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They were dancing,
—at the party of the century, the party of the millennium, and the Party of Parties,
—really, as well as calendar-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 faceless shadows that glided about them. He did not
take particular note of the swimming globes of colored light that followed above and behind them.

He felt these things, but he did not necessarily sniff wilderness in that ever-green relic of Christmas
past turning on its bright pedestal in the center of the room—shedding its fireproofed needles and
traditions these six days after the fact.

All of these were abstracted and dismissed, inhaled and filed away. . . .
In a few more moments it would be Two Thousand. Leota (nee Lilith) rested in the bow of his arm

like a quivering 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 against him and whisper something into his ear, something in French,
a language he did not yet speak. She followed his inept lead so perfectly though, that it was not
unwarranted that he should feel she could read his mind by pure kinesthesia.

Which made it all the worse then, whenever her breath collared his neck with a moist warmness that
spread down under his jacket like an invisible infection. Then he would mutter "C'est vrai" or "Damn" or
both and try to crush her bridal 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 his last
year/her yesterday.

It was almost Two Thousand.
Now . . .
The music broke itself apart and grew back together again as the globes blared daylight. Auld

acquaintance, he was reminded, was not a thing to be trifled with.
He almost chuckled then, but the lights went out a moment later and he found himself occupied.
A voice speaking right beside him, beside everyone, stated:
"It is now Two Thousand. Happy New Year!"
He crushed her.
No one cared about Times Square. The crowds in the Square had been watching a relay of the Party

on a jerry-screen the size of a football 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
themselves 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.

He did not fare if they laughed at him, though. He had come too far to care.
"I love you," he said silently. (He used mental dittos to presume an answer, and this made him feel

somewhat happier.) Then the lights fireflied once more and auld acquaintance was remembered. A
buzzard compounded of a hundred smashed rainbows began falling about the couples; slow-melting
spirals of confetti drifted through the lights, dissolving as they descended upon the dancers; furry-edged
projections of Chinese dragon Idtes 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 alone, together, somewhere, just for a moment?"
She smothered a yawn.
"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's spend it talking—in one of the little dining rooms."
"Thank you, but I'm not hungry. I must be seen for the next half hour."



Primitive Moore, who had spent most of his life dozing at the back of Civilized Moore's brain, rose
to his haunches then, with a growl. Civilized Moore muzzled him though, because he did not wish to spoil
things.

"When can I see you again?" he asked grimly.
"Perhaps Bastille Day," she whispered. "There's the Liberte, figalite, Fraternite Fete Nue . ."
"Where?"
"In the New Versailles Dome, at nine. If you'd like an invitation, I'll see that you receive one. ..."
"Yes, I do want one."
("She made you ask," jeered Primitive Moore.)
"Very well, you'll receive one in May."
"Won't you spare me a day or so now?"
She shook her head, her blue-blonde coif burning his face.
"Time is too dear," she whispered in mock-Camille pathos, "and the days of the Parties are without

end. You ask me to cut years off my life and hand them to you."
"That's right."
"You ask too much," she smiled.
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 approve in the first place, and he had spent all of the year
1999 wanting her. He had decided two years ago that he was going to fall in love and marry—because
he could finally afford to do so without altering his standards of living. Lacking a woman who combined
the better qualities of Aphrodite and a digital computer, he had spent an entire year on safari, trekking
after the spoor of his star-crossed.

The invitation to the Bledsoes' Orbiting New Year—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 a month's pay, but had given him his first live glimpse of Leota Mathilde Mason, belle of the
Sleepers. Forgetting about digital computers, he decided then and there to fall in love with her. He was
old-fashioned in many respects.

He had spoken with her for precisely ninety-seven seconds, the first twenty of which had been
Arctic. But he realized that she existed to be admired, so he insisted on admiring her. Finally, she
consented to be seen dancing with him at 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 Bastille Day. It was then that Primitive Moore realized what Civilized Moore
must really have known all along: the next time that he saw her she would be approximately two days
older and he would be going on twenty-nine. Time stands still for the Set, but the price of mortal
existence is age. Money could buy her the most desirable of all narcissist indulgences: the cold-bunk.

And he had not even had the chance of a Stockholm snowflake in the Congo to speak with her, to
speak more than a few disjointed sentences, let alone to 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 a golf pro about
to give a lesson.)

"Hello, Leota. Sorry, Mister Uh."
Primitive Moore snarled and bashed him with his club.
Civilized Moore released one of the most inaccessible women in the world to a god of the Set.
She was smiling. He was smiling. They were gone.
All the way around the world to San Francisco, sitting in the bar of the stratocruiser in the year of

Our Lord Two Thousand—that is to say: two, zero, zero, zero-Moore felt 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 himself (from the blister balcony of his suite in the Hundred Towers of the Hilton-Frisco

Complex):
Is this the girl I want to marry?
He answered himself (locking alternately at the traffic capillaries below his shoe tops and the Bay):



Yes.
Why? he wanted to know.
Because she is beautiful, he answered, and the future will be lovely. I want her for my beautiful wife in

the lovely future.
So he decided to join the Set.
He realized 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 distinction,
recognition. Unfortunately, the world was full of electrical engineers, humming through their twenty-hour
weeks, dallying with pet projects—competent, capable, even inspired—who did not have these things.
So he knew it would be difficult.

He submerged himself into research with a unique will: forty, sixty, eighty hours a week he
spent—reading, designing, studying taped courses in subjects he had never needed. He gave up on
recreation.

By May, when he received his invitation, he stared at the engraved (not fac-copy) parchment (not
jot-sheet) with bleary eyes. He had already had nine patents entered and three more were pending. He
had sold one and was negotiating with Akwa Mining over a water purification process which he had, he
felt, fallen 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 Lorelei) lurked beneath his pages of formulas, was cubed Braque-like in
the lines on his sketcher; she burnt as he slept, slept as he burned.

In June he decided he needed a rest.
"Assistant Division Chief Moore," he told the face in the groomer (his laudatory attitude toward work

had already 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 slashed smooth the shagginess above his
ears. The weary eyes before him agreed bluely; they were tired of studying abstractions.

The intensity of his recreation, however, was as fatiguing in its own way as his work had been. His
muscle tone did improve as he sprang weightlessly through the Young 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 accelerated Berlitz drug-course in French (eschewing the
faster electrocerebral-stimulation series, because of a rumored transference that might slow 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 plays into his pillow (and hopefully, into his head) whenever he slept (generally
every third day now)—so that, as the day of the Fete drew near, he began feeling like a Renaissance
courtier (a tired one).

As he stared at Civilized Moore inside his groomer, Primitive Moore wondered how long that feeling
would last.

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

—I love you? (Hell, no!)
—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 meeting, then, was to be on different terms. No more stake-outs in the wastes of the

prosaic. The hunter was going to enter the brush. "Onward!" grinned the Moore in the groomer, "and
Excelsior!"

She was dressed in a pale blue, mutie orchid corsage. The revolving dome of the palace spun singing
zodiacs and the floors fluoresced witch-fires. He had the uncomfortable feeling that the damned flowers
were growing there, right above her left breast, like an exotic parasite; and he resented their intrusion with
a parochial possiveness that he knew was not of the Renaissance.

Nevertheless . . .
"Good evening. How do your flowers grow?"



"Barely and quite contrary," she decided, sipping something green through a long straw, "but they
cling to life."

"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 came to rest in her eyes.
"Your French has improved, Adam—Kadmon . . . ?" she noted. "I'm headed ahead. Where are you

headed?"
"The same way."
"I doubt it—unfortunately."
"Doubt all you want, but we're parallel flows already."
"Is that a conceit drawn from some engineering laureate?"
"Watch me engineer a cold-bunk," he stated.
Her eyes shot X-rays through him, warming his bones.
"I knew you had something on your mind. If you were serious . . ."
"Us fallen spirits have to stick together here in Malkuth—I'm serious." He coughed and talked

eyetalk. "Shall we stand together as though we're dancing. I see Unger; he sees us, and I want you."
"All right."
She placed her glass on a drifting tray and followed him out onto the floor and beneath the turning

zodiac, leaving Setman Unger to face a labyrinth of flesh. Moore laughed at his predicament.
"It's harder to tell identities at an anti-costume party."
She smiled.
"You know, you dance differently today than last night."
"I know. Listen, how do I get a private iceberg and a key to Schlerafenland? I've decided it might be

amusing. I know that it's not a matter of genealogy, or even money, for that matter, although both seem to
help. I've read all the literature, but I could use some practical advice."

Her hand quivered ever so slightly in his own.
"You know the Doyenne?" she said asked.
"Mainly rumors," he replied, "to the effect that she's an old gargoyle they've frozen to frighten away

the Beast come Armageddon."
Leota did not smile. Instead, she became an arrow again.
"More or less," she replied coldly. "She does keep beastly people out of the Set."
Civilized Moore bit his tongue.
"Although many do not like her," she continued, becoming slightly more animated as she reflected,

"I've always found her a rare little piece of chinoiserie. I'd like to take her home, if I had a home, and set
her on my mantel, if I had a mantel."

"I've heard that she'd fit right into the Victorian Room at the NAM Galleries," Moore ventured.
"She was born during Vicky's reign—and she was in her eighties when the cold-bunk was

developed—but I can safely say that the matter goes no further."
"And she decided to go gallivanting through Time at that age?"
"Precisely," answered Leota, "inasmuch as she wishes to be the immortal arbiter of trans-society."
They turned with the music. Leota had relaxed once more.
"At one hundred and ten she's already on her way to becoming an archetype," Moore noted. "Is that

one of the reasons interviews are so hard to come by?"
"One of the reasons. . . ." she told him. "If, for example, you were to petition Party Set now, you

would still have to wait until next summer for the interview-provided you reached that stage."
"How many are there on the roster of eligibles?"
She shut her eyes.
"I don't know. Thousands, I should say. She'll only see a few dozen, of course. The others will have

been weeded out, pruned off, investigated away, and variously disqualified by the directors. Then,
naturally, she will have the final say as to who is in."

