twice, and you could hide dmost anything in those hills.
Including agate.

| erased my transactions, took the privacies off, and walked back to the bunkhouseto talk to
Carson.

Ev was |leaning against the door. He looked so sappy-eyed and relaxed | wondered if C.J.'d
broken down and given him ajump. She used to and then tried to get the loaners to name something
for her afterward, but haf the time they forgot, and she decided it worked better the other way
around. But | figured the way she was|ooking at him at dinner it was just possible.

"What are you doing out here?" | asked him.

"l couldn't deep," he said, looking out in the direction of theridge. "'l still can't convince mysaif
I'm redly here. It'sbeautiful.”

He had that right. All three of Boohte's moons were up, strung out in arow like an expedition
and turning the ridge a purplish-blue. | leaned againgt the other side of the door.

"What'sit like, out in uncharted territory?' he said.

"It'slike those mating customs of yours,” | said. "Part ingtinct, part survival Strategies, way too
many variables. Mosly, it'salot of dust and triangulations” | said, even though | knew he wouldn't
believe me. "And ponypiles”

"l can't wait," hesaid.

"Then you'd better be getting to bed,” | said, but he didn't move.

"Did you know alot of gpecies perform their courtship rituas by moonlight?' hesaid. "Likethe
whippoorwill and the Antarrean cow-frog."

"And teenagers,” | said, and yawned. "We'd better be getting to bed. Welvegot alottodoin
the morning.”

"I don't think | could deep,” he said, <till with that dopey look. | began to wonder if 1'd been
wrong about him being dl that smart.

"l saw the vids, but they don't do it justice," he said, looking at me. "1 had no idea everything
would be so beautiful.”

"Y ou should be using that line on C.J. and her nightie," Carson said, poking his head around the
door. He waswearing hisliner and his boots. "What on hell's going on out here?"

"l wastdling Ev how he'd better get to bed so we can start in the morning,” | said, looking at
Carson.

"Redlly?' Ev said. The sappy-eyed |ook disappeared. " Tomorrow?"



"Sunup,” | said, "so you'd better get back to your bunk. It'sthe last chance you'll have at a
meattress for two weeks," but he didn't show any signs of leaving, and | couldn't talk to Carson with
him hanging over me.

"Wherearewe going?'

ncharted territory,” | said. "But you'll be adegp in the saddiebone and missit if you don't get
to bed."

"Oh, | couldn't possibly deep now!" he said, gazing out at the ridge. "1'm too excited!™

"Y ou'd better pack your gear then,” Carson said.

"I'mdl packed."

C.J. came out, pulling a hide-nothing robe on over her nightie.

"We'releaving a sunup,” | told her.

"Oh, but you can't go yet," shesaid and yanked Ev inside.

Carson motioned me out halfway between the bunkhouse and the stable. "What did you find?"
"A holein Sector 248-76. Weve missed it twice, and Bult was leading both times.”

"Foss| drata?'

"No. Metamorphic. It's probably nothing, but Wulfmeier was on Dazil yesterday afternoon, and
verified on Starting Gate. | don't think he's either place.”

"What do you think he'sdoing? Mining?"
"Maybe. Or using it as headquarters while helooks around.”
"Wheréd you say it was?"

"Sector 248-76."

"My shit," he said softly. "That's avfully closeto 246-73. If it isWulfmeier, hesbound to find it.
You'reright. Wed better get out there." He shook his head. "1 wish we weren't stuck taking this
loaner with us. What was he doing out here? Resting between rounds with C.J.?"

"We were discussng mating customs,” | said.

"Sexozoologigt!™ he said. " Sex can mess up an expedition quicker than anything.”

"Ev can handle C.J. Besides, she's not going on the expedition.”



"It'snot C.J. I'm worried about."

"What are you worried about, then? Him trying to name one of the tributaries Crissa Creek?
Him building anet fifty timeshissze? What?'

"Never mind," he said and somped off toward the gate area. "I'll tdl Bult," he said. "Y ou load
the ponies.”

expedition 184: day 1
We ended having C.J. fly usasfar asthe Tongue. Carson and | tallied up how long it would
take to get to uncharted territory and how many fineswe'd run up on the way and decided it was
cheaper to go by hdli, even with the airborne vehicle fines. And C.J. was overjoyed to have afew last
chances a Ev. She kept him up front with her the whole way.

"Quit lollygagging with Evie and send him back here," Carson called to C.J. when the Tongue
camein sght. "Weve got to check hisgear.”

He came back into the bay immediately, looking as excited asakid. "Are we in uncharted
territory yet?" he asked, squatting down and looking out through the open hatch.

"We charted dl thisside of theriver last time," | said. "The regs are no acohol, no tobacco, no
rec drugs, no caffeine. Y ou carrying any of those?"

"No," hesad.

| handed him his mike, and he stuck it on histhroat. "No advanced technology except for
scientific equipment, no cameras, no lasersor firearms.”

"I've got aknife. Can | takethat?'

"Only if you don't kill anything indigenouswithit,” | said.

"If you get the urgeto kill something, kill Fin,"” Carson said. "Theresno fineon us."

The heli swooped down to the Tongue and hovered above the near shore. Y ou're thefirst out,”
| said, pushing him over to the door. "It'stoo big afineto land," | shouted. "C.J.'sgoing to hover it.

WEll throw down the gear to you."

He nodded and got ready to jump. Bult elbowed him aside, shot his umbrella open, and floated
down like Mary Poppins.

"Second out,” | shouted. "Don't land on any floraif you can hepit.”
He nodded again, looking down at Bult, who already had hislog out.

"Wait!" C.J. said and came shooting out of her pilot's seat and past Ev and me. "'l couldn't let



you go without saying good-bye, Ev," she said, and flung her arms around his neck.

"What on hell are you doing, C.J.?" Carson said. "Do you know how big thefineisfor crashing
ahdi?'

"It'son automatic,” she said, and planted awet oneon Ev. "I'll bewaiting," she said breethily.
"Good luck, I hopeyou find lots of thingsto name.”

"Weredl waiting," | said. "All right, you told her good-bye, Ev. Now, jump.”
"Don't forget," C.J. whispered, and leaned forward to kiss him again.

"Now," | said, and gave him apush. He jumped, and C.J. latched onto the edge of the bay and
glared & me. | ignored her and started handing the bedrolls and the surveying equipment down to him.

"Don't set thetermina on any flora," | shouted down to him, too late. HEd dready laid itina
patch of scourbrush.

| glanced at Bult, but he'd gone down to the river's edge and was |ooking at the other side with
hisbinocs.

"Sorry," Ev shouted to me. He jerked the terminal back up and looked around for abare spot.
"Stop gossiping and jump,” Carson said behind me, "so | can get the ponies unloaded.”

| grabbed the supply packs and handed them down to Ev. "Stand back,” | shouted to him,
scanning the ground for aclear patch.

"What on hdll's keeping you?" Carson shouted. "They're going to unload before | unload them.”

| picked abare spot and jumped, but before I'd so much as hit, Carson yelled, "Lower, C.J.,"
and | nearly cracked my head on the heli when | straightened up.

"Lower!" Carson bellowed over his shoulder, and C.J. dipped the heli down. "Fin, take the
reins, dammit. What on hell are you waiting for? Lead 'em off."

| grabbed for the dangling reins, which did about as much good as it aways does, but Carson
always thinks the ponies are gonna suddenly turn rational and jump off. They reared and shied and
backed Carson againgt the side of the hdli's bay, like dways, and Carson said, like aways, "You
rock-headed morons, get off me!" which Bult entered in hislog.

"Verba abuse of indigenousfauna.”

"Y ou're gonna have to push 'em off," | said, like dways, and climbed back on.

"Ev," | shouted down, "were bringing thisdown asfar asit'll go. Signal C.J. when it touchesthe
tops of the scourbrush.”

C.J. circdled the hdi and camein lower. "Up alittle" Evelyn said, gesturing with hishand.



"Okay."

Wewere haf ameter from the ground. "Let'stry it one moretime," Carson said, like dways.
"Takethereins

| did. Thistime they squashed him against the back of C.J.'s sedt.

"Goddammit, you shit-brained sonsabitches,”" he shouted, swatting at their hind ends. They
backed against him some more.

I maneuvered around to Carson's Side, and picked up ahind paw of the one that was standing
on hisbad foot. The pony went over likeit'd been doped, and we dragged it to the edge of the bay
and pushed it out. It landed with an "oof" and laid there.

Evelyn hurried over. "l think it'shurt,” he said.

"Nope," | said. "Just sulking. Stand back."

We upended the other three and dumped them on top of thefirst one and jumped down.

"Shouldn't we do something?' Evelyn said, looking anxioudly at the heap.

"Not till we'reready to go," Carson said, picking up hisgear. "They can't shit in that position.
Come on, Bult. Let's get packed.”

Bult was gtill over by the Tongue, but held dropped his binocs and was squatting on the bank,
peering into the centimeter-deep water.

"Bult!" | shouted, walking over to him.

He stood up and got out hislog. "Disturbance of water surface,” he said, pointing up at the
hovering hdi. "Generation of waves."

"There's not enough water for awave," | said, sticking my hand init. "There's hardly enough to
wet your finger."

"Introduction of foreign body into waterway," Bult said.

"Foreign—" | started and was drowned out by the hdli. It flew over the Tongue, rippling the
centimeter's worth of water, and came back around, skimming the bushes. C.J. swooped past us,
blowing kisses.

"1 know, | know," | said to Bult, "disturbance of waterway."

He stalked over to aclump of scourbrush, unfolded an arm under it, and came up with two wiry
leaves and a shriveled berry. He held them out to me. "Destruction of crop,” he said.

C.J. banked and turned, waving, and headed off northeast. I'd told her to swing over Sector
248-76 on her way home and try to get an aerial. | hoped she wasn't so busy flirting with Ev that



shedforget.
Ev was looking south at the mountains. "Isthat the Wall?' he said.

"Nope. The Wall's off that direction,” | said, pointing across the Tongue. "Those are the
Ponypiles”

"Arewe going there?' Ev said, looking sappy-eyed again.
"Not thistrip. Well follow the Tongue south afew kloms and then head northwest.”

"Will you two stop sight-seeing and get over here and |oad these ponies?' Carson shouted. He
had the ponies up and was strapping the wide-angle to Speedy's pommelbone.

"Yes, maam," | said. Ev and | picked our way over to him between grass clumps. "Don't worry
about theWall," | told Ev. "Well see plenty of it. We haveto crossit to get to where we're going, and
after wedo well follow it dl the way north to Silvershim Creek."

"Not unlesswe get these ponies|oaded,” Carson said. "Here," he said, handing the reins of one
of the poniesto Ev. "Get Cyclone loaded."

"Cyclone?' Ev said, looking warily at the pony, which looked to melike it was getting ready to
fdl over agan.

"Therésnothingtoit,” | said. "Ponies—"

"Fin'sright," Carson said. "Just don't make any sudden movements. And if hetriesto throw you,
hang on for dear life, no matter what. Cyclone doesn't get violent except when he senses fear.”

"Violent?' Ev sad, looking nervous. "1 haven't had much experienceriding.”

"Youcanrideming" | sad.

"Diablo?' Carson said. "Y ou think that's a good idea after what happened before? No, | think
you'd better ride Cyclone." He held out the stirrup. "Y ou just put your foot in here and take hold of

the pommelbone nice and dow," he said.

Ev took hold of the pommd likeit was a hand grenade. "There, there, Cyclone," he murmured,
bringing hisfoot up in dow moation to the girrup. "Nice Cyclone."

Carson looked across a me, the edges of his mustache quaking. "lsn't he doing good, Fin?"
I ignored him and went on attaching the wide-anglesto Usdlesss chest.

"Now swing your other leg up and over, red dow. I'll hold him till you're on," Carson said,
holding on tight to the bridle. Evelyn did it and got adeath grip onthereins.

"Giddyap!" Carson shouted and smacked the pony on the flank. The pony took a step forward,
and Ev dropped the reins and grabbed for the pommelbone. The pony took two more steps toward



Carson, lifted itstail, and dumped a pile the Sze of Everest.
Carson came over to me, laughing fit to kill.
"What are you picking on Ev for?' | said.

He laughed awhile before he answered. "Y ou said he was smarter than he looks. | wasjust
checking it out.”

"Y ou should be checking out your scout,” | said, pointing at Bult, who had his binocs up to his
eyesagain, "if you want to depart any time today."

He laughed some more and went over to talk to Bult. | finished attaching the surveying
equipment. Bult had hislog out, and from thelooks of it Carson was yelling a him again.

| siwung up onto Useless and rode over to where Ev was Sitting on his pony. "Looks like welll be
here awhile" | said. "Sorry about Carson. It's hisidea of ajoke."

"| figured that out,” he said. "Findly. What's hisreal name?’ he said, gesturing at the pony. It
took a step forward and stopped.

"Speedy,” | said.

"Andthisisasfast asit goes."

"Sometimesit doesn't go thisfadt,” | said.

Usdesslifted itstail and unloaded.

"Tel methey don't do thisal thetime," Ev said.

"Not likethis" | said. "Sometimes after we have 'em in the hdli they get theruns.
"Gredt," he said. "l suppose sudden movements don't spook them?”

"Nothing spooksthem,” | said, "not even nibblers chewing on their toes. If they're scared or they
don't want to do something, they just stand there and won't budge.”

"What don't they like?"

"Peopleriding them,” | said. "Hills. They won't go up more than atwo percent grade.
Backtrailing over their own pawprints. Going more than two abreast. Going more than aklom an
hour."

Ev waslooking at mewarily, like | was putting him on, too.

| held up my hand. "Scout's honor,” | said.

"But you can walk faster than that,” he said.



"Not when therés afine for footprints.”

Heleaned sdewaysto look a Usdlesss paws. "But they leave foot-prints, don't they?"

"They'reindigenous,” | said.

"But how do you cover any territory?”

"Wedon't, and Big Broydlsat us," | said, looking over at the Tongue. Carson had given up
ydling and was watching Bult talk into hislog. " Speaking of which, 1'd better fill you in on the rest of
theregs. No persond holo or picture-taking, no souvenirs, no picking wildflowers, no killing of
fauna”

"What if you're attacked?"

"Depends. If you think you can survive the heart attack you'll have when you see thefineand dl
the reports you'll havetofill out, go ahead. Letting it kill you might be eesier.”

He looked suspicious again.
"We probably won't run into anything dangerous wherewere going,” | said.
"What about nibblers?

"They'refarther north. Hardly any of the f-and-f are dangerous, and the indidges are peaceful.
They'll rob you blind, but they won't hurt you. Y ou wear your mike dl thetime." | reached over and
took it off and stuck it back on lower down on his chest. "If you get separated, wait where you are.
Don't go trying to find anybody. That's the surest way to get yoursdlf killed."

"| thought you said the f-and-f weren't dangerous?”
"They're not. But werre going to be in uncharted territory. That meanslanddides, lightning,

roadkill holes, flash floods. Y ou can cut your hand on scourbrush and get blood poisoning, or get too
far north and freeze to death.”

"Or get caught in aluggage Sampede.”

| wondered how he knew about that. The pop-ups, whatever they were. "Or wander off and
never be found again, which iswhat happened to Stewart's partner, Segura,” | said. "And you won't
even get ahill named after you. So you stay where you are, and after twenty-four hoursyou cal C.J.
and shelll come and get you.”

He nodded. "I know."

| was going to have to find out what these pop-upsare. "You cal C.J." | said, "and you let her
worry about finding therest of us. If you'reinjured and can't call, shelll know where you are by your
mike"

| paused, trying to remember what else | should tel him. Carson wasyelling a Bult again. |



could hear him clear over by the ponies.

"No giving the indidges gifts," | said, "no teaching them how to make awhed or build a cotton
gin. If you figure out what sex Bult is, no fraternizing. No yelling at theindidges," | said, looking over
at Carson.

He was coming thisway, his mustache quivering again, but he didn't look like he was laughing
thistime.

"Bult sayswe can't cross here," he said. "He says ther€'s no break in the Wall here.”

"When we |looked at the map, he said therewas," | said.

"He saysit's been repaired. He saysweéll have to ride south to the other one. How far isit?"

"Tenkloms" | sad.

"My shit, that'll take usal morning," he said, squinting off in the direction of the Wall. "He didn't
say anything about it being repaired when we did the map. Cal C.J. Maybe she got an agrid of it on
her way home."

"Shedidn't," | said. Swinging north to Sector 248-76, she wouldn't have gotten any pictures of
where we were going.

"Dammit," he said, taking his hat off, looking like he was going to throw it on the ground and
then thinking the better of it. Helooked at me and then stomped back toward the Tongue.

"You stay here" | said to Ev. | dismounted and caught up to Carson. "Y ou think Bult'sgot it
figured out?' | asked him as soon as we were out of Ev's earshot.

"Maybe," he said. "So what do we do?"

| shrugged. " Go south to the next break. It's no farther from the northern tributaries, and by that
timewell know if we have to check 248-76. | sent C.J. up thereto do an aerid.” | looked at Bult,
who was gtill talking into hislog. "Maybe he doesn't haveit figured out. Maybe there arejust more
finesthisway."

"Whichisjust what we need,” he said glumly.

Hewasright. Our departure fines came to nine hundred, and it took ahaf hour to tally them up.
Then it took Bult another haf hour to get his pony loaded, decide he wanted his umbrella, unload
everything to find it and load it again, and by that time Carson had used ingppropriate manner and
tone and thrown his hat on the ground, and we had to wait while Bult added those on.

It wasten o'clock beforewefinally got started, Bult leading off under hislighted umbrella, which
he'd tied to his pony's pommelbone, Ev and | side by side, and Carson in the rear where he couldn't
Swear a Bult.

C.J'dlanded us at the top end of alittle valey, and we followed it south, keeping closeto the



Tongue.

"Y ou can't see much from here" | told Ev. "Thisredly only goes another klom or so, and then
you should get a better view of the Wall. And five kloms down it comes right up next to the Tongue.”

"Why isit called the Tongue? Isthat atrandation of the Boohteri namefor it?'

"Theindidges don't have anamefor it. Or haf the stuff on thisplanet.” | pointed at the mountains
ahead of us. "Take the Ponypiles. Biggest naturd formation on the whole continent, and they don't
have anamefor it, or most of the f-and-f. And when they do give stuff names, they don't make any
sense. Their name for the luggageis tssuhlkahttses. It means Dead Soup. And Big Brother won't let
usgivethings sensble names.”

"Likethe Tongue?' he said, grinning.
"It'slong, it's pink, and it's hanging out like it's going ‘aah’ for adoctor. What else would you call

it? That's not its name anyway. The Tongue'sjust what we call it. The name on the map's
Conglomerate River, after the rocks it was flowing between up where we named it."

"An unofficid name" Ev said, haf to himsdif.

"Won't work," | said. "We aready named Tight-ass Canyon after C.J. She wants something
named after her officialy. Passed, gpproved, and on the topographicas.”

"Oh," he said, and looked disappointed.

"What about that?' | said. "Any species besides homo sap haveto carve afemaéesnameon a
treeto get ajump?’

"No," he said. "Theré's a species of water bird on Choom where the males build plaster dikes
around the femalesthat look alot likethe Wall."

Speaking of which, thereit was. The valey had been climbing and opening out aswe rode, and
all of asudden we were at the top of arise and looking out across what looked like one of C.J.'s
aerids.

It wasflat dl theway to the feet of the Ponypiles, with the Tongue dicing through it like amap
boundary. Boohte's got as many oxides as Mars, and lots of cinnabar, so the plainsare pink. There
were mesas here and there off to the west, and a couple of cinder pyramids, and the blue of the
distance turned them anice lavender. And meandering around them and over the mesas, down to the
Tongue and then away again, arched white and shining in the sun, wasthe Wall. At least Bult hadn't
been lying about the break. The Wall marched unbrokenly asfar as| could see.

"Theresheis," | said. | turned and looked at Ev.
His mouth was hanging open.

"Hard to believe the Boohteri built it, isn't it?"



Ev nodded without closing his mouth.

"Carson and | have thistheory that they didn't,” | said. "We think some poor species of indidges
who lived here before built it, and then Bult and his pals fined them out of it."

"It'sbeautiful," Ev, who hadn't heard me, said. "l had no ideait was so long."

"Six hundred kloms," | said. "And getting longer. An average of two new chambersayear,
according to C.J.'s aerids, not counting repaired breaks."

Which meant our theory didn't wash at dl, but neither did theidea of the indidges doing dl the
work.

"It's even more beautiful than the pop-ups,” Ev said, and | was going to ask him what exactly
they were, but | didn't think he'd hear that either.

| remembered the first time I'd seen the Wall. I'd only been on Boohte aweek. We'd spent the
wholetime struggling up adraw in pouring rain and 1'd spent the whole time wondering how I'd let
Carson talk meinto this, and we came out on top of amesaalot higher than what we were now, and
Carson said, "There sheis. All yours.”

Which got us a pursuant on incorrect imperidigtic attitudes and how " Pursuant to proprietorship,
planets are not owned."

| looked over a Ev. "You'reright. It is presentable-looking."

Bult finished writing up hisfines, and we started out acrossit. He was il keeping closeto the
Tongue, and after half aklom he got out his binocs, looked through them at the water, and shook his
head, and we plodded on.

It was dready after noon, and | thought about getting lunch out of my pack, but the ponieswere
garting to drag and Ev was intent on the Wall, which was close to the Tongue here, so | waited.

The Wall disappeared behind alow step-mesafor a hundred meters and then curved down
amogt to the Tongue, and Carson's pony apparently decided held gone far enough and stopped,

swaying.

"Uh-oh," | said.

"What isit?' Ev sad, dragging his eyes away from theWall.

"Rest sop. Remember how | told you they're not dangerous?’ | said, watching Carson, who'd
gotten down off his pony and was standing clear. "Wadll, that'sif they don't fall over with your legs
under 'em. Think you can get down off him faster than you got on?"

"Yes," Ev said, jJumping down and away like he expected Speedy to explode.

| tightened the straps on the computer, dismounted, and stepped back. Up ahead, Carson's
pony had stopped swaying, and Carson had gone back up to it and was trying to untie the food



packs.

Ev and | waked up and watched him struggle with the line. The pony dumped apile practicaly
on Carson'sfoot and started swaying again.

"Tim-berr," | said, and Carson jumped back. The pony took acouple of tottering steps forward
andfdl over, itslegsout siff at itssde.

The pack was haf under it, and Carson started yanking it out from under the motionless carcass.
Bult unfolded himsdlf and stepped decoroudy off his pony holding hisumbrella, and the rest of the
ponies went over like dominoes.

Ev went over to Carson and stood |ooking down on him. "Don't make any sudden movements,”
hesad.

Carson stomped past me. "What are you laughing a?' he sad.

We had lunch and incurred afew fines, but | didn't get achanceto talk to Carson alone. Bult
stuck like glueto us, talking into hislog, and Ev kept asking questions about the Wall.

" S0 they make the chambersone at atime," he said, looking across at it. We were on the wrong
side of the Wall here, so dl you could see were the back walls of the chambers, looking like they'd
been plastered and painted awhitish-pink. "How do they build them?"

"We don't know. Nobody's ever seen them doing it,” Carson said. " Or seen them doing anything
worthwhile," he added darkly, watching Bult tallying up, "like finding usaway acrossit so we can get
on with thisexpedition.”

He went over to Bult and started talking to him in an ingppropriate manner.

"Andwhat are they?' Ev asked. "Dwdlings?

"And storerooms for al the stuff Bult buys, and landfills. Some of them are decorated, with
flowers hanging in the opening and nibbler boneslaid out in adesign in front of the door. Most of
them stand empty.”

Carson stomped back, his mustache quaking. "He sayswe can't cross here either.”

"The other break's been repaired, too?' | said.

"No. Now he says there's something in the water. Tssi mitss.”

| looked over at the Tongue. It was flowing over quartzite sand here and was clear asglass.
"What'sthat?"

"Y our guessisas good as mine. It trandates as 'not there.' | asked him how much farther we
haveto go, and dl hell say is'sahhth." "

Sahhth apparently meant halfway to the Ponypiles because he didn't even glance at the Tongue



again once we had the ponies up and moving, and he didn't even bother to lead. He motioned Ev and
me ahead, and went back to ride with Carson.

Not that we could get lost. We'd charted dl thisterritory before, and al we had to do was keep
closeto the Tongue. The Wall dipped away from the water and off toward aline of mesas, and we
went up ahill through a herd of luggage, grazing on dirt, and came out a another Scenic Point.

The thing about these long vistasis that you're not going to see anything else for awhile, and
we'd dready catalogued the f-and-f dong here. There weren't any, anyway—alot of luggage, some
tinder grass, an occasiona roadkill. | ran geological contours and double-checked the topographicals,
and then, since Ev was busy gawking at the scenery, ran the whereabouts.

Wulfmeer was on Starting Gate after al. He'd been picked up by Big Brother for removing ore
samples. So he wasn't in Sector 248-76, and we could've spent another day at Ring's X, eating C.J.'s
cooking and catching up on reports.

Speaking of which, | figured | might aswell finish them up now. | asked for Bult's purchase
orders.

He must've worked fast while we were a King's X. Hed spent dl hisfines and then some. |
wondered if that was why we were heading south, because held tchopped himsdf into ahole.

| went through the lit, weeding out weapons and artificid building materias and trying to figure
out what he was going to do with three dozen dictionaries and a chanddlier.

"What are you doing?' Ev said, leaning acrossto look at the log.

" Screening out contraband,” | said. "Bult's not alowed to order anything with weapon potentid,
which in his case should have included umbrellas. It's hard to catch everything.”

He leaned farther across. "Y ou're marking them 'out of stock." "

"Yeah. If wetdl him he can't order them, hefines usfor discrimination, and he hasn't figured out
yet that he doesn't have to pay for out-of-stock items, which keeps him from ordering even more
Stuff.”

Helooked like he was going to keep asking questions, so | called up the topographical instead
and sad, "Tdl me some more about these mating customs you're an expert on. Arethere any species
who givetheir girlfriends dictionaries?’

Hegrinned. "Not that I've run across so far. Gift-giving isamajor part of amajority of species
courtship rituds, though, including Homo sapiens. Engagement rings, and the traditional candy and
flowers"

"Mink coats. Condos. Idandsin the Tobo Sea"
"There are severd theories about its Sgnificance,” Ev said. "Most zool ogists think the bestowing

of agift provesthe ma€s ability to obtain and defend territory. Some socioexozoologists believe
gift-giving isasymbolic enactment of the sex act itsdlf."



"Romantic,” | said.

"One sudy found gift-giving triggered pheromonesin the femae, which in turn produced
chemica changesin the male that led to the next phase of the courtship ritud. It's hardwired into the
brain. Sexud ingtincts pretty much override rational thought.”

Which iswhy femdesl| run off with the first male who smiles at them, | thought, and why C.J.
had been acting like anidiot at the landing. Speaking of which, here she was calling on the tranamitter.
"Home Base to Findriddy. Comein, Fin."

"What isit?' | said, taking off my mike and moving it up so she could hear me.

"You got areprimand,” she said. " "Pursuant to relations between members of the survey
expedition and native planet dwellers. All members of the expedition will show respect for the ancient

and noble cultures of indigenous sentients and will refrain from making terrocentric value judgments.' "

Which could have waited till we got back from the expedition. "What did you redly call for,
C.J.7?7" | asked. Asif | didn't know.

"IsEvelyn there? Can| tak to him?"

"Inaminute. Did you get apicture of that northwest section?”

There was along pause before her answer came back. "1 forgot.”

"What do you mean, you forgot?'

"1 hed other things on my mind. The heli prop sounded funny."”

"On hdl it did. The only thing on your mind was jumping Ev."

"l don't know what you're so upset about," she said. "That whole area's charted, isn't it?”

"HeresEv," | said. | patched her through and showed Ev the transmit button, and then looked
back at Carson.

He'd want to know what 1'd found out or hadn't found out, but he and Bult were too far back to
shout &, and besides, | didn't want Bult figuring out why we'd picked the route we had.

If he hadn't already. We'd long since passed the second bresk in the Wall, and he didn't show
any sgnsof crossing the Tongue.

"Il try,"” Ev said earnedtly into hismike. "1 promise.”

It'sabout time for adust storm, | thought, looking at the sky. Carson usudly likesto have one on
thefirst day anyway, just in case something comes up where we need one, but he was deep in
conversation with Bult, probably trying to talk him into crossing the Tongue,

"l missyou, too, C.J.," Ev sad.



Nothing was stopping me from pointing the cameraat alikely suspect and doing one mysdlf, but
there wasn't S0 much as ahaze on the horizon. The Wall was only half aklom off along this stretch,
and sometimes there are little kick-up breezes dong it, but not today. The air was as still asaroadkill.

"Look!" Ev said, and | thought he wastaking to C.J., but he said, "Fin, what'sthat?' and
pointed at a shuttlewren that was flying toward us.

"Tssillirah,” | said. "We cdl them shuttlewrens.”

"Why?" he said, watching the little bird fly over my head and back toward the other two ponies.

| didn't waste breath answering. The shuttlewren circled Carson's head and started back for us,
flapping its stubby pinkish wingslike it was about to wear out. It made two trips around Ev's hat and
started back for Carson again.

"Oh," Ev said, turning around to see it making the circuit again, flapping for deer life. "How long
canit keep that up?'

"A long time. We had onefollow usfor fifty klomslike that onetime up by Turquoise Lake.
Carson figured up it flew almost seven hundred kloms.™

Ev garted asking for stuff on hislog. "What does the Boohteri name for them mean?' he asked
me.

"Widemud," | said, "and don't ask what that's supposed to mean. Maybe they build their nests
out of mud. But there'sno mud around here."

Or dugt, | thought. | went back to thinking about dust storms. If Bult and Carson had been up
ahead of us, I'd've taken my foot out of the stirrup and dragged it in the dirt to stir up some dust, but
theway it was, Bult would catch me, and Ev would stop talking about shuttlewrens and ask what |
was doing.

| looked back at Carson and waved, thinking maybe that would signal him to do something, but

he was so busy talking to Bult | couldn't get his attention. The shuttlewren, on itstenth lap, skimmed
thetop of his hat, but that didn't get his attention either.

"Oh, look!" Ev said.

| turned back around. He was half up in the saddle, pointing off toward the Wall. | couldn't see
what at, which meant neither could the scans.

"Where?' | said.
"Over there," he said, pointing.

| findly saw what he was |ooking ai—a couch potato lying down behind aroundleaf bush and
looking like a ponypilewith fur.

| didn't think the scan had enough resto pick it up, but | said, "1 don't see anything,” to sl while



| set the camera on anarrow focusto thefar left of it, just in case.
"Over there," Ev sad. "Istha—"

I cut him off before he could get more specific. "My shit!” | shouted. "Put the shield on. That's
a.." and hit the disconnect.

"What isit?' Ev said, reaching for hisknife. "Isit dangerous?"
"What?' | said, locking the disconnect in for twelve minutes.

"That!" Ev said, waving his hand in the direction of the couch potato. "That brown thing over
there

"Oh, that," | said. "That's a couch potato. It's not dangerous. Herbivore. Lies down most of the
time, except to edt. | didn't noticeit lying there. | set my watch darm for ten minutes.

"Then what were you looking a?' he said, staring worriedly at the horizon.

"The weather," | said. "We get dust tantrums close to the Wall, and they play hob with the
transmitter.” | punched the transmitter's send three or four times and then held it down. "C.J., you
there? Calling Home Base. Comein, Home Base." | shook my head. "It's out. | was afraid of that."

"l didn't seeany dugt," Ev said.

"They'reonly ameter or sowide," | said, "and nearly invisible unlessthey'rein your line of sght.”
| hit afew more keysat random. "I better go tell Carson.”

| yanked hard on the pony'sreins and prodded it in the Sides. "Carson,” | caled. "Wegot a
problem."

Carson was till deep in conversation with Bult. | gave the pony another prod, and it gave me an
evil look and started backing. At thisrate, the dust storm'd be over before | even madeit back there.
| should've made it twenty minutes. "C.J., you there?" | said into the transmitter, just to make sure it
was off, and got down off the pony.

"Hey, Carson,” | ydled, "the transmitter's down." | walked back to his pony. "Wind's picking
up,” | sad. "Lookslikewerein for adust tantrum.”

"When?" he said, with aglance a Bult, who was busy digging for hislog to fine mefor being off
Usdess.

"Now," | said.
"How long do you think itll last?"
"Awhile" | sad, looking speculatively at the sky. "Twelve minutes, maybe twelve and ahalf.”

"Rest stop," Carson called, and Bult legpt off his pony and stalked over to look at my footprints.



Carson waked off in the direction of the couch potato. | looked back at Ev. He was standing
with his head up and his mouth open, watching the shuttlewren. | caught up with Carson, and we
squatted so we wouldn't attract the attention of the shuttlewren.

"What'swrong?' he said.

"Nothing," | said. "l just thought we should have one dust storm before we crossed into
uncharted territory.”

"Y ou could have waited, then," Carson said. "Were not crossing anytime soon.”

"Why not? Isthis break fixed, too?"

He shook hishead. "Tssi mitsse, which meansbig tssi mitss, which | figure trandates as he's
going to seeto it we don't get anywhere near Sector 248-76. What did you find out from C.J.? Did
the aerid show anything?'

"Shedidn't get it. She was too busy batting her eyesat Ev and forgot.”

"Forgot?" he said. He stood up. "I told you he was going to louse up this expedition. | suppose
you were too busy pointing out the sights to run whereabouts either.”

| stood up and faced him. "What on hell's that supposed to mean?'

"1t means you two've been S0 busy talking | figured you'd forgotten al about alittle detail like
what's going on in 248-76. What on hdll'sinteresting enough to talk about al day long anyway?"

"Mating cusoms,” | said.
"Mating customs," he said disgustedly. "That'swhy you didn't run wheregbouts?!

"l did run them. Whatever'sin that sector, it's not Wulfmeler. He's on Starting Gate, and he's
under arrest. | got averify."

Carson stared south at the Ponypiles. "Then what on hell's Bult up to?

The shuttlewren changed course in midflap and started toward us. "'l don't know," | said, taking
off my hat and waving with it to keep it away. "Maybe the indidges have got agold mine up there.
Maybe they're secretly building Las Vegas with dl the stuff Bult's ordered.” The wren circled my head
and made apass a Carson. "Maybe Bult'sjust trying to run up our fines by taking us the long way
around. Did he say how much farther weld have to go before we could cross the Tongue?'

"Sahhth," Carson said, mimicking Bult holding hisumbredlaand pointing. "If we go much farther
south, well be in the Ponypiles. Maybe he's going to lead usinto the mountains and drown usin a
flash flood."

"And then fine usfor being foreign bodiesin awaterway." My watch beeped. "Lookslikeit's
sarting to clear up,” | said. | picked up a handful of dirt, and we started back for the ponies.



Bult met us hafway. "Taking of souvenirs," he said, pointing sternly a the dirt in my hand.
"Disturbances of land surface. Destruction of indigenousflora.”

"Better tranamit dl thoseright away," | said, "before you forget.”
| went over to Ev'sand my ponies, the shuttlewren tailing me. While Ev waswatching it circle his
head, | blew dirt off my hand onto the cameralens and then swung up and looked a my watch. A

minuteto go.

| messed with the transmitter alittle and called to Carson, "I think I've got it fixed. Come on,
BEv."

I messed some more for Ev's benefit, taking off a chip and snapping it back into place, but |
didn't need to have bothered. He was till gawking at the shuttlewren.

"Isthat shuttlewren amae?' he asked.

"Beatsme. You're the expert on sex." | released the disconnect, counted to three, hit it again,
and counted to five. "Cdlling Ki—" | said, and kicked it on again. "—ng's X, comein C.J."

"C.J. here" she said. "Where on hdll did you go?'

"Nothing serious, C.J. Just adust tantrum. We'retoo closeto theWal," | said. "Isthe camera
back on?"

"Yes. | don't seeany dust.”

"Wejust caught the edge of it. It lasted about aminute. I've been spending the rest of thetime
trying to get the transmitter up and running.”

"It'sfunny,” she said dowly, "how aminutesworth of dust could do so much damage.”

"It'sone of the chips. Y ou know how sengitive they are.”

"If they're s0 sengitive, how come dl that dust from the rover didn't jam them?'

"Therover?' | sad, looking around blankly like one might drive up.

"When Evelyn drove out to meet you yesterday. How come the transmitter didn't cut out then?”

Because I'd been too busy worrying about Wulfmeier and wrestling the binocs away from Bult
to even think of it, | thought. I'd stood there coughing and choking in the rover's dust and it hadn't
even crossed my mind. My shit, that was al we needed, for C.J. to catch on to our dust storms. "No
accounting for technology,” | said, knowing she was never going to buy it. "Transmitter's got amind of

itsown."

Carson came up. "You taking to C.J.? Ak her if she'sgot an aeria of the Wall dong here. |
want to know where the bresks are.”



"Sure," | said, and hit disconnect again. "We got a problem. C.J.'s asking questions about the
dust slorm. She wants to know why the transmitter didn't go out with al that dust from the rover.”

"Therover?' hesaid, and | could seeit dawn on himlikeit had on me. "What did you tell her?"
"That the transmitter's temperamentd..”

"Shelll never buy that," he said, glaring a Ev, who was watching the shuttlewren start another
lap. "I told you held cause trouble.”

"It'snot Ev'sfault. Were the oneswho didn't have sense enough to recognize adust storm when
we saw it. I'm going back on. What do | tell her?!

"That it's dust getting in the chip that doesit,” he said, sscomping back to his pony, "not just dust
intheair."

Which maybe would have worked, except two expeditions ago I'd told her it was dust in the air
that did it.

"Comeon, Ev," | said. He came over and got on his pony, still watching the shuttlewren. | took
my finger off the disconnect. "—ase, comein, Home Base."

"Another dust sorm?' C.J. said sarcasticaly.

"There must gill be some dust inthe chip,” | said. "It keeps cutting out.”
"How come the sound cuts out &t the sametime?* she said.

Because were gtill wearing our mikestoo high, | thought.

"It'sfunny,” shewent on. "While you were out, | took alook at the meteorologicals Carson ran
before you left. They don't show any wind for that sector.”

"No accounting for the weether either, especialy thisclosetothe Wall," | said. "Ev'sright here.
Y ou want to talk to him?"

| patched him in before she could answer, thinking sex wasn't dways such abad thing on an
expedition. It would take her mind off the dust anyway.

Bult and Carson rode in awide circle around usto get in the lead again, and we followed, Ev
gl talking to C.J., which mostly consisted of listening and saying "yes' every oncein awhile, and "l
promise.” The shuttlewren followed us, too, making the circuit back and forth like a sheep dog.

"What kind of nests do the shuttlewrens have?' Ev asked.

"Weve never seenthem,” | said. "What did C.J. haveto say?"

"Not much. Their nests are probably in thisarea,”" he said, looking across the Tongue. The Wall
was almost up next to the bank, and there were afew scourbrush in the narrow space between, but



nothing that looked big enough to hide anest. "The behavior they're exhibiting is either protective, in
which caseit'safemde, or territorid, in which caseit'samae. Y ou say they've followed you for long
distances. Have you ever been followed by more than one at atime?”

"No," | said. "Sometimes onéll fal avay and another on€ll take over, like they'reworking in
shifts”

"That sounds like territorid behavior," he said, watching the shuttlewren make the turn past Bullt.
It wasflying so low it brushed Bult's umbrella, and he looked up and then hunched over hisfines
again. "l don't supposethere's any way to get aspecimen?’

"Not unlessit hasacoronary,” | said, ducking asit skimmed my hat. "Weve got holos. You can
ask the memory.”

He did, and spent the next ten minutes poring over them while | worried about C.J. Wed talked
her into believing the transmitter could be taken out by agust of dust that wouldn't even show on the
log, and then I'd stood there yesterday and let the transmitter get totally smothered with it and hadn't
even had the sense to disconnect.

And now that she was suspicious, shewouldn't et it go. She was probably checking al thelogs
for dust sormsright now and comparing them to the meteorologicals.

Bult and Carson were looking in the water again. Bult shook his head.
"The staking out of territory isacourtship ritua,” Ev said.
"Likegangs" | said.

"The male butterfish sweeps an area of ocean bottom clear of pebbles and shellsfor thefemale
and then circlesit congtantly."

| looked at the shuttlewren, which was rounding Bult's umbrellaagain. Bult put down hislog and
collgpsed theumbrela

"The Mirgasazi on 'Y oan stake out ablock of airspace. They're an interesting species. Some of
the females have bright feathers, but they're not the onesthe males are interested in.”

The shuttlewren flapped past us and up to Bult and Carson again. It rounded the bend, and Bult
shot hisumbrellaopen. The shuttlewren fell in midflap, and Bult stabbed it with thetip of the umbrella
acouple of times.

"1 knew | should have put umbrellas on the wegponsligt,” | said.

"Canl haveit?' Ev sad. "To seeif itsamae?’

Bult unfolded hisarm, picked up the shuttlewren, and rode on, plucking the feathers off it. When

he had hdf of them off, he stuck the shuttlewren in his mouth and hit it in haf. He offered Carson half.
Carson shook hishead, and Bult crammed the whole thing in.



"Guessnot,” | said. | leaned down and got a feather and handed it to him.
He was watching Bult chew. "Shouldn't there be afine for that?' he said.

" 'All members of the expedition shall refrain from making vaue judgments regarding the
indigenous sentients ancient and noble culture,' " | said.

| picked up the pieces Bult spit out, which didn't amount to much, and gave 'emto Ev. And
looked off at the horizon.

The Wall curved back away from the Tongue and out acrossthe plain in astraight line. Beyond
it there was a scattering of scourbrush and trees. There wasn't any wind, the leaves were hanging
limp. What we needed was agood dust storm to throw C.J. off, but there wasn't so much asa
breeze.

It wasn't C.J.'sfiguring the dust ssorms out that worried me. Shed try to blackmail usinto
naming something after her, but she'd been doing that for years. But | didn't want her talking about it
over the transmitter for Big Brother to hear. If they started looking at the log, they'd be able to seefor
themsalves. There was no way thered been adugt tantrum in thiswesther. There wasn't even any air.
The feathers Bult was spitting out up ahead fell straight down.

Half aklom later we ran into adust tantrum that was more like afull-blown rage. 1t got in the
transmitter (but not before we'd gotten afull five minutes of it on thelog), and up our noses and down
our throats, and made it so dark we had to navigate by following the lights on Bult'sumbrella

By thetime we got clear of it, it was getting dark for redl, and Bult started looking for agood
place to camp, which meant someplace knee-deep in flora so he could get the maximum in fines out
of us. Carson wanted to get across the Tongue first, but Bult peered solemnly into the water and
pronounced tssi mitsse, and while Carson wasydling, "Where? | don't seeadamn thing!" the ponies
started to sway, so we camped where we were.

We set up camp in ahurry, first because we didn't want to have to unload the ponies after they
were down, and then because we didn't want to be ssumbling around in the dark, but al three of
Boohte's moons were up before we got the transmitter unloaded.

Carson went off to tie the ponies up downwind, and Ev helped me spread out the bedrolls.

"Arewe in uncharted territory?' he asked.

"Nope," | said, shaking the dust out of my bedroll. "Unless you count what's on us." | pread the
bedroll out, making sure it wasn't on any flora. " Speaking of which, 1'd better go call C.J. and tell her
wherewe are." | handed Carson's bedroll to him and started over to the transmitter.

"Wait," hesaid.

| stopped and turned back to ook at him.

"When | talked to C.J., she wanted to know why the dust tantrum hadn't shown up on thelog."



"And what did you tell her?

"l saidit camein at an angleand blindsided us. | said it blew up so fast | didn't even seeit till you
shouted, and by that time we were in the middle of it."

| told Carson he was smarter than he looked, | thought.

"How comeyou did that?' | said. "C.J."d probably give you afree jump for telling her we blew
up that storm ourselves."

"Areyou kidding?' he said, looking so surprised | was sorry 1'd said it. Of course he wouldn't
betray us. We were Findriddy and Carson, the famous explorers who could do no wrong, even if
he'd just caught us red-handed.

"Well, thanks," | said and wondered exactly how smart he was and what explanation | could get
away with. "Carson and | had things we needed to discuss, and we didn't want Big Brother listening.”

"It'sagatecrasher, in't it? That'swhy the expedition left in such ahurry and why you keep
running whereabouts when there isn't supposed to be anybody but us on the planet. Y ou think
somebody'sillegdly opened agate. Isthat why Bult'sleading us south, to try to keep usfrom catching
him?'

"l don't know what Bult'sdoing,” | said. "He could have kept us away from a gatecrasher by
crossing where we were this morning and leading us up adong the Wall past Silvershim Creek. He
didn't haveto drag us clear down here. Besides," | said, looking at Bult, who was down by the
Tongue with Carson and the ponies, "he doesn't like Wulfmeier. Why would he try to protect him?"

"Wulfmaer?' Ev sad, sounding excited. "Isthat who it is?"

"Y ou know Wulfmeer?'

"Of course. From the pop-ups,” he said.

Wel, | should have known.

"What do you think hesdoing?' Ev said. "Trading with the indigenous sentients? Mining?'

"I don't think he'sdoing anything. | got averify thismorning that he's on Starting Gate.”

"Oh," he said, disappointed. In the pop-ups we must have gone after gatecrashers with lasers
blasting. "But you want to go there just to make sure?"

"If Bult ever letsus crossthe Tongue,” | said.

Carson came stomping up. "l ask Bult if it's safe to water the ponies, and he pretendsto look in
thewater and says, 'tss mitss nah,' so | say, 'Well, fine, since there aren't any tssi mitss, we can
crossfirg thing in the morning,’ and he hands me apair of dice and says, 'Sahthh. Brik lillafahr.'" He
squatted down and rummeaged in his pack. "My shit, 'lillafahr' is practically in the Ponypiles”” He
glared at the mountains. "What on hell ishe up to? And don't give methat stuff about fines." He pulled



out thewater analysiskit and straightened up. "He's got enough adready to buy himself adifferent
planet. Fin, did you get that aerid of the Wall from C.J. yet?'

"l wasjust calling her," | said. He ssomped off, and | went over to the transmitter.

"What can | do?' Ev said, tagging after melike a shuttlewren. " Should | gather somewood for a
fire?'

| looked at him.
"Don't tell me" he said, catching my expression. "Therés afinefor gathering wood."

"And garting afire with advanced technology, and burning indigenousflora” | said. "We usualy
try towait till Bult gets cold and builds one.”

Bult didn't show any signs of getting cold, even though the wind over the Ponypilesthat had sent
that dust tantrum into us had a chill to it, and after supper he gave Carson some more dice and then
went off and sat under hisumbrellaout by the ponies.

"What on hdll's he doing now?"' Carson said.

"He probably went to get the battery-powered heater he bought last expedition,” | said, rubbing
my handstogether. "Tell us some more about mating customs, Ev. Maybe alittle sex'll warm us up.”

" Speaking of which, Evie, have you figured out which brand Bult isyet?' Carson said.

Asnear as| could tell, Ev hadn't so much aslooked at Bult since we started, except when Bult
was snacking on the shuttlewren, but he spoke right up.

"Mde" hesad.
"How do you figure that?' Carson said, and | was wondering, too. If it was table manners he

was going by, that wasn't any sign. Every indidge I'd seen ate like that, and most of them didn't bother
about taking the feathers off fird.

"Hisacquistive behavior," Ev said. "Collecting and hoarding property isatypica mae courtship
behavior."

"] thought collecting stuff was afemale behavior," | said. "What about al those diamonds and
monograms?"'

"Giftsthe mae givesto the femde are symbaols of the ma€s ahility to amass and defend wedth
or territory,” Ev said. "By collecting fines and purchasing manufactured goods, Bult is demongtrating
his ability to gain access to the resources necessary for surviva."

"Shower curtains?' | said.

"Utility isn't theissue. The mae burin fish collectslarge quantities of black rock clams, which are
of no practical vaue, sncethe burin fish only eatsflora, and pilesthem into towers as part of the



courtship ritud.”
"And that impressesthefemde?' | said.

"Ability to anasswedth isindicative of the genetic superiority of the mae, and therefore the
increased chance of surviva for her offspring. Of course she'simpressed. There are other qualities
that impress her, too. Size, strength, the ability to defend territory, like that shuttlewren we saw this
afternoon—"

Which the fema e shuttlewrens probably hadn't been very impressed with, | thought.
"—virility, youth—"

Carson said, "Y ou mean we're here freezing our hind ends off because Bult'strying to impress
some female?" He stood up. "1 told you sex can louse up an expedition faster than anything else.” He
grabbed up the lantern. "I'm not gonna end up with frosthite just because Bult wantsto show his
genesto some damn femde.”

He went ssomping off into the dark, and | watched the bobbing lantern, wondering what had
gotten into him dl of asudden and why Bult wasn't following him with hislog if what Ev said wastrue.
Bult was il Stting out by the ponies—I could see the lights on hisumbrella

"The indigenous sentients on Prii built bonfires as part of their courtship ritud,” Ev said, rubbing
his hands together to warm them. "They're extinct. They burned down every forest on Prii in lessthan
five hundred yearstime." Hetipped his head back and looked at the sky. "I till can't believe how
beautiful everythingis.

It was presentable-looking. There were abunch of stars, and the three moons werejostling for
position in the middle of the sky. But my teeth were chattering, and there was a strong whiff of
ponypile from downwind.

"What are the names of the moons?' he said.

"Larry, Curly, and Moe," | said.

"No, redly. What are the Boohteri names?’

"They don't have namesfor them. Don't get any idea of naming one after C.J., though. They're
Satellite One, Two, and Three until Big Brother surveysthem, which it won't anytime soon since the

Boohteri won't agree to satellite surveys.”

"C.J.?" hesad, like hedd forgotten who she was. "They don't look anything like they did on the
pop-ups. Nothing on Boohte has, except you. Y ou look exactly like | thought you would."

"These pop-ups you're dways taking about? What are they? Holo books?"

"DHVs." Hegot up, went over to his bedroll, and squatted down to get something out from
under it. He came back, holding aflat square the size of aplaying card, and sat down beside me.



"See?' he said and opened theflat card up like abook. "Episode Six," he said.

Pop-ups was agood name for them. The picture seemed to jump out of the middle of the card
and into the space between us, like the map back at King's X, only this was full-sze and the people
weremoving and talking.

There was a presentable-looking femal e standing next to a horse made up to be apony and a
squatty pink thing like a cross between an accordion and afireplug. They were having an argument.

"He's been gonetoo long,” the female said. She had on tight pants and alow-dung shirt, and her
hair waslong and shiny. "I'm going to go find him."

"It's been nearly twenty hours," the accordion said. "We must report in to Home Base."

"I'm not leaving here without him," the female said, and siwung up on the horse and galloped
avay.

"Wait!" the accordion shouted. "Y ou can't! It'stoo dangerous!”
"Who'sthat supposed to be?' | said, sticking my finger into the accordion.
"Stop," Ev sad, and the scene froze. "That's Bult."

"Whereshislog?' | said.

" told you things were different from what I'd expected,” he said, sounding embarrassed. "Go
back."

There was aflicker, and we were back at the beginning of the scene.

"He's been gonetoo long!" Tight Pants said.

"If that's Bult, then who's that supposed to be?' | said.

"You," he said, sounding surprised.

"Where's Carson?' | said.

"In the next scene.”

There was another flicker, and we were at the foot of acliff, with big, fake-looking bouldersdl
around. Carson was sitting at the bottom of the cliff, sprawled out against one of the boulderswith a
big gash in the side of his head and afancy mustache that curled at the ends. Carson's mustache had
never looked that good, not even thefirst timel saw him, and they had the nibblersall wrong,
too—they looked like guinea pigs with fal se teeth—but what they were doing to Carson'sfoot was
pretty redistic. | hoped they got to the part where | found him pretty soon.

"Next scene” | said, and it flickered to me coming straight down the dliff in those tight pants,
blasting at the nibblerswith alaser.



Which wasn't the way it happened at all. Unless I'd wanted to go down the same way Carson
did, there was no way off the cliff. The nibblers had run off when | yelled, but I'd had to go back
along the cliff till I cameto achimney and work my way down and back around, and it took three
hours. The nibblers had run off again when they heard me coming, but they hadn't been gone long.

Tight Pants jumped the last ten feet and knelt down beside Carson, and started tearing strips she
couldn't afford to lose off her shirt and tying them around Carson's foot, which only looked alittle
bloody around the toes, sobbing her eyes out.

"l didnt cry,” | said. ™Y ou got any others?'

"Episode Eleven,” Ev said, and the cliff flicked into aslvershim grove. Tight Pants and Fancy
Mustache were surveying the grove with an old-fashioned transit and sextant, and the accordion was

writing down the measurements.

It looked like somebody'd cut up pieces of aluminum foil and hung them on adead branch, and
Carson was wearing a blue fuzzy vest that | had afedling was supposed to be luggage fur.

"Findriddy!" the accordion said, looking up sharply. "I hear someone coming!”

"Wheat are you two doing?' Carson said and walked right into asilvershim. He looked around,
hisarmsfull of sticks. "What on hdll isthis?'

"Youand me" | sad.

"A pop-up," Ev said.

"Turnit off!" Carson said, and the other Carson and Tight Pants and the silvershims compressed
into ablack nothing. "What on hell's the matter with you, bringing advanced technology on an
expedition? Fin, you were supposed to seeto it hefollowed the regs!" He dumped the stickswith a
clatter onto where the accordion'd been standing. Do you know how big afine Bult could dap us
with for that?"

"l... I didn't know..." Ev was ssammering, stooping down to pick up the pop-up before Carson
stepped on it. "It never occurred to me..."

"It's no more advanced than Bult'sbinocs,” | said, "or hdf the stuff he'sordered. And even if it
was, he doesn't know anything about it. He's over theretallying up hisfines." | pointed off toward the
lightsof hisumbrella

"How do you know he doesn't know? Y ou can seeit for kloms!™

"And you can hear you twice asfar!" | said. "The only way he'sgoing to find out about it isif he
comes over to seewhat dl the hollering's about!”

Carson snatched the pop-up away from Ev. "What else did you bring?" he shouted, but softer.
"A nuclear reactor? A gate?"

"Just another disk,” Ev said. "For the pop-up.” He pulled ablack coin out of his pocket and



handed it to Carson.
"What on hell'sthis?" hesaid, turning it over.

"It'sus,” | said. "Findriddy and Carson, Planetary Explorers, and Our Faithful Scout, Bult.
Thirteen episodes.”

"Eighty," Ev said. "There are forty on each disk, but | only brought my favorites.”

"Y ou gotta see 'em, Carson,” | said. "Especidly your mustache. Ev, isthere some way you can
tone down the production so we can watch without letting the rest of the neighborhood in on it?"

"Yegh," Ev sdid. "Y ou jus—"

"Nobody's watching anything till we get afire built and | make sure Bult's out there under that
umbrdla" he said, and scomped off for about the fourth time.

| got the sticks made into a passable fire by the time he got back, looking mad, which meant
Bult was there.

"All right,” he said, handing the pop-up back to Ev. "Let's see these famous explorers. But keep
it down."

"Episode Two," Ev sad, laying it on the ground in front of us. "Reducefifty percent and cloak,”
and the scene came up, smdler and in alittle box thistime. Fancy Mustache and Tight Pantswere
clambering over abresk in the Wall. Carson was wearing his blue fuzzy ves.

"Y ou're the one with the fancy mustache,” | said, pointing.

"Do you have any ideawhat kind of finewed get for killing asuitcase?' he said. He pointed at
Tight Pants. "Who'sthefemae?"

"That'sFin," Ev sad.

"Fin?" Carson said, and let out awhoop. "Fin?! Can't be. Look at her. She'sway too clean.
And shelookstoo much like afemae. Half thetime with Fin you can't even tdl!" He whooped again
and dapped hisleg. "And look at that chest. Y ou surethat'snot C.J.?"

| reached out and dapped the pop-up shut.

"What'd you do that for?* Carson said, holding hismiddle.

"Timetoturnin,” | said. | turned to Ev. "I'm gonna keep thisin my boot tonight so Bult can't get
hold of it," | said and went over to my bedrall.

Bult was standing next to Carson's bedrall. | glanced out toward the Tongue. The umbrellawas
dtill there, burning brightly.

Bult picked up my bedroll to look under it. "Damageto flora," he said, pointing at the dirt



underneeth.
"Oh, shut up,” | said and crawledin.
"Inappropriate tone and manner,” he said, and went back out toward his umbrella.

Carson laughed himself sick for another hour, and | lay there after that an hour or so waiting for
them to go to deep and watching the moonsjostling for positionsin the sky. Then | got the pop-up
out of my boot and opened it on the ground beside me.

"Episode Eight. Reduce eighty percent and cloak,” | whispered and lay there and watched
Carson and me Sitting on horsesin apouring rain and tried to figure out which expedition thiswas
supposed to be. There was a blue buffalo standing up the hill from where we were, and the accordion
waspointing a it. "It iscalled soolkases in the Boohteri tongue," he said, and | knew which onethis
was, only that wasn't the way it happened.

It had taken usfour hoursto figure out what Bult was saying. " Tssilkrothes?" | remembered
Carson shouting.

"Tssuhhtkhahckes!" Bult had shouted back.

"Suitcases?" Carson said, so mad his mustache looked like it'd shake off. "We can't name them
suitcases!" and right then a couple thousand suitcases had come roaring up over the hill a us. My
pony stood there like anidiot and nearly got both of ustrampled.

In the pop-up verson my pony ran off, and | was the one who stood there looking dumb till
Carson galloped up and sivung me up behind him. | was wearing high-heeled boots and pants so tight
it was no wonder | couldn't run, and Carson was right, she was way too clean, but he hadn't had to
fdl inthefirelaughing about it.

Carson siwung me up, and we rode off, my tight pants hugging the horse and my hair streaming
out behind me.

"Nothing heréswhat | expected,” Ev had said back at King's X, "except you." Tonight hed

said, "You looked exactly theway | pictured you." Which, | thought, trying to figure out how to make
the pop-up run it again, was pretty damn good.

expedition 184: day 2

By noon the next day we were still on thisside of the Tongue and still heading south, and Carson
wasin such afoul mood | steered clear of him.

"Isheadwaysthisirritable?' Ev asked me.
"Only when hesworried,” | said.

Speaking of which, | was getting alittle worried myself.



Carson's water analysis hadn't showed up anything but the usud f-and-f, but Bult had inssted
therewere tss mitss and led us south to atributary. There were tssi mitss in the tributary, too, and
he led useast dlong it till we cameto one of itstributaries. Thisone didn't have any tssi mitss, but it
zigzagged down through adraw too steep for the ponies, so Bult led us north along it, looking for a
placeto cross. At this rate we'd be back at King's X by suppertime.

But that wasn't what was worrying me. What was worrying me was Bult. He hadn't fined usfor
anything al morning, not even when we broke camp, and he kept looking off to the south through his
binocs. Not only that, but Carson's binocs had turned up. He found them in his bedrol| after
breskfast.

"Fin!" held shouted, dangling them by the strap. "I knew you had ‘em. Wheréd you find 'em, in
your pack?"

"I haven't seen 'em since the morning we left for King's X when you borrowed 'em,” | said. "Bult
must've had 'em.”

"Bult? Why would helve taken 'em?" he said and gestured at Bult, who was peering through his
own binocs at the Ponypiles.

| didn't know, which was what was worrying me. The indidges don't sted, at least that's what
Big Brother tellsusin the pursuants, and in al the expeditionswe'd gone on, Bult hadn't ever taken
anything away from us but our hard-earned wages. | wondered what €l se he might start doing—like
take us deep into uncharted territory and then steal our packs and the ponies. Or lead usinto an
ambush.

| wanted to talk about it with Carson, but | couldn't get closeto him, and | didn't want to risk
another dust storm. | tried riding up aongside him, but Bult kept his pony dead even with Carson's
and glared at mewhen [ tried to move up.

Ev stuck amost as close to me, asking questions about the shuttlewren and telling me about
appetizing mating customs, like the male hanging fly, which spinsabig balloon of spit and dobber for
the femae to messwith while he jumps her.

Wefindly found aplace to crossthe creek asit zagged sideways across amomentarily flat
space, and headed southwest through aseries of low hills, and | did atriangulation and then started
running terrains

"Wéll, were in uncharted territory now," | told Ev. "Y ou can start looking around for stuff to
name after C.J. S0 you can get your jump.”

"If I wanted ajump, | could get it without that,” he said, and | thought, | bet you could.
"I know how C.J. feds, though," he said, looking out acrossthe plain. "Wanting to leave some
mark. Y ou go through that gate, and you redlize how big aplanet is, and how insignificant you are.

Y ou could be here your wholelife and never even leave afootprint.”

"Try telling that to Bult," | said.



He grinned. "Okay, maybe footprints. But nothing lasting. That'swhy | wanted to come on this
expedition. | wanted to do something that would make me famous, like you and Carson. | wanted to
discover something that would get me on the pop-ups.”

"Speaking of which,” | said, leaning down to pick up arock, "how did we get on them?’ | stuck
therock in my pack. "How'd they find out about the suitcases? And Carson'sfoot?"

"l don't know," Ev said dowly, asif the question hadn't ever occurred to him. "Y our logs, |
guess.

It hadn't been in the logs about my finding Carson right when the twenty-four hours were up,
though. We'd told some of the storiesto loaners, and one of the female ones had kept adiary. But
Carson wouldn't have told her about my crying over him.

The hillsthrough here were covered with scraggly plants. | took aholo of them and then halted
Useless, which didn't take much, and dismounted.

"Wheat are you doing?' Ev asked.

"Collecting pieces of the planet for you to leave C.J.'smark on," | said, digging around the roots
of acouple of the plants and sticking them in aplastic bag. | picked up two more rocks and handed
them to him. "Either of theselook likea C.J. to you?"

| got back on, watching Bult. He hadn't even noticed | was off my pony, let alone reached for
hislog. He was peering through hisbinocs at the hills beyond the tributary.

"Don't you ever wish you could have something named after you, Fin?" Ev was asking.

"Me?Why on hell would | want that? Who the hell remembers who Bryce Canyon or Harper's
Ferry are named after even when they've got their names on them? Besides, you can't name athing
just by putting it on atopographica map. That's not the way it works." | gestured at the Ponypiles.
"When people get here, they won't call those the Findriddy Mountains. They'll call 'em the Ponypiles.
People name things after what they look like, or what happened there, or what the indidge name
sounds like, not according to regs.”

"People?' Ev said. "'Y ou mean gatecrashers?’
"Gatecrashers" | said, "and miners and settlers and shopping mall owners.”

"But what about the regs?' Ev said, looking shocked. "They're supposed to protect the natural
ecology and the sovereignty of the indigenous culture.”

| nodded my head at Bult. "And you think the indigenous culture wouldn't sdll them thewhole
place for some pop-ups and a couple of dozen shower curtains? Y ou think Big Brother's paying usto
survey dl thisfor his hedth? Y ou think as soon as we find something they want, they won't be down
here, regs or no regs?"'

Ev looked unhappy. "Liketourists" he said. "Everybody's seen the sllvershims and the Wall on
the pop-ups, and they al want to come see them.”



"And take holos of themselvesbeing fined,” | said, even though | hadn't redlly thought of Boohte
asatourigt atraction. "And Bult can sgll them dried ponypilesfor souvenirs.”

"I'mglad | came before the rush," he said, looking at the water ahead. The hills parted on either
sdeof thetributary, and it wouldn't matter whether there were tssi mitss or not. A wide sandbar
sretched dmost the full width of the water.

The ponies picked their way acrossit like it was quicksand, and Ev just about fell off, trying to
lean down to look at it. "The female willowback needsto lay her eggsin till water, so the courtship
ritud involves the mae doing aswimming dance that dams up sand across the stream.”

"And that'swhat thisis?' | said.

"l don't think so. It lookslikeit'sjust asandbar.” He sat up in the saddiebone. "The female
shae-dwelling lizard scratches adesign in the dirt, and then the male scratches the same design on the
dhde"

| wasn't paying any attention. Bult was peering through the binocs at the hills between us and the
Tongue, and Carson's pony was starting to sway. "Here's your big chance, Ev," | said. "Rest stop!”

After Carson and | did the topographicals and we had lunch, | hauled out my rocks and plastic
bags and Carson emptied his bug-catcher, and we settled down to naming.

Carson started with the bugs. "Do you have anamefor it?" he asked Bult, holding it away from
Bult so he couldn't Stuff it in hismouth, but Bult didn't even look interested.

Helooked a Carson for aminute like he was thinking of something else, and then said what
sounded to me like steam hissing and then metad being dragged over granite.

"Tssimrrah?" Carson said.

"Thssahggih," Bult sad.

"Thisll takeawhile" | said to Ev.

Figuring out the indidge name for athing isn't so much about understanding what Bult says as
trying to keep it from al sounding the same, f-and-f al sounds like steam escaping in ablizzard, lakes
and rivers sound like a gate opening, and rocks al begin with abelching "B," which makesyou
wonder about the indidges opinion of Bult. All of them sound more or less the same, and none of
them sound like English letters, which isagood thing, or everything would have the same name.

"Thssahggah?" Carson said.

"Shhoomrrrah,” Bult said.

| glanced at Ev, who was|ooking at the rocks and the bagged plants. It wasfairly dim
pickings—the only rock that didn't look like mud warmed over was horneblende, and the only flower

hed five ragged-looking petas, but | didn't think Ev would try what the loanersusualy did, anyway,
which wastry to name thefirgt flower we found a chrysanthemum, no matter what it looked like.



Chrysa, for short.

Carson and Bult finaly agreed on tssahggah for the bug, and | took holos of it and of the piece
of horneblende and transmitted them and their names.

Bult had the flower, and was shaking his head.

"Theindidges don't have anamefor it," Carson said, looking at Ev. "How about it, Evie? What
do youwant to cdl it?'

Ev looked at it. "I don't know. What kind of things can you name them after?'

Carson looked irritated. It was obvious he'd expected " chrysanthemum.” "No proper names, no
technologicd references, no Earth landmarkswith 'new’ in front of them, no value judgments.”

"What's|eft?' Ev sad.
"Adjectives" | said, "shapes, colors—except for Green—naturad references.”
Ev was gill examining the plant. "1t was growing out by the sandbar. How about sandpink?’

Carson looked like hewastrying to figure out if there was any way to make sandpink into
Crissa. "A pink'san Earth genus, isn't it, Fin?" he growled a me.

"Yeah," | said. "It'll have to be sandblossom. Next?'

Bult had namesfor the rocks, which took forever, and even he started to look impatient, picking
his binocs up and then putting them down without looking through them, and nodding at whatever
Carson said.

"Biln," Carsonsad, and | entered it. "Isthat everything?'

"We need to namethe tributary,” | said, pointing at it. "Bult, do the Boohteri have anamefor this
river?'

He dready had his pony up and was climbing oniit. | had to ask him again.
He shook his head and got down off the pony and picked up his binocs.
Carson came up beside me. "There's something wrong,” | said.

"I know," hesaid, frowning. "Hée's been jittery dl morning.”

Bult was looking through his binocs. He took them down from his eyes and then held them up to
hisear.

"Let'sgo," | said, and went to gather up the specimens. "Wagons ho, Ev!"

"What about the tributary?' Ev said.



"Sandbar Creek," | said. "Comeon."

Bult was dready going. Carson and | grabbed up the specimens and Carson's binocs, but Bult
was dready up the bank and heading west between the hills.

"What about the other one?' Ev said.

"Other what?' | said, jamming the specimensin my pack. | dung Carson's binocs around the
pommelbone.

"The other tributary. Do the Boohteri have anamefor it?

"l doubt it," | said, swinging up onto Usdless. Carson was having trouble with his pony. If we
waited for him, we were going to lose Bult. "Comeon,” | said to Ev and Started after Bult.

"Accordion Creek," Ev sad.

"What?' | said, trying to decide which way Bult had gone. | caught aflash of light from his
binocs off to the left and urged the pony that way.

"Asanamefor the other tributary,” Ev said. "Accordion Creek, because of theway it folds back
and forth."

"No technologica references,” | said, looking back at Carson. His pony had stopped and was
unloading apile.

"Oh, right,” Ev said. "Then how about Zigzag Creek?"

| caught sight of Bult again. He was on top of the next rise, off his pony, looking through his
binocs.

"Weve dready got aZigzag Creek," | said, waving to Carson to come ahead. "Up northin
Sector 250-81."

"Oh," he said, sounding disappointed. "What € se means back and forth? Crooked? Tortuous?"

We caught up to Bult, and | unhooked Carson's binocs from the pommel bone and put them up
to my eyes, but | couldn't see anything through them but hills and sandblossoms. | upped the
resolution.

"Ladder," Ev was muttering beside me. "No, that's technological... crisscross... how about
Crisscross Creek?"

Widll, it wasagood try. It wasn't "chrysanthemum,” and held waited till Carson wasn't there and
| was worrying about something else. He was definitely smarter than helooked. But not smart

enough.

"Nicetry," | said, till scanning the hillswith the binocs. "How about Sneaky Creek?' | said as
Carson caught up to us. "'For theway it triesto dip past you when you're not looking?'



Either Bult had seen what he waslooking for through his binocs, or held given up. He didn't try
to ride ahead for the rest of the afternoon, and after our second rest stop, he put his binocsin his pack
and got out hisumbrellaagain. When | asked him the name of a bush during the rest stop, he wouldn't
answer me.

Ev wasn't talking ether, which wasfine because | had alot to think about. Bult might have
calmed down, but he still wasn't levying fines, even though the rest stop had been on ahillside covered
with sandblossoms, and two or threetimes | caught him glaring a me from under hisumbrella. When
his pony wouldn't get up, he kicked it.

| wondered if irritability was asign of mating behavior, too, or if he was just nervous. Maybe he
wasn't just trying to impress some female. Maybe he was taking us home to meet her.

| caled C.J."l need awhereabout on theindidges,” | told her.

"And | need awhereabout on you. What are you doing down in 249-687"

"Trying to crossthe Tongue," | said. "Arethere any indidgesin our sector?

"Not aone. They'redl up by theWall in 248-85."

Wéll, at least they weren't in 248-76.

"Any unusuad movements?'

"No. Let metak to Ev."

"Sure thing. Ask him about the creek we named thismorning,” | said.

| patched him through and thought about Bult some more, and then asked for another
whereabout on the gatecrashers. Wulfmeier ill showed on Starting Gate, probably trying to come up
with the money to pay hisfines.

We got back to the Tongue by late afternoon, but it was ill hilly, and the Tongue wastoo
narrow and deep for usto cross. We were close to the Wall—it wound up and down over the hillson
the other sde—and apparently in a shuttlwren'sterritory again. Ev aternated between watching it
make its rounds and trying to shoo it away so Bult couldn't harpoon it.

Bult heeded south, winding up over the tops of hills about like the Wall. | shouted ahead to
Carson that it was too steep for the ponies, and he nodded and said something to Bult. Bult plodded
on, and ten minutes later his pony kedled over in adead faint.

Oursfollowed suit, and we sat down and waited for them to recover. Bult took hisumbrella
halfway up the hill and sat down under it. Carson lay back and put his hat over hiseyes, and | got out

Bult's purchase orders and went over them again, looking for clues.

"Do you dways see shuttlewrens close to the Wall like this?' Ev asked. He was gpparently
recovered from the tongue-lashing C.J.'d given him.



"l don't know," | said, trying to remember. " Carson, do we always see shuttlewrens when were
closetotheWal?'

"Mmph," Carson said from under his hat.

"These speciesthat give giftsto their mates” | said to Ev, "what other kinds of courting do they
do?'

"Fghting," he said, "mating dances, displays of sexud characterigtics”

"Migration?' | said, looking up the hill at Bult. The umbrellawas sitting propped againg the hill,
itslights on. Bult wasn't under it. "Wheres Bult?'

Carson sat up, putting his hat on. "Which way?"

| stood up. "Over there. Ev, tie up the ponies.”

"They'redill out cold,” he sad. "What's going on?"

Carson was dready hdfway up the hill. | scrambled after him.

"Up thisgully," he said, and we clambered up it. It led up between two hills, atrickle of water at
the bottom, and then opened out. Carson signaled me to wait and went up a hundred meters.

"What isit?' Ev said, coming up behind me, panting. "Has something happened to Bult?'
"Yeah," | said. "Only he doesn't know it yet."

Carson was back. "Just like we thought,” he said. "Dead end. What say you go up there'—he
pointed—"and | go around that way?'

"And we meet inthemiddle," | said, nodding. | headed up the side of the gully with Ev behind
me. | ran dong the crest of the hill in ahaf crouch, and then dropped to al fours and crawled the rest
of theway.

"What isit?' Ev whispered. "A nibbler?' He looked excited.
"Yeah," | whispered back. "A nibbler.”
Hepulled hisknife out.

"Put that away," | hissed at him. "Youreliableto fal onit and kill yoursdlf." He put it away.
"Don't worry. It's not dangerous unlessit's doing something it shouldn't.”

Helooked confused.

"Down," | said, and we crawled out onto aledge looking down on the space where the gully
widened out. Below us, | could see the flattened area of a gate and alean-to made of atarp on sticks.
Infront of it was Bult.



A man was standing haf under the tarp, holding out a handful of rocksto Bult. "Quartz," the man
sad. "It'sfound in igneous outcroppings, likethis." He reached forward to show Bult aholo, and Bult
stepped back.

"Y ou ever seen anything like thisaround here?’ the man said, holding up the holo.

Bult took another step backward.

"It'sonly aholo, you moron,” the man said, holding it out to Bult. "Did you ever see anything like
thisaround here?" and Carson came strolling into the clearing, carrying his pack.

He stopped short. "Wulfmeer!" he said, sounding surprised and amused. "What on hell are you
doing on Boohte?"!

"Wulfmeer," Ev breathed besde me. | put my finger to my lipsto shush him.

"What'sthat?' Carson said, pointing at the holo. "A postcard?' He walked up next to Bult. "My
pony wandered off, and | came looking for him. Same as Bult. How about you, Wulfmeier?!

| wished | could see Wulfmeier's face from where we were. " Something went wrong with my
gate," he sad, taking astep back under the tarp and looking behind him. "WheresFin?' he said, and
lowered hishand to hisside.

"Right here," | said, and jumped down. "Wulfmeier," | said, holding out my hand. ""Fancy meseting
you here. Ev," | called up, "come on down here and meet Wulfmeier."

Wulfmeier didn't look up. Helooked at Carson, who'd moved off to the side. Ev landed on all
foursand stood up quickly.

"Ev," | sad, "thisisWulfmeier. We go way back. What are you doing on Boohte? It's
redtricted.”

"I told Carson," he said, looking warily from oneto the other of us, "something must have gone
wrong with my gate. | wastrying to get to Menniwot.”

"Redly?' | said. "We had averify that you were on Starting Gate.” | walked over to Bult. "What
you got there, Bult?'

"] was emptying out my boot, and Bult wanted to seeit,” Wulfmeier said, till watching Carson.

Bult handed me the chunks of quartz. | examined them. "Tch, tch, taking of souvenirs. Bult,
lookslike you're going to have to fine him for that."

"] told you, | got them in my shoe. | waswalking around, trying to figure out where | was."

"Tch, tch, tch, leaving footprints. Disturbance of land surface.” | went over to the gate and
peered underneath it. "Destruction of flora" | leaned indde the gate. "What's wrong with it?'

"l got it fixed," Wulfmeier said.



| stepped inside, and came back out again. "L ooks like dust, Carson,” | said. "We have alot of
trouble with dust. Does it get in the chips? He better check it while we're here, just in case.”

Wulfmeier glanced back at the lean-to and over at Ev, and then back at Carson. He moved his
hand away from hisside.

"Good idea," he'said. "I'l get my Stuff.”

"Better not," | said. ™Y ou wouldn't want to overload the gate. Welll send it dong afterward.” |
went up to the gate controls. "Whered you say you were trying to go? Menniwot?"

He opened his mouth to say something and then closed it. | asked for coordinates and fed the
datainto the gate. "That should doit,” | said. "Y ou shouldn't end up here again.”

Carson waked him over to the gate, and he stepped insde. His hand dropped to hisside again,
and | hit activate and got out of the way.

Carson was dready back at the lean-to, rummaging through Wulfmeer's stuff.
"What'd he have?' | said.

"Ore samples. Gold-bearing quartz, argentite, platinum ore." He leafed through the holos.
"Whered you send him?"

"Starting Gate," | said. " Speaking of which, | better go tdl them he's coming. And that
somebody's been messing with Big Brother's arrest records. Bult, figure up the fines on this stuff, and
well send 'em specid delivery. Comeon,” | said to Ev, who was standing there looking at the place
where the gate had been like he wished thereld been afight. "Weve gottacal C.J."

We gtarted down the gully. "Y ou were great!" Ev said, scrambling over rocks. "'l couldn't believe
you faced him down likethat! It wasjust like in the pop-ups!™

We came out of the gully and down the hill to where held tied the ponies. They were ill lying
down.

"What'll happen to Wulfmeier on Starting Gate?" he asked while | wrestled the transmitter off
Usdess.

"Hell get fined for faking hislocation and disturbing land surface.”
"But he was gatecrashing!”

"He says hewasnt. Y ou heard him. There was something wrong with his gate. Hed haveto
have been drilling, trading, prospecting, or shooting luggage for Big Brother to confiscate his gate.”

"What about those rocks he was giving Bult? That'strading, isn't it?"

| shook my head. "He wasn't giving them to Bult. He was asking if held ever seen anything like
them. At least he wasn't pouring oil on the ground and lighting it like the last time we caught him with



Bult."

"But that's prospecting!”

"We can't provethat either.”

"So he getsfined, and thenwhat?' Ev said.

"Hell scrounge up the money to pay the fines, probably from some other gatecrasher who wants
to know whereto look, and then hell try again. Up north, probably, now that he knows where we
are." Upin Sector 248-76, | thought.

"And you can't gop him?"

"There are four people on thiswhole planet, and we're supposed to be surveying it, not chasing
after gatecrashers.”

"BU—"

"Y eah. Sooner or later, therell be one we won't catch. I'm not worried about Wulfmeler—the
indidges don't like him, and anything he gets helll haveto find himsdlf. But not al of the gatecrashers
are scum. Mot of them are people looking for a better place to starve, and sooner or later they'll
figure out where aslver mineisfrom our terrains, or they'll talk the indidgesinto showing them an ail
fiedd. Anditll bedl over."

"But the government—what about the regs? What about—"

"Preserving the indigenous culture and the natural ecology? Depends. Big Brother can't Stop a
mining or drilling operation without sending forces, which means gates and buildings and people taking
excurson tripsto see the Wall, and forces to protect them, and pretty soon you've got Los Angeles.”

"You sad it depends,” Ev sad. "On what?'

"Onwhat they find. If it'sbig enough, Big Brother'll cometo get it himself.”

"What'll happen to the Boohteri?"

"The same thing that always happens. Bult'sa smart operator, but not as smart as Big Brother.
Which iswhy we're putting the money from those out-of-stocks in the bank for him. So hell have a
fighting chance"

| punched send. "Expedition cdling King's X. Comein, King's X." | grinned at Ev. "Y ou know,
there was something wrong with Wulfmeier's gate.”

C.J. cameon, and | told her to send a message through the gate to Starting Gate and handed her
over to Ev so he could fill her in on the details. "Finwas great!" he said. ™Y ou should have seen her!™

Bult and Carson were back. Bult had hislog out and wastalking into it.



"You find anything?' | sad.
"Holos of anticlines and diamond pipes. Couple cansof ail. A laser.”
"What about the ore samples? Were they indigenous?'

He shook his head. " Standard Earth samples.” He looked at Bult, who'd stopped tallying fines
and was going up the hill to get hisumbrdla "At least now we know why Bult was leading us down
here

"Maybe." | frowned. "I got the idea he wasjust as surprised to see Wulfmeier aswe were. And
Wulfmeier was definitely surprised to see us.”

"Hed probably told Bult to snesk off and meet him after dark,” he said. " Spesking of which,
weld better get going. | don't want Wulfmeier to come back and find us till here.”

"He's not coming back for awhile” | said. "He'sgot aloose T-cable. Itll fall off by thetime he
getsto Starting Gate."

Hesamiled. "I «ill want to makeit to the other side of the Wall by tonight.”
"If Bultll let uscrossthe Tongue," | said.
"Why wouldn't he? He's aready had his conference with Wulfmeier.”

"Maybe," | said, but Bult didn't go half aklom before he led the ponies across, and not aword
about tssi mitss, e or otherwise, which shot my theory to pieces.

"Y ou know the best part about that scene back there with Wulfmeier?' Ev said as we splashed
across and headed south again. "The way you and Carson worked together. It's even better than on

the pop-ups.”

I'd watched that pop-up last night. We'd caught Wulfmeier threatening the accordion and come
out punching and kicking, lasers blazing.

"Y ou don't even haveto say anything. Y ou both know what the other onésthinking." Ev
gestured expangvely. "On the pop-ups they show you working together, but thiswaslike you were
reading each other's minds. Y ou do what the other one wants you to do without even being told. It
must be great to have a partner likethat."

"Fin, where on hdl do you think you're going?" Carson said. He was off his pony and untying the
cameras. " Stop jabbering about mating customs and come help me. We're camping here.”

It wasn't abad place to camp, and Bult was back to fining us, or at least me, for every step |
took, but | was still worried. Carson's binocs disappeared again, and Bult paced back and forth
between the three of uswhile we were setting up camp and esting supper, giving me murderous
looks. After supper he disappeared.

"Where's Bult?" | asked Carson, looking out into the darkness for Bult's umbrdla.



"Probably looking for diamond pipes,” Carson said, huddling next to the lantern. It was chilly
again, and there were big clouds over the Ponypiles.

| was gtill thinking about Bult. "Ev," | asked, "do any of these species of yours get violent as part
of their courtship rituals?'

"Violent?' Ev said. ™Y ou mean, toward their mate? Bull zoes sometimes accidentdly kill their
mates during the mating dance, and spiders and praying mantis femaes eat themadedive.”

"LikeC.J," Carson said.
"I was thinking more of violence against something ese, to impressthefemale” | said.

"Predators sometimeskill prey to present to thefemale asagift,” Ev said, "if you'd cdl that
violence"

| would, especidly if it meant Bult was|eading usinto anibbler's nest or over acliff so he could
dump our carcasses a hisgirlfriend'sfeet.

"Fahrrr," Bult said, looming out of the darkness. He dumped abig pile of sticksin front of us.
"Fahrrr," he said to Carson, and squatted to light it with achemica igniter. As soon asit was going, he

disappeared again.

