THE GRAVEYARD HEART

They were dancing,

—at the party of the century, the party of the millennium, and the Party of Parties,

—redly, aswdll as caendar-wise,

—and he wanted to crush her, to tear her to pieces. . . . Moore did not really see the pavilion
through which they moved, nor regard the hundred facel ess shadows that glided about them. He did not
take particular note of the swimming globes of colored light that followed above and behind them.

Hefdt these things, but he did not necessarily sniff wildernessin that ever-green relic of Chrissimas
past turning on its bright pedestal in the center of the room—shedding its fireproofed needles and
traditions these Sx days after the fact.

All of these were abstracted and dismissed, inhaled and filed away. . . .

In afew more momentsit would be Two Thousand. Leota (nee Lilith) rested in the bow of hisarm
like aquivering arrow, until he wanted to break her or send her flying (he knew not where), to crush her
into limpness, to make that samadhi, myopia, or whatever, go away from her graygreen eyes. At about
that time, each time, she would lean againgt him and whisper something into his ear, something in French,
alanguage he did not yet speak. Shefollowed hisinept lead so perfectly though, that it was not
unwarranted that he should fed she could read his mind by pure kinesthesia

Which madeit al the worse then, whenever her breath collared his neck with amoist warmness that
gpread down under hisjacket like an invisble infection. Then he would mutter "C'est vra” or "Damn’ or
both and try to crush her brida whiteness (overlaid with black webbing), and she would become an
arrow once more. But she was dancing with him, which was a decided improvement over hislast
year/her yesterday.

It was amost Two Thousand.

Now ...

The music brokeitself gpart and grew back together again as the globes blared daylight. Auld
acquaintance, he was reminded, was not athing to be trifled with.

He dmost chuckled then, but the lights went out amoment later and he found himsalf occupied.

A voice speaking right beside him, beside everyone, stated:

"It isnow Two Thousand. Happy New Y ear!"

He crushed her.

No one cared about Times Square. The crowdsin the Square had been watching arelay of the Party
on ajerry-screen the size of afootball field. Even now the onlookers were being amused by blacklight
close-ups of the couples on the dance floor. Perhaps at that very moment, Moore decided, they
themsalves were the subject of a hilarious sequence being served up before that overflowing Petri dish
across the ocean. It was quite likely, considering his partner.

Hedid not fareif they laughed at him, though. He had come too far to care.

"l loveyou," he said sllently. (He used mental dittos to presume an answer, and this made him fed!
somewhat happier.) Then thelightsfireflied once more and auld acquaintance was remembered. A
buzzard compounded of a hundred smashed rainbows began falling about the couples, dow-melting
spirals of confetti drifted through the lights, dissolving as they descended upon the dancers; furry-edged
projections of Chinese dragon |dtes swam overhead, grinning their way through the storm.

They resumed dancing and he asked her the same question he had asked her the year before.

"Can't we be aone, together, somewhere, just for amoment?'

She smothered ayawn.

"No, I'm bored. I'm going to leave in half an hour."

If voices can be throaty and rich, hers was an opulent neckful. Her throat was golden, to a
well-sunned turn.

"Then let'sspend it talking—in one of thelittle dining rooms."

"Thank you, but I'm not hungry. | must be seen for the next haf hour.”



Primitive M oore, who had spent most of hislife dozing at the back of Civilized Moores brain, rose
to his haunches then, with agrowl. Civilized Moore muzzled him though, because he did not wish to spoil
things

"When can | seeyou again?' he asked grimly.

"Perhaps Badtille Day," she whispered. "Theresthe Liberte, figdite, Fraternite Fete Nue.. ."

"Where?'

"Inthe New VersaillesDome, at nine. If you'd like an invitation, I'll seethat you receiveone. ..."

"Yes, | dowant one"

("She madeyou ask," jeered Primitive Moore.)

"Very well, you'l receiveonein May."

"Won't you spare me aday or so now?"

She shook her head, her blue-blonde coif burning hisface.

"Timeistoo dear," shewhispered in mock-Camille pathos, "and the days of the Parties are without
end. You ask meto cut years off my life and hand them to you."

"That'sright."

"Y ou ask too much," shesmiled.

He wanted to curse her right then and walk away, but he wanted even more so to stay with her. He
was twenty-seven, an age of which he did not approvein thefirst place, and he had spent dl of the year
1999 wanting her. He had decided two years ago that he was going to fal in love and marry—because
he could findly afford to do so without dtering his standards of living. Lacking awoman who combined
the better qualities of Aphrodite and adigital computer, he had spent an entire year on safari, trekking
after the spoor of his star-crossed.

Theinvitation to the Bledsoes Orbiting New Y eer—which had hounded the old year around the
world, chasing it over the International Dateline and off the Earth entirely, to wherever old years go—had
set him back amonth's pay, but had given him hisfirgt live glimpse of Leota Mathilde Mason, belle of the
Sleegpers. Forgetting about digital computers, he decided then and there to fal in love with her. Hewas
old-fashioned in many respects.

He had spoken with her for precisaly ninety-seven seconds, the first twenty of which had been
Arctic. But he redized that she existed to be admired, so heindsted on admiring her. Findly, she
consented to be seen dancing with him & the Millennium Party in Stockholm.

He had spent the following year anticipating her seduction back to a reasonable and human mode of
existence. Now, in the most beautiful city in the world, she had just informed him that she was bored and
was about to retire until Batille Day. It was then that Primitive Moore redized what Civilized Moore
must redlly have known dl dong: the next time that he saw her she would be approximatdy two days
older and he would be going on twenty-nine. Time stands il for the Set, but the price of mortal
exigenceisage. Money could buy her the most desirable of dl narcissst indulgences: the cold-bunk.

And he had not even had the chance of a Stockholm snowflake in the Congo to spesk with her, to
speak more than afew digointed sentences, let oneto try talking her out of the ice-box club. (Even
now, Setman laureate Wayne Unger was moving to cut in on him, with the expression of agolf pro about
togivealesson.)

"Hello, Leota. Sorry, Migter Uh."

Primitive Moore snarled and bashed him with his club.

Civilized Moore released one of the most inaccessible women in the world to agod of the Set.

Shewas amiling. Hewas smiling. They were gone.

All theway around the world to San Francisco, Stting in the bar of the stratocruiser in the year of
Our Lord Two Thousand—that isto say: two, zero, zero, zero-Moore fdt that Time was out of joint.

It was two days before he made up his mind what he was going to do about it.

He asked himsdlf (from the blister balcony of his suite in the Hundred Towers of the Hilton-Frisco
Complex):

Isthisthegirl | want to marry?

He answered himsdlf (locking dternately at the traffic capillaries below his shoe tops and the Bay):



Yes.

Why? he wanted to know.

Because sheis beautiful, he answered, and the future will be lovely. | want her for my beautiful wifein
thelovely future,

S0 he decided to join the Set.

Heredlized it was no mean feat he was mapping out. First, he required money, lots of money—green
acres of Presidents, to be strewn properly in the proper places. The next requisite was ditinction,
recognition. Unfortunately, theworld wasfull of dectrica engineers, humming through their twenty-hour
weeks, dalying with pet projects—competent, capable, even inspired—who did not have these things.
So he knew it would be difficult.

He submerged himsdlf into research with aunique will: forty, Sixty, eighty hoursaweek he
spent—reading, designing, studying taped coursesin subjects he had never needed. He gave up on
recregtion.

By May, when hereceived hisinvitation, he stared at the engraved (not fac-copy) parchment (not
jot-sheet) with bleary eyes. He had dready had nine patents entered and three more were pending. He
had sold one and was negotiating with Akwa Mining over awater purification process which he had, he
felt, falen into. Money he would have, he decided, if he could keep up the pace.

Possibly even some recognition. That part now depended mainly on his puro-process and what he
did with the money. Leota (nee Lorele) lurked beneath his pages of formulas, was cubed Braque-likein
the lines on his sketcher; she burnt as he dept, dept as he burned.

In June he decided he needed arest.

"Assgant Divison Chief Moore," hetold the face in the groomer (hislaudatory attitude toward work
had aready earned him a promotion at the Seal-Lock Division of Pressure Units, Corporate), "you need
more French and better dancing.”

The groomer hands patted away at his sandy stubble and dashed smooth the shagginess above his
ears. Theweary eyes before him agreed bludy; they weretired of studying abstractions.

Theintengty of hisrecreation, however, was asfatiguing in its own way as hiswork had been. His
muscle tone did improve as he sprang weightlesdy through the Y oung Men's Christian Association
Satellite-3 Trampoline Room; his dance steps seemed more graceful after he had spun with a hundred
robots and ten dozen women; he took the accel erated Berlitz drug-course in French (eschewing the
faster electrocerebral -stimulation series, because of arumored transference that might dow his reflexes
later that summer); and he felt that he was beginning to sound better—he had hired a gabcoach, and he
bake-ovened Restoration playsinto his pillow (and hopefully, into his head) whenever he dept (generaly
every third day now)—so that, as the day of the Fete drew near, he began fedling like a Renaissance
courtier (atired one).

Ashegared at Civilized Moore ingde his groomer, Primitive Moore wondered how long that feding
would last.

Two days before Versailles he cultivated a uniform tan and decided what he was going to say to
Leotathistime:

—I loveyou? (Hdl, not)

—Will you quit the cold circuit? (Uh-uh).

—If I join the Set, will you join me? (That seemed the best way to put it.)

Their third meseting, then, was to be on different terms. No more stake-outsin the wastes of the
prosaic. The hunter was going to enter the brush. "Onward!" grinned the M oore in the groomer, "and
Excdsor!”

Shewas dressed in apale blue, mutie orchid corsage. The revolving dome of the palace spun singing
zodiacs and the floors fluoresced witch-fires. He had the uncomfortable feding that the damned flowers
were growing there, right above her |eft breast, like an exotic parasite; and he resented their intruson with
aparochia possvenessthat he knew was not of the Renaissance.

Nevertheless. . .

"Good evening. How do your flowersgrow?"



"Barely and quite contrary,” she decided, Spping something green through along straw, "but they
dingtolife”

"With an understandable passion,” he noted, taking her hand which she did not withdraw. "Tell me.
Eve of the Microprosopos—where are you headed?!

Interest flickered across her face and cameto rest in her eyes.

"Y our French hasimproved, Adam—Kadmon . . . 7' she noted. "I'm headed ahead. Where areyou
headed?"

"Thesameway."

"| doubt it—unfortunately.”

"Doubt dl you want, but we're pardld flows dready.”

"|sthat a conceit drawn from some engineering laureate?"

"Watch me engineer acold-bunk," he Sated.

Her eyes shot X-rays through him, warming his bones.

"l knew you had something on your mind. If you were serious. . ."

"Usfdlen spirits have to stick together here in Makuth—I'm serious.” He coughed and talked
eyetalk. "Shal we stand together as though we're dancing. | see Unger; he seesus, and | want you."

"All right.”

She placed her glass on adrifting tray and followed him out onto the floor and benesth the turning
zodiac, leaving Setman Unger to face alabyrinth of flesh. Moore laughed at his predicamen.

"It'sharder to tel identities a an anti-costume party.”

Shegnmiled.

"Y ou know, you dance differently today than last night.”

"I know. Listen, how do | get aprivate iceberg and akey to Schlerafenland? I've decided it might be
amusing. | know that it's not amatter of genealogy, or even money, for that matter, although both seemto
help. I'veread dl the literature, but | could use some practical advice.”

Her hand quivered ever so dightly in hisown.

"Y ou know the Doyenne?' she said asked.

"Mainly rumors," hereplied, "to the effect that she's an old gargoyle they've frozen to frighten away
the Beast come Armageddon.”

Leotadid not smile. Instead, she became an arrow again.

"Moreor less," shereplied coldly. " She does keep beastly people out of the Set.”

Civilized Moore bit histongue.

"Although many do not like her," she continued, becoming dightly more animated as she reflected,
"I've dwaysfound her ararelittle piece of chinoiserie. I'd like to take her home, if | had ahome, and set
her on my mantd, if | had amante.”

"I've heard that she'd fit right into the Victorian Room a the NAM Gdleries," Moore ventured.

"Shewas born during Vicky's reign—and she was in her eighties when the cold-bunk was
devel oped—hbut | can safely say that the matter goes no further.”

"And she decided to go gdlivanting through Time at that age”?"

"Precisdly," answered Leota, "inasmuch as she wishes to be theimmorta arbiter of trans-society.”

They turned with the music. Leota had relaxed once more.