Suddenly green and limpid—as the music, the lights, the ultrasonics, and the delicate narcotic



fragrances of the air altered subtly—the room became a dark, cool place at the bottom of the sea, heady
and nostalgic as the mind of a mermaid staring upon the ruins of Atlantis. The elegiac genius of the hall
drew them closer together by a kind of subtle gravitation, and she was cool and adhesive as he
continued:

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

"They wouldn't," she said. "Her money means nothing. She is an institution.
"Hers is the quality of exclusiveness which keeps the Set the Set," she went on. "Imitators will always

fail because they lack her discrimination. They'll take in any boorish body who'll pay. That is the reason
that People Who Count," (she pronounced the capitals), "will neither  attend nor sponsor any but Set
functions. All exclusiveness would vanish from the Earth if the Set lowered its standards."

"Money is money," said Moore. "If others paid the same for their parties . . ."
". . . Then the People who take their money would cease to Count. The Set would boycott them.

They would lose their elan, be looked upon as hucksters."
"It sounds like a rather vicious moebius."
"It is a caste system with checks and balances. Nobody really wants it to break down."
"Even those who wash out?"
"Silly! They'd be the last. There's nothing to stop them from buying their own bunkers, if they can

afford it, and waiting another five years to try again. They'd be wealthier anyhow for the wait, if they
invest properly. Some have waited decades, and are still waiting. Some have made it after years of
persisting. It makes the game more interesting, the achievement more satisfying. In a world of physical
ease, brutal social equality, and reasonable economic equality, exclusiveness in frivolity becomes the most
sought-after of all distinctions."

" 'Commodities,'" he corrected.
"No," she stated, "it is not for sale. Try buying it if money is all you have to offer."
That brought his mind back to more immediate considerations.
"What is the cost, if all the other qualifications are met?"
"The rule on that is sufficiently malleable to permit an otherwise qualified person to meet his dues. He

guarantees his tenure, bunk-wise or Party-wise, until such a time as his income offsets his debt. So if he
only possesses a modest fortune, he may still be quite eligible. This is necessary if we are to preserve our
democratic ideals."

She looked away, looked back.
"Usually a step-scale of percentages on the returns from his investments is arranged. In fact, a Set

counselor will be right there when you liquidate your assets, and he'll recommend the best conversions."
"Set must clean up on this."
"Certainement. It is a business, and the Parties don't come cheaply. But then, you'd be a part of Set

yourself—being a shareholder is one of the membership requirements—and we're a restricted
corporation, paying high dividends. Your principal 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 be a
month older and much wealthier when you leave—and perhaps somewhat wiser."

"Where do I go to put my name on the list?"
He knew, but he had hopes.
"We can call it in tonight, from here. There is always someone in the office. You will be visited in a

week or so, after the preliminary investigation."
"Investigation?"
"Nothing to worry about. Or have you a criminal record, a history of insanity, or a bad credit rating?"
Moore shook his head.
"No, no, and no."
"Then you'll pass."
"But will I actually have a chance of getting in, against all those others?"
It was as though a single drop of rain fell upon his chest.



"Yes," she replied, 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 make it all the way to the lair of Mary Maude Mullen with a
member sponsoring you. That final hurdle will depend on yourself."

"Then I'll make it," he told her.
". . . The interview may only last seconds. She's quick; her decisions are almost instantaneous, and

she's never wrong."
"Then I'll make it," he repeated, exulting.
Above them, the zodiac rippled.
Moore found Darryl Wilson in a bannat in the Poconos. The actor had gone to seed; he was not the

man Moore remembered from the award-winning frontier threelie series. That man had been a
crag-browed, bushy-faced Viking of the prairies. In four years' time a facial avalanche had occurred,
leaving its gaps and runnels across his expensive frown and dusting the face fur a shade lighter. Wilson
had left it that way and cauterized his craw with the fire water he had denied the Bed Man weekly.
Rumor had it he was well into his second liver.

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

The straight-shooting eyes did not focus.
"News media man?"
"No, an old fan of yours," he lied.
"Ask away then," said the still-familiar voice. "You are a camera."
"Mary Maude Mullen, the bitch-goddess of the Set," he said. "What's she like?"
The eyes finally focused.
"You up for deification this session?"
"That's right."
"What do you think?"
Moore waited, but there were no more words, so he finally asked, "About what?"
"Anything. You name it."
Moore took a drink. He decided to play the game if it would make the man more tractable.
"I think I like Martinis," he stated. "Now—"
"Why?"
Moore growled. Perhaps Wilson was too far gone to be of any help. Still, one more try ...
"Because they're relaxing and bracing, both at the same time, which is something I need after coming

all this way."
"Why do you want to be relaxed and braced?"
"Because I prefer it to being tense and unbraced."
"Why?"
"What the hell is all this?"
"You lose. Go home."
Moore stood.
"Suppose I go out again and come back in and we start over? Okay?"
"Sit down. My wheels turn slowly but they still turn," said Wilson. "We're talking about the same

thing. You want to know what Mary Maude is like? That's what she's like—all interrogatives. Useless
ones. Attitudes are a disease that no one's immune to, and they vary so easily in the same person. In two
minutes she'll have you stripped down to them, and your answers will depend on biochemistry and the
weather. So will her decision. There's nothing I can tell you. She's pure caprice. She's life. She's ugly."

"That's all?"
"She refuses the wrong people. That's enough. Go away."
Moore finished his Martini and went away.
That winter Moore made a fortune. A modest one, to be sure.
He quit his job for a position with the Akwa Mining Research Lab, Oahu Division. It added ten



minutes to his commuting time, but the title. Processing Director, sounded better than Assistant Division
Chief, and he was anxious for a new sound. He did not slacken the pace of his force-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-Lebanese extraction.

One of the problems of modeling, he decided later, was that there were many surgically-perfected
female eidolons in the labor force. His newly-acquired status had been sufficient inducement to cause
Diane to press a breach of promise suit on the basis of an alleged oral agreement that the option would
be renewed.

Burgess Social Contracting Services of course sent a properly obsequious adjuster, and they paid the
court costs as well as the medfees for Moore's broken nose. (Diane had hit him with The Essentials of
Dress Display, a heavy, illustrated talisman of a manual, which she carried about in a plastic case—as he
slept beside their pool—plastic case and all.)

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 a month's
psychiatric leave from his work, but he recalled Leota's question about a history of insanity. He vetoed
the notion and thought of Leota. The world stood still as his mind turned. Guiltily, he realized that he had
not thought of her for months. He had been too busy with his auto-didactics, his new job, and Diane
Demetrios to think of the Setqueen, his love.

He chuckled.
Vanity, he decided; I want her because everyone wants her.
No, that wasn't true either, exactly. . . . He wanted—what?
He thought upon his motives, his desires.
He realized, then, that his goals had shifted; the act had become the actor. What he really wanted,

first and foremost, impure and unsimple, was an in to the Set—that century-spanning stratocruiser, luxury
class, jetting across tomorrow and tomorrow and all the days that followed after—to ride high, like those
gods of old who appeared at the rites of the equinoxes, slept between processions, and were remanifest
with each new season, the bulk of humanity living through all those dreary days that lay between. To be a
part of Leota was to be a part of the Set, and that was what he wanted now. So of course it was vanity.
It was love.

He laughed aloud. His autosurf initialed the blue lens of the Pacific like a manned diamond, casting
the sharp cold chips of its surface up and into his face.

Returning from absolute zero, Lazarus-like, is neither painful nor disconcerting, at first. There are no
sensations at all until one achieves the temperature of a reasonably warm corpse. By that time though, an
injection of nirvana flows within the body's thawed rivers.

It is only when consciousness begins to return, thought Mrs. Mullen, to return with sufficient strength
so that one fully realizes what has occurred—that the" wine has survived another season in an uncertain
cellar, its vintage grown rarer still—only then does an unpronounceable fear enter into the mundane
outlines of the bedroom furniture—for a moment.

It is more a superstitious attitude than anything, a mental quaking at the possibility that the stuff of life,
one's own life, has in some indefinable way been tampered with. A microsecond passes, and then only
the dim recollection of a bad dream remains.

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

She turned her attention to the man in the white coat who stood at her elbow.
"What day is it?" she asked him.
He was a handful of dust in the wines of Time. . . .
"August eighteen, two thousand-two," answered the handful of dust. "How do you feel?"



"Excellent, thank you," she decided. "I've just touched upon a new century—this makes three I've
visited—so why shouldn't I feel excellent? I intend to visit many more."

"I'm sure you will, madam."
The small maps of her hands adjusted the counter-pane. She raised her head.
"Tell me what is new in the world."
The doctor looked away from the sudden acetylene burst behind her eyes.
"We have finally visited Neptune and Pluto," he narrated. "They are quite uninhabitable. It appears

that man is alone in 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 his dust 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 eight months ago.
By the way, our own bunkers are now much more sophistica—"

"I repeat," she said, "what is new in the world, doctor?"
He shook his head, avoiding the look she gave him.
"We can lengthen the remissions now," he finally told her, "quite a time beyond what could be

achieved by the older methods."
"A better delaying action?"
"Yes."
"But not a cure?"
He shook his head.
"In my case," she told him, "it has already been abnormally delayed. The old nostrums have already

worn thin. For how long are the new ones good?"
"We still don't know. You have an unusual variety of M.S. and it's complicated by other things."
"Does a cure seem any nearer?"
"It could take another twenty years. We might have one tomorrow."
"I see." The brightness subsided. "You may leave now, young man. Turn on my advice tape as you

go."
He was glad to let the machine take over.
Diane Demetrios dialed the library and requested the Setbook. She twirled the page-dial and

stopped.
She studied the screen as though it were a mirror, her face undergoing a variety of expressions.
"I look just as good," she decided after a time. "Better, even. Your nose could be changed, and your

brow-line . . .
"If they weren't facial fundamentalists," she told the picture, "if they didn't discriminate against 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 conduits, it was clean, useful, and singularly
unaware of these virtues. Another transfusion of briny Pacific entered at the other hand.