"Rivary among maesiscommon in dmost al mammals,”" Ev sad, "eephant sedls, primates—"

"Homo sap,” Carson said.

"Homo sapiens,” Ev said, unruffled, "elk, woodcats. In afew casesthey actualy fight to the
death, but in most it's symbolic combat, designed to show the femae whao's stronger, more virile,
younger—"

Carson stood up.

"Where are you going?'

"To run meteorologicals. | don't like the looks of those clouds over the Ponypiles.” Y ou couldn't
see the clouds over the Ponypiles, it was so dark, and he'd aready run meteorologicals. I'd watched
him while we were setting up camp. | wondered if he wasworried about Bult and had gone to check

on him, but Bult wasright here, with another armful of sticks.

"Thanks, Bult," | said. He glared a Ev and then at me again and walked off, il carrying the
dticks.

| stood up.
"Where areyou going?' Ev said.

"To run awhereabout on Wulfmeier. | want to make sure he made it to Starting Gate.” | pulled
his pop-up out of my boot and tossed it to him. "Here. Tight Pants and Fancy Mustachelll keep you



company.”

| went over to the equipment. Carson was nowhere to be seen. | got the log and called up Bult's
fines. "Breakdown by day," | said. "Secondary breakdown by person,” and watched it for awhile,
thinking about Bult and the binocs and Ev's mating customs.

When | got back to thefire, Ev was Sitting in front of an officeful of terminds, which didn't look
much like aFindriddy and Carson adventure.

"What'sthat?' | said, sitting down beside him.
"Episode One. That'syou,” he said, pointing at one of the females.

| wasn't wearing tight pantsin thisone. | waswearing askimpy little skirt and oneof C.J.'s
shirts, landing lightsand all, and talking into a screen with ageologica oniit.

Carson grolled into the office in hisluggage ves, fringed pants, and apair of bootsthe nibblers
wouldn't have even had to bite through. His mustache was dicked down and curled up, and all the
females smpered at him like he was a buck with big horns.

"I'm looking for someone to go with meto anew planet,” he said, his eyes sweeping the room
and coming to rest on Skimpy Skirt. Music from somewhere under the terminals started to play, and
everything went pinkish. Carson waked over to her desk and stood over her, looking down her
blouse.

After awhile he said, "1'mlooking for someone who longs for adventure, who's not afraid of
danger." He hdd out his hand, and the music got louder. "Come with me," he said.

"|sthat how it was?' Ev said.

Widl, my shit, of courseit wasn't like that. HEd swaggered in, sat down at my desk, and
propped his muddy boots up oniit.

"What are you doing here?' I'd said. ™Y ou run up too many finesagain?"

"Nope," he said, grabbing for my hand. "1 wouldn't mind running up afew more fraternizing with
the sentients, though. How about it?"

| yanked my hand free. "What are you redlly doing here?"

"I'm looking for apartner. New planet. Surface survey and naming. Any takers?' He grinned at
me. "Lots of perks."

"I'll bet," | said. "Dust, snakes, dehyde food, and no bathrooms.”
"And me" he said with that smug grin. "Garden of Eden. Wantacome?'

"Yeah," | said, watching the pop-up go pinker. "That's how it was."



"Comewith me," Carson said again to Skimpy Skirt, and she stood up and gave him her hand.
A draft from somewhere started blowing her hair and her skimpy skirt.

"Itl be uncharted territory," he said, looking in her eyes.

"I'm not afraid,” shesaid, "aslong asI'mwith you."

"What on hell's that supposed to be?' Carson said limping up.
"Theway you and Fin met," Ev said.

"And | suppose those landing lights are supposed to be Fin's?"

"Y ou finish your meteorologicas?' | cut in before he could say anything about not being ableto
tell | wasafemde hdf thetime.

"Yeah," he said, warming his hands over thefire. " Supposed to rain in the Ponypiles. I'm glad
we're heading north tomorrow." He looked back at Carson and Skimpy Skirt, who were till holding
hands and looking sappy-eyed at each other. "Evie, which adventure did you say this was supposed
to be?'

"It'swhen you first met," Ev said. "When you asked Fin to be your partner.”

"Asked her?' Carson said. "My shit, | didn't ask her. Big Brother said my partner had to bea
femae, for gender balance, whatever on hdl that is, and she was the only femae in the department
who knew how to run terrains and geologicas.”

"Fahrrr," Bult said and dumped hisload of sticks on Carson's bad foot.

expedition 184: day 3

| hauled my bedrall out by the poniesso | didn't haveto listen to Carson, and in the morning |
sad, "Comeon, Ev, youreriding with me. | want to hear al about mating customs from you.”

"Chilly around herethismorning,” Carson said.

| strapped the camera on Usdess and cinched it tight.

"l don't like the look of those clouds,”" Carson said, looking at the Ponypiles. They were covered
with low cloudsthat were spreading out. Half the sky was overcast. "It's agood thing we're heading
north.”

"Sahhth," Bult said, pointing south. "Brik."

"| thought you said there was a bresk north of here," Carson said.

"Sahtth,” Bult said, glaring at me.



| glared back.

"l don't like the way he'sacting,” Carson said. "He was gone half the night, and thismorning he
left abunch of dicein my bedroll. And Evie says his pop-up'smissng.”

"Good," | sad, climbing up on Usdess. "Ev, tell me again about what males do to impresstheir
femdes”

Bult led us south most of the morning, keeping close to the Tongue, even though the Wall was a
least two klomsto the west and there was nothing between us and it but one sandblossom and alot of
pink dirt.

Bult kept sending murderous glances back at me, and kicking his pony to make it go faster. Not
only did it, our ponies keeping up with it, but they didn't kel over once all morning. | wondered if
Bult had been faking rest stops the way we did dust storms. And what else held been faking.

Around noon, | gave up waiting for arest stop and hauled dehydes out of my pack for lunch,
and right after we ate, we came to a creek, which Bult crossed without even looking in, and a handful
of slvershims. The whole sky was gray by then, so they didn't look like much.

"Sorry the sun'snot out,” | told Ev. | looked at their grayish leaves, hanging limp and dusty.
"They don't look much like the pop-ups, do they?"

"I'm sorry | lost the pop-up,” Ev said. "l put it under my bedroll instead of in my boot.” He
hesitated. "Y ou didn't know that was how you got chosen to be Carson's partner, did you?"

"Areyou kidding?' | said. "That's how Big Brother always doesthings. C.J. got picked because
she was one-sixteenth Navgjo." | looked ahead at Carson.

"Why did you cometo Boohte?' Ev said.

"Y ou heard theman,” | said. "I wanted adventure, | wasn't afraid of danger, | wanted to be
famous™

Werode on aways. "Isthat redly why?' Ev said.

"Let's change the subject,” | said. "Tell me about mating customs. Did you know therésafish on
Stars that's so dumb it thinksiit's being courted when it's not?!

A hdf aklom after the slvershims, Bult turned west toward the Wall. It bulged out to meet us,
and whereit did, awhole section was down, ahegp of shiny white rubble with high-water marks on
it. A flood mugt've taken it out, even though it was an awfully long way from the Tongue.

Bult led us over the break and, findly, north, keeping next to the Wall al the way back up to the
creek wed crossed. Ev was excited about seeing the front sde of the Wall, even though only afew of
the chambers|ooked like they'd been lived in lately, and even more excited about a shuttlewren that
tried to divebomb usriding through the break.

"Their territory obvioudy involvesthe Wl in someway," he said, leaning Sdewaysto get alook



indde. "Have you ever seen one of their nestsin the chambers?’

If he leaned over any farther he was going to fall off hispony. "Rest stop!” | called up to Carson
and Bult, and pulled back onthereins. "Comeon, Ev," | said, and dismounted. "It's against regsto go
ingde the chambers, but you can peek in."

Helooked up ahead a Bult, who had hislog out and was glaring back at us. "What about the
finefor leaving footprints?*

"Carson can pay it," | said. "Bult hasn't fined him in two days." | went over to a chamber and
looked inside the door.

They're not red doors, more like ahole poked in the middle of the side, and there's no floor
either. The sdes curve up like an egg. There was a bunch of sandblossoms|laid out on the bottom of
thisone, and in the middle of it one of the American flags Bult had bought two expeditions ago.

"Courtshipritud," | said, but Ev waslooking up &t the curved ceiling, trying to seeif therewasa
nest. "There are severa species of birdsthat nest in the homes of other species. The panakeet on
Y otata, the cuckoo."

We gtarted back to the ponies. It was starting to sprinkle. Up ahead, Bult was getting his
umbrellaout of his pack and putting it up. Carson was off his pony stomping back to us. "Fin, what on
hell do you think you're doing?' he said when he got up to us.

"Taking arest stop,” | said. "We haven't had one dl day.”

"And we're not going to. We're finaly heading north." Hetook hold of Usdlesssreinsand
yanked him forward. "Ev, you stay back here and bring up the rear. Fin's coming up to ride with me."

"I likeit back here," | said.

"Too bad," he said, and dragged my pony forward. "Y ou're riding with me. Bult, you lead. Fin
and | areriding together."

Bult gave me amurderous glance and lit up hisumbrella. He crossed the creek and then rode up
adongit, going wes.

"Now, get on," Carson said and mounted his pony. "I want to be away from the mountains by
nightfall."

"And that'swhy | haveto ridewith you," | said, swingingmy leg up, "so | cantell you which
way's north? It'sthat way."

| pointed north. There was a high bluff in that direction, and between it and the Ponypilesastrip
of flat grayish-pink plain, splotched here and there with whitish and dark patches. Bult was heading
catty-corner acrosstheflat, fill following the stream, his pony leaving deep pawprintsin the soft
ground.

"Thanks," Carson said. "Theway you been acting, | didn't figure you knew which end was up,



let donenorth.”
"What on hell's that supposed to mean?”

"1t means you haven't been paying attention to anything since Evelyn showed up and started
talking about mating customs. I'd've thought you'd've run out of species by now."

"Well, we havent," | snapped.

"Y ou're supposed to be surveying, not listening to the loaners. In case you haven't noticed, we're
in uncharted territory, we don't have any aerids, Bult's haf aklom ahead of us—" He pointed up
ahead.

Bult's pony was drinking out of the stream. It was still sprinkling, but Bult turned off hisumbrella
and collapsed it.

"—and who knows where he's going. He could be leading usinto atrgp. Or around in circlestill
thefood runsout.”

| looked ahead at Bult. Hed crossed the creek and ridden alittle way up the other side. His
pony was taking another drink.

"Maybe Wulfmeier's back and Bult'sleading us straight to him. And you haven't looked & a
screen dl morning. Y ou're supposed to be running subsurfaces, not listening to Evie Darling talk about

"Ligtening to himisone hell of alot more fun than listening to you tell me how to do my job!" |
kicked the log on and asked for a subsurface. Up ahead, Bult's pony was stopped and drinking again.
| looked down at the stream. Where it cut the low banks, the rock looked like mudstone. " Cancel
subsurface,” | said.

"Y ou haven't been paying attention to anything,” Carson said. "Y ou lose the binocs, you lose the
pop-up—"

"Shut up,” | sad, looking at the bluff, backing the full length of the plain. The plain tilted dightly to
itsbase. "Terrain,” | said. "No. Terrain cancel.” | looked out at the closest whitish patch. Where the
drops of rain were sticking to it, it was pocked with pink.

"Y ou were supposed to keep the pop-up in your boot. If Bult getshold of it—"

"Shut up,” | said. Where Bult's pony had walked there were fifteen-centimeter-deep pawprints
in the grayish-brown dirt. The ones up ahead were dark on the bottom.

"If you'd have been paying attention, you'd have redized Wulfmeier—" Carson was saying.
"My shit!" | said, "Dust sorm!" and jammed the disconnect. " Shit."

Carson jerked around in the saddlebone asif he expected to see adust tantrum roaring down on
him, and then jerked back and stared a me.



"Subsurface," | said to thetermind. | pointed at the pony's paw-prints. " Off-line, and no trace.”
Carson gared at the pawprints. "Is everything off?' he said.

"Yes," | said, checking the camerasto make sure.

"Areyou running asubsurface?'

"l don't haveto,” | said, waving a the plain. "It's right there on top. Shit, shit, shit."

Evelyn rode up. "What isit?' he asked.

"l knew he was up to something," Carson said, looking ahead at Bult. He was off his pony and
sguatting down at the edge of adark patch. "1 told you | thought he was leading usinto atrap.”

"What isit?" Ev sad, pulling hisknife out. "Nibblers?

"No, it'sacouple of royd saps," Carson said. "Wasthe log on?"

"Of courseitwason,” | snapped. "Thisisuncharted. Terrain, offlineand no trace” | said, but |
aready knew what it was going to show. A bluff backing atilted plain. Mudstone. Salt. Seepage. A
dasscanticling, just likein Wulfmeier'sholos. Shit, shit, shit.

"What isit?' Evdynsad.

Theterrain came up on the screen. " Subsurface overlay,” | said.

"Nahtth," Bult caled.

| looked up. He had his umbrelaup and was pointing with it at the bluff.

"The sneak," Carson said. "Where's he leading us now?"'

"Weve got to get out of here," | said, scanning the subsurface. It wasworse than | thought. The
field wasfifteen kloms square, and we were right in the middle of it.

"Hewants usto follow him," Carson said. "He probably wants to show us a gusher. Weve got
to get out of here.”

"l know," | said, scanning the subsurface. The salt dome went the whole length of the bluff and
al the way to thefoot of the Ponypiles.

"What do we do?' Carson said. "Go back to the Wall?'
| shook my head. The only sureway out of thiswas the way we'd come, but the ponies wouldn't
backtrail, and the subsurface showed a secondary fault south of the creek. If we went off a an angle

we were liable to run into seep, and we obvioudy couldn't go north.

"Digtance overlay,” | said. "Off-line and no trace."



"We can't stay off-linedl day," Carson said. "C.J.'saready suspicious.”

"I know," | said, looking desperately at the map. We couldn't go west. It wastoo far, and the
subsurface showed seepage that way. "Weve got to go south,” | said, pointing at the foothills of the
Ponypiles. "We need to get up on that spur so welll be up above the natura table.”

"Areyou sure?" Carson said, coming around to look at the screen.

"I'm sure. Therocks are gypsum.” Which isfrequently associated with an anticline. Shit, shit,
shit.

"And then what? Go up into the Ponypilesin that westher?' He pointed at the low clouds.

"Weve got to go somewhere. We can't stay here. And any other way's liable to lead us straight
into Oklahoma."

"All right," he said, getting up on his pony. "Come on, Ev. Weregoing.”
"Shouldnt wewait for Bult?' Ev said.

"My shit, no. He's dready gotten usin enough trouble. Let him find his own way out. That
goddamn Wulfmeier. You lead,” he said to me, "and well follow you.”

"Y ou stay right behind me," | said, "and holler if you see something | don't."

Likeananticline. Likean ail fied.

| looked at the screen, wishing it would show a path for usto follow, and started dowly across
the plain, watching for seep and hoping the ponies wouldn't suddenly go in knee-deep. Or decideto
ked over.

It started to drizzle, and then rain, and | had to wipe the screen off with my hand. "Bult's
following us," Carson said when we were halfway to the spur.

| looked back. He had his umbrella down and was kicking his pony to catch up.
"What arewegoingtotdl him?' | said.
"l don't know," hesaid. "Damn Wulfmeer. Thisisdl hisfault."

And mine, | thought. | should have recognized the Sgnsin theterrain. | should have recognized
thedgnsin Built.

The ground turned paer, and | ran ageologica and got amix of gypsum and sulfur in with the
mudstone. | wondered if | could risk turning the transmitter back on, and about that time Usdless
stepped in seep over his paw. It sarted to drizzle again.

It took us an hour and a hdf to get out of the ail field and the rain and up into the first hills of the
spur. They were gypsum, too, eroded by the wind into flattened and whorled mounds that |ooked



exactly like ponyshit. It gpparently hadn't rained as much up here. The gypsum was dry and powdery,
and before wed climbed fifty meters we were coated in pinkish dust and spitting plaster.

| found a stream, and we waded the ponies up it to get the oil off their paws. They balked at the
cold water and theincline, and | finally got off and walked Usdless, yanking onitsreinsand cursing it
every step of theway up.

Bult had caught up. He was right behind Ev, dragging on his pony's reins and watching Carson
thoughtfully. Ev waslooking thoughtful, too, and | hoped that didn't mean held figured things out, but it
didn't look likeit. He craned his neck to look at a shuttlewren flying reconnai ssance above us.

| needed to get the transmitter back on, but | wanted to make sure we were out of camerarange
of the anticlinefirdt. | dragged Usdless up above a clear pool and into alittle hollow with rocks on dl
Sdes, and unloaded the transmitter.

Ev cameup. "I've got to ask you something," he said urgently, and | thought, Shit, | knew he
was smarter than he looked, but al he said was "Isthe Wall close to here?!

| said | didn't know, and he climbed up the rocksto look for himsalf. Well, | thought, at least he
hadn't said anything about how well Carson and | worked together in acriss.

| erased the subsurfaces and geologicals and reran the log to see how bad the damage was and
then reconnected the transmitter.

"Now what happened?' C.J. said. "And don't tell meit was another dust storm. Not when it was
raning."

"It wasn't adust storm,” | said. "I thought it was, but it wasawall of rain. It hit usbefore| could
get the equipment covered.”

"Oh," shesad, asif I'd stolen her thunder. "1 didn't think you could have adust storm in that mud
you were going through.”

"Wedidn't," | said. | told her where we were.
"What are you doing up there?"

"We got worried about aflash flood," | said. "Did you get the subsurface and terrain?' | asked.
"1 wasworking on them when therain hit."

There was a pause while she checked and | wiped my hand across my mouth. It tasted like
gypsum. "No," she said. "There's an order for a subsurface and then a cance .”

"A cancd?' | said. "l didn't cancel anything. That must have happened when the tranamitter went
down. What about aerials? Have you got anything on the Ponypiles?’ | gave her our coordinates.

There was another pause. "I've got one east of the Tongue, but nothing close to where you are.”
Sheput it on the screen. "Can | talk to Evelyn?!



"He's drying off the ponies. And, no, he hasn't named anything for you yet. But he's been trying.”
"He has?' she said, sounding pleased, and signed off without asking anything else.

Ev came back. "The Wall isjust the other side of thoserocks," he said, wiping dust off his pants.
"It goes over the top of the ridge up there.”

| told him to go dry off the ponies and reran the log again. The footprints did ook like mud,
especially with the rain pocking the gray-brown dirt, and it was cloudy, so there wasn't any
iridescence. And there wasn't asubsurface. Or an aerid.

But there was me, saying to cancel the subsurface. And the terrain was right there on the log for
them to see—the sandstone bluff and the grayish-brown dirt and the patches of evaporated sdlt.

| looked at the ponies pawprints. They looked alittle like mud, maybe, but they wouldn't when
they did the enhances. Which there was no way they wouldn't. Not with C.J. talking about phony dust
storms, not when we'd had the transmitter down for over two hours.

| should go tell Carson. | looked down toward the pool, but | didn't seehim, and | didn't feel
like going to look for him. I knew what he was going to say—that | should have redlized it was an
anticline, that | wasn't paying attention, that it was my fault and | was acrummy partner. Well, what
did he expect? He'd only picked me because of my gender.

Carson came clambering up therocks. "'l got alook at Bult'slog," he said. "He didn't write up
any finesdown there."

"l know," | said. "'l dready checked. What'd he say?"

"Nothing. He's sitting up in one of those Wall chamberswith his back to the door.”

| thought about thét.

"Hisfedings are probably hurt that we didn't pay him for leading us there. Wulfmeer obvioudy
offered him money to show him where therewas an ail fidd." Hetook off his hat. There was aline of
gypsum dust where the brim had been. "I told him we got worried about the rain, that we thought that
plain might flood, so we decided to come up here.”

"That won't keep him from leading us straight back down there now that it's stopped,” | said.

"| told him you wanted to run geologicals on the Ponypiles.” He put hishat back on. "I'm gonna
go look for away past thefield." He squatted down beside me. "How bad isit?’

"Bad," | said. "Y ou can seethetilt and the mudstone on the log, and I'm on, cancdling the
ubsurface.”

"Canyoufix any of it?"

| shook my heed. "We had the transmitter off too long. It's dready through the gate.”



"What about C.J.?7"

"| told her we ran into rain. She thinks the pawprints are mud. But Big Brother wont.”
He came around to look &t the screen. "It's that bad?"

"It'sthat bad," | said bitterly. "Any fool can seeit'san anticline.”

"Meaning | should've noticed it,” he said, brigtling. "1 wasn't the one dawdling behind talking
about sex." Hethrew hishat down on the ground. "I told you he was going to louse up this
expedition.”

"Don't you dare blamethison Ev!" | said. "Hewasn't the oneydling a mefor haf an hour while
the scans got the whole damned anticline on film!™

"No, he was the one busy noticing birds! And watching pop-ups! Oh, he'sbeen alot of use!
The only thing he's done thiswhole expedition istry to get ajump out of you!"

| dammed the erase button, and the screen went black. "How do you know he hasn't aready
gotten one?' | somped past him. "At least Ev cantdl I'm afemdée”

| stormed down the rocks, so mad | could have killed him, fine or no fine, and ended up sitting
on agypsum ponypile next to the pool, waiting for him to go off and look for away down.

After afew minutes he did, clambering up beside the stream without aglancein my direction. |
saw Ev come down from the Wall and say something to him. Carson barged past him, and went out
along the spur, and Ev stood there staring after him, looking bewildered, and then looked down at
me

Hewasright about onething, in dl histalk about mating customs. When the hardwiring kicksin,
it overridesrationd thought, al right. And common sense. | was mad at myself for not seeing the
anticline and madder at Carson, and half-sick about what was going to happen when Big Brother saw
that log. And | was covered with dried-on gypsum dust and oil and reeking of ponypiles. And, on the
pop-ups, my face was aways washed.

But that was no reason to do what | did, which wasto strip off my pants and shirt and wade into
that poal. If Bult saw mel'd befined for polluting awaterway and Carson would have killed mefor
not running an f-and-f check firgt, but Bult was sulking up in the Wall, and the water was so clear you
could see every rock on the bottom. It spilled down over rounded boulders into the pool and poured
out through a carved-out spout below.

| waded out to the middle, where it was chest-deep, and ducked under.

| stood up, scrubbed gypsum plaster off my arms, and ducked under again. When | came up, Ev
was leaning againg my gypsum ponypét.

"1 thought you were up a the Wl watching shuttlewrens,” | said, smoothing back my hair with
both hands.



"l was," hesaid. "I thought you were with Carson.”

"l was," | said, looking at him. | sank into the water, my arms out. "Have you figured out the
shuttlewrens courtship ritud ?"

"Not yet," he said. He sat down on the rock and took his boots off. "Did you know the
mer-gpes on Chichch matein the water?'

"You sureknow ahell of alot of species,” | said, treading water. "Or do you just make them
up?'

"Sometimes,”" he said, unbuttoning his shirt. "When I'm trying to impressafemae.”

| paddled out to where the water came up to my shoulders and stood up. The current was faster
here. It rippled past my legs. "1t won't work on C.J. The only thing that'll impress her isMount Crissa
Jane"

He peded off hisshirt. "It'snot C.J. I'm trying to impress.” He pulled off his socks.

"It's not agood ideato take your boots off in uncharted territory,” | said, swimming toward him
through the deep water. The current rippled past my legs again.

"Thefemale mer-gpeinvites the maeinto the water by svimming toward him,” hesaid. He
sripped off his pants and stepped into the water.

| stood up. "Don't comein,” | said.
"The mde entersthe water," he said, wading in, "and the femde retreats.”

| stood till, peering into the water. | felt the zag, wider thistime, and looked where it should be.
All I could see was aripple over the rocks, like air above hot ground.

"Step back,” | said, putting my hand up. | waked carefully toward him, trying not to disturb the
water.

"Look, | didn't mean to—"

"Sowly," | said, bending down to get the knife out of my boot. "One step at atime.”
Helooked wildly down at the water. "What isit?' he said.

"Don't make any sudden movements,” | said.

"What isit?' hesaid. "Isthere something in the water?" and splashed wildly out of the water and
up onto the ponypile.

What looked like ablurring of the current zagged toward me, and | plunged the knife down with
ahuge splash, hoping | wasaming at theright place.



"What isit?' Ev said.

Now that its blood was spreading in the water, | could seeit, and it was definitely e. Its body
was longer than Bult'sumbrella, and it had awide mouth. "It'satssi mitsse," | said.

It was dso indigenous fauna, and I'd killed it, which meant | wasin big trouble. But blood in the

water and afish you couldn't see weren't exactly smdl trouble. | got away from the blood and out of
the water.

Ev was dtill crouching bare-beamed on therock. "Isit dead?' he said.

"Yeah," | said, drying off my hair with my shirt and then putting it on. "And soam |." | Sarted
pulling the rest of my clotheson.

He got down off the gypsum, looking anxious. "Y ou're not hurt, are you?"

"No," | said, looking in the water and wishing | had been. At least then | could have claimed
"sdlf-defense” on the reports.

The blood had spread over the lower half of the pool and was spilling over the spout into the
stream. The tssi mitsse was drifting toward the spout, too, and | didn't see any activity around it, but |
wasn't going back in the water to get it.

| left Ev getting his clothes on and went up to the ponies, which were al lying squeezed in among
therocks. Their pawswere till wet, and | thought about us walking them up the stream, and Bult not
saying aword. Nobody on this expedition was doing their job.

| took agrappling hook and Bult's umbrella and went down to get the tssi mitsse out of the
water. Ev was buttoning his shirt and looking embarrassedly at Bult, who was over by the spout,
hunched over and looking at the bloody water. | sent Ev to get the holo camera. Bult unfolded
himsdlf. He had hislog, and he looked pointedly at the umbrellain my hand.

"1 know, | know. Forcible confiscation of property,” | said. It didn't much matter. Bult'sfines
were nothing compared to the pendty for killing an indigenous life-form.

Thetss mitsse had floated in close to the bank. | hooked it with the umbrella handle and pulled
it to the edge and onto the bank, stepping away fromit in ahurry, in case it wasn't dead, but Bult
went right over to it, unfolded an arm, and started poking hishand into its side.

"Tssi mitss,” hesaid.

"Yourekidding," | said. "How big are the big ones?’

It was over ameter long and was perfectly visible now that it was out of the water, with
trangparent jellylike flesh that must have the same refraction index aswater.

"Tith," Bult sad, pulling the mouth back. "Ked bait."

They looked like they could kill bite, al right, or at least take off afoot. There were two long,



sharp teeth on ether side of its mouth and little serrated ones in between, and that was good. At least
it wasn't aharmless a gae-ester.

Ev came back with the camera. He handed it to me, looking at the tssi mitss. "It'shuge,” he
sad.

"That'swhat you think," | said. "Y ou'd better go find Carson.”

"Yeah," he said, and stood there, hesitating. "I'm sorry | jumped out of the water like that."

"No harm done," | said.

| took holos and measurements and brought down the scaleto weigh it. When | started to pick it
;Jepéi?]y the head, Bult said, "Ked bail," and | dropped it with athud and then took a closer look at its

Definitely not an agae-eater. The long teeth on either Sde weren't teeth. They were fangs, and
when | ran an andyssof the venom, it ate right through the vid.

| hauled the tssi mitss by thetail up the rocks to camp and started in on the reports. "Accidental
killing of indigenousfauna,” | told thelog. "Circumstances—" and then sat and stared at the screen.

Carson came back, scrambling up the rocks from the direction of the pool and stopping short
when he saw the tssi mitss. "Areyou dl right?"

"Yeah," | said, looking at the screen. "Don't touch the teeth. They'refull of acid.”

"My shit," he said softly. "Isthiswhat wasin the Tongue when Bult wouldn't let us cross?!
"Nope. Thisisthesmall verson,” | said, wishing hed get on withiit.

"It didn't biteyou? Y ou're sureyou'redl right?"

"I'msure” | said, even though | wasnt.

He sguatted down and looked at it. "My shit,” he said again. He looked up at me. "Evie says
you werein the pool when you killed it. What on hdll were you doing in there?'

"| wastaking abath,” | said, looking at the screen.
"Since when do you take bathsin uncharted territory?"

"Sincel ride dl afternoon through gypsum dust,” | said. "Since | get covered with ail, trying to
wash it off the ponies. Since | find out you can't even tell half the time whether I'm femae or not."

He stood up. "' So you take off dl your clothes and go in swimming with Evie?!

"l didn't take off dl my clothes. | had my bootson.” | glared a him. "And | don't have to have
my clothes off for Ev to be ableto tell I'm afemde.”



"Oh, right, | forgot, he's the expert on sex. Isthat what that was down at the pool, some kind of
mating dance?' He kicked at the carcass with his bad foot.

"Don't do that," | said. "I've got enough to worry about without having to fill out aform for
desecrating remains.”

"Worry about!" he said, his mustache quivering. "You've got enough to worry about? Y ou know
what 1've got to worry about? What on hell you're going to do next." He kicked the tssi mitss again.
"You let Wulfmeier open agate right under our noses, you lead usinto an ail field, you take abath
and nearly get yourself killed."

| dammed the termina off and stood up. "And | lost the binocs! Don't forget that! Y ou want a
new partner, isthat what you're saying?'

"Al']E” ?l

"A new partner,” | said. "I'm sure there are plenty of femalesto choose from who'd traipse off
with you to Boohte the way | did."

"That'swhat al thisisabout, isnt it?' Carson said, frowning at me. "It'snot about Evieat dl. It's
about what | said the other night about picking you as a partner.”

"You didn't pick me, remember?’ | said furioudy. "Big Brother picked me. For gender
baance. Only it obvioudy didn't work because half the time you can't tell which gender | am.”

"Well, | sure can right now. Y ou're acting worse than C.J. We been partners for ahundred and
eghty expeditions—"

“Eighty-four,” | said.

"Weve been egting dehydes and putting up with C.J. and getting fined by Bult for eight years.
What on hell difference does it make how | picked you?"

"You didn't pick me. Y ou sat there with your feet up on my desk and said, 'Wantacome? and |
came, just likethat. And now | find out al you cared about isthat | could do topographicas.”

"All | cared about—?" He kicked the tssi mitss again, and abig piece of clear jely flew off. "I
rode into that luggage stampede and got you. | never even looked at any of those female loaners.
What do you want me to do? Send you flowers? Bring you adead fish? No, wait, | forgot, you got
one of thosefor yoursdf. Lock hornswith Evie so that you can tell which one of usisyounger and's
got both feet? What?"

"] want you to leave me done. | haveto finish these reports,” | said, and looked at the screen. "'l
want you to go away."

Nobody said aword during supper, except Bult, who fined me for dusting off alump of gypsum
before | sat down. It started to rain and al evening Carson kept going out to the edge of the overhang
and looking at the sky.



Ev sat in acorner, looking miserable, and | worked on the reports. Bult didn't show any
inclination to build any more fires. He sat in the opposite corner watching pop-ups until Carson took it
away from him and snapped it shut, and then he opened his umbrella, nearly poking mein the eye with
it, and went off up to the Wall.

| wrapped up in my bedroll and worked on the reports some more, but it was too cold. | went
to bed. Ev was till Stting in the corner, and Carson was still watching therain.

| woke up in the middle of the night with water dripping on my neck. Ev was till adegpin his

bedroll, snoring, and Carson was Sitting in the corner, with the pop-up spread out in front of him. He
was watching the scene in Big Brother's offices, the scene where he asked meto go with him.

expedition 184. day 4
In the morning he was gone. It was raining realy hard, and the wind had started to blow. There
was a stream running through the middle of the overhang and pooling at the back. Thefoot of Ev's
bedroll was aready wet.

It wasalot colder, and | figured Carson had gone after firewood, but when | went outside his
pony was gone.

| climbed up to the Wall to look for Bult. He wasn't in any of the chambers. | went back down
to the poal.

Hewasn't there, and the pool wasn't either. Water was pouring everywhere over the rocks,
white with gypsum. The ponypile Ev had crouched on was completely covered.

I climbed back up to the Wall and followed it over the ridge. Bult was &t the top, looking south
toward what you could see of the Ponypiles, which wasn't much, the clouds were so low.

"Where's Carson?' | shouted over therain.

He looked west and then down at the oil field weld crossed yesterday. "Dan nah," he said.
"Hetook one of the ponies,” | shouted. "Which way did he go?"

"Nah seeliv," he said. "Nah gootbye.”

"He didn't say good-bye to anybody,” | said. "Weve got to find him. Y ou go up aong theridge,
and I'll check the way we came up.”

But the way we came up was flowing with water, too, and too dick for apony to have gotten
down, and when | went up to the overhang to get Ev, the whole back half was underwater and Ev
was piling everything on adamp ledge.

"Weve got to move the equipment,” he said when he saw me. "Where's Carson?”



"l don't know," | said. | found another overhang higher up, not as deep and tilted up toward the
back, and we carried the transmitter and the cameras up. When | went down for the rest of the
equipment, | found Carson'slog. And hismike.

Bult came back, sopping wet. "Nah fine," he said.

And gpparently he doesn't want to be found, | thought, turning the mike over in my hands.

"That overhang isn't going to work," Ev said. "Thereéswater spilling down thesde.”

We moved the equipment again, into a carved-out hollow away from the stream. It was deep,
and the bottom was dry, but by afternoon there was ariver running past it, spilling down catty-corner
from the ridge, and by morning wed be cut off from the ponies. And any way out if the water rose.

| went looking again. Water was pouring from both overhangs we'd been in, and there was no
way we could get to the other side of the stream, even without tssi mitss. | climbed up onto the ridge.
It was high enough, but we'd never last out herein the open. | tried not to think about Carson, out in
this somewhere with nothing but his bedroll. And no mike.

A shuttlewren dived a my head and around to the Wall again. "Better get in out of this," | said.

| went back down to the hollow and got Ev and Bult. "Comeon,” | said, picking up the
tranamitter. "Were moving." | led them up to theridge and over to the Wall. "In here" | said.

"| thought thiswas against theregs," Ev said, stepping over the rounded bottom of the door.
"So'severything ese” | said. "Including drowning and polluting the waterways with our bodies.”

Bult stepped over the door and set his equipment down, and got out hislog. "Trespassing on
Boohteri property,” hesaid intoit.

It took usfour tripsto get everything up, and then we gtill had the ponies, which were dl lyingin
awaterlogged pile and wouldn't get up. We had to push them up through the rocks, protesting al the
way. It was dark before we got them to the Wall.

"We aren't going to put them in the same chamber with us, arewe?" Ev said hopefully, but Bult
was aready lifting them over the door, paw by paw.

"Maybe we could knock out adoor between this passage and the next one," Ev said.
"Destruction of Boohteri property,” Bult said, and got out hislog.

"At least with the ponieswell have something to eat,” | said.

"Degtruction of dien life-form,” Bult said into hislog.

Destruction of dien life-form. | should get busy on those reports.

"Wherewas Carson going?' Ev sad, asif hed just remembered he was missing.



"l don't know," | said, looking out &t therain.
"Carson would've waded right in when he saw that thing and killed it," Ev said.
Y eah, | thought, he would have. And then yelled at mefor not running an f-and-f check.

"They would have done a pop-up about it,” he said, and | thought, Y eah, and | know what that
would have looked like. Old Tight Pantswithout her pantsydling, "Help, hep!" and afish with fase
teeth lunging up out of the water, and Carson splashing in with alaser and blasting it to hell.

"| told you to get out of thewater, and you did,” | said. "I would've jumped out mysdlf if | hadn't
been so far out.”

"Carson wouldn't have," he said. "He would have cometo get you.”

| looked out at the darkness and therain. "Yeah," | said. Hewould have. If hed known wherel
was.

expedition 184: day 5

It took me dl the next day to fill out the reports on the tssi mitss, which was probably agood
thing. It kept me from standing in the door of the Wl like Ev, staring out &t therain and therising
weater.

And it kept me from thinking about Stewart, and how he'd drowned in aflash flood, and about
his partner Annie Segura, who'd gone off looking for him and never been found. It kept me from
thinking about Carson, washed up somewhere aong the Tongue. Or sitting at the bottom of a cliff.

The chamber wasn't much of an improvement on the overhang. The ponies got the runs, and the
shuttlewren flew frantically back and forth around our heads. With the rounded floor, there was no
placeto sit, and the wind kept blowing rain in. Ev and | could've used one of Bult's shower curtains.

Bult didn't need one. He sat under his umbrellawatching pop-upsal day. Carson had left it
behind, too. | tried to take it away from him, which got me afine, and then made Ev show him how to
make it not take up the whole chamber, but as soon as Ev went back to watching out the door, Bult
put it back to full Sze.

"He's been gone too long,” Tight Pants said, swinging up onto her horse, which wasinthe middle
of theponies. "I'm going to find him."

"It's been nearly twenty hours," the accordion said. "We must report in to Home Base."

"It's been more than twenty-four hours," Ev said, coming back in from the door. "Aren't we
supposed to cal C.J.7"

"Yeah," | sad, and started filling in Form R-28-X, Proper Disposa of Indigenous Fauna
Remains. In al thosetrips up the ridge in the pouring rain, | hadn't thought to bring the tssi mitss,



which meant | was going to get dapped with another fine.
"Areyou going to cal her?' Ev said.
| kept filling out the report.
Toward evening C.J. called. "The scans have been showing the samething dl day,” she said.
"It'sraining. Werewaiting it out in acave.”
"But youredl dl right?"
"Werefing" | said.
"Do you want me to come pull you out?"
N
"Canl tak to Ev?'
"No," | said, looking at him. "He's out with Carson seeing how bad the flooding is." | Ssgned off.
"l wouldn't havetold her," Ev said.
"I know," | said, looking at Bult.

Carson and Fin were standing in front of him. "1t'll be uncharted territory,” Carson said, holding
out hishand.

"I'm not afraid,” Fin sad, "aslong asI'm with you.”
"What are you going to do?' Ev said.

"Wait," | sad.

expedition 184: day 6

The next morning therain let up alittle and then tarted again. The roof of the chamber
developed alesk, right over where we had the equipment piled, and we had to move it over next to
the ponies.

It was getting alittle crowded. During the night four roadkill had dragged themselves over the
door, and the shuttlewren went crazy, whedling and circling at the top of the chamber, making passes
a Ev and me, and at Tight Pants climbing down the cliff.

Bult wasn't watching. HEd gotten up for the hundredth time and gone outside to stand on the



ridge.
"What'shedoing?' Ev said, watching the shuttlewrens.
"Looking for Carson,” | said. "Or away out of here."

There wasn't any way out. Water was flowing off of every mound, carrying what looked like half
the Ponypiles with it, and araging stream cut across the end of theridge.

"Where do you think Carson is?' Ev said.

"l don't know," | said. During the night it had occurred to me that Wulfmeier might have gotten
his gate fixed and come back to get even. And Carson was adone, no pony, no mike, nothing.

| couldn't tell Ev that, and while | wastrying to think of something | could, Ev said, "Fin, come
look at this."

Hewas peering up at the leak in the ceiling. The shuttlewren was making little divesat it.

"It'strying to repair it,”" Ev said thoughtfully. "Fin, do you still have those parts of the one Bult
ae?'

"Therewasn't much left,”" | said, but | dug in my pack and got them ouit.

"Oh, good," he said, examining the fragments. "1 was afraid held eaten the beak." He settled
down againgt thewal with them.

The pop-up was till on. Fin was binding up the stub of Carson's foot and bawling. "It'sdl right,”
Carson was saying. "Don't cry."

The pop-up went dark and words appeared in the middle of the chamber. The credits. "Written
by Captain Jake Trailblazer."

"Look at this" Ev said, bringing over one of the shuttlewren pieces. " See how the beak isflat,
likeatrowd?Can | run an anaysis?’

"Sure." | went over to the door and |ooked out. Bult was standing on the ridge, where the
Stream cut across, intherain.

"I should havefigured it out before," Ev said, looking at the screen. "L ook at how high the door
is. And why would the Boohteri make a curved floor like that?' He stood up and looked at the leak
again. "You sad you've never seen the Boohteri building one of the chambers?' he said. "Isthat
right?'

"Yesh"

"Do you remember metelling you about the bowerbird?' he said.

"Theonethat buildsanest fifty timesits9ze?'



"It'snot anedt. It'sacourtship chamber.”

| couldn't see where thiswas going. We dready knew the indidges used the Wall for courting.

"The mae Addlie penguin gives around sone to the female as a courting gift. But the stone
doesn't belong to him. He tole it from another nest." He looked expectantly a me. "Who does that

sound like?'

Wi, Carson and I'd ways said we thought somebody el se built the Wall. | looked up at the
shuttlewren. "But it'stoo small to build something likethis, isn't it?" | said.

"The bowerbird's bower isfifty timesitssize. And you said the Wal was only growing by two
new chambers ayear. Some species only mate every three years, or five. Maybe they work on it
sverd years”

| looked at the curved wdlls. Threeto five years work, and then the imperidistic indidges move
in and take it over, knock the door out to make it bigger, put up flags. | wondered what Big Brother
was going to say when he heard about this.

"It'sjust atheory," Ev said. "I need to run probabilities on size and strength and take samples of
the Wall's composgtion.”

"It sounds like a pretty good theory," | said. "I've never seen Bult use atool. Or order one
ether." The Boohteri word for the wall was "ours," but so was the word for most of Carson's and my
wages. And that was Ev's pop-up he'd been watching.

"I'll need aspecimen,” Ev said, looking speculatively at the shuttlewren making frantic circles
around us.

"Go ahead,” | said, ducking. "Wring its neck. I'll write up the reports.”

"Firgt | want to get thison holo,” he said, and spent the next hour filming the shuttlewren poking
a theleak. It didn't do anything to it that | could see, but by midmorning the ceiling had stopped
leeking, and there was atiny patch of new-looking white shiny stuff on the ceiling.

Bult camein, with hisumbrellaand two dead shuttlewrens.

"Givethat to me" | said, and snatched one away from him.

He glared at me. "Forcible confiscation of property.”

"Exactly." | handed it to Ev. " 'Ours." Y ou'd better stick it in your boot."

Ev did, and Bult watched him, glaring, and then stuffed the other one in his mouth and went
outsde. Ev got out hisknife and started chipping flakes off of the Wall.

Therain wasletting up, and | went out and took alook around. Bult was standing where the
stream cut across the ridge, staring up into the Ponypiles. While | watched, he splashed across and
went on aong theridge.



The stream must be down, and the pool definitely was. Milky water was il spilling off every
surface, but you could see Ev's ponypat rock and the spout at the bottom of the pool. Off to the west
the clouds were starting to thin.

| went back up to the ridge. Bult had disappeared. | went into the chamber and started stuffing
thingsin my pack.

"Where are you going?' Ev said. Hed looked around to make sure it wasn't Bult and then
dtarted scraping again.

"Tofind Carson,” | said, fixing the straps so | could put the pack on my back.

"You can't,” he said, holding the knife. "It's againgt the regs. Y ou're supposed to stay whereyou
ae"

"That'sright." | took off my mike and handed it and Carson'sto him. "Y ou wait heretill
afternoon and then call C.J. to come get you. We're only sixty klomsfrom King's X. Shell be herein
aflash." | sepped over the door.

"But you don't know where heis" Ev said.

"Il find him," | said, but | didn't haveto. He and Bult were coming across the stream talking,
their heads bent together. Carson was limping.

| ducked back in the chamber, dumped my pack on the floor, and asked for R-28-X, Proper
Disposdl of Indigenous FaunaRemains.

"What are you doing?' Ev said. "l want you to take me with you. It's uncharted territory. | don't
think you should go look for Carson by yourself," and Carson gppeared in the door. "Oh," Ev said,
surprised.

Carson stepped over the door and into the middle of the pop-up Bult had been watching. It was
raining, and Fin was standing watching two thousand luggage bear down on her. Carson swung into
the saddle and galloped toward her.

Carson snapped the pop-up shut. "How wide do you think the field is?' he said to me.

"Eight kloms. Maybeten. That's how long the bluff is" | said. | handed him hismike. "Y ou lost
this"

Heputit on. "Areyou sureeightisasfar asit goes?

"No, but after that there's caprock, so there won't be any seepage. If we don't run a subsurface,
well beokay,” | said. "Isthat where you were, finding away past it?"

"] want to leave by noon,” he said and walked over to Bult. "Come on, weve got work to do."

They squatted in acorner, and Carson emptied out his pockets. Wherever heldd been, hed
collected lots of f-and-f. He had three plantsin plastic bags, aholo of somekind of ungulate, and a



whole pocketful of rocks.

Heignored us, which didn't bother Ev, who was busy dissecting his specimen. | packed up
everything and got the wide-angles on the ponies.

Carson picked up one of the rocks and handed it to Bult. It was acrysta of some kind,
transparent with triangular faces. By rights, | should be running amineralogicd to seeif it dready had
aname, but | wasn't about to say anything to Carson, not when he was so pointedly not looking at
me

"Do the Boohteri have aname for this?' Carson asked Bullt.

Bult hesitated, asif looking for some cue from Carson, and then said, " Thitsserrrah.”

"Tchahtssllah?' Carson sad.

Rocks are supposed to begin with abelching "b," but Bult nodded. " Tchatssarrah.”

"Tssirrroh?" Carson said.

They went on like that for fifteen minuteswhile | strapped the terminal on my pony and rolled up
the bedralls.

"Tssarrrah?" Carson said, sounding irritated.

"Yahss'" Bult sad. "Tssarrrah."

"Tssarrrah,” Carson said. He stood up, went over to my pony, and entered the name. Then he
went back to where Bult was squatting and started picking up the plagtic bags. "WEell do the rest of
theselater. | don't want to spend another night in the Ponypiles.”

And what wasthat al about? | thought, watching him put the plantsin his pack.

Ev was gill working on his specimen. "Comeon,” | said. "We're leaving.”

"Just a couple more holos," he said, grabbing up the camera.

"What's he doing?' Carson said.

"Gathering data," | said.

Ev had to take holos of the outside, too, and scrape a sample of the outside surface.

It was another half hour before he was finished, and Carson acted fidgety the wholetime,
swearing a the ponies and looking at the clouds. "It lookslikeit'sgoing to rain,” he kept saying, which
it didn't. The rain was obvioudy over. The clouds were breaking up and the puddles were dready
drying up.

Wefindly set off alittle past midday, Bult and Carson in thelead and Ev bringing up therear,



taking holos of the Wall and the shuttlewren who was supervising our departure.

The stream that had cut across the ridge was already down to atrickle. Wefollowed it down to
where it connected with the Tongue, and began following it east.

It made awide canyon here with room on the far sde for ponies. Bult knelt down on the bank
and inspected it, though | didn't see how held be able to see a tss mitss in the muddy pink water. But
they must all have been washed downriver in the flood because he gave the go-ahead and we waded
the ponies across and started up the canyon.

After thefirst klom or so the bank got too rocky to be muddy and the clouds started to drift off.
The sun even came out for afew minutes. Ev messed with his specimen, Carson and Bult talked and
gestured, deciding which way to go, and | fumed. | was so mad | could've killed Carson. I'd been
picturing him washed up in some gulch, half-eaten by anibbler, for the last three days. And not so
much as aword when he came back about how on hell hed made it through the flood or where on
hell hed been.

We began to climb, and | could hear afaint roar up ahead.

"Do you hear that?' | asked Ev.

He had his head in his screen, working on his shuttlewren theory, and | had to ask him again.

"Yeah," hesad, looking up blankly. "It soundslike awaterfdl,” and acouple of minutes later
therewas one. It was just a cascade, and not very high, but right above it the river twisted out of
sight, so it was ared waterfall and not just arough section of river, and wed gotten above where the
rain started, so the water ran anice clear brownish color.

The gypsum piles made awhole series of bubbling zigzag rushes, and it was presentable-looking
enough | figured Ev would at least make atry at naming it after C.J., but he didn't even look up from
his screen and Carson rode right past it.

"Arent we gonnanameit?' | hollered ahead to him.

"Namewhat?" he said, as blank as Ev when I'd asked him about the roar.

"Thewaefdl."

"Thewater—?" he said, turning fast to look not a the waterfdl, which wasright in front of him,
but up ahead.

"Thewaterfal," | said, pointing at it with my thumb. " ou know. Water. Falling. Don't we need
to nameit?'

"Of course," hesaid. "l just wanted to see what was up ahead first,” which | didn't believefor a
minute. Naming it hadn't so much as crossed hismind till | said it, and when I'd pointed at it he'd had
an expression on hisface | couldn't make out. Mad? Relieved?

| frowned. "Carson—" | started, but he'd already twisted around to look at Bullt.



"Bult, do theindidges have anamefor this?' he said.

Bult looked, not at the waterfal, but at Carson, with a questioning expression, which was
peculiar, and Carson said, "He hasn't been thisfar up the Tongue. Ev, you got any ideas?'

Ev looked up from his screen. " According to my calculations, ashuttlebird could construct a
Wall chamber in six years," he said happily, "which matches the mating period of the blackgull.”

"What about Crisscross Falls?' | said.

Carson didn't even look annoyed, which was even more peculiar. "What about Gypsum Falls?
We haven't used that yet, have we?'

"They'd haveto begin building before maturation,” Ev said, "which meansthe mating ingtinct
would have to be activated at birth."

| checked thelog. "No Gypsum Fals."
"Good," Carson said and set off again before | even had it entered.

Wed never named aweed that fad, let done awaterfal, and Ev had apparently forgotten all
about C.J. and sex, unless he thought thered be plenty of other waterfalsto pick from. He might be
right. I could still hear the roar of water, even when we went around the curve in the canyon, and
around the next curve it got even louder.

Bult and Carson had stopped up above the waterfall and were consulting. "Bult saysthisisn't the
Tongue," Carson said when we came up. "He saysit'satributary, and the Tongue's farther south.”

He hadn't said that. Carson had just told me the Boohteri hadn't been up thisfar, and besides,
Bult hadn't opened his mouth. And Carson looked preoccupied, the way Bult had right before the oil
field episode.

But Carson was dready splashing us back acrossthe river and up the side of the canyon, not
even looking at Bult to see which way he was going. He stopped at the top. "Thisway?" he asked
Bult, and Bult gave him that same questioning look and then pointed off up ahill. And what was he
leading usinto now? If he was the one leading us.

We were above the gypsum now, the soapy dopes giving way to a brownish-rose igneous. Bult
led us up abreak in another, steeper hill, and toward aclump of silvershim trees. They were old ones,
astdl aspinesand infull leaf. They would have been blinding if the sun had been out, which it looked
likeit might be againinaminute.

"Her€'re the Slvershims you were so anxiousto see” | said to Ev, and after talking to his screen
he raised hishead and looked &t them.

"They'd look alot better if wewere out inthe sun,” | said, and right then it put in an appearance
and lit them up.

"l told you," | said, putting up my hand to shade my eyes.



Ev looked dazed, and no wonder. They glittered like one of C.J's shirts, the leaves shimmering
and reflecting in the breeze,

"Not much like the pop-ups, isit?' | said.

"That's what givesthe Wall its shiny texturel" he said, and dapped hisforehead with theflat of
his hand. "That wasthe only part | couldn't figure out, what gave it that shine." He started taking
holos. " The shuttlewrens must chew the leaves up.”

Wdl, so much for the silvershims hed come all the way to Boohte to see. Was C.J. going to be
mad when she found out Ev had forgotten her and taken up with some | eaf-chewing, plaster-spitting
bird!

The ponies had dowed to acrawl, and | would have been happy to take arest stop and sit and
look at the treesfor afew minutes, but Bult and Carson rode on through the middle of them. When
Bult wasn't looking, | picked ahandful of the leaves and handed them to Ev, but | doubted if Bult
would have fined meif he'd seen me. He was too busy looking ahead at a stream we were coming to.

It wasn't much bigger than thetrickle up on top of the ridge, and it was coming from the wrong
direction, but Bult claimed it was the Tongue. We started up it, winding in and out between the trees
till the igneous on ether side began to shut them out. It stacked up in squarish pileslike old red bricks,
and | grabbed aloose piece and ran an analysis. Basdlt with cinnabar and gypsum crystals mixed in. |
hoped Carson knew where he was going, because there was no room to backtrail here.

The canyon was getting steeper, too, and the ponies started to complain. The stream climbed up
inalittle series of cascades that chortled instead of roaring, and the banks turned into reddish-brown
blocks, as steep as sairs.

The poniesll never makeit, | thought, and wondered if that was what Carson was up
to—leading usinto some defile so steep we'd have to carry the poniesthrough it on our shouldersjust
for spite. Carson'd haveto carry his, too, though, and the way he was kicking hisand swearing & it |
didn't think he was playacting.

Carson's pony stopped and leaned back so far on hisrear legs | thought he was going to pitch
back onto me. Carson got off and pulled on the reins. "Come on, you beam-headed, rock-brained
hind end,” he shouted, leaning right in his pony's face, which must have scared him because he
dumped a huge pile and started to topple over, but the rock wall stopped him.

"Don't you dare try that," Carson bellowed, "or I'll dump you in this stream for the tss mitss to
eat. Now, come on!" He gave amighty yank on the reins, and the pony stepped back, didodged a
rock, which went clattering down into the stream, and took off up the steps like he was being chased.

| hoped my pony would get the hint, and he did. He lifted histail and plopped abig pile. | got off
and took hold of hisreins. Bult took out hislog and looked at Ev expectantly.

"Comeon, Ev," | sad.

Ev looked up from his screens, blinking in surprise. "Where are we going?' he sad, like he
hadn't so much as noticed we weren't till meandering through the silvershims.



"Upadliff," | said. "It'samating custom.”

"Oh," hesad, and dismounted. " The shuttlewren's flight range putsthe silvershimswel within
range. | need to run tests on the plaster's composition to make sure, but | can't do that till | get back
toKingsX."

| knotted the reinstight under Uselesss mouth, and whispered, "Y ou lazy, broken-down copy of
ahorse, I'm going to do everything Carson's ever threatened you with and some he hasn't even
thought of, and if you shit one more time before were out of this canyon, I'll pull that pommelbone
right out of your neck."

"What on hell'skeeping you?' Carson said, coming back down the steps. He didn't have his
pony.

"I'm not carrying thispony,” | said.

He sidestepped the piles and got behind Usdess and pushed for awhile.
"Turn her around," he said.

"It'stoo narrow,” | said. "Y ou know ponies won't backtrail "

"Yeah," he said and took the reins and yanked her around till she was noseto nose with Ev's
pony. "Come on, you poor imitation of acow, let doneahorse,” he said, and pulled, and she backed
right up the canyon.

"Y ou're smarter than you look," | called after him as he went back for Ev's.
"You an't seen nothin' yet," he said.

Wedidn't have any more trouble with the ponies—they hung their headslike they'd been
outsmarted and plodded steadily upward, but it still took us the better part of an hour to climb haf a
klom, and we were going nowhere. The stream shrank to atrickle and half disappeared between the
rocks. It obvioudy wasn't the Tongue, and Carson must have had the same idea, because the next
side canyon we cameto heled usinto it back the direction we'd come.

It was just as steep and twice as narrow. | didn't have to stop and take mineral samples, | just
scraped them off with my legs aswe rode past. The basdlt blocks got smaler and began to look like a
brick wall, and between them there were zigzag veins of the triangle-faceted crystals Carson had
brought home. They acted like prisms, flashing pieces of the spectrum across the narrow canyon
when the sun hit them.

Just about when I'd decided the canyon was going to run into a bricked-up dead end, we
climbed up and onto the flat and back into slvershims.

We were on awide overhang with trees growing right up to the edge, and | could seg, off to the
right, the Tongue far below and hear the roar of itswaterfdls. Carson ignored it and rode off through
the middle of the trees, heading straight for the far edge, not even bothering now to pretend Bult was
leading.



| wasright, | thought, heisleading us over adliff, and came out of the trees. Held tied his pony
to atrunk and was standing close to the edge, looking out across the canyon. Ev rode up, and then
Bult, and we just sat there on our ponies, gawking.

"Wdll, what do you know?" Carson said, trying to sound astonished. "Will you look at that? It's
awaefdl."

That cascade with the gypsum pileswas awaterfal. There was no word for what thiswas,
except that it was obvioudy the Tongue, meandering through the slvershim forests on the far sde and
then plunging agood thousand metersinto the canyon below us.

"My shit!" Ev said and dropped his shuttlewren. "My shit!"

My sentiments exactly. I'd seen holos of Niagaraand Y osemite Falswhen | was akid, and they
were pretty impressive, but they were only water. This—

"My shit!" Ev ssid again.

We were standing agood five hundred meters above the canyon floor and opposite arose brick
cliff that rose up another two hundred meters. The Tongue leapt out of anarrow V in thetop of it and
flung itsdlf like a suicide down into the canyon with aroar | should never have mistaken for a cascade,
throwing up abillow of mist and spray | could dmost fed, and crashing into the swirling green-white
water below.

The sun ducked under acloud and then came out again, and the waterfal exploded like
fireworks. There was a double rainbow across the top of the spray, and that one was probably from
the water's refracting the sunlight, but the rest of them were from the cliff. It was crisscrossed with
veins of the prismatic crysta, and they sparkled and glittered like diamonds, flashing chunks of
rainbow onto the cliff, onto thefals, into the air, across the whole canyon.

"My shit!" Ev said again, hanging on to his pony'sreinslike they could hold him up. "That'sthe
most beautiful thing I've ever seen!”

"Lucky us stumbling onto it thisway," Carson said, and | turned to ook at him. He had his
thumbsin hisbelt loops and waslooking smug. "If we'd kept on up that canyon,” he said, "wed have
missed it dtogether.”

Lucky, my boots, | thought. All that dragging us through silvershims and up steps and consulting
with Bult like you didn't know where you were going. Thisiswhat you were doing while | waswaiting
for you inthe Wall, worried sick. Off chasing rainbows.

Hemust have found it by following the Tongue, looking for away around the anticline, and then
gone off wandering up cliffsand in and out of side canyons, searching for the best vantage point to
show it to usfrom. If weld stayed on the Tongue, the way he probably had when he found it, we'd
have caught ahaf glimpse of it around some bend, or heard the roar get louder and guessed what
was coming, instead of having it burst on usdl a oncelike some view of rainbow heaven.

"Redlly lucky!" Carson said, his mustache quivering. " So, what do you want to nameit?"



"Nameit?' Ev's head jerked around to look at Carson, and | thought, Well, so much for birds
and scenery, we're back to sex.

"Yeah," Carson said. "It'sanaturd landmark. It's gotta have a name. How about Rainbow
Fals?'

"Rainbow Fals?' | snorted. "It's gotta have a better name than that,” | said. "Something big,
something that'll give someideaof what it lookslike. Aladdin's Cave."

"Can't nameit after aperson.”
"Prism Fdls, Diamond Falls™
"Crystd Falls" Ev sad, dill daring &t it.

Hed never get it past them. Chances were Big Brother, ever vigilant, would spot it and send us
apursuant that said Crissa Jane Tull worked on the survey team and the namewasindigible, and this
time they'd be able to prove a connection, and we'd get fined to within an inch of our lives. It wastoo
bad, because Crystd Falswasthe perfect namefor it. And until Big Brother caught it, Ev would get a
lot of jumpsout of C.J. "Crystd Falls," | said. "Youreright. It's perfect.” | looked at Carson,
wondering if he was thinking the same thing, but he wasn't even listening. He was looking at Bult, who
had his head bent over hislog.

"What's the Boohteri name for the waterfall, Bult?" Carson asked, and Bult glanced up, said
something | couldn't hear, and looked down at hislog again.

| 1eft Ev drooling into the canyon and went over by them, thinking, Gredt, it'sgoing to end up
being caled Dead Soup Falsor, worse, "Ours." "What'd he say?' | shouted to Carson.

"Damageto rock surface," Bult said. He was catching up hisfines. "Damageto indigenous flora."

| figured he was going to have to add, " Inappropriate tone and manner,” but Carson didn't look
so much as annoyed. "Bult," he shouted, but only because of theroar, "what do you cdl it?

Helooked up again and stared vaguely off to the left of the waterfall. | took the opportunity to
snatch thelog out of his hands.

"Thewaterfal, you pony-brained nonsentient!" | said, pointing, and he shifted hisgazein theright
direction, though who on hell knowswhat he was really looking at—a cloud maybe, or some rock
dung hdfway down the dliff.

"Do the Boohteri have anamefor the waterfall?' Carson said patiently.

"Vwarrr," Bult sad.

"That'sthe word for water,” Carson said. "Do you have anamefor thiswaterfal?" and Bult

looked at Carson with that peculiar questioning look, and | thought, amazed, he'strying to figure out
what Carson wantshim to say.



"Y ou said your people had never been in the mountains,”" Carson said, prompting him, and Bult
looked like held just remembered hisline.

"Nah nehm."

"You can't cdl it Nah Nahm," Ev said from behind us. "Y ou've got to name it something
beautiful. Something grand!”

"Grand Canyon!" | said.
"Something like Heart's Desire," Ev said. "Or Rainbow's End.”

"Heart'sDesire," Carson said thoughtfully. "That's not bad. Bult, what about the canyon? Do the
Boohteri have anamefor that?"

Bult knew hislinethistime. "Nah nahm."

"Crown Jewes Canyon," Ev sad. "Starshine Fdls™

"It should redlly be an indidge name," Carson said pioudy. "Remember what Big Brother said,
'Every effort should be made to discover the indigenous name of dl flora, fauna, and natural
landmarks.""

"Bult just told you," | said. "They don't have anamefor it."

"What about the cliff, Bult?' Carson said, looking hard at Bult. "Or the rocks? Do the indidges
have aname for those?"

Bult looked like he needed a prompter, but Carson didn't seem mad. "What about the crystals?!
he sad, digging in his pocket. "What did you name that crysta ?!

Theroaring of thefals seemed to get louder.
"Thitsserrrah,” Bult said.

"Yeah," Carson said. "Tssarrrah. You said Cryda Fdls, Ev. Well nameit Tssarrrah after the
crygdas”

Theroar got so loud it made me go dizzy, and | grabbed on to the pony.
"Tssarrrah Fdls," Carson said. "What do you think, Bult?

"Tssarrrah,” Bult said. "Nahm.”

"How about you?' Carson said, looking a me.

Ev sad, "l think it'sabeautiful name.”

| walked over to the edge of the overhang, till feding dizzy, and sat down.



"That sttlesit,” Carson said. "Fin, you can send it in. Tssarrrah Fdls.”

| sat thereligtening to the roar and watching the glittering spray. The sun went in behind acloud
and burst out again, and rainbows darted across and above the dliff like shuttlewrens, sparkling like
glass

Carson sat down beside me. "Tssarrrah Falls" he said. "It was lucky the indidges had aword
for those crystds. Big Brother's been wanting usto give more stuff indigenous names.”

"Yeah," | said. "Lucky. What does tssarrrah mean, did Bult say?'

" 'Crazy femade, probably,” he said. "Or maybe 'heart'sdesire." "

"How much did you have to bribe him with? Next year's wages?"

"That waswhat wasfunny," he said, frowning. "I was going to give him the pop-up since helikes
it so much. | figured | might have to give him alot more than that after the oil field, but | asked him if
hed help, and he said yes, just like that. No fines, nothing."

| wasn't surprised.

"Did you get the name sent?' he said.

| looked at the fallsfor along minute. The water roared down, dancing with rainbows. “I'll doin
on theway down. Hadn't we better get going?' | said, and stood up.

"Yeah," he said, looking south at where the clouds were accumulating again. "Lookslikeit's
goingtoranagan.”

Heheld out hishand, and | yanked him to hisfeet. "Y ou didn't have any business going off like
that," | said.

He dill had hold of my hand. ™Y ou didn't have any business nearly getting yoursdif killed." Helet
go of my hand. "Bult, come on, you've got to lead us back down."

"How on hell are we supposed to do that when the ponies won't backtrail ?* | said, but Bult's
pony waked right through the slvershims and down into the narrow canyon, and oursfollowed single
filewithout so much asabalk.

"Dust sorms aren't the only things being faked around here," | muttered.

Nobody heard me. Carson was up behind Bult, still doing the leading, down the Side canyon,
back through the one where the ponies had given us so much trouble, and then into another side
canyon. | let them get ahead and looked back at Ev. He was bent over histermina, probably looking
at shuttlewren gtats. | called C.J.

After | taked to her, | looked ahead and caught aglimpse of the Sde of thefalls. The rainbows
werelighting up the sky. Ev caught up to me. "They'll never get it on the pop-upslikeit redly was," he
sad.



"No," | sad. "They won't."

The canyon widened, and we could see thefdls from an angle, the water leaping Sideways off
the crystal-studded cliff and straight down.

"Speaking of which," Ev said, "what's Carson'sfirst name?"
I'd told Carson he was smart. "What?"

"Hisfirst name. | got to thinking that | don't know it. On the pop-ups you never cal each other
anything but Findriddy and Carson.”

"It'sAloysus” | said. "AloysusByron. Hisinitidsare A.B.C. Don't tel him | told you."

"His firg namesAloysius" he said thoughtfully. "And yoursis Sarah."

As smart asthey come.

"Did you know that in some speciesthe maesal compete for the most desirable female?' he
said, smiling wryly. "Most of them don't stand a chance, though. She dways picks the onewho'sthe
bravest. Or the smartest.”

" Speaking of which, you were pretty smart to figure out the shuttlewrens built the Wall."

He brightened. "I still haveto proveit,” he said. "I'm going to have to run content analyses and
work/sze probabilitieswhen | get back to King's X. And writeit up.”

"It'll be on the pop-ups, too,” | said. "Y ou'll be famous. Ev Parker, Socioexozoologist.”
"Youthink s0?' he said, asif it hadn't occurred to him before.
"l know s0. A whole episode.”

Helooked hard at me. "It'syou, isn't it? Y ou're the one writing the episodes. Y ou're Captain
Jeke Trailblazer."

"Nope," | said, "but | know whois" And her initidsare C.J.T., | thought. "My shit, you may get
awhole series.”

The canyon opened out, and we were on another overlook, asbig asafield thistime, and lower
down. Off to one side there was away down, a dope leading back along the canyon to itsfloor.
Beyond the canyon you could see the plains, pink and lavender. | could see the bluff that backed the
anticline off to the eadt, too far off the scansto notice anything.

"Rest stop,” Bult said and got off his pony. He sat down under asilvershim and opened out the
pop-up.

"Do you hear that?' Carson said, looking up in the sky.



"ItsC.J.," | said. "l told her to come get Ev so he can work on histheory. He's gotta run some
tets™

"Isshedoing aerids?' he said, looking anxioudy back in the direction of the bluff.
" told her to go south and comein over the Ponypiles, that we needed an agrid of them,” | said.
"What about on the way back?"

"Areyou kidding? She's going to have Ev with her. Shewon't be running any aeriadswith himin
the heli. My shit, she probably forgot to do the aerids on the way down, she was so excited.”

Carson looked a me questioningly. The heli swooped in and hovered abovethefield. C.J.
jumped down from the bay, ran acrossto Ev, and practically knocked him down, kissing him.

"What'sdl that about?' Carson said, watching them.

"Courtshipritud,” | sad. "I told her Ev named thefdls after her. | told her he named it Crystd
Fals" | looked at Carson. "It was the only way he was ever going to get ajump. On this planet,
ayway."

They weredill inadlinch.

"When she finds out what wereally named it," Carson said, grinning, "she's gonna be reglly mad.
When are you gonnatell her?'

“I'mnot,”" | said. "That'sthe name| sent.”

He quit grinning. "What on hdll did you do that for?"

"The other day Ev dmost got a name past me. Crisscross Creek. Y ou were worrying about
what Bult was up to, and | was busy trying to load everything on the ponies, and when he asked me
what we were going to name that little stream we crossed, | wasn't paying any attention. It wouldn't

have gotten past Big Brother, but it got past me. Because | was busy worrying about something dse.”

Ev and C.J. had come out of their clinch and were looking at the waterfal. C.J. was making
squealing noises that practicaly drowned out thefals.

"Crydd Falswon't get past Big Brother either,” Carson said. "And Tssarrrah Falswould
have"

"1 know," | said, "but maybe they'll be so busy yelling at us over naming it that and killing the tss
mitss that they'll forget about the ail field.”

Hegared a Ev. C.J. waskissng him again. "What about Evie?'
"Hewon't tdl," | said.

"What about Bult? How do we know he won't lead us out of these mountains and straight into



another anticline? Or adiamond deposit?”
"That's not aproblem either. All you've got to doistell him."
Heturned and looked a me. "Tdl him what?'

"Can't you tell when somebody's got a crush on you? Making you fires, watching your sceneson
the pop-ups over and over, giving you presents—"

"What presents?’
"All thosedice. Thehinocs."
"They were our binocs.”

"Y eah, wdll, the indidges seem to have alittle trouble with that word. He gave you hdf a
shuttlewren, too. And an ail field.”

"That's why he said hed help me with the waterfal." He stopped. "I thought Ev said hewasa
mde"

"Heis," | said, grinning. "And gpparently he's got as much trouble telling what sex we are aswe
didwithhim."

"Hethinks|'m a female?"
"It'san easy enough mistake," | said, grinning. | started to walk away.

He grabbed my arm and swung me around to face him. "Y ou're sure you want to do this? We
could get fired."

"No, wewon't. We're Findriddy and Carson. We're too famousto get fired." | smiled a him.
"Besides, they can't. After this expedition, were going to owe them our wages for the next twenty.”

Wewent over to C.J. and Ev, who were glued together again. "Ev, you and your pony go back
with C.J. toKing's X," | said. "Y ou've gotta get that theory on the Wall written up.”

"Evelyn told me about histheory,” C.J. said. | wondered when hed had the time. "And how he
saved you from the tssi mitss."

"We're gonna go ahead and finish out the expedition,” Carson said, dragging Ev's pony over. "|
thought we'd survey the Ponypiles aslong aswere here."

We heaved the pony into the bay, and told C.J. to swing west over the Ponypiles and then north
on the way home and try to get an aerid.

Shewasn't paying any attention. "Take dl the time you need surveying,” she said, climbing on.
"And don't worry about us. Well be fine." She went forward.



Carson handed Ev his pack. "If you could take holos of the Wall at different places, I'd
gppreciateit,” Ev sad. "And samples of the plaster.”

Carson nodded. "Anything else we can do?"

Ev looked up at the heli. "Y ou've dready done quite abit." He shook his head, grinning. "'Crysta
Fals'" hesaid, looking a me. "l till think we should've named it Heart's Desire.”

He climbed up into the bay, and C.J. took off, dipping so close to the ground we both ducked.

"Maybe we did too much,” Carson said. "'l hope C.J. isn't so grateful shekillshim."

"l wouldn't worry about it," | said. The heli circled the canyon like a shuttlewren and swooped
downin front of thefdlsfor alast look. They flew off, straight north across the plains, which meant
we werent going to get any aerias.

"We'rejust postponing the inevitable, you know," he said, looking after the heli. " Sooner or later
Big Brother's going to figure out we've been having way too many dust sorms, or Wulfmeler'll
stumble onto that vein of silver in 246-73. If Bult doesn't figure out what he could get for this place
and tel themfirg."

"I've been thinking about that,” | said. "Maybe it wouldn't be as bad aswe think. They didn't
build the Wall, did you know that? They just moved in afterward, clunked the natives on the head,
and took over. Bult'd probably own Starting Gate and half of Earthinsde ayear.”

"And build adam over thefdls" he said.

"Not if it wasanational park,” | said. "Y ou heard what Ev said about how he'd wanted to see
the slvershims and the Wall, especidly when they find out who built it. | figure people would comea
long way to see something likethis." | gestured at the fdls. "Bult could charge admission.”

"And finethem for leaving footprints” he said. " Speaking of which, what'sto stop Bult from
getting acrush onyou oncel tdl him I'm not afemde?’

"HethinksI'mamde. You said yoursdf, haf the time you can't tell what sex | am."
"And you're never going to let meforget it, are you?"
"Nope," | said.

| went over to where Bult was Sitting, watching the pop-up of Carson holding Skimpy Skirt's
hand. "Come with me," Carson said.

"Comeon, Bult," | said. "Let'sget going.”
Bult shut the pop-up and handed it to Carson.

"Congratulations” | said. ™Y ou're engaged.”



sad.

Bult got out hislog. "Disturbance of land surface," he said to me. "' One-fifty."
| climbed up on Usdless. "Let'sgo.”

Carson waslooking at thefdlsagain. "l ill think we should've named it Tssarrrah Falls" he
Hewent over to his pony and started rummaging in his pack.

"What on hdl are you doing now?" | said. "Let'sgo!"

"Ingppropriate tone and manner,” Bult said into hislog.

"l wasn't talking to you," | said. "What are you looking for?' | said to Carson.
"The binocs,” Carson said. "Have you got 'em?”

"l gave'emtoyou,” | said. "Now, comeon.”

He got on his pony and we started off down the dope after Bult. Out beyond the dliff the plain

was turning purple in the late afternoon. The Wall curved down out of the Ponypiles and meandered
acrossit, and beyond it you could see the mesas and rivers and cinder cones of uncharted territory,
spread out before me like a present, like abowerbird's treasures.

"Y ou did not give the binocs back to me," Carson said. "If you lost 'em again—"
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"Not much isimpossible.
—Steve Williams

Industrial Light and Magic

"Thegirl seemsto havetalent but the boy can do nothing.”

—Vaudeville booking report on Fred Astaire

HOUSE LIGHTSDOWN

Before Titles
| saw her again tonight. | wasn't looking for her. It was an early Spielberg liveaction, Indiana
Jones and the Temple of Doom, a cross between a shoot-'em-up and a VR ride and the last place
you'd expect tap shoes, and it wastoo late. The musical had kicked off, as Michagl Caine so
eloquently put it, in 1965.
Thisliveaction was madein '84, a the very beginning of the computer graphicsrevolution, and it
had afew CG sections digitized Thugees being thrown off acliff and apatheticaly clunky morph of a

heart being torn out. It aso had aFord Tri-Motor plane, which waswhat | was|ooking for when |
found her.

| needed the Tri-Motor for the big good-bye scene at the airport, so I'd accessed Heada, who
knows everything, and she'd said she thought there was onein one of the liveaction Spielbergs, the
second Indy maybe. "It's close to the end.”

"How clos=?'

"Fifty frames. Or maybeit'sin thethird one. No, that'sadirigible. The second one. How'sthe
remake coming, Tom?"

Almost done, | thought. Three years off the ASsand still sober.

"The remake's stuck on the big farewell scene,” | said, "which iswhy | need the plane. So what
do you know, Heada? What's the |atest gossip? Who's ILMGM being taken over by this month?"

"Fox-Mitsubishi," she said promptly. "Mayer'sfrantic. And the word is Universal'shead exec is
on theway out. Too many addictive substances.”

"How about you?' | said. "Areyou gill off the ASS? Still assistant producer?”
"Still playing Mdanie Griffith," she said. "Does the plane have to be color?!

"No. I've got a colorization program. Why?"



" think therésonein Casablanca.”
"No, theré'snot,” | said. "That's atwo-engine Lockheed.”

Shesaid, "Tom, | talked to a st director last week who was on hisway to Chinato do stock
shots™

| knew where thiswasleading. | said, "I'll check the Spielberg. Thanks," and signed off before
she could say anything e<e.

The Ford Tri-Motor wasn't at the end, or in the middle, which had one of the worst mattes|'d
ever seen. | worked my way back through it at 48 per, thinking it would have been easier to do a
scratch congtruct, and finally found the plane almogt at the beginning. It was pretty good—there were
close-ups of the door and the cockpit, and a nice medium shot of it taking off. | went back afew
frames, trying to seeif there was a close-up of the propdlers, and then said, "Frame 1-001," in case
there was something at the very beginning.

Trademark Spielberg morph of the old Paramount Studios mountain into opening shat, thistime
of aman-szed slver gong. Cue music. Red smoke. Credits. And there she was, in achorusline,
wearing silver tap shoes and asilver-sequined leotard with tuxedo lapels. Her face was made up
thirties style—red lips, Harlow eyebrows—and her hair was platinum blonde.

It caught me off guard. I'd dready searched the eighties, looking in everything from Chorus Line
to Footloose, and not found any sign of her.

| sad, "Freezel" and then "Enhanceright half,” and leaned forward to look at the enlarged image
to make sure, asif | hadn't dready been suretheingtant | saw her.

"Full screen,” | said, "forward redtime," and watched the rest of the number. It wasn't
much—four lines of blondesin sequined top hats and ribboned tap shoes doing asimple chorus
routine that could have been lifted from 42nd Street, and was about as good. There must not have
been any dancing teachers around in the eighties either.

The steps were smple, mostly trenches and traveling steps, and | thought it had probably been
one of the very first ones Alisdid. She had been this good when | saw her practicing in the film hist
classroom. And it was too Berkeleyesque. Near the end of the number it went to angles and a pan
shot of red scarves being pulled out of tuxedo pockets, and Alis disappeared. The Digimatte couldn't
have matched that many switching shots, and | doubted if Alishad even tried. She had never had any
patience with Busby Berkeley.

"Itisn't dancing," she'd said, watching the kaleildoscope scenein Dames that first night in my
room.

"| thought he was famous for his choreography,” I'd said.

"Heis, but he shouldn't be. It'sal camera angles and stage sets. Fred Astaire alwaysinssted his
dances be shot full-length and one continuous take."

"Frameten,” | said so | wouldn't have to put up with the mountain morph again, and started



through the routine again. "'Freeze."

The screen froze her in midkick, her foot in the silver tap shoe extended the way Madame
Dilyovska of Meadowville had taught her, her arms outstretched. She was supposed to be amiling,
but she wasn't. She had alook of intentness, of careful concentration under the scarlet lipstick, the
penciled brows, the look she had worn thet firgt night, watching Ginger Rogers and Fred Agtaire on
the freescreen.

"Freeze," | said again, even though the image hadn't moved, and sat therefor along time,
thinking about Fred Astaire and looking at her face, that face | had seen under endlesswigs, in
endless makeups, that face | would have known anywhere.

TITLEUP
Opening Credits
and Dissolve to

Pan Shot of Party Scene

MOVIE CLICHE #14. TheParty. Digointed snatches of bizarre
conver sation, excessive AS consumption, assorted outrageous
behavior.

SEE: Notorious, Greed, The Graduate, Risky Business, Breakfast at
Tiffany's, Dance, Fools, Dance, The Party.

She was born the year Fred Adtaire died. Hedda told me that thefirst time | met Alis. It was at
one of the dorm parties the studios sponsor. There's one every week, ostensibly to show off their
latest CG innovations and try to tempt hackate film-school seniorsinto alife of digitizing and
indentured servitude, redlly so their execs can score some chooch (of which thereis never enough)
and some popsy (of which thereisplenty, al of it in white hater dresses and platinum hair).
Hollywood at itsfinest, which iswhy | stay away, but this one was being sponsored by ILMGM, and
Mayer had promised me he'd be there.

I'd been doing a paste-up for him, digitizing his studio exec boss's popsy into a River Phoenix
movie. | wanted to give Mayer the opdisk and get paid before the boss found anew face. I'd aready
done the paste-up twice and fed in the feedback bypasses three times because he'd switched
girlfriends, and thislast time the new face had inssted on a scene with River Phoenix, which meant I'd
had to watch every River Phoenix movie ever made, of which there are alot—he was one of the first
actors copyrighted. | wanted to get the money before Mayer's boss changed partners again. The
money and some ASs.

The party was crammed into the dorm lounge, like dways—freshies and faces and hackates and
hangers-on. The usua suspects. There was a big fibe-op freescreen in the middle of the room. |
glanced up at it, hoping to God it wasn't the new River Phoenix movie, and was surprised to see Fred



Adaire and Ginger Rogers, dancing up aflight of stairs. Fred was wearing tails, and Ginger wasin a
white dressthat flared into black at the hem. | couldn't hear the music over the party din, but it looked
like the Continentdl.

| couldn't see Mayer. Therewasaguy in an ILMGM baseball cap and a beard—the hackates
uniform—standing under the freescreen with aremote, holding forth to a couple of CG mgors. |
scanned the crowd, looking for suits and/or somebody | knew who'd give me some chooch.

"Hi," one of the faces said breathily. She had platinum hair, awhite hater dress, and a beauty
mark, and she was very splatted. Her eyesweren't focusing at dl.

"Hi," | said, still scanning the crowd. "And who are you supposed to be? Jean Harlow?!
"Who?' shesaid, and | wanted to believe that that was because of whatever AS she was doing,

but it probably wasn't. Ah, Hollywood, where everybody wants to be in the movies and nobody's
ever bothered to watch one.

"Jeanne Eagles?’ | said. "Carole Lombard? Kim Basinger?”

"No," shesad, trying to focus. "Marilyn Monroe. Are you a studio exec?'

"Depends. Do you have any chooch?'

"No," shesaid sadlly. "All gone.”

"Then I'm not astudio exec,” | said. | could see an exec, though, over by the gairs, talking to

another Marilyn. The Marilyn was wearing awhite hater dressjust like the one | wastalking to had
on.

I've never understood why the faces, who have nothing to sell but an original persondity, an
origina face, dl try to look like somebody else. But | guessit makes sense. Why should they be
different from everybody esein Hollywood, which has dways been in love with sequelsand
imitations and remakes?

"Areyou inthe movies?' my Marilyn perssted.
"Nobody'sin the movies," | said, and started toward the studio exec through the crush.

It was harder work than hauling the African Queen through the reeds. | edged my way between
agroup of facestaking about arumor that Columbia Tri-Star was hiring warmbodies, and then a
couple of geekates in data helmets at some other party atogether, and over to the Sairs.

I couldn't tell it wasn't Mayer till | got close enough to hear the exec's voice—studio execs are
asbad as Marilyns. They dl look dike. And have the sameline.

"...looking for aface for my new project,” he was saying. The new project was aremake of
Back to the Future starring, natch, River Phoenix. "It'sa perfect timeto rerdlease,” he said, leaning
down the Marilyn's halter top. "They say we're this close’—he held histhumb and forefinger together,
amog touching—"to getting thered thing."



"Thered thing?' the Marilyn said, in afair imitation of Marilyn Monro€e's bregthy voice. She
looked more like her than mine had, though she was alittle thick in the waist. But the faces don't
worry about that as much asthey used to. A few extra pounds can be didged out. Or in. ™Y ou mean
timetrave?'

