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Lena worked in the Scream Processing Department for many years before

Sam found her. Day in, day out, she scrubbed, rinsed, and wrung dry the assoried

shricks, howls, moans, wails, and sighs that came tumbling down the long chute to

dried it. The waste emotion, oily-rainbow colored, was carried out of the room in
great buckets, to be destroyed or buried deep undergro

were sent 10 another room where they were starched, folded, and eventually

Lana went back 0 work.



for Scream Processing. She had her small blue apartment, and a cat called Whiskey.
She liked quiet, and quiet music, and sometimes watched movies on TV. She liked to
cook pasta dishes and to make pencil sketches, though she ate alone and never showed
her drawings to anyone, and she sometimes read books and sometimes cried quietly
for no discernible reason, the translucent sobs fluttering away through her window to
wing their way back to Scream Processing, where she would encour.ter them the next

She shopped only at the little all-night store where the other Scream
Processing employees shopped, and she went out only to Scream Processing
functions, which were quiet, almost sad affairs.

There would be her fellow scream-cleaners, ragged grey men and women old
psal urchins, and the quiet,

ents in a quiet shadowy laborstory. There was Supervisor Sheen, of course, a

visiting executives from the Human Grief Concern, Scream Processing

‘s parent

clitc operatives who combed the owtside world for jost and mispl
The screams made their way back 10 the Department, were processed, and were semt
out again im0 the world: that was all she nesded 10 know. But once, when she was




still new to the job, she'd spoken to Supervisor Sheen at one of the Department
functions, and he had told her something of Scream Processing’s operations.

"The emotion that charges our screams is cheap, of course. Not valueless,” he
said, wagging a finger, "but cheap: there will always be more. But our screams, now
these, Lena, these... are nonreproducible. *
uneasy. "There are only 50 many screams, Lena,” he went on, "and despite our hest

research they remain finite in number, though every year a few more wear out or are

world--and then--*

"What?"

But when Lena thought about his answer later, she realized he could have

Now when she atiended a Scream Processing party, she scarcely spoke to
anybody, let alone the Supervisor. From time to time a man, perhaps an Acoustics
researcher or a fellow cleaner, would nervously ask her if she'd like to go sce a film
or a play. Irrational panic would clog her throst; eventually she would gasp owt an
excuse of one sort or another, and the man would seem as relieved as she was whea
she reslizod that a silent pall had fallen over her own life.



Later she supposed she had known that something was wrong even when the
man in the yellow sports jacket first approached her on the street outside the
Department. But at the time she was able to convince herself otherwise... She'd just
come off a terrible shift, having spilled a panful of Class C Startled Squeaks which
had fluttered and flurried away into dark corners and nooks, with the result that the
workroom had to be shut down for half an hour while they were coaxed out.

"Lena?” the man in the yellow jacket said. He had a long troutlike face. "Can
you come with me, please? There are some important details we need to discuss. ”

He gestured towards a white car parked by the curb, and she found herself
getting in. She remembered thinking this must have been about her accident in the
workroom that day, she was being reprimanded or fired, but even then, really, she
must have known it was all wrong.

He said his name was Lomax as they drove out of the city, past buildings and
neighbourhoods that she hadn't seen for--how many years had it been? Had she ever
scen these places before? He drove out into the country and took a narrow dirt road.

He stopped the car at a small acreage. There was a brown and white house.
He got out of the car and led her inside without saying anything. He took her down a
long dark hall that ended in a door. Light came out from underneath i.

Lomax showed her inside. “This is Sam,” he said. "He wants 10 talk 10 you."

The man in the wooden chair was very sick.

His head lolled at0p a thin neck that ssemed 00 fosble 10 support . His eyes
were closed and wrinkies creased the sockets. Without opening his eyes, he chuiched



at the armrests and leaned forward as the door opened. There was something brittle
about him: a radiation of hurt.

The man in the yellow sports jacket--Lomax--waited for Lena to emter, then
closed the door behind her. She looked at the man in the chair. "You don't work for
the Department,” she said at last.

Sam lifted his head to her. He still hadn't opened his eyes, and she wondered
if he was blind. His mouth opened slowly, moistly, and he spoke.

"No, 1 don't,” he said slowly, almost whispering, "1 suppose you would call
me a researcher, a scientist of sorts. My project was human suffering. 1 travelled the
world, the dark places, and the bright... Africa, Kampuchea, China...the allcys and
ghettoes of Europe and America... the corpse fields... the soundproofed rooms. .. |
quantities of smaller pains, paper-cuts, money-worries, wasp-bites. 1 thought if | saw
enough... took enough on... I could eliminate suffering from the world. I'm not mad.

His eyelids trembled. "I'm something of an idealist, you sce, Lema.”

This all seemed insane t0 her--why else was she pressed back against the door?
"It didn’t work," she said.

*No, i didn't. But the principle was sound. It was me. It was me. My limits.



sound, none at all.

His body trembled in the grip of it for ten, now twenty seconds. Finally he

"What--" Lena began. Then Sam swung his head up.

He opened his eyes. They were blue and horrible. What was it? A coldness, a
hard slickness, something skating over miles of black mirror... She turned away.

She could hear him breathing. He spoke again. "So sorry, Lena. It comes and

She glanced back: his eyes were closed. "...Yes."

"Afier the experiment,” Sam rasped, "I screamed for seven days. My vocal
cords were torn to shreds, but still I kept on. After a week | ran out of screams. |
you?”

But--

"Why me?”

*Do you waat me 10 lic?" Sam said wearily. "You were the only person we




*I could lose my job."

"Yes. I could offer you money. but that would be pointless. What is it that

She closed her eyes. Nothing but the risk of wrecking her own life for the
sake of a man who cared nothing for her, who needed her only as a tool. And what
did he know about her? She already understood him well enough 10 k ww he was (100
proud to offer even his gratitude. He offered nothing, nathing hut the one thing :li:d
given up, 30 long ago when she’d thought she would never 1o~d it #gain.

“You're very clever,” she said finally.

Plangent Outcry, large and slippery: as the last cleaner filed out of the workroom, she

cloth, and stuffed it into her hinchbag. When she went upstairs to the coffee room,
she made a side trip 10 the coat room and placed it inside her purse.
And that was all. That was k.



The country road, the acreage, the house: and then Lena was in the room at
the end of the hall again, with the stolen scream, wrapped and silenced, in her hand
like a gift. She supposed it was.

She began to pluck at the wrapping, glanced doubtfully at Lomax, standing off
by the side. "Should I--" He nodded.

Sam was shaking as he waited for her. She couldn't read the emotion on his
stiff white face. She unfolded the scream, dropped the wrapping to the floor, and
gazed up at her. For a second Lena almost thougit he smiled.
to contain. Lomax fell aside in shock. Lena, who had more experience with this sort
through the walls and ceiling, for half a minute after the scream fled.

Sam's body was twisted in his chair, and Lens leaned over him to see if he
moment, were serenc and empty of horror. Despite herself Lona reached 0 put one of
He stiffensd and his eyes closed. Lomax stepped clossr t0 grasp his shoulder.



Sam’s mouth snapped open in silence and he opened his cyes again and they
were the same as before, or worse--vertigo sliding down a starless sky. He would
scream on through the night, but Lena’s startied cry at that moment would be the only

She embezzled screams for another three months before they caught her. It
scemed like the terrors bottled inside Sam had no end. Each night when Lomax drove
her out to the house, she thought: perhaps rAis time. Perhaps this will vent the last of

It never did.

"S0 what happens now?" she asked Shoen.



10

"You mean Samuel Lefoe? Yes, I know about him. His condition. Why did
you help him? What does he mean to you that you would risk all this?"

"He needed help.”

"A lot of people need help. Did you think he loved you, Lena?

She laughed.

"Lena--*

“Does it matter, Mr. Sheen? Does it really matter?®

He slammed his palms down on the desk. "It wouldn’t have worked, you
know, Lena. It woukin't have worked if they'd let you keep stealing for another three

*So what now?" she asked at last.

"You're being promoted. I'm sorry, Lema.”

Lena was promoted 0 shriek-catcher.

kers they looked at her with a nervous awe, but she nsver thought ©0

former co-wo
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She roamed the city day and night by modus ot travel and navigation she could

baby, which had been not quite dead when the parents buried it. She gently extracted
the last anguished cry from between the cool lips, stored it in a pressurized vessel.

fashion: she found the last howl, too terrified even to wing its way back to the safety
of Scream Processing, cowering under a garbage bin, and it too went into one of her
containers.

The punishment they'd given her was perfect in its way. There was only one
place in the world she would never be called to visit, and would never be able to go:
a small quiet room in a house on an acreage where no scream, no ouicry. no whimper
or moan would ever break the silence.
look in his eyes meant now.

And here, in the back of a filthy lean-10 on the edge of the slums, was a soiled
and tattered sob, which fell 10 pieces as she tried t0 lift it, and there was one less in
the world.

As the nigit came on there slowly arose a cacophony of yammers, whines, and
scresches all about her, ten thousand voices of the city calling out in anger and peia
and fear, the screams twisting theough the air as they flod homewards, one here and
ons there falling back %0 becoms stranded or trapped.



long ago described to her, the day when the last scream would wear out and
disappear. She knew that on that day the last laugh, the last gleeful shout, and the last
word spoken by human lips would vanish, also, into the sudden and everlasting calm.
It would be a good day. It was the only day worth waiting for. Slowly she

moved on.
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Even before he was born, Peter’s parents were anxious o see that he had no
father barked into a specially-designed megaphone positioned next to his mother's
od 30 thet they would be legible 10 the child insids her




14
disease spread, concluding with the gentle cooing lullaby which Peter, for the rest of
his life, would always associate with her: "Doom, doom," she sang, "doom. "

*It’s a miracle you lived this long," his father said to the squalling pink-
skinned infant in the delivery room. "But you know, the hole in the ozone is
spreading. And there's that trouble in the Middle East.” His exhausted mother on the

Peter's parents stocked his crib at home with plastic skeletons, the better to
familiarize him with death. When he swallowed a little skull, turning red and purple
before i was cjected, they thought they heard an acknowledgment of mortality in his

while his father tried 10 explain the Malthusian
When Peter was five his father bought him a glossy book with photographs of
don't think Peter apprecistes the gravity of the sicuation yet.”
“You're right,” his father sighed. "But remember, these are just toys. What he
becoms attached 10 it he called i Heary, letting it run up his slesve and down his



13
shirt-- they poisoned it and left Peter to make this mortal discovery on his own. When
they entered the room a little while later, they weren't quite sure what to make of the
scene before them: Peter had stuffed Henry's limp form into the crow's nest of his

tinkertoy schooner, which he was attacking with a pirate ship.

pets later-- they were seriously worried about the efficiency of their educational
technique.

*I don’t think he really grasps the concept of total obliteration,” his father
said. "He thinks it means there’ll be no more gerbils.”

