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“The clerk now will read the verdict,” said the
judge.

The clerk began to read: “In the case of the State
versus Franklin Chapman, the finding is that the said
Chapman did, through criminal negligence and gross
lack of responsibility, so delay the recovery of the
corpse of one Amanda Hackett as to make im-
possible the preservation of her body, resulting in

conclusive death.

“The defendant is judged guilty upon each and
every count. In lack of extenuating circumstances, no
recommendation for mercy can be made.”

Chapman sank slowly down into his chair, his face
a frozen slab. All along, he had known how it
would be. The sentence would be Death.

But Chapman would not be executed—not in the
world of 2148. His sentence was to be the strange
death-in-life that only the outcast non-immortals
knew . . . and an odyssey outside life that would
show him the surprising secret of this seemingly
perfect world.
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THE Jury cHorTLED HAPPILY. The type bars
blurred with frantic speed as they set down the Verdict,
snaking smoothly across the roll of paper.

Then the Verdict ended and the judge nodded to the
clerk, who stepped up to the Jury and tore off the Ver-
dict. He held it ritually in two hands and turned toward
the judge.

“The defendant,” said the judge, “will rise and face
the Jury.”

Franklin Chapman rose shakily to his feet and Ann
Harrison rose as well and stood beside him. She reached
out a hand and laid it on his arm. Through the fabric of
his shirt she felt the quiver of his flesh.

I should have done a better job, she told herself. Al-
though, in all fact, she knew, she had worked harder
on this case than she had on many others. Her heart had
gone out to this man beside her, so pitiful and trapped.
Perhaps, she thought, a woman had no right to defend
a man in a court like this. In the ancient days, when the
Jury had been human, it might have been all right.
But not in a court where a computer was the Jury and
the only point at issue was the meaning of the law.
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“The clerk,” said the judge, “now will read the Ver-
dict.”

She glanced at the prosecutor, sitting at his table, his
face as stern and pontifical as it had been throughout
the trial. An instrument, she thought—just an instrument,
as the Jury was an instrument of justice.

The room was quiet and somber, with the sun of late
afternoon shining through the windows. The newsmen
sat in the front row seats, watching for the slightest
flicker of emotion, for the tiny gesture of significance,
for the slightest crumb upon which to build a story.
The cameras were there as well, their staring lenses
set to record this moment when eternity and nothingness
quavered in the balance.

Although, Ann knew, there could be little doubt.
There had been so little upon which to build a case.
The Verdict would be death.

The clerk began to read:

“In the case of the State versus Franklin Chapman, the
finding is that the said Chapman, the defendant in this
action, did, through criminal negligence and gross lack
of responsibility, so delay the recovery of the corpse of
one Amanda Hackett as to make impossible the preser-
vation of her body, resulting in conclusive death to her
total detriment.

“The contention of the defendant that he, personally,
was not responsible for the operating efficiency and the
mechanical condition of the vehicle employed in the at-
tempt to retrieve the body of the said Amanda Hackett,
is impertinent to this action. His total responsibility en-
compassed the retrieval of the body by all and every
means and to this over-all responsibility no limitations
are attached. There may be others who will be called
upon to answer to this matter of irresponsibility, but
the measure of their innocence or guilt can have no
bearing upon the issue now before the court.

“The defendant is judged guilty upon each and every
count. In lack of extenuating circumstances, no recom-
mendation for mercy can be made.”
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Chapman sank slowly down into his chair and sat there,
straight and stiff, his great mechanic’s hands clasped
tightly together on the table, his face a frozen slab.

All along, Ann Harrison told herself, he had known
how it would be. That was why he was taking it so
well. He had not been fooled a minute by her lawyer
talk or by her assurances. She had tried to hold him
together and she need not have bothered, for all along
he’d known how it was and he’d made his bargain with
himself and now he was keeping it.

“Would defense counsel,” asked the judge, “care to
make a motion?”

Said Ann, “If Your Honor pleases.”

He is a good man, Ann told herself. He’s trying to be
kind, but he can’t be kind. The law wont let him be.
He'll listen to my motion and he will deny it and then
pronounce the sentence and that will be the end of it.
For there was nothing more that anyone could do. In
the light of evidence, no appeal was possible.

She glanced at the waiting newsmen, at the scanning
television eyes, and felt a little tremor of panic running
in her veins, Was it wise, she asked herself, this move that
she had planned? Futile, certainly; she knew that it
was futile. But aside from its futility, how about
the wisdom of it?

And in that instant of her hesitation, she knew that
she had to do it, that it lay within the meaning of her
duty and she could not fail that duty.

“Your Honor,” she said, “I move that the Verdict be
set aside on the grounds of prejudice.”

The prosecutor bounded to his feet.

His Honor waved him back into his chair.

“Miss Harrison,” said the judge, “I am not certain that
I catch your meaning. Upon what grounds do you
mention prejudice?”

She walked around the table so that she might better
face the judge.

“On the grounds,” she said, “that the key evidence
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concerned mechanical failure of the vehicle the defen-
dant used in his official duties.”

The judge nodded gravely. “I agree with you. But
how can the character of the evidence involve preju-
dice?” :

“Your Honor,” said Ann Harrison, “the Jury also is
mechanical.”

The prosecutor was on his feet again.

“Your Honor!” he brayed. “Your Honor!”

The judge banged his gavel.

“I can take care of this,” he told the prosecutor, stern-
ly.
yThe newsmen were astir, making notes, whispering
among themselves. The television lenses seemed to shine
more brightly.

The prosecutor sat down. The buzz subsided. The
room took on a deadly quiet.

“Miss Harrison,” asked the judge, “you challenge the
objectivity of the Jury?”

“Yes, Your Honor. Where machines may be involved.
I do not claim it is a conscious prejudice, but I do claim
that unconscious prejudice . .

“Ridiculous!” said the prosecutor, loudly.

The judge shook his gavel at him.

“You be quiet,” he said.

“But I do claim,” said Ann, “that a subconscious prej-
udice could be involved. And I further contend that in
any mechanical contrivance there is one lacking quality
essential to all justice—the sense of mercy and of human
worth. There is law, I'll grant you, a superhuman, total
knowledge of the law but .

“Miss Harrison,” said the ]udge, you're lecturing the
court.”

“I beg Your Honor’s pardon.”

“You are finished, then?”

“I believe I am, Your Honor.”

“All right, then. I'll deny this motion. Have you any
others?”

“No, Your Honor.”



She went around the table, but did not sit down.

“In that case,” said the judge, “there is no need to
delay the sentence. Nor have I any latitude. The law in
cases such as this is expressly specific. The defendant
will stand.”

Slowly Chapman got to his feet.

“Franklin Chapman,” said the judge, “it is the de-
termination of this court that you, by your conviction
of these charges and in the absence of any recommen-
dation for mercy, shall forfeit the preservation of your
body at the time of death. Your civil rights, however,
are in no other way impaired.”

He banged his gavel.

“This case is closed,” he said.

2

During the night someone had scrawled a slogan on the
wall of a dirty red brick building that stood across the
street. The heavy yellow chalk marks read:

WHY CALL THEM BACK FROM HEAVEN?

Daniel Frost wheeled his tiny two-place car into its
space in one of the parking lots outside Forever Center
and got out, standing for a moment to stare at the sign.

There had been a lot of them recently, chalked here
and everywhere, and he wondered, a little idly, what
was going on that would bring about such a rash of
them. Undoubtedly Marcus Appleton could tell him if
he asked about it, but Appleton, as security chief of
Forever Center, was a busy man and in the last few
weeks Frost had seen him, to speak to, only once or
twice. But if there were anything unusual going on,
he was sure that Marcus would be on top of it. There
wasn’t much, he comforted himself, that Marcus didn’t
know about.

The parking lot attendant walked up and touched his
cap by way of greeting.



“Good morning, Mr. Frost. Looks like heavy traffic.”

And indeed it did. The traffic lanes were filled,
bumper to bumper, with tiny cars almost identical with
the one that Frost had parked. Their plastic bubble
domes glinted in the moming sun and from where he
stood he could catch the faint electric whining of the
many motors.

“The traffic’s always heavy,” he declared. “And that
reminds me. You better take a look at my right-hand
buffer. Another car came too close for comfort.”

“Might have been the other fellow’s buffer,” the at-
tendant said, “but it won’t hurt to check on it. And
what about the padding, Mr. Frost? It can freeze up,
you know.”

“I think it’s all right,” said Frost.

“T'll check it anyhow. Won't take any time. No sense
in taking chances.”

“I suppose you're right,” said Frost. “And thank you,
Tom.”

“We have to work together,” the attendant told him.
“Watch out for one another. That slogan means a lot
to me. I suppose someone in your department wrote
it.”

“That is right,” said Frost. “Some time ago. It is one
of our better efforts. A participation motto.”

He reached inside the car and took the briefcase
off the seat, tucked it underneath his arm. The package
of lunch that he carried in it made an untidy bulge.

He stepped onto the elevated safety walk and headed
along it toward one of the several plazas built all
around the towering structure of Forever Center. And
now, as he always did, and for no particular reason
that he could figure out, he threw back his head and
stared up at the mile-high wall of the mighty building.
There were times, on stormy mornings, when the view
was cut off by the clouds that swirled about its top,
but on a clear morning such as thishthe great slab of
masonry went up and up until its topmost stories were
lost in the blue haze of the sky. A man grew dizzy
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looking at it and the mind reeled at the thought of
what the hand of man had raised.

He stumbled and only caught himself in the nick of
time. He’d have to stop this crazy staring upward at the
building, he told himself, or, at least, wait to do it
until he reached the plaza. The safety walk was only
two feet high, but a man could take a nasty tumble if
he didn’t watch himself. It was not impossible that he
might break his neck. He wondered, for the hundredth
time, why someone didn’t think to protect the walks
with railings.

He reached the plaza and let himself down off the
safety walk into the jam-packed crowd that struggled
toward the building. He hugged the briefcase tight against
him and tried, with one hand, to protect the bulge that
was his sack of lunch. Although, he knew, there was
little chance of protecting it. Almost every day it was
crushed by the pack of bodies that filled the plaza and
the lobby of the building.

Perhaps, he thought, he should go without the usual
milk today. He could get a cup of water when he ate
his lunch and it would do as well. He licked his lips,
which suddenly were dry. Maybe, he told himself, there
was some other way he might save the extra money.
FFor he did like that daily glass of milk and looked
forward to it with a great deal of pleasure.

There was no question about it, however. He’d have to
find a way to make up for the cost of energizing the
buffer on the car. It was an expense he had not counted
on and it upset his budget. And if Tom should find
that some of the padding would have to be replaced,
that would mean more money down the drain.

He groaned a bit, internally, as he thought about it.

Although, he realized, a man could not take any sort
of chances—not with all the drivers on the road.

No chances—no chances of any kind that would
threaten human life. No more daredeviltry, no more
mountain climbing, no more air travel, except for the
almost foolproof helicopter used in rescue work, no more
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auto racing, no more of the savage contact sports. Trans-
portation made as safe as it could be made, elevators
equipped with fantastic safety features, stairways safe-
guarded with non-skid treads and the steps them-
selves of resilient material . . . everything that could be
done being done to rule out accident and protect human
life. Even the very air, he thought, protected from pol-
lution—fumes from factories filtered and recycled to
extract all irritants, cars no longer burning fossil fuels but
operating on almost everlasting batteries that drove elec-
tric motors.

A man had to live, this first life, as long as he was
able. It was the only opportunity that he had to lay
away a competence for his second life. And when
every effort of the society in which he lived was bent
toward the end of the prolongation of his life, it would
never do to let a piece of carelessness or an exag-
gerated sense of economy (such as flinching at the
cost of a piece of padding or the re-energizing of a
buffer) rob him of the years he needed to tuck away
the capital he would need in the life to come.

He remembered, as he inched along, that this was
conference moming and that he’d have to waste an
hour or more listening to B.]. sound off about a lot of
things that everyone must know. And when B.J. was
through, the heads of the various departments and pro-
ject groups would bring up problems which they could
solve without any help, but bringing them up as an
excuse to demonstrate how busy and devoted and how
smart they were. It was a waste of time, Frost told him-
self, but there was no way to get out of it. Every week
for several years, ever since he had become head of
the public relations department, he had trooped in with
the rest of them and sat down at the conference table,
fidgeting when he thought of the work piled on his desk.

Marcus Appleton, he thought, was the only one of
them who had any guts. Marcus refused to attend the
conferences and he got away with it. Although, per-
haps, he was the only one who could. Security was a
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somewhat different proposition than the other depart-
ments. If security was to be effective, it had to have
a somewhat freer hand than was granted any of the other
people of Forever Center.

There had been times, he recalled, when he had
been tempted to lay some of his problems on the table
for consideration at the meetings. But he never had
and now was glad he hadn’t. For any of the contribu-
tions and suggestions made would have been entirely
worthless. Although that would not have prevented peo-
ple from other departments claiming credit, later, for
any effective work that he had been able to tum out.

The thing to do, he told himself, as he had many

times before, was to do his work, keep his mouth shut
and lay away every penny that he could lay his hands
upon.
Thinking about his work, he wondered who had
thought up the slogan chalked on the red brick wall. It
was the first time he had seen it and it was the most
effective one so far and he could use the man who
had dreamed it up. But it would be a waste of time,
he knew, to try to find the man and offer him the job.
The slogan undoubtedly was Holies work and all the
Holies were a stiff-necked bunch.

Although what they hoped to gain by their opposi-
tion to Forever Center was more than he could figure.
For Forever Center was not aimed against religion, nor
against one’s faith. It was no more than a purely scien-
tific approach to a biological program of far-reaching con-
sequence.

He struggled up the stairs to the entrance, sliding
and inching his way along, and came into the lobby.
Bearing to the right, he slid along, foot by foot, to
reach the hobby stand that was flanked on one side by
the tobacco counter and on the other by the drug con-
cession.

The space in front of the drug counter was packed.
People stopping on their way to work to pick up their
dream pills—hallucinatory drugs—that would give them
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a few pleasant hours come evening. Frost had never used
them, never intended to—for they were, he thought, a
foolish waste of money, and he had never felt that he
really needed them.

Although, he supposed, there were those who felt
they needed them—something to make up for what they
felt they might be missing, the excitement and adven-
ture of those former days when man walked hand in
hand with a death that was an utter ending. They
thought, perhaps, that the present life was a drab af-
fair, that it had no color in it, and that the purpose
they must hold to was a grinding and remorseless pur-
pose. There would be such people, certainly—the ones
who would forget at times the breath-taking glory of
this purpose in their first life, losing momentary sight
of the fact that this life they lived was no more than a
few years of preparation for all eternity.

He worked his way through the crowd and reached the
hobby stand, which was doing little business.

Charley, the owner of the stand, was behind the
counter, and as he saw Frost approaching, reached down
into the case and brought out a stock card on which
a group of stamps were ranged.

“Good morning, Mr. Frost,” he said. “I have something
here for you. I saved it special for you.”

“Swiss again, I see,” said Frost.

“Excellent stamps,” said Charley. “I'm glad to see you
buying them. A hundred years from now you'll be glad
you did. Good solid issues put out by a country in the
blue chips bracket.”

Frost glanced down at the lower right-hand comer
of the card. A figure, 1.30, was written there in pencil.
A “'I:,he price today,” said Charley, “is a dollar, eighty-

ve.
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The wind had blown down the cross again, sometime
in the night. :

The trouble, thought Ogden Russell, sitting up and
rubbing his eyes to rid them of the seeping pus that
had hardened while he slept, was that sand was a poor
thing in which to set a cross. Perhaps, if he could find
them, several sizable boulders placed around its base
might serve to hold it upright against the river breeze.

He'd have to do something about it, for it was not
mete nor proper that the cross, poor thing that it might
be, should topple with every passing gust. It was not,
he told himself, consistent with his piety and purpose.

He wondered, sitting there upon the sand, with the
moming laughter of the river in his ears, if he had
been as wise as he had thought in picking out this tiny
island as his place of solitude. It had solitude, all right,
but it had little else. The one thing that it lacked, quite
noticeably, was comfort. Although comfort, he reminded
himself quite sternly, had been a quality that he had
not sought. There had been comfort back where he had
come from, in that world he’d turned his back upon, and
he could have kept it by simply staying there. But he
had forsaken comfort, and many other things as well, in
this greater search for something which he could sense
and feel but which, as yet, he had not come to grips
with.

Although I've tried, he thought. My God, how I have
tried!

He arose and stretched, carefully and gingerly, for he
had, it seemed, an ache in every bone and a soreness
in each muscle. It’s this sleeping out, he thought, that
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does it, exposed to the wind and to the river damp,
without so much as a ragged blanket to drape his hud-
dled self. With almost nothing to cover him, in fact,
for the only thing he wore was an ancient pair of trou-
sers, chopped above the knees.

Having stretched, he wondered if he should set up the
cross before his morning prayer, or if the prayer might
be as acceptable without a standing cross. After all, he
told himself, there would be a cross, a reclining cross,
and surely the validity lay in the symbol of the cross
itself and not its attitude.

Standing there, he wrestled with his conscience and
tried to look into his soul and into the immutable mys-
tery of that area which stretched beyond his soul, and
which still remained illusive of any understanding. And
there was still no insight and there was no answer, as
there had never been an answer. It was worse this morn-
ing than it had ever been. For all that he could think
of was the peeling sunburn of his body, the abrasions on
his knees from kneeling in the sand, the knot of hunger
in his belly, and the wondering about whether there
might be a catfish on one of the lines he’d set out the
night before.

If there were no answer yet, he told himself, after
months of waiting, of seeking for that answer, perhaps
it was because there was no answer and this had been a
senseless course upon which he’d set himself. He might
be pounding at the door of an empty room; might be
calling upon a thing which did not exist and never had
existed, or calling upon it by a name it did not recog-
nize.

Although, he thought, the name would be of no con-
sequence. The name was simply form, no more than a
framework within which a man might operate. Really,
he reminded himself, the thing he hunted was a simple
thing—an understanding and a faith, the depth of faith
and the strength of understanding that men of old had
held. There must, he argued, be some basis for the be-
lief that it existed somewhere and that it could be found.
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Mankind, as a whole, could not be completely wrong.
Religious faith, of any sort, must be something more
than a mere device of man’s own making to fill the
aching void that lay in mankind’s heart. Even the old
Neanderthalers had laid their dead so that when they
rose to second life they would face the rising sun, and
had sprinkled in the grave the handsful of red ocher
symbolic of that second life, and had left with the dead
those weapons and adornments they would need in
the life to come. -

And he had to know! He must force himself to know!
And he would know, when he had schooled himself
to reach deep into the hidden nature of existence. Some-
where in that mystic pool he would find the truth.

There must be more to life, he thought, than con-
tinued existence on this earth, no matter for how long.
There must be another eternity somewhere beyond the
reawakened and renewed and immortal flesh.

Today, this very day, he'd rededicate himself. He'd
spend a longer time upon his knees and he’d seek
the deeper and he’d shut out all else but the search he
had embarked upon—and this might be the day. Some-
where in the future lay the hour and minute of his under-
standing and his faith and there was no telling when
that hour might strike. It might, indeed, be close.

For this he’d need all his strength and he’d have his
breakfast first, even before the morning prayer, and
thus reinforced, he’d enter once again with a renewed
vigor upon his seeking after truth.

He went along the sandspit to the willows where he
had tied his lines and he pulled them in. They came
in easily and there was nothing on them.

The hard ball of hunger squeezed the tighter as he
stared at the empty hooks.

So it would be river clams again. He gagged at the
thought of them.

17



B.J. rapped sharply on the table with a pencil to signal
the beginning of the meeting. He looked benevolently
around at the people there. ‘

“I am glad to see you with us, Marcus,” said B.J. “You
don’t often make it. I understand you have a little
problem.” .

Marcus Appleton glowered back at B.].’s benevolence.
“Yes, B.J.,” he said, “there is a little problem, but not
entirely mine.”

B.J. swung his gaze on Frost. “How’s the new thrift
campaign coming, Dan?”

Frost said, “We are working on it.”

“We're counting on you,” B.]. told him. “It has to have
some punch in it. I hear a lot of investment cash is go-
ing into stamps and coins. . ..”

“The trouble is,” said Frost, “that stamps and coins
are a good long-range investment.”

Peter Lane, treasurer, stirred uncomfortably in his
chair. “The quicker you can come up with something,”
he said, “the better it will be. Subscriptions to our stock
have been falling off quite noticeably.” He looked around
the table. “Stamps and coins!” he said, as if they were
dirty words.

“We could put a stop to it,” said Marcus Appleton.
“All we need to do is drop a word or two. No more com-
memoratives, no more semi-postals, no more fancy air
mail issues.”

“You forget one thing,” Frost reminded him. “It’s not
only stamps and coins. It’s porcelain, as well, and paint-
ings and a lot of other things. Almost anything that will
fit into a time vault that is not too large. You can’t
put a stop to everything that is being bought.”
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B.J. said, tartly, “We can'’t stop anything. There’s al-
ready too much talk about how we own the world.”

Carson Lewis, vice-president in charge of facilities,
said, “I think it’s talk of that kind which keeps the
Holies active. Not, of course, that theyre causing too
much trouble, but they are a nuisance.”

“There was a new sign across the street,” said Lane.
“A rather good one, I must say ...”

“It's not there any more,” Appleton said, between
his teeth.

“No, I imagine not,” said Lane. “But simply running
around behind these people with a bucket and a brush
and scrubbing off their signs is not the entire answer.”

“I dont think,” said Lewis, “there is any entire
answer. The ideal thing, of course, would be to root
out the entire Holies operation. But I doubt that’s pos-
sible. Marcus, I think, will agree with me that all we
can do is hold it down a little.”

“It seems to me,” said Lane, “that we could do more
than we are doing. In the last few weeks I've seen more
slogans chalked on walls than I've ever seen before. The
Holies must have quite a corps of sign painters work-
ing surreptiously. And it’s not only here. It is every-
where. All up and down the coast. And in Chicago
and in ’the West Coast complex. In Europe and in Af-
rica . .. .

“Some day,” said Appleton, “there’ll be an end to it.
I can promise that. There are just a few ringleaders. A
hundred or so, perhaps. Once we have them pegged,
we can put an end to it.”

“But quietly, Marcus,” B.]. cautioned. “I insist it must
be quietly.”

Appleton showed his teeth. “Very quiet,” he said.

“It's not just the slogans,” said Lewis. “There are
the rumors, too.”

“Rumors can’t hurt us,” B.]. said.

“Most of them can't, of course,” said Lewis. “They’re
just something that give people something to talk about,:
to pass away the time. But there are some that have a
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basis of truth. And by that I mean that they are based
on situations which do exist in Forever Center. They
start with a truth and twist it in an ugly way and I think
that some of those may hurt us. Rumors of any sort
hurt our image. Some of them hwt us quite a lot. But
the thing that worries me is how do these Holies learn
of the situations upon which they base the rumors? I
would suspect that they may have developed many
pipelines into this very building and into the other
branches of Forever Center and that is something that we
should try to put a stop to.”

“We can’t be sure,” Lane protested, “that all the ru-
mors are started by the Holies. I think we are inclined
to attribute too much to them. They’re just a gang of
crackpots .. .” _

“Not entirely crackpots,” said Marcus Appleton. “We
could clean out the crackpots. This bunch is a group of
smart operators. The worst thing we can do is to under-
estimate them. My office is working on it all the time.
We have a lot of information. I have a feeling that we
may be closing in....”

“I would agree with you,” Lewis told him. “About
their being an effective and well-organized opposition.
I have often felt they might have some tie-up with the
Loafers. Things get too hot, those who have the heat
on them can simply disappear into the wilderness and
hide out with the Loafers. . ..”

Appleton shook his head. “The Loafers are nothing
more or less than they appear to be. You're letting your
imagination run away with you, Carson. The Loafers are
the unemployables, the chronic no-goods, the misfits.
Comprising, what is it, Peter, something like one per
cent...”

“Less than a half of one per cent,” said Lane.

“All right, then, less than one half of one per cent
of the population. They've declared themselves free of
us, in effect. They roam the wilderness in bands. They
scrape out a living somehow . ..”

“Gentlemen,” said B.J. quietly, “I am afraid we’re
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getting rather far afield into a subject we've discussed
many times before, with no particular results. I would
imagine we can leave the Holies to the close attention
of Security.”

Marcus nodded. “Thank you, B.J.,” he said.

“Which brings us,” said B.J.,, “to the problem that I
mentioned.”

Chauncey Hilton, section chief of the Timesearch
project, spoke softly, “One of our research people has
disappeared. Her name is Mona Campbell. I had a feeling
that she was onto something.”

“But if she was on the track of something,” Lane ex-
ploded, “why should she . ..”

“Peter, please,” said B.]. “Let’s discuss this as calmly
as we can.

He looked about the table. “I am sorry, gentlemen,
that we did not let you know immediately. I suppose
it wasn’t something that we should have kept quiet about.
But it was something that we didn’t want noised around
too much and Marcus thought .. .”

“Marcus has been looking for her, then?” asked Lane.

Appleton nodded. “Six days. There’s been no trace of
her.”

“Maybe,” Lewis said, “she just went off somewhere
to be alone and think a problem through.”

“We thought of that,” said Hilton. “But if that had
been the case, she would have spoken to me. A most
conscientious person. And her notes are gone.”

“If she’d gone off to work,” insisted Lewis, “she’d
have taken them along.”

“Not all of them,” said Hilton. “Just the current work-
ing notes. Not the entire file. Really, no one is supposed
to take anything out of the project. Our security, how-
ever, is not as tight as it perhaps should be.”

Lane said to Appleton, “You've checked the monitors?”

Appleton nodded curtly. “Of course, we did. That’s
routine, for all the good it does us. The monitoring
system is not set up to deal with identity. Each compu-
ter picks up a person when they show up in its quadrant,
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but it is simply concerned with the signal which es-
tablishes the fact there is a living person there. If one
of the signals clicks off, then it knows someone has
died and a rescue crew is dispatched at once. But these
signals keep shifting all the time as people move about.
They shift off one quadrant and are picked up by an-
other.”

“But it could indicate a person traveling.”

“Certainly. But a lot of people travel. And Mona Camp-
bell may have done no traveling. She may have just
holed up.”

“Or been kidnaped,” Lewis said.

“I don’t think so,” Hilton told him. “You forget the
notes are gone.”

“You think, then,” said Frost, “that she defected. De-
liberately quit the project.”

“She ran away,” said Hilton.

Howard Bamnes, head of Spacesearch, asked, “You
really think she made some sort of breakthrough?”

“I think so,” Hilton said. “She told me, rather guarded-
ly, she was following a new line of calculation. I re-
member that distinetly. She said a new line of calculation
rather than a new line of research. I thought it rather
strange, but she had an intense look about her and . . .”

“She said calculation?” Lane asked.

“Yes. I found out later that she was working with the
Hamal math. You remember it, Howard?”

Bames nodded. “One of our ships brought it back—
oh, say, twenty years ago. Found it on a planet that
at one time had been occupied by an intelligent race.
Probably a planet that we could use, but it would have
to be terraformed and the terraforming on this particular
planet would be a nasty job that might take a thousand
years or more on an all-out effort.”

“This math?” asked Lewis. “Anything we could use?”

“Mathematicians tried to figure it out,” said Barnes.
“Nothing came of it. It was recognizable as math, all
right, but it was so far from our concept of math that no
one could manage to get his teeth into it. The team that
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visited the planet found a lot of other artifacts, but the
rest of them didn’t seem to mean too much. Interesting,
of course, to an anthropologist or to a culturist, but
with no immediate practical value. The math, however,
was something else again. It was in a—well, I suppose
you could call it a book and the book seemed to be
intact. It's not often you find any intact, spelled out
body of knowledge on an abandoned planet. There was
quite a bit of excitement when it was brought home.”

“And no one had cracked it,” said Lane, “except pos-
sibly this Mona Campbell.”

“I'm almost sure she did,” said Hilton. “She is a rather
exceptional person and . ..”

“You don’t require periodic reports of work in prog-
ress?” asked Lane.

“Oh, yes, certainly. But we don’t look over people’s
shoulders. You know what that can do.”

“Yes,” said Barnes. “They have to have some freedom.
They have to be allowed to feel that a certain line of
research belongs, personally, to them during its develop-
ment.”

B.]. said, “All of you, of course, realize how important
this could be. With all respect to Howard, the Space-
search program is a long-range project. It’s something to
look forward to three or four hundred years from now.
But the time program we need as soon as we can get it.
A breakthrough in the time program would assure us
of the living space we will need, perhaps, in another
century. Maybe before that. Once we begin revivals,
well face a not too distant day when we’ll need more
space than this present earth affords. And the day we
begin revivals may not be too distant. The Immortality
boys are coming along quite nicely if I understand what
Anson tells me rightly.”

“That is right, B.J.,” said Anson Graves. “We feel we
are getting close. I'd say ten years at most.”

“In ten years,” said B.]., “we’ll have immortality . . .”

“A lot could go wrong,” warned Graves.

“We'll trust there won't,” B.]. said. “In ten years we'll
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have immortality. The matter converters have solved the
problem of materials and food. The housing program
is up to schedule. All that we can look forward to as any
massive problem is the matter of space. To get that
space and get it quickly, we need time travel. Time is
critical.” )

“Perhaps,” suggested Lane, “weTe looking for the
impossible. Time may be something that can’t be cracked.
There may be nothing there.”

“I can’t agree with you,” said Hilton. “I think Miss
Campbell cracked it.”

“And ran away,” said Lane.

“It all boils down to one thing,” said B.J. “Mona Camp-
bell must be found.”

He looked hard at Marcus Appleton. “You understand,”
he said. “Mona Campbell must be found!”

“I agree,” said Appleton. “I would like to request,
however, all the assistance that anyone can give me. In
time, of course, we'll find her, but we might find her
sooncr if . .."

“I don’t quite understand,” said Lane. “The matter of
sccurity is something that rests entirely in your hands.”

“As a working proposition,” said Appleton, “as an
everyday affair, that is entirely true. But the treasury de-
partment also has its agents . . .”

“But for a different sort of work,” exploded Lane. “Not
for routine . . .”

“I agree with you,” said Appleton, “although it is con-
ceivable that they could be of help. There is one other
department that I am thinking of.”

He switched about in his chair and looked straight
at Frost.

“Dan,” he said, “you’ve developed. a rather fine ex-
tracurricular intelligence that might be a lot of help. You
have all sorts of tipsters and undercover boys and . . .”

“What is this?” B.]J. demanded.

“Oh, I forgot,” said Appleton. “You may not know
about it. It’'s entirely a departmental affair. Dan has
done a fine job in organizing this group of people
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and it’s most effective. He finances it, I understand, out
of something called publication research that doesn’t
necessarily come up for review. Which is true, of course,
of a number of other activities and projects.”

Why, you bastard, Frost said to himself. You dirty,
lousy bastard!

“Dan,” B.]. yelped, “is this the truth?”

“Yes,” said Frost. “Yes, of course it is.”

“But why?” demanded B.]J. “Why should you have . ..”

“B.J.,” said Frost, “if you are really interested I can
cite you chapter and verse on why it’s done and why it’s
necessary. Do you have any idea how many books, how
many magazine articles, would have been published
in the past year, or the past ten years—all of them pur-
porting to expose Forever Center—if something hadn’t
been done to head them off?”

“No,” yelled B.J. “And I'm not interested. We can
survive those kind of attacks. We've survived them all
before.”

“We've survived them,” said Frost, “because only a
few slipped through. The worst of them were stopped.
Not only by myself, but by the men who preceded
me. There are some I've stopped that would have hurt
us badly.”

“B.J.,” said Lane, “I think Dan has something on his
side. I think that . ..”

“Well, I dont,” B.]. stormed. “We shouldn't try to stop
anything, manage anything, censor anything. We are be-
ing accused of trying to run the world. It is being
said ..

“B.J.,” Frost said, angrily, “there is no use in our
pretending that Forever Center doesn’t run the earth.
‘There are nations still, and governments, but we own
the earth. We have soaked up all the investment capi-
tal and we own all the big enterprises and utilities
and ...

“I could give you argument on that,” roared B.].

“Of course you could. It's not our capital. It’s only
money that we hold in trust. But we manage all that
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money and we decide how to invest it and no one
can question us.”

“I submit,” said Lane, uneasily, “that we’'ve wandered
off the track.”

“I hadn’t meant,” said Appleton, “to stir up a homet’s
nest.”

“I think you did,” Frost told him levelly. “I don't
know what the pitch is, Marcus, but you never did
a thing in all your life that you didnt plan to do.”

“Marcus, I believe, asked cooperation,” said Lane, try-
ing to calm the situation. “For my part, I'm willing to
cooperate.”

“For my part, I am not,” said Frost. “I wont cooper-
ate with a man who walked in here deliberately and
tried to put me on the spot for doing a job that was
being done long before I took over, and was conducted,
as I've conducted it, in a decent secrecy . ..”

“I don’t like it, Dan,” B.]. told him.

“I knew you wouldn’t like it,” said Frost. “You are
—you'll pardon the expression—our front man and I had
no wish to embarrass you . ..”

“You knew?” B.]. asked of Lane.

Lane nodded. “Yes. The treasury had to supply the
funds. And Marcus knew because he makes it his
business to know everything. But there were just the
three of us. I'm sorry, sir.”

“I'll talk to the three of you about this later,” said B.J.
“I still am of the opinion that we should always operate
openly and aboveboard. We hold a sacred trust. This
organization has held that trust for a long, long time
and we've held it in close honor. There will come a
day when we will be called upon to make an accounting
to all those people who are waiting for the day that
we work toward. And when that day comes, I would
hope we might be able to open, not only our books, but
our hearts, for all the world to see. ...”

B.]J. was off on a topic that was dear to him. He could
talk on it for hours.

He droned on and on.
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Frost glanced at Appleton. The man was hunched
tensely in his chair and scowling.

So it didn’t work, thought Frost. Not the way you
thought it would. You came in here primed and cocked
and you let me have it and. it didn’t work entirely. And
I wish I knew what was back of it, why you tried to
get me.

For there had never been bad blood between him-
self and Marcus. Not that he'd been friendly with the
man, for no man ever was a friend of Marcus Appleton.
But they had been, if not friends, at least colleagues, each
respectful of the other.

There must be something going on, he thought, some-
thing not apparent to the eye, some development some-
where that he had failed to catch. For if something were
not going on, why had Appleton tried to ruin him?

He became conscious once again of B.].’s words.

“And that is why, I say, we must bend all our re-
sources to finding Mona Campbell. She may have
something that we need, that we've needed all these
years.

He stopped and looked inquiringly around the table.
No one said a thing.

B.J. rapped on the table with his pencil.

“That is all,” he said.