" mean timetravel. Only it won't bein aDelorean. It'll bein atime machine that looks like the
skids. Weve dready come up with the graphics. The only thing we don't have is an actressto play
opposite River. The director wanted to go with Michelle Pfeiffer or Lana Turner, but | told him | think
we should go with an unknown. Somebody with anew face, somebody specid. You interested in
being in the movies?'

I'd heard thisline before. In Stage Door. 1937.

| waded back into the party and over to the freescreen, where the baseball-cap-and-beard was
holding forth to some freshies. "....programmed for any shots you want. Dolly shots, split-screens,
pans. Say you want a close-up of thisguy.” He pointed up at the screen with the remote.

"Fred Adaire" | said. "That guy is Fred Adaire.”

"Y ou punchin ‘close-up—"

Fred Agairesfacefilled the screen, smiling.

"ThisisILMGM's new edit program,” the baseball cap said to me. "It picks angles, combines
shots, makes cuts. All you need isafull-length base shot to work from, like thisone." He hit abutton
on the remote, and afull-length shot of Fred and Ginger replaced Fred's face. "Full-length shots are
hard to come by. | had to go al the way back to the b-and-w's to find anything long enough, but
we're working on that."

He hit another button, and we were treated to aview of Fred's mouth, and then hishand. "Y ou
can do any edit program you want," Baseball Cap said, watching the screen. Fred's mouth again, the
white carnation in hislapel, hishand. "This one takes the base shot and editsit using the shot sequence

of the opening scene from Citizen Kane."

A medium-shot of Ginger, and then of the carnation. | wondered which one was supposed to be
Rosebud.

"It'sdl preprogrammed,” Basebdl Cap said. "Y ou don't have to do athing. It does everything.”
"Does it know where Mayer is?' | asked.

"Hewas here," he said, looking vaguely around, and then back at the screen, where Fred was
going through his paces. "It can extragpolate long shots, aerids, two-shots.”

"Have it extrapolate somebody who knows where Mayer is" | said, and went back over the
sde and into the water. The party was getting steadily more crowded. The only oneswith any room
at al to move were Fred and Ginger, swirling up and down the staircase.

The exec I'd seen before wasin the middle of the room, pitching to the same Marilyn, or a



different one. Maybe he knew where Mayer was. | started toward him, and then spotted Heddain a
pink strapless sheath and diamond bracelets. Gentlemen Prefer Blondes.

Hedda knows everything, al the news, al the gossip. If anybody knew where Mayer weas, it'd
be Hedda. | waded my way over to her, past the exec, who was explaining time travel to the Marilyn.
"It'sthe same principle asthe skids," he said. "The Casimir effect. The randomized electronsin the
walls create a negative-matter region that produces an overlap interva."

He must have been a hackate before he morphed into an exec. "The Casimir effect letsyou
overlap space to get from one skids station to another, and the same thing's theoretically possible for
getting from one pardld timefeed to another. I've got an opdisk that explainsit al," he said, running
his hand down her haltered neck. "How about if we go up to your room and take alook at it?"

| squeezed past him, hoping | wouldn't come up covered with leeches, and hauled myself out
next to Hedda. "Mayer here?' | asked.

"Nope," she said, her platinum head bent over an assortment of cubes and capsulesin her
pink-gloved hand. "He was here for afew minutes, but he left with one of the freshies. And when the
party sarted there was aguy from Disney nosing around. Theword is Disney's scouting atakeover of
ILMGM."

Another reason to get paid now. "Did Mayer say if he was coming back?'

She shook her head, still deep in her study of the pharmacy. "Any chooch in there?' | said.

"| think these are,”" she said, handing me two purple-and-white capsules. "A face gave methis
stuff, and he told me which waswhich, but | can't remember. I'm pretty sure those are the chooch. |
took some. | can let you know inaminute.”

"Grest," | said, wishing | could take them now. Mayer'sleaving with afreshie might mean he was
pimping again, which meant another pasteup. "What's the word on Mayer's boss? His new girlfriend
dump himyet?'

Shelooked ingtantly interested. "Not that | know of. Why? Did you hear something?"

"No." And if Hedda hadn't either, it hadn't happened. So Mayer'd just taken the freshieup to
her dorm room for aquick pop or aquicker line or two of flake, and held be back in afew minutes,
and | might actudly get paid.

| grabbed a paper cup from aMarilyn swaying past and downed the capsules.

S0, Hedda," | said, sincetalking to her was better than to the baseball cap or the time-travel
exec, "what other gossip you putting in your column this week?"

"Column?' she sad, looking blank. "Y ou dways cdl me Hedda. Why?Issheamovie sar?'

"Gossp columnig,” | said. "Knew everything that was going on in Hollywood. Like you. So
what is? Going on?'



"Viamount's got anew autometic foley program,” she said promptly. "ILMGM's getting ready to
file copyrights on Fred Astaire and Sean Connery, who finally died. And the word is Pinewood's
hiring warm-bodies for the new Batman sequel. And Warner's—" She stopped in midword and
frowned down at her hand.

"What's the matter?"

"l don't think it's chooch. I'm getting afunny..." She peered at her hand. "Maybe the yellow ones
were the chooch." Shefished through her hand. "Thisfedsmorelikeice."

"Who gavethemtoyou?' | said. "The Disney guy?'
"No. Thisguy | know. A face."

"What doeshelook like?' | asked. Stupid question. There are only two varieties. James Dean
and River Phoenix. "Is he here?'

She shook her head. "He gave them to me because he was leaving. He said he wouldn't need
them anymore, and besides, held get arrested in Chinafor having them.”

"China?'

"He said they've got aliveaction studio there, and they're hiring stunt doubles and warmbodies
for their propagandafilms”

And | thought doing paste-ups for Mayer was the worst job in theworld.

"Maybeit'sredline" she said, poking at the capsules. "I hope not. Redline ways makes me
look like shit the next day.”

"Ingtead of like Marilyn Monroe," | said, looking around the room for Mayer. He still wasn't
back. The time-travel exec was edging toward the door with a Marilyn. The data-helmet geekates
were laughing and snatching at air, obvioudy at amuch better party than this one. Fred and Ginge
were demongtrating another editing program. Rapid-fire cuts of Ginger, the balroom curtains,
Ginger's mouth, the curtains. It must be the shower scene from Psycho.

The program ended and Fred reached for Ginger's outstretched hand, her black-edged skirt
flaring with momentum, and spun her into hisarms. The edges of the freescreen started going to
soft-focus. | looked over at the stairs. They were blurring, too.

"Shit, thisisnt redling” | said. "It'sklieg.”
"Itis?' shesad, sniffing a it.
Itis, I thought disgustedly, and what was | supposed to do now? Flashing on klieg wasn't any

way to do a meeting with adeaze like Mayer, and the damned stuff isn't good for anything else. No
rush, no haluces, not even abuzz. Just blurred vison and then aflash of indelible redlity. "Shit," | said

agan.



"If itisklieg," Heddasaid, ftirring it around with her gloved finger, "we can at least have some
great sex.”

"l don't need klieg for that,” | said, but | started looking around the room for somebody to pop.
Heddawasright. Flashing during sex made for an unforgettable orgasm. Literdly. | scanned the
Marilyns. | could do the exec's casting couch number on one of the freshies, but there was no way to
tell how long that would take, and it felt like | only had afew minutes. The Marilyn I'd talked to
before was over by the freescreen listening to the studio exec'stime-travel spidl.

| looked over at the door. A girl was standing in the doorway, gazing tentatively around at the
party asif she werelooking for somebody. She had curly light brown hair, pulled back at the Sides.
The doorway behind her was dark, but there had to be light coming from somewhere because her
hair shonelikeit was backlit.

"Of dl theginjointsindl theworld..." | said.

"Joint?' Hedda said, deep in her pill assortment. "I thought you said it wasklieg." She sniffedit.

The girl had to be aface, she was too pretty not to be, but the hair was wrong, and so wasthe
costume, which wasn't ahalter dress and wasn't white. It was black, with a green fitted weskit, and
she was wearing short green gloves. Deanna Durbin? No, the hair was the wrong color. And it was
tied back with agreen hair ribbon. Shirley Temple?

"Who'sthat?" | muttered.

"Who?"' Hedda licked her gloved finger and rubbed it in the powder the pills had left on her
gove

"Theface over there" | said, pointing. She had moved out of the doorway, over against thewall,
but her hair was il catching the light, making ahao of her light brown hair.

Hedda sucked the powder off her glove. "Alice," she said. Alicewho? Alice Faye? No, Alice
Fayed been aplatinum blonde, like everybody elsein Hollywood. And she wasn't given to hair
ribbons. Charlotte Henry in Alice in Wonderland?

Whoever the girl had been looking for—the White Rabbit, probably—she'd given up on finding
him, and was watching the freescreen. On it, Fred and Ginger were dancing around each other
without touching, their eyeslocked.

"Alicewho?' | sad.

Heddawas frowning at her finger. "Huh?"

"Who's she supposed to be?" | said. "Alice Faye? Alice Adams? Alice Doesn't Live Here
Anymore?"

The girl had moved away from thewall, her eyes ill on the screen, and was heading toward the
baseball cap. He leaped forward, thrilled to have anew audience, and started into his spiel, but she
wasn't listening to him. She was watching Fred and Ginge, her head tilted up toward the screen, her



hair catching the light from the fibe-op feed.

"l don't think any of this stuff iswhat hetold me," Hedda said, licking her finger again. "It's her
name"

"What?'

"Alice" shesad. "A-l-i-s. It'sher name. She'safreshie. Film hist mgor. From Illinois."

Wéll, that explained the hair ribbon, though not the rest of the getup. It wasn't Alice Adams. The
gloveswere 1950s, not thirties, and her face wasn't angular enough to be trying for Katharine
Hepburn. "Whao's she supposed to be?’

"I wonder which one of theseisice," Hedda said, poking around in her hand again. "It's
supposed to make the flash go away faster. She wantsto dance in the movies.”

"] think you've had enough pill potluck,” | said, reaching for her hand.
She squeezed it shut, protecting the pills. "No, redly. She'sadancer.”
| looked at her, wondering how many unmarked pills sheld taken before | got here.

"She was born the year Fred Adtaire died,” she said, gesturing with her closed fist. " She saw him
on the fibe-op feed and decided to come to Hollywood to dance in the movies.”

"What movies?' | said.

She shrugged, intent on her hand again.

| looked over at the girl. She was still watching the screen, her face intent. "Ruby Kedler," | said.

"Huh?' Hedda said.

"The plucky little dancer in 42nd Street who wantsto beagtar.” Only she was about twenty
yearstoo late. But just in timefor alittle popsy, and if she was wide-eyed enough to believe she could

makeit in the movies, it ought to be a piece of cake getting her up to my room.

| shouldn't haveto explain timetravel to her, like the exec. He wastaking earnestly to aMarilyn
wearing black fringe and holding aukulele. Some Like It Hot.

"See, you're turning me down in thistimefeed," hewas saying, "but in aparald timefeed were
aready popping." Heleaned closer. "There are hundreds of thousands of parald timefeeds. Who
knows what were doing in some of them?"

"What if I'm turning you down in dl of them?" the Marilyn said.

| squeezed past her fringe, thinking she might work out if Ruby didn't, and started through the
crowd toward the screen.



"Don't!" Heddasaid loudly.
At least half the room turned to look at her.

"Don't what?' | said, coming back to her. Shewaslooking past me at Alis, and her face had the
blegk, dightly dazed look klieg produces.

"You just flashed, didn't you?' | said. "l told you it was klieg. And that meansI'll be doing the
samething shortly, soif you'll excuse me—"

Shetook hold of my arm. "'l don't think you should—" she said, il looking at Alis. "She
won't..." Shewaslooking worriedly at me. Mildred Natwick in She Wore a Yellow Ribbon, tdling
John Wayneto be careful.

"Won't what? Give me apop? Y ou wanta bet?'

"No," she said, shaking her head like she wastrying to clear it. "Y ou... she knowswhat she
wants."

"So do |. And thanksto your Russian-roul ette approach to pharmaceuticals, it promisesto be an
unforgettable experience. If | can get Ruby up to my room in the next ten minutes. Now, if thereare
no further objections...” | said, and started past her.

She started to put out her hand, like she was going to grab my deeve, and then let it drop.

The exec was talking about negative-matter regions. | went around him and over to the screen,
where Aliswas looking up at Fred's face, the staircase, Ginger's black-edged skirt, Fred's hand.

She was as pretty in close-up as she had been in the establishing shot. Her caught-back hair was
picking up the flickering light from the screen and her face had an intent, focused look.

"They shouldn't do that," she said.

"What? Show amovie?' | said. " 'Y ou've got to show amovie a aparty. It'saHollywood law.’

Sheturned and amiled ddightedly at me. "I know thet line. It'sfrom Sngin' in the Rain," she
said, pleased. "I didn't mean the movie. It'sthem editing it like that." She looked back up at the
screen. Or down. It was doing an aerial now, and al you could see were the tops of Fred and
Ginger's heads.

"| take it you don't like Vincent's edit program?’ | said.

"Vincent?'

| nodded toward the baseball cap, who was off in acorner doing aline of illy. "Doesn't he
remind you of Vincent Pricein House of Wax?"

The edit program was back to quick cuts—the steps, Fred's face, close-up of astep. The baby



carriage scene from Potemkin.
"In morewaysthan one," | said.

"Fred Adtaire dwaysinsisted they shoot his dancesin full-length shot and a continuous take," she
sad without taking her eyes off the screen. "He said it'sthe only way to film dancing.”

"Hedid, huh? No wonder | likethe original better." | looked at her. "I've got it up in my room."

And that made her turn away from Ginger's flashingly cut feet, shoulder, hair, and look a me. It
was the same intent, focused look she had had watching the screen, and | felt the edges start to blur.

"No cuts, no cameraangles,” | said rapidly. "Nothing pre-programmed. Full-length and
continuous take. Want to come up and take alook?"

Shelooked back at the freescreen. Fred's chest, hisface, hisknees. "Yes," shesaid. "You've
got the real movie? Not colorized or anything?”

"Thered thing," | said, and led her upthe dairs.

RUBY KEELER: [Nervously] I've never been in aman's apartment
before.

ADOLPHE MENJOU: [Pouring champagne] You've never been in
Hollywood before. [Handing her glass] Here, my dear, thiswill relax
you.

RUBY KEELER: [Hovering near door] You said you had a screen test
application up here. Shouldn't | fill it out?

ADOLPHE MENJOU: [Turning down lights] Later, my dear, after
we've had a chanceto get to know each other.

"I've got anything you could want,” | told Alison theway up. "All theILMGMs and the Warner
and Fox-Mitsubishi libraries, at least everything that's been digitized, which should be everything you'd
want." | led her down the hdl. "The Fred Astaire-Ginger Rogers movies were Warner, weren't they?”

"RKO," shesad.

"Samething." | keyed the door. "Herewe are,” | said, and opened it onto my room.

Shetook atrugting step inside and then stopped at the sight of the arrays covering three walls
with their mirrored screens. "I thought you said you were astudent,” she said.

Now was not thetimeto tell her | hadn't been to classin over asemester. "l am,” | said, leaning



past her so she'd step forward into the room, and picking up ashirt. "Clothes all over the floor, bed's
not made." | lobbed the shirt into the corner. " Andy Hardy Goesto College.”

Shewaslooking at the digitizer and the fibe-op feed hookup. "1 thought only the studios had
Crays"

"l do work for them to help pay for tuition,” | said. And keep mein chooch.

"What kind of work?' she said, looking up at her own face's reflection in the silvered screens,
and now was not thetimeto tell her | specidized in procuring popsy for studio execs ether.

"Remakes,” | said. | smoothed out the blankets. " Sit down."”
She perched on the edge of the bed, knees together.

"Okay," | said, gtting down at the comp. | asked for the Warner library menu. "The
Continenta'sin Top Hat, isntit?"

"The Gay Divorcee," shesaid. "Near theend.”

"Main screen, end frame and back at 96," | said. Fred and Ginge |egped onto the screen and up
over atable. "Rew at 96 frames per sec,” and they jumped down off the table and back through
breakfast to the ballroom.

| rew'd to the beginning of the number and let it go. "Do you want sound?’ | said.

She shook her head, her face aready intent on the screen, and maybe this hadn't been such a
great idea. Sheleaned forward, and the same concentrated look sheld had downstairs came into her
face, asif shewere trying to memorize the steps. | might aswell not have been in the room, which
hadn't exactly been theideain bringing her up here.

"Menu," | said. "Fred Adtaire and Ginger Rogers movies." The menu came up. "Aux screen
one, Swvingtime," | said. There was usudly abig dancefindein these things, wasn't there?"End
frame and back at 96."

There was. On the top left-hand screen, Fred in tails soun Gingein asilver dress. "Frame
102-044," | said, reading the code at the bottom. "Forward realtime to end and repeat. Continuous
loop. Screen two, Follow the Fleet, screen three, Top Hat, screen four, Carefree. End frameand
back at 96."

| started continuous loops on them and went through the rest of the Fred and Ginger lig, filling
most of the left-hand array with their dancing: turning, tapping, twirling, Fred intails, sailor's uniform,
riding tweeds, Ginger in long, dinky dressesthat flared out below the kneein afroth of feathers and
fur and glitter. Watzing, tapping, gliding through the Carioca, the Y am, the Ficcalino. And al of them
full-length. All of them without cuts.

Aliswas staring at the screens. The careful, intent ook was gone, and she was smiling
ddightedly.



"Anything ds?'

"Shall We Dance," shesaid. "Thetitle number. Frame 87-1309."

| st it running on the bottom row. Fred in meticuloustails, dancing with a chorus of blondesin
black satin and veils. They dl held up masks of Ginger Rogerssface, and they put them up in front of

their faces and flirted away from Fred, their masks as iff asfaces.

"Any other movies?' | said, calling up the menu again. "Plenty of screens|eft. How about An
American in Paris?"

"l don't like Gene Kdly," shesaid.
"Okay," | said, surprised. "How about Meet Mein . Louis?"

"Thereisn't any dancing in it except the 'Under the Banyan Tree' number with Margaret O'Brien.
It's because of Judy Garland. She was aterrible dancer.”

"Okay," | said, even more surprised. "Singin' in the Rain? No, wait, you don't like Gene
Kdly."

"The'Good Mornin' ' number's okay."

| found it, Gene Kely with Debbie Reynolds and Donald O'Connor, tapping up steps and over
furniture in wild exuberance. Okay.

| scanned the menu for moviesthat didn't have Gene Kelly or Judy Garland in them. " Good
News?"

" TheVardty Drag,' " she said, nodding. "It'sright at the end. Do you have Seven Brides for
Seven Brothers?"

"Sure. Which number?'

"Thebarnraising,” shesaid. "Frame 27-986."

| cdledit up. I looked for something with Ruby Kedler init. "42nd Street?"

She shook her head. "It'saBusby Berkeley. Therésno dancing in it except for one background
shot of arehearsa and about sixteen barsin the 'Pettin’ in the Park’ number. There's never any
dancing in Busby Berkdleys. Do you have On the Town?"

"] thought you didn't like Gene Kdly."

"Ann Miller," shesaid. "The 'Prehistoric Man' number. Frame 28-650. She'stechnically pretty
good when she sticksto tap."

| don't know why | was so surprised or what 1'd expected. Starstruck adoration, | guess. Ruby
Keder gushing, "Gaosh, Mr. Ziegfeld, a part in your show! That'd be wonderful!™ Or maybe Judy



Garland, gazing longingly &t the photo of Clark Gablein Broadway Melody of 1938. But shedidn't
like Judy, and sheld dismissed Gene Kdly asairily asif he was an auditioning chorus girl in aBusby
Berkeley. Who shedidn't like either.

| filled out the array with Fred Astaire, who she did like, though none of his color movieswere
as good asthe b-and-w's, and neither were his partners. Most of them just hung on while he swung
them around, or struck apose and let him dance circles, literaly, around them.

Aliswasn't watching them. Sheld gone back to the center screen and was watching Fred,
full-length, swirling Ginger weightlesdy acrossthefloor.

"So that'swhat you want to do,” | said, pointing. "Dance the Continental ?'

She shook her head. "I'm not good enough yet. | only know afew routines. | could do that," she
said, pointing at the Varsity Drag, and then a the cowboy number from Girl Crazy. "And maybe
that. Chorus, not lead.”

And that wasn't what | expected either. The one thing the faces have in common under their
Marilyn beauty marksis the unshakeable belief they've got what it takesto be astar. Most of them
don't—they can't act or show emotion, can't even do areasonable imitation of Norma Jean's breathy
voice and sexy vulnerability—but they dl think the only thing standing between them and gardomiis
bad luck, not talent. I'd never heard any of them say, "I'm not good enough.”

"1'm going to need to find adancing teacher," Aliswas saying. "Y ou don't know of one, do
you?"

In Hollywood? Shewas aslikely to find one as shewasto run into Fred Adtaire. Lesslikely.

Andwhat if she was smart enough to know how good she was? What if shed studied the
movies and criticized them? None of it was going to bring back musicas. None of it was going to
make ILMGM gart shooting liveactions again.

| looked up at the arrays. On the bottom row Fred wastrying to find the real Ginger in among
the masks. On the third screen, top row, hewas trying to talk her into a pop—she twirled away from
him, he advanced, she returned, he bent toward her, she leaned languoroudy away.

All of which I'd better get on with or | was going to flash with Alis il Stting there on the edge of
the bed, clothes on and knees together.

| asked for sound on Screen Three and sat down next to Alis on the bed. "I think you're good
enough,” | said.

She glanced at me, confused, and then realized | was picking up on her "I'm not good enough”
line. Y ou haven't seen me dance," she sad.

"l wasn't talking about dancing,” | said, and bent forward to kiss her.

The center screen flashed white. "Message," it said. "From Heada Hopper." She'd spelled
Heddawith an"a." | wondered if Heddad had another revelatory flash and was interrupting to tell it



tome.

"Message override,” | said, and stood up to clear the screen, but it was too late. The message
was already on the screen.

"Mayer'shere" it read. "Shdl | send him up? Heada"

Thelast thing | wanted was Mayer up here. I'd have to make a copy of the paste-up and take it
down to him. "River Phoenix file" | said to the computer, and shoved in ablank opdisk. "Where the
Boys Are. Record remake."

The dancing screenswent blank, and Alis stood up. "Should | go?* she said.

"No!" | said, rummaging for aremote. The comp spit out the disk, and | snatched it up. "Stay
here. I'll beright back. I'vejust got to givethisto aguy.”

| handed her the remote. "Here. Hit M for Menu, and ask for whatever you want. If the movie
you want isn't on ILMGM, you can call up the other libraries by hitting File. I'll be back before the
Continental's over. Promise.”

| started out the door. | wanted to shut the door to keep her there, but it looked more like I'd be
right back if | lft it open. "Don't leave," | said, and tore downgtairs.

Headawas waiting for me at thefoot of the stairs. " Sorry," she said. "Were you popping her?

"Thanksto you, no," | said, scanning the room for Mayer. The room had gotten even more
crowded since Alisand | left. So had the screen—a dozen Fred and Gingers were running
split-screen circles around each other.

"l wouldn't have interrupted you," Heada said, "but you asked before if Mayer was here."
"It'sokay,” | sad. "Whereishe?'

"Over there." She pointed in the direction of the Freds and Gingers. Mayer was under them,
listening to Vincent explain hisedit program and twitching from too much chooch. "He said he wanted
to talk to you about ajob."

"Great," | said. "That means his boss has got anew girlfriend, and I've got to paste on anew
face"

She shook her head. "Viamount's taking over ILMGM and Arthurton's going to head Project
Devedopment, which means Mayer's bossis out, and Mayer's scrambling. He's got to distance himsalf
from hisboss and convince Arthurton he should keep him instead of bringing in hisown team. So this
jobisprobably abid to impress Arthurton, which could mean aremake, or even anew project. In
which case..."

I'd stopped listening. Mayer's boss was out, which meant the disk in my hand was worth exactly
nothing, and the job he wanted to see me about was pasting Arthurton's girlfriend into something. Or
maybe the girlfriends of the whole Viamount board of directors. Either way | wasn't going to get paid.



"..inwhich case," Headawas saying, "his coming to you isagood sign.”
"Golly," | said, clagoing my handstogether. " "This could be my big break." "

"Well, it could,” she said defensively. "Even aremake would be better than these pimping jobs
you've been doing.”

"They'redl pimping jobs." | sarted through the crush toward Mayer.

Heada squeezed through after me. "If it is an officid project,” she said, "tel him you want a
credit.”

Mayer had moved to the other side of the freescreen, probably trying to get away from Vincent,
who was right behind him, gtill talking. Above them, the crowd on the screen was il revolving, but
dower and dower, and the edges of the room were starting to soft-focus. Mayer turned and saw me,
and waved, dl in dow motion.

| stopped, and Heada crashed into me. "Do you have any dalom?' | said, and she started
fumbling in her hand again. "Or ice? Anything to hold off aklieg flash?'

She held out the same assortment of capsules and cubes as before, only not as many. "I don't
think s0," she said, peering at them.

"Find me something, okay?" | said, and squeezed my eyes shut, hard, and then opened them
again. The soft-focus receded.

"I'll seeif | canfind you somelude,” she said. "Remember, if it'sthered thing, you want a
credit.” She dipped off toward apair of James Deans, and | went up to Mayer.

"Hereyou go," | said to Mayer, and tried to hand him the disk. | wasn't going to get paid, but it
was at least worth atry.

"Tom!" Mayer said. He didn't take the disk. Headawas right. His boss was oui.
"Just the guy I've been looking for," he said. "What have you been up to?"

"Working for you," | said, and tried again to hand him the disk. "It'sall done. Just what you
ordered. River Phoenix, close-up, kiss. She's even got four lines.”

"Greet," he said, and pocketed the disk. He pulled out a palmtop and punched in numbers. "Y ou
want thisin your online account, right?"

"Right," | said, wondering if thiswas somekind of bizarre pre-flashing symptom: actualy getting
what you wanted. | looked around for Heada. She wasn't talking to the James Deans anymore.

"] can dways count on you for the tough jobs," Mayer said. "I've got anew project you might be
interested in." He put afriendly arm around my shoulder and led me away from Vincent. "Nobody
knowsthis" he said, "but theré's a possibility of amerger between ILMGM and Viamount, and if it
goesthrough, my boss and his girlfriendsll be adead issue."



How does Heada do it? | thought wonderingly. "It's il just in the talking stages, of course, but
we'real very excited about the prospect of working with agreast company like Viamount.”

Trandation: It'sadone dedl, and scrambling isn't even theword. | looked down at Mayer's
hands, half expecting to see blood under hisfingernails.

"Viamount's as committed as ILMGM isto the making of quality movies, but you know how the
American public isabout mergers. So our firg job, If thisthing goesthrough, isto send them the
message: 'We care.' Do you know Austin Arthurton?”

Sorry, Heada, | thought, it's another pimping job.

"What'sthejob?" | said. "Didging in Arthurton's girlfriend? Boyfriend? German shepherd?!

"Jesus, no!" he said, and looked around to make sure nobody'd heard that. " Arthurton's totally
sraight, vegetarian, clean, area Gary Cooper type. He's completely committed to convincing the
public the studio'sin responsible hands. Which iswhere you comein. Well supply you with amemory
upgrade and automatic print-and-send, and I'll have you paid on receipt through the feed." He waved
the disk of hisold bosss girlfriend a me. "No more having to track me down at parties.” He smiled.

"What'sthe job?'

Hedidn't answer. He looked around the room, twitching. "I seealot of new faces," he sad,
amiling at aMarilyninydlow fegthers. There's No Business Like Show Business. "Anything
interesing?”'

Yes, upin my room, and | want to flash on her, not you, Mayer, so get to the point.

"ILMGM'staken someflack lately. Y ou know the rap: violence, AS's, negative influence.
Nothing serious, but Arthurton wantsto project a positive image—"

And he'sareal Gary Cooper type. | waswrong about its being apimping job, Heada. It'sa
dash-and-burn.

"What does hewant out?' | said.

He started to twitch again. "It's not a censorship job, just afew adjustments here and there. The
average revison won't be more than ten frames. Each onell take you maybe fifteen minutes, and most
of them are smple deletes. The comp can do those automaticaly.”

"And | take out what? Sex? Chooch?"

"ASs. Twenty-fiveamovie, and you get paid whether you have to change anything or not. It'l
keep you in chooch for ayear.”

"How many movies?'

"Not that many. | don't know exactly."



Hereached in his suit pocket and handed me an opdisk like the one I'd given him. "The menu's
on here"

"Everything? Cigarettes? Alcohol ?"

"All addictive substances,” he said, "visuals, audios, and references. But the Anti-Smoking
League's dready taken the nicotine out, and most of the movies on the list have only got a couple of
scenesthat need to be reworked. A lot of them are dready clean. All you'll have to do iswatch them,
do aprint-and-send, and collect your money."

Right. And then feed in access codes for two hours. A wipe was easy, five minutes tops, and a
superimpose ten, even working from avid. It was the accesses that were murder. Even my River
Phoenix-watching marathon was nothing compared to the hours I'd spend reading in accesses,
working my way past authorization guards and | D-locks so the fibe-op source wouldn't automaticaly
Spit out the changes I'd made.

"No, thanks," | said, and tried to hand him back the disk. "Not without full access."

Mayer looked patient. Y ou know why the authorization codes are necessary."

Sure. So nobody can change apixel of al those copyrighted movies, or harm ahair on the head
of al those bought-and-paid-for stars. Except the studios.

"Sorry, Mayer. Not interested,” | said, and started to walk away.

"Okay, okay," he said, twitching. "Fifty per and full exec access. | can't do anything about the
fibe-op-feed I D-locks and the Film Preservation Society registration. But you can have complete
freedom on the changes. No preapproval. Y ou can be cregtive.”

"Yeeh," | sad. "Crestive”

"Isitaded?' hesad.

Headawas sdling past the screen, looking up at Fred and Ginger. They werein close-up, gazing
into each other's eyes.

At least thejob would pay enough for my tuition and my own ASSs, instead of having to have
Heada mooch for me, instead of taking klieg by mistake and having to worry about flashing on Mayer
and carrying an indelible image of him around in my head forever. And they'redl pimping jobs, in or
out. Or officid.

"Why not?' | said, and Heada came up. Shetook my hand and dipped aludeintoit.

"Great," Mayer said. "I'll giveyou aligt. Y ou can do themin any order. A minimum of twelvea
week."

| nodded. "I'll get right onit," | said, and started for the stairs, popping the lude as | went.

Heada pursued meto the foot of the stairs. "Did you get thejob?"



"Yegh"
"Wasit aremake?'

| didn't havetimeto listen to what she'd say when she found out it was adash-and-burn.
"Yeah," | said, and sprinted back up the Sairs.

Thereredly wasn't any hurry. The lude would give me haf an hour at least and Aliswas dready
onthe bed. If shewas gtill there. If she hadn't gotten her fill of Fred and Ginge and | eft.

The door was haf-open the way 1'd left it, which was either agood or abad sign. | looked in. |
could seethe near bank. The array was blank. Thanks, Mayer. She'sgone, and al I've got to show
foritisaHays Officelig. If I'm [ucky I'll get to flash on Water Brennan taking a swig of rotgut
whiskey.

| started to push the door open, and stopped. She was there, after all. | could see her reflection
in the slvered screens. She was Sitting on the bed, leaning forward, watching something. | pushed the
door farther open so | could see what. The door scraped alittle against the carpet, but she didn't
move. She was watching the center screen. It was the only one on. She must not have been able to
figure out the other screens from my hurried instructions, or maybe one screen was dl she was used
to back in Bedford Fdls.

She was watching with that focused look she had had downgtairs, but it wasn't the Continental.
It wasn't even Ginger dancing side by side with Fred. It was Eleanor Powell. She and Fred were
tap-dancing on adark polished floor. There were lightsin the background, meant to look like tars,
and thefloor reflected them inlong, shimmering trails of light.

Fred and Eleanor were in white—him in asuit, no tails, no top hat thistime, her in awhite dress
with aknee-length skirt that swirled out when she siwung into the turns. Her light brown hair wasthe
same length as Aliss and was pulled back with awhite headband that glittered, catching the light from
thereflections.

Fred and Eleanor were dancing side by side, casudly, their ams only alittle out to the Sides for
balance, their hands not even close to touching, matching each other step for step.

Alis had the sound off, but | didn't need to hear the taps, or the music, to know what thiswas.
Broadway Melody of 1940, the second half of the "Begin the Beguine" number. Thefirst half wasa
tango, formal jacket and long white dress, the kind of stuff Fred did with al his partners, except that
he didn't have to cover for Eleanor Powell or maneuver fancy steps around her. She could dance as
well ashedid.

And the second half was this—no fancy dress, no fuss, the two of them dancing side by side,
full-length shot and one long, unbroken take. He tapped a combination, she echoed it, snapping the
stepsout in precision time, he did another, she answered, neither of them looking at the other, each of
them intent onthemusic.

Not intent. Wrong word. There was no concentration in them &t al, no effort, they might have
made up the whole routine just now as they stepped onto the polished floor, improvising as they went.



| stood there in the door, watching Alis watch them as she sat there on the edge of the bed,
looking like sex was the farthest thing from her mind. Headawas right—this had been abad idea. |
should go back down to the party and find some face who wasn't locked at the knees, whose big
ambition wasto work asawarmbody for Columbia Tri-Star. The lude I'd just taken would hold off
any flash long enough for meto talk one of the Marilynsinto coming on cue.

And Ruby Keder'd never miss me—she was obliviousto everything but Fred Agtaire and
Eleanor Powell, doing a series of rapid-fire tap breaks. She probably wouldn't even noticeif | brought
the Marilyn back up to the bed to pop. Which iswhat | should do, while| sill had time. But | didn't. |
leaned againgt the door, watching Fred and Eleanor and Alis, watching Alissreflection in the blank
screens of the right-hand array. Fred and Eleanor were reflected in the screens, too, their images
superimposed on Alissintent face on the silver screens.

And intent wasn't the right word for her either. She had lost that dert, focused look she'd had
watching the Continental, counting the steps, trying to memorize the combinations. She had gone
beyond that, watching Fred and Eleanor dance side by side, their hands not touching, and they
weren't counting either, they werelost in the effortless steps, in the easy turns, lost in the dancing, and
sowas Alis. Her face was absolutdly still watching them, like afreeze frame, and Fred Astaire and
Eleanor Powell were somehow till, too, even asthey danced.

They tapped, turning, and Eleanor danced Fred back across the floor, facing him now but till
not looking a him, her stepsreflections of his, and then they were Sde by Sde again, swinging into a
tap cadenza, their feet and the swirling skirt and the fake stars reflected in the polished floor, in the
screens, in Aliss il face,

Eleanor swung into aturn, not looking a Fred, not having to, the turn perfectly matched to his,
and they were sde by Sde again, tapping in counterpoint, their hands almost touching, Eleanor'sface
asdill asAliss, intent, oblivious. Fred tapped out aripple, and Eleanor repeated it, and glanced
sdeways over her shoulder and smiled at him, asmile of awareness and complicity and utter joy. |
flashed.

Theklieg usudly givesyou at least afew seconds warning, enough time to do something to hold
it off or at least close your eyes, but not thistime. No warning, no tdlltale soft-focus, nothing.

Oneminute | was|eaning againgt the door, watching Aliswatch Fred and Eleanor tippity-tapping
away, and the next: freeze frame, Cut! Print and Send, like a flashbulb going off in your face, only the
afterimageisas clear asthe picture, and it doesn't fade, it doesn't go away.

| put my hand up in front of my eyes, like somebody trying to shield themsdaves from anuclear
blagt, but it was too late. Theimage was aready burned into my neocortex.

I must've staggered back against the door, too, and maybe even cried out, because when |
opened my eyes, she was looking at me, darmed, concerned.

"Is something wrong?' she said, scrambling off the bed and taking my arm. "Are you okay?'
"I'mfing" | said. Fine. She was holding the remote. | took it away from her and clicked the

comp off. The screen went silver, blank except for the reflection of the two of us standing therein the
door. And superimposed on the reflection another reflection—Alissface, rapt, absorbed, watching



Fred and Eleanor in white, dancing on the starry floor.
"Comeon," | said, and grabbed Aliss hand.
"Where arewe going?'

Someplace. Anyplace. A thester where some other movieis showing. "Hollywood,” | said,
pulling her out into the hdl. "To dancein the movies."

Camera whip-pans to medium-shot: LAIT station sign. Diamond
screen, " Los Angeles Instransit” in hot pink caps, " Westwood
Station" in bright green.

Wetook the skids. Mistake. The back section was closed off but they were still practically
empty—afew knots of tourates on their way home from Universal Studios clumped together in the
middle of the room, acouple of druggates adeep against the back wall, three others over by the far
sdewadl, laying out three-card monte hands on the yellow warning strip, onelone Marilyn.

The tourates were watching the station Sign anxioudy, like they were afraid they'd misstheir
stop. Fat chance. The time between Instransit Stations may beingt, but it takes the skids agood ten
minutes to generate the negative-matter region that produces the trangit, and another five afterwards
before they turn on the exit arrows, during which time nobody was going anywhere.

The tourates might as well relax and enjoy the show. What therewas of it. Only one of the side
wallswasworking, and haf of it was running a continuous loop of adsfor ILMGM, which gpparently
didn't know it'd been taken over yet. In the center of thewall, adigitized lion roared under the studio
trademark in glowing gold: "Anything's Possible!" The screen blurred and went to swirling mist, while
avoice-over sad, "ILMGM! More Stars Than There Arein Heaven," and then announced names
while said stars appeared out of thefog. Vivien Leigh tripping toward usin ahuge hoop skirt; Arnold
Schwarzenegger roaring in on amotorcycle; Charlie Chaplin twirling his cane.

"Congtantly working to bring you the brightest starsin the firmament,” the voice-over said, which
meant the stars currently in copyright litigation. Marlene Dietrich, Macaulay Culkin at ageten, Fred
Adareintop hat and tails, strolling effortlessy, casudly toward us.

I'd dragged Alis out of the dorm to get away from mirrors and the Beguine and Fred,
tippity-tapping away on my frontal lobe, to find something different to look at if | flashed again, but all
I'd done was exchange my screen for a bigger one.

The other wall was even worse. It was apparently later than 1'd thought. They'd shut the ads of f
for the night, and it was nothing but along expanse of mirror. Like the polished floor Fred Agtaire and
Eleanor Powell had danced on, sde by side, their hands nearly—

| focused on the reflections. The druggates |ooked dead. They'd probably taken capsules Heada
told them were chooch. The Marilyn was practicing her pout in the mirror, flinching forward with a



look of open-mouthed surprise, and splaying her hand against her white pleated skirt to keep it from
billowing up. The steam grating scene from The Seven Year Itch.

The tourates were still watching the station sign, which read LaBrea Tar Pits. Aliswaswatching
it, too, her face intent, and even in the fluorescents and the flickering light of ILMGM upcoming
remakes, her hair had that curious backlit look. Her feet were apart, and she held her hands out,
braced for sudden movement.

"No skidsin Riverwood, huh?' | said.

She grinned. "Riverwood. That's Mickey Rooney's hometown in Strike Up the Band," she
sad. "Weonly had alittle onein Gaesburg. And it had seats.”

"Y ou can sgueeze more people in during rush hour without seets. Y ou don't haveto stand like
that, you know."

"I know," she said, moving her feet together. "l just keep expecting usto move.”

"Weadready did," | said, glancing at the station sign. It had changed to Pasadena. "'For about a
nanosecond. Station to station and no in-between. It's all done with mirrors."

| stood on the yellow warning strip and put my hand out toward the sdewall. "Only they're not
mirrors. They're acurtain of negative matter you could put your hand right through. Y ou need to get a
studio exec on the maketo explain it to you."

"lan't it dangerous?’ she said, looking down &t the yellow warning strip.

"Not unless you try to walk through them, which ravers sometimes try to do. There used to be
barriers, but the studios made them take them out. They got in the way of their promos.”

Sheturned and looked at the far wall. "It's so big!"

"Y ou should seeit during the day. They shut off the back part at night. So the druggates don't
piss on the floor. There's another room back there,” | pointed at the rear wall, "that'stwice asbig as
this"

"It'slikearehearsd hal," Alissad. "Likethe dance studio in Swing-time. Y ou could amost
dancein here”

"'l won't dance,' " | said. " 'Don't ask me." "
"Wrong movie" shesad, amiling. "That'sfrom Roberta.”

She turned back to the mirrored sdewall, her skirt flaring out, and her reflection cdled up the
image of Eleanor Powell next to Fred Astaire on the dark, polished floor, her hand—

| forced it back, staring determinedly at the other wall, where atrailer for the new Star Trek
movie was flashing, till it receded, and then turned back to Alis.



She waslooking at the gtation sign. Pasadenawas flashing. A line of green arrows led to the
front, and the tourates were following them through the | eft-hand exit door and off to Disneyland.

"Wherearewe going?' Alissad.

"Sight-seeing,” | said. "The homes of the stars. Which should be Forest Lawn, only they aren't
there anymore. They're back up on the silver screen working for free.”

| waved my hand at the near wall, where atrailer for the remake of Pretty Woman, starring,
natch, Marilyn Monroe, was showing.

Marilyn made an entrance in ared dress, and the Marilyn stopped practicing her pout and came
over to watch. Marilyn flipped an escargot at awaiter, went shopping on Rodeo Drive for awhite
hater dress, faded out on alingering kisswith Clark Gable.

"Appearing soon asLenaLament in Sngin' in the Rain," | said. "So tell mewhy you hate Gene
Kdly."

"I don't hate him exactly,” she said, considering. " American in Paris isawful, and that fantasy
thingin Sngin' in the Rain, but when he dances with Donald O'Connor and Frank Sinatra, he's
actualy agood dancer. It'sjust that he makesit look so hard.”

"Anditisnt?’

"No, it is. That'sthe point." She frowned. "When he does jumps or complicated steps, heflails
hisarms and puffs and pants. It'slike he wants you to know how hard it is. Fred Astaire doesn't do
that. Hisroutines are lots harder than Gene Kdlly's, the steps are terrible, but you don't see any of
that on the screen. When he dances, it doesn't [ook like heswaorking at dll. It looks easy, like he just
that minute made it up—"

Theimage of Fred and Eleanor pushed forward again, the two of them in white, tapping
casudly, effortlessy, acrossthe starry floor—

"And he made it look so easy you thought you'd come to Hollywood and do it, too,” | said.
"I know it won't be easy," she said quietly. "I know there aren't alot of liveactions—"

"Any," | said. "There aren't any liveactions being made. Unlessyou'rein Bogota. Or Beijing.
It'sal CGs. No actors need apply.”

Dancersdither, | thought, but didn't say it. | was still hoping to get apop out of this, if | could
hang onto her till the next flash. If there was anext flash. | was getting akilling heedache, which wasn't
supposed to be a side-effect.

"But if it'sal computer graphics” Aliswas saying earnestly, "then they can do whatever they
want. Including musicas”

"And what makes you think they want to? There hasn't been amusica snce 1996."



"They're copyrighting Fred Adtaire," she said, gesturing &t the screen. " They must want him for
something.”

Something isright, | thought. The sequel to The Towering Inferno. Or snuffporn movies.

"l said | knew it wouldn't be easy,” she said defensively. ™Y ou know what they said about Fred
Adtaire when hefirst came to Hollywood? Everybody said he was washed up, that his S ster wasthe
onewith dl thetaent, that he was a no-talent vaudeville hoofer who'd never make it in movies. On his
screen test somebody wrote, Thirty, balding, can dance alittle They didn't think he could do it either,
and look what happened.”

There were moviesfor himto dancein, | didn't say, but she must have seenitin my face
because she said, "He was willing to work redly hard, and so am I. Did you know he used to
rehearse his routines for weeks before the movie even started shooting? He wore out six pairs of tap
shoesrehearsing Carefree. I'm willing to practicejust ashard ashedid,” she said. "I know I'm not
good enough. | need to take balet, too. All I've had isjazz and tap. And | don't know very many
routines yet. And I'm going to have to find somebody to teach me balroom."

Where? | thought. There hasn't been a dancing teacher in Hollywood in twenty years. Or a
choreographer. Or amusical. CGs might have killed the liveaction, but they hadn't killed themusical.
It had died dl by itsdlf back in the Sixties.

"Il need ajob to pay for the dancing lessons, too," shewas saying. "The girl you weretalking to
at the party—the one who looks like Marilyn Monroe—she said maybe | could get ajob asaface.
What do they do?"

Go to parties, stand around trying to get noticed by somebody who'll trade apop for a
paste-up, do chooch, | thought, wishing | had some.

"They smile and talk and look sad while some hackate does a scan of them,” | said.

"Likeascreentest?" Alissaid.

"Like ascreen test. Then the hackate digitizes the scan of your face and putsit into aremake of
A Sar IsBorn and you get to be the next Judy Garland. Only why do that when the studio's aready
got Judy Garland? And Barbra Streisand. And Janet Gaynor. And they're al copyrighted, they're
aready stars, so why would the studios take a chance on anew face? And why take a chance on a
new movie when they can do asequel or acopy or aremake of something they aready own? And
whileweéreat it, why not star remakesin the remake? Hollywood, the ultimate recycler!”

| waved my hand at the screen where ILMGM was touting coming attractions. " The Phantom
of the Opera," thevoice-over said. "Starring Anthony Hopkins and Meg Ryan.”

"Look at that,” | said. "Hollywood's |atest effort—a remake of aremake of asilent!”

Thetraler ended, and the loop started again. The digitized lion did its digitized roar, and above it
adigitized laser burned in gold: "Anything's Possblel™

"Anything'spossible” | said, "if you have the digitizers and the Crays and the memory and the



fibe-op feed to send it out over. And the copyrights.”

The golden words faded into fog, and Scarlett smpered her way out of it towards us, holding up
her hoop skirt daintily.

"Anything's possible, but only for the sudios. They own everything, they control everything,
they—"

| broke off, thinking, theré's no way shélll give me a pop after that little outburst. Why didn't you
just tell her straight out her little dream'simpossible?

But shewasn't listening. She was looking at the screen, where the copyright cases were being
trotted out for ingpection. Waiting for Fred Astaire to appear.

"Thefirg timel ever saw him, | knew what | wanted," she said, her eyeson thewall. "Only
‘wanted' isn't the right word. | mean, not like you want anew dress—"

"Or some chooch," | said.

"It'snot even that kind of wanting. It's... therésascenein Top Hat where Fred Agtaire's
dancing in his hotel room and Ginger Rogers has the room below him, and she comes up to complain
about the noise, and hetells her that sometimes he just finds himself dancing, and she says—"

"'l supposeit'sakind of affliction,'” | said.
I'd expected her to smile at that, the way she had at my other movie quotes, but she didn't.

"An éffliction," shesad serioudy. "Only that isn't it either, exactly. It's... when he dances; it isn't
just that he makesit look easy. It'slike dl the steps and rehearsing and the music arejust practice,
and what he doesisthered thing. It'slike he's gone beyond the rhythm and the time steps and the
turnsto this other place.... If | could get there, do that..."

She stopped. Fred Astaire was sauntering toward us out of the mist in histop hat and tails,
tipping histop hat jauntily forward with the end of hiscane. | looked a Alis.

Shewaslooking at him with that lost, breathlesslook she had had in my room, watching Fred
and Eleanor, sde by side, dressed in white, turning and yet till, silent, beyond motion, beyond—

"Comeon," | said, and yanked on her hand. "Thisisour stop,” and followed the green arrows
OUL.

SCENE: Hollywood premiere night at Grauman's Chinese Theatre.
Searchlights crisscrossing the night sky, palm trees, screaming fans,
limousines, tuxedos, furs, flashbulbs popping.



We came out on Hollywood Boulevard, on the corner of Chaos and Sensory Overload, the
worst possible placeto flash. It was aDeMille scene, as usua. Faces and tourates and freglancers
and ravers and thousands of extras, milling among the vid placesand VR caves. And among the
screens. drops and freescreens and diamonds and holos, al showing trailers edited ala Psycho by
Vincent.

Trump's Chinese Theater had two huge dropscreensin front of it, running promas of the latest
remake of Ben-Hur. On one of them, Sylvester Stallone in a bronze skirt and digitized sweat was
leaning over his chariot, whipping the horses.

Y ou couldn't see the other. There was avid-neon signin front of it that said Happy Endings, and
aholoscreen showing Scarlett O'Harain thefog, saying, "But, Rhett, | loveyou.”

"Frankly, my dear—I love you, too," Clark Gable said, and crushed her in hisarms. "I've dways
loved you!"

"The cement hasstarsinit,” | said to Alis, pointing down. It wastoo crowded to seethe
sdewdk, let donethe stars. | led her out into the street, which wasjust as crowded, but at least it
was moving, and down toward the vid places.

Hawkersfrom the VR caves crushed flyersinto our hands, two dollars off redity, and River
Phoenix pushed up. "Drag? Flake? A pop?"

| bought some chooch and popped it right there, hoping it would stave off aflash till we got back
to the dorm.

The crowd thinned out alittle, and | led Alis back onto the sdewalk and past aVR cave
advertising, "A hundred percent body hookup! A hundred percent redlistic!”

A hundred percent redigtic, dl right. According to Heada, who knows everything, smsex takes
more memory than most of the VR caves can afford, and haf of them dap a datahelmet on the
customer, add some noise to makeit ook likea VR image, and bring in afredancer.

| towed Alisaround the VR cave and straight into a herd of tourates standing in front of abooth
caled A Star IsBorn and gawking at avid-pitch. "Make your dreams come true! Be amovie star!
$89.95, including disk. Studio-licensed! Studio-qudity digitizing!"

"l don't know, which one do you think | should do?" afat fema e tourate was saying, flipping
through the menu.

A bored-looking hackate in awhite lab coat and James Dean pompadour glanced at the movie
shewas pointing at, handed her a plastic bundle, and motioned her into acurtained cubicle.

She stopped hafway in. "I'll be able to watch this on the fibe-op feed, won't 17?7
"Sure," James Dean said, and yanked the curtain across.

"Do you have any musicals?' | asked, wondering if held lie to me like he had to the tourate. She
wasn't going to be on the fibe-op feed. Nothing gets on except studio-authorized changes. Paste-ups



and dash-and-burns. She'd get atape of the scene and orders not to make any copies.
Helooked blank. "Musicas?*

"Y ou know. Singing? Dancing?' | said, but the tourate was back wearing atoo-short white robe
and abrown wig with braids looped over her ears.

"Stand up here," James Dean said, pointing at aplastic crate. He fastened a data harness around
her large middle and went over to an old Digimatte compositor and switched it on.

"Look at the screen,” he said, and the tourates all moved so they could seeit. Storm troopers
blasted away, and L uke Skywalker appeared, standing in adoorway over adropoff, his arm around
ablank blue space in the screen.

| left Aliswatching and pushed through the crowd to the menu. Stagecoach, The Godfather,
Rebel without a Cause.

"Okay, now," James Dean said, typing onto a keyboard. The fema e tourate appeared on the
screen next to Luke. "Kiss him on the cheek and step off the box. Y ou don't have to jump. The data
harnessl| do everything.”

"Won't it show in the movie?'

"The machine cutsit out."

They didn't have any musicals. Not even Ruby Kedler. | worked my way back to Alis.

"Okay, roll 'em," James Dean said. Thefat tourate smooched empty air, giggled, and jumped off
the box. On the screen, she kissed L uke's cheek, and they swung out across a high-tech abyss.

"Comeon," | said to Alisand steered her across the street to Screen Test City.

It had amultiscreen filled with stars faces, and an old guy with the pinpoint eyes of aredliner.
"Beadtar! Get your face up on the silver screen! Who do you want to be, popsy?' he said, leering at
Alis "Marilyn Monroe?'

Ginger Rogers and Fred Astaire were Side by side on the bottom row of the screen. "That one,"
| said, and the screen zoomed till they filled it.

"You'relucky you cametonight,” the old guy said. "Hés going into litigation. What do you want?
Stll or scene?!

"Scene," | said. "Just her. Not both of us."
"Stand in front of the scanner,” he said, pointing, "and let me get atill of your smile”
"No, thank you," Alissaid, looking & me.

"Comeon," | said. "Y ou said you wanted to dance in the movies. Here's your chance.”



"Y ou don't have to do anything," the old guy said. "All | need's an image to digitize from. The
scanner doestherest. Y ou don't even haveto smile.”

Hetook hold of her arm, and | expected her to wrench away from him, but she didn't move.

"l want to dancein the movies," she said, looking a me, "not get my face digitized onto Ginger
Rogerss body. | want to dance.”

"You'll be dancing," the old guy said. "Up there on the screen for everybody to see” He waved
hisfree hand at the milling cast of thousands, none of whom werelooking at his screen. "And on
opdisk."

"Y ou don't understand,” she said to me, tearsweling up in her eyes. "The CG revolution—"
"Isright therein front of you," | said, suddenly fed up. "Simsex, paste-ups, shuffshows,
make-your-own remakes. Look around, Ruby. Y ou want to dance in the movies? Thisisasclose as

you're going to get!"

"| thought you understood,” she said bleakly, and whirled before either of us could stop her, and
plunged into the crowd.

"Alis, wait!" | shouted, and started after her, but she was aready far ahead. She disappeared
into the entrance to the skids.

"Losethegirl?" avoice said, and | turned and glared. | was opposite the Happy Endings booth.
"Get dumped? Change the ending. Make Rhett come back to Scarlett. Make Lassie come home.”

| crossed the street. It was all Smsex parlors on thisside, promising a pop with Md Gibson,
Sharon Stone, the Marx Brothers. A hundred percent reditic. | wondered if | should doasm. |
stuck my head in the promo data helmet, but there wasn't any blurring. The chooch must be working.

"Y ou shouldn't do thet,” afemaevoice sad.

| pulled my head out of the helmet. A fred ancer was standing there, blond, in atorn net leotard
and a beauty mark. Bus Stop. "Why go for avirtud imitation when you can havethered thing?' she
breathed.

"Whichiswhat?' | said.

The amiledidn't fade, but shelooked ingtantly on guard. Mary Astor in The Maltese Fal con.
"What?'

"Thisred thing. What isit? Sex? Love? Chooch?'

She half put up her hands, like she was being arrested. "Are you anarc?'Cause | don't know
what you're talking about. | was just making acomment, okay? | just don't think people should settle
for VRs, isdl, when they could talk to somebody redl."

"Like Marilyn Monroe?' | said, and wandered on down the sidewalk past three more



fredlancers. Marilyn in awhite hater dress, Madonnain brass cones, Marilynin pink satin. Thered
thing.

| scored some more chooch and aline of tinseltown from a James Dean too splatted to
remember he was supposed to be sdlling the stuff, and ate it, walking on past the snuffshows, but
somewhere | must have gotten turned around because | was back at Happy Endings, watching the

holoscreen. Scarlett ran into the fog after Rhett, Butch and Sundance lesped forward into ahail of
gunfire, Humphrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman stood in front of an airplane looking a each other.

"Back again, huh?' the hawker said. "Best thing for abroken heart. Kill the bastards. Get the
girl. Whet'll it be? Lost Horizon? Terminator 97"

Ingrid wastelling Bogie she wanted to stay, and Bogie wastelling her it wasimpossible.
"What happy endings do people come up with for this?' | asked him.

"Casablanca?" He shrugged. "The Nazis show up and kill the husband, Ingrid and Bogart get
married.”

"And honeymoon in Auschwitz,” | said.
"l didn't say the endings were any good.”

On the screen Bogie and Ingrid were looking at each other. Tearswelled up in her eyes, and the
edges of the screen went to soft-focus.

"How about Shadowlands?" the guy said, but | was aready shoving through the crowd, trying
to reach the skids before | flashed.

| dmost madeit. | was past the chariot race when aMarilyn crashed into me and | went down,
and | thought, natch, I'm going to flash on cement, but | didn't.

The sidewak blurred and then went blinding, and there were starsin it, and Fred and Eleanor,
al inwhite, danced easily, eegantly through the milling crowd, and superimposed across them was
Alis, watching them, her face lost and sorrowful. Like Ingrid's.

Fade to Black

MONTAGE: No sound, HERO, seated at comp, punches keys and
deletes AS s as scene on screen changes. Western saloon, elegant
nightclub, fraternity house, waterfront bar.

Whatever effect my Judge Hardy lecture had had on Alis, it didn't make her give up on her
dream and head back to Meadowville. She was at the party again the next week.



| wasn't. I'd gotten Mayer'slist and a notice that my scholarship had been canceled dueto
"nonperformance,” and | was working on Mayer'slist just to stay in the dorm. And in chooch.

| didn't miss anything, though. Heada came up to my room hafway through the party to fill mein.
"The takeover's definitely on,” she said. "Mayer's boss's been moved to Development, which means
he's on theway out. Warner'sfiling a countersuit on Fred Adtaire. It goesto court tomorrow."

Alis should have had her face pasted onto Ginger's while she had the chance. She'd never get a
chance to dance with him now.

"Vincent's at the party,” she said. "He's got anew decay morph.”
"What apity I've got to missthat,” | said.

"What are you doing up here anyway?' she said, fishing. "Y ou've never missed a party before.
Everybody's down there. Mayer, Alis—" she paused, watching my face.

"Mayer, huh?' | said. "I've got to talk to him about araise. Do you know who drinksin the
movies? Everybody." | took aswig of scotch toillustrate. "Even Gary Cooper.”

" Should you be doing that stuff?* Heada said.

"Areyou kidding? It's cheap, it'slegd, and | know what it is." And it was pretty good at
keeping mefrom flashing.

"Isit safe?" Heada, who thought nothing of snorting white stuff she found on the floor, was
reading the bottle warily.

"Of courseit's safe. And endorsed by W. C. Fields, John Barrymore, Bette Davis, and E.T.
And the mgjor studios. It'sin every movie on Mayer'slist. Camille, The Maltese Falcon, Gunga
Din. Even Sngin' in the Rain. Champagne & the party after the premiere.” The one where Donad
O'Connor said, "Y ou have to show amovie at aparty. It'saHollywood law."

| finished off the bottle. "Also Oklahoma! Poor Judd is dead. Dead drunk.”

"Mayer was hitting on Alis at the party,” she said, till looking & me.

Y eah, well, that wasinevitable.

"Aliswasteling him how she wanted to dancein the movies™"

That was inevitable, too.

"l hopethey'll be very happy,” | said. "Or is he saving her to give to Gary Cooper?'

"She cantt find adancing teacher."

"Well, I'd love to stay and chat,” | said, "but I've got to get back to the Hays Office." | caled up
Casablanca again and started deleting liquor bottles.



" think you should help her," Heada said.
"Sorry," | said. " 'l stick my neck out for nobody." "
"Tha'saquotefrom amovie, isn't it?"

"Bingo," | said. | deleted the crystal decanter Humphrey Bogart was pouring himself adrink out

" think you should find her adancing teacher. Y ou know alot of peoplein the business.

"There aren't any peoplein the business. It'sal CGs, it'sal ones and zeros and didge-actors
and edit programs. The sudios aren't even hiring warmbodies anymore. The only people inthe
business are dead, along with the liveaction. Along with the musical. Kaput. Over. Theend of Rico.'"

"That's aquote from the movies, too, isnt it?'

"Yes" | sad, "which are dso dead in case you couldn't tell from Vincent's decay morph.”

"Y ou could get her ajob asaface

"Likethe one you've got?'

"Well, then, ajob as ahackate, asafoley, or alocation assstant or something. She knowsalot
about movies."

" She doesn't want to hack,” | said, "and even if she did, the only movies she knows about are
musicas. A location assistant's got to know everything, stock shots, props, frame numbers. Bea
perfect job for you, Heada. Now | really have to get back to playing Lee Remick.”

Headalooked like she wanted to ask if that was amovie, too.

"Hallelujah Trail," | said. "Temperance leader, battling demon rum.” | tipped the bottle up,
trying to get the last drops out. "Y ou have any chooch?”

Shelooked uncomfortable. "No."

"Well, what have you got? Besidesklieg. | don't need any more doses of redity.”

"I don't have anything,” she said, and blushed. "I'm trying to taper off alittle.”

"You?" | said. "What happened? Vincent's decay morph get to you?'

"No," she said defensively. "The other night, when | was on theklieg, | waslistening to Alistalk
about wanting to be adancer, and | suddenly realized there was nothing | wanted, except chooch and
getting popped.”

" S0 you decided to go straight, and now you and Alis are going to tap-dance your way to
gtardom. | can seeit now, your names up in lights—Ruby Kedler and UnaMerke in Gold Diggers



of 2018!"
"No," shesaid, "but | decided I'd liketo be like her, that I'd like to want something."
"Evenif that something isimpossible?!
| couldn't make out her expression. "Y eah.”

"WEéll, giving up chooch isn't theway to doiit. If you want to figure out whét it is you want, the
way to doit isto watch alot of movies."

She looked defensive again.

"How do you think Alis came up with this dancing thing? From the movies. She doesn't just want
to dance in the movies, she wantsto be Ruby Kedler in 42nd Street—the plucky little chorus girl with
aheart of gold. The odds are stacked against her, and al she's got is determination and a pair of tap
shoes, but don't worry. All she hasto do is keep hoofing and hoping, and shell not only makeit big,
shelll savethe show and get Dick Powdl. It'sdl right therein the script. You didn't think Aliscame
up with it on her own, did you?"

"Came up with what?'

"Her part,” | said. "That'swhat the movies do. They don't entertain us, they don't send the
message: 'We care.’ They give uslinesto say, they assign us parts. John Wayne, ThedaBara, Shirley
Temple, take your pick."

| waved at the screen, where the Nazi commandant was ordering a bottle of Veuve Cliquot '26
he wasn't going to get to drink. "How about Claude Rains sucking up to the Nazis? No, sorry,
Mayer's dready playing that part. But don't worry, there are enough partsto go around, and
everybody's got afeatured role, whether they know it or not, even the faces. They think they're
playing Marilyn, but they're not. They're doing Greta Garbo as Sadie Thompson. Why do you think
the execs keep doing dl these remakes? Why do they keep hiring Humphrey Bogart and Bette
Davis? It's because dl the good parts have already been cast, and dl we're doing is auditioning for the
remake."

Shelooked at me so intently | wondered if sheld lied about giving up ASs and was doing klieg.
"Aliswasright,” shesaid. "You do lovethe movies."

"What?'

"I never noticed, the wholetime I've known you, but she'sright. Y ou know dl thelinesand all
the actors, and you're dways quoting from them. Alis saysyou act like you don't care, but undernesth
you redly love them, or you wouldn't know them dl by heart.”

| said, inmy best Claude Rains, " 'Ricky, | think that underneeth that cynica shell you are quite
the sentimentalist.’ Ruby Keder does Ingrid Bergman in Spellbound. Did Dr. Bergman have any
other psychiatric observations?'

"She said that'swhy you do so many AS's, because you love movies and you can't stand seeing



them being butchered.”

"Wrong," | said. "Y ou don't know everything, Heada. It's because | pushed Gregory Peck onto
aspiked fence when we were kids."

"See?' she said wonderingly. "Even when you're denying it, you doiit."

"Well, this has been fun, but | have to get back to work butchering,” | said, "and you haveto get
back to deciding whether you want to play Sadie Thompson or UnaMerke." | turned back to the
screen. Peter Lorre was clutching Humphrey Bogart'slapel's, begging him to save him.

"Y ou said everybody's playing a part, whether they know it or not," Headasaid. "What part am
| playing?”

"Right now? ThdmaRitter in Rear Window. The meddling friend who doesn't know when to
keep her nose out of other people's business,”" | said. " Shut the door when you leave.”

She did, and then opened it again and stood there watching me. "Tom?"

"Yeeh?' | sad.

"If I'm Thelma Ritter and Alisis Ruby Keder, what part are you playing?'

"King Kong."

Headaleft, and | sat there for awhile, watching Humphrey Bogart stand by and let Peter Lorre
get arrested, and then got up to seeif there were any AS's on the premises. Therewasklieg inthe
medicine cabinet, just what | needed, and abottle of champagne from one time when Mayer brought
aface up to watch me paste her into East of Eden. | took aswig. It wasflat, but better than nothing.
| poured somein aglass and ff'd to the "Play it again, Sam" scene.

Bogart dugged down adrink, the screen went to soft-focus, and he was pouring Ingrid Bergman
champagne in front of amatte that was supposed to be Paris.

The door opened.
"Forget to give me some gossip, Heada?' | said, taking another swallow.

It was Alis. She was wearing a pinafore and puffed deeves. Her hair was darker, and had abig
bow init, but it had that same backlit look to it, framing her face with radiance.

Fred Agtaire tapped aripple on the polished floor, and Eleanor Powell repeated it and turned to
amilea him—

| downed the rest of the champagne in one gulp, and poured some more. "Wdll, if it isn't Ruby
Keder," | sad. "What do you want?'

She stayed in the doorway. "The musica's you showed me the other night, Heada said you might
be willing to loan methe opdisks."



| took adrink of champagne. "They aren't on disk. It'sadirect fibe-op feed,” | said, and sat
down &t the comp.

"|sthat what you do?"' she said from behind me. She was standing |ooking over my shoulder at
the screen. ™Y ou ruin movies?'

"That'swhat | do," | said. " protect the movie-going public from the evils of demon rum and
chooch. Mostly demon rum. There arent dl that many movieswith drugsin them. Valley of the
Dolls, Postcards from the Edge, acouple of Cheech and Chongs, The Thief of Bagdad. | dso
remove nicotineif the Anti-Smoking League didn't get therefirst.” | deleted the champagne glass
Ingrid Bergman wasraising to her lips. "What do you think? Cocoa or tea?"

Shedidn't say anything.

"It'sabig job. Maybe you could do the musicals. Want me to access Mayer and seeif hell hire
you?"

She looked stubborn. "Heada said you could make opdisks for me off the feed,” she said stiffly.
"I just need them to practice with. Till | can find adancing teacher.”

| turned around in the chair to look at her. "And then what?"

"If you don't want to lend them to me, | could watch them here and copy down the steps. When
you're not using the comp.”

"And then what?" | said. "Y ou copy down the steps and practice the routines and then what?
Gene Kdly pullsyou out of the chorus—no, wait, | forgot, you don't like Gene Kelly—Gene Nelson
pullsyou out of the chorus and gives you the lead? Mickey Rooney decidesto put on a show?
What?'

"l don't know. When | find adancing teacher—"

"There aren't any dancing teachers. They dl went home to Meadowville fifteen years ago, when
the studios switched to computer animation. There aren't any soundstages or rehearsa halsor studio
orchestras. There aren't any studios, for God's sake! All thereisisabunch of geekates hacking away
on Crays and abunch of corporation execstelling 'em what to do. Let me show you something.” |
twisted back around in the chair. "Menu," | said. " Top Hat. Frame 97-265."

Fred and Ginge came up on the screen, spinning around in the Piccolino. ™Y ou want to bring
musicas back. Well do it right here. Forward at five." The screen dowed to a sequence of frames.
Kick and. Turn and. Lift.

"How long did you say Fred had to practice his routines?'

"SX weeks" she said tonelesdly.

"Too long. Think of al that rehearsd-hdl rent. And al those tap shoes. Frame 97-288 to

97-631, repeat four times, then 99-006 to 99-115, and continuous loop. At twenty-four.” The screen
didinto redtime, and Fred lifted Ginge, lifted her again, and again, effortledy, lightly. Lift, and lift,



and kick and turn.

"Doesthat kick look high enough to you?' | said, pointing at the screen. "Frame 99-108 and
freeze" | fiddled with theimage, raising Fred'sleg till it touched hisnose. "Too high?' | eased it back
down alittle, smoothed out the shadows. "Forward at twenty-four."

Fred kicked, hisleg salling into the air. And lift. And lift. And lift. And lift.
“All right," Alissaid. "1 get the point.”

"Bored dready? Y ou'reright. This should be aproduction number.” | hit multiply. "Eleven, Sde
by sde" | said, and adozen Fred Adtaires kicked in perfect synch, lift, and lift, and lift, and lift.
"Multiply rows" | said, and the screen filled with Fred, lifting, kicking, tipping histop hat.

| turned around to look at Alis. "Why would they want you when they can have Fred Agtaire? A
hundred Fred Agtaires? A thousand? And none of them have trouble learning astep, none of them get
blisters on their feet or throw temper tantrums or have to be paid or get old or—"

"Get drunk," she said.

"Y ou want Fred drunk?' | said. "I can do that, too. Frame 97-412 and freeze." Fred Adtaire
stopped in midturn, smiling. "Frame 97—" | said, and the screen went silver and then to legalese. "The
character of Fred Adaireis currently unavailable for fibe-op transmission. Copyright ownership suit
ILMGM v. RKO-Warner..."

"Oops. Fred'sin litigation. Too bad. Y ou should have taken that paste-up while you had the
chance."

She wasn't looking at the screen. She was looking at me, her gaze dert, focused, theway it had
been on the Piccalino. "'If you're so surewhat | want isimpossible, why are you trying so hard to talk
meout of it?'

Because | don't want to see you down on Hollywood Boulevard in atorn-net leotard. | don't
want to have to stick your facein aRiver Phoenix movie so Mayer's boss can pop youl.

"You'reright," | said. "Why the hell am 17" | turned to the comp and said, "Print accesses, dl
files"" | ripped the hardcopy out of the printer. "Here. Take my fibe-op accesses and make dl the
disksyou want. Practicetill your little feet bleed.” | thrust it at her.

Shedidn't takeiit.

"Goon," | said, and pressed it into her unresponsive hand. "Who am | to stand in your way? In
theimmortal words of Leo the Lion, anything's possible. Who caresif the studios have got dl the
copyrights and the fibe-op sources and the digitizers and the accesses? Well saw our own costumes.
WEell build our own sets. And then, right before we open, Bebe Danidsl| break her leg and you'll
haveto go onfor her!"

She crumpled up the hardcopy, looking like shed like to throw it a me. "How would you know
what's possible and impossible? Y ou don't even try. Fred Agtaire—"



"Istied up in court, but don't let that stop you. Thereés till Ann Miller. And Seven Brides for
Seven Brothers. And Gene Kdly. Oh, wait, | forgot, you're too good for Gene Kelly. Tommy Tune.
And don't forget Ruby Kedler."

Shethraw it.

| picked the hardcopy up and uncrumpled it. " Temper, temper, Scarlett, " | drawled, smoothing
it out. | tucked it in the pocket of her pinafore and patted it. "Now get out there on that stage. It's
show time! The whole cast's counting on you. Remember you're going out there a youngster, but
you've got to come back astar.”

Her hand clenched, but she didn't throw the hardcopy again. She wheded, skirt flaring like
Eleanor'swhite one. | had to close my eyes againgt the sudden image of Fred and Eleanor dancing on
the polished floor, the phony stars shimmering in endlessripples, and missed Aliss exit.

She dammed the door behind her, and the image receded. | opened it and leaned out. "Be so
good you'll make me hate you,” | called after her, but she was dready gone.

SCENE: Busby Berkeley production number. Giant revolving fountain
with chorus girlsin gold lame on each levdl, filling champagne glassesin
the flowing fountain. Move in to close-up of champagne glass, then to
close-up of bubbles, inside each bubble a chorus girl in gold-sequined tap
pants and halter top, tap-dancing.

Alisdidn't come back again after that. Heada went out of her way to keep me posted—she
hadn't found a dancing teacher, the Viamount takeover was adone deal, Columbia Tri-Star was
doing aremake of Somewherein Time.

"There was this Columbiaexec at the party,” Heada told me, perched on my bed. "He said
they've been doing experiments with images projected into negative matter regions, and thereésa
measurable lag. He saysthey're this close'—she did the thumb-and-forefinger bit—"to inventing time
trave."

"Great," | said. "Aliscan go back to the thirties and take dancing lessons from Busby Berkeley
himsdf.”

Only shedidn't like Busby Berkeley, and after taking all the ASsout of Footlight Parade and
Gold Diggers of 1933, neither did I.

Shewasright about there not being any dancing in hismovies. Therewas aglimpse of tapping
feetin 42nd Street, arehearsal going on in the background of aplot exposition scene, afew barsin
"Pettin' in the Park” for Ruby, who danced about aswell as Judy Garland. Otherwiseit was dl neon
violins and revolving wedding cakes and fountains and posed platinum-haired chorus girls, every one
of whom had probably been a studio exec's popsy. Overhead kal eidoscope shots and pans and
low-angle shots from undernegth chorus girls spread-apart legs that would have given the Hays



Officefits. But no dancing.

Lots of drinking, though—speakeasi es and backstage parties and silver flasks stuck in chorus
girls garters. Even aproduction number in abar, with Ruby Keder as Shanghai Lil, apopsy who'd
donealot of hooch and alot of sailors. A hymn to acohol'sfiner qualities.

Of which there were many. It was cheap, it didn't do as much damage asredline, and if it didn't
give you the blessed forgetfulness of chooch, it stopped the flashing and put a nice soft-focus on things
in generd. Which made it easier to work on Mayer'slist.

It aso camein assorted flavors—martinisfor Topper, ederberry winefor Arsenic and Old
Lace, anice Chianti for Slence of the Lambs. In between | drank champagne, which had apparently

been in every movie ever made, and cursed Mayer, and del eted beakers and |aboratory flasks from
the cantinascenein Star War's.

| went to the next party, and the one after that, but Aliswasn't there. Vincent was, demonstrating
another program, and the studio exec, Hill pitching timetravel to the Marilyns, and Heada.

"That suff waan't klieg after al," shetold me. "It was some designer chooch from Brazil .

"Which explanswhy | keep hearing the Beguine," | said.

"Huh?'

"Nothing," | said, looking around the room. Vincent's program must be aweeper smulator.
Jackie Cooper was up on the screen, in a battered top hat and a polka-dot tie, blubbering over his
dead dog.

"She'snot here," Heada said.

"I waslooking for Mayer," | said. "He's going to have to pay me double for The Philadelphia
Sory. Thething'sfull of alcohol. Sherry before lunch, martinis out by the pool, champagne, cocktalls,
hangovers, ice packs. Cary Grant, Katharine Hepburn, Jmmy Stewart. The whole cast's stinking."

| took a swig from the creme de menthe | had |eft over from Days of Wine and Roses. "The
visudswill take at |east three weeks, and that doesn't include thelines. 'l have the hiccups. | wonder if
| might borrow adrink.""

"She was here earlier,” Heada said. " One of the execs was hitting on her.”

"No, no, | say, 'l wonder if I might borrow adrink," and you say, 'Certainly. Coasto
Newcastle. " | took another drink.

" Should you be doing so much acohol?* Heada, the chooch queen, said.

"l haveto,” | said. "It'sthe bad effect of watching al these movies. Thank goodness ILMGM's
remaking them so no one else will be corrupted.” | drank some more créme de menthe.

Headalooked at me sharply, like she'd been doing klieg again. "ILMGM's doing a remake of



Time After Time. The exec told Alis he thought he could get her apartinit.”

"Great," | said, and went over to look at Vincent's program.

Audrey Hepburn was up on the screen now, standing in the rain and sobbing over her cat.

"Thisisour new tears program,” Vincent said. "It'sill in the experimentd stage.”

He said something to his remote, and the screen split. A computerized didge-actor sobbed
aongsde Audrey, clutching what looked like ayelow rug. Tears weren't the only thing in the
experimentd stage.

"Tearsare the mogt difficult form of water smulation to do,” Vincent said. The Tin Woodman
was up there now, rusting hisjoints. "It's because tears aren't redlly water. They've got mucoproteins
and lysozymes and a high salt content. It affectstheindex of refraction and makes them hard to
reproduce,” he said, sounding defensive.

He should. The didge-woodman'stearslooked like Vasdline, oozing out of digitized eyes. "You

ever program VRs?' | said. "Of, say, amovie scene like the one you used for the edit program a
couple of weeks ago? The Fred Adtaire and Ginger Rogers scene”?”’

"A virtua? Sure. | can do helmet and full-body data. 1sthis something you're working on for
Mayer?'

"Yeah," | said. "Could you have the person take, say, Ginger Rogers's place, so she'sdancing
with Fred Agaire?"

"Sure. Foot and knee hookups, nerve stimulators. It'll fed like she'sredly dancing.”
"Not fed like," | said. "Can you make it so she actudly dances?'

He thought about it awhile, frowning at the screen. The Tin Woodman had disgppeared. Ingrid
Bergman and Humphrey Bogart were at the airport saying good-bye.

"Maybe," Vincent said. "l guess. We could put on some sole-sensors and rig a feedback
enhance to exaggerate her body movements so she could shuffle her feet back and forth.”

| looked at the screen. Thereweretearswelling up in Ingrid's eyes, glimmering like the redl thing.
They probably weren't. It was probably the eighth take, or the elghteenth, and amakeup girl had
come out with glycerine drops or onion juice to get theright effect. It wasn't the tearsthat did it
anyway. It wasthe face, that sweet, sad face that knew it could never have what it wanted.

"We could do swesat enhancers,” Vincent said. "Armpits, neck.”

"Never mind," | said, will watching Ingrid. The screen split and adidge-actress stood in front of
adidge-airplane, oozing baby ail.

"How about adirectional sound hookup for the taps and endorphins?’ Vincent said. " Shell
swear shewasredly dancing with Gene Kdly."



| drank the rest of the créme de menthe and handed him the empty bottle and then went back up
to my room and hacked away at The Philadelphia Story for two more days, trying to think of a
good reason for Immy Stewart to carry Katharine Hepburn and sing " Somewhere Over the
Rainbow" without being doshed, and pretending | needed one.

Mayer would hardly care, and neither would histight-assed boss. And nobody el se watched
liveections. If the plot didn't make sense, the hackates who did the remake could worry abot it.
They'd probably remake the remake anyway. Which wasaso on thelist.

| called it up. High Society. Bing Crosby and Grace Kdlly. Frank Sinatra playing Jmmy
Stewart. | ff'd through the last hdf of it, searching for inspiration, but it was even more awash with
ASs. And it wasamusicdl. | went back to Story and tried again.

It was no use. Immy Stewart had to be drunk in the swvimming pool scenetotell Katharine
Hepburn he loved her. Katharine had to be drunk for her fiancé to dump her and for her to redlize she
gill loved Cary Grant.

| gave up on the scene and went back to the one beforeit. It was just as bad. There wastoo
much expogition to cut it, and most of it wasin Jmmy Stewart's badly durred voice. | rewound to the
beginning of the scene and turned the sound up, getting amatch so | could overdub his dialogue.

"Youredill inlovewith her, aren't you?' Jmmy Stewart said, leaning belligerently toward Cary
Grant.

"Mute" | said, and watched Cary Grant say something imperturbable, hisface reveaing nothing.
"Insufficient,” the comp said. "Additiona match data needed.”

"Yeah." | turned the sound up again.

"Lizsaysyou are" Immy Stewart said.

| rew'd to the beginning of the scene and froze it for the frame number, and then went through
the scene again.

"Youredill inlovewith her, aren't you?" Jmmy Stewart said. "Liz saysyou are.”

| blanked the screen, and accessed Heada. "1 need to find out where Alisis," | said.
"Why?' she said suspicioudly.

"| think I've found her adancing teacher,” | said. "1 need her class schedule."

"Sorry," shesaid. "l don't know it."

"Come on, you know everything,” | said. "What happened to 'l think you should help her'?"

"What happened to, 'l stick my neck out for nobody'?"



"| told you, | found her somebody to teach her to dance. An old woman out in Palo Alto.
Ex-chorusgirl. Shewasin Finian's Rainbow and Funny Girl back in the saventies.”

Shewas il suspicious, but she gave it to me. Aliswastaking Moviemaking 101, basic comp
graphics stuff, and afilm hist class, The Musical 1939-1980. It was clear out in Burbank.

| took the skids and a bottle of Public Enemy gin and went out to find her. The classwasin an
old studio building UCLA had bought when the skids were firgt built, on the second floor.

| opened the door acrack and looked in. The prof, who looked like Michagl Cainein
Educating Rita, amovie with way too many ASsinit, was sanding in front of ablank,
old-fashioned comp monitor with aremote, holding forth to a scattering of students, mostly hackates
taking it for their movie content dective, some Marilyns, Alis.

"Contrary to popular belief, the computer graphics revolution didn't kill themusical,” the prof
sad. "Themusica kicked off," he paused to | et the classtitter, "in 1965."

He turned to the monitor, which was no bigger than my array screens, and clicked the remote.
Behind him, cowboys appeared, |eaping around atrain station. Oklahoma.

"The musicds, with their contrived story lines, unredistic song-and-dance sequences, and
amplistic happy endings, no longer reflected the audience's world.”

| glanced at Alis, wondering how she was taking this. She wasn't. She was watching the
cowboys, with that intent, focused look, and her lips were moving, counting the beats, memorizing the

steps.

"..which explanswhy themusicd, unlike film noir and the horror movie, has not been revived
in spite of the availability of such stars as Judy Garland and Gene Kdlly. Themusicdl isirrdevant. It
has nothing to say to modern audiences. For example, Broadway Melody of 1940..."

| retreated up the uneven steps and sat there, working on the gin and waiting for him to finish. He
did, findly, and the classtrickled out. A trio of faces, talking about arumor that Disney was going to
usewarmbodiesin Grand Hotel, a couple of hackates, the prof, snorting flake on hisway down the
steps, another hackate.

| finished off the gin. Nobody else came out, and | wondered if I'd somehow missed Alis. | went
to see. The steps had gotten steeper and more uneven while | sat there. | dipped once and grabbed
onto the banister, and then stood there aminute, listening. There was a clatter and then athunk from
ingde the room, and the faint sound of music.

Thejanitor?
| opened the door and leaned against it.
Alis, in asky-blue dresswith abustle, and aflowered hat, was dancing in the middle of the

room, ablue parasol perched on her shoulder. A song was coming from the comp monitor, and Alis
was high-stepping in time with aline of bustled, parasoled girls on the monitor behind her.



| didn't recognize the movie. Carousel, maybe? The Harvey Girls? The girlswere replaced by
high-stepping boysin derbies and straw hats, and Alis stopped, bresthing hard, and pulled the remote
out of her high-buttoned shoe. She rewound, stuck the remote back in her shoe, and propped the
parasol against her shoulder. The girls gppeared again, and Alis pointed her toe and did aturn.

She had piled the desksin stacks on either side of the room, but there gtill wasn't enough room.
When she swung into the second turn, her outstretched hand crashed into them, nearly knocking them
over. Shereached for the remote again, rew'd, and saw me. She clicked the screen off and took a
step backward. "What do you want?"

| waggled my finger at her. "Giveyou alittle advice. 'Don't want what you can't have. Michad J.
Fox, For Love or Money. Bar scene, party, nightclub, three bottles of champagne. Only not
anymore. Y ourstruly has done hisjob. Right down the sink.”

| swvung my arm to demonstrate, like James Masonin A Sar Is Born, and the chairswent over.