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

The temperature was 82° in Oahu. The million-first barrel splashed forth. . .
They left Alvin Moore surrounded by china dogs.
Two of the walls were shelved, floor to ceiling. The shelves were lined with blue, green, pink, russet

(not to mention ochre, vermilion, mauve, and saffron) dogs, mainly glazed (although some were
dry-rubbed primitives ), ranging from the size of a largish cockroach up to that of a pigmy warthog.
Across the room a veritable Hades of a wood fire roared its metaphysical challenge into the hot July of
Bermuda.

Set above it was a mantelpiece bearing more dogs.
Set beside the hellplace was a desk, at which was seated Mary Maude Mullen, wrapped in a green



and black tartan. She studied Moore's file, 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 heaps of Georgian kindling that filled the room to overflowing.

While not overly fond of live dogs, Moore bore them no malice. But when he closed his eyes for a
moment he experienced a feeling of claustrophobia.

These were not dogs. There were the unblinking aliens staring through the bars of the last Earthman's
cage. Moore promised himself that he would say nothing complimentary about the garish rainbow of a
houndpack (fit, perhaps, for stalking a jade stag the size of a Chihuahua); he decided it could only have
sprung from the mental crook of a monomaniac, or one possessed of a very feeble imagination and small
respect for dogs.

After verifying all the generalities listed on his petition, Mrs. Mullen raised her pale eyes to his.
"How do you like my doggies?" she asked him.
She sat there, a narrow-faced, wrinkled woman with flaming hair, a snub nose, an innocent

expression, and the lingering twist of the question lurking her thin lips.
Moore quickly played back his last thoughts and decided to maintain his integrity in regards china

dogs by answering objectively.
"They're quite colorful," he noted.
This was 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 china dogs. So he smiled.
"There are a dreadful lot of them about. But of course they don't bark or bite or shed, or do other

things. . . ."
She smiled back.
"My dear little, colorful little bitches and sons of bitches," she said. "They don't do anything. They're

sort of symbolic. That's why I 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 distinction in the sciences. Why do you wish to resign it now?"
"I wanted money and prestige, both of which I was given to understand would be helpful to a Set

candidate."
"Aha! Then they were a means rather than an end?"
"That is correct."
"Then tell me why you want to join the Set."
He had written out the answer to that one months ago. It had been bake-ovened into his brain, so

that he could speak it with natural inflections. The words began forming themselves in his throat, but he let
them die there. He had planned them for what he had thought would be maximum appeal to a fan of
Tennyson's. Now he was not so sure.

Still . . . He broke down the argument and picked a neutral point—the part about following
knowledge like a sinking star.

"There will be a lot of changes over the next several decades. I'd like to see them-with a young man's
eyes."

"As a member of the Set you will exist more to be seen than to see," she replied, making a note in his
file. ". . . And I think we'll have to dye your hair if we accept you."

"The hell you say! —Pardon me, that slipped out."
"Good." She made another note. "We can't have them too inhibited—nor too uninhibited, for that

matter. Your reaction was rather quaint." She looked up again.
"Why do you want so badly to see the future?"
He felt uneasy. It seemed as though she knew he was spying.
"Plain human curiosity," he answered weakly, "as well as some professional interest. Being an

engineer—"



"We're not running a seminar," she observed. "You'd not be wasting much time outside of attending
Parties if 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. It will all be hieroglyphics to you. You don't read
hieroglyphics, do you?"

He shook his head.
"Good," she continued, "I have an inept comparison.—Yes, it will all 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 self-employed—which grows more and more difficult,
almost too difficult to attempt, as time moves on. You would doubtless lose money."

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

"I'd know enough to appreciate things, even if I couldn't participate," he explained.
"You'd be satisfied just to observe?"
"I think so," he lied.
"I doubt it." Her eyes nailed him again. "Do you think you are in love with Leota Mason? She

nominated you, but of course that is her privilege."
"I don't know," he finally said. "I thought so at first, two years ago. . . ."
"Infatuation is fine," she told him. "It makes for good gossip. Love, on the other hand, I 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 makes for snickers.

"So is it infatuation or love?"
"Infatuation," he decided.
She glanced into the fire, glanced at her hands.
"You will have to 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 a different world—unreal."
He nodded.
"Therefore, if you are to maintain your stability, the Set must be the center of all things. Wherever

your heart lies, there also shall reside your soul."
He nodded again.
". . . And if you should happen not to like the future, whenever you do stop to take a look at it,

remember you cannot come back. Don't just think about that, feel it!"
He felt it.
She began jotting. Her right hand began suddenly to tremble. She dropped the pen and too carefully

drew her hand back within the shawl.
"You are not so colorful as most candidates," she told him, too naturally, "but then, we're short on the

soulful type at present. Contrast adds depth and texture to our displays. Go view all the tapes of our past
Parties."

"I already have."
". . . And you can give your soul to that, or a significant part thereof?"
"Wherever my heart lies . . ."
"In that case, you may return to your lodgings. Mister Moore. You 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. Was that why the interview had been so brief? Still, her final remarks had been encouraging.

He escaped from the fragile kennel, all his pores feeling like fresh nail holes
He lolled about the hotel pool all 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 also informed by the messenger that

a small gift to his inquisitor was a thing of custom. Moore laughed drunkenly, foreseeing the nature of the
gift.



Mary Maude Mullen received her first Pacificware dog from Oahu with a small, sad shrug that almost
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 sea was 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 sloped.
There were eight couples still moving on the floor, and the weary musicians fed them the slowest music
they could make. Sprawled at the edges of the world, where the green bowl of the sky joined with the
blue tiles of the Earth, some five hundred people, garments loosened, mouths open, stared like goldfish
on a tabletop at the water behind the wall.

"Think it'll rain?" he asked her.
"Yes," she answered.
"So do I. So much for the weather. Now, about that week on the moon—?"
"What's wrong with good old mother Earth?" she smiled.
Someone screamed. The sound of a slap occurred almost simultaneously. The screaming stopped.
"I've never been to the moon," he replied.
She seemed faintly anr-sed.
"I have. I don't like it."
"Why?"
"It's the cold, crazy lights outside the dome," she said, "and the dark, dead rocks everywhere around

the dome," she winced. "They make it seem like a cemetery at the end of Time. . . ."
"Okay," he said, "forget it."
".,. . And the feeling of disembodied lightness as you move about inside the dome—"
"All right!"
"I'm sorry." She brushed his neck with her lips. He touched her forehead with his. "The Set has lost

its shellac," she smiled.
"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 was full of luminescent starfish, swimming moistly on their
tractor beams. One of the starfish dripped salty water on them as it passed overhead.

"We'll leave tomorrow," he said.
"Yes, tomorrow," she said.
"How about Spain?" he said. "This is the season of the sherries. There'll be the Juegos Florales de la

Vendimia Jerezana. It may be the last."
"Too noisy," she said, "with all those fireworks."
"But gay."
"Gay," she sighed with a crooked mouth. "Let's go to Switzerland and pretend we're old, or dying of

something romantic."
"Necrophilist," he grinned, slipping on a patch of moisture and regaining his balance. "Better it be a

quiet loch in the Highlands, where you can have your fog and miasma and I can have my milk and
honeydew unblended."

"Nay," she said, above a quick babble of drunken voices, "let's go to New Hampshire."
"What's wrong with Scotland?"
"I've never been to New Hampshire."
"I have, and I don't like it. It looks like your description of the moon."
A moth brushing against a candle flame, the tremor.
The frozen bolt of black lightning lengthened slowly in the green heavens. A sprinkling of soft rain

began.
As she kicked off her shoes he reached out for a glass on the floating tray above his left shoulder. He

drained it and replaced it.
"Tastes like someone's watering the drinks."



"Set must be economizing," she said.
Moore saw Unger then, glass in hand, standing at the edge of the floor watching them.
"I see Unger.
"So do I. He's swaying."
"So are we," he laughed.
The fat bard's hair was a snowy chaos and his left eye was swollen nearly shut. He collapsed with a

bubbling murmur, spilling his drink. No one moved to help him.
"I believe he's over indulged himself again."
"Alas, poor Unger," she said without expression, "I knew him well."
The rain continued to fall and the dancers moved about the floor like the figures in some amateur

puppet show.
"They're coming!" cried a non-Setman, crimson cloak flapping. "They're coming down!"
The water streamed into their eyes as-every conscious head in the Party Dome was turned upward.

Three silver zeppelins grew in the cloudless green.
"They're coming for us," observed Moore.
"They're going to make it!"
The music had paused momentarily, like a pendulum at the end of its arc. It began again.
"Good night, ladies, played die band, good night, ladies . . .
"We're going to live!"
"We'll go to Utah," he told her, eyes moist, "where they don't have seaquakes and tidal waves."
Good night ladies . . .
"We're going to live!"
She squeezed his hand.
"Merrily we roll along," the voices sang, "roll along..."
"'Roll along,'" she said.
" 'Merrily,' " he answered.
"O'er the deep blue sea!"
A Set-month after the nearest thing to a Set disaster on record (that is to 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 Bermuda Island. It was almost morning.