“You see, it’s this way,” said the little old lady to the
mortician, “We both are getting old. It isnt as if we
had a lot of years ahead of us. Although our health is
good.”

The old gentleman banged his cane upon the floor
in glee and chuckled.
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“That is the thing of it,” he said. “Our health is just
a bit too good. More than likely the both of us could go
on living for another twenty years.”

“And we enjoy it, too,” the little old lady said. “James
worked so hard all his life and we scrimped and saved.
Now that he can’t work any more, we have time just
to sit and take it easy and do a little talking and go
visiting and such. But were going behind, financially,
every blessed day. We are using up the little that we've
saved and we can’t have that.”

“It’s foolish,” the old gentleman declared. “If we put
ourselves away, the money that is left would go on
earning interest.”

The old lady nodded vigorously. “Earning interest,”
she said, “instead of us just sitting around and eating
into it.”

The mortician rubbed soft, flabby hands together.

“I quite understand,” he said. “There is no need
of you to feel embarrassment. People with your prob-
lem come in all the time.”

From the window of his office, on the topmost floor of
Forever Center, Frost stared out across the tapestry that
was old New York, The Hudson was a strip of silver,
shining in the morning sun, and the island of Manhat-
tan was a patchwork of faded colors.

Many times before he had stood at this window and
gazed out, seeing the scene below, framed by the blue
haze of distance and of water, as a symbolic thing—a
glimpse into the past of mankind from the vantage of the
future.

But today the symbolism was not there. There was
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nothing but the nagging question and the worry that
hammered at his brain.

There was no question but that Appleton had tried,
deliberately, to put him on the spot, and while that,
in itself, was frightening enough, the crux of the en-
tire question was why Marcus had felt it necessary. Had
it been Appleton alone, or had the man been acting
for other interests, perhaps more involved?

Office politics—that would be the normal answer. But
Frost, through the years, had studiously avoided in-
volvement in office politics. Someone might want his
job—perhaps many people did. But none of these, he
was fairly certain, could engineer what Appleton had
done.

And that left only one thing—that someone was afraid
of him, that he knew something or suspected something
that could be damaging, perhaps not to Forever Center,
but to some of its department heads.

Which was ridiculous on the face of it. He did his
job and minded his own business. He was consulted
only on matters which touched upon his duties. He was
not involved in policy other than whatever implementa-
tion of policy he was able to carry out promotionally.

He always had minded his own business, but this
morning, he reminded himself, he’d stepped beyond the
rule he had placed upon himself. He had told B.]. that it
was ridiculous to pretend that Forever Center did not
run the world. It was true enough, of course, but he
should not have said it. He should have kept his mouth
shut. There had been no need to say it. The one excuse
he had was that he had been angered by Appleton
and had acted in anger rather than in common sense.

What Appleton had said was the truth. There was a
network of undercover people, but it was a system which
had been handed on to him and it was small and
restricted in its purpose. Appleton, for his own purposes,
had blown it up far beyond the fact.

Frost turned from the window and went back to his
desk. Sitting down, he reached out and pulled in front
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of him the stack of papers that Miss Beale had placed
there. On top of the pile, as usual, was the deadly
report on vital statistics.

He picked it up and glanced at it.

There was simply the date, June 15, 2148, and then
two lines of type:

In Abeyance—96,674,321,458

Viable—47,128,932,076

Scarcely glancing at the sheet, he crumpled it in his
fist and dropped it in the wastebasket, then picked up

the second paper off the stack.

There was a rustle at the door of the outer office
and Frost looked up. Miss Beale stood there.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Frost,” she said. “You weren’t here,
so I read the morning paper, then forgot to put it on
your desk.”

“It's quite all right,” he said. “Anything of interest?”

“It has the release on the Cygnian expedition. They
used it just the way we wrote it. You'll find it on page
three.”

“Not page one?” he asked.

“No. There was this Chapman case.”

“Chapman case?”

“Yes, you know. The man whose rescue car broke

down.”

“Oh, that one. It’s been in the news for days.”

“He was sentenced yesterday. It was on TV.”

“I missed it. I didn’t turn on the set last night.”

“It was so dramatic,” said Miss Beale. “He has a wife
and children and now he can’t go with them into second
life. I feel so sorry for them.”

“He broke the law,” said Frost. “He failed a plain and
simple duty. The lives of all of us depend on men like
lﬁm'”

“That is true,” Miss Beale admitted, “but T still feel
sad about it. Such a dreadful thing. To be only one
out of many billions who is condemned to everlasting
death, to miss the second chance.”
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“He is not the first one,” Frost reminded her. “And
he will not be the last.”

She laid the paper on the corner of the desk.

“I heard,” she said, “you had some trouble at tnis
morning’s meeting.”

He nodded bleakly, saying nothing. .

She had heard, he thought. Already the story of
what had happened had been leaked somehow and
now was racing like wildfire through the building.

“I hope it’s not too bad,” she said.

“It’s not too bad,” he told her.

She turned and started for the door.

“Miss Beale,” he said.

She turned around.

“I'll be gone this afternoon,” he told her. “There’s
nothing coming up, is there?”

“You have a couple of appointments. Not important.
I can cancel them.”

“If you would,” he said.

“There may be a confidential file.”

“Put it in the safe.”

“But they don't like . . .”

“I know. It should be checked at once and . ..”

And that was it! he thought.

That was the answer to what Appleton had done.

It was simply something he had not thought about.

“Mr. Frost, is there something wrong?”

“No, not a thing. If a confidential file shows up, just
put it in the safe. I'll tend to it, come morning.”

“Very well,” she said, a little stiffly to express her dis-
approval.

She swung about and went into the outer office.

He sat limply at his desk, remembering that day three
months or so ago—when the messenger boy had some-
how left, instead of his own confidential file, the one
that should have gone to Peter Lane, and how he had
opened it without looking at the name.

He had taken it back, personally, and explained to
Lane and it had seemed to be all right. The messenger
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boy had been fired, of course, but that was all that
happened. It had been a mistake, a grave mistake, on
the part of the messenger, and he had deserved the
firing. But as between himself and Lane it had seemed
the matter was forgotten.

Except, Frost told himself, it had not been forgotten,
for there’d been the missing paper, the one that had
slipped out of the envelope when he had opened it and
which he had found, when he returned, on the floor
beside his desk.

He remembered now, standing with the paper in his
hand, knowing he should take it back to Lane. But
if he took it back it would require another explanation
and it would be embarrassing, and the paper did not
seem to be of any great importance. Which was the
case, he told himself, of half the stuff that went shut-
tling back and forth in the confidential files.

Some unremembered official, full of pomposity and
with a penchant for cloak and dagger games, had
started the system many years ago and it had been
carried on and on, another of the moldy old traditions
of the office routine. Some of it, of course, was of a con-
fidential nature, or at least semi-confidential, but the
rest of it was simply inter-office matters with no need of
secrecy attached.

So to avoid the embarrassment of another explanation,
he had simply chucked the paper in a desk drawer
and had forgotten it, knowing that if it had no more
value than it seemed to have it would not be missed.

But he had made the wrong decision. Or it seemed
50 now.

And if what Appleton had done this morning was
tied to the missing paper, then it was not only Apple-
ton, but Lane involved as well.

He jerked open the center desk drawer and searched
through the papers and the other junk and the paper
was not there.

If he could only remember what was written on it!
Something about putting something on some sort of list.
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He wrinkled his brow, trying to remember. But the
details still stayed fuzzy.

He searched the other drawers and there was no
paper.

And that was how they’d known, he thought.

Someone had searched his desk and found itl

The agent waved his arm at the tangle of underbrush
and swamp.

“Twenty acres of it,” he said. “And at the price we're
asking, the best kind of investment that anyone can
make. I tell you, friends, there is no better place you
can put your money. In a hundred years it will bring
ten times the price. In a thousand, if you could hang
onto it that long, you’d be billionaires.”

“But it’s just a swamp,” the woman said. “No one would
ever want to build there and it cant be . ..”

“You're buying it today,” the agent told her, “at so
much an acre. Sell it a couple of hundred years from
now and you’ll be selling it at so much the foot. Just
take the number of people there will be in the world
by that time and compare their numbers to the total
land area and you'll see what I mean. Once they get
immortality and begin revivals . . .”

“But they won’t need the land,” the woman’s hus-
band said. “Once they get time travel, theyll send peo-
ple back a million years to colonize the land, and
when the land back there is filled, theyll send them back
two million and ...”

“Now, I tell you honestly,” said the salesman, “I
wouldn’t count on that. There are a lot of people who
have their doubts about time travel. Forever Center
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can get it, certainly, if it is possible, but if it’s impossible,
they won't get it. And if time travel is impossible, then
this land will be worth a fortune. It doesn’t matter that
it's a little swampy. The human race will need every
foot of land there is upon the earth. There’ll come a
time, perhaps, when the earth will be just one big
building and .. .”

“But there’s space travel, too,” the woman said. “All
those planets out there . . ."

“Madame,” said the salesman, “let’s be realistic for a
moment. They’ve been out there for a hundred years
or more and they have found no planets that a man
could live on. Planets, of course, but nothing that anyone
could live on without terraforming and terraforming
takes a lot of time and money.”

“Well, I don’t know,” the woman said. “This piece of
swamp seems an awful gamble.”

“Yes, it does,” her husband said. “We just thought we’d
look into it. We have been putting most of our money
into stamps and we thought it might be a good idea
to start spreading it around a little.”

“Not that we have so awful much of it,” the woman
said. “Of money, I mean.”

“Well, now, it’s this way,” said the salesman, smoothly.
“I'll agree that stamps may be a good investment. But
how do you go about establishing title to them? Sure,
you've got them and you put them away in a safety
deposit vault or something of the sort. And then, after
you’re revived, you go and get them and you probably
can sell them at a likely profit. But a lot of people are
buying stamps. The market might be glutted. Collecting
stamps may not be done any more when you are re-
vived, for hobbies go in cycles. You might not get as
much as you'd figured. You might, even, not be able
to sell them at all. And if something had happened
to them, how do you get them back? Say they were
stolen, somehow. Even if you knew the one who'd took
them and even if he still had them, how could you
prove that they were yours? How could you recover
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them? There isn’t any way to establish title to a stamp
collection. And what if time had ruined them? What
if they'd gotten damp or bacteria had got to work on
them or any one of a dozen other things had happened?
What have you got then? I tell you, folks. You've got
nothing. Absolutely nothing.”

“That is right,” the husband said. “I never thought of
that. But the land would still be here and you'd have
legal title.”

“That’s right,” said the agent. “And to protect it
through the years, all that you have to do is open an
account with Forever Center and give us the right to
draw on it to pay the taxes (which wont amount to
much) or to cover other costs necessary to protect the
title.

“You see,” he said, “it’s very simple. We have it all
worked out . ..”

“But,” the woman said, “if it were only better land.
If it weren’t swamp.”

“Now, I tell you,” said the agent, “it doesn’t make a
bit of difference if it is swamp or not. In time to come,
the world will need every foot of land. If not in a hun-
dred years, then in a thousand. And if you want to,
you can specify that youre to sleep a thousand years.
Forever Center is glad to make that kind of stipulation.
It will take them, probably, several hundred years, in
allly”case, to just catch up when they start reviving peo-
ple.

The stamps had been from Switzerland and that meant
the park bench in downtown Manhattan, and the time,
penciled on the card, had been 1.30,
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Joe Gibbons was already there and waiting when
Frost came hurrying up the path.

“You're a little late,” said Gibbons.

“I had to make sure,” said Frost, “that I wasn’t fol-
lowed.”

“Who would follow you? You've never worried before
about being followed.”

“Something came up at the office.”

“Marcus sore at you? Afraid you might be undercutting
him.”

“That’s ridiculous,” said Frost.

“Yes, of course it is. But with a jerk like Marcus,
you can’t ever tell.”

Frost sat down on the bench beside Gibbons.

A squirrel came questing down the path. Overhead
a bird sang a single liquid note. The sky was polished
blue and there was a quietness in the little park, a lazy
sort of quietness.

“It’s pleasant out here,” said Frost. “A man should get
out more often. Spend a half a day or so with nothing
on his mind.”

Gibbons said, “I've got something to tell you and I
don’t know quite how to go about it.”

He had the air of a man with an unpleasant job and
in a hurry to get it done. “The same thing has come up
before,” he said, “but I never mentioned it. I knew you
wouldn’t go for it. I knew you’d turn it down. . . .”

“Turn it down?”

“Dan,” said Gibbons, gravely, “I have a proposition.”

Frost shook his head. “Don’t tell me.”

Gibbons said, “I have to tell you this one. It’s one
you'll have to decide for yourself. It’s too big. I can’t
decide it for you. I could turn the others down for you.
I could say you didn’t operate that way. But this
one I can't. It’s for a quarter million.”

Frost said nothing. He made no move. It seemed sud-
denly that he had turned to stone and through the
stoniness rang a shrilling stridence of alarm bells in his
brain.
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“I don’t know,” he finally said, but he only said the
words as a cover-up, a chance to still the clapper bang-
ing in his skull, to get his thoughts together, to plan
some sort of action.

“It’s legitimate,” said Gibbons. “I can handle it. Cold
cash. No check. No record. Nothing. I can handle every-
thing but the actual payoff. You are in on that.”

“So I'll be tied to it,” said Frost.

“So you're tied to it,” said Gibbons. “Good God, man,
they deserve that much for their quarter million. And,
besides, they wouldn’t trust me with a quarter million.
And you'd be crazy if you did. I could turn an awful
heel for that kind of money. I couldn’t help myself.”

“And you? What kind of cut ...”

Gibbons chuckled. “None. You keep the loot, every
cent of it. Me, I get ten thousand for convincing you.”
“We'd never get away with it,” Frost said, sharply.

“I'm sorry, Dan. I had to tell you. I can go back and
tell them no. Although, I'd hoped. I could use ten
thousand.”

“Joe,” said Frost, impulsively, “you’ve worked a long
time with me. We have been friends ...”

He stopped. He couldn’t say what he had meant to
say. It would do no good. For if Marcus Appleton had
gotten to Joe Gibbons, there was nothing he could do
about it.

“Yes, I know,” said Gibbons. “We have been friends.
I'd hoped you'd understand. And since you bring it up,
we could get away with it. Me, it would be no problem
for a guy like me. With you it might be a bit more
difficult.”

Frost nodded. “Invest the money, then apply for
death.”

“No! No!” protested Gibbons. “Not apply for death.
A very natural death. Give me ten thousand of the loot
and I'd get it done for you. That’s the going rate. Very
neat and easy. And the investment, of course, couldn’t
be in Forever stock. Something you could stash away—
a bunch of paintings, maybe.”

37



“You have to give me time,” said Frost.

For he needed time. Time to get it figured out. Time
to know what next to do.

“And if you didn’t go for death,” said Gibbons, “you
could try to bluff it out. You've stopped a lot of them.
This one just slipped past. You can’t catch them all. No
one expects you to.”

“This one,” said Frost, “must be a lulu. To rate a

uarter million, it would have to be.”

“I wouldn’t kid you, Dan,” said Gibbons. “This one
would be dynamite. It would sell like wildfire. They
figure a seven million mark in the first edition.”

“You seem to know a lot about it.”

“l made them talk to me,” said Gibbons. “I wouldn’t
buy it blind. And they had to talk with me, for I was
the only one who could channel it to you.”

“It sounds to me you got in fairly deep.”

“All right,” said Gibbons, “T'll give it to you straight.
I said a while ago I could go back and tell them no. But
it wouldn’t work that way. If you say no, I won't go
back. Say no and walk away from here and I'll begin
to travel. And I'll have to travel fast.,”

“You’d have to run for it,” said Frost.

“I’d have to run for it.”

They sat in silence. The squirrel sat up and watched
them with its beady eyes, its forepaws hanging limply.

“Toe,” said Frost, “tell me what it’s all about.”

“A book,” Gibbons told him, “that claims Forever
Center is a fraud, that the whole idea is a fraud. There’s
no chance of second life; there never was a chance. It
was a thing dreamed up almost two hundred years ago
to put an end to war...”

“Now, wait!” Frost exclaimed. “They can’t...”

“They can,” said Gibbons. “You could put a stop to
it, of course, if you knew about it. Pressure could be
brought and . ..”

“But I mean it can’t be right!”

“What difference does it make?” asked Gibbons. “Right
or wrong, it would be read. It would hit people where
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they live. It's no pamphlet job. This guy takes a
scholarly approach. He’s done a lot of research. He has
good arguments. He has it documented. It may be a
phony, but it doesn’t look a phony. It’s the kind of book
a publisher would give his good right arm to publish.”

“Or a quarter million.”

“That’s right. A quarter million.”

“We can stop it now,” said Frost, “but once it hit the
stands, there wouldn’t be a chance. Then we wouldn’t
dare. T can’t let a book like that get by. I wouldn’t
dare to do it. I'd never live it down.”

“You could work it,” Gibbons reminded him, “so you
wouldn’t have to live it down.”

“Even so,” said Frost, “they could take retroactive ac-
tion. They could pass the word along to overlook a
certain man when time for revival came.”

“They wouldnt do that,” said Gibbons. “Memories
don’t run that long or bitter. But if you're afraid of that
I could go in and clear your name. I could say I
knew about the book but that you were knocked oft
before I could get to you.”

“For a price, of course.”

“Dan,” said Gibbons, sadly, “you said a while ago that
we were friends. For a price, you say. That’s no
way for friends to talk. I'd do it out of friendship.”

“One thing more,” asked Frost. “Who is the publisher?”

“That’s something I can’t tell you.”

“How canI...”

“Look, Dan, think it over. Don’t say no right now.
Give yourself twenty-four hours to think about it. Then
come back and tell me.”

Frost shook his head. “I dont need twenty-four
hours. I need no time at all.”

Gibbons stared at him glassily and for the first time,
Frost could see, the man was shaken.

“Then I'll look you up. You may change your mind.
For a quarter million! Man, it could set you up.”

“I can'’t take the chance,” said Frost. “Maybe you can,
but I cant.”
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And he couldn't, he told himself.

For now the clanﬂlng clapper was no longer in his
skull, Instead there was a coldness far worse than the
clanging—the coldness of reason and of fear.

“Tell Marcus,” he said, then hesitated. “No, don’t tell
Marcus. He'll find out for himself. He'll bust you, ]oe,
and don’t you forget it. If he ever catches you . . .

“Dan,” yelled Gibbons, “what do you mean? What
are you trying to say?”

“Nothing,” said Frost. “Nothing at all. But if I were
you, I'd start running now.”

Glancing through the half-open study door. Nicholas
Knight saw the man enter the church, furtively, almost
feartully, with his hat clutched in both his hands and
held foursquare across his chest.

Knight, scated at his desk, with the little study lamp
pulled low against the desk top, watched in fascina-
tion.

The man, it was quite apparent, was unused to church
and unsure of himself. He moved quietly and unsteadily
down the aisle and he cast about him little probing
glances, as if he might fear that some unknown and
awesome shape would spring out at him from the pools
of shadow.

And yet there was about him an attitude of worship,
as if he might have come seeking refuge and comfort.
And this, in itself, was something most unusual. For
today few men came worshipfully. They came noncha-
lantly or with a calm assurance that said there was noth-
ing here they needed, that they were only paying hom-
age by an empty gesture to a thing that had become a
cultural habit and very little more.
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Watching the man, Knight felt something stir deep
inside himself, a surge of feeling that he had forgotten
could happen to a man—a sense of reaching out, a
sense of benediction, of purpose and of duty and of
pastoral compassion.

Of pastoral compassion, he thought. And where in a
world like this was there any need of that? He had first
sensed it long ago, when still in seminary, but he had
not felt it since—for there had been no place for it
and no need of it.

Silently, he rose from his chair and paced carefully
and slowly to the door that led into the church.

The man had almost reached the front of the empty
church and now he sidled from the aisle and sat
down gingerly in a pew. His hat still was clutched
against his breast and he sat forward, on the edge of
the seat, his body stiff and straight. He stared straight
ahead and the light of the candles flickering on the
altar sent tiny shadows fleeing on his face.

For long minutes he sat there, unstirring. He scarcely
seemed to breathe. And Knight, even from where he
stood in the doorway of the study, imagined that he
could feel the tension and the ache in that straight-held
body.

And after those long moments of tensed sitting, the
man rose to his feet and started back down the aisle
again, hat still clutched tightly to his breast, marching
out of the church exactly as he had entered it. There
had not been, Knight was sure, at any time, a single
flicker of expression in that frozen face, and the body
was still as ramrod-straight, as uncompromising, as it
had been before.

A man who had come inside seeking something and
had not found it and now was leaving, knowing now,
perhaps, that he would never find it.

Knight stepped out of the study and moved quietly
toward the entrance. But the man, he saw, would reach
the door, and be out, before he could intercept him.

He spoke softly: “My friend.”
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The man jerked around, fear etched upon his face.

“My friend,” said Knight, “is there something I can
do for you?”

The man mumbled, but he did not move. Knight
moved closer to him.

“You need help,” said Knight. “I am here to help

ou.

“I don’t know,” said the man. “I just saw the open
door and came in.”

“That door is never closed.”

“I thought,” said the man. “T hoped ...”

His words ran out and he stood dumb and stupid.

“All of us must hope,” said Knight. “All of us have
faith.”

“I guess that’s it,” said the man. “I haven't faith. How
does a man get faith? What is there for a man to have
some faith in?”

“An everlasting life,” Knight told him. “We must have
faith in that. And in much else, besides.”

The man laughed—a low, vicious, brutal laugh. “But
we have that already. We have everlasting life. And
we do not need the faith.”

“Not everlasting life,” said Knight. “Just continued
life. Beyond that continued life there is another life,
a different kind of life, a better life.”

The man raised his head and his eyes grew hard,
like two small points of fire.

“You believe that, Shepherd? You are the shepherd,
aren'’t you?”

“Yes, I am the shepherd. And yes, I do believe it.”

“Then what sense does all this make—this continu-
ation? Wouldn't it be better . . .”

Knight shook his head. “I don’t know,” he said. “I
can’t pretend to know. But I can’t bring myself to ques-
tion God’s purpose in allowing it.”

“But if He allows it, why?”

“Perhaps a longer life to prepare ourselves the better
when our times does come to die.”

“They talk,” said the man, “of life forever, of immor-
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tality, of no need of dying. Then what’s the use of God?
We won't need the other life, for we'll already have it.”
“Yes,” said Knight, “perhaps we will. But then we'll
cheat ourselves. And the immortality that they talk
about may not be something that we want. We may
row tired of it.”
“And you, Shepherd? What of you?”
“What of me? I don’t understand.”
“Which of these other lives for you? Are you freezer-
bound?”
“Why, I...”.
“I see,” the other said. “Good day, Shepherd, and many
thanks for trying.”

10

Frost wearily climbed the stairs and let himself into his
room. He closed the door hehind him and hung up his
hat. He slumped into an old and battered easy chair
and stared about the room.

And for the first time in his life, the poverty and
the squalor of it struck him across the face.

The bed stood in one comer and in another corner
a tiny stove and a keeper for his stock of food. A mangy
carpet, with holes worn here and there, made an igno-
ble effort to cover the bareness of the floor. A small
table stood before the one lone window and here he
ate or wrote. There were several other chairs and a
narrow chest of drawers and the open door of a tiny
closet, where he stored his clothes. And that was all
there was.

This is the way we live, he thought. Not myself
alone, but many billion others. Not because we want to,
not because we like it. But because it is a wretched way
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of life we've imposed upon ourselves, a meanness and
a poverty, a down payment on a second life—the fee,
perhaps, for immortality.

He sat, sunk in bitterness, half drowsy with his bitter-
ness and hurt.

A quarter million dollars, he thought, and he’d had
to turn it down. Not, he admitted to himself, that he
was above the taking of it, not because of any noble-
ness, but because of fear. Fear that the entire setup
had been no more than a trap devised by Marcus Ap-
pleton.

Joe Gibbons, he told himself, was a friend and a faith-
ful worker, but Joe’s friendship could be bought if the
sum were great enough. All of us, he thought, with the
sour taste of truth lying in his mouth, can be bought.
There was no man in the world who was not up for
sale.

And it was, he told himself, because of the price that
each must pay for that second life, the grubbing and
the saving and the misery that was banked as a
stake to start the second life.

It all had started less than two centuries hefore—
in 1964, by a man named Ettinger. Why, asked Ettinger,
did man nced to die? Die now of cancer, when a cure
for cancer might be only ten years off? Die now of
old age when old age was no more than an ailment
that in another hundred years might be susceptible to
cure?

It was ridiculous, said Ettinger. It was a pity and a
waste and fraud. There was no need of death. There was
a way to beat it.

Men had talked of it before, had speculated on it,
but it had been Ettinger who had said: Let us do
something—nowl

Let’s develop a technique by which those who die
can be frozen and stored away against that day when the
maladies of which they died can be treated medically.
Then, when this is possible, revive the dead, wipe
away the ravages of old age, banish the malignancy of
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cancer, repair the weakened heart, and give them all a
second chance at life.

The idea had been slow to gain acceptance, had been
ignored by all except a few, had gathered guffaws on
television shows, had been treated gingerly by writers
who did not want to identify themselves with the fringe
of fanaticism.

Slow to gain acceptance, but it grew. It grew stubborn-
ly as the dedicated few labored day and night to do the
necessary basic research, to devise the technology that
was necessary, to erect the installations, and to perfect
the organization that would hold it all together.

The years went on and the idea crept into the con-
sciousness of men—that death might be defeated, that
death was not an end, that not only a spiritual but a
physical second life was possible. That it was there for
those who wanted it, that it was no longer just a long-
range gamble, but a business proposition with a good
chance of success.

Still no one would say publicly that they were about
to take advantage of it, for in the public image it was
still a crackpot scheme. But as the years went on
more and more made surreptitious contracts and when
they died were frozen and were stacked away against
the day of their revival.

And each of those who was stacked away left in trust
with the organization built so painfully from nothing,
the pittance or the fortune they had scraped together in
their lifetime, to be invested until that time when they
would be revived.

There had been a congressional inquiry in Washington,
which had come to nothing, and a question had been
raised on the floor of Commons, which likewise came to
nothing. The movement still was regarded crackpot, but
it had the virtue of being non-obnoxious. It did not
push itself, it did not foist itself upon the public
consciousness, it did no preaching. And while more and
more it became a matter of private conversation and of
public interest, it was paid no official heed, possibly be-
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cause officialdom did not know just what attitude to
take. Or perhaps because, like the ancient UFO squab-
ble, it was too controversial to touch.

Just when it happened, or how it happened, or what
brought about the realization, no one now could tell—
but there came the day when it became apparent that
the little movement of 1964, now called Forever Center,
had become the biggest thing the world had ever known.

Big in many ways. Big in the hold it had on the
public imagination, which, in many instances, now con-
stituted a firm belief in not only the purpose of the
program but in its capacity to carry out the pro-
gram. Big in the participation in the program, with
millions of frozen bodies stored away to await revival.
And, perhaps most important of all, big in its assets
and investments.

For all those millions who now lay frozen had left
their funds in trust with Forever Center. And one day
the world woke to find that Forever Center was the
largest stockholder of the world and that in many in-
stances it had gained control of vast industrial complexes.

Now, too late, the governments (all the governments)
realized they were powerless to do anything about
Forever Center, if, in fact, they had wanted to do any-
thing about it. For to investigate it, to license, to restrict
it in any way would have been flying not only into
the face of an entrenched financial position. but also
into the face of an awakened public interest.

So there was nothing done and Forever Center be-
came more powerful and more invulnerable. And today,
thought Frost, it was the government of the world
and the financial institution of the world and the world’s
one hope.

But a hope that was dearly paid for—a hope that had
made tightfisted moneygrubbers of the people of the
world.

He'd gone without a pint of milk—a pint of milk he’d
wanted, a pint of milk that his body had cried out
for—when he ate his lunch. And that lunch had been
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two thin sandwiches from a paper bag. And all of this
because each week he must put away a good part of
his salary in Forever stock, so that during those long
years when he lay dead and frozen the funds would
multiply by interest and by dividend. He lived in this
wretched room and he ate cheap food, he had never
married.

But his fund against revival and the second life grew
week by week and his whole life centered on the credit
book that showed his ownership of stock.

And this afternoon, he recalled, he had stood ready
to sell Forever Center and his position with Forever
Center for a quarter million dollars—more money than
he could hope to accumulate in his entire initial life-
time. He had been ready, even willing, to take the money,
then, if necessary, to deliberately seek death.

The only thing that had stopped him was the fear
that it was a trap.

And had it been a trap? he wondered.

If it had been a trap, why had the trap been set?
For what reason had Marcus Appleton become his ene-
my?

}'II'he missing paper?® And if that were the case, what
made the paper so important—so important that he
must be discredited before he tried to use it.

For if the paper were important and somehow in-
criminating, they’d expect that in his own good time
he’d put it to his use. For that is what they would have
done themselves. That was what anyone would do—
anything at all to squeeze out that extra dollar, to gain
a preferred position that would mean an extra dollar.

He'd chucked the paper in the desk and now, today,
when he’d hunted for it, it had not been there. And if
they’d gotten the paper back, then why ...

But wait a minute. Had he chucked the paper in the
desk? Or had he stuffed it in his pocket?

He crouched deeper in the chair and tried hard to
remember. But he could not remember with any clarity.
He might have put it in his pocket instead of in the
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desk. Or he might have tossed it in the wastebasket. He
could not be sure.

If he'd put it in his pocket, it might still be here. It
still might be in the pocket of his other suit, although
that seemed most unlikely, for he’d sponged and pressed
the suit just a week or so ago, and hung it carefully
away. When he’d done that, he would have cleaned out
the pockets and put the stuff he found in them in one
of the dresser drawers for a later sorting out.

If that were the case, he still might have the paper.
It might be in a dresser drawer.

And if he had that paper it still might be possible to
use it. It could, conceivably, be a club against Appleton
and Lane.

He heaved himself out of the chair and crossed to
the chest of drawers. He jerked out the top drawer and
there lay a cluttered fistful of paper that he had taken
from the suit.

He picked up the papers and started shuffling through
them, breath rasping in his throat in his eagerness.

A sharp rap sounded on the door and he swung
about defensively and fear hit him in the stomach. For
no one ever came rapping at his door. No one ever came
to visit.

He jammed the sheaf of papers into the inside pocket
of his jacket and closed the drawer.

The rapping came again, louder and insistent.

1

Good day, Shepherd, the man had said. Good day, Shep-
berd, and many thanks for trying.

This frightened, unsure man who had come seeking
comfort and assurance and who had left with neither
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comfort nor assurance. This man had turned to him,
thought Nicholas Knight, the first time a man had turned
to him for help in many, many years. And he had failed
the man, for there’d been no help to give.

It would have been so easy to give the help, Knight
told himself. So easy to give the comfort and assurance.
For another shepherd, perhaps, but not for Nicholas
Knight. For Nicholas Knight, himself, lacked the com-
fort and assurance.

He sat hunched over his desk, with the study lamp
bent low to make a tiny pool of light upon the polished
desk top. He had sat hunched there for what had seemed
to be hours. And in that endless time the one raw
thought ran like a red-hot saw across his brain: He had
failed the one man who had ever come to him for
help.

I-II’e had failed him because there was in himself the
same blank emptiness there was in all the world. He
professed a faith and he had no faith. He paid lip service
to spiritual immortality, but he had never found it in
himself to foreswear the physical immortality that was
held out as a promise by Forever Center.

The church stood—not this one structure, but all the
similar structures in the world, all the vast ecclesias-
tical organization—for something that was above and
beyond the mere physical gropings of blind men. It and
the forerunners of it had so stood, no matter how mis-
taken, since time immemorial. From crude beginnings,
from the witch doctor in the jungle, from the human
sacrifices in the sacred groves, the church had always
stood for something that the grasp of man could never
reach. It had stood for the mystery of mind, for the ec-
stasy of spirit, for the hard, clear intellectual light.

But it stood so no longer, Nicholas Knight said to him-
self. The church never had been more than the men who
made it. Today there were no dedicated men, no stead-
fast potential martyrs, strong in faith and willing to die,
if need be, for the upholding of their faith. Today the
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church was compromise and expediency, manned by
men of little faith.

If a man could only pray, he thought. But there was
no point in praying when the prayer was never more
than a mouthful of ritualistic words. Man prayed with
his heart, he thought, never with his tongue.

He stirred uneasily and dropped his hand into the
pocket of his cassock. His fingers closed upon the
rosary and he pulled it out and laid it on the table.

The wooden beads were worn and polished from
much handling and the metal crucifix was dull and
tarnished.

Men still prayed by such as this, he knew, but not as
many as had at one time. For the old established church
at Rome, perhaps the one and only church that still re-
tained some remnant of its old significance, had fallen
on bad days. Most men today, if they paid any service
to formalized religion, paid it to the new church that had
risen—the formalized and impersonal reminder (and
remainder) of what once had been religion.

Here was faith, he thought, fingering the rosary. Here
was blind and not-quite-understanding faith, but a better
thing than no faith at all.

The rosary had come down to him, down through the
family, generation after generation, and there was, he
recalled, an old story that went with it—how an old
grandmother, many times removed, in some forgotten
village in Central Europe, had been bound for church
when a sudden rain came up, and how she had sought
shelter in a nearby cottage, and after gaining shelter
had, on impulse, thrust the rosary out the door, com-
manding the rain to stop. And the rain had stopped
and the sun came out. And how all the days she lived
she had held perfect faith that the rosary stopped the
rain. And how others, long after she had died, had told
of the incident, also in perfect faith.

This, of course, Knight told himself, was no more than
the mere trappings of faith, but it, at least, was some-
thing.
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If he had held only a portion of the faith of that old
grandmother, he could have helped the man. The
one man, in all the thousands he had known, who had
ever felt the need of faith.

Why should this one man, one in many thousands,
so stand in need of faith? What mental mechanism, what
driving spiritual sense had impelled him on his hunt
for faith?

He conjured up the face of the man again—the hor-
ror haunted eyes, the unruly shock of hair, the sharp,
high cheekbones.

It was a face he knew. The face, perhaps, of empty
man—a lumping together of all the faces he had ever
seen.

But it was not that entirely. It was not the universal
face. It was an individual face, a face that he had seen,
and not too long ago.

Suddenly it came clear—the memory sharp and hard
—this same face staring out at him from the front page
of the morning paper.

And this, he thought, in sudden terror at his own in-
adequacy, was the man that he had failed—a man who
had nothing left but faith, absolutely nothing in the world
but the hope of faith.

The man who had come into the church and had left
again, as empty when he left as when he entered, per-
haps emptier, for then even hope was gone, had been
Franklin Chapman.

12

Frost jerked the door open in a sudden, violent motion,
his body tensed and ready for whoever might be
standing there and knocking.
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A woman stood there, cool and poised, the faint light
of the hall bulb ghntmg in the blackness of her hair.