"Youre splatted,” she said.

" 'Nope.'" | grinned. "Gary Cooper in The Plainsman." | walked toward her. "Not splatted.
Boiled, pickled, soused, sozzled. In aword, drunk as a skunk. It'saHollywood tradition. Do you
know how many movies have drinking in them? All. Except the ones I'vetaken it out of. Dark
Victory, Citizen Kane, Little Miss Marker. Westerns, gangster movies, weepers. It'sin al of them.
Every one. Even Broadway Melody of 1940. Do you know why Fred got to dance the Beguine with
Eleanor? Because George Murphy was too tanked up to go on. Forget dancing,” | said, making
another siweeping gesture that nearly hit her. "What you need to do ishave adrink."

| tried to hand her the bottle.

She took another protective step toward the monitor. ™Y ou're drunk.”

"Bingo," | said." 'Very drunk indeed,’ as Audrey Hepburn would say. Breakfast at Tiffany's. A
moviewith ahappy ending.”

"Why'd you come here?' shesaid. "What isit you want?"

| took aswig out of the bottle, remembered it was empty, and looked at it sadly. "Cameto tell
you the movies aren't red life. Just because you want something doesn't mean you can haveit. Came
to tell you to go home before they remake you. Audrey should've gone hometo Tulip, Texas. Came
totdl you to go hometo Carval." | waited, swaying, for her to get the reference.

"Andy Hardy Has Too Much to Drink," she said. "He's the one who needsto go home."

The screen faded to black for afew frames, and then | was sitting hafway down the steps, with
Alisleaning over me. "Areyou al right?" she said, and tears were glimmering in her eyeslike sars.

"I'mfing" | said. " 'Alcohoal isthe greet level-d-ler,’ as Immy Stewart would say. Need to pour
some on these steps.”

"l don't think you should take the skidsin your condition,” she said.



"Weredl ontheskids" | said. "Only placeleft.”

"Tom," she said, and there was another fade to black, and Fred and Ginger were on both walls,
Spping martinis by the poal.

"That'll haveto go," | said. "Have to send the message 'We care.' Gotta sober immy Stewart
up. So what if it'sthe only way he can get up the courageto tell her what he redlly thinks? See, he
knows she'stoo good for him. He knows he can't have her. He hasto get drunk. Only way he can
ever tel her hesinlovewith her.”

| put out my hand to her hair. "How do you do that?' | said. "That backlighting thing?"
“Tom," shesaid.
| let my hand drop. "Doesn't matter. They'll ruinit in the remake. Not redl anyway."

| waved my hand grandly at the screen like Gloria Swanson in Sunset Boulevard. "All a'lusion.
Makeup and wigs and fake sets. Even Tara. Just afdsefront. FX and foleys.”

" think you'd better St down,” Alissaid, taking hold of my arm.

| shook it off. "Even Fred. Not thered thing at all. All those taps were dubbed in afterwards,
and they aren't redlly stars. Inthefloor. It'sal done with mirrors.

| lurched toward thewall. "Only it's not even amirror. Y ou can put your hand right throughit.”

After which things went to montage. | remember trying to get out at Forest Lawn to see where
Holly Golightly was buried and Alisyanking on my arm and crying big jellied tearslike the onesin
Vincent's program. And something about the station sign beeping Beguine, and then we were back in
my room, which looked funny, the arrays were on the wrong side of the room, and they al showed
Fred carrying Eleanor over to the pool, and | said, "Y ou know why the musical kicked off? Not
enough drinking. Except Judy Garland," and Alissaid, "Is he splatted?* and then answered hersdif,
"No, he'sdrunk.” And | said, " 'l don't want you to think | have adrinking problem. | can quit
anytime. | just don't want to," " and waited, grinning foolishly, for the two of them to get the reference,
but they didn't. " Some Like It Hot, Marilyn Monroe," | said, and began to cry thick, oily tears. "Poor
Mailyn."

Andthen | had Alis on the bed and was popping her and watching her face so I'd seeit when |
flashed, but the flash didn't come, and the room went to soft-focus around the edges, and | pounded
harder, faster, nailing her against the bed so she couldn't get away, but she was aready goneand |
tried to go after her and ran into the arrays, Fred and Eleanor saying good-bye at the airport, and put
my hand up and it went right through and | lost my balance. But when | fell, it wasn't into Alissarms
or into the arrays. It wasinto the negative-matter regions of the skids.

LEWISSTONE: [Sternly] | hopeyou've learned your lesson, Andrew.
Drinking doesn't solve your problems. It only makesthem wor se.



MICKEY ROONEY: [Hangdog] | know that now, Dad. And |'ve
learned something else, too. I'velearned | should mind my own
business and not meddlein other peopl€e's affairs.

LEWISSTONE: [Doubitfully] I hope so, Andrew. | certainly hope so.

In The Philadelphia Sory, Katharine Hepburn's getting drunk solved everything: her
stuffed-shirt fiancé broke off the engagement, Immy Stewart quit tabloid journalism and started the
serious novel hisfaithful girlfriend had aways known he had in him, Mom and Dad reconciled, and
Katharine Hepburn finally admitted she/d been in love with Cary Grant dl dong. Happy endingsdl
around.

But the movies, as| had tried so soddenly to tell Alis, are not Redl Life. And dl | had done by
getting drunk was to wake up in Heada's dorm room with atwo-day hangover and a Six-week
suspension from the skids.

Not that | was going anywhere. Andy Hardy learns hislesson, forgets about girls, and settles
down to the serious task of Minding His Own Business, ajob made easier by the fact that Heada
wouldn't tell me where Alis was because she wasn't spesking to me.

And by Heada's (or Aliss) pouring al my liquor down the drain like Katharine Hepburnin The
African Queen and Mayer's putting a hold on my account till | turned in last week's dozen. Last
week's dozen congsted of The Philadel phia Sory, which | was only halfway through. So it was
heigh-ho, heigh-ho, off to work we go to find twelve squeaky-cleans | could claim I'd already edited,
and what better place to look than Disney?

Only Show White had a cottage full of beer tankards and a dungeon full of wine gobletsand
deadly potions. Seeping Beauty was no better—it had a splatted roya steward who'd drunk himself
literdly under the table—and Pinocchio not only drank beer but smoked cigarsthe Anti-Smoking
League had somehow missed. Even Dumbo got drunk.

But animation wipes are comparatively easy, and al Alice in Wonderland had was afew smoke
rings, o | was ableto finish off the dozen and replenish my stock of deadly potionsso at least | didn't
have to watch Fantasia cold sober. And agood thing, too. The Pastorale sequencein Fantasia
was so full of wineit took mefive daysto clean it up, after which | went back to The Philadel phia
Sory and stared at Immy Stewart, trying to think of someway to salvage him, and then gave up and
waited for my skids suspension to be over.

Assoon asit was, | went out to Burbank to gpologizeto Alis, but more time must have gone by
than | redized because there was a CG class cramming the unstacked chairs, and when | asked one
of the hackates where Michadl Caine and thefilm hist class had gone, he said, "That was last
semeder.”

| stocked up on chooch and went to the next party and asked Headafor Aliss class schedule.

"l don't do chooch anymore," Heada said. She was wearing atight sweater and skirt and
black-framed glasses. How to Marry a Millionaire. "Why can't you leave her dlone? She's not



hurting anybody.”

"I want—" | said, but | didn't know what | wanted. No, that wasn't true. What | wanted wasto
find amoviethat didn't haveasingle ASinit. Only there weren't any.

"The Ten Commandments,” | said, back in my room again.

There was drinking in the golden-calf scene and assorted referencesto "the wine of violence,"
but it was better than The Philadelphia Sory. | laid in asupply of grappaand asked for alist of
biblica epics, and went to work playing Charlton Heston—del eting vineyards and caling ahdt to
Roman orgies. Vengeanceis ming, saith the Lord.

SCENE: Exterior of the Hardy house in summer. Picket fence, maple
tree, flowers by front door. Sow dissolve to Autumn. Leaves falling.
Tight focus on a leaf and follow it down.

Lalalandisalot likethe skids. Y ou stand till and stare at a screen, or, worse, your own
reflection, and after awhile you're somewhere e se.

The parties continued, packed with Marilyns and studio execs. Fred Adtaire stayed in litigation,
Heada avoided me, | drank. In excdllent company. Gangsters drank, Navy lieutenants, little old
ladies, sweet young things, doctors, lawyers, Indian chiefs. Fredric March, Jean Arthur, Spencer
Tracy, Susan Hayward, Jmmy Stewart. And not just in The Philadelphia Sory. Thedl-American,
"shucks, wah-ah-dl," do-the-honorable-thing boy next door got regularly splatted. Aquavit in The
Man Who Shot Liberty Valance, brandy in Bell, Book, and Candle, "likker" sraight fromthejugin
How the West Was Won. In It's a Wonderful Life, he got drunk enough to get thrown out of a bar
and ran hiscar into atree. In Harvey, he spent the entire film pleasantly tipsy, and what in hell was|
supposed to do when | got to that movie? What in hell was| supposed to do in genera ?

Somewhere in there, Heada came to see me. "I've got aquestion,” she said, standing in the
door.

"Doesthismean you're over being mad at me?' | said.

"Because you practicaly broke my arms? Because you thought the whole time you were
popping me | was somebody else? What's to be mad about?”

"Heada..." | said.

"It's okay. Happensto medl thetime. | should open asimsex parlor.” She camein and sat
down on the bunk. "I've got aquestion.”

"I'll answer yoursif you answer ming" | said.

"I don't know where sheis."



"Y ou know everything."
"She dropped out. The word is, she'sworking down on Hollywood Boulevard.”
"Doing what?"

"| don't know. Probably not dancing in the movies, which should make you happy. Y ou were
awaystrying to talk her out of—"

| cut inwith, "What's your question?”

"] watched that movie you told me | was playing apart in. Rear Window? ThemaRitter? And
al themeddling you said she did, telling him to mind his own business, telling him not to get involved.
It was good advice. Shewasjust trying to help.”

"What's your question?"

"| watched this other movie. Casablanca. It's about this guy who has abar in Africa someplace
during World War 11, and hisold girlfriend shows up, only she's married to this other guy—"

"I know the plot,” | said. "What part don't you understand?'
"All of it," shesaid. "Why the bar guy—"
"Humphrey Bogart," | said.

"Why Humphrey Bogart drinks dl the time, why he says he won't help her and then he does,
why hetells her she can't stay. If the two of them are so splatted about each other, why can't she

Say?'

"Therewasawar on," | said. "They both had work to do."

"And thiswork was more important than the two of them?"

"Yeah," | said, but | didn't believeit, in spite of Rick'swhole "hill of beans' speech. llsaslending
mora support to her husband, Rick'sfighting in the Resistance weren't more important. They werea
substitute. They were what you did when you couldn't have what you wanted. " The Naziswould get

them,” | said.

"Okay," she said doubtfully. "So they can't stay together. But why can't he fill pop her before
sheleaves?'

"Standing there at the airport?’
"No," shesad, very serious. "Before. Back at the bar.”
Because he can't have her, | thought. And he knowsit.

"Because of the Hays Office" | said.



"In red life she would have given him apop.”

"That'sacomforting thought,” | said. "But the moviesaren't red life. And they can't tell you how
people fed. They've got to show you. Vaentino rolling his eyes, Rhett sweeping Scarlett off her feet,
Lillian Gish clutching her heart. BogielovesIngrid and can't have her." | could see her looking blank
again. "The bar owner loveshisold girlfriend, o they have to show you by not letting him touch her
or even give her agood-bye kiss. He hasto just stand there and look at her.”

"Likeyou drinking al the time and falling off the skids" shesaid.

Now it was my turn to look blank.

"The night Alis brought you back to my room, the night you were so splatted.”

| il didn't get it.

"Showing thefedings,” Headasaid. "Y ou trying to walk through the skids screen and nearly
getting killed and Alis pulling you out.”

SCENE: Exterior. The Hardy house. Wind whirlsthe dead |eaves.
Slow dissolve to a bare-branched tree. Snow. Winter.

I'd gpparently had quite anight that night. | had tried to walk through the skidswall likea
druggate on too much rave and then popped the wrong person. A wonderful performance, Andrew.

And Alis had saved me. | took the skids down to Hollywood Boulevard to look for her,
checking at Screen Test City and a A Star IsBorn, which had aRiver Phoenix lookalike working
there. The Happy Endings booth had changed its name to Happily Ever After and wasfeaturing Dr.
Zhivago, Omar Sharif and Julie Chrigtiein the field of flowers, smiling and holding ababy. A knot of
half-interested tourates were watching it.

"I'm looking for aface,” | said.

"Takeyour pick,"” theguy said. "Lara, Scarlett, Marilyn—"

"We were down here afew monthsago,” | said, trying to jog his memory. "We talked about
Casablanca...."

"l got Casablanca,” hesaid. "I got Wuthering Heights, Love Story—"
"Thisface" | interrupted. " She's about so high, light brown hair—"
"Fredancer?' hesaid.

"No," | said. "Never mind."



| walked on. There was nothing else on this side except VR caves. | stood there and thought
about them, and about the smsex parlors farther down and the fredlancers hustling out in front of them
in torn net leotards, and then went back to Happily Ever After.

"Casablanca," | said, pushing in front of the tourates, who'd decided to get in line. | dapped
down my card.

Theguy led meinside. "Y ou got a happy ending for it?" he asked.
"You bet."

He sat me down in front of the comp, an ancient-looking Wang. "Now what you do is push this
button, and your choicesll come up on the screen. Push the one you want. Good luck.”

| rotated the airplane forty degrees, flattened it to two-dimensiona, and made it ook like the
cardboard it had been. I'd never seen afog machine. | settled for asteam engine, spewing out great
belching puffs of cloud, and ff'd to the three-quarters shot of Bogietdling Ingrid, "Well aways have
Paris"

"Expand frame perimeter,” | said, and sarted filling inthelr fegt, Ingrid in flatsand Bogiein lifts,
big chunky blocks of wood strapped to his shoes with pieces of—

"What in hdl do you think you're doing?' the guy said, burtingin.
"Jugt trying to inject alittle redlity into the proceedings,” | said.
He shoved me out of the chair and started pushing keys. "Get out of here.”

The tourates who'd been ahead of me were standing in front of the screen, and alittle crowd had
formed around them.

"The plane was cardboard and the airplane mechanics were midgets,” | said. "Bogie was only
fivefour. Fred Adtaire was the son of an immigrant brewery worker. He only had asixth-grade
education.”

The guy emerged from the booth steaming like my fog machine,

" 'Heréslooking at you, kid' took seventeen takes," | said, heading toward the skids. "None of
it'sred. It'sal donewith mirrors.”

SCENE: Exterior. The Hardy house in winter. Dirty snow on roof,
lawn, piled on either side of front walk. Slow dissolve to spring.

| don't remember whether | went back down to Hollywood Boulevard again. | know | went to
the parties, hoping Aliswould show up in the doorway again, but not even Heada was there.



In between, | raped and pillaged and looked for something easy to fix. There wasn't anything.
Sobering up the doctor in Stagecoach ruined the giving birth scene. D.O.A. went dead on arrival
without Dana Andrews dugging back shots of whiskey, and The Thin Man disappeared altogether.

| called up the menu again, looking for something AS-free, something clean-cut and
al-American. Like Alissmusicas.

"Musicas," | said, and the menu chopped itself into categoriesand put up alist. | scrolled
throughit.

Not Carousdl. Billy Bigdow wasalush. So was Ava Gardner in Showboat and VVan Johnson
in Brigadoon. Guys and Dolls? No dice. Marlon Brando'd gotten amissionary splatted on rum.
Gigi? It wasfull of liquor and cigars, not to mention " The Night They Invented Champagne.”

Seven Brides for Seven Brothers? Maybe. It didn't have any saloon scenesor "Belly Up To
The Bar, Boys' numbers. Maybe some gpplgack at the barnraising or in the cabin, nothing that
couldn't be taken out with asimple wipe.

"Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” | said to the comp and poured mysdlf some of the
bourbon I'd bought for Giant. Howard Kedl rode into town, married Jane Powell, and they started
up into the mountainsin hiswagon. | could ff over thiswhole section—Howard was hardly likely to
pull out ajug and offer Janeaswig, but | let it run at regular peed while she twittered on to Howard
about her hopes and plans. Which were going to be smashed as soon as she found out she was
supposed to cook and clean for his sx mangy brothers. Howard giddyapped the make-believe horses
and looked uncomfortable.

"That'sright, Howard. Don't tell her," | said. "Shewon' listen to you anyway. She'sgot to find
out for hersdf."

They arrived at the cabin. I'd expected at least one of the brothers to have a corncob pipe, but
they didn't. There was some roughhousing, another song, and then along stretch of pure
wholesomenesstill the barnraising.

| poured mysdlf another bourbon and leaned forward, watching for homespun dissipation. Jane
Powell handed pies and cakes out of the wagon, and a straw-covered jug I'd have to turn into a pot
of beans or something, and they went into the barnraising number Alis had asked for the night | met
her. "Ff to end of music,” | said, and then, "Wait," which wasn't acommand, and they continued
gdloping through the dance, finished, and started in on raising the barn in record time.

"Stop,” | said. "Back a 96," | said, and rew'd to the beginning of the dance. "Forward redtime,”
| said, and there shewas. Alis. In apink gingham dress and white stockings, with her backlit hair
pulled back into abun.

"Freeze," | sad.
It'sthe booze, | thought. Ray Milland in Lost Weekend, seeing pink eephants. Or some effect

of theklieg, addayed flash or something, superimposing Alissface over the dancerslikeit had been
over thefigures of Fred Agtaire and Eleanor Powell dancing on the polished floor.



And how often was this going to happen? Every time somebody went into a dance routine?
Every timeaface or ahair ribbon or aflaring skirt reminded me of that first flash? Deboozing Mayer's
movies was bad enough. | didn't think | could takeit if | had to look at Alis, too.

| turned the screen off and then on again, like | wastrying to debug a program, but she was till
there.

| watched the dance again, looking at her face carefully, and then triple-timed to the scene where
the brides get kidnapped. The dancer, her light brown hair covered by abonnet, looked like Alis but
not like her. | triple-timed to the next dance number, the girls doing ballet stepsin their pantaloons
and white stockings thistime, no bonnets, but whatever it was, her hair or the music or the flare of her
skirt, had passed, and she was just agirl who looked like Alis. A girl, who, unlike Alis, had gotten to
dancein the movies.

| ff'd through the rest of the movie, but there weren't any more dance numbers and no sign of
Alis, and thiswas dl Another Lesson, Andrew, in not mixing bourbon with Rio Bravo tequila.

"Beginning credits," | said, and went back and wiped the bottle in the boardinghouse scene and
then triple-timed to the barnraising again to turn the jug into a pan of corn bread, and then thought I'd
better watch the rest of the scene to make sure the jug wasn't visible in any of the other shots.

"Print and send," | said, "and forward redtime.”

And there shewas again. Dancing in the movies.

MOVIE CLICHE #15: The Hangover. (Usually follows#14: The
Party.) Headache, jumping at loud noises, flinching at daylight.

SEE: The Thin Man, The Tender Trap, After the Thin Man,

McLintock!, Another Thin Man, The Philadelphia Story, Song of the
Thin Man.

| accessed Heada, no visua. "Do you know of anything that can sober me up?”
"Fast or painless?’

"Fadt."

"Ridigaine" she said promptly. "What's up?'

"Nothing'sup,” | said. "Mayer's bugging me to work harder on hismovies, and | decided the
ASsare dowing me down. Do you have any?"

"I'll haveto ask around,” she said. "I'll get some and bring it over.”



That's not necessary, | wanted to say, which would only make her more suspicious. "Thanks," |
sad.

While |l waswaiting for her | called up the credits. They weren't much help. There were seven
brides, after al, and the only ones| knew were Jane Powdl | and Ruta Lee, who'd been in every
B-picture made in the seventies. Dorcas was Julie Newmeyer, who'd later changed her nameto Julie
Newmar. When | went back and looked at the barnraising scene again, it was obvious which one she
was.

| watched it, listening for the other characters names. Thelittle blonde Russ Tamblyn wasin love
with was named Alice, and Dorcas was the tdl brunette. | ff'd to the kidnapping scene and matched
the other girlsto their characters names. The onein the pink dresswas Virginia Gibson.

VirginiaGibson. "Screen Actors Guild directory,” | said, and gaveit the name.

VirginiaGibson had been in an assortment of movies, including Athena and something called |
Killed Wild Bill Hickok.

"Musicas”" | sad, and thelist shrank to five. No, four. Funny Face had Fred Adaireiniit,
which meant it wasin litigation.

There was aknock on the door. | blanked the screen, then decided that would be a dead
giveaway. "Notorious,” | said, and then chickened out. What if Ingrid Bergman had Alissface, too?
"Cancd," | said, and tried to think of another movie, any movie. Except Athena.

"Tom, are you okay?' Heada called through the door.

"Coming," | sad, saring at the blank screen. Saratoga Trunk? No, that had Ingrid in it, too,
and anyway, if thiswas going to happen al thetime, I'd better know it before | took anything else.

"Notorious," | said softly, "Frame 54-119," and waited for Ingrid's face to come up.
"Tom!" Headashouted. "'Is something wrong?'

Cary Grant went out of the balroom, and Ingrid gazed after him, looking anxious and like she
was about to cry. And looking like Ingrid, which was arelief.

"Tom!" Heada said, and | opened the door.

Heada came in and handed me some blue capsules. "Take two. With water. Why didn't you
answer the door?"

"I was getting rid of the evidence,” | said, pointing at the screen. " Thirty-four champagne
bottles.”

"] watched that movie," she said, going over to the screen. "It's set in Brazil. It's got stock shots
of Rio de Janeiro and Sugar Loaf."

"Right asaways," | said, and then, casudly, " Speaking of which, you know everything, Heada.



Do you know if Fred Agtaire's been copyrighted yet?
"No," shesad. "ILMGM's appeding.”

"How long before these ridigaine take effect?’ | said before she could ask why | wanted to
know about Fred Adtaire.

"Depends on how much you've got in your system,” she said. "The way you've been popping it,
9x weeks"

"Sx weeks?"

"I'mkidding," she said. "Four hours, maybe less. Are you sure you want to do this? What if you
dart flashing again?'

| didn't ask her how she knew I'd been flashing. Thiswas, after al, Heada

She handed methe glass. "Drink lots of water. And pee as much asyou can," she said. "What's
redly up?'

"Sashing and burning,” | said, turning back to the frozen screen. | cut out another champagne
bottle.

She leaned over my shoulder. "'Isthisthe scene where they run out of champagne, and Claude
Rains goes down to the wine cdllar and catches Cary Grant?'

"Not when | get through withiit," | said. "The champagne's going to beice cream. What do you
think, should the uranium be hidden in the ice-cream freezer or the bag of rock salt?

She looked at me serioudy. "'l think there's something wrong. What isit?’

"I'm four weeks behind on Mayer'slist, and he's twitching down my neck, that's what's wrong.
Areyou surethese areridigaine?' | said, peering at the capsules. "They aren't marked.”

"I'msure,” she said, till looking suspicioudy a me.
| popped the capsulesin my mouth and reached for the bourbon.

Heada snatched it out of my hand. "Y ou take them with water." Shewent in the bathroom, and
| could hear the gurgle of the bourbon being poured down the drain.

She came out of the bathroom and handed me a glass of water. "Drink as much asyou can. It
help flush your system faster. No acohol.” She opened the closet, felt around inside, pulled out a
bottle of vodka.

"No acohol," she said, unscrewing the cap, and went back in the bathroom to pour it out. "Any
other bottles?'

"Why?" | said, sitting down on the bed. "Y ou decide to switch over from chooch?!



"l told you, | quit," she said. "Stand up."
| did, and she knelt down and started fishing under the bed.

"Whichishow | know how theridigaine's going to make you fed," she said, pulling out abottle
of champagne. "Y ou'll want adrink, but don't. You'l just tossit. And | mean tossit." She fumbled
with the cork on the bottle. "So don't drink. And don't try to do anything. Lie down as soon as you
gart feding anything, headache, shakes. And stay there. Y ou might have haluces. Snakes,
mongers...”

"Six-foot-tal rabbits named Harvey," | said.

"I'm not kidding," shesaid. "l fdt like | was going to diewhen | took it. And choochisalot
eager to quit than acohal.”

"Sowhy'd you quit?' | said.

She gave me awry look and went back to messing with the cork. "1 thought it would make
somebody notice me.”

"And did they?'

"No," she said, and went back to messing with the cork. "Why did you cal and ask meto bring
you someridigane?

"l toldyou," | said. "Mayer—"

She popped the cork. "Mayer'sin New Y ork, pimping support for his new boss, who, the word
hasit, ison theway out. The rumor isthe ILMGM execs don't like his high-handed moraizing. At
least when it appliesto them." She poured out the champagne and came back in the room. "Any other
champagne?'

"Lots" | said, and went over to the comp. "Next frame," | said, and atubful of champagne
bottles came up on the screen. ™Y ou want to pour these out, too?" | turned, grinning.

Shewaslooking at me serioudy. "What'sredly up?'

"Next frame," | said. The screen shifted to Ingrid, looking anxious, her hair likeahao. | took the
champagne glass out of her hand.

"Y ou saw her again, didn't you?' she said.
Everything.

"Who?' | said, even though it was hopeless. "Yeah," | said. "I saw her." | shut off Notorious.
"Comehere" | said, "I want you to look a something.”

"Seven Brides for Seven Brothers," | said to the comp. "Frame 25-118."



The screen lit Jane Powdll, sitting in the wagon, holding a basket.

"Forward redtime,” | said, and Jane Powell handed the basket to Julie Newmar.

"] thought thiswas going into litigation," Heada said over my shoulder.

"Over who?' | said. "Jane Powell or Howard Kedl?'

"Russ Tamblyn," she said, pointing a him. Hed climbed on the wagon and was gazing soulfully
a thelittle blonde, Alice. "Virtusonic's been using him in snuffporn movies, and ILMGM doesn't like

it. They're claming copyright abuse.”

Russ Tamblyn, looking young and innocent, which was probably the point, went off with Alice,
and Howard Ked lifted Jane Powell down off the buckboard.

"Stop,” | said to the computer. "1 want you to look at this next scene,” | said to Heada. "At the
faces. Forward redltime," | said, and the dancers formed two lines and bowed and curtsied to each
other.

| don't know what 1'd expected Heada to do—gasp and clutch her heart like Lillian Gish maybe.
Or turn to me halfway through and ask, "What exactly isit I'm supposed to be looking for?!

Shedidn't do ether. She watched the entire scene, still and silent, her face dmost as focused on
the screen as Aliss had been, and then said quietly, "I didn't think shed do it.”

For amoment | couldn't register what she said for the roaring in my head, the roaring that was
saying, "It is her. It'snot aflash. It is her.”

"All that talk about finding adance teacher,” Headawas saying. "All that stuff about Fred
Adaire. | never thought sheld—"

"Never thought shed do what?' | said blankly.

"This," she said, waving her hand vaguely a the screen, where the sides of the barn were going
up. "That shed end up as somebody's popsy,” she said. "That shed sign on. Give up. Sl out.” She
gestured at the screen again. "Did Mayer say which of the studio execs you were doing it for?”

"l didn'tdoit," | said.

"Wdl, somebody did it," she said. "Mayer must've asked Vincent or somebody. | thought you
said she didn't want her face pasted on somebody ese's.”

"Shedidnt. Shedoesn't,” | said. "Thisisn't apaste-up. It's her, dancing.”
She looked at the screen. A cowboy brought his hammer down hard on Russ Tamblyn's thumb.
"Shewouldn't sdl out,” | said.

"To quote afriend of mine," shesad, "everybody sdlsout.”



"No," | said. "People sall out to get what they want. Getting her face pasted onto somebody
elsg's body isn't what she wanted. She wanted to dance in the movies."

"Maybe she needed the money," Heada said, looking at the screen. Someone whacked Howard
Ked with aboard, and Russ Tamblyn took a poke at him.

"Maybe shefigured out she couldn't have what she wanted.”

"No," | said, thinking about her standing there on Hollywood Boulevard, her face set. ™Y ou don't
understand. No."

"Okay," shesad placatingly. "Shedidn't sall out. It isn't a paste-up.” She waved at the screen.
"So what isit? How'd she get on there if somebody didn't paste her in?"

Howard Kedl shoved apair of brawlersinto the corner, and the barn fell gpart, collapsing into a
clatter of boards and chagrin. "1 don't know," | said.

We both stood there aminute, looking at the wreckage.
"Can | seethe scene again?' Heada said.

"Frame 25-200, forward redltime,” | said, and Howard Keel reached up again to lift Jane
Powell down. The dancersformed their lines. And therewas Alis, dancing in the movies.

"Maybeit isn't her," Headasaid. "That's why you asked meto bring over theridigaine, wasnt i,
because you thought it might be the a cohol ?*

"You see her, too."

"l know," she said, frowning, "but I'm not redly sure | know what she lookslike. | mean, the
times | saw her | was pretty splatted, and so were you. And it wasn't dl that many times, wasit?"

That party, and the time Heada sent her to ask me for the access, and the episode of the skids.
Memorable occasions, dl.

"No," | said.
"Soit could beit's just somebody else who lookslike her. Her hair's darker than that, isn't it?"
"A wig," | sad. "Wigsand makeup can make you look redly different.”

"Yeah," Headasad, asif that proved something. "Or redlly dike. Maybe this person'swearing a
wig and makeup that makes her look like Alis. Who isit anyway? In the movie?'

"VirginiaGibson," | said.
"Maybethis VirginiaGibson and Alisjust ook dike. Was shein any other movies? Virginia

Gibson, | mean? If shewas, we could ook at them and see what shelooks like, and if thisis her or
not." Shelooked concernedly at me. "Y ou'd better |et the ridigaine work firgt, though. Are you having



any symptoms yet? Headache?'
"No," | said, looking at the screen.

"Well, youwill inafew minutes.”" She pulled the blankets off the bed. "Lie down, and I'll get you
some water. Ridigaingsfast, but it'srough. The best thing isif you can—"

"Sleepit off," | sad.

She brought a glass of water in and set it by the bed. "Access meif you get the shakes and Sart
seaing things™

"According to you, | dready am.”

"l didn't say thet. | just said you should check out this Virginia Gibson before you jump to any
conclusons. After theridigaine doesits Stuff.”

"Meaning that when I'm sober, it won't look like her."

"Meaning that when you're sober, you'll at least be ableto see her." She looked steadily a me.
"Do you want it to be her?’

"I think | will liedown," | said to get her to leave. "My head aches." | sat down on the bed.
"It'sgtarting to work," she said triumphantly. " Access meif you need anything.”

"I will," | said, and lay back.

She looked around the room. "Y ou don't have any moreliquor in here, do you?"

"Gdlons," | said, gesturing toward the screen. "Bottles, flasks, kegs, decanters. Y ou nameit, it's
inthere

"It just makeit worseif you drink anything."

"l know," | said, putting my hand over my eyes. " Shakes, pink dephants, six-foot-tdl rabbits,
‘and how areyou, Mr. Wilson? "

"Access me," shesad, and left, findlly.

| waited five minutes for her to come back and tell me to be sure and piss, and then another five
for the snakes and rabbits to show up, or worse, Fred and Eleanor, dressed in white and dancing side
by side. And thinking about what Headad said. If it wasn't a paste-up, what wasit? And it couldn't
be a paste-up. Heada hadn't heard Alistalking about wanting to dance in the movies. She hadn't seen
her, that night down on Hollywood Boulevard, when | offered her a chance a one. She could have
been digitized that night, been Ginger Rogers, Ann Miller, anybody she wanted. Even Eleanor Powell.
Why would she have suddenly changed her mind and decided she wanted to be a dancer nobody'd
ever heard of ? An actresswho'd only gppeared in ahandful of movies. One of which starred Fred
Adaire.



"We're this closeto having timetravel," the exec had said, histhumb and finger dmost touching.

And what if Alis, who waswilling to do anything to dance in the movies, who waswilling to
practicein acramped classroom with atiny monitor and work nightsin atourate trap, had talked one
of thetime-travel hackatesinto letting her be aguinea pig? What if Alis had talked him into sending
her back to 1954, dressed in agreen weskit and short gloves, and then, instead of coming back like
she was supposed to, had changed her name to Virginia Gibson and gone over to MGM to audition
for apartin Seven Brides for Seven Brothers? And then gone on to bein six other movies. One of
which was Funny Face. With Fred Adtaire.

| sat up, dowly, so | wouldn't turn my headache into anything worse, and went over to the
terminal and called up Funny Face.

Headahad said Fred Astaire was till in litigation, and hewas. | put awatch-and-warn on both
the movie and Fred in case the case got settled. If Headawas right—and when wasn't she? —Warner
would turn around and fileimmediately, but if there was aglitch or Warner'slawyers were busy with
Russ Tamblyn, there might be awindow. | set the watch-and-warn to beep me and called up the list
of VirginiaGibson'smusicas again.

Sarlift wasaWorld War |1 b-and-w, which wouldn't give me as clear an image as color, and
She's Back on Broadway wasin litigation, too, for someone I'd never heard of. That left Athena,
Painting the Clouds with Sunshine, and Tea for Two, none of which | could remember ever
seding.

When | called up Athena, | could see why. It was a cross between One Touch of Venus and
You Can't Take It with You, with lots of floating chiffon and hedlth-food eccentrics and dmost no
dancing. Virginia Gibson, in green chiffon, was supposed to be Niobe, the goddess of jazz and tap or
something. Whatever shewas, it wasn't Alis. It looked like her, especidly with her hair pulled back in
aGreek ponytail. "And with afifth of bourbon inyou," Headawould have said. And a double dose of
ridigaine. Even then, it didn't look as much like her as the dancer in the barnraising scene. | called up
Seven Brides, and the screen stayed silver for along moment and then started scrolling legalese. "This
movie currently inlitigation and unavailable for viewing."

Wi, that settled that. By the time the courts had decided to let Russ Tamblyn be diced and
diced, I'd be chooch free and able to see it was just somebody who looked like her, or not even that.
A trick of lights and makeup.

And there was no point in dogging through any more musicasto drive the point home. Any
resemblance was purdly acoholic, and | should do what Doc Heada said, lie down and wait for it to
pass. And then go back to dicing and dicing myself. | should call up Notorious and get it over with.

"Tea for Two," | sad.

Tea wasaDoris Day pic, and | wondered if she was on Aliss bad-dancer list. She deserved to
be. She smirked her way toothily through atap routine with Gene Nelson, set in arehearsa hal Alis
would havekilled for, al floor space and mirrors and no stacks of desks. Therewas aterrible Latin
verson of "Crazy Rhythm," Gordon MacRae singing "1 Only Have Eyesfor You," and then Virginia
Gibson's big number.



And there was no question of her being Alis. With her hair down, she didn't even look that much
like her. Or setheridigainewaskicking in.

The routine was Hollywood's idea of balet, more chiffon and alot of twirling around, not the
kind of routine Aliswould have bothered with. If sheld had ballet back in Meadowville, and not just
jazz and tap, but she hadn't, and Virginiaobvioudy had, so Aliswasnt Virginia, and | was sober, and
It was back to the bottles.

"Forward 64," | said, and watched Doris smirk her way through the title number and an
unnecessary reprise. The next number was abig production number. Virginiawasntinit, and | Sarted
to ff again and then stopped.

"Rew tomusic cue," | said, and watched the production number, counting the frame numbers. A
blond couple stepped forward, did a series of toe dides, and stepped back again, and a dark-haired
guy and aredhead in awhite pleated skirt kicked forward and went into a S de-by-side Charleston.
She had curly hair and atied-in-front blouse, and the two of them put their hands on their knees and
did aseriesof crosskicks. "Frame 75-004, forward 12," | said, and watched the routinein dow
motion.

"Enhance quadrant 2," and watched the red hair fill the screen, even though there wasn't any
need for an enhancement, or for the dowmo, either. No question at al of who it was.

| had known theingtant | saw her, the sameway | had in the barn-raising scene, and it wasn't the
booze (of which there was at |east fifteen minutes worth lessin my system) or klieg, or apassing
resembl ance enhanced with rouge and eyebrow pencil. It was Alis. Which wasimpossible.

"Last frame," | said, but thiswas the Good Old Days when the chorus line didn't get into the
credits, and the copyright date had to be deciphered. MCML. 1950.

| went back through the movie, going to freeze frame and enhance every time | spotted red hair,
but | didn't see her again. | ff'd to the Charleston number and watched it again, trying to come up with
atheory.

Okay. The hackate had sent her to 1950 (scratch that—the copyright was for the release
date—had sent her to 1949) and she had waited around for four years, dancing chorus parts and
paling around with Virginia Gibson, waiting for her chanceto clunk Virginiaon the head, stuff her
behind aset, and take her placein Brides. So she could impress the producer of Funny Face with
her dancing so that held offer her apart, and sheld finally get to dance with Fred, if only in the same
production number.

Even splatted on chooch, | couldn't have bought that one. But it was her, so there had to be an
explanation. Maybe in between chorus jobs Alis had gotten ajob asawarmbody. They'd had them
back then. They were caled stand-ins, and maybe she got to be Virginia Gibson's because they
looked dike, and Alis had bribed her to let her take her place, just for one number, or had connived
to have Virginiamiss ashooting sesson. Anne Baxter in All About Eve. Or maybe Virginiahad an
AS problem, and when she'd showed up drunk, Alishad had to take her place.

That theory wasn't much better. | called up the menu again. If Alis had gotten one chorusjob,
she might have gotten others. | scanned through the musicass, trying to remember which ones had



chorus numbers. Sngin' in the Rain did. That party scene I'd taken all that champagne out of.

| called up the record of changesto find the frame number and ff'd through the nonchampagne,
to Dondd O'Connor's saying, "Y ou gotta show amovie a aparty. It'saHollywood law," through
said movie, to the start of the chorus number.

Girlsin skimpy pink skirts and flapper hats ran onstage to the tune of Y ou Are My Lucky Star”
and abad cameraangle. | was going to have to do an enhance to see their faces clearly. But there
wasn't any need to. I'd found Alis.

And she might have managed to bribe Virginia Gibson. She might even have managed to stuff

her and the Tea for Two redhead behind their respective sets. But Debbie Reynolds hadn't had an
AS problem, and if Alishad crammed her behind a set, somebody would have noticed.

It wasn't timetravel. It was something €l se, acomp-generated illusion of somekind in which
sheld somehow managed to dance and get it on film. In which case, she hadn't disappeared forever
into the past. Shewas till in Hollywood. And | was going to find her.

"Off," | said to the comp, grabbed my jacket, and flung myself out the door.

MOVIE CLICHE #419: The Blocked Escape. Hero/Heroine on the
run, near escape with bad guys, eludesthem, nearly homefree, villain
looms up suddenly, asks, " Going somewher e?"

SEE: The Great Escape, The Empire Strikes Back, North by
Northwest, The Thirty-Nine Steps.

Headawas standing outside the door, arms folded, tapping her foot. Rosalind Russell asthe
Mother Superior in The Trouble with Angels.

"Y ou're supposed to be lying down," she said.
"| fed fine"

"That's because the dcohal isn't out of your system yet,” she said. " Sometimesit takes longer
than others. Have you peed?”

"Yes" | sad. "Buckets. Now if you'll excuse me, Nurse Ratchet..."

"Wherever you're going, it can wait till you're clean,” she said, blocking my way. "l meanit.
Ridigaine's not anything to fool with." She steered me back into the room. ™Y ou need to stay here and
rest. Where were you going anyway? To see Alis? Because if you were, she'snot there. She's

dropped dl her classes and moved out of her dorm.”

And in with Mayer's boss, she meant. "'l wasn't going to see Alis."



"Where were you going?'

It was usdessto lieto Heada, but | tried it anyway. "Virginia Gibson wasin Funny Face. | was
going out to try to find acopy of it."

"Why can't you get it off the fibe-op?"
"Fred Adairesinit. That'swhy | asked you if hewasout of litigation.” | let that Snk infor a
couple of frames. "You said it might just be alikeness. | wanted to seeif it's Alisor just somebody

who lookslike her."

"So you were going out to look for a pirated copy?' Heada said, asif sheadmost believed me. "I
thought you said shewasin six musicas. They aren't dl in litigation, are they?!

"Thereweren't any close-upsin Athena,” | said, and hoped she wouldn't ask why | couldn't
enhance. "And you know how sheisabout Fred Adaire. If she'sgoing to bein anything, it'd be
Funny Face."

None of this made any sense, since the ideawas supposedly to find something Virginia Gibson
wasin, not Alis, but Heada nodded when | mentioned Fred Agtaire. "l can get you one," she said.

"Thanks," | said. "It doesn't even haveto be digitized. Tapell work." | led her to the door. "I'll
stay here and lie down and let theridigaine do its stuff.”

She crossed her arms again.

"l swear," | sad. "I'll giveyou my key. You canlock mein.”
"Youll liedown?'

"Promisg” | lied.

"Youwont," shesaid, "and you'll wish you had." She sighed. "At least you won't be on the
skids. Give methekey."

| handed her the card.
"Both of them," shesad.
| handed her the other card.

"Liedown," she said, and shut the door and locked mein.

MOVIE CLICHE #86: Locked In.

SEE: Broken Blossoms, Wuthering Heights, The Phantom Foe, The
Palm Beach Story, The Man with the Golden Arm, The Collector.



Wéll, | needed more proof anyway before | confronted Alis, and | was starting to fed the
headache I'd lied to Heada about having. | went into the bathroom and followed orders and then laid
down on the bed and called up Sngin' in the Rain.

Thereweren't any telltale matte lines or pixel shadows, and when | did anoise check, there
weren't any signs of uneven degradation. Which didn't prove anything. | could do undetectable
paste-ups with afifth of William Powdl's Thin Man ryein me.

| needed more data. Preferably something full-length and a continuous take, but Fred was till in
litigation. | called up thelist of musicals again. Alis had been wearing abustle the day | went out to see
her, which meant aperiod piece. Not Meet Mein . Louis. She had said there wasn't any dancingin
it. Showboat, maybe. Or Gigi.

| went through both of them, looking for parasols and backlit hair, but it took forever, and ffiing
mede medizzy.

"Globa search,” | said, pressing my hand to my eyes, "dance routines,” and spent the next ten
minutes explaining to the comp what a dance routine was. "Forward at 40," | said, and took it
through Carousal. The program worked okay, though thiswas still going to take forever. | debated
eliminating balet, decided the comp wouldn't have any more ideathan Hollywood did of what it was,
and added an override instead.

"Ingtant to next routine, cue,” | said. "Next, please," and called up On Moonlight Bay.

Bay was another Doris Day toothfest, so even with the override it took far too long to get
throughit, but at least | could "next, please,” when | saw there weren't any bustles.

"Vernon and Irene Castle," | said. No, that was aFred Astaire. The Harvey Girls?

| got more legaese. Was everybody in litigation? | called up the menu, scanning it for period
pieces.

"In the Good Old Summertime,” | said, and then was sorry. It was a Judy Garland, and Alis
had been right, there wasn't any dancing in Judy Garland movies. | tried to remember what else she'd
said that night in my room and what movies shed asked for. On the Town.

It wasn't in litigation. But her nemesis, Gene Kelly, wasinit, legping around in awhite sailor suit
and making it look hard. "Next, please," | said, and Ann Miller appeared in alow-cut dress, apple
cheeks, and Marilyn figure, tapping her way between dinosaur skeletons. Even with makeup and
digita padding, Alis couldn't have been mistaken for her, and | had the feding that was important, but
the clatter of Ann'stapswas making my head pound. | "next, please" 'd to the Meadowville number
Alishad said sheliked, Vera-Ellen and the overenergetic Gene Kdly in asoftshoe. Vera-Ellen wasa
lot more Aliss size, she even had ahair ribbon, but she wasn't Aliseither. "Next, please.”

GeneKeély did one of hisoverblown ballets, Frank Sinatra and Betty Garrett danced atango
with an Empire State Building telescope, and Ann Miller, in an even more low-cut dress, showed up,
and then Vera-Ellen. Wearing the green weskit and black skirt Alis had worn to the party that first



night. | sat up.

VeraEllen took Gene Kdly's hand and spun away from the camera. "Freeze," | said.
"Enhance," and there was no mistaking that backlit hair, and sure enough, when she spun back out of
the turn, it was Alis, reaching her hand out, smiling ddightedly at Gene.

| asked for amenu of Vera-Ellen movies. "Belle of New York," | sad.

Legaese. Fred Adtaire. Ditto Three Little Words. | findly got The Kid from Brooklyn, and
went through it number by number, but Aliswasn't init, and there must be some other logic a work
here. What? Gene Kelly? Hed been in both Sngin' in the Rain and On the Town.

"Anchors Aweigh," | said.

Gene's cogtars were Kathryn Grayson and Jose Iturbi, neither of whom were noted for their
dancing ability, so | didn't expect there to be any production numbers. There weren't. Gene Kelly
danced with Frank Sinatra, with achorusline of sailors, with a cartoon mouse.

It was another of his overblown fantasy numbers, thistime with an animated background and
Tom and Jerry and alot of pre-CG specid effects, but he and Tom the Mouse danced a soft-shoe
side by side, hand and paw nearly touching, and it dmost looked like the red thing.

| accessed Vincent, decided | didn't want this on the feed, and punched in akey override,
wishing therewasaway | could find out whether Heada was standing guard without opening the
door.

There wasnt, but it was okay. She wasn't there. | locked the door in case she came back, and
went down to the party. Vincent was demonstrating a new program to atrio of breathless Marilyns.

"Giveit acommand,” Vincent said, pointing at the screen, where Clint Eastwood, dressedina
striped poncho and a concho-banded hat, was Sitting in achair, hishands at his sides like a puppet's.
"Go ahead."

The Marilynsgiggled. "Stand," one of them said daringly. Clint got woodenly to hisfet.
"Take two steps backward," another Marilyn said. "Mother, may 17" | said. "Vincent, | need to
talk to you." | got between him and the Marilyns. "I need to bluescreen some liveaction into a scene.

How do | do that?"

"It'seaser to do a scratch congtruct,” he said, looking at the screen where Clint was standing,
waiting for orders. "Or apaste-up. What kind of liveaction? Human?'

"Y eah, human,” | said, "but a paste-up won't work. So how do | bluescreen it in?"

He shrugged. " Set up apixar and compositor. Maybe an old Digimette, if you can find one. The
tourate traps use them sometimes. The hard part's the patching—lights, perspective, cameraangles,

edges.”

I'd stopped listening. The A Star Is Born place down on Hollywood Boulevard had had a



Digimatte. And Headad said Alis had gotten ajob down there.

"It fill won't be as good asagraphic,” hewas saying. "But if you've got an expert melder, it's
possble”

And apixar, and the comp know-how, and the accesses. None of which Alishad. "What if you
didn't have accesses? Say you wanted to do it without anyone knowing about it?"

"] thought you had full studio access" he said, suddenly interested. "Did Mayer fire you?"

"Thisisfor Mayer. I'm taking the ASs out of ahackate movie," | said glibly. "Rising Sun.
There are too many visua referencesto do awipe. I've got to do awhole new scene, and | want it to
be authentic." | was counting on his not having seen the movie, or knowing it was made before
accesses, agood bet with somebody who'd turn Clint Eastwood into amarionette. "The hero
superimposes afake image over ared one. To catch acrimind.”

He was frowning vaguely. " Somebody bresksinto the fibe-op feed in thismovie?!

"Yeah," | sad. "So how do | makeit look like thered thing?"

"Source piracy? Y ou dont," he said. "Y ou have to have studio access.”

Nowherefast. "I don't have to show anythingillegd,” | said, "just talk about how hefindsa
bypass around the encryptions or breaks into the authorization guards,” but he was already shaking
his head.

"It doesn't work likethat," he said. " The studios have paid too much for their properties and
actorsto let source piracy happen, and encryptions, authorization guards, navgos, al those can be
gotten around. That's why they went to the fibe-op loop. What goes out comes back in."

Up on the screen Clint had started moving. | glanced up. Hewaswalking in afigure-eight
pattern, hands down, head down. Looping.

"The fibe-op feed sends the signal out and back again in a continuousloop. It's got an I D-lock
built in. Thelock matchesthe sgna coming in againgt the one that went out, and if they don't match, it
rejects the incoming and substitutes the old one.™

"Every frame?' | said, thinking maybe the lock only checked every five minutes, enough timeto
Sgueeze in adance routine.

"Every frame”

"Doesn't thet take aton of memory? A pixel-by-pixel match?"

"Brownian check," he said, but that wasn't much better. The lock would check random pixels
and seeif they matched, and thered be no way to know in advance which ones. The only thing you'd

be able to change the image to was another one exactly likeit.

"What about when you have accesses?' | said, watching Clint make the circuit, around and



around. BorisKarloff in Frankenstein.
"In that case, the lock checks the dtered image for authorization and then dlowsit pagt.”
"And there's no way to get afake access?' | said.

Hewaslooking &t the screeniirritatedly, asif | was the onewho'd set Frankenstein in motion.
"Sit," hesad. Clint sat.

"Stay," | said.
Vincent glared a me. "What movie did you say thiswasfor?"

"A remake," | said, looking over at the door. Headawas coming in. "Maybe I'll just stay with the
wipe," | said, and ducked off toward the sairs.

" dill don't seewhy you ingst on doing it by hand," he called after me. "Thereésno point. I've
got a search-and-destroy program—"

| skidded upgtairs and punched in the override, curaing mysdf for locking the door in the first
place, opened it, got in bed, remembered the door was supposed to be locked, locked it, and flung
myself back on the bed.

Hurrying had not been agood idea. My head had started to pound like the drumsin the Latin
number in Tea for Two.

| closed my eyes and waited for Heada, but it must not have been her in the doorway, or else
she had gotten waylaid by Vincent and hisdancing dolls. | caled up Three Sailorsand a Girl, but dl
the"next, please’ 'smade mefaintly seasick. | closed my eyes, waiting for the queasinessto pass, and
then opened them again and tried to come up with atheory that didn't belong inamovie.

Alis couldn't have bluescreened hersdf in like Gene Kdly's mouse. She didn't know anything
about comps—shed been taking Basic CG 101 last fal when | got her class schedule out of Heada
And even if she had somehow mastered melds and shading and rotoscoping, she dtill didn't have the
aCCeSSES.

Maybe she'd gotten somebody to help her. But who? The undergrad hackates didn't have
accesses either, and Vincent wouldn't have understood why sheinsisted on doing it by hand.

So it had to be apaste-up. And why not? Maybe Alis had findly redized dancing in the movies
was impossible, or maybe Mayer'd promised to find her adancing teacher if sheld pop hisboss. She
wouldn't be the first face to come to Hollywood and end up on a casting couch.

But if that were the case, she wouldn't have looked like shedid. | called up On the Town again
and peered at it through my headache. Alislegped lightly around the Empire State Building, animated
and happy. | turned it off and tried to deep.

If it was a paste-up, she wouldn't have had that focused, intent look. Vincent, programs or no
programs, could never have captured that smile.



Slow pan from comp screen to clock, showing 11:05, and back to
screen. Shot of sailors dancing. Slow pan to clock, showing 3:45.

Somewherein the middle of the night it occurred to me that there was another reason Mayer
couldn't have done a paste-up of Alis. The best reason of al: Heada didn't know about it.

She knew everything, every bit and piece of popsy, every studio move, every takeover rumor.
Therewasn't anything that got by her. If Alishad giveninto Mayer, Headawould have known about
it before it happened. And reported it to me, asif it waswhat | wanted to hear.

Andwasnt it?1 had told Alis she couldn't have what she wanted, that dancing in the movieswas
impossible, and it was a paste-up or nothing, and everybody likesto be proved right, don't they?

Especidly if they areright. Y ou can't just walk through amovie screen like Mia Farrow in The
Purple Rose of Cairo and take Virginia Gibson's place. Y ou can't just walk through alooking glass
like Charlotte Henry and find yourself dancing with Fred Adaire.

Evenif that'swhat it lookslike you're doing. It'satrick of lighting, that'sal, and makeup, and
too much liquor, too much klieg; and the only cure for that wasto follow Headas orders, piss, drink
lots of water, try to deep.

"Three Sailorsand a Girl," | said, and waited for thetrick to be revealed.

Slow pan from comp screen to clock, showing 4:58, and back to screen.
Shot of sailors dancing. Slow pan to clock, showing 7:22.

"Feding better?' Heada said. She was Sitting on the bed, holding aglass of water. "I told you
ridigainewasrough.”

"Yeah," | sad, cloang my eyes againg the glare from the glass.

"Drink this" she said, and stuck a straw in my mouth. "How'sthe craving? Bad?'
| didn't want to drink anything, including water. "No."

"You sure?' she said suspicioudy.

"I'msure,” | said. | opened my eyes again, and when that went okay, | tried to sit up. "What
took you so long?"

"After | found Funny Face, | went and talked to one of the ILMGM execs. Y ou were right



about it's not being Mayer. He's sworn off popsy. He's trying to convince Arthurton he's straight and
narrow."

She stuck the straw under my nose again. "l talked to one of the hackates, too. He saysthere's
no way to get liveaction stuff onto the fibe-op source without studio access. He saysthere areall
kinds of securities and privacies and encryptions. He says there are so many, nobody, not even the
best hackates, can get past them.”

"l know," | said, leaning my head back againg thewall. "It'simpossible.”
"Do you fedl good enough to look at the disk?"

| didn't, and there was no point, but Heada put it in and we watched Fred dance circles around
Audrey Hepburn and Paris.

The ridigaine was good for something, anyway. Fred was doing aseries of swing turns, hisfeet
tapping easily, cardlesdy, hisarms extended, but there wasn't aquiver of aflash or even a soft-focus.
My heed till ached, but the drumming was gone, replaced by ablesk slencethat felt likethe
aftermath of aflash and had its sharp clarity, its certainty.

| was certain Aliswouldn't have danced in thismovie, with its modern dance and its duets,
carefully choreographed by Fred to make Audrey Hepburn look like a better dancer than she was.
Certain that when Virginia Gibson agppeared, shed be Virginia Gibson, who looked alot like Alis.

And certain that when | called up On the Town and Tea for Two and Sngin' in the Rain, it
would still be Alis, no matter how secure the fibe-op loops, no matter how impossible.

Virginia Gibson came on in agaggle of Hollywood'sidea of fashion designers. "Y ou don't see
her, do you?' Heada said anxioudy.

"No," | said, watching Fred.

"ThisVirginia Gibson person really doeslook alot like Alis" Heada said. "Do you want to try
Seven Brides for Seven Brothers again, just to make sure?”

"I'maure” | said.

"Good," she said, standing up briskly. "Now, the main thing now that you're clean isto keep
busy so you won't think about the craving, and anyway, you need to catch up on Mayer'slist before
he gets back, and | was thinking maybe | could help you. I've been watching alot of movies, and |
could tell you which oneshave ASsin them and whereitis. The Color Purple has aroadhouse
scene where—"

"Heada," | said.
"And after you finish the list, maybe you and | could get Mayer to assign usared remake. |

mean, now that we're both clean. Y ou said onetime I'd make agreat |ocation assistant, and |'ve been
watching alot of movies. We'd make agreat team. Y ou could do the CGs—"



"l need you to do something for me," | said. "There was an ILMGM exec who used to cometo
the partieswho was dways using timetravel asaline. | need you to find out hisname."

"Timetravel?' Headasaid blankly.

"He said they were this closeto discovering timetravel," | said. "He kept talking about pardle
timefeeds”

"You sadit wasn't her in Funny Face," shesaid dowly.
"He kept talking about doing aremake of Time After Time."
Shesad, gill blankly, "Y ou think Aliswent back in time?"

"l don't know," | said, and the last word was a shout. "Maybe she found apair of ruby dippers,
maybe she walked up onto the screen like Buster Keaton in Sherlock Holmes, Jr. | don't know!"

Headawas|ooking at me, her eyesfull of tears. "But you're going to keep looking for her, aren't
you? Even though it'simpossible,” she said bitterly. "Just like John Waynein The Searchers.”

"And he found Natalie Wood, didn't he?' | said. "Didn't he?" but she was dready gone.

MONTAGE: No sound. HERO, seated at comp, chin on hand, saying,
"Next, please," asroutine on screen changes. Hula, Latin number,
clambake, Hollywood's idea of ballet, hobo number, water ballet, doll
dance.

| didn't have dl the dcohol out of my system yet. Half an hour after Heada left, my headache
came back with avengeance. | caled up Two Sailorsand a Girl (or wasit Two Girlsand a
Sailor?) and dept for two days straight.

When | got up, | pissed severa gallons and then checked to seeif Heada had accessed me. She
hadn't. | tried to access her, and then Vincent, and started through the movies again.

Aliswasin | Love Melvin, playing, natch, achorusgirl trying to break into the movies, and in
Let's Dance and Two Weeks with Love. | found her intwo Vera-Ellen movies, which | watched
twice, convinced that | was somehow missing an important clue, and in Painting the Clouds with
unshine, taking Virginia Gibson's place again in aSde-by-sde tap routine with Gene Nelson and
VirginiaMayo.

| accessed Vincent and asked him about paralel timefeeds. "Isthisfor Rising Sun?" he asked
uspicioudy.

"The Time Machine,” | said. "Paul Newman and JuliaRoberts. What is apardld timefeed?’
and got an earful of probability and causality and side-by-side universes.



"Every event has adozen, ahundred, athousand possible outcomes,”" he said. "The theory is
therésauniversein which every sngle outcome actualy exigts.”

A universein which Alis getsto dance in the movies, | thought. A universein which Fred
Adaresdill dive and the CG revolution never happened.

| had been looking exclusively through musicas made during thefifties. But if there were paraldl
timefeeds, and Alis had somehow found away to get in and out of those other universes, there was
no reason she couldn't be in movies made later. Or earlier.

| gtarted through the Busby Berkeleys, short asthey were on dancing, and found her tapping
without musicin Gold Diggers of 1935 and inthe big finde of 42nd Street, but that wasit. | did
better (and apparently so had she) in non-Busbys. Hats Off, wearing a hat, natch, and Show of
Shows and Too Much Harmony, "Buckin' the Wind" in anumber made for Marilyn, in gartersand a
white skirt that blew up around her stockinged legs. Shewasin Born to Dance, too, but in the
chorus, and | couldn't find her in any other Eleanor Powell movies.

It took me aweek to finish the b-and-w's, during which time | couldn't get through to Heada,
and she didn't access me. When my comp finally did beep, | didn't wait for her to come on. "Did you
find out anything?' | said.

"l found out dl right!" Mayer said, twitching. "Y ou haven't sentin amoviein three weeks! | was
planning to give the whole package to my boss at next week's meeting, and you're wasting time with
Rising Sun, whichisnt even onthe list!"

Which meant Vincent was cogtarring in the role of Joe Spind| as snitch in The Godfather 11.

"1 needed to replace acouple of scenes,” | said. "There were too many visuasto do wipes. One
of them's a dance number. Y ou don't know anybody who can dance, do you?' | watched him,
looking for some sign, some indication that he remembered Alis, knew her, had wanted to pop her
badly enough that he'd pasted her face in over adozen dancers. Nothing. Not even apausein the
twitches.

"Therewas aface a acouple of the partiesawhile back,” | said. "Pretty, light brown hair, she
wanted to dance in the movies."

Nothing. It wasn't Mayer.

"Forget dancers,” he said. "Forget The Time Machine. Just take the damned acohol out! |
want the rest of that list done by Monday, or you'll never work for ILMGM again!™

"Y ou can count on me, Mr. Potter,” | said, and let him tell me he was shutting down my crediit.
"I want you sober!" he said.
Which, oddly enough, | was.

| took "Moonshine Lullaby" out of Annie Get Your Gun and the hookahs out of Kismet to
show him I'd been listening, and started through the forties, looking for dcohol and Alis, two birds



with one ff. Shewasin Yankee Doodle Dandy, and in the hoedown number in Babes on Broadway,
wearing the pinafore she'd had on the night sheld come to ask me for the disk.

Heada cameinwhile | waswatching Three Little Girlsin Blue, which had an assortment of
bustlesand Vera-Ellen, but no Alis.

"l found the exec," she said. "He'sworking for Warner now. He saysthey'relooking at ILMGM
asapossible takeover."

"What's hisname?' | said.

"He wouldn't tell me anything. He said the reason they haven't rerdleased Somewherein Time is
because they couldn't decide whether to cast Vivien Leigh or Marilyn Monroe."

“I'll talk to him. What's his name?"

She hesitated. "1 talked to the hackates, too. They said last year they were tranamitting images
through a negative-matter region and got some interference that they thought was a time discrepancy,
but they haven't been able to duplicate the results, and now they think it was atransmission from
another source.”

"How big of atimediscrepancy?’ | said.

She looked unhappy. "1 asked them if they could duplicate the results, could they send aperson
back into the past, and they said even if it worked, they were only talking about €l ectrons, not atoms,

and therewas no way anything living could survive a negative-matter region.”

Which eiminated pardld timefeeds, and there must be worse to come because Heada was il
hovering by the door like ClaraBow in Wings, unwilling to tell methe bad news.

"Have you found her in any more movies?' shesad.

"Six," | said. "Andif it'snot timetravel, she must have waked up onto the screen like Mia
Farrow. Because it's not a paste-up. And it's not Mayer."

"There's another explanation,” she said unhappily. ™Y ou were pretty splatted therefor awhile.
One of the movies | watched was about a guy who was an alcohalic.”

"Lost Weekend," | said. "Ray Milland," and could aready see where thiswas going.

"He had blackouts when he drank,” she said. "He did things and couldn't remember them.” She
looked at me. "Y ou knew what she looked like. And you had the accesses."

DANA ANDREWS: [Standing over police sergeant's desk] Shedidn't
doit, | tell you.

BRODERICK CRAWFORD: Isthat so? Then who did?



DANA ANDREWS: | don't know, but | know she couldn't have. She's
not that kind of girl.

BRODERICK CRAWFORD: Wdll, somebody did it. [Eyes narrowing
suspiciously] Maybeyou did it. Wher e wer e you when Car son was
killed?

DANA ANDREWS: | was out taking a walk.

It wasthe likdliest explanation. | was an expert at paste-ups. And 1'd had her face stuck in my
head ever since the moment | flashed. And | had full studio access. Motive and opportunity.

| had wanted her, and she had wanted to dance in the movies, and in the wonderful world of
CGs, anythingispossible. But if | had doneit, | wouldn't have given her atwo-minute bitina
production number. I'd have deleted Doris Day and her teeth and let Alis dance with Gene Nelsonin
front of those rehearsd-hall mirrors. If 1'd known about the routine, which | hadn't. I'd never even
seen Tea for Two.

Or | didn't remember seeing it. Right after the episode on the skids, Mayer had credited my
account for half adozen Westerns, none of which | remembered doing. But if | had doneiit, | wouldn't
have dressed her in abustle. | wouldn't have made her dance with Gene Kdlly.

I'd put awatch-and-warn on Fred Astaire and Funny Face. | changed it to Broadway Melody
of 1940 and asked for astatus report on the case. It was close to being settled, but a secondary suit
was expected to befiled, and the FPS was considering proceedings.

The FIm Presarvation Society. Every change was automatically recorded with them, and the
sudios didn't have any control over them. Mayer hadn't been able to get me out of putting in those
codes because they were part and parcel of the fibe-op feed. If it was a paste-up it would have to be
listed in their records.

| called up the FPSsfiles and asked for the record for Brides.
Legaese. I'd forgotten it wasin litigetion. "Sngin' in the Rain,” | said.

The champagne wipes I'd done in the party scene were listed, dong with one | hadn't. "Frame
9-106," it read, and listed the coordinates and the data. Jean Hagen's cigarette holder. 1t had been
done by the Anti-Smoking League.

"Tea for Two," | said, and tried to remember the frame numbers for the Charleston scene, but
it didn't matter. The screen was empty.

Which left timetrave. | went back to doing the musicals, saying, "Next, please!” to congalines
and male choruses and a horrible blackface number | was surprised nobody'd wiped before this. She
wasin Can-Can and Bells Are Ringing, both madein 1960, after which | didn't expect to find much.
Muscd's had gone big-budget around then, which meant buying up Broadway shows and casting
box-office propertieslike Audrey Hepburn and Richard Harris in them who couldn't sing or dance,



and then cutting out dl the musica numbersto conced the fact. And then musicalsd turned socidly
relevant. Asif the coffin had needed any more nails pounded into it.

Therewas plenty of acohol in the musicals of the Sixties and seventies, though, evenif there
wasn't much dancing. A gin-soaked father in My Fair Lady, agin-soaked popsy in Oliver, an entire
gin-soaked mining camp in Paint Your Wagon. Also saloons, beer, whiskey, red-eye, and a
faling-down-drunk Lee Marvin (who couldn't Sng or dance, but then neither could Clint Eastwood or
Jean Seberg, and who cares? There's always dubbing). The gin-soaked twentiesin Lucille Ball's (who
couldn't act either, atriple threat) Mame.

And Alis, dancing in the chorusin Goodbye, Mr. Chips and The Boyfriend. Doing the Tapioca
in Thoroughly Modern Millie, high-stepping to "Put on Y our Sunday Clothes' in Hello Dally! ina
sky-blue bustled dress and parasol.

| went out to Burbank. And maybe time travel was possible. At least two semesters had gone
by, but the classwas il there. And Michael Caine was dlill giving the same lecture.

"Any number of reasons have been advanced for the demise of themusical,” he wasintoning,
"escalating production costs, widescreen technological complications, unimaginative staging. But the
real reason lies deeper.”

| stood against the door and listened to him give the eulogy while the class took respectful notes
on their pamtops.

"The death of the musical was due not to directoria and casting catastrophes, but to natural
causes. Theworld the musicd depicted smply no longer existed.”

The monitor Alis had used to practice with was still there, and so were the stacked-up chairs,
only now there were alot more of them. Michael Caine and the class were crammed into a space too
narrow for a soft-shoe, and the chairs had been there awhile. They were covered with dust.

"Themusical of thefifties depicted aworld of innocent hopes and harmlessdesires” He
muttered something to the comp, and Julie Andrews appeared, sitting on an Alpine hillsde with a
guitar and assorted children. An odd choice for his argument of "smpler times" since the movied
been madein 1965, the year of the Vietnam buildup. Not to mention its being set in 1939, the year of
the Nazis.

"It was asunnier, less complicated time," he said, "atime when happy endings were il
believable

The screen skipped to Vanessa Redgrave and Franco Nero, surrounded by soldierswith
torches and swords. Camelot. "That idyllic world died, and with it died the Hollywood musicd, never
to be resurrected.”

| waited till the classwas gone and he'd had his snort of flake and asked him if he knew where
Aliswas, even though | knew it was no use, he wouldn't have helped her, and the last thing Aliswould
have needed was somebody elseto tell her the musical was dead.

Hedidn't remember her, even after I'd plied him with chooch, and he refused to give methe



student list for her class. | could get it from Heada, but | didn't want her looking sympathetic and
thinking I'd lost my mind. Charles Boyer in Gadlight.

| went back to my room and took Billy Bigelow's drinking and haf the plot out of Carousal, and
went to bed.

An hour |ater the comp woke me out of a sound deep, making aracket like the reactor in The
China Syndrome, and | staggered over and blinked at it for agood five minutes before | redized it
was the watch-and-warn, and Brides must be out of litigation, and another minute to think what
command to give.

It wasn't Brides. It was Fred Astaire, and the court decision was scrolling down the screen:
"Intellectua property claim denied, irreproducible art form claim denied, collaborative property clam
denied." Which meant Fred's estate and RKO-Warner must have lost, and ILMGM, where Fred had
spent dl those years covering for partners who couldn't dance, had won.

"Broadway Melody of 1940," | said, and watched the Beguine come up just like |
remembered it, stars and polished floor and Eleanor in white, sde by side with Fred.

| had never watched it sober. | had thought the silence, the raptness, the quality of ill, centered
beauty was the effect of the klieg, but it wasn't. They tapped easly, carelesdy, across adark,
polished floor, their hands not quite touching, and were as ill, as slent asthey were that night |
watched Aliswatching them. Thered thing.

And it had never existed, that harmless, innocent world. In 1940, Hitler was bombing the hell out
of London and aready hauling Jews off in cattle cars. The studio execs were lobbying against war and
meaking dedls, the real Mayer was running the studio, and starlets were going pop on a casting couch
for afive-second walk-on. Fred and Eleanor were doing fifty takes, ahundred, in ahot airless studio,
and going home to soak thelr bleeding feet.

It had never existed, thisworld of starry floors and backlit hair and easy, careless kick-turns,
and the 1940 audience watching it knew it didn't. And that wasits appedl, not that it reflected
"sunnier, smpler times," but that it wasimpossible. That it was what they wanted and could never
have.

The screen cut to legaese again, ILMGM's appeal dready under way, and | hadn't seen theend
of the routine, hadn't gotten it on tape or even backed it up.

It didn't matter. It was Eleanor, not Alis, and no matter what Heada thought, no matter how
logicd it was, | wasn't the one doing it. Becauseif | had been, litigation or no litigation, that was where
| would have put her, dancing Sde by sdewith Fred, haf turning to give him that delighted smile.

MONTAGE: Tight close-up comp screen. Title credits dissolve into
one another: South Pacific, Stand Up and Cheer, State Fair, Strike Up
the Band, Summer Stock.



Eventualy | ran out of placesto look. | went down to Hollywood Boulevard again, but nobody
remembered her, and none of the places had Digimattes except A Star IsBorn, and it was closed for
the night, an iron gate pulled acrossthe front. Aliss other classes had been fibe-op-feed lectures, and
her roommate, very splatted, was under the impression Alis had gone back home.

"She packed up al her suff," she said. " She had al this stuff, costumes and wigs and stuff, and
left.”

"How long ago?'
"l don't know. Last week, | think. Before Chrismas."

| talked to the roommate five weeks after 1I'd seen Alisin Brides. At the end of six weeks, | ran
out of musicals. Thereweren't that many, and I'd watched them al, except for the onesin litigation
because of Fred. And Ray Bolger, who Viamount filed copyright on the day after | went out to
Burbank.

The Russ Tamblyn suit got settled, beeping me awake in the middle of the night to tell me
somebody'd won theright to rape and pillage him on the big screen, and | backed up the barnraising
scene and then watched West Sde Sory, just in case. Aliswasn't there.

| watched the "On the Town" routine again and looked up Painting the Clouds with Sunshine,
convinced there was something important there that | was missing. It was aremake of Gold Diggers
of 1933, but that wasn't what was bothering me. | put al the routines up on the array in order, easiest
to most difficult, asif that might give me some clue to what sheld do next, but it wasn't any help.
Seven Brides for Seven Brothers was the hardest thing she'd done, and she'd done that Six weeks

ago.

| listed the movies by date, studio, and dancers, and ran a cross-tabulation on the data. And
then | sat and Stared at the nonresultsfor awhile. And at the array.

Therewas aknock on the door. Mayer. | blanked the screen and tried to think of anonmusica
to call up, but my mind had gone blank. "Philadelphia Story," | said findly. "Frame 115-010," and
ydled, "Comeonin."

It was Heada. "'l cameto tell you Mayer's going nuclear about your not sending any movies," she
said, looking at the screen. It was the wedding scene. Everybody, Jmmy Stewart, Cary Grant, were
gathered around Katharine Hepburn, who had ahuge hat and ahangover.

"Theword is Arthurton's bringing in anew guy, supposedly to head up Editing," Heada said,
"but redly to be hisassstant, in which case Mayer'sout.”

Good, | thought, at least that'll put astop to the carnage. But if Mayer got fired, I'd lose my
access, and I'd never find Alis.

"I'm working on them right now," | said, and launched into an elaborate explanation of why |
was dill on Philadelphia Sory.

"Mayer offered meajob,” Heada said.



"So now that he's hired you as awarmbody, you've got a stakein his not getting fired, and
you've cometo tell meto get busy?"

"No," she said. "Not warmbody. L ocation assstant. | leave for New Y ork this afternoon.”

It wasthe last thing | expected. | looked over at her and saw she was wearing a blazer and sKirt.
Heada as studio exec.

"Youreleaving?' | said blankly.

"This afternoon,” shesad. "'l cameto give you my access number.” Shetook out a hardcopy.
"It's asterisk nine two period eight three three,” she said, and handed me the piece of paper.

| looked at it, expecting the number, but it was alist of movietitles.

"None of them have any drinking in them," she said. "There are about three weeks worth. They
should gtall Mayer for awhile."

"Thank you," | said wonderingly.
"Betsy Booth strikesagain,” she said.
| must have looked blank.

"Judy Garland. Love Finds Andy Hardy," shesaid. "l told you I've been watching alot of
movies. That'swhy | got the job. Location assistant hasto know all the sets and stock shots and
props and be able to find them for the hackate so he doesn't have to digitize new ones. It saves

She pointed at the screen. " The Philadel phia Story's got apublic library, a newspaper office, a
swimming pool, and a1936 Packard.” She smiled. "Remember when you said the movies taught us
how to act and gave uslinesto say? Y ou were right. But you were wrong about which part | was
playing. You said it was ThemaRitter, but it wasn't." She waved her hand at the screen, where the
wedding party was assembled. "It wasLiz."

| frowned at the screen, unable for amoment to remember who Liz was. Katharine Hepburn's
precocious little Sster? No, wait. The other reporter, Immy Stewart's long-suffering girlfriend.

"I've been playing Joan Blondell," Headasaid. "Mary Stuart Masterson, Ann Sothern. The girl
next door, the secretary who'sin love with her boss, only he never notices her, hethinks she'sjust a
kid. He'sin love with Tracy Lord, but Joan Blondd| helps him anyway. Sheld do anything for him,
even watch movies"

She stuck her hands in her blazer pockets, and | wondered when she had stopped wearing the
halter dress and the pink satin gloves.

"The secretary slands by him," Heada said. " She picks up after him and giveshim advice. She
even helps him out with his romances, because she knows at the end of the movie helll finally notice
her, hell redize he can't get dong without her, hell figure out Katharine Hepburn's al wrong for him



and the secretary's the one he's been in love with dl along.” She looked up a me. "But thisisn't the
movies, isit?' shesad blegkly.

Her hair wasn't platinum blonde anymore. It waslight brown with highlightsin it. "Heada," | said.

"It'sokay," shesad. "l aready figured that out. It's what comes of taking too much klieg." She
amiled. "Inred life, Liz would have to get over Immy Stewart, settle for being friends. Auditionfor a
new part. Joan Crawford maybe?

| shook my head. "Rosdlind Russdl."

"Well, Mdanie Griffith anyway," she said. "So, anyway, | leave this afternoon, and | just wanted
to say good-bye and have you wish meluck."

"Youll begreat,” | said."Youll own ILMGM in sx months." | kissed her on the cheek. Y ou
know everything."

"Yeah"

She started out the door. " 'Here'slookin' at you, kid,' " she said.

| watched her down the hall, and then went back in the room, looking at the list Headad given
me. There were more than thirty movies here. Closer to fifty. The ones near the bottom had notes

after them: "Frame 14-1968, bottle on table," and "Frame 102-166, referenceto de.”

| should feed the first twelve in, send them to Mayer to calm him down, but | didn't. | sat on the
bed, staring at the list. Next to Casablanca, she had written, "Hopeless.”

"Hi," Heada said from the door. "It's Tess Trueheart again,” and then stood there, looking
uncomfortable.

"What isit?" | said, standing up. "Is Mayer back?"

"She'snot in 1950," she said, not meeting my eyes. " She's down on Sunset Boulevard. | saw

"On Sunsat Boulevard?"
"No. On the skids."

Not in apardld timefeed. Or some never-never-land where people walked through the screen
into the movies. Here. On the skids. "Did you talk to her?

She shook her head. "It was morning rush hour. | was coming back from Mayer's, and | just
caught aglimpse of her. Y ou know how rush hour is. | tried to get through the crowd to her, but by
thetime | madeit, shed gotten off."

"Why would she get off at Sunset Boulevard? Did you see her get off?*



"l told you, | just got aglimpse of her through the crowd. She was lugging al this equipment. But
she had to have gotten off at Sunset Boulevard. It was the only station we passed.”

"Y ou said she was carrying equipment. What kind of equipment?'

"l don't know. Equipment. | told you, I—"

"Just got aglimpse of her. And you're sure it was her?

She nodded. "'l wasn't going to tell you, but Betsy Booth's atough role to shake. And it's hard to
hate Alis, after everything she'sdone." She gestured at her reflectionsin the array. "L ook a me.
Chooch free, klieg free." Sheturned and looked a me. "I always wanted to be in the movies and now
| am.”

She sarted down the hdl again.

"Heada, wait," | said, and then was sorry, afraid her face would be full of hope when she turned
around, that there would betearsin her eyes.

But this was Heada, who knows everything.

"What'syour name?' | said. "All | haveisyour access, and I've never caled you anything but
Heada."

She amiled a me knowingly, ruefully. Emma Thompson in Remains of the Day. "I like Heada,"
shesad.

Camera whip-pansto medium-shot: LAIT station sign. Diamond
screen, " Los Angeles I nstransit” in hot pink caps, " Sunset
Boulevard" in yellow.

| took the opdisk of Alissroutines and went down to the skids. There was nobody on them
except ahuddle of touratesin mouse ears, avery splatted Marilyn, and Elizabeth Taylor, Sdney
Poitier, Mary Pickford, Harrison Ford, emerging one by one from ILMGM's golden fog. | waiched
the signs, waiting for Sunset Boulevard and wondering what Aliswas doing there. There was nothing
down there but the old freeway.

The Marilyn wove ungteadily over to me. Her white halter dress was stained and splotched, and
there was ared smesar of lipstick by her ear.

"Want apop?' she said, looking not at me but at Harrison Ford behind me on the screen.
"No, thanks," | said.

"Okay," she said docilely. "How about you?' She didn't wait for me, or Harrison, to answer.



She wandered off and then came back. "Are you a studio exec?' she asked.
"No, sorry,” | said.
"] want to bein the movies," she said, and wandered off again.

| kept my eyesfixed on the screen. It went silver for a second between promos, and | caught
sight of myself looking clean and responsible and sober. Immy Stewart in Mr. Smith Goesto
Washington. No wonder she'd thought | was a studio exec.

The station sgn for Sunset Boulevard came up and | got off. The area hadn't changed. There
was gtill nothing down here, not even lights. The abandoned freeway loomed darkly in the starlight,
and | could see afirealong way off under one of the cloverlesfs.

There was no way Aliswas here. She must have spotted Heada and gotten off here to keep her
from finding out where she was redlly going. Which waswhere?

There was another light now, athin white beam wobbling thisway. Ravers, probably, looking
for victims. | got back on the skids.

The Marilyn was dill there, Sitting in the middle of the floor, her legs played out, fishing through
an open pam full of pillsfor chooch, illy, klieg. The only equipment afredancer needs, | thought,
which a least meanswhatever Alisisdoing it's not fredlancing, and realized I'd been relieved ever
since Heada told me about seeing Aliswith al that equipment, even though | didn't know where she
was. At least she hadn't turned into afreglancer.

It was haf past two. Heada had seen Alis at rush hour, which was till four hours away. If Alis
went the same place every day. If she hadn't been moving someplace, carrying her luggage. But
Heada hadn't said luggage, sheld said equipment. And it couldn't be acomp and monitor because
Headawould have recognized those, and anyway, they were light. Headahad said "lugging.” What
then? A time machine?

The Marilyn had stood up, spilling capsules everywhere, and was heading over the yelow
warning grip for the far wall, which was still extolling ILMGM's caval cade of stars.

"Don't!" | said, and grabbed for her, afoot from thewall.
Shelooked up at me, her eyes completdly dilated. "Thisismy stop. | haveto get off."

"Wrong way, Corrigan,” | said, turning her around to face the front. The sign read Beverly Hills,
which didn't seem very likdy. "Where did you want to get off?"

She shrugged off my arm, and turned back to the screen.
"Theway out'sthat way," | said, pointing to the front.
She shook her head and pointed at Fred Astaire emerging out of thefog. "Through there," she

said, and sank down to Sitting, her white skirt in acircle. The screen went Slver, reflecting her Sitting
there, fishing through her empty pam, and then to golden fog. The lead-in to the ILMGM promo.



| stared at the wall, which didn't look like awall, or amirror. It looked like what it was, afog of
electrons, aveil over emptiness, and for aminuteit all seemed possible. For aminute | thought, Alis
didn't get off at Sunset Boulevard. She didn't get off the skids at dl. She stepped through the screen,
like MiaFarrow, like Buster Keaton, and into the past.

| could dmost see her in her black skirt and green weskit and gloves, disappearing into the
golden fog and emerging on aHollywood Boulevard full of carsand palm trees and lined with
rehearsd hdlsfull of mirrors.

"Anything's Possible," the voice-over roared.

The Marilyn was on her feet again and weaving toward the back wall.

"Not that way," | said, and sprinted after her.

It was agood thing she hadn't been headed for the screensthistime—I'd never have madeit. By
thetime | got to her, she was banging on thewall with both fists.

"Let meoff!" she shouted. "Thisismy stop!”

"Theway off'sthisway," | said, trying to turn her, but she must have been doing rave. Her am
waslikeiron.

"I haveto get off here," she said, pounding with theflat of her hands. "Wherée'sthe door?"

"Thedoor'sthat way," | said, wondering if thiswas how | had been the night Alis brought me
home from Burbank. ™Y ou can't get off thisway."

"Shedid," shesad.
| looked at the back wall and then back at her. "Who did?"

"She did," she said. "She went right through the door. | saw her," and puked al over my fest.

MOVIE CLICHE #12: TheMoral. A character satesthe obvious, and
everybody getsthe point.

SEE: The Wizard of Oz, Field of Dreams, Love Story, What's New,
Pussycat?

| got the Marilyn off at Wilshire and took her to rehab, by which time sheld pretty much pumped
her own stomach, and waited to make sure she checked in.

"Areyou sure you've got timeto do this?* she said, looking lesslike Marilyn and more like Jodie
Foster in Taxi Driver.



"I'm sure.” There was plenty of time, now that | knew where Aliswas.

While she wasfilling out paperwork, | accessed Vincent. "I have aquestion,” | said without
preamble. "What if you took aframe and substituted an identica frame? Could that get past the
fibe-op ID-locks?"