"I believe I love you," he mentioned.
"Fortunately, love does not require an act of faith," she noted, accepting a light for her cigar, "because

I don't believe in anything."
"Twenty years ago I saw a lovely woman at a Party and I danced with her."
"Five weeks ago," she amended.
"I wondered then if she would ever consider quitting the Set and going human again, and being heir to

mortal ills."
"I have often wondered that myself," she said, "in idle moments. But she won't do it. Not until she is

old and ugly."
"That means forever," he smiled sadly.
"You are noble." She blew smoke at the stars, touched the cold wall of the building. "Someday, when

people no longer look 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 she'll transfer from the express run
to the local and let the rest of the world go by."

"Whatever the station, she will be all alone in a strange town," said Moore. "Every day, it seems, they
remodel the world. I met a fraternity 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 realize we're going?" he asked the back of her head as she turned away to look out over the
gardens of sleeping flowers. "Away! That's where. We can never go back! The world moves on while
we sleep."



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

"And I do not consent to being bound," she declared.
"To anything?"
"To anything."
"Supposing it's all a big Joke."
"What?"
"The world. —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 a totally effective virus attack. . . ."
"There are no creatures in the Centauri System. I read that the other day."
"Okay, someplace else then. Supposing all the remains and all the traces of chaos were cleaned up,

and then one creature gestured with a flipper at this building." Moore slapped the wall. "The creature
said: 'Hey! There are some live ones inside, on ice. 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, all in our coffins of ice, and he said: "They might be worth a few laughs and a dozen
pages in an obscure periodical. So let's fool them into thinking that everything is going on Just as it was
before the invasion. All their movements, according to these schedules, are preplanned, so it shouldn't be
too difficult. We'll fill their Parties with human simulacra packed with recording machinery and we'll
itemize their behavior patterns. We'll vary their circumstances and they'll attribute it to progress. We can
watch them perform in all sorts of situations that way. Then, when we're finished, we can always break
their bunk timers and let them sleep on—or open their doors and watch them spoil.'

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

"Then we'll give them a good show," she replied, "and maybe they'll applaud us once before we
spoil."

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 a rest from the Party circuit. He was beginning to

grow fearful. Leota had spent nonfunctional decades of her time vacationing with him, and she had
recently been showing signs of sullenness, apparently regretting these expenditures on his behalf. So he
decided to see something real, to take a stroll in the year 2078. After all, he was over a hundred years
old.

The Queen Will Live Forever, said the faded clipping that hung in the main corridor of the Hall of
sleep. Beneath the banner line was the old/recent story of the conquest of the final remaining problems of
Multiple Sclerosis, and the medical ransom of one of its most notable victims. Moore had not seen the
Doyenne since the day of his interview. 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
airfield. 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 Labs, if they have a landing field of their own."
"Yes, they do. That will have to be a private charter though, for the final fifty-six miles—"
"Give me a private charter all the way, both ways."
"Insert your card, please."
He did.
After five minutes the card popped back into his waiting hand. He dropped it into his pocket.
"What time will I arrive?" he asked.
"Nine hundred thirty-two, if you leave on Dart Nine six minutes from now. Have you any luggage?"
"No."
"In that case, your Dart awaits you in area A-11."
Moore crossed the field to the VTO Dart numbered "Nine." It flew by tape. The flight pattern, since

it was a specially 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 inside Dart Nine; an
auto-alternation brain permitted the Dart to correct its course in the face of unforeseen contingencies and
later recorrect itself, landing precisely where it was scheduled to come down.

Moore mounted the ramp and stopped to slip his card into the slot 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 his middle. At this, the hatchway swung itself shut.

After a few minutes the belt unfastened itself and vanished into the arms of his seat. The Dart was
cruising smoothly now.

"Do you wish to have the lights dimmed? Or would you prefer to have them brighter?" asked a voice
at his side.

"They're fine just the way they are," he told the invisible entity.
"Would you care for something to eat? Or something to drink?"
"I'll have a Martini."
There was a sliding sound, followed by a muted click. A tiny compartment opened in the wall beside

him. His Martini rested within.
He removed it and sipped a sip.
Beyond the port and toward the rear of the Dart, a faint blue nimbus arose from the sideplates.
"Would you care for anything else?" Pause. "Shall I read you an article on the subject of your

choice?" Pause. "Or fiction?" Pause. "Or poetry?" Pause. "Would you care to view the catalog?" Pause.
"Or perhaps you would prefer music?"

"Poetry?" repeated Moore.
"Yes, I have many of—"
"I know a poet," he remembered. "Have you anything by Wayne Unger?"
There followed a brief mechanical meditation, then:
"Wayne Unger. Yes," answered the voice. "On call are his Paradise Unwanted, Fungi of Steel, and

Chisel in the Sky."
"Which is his most recent work?" asked Moore.
"Chisel in the Sky."
"Read it to me."
The voice began by reading him all the publishing data and copyright information. To Moore's

protests it answered that it was a matter of law and cited a precedent case. Moore asked for another
Martini and waited.

Finally, " 'Our Wintered Way Through Evening, and Burning Bushes Along It,'" said the voice.
"Huh?"
"That is the title of the first poem."
"Oh, read on."
 
"(Where only the evergreens whiten...)
 
Winterflaked ashes heighten 
in towers of blizzard. 
Silhouettes unseal an outline. 
Darkness, like an absence of faces, 
pours from the opened home; 
it seeps through shattered pine 
and flows the fractured maple.
 
Perhaps it is the essence senescent,
dreamculled from the sleepers,
it soaks upon this road
in weather-born excess.



 
Or perhaps the great Anti-Life
learns to paint with a vengeance,
to run an icicle down the gargoyle's eye.
 
For properly speaking, 
though no one can confront himself in toto, 
I see your falling sky, gone gods, 
as in a smoke-filled dream of ancient statues burning, 
soundlessly, down to the ground.
 
(. . . and never the everwhite's green.)'"
 
There was a ten-second pause, then: "The next poem is entitled—"
"Wait a minute," asked Moore. "That first one—? Are you programmed to explain anything about

it?"
"I am sorry, I am not. That would require a more complicated unit."
"Repeat the copyright date of the book."
"2016, in the North American Union—"
"And it's his most recent work?"
"Yes, he is a member of the Party Set and there is generally a lapse of several decades between his

books."
"Continue reading "
The machine read on. Moore knew little concerning verse, but he was struck by the continual

references to ice and cold, to snow and sleep.
"Stop," he told the machine. "Have you anything of his from 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 his joining."
"Read it."
Moore listened carefully. It contained little of ice, snow, or sleep. 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.
" 'In the Dogged House,'" it said.
 
" 'The heart is a graveyard of crigas, 
hid Jar from the hunter's eye, 
where love wears death like enamel and dogs crawl in to die . . .'"
 
Moore smiled as it read the other stanzas. Recognizing its source, he liked that one somewhat better.
"Stop reading," he told the machine.
He ordered a light meal and thought about Unger. He had spoke with him once. When was it?
2017 . . . ? Yes, at the Free Workers' Liberation Centennial in the Lenin Palace.
It was rivers of vodka. . . .
Fountains of juices, like inhuman arteries slashed, spurted their bright umbrellas of purple and lemon

and green and orange. Jewels to ransom an Emir flashed near many hearts. Their host, Premier Korlov,
seemed a happy frost giant in his display.

... In a dance 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 his foot on the
indispensable rail.

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



believe," he had said, extending a hand. "Quo vadis dammit?"
"Grape juice 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 in a small salute. "A happy Free Workers' Liberation Centennial 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 a drink 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."
"Well, it's true, isn't it?"
"Oh yes, but it might be expanded upon. We're the same way with our fellows. Be honest now, how

many Setmen are you acquainted with?"
"Quite a few."
"I didn't ask how many names you knew."
"Well, I talk with them all the time. Our environment is suited to much improvement and many

words—and we have all 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 feel like being depressed or joked with and he was not sure which category this fell

into. He had been living inside a soap bubble since after the ill-starred Davy Jones Party, and he did not
want anyone poking sharp things in his direction.

"So, you're your own man. If you're not happy in the Set, leave."
You're not being a true tovarisch," said Unger, shaking a finger. "There was a time when a man could

tell his troubles to bartenders and barfriends. You wouldn't remember, though—those days went out
when the nickel-plated barmatics came in. Damn their exotic eyes and scientific mixing!"

Suddenly he punched out three drinks in rapid succession. He slopped them across the dark, shiny
surface.

"Taste them! Sip each of them!" he enjoined Moore.
"Can't tell them apart without a scorecard, can you?"
"They're dependable that way."
"Dependable? Hell yes! Depend on them to create neurotics. One time a man could buy a beer and

bend an ear. All that went out when the dependable mix-machines came in. Now we join a talk-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.
"Aye! Drinking's not what it used to be."
The international language of his belch caused the mix-machine attendant to avert his face, 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? You could go open a real bar of your own, if that's what you like. It would probably be a
success, now that I think of it—people serving drinks and all that."

"Go to! Go to!' I shan't say where!" He stared at nothing. "Maybe that's what I'll do someday,
though," he reflected, "open a real bar. ..."

Moore turned his back to him then, to watch Leota dancing with Korlov. He was happy.
"People join the Set for a variety of reasons," Unger was muttering, "but the main one is

exhibitionism, with the titillating wraith of immortality lurking at the stage door, perhaps. Attracting
attention to oneself gets harder and harder as time goes on. It's almost impossible in the sciences. In the
nineteenth and twentieth centuries you could still name great names—now it's great research teams. The
arts have been democratized out of existence—and where have all the audiences gone? I don't mean
spectators either.