“Are you Mr. Frost?” she asked.

Frost gulped in astonishment, perhaps even in relief.

“Yes, I am,” he said. “Will you please step in?”

She stepped through the doorway.

“I do hope,” she said, “that I'm not 1nt1ud1ng My
name is Ann Harrison and I'm an attorney.”

“Ann Harrison,” he said, “I am pleased to meet you.

Aren’t you the one .
“Yes, I am,” she sa1d “I defended Franklin Chapman.”

“I saw the pictures in the paper. I should have recog-
nized you at once.”

“Mr. Frost,” she said, “I'll be honest with you. I
sneaked up on you. I could have phoned, but you might
have refused to see me, so I took the chance of coming
here. I hoped you wouldn’t throw me out.”

“I wouldn’t throw you out,” said Frost. “There is no
reason that I should. Won't you take a chair?”

She sat down in the chair he had been sitting in.
She was beautiful, he thought, but there was a strength
behind the beauty, and there was a hardness in her, in a
polished sort of way.

“I need your help,” she said.

He went to another chair, sat down, took his time to
answer.

“I don’t quite follow you,” he said.
“I got a tip-off you were a decent sort of man, that
one could talk to you. You were the man to see, they

told me.”

“They?”

She shook her head. “It doesnt matter. Just talk
around the town. Will you listen to me?”

“Yes,” he said, “I'll listen. As for being any help . . .

“We'll see,” she said. “It’s about Franklin Chapman . . .”

“You did all you could for him,” said Frost. “He didn’t
have too much going for him.”

“That’s the point,” she said. “Someone else might have
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done better, I dont know. The point is that it wasn't
justice.”

“It was law,” said Frost.

“Yes, it was that. And I live by the law. Or I should
live by it. But the legal profession is in a good position
to distinguish between law and justice and the two are
not the same. There can be no justice in denying a
man a second chance at life. Certainly, due to circum-
stances beyond his control, Chapman arrived too late
at a scene of death and, as a result, a woman lost
her second chance at life. But to decree that Chapman
also should be denied that second life is wrong. It’s the
old jungle law, again. An eye for an eye, a tooth for
a tooth. As an intelligent race, we should be beyond
all that. Is there no such a thing as mercy? Is there no
compassion? Do we have to go back to tribal law?”

“We're in an interregnum,” said Frost. “We'e shifting
from our old way of life to a new condition of life.
The old rules dont apply and it’s too soon to apply any
new ones. We had to set up rules which would carry
us over the transition period. And those rules had to
assure one thing beyond all question, that the new gen-
erations take care of the old to the extent that nothing
interfered with the revival plan. There had to be some
sort of assurance that everyone who died would be
guarantced his chance at revival. If we fail one person,
then we've violated a trust and the pledge we've made
to everyone. The only way to provide that kind of assur-
ance was to formulate a code of law which provided
a penalty harsh enough to make certain the pledge
being carried out.”

“It might have been better,” said Ann Harrison, “if
Chapman had applied for trial by drug. I suggested it, I
even urged it. But he refused. There are certain kinds of
people who rebel against laying themselves, their whole
life, all their motives and their drives, open to legal
scrutiny. In certain types of crime—treason, for exam-
ple—trial by drug is mandatory, but in this case it was
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not. I have a feeling it would have been better if it
had been.”

“I still fail to see the point of this,” said Frost. “I don’t
see how I can help you.”

“If T could convince you,” she said, “that some sort of
mercy were permissible, then you'd be in a position to
take it up with Forever Center. If Forever Center in-
dicated to the court...”

“Now, just a moment,” said Frost. “I'm in no position
to do a thing like that. I head promotion and publicity
and have no concern with policy.”

“Mr. Frost,” she said, “I have been quite frank about
why I came to you. I understood you were the one
man at Center who would give me time, who would
listen to me. So I came to you and I don’t mind being
honest with you. I have a selfish purpose. I am fighting
for my client. I'll do anything that’s possible to help him.”

“Does he know you’re here?”

She shook her head. “He wouldn't like it if he knew.
He’s a strange man, Mr. Frost. He has a deep and
stubborn pride. He would never beg. But I'll beg if I
have to.”

“Would you do this for every client?” asked Frost. “I
don’t think you would. What’s so special about-this one?”

“It's not the way you may be thinking,” she said,
“Although I won’t resent your thinking it. But the man
has something that you so seldom find. An inner dignity,
the strength to meet adversity without asking quarter.
He fairly breaks your heart. And he was trapped—trapped
by a set of laws that we legislated a hundred years or
more ago in an excessive burst of enthusiasm and de-
termination that nothing must upset the great millen-
nium. In principle, good laws, perhaps, but theyre out-
moded now. They worked as a deterrent; they have
served their purpose. I've checked and since this par-
ticular law was passed less than twenty people have
been given death. So it must have served its purpose.
It has helped to mold the kind of society that we wanted
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—or that we thought we wanted. There is no reason
now for the penalty to be enforced to its full extent.

“And there’s another reason I feel so strongly. I went
with him when they removed the transmitter from his
chest. Have you ever...”

“But that,” protested Frost, “was far beyond the call of
your obligation. There was no reason that you should.”

“Mr. Frost,” she said, “when I accept a case I com-
mit myself. I stand by my client all the way. I never
quite quit caring.”

“Like now,” he said.

“Like now. I stood there with him and watched the
sentence carried out. Physically, of course, it’s nothing.
Just beneath the skin. Just above the heart. It records
the heartbeat and sends out a signal and that signal is
recorded on a monitor and when the signal stops a
rescue squad is sent. And they took it out and tossed it
on a little metal tray that held the instruments and
there it was, a little metallic thing, but it wasnt just
a piece of metal; it was a man’s lite laying there. Now
there’s no indication of his heartbeat on the monitor
and when he dies therell be no rescue squad. They
talk about another thousand years of life, another mil-
lion years of life, they talk about forever. But there’s no
million years, no forever for my client. He has only forty
years, maybe less than that.”

“And what would you do?” asked Frost. “Simply im-
plant the transmitter once again . ..”

“No, of course not. The man committed a crime and
must pay for it. This is simple justice, but it need
not be vicious justice. Why can'’t the sentence be com-
muted to ostracism. That is bad enough, but it's not
execution, it’s not death.”

“Almost as bad as death,” said Frost. “Branded on both
cheeks and read out of the human race. No one can com-
municate with you, no one can traffic with you—even for
the necessities of life. You are shom of all possessions,
Icft only with the clothes you stand in.”

“But not death,” said Ann Harrison. “You still have
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the transmitter in your chest. The rescue squad will
come.

“And you expect that I can do this, that I can swing
a commutation?”

She shook her head. “Not just like that,” she said. “Not
overnight, not tomorrow or the next day. But I need
a friend at Center, Chapman needs a friend at Center,
You’d know who to talk with and when to talk with them,
you'd know what was going on, you'd know when some-
thing could be done—that is, if I can convince you, if
I can make you see it as I see it. And don’t mistake me.
You won't be paid for it. There are no funds to pay
you. If you do it, youll have to do it because you think
it’s right.”

“I suspected that,” said Frost. “I would imagine you've
not been paid, yourself.”

“Not a cent,” she said. “He wanted to, of course. But
he has a family and he’s not been able to put away too
much. He showed me his holdings and they are pitiful.
I couldn’t send his wife into the second like a pauper.
For himself, of course, there’s now no need of savings.
He’s still got his job, but in the face of public opinion,
he won't hold it long. And where does he go to get
anothcr job?”

“I don’t know,” said Frost. “I could talk with ...”

And then he stopped. For who could he talk with? Not
Marcus Appleton. Not after what had happened. Not
Peter Lane, if Appleton and Lane were, indeed, involved
in the matter of the missing paper, a paper which, in-
cidentally, might be no longer missing. B.J.? It didn’t
seem too likely that B.]J. would listen—or any of the rest
of them.

“Miss Harrison,” he told her, “you probably came to
the one man in Forever Center the least likely to be of
help to you.”

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to put you on
the spot. If you can be of any help, even if youre no
more than willing to try to help, I will appreciate it.
For even an expression of a willingness to help will

56



do something to restore my confidence, will let me know
that someone still remains who has a sense of fairness.”

“If I can be of any help,” said Frost, “I'm inclined
to do it. But I won't stick out my neck, you understand.
Right at the moment, I can afford no trouble.”

“That,” said Anne, “is good enough for me.”

“I'm promising nothing.”

“I can’t expect you to. You'll do what you can.”

It was wrong, thought Frost. He had no right to offer
help. He had no business mixing into this at all. And es-
pecially he had no right to offer help when he knew
there was nothing he could do.

But the dingy room somehow seemed the warmer now,
and brighter. It was a sense of life and living such as
he had not known before. And he knew it was this
woman sitting in the room who gave it warmth and light,
but a dying warmth and light, like the warmth and
light given off by a dying fire. In time, when she had
lcft, once the memory had wormn thin, the room again
would become cold and. dingy, as it had been before.

“Miss Harrison,” he asked suddenly, “could I take you
out to dinner?”

She smiled and shook her head.

“I'm sorry,” Frost said. “I had hoped, perhaps . . .

“Not out,” she said. “I can’t have you spending that
much money on me. But if you have food here, I can
(‘()Ok-"

»

13

Nestor Belton closed the book and shoved it across the
desk, away from him. He lowered his head and put up
his fists to knuckle at tired eyeballs.

Examinations tomorrow, he thought, and he should get
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some sleep. But there was so much that he needed to
review, if no more than a quick and skimpy check through
the pages of the texts.

For these examinations were important. From those
scoring highest would be chosen those students who
would be allowed to enter the School of Counseling.
Ever since he could remember he had wanted to be a
counselor. And it was more important now than it had
ever been, for there was heard from every quarter ru-
mors that in the matter of just a few more years im-
mortality would become a fact, that the men at For-
ever Center had finally cracked the problem and all
that now remained was a perfection of the necessary
techniques.

Once immortality became possible, revivals would
begin and then the corps of counselors would be put to
work. For years they had been held in reserve against
the need of them and there had been many of them
who had lived out lifetimes of waiting, without a
thing to do, and now, themselves, were stored in vaults,
waiting for revival,

The counselors and the revival technicians, two groups
of men, thousands of them, who had stood by and waited
all these years, always ready for the day when the wait-
ing hordes of dead could be brought back to life again.
Two corps of men who had been trained at the expense
of Forever Center and who had stood by, being paid
for doing nothing because there was nothing yet to do.

But ready, always ready. One with the acre after
acre of empty tiers of housing, built against that day
when there would be need of them. One with the
great storehouses filled with food, turned out by the
converters, stored and waiting against Revival Day.

For, Nestor Belton told himself, Forever Center
thought of everything, had planned only as a devoted
institution manned by devoted and unselfish men could
plan. For almost two hundred years the Center had
been custodian of the dead, guardian of mankind’s hope,
architect of the life to come.
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He rose from his desk and walked to the single
window in his student’s cubicle. Outside a pale moon,
half obscured by floating clouds, made a misty land-
scape of the dormitory yard. And far off, toward the
west and north, rose the massive shaft of Forever
Center.

He was glad, he told himself for the thousandth time,
that he had been so lucky as to have a view of the Cen-
ter from his window. For it was an inspiration and a
promise and a seeming benediction. He had only to look
out the window to know what he was working for, to
glimpse a reminder of the glory that after almost a
million years (although there were some who said more
than a million years) would crown the long, slow crawl
of man from the mindless primal ooze.

Eternal life, Nestor Belton told himself; no need ever
to die, but to keep on and on and in a body that would
be always youthful. To have the time to develop one’s
intellect and knowledge to the full capacity of the hu-
man brain. To gather wisdom, but not age. To have the
lime to carry out all the work that the mind could
dream. To compose great music, write great books,
to paint finally the kind of canvases that artists had
always tried to paint, but usually had failed, to go
out to the stars, to explore the galaxy, to dig to the root
of meaning in the atom and the cosmos, to watch lofty
inountains wear away and others rise, to see rivers dwin-
dle down to nothing and other rivers form, and when,
ten billion years from now, flaming death reached out
for this solar system, to have been gone to other sys-
tems far in the depth of space.

Nester Belton hugged himself, thin arms wrapped
around thin chest.

This was the time to be alive, he thought.

And he thought in horror of those days when men
had died and stayed dead, when there had been no
thought of other life beyond the frail and tottering prom-
isc of a medieval faith that tried to make of faith the
very stuff of knowing,
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All those other poor dead people, who had died with-
out assurance that death was only temporary—who had
feared death as an end and nothingness, who had feared
it in spite of their oft protested faith, who had shrank
from it and thrust it back into an obscure place within
their minds each time they thought of it, because they
did not want to think of it, could not bear to think of
it.

A thin wind fretted at the eaves above him and it
was a lonely sound. The shadows of the yard were di-
luted shadows that seemed to have no substance. The
far-off whiteness of Forever Center was a misty light
against the night-black sky. As if, he thought, dawn
might not be too far distant. And that was how it must
have seemed at times, he told himself, to the men of
Forever Center working toward the dawn. But encoun-
tering setbacks and disappointments when it seemed
that the final accomplishments were within their grasp.
Now, however, from what one heard, from the filtered
rumor spoken everywhere, dawn (no false dawn this
time) was at Jast in sight and man in a few more
years would have been brought to that final perfection
of purpose and expression that had been inherent in that
first fecble thread of life born in the primal seas.

And he, Nestor Belton, hopefully would have a hand
in it. He and the other counselors, when the people
were revived, would perform the necessary function of
rehabilitation, so that the revived could fit into the pres-
ent culture.

But to do a job like that, a man must know so much,
must be so thoroughly trained as an accomplished his-
torian, with an especial knowledge of the last two cen-
turies.

Six long years of study—if he ranked high enough in
the exams that he faced tomorrow.

He took one last look at the misty whiteness of For-
ever Center and went back to his books.
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The dinner tapers flickered, almost burned out, and
the scent of roses filled the dingy room-—although, in
the candlelight, the room was not so dingy. And both
of them, the tapers and the roses, had spelled ex-
travagance, but Frost found that he could not regret the
money they had cost. It was the first time in years that
e had not eaten alone and he could not remember
any evening as pleasant as this one had turmed out to
he.

Ann Harrison had not again referred to the Chapman
matter, but there had been much to talk about—the
luropean art exhibit at the Metropolitan Museum of
Art (they both, it turned out, had been to see it, on one
of the free days); the new historical novel that everyone
was talking about, a romance of the early days of space
flight; the unreasonable attitude of the traffic cops; the
wisdom of investing in other commodities than Forever
stock—and themselves.

Ann had been born and reared in Manhattan, she told
him, had completed her law course at Columbia, had
spent one vacation in France and another in Japan, but
now no longer took vacations, for it was a waste of time
and money, and aside from this, her law practice now
took all her time—too much work for one person, not
cuough for two.

And he, in turm, had told her about the vacations he
spent as a boy, on his grandfather’s farm in Wisconsin,
no longer a farm, of course, for there were no farms,
but a sort of family summer place.

“Although,” he said, “it isn't even a summer place now.
The family doesn’t own it. At the time of my grand-
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parents’ death it was sold to one of the big land com-
panies and the proceeds turned into Forever stock. I
went out to Chicago several years ago on business and
took a day off and drove up to the place. It's way out
west, on the bluffs above a little town named Bridge-
port. The buildings still were standing, but there was
no one there, of course, and the place is beginning to
look shabby and rundown.”

“It seems a shame,” said Anne, “that there aren’t any
farms. All that land going back to wilderness. You'd
think that the government would encourage farming.
It would supply a lot of people with employment.”

He shook his head. “I regret it, too. There was some-
thing solid about a farm. And a nation without farms
seems a sort of shaky setup. But there really was no
reason to keep them going and there is all sort of
reason to tool up the converter plants to full capacity.
We'll need those plants and in operating order, when
revivals start. So far as employment is concerned . . .”

“Yes, 1 know,” she said. “All the facilities to be built.
Block after block of apartments and each one standing
empty. Not only here, but in all the world. When I was
in Japan they were building acres of them.”

“We'll need them all,” he told her. “Almost a hundred
billion frozen and a present population not much less
than half of that.” ,

“Where are we going to put them all?” she asked.!
“I know that...” ;

“Bigger buildings, if necessary. Forever Center is a
bit better than a mile in height. It was built as a model,
really, to see if a building that large could be built and
stand. And it seems to be all right. There was a little
settling to start with, but nothing too alarming. You
can’t build that high everywhere, of course. It depends
on the basement rock. But the engineers now are
saying that if you go deep enough . ..”

“You mean living underground?”

“Well, yes, both under and above. Go deep enough
to find good underpinning, then build up from there, as
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high as you can build. That way, you can take care of,
say, several million people in a single building. What
would be the equivalent of a small city in a single
structure.”

“But there is a limit.”

“Oh, certainly,” he agreed. “There will come a time,
some centuries from now, even with the best that we
can do, when there’ll no longer be any room.”

“And then we migrate into time?”

“Well, yes,” he said, “we hope so.”

“You haven’t got it yet?”

“Not yet,” he said, “but close.”

“And immortality?”

“Ten years,” he said. “Twenty maybe. Unless we hit
a snag.

“Dgn,” she said, “was it smart, the way we did it—
to keep all those people frozen until we could hand
them immortality? We know what to do with cancer,
how to repair the weakened heart, how to handle old
age. We could have started revivals almost a hundred
years ago, but we just keep on, stacking up the bodies.
We said what difference does it make if they sleep a
little longer. They will never know. So let us make it
worth their while, let’s give them a surprise, those old
ones, when they wake up. Let’s give them life eternal.”

He laughed. “I don’t know. You can’t get me to ar-
gue that one. Too many words already have been wasted
on it. Personally, I don’t see what difference it could
make.”

“But with all those billions, think of all the time that
it will take. Each one of them must be processed . . .”

“I know, but there are corps of technicians, thousands
of them, ready to start work the moment that the word
is given. And there are other corps of counselors stand-
ing by.’

“But it will take time.”

“Yes,” he said. “It will take a lot of time. It would
have been simpler, the way it first was planned. But
then along came this social security business. I know
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it was the only fair way, for you couldnt put a price
on extended life. But it makes the chore of revival so
much harder and I hate to think of the economic chaos.”

“Itll be worked out,” she said. “It has to be. As you
say, it is only fair. You can’t have immortality only
for those who can afford to pay for it.”

“But think of India,” he said. “Think of Africa and
China. People who even now can’t earn a decent living,
kept from starving by world relief programs. Not a dime
to lay away. Not a cent invested. They’ll be revived into
a world that, for them, will be no better than this life
they know right now. They still will face starvation;
they still will stand in line for food handouts. All the
social security program gives them is their shot at im-
mortality. It gives them nothing more.”

“It’s better than death,” she said. “It’s better than an
end to everything.”

“I suppose it is,” he said.

She glanced at her watch. “I'm sorry,” she said, “but
it is time to go. It’'s way past time, in fact. I don’t know
when I've enjoyed an evening quite so much.”

“I wish you'd stay a little longer.” ‘

She shook her head and rose from the table. “I
never intended to stay at all. But I am glad I did.
I'm glad it worked out the way it did.”

“Some other time, perhaps,” he suggested. “I could
phone you.”

“That would be nice of you.”

“I'll see you home.”

“I have my car downstairs.”

“Ann, there’s one thing more.”

Half turned toward the door, she hesitated.

“T've been thinking,” he said. “YouTre an attorney. I
may have need of one. Would you represent me?”

. She turned to face him, half puzzled, half laughing,
“What earthly need would you have of an attorney?

‘I don’t know,” he said. “I may not really need one.
But I think I have a certain paper. I have a bunch of
papers. I'm almost certain it’s among them. But I have a
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feeling it might be better if I didnt look, if I didn't
know ...

“Dan,” she asked, “what in the world are you trying
to say?”

“I'm not quite sure. You see, I have this paper, or
I think I have it.”

“Well, what's so great about it? What kind of paper is
it?”

“I don’t know what kind of paper. Just a note, a
memo. But I shouldn’t have it. It doesn’t belong to
me.

“Get rid of it,” she told him. “Bum it. There’s no
need...”

“No!” he protested. “No, I cant do that. It might be
important.” _

“Certainly you must know what is written on it. You
must know ...”

He shook his head. “I looked at it when it first fell
into my hands, but I didn’t understand it then. And
now I've forgotten what was written on it. At first
it didn’t seem important . . .”

“But now it does,” she said.

He nodded. “Maybe. I don’t know.”

“And you don’t want to know.”

“I guess that’s it,” he said.

She crinkled up her face at him, half humorously,
half seriously. “I can’t see how I fit into this.”

“I thought that if I took all the papers, the bundle
that I spoke of, and put them in an envelope and gave

the envelope to you . ..” N
“As your attorney?”
He nodded miserably.

She hesitated. “Would I know more about that partic-
ular piece of paper? Would you tell me more?”

“I don’t think I should,” he said. “I wouldn’t want to
implicate you. I have the papers in my pocket. I was
looking for this certain paper—to be sure I had it. I
lound a bunch of papers I'd taken out of my other
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suit when you arrived. So I stuffed the papers in my
pocket . ..”

“You were afraid someone was coming to take the
paper from you.”

“Yes. Something like that. I don’t know what I thought.
But now I realize that perhaps it would be better if
I dit’i,n’t know what was in the paper or even where it
was.

“I'm  not too sure,” she said, “of either the ethics or
legality.”

“lI understand,” he said. “It was a bad idea. Let’s
forget about it.”

“Dan,” she said.

“Yes.”

“I asked you a favor.”

“And I couldn’t do it.”

“You will when you can.”

“Don’t count on me. The chances are . ..”

“You're in trouble, Dan.”

“Not yet. I suppose I could be. You used poor judg-
ment. You came to the one man the least likely to
be of help to you.” _

“I don't think so,” she said. “I'll gamble on you.
Now, let’s get that envelope . ..”

15

Amos Hicklin picked up another short length of wood
and placed it on the fire. The fire was a woodsman’s
fire, small and neat.

Supper was finished and the frying pan and coffeepot
had been washed at the edge of the moon-burnished
river, with a handful of sand serving for the soap. And
now was the time, with the darkness settling in, for 2 man
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to prop himself against a tree trunk and smoke a pipe
as it should be smoked, slowly and leisurely, giving
space for thought.

From a wooded hollow a lone whippoorwill took up
its evening song, a plaintive questioning call that had
something otherworldly in it. Out in the river a fish
splashed loudly as it leaped out of the water to snare
an insect that had skimmed the water’s surface.

Hicklin reached out to his tidy woodpile and picked
up two more sticks and placed them carefully on the
fire. Then he settled back against his tree trunk and
took from his shirt pocket his pipe and tobacco pouch.

This was good, he thought—June and pleasant weath-
er, moon shining on the river, an old whippoorwill chunk-
ing up the hollow, and the mosquitoes not too bad.

And tomorrow, maybe . ..

It was a crazy place, he thought, for a man to hide
a treasure, on an island in a river. A risky place to hide
anything of value, for any fool should know what could
happen to an island.

Yet it made a zany sort of sense. The man had been
on the Jam and was very nearly trapped and he had to
hide the stuff any way, or any place, he could. And it
had the added advantage of being one of the last places
in the world where anyone ever would suspect a treas-
ure had been hidden. For the islands here were little
more than sandbars which in the course of time had been
overgrown by shallow-rooted willows. They might exist
for years or they might vanish in a night, for this was a
treacherous river, with shifting currents and changing
undertows.

It well might be a wild goose chase, Hicklin knew,
but the stakes were large and he was losing nothing but
a year or so of time. A year of time against, roughly
estimated, a cool one million dollars.

Jade, he thought. What a crazy thing to steall

For in the day that it had been stolen there’d have
been little chance of getting rid of it—unique museum
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pieces which would be recognized almost anywhere as
stolen offerings.

Yet, perhaps, Steven Furness had never meant to sell
it. There was such a thing, perhaps, as falling so in
love with beauty that he’d want it for his own. Work-
ing for years in the museum, he may have resented, in
his twisted mind, pieces of such loveliness suffering
exposure to the vulgar public gaze.

He had almost made it. If he had not been recognized
in that backwoods crossroad eating place by some farm
kid who had seen his picture in a paper, on that day
almost two hundred years ago, he would have got away
with it. And in a sense, he had got away with it, for he’'d
not been captured, but had lived out his life, an old,
white-haired, doddering man who had scraped out a pre-
carious existence by performing jobs, all highly question-
able, in the dives of New Orleans.

Hicklin sat in the night, his legs stretched straight
out in front of him, puffing slowly at his pipe, the flicker
of the campfire making light and shadow on his face.

A howling wilderness, he thought. All this land, farmed
for so long, gone back to wilderness. For there was now
no use of land except for living space and the popu-
lation which had at one time made a living off the land
now was congregated where jobs were, in the great
metropolitan centers, squeezed together in little rooms
and flats, living in another wilderness of the human
animal. The entire Eastern seaboard, one vast sea of
humans, living cheek by jowl; Chicago, the vast Mid-
west megalopolis clustered around Lake Michigan as
far north as old Green Bay and swinging deep around
the eastern shore; and the several other centers of mas-
sive populations, great islands of jammed humanity
growing ever bigger.

And here he was, he thought—a man apart from this,
one of the few men who were apart from it. But driven
by the same motives and same greed as all those other
billions. Although there was one difference. He was
a gambler and they were drudging slaves.
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A gamble, he thought. It could be a gamble. But the
letter written on the deathbed and the rude, scrawled
map, despite their romantic character, had a strange,
sure ring of authenticity. And his search of the records
had borne out the facts of the last days of Steven Furn-
ess. There was no doubt at all that he had been the
man who, in 1972, had stolen from the museum that
employed him a collection of jade pieces that were worth
a fortune.

Somewhere, on one of the islands in this particular
stretch of river, that fortune now lay buried, exquisite
carvings packed in paper inside an old steel suitcase.

“. .. Because 1 do not wish they be lost forever, 1
now write the facts and pray that you may be able to
locate them from the description that I give.”

A letter written and intended for that same museum
from which the jade collection had been stolen, but a
letter never mailed—perhaps because he never had a
chance to mail it, because there was no one to take
and mail it for him, not mailed, perhaps, because he had
no stamp for the envelope and death was creeping
close. Not mailed, but packed away with his other poor
possessions in a battered suitcase—a mate, perhaps, to
the one in which the jade was buried.

And the suitcase—where had it lain secreted or for-
gotten ever since the old man died? By what strange
route had it ‘finally found its way into that auction
house, to be offered on a rainy afternoon along with many
other odds and ends? Why had no one ever opened it
to see what it might contain? Or might someone have
opened it and thought it to be no more than it was—
a bunch of junk that had all the appearance of
being entirely worthless?

An idle, rainy afternoon, with nothing else to do but
seek shelter from the rain. And the mad, illogical, small-
boy impulse that had made him start the bidding at a
quarter, just for the hell of it, and then no other bids.
Hicklin remembered, sitting there and smoking, how he
had thought for a moment he should set it down some-
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where and then wander off, affecting absentminded-
ness, leaving it behind, thus getting rid of it. But once
again, illogically, he had carried it back to his room and
that evening, for lack of anything more interesting to do,
had examined its contents and found the letter and
been intrigued by it-not believing it, but intrigued
enough to make an effort to find out who Steven Fumess
might have been.

So here he was, beside this river, with the campfire
burning and the lament of the whippoorwill sounding
from the hollow—the only man in the world who knew
(or knew approximately, at least) where the stolen jade
lay buried. Perhaps, at this late date, one of the very
few who knew about the theft at all.

Even now, he told himself, the jade probably could
not be safely placed upon the market. For there would
be records still and the museum still existed. But five
hundred years from now, a.thousand years from now, it
could be safely sold. For by then the very fact of the
theft would have been forgotten or so deeply buried
in the ancient records that it could not be found.

It would make, he told himself, a satisfactory stake
for the second life—if he could only find it. Diamonds,
he thought, or rubies would be scarcely worth the effort.
But jade was different. It would keep its value, as would
any work of art. The converters could turn out diamonds
by the bushel and they could, in fact, turn out jade as
well, by the ton if need be. But they could not turn
out carven jade or paintings. Art objects still would re-
tain their value, perhaps appreciate in value. For while
the converters could turn out the raw material, any
kind of raw material, they could not duplicate a
piece of craftsmanship or art.

A man, he told himself, had to use some judgment
in selecting what he meant to cache away against Re-
vival Day.

The tobacco had burmed out and the pipe made
gurgling noises as he sucked at it. He took it from his
mouth and tapped out the ash against his boot heel.
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Tomorrow morning there’d be fish on the lines that he
had set and he still had flour and other makings for
a plate of flapjacks. He got up from the ground and
went down to the canoe to get his blanket roll.

A good night’s sleep and a hearty breakfast and he’d
be on his way again—looking for the island with a sand-
bar at its point shaped somewhat like a fishhook and the
two pines just landward of the sandbar. Although, he
knew, the sandbar’s shape might well have changed
or been wiped out entirely. The one hope that he had
were the two pine trees, if they still survived.

He stood at the water’s edge and glanced up at the
sky. The glitter of the stars was unmarred by any cloud
and the moon, almost full, hung just above the eastern
cliffs, He sniffed the breeze and it was clean and fresh,
with a hint of chill in it. Tomorrow, he told himself,
would be another perfect day.

16

Daniel Frost stood on the sidewalk and watched the
lights of Ann Harrison’s car go down the street until
it turned a corner and disappeared from sight.

Then he turned and started up the womn stone
steps that led back into the apartment building. But
halfway up he hesitated and then turned about and
walked down the steps to the street again.

It was too nice a night, he told himself, to go back
into his room. But even as he told it to himself, he
knew that it was not the beauty of the night, for here,
in this ramshackle neighborhood, there was nothing that
held any claim to beauty. It was not, he knew, the at-
tractiveness of the night that had turned him back,
but a strange reluctance to go back into the room. Wait
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a while, perhaps, and its emptiness might wear off
a little, or his memory might become slightly dulled so
tthat he could accept the emptiness the better.

Until this night he had never known how empty and
how drab and colorless and mean that room had been—
not until he had come back from the park where he had
met Joe Gibbons, And then, for a little time, it had come
to a fullness of color, warmth, and beauty with Ann
Harrison within the four small walls. There had been
some candles and a dozen roses—and the price he’d
paid for the roses had seemed to him outrageous—but it
was neither the candles nor the roses, or the both of
them together, that had transformed the place. It had
been Ann who had brought the miracle.

The room had been mean and empty and it had
never been before. It had been simply sensible to live in
a place like that, a door for privacy, a roof for shelter,
a single window to let in the light and one window
was enough. A place for eating and for sleeping, a place
to spend his time when he wasn’t working. There was
no need for larger quarters, no thought of greater com-
fort. For whatever comfort he might need came from the
knowledge that week by week he added to the com-
petence he’d take with him when he died.

Why had the room seemed so mean and small when
he’d come back to it that evening? Was it, perhaps,
because his life likewise suddenly had become mean
and small? That the room was empty because his life
was empty? And how could his life be empty when he
faced the almost certain prospect of immortality?

The street was in shadow, with only a streetlamp
here and there. The rundown structures on each side
of the roadway were gaunt specters from the past, old
somber residential buildings that long ago had outlived
any former pride they may have held.

His footsteps rang like hollow drumbeats on the pave-
ment as he walked slowly down the street. The houses
mostly were dark, with only here and there a lighted
window. There appeared to be no one else abroad.

72



No one else abroad, he thought, because there was no
reason to go anywhere. No cafes, no plays, no concerts—
for all of these took money. And if one were to pre-
pare for that second life, he must hold tight to all
his money.

A drab, deserted street and a drab and empty room
—was this all that the present life could offer to a man?
Could he have been wrong? he wondered. Could he
have been walking in a dream, blinded by the glory
of the life to come? '

All alone, he thought—alone in life and alone upon
the street.

Then a man stepped out of a recessed doorway.

“Mr. Frost?” he asked,

“Yes,” said Frost. “What can I do for you?”

There was something about the man that he didnt
care for, a faint hint of impertinence, a sense of insolence
in the way he spoke.

The man moved a step or two closer, but said nothing.

“If you don’t mind,” said Frost, “I have ...”

Something stung him in the back of the neck, a vic-
ious, painful sting. He lifted a hand to smite at whatever
might have stung him, but his hand was heavy, and half
lifted, it would lift no further. He seemed to be
falling, over on one side, in a slow, deliberate fall, not
from any blow, not from any violence, but as if he'd
tried to lean against something that had not been there.
And the curious thing about it was that he didn’t seem
to care, for he knew that he was falling so slowly he’d
not be hurt when he struck the sidewalk.

The man who had spoken to him still was standing
on the sidewalk, and now there was another man as
well, someone, Frost realized, who had come up behind
him. But they were faceless men, enshrouded in the
il:ladow of the buildings and they were no one that he

ew,
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He was in a dark place and he seemed to be sitting
in a chair and in the darkness of the place a light he
could not see shone on the metallic structure of a strange
machine. .

He was comfortable and drowsy and he felt no de-
sire to move, although it bothered him that he did not
recognize the place. It was somewhere, he was cer-
tain, he had never been before.

He closed his eyes again and sat there, the hardness
of the chair beneath him, across his back and seat, and
the hardness of the floor underneath his feet the one
reality. He listened and there seemed to be a sort of
humming, an almost silent hum, the sort of noise that
an idle piece of equipment might make while it waited
for a task to be assigned to it. ,

There was a burning on each cheek and a burning on
his forehead, a tingling sensation with a little fire in
it and he wondered what had happened and where he
was and how he’d gotten there, but he was so com-
fortable, so very close to sleep, that he didn’t really mind.

He sat quietly and now it seemed that in addition
to the machinelike hum, he could hear the ticking of
time as it went flowing past him. Not the ticking of a
clock, for there was no sound of a clock, but the tick
of time itself. And that was strange, he thought, for
time should have no sound.

Embarrassed by the thought of the tick of time, he
stirred a little in the chair and lifted a hand to feel
the tingle in his cheek.

“Your Honor,” said a voice out of the darkness all
around him, “the defendant is awake.”
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Frost's eyes came open and he struggled to get out of
the chair. But his legs seemed to have no power in
them and his arms were rubbery and all he really
wanted was to stay sitting in the chair.

But the man had said Your Honor and something about
a defendant now awake and that was startling enough
to make him want to find out where he was.

Another voice asked, “Can he stand?”

“It appears he can’t, Your Honor.”

“Well,” His Honor said, “it doesn’t matter much, one
way or the other.”

Frost managed to hitch around so he was sitting side-
wise in the chair and now he saw the light, a little
shielded light, on a level somewhat above his head,
and just above the light, half in shadow, half in light,
hung a ghostly face.