"At one hundred and ten she's aready on her way to becoming an archetype,” Moore noted. "Is that
one of the reasonsinterviews are so hard to come by?"

"Oneof thereasons. . . ." shetold him. "If, for example, you were to petition Party Set now, you
would gtill haveto wait until next summer for the interview-provided you reached that stage.”

"How many are there on the roster of digibles?’

She shut her eyes.

"l don't know. Thousands, | should say. Shelll only see afew dozen, of course. The otherswill have
been weeded out, pruned off, investigated away, and varioudy disqualified by the directors. Then,
naturdly, shewill havethefind say astowhoisin."

Suddenly green and limpid—asthe music, the lights, the ultrasonics, and the ddlicate narcotic



fragrances of the air dtered subtly—the room became adark, cool place at the bottom of the sea, heady
and nogtadgic asthe mind of amermaid staring upon the ruins of Atlantis. The degiac genius of the hal
drew them closer together by akind of subtle gravitation, and she was cool and adhesive as he
continued:

"What isher power, redly? I've read the tapes; | know she's a big stockholder, but so what? Why
can't the directors vote around her. If | paid out—"

"They wouldnt,” she said. "Her money means nothing. Sheisan indtitution.

"Hersisthe quality of exclusvenesswhich kegpsthe Set the Set," shewent on. "Imitatorswill ways
fail becausethey lack her discrimination. They'll takein any boorish body who'll pay. That isthe reason
that People Who Count," (she pronounced the capitals), "will neither attend nor sponsor any but Set
functions. All exclusvenesswould vanish from the Earth if the Set lowered its Standards.”

"Money ismoney," said Moore. "If others paid the samefor their parties. . ."

". .. Then the People who take their money would cease to Count. The Set would boycott them.
They would lose their ean, be looked upon as hucksters.”

"It sounds like arather vicious moebius."

"It is a caste system with checks and balances. Nobody really wantsit to break down."

"Even those who wash out?*

"Sily! They'd bethelast. There's nothing to stop them from buying their own bunkers, if they can
afford it, and waiting another five yearsto try again. They'd be wedthier anyhow for thewait, if they
invest properly. Some have waited decades, and are till waiting. Some have made it after years of
perssting. It makes the game more interesting, the achievement more satisfying. In aworld of physica
ease, bruta socid equdity, and reasonable economic equality, exclusivenessin frivolity becomesthe most
sought-after of dl digtinctions.”

" 'Commodities," he corrected.

"No," shedated, "itisnot for sde. Try buying it if money isdl you haveto offer."

That brought his mind back to more immediate consderations.

"What isthe cog, if dl the other qudifications are met?”

"Therule on that is sufficiently mallesble to permit an otherwise qualified person to meet hisdues. He
guarantees histenure, bunk-wise or Party-wise, until such atime as hisincome offsets hisdebt. Soif he
only possesses amodest fortune, he may still be quite digible. Thisis necessary if we areto preserve our
democratic idedls.”

She looked away, looked back.

"Usudly astep-scale of percentages on the returns from hisinvestmentsis arranged. In fact, a Set
counsdor will beright there when you liquidate your assets, and helll recommend the best conversons.™

"Set must clean up onthis.”

"Certainement. It isabusiness, and the Parties don't come cheaply. But then, you'd be a part of Set
yoursalf—being a shareholder is one of the membership requirements—and we're arestricted
corporation, paying high dividends. Y our principa will grow. If you were to be accepted, join, and then
quit after even one objective month, something like twenty actual years would have passed. You'd bea
month older and much wesdlthier when you leave—and perhaps somewhat wiser.”

"Wheredo | goto put my nameonthelist?"

He knew, but he had hopes.

"We can cdl it in tonight, from here. Thereisaways someonein the office. You will bevistedina
week or S0, after the preliminary investigation.”

"Invedigation?"

"Nothing to worry about. Or have you acrimina record, ahistory of insanity, or abad credit rating?’

Moore shook his head.

"No, no, and no."

"Thenyoull pass.”

"But will I actudly have achance of getting in, againg dl those others?"

It was as though asingle drop of rain fell upon his chest.



"Yes," shereplied, putting her cheek into the hollow of his neck and staring out over his shoulder so
that he could not see her expression, "you'll makeit dl theway to thelar of Mary Maude Mullen with a
member sponsoring you. That find hurdle will depend on yourself.”

"Then I'll makeit," hetold her.

"...Theinterview may only last seconds. She's quick; her decisions are most instantaneous, and
she's never wrong."

"Then I'll makeit," he repeated, exulting.

Above them, the zodiac rippled.

Moore found Darryl Wilson in abannat in the Poconos. The actor had gone to seed; he was not the
man Moore remembered from the award-winning frontier thredlie series. That man had been a
crag-browed, bushy-faced Viking of the prairies. In four years time afacid avalanche had occurred,
leaving its gaps and runndls across his expensive frown and dusting the face fur a shade lighter. Wilson
had |eft it that way and cauterized his craw with the fire water he had denied the Bed Man weekly.
Rumor had it hewaswell into his second liver.

Moore sat beside him and inserted his card into the counter dot. He punched out aMartini and
waited. When he noticed that the man was unaware of his presence, he observed, "Y ou're Darryl Wilson
and I'm Alvin Moore. | want to ask you something."

The straight-shooting eyes did not focus.

"News mediaman?'

"No, an old fan of yours," helied.

"Ask away then," said the till-familiar voice. "Y ou are acamera”

"Mary Maude Mullen, the bitch-goddess of the Set,” he said. "What's she like?"

The eyesfindly focused.

"Y ou up for deification this sesson?'

"That'sright."

"What do you think?'

Moore waited, but there were no more words, so he finally asked, " About what?'

"Anything. You nameit."

Mooretook adrink. He decided to play the gameif it would make the man more tractable.

"I think | like Martinis" he stated. "Now—"

"Why?'

Moore growled. Perhaps Wilson was too far gone to be of any help. Still, onemoretry ...

"Because they're relaxing and bracing, both at the sametime, which is something | need after coming
dl thisway."

"Why do you want to be relaxed and braced?’

"Because | prefer it to being tense and unbraced.”

"Why?"

"Whet thehdl isdl this?"

"Youlose. Go home."

Moore stood.

"Suppose | go out again and come back in and we start over? Okay?"

"Sit down. My whedsturn dowly but they still turn,” said Wilson. "We're taking about the same
thing. Y ou want to know what Mary Maudeislike? That'swhat she's like—all interrogatives. Usdless
ones. Attitudes are a disease that no one€'simmuneto, and they vary so eadly in the same person. In two
minutes shell have you stripped down to them, and your answers will depend on biochemistry and the
westher. So will her decision. Thereés nothing | can tell you. She's pure caprice. She'slife. She'sugly.”

"That'sdl?'

" She refuses the wrong people. That's enough. Go away."

Moorefinished hisMartini and went away.

That winter Moore made afortune. A modest one, to be sure.

He quit hisjob for a position with the Akwa Mining Research Lab, Oahu Division. It added ten



minutes to his commuting time, but thetitle. Processing Director, sounded better than Assstant Divison
Chief, and he was anxious for a new sound. He did not dacken the pace of hisforce-fed social
acceptability program, and one of its results was a January lawsuit.

The Set, he had been advised, preferred divorce male candidates to the perpetually single sort. For
this reason, he had consulted a highly-rated firm of marriage contractors and entered into a three-month
renewable, single partner drop-option contract, with Diane Demetrics, an unemployed model of
Greek-L ebanese extraction.

One of the problems of modeling, he decided later, was that there were many surgicaly-perfected
femae eidolonsin the labor force. His newly-acquired status had been sufficient inducement to cause
Dianeto press abreach of promise suit on the basis of an dleged ora agreement that the option would
be renewed.

Burgess Socia Contracting Services of course sent a properly obsequious adjuster, and they paid the
court costs aswell asthe medfees for Moore's broken nose. (Diane had hit him with The Essentials of
Dress Display, aheavy, illusirated talisman of amanual, which she carried about in aplastic case—as he
dept beside their pool—pladtic caseand dll.)

So, by the month of March Moore felt ready and wise and capable of facing down the last remaining
citizen of the nineteenth century.

By May, though, he was beginning to feel he had over-trained. He was tempted to take amonth's
psychiatric leave from hiswork, but he recalled L eotas question about a history of insanity. He vetoed
the notion and thought of Leota. The world stood till as his mind turned. Guiltily, he redlized that he had
not thought of her for months. He had been too busy with his auto-didactics, hisnew job, and Diane
Demetriosto think of the Setqueen, hislove.

He chuckled.

Vanity, he decided; | want her because everyone wants her.

No, that wasn't true either, exactly. . . . He wanted—what?

He thought upon his motives, hisdesres.

Heredlized, then, that his goals had shifted; the act had become the actor. What he redlly wanted,
firgt and foremogt, impure and unample, was an in to the Set—that century-spanning stratocruiser, luxury
class, jetting across tomorrow and tomorrow and al the days that followed after—to ride high, like those
gods of old who appeared at the rites of the equinoxes, dept between processions, and were remanifest
with each new season, the bulk of humanity living through al those dreary daysthet lay between. Tobea
part of Leotawasto be apart of the Set, and that was what he wanted now. So of course it was vanity.
It waslove.

Helaughed doud. Hisautosurf initided the blue lens of the Pacific like amanned diamond, casting
the sharp cold chips of its surface up and into hisface.

Returning from absolute zero, Lazarus-like, is neither painful nor disconcerting, at first. Thereareno
sensations at al until one achieves the temperature of areasonably warm corpse. By that time though, an
injection of nirvanaflowswithin the body's thawed rivers.

It is only when consciousness beginsto return, thought Mrs. Mullen, to return with sufficient strength
so that onefully redizes what has occurred—that the" wine has survived another season in an uncertain
cdlar, itsvintage grown rarer still—only then does an unpronounceable fear enter into the mundane
outlines of the bedroom furniture—for amoment.

It ismore a superdtitious attitude than anything, amenta quaking & the possibility that the stuff of life,
onesown life, hasin some indefinable way been tampered with. A microsecond passes, and then only
the dim recollection of abad dream remains.

She shivered, as though the cold was Htill locked within her bones, and she shook off the notion of
nightmares pad.

Sheturned her attention to the man in the white coat who stood at her elbow.

"Whet day isit?' sheasked him.

Hewas ahandful of dust inthewinesof Time. . ..

"August eighteen, two thousand-two," answered the handful of dust. "How do you fed ?"



"Excdlent, thank you," she decided. "I've just touched upon anew century—this makesthree I've
visted—so why shouldn't | fed excellent? intend to visit many more."

"I'm sure you will, madam.”

The small maps of her hands adjusted the counter-pane. Sheraised her head.

"Tdl mewhat isnew intheworld."

The doctor looked away from the sudden acetylene burst behind her eyes.

"We have findly visited Neptune and Pluto,” he narrated. " They are quite uninhabitable. It appears
that man isaonein the solar system. The Laka Sahara project has run into more difficulties but it seems
that work may begin next spring now that those stupid French claims are near settlement. , . ." Her eyes
fused hisdust to planes of glass.

"Another competitor, Futuretime Gay, entered into the time-tank business three years ago,” he
recited, trying to smile, "but we met the enemy and they are ours—Set bought them out el ght months ago.
By the way, our own bunkers are now much more sophistica—"

"| repest,” she said, "what isnew in theworld, doctor?'

He shook his head, avoiding the look she gave him.

"We can lengthen the remissions now," hefindly told her, "quite atime beyond what could be
achieved by the older methods."

"A better ddaying action?"

"y es"

"But not acure?’

He shook his head.

"Inmy case," shetold him, "it has dready been abnormally delayed. The old nostrums have aready
worn thin. For how long are the new ones good?"

"Wedtill don't know. Y ou have an unusud variety of M.S. and it's complicated by other things."

"Does acure seem any nearer?’

"It could take another twenty years. We might have one tomorrow."

"l see." The brightness subsided. ™Y ou may leave now, young man. Turn on my advice tape asyou
go."

Hewas glad to let the machine take over.
Diane Demetrios dided the library and requested the Setbook. She twirled the page-dial and
stopped.

She studied the screen as though it were amirror, her face undergoing avariety of expressons.

"I look just as good,” she decided after atime. "Better, even. Y our nose could be changed, and your
brow-line. ..

"If they weren't facid fundamentdids,” shetold the picture, "if they didn't discriminate againgt surgery,
lady—you'd be here and I'd be there.

