My mother lways made alot of noise about keeping busy, and how much she hated tripping over kids
who were doing nothing but reading books or watching the eectric vase. That’swhy my brother and |
belonged to the biggest, most important swvim team in our little end of the world. It wasto keep usfit and
keep us from being underfoot. Chester was one of the stars on the team. | wasn’t. Nobody ever
explained how | got accepted into those lofty ranks. But if | know my mom, shetold the coach, "Fair is
far. And if you want one of my boys, you' ve got to take both of them." Mom loved to talk about things
likefair play and decency, but mosdtly, it was just awfully convenient having the two of usinvolved inthe
same sport. It meant less driving, and fewer eventsto attend. Which isakind of fairness, |

suppose-making life easy on your folks.

| wasn't an awful swimmer. In aflat-out race, Chester and | were pretty much equal. Pretty much. But
my brother happened to be four years younger than me—four years and seven months, to be exact—which
made him one of the top seven-year-olds in the province. And made me his big-assed sidekick. Our
coach was pretty plain aout his own affections. He' d stak the sides of the bath, hollering instructions
down at poor Chester. Elbows, legs, breathing, and then back to the elbows again. Swimmingisa
ferocioudy technica business. It demands amuscular grace that I’ ve never been able to maintain.
Occasionaly the coach would check on me, making sure | wasn't dead in the degp end. But in generd,
my value with the team was more of aspiritua order: | made the other twelve-year-olds feel good about
their abilities. Lapping me was agreat game. Boys and girls could play that game dl night. Y ou can see
why | didn't exactly adore the sport. But it wasn't that awful, ether. | got to stare at girls wearing tight
wet slks. That'sadways abenefit. And since nobody expected anything from me, | wasfreeto cling to
the sdefor minutes at astretch, watching the girls and listening to the coach roaring a my brother. " Pull
through the water! Through, Chester! Down the middle of your body. And bring your hand out thisway.
Thisway! Withyour elbow up .. . . oh, Christ ... what inhdl isthat. . . 7'

| don’t remember that night’ sworkout. And | don’t have any specia recollections of getting dressed in
the locker room afterward. We aways took showers, but | never got rid of the chlorine smell. The stuff
clung tomy hair, and if my goggles|leaked—-and they usudly did—my eyeswould burn for hours. Then

we' d put our school uniforms back on again, and | dways had to make sure that Chester remembered
hissilk trunks and goggles. | assume dl those usud things happened that night. But what | do remember,
without question, was that our father was supposed to pick us up. That gave the evening adramatic kick.
In our lives, Dad was something of awild card. Y ou could never guess where he was or what was so
important, but hisbusy life had itsway of dividing hisalegiances, soreading him thin. | can’t count the
nights when it was Chester and me sitting on the steps of the Y oung Legionnaires' Club, waiting for that
old green Testudo to pull up.

That night was different, however. The old man surprised us. Not only was he waiting at the locker door,
he' d actualy seen the last few minutes of the workout. ™Y ou looked strong out there,”" he told Chester,
rubbing at his stubbly hair. Then to me, with a pushed-aong concern, he asked, "Are you hurt? | saw you
doing alot of ganding in the shalow end.”

| could havelied. | could havetold him, Y eah, | had acramp.” | should have made up agreat sory, my
twigting, pain-wracked body sinking to the bottom and haf adozen girlsin wet silks fighting for the honor
of pulling me up again. But instead, | just shrugged and told him, "No, | was't hurt.”

"Then what were you doing?'
"Standing,” | said. And | |€ft it there.

Our father wasn’t abig man, or smal. Therewas atimein life when he seemed wondroudy powerful-a
titan capable of cagting shadows and flinging snowbd|s clear over our house. But at the wise age of
twelve, | wasredizing that shadows were easy and our housewas't al that big. And everything about



my father was beginning to diminish. He had afondnessfor overcoats that weretoo largefor him. He
wasasmiling man. A salesman by trade and by temperament, he had asmiling voice and an easy charm
and the sort of rough, unspectacular looks that helped people believe whatever hewastrying to sell them.
We might have beenrich, if Dad had just stuck to sdlling. But he had this dangerous streak of
imagination. Every few years, he' d start up some new business. Each venture began with hope and
consderable energy, and each lasted for ayear or maybe el ghteen months. At some point, we' d stop
hearing about his new career. Dad would stay away from home, at least past dinnertime. Toward the
end, he couldn’t makeit back until midnight, and | would liein bed, wrestling with my brain, trying
desperately to make mysalf deep before Mom had the chance to corner him and the shouting began.

That night was awinter night. Windy and bitter. With Dad leading the charge, we stepped out into the
cold dark air, our breath smoky and my wet hair sarting to freeze. The old Testudo, big and square, was
parked under alight. Hadrian was Sitting in the back, in his straw, watching for us. | liked that cat, but he
worried me. Heliked to nip fingers. My fingers, mostly. All those generations of careful breeding and the
fancy Adan splicing, but redly, cheetahs are ill aswild asthey aretame. And while | thought it was neat
to have a cheetah, Mom held arather different opinion. "Do you know why your father bought him?' she
asked me once. "Because he' sgoing bald.”

"Thecatis?' | asked.
"No, your father is" she rumbled. Which, frankly, made no more sense to me than the cat going bald.

| climbed into the back seet, just so | could stick one of my least favorite fingers through the wire mesh,
that dog-like face greeting me with arough lick and aquick pinch of incisors. Chester was Sitting up front
with Dad. Dad cranked the motor, and it came on and then died again. Hetried again, and therewas a
roar and cough and slence again. That was my father’ s life with machines. He decided the motor had
flooded, and so he turned on the celling light and waited. He smiled back at me, or at hiscat. | could
never fed sure which of uswas getting the smile. Then with an odd, important voice, hesad, "l want to
show you something.”

| said, "Okay."

He reached inside his big overcoat, pulling out afolded-up newspaper. It was dready turned to page
two. Onetiny articlewas circled. "Read it," he advised, handing the paper back to me. And even before
| could start, he asked, "What do you think?"

| saw my father’ sname.