"So we have the Set," he continued. "Take our sleeping beauty there, dancing with Korlov-"



"Huh?"
"Pardon me, I didn't mean to awaken you abruptly. I 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 a threelie star,
and it requires less work—"

"Stripper?"
"A folk artist who undressed to music."
"Yes, I recall hearing of them."
"That's gone too, though," sighed Unger, "and while I cannot disapprove of the present customs of

dress and undress, it still seems to me as if something bright and frail died in the elder world."
"She is bright, isn't she?"
"Decidedly so."
They had taken a short walk then, outside, in the cold night of Moscow. Moore did not really want

to leave, but he had had enough to drink so that he was easy to persuade. Besides that, he did not want
the stumbling babbler at his side to fall into an excavation or wander off lost, to miss his flight or turn up
injured. So they shuffled up bright avenues and down dim streets until they came to the Square. They
stopped before a large, dilapidated monument. The poet broke a small limb from a shrub and bent it into
a wreath. He tossed it against the wall.

"Poor fellow," he muttered.
"Who?"
"The guy inside."
"Who's that?"
Unger cocked his head at him.
"You really don't know?"
"I admit there are gaps in my education, if that's what you mean. I continually strive to fill them, but I

always was weak on history. I specialized at an early age."
Unger jerked his thumb at the monument.
"Noble Macbeth lies in state within," he said. "He was an ancient king who slew his predecessor,

noble Duncan, most heinously. Lots of other people too. When he took the throne he promised he'd be
nice to his subjects, though. But the Slavic temperament is a strange thing. He is best remembered for his
many fine speeches, which were translated by a man named Pasternak. Nobody reads them anymore."

Unger sighed and seated himself on a stair. Moore joined him. He was too 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, his fingers freezing; "Napoleon once burnt part of this city."
Unger tipped his hat.
Moore scanned the skyline. A bewildering range of structures hedged the Square—here, bright and

functional, a ladder-like office building composed its heights and witnessed distances, as only the planned
vantages of the very new can manage; there, a day time aquarium of an agency was now a dark 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 a cupola
poked its sharp topknot after soaring vehicles, a number of which, scuttling among the star fires, were
indicated even now—and Moore blew upon his fingers and jammed his hands into his pockets.

"Yes, 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 a long time before anyone noticed. We still don't know how we did it. Perpetual
postponement and a short memory, I guess, as man's attention became occupied twenty-four hours a day
with other things. Now there is nothing left to fight over, and everyone is showing off the fruits of
peace—because everyone has some, by the roomful. All they want. More. These things that fill the
rooms, though," he mused, "and the mind how they have proliferated! Each month's version is better than
the last, in some hypersophisticated manner. They seem to have absorbed the minds that are absorbed
with them. . . ."



"We could all go live in the woods," said Moore, wishing he had taken the time to pocket a battery
crystal and a thermostat for his suit.

"We could do lots of things, and we will, eventually—I suppose. Still, I guess we could wind up in
the woods, at that."

"In that case, let's go back to the Palace while there's still 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 his bones.
"Ahem. Ahem," said the voice. "We are about to land at Akwa Labs, Oahu."
The belt snaked out into Moore's lap. He snapped it tight.
A sudden feeling prompted him to ask: "Read me that last poem from Chisel again."
" 'Future Be Not Impatient,'" stated the voice:
 
" 'Someday, perhaps, but not this day.
Sometime; but then, not now.
Man is a monument-making mammal.
Never ask me how.'"
 
He thought of Leota's description of the moon and he hated Unger for the forty-four seconds it took

him to disembark. He was not certain why.
He stood beside Dart Nine and watched the approach of a small man wearing a smile and gay

tropical 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 since Bermuda called." Moore
pretended to be aware of the call. ". . . Not many people remember their employers from as far back as
you do," Teng was saying.

Moore smiled and fell into step with him, heading toward the Processing Complex.
"Yes, I was curious," he agreed, "to see what it all looks like now. My old office, my lab—"
"Gone. of course."
". . . our first chamber-tandem, with its big-nozzled injectors—"
"Replaced, naturally."
"Naturally. And the big old pumps . . ."
"Shiny and new."
Moore brightened. The sun, which he had not seen for several days/years, felt good on his back, but

the air conditioning felt even better as they entered the first building. There was something of beauty in the
pure functional compactness of everything about them, something Unger might have called by a different
name, he realized, but it was beauty to Moore. He ran his hand along the sides of the units he did not
have time to study. He tapped the conduits and peered into the kilns which processed the by-product
ceramicware; he nodded approval and paused to relight his pipe whenever the man at his side asked his
opinion of something too technically remote for him to have any opinion.

They crossed catwalks, moved through the temple-like innards of shut-down tanks, traversed
alley-ways where the silent, blinking panels indicated that unseen operations were in progress.
Occasionally, they met a worker, seated before a sleeping trouble-board, watching a broadcast
entertainment or reading something over his portable threelie. 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 a key process at some past date (as well as by his
apparent understanding of present operations)—into believing that he was an engineer of his own breed,
and up-to-date in his education. Actually, 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 was the



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

Sensing his feeling, Moore asked, "Say, do you think I could have my old job back?"
The man's head jerked about Moore remained expressionless.
"Well—I suppose—something—could be worked . . ." he ended lamely as Moore broke into a grin

and twisted the question back into casual conversation. It was somehow amusing to have produced that
sudden, strange look of realization on the man's bored face, as he actually saw Moore for the first time.
Frightening, too.

"Yes, seeing all this progress—is inspiring." Moore pronounced. "It's almost enough to make a man
want to work again. —Glad I don't have to, of course. But there's a bit of nostalgia involved in coming
back after all these years and seeing how this place grew out of the shoe-string operation it seemed
then—grew into more buildings than I could walk through in a week, and all of them packed with new
hardware and working away to beat the band. Smooth. Efficient. I like it. I suppose you like working
here?"

"Yes," sighed Teng, "as much as a man can like working. Say, were you planning on staying
overnight? There a weekly employees' luau and you'd be very welcome." He glanced at the wafer of a
watchface clinging to his wrist. "In fact, it's already started," he added.

"Thanks," said Moore, "but I have a date and I have to be going. I just wanted to reaffirm my faith in
progress. Thanks for the tour, and thanks for your time."

"Any time," Teng steered him toward a lush Break Boom. "You won't be wanting to Dart back for
awhile yet, will you?" he said. "So while we're having a bite to eat in here I wonder if I could ask you
some questions about the Set. Its entrance requirements in particular. ..."

All the way 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 have it?" said/asked Mary Maude, uncoiling carefully from the caverns of her shawl.
"Yes."
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I do not destroy that which belongs to me. I possess so very little as it is."
The Doyenne snorted gently, perhaps in amusement. She tapped her favorite dog, as though seeking

a reply from it.
"Though it sails upon a bottomless sea toward some fabulous orient," she mused, "the ship will still

attempt to lower an anchor. I do not know why. Can you tell me? Is it simply carelessness on the part of
the captain? Or the second mate?"

The dog did not answer. Neither did anything else.
"Or is it a mutineer's desire to turn around and go back?" she inquired. "To return home?"
There was a brief stillness. Finally:
"I live in a succession of homes. They are called hours. Each is lovely."
"But not lovely enough, and never to be revisited, eh? Permit me to anticipate your next words: T do

not intend to marry. I do not intend to leave the Set. I shall have my child—' By the way, what will it be,
a boy or a girl?"

"A girl."
"'—I shall have my daughter. I shall place her in a fine home, arrange her a glorious future, and be

back in time for the Spring Festival.'" She rubbed her glazed dog as though it were a crystal and
pretended to peer through its greenish opacity. "Am I not a veritable gypsy?" she asked.

"Indeed."
"And you think this will work out?"
"I fail to see why it should not"
"Tell me which her proud father will do," she inquired, "compose her a sonnet sequence, or design

her mechanical toys?"
"Neither. He shall never know. He'll be asleep until spring, and I will not. She must never know

either."



"So much the worse."
"Why, pray tell?"
"Because she will become a woman in less than two months, by the clocks of the Set—and a lovely

woman, I daresay—because she will be able to afford loveliness."
"Of course."
"And, as the daughter of a member, she will be eminently eligible for Set candidacy."
"She may not want it."
"Only those who cannot achieve it allude to having those sentiments. No, she'll want it. Everyone

does. —And, if her beauty should be surgically obtained, I believe that I shall, in this instance, alter a rule
of mine. I shall 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!"
"Aha! Tell me, is your fear of incest predicated upon your fear of competition, or is it really the other

way around?"
"Please! Why are you saying these horrible things?"
"Because, unfortunately, you are something I can no longer afford to keep around. You have been an

excellent symbol for a long time, but now your pleasures have ceased to be Olympian. Yours is a lapse
into the mundane. You show that the gods are less sophisticated than schoolchildren—that they can be
victimized by biology, despite the oceans of medical allies at our command. Princess, in the eyes of the
world you are my daughter, for I am the Set. So take some motherly advice and retire. Do not attempt to
renew your option. Get married first, and then to sleep for a few months—till spring, when your option is
up. Sleep intermittently in the bunker, so that a year or so will pass. We'll play up the romantic aspects of
your retirement. Wait a year or two to bear your child. The cold sleep won't do her any harm; there have
been other cases such as yours. If you fail to agree to this, our motherly admonition is that you face
present expulsion."

"You can't!"
"Read your contract."
"But no one need ever "know!"
"You silly little doll face!" The acetylene blazed forth. "Your glimpses of the outside have been

fragmentary and extremely selective—for at least sixty years. Every news medium in the world watches
almost every move every Setman makes, from the time he sits up in his bunker until he retires, exhausted,
after the latest Party. Snoopers and newshounds today have more gimmicks and gadgets in their arsenals
than your head has colorful hairs. We cant hide your daughter all her life, so we won't even try. We'd
have trouble enough concealing matters if you decided not to have her—but I think we could outbribe
and outdrug our own employees.