"Doom, " his mother sighed.
some sort. And so, when one day Peter waddled up to him and asked, "Dad, does the
end of the world mean you'll be dead?”, his father was secretly overjoyed.

"Why, certainly, Peter,” he replied.

"And Mom?"

"Sure thing. "

"And me?”

*Deader than a doorknob. *

“And all the gerbils?”
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Peter, who hadn’t even noticed yet that his latest gerbil was dead, shook his
head. “Nah, one of the girls in school got run over today. "

"Why, that's awful,” his father smiled.

"Yeah, but Dad, when is the end of the world coming ?"

*1 don't know. Could be any second now. "

*Can you do anything about it?" Peter said slowly.

"Why, hell, no, son.”
dumb, then,"” he said at last. He threw up his hands and stomped away from his
father's frozen smile.

By the time Peter was nine his parents agreed that somewhere along the way
riots, nuclear winters, and environmental catastrophes, somehow his heart wasa't in
it, he seemed only 10 be mouthing the responses they wamted to hear. It came as a
great relief 10 them when, one June evening, the conflicts that had been roiling

"Multiple impact re-entry vehicles,” his father said happily as he s00d with
rangs. Didn't | say this was going 0 happen?*
"We both did, dear.”
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"Doom?" Peter asked, shouting to be heard over the sudden thunder of the

blast wave from the distant strikes.

Peter's parents moved with serenity through the hectic days that followed,
watching from the porch as station wagons loaded to the windows with food honked
and squealed in their urgent need to escape.

"Can we go t00?" Peter asked.

"Don’t be silly, Peter," his father said. "It won't do any good. Fallout,

"Aw, this is boring. There’s nothing to do.”

"Look, Peter," his mother said to cheer him, pulling a wft of hair from her

yanking his own hair out and & remained in place. Neither his mother nor his father
uniess it was just the resilience of youth, but still, they assumed he would come %o
world was the most boring thing he’d ever experienced. He coulda’t go t0 school to
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kids his own age, who said they were going to play in the abandoned superm
which had lots of food and stuff to bust-- and things started to look up.

wiped her mouth. "He's off playing with his friends somewhere. They've got him

thinking the end of the world is just a chance to weave all our hair into bracelets and
Peter’s parents spent most of their time now in their easy chairs, which had

been moved out to the front porch for a better view. Convulsing in iliness, they

commiserated on their failure to instill in their son the proper respect for

geddon. They sat together on the porch, staring out at the empty streets, and

from time to time one would heave a dismal sigh.

rket, there was a sound
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rolled past Peter’s neighbourhood, around the world, and back again with diminished
volume five times over the next week. Peter, who along with his friends had been

playing with rats in one of the supermarket freezers, came out in time to see winged

brown shapes pattering down onto the smouldering concrete outside-- birds baked in
mid-air. A moment later Peter ducked as the world-shaking rumble sent a hurricane
"Cool," he said.

silence for a moment, until he saw that the two charred heads had rotated abowt 1o fix

doing walk
"Aw, Dad, you said that the last time. It's just some more bombs. All the

g around? It’s the end of the world."

other kids are still alive.”
"Doom," whispered the other corpee, sadly shaking its head back and forth
with a crunchy sound. “Doom, doom."



20
stop and talk to them briefly in the mornings, when he left the house to go play with
his friends.

"Brrr!” his father's skull said in a raspy whisper. “It's getting awfully cold for
this time of year.”

“Doom," his mother's skull replied. "It’s that nuclear winter thing. Peter, have
you started to freeze to death yet?*

"Not yet, Ma."

His father's skull sighed, and the bones in the chair rustled and clacked against
each other. "Boy, in my time if there was an all-out nuclear war you'd just lie down
and die,"” he said. "None of this gallivanting around eating rats.”

When Peter had loped off into the rubble to chase bugs with his friends, his
father ground his teeth together in ire. "Do you think we could have been wrong
about all this?"

*It’s a crying shame," his father's skull said, "you running around all nigit in
| if you starsed
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"A hand? What's this? You show me what you're talking about this instam!”

Reluctantly Peter pulled his shirt up to show his parents the rudimentary hand
that was beginning to grow out of his left side.

"Peter,” his mother's skull said slowly, "if this is something you want to walk
to us about--"

"I think it's disgusting,” his father interrupted. "A boy his age--*

"Dear, try to understand what he's going through--"

Peter squirmed in mortification. “It’s nothing! Can’t you both just leave me
alone!" he shouted as he ran inside.

By the time Peter turned thirteen, all the topsoil had eroded, and tumuituous
duststorms began to blow through his neighbourhood. Though the rest of their bones
were swept away by the winds, his parents grimly clamped their jaws onto the chair
frames, and 30 the two skulls remained in place 10 berate Peter each morning.

“Just look at you!" his father barked. "Ragged hair, no clothes, dirt all over--
and that extra arm, and those feelers growing out of your head! For heaven's sake,
you look like some kind of feral child!"

“He is a feral child, dear.”

“Honmey, plesss...”

*Geez, Dad, gimme a break! Everyone looks like this these days.”

*And look how thin you are! That's what comes of eating roaches. *

“The roaches are all dead, Pa. We eat cement sow.”

"You eat what?*



nc eme . [}
"You eat cement?”

“And rubber and cardboard, when we can find it. Look, I gotta go."

voice. "No son of mine is going around eating rubble!”
Peter pulled himself up indignantly. I don’t have to take orders from you."
"Oh you don't, do you?"
"No," he said, scratching himself with his third arm. “I'm going to live with
Afer Peter had galloped away on all fives into the glowing ruins, his parents
*You know what it is?" his father said. "We went t00 easy on thet boy."
The other skull was silent for a while. "1 guess maybe,"” it grumbled at last,
come 10 his senses and succumbed 10 desth somewhere in the ruined city, but
was for him 10 lie down and dis, boringly, like them, while out in the ruins there was

80 much 10 do: wrestling matches 10 be held in the empty hotel rooms, pictures 10 be
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scrawled on the walls of the broken-down courthouse, strange fluorescent fluids to be

found bubbling up out of the earth.

The two skulls became pitted and porous from the acidic raindrops that
splashed down on them, but still they waited for Peter to come home.

Finally one day they heard the shriek of missiles passing overhead again.

"Thank God!" his father cried.

"It didn’t do much last time."

"They'll get it right now, you just watch.”

"Oh, Robert.”

There was a light.

Peter put down the chunk of cement he was chewing and squinted upwards.

The blast, when it came, was phenomenal: a serics of chain-reacting
explosions 30 forceful the earth shifted in its orbit and began spiralling away from the
sun. The flash and thunder went oa for days. On the tenth day, the blasts fimally
stopped, though their reverberating noise would echo around the planot for years (o
come. On the cleventh day it became obvious that the foundations of hesven had been
blown out, for the celestial palace came plunging 10 earth in & smash of crystal just 8
few hundred yards from the supermarket. God, a slim brown androgynous cresture,



fragments by the blast, and the
fragments were devoured by electrically glowing grubs thet had come worming u
skull; another grub, pulsating purple, swallowed the more delicate remains of his

would have been fifieen, most of the glowing creatures had moved off, burrowing

“K’s the end, flmally.*



*Yes, 1 did, dear.”

*You know, it almost sounded like..."

questing maw. "Food, eat,” Peter murmured drowsily as he went back to sleep,
-MD-
Later, as it probed through the blackness with s feelers and sensory arrays,

it heard something familiar: “Boom, boom," or the

violent joy of living on.



The Court of Xaxas

The Court of Xaxas' is universally defamed by foreigners; they call its
on the skewer-rack till drained of fluids, all in retribution for crimes as petty as
outward plausibility, and are perhaps lissrally true, but there is more 10 the process of

(1) A nams that 80 scholars have been able 10 identify. As with other elements of the
offesred in wamsiation here caly 2s an himorical curio.
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only last week, and for the apparently inconsequentisl offence of beiching at an
riate moment during a drinking song. But do I cry "Injustice*? Do | squeam
and wince at the sight of practically applied law? I do not, for | see below the veneer

of Xaxasi law to the heart-core, to the essence: and | state here in refutation of all
critics that the Court of Xaxas is the highest, the most noble and perfect legal system
recourse but to ciee a somewhat lengthy personal anecdote, which | hope my readers
will take as neither overtedious, nor as spurious enertainment, nor yet as mere

To those who would accuse me of bias, 1 fresly admit thet | myself am a
Great Court of Xaxas, and liks all other members of my geseration | have never left

This is due 10 the simple fact that the Great Court has growa 10 such vast
dimeonsions that ons might spead a lifetims wendering its sloping corridors, passing



variety, without ever finding the limits of even this, the sixty-seventh floor and
Undercourt. Though a few claim as an article of faith that somewhere there must be
stairs leading down to the sixty-sixth, and up to the sixty-eighth, such stairs have

never been discovered, and need not exist. Communications from the sixty-eighth
our own contact with the sixty-sixth Undercourt is of similar nature, while food and

and the six rooms of my apartment in the South-East Quarter, where | live modestl
by camse of a lost personal lisbility suit. Ignatius and 1 live in moderate comfort,
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successfully my share of prestigious cases, 1 am no saint, and must occasionally suffer
damaging charges against my account. So my career has fluctuated.

name, during the sentencing of a case for which I had served successfully as
eventually resulted in the penalty of titration, as | mentioned earlier.
"Ho! Osmius!” I cried as | spotted my old friend in the crowds at the back of

not since 1 was called as a witness &t your character-deprecation trial.

Oddly, Osmius jerked back in a panic when he turned and saw me-- but almost
instantly he relaxed, laughing and gesticulating in a jocular fashion with the three
digits remaining on his left hand, a reminder 10 both of us of the sad oucome of that

mber thet day well,” he said. "Still, [ consider myself 10 have received

single one the prosecution ravensd afier. But eaough of my problems! You seem o0

(2) Ahﬂqﬂ'ﬁhﬂuﬂﬂ A jalel--tim
"’-nl'ﬁ—m“yﬂi;f” tod | _

Xaxasi Court, here reforved 0 mon ‘l‘hjﬁ”sqﬁﬂ-—#
quﬂ“nﬁﬂ.wﬁ:“qﬂﬁe_y have the
penalty reduced and 30 suffer only the stroks of the club-tipped end.
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“It was no great victory,” I said. "The felon released an especially gaseous
and pungent exhalation during a round-table rendition of 'The Oid Shank-Hall’ in a
local drinkery, and caused scveral patrons to leave prematurely, by reason of extreme
disgust. One of these individuals, on his way home, precipitated himself head-first
down a refuss-chuts, with the result of fatalization; and in further consequence, when
the victim's spouse learned of his fate, she abandoned reason and huried herself in a
mortal manner after him. The defence tried to cite the victim's drunkenness as the
prime motivator in the tragedy, but this fesble excuse found little sympethy with the
judge. The beicher’s exhalation remained the obvious actuating event, and as a long-
standing member of the community he had no grounds on which to clsim ignorance of
the possible consequences. As you know, the Court doss not hand out punishments so
extreme as titration lighuly. "

“Save in times of great excess of population.