"Bitch!"

The millionth barrel of converted seawater emerged, fresh and icy, from the Moore Purifier.
Splashing from its chamber-tandem and flowing through the conduiits, it was clean, useful, and sngularly
unaware of these virtues. Another transfusion of briny Pecific entered at the other hand.

The waste products were used in pseudoceramicware. The man who designed the doubleduty
Purifier wasrich.

The temperature was 82° in Oahu. The million-first barrel splashed forth. . .

They left Alvin Moore surrounded by chinadogs.

Two of thewallswere shelved, floor to calling. The shelveswere lined with blue, green, pink, russet
(not to mention ochre, vermilion, mauve, and saffron) dogs, mainly glazed (athough some were
dry-rubbed primitives), ranging from the size of alargish cockroach up to that of apigmy warthog.
Acrossthe room averitable Hades of awood fire roared its metaphysica challenge into the hot July of
Bermuda

Set above it was amantel piece bearing more dogs.

Set beside the hellplace was a desk, at which was seated Mary Maude Mullen, wrapped in agreen



and black tartan. She studied Moore'sfile, which lay open on the blotter. When she spoke to him she did
not look up.

Moore stood beside the chair which had not been offered him and pretended to study the dogs and
the hegps of Georgian kindling thet filled the room to overflowing.

While not overly fond of live dogs, Moore bore them no malice. But when he closed hiseyesfor a
moment he experienced afedling of claustrophobia.

These were not dogs. There were the unblinking aiens staring through the bars of the last Earthman's
cage. Moore promised himsdlf that he would say nothing complimentary about the garish rainbow of a
houndpack (fit, perhaps, for staking ajade stag the size of a Chihuahua); he decided it could only have
sprung from the menta crook of amonomaniac, or one possessed of avery feebleimagination and small
respect for dogs.

After verifying al the generditieslisted on his petition, Mrs. Mullen raised her pae eyesto his.

"How do you like my doggies?' she asked him.

She sat there, anarrow-faced, wrinkled woman with flaming hair, a snub nose, an innocent
expression, and thelingering twist of the question lurking her thin lips.

Moore quickly played back hislast thoughts and decided to maintain hisintegrity in regards china
dogs by answering objectively.

"They're quite colorful,” he noted.

Thiswas the wrong answer, he felt, as soon as he said it. The question had been too abrupt. He had
entered the study ready to he about anything but chinadogs. So he smiled.

"There are adreadful lot of them about. But of course they don't bark or bite or shed, or do other
things...."

She smiled back.

"My deer little, colorful little bitches and sons of bitches,” she said. "They don't do anything. They're
sort of symbolic. That'swhy | collect them too.

"Sit down"—she gestured—"and pretend you're comfortable.”

"Thanks."

"It says here that you rose only recently from the happy ranks of anonymity to achieve some sort of
esoteric digtinction in the sciences. Why do you wish to resign it now?"

"l wanted money and prestige, both of which | was given to understand would be helpful to a Set
candidete.”

"Ahal Then they were ameans rather than an end?”’

"That iscorrect.”

"Then tel mewhy you want to join the Set."

He had written out the answer to that one months ago. It had been bake-ovened into hisbrain, so
that he could speak it with natura inflections. The words began forming themsalvesin histhroat, but he let
them die there. He had planned them for what he had thought would be maximum apped to afan of
Tennyson's. Now hewas not so sure.

Stll . . . He broke down the argument and picked a neutral point—the part about following
knowledgelikeasinking star.

"Therewill bealot of changes over the next several decades. I'd like to see them-with ayoung man's
eyes”

"Asamember of the Set you will exist moreto be seen than to see,” shereplied, making anotein his
file."... And| think well haveto dye your hair if we accept you."

"The hell you say! —Pardon me, that dipped out."

"Good." She made another note. "We can't have them too inhibited—nor too uninhibited, for that
matter. Y our reaction was rather quaint." Shelooked up again.

"Why do you want so badly to see the future?"

Hefdt uneasy. It seemed as though she knew he was spying.

"Plain human curiogity,” he answered weakly, "aswel as some professond interest. Being an

engineer—"



"WEe're not running aseminar,” she observed. "Y ou'd not be wasting much time outside of attending
Partiesif you wanted to last very long with the Set. In twenty years—no, ten—you'll be back in
kindergarten so far as engineering is concerned. 1t will al be hieroglyphicsto you. Y ou don't read
hieroglyphics, do you?"

He shook his head.

"Good," she continued, "'l have an ingpt comparison.—Y es, it will al be hieroglyphics, and if you
should leave the Set you would be an unskilled draftsman—not that you'd have need to work. But if you
were to want to work, you would have to be salf-employed—which grows more and more difficult,
amogt too difficult to attempt, astime moves on. Y ou would doubtless [ose money.”

He shrugged and raised his pams. He had been thinking of doing that. Fifty years, he had told
himself, and we could kick the Set, berich, and | could take refresher courses and try for a
consultantship in marine engineering.

"I'd know enough to appreciate things, evenif | couldn't participate,” he explained.

"You'd be satisfied just to observe?'

"l think 0," helied.

"| doubt it." Her eyesnailed him again. "Do you think you arein love with LeotaMason? She
nominated you, but of coursethat isher privilege."

"I don't know," hefindly said. "I thought so at first, two yearsago. . . ."

"Infatuation isfine," shetold him. "It makesfor good gossip. Love, on the other hand, | will not
tolerate. Purge yourself of such notions. Nothing is so boring and ungay at a Set affair. It does not make
for gossip; it makesfor snickers.

"Soisit infatution or love?'

"Infatuation,” he decided.

She glanced into the fire, glanced at her hands.

"Y ou will haveto develop a Buddhist's attitude toward the world around you. That world will change
from day to day. Whenever you stop to look at it, it will be adifferent world—unred."

He nodded.

"Therefore, if you areto maintain your stability, the Set must be the center of al things. Wherever
your heart lies, there also shal reside your soul.”

He nodded again.

"... Andif you should happen not to like the future, whenever you do stop to take alook &t it,
remember you cannot come back. Don't just think about that, fedl it!"

Hefdtit.

She began jotting. Her right hand began suddenly to tremble. She dropped the pen and too carefully
drew her hand back within the shawl.

"Y ou are not so colorful asmost candidates,” shetold him, too naturaly, "but then, we're short on the
soulful type at present. Contrast adds depth and texture to our displays. Go view dl the tapes of our past
Parties.”

"| dready have."

"... Andyou can give your soul to that, or asignificant part thereof ?"

"Wherever my heart lies. . ."

"In that case, you may return to your lodgings. Mister Moore. Y ou will receive our decision today.”

Moore stood. There were so many questions he had not been asked, so many things he had wanted
to say, had forgotten, or had not had opportunity to say, . . . Had she already decided to reject him? he
wondered. Wasthat why the interview had been so brief? Still, her final remarks had been encouraging.

He escaped from the fragile kennd, dl his poresfeding like fresh nail holes

Helolled about the hotel poal al afternoon, and in the evening he moved into the bar. He did not eat
dinner.

When he received the news that he had been accepted, he was a so informed by the messenger that
asmdl gift to hisinquisitor was athing of custom. Moore laughed drunkenly, foreseeing the nature of the

gift.



Mary Maude Mullen received her first Pacificware dog from Oahu with asmal, sad shrug that dmost
turned to a shudder. She began to tremble then, nearly dropping it from her fingers. Quickly, she placed it
on the bottommost shelf behind her desk and reached for her pills; later, the flames caused it to crack.

They were dancing. The seawas an evergreengold sky above the dome. The day was strangely
young.

Tired remnants of the Party's sixteen hours, they clung to one another, feet aching, shoulders doped.
There were eight couples till moving on the floor, and the weary musicians fed them the dowest music
they could make. Sprawled at the edges of the world, where the green bow! of the sky joined with the
bluetiles of the Earth, some five hundred people, garments |oosened, mouths open, stared like goldfish
on atabletop at the water behind the wall.

"Think itll rain?" he asked her.

"Yes" sheanswered.

"So do |. So much for the westher. Now, about that week on the moon—?"

"What's wrong with good old mother Earth?* she smiled.

Someone screamed. The sound of adap occurred dmost smultaneoudy. The screaming stopped.

"I've never been to the moon," hereplied.

She seemed faintly anr-sed.

"l have. | dont likeit."

"Why?'

"It'sthe cold, crazy lights outside the dome," she said, "and the dark, dead rocks everywhere around
the dome," shewinced. "They makeit seem like acemetery at theend of Time. .. ."

"Okay," hesad, "forget it."

".,. . And thefeding of disembodied lightness as you move about insde the dome—"

"All right!"

"I'm sorry." She brushed his neck with her lips. He touched her forehead with his. "The Set haslost
itsshelac,” she amiled.

"We're not on tape anymore. It doesn't matter now."

A woman began sobbing somewhere near the giant seahorse that had been the refreshment table.
The musicians played more loudly. The sky wasfull of luminescent garfish, swimming moistly on their
tractor beams. One of the starfish dripped salty water on them asiit passed overhead.

"WEell leavetomorrow," he said.

"Y es, tomorrow," she said.

"How about Spain?' he said. "Thisisthe season of the sherries. Therell be the Juegos Flordes dela
Vendimia Jerezana. It may bethelast.”

"Toonoisy," shesad, "with dl thosefireworks."

"But gay."

"Gay," she sghed with acrooked mouth. "Let's go to Switzerland and pretend we're old, or dying of
something romantic.”

"Necrophilist," he grinned, dipping on a patch of moisture and regaining hisbaance. "Better it bea
quiet loch in the Highlands, where you can have your fog and miasmaand | can have my milk and
honeydew unblended.”

"Nay," she said, above aquick babble of drunken voices, "let's go to New Hampshire."

"What's wrong with Scotland?’

"I've never been to New Hampshire.”

"l have, and | don't likeit. It looks like your description of the moon."

A moth brushing againgt a candle flame, the tremor.

Thefrozen bolt of black lightning lengthened dowly in the green heavens. A sprinkling of soft rain
began.
As shekicked off her shoes he reached out for aglass on the floating tray above hisleft shoulder. He
drained it and replaced it.

"Tadtes like someoneswatering the drinks.”



"Set must be economizing,” shesaid.

Moore saw Unger then, glassin hand, standing at the edge of the floor watching them.

"l see Unger.

"Sodol. HEsswaying."

"So arewe," helaughed.

Thefat bard's hair was a snowy chaos and his|eft eye was swollen nearly shut. He collapsed with a
bubbling murmur, spilling hisdrink. No one moved to help him.

"l believe he's over indulged himsdlf again.”

"Alas, poor Unger," she said without expression, "I knew him well."

Therain continued to fal and the dancers moved about the floor like the figuresin some amateur
puppet show.

"They'recoming!" cried anon-Setman, crimson cloak flgpping. " They're coming down!”

The water streamed into their eyes as-every conscious head in the Party Dome was turned upward.
Three slver zeppelins grew in the cloudless green.

"They're coming for us," observed Moore.

"They'regoing to makeit!"

The music had paused momentarily, like apendulum at the end of itsarc. It began again.

"Good night, ladies, played die band, good night, ladies. ..

"Weregoingtolivel"

"Well go to Utah," hetold her, eyes moigt, "where they don't have seaquakes and tidal waves."

Good night ladies. . .

"Weregoingtolivel"

She squeezed his hand.

"Merrily werall dong,” the voices sang, "roll dong..."

"Roll dong,” shesad.

"'Merrily,'" he answered.

"O'er the deep blue seal”

A Set-month after the nearest thing to a Set disaster on record (that isto say, in the year of Our Lord
and President Cambert 2019, twelve years after the quake), Setman Moore and Leota (nee Lachesis)
stood outside the Hall of Sleep on Bermudaldand. It was amost morning.

"I believel loveyou," he mentioned.

"Fortunately, love does not require an act of faith,” she noted, accepting alight for her cigar, "because
| don't believein anything.”

"Twenty yearsago | saw alovely woman at aParty and | danced with her."

"Fiveweeks ago," she amended.

"I wondered then if she would ever consider quitting the Set and going human again, and being heir to
mortd ills”

"| have often wondered that mysdf,” she said, "in idle moments. But shewon't do it. Not until sheis
olddand ugly.”

"That meansforever,” he smiled sadly.

"You arenoble.” She blew smoke at the stars, touched the cold wall of the building. " Someday, when
people no longer ook at her, except for purposes of comparison with some fluffy child of the far
future—or when the world's standards of beauty have changed—then shelll transfer from the expressrun
to thelocal and let the rest of theworld go by."

