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For Emma Hall Kessel
Tell me a story, Dad.



The Baum Plan for Financial Independence
Nfor Wilton Barnhardt

When | picked her up at the Stop OnShop on Route 28, Dot was wear-
ing a short black skirt and red sneakersjust like the ones she had taken
from the bargain rack the night we broke into the Searsin Henderson-
ville five years earlier. | couldnOthelp but notice the curve of her hip as
she slid into the front seatof my old T-Bird. Sheleaned over and gave
me a kiss, bright red lipstick and breath smelling of cigarettes. OJustike
old times,O she said.

The Searshad beenmy idea, but after we got into the store that night
all the other ideas had been DotOsjncluding the game on the bed in the
furniture department and me clocking the night watchman with the an-
odized aluminum flashlight | took from Hardware, sending him to the
hospital with a concussion and me to three years in Central. When the
cops showed up, Dot was nowhere to be found. That was all right. A
man has to take responsibility for his own actions; at least thatOswhat
they told me in the group therapy sessionsthat the prison shrink ran on
Thursday nights. But | never knew a woman who could make me do the
things that Dot could make me do.

One of the guys at those sessionswas Radioactive Roy Dunbar, who
had a theory about how we were all living in a computer and none of
this was real. Well if this isnOtreal, | told him, | donOtknow what real is.
The softness of DotOsbreast or the shit smell of the crapper in the High-
way 28 Texaco,how canthere be anything more real than that? Radioact-
ive Roy and the people like him are just looking for an exit door. | can
understand that. Everybody dreams of an exit door sometimes.

| slipped the car into gear and pulled out of the station onto the high-
way. The sky was red above the Blue Ridge, the air blowing in the win-
dows smoky with the ash of the forest fires burning a hundred miles to
the northwest.

OCat got your tongue, darlinO?0 Dot said.

| pushed the cassetteinto the deck and Willie Nelson was singing
OHello Walls.O OWhere are we going, Dot?0

OJustpoint this thing west for twenty or so. When you come to a sign
that says Potters Glen, make a right on the next dirt road.O

Dot pulled a pack of Kools out of her purse, stuck one in her mouth,
and punched the carOs cigarette lighter.

ODoesnOt work,O | said.



She pawed through her purse for thirty seconds,then clipped it shut.
OShit,Gshe said. OYougot a match, Sid?00ut of the corner of my eye |
watched the cigarette bobble up and down as she spoke.

OSorry, sweetheart, no.O

Shetook the cigarette from her mouth, stared at it for a moment, and
flipped it out her opened window.

Hello window. | actually had a box of Ohio Blue Tips in the glove
compartment, but | didnOtwant Dot to smoke becauseit was going to Kill
her someday. My mother smoked, and | remember her wet cough and
the skin stretched tight over her cheekbonesas she lay in the upstairs
bedroom of the big house in Lynchburg, puffing on a Winston. Whenev-
er my old man camein to clear her untouched lunch he asked her if he
could have one, and mother would smile at him, eyesbig, and pull two
more coffin nails out of the red-and-white pack with her nicotine-stained
fingers.

One time after | saw this happen, | followed my father down to the kit-
chen. As he bent over to put the tray on the counter, | snatchedthe cigar-
ettes from his shirt pocket and crushed them into bits over the plate of
pears and cottage cheese.l glared at him, daring him to get mad. After a
few secondshe just pushed past me to the living room and turned on the
TV.

ThatOghe story of my life: me trying to save the rest of youNand the
rest of you ignoring me.

On the other side of Almond it was all mountains. The road twisted,
the headlights flashing against the tops of trees on the downhill side and
the cut earth on the uphill. | kept drifting over the double yellow line as
we came in and out of turns, but the road was deserted. Occasionally
weOdpass some broken-down house with a battered pickup in the drive-
way and a rust-spotted propane tank outside in the yard.

The sign for Potters Glen surged out of the darkness, and we turned
off onto a rutted gravel track that was even more twisted than the paved
road. The track rose steeply; the T-BirdOssuspension was shot, and my
rotten muffler scraped more than once when we bottomed out. If DotOs
plan required us sneaking up on anybody, it was not going to work. But
she had assured me that the house on the ridge was empty and she knew
where the money was hidden.

Occasionally the branch of a tree would scrape acrossthe windshield
or side mirror. The forest here was dry as tinder after the summerOs
drought, the worst on record, and in my rearview mirror | could seethe



dust we were raising in the taillights. We had been ten minutes on this
road when Dot said, OOkay, stop now.O

The cloud of dust that had beenfollowing us caught up and billowed,
settling slowly in the headlight beams. OKill the lights,O Dot said.

In the silence and darkness that came, the whine of cicadas moved
closer. Dot fumbled with her purse, and when she opened the car door to
get out, in the dome light | saw she had a map written on a piece of note-
book paper. | opened the trunk and got out a pry bar and pair of bolt cut-
ters. When | came around to her side of the car, she was shining a flash-
light on the map.

Olt shouldnOtbe more than a quarter of a mile farther up this road,0
she said.

OWhy canOt we just drive right up there?O

OSomeone might hear.O

OBut you said the place was deserted.O

Olt is. But thereOs no sense taking chances.O

| laughed. Dot not taking chances?That was funny. She didnOtthink
so, and punched me in the arm. OStopit,O she said, but then she giggled.
| swept the arm holding the tools around her waist and kissed her. She
pushed me away, but not roughly. OLetOs go,O she said.

We walked up the dirt road. When Dot shut off the flashlight, there
was only the faint moon coming through the trees, but after our eyesad-
justed it was enough. The dark forest loomed over us. Walking through

the woods at night always made me feel like | was in some teen horror
movie. | expected a guy in a hockey mask to come shrieking from
between the trees to cut us to ribbons with fingernails like straight
razors.

Dot had heard about this summer cabin that was owned by the rich
people she had worked for in Charlotte. They were Broyhills or related
to the Broyhills, old money from the furniture business.Or maybe it was
Dukes and tobacco. Anyway, they didnOtuse this house but a month or
so out of the year. Some caretaker came by every so often, but he didnOt
live on the premises. Dot heard the daughter telling her friend that the
family kept ten thousand dollars in cashup there in caseanother draft ri-
ot made it necessary for them to skip town for a while.

Sowe would just break in and take the money. That was the plan. It
seemeda little dicey to me; | had grown up with moneyNmy old man
owned a car dealership, before he went bust. Leaving piles of cashlying
around their vacation home did not seemlike regular rich people behavi-
or to me. But Dot could be very convincing even when she wasnOt



convincing, and my father claimed | never had alick of senseanyway. It
took us twenty minutes to come up on the clearing, and there was the
house. It was bigger than | imagined it. Rustic, flagstone chimney and
entranceway, timbered walls and wood shingles. Moonlight glinted off
the windows in the three dormers that faced front, but all the downstairs
windows were shuttered.

| took the pry bar to the hinges on one of the shuttered windows, and
after some struggle they gave. The window was dead-bolted from the in-
side, but we knocked out one of the panes and unlatched it. | boosted
Dot through the window and followed her in.

Dot used the flashlight to find the light switch. The furniture was large
and heavy; a big oak coffee table that we had to move in order to take up
the rug to seewhether there was a safe underneath must have weighed
two hundred pounds. We pulled down all the pictures from the walls.
One of them was a woodcut print of Mary and Jesus,but instead of Jesus
the woman was holding a fish; in the background of the picture, outside
a window, a funnel cloud tore up a dirt road. The picture gave me the
creeps. Behind it was nothing but plaster wall.

| heard the clink of glassbehind me. Dot was pulling bottles out of the
liquor cabinet to see if there was a compartment hidden behind them.

| went over, took down a glass,and poured myself a couple of fingers
of Glenfiddich. | sat in a leather armchair and drank it, watching Dot
search. She was getting frantic. When she came by the chair | grabbed
her around the hips and pulled her into my lap.

OHey! Lay offlO she squawked.

OLetOs try the bedroom,O | said.

She bounced off my lap. OGood idea.O She left the room.

This was turning into a typical Dot odyssey, all teaseand no tickle. |
put down my glass and followed her.

| found her in the bedroom rifling through a chestof drawers, throw-
ing clothes on the bed. | opened the closet. Inside hung a bunch of jackets
and flannel shirts and blue jeans,with a pair of riding boots and some
sandals lined up neatly on the floor. | pushed the hanging clothes aparrt,
and there, setinto the back wall, was a door. ODot, bring that flashlight
over here.O

Shecame over and shined the flashlight into the closet. | ran my hand
over the seam of the door. It was about three feet high, flush with the
wall, the same off-white color but cool to the touch, made of metal. No
visible hinges and no lock, just a flip-up handle like on a tackle box.

OThatOs not a safe,O Dot said.



ONo shit, Sherlock.O

She shouldered past me, crouched down, and flipped up the handle.
The door pushed open onto darkness. Sheshined the flashlight ahead of
her; | could not see past her. OJesus Christ Almighty,O she said.

OWhat?0

OStairs.ot moved forward, then stepped down. | pushed the clothes
aside and followed her.

The carpet on the floor stopped at the doorjamb; inside was a concrete
floor and then a narrow flight of stairs leading down. A black metal
handrail ran down the right side. The walls were of roughed concrete,
unpainted. Dot moved ahead of me down to the bottom, where she
stopped.

When | got there | saw why. The stairs let out into a large, dark room.
The floor ended halfway acrossit, and beyond that, at either side, to the
left and right, under the arching roof, were open tunnels. From one tun-
nel opening to the other ran a pair of gleaming rails. We were standing
on a subway platform.

Dot walked to the end of the platform and shined the flashlight up the
tunnel. The rails gleamed away into the distance.

OThis doesnOt look like the safe,O | said.

OMaybe itOs a bomb shelter,® Dot said.

Before | could figure out a polite way to laugh at her, | noticed a light
growing from the tunnel. A slight breezekicked up. The light grew like
an approaching headlight, and with it a hum in the air. | backed toward
the stairs, but Dot just peered down the tunnel. ODot!Ol called. She
waved a hand at me, and though she dropped back a step she kept
watching. Out of the tunnel glided a car that slid to a stop in front of us.
It was no bigger than a pickup. Teardrop shaped, made of gleaming sil-
ver metal, its bright single light glared down the track. The car had no
windows, but aswe stood gaping at it adoor slid open in its side. The in-
side was dimly lit, with plush red seats.

Dot stepped forward and stuck her head inside.

OWhat are you doing?O | asked.

OltOs empty,O Dot said. ONo driver. Come on.O

OGet serious.O

Dot crouched and got inside. Sheturned and ducked her head to look
at me out of the low doorway. ODonOt be a pussy, Sid.O

ODonOt be crazy, Dot. We donOt even know what this thing is.O

OAInOt you ever been out of Mayberry? 1tOs a subway.O

10



OButwho built it? Where does it go? And what the hell is it doing in
Jackson County?O

OHow should | know? Maybe we can find out.O

The car just sat there. The air was still. The ruby light from behind her
cast DotOsface in shadow. | followed her into the car. Ol donOtknow
about this.O

ORelax.O

There were two bench seats, each wide enough to hold two people,
and just enough space on the door side to move from one to the other.
Dot sat on one of the seatswith her big purse in her lap, calm asa Chris-
tian holding four aces.l satdown next to her. As soon as| did, the door
slid shut and the car began to move, picking up speed smoothly, push-
ing us back into the firm upholstery. The only sound was a gradually in-
creasing hum that reached a middle pitch and stayed there. | tried to
breathe. There was no clack from the rails, no vibration. In front of us the
car narrowed to a bullet-nosed front, and in the heart of that nose was a
circular window. Through the window | saw only blackness. After a
while | wondered if we were still moving, until a light appeared ahead,
first a small speck, then grew brighter and larger until it slipped off past
us to the side at a speedthat told me the little car was moving faster than
| cared to figure.

OThesepeople who own the house,Ol asked Dot, Owhereon Mars did
you say they came from?0

Dot reachedin her purse and took out a pistol, setit down on her lap,
and fumbled around in the bag until she pulled out a pack of Juicy Fruit.
She pulled out a stick, then held the pack out to me. OGum?0

ONo thanks.O

Sheput the pack back in the purse, and the pistol, too. Sheslipped the
yellow paper sleeveoff her gum, unwrapped the foil, and stuck the gum
into her mouth. After refolding the foil neatly, she slid it back into the
gum sleeve and setthe now empty stick on the back of the seatin front
of us.

| was about to scream. OWherethe fuck are we going, Dot? WhatOgjo-
ing on here?0

OldonOthave any idea where weOregoing, Sid. If | knew you were go-
ing to be such a wuss, | would never of called you.O

ODid you know about any of this?0

OOf course not. But weOre going to be somewhere soon, | bet.O

| got off the seatand moved to the front bench, my back to her. That
didnOtset my nerves any easier. | could hear her chewing her gum, and
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felt her eyeson the back of my neck. The car sped into blackness,broken
only by the occasionalspear of light flashing past. As we did not seemto
be getting anywhere real soon, | had some time to contemplate the ways
in which | was a fool, number one being the way | let an ex-lap dancer
from Mebane lead me around by my imagination for the last ten years.

Just when | thought | couldnOtget any more pissed, Dot moved up
from the backseat,sat down next to me, and took my hand. OlOnsorry,
Sid. Someday 101l make it up to you.O

OYeah?Qd said. OSogive me some of that gum.O She gave me a stick.
Her tidy gum wrapper had fallen onto the seat between us; | crumpled
the

wrapper of my own next to hers.

| had not started in on chewing when the hum of the car lowered and |
felt us slowing down. The front window got a little lighter, and the car
came to a stop. The door slid open.

The platform it opened onto was better lit than the one under the
house in the Blue Ridge. Standing on it waiting were three people, two
men and a woman. The two men wore identical dark suits of the kind
bankers with too much money wore in downtown Charlotte: the suits
hung the way no piece of clothing had ever hung on meNtailored closer
than a motherOsiss. The woman, slender, with blond hair done up tight
as a librarianOsNyet there was no touch of the librarian about herNwore
a dark blue dress. They stood there for a moment, then one of the men
said, OExcuse me? YouOre here. Are you getting out?0

Dot got up and nudged me, and | finally got my nerveless legs to
work. We stepped out onto the platform, and the three people got into
the car, the door slid shut, and it glided off into the darkness.

It was cold on the platform, and a light breeze came from an archway
across from us. Instead of rough concrete like the tunnel under the
house, here the ceiling and walls were smooth stucco. Carved above the
arch was a crouching man wearing some kind of Roman or Greek toga,
cradling a book under one arm and holding atorch in the other. He had
awide brow and along, straight nose and looked like a guard in Central
named Pisarkiewicz, only alot smarter. Golden light filtered down from
fixtures like frogsO eggs in the ceiling.

OWhat now?O | asked.

Dot headed for the archway. OWhat have we got to lose?O

Pastthe arch aramp ran upward, switchbacking every forty feet or so.
A couple of women, as well dressed as the one weOdseen on the plat-
form, passedus going the other way. We tried to look like we belonged
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there, though DotOshair was a ratOsnest, | was dressed in jeans and
sneakers, | had not shaved since morning, and my breath smelled of
scotch and Juicy Fruit.

At the top of the third switchback, the light brightened. From ahead of
us came the sound of voices, echoing as if in a very large room. We
reachedthe final archway, the floor leveled off, and we stepped into the
hall.

| did not think there were so many shadesof marble. The place was as
big as a train station, a great open room with polished stone floors, a
domed ceiling a hundred feet above us, a dozen Greek half-columns set
into the far wall. Bright sun shining through tall windows between them
fell on basketsof flowers and huge potted palms. Around the hall stood
a number of booths like information kiosks, and grilled counters like an
old-fashioned bank, at which polite staff in pale green shirts dealt with
the customers. But it was not all business. Mixed among people carrying
briefcasesstood others in groups of three or four holding pale drinks in
tall glassesor leaning casually on some counter chatting one-on-one with
those manning the booths. In one corner a man in a green suit played
jazz on a grand piano.

It was a cross between Grand Central Station and the ballroom at the
Biltmore House. Dot and | stood out like plow horsesat a cotillion. The
couple hundred people scattered through the great marble room were
big-city dressed.Even the people who dresseddown wore hundred-dol-
lar chinos with cashmere sweaters knotted casually around their necks.
The place reeked of money.

Dot took my hand and pulled me acrossthe floor. She spotted a table
with a fountain and a hundred wine glassesin rows on the starched
white tablecloth. A pink marble cherub with pursed lips like a cupidOs
bow poured pale wine from a pitcher into the basin that surrounded his
feet. Dot handed me one of the glassesand took one for herself, held it
under the stream falling from the pitcher.

She took a sip. OTastes good,O she said. OTry it.O

As we sipped wine and eyed the people, a man in a uniform shirt with
a brass name pin that said OBradOcame up to us. OWould you like to
wash and brush up? Wash and Brush Up is over there,Ohe said, pointing
across the hall to another marble archway. He had a British accent.

OThanks,O said Dot. OWe just wanted to wet our whistles first.O

13



The man winked at her. ONow that your whistle is wet, donOtbe afraid
to use it any time | can be of service.OHe smirked at me. OThatgoes for
you too, sir.O

OFuck you,O | said.

OItOs been done already,O the man said, and walked away.

| put down the wineglass. OLetOs get out of here,O | said.

Ol want to go to see whatOs over there.O

Wash and Brush Up turned out to be a suite of rooms where we were
greeted by a young woman named Elizabeth and a young man named
Martin. You need to clean up, they said, and separated us. | wasnOgoing
to have any of it, but Dot seemedto have lost her mindNshe went off
with Martin. After grumbling for a while, | let Elizabeth take me to a
small dressing room, where she made me strip and put on a robe. After
that came the shower, the haircut, the steambath, the massage.Between
the steambath and massage they brought me food, something like a
cheese quesadilla only much better than anything like it | had ever
tasted. While | ate, Elizabeth left me alone in a room with a curtained
window. | pulled the curtain aside and looked out.

The window looked down from a great height on a city unlike any |
had ever seen.It was like a picture out of a kidOsbook, something Per-
sian about it, and something Japanese.Slender green towers, great
domed buildings, long, low structures like warehouses made of jade. The
sun beat down pitilessly on citizens who went from street to street
between the fine buildings with bowed heads and plodding steps.| saw
a team of four men in purple shirts pulling a cart; | saw other men with
sticks herd children down to a park; | saw vehicles rumble past tired
street workers, kicking up clouds of yellow dust so thick that | could
taste it.

The door behind me opened, and Elizabeth stuck her head in. |
dropped the curtain as if she had caught me whacking off. OTime for
your massage,O she said.

ORight,O | said, and followed.

When | came out, there was Dot, tiny in her big plush robe, her hair
clean and combed out and her finger and toenails painted shell pink. She
looked about fourteen.

ONice haircut,O she said to me.

OWhere are our clothes?0 | demanded of Martin.

OWeOlyet them for you,Ohe said. He gestured to one of the boys. OBut
for now, come with me.O
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Then they satus down in front of alarge computer screenand showed
us a catalog of clothing you could not find outside of a Neiman Marcus.
They had images of us, like 3D paper dolls, that they called up on the
screen and that they could dress any way they liked so you could see
how you would look. Dot was in hog heaven. OWhatOthis going to cost
us?0 | said.

Martin laughed as if | had made a good joke. OHow about some silk
shirts?Ohe asked me. OYouhave a good build. | know youOregoing to
like them.O

By the time we were dressed, the boy had come back with two big
green shopping bags with handles. OWhatOghis?O Dot asked, taking
hers.

OYour old clothes,O Martin said.

| took mine. | looked at myself in the mirror. | wore a blue shirt, a gray
tie with a skinny knot and a long, flowing tail, ebony cuff links, a gun-
metal gray silk jacket, and black slacks with a creasethat would cut ice.
The shoeswere of leather as soft asa babyOskin and as comfortable asif
| had broken them in for three months. | looked great.

Dot had settled on a champagne-colored dress with a scoop neckline,
pale pumps, a simple gold necklace, and earrings that set off her dark
hair. Shesmelled faintly of violets and looked better than lunch break at
a chocolate factory.

OWeOve got to get out of here,O | whispered to her.

OThanksfor stopping by!OElizabeth and Martin said in unison. They
escorted us to the door. OCome again soon!O

The hall was only slightly less busy than it had been. OAll right, Dot.
We head right for the subway. This place gives me the creeps.O

ONo,Osaid Dot. She grabbed me by the arm that wasnOtcarrying my
old clothes and dragged me acrossthe floor toward one of the grilled
windows. No one gave us a second glance. We were dressedthe sameas
everyone else, now, and fit right in.

At the window another young woman in green greeted us. Olam Miss
Goode. How may | help you?O

OWe came to get our money,O said Dot.

OHow much?0 Miss Goode asked.

Dot turned to me. OWhatdo you say, Sid? Would twenty million be
enough?0

OWecan do that,0 said Miss Goode. OJustcome around behind the
counter to my desk.O
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Dot started after her. | grabbed DotOsshoulder. OWhatthe fuck are you
talking about?O | whispered.

OJust go along and keep quiet.O

Miss Goode led us to a large glass-topped desk. OWeOQlheed a photo-
graph, of course. And a number.OShespoke into a phone: ODaniel, bring
out two casesE . ThatOsight.OShecalled up a page on her computer and
examined it. OYour bank,Oshe said to me, Ois Banque Thaler, Geneva.
Your number is PN68578443.YouQllhave to memorize it eventually.
Here, write it on your palm for now.O She handed me a very nice ball-
point pen. Then she gave another number to Dot.

While shewas doing this, a man came out of a door in the marble wall
behind her. He carried two silver metal briefcasesand set them on the
edge of Miss GoodeOs desk in front of Dot and me.

OThank you, Daniel,O she said. She turned to us. OGoahead. Open
them!O

| pulled the briefcase toward me and snapped it open. It was filled
with tight bundles of crisp new one-hundred-dollar bills. Thirty of them.

OThis is wonderful,O Dot said. OThank you so much!O

| closed my case and stood up. OTime to go, Dot.O

OJust a minute,O said Miss Goode. OIOIl need your full name.O

OFull name? What for?0

OForthe Swiss accounts. All youOvegot there is three hundred thou-
sand. The rest will be in your account. WeOllneed your photograph,
t00.0

Dot tugged my elegant sleeve. OSidforgot about that,O she explained
to Miss Goode. OAlways in such a hurry. His name is Sidney Xavier
Dubose. D-U-B-O-S-E. IOm Dorothy Gale.O

| had reached my breaking point. OShut up, Dot.O

ONow for the photographs E O Miss Goode began.

OYoucanOhave my photograph.O | pulled away from Dot. | had the
briefcase in my right hand and my bag of clothes under my left.

OThatOall right,0 said Miss Goode. OWeOllise your photographs from
the tailor program. Just run along. But come again!O

| was already stalking acrossthe floor, my new shoesclipping along
like metronomes. People parted to let me by. | went right for the ramp
that led to the subway. A thin man smoking a long cigarette watched me
curiously as| passedone of the tables; | put my hand against his chest
and knocked him down. He sprawled there in astonishment, but did
nothing; nor did anyone else.
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By the time | hit the ramp | was jogging. At the bottom the platform
was deserted; the bubble lights still shone gold, and you could not tell
whether it was night or day. Dot came up breathlessly behind me.

OWhat is wrong with you!O she shouted.

| felt exhausted. | could not tell how long it had been since we broke
into the mountain house. OWhatOsvrong with me? WhatOswrong with
this whole setup? This is crazy. What are they going to do to us? This
canOt be real; it has to be some kind of scam.O

Olfyou think itOsa scam, just give me that briefcase. IOlltake care of it
for you, you stupid redneck bastard.O

| stood there sullenly. | didnOtknow what to say. Sheturned from me
and went to the other end of the platform, as far away as she could get.

After a few minutes the light grew in the tunnel, and the car, or one
just like it, slid to a stop before us. The door opened. | got in immedi-
ately, and Dot followed. We sat next to each other in silence. The door
shut, and the vehicle picked up speed until it was racing along as in-
sanely as it had so many hours ago.

Dot tried to talk to me, but | just looked at the floor. Under the seatl
saw the two gum wrappers, one of them crumpled into a knot, the other
neatly folded as if it were still full.

That was the last time | ever saw Dot. | live in Francenow, but | have a
house in Mexico and one in Toronto. In Canadal canstill go to stock car
races. Somehow that doesnOt grab me the way it used to.

Instead | drink wine that comes in bottles that have corks. | read
books. I listen to music that has no words. All because,asit turned out, |
did have a ten-million-dollar Swiss bank account. The money changed
everything, more than | ever could have reckoned. It was like a sword
hanging over my head, like a wall between me and who | used to be.
Within a month | left North Carolina: it made me nervous to stay in the
state knowing that the house in the Blue Ridge was still there.

Sometimes IOmtempted to go back and see whether there really is a
door in the back of that closet.

When Dot and | climbed the concrete stairs and emerged into the
house, it was still night. It might have beenonly a minute after we went
down. | went out to the living room, sat in the rustic leather chair,
picked

up the glass| had left next to it, and filled it to the brim with scotch.
My briefcase full of three hundred thousand dollars stood on the hard-
wood floor beside the chair. | was dressed in a couple of thousand
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dollarsOworth of casual clothes; my shoesalone probably cost more than
a monthOs rent on any place that | had ever lived.

Dot sat on the sofa and poured herself a drink, too. After a while, she
said, Ol told you 10d make it up to you someday.O

OHow did you know about this?0 | asked. OWhat is it?0

OltOa dream come true,O Dot said. OYoudonOtook a dream come true
in the mouth.O

OOnepersonOsiream come true is somebody elseOsightmare,O| said.
OSomebodyalways has to pay.Ol had never thought that before, but as|
spoke it | realized it was true.

Dot finished her scotch, picked up her briefcase and the green bag
with her old skirt, sweater, and shoes, and headed for the door. She
paused there and turned to me. Shelooked like twenty million bucks.
OAre you coming?0

| followed her out. There was still enough light from the moon that we
were able to make our way down the dirt road to my car. The insects
chirped in the darkness. Dot opened the passenger door and got in.

OWait a minute,O | said. OGive me your bag.O

Dot handed me her green bag. | dumped it out on the ground next to
the car, then dumped my own out on top of it. | crumpled the bags and
shoved them under the clothes for kindling. On top lay the denim jacket
| had beenwearing the night | got arrested in the Sears,that the state had
kept for me while | served my time, and that | had put back on the day |
left stir.

OWhat are you doing?O Dot asked.

OBonfire,O | said. OGoodbye to the old Dot and Sid.O

OBut you donOt have any matches.O

OReach in the glove compartment. ThereOs a box of Blue Tips.O
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Every Angel Is Terrifying

Bobby Lee grabbed the grandmotherOsbody under the armpits and
dragged her up the other side of the ditch. OWhynOtyou help him,
Hiram,O Railroad said.

Hiram took off his coat, skidded down into the ditch after Bobby Lee,
and got hold of the old ladyOslegs. Together he and Bobby Lee lugged
her across the field toward the woods. Her broken blue hat was still
pinned to her head, which lolled against Bobby LeeOshoulder. The wo-
manOs face watched Railroad all the way into the shadow of the trees.

Railroad carried the cat over to the Studebaker. It occurred to him that
he didnOtknow the catOsiame, and now that the whole family was dead
he never would. It was a calico, gray striped with a broad white faceand
an orange nose. OWhatOgour name, puss-puss?Che whispered, scratch-
ing it behind the ears. The cat purred. One by one Railroad went round
and rolled up the windows of the car. A fracture zigzagged acrossthe
windshield, and the front passengerOsent window was shattered. He
stuffed HiramOscoat into the hole. Then he put the cat inside the car and
shut the door. The cat put its front paws up on the dashboard and,
watching him, gave a silent meow.

Railroad pushed up his glassesand stared off toward the tree line. The
place was hot and still, silence broken only by birdsong from somewhere
up the embankment. He squinted up into the cloudless sky. Only a
couple of hours of sun left. He rubbed the spot on his shoulder where the
grandmother had touched him. Somehow he had wrenched it when he
jerked away from her.

The last thing the grandmother had said picked at him: OYouOrene of
my own children.O The old lady looked familiar, but nothing like his
mother. But maybe his father had sown somewild oatsin the old daysN
Railroad knew he hadNcould the old lady have been his mother, for
real?

It would explain why the woman who had raised him, the sweetestof
women, was saddled with a son as bad as he was.

The idea caught in his head. He wished heOdhad the senseto ask the
grandmother a few questions. The old woman might have been sent to
tell him the truth.

When Hiram and Bobby Lee came back, they found Railroad leaning
under the hood of the car.

OWhat we do now?O Bobby Lee asked.
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OPolicecould be here any minute,O Hiram said. Blood was smeared on
the leg of his khaki pants. OSomebody might of heard the shots.O

Railroad pulled himself out from under the hood. OOnliestthing we
got to worry about now, Hiram, is how we get this radiator to stop leak-
ing. You find atire iron and straighten out this here fan. Bobby Lee, you
get the belt off the other car.O

It took longer than the half hour Hiram had estimated to get the
peopleOsar back on the road. By the time they did it was twilight, and
the red-dirt road simmered in the shadows of the pinewoods. They
pushed the stolen Hudson theyOdbeen driving off into the trees and got
into the Studebaker.

Railroad gripped the wheel of the car and they bounced down the dirt
road toward the main highway. Beside him, hat pushed back on his
head, Hiram went through the dead manOswallet, while in the back seat
Bobby Lee had the cat on his lap and was scratching it under the chin.
OKitty-kitty-kitty-kitty-kitty, O he murmured.

OSixty-eight dollars,0 Hiram said. OWith the twenty-two from the
purse, that makes ninety.O He turned around and handed a wad of bills
to Bobby Lee. OGetrid of that damn cat,Ohe said. OWant me to hold
yours for you?O he asked Railroad.

Railroad reached over, took the bills, and stuffed them into the pocket
of the yellow shirt with bright blue parrots he wore. It had belonged to
the husband whoOdbeen driving the car. Bailey Boy, the grandmother
had called him. RailroadOs shoulder twinged.

The car shuddered; the wheels had been knocked out of kilter when it
rolled. If he tried pushing past fifty, it would shake itself right off the
road. Railroad felt the warm weight of his pistol inside his belt, against
his belly. Bobby Lee hummed tunelessly in the back seat. Hiram was
quiet,

fidgeting, looking out at the dark trees. He tugged his battered coat
out of the vent window, tried to shake some of the wrinkles out of it.
OYou oughtnOt to use a manOs coat without saying to him,O he grumbled.

Bobby Lee spoke up. OHe didnOt want the cat to get away.O

Hiram sneezed. OWill you throw that damn animal out the damn
window?0

OShe never hurt you none,O Bobby Lee said.

Railroad said nothing. He had always imagined that the world was
slightly unreal, that he was meant to be a citizen of some other place. His
mind was a box. Outside the box was a realm of distraction, amusement,
annoyance. Inside the box his real life went on, the struggle between
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what he knew and what he didnOtknow. He had away of actingNpolite,
detachedNbecause that way he wouldnOt be bothered. When he was
bothered, he got mad. When he got mad, bad things happened.

He had always beenprey to remorse, but now he felt it more fully than
he had since he was a boy. He hadnOtpaid enough attention. HeOd
pegged the old lady as a hypocrite and had gone back into his box,
thinking her just another fool from that puppet world. But the moment
of her touching himNshe wanted to comfort him. And heOd shot her.

What was it the woman had said? OYoucould be honest if youOdonly
tryE . Think how wonderful it would be to settle down and live a com-
fortable life and not have to think about somebody chasing you all the
time.O

He knew she was only saying that to save her life. But that didnOt
mean it couldnOt be a message.