"Of course. But in this case it was fekt no lesser rebuke would suffice.*

“Indeed, indeed.*

Osmius and | had taken ourssives from the crowded under-subcourt 10 a
nsarby corridor, where we could speak more casily. Osmius, sceming a bit nervous,
cloased his throet.

“Perhaps you would care (10 taks your repast with ms,” he said, “and discuss
other m:tters of import and imterest, both old and new. In addition, ferther
monologization may bs performed from a ssated position, which is more comfortabl
for both of ws.”
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“You are correct,” I replied, chastened. "My verbosity was excessive. And as
to the master of lunch, I would be delighted to have your company, provided naturally

that I have a guarantee, in writing, that I may be held responsible neither in whole

slights, sicknesse
immediately after our meal, or in the future as a result of substances or vapours

as it is commonly called.

Osmius put casual questions 10 me as we ate in the local galaeria. "And your
boy Ignatius-- how is he bearing up these days?”

*Well enough,” |1 replied. “He comes of culpability in three woeks; 1 hope |

*Yes, very much 30," Osmiue agreed. "The pummeling shock of reality is
cushioned greatly by forewarning, if sever wholly eliminsted. *




*Not s0 well,” he admitted. “I decided to repair a leaky gas-valve in my

tube. Though there were no immediate effects, apparently a series of
ceiling some thirty-five miles west collapsed in the middle of the night, my errant nail
“Surely you were able to contest their case!”
Osmius made a three-fingered gesture to the effect that it made listle
workers. Still | was found guilty, fined heavily, and semtenced to some two hundred
afts by means of a winch attached to my ankle. All in

hours cleaning the se
gly troubled by

speech fell into a lull; Osmius stared down at his victuals,
some interior dialogue. After long moments he looked up again and readied himesif t0
speak, as if reluctantly.
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culpability. Today, you are a well-respected prosecutor; and I, I am nothing, a stain

upon--"

He went on. His wallowing self-pity made me distinctly uncomfortable.
"Come, Osmius! It is not 50 bad as all that. Fortunes fluctuate, mine as well as yours:
you perhaps are merely experiencing the nadir of the cycle.”

*No," he said slowly, 1 am confident that my failure is no variable, but a
constant. 1 ask myself: how did this happen? How did our paths diverge so wildly? |
can come to only one conclusion: it was you. Even as a child you were always more
inferiority.”
fighting their way up his throst and vocal apparatus. “I do indeed belicve that,” he
said. “In fact, I have filed suit against you for damages. *

“We've been friends for decades! Why now do you turn and attack me?”
L is you who betrayed me, old friend; in those faraway days of youth whea

ook ssveral desp breaths 10 queil my fury. Oemius, looking hatefully smug, poered ot
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"Regardless of your crazed accusations,” | said at last when | was calm, "the

before the age of culpability. This alone voids your case.”
Osmius cracked a slow, hideously self-satisfied grin. "Not so. While we were
at that time beyond legal

on, your crime was of an extended nature: it did

within legal bounds of culpability; your age at the time the crime was commitied is of

"We shall see,” | said coldly, getting to my feet. "When we meet in court rest

you have

He only shrugged. | stormed away, almost forgetting to psy my account for
the food-- a fine thing tAar would have been on top of Osmius’ cherges!
distracted by the training 1 was obliged 10 give Ignatius in the metter of his upcoming
birthday. There were two flaws in Osmius’ suit, 1 fek: first, the difficukty he would

rated on exploiting these weaknesses.

The case was heard in the same under-s
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Unfortunately, Osmius made up for the weakness of his argument with a
plethora of evidence. On the second day of testimony, he produced two simple
paintings that we had done as children.
"Observe,” said Osmius, “the difference in quality between the two. Mine-- a

strength of line! The forcefulness of color! No wonder, then, that the praise of parents
my own basic uselessness and futility of exisence!”

ed the defenda

courtroom. Naturally I stiacked Osmius’ ‘evidence,’ shredded his logic-- but even as |
did 0 | sensed the trap | was emtering.

"And 30," | said on the sixth day of hearings, "it becomes biatantly obvious
thet the prosecution’s use of these paintings as evidence rests on subjective artistic

involving a liserary critic whose negative commentaries were found 10 be unfairly
punishment which the court, in its wisdom, meted out 10 him!”
As | sat, Osmius rose. “1 agree with the defence wholeheariedly,® he said.

"My argument is fesble and, moreover, reprel
exchange be put on the record as further svidencs of my main thrust. As has becoms
pressure exsrted on me 88 & youth by the defondant’s superior talent?”



the transcribers to mark my

The judge psused, thinking, then instructe
refutation as evidence for the prosecution; | groaned quietly to myself.
far superior 1o his. He brought in experts in psychological workings who vouched for
peer. Soon | realized | was losing the case-- my only hope lay in direct appeal to0 the
strict age-of-culpability rulings.
crime occurred when [ was but a boy, snd below the age of accepted responsibility.
To ignore this is 10 call into question the laws governing the onset of culpability-- the
very basis of our legal system!”

The judge seemed 0 take my commen
deliberation, he addressed the court thusly:
responsibility. However, if our precepts are faukty, there is R0 sense in meintaini
them against all logic. In this cass | am conviaced thet a crime of magnituds was
rule in favor of the prosscutor. If a culprit may escape from justice mevely by
pleading his youth and insxperience, surely our system of lew hes failed.”

1 sat insonsate during the rest of the address. Even as the list of damages o
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This state persisted for the next several days. When my fiduciary account was
seized to recompense Osmius for his general financial failings, | cared little. When
my apartment was repossessed to replace Osmius’ puny box-hovel, I took Ignatius to
an empty galateria, where we slept. It was only when appointees of the court tied my
hand to a block and produced a knife that my senses began to register.

When the second finger on my right hand was excised | experienced a sudden
reveistory flash. Perhaps, after all, Osmius was not incorrect. Perhaps he was right--
why should a mandstory age-ruling hinder the process of justice? More than the pain,
culpability.

1 writs this now on the eve of my son Ignatius’ eighth birthday, whereupon he
reaches the age of responsible existence. Though I have tried 10 educate him well,

charges against him seeking recompense for the mental trauma inflicted on me over
the pest years by his youthful foolishness.

It witl be, admittedly, an wapopular case, and another one that apparently
sesks 10 circumvent the eulpebis-age rulings, but | belisve | can win. There is mo
reason why we should arbitrarily set an age st which responsibility comes: if we are
0 arrive at a truly just methodology we must set aside sentimentality and pursus
causs and offect 10 their wtmost lisnits.
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And 10, if all goes well, we shall turn our atiention (o the concept of infinie
culpebility, as, I now believe, we were always meant to do. And one day the mesh of
Universe. Retrogressive culpability must have a limit, and when finally on some
unforeseeable but incvitable day we reach that limit, we will hold such a reckoning:
without error the guilty; we shall hold reality itself liable for damages; we shall, at
1 will offix my seal 10 this manuscript and deliver it via mail-tube 10 the sixty-
seventh Undercoust, with instructions thet i be passed down 10 the sixty-sixth, then
achisve my purposs, as stated earfier, and hereby refine criticiems, any and all,

(3) ﬁ“ﬂhﬂhﬂwlﬁ-ﬂﬁmn“
aspects of Xaxasl lew. Once mose it should be repeated that 20 mention of any entity
ﬁnn‘m has yot besn discovernd, ﬁqudﬁ "Geeat Count’

_hu-ﬂ Por where, in the countiess stons halls, corridors, chamsbers,
and conflnss that maks up the world could an edifice as hugs as this Court possibly
T scted? In the end the oducated reader must dismies the manuecript as falss:

an amusing whimey, but 20 mose.




1 found the first, the skull I mean, in the backyard garden. I'm not much of a
gardensr myself, | was just turning the dirt over a bit 50 Lauren would be happy
when she came out 10 plant her seeds and whatever—- and there it was, staring wp
down ths road at & hundred miles an hour and if there was a skull off in the dich

you'd still ese k.
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Anyway | guess | shouted, though I didn't scream like Lauren thought when
she came running out of the house, as if 1'd chopped off a hand or a foot or

worried thet there was some kind of dead thing in the backyard.
1 mean, it wasn't a human skull, that much was obvious even to me. It was

said it looked old, but | wasn't 50 sure. It was brown and yellow and kind of cracked,
worthwhile 10 argue about it. She washed it off and put i in a box downstairs. Why?
three days lster, naturally | wanted 10 know where she'd found it, just & normal

her wanting (0 keop the sscond bons, just her not telling me the truth.

flowerbed out front, and what resson could she possibly have 10 lis about such a
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now-- for a long time if Lauren’s claims that these bones were "old looking® were

sense stuff. But no, she said, | washed them, didn’t I? Well, 1 tried to humor her, but
that doesn’t necessarily mean they're exactly clean, does it, I said, and she got angry

I've put up with worse from Lauren, 30 I thought I'd just ride it out, wait till
for a barbecue | realized she wasn't forgetting ot all. Me and Phil were just standing
kind of animal the bonss were from, though she tried 10 cover up her ignorance with



42

size and shape of a maichbook. You would have thought it was a fragment from a
bigger piece except it was all smooth, with funny little ridges running around it. Got
a regular ancient Indian burial site here, don't you, he joked.

Well, there was a lot of the sort of stupid speculation you'd expect then,
Agatha Christie plots eic. etc., and they all seemed to find it pretty funny. Of course
see Poltergeist? Yeah, ha ha.
wasn't getting upset. | said, | just wonder why someone had to bring out a bunch of
can't talk t0 you, | can see you're in your stupid mood today.

Well, 1 guess with me that'll pass, won't it, | said.

Ise at the office a lot. I had work to do anyway, and | enjoyed i more than | would

But of course as with anything you ignore, the problem didn't go away, i just
got woree. [ looked in the box one day and there weren't three bones in there, there

were six. The new ones were just as unidentifisble as the others. There was a curve
that might have been a rib except it went almost all the way around, like a hoop with
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Lauren when asked was evasive, as usual these days. Flowerbed again, | said.

No, I found two of them in the garden when I was planting seeds, she said. That's
impossible, 1 told her, I dug up the whole thing and I didn't see anything like that.
Well, that's where they were. Well, what about the other one then? 1 found that in the
basement, she said.

We argued for a while but later when she was calmer 1 got the story she
insisted on, that she was cleaning up some junk down there and found the bitten-hoop
bone behind our old TV set. Well, where do you think i came from, | said, and she
said she didn't know, but that part of the wall down there was crumbling a little and
maybe that's where.

The walls are crumbling, | said. Are they.