"Anidentica frame? What would be the point of that?"
"Couldit?"
"l guess," hesad. "Isthisfor Mayer?'

"Yeah," | sad. "What if you substituted a new image that matched the origind? Could the
ID-lockstell the difference?"

"Maiched?'
"A different image that'sthe same."
"Y ou're splatted,” he said, and signed off.

It didn't matter. | already knew the ID-locks couldn't tell the difference. 1t would take too much
memory. And, as Vincent had said, what would be the point of changing animage to one exactly like
it?

| waited till the Marilyn wasin abed and getting aridigaine IV and then got back on the skids.
After LaBreathere was nobody on them, but it took metill three-thirty to find the service door to the
shut-off section and past five to get it open.

| wasworried for awhilethat Alis had braced it shut, which she had, but not intentionally. One
of the fibe-op feed cableswas up againgt it, and when | finally got the door open acrack, al | had to
do was push.

Shewasfacing thefar wal, looking at the screen that should have been blank in this shut-of f
section. It wasn't. Inthe middle of it, Peter Lawford and June Allyson were demondtrating the Varsity
Drag to agymnasium full of college studentsin party dresses and tuxes. June was wearing a pink
dress and pink hedlswith pompoms, and so was Alis, and their hair was curled under in identical
blond pageboys.

Alis had set the Digimatte on top of its case, with the compositor and pixar beside it on the floor,
and snaked the fibe-op cable aong the yellow warning strip and around in front of the door to the
skids feed. | pushed the cable out from the door, gently, so it wouldn't break the connection, and
opened the door far enough so | could see, and then stood, haf-hidden by it, and watched her.

"Down on your hedls," Peter Lawford ingtructed, "up on your toes," and went into atriple step.
Alis, holding aremote, ff'd past the song and stopped where the dance started, and watched it, her
face intent, counting the steps. She rew'd to the end of the song. She punched a button and everyone
frozein midstep.



She waked rapidly in the silly high-heded shoes to the rear of the skids, out of reach of the
frame, and pressed a button. Peter Lawford sang, "—that's how it goes.”

Alis st the remote down on the floor, her full-skirted dress rustling as she knelt, and then hurried
back to her mark and stood, obscuring June Allyson except for one hand and atail of the pink skirt,
waiting for her cue,

It came, Aliswent down on her hedls, up on her toes, and into a Charleston, with June behind
her from thisangle like atwin, ashadow. | moved over to where | could see her from the same angle
asthe Digimatte's processor. June Allyson disappesred, and there was only Alis.

I had expected June Allyson to be wiped from the screen the way Princess Leia had been for
thetourates sceneat A Star IsBorn, but Alis wasn't making vids for the folks back home, or even
trying to project her image on the screen. She was smply rehearsing, and she had only hooked the
Digimatte up to feed the fibe-op loop through the processor because that was the way she'd been
taught to useiit at work. | could see, even from here, that the "record” light wasn't on.

| retreated to the half-open door. Shewastaller than June Allyson, and her dress was a brighter
pink than June's, but the image the Digimatte was feeding back into the fibe-op loop wasthe
corrected version, adjusted for color and focus and lighting. And on some of these routines, practiced
for hours and hours in these shut-off sections of the skids, done and redone and done again, that
corrected image had been so closeto the original that the ID-locks didn't catch it, so close Aliss
image had gotten past the guards and onto the fibe-op source. And Alis had managed the impossible.

She flubbed aturn, stopped, clattered over to the remotein her pompomed heels, rew'd to the
middle section just before the flub, and froze it. She glanced at the Digimatte's clock and then
punched a button and hurried back to her mark.

She only had another half hour, if that, and then she would have to dismantle this equipment and
take it back to Hollywood Boulevard, set it up, open up shop. | should let her. | could show her the
opdisk another time, and | had found out what | wanted to know. | should shut the door and leave
her to rehearse. But | didn't. | leaned against the door, and stood there, watching her dance.

She went through the middle section three more times, working the clumsiness out of the turn,
and then rew'd to the end of the song and went through the whole thing. Her face was intent, dert, the
way it had been that night watching the Continental, but it lacked the ddlight, the rapt, abandoned
qudlity of the Beguine.

| wondered if it was because she was till learning the routine, or if shewould ever haveit. The
smile June Allyson turned on Peter Lawford was pleased, not joyful, and the "Vargity Drag" number
itself was only so-s0. Hardly Cole Porter.

It came to me then, watching her patiently go over the same steps again and again, as Fred must
have done, dl donein arehearsa hdl before the movie had even begun filming, that | had been wrong
about her.

| had thought that she believed, like Ruby Keder and ILMGM, that anything was possible. | had
tried to tell her it wasn't, that just because you want something doesn't mean you can haveit. But she
had already known that, long before | met her, long before she came to Hollywood. Fred Astaire had



died the year she was born, and she could never, never, never, in spite of VR and computer graphics
and copyrights, dance the Beguine with him.

And dl this, the costumes and the classes and the rehearsing, were smply a substitute, something
to do instead. Likefighting in the Resistance. Compared to the impaossibility of what Aliswas
unfortunate enough to want, breaking into a Hollywood populated by puppets and pimps must have
seemed a snap.

Peter Lawford took June Allyson's hand, and Alis migudged the turn and crashed into empty
air. She picked up the remote to rew, glanced toward the station sign, and saw me. She stood looking
at mefor along moment, and then walked over and shut off the Digimatte.

"Dont—" | said.

"Don't what?" she said, unhooking connections. She shrugged awhite lab coat on over the pink
dress. "Don't waste your time trying to find a dancing teacher because there aren't any?' She buttoned
up the coat and went over to the input and disconnected the feed. "Asyou can see, I've already
figured that out. Nobody in Hollywood knows how to dance. Or if they do, they're splatted on
chooch, trying to forget." She began looping the feed into acail. "Areyou?'

She glanced up a the station sign and then laid the coiled feed on top of the Digimatte and knelt
next to the compositor, skirt rustling. "Because if you are, | don't have time to take you home and
keep you from faling off the skids and fend off your advances. | haveto get this stuff back.” She did
the pixar into its case and snapped it shut.

"I'm not splatted,” | said. "And I'm not drunk. I've been looking for you for Six weeks."

She lifted the Digimatte down and into its case and began stowing wires. "Why? So you can
convince me I'm not Ruby Kedler? That the musical's dead and anything | can do, comps can do
better? Fine. I'm convinced.”

She sat down on the case and unbuckled the pompomed hedls. "Youwin,” shesaid. "I can't
danceinthemovies." Shelooked over at the mirrored wall, shoein hand. "It'simpossible.”

"No," | said. "l didn't cometo tell you that."

She stuck the heelsin one of the pockets of the lab coat. "Then what did you cometo tell me?
That you want your list of accessesback? Fine" She did her feet into apair of dip-onsand stood up.
"I'velearned just about al the chorus numbers and solos anyway, and thisisn't going to work for
partnered dancing. I'm going to have to find something el se.”

"| don't want the accesses back," | said.

She pulled off the blond pageboy and shook out her beautiful backlit hair. " Then what do you
want?'

You, | thought. | want you.

She stood up abruptly and jammed the wig in her other pocket. "Whatever it is, it'll haveto



wait." She dung the coil of feed over her shoulder. "I've got ajob to go to." She bent to pick up the
Cases.

"Let mehelpyou,” | sad, garting toward her.

"No, thanks," she said, shouldering the pixar and hoisting the Digimatte. "I can do it mysdf.”

"Then I'll hold the door for you," | said, and opened it.

She pushed through.

Rush hour. Packed mirror to mirror with Ray Milland and Rosdind Russell on their way to
work, none of whom turned to look at Alis. They weredl looking at the walls, which were going full
blast: ILMGM, More Copyrights Than There Arein Heaven. A promo for Beverly Hills Cop 15, a
promo for aremake of The Three Musketeers.

| pulled the door shut behind me, and a River Phoenix, squatting on the yellow warning strip,
looked up from arazor blade and apamful of powder, but he was too splatted to register what he
was seeing. His eyes didn't even focus.

Aliswas dready halfway to the front of the skids, her eyeson the station sign. It blinked
"Hollywood Boulevard,” and she pushed her way toward the exit, with me following in her wake, and
out onto the Boulevard.

It was ill asdark asit gets, but everything was open. And there were still (or maybe aready)
tourates around. Two old guysin Bermuda shorts and vidcams were at the Happily Ever After booth,
watching Ryan ONed save Ali MacGraw'slife.

Alisstopped at the grille of A Star Is Born and fumbled with her key, trying to insert the card
without putting any of her stuff down. The two tourates wandered over.

"Here," | said, taking the key. | opened the gate and took the Digimatte from her.
"Do you have Charles Bronson?' one of the oldates said.
"We'renot openyet,” | said. "l have something | haveto show you,” | said to Alis.

"What? The latest puppet show? An automatic rehearsal program?’ She started setting up the
Digimatte, plugging in the cables and fibe-op feed, shoving the Digimatte into position.

"] dwayswanted to bein Death Wish," the oldate said. "Do you have that?"
"Werenot open,” | said.

"Hereésthe menu,” Alissaid, switching it on for the oldate. "We don't have Charles Bronson, but
we have got a scene from The Magnificent Seven." She pointed toit.

"You haveto seethis, Alis" | said, and shoved in the opdisk, glad I'd preset it and didn't have to
cdl anything up. On the Town came up on the screen.



"l have customersto—" Alis said, and stopped.

| had set the disk to "Next, please” after fifteen seconds. On the Town disappeared, and Sngin'
in the Rain came up.

Alisturned angrily to me. "Why did you—"

"I didnt," | said. "Youdid." | pointed at the screen. Tea for Two came up, and Alis, inred curls,
Charlestoned her way toward the front of the screen.

"It'snot apaste-up,” | said. "L ook at them. They're the movies you've been rehearsing, aren't
they? Arent they?'

On the screen Aliswas high-stepping with her blue parasol.

"Y ou talked about Sngin' in the Rain that night | met you. And | could have guessed some of
the others. They're dl full-length shot and continuoustake.” | pointed at her in her blue bustle. "Buit |
didn't even know what movie that was from."

Hats Off came up. "And I'd never seen some of these."
"l didn't—" she said, looking at the screen.

"The Digimatte does a superimpose on the fibe-op image coming in and putsit on disk,” | sad,
showing her. "That image goes back through the loop, too, and the fibe-op source randomly checks
the pattern of pixels and automatically reects any image that's been changed. Only you weren't trying
to change theimage. Y ou weretrying to duplicate it. And you succeeded. Y ou matched the moves
perfectly, so perfectly the Brownian check thought it was the sameimage, so perfectly it didn't regject
it, and theimage made it onto the fibe-op source.” | waved my hand at the screen, where shewas
dancing to "42nd Street."

Behind us, the oldate said, "Whao'sin this Magnificent Seven scene?’ but Alisdidn't answer
him. She was watching the shifting routines, her face intent. | couldn't read her expression.

"How many arethere?' she said, ill looking at the screen.

"I'vefound fourteen,” | said. "Y ou rehearsed more than that, right? The onesthat got past the
ID-locks are dmogt al dancers with the same shape of face and features you have. Did you do any
AnmnMillers?'

"Kiss Me Kate," shesaid.

"| thought you might have," | said. "Her faceistoo round. Y our features wouldn't match closaly
enough to get past the ID-lock. It only works where there's dready aresemblance.” | pointed at the
screen. "There are two others| found that aren't on the disk because they'rein litigation. White
Christmas and Seven Brides for Seven Brothers.”

Sheturned to look at me. " Seven Brides? Areyou sure?'



"You'reright therein the barnraising scene” | sad. "Why?"!

She had turned back to the screen, frowning at Shirley Temple, who was dancing with Alisand
Jack Haey in military uniforms. "Maybe—" she said to herslf.

"| told you dancing in the movieswasimpossible," | sad. "'l waswrong. Thereyou are.”

Asl said it, the screen went blank, and the oldate said loudly, "How about that guy who says,
'Makemy day!' Do you have him?"'

| reached to start the disk again, but Alis had aready turned away.
"I'm afraid we don't have Clint Eastwood either. The scene from Magnificent Seven has Steve

McQueen and Yul Brynner," shesaid. "Would you liketo seeit?' and busied hersdlf punching in the
access.

"Does he have to shave hishead?' hisfriend said.

"No," Alissaid, reaching for ablack shirt and pants, ablack hat. "The Digimeatte takes care of
that." She started setting up the tape equipment, showing the oldate where to stand and what to do,
oblivious of hisfriend, who was il talking about Charles Bronson, oblivious of me.

Wil, what had | expected? That she'd be overjoyed to see hersdlf up there, that sheld fling her
arms around me like Natalie Wood in The Searchers? | hadn't done anything. Except tell her sheld
accomplished something she hadn't been trying to do, something she'd turned down standing on this
very boulevard.

"Yul Brynner," the oldate's friend said disgustedly, "and no Charles Bronson."

On the Town was on the screen again. Alis switched it off without aglance and caled up The
Magnificent Seven.

"Y ou want Charles Bronson and they give you Steve McQueen,” the oldate grumbled. "They
always make you settle for second best.”

That'swhat | love about the movies. There's dways some minor character standing around to
tell you the mord, just in case you're too dumb to figure it out for yourself.

"Y ou never get what you want," the oldate said.

"Yeah," | sad. " There'sno placelike home,' " and headed for the skids.

VERA MILES: [Running out to corral, where RANDOLPH SCOTT
issaddling horse] You weregoingto leave, just like that? Without
even saying good-bye?

RANDOLPH SCOTT: [Cinching girth on horse] | got a scoreto



settle. And you got a young man to tend to. | got the bullet out of that
arm of his, but it needsbandaging. [RANDOLPH SCOTT stepsin
stirrup and swings up on horse]

VERA MILES: Will | seeyou again? How will | know you'reall right?

RANDOLPH SCOTT: | reckon I'll beall right, [tipshat] You take
care, ma'am. [Wheels horse around and rides off into sunset]

VERA MILES: [Calling after him] I'll never forget what you've done
for me! Never!

| went home and started work. | did the ones that mattered first—restoring the double
cigarette-lighting in Now, Voyager, putting the uranium back in the wine bottlein Notorious,
reinebriating Lee Marvin'shorsein Cat Ballou. And the ones| liked: Ninotchka and Rio Bravo and
Double Indemnity. And Brides, which came out of litigetion the day after | saw Alis. It was begping
at mewhen | woke up. | put Howard Ked's drink and whiskey bottle back in the opening scene, and
then ff'd to the barnraising and turned the pan of corn bread back into ajug before | watched Alis.

It wastoo bad | couldn't have shown it to her, she'd seemed so surprised the number had made
it onto film. She must have had trouble with it, and no wonder. All those lifts and no partner—I
wondered what equipment she'd had to lug down Hollywood Boulevard and onto the skidsto make it
look like shewasin theair. It would have been niceif she could see how happy shelooked doing
thoselifts.

| put the barnraising dance on the disk with the others, in case Russ Tamblyn's estate or Warner
appealed, and then erased al my transaction records, in case Mayer yanked the Cray.

| figured | had two weeks, maybe threeif the Columbiatakeover realy went through. Mayer'd
be s0 busy trying to make up his mind which way to jump he wouldn't have time to worry about ASs,
and neither would Arthurton. | thought about calling Heada—she'd know what was happening—and
then decided that was probably abad idea. Anyway, she was probably busy scrambling to keep her
job.

A week anyway. Enough time to give Myrna Loy back her hangover and watch the rest of the
musicals. I'd dready found most of them, except for Good News and The Birds and the Bees. | put
the dulce la leche back in Guys and Dolls while| was &t it, and the brandy back in My Fair Lady
and made Frank Morgan in Summer Holiday back into adrunk. It went dower than | wanted it to,
and after aweek and ahalf, | stopped and put everything Alis had done on disk and tape, expecting
Mayer to knock on the door any minute, and started in on Casablanca.

There was aknock on the door. | ff'd to the end where Rick's bar was il full of lemonade,
took the disk of Alissdancing and stuck it down the side of my shoe, and opened the door.

ItwasAlis.

The hall behind her was dark, but her hair, pulled into abun, caught the light from somewhere.



She looked tired, like she had just come from practicing. She till had on her 1ab coat. | could see
white stockings and Mary Janes below it, and an inch or so of pink ruffle. | wondered what sheldd
been doing—the " Abba-Dabba Honeymoon" number from Two Weeks with Love? Or something
from By the Light of the Slvery Moon?

She reached in the pocket of the lab coat and held out the opdisk I'd given her. "1 cameto bring
this back to you."

"Keepit," | sad.

Shelooked at it aminute, and then stuck it in her pocket. "Thanks," she said, and pulled it out
again. "I'm surprised so many of the routines made it on. | wasn't very good when | started,” she said,
turning it over. "I'm il not very good.”

"You're as good as Ruby Keder," | said.

Shegrinned. " She was somebody's girlfriend.”

"Youreasgood as Vera-Ellen. And Debbie Reynolds. And Virginia Gibson.”

She frowned, and looked at the disk again and then at me, asif trying to decide whether to tell
me something. "Headatold me about her job,” she said, and that wasn't it. "L ocation assstant. That's
great." Shelooked over at the array, where Bogart was toasting Ingrid. " She said you were putting
the movies back the way they were."

"Not dl themovies" | said, pointing at the disk in her hand. " Some remakes are better than the
origind.”

"Won't you get fired?' she said. "Putting the ASsback in, | mean?”’

"Almost certainly,” | said. "But it isafah, fah, bettah thing | do than | have evah done before. It
isa—"

"Tale of Two Cities, Ronad Colman,” she said, looking at the screenswhere Bogart was
saying good-byeto Ingrid, at the disk, at the screens again, trying to work up to what she had to say.

| sadit for her."You'releaving."
She nodded, still not looking at me.
"Where are you going? Back to River City?"

"That'sfrom The Music Man," she said, but shedidn't smile. "I can't go any farther by mysdlf. |
need somebody to teach me the hedl-and-toe work Eleanor Powell does. And | need a partner.”

Just for amoment, no, not even amoment, the flicker of aframe, | thought about what might
have beenif | hadn't spent those long splatted semesters dismantling highbals, if | had spent them out
in Burbank instead, practicing kick-turns.



"After what you said the other night, | thought | might be able to use a positioning armature and a
data harnessfor thelifts, and | tried it. It worked, | guess. | mean, it—"

Her voice cut off awkwardly like she'd intended to say something more, and | wondered what it
was, and what it was I'd said to her. That Fred might be coming out of litigation?

"But the balanceisn't the same as aredl person,” she said. "And | need experiencelearning
routines, not just copying them off the screen.”

So she was going someplace where they were il doing liveactions. "Where?' | said. "Buenos
Aires?'

"No," shesaid. "China"

China

"They'redoing ten liveactionsayear," she sad.

And twenty purges. Not to mention provincia uprisngs. And antiforeigner riots.

"Their liveactions aren't very good. They'reterrible, actudly. Most of them are propagandafilms
and martid-arts things, but a couple of them last year were musicas.” She smiled ruefully. "They like

GeneKadly."

GeneKdly. But it would be redl routines. And aman's arm around her waist instead of adata
harness, aman's handsllifting her. Thered thing.

"l leave tomorrow morning,” she said. "'l was packing, and | found the disk and thought maybe
you wanted it back."

"No," | said, and then, so | wouldn't haveto tell her good-bye, "Where are you flying out of 7'

"San Francisco,” she said. "I'm taking the skids up tonight. And I'm till not packed.” She looked
a me, waiting for meto say my line.

And | had plenty to choose from. If there's anything the movies are good &, it's good-byes.
From "Be careful, darling!" to "Don't let's ask for the moon when we have the stars,” to " Come back,
Shanel" Even, "Hasta la vista, baby."

But | didn't say them. | stood there and |ooked at her, with her beautiful, backlit hair and her
unforgettable face. At what | wanted and couldn't have, not even for afew minutes.

Andwhat if | said"Stay"?What if | promised to find her ateacher, get her apart, put ona
show? Right. With a Cray that had maybe ten minutes of memory, aCray | wouldn't have as soon as
Mayer found out what 1'd been doing?

Behind me on the screen, Bogart was saying, "There's no place for you here," and looking at
Ingrid, trying to make the moment last forever. In the background, the plane's propellers were starting
to turn, and in aminute the Nazis would show up.



They stood there, looking at each other, and tears welled up in Ingrid's eyes, and Vincent could
mess with histears program forever and never get it right. Or maybe he would. They had made
Casablanca out of dry ice and cardboard. And it wasthered thing. "I haveto go,” Alissaid.

"I know," | said, and smiled a her. "WEell aways have Paris." And according to the script, she
was supposed to give me one last longing ook and get on the plane with Paul Henreid, and why isit |
ill haven't learned that Heada is dways right?

"Good-bye," Alissaid, and then shewasin my arms, and | was kissing her, kissing her, and she
was unbuttoning the lab coat, taking down her hair, unbuttoning the pink gingham dress, and some
part of mewasthinking, "Thisisimportant,” but she had the dress off, and the pantaoons, and | had
her on the bed, and she didn't fade, she didn't morph into Heada, | was on her and in her, and we
were moving together, easly, effortlesdy, our outstretched hands dmost but not quite touching on the
tangled sheets.

| kept my gaze on her hands, flexing and stretching in passion, knowing if | looked at her face it
would be freeze-framed on my brain forever, klieg or no klieg, afraid if | did she might belooking a
me kindly, or, worse, not belooking at me at all. Looking through me, past me, at two dancerson a
darry floor.

"Tom!" she said, coming, and | looked down at her. Her hair was spread out on the pillow,
backlit and beautiful, and her face was intent, the way it had been that night at the party, watching
Fred and Ginge on the freescreen, rapt and beautiful and sad. And focused, finally, on me.

MOVIE CLICHE #1: TheHappy Ending. Salf-explanatory.

SEE: An Officer and a Gentleman, An Affair to Remember, Sleeplessin Seattle, The
Miracle of Morgan's Creek, Shall We Dance, Great Expectations.

It's been three years, during which time China has gone through four provincia uprisngsand six
student riots, and Mayer has gone through three takeovers and eight bosses, the next to last of whom
moved him up to Executive Vice-President.

Mayer didn't tumbleto my putting the ASsback in for nearly three months, by whichtimel'd
finished thewhole Thin Man series, The Maltese Falcon, and al the Westerns, and Arthurton was
on hisway out.

Heada, Hill costarring as Joan Blondell, talked Mayer out of killing me and into making astirring
speech about Censorship and Deep Love for the Movies and getting himsalf spectacularly fired justin
timefor the new bossto hire him back as"the only mora person in thiswhole pop-pated town.”

Heada got promoted to set director and then (that next-to-last boss) to Assistant Producer in
Charge of New Projects, and promptly hired meto direct aremake. Happy endings al around.

In the meantime, | programmed happy endings for Happily Ever After and graduated and



looked for Alis. | found her in Pennies from Heaven, and in Into the Woods, the last musica ever
made, and in Small Town Girl. | thought I'd found them all. Until tonight.

| watched the scenein the Indy again, looking at the silver tap shoes and the platinum wig and
thinking about musicds. Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom isn't one. "Anything Goes' isthe
only number init, and it's only there because one of the scenes takes place in anightclub, and they're
the floor show.

And maybe that's the way to go. The remake I'm working on isn't amusica either—it'sa
weeper about a couple of star-crossed lovers—but | could change the hotel dining room sceneinto a
nightclub. And then, the boss after next, do aremake with a nightclub setting, and put Fred (who's
bound to be out of litigation by then) iniit, just in one featured number. That was dl hewasin Flying
Down to Rio, afeatured number, thirtyish, dightly balding, who could dance alittle. And look what

happened.

And before you know it, Mayer will be telling everybody the musica's coming back, and I'll get
assigned the remake of 42nd Street and find out where Alisis and book the skids and well put on a
show. Anything'spossible.

Eventimetravd.

| accessed Vincent the other day to borrow his edit program, and he told metime travel's abust.
"Wewere this close," he said, histhumb and forefinger dmost touching. “Theoreticdly, the Caamir
effect should work for time aswell as space, but they've sent image after image into a negative-matter
region, and nothing. No overlap at al. | guess maybe there are some thingsthat just aren't possible.”

He'swrong. The night Alisleft, she said, " After what you said the other night, | thought maybe|
could use adata harness for the lifts," and | had wondered what it was I'd said, and when | showed
her the opdisk, she'd said, " Seven Brides for Seven Brothers? Areyou sure?'

"It'snot onthedisk," I'd sad, "it'sinlitigation,” and it had stayed in litigation till the next day. And
when | checked, it had been in litigation the wholetime | looked for her.

And for eight months before that, in aNational Treasure suit the Film Preservation Society had
brought. The night | saw Brides, it had been out of litigation exactly two hours. And had gone back in
an hour later.

Alishad only beenworking at A Star IsBorn for six months. Brides had beeniin litigation the
wholetime. Until after | found her. Unitil after | told her I'd seen her init. And when | told her, sheldd
said, "Seven Brides for Seven Brothers? Areyou sure?' and I'd thought she was surprised because
the jumps and lifts were so hard, surprised because she hadn't been trying to superimpose her image
on the screen.

Brides hadn't come out of litigation till the next day.
And aweek and ahdf later Alis cameto me. She came straight from the skids, straight from

practicing with the harness and the armature that she'd thought might work, "after what you said the
other night." And it had worked. "—I guess," shed sad. "l mean—"



Sheld come gtraight from practice, wearing Virginia Gibson's pink gingham dress, Virginia
Gibson's pantal oons, wearing her costume for the barnraising dance sheld just done. The barnraising
dance I'd seen her in six weeks before she ever did it. And my theory about her having somehow
gone back intimewasright after dl, even if it was only her image, only pixels on ascreen. She hadn't
been trying to discover timetravel either. She had only been trying to learn routines, but the screen
sheld been rehearsing in front of wasn't a screen. It was a negative-matter region, full of randomized
electrons and potentia overlaps. Full of posshbilities.

Nothing'simpossible, Vincent, | think, watching Alisdo kick-turnsin her sequined leotard. Not
if you know what you want.

Headais accessng me. "l waswrong. The Ford Tri-Motor's at the beginning of the second
one. Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom. Beginning with frame—"

"I foundit," | say, frowning at the screen where Alis, in her platinum wig, is doing abrush step.
"What'swrong?' Heada says. "lan't it going to work?"
"I'm not sure,” | say. "When'sthe Fred Agtaire suit going to be settled?!

"A month," she says promptly. "But it'sgoing right back in. Sofracima-Rizzoli's claiming
copyright infringement.”

"Who the hdll is Sofracima-Rizzoli 7'

"The studio that ownsthe rightsto amovie Fred Astaire made in the seventies. The Purple
Taxi. | figurethey'll settle. Three months. Why?' she says suspicioudy.

"Theplanein Flying Down to Rio. I've decided that'swhat | want.”

"A biplane? Y ou don't have to wait for that. There are tons of other movieswith biplanesin
them. The Blue Max, Wings, High Road to China—" She stops, looking unhappy.

"Do they have skidsin China?' | say.

"Areyou kidding? They're lucky to have bicycles. And enough to eat. Why?" she says, suddenly
interested. "Have you found out where Alisis?'

n NO."

Heada hesitates, trying to decide whether to tell me something. "The assistant set director's back
from China. He saystheword is, it's Cultural Revolution 3. Book burnings, reeducetion, they've shut
at least one studio down and arrested the whole film crew.”

| should beworried, but I'm not, and Heada, who knows everything, pounces immediately.

"Issheback?' she says. "Have you had word from her?'

"No," | say, because | have findly learned how to lieto Heada, and becauseit'strue. | don't



know where sheis, and | haven't had word from her. But I've gotten amessage.

Fred Adaire has been out of litigation twice since Alis I eft, once between copyright suitsfor
exactly eight seconds, the other time last month when the AF filed an injunction claming hewasa
historic landmark.

That time | wasready. | had the Beguine number on opdisk, backup, and tape, and was ready
to check it before the watch-and-warn had even stopped beeping.

It was the middle of the night, asusual, and &t first | thought | was till adeep or having one last
flash.

"Enhance upper left,” | said, and watched it again. And again. And the next morning.

It looked the same every time, and the message was loud and clear: Alisisdl right, in spite of
uprisings and revolutions, and she'sfound a place to practice and somebody to teach her Eleanor
Powell's hedl-and-toe steps. And she's going to come back, because China doesn't have skids, and
when she does, she's going to dance the Beguine with Fred Adtaire.

Or maybe she dready has. | saw her in the barnraisng number in Brides six weeks before she
didit, and it'sbeen four since | saw her in Melody. Maybe she's already back. Maybe she's already
doneit.

| don't think so. I've promised the current A Star Is Born James Dean allifetime supply of
chooch to tell meif anybody touches the Digimatte, and Fred's till inlitigation. And | don't know how
far back in time the overlap goes. Six weeks before she did it was only when | saw her in Brides.
Theresno telling how long before that her image was there. Under two years, because it wasn'tin
42nd Street when | watched it thefirgt time, when | wasfirgt sarting Mayer'slist, and yeah, | know |
was splatted and might have missed her. But | didn't. | would know her face anywhere.

So under two years. And Heada, who knows everything, says Fred will be out of litigation in
three months.

In the meantime, | keep busy, doing remakes and trying to make them good, getting Mayer to
talk ILMGM into copyrighting Ruby Keder and Eleanor Powell, working for the Resistance. | have
even come up with ahappy ending for Casablanca.

It isafter the war, and Rick has come back to Casablanca after fighting with the Resistance,
after who knows what hardships. The Café Américain has burned down, and everybody's gone, even
the parrot, even Sam, and Bogie stands and looks at the rubble for along time, and then Starts picking
through the mess; trying to see what he can salvage.

Hefindsthe piano, but when hetipsit upright, haf the keysfdl out. He fishes an unbroken bottle
of scotch out of the rubble and setsit on the piano and starts looking around for aglass. And there
sheis, ganding in what's|eft of the doorway.

She looks different, her hair's pulled back, and she looks thinner, tired. Y ou can see by looking
a her that Paul Henreld's dead and she's gone through alot, but you'd know that face anywhere.



She stands there in the door, and Bogie, il trying to find aglass, looks up and sees her.

No didogue. No music. No clinch, in spite of Heada's benighted ideas. Just the two of them,
who never thought they'd see each other again, sanding there looking at each other.

When I'm done with my remake, I'll put my Casablanca ending in Happily Ever After'scomp
for the tourates.

In the meantime, | have to separate my star-crossed lovers and send them off to suffer assorted
hardships and pay for their sins. For which | need aplane.

| put the " Anything Goes' number on disk and backup, in case Kate Capshaw goesinto
litigation, and then ff to the Ford Tri-Motor and save that, too, in case the biplane doesn't work.

"High Road to China," | say, and then cance it before it has a chance to come up.
"Simultaneous display. Screen one, Temple of Doom. Two, Sngin' in the Rain. Three, Good
News..."

I go through the litany, and Alis appears on the screens, one after the other, in tap pants and
bustles and green weskits, ponytails and red curls and shingled bobs. Her face looksthe samein dl of
them, intent, aert, concentrating on the steps and the music, unaware that she is conquering
encryptions and Brownian checks and time,

"Screen Eighteen,” | say, " Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” and she twirls across the floor
and legpsinto the arms of Russ Tamblyn. And he has conquered time, too. They dl have, Gene and
Ruby and Fred, in spite of the death of the musicdl, in spite of the studio execs and the hackates and
the courts, conquering timein aturn, asmile, alift, capturing for a permanent moment what we want
and can't have.

| have been working on weeperstoo long. | need to get on with the business at hand, pick a
plane, save the sentiment for my lovers Big Farewdll.

"Cancdl, dl screens,” | say. " Center screen, High Road to—" and then stop and stare at the
Slver screen, like Ray Milland craving adrink in The Lost Weekend.

"Center screen,” | say. "Frame 96-1100. No sound. Broadway Melody of 1940," and Sit down
on the bed.

They aretapping Sde by side, dressed in white, lost inthe music | cannot hear and the time steps
that took them weeksto practice, dancing easily, without effort. Her light brown hair catchesthe light
from somewhere,

Alisswingsinto aturn, her white skirt swirling out in the same clear arc as Eleanor's—check and
Brownian check—and that must have taken weeks, too.

Next to her, casud, elegant, obliviousto copyrights and takeovers, Fred taps out a counterpoint
ripple, and Alis answersit back, and turnsto smile over her shoulder.

"Freeze," | say, and she stops, gtill turning, her hand outstretched and almost touching mine.



| lean forward, looking at the face | have seen ever sncethat firgt night watching her from the
door, that face | would know anywhere. Well dways have Paris.

"Forward three frames and hold," | say, and sheflashes me addighted, an infinitely promising,
amile

"Forward regltime,”" | say, and thereis Alis, as she should be, dancing in the movies.

THE END
Roll credits
Bellwether
ToJohn
From Abigall
"Y ours—yours—yours—"
acknowledgment

Specia thanksto the girls at Margie's Java Joint, who make the best caffé latte and conversation
in the world, and without whom | wouldn't have made it through the last months of this novel!

1.
beginning
Brothers, sigters, husbands, wives—
Followed the Fiper for ther lives.
From street to street he piped advancing,
And step by step they followed dancing.

robert browning



hula hoop [march 1958-june 1959]

The prototype for dl merchandising fads and one whose phenomenal success
has never been repeated. Originally awooden exercise hoop used in
Augtraian gym classes, the HulaHoop was redesigned in gaudy plastic by
Wham-O and sold for $1.98 to adults and kids alike. Nuns, Red Skelton,
geishas, Jane Russdll, and the Queen of Jordan rotated them on their hips, and
lesser beings didocated hips, sprained necks, and dipped disks. Russaand
Chinabanned them as"capitdis," ateam of Belgian explorerstook twenty of
them along to the South Pole (to give the penguins?), and over fifty million
were sold worldwide. Died out as quickly asit had spread.

It'salmost impossible to pinpoint the beginning of afad. By thetimeit Startsto look like one, its
originsarefar in the past, and trying to trace them back is exponentialy harder than, say, looking for
the source of the Nile.

In the first place, ther€'s probably more than one source, and in the second, you're deding with
human behavior. All Speke and Burton had to deal with were crocodiles, rapids, and the tsetsefly. In
the third, we know something about how riverswork, like, they flow downhill. Fads seem to spring
full-blown out of nowhere and for no good reason. Witness bungee-jumping. And Lavalamps.

Scientific discoveries are the same way. People liketo think of science asrationd and
reasonable, following step by step from hypothesis to experiment to conclusion. Dr. Chin, last year's
winner of the Niebnitz Grant, wrote, " The process of scientific discovery isthelogica extenson of
observation by experimentation.”

Nothing could be further from the truth. The processis exactly like any other human
endeavor—messy, haphazard, misdirected, and heavily influenced by chance. Look at Alexander
Fleming who discovered penicillin when a spore drifted in the window of hislab and contaminated
oneof hiscultures.

Or Roentgen. He was working with a cathode-ray tube surrounded by sheets of black
cardboard when he caught aglimpse of light from the other sde of hislab. A sheet of paper coated
with barium platinocyanide was fluorescing, even though it was shut off from the tube. Curious, he
stuck his hand between the tube and the screen. And saw the shadow of the bones of his hand.

Look at Galvani, who was studying the nervous systems of frogs when he discovered eectrical
currents. Or Messier. He wasn't looking for galaxies when he discovered them. He was looking for
comets. He only mapped them because he was trying to get rid of anuisance.

None of which makes Dr. Chin any the less deserving of the Niebnitz Grant's million-dollar
endowment. It isn't necessary to understand how something worksto do it. Teke driving. And starting
fads Andfdlinginlove

What was | talking about? Oh, yes, how scientific discoveries come about. Usudly the chain of



events leading up to them, like that leading up to afad, follows a course too convoluted and chaotic to
follow. But | know exactly where one started and who Started it.

It was in October. Monday the second. Nine o'clock in the morning. | wasin the stats lab at
HiTek, struggling with abox of clippings on hair-bobbing. I'm Sandra Foster, by theway, and | work
in R&D at HiTek. | had spent al weekend going through yellowed newspapers and 1920s copies of
The Saturday Evening Post and The Delineator, trudging upstream to the beginnings of the fad of
hair-bobbing, looking for what had caused every woman in Americato suddenly chop off her
"crowning glory," despite socia pressure, threatening sermons, and four thousand years of long hair.

| had clipped endless news items; highlighted references, magazine articles, and advertisements;
dated them; and organized them into categories. Hip had stolen my stapler, | had run out of paper
clips, and Desiderata hadn't been able to find any more, so | had had to settle for stacking them, in
order, in the box, which | was now trying to maneuver into my lab.

The box was heavy and had been made by the same people who manufacture paper sacks for
the supermarket, so when I'd dumped it just outside the lab so | could unlock the door, it had
developed amgor rip down one side. | was hdf-wrestling, haf-dragging it over next to one of thelab
tables so | could lift the stacks of clippings out when the whole sde Sarted to give way.

An avaanche of magazine pages and newspaper stories began to spill out through the side
before | could get it pushed back in place, and | grabbed for them and the box as Hip opened the
door and douched in, looking disgusted. She was wearing black lipstick, ablack hater, and ablack
leather micro-skirt and was carrying a box about the size of mine.

"I'm not supposed to have to deliver packages," she said. "Y ou're supposed to pick themupin
themail room."

"l didn't know | had apackage,” | said, trying to hold the box together with one hand and reach
aroll of duct tapein the middle of the lab table with the other. " Just set it down anywhere.”

Sherolled her eyes. "Y ou're supposed to get anotice saying you have a package.”

Y es, well, and you were probably supposed to deliver it, | thought, which explainswhy | never
got it. "Could you reach me that duct tape?’ | said.

"Employees aren't supposed to ask interdepartmental assistantsto run persona errands or make
coffeg,” Hip sad.

"Handing mearall of tapeisnot apersona errand,” | said.

Hip sighed. "I'm supposed to be ddlivering the interdepartmental mail.” Shetossed her hair. She
had shaved her head the week before but had |eft along hank along the front and down one side
expresdy for flipping when she fed's put-upon.

Flip ismy punishment for having tried to get her predecessor, Desiderata, fired. Desderatawas
mindless, cludess, and completely without initiative. She misddivered the mail, wrote down messages
wrong, and spent dl her free time examining her split ends. After two months and awrong phone cdl
that cost me agovernment grant, | went to Management and demanded she be fired and somebody,



anybody else be hired, on the grounds that nobody could possibly be worse than Desiderata. | was
wrong.

Management moved Desideratato Supply (nobody ever getsfired at HiTek except scientists
and even we don't get pink dips. Our projects just get canceled for lack of funding) and hired Hip,
who has anose ring, atattoo of asnowy owl, and the habit of sighing and rolling her eyes when you
ask her todo anything a dl. | am afraid to get her fired. Thereisno telling who they might hire next.

Hip sghed loudly. "This packageisredly heavy."
"Then set it down," | said, stretching to reach the tape. It was just out of reach. | inched the hand

holding the side of the box shut higher and leaned farther acrossthe lab table. My fingertipsjust
touched the tape.

"It'sbreakable," Hip said, coming over to me, and dropped the box. | grabbed to catch it with
both hands. It thunked down on the table, the Side gave way on my box, and the clippings poured out
of the box and acrossthefloor.

"Next time you're going to haveto pick it up yoursdlf,” Fip said, walking on the clippings toward
the door.

| shook the box, listening for broken sounds. There weren't any, and when | looked at the top, it
didn't say FRAGILE anywhere. It ssid PERISHABLE. It dso said DR. ALICIA TURNBULL.

"Thisisn't ming" | said, but Flip was dready out the door. | waded through a sea of clippings
and caledto her. "Thisisn't my package. It'sfor Dr. Turnbull in Bio."

Shesghed.
"Y ou need to take thisto Dr. Turnbull."
Sherolled her eyes. "I haveto deliver therest of the interdepartmenta mall first,” she said,

tossing her hank of hair. She douched on down the hal, dropping two pieces of said departmental
mail as shewent.

"Make sure you come back and get it as soon as you're done with the mail,” | shouted after her
down the hdl. "It's perishable,” | shouted, and then, remembering that illiteracy isahot trend these
daysand perishable isafour-syllable word, "That meansit'll spoil.”

Her shaved head didn't even turn, but one of the doors hafway down the hal opened, and Gina
leaned out. "What did she do now?" she asked.

"Duct tape now quaifies asapersona errand,” | said.
Ginacame down the hdl. "Did you get one of these?' she said, handing me ablueflyer. It wasa
meeting announcement. Wednesday. Cafeteria. All HiTek staff, including R& D. "Hip was supposed

to deliver oneto every office" shesaid.

"What's the meeting about?"



"Management went to another seminar,” she said. "Which means a sengitivity exercise, anew
acronym, and more paperwork for us. | think I'll call in sick. Brittany's birthday's in two weeks, and |
need to get the party decorations. What's in these days in birthday parties? Circus? Wild West?'

"Power Rangers,” | said. "Do you think they might reorganize the departments?’ Thelast seminar
Management had goneto, they'd created Flip'sjob as part of CRAM (Communications Reform
Activation Management). Maybe thistime they'd diminate interdepartmental assistants, and | could go
back to making my own copies, delivering my own messages, and fetching my own mail. All of which
| was doing now.

"I hate the Power Rangers," Ginasaid. "Explain to me how they ever got to be so popular.”

She went back to her lab, and | went back to work on my bobbed hair. It was easy to see how
it had become popular. No long hair to put up with combs and pins and pompadour puffs, no having
to wash it and wait aweek for it to dry. The nurseswho'd served in World War | had had to cut their
hair off because of lice, and had liked the freedom and the lightness short hair gave them. And there
were obvious advantages when it came to the other fads of the day: bicycling and lawn tennis.

So why hadn't it become afad in 1918? Why had it waited another four years and then
suddenly, for no apparent reason, hit so big that barber shops were swamped and hairpin companies
went bankrupt overnight? In 1921, hair-bobbing was till unusua enough to make front-page news
and get women fired. By 1925, it was so common every graduation picture and advertisement and
magazine illustration showed short hair, and the only hats being sold were bell-shaped cloches, which
were too snug to fit over long hair. What had happened in the interim? What was the trigger?

| spent the rest of the day re-sorting the clippings. Y ou'd think magazine pages from the 1920s
would have turned yelowish and rough, but they hadn't. They'd did like edls out onto thetile floor,
fanning out across and under each other, mixing with the newspaper clippings and obliterating their
categories. Some of the paper clips had even come off.

| did the re-sorting on the floor. One of the lab tables was full of clippings about pogsthat Flip
was supposed to have taken to be copied and hadn't, and the other one had al my jitterbug dataon
it. And neither one was big enough for the number of piles| needed, some of which overlapped: entire
article devoted to hair-bobbing, reference within article devoted to flappers, pointed reference, casual
reference, disgpproving reference, humorous reference, shocked and horrified reference, illustration in
advertisement, adoption by middle-aged women, adoption by children, adoption by the elderly, news
items by date, newsitems by state, urban reference, rurd reference, disparaging reference, reference
indicating compl ete acceptance, first Sgns of waning of fad, fad declared over.

By 4:55 the floor of my whole lab was covered with piles and Hip still wasn't back. Stepping
carefully among the piles, | went over and looked at the box again. Biology was clear on the other
side of the complex, but there was nothing for it. The box said PERISHABLE, and even though
irrespongibility isthe hottest trend of the nineties, it hasn't worked its way through the whole society
yet. | picked up the box and took it down to Dr. Turnbull.

It weighed aton. By thetime I'd maneuvered it down two flights and aong four corridors, the
reasons why irresponsibility had caught on had become very clear to me. At least | was getting to see
apart of thebuilding | ordinarily was never in. | wasn't even exactly sure where Bio was except that it
was down on the ground floor. But | must be heading in the right direction. There was moisturein the



air and afaint sound of zoo. | followed the sound down yet another staircase and into along corridor.
Dr. Turnbull's officewas, of course, at the very end of it.

The door was shut. | shifted the box in my arms, knocked and waited. No answer. | shifted the
box again, propping it against the wall with my hip, and tried the knob. The door was locked.

Thelast thing | wanted to do was lug thisbox al the way back up to my office and then try to
find arefrigerator. | looked down the hall at the line of doors. They were al closed, and, presumably,
locked, but there was aline of light under the middle one on the I ft.

| repositioned the box, which was getting heavier by the minute, lugged it down to thelight, and
knocked on the door. No answer, but when | tried the knob, the door opened onto ajungle of video
cameras, computer equipment, opened boxes, and trailing wires.

"Helo," | sad. "Anybody here?’

Therewas amuffled grunt, which | hoped wasn't from an inmate of the zoo. | glanced at the
nameplate on the door. "Dr. ORellly?" | said.

"Yeah?' aman'svoice from under what looked like afurnace said.

| walked around to the side of it and could see two brown corduroy legs sticking out from under
it, surrounded by alitter of tools. "I've got abox herefor Dr. Turnbull," | said to thelegs. "She'snotin
her office. Could you takeit for her?'

"Just =t it down,” the voice said impatiently.

| looked around for somewhere to st it that wasn't covered with video equipment and coils of
chickenwire.

"Not on the equipment,” thelegs said sharply. "On thefloor. Carefully.”

| pushed aside arope and two modems and set the box down. | squatted down next to the legs
and said, "It'smarked perishable.’ Y ou need to put it in the refrigerator.”

"All right," he snapped. A freckled arm in awrinkled white deeve appeared, patting the floor
around the base of the box.

Therewasaroll of duct tapelying just out of hisreach. "Duct tape?’ | said, putting it in his hand.
Hishand closed around it and then just stayed there.

"You didn't want the duct tape?’ | looked around to see what € se he might have wanted.
"Rliers? Phillips screwdriver?!

The legs and arm disappeared under the furnace and a head emerged from behind it. "Sorry," he
said. Hisface was freckled, too, and he was wearing Coke-bottle-thick glasses. "I thought you were
that mail person.”



"Hip," | sad. "No. She delivered the box to my office by mistake."

"Figures.” He pulled himself out from under the furnace and stood up. "I redly am sorry,” he
sad, dusting himsdlf off. "I don't usualy act that rude to people who aretrying to ddliver things. It's
just that Hip..."

"l know," | said, nodding sympathetically.

He pushed his hand through his sandy hair. "The last time she delivered abox to me she set it on
top of one of the monitors, and it fell off and broke avideo camera.”

"That soundslike FHip," | said, but | wasn't redly listening. | was looking & him.

When you spend as much time as | do analyzing fads and fashions, you get so you can spot them
at first Sght: ecohippie, jogger, Wall Street M.B.A., urban terrorist. Dr. O'Rellly wasn't any of them.
He was about my age and about my height. He was wearing alab coat and corduroy pants that had

been washed so often the wale was completely worn off on the knees. They'd shrunk, too, halfway up
his ankles, and there was a pae line where they'd been let down.

The effect, especidly with the Coke-bottle glasses, should have been science geek, but it wasnt.
For one thing, there were the freckles. For another, he was wearing a pair of once-white canvas
sneakers with holesin the toes and frayed seams. Science geeks wear black shoes and white socks.
He wasn't even wearing a pocket protector, though he should have been. There were two splotches
of ballpoint ink and a puddle of Magic Marker on the breast pocket of the lab coat, and one of the
patch pockets was out at the bottom. And there was something else, something | couldn't put my
finger on, that made it impossible for meto categorize him.

| squinted at him, trying to figure out exactly what it was, so long he looked at me curioudy. "l
took the box to Dr. Turnbull's office," | said hatily, "but she's gone home."

" She had agrant meeting today," he said. " She's very good at getting grants.”
"The most important quaity for ascientist thesedays,” | said.

"Yegh," hesad, amilingwryly. "Wish | hadit."

"I'm Sandra Foster,” | said, sticking out my hand. "Sociology.”

He wiped his hand on his corduroys and shook my hand. "Bennett O'Rellly."

And that was odd, too. He was my age. His name should be Matt or Mike or, God forbid,
Troy. Bennett.

| was gtaring again. | said, "And you're ahbiologist?"
"Chaostheory.”

"lan't that an oxymoron?' | said.



Hegrinned. "Theway | did it, yes. Which iswhy my project logt its funding and | had to cometo
work for HiTek."

Maybe that accounted for the oddness, and corduroys and canvas sneakers were what chaos
theorists were wearing these days. No, Dr. Applegate, over in Chem, had been in chaos, and he
dressed like everybody elsein R& D: flannd shirt, baseball cap, jeans, Nikes.

And nearly everybody a HiTek'sworking out of their field. Science hasits fads and crazes, like
anything else: string theory, eugenics, mesmerism. Chaos theory had been big for a couple of years, in
spite of Utah and cold fusion, or maybe because of it, but both of them had been replaced by genetic
engineering. If Dr. O'Reilly wanted grant money, he needed to give up chaos and build a better
mouse.

He was stooping over the box. "I don't have arefrigerator. I'll haveto set it outside on the
porch.” He picked it up, grunting alittle. "Jeez, it's heavy. Flip probably ddivered it to you on purpose
so shewouldn't haveto carry it al theway down here." He boosted it up with his corduroy knee.
"Wl on behaf of Dr. Turnbull and al of Flip's other victims, thanks," he said, and headed into the
tangle of equipment.

A clear exit line, and, speaking of grants, | still had half those hair-bobbing clippingsto sort into
piles before | went home. But | was till trying to put my finger on what it was that was so unusua
about him. | followed him through the maze of stuff.

"IsHip respongble for this?' | said, squeezing between two stacks of boxes.

"No," hesaid. "I'm setting up my new project.” He stepped over atangle of cords.

"Whichis?' | brushed asde ahanging platic net.

"Information diffusion.” He opened adoor and stepped outside onto a porch. "1t should keep
cold enough out here," he said, setting it down.

"Definitely," | said, hugging my arms againgt achilly October wind. The porch faced alarge,
enclosed paddock, fenced in on al sides by high walls and overhead with wire netting. Therewasa
gate at the back.

"It'sused for large-anima experiments,” Dr. ORellly said. "I'd hoped I'd have the monkeys by
July so they could be outside, but the paperwork'’s taken longer than | expected.”

"Monkeys?'

"The project's sudying information diffusion patternsin atroop of macagques. Y ou teach anew
kill to one of the macagues and then document its spread through the troop. I'm working with the
rate of utilitarian versus nonutilitarian skills. | teach one of the macagues anonuitilitarian skill with alow
ability threshold and multiple skill levels—"

"Likethe HulaHoop," | said.

He set the box down just outside the door and stood up. " The Hula Hoop?'



"The HulaHoop, miniature golf, thetwist. All fads have alow ability threshold. That'swhy you
never see speed chess becoming afad. Or fencing.”

He pushed his Coke-bottle glasses up on his nose.
"I'm working on a project on fads. What causes them and where they come from," | said.
"Where do they come from?"

"l have noidea. And if | don't get back to work, | never will." | stuck out my hand again. "Nice
to have met you, Dr. O'Rellly." | started back through the maze.

Hefollowed me, saying thoughtfully, "I never thought of teaching them to do aHulaHoop."

| was going to say | didn't think there'd be room in here, but it wasamost six, and | at least had
to get my piles up off the floor and into file folders before | went home.

| told Dr. O'Reilly goodbye and went back up to Sociology. Hip was standing in the hall, her
hands on the hips of her leather sKirt.

"l came back and you'd left," she said, making it sound like I'd |eft her sinking in quicksand.
"I wasdowninBio," | sad.

"l had to come dl the way back from Personnd," she said, tossing her hair. "Y ou said to come
back."

"I gave up on you and delivered the package mysdlf,” | said, waiting for her to protest and say
delivering the mail was her job. | should have known better. That would have meant admitting she
was actualy responsible for something.

"| looked dl over your officefor it," she said virtuoudy. "While | waswaiting for you, | picked
up al that stuff you left on the floor and threw it in the trash.”

theold curiosity shop [1840-41]

Book fad caused by seridization of Dickenss story about alittle girl and her
hapless grandfather, who are thrown out of their shop and forced to wander
through England. Interest in the book was so grest that peoplein America
thronged the pier waiting for the ship from England to bring the next ingtallment
and, unable to wait for the ship to dock, shouted to the passengers aboard,
"Did Little Ndl die?' Shedid, and her death reduced readers of all ages,
sexes, and degrees of toughnessto agonies of grief. Cowboysand minersin
the West sobbed openly over the last pages and an Irish member of
Parliament threw the book out of atrain and burst into tears.



The source of the Thames doesn't look likeit. It looks like a pasture, and not even a soggy
pasture. Not asingle water plant growsthere. If it weren't for an old well, filled up with stones; it
would be impossible to even locate the spot. Cows, not being interested in stones, wander lazily
across and around the source, munching buttercups and Queen Anne's lace, unaware that anything
ggnificant is beginning beneath their feet.

Scienceiseven lessobvious. It sartswith an gpplefaling, ateskettle boiling. Alex FHeming,
taking alast glance around hislab as he | eft for along weekend, wouldn't have seen anything
sgnificant in the window |eft haf open, in the sooty air from Paddington Station drifting in. Getting
ready to gather up hisnotes, to tell his assstant to leave everything adone, to lock the door, he
wouldn't have noticed that one of the petri dishes lids had did afraction of aninch to the sde. His
mind would have dready been on hisvacation, on the errands he had to run, on going home.

Sowasmine. The only thing | was aware of wasthat FHip had thoughtfully crumpled each
clipping into awad before stuffing them into the trash can, and that there was no way | could get them
al smoothed out tonight, and, asaresult, | was not only obliviousto thefirst event in achain of events
that was going to lead to a scientific discovery, but | was about to miss the second one, too. And the
third.

| set the trash can on the |ab table on top of my jitterbug research, sealed the top with duct tape,
stuck on asign that said " Do not touch. This meansyou, Hip," and went out to my car. Halfway out
of the parking lot | thought about Hip's ability to read, turned around, and went back to my officeto
get the trash can.

The phone was ringing when | opened the door. "Howdy," Billy Ray said when | picked it up.
"Guesswhere| am."

"In Wyoming?' | said. Billy Ray wasarancher from Laramie I'd gone out with awhile back
when | was researching line dancing.

"In Montang," he said. "Hafway between Lodge Grass and Billings." Which meant hewas
caling meon hiscdlular phone. "I'm on my way to look at some Targhees" hesaid. "They're the
hottest thing going.”

| assumed they were aso cows. During my line dancing phase, the hottest thing going had been
Aberdeen Longhorns. Billy Ray isavery nice guy and awalking compendium of country-western
fads. Two birdswith one stone.

"I'm going to bein Denver this Saturday," he said through the stutter that meant his cellular phone
was starting to get out of range. "'For aseminar on computerized ranching.”

| wondered idly what its acronym would be. Computerized Operational Wrangling?
"So | wondered if we could grab us some dinner. Therésanew prairie placein Boulder."

And prairiewasthelatest thing in cuisine. "Sorry," | said, looking &t the trash canonmy lab
table. "I've had a setback. I'm going to have to work this weekend."

"Y ou should just feed everything onto your computer and let it do the work. I've got my whole



ranch onmy PC."
"l know," | said, wishing it werethat smple.

"Y ou need to get yoursdlf one of those text scanners,” Billy Ray said, the hum becoming more
inggtent. "That way you don't even haveto typeitin.”

| wondered if atext scanner could read crumpled.

The hum was becoming a crackle. "Well, maybe next time," he sort of said, and passed into
cdlular oblivion.

| put down my noncellular phone and picked up the trash can. Under it, hdf buried in my
jitterbug research, were the library books | should have taken back two days ago. | piled them on top
of the stretched duct tape, which held, and carried them and the trash can out to the car and droveto
thelibrary.

Sincel spend my working days studying trends, many of which are downright disgusting, | fed
it'smy duty after work to encourage the trends I'd like to see catch on, like signaling before you
change lanes, and chocolate cheesecake. And reading.

Also, libraries are great placesto observe trends in best-sdllers, and library management. And
librarian ettire.

"What's on the reserve list thisweek, Lorraine?' | asked the librarian at the desk. Shewas
wearing a black-and-white-mottled swestshirt with thelogo UDDERLY FANTASTIC onit, and a
pair of black-and-white Holstein cow earrings.

"Led On by Fate," shesaid. "Still. Thereservelist'safoot long. Y ou are'—she counted down
her computer screen—"fifthinline. Y ou were sixth, but Mrs. Roxbury canceled.”

"Redly?' | said, interested. Book fads don't usually die out until the sequel comes out, at which
point the readers realize they've been had. Witness Oliver's Sory and Sow Waltz at Cedar Bend.
Whichiswhy the Gone with the Wind trend managed to last nearly six years, resulting in thousands
of unhappy little boys having to live down the name of Rhett, or even worse, Ashley. If Margaret
Mitchdll'd come out with Sow Waltz at Tara Bend it would have been dl over. Which reminded me,
| should check to seeiif thereld been any dropoff in Gone with the Wind's popularity sncethe
publication of Scarlett.

"Don't get your hopes up about Fate," Lorraine said. "Mrs. Roxbury only canceled because she
said she couldn't bear to wait for it and bought her own copy.” She shook her head, and her cows
swung back and forth. "What do people seein it?"

Yes, well, and what did they seein Little Lord Fauntleroy back in the 1890s, Frances
Hodgson Burnett's sickly sweet tde of alittle boy with long curls who inherited an English castle?
Whatever it was, it made the nove into a best-sdller and then a hit play and amovie starring Mary
Pickford (she already had the long curls), started a style of velvet suits, and became the bane of an
earlier generation of little boys whose mothersinflicted lace collars, curlers, and the name Cedric on
them and who would have been delighted to have only been named Ashley.



"What dseisontheresarvelig?'

"The new John Grisham, the new Stephen King, Angels from Above, Brushed by an Angel's
Wing, Heavenly Encounters of the Third Kind, Angels Beside You, Angels, Angels Everywhere,
Putting Your Guardian Angel to Work for You, and Angelsin the Boardroom.”

None of those counted. The Grisham and the Stephen King were only best-sdllers, and the angel
fad had been around for over ayear.

"Do you want meto put you on thelist for any of those?' Lorraine asked. "Angelsin the
Boardroom isgreat."

"No, thanks," | said. "Nothing new, huh?"

She frowned. "I thought there was something..." She checked her computer screen. "The
novelization of Little Women," shesaid, "but that wasn't it."

| thanked her and went over to the stacks. | picked out F. Scott Fitzgerad's "Bernice Bobs Her
Hair" and a couple of mysteries, which dways have smple, solvable problemslike"How did the
murderer get into the locked room?" instead of hard ones like "What causestrends?' and "What did |
do to deserve Hip?' and then went over to the eight hundreds.

One of the nagtier trendsin library management in recent yearsisthe notion that libraries should
be "respongveto their patrons.” This means having dozens of copies of The Bridges of Madison
County and Danidlle Sted, and a consequent shortage of shelf space, to cope with which librarians
have taken to purging books that haven't been checked out lately.

"Why are you throwing out Dickens?' I'd asked Lorraine last year at the library book sale,
brandishing acopy of Bleak House at her. "Y ou can't throw out Dickens.”

"Nobody checked it out,” she'd said. "'If no one checks abook out for ayear, it gets taken off
the shelves." She had been wearing a sweatshirt that said A TEDDY BEAR ISFOREVER, and a
pair of plush teddy bear earrings. "Obvioudy nobody read it."

"And nobody ever will because it won't be there for them to check out,” I'd said. "Bleak House
isawonderful book."

"Then thisisyour chanceto buy it," shed said.

Wil and thiswas atrend like any other, and asa sociologist | should note it with interest and
try to determineitsorigins. | didn't. Instead, | started checking out books. All my favorites, which I'd
never checked out because | had copies at home, and all the classics, and everything with an old cloth
binding that somebody might want to read someday when the current trends of sentimentaity and
schlock are over.

Today | checked out The Wrong Box, in honor of the day's events, and since I'd first seen Dr.
O'Rellly with hislegs sticking out from under alarge object, The Wizard of Oz, and then went over to
the Bsto look for Bennett. The Old Wives Tale wasn't there (it had probably ended up in the book
sale dready), but right next to Beckett was Butler's The Way of All Flesh, which meant The Old



Wives Tale might just be misshelved.

| started down the shelves, looking for something chubby, clothbound, and untouched. Borges;
Wuthering Heights, which | had aready checked out this year; Rupert Brooke. And Robert
Browning. The Complete Works. It wasn't Arnold Bennett, but it was both clothbound and fat, and it
still had an old-fashioned pocket and checkout card iniit. | grabbed it and the Borges and took them
to the checkout desk.

"I remembered what d se was on theresarvelis,” Lorraine said. "New book. Guide to the
Fairies" "What isit, achildren's book?"

"No." Shetook it off the reserve shelf. "It's about the presence of fairiesin our daily lives."

She handed it to me. It had a picture of afairy peeking out from behind acomputer on the
cover, and it fit one of the criteriafor abook fad: It was only 80 pageslong. The Bridges of Madison
County was 192 pages, Jonathan Livingston Seagull was 93, and Goodbye, Mr. Chips, ahuge
fad back in 1934, was only 84.

It was aso drivel. The chapter titleswere "How to Get in Touch with Y our Inner Fairy,” "How
Fairies Can Help Us Get Ahead in the Corporate World," and "Why Y ou Shouldn't Pay Attention to
Unbelievers” "Y ou'd better put meonthelist,” | said. | handed her the Browning. "This hasn't been
checked out in nearly ayear,” shesaid. "Redly?' | said. "Wadll, itisnow.” And took my Borges,
Browning, and Baum and went to get some dinner at the Earth Mother.

poulaines [1350-1480]

Soft leather or cloth shoeswith e ongated points. Originating in Poland (hence
poulaine; the English cdled them crackowes after Cracow), or more logically
brought back from the Middle East by Crusaders, they becamethe craze at dl
the European courts. The pointed toes became more elaborate, stuffed with
moss and shaped into lions claws or eagles beaks, and progressively longer,
to the point that it wasimpossble to walk without tripping over them and
completely impossible to knedl, and gold and silver chains had to be attached
to the kneesto hold up the ends. Trandated into armor, the poulaine fad
became downright dangerous: Austrian knights at the battle of Sempachin
1386 were riveted to the spot by their elongated iron shoes and were forced
to strike off the points with their swords or be caught flat-footed, so to speak.
Supplanted by the square-toed, ankle-strapped duck's-bill shoe, which
promptly becameridiculoudy wide.

The Earth Mother has okay food and iced teaso good | order it al year round. Plus, it'sagreat
place to study fads. Not only isits menu trendy (currently free-range vegetarian), but so areits
waliters. Also, theré's astand outside with al the alternative newspapers.

| gathered them up and went inside. The door and entryway were jammed with people waiting



to get in. Their iced tea must be becoming atrend. | presented mysdlf to the waitress, who had a
prison-style haircut, jogging shorts, and Tevas.

That's another trend, waitresses dressed to look as little as possible like waitresses, probably so
you can't find them when you want your check. "Name and number in your party?' the waitress said.
She was holding atablet with at |east twenty names.

"One, Fodter," | said. "I'll take smoking or nonsmoking, whichever's quicker.”

She looked outraged. "We don't have asmoking section,” she said. "Don't you know what
smoking can do to you?"

Usudly get you seated quicker, | thought, but since she looked ready to cross out my name, |
sad, "l don't smoke. | wasjust willing to Sit with people who do.”

"Secondhand smoke isjust asdeadly,” she said, and put an X next to my name that probably
meant | would be seated right after hell froze over. "I'll call you," she said, rolling her eyes, and |
certainly hoped that wasn't atrend.

| sat down on the bench next to the door and started through the papers. They were full of
animd rights articles and tattoo removal ads. | turned to the personds. The personals aren't afad.
They were, in the late eighties, and then, like alot of fads, instead of dying out, they settled into a
smdl but permanent nichein socity.

That happensto lots of fads: CBswere so popular for afew months that " Breaker, breaker"
became a catchphrase and everyone had handleslike "Red Hot Mama," and then went back to being
used by truckers and speeding motorigts. Bicycles, Monopoly, crossword puzzles, dl were crazes
that have settled into the mainstream. The personalstook up residence in the aternative newspapers.

There can be trends within trends, though, and the personals go through fads of their own.
Unusual varieties of sex was big for awhile. Now it's outdoor activities.

Thewaitress, looking vastly disapproving, said, "Foster party of one," and led meto atableright
in front of the kitchen. "We banned smoking two years ago," she said, and dapped down amenu.

| picked it up, glanced &t it to seeif they till had the sprouts and sun-dried tomatoes croissant,
and settled down to the personals again. Jogging was out, and mountain biking and kayaking werein.
And angels. One of the ads was headed HEAVENLY MESSENGER and another one said "Are
your angelstelling you to cal me? Minetold meto writethisad,” which | found unlikely.

Soul work was dso in, and spirituality, and dashes. "SDWF wanted,” and "Into Eastern/Native
American/persond growth,” and " Seeking fur/possble life partner.” Well, aren't we al?

A waiter appeared, aso injogging shorts, Tevas, and snit. He had apparently seenthe X. | said,
before he could lecture me on the dangers of nicotine, "I'll have the sprouts croissant and iced tea."

"Wedon't have that anymore.”

"Sprouts?"



"Tea." Heflipped the menu open and pointed to the right-hand page. "' Our beverages areright
here

They certainly were. The entire page was devoted to them: espresso, cappuccino, caffe latte,
caffe mocha, caffé cacao. But no tea. "I liked your iced tea," | said.

"No one drinksteaanymore," he said.

Because you took it off the menu, | thought, wondering if they'd used the same principle asthe
library, and | should have come here more often, or ordered more than one when | did come, and
saved it from the ax. Also feeling guilty because I'd gpparently missed the sart of atrend, or at least a
new stagein one.

The espresso trend's actual ly been around for severd years, mostly on the West Coast and in
Sedttle, whereit garted. A lot of fads have come out of Sesttle recently—garage bands, the grunge
look, caffe latte. Before that, fads usudly started in L.A., and before that, New Y ork. Lately,
Boulder's shown signs of becoming the next trend center, but the spread of espresso to Boulder
probably has more to do with bottom lines than the scientific laws of fads, but | till wished I'd been
around to watch it happen and seeif | could spot the trigger.

"Il have acaffélatte” | said.

"Single or double?!

"Double”

"“Tdl or short?'

"Tdl."

"Chocolate or cinnamon on top?"

"Chocolate”

"Semisweset or dark?'

I'd been wrong when | told Dr. O'Rellly dl fads had to have alow ability threshold.

After several more exchanges, concerning whether | wanted cubed sugar versus brown and
nonfat versus two percent, he left, and | went back to the personds.

Honesty was out, asusua. The men were dl "tal, handsome, and financially secure," and the
women were dl "gorgeous, dender, and sensitive.” The G/Bswere all "attractive, sophisticated, and
caring." Everyone had a"terrific sense of humor,” which | dso found unlikdly. All of them were
seeking sengitive, intelligent, ecological, romantic, articulate NSs.

NS. What was NS? Nordic skiing? Native American Shamanism? Natural sex? No sex? And
here was NSO. No sexua orgasms? | flipped back to the trandation guide. Of course. Nonsmoker
only.



The buxom, handsome, caring people who place these things seem frequently to have confused
the personaswith the L. L. Bean catalog: I'd like Item D2481 in passion red. Size, smdl. And they
frequently specify color, shape, and no pets. But the number of nonsmokings seemed to haveradically
increased since the last time I'd done a count. | got ared pen out of my purse and started to circle
them.

By the time my sandwich and complex latte had arrived, the page was covered in red. | ate my
sandwich and sipped my latte and circled. The nonsmoking trend started way back in the late
seventies, and so far it had followed the typical pattern for aversion trends, but | wondered if it was
garting to reach another, more volatile level. "Any race, religion, political party, sexua preference
okay," one of the ads read. "NO SMOKERS." In caps.

And "Must be adventurous, daring, nonsmoking risk-taker" and "Me: Successful but tired of
being done. Y ou: Compassonate, caring, nonsmoking, childiess." And my favorite: "Desperately
seeking someone who marches to the besat of adifferent drummer, flouts convention, doesn't care
what'sin or out. Smokers need not apply."

Someone was standing over me. The waiter, probably, wanting to give me anicotine patch. |
looked up.

"] didn't know you came here," Hip said, rolling her eyes.

"] didn't know you came here either,” | said. And now that | do | never will again, | thought.
Especidly sncethey don't serve iced teaanymore.

"The personals, huh?' she said, craning around to look at what I'd marked. "They're okay, |
guess, if you're desperate.”

| am, | thought, wondering wildly if she'd stopped on the way in to empty the trash and had |
locked the car?

"I don't need artificia aids. | have Brine," she said, pointing a a guy with a shaved head, bower
boots, and studs in his nose, eyebrows, and lower lip, but | wasn't looking at him. | was looking at her
extended arm, which had three wide gray armlets around it a wrist, mid-forearm, and just below the
elbow. Duct tape.

Which explained her remark about it being a persond errand this afternoon. If thisisthe latest
fad, | thought, | quit. "l haveto go," | said, scooping up my newspapers and purse, and looking
franticaly around for my waiter, who | couldn't find Since he was dressed like everybody dse. | put
down atwenty and practicaly ran for the exit.

"She doesn't gppreciate meat al,” | heard Hip telling Brine as| fled. "She could at least have
thanked me for cleaning up her office."

| had locked my car, and, driving home, | began to fed amost cheerful about the duct tape
armbands. FHip would, after al, have to take them off. | aso thought about Brine and about Billy Ray,
who wears a Stetson and boot-cut jeans and a pager, and about what an accomplishment Dr.
OReilly'sungylishnessredlly was.



Almogt everything isin style for men these days. bomber jackets, bicycle pants, dashikis, GQ
auits, jeansthat are too big, tank shirtsthat are too small, deck shoes, hiking boots, Birkenstocks.
And now with the addition of grunge's faded flannel shirts and therma underwear, it's hard to find
anything that looks bad enough to not be in style. But Dr. O'Relilly had managed it.

Hishair wastoo long and his pants were too short, but it was more than that. One of the garage
bands has a drummer who wears pedal pushers and braids onstage, and he looks like the ultimate in
trendiness. And it wasn't his glasses. Look at Elton John. Look at Buddy Holly.

It was something el se, something that had been nagging at me dl evening. Maybe | should go
back down to Bio and ask him if | could study him. Maybeif | followed him around while he taught
his monkeysto HulaHoop or whatever it was he was going to do, | could figure out how he managed
to be trend-free. And by studying anontrend, get some clueto its opposite. Or maybe | should go
home, iron my clippings, and try to figure out what caused two million women to suddenly pick up
their scissorsin unison and whack off their Little Lord Fauntleroy curls.

| didn't do either one. Instead, | went home and read Browning. | read "The Pied Piper,” a
poem which, oddly enough, was about fads, and started Pippa Passes, along poem about an Itaian
factory girl in Asolo who only got one day ayear off (clearly she worked for the Italian branch of
HiTek) and who spent it wandering past windows singing, among other things, "The lark's on the
wing;/The snail'son the thorn,” and inspiring everybody who heard her.

| wished sheld show up outside my window and inspire me, but it didn't seem likely. Inspiration
was going to haveto cometheway it usualy did in science, uncrumpling al those clippings and
feeding the dataiinto the computer. By experimenting and failing and trying again.

| waswrong. Inspiration had aready happened. | just didn't know it yet.

qguality circles [1980-85]

Businessfad inspired by successful Japanese corporate practices. A
committee of employeesfrom al areas of the company would meet once a
month, usudly after work, to share experiences, communicate idess, and
make suggestions as to ways the corporation could be better run. Died out
when it became apparent that none of those suggestions were being taken.
Replaced by QIS, MBO, JIT, and hot groups.

Wednesday we had the adl-staff meeting. | was nearly latetoit. I'd been down in Supply, trying
to wrestle abox of paper clips out of Desiderata, who didn't know where (or what) they were, and,
asaresult, every tablein the cafeteriawasfilled when | got there,

Ginawaved to me from across the room and pointed at an empty chair next to her, and | did
into it just as Management said, "We a HiTek never stop striving for excellence.”

"What'sgoing on?" | whispered to Gina.



"Management is proving beyond a shadow of a doubt they don't have enough to do," she
murmured back. " So they've invented anew acronym. They're working up to it right now."

"...principle of our exciting new management programis Initiative." He printed alarge capital | on
aflipchart withaMagic Marker. "Initiative is the cornerstone of agood company.”

| looked around the room, trying to spot Dr. O'Rellly. Flip was douched against the back wall,
her arms swathed in duct tape, looking sullen.

"The cornerstone of Initiative is Resources," Management said. He printed an Rinfront of the 1.
"And what is HiTek's most valuable resource? Y ou!"

| finally spotted Dr. O'Reilly standing near the trays and the silverware with hishandsin his
pockets. He looked alittle more presentable today, but not much. HE'd put abrown polyester blazer
on that wasn't the same brown as his corduroy pants and a brown-and-white-checked shirt that didn't
meatch either one.

"Resources and I nitiative are worthless unless they're guided,” Management said, stickinga G in
front of the Rand I. "Guided Resource I nitiative Management,” he said triumphantly, pointing to each
letter inturn. "GRIM."

"Truer words," Ginamuttered.

"The cornerstone of GRIM is Staff Input.” Management wrote S on the flipchart. "I want you to
divide into brainstorming groups and list five objectives Hewrote alarge 5 on the flipchart.

| looked over a Dr. OReilly, gtill standing by the slverware, wondering if | should invite him to
join our brainstorming group, but Ginad aready grabbed Sarah from Chemistry and awoman from
Personnel named Elaine who was wearing a sweatband and bicycle pants.

"Five objectives" Management said, and Elaineimmediately got out a notebook and numbered
apage from oneto five, "for enhancing the work environment at HiTek."

"FreHip," | sad.

"Do you know what she did to me the other day?" Sarah said. "Shefiled dl my lab charts under
L forlab."

"Should | writethat down?' Elainesad.

"No," Ginasaid, "but | want you all to writethisdown. Brittany's birthday is on the eighteenth
and you're dl invited. Two o'clock. Presents, cake, and no Power Rangers. | put my foot down. Y ou
can have any kind of party you want, | told Brittany, but not Power Rangers.”

Dr. ORellly had finaly sat down at atable in the middle of the room and had taken off his
jacket. It wasn't an improvement. All it meant was that you could see histie, which was serioudy out

of gyle

"Have you ever seen the Power Rangers?' Ginawas saying.



"l can't come" Sarah said. "I'm running in aten-K race with Paul Ottermeyer.”
"In Safety?| thought you were going with Ted," Ginasaid.

"Ted hasintimacy issues,” Sarah said. "And until he learnsto ded with them, therésno point in
our trying to have acommitted relationship.”

"So you're settling for aten-K race?’ Ginasaid.

"Y ou should try stair-waking," Elaine from Personnd said. "It gives you amuch better full-body
workout than running.”

I leaned my chin on my hand and considered Dr. O'Rellly'stie. Tiesarealot like the rest of
men's clothes. Almost everything'sin. That wasn't true until recently. Each erahad its own fashion in
ties. Striped cravats were in in the 1860s and lavender tiesin the 1890s. Bow tieswere big in the
twenties, hand-painted hula dancersin the forties, neon daisesin the sixties, and anything that wasn't
inwas out. But now dl of the above are in, aong with bolos, bandannas, and the ever-popular no tie
at al. Bennett'stie wasn't any of those—it wasjust ugly.

"What are you looking at?* Ginaasked.

"Dr. ORellly," | said, wondering if he was old enough to have bought the tie new.

"The geek downin Bio?" Elaine said, craning her neck.

"Badtie" Ginasad.

"And those glasses," Sarah said. "They're so thick you can't even tell what color hiseyesarel™

"Gray," | said, but Elaine and Sarah had gone back to discussing stair-walking.

"The best sairsare up on campus,” Elaine said. "The engineering building. Sixty-eight steps, but
it's gotten pretty crowded. So | usualy do the ones over on Clover."

"Ted liveson Iris" Sarah said. "He's got to acknowledge his male warrior spirit, or helll never be
ableto embrace hisfemaleside”

"All right, fellow workers," Management said. "Do you have your five objectives? Hip, would
you collect them?"

Elainelooked stricken. Gina snatched thelist from her and wrote rapidly:
1. Optimize potentid.
2. Fecilitate empowerment.
3. Implement visoning.

4. Strategize priorities.



5. Augment core structures.
"How did you do that?' | said admiringly.

"Those are thefivethings | dwayswrite down," she said and handed thelist to Hip as she
douched past.

"Before we go any further," Management said, "1 want you dl to stand up.”

"Bathroom break,” Ginamurmured.

"We're going to do asengtivity exercise" Management said. "Everybody find a partner.”

| turned. Sarah and Elaine had adready claimed each other, and Gina was nowhere to be seen. |
hesitated, wondering if | could makeit dl theway over to Dr. ORellly intime, and sasw awomanina
chic haircut and ared power suit moving purposefully through the crowd to me.

"I'm Dr. AlicaTurnbull," shesaid.

"Oh, right," | said, smiling. "Did you get your box okay?"

"Everybody got a partner?' Management boomed. "Now, face each other and rai se both hands,
pams outward."

Wedid. "You'redl under arrest,” | joked.
Dr. Turnbull raised an eyebrow.

"Okay, fdlow workers," Management said, "now place your pamsflat againsgt the pams of your
partner's hands."

Silliness has aways been adominant trend in America, but it has only recently invaded the
workplace, dthough it hasits originsin the efficiency experts of the twenties. Frank and Lillian
Gilbreth, the founders of the Cheaper by the Dozen clan, who clearly did not spend dl their timein
the factory (twelve children, count 'em, twelve), popularized the ideas of motion study, psychology in
the workplace, and the outside expert, and American business has been in decline ever since,

"Now, look deep inyour partner'seyes,” Management said, "and tell him or her three thingsyou
like about him or her. Okay. One."

"Where do they come up with thisstuff?" | said, looking degp in Dr. Turnbull's eyes.

" Studies have shown sengtivity training significantly improves corporate workplace relations,”
shesad frodily.

"Fing" | sad. "Yougofird."

"That package clearly said 'perishable onit," she said, pressing her pdmsagaing mine. "You
should have ddivered it to meimmediately.”



"Y ou weren't there.”

"Then you should have found out where | was."

"Two," Management said.

"That package contained valuable cultures. They could have spoiled.”

She seemed to have lost Sight of an important point here. "Flip was the one who was supposed
to have ddlivered it to you."

"Then wha wasit doing in your office?'
"Three," Management said.

"Next timeI'd appreciateit if you'd leave amessage on my e-mail,” she said. "Well? Aren't you
going to tel me three things you like about me? It'syour turn.”

I likeit that you work in Bio and that it's clear on the other end of the complex, | thought. "1 like
your suit," | said, "even though shoulder pads are terribly passé. And so isred. Too threatening.
Feminineiswhat'sin."

"Don't you fed better about yourself?" Management said, beaming. "Don't you fed closer to
your felow worker?"

Too close, infact. | beat ahasty retreat back to my table and Gina. "Where did you go?"' |
demanded.

"To the bathroom," she said. "Meeting Surviva Rule Number One. Always be out going to the
bathroom during sengitivity exercises.”

"Before we go any further,” Management said, and | braced mysdlf to make a bregk for the
bathroom in case of another sengtivity exercise, but Management was moving right along to the
increased paperwork portion of our program, which turned out to be procurement forms.

"Weve had some complaints about Supply,” Management said, "so weve indituted anew
policy that will increase efficiency in that department. Instead of the old departmental supply forms,
you'll use anew interdepartmental form. Weve aso restructured the funding allocation procedure.
One of the most revolutionary aspects of GRIM istheway it streamlines funding. All gpplicationsfor
project funding will be handled by a centrd Allocations Review Committee, including projectswhich
were previoudy gpproved. All forms are due Monday the twenty-third. All applications must befiled
on the new smplified funding alocation gpplication forms."

Which, if the stack of papers Flip was holding in her duct-taped arms as she passed among the
crowd was any indication, were longer than the old funding application forms, and they were
thirty-two pages.

"While the interdepartmenta assistant’s distributing the forms, | want to hear your input. What
€lse can we do to make HiTek a better place?"



Eliminate gaff meetings, | thought, but didn't say it. | may not be aswell versed asGinaisin
Meeting Surviva, but | do know enough not to raise my hand. All it doesis get you put on a
committee.

Apparently everybody else knew it, too.
"Staff Input isthe cornerstone of HiTek," he said.
Sill nothing.

" Anybody?" Management said, looking GRIM. He brightened. "Ah, at last, someone who's not
afraid to stand out in acrowd.”

Everybody turned to look.

It was Hip. "The interdepartmental assistant has way too many duties,” she said, flipping her
hank of hair.

"You see" Management said, pointing at her. "That's the kind of problem-solving attitude that
GRIM isdl about. What solution do you suggest?”

"A different job title,” Flip said. "And an assigtant.”
| looked across the room at Dr. O'Reilly. He had his head in his hands.
"Okay. Other ideas?'

Forty hands shot up. | looked at the waving hands and thought about the Pied Piper and hisrats.
And about hair-bobbing. Most hair fads are aclear case of follow-the-Piper. Bo Derek, Dorothy
Hamill, Jackie Kennedy, had dll started hairstyle fads, and they were by no meansthefirst. Madame
de Pompadour had been responsible for those enormous powdered wigs with sailing shipsand
famous artillery battlesin them, and VVeronica L ake for millions of American women being unableto
See out of one eye.

Soit waslogica that hair-bobbing had been started by somebody, only who? Isadora Duncan
had bobbed her hair in the early 1900s, and several suffragettes had bobbed theirs (and put on men's
clothes) long before that, but neither had attracted any followers to speak of .

The suffragettes were obvioudy ahead of their time (and rather fearsomely formidable). Isadora,
who legped around the stage in skimpy chiffon tunics and bare feet, was too weird.

The obvious person was the ballroom dancer Irene Castle. She and her husband, Vernon (more
miserable little boys), had set severd dancing trends: the one-step, the hesitation waltz, the tango, the
turkey trot, and, of course, the Castle Walk.

Irene was pretty, and dmost everything she wore had become afad, from white satin shoesto
little Dutch caps. In 1913, at the height of their popularity, she'd had her hair cut short while shewas
in the hospital after an appendectomy, and sheld kept it short after she got better and had worn it with
awide band that clearly foreshadowed the flappers.



She was aknown fashion-setter, and sheld definitely had followers. But if she was the source,
why had it taken so long to catch on? When Bo Derek's corn-rowed hair hit movie screensin 1979, it
was only aweek before corn-rowed women started showing up everywhere. If Irene was the source,
why hadn't hair-bobbing become afad in 1913? Why had it waited for nine years and aworld war to
become afad?