Outside the box, Hiram asked, OWhatwas all that yammer yammer
with the grandmother about Jesus?We doing all the killing while you
yammer.O

OHe did shoot the old lady,O Bobby Lee said.

OAnd made us carry her to the woods, when if heOdof waited she
could of walked there like the others. WeOrethe ones get blood on our
clothes.O

Railroad said quietly, OYou donOt like the way things are going, son?0

Hiram twitched against the seat like he was itchy between the
shoulder blades. Ol ainOt sayinO that. | just want out of this state.O

OWe going to Atlanta. In Atlanta we can get lost.O

OGonna get me a girl!O Bobby Lee said.

OTheygot more cops in Atlanta than the rest of the state put together,O
Hiram said. Oln Florida E O

Without taking his eyesoff the road, Railroad snapped his right hand
acrossthe bridge of HiramOsnose. Hiram jerked, more startled than hurt,
and his hat tumbled off into the back seat.

Bobby Lee laughed, and handed Hiram his hat.

It was after 11:.00 when they hit the outskirts of Atlanta. Railroad
pulled into a diner, the Sweet Spot, red brick and an asbestos-shingled
roof, the air smelling of cigarettes and pork barbecue. Hiram rubbed
some dirt from the lot into the stain on his pants leg. Railroad unlocked
the trunk and found the dead manOsuitcase,full of clothes. He carried it
in with them.

On the radio that sat on the shelf behind the counter, Kitty Wells sang
Olt WasnOtGod Who Made Honky-Tonk Angels.ORailroad studied the
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menu, front and back, and ordered biscuits and gravy. While they ate
Bobby Lee ran on about girls, and Hiram satsmoking. Railroad could tell
Hiram was getting ready to do something stupid. Railroad didnOtneed
either of them anymore. Soafter they finished eating, he left the car keys
on the table and took the suitcase into the menOsoom. He locked the
door. He pulled his .38out of his waistband, put it on the sink, and
changed out of the too-tight dungarees into some of the dead husbandOs
baggy trousers. He washed his face and hands. He cleaned his glasseson
the tail of the parrot shirt, then tucked in the shirt. He stuck the .38 into
the suitcase and came out again. Bobby Lee and Hiram were gone, and
the car was no longer in the parking lot. The bill on the table, next to
HiramOs still-smoldering cigarette, was for six dollars and eighty cents.

Railroad sat in the booth drinking his coffee. In the window of the
diner, near the door, he had noticed a piece of cardboard saying,
OWANTED: FRY COOK.O When he was done with the coffee, he un-
taped the sign and headed to the register. After he paid the bill he
handed the cashier the sign. OIOm your man,O he said.

The cashier called the manager. OMr. Cauthron, this man says heOsa
cook.O

Mr. Cauthron was maybe thirty-five years old. His carrot red hair

stood up in a pompadour like a roosterOscomb, and a little belly
swelled

out over his belt. OWhatOs your name?0

OLloyd Bailey.O

OLloyd, what experience do you have?0

Ol can cook anything on this here menu,O Railroad said.

The manager took him back to the kitchen. OStandaside, Shorty,Othe
manager said to the tall black man at the griddle. OFixme a Denver om-
elet,O he said to Railroad.

Railroad washed his hands, put on an apron, broke two eggsinto a
bowl. He threw handfuls of chopped onion, green pepper, and diced
ham onto the griddle. When the onions were soft, he poured the beaten
eggs over the ham and vegetables, added salt and cayenne pepper.

When he slid the finished omelet onto a plate, the manager bent down
over it as if he were inspecting the paint job on a used car. He
straightened up. OPayOgshirty dollars a week. Be here at six in the
morning.O

Out in the lot Railroad set down his bag and looked around. Cicadas
buzzed in the hot city night. Around the corner from the diner heOdspot-
ted a big Victorian house with a sign on the porch, ORoomsfor Rent.OHe
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was about to start walking when, out of the corner of his eye, he caught
something move by atrash barrel. He peeredinto the gloom and saw the
cat leap up to the top to get at the garbage. He went over, held out his
hand. The cat didnOt run; it sniffed him, butted its head against his hand.

He picked it up, cradled it under his arm, and carried it and the bag to
the rooming house. Under dense oaks, it was a big tan clapboard man-
sion with green shutters and hanging baskets of begonias on the porch,
and a green porch swing. The thick oval leaded glass of the door was
beveled around the edge, the brass of the handle dark with age.

The door was unlocked. His heart jumped a bit at the opportunity, but
at the sametime he wanted to warn the proprietor against such foolish-
ness. Off to one side of the entrance was a little table with a doily, vase,
and dried flowers; across from it a brass plate on a door said,
OManager.O

Railroad knocked. After a moment the door opened and a woman
with the face of an angel appeared. She was not young, perhaps forty,
with very white skin and blond hair. Shelooked at him, smiled, saw the
cat under his arm. OWhat a sweet animal,O she said.

O10d like a room,0 he said.

OIOm sorry. We donOt cater to pets,O the woman said, not unkindly.

OThis hereOsno pet, maOam,CRailroad said. OThis hereOsmy only
friend in the world.O

The landladyOsname was Mrs. Graves. The room she rented him was
twelve feet by twelve feet, with a single bed, a cherry veneer dresser, a
wooden table and chair, a narrow closet, lace curtains on the window,
and an old pineapple quilt on the bed. The air smelled sweet. On the
wall opposite the bed was a picture in a dime-store frame, of an empty
rowboat floating in an angry gray ocean,the sky overcast, only a single
shaft of sunlight in the distance from a sunset that was not in the
picture.

The room cost ten dollars a week. Despite Mrs. GravesOsule against
pets, like magic she took a shine to RailroadOscat. It was almost as if
sheOdented the room to the cat, with Railroad along for the ride. After
some consideration, he named the cat Pleasure.It was the most affection-
ate animal Railroad had ever seen.It wanted to be with him, even when
Railroad ignored it. The cat made him feel wanted; it made him nervous.
Railroad fashioned a cat door in the window of his room so that Pleasure
could go out and in whenever it wanted, and not be confined to the
room when Railroad was at work.
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The only other residents of the boarding house were Louise Parker, a
schoolteacher, and Claude Foster, a lingerie salesman. Mrs. Graves
cleaned RailroadOsroom once a week, swept the floors, alternated the
quilt every other week with a second one done in a rose pattern that he
remembered from his childhood. He worked at the diner from six in the
morning, when Maisie, the cashier, unlocked, until Shorty took over at
three in the afternoon. The counter girl was Betsy, and Service, a Negro
boy, bussed tables and washed dishes. Railroad told them to call him
Bailey, and didnOt talk much.

When he wasnOworking, Railroad spent most of his time at the board-
inghouse, or evenings in a small nearby park. Railroad would take the
Bible from the drawer in the boarding-house table, buy an afternoon
newspaper, and carry them with him. Pleasureoften followed him to the
park. The cat would lunge after squirrels and shy away from dogs, hiss-
ing sideways. Cats liked to kill squirrels, dogs liked to kill cats, but

there was no sin in it. Pleasure would not go to hell, or heaven. Cats
had no souls.

The world was full of stupid people like Bobby Lee and Hiram, who
killed without knowing why. Life was a prison. Turn to the right, it was
awall. Turn to the left, it was awall. Look up it was a ceiling, look down
it was afloor. Railroad had taken out his imprisonment on others, but he
was not deceived in his own behavior.

He did not believe in sin, but somehow he felt it. Still, he was not a
dog or a cat, he was a man. YouOreone of my own children. There was no
reason why he had to kill people. He only wished heOdnever have to
deal with any Hirams or Bobby Leesanymore. He gazed acrossthe park
at the Ipana toothpaste sign painted on the wall of the Piggly Wiggly.
Whiter than white. Pleasure crouched at the end of the bench, haunches
twitching as it watched a finch hop across the sidewalk.

Railroad picked it up, rubbed his cheek against its whiskers. OPleasure,
I0lItell you what,O he whispered. OLetOsnake us a deal. You save me
from Bobby Lee and Hiram, and IOl never kill anybody again.O

The cat looked at him with its clear yellow eyes. Railroad sighed. He
put the cat down. He leaned back on the bench and opened the newspa-
per. Beneath the fold on the front page he read:

Escaped Convicts Killed in Wreck

ValdostaNTwo escaped convicts and an unidentified female passen-
ger were killed Tuesday when the late model stolen automobile they
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were driving struck a bridge abutment while being pursued by State
Police.

The deceasedconvicts, Hiram Leroy Burgett, 31, and Bobby Lee Ross,
21,

escapedJune 23 while being transported to the State Hospital for the
Criminally

Insane for psychological evaluation. A third escapee,Ronald Reuel
Pickens, 47, is still at large.

The lunch rush was petering out. There were two people at the
counter and four booths were occupied, and Railroad had seta BLT and
an order of fried chicken with collards up on the shelf when Maisie came
back into the kitchen and called the manager. OPolicewants to talk to
you, Mr. C.O

Railroad peeked out from behind the row of hanging order slips. A
man in a suit sat at the counter, sipping sweet tea. Cauthron went out to
talk to him.

OTwo castaways on a raft,0 Betsy called to Railroad.

The man spoke with Cauthron for a few minutes, showed him a pho-
tograph. Cauthron shook his head, nodded, shook his head again. They
laughed. Railroad eyed the back door of the diner, but turned backto the
grill. By the time he had the toast up and the eggs fried, the man was
gone. Cauthron stepped back to his office without saying anything.

At the end of the shift he pulled Railroad aside. OLloyd,Ohe said. Ol
need to speak with you.O

Railroad followed him into the cubbyhole he called his office. Cau-
thron sat behind the cluttered desk and picked up a letter from the top
layer of trash. Oljust got this here note from Social Security saying that
number you gave is not valid.O He looked up at Railroad, his china-blue
eyes unreadable.

Railroad took off his glassesand rubbed the bridge of his nosewith his
thumb and forefinger. He didnOt say anything.

Ol suppose itOsjust some mixup,O Cauthron said. OSameas that busi-
ness with the detective this afternoon. DonOt you worry about it.O

OThank you, Mr. Cauthron.O

OOneother thing, before you go, Lloyd. Did | say your salary was
thirty a week? | meant twenty-five. That okay with you?O

OWhatever you say, Mr. Cauthron.O

OAnd | think, in order to encourage trade, weQllstart opening at five.
10d like you to pick up the extra hour. Starting Monday.O
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Railroad nodded. Ols that all?0

OThatOsit, Lloyd.O Cauthron seemed suddenly to enjoy calling
Railroad

OLloyd,Orolling the name over his tongue and watching for his reac-
tion. OThanks for being such a Christian about it.O

Railroad went back to his room in the rooming house. Pleasure mewed
for him, and when he sat on the bed, hopped into his lap. But Railroad
just stared at the picture of the rowboat on the opposite wall. After a
while the cat hopped onto the window sill and out through her door
onto the roof.

Only a crazy person would use the knowledge that a man was a mur-
derer in order to cheatthat man out of his pay. How could he know that
Railroad wouldnOt kill him, or run away, or do both?

Lucky for Cauthron that Railroad had made his deal with Pleasure.
But now he didnOtknow what to do. If the old ladyOsmessagewas in-
deed from God, then maybe this was his first test. Nobody said being
good was supposed to be easy. Nobody said, just becauseRailroad was
turning to good, everybody he met forever after would be good. Rail-
road had asked Pleasureto save him from Bobby Lee and Hiram, not Mr.
Cauthron.

He needed guidance. He slid open the drawer of the table. Beside the
Bible was his .38.He flipped open the cylinder, checkedto seethat all the
chambers were loaded, then put it back into the drawer. He took out the
Bible, flipped through its pageswith his eyesclosed, and stabbed his in-
dex finger down on a verse.

He opened his eyes. The verse heOdeen directed to was from Deuter-
onomy: OTheseyou may eat of all that are in the waters: you may eat all
that have fins and scales.And whatever does not have fins and scales
you shall not eat.O

There was a knock at the door. Railroad looked up. OYes?O

OMr. Bailey?Ol1t was Mrs. Graves. Ol thought you might like some
tea.O

Keeping his finger in the Bible to mark his page, Railroad got up and
opened the door. Mrs. Graves stood there with a couple of tall glasses,
beaded with sweat, on a tray.

OThatOs mighty kind of you, Miz Graves. Would you like to come in?0

OThankyou, Mr. Bailey.OShesetthe tray down on the table, gave him
a glass. It was like nectar. Ols it sweet enough?0

OltOs perfect, maOm.O
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She wore a yellow print dress with little flowers on it. Her every
movement showed a calm he had not seen in a woman before, and her

gray eyes exuded compassion, as if to say, | know who you are but
that doesnOt matter.

They sat down, he on the bed, she on the chair, the door to the room
carefully open. She saw the Bible in his hand. Olfind much comfort in
the Bible.O

Ol canOtsay as | find much comfort in it, maOm.Too many bloody
deeds.O

OBut many acts of goodness.O

OYou said a true word.O

OSometimes wish | could live in the world of goodness.OShe smiled.
OBut this world is good enough.O

Did shereally think that? OSinceEve ate the apple, maOmjtOsa world
of good and evil. How can the good make up for the bad? ThatOsa mys-
tery to me.O

She sipped her tea. OOf course itOs a mystery. ThatOs the point.O

OThe point is, somethingOs always after you, deserve it or not.O

OWhat a sad thought, Mr. Bailey.O

OYesOnFrom minute to minute, we fade away. Only way to get to
heaven is to die.O

After Mrs. Graves left he sat thinking about her beautiful face.Like an
angel. Nice titties, too. And yet he didnOt want to hurt her.

He would marry her. He would settle down, like the grandmother
said. But he would have to get an engagementring. If heOdbeen think-
ing, he could have taken the grandmotherOsringNbut how was he sup-
posed to know when heOdkilled her that he was going to fall in love so
soon?

He opened the dresser, felt among the dead manOsclothes until he
found the sock, pulled out his savings. It was only forty-three dollars.

The only help for it was to ask Pleasure. Railroad paced the room. It
was a long time, and Railroad beganto worry, before the cat came back.
The cat slipped silently through her door, lay down on the table, simple
asyou please,in the wedge of sunlight coming in the window. Railroad
got down on his knees, his face level with the tabletop. The cat went
OMrrph?0 and raised its head. Railroad gazed into its steady eyes.

OPleasure,Che said. Ol need an engagement ring, and | donOthave
enough money. Get one for me.O

The cat watched him.

He waited for some sign. Nothing happened.
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Then, like a dam bursting, a flood of confidence flowed into him. He
knew what he would do.

The next morning he whistled as he walked down to the Sweet Spot.
He spent much of his shift imagining when and how he would ask Mrs.
Graves for her hand. Maybe on the porch swing, on Saturday night? Or
at breakfast some morning? He could leave the ring next to his plate and
she would find it, with his note, when clearing the table. Or he could
come down to her room in the middle of the night, and heOdam himself
into her in the darkness, make her whimper, then lay the perfect dia-
mond on her breast.

At the end of the shift he took a beefsteakfrom the dinerOgrefrigerator
as an offering to Pleasure.But when he entered his room the cat was not
there. He left the meat wrapped in butcher paper in the kitchen down-
stairs, then went back up and changed into Bailey BoyOsaggy suit. At
the corner he took the bus downtown and walked into the first jewelry
store he saw. He made the woman show him several diamond engage-
ment rings. Then the phone rang, and when the woman went to answer
it he pocketed aring and walked out. No clerk in her right mind should
be so careless, but it went exactly as he had imagined it. As easy as
breathing.

That night he had a dream. He was alone with Mrs. Graves, and she
was making love to him. But as he moved against her, he felt the skin of
her full breast deflate and wrinkle beneath his hand, and he found he
was making love to the dead grandmother, her face grinning the same
vacant grin it had when Hiram and Bobby Lee hauled her into the
woods.

Railroad woke in terror. Pleasurewas sitting on his chest, face an inch
from his, purring loud asa diesel. He snatched the cat up in both hands
and hurled it acrossthe room. It hit the wall with a thump, then fell to
the floor, claws skittering on the hardwood. It scuttled for the window,
through the door onto the porch roof.

It took him ten minutes for his heart to slow down, and then he could
not sleep.

Someoneis always after you. That day in the diner, when Railroad
was taking a break, sitting on a stool in front of the window fan sipping
ice

water, Cauthron came out of the office and put his hand on his
shoulder,

the one that still hurt occasionally. OHot work, ainOt it boy?O

OYessir.O Railroad was ten or twelve years older than Cauthron.
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OWhatis this world coming to?OMaisie said to nobody in particular.
Shehad the newspaper open on the counter and was scanning the head-
lines. OYouread what it says here about some man robbing a diamond
ring right out from under the nose of the clerk at MerriamOs Jewelry.O

Olsaw that already,OMr. Cauthron said. And after a moment, OWhite
fellow, wasnOt it?0

Olt was,Osighed Maisie. OMust be some trash from the backwoods.
Some of those poor people have not had the benefit of a Christian
upbringing.O

OTheyOltatch him. Men like that always get caught.OCauthron leaned
in the doorway of his office, arms crossedabove his belly. OMaisie,QCau-
thron said. ODid | tell you Lloyd here is the best short-order cook weOve
had in here since 1947? The best white short-order cook.O

Ol did hear you say that.O

Olmean, makes you wonder where he was before he came here. Was
he short-order cooking all round Atlanta? Seemslike we would of heard,
donOtit? Come to think, Lloyd never told me much about where he was
before he showed up that day. He ever say much to you, Maisie?O

OcCanOt say as | recall.O

OYou canOtrecall because he hasnOtWhat you say, Lloyd? Why is
that?0

ONo time for conversation, Mr. Cauthron.O

ONotime for conversation? You carrying some resentment, Lloyd? We
ainOt paying you enough?0

Ol didnOt say that.O

OBecausejf you donOtlike it here, I0dbe unhappy to lose the best
white short-order cook | had since 1947.0

Railroad put down his empty glass and slipped on his paper hat. Ol
canOufford to lose this job. And, you donOtmind my saying, Mr. Cau-
thron, youOd come to regret it if | was forced to leave.O

OWerenOt you listening, Lloyd? IsnOt that what | just said?0

OYesyou did. Now maybe we ought to quit bothering Maisie with our
talk and get back to work.O

Ollike a man that enjoys his job,OCauthron said, slapping Railroad on
the shoulder again. OlOdave to be suicidal to make a good worker like
you leave. Do | look suicidal, Lloyd?O

ONo, you donOt look suicidal, Mr. Cauthron.O

OlseePleasureall the time going down the block to pick at the trash by
the Sweet Spot,OMrs. Graves told him as they sat on the front porch
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swing that evening. OThatcat could get hurt if you let it out so much.
That is a busy street.O

Foster had gone to a ball game, and Louise Parker was visiting her sis-
ter in Chattanooga, so they were alone. It was the opportunity Railroad
had been waiting for.

OldonOtwant to keep her a prisoner,O he said. The chain of the swing
creaked as they rocked slowly back and forth. He could smell her lilac
perfume. The curve of her thigh beneath her print dress caught the light
from the front room coming through the window.

OYouOra man who has spent much time alone, arenOtyou,O she said.
OSo mysterious.O

He had his hand in his pocket, the ring in his fingers. He hesitated. A
couple walking down the sidewalk nodded at them. He couldnOtdo it
out here, where the world might see.OMrs.Graves, would you come up
to my room? | have something | need to show you.O

She did not hesitate. Ol hope thereOs nothing wrong. o

ONo, maOm. Just something 1Od like to rearrange.O

He opened the door for her and followed her up the stairs. The clock
in the hall ticked loudly. He opened the door to his room and ushered
her in, closed the door behind them. When she turned to face him he fell
to his knees.

He held up the ring in both hands, his offering. OMiz Graves, | want
you to marry me.O

Shelooked at him kindly, her expression calm. The silence stretched.
Shereached out; he thought she was going to take the ring, but instead
she touched his wrist. Ol canOt marry you, Mr. Bailey.O

OWhy not?0

OWhy, | hardly know you.O

Railroad felt dizzy. OYou could some time.O

OOh,Mr. Bailey. Lloyd. You donOtunderstandNIOIl never marry again.
1tOs not you.O

Not him. It was never him, had never beerhim. His knees hurt from
the hardwood floor. He looked at the ring, lowered his hands, clasped it
in his fist. Mrs. Graves moved her hand from his wrist to his shoulder,
squeezed it. A knife of pain ran down his arm. Without standing, he
punched her in the stomach.

Shegasped and fell back onto the bed. He was on her in a second, one
hand over her mouth while he ripped her dress open from the neck. She
struggled, and he pulled the pistol out from behind his back and held it
to her head. She lay still.
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ODonOyou stop me, now,O he muttered. He tugged his pants down
and did what he wanted.

She hardly made a sound. How ladylike of her to keep so silent.

Much later, lying on the bed, eyesdreamily focused on the light fixture
in the center of the ceiling, it cameto him what had bothered him about
the grandmother. She had ignored the fact that she was going to die.
OShewould of been a good woman, if it had been somebody there to
shoot her every minute of her life,O heOdwold Bobby Lee. And that was
true. But then, for that last moment, she becama good woman. The reas-
on was that, once Railroad convinced her shewas going to die, she could
forget about it. In the end, when she reached out to him, there was no
thought in her mind about death, about the fact that he had killed her
son and daughter-in-law and grandchildren and was soon going to Kkill
her. All she wanted was to comfort him. She didnOt even care if he
couldnOtbe comforted. She was living in that exact instant, with no
memory of the past or regard for the future, out of the instinct of her soul
and nothing else.

Like the cat. Pleasurelived that way all the time. The cat didnOtknow
about Jesus@acrifice, about angels and devils. That cat looked at him
and saw what was there.

He raised himself on his elbows. Mrs. Graves lay very still beside him,
her blond hair spread acrossthe pineapple quilt. He felt her neck for a
pulse.

It was dark night now: the whine of insects in the oaks outside the
window, the rush of traffic on the cross street, drifted in on the hot air.

Quietly, Railroad slipped out into the hall and down to FosterOsoom.
He put his ear to the door and heard no sound. He came back to his own
room, wrapped Mrs. Graves in the quilt and, as silently as he could,
dragged her into his closet. He closed the door.

Railroad heard purring, and saw Pleasure sitting on the table, watch-
ing. OGoddamn you. God damn you to hell,Ohe said to the cat, but be-
fore he could grab it the calico had darted out the window.

He figured it out. The idea of marrying Mrs. Graves had beenonly a
stagein the subtle revenge being taken on him by the dead grandmother,
through the cat. The wishes Pleasure had granted were the bait, the
nightmare had been a warning. But he hadnOt listened.

He rubbed his sore shoulder. The old ladyOsgesture, like a mustard-
seed, had grown to be a great crow-filled tree in RailroadOs heart.

A good trick the devil had played on him. Now, no matter how he re-
formed himself, he could not get rid of what he had done.
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It was hot and still, not a breath of air, as if the world were being
smothered in afever blanket. A milk-white sky. The kitchen of the Sweet
Spot was hot as the furnace of Hell; beneath his shirt RailroadOssweat
ran down to slick the warm pistol slid into his belt. Railroad was fixing a
stack of buttermilk pancakes when the detective walked in.

The detective sauntered over to the counter and sat down on one of
the stools. Maisie was not there; she was probably in the ladiesGroom.
The detective took alook around, then plucked a menu from behind the
napkin holder in front of him and started reading. On the radio Hank
Williams was singing OIOm So Lonesome | Could Cry.O

Quietly, Railroad untied his apron and slipped out of the back door. In
the alley near the trash barrels he looked out over the lot. He was about
to hop the chain-link fence when he saw CauthronOscar stopped at the
light on the corner.

Railroad pulled out his pistol, crouched behind a barrel, and aimed at
the spacein the lot where Cauthron usually parked. He felt something
bump against his leg.

It was Pleasure.ODonOyou cross me now,O Railroad whispered, push-
ing the animal away.

The cat came back, put its front paws up on his thigh, purring.

ODamnyou! You owe me, you little demon!Ohehissed. He let the gun
drop, looked down at the cat.

Pleasure looked up at him. OMiaow?0

OWhatdo you want! You want me to stop, do you? Then make it go
away. Make it so | never killed nobody.O

Nothing happened. It was just an animal. In a rage, he dropped the
gun and seized the cat in both hands. It twisted in his grasp, hissing.

OYouknow what itOdike to hurt in your heart?ORailroad tore open his
shirt and pressed Pleasure against his chest. OFeelit! Feel it beating
there!lOPleasure squirmed and clawed, hatching his chestwith a web of
scratches. OYou owe me! You owe me!ORailroad was shouting now.
OMake it go away!O

Pleasurefinally twisted out of his grasp. The cat fell, rolled, and scur-
ried away, running right under CauthronOscar asit pulled into the lot.
With a little bump, the carOs left front tire ran over it.

Cauthron jerked the car to a halt. Pleasure howled, still alive, writhing,
trying to drag itself away on its front paws. The catOdack was broken.
Railroad looked at the fence, looked back.

He ran over to Pleasure and knelt down. Cauthron got out of the car.
Railroad tried to pick up the cat, but it hissed and bit him. Its sides
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fluttered with rapid breathing. Its eyesclouded. It rested its head on the
gravel.

Railroad had trouble breathing. He looked up from his crouch to see
that Maisie and some customers had come out of the diner. Among them
was the detective.

Ol didnOtmean to do that, Lloyd,® Cauthron said. Olt just ran out in
front of me.OHe paused a moment. OJesu<hrist, Lloyd, what happened
to your chest?0

Railroad picked up the cat in his bloody hands. ONobody ever gets
away with nothing,O he said. OIOm ready to go now.O

OGo where?0

OBack to prison.O

OWhat are you talking about?0

OMeand Hiram and Bobby Lee killed all those folks in the woods and
took their car. This was their cat.O

OWhat people?0

OBailey Boy and his mother and his wife and his kids and his baby.O

The detective pushed back his hat and scratched his head. OYou all
best come in here and weOll talk this thing over.O

They went into the diner. Railroad would not let them take Pleasure
from him until they gave him a cardboard box to put the body in. Maisie
brought him a towel to wipe his hands, and Railroad told the detective,
whose name was Vernon Shaw, all about the StateHospital for the Crim-
inally Insane, and the hearselike Hudson, and the family theyOd
murdered in the backwoods. Mostly he talked about the grandmother
and the cat. Shaw sat there and listened soberly. At the end he folded up
his notebook and said, OThatOguite a story, Mr. Bailey. But we caught
the people who did that killing, and it ainOt you.O

OWhat do you mean? | know what | done.O

OAnother thing, you donOtthink 10dknow if there was some murderer
loose from the penitentiary? There isnOt anyone escaped.O

OWhat were you doing in here last week, asking questions?0O

Ol was having myself some pancakes and coffee.O

Ol didnOt make this up.O

OSoyou say. But seemsto me, Mr. Bailey, you been standing over a
hot stove too long.O

Railroad didnOt say anything. He felt as if his heart were about to
break.

Mr. Cauthron told him he might just aswell take the morning off and
get some rest. He would man the griddle himself. Railroad got
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unsteadily to his feet, took the box containing PleasureOsody, and
tucked it under his arm. He walked out of the diner.

He went back to the boarding house. He climbed the steps. Mr. Foster
was in the front room reading the newspaper. OMorning, Bailey,O he
said. OWhat you got there?O

OMy cat got killed.O

ONo! Sorry to hear that.O

OYou seen Miz Graves this morning?0 he asked.

ONot yet.O

Railroad climbed the stairs, walked slowly down the hall to his room.
He entered. Dust motes danced in the sunlight coming through

the window. The oceanrowboat was no darker than it had been the
day before. He setthe dead cat down next to the Bible on the table. The
pineapple quilt was no longer on the bed; now it was the rose. He
reached into his pocket and felt the engagement ring.

The closet door was closed. He went to it, put his hand on the
doorknob. He turned it and opened the door.
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The Red Phone

The red phone rings. You pick up the receiver. OHello?0

A womanOs voice. Ol want to speak with Edwin Persky.O

OJusta minute.OYou put her on hold, then punch in the letters: P-ER-S-
K-Y. The sound of a phone ringing. A woman answers. OHello?0O

OEdwin Persky, please.O

OHold on.O

She puts you on hold and you listen to a pop orchestral recording of
OTry to RememberOwhile she connects with Persky. Pretty soon sheOs
back. OThis is Edwin Persky,O she says. OWhat can | do for you?0O

You go back to the woman on hold, and say to her, OThisis Edwin Per-
sky. What can | do for you?0

The womanOs voice becomes seductive. Ol want to have sex with you.O

You switch back to PerskyOsnterlocutor. Ol want to have sex with
you.O

Shespeakswith Persky, then relays his response.OWhatare you wear-
ing right now?0

Back to woman one. OWhat are you wearing right now?0

OlOm wearing black lace panties and a garter belt. And nothing else.O

You wish these people would show a little more imagination. And
why the garter belt if sheOsot wearing hose? You can see her as she
really is, sitting in her kitchen wearing a ragged sweatsuit, eating cookie
dough out of a plastic container.

You tell PerskyOsep: OlOmvearing black lace panties and a garter belt.
And nothing else.O

OJesus,B8he sighs. Something about the way she sighs conveys more
intimacy than youOvefelt from anyone in six months. A shiver runs
down your spine.

She relays the come-on, then replies. OlOntaking off my pants. My
mammoth erection thrusts out of my tight boxers. | fall to my kneesand
rub my three-day growth of beard against your belly.O

You pass along the message. Cookie-dough woman says, Ol come
down on top of you and take your organ into my mouth. My tongue
runs over the throbbing veins.OltOstoo much. ODonOsay that,Oyou tell
her. Say, Olgrab the term insurance policy from off your cluttered desk
and roll it into atube. | place the tube over your dick, put one end into
my mouth, and begin humming OThe Girl from Ipanema.00

OOThe Girl from Ipanema?OWhatOs that?O

ODonOt worry. Just say it.O
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The woman hesitates, then says, Ol grab the insurance policyNO

ONterm insurance.O

It takes her three tries to get it right. You pass it along to PerskyOs rep.

OThattook a while,O she says, after she passesit on. OAt least itOs
original.O

You snicker. Ol had to help her. WhatOs Persky doing?0O

Ol expect heOs whacking off. Shall we speculate?0

OSo does he have a reply?0

OLetOseeNOIOnthrusting, thrusting, into your red mouth. | pinch
your nipples andONJesus| canOsay this. Tell her he says, Okmear warm
guava jelly over your perky earlobes while transferring three hundred
thousand in post-coital debentures to your trust fund.00O

ODebenturesN| like that.O

OThanks,O she says.

You relay the message to cookie-dough woman. She replies with
something about waves of pink pleasure. You donOtbother to get her on
board this time, as you tell PerskyOsnterlocutor, Oldouble your invest-
ment, going short Euros in the international currency markets while
shaving your balls with a priceless ancient bronze Phonecian razor of
cunning design.O

She comes back: OMy amygdala vibrates with primal impulse as the
sensory overload threatens to reduce my 1Q by forty points.O

Now this is what you call action. And a challenge. You are inspired,
and come back with a fantasy about Peruvian nights and the downy fur
of the newborn alpaca. It goes on like this for a while. Cookie-dough
starts gasping, and the pausesbetween PerskyOseplies stretch. Soon his
interlocutor and | have time on our hands.

OAre you working this Tuesday?O you ask her.

ONo. You?O

ONihil obstat. Take in a movie?O

OSounds good. IOm Janice.O

OSid. Meet me at the Visual Diner on McMartin. Seven-thirty?0

OHow will | know you?0

OI0Il be wearing lace panties and a garter belt,O you tell her.