"Leonard Dunlop, 38, hasfiled as a candidate for Senatein Didtrict 8, | read. Then | held the article up
to the wesk light, eyes blinking from the chlorine, little tears giving every word amushy, dreamy look. "If
hewins" | read, "Mr. Dunlop intendsto use hissalary to help pay for his children’ s university education.”

Again, Dad asked, "What do you think?'

"You'rerunning for what?" | asked, using an unfortunate tone. A doubting tone.
"The Senate," he said, pointing proudly at thetiny article.

"Thebig one?' Chester asked. "In New Rome?"

| snorted. Twelve years old and not particularly wisein the ways of politics, but | still had enough sense
to dismissthat possibility. "He meansthe little senate. For our province, that'sdl.”

Which wasn't the best way to phrase things.



Dad gave me alook. Then he turned forward and started the car, listening to the ugly engine cough and
die. Then heturned to Chedter, telling him, "But thisisjust the beginning.”

With his sdlesman’ s voice, he sounded convinced, saying, "Thisisan important didrict. If wewin, it'sa
launching pad to New Rome. And from there, who knows? Who knows?"

My father’ s sense of politics was aways shaky. For instance, he might have been smart to warn Mom
about hisimpending candidacy. Instead, he never quite mentioned his plansto her, and she had to learn
about it when friends and relatives began calling. Or maybe on second thought, Dad had agood, clear
sense of palitics. Becauseif he had said something, | think Mom would have told him half athousand
reasons why it was the wrong thing to do, and stupid; and against his better judgment, he might have
listened to her wise counsd!.

Asit was, Mom pretty much amazed me. She waswaiting for us at the dinner table, and she wasfurious.
But she didn’t do anything worse than give Dad agood hard glare. Then she sat her boys down and said,
" think your father would make a good senator. If he happensto win."

There, That' swhy she wasn't screaming. Mom had a good rational sense about the world, and she knew
the old man didn’t have a chance.

| don’t remember much else about that night. We watched the dectric vase, waiting for the late news.
We waited to hear Dad' s name. But with dl the national stuff to talk about, and the international stuff,
and areport from the Mars mission, plus the weather and sports, there wasn’t alot of room left for local
news. | went to bed wondering if heredly was running. Or was his candidacy just abunch of misprintsin
anewspaper famousfor its mistakes?

But Dad was running, and it didn’t stay secret. Friends and classmates heard about it from their parents.
My best friend knew even before | did. Nathan was this part-Jewish kid, sharp and smart in al sorts of
ways. Hewas older than me by afew months, but it felt like years. He dways knew stuff that | never
even thought about knowing. We rode the same bus to school, and since his house was a couple of stops
before mine, he was usudly waiting for me. That next morning, wearing abig grin, he said, "'l heard about
your dad.”

"What'd you hear?" | blurted, suddenly alarmed. | ways had awhat’ s-he-done-now feeling about my
father.

"He srunning for the provincia senate," Nathan told me.
"Oh, yeah."
"He entered just before the deadline,” he told me.

| had no ideathere were deadlines. But then again, life seemed alot like school, and school was nothing
but astring of deadlines.

"Y ou know who he’ srunning against?' Nathan asked.
| said, "Maybe."

"Youdon't.

"Maybe not," | agreed.

He named four names. Today, only one of those names matters. But | doubt if | learned any of them that



morning. Nathan could have been spesking Mandarin, for al | cared.

"They’rerunning againg your father," he explained. "In the primary, this spring. Then the two candidates
who earn the most votes-"

"I know how it works," | complained.

"Run againg each other," hefinished. "Next autumn.”

That was nearly ayear off. Nothing that remote could matter, and so | told Nathan, "He' s going to win."
"Whois?Y our father?'

| sad, "Sure," with afatering conviction.

Nathan didn’t make fun of me. | expected teasing, and | probably deserved it. But he just looked down
the length of the bus, nodding to himsdf. "That wouldn’t be the worst thing," he muttered. "Not by along

ways.

| liked Nathan for reasons other than Nathan. He lived up on the hill, in a genuinely enormous house, and
because hisfamily was wedthy, he dways had fancier toys and every good game. His mother was
beautiful and Jewish, which made her doubly exatic to me. Hisfather was agovernment man in one of
those big bureaus that helped protect our nation’ sindustries, which made him important. But Nathan's
grandfather was my favorite. The old man had emigrated from Britain, escaping someill-defined trouble,
and now he lived with his son’sfamily, tucked away in their guest quarters. Hewas afat man, acigar
smoker and adetermined drinker, who'd sit and talk to me. We had actua conversations about real,
adult topics. The man had this massive intelligence and endless opinions, and with abooming voice, he
could spesk forever about thingsthat | never knew were important. And where Nathan would ridicule
my ideas, his grandfather seemed to accept much of what | said, correcting me where | was horribly
wrong, and congratulating me on my occasiona and rather tiny insghts.

"What you should do," Nathan oncetold me. "Ask to see hiswar game.”

I’ d been coming to the house for ayear or two, but the game had never been mentioned.

"It'skind of asecret. But | think he'll show it to you. If you ask nice, and if you pick theright time."
"What' stheright time?" | asked.

"After he sdrunk too much," my friend confided, winking with aconspiratorid glee.

Looking back, | can see exactly what Nathan wanted. He wanted the excuse to see the secret game for
himself. But regardless of reasons, | was curious. A few weeks later, when his grandfather seemed
properly stewed, | mentioned the mysterious game. The old man stared at me for aminute, smiling in that
thin way people use when they’ re trying not to look too pleased. Then with alow, rumbling voice, he
asked, "And what, dear boy, have you heard about this game?"

"It s about the world, and war," | answered. Then | lied, saying, "That’sal | know."

We were sitting in the enormous dining room. The old man planted a haf-finished cigar into his buttery
face, and with acam deep voice, he said to Nathan, "Take your good friend upstairs. When | am ready,
| will sound the horns of war."