"Whatever the gation, shewill bedl donein asrangetown,” said Moore. "Every day, it seems, they
remode theworld. | met afraternity brother at that dinner last night—pardon me, last year—and he
treated me as if he were my father. His every other word was 'son’ or 'boy" or 'kid, and he wasn't trying
to be funny. He was responding to what he saw. My appetite was considerably diminished.

"Do you redize we're going?" he asked the back of her head as she turned away to look out over the
gardens of deeping flowers. "Away! That'swhere. We can never go back! The world moves on while
wedeep."



"Refreshing, ian't it?" shefindly said. "And stimulating, and awe-inspiring. Not being bound, | mean.
Everything burning. Us remaining. Neither time nor space can hold us, unless we consent.

"And | do not consent to being bound,”" she declared.

"Toanything?"

"Toanything."

"Supposing it'sdl abig Joke."

"What?"

"Theworld. —Supposing every man, woman, and child died last year in an invasion by creatures
from Alpha Centauri, everyone but the frozen Set. Supposing it was atotaly effective virus attack. . . ."

"There are no creaturesin the Centauri System. | read that the other day."

"Okay, someplace else then. Supposing al the remains and al the traces of chaos were cleaned up,
and then one creature gestured with aflipper at thisbuilding.” Moore dapped thewall. "The creature
sad: 'Hey! There are somelive onesingde, onice. Ask one of the sociologists whether they're worth
keeping, or if we should open the refrigerator door and let them spoil.’ Then one of the sociologists came
and looked at us, dl in our coffins of ice, and he said: "They might be worth afew laughs and adozen
pagesin an obscure periodica. So let'sfool them into thinking that everything isgoing on Just asit was
before the invasion. All their movements, according to these schedules, are preplanned, so it shouldn't be
too difficult. Well fill their Parties with human smulacra packed with recording machinery and well
itemize their behavior patterns. Well vary their circumstances and they'll attribute it to progress. We can
watch them performin al sorts of Situationsthat way. Then, when we're finished, we can dways break
their bunk timers and let them degp on—or open their doors and watch them spail !

"So they agreed to do it,” finished Moore, "and here we are, the last people dive on Earth, cavorting
before machines operated by inhuman creatures who are watching us for incomprehensible reasons.”

"Then well give them agood show," shereplied, "and maybe they'll gpplaud us once before we
spail.”

She snubbed out her cigar and kissed him good night. They returned to their refrigerators.

It was twelve weeks before Moore felt the need for arest from the Party circuit. He was beginning to
grow fearful. Leotahad spent nonfunctiona decades of her time vacationing with him, and she had
recently been showing signs of sullenness, gpparently regretting these expenditures on his behaf. So he
decided to see something redl, to take a stroll in the year 2078. After al, he was over ahundred years
old.

The Queen Will Live Forever, said the faded clipping that hung in the main corridor of the Hall of
deep. Beneath the banner line was the ol d/recent story of the conquest of the final remaining problems of
Multiple Scleross, and the medica ransom of one of its most notable victims. Moore had not seen the
Doyenne since the day of hisinterview. He did not care whether he ever saw her again.

He donned a suit from his casualware style locker and strolled through the gardens and out to the
airfied. There were no people about.

He did not really know where he wanted to go until he stood before a ticket booth and the speaker
asked him, "Destination, please.”

"Uh—Oahu. Akwa L abs, if they have alanding field of their own."

"Yes, they do. That will haveto be aprivate charter though, for the find fifty-sx miles—"

"Give me aprivate charter dl the way, both ways."

"Insert your card, please.”

Hedid.

After five minutes the card popped back into hiswaiting hand. He dropped it into his pocket.

"What timewill | arrive?' he asked.

"Nine hundred thirty-two, if you leave on Dart Nine six minutes from now. Have you any luggage?'

"No."

"Inthat case, your Dart awaitsyou in area A-11."

Moore crossed thefield to the VTO Dart numbered "Nine." It flew by tape. The flight pattern, since
it was aspecidly chartered run, had been worked out back at the booth, within milliseconds of Moore's



naming his destination. It was then broadcast-transferred to a blank tape insde Dart Nine; an
auto-aternation brain permitted the Dart to correct its course in the face of unforeseen contingencies and
later recorrect itself, landing precisaly where it was scheduled to come down.

Moore mounted the ramp and stopped to dip his card into the dot beside the hatchway. The hatch
swung open and he collected his card and entered. He selected a seat beside a port and snapped its belt
around hismiddle. At this, the hatchway swung itself shut.

After afew minutesthe belt unfastened itsdlf and vanished into the arms of his seet. The Dart was
cruigng smoothly now.

"Do you wish to have the lights dimmed? Or would you prefer to have them brighter?' asked avoice
a hissde

"They'refinejust theway they are" hetold theinvisble entity.

"Would you care for something to eat? Or something to drink?"

"I'l haveaMartini."

Therewas adiding sound, followed by amuted click. A tiny compartment opened in thewall beside
him. HisMartini rested within.

Heremoved it and Sipped asip.

Beyond the port and toward the rear of the Dart, afaint blue nimbus arose from the sideplates.

"Would you carefor anything ese?' Pause. "Shdl | read you an article on the subject of your
choice?' Pause. "Or fiction?' Pause. "Or poetry?' Pause. "Would you careto view the catalog?' Pause.
"Or perhaps you would prefer music?!

"Poetry?' repeated Moore.

"Yes, | have many of—"

"I know aposet,” he remembered. "Have you anything by Wayne Unger?"

Therefollowed abrief mechanical meditation, then:

"Wayne Unger. Yes," answered the voice. "On cdl are his Paradise Unwanted, Fungi of Stedl, and
Chisd inthe Sky."

"Which ishis most recent work?" asked Moore.

"Chisd inthe Sky."

"Read it tome."

The voice began by reading him al the publishing data and copyright information. To Moore's
protestsit answered that it was a matter of law and cited a precedent case. Moore asked for another
Martini and waited.

Finaly, " 'Our Wintered Way Through Evening, and Burning Bushes Along It," said the voice.

"Huh?'

"That isthetitle of thefirst poem.”

"Oh, read on."

"(Where only the evergreenswhiten...)

Winterflaked ashes heighten
intowers of blizzard.

Silhouettes unsed an outline.
Darkness, like an absence of faces,
pours from the opened home;

it seeps through shattered pine

and flows the fractured maple.

Perhapsit is the essence senescent,
dreamculled from the deepers,

It soaks upon thisroad

in weather-born excess.



Or perhapsthe great Anti-Life
learnsto paint with avengeance,
to run anicicle down the gargoyl€s eye.

For properly speaking,

though no one can confront himself in toto,

| seeyour faling sky, gone gods,

asinasmoke-filled dream of ancient statues burning,
soundlesdy, down to the ground.

(.. . and never the everwhite's green.)"

There was a ten-second pause, then: "The next poem is entitled—"

"Wait aminute," asked Moore. "Thet first one—? Are you programmed to explain anything about
it?'

"l am sorry, | am not. That would require amore complicated unit.”

"Repeat the copyright date of the book."

"2016, in the North American Union—"

"And it'shismost recent work?!

"Y es, heisamember of the Party Set and thereis generally alapse of severa decades between his
books."

"Continuereeding "

The machine read on. Moore knew little concerning verse, but he was struck by the continual
referencesto ice and cold, to snow and deep.

"Stop," hetold the machine. "Have you anything of hisfrom before he joined the Set?'

"Paradise Unwanted was published in 1981, two years after he became a member. According to its
Forward, however, most of it was written prior to hisjoining.”

"Read it.”

Moore listened carefully. It contained little of ice, snow, or deep. He shrugged at his minor
discovery. His seat immediately adjusted and readjusted to the movement.

He barely knew Unger. He did not like his poetry. He did not like most poetry, though.

The reader began another.

"'Inthe Dogged House," it said.

" 'The heart isagraveyard of crigas,
hid Jar from the hunter's eye,
where love wears desth like enamd and dogscrawl into die. . .™

Moore smiled asit read the other stanzas. Recognizing its source, he liked that one somewhat better.

"Stop reading,” hetold the machine.

He ordered alight med and thought about Unger. He had spoke with him once. When was it?

2017 ... ?Yes, a the Free Workers Liberation Centennia in the Lenin Palace.

It wasriversof vodka. . . .

Fountains of juices, like inhuman arteries dashed, spurted their bright umbrellas of purple and lemon
and green and orange. Jewelsto ransom an Emir flashed near many hearts. Their host, Premier Korlov,
seemed ahappy frost giant in hisdisplay.

... Inadance pavilion of polaroid crystal, with the world outside blinking off and on, on and off—like
an advertisement, Unger had commented, both elbows resting on the bartop and hisfoot on the
indigoensablerail.

His head had swiveled as Moore approached. He was a bleary-eyed albino owl. "Albion Moore, |



believe," he had said, extending a hand. "Quo vadis dammit?"

"Grapejuice and vodka," said Moore to the unnecessary human standing beside the mix-machine,
The unformed man pressed two buttons and passed the glass across the two feet of frosty mahogany.
Moore twitched it toward Unger inasmall salute. "A happy Free Workers Liberation Centennid to
you."

"I'll drink to liberation." The poet leaned toward and poked his own combination of buttons. The man
in the uniform sniffed audibly.

They drank adrink together.

"They accuse us'—Unger's gesture indicated the world at large—"of neither knowing nor caring
anything about un-Set things, un-Set people.”

"Wl it'strue, isnt it?'

"Ohyes, but it might be expanded upon. Were the same way with our fellows. Be honest now, how
many Setmen are you acquainted with?!

"Quiteafew."

"I didn't ask how many namesyou knew."

"Well, | tak with them al the time. Our environment is suited to much improvement and many
words—and we have al the time in the world. How many friends do you have?' he asked.

"I just finished one," grunted the poet, leaning forward. "I'm going to mix me another."

Moore didn't fed like being depressed or joked with and he was not sure which category thisfell
into. He had been living insde a soap bubble since after theill-starred Davy Jones Party, and he did not
want anyone poking sharp thingsin hisdirection.

"S0, you're your own man. If you're not happy in the Set, leave.”

Y ou're not being atrue tovarisch,” said Unger, shaking afinger. "There was atime when aman could
tell histroublesto bartenders and barfriends. Y ou wouldn't remember, though—those days went out
when the nicke-plated barmatics came in. Damn their exotic eyes and scientific mixing!"”

Suddenly he punched out three drinksin rapid succession. He dopped them across the dark, shiny
surface.

"Taste them! Sip each of them!" he enjoined Moore.

"Can't tel them gpart without a scorecard, can you?"

"They're dependable that way."

"Dependable? Hell yes! Depend on them to create neurotics. One time aman could buy abeer and
bend an ear. All that went out when the dependabl e mix-machines camein. Now wejoin atak-out club
of manic change and most unnatural! Oh, had the Mermaid been such!” he complained in false notes of
frenzy. "Or the Bloody Lion of Stepney! What jaded jokes the fellows of Marlowe had been!™

He sagged.

"Ayel Drinking's not what it used to be."

Theinternational language of his bel ch caused the mix-machine attendant to avert hisface, which
betrayed a pained expression before he did so.

"So I'll repeat my question,” stated Moore, making conversation. "Why do you stay where you're
unhappy? Y ou could go open ared bar of your own, if that'swhat you like. It would probably be a
success, now that | think of it—people serving drinks and all that."

"Goto! Goto!" | shan't say wherel" He stared at nothing. "Maybe that'swhat I'll do someday,
though," hereflected, "openared bar. ..."

Moore turned his back to him then, to watch L eota dancing with Korlov. He was happy.

"Peoplejoin the Set for avariety of reasons,” Unger was muttering, "but the main oneis
exhibitionism, with the titillating wraith of immortaity lurking at the lage door, perhaps. Attracting
attention to onesdlf gets harder and harder astime goes on. It'samost impossible in the sciences. Inthe
nineteenth and twentieth centuries you could still name grest names—now it's greet research teams. The
arts have been democratized out of existence—and where have al the audiences gone? | don't mean
Spectators either.

"So we havethe Set," he continued. " Take our deeping beauty there, dancing with Korlov-"



"Huh?'

"Pardon me, | didn't mean to awaken you abruptly. | was saying that if she wanted attention Miss
Mason couldn't be a stripper today, so she had to join the Set. It's even better than being athredie star,
and it requires|ess work—"

"Stripper?’