OOkay,O Janice says. OLook for my throbbing organ.O
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The Invisible Empire

Inspired by Karen Joy FowlerOs story OGame Night at the Fox and GooseO

When Henrietta and Hiram Patterson arrived at church that Sunday,
HenriettaOsarm was bound to a splint, tied up in a sling made from a
blue kerchief. In the quiet chat of the congregation before we entered,
Henrietta allowed ashow she had beenkicked by the mule, but | was not
the only observer to notice HiramOssidelong watchfulness, and the fact
that their two boys kept their mother between themselves and their fath-
er at all times.

The congregation was subdued in the wake of the news of that week.
Robert and | satin the third pew; Sarahsat with her husband and three
children a row ahead of us. Lydia Field, her black hair piled high be-
neath a modest straw hat, kept watch from the choir loft. Beautiful Iris
satin front with her beau Henry Fletcher. Louellen was not a churchgo-
er, and Sophonsiba attended the colored church.

As the Pattersons took seatsin our pew, | nodded toward them.
Hiram, shaved clean and his hair parted neatly in the middle, nodded
gravely back. Henrietta avoided my gaze. Their older boy took up a
hymnal and paged through it.

The service began with the singing of OWhen Adam Was Created.O

When Adam was created,

He dwelt in EdenOs shade;

As Moses has related,

Before a bride was made.

| looked up at Lydia in the choir. Eyes closed, she sang as sweetly as
an angel; one would think her the picture of feminine submission.
Another angel was Sarah, mother and homemaker. Certainly Henry
Fletcher considered Iris an angel, sent from heaven to entice him.

| felt for RobertOs hand, and held it as | sang.

This woman was not taken From AdamOshead, we know; And she
must not rule oOer him, 1tOs evidently so.

The husband is commanded To love his loving bride; And live asdoes
a Christian, And for his house provide. The woman is commanded Her
husband to obey, In every thing thatOs lawful, Until her dying day.

As the song ended the Reverend Hines climbed to the pulpit. He
stared down for some time without speaking, the light from the
clerestory gleaming off his bald pate. Finally he began.

Oltake my text, on this day of retribution, from the letter of St. Paul to
the Ephesians, Chapter 5. OWives,submit yourselves unto your own
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husbands, asunto the Lord. For the husband is the head of the wife, even
as Christ is the head of the church: and he is the saviour of the body.
Therefore asthe church is subjectunto Christ, so let the wives be to their
own husbands in every thing.00

The minister rested his hand on the Bible. OMy brothers and sisters,
the sword of arighteous God is raised over the heads of those rebellious
women who walk among us today. They think that by hiding in the
dark, we will not seethem. But to the Lord God Almighty, there is no
darkness but the darkness of eternal perdition to which those women
condemn themselves. God saw Eve when she ate of the forbidden fruit;
He sees you now.O

Did God see when a father in Bristol, Connecticut knocked the teeth

of his eighteen-year-old daughter down her throat becauseshe enter-
tained the attentions of a boy he did not approve? Did He see when
Charles S. Smith, a married man, got with child the simple-minded
eleven-year-old Edith Wilson in Otsego County, New York?

OBut my messagetoday is not only to the wives,O Hines went on.
OBrothers,| ask you: Why was Adam cast from the garden? It was not
becausehe ate of the apple! | put it to you that he was cast out because
he sacrificed his judgment to that of his wife. The minute Adam saw Eve
with the apple of which she had eaten, he knew she was damned.
AdamOssin was that he loved Eve too much. He loved her so much that,
despite his knowledge that in violating the injunction of the Lord God
she had committed the gravest crime, he could not bear to lose her. Sohe
ate of the apple, too, and damned himself, and all of his posterity, with
her.

OFrom that one act of submission to a wrongheaded woman have
come five thousand years of suffering.

OMy word today to you wives is obvious: obey your husband. His
hand is the hand of the Lord. When you turn against a man, you turn
against the utmost power of the universe. If you have sinned, the Lord
demands that you confess. Remember, Jesusforgave even the woman
taken in adultery; he awaits your repentance with arms open in sweet
forgiveness. For those whose hearts are hardened, only death awaits.
Speak now, and be saved, or hold your tongues and be damned for all
eternity.

OMy word today to you husbands, in particular and most direly to
those who know of the sins of your wives yet keep silent out of love, is
simply this: you must act! You bear the burden of the LordOscommand,
to be the head of your wife. Your own salvation, her salvation, and the
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salvation of the community depend on it. Do not think that, by protect-
ing her, you show mercy, any more than by joining Eve, Adam did. By
protecting evil, you condemn yourself, and your children, and the chil-
dren of every other man, to evil.

OAcrossour land, in thesedays of rebellion, this challenge is put to all,
male and female. OBaot deceived; God is not mocked: for whatsoever a
man soweth, that shall he also reap.0

OLet us pray.O

As Reverend Hines led the LordOsPrayer, | bowed my head and
recited

the words with the others, but my ears burned. Beside me, RobertOs
eyes were closed. | glanced up and saw Lydia held her head rigidly.

After the prayer, the reverend called on the congregation to testify.
ONow is the time! Do not be afraid of your neighborsOreaction. Do not
wait, thinking perhaps that tomorrow, or next week, will be soon
enough. Tomorrow you may be dead and burning in hell; no man knows
the hour of his judgment!O

He waited. The church lay silent. | saw IrisOggolden head tremble; Iris
is a foolish girl. | remembered how she had fretted at the talk she had
aroused when sheOdvorn red bloomers to the cotillion. Her commitment
went little farther than reading smuggled copies of Woodhulland ClaflinOs
Weekly But she did not rise.

In the end, no one did. Reverend HinesOsscow!l told all that was
needed of his displeasure.

After the service, as we stood beneath the big oak outside, | made a
special point to take the reverendOsand. | thanked him for calling us to
our consciences and deplored the lack of a response from the
congregation.

OGod have mercy on their souls,O he said. OFor | will have none.O

Ol hope their silence only signifies the personal repentance that must
precede the public one,O | said, and stepped aside.

As Robert shook hands with Hines, Lydia touched my arm, and men-
tioned to me that the quilting circle needed to get together soon.

Robert is a carpenter: he built our house with his own hands, on an
acre of ground a mile outside of town. It is a finer house than our income
warrants, with extra bedrooms that we have not had cause to use. In
truth, the house, like our lives, is awork in progress, perhaps never to be
finished. In the evenings, after quitting his shop, Robert works laying
oak flooring, mounting crown molding, trimming windows.
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| fell in love with Robert when | saw him work. He is never a talkative
man, but in his workshop he becomesa silent one, exceptfor the aimless
and off-key tunes that he hums, unaware.

He leans over the bench, feeds a long strip of maple through the saw,
pumping the treadle steadily with his foot. He inspects the result, meas-
ures it, marks it, and slides it into the miter box. His eyesare quiet. His
lips closein an expressionthat is the faintest prelude to a smile, but not a
smile

itself. His hands are precise. He takes up a box saw. He does not
hurry, he does not dawdle. A shock of hair falls into his eyes,he brushes
it away, and it falls back. In the mornings | shake sawdust from his
pillow.

After we had returned from the church and had eaten our dinner,
Robert changed out of his Sunday suit and went to work on the stair rail
in the front hall.

OItOs Sunday,O | said, wiping my hands. OThe day of rest.O

OBut we arenOt the sort who regulate our lives by the Bible, are we.O

He did not return my stare. OWould you have me be the kind of wo-
man Jordan Hines prefers?0

He shrugged the canvasstrap from his shoulder and setdown his long
toolbox. OldonOtlook to Jordan Hines for guidance. But some things are
wrong. Killing a man in cold blood is wrong.O

OButkilling awoman in hot passionis all right. And breaking her arm
is not worth notice.O

ODonOt put words in my mouth.O

OHenrietta Patterson is a mouse; she wouldnOt take a step outside her
kitchen without her husbandOdeaveNmoreOsthe pity. Name a man in
this town who has been killed.O

OSusannahgan you blame me if IOmtroubled? This cannot go on much
longer before you are found out.O

OForevery woman found out a hundred more will rise. Laura D. Fair
was murdered by a mob in SenecaFalls ten years ago. Did that stop
anything?O

He knelt beside the box and took up one of the balusters he had turned
on the lathe that week. Oldid not marry Laura D. Fair. At least, | didnOt
think | was marrying her. | married for love and a family, not revenge
and violence.O

| turned from him and went to the kitchen. He laid down the baluster
and followed me. As | stood with my back to him, he touched my
shoulder.
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OldidnOtmean it that way,Ohe said. Olfwe never have a child, 0lIstill
have you. ThatOs why IOm worried. | could not bear to lose you.O

| had not seen my womanOsbleeding in more than a month, but |
wouldnOtget our hopes up only to suffer another loss. OlwonOtsit by and
watch a woman like Henrietta Patterson pretend to be kicked by a mule

when everyone in town knows it was her drunken husband.Ol turned
from

him and went to our room. OSusannah!® closed the door and lay on
the bed, dry eyed, heavy with fatigue. He

did not follow. After awhile | heard the sound of his boots in the hall,
and the snick of his folding rule. Our cat Dinah jumped onto the bed and
curled up beside me. As the afternoon declined | fell asleep.

When | woke it was evening. | took off my dress and donned a pair of
menOstrousers and a manOsshirt. Worn, sturdy shoes, leather work
gloves. | found Robert in the kitchen, the sleevesof his work shirt rolled
to his elbows, eating bread and cheese.On the table lay the newspaper
from the day before.

OSISTERS OF FURYO EXECUTED
Presidential Assassins Hanged in Philadelphia
The ODropO Falls at Three Minutes Past Six OOClock
President Hendricks Declares OJustice DoneO
Female Protests Quelled
Philadelphia, July 22

The last chapter of the conspiracy to assassinatethe President is fin-
ished. Saturday, at six in the morning, the

twelve women convicted of treason and murder in the assassinationof
President Cleveland were put to death. In execution of the sentence of
the Military Commission, duly approved by the President, the prisoners
were hanged by the neck until dead in the courtyard of the federal penit-
entiary in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

The painful scenewas unattended by either extraordinary accident or
incident, and was conducted in the most solemn and quiet manner.

Witnesses report that the last words of Helen Araminta Macready,
leader of the hooded women who assaulted the President last May dur-
ing the monthly tea held on the White House lawn, were ODeathto all
seducers.O
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Robert looked up at me. His eyesslowly took in my clothing. Olam go-
ing out tonight,O | told him. ODonOt wait up for me.O

The six of us gathered at the barn at the Compton place at midnight. In
the fields remained only twisted, dry stalks of last yearOsorn; the burnt
shell of the house stood stark in the moonlight, the chimney rising like a
sentinel over the ruin.

Sophonsiba crawled into the hearth and pulled our robes out of the
chimney. She hurried back to the barn, her dark face gleaming, and
handed around the robes and hoods.

Lydia and Iris had brought the horses,and we mounted and rode east
along the Maryville Road. | am not the best riderNLydia has been a
horsewoman since her youthNbut my skill exceeded that of the awk-
ward Sarahand Louellen. Still, we had all made progress in the last year.
The night air hung heavy with not a breath of breeze.| felt the sweat
gather at the back of my neck. Cicadas buzzed in the oaks along the
road.

The Patterson farm stood near the junction of Smokes Creek and the

Manahoc, forty poorly tended acres of cleared forest planted to corn
and beans.We tied the horsesin the woods near the road and moved si-
lently up to the ramshackle house.

The back door was open. We crept through the kitchen, past the room
where the boys slept, to their parentsCroom. Henrietta lay on her back
cradling the broken forearm against her breast, waiting for us, her eyes
glinting in the dark.

Sophonsiba motioned her to be quiet. Patterson stank of whiskey, and
snored loudly, lost to the world. We fell upon him: One woman to each
arm, and a pillow over his face.

ONOo!O Henrietta cried, OdonOt hurt him!O But it was mostly show.

OMegaeralOLydia told Louellen. OHold her back.O Louellen pulled
Henrietta away from the bed. Patterson struggled, but in a moment we
had him bound and gagged. Lydia lit a lamp; when he saw the hooded
figures standing around the bed, his eyes went wide.

We dragged him to his feet and pushed him out into the yard. ONo,
please,O Henrietta whimpered.

The oldest boy, no more than eight or nine, woke and ran after us. His
mother had to hold him back, wrapping her good arm about him. He
stood barefoot in the dirt watching us with big eyes. His little brother
came out and clutched his motherOs nightgown. OMama?O0 he asked.

OHush,O his mother said, weeping.
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Sarahand Iris fetched the horses. Sophonsiba knocked PattersonOgeet
out from under him and the drunken man fell hard. He cursed through
the gag, rolling in the dust as Lydia tied him by along rope to the pom-
mel of her saddle.

We dragged him out to the bridge over the creek. There we stripped
him naked and tied him to a bridge post.

OHis figure falls far short of the Greek ideal,O Iris said slyly.

OBequiet, Tisiphone,OLydia commanded in a guttural voice. | do think
that Lydia could find work as a medium, and it would not be a
showNfor | had seenenough of her to know that, when she spoke like
this, she was indeed being moved by some spirit that was not quite
herself.

OHiram Patterson,OLydia growled, Oweare the ghosts of women dead
at the hands of men. We are told you come of a good family. If that is so,
it is time for you to get down on your knees in church next

Sunday, confessyour sins, and beg the forgiveness of your dear wife.
You are marked. We will be watching. If you fail, rest assured that there
is no place in Greene County that is beyond our reach.O

Lydia extended her arm, pointing a black-gloved finger at him. OYou
will not receive another warning. We will have good husbands, or we
will have none.O

Then she turned to me. OAlecto,O she said. ODo your work.O

Sophonsiba advanced with the torch. | took out the straight razor and
unfolded the blade. When Patterson saw the torchlight gleam along it, he
let out a muffled howl and lost control of his bladder. The urine splashed
down the front of my robe. | slapped his face.

Disgusted, | crouched before him. He writhed. OKeepstill, or this will
not go well for you!O | said. His legs trembled like those of a man
palsied. When | touched the razor to his groin, he fainted. His body
slumped, and he fell against the blade. Blood welled and ran down his
leg.

OIOm afraid | have nicked him,O | said.

OFinish quickly.O

He bled a deal, but the wound was far from mortal. | shaved his pubic
hair, and delicately cut a circle and dependent cross on his chest.

| was withdrawing the bloody razor from my work when Louellen
hissed, OSomeoneOs coming!O

A half dozen horses came galloping down the road.

Sophonsiba hurled the torch into the creek while the rest of us ran to
our mounts. My horse shied from the flash of our robes, tossing his head
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and flipping the reins from my fingers. | stumbled forward and grasped
them, then awkwardly pulled myself into the saddle.

OHalt!Oone of the men shouted. A gunshot cracked; SarahOsead
snapped back and she dropped like a stone from her horse, her foot
caught in her stirrup. The horse began to run, dragging her.

Sophonsibapulled a pistol from beneath her robe and fired at the men;
at the sound of the shot her horse reared, almost throwing her. The men
drew up and fired back. Louellen and Iris were already gone, and So-
phonsiba kicked her horseOdlanks and surged away. | hesitated, think-
ing of Sarah, but Lydia grabbed my robe and tugged. ORide!Oshe
shouted, and we were off.

We galloped down the road toward ParsonOs Knob, away from the

creek. A couple more shots whizzed past us. When we crested the
ridge, | spied Sophonsiba, Louellen, and Iris ahead of us. Instead of fol-
lowing, Lydia veered right, into the trees.

OThisway,Oshe called. | jerked the reins, almost losing my saddle, and
swerved with her between the trees.

Clouds had blown in, and a wind had picked up. In the dark it was
hard to seethe branches that whipped acrossus; | ducked and dodged
trying to keep up. We descendedthrough a series of gullies toward the
river. After ten frantic minutes Lydia halted, and held up a hand for me
to be quiet. We heard further shots in the distance.

OThe men must have been covering the road,O Lydia said. OThey
wanted us to flee that way. Louellen rode them right into an ambush.O

OWill they tell?OWe had all vowed death before betrayal.

LydiaOsmasked face turned toward me. OLouellenwill not. Sophons-
iba most definitely will not. Iris wouldNif she hasnOt already.O

OWhat?0

ODoyou think they cameupon us by accident? They were forewarned.
We have a traitor among us.O

OltcanObe. If they knew, why werenOthey waiting when we came for
Patterson?0

Ol donOt know.O

We rode north along the river, picking our way quietly through the
trees. The foliage was so thick here we had to dismount and lead the
horses, and eventually we moved away from the river so asnot to come
out onto the road near the ferry landing.

Leavesrustled in the stiffening breeze, broken by the occasional hoot
of an owl. The temperature was falling and it felt like rain.
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| pondered what had happened to the others. Sarah was surely dead.
If caught, Sophonsiba would be summarily shotNand the others? Last
winter the Martyred Marys had been hanged in Trenton. The governor
had vowed Oto expunge the viper of female vigilance organizationsO
from the state. Victoria WoodhullOs press had been destroyed; even
BloomerOgimid The Lily was forced to print in secret.In the aftermath of
the presidentOsassassination,every man in the country would be on the
alert.

My horse nickered nervously, tossed his head, and | shortened my
grip on the reins. Lydia held up a hand. OWillets Road,Oshe whispered
and,

handing me her horseOseins, crept forward to peerinto the clearing in
the trees, looking, in her black robe, for all the world like some mon-
strous crow.

She came back. OltOslear. LetOdry to make it to the barn. 10lItake the
horses from there and we can creep back into town before first light.O

We remounted and rode west, away from the river. The road was
deserted, and the sinking moon, dipping beneath the gathering clouds,
shone eerily, the oak trees with their sprays of leaves black against the
sky. Twenty minutes later, as the Compton place arose out of the dark-
ness, we heard the sound of horses.

OQuickly!OLydia hissed, and kicked her horse into a canter, heading
for the barn just as the clouds opened and the rain began. | raced after
her, and we jumped off the horses, pulling them inside. We peered out
toward the road a hundred yards away through the increasing down-
pour aslightning revealed three horsemen trotting by from the direction
we had come. One of them towed a horse that looked like it might have a
body thrown over the saddle.

The rain drummed on the roof, drizzling through gaps in the boards.
Neither of us spoke for some time. Lydia took off her robe and tucked it
under her saddle pad. Mine reeked of PattersonOsurine. | buried it in
some rotting straw in the corner of a stall and tucked the hood into the
waistband of my trousers. OlOltake the horses back to MarthaOsstable,0
Lydia said. OYou can get back to town on foot.O

OWhodo you think those men were?Ql asked. OldonOtthink they are
from our town.O

Olexpect they are from Maryville. Maybe joined by a few from town,
but not many. WeOll find out tomorrow.O

OldonOtbelieve Iris betrayed us. The men fired assoon asthey saw us.
Would they shoot at their own informer?0O
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Ol would not hazard to guess what a man might do,O Lydia said.

| sat back in the straw of the barnOdloor. The darkness was profound.
| felt a spiderOsveb against my cheek as| leaned against a stall. Olbegin
to wonder if we can ever change them.O

Lydia turned to me; her voice was fierce. OIf men were capable of
change,then reasonwould have done it years ago. For most, the only an-
swer is death.O

OHow can you say that?O

OYouand your precious Robert! What do you think we have been do-
ing? We arenOtchanging their mindsNweOre forcing them to stop abus-
ing us because they know if they donOt stop they will be punished.O

ONo. | donOt believe that.O

ODo you think Patterson is capable of having his mind changed?O

OMaybe not PattersonNbut other men.O

OAny men persuaded are regarded by others with contempt. Men like
Patterson run the world.O

| wanted to protest, to point out that no one had come forward in an-
swer to HinesOscall at church. Instead | brooded. OIf it comes to war
between men and women, women will lose.O

She tugged at the hood at my waist. OWhy do you think you wear
this?0

Justthen my horse neighed and backed up into the darkness. Through
the sound of the rain came voices from the road. We peered through the
barn door, and were just able to make out three figures pulled up, sitting
motionless in their saddles. | prayed they would pass. Instead they
moved off the road toward us.

Lydia found her horseOseins, fitted her boot into the stirrup, and
pulled herself astride. OSneakout the back. Stick to the woods. 10llride
out front and outrun them.O

Without waiting for my protest she kicked her horseOsflanks,
crouched behind his head, and raced out of the barn. The men were
startled; Lydia veered past them and out to the road. One drew a pistol
and fired; | saw the muzzle flash in the dark.

| did not wait to seewhat happened next. | crawled out the back of the
barn and ran slipping through the mud for the tree line fifty yards away
through ComptonOsabandoned cornfield. | did not look back until | was
under the trees; the men were gone, chasing after Lydia down the
Maryville Road.

| ran for a long time. | had played in these woods as a girl, running
with the boys, climbing trees, building forts, fighting General Lee and
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Napoleon and wicked King John in a thousand childish games. But
though | knew the woods well, in the darkness and rain it was hard for
me to keep my direction, and | got lost. Perhaps it was a delayed reac-
tion, or fear, or

some late understanding of how mad our project had been, but |
found myself sitting beneaththe trees, soakedto the skin, sobbing. When
| closed my eyes, | again saw SarahO$iead snap back from the force of
the shot. | prayed that Lydia was wrong about Iris. | wondered if the oth-
ers had escaped,and realized that, if they had not, it would be better for
me if they had beenkilled. Yet how could | face the day hoping for such
a disaster?

As dawn approached the rain stopped and the clouds blew away. |
could make out my surroundings and realized | was not far from home. |
tried to stand, but a wave of nausea swept over me and | leaned one
hand against the bole of a tree, bent over, vomiting.

| stuffed my hood into a hollow log and made my way in the lessening
darkness back home. My legs felt as heavy as iron.

When | reached the house, | crept quietly into the kitchen, undressed,
and washed my face and hands with water from the kitchen pump. Di-
nah came in and sat on her haunches, watching me with feline imper-
turbability. | crammed my shirt and trousers into the bottom of the laun-
dry basket.

As | climbed back into bed, Robert lifted his head. OlOvéeen lying
awake all night. Will this ever stop, Susannah?0

OltOs stopped,O | said, resting my head against his arm.

OThank God,O he said. OAre you all right?0

OIOm fine.O

He kissed me on the cheek, and fell asleep.| lay there waiting for the
dawn, my hand resting on my belly, thinking about whether | wanted it
to be a boy, or a girl, or nothing at all.
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The Juniper Tree

One of the most successfultransplants to the colony established by the
Society of Cousins on the far side of the moon was the juniper tree. Soon
after JackBaldwin and his daughter Rosalind emigrated in 2085, a pro-
ject under BaldwinOsdirection planted junipers on the inside slopes of
the domed crater, where they prospered in the low-moisture environ-
ment. Visitors to the Societytoday may be excusedif, strolling the woods
above the agricultural lands of the crater floor, the fragrance of the fo-
liage, beneaththe projected blue sky of the dome, makesthem think for a
moment that they are in some low-gravity dream of New Mexico.

It was under a juniper tree that Jackdisposed of the remains of Carey
Evasson, the fourteen-year-old boy he killed.

Ice

The blue squadOsentering passslid through the crease,where Mary-
jane fanned on the shot. The puck skidded to the boards, bounced into
the neutral zone, and Roz, who had been promoted to the red team for
todayOoractice, picked it up to start a rush the other way. Carey spotted
her from acrossthe rink and set off parallel to her. TheyOdcaught the
blues off guard, with only Thabo between them and the goalie. Thabo
came up to check her. Roz swerved right, then left a drop pass for
Carey.

But Thabo poked his stick between RozOdegs and deflected the pass.
While Roz and Carey overran the play, Thabo passedthe puck back the
other way to Maryjane.

Their breakaway was interrupted by the shriek of Coach Ingasdaugh-
terOsvhistle. The coachskated onto the ice, yelling at Roz. OWhatkind of
a play was that? YouOvegot a two-on-one and you go for the drop pass?
SHOOT THE PUCK!O

OBut if Thabo had followed me Carey would have had an open net.O

OlIf if iftlO She raised her eyesto the roof of the cavern far overhead.
OWhydo you think Thabo didnOtfollow you? He knew you would pass,
becauseyou NEVER shoot! If you donOtestablish that youOrea threat,
theyOrealways going to ignore you. For once, let the BOY get the
rebound!O

RozOdace burned. The blue and red squads stood around watching
her take the heat. Carey was looking down, brushing the blade of his
stick across the ice.
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Coach Ingasdaughter suddenly grabbed Roz by the shoulders, pulled
her forward, and planted a kiss on her lips. OButwhat can | expect from
a girl whose parents were married?O she said, letting Roz go. Someone
snickered. OTen-minute break,O Ingasdaughter said, and turned away.

Roz almost took a slash at her retreating back. Instead she looked past
the coachto the bleacherswhere afew off-shift pressure workers sat, hel-
mets thrown back over their shoulders, watching the practice. Beyond
the rink, the floor of the cave was one huge mass of blue ice, humped
and creased,refracting the lights and fading into the distance. The coach
skated over to talk with her assistant. Most of the team went over to the
cooler by the home bench. Roz skated to the penalty box, flipped the
door open, and sat down.

It was hard being the only immigrant on the hockey team. The cousins
teased her, called her OHigh-G.ORoz had thought that going out for
hockey would be a way for her to make some girlfriends who could
break her into one of the cliques. You needed a family to get anywhere
among the cousins. You needed a mother. A father was of no con-
sequenceN everybody had a dozen fathers, or none at all.

Instead she met Carey. And, through dumb luck, it had seemed to
work. CareyOsgrandmother, Margaret Emmasdaughter, had known
Nora Sobieski personally. His mother was Eva Maggiesdaughter, chair
of the Board of Matrons, by some measuresthe most powerful woman in
the colony.

Some of the players started skating big circles on the oversized rink.
She watched Carey build up a head of steam, grinning, his blond hair

flying behind him. On the next time round he pulled off his glove,
skated past the penalty box, winked, and gave her five ashe flew by. The
heavy gold ring he wore left a welt on her palm; just like Carey to hurt
her without meaning to, but she could not help but smile.

The first time she had met Cary shenearly killed him. Roz had not got-
ten completely adjusted to skating in one-sixth G, how it was harder to
start and stop, but also how much faster you got going than on Earth.
Carey had taken the full brunt of her check and slammed headfirst into
the boards. Play stopped. Everyone gathered around while he lay mo-
tionless on the ice.

Carey turned over and staggered to his feet, only his forehead show-
ing above his shoulder pads. His voice came from somewhere within his
jersey. OWatch out for those Earth women, guys.O
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Everyone laughed, and Carey poked his head out from below his
pads. His bright green eyeshad beenfocused on RozOsand she burst out
laughing, too.

When her father moved in with Eva, Carey became the brother she
had never had, bold where she was shy, funny where she was sober.

Coach blew her whistle and they did two-on-one drills for the rest of
the practice. Afterward Roz saton a benchin the locker room taping the
blade of her stick. At the end of the bench Maryjane flirted with Stellain
stage whispers. Roz tried to ignore them.

Carey, wrapped only in atowel, sat down next to Roz and checkedto
seewhether the coacheswere in earshot. Sheliked watching the way the
muscles of his chest and arms slid beneath his skin, so much that she
tried hard not to look at him. He leaned toward her. OHey, High-GNyou
interested in joining the First Imprints club?0

OWhatOs that?0

He touched her on the leg. He always touched her, seemingly chance
encounters, elbow to shoulder, knee to calf, his forehead brushing her
hair. OA bunch of us are going to meet at the fountains in the dome,O
Carey said. OWhenthe carnival is real crazy weOregoing to sneak out
onto the surface. YouOllneed your pressure suitNand make sure its
waste reservoir vent is working.O

OWaste reservoir? What for?0O

OKeep your voice down!O

OWhy?0

OWeOrgoing to climb Shiva Ridge and pee on the mountaintop.O He
tapped the finger on her leg. His touch was warm.

OlIf your mother finds out, youOll be in deep trouble.O

He smiled. OYouOlhever get to be an alpha female with that attitude,
High-G. Mother would have invented this club, if sheOdhought of it.O
He got up and went over to talk to Thabo.

God, she was so stupid! It was the beginning of FoundersOwWeek, and
she had hoped Carey would be her guide and companion through the
carnival. She had worried all week what to wear. Now sheOdlown it.
Shetugged on the green asymmetrically sleeved shirt she had chosenso
carefully to set off her red hair.

Roz hung around the edges as Carey joked with the others, trying to
laugh in the right places, feeling miserably out of place. After they
dressed, sheleft with Carey, Thabo, and Raisafor the festival. Yellow tri-
angular signs surrounded the pressure lock in the hallway linking the ice
cavern to the lava tube. Roz struggled to keep up with Carey who, like
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all of the kids born on the moon, was taller than Roz. Raisaleaned on Th-
abo. Raisahad told Roz the day before that she was thinking about mov-
ing out and getting her own apartment. Raisawas thirteen, six months
younger than Roz.

The lava tube was asmuch asforty meters wide, thirty tall, and it twis-
ted and turned, rose and fell, revealing different vistas as they went
along. Shopsand apartments clung to the walls. Gardens grew along the
nave beneath heliostats that transformed light transmitted from the sur-
faceduring the lunar day into atwenty-four-hour cycle. Unlessyou went
outside you could forget whether it was day or night out on the surface.

Now it was Onight.OAs they entered the crater from the lava tube, the
full extent of the colony was spread out before them. The crater was
nearly two kilometers in diameter. Even in one-sixth G, the dome was a
triumph of engineering, supported by a 500-meter-tall central steel and
glass spire. Roz could hardly believe it, but the school legend was that
Carey had once climbed the spire in order to spray paint the name of a
girl he liked on the inside of the dome.

Outside, the dome was covered with five meters of regolith to protect

the inside from radiation, and beneath the ribbed struts that spread
out from the spire like an umbrellaOsthe interior surface was a screenon
which could be projected a daytime sky or a nighttime starfield. Justnow
thousands of bright stars shone down. Mars and Jupiter hung in bright
conjunction high overhead.

From the west and south sides of the crater many levels of balconied
apartments overlooked the interior. Most of the crater floor was given
over to agriculture, but at the base of the spire was Sobieski Park, the
main meeting ground for the colony®s2,500 inhabitants. An elaborate
fountain surrounded the tower. There was an open-air theater. Treesand
grass, luxuriantly irrigated in a display of conspicuous water consump-
tion, spread out from the center.

Roz and the others climbed down the zigzag path from the lava tube
and through the farmlands to the park. Beneath strings of colored lights
hung in the trees, men and women danced to the music of a drum band.
Naked revelers wove their way through the crowd. Both sexeswore
bright, fragrant ribbons in their hair. TheCirque Jacintheperformed low-
gravity acrobatics on the amphitheater stage. Little children ran in and
out of the fountains, while men and women in twos and threes and
every combination of sexes leaned in each otherOs arms.

On the shadowed grass, Roz watched an old man and a young girl ly-
ing together, not touching, leaning heads on elbows, speaking in low
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voices with their facesinches apart. What could they possibly have to
say to eachother? Thabo and Raisafaded off into the dancersaround the
band, and Roz was alone with Carey. Carey brought her a flavored ice
and sat down on the grass beside her. The drum band was making a
racket, and the people were dancing faster now.

OSorrythe coachis on your caseso much,OCarey said. He touched her
shoulder gently. The Cousins were always touching each other. With
them, the dividing line between touching for sex and touching just to
touch was erased.

God, she wished she could figure out what she wanted. Was he her
brother or her boyfriend? It was hard enough back on Earth; among the
cousins it was impossible.

When she didnOtanswer right away, Carey said, OTheinvisible girl
returns.O

OWhat?0

OYouOre disappearing again.O

Roz watched the girl with the man on the grass. The girl was no older
than Roz. The distance between the two had disappeared; now the girl
was climbing onto the man.