We obeyed, sitting anxioudy on Nathan’ s bedroom floor. His teenaged sister was upgtairs, too. Wearing



nothing but awhite dip, she was jumping from her room to the bathroom and back again. | don't need to
mention, there was another benefit in Nathan' sfriendship. | waswatching for hissster, and hetold me,
"This |l befun." Then hisgrandfather hollered, and we had to go downstairs again.

The game board had been brought out of its hiding place. With aglance, | knew why it was such a
secret. All the words were Mandarin. The board looked new and modern, filled with acold, dick light.
With the drapes closed, the dining room was lit up by the game. Someone had spliced extra chipsinto
the mechanicd brain.

With atouch of the keypad, the old man changed the Mandarin into New Latin, and ahuge map of the
world emerged on abackground of neat black hexagons.

"Technicdly," hesad, "thisisanillega possesson.”
| knew that aready.

"It came from China, and it was smuggled through the Aztec Republic. A friend of afriend did this, for a
fea"

| nodded, feding nothing but impressed.

"Inthe Old Empire," he explained, "atoy such asthiswould be labeed ideologicaly dangerous. Inthe
New Lands, thankfully, we are alittle less obsessed about maintaining the fabled status quo. But till, our
government would be within its rightsto take thisfrom me, if only to harvest the mechanical mind. Thisis
not anew game, but its circuits are still superior to anything we can build today."

Hedidn't haveto tell me.

"Sit," he suggested.

| plopped into ahard chair.

"Who do you wish to be?' he asked.

Boundaries had appeared on the map. Thiswasn’t our world, | redlized. It was the past. Instead of the
New Lands, there was an empty continent floating in aslvery mist. The enormity of Asalay before me.
At thefar end was the Roman Empire, itsterritories marked with asickly gray, while the Chinese Empire
was under my hands, its green lands dotted with cities and roads and tiny military units existing asimages
floating ingde that wondrous game board.

"Y ou may become any civilization," the old man explained. "Y our responsibility isto control the nation, or
nations, that compriseyour civilization."

"Be Rome," Nathan blurted. "Or India. Or Persia. Or Mongolia."
| said, "China."

A fresh cigar waslit, and afresh whiskey was poured. And the old man grinned a me, his smooth and
pale and very fat flesh shining in the game slight. There was adeep, scorching wisdom in hiseyes. And
with avoice holding ironiesthat | couldn’t hear, he asked, "How did | know?"

Hesad, "Naturdly. Y ou wish to pick the winner."

Once the senate campaign began, we started attending church regularly.



| was pretty much of one mind about those Sunday mornings. | hated every part of them. I d outgrown
my one good suit months ago, and | could never tie the fake-slk tie properly, and the tiff leather shoes
made my toes cross and ache. | hated how my complaints about my wardrobe were met with stony
slence. | despised the boredom of sitting in church while strangers sang and prayed and sat silent,
listening while the elderly priests gave us God' slofty opinions about the state of the world. Sometimes, in
secret, | didn’'t mind hearing the choir Snging. | also appreciated the teenage girls swishing dong in their
best dresses. And when | wanted, | could open the Bible and hunt for bloody passages. Not even Mom
could complain about that, Stting stiff and tired beside me, smiling for the world to see.

We belonged to the Celtic Reformed Church. | didn’t appreciate it then, but our little branch of God's
Word had some very wedthy believers. Our church was anew and expensive building, larger than
necessary and just alittle short of beautiful. Donations helped pay the tariffs and bribes required to import
exotic lumber and foreign stone. Even the lights were allittle spectacular—fl oating Japanese-made orbs
that moved according to invisible commands, their shapes changing to light up the entire room, or to
focus on avery specific, very important spot.

During the sermons, every light shone on the pul pit. One specia morning, our bishop cameto deliver the
sermon, and he spoke forever about poverty and its beauty in God' s eye. He explained how
Christendom was specid in every important way. God had blessed our faith and the Empire. How ese
could we have survived to this day, againgt titanic odds? True, we might not possess the wedlth of some
nations. And we didn’t have spaceships or citiesriding on the waves. And perhaps our science seemed
backward to some observers. But what did science matter? Where was the value in flying to Mars?
Nonbdievers could never enter heaven, and wasn't Heaven the only worthwhile destination in this brief,
brief life of ours?

Our bishop was avery old man, and at the end of the service, when he walked past me, | heard his
Indian-built heart beating like ahammer somewhere down in hisbdly. | thought that was odd. L ater,
whileriding home, | described my thoughts. "If Heaven's so important,” | asked, "why did the bishop buy
that fancy heart? Why didn’t hejust let himself die?"

Wewere usng Mom'slittle car. | was Sitting in back, with Chester, and the adults were up front, not
making so much as a squesk.

They didn’t understand me, | assumed. With a stubborn tone, | continued explaining my concerns. "And
if scienceig’t that important, why do we need fancy lights? Or cars? Or dectric vases?'

My father didn’t answer. But he hdfway shrugged his shoulders, asif admitting the silliness of it.

Mom took adifferent course. She turned and stared at me, and after an icy week or two, she reminded
me, "When you'rein public, like today, people are watching. | want you to remember that. People are
judging you and dl of us. Do you know what I'm saying, Samue ?*

"Yes maam.”

"Theworld is more complicated than you can imagine,” shewarned. "And it' susually best to keep your
opinionsto yoursdf."

But if I couldn’t imagine the world, who could?

That cold question gnawed a me. Watching the backs of my parents' heads, it occurred to me that
neither of them had any specid imagination, and worse than that, they were happy with their supidity.

**k*



| picked China, and lost.

The game was st at novicelevd. Itsrules and the mechanica mind were made smple, and | had more
people and money and better armies and the finest navy intheworld. And | lost. Indiainvaded, and
Japan invaded, and Nathan laughed at me, watching my collapse accel erate with the centuries. His
grandfather was more patient, reminding both of us, "Thisisasmulation, and adecidedly crude one, a
that. Even if you began again, and even if you made the sameinitial moves, eventswould play out in some
very different fashion." Then he said theword, "Chaos," with a genuine fondness. "'Chaos can bresk the
strongest nation, and it can build empires from the weskest tribe.”

| had no ideawhat he wastedling me.