“Daniel Frost,” asked the ghostly face, “can you see
me?”

“Yes, I can,” said Frost.

“Can you hear and understand me?”

“I don’t know,” said Frost. “It seems I just woke up
and I can’t get out of the chair...”

“You talk too much,” said the other voice in the room.

“Leave him be,” said the ghostly face. “Give him a
little time. This must be a shock to him.”

Frost sat limply in the chair and the others waited.

He had been walking on a street, it seemed, when a
man had stepped from a doorway and had spoken to
him. Then something stung his neck and he'd tried to
reach the thing that stung him, but he couldn’t reach
it. And then he had fallen very slowly, although he
could not remember that he’d ever hit the street, and
there had been two men, not one, standing on the side-
walk, watching as he fell.

Your Honor, the other man had said, and that must
mean a court and if it were a court, the machine would
be the Jury, and the place where His Honor sat, with
the little shielded light, would be the judge’s bench.
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But it all was wrong. It was a fantasy. For what reason
would he find himself in court?

“You feeling better now?” His Honor asked.

“Yes, I seem to,” said Frost, “but there is something
wrong. It seems I'm in a courtroom.”

“That,” said the other voice, “is exactly where you are.”

“But there is no reason for me to be in . . .”

“If you'll shut up for a minute,” said the other, “His
Honor will explain.”

When he finished saying it, he snickered and the
snicker ran all about the room on little, dirty feet.

“Bailiff,” said the face that hung above the bench,
“that is the last I want to hear from you. This man is
unfortunate, indeed, but he is not a subject for your ridi-
cule.”

The other man said nothing,.

Frost struggled to his feet, hanging to the chair to
hold himself erect.

“I don’t know what is going on,” he said, “and I have
a right to know. I demand ...”

A ghostly hand waved beside the ghostly head to
cut off what he meant to say.
~ “You have the right,” said the face, “and if you'll lis-
ten, I'll inform you.”

A pair of hands, reaching from behind him, grasped
Frost beneath the armpits, hauled him straight, and
held him on his feet. Slowly Frost reached out to grasp
the back of the chair to hold himself erect.

“I'm quite all right,” he said to the man behind him.

The hands released him and he stood alone, propped
up by the chair.

“Daniel Frost,” said the judge, “I'll make this brief and
to the point. There is no other way.

“You have been seized and brought to this court
and have undergone a narco-trial. You have been found
guilty of the charge and sentence already has been passed
and executed, according to the law.”

“But that’s ridiculous,” Frost cried out. “What have 1
done? What was the charge?”
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“Treason,” said the judge. .

“Treason. Your Honor, you are crazy. How could I....

“Not treason to the state. Treason to humanity.”

Frost stood rigid, his hands gripping the wood of
the chair so hard that the grasp was painful. A tumult
of fear went surging through him and his brain seemed
curdled. Words came churning up, but he did not say
them. He kept his mouth clamped shut.

For this was not the time, said one tiny corner of his
mind that still stayed sane, for the rush of words, for an
outpouring of emotion. Perhaps he already had said
more than he should have. Words were tools and must
be used to their best advantage.

“Your Honor,” he finally said, “I challenge you on that.
There is no provision . ..”

“But there is,” said the judge. “Think of it and you'd
realize that there had to be. There has to be provision
against the sabotage of the plan to prolong human life.
I can quote you ...”

Frost shook his head. “No need to, although I've
never heard of it. But even so, there has been no
treason on my part. I've worked for that very plan;
I've worked for Forever Center . ..” )

“Under narco-questioning,” said the judge, “you ad-
mitted to conniving with various publishers, using your
position, for motives of your own, to prejudice the plan.”

“It's a liel” yelled Frost. “That was not the way it
was.

The ghostly head shook slowly, sadly.

“It must have been the way it was. You told of it
yourself. You testified against yourself. You would not
lic about yourself and to your discredit.”

“A triall” Frost said bitterly. “In the middle of the
night. Struck down in the street and carried here. No
arrest. No attorney. And, I would suppose, no chance to
appeal.”

“You are right,” said the judge. “There is no appeal.
Under law, narco-trial results and judgments stand
final. After all, it is the most equable approach to jus-
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tice. It does away with all impediments to the course
of justice.”

“Tusticel”

“Mr. Frost,” said the judge, “I have been patient with
you. Because of your former position of trust and honor
and your long record with Forever Center, I have given
you more latitude in your remarks than conforms with
the dignity of this court. I can assure you that the trial
was conducted properly and by the only means that a
trial for treason can be conducted under law, that you
have been found guilty of the charge and that sentence
has been passed. I now will read the sentence to you.”

A phantom hand reached into the darkness where a
pocket was and, bringing out a pair of spectacles, placed
them on the ghostly face. The seemingly detached
hand picked up a sheaf of papers and the papers rustled.

“Daniel Frost,” said the judge, reading from the
paper, “you have been adjudged, after due legal proc-
ess, guilty of the charge of treason against all human-
kind in that you attempted willingly and willfully to
obstruct the administrative functions and processes aimed
at the bringing of immortality not only to all presently
living persons but to all the others who are dead, with
their bodies held in preservation.

“It is the sentence of this court, in accordance with
the penalty set out by the statutes, that you, Daniel
Frost, shall be ostracized from the human race, that
you shall be forbidden. ..”

“No!” yelled Frost. “No, you can’t do that to me. I
didnt...”

“Bailiff,” roared the judge.

A hand reached out of the darkness and the fingers
ground into Frost’s shoulder.

“You shut up,” said the bailiff, grinding his teeth,
“and listen to His Honor.”

“ . . that you shall be forbidden,” the judge went
on, “to have any intercourse, commerce, or communi-
cation, in any manner whatsoever, with any other mem-
ber of the human race, and that any other member of
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the human race, under duly set forth penalties, shall be
forbidden to have any intercourse, commerce, or com-
munication with you. That you shall have stripped from
you all personal possessions except, for the sake of de-
cency, the very clothes you stand in, and that all
other of your possessions shall be confiscated. Likewise
you are stripped of all rights except the one final right
of having your body preserved, in accordance with the
law, and by the mercy of this court.

“And it is hereby directed that, in order all men may
recognize your ostracism and so refrain from any con-
tact with you, you be branded, by the means of a
tattoo, upon your forehead and each cheek with an O
outlined in red.”

The judge laid down the paper and took off his glasses.

“I have one thing to add,” he said. “As a matter of
mercy, the tattooing already has been done, while you
still were under drug. It is a rather painful process and it
is not the purpose of this court to cause you unneces-
sary agony or greater humiliation than is unavoidable.

“And a wamning. The court is aware that by various
means these tattoo marks may be covered or disguised,
or even removed. Do not, under any circumstance, be
tempted to resort to such deception. The penalty for
such an act is the cancellation of the one right you still
have left, the preservation of your body.”

He glared at Frost. “Sir,” he asked, “do you under-
stand?

“Yes,” Frost mumbled. “Yes, I understand.”

The judge reached for his gavel and banged it
The sound rang hollowly in the almost-empty room.

“This case is closed,” he said. “Bailiff, escort him to
the street and throw him—I mean, tum him Jloose.”
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In the night, the cross blew down again,

19

The faint lighting of the eastern sky served mnotice that
dawn was near at hand.

Daniel Frost stood unsteadily in the street, still numb
from the impact of what had happened in the court-
room, still held in the dying grip of drug, filled with a
strange blend of desperation, of anger, fear, and pity for
himself.

There was something very wrong about all of it, he
knew—not only the fact that he could not have been
convicted as they had said he’d been convicted, but
wrong about the hour, a trial in the dead of night,
and in the fact that there had been no other persons
in the court but the judge and bailiff. If in fact they
had been judge and bailiff.

A put-up job, he thought. The -long arm of Marcus
Appleton reaching out for him. And reaching out
most desperately. There must, he told himself, be some-
thing in that paper that Appleton would go to any
lengths to hide.

But he was in no position at the moment—if he ever
were to be in position—to do anything about it. There
was no one who would listen to him. There was no ono
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he would dare to talk with. There is no appeal, the ghost-
ly face had said. And that was right; there was no
way to appeal.

Ann Harrison, he thought.

Good Lord, there was Ann Harrison.

Had she been the trigger, her coming up to see
him, that had brought this all about?

And had he said anything about her? Had he said
she had the paper—if she really had the paper?

If he had been questioned under drug, he undoubt-
edly had implicated her. But it seemed impossible to
believe that he had been so questioned, for if he had
(and the court had really been a duly constituted court)
he’d not have been convicted.

He stood shaky in the night just before the dawn and
the questions and the doubts and the fumbling for an
understanding went on roaring through his brain.

No longer a member of the human race.

No longer anything.

Just a blob of protoplasm tossed out in the street—
naked of possessions and of hope.

With but one single right remaining—the human right
to die.

And that, of course, was what Appleton had planned.

That was what he counted on—that with no other
right, a man would exercise that one remaining right.

“I won’t do it, Marcus,” said Daniel Frost, talking to
himself and to the night and to the world and to
Marcus Appleton.

He turned from where he stood and went fumbling
down the street, for he had to get away, before the
light could come he must find a place to hide. To hide
[rom the mockery and the anger and the callous cruelty
that would greet him if he should happen to be seen.
l'or now he was no longer of the world, but an enemy.
livery hand would be raised against him and he'd
liave no protection beyond the protection of the dark
and hidden place. He was, henceforth, his own protec-
tor, for there was no law nor right that he could claim.
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Within him grew a cold hard knot of anger and of
viciousness that wiped out the self-pity that remained.
A knot of hard, cold anger that such a thing as had
happened to him could be allowed to happen. It was
not civilized—but who had ever claimed that the human
race was civilized? It could probe through the cosmos
for other earthlike planets, it could pry at the lid of
time, it could conquer death and aim at eternal life, but
it was still a tribe.

There had to be a way to beat this vicious tribe,
there had to be a way to square accounts with Apple-
ton—and if there were a way he would seek it out
and use it and use it without pity.

But not right now.

Right now he must find a place to hide.

He would be all right, he knew, being honest with
himself, so long as he was able to hang onto that knot of
anger which twisted in his belly. The one thing that he
must never do was to give way to a slobbering pity
of himself,

He reached an intersection and hesitated, wondering
which way he should go. From far off, somewhere on
another street, came the thin whining of an electric
motor—a cruising cab, perhaps.

To the river, he thought-that would be the place
where he would be most likely to find a place where
he could hide, perhaps even get some sleep if he could
manage sleep. And after that, he told himself, would
come the problem of locating food.

He shivered, thinking of it. Was this what life was to
be from this moment forward—a secking of a place to
hide and sleep, the eternal hunt for food? In a little
while, with the threat of winter, he’d have to start
drifting south, wandering (at night, when he’d be
unobserved) down through that great complex of coastal
cities which really was one city.

The light was growing in the east and he must be
on his way. But he felt a strange reluctance to turn in
the direction of the river. He wasn’t really running yet
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and he didn’t want to run—except for the tattoos on
his face there was no reason that he should. But the
first step that he took toward the river, he would be in
flight, and he shrank from flight, for it seemed that once
he took that first step he’d never stop his running.

He stood looking up and down the empty street. There
might be some other way, he thought. Perhaps he should
not even try to hide. There must be someplace where
he could demand the justice that was coming to him,
but even as he thought of it he knew what the answer
would be: That he had had his justice.

It was a ridiculous thing to think about, he knew.
He had no chance at all. He would not be heard. The
evidence of his status and his crime was upon his face
for everyone to see. And he had no rights.

Wearily he turned in the direction of the river. If he
had to run, he’d better start the running before it was
too late.

A voice spoke to him: “Daniel Frost.”

He spun around.

A man who apparently had been standing in the
shadow at the base of the building on the corner
stepped out onto the sidewalk—a hunched, misshapen
figure with a large cap squashed flat upon his head and
with tatters hanging from his coat sleeves.

“No,” said Frost, uncertainly. “No . ..”

“It’s all right, Mr. Frost. Youre to come with me.”

“But,” said Frost, “you don’t know what I am. You
don’t understand.”

“Of course we do,” said the man with the tattered
sleeves. “We know that you need help and that is all
that matters. Please stay very close behind me.”
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Despite the lighted lantern, the place was dark. The
lantern cast no more than a shallow puddle of illumina-
tion and the humped shapes of the people in the room
were simply darker shadows in the dark vastness they
inhabited.

Frost halted and in the dark he felt the impact of
eyes he knew were watching him.

Friend or foe? he wondered—although out on the
street (how many blocks from here?) the man who'd
been his guide had indicated friend. You need help,
he’d said, and that is all that matters.

The man who'd guided him walked forward toward
the group seated by the lantern. Frost stayed where he
was. His feet hurt from all the walking and he was
tired clear through and the effects of the drug, he
thought, might not have entirely wom off. The needle,
or the dart, or whatever it had been that had struck
him in the neck must have been really loaded.

He watched the guide squat down and whisper with
the others seated by the lantern and he wondered where
he was. It was somewhere on the waterfront, for his
nose had told him that much, and probably was a cellar
or a basement, because they had gone down several
flights of stairs before they had arrived. A hideout of
some sort, he guessed, the very kind of place he would
have hunted on his own.

“Mr. Frost,” said an old-man voice, “why don’t you
come over here and sit down with us. I suspect that you
are tired.”

Frost stumbled forward and sat down on the floor
near the lantern and the voice. His eyes were becoming
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somewhat accustomed to the darkness and now the
humps were human and the faces were white blurs.

“I thank you, sir,” he said. “I am a little tired.”

“You had a bitter mght said the man.

Frost nodded.

“Leo tells me you've been ostracized.”

“I'll leave if you want me to,” said Frost. “Just let me
rest a little.”

“There is no need of that” said the man. “You now
are one of us. We are all ostracized.”

Frost jerked up his head and stared at the man who
spoke. He had a grizzled face, the jowls and chin shining
with a two-day stubble of white whiskers.

“I don’t mean we wear the mark,” the old man said.
“But we still are ostracized. We are non-conformists
and today you cannot afford to fail to conform. We
don’t believe, you see. Or, perhaps, on the other hand,
you might say that we believe too much. But in the
wrong things, naturally.”

“I don’t understand,” said Frost.

The old man chuckled. “It is clear to see you don’t
know where you are.”

“Of course I don’t,” Frost said testily, impatient with
this baiting. “I have not been told.”

“Youre in a den of Holies,” said the man. “Take a
good look at us. We are those dirty and unth.mkmg peo-
ple who go out at night and paint the signs on walls.
We are the ones who preach on street corners and in
parks, we are the ones who hand out all those filthy
and non-F orever tracts. That is, until the cops come and
run us all away.”

“Look,” Frost said, wearily, “I dont mind who you
are. I am grateful to you for taking me in, for if you
hadn’t, I don’t know what I'd have done. I was about to
look for a place to hide, for I knew I had to hide, but
I didn’t know how to go about it. And then this man
came along and . . .”

“An innocent,” said the old man. “A sheltered inno-
cent thrown out in the street. Of course you wouldn’t
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have known what to do. You'd have gotten into all
sorts of trouble. But there really was no need to worry.
We've been watching over you.”

“Watching over me? Why should you do that?”

“Rumors,” said the man. “There were all sorts of
rumors. And we hear all the rumors that there are. We
make it our business to hear every sort of rumor and
to sort them out.”

“Let me guess,” said Frost. “The rumor said some-
one was out to get me.”

“Yes. Because you knew too much. About something,
incidentally, we could not determine.”

“You must,” said Frost, “watch over many people.”

“Not so many,” said the grizzled man. “Although we
keep well informed about Forever Center. We have
some pipelines there.”

" I bet you do, thought Frost. For somehow, despite
his rescue, he didn't like this man.

“But you are tired,” said the man, “and likely also
hungry.”

He rose and clapped his hands. Somewhere a door
came open and a shaft of light spread into the room.

“Food,” said the man, speaking to the woman who
stood in the crack of doorway. “Some food for our
guest.”

The door closed and the man sat down again, this
time close to Frost, almost side by side with him.

The odor of an unwashed body poured out from him.
He held his hands limply in his lap and Frost could see
that the hands were grimy, the nails untrimmed and
with heavy dirt embedded underneath them.

“I would imagine,” said the man, “that you may be
somewhat chagrined in finding yourself with us. I wish,
however, you would not feel that way. We really are
good-hearted people. We may be dissenters and protes-
tants, but we have a right to make our voice heard in any
way we can.”

Frost nodded. “Yes, of course, you have. But it seems
to me there might have been better ways for you to
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get a hearing. You've been at it for—how long has it
been, fifty years or more?” ,

“And we haven't gotten very far. That's the point you
wish to maker”

“I suppose it is,” said Frost.

“We know, of course,” said the other, “that we will
not win. There is no way of winning. But our con-
science tells us that we must bear witness. So long
as we can continue to make our feeble voice heard in
the wilderness, we will not have failed.”

Frost said nothing. He felt his body sinking into a
comfortable lethargy and he had no wish to try to pull
it out.

The man reached out a dirty hand and laid it on
Frost’s knees.

“You read the Bible, son?”

“Yes, off and on. I’ve read most of it.”

“And why did you read it?”

“Why, I don’t know,” said Frost, startled at the ques-
tion. “Because it’s a human document. Perhaps in hope
of some spiritual comfort, although I cant be sure of
that. Because, I suppose, in many ways, it is good
literature.”

“But without conviction?”

“I suppose you're right. Without any great conviction.”

“There was a time when many people read it with
devout conviction. There was a day when it was a
light shining in the darkness of the soul. Not too long
ago it was life and hope and promise. And now the
best that you can say of it is that it’s good literature.

“It’s your talk of physical immortality that has brought
all this about. Why should people read the Bible any
more or believe in it or believe in anything at all if
they have the legal-not the spiritual, mind you, but the
legal—promise of immortality? And how can you promise
immortality? Immortality means going on forever and
forever and no one can promise that, no mortal man can
promise forever and forever.”
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“You're mistaken,” said Frost. “I have not promised
it.”

“I'm sorry. I speak too generally. Not you, personally,
of course. But Forever Center.”

“Not entirely Forever Center, either,” said Frost. “Rath-
er man himself. If there had been no Forever Center,
man still would have sought immortality. It is a thing
that, in the very nature of him, he could not have
ignored. It’s not in man’s nature to do less than he can.
He may fail, of course, but he’ll always try.”

“It's the devil in him,” said the grizzled man. “The
forces of darkness and corruption work in many ways
to thwart man’s inherent godliness.”

Frost said: “Please, I don’t want to argue with you.
Some other time, perhaps. But not right now. You must
understand that I am grateful to you, and .. .”

“Would anyone else in all this land,” the man de-
manded, “have held out a hand of fellowship to you at
a moment such as this?”

Frost shook his head. “No, I don’t imagine there is
anyone who would.”

“But we did,” said the man. “We, the humble ones.
We, the true believers.”

“Yes,” said Frost, “I give you that. You did.”

“And you don't ask yourself why we may have done
it?”

“Not yet,” said Frost, “but I suppose I will.”

“We did it,” said the man, “because we value not the
man, not the mortal body, but the soul. You read in
old historical writings that a nation numbers not so
many people, but so many souls. And this may seem
quaint and strange to you, but those old writings are
a reflection of how men thought in those days, when
the human animal always was aware of God and of the
life hereafter and was less concerned with worldliness
and the present moment.”

The door came open and the light streamed out into
the room again. An old and wrinkled woman moved
into the range of the lantern light. She carried in her
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hand a bowl and half a loaf of bread and these she
handed to the grizzled man.

“Thank you, Mary,” said the man, and the woman
backed away.

“Food,” said the man, putting down the bowl in front
of Frost and handing him the bread.

“I thank you very much,” said Frost.

He lifted the spoon that was in the bowl and carried
a spoonful of the substance to his mouth. It was soup,
weak and watery.

“And now I understand,” said the grizzled man, “that
in just a few more years a man need not even go
through the ritual of death to attain immortality. Once
Forever Center has this immortality business all writ-
ten down and the methods all worked out, a man will
be made immortal out of hand. Hell just stay young
and go on living and there won't be any death. Once
you get born, then you will live forever.”

“It won't be,” said Frost, “for a few years yet.”

“But once it can be done, that will be the way of it?”

“I suppose it will,” said Frost. “Once you have it it's
just plain foolishness to let a man grow old and die be-
fore you give him eternal youth and life.”

“Oh, the vanity of it,” the old man wailed. “The
terrible waste of it. The impertinence!”

Frost did not answer him. There wasn’t much of an
answer, actually, to be given. He simply went on eating.

The man nudged him in the arm. “One thing more,
son. Do you believe in God?”

Slowly Frost put the spoon back into the bowl.

He asked: “You really want an answer?”

“I want an answer,” said the man. “I want an honest
one.

“The answer,” said Frost, “is that I don’t know. Not,
certainly, in the kind of God that you are thinking of.
Not the old white-whiskered, woodcut gentleman. But
a supreme being—yes, I would believe in a God of
that sort. Because it seems to me there must be some
sort of force or power or will throughout the universe.
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The universe is too orderly for it to be otherwise. When
you measure all this orderliness, from the mechanism of
the atom at one end of the scale, out to the precision
of the operation of the universe at the other end, it
seems unbelievable that there is not a supervisory force
of some kind, a benevolent ruling force to maintain
that sort of order.”

“Order!” the man exploded. “All you talk about is
order! Not holiness, not godliness . . .”

“Im sorry,” Frost said. “You asked for an honest an-
swer. I gave you an honest one. Please take my word
for it—I would give a lot to have the kind of faith you
have, blind, unquestioning faith without a single doubt.
But even then I wonder if faith would be enough.”

“Faith is all man has,” the man told him, quietly.

“You take faith,” Frost said, “and make a virtue of
it. A virtue of not knowing . ..”

“If we knew,” the man said, positively, “there would
be no faith. And we need the faith.”

Somewhere someone was shouting and there was the
far-off sound of feet pounding rapidly.

The grizzled man rose quickly and in the act of ris-
ing one of his feet stepped sidewise and caught the bowl
of soup and overturned it. In the light of the lantern, it
ran like slow oil across the floor.

“The cops!” someone shouted and everyone was mov-
ing very rapidly. Someone grasped the lantern and
lifted it and the flame went out. The room was plunged
in darkness.

Frost had risen, too. He took a step and someone
bumped into him, driving him backward in an awk-
ward stumble. And then he felt the floor give way be-
neath his feet with the faint popping and snapping of
long-rotten boards and he was plunging downward. He
threw out his arms instinctively, clutching for any sup-
port that he might find. The fingers of his left hand
closed upon the end of a broken board, but even as he
grasped it, the weight of his falling body snapped
it and he was through the floor and falling.
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His body landed with a splash and evil-smelling water
rose in a sheet and slapped him in the face.

The fall had thrown him forward and now he raised
himself so that he squatted in the foulness that was all
about him—the darkness and the foulness a part of
one another.

He twisted about and glanced up and he could not
see the hole through which he'd fallen, but from the
floor above him came the thud of running feet and
the sound of distant voices, drawing rapidly away.

New thuddings came and new voices, very sharp
and angry, and the splintering of boards as someone
broke a door. Feet pounded once again on the floor
above him and thin beams of light danced across the
hole where he had fallen.

Fearful that someone would flash a light directly down
the hole and catch him in its beam, he moved slowly
forward, water swirling at his ankles.

The feet pounded back and forth and ran into far
rooms and returned again and snatches of voices floated
down to him.

“Got away again,” one voice said. “Someone tipped
them off.”

“Pretty dismal,” said another. “Just the kind of place
you would expect . ..”

And then another voice, and at the sound of it, Frost
stiffened and took another involuntary step farther from
the hole in the floor above.

“Men,” said the voice of Marcus Appleton, “we missed
them once again. There'll be another day.”

Other voices answered, but the words were indistinct.

“T'll get those sons of bitches,” said Marcus Appleton,
“if it’s the last thing that I do.”

The voices and the footsteps moved away and in a
little time were gone.

Silence fell, broken only by the slow drip of water
falling from some place into the pool in which Frost
stood.
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A tunnel of some sort, he guessed. Or perhaps a
subbasement flooded by seepage from the river.

Now the problem was to get out of here. Although
without a light of any sort that might not be easy. And
the one way to do it was to try to get out the way he
had come in, through the hole in the floor above.

He reached above his head and his fingers touched the
rough *surface of a beam. He stood on tiptoe and
stretched and he could touch the floor above. But he
would have to move slowly and try to maintain some
sort of orientation, for the place was in utter darkmess
and his fingers were his eyes.

Slowly he worked his way along and finally found
the hole. Now he’d have to jump for it and grab hold
of the rotten boards and hope that they would sup-
port his weight so he could pull himself into the room
above. Once there, he told himself, he’d be safe for a
time at least, for Appleton and his men would not be
coming back. Neither would the Holies. He would be
on his own.

He stood for a moment to catch his breath and sud-
denly, from all around him, rose a squeaking and a
scurrying, the rush of tiny feet, the slithering of bodies
rushing through the dark, and the angry squealing of
ravening creatures driven by a desperate hunger.

His scalp tightened and it seemed that his hair rose
upon his head.

Rats! Rats rushing at him through the dark!

Fear powered his muscles and he leaped, driving
himself chest high through the hole. Scrambling and kick-
i&lg, he pulled himself clear and lay panting on the

oor.

Underneath him the squeaking and the squealing rose
in a wave, then slowly died away.

Frost still lay upon the floor and after a time the
trembling stopped and the sweat dried on his body and
he got to his hands and knees and crawled until he
found a comner and there he huddled against the ter-
ror and the loneliness of the new life that he faced.
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21

Godfrey Cartwright leaned far back in his padded
chair and clasped his hands behind his head. It was the
position he assumed when he was about to discuss
some weighty matters, but wanted to seem casual in his
discussion of them.

“The way I see it,” he said, “something queered the
deal. No publisher before ever offered the kind of money
that I did, and even a stuffed shirt like Frost would
have grabbed it if he thought he had a chance of not
getting caught at it. But now Frost has disappeared and
Joe Gibbons is nowhere to be found. Maybe Appleton
had a hand in it. It would have to be someone like A}E)-
pleton, for there are just a few in Forever Center who
know that censorship is being carried on. And if
Appleton found out, he’s not a man to fool with.”

“You mean,” said Harris Hastings, plaintively, “that
you won’t put out my book.”

Cartwright stared at him. “Why, bless you, man,” he
said, “we never said we would.”

Hastings squirmed in his chair. He was an unprepos-
sessing sight. His head was round and hairless, looking
somewhat like a naked sphere with a face upon it. He
wore thick glasses and he squinted. His billiard-ball head
rode thrust forward on his shoulders and this, tied in
with the squint, gave him the appearance of a man
who was more than a bit befuddled, but trying very
hard to understand.

“But you said . ..”

“I said,” Cartwright told him, “that I thought your
book would sell. I said that if it could be published we’d
make a mint of money on it. But I also told you that I
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had to be sure, before any more was done, that we
could get it before the public. I didn’t want to run the
chance of Frost finding out about it when we had a
lot of money in it and then bringing pressure on us.
Once we had it published and up for sale, why, then,
of course, Frost couldnt do a thing, for if he tried
there’d be a public uproar and a public uproar is the
one thing Forever Center doesn’t want.”

“But you told me . . .” Hastings said again.

“I told you, sure,” said Cartwright, “but we haven't
got a contract and the deal is dead. I told you I
couldn’t give you one until I saw if I could make a deal
with Frost. I couldn’t take the chance. Frost had a lot
of snoopers and I can tell you they were good. Joe
Gibbons is one of the best of them and Joe has always
made a sort of specialty of us and some half dozen other
houses. He kept close tab on us; he had pipelines into
us. I don’t know who it was. If I had known who I'd
have canned them long ago. But the point is that we
couldn’t have made a move without Joe finding out about
it and he did find out about it, just the way I knew he
would. The only thing that I could do was try to make
a deal. I don’t mind telling you that your book was one
of the few I ever tried to make a deal to publish.”

“But the work,” Hastings said, in anguish. “The work I
put into it. I put twenty years in it. Do you realize what
twenty years of research and writing means? I put my
life into it, I tell you. I made a life of it. I sold my life
for it.”

Cartwright said, easily, “You believe it, dont you—
this stuff that you wrote.”

“Of course I believe it,” Hastings exploded. “Can’t you
see that it’s the truth? I searched the records and I
know it is the truth. The circumstantial evidence is there
for anyone to see. This plan, this life continuation, this
whatever you may call it, is the greatest hoax that
ever has been played upon the human race. Its purpose
was not, it never was, what it purports to be. It was,
instead, a last and desperate measure to bring an end
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to war. For if you could make people believe that their
bodies could be preserved and later be revived, who
would go to war—what man would fight in any war?
What government or nation would dare become in-
volved in warP For the victims of a war could not
hope for preservation of their bodies. In many cases
there’d be very little of the bodies to preserve. In
cases where there was, facilities for the retrieval and
preservation of those bodies could not operate.

“And it may be that the ends justified the means. It
may be that we cannot condemn the trickery. For war
was a terrible thing. We today, who had not known
war for more than a century, can not know how terri-
ble. There was actual fear, a hundred years ago, that
another major war might wipe out all human culture,
if not all life, from earth. And in the light of this the
hoax may be justified. But in any case, the people
should be told, they should be . ..”

He stopped and looked at Cartwright, still propped
back in his chair, with his hands behind his head.

“You don’t believe any of this, do you?”

The publisher took his hands from behind his head
and sat forward in the chair, leaning his forearms on
the desk top.

“Harris,” he said, earnestly, “it doesn’t matter whether
i believe or not. It’s not my business to believe in the
hooks I publish, beyond the one belief that they will
make some money. I'd like to publish your book because
I know that it would sell. You can’t expect more of
me than that.”

“But now you say you won't publish it.”

Cartwright nodded. “That is right. Not won't, but
can’t. Forever Center wouldn’t let me.”

“They couldn’t stop you.”

“No, not legally. But there can be pressure brought—
not only on myself but on the stockholders and the other
officers of this company. And you must not forget that
Forever Center itself owns some of the stock, as it
owns a part, or all, of everything upon the entire earth.
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The pressure that they could bring would be unbelieva-
ble if you hadn’t seen it. As I said, if I could have got
it published and on sale, then I'd have been in the clear.
It would have been Frost’s error then, not mine. His
neck, not mine. It would have been something that
he should have caught, but didn’t, something that he
slipped up on. The onus of the entire thing would have
been shifted off my shoulders, The only thing they could
have charged me with was a piece of bad judgment
and, perhaps, poor taste, and that I could have stood.
But the wayitis...”
< He made a hopeless gesture. ~

“I could try other publishers.”

“Sure you could,” said Cartwright.

“By that I suppose you mean none of them would
touch it either.”

“Not with a ten-foot pole. By now the news is out—that
I tried to buy off Frost and failed and now Frost is
among the missing. Every publisher in town has heard
about it. There are all sorts of whispers flying.”

“Then I'll never be published.”

“I'm afraid you're right. Just go home and sit down in
a chair and feel smug and comfortable that you've un-
covered something that is too big for anyone to touch,
that you're the only man who knows the secret, that you
were astute enough to uncover a plot that no one, ab-
solutely no one, ever had suspected.”

Hastings hunched his head even farther forward.

“There is a trace of mockery in your words,” he
said, “that I'm not too sure I like. Tell me, if you
will, what your version is.”

“My version?”

“Yes. Wat do you really think about Forever Center?”

“Why,” asked Cartwright, “what’s so wrong in think-
ing that it's exactly the way they say it isP”

“Nothing, I suppose. It’s the comfortable viewpoint for
one to take, but it isn’t true.”

“Most people think it is. There’s talk, of course, and
rumors—you hear them everywhere. But I think most
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people take the talk and rumors for sheer entertainment.
They talk about it and listen to it, but they really don’t
believe it. There’s so little entertainment these days
that people hang onto all that they can get. Go and
read about the entertainment of two hundred years ago,
or even less than that. The night life in the cities, the
theater, the opera, the music. And there were sports—
baseball and football and a lot of other things. And where
are they all now? Strangled to death by the miserly
leanings of our present culture. Pay to see a show when
you can stay at home and watch TV?P Hell, no! Pay
to get into a ball game? Who wants to see a ball game
when he can buy a share of Forever stock with what the
ticket would cost? Pay fancy prices to get some en-
tertainment when you eat? Are you crazy? When you
go out to eat now, and not too many do, you go out to
eat and nothing else—mo frills. That’s why books sell
as well as they do. We keep them cheap—shoddy, but
cheap. When youre through reading a book someone
else can read it and after a while you can read it
again yourself. But a ball game or a show, you could only
see it once. That’s why people are newspaper readers
and book readers and TV watchers. They can get a lot
of entertainment for almost next to nothing. Cheap en-
tertainment, and much of it'’s cheap, believe me, but
it fills up the hours. Hell, that’s all we're doing—filling
up the hours. Grabbing everything we can and filling
up the hours, aiming everything at our second shot at
life. That explains the rumors and the stories and the
talk. All of it is free and the people suck it dry, get
cverything they can get out of it before they turn it
loose.”

“You,” said Hastings, “should write a book, yourself.”

“I may,” said Cartwright, contentedly. “By God, I
really may. Take the hide off them and their penny-pinch-
ing lives. They'd eat it up. They’d like it. Give them stuff
to talk about for months.”

“You think, then, that my book . ..”

“That’s one,” said Cartwright, “that some of them
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might actually have believed in. You have it all anno-
tated and documented within an inch of its very life. Im-
pressive sort of stuff. I dont see how you did it.”

“You still don’t believe it,” said the author, bitterly.
“You have a sneaking hunch I faked it.”

“Well, now,” said Cartwright, “you can’t say I said
that. I never asked you, did I?”

He stared off into space, with a lost look on his face.

“Too bad,” he said. “Too bad. We could have made
a billion. I tell you, boy, no kidding, we could have
made a billion.”

22

Crouched in the alley, behind a pile of weather-beaten
boxes that had been thrown there long ago by some
small establishment which fronted on the narrow, dingy
street—thrown and forgotten and never removed—Frost
waited until the man came out of the back door of the
hole-in-the-wall eating place and put the garbage into
the cans that stood against the wall,

And when he finally came, he carried, as well as the
basket full of garbage, a bundle, wrapped in newspaper,
which he placed on the ground beside the cans. Then
he took the lids off the cans and lifted the bundles of
garbage from the heavy basket in which he carried them
and put them in the cans. Having done this, he picked
up the bundle he had placed beside the cans and bal-
anced it on the lid of one of the cans. For a moment he
stood, looking up and down the alley, a white-smudged
figure in the darkness, outlined by the feeble glow that
invaded the alley from the street. Then he picked up
the basket and went back into the restaurant.

