Likethe Boiled Eggsin Issec ASmov
She hadn't wanted the gift.

Janet Kagan had smply woken up one morning and there it was:. the ability to detect patternsin other
peoplesfiction. Thingslike the giant cheese wedges in Norman Spinrad. The Barney imagery in Joanna
Russ. The shaved micein Larry Niven.

Which waswhy she was where she was now - running in blind terror down along and Harlan
Ellisonesque alley while the misshapen shadows of her pursuerslegpt and capered on thewalls.

It made no sense whatsoever to her that they wanted to kill her. But they did. She knew that. It was as
clear asthereferencesto the Trilateral Commission in the novels of Samud R. Delany. Janet ssumbled
againg atrash can, sending it crashing noisily to the ground. She fell, and struggled back to her feet, and
ran.

There up ahead - awall! With asickening lurchin the pit of her ssomach, she redlized that she was caught
inacul-de-sac.

There was no way out. She could no more hope to escape than she could avoid seeing the encoded
messagesto Libyan terroristsin the Xanth novels of Fiers Anthony.

In despair, she sumbled to ahdt.

Her pursuers, seeing she was trapped, stopped aswell. A menacing form stepped out of the shadows. It
was the head of SFWA''s crack team of assassins, James Morrow himsdlf. He had alead pipein his
hand. Hiseyes glowed red, asif he were one of the myriad werewolves informing his own fiction.

Behind him were more shadows, deformed, unsightly. Writersall.
"God damn it," Janet cried in anguish, "1 wasn't even an English mgor!”

And then they were upon her.