"Therefore, I call upon you for a decision."
"I am sorry."
"So am I," said the Doyenne.
The girl stood.
From somewhere, as she left, she seemed to hear the whimpering of a china dog.
Beyond the neat hedgerows of the garden and down a purposefully irregular slope ran the unpaved

pathway which wandered, like an impulsive river, through neck-tickling straits of unkempt forsythia, past
high islands of mobbed sumac, and by the shivering branches, like waves, of an occasional ginkgo,
wagging at the overhead gulls, while dreaming of the high-flying Archaeopteryx about to break through its
heart in a dive, and perhaps a thousand feet of twistings are required to negotiate the two hundred feet of
planned wilderness that separates the gardens of the Hall of Sleep from the artificial ruins which occupy a
full, hilly acre, dotted here and there by incipient Jungles of lilac and the occasional bell of a great
willow—which momentarily conceal, and then guide the eye on toward broken pediments, smashed
friezes, half-standing, shred-topped columns, then fallen columns, then faceless, handless statues, and
finally, seemingly random heaps of rubble which lay amid these things; here, the path over which they
moved then forms a delta and promptly loses itself where the tides of Time chafe away the memento mori



quality that the ruins first seem to spell, acting as a temporal entasis and in the eye of the beholding.
Setman, so that he can look upon it all and say, "I am the older than this," and his companion can reply,
"We will pass again some year and this too, will be gone," (even though she did not say it this time)
feeling happier by feeling the less mortal by so doing; and crossing through the rubble, as they did, to a
place where barbarously ruined Pan grins from inside the ring of a dry fountain, a new path is to be
located, this time an unplanned and only recently formed way, where the grass is yellowed underfoot and
the walkers must go single file because it leads them through a place of briars, until they reach the old
breakwall over which they generally climb like commandos in order to gain access to a quarter mile
strand of coved and deserted beach, where the sand is not quite so clean as the beaches of the
town—which are generally sifted every third day—but where the shade is as intense, in its own way, as
the sunlight, and there are flat rocks offshore for meditation.

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

"I'm getting lazy," she agreed.
They threw off their robes and walked to the water's edge.
"Don't push!"
"Come on. I'll race you to the rocks." 
For once he won.
Loafing in the lap of the Atlantic, they could have been any two bathers in any place, in any time.
"I could stay here forever."
"It gets cold nights, and if there's a bad storm you might catch something or get washed away."
"I meant," she amended, "if it could always be like this."
" '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, little girl. Even I can tell."
"So what if there is?"
"So a lot, that's what. Tell me."
Her hand bridged the narrow channel between their rocks and found his. He rolled onto his side 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."
"You are indicating that—?"
"We could get off at this stop."
"I suppose. But—"
"But you like it-now? You like the big charade?"
He looked away.
"I think you were right," she told him, "that night-many years ago."
"What night?"
"The night you said it was all a Joke—that we are the last people alive 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 stare into the sea.
"I'm rather fond of the Set now," he finally responded. "At first I was ambivalent toward it. But a few

weeks-years—ago I visited a place where I used to work. It was—different. Bigger. Better run. But
more than that, actually. It wasn't just that it was filled with things I couldn't have guessed at fifty or sixty
years ago. I had an odd feeling while I was there. I was with a little chatter-box of a Processing director
named Teng, and he was yammering away worse than Unger, and I was just staring at all those
tandem-tanks and tiers of machinery that had grown up inside the shell of that first old building—sort of
like inside a womb—and I suddenly felt that someday something was going to be born, born out of steel



and plastic and dancing electrons, in such a stainless, sunless place—and that something would be so fine
that I would want to be there to see it. I couldn't dignify it by calling it a mystical experience or anything
like that. It was just sort of a feeling I had. But if that moment could stay forever . . . Anyhow, the Set is
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
moment."

"Perhaps you are right. ..."
His grip tightened on her hand as the tunnel between their eyes shortened. He leaned across the

water and kissed the blood from her mouth.
'"Verweile doch ..."
". . . Du bist so schon"
It was the Party to end all Parties. The surprise announcement of Alvin Moore and Leota Mathilde

Mason struck the Christmas Eve gathering of the Set as just the thing for the season. After an extensive
dinner and the exchange of bright and costly trifles the lights were dimmer. The giant Christmas tree atop
the transparent penthouse blazed like a compressed galaxy through the droplets of melted snow on the
ceiling pane.

It was nine by all the clocks of London.
"Married on Christmas, divorced on Twelfth Night," said someone in the darkness.
"What'll they do for an encore?" whispered someone else.
There were giggles and several off-key carols followed them. The backlight pickup was doubtless in

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's not the same Set," he told 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 elephants," she suggested. "Who knows?"
 
" 'The heart is a graveyard of crigas,'" recited Moore,
"hid far from the hunter's eye,
where love wears death like enamel
and dogs crawl in to die."
 
"That's Unger's, isn't it?" she asked.
"That's right, I just happened to recall it"
"I wish you hadn't. I don't like it."
"Sorry."
"Where is 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?"
"Because it is the season of charity."
"Faith and hope, too," he smirked. "You want to be maudlin or something? All right, I'll be maudlin

with you. It is a pleasure, really."
He raised her hand to his lips.
"Stop that!"
"All right."
He kissed her on the mouth. There was laughter.
She flushed but did not rise from his side.
"If you want to make a fool of me—of us," he said, "I'll go more than halfway. Tell me why we had to



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

"No. I am a woman and I 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 else—and probably our happiness."

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

"Shall we dance? I hear music."
"Not yet. Let's just sit here and drink."
"Fine."
When all the clocks in London said eleven, Leota wanted to know where Unger was.
"He left,' a slim 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 all the featureless characters in a boot; he had already closed. Only the dance was

real—and the woman with whom he was dancing.
Time's friction, he decided, and a raising of the sights. I have what I wanted and still I want more. I'll

get over it.
It was a vast hall of mirrors. There were hundreds of dancing Alvin Moores and Leotas (nee Mason)

dancing. They were dancing at all their Parties of the past seventy-some years—from a Tibetan sid lodge
to Davy Jones' Locker, from a New Years Eve in orbit to the floating Palace of Kanayasha, from a
Halloween in the caverns of Carlsbad to a Mayday at Delphi—they had danced everywhere, and tonight
was the last Party, good night, ladies. . . .

She leaned against him and said nothing and her breath collared his neck.
"Good night, good night, good night," he heard himself saying, and they left 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 come in, and they
crossed through the powdery fleece that lay on the ground and entered the smaller craft.

"Do you wish to have the lights dimmed? Or would you prefer to have them brighter?" asked a voice
at their side.

"Dim them."
"Would you case for something to eat? Or something to drink?"
"No."
"No."
"Shall I read you an article on the subject of your choice?" Pause. "Or fiction?" Pause. "Or poetry?"

Pause.
"Would you care to view the catalog?" Pause. "Or perhaps you would prefer music?"
"Music," she said. "Soft. Not the kind you listen to."
After about ten minutes of near-sleep, Moore heard the voice:
"Hilted of flame,
our frail phylactic blade
slits black
beneath Polestar's
pinprick comment,
foredging burrs
of mitigated hell,
spilling light without illumination.
Strands of song,



to share its stinging flight,
are shucked and scraped
to fit an idiot theme.
Here, through outlocked chaos,
climbed of migrant logic,
the forms of black notation
blackly dice a flame."
"Turn it off," said Moore. "We didn'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 a double seat to the rear.
"Unger?"
"No, Santa Claus. Ho! Ho!"
"What are you doing going back this early?"
"You just answered your own question, didn't you?"
Moore snorted and settled back once more. At his side, Leota was snoring delicately, her seat

collapsed into a couch.
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 footfalls. He kept his eyes
closed, hoping Unger would fall over and go to sleep. He didn't.

Abruptly, his voice rang out, a magnificently dreadful baritone:
"I was down to Saint James' Infir-r-rmary," he sang. "I saw my ba-a-aby there, stretched out on a

long whi-i-ite ta-a-able—so sweet, so cold, so fair—"
Moore swung his left hand, cross-body at the poet's midsection. He had plenty of target, but he was

too slow. Unger blocked his fist and backed away, laughing.
Leota shook herself awake.
"What are you doing here?" she asked.
"Composing," he answered, "myself."
"Merry Christmas," he added.
"Go to hell," answered Moore.
"I congratulate you on your recent nuptials. Mister Moore."
"Thanks."
"Why wasn't I invited?"
"It was a simple ceremony."
He turned.
"Is that 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 his forehead.
"Oh, I am wounded!"
"Why don't you go back to wherever you came from?" asked Moore. "The drinks are on the house."
"I can't attend midnight mass in an inebriated condition."
Moore's fingers twitched back into fists.
"You may attend a mass for the dead without having to kneel."
"I believe you are hinting that you wish to be alone. I understand."
He withdrew to the rear of the Dart. After a time he began to snore.
"I hope we never see him again," she said.
"Why? He's a harmless drunk."
"No, he isn't. He hates us—because we're happy and he isn't."
"I think he's happiest when he's unhappy," smiled Moore, "and whenever the temperature drops. He



loves the cold-bunk because it's like a little death to sleep in it. He once said, 'Each Setman dies many
deaths. That's what I like about being a Setman.'

"You say more sleep won't be injurious—" he asked abruptly.
"No, there's no 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, Leota's, and Unger's world—to stand
shivering on the doorsill of its own Eve, in Bermuda.

Inside the Dart, passing backward through Time, Moore recalled that New Year'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 miss all that were yet to come; recalled his work in the time before
Time—a few 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 apartment, never revisited, all 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 possibly the girl at his side. Only Wayne Unger was ageless, for he
was an employee of the eternal. Given a month or two Unger could open up a bar, form his own circle of
outcasts and toy with a private renaissance, if he should ever decide to leave.