Frost rose and, moving swiftly, picked up the bundle

98



off the can. He tucked it underneath his arm and
retreated down the alley, stopping at the alley’s mouth.
There were a few people on the street and he waited
until they had moved a bit away, then darted quickly
across the street into the opposite alley.

Five blocks away, following the successive alleys, he
came to the rear of a dilapidated building, small and
with half the roof torn off it, as if someone at one time
had started to raze it and then had figured it wasn't
worth the trouble. Now it stood, sad and sagging and
abandoned, just a little farther along the road to ruin
than its fellows on either side of it.

A stairs built of stone, with a bent and rusted guard-
rail leading from its top, ran down into the basement.

Ducking swiftly from the alley, Frost went down the
stairs. At the bottom a door, still held upright by one
rusted hinge, stood propped against the jamb. By some
tugging and hauling, Frost got it open, went through it
into the basement, then shoved it shut again.

Having done that, he was home—a home that he had
found ten days before, after a long succession of other
hiding places that had been worse by far than this.
For the basement was cool and dry and it had no
rats or no other vermin in too noticeable 2 number and
it seemed to be safe and forgotten, perhaps safe be-
cause it was forgotten. No one ever came around.

“Hello there,” said someone from the dark.

Frost spun on his heels, crouching as he spun, drop-
ping the bundle to the floor.

“Don’t worry,” said the voice. “I know who you’are
and I won’t cause you any trouble.”

Frost did not move. He held his crouch. Hope and
[car wrestled his brain. One of the Holies who had sought
him out again? Someone from Forever Center? Perhaps a
man sent by Marcus Appleton?

“How did you track me down?” he whispered.

“I've been looking for you. I have been asking around.
Hom;one saw you in the alley. You are Frost, aren’t
your
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“Yes, I'm Frost.”

The man came out of the gloom in which he’d stood.
The half-light from a basement window showed the
human shape of him, but little else.

“I am glad I found you, Frost,” he said. “My name
is Franklin Chapman.”

Chapman? Wait a minute! Franklin Chapman is the
man .

“nght the other said. “Ann Harrison talked with
you about me.’

Frost felt the wild laughter rising in him and sought
to choke it down, but it rose in spite of him and
sputtered through his lips. He sat down limply on thq
floor and let his hands hang helplessly, while he shook
with the bitter laughter that came flooding up in him,

“My God,” he said, gasping, “you are the man—you are
the one I promised I would help!l” |

“Yes,” said Chapman “At times, events turn out toy
be rather strange.”

Slowly the laughter died away, but Frost still sat hmp
and weak.

“Tm glad you came,” he finally said, “although Il‘
can’t imagine why you did.”

“Ann sent me. She asked if I'd try to find you. She
found out what happened to you.” ‘

“Found out? It should have been in the papers. A
a reporter had to do was look up the record.”

“That’s what she did, of course. And it was there, all
right, but no word in the papers. Not a single line,
But all sorts of rumors. The town is full of rumors.”

“What kind of rumors?” q

“A scandal of some sort at Center. You've disappeared,
and Center is trying to hush it up.” .

Frost nodded. “It figures. Papers tipped off to shut
their eyes and rumors started to make it seem tha
I ran away. Do you think Center knows where I am?

“I don’t know,” said Chapman. “I picked up a lo
of talk while I looked for you. I'm not the only one
who has been asking questions.’
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“It didn’t work the way they thought it would. They
thought that after a day or two I'd go and apply for
death.”

“Most men would have.”

“Not me,” said Frost. “I've had a lot of time to do
my thinking, I always can go down to the vaults. As
a last desperate measure, when I can’t stand it any
longer, that is always left. But not yet. Not for a
while.”

He hesitated, then spoke again. “I'm sorry, Chapman.
I didn’t think. I shouldn't talk this way.”

“It doesn’t bother me,” said Chapman. “Not any more.
Not now that the shock is over. After all, I'm no worse
off than many men before me. I've gotten sort of used
to it. I try not to think about it too much.”

“You've spent a lot of time hunting me. How about
your job?”

“They fired me. I knew they would.”

“I'm sorry.”

“Oh, it worked out all right. I've got a TV con-
tract and a publisher is paying someone else to write
a book. Wanted me to write it myself, but I told him
I couldn’t get the words down.”

“The dirty creeps,” said Frost. “Anything to sell the
suckers.”

“I know,” said Chapman, “but I dont mind. I know
what they are doing and it’s all right with me. I have a
{amily that has to be raised and a wife who should have
something laid away before she dies. It's the least I
can do for her. I made them pay. I turned them down
to start with and then when they kept after me I named
a figure 1 thought they wouldnt touch, but they did,
and I am satisfied. The old lady will have plenty laid
away.

F%st got up from the floor, searched for his bundle
and found it.

“Man up the street, fellow at a restaurant, puts it
out for me each night. I don’t know who he is.”

“1 talked with him,” said Chapman. “Little scrawny
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man, old, all wizened up. Said he saw you going through
the garbage cans. Didn't think anyone should have to
get his eats that way.”

“Let’s go over here and sit down,” suggested Frost.
“There’s an old davenport that someone left down
here. I sleep on it. Springs busted and pretty badly
beaten up, but it’s better than the floor.”

Chapman followed him and the two sat down to-
gether.

“How bad has it been?” asked Chapman.

“Bad to start with,” Frost told him. “Some Holies
snatched me off the street, saved my life, more than
likely. Talked with a crazy old bastard who asked me
if I read the Bible and believed in God. Then Appleton
and a bunch of his hoodlums raided the place. Ap-
pleton has been trying to catch some of the Holies ring-
leaders. I figured the old buzzard I talked with was one
of them. I fell through a rotten place in the floor and
when they left I crawled out again. Stayed there for a
couple of days because I was scared to go out, but 1
finally got so hungry that I had to go. You ever ima-
gine what it would be like finding food in a city where
you couldn’t beg for it and didn’t dare to steal it, when
you couldn’t talk with anyone, when you didnt want
to talk with anyone because you might get them into
trouble if you did?”

“I never thought about it,” Chapman said. “I can ima-
gine what it’s like.”

“There wasn’t anything but the garbage cans. It takes
a lot, believe me, to eat something out of a garbage
can. The first time, that is. When you get hungry enough,
you can manage it. After a day or two, you become
something of a garbage connoisseur. And a place to hide,
a place to sleep—they aren’t easy to find and you
have to keep changing around, can’t stay in one place
too long. People see you and get curious. I've stayed
here longer than I should because this is the best I've
found. That's why you were able to track me down. If
I'd changed around, you wouldnt have found me.

102



“My beard is growing—no razor, you know. And so is
my hair. In a little while the beard will cover the tattoos
on my cheeks and I can push the hair down to cover the
forehead. Once the hair and beard grow long enough
maybe I can even venture out in daylight. Stll wont
dare to talk with anyone, have anything to do with
anyone, but won't have to hide so much. People may
stare at me, although maybe not so much, for there are
some weird characters down in this area. Haven't had
anything to do with them. Afraid to. You have to feel
your way along, get the hang of this sort of life.”

He stopped and stared in the darkness at the white
blur of Chapman’s face.

“Sorry,” he said, tersely, “I talk too much. A man
gets hungry for it.”

“Go ahead,” said Chapman. “T'll sit and listen. Ann
will want to know how you are.”

“That’s another thing,” said Frost. “I don’t want her
getting involved in this business. Tell her to keep out of
it. She can’t help me and shell end up getting burt.
Tell her to forget about me.”

“She won't do that,” Chapman told him. “And I won't,
cither. You were the only man who was willing to go to
bat for me.”

“I didn’t do a thing for you. I couldn’t do a thing for
you. It was just a four-flushing gesture. I knew at the
time I couldn’t help you.”

“Mister,” said Chapman, “that doesn’t make a bit of
difference. No matter what you could have done, you
were willing to commit yourself. You won't get me to
forget it.”

“Well, then, do me a favor. You and Ann, too. Keep
away from me. Don’t get messed up with me. I don’t
want you to get hurt and if you keep fooling around,
you will. There is no. one who can be of any help. If
it ever gets too bad, I have an easy out.”

“I won't let you cut yourself off entirely,” insisted
Chapman. “Let’s make a deal. I won't try to contact you
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again, but if you ever need anything, any kind of help,
let’s set up a place where you can find me.”

“I won't come for help,” said Frost, “but if it'll make
you feel any better...”

“You'll be staying around this neighborhood?”

“I doubt it. But I can always come back to it.”

“About three blocks from here there’s a small neigh-
borhood library. And a bench in front of it.”

“I kmow the place,” said Frost.

“T'll be there every evening between nine and ten, say
on Wednesdays and Saturdays.”

“That’s too much trouble for you. How long would
you keep on coming back? Six months? A year? Two
years?”

“So let’s make a bargain on that, too. Six months. If you
don’t show up in six months, I'll know you aren’t going
to.”

“Youre a damned fool,” said Frost. “I'm not going to
contact you. I'm going to make a point not to. I don’t
want you involved. And, anyhow, six months is too
long. In another month or so I'll have to start drifting
south. I don’t want to get caught up here by winter.”

“Ann sent you a package,” said Chapman, changing the
subject to indicate that he would not yield on the con-
tact business. “It's over there by the packing case.
Needle and thread. Matches. Pair of scissors. A knife.
Stuff like that she thought you might use. I guess there’s
some cans of food as well.”

Frost nodded. “Tell Ann I'm thankful for the pack-
age. I'm grateful for what she tried to do. But tell her,
for the love of God, to stand clear. Don’t do any more.
Don't try to do any more.”

Chapman said, gravely, “I'll tell her.”

“And thanks to you, too. You shouldn’t have let her
talk you into it.”

“Once I knew about you,” said Chapman, “she couldn’t
have talked me out of it. But answer me a question,
if you will. How did it all happen? You told Ann you
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were in some sort of trouble. I figure someone framed
ou.

“Someone did,” said Frost.

“You want to tell me more?”

“No, I don’t. Ann and you probably would go digging
into it, trying to prove it. And it can’t be done. No one
can. It’s all down, legal, on the books.”

“So you'll just sit here doing nothing?”

“Not entirely. Some day I'll figure out how to even
up the score with Appleton...”

“Then it was Appleton?”

“Who else?” asked Frost. “And maybe you ought to
get out of here. You make me talk too much. Stay
around and I'll spill my guts and I don’t want that.”

Chapman got up slowly. “O.K.,” he said, “T'll go. I
hate to. Doesn’t seem I have done too much.”

He started to move away, then stopped and turned
around.

“T have a gun,” he said. “If you...”

Frost shook his head emphatically. “No,” he said, fierce-
ly. “What do you want me to do, cancel out the one
right that I haveP You'd better get rid of it. You know that
they're illegal—any kind of gun.”

“It doesn’t bother me,” said Chapman. “Tll keep it. I
have even less to lose than you have.”

He turned around and moved toward the door.

“Chapman,” Frost said softly.

“Yes.”

“Thanks for coming. It was good of you. I'm not
uite myself.”

“I understand,” said Chapman.

Then he was through the door and pulling it shut
ehind him. Frost listened to him going up the stairs
and out into the alley and finally the footfalls faded into
silence.
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23

Would the lilacs smell as sweet, Mona Campbell won-
dered, when spring came around a thousand years
from now? Could one still catch the breath in wonder
at the sight of a meadow filled with daffodils, a thou-.
sand years from now? If there were, a thousand years
from now, any room on earth for lilac or for daffodil.

She sat, rocking gently back and forth, in the rocker
she’d found up in the attic and had carried down
the stairs to wipe the dust and cobwebs off it, looking
out the window at the full-leafed wonder of a late
June dusk. In a little while there would be lightning
bugs and the first faint smell of fog from the river val-
ley.

yShe sat and rocked and the soft benediction of the sum-
mer evening fell in all its fullness on her, and in all the
world, for this moment, there was nothing more impor-
tant than just sitting there, rocking back and forth,
looking out the window at the green that turmed to
black as the shadows deepened and the cool of the
night hours settled down to chase away all but the
memory of the hot blast of the daytime sun.

But here, right now, whispered one small portion of
her brain that fought to stay efficient, was the place and
time to start forming the decision that she had to make.

But the whisper died in the silence and the deepen-
ing darkness. And the fantasy, although it was far from
fantasy, crept in to take the place of the brain’s eflicien-
cy.

A fantasy, she thought—of course it’s fantasy, it must
be fantasy. For in this place and time, in this dusk, in
this smell of new and damp and reawakened earth, it
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could never be. For here the smell of vital earth, the
flitting lantern of the firefly, the appointed fall of dusk
and the appointed brightening of the dawn spoke of
cycles, and life and death must also be an intrinsic
part of such a cosmic cycling. And this was the thought,
she told herself, that she must remember through all the
aeons that stretched ahead of mankind—not as a race,
not as a species, but as individuals. But it was a thought,
she knew, that she would not remember. For it was
not a thought of youth, Rather, it was the thought of
someone such as she—a middle-aged and dowdy wo-
man who too long had been concerned with matters
that were unwomanly. Mathematics-what had a wo-
man to do with mathematics other than the basic arith-
metic of fitting the family’s budget to the family’s
need? And what had a woman to do with life other
than the giving and the rearing of new life? And why
must she, Mona Campbell, be compelled to reach a
decision, all alone, that only God Himself (if, indeed,
there were such an entity as God) should be called upon
to make?

if she could only know what the world might be like a
thousand years from now-not in its external aspects,
for its external aspects would be no more than cultural
coloration, but what it might be like in the core of
mankind, in the hearts of men and women. What kind
of world could there be, or would there be, when all
of humankind lived eternally and in the flesh and guise
of youth? Would wisdom come without gray hair and
wrinkled brow? Would the old, long thoughts of aged

eople disappear and die in the exuberance of the
ilesh and gland and muscle that renewed itself? Would
the gentleness and the tolerance and the long reflec-
tive thought no longer be with mankind? Would man
ever again be able to sit in a rocking chair and gaze
out an open window at the advent of the evening and
find there, in that advancement of the darkness, an oc-
casion for contentment?

Or might youth itself be no more than a trapping and
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a coloration? Would mankind finally sink into an atmos-
phere of futility, impatient with the endless days, dis-
illusioned and disappointed with eternity? After the mil-
lionth mating, after the billionth piece of pumpkin pie,
after a hundred thousand springs with lilac and with daf-
fodil, what would there be left?

Did man need more than life?

Could he do with less than death?

And these were questions, she knew, that she could
not answer, but they were questions to which, in fair-
ness to herself, if not to all those others, answers
must be found.

She rocked gently back and forth and let the ques-
tions and the nagging of them flow out of her, and
slowly the soft wonder of the evening flowed in to erase
them entirely from her thoughts.

Down in some unknown, darkened hollow folded in
the hills the first of the whippoorwills began its evening
chant.

24

Now that the beard had grown so heavy that it all but
obscured the marks of ostracism on his cheek, Frost did
not need to wait for dark, but could venture out when
dusk began to fall. With an old battered hat he had
retrieved from a trash bin pulled down almost to his eyes,
he began his prowling as soon as the streets began to
clear of the surging mobs which poured through them in
the daylight hours. At dusk the city was left to him.
Only a few people then remained upon the streets and
they went scurrying past him, on urgent errands of
their own, as if there might be some high reason that
they not stay out of doors, but must hurry to get back
to their huddling places, somewhere within the inter-
minable warrens of the great apartment houses which
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rose like ancient monuments reared by brutelike mon-
sters in the primeval past.

Frost, observing them from beneath the brim of his
pulled down hat, knew how it was with them, for once
it had been the same with him. Hurry and huddle—hur-
ry so that one could gather all the assets he could man-
age, then huddle in his idle time so that he would not
spend a single penny of those assets.

Although now, even had they wished to spend some
of the assets on rather foolish things, there was no longer
any way to do it. For there were no longer any movies,
no longer any athletic contests, and the fabled night life
of a century and a half ago had died in the stagnation
of the urge to live forever. All of which, of course,
pleased Forever Center (if Forever Center, in fact, had
not planned it that way) for it meant that there was
more money to be invested in Forever stock.

So with the end of the day’s activity, the human herd
went home and there, for entertainment, read the daily
papers, which had ceased long since to be informational,
but were frankly and entertainingly sensational. Or
read cheap books, cheap in price and often' cheap in
content. Or sat slack-jawed and fascinated before the
family TV set. Or, perhaps, gloated over a stamp col-
lection which had appreciated in value steadily through
the years, or perhaps a collection of chess sets, won-
derfully carved or fabricated, or many other similar col-
lections in which each owner had carefully (and prayer-
fully) risked some of his surplus assets.

And there were those, as well, who resorted to hallu-
cinatory drugs, available at any drug counter, using
them to give themselves a few hours of an imaginary
life—a life in which they could escape from the drab-
ness and the monotony of their regular lives.

For now there was nothing new, as there had been in
ages past. Once, back at the beginning of the twen- .
tieth century, there had been the phonograph to be ex-
cited over . . . and the telephone. And later there had
been the airplane and the radio and later yet, TV. But
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today there was nothing new. There was no progress
except in those areas which advanced the day toward
which Forever Center pointed. Now man made do with
what he had and in most cases what he had was less
than his forebears had. Civilization had ground to a
stagnating halt and the life of man today was in many
of its aspects the same cultural pattern as bhad been
the pattern of the Dark Ages of more than a thousand
years before.

In those days the peasants had worked the fields in
daylight, performing their labors for no more than enough
to keep themselves alive, and then had spent the night
huddled in their hovels, with doors tight barred against
the terrors of the dark.

And it was the same today—hurry through the day,
huddle through the night. Hurry and huddle—waiting
out the night to hurry once again.

But for Frost there was now no need to hurry. To
skulk, perhaps, but never need to hurry. For there
were few places he had to go and none of them held
great urgency. He went each evening to pick up the
package left for him beside the garbage can; he hunted
through occasional trash containers for papers to serve
his daytime reading, keeping his eyes open for any
other discarded items which might be of interest to him.
He read and slept through the daylight hours and at
dusk again began his prowling.

There were others like himself, prowlers of the dark-
ened and deserted streets, and at times he spoke briefly
with them, for he could not harm such as these, he told
himself, by talking with them. And once, in a vacant
area on the waterfront, where an old building had been
newly razed, he had sat around a fire with two other
men and had talked with them, but when he went back
the next night they were gone and there was no fire. He
formed no associations with these other prowlers of the
dark, nor did any of them try to prolong an acquain-
tance with him. Loners, all of them—and at times he
wondered who they might be and who they might
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have been and why they walked the night. But he
knew he could not ask and they never told him and
this was not strange, for he did not identify himself.

Perhaps it was because he no longer had an identity.
No longer Daniel Frost, but a human zero. No better
off, of no more consequence than any of those millions
who slept in the streets of India, who had rags to
cover them and, sometimes, not even rags, who had never
known any other state than hunger, who long since
had given up even the right or the wish to find a private
place in which to go about the private functions of
the body.

For a time Frost had expected that one of the Holies
would seek him out again, but this did not happen.
Although he saw, in his prowling, evidence that they
were still about and active—slogans hurriedly chalked
upon the vacant walls:

FRIENDS, DON'T FALL FOR IT]
WHY SETTLE FOR LESS THAN REAL IMMORTALITY?
WHAT ABOUT GREAT-GRANDPA?

OUR FOREBEARS WEREN'T DOPES—BUT WE ARE DUPES,

and again and again and again, the new one:
WHY CALL THEM BACK FROM HEAVEN?

With the practiced eye of a professional sloganeer,
Trost admired the work. Better in many ways, he thought,
than the smug, conservative junk that he and his de-
partment had figured out and which still flashed off and
on in luridly lit letters high atop many of the buildings,
the official watchwords of Forever Center—many of them
[rankly stolen from a day much earlier:

WASTE NOT, WANT NOT.
A PENNY SAVED IS A PENNY EARNED.
Even the new ones sweated out in all earnestness
DON'T KID YOURSELF—YOU'LL NEED IT}
NOW YOU CAN TAKE IT WITH YOU!

STICK WITH FOREVER; FOREVER STICKS WITH YOU.
scemed rather pallid now that he could view them
[rom an observer's viewpoint.

So he prowled the streets alone, without a purpose,
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with no destination. Not running any longer. Restless
at first, but now no longer restless; no longer the ner-
vous pacing of a caged feline, but now the strolling of
a man who, for the first time in his life, through no
choice of his own, but through shame and outrage, had
become something of what it seemed to him a man had
ought to be. A man who, for the first time, saw the
stars through the city’s haze and speculated upon the
wonder and distance of them, who listened to the talk-
ing of the river as it went rolling down the land, who
took the time to appreciate the architecture of a
tree,

Not always like this, of course, but many times like
this. At other times the rage and the anger and the
shame took hold of him and smoldered like a bonfire
in his guts, and at times, cold with the selfsame rage
and shame, he worked out elaborate and fantastic, and
utterly illogical, campaigns for vengeance—never plans
for his rehabilitation, for his return to the normal world
of men, but always plans for vengeance.

He lived and slept and walked and ate what the man
at the restaurant left for him by the garbage cans—a
half a loaf of stale bread, the trimmings from a roast, a
roll, a dried-out piece of pie, and many other things.
Now at times he stood in the alley, waiting, not bothering
to hide, until the man put the bundle out, then raised
his arm in greeting and in gratitude, and the man
would wave back at him. No word and no approach,
never more than this wave of greeting, this semaphor-
ing of a common brotherhood, but it seemed to Frost
that the man still was known to him and that he was
a long-time friend.

Once Frost started on a pilgrimage, heading back
toward the neighborhood where he once had lived, but
still blocks away from it he had turned around and
returned to the alley where he now resided. For half-
way there, he had realized that there was nothing for
him to go back to, that he had left there nothing of
himself. In the entry hall his name now would be
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replaced upon the board by another name, and another
car, exactly like his car (for all cars were alike), would
be parked with a row of identical cars, their noses pressed
against the blank brick wall back of the apartment house.
But his car would be gone, hauled away long days be-
fore under confiscatory order. And the building itself
meant no more to him than the ramshackle building,
the basement of which he occupied. For now the base-
ment was his home. In this age, he knew, any hole
was home.

Back in his basement he sat in the dark and tried
once again to think his situation through, trying to mar-
shal the factors into neat progression, hoping to find in
all those straightly aligned facets of the position in which
he found himself some road along which he most logi-
cally should move. But it was a road he had not found
as yet and the picket fence of facts spelled nothing
but a dead end.

It was no better this time. He was trapped and
there was no road but one, that last, desperate, bitter
road into the vaults where his body would be stored.
That road he would not take until he was forced to
take it. For, as things stood now, if he went into
the vaults, he would come out of them a pauper, no
better equipped to deal with his second life than the
tribesman in Central Africa, no better than the peon
from South America, on the selfsame basis as the man
who slept in the streets of India. If he stayed alive,
perhaps somewhere, somehow—when or how he could
not guess—he might stumble onto some opportunity
or some situation which might yield a competence,
perhaps a very modest one, but at least something upon
which he could start his second life.

Perhaps he would not be able to live the kind of
life the really wealthy ones would live, would not be-
long among the billionaires. But at least he would not
stand in bread lines or shiver in the street for the lack:
of shelter. In the kind of world one would waken into,
it would be better to be dead than poor.
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. He shuddered as he thought of what it would be
like to be poor in that glittering world of wealth, in that
world where men would wake and find their savings
many times increased. And wealth such as this would
be solid wealth, for it would represent the very earth
itself. By the time that the stockholders of Forever Cen-
ter came back to second life every facility and every
material thing upon the entire planet would be repre-
sented in that stock. The men who held the stock, with
prudence of any kind at all, would go on being rich.
And the man who held none of the stock would never
have a chance; he would be condemned to remain a
pauper through all eternity.

Thinking of it, he knew that for that reason, if no
other, he could never think of going to the vaults.

And he would not go to the vaults for another reason.
It was the thing that Marcus Appleton had expected
him to do.

Looking down the avenue of time, he saw the end-
less days stretching interminably ahead, like so many
trees that lined the avenue. But there was no other
road, no other way that he could go other than this
blind and endless avenue leading on to nowhere.

He slept away the day and in the evening set out on
his prowling once again.

Night had fallen when he walked into the alley to
pick up the package beside the garbage can. The pack-
age was not there and he knew from this that he had
arrived too early. The man had not come out yet.
~ He retired to the dark angle of a wall that jutted out
farther in the alley than the next adjoining wall and
hunkered down to wait.

A cat came padding softly in the shadow, alert and
anxious. It halted and stared at Frost, crouching in his
angle. Apparently deciding that he was no danger to it,
the cat sat down and began to wash its face.

Then the back door of the restaurant opened and a
shaft of light speared out into the night. The man came
out, his white coat shining in the light, a basket of
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garbage resting on his right hip and clutched by his right
hand, a package in his left.

Frost rose and took a step out toward the alley. A
flat report smote against the lane of walls and the man
in white straightened in a spasm, his head thrown back,
his body tensed and straining. The basket dropped and
spun slowly on its bottom rim, spilling the dark litter
of the garbage.

Frost caught one glimpse of the man’s face, in the
second before the body crumpled—a white blur with a
spreading darkness on it, running from the hairline.

The white-coated man was down, huddled on the
pavement, and the basket, still spinning, came to a
stop when it rolled against his body.

Frost took another step out toward the alley, then
stopped, poised and tensed.

The cat was gone. Nothing stirred. There was no
shout, no footstep.

Frost’s brain screamed at him: A trap!

A man dead in the alley, gunned down, more than
likely with brain damage (darkness sluicing down his
face) that would rule out any possibility of a second life.

A man dead in the alley and he waiting in the alley,
and, Frost was very sure, a gun that could be found.

This was death for him, he knew. No longer ostra-
cism, but final death—not normal death, but the terminal
cancellation that did away with life. For a man who
would kill, in cold blood, a man who had befriended
him could expect nothing else but death.

And it would make no difference that he hadn’t killed
the man—no more difference than it had made that he'd
not committed treason.

He spun around and stared at the walls.

Both of them were brick, the buildings two stories
high, thirty feet or so. But on the one that was farther
back from the alley apparently there once had been a
shed extending out over the back door. The shed was
no longer there, but jutting out from the smooth brick
wall was a series of half-bricks, an inverted V, which
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had at one time formed the support for the roof tim-
bers of the shed.

Frost took three running strides and leaped. His
fingers caught and hooked over the lower extending
brick and for a breathless micro-second he feared that
the brick might break or slide out of its place from the
pressure of his weight. But it held and he reached quick-
ly up with his left hand and caught the second brick
and hauled himself up, with his right hand closing on
the third brick, so his left could reach the fourth.

Driven by a desperate panic, he swarmed up the
wall, hand over hand, his muscles powered by a strength
he did not know he had, his nerves a hardened knot
of urgency.

As he reached the fifth brick up, he got a foot on
the lower brick and hurled himself upward in a mighty
surge. His elbows caught the top of the wall and he
hauled himself swiftly over it and fell flat upon the
roof. A two-foot upward projection of the wall hid him
from the alley,

He lay there, panting with the exertion of his climb,
pressed against the asphalt of the roof, and out in the
alley he heard the rapidly running footsteps and the
harsh shouts of horror.

He could not stay here, he knew. He must somehow
get away, not only from the roof and alley, but from
this neighborhood. When they did not find him in the:
alley, they then would search the rooftops and the build-
ings on each side of the alley and by that time he must
be many blocks away.

He turned his head on one side and looked across the
roof. A small projection above the level rooftop caught
his eye and he crawled toward it.

Down in the alley the shouting was louder now and
added to it was the distant howling of the rescue wag-
on’s siren. Right on time, thought Frost, but little good
it would do the man lying in the alley. The bullet"
must have caught him squarely in the brain.

He reached the projection and saw that it was a:
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square cap, made of wood and covered by metal, ap-
parently covering a hatch.

His fingers worked at the edge of it, seeking for a
hold, but the cap was fitted tight. With a hand on each
side of it, he twisted and it seemed to give. He twisted
again and it seemed to lift. He put more power into the
twist and suddenly the cap was free and lifting. And
even as he lifted it, he wondered what he would find
on that floor below.

Slowly he tilted the cap up and the area under it was
dark. He breathed a little easier, although he knew that
he was not entirely in the clear. There might be some-
one down there. It could be merely the top floor of a
store or it could be living quarters.

He lifted the cap entirely off and set it to one side,
then lowered himself into the hatch. He hung by his
arms for a moment, his body extended. The place was
dark, although a little light seemed to come from some-
where. Reason said there must be a floor beneath him,
but he felt, as he hung there, that he was poised above
a pit.

I;-Ie let loose and dropped. He fell two feet or so.
Something that he bumped into went over with a crash.
The wind half knocked out of him, Frost crouched on
the floor, ears strained for any sound.

Outside, the siren of the rescue wagon ground to a
shuddering silence. Someone, bull-throated, was shout-
ing, but the muffled words were lost. Within the room
itself there was no sound at all.

Darker shapes became evident as his eyes became’
accustomed to the gloom. Faint light seeped into the
area, which he now saw was no partitioned room, but the
entire space of the second floor, from the tall, narrow
windows that fronted on the street.

He saw the shapes were furniture, crouching chairs,
embattled chests, squat tables. The display floor of a small
and dingy furniture establishment.

He should replace the cap, he thought, for searchers,
finding it, would guess where he had gone. But it might
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be hard to do and would take more time than he could
afford. He'd have to find something to stand on to reach
the hatch, would have to wrestle the cap into position,
with the good possibility that it would fail, despite all
that he could do, to fall into full position.

He couldn’t take the time, he told himself. He must
be out of here before the hunt shifted from the alley
to spread, perhaps, to the street outside.

He stumbled about the area, finally found the stairs,
and went down them to the lower floor.

Here the light filtering through the display windows
in the front was stronger than it had been upstairs.

At the door he turned back the knob of the night
lock, released the regular latch, and pulled the door
partway open, staring through the grimy glass at the
street outside. The street seemed to be empty.

He opened the door and slid outside, pulling it to,
but not latching it. He might need to get back through
that door and thus under cover very quickly. Squeezing
tight against the front of the building, he glanced quick-
ly up and down the street.

There was no one.

Sprinting, he crossed the street, reached the corner,
went around it, slowed to a rapid walk, Two blocks away
he met another walker, but the man went past with
barely a glance. There were a few cars and he slid into
shadewed doorways until they’d gone past.

Half an hour later he began to feel he’d made it
that for the moment he was safe.

Safe, but running once again.

He could not, he knew, go back to the basement.
For Appleton and his men would know about that hide-
out, must have watched him while they fabricated their
conspiracy against him, the masterstroke that was in-
tended to erase forever whatever threat he might rep-
resent to Appleton and Lane.

And what was that threat? he wondered. What did
the paper mean? And had the paper actually been among
the papers he’d put in the envelope for Ann?
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Thinking about the envelope and Ann, he felt a pang
of panic. If Appleton knew she had that paper, or sus-
pected that she had it, she was in deadly danger. As
everyone whose life touched his seemed in deadly danger.
The man at the restaurant had done no more than a
compassionate act for an unknown fellowman and now,
because of this, lay dead, shot down with no other
thought than how his death might contribute to the
entrapment and the death of the man he had be-
friended.

Appleton must know that Ann had talked with him.
More than likely it had been her appearance on the
scene (signaling the belief that he was about to make
some move?) which had triggered his seizure and his
condemnation.

Perhaps, he thought, he should somehow warn her.
But how was he to warn her? A phone call, but he had
no money for a call. And a phone call, in any case,
would be a stupid move, for in all probability her phone
would be tapped. And she, herself, watched.

Or contact Chapman? But that, as well, was dan-
gerous—not only to himself but to Chapman and to
Ann. For it was likely that Appleton knew Chapman
had come to see him and it would need no great ima-
gination to connect Chapman with Ann.

The best thing he could do, Frost told himself, was
to stay away from both of them. They should be wamed,
both of them, but in the warning he’d likely do more
harm than if they never knew.

He settled down to a steady, dogged trudging, keep-
ing to the shadows as much as possible. It was essen-
tial, he knew, to put as much distance between himself
and the alley where the man had died as he could.
But well before dawn he must find a place to hide, a
den where he could crouch through the daylight hours.
And when night came he must push on again to build
an even greater distance between himself and the
wrath that trailed him.
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25

Two old men met in a park for a game of checkers.

“You hear the latest,” asked one old codger, “about
this Forever business?”

“You hear so much,” said the other one, setting up the
pieces, “that you hardly know what story to believe.
They say now that if they get this immortality business
worked out, you won’t have to die at all. Theyll just
line everybody up, every blessed one of us, and jab
us in the arm and then we'll get young again and we'll
live forever. Won’t that be something, now?”

The old codger shook his head. “That aint what I
had in mind. Got this direct. My nephew has a brother-
in-law who works in one of them Forever labs and it
was him that told it. I can tell you there are a lot of
people who'll be in for a big surprise.”

“What surprise?” the second asked, impatiently.

“Well, maybe that’s not the word exactly. Maybe
they won't be surprised. Hard to be surprised, I suppose,
when you go on being dead.”

“You're rambling on again,” complained his partner.
“Why can’t you ever come right out and say what is
on your mind?r”

“I was just laying the foundation. Giving you the
background.”

“Well, get on with it so we can start this game.”

. “It seems,” the old codger told him, “that they've
found there is some sort of bacteria—I think that’s
what he said—some sort of bacteria that lives inside
the brain and that this bacteria can go right on living
when the body’s frozen. The brain is frozen solid, but
this bacteria isn’t bothered whatsoever. It goes right on
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living, multiplying all the time, and eating at the brain.”

“I don’t believe it,” said the other. “You hear such
stories all the time and I tell you, John, there ain’t
a lick of truth in any one of them. I wouldnt be
surprised if them Holies don’t start them stories just to
befuddle us. If we got this bacteria in the brain, how
come it don’t eat up the brain while we are still aliver”

“Well, that’s just it,” said John. “When we are alive,
there’s something in the brain—antibodies, would they
beP—that hold them bacteria in check. But when the
brain is frozen it can’t make them antibodies and the
bacteria run wild. I tell you, there are a lot of people
in those vaults who have no brain at all, just an empty
skull crammed full of bacteria.”

26

Frost came to a decision; to carry out the decision, he
stole an automobile.

The theft was not an easy task. He had to find a car
in which the forgetful owner had left the key. He knew,
vaguely, that there was a way by which one could
juggle ignition wires to start the motor without a key,
but he had no idea how to go about it. Besides, he had
an unreasonable fear of electricity and, thus, a disinclina-
tion to fool around with wires.

On the fourth night of his search, he found a car
parked behind a food market with the key in the igni-
tion. He scouted the area to make sure that nmo one
was around to raise an alarm when he took the car. More
than likely, he reasoned, it belonged to someone working
late in the market. There were lighted windows in the
back of the place, but they were located too high for
him to reach them in an attempt to see who might be
there.