"A folk artist who undressed to music.”

"Yes, | recdl hearing of them."

"That's gone too, though,” sighed Unger, "and while | cannot disgpprove of the present customs of
dressand undress, it till seemsto me asif something bright and frail died in the €l der world.”

"Sheisbright, isn't she?'

"Decidedly 0."

They had taken a short walk then, outside, in the cold night of Moscow. Moore did not redly want
to leave, but he had had enough to drink so that he was easy to persuade. Besides that, he did not want
the sumbling babbler at hissdeto fal into an excavation or wander off logt, to miss hisflight or turn up
injured. So they shuffled up bright avenues and down dim streets until they cameto the Square. They
stopped before alarge, dilapidated monument. The poet broke asmall limb from a shrub and bent it into
awreath. Hetossed it against the wall.

"Poor fellow," he muttered.

"Who?'

"Theguy ingde”

"Who'sthat?'

Unger cocked hishead at him.

"You redly don't know?"

"l admit there are gapsin my education, if that's what you mean. | continudly striveto fill them, but |
awayswasweak on history. | specidized at an early age.”

Unger jerked histhumb at the monument.

"Noble Macbeth liesin state within," he said. "He was an ancient king who dew his predecessor,
noble Duncan, most heinoudly. L ots of other people too. When he took the throne he promised held be
niceto his subjects, though. But the Savic temperament isa strange thing. He is best remembered for his
many fine speeches, which were trand ated by aman named Pasternak. Nobody reads them anymore.”

Unger sighed and seated himsdlf on astair. Moore joined him. He wastoo cold to be insulted by the
arrogant mocking of the drunken poet.

"Back then, people used to fight wars," said Unger.

"I know," responded Moore, hisfingersfreezing; "Napoleon once burnt part of thiscity."

Unger tipped his hat.

Moore scanned the skyline. A bewildering range of structures hedged the Square—here, bright and
functional, aladder-like office building composed its heights and witnessed distances, as only the planned
vantages of the very new can manage; there, aday time aguarium of an agency was now adark mirror, a
place where the confidence-inspiring efficiencies of rehearsed officials were displayed before the
onlooker; and across the Square, its purged youth fully restored by shadow, a deserted onion of acupola
poked its sharp topknot after soaring vehicles, anumber of which, scuttling among the star fires, were
indicated even now—and Moore blew upon hisfingers and jammed his hands into his pockets.

"Y es, nations went to war," Unger was saying. "Artilleries thundered. Blood was spilled. People died.
But we lived through it, crossing a shaky Shinvat word by word. Then one day there it was. Peace. It
had been that way along time before anyone noticed. We still don't know how we did it. Perpetua
postponement and a short memory, | guess, as man's attention became occupied twenty-four hours a day
with other things. Now thereis nothing | eft to fight over, and everyoneis showing off the fruits of
peace—because everyone has some, by the roomful. All they want. More. These thingsthat fill the
rooms, though,” he mused, "and the mind how they have proliferated! Each month'sversion is better than
the last, in some hypersophisticated manner. They seem to have absorbed the minds that are absorbed
withthem. .. ."



"We could dl go livein thewoods," said Moore, wishing he had taken the time to pocket a battery
crysta and athermodtat for his suit.

"We could do lots of things, and we will, eventually—I suppose. Still, | guesswe couldwind upin
the woods, at that.”

"Inthat case, let's go back to the Palace while therés ill time. I'm frozen.”

"Why not?'

They climbed to their feet, began walking back.

"Why did you Join the Set anyhow? So you could be discontent over the centuries?’

"Nay, son," the poet clapped him on the shoulder. "I'm an audience in search of an entertainment.”

It took Moore an hour to get the chill out of hisbones.

"Ahem. Ahem,” said thevoice. "We are about to land at Akwa Labs, Oahu."

The belt snaked out into Moore's lap. He snapped it tight.

A sudden feding prompted him to ask: "Read methat last poem from Chisd again.”

" 'Future Be Not Impatient,™ stated the voice:

" 'Someday, perhaps, but not this day.
Sometime; but then, not now.

Man isamonument-making mammad.
Never ask me how."

He thought of Leota's description of the moon and he hated Unger for the forty-four secondsit took
him to disembark. He was not certain why.

He stood beside Dart Nine and watched the approach of asmall man wearing asmile and gay
tropica clothing. He shook hands automatically.

"...Very pleased," the man named Teng was saying, "and glad there's not much around for you to
recognize anymore. We've been deciding what to show you ever snce Bermuda called." Moore
pretended to be aware of thecdll. ". . . Not many people remember their employers from asfar back as
you do," Teng was saying.

Moore smiled and fdll into step with him, heading toward the Processng Complex.

"Yes, | wascurious," he agreed, "to seewhat it al looks like now. My old office, my lab—"

"Gone. of course.”

". .. our first chamber-tandem, with its big-nozzled injectors—"

"Replaced, naturdly.”

"Naturdly. And the big old pumps. . ."

"Shiny and new."

Moore brightened. The sun, which he had not seen for severa days/years, felt good on his back, but
the air conditioning felt even better asthey entered the first building. There was something of beauty inthe
pure functional compactness of everything about them, something Unger might have called by adifferent
name, heredlized, but it was beauty to Moore. He ran his hand along the sides of the unitshe did not
have time to study. He tapped the conduits and peered into the kilns which processed the by-product
ceramicware; he nodded approva and paused to relight his pipe whenever the man at his side asked his
opinion of something too technicaly remote for him to have any opinion.

They crossed catwal ks, moved through the temple-like innards of shut-down tanks, traversed
aley-wayswhere the silent, blinking pandsindicated that unseen operations were in progress.
Occasiondly, they met aworker, seated before a d egping trouble-board, watching a broadcast
entertainment or reading something over his portable threglie. Moore shook hands and forgot names.

Processing Director Teng could not help but be partly hypnotized—both by Moore's youthful
appearance and the knowledge that he had developed akey process at some past date (aswell asby his
gpparent understanding of present operations)—into believing that he was an engineer of hisown breed,
and up-to-date in his education. Actualy, Mary Mullen's prediction that his profession would some day
move beyond the range of his comprehension had not yet come to pass—but he could see that it wasthe



direction in which he was headed. Appropriately, he had noticed his photo gathering dust in asmall
lobby, amid those of Teng's other dead and retired predecessors.

Sensing hisfedling, Moore asked, " Say, do you think | could have my old job back?’

The man's head jerked about M oore remained expressionless.

"Well—I suppose—something—could beworked . . ." he ended lamely as Moore broke into agrin
and twisted the question back into casual conversation. It was somehow amusing to have produced that
sudden, strange look of redlization on the man's bored face, as he actually saw Moore for the first time.
Frightening, too.

"Yes, seeing dl this progress—isingpiring." Moore pronounced. "It'sadmost enough to make aman
want to work again. —Glad | don't haveto, of course. But there'sabit of nostalgiainvolved in coming
back after al these years and seeing how this place grew out of the shoe-string operation it seemed
then—grew into more buildings than | could walk through in aweek, and dl of them packed with new
hardware and working away to beat the band. Smooth. Efficient. | likeit. | suppose you like working
here?'

"Yes," sghed Teng, "as much asaman can like working. Say, were you planning on staying
overnight? There aweekly employees luau and you'd be very welcome." He glanced at the wafer of a
watchface clinging to hiswrist. "In fact, it's aready started,” he added.

"Thanks," said Moore, "but | have adate and | have to be going. | just wanted to reaffirm my faithin
progress. Thanksfor the tour, and thanksfor your time.”

"Any time," Teng steered him toward alush Break Boom. ™Y ou won't be wanting to Dart back for
awhileyet, will you?' he said. "So while were having abiteto eat in here | wonder if | could ask you
some questions about the Set. Its entrance requirementsin particular. ..."

All theway around the world to Bermuda, getting happily drunk in the belly of Dart Nine, in the year
of Our Lord twenty seventy-eight, Moore felt that Time had been put aright.

"So you want to haveit?' said/asked Mary Maude, uncoiling carefully from the caverns of her shawl.

"y es"

"Why?"' she asked.

"Because | do not destroy that which belongsto me. | possess so very little asit is.”

The Doyenne snorted gently, perhaps in amusement. She tapped her favorite dog, as though seeking
areply fromit.

"Though it sails upon abottomless seatoward some fabulous orient,” she mused, “the ship will il
attempt to lower an anchor. | do not know why. Can you tell me?Isit smply carelessness on the part of
the captain? Or the second mate?"

The dog did not answer. Neither did anything else.

"Or isit amutineer's desire to turn around and go back?' sheinquired. "To return home?"

Therewasabrief dillness. Findly:

"l livein asuccession of homes. They are cdled hours. Eachislovely."

"But not lovely enough, and never to be revisited, en? Permit meto anticipate your next words: T do
not intend to marry. | do not intend to leave the Set. | shdl have my child—' By the way, what will it be,
aboy or agirl?'

"Agirl."

"'—| shdl have my daughter. | shdl place her in afine home, arrange her aglorious future, and be
back in time for the Spring Festival.™ She rubbed her glazed dog asthough it were acrystal and
pretended to peer through its greenish opacity. "Am | not averitable gypsy?"' she asked.

"Indeed.”

"And you think thiswill work out?'

"| fal to seewhy it should not"

"Tel mewhich her proud father will do," sheinquired, "compose her a sonnet sequence, or design
her mechanica toys?'

"Neither. He shdl never know. Hell be adeep until spring, and | will not. She must never know
ether.”



"So much theworse."

"Why, pray tel?"

"Because she will become awoman in less than two months, by the clocks of the Set—and alovely
woman, | daresay—because shewill be ableto afford loveliness.”

"Of course.”

"And, asthe daughter of amember, shewill be eminently digible for Set candidacy.”

"She may not want it."

"Only those who cannot achieveit dlude to having those sentiments. No, shelll want it. Everyone
does. —AnNd, if her beauty should be surgicaly obtained, | believethat | shdl, inthisinstance, dter arule
of mine. | shdl pass on her and admit her to the Set. She will then meet many interesting people—poets,
engineers, her mother. .. ."

"No! I'd tell her, before I'd permit that to happen!™

"Ahal Tdl me, isyour fear of incest predicated upon your fear of competition, or isit redly the other
way around?"

"Please! Why are you saying these horrible things?!

"Because, unfortunately, you are something | can no longer afford to keep around. Y ou have been an
excdlent symbol for along time, but now your pleasures have ceased to be Olympian. Yoursisalapse
into the mundane. Y ou show that the gods are less sophisticated than school children—that they can be
victimized by biology, despite the oceans of medical dliesat our command. Princess, in the eyes of the
world you are my daughter, for | am the Set. So take some motherly advice and retire. Do not attempt to
renew your option. Get married first, and then to deep for afew months—till spring, when your option is
up. Sleep intermittently in the bunker, so that ayear or so will pass. Well play up the romantic aspects of
your retirement. Wait ayear or two to bear your child. The cold deep won't do her any harm; there have
been other cases such asyours. If you fal to agreeto this, our motherly admonition isthat you face
present expulsion.”

"Y ou can't!"

"Read your contract.”

"But no one need ever "know!"

"Yousdlly little doll face!" The acetylene blazed forth. "Y our glimpses of the outside have been
fragmentary and extremely selective—for at least Sixty years. Every news medium in the world watches
amogt every move every Setman makes, from the time he sitsup in his bunker until he retires, exhausted,
after the latest Party. Snoopers and newshounds today have more gimmicks and gadgetsin their arsends
than your head has colorful hairs. We cant hide your daughter al her life, so wewon't even try. Wed
have trouble enough conceding mattersif you decided not to have her—but | think we could outbribe
and outdrug our own employees.

"Therefore, | cal upon you for adecision.”

"l am sorry."

"Soam|," said the Doyenne.

Thegirl stood.

From somewhere, as she left, she seemed to hear the whimpering of achinadog.