Nathan pretended to understand. "L et me play," he begged. He had been waiting most of an hour to
make that request. "At level three? Okay, Grandpa? And I'll be the Roman Empire.”

At level three, there were more rules and more circumstances to watch, and the other powers were
smarter by along ways. At first, it looked asif my friend wasfailing badly. He let the Greaet Wall of
Congtantinefdl to ruins. He dlowed invaders from the steppes to descend while civil wars spread
through the Empire, adozen little nations blossoming in the mayhem. Then for no sensible reason, he
turned those new countries againgt each other. | thought he was crazy. | confidently laughed at him. But
even while hislittle nations fought pointless, nearly endless wars, Nathan appeared serene. Even when the
plagues erupted, he wore abig smug know-it-all smile.

Meanwhile, Chinawas invaded. The Mongols came and took everything, and then after along while,
they were absorbed. When new Chinese leaders appeared, they decided they didn’t need the rest of the
world. The great ocean-going junks were alowed to sink, and the ancient trade routes vanished under
desert sands. Asthe centuries passed, little changed in that piece of the world. It was asif some great
spell had been cast over its people and the emerald lands.

The Roman Empire remained splintered and angry. But each new nation built its own navy, and with
armies conditioned by war and disease, each spread across the world, conquering every wild continent
before pushing into India, and then, invading the suddenly backward China.

Elbows on the table, | watched avery strange world emerge.

"Thisisagmulation,” the old man said onelast time. Then he set down an empty glass, telling me, "But if
onewereto set the game to the mogt difficult level, and if each Sde competed equaly well . . . well, the
game never ends the same way twice. But there are patterns. Lessons, you might cal them. Onetime out
of five, the Chrigtian states come to dominate the world."

| looked at the date.
1933, by the Christian count.

Thiswas our year, and nothing was familiar. There were no spaceships, much less cities on the moon.
Chinawas mangled and poor, and India belonged to an independent Britain, and again, with asick
Surety, war was breaking out in the remnants of the Empire. The Germans were marching into Gaul, and
the Savs were massing their millions, and in the New Lands, anew Roman republic was building amies
and fleets, and crude propeller planes were waiting to carry the first uranium bombs.

Asafamily, for the sake of the campaign, we went to bake sales. We witnessed the start of running races
and tulip festivals and cock fights. We attended the grand opening of afancy food market, and | ate
enough cookiesto throw up. Dressed in our finest, we stood bunched together in big rooms and small



rooms, smiling with atrained enthusiasm. | remember astrange man patting my brother on the shoulders,
saying, "Here sthe swvimmer, hey? What alittle seamboat! "

Jerk, | thought. Smiling ill.

Then he gave me a distracted handshake, asking my little brother, "' So what do you think? Another month
till the primary, and it' sdown to athree-horserace.”

Having just turned eight, my brother could ask, "Whét are you talking about?"
The stranger laughed, winking at our father. "Leonard? Didn't you tell your boys?"

When my father lied, he would smile. He was amiling like alighthouse just then, saying, "I guess| hadn’t
gotten around to it."

"Two of your pop’s opponents are done. Finished.” The stranger didn’t realize that we hadn’t heard the
gossip. "And asit happens, it’ s the two front-runnersthat are gone. One quit for health reasons. He says.
Andtheother...wdl, let’'sjust say there' s some dirt. Something about young girls. And if he doesn’t
pull out of the race, he' sgoing to look like an absoluteidiot.” Again, he patted my brother on the
shoulders. "So yeah, boys. A three-horse race now. Anybody’ s race!™

Dad made the nightly news, if only in little doses. His name was mentioned in passing, or a baby-faced
reporter would speak to him for five or six seconds. From the EV, | learned that my father was
concerned about vaues in the youth. Which meant me, | redlized. | learned that he wanted to protect our
markets and our good Roman traditions, and he never quite mentioned that his Roman-built Testudo was
apiece of crap. But more than anything, the reporters wanted to know about our pet cheetah. They
wanted pictures of Hadrian. Everybody got ared kick out of seeing my dad scratching at the cat’ slittle
ears, ready to pull back hishand at thefirst sgn of trouble.

At school, | enjoyed aminor celebrity. Girlswould ask meif | was Samuel Dunlop, and when they
giggled infront of me, | didn’'t fed hurt. | felt specia enough to hold my ground, and maybe once or
twice, | kept the girlsgiggling. Of course the guysweren't nearly asimpressed. But there were moments
when | could see even the bullies making new calculations. What if my father won the race? Senators had
power, they had been told. How much power would | wield, just by being his son? | watched them as
they weighed these important political considerations, and then in the next instant, surrendering to a
fatalistic whim, they would shrug their shoulders and give me agood hard smack.

Beating up an important person was just too much of alure.

How much more celebrity could | tolerate? | asked mysdlf. Lying on the ground, hands pressed against
my aching belly.

Asafamily, we attended apicnic.

It must have been some company’ s big spring picnic, athough redly, | don’t have any clear memory of
why hundreds of people had gathered in the park. They were just there, and of course we showed up.
And of course we wore better clothes than anybody had ever worn to a chicken-eating event. Mom told
usto behave, asaways, but thistime there were new warnings. The local news was going to be there
with EV cameras, which made the audience potentialy enormous, and important, and if we were anything
but saints, the world was going to crumble to dust.

Therewas an army of kids at the picnic, and | didn’t know any of them. But they had abashball, and a
game broke out, and one of us asked permission to play. Probably Chester, since there was a better



chanceof a"Yes' when he asked those kinds of questions. | found mysdlf in the trenches, playing against
agenuindy huge girl. Fat, and strong like every fat girl, and maybe ahead taler than me. On thefirst
play, she mowed me down. On the next play, she used athick arm and flung me on my ass. But the
worst whipping came from our team generd. Staring at me with an easy contempt, he asked, "Areyou
going to let that bitch win?'