He slid beneath the wheel and started the motor. Hold-
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ing his breath, he eased the machine out of the parking
area and down the ramp to the street. It was not until
he was a dozen blocks away that he resumed his
normal breathing,

Half an hour later he stopped the car and rummaged
in the tool kit, coming up with a small screwdriver. A
mile or so farther on, in a residential area where the
street was dark because of the great elms which lined the
boulevard, he parked behind another car. Working with-
out light and by feel, and as quietly as he could, he
switched the license plates of the car he’d stolen with the
one parked in the street.

Driving off, he told himself it might have been a waste
of time to make the switch of plates, but within a few
hours someone would report a stolen car and the switch-
ing of the plates might give him a slightly better chance
to go on undetected.

There was little traffic, here on the west edge of the
city. Night after night, as he had hunted for a car
that he could steal, he had worked his way westward,
heading for the city’s edge and the wilderess beyond.
There, even from the first night of his flight from the
alley, he had reasoned he’d have a better chance to
hide. Such population as there might be was scattered
and there were great areas which had reverted back
from farmland to heavy second growth. And also, in the
back of his mind, was a persistent feeling that Apple-
ton would not suspect that he would leave the city.

There would be problems, he knew, away from
the city. Food, for one thing. But he had a vague confi-
dence, not too well founded, that he could manage. The
season for fruit and berries was approaching and he
could catch some fish and perhaps devise traps for the
snaring of small animals. Thanks to Ann, he was at
least partially equipped. Stowed in his pockets, put
there in the knowledge that at any moment he might
have to leave his basement den, were the small items
which she had sent him—fishhooks and line, a pocket
lighter with a can of fluid and extra flints and wicks, a
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heavy pocketknife, a small pair of shears, a comb, a
can opener (for which he would have no use, certainly,
in the wilderness), and a small medical kit. With these,
he was sure that he could manage, although he did not
know exactly how.

He did not allow any of his half-recognized problems
worry him too much. All his resources now were directed
at leaving the city behind—to find a place where he
would not be forever dodging or crouching, always
fearful that he would be sighted by some citizen and
reported as a suspicious character. '

The idea of fleeing to the wilderness had formed in
his mind on the first night of his flight. It was not until
later that he had decided he would head further west
than he had at first intended—back to the old farm
where he had spent vacations in his youth. He had
fought against the decision, for the surface of his
mind protested it was a silly thing to do, but, even
as the surface of his mind protested, some more power-
ful inner mind drove him on finally to decide against
what seemed his better judgment. '

In the daytime, as he huddled in his hiding places,
he had tried to unravel the reasons for the urge that
drove him to seek this place out of his youth. Was it,
perhaps, a need to identify himself with something?
Was it the unrecognized, but crying need to stand on
familiar ground, to say this is a place that I know and
that knows me and we belong to one another—a seek-
ing after roots, no matter how shallow they might be?

He did not know. He could not know. He was only
aware that something more powerful than his own good
common sense impelled him toward this old and aban-
doned farm.

And now, finally, he was on his way.

He could have made better time by using one of the
great freeways that leaped in all directions from the
city. But these he avoided, these he could not force him-
self to take. He had hidden and crouched too long to
expose himself to the traffic he would encounter there.
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He had no map and no sure notion of where he
might be going. The one thing that he knew was that
he was heading west. The moon had been sliding down
the western sky when he had found the car and now
he followed the moon.

For an hour or more he had been driving through
residential areas, interspersed with small shopping cen-
ters. Now he began to encounter large open spaces which
lay between little settlements. He found a road, not a
street, but a road, narrow and ill-paved, and he fol-
lowed it.

The road dwindled to little more than a track and the
paving ended and the track was coated with a deep
and heavy dust. The houses became fewer, then al-
most none at all. Great clumps of woods loomed black
against the sky.

At the top of a long, bald ridge which the road
climbed with many twistings and turnings, he finally
stopped the car and got out, turning to look back.

Behind him, stretching east and north and south, as
far as the eye could see, were the lights of the city he
had left. Ahead of him was darkness with no single
gleam of light.

He stood atop the ridge and drew great gulping
breaths of air into his lungs—air that had about it the
freshness and the chilliness of the open land. And there
was, as well, the smell of pine and dust—and he had
finally made it. The city was behind him.

He got back in the car and drove on. The road got
no better and he could make no good time on it, but it
was still a road and it bored straight into the west.

At dawn he pulled off it, bumped across a shallow
roadside ditch, drove through an old field overgrown with
weeds and brush, and parked in a grove of oaks at one
end of the field.

He got out of the car and stretched and his gut was
gaunt with hunger, but this morning, he told himself,
for the first ime in weeks, he’d not have to hunt a hole
to hide in,
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27

After waiting for an hour, Ann Harrison got in to see
Marcus Appleton.

The man was affable. Behind his desk he had the
look of a prosperous, efficient businessman.

“Miss Harrison,” he said, “I am so glad to see you. I've
read so much about you. In connection, I believe,
with a certain point you raised in a trial of some sort.”

“Not that it did my client any good,” said Ann.

“But still it was well worth raising, It’s from thinking
such as this that the law evolves.”

“I thank you for the compliment,” said Ann. “If it
was a compliment.”

“Oh, yes,” said Appleton. “I was most sincere. And now,
I wonder, would you tell me to what I owe this meeting?
What can I do for you?”

“For one thing,” said Ann, “you can remove the taps
you have upon my phones. For another, you can call
off the bloodhounds you have set to follow me. And
you can tell me what it’s all about.”

“But my dear young lady .. .”

“You can save your breath,” Ann told him. “I know you
have the taps. Perhaps at the central switchboard. I
have prepared actions against both you and the com-
munications people which will enjoin you from an inva-
sion of my privacy and the privacy of my clients, which
might be much more to the point than my own privacy
and...

“You can’t get away with it,” Appleton said, harshly.

“I think I can,” said Ann. “No court would ignore such
a situation. It strikes directly at the guarantees which are
accorded the relationship of an attorney and the client.
And it strikes as well at the roots of justice.”
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“You have no proof.”

“I think I have,” said Ann. “That is not a matter I'll
discuss with you. But even if my proof were not quite
sufficient, and I believe it is, I still imagine that the
court would order an inquiry into the charges that I
brought.”

“That’s preposterous!” exploded Appleton. “The courts
haven’t got the time, or the purpose, to inquire into
every piddling charge someone may bring before them.”

“Perhaps not every charge. But a charge of this kind

“You'll probably end up,” Appleton told her, coldly,
“getting yourself disbarred.”

“Perhaps,” said Ann. “If you own the courts as thorough-
ly as you think you own them. I dont think you own
them that much.”

Appleton sputtered. “Own the courts!” he yelled.

“Why, yes,” Ann said, calmly. “The courts and the
newspapers. But you dont own the rumors. Theyre
something that you don’t control. And if the courts should
try to shush me and if the papers remained silent, there
still would be a stink. Believe me, Mr. Appleton, I'd
see there was a stink such as you've never smelled
before.”

The sputter died. “You're threatening me?” he asked
in a cold voice so sharp it almost squeaked.

“Oh, I don't suppose,” said Ann, “it would ever
come to that. I stll have faith in justice as dispensed
by law. I still believe the courts hold forth some hope
of remedy. And I'm not too sure you have all the papers
muzzled.”

“You have no high opinion of Forever Center?”

“Why should I have?” she asked. “You've gobbled
everything. You've suppressed everything. You've held
off progress. You've turned the people into clods. There
still are governments, but they are shadow governments
that jump at your slightest hint. And against all this you
plead that you offer something, and you do offer some-
thing, but do you have to place so high a price on it?”
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“All right,” he said. “If your phones are tapped and
we removed the taps and if we called off what you call
our bloodhounds, what more would you want?”

“You won’t, of course,” said Ann, “do any of these
things, But if you did, there’d still be one further thing
you could do for me. You could tell me why.”

“Miss Harrison,” said Appleton, “I'll be as frank with
you as you have been with me. If we've paid you any
undue attenton it'’s because were very curious con-
cerning your relationship with Daniel Frost.”

“I have no relationship with him. I saw him only
once.”

“You did go to visit him?”

“I went to ask his help for a client of mine.”

“For this Franklin Chapman?”

“When you talk of Franklin Chapman, I wish you'd
change your tone of voice. The man was convicted under
an obsolete and vicious law that is a part of this ter-
rible reign of frantic desperation Forever Center has im-
posed upon the world.”

“You asked Frost’s help for Chapman?”

She nodded. “He told me there was nothing he
could do, but that if ever, in the future, there was some
way to help my client he would do it.”

“Then Frost is not your client.”

“He is not,” she said.

“He gave you a paper.”

“He gave me an envelope. It was sealed. I don’t know
if anything was in it.”

“And he still is not your client?”

“Mr. Appleton, as one human being, he entrusted me,
another human being, with an envelope. That is quite
a simple matter. It need not become involved in legal
complications.”

“Where is that enveloper”

“Why,” said Ann, in some surprise, “I thought per-
haps you had it. Some of your men went through my
office very thoroughly. Also my apartment. I had thought
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of course, you'd found it. If you haven't got it, I can’t
imagine where it is.

Appleton sat quietly behind his desk, staring at her,
so still that even his eyelids didn’t move.

“Miss Harrison,” he finally said, “you are the coolest
customer I have ever met.”

“I walk into lions’ dens,” said Ann. “I'm not afraid
of lions.”

Appleton idly flipped a hand. “You and I,” he said,
“talk a common language. You came to make a deal.”

“I came,” she said, “to get you off my neck.”

“The envelope,” he said, “and Frost is reinstated.”

“His sentence reversed,” she said, bitterly. “The tat-
toos removed. His estate and job restored. His memories
wiped away and the rumors stilled.”

He nodded. “We could talk about it.”

“Why, how wonderful of you,” she said. “When you
could kill him just as easily.”

“Miss Harrison,” he said sadly, “you must think that
we are monsters.”

“Of course I do,” she said.

“The envelope?” he asked.

“I imagine that you have it.”

“And if we don’t?”

“Then I don’t know where it is. And all of this is
pointless, anyhow. I didn’t come here to make what you
call a deal.”

“But since you're here?”

She shook her head. “I have no authonty Any talk of
this sort must be with Daniel Frost,”

“You could tell him.™

“Yes,” she said, lightly, “I suppose I could.”

Appleton leaned forward just a bit too quickly, like
a man who tried to show no eagerness at all, but was
trapped into showing it.

“Then perhaps you should,” he said.

“I was about to add that I could mention it to him
if I knew where he was. Really, Mr. Appleton, there is

128



so little point to this. I have no interest in it and I
doubt that Mr. Frost would have a great deal more.”

“But Frost...”

“He’d know as well as 1,” said Ann, “that he couldn’t
trust youw.”

She rose from the chair and walked toward the
door. Appleton came awkwardly to his feet and stepped
around the desk.

“On this other matter;” he said.

“I've decided,” Ann told him, “that I should file my
petitions. It just occurs to me I shouldn’t trust you,
either.”

Going down the elevator, she had her first moments
of deep doubt. What, she asked herself, had she actually
accomplished? Well, for one thing, she had placed him
on notice that she knew she was being watched. And
she had learned, of course, that he knew no more than
she did where Daniel Frost might be.

She went across the foyer and out into the parking
lot and there, beside her car, stood a tall, bony, grizzled
man. His hair was gray and his whiskers—not a beard,
but simply unshaved whiskers—were salt and pepper
shade.

When he saw her approaching, he opened the door and
said, “Miss Harrison, you dont know me, but I am a
friend and you need a friend. You have been up to talk
with Appleton and . ..”

“Please,” said Ann. “Please leave me alone.”

“I'm George Sutton,” he told her, quietly, “and I'm
a Holy. Appleton would give a lot to get his hands on
me. I was born a Holy and I'll always be one. If you
don’t believe me, look.”

He tore his shirtfront open and pointed to the right
side of the chest.

“No incision scar,” he said. “There’s no transmitter
in me.”

“The scar could have disappeared.”

“Youre wrong,” he said. “It always leaves a scar.
As you grow up, new transmitters must be implanted.
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You get your final transmitter when you're well into your
teens.”

“Get in the car,” she told him, sharply “If you dont
someone will notice us. And if youre not a2 Holy .

“You think, perhaps that I'm a man from Forever
Center. You thmk

“Get in the car,” she said.

Out in the street the car was swallowed by the great
ﬂowing traffic river.

“I saw Daniel Frost,” said Sutton, “that first night.
One of my men brought him to our hideout and I
talked with him .

“What did you say to him?”

“Many things. We talked about our slogan cam-
paign and he thought poorly of it. And I asked him if
he read the Bible and if he believed in God. I always
ask that of people. Miss, that was a funny question that
you asked—what we talked about. What difference does
it make?”

“Because I know something of what you talked about.”

“You have seen him, then?”

“No. I haven’t seen him.”

“There was another man . ..”

“It was the other man,” she said. “Dan told him you
had asked about the Bible and if he believed in God.”

“So now you're satisfied about me.”

“I don’t know,” she said, her voice tense and tight.
“I suppose I am, although I cant be sure. It all has
been a nightmare. Not knowing anything. Being watched.
I knew they were watching me; I saw them. And I
am positive that my phone was tapped. I couldn’t just
sit still. I couldn’t simply sit and take it. That’s why I

went to Appleton. And you—you've been watching,
too!”

He nodded. “You and Frost and this other man—this
Chapman. Miss, we don’t merely paint the slogans on the
walls. We do many other things. We fight Forever Center
in every way we can.”

“But why?”
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“Because they are our enemies; theyre the enemies
of mankind. We're all that’s left of the old mankind.
We are the underground. We've been driven under-
ground.”

“I don't mean that. I mean why are you watching
us?”

“I suppose that’s part of it. But we can help you,
too. We were standing by the night the man was
killed, behind the restaurant. We were ready to be of
help, but Frost didn’t need our help.”

“And you know where he is?”

“No. We know he stole a car. We figure that he left
the city. We lost him, but the last we saw of him he
was heading west.”

“And you thought that I might know.”

“Well, no, we didn’t think so. We’d not have con-
tacted you if you'd not gone to Forever Center.”

“What has that to do with it? I had the right . . .~

“You had the right, of course. But now Apple-
ton knows that you know he is watching you. So long
as you played stupid and said nothing, you were safe.”

“Now I suppose I'm no longer safe.”

“You can’t fight Forever Center,” he told her. “No
one person can. There'll be an accident, something will
happen. We have seen it happen in other instances.”

“But I have something that he wants.”

“Not something that he wants. Something, rather,
that he wants no one else to have. The answer is quite
simple. With Frost out of the way and you out of the
way, he'll be in the clear.”

“You know all about this?”

“Miss,” said Sutton, “I'd be downright simple if I
didn’t have my pipelines into Forever Center.”

And this was it, she thought. No ordinary band of
religious fanatics, no simple slogan painters, but a well-
organized and efficient band of rebels who through the
years, working quietly, and no doubt with daring,
had caused Forever Center more trouble than anyone
realized.
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But doomed to failure. For no one could stand against
the force and strength of a structure that, in effect, was
owner of the world and that, furthermore, held out the
promise of eternal life.

Into a structure such as this, there surely would be
pipelines. Not only by the Holies but by anyone who
might stand to gain. And with the greed occasioned by
the driving need to establish an estate against the sec-
ond life, there always would be those who would provide
the pipelines.

“I suppose that I should thank you,” said Ann.

“No thanks are necessary.”

“Where can I drop you?”

“Miss Harrison,” Sutton said, “I have more to say
to you and I hope you'll listen to me.”

“Why, of course, I'll listen.”

“This paper that you have . ..”

“So you want it, too.”

“If something should happen to you, if .. .”

“No,” said Ann. “It isn't mine. It belongs to Daniel
Frost.”

“But if it should be lost. It's a weapon, don’t you see?
I don’t know what is in it, but we .. .”

“I know. You'd use anything that you could get.
Anything at all. No matter how you got it. No matter
what it was.”

“You're not very complimentary, but I suppose that
is the case.”

“Mr. Sutton,” Ann said, “I'm going to pull over to the
curb. T'll slow up, but I won't stop. And I want you to
get out.”

“If you wish, miss.”

“I do wish,” she said. “And leave me alone. One
is er},ough, trailing me and spying. I don’t need two of

ou.

It had been a mistake going to see Marcus Apple-
ton, she told herself. No matter what she might have
thought or said, this was not something that could be re-
solved in a court of law. And a bluff, no matter how well
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managed, was no good at all. There was, it seemed, too
much at stake and too many people who had an interest
in what was going on. You could not dodge them all

There was just one answer for this moment. She could
not go back, not to her office, nor to her apartment. For
now the squeeze was on and if she had her way about
it, she would not be caught.

She slowed the car and Sutton stepped heavily to the
curb.

“Thanks for the ride,” he said.

“Don’t mention it,” she told him, and gunned the car
back into the flowing traffic.

She had some money in her bag and her credit cards
and there was no reason why she should go back.

On the lam, she thought. But not really on the lam.
Going to someone, not running from someone.

God grant, she thought, that he’s still all right!

28

He had swung far south of Chicago. Once, from far off,
he had seen the distance-misted towers and blocks of
masonry that rose beside the lower end of the lake.
Now he was west of it and heading north, still following
the tiny, twisting, oldtime roads. At times they dwindled
out or became impassable and he would be forced to
turn around and retrace his way, looking for another of
the primitive, grass-grown highways that trended in the
right direction.

It had been like that all the way from the East Coast
and he had not made good progress. Although there
was no reason now that he should make good progress.
There was no reason, he told himself time and time
again, that he go anywhere. He had no actual destina-
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tion; the destination that he did have was an emotion-
charged fantasy in which there could be no real meaning
and no purpose. The comfort and identity which it
seemed to hold was no more than delusion; when he
arrived it would be as empty and as barren as any mile
along the road he took to reach it. But knowing this,
he still made his way toward it, driven by an inner
urge which he failed to understand.

He met few people. Through the areas he traveled
there were few inhabitants. Occasionally there would
be a down-at-heels family living—camping might be a
better word—at one of the many abandoned sets of farm
buildings. Occasionally there were tiny villages still
inhabited, a few families still lived there in a stubborm
refusal to join the now all but completed movement to
the vast urban centers, existing in a small nucleus of
humanity surrounded by the empty and decaying struc-
tures which at one time had housed a healthy com-
munity. '

At times he drove past monitor-and-rescue stations,
with the rescue cars and helicopters standing on the
ramp, ready at an instant to dash out to retrieve a
body when the monitor housed within the building de-
tected the cessation of a transmitter signal, indicating that
a heart had stopped its beating, pegging with exactitude
the geographic coordinates where the stoppage had
occurred.

There could not, Frost imagined, be much work to do
at stations such as these, for due to the thinly scat-
tered population months might go by without a single
death within the quadrant covered by a station. And yet,
even in those areas where, for long periods of time,
there might be no signal except for some transient pass-
ing through, the stations still were maintained against
the chance that within the area some life might flicker
out.

For, despite what might be said of it, despite the
rumors and the watchful critics, Forever Center still
kept the ancient faith, still carried on the tradition of
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service which was implicit in the purpose for which it
had been founded. And that, Frost told himself, with a
surge of pride, was the way it had to be. For faith was
the one solid foundation upon which such a social struc-
ture could be built.

The roads he traveled did not allow the piling up of
any great amount of mileage in any single day. The
necessity of finding food delayed the progress further.
He foraged for berries and from scraggly trees still
surviving in old orchards he gathered early-ripened
fruit. He fished with fair success in many tiny streams,
in some larger rivers. From a strong hickory sapling
he fashioned a bow and trimmed arrows from ash
sprouts, spent hours in trying to learn how to handle the
weapon he’d devised. But the bow and arrows did not
pay for the time expended in the making of them. In-
expertly fashioned, the bow admitted of little accuracy.
The only game he gathered with it was an ancient wood-
chuck, tough and stringy, but at least red meat, the
first that he had tasted in many weeks.

In an abandoned farmhouse he found a kettle, with
some rusty spots, but still intact. A few days later, on the
edge of a scummy pond, he captured a snapping turtle
that had strayed too far from water, butchered it, and
put it in the kettle to boil. He was not entirely sure that
he liked the soup, but it was food and that was the
thing that counted.

He began to have a sense of leisure. No longer hiding,
no longer running, he moved down a long and twisting
avenue of contented time. Finding a camping place that
appealed to him, he’d stay for several days, resting,
fishing, swimming, foraging, and eating. He attempted to
smoke some of the fish he caught, to build up a food
supply against a future day. The experiment did not
work out.

He no longer watched the road behind him. Marcus
Appleton undoubtedly still was hunting for him, but
the chances were, he told himself, that he had not learned
as yet his prey had left the city. The theft of the car
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would have been long since reported, thé car to which
he’d switched the plates might have been discovered,
but there was no way, he felt sure, that the theft could
be traced to him. The recognition and recovery of a
stolen car was not an easy thing, for all cars were
alike, all turned out by one company, which no longer
bothered, since there was no competition and no cus-
tomer demand, to change the models every year—or
every ten or twenty years.

For the cars were standard, engineered to certain well-
established specifications. All small, so they took less
space. All powered by lifelong batteries—silent, fume-
less, slow of speed, all with low centers of gravity.
The kind of car to fit the crowded street conditions under
which most of them were used and equipped with
safety devices to protect their occupants.

Now Chicago was behind him and he was heading
north. One day he reached the river and knew exactly
where he was. The old iron bridge, red with rust, still
bridged the stream, and off to the east were the gray
and weathered bones of a deserted village, and to the
west, just short of the bridge, was an ancient track that
flanked the river, running between the water and the
limestone-ribbed, tree-covered bluffs.

Twenty miles, he thought—twenty miles was all and
he would be home. Although, even as he thought about
it, he knew it wasnt home and it had never been. It
was simply familiar, a place he once had known.

He swung the car to the right and was on the river
road, a narrow set of wheel tracks with a ribbon of grass
between them and brush and drooping tree branches so
close they rasped against the body of the car.

A hundred yards and the brush and trees ended and
ahead was a little meadow, which had been at one
time, most likely, a cornfield or a pasture. Beyond the
meadow the trees and brush closed in again. A short
distance up the hillside a few tumbledown farm build-
ings sat amidst weeds and sprouting brush.

In the center of the clearing, just off the road, lay a
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camp. Dirty, patched tents stood in a circle. Thin spirals
of blue smoke swirled up from cooking fires. Three or
four battered, rusted cars stood to one side of the tents
and there were animals which must have been horses,
although Frost had never seen a horse. And there were
dogs and people, all turned to look at him, some of
them starting to move toward him and crying back and
forth to one another—shrill, triumphant cries.

In the instant that it took for the scene to register
upon Frost’s mind, he knew what he had stumbled on—
a band of Loafers, one of those strange and vicious tribes
which roamed the countryside, that small percentage of
unemployed and unemployable who through the years
had resisted all attempts to find a place for them in
the economic structure. There were not many of them,
perhaps; but here was one of the bands and he’d run
headlong into it

He slowed the car, then changed his mind and ac-
celerated, heading down the road, building up his speed
in hope that he’d be able to run clear of the pack of
humans who were streaming from the camp.

For a moment it seemed that he might have made it,
for he pulled even with and was forging past the largest
body of the running men. Looking out the window, to
the side, he could see their screaming faces, bearded,
dirty, mouths open in their shouting, lips peeled back
to show their teeth.

Then suddenly the wave of charging bodies hit the
car, ran into it as a man might run headlong into a
fence, and it bounced alarmingly, hopping in the ruts,
and then was going over, slowly tipping to one side,
while the two wheels still in contact with the ground
continued to give it some forward motion. And even as
it tipped, the mass of screaming men swarmed onto
it and forced it over. :

It struck the ground and skidded, shuddering. Some-
one jerked open the door and hands reached in to
haul Frost out. Once out, they dumped him on the
ground. Slowly, he regained his feet. The Loafers ringed
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him like a pack of wolves, but now the viciousness
was gone and there was amusement on their faces.

One man, standing in the forefront of the pack,
nodded at him knowingly. “Now it was thoughtful,” he
said, “to deliver us a car. We sure God needed one.
Our old ones are getting so they hardly run no more.”

Frost did not answer. He glanced around the semi-
circle and all of them were laughing, or very close to
laughing. Among the men were children, gangling
little boys who stood and gawked at him.

“Horses are all right,” said a slack-jawed man, “but
they ain’t as good as cars. They can’t go as fast and
they are a lot of trouble, taking care of them.”

Frost still said nothing, mostly because he could not
decide what might be safe to say. It was quite clear
that these people meant to keep the car and there
was nothing, he realized, that he could do about it.
They were laughing now, at their own good fortune
and his discomfiture, but at any moment, if he should say
the wrong word, he sensed they could turn ugly.

“Pa,” a shrill boyish voice cried, “what is that there
on his forehead? He has got a red mark there. What
kind of thing is that?”

Silence fell. The laughter died. The faces took on
grimness.

“An ostyl” cried the slack-jawed man. “By God, he
is an osty!”

Frost spun and made a sudden lunge. His hands grasp-
ed the upward side of the car and, with a single motion,
he vaulted over it. He lit unsteadily on his feet and
stumbled, saw the mob of Loafers pounding around
each end of the car, closing in on him. He started a
stumbling run and saw that he was trapped. The river
lay in front of him and there was no chance of dodging
to one side, for either way he turned the Loafers had
him flanked. There was shouting and laughing once
again, but it was vicious laughter, the shrill hooting of
hysterical hyenas.

Stones whizzed past him and plunged into the ground
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or skipped through the grass and he hunched his shoul-
ders to protect his head, but one caught him in the
cheek and the blow of it jolted his whole body and it
seemed for an instant that his head was coming off as
swift pain lanced through his jaw and skull. A fog rose
from the ground and obscured his vision and he was
plunging into it and all at once, with no sense of having
fallen, he was down and hands were reaching roughly
for him and lifting and carrying him.

Through the haze of the fog and the deep rumble
of the shouting voices, one bullhorn voice rang out loud
and clear above all the rest of them. “Wait a minute,
boys,” it roared. “Don’t throw him in just yet. He'll drown
sure as hell if he has got his shoes on.”

“Hell, yes,” yelled another voice, “he has to have a
chance. Get them shoes off him.”

Someone was tugging at his shoes and he felt them
leave his feet and he tried to yell out, but the best he
could utter was a croak.

“Them pants of his will get waterlogged,” yelled the
man with the bullhorn voice.

And another said, “Them rescue boys might not even
be able to fish him out should it happen he did drown.”

Frost fought, but there were too many of them and
his figcht was feeble as they stripped him of his trousers
and his jacket and his shirt and all the other clothes.

Then there were four men, one to each arm, one
to each leg and somewhere off to one side, someone was
shouting out the count: “One! Two! Three!”

And each time at the count they swung him and at the
count of three let go and he sailed out above the river,
naked as a jaybird, and saw the river rushing up to
meet him.

He struck sprawled and spraddled out and the water
hit him like a doubled fist. He sank into it, fighting
and desperate and confused, down into the blue-green-
ness and the cold. Then he rose and broke the surface
and worked his hands and feet, more by instinct than
by purpose, to keep himself afloat. Something bumped
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hard against him and he flung out an arm to ward
it off and felt the roughness of wood touch against his
hide. He wound an arm around it and it floated and sup-
ported him and he saw that it was a drifting tree trunk,
floating down the current. He swung himself around and
got both arms over it and rested on it, looking back.

On the river’s bank the Loafers pranced and hopped
in a hilarious war dance, shouting out at him words he
did not recognize and one of them, with an arm
raised high, waved his trousers at him as if they might
have been a scalp.

29

Sometime in the night the wind had blown down
the cross again.

Ogden Russell sat up and rubbed the sleep out of his
eyes.

He sat flat upon the sand and stared at the fallen
cross and it was more, he thought, than a man should
have to bear. Although, by now, he should be used
to it. He had done everything he knew to keep the
cross erect. He had hunted driftwood and had tried
to brace and prop it. He had found some boulders
at the water’s edge and, with a great deal of work and
time, had lugged them up the beach and with them
formed a supporting circle at the cross’s base. He had
dug hole after hole in which to plant it and had
used a heavy piece of driftwood as a tamper to pack the
sand solidly about it.

But nothing worked.

Night after night, the cross fell down.

Might it be, he wondered, that this was no more than
a persistent sign that he was not about to find the com-
fort and the faith he sought and that he might as well
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give up? Or might it be a testing of his worthiness to
receive the boon he hunted?

And what were his shortcomings? Where had he failed?

He had spent long hours upon his knees, with the hot
reflection of the running river water and sand scorching
him, turning his hide into a peeling loathesomeness.
He had wept and prayed and cried upon the Lord
until his legs went dead from lack of circulation and his
voice grown hoarse. He had practiced endless spiritual
exercises and he had allowed to flow out of him a yearn-
ing and a need that would melt a heart of stone. And
he had lived entirely on the river clams and the occa-
sional fish and the berries and the watercress until his
body had shrunk to skin and bones and his stomach
ached with hunger.

Yet nothing happened.

There had been no sign.

God went on ignoring him.

And that was not all. He had used the last of the fuel
from the two ancient pine stumps he’d found on the
edge of the willow clump which grew back from the
sandy beach. He had grubbed out the last of the roots
that he could reach the day before and now all the fuel
that he had left was the occasional piece of driftwood
that he came across and the dead branches of the
willows, which were largely worthless as fuel, burning
out quickly to a fluffy ash.

And as if this were not enough of tribulation, there
was the man in the canoe who, throughout the summer,
had snooped about the river and at times had tried
to talk with him, not seeming to understand that no
proper and dedicated hermit ever talked with anyone.

He had fled from people. He had turned his back on
life. He had come to this place where he'd be safe
from both life and people. But the world intrudes even
so, he thought, in the form of a man paddling a canoe
up and down the river, perhaps spying on him, although
why anyone should want to spy upon a poor and humble
supplicant such as he, he could not well imagine.

141



Russell came slowly to his feet and, using both his
hands, brushed the sand off his back and legs as well
as he could manage.

He looked at the cross again and knew that he would
have to do something better than he had been able to
accomplish heretofore. The only answer, he told himself,
was to swim ashore and find there a longer piece of drift-
wood to make a new upright for the cross and then sink:
it deeper in the sand. More deeply planted, it would
not be so top heavy and might not tip so easily.

He walked across the sandbar to the river’s edge and
knelt there, dipping water with his two cupped hands to
scrub his face. After he had washed, he stayed kneeling
and looked out across the fog-misted plane of steel-gray
water that moved with unhwuried strength against the
ragged background of the forest that crowded close
against the other shore.

He had done it right, he thought. He’d followed all the
ancient rules of hermitry. He had come to a waste place
of the earth, deep in the wildemess, and had isolated
himself on this sandbar island in the middle of the river,
where there was none or nothing to distract him. With
his own hands he had made and reared the cross.
He had nearly starved. He had followed proper form
in his petitioning; he had wept and prayed, humiliating
both the spirit and the flesh.

There was one thing. One single thing. And through
all these weeks, he knew, he had fought from knowing
it, from admitting it, from saying it. He had sought to
keep it buried. He had tried to make himself forget it,
make his mind and consciousness erase it.

But it came bobbing to the surface of his mind and
there was no way to push it back. Here, in the quiet-
ness of this day which had yet to come to life, he was
face to face with it.

The transmitter in his chest!

Could he seek for a spiritual eternity while he still
clung to the promise of a physical eternity? Could he
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play at cards with God and have an ace tucked up his
sleeve?

Must he, before his petition could be heard, get rid of
the transmitter in his chest, turn himself back into a mor-
tal man?

He sank forward on the beach, collapsing.

He could feel the moist sand grinding on his cheek
and when he moved his lips, the comers of them col-
lected little gobs of sand.

“Oh, God,” he whispered in his fear and indecision,
“not that, not that, not that...”

30

The mosquitoes and the flies were bad and the packed
earth of the wheel track that he walked in had been
turned so hot by the sun that it bumed the bare
soles of his feet.

When he had finally paddled the floating tree trunk
close enough to shore to reach solid land again, he had
been forced to walk a half a mile or more through dense
river bottom woods before he reached the road. In the
process, he had encountered several nettle patches and,
despite his attempts to skirt the plants, had been forced
to walk through areas rank with poison ivy. The nettle
rash still was full of fire, and the poison ivy blisters, he
felt sure, would appear in a day or so. He faced rough
times ahead.

For some miles he had feared the Loafers might come
hunting him, but there had been no sign of them and
by now he had come to the opinion that they were
through with him. They had had their fun and there
was nothing more that they asked of him. They had his
car and clothing and all that he possessed and they'd
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tossed him in the river, hooting and whooping with de-
light, and that had been the end of it. They were not
really vicious people. If they had been vicious, he'd
likely not be here, walking doggedly down a wheel track,
fighting off, with flapping hands, the mosquitoes and
the flies, and itching almost unendurably from nettle
stings.

He came to a creek, crossed by an old stone bridge,
the rock of which it was built crumbling and scaling.
Undemeath it the creek ran sluggishly, only a few inches
deep, over a bed of black alluvial mud.

Frost went on, crossing the bridge, following the grass-
grown track, flailing with his hands to drive away the
insect pests which swarmed all about him. But it seemed
a hopeless task. He rubbed his hand across the back of
his neck and it came away smeared red with blood
from the squashed bodies of mosquitoes, so intent on
feeding they had not tried to get away.

As the day wore on to evening, he knew it would
be worse. When dusk fell the flies would disappear, but
the mosquitoes then would rise in clouds from the
swamps and sloughs in the bottomland. The few that
feasted on him now were only a thin advance guard
of those which would come when dusk had fallen.

When moming came he would be a mass of welts,
his body sluggish with poison from the insect bites. More
than likely his eyes would be swollen shut. He wondered
vaguely if mosquitoes could finally kill a man.

If he could build a fire, the smoke would help pro-
tect him. Out on a sandbar in the river the prevalent
river breeze would keep the pests thinned down.
Or, possibly, if he could climb the bluffs and find a
breezy hilltop he’d escape the worst of the hordes
which would rise from the swamps once darkness fell.

He could not build a fire. And the thought of the climb
to the bluff tops, or beating his way through the river
bottoms back to the river’s edge, left him shaken. The
going would be rough and there would be poison ivy
and there might be rattlesnakes and even if he reached
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the river he might not be able to reach a sandbar. The
only sandbar might be far out and he was not too good
a swimmer.

But he realized that he must do something. It already
was late in the afternoon and he did not have much
time.

He stood in the road, squinting up the bluffs, cov-
cred with trees and rank underbrush and weeds,
capped by cliffs of rock.