Moore suddenly felt very stale and tired, and he whispered to their ghostly servant for a Martini 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 politics, 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
wealthy, but the Set had been managing all his finances. All he had was an all-purpose card, good
anywhere in the world for any sort of purchase, commodity or service-wise. Periodically, he had
examined his file and seen balance 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 outside. 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, Leota 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.
"Care to take a walk?" asked Moore.
"I am tired, my love," said Leota, staring in the direction of the Hall of Sleep. She looked back.
He shook his head. "I'm not quite ready."
She turned to him. He kissed her.
"I'll see you then in April, darling. Good night."
"April is the crudest month," observed Unger. "Come, engineer, I'll walk with you as far as the shuttle

stands."
They began walking. 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 a crystalline night, with stars like tinsel and a satellite beacon blazing like a gold piece deep

within the pool of the sky. As they walked, their breath fumed into white wreathes that vanished before
they were fully formed. Moore tried in vain to light his pipe. Finally, he stopped and hunched his
shoulders against the wind until he got it going.

"A good night for walking," said Unger.
Moore grunted. A gust of wind lashed a fiery 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.
"Come with me into the town," he suggested. "It's only over the hill. We can walk it."
"No," said Moore, through his teeth.
They strode on, and as they neared the garage Unger grew uneasy.
"I'd rather someone were with me tonight," he said abruptly. "I feel strange, as though I'd drunk the



draught of the centuries and suddenly am wise in a time when wisdom is unnecessary. I—I'm afraid."
Moore hesitated.
"No," he finally repeated, "it's time to say good-bye. You're 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 diagonally across the wide lawns and into the gardens. He

strolled aimlessly for a few minutes, then found the path that led down to the ruins.
The going was slow and he wound his way through the cold wilderness. After a period 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 restlessly as the
winds shifted.

The grass rustled about his ankles as he seated himself on a fallen pillar and got his pipe going once
more.

He sat thinking himself into marble as his toes grew numb, and he felt very much a part of the place;
an artificial scene, a ruin transplanted out of history onto unfamiliar grounds. He did not want to move. He
just wanted to freeze into the landscape and become his own monument. He sat there making pacts with
imaginary devils: he wanted to go back, to return with Leota to his Frisco town, to work again. Like
Unger, he suddenly felt wise in time when wisdom was unnecessary. Knowledge was what he needed.
Fear was what he had.

Pushed on by the wind, he picked his way across the plain. Within the circle of his fountain. Pan was
either dead or sleeping. Perhaps it is the cold sleep of the gods, decided Moore, and Pan will one day
awaken and blow upon his festival pipes and only the wind among high towers will 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 ones will have isolated out the wisdom of the blood on
their colored slides and inoculated mankind against it—and, programmed against emotions, a frivolity
machine will perpetually generate the sensations of gaiety into the fever-dreams of the delirious, so that
they will not recognize his tunes—and there shall be none among the children of Phoebus to even repeat
the Attic cry of his first passing, heard those many Christmases ago beyond the waters of the
Mediterranean.

Moore wished that he had stayed a little longer with Unger, because he now felt that he had gained a
glimpse of the man's perspective. It had taken the fear of a new world to generate these feelings, but he
was beginning to understand the poet. Why did the man stay on in the Set, though? he wondered. Did he
take a masochistic pleasure in seeing his ice-prophecies fulfilled, as he moved further and further away
from his own times? Maybe that was it.

Moore stirred himself into one last pilgrimage. He walked along their old path down to the breakwall.
The stones were cold beneath his fingers, so he used the stile to cross over to the beach.

He stood on a rim 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 colloquy 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 his kind, into greater and finer vessels for life. Now he feared, like
Unger, that by the time this occurred something else might have been lost, and that the fine new vessels
would only be partly filled, lacking some essential ingredient. He hoped Unger was wrong; he felt 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 feeling—and that there would be ears to hear the piped melody, and feet that
would move with its sound. He tried to believe this. He hoped it would be true.

A star fell, and Moore looked at his watch. It was late. He scuffed his way back to the wall and
crossed over it again.

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

"Moore," he grinned, watching him hang his jacket on the wall and roll up his sleeve, "you going to
spend your honeymoon on ice?"



The hypogun sighed in the medic's husky hand and the prep-injection entered Moore's arm.
"That's right," he replied, leveling his gaze at the not completely sober Jameson. "Why?"
"It just doesn't seem the thing to do," Jameson explained, still grinning. "If I were married to Leota

you wouldn't catch me going on ice. Unless—-"
Moore took one step toward him, the sound in his throat like a snarl. Jameson drew back, his dark

eyes widening.
"I was joking!" he said. "I didn't . . ."
There was a pain in Moore's injected arm as the big medic seized it and jerked him to a halt.
"Yeah," said Moore, "good night. Sleep tight, wake sober."
As he turned toward the door the medic released his arm. Moore rolled down his sleeve and donned

his jacket as he left.
"You're off your rocker," Jameson called after him.
Moore had about half an hour before he had to hit his bunker. He did not feel 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 Sleep, rode a lift up to the bunkers, then strode
down the hallway until he came to his door. He hesitated, then passed on. He would sleep there for the
next three and a half months; he did not feel like giving it half of the next hour also.

He refilled his pipe. He would smoke through a sentinel watch beside the ice goddess, his wife. He
looked about for wandering medics. One is 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 hallway. It stopped as he
rounded a corner, then began again, louder. It was coming from up ahead.

After a moment there was another silence.
He paused outside Leota's door. Grinning around his pipe, he found a pen and drew a line through

the last name on her plate. He printed "Moore" in above it. As he was forming the final letter the
pounding began again.

It was coming from inside her room.
He opened the door, took a step, then stopped.
The man had his back to him. His right arm was raised. A mallet was clenched in his fist.
His panted mutterings, like an incantation, reached Moore's ears:
"'Strew on her roses, roses, and never spray a yew
... In quiet she reposes—'"
Moore was across the chamber He seized the mallet and managed to twist it away. Then he felt

something break inside his hand as his fist connected with a jaw. The man collided with the opposite wall,
then pitched forward onto the floor.

"Leota!" said Moore. "Leota . . ."
Cast of white Parian she lay, deep within the coils of the bunker. The canopy had been raised high

overhead. Her flesh was already firm as stone—because there was no blood on her breast where the
stake had been driven in. Only cracks and fissures, as in stone.

"No," said Moore.
The stake was a very hard synthowood—like cocobolo, or quebracho, or perhaps lignum vitae—still

to be unsplintered. . . .
"No," said Moore.
Her face had the relaxed expression of a dreamer, her hair was the color of aluminum. His ring was

on her finger. . . .
There was a murmuring in the comer of the room.
"Unger," he said flatly, "why—did—you—do it?"
The man sucked air around his words. His eyes were focused on something nameless.
". . . Vampire," he muttered, "luring men aboard her Flying Dutchman to drain them across the years.

. . . She is the future—a goddess on the outside and a thirsting vacuum within," he stated without



emotion. "'Strew on her roses, roses . . . Her mirth the world required—She bathed it in smiles of glee . .
.' She was going to leave me way up here in the middle of the air. I can't get off the merry-go-round and I
can't have the brass ring. But no one else will lose as I have lost, not now. '. . . Her life was turning,
turning, in mazes of heat and sound—' I thought she would come back to me, after she'd tired of you."

He raised 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 he lost count because his mind

could not conceive of any number greater than three.
Then he was walking, running, the mallet still clutched in his hand—past doors like blind eyes, up

corridors, down seldom-used stairwells.
As he lurched away from the Hall of Sleep he heard someone calling after him through the night. He

kept running.
After a long while he began to walk again. His hand was aching and his breath burned within his

lungs. He climbed a hill, paused at 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 lights in the windows, and the tinsel, 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 feel even more alone as he walked up one street and down another,
his body seeming ever more a thing apart from him as the prep-injection took its inevitable effect. His feet
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 inside. He was alone
there, too.

The interior of the church was dim, and he was attracted to an array of lights about the display at the
foot of a statute. It was a manger scene. He leaned back against a pew and stared at the mother and the
child, at the angels and the inquisitive 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 the wall, he staggered off a dozen steps
and collapsed, cursing and weeping, until he slept.

They found him at the foot of the cross.
Justice had become a thing of streamlined swiftness since the days of Moore'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 paraphernalia as could be waived and hold court
around the clock. That was why Moore faced Judgment at ten o'clock in the evening, two days after
Christmas.

The trial lasted less than a quarter of an hour. Moore waived representation; the charges were read;
he entered a plea of guilty, and the judge sentenced him to death in the gas chamber without looking up
from the stack of papers on his bench.

Numbly, Moore left the courtroom and was returned to a cell for his final meal, which he did not
remember eating. He had no conception of the juridical process in this year in which he had come to rest.
The Set attorney had simply looked bored as he told him his story, then mentioned "symbolic penalties"
and told him to waive representation and enter a simple plea of "guilty to the homicide as described." He
signed a statement to that effect. Then the attorney had left him and Moore had not spoken with anyone
but his warders up until the time of the trial, and then only a few words before he went into court. And
now—to receive a death sentence after he had admitted he was guilty of killing his wife'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 believe in it.

An hour later they came for him. He was led to a small, airtight room with a single, thick window set
high in its metal door. He seated himself upon the bench within it and his gray-uniformed guards slammed
the door behind him.