No. | decided to make a heroic stand, and with avirtuous rage, | reclaimed my place on the lineand
threw a shoulder into my opponent. My swimmer’ s muscles delivered agood hard blow. The girl
stopped in mid-stride. But the jarring awakened her own pride and rage, and again, with the game
flowing around us, she set her feet and drove a me. In memory, that next collision was crushing, and
epic, ineffectua and extremely painful; and again, we stepped back and gathered our strength before
charging. In al, we collided maybe adozen times. But it felt like a thousand impacts. The girl began to
sweat and gasp for breath. Therest of the world grew ill and quiet. | redized eventualy that the game
had paused, boys and afew girls standing in acircle, watching the spectacle. We would step back, and
charge. Back, and charge. And inthe end, | won. | held up to the girl’ sworst blows, and shefindly
turned and sumbled away, crying. My victory was a sweet thing for al of two minutes. Then my mother
found me. She found me and grabbed me by my half-did ocated shoulder, and with alow fury, she
explained what it means to be embarrassed, to watch the daughter of an important somebody weeping
uncontrollably, talking about the wicked awful monster boy who had just beaten her up.

My punishment began by sitting till and being quiet.

Three of the candidates were giving speeches. The man who liked young girlswas il officidly inthe
race, but he had the good sense not to show up. About that first candidate, | remember nothing. Nothing.
| was ditting on aplastic folding chair. | was glowering at my scuffed shoes and my fists, my shoulder
aching while my frall pridetried to hed itsdlf. A hard stretch of gpplause made melift my eyes. Thefirgt
Spesker wasleaving now, and my father was dowly climbing up onto the little stage, smiling at uswith a
remarkable shyness.

| had never seen my father so nervous. In hisnatura environment—inside alittle office or asmoky
tavern-hewasamarvel. He could talk to anyone, and for hours, charming them with an artful ease. But
here were hundreds of people, and cameras, and reporters wearing skeptical expressions. He was
nervous, making little jokesthat didn’t cause anybody to laugh. Then he began to talk about what he
wanted to do as a senator. He wanted to work hard. He wanted to be their friend in the provincia capita
of New Carthage. He wanted the roads patched. (My father’ svoice gained agenuine life a that point.
He had aviscerd hatred for the potholes that kept knocking our wheels out of dignment.) And again, for
emphasis, he reminded everybody that he wanted to work hard for them, and to be their very good
friend.

If there was any big applause, | don’t remember it.

| remember Mom pissing me off. | was ready to clap, but she had to give me awarning nudge anyway.
Asif I"d forget to clap for my father. But neither of us applauded for long, and we remained seated, and
during that next little Sllence, the last candidate came forward.

Hewasn't abig man. He had black hair and blue eyesthat | could see from five rows back. For some
reason, he wore a uniform. Or maybe his clothes were cut so they would resemble auniform. With a
practiced ease, hetook his placein front of the microphone, alook of absolute focus coming into his
milky white face. | remember that moment. | remember taring a him, waiting for whatever word
dropped out of hismouth first. Hislittle moustache twitched, and his|lips parted, and with an accented
voice, he said, "We are a great people, and anoble people. But we are surrounded by enemies. Y ellow
enemies. Brown enemies. Red ones, and black. Even within our own ranks, we have traitorswho are



working againgt us, trying to undermine the great thingsthat are our duty, and our destiny.
"The white Christian people of the world deserve thisworld!

"For too long, we have let ourselves remain week, and poor. But if we can find the will, joining our hands
inthe common good. . . . if wefinaly assume the mantle of greatness. . . then the world will be ours, and
thedsars. .. !"

In essence, that was his speech.

| can’t remember the exact words, but I'm sure he didn’t waste any breath talking about potholes. And
he never explained how aloca senator—ajunior officer in aNew Lands province—could bring the
smallest change to the enormous world. But when the candidate finished, screaming at the microphone
one lagt time, the gpplause was ingtantaneous, and furious, and | felt mysdf being carried dong. A reborn
Rome! And dl of our enemies defeated! What could be more wonderful ? | was thinking. Then ahand
clamped down on my hands, keeping them from applauding anymore.

It was my mother’ s hand.
"l wasbeing polite” | lied.

"Don’t be," was her advice. "Thisonetime, Samud . . . you redly don’t want to be palite. . . ."

* k%

Putting words inside quotation marksisalie, by theway. When | tdll thisstory, | have no real memory
about what words people used. That'sthe way it iswith most people, I'm sure. What | remember are
fedings-my twelve, nearly thirteen-year-old fedings-and doppy little pieces of certain momentsthat felt
important at thetime. Insde this entire story, | don’t think there are more than two or three moments
when I’'m perfectly sure what words were spoken.

The day after the picnic was aschool day.

Likedways, | sat with Nathan on the bus. | mentioned the picnic and bashball and my father speaking,
and Nathan asked how the speech went, and | lied. "Fine," | claimed. And then | talked for afull mile
about the little candidate with the blue eyes. "Wouldn't it be wonderful ?* | asked. "Rome strong again.
The Chinese and Indians not telling us what to do. All of our enemies sent packing, the bastards. Then
we could build anything we wanted, and spaceships. Just think, Nathan! Y ou and me could fly off to
Jupiter, or someplace. . . !"

My best friend looked a me, saying nothing.

Thenwe pulled up in front of school, and | didn’t see him again until gym class. Hewas dressing, and |
was dressing at the other end of the aide, and a couple of guys came up beside him. They were
classmates of ours, but for the usua reasons, they were older by ayear. Older, and bigger. Carrying
themselves with a practiced menace, they did nothing but poke my friend in the ribs, and laugh. | stood at
asafe distance, watching. The biggest kid said "Jew," at least twice. And then Nathan handed money to
the other kid. And when they were gone, he turned away from me and finished dressing.

| don't remember him talking to me during gym class.
Or on the busride home, ether.

When | stood for my stop, Nathan stood.



"What are you doing?" | asked.
Hesad, "Nothing."