Beyond the neat hedgerows of the garden and down a purposefully irregular dope ran the unpaved
pathway which wandered, like an impulsiveriver, through neck-tickling straits of unkempt forsythia, past
high idands of mobbed sumac, and by the shivering branches, like waves, of an occasiona ginkgo,
wagging at the overhead gulls, while dreaming of the high-flying Archaeopteryx abouit to bresk through its
heart in adive, and perhaps athousand feet of twistings are required to negotiate the two hundred feet of
planned wildernessthat separates the gardens of the Hall of Sleep from the artificia ruinswhich occupy a
full, hilly acre, dotted here and there by incipient Jungles of lilac and the occasiond bell of agrest
willow—uwhich momentarily concedl, and then guide the eye on toward broken pediments, smashed
friezes, half-standing, shred-topped columns, then fallen columns, then faceless, handless statues, and
findly, seemingly random hegps of rubble which lay amid these things, here, the path over which they
moved then forms adeltaand promptly losesitsef where thetides of Time chafe away the memento mori



qudity that the ruinsfirst ssem to spdll, acting asatempora entasis and in the eye of the beholding.
Setman, so that he can look upon it dl and say, "1 am the older than this" and his companion can reply,
"Wewill pass again some year and thistoo, will be gone," (even though she did not say it thistime)
feding happier by feding thelessmorta by so doing; and crossing through the rubble, asthey did, to a
place where barbaroudly ruined Pan grinsfrom ingde the ring of adry fountain, anew pathisto be
located, thistime an unplanned and only recently formed way, where the grassis yellowed underfoot and
the wakers must go singlefile because it leads them through aplace of briars, until they reach the old
breskwall over which they generdly climb like commandosin order to gain accessto aquarter mile
strand of coved and deserted beach, where the sand is not quite so clean as the beaches of the
town—which are generdly sifted every third day—»but where the shade is asintense, in itsown way, as
the sunlight, and there are flat rocks offshore for meditation.

"You're getting lazy," he commented, kicking off his shoes and digging histoesinto the cool sand.
"Youdidn't climb over."

"I'm getting lazy," she agreed.

They threw off their robes and walked to the water's edge.

"Don't push!”

"Comeon. I'll race you to therocks."

For once he won.

Loafing in thelap of the Atlantic, they could have been any two bathersin any place, in any time.

"l could stay hereforever.”

"It gets cold nights, and if there's abad storm you might catch something or get washed away."

"I meant,” she amended, "if it could dways belikethis"

" 'Verweile doch, du hist so schon,™ he reminded.

"Faust lost a bet that way, remember? So would a Sleeper. Unger's got me reading again—Hey!
What's the matter?'

"Nothing!"

"There's something wrong, littlegirl. Even| cantdll.”

"Sowhét if thereis?"

"Soalot, that'swhat. Tell me."

Her hand bridged the narrow channel between their rocks and found his. Herolled onto hisside and
stared at her satin-wet hair and her stuck-together eyelashes, the dimpled deserts of her cheeks, and the
bloodied oasis of her mouth. She squeezed his hand.

"Let's stay here forever—despite the chill, and being washed away.”

"Y ou areindicating that—?"

"We could get off at thisstop.”

"l suppose. But—"

"But you likeit-now?Y ou like the big charade?’

Helooked away.

"| think you wereright,” shetold him, "that night-many years ago."

"What night?'

"The night you said it was al a Joke—that we are the last people dive on Earth, performing before
machines operated by inhuman creatures who watch us for incomprehensible purposes. What are we but
wave-patterns of an oscilloscope? I'm sick of being an object of contemplation!”

He continued to Sareinto the sea.

"I'm rather fond of the Set now," hefinally responded. "At first | was ambivalent toward it. But afew
weeks-years—ago | visited aplace where | used to work. It was—different. Bigger. Better run. But
more than that, actudly. It wasn't just that it wasfilled with things | couldn't have guessed at fifty or sixty
years ago. | had an odd feding while | wasthere. | was with alittle chatter-box of a Processing director
named Teng, and he was yammering away worse than Unger, and | wasjust staring at al those
tandem-tanks and tiers of machinery that had grown up insde the shell of that first old building—sort of
likeinsde awomb—and | suddenly felt that someday something was going to be born, born out of stedl



and plastic and dancing electrons, in such astainless, sunless place—and that something would be so fine
that | would want to be thereto seeit. | couldn't dignify it by cdling it amystica experience or anything
likethat. It wasjust sort of afeding | had. But if that moment could stay forever . . . Anyhow, the Setis
my ticket to a performance I'd like to see.”

"Darling," she began, "it is anticipation and recollection that fill the heart—never the sensation of the

"Perhapsyou areright. ..."

His grip tightened on her hand as the tunnel between their eyes shortened. He leaned acrossthe
water and kissed the blood from her mouth.

"Veweiledoch ..."

"...Dubist so schon'

It wasthe Party to end all Parties. The surprise announcement of Alvin Moore and Leota Mathilde
Mason struck the Christmas Eve gathering of the Set asjust the thing for the season. After an extensive
dinner and the exchange of bright and codtly triflesthe lights were dimmer. The giant Chrigmas tree atop
the transparent penthouse blazed like a compressed galaxy through the droplets of melted snow on the
caling pane.

It was nine by al the clocks of London.

"Married on Christmas, divorced on Twelfth Night," said someonein the darkness.

"What'll they do for an encore?" whispered someone else.

There were giggles and severd off-key carols followed them. The backlight pickup was doubtlessin
action.

"Tonight we are quaint,” said Moore.

"We danced in Davy Jones Locker," answered Leota, "while they cringed and were sick on the
floor."

"It'snot the same Set," hetold her, "not really. How many new faces have you counted? How many
old ones have vanished? It's hard to tell. Where do old Setmen go?'

"The graveyard of the ephants,” she suggested. "Who knows?'

" "The heart isagraveyard of crigas," recited Moore,
"hid far from the hunter'seye,

where love wears death like enamel

and dogscrawl into die”

"That'sUnger's, isn't it?" she asked.

"That'sright, | just happened to recdll it"

"l wish you hadnt. | don't likeit."

"Sorry."

"Whereis Unger anyway?" she asked as the darkness retreated and the people arose.

"Probably at the punchbowl—or under the table.”

"Not this early in the evening—for being under the table, I mean.”

Moore shifted.

"What are we doing here anyhow?" he wanted to know. "Why did we have to attend this Party?"

"Becauseit isthe season of charity.”

"Faith and hope, t0o," he smirked. "Y ou want to be maudlin or something? All right, I'll be maudlin
withyou. Itisaplessure, redly.”

Heraised her hand to hislips.

"Stop that!"

"All right."

He kissed her on the mouth. There was laughter.

She flushed but did not rise from hisside.

"If you want to make afool of me—of us" hesaid, "I'll go more than hdfway. Tel mewhy we had to



come to this Party and announce our un-Setness before everyone? We could have just faded away from
the Parties, dept until spring, and let our options run out.”

"No. | an awoman and | could not resist another Party—the last one of the year, the very last—and
wear your gift on my finger and know that deep down inside, the others do envy us—our courage, if
nothing € se—and probably our happiness.”

"Okay," heagreed, "I'll drink to it—to you, anyway." Heraised his glass and downed it. Therewas
no fireplace to throw it into, so as much as he admired the gesture he placed it back on the table.

"Shal we dance? | hear music.”

"Not yet. Let'sjust St here and drink.”

"Hine"

When dl the clocksin London said eleven, Leotawanted to know where Unger was.

"Heleft," adim girl with purple hair told her, "right after dinner. Maybe indigestion"—she
shrugged—"or maybe he went looking for the Globe."

She frowned and took another drink.

Then they danced. Moore did not really see the room through which they moved, nor the other
dancers.

They were al the featureless charactersin a boot; he had aready closed. Only the dance was
red—and the woman with whom he was dancing.

Timesfriction, he decided, and araising of the sghts. | have what | wanted and till | want more. I'll
get over it.

It wasavast hal of mirrors. There were hundreds of dancing Alvin Moores and L eotas (nee Mason)
dancing. They were dancing at al their Parties of the past seventy-some years—from a Tibetan sd lodge
to Davy Jones Locker, from aNew Y ears Evein orbit to the floating Palace of Kanayasha, from a
Halloween in the caverns of Carlsbad to aMayday at Delphi—they had danced everywhere, and tonight
was the last Party, good night, ladies. . . .

Sheleaned againgt him and said nothing and her breath collared his neck.

"Good night, good night, good night,” he heard himself saying, and they Ieft with the bells of midnight,
early, early, and it was Christmas as they entered the hopcar and told the Set chauffeur that they were
returning early.

And they passed over the stratocruiser and settled beside the Dart they had comein, and they
crossed through the powdery fleece that lay on the ground and entered the smdller craft.

"Do you wish to have the lights dimmed? Or would you prefer to have them brighter?' asked avoice
a their sde,

"Dimthem."

"Would you case for something to eat? Or something to drink?”

"No."

"No."

"Shall | read you an article on the subject of your choice?' Pause. "Or fiction?' Pause. "Or poetry?'
Pause.

"Would you careto view the catdlog?' Pause. " Or perhaps you would prefer music?”'

"Music," shesad. "Soft. Not the kind you listen to."

After about ten minutes of near-deep, Moore heard the voice:

"Hilted of flame,

our frail phylactic blade

ditshlack

beneath Polestar's

pinprick comment,

foredging burrs

of mitigated hell,

spilling light without illumination.

Strands of song,



to shareitstinging flight,

are shucked and scraped

tofit anidiot theme,

Here, through outlocked chaos,

climbed of migrant logic,

the forms of black notation

blackly diceaflame.

"Turnit off,” said Moore. "Wedidn't ask you to read.”

"I'm not reading,” said the voice, "I'm composing.”

"Who-?"

Moore came awake and turned in his seat, which promptly adjusted to the movement.-A pair of feet
projected over the arm of adouble seat to therear.

"Unger?

"No, Santa Claus. Ho! Ho!"

"What are you doing going back thisearly?’

"Y ou just answered your own question, didn't you?'

Moore snorted and settled back once more. At hisside, Leotawas snoring delicately, her seat
collapsed into acouch.

He shut his eyes, but knowing they were not alone he could not regain the peaceful drifting sensation
he had formerly achieved. He heard a sigh and the approach of lurching footfals. He kept hiseyes
closed, hoping Unger would fal over and go to deep. He didn'.

Abruptly, hisvoice rang out, amagnificently dreadful baritone:

"I was down to Saint James Infir-r-rmary,” he sang. "l saw my ba-a-aby there, stretched out on a
long whi-i-ite ta-a-able—so swest, so cold, so fair—"

Moore swung his|eft hand, cross-body at the poet's midsection. He had plenty of target, but he was
too dow. Unger blocked hisfist and backed away, laughing.

Leota shook herself awake.

"What are you doing here?' she asked.

"Compaosing,” he answered, "mysdf.”

"Merry Chrismas,”" he added.

"Goto hel," answered Moore.

"| congratulate you on your recent nuptials. Mister Moore."

"Thanks"

"Why waant | invited?'

"It wasasmple ceremony.”

Heturned.

"Isthat true, Leota? An odd comrade in arms like me, not invited, just because it wasn't showy
enough for my elaborate tastes?”

She nodded, fully awake now.

He struck hisforehead.

"Oh, | am wounded!"

"Why don't you go back to wherever you came from?' asked Moore. "The drinks are on the house."

"l can't attend midnight massin an inebriated condition.”

Mooresfingerstwitched back into fids.

"Y ou may attend amass for the dead without having to kned."

"I believe you are hinting that you wish to be done. | understand.”

Hewithdrew to the rear of the Dart. After atime he began to snore.

"l hope we never seehim again,” she said.

"Why?He'saharmless drunk.”

"No, heisn't. He hates us—because we're happy and heisn't.”

" think he's happiest when he's unhappy,” smiled Moore, "and whenever the temperature drops. He



lovesthe cold-bunk becauseit'slike alittle death to deep init. He once said, 'Each Setman dies many
deaths. That'swhat | like about being a Setman.'

"Y ou say more deep won't beinjurious—" he asked abruptly.

"No, therésno risk."

Below them. Time fled backward through the cold. Christmas was pushed out into the hallway, and
over the threshold of the front door to their world—Alvin's, Leotas, and Unger's world—to stand
shivering on the doorsill of itsown Eve, in Bermuda.

Inside the Dart, passing backward through Time, Moore recalled that New Y ear's Eve Party many
years ago, recalled his desires of that day and reflected that they sat beside him now; recalled the Parties
since then and reflected that he would missdl that were yet to come; recalled hiswork in the time before
Time—afew months ago—and reflected that he could no longer do it properly—and that Time was
indeed out of joint and that he could not set it aright; he recalled his old gpartment, never revisited, dl his
old friends, including Diane Demetrios, now dead or senile, and reflected that, beyond the Set which he
was leaving, he knew no one, save possbly the girl at hisside. Only Wayne Unger was ageless, for he
was an employee of the eternal. Given amonth or two Unger could open up a bar, form hisown circle of
outcasts and toy with a private renaissance, if he should ever decideto leave.