1 don't know, maybe | was being unfair to0 her but it scemed somehow i
couldn’t be unconnected. Didn’t she think it was funny how all these bones start
turning up just when she starts having an obsession with dead things? Calm agaia, no,
she said, 1 don't think there's any causal reistion there, but if you do I guess i's you
thet’s got the obeession. All right, | said, 1 guess | do, | guess 1 have an obsession
with the fact that there are weird rotting old bones under and in the house | put down
a year's salary on, and, oh yeah, the walls are crumbling 100, 1 gusss you're right,
yesh | must have some kind of obsession all right.

I can’t talk 00 you rigt mow.

Oh, | must bs having a stupid mood agaia, | said.

So then she gave up on the calm act.



Eventually she stomped off to the bedroom and 1 went out, thought about
going to a movie, thought about going to a friend's place, but it didn’t scem worth the
effort 50 | just drove around watching the scenery go away. There's a tree, there's a
house, there's a boy walking his dog, but at thirty miles an hour they're there and
they're gone, you don't have 10 stare them in the face for years on end.

But I came back and Lauren calmed down, for real, and [ tried to put it out of
my mind. We avoided talking about the bones, but I did have someone come in to
look at the basement wall. It's an older house, he told me, what can you expect? I'm
not sure what | expected, I said, but it sure wasn't this.

In August it started to rain a lot and then it got worse, everything. I went
like a chicken bone but it wasn't. Lauren found what looked like a ministure human

have bosn there already? | guessed they could have besn. Well then, he said, you see
the problem?
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and we'd do some repairs ourself in the spring, but really what did she care? Her

name wasn't on the mortgage.

I started to screw up at work because of it all. Lauren couldn’t grasp the kind
of pressures 1 was under and insisted on annoying me in little ways. Her obeession
with the bones was becoming psychotic and things seemed to happen because of it. |
gurgling and rattling sound. A second later brown shudge starts coughing out of i,
and there are little pings as these tiny bones, they look like teeth, hit the porcelain
and go down the drain.

I called the plumber and they said two days, 30 | get 10 go o work stinking
and unshaved. I'm not stupid, I sell them when they call me into the office, I'm just
having a few problems at home right now, okay? But they're more supportive than
things out. Supportive, yeah, but there’s that humorous look they have when they say
straighten things out, and suddenly I'm sure Phil's been talking around since that
barbecue. But | have 10 smile and take it like I doa’t know.
annoy me telis me that the rain must be seeping into the walls, there's a whole section
had 0 happen while | was away? [ doa’t know what you're talking about, she said in
tearing at the soggy drywall, and whea it falls apart, a tangle of slimy bones collapess
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into the room. There are a couple more long corkscrew skulls in the mess. Here's a
few extra for your collection, I said. This isn't my fault, she said, I didn't do
anything. No of course not, it must just be your lucky day.
We fought some more but she still didn't want to leave, I guess she figured

she could save rent on an apartment for a few more months by staying. We weren't

suddenly felt sure of something and I got up and went into the back yard. It hadn't
stopped raining, and there in the middle of the yard was a huge mud puddie, with
these things sticking up out of it at sharp angles, like they'd erupted out of the

ground. In the mor

to start crying, pretty easy to do in

10 have dug them up, didn’t they? She pretended
and at those bones jutting up out of the ground.
tubes and things that | knew didn’t come from a human skeleton, but still there was
an ecrie resembiance.

The basement flooded later on. There were things floating in it brown and
yellow. More tecth came out of the faucet despite the plumber’s huge bill and this

time | saved them from going down the drain.
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Lauren finally stopped pretending to cry and hugged me and said she was
sorry for whatever she'd done, and why didn't we just go to a hotel, send for people

magic money come from, I told her, and anyway the house isn't going to fix itself
overnight while we're at the Ramada Inn.

She kept arguing and arguing and | guess | got a bit mad. The house is falling
apart, the insurance is no good, people at work are lsughing at me and why did she
ever have to start collecting those damn bones anyway? I guess | said it was all her
fault which I know doesn’t sound logical, but somehow I felt it was, and anyway like
I said, 1 guess maybe [ got a bit out of hand.

She ran off then, but I didn’t really care at the time. 1 collected all the bones.
There were shoals of them drifting around in the basement, more of them sticking up
out of the grass in the front yard, and 1 brought them all into the living room and put
looked solid, sturdy enough 10 withstand centuries of age and weather, it looked a

| 10 see Lauren in there sieeping. She must have come back in earlier withowt
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my noticing. 1 was, | admit, I was distracted. I felt guilty about leaving her alone so 1
put the thing on my side of the bed. She always said | was bony anyway.

1 didn't want to wake her up so | went out into the living room and fell asleep
on the couch in my underwear, having moved all the bones into a big heap on the
carpet.

I was woken up in the moming when Lauren shricked and came running out of
the bedroom, making this weird blubbering sound. I couldn’t help it, I started
her purse, and it was still raining, so I guess she must have been cold. But I didn’t
sce her again after that so I can’t say for sure.

Anyway there was more work 10 do in the living room and I got started. Here
I had something that might have been a dog with one eye and three legs, but it looked
good on the coffee table. Lauren always wanted a dog, but I just told her | was
allergic. [ brought the other thing out of the bedroom, and i looked like it wanted to
watch TV, 50 I put it on the couch and crossed what might have been its legs. And
here was its baby boy or girl with its long snouted skull that 1 had %0 glus on, and it
wanted 10 sit beside father and wasch TV 0.

1 keep thinking the rain will stop, but it just seems 90 kesp on and on. In the
sooner or later I’ have them all and I'll be able 10 figure out where they came from,
what they are, dinocssurs or something, but at other times | don’t think I ever will. |
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don't think I ever will know. The water downstairs must be getting into the wiring,
because once in a while the power goes, and upstairs where we're watching TV it
gets dark, sometimes for a few seconds, sometimes for aimost an hour, and then |
just sit there beside the other two and listen to the rain.

I wish Lauren would come back. I've started to look at some of the bones,
thinking, this curve reminds me of her back, this reminds me of her leg just above the
knee, and how they might fit together, and sooner or later I'm afraid I')l try it. I'm
scared of what'll happen then. When they're all done I'm scared they won't need me



Happy Esting on Ugrath 3: A Model for Study

START REPORT
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TRANS frm HappyFeed INCORFPORATED / Adwinistrative Division
RECEYV sta HappyFeed Franchise /2232878 / Ugrath 3

Dear Mr. Nogren,

Congrassistions on your safe planctfhil oa Ugrath 3, and the problem-
free set-up of HappyFood Franchise #2232573! We suggest you immediately begin
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thawing the Food Processing Clerks in your freezer-- FPCs require a few days of
orientation and training before they are competent to work the HappyFood Franchise
equipment.

As you know, Ugrath 3 is a small world which has been out of direct
contact with the Core for some forty years now. Nonetheless it is a prestigious

assignment for a HappyFood Franchise Manager! The colonists have been living on a

lack of consumer outposts. The time is ripe for Ugrath 3 to have a HappyFood
Franchise established.

Remember Yucatan §!

Eighty years ago it was a small colony like Ugrath 3, but thanks to
assertive marketing HappyFood Inc. now has over 300,000 Franchises there while the
competition has been unsbie to gain a significant foothold.
use HappyFood Inc.’s new slogan as often as possible, especially at the conclusion of
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RECEV stn HappyFood Franchise £

Dear Mr. Nogren,

We are happy to see from your account files that your HappyFood
Franchise is off to a good start. But by no means can you rest on your laurels yet!
Action must be taken to consolidate the gains made during this initial period.
we feel it would be wise to increase this to 300% over a two-month period.

One other suggestion is in order. You do not mention having trained
your Food Processing Clerks for suggestive merchandising. If you have not, proceed
to with all dispaich!

The procedure is simple and well within the FPCs’ capabilities. For
have the FPC ask if they would like the Cheesy PotatoSkins (Simulsted) with it, while
tion of a

nod increases the customsr's chances of saying yes. Don’t be afraid 10 aggressively
wtilize suggestive morchandising! Choice is & burden 10 most customers, and they will
be pleased t0 have your staff suggest food iem selections.
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TRANS frm HappyFood INCORPORATED / Administrative Division
RECEYV stn HappyFood Franchise #2232878 / Ugrath 3

Dear Mr. Nogren:

Recent invoices from your HappyFood Franchise indicate a period of
slowed growth. Going over your daily reports, we believe we have pinpointed the
problem.

There seems t0 be a misunderstanding, on your part, of the Truth in

s5ary to print it on your menu, or 10 have

list a particular meal’s full title, it is un
your menu lists iems like the "Happy Simulated LobsterPak” and “Milk-Substitute-

“Milk-Substitute-Reconstitute” in the names of these items. In fact, we strongly
suggest you discontinue the use of such terms, as we belicve they are respoasible for
the dip in your day profit reports.

scombroid on developing plansts have been traced 10 contaminated morie




of the Happy Seafood Menu. Consequently, HappyFood Inc. has decided to
discontinue the use of the HappyMorlen food product, item number 343-86ux in your
catalog. From this time onward, food item 343-86ux must be referred to in all cases

as HappyFish.
Healthy, hearty, happy eating to you!

TRANS frm HappyFood INCORPORATED / Administrative Divisien
RECEV sta HappyFeed Franchise #2232578 / Ugrath 3

Dear Mr. Nogren,

We are happy to see that you have complied with our advice regarding
the Ugrath 3 Franchise is now growing rapidly in popularity with the colonists. At
this rate, your franchise will soon be one of the most profitable and prestigious
establishments in HappyFood Inc.’s galaxy-wide chain.

On a more somber nots: we are sotry 10 hear about the demiss of two
a copy of HappyFood Inc.’s FPC Training Videodisc #4354 along with this month's




S
shipment of food materials. This enjoyable vid uses advanced subliminal imagery to

vid yourself, remember to wear the enclosed protective glasses to prevent any
unintentional b-mod spillover.

You also mention some requests by the Ugrath 3 colonists for
of HappyFood products. By all means give them

information on the nutritive makeup
a copy of HappyFood Inc.’s InfoBook #3490, detailing the healthy, natural,

Unigel, the principal taste component of some meals: do not give your customen

2095 court case in which Unigel was alleged to possess certain

Healthy, hearty, happy eating to you and your customers!
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have introduced new menu items to the morning daypart memu, incorporating local
foodstuffs. You should be well aware of HappyFood Inc.'s policy on new menu
items: it is necessary first to submit Form XVI (Request for New Food Item
Approval), listing the proposed item’s name, portion, yield, unit servings, advance
instructions, ingredients, procedure, and storage information, so that the Research &
Development division can examine and test it. While it is often profitable to
incorporate local foods into your menu, HappyFood Inc. uses a standardized recipe
sysiem for a good reason. Travellers from different plancts are always assured of

receiving a familiar meal at a HappyFood Franchise, with no need to risk the possible
s of local foods which may be somewhat exotic to the

traveller. Hence, in the future please submit any menu items like this "Bacon and
Eggs” you suggest to Head Office for prior verification.
We feel certain you will correct this small problem and go on to
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RECEV stn HappyFood Franchise #2232878  / Ugrath 3

Mr. Nogren:

We here at the Internal Monitoring branch of HappyFood Inc. are
sorry to say that the reports sent us by Head Office concerning your HappyFood
Franchise on Ugrath 3 are quite disappointing. As you are aware, you were chosen
for this prestigious post on the basis of your past performance with the HappyFood
received from your Franchise is forcing us to consider disciplinary action.