Maybe the movieswere the key. No, Mary Pickford hadn't cut off her long curls until 1928.
Had Irene and Vernon Castle done asilent filmin, say, 19217

Management was il calling on waving hands.

"| think we should have an espresso cart in the building,” Dr. Apple-gate said.

"I think we should have aworkout room," Elaine said.

"And somemore stairs."

Thiscould go on dl day, and | wanted to check and see what movies had come out in 1922. |
stood up, as unobtrusively as possible, snatched aform from Hip, who had skipped our table, and

ducked out the back, leafing through the form to see how long it was.

Wonder of wonders, it was actudly shorter than the original. Only twenty-two pages. And the
typewas only dightly smaler than—I crashed into someone and |ooked up.

It was Dr. O'Rellly, who must have been doing the samething. "Sorry," he said. "I wasthinking
about this funding regpplication thing." He raised both hands, till holding the funding formin the right
one, and faced hispamsout. "Tell your partner three things you don't like about Management.”

"Can it be more than three?" | said. "'l suppose this means you won't get your macagques right
away, Dr. ORelly."

"Cdl meBennett,” he said. "Flip'sthe only one with atitle. | was supposed to get them this
week. Now I'll have to wait till the twentieth. How about you? Does this affect your HulaHoop
project?’

"Hair-bobbing," | said. "The only effect isthat | won't have any time to work on it because I'll be
filling out thisstupid form. | wish Management would find something to think about besides making up
new forms."

"Shh," someone said fiercdly from the door.

We moved farther down the hall, out of range.

"Paperwork isthe cornerstone of Management,” Bennett whispered. "They think reducing
everything to formsisthe key to scientific discovery. Unfortunately science doesn't work that way.
Look a Newton. Look at Archimedes.”

"Management would never have approved the funding for an orchard,” | agreed, "or a bathtub.”



"Or ariver," Bennett said. "Which iswhy we lost our chaos theory funding and | had to cometo
work for GRIM.."

"What were you working on?" | asked.

"The Loue. It'sariver in France. It hasits source in agrotto, which meansit'sasmall, contained
system with acomparatively limited number of variables. The systems scientists have tried to sudy
before were huge—weather, the human body, rivers. They had thousands, even millions of variables,
which made them impossible to predict, so wefound..."

Up close histie was even more nondescript than from a distance. It gppeared to have some sort
of pattern, though what exactly | couldn't make out. Not paidey (which had been popular in 1988), or
polka dots (1970). It wasn't a nonpattern either.

"...and measured the air temperature, water temperature, dimensions of the grotto, makeup of
the water, plant life dong the banks—" he said and stopped. "Y ou're probably busy and don't have
timetoligentodl this"

"That'sokay," | said. "I've got to go back to my office, but I'll walk you asfar asthe stairs.”

"Okay, well, so my ideawas that by precisaly measuring every factor in achaotic system, |
could isolate the causes of chaos.”

"Hip," | sad. "The cause of chaos"

Helaughed. "The other causes of chaos. | know talking about the causes of chaos soundslike a
contradiction in terms, Since chaotic systems are supposed to be systems where ordinary cause and
effect break down. They're nonlinear, which meansthere are so many factors, operating in such an
interconnected way, that they'reimpossible to predict.”

Likefads, | thought.

"But there are laws governing them. Weve mathematicaly defined some of them: entropy,
interior indabilities, and iteration, which is—"

"The butterfly effect,” | said.

"Right. A tiny variable feeds back into the system and then the feedback feeds back, until it
influencesthe sysem dl out of proportiontoitssize."

| nodded. "A butterfly flapping itswingsin L.A. can cause atyphoon in Hong Kong. Or an
al-gaff megting at HiTek."

Helooked ddighted. "Y ou know something about chaos?"
"Only from persond experience” | said.

"Yeah," hesaid, "it does seem to be the order of the day around here. Well, so, anyway, my
project was to calculate the effects of iteration and entropy and seeif they accounted for chaos or if



there was another factor involved.”

"Wasthere?'

Helooked thoughtful. " Chaos theorists think the Heisenberg uncertainty principle meansthat
chaotic systems are inherently unpredictable. Verhoest believesthat prediction is possible, but he's
proposed there's another force driving chaos, an X factor that'sinfluencing its behavior.”

"Moths," | said.

"What?'

"Or locusts. Something other than butterflies.

"Oh. Right. But héswrong. My theory isthat iteration can account for everything that goesonin
achaotic system, once al the factors are known and properly measured. | never got the chanceto
find out. We were only able to do two runs before | got my funding cut. They didn't show an increase
in predictability, which means either | waswrong or | didn't have dl the variables." He stopped, his
hand on adoor handle, and | realized we were standing outsde hisdoor. | had apparently walked
him al theway down to Bio.

"Well," | said, wishing | had moretimeto andyze histie, "I guess I'd better get back to work.
I've got to brace mysdlf for Flip's new assistant. And fill out my funding dlocation form.” | looked at it
ruefully. "At leest it'sshort.”

He peered blankly at me through histhick glasses.

"Only twenty-two pages,” | said, holding it up.

"The funding forms aren't printed up yet," he said. "We're supposed to get them tomorrow.” He
pointed at the form | was holding. "That's the new smplified supply procurement form. For ordering

paper clips.”

2.
bubblings

Mankind, of course, dways has been and alwayswill be, under the yoke of
the butterfliesin the matter of socid rites, dress, entertainment, and the
expenditure which these thingsinvolve.

hugh sheffidld, the sovereignty of sodiety, 1909

miniature golf [1927-31]



Recresetion fad of smal golf courses with eighteen very short holes
complicated by windmills, waterfalls, and tiny sand traps. Its popularity was
eadly explainable. It was a cheap place to take a Depression date, had alow
kill threshold with multiple achievement levels, and let you pretend for a
couple of hoursthat you were part of the refined country-club set. Over forty
thousand courses sprang up across the country, and at its height it was so
popular it was even athreat to the movies, and the studios forbade their actors
to be seen playing miniature golf. Died from overexposure.

The source of the Colorado River doesn't ook like one either. It'sin aglacier fild up inthe
Green River Mountains, and what it looks likeis tundraand snow and rock.

But even in deepest winter there's some melting, adrop here, atricklethere, alittle film of water
forming a the grubby edges of the glacier and spilling over onto the frozen ground. Falling and
freezing, collecting, converging, so dowly you can't seeit.

Scientific research islike that, too. "Eurekal"s like the one Archimedes had when he stepped ina
bathtub and suddenly redlized the answer to the problem of testing metals density arefew and far
between, and modtly it'sjust trying and failing and trying something else, feeding in dataand diminating
variables and staring at the results, trying to figure out where you went wrong.

Take Arno Penzias and Robert Wilson. Their goa was to measure the absolute intengity of radio
signals from space, but first they had to get rid of the background noisein their detector.

They moved their detector to the country to get rid of city noise, radar sations, and atmospheric
noise, which helped, but there was till background noise.

They tried to think what might be causing it. Birds? They went up on the roof and looked at the
horn-shaped antenna. Sure enough, pigeons were nesting ingdeit, leaving droppings that might be
causing the problem.

They evicted the pigeons, cleaned the antenna, and sedled every possible joint and crack
(probably with duct tape). There was ill background noise.

All right. So what else could it be? Streams of e ectronsfrom nuclear testing? If it was, the noise
should be diminishing, since atomic tests had been banned in 1963. They ran dozens of testson the
intengity to seeif it was. It wasnt.

And it seemed to be the same no matter which part of the heavens were overhead, which made
no senseat al.

They tested and retested, taped and retaped, scraped off pigeon droppings, and despaired of
ever getting to the point where they could perform their experiment on radio signd intensity for nearly
five years before they realized what they had wasn't background noise at al. It was microwaves, the
resounding echo of the Big Bang.

Friday Flip brought the new funding application. It was sixty-eight pages|ong and poorly



stapled. Three pagesfell out of it as Flip douched in the door and two more as she handed it to me.
"Thank you, Hip," | said, and smiled &t her.

The night before | had read the last two thirds of Pippa Passes, during which Pippa had talked
two murderoudy adulterousloversinto killing themselves, convinced a deceived young student to
choose love over revenge, and reformed assorted neer-do-wells. And dl just by chirping, "The year's
at the spring,/And day's at the morn." Think what she could have accomplished if sheld had alibrary
card.

"Y ou can change theworld,” Browning was clearly saying. "By being perky and signding before
turning | eft, one person can have a positive effect on society,” and it was obvious from " The Pied
Piper" that he understood how trends worked.

| hadn't noticed any of these effects, but then neither had Pippa, who had presumably gone back
to work at the silk factory the next day without any notion of al the good she'd done. | could see her
at the gaff meeting Management had called to introduce their new management system, PESTO.
Right after the sengitivity exercise her coworker would lean over and whisper, "' So, Pippa, what did
you do on your day off?" and Pippawould shrug and say, "Nothing much. Y ou know, hung out.”

So | might be having more of an effect on literacy and left-turn sgnding than I'd redlized, and, by
being pleasant and polite, could stop the downward trend to rudeness.

Of course, Browning had never met Flip. But it wasworth atry, and | had the comfort of
knowing | couldn't possibly make thingsworse.

So, even though Hip had made no effort to pick up the spilled pages and was, in fact, stlanding
on oneof them, | smiled a her and said, "How are you this morning?"'

"Oh, just great,” shesaid sarcadticdly. "Perfectly fine." She flopped down onto the
hair-bobbing clippings on my lab table. Y ou will not believe what they expect meto do now!"

A littlework? 1 thought uncharitably, and then remembered | was supposed to be following in
Pippasfootsteps. "Who'sthey?' | said, bending to pick up the spilled pages.

"Management,” she said, rolling her eyes. She waswearing apair of neon-yelow tights, a
tie-dyed T-shirt, and avery peculiar down vest. It was short and bunched oddly around the neck and
armpits. "Y ou know how I'm supposed to get anew job title and an assstant?’

"Yes," | said, continuing to smile. "Did you? Get anew job title?"

"Ye-es," shesad. "I'm theinterdepartmental communicationsliaison. But for my assistant, they
expect me to be on a search committee. After work."

Along the bottom of the vest there was arow of snaps, astyle| had never seen before. She's
wearing it upside down, | thought.

"Thewhole point was | was overworked. That'swhy | have to have an assstant, isn't it?
Hello?"



Wearing clothing some other way than was intended is an ever-popular variety of fad—untied
shoelaces, backward baseball caps, tiesfor belts, dipsfor dresses—and one that can't be put down
to merchandising because it doesn't cost anything. It's not new, either. High school girlsin 1955 took
to wearing their cardigan swesaters backward, and their mothers had worn unbuckled ga oshes with
short skirts and raccoon coats in the 1920s. The metal buckles had jangled and flapped, which ishow
the name flapper came about. Or, since there doesn't seem to be agreement on the source of
anything where fads are concerned, they were named for the chickenlike flapping of their armswhen
they did the Charleston. But the Charleston didn't hit till 1923, and the word flapper had been used
asearly as 1920.

"Well," Hip said. "Do you want to hear thisor not?

It was no wonder Pippa had just gone singing past her clients windows. If she'd had to put up
with them, she wouldn't have been half as cheerful. | forced an interested expression. "Who eseison
the committee?"

"I don't know. | told you, | don't have timeto go to these things."

"But don't you want to make sure you get agood ass stant?”

"Not if | haveto Stay after work," she said, irritably pulling clippings out from under her. "Y our
officeisamess. Don't you ever clean it?'

" Thelark'son thewing;/Thesnail'son thethorn,'" | said.
"What?"

So Browning waswrong. "I'd loveto talk," | said, "but I'd better get started on this funding
form."

Shedidn't show any signs of moving. She waslooking amlessy through the clippings.

"1 need you to make a copy of each of those. Now. Before you go to your search committee
mesting."

Still nothing. | got a pencil, stuck the extra pages into the gpplication, and tried to focus on the
amplified funding form.

| never worry much about getting funding. It'strue there are fads in both science and industry,
but greed isawaysin style. HiTek would like nothing more than to know what causes fads so they
could invent the next one. And stats projects are cheap. The only funding | was requesting wasfor a
computer with more memory capacity. Which didn't mean | could forget about the funding form. It
wouldn't matter if your project was a sure-fire method for turning lead into gold, if you don't have the
formsfilled out and turned in on time, Management will cancel you like ashot.

Project godls, experimenta method, projected results, matrix andysisranking. Matrix andysis
ranking?

| flipped the page over to seeif there were ingtructions, and the page came out dtogether. There



weren't any ingructions, there or at the end of the gpplication. "Were there ingtructions included with
theform?" | asked Hip.

"How would | know?' she said, getting up. "What'sthis?" She stuck one of the clippings under
my nose, an ad of a bobbed blonde standing next to a Hupmoabile.

"Thecar?'
"No-0-0," she sad, letting her breath out in abig sgh. "Her hair."

"A bob," | said, and leaned closer to seeif the hair was cut in an Eton bob or ashingle. It was
crimped in even rows down the sides of her head. "A marcel wave," | said. "It was a permanent wave
done with aspecid eectrica metal-and-wires apparatus that was about as much fun as going to the
dentist," but Flip had aready logt interest.

" think if they're going to make you stay after work or make you do extrajobs they should pay
you overtime. Like stapling dl these funding forms and ddlivering them to everybody. Some of them
were supposed to go dl the way down to Bio."

"Did you ddliver oneto Dr. O'Rellly?" | said, remembering her habit of dumping packageson
closer offices.

"Of course. He didn't even thank me. What aswarb!"

"Swarb?' | said. Fadsin language are impossible to keep up with, and | don't even try from a
research standpoint, but I know most of the dang because that's how fads are described. But I'd
never heard this one.

"Y ou don't know what swarb means?' she said, in atone that made me wish Pippahad gone
around Italy dapping people. "No hots. No cutes. Cyber-ugg. Swarb." Sheflailed her duct-taped
arms, trying to think of theword. " Completely fashion-impaired,” she said, and flounced out in her
duct tape and upside-down down. Without the clippings.

coffeehouse [1450-1554]

Middle Eastern fad that originated in Aden, then spread to Meccaand
throughout Persiaand Turkey. Men sat cross-legged on rugs and sipped thick,
black, bitter coffee from tiny cups while listening to poets. The coffeehouses
eventualy became more popular than mosques and were banned by the
religious authorities, who claimed they were frequented by people "of low
costume and very littleindustry.” Spread to London (1652), Paris (1669),
Boston (1675), Seattle (1985).

Saturday morning the library called and told me my name had come up on the reserve list for
Led On by Fate, so | went to Boulder to pick it up and buy abirthday present for Brittany.



"Y ou can have Angels, Angels Everywhere, too, if you want," Lorrainetold me at the library.
She was wearing a swestshirt with adamatian on it and red fireplug earrings. "We finally got two
more copies now that nobody wants them."

| leafed through it while she swiped Led On by Fate with the light pen.

"Y our guardian angdl goeswith you everywhere" it said. "It'sdwaysthere, right beside you,
wherever you go." Therewasaline drawing of an angd with large wingslooming over awomanina
grocery checkout line. "Y ou can ignore them, you can even pretend they don't exi<, but that won't
make them go away."

Until the fad's over, | thought.

| checked out Led On by Fate and abook on chaos theory and Mandelbrot diagrams so I'd
have apretext for going down to Bio to seewhat Dr. O'Reilly was wearing, and went over to the
Pearl Street Mall.

Lorraine wasright. The bookstore had Angel in My Condo and The Cherubim Cookbook on
asalerack, and The Angel Calendar was marked fifty percent off. Therewasabig display up front
for Faerie Encounters of the Fourth Kind.

| went upstairsto the kids section and morefairies: The Flower Fairies (which had been afad
once before, back inthe 1910s); Fairies, Fairies Everywhere; More Fairies, Fairies Everywhere;
and The Land of Faerie Fun. Also Batman books, Lion King books, Power Rangers books, and
Barbie books.

| finally managed to find a hardback copy of Toads and Diamonds, which I'd loved asakid. It
had afairy init, but not likethosein Fairies, Fairies, Etc., with lavender wings and bluebd|sfor hats.
It was about agirl who helpsan ugly old woman who turns out to be agood fairy in disguise. Inner
vaues versus shdlow appearances. My kind of mord.

| bought it and went out into the mall. It was a beautiful Indian summer day, bamy and
blue-skied. The Pearl Street Mall on a Saturday's a great place to analyze trends, since, one, there
are hordes of people, and two, Boulder's almost terminaly hip. Therest of the state calsit the
Peopl€'s Republic of Boulder, and it's got every possible kind of New Ager and faafel stand and
Sreet musician.

There are even fadsin street music. Guitars were out and bongoswerein again. (Thefirst time
wasin 1958, at the height of the Beat movement. Very low ability threshold.) Flip's buzzcut-and-swag
was very in, and so was the buzzcut-and-message. And duct tape. | saw two people with strips
around their deeves and one with dreadlocks and abowler had awide band of duct tape wrapped
around his neck like the ones the French had worn during the a la victime fad after the Revolution.

Which wasincidentally the last time women had cut their hair short until the 1920s, and it wasa
snap to trace that fad to its source. Aristocrats had had their hair chopped off to make it easier on the
guillotine, and after the Empire was reingtated, relatives and friends had worn their hair short in
sympathetic tribute. They'd also tied narrow red ribbons around their necks, but | doubted if that was
what the dreadlocks person had had in mind. Or maybe it was.



Backpacks were out, and tiny, dangling wallets-on-a-string were in. Also Ugg boots, and
knedless jeans, and plaid flannd shirts. There wasn't an inch of corduroy anywhere. In-line skating
with no regard for human life was very much in, aswaswaking dowly and oblivioudy four abreed.
Sunflowers were out and violets were in. Ditto the Sinéad O'Connor look, and hair wraps. The long,
thin strands of hair wrapped in brightly colored thread were everywhere.

Crystals and aromatherapy were out, replaced apparently by recreational ethnicity. The New
Age shops were advertising Iroquois swest lodges, Russian banya therapy, and Peruvian vison
quests, $249 double occupancy, mealsincluded. There were two Ethiopian restaurants, aFilipino
deli, and acart selling Navgjo fry bread.

And haf adozen coffeehouses, which had apparently sprung up like mushrooms overnight: the
Jumpstart, the Espresso Espress, the Caffe Lottie, the Cup o' Joe, and the Caffe Java.

After awhilel got tired of dodging mimes and in-line Skaters and went into the Mother Earth,
which was now calling itself the Caffe Krakatoa (east of Java). It was as crowded indde asit had
been out on the mall. A waitresswith aswag haircut was taking names. "Do you want to Sit at the

commund table?" shewas asking the guy in front of me, pointing to along table with two people at it,
one at each end.

That'satrend that's moved over here from England, where strangers have to share tablesin
order to keep up with the gossip on Prince Charles and Camiilla. It hasn't caught on particularly over
here, where strangers are more apt to want to talk about Rush Limbaugh or their hair implants.

| had sat at communal tables afew times when they werefirst introduced, thinking it was agood
way to get exposure to trends in language and thought, but a taste was more than enough. Just
because people are experiencing things doesn't mean they have any insight into them, afact thetalk
shows (atrend that has reached the cancerous uncontrolled growth stage and should shortly exhaust
itsfood supply) should have figured out by now.

The guy wasasking, "If | don't Sit at the communal table, how long await?"

Thewaitresssighed. "1 don't know. Forty minutes?' and | certainly hoped that wasn't going to
be atrend.

"How many?" shesaid to me.

"Two," | said, so | wouldn't haveto Sit at the commundl teble. "Fogter.”
"It hasto be your first name."

"Why?' | sad.

Sherolled her eyes. "So | can call you."

"Sandra," | said.

"How do you spdll that?"



No, | thought, please tell me Hip isn't becoming atrend. Please.

| spelled Sandra for her, grabbed up the dternative newspapers, and settled into a corner for
the duration. There was no point in trying to do the persondstill | was at atable, but the articleswere
amost as good. There was anew laser technology for removing tattoos, Berkeley had outlawed
smoking outdoors, the must-have color for soring was postmodern pink, and marriage was coming
back in style. "Living together is passé," assorted Hollywood actresses were quoted as saying. "The
cool thing now is diamond rings, weddings, commitment, the whole bit."

"Sude" thewaitress caled.

No one answered.

"Suse, party of two," shesad, flipping her rattall. " Susie.”

| decided it was either me or somebody who'd given up and left. "Here," | said, and let awaiter
with a Three Stooges haircut lead me to aknee-mashing table by the window. "I'm ready to order,” |
said before he could leave.

"| thought there were two in your party,” he said.

"The other person will be here soon. I'll have adoubletal caffée latte with skim milk and
semiswest chocolate on top,” | said brightly.

The waiter sighed and looked expectant.
"With brown sugar ontheside," | said.
Herolled hiseyes. "Sumatra, Y ergacheffe, or Sulawes?' he said.

| looked to the menu for help, but there was nothing there but a quote from Kahlil Gibran.
"Sumatra,” | said, sncel knew whereit was.

He sighed. " Sedttle- or Cdiforniastyle?"

"Seettle," | said.

"With?'

"A spoon?" | said hopefully.

Herolled hiseyes.

"Whet flavor syrup?"

Maple? | thought, even though that seemed unlikely. "Raspberry?' | said.

That was apparently one of the choices. He douched off, and | attacked the personals. There
was no point in circling the NSs. They werein virtudly every ad. Two had it in their headline, and



one, placed by avery intdligent, strikingly handsome athlete, had it listed twice.

Friends was out, and soul work was in. There were two referencesto fairies, and yet another
abbreviation: GC. "JSDM seeks WSNSF. Must be GC. South of Baseline. West of Twenty-eighth.”
| circled it and turned back to the code book. Geographically compatible.

Thereweren't any other GCs, but there was a"Boulder mall areapreferred,” and one that
specified, "Vadmont or Pearl, 2500 block only."

Yes, in an eight-and-a-haf narrow, and I'd like that delivered Federa Expressto my door. It
made methink fondly of Billy Ray, who waswilling to drive dl the way down from Laramieto take
me out.

"Thisplaceisso ridiculous," Hip said, Stting down across from me. She was wearing a
babydoll dress, thigh-high pink stockings, and apair of clunky Mary Janes, dl of which she had on
more or lessright Sde up. "Thereésaforty-minute line."

Yes, | thought, and you should bein it. "Therésacommund table," | said.

"Nobody ststogether except swarbs and boofs," she said. "Brine made us sit at the communal
table once." She bent over to pull up her thigh-highs.

There was no duct tape in evidence. Flip motioned the waiter over and ordered.

"L attemarchianoskimtall Jazula and not too much foam." Sheturned to look a me. "Brine ordered a
latte with Sumatra.” She picked up my sack from the bookstore. "What's this?"

"A birthday present for Dr. Damti'slittle girl."

She had dready pulled it out and was examining it curioudy.

"It'sabook,” | said.

"Didn't they have thevideo?' She stuck it back in the sack. "1 would've bought her aBarbie.”
Shetossed her swath of hair, and | could see that she had a strip of duct tape across her forehead.
Therewas a cut-out circlein the middle with what looked like alowercase i tattooed right between
her eyes.

"What's your tattoo?"

"It's not atattoo,” she said, brushing her hair back so | could seeit better. It was alowercase i.
"Nobody wesars tattoos anymore.”

| started to draw her attention to her snowy owl and noticed that she was wearing duct tape
there, too, asmal circular patch right where the snowy owl had been.

"Tattoos are artificial. Sticking al those chemicals and cancerinogens under your skin,” she
sad. "It'sabrand.”

"A brand," | said, wishing, asusud, that | hadn't sarted this.



"Brands are organic. Y ou're not injecting something into your body. Y ou're bringing out
something that's dready therein your natura body. Fire's one of the four eements, you know."

Sarah, over in Chem, would love to hear that.
"I've never seen one before” | said. "What doesthe i sand for?'

She looked confused. " Stand for? It doesn't stand for anything. It's I. Y ou know, me. Who | am.
It'sapersonal statement.”

| decided not to ask her why her brand was lowercase, or if it had occurred to her that anyone
seaing her with it would immediately assumeit sood for incompetent.

"It's’l,’ " shesaid. "A person who doesn't need anybody else, especialy not a swarb who would
St at the communal table and order Sumatra.” She sighed deeply.

The waiter brought our lattesin Alice-in-Wonderland-sized cups, which might be atrend but
was probably just apractica adjustment. Pouring steaming liquidsinto clear glass can have disastrous
results.

Flip sghed again, ahuge sigh, and licked the foam despondently off the back of her
long-handled spoon.

"Do you ever fed completely itch?"

Sincel had no ideawhat itch was, | licked the back of my own spoon and hoped the question
was rhetorical.

It was. "l mean, liketake today. Hereit is, the weekend, and I'm stuck sitting here with you.”
Here sheralled her eyes and sighed again. " Guys suck, you know."

By which | took it she meant Brine, of the bower boots and assorted studs.
"Life sucks. You say to yoursdf, What am | doing in my job?"
Not much, | thought.

"So, everything sucks. Y ou're not going anywhere, you're not accomplishing anything. I'm
twenty-two!" She ate a spoonful of foam. "Like, why can't | ever meet aguy who isnt aswarb?”

It might be the forehead tattoo, | thought, and then remembered | wasn't any better off than Hip.

"It'sjust like Groupthink says." Shelooked a me expectantly, and then expelled so much air |
thought she was going to deflate. "How can you not know about Groupthink? They'rethemost in
band in Seettle. It'slike their song says, 'Spinning my wheels on the launchpad, spitting | dunno and

itch." Thisistoo bumming,” she said, glaring a melikeit was my fault. "l gottaget out of here.”

She snatched up her check and douched off through the crowd toward our waiter.



After aminute he came over and handed the check to me. "Y our friend said you'd pay this," he
said. "She said to tip me twenty percent.”

alice blue [1902-4]

Color fad inspired by President Teddy Roosevelt's pretty and vivacious
teenage daughter, of whom her father once said, "I can be President of the
United States, or | can control Alice. | cannot possibly do both." Alice
Roosevelt was one of thefirst "mediagtars'; her every move, comment, and
outfit was copied by an eager public. When adress was designed for her to
match her gray-blue eyes, reporters dubbed it Alice blue, and the color
became ingtantly popular. The musical comedy Irene featured a song caled
"Alice Blue Gown," shops marketed gray-blue fabric, hats, and hair ribbons,
and hundreds of babieswere named Alice and dressed not in the traditional
pink but in Alice blue.

After Hip left | went back to the persondss, but they seemed sad and allittle desperate: "Lonely
SWF seeks someone who redlly understands.”

| wandered down the mall, looking at fairy T-shirts, fairy pillows, fairy sogps, and acologneina
flower-shaped bottle called Elfmaiden. The Paper Doll had fairy greeting cards, fairy cdendars, and
fairy wrapping paper. The Peppercorn had afairy tegpot. The Quilted Unicorn, combining severa
trends, featured a caffé latte cup painted with afairy dressed asaviolet.

The sun had disappeared, and the day had turned gray and chilly. It looked asif it might even
sart to snow. | walked down past the Latte Lenyato the Fashion Front and went in to get warm and
to see what color postmodern pink was.

Color fads are usudly the result of atechnologica breakthrough. Mauve and turquoise, the
colors of the 1870s, were brought about by a scientific breakthrough in the manufacture of dyes. So
were the Day-Glo colors of the 1960s. And the new jewel-tone maroon and emerad car colors.

Thefact that new colors are few and far between has never stopped fashion designers, though.
They just give anew nameto an old color. Like Schigpardlli's"shocking” pink in the 1920s, and
Chandl's"beige" for what had previoudy been a nondescript tan. Or name a color after somebody,
whether they woreit or not, like Victoriablue, Victoriagreen, Victoriared, and the ever-popular, and
alot morelogicd, Victoriablack.

The clerk in the Fashion Front was talking on the phone to her boyfriend and examining her split
ends. "Do you have postmodern pink?" | said.

"Yeah," shesaid belligerently, and turned back to the phone. "I haveto go wait on this
woman," she said, dammed the phone down, and douched over to the racks.

Itisafad, | thought, following her. Hipisafad.



She shoved past a counter full of angdl sweatshirts marked seventy-five percent off, and
gestured at therack. "And it's po-mo pink," she said, rolling her eyes. "Not postmodern.”

"It's supposed to be the hot color for fall,” | said.

"Whatever," she said, and douched back to the phone while | examined "the hottest new color
to hit Sncethe gxties”

It wasn't new. It had been called ashes-of-roses the first time around in 1928 and dove pink the
second in 1954.

Both timesit had been agrim, grayish pink that washed out skin and hair, which hadn't slopped
it from being hugedly popular. It no doubt would be again in its present incarnation as po-mo pink.

It wasn't as good a name as ashes-of -roses, but names don't have to be enticing to be faddish.
Witness flea, the winning color of 1776. And the hit of Louis XVI's court had been, I'm not kidding,
puce. And not just plain puce. It had been so popular it'd come in awhole variety of appetizing
shades. young puce, old puce, puce-belly, puce-thigh, and puce-with-milk-fever.

| bought athree-foot-long piece of po-mo pink ribbon to take back to the lab, which meant the
clerk had to get off the phone again. "Thisisfor hair wraps," she sad, looking disgpprovingly at my
short hair, and gave me the wrong change.

"Do you like po-mo pink?" | asked her.
She sghed. "It's the boss color for fall.”

Of course. And therein lay the secret to dl fads: the herd instinct. People wanted to ook like
everybody ese. That waswhy they bought white bucks and peda pushers and bikinis. But someone
had to be the first one to wear platform shoes, to bob their hair, and that took the opposite of herd
inginct.

| put my incorrect change and my ribbon in my shoulder bag (very passé) and went back out
onto themall. It had started to spit snow and the Street musicians were shivering in their Birkenstocks
and Ecuador shirts. | put on my mittens (completely swarb) and walked back down toward the
library, looking at yuppie shops and bagel stands and getting more and more depressed. | had no idea
where any of these fads came from, even po-mo pink, which some fashion designer had come up
with. But the fashion designer couldn't make people buy po-mo pink, couldn't make them wear it and
make jokes about it and write editorials on the subject of "What isfashion coming to?"

The fashion designers could make it popular this season, especially since nobody would be able
to find anything else in the stores, but they couldn't makeit afad. In 1971, they'd tried to introduce
thelong midi-skirt and failed utterly, and they'd been predicting the "comeback of the hat" for yearsto
no avall. It took more than merchandising to make afad, and | didn't have any ideawhat that
something more was.

And the more | fed in my data, the more convinced | was the answer wasn't init, that increased
independence and lice and bicycling were nothing more than excuses, reasons thought up afterward to
explain what no one understood. Especialy me.



| wondered if | waseven intheright field. | wasfeding so disstisfied, asif everything | was
doing was pointless, so... itch.

Hip, | thought. She did thisto me with her talk about Brine and Groupthink. She's some kind of
anti-guardian angd, following me everywhere, hindering rather than helping and putting mein abad
mood. And I'm not going to let her ruin my weekend. It's bad enough she ruinsthe rest of the week.

| bought a piece of chocolate cheesecake and went back to the library and checked out The
Red Badge of Courage, How Green Was My Valley, and The Color Purple, but the mood
persisted throughout the stedly afternoon, and al theicy way home, making it impossiblefor meto
work.

| tried reading the chaos theory book I'd checked out, but it just made me more depressed.
Chaotic systems had so many variablesit would have been nearly impossible to predict the systems
behavior if they acted in logica, straightforward ways. But they didn't.

Every variable interacted with every other, colliding and connecting in unexpected ways, setting
up iteration loops that fed into the system again and again, crisscrossing and connecting the variables
S0 many ways it wasn't surprising a butterfly could have a devastating effect. Or noneat dl.

| could seewhy Dr. O'Rellly had wanted to study a system with limited variables, but what was
limited? According to the book, anything and everything was avariable: entropy, gravity, the quantum
effects of an electron, or astar on the other side of the universe.

So even if Dr. ORellly wasright and there weren't any outside X factors operating on the
system, there was no way to compute al the variables or even decide what they were.

It al bore an uncomfortable resemblance to fads and made me wonder which variables | wasn't
taking into account, so that when Billy Ray cdled, | clutched at him like adrowning man. "I'm so glad
you caled,” | said. "My research went faster than | thought it would, so I'm free after dl. Where are
you?"

"On my way to Bozeman," he said. "When you said you were busy, | decided to skip the
seminar and go pick up those Targhees | waslooking at." He paused, and | could hear the warning
hum of hiscell phone. "I'll be back on Monday. How about dinner sometime next week?"

| wanted dinner tonight, | thought crabbily. "Greet," | said. "Cal me when you get back."
The hum crescendoed. " Sorry we missed each oth—" he said and went out of range.

| went and looked out the window at the deet and then got into bed and read Led On by Fate
cover to cover, which wasn't much of afeat. It was only ninety-four pages|ong, and so obvioudy
wretchedly written it was destined to become ahuge fad.

Its premise was that everything was ordained and organized by guardian angels, and the heroine
was given to saying thingslike"Everything happensfor areason, Derek! Y ou broke off our
engagement and dept with Edwinaand were implicated in her death, and | turned to Paolo for
comfort and went to Nepa with him so that we'd learn the meaning of suffering and despair, without
which trueloveismeaningless. All of it—the train wreck, Lilith's suicide, Halvard's drug addiction, the



stock market crash—it was al so we could be together. Oh, Derek, there's a reason behind
everything!"

Except, gpparently, hair-bobbing. | woke up at three with Irene Castle and golf clubsdancing in
my head. That happened to Henri Poincaré. He'd been working on mathematical functionsfor days
and days, and one night he drank too much coffee (which probably had had the same effect as bad
literature) and couldn't degp, and mathematical ideas "rosein crowds.”

And Friedrich Kekulé. Hed falen into areverie on top of abus and seen chains of carbon
atoms dancing wildly around. One of the chains had suddenly takenitstail in its mouth and formed a
ring, and Kekulé had ended up discovering the benzene ring and revol utionizing organic chemidgtry.

All Irene Cadtle did with the golf clubs was the hesitation waltz, and after awhile| turned on the
light and opened Browning.

It turned out he had known Hip after dl. Hed written a poem, "Soliloquy of the Spanish
Cloiger," about her. "G-r-r, you swine," held written, obvioudy after she crumpled up al his poems,
and "There go, my heart's abhorrence.” | decided to say it to Flip the next time she stuck me with the
check.

hot pants[1971]

Fashion fad worn by everyone that only looked good on the very young and
shapely. A successor to the miniskirt of the sixties, hot pants were areaction
to fashion designers attempts to introduce the midcalf-length midiskirt. Hot
pants were made out of satin or velvet, often with suspenders, and were worn
with patent leather boots. Women wore them to the office, and they were
even dlowed in the Miss America pageant.

| spent the rest of the weekend ironing clippings and trying to decipher the smplified funding
dlocation form. What were Thrust Overlay Parameters? And my Efficiency Prioritization Ranking?
And what did they mean by "List proprietary Site bracket restrictions'? It made looking for the cause
of hair-bobbing (or the source of the Nil€e) seem like a breeze in comparison.

Nobody else knew what EDI endorsements were either. When | went to work Monday,
everybody | knew came up to the stats lab to ask about it.

"Do you have any ideahow to fill this stupid funding form out?" Sarah asked, sticking her head in
the door at mid-morning.

“Nope" | sad.

"What do you suppose an expense gradation index is?* She leaned againgt the door. "Do you
ever fed like you should just give up and Sart over?'



Yes, | thought, looking a my computer screen. | had spent most of the morning reading
clippings, extracting what | hoped was the relevant information from them, typing it onto adisk, and
designing atistical programsto interpret it. Or what Billy Ray had referred to as"sticking it on the
computer and pushing a button.”

I'd pushed the button, and surprise, surprise, there were no surprises. There was a correlation
between the number of women in the workforce and the number of outraged referencesto
hair-bobbing in the newspapers, an even stronger one between bobs and cigarette sales, and no
correlation between the length of hair and the length of skirts, which | could have predicted. Skirts
had dipped back to midcaf in 1926, while hair had gone steadily shorter dl the way to the crash of
'29, with the boyish shinglein 1925 and the even shorter Eton crop in 1926.

The strongest correlation of al wasto the cloche hat, thus giving support to the
cart-before-the-horse theory and proving beyond a shadow of adoubt that Satisticsisn't al that it's
cracked up to be.

"Latey I've been fedling depressed about the whole thing," Sarah was saying. "I've dways
believed it was just aquestion of hishaving ahigher relationship threshold than | do, but I've been
thinking maybethisisjust part of the denia structure that goes with codependent relationships.”

Ted, | thought. We're talking about Ted, who doesn't want to get married.

"And thisweekend, | got to thinking, What's the point? I'm following an intimacy path and he's
into off-road detachment.”

"Itch," | sad.
"What?'

"What you'refeding,” | said. "Like you're spinning your whedls on the launchpad. Y ou didn't run
into Hip thisweekend, did you?'

"l saw her thismorning," she said. " She brought me Dr. Applegates mail.”
An antiangel, wandering through the world spreading gloom and destruction.

"Well, anyway," Sarah said, "1'd better go seeif | can find somebody in Management who can
tell mewhat an expense gradation index is" and | eft.

| went back to my hair-bobbing data. | ran ageographica distribution for 1923 and then for
1922. They showed clustersin New Y ork City and Hollywood, which were no surprise, and St.
Paul, Minnesota, and Marydale, Ohio, which were. On ahunch, | asked for a breakdown of
Montgomery, Alabama. It showed acluster too smdl to be Satiticaly significant but enough to
explain the St. Paul one. Montgomery was where F. Scott Fitzgerald had met Zelda, and St. Paul was
his hometown. Thelocas obvioudy weretrying to live up to "Bernice Bobs Her Hair." It didn't
explain Marydale, Ohio. | ran ageographica distribution for 1921. It was till there.

"Here," Hipsaid, sticking my mail under my nose. Apparently nobody had told her po-mo pink
wasthein color for fal. She waswearing abrilliant bilious blue tunic and leggings and an assortment



of duct tape.

"I'm glad you're here," | said, grabbing astack of clippings. ™Y ou owe me two-fifty for your
caffé latte and | need you to copy these for me. Oh, and wait." | went and got the personas 1'd gone
through Saturday, and two articles about angels. | handed them to Flip. "One copy of each.”

"l don't believein angdls" shesad.

Right on the cutting edge, asusud.

"| used to believein them," shesaid, "but | don't anymore, not since Brine. | mean, if you redly
had a guardian angel, she'd cheer you up when you were bummed and get you out of committee
meetings and Suff."

"What about fairies?" | asked.

"Y ou mean likefairy godmothers?' she said. "Of course. Duh.”

Of course,

| went back to my hair-bobbing. Marydale, Ohio. What could it have had to make it a hot spot
of hair-bobbing?Hat, | thought. How about unusualy hot weather in Ohio during the summer of
19217 So hot long hair would have clung swestily to the back of the neck, and women would have

sad, "l can't take thisanymore'?

| called up wesather data for the state of Ohio for June through September and began looking for
Marydae.

"Do you have aminute?' said avoice from the door. It was Elaine from Personnd. Shewas
wearing a sweatband and a sour expression. "Do you have any ideawhat hira implementation format
rations are?' she asked.

"Not aclue. Did you try Management?'

"I've been up there twice and couldn't get in. There'sahuge crowd." She took a deep breath.
"I'm getting totally stressed. Do you want to go work out?"

"Sar-climbing?' | sad dubioudy.

She shook her head firmly. " Stair-climbing doesn't give alarge-muscle workout. Wall-walking.
Gym over on Twenty-eighth. They've got pitons and everything."

"No, thanks" | said. "I've got walls here.”

She looked disapprovingly at them and went out, and | went back to my hair-bobbing. 1921
tempsfor Marydale had been dightly lower than norma, and it wasn't the hometown of ether Irene
Castle or Isadora Duncan.

| abandoned it for the moment and did a Pareto chart and then ran some more regressions.



There was aweak correlation between church attendance and bobs, a strong correl ation between
bobs and Hupmobile sales, but not Packards or Model T Fords, and avery strong correlation
between bobs and women in nursing careers. | cdled up alist of American hospitalsin 1921. There
wasn't one within ahundred miles of Marydde.

Ginacamein, looking harassed.

"No, | don't know how tofill out the funding form," | said before she could ask, "and neither
doesanybody else"

"Redly?' shesad vagudy. "I haven't even looked &t it yet. I've been spending dl my time on the
stupid search committee for Flip's assstant. What do you consder the most important qudity in an
assigant?'

"Being the opposite of Flip,” | said, and then, when she didn't laugh, " Competence, cheerfulness,
willingnessto work?'

"Exactly,” shesaid. "And if aperson had those qualities, you'd hire them immediately, wouldn't
you? And if they were as overqudified for the job as sheis, you'd snap them right up. Y ou wouldn't
turn her down because of one little drawback and expect them to interview dozens of other people,
especidly when you've got other thingsto do. Fill out thisridiculous funding form, for one, and plana
birthday party. Do you know what Brittany picked, when | said she couldn't have the Power
Rangers? Barney. Anditisn't asif sheisn't competent and cheerful and willing to work. Right?”

| was unclear asto whether she was talking about Brittany or the assistant applicant. "Barney is
pretty awful," | sad.

"Exactly,” Ginasaid, asif I'd proved her point, whatever it was. "I'm hiring her," and she
flounced out.

| went back and sat down in front of the computer. Cloche hats, Hupmobiles, and Marydde,
Ohio. None of them seemed likely to be the trigger. What was? What had suddenly set thefad in
motion?

Hip camein, carrying the stack of clippings and personds1'd just given her. "What did you want
meto do with these again?'

mesmerism [1778-84]

Scientific fad resulting from new discoveries about magnetism, speculation
about itsmedica possihilities, and greed. Paris society flocked to Dr. Mesmer
to have "anima magnetism” treatmentsinvolving tubs of "magnetized weter,"
iron rods, and Dr. Mesmer's lavender-robed assi stants, who massaged the
patients and looked deep into their eyes. The patients screamed, sobbed, sank
into adeep trance, and paid Dr. Mesmer on leaving. Actually hypnotism,
anima magnetism claimed to cure everything from tumorsto consumption.
Died out when ascientific investigation headed by Ben Franklin proved it did



no such thing.

Tuesday Management called another meeting. "To explain the smplified funding forms,” | said to
Gina, walking down to the cafeteria. "I hope s0," she said, looking even more harassed than she had
yesterday. "It would be nice to see somebody else on the defensive for achange.”

| was going to ask her what she meant by that, but just then | spotted Dr. O'Rellly on thefar side
of the room talking to Dr. Turnbull. She was wearing a po-mo pink suit (sans shoulder pads), and he
had on one of those print polyester shirtsfrom the seventies. By thetime I'd taken dl that in, Ginawas
at our table with Sarah, Elaine, and abunch of other people.

| walked over, bracing mysdlf for adiscussion of intimacy issues and Power-walking, but they
were gpparently discussing Hip's new assigtant.

"I didn't think it was possible to hire somebody worse than Fip," Elaine was saying. "How could
you, Gina?'

"But she's very competent,” Gina said defengively. " She's had experience with Windows and
SPSS, and she knows how to repair acopy machine.”

"All that'sentirdly irrdlevant,” awoman from Physics said, though it didn't sound irrdlevant to me.

"Widl, I'm not working with her,” aman from Product Development said. "And don't tell meyou
didn't know shewas one. Y ou can tell just by looking at her."

Bigotry isone of the oldest and ugliest of trends, so perastent it only counts as afad because the
target keeps changing: Huguenots, Koreans, homosexuas, Mudims, Tuts's, Jews, Quakers, wolves,
Serbs, Sdem housawives. Nearly every group, so long asit'ssmal and different, hashad aturn, and
the pattern never changes—disapproval, isolation, demonization, persecution. Which was one of the
reasons it'd be nice to find the switch that turned fads on. I'd like to turn that one off for good.

"Peoplelike that shouldn't be allowed to work in abig company like HiTek," Sarah, who was
actually anice person in spite of her psychobabble about Ted, was saying.

And Dr. Applegate, who definitely should know better, added disgustedly, "I supposeif you
fired her, shed suefor discrimination. That's what'swrong with al this affirmative action stuff.”

| wondered what small and different group Hip's new assstant had the misfortune to belong to:
Higpanic, lesbian, NRA member?

"She's not setting foot in my lab," awoman wearing aturban said. "I'm not exposing myself to
unnecessary hedth risks.”

"But she won't be smoking on the job," Gina said. " She can keyboard a hundred words a
minute."

"l can't believe I'm hearing this," Elaine said. "Haven't you read the FDA report on the dangers



of secondhand smoke?'

On the other hand, there are moments when rather than reforming the human race I'd like to
abandon it dtogether and go become, say, one of Dr. O'Reilly's macagues, which have to have more
sense.

| was about to say as much to Elaine when Dr. O'Rellly grabbed my arm. "Come st with me,”
he said, and led me away. "'l need you to be my partner in case Management springs another
sengtivity thing." He looked a me uncertainly. "Unlessyou'd rather St with your friends.”

"No," | sad, watching them surround Gina. "Not at the moment."”

"Oh, good,” he said. "Thelast sengtivity exercise, | got stuck with Flip." We sat down. "So
how's your fads research coming?'

"It'snot,” | said. "l picked hair-bobbing because | wanted afad that didn't have an obvious
cause. Mogt fads are caused by a breakthrough in technology—nylons, waterbeds, light-up
sneakers.”

"Fdlout shelters™
| nodded. "Or they're amarketing phenomena, like Trivia Pursuit and teddy bears."
"And fdlout shelters™

"Right. Hair-bobbing didn't cost anything except the barber'sfee, and if you didn't have that, al
you needed to whack your hair off wasapair of scissors, which isatechnology that's been around
forever." | sarted to Sgh and then realized I'd sound like Hip.

"So what's the problem?' Bennett asked.

"The problem is hair-bobbing doesn't have an obvious cause. Irene Castle looked like a
possibility for awhile, but it turned out she was following a Dutch bob fad that had been popular in
Paristhe year before. And none of the other sources has adirect correlation to the critica period.
Have you ever heard of aplace called Marydale, Ohio?'

"Good morning,” Management said from the podium. He was wearing apolo shirt, Dockers,
and apleased smile. "Wereredlly excited to seeyou dl here.”

"What's Management up to?" | whispered to Bennett.

"My guessisanew acronym," he whispered. "Departmenta Unification Management Business.”
He wrote down the letterson hislegd pad. "D.U.M.B."

"We have severd items of businesstoday,” Management said happily. "First, some of you have
been having minor difficultiesfilling out the smplified funding dlocation forms. Y oull bereceiving a
memo that answersdl your questions. The interdepartmental communications liaison isin the process
of making copiesfor each of you right now."



Bennett put his head down on the table.

"Secondly, I'd like to announcethat HiTek isindtituting a'dress down' policy beginning this
week. Thisisan innovativeideathat adl the best corporations areimplementing. Casud dressinduces
amore relaxed workplace and stronger interemployee interfaces. So starting tomorrow I'll expect to
seedl of youin casua clothes.

| tuned him out and studied Bennett. He looked terrible. His polyester print shirt had little daisies
onit in an assortment of browns, none of which came close to matching his brown cords. Over it he
waswearing apilled gray cardigan.

But it wasn't just the clothes. The Brady Bunch Movie had made seventies stylesfashionable
again. Flip had worn satin disco pants the other day, and platform shoes and gold chainswere al over
the Boulder mall. But Bennett didn't look "retro.” He looked "swarb." | had the feding that if he were
wearing abomber jacket and Nikes held till look that way. Asif he were an antifaddist.

No, that wasn't right either. Any number of fads were started as argjection of existing fads. The
long hair of the sixties was argjection of the crew cuts of thefifties, the short, flat, figureless flapper
dresses areaction to the exaggeratedly bustled and corseted Victorians.

Bennett wasn't rebelling. It was more like he was oblivious to the whole concept. No, that
wasn't the right word ether. Immune.

And if he could beimmuneto fads, did that mean they were caused by somekind of virus?|
looked over at Ginastable, where Elaine and Dr. Applegate were earnestly whispering to her about
emphysemaand the surgeon generd's warning. Was Bennett redly immuneto fads or just
fashion-impaired, as FHlip had said?

| opened my notebook and wrote, "They hired Hip's new assstant,” and pushed it over in front
of him.

Hewrote back, "1 know. | met her thismorning. Her name's Shirl."

"Did you know she smokes?' | wrote and watched his expression when heread it. He looked
neither surprised nor repelled.

"Hip told me," hewrote. "She said Shirl was going to pollute the workplace. The pot calling the
kettle black."

| grinned.

"What doesthat i tattoo on Flip'sforehead stand for?' he wrote.
"It's not atattoo, it'sabrand,” | wrote back.

"Incompetent or impossible?"

"Initiative," Management said, and we both looked up guiltily. "Which bringsmeto our third item
of business. How many of you know what the Niebnitz Grant is?'



| did, and even though nobody else raised their hand, | was willing to bet everybody else did,
too. It'sthe largest research grant there is, even bigger than the MacArthur Grant, and with virtualy
no strings attached. The scientist gets the money and can apply it to any kind of research at al. Or
retire to the Bahamas.

It's dso the most mysterious research grant there is. Nobody knows who givesit, what they give
it for, or even when it's given. There was one awarded last yesar, to Lawrence Chin, an artificia
intelligence researcher, four the year before that, and none before that for over three years. The
Niebnitz people (whoever they are) sweep down periodicaly like one of those Angelsfrom Above on
some unsuspecting scientist and make it so he never hasto fill out another smplified funding alocation
form.

There are no requirements, no application form, no particular field of sudy the grant favors. Of
the four the year before last, one was aNobel prize winner, one agraduate assistant, one achemist at
aFrench research indtitute, and one a part-time inventor. The only thing that's known for sureisthe
amount, which Management had just written on his flipchart: $1,000,000.

"Thewinner of the Niebnitz Grant receives one million dollars, to be spent on research of the
recipient's choice." Management turned over apage of the flipchart. "The Niebnitz Grant is awarded
for scientific sengbility.” Hewrote science on the flipchart. "Divergent thinking." He wrote thought.
"And circumgtantia predigposition to significant scientific breakthrough.” He added breakthrough
and then tapped all three words with his pointer. " Science. Thought. Breakthrough."

"What does this have to do with us?' Bennett whispered.

"Two years ago the Ingtitut de Pariswon aNiebnitz Grant," Management said.

"No, it didn't,” | whigpered. "A scientist working at the Ingtitut won it."

"And they were using old-fashioned management techniques,” Management said.

"Oh, no," I murmured. "Management expects usto win aNiebnitz Grant."

"How can they?' Bennett whispered. "Nobody even knows how they're awarded.”

Management cast acold eyein our direction. "The Niebnitz Grant Committeeislooking for
outstanding creetive projects with the potentia for sgnificant scientific breskthroughs, which iswhat
GRIM isdl about. Now I'd like you to get in groups and write down five things you can do to win the
Niebnitz Grant."

"Pray," Bennett said.

| grabbed a piece of paper and wrote down:

1. Optimize potentid.
2. Facilitate empowerment.

3. Implement visoning.



4. Strategize priorities.

5. Augment core structures.
"What isthat?' Bennett said, looking at the list. "Those make no sense”
"Neither does expecting usto win the Niebnitz Grant.” | handed it in.

"Now let'sget busy. Y ou've got divergent thinking to do. Let's see some significant scientific
breskthroughs.”

Management marched out, his baton under hisarm, but everyone just sat there, stunned, except
AliciaTurnbull, who started taking rapid notes in her daybook, and Fip, who strolled in and started

passing out pieces of paper.

"Projected Results: Significant Scientific Breakthrough,” | said, shaking my head. "Well, bobbed
hair certainly isntit.”

"Don't they know science doesn't work like that? Y ou can't just order scientific breakthroughs.
They happen when you look at something you've been working on for years and suddenly seea
connection you never noticed before, or when you'relooking for something else dtogether.
Sometimes they even happen by accident. Don't they know you can't get ascientific breakthrough just
becauise you want one?'

"These are the people who gave Flip a promoation, remember?’ | frowned. "What is
‘circumgtantia predigposition to significant scientific breskthrough'?!

"For Heming it was looking at a contaminated culture and noticing the mold had killed the
bacteria," Ben said.

"And how does Management know the Niebnitz Grant Committee gives the grant for cregtive
projects with potential? How do they know there's acommittee? For al we know, Niebnitz may be
some old rich guy who gives money to projectsthat don't show any potentia at al.”

"Inwhich case we'reashoo-in," Bennett said.

"For dl we know, Niebnitz may give the grant to people whose names begin with C, or draw the
names out of a hat."

Hip douched over and handed one of her papersto Bennett. "'Isthisthe memo explaining the
amplified funding form?" he asked.

"No-0-0-0," shesaid, rolling her eyes. "It'sa petition. To make the cafeteria a one hundred
percent smoke-free environment.” She sauntered away.

"l know what the i standsfor,” | said. "Irritating.”

He shook hishead. " Insufferable."



coonskin caps[may 1955-december 1955]

Children'sfad inspired by the Wat Disney television series Davy Crockett,
about the Kentucky frontier hero who fought at the Alamo and "kilt abar” at
agethree. Part of alarger merchandising fad that included bow-and-arrow
sets, toy knives, toy rifles, fringed shirts, powder horns, lunchboxes, jigsaw
puzzles, coloring books, pgjamas, panties, and seventeen recorded versions of
"The Bdlad of Davy Crockett," to which every child in Americaknew al the
verses. Asaresult of the fad, a shortage of coonskins developed, and an
earlier fad, the raccoon coat of the twenties, was ripped up to make caps.
Some boys even got their hair cut in the shape of a coonskin cap. The fad
collapsed right before Christmas of 1955, leaving merchandiserswith
hundreds of unwanted caps.

It occurred to me the next day while ransacking my lab for the clippings I'd given Fip to copy
that Bennett's remark about having already met her new assistant must mean she'd been assigned to
Bio. But in the afternoon Gina, looking hunted, cameinto say, "I don't carewhat they say. | did the
right thing hiring her. Shirl just printed out and collated twenty copies of an article | wrote. Correctly. |
don't careif | am breathing in second-secondhand smoke.”

" Second-secondhand smoke?”

"That'swhat Hip cdlsthe air smokers breathe out. But | don't care. It'sworthit.”

"Shirl'sbeen assgned toyou?' | said.

She nodded. "Thismorning she delivered my mail. My mail. Y ou should get her assigned to
you."

"l will," | said, but that was easier said than done. Now that Flip had an assistant, she (and my
clippings) had disappeared off the face of the earth. | searched the entire building twice, including the
cafeteria, where large NO SMOKING signs had been put on al the tables, and Supply, where
Desderatawastrying to figure out what printer cartridges were, and found Hip findly inmy lab,
gtting a my computer and typing something in.

Shedeleted it before | could seewhat it was and leaped up. If sheld been capable of it, | would
have said she looked guilty.

"You werent usng it," shesaid. "Y ou weren't even here.”

"Did you make copies of those clippings | gave you Monday?' | said.
She looked blank.

"There was a copy of the persona ads on top of them.”

She tossed her swag of hair. "Would you use the word elegant to describe me?”



She had added a hair wrap to her hank, along thin strand of hair bound in bilious blue
embroidery thread, and aband of duct tape across her forehead cut out to framethe .

"No," | said.

"Wdll, nobody expectsyou to bedl of them," she said, apropos of nothing. "Anyway, | don't
know why you're so hooked on the personals. Y ou've got that cowboy guy.”

"What?'

"Billy Boy Somebody," she said, waving her hand at the phone. "He called and said he'sin town
for some seminar and you're supposed to meet him for dinner someplace. Tonight, | think. At the
Nebraska Daisy or something. At seven o'clock."”

| went over to my phone message pad. It was blank. "Didn't you write the message down?"

She sighed. "I can't do everything. That'swhy | was supposed to get an assistant, remember?
So | wouldn't have to work so hard, only since she'sa smoker, haf the people | assigned her to don't
want her intheir labs, so | ill haveto copy al this stuff and go al the way down to Bio and Stuff. |
think smokers should be forced to give up cigarettes.”

"Who dl did you assgn to her?’

"Bio and Product Development and Chem and Physics and Personnel and Payroll, and al the
people who yell at me and make me do alot of suff. Or put in acamp or something where they
couldn't expose the rest of usto all that smoke."

"Why don't you assign her to me?1 don't mind that she smokes."

She put her hands on the hips of her blue leather skirt. "It causes cancer, you know," she said
disapprovingly. "Besdes, I'd never assgn her to you. Y ou're the only onewho's hafway nice tome
around here"

angel food cake [1880-90]

Food fad named to suggest the heavenly lightness and whiteness of the cake.
Originated either at arestaurant in . Louis, along the Hudson River, or in
India. The secret of the cake was a dozen (or eleven, or fifteen) egg whites
beaten into Hiff glossy peaks. Difficult to bake, it inspired an entire folklore:
The pan had to be ungreased, and no one could walk across the kitchen floor
while it was baking. Supplanted by, of course, devil'sfood cake.

It wasthe Kansas Rose a five-thirty. "Y ou got my message okay," Billy Ray said, coming out to
meet me in the parking lot. He was wearing black jeans, a black-and-white cowboy shirt, and awhite
Stetson. His hair was longer than the last time I'd seen him. Long hair must be coming back in.



"Sort of," | said. "I'm here."

"Sorry it had to be so early,” he said. "Theré's an evening workshop on ‘Irrigation on the
Internet’ | don't want to miss." Hetook my arm. "Thisis supposed to be the trendiest place in town."

Hewasright. There was a hdf-hour wait, even with reservations, and every woman in linewas
wearing po-mo pink.

"Did you get your Targhees?' | asked him, leaning back against an ABSOLUTELY NO
SMOKING sign.

"Y ep, and they're great. Low maintenance, high tolerance for cold, and fifteen pounds of wool in
aseason.”

"Wool?' | said. " thought Targhees were cows."

"Nobody's raisng cows anymore," he said, frowning asif | should know that. "Thewhole
cholesteral thing. Lamb's got alower cholesterol count, and shearling's supposed to be the hot new
fashion fabric for winter."

"Bobby Jay," the hostess, who was wearing ared gingham pinafore and hair wraps, caled out.

"That'sus" | said.

"We don't want to it anywhere close to where the smoking section used to be," Billy Ray said,
and we followed her to thetable.

The sunflower fad had apparently come hereto die. They were entwined in the white picket
fence around our table, framed on the wall, painted on the bathroom doors, embroidered on the
napkins. A large artificial bunch was stuck inaMason jar in the middle of our sun-flowered
tablecloth.

"Cool, huh?' Billy Ray said, opening his sunflower-shaped menu. "Everybody says prairie's
going to be the next big fad.”

"| thought shearlingwas," | muttered, picking up the menu. Prairie cuisine wasn't so much hot as
substantial—chicken-fried steak, cream gravy, corn on the cob, all served family-style.

"Something to drink?" awaiter in buckskin and a knotted sunflower bandanna asked.

| looked at the menu. They had espresso, cappuccino, and caffé latte, also very big in prairie
days. No iced tea.

"l ced teds the Kansas state beverage,” | told the waiter. "How can you not have it?"

Hed apparently been taking lessons from Hip. Herolled his eyes, sighed expertly, and said,
"lced teaisoutré.”

A word never uttered on the prairie, | thought, but Billy Ray was aready ordering meset |oaf,



mashed potatoes, and cappuccino for both of us.
" S0, tell me about thisthing you're researching that's got you working weekends."

| did. "The problem isI've got causes coming out my ears,” | said, after I'd explained what I'd
been doing. "Femae equdlity, bicycling, a French fashion designer named Poiret, World War One,
and Coco Chandl, who singed her hair off when a heater exploded. Unfortunately, none of them
seems to be the main source.”

Our dinner arrived, on brown earthenware platters decorated with sunflowers. The coledaw
was garnished with fresh basil, which | didn't remember as being big on the prairie either, and the
mest loaf was garnished with lemon dices.

Billy Ray told me about the merits of sheep-raisng while we ate. Sheep were hedlthy, profitable,
no trouble to herd, and you could graze them anywhere, al of which | would have been moreinclined
to believeif he hadn't told me the same thing about raising longhorns six months ago.

"Dessert?’ the waiter said, and brought over the pastry cart.

| figured aprairie dessert would probably be gooseberry pie or maybe canned peaches, but it
was the usual suspects: creme brdlée, tiramisu, "and our newest dessert, bread pudding.”

Wi, that sounded like a Kansas dessert, dl right, the sort of thing you were reduced to eating
after the cow died and the grasshoppers ate up the crops.

"I'll havethetiramisu,” | sad.
"Metoo," Billy Ray said. "I've aways hated bread pudding. It'slike egting leftovers.”

"Everybody raves about our bread pudding,” the waiter said reproachfully. "It's our most
popular dessert.”

The bad thing about studying trendsisthat you can't ever turn it off. Y ou Sit there across from
your date egting tiramisu, and instead of thinking what anice guy heis, you find yoursdlf thinking about
trendsin desserts and how they always seem to be gooey and cdorie-laden in direct proportion to the
obsesson with dieting.

Taketiramisu, which has chocolate and whipped cream and two kinds of cheese. And
burnt-sugar cake, which was big in the forties, in spite of wartime rationing.

Pineapple upside-down cake was afad in the twenties, adessert | hope doesn't make a
comeback anytime soon; chiffon cakein thefifties; chocolate fondue in the sixties.

| wondered if Bennett wasimmune to food trends, too, and what hisideas on bread pudding
and chocol ate cheesecake were.

"Y ou thinking about hair-bobbing again?’ Billy Ray said. "Maybe you're looking at too many
things. This conference I'm at saysyou've got to niff."



"Niff?"

"NYF. Narrow Y our Focus. Eliminate al the peripherals and focusin on the core variables. This
hair-bobbing thing can only have one cause, right? Y ou've got to narrow your focusto the likeliest
possibilities and concentrate on those. 1t works, too. | tried it on acase of sheep mange. Y ou're sure
you won't come to my workshop with me?*

"l haveto gotothelibrary,” | said.
"Y ou should get the book. Five Steps to Focusing on Success.”

After dinner Billy Ray went off to niff, and | went over to the library to see about Browning.
Lorrainewasn't there. A girl wearing duct tape, hair wraps, and a sullen expression was. "It'sthree
weeks overdue," shesaid.

"That'simpossible” | said. "l only checked it out last week. And | checked it in. On Monday."
After I'd tried Pippaon Flip and decided Browning didn't know what he was talking about. I'd
checked in Browning and checked out Othello, that other story about undue influences.

She sighed. "Our computer showsit as till checked out. Have you looked around at home?”
"IsLorraine here?' | asked.
Sherolled her eyes. "No-0-0-0."

| decided it was the better part of valor to wait until she was and went over to the stacksto ook
for Browning mysdif.

The Compl ete Works wasn't there, and | couldn't remember the name of the book Billy Ray
had suggested. | pulled out two books by Willa Cather, who knew what prairie cooking had actualy
been like, and Far from the Madding Crowd, which | remembered as having sheepiniit, and then
wandered around, trying to remember the name of Billy Ray's book and hoping for ingpiration.

Libraries have been responsible for alot of Sgnificant scientific breakthroughs. Darwin was
reading Mdthusfor recreation (which should tell you something about Darwin), and Alfred Wegener
was wandering around the Marburg University library, idly spinning the globe and browsing through
scientific papers, when he got theidea of continental drift. But nothing came to me, not even the name
of Billy Ray's book. | went over to the business section to seeiif | would remember the name of the
book when | saw it.

Something about narrowing the focus, diminating dl the peripherds. "1t can only have one cause,
right?" Billy Ray had said.

Wrong. Inalinear system it might, but hair-bobbing wasn't like sheep mange. It was like one of
Bennett's chaotic systems. There were dozens of variables, and dl of them were important. They fed
into each other, iterating and reiterating, crossing and colliding, affecting each other in waysno one
would expect. Maybe the problem wasn't that | had too many causes, but that | didn't have enough. |
went over to the nine hundreds and checked out Those Crazy Twenties; Flappers, Flivwers, and
Flagpole-Stters; and The 1920's: A Sociological Study, and as many other books on the twenties



as| could carry, and took them up to the desk.
"] show an overdue book for you," the girl said. "It's four weeks overdue.”

| went home, excited for thefirst timethat | was on the right track, and started work on the new
vaiables.

The twenties had been awash in fads:. jazz, hip flasks, rolled-down stockings, dance crazes,
raccoon coats, mah-jongg, running marathons, dance marathons, kissing marathons, Stutz Bearcets,
flagpole-gitting, tree-sitting, crossword puzzles. And somewherein al those rouged kneesand rain
dickers and rocking-chair derbieswas the trigger that had set off the hair-bobbing craze.

| worked until very late and then went to bed with Far from the Madding Crowd. | wasright.
It was about sheep. And fads. In Chapter Five one of the sheep fell over acliff, and the others
followed, plummeting one after the other onto the rocks below.

3.

tributaries

"Please your honors,” said he, "I'm able,
By means of a secret charm, to draw
All creaturesliving benesth the sun,
That creep or fly or run,

After me so asyou never saw!”

robert browning

diorama wigs[1750-60]

Hair fad of the court of Louis XV inspired by Madame de Pompadour, who
was fond of dressing her hair in unusua ways. Hair was draped over aframe
stuffed with cotton wool or straw and cemented with a paste that hardened,
and the hair was powdered and decorated with pearls and flowers. The fad
rapidly got out of hand. Frames grew as high asthreefeet tal, and the
decorations became elaborate and then pictorid. Hairdos had waterfalls,
cupids, and scenesfrom novels. Nava battles, complete with shipsand
smoke, were waged on top of women's heads, and one widow, overcome
with mourning for her dead husband, had his tombstone erected in her hair.
Died out with the advent of the French Revolution and the resultant shortage
of headsto put wigson.



Riversare not just wide streams. They are drainage basins for dozens, sometimes hundreds of
tributaries. The LenaRiver in Siberia, for example, drains an area of over amillion square miles,
including the Karenga, the Olekma, the Vitim, and the Aldan rivers, and athousand smdler streams
and brooks, some of which follow such distant, convoluted courses it would never occur to you they
connected to the Lena, thousands of miles away.

The eventsleading up to ascientific breakthrough are frequently not only random but far afield
from science. Take the meades. Eingtein had them when he was four and hisfather was only trying to
amuse asick little boy when he gave him a pocket compass to play with. And the keysto the
universe.

Heming'slifeisawhole system of coincidences, beginning with hisfather, who wasa
groundskeeper on the Churchill estate. When ten-year-old Winston fdll in the lake, Fleming's father
jumped in and rescued him. The grateful family rewarded him by sending his son Alexander to medica
school.

Take Penzias and Wilson. Robert Dicke, a Princeton University, talked to P.J.E. Peebles about
caculating how hot the Big Bang was. He did, realized it was hot enough to be detectable asa
residue of radiation, and told Peter G. Roll and David T. Wilkinson that they should look for
microwaves.

Peebles (are you following this?) gave atak at Johns Hopkinsin which he mentioned Roll and
Wilkinson's project. Ken Turner of the Carnegie Institute heard the lecture and mentioned it to
Bernard Burke at MIT, afriend of Penzias. (Still with me?)

When Penzias caled Burke on something €l se dtogether (his daughter's birthday party
probably), he told Burke about their impossible background noise. And Burke told him to call
Wilkinson and Rall.

During the next week severd things happened:

| fed flagpole-sitting and mah-jongg datainto the computer, Management declared HiTek a
smoke-free building, Ginas daughter, Brittany, turned five, and Dr. Turnbull, of al people, cameto

seeme.

She was wearing apo-mo pink silk campshirt and pink jeans and afriendly smile. The jeansand
campshirt meant she was following HiTek's dressng-down edict. | had no ideawhat the smile meant.

"Dr. Foster," she said, turning it on mefull force, "just the person | wanted to see.”

"If you'relooking for apackage, Dr. Turnbull,”" | said warily, "Flip hasn't been hereyet.”
Shelaughed, amerry, tinkling laugh | wouldn't have thought she was capable of. "Cdl me
Alicia" shesaid. "No package. | just thought 1'd drop by and chat with you. Y ou know, so we could

get to know each other better. Weve redly only talked acouple of times.”

Once, | thought, and you yelled at me. What are you redly herefor?



"S0," she said, tting on one of the lab tables and crossing her legs. "Where did you go to
school 7!

"Getting to know you" a HiTek usualy conssts of "So, are you dating anybody?" or, in the case
of Elaine, "Areyou into high-impact aerobics?' but maybe thiswas Aliciasideaof smdl talk. "l got
my doctorate at Baylor."

She amiled yet more brightly. "It wasin sociology, wasnt it?"

"And gats" | said.

"A double mgjor," she said gpprovingly. "Wasthat where you did your undergrad work?'

She couldn't be an industry spy. We worked for the same industry. And al thiswasupin
Personnel's records anyway. "No," | said. "Where'd you do your graduate work?"

End of conversation. "Indiana," she said, asif I'd asked for something that was none of my
business, and did her pink rear off the table, but she didn't leave. She stood looking around the lab at
the pilesof data.

"Y ou have so much stuff in here" she said, examining one of the untidy piles.

Maybe Management had sent her to spy on Workplace Organization. "1 plan to get things
sraightened up as soon as| finish my funding forms” | said.

Shewandered over to look &t the flagpole-sitting piles. "I've dready turned minein.”
Of course.

"And messinessis good. Susan Holyrood and Dan Twofestherss labs were both messy. R. C.
Mendez saysit'sacrestivity indicator.”

| had no ideawho any of these people were or what was going on here. Something, obvioudy.
Maybe Management had sent her to look for sgns of smoking. Aliciahad forgotten al about the
friendly smile and was circling the [ab like a shark.

"Bennett told me you're working on fads source andyss. Why did you decide to work with
fads?'

"Everybody esewasdoing it."
"Redly?' she said eagerly. "Who are the other scientists?!

"That wasajoke," | said lamely, and set about the hopdesstask of trying to explainit. "You
know, fads, something people do just because everybody eseisdoing it?"

"Oh, | get it," she said, which meant she didn't, but she seemed more bemused than offended.
"Wittiness can be a creativity indicator, too, can't it? What do you think the most important qudity for
agientig is?"



"Luck," | said.

Now shedid look offended. "Luck?"

"And good assstants,” | said. "Look at Roy Plunkett. His assstant's using asilver gasket on the
tank of chlorofluorocarbons was what |ed to the discovery of Teflon. Or Becquerd. He had the good
luck to hire ayoung Polish girl to help him with hisradiation thergpy. Her name was Marie Curie.”

"That'svery interesting,” she said. "Where did you say you did your undergrad work?*

"Universty of Oregon,” | said.

"How old were you when you got your doctorate?"

We were back to the third degree. "Twenty-six."

"How old are you now?"

"Thirty-one," | said, and that was apparently the right answer because she turned the brights
back on. "Did you grow up in Oregon?"

"No," | said. "Nebraska."

This, on the other hand, was not. Aliciaswitched off the smile, said, "l have alot of work to do,"
and left without a backward glance. Whatever sheld wanted, gpparently witty and messy weren't

enough.

| sat there staring at the screen wondering what that had been al about, and Flip camein
wearing an assortment of duct tape and a pair of backless clogs.

She should have used some of the duct tape on the clogs. They dopped off her feet with every
step, and she had to haf-shuffle her way down the hal to me. The clogs and the duct tape were both
the bilious e ectric blue shed worn the other day.

"What do you call that color?' | asked.

"Cerenkhov blue”

Of course. After the bluish radiation in nuclear reactors. How appropriate. In fairness, though, |
had to admit it wasn't the first time afaddish color had been given awretched name. Back in Louis
XVI'sday, color names had been downright nauseating. Sewerage, arsenic, smalpox, and Sick
Spaniard had dl been hit namesfor yellow-green.

Hip handed me apiece of paper. "Y ou need to Sgn this" shesaid.

It was a petition to declare the staff lounge a nonsmoking area. "Where will people be alowed
to smokeif they can't smokein thelounge?' | said.

"They shouldn't smoke. It causes cancer,” she said righteoudy. "I think people who smoke



shouldn't be dlowed to have jobs." She tossed her hank of hair. "And they should haveto live
someplace where their secondhand smoke can't hurt the rest of us."

"Redly, Herr Goebbels," | sad, forgetting that ignoranceisthe biggest trend of dl, and handed
the petition back to her.

" Second-secondhand smokeis dangerous,” she said huffily.
"So ismeanness.” | turned back to the compuiter.
"How much does acrown cost?' she said.

It seemed to be my day for questions out of Ieft field. "A crown?' | said, bewildered. "You
mean, likeatiara?'

"No-0-0," shesaid."A crown."

| tried to picture acrown on top of Hip's hank of hair, with her hair wrap hanging down one
sde, and failed. But whatever she was talking about, 1'd better pay attention because it waslikely to
be the next big fad. Flip might be incompetent, insubordinate, and generaly insufferable, but shewas
right there on the cutting edge of fashion.

"A crown," | said. "Made out of gold?" | pantomimed placing one on my head. "With points?'
"Points?" shesad, outraged. "It better not have points. A crown.”

"I'm sorry, Flip," | said. "I don't know—"

"Youreascientist," shesaid. "Y ou're supposed to know scientific terms.”

| wondered if crown had become a scientific term the way duct tape had become a persona
errand.

"A crown!" she said, sighed enormoudly, and clopped out of the lab and down the hall.

It was my day for encounters | couldn't make heads or tails of, and that included my
hair-bobbing data. | was sorry 1'd ever gotten the idea of including the other fads of the day. There
were way too many of them, and none of them made any sense.

Peanut-pushing, for ingtance, and flagpole-gitting, and painting knees with rouge. College kids
had painted old Mode T'swith clever doganslike "Bananaail" and "Oh, you kid!", middle-aged
housewives had dressed up like Chinese maidens and played mah-jongg, and fads had seemed to
come out of the woodwork, superseding each other in months and sometimes weeks. The black
bottom replaced mah-jongg, which had replaced King Tut, and the whole thing was so chaotic it was
impossible to sort out.

Crossword puzzles were the only fad that was hafway reasonable, and even that was a puzzle.
Thefad had started in the fall of 1924, well after hair-bobbing, but crossword puzzles had been
around since the 1800s, and the New York World had published aweekly crossword since 1913.



And reasonable, on closer examination, wasn't realy theword. A minister had passed out
crosswords during church that, on being solved, revealed the scripture lesson. Women had worn
dresses decorated with black-and-white squares, and hats and stockings to match, and Broadway
put on arevue caled "Puzzles of 1925." People had cited crosswords as the cause of their divorces,
Secretaries wore pocket dictionaries around their wrists like bracelets, doctors warned of eyestrain,
and in Budapest awriter |eft asuicide note in the form of acrossword puzzle, apuzzle, by the way,
which the police never solved, probably because they were already consumed with the next fad: the
Charleston.

Bennett stuck hishead in the door. "Have you got aminute? | need to ask you aquestion.” He
camein. He had changed his checked shirt for afaded plaid one that was neither madras nor vy
League, and hewas carrying acopy of the smplified funding form.

"A two-letter word for an Egyptian sun god?' | said. "It'sRa."

Hegrinned. "No, | was just wondering if Flip had brought you a copy of the memo Management
sad they'd send around. Explaining the smplified funding form?”

"Yesand no," | said. "l had to get onefrom Gina." | fished it out from a pile of twenties books.

"Great," hesad, "I'll go make acopy and bring this back."

"That'sokay," | said. "You can keepit."

"Y ou finished filling out your funding forms?"

"No," | said. "Read the memo."

Helooked at it. " 'Page nineteen, Question forty-four-C. To find the primary extensiona funding
formula, multiply the departmenta needs analysis by the fiscal base quotient, unlessthe project
involves calibrated structuring, in which case the quotient should be calculated according to Section

W-A of the accompanying ingtructions."" He turned the paper over. "Where are the accompanying
indructions?'

"No oneknows," | said.

He handed the memo back to me. "Maybe | don't have to go to France to study chaos. Maybe
| could studly it right here," he said, shaking his head. "Thanks," and he started to leave.

" Speeking of which," | said, "how's your information diffusion project coming?'

"Thelab'sdl ready," hesaid. "'l can get the macagues as soon as | finish this stupid funding form,
which should be in about"—he pulled a calculator out of histhreadbare pants and punched in
numbers—"sx thousand years from now."

Hip douched in and handed us each a stapled stack of papers.

"What'sthis?' Bennett said. "The accompanying indructions?'



"No-0-0," Hip said, tossing her head. "It'sthe FDA report on the health hazards of smoking."

dance marathon [1923-33]

Endurance fad in which the object was to dance the longest to earn money.
Couples pinched and kicked each other to stay awake, and when that failed,
took turns deeping on their partner's shoulder for aslong as 150 days. The
marathons became a gruesome spectator sport, with people watching to see
who would have hallucinations brought on by deep deprivation, collapse, or,
in the case of Homer Moorhouse, drop dead, and the New Jersey SPCA
complained that the marathons were crud to (human) animals. Perssted into
thefirst years of the Depression smply because people needed the money,
which worked out to alittle over apenny an hour. If you won.

Tuesday | met the new assistant interdepartmental communicationsliaison. I'd decided | couldn't
wait any longer for the accompanying ingructions and was working on the funding formswhen |
noticed that the bottom of page 28 read, "List dl," and the top of the next page read, "to the
divergfication quotient.” | looked at the page number. It reed "42."

| went down to seeif Ginahad the missing pages. She was Sitting in atangle of sacks, wrapping
paper, and ribbons. Y ou are coming to Brittany's party, aren't you?' she said. "'Y ou have to come.
There are going to be six five-year-olds and sx mothers, and | don't know which isworse.”

"I'll bethere," | promised, and asked her about the missing pages. "There are missing pages?"”
she said. "My funding form's at home. When am | going to be ableto fill out missing pages? I've il
got to go buy plates and cups and decorations and fix the refreshments.”

| escaped and went back to thelab. A gray-haired woman was Sitting at the compuiter, rapidly
typing in numbers.

"Sorry," shesaid assoon as| camein theroom. "Hip said | could use your computer, but |
don't want to get in your way." She began rapidly touching keysto savethefile.

"Areyou Flip'snew assstant?' | asked, looking at her curioudy. She wasthin, with tan, leathery
skin, like Billy Ray would have after another thirty years of riding the range.

"Shirl Creets,” she said, shaking my hand. She had agrip like Billy Ray's, and her fingerswere
stained a ydlowish brown, which explained how Sarah and Elaine had known she was a smoker "just
by looking & her."

"Hipwas using Dr. Turnbull's computer,” she said, and her voice was hoarse, too, "and shetold
me to come up here and use yours, that you wouldn't mind. I'll be off thisas soon as| savethefile. |
haven't been smoking," she added.

"Y ou can smokeif youwant,” | said. "And you can use the computer. I've got to go over to



Personnd anyway and pick up adifferent funding alocation form. Thison€s missing pages.”

"Il go get it for you," Shirl said, getting up immediately and taking the form from me. "Which
pagesisit missng?'

"Twenty-nine through forty-one," | said, "and maybe some at the end, | don't know. Mine only
goes up to page sixty-eight. But you don't have to—"

"What are assigtants for? Do you want me to make an extra copy so you can do arough draft?"
"That would be nice, thank you," | said, in shock, and sat down at the computer.

| had been niceto Flip, and look what it had gotten me. | took it back that Browning knew
anything about trends, Pied Piper or no Pied Piper.

The data Shirl had been typing in were il there. It was some kind of table. " Carbanks—48,
Twofeathers—34," it read. "Holyrood—61, Chin—39." | wondered what project Aliciawas working
On NOW.

Shirl was back in five minutesflat, with astack of neetly collated and stapled sheafs. "'l put
copies of the missing pagesin your original, and made you two extracopiesjust in case.” She set

them gently down on the lab table and handed me another thick sheaf. "While | wasin the copy room,
| found these clippings. Hip didn't know who they belonged to. | thought they might be yours."

She held up a stack of clippings on dance marathons, neatly paper-clipped to a set of copies.
"] assumed you wanted copies,” she said.
"Thank you," | said, astounded. "I don't suppose you could talk Hip into assigning you to me?"

"l doubt it," she said. "She seemsto like you." She set the clippings on the lab table and began
sraightening the top of it. Shefished the chaos theory book out of the mess.

"Mandebrot diagrams,” she said interestedly. "Isthat what you're researching?’

"No," | said. "Fad origins. | wasjust reading that out of curiosity. They are connected, though.
Fads are afacet of the chaotic system of society, with anumber of variables contributing to them."”

She stacked Brave New World and All's Well that Ends Well on top of the chaos theory book
without comment and picked up Flappers, Flivwers, and Flagpole-Stters. "What made you choose
fads?' she sad disgpprovingly.

"You dont likefads?
"I just think there are more direct ways of influencing society than starting afad. | had aphysics
teacher who used to say, 'Pay no attention to what other people are doing. Do what you want, and

you can changetheworld.""

"Oh, | don't want to discover how to start them,” | said. "I suppose HiTek does, and that's why



they keep funding the project, dthough if the mechanism is as complex asit's beginning to look, they'll
never be ableto isolate the critical variable, at which point they'll probably stop funding me.” | looked
at the dance marathon notes. "What | want to do is understand what causes them.”

"Why?' shesaid curioudy.

"Because | just want to understand. Why do people act the way they do? Why do they all
suddenly decide to play the same game or wear the same clothes or believe the same thing? In the
1920s smoking was afad. Now it's antismoking. Why? Isit ingtinctive behavior or societdl

influences? Or something in the air? The Salem witch trialswere caused by fear and greed, but they're
aways around, and we don't burn witches al the time, so there must be something else going on.

"] just don't understand what," | said. "And it doesn't look like | will anytime soon. | don't seem
to be getting anywhere. You don't happen to know what caused hair-bobbing, do you?"

"It'sgoing dowly?' shesad.

"Sow isn't theword,” | said. | gestured with the marathon dancing copies. "'l fed like I'mina
dance marathon contest. Most of thetimeit'snot dancing at all, it'sjust putting onefoot in front of the
other, trying to hang on and stay awake. Trying to remember why you signed up in thefirg place.”

"My physicsteacher used to say that science was one percent inspiration and ninety-nine
percent perspiration,” she said.

"And fifty percent filling out nonamplified funding forms," | said. | picked up one of the extra
copies. "I'd better take one of these over to Gina."