Carey ran his finger down RozOsarm, then gently nudged her over.
Roz pushed him away. ONo thanks.O

Carey tried to kiss her cheek, and she turned away. ONot now, okay?O

OWhatOs the matter?0

ODoessomething have to be the matter? Any Cousins girl might tell
you no, too. DonOt act like itOs just because 10m from Earth.O

Oltis.O

Ols not.O

OIOm not going to rape you, High-G. Cousins donOt rape.O

OWhatOs that supposed to mean?0

OAbsolutely nothing. But you know how screwed up it is down on
Earth.O

OLots of stuff people do here would be wrong on Earth.O

ORight. And people there shoot each other if anyone touches them.O

Cousins could be so arrogant it made her want to spit. OYouOveever
even seen the EarthNlet alone been there.O

OlOve seen you, Roz.O

OYou donOt own me.O

He smiled. ONo. Your father does.O He nuzzled her neck.

Roz hit him. OGet off me, you pig!O She got up and ran away.
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Festival

Forty milligrams of serentol, a whiff or two of THC, and an ounce of
grain alcohol: Jack Baldwin wobbled through the crowd of revelers in
Sobieski Park. Beneaththe somatic night, feeling just an edge of anxiety,
he looked for Eva among the faces.

The park was full of young men and women, their perfect bodies in
one anotherOsarms. Sexwas their favorite pastime, and who could blame
them? They went about it asif their lives depended on the next coupling.
That was biology at work, he supposedNbut if it was just genes having

their way with the human body, then why all the emotional turmoilN
does she love me whoOshe sleeping with | canOstand it when she looks
at him like that how unfair to treat me like atoy who does he think he s
| canOt stand it 10l die if | canOt have her tonigkt

Where was Eva? He smiled. Apparently genesdid not let go of your
mind just becauseyou were pushing forty. Sexhad beena problem back
on EarthNalways some screwup with women coworkers, hassleswith
his live-ins, distractions. Here, sexwas the common coin of interpersonal
contact, unjudged astaste in ice cream (but some people made a religion
of taste), easy as speech (but speechwas not always easy), frequent as
eating (but some people starved themselves in the midst of plenty).
Where did that leave him? Was he simply avictim of the culture that had
raised him? Or was his frustration purely personal?

Where was Eva?

Men and women, naked, oiled, and smiling, wove their way through
the celebrants, offering themselvesto whoever might wish to take them.
It was the one day of the year that the Society of Cousins fit the cliched
image of polymorphous orgy that outsiders had of it. One of them, a
dark young womanNdark as EvaNbrushed her fingers across JackOs
cheek, then swirled away on one luscious hip.

But Eva was taller, more slender. EvaOdreasts were small, her waist
narrow despite the softnessof the belly that had borne Carey, and when
they made love her hipbones pressed against him. She was forty, and
there was gray in her black hair. This girl dancing by could satisfy his
lust, and perhaps if he came to know her would become a person as
complex as Eva. But she would not be Eva: the combination of idealism
and practicality, the temper that got her into trouble becauseshe could
not keep her mouth shut. Fierce when she fought for what mattered to
her, but open-hearted to those who opposed her, with an inability to be
successfully machiavellian that was her saving grace.
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He had met Eva a month after he and Roz had arrived at the colony.
Jackwas working on a new nematode that, combined with a gene-engin-
eered composting process,would produce living soil from regolith more
efficiently than the tedious chemical methods that had been used to cre-
ate FowlerOsinitial environment. His specialty in nematodes had been
the passport for him and Roz into the guarded Cousins society, the last

available bridge after a successionof bridges he had burned behind
them. He certainly had not planned to end up on the moon. The breakup
with Helen. The fight over Roz, ending with him taking her against the
court order. The succession of jobs. The forged vita.

Eva, newly elected head of the board, was also head of the environ-
mental subcommittee. She had come by the biotech lab in the outlying
bunker. Jackdid not know who the tall, striking woman in the web-pat-
terned pressure suit was. She asked questions of Amravati, the head of
the project, then came over to observe Jack,up to his ankles in muck, ex-
amining bacteria through an electron microscope visor.

Flirting led to a social meeting, more flirting led to sex. SexNthat vor-
tex women hid behind their navels, that place he sometimes had to be so
badly that every other thought fell away and he lost himself again. Or
was it finding himself ? EvaOsspecialty was physics, some type of
guantum imaging that he did not understand and whose practical bene-
fits he could not picture. But a relationship that had started as a mercen-
ary opportunity had, to JackOs surprise, turned to something like love.

As Jacksat on the edge of the fountain, hoping he might find Eva in
the crowd, instead he spotted Roz. Her face was clouded; her dark
brown eyes large with some trouble. ORoz!O he called.

Sheheard his voice, looked up, saw him. Shehesitated a moment, then
walked over.

OWhatOs the matter?0 he asked.

ONothing.O She sat down next to him. She was bothered by
something.

Across the plaza, two of the acrobatsjuggled three children in the low
gravity the way someone on Earth might juggle beanbags. The kids,
tucked into balls, squealedin delight asthey rose and fell like the waters
of the fountain.

OlsnOt this amazing?O Jack asked.

OOAmazing,0 DadNthatOs very perceptive.O

OWhat?0

OThisplace is disgusting. Look at that old creep there feeling up that
girl.O
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OTheCousins do things differently. But they donOtdo anything against
anyoneOs will.O

OltOs all okay with you, just as long as youOre getting laid every night.O

He put his hand on her leg. OWhatOs going on?0

Shepulled away. ONothingOsgjoing on! IOmjust tired of watching you
take advantage of people. Mom would never have brought me here.O

Roz never mentioned her mother. Jacktried to focus. Ol donOtknow,
girl. Your mom had her own problems fitting in.O

OTheonly reasonwe came here is that you couldnOtget a job back on
Earth.O

He tried to get Roz to look at him, but she was fixed on her outsized
plastic shoes.OArenOtve hostile tonight?Ohe said. ShedidnOtanswer. He
saw for the first time how much her profile had becomethat of a grown
woman. OlOladmit it. The job had something to do with it. But Roz,
youOvegot a chance to become someone here you could never be on
EarthNif youOllmake an effort. Women are important here. Hell, women
run the place! Do you think | like the idea of being a second-classcitizen?
| gave up a lot to bring you here.O

OAll you care about is getting into EvaOsbed,ORoz told the shoes.
OSheQssing you, and sheOljust dump you after sheO$ad enough, like
all these other cousins.O

OYou think that little of my choices?O

That made her look at him. Her face was screwed into a scowl. The
music of the drum band stopped suddenly, and the people applauded.
OHow do you know EvaOsiot going to try to get me into bed with her,
t00?0

Jack laughed. Ol donOt think s0.0

She stood up. OGod, you are so smug! | canOt tell you anything!O

ORoz, what is thisNO

She turned and stalked off.

ORo0z!0 he called after her. She did not turn back.

Next to him, a thin black woman holding a toddler had been eaves-
dropping. Jackwalked away to escapeher gaze. The band started anoth-
er song. Inwardly churning, he listened to the music for a few minutes,
watching the people dance. Whatever his failings, hadnOthe always done
his bestfor Roz? He didnOtexpect her to agreewith him all the time, but
she had to know how much he loved her.

The amused detachment with which heOd entered the festival was

gone. The steeldrums gave him a headache.He crossedthe plaza. Be-
fore he had gone ten paceshe saw Eva. Shewas in the crowd of dancers,
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paired with a round-faced woman. The woman was grinning fiercely;
she bumped against Eva, slid her belly up against EvaOsEva had her
arms raised into the air and was smiling, too, grinding her hips.

As Jackstood watching, someonesidled up to him. It was Hal Keikos-
son, who worked in Agriculture. Hal was in his forties and still living
with his motherNa common situation among the Cousins.

OHey, Jack. Who was that girl | saw you talking to? That red hair?
Cute.O

Jackkept watching Eva and the woman. Eva had not noticed him yet.
OThat was my daughter,O he told Hal.

Olnteresting.OHal swayed a bit, clutching a squeezecup in his sweaty
hand.

Jack ought to let it go, but he couldnOt. OWhat does that mean?0

ONothing. She must be fourteen or fifteen already, right?0

OSheOs fourteen.O

OAnd maybe she isnOt your daughter.O Hal giggled.

Jack stared at him. OWhat?O

Ol mean, how could her mother be sureNor maybe she lied to you.O

OShut the fuck up.O

OHey, itOs none of my business who you sleep with.O

OIOm not sleeping with her.O

OCalmdown, calm down, cousin.OHal took a sip from his cup. He
looked benignly at the figures writhing in the shadows beneath the trees.
OThatOs too bad,0 he said quietly, and chuckled.

Jack stalked away to keep from taking a swing at him.

The drum band was louder now, and so was the babble of the increas-
ing crowd. He passeda group of drunken singers. Near the amphitheat-
er he saw one of the acrobat children staggering around in circles, gig-
gling. Jamira Tamlasdaughter, a friend of EvaOsiried to say hello, but he
passed her by with a wave. JackObead throbbed. Beyond the trees that
marked the border of Sobieski Park he followed a path through fields of
dry-lands soybeans,corn, potatoes. There was no one out hereNmost of
the cousins were at the festival now.

A kilometer later the path turned upward into the open lands of the

crater slopes.Low, hardy blue-white grasscovered the ground. But the
sound of the band still floated over the fields, and turning, Jackcould see
the central tower lit by the colored lights. The slope was side lit only by
that distant light and the projected starlight from the dome. Somewhere
off to his left a night bird sangin a scraggly pine. He turned his back to
the festival.
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It was an easy climb in one-sixth G, and when he hit the concrete rim
of the crater that supported the dome, he followed the perimeter road
around toward the north airlock. He wanted out. The best refuge he
could think of was the biotech lab.

Becauseof the festival, the airlock was deserted. Jacktook his pressure
suit from his locker, suited up, and cycled through the personnel lock.
He passed through the radiation baffles to the surface.

Though it was night inside the dome, out here it was lunar afternoon.
Harsh shadows lay beneath the fields of solar collectors lining the road
to the labs. Jack skipped along the tracked-up roadway, kicking up a
powder of fines. Over the throb of his headachehe listened to the sound
of his own breathing in his earphones.

The fight heOdhad with Roz was just like one of his final spats with
Helen, full of buried resentments and false assumptions. RozOsaccusa-
tions stung becausethere was an element of truth in them. But Roz was
wrong to say JackdidnOtcare about her. From the moment of her birth
Jack had committed himself to Roz without reservation. Clearly he
hadnOtpaid enough attention to her troubles, but he would do anything
to protect her.

Roz didnOtunderstand that things were hard for Jack. OAll men are
boys,Othe cousins said. In the caseof ajerk like Keikosson, he could ad-
mit the sayingOstruth. But it was as much a product of the way they
lived as of the men themselves. The women of the Cousins indulged
their boys their pleasures, kept them adolescents far into their adult-
hood. It was a form of control-by-privilege.

Jackchafed at the way a male in the colony was seldom respected for
his achievements, but rather for who his mother and grandmother were.
He hated the way women deferred to him onceit got around that he was
Eva MaggiesdaughterOdatest partner. He hated the sidelong glances he
got about his relationship to Roz. He was RozOgather. He was not any-
oneOs boy.

The biotech labs were located in a bunker a kilometer north of Fowler.
He entered the personnel lock, air-blasted the fines from his suit and re-
moved it. Like the airlock, the lab was deserted. He passedthrough the
greenhouseOsows of juniper and pi-on seedlings to the soils lab. The
temperature on his latest batch of nematode soil was thirty centigrade.
He drew on some boots, rolled back the cover on the reservoir, and
waded into the loamy earth. The rich smell of nitrogen compounds filled
his lungs, and he felt momentarily dizzy with relaxation.

57



Taking arake from the tool cabinet, he worked over the surface of the
soil. His nematodes were doing their jobs nicely, increasing the water
content, breaking down organics and hosting the nitrogen-fixing bac-
teria. Once his team got the okay from the colonyOsenvironmental com-
mittee, they would start a trial planting using the soil and the green-
house seedlings on FowlerOs east slope.

He had not been working long when he heard the airlock alert.
Startled, he dropped the rake and stood up. Some minutes later a figure
emerged from the greenhouse and peered from around the rock crusher.
OJack?0

OOver here, Carey,O Jack said.

The boy came over. He was taller than his mother, and blond instead
of dark. Jackwondered once again who his father was. Carey was still
wearing his pressure suit, helmet off.

OWhat are you doing here?OJack asked. OHow did you know | was
here?0

Ol was coming into the north airlock when | saw you cycling out,O
Carey said. OBythe time | got my suit on you were gone, but | figured
you might be here. | wanted to speak with you about Roz, Jack.O

OWhat about her?0

Ol think sheOshaving a hard time,O Carey said. Ol think you might
want to pay more attention to whatOsgoing on with her. Fathers like you
do that, right?0

OFathers like what?0O

OCome on, Jack, you knowNEarth fathers.O

OWhatOs wrong with Roz?0 Jack asked.

OSheseemsto have some sexual hang-ups. ShehasnOtalked with you
about it? She talks about you all the time.O

Ol donOtthink thereOsanything wrong with Roz. Besides, itOsnone of
your business, Carey.O

OWell,it sort of is. At leastif sheOsot telling you thesethings, and you
careabout her, then | guessl| needto tell you. Like after we slept together
the first time, she cried.O

OYou slept with her.O JackOs own voice sounded leaden in his ears.

OSurel thought you knew.O Carey was completely unselfconscious. Ol
mean, weOre all in the same apartment. She didnOt tell you that, either?0

ONo.O

OSheneeds help. SheOsnaking some progress with the kids on the
hockey team, but for every step forward shetakes one back. | think sheOs
too hung up on you, Jack.O
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ODonOt call me Jack.O

Carey looked confused. OExcuse me?0

ODonOtall me Jack,you little pissant. You donOtknow a thing about
me and Roz.O

Olknow youOremmigrants and donOtunderstand everything. But a lot
of people are starting to think you needto live separately. You donOtown
Roz.O

OWhat the hell are you talking about?0

OSheOs a woman. She can make up her own mind.O

The boyOsface was an open map of earnest, smug innocence. Jack
couldnOt stand it. ODamn you, sheOs not your whore!O

Carey laughed. OAwhore? ThatOsan Earth thing, right? One of those
sexual ownership practices?0

Jacktook one step, grabbed the collar of the boyOspressure suit and
yanked him forward. CareyOseet caught on the edge of the reservoir. As
he fell, he twisted around; Jacklost his own balance and shoved Carey
downward to keep from falling himself. Much faster than normal in
lunar-G, Carey hit the ground. His head shapped sideways against the
rake.

Catching his balance, Jackwaited for Carey to get up. But he didnOtget
up. Jackcrouched over the boy. Carey had fallen onto the head of the
rake; one of the six-centimeter ceramic tines had penetrated his temple.
Blood seeped into the soil.

Carefully, Jack drew out the tine, rolled him over. Carey shuddered

and the blood flowed more freely. The boyOsbreathing was shallow,
his eyes unfocused. As Jack watched, CareyOs breathing stopped.

After ten minutes of futile CPR, Jackfell back from CareyOdimp body
and sat down heavily on the edge of the reservair.

Jesus Christ. What had he done? What was he going to do now?
Eva!Nwhat would she think?

It was an accident. But that didnOtmatter. He was an immigrant, an
outsider, a man. Someone would surely accuse him of murder. They
would drug him into insensibility, cut up his brain. At bestthey would
expel him from the colony, and Roz with himNor worse still, they might
not expel Roz. He satthere facing the cold reality of his thirty-eight years
of screwed-up life.

CareyOsead lolled back into the muck, his mouth open. OYouarrog-
ant prick,O Jack whispered to the dead boy. OYou fucked it all up.O

He looked around the room. In front of him was the reduction cham-
ber, the crusher, the soil reservoir. Shuddering, he went back to the tool
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chest and found a machete. He dragged CareyOsody over the edge of
the reservoir, getting dirt up to his own elbows. The soil was rich with
the heat of decomposition.

Jack stripped off CareyOssuit. He was about to begin cutting off the
boyOsarms when the airlock alert sounded again. He panicked. He
stumbled out of the reservoir, trying to heft CareyOdody into the hopper
of the crusher. Before he could conceal the body he heard steps behind
him.

It was Roz. She stood for a moment staring at him as he held CareyOs
bare ankle in his hand. ODad?0

OGo away, Roz.O

She came over to him. ODad, whatOsgoing on?OShe saw the body.
OJesus, Dad, what happened?0

OAn accident. The less you know about it the better.O

She took a couple of steps closer. OCarey? Is he all right?0O

OGoaway, Roz.O

Roz put her hand to her mouth. Ols he dead?0

Jacklet go of Carey and came over to her. Oltwas an accident, Roz. |
didnOt mean to hurt him. He fell down.O

OcCarey!CShe rushed over, then backed away until she bumped into
the rock crusher. OHeOslead! What happened? Dad! Why did you do
this?0

Jack didnOtknow what to do. He looked back at Carey, lying awk-
wardly on the concrete floor, the machete beside his leg. Oltwas an acci-
dent, Roz. | grabbed him, he fell. | didnOt mean toNO

OcCarey,O she said. OCarey.O She would not look at Jack.

ORoz, | would never have hurt him on purpose. INO

OWhat were you fighting about?O

OltwasnOma fight. He told me you had slept together. | was shocked, |
guess. INO

Roz slumped to the floor. Olt was my fault?0

ONo. It was an accident.O

Ol donOtbelieve this,O she said. She looked at CareyOsbody. Jack
thought about the last time she must have seenhim naked. OYouOrgo-
ing to go to jail!O Roz said. OTheymight even kill you. WhoOsgoing to
take care of me?0

OIOngoing to take care of you. Please,Roz, donOtthink about this. You
need to get out of here.O

OWhat are we going to do?0
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OYouOrenot going to do anything except get out! DonOt you
understand?0

Roz stared at him a long moment. Ol can help.O

Jack felt chilled. Ol donOt want your help! IOm your father, damn it!O

Shesatthere, her eyeswelling with tears.He satdown next to her and
put his arm around her. She cried against his shoulder. A long time
passed, and neither of them spoke.

Finally she pulled away from him. OItOsny fault,O she said. Ol should
have told you | loved him.O

Jackclosed his eyes.He could hear his own pulse in his ears. The earth
of the reservoir smelled rich and fertile. OPlease, donOt say any more.O

OOh,God, how could you do this?Ohe heard her whisper. OCareyE O
She cried against JackOs shoulder some more.

Then, after awhile, swallowing her tears, Roz said, Olfwe get rid of his
suit E if we get rid of his suit, theyOll think he got lost on the surface.O

He opened his eyesand looked at her. Now he was scared. Who was
this qgirl?

OWhat do you mean?0 he asked.

Eating

Eva expected Jackwould turn up at the festival eventually, and she
didnOtwant to miss the partying. Her mother came by with some of her
cronies, and then Eva found herself dancing with Angela Angelasdaugh-
ter, the colonyOsmost notorious artist. Ten years ago, any gossip session
in the sauna would devote ten minutes to the sexy sculptress and her
physicist lover. Sincethen Angela had gained a potbelly, but her smile
was as wicked as ever.

During a break in the music, Eva shared a drink with Jamira Tamlas-
daughter. Jamiratold Eva she had seenJackearlier. OHeOso handsome,
Eva,O Jamira said. OYouOre so lucky. HeOs like a god.O

Eva smiled, thinking of JackOsaut body stretched across her bed.
OWhere did he go?0

Ol donOt know. | expect heOs here somewhere.O

But Jackdid not show up. What with one thing and another it was
well after midnight when Evareturned to her apartment. Jackwas sitting
on the floor with a glass in front of him.

OSohere you are,0 Eva said. Ol thought we would meet at the
festival.O
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He looked up at her, and his blue eyeswere so soulfully sad that she
melted. Ol couldnOt find you,O he said quietly.

Shesat down next to him. Olgot caught up at the lab.OSheand Victor
had beenworking overtime on assemblerprogramming. OAreCarey and
Roz here?0

ONo.O

OGood. Then we can entertain ourselvesNunless this stuff you pour
into yourself makes that unnecessary.O

Jackput his arms around her, pulled her to him, and rested his fore-
head against hers. OYouknow | always need you,0 he whispered. Eva
could smell spiced alcohol on his breath. She pulled him back onto the
floor, and they kissed.

They eventually found their way to the bedroom. Afterward, shewas
ravenously hungry. As a member of the Board, she had earned the priv-
ilege of a small kitchen: she padded in, naked, and returned to the room
with a plate, a knife, an apple, and a hunk of cheese.

Jack was stretched acrossthe bed just as she had imagined him, the
muscles of his belly thrown into relief by the low light. She sat cross-
legged

beside him, cut a slice from the apple, and offered it to him. OHerewe
are,

in the Garden. Eve offers you an apple.O

ONo, thanks.O

OCome on, Adam. Have some fun.O

His eyesflicked away from her, the corner of his mouth twitched. OlOve
had too much fun already,O he said to the ceiling.

Shedrew the apple slice acrosshis chest, down to his navel. OThereOs
always more where that came from.O

OIOm worried about Roz. She shouldnOt be out this late.O

OYour daughterOstoo sensible to do anything risky.O Eva heard the
door to the apartment open, the sound of someonecoming down the hall
and entering RosalindOs room. OSee?0 Eva said. OThere she is.0

OWhat about Carey?0

OCarey,on the other hand, is no doubt is busy getting into some sort of
trouble. WeOll deal with him in the morning.O

Shebrushed her hand over his penis, and it stiffened. He said nothing,
but eventually his hand came up to touch her hair, and then he pulled
close and made love to her with an intensity that left her breathless and
relaxed. He fell asleepbeside her, and shelay watching the plate and the
apple slices in the faint light. Soon, she thought, soon, they would be
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able to reproduce anything. Shewould prove that the Cousins were not
some backward-looking female-dominated hive. They would stun the
world. Dreaming of this, JackOs arm around her, she fell asleep.

In the morning Carey had not returned.

Over breakfastNEva finished the apple, now turned brownNshe
asked Roz what had happened after hockey practice. After denying any-
thing, Roz finally admitted that Carey and some others had used the
cover of the festival to sneak out of the colony onto the surface. The
OFirstimprints Club.OIn the dead lunar surface the marks of their urine
in the dust would last as long as if etched in stone.

That sounded like Carey, right down to the wasting of water. Eva
called CareyOdriends. She discovered that Carey had left them at the
festival, telling them he would catch up with them at the airlock. After
waiting for him, they had gone out without him, expecting that heOd
meet them on Shiva Ridge.

CareyOs pressure suit was not in his locker at the north airlock. Eva

tried not to panic. Shealerted colony security. Hundreds of volunteers
joined in a search of the surface. With the assistanceof CareyOdriends
they found the footprints of the party, but none for Carey. Lunar Posi-
tioning Satellites could not raise his suitOslocator. Parties scanned the
prominent landmarks, but came up empty.

The next days becamea nightmare. Eva spent all of her waking hours
out on the surface with the searchparties, coming inside only to recharge
her air supply and catch an hour or two of sleep.Her eyesfell into a per-
manent squint from the brightness of the surface. For the first twenty-
four hours Eva still hoped Carey might be found alive. He had fallen un-
conscious in the shadow of some rock, she told herself; hypothermia
would keep his metabolism low so he wouldnOt exhaust his oxygen.

As the hours passed she kept despair at bay by driving herself even
harder. The third day found her a part of a line of twenty cousins, at
hundred-meter intervals, sweeping Shiva ridge for the fourth time. So-
mething was wrong with her faceplate: it was breaking all the gray land-
scapeinto particles, no piece of the moon connected to any other piece,
and all of it was dead. The voices of the other searcherscalling to each
other sounded in her ear button. ONothing here.OOWhereOkere?00I0Om
on the east end of the ridge, below Black Rock.O

Eva felt numb. She came to the edge of a lava tube whose roof had
fallen in. It was fifty metersto the shadowed bottom. Evenin lunar grav-
ity afall would be fatal. She swayed on the edge, having trouble breath-
ing. Her mouth was dry, and her eyes itched.
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Someonegrabbed her arm and pulled her away. ONo,Chis voice came
over her ear button, as close as her own thoughts. It was Jack. He
wrapped her in a bear hug, drew her back. He made her return with him
to Fowler, to eat a meal, to take some pills and sleep for fourteen hours.

After that Eva no longer tormented herself with impossibilities. Jack
stayed with her every minute of her time on the surface. Despite her
heartache, she still hoped CareyOsody would turn up so she could fig-
ure out what had happened. But when a further week of searchesstill
brought nothing, she asked that they be called off. The official inquest
ruled Carey missing, presumed dead by hazard of fortune.

Sheturned to her work. The project was her only hope now. It was
more than a matter of demonstrating the value of CousinsO science. Over

the next months, the first assemblies using scans of organic com-
pounds were completed. They produced edible soy protein and worked
their way up toward applesauce.

At meetings in the boardroom that looked out over the green fields of
Fowler basin, the other matrons watched her out of the corners of their
eyes. Eva controlled her voice, operated her body as if by remote.
Everything is normal, she told herself. Some mornings she would wake
and listen for Carey thumping around the apartment, only to hear si-
lence. She hid his pictures. Though she would not empty his room, she
closed its door and never went inside. She went to watch the hockey
team play. Other Cousins sat beside her and made a show of treating her
normally.

Hockey was such a violent gameNa boyOsjame. Had the cousins ad-
opted it for that very reason, to go against the perception that women
were soft? Eva watched Roz throw herself around the ice like a demon.
What would drive such a shy girl to compete so hard?

At night she lay awake and thought about Carey. Sheimagined him
out there on the surface, running out of air. What was it about boys and
men that they always took such big risks? You couldnOtprotect them. If
you tried to, they got sulky and depressed.Shehad never questioned the
place the Cousins had prepared for boys in their world, how their ag-
gression and desire for dominance had been thwarted and
channeled. Keepyour sonclosejet your daughtergo, the homily went. Had
she been fair to Carey? If she had him back with her this minute, could
she keep herself from smothering him?

Jackwent back to his own work: his team planted a copse of junipers,
pi—on, sage,and wildflowers on the eastslopes of Fowler, hauling loads
of their new soil that promised a better growth rate than the chemically
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prepared soils. He came home eachnight with dirt under his fingernails,

scrubbed himself raw in the shower, and fell into bed exhausted. Jack
and Eva had not made love after that night Carey disappeared. At first

Eva had no desire, and then, after her need returned and she might have
felt it a comfort to have Jack hold her in his arms, he seemed so de-
pressedby CareyOsoss that he would not touch her. Eva saw that worry-

ing about her had taken Jack away from Roz.

OlOnsorry,0 she vowed to JackOsleeping form one night. Ol can do
better.O

Since CareyOslisappearance, Roz spent lesstime at home. Eva saw the
pain in JackOgyes as he watched Roz. She wondered what it must be
like for Roz, to have this single strong male presencealways there in her
life. Sheowed Roz and Jackbetter than she had been giving, and the ef-
fort to engage them would help her stop thinking about Carey.

She arranged for Roz to spend her second-semesterpracticum in the
colonyOgmaterials co-operatives. What to do about JackOselationship to
Roz was harder to figure out. Eva was a physicist, and had never paid
much attention to the theories of Nora Sobieskiand the other founders. It
wasnOtas though a man taking an interest in his daughterOsupbringing
was necessarilyunnatural. But Eva realized that, just like her with Carey,
out of his fear of losing Roz, Jackran the risk of smothering her. Keep
your sonclosejet your daughtergo. whether Jackcould seeit or not, it was
time for Roz to begin to find her own place in the world.

Jack had taken to bringing home chard, romaine lettuce, and carrots
from the gardens. He brought a potted juniper for the balcony where
they ate their meals. There one night at dinner Eva suggestedto Jackthat
Roz move out.

Jack looked frightened. OSheOs only fourteen, Eva.O

Olf she doesnObegin to break free now she will have a much harder
time later.O

Olunderstand that. 1tOsustNitOs not the way she grew up. She and |
havenOtbeen here that long. And withNwith Carey gone E Ohis voice
trailed off.

Eva watched him. OJack, know IOvebeen distant. | know itOsbeen
hard for you. If you donOtwant to be alone with me, I0llunderstand. |
just hope you wonOt live with Roz.O

OFor pityOs, Eva! DonOt you believe in love?0

She was taken aback. OOf course | do.O She poked her fork at her
salad.

OWell, | love Roz. | loveE | love you.O
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Eva felt out of her depth. What did he mean when he said the word
love? Shelooked into JackObandsome face:blue eyes,curly bronze hair,
square jaw. How much, when he looked so hurt, he reminded her of
Carey. Jack watched her intently. He was trying to communicate
something, but she had no idea what it was.

Olknow you love us,OEva said. OThatOrot the question. But if Roz is
ever going to fit in here, she needsto begin to network E | might even
say the same for you.O

ONetwork.O He sat still as a stone.

He acted so wounded; he was putting her on the spot. Was this about
sex?0l0mmot trying to push you away, Jack.ltOsot me whoOseen turn-
ing away every night in bed.O

Ol realize that,O he said defensively. Ol thought that you were still
grieving for Carey.O

God, shewas no good at this interpersonal stuff. Shelooked away. She
tried the salad grown from the gardens he and his team had planted.
OLet me handle my grief in my own way,O she said.

He said nothing. He seemedmore sad than angry. They ate in silence.
After a while he asked her, OHowOs the salad?0

OThebest IOveever tasted. And the pine nutsNare they from the new
trees?0

OYes,O he said.

OThe juniper smells wonderful.O

OItOs yours,O he said. Ol grew it for you.O

Transformation

When Roz told Jack about CareyOsplans to meet the First Imprints
Club, Jackpicked up CareyOsgpressure suit. He laid the suit on the floor,
adjusted it sothat the locator lay flat against the concrete,and ground his
heel into it until the chip snapped. OOkay,OJack said. OYou take his
things and lose them some place on the surface where theyOlinever be
found.O

Roz knew that JackOseal reason for rushing her out was to keep her
from seeinghim dispose of CareyO$ody. Shedid not object. She stuffed
CareyOg<lothes into the suit, sealedit up and, while her father turned
back to the body, headed for the airlock.

OWait,O Jack said. OTake this.O

Fearfully, sheturned. Jackhad taken something from CareyOsand. It
was CareyOs ring.
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Sheshoved the ring inside her own suit, then hurried through the air-
lock onto the lunar surface.

The shadows of lunar afternoon lay precisely as they had when she
had entered the lab an hour before, a girl seeking to apologize to her
dad. Between then and now, something had broken.

Jackhad looked so surprised, so guiltyNso old. The skin beneath his
eyeswas dark and papery, asif he hadnOtslept in a week. Had he looked
this tired when she had argued with him in the plaza? It made her won-
der just what had beengoing on all this time. How could Jackkill Carey?
Had he been so near to breaking all along? As she shuffled acrossthe
humped, dusty surface, Roz fought to keep from crying again at the aw-
fulness of CareyOs death and the precariousness of their situation.

For most of her life, it had beenjust her and her father. RozOsnother
Helen had been a graduate student in plant pathology when Jack met
her at Purdue. RozOdirst memory was of sitting in the bathtub as her
mom taught her to count on her toes. When Roz was six, her motherOsdn-
creasing bouts of depression broke up the marriage. Helen had custody
of Roz for more than a year before Jack rescued her, and Roz re-
membered that year vividly: afternoons hanging out with the kids in the
neighboring apartment, suppers of corn flakes, Helen coming back from
her classesunhappy, Roz trying to wake Helen to get her to work in the
mornings, Helen shouting at Jackevery time he cameto pick Roz up for
visits. When Jack had stolen Roz away, though he never said anything
bad about Helen, Roz felt that she would never miss her mother again.