Moore suddenly felt very stale and tired, and he whispered to their ghostly servant for aMartini and
reached across his dozing wife to fetch it from the cubicle. He sat there sipping it, wondering about the
world below.

He should have kept with life, he decided. He knew nothing of contemporary poalitics, or law, or art;
his standards were those grated on by the Set, and concerned primarily with color, movement, gaiety,
and clever speech; he was reduced again to childhood when it came to science. He knew he was
wedlthy, but the Set had been managing al hisfinances. All he had was an al-purpose card, good
anywherein the world for any sort of purchase, commodity or service-wise. Periodicaly, he had
examined hisfile and seen bal ance sheets which told him he need never worry about being short of
money. But he did not feel confident or competent when it came to meeting the people who resided in the
world outsde. Perhaps he would appear stodgy, old-fashioned, and "quaint” as he had felt tonight,
without the glamour of the Set to mask his humanity.

Unger snored, L eota breathed deeply, and the world turned. When they reached Bermuda they
returned to the Earth.

They stood beside the Dart, just outside the flight terminal.

"Careto take awalk?' asked Moore.

"l amtired, my love," said Leota, staring in the direction of the Hall of Seep. Shelooked back.

He shook hishead. "'I'm not quite ready."

Sheturned to him. He kissed her.

"I'll seeyou thenin April, darling. Good night.”

"April isthe crudest month,” observed Unger. "Come, engineer, I'll walk with you asfar asthe shuttle
gands”

They began waking. They moved across the roadway in the direction opposite the terminal, and they
entered upon the broad, canopied walk that led to the ro-car garage.

It was acrygtdline night, with sarsliketinse and a satellite beacon blazing like agold piece deep
within the pool of the sky. Asthey waked, their breath fumed into white wreathes that vanished before
they were fully formed. Mooretried in vainto light his pipe. Finaly, he stopped and hunched his
shoulders againgt the wind until he got it going.

"A good night for walking," said Unger.

Moore grunted. A gust of wind lashed afiery rain of loose tobacco upon his cheek. He smoked on,
hands in the pockets of his jacket, collar raised. The poet clapped him on the shoulder.

"Comewith meinto thetown," he suggested. "It'sonly over the hill. We canwalk it."

"No," said Moore, through histeeth.

They strode on, and as they neared the garage Unger grew unessy.

"I'd rather someone were with metonight,” he said abruptly. "I fed strange, asthough I'd drunk the



draught of the centuries and suddenly am wisein atime when wisdom is unnecessary. |—I'm afraid.”

Moore hesitated.

"No," hefindly repested, "it'stimeto say good-bye. Y oure traveling on and we're getting off. Have
fun"

Neither offered to shake hands, and Moore watched him move into the shuttle stop.

Continuing behind the building, Moore cut diagondly acrossthe wide lawns and into the gardens. He
grolled amlesdy for afew minutes, then found the path that led down to theruins.

The going was dow and he wound hisway through the cold wilderness. After aperiod of near-panic
when he felt surrounded by trees and he had to backtrace, he emerged into the starlit clearing where
menaces of shrubbery dappled the broken buildings with patterns of darkness, moving restlessy asthe
winds shifted.

The grass rustled about his ankles as he seated himsdf on afdlen pillar and got his pipe going once
more.

He sat thinking himsdlf into marble as histoes grew numb, and he felt very much apart of the place;
an artificid scene, aruin transplanted out of history onto unfamiliar grounds. He did not want to move. He
just wanted to freeze into the |andscape and become his own monument. He sat there making pacts with
imaginary devils. he wanted to go back, to return with Leotato his Frisco town, to work again. Like
Unger, he suddenly felt wise in time when wisdom was unnecessary. Knowledge was what he needed.
Fear waswhat he had.

Pushed on by the wind, he picked hisway acrossthe plain. Within the circle of hisfountain. Pan was
either dead or deeping. Perhapsit isthe cold deep of the gods, decided Moore, and Pan will one day
awaken and blow upon hisfegtival pipes and only the wind among high towerswill answer, and the
shuffling tread of an assessment robot be quickened to scan him—because the Party people will have
forgotten the festival melodies, and the waxen oneswill have isolated out the wisdom of the blood on
their colored dides and inoculated mankind against it—and, programmed againgt emotions, afrivolity
machinewill perpetudly generate the sensations of gaiety into the fever-dreams of the ddlirious, so that
they will not recognize his tunes—and there shall be none among the children of Phoebus to even repest
the Attic cry of hisfirst passing, heard those many Christmases ago beyond the waters of the
Mediterranean.

Moore wished that he had stayed alittle longer with Unger, because he now flt that he had gained a
glimpse of the man's perspective. It had taken the fear of anew world to generate these fedlings, but he
was beginning to understand the poet. Why did the man stay on in the Set, though? he wondered. Did he
take amasochigtic pleasure in seeing hisice-propheciesfulfilled, as he moved further and further avay
from his own times? Maybe that wasit.

Moore gtirred himsalf into one last pilgrimage. He walked along their old path down to the breskwall.
The stones were cold beneath hisfingers, so he used the stile to cross over to the beach.

He stood on arim of rust at the star-reflecting bucket-bottom of the world. He stared out at the
black humps of the rocks where they had held their sunny colloguy days/months ago. It was his machines
he had spoken of then, before they had spoken of themselves. He had believed, still believed, in their
inevitable fusion with the spirit of hiskind, into greater and finer vessasfor life. Now hefeared, like
Unger, that by the time this occurred something €lse might have been log, and that the fine new vessds
would only be partly filled, lacking some essentid ingredient. He hoped Unger was wrong; he fdlt that the
ups and downs of Time might at some future equinox restore all those drowsing verities of the soul's
undersides that he was now fedling—and that there would be ears to hear the piped melody, and feet that
would move with its sound. Hetried to beieve this. He hoped it would be true.

A dar fell, and Moore looked at hiswatch. It was late. He scuffed hisway back to the wall and
crossed over it again.

Inside the pre-deep clinic he met Jameson, who was aready yawning from his prep-injection.
Jameson was atdl, thin man with the hair of a cherub and the eyes of its opposite number.

"Moore," he grinned, watching him hang his jacket on thewall and roll up hisdeeve, "you going to
spend your honeymoon on ice?’



The hypogun sighed in the medic's husky hand and the prep-injection entered Mooresarm.

"That'sright," hereplied, leveling his gaze at the not completely sober Jameson. "Why?'

"It just doesn't seem the thing to do," Jameson explained, till grinning. "If | were married to Leota
you wouldn't catch me going on ice. Unless—-"

Moore took one step toward him, the sound in histhroat like a snarl. Jameson drew back, his dark
eyeswidening.

"l wasjoking!" hesaid. "l didnt. . ."

Therewasapainin Mooréesinjected arm as the big medic seized it and jerked him to a halt.

"Yeah," said Moore, "good night. Seep tight, wake sober.”

As he turned toward the door the medic released his arm. Moore rolled down his deeve and donned
hisjacket as he | ft.

"Y ou're off your rocker," Jameson called after him.

Moore had about haf an hour before he had to hit his bunker. He did not fed like heading for it at
the moment. He had planned on waiting in the clinic until the injection began to work, but Jameson's
presence changed that.

He walked through the wide corridors of the Hall of Seep, rode alift up to the bunkers, then strode
down the hallway until he came to his door. He hesitated, then passed on. He would deep therefor the
next three and ahaf months; he did not fed like giving it haf of the next hour aso.

Herrefilled his pipe. He would smoke through a sentinel watch beside the ice goddess, hiswife. He
looked about for wandering medics. Oneis supposed to refrain from smoking after the prep-injection,
but it had never bothered him yet, or anyone else he knew of.

An intermittent thumping sound reached his ears as he moved on up the halway. It stopped ashe
rounded a corner, then began again, louder. It was coming from up ahead.

After amoment there was another silence.

He paused outside L eota's door. Grinning around his pipe, he found a pen and drew aline through
thelast name on her plate. He printed "Moore" in aboveit. Ashewasforming thefind letter the
pounding began again.

It was coming from inside her room.

He opened the door, took a step, then stopped.

The man had hisback to him. Hisright arm wasraised. A mallet was clenched in hisfid.

His panted mutterings, like an incantation, reached Moore's ears.

"'Strew on her roses, roses, and never spray ayew

... Inquiet she reposes—"

M oore was across the chamber He saized the mallet and managed to twist it away. Then hefelt
something break inside hishand as hisfist connected with ajaw. The man collided with the opposite wall,
then pitched forward onto the floor.

"Leotal" said Moore. "Leota. . ."

Cadt of white Parian shelay, deep within the coils of the bunker. The canopy had been raised high
overhead. Her flesh was dready firm as stone—because there was no blood on her breast where the
stake had been driven in. Only cracks and fissures, asin stone.

"No," said Moore.

The stake was a very hard synthowood—Iike cocobol o, or quebracho, or perhaps lignum vitae—lill
to be unsplintered. . . .

"No," said Moore.

Her face had the relaxed expression of adreamer, her hair was the color of aluminum. Hisring was
on her finger. . ..

There was amurmuring in the comer of the room.

"Unger," hesad flatly, "why—did—you—do it?"

The man sucked air around hiswords. His eyes were focused on something nameless.

"...Vampire" he muttered, "luring men aboard her Flying Dutchman to drain them acrossthe years.

.. Sheisthe future—a goddess on the outside and athirsting vacuum within," he stated without



emoation. "'Strew on her roses, roses. . . Her mirth the world required—She bathed it in smiles of glee. .
. Shewas going to leave meway up herein the middle of theair. | can't get off the merry-go-round and |
can't have the brassring. But no onedsewill loseas| havelog, not now. '. . . Her lifewasturning,
turning, in mazes of heat and sound—' | thought she would come back to me, after sheld tired of you."

Heraised his hand to cover his eyes as Moore advanced upon him.

"To the technician, the future—"

Moore hit him with the hammer, once twice. After the third blow helost count because hismind
could not concelve of any number greater than three.

Then he was walking, running, the mallet il clutched in his hand—past doorslike blind eyes, up
corridors, down seldom-used stairwells.

Ashe lurched away from the Hall of Seep he heard someone caling after him through the night. He
kept running.

After along while he began to walk again. His hand was aching and his breeth burned within his
lungs. He climbed a hill, paused &t its top, then descended the other side.

Party Town, an expensive resort—owned and sponsored, though seldom patronized by the
Set—was deserted, except for the Christmas lightsin the windows, and thetinsel, and the boughs of
holly. From some dim adytum the recorded carols of a private celebration could be heard, and some
laughter. These things made Moore fed even more aone as he waked up one street and down another,
his body seeming ever more athing apart from him asthe prep-injection took itsinevitable effect. Hisfeet
were leaden. His eyes kept closing and be kept forcing them back open.

There were no services going on when he entered the church. It was warmer insde. He was dlone
there, too.

Theinterior of the church was dim, and he was attracted to an array of lights about the display at the
foot of astatute. It was amanger scene. He leaned back against a pew and stared at the mother and the
child, a the angels and theinquisitive cattle, at the father. Then he made a sound he had no words for and
threw the mallet into the little stable and turned away. Clawing at thewall, he staggered off a dozen steps
and collapsed, cursing and weeping, until he dept.

They found him at the foot of the cross.

Justice had become athing of streamlined swiftness since the days of M oore's boyhood. The sheer
force of world population had long ago crowded every docket of every court to impossible extremes,
until measures were taken to waive as much of the parapherndiaas could be waived and hold court
around the clock. That waswhy Moore faced Judgment at ten o'clock in the evening, two days after
Chrigmas.

Thetrid lasted lessthan aquarter of an hour. Moore waived representation; the charges were read;
he entered aplea of guilty, and the judge sentenced him to deeth in the gas chamber without looking up
from the stack of papers on his bench.

Numbly, Moore left the courtroom and was returned to acell for hisfinal medl, which he did not
remember eating. He had no conception of the juridical processin thisyear in which he had cometo rest.
The Set attorney had smply looked bored as he told him his story, then mentioned "symbolic pendlties’
and told him to waive representation and enter asmple pleaof "guilty to the homicide as described.” He
sgned a statement to that effect. Then the attorney had left him and Moore had not spoken with anyone
but hiswarders up until the time of thetrial, and then only afew words before he went into court. And
now—to receive a death sentence after he had admitted he was guilty of killing hiswifé's murderer—he
could not conceive that justice had been done. Despite this, he felt an unnatural calm as he chewed
mechanically upon whatever he had ordered. He was not afraid to die. He could not believeinit.