"I've already taken oneto Dr. Damati," she said. "Oh, and | need to get back there. | promised
her I'd wrap Brittany's presents for her."

"You're sure you can't persuade Flip?' | said.
After sheleft, | started work on page 29, but it didn't make any more sense than when it had
been missing, and | was tarting to fed vaguely itch again. | took one of the extra copies and went

down to Bio to Bennett's lab.

Aliciawasthere, head to head with Bennett at the computer, but he looked up immediately and
gmiled a me.

"Hi," hesaid. "Comeonin."

"No, that'sokay. | didn't meantointerrupt,” | said, smiling a Alicia. She didn't samile back. "I
just wanted to bring you acomplete funding form." | handed him the funding form. "There were pages
missing in the ones Hip passed out.”

"Incompetent,” he said. "Incorrigible. Incapacitating.”

Alicawasactively glaring a me.



"Intruding,” | said. "Which iswhat I'm doing on your mesting. I'll talk to you later." | headed for
the door.

"No, wait," hesad. "You'll beinterested in this. Dr. Turnbull wasjust teling me about her
project.” Helooked at Alicia. "Tell Dr. Foster what you've been doing."

"I've taken the dataon dl the previous Niebnitz Grant winners: scientific discipline, project area,
educationd background—"

That explained the third degree I'd gotten from her yesterday. She had been trying to determine
if | fit the profile, and from the look she was giving me, | must not have even placed.

"—age, gender, ethnic group, politica affiliation.” She scrolled through severd screens, and |
recognized achart like the one Shirl had just been working on. "I'm running regressions to determine
the rlevant characteristics and then andlyzing those to congtruct a profile of the typical Niebnitz Grant
recipient and the criteria the Niebnitz Grant Committee usesto make their choices.”

The committeg's criteriawere origindity of thought and crestivity, | thought. Assuming there isa
committee.

"l haven't completed the regressions yet, but some patterns are emerging.” Shecaled up a
Spreadsheet. "The grant is given at amedian interval of one point nine years apart, but the closest two
grants have ever been given is one point two years, which means the grant won't be given until May at
the earlies.”

It didn't mean any such thing, and | would have said so, but she wasinto it now.

"Didribution of the awardsfollowsacyclica pattern, with academic ingtitutions, research labs,
and commercid corporations aternating, the next one being a corporation, which givesusan
advantage, and" —she switched to a different soreadsheet—"there is a definite bias toward scientists
west of the Mississippi, which isaso an advantage, and a biastoward the biological sciences. |
haven't determined the specific areayet, but | should have that part of the profile by tomorrow.”

All of which sounded suspicioudly like science on demand. | looked at Bennett to see what he
thought about al this, but he was watching the screen intently, abstractedly, asif held forgotten we
werethere.

Wi, of course he was interested. Why wouldn't he be? If he could win the Niebnitz Grant, he
could go back to the Loue River to work on chaos theory and forget all about forms and Hip and the
uncertainties of funding.

Except science doesn't work like that. Y ou can't handicap significant breakthroughs like they
were ahorse race.

But thiswouldn't be the firgt time somebody'd convinced himself of something that wasn't true
where money was involved. Take the stock market fad of the late twenties. Or the Dutch tulip craze
of the 1600s. In 1634, the prices of tulips that were fancier or prettier or rarer than others started
going up, and suddenly everybody—merchants, princes, peasants, brothers, ssters, husbands,
wives—was buying and sdlling bulbs like mad. Prices skyrocketed, speculators made fortunes



overnight, and people hocked their wooden shoes and the dike to buy abulb that might cost as much
astwelve annual incomes. And then for no reason, the market collapsed, and it was just like October
29, 1929, only with no skyscraper windows for Dutch stockholdersto fling themselves out of.

Not to mention chain letters, pyramid schemes, and the Floridaland boom.

"The other factor that needs to be considered is the name of the grant,” Aliciawas saying.
"Niebnitz may refer either to Ludwig Niebnitz, who was an obscure eighteenth-century botanist, or to
Karl Niebnitz von Drull, who lived in fifteenth-century Bavaria If it's Ludwig, that would account for
the biological bias. VVon Drull was more famous. His areawas dchemy.”

"l haveto go," | said, standing up. "'If I'm going to switch my fads project to changing lead into
gold, I'll need to get busy," and | walked oui.

Bennett followed me out into the hal. "Thanks for bringing the funding form.”

"We haveto stick together againgt the forces of Hip," | said. "Have you met her new assstant?"
"Yeah, she'sgreat,” hesaid. "l wonder whatever possessed her to take ajob like this?!
"NIEBNITZ may aso be an acronym,” Aliciasaid from the doorway. "In which case—"

| took my leave and went back up to my lab.

Hip wasthere, typing something on my computer. "How would you describe me?' she asked.

| looked around the lab. It was spotless. Shirl had cleaned off the lab tables and put al my
clippingsin folders. In alphabetica order.

Inescapable, | thought. Impacted. "Inextricable,” | said.

"That sounds good," she said. "Doesit have two ks or one?'

dr. spock [1945-65]

Child care fad, inspired by the pediatrician's book, Baby and Child Care,
growing interest in psychology, and the fragmentation of the extended family.
Spock advocated a more permissive approach than previous child care books
and advised flexibility in feeding schedules and attention to child development,
advice which far too many parents misinterpreted as letting the child do
whatever it wanted. Died out when thefirst generation of Dr. Spock-raised
children became teenagers, grew their hair down to their shoulders, and began
blowing up adminigtration buildings.

Wednesday | went to the birthday party. I'd arranged to leave early and was putting on my coat



when Flip douched in, wearing alaced bodice and duct-tape-decorated jeans, and handed me a
piece of paper.

"l don't havetimefor any petitions” | said.

"It'snot apetition,” she said, tossing her hair. "It'samemo about the funding forms.™
The memo said the funding forms were due on the twenty-third, which | aready knew.
"Y ou're supposed to turn theforminto me."

| nodded and handed it back to her. "Take thisdown to Dr. OReilly'slab,” | said, pulling on my
gloves

She sghed. "He's never there. HEsdwaysin Dr. Turnbull'slab."

"Thentakeit to Dr. Turnbull'slab."

"They're dwaystogether. HE's compl etely raved about her, you know."

No, | thought, I didn't know that.

"They're dways Sitting a the computer together. | don't know what she seesin him. He's com
pletely swarb,” Hip said, picking at the duct tape on the back of her hand. "Maybe she can make him
not so fashion-impaired.”

And if shedoes, | thought irritatedly, there goes his nonfadness, and I'll never figure out why he
wasimmuneto them.

"What does sophisticated mean?' Fip asked.

"Cosmopolitan,” | said, "but you're not," and left for the party. The weather had turned colder.
We usualy get one big snowstorm in October, and it looked like the weather was gearing up for it.

Ginawas nearly hysterica by thetimel got there. Y ou won't believe what Brittany decided she
wanted after | said she couldn't have Barney,” she said, pointing to the decorations, which werea
pink that bore no relation to postmodern.

"Barbie!" Brittany shouted. She waswearing aLittle Mermaid dress and bright pink hair wraps.
"Did you bring me a present?”’

The other little girlswere al wearing Pocahontas pinafores except for aswest little blonde
named Peyton, who was wearing aLion King jumper and light-up sneakers.

"Areyou married?' Peyton's mother said to me.
"No," | said.

She shook her head. ""So many guys have intimacy issues these days. Peyton, were not opening



presentsyet."
"Areyou dating anyone?" Lindsay's mother said.

"We're going to open presentslater, Brittany,” Ginasaid. "First wereal going to play agame.
Bethany, it's Brittany's birthday."

She attempted a game involving balloons with pink Barbies on them and then gave up and let
Brittany open her presents.

"Open Sandy'sfirg," Ginasad, handing her the book. "No, Caitlin, these are Brittany's
presents.”

Brittany ripped the paper off Toads and Diamonds and |ooked at it blankly.

"That was my favoritefairy talewhen | waslittle,” | said. "It's about a girl who meets agood
fairy, only she doesn't know it because thefairy'sin disguise—" but Brittany had already tossed it
aside and wasripping open aBarbiedoll in aglittery dress.

"Totaly Hair Barbiel" she shrieked.

"Mine" Peyton said, and made a grab that |eft Brittany holding nothing but Barbiesarm.

"She broke Totaly Hair Barbie!" Brittany wailed.

Peyton's mother stood up and said camly, "Peyton, | think you need atime-out.”

| thought Peyton needed agood swat, or at least to have Totdly Hair Barbie taken away from
her and given back to Brittany, but instead her mother led her to the door of Ginas bedroom. "Y ou
can come out when you'rein control of your fedings,” she said to Peyton, who looked like shewasin

control to me.

"l can't believeyoure gtill usng time-outs,” Chel seels mother said. "Everybody's using holding

"Holding?' | asked.

"Y ou hold the child immobile on your lap until the negative behavior stops. It produces afedling
of interceptive safety.”

"Redly," | said, looking toward the bedroom door. | would have hated trying to hold Peyton
agang her will.

"Holding's been totally abandoned,” Lindsay's mother said. "We use EE."
"EE?' | sad.

"Esteemn Enhancement,” Lindsay's mother said. "EE addresses the positive periphera behavior
no matter how negative the primary behavior is."



"Pogtive peripherd behavior?' Ginasaid dubioudly.

"When Peyton took the Barbie awvay from Brittany just now," Lindsay's mother said, obvioudy
ddighted to explain, "you would have said, ‘'My, Peyton, what an assertive grip you have.""

Brittany opened Swim 'n' Dive Barbie, Stick 'n' Ped Barbie, Barbie's City Nights cycle, and an
elaboratdly coiffed and veiled Barbie in awedding dress. "Romantic Bride Barbie," Brittany said,
transported.

"Can we have cake now?" Lindsay said, and Peyton must have had her little ear to the door
because she opened it, looking not particularly contrite, said, "I fedl better about mysdlf now," and
climbed up to the table.

"No cake," Ginasaid. "Too much cholesterol. Frozen yogurt and Snapple,” and dl thelittle girls
came running asif they'd heard the Pied Piper'sflute.

The mothersand | picked up wrapping paper and ribbon, checking carefully for stray Barbie
high hedl's and microscopic accessories. Danielles mother smoothed down Romantic Bride Barbie's
net overskirt. "l wonder if Lisad likeadresslikethis," shesaid. "She'strying to talk Ericinto getting
married sometime thissummer.”

"Areyou going to be her matron of honor?' Chelsea's mother asked. "What colorsis she going
to have?'

" She hasn't decided. Black and whiteisredlly in, but she aready did that the last time she got
married.”

"Postmodern pink,” | said. "It's the new color for spring.”

"l look washed out in pink," Danidlles mother said. "And she's il got to talk himinto it. He
says, why can't they just live together?!

Lindsay's mother picked up Romantic Bride Barbie and began fluffing up her bouffant deeves. "'l
awayssaid I'd never get married again, after that jerk Matt,” she said. "But | don't know, lately I've
been feding sort of ... | don't know..."

Itch?1 thought.

The phone rang, and Gina went into the bedroom to get it, and everybody e se adjourned to the
kitchen.

There was ashriek from the kitchen, and everybody went in to enhance esteem. | picked up
Romantic Bride Barbie and looked at the pink net rosebuds and white satin flounces, marveing.
Barbiesafad that should have lasted, at the most, for two seasons. Even the Shirley Temple doll had
only been afad for three.

Instead, Barbieswell into her thirties and more of afad than ever, even in these days of
ferminism and non-gender-biased child-rearing. She'd be the perfect thing to study for what causes
fads, but | wasn't sure | wanted to know. Barbie's one of those fads whose popularity makes you lose



dl faith in the human race.

Ginacame out of the bedroom. "It'sfor you," she said, looking speculatively a me. ™Y ou can
takeit in the bedroom.”

| put down Romantic Bride Barbie and stood up.

"It's my birthday!" Brittany shrieked.

"My, Peyton," Lindsay's mother said, "what a creative thing to do with your frozen yogurt.”
Ginahurried into the kitchen, and | went into the bedroom.

It was donein violets, with apurple cordless phone. | picked it up.
"Howdy," Billy Ray said. "GuesswhereI'm cdling from?'

"How did you find out | was here?’

"| caled HiTek, and your assstant told me."

"Flip gave you the number?' | said. "Correctly?’

"l don't know what her name was. Raspy voice. Coughed alot.”

Shirl. She must be putting some more of Alicias dataon my computer.

"Well, so, listen, I'm on my way through the Rockies right now and—hang on. Tunndl coming
up. Cal you back as soon asI'm through it." There wasahum, and aclick.

| hung up the phone and sat there on Ginas violet-covered bed, wondering how Billy Ray ever
got any ranching done when he was never at the ranch, and pondering the appedl of Barbie.

Part of it must be that she's been able to incorporate other fads over the years. Inthe
mid-sixties, Barbie had ironed hair and Carnaby Street clothes, in the seventies granny dresses, in the
eighties|eotards and leg warmers.

Nowadays there are astronaut Barbies and management Barbies, and even adoctor, though it's
hard to imagine Barbie making it through junior high, let done medica schoal.

Billy Ray had apparently forgotten al about me, and so had Peyton's mother. She opened the
door, said, "...and | want you to stay in timeout until you've decided to relate to your peers,” and
ushered in afrozen yogurt-covered Peyton.

Neither of them saw me, especidly not Peyton, who flung herself against the door, red-faced
and whimpering, and then, when it was apparent that wasn't going to work, dropped to her hands and
knees next to the bed and pulled out atablet and crayons.

She sat down cross-legged in the middle of the floor, opened the box of crayons, selected a



pink one, and began to draw.
"Hi," | said, and was happy to see her jump afoot. "What are you doing?*
"Y ou're not supposed to talk in atime-out,” she said righteoudy.

Y ou're not supposed to color ether, | thought, wishing Billy Ray would remember he was caling
me back.

She selected a green crayon and bent over the tablet, drawing earnestly. | moved the phone
around to the other side of the bed so | could see the picture.

"What are you drawing?' | asked. "A butterfly?'

Sheralled her eyes. "No-0-0," shesad. "It'sagtory.”

"A gory?' | said, tilting my head around to seeit better. " About what?"

"About Barbie." She sighed, adead ringer for Fip, and chose abright blue crayon.

Why do only the awful things become fads? | thought. Eye-rolling and Barbie and bread
pudding. Why never chocolate cheesecake or thinking for yoursalf?

| looked more closdly at the picture. It looked more like aMande brot diagram than astory. It
appeared to be some sort of map, or maybe adiagram, with many lines of tiny lavender stars and
pink zigzag symbolsintersecting across the paper. Peyton had obvioudy been working onit during a
number of time-outs.

"What'sthis?' | said, pointing a arow of purple zigzags.

"See," she said, bringing the tablet and the crayons up onto my lap, "Barbie went to her Mdibu
Beach House." She drew a scalloped blue line above the zigzags. "It's very far. They had to goin her

Jaguar.”

"And that'sthisline?' | said, pointing & the blue scallops.

"No-0-0," shesad, irritated a dl these interruptions. "That's to show what she was wearing.
See, when she goes to the Mdibu Beach House she wears her blue hat. So they al got to the Maibu
Beach House," she said, walking her crayon like adoll across the paper, "and Barbie said, 'Let'sgo
swimming,' and | said, 'Okay, let's, and..." There was a pause while Peyton found an orange crayon.
"And Barbie said, 'Let'sgo!" and we went swvimming." She began drawing arow of rapid sdeways
497805

"Isthat her swvimming suit?" | asked.
"No-0-0," shesad. "That's Barbie."

Barbie? | thought, wondering what the symbolism of the zigzags was. Of course. Barbies high
heds.



"So the next day," Peyton said, selecting yellow orange and drawing spiky suns, "Barbie said,
‘Let'sgo shopping,’ and | said, 'Okay, let's,' and she said, 'Let'sride our mopeds,’ and | said—"

Billy Ray came out of histunnel, and | got the phone switched on dmost beforeit rang. "So
you're on your way to Denver?' | said.

"Nope. Other direction. Durango. Conference on teleconferences. | got to thinking about you
and thought 1'd call. Do you ever get to hankering for something besides what you're doing?'

"Yes," | sad fervently, reading the names of the crayons Peyton had discarded. Periwinkle.
Screamin’ green. Cerulean blue.

"—so Barbie said, 'Hi, Ken,' and Ken said, 'Hi, Barbie, want to go on adate? " Peyton said,
busly drawing lines.

"Metoo," Billy Ray sad. "I've been thinking, isthisredly what | want?"

"Didn't the sheep work out?’

"The Targhees? No, they're doing fine. It'sthiswhole ranching thing. It's so isolated.”
Except for the fax and the net and the cell phone, | thought.

"...50 Barbie said, 'l don't want to be in time-out,’ " Peyton said, wielding ablack crayon. "
'‘Okay,' Barbies mom said, 'you don't haveto.'"

"Doyou ever get to feding...," Billy Ray said, "...kinda... | don't know whét to cdll it..."

| do, | thought. Itch. And doesthat mean this unsettled, dissatisfied fedling is some sort of fad,
too, like tattoos and violets? And if so, how did it get started?

| sat up straighter on the bed. "When exactly did you start having thisfeding?' | asked him, but
there was dready an ominous hum from the cell phone.

"Another tunnd," Billy Ray said. "Weéll talk about it some more when | get back. I've got
something | want to—" and the phone went dead.

Lindsay's mother had talked about fegling itch, and so had Hip, that day in the coffeehouse, and
| had felt s0 vaguely longing 1'd gone out with Billy Ray. Had | spread the feding onto him, like some
kind of virus, and was that how fads spread, by infection?

"Y our turn,” Peyton said, holding out aneon-red crayon. Radical red.

"Okay," | said, taking the crayon. "So Barbie decided to go to..." | drew aline of radica red
high hedls across the blue scallops. "...the barbershop. 'l want my hair bobbed,’ she said to the
barber.” | started aline of aquamarine scissors. "And the barber said, 'Why? And Barbie said,
'‘Because everybody elseisdoing it." So the barber chopped off Barbi€'s hair and—"

"No-0," Peyton said, grabbing the aguamarine away from me and handing me laser lemon.



"ThisisCut 'n' Curl Barbie."

"Oh," | said. "Okay. So the barber said, 'But somebody had to do it first, and they couldn't do it
because everybody €l se was doing it, so why did they' —'

Therewas asound at the door, and Peyton snatched the laser lemon out of my hand, flipped the
tablet shut, stowed them both under the bed with amazing speed, and was sitting on the edge of it with
her hands folded in her lap when her mother opened the door.

"Peyton, we're watching avideo now. Do—" she said, and stopped when she saw me. "You
didn't talk to Peyton while shewasin her timeout, did you?"'

"Not aword,” | said.
She turned back to Peyton. Do you think you can exhibit positive peer behavior now?"

Peyton nodded wisely and tore out of the room, her mother following. | put the phone back on
the nightstand and started after her, and then stopped and recovered the tablet from its hiding place
and looked at it again.

It was amap, in spite of what Peyton had said. A combination map and diagram and picture,
with an amazing amount of information packed onto one page: location, time € gpsed, outfitsworn. An
amazing amount of data.

And it intersected in interesting ways, the lines crossing and recrossing to form elaborate
intersections, radica red changing to lavender and orangein overlay. Barbie only rode her moped in
the lower half of the picture, and there was a solid knot of starsin one corner. A gatistical anomaly?

| wondered if adiagram-map-story like thiswould work for my twenties data. I'd tried maps
and gatigtical charts and computational models, but never al three together, color-coded for date and
vector and incidence. If | put it al together, what kinds of patterns would emerge?

Therewasashriek from the living room. "It's my birthday!" Brittany wailed.
| tucked the tablet back under the bed.

"My, Peyton," Lindsay's mother said. "What a creative way to show your need for attention.”

pyrography [1900-05]

Craft fad in which designs were burned into wood or leather with ahot iron.
Howers, birds, horses, and knightsin armor were branded onto pin cases,
pen trays, glove boxes, pipe racks, playing card cases, and other smilarly
uselessitems. Died out because its ability threshold wastoo high. Everyone's
horses |ooked like cows.



Thursday the weather got worse. It was spitting snow when | got to work, and by lunch it wasa
full-blown blizzard. Hip had managed to bresk both copy machines, so | gathered up my
flagpole-gitting clippings to be copied a Kinko's, but as | waked out to my car | decided they could
walit, and | scuttled back to the building, my head down againgt the snow. And practicaly ran into
Shirl.

She was huddled next to aminivan, smoking a cigarette. She had a brown mitten on the hand
that wasn't holding the cigarette, her coat collar was turned up, a muffler was wrapped around her
chin, and she was shivering.

"Shirl!" | shouted againgt thewind. "What are you doing out here?"

She clumsily fished a piece of paper out of her coat pocket with her mittened hand and handed it
to me. It was amemo declaring the entire building smoke-free.

"Hip," | said, shaking show off the dready wet memo. " She's behind this." | crumpled the memo
up and threw it on the ground. "Don't you haveacar?' | said.

She shook her head, shivering. "'l get arideto work."

"Youcandgtinmy car,”" | said, and thought of a better place. "Comeon." | took hold of her arm.
"I know someplace you can smoke.”

"Thewhole building's been declared off-limitsto smoking," she said, ressting.
"Thisplaceisntinthebuilding,” | said.

She stubbed out her cigarette. "Thisisakind thing to do for an old lady,” she said, and we both
scuttled back to the building through the driving snow.

We stopped inside the door to shake the snow off and take off our hats. Her leathery face was
bright red with cold.

"You don't haveto do this," she said, unwrapping her muffler.

"When you've spent as much time studying fads as | have, you develop a hearty didikefor
them," | said. "Especialy aversion fads. They seem to bring out the worst in people. And it'sthe
principle of thething. Next it might be chocolate cheesecake. Or reading. Come on.”

| led her down the hdl. "This place won't be warm, but it'll be out of the wind, and you won't get
snowed on, at least. And this antismoking fad should be dying out by spring. It's reaching the extreme
stage that inevitably produces a backlash.”

"Prohibition lasted thirteen years."

"Thelaw did. Thefad didn't. McCarthyism only lasted four.” | started down the stairsto Bio.

"Where exactly isthis place?’ Shirl asked.



"It'sDr. ORellly'slab,” | said. "It'sgot a porch out back with an overhang.”

"And you're sure hewon't mind?'

"I'msure” | said. "He never pays any attention to what other people think."

"He sounds like an extraordinary young man,” Shirl said, and | thought, Heredly is.

Hedidn't fit any of the usud patterns. He certainly wasn't arebd, refusing to go dong with fads
to assart hisindividudity. Rebellion can be afad, too, aswitness Hell's Angels and peace symbols.

And yet he wasn't oblivious ether. He was funny and intelligent and observant.

| tried to explain that to Shirl aswe went downgtairsto Bio. "It isn't that he doesn't care what
other peoplethink. It'sjust that he doesn't see what it hasto do with him.”

"My physicsteacher used to say Diogenes shouldn't have wasted histime looking for an honest
man," Shirl said, "he should have been looking for somebody who thought for himsdlf.”

| started down Bio's hall, and it suddenly occurred to methat Aliciamight bein thelab. "Wait
hereasec,” | said to Shirl, and peeked in the door. "Bennett?'

He was hunched over hisdesk, practicaly hidden by papers.

"Can Shirl smoke out on the porch?" | said.

"Sure," he said without looking up.

| went out and got Shirl.

"Y ou can smokein hereif you want," Bennett said when we camein.

"No, she can't. HiTek's made the whole building nonsmoking,” | said. "'l told her she could
smoke out on the porch.”

"Sure" he said, standing up. "Fed freeto come down here anytime. I'm aways here."

"Oh?" Shirl said. "Y ou work on your project even during lunch?'

Hetold her he didn't have a project to work on and he had to wait for hisfunding to be
approved before he could get his macaques, but | wasn't paying attention. | was looking at what he
was wearing.

Hip had been right about Bennett. He was wearing awhite shirt and a Cerenkhov bluetie.

"I've been working on this chaosthing,” he said, straightening thetie.

"Did Alicia decide chaos theory was the optimum project to win the Niebnitz Grant?' | said, and
couldn't keep the sharpness out of my voice.



"No," he said, frowning at me. "When she was talking about variables the other day, it gave me
an idea about why my prediction rate didn't improve. So | refigured the data.”

"Anddidit help?' | said.

"No," he said, looking abstracted, the way he had when Aliciad been talking. "The more work |
doonit, themore | think maybe Verhoest wasright, and thereis an outside force acting on the
system.” He said to Shirl, "Y ou're probably not interested in this. Here, let me show you where the
porchis." Heled her through the habitat to the back door. "When my macagques come, you'll haveto
go around the side.” He opened the door, and snow and wind whirled in. "Are you sure you don't
want to smoke insde? Y ou could stand in the door. Leave the door open at least so there's some

"l was born in Montana," she said, wrapping her muffler around her neck as she went out. "This
isamild summer breeze," but | noticed she left the door open.

Bennett came back in, rubbing hisarms. "Brr, it'sfreezing out there. What's the matter with
people? Sending an old lady out in the snow in the name of moral righteousness. | suppose FHip was
behindit."

"Hlipisbehind everything." | looked at the littered desk. "1 guess1'd better let you get back to
work. Thanksfor letting Shirl smoke down here”

"No, wait," he said. "'l had acouple of things | wanted to ask you about the funding form." He
scrabbled through the stuff on his desk and came up with the form. He flipped through pages, looking.
"Page fifty-one, section eight. What does Documentation Scatter Method mean?'

"Y ou're supposed to put down ALR-Augmented,” | said.

"What doesthat mean?’

"l have noidea. It'swhat Ginatold meto put.”

He penciled it in, shaking hishead. "These funding forms are going to be the death of me. | could
have done the project in thetimeit'staken meto fill out thisform. HiTek wants usto win the Niebnitz
Grant, to make scientific breakthroughs. But name me one scientist who ever made asignificant
breakthrough whilefilling out afunding form. Or attending amesting.”

"Menddeev,” Shirl said.

We both turned around. Shirl was standing inside the door, shaking snow off her hat.
"Mendedeev was on hisway to a cheesemaking conference when he solved the problem of the

periodic chart,” shesaid.

"That'sright, hewas," Bennett said. "He stepped on the train and the solution cameto him, just
likethat."

"LikePoincaré," | said. "Only he stepped on abus."



"And discovered Fuchsian functions,”" Bennett said.

"Kekulé was on abus, too, wasn't he, when he discovered the benzenering,” Shirl said
thoughtfully. "In Ghent."

"Hewas," | said, surprised. "How do you know so much about science, Shirl?"

"1 have to make copies of so many scientific reports, | figured | might aswell read them,” she
sad. "Didn't Einstein look at the town clock from a bus while he wasworking on relativity?"

"A bus," | said. "Maybe that's what you and | need, Bennett. We take a bus someplace and
suddenly everything's clear—you know what's wrong with your chaos dataand | know what caused
hair-bobbing."

"That soundslike agreet ideg," Bennett said. "L et's—"

"Oh, good, you're here, Bennett,” Aliciasaid. "1 need to talk to you about the grant profile. Shirl,
make five copies of this." She dumped astack of papersinto Shirl'sarms. "Collated and stapled. And
thistime don't put them on my desk. Put them in my mailbox." She turned back to Bennett. "I need
you to help me come up with additiona relevant factors."

"Transportation,” | said, and started for the door. "And cheese."

ironing hair [1965-68]

Hair fad inspired by Joan Baez, Mary Travers, and other folksingers. Part of
the hippie fad, the lank look of long straight hair was harder to obtain than the
male's generd shagginess. Beauty parlors gave "antiperms,” but the preferred
method among teenagers was laying their heads on theironing board and
pressing their locks with aclothesiron. Theironing was done afew inchesat a
time by afriend (who hopefully knew what she was doing), and college girls
lined up in dormsto take their turns.

During the next few days, nothing much happened. The smplified funding alocation formswere
due on the twenty-third, and, after donating yet another weekend to filling them out, | gave mineto
Hip to deliver and then thought better of it and took it up to Paperwork myself.

The weether turned nice again, Elainetried to talk meinto going white-water rafting with her to
relieve stress, Sarah told me her boyfriend, Ted, was experiencing attachment aversion, Gina asked
meif | knew where to find Romantic Bride Barbie for Bethany (who had decided she wanted onejust
like Brittany's and whose birthday wasin November), and | got three overdue notices for Browning,
The Compl ete Works.

In between, | finished entering all my King Tut and black bottom dataand started drawing a
Barbie picture. | didn't have abox of sixty-four crayons, but there was a paintbox on the computer. |



cdled it up, dong with my satigtical and differentia equations programs, and started coding the
correlations and plotting the relationships to each other. | graphed skirt lengthsin cerulean blue,
cigarette sdlesin gray, plotted lavender regressions for Isadora Duncan and yellow onesfor temps
above eighty-five. Whitefor Irene Castle, radica red for referencesto rouge, brown for "Bernice
BobsHer Hair."

Hip camein periodicaly to hand me petitions and ask me questionslike, "If you had afairy
godmother, what would shelook like?"

"Anoldlady," | said, thinking of Toads and Diamonds, "or abird, or something ugly, likea
toad. Fairy godmothers disguise themsalves so they cantell if you're deserving of help by whether
you're nice to them. What do you need onefor?'

Sherolled her eyes. "Y ou're not supposed to ask interdepartmental communications liaisons
personal questions. If they're in disguise, how do you know to be nice to them?”

"Y ou're supposed to be nicein genera—" | said and realized it was hopeless. "What's the
petition for?"

"It'sto make HiTek give us dentd insurance, of course,” she said.

Of course.

"Y ou don' think it'smy assistant, do you?' Hip said. "She'san old lady."

| handed her back the petition. "I doubt very much that Shirl isyour fairy godmother in disguise.”

"Good," shesad. "There'sno way I'm going to be nice to somebody who smokes."

| didn't see Bennett, who was busy preparing for the arriva of his macaques, or Shirl, who was
doing all FHip'swork, but | did see Alicia. She came up to the lab, wearing po-mo pink, and

demanded to borrow my computer.

"Hip'susng ming" shesad irately, "and when | told her to get off, she refused. Have you ever
met anyone who was that rude?’

That was atough one. "How's the search for the Philosopher's Stone going?' | said.

"I've definitdy eiminated circumgtantia predisposition asacriterion,” she said, shifting my data
to thelab table. "Only two Niebnitz Grant reci pients have ever made asignificant scientific
breakthrough subsequent to their winning of the award. And I've narrowed down the project
approach to a cross-discipline-designed experiment, but | till haven't determined the persond profile.
I'm gtill evaluating the variables." She popped my disk out and shoved her owniin.

"Have you taken disease into account?' | said.

Shelooked irritated. "Discase?’

"Diseases have played abig part in scientific breakthroughs. Eingein's meades, Menddleev's



lung trouble, Darwin's hypochondria. The bubonic plague. They closed down Cambridge because of
it, and Newton had to go back home to the apple orchard.”

"l hardly see—"
"And what about their shooting skills?!
"If you'retrying to be funny—"

"Heming's rifle-shooting skillswerewhy St. Mary'swanted him to stay on after he graduated as
asurgeon. They needed him for the hospitd rifle team, only there wasn't an opening in surgery, so
they offered him ajob in microbiology.”

"And what exactly does Fleming have to do with the Niebnitz Grant?'

"Hewas circumstantialy predisposed to sgnificant scientific breakthroughs. What about their
exercise habits? James Watt solved the steam engine problem while he was taking awalk, and
William Rowan Hamilton—"

Aliciasnatched up her papers and gected her disk. "I'll use someone ese's computer,” she said.
"It may interest you to know that atistically, fad research has absolutely no chance at al.”

Yes, wdl, | knew that. Particularly the way it was going right now. Not only did my diagram not
look nearly as good as Peyton's, but no butterfly outlines had appeared. Except the Marydale, Ohio,
one, which was not only still there, but had been reinforced by the rolled-down stockings and
crossword puzzle data.

But there was nothing for it but to keep dogging through the crocodile- and tsetse fly-infested
tributaries. | caculated prediction intervals on Couéism and the crossword puzzle, and then sarted
feeding intherdlated hairstyle data.

| couldn't find the clippings on the marcel wave. I'd given them to Flip aweek and ahaf ago,
along with the angel data and the persona ads. And hadn't seen any of it Since.

| sorted through the stacks next to the computer on the off chance she'd brought it back and just
dumped it somewhere, and then tracked Hip down in Supply, making long strands of Desiderata's
hair into hair wraps.

"The other day | gave you abunch of stuff to copy,” | said to Flip. "There were some articles
about angels and a bunch of clippings about hair-bobbing. What did you do with them?’

Hip rolled her eyes. "How would | know?"

"Because | gave them to you to copy. Because | need them, and they're not in my lab. There
were some clippings about marcel waves," | perssted. "Remember? The wavy hairdo you liked?" |
made a series of crimping motions next to my hair, hoping sheld remember, but she was wrapping
Desiderata's wrappers with duct tape. "There was a page of persond ads, too."

That clearly rang abell. She and Desiderata exchanged looks, and she said, "' So now you're



accusing me of steding?”
"Seding?' | said blankly. Ange articles and marcd wave clippings?
"They're public, you know. Anybody canwritein.”
| had no ideawhat she was talking about. Public?

"Just because you circled him doesn't mean he'syours.” She yanked on Desideratas hair.
Desiderata yelped. "Besides, you dready have that rodeo guy.”

The personals, | thought, the light dawning. Were talking about the persona ads. Which
explained her asking me about elegant and sophisticated. "Y ou answered one of the personal ads?”
| said.

"Likeyou didn't know. Like you and Darrell didn't have abig laugh over it," she said, and flung
down the duct tape and ran out of the room.

| looked at Desiderata, who wastrailing along ragged end of duct tape from the hair wrap.
"What wasthat dl about?"' | said.

"Heliveson Vamont," shesad.

"And?' | said, wishing | understood at least something that was said to me.
"Hip livessouth of Basdine."

| was il 1ooking blank.

Desderatasighed. "Don't you get it? She's geographicaly incompatible.

Sheadso hasan i on her forehead, | thought, which somebody looking for elegant and
sophisticated must have found daunting. "Hisnames Darrel 17" | asked.

Desiderata nodded, trying to wind the end of the duct tape around her hair. "He'sa dentist.”

The crown, | thought. Of course.

"l think he'stotaly swarb, but Hip redly likeshim."

It was hard to imagine Hip liking anyone, and we were getting off the main issue. She had taken
the personal ads, and done what with the rest of the articles? ™Y ou don't know where she might have
put my marcel wave clippings, do you?'

"Gosh, no," Desderatasaid. "Did you look in your lab?"

| gave up and went down to the copy room to try to find them mysdlf. FHip apparently never

copied anything. There were huge piles on both sides of the copier, on top of the copier lid, and on
every flat surface in the room, including two waist-high piles on the floor, stacked in layerslike



sedimentary rock formations.

| sat down cross-legged on the floor and started through them: memos, reports, ahundred
copies of asengitivity exercisethat started with "List five things you like about HiTek," aletter marked
URGENT and dated July 6, 1988.

| found some notes I'd taken on Pet Rocks and the receipt from somebody's paycheck, but no
marcel waves. | scooted over and started on the next stack.

"Sandy," aman's voice said from the door.

| looked up. Bennett was standing there. Something was clearly wrong. His sandy hair was awry
and hisface was gray under hisfreckles.

"What isit?' | said, scrambling to my feet.

He gestured, alittlewildly, a the sheaf of papersin my hand. ™Y ou didn't find my funding
alocation application in there, did you?'

"Y our funding dlocation form?' | said bewilderedly. "It had to be turned in Monday."

"I know," hesaid, raking his hand through hishair. "I did turnitin. | gaveit to Hip."

4,
rapids
| suppose God could have made asillier anima than a sheep, but itisvery
certain that He never did....
dorothy sayers

jitterbug [1938-45]

Dancefad of World War I1, involving fancy footwork and athletic moves.
Danced to big-band swing tunes, jitterbuggers flung their partners over their
backs, under their legs, and into the air. Gl s spread the jitterbug overseas
wherever they were stationed. Replaced by the cha-cha.

Catastrophes can sometimes lead to scientific breskthroughs. A contaminated culture and anear
drowning led to the discovery of penicillin, ruined photographic plates to the discovery of X rays.
Take Menddeev. Hiswholelife was a series of catastrophes: Helived in Siberia, hisfather went



blind, and the glass factory his mother started to make ends meet after hisfather died burned to the
ground. But it was that fire that made his mother move to St. Petersburg, where Mendeleev was able
to study with Bunsen and, eventualy, come up with the periodic table of the eements.

Or take James Christy. He had a more minor catastrophe to deal with: abroken Star Scan
machine. Hed just taken a picture of Pluto and was getting ready to throw it away because of a
clearly wrong bulge at the edge of the planet when the Star Scan (obviously made by the same
company as HiTek's copy machines) crashed.

Instead of throwing the photographic plate avay, Christy had to cal the repairman, who asked
Christy to wait in case he needed help. Christy stood around for awhile and then took another,
harder look at the bulge and decided to check some of the earlier photographs. The very first onehe
found was marked "Pluto image. Elongated. Plate no good. Reect.” He compared it to the onein his
hand. The plates |ooked the same, and Christy realized he was looking not at ruined pictures, but a a
moon of Pluto.

On the whole, though, catastrophes are just catastrophes. Like this one.

Management cares about only one thing. Paperwork. They will forgive dmaost anything
else—cost overruns, grossincompetence, crimina indictments—as|ong as the paperwork'sfilled out
properly. Andinontime.

"Y ou gave your funding alocation formto Flip?" | said, and wasingtantly sorry.

Hewent even pder. "'l know. Stupid, huh?*

"Y our monkeys," | said.

"My ex-monkeys. | will not be teaching them the HulaHoop." He went over to the stack I'd just
been through and started through it.

"I've dready been through those," | said. "It'snot in there. Did you tell Management Hip lost it?"

"Yes" hesad, picking up the papers on top of the copier. "Management said Flip says she
turned in dl the applications people gave her."

"Andthey believed her?' | said. Wdll, of coursethey believed her. They'd believed her when
she said she needed an assigtant. "Is anybody e sg'sform missng?’

"No," hesaid grimly. "Of the three people stupid enough to let Fip turn their formsin, I'm the
only onewhoseform shelogt.”

"Maybe..." | said.

"| dready asked them. | can't redoit andturnitinlate." He set down the stack, picked it up, and
darted through it again.

"Look," | said, taking it from him. "Let'stake thisin an orderly fashion. Y ou go through these
piles.” | setit next to the stack 1'd gone through. " Stacks we've looked through on this side of the



room." | handed him one of the worktable stacks. " Stuff we haven't on thisside. Okay?"
"Okay," hesaid, and | thought alittle of his color came back. He picked up the top of the stack.

| started through the recycling bin, into which somebody (very probably Flip) had dropped a
half-full can of Coke. | grabbed a sticky armful of papers, sat down on the floor, and began pulling
them apart. It wasn't in the first armload. | bent over the bin and grabbed a second, hoping the Coke
hadn't trickled dl the way to the bottom. It had.

"1 knew better than to giveit to Hip," Bennett said, starting on another stack, "but | was working
on my chaos theory data, and she told me she was supposed to take them up to Management.”

"Well findit," | said, prying a Coke-gummed page free from the wad. Halfway through the
papers| gaveaydp.

“Did you findit?" he sad hopefully.

"No. Sorry." | showed him the sticky pages. "It's the marcel wave notes| waslooking for. |
gavethemto Hipto copy.”

The color went completely out of hisface, frecklesand al. " She threw the application away," he
sad.

"No, shedidn't,” | said, trying not to think about al those crumpled hair-bobbing clippingsin my
wastebasket the day | met Bennett. "It's here somewhere.”

It wasn't. Wefinished the stacks and went through them even though it was obviousthe form
wasn't there.

"Could she havel€ft it in your 1ab?" | said when | reached the bottom of the last stack. "Maybe
she never madeit out of therewithiit.”

He shook his head. "I've dready been through the whole place. Twice," he said, digging through
the wastebasket. "What about your lab? She delivered that package to you. Maybe—"

| hated having to disappoint him. "I just ransacked it. Looking for these.” | held up my marcel
wave clippings. "It could be in somebody ese'slab, though.” | got up stiffly. "What about Flip? Did
you ask her what she did with it? What am | thinking? Thisis Hip we're taking about.”

He nodded. "She said, 'What funding form? "

"All right,” | said. "We need aplan of attack. Y ou take the cafeteria, and I'll take the staff
lounge”

"The cafeteria?'
"Yes, you know Flip," | said. "She probably misdelivered it. Like that package the day | met

you," and | felt there was a clue there, something significant not to where his funding form might be,
but to something else. The thing that had triggered hair-bobbing? No, that wasn' it. | stood there,



trying to hold the feding.
"What isit?' Bennett said. "Do you think you know whereit is?"

It was gone. "No. Sorry. | wasjust thinking about something else. I'll meet you at the recycling
bin over in Chem. Don't worry. Well findit," | said cheerfully, but | didn't have much hope that we
actualy would. Knowing Flip, she could have left it anywhere. HiTek was huge. It could bein
anybody's|ab. Or down in Supply with Desiderata, the patron saint of lost objects. Or out in the
parking lot. "Meet you at therecycling bin."

| started up to the staff lounge and then had a better idea. | went to find Shirl. Shewasin Alicids
lab, typing Niebnitz Grant dataiinto the compuiter.

"Hiplost Dr. ORelly'sfunding form," | said without preamble.

| had somehow hoped she would say, "1 know right whereitis" but she didn't. She said, "Oh,
dear," and looked genuinely upset. "If he leaves, that—" She stopped. "What can | do to help?”

"Look inhere" | said. "Bennett'sin herealot, and anyplace you can think of where she might
haveput it."

"But the deadline's padt, isn't it?"

"Yes" | sad, angry that she was pointing out the thought I'd been trying to ignore, that
Management, sticklersfor deadlines that they were, would refuse to accept it even if wedid find it,
sticky with Coke and obvioudy midaid. "I'll be up in the staff lounge,” | said, and went up to ook
through the mailboxes.

It wasn't there, or in the stack of old memos on the staff table, or in the microwave. Or in
Aliciaslab. "I looked dl throughit," Shirl said, sticking her head in. "What day did Dr. O'Reilly giveit
toRip?’

"l don't know," | said. "It was due on Monday."

She shook her head grimly. "That'swhat | was afraid of. The trash comes on Tuesdays and
Thursdays."

| was sorry 1'd brought her into this. | went down to the recycling bin. Bennett wasdmost al the
way indgdeit, hislegs dangling in midair. He came up with afistful of papers and an apple core.

| took half the papers, and we went through them. No funding form.

"All right," | said, trying to sound upbeat. "If it'snot in here, it'sin one of the labs. What shdl we
gart with? Chem or Physics?'

"It'sno use," Bennett said wearily. He sank back againgt the bin. "It's not here, and I'm not here
for much longer.”

"lan't there some way to do the project without funding?' | said. "Y ou've got the habitat and the



computer and cameras and everything. Couldn't you substitute lab rats or something?!
He shook hishead. "They're too independent. | need an animal with astrong herd ingtinct.”
What about "The Pied Piper"?1 thought.
"And even lab rats cost money,” he said.

"What about the pound?' | said. "They've probably got cats. No, not cats. Dogs. Dogs have
pack behavior, and the pound hasots of dogs.”

Hewas looking dmost as disgusted as Flip. "1 thought you were an expert on fads. Haven't you
ever heard of animd rights?

"But you're not going to do anything to them. Y ou're just going to observe them,” | said, but he
wasright. 1'd forgotten about the animal rights movement. They'd never let ususe animasfromthe
pound. "What about the other Bio projects? Maybe you could borrow some of their lab animals.”

"Dr. Kdly'sworking with nematodes, and Dr. Riez isworking with flatworms.”

And Dr. Turnbull'sworking on waysto win the Niebnitz Grant, | thought.

"Beddes" hesad, "evenif | had animals, | couldn't feed them. | didn't get my funding forminon
time, remember? It'sokay," he said a thelook on my face. "Thisll give me a chance to go back to
chaostheory."

For which thereisn't any funding, | thought, evenif you do turn in the forms.

"Well," he said, standing up. "'I'd better go start typing my resume.”

Helooked & me serioudy. "Thanks again for helping me. | meanit." He started down the hall.

"Don't giveupyet,” | said. "I'll think of something." Thisfrom someone who couldn't figure out
what had caused the angelsfad, let done hair-bobbing.

He shook his head. "We're up against Flip here. It's bigger than both of us."

chain letters[spring 1935]

Moneymaking fad which involved sending adime to the name at thetop of a
list, adding your name to the bottom, and sending five copies of the letter to
friends, who, hopefully, were as gullible as you were. Caused by greed and a
lack of understanding of gtatistics, the fad sorang up in Denver, deluging the
post office with nearly ahundred thousand lettersaday. It lasted three weeks
in Denver, then moved on to Springfield, where dollar and five-dollar chains
circulated for afrenzied two weeks before the inevitable collapse. Mutated
into Circle of Gold (1978), which passed the | ettersin person, and various



pyramid schemes.

| watched him go and then went back up to my lab. Fip was there on my computer. "How do
you pel adorable?" she asked.

It took al my willpower not to shake her till her i rattled. "What did you do with Dr. O'Rellly's
funding form?"

She tossed her assortment of hair appendages. "I told Desiderata you'd take it out on mefor
geding your boyfriend. Whichisnot fair. Y ou dready have that cow guy.”

"Sheep,” | corrected automatically, and then gaped at her. Sheep.

"Teling an interdepartmental communications liaison who they can writelettersto isharass
ment,” shesaid, but | didn't hear her. | was punching in Billy Ray's number.

"Boy, am | glad to hear your voice" Billy Ray said. "I've been thinking about you alot lately.”

"Could | borrow some sheep?' | said, not listening to him either.

"Sure" hesad. "What for?'

"A learning experiment.”

"How many do you need?'

"How many doesit take before they act like aflock?”

"Three. When do you want them?"

Heredly wasavery nice guy. "A couple of weeks," | said. "I'm not sure. | need to check some
thingsout first. Like how big aflock we can have in the paddock.” And | need to get Bennett to
agree. And Management.

"Drawing acircle doesn't make somebody somebody's property,” Hip said.

| ran back down to Bio. Bennett wasn't typing up his resume. He was Sitting on arock in the
middle of the habitat, looking depressed.

"Ben," | sad, "I have aproposition for you."

He amog smiled. "Thanks, but—"

"Ligen," | said, "and don't say nottill you hear the whole thing. | want us to combine our
projects. No, wait, hear me out. | asked for funding for a higher-memory-capacity computer, but |

could useyours. Flip's dways on mine anyway. And then we could use my funding to buy the food
and supplies™



"That till doesn't solve the problem of the macagues. Unless you asked for an awfully expensive
computer.”

"l have afriend who has a sheep ranch in Wyoming," | said.
"Yeah, | know," hesad.

"He'swilling to loan us as many sheep as we need, no cogt, we just have to feed them." He
looked like he was getting set to refuse, and | hurried on. "I know sheep don't have the socia
organization of macaques, but they do have avery strong following ingtinct. What one of them does,
they dl want to do. And they withstand cold, so they can be outsde."

Hewaslooking a me serioudy through histhick glasses.

"l know it's not the project you wanted to do, but it would be something. It would keep you
from leaving HiTek, and it'll probably only be afew monthstill Management comes up with anew
acronym and anew funding procedure, and you can put in for your macaques again.”

"I don't know anything about sheep.”
"We can do dl the background research while were waiting for the paperwork to go through.”
"And what do you get out of it, Sandy?' Ben said. " Sheep have their hair bobbed for them.”

| couldn't very well tell him | thought hisimmunity to fadswas part of the key to where fads
camefrom. "A computer | can run these new diagrams| thought of on," | said. "And adifferent
perspective. I'm not getting anywhere with my hair-bobbing project. Richard Feynman said if you're
stuck on ascientific problem, you should work on something elsefor awhile. It givesyou adifferent
angle on the problem. He took up the bongo drums. And alot of scientists make their most significant
scientific breakthroughs when they're working outside their own field. Look at Alfred Wegener, who
discovered continenta drift. He was ameteorologist, not ageologist. And Joseph Black, who
discovered carbon dioxide, wasn't achemist. He was a doctor. Einstein was a patent officid.
Working outsde their fields makes scientists see connections they never would have seen before.”

"Umm," Ben said. "And there definitely is a connection between sheep and people who follow
fads"

"Right. Who knows? Maybe the sheep will start afad.”

"Hagpole-gtting?’

"The crossword puzzle. A three-letter word for alab anima. Ewe." | amiled & him. "And evenif
they dontt, it'll be apogtiverelief to work with them. Except for Mary and her little lamb, sheep have
never been afad. So what do you think?!

He smiled sadly. "'l think Management will never go for it."

“Butif they did?"



"If they did, | can't think of anything I'd rather do than work with you. But they won't. And even
if they did, itll take monthsto fill out dl the paperwork, let donewait for it to go through.”

"Then it would give us both adifferent perspective. Remember Mendeleev and the
cheesemaking conference.”

"How do you suggest we go abouit telling Management your proposition?’ he said.

"You leave that part to me. Y ou go to work on adapting the project to work with sheep. I'll go
talk to an expert,” | said, and went up to see Gina.

Shewas addressing bright pink Barbieinvitations. "I il can't find aRomantic Bride Barbie
anywhere. I've caled five different toy stores."

| told her what had happened.

She shook her head sadly. "Too bad. | dways liked him—even if he didn't have any fashion
ek

"1 need your help,” | said. | told her aout combining the projects.
" S0 he gets your funding and Billy Ray's sheep,” she said. "What do you get out of it?

"A minor victory over Hip and theforcesof chaos" | said. "It isn't fair for him to lose hisfunding
just because Hip isincompetent.”

She gave me along, considering look, and then shook her head. "Management'll never go for it.
Firg, it'slive-anima research, which is controversid. Management hates controversy. Second, it's
something innovative, which means Management will hateit on principle.”

"| thought one of the keystones of GRIM wasinnovation.”

"Areyou kidding? If it's new, Management doesn't have aform for it, and Management loves
formsamost as much asthey hate controversy. Sorry," she said. "I know you like him." She went
back to addressing envelopes.

"If you'll help me, I'll find Romantic Barbiefor you," | said.

She looked up from the invitations. "It hasto be Romantic Bride Barbie. Not Country Bride
Barbie or Wedding Fantasy Barbie."

| nodded. "Isit aded?'

"| can't guarantee Management will go for it evenif | help you," she said, shoving the invitations
to the side and handing me a notepad and pencil. "All right, tell me what you were going to tell
Management.”

"Well, | thought I'd start by explaining what happened to the funding form—"



"Wrong," she said. "They'll know what you're up to in aminute. Y ou tell them you've been
working on thisjoint project thing since the meeting before last, when they said how important staff
input and interaction were. Use words like optimize and patter ning systems.”

"Okay," | said, taking notes.

"Tdll them any number of scientific breaskthroughs have been made by scientistsworking
together. Crick and Watson, Penzias and Wilson, Gilbert and Sullivan—"

| looked up from my notes. "Gilbert and Sullivan weren't scientigts.”

"Management won't know that. And they might recognize the name. Y ou'll need atwo-page
prospectus of the project goas. Put anything you think they'll think is a problem on the second page.
They never read the second page.”

"Y ou mean an outline of the project?" | said, scribbling. "Explaining the experimenta method
we're going to use and describing the connection between trends analysis and information diffusion
research?"

"No," she said, and turned around to her computer. "Never mind, I'll writeit for you." She began
typing rapidly. "Y ou tell them integrated cross-discipline teaming projects are the latest thing a MIT.
Tell them single-person projects are pass2.”" She hit PRINT, and a sheet started scrolling through the
printer.

"And pay attention to Management's body language. If he taps hisforefinger on the desk, you're
introuble”

She handed me the prospectus. It looked suspicioudy like her five dl-purpose objectives, which
meant it would probably work.

"And don't wear that." She pointed at my skirt and lab coat. "Y ou're supposed to be dressing
down."

"Thanks" | said. "Do you think thisll doit?"

"When it'slive-animd research?’ she said. "Areyou kidding? Romantic Bride Barbie isthe one
with the pink net roses,” she said. "Oh, and Bethany wants a brunette one.”

mah-jongg [1922-24]

American game fad inspired by the ancient Chinesetiles game. As played by
Americans, it was asort of cross between rummy and dominoesinvolving
building walls and then bresking them down, and " catching the moon from the
bottom of the sea” There were enthusiastic cdls of "Pung!" and "Chow!" and
much clattering of ivory tiles. Players dressed up in Orienta robes (sometimes,
if the players were unclear on the concept of China, these were Japanese
kimonos) and served tea. Although superseded by the crossword puzzle craze



and contract bridge, mah-jongg continued to be popular anong Jewish
matrons until the 1960s.

| had failed to include dl the variables. It was true that Management va ues paperwork more
than anything. Except for the Niebnitz Grant. | had hardly started into my spie in Management's
white-carpeted office when Management's eyeslit up, and he said, "Thiswould be a cross-discipline
project?’

"Yes" | sad. "Trends andyss combined with learning vectorsin higher mammas. And thereare
certain aspects of chaos theory—"

"Chaos theory?' he said, tapping hisforefinger on his expensive teak desk.

"Only in the sense that these are nonlinear systems which require adesigned experiment,” | said
hedtily. "The emphadgisis primarily on information diffuson in higher mammals, of which human trends
areasubset.”

"Designed experiment?’ he said eagerly.

"Yes. Thepractica vaueto HiTek would be better understanding of how information spreads
through human societiesand—"

"What was your origind fidd?' hecutin.

"Satigtics,” | sad. "The advantages of using sheep over macaques are—" and never got to finish
because Management was dready standing up and shaking my hand.

"Thisisexactly thekind of project that GRIM isdl about. Interfacing scientific disciplines,
implementing initiative and cooperation to create new workplace paradigms.”

Heactudly talksin acronyms, | thought wonderingly, and amaost missed what he said next.

"—exactly the kind of project the Niebnitz Grant Committee islooking for. | want this project
implemented immediately. How soon can you haveit up and running?"

"l—it—" | ssammered. "There's some background research well need to do on sheep behavior.
And there arethe live-animd regulations that have to be—"

Hewaved an airy hand. "It'll be our problem to dedl with that. | want you and Dr. O'Rellly to
concentrate on that divergent thinking and scientific sensibility. | expect great things." He shook my
hand enthusiagtically. "HiTek is going to do everything we can to cut right through the red tape and get
thisproject on lineimmediatdy."

And did.

Permissions were typed up, paperwork waived, and live-anima gpprovasfiled for dmost
before | could get down to Bio and tell Bennett they'd approved the project.



"What does 'on lineimmediately' mean?' he said worriedly. "We haven't done any background
research on sheep behavior, how they interact, what skillsthey're capable of learning, what they
a_ll

"WEelIl have plenty of time," | said. "Thisis Management, remember?’

Wrong again. Friday Management called me on the white carpet again and told methe
permissions had al been gotten, the live-animal approvas approved. "Can you have the sheep here

by Monday?'

"I'll need to seeif the owner can arrangeit,” | said, hoping Billy Ray couldn'.

He could, and did, though he didn't bring them down himsdlf. He was attending avirtua ranching
mesting in Lander. He sent instead Migudl, who had anosering, Aussie hat, headphones, and no
intention of unloading the sheep.

"Where do you want them?' he said in atone that made me peer under the brim of the Aussie
hat to seeif hehad an i on hisforehead.

We showed him the paddock gate, and he sighed heavily, backed the truck more or lessup to
it, and then stood against the truck's cab |ooking put-upon.

"Aren't you going to unload them?' Ben said findly.

"Billy Ray told meto ddiver them,” Migue said. "He didn't say anything about unloading them."
"Y ou should meet our mail clerk,” | said. "Y ou're obvioudy made for each other.”

Hetipped the Aussie hat forward warily. "Where does she live?!

Bennett had gone around to the back of the truck and wasllifting the bar that held the door shut.
"Y ou don't suppose they'll dl come rushing out a once and trample us, do you?' he said.

No. Thethirty or so sheep stood on the edge of the truck bed, bleating and looking terrified.

"Comeon," Ben said coaxingly. "Do you think it'stoo far for them to jump?

"They jumped off adiff in Far from the Madding Crowd,” | said. "How canit betoo far?"

Nevertheless, Ben went to get a piece of plywood for amakeshift ramp, and | went to seeif Dr.
Riez, who had done an equine experiment before he turned to flatworms, had a halter we could

borrow.

It took him forever to find ahalter, and | figured by thetime | got back to thelab it would no
longer be needed, but the sheep were still huddled in the back of the truck.

Ben waslooking frustrated, and Migudl, up by the front of the truck, was swaying to some
unheard rhythm.



"They won't come," Ben said. "I'vetried cdling and coaxing and whistling."
| handed him the halter.

"Maybe if we can get one down theramp,” he said, "they'll dl follow." He took the halter and
went up the ramp. " Get out of the way in case they al make amad dash.”

He reached to dip the halter over the nearest sheep's head, and there was amad dash, all right.
To therear of the truck.

"Maybe you could pick one up and carry it off," | said, thinking of the cover of one of the angdl
books. It showed abarefoot angel carrying alost lamb. "A small one.”

Ben nodded. He handed me the halter and went up the ramp, moving dowly so hewouldn't
scarethem. "Shh, shh," he said softly to alittle ewe. "1 won't hurt you. Shh, shh.”

The sheep didn't move. Ben knelt and got his arms under the front and back legs and hoisted the
animd up. He garted for the ramp.

The angdl had clearly doped the sheep with chloroform before picking it up. The ewe kicked out
with four hoovesin four different directions, flailling madly and bringing its muzzle hard up against
Ben's chin. He staggered and the ewe twisted itsalf around and kicked him in the ssomach. Ben
dropped it with athud, and it dived into the middle of the truck, bleating hystericaly.

Therest of the sheep followed. "Areyou dl right?' | said.

"No," he said, testing hisjaw. "What happened to 'little lamb, so meek and mild™?"

"Blake had obvioudy never actualy met asheep,” | said, hel ping him down the ramp and over to
thewater trough. "What now?"

Heleaned againgt the water trough, breathing heavily. "Eventudly they haveto get thirsty," he
sad, gingerly touching hischin. "'l say wewait 'em out.”

Miguel bopped over to us. "I haven't got dl day, you know!" he shouted over whatever was
blaring in his headphones, and went back to the front of the truck.

"Il gocdl Billy Ray," | said, and did. His cellular phone was out of range.
"Maybe if we sneak up on them with the halter," Ben said when | got back.

Wetried that. Also getting behind them and pushing, threstening Migud, and severd long spdlls
of leaning againgt the water trough, breathing hard.

"Well, there's certainly information diffuson going on,” Ben said, nursing hisarm. "They'vedl
decided not to get off the truck.”

Aliciacame over. "I've got a profile of the optimum Niebnitz Grant candidate,” she said to Ben,
ignoring me. "And I've found another Niebnitz. An indugtridist. Who made hisfortunein orerefining



and founded severd charities. I'm looking into their committeg's selection criteria” She added, till to
Ben, "l want you to come seethe profile.”

"Go ahead," | said. "Y ou obvioudy won't missanything. I'll gotry Billy Ray again.”
| did. Hesaid, "What you haveto do is—" and went out of range again.

| went back out to the paddock. The sheep were out of the truck, grazing on the dry grass.
"What did you do?' Ben said, coming up behind me.

"Nothing," | said. "Migud must have gotten tired of waiting," but hewas sill up by the front of
the truck, grooving to Groupthink or whatever it was he was listening to.

| looked at the sheep. They were grazing peacefully, wandering happily around the paddock as
if they'd dways belonged there. Even when Migud, gill wearing his headphones, revved up the truck
and drove off, they didn't panic. One of them close to the fence looked up at me with athoughtful,
intelligent gaze.

Thisisgoing to work, | thought.

The sheep stared at me for amoment longer, dropped its head to graze, and promptly got it
stuck in the fence.

giao pai [1977-95]

Chinese game fad inspired by the American card game bridge (afad in the
1930s). Popularized by Deng Xiaoping, who learned to play in France, giao
pai quickly attracted over amillion enthusiasts, who play mostly at work.
Unlike American bridge, bidding isslent, players do not arrange their handsin
order, and the gameis extremely formalized. Superseded Ping-Pong.

Over the next few daysit became apparent that there was amost no information diffusonina
flock of sheep. Therewere dso hardly any fads.

"1 want to watch them for afew days," Ben said. "We need to establish what their normal
information diffuson patternsare.”

We watched. The sheep grazed on the dry grass, took a step or two, grazed some more,
walked alittle farther, grazed some more. They would have looked dmost like apastora painting if it
hadn't been for their long, vacuous faces, and their wool.

| don't know who started the myth that sheep are fluffy and white. They were more the color of
an old mop and just as matted with dirt.

They grazed some more. Periodically one of them would leave off chewing and totter around the



perimeter of the paddock, looking for acliff to fal off of, and then go back to grazing. Once one of
them threw up. Some of them grazed aong the fence. When they got to the corner they stayed there,
unable to figure out how to turn it, and kept grazing, esting the grass right down to the dirt. Then, for
lack of better idess, they atethedirt.

"Are you sure sheep are ahigher mamma?' Ben asked, leaning with his chin on hishands on the
fence, watching them.

"I'mso sorry,” | said. "I had no idea sheep were this stupid.”

"Wdll, actudly, asmple behavior structure may work to our advantage,” he said. " The problem
with macaquesisthey're smart. Their behavior's complicated, with alot of things going on
smultaneoud y—dominance, familid interaction, grooming, communication, learning, atention
gructure. There are so many factors operating s multaneoudy the problem istrying to separate the
information diffusion from the other behaviors. With fewer behaviors, it will be easier to seethe
information diffuson.”

If thereisany, | thought, watching the sheep.

One of them walked a step, grazed, waked two more steps, and then apparently forgot what it
was doing and gazed vacantly into space.

Hip douched by, wearing awaitress uniform with red piping on the collar and "Don's Diner"
embroidered in red on the pocket, and carrying a pape.

"Did you get ajob?' Ben asked hopefully.

Roll. Sigh. Toss. "No-0-0-0."

"Then why are you wearing auniform?" | asked.

"It's not auniform. It'sadress designed to look like auniform. Because of how | haveto do al
the work around here. It's a statement. Y ou haveto sign this," she said, handing me the paper and
leaning over the gate. " Are these the shegp™?”

The paper was a petition to ban smoking in the parking lot.

Ben said, "One person smoking one cigarette aday in athree-acre parking lot does not produce
secondhand smoke in sufficient concentration to worry about.”

Hip tossed her hair, her hair wragps swinging wildly. "Not secondhand smoke," she said
disgugtedly. "Air pollution.”

She douched away, and we went back to observing. At least the lack of activity gave us plenty
of timeto set up our observation programs and review the literature.

There wasn't much. A biologist a William and Mary had observed aflock of five hundred and
concluded that they had "astrong herd ingtinct,” and aresearcher in Indianahad identified five
separate forms of shegp communication (the baas were listed phoneticaly), but no one had done



active learning experiments. They had just done what we were doing: watch them chew, totter, mill,
and throw up.

We had alot of timeto talk about hair-bobbing and chaos theory. "The amazing thing isthat
chaotic systems don't dways stay chaotic,” Ben said, leaning on the gate. " Sometimes they
spontaneoudy reorganize themsdavesinto an orderly structure.”

"They suddenly become less chaotic?' | said, wishing that would happen at HiTek.

"No, that's the thing. They become more and more chaotic, until they reach some sort of chaotic
critica mass. When that happens, they spontaneoudy reorganize themselves a a higher equilibrium
leve. It's called sef-organized criticality.”

We seemed well on the way to it. Management issued memos, the sheep got their heads stuck in
the fence, the gate, and under the feed dispenser, and Flip came periodicaly to hang on the gate
between the paddock and the lab, flip the latch monotonoudy up and down, and look lovesick.

By thethird day it was obvious the sheep weren't going to start any fads. Or learn how to push a
button to get feed. Ben had set up the apparatus the morning after we got the sheep and
demondtrated it severd times, getting down on al fours and pressing his nose againgt the wide flat
button. Feed pellets clattered down each time, and Ben stuck his head into the trough and made
chewing noises. The sheep watched impassvely.

"We're going to haveto force one of themto doit,” | said. We'd watched the videotapes from
the day they arrived and seen how they'd gotten off the truck. The sheep had jostled and backed until
onewasfindly pushed off onto the ramp. The others had immediately tumbled after it in arush. "If we
can teach one of them, we know the otherswill follow it."

Ben went resgnedly to get the hdter. "Which one?"

"Not that one," | said, pointing at the sheep that had thrown up. | looked a them, sizing them up
for dertness and intelligence. There didn't ppear to be much. "That one, | guess.”

Ben nodded, and we started toward it with the halter. It chewed thoughtfully a moment and then
bolted into the far corner. The entire flock followed, leaping over each other in their eagernessto
reachthewall.

" 'And out of the houses the rats came tumbling,' " | murmured.

"Well, at least they'redl in one corner," Ben said. "1 should be able to get the hdter on one of
them.”

Nope, dthough he was able to grab ahandful of wool and hold on nearly hafway acrossthe
paddock.

"| think you're scaring them," Hip said from the gate. She had been hanging on it half the
morning, morosaly flipping the latch up and down and telling us about Darrell the dentist.

"They're scaring me," Ben said, brushing off his corduroy pants, "so we're even.”



"Maybe we should try coaxing them," | said. | squatted down. "Come here," | said in the childish
voice people use with dogs. "Come on. | won't hurt you."

The sheep gazed a me from the corner, chewing impassvely.
"What do shepherds do when they lead their flocks?' Ben asked.

| tried to remember from pictures. "I don't know. They just walk ahead of them, and the sheep
follow them.”

Wetried that. We a so tried sneaking up on both sides of a sheep and coming at the flock from
the opposite side, on the off-chance they would run the other way and one of them would accidentally
collide with the button.

"Maybe they don't like those feed pellet things" Flip said.

"She'sright, you know," | said, and Ben stared at me in dishdlief. "We need to know more about
their eating habits and their abilities. I'll cal Billy Ray and see what they dolike."

| got Billy Ray's voice mail. "Press oneif you want the ranchhouse, presstwo if you want the
barn, pressthreeif you want the sheep camp.” Billy Ray wasn't a any of the three. Hewason his
way to Casper.

| went back to the lab, told Bennett and FHip | was going to thelibrary, and drovein.

Hip's clone was at the desk, wearing a duct tape headband and an i brand.

"Do you have any books on sheep?' | asked her.

"How do you spell that?"

"Withtwo es." She till looked blank. "S. H."

"The Sheik of Araby," sheread from the screen, "Middle-Eastern Sheiks and—"

"Sheep,” | sad. "Withap."

"Oh." Shetyped it in, backspacing severad times. " The Mystery of the Missing Sheep,” she
read. "Sx Slly Sheep Go Shopping, The Black Sheep Syndrome..."

"Books about sheep,” | said. "How to raise them and train them.”

Sherolled her eyes. "You didn't say that.”

| findly managed to get acall number out of her and checked out Sheep Raising for Fun and
Profit; Tales of an Australian Shepherd; Dorothy Sayerss Nine Tailors, which | seemed to

remember had some sheep in it; Sheep Management and Care; and, remembering Billy Ray's sheep
mange, Common Sheep Diseases, and took them up to be checked out.



"] show an overdue book for you," she said. " Complete Words by Robert Browning."
"Works," | said. " Complete Works. We went through thislast time. | checked itin."

"l don't show areturn,” shesaid. "I show afine of sixteenfifty. It showsyou checked it out last
March. Books can't be checked out when outstanding fines exceed five dollars.”

"| checked the book in," | said, and dapped down twenty dollars.
"Plusyou have to pay the replacement cost of the book,” she said. "That's fifty-five ninety-five."

| know when | am licked. | wrote her acheck and took the books back to Ben, and we started
through them.

They were not encouraging. "In hot weather sheep will bunch together and smother to death,”
Sheep Raising for Fun, Etc. said, and " Sheep occasiondly roll over on their backs and aren't ableto
right themsdves™

"Ligentothis" Bensaid. " "When frightened, sheep may run into trees or other obstacles."

There was nothing about skills except "Keeping sheep insde afenceisalot easer than getting
them back in," but there was alot of information about handling them that we could have used earlier.

Y ou were never supposed to touch a sheep on the face or scratch it behind the ears, and the
Austrdian shepherd advised ominoudy, "Throwing your hat on the ground and stomping on it doesn't
do anything except ruin your hat."

" 'A sheep fears being trapped more than anything else," " | read to Ben.

"Now you tell me," hesaid.

And some of the advice gpparently wasn't al that rdidole. "Sit quietly,” Sheep Management
said, "and the sheep will get curious and come to see what you're doing.”

They didn't, but the Australian shepherd had a practical method for getting a sheep to go where
you wanted.

" 'Get down on one knee beside the sheep,’ " | read from the book.
Ben complied.

" 'Place one hand on dock,' " | read. "That'sthe tail area.”
"Onthetal?'

"No. Slightly to the rear of the hips."

Shirl came out of the lab onto the porch, lit a cigarette, and then came over to the fence to watch



" 'Place the other hand under the chin,'" | read. " "When you hold the sheep thisway, he can't
twist away from you, and he can't go forward or back.'"

"So far so good,” Ben sad.

"Now, 'Hold the chin firmly and squeeze the dock gently to make the sheep go forward.' " |
lowered the book and watched. ™Y ou stop it by pushing on the hand that's under the chin.”

"Okay," Ben said, getting up off hisknee. "Here goes."

He gave thewoally rear of the sheep agentle squeeze. The sheep didn't move.
Shirl took along, coughing drag on her cigarette and shook her head.

"What are we doing wrong?' Ben said.

"That depends,” she said. "What are you trying to do?'

"Well, eventudly | want to teach a sheep to push a button to get feed,” he said. "For now I'd
settle for getting asheep on the same side of the paddock asthe feed trough.”

He had been holding on to the sheep and squeezing the whole time held been talking, but the
sheep was apparently operating on some sort of delayed mechanism. It took two docile steps
forward and began to buck.

"Dont let go of the chin," | said, which was easier said than done. We both grabbed for the
neck. | dropped the book and got a handful of wool. Ben got kicked in the arm. The sheep gave a
mighty lunge and took off for the middle of the flock.

"They do that," Shirl said, blowing smoke. "Whenever they've been separated from the flock,
they dive sraight back into the middle of it. Group ingtinct reassarting itsdlf. Thinking for itself istoo
frightening.”

We both went over to the fence. ™Y ou know about sheep?' Ben said.

She nodded, puffing on her cigarette. "I know they're the orneriest, stubbornest, dumbest critters
onthe planet.”

"We dready figured that out,” Ben said.
"How do you know about sheep?' | asked.
"] wasraised on a sheep ranch in Montana."

Ben gaveasigh of relief, and | said, "Can you tell uswhat to do? We can't get these sheep to do
anything."

Shetook along drag on her cigarette. "Y ou need a bellwether,” she said.



"A belwether?' Ben said. "What'sthat? A specid kind of halter?”
She shook her head. "A leader.”
"Likeasheepdog?’ | said.

"No. A dog can harry and guide and keep the sheep in line, but it can't make them follow. A
bellwether's asheep.”

"A specid breed?' Ben asked.

"Nope. Same breed. Same sheep, only it's got something that makes the rest of the flock follow
it. Usudly it'san old ewe, and some people think it's something to do with hormones; other people
think it's something in their looks. A teacher of mine said they're born with some kind of leadership
ability."

"Attention structure,” Ben said. "Dominant male monkeys haveit.”

"What do you think?" | said.

"Me?' shesaid, looking at the smoke from her cigarette twisting upward. "1 think a bellwether's
the same as any other sheep, only more so. A little hungrier, alittle faster, alittle greedier. It wantsto
get to the feed firgt, to shelter, to amate, so it'saways out therein front." She stopped to take adrag
on her cigarette. "Not alot. If it wasalong way in front, the flock'd have to strike out on their own to
follow, and that'd mean thinking for themsdlves. Just alittle bit, so they don't even know they're being
led. And the bellwether doesn't know it'sleading.”

She dropped her cigarette in the grass and stubbed it out. "'If you teach a bellwether to push a
button, the rest of the flock'll doit, too."

"Where can we get one?' Ben said eagerly.

"Whered you get your sheep?' Shirl said. "The flock probably had one, and you just didn't get it
in this batch. These weren't the whole flock, were they?"

"No," | said. "Billy Ray hastwo hundred head.”

Shenodded. "A flock that big amost always has a bellwether.”

| looked a Ben. "I'll cdll Billy Ray," | said.

"Good idea," he said, but he seemed to havelost his enthusiasm.

"What's the matter?' | said. "Don't you think a bellwether'sagood idea? Areyou afraid it'll
interfere with your experiment?’

"What experiment? No, no, it'sagood idea. Attention structure and its effect on learning rate is
one of the variables | wanted to study. Go ahead and cdl him."



"Okay," | said, and went into the [ab. As| opened the door, the hall door dammed shuit. |
walked through the habitat and looked down the hall.

Hip, wearing overdls and Cerenkhov-blue-and-white saddle oxfords, was just disappearing into
the stairwell. She must have been bringing usthe mail. | was surprised she hadn't come out into the
paddock and asked usif we thought she was captivating.

| went back in the [ab. She'd left the mail on Ben's desk. Two packages for Dr. Ravenwood
over in Physics, and aletter from Ginato Bell Laboratories.

flower child weddings [1968-75]
Rebdlion fad made popular by people who didn't want to totally rebd against
tradition and not get married &t al. Performed in ameadow or on a
mountai ntop, the ceremony featured, "Fedlings," played on astar and vows
written by the participants with ass stance from Kahlil Gibran. The bride
generaly wore flowersin her hair and no shoes. The groom wore a peace

symbol and sideburns. Supplanted in the seventies by living together and lack
of commitment.

Billy Ray brought the bellwether down himself. "I put it down in the paddock,” he said when he
cameinto the statslab. "The ga down there said to just put it in with the rest of the flock.”

He must mean Alicia. Sheld spent dl afternoon huddled with Ben, discussing the Niebnitz profile,
which waswhy I'd come up to the stats |ab to feed in twenties data. | wondered why Ben wasn't
there.

"Pretty?’ | said. "Corporate type? Wears alot of pink?"

"The belwether?' he said.

"No, the person you talked to. Dark hair? Clipboard?"

"Nope," he said. "Tattoo on her forehead.”

"Brand," | said absently. "Maybe we'd better go check on the bellwether.”

"Shell befing" hesaid. "1 brought her down myself so | could take you to that dinner we missed
out on last week."

"Oh, good," | said. Thiswould give me achance to get some ideas of low-threshold skillswe
could teach the sheep. "I'll get my coat.”

"Great," he said, beaming. "There'sthis great new place | want to take you to.”



"Prairie?' | said.
"No, it'sa Siberian restaurant. Siberian is supposed to be the hot new cuisine.”

| hoped he meant hot in the sense of warm. It was freezing outside in the parking lot, and there
was abitter wind. | was glad Shirl didn't have to stand out there to have a cigarette.

Billy Ray led meto histruck and helped mein. As he started to pull out of the parking lot, | put
my hand on hisarm. "Wait," | said, remembering what Flip had done to my clippings. "Maybe we
should check to make sure the bellwether's dl right before we leave. What did she say exactly? The
girl who was down there in the lab. She wasn't out in the paddock, was she?"

"Nope," hesaid. "l waslooking for somebody to give the bellwether to, and she camein with
some letters and said they werein Dr. Turnbull's [ab and to just |eave the bellwether in the paddock,
s0 | did. She'sfine. Got right off the truck and started grazing.”

Which must mean shewasredly abdlwether. Things werelooking up.
"Shewasn't il there when you left, was she?' | said. "The girl, not the bellwether.”

"Nope. She asked me whether | thought she had a good sense of humor, and when | said |
didn't know, | hadn't heard her say anything funny, she kind of sighed and rolled her eyesand left.”

"Good," | said. It wasfive-thirty dready. Flip wouldn't have stayed a minute past five, and she
usually left early, so the chances she would have come back to the lab to work mischief were
practically nonexistent. And Ben was till there; hed come back from Alicias|ab to check on things
before he went home. If he wasn't too enamored of Aliciaand the Niebnitz Grant to remember he had
aflock of sheep.

"Thisplaceisgreat,” Billy Ray said. "Well haveto sand in line an hour to get in."

"Soundsgreat,” | said. "Let'sgo.”

It was actually an hour and twenty minutes, and during the last half hour the wind picked up and
it started to snow. Billy Ray gave me his sheepskin-lined jacket to put over my shoulders. He was
wearing a band-collared shirt and cavalry pants. Hed let hishair grow out, and he had on yellow
leather riding gloves. The Brad Pitt look. When | kept shivering, he let me wear the gloves, too.

"Youll lovethisplace,” he said. "Siberian food is supposed to be great. I'm redlly glad we were
ableto get together. There's something I've been wanting to talk to you about.”

"] wanted to talk to you, too," | said through stiff lips. "What kinds of tricks can you teach
sheep?’

"Tricks?' he said blankly. "Likewhat?'

"Y ou know, like learning to associate acolor with atreat or running amaze. Preferably
something with alow ability threshold and anumber of kill levels™



"Teach sheep?' he repeated. There was along pause while the wind howled around us. "They're
pretty good at getting out of fences they're supposed to stay inside of "

That wasn't exactly what | had in mind.

"I'll tell you what," he said. "I'll get on the Internet and seeif anybody on theré's ever taught a
sheep atrick." Hetook off his hat, in spite of the snow, and turned it between hishands. "I told you |
had something | wanted to talk to you about. I've had alot of timeto think lately, driving to Durango
and everything, and I've been thinking alot about the ranching life. It'salonely life, out there on the
range dl thetime, never seeing anybody, never going anywhere."

Except to Lodge Grass and Lander and Durango, | thought.

"And latdy I've been wondering if it'sal worth it and what am | doing it for. And I've been
thinking about you."

"BarbaraRose," the Siberian waiter said.

"That'sus" | said. | gave Billy Ray his coat and gloves back, and he put his hat on, and we
followed the waiter to our table. It had a samovar in the middle of it, and | warmed my hands over it.

"] think | told you the other day | wasfeding at loose ends and kind of dissatisfied,” he said after
we had our menus.

"Itch,” | said.

"That'sagood word for it. I've beenitchy, dl right, and while | was driving back from
Lodgepole findly figured out what | wasitching for." He took my hand.

"What?' | said.
"You."

| yanked my hand back involuntarily, and he said, "Now, | know thisiskind of asurpriseto you.
It was asurpriseto me. | was driving through the Rockies, fedling out of sorts and like nothing
mattered, and | thought, I'll call Sandy, and after | got done talking to you, | got to thinking, Maybe
we should get married.”

"Married?" | squeaked.

"Now | want to say right up front that whatever your answer is, you can have the sheep for as
long as you want. No strings attached. And | know you've got a career that you don't want to give
up. I've got that figured out. We wouldn't have to get married till after you've got this hair-bobbing
thing done, and then we could set you up on the ranch with faxes and amodem and e-mail. You'd
never even know you werent right there at HiTek."

Except Fip wouldn't be there, | thought irrelevantly, or Alicia. And | wouldn't haveto goto
meetings and do sensitivity exercises. But married!



"Now, you don't have to give me your answer right away," Billy Ray went on. "Take dl thetime
you want. I've had a couple of thousand milesto think about it. Y ou can let me know after we have
dessart. Till then, I'll leave you done.”

He picked up ared menu with alarge Russian bear on it and began reading through it, and | sat
and stared at him, trying to take thisin. Married. He wanted me to marry him.

And, wdl, why not? He was a nice guy who was willing to drive hundreds of milesto see me,
and | was, as| had told Alicia, thirty-one, and where was | going to meet anybody else? Inthe
personds, with their athletic, caring NSswho weren't even willing to walk acrossthe street to date

somebody?

Billy Ray had been willing to drive dl the way down from someplace on the off chance of taking
meto dinner. And he'd loaned me aflock of sheep and abdlwether. And his gloves. Wherewas|
going to meet anybody that nice? Nobody at HiTek was going to propose to me, that wasfor sure.

"What do you want?' Billy Ray asked me. "I think I'm going to have the potato dumplings.”

| had borscht flavored with basil (which | hadn't remembered as being big in Siberian cuisine)
and potato dumplings and tried to think. What did | want?

To find out where hair-bobbing came from, | thought, and knew that was about aslikely as
winning the Niebnitz Grant. In spite of Feynman'stheory that working in atotdly different field
sparked scientific discovery, | was no closer to finding the source of fads than before. Maybe what |
needed was to get away from HiTek atogether, out in the fresh air, on an isolated Wyoming ranch.

"Far from the madding crowd,” | murmured.
"What?' Billy Ray sad.
"Nothing," | said, and he went back to hisdinner.

| watched him eat hisdumplings. Heredly did look alittle like Brad Pitt. He was awfully trendy,
but maybe that would be an advantage for my project, and we wouldn't have to get married right
away. Hed said | could wait until after | finished the project. And, unlike Hip's dentist, he wouldn't
mind my being geographicaly incompatible while | worked oniit.

Hip and her dentigt, | thought, wondering uneesily if thiswas just another fad. That article had
sad marriagewasin, and dl thelittle girlswere crazy for Romantic Bride Barbie. Lindsay's mother
was thinking of getting married again in spite of that jerk Matt, Sarah wastrying to talk Ted into
proposing, and Bennett wasletting Aliciapick out histies. What if they were dl part of acommitment
fad?

| was being unfair to Billy Ray. He wasin love with what was trendy, he might even sand inline
in ablizzard for an hour and a haf, but he wouldn't marry someone because marriage wasin. And
what if it was atrend? Fadsaren't al bad. Look at recycling and the civil rights movement. And the
waltz. And, anyway, what was wrong with going aong with atrend oncein awhile?

"Timefor dessart,” Billy Ray said, looking a me from under the brim of his hat.



He motioned the waitress over, and sherattled off the usual suspects. creme briilée, tiramisu,
bread pudding.

"No chocolate cheesecake?' | said.

Sherolled her eyes.

"What do you want?' Billy Ray said.

"Givemeaminute," | said, breathing hard. ™Y ou go ahead.”

Billy Ray smiled at the waitress. "'I'll have the bread pudding,” he said.

"Bread pudding?' | said.

Thewaitress said helpfully, "It's our most popular dessert.”