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

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



there in her bunker, the ironic strains of Unger's song during their Dart-flight recurring in his mind:
"I was down to Saint James Infir-r-rmary.
I saw my ba-a-aby there,
Stretched out on a long whi-i-ite ta-a-ble—
So sweet, so cold, so fair . . ."
Had Unger been consciously contemplating her murder even then? he wondered. Or was it

something lurking below his consciousness? Something he had felt stirring, so that he had wanted Moore
to stay with him—to keep it from happening?

He would never know, he realized, as the fires reached into his skull and consumed his brain.
As he awoke, feeling very weak upon white linen, the voice within his earphones was saying to Alvin

Moore:
". . . .Let that be a lesson to you."
Moore tore off the earphones with what he thought was a strong gesture, but his muscles responded

weakly. Still, the earphones came off.
He opened his eyes and stared.
He might be in the Set's Sick Ward, located high up in the Hall of Sleep, or in hell. Franz Andrews,

the attorney who had advised him to plead guilty, sat at his bedside.
"How do you feel?" he asked.
"Oh, great! Care to play a set of tennis?"
The man smiled faintly.
"You have successfully discharged your debt to society," he stated, "through the symbolic penalty

procedure."
"Oh, that explains everything," said Moore wryly. Finally: "I don't see why there had to be any

penalty, symbolic or otherwise. That rhymer murdered my wife."
"He'll pay for it," said Andrews.
Moore rolled 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 repeating what you Just said?"
"Not at all. I said he'd pay for it."
"He's not dead!"
"No, he's quite alive—two floors above us. His head has to heal before he can stand trial. He's too ill

to face execution."
"He's alive!" said Moore. "Alive? Then what the hell was I executed for?"
"Well, you did Mil the man," said Andrews, somewhat annoyed. "The fact that the doctors were later

able to revive him does not alter the fact that a homicide occurred. The symbolic penalty exists for all
such cases. You'll think twice before ever doing it again."

Moore tried to rise. He failed.
"Take it easy. You're going to need several more days of rest before you can get up. Your own

revival was only last night."
Moore chuckled weakly. Then he laughed for a long, long time. He stopped, ending with a little sob.
"Feel better now?"
"Sure, sure," he whispered hoarsely. "Like a million bucks, or whatever the crazy currency is these

days. What kind of execution will Unger get for murder?"
"Gas," said the attorney, "the same as you, if the alleged-"
"Symbolic, or for keeps?"
"Symbolic, 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 his arm. He heard the soft hiss of an
injection. Then he slept.

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



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. I did not stop to consider the length of your membership in the Set. These things so
seldom occur—in fact, this is the first such case I've ever handled—that I simply assumed you knew
what a symbolic penalty was when I spoke with you back in your cell. I apologize."

Moore nodded.
"Also," he continued, "I assumed that you had considered the circumstances under which Mister

Unger allegedly committed a homicide—"
"'Allegedly,' hell! I was there. 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, "as to whether he was to be

indicted now for attempted homicide, or be detained until after the operation and face homicide charges if
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 his recovery he will 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 free will, so no legal decision was delivered on the matter. His trial is postponed, therefore, until
some of the surgical techniques have been refined—"

"What surgical techniques?" asked Moore, raising himself into a seated position and leaning against
the headboard. His mind was fully alert for the first time since Christmas. He felt what was coming next.
He said one word.

"Explain."
Andrews shifted in his chair.
"Mister Unger," he began, "had a poet's conception as to the exact location of the human heart. He

did not pierce it centrally, although the accidental angling of the stake did cause it to pass through the left
ventricle. —That can be repaired easily enough, according to the medics.

"Unfortunately, however, the slanting of the shaft caused it to strike against her spinal column," he
said, "smashing two vertebrae and cracking several others. It appears that the spinal cord was severed. .
. ."

Moore was numb again, numb with the realization that had dawned as the lawyer's words were filling
the air between them. Of course she wasn't dead. Neither was she alive. She was sleeping the cold sleep.
The spark of life would remain within her until the arousal 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," Andrews was saying.

"When are they going to operate?" Moore broke in.
"They can't say for certain, at this time," answered Andrews. "It will have to be a specially designed

operation, as it raises problems for which there are answers in theory but not in practice. Any one of the
factors could be treated at present, but the others couldn't be held in abeyance while the surgery is going
on. Together, they are rather formidable—to repair the heart and fix the back, and to save the child, all at
the same time, will require some new instrumentation and some new techniques."

"How long?" insisted Moore.
Andrews shrugged.
"They can't say. Months, years. She's all right as she is now, but—"
Moore asked him to go away, rather loudly, and he did.
The following day, feeling dizzy, he got to his feet and refused to return to bed until he could see

Unger. 
"He's in custody," said the medic who attended him. 
"No he isn't," replied Moore. "You're not a lawyer, and I've already spoken with one. He won't be

taken into legal custody until after he awakens from his next cold sleep—whenever that is."
It took over an hour for him to get permission to visit Unger. When he did, he was accompanied by

Andrews and two orderlies.



"Don't you trust the symbolic penalty?" he smirked at Andrews. "You know that I'm supposed to
think twice before I do it again."

Andrews looked away and did not answer him.
"Anyhow, I'm too weak and I don't have a hammer 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 a bitch," observed Moore.
"Please," said Unger.
Moore did not know what to say next. He had already expressed all that he felt. So he headed for

the chair beside the bed and sat on it. He fished his pipe from the pocket of his robe and fumbled with it
to hide his discomfort. 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 his teeth and looked up.
"I'm sorry," said Unger. "Can you believe that?"
"No," answered Moore.
"She's the future and she's yours," said Unger. "I drove a stake through her heart but she isn't really

dead. They say they're working on the operating machines now. The doctors will fix up everything that I
did, as good as new." He winced and looked down at the bedclothes.

"If it's any consolation to you," he continued, "I'm suffering and I'll suffer more. There is no Senta to
save this Dutchman. I'm going to ride it out with the Set, or without it, in a bunker—die in some foreign
place among strangers." He looked up, regarding Moore with a weak smile. Moore stared him back
down. "They'll save her!" he insisted. "She'll sleep until they're absolutely certain of the technique. Then
you two will get off together and I'll keep on going. You'll never see me after that. I wish you happiness. I
won't ask your forgiveness."

Moore got to his feet.
'"We've got nothing left to say. We'll talk again some year, in a day or so."
He left the room wondering what else he could have said.
"An ethical question has been put before the Set—that is to say, myself," said Mary Maude.

"Unfortunately, it was posed by government attorneys, so it cannot be treated as most ethical questions
are to be treated. It requires an answer."

"Involving Moore and Unger?" asked Andrews.
"Not directly. Involving the entire Set, as a result of their escapade."
She indicated the fac-sheet on her desk. Andrews nodded.
" 'Unto Us a Babe is Born,'" she read, considering the photo of the prostrate Setman in the church.

"A front-page editorial in this periodical has accused us of creating all varieties of neurotics—from
necrophilists on down the line. Then there's that other photo—we still don't know who took it—here, on
page three—"

"I've seen it."
"They now want assurances that ex-Setmen will remain frivolous and not turn into eminent

undesirables."
"This is the first time it's ever happened—like this."
"Of course," she smiled, "they're usually decent enough to wait a few weeks before going

anti-social—and wealth generally compensates for most normal maladjustments. But, according to the
accusations, we are either selecting the wrong people—which is ridiculous—or not mustering them out
properly when they leave—which is profoundly ridiculous. First, because I do all the interviewing, and
second, because you can't boot a person half a century or so into the future and expect him to land on his
feet as his normal, cheerful self, regardless of any orientation you may give him. Our people make a good
show of it, though, because they don't generally do much of anything.

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



well. Both watched a little more closely than most Setmen as their worlds became history, and both were
highly sensitive to those changes. Their problem, though, was interpersonal."

Andrews said nothing.
"By that, I mean it was a simple case of jealousy over a woman—an unpredictable human variable. I

could not have foreseen their conflict. The changing times have nothing to do with it. Do they?"
Andrews did not answer.
". . . Therefore, there is no problem," she continued. "We are not dumping Kaspar Hausers onto the

street. We are simply transplanting wealthy people of good taste a few generations into the future—and
they get on well. Our only misstep so far was predicated upon a male antagonism of the mutually
accelerating variety, caused by a beautiful woman. That's all. Do you agree?"

"He thought that he was really going to die . . ." said Andrews. "I didn't stop to think that he knew
nothing of the World Legal Code."

"A minor matter," she dismissed it. "He's still living."
"You should have seen his face when he came to in the Clinic."
"I'm not interested in faces. I've seen too many. Our problem now is to manufacture a problem and

then to solve it to the government's satisfaction."
"The world changes so rapidly that I almost need to make a daily adjustment to it myself. These

poor—"
"Some things do not change," said Mary Maude, "but I can see what you're driving at. Very clever.

We'll hire us an independent Psych Team to do us a study indicating that what the Set needs is more
adjustment, and they'll recommend that one day be set aside every year for therapeutic purposes. We'll
hold each one in a different part of the world—at a non-Party locale. Lots of cities have been screaming
for concessions. They'll all be days spent doing simple, adjustive things, mingling with un-Set people.
Then, in the evening we'll have a light meal, followed by casual, restful entertainment, and then some
dancing—dancing's good for the psyche, it relaxes tensions. —I'm sure that will satisfy all parties
concerned." She smiled at the last.

"I believe you are right," said Andrews.
"Of course. After the Psych Team writes several thousand pages, you'll draft a few hundred of your

own to summarize the findings and cast them into the form of a resolution to be put before the board."
He nodded.
"I thank you for your suggestions."
"Any time. That's what 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 Moore had recovered sufficiently to enter the sleep again. As the

prep-injection dulled his senses and his eyes closed, he wondered what alien judgment day would
confront him when he awakened. He knew, though, that whatever else the new year brought, his credit
would be good. He slept, and the world passed by.
 