Js (o desist in various nonsta

You have received repeated w

all our data indicate you are continuing in these nonstandard practices. In addition we

have reason to believe the suggestive merchandising training of your Food Processing

We must order you, in no uncertain terms, 10 stop any such modifications and retura
chiss 0 its regulated appearance.
HappyFood Franchises on the various colonized plancts are 10 remsin
as similiar as possible in all regards; this is merely an extension of the policy of

standardized recipes. A HappyFood cussomer should be abie 10 enter an establishme
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ligt-years away from his or her home and feel comfortable, as if he or she were
returning to a familiar place, not entering some bizarre, foreign, possibly dangerous
eatery; also to this end, the Food Processing Clerk clones are designed with

Franchise have been carefully researched and designed for optimum effect, producing
an impression of comfort from a distance, which gradually fades upon continued
exposure or actual contact with the flexiplastic chairs. In this fashion both the
demands of “initial appeal” and "quick turnaround” are satisfied, as customers are
encouraged (o enter the establishment but discouraged from the act of loitering.

flexiplastic. If you have stopped broadcastin

We hope that these disciplinary problems can be quickly forgotien, an
thet your HappyFood Franchise will go on to be satisfactory in all regards. Still, we
Manager of HappyFood Franchise #2232575.

Healthy, hearty, happy eating %0 you and your customers.



RECEYV stn HappyFood Franchise #2232578 / Ugrath 3

Mr. Nogren:

Your behavior has exceeded all the prescribed bounds of HappyFood
Inc. professionalism. As of this date, you are relieved of your post as Manager of
HappyFood Franchise #2232575. Close the establishment immediately and return to
Head Office for disciplinary action. Another Manager will be sent to Ugrath 3 shortly
to undo the damage you have caused.

It is a blemish on HappyFood Inc.’s reputation that you have been
allowed to continue in your course for as long as this. Recently we discovered that
many of your food invoices have been falsified, and that you have discontinued the
use of many standard food items, particularly the HappyFish product and those
consisting of or using additives of Unigel, in favor of food ilems harvested and eaten
locally. This alone would be bad enough to warrant your removal, but various other
indiscretions have been uncovered. Hidden monitors in the Franchise indicate thet
many customers linger in your establishment for up 0 three hours, a completely
unacceptable period of time. You have allowed your Food Processing Clerks an
unheard-of degree of autonomy, 10 the point that few if any still wear their regulation
flexi-uniforms; some, appereatly, have beea allowed 10 cultivats cranial hair growth
of nonstanderd appearance. That your profit analysss still show favorably hes yet t0
bs explained-- the suspicion is that these 100 have beea falsified.
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Perhaps you are aware of how disruptive your activities are, and
how devastating to HappyFood Inc. it would be if such practices became standard:
soon each Franchise would be different, enabling local entrepreneurs to successfully

In light of all this, your farwave transmitter has been disabled
by remote signal, a contingency built into the equipment for just such rare occasions
as this. Do not bother trying to call for friends or colleagues to take you off-planet.
Your automated shuttle will not respond to your course orders, but will instead take
you directly to Head Office for your disciplinary treatment.

There will be no further warnings. Return immediately on pain

of extreme disciplinary action.

You were warned.
on their way 10 Ugrath 3 as you receive this. They have beea t0id 10 expect a traitor




sure you're familiar with the stories told of the Armed Response teams. Perhaps you

hoping you do not give up quietly: all of us will enjoy watching the vid records
aftcrwards.
Healthy, hearty, happy eating to you...
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Commander Divot reporting:

As ordered, | brought Unit SB down on Ugrath 3, with full
armament distributed to troubleshooter personnel. We approached HappyFood
Franchise #2232575 with caution, as per your instructions. However, upon entering
the establishment, we were unable to locate any activity of the treasonous nature you
specify in your last message. In fact, HappyFood Franchise #2232575 is undoubtedly
the finest Franchise either myself or my men have had the pleasure to dine in.

Obviously, some sort of bureaucratic or computer error is
involved here. Possibly it involves the farwave transmitter of the Franchise Manager,
one Mr. Nogren: the device has malfunctioned in some way. Perhaps he was merely
unable to get his reports through to Head Office due to this mechanical problem. The
techs on my tecam were able to fix the transmitter, however, 30 you should be getting
a report from him any time now.

The quality of the Franchise's service and food here is
exceptional! Last night we dined on a seven-course meal featuring native Ugrathan
Kik-fish (similiar though superior to HappyLobster) and various wonderful vegetable
dishes that showcased the fine berries and fruits of Ugrath 3. Mr. Nogren informs me
that the principles dehind his renovation of this Franchise are applicable in any
Franchiee in the galaxy, and we assisted him in seading full documentation and video
reports of his establishment 10 the galactic nst, where it can be accessed by Franchiss
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owners everywhere. Of course, this was only a short time ago, but already the

response from other Franchises has been phenomenal!

My team has persuaded me that it would be best to remain here
on Ugrath 3 until the mistake in our original mission orders has been clarified.
Hopefully you will be able to locate the error and determine the actual location of this
treasonous Franchise you warned us about so thoroughly. In the meantime, 1 suspect
my men are anxious to sample more of Franchise #2232575's remarkable cuisine.

In fact, 1 admit I too am tempted by Mr. Nogren's description
of tonight's meal: Raga-fish stew with broiled jubes (much like HappyLeeks-- though
I feel that jubes have a more piquant, enticing flavor) and side dishes of various
sweetmeats. | am certain that once word of Mr. Nogren's innovations spreads, we
will be able to enjoy meals of this quality on every planct in the galaxy. Surely a
promotion is in order for Mr. Nogren!

We await your response eagerly.

Healthy, hearty, and happy eating to you!

EadTrans
End Repert



Like everyons, I've looked through a blus quartz lens 10 see the iavisible

xcle of violet film 10 examise the foibles of my frisnds and colleaguss, which
blooms in the sura | saw in my bethroom misvor... And of course from time 0 time

1 romomber the lovgnee Armati made, littls more than a 0y %0 look at i,
which revealed terrifying sconss of my own death. Whea | stopped driving 0 avoid
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the auto crash | had seen, the /orgnerte then showed me drowning at sea. When | took
up swimming lessons the scene changed to one of me dying in bed of cancer, and
now | smoke more than ever, since at least 1 know what to expect. And there were

now I have the occasional twinge when | think what | might really be skting on, or
down my account of how things cams 10 pass.

memory, but they were 200n known as the two finest desigaers of optics in the world.
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City, and their conflict could no longer be 50 easily contained. This was but a decade
ago.

In defiance of all genealogical data, Salvatore Armati claimed descent from
one Armato degli Armati, the thireenth-century glassblower credited by some with
the invention of spectacies. In spirit at least it was true, for the latter-day Armati was
as much a hoaxer and chariatan as his namesake. Salvatore was a tall, brutally elegant
man, not so much dark in compiexion as smoky, who was given to startling
said once, “for eyesight is wasted on the blind.” A related story, told by Armati

himself, concerned an American film star who commissioned a set of Salvatore’s

goes, were warped 50 that the star’s vision gradually worsened until he was unsble to
10 an embarrassment.

Alsin Maingault was somewhat stiff when compared 10 his flamboyant
counterpart. While Armsti was, or claimed 10 be, seif-taught, Maingaukt was a
graduste of the prestigions Ecole D'Optiques in Paris. While Salvatore favored a
the inventor of spectacies and remaining faithiully devoted 10 his wife of some tweaty
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years, Susanne. And yet there was something unnerving about Maingault, who

seemed a still well of unplumbable thought. He spoke little, but when he did everyone
else felt foolishly loquacious; his optical works lacked the spectacular quality of
Armati’s, but possessed an almost hurtful clarity. In one of his rare comments on the
ocular art, Alain said, "The science fails to achieve its true greatness because it
concentrates on the correction of defects in vision. This should scarcely be our aim...
any more than a poet should aim for the minimization of grammatical errors.*

The two oculists set up shop in the City: Armati, in a broke-down shack in the
stylish bohemian quarters, Maingault in a mirrored skyscraper downtown. Followers
of their art were granted ampie opportunity to examine their wares. A brief survey of
Armati’s goods revealed pince-nez of bone and quartz, temple-specs in steel and
glass, spy-scopes and monocles timed in phantasmagoric shades. Looking through
Maingault's works one found laser-cut eyeglasses in wire rim, carefully bevelled
bifocals, invisible contact lenses, and interchangeable frames of ingenious design.

Their arrival kicked up the expected storm of media attention, and for a time
there was littie 10 be heard in the coffechouses of the City other than talk of Armati
and Maingauk. A New Surrealist painter taking his lunch at Chez Neon might
withdraw from his pocket a stylish monocle he had just purchased from Armeti, and
demonstrate 10 his companion the ususual visual effects produced by its tinted lens.
His companion would perhaps nod apprecistively at the noveilty, then mention the
cyegiassss hs himeslf had just recently obizined from Maingsult. Where are they
then? the painter would ask. Why, I'm wearing them, the painter’s companion would
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say, to the consternation of his friend, who had not until just then noticed the glasses,
s0 finsly did the spectacies match the structure of face and skull.

Armati made a point of slandering Maingsult during his frequent appearances
at parties and functions, which his competitor avoided due to his wife's fragile
constitution. "Maingsult?” Salvatore might say. "1 have nothing but admiration for
him. He is a model for deformed dwarves everywhere.” Amidst lsughter Armati
would don his latest creation, a pair of smoked sunglasses after the Sung Dynasty
fashion, perhaps, and smile.

Maingauk was less voluble with his commentary, but on the occasions an
anxious reporier managed 0 extract from him some statement on his rival, it was
insvitably cutting. "True, | am less concerned with cosmetics and colored glass than
certain others in this field. All I can offer is improved and optimized vision, which
devosees of fashion, who esjoy bumping their noses against lamp-posts, find of
doubtfel valus.®

Now Maingault was the darting of the City; now again the tide terned and it
was Armati who was celsbrated in the strests and cafes. It was at this time that
Maingault found himeslf 30 belsaguered by the media that he was forced 10 take on an
assistant. Amid swarms of applicants, Alsin at last choss ms. | was an optometrist by
trade, but | immediately s0ld my small shop whea the opportmity ©0 work with ons
of my two idols pressnted itself. My greatest foar was that | might shatter the
peototype of some finsly-worked lens through clumsiness. | siayed with Malagauk in



this position for many years, and hence became privy to many secrets and
was not heard from for months. He left me to deal with the day to day mechanics of

machines ia his lab and knew differently. But when at last Alsin surfaced with a new
work, I, like everyone eise, heard of it only indirectly.