"] thought you didn't like bread pudding,” | said.

Helooked up blankly. "When did | say that?'

"At that prairie cuisine place you took meto. The Kansas Rose. Y ou had the tiramisu.”

"Nobody eatstiramisu anymore," he said. "'l love bread pudding.”

virtual pets[fall 1994-spring 1996]
Japanese computer game fad featuring a programmed pet. The puppy or
kitten grows when fed and played with, learnstricks (the dogs, presumably,

not the cats), and runs away if neglected. Caused by the Japanese love of
animas and an overpopulation problem that makes having petsimpractical.

Ben met mein the parking lot the next morning. "Wheré's the bellwether?* he said.

"lsn'titin with the other sheep?' | scrambled out of the car. | knew | shouldn't have trusted Hip.
"Billy Ray said he put it in the paddock."

"Well, if it'sthere, it looksjust like dl the other sheep.”

Hewasright. It did. We did aquick count, and there was one more than usual, but which one
was the bellwether was anybody's guess. "What did it look like when your friend put it in the
paddock?"

"l wasn't down here," | said, looking at the sheep, trying to detect one that looked d



ifferent. "I knew | should have come down to check on it, but we were going out to dinner
and—"

"Yeah," hesad, cutting me off. "Wed better find Shirl."

Shirl was nowhereto be found. | looked in the copy room and in Supply, where Desderatawas
examining her split ends, which were lying on the counter in front of her.

"What happened to you, Desiderata?" | said, looking at her hacked-off hair.

"| couldn't get the duct tape off," she said forlornly, holding up one of the sill-wrapped hair
srands. "It was worse than the rubber cement that time."

| winced. "Have you seen Shirl 7!

" She's probably off smoking somewhere," she said disgpprovingly. "Do you know how bad
second-secondhand smoke isfor you?"

"Almost as bad as duct tape,” | said, and went down to Alicias|ab in case Shirl wasfeedingin
satsfor her.

She wasnt, but Alicia, wearing apo-mo pink silk blouse and palazzo pants, was. " None of the
Niebnitz Grant winners was asmoker,” she said when | asked her if she'd seen Shirl.

| thought about explaining that, given the percentage of nonsmokersin the generd population
and thetiny number of Niebnitz Grant recipients, the likelihood of their being nonsmokers (or anything
dse) was daidicdly inggnificant, but the bellwether was till unidentified.

"Do you know where Shirl might be?" | said.

"I sent her up to Management with areport,” she said.

But shewasn't there ether. | went back down to the lab. Bennett hadn't found her either. "Were
onour own," hesaid.

"Okay," | said. "It'sabellwether, soit'saleader. So we put out some hay and see what
happens.™

Wedid.

Nothing happened. The sheep near Ben scattered when he forked the hay in and then went on
grazing. One of them wandered over to the water trough and got its head stuck between it and the
wall and stood there blesting.

"Maybe he brought the wrong sheep,” Ben said.

"Do you have the videotapes from last night?"' | said.

"Yeah," hesaid and brightened. "Y our friend's bringing the bellwether will beon it.”



It was. Billy Ray let down the back of the truck, and the bellwether trotted meekly down the
ramp and into the midst of the flock, and it was asimple matter of following its progress frame by
frameright up to the present moment.

Or it would have been, if Hip hadn't gotten in the way. She completely blocked the view of the
flock for at least ten minutes, and when shefindly moved off to the Sde, the flock wasin acompletely
different configuration.

" She wanted to know if Billy Ray thought she had asense of humor,” | said.

"Of course" Ben sad. "What now?"

"Back it up,” | said. "And freeze-frameit just before the bellwether gets off the truck. Maybeit's
got some distinguishing characterigtics.”

Herewound, and we stared at the frame. The bellwether looked exactly the same asthe other
ewes. If she had any distinguishing characteristics, they were visible only to sheep.

"It looksalittle cross-eyed,” Ben said findly, pointing at the screen. " See?"

We spent the next half hour working our way through the flock, taking ewes by the chin and
looking into their eyes. They weredl alittle cross-eyed and so vacant-looking they should have had
an i samped on their long, dirty-white foreheads for impenetrable.

"There's got to be a better way to do this," | said after a deceptively scrawvny ewe had mashed
me againgt the fence and nearly broken both my legs. "Let'stry the videotapes again.”

"Ladt night's?'
"No, thismorning's. And keep atape running. I'll be right back.”

| ran up to the stats lab, keeping an eye out for Shirl on the way, but there was no sign of her. |
grabbed the disk my vector programs were on and then started rummaging through my fad collection.

It had occurred to me on the way upstairsthat if we did manage to identify the bellwether, we
needed something to mark it with. 1 pulled out the length of po-mo pink ribbon I'd bought in Boulder
and ran back down to the lab.

The sheep were gathered around the hay, chewing steadily on it with their large square teeth.
"Did you seewho led themto it?' | asked Ben.

He shook hishead. "They dl just seemed to gravitate toward it a once. Look." He switched on
the videotape and showed me.

Hewas right. On the monitor, the sheep wandered aimlesdy through the paddock, stopping to
graze with every other step, paying no attention to each other or the hay, until, apparently by accident,
they were dl standing with their forefeet in the hay, taking casud mouthfuls.

"Okay," | said, sitting down at the computer. "Hook thetapein, and I'll seeif | can isolate the



bellwether. Y oure ill taping?*
He nodded. " Continuous and backup.”

"Good," | said. | rewound to ten frames before Ben had forked out the hay, froze the frame, and
made adiagram of it, assgning adifferent colored point to each of the sheep, and did the samething
for the next twenty framesto establish avector. Then | started experimenting to see how many frames
| could skip without losing track of which sheep waswhich.

Forty. They grazed for alittle over two minutes and then took an average of three steps before
they stopped and ate some more. | started through at forty, lost track of three sheep within two tries,
cut back to thirty, and worked my way forward.

When | had ten pointsfor every sheep, | fed in an anadysis program to calculate proximities and
mean direction, and continued plotting vectors.

On the screen the movement was still random, determined by length of grass or wind direction
or whatever it wasin their tiny little thought processes that makes sheep move one way or the other.

There was one vector headed toward the hay, and | isolated it and traced it through the next
hundred frames, but it was only a matted ewe determined to wedge itslf into acorner. | went back to
tracing dl the vectors.

Still nothing on the screen, but in the numbers above it, a pattern Started to emerge. Cerulean
blue. | followed it forward, unconvinced. The sheep looked like shewas grazing in arough circle, but
the proximities showed her moving erraticaly but steadily toward the hay.

| isolated her vector and watched her on the videotape. She looked completely ordinary and
totally unaware of the hay. She walked a couple of steps, grazed, walked another step, turning
dightly, grazed again, ending up dwaysalittle closer to the hay, and from hafway through the frames,
the regression showed the rest of the flock following her.

| wanted to be sure. "Ben," | said. "Cover up the water trough and put a pan of water in the
back gate. Wait, let me hook thisup to thetape so | can traceit asit happens. Okay," | said after a
minute. "Walk aong the side so you don't block the camera.”

| watched on the monitor as he maneuvered a sheet of plywood onto the trough, carried a pan
out, and filled it with the hose, watching the sheep sharply to seeif any of them noticed.

They didn'.

They stayed right by the hay. There was abrief flutter of activity as Ben carried the hose back
and lifted the latch on the gate, and then the sheep went back to business as usud.

| tracked cerulean bluein red time, watching the numbers. "I've got her," | said to Bennett.
He came and looked over my shoulder. "Are you sure? She doesn't ook too bright.”

"If shewas, the otherswouldn't follow her," | said.



"l looked for you upstairs,” Flip said, "but you weren't there.”
"We'rebusy, Fip," | said without taking my eyes off the screen.

"I'll get thedip hater and acollar,” Ben said. "You direct me."

"It just tekea minute,” Hip said. "1 want you to ook at something.”

"It1l havetowait," | said, my eyes Hill fixed on the screen. After aminute, Ben appeared in the
picture, holding the collar and halter.

"Which one?"* he shouted.
"Go left," | shouted back. "Three, no four sheep. Okay. Now toward the west wall."

"Thisisabout Darrdll, isntit?' FHip said. "He wasin anewspaper. Anybody who read it had a
right to answer it."

"Left onemore,” | shouted. "No, not that one. The onein front of it. Okay, now, don't scareit.
Put your hand on its hindquarters.”

"Besides," Hip said, "it said 'sophigticated and elegant.’ Scientists aren't elegant, except Dr.
Turnbull."

"Careful," | shouted. "Don't spook it." | started out to help him.
Hip blocked my way. "All | want isfor you to look at something. It'll only take aminute.”
"Hurry," Bencdled. "'l can't hold her.”

"l don't have aminute,” | said and brushed past FHip, praying that Ben hadn't lost the bellwether.
He dill had her, but just barely. He was hanging on to her tail with both hands, and was till holding
the halter and the collar. There was no way he could let go to give them to me. | pulled the ribbon out
of my pocket, wrapped it around the bellwether's straining neck, and tied it in aknot. "Okay," | said,
Spreading my feet apart, "you can let go."

The rebound nearly knocked me down, and the bellwether immediately began pulling away from
me and the not-nearly-strong-enough ribbon, but Ben was aready dipping the halter on.

He handed it to meto hold and got the collar on, just asthe ribbon gave way with aloud rip. He
grabbed on to the halter, and we both held on like two kids flying awayward kite. "The... collar's...
on," hesad, panting.

But you couldn't seeit. It was completely swalowed up in the bellwether's thick wool. "Hold her
aminute,” | said, and looped what was | ft of the ribbon under the collar. "Hold ill," | said, tyingitin
ahig, floppy bow. "Po-mo pink is the color for fal." | adjusted the ends. "There, you're the height of
fechion.”

Apparently she agreed. She stopped struggling and stood till. Ben knelt beside me and took the



hater off. "We make agreat team," he said, grinning at me.
"Wedo," | said.

"Well," Hip said from the gate. She clicked the latch up and down. "Do you have aminute
now?"

Benrolled hiseyes.
"Yes," | said, laughing. | stood up. "1 have aminute. What isit you wanted meto look at?"

But it was obvious, now that | looked at her. She had dyed her hair—hank, hair wraps, even the
fuzz of her shaved skull—abrilliant, bilious Cerenkhov blue.

"Well?" Hip sad. "Doyou think hell likeit?'
"l don't know, Hip," | said. "Dentigtstend to be kind of conservative.”

"l know," shesaid, ralling her eyes. "That'swhy | dyed it blue. Blu€'saconservative color.” She
tossed her blue hank. "You're no help," she said, and ssomped oui.

| turned back to Ben and the bellwether, who was gill standing perfectly ill. "What next?"

Ben squatted next to the bellwether and took her chinin his hand. "We're going to teach you
low-threshold skills," he said, "and you're going to teach your friends. Got it?"

The bellwether chewed thoughtfully.

"What would you suggest, Dr. Foster? Scrabble, Ping-Pong?' He turned back to the bellwether.
"How'd you liketo start achain letter?”

"l think we'd better stick to pushing abutton to open afeed trough,” | said. "Asyou say, she
doesn't look too bright.”

Heturned her head to one side and then the other, frowning. "Shelookslike Flip." He grinned at
me. "All right, Trivia Pursuititis. But firdt, I've got to go get some peanut butter. Sheep Management
and Care says sheep love peanut butter,” and | eft.

| tied adouble knot in the bellwether's bow and then leaned on the gate and watched them.
Their movements looked as random and directionless as ever. They grazed and took a step and
grazed again, and so did she, indistinguishable from the rest of them except for her pallid pink bow,
unnoticed and unnoticing. And leading.

Shetore apiece of grass, chewed on it, took two steps, and stared blankly into space for along
minute, thinking about what? Having her nose pierced? The hot new exercisefad for fall?

"Hereyou are,” Shirl said, carrying astack of papers and looking irate. "Y ou're not engaged to
that Billy Ray person, are you? Because if you are, that changes my entire—" She stopped. "Well, are
you?"



"No," | said. "Whotold you | was?"

"Hip," she said disgustedly. She set down the papers and lit a cigarette. " She told Sarah you
were getting married and moving to Nevada."

"Wyoming," | sad, "but I'm not."

"Good," Shirl said, taking an emphatic drag on the cigarette. "Y oure avery taented scientist
with avery bright future. With your ability, good things are going to happen to you very shortly, and
you have no businessthrowing it al away."

"I'mnot,” | said, and made an effort to change the subject. "Did you want to see me about
something?'

"Yes," shesad, gesturing toward the paddock. "When the bellwether gets here, be sureyou
mark it before you put it in with the other sheep so you can tell which oneit is. And there's an all-staff
meeting tomorrow.” She picked up the memaos and handed one to me. "Two o'clock.”

"Not another meeting,” | said.

She stubbed out her cigarette and left, and | went back to leaning on the fence, watching the
sheep. They were grazing peacefully, the bellwether in the middie of them, indistinguishable except for
her pink bow.

| should move the feeding trough out to the paddock and check the circuits, so it'd be ready
when Ben got back, | thought, but | went back in to the computer, traced vectorsfor awhile, and
then sat and looked at the screen, watching them move, watching the bellwether move among them,
and thinking about Robert Browning and bobbed hair.

mood rings[1975]

Jewdry fad congsting of aring set with alarge "stone” that was actudly a
temperature-sengitive liquid crystal. Mood rings supposedly reflected the
wearer'smood and revealed his or her thoughts. Blue meant tranquillity; red
meant crabbiness; black meant depression and doom. Since the ring actualy
responded to temperature, and after awhile not even that, no one achieved
theided "bliss' purple without ahigh fever, and everyone eventudly sank into
gloom and despair astheir rings went permanently black. Superseded by Pet
Rocks, which didn't respond to anything.

The bellwether could definitely make the flock do what she wanted. Getting the bellwether to do
what we wanted her to do was another matter. She watched as we smeared peanut butter on the
button she was supposed to push and then led the entire flock into a smothering jam-up in the back
corner.



Wetried again. Ben coaxed her with arotten gpple, which Sheep Raising for Fun and Profit
had sworn they liked, and she trotted after him over to the trough. "Good girl," he said, and bent over
to give her the apple, and she butted him smartly in the ssomach and knocked the wind out of him.

Wetried decayed lettuce next and then fresh broccoli, neither of which produced any
results—"At least it didn't butt you," | said—and then gave up for the night.

When | got to work the next morning with abag full of cabbage and kiwi fruit (Tales of an
Australian Shepherd), Ben was smearing molasses on the button.

"Well, there's definitely been information diffuson,” he said. "Three other sheep have dready
butted me thismorning.”

We led the bellwether over to the trough using the chin-rump-halter method and asquirt gun,
which Sheep Management and Car e had suggested. "It's supposed to keep them from butting.”

It didn't.

| helped him up. "Tales of an Australian Shepherd said only the rams buitt, not the ewes.” |
dusted him off. "It's enough to make you losefaith in literature.”

"No," he said, holding his scomach. "The poet had it right. The sheep isa perilous beast." "

On thefifth try we got her to lick the molasses. Pellets obligingly chattered into the trough. The
bellwether gazed interestedly at it for along minute, during which Ben looked at me and crossed his
fingers, and then she bucked, catching me smartly on both ankles and making me let go of the hdter.
She dived headlong into the flock, scattering it wildly. One of the ewesran straight into Ben'sleg.

"Look onthe bright side,” | said, nursing my ankles. "There's an dl-staff meeting at two o'clock.”

Ben limped over and retrieved the hater, which had come off. "They're supposed to like
peanuts.”

The bellwether didn't like peanuts, or celery or hat-stomping. She did, however, like bolting and
backing and trying to shake her collar off. At aquarter to one Ben looked at hiswatch and said,
"Almost timefor the meeting,” and | didn't even contradict him.

| limped to the stats |ab, washed off what lanolin and dirt | could and went up to the mesting,
hoping Management would think | was making asterling effort to dress down.

Sarah met me at the door of the cafeteria. "Isn't it exciting?' she said, sticking her Ieft hand in my
face. "Ted asked meto marry him!"

Commitment-Aversion Ted? | thought. The one who had severe intimacy issues and a naughty
inner child?

"We went ice-climbing, and he hammered his piton in and said, 'Here, | know you've been
wanting this," and handed aring to me. | didn't even make him. It was so romantic!



"Gina, look!" she said, charging toward her next victim. "lan't it exciting?"

| went on into the cafeteria. Management was standing at the front of the room next to Flip. He
was wearing jeans with a crease in them. She was wearing Cerenkhov blue toreador pants and a
douch hat that was pulled down over her ears. They were both wearing T-shirts with the letters
SHAM across the front.

"Oh, no," | murmured, wondering what thiswould mean to our project, "not another acronym.”

"Systemized Hierarchid Advancement Management,” Ben said, diding into the chair next to me.
"It's the management style nine percent of the companies whose scientists won the Niebnitz Grant
wereusing.”

"Which trandaesto how many?"

"One. And they'd only been using it three days."

"Does this mean well have to regpply for funding for our project?'

He shook hishead. "I asked Shirl. They don't have the new funding forms printed yet."

"Weve got alot on the agendatoday,” Management boomed, "o let's get started. First, thereve
been some problems with Supply, and to rectify that weve ingtituted a new streamlined procurement
form. The workplace message facilitation director"—he nodded at FHip, who was holding amassve
stack of binders—"will passthose out."

"The workplace message facilitation director?' | muttered.

"Just be glad they didn't make her avice president.”

"Secondly,” Management said, "I've got some excellent newsto share with you regarding the
Niebnitz Grant. Dr. Alicia Turnbull has been working with us on agame plan that we're going to
implement today. But first | want al of you to choose a partner—"

Ben grabbed my hand.

"—and stand facing each other."

We stood and | put my hands up, palmsfacing out. "If we have to say three things we like about
sheep, I'm quitting.”

"All right, HiTekkers" Management said, "now | want you to give your partnersabig hug.”

"The next big trend at HiTek will be sexud harassment,” | said lightly, and Bentook mein his
ams

"Come on, now," Management said. "Not everybody's participating. Big hug."

Ben'sarmsin the faded plaid deeves pulled me close, enfolded me. My hands, caught up in that



palms-out silliness, went around his neck. My heart began to pound.

"A hug says, Thank you for working with me," " Management said. "A hug says, 'l appreciate
your personness."

My cheek was againgt Ben's ear. He samelled faintly of sheep. | could fed his heart pounding, the
warmth of his bresth on my neck. My breath caught, like ahiccuping engine, and stalled.

"All right now, HiTekkers" Management said. "l want you to look a your partne—still hugging,
don't let go—and tell him or her how much he or she meansto you."

Ben raised his head, his mouth grazing my hair, and looked & me. His gray eyes, behind histhick
glasses, were serious.

"|—" | said, and jerked out of hisembrace.
"Where are you going?' Ben said.

"l have to—I just thought of something that tiesinto my hair-bobbing theory,” | said desperately.
"I've got to put it on the computer before | forget. About marathon dancing.”

"Wait," he said, and grabbed my hand. "1 thought marathon dancing wasn't until the thirties."
"It started in 1927," | said, and wrenched out of his grasp.

"But wasn't that il after the hair-bobbing craze?' he said, but | was dready out the door and
halfway up the sairs.

hair wreaths[1870-90]

Ghoulish Victorian handicraft fad in which the hair of a deceased loved one (or
assortment of loved ones, preferably with different-colored hair) was made
into flowers. The hair (obtained somehow or other) was braided and woven
into bouquets and wresaths, and placed under a glass dome, or framed and
hung on the wall. Supplanted by the suffrage movement, croquet, and Elinor
Glyn. The hair wresth fad may have been a contributing factor in the
hair-bobbing fad of the 1920s.

Significant breakthroughs have been triggered by al sorts of things—apples, frog legs,
photographic plates, finches—but mine must be the only one ever triggered by one of Management's
idiotic sengtivity exercises.

| didn't stop till | wasinsde the stats lab. | hugged my armsto my chest and leaned against the
door, panting and murmuring, over and over again, " Stupid, stupid, stupid.”



| was supposed to be such an expert at spotting trends, but it had taken me weeks to see where
thisonewas leading. And dl that time I'd thought it was hisimmunity to fads | wasinterested in. I'd
taken notes on his cloth sneakers and ties. 1'd even seriously considered Billy Ray's proposa. And all
that time—

There was somebody coming down the hall. | hastily sat down in front of the computer, pulled
up aprogram, and sat there, staring blindly at it.

"Busy?' Ginasad, comingin.
"Yes" | sad.

"Oh," and her expression plainly said, "Y ou don't look busy." "I couldn't find you after the
meeting. | took a bathroom break right before they started the sensitivity exercise, and when | got
back, you were gone. | just wanted to bring you the list of toy stores I've already tried so you don't
waste your time on them.”

"Right," | said. "I'll go thisweekend."

"Oh, no hurry. Bethany's birthday isn't for another two weeks, but it makes me kind of nervous
that Toys"R" Uswas out of it. That's where Chel seels mother found the one for Brittany, and she said
it was the only place she could find one." Shefrowned. "Are you okay?Y ou look like somebody who
got sent to her room for atime-out.”

A time-out. Youll just haveto St here quietly until you can get control of your fedings, young
ladly.

"I'mfing" | said. "l should have listened to your advice and taken a bathroom break, that's al."

She nodded. "Those sengitivity exercisesll do you in. Well, I'll let you get back to work. Or
whatever." She patted me on the shoulder.

"And I'll deliver Romantic Bride Barbie. Y ou don't haveto worry. I'll find it," | said, and started
sorting blindly through astack of clippings. As soon as shewas gone | shut the door, and then went
back and sat down at the computer and stared at the screen.

Thefilel'd caled up was my hair-bobbing model. It sat there, with its crisscrossing colored lines
and that anomalous cluster in Marydale, Ohio, like areproach.

How could | hope to understand what had motivated women to cut their hair seventy years ago
when | didn't even understand what motivated me?

| hadn't even had aclue. Until Ben put his arms around me and pulled me close, 1'd honestly
thought | wastrying to salvage his project because | couldn't stand Hip. I'd even thought the reason |
was irritated with Aliciawas because she was trying to produce science-on-demand. And dl the
time—

| heard anoisein the hall and put my hands on the keyboard. | needed to look busy so no one
elsewould cometak to me.



| stared at the modd, with itsintersecting patterns, its crisscrossing curves, every event impacting
on every other, iterating and reiterating and leading inevitably to an outcome.

Like my downfdl. And maybe what | should be doing was drawing that, graphing the events and
interactions that had led meto this pass. | called up the paintbox and an empty file and started trying
to reconstruct the whole debacle.

| had borrowed Billy Ray's sheep. No, it had started before that, with Management and GRIM.
Management had ordered a new funding form, and Ben's had gotten lost, and | had suggested we
work together. And Management had said yes because they wanted one of HiTek's scientiststowin
the Niebnitz Grant.

| started drawing in the connecting lines, from Management's meetings to the funding formsto
Shirl, the new assstant, who had brought me extra copies of the missing pages, which I'd taken down
to Ben, to Alicia, who wanted to collaborate with Bennett to win the Niebnitz Grant. And back to
Management and GRIM. And Flip.

"You left themeeting early,” Flip said reprovingly, opening the door. She dtill had on the
pulled-down hat, but she'd abandoned the SHAM T-shirt and was wearing a see-through dress over
abodysuit that appeared to be made of Cerenkhov blue duct tape.

"You didn't get your streamlined supply procurement processing form,” she said, and handed me
abinder. "And | wanted to ask you aquestion.”

“I'm busy, Flip," | said.

"Itll only take a minute" shesaid. "1 know you're till mad about my answering the persona ad,
but you're the only one | can ask. Desiderata and Shirl are both redlly nevved at me."

| wonder why, | thought. "I am redly busy, Fip."

"It1l only takeaminute." She pulled astool over next to the computer and perched on it. "How
far should somebody go when they're redlly unbalanced about somebody?!

Thiswas just what | needed, to discussthe sex life of aperson with apierced nose and duct
tape underwear.

"1 mean, if you thought you'd never see him again, do you think it's stupid to do something really
svarb?'

| had talked Ben into combining our projects. | had borrowed aflock of sheep. Stupid, stupid,
supid.

"It'sabout my hair,” she said, and pulled off her hat. "I cut it off."
She certainly had. Her hair was chopped to within an inch of her blue scalp. For asecond |

thought she'd had the same problem with the duct tape as Desiderata, but her flipping hank had been
hacked off, too. She looked like avery cold plucked chicken.



| felt a sudden pang of empathy for her, in love with adentist, of al people, who didn't know she
existed, who was probably aready engaged.

"So what | wondered," she said, "was whether it looks okay like this or whether | should add
another brand.” She pointed to her right temple, just below the scalped area.

"Of what?' | said faintly.
She sighed. "Of agtrip of duct tape, of course.”
Of course.

"| think it depends on how you're going to let your hair grow out,” | said, hoping she was going
to.

Apparently shewas, because she put her hat back on again and said, " So you don't, then? Think
it would be stupid?’

She apparently didn't expect an answer because she was aready hafway out the door.

"Hip," | said, "would you do me afavor? Would you go down to Bio and tell Dr. ORellly I'm
leaving early, and I'll talk to him tomorrow?"

"Bioisclear on the other sde of the building,” she said, outraged. "Anyway, | doubt if he's down
there. When | |eft the meeting, hewastaking to Dr. Turnbull. Like aways. | bet he wishes hed had
her for apartner for that hug thing."

"I'mredlly busy, Hip," | said, and tarted typing to proveit. FHip. Thiswasal Hip'sfault. She
had lost Bennett's funding forms and stolen my persond ads, which iswhy 1'd been in the copy room
when Bennett camein.

"Did you know Dr. Patton got engaged?' Flip said conversationdly. "To that guy who didn't
want to get married?'

"Yes'" | sad.
"I'll bet Dr. O'Reilly and Dr. Turnbull get married pretty soon."

| continued to type doggedly, and after awhile Flip got bored and douched off, but | didn't stop.
| hadn't been kidding when | said thismesswas all Flip'sfault. She hadn't just lost the funding forms
and stolen the personds. She had started the whole thing. If she hadn't delivered Dr. Turnbull's
packageto meinthefirst place, | would never even have met Ben. | never even got down to Bio, and
at that first meeting he'd been clear on the other side of the room.

| kept adding lines, tracing the interconnecting events. She had thrown away sx weeks worth of
research and stolen my stapler. And she'd left pages out of the funding forms. I'd had to take the
missing pages to Ben. The prints of her Mary Janes and backless clogs were dl over the place,
making mischief.



She was like some lago. Or some evil guardian angdl. " Always there, right there beside you,
wherever you go," waswhat Angels, Angels Everywhere had said. And it wastrue. She was
everywhere, like some awful anti-Pippa, wandering past unsuspecting windows and wreaking havoc
wherever she went.

| added more lines. Flip raising her hand and getting an assistant, Flip spearheading the
antismoking campaign that had made me suggest the paddock to Shirl, who had told us about the
bellwether. Flip getting me depressed that day in Boulder. If it hadn't been for her talking about fedling
itch, 1 would never have gone out with Billy Ray, | would never have known Targhees were sheep,
and | would never have come up with theidea of borrowing them.

And Ben would be off somewherein France, studying chaostheory, | thought bleskly. | knew
none of thiswas Hip'sfault. | was the one who'd made up excusesto see Ben, to talk to him, from
that very first day when I'd followed him out on the porch.

Hip wasn't the source. She might have precipitated things, but the outcome was my fault. | had
been following the oldest trend of dl. Right over the dliff.

Hip was back, standing and looking interestedly over my shoulder.
"I'm il busy, Hip," | said.

She tossed her nonexigtent hank. "Dr. O'Rellly I€ft. | bet he went out on adate with Dr.
Turnbull.”

A ghastly unlosable guardian angd. "Don't you have someplace you need to go?' | said.
"That'swhat | came totdl you," shesad. "Bye."

And left. | pondered the screen, wondering how to graph thet little encounter, but she was
already back.

"Aretherehatsin Texas?' shesad.
"Ten-gdlonones” | sad.

She left again, thistime gpparently for good. | added afew more linesto my graph, and then just
sat there and stared at the crisscrossing curves, the nestly plotted regressions.

"Seven o'clock,” Ginasaid, sticking her head in the door. She had her coat on. ™Y ou can come
out of time-out now."

| smiled. "Thanks, Mom," | said, but | didn't leave. | waited till | was sure everybody was gone
and then went down and hung over the gate, watching the sheep as they moved and grazed and
moved again, occasionally blegting, occasiondly logt, impelled by bellwethersthey didn't recognize,
by ingincts they didn't know they had.



kewpies [1909-15]

Doall fad derived fromillugtrated poemsin the Ladies Home Journal. Kewpie
dolls looked like rasy-cheeked cherubs, with round tummies and ayellow curl
on top of their heads. Wildly popular with adultsand little girls, kewpies
appeared as paper dolls, salt shakers, greeting cards, wedding cake
decorations, and prizes at county fairs.

For the next two days | kept clear of thelab and Ben, straightening up my lab and entering miles
of data about mah-jongg and Lindbergh'sflight acrossthe Atlantic.

Thisisridiculous, | told myself on Thursday. Y ou're not Peyton. Y ou have to see him sometime,
Grow up.

But when | got down to the lab, Aliciawasthere, leaning over the gate. Ben had the bellwether
by her po-mo pink bow and was explaining the principle of attention structure. He was wearing his
bluetie.

"Thishasreal posshilities™ Aliciawas saying. "Thirty-one percent of al projectsthe Niebnitz
Grant recipients were working on at the time of the award were cross-discipline collaborations. The
thing isgetting the right collaboration. The committeeis obvioudy going for gender balance, which
you're okay on, but chaos theory and statistics are both math-based disciplines. You need a
biologis."

"Do you need me?' | said. They both looked up.

"If not, | have some research | need to do at thelibrary.”

"No, go ahead,” Ben said. "The belwether's not in the mood to learn anything thismorning.” He
rubbed hisknee. " She's dready butted me twice. While you're at the library, seeif they've got
anything on how to get aleader to follow."

"l will," | said, and started down the hall.

"Wait," Ben said, sprinting to catch up with me. "1 wanted to talk to you. Did you have a
breakthrough’? With the dance marathon thing?"

Yes, | thought, looking at him forlornly. A breakthrough. "No," | said. "I thought there was a
connection, but there wasn't," and | went to Boulder to ook for Romantic Bride Barbie.

Ginahad given me aligt of toy stores, with the ones sheld dready tried crossed off, which didn't
leave dl that many. | started at the top, determined to work my way down.

I had only thought | understood the Barbie fad. Not even Brittany's birthday party had prepared
me for what | actudly found.

There were Fashion Bright Barbies, Costume Ball Barbies, Bubble Angel Barbies, Sunflower



Barbies, and even a L ocket Surprise Barbie, whose plastic chest opened up to dispense lip glossand
rouge. Therewere multicultural Barbies, Barbiesthat lit up, remote-control Barbies, Barbieswhose
hair you could bob.

Barbie had a Porsche, a Jaguar, a Corvette, aMustang, a speedboat, an RV, and ahorse. Also
abeauty bath, a Fun Fridge, a hedlth spa, and aMcDona d's. Not to mention the Barbie jewelry
boxes, lunchboxes, workout tapes, audiotapes, videotapes, and pink nail polish.

But no Romantic Bride Barbie. The Toy Palace had Country Bride Barbie, with a pink-checked
gingham sash and abouquet of daisies. Toys"R" Us had a Dream Wedding Barbie and Barbie's
Wedding Fantasy, both of which | serioudy considered in spite of Ginasinjunctions.

The Cabbage Patch had four full aides of Barbiesand aclerk with an i ssamped on her
forehead. "We have Troll Barbie," she said, when | asked her about Romantic Bride. "And
Pocahontas."

| made it through four toy stores and three discount stores and then drove over to the Caffe
Krakatoato seeif there were any Barbieslisted in the personals.

It was now cdling itsalf Kepler's Quark, abad sign.

"Dont tell me. Y ou don't have latte anymore,” | said to the waiter, who was wearing a black
turtleneck, black jeans, and sunglasses.

"Caffeineésbad for you," he said, handing me the menu, which had grown to ten pages. "I'd
suggest asmart drink.”

"lan't that an oxymoron?' | said. "Believing a beverage can increase your 1Q?"

Hetossed hishead, reveding an i on hisforehead.

Of course.

"Smart drinks are nona coholic beverages with neurotransmitters to enhance memory and
aertnessand increase brain function,” he said. "1'd suggest the Brain Blast, which increases your math
skills, or the Get Up and Van Gogh, which enhances your artistic ability."

"I'll have the Redlity Check," | said, hoping it would enhance my ability to face facts.

| tried reading the personals, but they were too depressing: "To the blonde who eats lunch every
day at Jane's Java Joint, you don't know me but I'm hopelessy in love with you. Please reply.”

| switched to the articles.
A "harmonic bonding" therapist was offering duct tape soul dignments.

Two menin New Y ork City had been arrested for operating the hot new fad, a"smoking



Po-mo pink had fizzled asafad. A fashion designer was quoted as saying, "Theresno
accounting for the public'staste.”

Truer words, | thought, and it wastime | faced that, too. | was never going to discover the
source of the hair-bobbing fad, no matter how much datal fed into my computer model. No matter
how many different colored lines| drew.

Becauseit didn't have anything to do with suffrage or World War | or the weather. And eveniif |
could ask Bernice and Irene and the rest of them why they'd doneit, it still wouldn't help. Because
they wouldn't know.

They were as benighted and blind as | had been, moved by fedings they weren't aware of, by
forcesthey didn't understand. Right straight into theriver.

My smart drink came. It was chartreuse, a color that had been afad in the late twenties. "What's
init?' | sad.

He sighed, aheavy sigh like someone out of Dostoyevsky. "Tyrosine, L-phenylaanine, and
synergigtic cofactors,” he said. "And pinegpplejuice.”

| took asip of it. | didn't fed any smarter. "Why did you get your forehead branded?" | said.
Apparently he hadn't finished his smart drink. He stared at me blankly.

"Your i brand?' | said, pointing at it. "Why did you decide to haveit done?"

"Everybody hasthem,” he said, and douched off.

| wondered if he had gotten the brand to please his girlfriend or if he was rebelling against
anti-intelectuaism or his parents, or in love with somebody who didn't know hewas dive.

| Sipped my drink and kept reading. | didn't fed any smarter. Bantam Books had paid an
eght-figure advancefor Getting in Touch with Your Inner Fairy Godmother. Cerenkhov blue was
the "cool/hot" color for winter, and men and women were smoking cigarsin L.A., ingpired by Rush
Limbaugh or David Letterman or forcesthey didn't understand. Like sheep. Likerats.

None of which solved the problem of how | was going to go on working with Bennett. Or of
where | was going to find Romantic Bride Barbie.

| went over to the library and checked out Anna Karenina and Cyrano de Bergerac and got
the Denver phone book from the reference section. | copied down all the toy stores that weren't on
Ginasligt and all the department and discount stores, explained to Flip's clonethat | had already paid
the fine on Browning's Compl ete Works, and set out again, marking off storesas | went.

| eventualy found Romantic Bride Barbie at a Target in Aurora—wedged in behind Barbie's
Horse Stable Club—and took it up to the checkout.

The clerk was trying to make change for the man in front of me.



"It's eighteen seventy-eight,” she said.

"I know," the man said. "1 gave you atwenty-dollar bill and then after you rang it up as eighteen
seventy-eight, | gave you three cents. Y ou owe me adollar and a quarter.”

Sheflipped her hair back, irritably, reveding an i.
Give up, | thought. It'sno use.
"Theregister says one twenty-two,” she said.

"I know," hesaid. "That'swhy | gave you the three cents. Twenty-two plus three makesa
quarter.”

"A quarter of what?"

| set Romantic Bride Barbie on the end of the counter. | read the tabloid headlines and looked at
theimpulse items on the rack next to the counter. Duct tape in severd widths, and bubble packs of
Barbie high hedsin assorted colors.

"All right, fine" the man said. "Give me back the three cents and give me one twenty-two."

| picked up apack of high hedls. "New! Cerenkhov blue," it read. | set it down next to the duct
tapeand as| did, | felt astrange sensation, asif | were on the verge of something important, like the
find 9de of aRubik's cube clicking into place.

"Thisdoesn't have aprice onit,” the checkout clerk said. She was holding Romantic Bride
Barbie. "I can't sdll anything that doesn't have apriceonit.”

"It'sthirty-eight ninety-nine," | said. "The manager said to ring it up under Miscellaneous.”
"Oh," shesad, and rang it up.
Thisisafad | could actudly learn to like, | thought, smiling at her i. Forewarned isforearmed.

"That'll be forty-one thirty-three," she said. | stood there, wallet in hand, looking at the boxes of
crayons, trying to recapture the fegling 1'd had. Something about Cerenkhov blue, and duct tape, or—

Whatever it was, it was gone. | hoped it hadn't been the cure for cholera
"Forty-onethirty-three,” the clerk said.
| carefully counted out the exact change and left with Romantic Bride Barbie. On the way out, |

stepped on something and looked down. It was a penny. Farther on there were two more. They
looked like they had been flung down with some force.

prohibition [1895-january 16, 1920]



Aversion fad againg dcohol fueed by the Women's Christian Temperance
Union, Carry Nation's saloon-smashing, and the sad effects of acoholism.
School children were urged to "sign the pledge”’ and women to swear not to
touch lipsthat had touched liquor. The movement gained impetus and politica
support al through the early 1900s, with party candidates drinking toasts with
glasses of water and severa satesvoting to go dry, and finaly culminated in
the Volstead Act. Died out as soon as Prohibition was enacted. Replaced by
bootleggers, speakeasies, bathtub gin, hip flasks, organized crime, and Reped.

Ginacouldn't believe I'd found Romantic Bride Barbie. She hugged metwice. "Y ou're
wonderful. Y ou're amiracle worker!"

"Not quite,” | said, trying to smile. "I don't seem to be having any luck finding the source of
hair-bobbing."

" Speaking of which," she said, still admiring Romantic Bride Barbie, "Dr. O'Rellly was up here
before, looking for you. He looked worried."

What's Hip lost now? | wondered, the bellwether? and started down to Bio. Halfway there, |
ran into Ben. He grabbed my arm. "We were supposed to be in Management's office ten minutes

"Why?What's this about?' | asked, trying to keep up. "Arewein trouble?’

Wéll, of course we werein trouble. The only time anybody got to see the inside of
Management's office, Staff Input notwithstanding, was when they were getting transferred to Supply.
Or having their funding cut.

"l hopeitian't the animd-rights activigts," Ben said, coming to a stop outside Management's
door. "Do you think | should have worn ajacket?"

"No," | said, remembering hisjackets. "Maybe it's something minor. Maybe we didn't dress
down enough.”

The secretary in the outer office told usto go right in. "It's not something minor,” Ben whispered,
and reached for the doorknob.

"Maybewerenot introuble" | said. "Maybe Management's going to commend us for
cross-disciplinary cooperation.”

He opened the door. Management was standing behind his desk with hisarmsfolded.
"I don't think s0," Ben murmured, and wewent in.

Management told usto st down, another bad sign. One of SHAM's Eight Efficiency Enhancers
was "Holding meetings standing up encourages succinctness.”



We st

Management remained standing. "An extremely serious matter has cometo my attention
concerning you and your project.”

It isthe animd-rights activids, | thought, and braced mysdlf for what he was going to say next.

"The assistant workplace message facilitator was observed smoking in the area of the anima
compound. She says she had permission to do so. Isthat true?’

Smoking. Thiswas about Shirl's smoking.

"Who gave her this permisson?’ Management demanded.

"l did," weboth said. "It wasmy idea," | said. "l asked Dr. O'Relilly if it wasdl right."
"Areyou aware that the HiTek building isa smoke-free zone?"

"It wasoutside," | said, and then remembered Berkdey. "I didn't think she should have to stand
out inthe middle of ablizzard to smoke."

"l didn't ether,” Ben said. "Shedidn't smoke insgde. Just in the paddock.”

Management looked even grimmer. "Areyou aware of HiTek's guidelinesfor live-anima
research?’

"Yes" Ben sad, looking bewildered. "Wefollowed the—"

"Live animdsare required to have a hedthy environment,” Management said. "Are you aware of
the dangers of atmaospheric carcinogens, the FDA's report on the dangers of secondhand smoke? It
can cause lung cancer, emphysema, high blood pressure and heart attacks.”

Ben looked even more confused. " She didn't smoke anywhere near us, and it was outside. It—"

"Liveanimasare required to have a healthy environment,” Management said. "Would you cal
smoke a hedthy environment?"

Never underestimate the power of an aversion trend, | thought. The last one in this country
ended in wholesde accusations of communist leanings, ruined reputations, destroyed careers.

" '...out of the housestherats cametumbling,’ " | murmured.

"What?' Management said, glaring a me.

"Nothing."

"Do you know what the effects of secondhand smoke on sheep are?' Management said.

No, | thought, and you don't either. Y ou're just following the flock.



"Y our blatant disregard for the health of the sheep has clearly made the project indigible for
serious consderation as agrant contender.”

" She only smoked one cigarette aday,” Ben said. "The compound where the sheep areisa
hundred feet by eighty. The density of the smoke from a single cigarette would be less than one part
per billion."

Giveit up, Ben, | thought. Aversion trends have nothing to do with scientific logic, and weve not
only exposed sheep to secondhand smoke, HiTek thinks we've jeopardized its chances of winning its
heart's desire, the Niebnitz Grant.

| looked at Management. HiTek's actudly going to fire somebody, | thought, and it's us.

| waswrong.

"Dr. Foster, you were the one who obtained the sheep, weren't you?”

"Yes" | sad, reasting the urgeto add "gr.” "From arancher in Wyoming."

"And ishe aware that you intended exposing his sheep to harmful carcinogens?’

"No, but he won't object,” | said, and then remembered the bread pudding. | had never asked
him hisviews on smoking, but | knew whét they were: whatever everyone el se thought.

"Asl| recdl, this project was your ideg, too, Dr. Fogter,” Management said. "It was your ideato
use sheep, in spite of Management's objections.”

"Shewas only trying to help me save my project,” Ben said, but Management wasn't listening.

"Dr. ORallly," hesad, "this unfortunate Stuation is clearly not your fault. The project will haveto
be terminated, I'm afraid, but Dr. Turnbull isin need of a colleague for the project sheisworking on,
and she specificdly requested you.”

"What project?’ Ben said.

"That hasn't been decided yet," Management said. "Sheislooking into severd posshbilities.
Whatever, I'm sureit will be an excellent project to be involved with. We fed it has a seventy-eight
percent chance of winning the Niebnitz Grant." He turned back to me. "Dr. Foster, I'll hold you
regpongble for returning the sheep to their owner immediately.”

The secretary camein. "I'm sorry to interrupt, Mr—"

"A reprimand will be placed in your file, Dr. Foster," Management said, ignoring her, "and there
will be a serious reexamination of your project at the next funding allocation period. In the
meantime—"

"Sir, you need to come out here," the secretary said.

"I'm inthe middle of ameeting,” Management cut in. "I want afull report detailing your progress



in trends research,” he said to me.
"Now wait aminute," Ben said. "Dr. Foster was only—"
The secretary said, "Excuse me, Mr—"
"What isit, Ms. Shepard?’' Management said.
"Theshegp—"
"Has the owner caled to complain?' he said, shooting me avenomous glance.

"No, gr. It'sthe sheep. They'rein the hall.”

5.
main channe

God'sin his heaven—
All'sright with theworld.

robert browning

dancing mania [1374]

Northern European religious fad in which people danced uncontrollably for
hours. They formed circlesin streets and churches and legped, screamed, and
rolled on the ground, often shouting that they were possessed by demons and
begging said demonsto stop tormenting them. Caused by nervous hysteria
and/or the wearing of pointed shoes.

Theideathat chaos and significant scientific breakthroughs are connected wasfirst proposed by
Henri Poincaré, who had been unable to forget putting his foot on the omnibus step and having it dl
come clear. The pattern of his discovery, hetold the Société de Psychologic, was one of unexpected
indght arising out of frustration, confusion, and menta chaos.

Other chaos theorists have explained Poincar€'s experience as the result of the conjunction of
two digtinct frames of reference. The chaotic circumstances—Poincarés frustration with the problem,
hisinsomnia, the distractions of packing for atrip, the change of scenery—created a
far-from-equilibrium stuation in which unconnected ideas shifted into new and startling conjunctions
with each other and tiny events could have enormous consequences. Until chaos could be crystallized



into a higher order of equilibrium by the smple act of stepping onto abus. Or into aflock of sheep.

They werent in the hdl. They werein the outer office and on their way into Management's
white-carpeted inner sanctum. The secretary flattened hersdf againgt the wall to let them pass,
clutching her steno pad to her chest.

"Wait!" Management said, puiting hishands up asif doing asengtivity exercise. Y ou cannot
comein here™

Ben dived to head off the lead ewe, which must not have been the bellwether, because even
though he got it stopped at the door and held it there, pushing againgt its shoulders like afootbal tight
end, the other sheegp smply swarmed past it and into Management's office. And maybe | had
migudged them and they did have brains. They had unerringly headed straight for the part of the
building where they could do the most damage.

They didit, tracking in an amount of dirt | wouldn't have thought their little cloven hooves could
cary, leaving along smear of dirt-laden lanolin on the white walls and Management's secretary as
they brushed past them.

Ben was gtill struggling with the ewe, which was eager to join the flock, now heading straight for
Management's polished teak desk.

"Endangering the welfare of live animas," Management said, clambering up on top of it.
"Providing inadequate project supervision.”

The sheep were circling the desk like Indians riding around awagon train.

"Failing to indtitute proper security measures!” Management said.

"Fadilitating potentid,”" | murmured, trying to get them moving in another direction, any direction.
"These animds should not bein herel™ Management shouted from the top of his desk.

The sameidea had apparently occurred to the sheep. They set up apitiful bleating al at once,
opening their mouthsin a continuous, deafening baa.

| looked sharply at the sheep, trying to spot where the bleating had originated, but it had seemed
to come from everywhere at once. Like hair-bobbing.

"Did you hear where the bleating started?" | shouted to Ben, who let go of the ewe, and the
sheep were suddenly on the move again, milling randomly through the office and toward the door to
the secretary's hall.

"Where are they going?' Ben said.
Management had clambered down off his desk and was shouting warnings again, looking dightly

more dressed-down than before. "HiTek will not tolerate employee sabotage! If either of you or that
smoker |et these sheep out on purpose—"



"Wedidn't," Ben sad, trying to get to the door. "They must have gotten out by themsalves," and
| had a sudden image of Flip leaning on the paddock gate, flipping the latch up and down, up and
down.

Ben madeit to the door asthe last two sheep were squeezing through, blesting franticdly at the
thought of being left behind.

But oncein the hal they began milling amlesdy around, looking lost but immovable.

"We haveto find the bellwether,” | said. | began to work my way through them, searching for
the pink ribbon.

Therewas ayep from the end of the hall and a"Blast you, you brainless critter!™ It was Shirl,
her armsfull of papers. "Get out of my way, you fool anima!" she shouted. "How did you get—" She
stopped short at the sight of the halful of sheep. "Who let them out?!

"Hip," | said, feding around aewe's neck for the ribbon.

"She can't have," Shirl said, wading toward me through the sheep. " She's not here.”

"What do you mean she's not here?" | said. Two ewes pushed past me on either sde and nearly
knocked me down.

"She quit,” Shirl said, swatting at the one on the left with her papers. "Three days ago.”

"l don't care," | said, pushing at the other one. " Somehow, somewhere, Hip isbehind this. She's
behind everything.”

The sheep surged suddenly down the hall toward Personndl. "Where are they going now?" Ben
sad.

"They havenoideg," | said. "Behold the American public.”

Management emerged from his office, Dockersin disarray. "This sort of behavior isobvioudy a
Sdeéeffect of nicoting!”

"We haveto find the bdlwether," | said. "It'sthe key."

Ben stopped. He looked at me. "The key," he said.

Management bellowed, "When | find out who's causing this—this chaos—"
"Chaos" Ben said, dmost to himsdf. "The key's the bellwether.”

"Yes" | said. "It'sthe only way we can get them back to Bio. You start at thisend, and I'll take
the other end. Okay?"

Hedidn't answer me. He stood, transfixed, while the shegp milled around him, his mouth half
open, hiseyes squinting behind his Coke-bottle glasses. "A bellwether," he said softly.



"Y es, the bellwether," | said, and it took along moment for his eyesto focus on me. "Find the
bellwether. Think pink," and | started for the end of the hall. "Shirl, run down to thelab and get a
halter and lead." Something suddenly struck me. "Did you say Hip quit?'

Shirl nodded. "That dentist she met in the personas. He moved, and she followed him. So they
could be geographicaly compatible.” She went back down the hdl in the direction of Bio.

The sheep werein the sairwell, milling frightenedly at the edge of the top tair, and it wastoo
bad it wasn't acliff. Maybe they'd still fall down it and break their necks—but no such luck. They
clambered lightly down aflight and into the hall to Stats. | ran back upgtairs. "They're heading for
Stats!" | shouted to Ben.

Hewasn't there. | ran back down the stairs and stopped halfway. In acorner on the floor,
thoroughly trampled and very dirty, was the pink ribbon. Wonderful, | thought, and looked up to see
AliciaTurnbull glaring & me. "Dr. Foster," she said disapprovingly.

"Dont tdl meg" | said. "None of the Niebnitz Grant winnerswere ever involved in livestock
sampedes.”

"WhereisDr. ORellly?" she demanded.

"l don't know," | said. | picked up the draggled ribbon. "I don't know where the bellwether is
either. Or what sort of project will win the Niebnitz Grant. | do, however, have agood ideawhat
those sheep are doing to Stats at this very minute, o if you'll excuse me—" | said, and pushed past
her out of the stairwel and into the hall.

At least they can't do any damagein my lab, | thought, hoping the rest of the doors were shut.

Theflock was till in the hall, so they must be. Ginawas at the far end, coming out of the stats
|ab.

"Time for a bathroom break," she said as soon as she saw them, and ducked through a door.

| started through the sheep, leaning down to lift up their chinsand look into their vacant faces for
an expression that looked dightly crosseyed or hafway inteligent.

The door opened again. "There's one in the bathroom,” Ginasaid. She edged her way down the
hall toward where | was gazing into the sheeps eyes.

They dl looked cross-eyed. | peered anxioudy into their long faces, into their vacant eyes, that
were born to have an i branded between them.

"Thereld better not be onein my office," Ginasaid, and opened her door.

"Shut your door!" | said, but too late. A fat ewe was dready throughiit. "Shut it," | said again,
and shedid.

Therest of the sheep congregated outside her door, milling and baaing, desperately seeking
someoneto tell them what to do, where to go. Which must mean the ewe in Gina's office was the



bdIwether.

"Keepit therel" | shouted through the door. The ribbon wasn't strong enough for aleash, but |
had a Davy Crockett jump rope that might be. | started for my lab, wondering what had happened to
Ben. Probably Aliciahad found him and was telling him about her Niebnitz sure thing.

There was ashriek from Ginas office, and her door opened.

"Don't—" | shouted. The ewe dived through the door and into the midst of the flock likeacard
disappearing into adeck. "Did you see where she went, Gina?"

"No," shesaid tightly. "I didn't." She was clutching a battered pink box. A torn white net ruffle
trailed from one corner. "Look what that sheep did to Romantic Wedding Barbie!" she said, holding
up alock of brunette hair. "It wasthe last onein Boulder."

"In the greater Denver areg,” | said, and went into the stats lab.

All'l need now isFlip, | thought, and was amazed she wasn't there in the stats lab, having quit or
not. A sheep was, munching thoughtfully on adisk. | grabbed it out of her mouth, or most of it, pried
her large square teeth apart, fished out the remaining piece, and looked squardly into her dightly
crossed eyes.

"Ligentome" | said, holding onto her jaw. "I'vehad dl | can take for one day. I'velost my
job, I'velost the only person I've ever met who doesn't act like a sheep, | don't know where fads
come from and I'm never going to find out, and I've had it. | want you to follow me, and | want you
to follow me now." | threw the pieces of disk on the floor and turned and walked out of my lab.

And she must have been the bellwether, because she trotted after me dl the way down two
flightsinto Bio, and through the lab to the paddock, just like Mary and her little lamb. And the rest of
the flock followed, wagging their tails behind them.

ostrich plumes[1890-1913]

Edwardian fashion fad inspired by Charles Darwin and related public interest
innatura higtory. The curling plumeswere dyed dl colorsand worn in the hair,
on hats, fans, and even feather dusters. Related fadsincluded trimming hats
and dresses with lizards, spiders, toads, and centipedes. Asaresult of thefad,
ostriches were hunted into extinction in Egypt, North Africa, and the Middle
East. Recurred in 1960s with minidresses, wigs, and capes of ostrich plumes
dyed neon orange and hot pink.

| called Billy Ray to come pick the sheep up.

"I'll send Migud down with the truck right away," he said. "I'd come mysdlf, but I've got to go
down to New Mexico and talk to this rancher about ostriches.”



"Odtriches," | said.

"They'rethe latest thing. Rebas raising fifty of them on aspread outside Galup, and ostrich
steak’'s sdling like gangbusters. Lower in cholesterol than chicken and tastes better.”

One of the sheep had gotten itsaf stuck in the corner of the fence again. It stood there, looking
blankly at the fence post like it had no ideahow it had gotten there.

"Plusyou can sdl| the feathers and tan the skin for purses and boots,” Billy Ray said. "Rebasays
they're going to be the livestock of the nineties.”

The sheep butted its head against the post a couple of times and then gave up and stood there,
bleating, a nice object lesson.

"I'm sorry the sheep thing didn't work out,” Billy Ray said.
Metoo, | thought. "Y ou're getting out of range,” | said. "1 can't hear you," and hung up.

Y ou can learn alot from sheep. | went over to the corner and put my hands under its chin and
onitsrump. "You haveto turn around,” | said. "Y ou have to go in another direction.”

| dragged it around to face the other way. It immediately began to graze.

"Y ou haveto admit it'sno use and go try something else,” | said, and went back into the lab.
Shirl wasthere. "WheresDr. ORelly?' | sad.

"Hewasin taking to Dr. Turnbull aminute ago,” she said.
"Good," | said, and went back up to my stats lab to write up my report for Management.
"Sandra Foster: Project Report,” | typed on adisk the ewe hadn't eaten.
Project gods:
1. Determine what triggersfads.
2. Determine the source of the Nile,
Project reaults:

1. Not found. Pied Piper may have something to do withit, for al | know. Or
Itay.

2. Found. Lake Victoria
Suggestions for further research:

1. Eliminate acronyms.



2. Eliminate medtings.
3. Study effect of antismoking fad on ability to think clearly.
4. Read Browning. And Dickens. And al the other classics.

| printed it out, and then gathered up my coat and non-wallet-on-a-string and went up to see
Management.

Shirl wasthere, running a carpet cleaning machine. Management was dusting off his desk, which
had been pushed against one corner. "Don't step on the carpet,” he said when | camein. "It'swet." |
walked squishily over to hisdesk. "The sheep are dl in the paddock,” | said over the sucking sound of
the carpet steamer. "I've arranged for them to be sent back.” | handed him my report.

"What'sthis?' he sad.
"Y ou said you wanted to reevaluate my project'sgods,” | said. "Sodo 1."
"What'sthis?' he said, scowling & it. "Pied Piper?'

"By Robert Browning," | said. "Y ou know the story. Piper ishired to free Hamelin of rats, does
S0, but the town refuses to pay him. ‘And as for our Corporation—shocking." "

Management reared up behind his desk. "Are you threatening me, Dr. Foster?"

"No," | said, surprised. " 'Insulted by alazy ribald? " | quoted, " "Y ou threaten us, fellow? Do
your worst,/Blow your pipe until you burgt." Y ou should read more poetry. Y ou can learn alot from
it. Do you have alibrary card?'

"A library—?" Management said, looking gpoplectic.

"I'm not threatening you," | said. "Why would 1?1 didn't get rid of any rats or find out what
causes hair-bobbing. | couldn't even locate a piper.”

| stopped, thinking about that, and just like the night before, standing in line at Target with the
late Romantic Bride Barbie, | felt like | was on the verge of something significant.

"Areyou caling HiTek arat?' Management said, and | waved him away impatiently, trying to
focus on my dusive thought. A piper.

"Areyou saying—" Management bellowed, and it was gone.

"1'm saying you hired me for the wrong reason. Y ou shouldn't be looking for the secret to
making people follow fads, you should belooking for the secret to making them think for themselves.
Because that'swhat scienceisall about. And because the next fad may be the dangerous one, and
you'l find it out with the rest of the flock on your way over the cliff. And no, | don't need a security
escort back to my lab," | said, opening my purse so he could seeinsde. "I'm leaving. 'Up the Hill-sde
yonder, through the morning,' " and | squished my way back acrossthe carpet. "Bye, Shirl," | called
to her, "you can come smoke a my house anytime," and | went out to my car and droveto the



library.

rubik's cube [1980-81]

Game fad involving a cube made up of smaller cubes of different colorsthat
could be rotated to form different combinations. The object of the game
(which more than a hundred million peopletried to solve) wasto twist the
sdes of the cube until each sdewasasolid color. Thefad's kill threshold
was somewhat too high—as witness the dozens of puzzle-help books
published—and the fad died out with many people never having solved it even
once.

Lorrainewas back. "Do you want Your Guardian Angel Can Change Your Life?" she asked
me. She was wearing afairy godmother sweatshirt and sparkly magic wand earrings. "It camein, and
S0 did your book on hair-bobbing."

"l don't want it," | said. "I don't know what caused it, and | don't care.”

"We found that book on Browning. Y ou had checked it in after al. Our media organization
assigtant shelved it with the cookbooks."

See, | told mysaf—walking over to Kepler's Quark and giving my first name to awaitress with
chopped-off hair and awaitress uniform that probably wasn't a uniform—things are looking up
dready. They found Browning, you never have to read the persona s again, and Hip can't douchin
hereto ruin your day and stick you with the check.

The waitress seated me at atable by the window. See, | told mysdlf again, she didn't seet you at
the communal table. Sheisn't wearing duct tape. Definitely looking up.

But it didn't fed likeit. It fet like | wasout of ajob. It ft like | wasin love with somebody who
didn't love me back.

Hestotdly fashion-impaired, | told mysdlf. Look on the bright side. Y ou nho longer haveto
worry about what caused hair-bobbing. Which was agood thing, because | was pretty much out of
idess.

"Hi," Ben said, Stting down acrossfromme.

"What are you doing here?" | said as soon as | was able to. " Shouldn't you be at work?"

"l quit," hesaid.

"Y ou quit? Why?1 thought you were going to work on Dr. Turnbull's project.”

"Y ou mean Alicids statitically-thought-out, science-on-demand,



sure-to-win-the-Niebnitz-Grant project? It'stoo late. The Niebnitz Grant has aready been awarded.”

Hedidn't look upset about it. He didn't look like somebody who'd just quit his job. He looked
containedly excited, his eyesjubilant behind the Coke bottles. HEs going to tell me he's engaged to
Alicia, | thought.

"Whowonit?' | said, to stop him. "The Niebnitz Grant. A thirty-eight-year-old designed
experimenter from west of the Mississppi?'

Ben motioned the waitress over and said, "What have you got to drink that's not coffee?

Thewaitressrolled her eyes. "There's our new drink. The Chinatasse. It'sthe latest thing."

"Two Chinatasses," he said, and | waited for the waitress to quiz him on wholevs. skim, white
vs. brown, Beijing vs. Guangzhou, but Chinatasses gpparently had alower skill threshold than caffé

latte. The waitress douched off, and Ben said, "This came for you," and handed me a letter.

"How did you know whereto find me?' | said, looking at the envelope. It was blank except for
my name.

"Hiptold me" hesad.
"| thought shewasgone."

"Shetold me awhile back. She said you hung out here alot. | came herethree or four times,
hoping I'd runinto you, but I never did. She said you came herelooking for guysin the personals.”

"Hip," | said, shaking my head. "l was reading them for trends research. | wasn't trying... you
did?’

He nodded, no longer jubilant. His gray eyes were serious behind the Coke-bottle glasses. "I
stopped coming a couple of weeks ago because Flip told me you were engaged to the sheep guy.”

"Odtrich,” | said. "Flip told me you were crazy about Alicia, that that's why you wanted to work
with her."

"Wdll, at least now we know whét the i on her forehead stands for. Interfering. | don't want to
work with Alicia. | want to work with you.”

"1'm not engaged to the sheep guy,” | said. | thought of something. "Why did you buy that
Cerenkhov bluetie?'

"Toimpressyou. Fip told me you'd never go out with me unless | got some new clothes, and
thisawful blue wasthe only thing | could find in the stores." He looked sheepish. "I also took out an
ad in the personals.”

"You did? What did it say?'

"Insecure, ill-dressed chaos theorist desiresintelligent, ingghtful, incandescent trends researcher.



Must be SC."
"Scientificaly compatible.” He grinned. ""People do crazy thingswhen they'rein love."
"Like borrow aflock of sheep to keep somebody from losing their grant?”
The waitress plunked down two glassesin front of us, spilling Chinatasse everywhere.
"We need those to go," Ben said.
Thewaitress Sghed loudly and stomped off with them.
"If we're going to be working together,” Ben said to me, "we'd better get started.”
"Wait aminute" | said. "We both quit, remember?”
"Well, thething is, HiTek wants us back."
"They do?'

"All isforgiven." He nodded. "They say we can have anything we need—Ilab space, assgants,
computers.”

"But what about the sheep and the secondhand smoke?”
"Open the letter.”

| did.

"Readit.”

| did. "I don't understand,” | said.

| turned the letter over. There wasn't anything on the back. | looked at the envelope again. It il
only had my name onit. | looked a Ben, who looked jubilant again. "I don't understand,” | said again.

"Meneither,” he said. "Aliciawas there when | opened mine. She had to recaculate al her
percentages.”

| read the | etter again. "We won the Niebnitz Grant?
"Wewon the Niebnitz Grant."
"But... wearent... wedont..."

"Well, that'sthething,” he said, leaning acrossthe table and, findly, taking my hand. "I had this



idea. Y ou know how | told you chaotic systems could be predicted by measuring al the variables and
caculating theiteration? Well, | think Verhoest wasright after al. There is another factor at work. But
it's not an outside factor. It's something aready in the system. Remember how Shirl said the
bellwether was the same asthe other sheep, only alittle greedier, alittle faster, alittle ahead? What
if—"

"—ingtead of butterflies, there's a bellwether in chaotic systems?’ | said.

"Exactly." He was holding both my hands now. "And it doesn't look any different from the other
variablesin the system, but it'sthetrigger for theiteration, it'sthe cataly s, it's—"

"Pippa," | sad, clutching hishands. "There'sthis poem, Pippa Passes, by—"
"Browning," he said. "She sngs at people's windows—"

"And changesthelr lives, and they never even see her. If you were making acomputer modd of
the village of Asolo, you wouldn't even put her init, but shes—"

"—the variable that setsthe butterfly'swingsin motion, the force behind theiteration, the trigger
behind the trigger, the factor that causes—"

"—uwomen to bob their hair in Hong Kong."
"Exactly. Thetrigger that causesyour fads. The—"
"—source of the Nile"

The waitress came back with the same two glasses. "We don't have cupsto go. It pollutesthe
environment." She set the glasses down and stomped off again.

"LikeHip," Ben said, thinking abouit it. " She misddivered the package, and that's how | met

you.

"Among other things" | said, and felt that feding again of being on the verge of something, of the
Rubik's cube gtarting to turn.

"Let'sgo," Bensaid. "'l want to see what happens when | add the bellwether into my chaos
theory data."

"Wait—I want to drink my Chinatasse, in caseit'sthe next fad. And theré's something e <e...
You didn't give HiTek our decison yet, did you, about staying?"

He shook his head. "I thought you'd want to be there.”
"Good," | said. "Don't tell them no yet. There's something | want to check on.”
"Okay. I'll meet you back a HiTek in afew minutesthen," he said. "Okay?" and went ouit.

"Umm," | said, trying to catch the thought I'd had before. Something about trains, or wasiit



buses? And something the waitress had said.

| took athoughtful sip of the Chinatasse, and if | needed asign that chaos was reattaining
equilibrium at anew and higher levd, thiswasit. It was the Earth Mother's wonderful spiced iced tea

Which should inspire meif anything could. But | couldn't capture the thought. Theideathat |
should have gone back with Ben kept intruding, and that, except for that sengtivity exercise, and
someincidental hand-holding, he had never touched me.

And apparently there was some kind of feedback |oop operating in our system because he was
back and pushing past the waitress, who wanted to write his name down, and through the tables and
pulling meto my feet. And kissng me.

"Okay," he said, when we pulled apart.

"Okay," | said bregthlesdly.

"Wow!" thewaitress said. "Did you meet him in the personals?*

"No," | said, wishing she would shut up and that Ben would kissme again. "Through Hip."
"We wereintroduced by abellwether,” Ben said, putting hisarms around me again.

"Wow!" thewaitress said.

couéism [1923]

Psychology fad inspired by Dr. Emile Coué, a French psychologist and the
author of Self-Mastery by Auto-Suggestion. Coué's method of
self-improvement consisted of knotting apiece of string and reciting over and
over, "Every day in every way, | am getting better and better." Died out when
it became apparent no onewas.

Scientific breakthroughs have been triggered by the most minor of events. the Sight of bathwater
rising, the movement of abreeze, the pressure of afoot on astep. | had never heard of one being
triggered by akiss, though.

But it was akissthat had the full weight of five weeks of chaotic turbulence behind it, shifting
patterns of thought out of their accustomed positions, stirring up the variables, separating and mixing
them again into new conjunctions, new posshilities. And when Ben had put hisarms around me, it
had been like the discovery of penicillin and the benzene ring and the Big Bang dl rolled into one.
Eurekato the tenth power. Like coming to the source of the Nile.

"ThisFLIP thing, where you met him," the waitresswas saying, "isit like arecovery group?"



"Discovery,” | said, saring transfixed after Ben, wondering how | could have been so blind. It
was dl so clear: what triggered fads and how scientific breakthroughs happen and why we had won
the Niebnitz Grant.

"Can anybody join this FLIP?' the waitress said. "I'm adready in alatte recovery group, but there
aren't any cuteguysinit."

"1 need my check," | said, fishing atwenty out of my purse and handing it to her so | could go
back to HiTek and get dl this on the compurter.

"Hedready pad," she sad, trying to hand me back the twenty.

"Keepit," | said, and grinned at her as something else hit me. "We're rich. We won the Niebnitz
Grant!"

I hurried back to HiTek and up to the tatslab, and called up my hair-bobbing modd.

Suppose fads were aform of self-organized criticdity arisng out of the chaotic system of the
popular culture. And suppose that, like other chaotic systems, they were influenced by abellwether.
The independence of women, Irene Castle, outdoor sports, rebellion againgt the war, al of those
would smply be variablesin the system. They would require acatalyst, a butterfly to set themin
moation.

| focused in on the bump in Marydale, Ohio. Suppose that wasn't astatistical anomaly. Suppose
theréd been agirl in Marydde, Ohio, agirl just like everybody dse, with flapping galoshes and
rouged knees, indistinguishable from the rest of theflock, only alittle greedier, alittle faster, alittle
hungrier. A little ahead of the flock. A girl who had had a crush on adentist on the other side of town
and had walked into the barbershop and, with no idea she was Sarting afad, that she was crystalizing
chaosinto criticdity, told the barber to cut off her hair.

| called up therest of the twenties data and asked for geographica breakdowns, and there was
the anomaly again, for rolled-down stockings and the crossword puzzle, right over Marydale. And for
the shimmy, even though the dance had originated in New Y ork. But it hadn't become afad until a
bobbed-haired girl in Marydale, Ohio, had picked it up. A girl like Flip. A butterfly. A bellwether.
The source of the Nile.

| called up the paintbox and traced the course of eventsat HiTek again, from Hip's misddivering
Dr. Turnbull's package to her fiddling with the latch on the gate, but thistime| also fed in Led On by
Fate and the bread pudding, Management's sensitivity exercises, the duct tape, Elaine's exercises,
Shirl's smoking, Sarah's boyfriend, Romantic Bride Barbie, and the various kill levels of caffé latte.

All thevariables| could think of and every one of Hip's actions, irrelevant or not, al of them
feeding back into the system, adding turbulence, and leading not, as I'd thought after the sengtivity
exercise, to disaster, but to the Niebnitz Grant, to love and to geographic compatibility and the source
of hair-bobbing. To anew, higher state of equilibrium.

Hip had felt itch, and asaresult | had told Billy Ray 1'd go out with him, and héld said he felt
itch, too, and told me about the sheep, which I'd thought of when Hip lost Ben's funding form.



Hip. Her footprints, like Barbie's sharp little high hedls, like the echoes of Pippasvoice, were dl
over the crime scene. She had told Ben | was engaged to Billy Ray, she had failed to copy pages 29
through 41, she had taught the bellwether to open the gate, she had told Management about Shirl's
smoking, upping the level of chaos each time, mixing and separating the variables.

The screen filled with lines. | connected them, feeding in the iteration equations, and the lines
became atangle, the tangle aknot. Thelost stapler, Browning's "Pied Piper,” Billy Ray'scdlular
phone, po-mo pink. Hip had circulated anonsmoking petition and Shirl had ended up out in the
parking lot in ablizzard and | took her down to Ben'slab and she watched Ben and me struggle with
the sheep and said, "Y ou need a bellwether."

The screen went dark, layer on layer of events feeding back into each other, and then sprang
suddenly into anew design. A beautiful, elaborate Sructure, vivid with radical red and cerulean blue.

Sdf-organized criticality. Scientific breskthrough.

| sat and looked at it for awhile, marveling at its smplicity and thinking about Hip. | had been
wrong. The i on her forehead didn't stand for incompetence or itch. Or even influence. It stood for
ingpiration. And she was Pippaafter dl, only instead of singing she was stirring up the variables,
upping the level of chaoswith every petition and misdelivered package until the system went critica.

| aso thought about penicillin and Alexander Fleming, with his crowded, too-smdll |ab, heaped
with piles of moldy petri dishes. Theingtitute he worked in had been right in the middle of chaos—half
ablock from Paddington Station on anoisy street. Add in the vacation and the August heat and the
new research assistant he had had to make room for, and al those tributary detailslike hisfather and
therifle team. And water polo. At school held been on ateam that played awater polo match against
. Mary's Hospital. Three years later, when he was getting ready to go to medical school, he picked
St. Mary's because he remembered the name.

Add in that, and the soot and the open window of the lab above, and you had areal mess. Or
didyou?

David Wilson had caled the discovery of penicillin "Quite one of the luckiest accidentsthat ever
occurred in nature. But wasit? Or wasit a scientific discovery waiting to happen, asystem so
chaotic that dl it would taketo push it over the edge into saf-organized criticality was a spore, drifting
in through an open window like Pippas song?

Poincaré had believed crestive thought was a process of inducing inner chaosto achieve ahigher
leve of equilibrium. But did it haveto beinner?

| saved everything to disk, stuck it in my pocket, and went down to Bio.

"1 need to know something,” | asked Ben. "Y our bellwether chaostheory. Did you figureit out
little by littleor did it hit you &l & once?!

Hefrowned. "Both. I'd been thinking about Verhoest and his X factor, and that maybe he was
right, and | started trying to think what form another factor might take.”

"And that's when the gpple hit you on the head?'



He shook hishead. "Aliciacamein to tel me her research showed the next Niebnitz Grant
recipient would be aradio astronomer and that Management had called another meeting, and then we
had the sengitivity hug and for a couple of days after that al | could think about was you and how you
were engaged to that cowboy."

"QOdtrich rancher,” | corrected. "For a couple of weeks, at least. So the ideas were in there
percolating, but do you remember what it wasthat put it al together?”

"Youdid," hesad. "The sheegp were milling around in the hal outside of Management, and you
said, 'Hip did this. | know it," and Shirl said she wasn't there, and you said, 'l don't care. Somehow
she's behind this" And | thought, No, sheisn't. The bellwether is. And | remembered Flip leaning on
the paddock gate, flipping the lock up and down, and | thought, The bellwether must have learned
how to open it from her, and led the rest of the sheep into this chaos.

"And it hit me, just like that. Bellwethers cause chaos. They're the unseen factor.”

"l knew it," | said. "I haveto go find something. Just what | thought. Y ou're wonderful. Be right
back." | kissed him for ingpiration, and went to find Hip.

| had forgotten sheld quit. "Three days ago,” Elainein Personnd said. She was wearing apair of
Cerenkhov blue Rollerblades. "In-in-line skating," she said, railsing her leg to demondrate. "It givesa
much better full-body workout than wall-walking, and it helps you get around the office faster. Did
you hear about Sarah and her boyfriend?!

"They broke up?' | said.

"No. They got married!"

| pondered the implications of that. "Did Hip leave aforwarding address?’ | asked. "Or say
where shewas going?"

She shook her head. "She said to give her check to Desiderata down in Supply and she'd send it
onto her."

"Can | seeher file?'
"Personnel records are confidentia,” she said, suddenly businesdike.
"Cdl Management and ask them,” | said. "Tdl themit'sme."

Shedid. "Management said to give you anything you want," she said bemusedly, hanging up.
"Do you want the wholefile?'

"Just her previous work record.”
She skated over to the file cabinet, got it, and Skated over to me, executing a neat toe stop.

It waswhat 1'd expected. Flip had worked at a coffeehouse in Sedttle, and before that at a
Burger KinginL.A. "Thanks," | said, handing it back to her, and then thought of something else. "L et



me see her fileaminute.” | opened it and glanced at thetop line, whereit said "full name, lagt, first,
middleinitia.”

"Orliotti," it said. "PhilippaJ.”

tattoos [1691]

Sdf-mutilation fad which first became popular in Europe in the 1600s when
explorers brought the practice back from the South Seas. The fad recurred as
an upper-class craze in the Edwardian era. Jennie Jerome, Winston Churchill's
mother, had a snake tattooed around her wrist. Tattooing became popular
again in World War |1, thistime among servicemen and especidly sallors,
againinthe sixties as part of the hippie movement, and yet again in the late
elghties. Tattooing has the disadvantage of being a passing fad with permanent
results.

| wrote down Flip's last name and made anote to find out her grandmother's maiden name and
check to seeif shewasliving anywhere near Marydae, Ohio, in 1921, and went down to Supply.

Desderata couldn't find Flip's forwarding address. " She said she was going to someplacein
Arizona," Desderata said, looking in among the erasers. "Albuquerque, | think.”

"Albuquerqueisin New Mexico,” | said.

"Oh," she sad, frowning. "Then maybe it was Fort Worth. Wherever he went.”
"Who?'

Sherolled her eyes. "The dentist guy.”

Of course. He had particularly specified geographic compatibility.

"Maybe shetold Shirl," Desiderata said, rummaging through the pencils.

"| thought Shirl got fired," | said, "for smoking in the paddock."

"Hunh-unh," Desiderata said. " She quit. She said she was only going to stay till they hired anew
workplace message facilitation director, and they did that this morning, so maybe she's dready gone.”

Shewasn't. Shewasin the copy room, fixing the copy machine before she left, but Flip hadn't
told Shirl where shewas going ether. " She mentioned something about this Darrell moving his
practice to Prescott,” Shirl said, leaning over the paper feed. "I heard you and Dr. O'Rellly won the
Niebnitz Grant. That'swonderful.”

"Itis" | sad, watching her yank ajammed sheet of paper out of the feed with her fingers. There



were no signs of nicotine stains on them. "It'stoo bad | don't know who givesthe grant. | had
something | wanted to tell them.”

Shirl pushed the feed into position and closed thelid. "I'm sure the committee wantsto remain
anonymous.”

"If itisacommittee” | said. "Committees are terrible at keeping secrets, and even Dr. Turnbull
wasn't ableto find out anything. | think it's one person.”

"One very rich person,” she said, her voice no longer raspy.

"Right. Somebody circumstantially predisposed to wedlth, who thinks for hersalf and wants other
people to, too. When did you quit smoking?*

"Hip converted me," she said. "Filthy habit. Hazardousto your hedlth.”
"Umm," | said. "Somebody extremely competent—"
"Speaking of which,” she said, "have you run into FHip's replacement yet? It'll make you glad you

don't work here anymore. | didn't think it was possible to hire somebody worse than Flip, but
Management's succeeded.”

"Somebody extremely competent,” | repeated, looking steedlily at her, "who travels around the
country like Diogenes, looking for scientistiswith circumstantia predispositionsto scientific discovery.
Somebody no one would suspect.”

"Interesting theory,” Shirl said dismissively, centering the paper on the glass plate. "What wasit
you wanted to tell this person? If he or sheisincognito, he or she probably doesn't want to be
thanked." She hit a button and started to lower the lid.

"Oh, I wasn't going to thank her,” | said. "1 was going to tell her she's going about things dl
wrong."

The copy light flashed blindingly. Shirl blinked. ™Y ou're saying the Niebnitz people picked the
wrong winners?'

"It's not the people you choose. It'sthe grant itself. A million dollars meansthe scientist can quit
hisjob, get alab dl hisown, pursue hiswork in complete peace and quiet.”

"And that's a bad thing?'

"Maybe. Look at Eingtein. He discovered relativity while he was working in adinky patent
office, full of papersand contraptions. When hetried to work at home, it was even worse. Wet
laundry hanging everywhere, ababy squalling on one knee, hisfirst wifeyeling a him."

"And those seem like ided working conditionsto you?'

"Maybe. What if instead of being hindrances, the noise and the damp laundry and the cramped
gpartment al combined to create a Situation in which new ideas could coalesce?’ | held up two



fingers. "Only two of the winners of the Niebnitz Grant have gone on to make significant discoveries.

Why?'

" Scientific discoveries can't be produced on demand. They take long years of painstaking
work—"

"And luck. And serendipity. A breeze blowing Galvani'sfrog legs againg arailing and closing a
circuit, ahand getting in theway of cathode rays, an gpplefaling. Fleming. Penzias and Wilson.
Kekulé. Scientific breakthroughs involve combining ideas no one thought to connect before, seeing
connections nobody saw before. Chaotic systems create feedback loops that tend to randomize the
elements of the system, displace them, shake them around so they're next to e ementsthey've never
come in contact with before. Chaotic systems tend to increase in chaos, but not always. Sometimes
they restabilizeinto anew leve of order.”

"Archimedes," Shirl sad.

"And Poincaré. And Roentgen. All of their ideas came out of chaotic situations, not peace and
quiet. And if achaotic stuation could be induced ingtead of us having to just wait for it to happen...
It'sjust anidea, but it accounts for why dozens of scientists could experiment with electrically
discharged gases and never discover X rays. It accounts for why so many discoveries are made by
scientigts outside their field. Which iswhy you specified ‘circumstantialy predisposed,’ why you
choose people working outside their field, because you knew how it worked, even if you didn't know
why. Of courseit'still just anidea. But it fits with Bennett's theory of the bellwether effect. I'll need a
lot more data, and—"

Shirl was amiling anot-at-all-pinched smile a me. "And you il think I'm going about it all
wrong?' she said. Sheleaned over to pull the copy out of the machine. "Interesting theory,” she said,
picking up astack of papers. "If | ever runinto whoever it isthat givesthe Niebnitz Grant, I'll be sure
to passit on." She started out the door.

"Goodbye," | said, and kissed her on her leathery cheek.
"What wasthat for?' she grumbled, rubbing at her cheek with her hand.

"Fixing the copy machine" | said. "Oh, by theway," | called after her. "Whao'sthe Niebnitz Grant
named after?'

"Alfred Taylor Niebnitz," she said without turning her head. "My high school physicsteacher.”

ouija board [1917-18]

Psychic game fad that purportsto tell the future. Players push a planchette
around aboard with letters and numbers, spelling out answersto questions.
Originated either in Maryland in the 1880swith C. W. Kennard or William
and Isaac Fuld or in Europe in the 1850s, but did not become afad until
Americaentered World War |. Recurs every timethere'sawar. Popular
during World War 11 and the Korean conflict. Hit its highest number of sdesin



1966-67, during the Vietnam War.

A theory isonly asgood asits ability to predict behavior. Mendeleev predicted that the blanksin
his periodic table would befilled with elements of certain atomic weights and properties. The
subsequent discoveries of galium, scandium, and germanium bore out his predictions. Eingein's
specia theory of relativity correctly predicted the deflection of light by the sun, tested out by the 1919
eclipse. Wegener'stheory of continenta drift was corroborated by fossils and satellite photographs.
And Heming's penicillin saved Wington Churchill'slife during World Wer I1.

The bellwether theory of chaotic systemsisjust that, and Ben and | are still in the early stages of
our research. But I'm willing to hazard afew predictions:

HiTek will switch acronyms at least twice in the next year, establish adress code, and make the
gaff hold hands and nurture their inner children.

Dr. Turnbull will spend al of next year attempting to handicap the Niebnitz Grant, to no avail.
Science doesn't work like that.

| predict anumber of new fads out of Prescott, Arizona, or Albuquerque or Fort Worth.
Boulder, Sesttle, and L.A. will fade out as trendsetters. Forehead brands will be big, and dental floss,
and bobbed hair, particularly the marcel wave, will make acomeback.

Asto the spiritud, angels are out and fairieswill bein, particularly fairy godmothers, which, after
al, do exist. Merchandisers will make akilling on them and then lose thair shirtstrying to anticipate the
next craze.

| predict asharp declinein shegp-raising, an increasein weddings, and no change at al inthe
personals. The hot dessert thisfal will be pinegpple upside-down cake.

And in some company or research indtitute or college, an overqudified mail clerk who is
overweight or wearsfur or carriesaBible will be hired, and the scientists therein would do well to
remember their childhood fairy tales.

Therewill be asharp upswing in sgnificant scientific breakthroughs, and chaos, asusud, will
reign. | predict great things.

Thismorning, | met FHip's replacement. 1'd gone up to Stats to collect my hair-bobbing data, and
she was coming out of the copy room, trailing someone's memos behind her.

She had lavender hair, arranged in afountain effect, with severd strands of barbed wire
wrapped around it. She was wearing a bowling shirt, peda pushers, black patent tap shoes, and
orange lipstick.

"Areyou the new mall clerk?'

She pursed her orange lipsin disdain. "1t's wor kplace message facilitation director,” shesaid,
emphasizing every syllable. "And what busnessisit of yours, anyway?'



"Welcometo HiTek," | said, and would have shaken her hand except that she was wearing a
barbed-wirering.

Greet things.
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