The driver opened the back door, and together, we jumped to the curb. Then the bus pulled away, the
dirty Roman engine leaving the air swirling with fumes and soot. And again, | asked my best friend,
"Wheat are you doing?'

"Wait," hetold me.
"For what?'
"Jug wait."

So we stood there. The busleft, and the cars following after the bus started to climb the long hill. Then
again, | began to ask what we were waiting for, and as soon as my mouth was open, he hit me.

| fell down.

And he kicked me. Not once, and not softly. A day’sworth of being furious went into those kicks, and
then he kneded over me, saying, "Asshole.”

I’ve dways remembered that one word.

"Do you know who the enemies are?’ Nathan asked me. "Thetraitors, | mean. The ones Mr. Blue-Eyes
was talking about. Do you know who?"

Hesad, "It' sthe Jews."

| didn’t believe him.

"It sme, Samud!"

And then | did something supremely stupid. With agasp, | reminded him, "But you' re only haf-Jewigh.”

Again, he kicked me. Then he shook his head, watching me writhein misery. | remember hisface-the
glowering, betrayed look that he was throwing at me-and | remember his eyes-how they were squinting
and tearing up, looking miserable and very much scared.

Sometimes | ran errands with my father, helping the campaign.

Modtly, | remember being bored. Sometimes there were mesetings with backers or people who might
want to become backers. Sometimes the work involved putting up Signsin yards and carrying packets of
flyers around strange neighborhoods. Half of our basement wasfilled with sgns and flyers and meta
buttons that read VVote Dunlop. | began to gppreciate that running for politica office was an expensve
chore. And we weren’t spending nearly as much as the blue-eyed candidate. Every night, without fail, we
saw him at least two or three times on the EV. Even when Dad turned the channel, he couldn’t escape
those commercids—dick, professiond, full of music and cheering crowds.

Our basic flyer was arectangle of tiff paper. Dad’ s photograph was five years old, taken when he till
had hishair. My name was on the flyer, and Chester’s, and our ages. Therewasalong list of Dad's
accomplishments, and that wasthefirst timethat | can remember hearing anything about hismilitia
sarvice. Every young man had to be in the militia, and so that didn’t surprise me. But the flyer told me that
my own dad had earned some kind of specia award for his service.



"What's a Red-tail 7' | asked.

We were riding down an anonymous street. Dad was |ooking straight ahead, and | was sitting beside
him. The back seat wasfilled with flyers and yard signs and boxes full of rattling buttons. Hadrian was
busy napping inthe old straw.

"It sahawk," Dad began. "A big one. W€ ve got them around here-"
"The Red-tall Ribbon,” | interrupted. "Y ouwoniit.”
"It snothing,” he said.

Which didn’t make sense. But before | could say as much, hetold me, "It samilitiathing. If you serve on
the frontier, and you see combat—"

"Youdid?' | blurted.
Hedidn't answer.

"You actudly fought?' | asked. Then | rapidly reviewed what little | could remember about old border
skirmishes. "Who' d you fight? The Mandan? The Lakota?' And then with an evil delight, | asked, "Was
it the Aztecs?'

The Aztecswere ared nation. The other tribes were just patches of color on the map, each sponsored
by adifferent Asan power.

"Wasit?' | pressed.

It must have been an enormous temptation for my father. His son was desperate to find some excuse to
worship him, and it would have been worship. | would have believed anything that painted my father as
being asoldier of consequence. But he resisted that easy deification. With ashrug of his shoulders, he
admitted, "People were trying to cross our border, and my unit lobbed shellsin front of them."

"Werethey enemy soldiers?" | hoped.
"No," he confessed. "No, they werejust . . . just some peopletrying to dip across. . . ."
"And you shot in front of them?"

"Modlly," he said. Then with asuddenly angry voice, he said, "And now we re not talking about this
anymore.”

Nathan’ s grandfather filled the front door. One of his soft round hands was resting on the doorknab,
while the other clung to athick glassfilled with some delicioudy colored liquor. With an odd smile, he
dared down a me. "We haven't seen you for alittle while, Samud." Then asturdy, engaging laugh
erupted, and he smiled at my father. "Mr. Dunlop. It ismy deepest pleasure, Sir. Please, please. Come
ingde"

Except for the old man, the house seemed empty. He led usinto the darkened dining room. "'Sit, my
friends. If you wigh."

Dad glanced at the game board.
"Cigar? Or adrink, perhaps?'



"No, thank you."
"Sit. Please, drs. Y ou are my guests here.”
We stled into two hard chairs. Then with aquiet voice, my father allowed, "Thisis quite amap.”

"Did your son mention thistoy? No? Well, good!" The old man chuckled, winking at me. "It is, |
suppose, abit of asecret. Rather illegd, and there' s no reason to broadcast its existence to the world."
Then he launched into a crisp, thorough explanation of the game. "Samuel played one scenario, and he
witnessed afew potential outcomes. Thisisavery different scenario. Thisisour world asit stands today
... reduced, or enlarged, into a set of contesting algorithms and modeled persondiities. . . ."

A thick finger touched a control.
The map evaporated, leaving awhite background covered with neat black hexagons.

" won't waste your time, Mr. Dunlop. Sufficeto say | could run this scenario thousands of times, and to
the satisfaction of every bloodless mathematician and chilled intellect, | could provethat certain policies,
and certain leaders, would be dangerousto us. To the Old Empire, to the New Lands, and naturdly, to
your good sons.”

Father nodded asif he understood, and smiled.

"Politics" said theold man.

Hesad, "l must tel you, Sr. It'savery brave thing to be apolitica animd in these times.”
Hearing a compliment, Father squared his shoulders.

"I once belonged to that noble profession,” he continued. " Perhaps you are unaware, but | delved into my
native idand’ s palitics, on more than one occasion. Which s, | should add, one of the compelling reasons
why | came to these safer shores. | spoke my mind. | argued for my causes. But | have atremendous
amount of skin, as|’m sure you' ve noticed, sir, and | rather want that skin to remain safe. At least for the
present moment."

| shivered.