Maingauk's clinic 10 be fitted for new glasses, which Alsin delivered in person. That
evening when Dunber appeared at the Ophelium his playing amazed both the sudisnce
quist conter. "Theve are spectrums of sound as well as light,” be offered by way of

on of a friend, had visited
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explanation. "They are related more closely than many believe, that’s all. There is no

Now it was Armati's turn to disappear from view, while the City went mad
over Maingault's new spectacies. Some believed he had retreated in shame, but most
suspected there would be more heard from Salvatore, and they were not disappointed.

A month later Armati announced he would be displaying new spectacles to the
public. All were invited to attend, "Except,” he noted, "those with weak hearts, timid
nerves, or over-vivid imaginstions. "
for blocks.

Inside the store was a riotous cross-section of the City's high society, drinking
and laughing and pecring at the spectacies set just out of reach in a transpareat box.

appointed hour Armati appeared, resplendent in his trademark tuxedo, and singled out
the mayor as the first 10 try his new device.
“Your heart is in good shape? Your imagiaation, 1 trust, is not exceptionally

expectant crowd, and placed the spectacies
There was quist as the man stood pesring this way and that through the oily
lemses. At last his gaze fined on something invisible 10 the rest of the assembly and
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his jaw slackened. He dropped slowly to his knees without turning his head, and said,
in a voice thick with emotion:

"Mother... but... you've been dead all these years..."

would laugh, scream, or simply jeer. And then, like a crashing wave, the assembied
hoi polloi clamored forward, all shouting to be next. Armati smiled and retreated,
leaving an inobtrusive group of security guards to cover his exit.

It would do listle good to describe the commotion Armati’s ‘ghost-glasees'
caused to an audience now drunk with such wonders. The desnand was very grest.
which made visible any and every dead soul whatsoever, frozen in the position of

had disd whea | was three. [ never was abis 10 make out what he was tryiag o el



72

“A foolish toy," was all Maingault would say of Armati’s ‘ghost-glasses.’ He
cloistered himself once again, and had me convey his thoughts to the press. "Mr.
Maingault is busy for now," 1 said. "He wishes me to say that he is working on an

Several weeks later Maingault unveiled his creation without fanfare. They
were glasses which showed wearers a vision of their future progeny, as an infant, a
somewhat superior 10 Armati’'s,” Alain said. "What use is there in waiching a dead
preventative decisions.” The glasses caused concern 10 some who saw only a blank

SNCCEsS.
invented. “They allow ons 10 see 80t only what exists, which is insvitably drab, but
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the "alternative realities” the lens presented when aimed at a person were often erotic

the revulsion that might overcome you if you were to aim my scope at certain short,
Maingault said nothing to this. A short time Iater, however, he issued a polite
invitation to his enemy.

a few makeshift toys of this nature yourself.
Thergfore you are invited 10 my store lomorrow evening, where you
Armati did indeed arrive st Maingauk's establishment the following svening,

them and asked them 0 make themeeive
Ouce inside, Salvatore and his compenions t00k ths opportuaity 10 examing
and snoer &t the various glesses on dlspley. Ows fop noted & peir of spectacies sitting
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“Please, sir,” | said in sudden anxiety, "do not touch those. They are, 1 am
told, the most powerful lenses in the world, and we should wait for Alain before

lenses which made one dizzy just to glance at them. Armati

things, with inch-thic]
looked as though he already had a number of hilarious comments ready, but matters
were taken out of his hands and mine when one of his companions seized the

ectacles and, making foolish gestures, put them on. His eyes goggled behind the
massive lenses. "Soe! Look! Now I am all-seeing! Now I--*
strange twitching jig 10 the astonishment of us all, cried something thet sounded like,
“Corpeelight! Corpeslight!" and collapsed 10 the floor. A brisf examinstion indicated
primarily because no one wanted 10 try the giasses on 10 verify their effect. Maingauk
maintained an icy innocence. “I made no advertisements as 10 the safety of the

humankind, and this | did.*
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this incident. Now Armati referred to Maingault as "the French murderer” whenever
he spoke of him, and Maingault refused to discuss Armati even indirectly.

A few weeks Iater Armati released a clever optical contraption which, through

endously enhanced the accuracy of vision; a construction worker avoided death
when the device revealed the vibrations of a beam about 10 fall on him, a professor
claimed be could tell what his students were about to say next by the oscillations of
Latin as clear simple English through these glasses. Armati countered with contact
lenses of fourteen different colors, which stimulated as many different staes of
unknown (o man if lenses of different hues were worn simultaneously. ..

The City was in continual astonishment. Work stopped, buses no loager ran on
time, radio and television broadcasts became erratic. No one cared. In my capacity as
media liasion for Maingauk | no loager had 10 answer the question, How does it
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and nightclubs, but it scemed a trial for him now: grey flesh rimmed his eyes, his
witticisms and drolleries were forced, and his smile was a ghastly thing.

The City discovered the angels that fluttered far above through a pair of

Armati's glasses. Amidst humanitarian concerns the bylaw-makers compromise
limited the hunting quota to twelve per year. On the heels of this came Maingault's
great deal of speculation as to what certain shades and shapes meant, with many
claiming they sported not a dark bladder of latent homicidal mania but rather an
Her sudden iliness was terminal in nature. It was of a sort not amensble to

ere had to give. When it did it came as no

the nerve 10 tell him, he nodded and went back 10 his lens-grinding machines as
through his showroom as if blind, knocking priceless optics 10 the floor with
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know this because Armati arrived at Maingault's office late one night when, by
chance, I was at work in a back room. I heard their voices in the foyer.

Padding from my room to gain a better perspective, | was unable at first 10
make out the oculists’ words. But Armati's voice lacked its characteristic bluster, and

Maingault spoke in fitful, anxious bursts. Peering through a small window, | saw the

*I will retire as well,” he said. °I think the City has had its fill of oculism, and
"I only wish to spend what time remains with Susanne,” Maingsult said
pair of spectacles,” he said at last in a soft dull voice. "They could be heipful to your

imperfections do not exist and all is ideal... they may ease her pain, or at least her
perception of it.*
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"No," Armati iterrupted. "1 hate apologies, and most of all 1 hate making my
own... | must go. Farewell.”

Without further comment Armati turned and departed, and | hastily retreated
to my office. | was deeply shaken. The oculists’ truce was terrible news for me.

For years now | had lived to examine each new lens. Each time [ thougix |
was bheginning to understand, Armati or Maingault would create something that tore
the foundations of the science down and built them anew. There was already enough
to keep me occupied in my studies for the rest of my life, but | felt the oculists were
on the verge of something truly great, something unimaginable. To see it all slip away

now... it was a great tragedy.
A few days later Armati called on me. The oculists still had not released the

news of their retirement 0 the public. “Here,” Armati said, handing me a box, “take
this 10 Maingault.*

The box of course contained the spectacies Armati had promised Susanne,
which | could not help but examine once | had brought them back 0 my office. They
were clegant, gik-edged glasses with lemses of swinmning orange. With some
trepidation | tried them on, and spent the next half hour staring at the pens on my
desk, which at first appeared 10 be jeweled rods, and then lines of ligit, and then
something aliopether more dazzling... At last I 100k the spectacies off and sighed.
Examining the device more closely, | reslized how astounding the craftemenship was:
the effect depended as much on the tilt and' alignment of the lenses 88 & did on their
material qualities. | wondered what ons might see if the lenses were re-aligned.
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There is very little more to tell in Armati and Maingault's story. | passed the
spectacies on to Maingault, who brought them 1o his wife in her hospital room. Other
witnesses say that Alain spoke to her when she appeared sensible, professing his love
for her and telling her of his retirement. She is said to have smiled. At last Alain
brought out Armati's glasses and put them in place over her eyes.

A long sigh escaped her as she stared up at the ceiling. Maingault, crying
quietly, stood up and went to the door. Her screams reached him as he made his way
down the hallway. By the time he returned, snatching the glasses and smashing them
to the floor, Susanne was dead, her face contorted in what some later described as an
access of horror beyond human imaginstion.

An hour later Armati was surprised in his shop by Maingault, who leapt for
him with a knife, missing the throst but leaving a long horizontal siash across
Salvatore’s face which would never fully heal. Bystanders separated the two hefore
murder could be commitied, but threats and curses filled the room.

Nothing could bring peace between the two men now. Maingault railed on
sbout Armati’s treachery 0 anyonc who would lisien. Armati, many years later,
confided 10 me his belief that Maingaukt had killed his own wife for unknown reasons.
“I know very well what my glasses were capabie of doing. It would have taken
detiberate sabotage 10 produce that effect.”

Of course neither retired. They 00k up their duel where it lcht off and they
have 20t resolved it yet. What demonic ensrgy drives them is unknown, but i is the
City's gain. for each day, it seems, a fresh miracie arrives at owr door. Like everyons



80
I see the worid anew every morning through layers of these astonishing optics, and
my days are an exhilaration of hilarity and startiement.
I am done with this account. The oculists have ushered in a grand new era for
humanity. At times 1 wonder what might have happened had certain events occurred,

And 30 surely my long strange nights of fear and guilt arc a small enough
price to pay. Surely that one act of mine has been balanced by the glory of these
present days, and the days to come. In a small windowless room at the Conservatory

future--1 do not know if it was Armati who built it, or Maingault. | have spent many
hours peering through this device, though, and it eases my soul t0 say now that there



The Gastronomer

Of course Talllevent's suicide could not be directly linked 10 him. It had been

a mere hundred-thousand-dollar commission, and all he had done was write a brief

review for the Times. "Perhaps Taillevent has been (00 long in America, for th~ shad,

I suspect, has boen taken from the James River, not the Connecticwt, and is a tnfle
sofk in sexsure. Still, 1 think it fair 00 say thet Taillevent is now at the poak of his
powers... Despits this and other problems the mes! on the whole could be said 10 be
atiatachory.*



Sineux had no reason to worry, and yet... what force of will had allowed
Taillevent to keep his head submerged in the pot of boiling water? Had escaping
stcam instantly blown his braincase open, like a lobster’s?

A sound moved him from his bleak reverie, and he looked up to see someone
crossing the candle-gloom towards his table. This then would be his prospective
employer. As the man seated himself Sineux took a grim approximation of him:
unpicasant-looking, lean, his muscles not filled out with fat. American indeed, by the
style of his dress, and vigorous, with a nasty Teutonic efficiency about him.
Obviously neither gourmet nor yet even a gourmand, he would likely eat with

which had grown more extravagant, but it was all the same cold dish when it came o0
dining. He knew not one gourmet of quality who could sustain his lifestyle without
resorting 10 some kind of shadowy employment. There were those who wrote biased
reviews for money, like himself; others infilkkrated kiscchens 10 taint or overspice

*1 can fuck Paradisio over anytime | want 10," the man said.
d. “Br--*
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“But that,” the American continued flatly, “is not the poins.”