An hour later they camefor him. Hewasled to asmall, airtight room with asingle, thick window set
highinitsmeta door. He seeted himsalf upon the bench within it and his gray-uniformed guards dammed
the door behind him.

After an interminable time he heard the pellets breaking and he smelled the fumes. They grew
stronge.

Finally, he was coughing and breething fire and gasping and crying out, and he thought of her lying



therein her bunker, theironic strains of Unger's song during their Dart-flight recurring in hismind:

"I was down to Saint James Infir-r-rmary.

| saw my ba-a-aby there,

Stretched out on along whi-i-ite ta-a-ble—

SO swest, so cold, sofair . . ."

Had Unger been conscioudy contemplating her murder even then? he wondered. Or wasit
something lurking below his consciousness? Something he had fdlt stirring, so that he had wanted Moore
to stay with him—to keep it from happening?

He would never know, he redlized, asthefires reached into his skull and consumed hisbrain.

Ashe awoke, feding very weak upon white linen, the voice within his earphoneswas saying to Alvin
Moore:

"....Let that bealessonto you."

Moore tore off the earphones with what he thought was a strong gesture, but his muscles responded
weskly. Still, the earphones came off.

He opened his eyes and stared.

Hemight bein the Set's Sick Ward, located high up inthe Hall of Sleep, or in hell. Franz Andrews,
the attorney who had advised him to plead guilty, sat at hisbedside.

"How do you fed ?" he asked.

"Oh, great! Careto play aset of tennis?'

Theman amiled faintly.

"Y ou have successfully discharged your debt to society,” he stated, "through the symbolic pendty
procedure.”

"Oh, that explains everything," said Moorewryly. Findly: "I don't see why there had to be any
pendty, symboalic or otherwise. That rhymer murdered my wife."

"Hell pay for it,” said Andrews.

Moorerolled onto his side and studied the dispassionate, flat-featured face at his elbow. The
attorney's short hair was. somewhere between blond and gray and his gaze unflinchingly sober.

"Do you mind repeeting what you Just said?’

"Not at al. | said he'd pay for it."

"He's not dead!™

"No, he's quite alive—two floors above us. His head hasto heal before he can stand trid. He'stooill
to face execution.”

"He'sdivel" said Moore. "Alive? Then what the hell was | executed for?"

"Wadll, you did Mil the man," said Andrews, somewhat annoyed. "The fact that the doctors were later
ableto revive him does not dter the fact that ahomicide occurred. The symbolic pendty existsfor al
such cases. Youl'l think twice before ever doing it again.”

Mooretried to rise. Hefailed.

"Takeit easy. You're going to need several more days of rest before you can get up. Y our own
reviva wasonly lagt night."

Moore chuckled weakly. Then he laughed for along, long time. He stopped, ending with alittle sob.

"Fed better now?"

"Sure, sure," he whispered hoarsdly. "Like amillion bucks, or whatever the crazy currency isthese
days. What kind of execution will Unger get for murder?”

"Gas," sad the attorney, "the same asyou, if the dleged-"

"Symbalic, or for kegps?'

"Symboalic, of course”

Moore did not remember what happened next, except that he heard someone screaming and there
was suddenly a medic whom he had not noticed doing something to hisarm. He heard the soft hiss of an
injection. Then he dept.

When he awakened he felt stronger and he noticed an insolent bar of sunlight stresking the wall
opposite him. Andrews appeared not to have moved from hisside.



He stared at the man and said nothing.

"I have been advised," said the attorney, "of your lack of knowledge concerning the present state of
law in these matters. | did not stop to consider the length of your membership in the Set. Thesethings so
seldom occur—in fact, thisisthefirst such case I've ever handled—that | Smply assumed you knew
what asymbolic pendty waswhen | spoke with you back in your cell. | gpologize.”

Moore nodded.

"Also," he continued, "' assumed that you had considered the circumstances under which Mister
Unger dlegedly committed ahomicide—"

"Allegedly, hdll! | wasthere. He drove a stake through her heart!” Moore's voice broke at that
point.

"It was to have been a precedent-making decision,” said Andrews, "asto whether hewasto be
indicted now for attempted homicide, or be detained until after the operation and face homicide chargesiif
things do not go well. The matter of his detention then would have raised many more problems—which
were fortunately resolved at his own suggestion. After hisrecovery hewill retire to his bunker and remain
there until the nature of the offense had been properly determined. He has volunteered to do this of his
own freewill, so no lega decision was delivered on the matter. Histrid is postponed, therefore, until
some of the surgical techniques have been refined—"

"What surgicd techniques?' asked Moore, raisng himsdlf into aseated position and leaning againgt
the headboard. Hismind wasfully aert for thefirst time since Chrisimas. He felt what was coming next.
He said one word.

"BExplan.”

Andrews shifted in hischair.

"Migter Unger," he began, "had a poet's conception as to the exact location of the human heart. He
did not pierceit centrally, dthough the accidental angling of the stake did cause it to pass through the | eft
ventricle. —That can be repaired easily enough, according to the medics.

"Unfortunately, however, the danting of the shaft caused it to strike againgt her spind column,” he
said, "smashing two vertebrae and cracking severa others. It appearsthat the spinal cord was severed. .

Moore was numb again, numb with the redlization that had dawned as the lavyer'swords werefilling
the air between them. Of course she wasn't dead. Neither was she dive. She was deeping the cold deep.
The spark of lifewould remain within her until the arousa began. Then, and only then, could she die.
Unless—

"... Complicated by her pregnancy and the period of time necessary to raise her body temperature
to an operable one," Andrewswas saying.

"When are they going to operate?' Moore brokein.

"They can't say for certain, at thistime," answered Andrews. "1t will have to be aspecidly designed
operation, asit raises problems for which there are answersin theory but not in practice. Any one of the
factors could be trested at present, but the others couldn't be held in abeyance while the surgery isgoing
on. Together, they are rather formidable—to repair the heart and fix the back, and to save the child, al at
the sametime, will require some new instrumentation and some new techniques.”

"How long?" indsted Moore.

Andrews shrugged.

"They can't say. Months, years. She'sall right as sheis now, but—"

Moore asked him to go away, rather loudly, and he did.

Thefollowing day, feding dizzy, he got to hisfeet and refused to return to bed until he could see
Unger.

"He'sin custody,” said the medic who attended him.

"No heisnt," replied Moore. "Y ou're not alawyer, and |'ve already spoken with one. Hewon't be
takeninto lega custody until after he awakens from his next cold degp—whenever that is.”

It took over an hour for him to get permission to vist Unger. When he did, he was accompanied by
Andrews and two orderlies.



"Don't you trust the symbolic penalty?* he smirked at Andrews. ™Y ou know that I'm supposed to
think twice before | doit again.”

Andrews|looked away and did not answer him.

"Anyhow, I'm too weak and | don't have ahammer handy."

They knocked and entered.

Unger, his head turbaned in white, sat propped up by pillows. A closed book lay on the
counterpane. He had been staring out of the window and into the garden. He turned his head toward
them.

"Good morning, you son of abitch,” observed Moore.

"Please" sad Unger.

Moore did not know what to say next. He had already expressed al that he felt. So he headed for
the chair beside the bed and sat on it. He fished his pipe from the pocket of hisrobe and fumbled with it
to hide hisdiscomfort. Then he realized he had no tobacco with him.

Neither Andrews nor the orderlies appeared to be watching them.

He placed the dry pipe between histeeth and looked up.

"I'm sorry,” said Unger. "Can you believe that?'

"No," answered Moore,

"She'sthe future and she'syours,”" said Unger. "'l drove a stake through her heart but sheisn't redly
dead. They say they're working on the operating machines now. The doctorswill fix up everything that |
did, asgood as new." He winced and looked down at the bedcl othes.

"If it'sany consolation to you," he continued, "'I'm suffering and I'll suffer more. Thereisno Sentato
save this Dutchman. I'm going to ride it out with the Set, or without it, in abunker—die in someforeign
place among strangers.” He looked up, regarding Moore with aweak smile. Moore stared him back
down. "They'll save her!" heinssted. " Shelll deep until they're absolutely certain of the technique. Then
you two will get off together and I'll keep on going. Y ou'll never see me after that. | wish you happiness. |
won't ask your forgiveness."

Mooregot to hisfest.

""Weve got nothing left to say. Well talk again someyear, in aday or so."

He left the room wondering what else he could have said.

"An ethical question has been put before the Set—that isto say, mysdf," said Mary Maude.
"Unfortunately, it was posed by government attorneys, so it cannot be trested as most ethical questions
areto betreated. It requires an answer."

"Involving Moore and Unger?' asked Andrews.

"Not directly. Involving the entire Set, as aresult of their escapade.”

Sheindicated the fac-sheet on her desk. Andrews nodded.

" 'Unto UsaBabeisBorn," sheread, considering the photo of the prostrate Setman in the church.
"A front-page editorid in this periodica has accused us of creating dl varieties of neurotics—from
necrophilists on down the line. Then theré's that other photo—we till don't know who took it—here, on
page three—"

"l'veseenit.”

"They now want assurances that ex-Setmen will remain frivolous and not turn into eminent
undesrables”

"Thisisthefirg timeit's ever happened—likethis."

"Of course," she smiled, "they're usudly decent enough to wait afew weeks before going
anti-socid—and wedth generaly compensates for most norma maladjustments. But, according to the
accusations, we are ether selecting the wrong people—which isridiculous—or not mustering them out
properly when they leave—which is profoundly ridiculous. Firdt, because | do dl theinterviewing, and
second, because you can't boot a person haf a century or so into the future and expect him to land on his
feet ashisnormd, cheerful sdlf, regardless of any orientation you may give him. Our people make agood
show of it, though, because they don't generdly do much of anything.

"But both Moore and Unger were reasonably normal, and they never knew each other particularly



well. Both watched alittle more closely than most Setmen as their worlds became history, and both were
highly sengtive to those changes. Their problem, though, wasinterpersond..”

Andrews sad nothing.

"By that, | mean it was asimple case of jealousy over awoman—an unpredictable human variable. |
could not have foreseen their conflict. The changing times have nothing to do with it. Do they?"

Andrews did not answer.

"... Therefore, thereisno problem,” she continued. “"We are not dumping Kaspar Hausers onto the
dreet. We are smply transplanting weelthy people of good taste afew generationsinto the future—and
they get on well. Our only misstep so far was predicated upon amale antagonism of the mutually
accelerating variety, caused by abeautiful woman. That'sal. Do you agree?!

"He thought that hewasredly goingtodie. . ." said Andrews. "l didn't stop to think that he knew
nothing of the World Lega Code."

"A minor matter,” shedismissedit. "Hes il living."

"Y ou should have seen hisfacewhen hecametointhe Clinic.”

"I'm not interested in faces. 1've seen too many. Our problem now isto manufacture a problem and
then to solveit to the government's satisfaction.”

"Theworld changes so rapidly that | amost need to make adaily adjustment to it myself. These
poor—-

"Some things do not change," said Mary Maude, "but | can see what you're driving a. Very clever.
Well hire us an independent Psych Team to do us astudy indicating that what the Set needsis more
adjustment, and they'll recommend that one day be set aside every year for therapeutic purposes. Well
hold each one in adifferent part of the world—at anon-Party locale. Lots of cities have been screaming
for concessions. They'll dl be days spent doing smple, adjudtive things, mingling with un-Set people.
Then, inthe evening well have alight med, followed by casud, restful entertainment, and then some
dancing—dancing's good for the psyche, it relaxestensions. —I'm sure that will satisfy dl parties
concerned.” She smiled at thelast.

"| believeyou areright,” said Andrews.

"Of course. After the Psych Team writes several thousand pages, you'l draft afew hundred of your
own to summarize the findings and cast them into the form of aresolution to be put before the board.”

He nodded.

"| thank you for your suggestions.”

"Any time. That'swhat I'm paid for."

After he had left, Mary Maude donned her black glove and placed another log on the fire. Genuine
logs cost more and more every year, but she did not trust nameless heaters.

It was three days before M oore had recovered sufficiently to enter the deep again. Asthe
prep-injection dulled his senses and his eyes closed, he wondered what aien judgment day would
confront him when he awvakened. He knew, though, that whatever el se the new year brought, his credit
would be good. He dept, and the world passed by.