My father cleared histhroat. "When we talked on the phone. . . you mentioned helping my candidacy-"
"Indeed. | very much would like that, yes"

"How?"

The old man amiled and puffed on his cigar, saying nothing.

"Money?" asked Dad.

"I could. I could be most generous. But to be frank, it’stoo late for money. No sum, no matter how
extravagant, can insure his defeat in the coming eection.”

Who was he talking about?

The old man lowered his cigar, blowing out along cloud of smelly smoke. "Make no mistake: Heisa
bastard. A serpent. A charmer, and ateetotaler, and the worst kind of dreamer. What he believesis
reprehensible, and sadly, his hatreds are quite ordinary. What motivates him is an intoxicating sense of



supreme destiny. Areyou aware, Mr. Dunlop? Y our opponent was involved in afailed attempt to spark
acivil war. His hope was to unite the Germanic provinces against Rome, and then conquer the Old
Empire, and from there, he would have launched a suicidd assault againgt the Far East.”

Findly, | realized who the he was.

"Unfortunately, his rebellion wasllittle more than ajoke. Y oung men pretending to be amighty force, and
they were crushed in aday. If our mutua enemy had done any real harm, he would have been executed;
but instead of desth, he received a smple prison sentence. Incarceration is always dangerous; the
monster had time to think. To organize, and plan. He wrote asmall book—a brutal little treatise on hatred
and rampant nationalism. | own three copies mysdlf. | wish | had amillion copies, and | could make
every voter read it from cover to cover. But | don't, and | can’t. What | can do is give you one copy.
The man’s own words should erase any doubts you hold about his madness.”

Dad stared at the plain of empty hexagons. Then his eyeslifted, and with aweary voice, he said, "All
right. | need help, but it's not going to be money. So how am | supposed to best this bastard?'

The old man grinned and sipped at hisdrink. "Samuel tells me that you are an exceptiona sdlesman.”
Dad glanced at me, alittle surprised.
Warily pleased.

"l want you to use your considerable skills, gr." Leaning acrossthe table, handslaid flat on the game
board, Nathan' s grandfather said, "With my help, | want you to help me, sir. Help me ped the uniform

off that very ugly serpent.”

The campaign officefilled what used to be a drinking tavern. Dad found that funny. Hetried to laugh as
he parked, and he kept hold of his smile even when he had stopped laughing. A man stepped out of the
office, blinking in the sunshine. Two other men followed after him. Dad opened his door and stepped o,
and thefirgt man said, "If you would, Sr. Lift your ams.”

The other men held e ectric wands. The wands hummed as they passed across my father’ s body, and
then the first man said, "Open your coat, Mr. Dunlop. Please.”

"Does everybody get thishonor?' Dad inquired.

"Your coat, Sir. Now."

He complied, glancing over a me.

"Would the boy liketo comeinside, too?"

Dad said, "No."

Thefirst man smiled and looked a me. "1 think he would. Wouldn’'t you, son?"
| looked at my father, then back at Hadrian.

"Y our pet will befine here" the man said. He wasfat and jolly-looking, and when | stepped down next
to him, | caught awhiff of what dmost seemed to be perfume. "Like your father, lift your arms.”

| listened to the humming.

"He sexpecting you," the man reported. "Don’'t keep him waiting.”



Wewalked into abardly lit room, long and nearly empty. The blue-eyed candidate sat in the back,
behind a massive desk that was far fancier than anything elsein the place. He didn’t stand. He barely
looked up, writing on afancy Chinesetablet. | thought that was very strange. The man hated the yellow
horde, yet he used their machinery. To atwelve year-old boy, nothing smells worse than the tiniest whiff
of hypocrisy, and it wasdl | could do not to turn up my nose.

Theblue eyes stared a us.

A sternvoice sad, "Mr. Pothole. Have asest.”" Then the eyeslooked past us, and with his
German-Latin, he said, "1 am quite busy. Quite busy. What isthis business you wished to discusswith
me?'

My father sat, and | sat on the only other chair.

"I’'m going to lose," Dad began. "That’ s pretty much guaranteed. | can’t beat you in the primary, or that
other guy.”

| stared at the blue eyes. Nothing €lse mattered.

"l just wanted you to know. After the primary, when | end up third, I’ll throw my support to you. Il
work for your dection. Anything that can help, I'll doit. That’swhat | wanted to tell you.”

Therewasabrief, cold silence.
Then the candidate asked, "Why me? Don't you approve of the other man’s politics?'
"God, no!" exclaimed Dad.

Then hishead dropped. In the corner of an eye, | could see my father wiping at hisbad scalp. | would
have loved to seen his expression. The anger, the misery. But | had to keep my eyes straight ahead,
blinking asinfrequently as possble.

"What do you bdlieve, Mr. Dunlop?’

For along moment, my father held histongue. And with a calculated rage and the absol ute perfect tone,
he said exactly three words.

"Fucking kike lover!"

| remember that moment perfectly. The moment, the practiced words, and that feeling of standing on
some greet hilltop, any little motion destined to send everything fdling in one of amillion separate
directions.

The blue eyes closed dowly, and opened again, and the pen was set aside. "Don’t worry about our
mutual opponent,” the candidate purred. "Heis an adulterer. He degps with his secretary. A man like that
isv't fit for public office, and | think in afew days, the world will find out what kind of man heis"

"Redly?' Dad gasped. "God, that would be great!"

"S0o you see, we are destined to survive the primary. Y ou and me. One of uswill be the senator. And
perhapsthe other one, if heiswilling, could play alittle role in the new senator’ s organization.”

With aseamless ease, Dad said, "Could | ?"

The candidate was amused, more than anything. He smiled and glanced at me, and taking courage from



my unblinking stare, he said, "Mr. Dunlop. | understand that you’ re some kind of war hero. Please, if you
have amoment, tell me dl about yoursdf."