"I'm afraid you have me at a loss,” Sineux said nervously. "You are--?*

“Brock. Lou Brock. Now I don’t necessarily mean bombs and arson and
whatever, but if that's what it takes... I could raze the place. But that's not the
poim.”

Obviously not. The name sounded familiar, but Sincux could not quite place
it. And what was this about Paradisio? What could this crass American have to do
with that? Paradisio, a seventeenth-century re-creation in Montserrat, was one of the
few restaurants that had survived deification in the press with its real reputation
intact, and it was known (0 a certain crowd as the single bent place in the world o
eat... though Sineux had his own ideas about that.

He could see where this was leading, however. "And you wish Paradisio
ruined,” he said smoothly. "You want their customers t0 flock to your establishment
instead, correct? | must wam you, Mr.Brock, that what you ask is not casy, and will
be exceedingly expensive. | will have to--"

"Whatever it takes. Two million. Four. Whatever.®

Sineux blinked twice. He looked down at his piate. The terrapin, he noticed,
had not been prepared in the Philadeiphian style, with eggs and cream, but rather in
the Bakimore fashion, as a black Madeira stew. Moreover he suspected the small eggs
served alongside it were those of a bowrpeois turtle, not a genuine terrapin. He
reached for his winsglass. sipped, looked again 10 the American.
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°I see, then, Mr.Brock. I believe we can strike a deal, as you say over here.
I'm afraid I'm unsure what restaurant you're representing. Have you bought out Towr
d’'Argent? Or perhaps Restaurant la Reserve?”

Brock smiled, but his eyes didn't flash--if anything went darker and deader.
"None of those,” he said. "I thought you knew--1'm the president of HappyFood Inc.
1 own the MegaBurger franchises.”

Sineux's palate went numb for a moment, hyperacidity clenched his heart. He
forked an egg and chewed it slowly. Definitely a mere turtle. He supposed this was
the moment he should have been having a crisis of conscience.

"Eigit million,” he said when he was able.

*Done, " said Brock.

The next evening Sincux staged a piquant farewell party for himself in the
hotel where he was staying. A liberal spreading of Brock's money had ensured thet a

He ate slowly, as taste is the most demandin
jling sole attention. Yet afiertastes, bouquets, and fragrances may linger, like
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A vast array of gastronomical pleasures lay before his tearful eyes. Capons

from Bresse, round as an apple, rare even in Paris: he lifted his fork and gently bade
farewell to les poulardes fines.

A dish of eels with crayfish sauce, strongly spiced: "Adicu, adieu... adieu!"

A whole pheasant, plucked at the optimum time just as it began to decompose,
beef marrow, scraped bacon, pepper, salt, herbs, and truffles,

stuffed with steame

served on fat-drenched toast and surrounded by bitter oranges, and washed down with
the best wine of Upper Burgundy: "Au revoir,” Sincux wept.
on a bed of vanilla ice cream, set in a swan of ice, crowned with raspberry sauce:

over a thousand dollars 10 assemble, and now that he thougit about it hadn't boen that

No, hs had nothing 0 be loyal 0.
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Still he hesitated before getting out of the taxi. He'd seen MegaBurgers before,
of course, from a distance, but this was rather different. It was a bit like expecting a
reading of the /xferno 1o sooth the nerves as you knocked at the gates of Hell.

From the outside it looked bad, Sineux had to admit. The purple and yellow
plastic, the ncon, the stunned suburbanites circling like moths: these were not good
omens. He tried to comfort himself by thinking how absolutely sqfe the food inside
was, safer really than his own diet, which included an annual puffer-fish banquet in
Japan and various exotic raw meats. With millions of customers Brock could not
with preservatives. He made his way to the entrance.

Once inside Sineux’ attention snagged on a plastic tray stop a garbage bin. On
suggested that here lay a Choco-Chew, a MegaFurter, a Suck-Em-Back and a Pork
Pocket, Sincux was hard-pressed 10 tell which was which. He tasted the first delicae

Swaying 10 his left he saw a washroom. That was what he needed--a splash of
cold water in the face, a brief respite from the odor which his olfactory nerves were
away, save for a few splashes here and there, Sinsux looked in the mirror and fekt
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been for the best, really--now he was clear of the last remnants of his normal diet and

could begin the project in earnest.

He felt Aungry now, to his considerable surprise. Was this, then, the turning
point? Would it all be easy from here on?

"Give me,” Sineux said to the well-pockmarked clerk, "five of everything."

He needed 10 catch up on a lifetime of fast food if he was to succeed in his
project. Besides, he couldn’t sell for the life of him what any of the food item names
might represent. With three trays stacked at his table, he began to learn.

A Pork Pocket was a fleshy envelope of dough filled with, as near as he
could tell, liquified ham. He ate two.

Choco-Chews were gummy bars sprayed with a reasonable imitation of
chocolste. Though evidently intended as dessert, the dining protocol here seemed lax,
and he ae four before continuing.

The Juicy One was a basic choescburger: a cuboid slab of greymeat, cheese
food product, faux-sesame-seed buns, and unnaturally green pickics. He ate one and
moved on 0 more imeresting fare.

The Suck-Em-Back was intriguing. The slogans on the package asked: “Is it
DINNER? Is it DESSERT? Or just plain DELICIOUS!!!" What it was, Sincux found,
was 3 plastic squeszs tube filled with flavored gelatin and lefiovers from the
franchiss’s other meat products. As he clenched and recienched the tube he tasted
beef, pork, chicken, fish, and something which in texture ressmbied the Himalayan
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n was inapt. Despite the novelty

musk oxen, though almost certainly the compat

He hesitated briefly when he opened a styrofoam bowl to discover steaming
diarrhea. Of course it was the Mother o' Chunks Stew Special, which he found, if
you ignored the odor, texture, color and flavour, to be a not totally unsuccessful
facsimile.

He sat back and released a loud wet beich. This was going rather well, and
confirmed his belief in his own talent: a gourmer could not eat these things, no;

pening pride? His own gastronomic skills were more flexible. No gourmet

he, rather a... a gastronomer. Yes.

And now, he thougixt as he slurped on his milkshake, on to Paradisio.

Sincux dida't laugh. It was $00 patently ridiculous 0 be untrue.




"Of what sort?”

"Now then," Brock drawled, "that doesn’t really concern you, does it. Does it
concern you, Mr. Sineux?"

Sineux realized: it did not.

"All you need to know is this. | want every last fat fucking high-society bich
and fuckhead eating Choco-Chews and MegaFurters within a week. And--are you

"Hmm? Yes."

"And enjoying i, Sineux. Enjoying it."

though the odd mountain climber had gained the peak to discover a tre
was part of its charm. lts cliemele, unsurprisingly, were both wealthy and well-bred.
More then one nowveaw-riche computer magnate had been turned away at the door,

In a deliberate archaism dinners were served a la francaise instead of ¢ la
russe, as was the modern trend: a table-straining variety of dishes were set out all &t
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an oven. Any guest impudent enough to display a pager or cellular phone was
immediately escorted to the door and barred for life. The only evidence of the
twentieth century visible inside was the pistol carried by the maitre d’hotel 1o deal
with gross breaches of etiquette. Legend held that it had been fired three times in
Paradisio’s history, twice into the floor.

The waiting list for Paradisio was several years long, and every night there
was a tuxedoed riot by the gondola, as various unscheduled patrons tried to determine
if any scheduled guests had died, or otherwise been maimed in such a way as to
preclude their attending dinner. Sineux, on the other hand, found it was not so
difficult to arrange a table for that evening; as he'd expected, it merely required
connections, reputation, threats, and a vast sum of money.

As he stepped out of the helicopter onto Paradisio’s landing pad he saw a
conglomeration of tuxedoes and gowns milling by the chalet’s entrance. Good: he
wanted it 10 be crowded tonight.

He walked past the line, nodding to the doorman, and proceeded t0 his table in
the center of the dining room, where a waiter instantly appeared with a bottle of his
preferred wine. Of esurse this was not standard procedure. Other diners were tremted
to the unique protocols Paradisio had employed for years. First, they were kept
waiting at the door for half an hour before the maitre d' contemptucusly swept them
00 their table. Next, they would wait another howr, r:rthaps, before a waiter migit
sidie up 10 experiment with various languages specificaily sslected for their
incomprehensibility 10 even the best-travelied customer--Swahili, perhaps; Semskrit, if
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began in earnest: the diners might have up to three hours before a horde of white-
jacketed waiters exploded luminescently into the dimness of the chamber, carts piled
high with plates, trays, and dishes.

Sineux sipped his wine and watched the door by the light of the three

quietly escorted out. At last all were seated.

ings and furtive nods in his direction, and
finally a grotesquely thin female--one would think it no harder to fatten women than
"M'sieur Sineux... pardon my Francais... my husband and | are great admirers

%o hope for food.
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Without ceremony Sincux upended the bag's contents on the table: a panoply
of styrofoam boxes and tissue-wrapped shapes. He carefully folded and flattened the
bag and replaced it in his jacket. From the corner of his eye he could see the maitre
d’s face go drawn and white.

He picked up a Suck-Em-Back, tore open the top. inserted it in his mouth and
inhaled greedily. The acoustics of Paradisio, as he had predicted, amplified the
guzzling, snorkling sound quite beautifully.

Finishing, he quickly popped a few Fry Cakes into his mouth. A spurt of
grease hit the table, and he casually mopped it up with his napkin.

He washed down the glutinous mass with a mighty slurp of his Banana Cream
Shake. He wiped his lips and glanced around at the gallery of shocked faces. Color
was returning (o the maitre d's cheeks--a violent, angry purple.

Sineux turned back to his food. He lifted a Double-Decker Juicy One and bit
into it with a muffled sigh. Two more loud sloppy bites and it was gone. He lolled
back in his chair, chewed, swallowed; chewed, leanced forward, swallowed again;

chewed, chewed, swallowed once more, and then released a single long wet mighty

blasting beich. He leaned back, closed his eyes, and gasped contentedly.

“Monsieur Sinewx.” He looked up into the livid face of the maitre d°, who was
controlling his fury through sheer teeth-clenching force of will. "Monsicur Sincux.
Why are you doing this.”

*What do you mean? |1 was just having a snack (o tide me over.”
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"Monsieur Sincux. You--" The maitre d's jaw betrayed him, and his mouth

his heel.

"Oh, there is one thing."

up. "Now that I think about it, I'll have to cancel my dinner for tonight.” He patted
his stomach. “I'm afraid I'm full.”
Behind him he heard panicked rusties and whispers. He glanced back as if idly to see
a pair of confused diners standing up; then a second couple; then a third. He smiled
to himself and continued on.