Now Roz wished she knew where Helen was, what she was doing at
just that moment. What had shegone through when she was fourteen?
Nothing as bad as this.

As she moved away from Fowler acrossthe lunar surface, Roz tried to
stay to the shadows. But there was little chance of anyone spotting her.
What she needed to do was lose CareyOssuit somewhere that nobody
was likely to find it for thirty or forty years.

It should not be so hard. These were the rumpled highlands, a land-
scape of hills, ridges, craters, and ejecta. Around the colony the ground
was scuffed with a million bootprints. Roz hid hers among them, boun-
cing along below the eastern rim of Fowler.

Shethen struck off along a side track of footprints that aimed north-
east.A couple of kilometers along, she broke off from the path and made
a long leap to a rock scarp uncovered with dust. She landed clumsily

but safe, and left no boot marks. She proceeded in this direction for
some distance, aiming herself from rock to rock to leave asfew footprints
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as possible. The short horizon made Roz feel as if she was a bug on a
plate, nearing the edge of the world. She kept her bearings by periodic-
ally noting some point ahead and behind so that she would not get lost.
That was the biggest danger of surface hopping, and the source of the
rule against ever doing it alone. It would be easyto explain CareyOslis-
appearance as an intoxicated boy getting lost and running out of air. A
broken radio, a faulty locator.

A kilometer on, Roz found a pit behind a group of ejecta boulders.
Deep in the shadow on the north side of the largest, she dug away the
top layer of regolith and stuffed the suit into the pit. Sheshoved the dirt
back over the suit. By the time she was done, her hands were freezing.
She stood back on a boulder and inspected the spot. She had kept most
of the scuffs sheOdcreated to the shadows, which would not change
much for some time in the slow lunar day. Roz headed back along the
path she had come, rock to rock, taking long strides in the low gravity
until she met the traveled path again. Up above her, a third of the way
across the black sky from the sun, angry Mars gleamed beside Jupiter
like an orange eye.

Her air supply was in the red when she reached FowlerOsnorth lock.
Shewas able to passthrough without seeinganyone;the festival was still
going strong.

Roz stowed her suit in an empty locker, set the combination, and
walked back around the rim road toward EvaOsapartmentNthe long
way, making a three-quarter circuit of the crater. On the southeast slope
she stopped and watched the lights of the festival. When she finally got
home, she found an empty glasssitting on the living room floor, and the
door to Jack and EvaOgoom was closed. She went to her own room,
closed her door, undressed. There she found CareyOsing in her pocket,
warm from the heat of her own body.

Through all of EvaOsjuizzing of Roz the next morning, Jacksat drink-
Ing juice, ignoring them both. Roz was stunned by how calm he looked.
What went on inside? She had never thought that there might be things
going on inside her father that were not apparent on the surface.

Then the searches began. Over and over Roz had to retell her story

of parting with Carey at the festival. At just what time had she last
seen Carey? What had Carey said? In what direction had Carey gone?
Jackthrew himself into the OsearchONbutwhenever Roz looked at him,
she saw that he was watching her.

As the searchstretched beyond the first days, CareyOdriends came up
and sympathized with Roz. For the first time kids who had held her at
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armsQength confided in her. They shared their shock and grief. Roz sup-
posed that, from the outside, her own terror looked like shock. Colony
security used volunteers from the school in the searches,and Roz took
part, though never in the northeast quadrant. Every time one of the
parties returned she was petrified that they would have CareyOpressure
Suit.

Near the end of the third day, Roz was sitting in the apartment, clutch-
ing CareyOsing in her hand, when Jackbrought Eva back with him. Eva
was so sick Jackalmost had to prop her up. Jackfed Eva, made her take
some pills and go to sleep. He came out of their room and shut the door.

OWhat happened?O Roz asked.

Jackpulled Roz away from the door. Olcaught Eva on the edge of a
precipice. | think she was about to jump off.O

OOh, Jesus! What are we going to do?0

OSheOll be okay after she gets some rest. We need to take care of her.O

OTake care of her! We killed her son!O

OKeep your voice down. Nobody killed anyone. It was an accident.O

Ol donOt think | can stand this, Dad.O

OYouOraloing fine, Roz. | need you to be my strong girl. Just act
normal.O

Justact normal. Roz tried to focus on school. The hockey game against
Shackleton was postponed, but the practices continued. When it became
obvious that Carey wasnOtcoming back, Maryjane moved up to take
CareyOplace in RozOdine. At night Roz squeezedher eyesshut, pressed
her palms against them to drive thoughts of CareyO$ody from her ima-
gination. She would not talk to Jack about it, and in his few hurried
words with her he never spoke of that night.

Roz hated hearing the sound of JackOsoice when he talked to Eva or
anyone else, so casually modulated, sosane Just act normal. When he
spoke with Roz his voice was edged with panic. Roz vowed that she
would never in her life have two voices.

Maybe Eva had two voices, too. After the searcheswere ended, Eva
seemed distressingly normal. Roz could tell Eva was upset only by the
firmness with which she spoke, as if she were thinking everything over
two or three times, and by the absolute quality of her silences.

At first Roz was afraid to be around Eva, she seemedso in control. Yet
Roz could tell that at some level Eva was deeply wounded in away she
could not seein Jack.The only word Roz could think of to describe Eva
was a word so absurdly old fashioned that she would have been
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embarrassed to say it aloud: noble. Eva was the strongest person Roz
had ever met. It made Roz want to comfort herNbut Roz was too afraid.

The weeks passed,and they resumed a simulation of ordinary life. Eva
took an interest in Roz that she had not while Carey was still alive. For
RozOsecond-semesterpracticum, Eva arranged for Roz to work success-
ive months in the colonyOgour materials co-operatives, Air, Water, Agri-
culture, and Fabrication. Roz was glad to spend more time out of the
apartment.

With Air, Roz worked outside in the southwest industrial area, help-
ing move lunar regolith to the grinder. Various trace elements, including
the H3zused in fusion reactors, were drawn off and saved. After grinding,
the regolith was put in areduction chamber with powdered graphite and
heated to produce carbon monoxide, which was reintroduced to the
regolith in a second chamber to produce CO2. The carbon dioxide was
separated by a solar-powered electrochemical cell. The carbon was re-
cycled as graphite, and the O2liquefied. The excesswas sold to other
lunar colonies or traded for nitrogen.

With Water, she worked at the far end of the ice cavern, where the ice
was crushed, vaporized, distilled, and refrozen. Some of the water was
electrolyzed to provide oxygen and carbon, a rare element on the moon.

With Agriculture she shoveled sheep and guinea-pig shit, and moved
chicken wastes to recycling for fertilizer.

With Fabrication shedid quality control for the anhydrous production
of fiberglass cablescoated with iron. Any contamination of the fiberglass
with water would compromise its strength and durability. Structural ma-
terials were one of the colonyOs other major exports.

Everything she learned during her practicum was so logical.
Everything she felt when she was in the apartment with Eva and her
father was insane. While she worked, when she could forget the expres-
sion on JackOface when sheOdound him standing above CareyOsiaked
body, the colony felt like home. But the minute she thought about the
place that was supposed to be her home, she felt lost. Looking down
from the balcony of their apartment on the interior of the crater, she saw
the spire that supported the dome as a great tree spreading over the
CousinsQives. Behind her she heard Jackand EvaOsoices, so human, so
mysterious.

Eva quizzed Roz every few days about the practicum. Becausethey
spoke only about the practical issues of running the Society, these con-
versations were a relief to Roz. Shethought they were arelief for Eva as
well. Roz could ask any question, as long as it was about engineering.
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Evawould lean next to Roz over the tablet and click through diagrams of
chemical syntheses, twisting the ends of her hair in her fingers.

One evening as they were going through one of these sessions,Jack
got mad at them, complaining about noise or something. Afraid that he
might say something that would make Eva suspicious, Roz went with
him for a walk to talk over what was bothering him. When shetold him
she was thinking of moving out, he threatened to tell Eva what had
happened to Carey. His paranoia was so sharp in the air that she could
smell it. She begged him to be quiet.

Roz realized that she was trapped. It would be safer for her and Jack
both if she moved out of the apartment. Raisa was still looking for a
roommate, and it would only be the matter of afew days for her to make
the arrangements and move her things. But there was nothing she could
do.

One day late in RozOgpracticum, Eva called her to the Fabrication re-
searchlab. Roz realized that it was not an accident that the last stop on
her practicum tour was Fabrication, and the last stop at Fabrication was
research, EvaOsown area. Roz had a sudden dread that Eva knew
something, that ever since the festival she had been setting a trap, which
was about to spring.

Like the biotech lab that her father worked in, in the interests of pre-
venting contamination the nanotech lab was separated from the colony.

At the end of the northwest lava tube, Roz suited up and passed
through a lock onto the surface. It was months since CareyOslisappear-
ance,and full night now. Mars and Jupiter were no longer visible; Venus
shone brightly on the horizon. Shefollowed a string of lights to the lab,
entered, and pulled off her suit.

Eva met her at the check-in. OThankyou for coming, Roz. Follow me. |
want to show you the Quantum Non-destructive Scanner Array.O

The QNSA lab was the largest in the facility. The scannerlooked like
nothing so much as a huge blue marble, the size of an elephant, divided
at the equator. Eva had the technicians lift the upper hemisphere to ex-
pose the target area. OWhatwe do here is pull a fast one on the universe.
We bypass the uncertainty principle on the subatomic level by measur-
ing test subjects at below the Planck-Wheeler length.O

Ol donOt know that much physics,0 Roz said.

Eva put her hand on RozOshoulder. Despite the affectionate gesture,
she was not smiling. OWeOve made huge strides in the last six months.O

OWhatOs it for?0
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OThereare a hundred purposesNsome of them quite revolutionary.
On the most basic level, if we can scanto sufficient accuracy, and if the
assembler team can succeed in producing a programmable assembler
that can use the scanNthen we will have created the most flexible manu-
facturing system in history. Any object we scan could be duplicated in
the assembler.O

OlsnOt that expensive?0

OSmartgirl. Yes,it is very expensiveNof technology, energy, and time.
It doesnOmake economic senseto use a system like this to manufacture
simple things, like, say, an electric motor. That would be like running an
MRI to check whether thereOgum in your pocket. But for more complic-
ated thingsNorganic compounds, for instanceNit holds fascinating pos-
sibilities. Let me show you something.O

Shetook Roz into a side room separated by a large window from the
lab. In the corner was a refrigerator. From it Eva took out two apples.
She handed them to Roz. OWhat do you think of these?O

Roz looked them over. They were the same size, the same shape. Both
felt cool in her palms. In fact, they felt exactly alike. Shelooked at them
more closely. There was a spray of freckles near the stem of the apple in

her right hand. Sheheld the other next to it, turned it until they were
in the same position. An identical spray of freckles marked the second
apple.

OTheyOre the same.O

OYesNow compare this.OEva pulled athird apple from the refrigerat-
or. This one was past its prime; its skin was darker and softer, and it
smelled sweet. Yet it had exactly the same pattern of freckles asthe other
two.

OAll three of these apples were assembled from the same quantum
scan. We scanned the original apple six months ago. Thesetwo apples
were assembled from the QNS yesterday, the other a week ago. If we
load the right raw materials into the assembler, we can create as many
identical apples as we like.O

OThatOs amazing!O

OYes.Though itOstoo expensive a way to make apples. In fact, there
arenOtmany things that would justify the expense of reproduction by
QNSA.O

Eva took the apples back. Sheput the old one and one of the new ones
back into the refrigerator. Then she polished the third on her sleeve and
took a bite of it. Chewing, she handed it to Roz. OTry it.O
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Roz took a bite. It tasted crisp and tart. Another lab worker came in
and got a squeeze bottle out of the refrigerator. He nodded to Eva,
smiled at Roz, and went out.

Olhoped at first that | might get over the loss of Carey,OEva said. She
looked through the window at the big blue marble. Oltold myself that he
was only one person, that we all die eventually, that it was his reckless-
nessthat had killed him, and | never wanted him to be other than he
was.OShebrushed the back of her hand against her eye. OButa son is not
supposed to die before his mother. Everything looks different afterward.
ItOs all just a collection of atoms.O

Eva turned to Roz. OHow does the apple taste?0

0Go0d.O

OlOnglad. Now, Roz, | want to tell you what 1Omgoing to do. ItOs
something that no oneOver done before. Becauseof that itOsnot a crime
yet, but if it doesnObecome so common as to be ordinary in the future,
IOm sure it will become a crime.O

OWhat are you talking about?0

OSomemonths ago, the project had reached a stage where we could
scan a living organism. We scanned several guinea pigs, even a sheep.
One night, while the lab was empty, | brought Carey here and scanned
him.

OlOvebeen waiting until we worked the bugs out of the assembler.
Three days ago we recreated one of the guinea pigs from a four-
monthold scan. Do you know what that means?O

Roz held her breath. Ol think s0.O

Olf that guinea pig suffers no aftereffects, | am going to reconstitute
Carey. | want you to help me.O

The sky opened up and a torrent of pure joy shot down to fill Roz up.
Shecould not believe it. Shehugged Eva, buried her head against the tall
womanOs breast. It was a miracle. It was the way out.

Fire

Nematodes made up most of the animal life on Earth, by mass, Jackre-
minded himself. They were everywhere. The number of parasitic variet-
iles was minuscule compared to the beneficial ones. Nothing to worry
about.

But his hands itched. And his skin burned.

It had not taken Jacklong to cut up CareyOsody, run it through the
reduction chamber, mince the remains in the crusher, and mix them into
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the project soil. He had hosed down the crusher and the floor of the lab.
Fire, earth, water. Within a week there was nothing left of Carey but his
elemental chemicals in the dirt.

Still, images of Carey were imprinted on the inside of JackOgyelids.
|IOma freakshow, he thought a dozen times eachday, climbing down the
slope to the crater floor, pruning seedlings in the greenhouse, sitting on
the edge of the pool in SobieskiPark. Lying in bed with Eva. Oma lethal
male in a society constructed to prevent males from going lethal. | didnOt
even know it was happening. I0m a fucking maniac and no one can tell.

No one had noticed anythingNat least he didnOtthink they had. He
had a tough afternoon the day they transferred the test soil to the pilot
project site on FowlerOseast slope. He insisted that he amend the soil
himself, plant the junipers with his own hands. He wore protective
gloves.

When Amravati said something about it, he replied quickly, ODonOt
want to take a chance with these new bugs.O

Olfthere are any bugs we donOtknow about, then weOreall in trouble,O
she said.

The seedlings flourished. Growth rates were elevated as much as fif-
teen percent. Within three months the project had progressed enough to
schedule a tour by the Board of Matrons. Eva and the others strolled over
the slopes among the low, fragrant growth. As Eva walked over the
ground that contained all that was left of her only son, a wave of heat
swept over Jack. His face felt flushed; his forehead burned.

The Board approved the project. The next week they voted Amravati a
commendation, with special notice of JackOsontribution. Olf you donOt
watch out, Jack, youOre going to get stuck here,O Hal Keikosson said.

OWhat?0 he said.

Hal smiled at him. Ol mean youOre becoming a Cousin, cousin.O

A Cousin on the outside, a stranger within. There were lots of difficult
aspectsto the aftermath of CareyOgleath, among them the problem of
Eva. For example, despite the fact that, during the search, he had saved
EvaOdife out on the edge of the precipice, it was impossible for him to
touch her in bed. He had discovered how much her eyes were like
CareyOsLying beside her at night, hands burning, pretending to sleep
until he heard EvaOdaint snore, and pretending to sleep after that for
fear of waking her, Jackfelt more alone than he had since he was five
years old. One night he heard Eva stir beside him, rise up on one elbow,
and watch him. He heard her whisper, OlOnsorry. | can do better.OWhat
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did she have to feel sorry about? How could she possibly be asking his
forgiveness?

The colony clinic prescribed a salve for his skin that did nothing but
make him smell like sulfur. IOmthe lunar Mephistopheles, he thought.
He resorted to magic: if some part of Carey was coming back to torment
Jack, maybe bringing Carey home would mollify his ghost. Jack potted
one of the junipers and set it up on their balcony. He fed Eva lettuce
from the greenhouseto seewhat effect it would have on her. It made her
suggest that Roz should move out.

Roz. That was the worst thing, the absolute worst. Jackwas stunned
that Roz had so readily put herself at risk to save him. Though it was, at

some level he had difficulty admitting, immensely gratifying, and re-
moved any doubt he had ever had that sheloved him, now he could not
look at Roz the same way. He was in debt to his daughter, and like a
boulder that they were both chained to, that debt both united and stood
between them at every moment.

When Roz started her practicum in Fabrication, she began to spend
more time with Eva. Jackwatched them joke together asthey sat in the
apartment and went over the stepsin the manufacture of building glass.
Their heads were so close together, RozOsed hair and EvaO$rown. The
skirl of RozOsilly, high-pitched giggle, for some reason, made him want
to cry.

OYou laugh too much,O he said.

They looked up at him, dead silent, identical astonishment on their
faces.

OCanOt you keep quiet?0 he said.

OSorry, Dad,0 Roz muttered. Ol didnOt know | wasnOtallowed to
laugh.O She pushed the tablet away from her. Olhave something | need
to tell you.O

Jack tried to keep the panic out of his voice. OWhatOs that?0

Olthink 1Omgoing to move out. ThereOsin apartment that Raisaand |
can move into opening up in the old section of the south wall.O

ORaisa? | thought you didnOt even like her.O

Olthink | was just projecting; sheOseally a good person. SheOsever
mean.O

Jackwanted to argue, but was intimidated by EvaOgresence.Eva had
put this idea in RozO$ead. OComewith me,Ohe said to Roz. OWeOliake
a walk. Do you mind, Eva? We need to talk this over father to
daughter.O

OGo right ahead.O
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Roz looked sullen, but she came with him. They descended from the
apartment, down the pathway toward the crater floor. The inside of the
dome was a brilliant cloudless sky. On the field below them a harvester
sprayed soybeansinto a hopper truck. Olsthis becauseof Carey?0Jack
asked.

Roz crossed her arms over her chest and looked at her feet. Ol donOt
want to talk about Carey,O she said.

OYou know it was an accident, Roz, INO

Shebounced on her toes and leapt five feet into the air, coming down
well ahead of him. A woman going the other way looked at her and
smiled. Jack hurried to catch up.

Roz still wouldnOtlook at him. Olwill not talk about Carey, Dad. This
isnOtabout him. IOmfourteen, and a Cousins girl at fourteen who wonOt
leave home is sick.O She bounced again.

He didnOtknow what to say. He knew she was lying, that it had to
have something to do with Carey. But he wasnOt going to beg.

OYouOre going to tell Eva the truth,O he said when he caught up.

ODonObe stupid!O Roz said. OlIOvegiven up too much for this. | donOt
want to move again.O

Stupid. The stupid thing was deciding to come here. Ol brought you
here to keep us from drifting apart.O

ODad, did you think | was going to be with you forever?0

He rubbed his palms up and down his forearms, but that only made
the itching worse. OWill you call me?0

OI0Il see you every day.O

Jack stopped following her. Roz continued down the path toward
Sobieski Park, and did not look back.

OWhatdo you think, Carey?Ohe whispered aloud as he watched his
daughter walk away. Olsthis one of those Earth things? One of those
sexual ownership practices?0

Jacktried to imagine what it would be like to be alone with Evain one
of the largest apartments in the colony. Perhapsit would not be so bad.
He could plant a dozen junipers on the balcony. He could prepare all
their meals. Hell, he could bring in a bed of CareyOs soil and sleep in it.

He began meeting Jamira Tamlasdaughter in the sauna at the gym.
They would claim one of the private alcoves and fuck. The heat of the
sauna made him forget his burning skin. There was nothing wrong with
it. There was nothing right about it. Roz was always out. Eva stayed
away even longer at the labs, sometimes not coming back at night until
he was asleep. The mysterious absencesgrew until one night it had been
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a full twenty-four hours since Jackhad last seeneither Eva or Roz. It was
fertile ground for worry. Someonehad found CareyOgpressure suit. Roz
had not hidden it well enough, and now shewas in trouble. Or Eva had
tricked her into an admission. She had broken down, given in to guilt.

His phone rang. He touched the contact on his wristward.

ODad? Can you meet me at Fabrication Research?O

RozOwoice was charged with excitement. He hadnOtheard her sound
so young in months. OWhat is it, Roz?0

OYouwonOtbelieve it. All our troubles are over! WeOreresurrecting
Carey!O

OWhat?0

OTheassembler.| canOtell you more now, someonemight hear. Come
at 0300. If anyone asks, tell them that youOre going somewhere else.O

Ols Eva there?O

OYes. I0ve got to go now. See you at 0300.0

ORo0zNO

He felt sick. Resurrecting Carey? Roz must have told Eva what had
happened.

Still, what could he do but go? Jackpaced the rooms for hours. He left
after somatic midnight. The perimeter road to the north airlock was
guiet; there was a slight breeze,a hum of insects around the lights. He
told the lock attendant that he was going to biotech.

When he sealed up his suit he felt he could not breathe. He checked
the readouts repeatedly, but despite the evidence that nothing was
wrong, he felt stifled. Sweat trickled down his neck into his collar.

Outside the sun hammered down and the glare of the baked surface
hid the stars. He upped the polarization on his faceplate, but still his eyes
hurt. He followed the road from the airlock, between the fields of solar
collectors, to the ramp entrance to the Fabrication Research Lab. He
passedthrough the radiation maze, opened the outer door of the lab air-
lock. When he stripped off his suit his shirt was soaked with sweat. He
wiped his arm acrosshis brow, ran his fingers through his sweaty hair.
He waited. He did not open the inner door.

And if, by some miracle, they did recreate Carey? Roz said that all
their troubles would be over. They could go back to who they were.

Fat chance.He had hoped that coming to the Societywould offer Roz a
freedom that he could not earn for her on Earth. No one on the moon
knew him. And even if he did fail again, among the cousins a fatherOs
faults would not determine how others saw his daughter. Roz could be
herself, not some reflection of him.
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As he stood there, poised before the inner lock door, he had a sudden
memory of Helen, on their honeymoon. On the beachat St. Kitts. Helen
had surprised him by wearing a new bikini, so small that when she
pulled off her shorts and T-shirt she was clearly self-conscious. But
proud, in some way. He remembered feeling protective of her, and
puzzled, and a little sorry. It hit him for the first time that she was fight-
ing her body for his attention, and how sad that must be for herNon the
one hand to know she had this power over him that came simply from
her sexuality, and on the other that she, Helen, was someone completely
apart from that body that drew him like a magnet. For a moment he had
seenhimself from outside. HeOdbeen ashamed of his own sexuality, and
the way it threatened to deform their relationship. Who was she, really?
Who was he?

At the time he had taken her in his arms, smiled, complimented her.
He had felt sure that with time, they would know eachother completely.
How pathetic. After the breakup, he had at least thought that he could
know his daughter. That was why he needed RozNso he could love
someone without sex coming in the way. To love someone without
caring about himself.

How stupid he had been. Whether theyOdcome here or not, inevitably
shewould have seenhim differently, or beendestroyed by trying not to.
Whether heOdkilled Carey or not, Roz would have to fight to escapethe
mirror he held up to her.

With a sick feeling in his gut, he realized he had lost his daughter.

He was so hot. He was burning up. He shut his eyesand tried not to
seeor hear anything, but there was a roaring in his earslike a turbulent
storm, and his eyes burned and flashed like lightning.

He would feel better if he went outside. Instead of opening the inner
airlock door, he put his pressure suit back on and opened the outside
door. It was bright and hot out on the surfaceNbut in the shadows of the
rocks it would be cool. He stepped out of the shadow of the radiation
baffle, up the ramp to the dusty surface. Instead of following the path
back to the colony, he struck off between the rows of solar collectors to-
ward a giant boulder that loomed on the horizon. As he walked, on his
sleeve keyboard he punched in the override code for his suitOspressure
fail-safes.

By the time he had reached the chill shadow of the rock, all that re-
mained between him and relief was the manual helmet release. He
reached up to his neck and felt for the latch. He was so hot. He was burn-
ing up. But soon he would be cool again.

78



Happy Ending

When the indicators showed the airlock was occupied, they waited for
Jackto enter the lab. Instead, after a few minutes the outer door of the
airlock re-opened and he left again. Roz was worried.

OIOm going to see what heOs up to,O she told Eva.

She pulled on her pressure suit and waited the maddening few
minutes it took the lock to recycle. As soon as pressure was equalized
she slid open the outer door and ran up the ramp. There was no sign of
her father on the path back to Fowler. But as she followed the footprints
away from the ramp, she spotted a figure in the distance heading out to-
ward the hills.

Roz hurried after, skipping as fast as she could without lurching off
onto the solar collectors.

When she caught up, he was on his kneesin the shadow of a big rock,
jerking about spasmodically. The strangenessof his motion alarmed her.
Shehad never seenanyone move like that. Before she could reach him he
slowed, stopped, and fell, slowly, onto his side. Calmly, quietly. Lesslike
afall, more like the drift of afeather. Sherushed to his side, and saw that
he had broken the seal on his helmet.

ONo!Oshe screamed, and the sound of her voice echoed in her ears.
JackOgace was purple with broken blood vessels, his eyes bloody. He
was dead.

High-G they called her, becauseshe was so strong, and it was a good
thing, as she carried her fatherOs body back to the fabrication lab.

It was RozOsdea to put JackOsorpse into the assembler,to add the
materials of his body to the atoms used to recreate Carey. There would
be hell to pay with security, but Eva agreed to do it.

The assembly took seven days. When the others at the colony dis-
covered what Eva was doing, there was some debate, but they let

the processcontinue. At the end of the week the fluid supporting the
nanomachines was drained off, revealing CareyOsperfect body. Carey
shuddered and coughed, and they helped him out of the assembler.

To him it was six months earlier, and his mother had just completed
his scan. It took him a long time to accept that he had not fallen into
some dream only seconds after he had been placed in the marble, to
awaken in this vat of warm fluid. He thought he was the original, not the
copy. For all practical purposes he was right.
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Later, asthey were finding a pressure suit they could adapt to CareyOs
size to take him home, he asked Roz, OWhereOs Jack?0

The Juniper Tree

All this happened a long time ago.

Nora Sobieski founded the Society of Cousins to free girls like Roz of
the feeling that they must depend on their fathers or boyfriends for their
senseof self, and incidentally to free boys like Carey of the need to prove
themselves superior to other boys by owning girls like Roz. Girls still go
through infatuations, still fall in love, still feel the influence of men as
well as of women. But Roz and Eva in the end are actually in the same
boatNa boat that does not contain Jack, or even Carey.

The young junipers stand ghostly gray in the night. The air is fragrant
with pi—on. In the thin, clear starlight Roz can seewildflowers blooming
beneath the treesNcolumbine, pennyroyal, groundsel. She sits on the
slope and pulls CareyOsing from her pocket. The ring is fashioned into
the image of two vines that twine around eachother, eachwith no begin-
ning and no end, each eternally separate from the other.

Roz holds the ring in the middle of her palm, wondering if she should
getrid of it at last, knowing that she can never give it back and keep her
fatherOs secret.
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Stories for Men

One

Erno couldnOtget to the club until an hour after it opened, so of course
the place was crowded and he got stuck in the back behind three queens
whose loud, aimless conversation made him edgy.

He was never lessthan edgy anyway, ErnoNa seventeen-year-old bi-
otech apprentice known for the clumsy, earnestintensity with which he
propositioned almost every girl he met.

It was more people than Erno had ever seenin the Oxygen Ware-
house. Even though Tyler Durden had not yet taken the stage, every
table was filled, and people stood three deep at the bar. Rosamund, the
owner, bustled back and forth providing drinks, her face glistening with
sweat. The crush of people only irritated Erno. He had been one of the
first to catch on to Durden, and the roomful of others, some of whom
had probably come on his own recommendation, struck him as
usurpers.

Erno forced his way to the bar and bought a tincture. Tyrus and Sid,
friends of his, nodded at him from acrossthe room. Erno sipped the cool,
licorice-flavored drink and eavesdropped, and gradually his thoughts
took on an architectural, intricate intellectuality.

A friend of his mother sat with a couple of sons who anticipated for
her what she was going to see.OHeOsot just a comedian, heOsa philo-
sopher,Osaid the skinny one. His foot, crossedover his knee, bounced in
rhythm to the jazz playing in the background. Erno recognized him from
a party heOd attended a few months back.

OWe have philosophers,0 the matron said. OWe even have
comedians.O

ONot like Tyler Durden,O said the other boy.

OTyler DurdenNwho gave him that name?0

Ol think itOs historical,O the first boy said.

ONot any history | ever heard,O the woman said. OWhoOs his mother?0O

Erno noticed that there were more women in the room than there had
beenat any performance he had seen.Already the matrons were homing
in. You could not escapetheir sisterly curiosity, their motherly tyranny.
He realized that his shoulders were cramped; he rolled his head to try to
loosen the spring-tight muscles.
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The Oxygen Warehouse was located in what had been a shop in the
commercial district of the northwest lava tube. It was a free-enterprise
zone, and no one had objected to the addition of a tinctures bar, though
some eyebrows had been raised when it was discovered that one of the
tinctures sold was alcohol. The stagewas merely araised platform in one
corner. Around the room were small tables with chairs. The bar spanned
one end, and the other featured a false window that showed a nighttime
cityscape of Old New York.

Rosamund Demisdaughter, whoOdstarted the club, at first booked loc-
al jazz musicians. Her idea was to present ascloseto a retro Earth atmo-
sphere as could be managed on the far side of the moon, where few of
the inhabitants had ever even seenthe Earth. Her clientele consisted of a
few immigrants and a larger group of rebellious young cousins who
were looking for an avant-garde. Erno knew his mother would not ap-
prove his going to the Warehouse, so he was there immediately.

He pulled his pack of fireless cigarettes from the inside pocket of his
black twentieth-century suit, shook out afag, inhaled it into life and ima-
gined himself living back on Earth a hundred years ago. Exhaling a
plume of cool, rancid smoke, he caught a glimpse of his razor haircut in
the mirror behind the bar, then adjusted the knot of his narrow tie.

After some minutes the door beside the bar opened and Tyler Durden
came out. He leaned over and exchanged a few words with Rosamund.
Some of the men whistled and cheered. Rosamund flipped a brandy
snifter high into the air, where it caught the ceiling lights asit spun in the
low G, then slowly fell back to her hand. Having attracted the attention
of the audience, she hopped over the bar and onto the small stage.

ODonOt you people have anything better to do?0 she shouted.

A chorus of rude remarks.

OWelcome to The Oxygen Warehouse,Oshe said. Ol want to say, before

| bring him out, that | take no responsibility for the opinions expressed
by Tyler Durden. HeOs not my boy.O

Durden stepped onto the stage. The audience was quiet, a little
nervous. He ran his hand over his shaved head, gave a boyish grin. He
was a big man, in his thirties, wearing the blue coveralls of an environ-
mental technician. Around his waist he wore a belt with tools hanging
from it, as if heOd just come off shift.

OOMakéove, not warlOCDurden said. ORememberthat one? You got
that from your mother, in the school?1 never liked that one. OMakdove,
not war,CtheyOlltell you. | hate that. | want to make love andwar. | donOt
want my dick just to be a dick. | want it to stand for something!O
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A heckler from the audience shouted, OCanOt it stand on its own?0

Durden grinned. OLetOssk it.O He addressed his crotch. OHey, son!O
He called down. ODonOt you like screwing?0

Durden looked up at the ceiling, his face went simple, and he became
his dick talking back to him. OHiya dad!O he squeaked. OSure,| like
screwing!O

Durden winked at a couple of guys in makeup and lace in the front
row, then looked down again: OBoys or girls?O

His dick: OWhat day of the week is it?0

OThursday.O

ODoesnOt matter, then. ThursdayOs guest mammal day.O

OOutstanding, son.O

OIOm a Good Partner.O

The queers laughed. Erno did, too.