The candidate was supposed to be very busy, yet he had time to chat with my father for the next
hour-plus. For awhile, hewould ask little questions, and Dad would tell asomewhat altered version of
hislife story. Y es, he was a decorated veteran. He had fought the red scourge on the frontier. But
everything since had been astring of disappointments and outright failures. More than once, he blamed
the Jews for undercutting his new businesses. What could be done? He wanted to know. How could the
world be madefair and right for al the white Chrigtians?

Gradudlly, the candidate began to tak. More often, and for longer stretches of time, he would answer my
father’ s leading questions. Then an hour and a haf had passed, and the blue eyes were burning, and the
man had stood up, holding court from behind his big desk, pounding on the top of it with afury that left
me terrified, and weak.

It was the fleshy, perfumed man who stopped the terrible show. He shuffled up to the candidate,
whispered afew words and laughed in ajolly fashion.

"Of course," the candidate said. Then to us, he explained, "I have an appearance. W€ |l have to resume
thistalk at another time." He shook both our hands. | remember a clammy heat and astrong grip, and he
stared into my eyes, absolutdly unaware that afleet of very tiny, very modern eectronics were floating on
my tears, transporting every sight and sound to arelay device set up in anearby warehouse. In afew
hours, an edited version of the candidate’ sraging, curse-strewn tirade would end up on the nightly news,
and al but the most hateful voterswould turn away from him.

But that was till in the future,

With his new dliesfollowing after him, the candidate walked out into the afternoon sun. "Thank you, Mr.
Dunlop. Wewill beintouch.”

Dad gtarted to fish for hiskeys.
"That cheetah," said the candidate. "I’ ve heard about it. Let melook at him, for aminute.”

Dad didn’t want to. But he had no choice. He lowered the back window alittle ways, and Hadrian
poked his head through the gap. The candidate stood at arespectful distance. He grinned and said,
"What anoble, proud beast." Then he turned to me, winking. "Y ou're avery lucky lad, having a pet such
asthis”

| said, "l know."

Later, when Nathan and | werefriendsagain, I'd tell him that part of the story over and over again.
It was hisfavorite part.

"l know," | said.

"A lucky lad,” the candidate repested.

Inspiration struck me. All of asudden, | said, "Pet him." | smiled and said, "Redlly, he loves being petted
behind the ears.”

"Does he?' the candidate asked, alittle tentative now.



"Oh, sure. Goon!"
Dad didn’t say asingle word.

The pale clammy hand started to reach for the ears, and the cat watched the fingers, eyes smiling . . . and
then camethe sharp dlick of incisorsdicing into living flesh.

There were always swim meetsin the summer. One of the meetswasin New Carthage, & the big pool in
the main city park. Weleft before dawn, taking Mom'’ s car so we were sure to make it. My brother had
adtring of races, and | think he won most of them. | had a couple, and | don’t remember where |
finished. | don't care now, and | barely cared then.

What | remember is a huge tent that one of the teams had set up on the grass.

What | remember, always, is stepping into the odd orange light that filtered through the phony silk, the
heat of the day diminishing whilethe air grew damp and close. A hundred or more bodies were Sitting
and standing inside that tiny space, and everybody wastrying to hold their breath. A portable EV was set
on acooler. With aspecia antenna, it was picking up the feed from a Chinese satdllite. While | watched,
stunned and thrilled, around hatch pulled open on another world, and aman in a padded suit climbed
down along ladder, jumping down onto the dusty red surface that had never before known the touch of
ahuman being.

Everybody cheered.
| remember that wild, honest roar coming up from everywhere. Including from me.

Sometime later that day, just by chance, | was standing near the main gate of the pool. A familiar man
camewaking past me. | looked at him, and he said, "Samuel," with thiseasy, friendly voicethat | hafway
recognized. But it took me severd momentsto place both the face and voice. By then, hewas
introducing himself. He shook my hand, and | asked, "What are you doing here?

Chuckling, hesad, "I'm aswvimmer. | dways have been.”

There were master’ s events at the meet. He must have been taking part in afew races, aswell as
speaking to his potentia voters.

"Did you happen to watch? The Marslanding?'

"Oh, sure.”

"Waan't it wonderful ?'

"Yeah," | said, without a shred of doubt. "It was great.”

"Humans have now waked on Mars,”" he remarked. Then he used the Chinese word for the plant,
adding, "Thisisagresat day for our littleworld."

| couldn’'t agree more.
"Isyour father here?"
| pointed in avague direction.

"I need to speak to him, if | could. I want to thank him."



"For what?'

"A great dedl, theway | hear it told." Then hewinked at me, commenting, "We have the same good
friend, | understand.” And he named Nathan' s grandfather.

For half asecond, | thought about him deeping with his secretary.
| didn’t say one word.

"Walk meto your father, please.”

"Okay."

Weleft the pool, moving at astrong pace. "Thisisawonderful world welivein. Did you know that,
Samud?'

"] guess. . .."

"We re blessed." He kept chuckling, reminding me, "We rewalking on Mars. People are well-fed, and
mostly educated. There are no important wars at the moment. And di seases have been mostly
eradicated.”

| nodded, and smiled nervoudly.

"In adifferent century,” he said, "you would have had to worry. About meades, and polio, and the
mumps.”

"I’ve had my shots," | said.

"Exactly." Then he patted me on the shoulder, saying, "I have weak eyes. Yet | don't wear glasses.”
"There sasurgery,” | said. "If you'rerich. .. ."

| let my voice collapse. Wasit stupid, caling him rich?

But he just laughed it off, telling me, "1 wish everyone could have these advantages. And | think one
day—sooner than you could guess—everybody will have them.”

Confident and alittle cocky, | chimed in, "I’m sorry. But I’m too young to vote for you."
He barely noticed my joke.

"End the tariffs, and the censors, and open up our markets. . . if we can findly join with the rest of the
world in every meaningful way . . . that'swhat | think weneed to do. . . ."

| wasn't sure whom he wastaking to.

"If I runfor President of the New Lands," he asked, "sometime in the next few years, would you vote for
me, Samue?'

"No," | reported. "I’'m voting for my father.”

Helaughed, and walked faster, and | had to practicaly run to keep up with hislong, happy strides.