As he neared the exit he felt a sharp pressure in his lower back. "Monsieur,”
said the maitre d', pressing the pistol into his spine, “please step this way.”

Sincux considered running for it. A poor idea. "Now then, what seems to be

He was in a small white room. It looked like the employee

the entrance of the chalet opening with a creak and a hurried rush of words.
gl



"Shut up.”

A few minutes later another man came into the room. He was older, fifty
perhaps, well-fleshed, with sorrowful eyes.

"I am the owner,"” he said.

Sineux said nothing.

The door opened again, and a waiter with a cart full of trays entered. He
placed a single dish on the table in front of Sineux.

The owner lified the cover. "Eat,” he said.

Sincux's eyes rolled about, looking for escape. He tried to lift himself from
the chair, but the nozzle of the pistol pressed against his head.

The owner gestured at the table again. "Eat.”

It was a ragout of oysters, the smell of the gravy redolent with peppercorns.
Sineux knew from personal experience how easy it is to introduce dangerous
chemicals into such a brew. He started to protest and heard a clicking noise from the
pistol, which pressed itself against his temple again.

“Please, can’t we--"

"Est."

With a barely suppressed sob, Sincux bent to dine.

Whea he was done he looked up at the owner, eyes wide and watering. “It's,”
he said, "it’s very—-good.®

“Why, yes, it is. This was one of Louis Brock’s specialktics, whea he worked
for ms. Louis was a very great cook, oncs.”
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"What," Sineux asked, "what happened?”
"Nothing unusual. He got too big for his britches.” The owner smiled sadly
and glanced down at the ragout. "It’s not poisoned. You can go now."
Shakily Sineux got to his feet, and with a last glance at the maitre d’s pistol,
now at the man's side, fled the room. The dining chamber, he could see, was empty

save for a few stunned waiters. As he ran from the chalet, lungs heaving, he heard

the pistol fire once, then again.

Back in his hotel he ignored the phone when it rang, and unplugged it when it
rang again. A few hours later an envelope was slipped under the door.
Good work. They ‘'re all here, eating like pigs.
The balance of the payment has been deposited in your accoumt.

-B.

He folded the note carefully and dropped it in the trash. He sat down on a
couch. Afier a while he plugged the phone in again and gave the desk clerk a long.
explicit set of instructions, and then he unplugged i again.

Later there was a knock at his door. He let them in with the food and gave
them several thousand dollars. When they were gone he soated himesif at the table
and lified the cover from the platser. It was calves® liver, Venstian style, sliced paper
thin: a simple dish thet required much skill, snd was perhaps his favorie in the broad
family of kalien cuisine.
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There was nothing more to do but dine. He sliced a delicate piece of liver and
placed it on his tongue. After # moment he sliced another. He enfolded, turned,
pressed it with his tongue; masticated, moved it to the back of his mouth, waited for

it to dissolve, swallowed. Then he cut another. Then he cut another. and then

mouth with both hands, weeping openly and hopelessly over his plate, for no matter
how much he ate, no matter how hard he tried, no matter what he did, all he could

taste was cheeseburger.



The Happy Dead Man

It was fall when the dead man came down the river. From time to time a
playful current would spin or twirl him, but he took no notice, for he was dreaming
wildly as he drificd down the river, past the October-colored riverbank trees. He had
happy dream and swooped down t0 cover him in a feathery carpet, pecking and
seapping st the blosted flesh showing through his muddy clothes. Whea the river
rolled him face down the cold fish rose 10 him in shoals and aibbled at his toes and
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fingers. When he was face up. he dr - me - cat giddy circles over the

trees, and when he was face down - isdine through the murk with
powerful sweeps of his fins. Face s 1 i.. . «n e had no preference, though at
night on the river he enjoyed look:ms ., ' dream . . the stars shining.

One dawn he passed by tw- fi<her=w— . a dock. The river swung him over
$0 he saw them briefly as he lolles 2~ ! decamed it would be good 10 be on the
dock in the cold moming air with 2 t«whing rod in his hand, and a family at home
waiting to eat his fish with lemon and butter. It was a simple dream but it was happy.
The two fishermen caught a ragged fringe of it as he swept past and stared out at the
receding half-submerged shape, until onc remembered suddenly he had to go hack to
work at the drill press on Monday, and the other nicked his hand on a hook and
swore loudly in the morning air.
night, and fish nibbled on his toes and fingers.

In the moming he became lodged in a tangle of dead trees in a slow shallow
part of the river. His head stuck in the crook of a branch and he looked off to the
shore. He heard the sounds of children shouting far away. Afier a while the children

came onto the shore and he saw them shouting and pointing at him. He dreamt of
being a child making a wonderful hideous discovery on a cool fall morning that would
be a secret from all the grown-ups and that would make the end of the summer an
orangey time 0 be whispered sbout round campfires by the river, and the childres
stopped shouting and just looked out at him. Two of them had started 0 wade out




into the river towards him when a drifting piece of wood knocked him free of the
trees and into the current again. Behind him the children realized they would be in

trouble when their parents found out they were down in the river, and besides they

floated away down the river, dreaming of birds.

Someone snagged him with a pole and dragged him in to shore. He didn't
mind.

There were three men standing over him. One of them leaned in, then made a
face. "Phew! What a smell!”

The dead man saw that he was a policeman, and dreamed how good it would
be to be a policeman standing over the mystery of a dead body on the riverbank,
thinking sternly of murderers and evidence, and standing straight and tall with a hat
and a badge and a bek and a gun.

closely at the dead man. The dead man saw he was a doctor and dreame
2 happy doctor who knew all there was 10 know abowt living and dying and who
could nod wisely at all times, even the sad times, because he knew all these things,
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"All I know is I don’t want this thing rotting away on my property for another
week," the third man said, and the dead man saw that he was a simple fa er and he
dreamed a simple dream, of the simple life of a man who would disdain the
judgement of the policeman and the learning of the doctor in favor of the wet dew on
the grass in the morning and the hearty bark of his big dog, and the third man stepped
back with the other two and looked down at the dead man with them for a long time.
The policeman forgot that he was doing what he had long ago said he would never
do, spending his life growing old in a boring posting in a small town where nothing
ever happened, the doctor forgot that he thought his wife was going to leave him 0

live with a much younger man who was also a doctor, and the farmer forgot that he

The moming passed. The dead man did not mind dreaming his dreams of these
three men and the three men did not mind either.
“Hmf, ah,” the policeman said.
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the bag and the dead man felt himself being hefted and swung up the trail from the

He was loaded into a vehicle, which started to move. From inside his bag the
dead man could hear the policeman and doctor talking in the front seat, but he
couldn’'t make out what they were saying. From the sounds of other cars and people
outside, he knew they were driving into town, and he wished mildly that he could see
it so he could dream about it. He dreamed about it anyway.

The car stopped and the dead man was lifted in his bag again. He felt himself
being carried into a building. He was put down on something hard and then the bag

was unzipped.
He was on a cold table in a cold room. The policeman and doctor were

looking down at him again. He looked up at them and dreamed for them again and
from the doctor’s belt and they blinked and turned away from him. There was a hard
cold light over the dead man'’s head and he began to dream of being a star in a distant

reach of a spiral-arm nebula and 30 he missed the hurried converss
He stayed in the cold room looking up from the cold table at the cold light for
a long time. There was only the sound of water dripping from his body 0 the table t0
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two people came in. Far away he heard the doctor talking. "...trust me. Please just
trust me for once.”

"God! It stinks'"

“Just come here. Please, just look."

"Jesus, Roy! It's horrible!"

"Wait, please just...”

by the arm and the dead man saw it was his wife who the doctor thought was leaving
him to live with a much younger man who was also a doctor. Her face was crinkled

up in disgust as she looked down at the dead man.

happy and not sad, where she loved her doctor husband because he knew everything

about the ways things live and die and those were good things to know. He dreamed

of growing old and still being happy because of knowing how things grow old and dic
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When they were gone the dead man looked up at the cold light and started to
dream of being a star rolling in the sea of the night sky, but it was too difficult and
instead he dreamed happily of just the cold hard light. More time went by and he no
longer heard the drip of water on the floor.

Later some more people came into the cold room to look at him. He heard the
doctor arguing loudly and finally agreeing that it was okay.

He hadn’t seen the people before. They were friends of the policeman who had
heard stories and wanted to sec for themselves. They laughed and giggled until they
were looking down at him and then they were quict as he dreamed their lives. He
dreamed a bad painter into a noble starving artist, an ugly lonely man into a
recluse, a bored secretary into a cosmopolitan woman of the world. He

philosophical

Later the policeman came back and he dreamed for him again, dreaming him
into a staunch defender of justice. After that the farmer came in dragging two young
people who were his children that he hadn't seen for two years and the desd man
dreamed them all into a happy family. The doctor and his wife returned, looking pale,
and he dreamed them in love once more.

More people began %0 come, friends of friends of fricads, and he dreamed for
all of them. Whea there was 10 one he looked up at the light and tried 10 dream of
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The doctor eventually gave up all pretense of keeping ti.* morgue private.
Evervone in town came to sce the dead man. Sometimes they stayed' in the cold room
for a day or more, not eating or sleeping, just standing and watching and letting the
dead man dream their lives into happy shapes.

Finally the dead man had no time to dream of the light at all. People from the
town crowded the morgue day and night. They were all beginning to look pale and ill
and thin from not eating, but they were happy. The dead man dreamed away bad
childhoods and ugliness and sadness and heartbreak and despondency and dreamed
happy things in their place. Sometimes the people went away for a while, but they
kept coming back, paler and sicker looking than before, but happy. Once in a while
there would be nobody around, but then the dead man felt too weary (o dream of the
light and only rested.

There were ten people in the cold room, then there were twenty. Later on
there were ten again, and later still there were five. At last there was only one, the
policeman, his police clothes hanging loose and baggy on his thin pellid frame. He
coughed violently and then left, but he was still hapoy.

The cold room was quiet for a long time then.

The dead man stared up at the light. Now that it was quict and he had rested
he thought he could start t0 dream of i again.

But it was only a bright fluorescent morgue lamp and it hurt his eyes. He
closed his eyes 0 shut out the glare, and realized suddenly that he was alive.

He st up on the cold table.
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His clothes were mudblack, torn, and stank horribly, but his flesh was firm
and whole. He was hungry and cold. He had the feeling of having awoken from a
very long sleep, and it made him anxious because he felt he had missed something by
waking up.

He got up and went out of the morgue. There was no one in the whole
hospital. He went out of the hospital into the street of the little town. The trees on the
walks nad lost their October color and werc now skeletons. It made him feel sad.

He walked down the streets of the little town, hut there was no one about. All
the houses had a silence to them. He knocked at last on some doors, but no one

answered.
The man stood on a porch, shivering in his torn muddy clothes. For no reason

went out of town. As he left the town, shivering and crying, he had the terrible
fecling that he was leaving the happiest place he would ever know.