There might be another way, he thought. Slowly the
idea seeped into his brain. He turned about and went
back to the bridge, clambering down the bank to the
shallow stream. Stooping, he scooped up a handful of
the mud. It was black and sticky and it smelled. He
smeared the handful on his chest. He smeared it on
his arms and shoulders. He plastered great handsful of
it on his back. Then, working more carefully, he smoothed
some of it on his face. The mud stuck to him and
protected him. The shrill whine of the mosquitoes still
sounded in his ears and they swarmed before his eyes,
but they did not alight upon the mud smeared upon his
body.

H}z; went on smearing mud, covered his body as best
he could. It seemed that the coolness of the mud, per-
haps even some antiseptic quality in it, eased the itch-
ing and the pain of the mosquito welts and the nettle
rash.

And here, he thought, he squatted, a naked savage
on the bank of this muddy stream—far worse off than
he had been back on the city streets. For now he had
nothing, absolutely nothing. Here, almost at the end
of a trail he had taken without knowing why he took
it, he was finally beaten. He had held before a faint
and far-off hope, but now there was no hope. He could
not cope with the situation he now faced. He had no
cquipment and no knowledge that would enable him
lo meet it.

Perhaps, come morning, he should go back up the
road to join the band of Loafers—if they still were there,
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if they would let him join them. It was not the kind of
life he’d planned, but they might give him, at least, a
pair of pants, perhaps a pair of shoes. There’d be food
to eat and probably work to do.

More than likely, though, they’d drive him away as
soon as he appeared. For he was an osty and no one,
not even Loafers, were supposed to have any truck
with osties. There was just the chance, however, that
they wouldn’t give a damn. The might let him join
the tribe as a sort of whipping boy, as a tribal jester,
for his entertainment value,

He shivered as he thought of it, that he should be so
reduced in fortune and in pride as to be able even
to think of it. :

Or perhaps now was the time to take that one last
road of desperation, to seek out the nearest monitor
station and apply for death. And in fifty years, or a
hundred or a thousand, to wake up again and be no
better off than he was this moment. They would, of
course, remove the marks of ostracism once he was re-
vived, and he’d be a normal man again, but that would
be all he’'d be. They’'d give him clothes to wear and
he would stand in line for food and he’d have no dignity
and no aspirations and no hope. But he’d have immor-
tality—God, yes, he’d have immortalityl

He rose and went questing up the stream to where
he had seen a few bushes loaded with blackberries. He
picked and ate several handsful of them, then came back
to his squatting place and sat down again. Idly, he
dipped black mud from the bottom of the stream and
did some repair work on his body.

It was quite clear that there was nothing he could do,
right now. Dusk already was creeping in and the mos-
quitoes swarmed about in clouds. He would have to
spend the night here and in the morning he would have|
some more blackberries for breakfast and renew his|
coat of mud, then start out to do whatever it might be
that he had to do.

Darkness fell and fireflies flickered out, dotting th
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bluffs and the heavy brush of the river bottomland with
brief, tiny flecks of cold green fire. From somewhere in
the tangle of the river forest a raccoon whickered. The
east flushed with a golden light and the moon, almost
full, arose. The whine of the mosquitoes filled every cran-
ny of the night and a few got into his eyes and ears and
he brushed them off. He dozed ftfully, waking each time
with a start of terror, sometimes not knowing where
he was, taking long seconds finally to orient himself.
Little prowlers of the night came out and rustled all
about him in the grass and weeds. A rabbit hopped
down the road, stopped at the edge of the bridge, and
stared solemnly down, its long ears tipped forward, at the
strange figure huddled on the stream bank. Far away
something barked with short, high, excited yips, and
once, from the craggy cliffs atop the bluffs, a cat
screamed, a sound that turned Frost’s blood cold and
set him to shivering.

He dozed and woke, dozed and woke again. And in
his waking moments his mind, seeking to divorce itself
from reality, went back to other days. To the man who
had left the packages of food beside the garbage cans,
to Chapman’s visit when he was living in the cellar, to
the old grizzled man who had asked if he believed in
God and to that brief hour of candlelight and roses
with Ann Harrison.

And why, he wondered, had that man fed him—a
man he did not know, a man he’d never spoken with?
Was there, he wondered, any sense at all in this life
that mankind lived? Could there be any purpose in a
life so senseless?

Sometime in the course of the long night he knew
what he must do, realized, dimly and far off, a re-
sponsibility he had not known before. It did not come
to him at once; it grew by slow degrees, as if it were
a lesson learned most haltingly and very painfully.

He must not go back to the Loafers’ camp. He must
not ask for death. So long as he had life he must stay
steadfast to a purpose that he did not know. He had
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started out to reach a certain farm, without knowing why,
and he must go on until he reached his destination.
For somehow it seemed that it was not he alone who
was involved in this senseless journey, but Ann and
Chapman and that strange man who'd asked him
all the questions and the man who'd died out in the
alley—or at least the memory of that man. He tried
to make some sense out of all of this and it made no
sense. But he knew that, in some way he could not
fathom, he had become committed to a certain course
and he must continue on that course regardless of all
doubt.

Was it possible, he wondered, that this crazy compul-
sion to make the journey was the result of some sort of
precognition that operated outside the normal mental
process? Perhaps an added or extra function of the
mind that worked only under stress and in a time of
great emergency.

Moming finally came and he went up the creck to
get more blackberries. Then he did a new and meticu-
lous job with the mud again and started out.

Another fifteen miles or so and he’d come to the
mouth of a certain hollow that ran down from the
hills and by following up the hollow he’d finally reach
the farm. He tried to recall how the mouth of the hollow
looked and all that he could remember was that a
short way up the hollow a spring gushed from the hill-
side and that a stream of water flowed through the cul-
vert underneath the road and made its way into a little
pond, choked by cattails and rank swamp growth. He'd
have to rely on the spring and the creek as landmarks, he
realized, for he could remember little else.

The nettle rash seemed to have worn itself out. The
mosquitoes and the flies, balked by the mud, gave him
little trouble,

He trudged along and the day wore on. His stomach
grumbled at him and once, spying some mushrooms by
the roadside, he stopped and eyed them, remembering
that back in those days when he'd spent the sum-
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mers on the farm he’d gone out with his grandfather
to gather mushrooms. These looked like the ones they'd
picked, but he could not be sure. Hunger and cau-
tion waged a battle and caution finally won and he
went on down the road, without touching them.

The day grew hot and crows cawed in the river bot-
toms. Protected by the towering, bluff-crowned hills, the
road had not a breath of breeze. Frost moved in a haze of
heat and suffocating air, unstirred by any wind. The
mud dried and flaked off his body or ran in dirty rivulets
of sweat. But the mosquitoes now were fewer, re-
treating from the blazing sun to seek the roadside shade.

The sun reached midday height and slanted down the
west. Great thunderheads towered in the west and the
air went still. Nothing stirred and there was no sound
of any sort. A sign of storm, Frost thought, remembering
his grandmother and her weather signs.

For an hour or more he had been watching for land-
marks that he might recognize, stopping every now
and then at the top of a slight knoll to study the ter-
rain ahead. But the road wound on through the ever-
lasting walls of green, with scarcely anything to dis-
tinguish one mile from the next.

The day wore on and the clouds piled higher in
the west. Finally the sun disappeared behind the clouds
and the air became somewhat cooler.

Frost plodded on, one step and then another, and
then another step—and it went on endlessly.

Suddenly he heard the sound of running water. He
stopped and jerked up his head. And there the hollow
was, with the running stream and the now-remembered
configuration of the bluff looming to the right, with its
great crown of limestone and the cedar trees grow-
ing from the ledge just below the top.

As if it were a place sprung full-bodied out of yes-
terday, it had a familiarity he had not expected. But
despite the familiarity, there was a strangeness, too.

Something was hanging in a tree close beside the
spring. There was a path beaten from the road up toward
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the spring and a sharp smell he could not recognize
hung in the air.

Frost felt his body tensing as he stood there in the
road and a sense of danger prickled at his scalp.

The sun by now was entirely hidden by the towering
clouds and the recesses of the woods were dark and the
mosquitoes were coming out again,

The thing hanging in the tree, he saw, was a knapsack,
and the smell, he knew now, was the acrid odor of
old, wet ashes. Someone had built a campfire by the
spring and had gone off, leaving the knapsack hanging
in the tree. Whether the campers had gone away for
good or would be coming back, there was no way
of knowing. But where there was a knapsack, there
might possibly be food. ,

Frost turned off the road and padded cautiously up
the path. He came out of the weeds that flanked the
path and the little trampled area of the camp lay in
tront of him.

Someone, he saw, was there. A man lay upon the
ground, on his side, with one leg doubled up almost
to his belly and the other leg stretched out. Even from
where he stood, Frost could see that the stretched-out
leg was almost twice the size it should be, swelling
out the fabric of the trouser leg so that it seemed to
shine. The trouser leg was rolled up just above the
ankle and beneath it the ballooning flesh was an angry
red and black, puffed out beyond the fabric of the
trouser and the shoe.

Dead, thought Frost. Dead and lying here how long?
And that was strange, for a helicopter from a rescue
station should long ago have picked up the body.

Frost moved forward and his foot caught a small’
branch that had fallen from a tree. The branch, with its
half-dry leaves, made a rustling sound as he moved
across it.

The man on the ground stirred weakly, trying to turn
over on his back. His head turned to look in the direction
of the noise and his face was a puffed-up mask. The
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eyes were swollen shut. The mouth moved, but there
was no sound. Cracks ran across the lips and blood from
the cracks had trickled down into the beard. The
lips moved again and this time there was a croak.

The dead campfire was a mound of gray and beside
it 2 small kettle lay upon one side.

Frost strode to the campfire, snatched up the kettle,
hurried to the spring and came back with water.

He knelt and gently lifted the man, propped him
with his body. He lifted the water to his mouth and the
man drank, slobbering and choking.

Frost took the kettle away and eased the man back
on the ground.

A long rumble of thunder filled the valley and re-
verberated from the bluffs. Frost glanced up. Black
clouds were boiling in the sky. The storm that had
threatened all afternoon was about to break.

Rising, Frost went to the tree and took down the
knapsack and opened it. A pair of trousers, a shirt,
some socks, a few cans of food, some other odds and
ends spilled out of it. A fishing rod was leaned against
the tree.

He went back to the camper and the man pawed at
him blindly. He lifted and gave him more water, then
let him down again.

“Snake,” said the man. The sound was half word,
half croak.

The thunder growled again. It was darker now.

Snake, the man had said. A rattlesnake, perhaps.
With the country going back to wilderness, the rattlers
would be on the increase.

“T'll have to move you,” he told the man. “I'll have
to carry you. It may hurt, but...”

The man did not answer.

Frost glanced at his face.

He looked like a man asleep. He had drifted off into
a coma, probably. More than likely he’d been drifting in
and out of one for hours, perhaps for days.

There was, Frost told himself, no second way about it.
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He had to carry the man to the farmhouse that sat atop
the bluffs, get him under shelter, find some means to
get him comfortable, build a fire, and get some warm
food into him. The storm would break any minute
now and he couldn’t leave him exposed to its fury.

To make the trip he’d need the shoes the man was
wearing and there were the trousers and the shirt that
had fallen from the knapsack. Some food, too; he’d
put a can or two of it in his pockets. And matches—
he hoped there would be matches, or perhaps a lighter.
He'd have to take the kettle along, tie it to his belt,
perhaps. He’d need it when he warmed the food.

Two miles, he thought. At least two miles, and all
uphill, over terrible terrain.

But it had to be done. A man’s life was at stake.

The man mumbled and muttered.

“Want another drink?” asked Frost.

The man appeared not to have heard him.

“Jade,” he mumbled. “Jade—a lot of jade . ..”

31

Franklin Chapman was sitting on the bench in front
of the library, waiting, as he had waited every Wed-
nesday and Saturday evening since that night he’d talked
with Frost, when the first pain hit him., For a moment
the streetlights and the lighted windows in the apartment
house across the street, the blackness of the trees and
the shining, light-streaked surface of the street shifted
and revolved like a somber kaleidoscope as he doubled
over with the flaming splash of fire that went through
his chest and gut and arm.

He stayed huddled, arms wrapped tight around his
belly, face lowered above the chest. He stayed quiet and
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the pain slowly drained from chest and gut, but the left
arm still was numb and through the numbness throbbed a
misery.

Cautiously, he straightened up and fear touched one
corner of his brain, whispering a suspicion of what had
caused the pain. He should go home, he thought, or better
yet, flag down a cab and ask the driver to take him to the
nearest hospital.

But he had to wait, he told himself, just a little longer.
For he had said he’d wait, from nine to ten two evenings
of the week. And what if Frost should need him?

Although there had been no sign or word of Frost
since that night when the cook had been killed in
the alley back of the restaurant. And Ann Harrison was
gone, too, without a word to him that she was leav-
ing.
%Vhat could have happened, he wondered, to the two
of them?

He straightened carefully and laid the aching arm
across his lap.

Funny how fuzzy he seemed to be. Just a little pain .. .

The pain hit him again and he doubled up.

Slowly he let out his sucked-in breath as the pain,
after its vicious stab, ebbed from his body to leave him
limp and shaken.

I must not die, he told himself. Somehow I must keep
from dying.

He clawed his way erect and stood hunched beside
the bench. Down the street he saw the dome light of
a cab. He ran, half stumbling, down the walk toward
the street, waving his right hand at the oncoming cab.

The cab pulled in and the driver reached back to open
the door. Chapman stumbled in, slumped into the seat.
His breath was coming hard, whistling in his throat,

“Where to, mister?”

“Take me . . .” said Chapman, and stopped. For a
sudden thought had struck him. Not to a hospital. Not
}immediately. There was another place that he must go

rst.
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The cabbie was half turmed in his seat, staring at
him.

“Mister, are you all right?”

“I'm all right.”

“You look a bit shook up.”

“I'm O.K.,” said Chapman. It was so hard to think.
So hard to keep his thoughts straight. His mind was
slow and muddy.

“I want to go,” he said, “to a post office.”

“There’s one just down the street, but the windows
will be closed.”

“No,” Chapman whispered. “Not just any post office.
One particular one.” He told the cabbie where it was.

The driver glanced at him suspiciously.

“Mister, you don’t look so good to me.”

“I'm all right,” said Chapman.

He leaned back in the seat and watched the street
slide past as the cab got underway. Most of the stores
and shops were dark. A few lights still bumed in the
great hulks of the apartment houses. And just ahead
was a church, with the burnished cross %leaming in the
moonlight. Once, he remembered, he had gone to a
church—for all the good it did him.

The night was quiet, and the city quiet, as it always
was at night. He sat and watched it flow smoothly past
him and there was in it, he found, a sort of peace. Earth
and life, he thought, and both of them were good. The
splashes of light that the lamps threw on the pavement,
the padding cat, a part of the night itself, the painted
signs advertising bargains, lettered on the windows of
the shops—all these were things he’d seen before, but
never really seen. And now, leaning back in the moving
cab, he saw them for the first time, saw them as separate
units which made up the city that he knew. Almost, he
thought, as if he were saying good-by to all of it
and was seeing it in an effort to remember it in the
days when he’d be gone.

Although he was not going anywhere. First to the post
office, then to a hospital, and when he reached the hos-
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pital he’d call home, for if he failed to call, Alice would
worry, and she had enough to worry about without him
adding to it. But no money worries. He felt good
about that, thinking of the book and how she had no
money worries.

The arm bothered him. He wished it would quit its
aching. He felt all right now, except for the arm. A little
weak and shaken, perhaps, but it was the arm that
worried him.

The cab pulled up to the curb and the driver turned
to open the door.

“Here we are,” he said. “You want that I should
wait?”

“If you please,” said Chapman. “I'll be right out.”

He climbed the steps haltingly, for it seemed to take
a lot of effort. His legs seemed to drag and he was
panting when he reached the top.

He crossed the lobby and found the box he’d rented
weeks ago. The envelope, he saw, still was there—just
one envelope.

B to F and back to A. He tumed the knob slowly
and carefully and it did not work. He spun the dial
and did it once again and this time it opened. Reaching
in, he took out the envelope and closed the box.

As he turned with the letter clutched in his hand,
the pain struck at him once again—massive, brutal,
terrible. Thundering blackness closed in upon him
and he fell, not feeling the impact when his body hit
the floor.

Moving in the hushed and glowing light of a brand-
new dawn, the mind and consciousness of Franklin
Chapman entered into the place called Death.
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32

The storm burst minutes after he had started out and,
carrying the man cradled in his arms, Frost struggled
through a land filled with the blinding slash of lightning,
bursting with the clap and roll of thunder that rever-
berated back and forth among the hills, while rain sluiced
down in torrents and the very ground beneath his feet
seemed to crawl with the sliding movement of the run-
off water gushing down the slope. Above him the
trees thrashed like giant creatures in the agonies of
death and high in the great cliffs that crowned the
hills the wind moaned and howled in the silences
between the crashing of the thunder.

The man he carried was no lightweight—a big and hus-
ky man—and there were many times that Frost had to
stop to rest, lowering the man so that his weight rested
on the ground while he still kept him cradled in his
arms. In between the rests he fought his way, step by
careful step, in the frightful steepness of the bluilside,
the underfooting made soft and treacherous by the down-
pour. Below him he heard the vicious growling of the
flood waters, funneled into the hollow off the hillsides
and boiling down the steep, notched valley. By now,
more than likely, the camp where he’d found the man
he carried was under a foot or more of racing water.

A deep dusk had fallen with the coming of the storm «
and he could see only a few yards ahead of him. He,
had not dared to allow himself to think of the distance
yet ahead. He thought no farther than the next step |
and then, when that had been taken, yet another step. .
Time ceased to have a meaning and the world became .
a few feet square and he moved forward in a fog of

gray eternity.
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Now, without any sign of coming to an end, the
woods came to an end. One moment they were there,
then he stepped out of them and before him stretched
what once had been a hayfield, with the knee-high
grasses slanting all one way before the fury of the
wind, the white shine of their stems ghostly in the twi-
light, the spume of driven wind a solid mist above them.

Upon the hill above the field sat a house, a rock against
the storm, surrounded by wind-lashed trees, and just
above the near horizon 2 hump of darkness that must be
the bam.

He trudged heavily out into the field and here the
ground was not as steep and the nearness of the house
put a spring into his step that he would have sworn
was impossible.

He crossed the field and now, for the first time
since he had started on the climb, he became aware of
the warmth in the body that he carried. Climbing the hill
it had been a burden only, a weight he had to sup-
port, that he had to carry. But now, once again, the
weight became a man.

He went undemeath the trees that stood around the
house, while the lightning snarled through the skies and
the surging wind beat at him with its freight of rain.

As he rounded the porch, the house took on its old
familiar look. Even in the rain he could imagine the two
rocking chairs close together on the porch and the two
old people sitting in them of a summer evening, look-
ing out across the river valley.

He reached the steps and they were rickety when
he stepped on them, but they held his weight and he
mounted to the porch.

And now the door, he thought. It had not occurred
to him before, but now he wondered if it might be
locked. But locked or not, he would get in—break in
the door or break out a window. For the man he carried
must be gotten under shelter.

He moved across the boards of the porch toward
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the door and as he neared it, the door came open and
a voice said, “Put him over here.”

The dark human figure moved ahead of him and he
saw, against one wall, what appeared to be a cot.

Stooping, he laid the man on the cot and then stood
erect. His arms were stiff and sore and it seemed that
he could feel each muscle in them and for a moment the
room swayed slightly, then was still.

The other person, the one who had opened the door,
was at a table on the other side of the room. A tiny
tongue of light flickered, then grew bright and steady,
and Frost saw that it was a candle. And the last time
he had seen a candle had been that night (how long
ago?) when Ann Harrison had sat across the table from

im.

The other person turned and she was a woman—a plain,
but forceful face, sixty maybe, perhaps more than that,
an old face and yet in many ways an ageless face, calm
and confident. She wore her hair skinned back into a
bun that rode low on her neck and she wore a ragged
sweater that had an elbow hole.

“What is wrong with him?” she asked.

“Snakebit. I found him, alone, in a camp down on
the river road.”

She picked up the candle and came across the room
to hand it to him.

“You hold this,” she said, “so I have some light to
work by.”

She bent above the man on the cot.

“It’s his leg,” said Frost.

“I can see,” she said.

She reached out her hands and laid hold of the tat-:
tered bottoms of the trouser leg. Her hands jerked.
apart and the fabric ripped with a screeching sound.
She took hold of the edges of the torn cloth and jerked
them again and the cloth fell away, leaving the leg ex-

osed.

P “Hold the light lower,” she told him.,

“Yes, ma’am,” said Frost.
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The flesh of the leg was splotched, black with angry
red spots here and there. The skin, stretched tight
by the swelling, glistened in the candlelight. A few open
sores seeped pus.

“How long has he been like this?”

“I don’t know. I found him this afternoon.”

“You packed him up the hill> In this storm?”

“There was no way out of it,” he said. “I had to.”

“There’s not much I can do,” she said. “We can get
him cleaned up. Some hot soup into him. Keep him
comfortable.”

“There’s no medical aid available, of course.”

“There’s a rescue and monitor station about ten miles
from here,” she said, “and 1 have a car. We can take him
there when the storm stops. But the road is too bad
to try it while it still is storming. There’s too much danger
of washouts and there are apt to be some bad mud-
holes. If we can get him there, they’ll fly him into
Chicago with a helicopter.”

She turned about and started for the kitchen. “T1l
poke up the fire,” she said, “and heat some water. You
can try to get him cleaned up a bit while I cook some
soup. We'll try to get some down him.”

“He talked to me a bit,” said Frost. “Not much. Some-
thing crazy about a lot of jade. It was like carrying
a dead man. I think he was out cold most of the time
I carried him. But I knew he was still alive because of
the body heat.”

“It would be a bad time,” she said, “for 2 man to
die. And a bad place. Even more so down there in the
valley. In a storm like this, the rescue unit would never

et to him in time.”

“I thought of that,” said Frost.

“You came straight here. You knew there was a house?”

“Many years ago,” he said, “I knew about the house.
I did not expect to find it occupied.”

“I've been using it,” she said. “I didn’t think anyone
would mind,”

“I'm sure no one will,” he said.
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“You look as if you could use some food yourself,”
she told him, “and some rest.”

“There is something, ma’am,” he said, “that I have
to tell you. I'm an osty. I've been ostracized and I'm
not supposed to talk with anyone and no one is sup-
posed...”

She lifted 4 hand. “I know what ostracism is. There’s
no need to explain.”

“What I mean to say is, it's only fair to tell you. You
can’t tell in bad light. I let my beard grow and it hides
the worst of the marks. I'll stick around and help you
with the man if you want me to and then I'll get out.
I don’t want to get you into any sort of trouble.”

“Young man,” she said, “ostracism doesn’t mean a
thing to me. I"doubt it does to anyone out here in
the wilderness.”

“But I don’t want...”

“And if you're ostracized and not supposed to have
anything to do with anyone, why did you bother with
this man?”

“I couldn’t leave him there. I couldn’t let him die.”

“You could,” she said. “Ostracized, he was no con-
cern of yours.”

“But ma’am...”

“I've seen you somewhere before,” she said. “Without
the beard. I thought so the first time I saw your
face in the candlelight, but . ..” )

“I don’t think you did,” he said. “My name is Daniel
Frostand...” 1

“Daniel Frost, of Forever Center?” 4

“That is right. But how . ..” :

“The radio,” she told him. “I have a radio and I:
listen to the news. They said you'd disappeared. They:
said there’d been some sort of scandal. They never’
said you'd been ostracized. Later there was an item about
some murder and . . . but I know now where I saw you. It
was at the New Year's party just a year ago.”

“The New Year’s party?”

“The one at Forever Center in New York. You may
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not remember me. We were not introduced. I was with
the Timesearch project.”

“Timesearch!” he almost shouted, For he knew now
who this woman was. The one who B.]J. said must be
found, the one who'd disappeared.

“I'm glad to finally meet you, Daniel Frost,” she said.
“My name is Mona Campbell.”

33

Ann Harrison knew now that once again she had wan-
dered into a dead-end road, but there was little she
could do about it except to go on until she found a place
she could turn the car around. Then she would retrace
her way and try for another road that would lead her
west.

Once, long ago, the roads had been numbered and
well marked and there had been maps available at any
service station. But now the road markers had mostly
disappeared and there were no service stations. With
cars powered by longlife storage batteries, there was no
longer any need of service stations.

Out here in the wilderness it was a matter of making
out the best one could, ferreting out the roads that would
take one where he wished to go, making many wrong
turnings, backtracking to find another way—some days
making only a few miles on one’s route and seldom
being sure of where one really was. Occasionally there
were people who could be asked, occasionally there were
towns that could be identified. But other than this,
it was a matter of good guessing.

The day was warm and the heavy growth that grew
close against the road to make a tunmel of it trapped
and held the heat. Even with the windows open, it
was hard to breathe.
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The road had grown narrower in the last mile or so
and now was little more than a dugout sliced into the
hillside. To the right the hill rose steeply, dense and
thick with trees and underbrush, with gray boulders,
splotched with moss, poking from the leaf-covered earth
beneath the trees. To the left the ground sloped sharply
away, studded with boulders and with trees.

Ann made a bargain with herself. If, within another
five minutes of driving she did not find a place to
turn around, she would back the car to the fork she had
taken several miles back. But it would be slow work
and perhaps even hazardous because of the narrow-
ness of the track, and she didn’t want to do it unless
it was necessary.

Ahead of the car tree branches arched and met to
make the road a tunnel and some of the branches,
drooping low, or leaning out from the side of the
road, brushed against the car.

She saw the nest too late, and even seeing it, did not
recognize it for what it was. It was a gray ball that
looked like a wad of dirty paper hanging from one of
the branches that scraped, at windshield height, against
the side of the car.

It scraped around the windshield post and bounced
suddenly into the open window and as it swung it
erupted in a blur of buzzing insects.

And in that instant Ann recognized the wadded ball
of paper—a wasp nest.

The insects exploded in her face and swarmed into
her hair. She screamed and threw up her hands to fight
them off. The car lurched and seemed to stagger, then
plunged off the road. It smashed into one tree, bounced
off, slammed into a boulder and caromed around it,
finally came to rest, still upright, its rear end wedged
between two trees.

Ann found a door handle and pushed down on it. The
door came open and she threw herself out, rolling off
the edge of the seat and hitting the ground. She
scrambled to her feet and ran, wildly, blindly. She
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slapped at her face and neck. She tripped and fell and
rolled, was brought up by a fallen tree trunk.

One wasp was crawling on her forehead, another
buzzed angrily in her hair. There were two painful,
burning areas on the back of her neck and another on
her cheek.

The wasp on her forehead flew away. Slowly she
sat up and shook her head. The buzzing ceased. That
wasp, too, apparently was gone.

She pulled herself to her feet, became aware of many
bruises and abrasions and a few more stings. There was
a muted throbbing in one ankle. She sat down care-
fully on the fallen tree trunk and beneath her weight
rotted wood crumbled and fell away, dropping to the
forest floor.

Around her the wilderness was black and gray and
green—and the silence green as well. Nothing stirred.
It waited. It crouched and was sure of itself. It did
not care.

She felt the mental scream rise in her brain and
fought it down. This was no time, she told herself, to give
way to nerves. The thing to do was to stay for a
moment on this log and get her thoughts together, to
make assessment of the situation and then go up the
hill and see what shape the car was in. Although she
was sure that the car, even if it were in operating
order, would not, under its own power, pull itself back
onto the road. Cars were built for city streets, not for
terrain such as this.

It had been foolish to start out, of course. This was
a trip she never should have tried. She had started, she
remembered, driven by two motives—the need to es-
cape the surveillance by Forever Center and in the
faint belief that she knew where Daniel Frost might be.

And why Daniel Frost? she asked herself. A man
she had seen but once, a man she had cooked a dinner
for and eaten with at a table set with candles and
red roses. A man she had found easy to talk with. A
man who had promised help even when he knew that
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he had no help to give, even when he faced some
terrible danger of his own. And a man who had said
he spent his boyhood summers at a farm near Bridge-
port in Wisconsin.

And a man who later had been made a pariah.

Lost dogs, she thought, and homeless cats—although
there were no longer many dogs or cats. And lost causes.
She was a sucker for lost causes, an inevitable and un-
remitting champion of misfortune. And what had it
gotten her?

It had gotten her this, she thought. Here in the depths
of an unknown woods, on a dead-end, dying road,
hundreds of miles from anywhere or anyone who counted
~bee-stung and bruised and something wrong with one
ankle and a complete damn fool.

She pulled herself erect and stood for a moment, test-
ing the ankle. While there was some pain, she found
that it would support her.

She walked slowly up the hill. Her feet sank into the
black loam carpeted by the dead leaves which repre-
sented the falls of many years. She dodged around
boulders and, reaching out, grasped at saplings and
hanging branches to help herself along.

Occasionally an angry wasp went thrumming past,
but the swarm appeared to have settled down.

She reached the car and one glance told her that it
was useless. A wheel had struck a boulder squarely and
was crumpled.

She stood and looked at it and thought what she
must do.

Her sleeping bag, of course—it was light in weight,
but a little bulky for easy carrying. As much food as
she could manage and the hatchet to cut wood for fires,
some matches, an extra pair of shoes.

There was no use staying here. Somewhere, on one of
those wild, abandoned roads, she would find some
help. Somehow she would work it out. And once she’d
worked it out, what would she do thenP She had only
come a few hundred miles and there were many more
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to go. Should she continue on her crazy odyssey or go
back to Manhattan and Forever Center?

A sound jerked her around—the soft scraping sound
of wood brushing against metal and the faint humming
that could only be an electric motor.

Someone was driving down the road! Someone trail-
ing her?

Fear flowed over her and her strength and bravery
deserted her and she sank into a crouch, huddling there
beside her wrecked car, while the other car, screened
from her sight by the heavy foliage, crept slowly down
the road.

It must be someone who had followed her, she told
herself. For this was a road that seemed to lead to
nowhere, a steadily worsening road that in a little while,
more than likely, would dwindle down to no road at
all.

In just a few more seconds the car would reach the
wasp nest and what would happen then? The insects
would not take such a disturbance lightly. Stirred up
by their first encounter, they would come swarming
out bent upon full vengeance.

The noise of the branches and the brush scraping
against the metal of the car came to an end. The elec-
tric motor was humming idly. The car had stopped be-
fore it reached the nest.

A door banged and leaves rustled under the scuffing
of deliberate footsteps. The footsteps stopped. The sil-
ence stretched out thin. The footsteps began, then
stopped again.

A man cleared his throat, as if he’d been about to
speak and then had decided not to.

The feet upon the road stirred about—not footsteps,
but indecisive shuflling.

A voice spoke tentatively, a normal speaking voice, as
one might speak who was reluctant to break the wood-
land spell.

“Miss Harrison,” asked the voice, “are you anywhere
about?”
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She half raised out of the crouch, surprised. She had
heard that voice somewhere and she should know it—
and suddenly she did.

“Mr. Sutton,” she said, as calmly as she could, deter-
mined not to shout, not to sound excited, “I'm down
here. Watch out for that wasp nest.”

“What wasp nest?”

“There’s one on the road. Just ahead of you.”

“You're all right?”

“Yes, I'm all right. Stung up a little. You see, 1
drove into the nest and the car went off the road and

She forced herself to stop. The words were coming
%ut too fast, gushing out. She had to hang onto herself.
She must fight off hysteria.

He was off the road now, plunging down the hill
toward her. She saw him coming—the big, blunt man with
the grizzled face.

He stopped and stared at the car.

“Busted up,” he said.

“One wheel is broken. Just caved in.”

“You ran me quite a chase,” he said.

“But why—how did you find me?”

“Tust dumb luck,” he said. “There are a dozen of
us out looking for some trace of you. Covering differ-
ent areas. And I was the one to pick up your trail. A day
or two ago. When you talked to some people in a
village.”

“I stopped several times,” she said, “to ask my way.”

He nodded. “Then there was the house up by the
fork. They told me you went this way. Said the road
petered out. Said you'd get in trouble on it. No proper
road at all.”

“I didn’t see a house.”

“Maybe not,” he said. “It sets back from the road
a piece. Up on a knoll. Not an easy thing to see. Dog
came out, barking at me. That is how I knew.”

She rose to her feet.

“Now what?” she asked. “Why come after me?”
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“We need you. There is something that you have to
do. Something that we can't do. Franklin Chapman’s
dead.”

“Dead!”

“Heart attack,” he said.

“The envelope!” she cried. “He was the only one who
knew...”

“It’s all right,” he said. “We have the envelope. We'd
been keeping tab on him. A cabdriver picked him up
and took him to a post office . . .”

“That’s where the letter was,” she said. “I asked him
to rent a box under an assumed name and I gave
him the envelope and he mailed it to himself and left it
in the box. A legal maneuver. So I wouldn’t know where
the letter was.”

“The cabbie was one of us,” said Sutton. “One way we
kept track of him. Looked sick when he got into the
caband...”

“Poor Franklin,” she said.

“He was dead when he hit the floor. Never knew what
happened.”

“But there’s no second life for him, no...”

“A better second life,” said Sutton, “than Forever

Center plans.”

34

Frost sat on the steps that led down from the porch and
stared out across the valley. The first shadow of eve-
ning had fallen on the river and the bottomlands and
above the far-off treetops a straggly line of black forms
flew raggedly, a flock of crows heading back to their
nesting grounds. On the far side of the river a small
white ribbon ran like a snake across the rounded hills,
the track of an ancient and abandoned road.
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Down the slope below him stood the barn, its ridge-
pole sagging, and beside it the rusted hulk of a piece
of farm machinery. At the far end of the long-fallow
field a dark form went leaping through the tall grass,
a wild dog, more than likely, possibly a coyote.

Once, he remembered, the lawn had been mowed and
the bushes trimmed and the flower beds pampered.
Once, in his own memory, the fences had been kept in
repair and painted, but now all the paint was gone
and half of the fence was gone. The front gate hung
drunkenly on a single hinge, half pulled from the post.

Outside the gate stood Mona Campbell’s car, the
tall grass and weeds reaching halfway to the windows
and hiding the wheels. It was an incongruous note,
he thought. It had no right to be here. Man had fled
from this land and now it should be left alone, it should
be allowed to rest from man’s long tenancy.

Behind him the door closed softly and footsteps came
across the porch. Mona Campbell sat down on the
step below him.

“It is a pleasant view,” she said. “Don’t you find it
soP”

He nodded.

“I suppose you remember many pleasant days in
this place.”

“I suppose I do,” said Frost, “but it was so long ago.”

“Not so long ago,” she told him. “Only twenty years
or less.”

“It's empty. It’s lonesome. It is not the same. But I'm
not surprised. That’s the way I expected it.”

“But you came,” she said. “You ran for shelter here.”