OYou want | should show you?O

ONotnow, son,OTyler told his dick. OYoukeep quiet for a minute, and
let me explain to the people, okay?0

OSure. IOM here whenever you need me.O

OlIOm aware of that.ODurden addressed the audience again.
ORememberwhat Mama says, folks: Keepyour son close;let your semen
goOHe recited the slogan with exaggerated rhythm, wagging his finger
at them, soberasa scolding grandmother. The audience loved it. Some of
them chanted along with the catchphrase.

Durden was warming up. OButis screwing all there is to a dick? | say
no!

OAdick is a sign of power. 1tOsa tower of strength. [tOshe tree of life.
1tOs a weapon. ItOs an incisive tool of logic. [tOs the seeker of truth.

OMamasaysthat being male is nothing more than a performance. You
know what | say to that? Perform this, baby!OHe grabbed his imaginary
cock with both of his hands, made a stupid face.

Cheers.

OButof course, theycanOperform this! | donOtcare how you plank the
genes, Mama donOthave the machinery Not only that, she donOthave
the programming But mama wants to program uswith herhalf-baked
scheme of what women want a man to be. This whole place is about
fucking up our hardwarewith their softwareO

He was laughing himself, now. Beadsof sweat stood out on his scalp
in the bright light.

OMamasays, ODonCGtonfuse your penis with a phallus.OGHe assumed
a female sway of his hips, lifted his chin and narrowed his eyes:just like
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that, he was an archetypal matron, his voice transmuted into a fruity
contralto. OOYegpu boys do have those nice little dicks, but weOrdiving
in a post-phallicsociety. A penis is merely a biological appendage.00O

Now he was her son, responding: OOLike a foot, Mom?00

Mama: OOYes, son. Exactly like a foot.00

Quick as a spark, back to his own voice: OHow many of you in the
audience here have named your foot?0

Laughter, a show of hands.

OButMama saysthe penis is designed solely for the propagation of the
species.Sexgives pleasure in order to encourage procreation. A phallus,
on the other handNwhichever hand you likeNI prefer the leftNO

More laughter.

ONa phallus is an idea, a cultural creation of the dead patriarchy, a
symbolic sheath applied over the penis to give it meanings that have
nothing to do with biologyE .O

Durden seized his invisible dick again. OApply my symbolic sheath,
baby E oohhh, yes, | like itE .O

Erno had heard Tyler talk about his symbolic sheath before. Though
there were variations, he watched the audience instead. Did they get it?
Most of the men seemedto be engaged and laughing. A drunk in the
first row leaned forward, hands on his knees, howling at TylerOsevery
word.

Queers leaned their headstogether and smirked. Facesgleamed in the
close air. But a lot of the menOdaughter was nervous, and some did not
laugh at all.

A few of the women, mostly the younger ones,were laughing. Someof
them seemed mildly amused. Puzzled. Some looked bored. Others sat
stonily with expressions that could only indicate anger.

Erno did not know how he felt about the women who were laughing.
He felt hostility toward those who looked bored: why did you come
here, he wanted to ask them. Who do you think you are? He preferred
those who looked angry. That was what he wanted from them.

Then he noticed those who looked calm, interested, alert yet un-
amused. These women scared him.

In the back of the room stood some green-uniformed constables, male
and female, carrying batons, red lights gleaming in the corner of their
mirror spex, recording. Looking around the room, Erno located at least a
half dozen of them. One, he saw with a start, was his mother.

He ducked behind atall man beside him. Shemight not have seenhim
yet, but shewould seehim sooner or later. For a moment he considered
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confronting her, but then he sidled behind a row of watchers toward the
back rooms. Another constable, her slender lunar physique distorted by
the bulging muscles of a genetically engineered testosterone girl, stood
beside the doorway. Shedid not look at Erno: she was watching Tyler,
who was back to conversing with his dick.

OIOm tired of being confined,OTylerOs dick was saying.

OYou feel constricted?OTyler asked.

He looked up in dumb appeal. OIOm stuck in your pants all day!O

Looking down: Olcan let you out, but first tell me, are you a penis or a
phallus?0

OThatOs a distinction without a difference.O

QAu contraire little man! You havenOt been listening.O

OIOm not noted for my listening ability.O

OSoundslike youOrea phallus to me,OTyler told his dick. OWehave
lots of room for penises, but Mama donOtallow no phalluses Oround
here.O

OLet my people go!O

ONice try, but wrong color. Look, son. ItOs risky when you come

out. You could get damaged. The phallic liberation movement is in its

infancy.O

Ol thought you Cousins were all aboutfreedom.O

Oln theory. In practice, free phalluses are dangerous.O

OWho says?0

OWell,Debra does, and so does Mary, and Sue,and Jaminamost every
time | seeher, and there was this lecture in We-Whine-You-Listen class
last week, and Ramona says so, too, and of course most emphatically
Baba, and then thereOs that bitch Nor& O

Erno spotted his mother moving toward his side of the room. He
slipped past the constable into the hall. There was the restroom, and a
couple of other doors. A gale of laughter washed in from the club behind
him at the climax of TylerOsstory; cursing his mother, Erno went into the
restroom.

No one was there. He could still hear the laughter, but not the causeof
it. His motherOspresence had cut him out of the community of male
watchers as neatly as if she had used a baton. Erno felt murderously
angry. He switched on a urinal and took a piss.

Over the urinal, awindow played a scenein Central Park, on Earth, of
a hundred years ago. A night sceneof a pathway beneath some trees,
trees as large as the largest in Sobieski Park. A line of electric lights on
poles threw pools of light along the path, and through the pools of light
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strolled a man and a woman. They were talking, but Erno could not hear
what they were saying.

The woman wore a dress cinched tight at the waist, whose skirt flared
out stiffly, ending halfway down her calves. The top of her dress had a
low neckline that showed off her breasts. The man wore a dark suit like
ErnoOsThey were completely differentiated by their dress, as if they
were from different cultures, even species. Erno wondered where
Rosamund had gotten the image.

As Erno watched, the man nudged the woman to the side of the path,
beneath one of the trees. He slid his hands around her waist and pressed
his body against hers. Sheyielded softly to his embrace. Erno could not
seetheir facesin the shadows, but they were inches apart. He felt his
dick getting hard in his hand.

He stepped back from the urinal, turned it off, and closed his pants.

As the hum of the recycler died, the restroom door swung open and a
woman came in. Sheglanced at Erno and headed for one of the toilets.
Erno went over to the counter and stuck his hands into the cleaner. The
womanOs presence sparked his anger.

Without turning to face her, but watching in the mirror, he said, OWhy
are you here tonight?0

The woman looked up (she had beenstudying her fingernails) and her
eyes locked on his. Shewas younger than his mother and had a pretty,
heart-shaped face. Ol was curious. People are talking about him.O

ODo you think men want you here?0

Ol donOt know what the men want.O

OYes. ThatOs the point, isnOt it? Are you learning anything?O

OPerhaps.OTha&voman looked back at her hands. OArenOyou Pamela
MegsdaughterOs son?0

OSo she tells me.O Erno pulled his tingling hands out of the cleaner.

The woman used the bidet, and dried herself. She had a great ass.
ODid she bring you or did you bring her?O she asked.

OWebrought ourselves,OErno said. He left the restroom. He looked
out into the club again, listening to the noise. The crowd was rowdier,
and more raucous. The menOsshouts of encouragement were like barks,
their laughter edged with anger. His mother was still there. He did not
want to see her, or to have her see him.

He went back past the restroom to the end of the hallway. The hall
made aright angle into adead end, but when Erno stepped into the bend
he saw, behind a stack of plastic crates, an old door. He wedged the
crates to one side and opened the door enough to slip through.
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The door opened into a dark, dimly lit space.His stepsechoed. As his
eyesadjusted to the dim light he saw it was a very large room hewn out
of the rock, empty exceptfor some racks that must have held liquid-oxy-
gen cylinders back in the early days of the colony, when this place had
been an actual oxygen warehouse. The light came from ancient biolu-
minescent units on the walls. The club must have been set up in this
space years before.

The tincture still lent Erno an edge of aggression, and he called out:
OIOm Erno, King of the Moon!O

ONoooNoooNooon!O the echoes came back, fading to stiliness. He

kicked an empty cylinder, which rolled forlornly afew meters before it
stopped. He wandered around the chill vastness.At the far wall, one of
the darker shadows turned out to be an alcove in the stone. Setin the
back, barely visible in the dim light, was an ancient pressure door.

Erno decided not to mess with itNit could open onto vacuum. He
went back to the club door and slid into the hallway.

Around the corner, two men were just coming out of the restroom,
and Erno followed them as if he were just returning as well. The club
was more crowded than ever. Every open spacewas filled with standing
men, and others sat cross-legged up front. His mother and another con-
stable had moved to the edge of the stage.

ONthe problem with getting laid all the time is, you canOthink!O Tyler
was saying. Ol mean, thereOsonly so much blood in the human body.
ThatOsvhy those old Catholics back on Earth put the lock on the PopeOs
dick. He had an empire to run: the more time he spent taking care of
John Thomas the lesshe spent thinking up ways of getting money out of
peasants.The secretof our moms is that, if they keep that blood flowing
below the belt, it ainOtnever gonna flow back above the shirt collar.
Keeps the frequency of radical male ideas down!O

Tyler leaned over toward the drunk in the first row. OYouknow what
IOm talking about, soldier?O

OYoubet,Othe man said. He tried to stand, wobbled, satdown, tried to
stand again.

OWhere do you work?0O

OLunox.OThe man found his balance. OYouGight, youNO

Tyler patted him on the shoulder. OAn oxygen boy. You know what |
mean, youOreout there on the processing line, and youOrethinking about
how maybe if you were to add a little more graphite to the reduction
chamber you could increase efficiency by 15 percent, and just then Mary
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Ellen Swivelhips walks by in her skintight andNbam!O Tyler made the
face of a man whoOd been poleaxed. OUhNwhat was | thinking of?0

The audience howled.

OForty 1.Q. points down the oubliette. And nothing, NOTHINGOs
gonna change until we get a handle on this! Am I right, brothers?0

More howls, spiked with anger.

Tyler was sweating, laughing, trembling asif charged with electricity.
OKeep your son closePenis, no! Phallus, si

Cheers now. Men stood and raised their fists. The drunk saw ErnoOs
mother at the edge of the stage and took a step toward her. He said
something, and while she and her partner stood irresolute, he put his big
hand on her chest and shoved her away.

The other constable discharged his electric club against the man. The
drunkOsarms flew back, striking a bystander, and two other men surged
forward and knocked down the constable. ErnoOsnother raised her own
baton. More constablespushed toward the stage, using their batons, and
other men rose to stop them. A table was upended, shouts echoed, the
room was hot ashell and turning into ariot, the first riot in the Society of
Cousins in fifty years.

As the crowd surged toward the exits or toward the constables, Erno
ducked back to the hallway. He hesitated, and then Tyler Durden came
stumbling out of the melee. He took a quick look at Erno. OWhat now,
kid?O

OComewith me,OErno said. He grabbed TylerOsarm and pulled him
around the bend in the end of the hall, past the cratesto the warehouse
door. He slammed the door behind them and propped an empty oxygen
cylinder against it. OWe can hide here until the thing dies down.O

OWho are you?0O

OMy name is Erno.O

OWell, Erno, are we sure we want to hide? Out there is more
interesting.O

Erno decided not to tell Tyler that one of the constableswas his moth-
er. OAre you serious?0

OlOmalways serious.ODurden wandered back from the door into the
gloom of the cavern. He kicked a piece of rubble, which soared across
the room and skidded up against the wall thirty meters away. OThis
place must have been here since the beginning. IOmsurprised theyOre
wasting the space. Probably full of toxics.O

OYou think s0?0 Erno said.
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OWho knows?ODurden went toward the back of the warehouse, and
Erno followed. It was cold, and their breath steamed the air. OWho
would have figured the lights would still be growing?O Durden said.

OAwell-established colony can last for fifty years or more,OErno said.
OAslong as thereOsenough moisture in the air. They break down the
rock.O

OYou know all about it.O

Ol work in biotech,O Erno said. OIOm a gene hacker.O

Durden said nothing, and Erno felt the awkwardness of his boast.

They reachedthe far wall. Durden found the pressure door setinto the
dark alcove. He pulled a flashlight from his belt. The triangular yellow
warning signs around the door were faded. He felt around the door
seam.

OWe probably ought to leave that alone,O Erno said.

Durden handed Erno the flashlight, took a pry bar from his belt, and
shoved it into the edge of the door. The door resisted, then with a grating
squeak jerked open a couple of centimeters. Erno jumped at the sound.

OHelp me out here, Erno,O Durden said.

Erno got his fingers around the doorOsedge, and the two of them
braced themselves. Durden put his feet up on the wall and used his legs
and back to get leverage. When the door suddenly shot open Erno fell
back and whacked his head. Durden lost his grip, shot sideways out of
the alcove, bounced once, and skidded acrossthe dusty floor. While Erno
shook his head to clear his vision, Durden sat spread-legged, laughing.
OBingo!O he said. He bounced up. OYou okay, Erno?0

Erno felt the back of his skull. He wasnOt bleeding. OIOm fine,O he said.

OLetOs see what weOve got, then.O

Beyond the door a dark corridor cut through the basalt. Durden
stepped into the path marked by his light. Erno wanted to go back to the
clubNby now things must have died downNbut instead he followed.

Shortly past the door the corridor turned into a cramped lava tube.
Early settlers had leveled the floor of the erratic tube formed by the
draining away of cooling lava several billion years ago. Between walls
that had been erected to form rooms ran a path of red volcanic gravel
much like tailings from the oxygen factory. Foamy irregular pebbles
kicked up by their shoesrattled off the walls. Dead light fixtures broke
the ceiling at intervals. Tyler stopped to shine his light into a couple of
the doorways, and at the third he went inside.

OThismust be from the start of the colony,OErno said. Olwonder why
itOs been abandoned.O
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OKind of claustrophobic.O Durden shone the light around the small
room.

The light fell on a small rectangular objectin the corner. From his belt
Durden pulled another tool, which he extended into a probe.

ODo you always carry this equipment?O Erno asked.

OBeprepared,ODurden said. He setdown the light and crouched over
the object. It looked like a small box, a few centimeters thick. OYouever
hear of the Boy Scouts, Erno?0

OSome early lunar colony?O

ONope. Sort of like the MenOsHouse, only different.O Durden forced
the probe under an edge, and one side lifted as if to come off. OWell,
welllO

He put down the probe, picked up the object. He held it end-on, put
his thumbs against the long side, and opened it. It divided neatly into
flat sheets attached at the other long side.

OWhat is it?O Erno asked.

OltOs a book.O

Ols it still working?O

OThisis an unpowered book. The words are printed right on these
leaves. TheyOre made of paper.O

Erno had seensuch old-fashioned books in vids. Oltmust be very old.
What is it?0

Durden carefully turned the pages. OltOs book of stories.ODurden
stood up and handed the book to Erno. OHere.You keep it. Let me know
what itOs about.O

Erno tried to make out the writing, but without TylerOsflashlight it
was too dim.

Durden folded up his probe and hung it on his belt. He ran his hand
over his head, smearing a line of dust over his scalp. OAre you cold? |
suppose we ought to find our way out of here.Olmmediately he headed
out of the room and back down the corridor.

Erno felt he was getting left behind in more ways than one. Clutching
the book, he followed after Durden and his bobbing light. Rather than
heading back to the Oxygen Warehouse, the comedian continued down
the lava tube.

Eventually the tube ended in another old pressure door. When Durden
touched the key panel at its side, amazingly, it lit.

OWhat do you think?O Durden said.

OWeshould go back,OErno said. OWe canOtknow whether the lock
door on the other side is still airtight. The fail-safes could be broken. We
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could open the door onto vacuum.OHe held the book under his armpit
and blew on his cold hands.

OHow old are you, Erno?0

OSeventeen.O

OSeventeen?0ODurdenOgyes glinted in shadowed eye sockets.
OSeventeen is no age to be cautious.O

Erno couldnOt help but grin. OYouOre right. LetOs open it.O

OMy man, Erno!ODurden slapped him on the shoulder. He keyed the
door open. They heard the whine of a long-unused electric motor. Erno
could feel his heart beat, the blood running swiftly in his veins. At first
nothing happened, then the door beganto slide open. There was a chuff
of air escaping from the lava tube, and dust kicked up. But the wind
stopped assoon asit started, and the door opened completely on the old
airlock, filled floor to ceiling with cratesand bundles of fiberglass build-
ing struts.

It took them half an hour to shift boxesand burrow their way through
the airlock, to emerge at the other end into another warehouse, this one
still in use. They crept by racks of construction materials until they
reached the entrance, and sneaked out into the colony corridor beyond.

They were at the far end of North Six, the giant lava tube that served
the industrial wing of the colony. The few workers they encountered on
the late shift might have noticed ErnoOs suit, but said nothing.

Erno and Tyler made their way back home. Tyler cracked jokes about
the constablesuntil they emerged into the vast open spaceof the domed
crater that formed the center of the colony. Above, on the huge dome,
was projected a night starfield. In the distance, down the rimwall slopes
covered with junipers, acrossthe crater floor, lights glinted among the
trees in Sobieski Park. Erno took a huge breath of air, fragrant with
pi—on.

OTheworld our ancestorsgave us,OTyler said, waving his arm asif of-
fering it to Erno.

As Tyler turned to leave, Erno called out impulsively, OThatwas an
adventure!O

OThe first of many, Erno.OTyler said, and jogged away.

Celibacy Day

On Celibacy Day, everyone gets a day off from sex.
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Someprotestthis practice but they arerelatively few. Most mentakeit asan
opportunity to retreatto the informal MenO$lousesthat, thoughthey haveno
statutory sanction, sprang up in the first generation of settlers.

In the MenO#louse menandboystalk aboutwhatit is to beaman,aloverof
othermenand women,a fatherin a world wherefatherhoods no morethan a
biologicalconcept.They complainabouttheir lot. Theytell vile jokesand sing
songs.Theywrestle.Theygossip.Heterosand queersand everyondn between
comparespeculationson what they think womenreally want, and whetherit
matters. They try to figure out what a true man is.

As a boy Erno would go to the MenO$Housewith his motherOsurrent part-
ner or oneof the othermeninvolvedin the householdSomeof the mentaught
him things. He learnedaboutmasturbation,and cross-checksnd Micro Lan-
guage Theory.

But no matter how welcomingthe men were supposedo be to eachoth-
erNand theytalkedaboutbrotherhoodill the timeNthere wasalwaysthat little
edgewhen you met anotherboy there, or that necessarywarinesswhen you
talkedto an adult. Men cameto the MenO#1ouseto spendtime togetherandre-
mind themselvesf certaincongruenciedyut only a crazypersornwould want to
live solely in the company of men.

Two

The founders of the Society of Cousins had a vision of women asinde-
pendent agents, freethinkers forming alliances with other women to cre-
ate a social bond so strong that men could not overwhelm them. Solidar-
ity, sisterhood, motherhood. But ErnoOsmother was not like those wo-
men. Those women existed only in history vids, sitting in meeting
circles, laughing, making plans, sure of themselves and complete.

ErnoOsnother was a cop. Shehad a copOsquinty eyesand a copOsus-
picion of anyone who stepped outside of the norm. Shehad a copOdack
of imagination, except as she could imagine what people would do
wrong.

Erno and his mother and his sister Celeste and his Aunt Sophie and

his cousins Lena and Aphra, and various men, some of whom may
have been fathers, some of them Good Partners, and others just men,
lived in an apartment in Sanger,on the third level of the northeast quad-
rant, a small place looking down on the farms that filled the floor of the
crater they called Fowler, though the real Fowler was a much larger
crater five kilometers distant.
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Erno had his own room. He thought nothing of the fact that the girls
had to sharearoom, and would be forced to move out when they turned
fourteen. Keepyour sonclosejet your daughtergo went the aphorism Tyler
had mocked. ErnoOsmother was not about to challenge any aphorisms.
Erno remembered her expression as she had stepped forward to arrest
the drunk: sadthat this man had forced her to this, and determined to do
it. She was comfortable in the world; she saw no need for alternatives.
Her cronies came by the apartment and shared coffee and gossip, and
they were just like all the other mothers and sisters and aunts. None of
them were extraordinary.

Not that any of the men Erno knew were extraordinary, either. Except
Tyler Durden. And now Erno knew Durden, and they had spent a night
breaking rules and getting away with it.

Celeste and Aphra were dishing up oatmeal when Erno returned to
the apartment that morning. OWherewere you?Ohis mother asked. She
looked up from the table, more curious than upset, and Erno noticed a
bruise on her temple.

OWhat happened to your forehead?O Erno asked.

His mother touched a hand to her forehead, asif she had forgotten it.
She waved the hand in dismissal.

OTherewas trouble at a club in the enterprise district, O Aunt Sophie
said. OThe constables had to step in, and your mother was assaulted.O

Oltwas a riot!O Lena said eagerly. OThereOgoing to be a big meeting
about it in the park today.O Lena was a month from turning fourteen,
and looking forward to voting.

Erno satdown at the table. As he did so he felt the book, which he had
tucked into his belt at the small of his back beneath his now rumpled suit
jacket. He leaned forward, pulled a bowl of oatmeal toward him, and
took up a spoon. Looking down into the bowl to avoid anyoneOgyes,he
idly asked, OWhatOs the meeting for?0

OOneof the rioters was knocked into a coma,OLena said. OThesocial
order committee wants this comedian Tyler Durden to be made
invisible.O

Erno concentrated on his spoon. OWhy?0

OYou know about him?O his mother asked.

Before he had to think of an answer, Nick Farahsson, his motherOs
partner, shambled into the kitchen. OLord, Pam, donOtyou pay attention?
ErnoOs one of his biggest fans.O

His mother turned on Erno. Ols that s0?0
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Erno looked up from his bowl and met her eyes.Shelooked hurt. OlOve
heard of him.O

OHeard of him?0 Nick said. OErno, | bet you were there last night.O

Ol betyou werenOt there,O Erno said.

Nick stretched. OldonOtneed to hear him. | have no complaints.O He
came up behind ErnoOsmother, nuzzled the nape of her neck, and
cupped her breast in his hand.

Sheturned her face up and kissed him on the cheek. Olshould hope
not.O

Lena made a face. OHeteros.l canOwait until | get out of here.OShe
had recently declared herself a lesbian and was quite judgmental about
it.

OYouOdetter get to your practicum, Lena,OAunt Sophie said. OLet
your aunt take care of her own sex life.O

OThisguy Durden is setting himself up for a major fall,O said Nick.
OSmells like a case of abnormal development. WhoOs his mother?0

Erno couldnOtkeep quiet. OHedoesnOhave a mother. He doesnOheed
one.O

OParthenogenesis,@unt Sophie said. Ol didnOtthink it had been per-
fected yet.O

Olf they ever do, what happens to me?0 Nick said.

OYouhave your uses.CErnoOsnother nudged her shoulder against his
hip.

OYoutwo can go back to your room,0 Aunt Sophie said. OWeOltake
care of things for you.O

ONo need.ONick grabbed a bowl of oatmeal and sat down. OThank
you, sweetheart,Ohe said to Aphra. OlcanOseewhat this guyOsproblem
is.0

ODoesnGOit bother you that you canOwote?OErno said. OWhatOsair
about that?0

Ol donOt want to vote,O Nick said.

OYouOre a complete drone.O

His mother frowned at him. Erno pushed his bowl away and left for
his room.

OYouOre the one with special tutoring!O
Lena called. OThenice clothes. What work do you do?0

OShutup,OErno said softly, but his earsburned.

He had noth-
ing to do un-
til his 1100biotech tutorial, and he didnOteven have to go if he didnOtwant to. Lena v
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year peak, with radi-

ation warn-

ingsis-

sued for-

all sur-

faceactiv-

ity. Erno called up the calen-

dar. There it was: a discus-

sion on Tyler Dur-

den was sched-

uled in the amphitheat-

er at 1600.Linked was avid of the ri-

ot and a for-

um for open citizen com-

ment. A cousin named Tashi Yokiosson had beenclubbed in the fight
and was in a coma, undergoing nanorepair.

Erno didnOt know him, but that didnOt prevent his anger. He con-
sidered calling up Tyrus or Sid, finding out what had happened to them,
and telling them about his adventure with Tyler. But that would spoil
the secret,and it might get around to his mother. Yet he couldnOtlet his
night with Tyler go uncelebrated. He opened his journal, and wrote a
poem:

Going outside the crater

finding the lost tunnels

of freedom

and male strength.

Searching with your brother
shoulder to shoulder

like men.

Getting below the surface

of a stifling society

sounding your XY shout.
Flashing your colors

like an ancient Spartan bird
proud, erect, never to be softened
by the silent embrace of woman
No females aloud.
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Not bad. It had some of the raw honesty of the Beats.He would read it
at the next meeting of the Poets@lub. He saved it with the four hundred
other poems he had written in the last year: Erno prided himself on be-
ing the most prolific poet in his class.He had already won four Laurel
Awards, one for bestLyric, one for best Sonnet,and two for best Villan-
elleNplus a Snappie for bestlimerick of 2097.He was sure to make Bard
at an earlier age than anyone since Patrick Maurasson.

Erno switched off the screen, lay on his bed, and remembered the
book. He dug it out from under his discarded clothes. It had a blue cov-
er, faded to purple near the binding, made of some sort of fabric. Em-
bossedon the front was a torch encircled by a laurel wreath. He opened
the book to its title page: Storiesfor Men, OAn Anthology by Charles
Grayson.O Published in August 1936, in the United States of America.

As afan of Earth culture, Erno knew that most Earth societiesused the
patronymic, sothat Gray, GraysonOsiaming parent, would be a man, not
a woman.

Stories for men. The authors on the contents page were all menN ex-
cept perhaps for odd names like ODashiell. ODespite ErnoOsinterest in
twentieth-century popular art, only a couple were familiar. William
Faulkner he knew was considered a major Earth writer, and he had seen
the name Hemingway before, though he had associatedit only with a
style of furniture. But even assuming the stories were all written by men,
the title said the book was stories for men, not stories by men.

How did a story for a man differ from a story for a woman? Erno had
never considered the idea before. He had heard storytellers in the park,
and read books in schoolNMurasaki, Chopin, Cather, Ellison, Morrison,
Ferenc, Sabinsdaughter. As a child, he had loved the Alice books,
and Flatland and Maria HidalgoOskidsOstories, and Seuss.None seemed
particularly male or female.

He supposed the Cousins did have their own stories for men. Nick
loved interactive serials, tortured romantic tales of interpersonal angst
setin the patriarchal world, where men struggled against injustice until
they found the right women and were taken care of. Erno stuck to po-
etry. His favorite novel was Tawanda TamikasdaughterOsThe Dark
Blood\the story of a misunderstood young CousinOsstruggles against
his overbearing mother, climaxed when his father miraculously reveals
himself and brings the mother to heel. At the MenOsHouse, he had also
seenhis share of pornNthrillers set on Earth where men forced women
to do whatever the men wanted, and like it.
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But this book did not look like porn. A note at the beginning promised
the book contained material to Ointerest,or alarm, or amuse, or instruct,
orNand possibly most important of allNentertain you.OErno wondered
that Tyler had found this particular 160-year-old book in the lava tube. It
seemed too unlikely to be coincidence.

What sort of things would entertain an Earthman of 1936?Erno turned
to the first story, OThe Ambassador of PokerO by OAchmed Abdullah.O

But the archaic text was frustratingly passiveNnothing more than
black type physically impressed on the pages, without links or explana-
tions. After a paragraph or so rife with obscure cultural refer-
encesNOcordovan brogues,OOknickerbockers,0OCounty Sligo,0Oafour-
in-handONErnoOsnight without sleep caught up with him, and he dozed
off.

Heroes

Why doesa manremainin the Societyof Cousins,whenhewould havemuch
more authority outside of it, in one of the other lunar colonies, or on Earth?

For one thing, the sex is great.

Men arevaluedfor their sexuality, praisedfor their potency,competedor by
women.From beforepuberty,a boyis schooledby bothmenand womenon how
to give pleasureA manwhocangive suchpleasurehashigh status.He is recog-
nizedandrespectedhroughoutthe colony.He is welcomean any bed.He is ad-
mired and envied by other men.

Three

Erno woke suddenly, sweaty and disoriented, trailing the wisps of a
dream that faded before he could call it back. He looked at his clock:
1530. He was going to miss the meeting.

He washed his face, applied personal hygiene bacteria, threw on his
embroidered jumpsuit, and rushed out of the apartment.

The amphitheater in Sobieski Park was filling as Erno arrived. Five or
six hundred people were already there; other Cousins would be watch-
ing on the link. The dome presented a clear blue sky, and the ring of he-
liotropes around its zenith flooded the air with sunlight. A slight breeze
rustled the old oaks, hovering over the semicircular ranks of seatslike
aged grandmothers. People came in twos and threes, adults and chil-
dren, along the paths that led down from the colony perimeter road
through the farmlands to the park. Others emerged from the doors at the
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base of the central spire that supported the dome. Erno found a seatin
the top row, far from the stage, off to one side where the seatsgave way
to grass.

Chairing the meeting was Debra Debrasdaughter. Debrasdaughter
was atiny sixty-year-old woman who, though she had held public office
infrequently and never for long, was one of the most respected Cousins.
She had been ErnoOgeacher when he was six, and he remembered how
sheOdsat with him and worked through his feud with Bill Grettasson.
Shetaught him how to play forward on the soccerteam. On the soccer
field she had beenfast and sudden as a bug. Shehad a warm laugh and
sharp brown eyes.

Down on the stage, Debrasdaughter was hugging the secretary. Then
the sound person hugged Debrasdaughter. They both hugged the secret-
ary again. A troubled-looking old man satdown in the front row, and all
three of them got down off the platform and hugged him. He brushed
his hand along DebrasdaughterOghigh, but it was plain that his heart
wasnOt in it. She kissed his cheek and went back up on the stage.

A flyer wearing red wings swooped over the amphitheater and soared
back up again, slowly beating the air. Another pair of flyers was racing
around the perimeter of the crater, silhouetted against the clusters of
apartments built into the crater walls. A thousand meters above his head
Erno could spy a couple of others on the edge of the launch platform at

the top of the spire. As he watched, squinting against the sunlight, one
of the tiny figures spread its wings and pushed off, diving down, at first
ever so slowly, gaining speed, then, with a flip of wings, soaring out
level. Erno could feel it in his own shoulders, the stressthat maneuver
put on your arms. He didnOt like flying. Even in lunar gravity, the
chances of a fall were too big.

The amplified voice of Debrasdaughter drew him back to the amphi-
theater. OThank you, Cousins, for coming,O she said. OPleasecome to
order.O

Erno saw that Tyler Durden had taken a seat off to one side of the
stage. He wore flaming red coveralls, like a shout.

OA motion has been made to impose a decree of invisibility against
Thomas Marysson, otherwise known as Tyler Durden, for a period of
one year. We are met here for the first of two discussions over this mat-
ter, prior to holding a colony-wide vote.O

Short of banishment, invisibility was the colonyOsmaximum social
sanction. Should the motion carry, Tyler would be formally ostracized.
Tagged by an Al, continuously monitored, he would not be
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acknowledged by other Cousins. Should he attempt to harm anyone, the
Al would trigger receptors in his brain stem to put him to sleep.

OThismotion was prompted by the disturbances that have ensued asa
result of public performances of Thomas Marysson. The floor is now
open for discussion.O

A very tall woman who had beenwaiting anxiously stood, and asif by
prearrangement, Debrasdaughter recognized her. The hovering mikes
picked up her high voice. Olam Yokio Kumiosdaughter. My son s in the
hospital as a result of this shameful episode. He is a good boy. He is the
kind of boy we all want, and | donOtunderstand how he came to be in
that place. | pray that he recovers and lives to become the good man |
know he can be.

OWemust not let this happen to anyone elseOson. At the very least,
invisibility will give Thomas Marysson the opportunity to reflect on his
actions before he provokes another such tragedy.O

Another woman rose. Erno saw it was Rosamund Demisdaughter.

OWith due respectto Cousin Kumiosdaughter, | donOtbelieve the riot
in my club was TylerOs fault. Her son brought this on himself. Tyler is

not responsible for the actions of the patrons. Sincewhen do we pun-
ish people for the misbehavior of others?

OThe real mistake was sending constables,ORosamund continued.
OWhetheror not the grievances Tyler gives vent to are real or only per-
ceived, we must allow any Cousins to speak their mind. The founders
understood that men and women are different. By sending armed of-
ficers into that club, we threatened the right of those men who came to
see Tyler Durden to be different.O

Oltwas stupid strategy!Osomeone interrupted. OTheycould have ar-
rested Durden easily after the show.O

OArrested him? On what grounds?0O another woman asked.

Rosamund continued. OAdil Al-Hafez said it when he helped Nora
Sobieskiraise the money for this colony: OTheCousins are a new start for
men as much as women. We do not seek to change men, but to offer
them the opportunity to be other than they have been.00

A man Erno recognized from the biotech factory took the floor. OItOall
very well to quote the founders back at us, but they were realists too.
Men aredifferent. Personalized male power has made the history of
Earth one long tale of slaughter, oppression, rape, and war. Sobieskiand
Al-Hafez and the rest knew that, too: the California massacresent them
here. DurdenOs incitements will inevitably cause trouble. This kid

99



wouldnOt have gotten hurt without him. We canOtstand by while the
seeds of institutionalized male aggression are planted.O

OThis is a free-speech issue!O a young woman shouted.

OlItOs not about speech,O the man countered. OltOs about violence.O

Debrasdaughter called for order. The man looked sheepish and sat
down. A middle-aged woman with a worried expression stood. OWhat
about organizing a new round of games?Let them work it out on the
rink, the flying drome, the playing field.O

OWe have games of every description,O another woman responded.
OYou think we can make Durden join the hockey team?0

The old man in the front row croaked out, ODid you seethat game last
week against Aristarchus? They could use a little more organized male
aggression!OThat drew a chorus of laughter from the crowd.

When the noise died down, an elderly woman took the floor. Olhave
been a Cousin for seventy years,O she said. OlOve seen troublemakers.

There will always be troublemakers. But whatOshappened to the Good
Partners? | remember the North tube blowout of O32Sixty people died.
Life here was brutal and dangerous. But men and women worked to-
gether shoulder to shoulder; we shared each otherOgoys and sorrows.
We were good bedmates then. Where is that spirit now?O

Erno had heard such tiresome sermonettes about the old days a hun-
dred times. The discussion turned into a cacophony of voices.

OWhatare we going to do?Osaid another woman. ODeprive men of the
right to speak?0

OMen are already deprived of the vote! How many voters are men?0

OByliving on the colony stipend, men choos@ot to vote. Nobody is
stopping you from going to work.O

OWework already! How much basic sciencedo men do? Look at the
work Laurasson did on free energy. And most of the artists are men.O

ONthey have the time to devote to scienceand art becausefthe materi-
al support of the community. They have the luxury of intellectual
pursuit.O

OAnd all decisions about what to do with their work are made by
women.O

OThedecisions, which will affect the lives of everyone in the society,
are made not by women, but by voters.O

OAnd most voters are women.O

OBackto beginning of argument!O someone shouted. OReloadprogram
and repeat.O
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A smattering of laughter greeted the sarcasm.Debrasdaughter smiled.
OTheseare general issues, and to a certain degree | am content to let
them be aired. But do they bear directly on the motion? What, if any-
thing, are we to do about Thomas Marysson?0

She looked over at Tyler, who looked back at her coolly, his legs
crossed.

A woman in a constableOsiniform rose. OTheproblem with Thomas
Marysson is that he claims the privileges of artistic expression, but heOs
not really an artist. HeOs a provocateur.O

OMost of the artists in history have been provocateurs,O shot back a
small, dark man.

OHe makesme laugh,O said another.

OHeOsmart. Instead of competing with other men, he wants to organ-
ize them. He encourages them to band together.O

The back-and-forth rambled on. Despite DebrasdaughterOsattempt to
keep order, the discussion ran into irrelevant byways, circular argu-
ments, vague calls for comity, and general statements of male and female
grievance. Erno had debated all this stuff a million times with the guys at
the gym. It annoyed him that Debrasdaughter did not force the speakers
to stay on point. But that was typical of a CousinsOmeetingNthey would
talk endlessly, letting every nitwit have her say, before actually getting
around to deciding anything.

A young woman stood to speak, and Erno saw it was Alicia Keikos-
daughter. Alicia and he had shared a tutorial in math, and she had been
the second girl he had ever had sex with.

OOfcourse Durden wants to be seenas an artist,O Alicia said. OThereOs
no mystique about the guy who works next to you in the factory. Who
wants to sleep with him? The truthNO

Ol willlO a good-looking woman interrupted Alicia.

The assembly laughed.

OThe truthNO Alicia tried to continue.

The woman ignored her. She stood, her hand on the head of the little
girl at her side, and addressed Tyler Durden directly. Olthink you need
to get laid!O Sheturned to the others. OSendhim around to me! 1Olltake
care of any revolutionary impulses he might have.O More laughter.

Erno could see AliciaOsshoulders slump, and she sat down. It was a
typical caseof a matron ignoring a young woman. He got up, moved
down the aisle, and slid into a spot next to her.

Alicia turned to him. OErno. Hello.O
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OltOsot your fault they wonOtlisten,O he said. Alicia was wearing a
tight satin shirt and Erno could not help but notice her breasts.

Shekissed him on the cheek. Sheturned to the meeting, then back to
him. OWhat do you think theyOre going to do?0

OTheyOre going to ostracize him, 101l bet.O

Ol saw him on link. Have you seen him?O

Ol was there last night.O

Alicia leaned closer. OReally?Ghe said. Her breath was fragrant, and
her lips full. There was a tactile quality to Alicia that Erno found deeply

sexyNwhen she talked to you she would touch your shoulder or
bump her knee against yours, as if to reassure herself that you were
really there. ODid you get in the fight?O

A woman on the other side of Alicia leaned over. Olfyou two arenOt
going to pay attention, at least be quiet so the rest of us can.O

Erno started to say something, but Alicia put her hand on his arm.
OLetOs go for a walk.O

Erno was torn. Boring or not, he didnOtwant to miss the meeting, but it
was hard to ignore Alicia. She was a year younger than Erno yet was
already on her own, living with Sharon Yasminsdaughter while studying
environmental social work. One time Erno had heard her argue with
Sharon whether it was true that women on Earth could not use elevators
because if they did they would inevitably be raped.

They left the amphitheater and walked through the park. Erno told
Alicia his version of the riot at the club, leaving out his exploring the
deserted lava tube with Tyler.

OEvenif they donOtmake him invisible,O Alicia said, Oyou know that
somebody is going to make sure he gets the message.O

OHe hasnOthurt anyone. Why arenOtwe having a meeting about the
constable who clubbed Yokiosson?O

OTheconstable was attacked. A lot of cousins feel threatened. IOmnot
even sure how | feel.O

OThe Unwritten Law,O Erno muttered.

OThe what?O

OTylerdoes a bit about it. It was an Earth custom, in most of the patri-
archies. The Ounwritten lawOsaid that, if a wife had sexwith anyone oth-
er than her husband, the husband had the right to kill her and her lover,
and no court would hold him guilty.O

OThatOs because men had all the power.O

OButyou just said somebody would send Tyler a message.Up here, if
a man abuses a woman, even threatens to, then the abused womanQOs
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friends take revenge. When was the last time anyone did anything about
that?0

Ol get it, Erno. That must seem unfair.O

OMen donOt abuse women here.O

OMaybe thatOs why.O

Olt doesnOt make it right.O

OYouOre right, Erno. It doesnOt. I0m on your side.O

Erno satdown on the ledge of the pool surrounding the fountains. The
fountains were the pride of the colony: in a conspicuous show of water
consumption the pools surrounded the central spire and wandered be-
neath the parkOstrees. Genetically altered carp swam in their green
depths, and the air was more humid here than anywhere else under the
dome.

Alicia sat next to him. ORemind me why we broke up,O Erno said.

OThingsgot complicated.O She had said the same thing the night she
told him they shouldnOtsleep together anymore. He still didnOt know
what that meant, and he suspected she said it only to keep from saying
something that might wound him deeply. Much as he wanted to insist
that he would prefer her honesty, he wasnOt sure he could stand it.

OlOngoing crazy at home,Ohe told Alicia. OMother treats me like a
child. Lena is starting to act like sheO$etter than me. | do real work at
Biotech, but that doesnOt matter.O

OYouOll be in university soon. YouOre a premium gene hacker.O

OWho says?0 Erno asked.

OPeople.O

OYeahright. And if | am, | still live at home. IOmgoing to end up just
like Nick,O he said, Othe pet male in a household full of females.O

OMaybe something will come of this. Things can change.O

Olf only,O Erno said morosely. But he was surprised and gratified to
have AliciaOsencouragement. Maybe she cared for him after all. OThereOs
one thing, Alicia E | could move in with you.O

Alicia raised an eyebrow. He pressedon. OLikeyou say, I10llbe study-
ing at the university next sessionkE .O

Sheput her hand on his leg. OThereOsot much space,with Sharon and
me. We couldnOt give you your own room.O

OIOm not afraid of sharing a bed. | can alternate between you.O

OYouOre so manly, Erno!O she teased.

Olaim to please,Che said, and struck a pose. Inside he cringed. It was a
stupid thing to say, so much a boy trying to talk big.
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Alicia did a generousthingNshe laughed. There was affection and un-
derstanding in it. It made him feel they were part of some club together.

Erno hadnOtrealized how afraid he was that she would mock him.
Neither said anything for amoment. A finch landed on the branch above
them, turned its head sideways, and inspected them. OYou know, you
could be just like Tyler Durden, Erno.O

Erno startedNwhat did she mean by that? He looked her in the face.
AliciaOseyes were calm and green, flecked with gold. He hadnOtlooked
into her eyes since they had been lovers.

Shekissed him. Then she touched his lips with her finger. ODonOsay
anything. 10l talk to Sharon.O

He put his arm around her. She melted into him.

In the distance the sounds of the debate were broken by a burst of
laughter. OLetOs go back,O she said.

OAll right,O he said reluctantly.

They walked back to the amphitheater and found seatsin the top row,
beside two women in their twenties who joked with each other.

OThis guy is no Derek Silviasson,O one of them said.

OIf he could fuck like Derek, now thatwould be comedy,O said her
blond partner.

Debrasdaughter was calling for order.

OWecannot compel any cousin to indulge in sexagainst his will. If he
choosesto be celibate, and encourages his followers to be celibate, we
canOprevent that without undermining the very freedoms we came here
to establish.O

Nick Farahsson, his face red and his voice contorted, shouted out,
OYoujust said the key wordNfollowers! We donOtneed followers here.
Followers have ceded their autonomy to a hierarchy. Followers are the
tool of phallocracy. Followers started the riot.O Erno saw his mother, sit-
ting next to Nick, try to calm him.

Another man spoke. OWhat a joke! WeOreall a bunch of followers!
Cousins follow customs as slavishly as any Earth patriarch.O

OWhatl donOwnderstand,Osomeonecalled out directly to Tyler, Ois,if
you hate it here so much, why donOtyou just leave? DonOtlet the airlock
door clip your ass on the way out.O

OThis is my home, too,OTyler said.

He stood and turned to Debrasdaughter. Olfyou donOtmind, | would
like to speak.O
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OWeOdbe pleasedto hear what you have to say,ODebrasdaughter said.
The trace of a smile on her pale face made her look girlish despite her
gray hair. OSpeaking for myself, IOve been waiting.O

Tyler ran his hand over his shaved scalp, cameto the front of the plat-
form. He looked up at his fellow citizens, and smiled. Olthink youOve
outlined all the positions pretty clearly sofar. | note that Tashi Yokiosson
didnOtsay anything, but maybe heQllget back to us later. 1tOsbeen a re-
vealing discussion, and now IOdjust like to ask you to help me out with a
demonstration. Will you do this little thing for me?

OlOdike you all to put your hand over your eyes. Like thisNO He
covered his own eyeswith his palm, peeked out. Most of the assembly
did as he asked. OAIl of you got your eyes covered? Good!

OBecause,sweethearts, this is the closest | am going to get to
invisibility.O

Tyler threw his arms wide, and laughed.

OMakeme invisible? You canOseeme now! You donOtrecognize a man
whose word is steel, whose reality is not dependent on rules. Men have
fought and bled and died for you. Men put their lives on the line for
every microscopic step forward our pitiful race has made. NothingOs
more visible than the sacrifices men have made for the good of their
wives and daughters. Yes,women died, tooNbut they were realwomen,
women not threatened by the existence of masculinity.

OYouseethat tower?OTyler pointed to the thousand-meter spire loom-
ing over their heads. Olcan climb that tower! | can fuck every real wo-
man in this amphitheater. | eat a lot of food, drink a lot of alcohol, and
take a lot of drugs. IOmbiggerthan you are. | sweat more. | how! like a
dog. | make noise. You think anyone can make more noise than me?

OOneway or another, Mama, IOmgoing to keep you awake all night!
And you think youOre the girl that can stop me?

OMy Uncle Dick told me when | was a boy, son, donOttake it out un-
less you intend to use it! Well, itOsout and itOsin use! Rim ram god
damn, sonafabitch fuck! It is to laugh. This whole discussionOsheen a
waste of oxygen. IOm real, IOm here, get used to it.

Olnvisible? Justry not to see me.O

Then Tyler crouched and leapt three meters into the air, tucked, did a
roll. Coming down, he landed on his hands and did a handspring. The

second his feet touched the platform, he shot off the side and ran, tak-
ing long, loping strides out of the park and through the cornfields.

A confused murmur rippled through the assembly, broken by a few
angry calls. Many puzzled glances. Some people stood.
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Debrasdaughter called for order. OlOlask the assemblyto calm down,O
she said.

Gradually, quiet came.

OlIOnsure we are all stimulated by that very original statement. | donOt
think we are going to get any farther today, and | note that it is coming
on time for the swing-shifters to leave, so unless there are serious objec-
tions | would like to call this meeting to a close.

OThelaws call for a second open meeting a week from today, followed
by a polling period of three days, at the end of which the will of the
colony will be made public and enacted. Do | hear any further
discussion?0

There was none.

OThenl hereby adjourn this meeting. We will meet again one week
from today at 1600hours. Anyone who wishes to post a statementin re-
gard to this matter may do so at the colony site, where a room will be
open continuously for debate. Thank you for your participation.O

People began to break up, talking. The two women beside Erno, jok-
ing, left the theater.

Alicia stood. OWas that one of his routines?0

TylerOsspeech had stirred something in Erno that made him want to
shout. He was grinning from ear to ear. Olt is to laugh,0 he murmured.

Alicia grabbed ErnoOswrist. Shepulled a pen from her pocket, turned
his hand so the palm lay open, and on it wrote OGilman 334.0

OBefore you do anything stupid, Erno,O she said, Ocall me.O

ODefine stupid,O he said.

But Alicia had turned away. He felt the tingle of the writing on his
hand as he watched her go.

Work

Men areencouragedo applyfor an exemptionfrom the mita: the compulsory
weeklylabor that eachcousindevotedo the supportof the colony. The costof
this exemptionis forfeitureof theright to vote.As artists, writers, artisans,ath-
letes, performers, and especially as

scientistsmenhavean easiempaththan women.Their interestsare supported
to thelimits of the cousins@sourcesBut this is not accordedhe designatiorof
work, and all practicaldecisionsasto what to dowith any creationsof their art
or discoverieshey might makeare left to voters, who are overwhelmingly
women.
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Men whochoosesuchcareersarepraisedaspublic-spiritedvolunteers sacrifi-
cing for the sakeof the community. At the sametime, they live a life of relative
easepursuing their interests.Theycompetavith eachotherfor the attentionsof
women.Theymay exertinfluence but haveno legalresponsibilitiesand no oth-
erresponsibilitieexceptasthey choos¢hem.Theylive like sultans,but without
power. Or like gigolos. Peacocks, and studs.

And thosewho chooseo do work? WorkNah, work is different. Work is
mundanelabor directedtoward support of the colony. Male workersearn no
honors,accumulateno status.And becausenenarealwaysoutnumberedy wo-
menon suchjobs,theyhavelittle chanceofadvancemen a positionof author-
ity. They just canOt get the votes.

OTwenty-Five BucksO

Erno beganto puzzle out some of the Storiesfor Men. One was about a
Oprize-fighterONa man who fought another man with his fists for
money. This aging fighter agreeswith a promoter to fight a younger,
stronger man for Otwenty-five bucks,Owhich from context Erno gathered
was a small sum of money. The boxer spends his time in the ring avoid-
ing getting beatenup. During a pause between the OroundsQof the fight,
the promoter comesto him and complains that he is not fighting hard
enough, and swears he will not pay the boxer if he Otakesa dive.OSoin
the next round the boxer truly engagesin the brutal battle, and within a
minute gets beaten unconscious.

But because this happens immediately after the promoter spoke to
him, in the sight of the audience, the audience assumes the boxer
was told by the promoter to take a dive. They protest. Rather than defend
the boxer, the promoter denies him the twenty-five bucks anyway.

The boxer, unconscious while the promoter and audience argue, dies
of a brain hemorrhage.

The story infuriated Erno. It felt sowrong. Why did the boxer take on
the fight? Why did he allow himself to be beaten so badly? Why did the

promoter betray the boxer? What was the point of the boxerOslying in
the end? Why did the writerNsomeone named JamesT. FarrellNinvent
this grim tale?

Four

A week after the meeting, when Erno logged onto school, he found a
message for him from OEthan Edwards.O It read:
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| saw you with that girl. Cute. But no sex, Erno. IOm counting on
men like you.

Erno sent a reply: OYou promised me another adventure. When?0

Then he did biochemistry (ODelineatethe stepsin the synthesis of hu-
man growth hormoneO)and read Gender & Art for three hours until he
had to get to his practicum at Biotech.

In order to reduce the risk of stray bugs getting loose in the colony, the
biotech factories were located in a bunker separatefrom the main crater.
Workers had to don pressure suits and ride a bus for a couple of kilomet-
ers acrossthe lunar surface. A crowd of other biotech workers already
filled the locker room at the north airlock when Erno arrived.

OTyrustold me youOrefucking Alicia Keikosdaughter, Erno,Osaid Paul
Gwynethsson, whose locker was next to ErnoOsOHewas out flying. He
saw you in the park.O

OSo2Who are you fucking?O Erno asked. He pulled on his skintight.
The fabric, webbed with thermoregulators, sealeditself, the suitOsenvir-
onment system powered up, and Erno locked down his helmet. The hel-
metOsheads-up display was green. He and Paul went to the airlock,
passed their IDs through the reader, and entered with the others. The
exit sign posted the solar storm warning. Paul teased Erno about Alicia
as the air was cycled through the lock and they walked out through the
radiation maze to the surface.

They got on the bus that dropped off the previous biotech shift. The
bus bumped away in slow motion down the graded road. It was late in
the lunar afternoon, probably only a day or so of light before the two-
week night. If a storm should be detected and the alert sounded, they
would

have maybe twenty minutes to find shelter before the radiation flux hit
the exposed surface. But the ride to the lab went uneventfully.

A man right off the cabletrain from Tsander was doing a practicum in
the lab. His name was Cluny. Like so many Earthmen, he was short and
impressively muscled, and spoke slowly, with an odd accent.Cluny was
not yet a citizen and had not taken a Cousins name. He was still going
through training before qualifying to apply for exemption from the mita.

Erno interrupted Cluny as he carried several racks of microenviron-
ment bulbs to the sterilizer. He asked Cluny what he thought of Tyler
Durden.
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Cluny was closemouthed; perhaps he thought Erno was testing him: Ol
think if he doesnOtike it up here, | can show him lots of placeson Earth
happy to take him.O

Erno let him get on with his work. Cluny was going to have a hard
time over the next six months. The culture shock would be nothing next
to the genetic manipulation he would have to undergo to adjust him for
low-G. The life expectancy of an unmodified human on the moon was
forty-eight. No exerciseregimen or drugs could prevent the cardiovascu-
lar atrophy and loss of bone massthat humans evolved for Earth would
suffer.

But the retroviruses could alter the human genome to produce solid
fibrolaminar bonesin 1/6 G, prevent plaque buildup in arteries, ensure
pulmonary health, and prevent a dozen other fatal low-G syndromes.

At the sametime, licensing biotech discoveries was the colonyOsmajor
source of foreign exchange, so research was under tight security. Erno
pressed his thumb against the gene scanner.He had to go through three
levels of clearancesto accessthe experiment he had been working on.
Alicia was rightNErno was getting strokes for his rapid learning in gene
techniques, and already had a rep. Even better, he liked it. He could
spend hours brainstorming synergistic combinations of alterations in
mice, adapting Earth genotypes for exploitation.

Right now he was assigned to the ecological design section under
Lemmy Odillesson, the premiere agricultural genobotanist. Lemmy was
working on giant plane trees. He had a vision of underground bioengin-
eered forests, entire ecosystems introduced to newly opened

lava tubes that would transform dead, airless immensities into habit-
able biospheres. He wanted to live in a city of underground lunar tree
houses.

Too soon ErnoOssix-hour shift was over. He suited up, climbed to the
surface, and took the bus back to the north airlock. As the shift got off, a
figure came up to Erno from the shadows of the radiation maze.

It was a big man in a tiger-striped skintight, his faceplate opaqued.
Erno shied away from him, but the man held his hands, palms up, in
front of him to indicate no threat. He came closer, leaned forward. Erno
flinched. The man took ErnoOsshoulder, gently, and pulled him forward
until the black faceplate of his helmet kissed ErnoOs own.

OHowdy, Erno.O Tyler DurdenOsvoice, carried by conduction from a
face he could not see, echoed like ErnoOs own thought.

Erno tried to regain his cool. OMr. Durden, | presume.O
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OSwitchyour suit to Channel Six,OTylersaid. OEncrypted.OHe pulled
away and touched the pad on his arm, and pointed to ErnoOsWhen Erno
did the same, his radio found TylerOswavelength, and he heard TylerOs
voice in his ear.

Ol thought | might catch you out here.O

The other workers had all passedby; they were alone. OWhatare you
doing here?0

OYou want adventure? We got adventure.O

OWhat adventure?O

OCome along with me.O

Instead of heading in through the maze, Tyler led Erno back out to the
surface. The fan of concrete was deserted, the shuttle bus already gone
back to the lab and factories. From around a corner, Tyler hauled out a
backpack, settled it over his shoulders, and struck off east, along the
graded road that encircled Fowler. The mountainous rim rose to their
right, topped by the beginnings of the dome; to their left was the rubble
of the broken highlands. Tyler moved along at a quick pace,taking long
strides in the low G with a minimum of effort.

After a while Tyler asked him, OSo,how about the book? Have you
read it?0

OSome. 1tOs a collection of stories, all about men.O

OLearning anything?0

OThey seem so primitive. | guess it was a different world back then.O

OWhatOs so different?O

Erno told him the story about the prize-fighter. ODid they really do
that?0

OYes. Men have always engaged in combat.O

OFor money?0

OThe money is just an excuse. They do it anyway.O

OBut why did the writer tell that story? WhatOs the point?0

OltOsbout elemental manhood. The fighters were men. The promoter
was not.O

OBecause he didnOt pay the boxer?0

OBecauséhe knew the boxer had fought his heart out, but he preten-
ded that the boxer was a coward in order to keep the audience from get-
ting mad at him. The promoter preserved his own credibility by trashing
the boxerOs.The author wants you to be like the boxer, not the
promoter.O

OBut the boxer diesNfor twenty-five bucks.O

OHe died a man. Nobody can take that away from him.O
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OBut nobody knows that. In fact, they all think he died a coward.O

OThepromoter knows he wasnOt.The other fighter knows, probably.
And thanks to the story, now you know, t00.0

Erno still had trouble grasping exactly the metaphor Tyler intended
when he used the term Oman.At had nothing to do with genetics. But
before he could quiz Tyler, the older man stopped. By this time they had
circled a quarter of the colony and were in the shadow of the crater wall.
Tyler switched on his helmet light and Erno did likewise. ErnoOsther-
moregulator pumped heat along the microfibers buried in his suitOsskin,
compensating for the sudden shift from the brutal heat of lunar sunlight
to the brutal cold of lunar darkness.

OHere we are,OTyler said, looking up the crater wall. OSee that path?0

It wasnOtmuch of a path, just a jumble of rocks leading up the side of
the crater, but once they reached it Erno could see that, by following
patches of luminescent paint on boulders, you could climb the rim
mountain to the top. OWhere are we going?O Erno asked.

OTothe top of the world,O Tyler said. OFromup there 10llshow you the
empire 10l give you if you follow me.O

OYouOre kidding.O

Tyler said nothing.

It was a hard climb to the craterOdip, where a concreterim formed the
foundation of the dome. From here, the dome looked like an unnaturally
swollen stretch of mare absurdly regular, covered in lunar regolith. Once
the dome had been constructed over the crater, about six meters of lunar
soil had beenspread evenly over its surface to provide aradiation shield
for the interior. Concentric rings every ten meters kept the soil from slid-
ing down the pitch of the dome. It was easierclimbing here, but surreal.
The horizon of the dome moved ahead of them asthey progressed, and it
was hard to judge distances.

OThereOs a solar storm warning,O Erno said. OArenOt you worried?0

OWeOre not going to be out long.O

Ol was at the meeting,O Erno said.

Olsaw you,O Tyler said. OCutegirl, the dark-skinned one. Watch out.
You know what they used to say on Earth?0

OWhat?0

Olf women didnOthave control of all the pussy, theyOdhave bounties
on their heads.O

Erno laughed. OHow can you say that? TheyOreour sisters, our
mothers.O

OAnNd they still have control of all the pussy.O
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They climbed the outside of the dome.

OWhatare you going to do to keep from being made invisible?O Erno
asked.

OWhat makes you think theyOre going to try?0

Ol don®t think your speech changed anybodyOs mind.O

OSoMNo matter what they teach you, my visibility is not socially con-
structed. ThatOs the lesson for today.O

OWhat are we doing out here?0

OWeOre going to demonstrate this fact.O

Ahead of them a structure hove into sight. At the apex of the dome,
just above the central spire, stood a maintenance airlock. Normally, this
would be the way workers would exit to inspect or repair the domeOsx-
teriorNnot the way Erno and Tyler had come. This was not a public air-
lock, and the entrance code would be encrypted.

Tyler led them up to the door. From his belt pouch he took a key card
and stuck it into the reader. Erno could hear him humming a song over
his earphones. After a moment, the door slid open.

Oln we go, Erno,OTyler said.

They entered the airlock and waited for the air to recycle. OThiscould
get us into trouble,O Erno said.

OYes, it could.O

OIf you can break into the airlock you can sabotage it. An airlock
breach could kill hundreds of people.O

OYouOrabsolutely right, Erno. ThatOswvhy only completely respons-
ible people like us should break into airlocks.O

The interior door opened into a small chamber facing an elevator.
Tyler put down his backpack, cracked the seal on his helmet, and began
stripping off his garish suit. Underneath he wore only briefs. Rust-
colored pubic hair curled from around the edges of the briefs. TylerOs
skin was pale, the musclesin his arms and chestwell developed, but his
belly soft. His skin was crisscrossedwith a web of pink lines where the
thermoregulator system of the suit had marked him.

Feeling self-conscious, Erno took off his own suit. They were the same
height, but Tyler outweighed him by twenty kilos. OWhatO@ the back-
pack?0 Erno asked.

ORappelling equipment.OTyler gathered up his suit and the pack and,
ignoring the elevator, opened the door beside it to a stairwell. OLeave
your suit here,O he said, ditching his own in a corner.

The stairwell was steep and the cold air tasted stale; it raised goose
bumps on ErnoOsskin. Clutching the pack to his chest, Tyler hopped
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down the stairs to the next level. The wall beside them was sprayed with
gray insulation. The light from bioluminescents turned their skin green-
ish yellow.

Instead of continuing down the well all the way to the top of the spire,
Tyler stopped at a door on the side of the stairwell. He punched in a
code. The door opened into a vast darkness, the spacebetween the exter-
lor and interior shells of the dome. Tyler shone his light inside: Three
meters high, broken by reinforcing struts, the cavity stretched out from
them into the darkness, curving slightly asit fell away. Tyler closed the
door behind them and, in the light of his flash, pulled a notebook from

the pack and called up a map. He studied it for a minute, and then led
Erno into the darkness.

To the right about ten meters, an impenetrable wall was one of the
great cermet ribs of the dome that stretched like the frame of an umbrella
from the central spire to the distant crater rim.

Before long Tyler stopped, shining his light on the floor. OHere it is.O

OWhat?0

OMaintenanceport. Periodically they have to inspect the interior of the
dome, repair the fiberoptics.OTyler squatted down and beganto open the
lock.

OWhat are you going to do?0

OWeOrgoing to hang from the roof like little spiders, Erno, and leave a
gift for our cousins.O

The port opened and Erno got a glimpse of the spacethat yawned be-
low. A thousand meters below them the semicircular ranks of seats of
the Sobieski Park amphitheater glowed ghostly white in the lights of the
artificial night. Tyler drew ropes and carabiners from his pack, and from
the bottom, an oblong device, perhaps fifty centimeters square, wrapped
in fiber-optic cloth that glinted in the light of the flashlight. At one end
was atimer. The object gave off an aura of threat that was both frighten-
ing and instantly attractive.

OWhat is that thing? Is it a bomb?0

OA bomb, Erno? Are you crazy?O Tyler snapped one of the lines
around areinforcing strut. He donned a harnessand handed an identical
one to Erno. OPut this on.O

OIOm afraid of heights.O

ODonOt be silly. This is safe as a kiss. Safer, maybe.O

OWhat are we trying to accomplish?O

OThatOs something of a metaphysical question.O

OThat thing doesnOt look metaphysical to me.O
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ONonetheless,it is. Call it the PhilosopherOsStone. WeOregoing to at-
tach it to the inside of the dome.O

OIOm not going to blow any hole in the dome.O

OErno, | couldnOtblow a hole in the dome without kiling myself. |
guarantee you that, as a result of what we do here, | will suffer whatever

consequencesanyone else suffers. More than anyone else, even. Do |
look suicidal to you, Erno?0

OTotell the truth, | donOtknow. You sure do some risky things. Why
donOt you tell me what you intend?0

OThis is a test. | want to see whether you trust me.O

OYou donOt trustmeenough to tell me anything.O

OTrustisnOtabout being persuaded. Trust is when you do something
becauseyour brother asksyou to. | didnOthave to ask you along on this
adventure, Erno. | trusted you.O Tyler crouched there, calmly watching
Erno. OSo, do you have the balls for this?O

The moment stretched. Erno pulled on the climbing harness.

Tyler ran the ropes through the harness,gave him a pair of gloves, and
showed Erno how to brake the rope behind his back. Then, with the
maybe-bomb PhilosopherOs Stone slung over his shoulder, Tyler
dropped through the port. Feeling like he was about to take a step he
could never take back, Erno edged out after him.