“I came because I had to. Something made me
come. I don’t pretend to understand what it was that
made me, but that’s the way it was.”

They sat in silence for a moment and he saw
that her hands lay idly and quietly in her lap—hands
that had some wrinkles in them, but still small and
capable. At one time, he thought, those hands had been
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beautiful, and in a certain way, they had not lost their
beauty yet.

“Mr. Frost,” she said, without looking at him, “you
didn’t kill that man.”

“No,” he said, “I didn’t.”

“I didn't think you had,” she said. “You have nothing
to run for except the marks upon your face. Has it
occurred to you that you might reinstate yourself if you
turned me in?”

“The thought,” said Frost, “had crossed my mind.”

“You considered it?”

“Not really. When you’re driven in a comer, you think
of everything. You even think of things you know you
couldnt do. But in this instance, of course, it would
have been no good.”

“I think it might,” she said. “I would imagine they
want me pretty bad.”

“Tomorrow,” Frost finally said, “I'll be leaving. You're
in trouble enough without my adding to it. After all,
I've had a week of rest and food and it’s time to be
getting on. It might not be a bad idea if you moved on,
too. No one on the lam can afford to sit too long.”

“There is no need,” she said. “There is no danger.
They don’t know. How could they know?”

“You took Hicklin to the rescue station.”

“At night,” she said. “They never really got a look at
me, Told them I was driving through and found him on
the road.”

“That’s true enough,” he said. “But you're forgetting
Hicklin. The man could talk.”

“I don’t think so. He was delirious most of the time,
remember. When he talked, he didn’t know what he was
saying. All that talk about some jade.”

“So,” he said, “you aren’t going back to Forever Center.
You're never going back?”

“I'm not going back,” she said.

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I'm not going back. It’s
unreal back there. It's a fantasy—a hard, cruel fantasy.
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Once you've touched reality, once you've felt the reality
of the naked land, once you've lived with dawn and
sunset ...’

She turned sidewise on the step and looked fully at
him. “You don’t understand, do you?”

He shook his head. “It may not be the way to live,”
he said. “I think we all know that. But were working
toward another life and that’s important, I believe. It
may not be the right way to do it. In other generations,
well find better ways. But we make out the best we
can...

“Even after what has happened to you, you still
can say this? After you were framed and railroaded into
ostracism, even after they tried to frame you with a
murder, you still can believe in Forever Center?”

“What happened to me,” he told her, “must have
been the work of a few men. It doesn’t mean that the
principles on which Center is based are wrong. I have
as much reason and as great a right to subscribe to
those principles as I ever did.”

“I have to make you understand,” she said. “I dont
know why it is so important, but I have to make you
understand.”

He looked at her—the intense, old-maidish face with
the hair skinned back tight into its bun, the thin, straight
lips, the colorless eyes, the face lighted by some inner
glow of human dedication that seemed entirely out of
place. A schoolteacherish face, he thought, masking a
mind as sharp and methodical as a thousand-dollar watch.

“Perhaps,” he said, softly, “the understanding lies in
what you haven’t told me and what I haven't asked.”

“You mean why I ran away. Why I took my notes.”

“That would be my guess,” he said. “But you needn’t
tell me. Once I would have wanted you to tell me; now
it doesn’t seem to matter.”

“I ran away,” she said, “because I wanted to make
sure.

“That what you’d found was right?”

“Yes, I suppose that’s it. I'd held off making any kind
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of progress report and the time was coming when I had
to make one and~how do I say thisP—I would imagine
that in certain rather important things you have a ten-
dency to say nothing, to give no hint of what you think
you've leamed until you're absolutely sure. So I panicked
—well, not really panicked. I thought that if I could
go off by myself for a while . . .”

“You mean you left, intending to come back?”

She nodded. “That is what I thought. But now I
can't go back. I found out too much. More than I
thought I’d find.” ,

“That traveling back in time involves more than we
thought it might. That it...”

“Not more than we thought it might,” she said. “Real-
ly, there’s nothing at all involved. And the answer’s
very simple. Time travel is impossible.”

“Impossiblel”

“That’s right—impossible. You can’t manipulate it.
It’s too firmly interwoven into what you might call a
universal matrix. We are not going to be able to use
time travel to take care of our excess population. We
either colonize other planets or we build satellite cities
out in space or we tum the earth into one huge apart-
ment house—or we may have to do all these things.
Time was the easy way, of course. That’s why Forever
Center was so interested . ..”

“But are you sure? How can you be so sure?”

“Mathematics,” she said. “Non-human math. The Ha-
mal math.”

“Yes, I know,” he said. “I was told you were working
with it.”

“The Hamalians,” she said, softly, “must have been
strange people. An entirely logical people who were
much concerned, not only with the surface phenomena
but the basic roots of the universe. They dug into the fact
and the purpose of the universe and to do this they
developed mathematics that they used not only to sup-
port their logic but as logic tools.”

She reached out a hand and laid it on his arm. “I
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have a feeling,” she said, “that eventually they’d ar-
rived at final truth—if there is such a thing as final truth.
And I believe there must be.”

“But other mathematicians . ..”

“Yes, other mathematicians used the Hamal math. And
were puzzled by it, for they viewed it only as a system
of formal axioms. They saw only symbols and formu-
las and statements. They used it as a physical expres-
sion and it is more than that . ..”

“But this means that we will have to wait,” he cried.
“It means some of the people in the vaults must wait.
Must wait until we can build a place—or many places—
for them, until we can find other solar systems with
earthlike planets. And the planets are there, of course,
but they're all like Hamal IV. They have to be terra-
formed and while we are terraforming them, the popu-
lation will keep on expanding.”

He looked at her with terror in his eyes. “Well never
catch up,” he said.

They never would catch up. They had waited far
too long. They had waited because immortality had
seemed within their grasp. And they had waited be-
cause they could afford to wait, because they had all
the space they needed once they had cracked time
travel—and now time was out of reach.

“Time is one of the factors of the universal matrix,”
Mona Campbell said. “Space is another factor and
matter/energy is the third. They’re all bound together,
woven together. They can’t be separated. They can't
be destroyed. We can’t manipulate them.”

“We got around the Einstein limitations,” said Frost.
“We did what everyone had believed could not be done.
Perhaps we can...”

“Perhaps,” she said, “but I don’t think so.”

“You don’t seem to be upset about it.”

“There is no need to be,” she said. “I haven’t told you
all of it. Life is a factor, too. Perhaps I should say
life/death, in the same sense that we say matter/energy,
although I imagine the analogy is not exactly right.”
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“Life/death?”

“Yes, like matter/energy. You might call it, if you
wished, the law of the conservation of life.”

He got up shakily from the steps and went down
them to the ground. He stood for a moment, looking out
across the valley, then turned back to her again.

“You mean that we went to all this trouble, all this
work, for nothing?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I've tried to think it out,
but I don't have the answer yet. Perhaps I never will.
Al T know is that life is not destroyed, it is not quenched
or blown out like a candle flame. Death is a transla-
tion of this property that we call life to another form.
Just as matter is translated into emergy or emergy into
matter.”

“Then we do go on and on?”

“Who are we?” she asked.

And that is right, he thought. We are we?

A mere dot of consciousness that stood up in arro-
gance against the vastness and the coldness and the
emptiness and the uncaring of the universe? A thing (a
thing?) that thought it mattered when it did not mat-
ter? A tiny, flickering ego that imagined the universe
revolved around it—imagined this when the universe
did not know that it existed, nor cared that it existed?

And that kind of thinking, he told himself, could have
been justified at one time. But not any longer. Not if
what Mona Campbell said was true. For if what she said
was true, then each little flickering ego was a basic
part of the universe and a fundamental expression of
the purpose of the universe.

“One thing,” he said. “What are you going to do
about it?”

She shook her head, bewildered now that the question
had been asked. “What would happen, do you think, if
I published my calculations? What would happen to
Forever Center? To the people, both the living and the
dead?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

173



“What could I tell them?” Mona Campbell asked. “No
more than I've told you. That life goes on, that it cant
be destroyed, no more than energy. That it’s as ever-
lasting as time and space itself. Because it is one with
time and space in the fabric of the universe. I couldn’t
hold out any hope or promise beyond the certainty that
there is no end to life. I couldn’t say to them that death
might be the best thing that could happen to them.”

“But it could, of course.”

“I rather think it could.”

“But someone else, twenty years from now,” he said,
“fifty years from now, a hundred years—someone will
find what you have found. Forever Center is convinced
that you found something. They know you were work-
ing with the Hamal math. Theyll put a team to work on
it. Someone’s bound to find it.”

Mona Campbell sat quietly on the step. “That may
be,” she said. “But they’ll be the ones to tell them, not-
I. I cant, somehow, see myself as the one who tears
down everything the race has built in the last two hun-
dred years.”

“But you'd be replacing it with new hope. You'd con-
firm the faith that mankind held through many cen-
turies.”

“It's too late for that,” she said. “We’re fashioning
our own immortality, our own foreverness. We have it in
our hands. You cant ask mankind to give up something
like that for...”

“And this is why youre not going back. Not be-
cause you shrink from telling us time travel is im-
possible. But because once we know it’s impossible,
we'll find out about life going on forever.”

“That’s it,” she told him. “I can’t make mankind into
a pack of fools.”

174



35

Ogden Russell stopped his digging when he hit what
he thought to be a rock. All he had to dig with was
his hands and the hole was not deep enough and the cross
that had plagued him all these days—that cross would
beat him yet. .

He straightened in the hole, which reached halfway
between knee and hip, and looked at the cross stretched
upon the ground, the cross piece now affixed by the
lengths of grapevine to the longer piece of driftwood he’'d
found on shore and towed across the river.

There was no question that he had too long an up-
right that required too deep a hole. A shorter one
would have been far better. But there had been little
choice; he’d taken what he found. And he had no saw
or ax he could use to shorten it.

To hold the cross erect, as now constructed, the hole
would have to be twice the depth it was. And now he’d
have to start all over at another place, several feet re-
moved, because even if he could dig around the rock,
there’d be no way to haul it from the hole.

He leaned wearily against the wall of the hole and
pounded petulantly at the rock with a bare heel and
as he pounded at it, he became aware that the rock
did not seem as hard as a rock should be.

He stopped the pounding and leaned there thinking
of the strange non-hardness of the rock, and as he thought
about it, he remembered something else, that the rock
had seemed far smoother than was the case with the usual
rock.

He shook his head in puzzlement.

It might not be a rock and if it was not a rock, then
what could it beP
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He squatted down into the hole again, his body cranﬁg-
ed in its close confines and ran his hands over the
hardness at its bottom, and he had been right. The
rock was smooth. He put a palm against it and pushed
and it seemed to him there was a strange sense of
resiliency to the smoothness at the bottom of the hole.

Mystified and excited, he dug several handsful of sand
out of one side of the hole and found that he could
dig below the level of the rock.

He dug some more and his fingers found the edge of
the smooth hardness and wrapped themselves around
it. He jerked, putting as much power as his cramped
position would permit into the effort. The thing he’d
thought of as a rock peeled back and upward and he saw
it was not a rock, but metal, eroded and pitted and flaking
off in tiny specks of brown-red pieces, the old rusted
bits of metal that had stayed intact until this moment
of disturbance.

Beneath the peeled-back piece of metal was a cavity,
half filled with drifted sand, but with objects, wrapped
in what appeared to be yellowed paper, thrusting from
the sand.

Russell reached down and snatched up one of the
paper-wrapped objects. The paper was old and brittle
and crumpled at his touch. When he stripped it off, he
held in his hand an object carved in an intricate de-
sign.
Straightening up and holding out his hand in the
full light of the sun, he saw what he had—a piece of
carved jade, shaped most cunningly. The blue-green of
the base was the water from which the white jade carp
arose, with each scale graved in delicate perfection. The
workmanship was exquisitely performed and Russell’s
hand, holding the carving, trembled as he looked at it.

Here was beauty, here was treasure, here, if each of
the paper parcels held another piece of jade, was a
fortune such as few men ever dreamed.

Carefully he set the carving on the sand outside the
hole and quickly bent down to come up with other
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parcels. In the end, spread out on the sand before him,
were more than two dozen of the carvings done in jade.

He looked at them, laid out in solemn rows, and his
eyes were misted and tears ran down the stubble of his
cheeks.

For weeks he had begged and pleaded, for weeks he'd
eaten out his heart with anguish and had fed on clams,
which he detested, and all the time, in the sand be-
neath his feet this treasure had rested, an unexpected
and mysterious cache which had waited to be found, for
how long no man knew, until he had begun to dig
this deeper hole to erect a better cross.

Treasure, he thought. Not the treasure he had sought,
but undeniably a treasure and the kind of treasure
which would make it possible for a man to enter on his
second life on a sound financial footing.

He clambered from the hole and squatted by the
jade, staring at it, occasionally reaching out a finger to
prod at a certain piece, unable to convince himself that
he had really found it. )

A treasure, he thought. One he had not sought, but
one which he had found while he had sought yet another,
perhaps less substantial, treasure.

Was this, he wondered, yet another testing, one with
the clams, one with all the discomfort and frustration and
misery he had suffered on this island? Had the carvings
been placed here, by some method he could not com-
prehend, to determine whether he might be worthy
of that other treasure?

Perhaps he was wrong in- hesitating. Perhaps he
should snatch up all the carvings and heave them far
out into the river as a sign that he renounced all worldly
things. And having done that, go back to the digging of
the hole so he could plant a cross that would not be
blown over by the wind. And after that, perhaps, as
a further evidence of faith, rip the transmitter from
his chest and also throw it in the river, thus to strip
himself of everything that bound him to the world?

He huddled on the sandbar and rocked back and
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forth, hands clasped around his middle, in the depth of
misery.

Would there be no end to it? he asked himself. Would
there ever be an end? Was there no limit to the de-
basement that a man must heap upon himself?

God was kind and merciful-the books all said He
was. He yearned to win the souls of men and bind them
close to Him. And the way was always open, the road
was always clear—all one needed was to travel it to reach
eternal glory.

But on this island there had been no mercy. There had
been no sign and no encouragement. No road had been
revealed and the jade had been in a rusted container
of some sort of metal and that would not be the way of
it had it been planted by divine intervention.

After all, he asked himself, why should God put Him-
self to the bother necessary to achieve such interven-
tion? Why should He bother with him, at all? With him,
one silly, stupid man when-there were so many billion
others. Why had he expected it? How could he have ex-
pected it? Was not the very fact he had expected it a
sign of vanity, which was in itself a sin?

He reached out and picked up one of the pieces tight
inside his fist and lifted it and cocked his arm to throw.
Sobs shook him and his beard was soaked with tears al-
ready shed.

He cocked his arm to throw and he could not throw.
His tightened fist came open and the jade slid from
it and fell upon the sand.

And in that awful moment he knew that he had lost,
that he was wanting in that essential capacity for
humility that would unlock the gates of understanding
he had sought so eamnestly and, now it seemed ap-
parent, priced at a cost too high—a cost that his
basic brute humanity would never let him pay.
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36

Mona Campbell had left, sometime in the night. The
car was gone and there were no tire tracks in the dew-
wet grass. And she would not be back, for the coat that
had hung on the hook behind the kitchen door was
gone and there were no other clothes. The house was
bare of anything that could bear testimony she ever had
been there.

Now the house seemed empty; not empty because
there was no one in it, but empty in the sense that it
no longer was a structure meant for human habita-
tion. It belonged to another time, another day. Man had
no further use for houses such as this, set in the midst of
empty acres. Today men lived in towering blocks of
masonry and steel that stood huddled in places where
there was no empty ground. Man, who once had been a
wanderer and at times a loner, now had joined a pack
and in the days to come there would be no separate
houses and no separate structures. Rather, the entire
world would be a single structure and its swarming
billions would live deep underground and high up in the
sky. They’d live in floating cities that rode the ocean’s
surface and in massive domes on the ocean’s floor. They’d
live in great satellites that would in themselves be
cities, circling out in space. And the time would come
when they'd go to other planets that had been pre-
pared for them. They'd use space wherever they could
find it and they’d achieve other space when there was
no more to find, And they would have to do this, for
space was all they had. The dream of fleeing into time

was dead.
Frost stood on the porch and stared across the weed-

179



grown, brushy wilderness that once had been a farm.
The old fence row had grown into a windbreak, trees
rearing tall into the sky where there had been brush
and saplings when he had been a boy and came here
for vacations. The fences were broken and sagging and
the day was not far off when there would be no fences.
And in another century, with no one to care for them
or keep them in repair, the house and bam might be
gone as well, disappearing gradually into a moldering
pile of timbers.

Mona Campbell was gone and now he’d be going,
too. Not that he had anywhere to go, but simply be-
cause there was no point in staying here. He'd go
walking down the road and he’d wander aimlessly, for
there would be no purpose in his going. He'd live off
the land. He would manage somehow and he’d probably
wander south, for in a few more months this country
would grow cold and snow would fall.

Southwest, perhaps, he thought. To the desert coun-
try and the mountains, for that was a place he had
often thought he would like to see.

Mona Campbell was gone and why had she gone?
Because, perhaps, she feared that he might betray her in
the hope he might be reinstated as a human being.
Or, perhaps, because she knew now she should not have
told him what she did and through the telling of it now
felt that she was vulnerable.

She had fled, not to protect herself, but to protect
the world. She walked the lonely road because she could
not bear to let mankind know it had been wrong for
almost two centuries. And because the hope she had
found in the Hamal math was too poor and frail a thing
to stand up against the elaborate social structure man
himself had forged.

The Holies were right, he thought—as mankind it-
self had been right for many centuries in the faith it
held. Although, he knew, the Holies would reject out
of hand the evidence of life’s foreverness because it
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held no promise of everlasting glory, nor the sound of
silver trumpets.

For it promised nothing beyond life going on into
eternity. It did not say what form that life would
take or even if it would have a form. But it was evidence,
he thought, and that was better than mere faith, for
faith was never more, even at the best, than the implied
hope for evidence.

Frost came down off the porch and started across
the yard, toward the sagging gate. He could go any-
where he wished and he might as well get started.
There was no packing to be done and no plans to
make, for everything he had was the clothes upon his
back—the clothes that once had belonged to a man
named Amos Hicklin—and without a purpose, there
was no sense in making plans.

He had reached the gate and was pulling it open
when the car came down the road, breaking suddenly
out of the woods that grew close up to the house.

He stood astonished, with his hand upon the gate, and
the first thing that he thought was that Mona Camp-
bell had come back, that she’d forgotten something, or
had changed her mind, and was coming back again.

Then he saw there were two people in the car and
that the both of them were men and by that time the
car had pulled up before the gate and stopped.

A door of the car came open and one of the men
stepped out.

“Dan,” said Marcus Appleton, “how good to find you
here. And especially when we were least expecting
you.

He was affable and jolly, as if they were good friends.

“I suppose,” said Frost, “I could say the same of you.
There’ve been times I've expected you to come popping
out at me, but surely not today.”

“Well, that’s all right,” said Appleton. “Any time at all.
That suits me just fine. I had not expected I'd bag the
two of you.”
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“The two?” asked Frost. “You're talking riddles, Mar-
cus. There is no one here but me.”

The driver had gotten out of the other door and now
came around the car. He was a big man and he had a face
that squinted and he wore a big gun on his hip.

“Clarence,” said Appleton, “go on in the house and
bring out the Campbell gal.”

Frost came through the gate and stood aside so Clar-
ence could go through it. He watched the man go across
the yard, climb the stairs, and enter the house. He
turned around then, to face Appleton.

“Marcus,” he asked, “who do you expect to find?”

Appleton grinned at him. “Don’t play dumb,” he said.
“You must know. Mona Campbell. You remember her.”

“Yes. The woman in Timesearch. The one who disap-
peared.”

Appleton nodded. “Boys down at the sector station
spotted someone living here several weeks ago. When
they flew over on a rescue mission. Then, a week or so
ago, the same woman they had seen here came in,
bringing a snakebit man. Said she’d found him on the
road. Said she was just passing through. It was dark
and they didn’t get too good a look at her, but it was
good enough. We put two and two together.”

“You flunked out,” Frost told him. “There has been no
one here. No one here but me.”

“Dan,” said Appleton, “there’s the matter of a murder
charge that could be filed against you. If there’s some-
thing you can tell us, we might forget we found you.
Let you walk away.”

“Walk how far?” asked Frost. “To decent bullet range,
then get me in the back?”

Appleton shook his head. “A deal’s a deal,” he said.
“We want you, of course, but the one we came looking
for, the one we really want, is Mona Campbell.”

“There’s nothing to tell you, Marcus,” said Frost.
“If there were, I'd be tempted to pick up your deal—
and bet with myself whether you would keep it. But
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Mona Campbell’s not been here. I've never seen the
woman.

Clarence came out of the house, walked heavy-footed
to the gate.

“There’s no one in there, Marcus,” he said. “No sign
of anyone.”

“Well, now,” said Appleton, “she must be hiding some-
where.”

“Not in the house,” said Clarence.

“Would you say,” asked Appleton, “that this gentle-
man might know?”

Clarence swung his head around and squinted hard
at Frost.

“He might,” said Clarence. “There’s just a chance he
might.”

“Trouble is,” said Appleton, “he’s not of a mind to talk.”

Clarence swung a beefy hand, so fast there was no
time to duck. It caught Frost across the face and drove
him backward. He struck the fence and slumped. Clar-
ence stopped and grasped his shirt and lifted him and
swung the hand again.

Brightly colored pinwheels exploded inside Frost's
head and he found himself crawling on his hands and
knees, shaking his head to get rid of the flaming pin-
wheels. Blood was dribbling from his nose and there
was a salt taste in his mouth.

The hand reached down and lifted him again and set
him on his feet. Swaying, he fought to stay erect.

“Not again,” Appleton said to Clarence. “Not right
away, at least. Maybe now he’ll talk.”

He said to Frost, “You want some more of it?”

“The hell with you,” said Frost.

The hand struck again and he was down once more
and he wondered vaguely, as he tried to regain his feet,
why he’d said exactly what he had. It had been a dumb
thing to say. He’d not intended to say it and then he’d
said it, and look at what it got him.

He crawled to a sitting position and looked at the
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two men. Appleton had lost his look of easy amusement.
Clarence stood poised and watching him.

Frost put up a hand and wiped his face. It came
away smeared with dust and blood.

“It’s easy, Dan,” Appleton said to him. “All you have
to do is tell us where Mona Campbell is. Then you
can walk away. We haven’t even seen you.”

Frost shook his head.

“If you don’t,” said Appleton, “Clarence here will beat
you to death. He likes that kind of work and it might
take quite a little while. And the thought strikes me that
the boys from the sector station might not arrive in time.
You know that sometimes happens. Theyre just a little
late and it’s too bad, of course, but there isn’t much
that can be done about it.”

Clarence moved a step closer.

“I mean it, Dan,” said Appleton. “Don’t think I am
fooling.”

Frost struggled to get his feet beneath him, poised to
rise. Clarence took another step toward him and started
to reach down. Frost launched himself at the two tree-
like legs in front of him, felt his shoulder smash into
them and sprawled flat upon his face. He rolled away
blindly and got his feet beneath him and straightened.

Clarence was stretched upon the ground. Blood flowed
across his face from a gash upon his head, apparently
inflicted when, falling, he had struck a fence post.

Appleton was charging at him, head lowered. Frost
tried to step away, but the man’s head hit him and he
fell, with Appleton on top of him. A hand caught his
throat in a brutal grip and above him he saw the face,
the narrowed eyes, the great gash of snarling teeth.

From far off, it seemed, he heard a thunder in the
sky. But there was a roaring in his head and he could
not be sure. The hand upon his throat had a viselike
grip. He lifted a fist and struck at the face, but there
was little power behind the blow. He struck again and
yet again, but the hand upon his throat stayed and kept
on squeezing,
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A wind that came out of nowhere swirled dust and
tiny pebbles through the air and he saw the face above
him flinching in the dust. Then the hand at his throat
fell away and the face swam out of sight.

Frost staggered to his feet.

Just beyond the car sat a helicopter, its rotors slow-
ing to a halt. Two men were tumbling from the cabin
and each of them had guns. They hit the ground and
squared off, with the rifles at their hips. Off to one
side, Frost saw Marcus Appleton, standing, with his
hands hanging at his side. Clarence still lay upon the
ground.

The rotors came to a stop and there was a silence.
Across the body of the cabin was the legend: mEscur
SERVICE.

Omne of the men made a motion with his gun at Mar-
cus Appleton.

“Mr. Appleton,” he said, “if you have a gun, throw
it on the ground. You are under arrest.”

“I have no gun,” said Appleton. “I never carry one.”

It was a dream, thought Frost. It had to be a dream.
It was too fantastic and absurd not to be a dream.

“By whose authority,” asked Appleton, “are you arrest-
ing me?”

There was mockery in his voice and he did not be-
lieve it. You could see that he did not believe it. No
one, absolutely no one, could arrest Marcus Appleton.

“Marcus,” said another voice, “it is on my authority.”

Frost spun around and there, on the steps that led
down from the cabin of the helicopter, was B.J.

“B.].,” said Appleton, “aren’t you fairly far from home?”

B.J. didn’t answer. He turned toward Frost. “How are
you, Dan?” he asked.

Frost put up a hand and wiped his face. “I'm all
right,” he said. “Nice to see you, B.]J.”

The second man with a gun had gone over to Clar-
ence and got him on his feet and relieved him of his
gun. Clarence stood groggily, hand up to the gash upon
his head.
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B.J. had reached the ground and was walking out
from the helicopter and Ann Harrison was coming down
the steps.

Frost started toward the craft. His head was fuzzy
and he could not feel his legs and was surprised that
he could walk. But he was walking and he was all right
-and there was nothing that made sense.

“Ann,” he asked, “Ann, what is going on?”

She stopped in front of him.

“What have they done to you?” she asked.

“Nothing that really amounted to anything,” he said,
“although they had a good start on it. But, tell me,
what is this about?”

“The paper that you had. You remember, don’t you?”

“Yes. I gave it to you that night. Or I thought I did.
Was it really in that envelope?”

She nodded. “It was a silly thing. It said: ‘Place
2468934’ —isn’t it ridiculous that I recall the numeral—
‘Place 2468934 on the list” Do you remember now? You
said you'd read it, but forgotten.”

“I remember now it was about putting something on
a list. What does it mean?”

“The numeral,” said B.]., standing at his elbow, “is the
designation of a person in the vaults. The list was a
secret list of people who would never be revived. All
record of them was to be wiped out. They would have
disappeared from the human race.”

“Not revived! But why?”

“They had substantial funds,” said B.J. “Funds that
could be channeled off. Channeled off and the records
changed so that the funds would not be missed if their
owners were not revived and did not appear to claim
them.”

“Lanel” said Frost.

“Yes, Lane. The treasurer. He could manipulate such
things. Marcus ferreted out the victims—those who had
no close relatives, no close friends. People who would not
be missed if they were not revived.”

“You know, of course, B.J.,” said Appleton, conver-
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sationally, without a trace of rancor in his voice, “that
I will sue you for this. I'll make you a pauper. I'll
take everything you have. You have committed this
slander in front of witnesses.”

“I doubt it very much,” B.]. told him. “We have Lane’s
confession.”

He nodded to the two men from the station. “Take
them in,” he said.

The two men began hustling Clarence and Appleton
up the steps.

B.]J. said to Frost, “Youll be coming back with us?”

Frost hesitated. “Why, I don’t know . ..”

“The marks can be removed,” said B.J. “There'll be an
official announcement that will give you full credit for
all that you have done. Your job is waiting for you. We
have evidence that the trial and sentence was irregular
and arranged by Marcus. And I would presume that For-
ever Center may find a means to show, in somewhat
substantial manner, its gratitude for the interception of
the paper...”

“But I didn’t intercept it.”

“Now, now,” said B.J., reprovingly, “don’t try to quib-
ble with me. Miss Harrison informed us fully. She was the
one who brought it to us, with the proof of what it was.
Forever owes the two of you a debt it never can repay.”

He tumed abruptly and walked toward the helicop-
ter. .

“It was not really me,” said Ann, “although I can’t tell
him who it was. It was George Sutton. He was the one
who figured it all out, who ran it down and got the facts.”

“Wait a minute, there,” said Frost. “George Sutton?
I don’t know...”

“Yes, you do,” she said. “The man who took you off
the street that night. The Holy. The old gentleman who
asked you if you believed in God.”

“Dan!” B.]. had turned back toward them when he
reached the foot of the stairs leading to the cabin.

“Yes, B.].”

“Marcus came out here hunting Mona Campbell. Said
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he had good evidence he would find her out here. Said
an old farmhouse. I imagine it might have been this
one.

“That is what he told me,” Frost said evenly. “He
seemed to think that I knew about her.”

“And did you?r”

Frost shook his head. “Not a thing,” he said.

“Well,” said B.J., “another wild goose chase. One of
these days we'll catch up with her.”

He went heavily up the steps.

“Just think,” said Ann, “youll be coming back. I can
cook another dinner for you.”

“And 1,” said Frost, “will go out and buy red roses
and some candles.”

He was remembering once again the warmth and
comfort and the sense of life this woman could lend to
a dowdy room-remembering, too, how the emptiness
and bitterness of life had faded in her presence and how
there had been companionship and friendliness such
as he’d never known before.

Love? he wondered. Was this love? How was a man
-to know? In this first life that man lived there was
scarcely time for love—nor the time, perhaps, to find out
what it was. And would there be time in the second
life? Time, surely, for there’d be all the time there was,
but would one carry over into that infinitude of time
the same sense of economic desperation, the same bleak
materialism as he had held in the first life that he
lived? Would he be a different man or the same as he
had been—would the first life have set the pattern for all
life yet to come?

She had turned her face to him and he saw her
cheek was wet with tears. “It will be the same,” she
said.

“Yes,” he promised. “It will be the same.”

Although, he knew, it could not be the same. The
earth would never be quite the same again. Mona Camp-
bell had found a truth that she might never speak, but
in a few years more there would be others who would
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find it and then the world would know. And once again
the world would know the agony of conscience. Then the
old solid certainty and the smug complacency would be
riddled and Forever Center would have a rival in its
promise—and this other promise would be one of mys-
tery and faith, and once again the world of men would
be ground between the millstones of opinion.

“Dan,” said Ann, “please kiss me and then let us get
aboard. B.]. will wonder what has happened to us.”

37

The man sat beside the road and stared into distance,
but his eyes, one knew, saw nothing, and yet they
were not empty eyes.

He wore only a pair of trousers, cut off well above the
knees. His hair was long and hung down about his face.
His beard was tangled and was full of sand. He was
gaunt and his skin bumed black by the sun.

Mona Campbell stopped her car and got out of it
and stood, for a moment, watching him. There was no
sign that he was aware of her and her heart welled up
with pity at the sight of him, for there was about him a
lostness and an emptiness that robbed existence of all
meaning.

“Is there anything,” she asked, “that I can do for you?”

His eyes changed at the sound of her voice. His
head moved slightly and the eyes stared out at her.

“What is wrong?” she asked.

“What is wrong?” he asked, his voice rising sharply
on the question. “What is right? Can you tell whats
wrong or right?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “Not always. The line is often
fine.”
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“If I had stayed,” he said. “If I had prayed a little
harder. If I had dug the deep hole and put up the
cross. But it was no use .. .”

His voice trailed off into nothingness and his eyes once
again stared off into a distance where there was nothing
one might see.

She noticed then, for the first time, the sack that lay
on the ground beside him, apparently made out of ma-
terial he'd ripped off his trouser legs. It lay half open and
inside it she saw the jumbled figures of the carven jade.

“Are you hungry?” she asked. “Are you ill? Youre
quite sure there’s nothing I can do?”

It was insane, she thought, that she should have
stopped, that she should be standing in this road talking
to this lost and empty man.

He stirred slightly. His lips began to open, as if he
meant to speak, then pressed tight again.

“If there’s nothing I can do,” she said, “I'll be moving
on.

She turned back to the car.

“Wait,” he said.

She tumed back.

The stricken eyes were staring at her.

“Tell me,” asked the man, “is there such a thing
as truth?”

It was not an idle question. She sensed that it was
not,

“I think there is,” she said. “There’s truth in mathe-
matics.”

“T asked for truth,” he said, “and all I got were these.”

His foot thrust out and kicked the bag. The jade lay
scattered on the grass.

“Is that the way it always is?” he asked. “You hunt
for truth and you get a booby prize. You find something
that is not the truth, but take it because it is better than
finding nothing.”

She backed away. The man was plainly mad.

“That jade,” she said. “There was another man who
was hunting for the jade.”
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“You don’t understand,” he said.

She shook her head, anxious to be off.

“You said there was truth in mathematics. Is God a
page of math?”

“I wouldn't know,” she said. “I only stopped to see
if I could help you.”

“You can’t,” he said, “You can'’t help yourself. We had
it once—that help of which all of us stand in need—
and we lost it somewhere. There’s no way to get it back.
I know, because I tried.”

“There may be a way,” she told him softly. “There is
an equatjon from a long forgotten planet...”

He half rose and his voice cracked and shrieked. “No
way, I tell you. No way! There was never more than
one way and now it doesn’t work.”

She turned and fled. At the car she stopped and
turned back toward him. He had slumped down again,
but his eyes still stared at her, with a terrible horror
in them.

She tried to speak, but the words clogged in her
throat.

And across the space between them, he whispered
at her, as if it may have been a secret that he meant
to tell her.

“We have been abandoned,” the ghastly whisper
said. “God has turned His back on us.”
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Watch for these
ACE SCIENCE FICTION SPECIALS

THE WITCHES OF KARRES by James H. Schmitz

”A slambang space happy fantasy.”—Virginia Kirkus

“Highly recommended.“—Fantasy & Science Fiction

PAST MASTER by R. A. Lafferty

“A great galloping madman of a novel, drenched in sound
and color.” —Harlan Ellison

“Marvelously inventive . . . profound wit and high ad-
venture.” —Samuel R. Delany

THE REVOLVING BOY by Gertrude Friedberg
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writing and effective story-telling.”
—Fantasy & Science Fiction

“An excellent book.” —Speculation
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Ace Books’ new series of SCIENCE FICTION SPECIALS—
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GLIFEGRD SIMAK'S
MAJOR NEW NOUEL

“Extremely provocative . . . deals with the
effect on society of the kind of deep-freeze

~ potential immortality we have heard so much

about recently. Simak describes a rigid neo-
puritan culture, a world of penny-pinching,
body-saving, emotional isolationists, living as

“unremittingly for the Next Life as ever fun-

damentalist Christian did, because any man
or woman who fails to provide an adequate
investment sum to grow for him while he is
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awakened society.

“The only free men in such a society are
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a ‘death sentence’ and walk as living ghosts
through the rest of their natural lives, aware
that when they die, it will be for the last time,
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and forever....’
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