Tyler helped him let out three or four meters of rope. ErnoOsweight
made the rope twist, and the world began to spin dizzily. They were so
closeto the domeQOsnner surface that the Ostars@hining there were huge
fuzzy patchesof light in the braided fiberglass surface. The farmlands of
the crater floor were swathed in shadow, but around the craterOgim,
oddly twisted from this godOs-eyeperspective, the lights of apartment
districts cast fans of illumination on the hanging gardens and switch-
backed perimeter road. Erno could make out a few microscopic figures
down there. Not far from Tyler and him, the top of the central spire ob-
scured their view to the west. The flying stage,thirty meters down from
where the spire met the roof, was closed for the night, but an owl nesting
underneath flew out at their appearance and circled below them.

Tyler began to swing himself back and forth at the end of his line,
gradually picking up amplitude until, at the apex of one of his swings,
he latched himself onto the domeOsnner surface. OCOmonErno! TimeOs
wasting!O

Erno steeled himself to copy TylerOsperformance. It took effort to get
himself swinging, and once he did the arcs were ponderous and slow.
He had trouble orienting himself so that one end of his oscillation left
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him close to Tyler. At the top of every swing gravity disappeared and
his

stomach lurched. Finally, after what seemedan eternity of trying, Erno
swung close enough for Tyler to reach out and snag his leg.

He pulled Erno up beside him and attached ErnoOgelt line to a ring-
bolt in the domeOs surface. ErnoOs heart beat fast.

ONow you know youOre alive,OTyler said.

OlIf anyone catches us up here, our asses are fried.O

OOurassesare everywhere and always fried. ThatOghe human condi-
tion. LetOs work.O

While Tyler pulled the device out of the bag he had Erno spread glue
onto the domeOsurface. When the glue was set, the two of them pressed
the PhilosopherOsStoneinto it until it was firmly fixed. Becauseof its re-
flective surface it would be invisible from the crater floor. ONow, what
time did Debra Debrasdaughter say that meeting was tomorrow?0

01600,0 Erno said. OYou knew that.O

Tyler flipped open the lid over the StoneOgimer and punched some
keys. OYes, | did.O

OAnd you didnOtneed my help to do this. Why did you make me
come?0

The timer beeped; the digital readout began counting down. Tyler
flipped the lid closed. OTogive you the opportunity to betray me. And if
you want to, you still haveONhe looked at his wristwardNOfourteen
hours and thirteen minutes.O

Male Dominance Behavior

Erno hadbegunbuilding his storeof resentmentvhenhewastwelve,in Eva
Evasdaughter®solecularbiotechnologylass.Eva Evasdaughtecamefrom an
illustrious family: hermotherhadbeerthe longestservingmembeiof the colony
council. Her grandmother Eva Kabatsumijailed with Nora Sobieskin Califor-
nia, had originated the matronymic system.

It took Erno a while to figure out that that didnOtmakeEvasdaughter good
teacherHe wasthe brightestboyin the class He believedn the cousins respec
ted authority, and worshipped women like his mother and Evasdaughter.

Evasdaughtewasa tall womanwhoworetight short-sleevetunics that em-
phasizecher small breastsErno had begunto noticesuchthings; sexplay was
everyone(sterestthat semesterand hehadrecentlyhadseverakroticfondling
sessions with girls in the class.
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Onedaytheywerestudying proteinengineering Erno lovedit. He liked how
you

could makea genejump through hoopsif you were cleverenough.He got
aheadn thereading.That day he askedeva Evasdaughteaboutdirectedpro-
tein mutagenesis, a topic they were not due to study until next semester.

OCanyou makemacro-modificationsn proteinsNI meanreplaceentire se-
quencego get new enzymes?®le was genuinelycurious, but at somelevel he
also was seeking EvasdaughterOs approval of his doing extra work.

Sheturned on him coolly. OAreyou talking aboutusing site-directednuta-
genesis, or chemical synthesis of oligonucleotides?O

He had never heard of site-directedmutagenesisOl mean using oligonuc-
leotides to change the genes.O

OlcanOanswerunless| knowif weOrtalking aboutsite-directedr synthes-
ized oligonucleotides. Which is it?0

Erno felt his facecolor. The other studentswere watching him. OINI donOt
know.O

OYesyou donOt,Evasdaughtesaid cheerfully. And insteadof explaining,
she turned back to the lesson.

Erno didnOremembernotherthing for the rest of that class,exceptiooking
at his shoesWhy hadshetreatedhim like that? Shemadehim feelstupid. Yes,
sheknewmorebiotechthan hedid, but shewastheteacher!Of coursesheknew
more! Did that mean she had to put him down?

When he complainedo his mother,sheonly saidthat he neededo listen to
the teacher.

Only slowly did herealizethat Evasdaughtehad exhibitedwhat he had al-
waysbeenaughtwasmaledominancdehaviorHe hadpresented challengdo
her superiority, and shehad smashedhim flat. After hewassmashedshecould
affordto treat him kindly. But shewould teachhim only after he admittedthat
he was her inferior.

Now that his eyeswereopenedhe sawthis behavioreverywhereEvery day
Cousinsassertedheir superiority in orderto hurt others.He hadbeenlied to,
and his elders were hypocrites.

Yet whenhetried to showhis superiority, hewastold to behavehimself.Su-
perior/ inferior is wrong, they said. Difference is all.

Five
One thing Tyler had said was undoubtedly true: this was a test. How

devoted was Erno to the Society of Cousins? How good a judge was he
of TylerOs character? How eager was he to see his mother and the rest of
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his world made uncomfortable, and how large a discomfort did he
think was justified? Just how angry was Erno?

After Erno got back to his room, he lay awake, unable to sleep. He ran
every moment of his night with Tyler over in his mind, parsed every sen-
tence, and examined every ambiguous word. Tyler had never denied
that the PhilosopherOsStone was a bomb. Erno looked up the term in the
dictionary: a philosopherOsstone was Oanimaginary substancesought by
alchemists in the belief that it would change base metals into gold or
silver.O

He did not think the change that TylerOsstone would bring had any-
thing to do with gold or silver.

He looked at his palm, long since washed clean, where Alicia had writ-
ten her number. SheOdasked him to call her before he did anything
stupid.

At 1545the next day Erno was seatedin the amphitheater among the
crowds of cousins. More people were here than had come the previous
week, and the buzz of their conversation, broken by occasional laughter,
filled the air. He squinted up at the dome to try to figure out just where
they had placed the stone. The dome had automatic safety devicesto seal
any minor air leak. But it couldnOtsurvive a hole blasted in it. Against
the artificial blue sky Erno watched a couple of flyers circling like
hawks.

1552. Tyler arrived, trailing a gaggle of followers, mostly young men
trying to look insolent. HeOdshowed upNwhat did that mean? Erno
noted that this time, Tyler wore black. He seemedas calm as he had be-
fore, and he chatted easily with the others, then left them to take a seat
on the stage.

At 1559 Debra Debrasdaughter took her place. Erno looked at his
watch.

1600.

Nothing happened.

Was that the test? To see whether Erno would panic and fall for a
ruse? He tried to catch TylerOs eye, but got nothing.

Debrasdaughter rapped for order. The ranks of cousins beganto quiet,
to sit up straighter. Near silence had fallen, and Debrasdaughter began
to speak.

OOur second meeting to discussNO

A flash of light searedthe air high above them, followed a second later
by a concussion. Shouts, a few screams.
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Erno looked up. A cloud of black smoke shot rapidly from a point
against the blue. One flyer tumbled, trying to regain his balance;the oth-
er had dived a hundred meters seeking a landing place. People pointed
and shouted. The blue sky flickered twice, went to white asthe imaging
system struggled, then recovered.

People boiled out of the amphitheater, headed for pressurized shelter.
Erno could not seeif the dome had beenbreached. The smoke, instead of
dissipating, spread out in an arc, then flattened up against the dome. It
formed tendrils, shapes.He stood there, frozen. It was not smoke at all,
he realized, but smart paint.

The nanodevices spread the black paint onto the interior of the dome.
The paint crawled and shaped itself, forming letters. The letters, like a
message from God, made a huge sign on the inside of the clear blue sky:

OBANG! YOU'RE DEAD!O

OYouOre Dead!O

One of the other Storiesfor Menwas about Harry Rodney and Little
Bert, two petty criminals on an oceanliner that has struck an iceberg and
Is sinking, with not enough lifeboats for all the passengers.The patri-
archal custom was that women and children had precedencefor spaces
in the boats. Harry gives up his spacein a boat in favor of some girl. Bert
strips a coat and scarf from an injured woman, steals her jewelry, aban-
dons her belowdecks, and uses her clothes to sneak into a lifeboat.

As it happens, both men survive. But Harry is so disgusted by BertOs
crime that he persuades him to run away and pretend he is dead. For
years, whenever Bert contacts Harry, Harry tells him to stay away or else
the police might discover him. Bert never returns home for fear of being
found out.

Six

In the panic and confusion, Tyler Durden disappeared. On his seat at
the meeting lay a note: Ol did it.O

As a first step in responding to the threat to the colony, the Board of
Matrons immediately called the question of ostracism, and by evening
the population had voted: Tyler Durden was declared invisible.

As if that mattered. He could not be found.

Seven
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It took several days for the writing to be erased from the dome.

A manhunt did not turn up Tyler. Nerves were on edge. Rumors
arose, circulated, were denied. Tyler Durden was still in the colony, in
disguise. A cabal of followers was hiding him. No, he and his confeder-
ateshad a secretoutpost ten kilometers north of the colony. Durden was
in the employ of the government of California. He had stockpiled
weapons and was planning an attack. He had an atomic bomb.

At the gym entrance, Als checked DNA prints, and Erno was con-
scious, as never before, of the camerasin every room. He wondered if
any monitors had picked up his excursion with Tyler. Every moment he
expected a summons on his wristward to come to the assembly offices.

When Erno entered the workout room, he found Tyrus and a number
of others wearing white T-shirts that said, OBANG! YOU'RE DEAD!O

Erno took the unoccupied rowing machine next to Ty. Ty was talking
to Sid on the other side of him.

A woman came acrossthe room to use the machines. She was tightly
muscled, and her dark hair was pulled back from her sweaty neck. As
she approached, the young men went silent and turned to look at her.
She hesitated. Erno saw something on her face he had rarely seenon a
womanOs face before: fear. The woman turned and left the gym.

None of the boys said anything. If the others had recognized what had
just happened, they did not let it show.

Erno pulled on his machine. He felt the musclesin his legs knot. OCool
shirt,O he said.

OTyruswants to be invisible, too,Osaid Sid. Sid wasnOtwearing one of
the shirts.

OEventually someonewill check the vids of TylerOgperformances, and
seeme there,Osaid Ty between strokes. OlOmot ashamed to be TylerOs
fan.OAt thirteen, Erno and Ty had beenfumbling lovers, testing out their
sexuality. Now Ty was a blunt overmuscled guy who laughed like a hy-
ena. He didnOt laugh now.

Oltwas a rush to judgment,O one of the other boys said. OTyler didnOt
harm a single Cousin. It was free expression.O

OHecould just as easily have blown a hole in the dome,Osaid Erno.
ODo they need any more justification for force?O

Ty stopped rowing and turned toward Erno. Where he had sweated
through the fabric, the OBang!®n his shirt had turned bloodred. OMaybe
it will come to force. We do as much work, and weOresecond-classcit-
izens.OHe started rowing again, pulled furiously at the machine, fifty
reps a minute, drawing quick breaths.
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OThatDurden has a pair, doesnOthe?OSid said. Sid was a popular
stud-boy. His thick chestnut hair dipped below one eye. OYou should
have seen the look on RebeccaOs face when that explosion went off.O

Ol hear, if they catch him, the councilOsnot going to stop at invisibil-
ity,® Erno said. OTheyOll kick him out.O

Olnvisibility wonOtslow Tyler down,0 Ty said. OWould you obey the
decree?0 he asked Sid.

OMe?IOmtoo beautiful to let myself get booted. If Tyler Durden likes
masculinists so much, let him go to one of the other colonies, or to Earth.
IOm getting laid too often.O

ErnoOgyut tightened. OTheywill kick him out. My mother would vote
for it in a second.O

OLet Oem try,OTy grunted, still rowing.

Ols that why youOre working out so much lately, Ty?0OSid said.
CPlanning to move to Earth?0

ONo. IOm just planning to bust your ass.O

Ol suspect itOs not busting you want to do to my ass.O

OYeah. Your ass has better uses.O

OMy mother says TylerOs broken the social contract,0 Erno said.

ODoesyour motherONTy said, still rowingNOkeep your balls under
her pillow?0O

Sid laughed.

Erno wanted to grab Ty and tell him, | wasthere.l helpedhim doit! But
he said nothingHe pulled on the machine. His face burned.

After a minute Erno picked up his towel and went to the weight ma-
chine. No one paid him any attention. Twenty minutes later he hit the
sauna. Sweating in the heat, sullen, resentful. He had beerthere, had
taken a bigger risk than any of these fan-boys.

Coming out of the sauna he saw Sid heading for the sexrooms, where
any woman who was interested could find a male partner who was will-
ing. Erno considered posting himself to one of the rooms. But he wasnOt
stud; he was just an anonymous minor male. He had no following. It
would be humiliating to sit there waiting for someone,or worse, to be se-
lected by some old bag.

A day later Erno got himself one of the T-shirts. Wearing it didnOt
make him feel any better.

It cameto him that maybe this was the test Tyler intended: not wheth-
er Erno would tell about the PhilosopherOsStone before it happened, but
whether he would admit heOdhelped set it after he saw the uproar it
caused in the colony.
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If that was the test, Erno was failing. He thought about calling TylerOs
apartment, but the constableswere sure to be monitoring that number. A
new rumor had it Tyler had been captured and was being held in pro-
tective custodyNthreats had been made against his lifeNuntil the Board
of Matrons could decide when and how to impose the invisibility. Erno
imagined Tyler in some bare white room, his brain injected with nano-
probes, his neck fitted with a collar.

At Biotech, Erno becameaware of something he had never noticed be-
fore: how the women assumed first pick of the dessertsin the cafeteria.
Then, later, when he walked by their table, four women burst into
laughter. He turned and stared at them, but they never glanced at him.

Another day he was talking with a group of engineers on break: three
women, another man, and Erno. Hana from materials told a joke: OWhat
do you have when you have two little balls in your hand?0

The other women grinned. Erno watched the other man. He stood asif
on a trapdoor, a tentative smile on his face. The man was getting ready
to laugh, becausethat was what you did when people told jokes, wheth-
er or not they were funny. It was part of the social contractNsomebody
went into joke-telling mode, and you went into joke-listening mode.

OA manOs undivided attention,O Hana said.

The women laughed. The man grinned.

OHow can you tell when a man is aroused?OPearl said. ONHeOs
breathing.O

OThat isnOt funny,O Erno said.

OReally? | think it is,O Hana said.

OltObjectification. Men are just like women. They have emotions,
t00.0

OCool off, Erno,O said Pearl. OThis isnOt gender-equity class.O

OThere is no gender equity here.O

OSomeone get Erno a T-shirt.O

OErno wants to be invisible.O

OWeOralready invisible!O Erno said, and stalked off. He left the lab,
put on his suit, and took the next bus back to the dome. He quit going to
his practicum: he would not let himself be used anymore. He was
damned if he would go back there again.

A meeting to discuss what to do about the missing comedian was dis-
rupted by a group of young men marching and chanting outside the
meeting room. Constables were stationed in public places, carrying
clubs. In online discussion rooms, people openly advocated closing the
MenOs Houses for fear conspiracies were being hatched in them.
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And Erno received another message. This one was from OHarry
Callahan.O

Are you watching, Erno? If you think our gender situation is GROSS,
you can change it. Check exposition.

Crimes of Violence

Theincidenceof crimesof violenceamongthe Cousinsis vanishingly small.
Colony archivesrecordeight murdersin sixty years.Five of them were man
against man, two man against woman, and one woman against woman.

This doesnot countvigilante actsof womenagainstmen,but despitethe lack
of official statistics, such incidents, too, are rare.

Eight

OItOs no trick to be celibate when you donOt like sex.O

OThatOthe point,O Erno insisted. OHedoes like sex. He likes sex fine.
But heOsnaking a sacrifice in order to establish his point: HeOshot going
to be a prisoner of his dick.O

Erno was sitting out on the ledge of the terrace in front of their apart-
ment, chucking pebbles at the recycling bin at the corner and arguing
with his cousin Lena. He had been arguing with a lot of people lately,
and not getting anywhere. Every morning he still left asif he were going
to Biotech, but instead he hung out in the park or gym. It would take
some time for his mother to realize he had dropped out.

Lenalaunched into atirade, and Erno was suddenly very tired of it all.
Before she could gain any momentum, he threw a last pebble that
whanged off the bin, got up and, without a word, retreated into the
apartment. He could hear LenaOs squawk behind him.

He went to his room and opened a screenon his wall. The latest news
was that Tashi Yokiosson had regained consciousness,but that he had
suffered neurological damage that might take a year or more to repair.
Debate on the situation raged on the net. Erno opened his documents
locker and fiddled with a melancholy sonnet he was working on, but he
wasnOt in the mood.

He switched back to TylerOscryptic message.You can changeit. Check
expositionlt had something to do with Biotech, Erno was pretty sure. He
had tried the public databases, but had not come up with anything.
There were databasesaccessibleonly through the biotech labs, but he
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would have to return to his practicum to view them, and that would
mean he would have to explain his absence.He wasnOtready for that
yet.

On impulse, Erno looked up Tyler in the colonyOsgenome database.
What was the name Debrasdaughter had called him?NMarysson, Tho-
mas Marysson. He found TylerOs genome. Nothing about it stood out.

Debaters had linked TylerOsbio to the genome. Marysson had been
born thirty-six years ago. His mother was a second-generation Cousin;
his grandmother had arrived with the third colonization contingent, in
2038.He had received a general education, neither excelling nor failing
anything. His mother had died when he was twenty. He had moved out
into the

dorms, had worked uneventfully in construction and repair for four-
teen years, showing no sign of rebelliousness before reinventing himself
as Tyler Durden, the comedian.

Until two years ago, absolutely nothing had distinguished him from
any of a thousand male Cousins.

Bored, Erno looked up his own genome.

There he lay in rows of basepairs, neat asatile floor. Over at Biotech,
some insisted that everything you were was fixed in those sequencesin
black-and-white. Erno didnOtbuy it. Where was the genefor desire there,
or hope, or despair, or frustration? Where was the gene that said he
would sit in front of a computer screenat the age of seventeen,boiling
with rage?

He called up his motherOsgenome. There were her sequences.Some
were the same as his. Of course there was no information about his fath-
er. To prevent dire social consequences,his father must remain a blank
spot in his history, asfar asthe Society of Cousins was concerned. Maybe
some families kept track of such things, but nowhere in the databases
were fathers and children linked.

Of course they couldnOtstop him from finding out. He knew others
who had done it. His fatherOsgenome was somewhere in the database,
for medical purposes. If he removed from his own those sequencesthat
belonged to his mother, then what was leftNat least the sequencesshe
had not altered when she had planned himNbelonged to his father. He
could cross-check those against the genomes of all the colonyOs men.

From his chart, he stripped those genes that matched his motherOs.
Using what remained, he prepared a search engine to sort through the
colonyOs males.
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The result was a list of six names. Three were brothers: Stuart, Simon,
and Josef Bettesson. He checked the available public information on
them. They were all in their nineties, forty years older than ErnoOsnoth-
er. Of the remaining men, two were of about her age: Sidney Orindasson
and Micah Avasson. Of those two, Micah Avasson had the higher correl-
ation with ErnoOs genome.

He read the public records for Micah Avasson. Born in 2042,he would
be fifty-six years old. A physical address: menOsdormitory, East Five
lava tube. He keyed it into his notebook.

Without knocking, his mother cameinto the room. Though he had no
reason to be ashamed of his search, Erno shoved the notebook into his
pocket.

She did not notice. OErno, we need to talk.O

OBy talk do you mean interrogate, or lecture?O

His motherOdace stiffened. For the first time he noticed the crowOdeet
at the corners of her eyes. She moved around his room, picking up his
clothes, sorting, putting them away. OYoushould keep your room clean-
er. Your room is a reflection of your mind.O

OPlease, mother.O

Sheheld one of his shirts to her nose, sniffed, and made a face. ODid |
ever tell you about the time | got arrested? | was thirteen, and Derek
Silviasson and | were screwing backstagein the middle of a performance
of A DollOsHouse We got a little carried away. When Nora opened the
door to leave at the end of the secondact, shetripped over Derek and me
in our second act.O

OThey arrested you? Why?0

OThehead of the Board was a prude. It wouldnOt have mattered so
much but A DollOs Houseas her favorite play.O

OYou and Derek Silviasson were lovers?0O

She sat down on his bed, a meter from him, and leaned forward.
OAfter the paint bombing, Erno, they went back to examine the record-
ings from the spex of the officers at the Oxygen Warehouse riot. Who do
you suppose, to my surprise, they found there?O

Erno swiveled in his chair to avoid her eyes.ONick already told you |
went there.O

OButyou didnOt.Not only were you there, but at one point you were
together with Durden.O

OWhat was | doing?O

ODonObe difficult. 1Omtrying to protect you, Erno. The only reason |
know about this is that Harald Gundasson let me know on the sly.
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Another report says Durden met you outside the North airlock one day.
YouOrdikely to be called in for questioning. | want to know whatOsyoing
on. Are you involved in some conspiracy?0

His mother looked soforlorn he found it hard to be hostile. OAsfar as|
know there is no conspiracy.O

ODid you have something to do with the paint bomb?0

ONo. Of course not.O

Olfound out you havenObeento your practicum. What have you been
doing?0

OlOve been going to the gym.O

OAre you planning a trip to Earth?0

ODonOt be stupid, mother.O

OHonestly, Erno, | canOtguess what you are thinking. YouOreacting
like a spy.O

OMaybe | am a spy.O

His mother laughed.

ODonOt laugh at me!O

OlIOmot laughing because youOrefunny. 10mlaughing because IOm
scared! This is an ugly business, Erno.O

OStop it, mother. Please.O

She stared at him. He tried not to look away. Olwant you to listen.
Tyler Durden is a destroyer. IOvebeento Aristarchus, to Tycho. IOveseen
the patriarchy. Do you want that here?O

OHow would | know? IOvenever beenthere!OHis eyesfell on the copy
of Storiesfor Men. ODonOtell me stories about rape and carnage,the said,
looking at the bookOscover. OlOvédieard them all before. You crammed
them down my throat with my baby food.O

OTheyOre true. Do you deny them?0

Erno clenched his jaw, tried to think. Did she have to browbeat him? Ol
donOt know!O

OltOsot just carnage. ItOswvaste and insanity. You want to know what
theyOrdikeNone time | had atalk with this security man at Shackleton.
They were mining lunar ice for reaction mass in the shuttles.

Ol put it to him that using lunar ice for rocket fuel was criminally
wasteful. Water is the most precious commodity on the moon, and here
they are blowing it into space.

OHe told me it was cheaper to use lunar ice than haul water from
Earth. My argument wasnOwith him, he said, it was with the laws of the
marketplace. Like most of them, he condescendedto me, asif | were a
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child or idiot. He thought that invoking the free market settled the issue,
as if to go against the market were to go against the laws of nature. The

goal of conquering space justified the expenditure, he saidNthat
theyOd

get more water somewhere else when they used up the lunar ice.O

OHeOs got an argument.O

OThemarket asalaw of nature? OConqueringspace?®ow do you con-
quer space? ThatOs not a goal, itOs a disease.O

OWhat does this have to do with Tyler Durden?0

ODurden is bringing the disease here!O

OHeO$ighting oppression! Men have no power here; they are stifled
and ignored. There are no real male Cousins.O

OThereare plenty of male Cousins. There are lots of role models. Think
of Adil Al-Hafaz, of Peter SarahssonNof Nick, for pityOs sake!O

ONick?Nick?OErno laughed. He stood. OYoumight aswell leave now,
officer.O

His mother looked hurt. OOfficer?O

OThatOs why youOre here, isnOt it?0

OErno,l know you donOtike me. IOmdull and conventional. But being
unconventional, by itself, isnOt a virtue. IOm your mother.O

OAnd youOre a cop.O

That stopped her for a moment. Shetook a deep breath. Oldearly love
you, Erno, but if you thinkNO

That tone of voice. HeOdheard it all his life: all the personal anecdotes
are over, now. WeOredone with persuasion, and itOstime for you to do
what | say.

OYoudearly love nothing!O Erno shouted. OAIl you want is to control
me!O

She started to get up. OlOve given you every chanceNO

Erno threw Storiesfor Men at her. His mother flinched, and the book
struck her in the chest and fell slowly to the floor. She looked more
startled than hurt, watching the book fall, tumbling, leaves open; she
looked as if she were trying to understand what it wasNbut when she
faced him again, her eyesclouded. Trembling, livid, she stood, and star-
ted to speak. Before she could say a word Erno ran from the room.

Property

A manon his own is completelyisolated.Other men might be his friends or
lovers, but if he has a legal connection to anyone, it is to his mother.
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Beyonda certain point, property amongthe Cousinsis the possessioof the
community.Private propertypasseslownfrom womanto woman,but only out-
sideof the secondlegreef bloodrelation. A womanneverinherits from herbio-
logicalmother.A womanchooseger friendsand mates,andin the eventof her
death,her property goesto them. If a womandieswithout naming an heir, her
property goes to the community.

A manOgropertyis typically confinedto personalpossession®f coursejn
mostfamiliesheis petted,and hasacces$o moreresourceshan any femaleput
the possessionare gottenfor him by his motheror his mate,and they belongto
her.What propertyhemight hold beyondhat belonggo his mother.If hehasno
mother,thenit belongdo his oldestsister.If hehasno sister,thenit goedo the
community.

A man who forsakes his family has nowhere to go.

Nine

The great jazzmen were all persecuted minorities. Black men like Arm-
strong, Ellington, Coltrane, Parker. And the comedians were all Jewsand
black men. Leaving his motherOsapartment, Erno saw himself the latest
in historyOs long story of abused fighters for expressive freedom.

Erno stalked around the perimeter road, head down. To his left, bey-
ond the parapet, the craterOsnner slope, planted with groundsel, wild-
flowers, and hardy low-G modifications of desert scrub, fell away down
to the agricultural fields, the park, and two kilometers distant, clear
through the low-moisture air, the aspen-forested opposite slopes. To his
right rose the ranks of apartments, refectories, dorms, public buildings
and labs, clusters of oblong boxes growing higgledy-piggledy, planted
with vines and hanging gardens, divided by ramps and stairs and walk-
ways, a high-tech cliff city in pastel concrete glittering with ilemenite
crystals. A small green lizard scuttled acrossthe pebbled composite of
the roadway and disappeared among some ground cover.

Erno ignored the people on their way to work and back, talking or
playing. He felt like smashing something. But smashing things was not
appropriate Cousins behavior.

In the southwest quad he turned up aramp into a residential district.
These were newer structures, products of the last decadeOplanned ex-
pansion of living quarters, occupied for the most part by new families.

He moved upward by steady leaps, feeling the tension on his legs, en-
joying the burn it generated.
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Near the top of the rimwall he found Gilman 334.He pressedthe door
button. The screen remained blank, but after a moment AliciaOsvoice
came from the speaker. OErno. Come on in.O

The door opened and he entered the apartment. It consisted mostly of
an open lounge, furnished in woven furniture, with a couple of small
rooms adjoining. Six young women were sitting around inhaling mood
enhancers, listening to music. The music was Monk, OBrilliant Corners.O
Erno had given it to Alicia; she would never have encountered
twentieth-century jazz otherwise.

There was something wrong with Monk in this context. These girls
ought to be listening to some lunar musicNone of the airy mixed choral
groups, or Shari CloudsdaughterOsOSunlightor Rock.OIn this circle of fe-
males, the tossed-off lines of Sonny RollinsOsax, the splayed rhythms of
MonkOspiano, seemedasif they were being stolen. Or worse still, stud-
iedNby a crew of aliens for whom they could not mean what they meant
to Erno.

OHello,O Erno said. OAm | crashing your party?0

OYouOreot crashing.OAlicia took him by the arm. OThisis Erno,Oshe
said to the others. OSome of you know him.O

Sharon was there, one of the hottest women in AliciaOs cohort at
schoolNhe had heard Sid talk about her. He recognized Betty Sarahs-
daughter, Liz Bethsdaughter, both of them, like Alicia, studying social
work, both of whom had turned him down at one time or another. Erno
liked women asindividuals, but in a group, their intimate laughter, gos-
sip, and private jokesNas completely innocent as they might beN made
him feel like he knew nothing about them. He drew Alicia aside. OCan
we talkNin private?0

OSure.GBhetook Erno to one of the bedrooms. Shesat on the bed, ges-
tured to a chair. OWhatOs the matter?0

Ol had a fight with my mother.O

OThatOs what mothers are for, as far as | can tell.O

OAnNd the constablesare going to call me in for questioning. They think
| may be involved in some conspiracy with Tyler Durden.O

ODo you know where he is?0

ErnoOs defenses came up. ODo you care?0

Ol donOtwant to know where he is. If you know, keep it to yourself.
|IOmnot your mother.O

Ol could be in trouble.O

OAlot of us will stand behind you on this, Erno. Sharon and | would.O
She reached out to touch his arm. OIOIl go down to the center with you.O
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Erno moved to the bed beside her. He slid his hand to her waist,
closed his eyes,and rubbed his cheekagainst her hair. To his surprise, he
felt her hand between his shoulder blades. He kissed her, and she leaned
back. He looked into her face: her green eyes,troubled, searchedhis. Her
bottom lip was full. He kissed her again, slid his hand to her breast, and
felt the nipple taut beneath her shirt.

Leave aside the clumsinessNstruggling out of their clothes, the dis-
traction of OStraight,No ChaserOfrom the other room, ErnoOsnoment-
ary thought of the women out there wondering what was going on in
hereNand it was the easiestthing in the world. He slid into Alicia as if
he were coming home. Though his head swirled with desire, he tried to
hold himself back, to give her what she wanted. He kissed her all over.
She giggled and teased him and twisted her fingers in his hair to pull
him down to her, biting his lip. For fifteen or twenty minutes, the Society
of Cousins disappeared.

Erno watched her face,watched her closed eyesand parted lips, asshe
concentrated on her pleasure. It gave him a feeling of power. Her skin
flushed, she gasped, shuddered, and he came.

He rested his head upon her breast, eyesclosed, breathing deeply, tast-
ing the salt of her sweat. Her chestrose and fell, and he could hear her
heart beating fast, then slower. He held her tight. Neither said anything
for a long time.

After a while he asked her, quietly, OCan | stay here?0

Alicia stroked his shoulder, slid out from beneath him, and began to
pull on her shirt. OIOIl talk to Sharon.O

Sharon. Erno wondered how many of the other women in the next
room Alicia was sleeping with. Alicia was a part of that whole scene,
young men and women playing complex mating games that Erno was
no good at. He had no idea what Otalking to SharonOmight involve. But
Alicia acted as if the thought of him moving in was a complete surprise.

ODonOpull a muscle or anything stretching to grasp the concept,O
Erno said softly.

Alicia reacted immediately. OErno,weOvenever exchangedtwo words
about partnering. What do you expect me to say?0

OWedid talk about itNin the park. You said you would talk to Sharon
then. Why didnOt you?0

OPleaseErno.O She drew up her pants and the fabric seamed itself
closed over her lovely, long legs. OWhen youOre quiet, youOre so sweet.O
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