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Praise for Radiance

“A tour-de-force of obsessive, microscopic realism and a vibrantly
satirical phantasmagoriaat once.It gives a terrifying glimpse of a war
at the juncture of science and politics, one never fully fought or aban-
doned, only covered in denial andfatigue. It reads like a declassified
documentof the humansoul.”

—Jonathan Lethem, author of Motherless Brooklyn

“Carter Scholz’s laser-beam prose is combustible upon contact, so
stimulating that—as you take it in—you can actually feel your
synapses overloading with halogen-clear brilliance. Radiance is
provocative, riveting, funny, but above all else, it is startlingly
unique.”

—David Grand, author of The Disappearing Body

“I doubt there’s another writer in the country who can match Scholz
as a stylist. Radiance is a splendid evocation of time and place.
Beautiful, funny, and scary too,it’s every bit as brilliant as the name
implies.”

—Karen Joy Fowler, author of Sister Noon

“This beautiful and disturbing novel is a superb rendering of our
strategic defense weapons programs and of the America that supports
them. It’s fiction about science in service to fictions, a coherent beam
thatilluminates our world in a new way. Scholz’s ear for American
speech, and the precision of his language, remind me of Gaddis,
Davenport, or Pynchon,but here the high modernistbrilliance is put
to urgent political use.”

—Kim Stanley Robinson, author of Antarctica

“A remarkable accomplished first novel filled with eerily convinc-
ing insider information about the politics of nuclear weapons
research. ... One of the best novels about Big Science in recent
memory.”

—Library Journal
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I call uponthe scientific community in our country, those whogave us
nuclear weapons, to turn their great talents now to the cause of
mankind and world peace, to give us the means of rendering those
nuclear weapons impotentand obsolete.

—President Ronald Reagan, 1983

Outof the crooked timber of humanity nostraight thing was ever made.
—Immanuel Kant
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Quine approached the Lab on a road that led nowhereelse. The morn-
ing light was thick, almost a substance. Past the razorwire of the
perimeter fence, cranes and water towers and incinerator stacks rose
above the fortress city’s sprawl of buildings. Construction vehicles
moved on its roads. Beyond, grassland stretched to hillsides sallow
from drought and spotted with dark standsoflive oak.

Soon he saw theprotesters blocking the gate. Cars in both lanes
had stopped. Theblue lights and red lights of patrolcars flickered on
the road’s shoulders. Blackclad police formed a line between the pro-
testers and the gate. Over chanting, rhythmic but unintelligible, rang
a bullhorn’s clipped commands, and the protesters moved off the
roadway, the rhythm of their chant stumbling. A few remained kneel-
ing in the road before thegate. Three police holstered their batons and
moved respectfully among the kneeling protesters, like acolytes
among devouts, helping them one by oneto their feet and leading
them within the gates to a waiting bus. The sequence of blockade,
arrest, and release was by nowritual. The arrested chatted with their
captors.

As the cars edged forward, Quine saw once again the darkhaired
young womanin the crowd and once again felt the hollowing ofhis
heart. Her resemblanceto Kate, any reminderof Kate,still lanced him.

Twocars ahead, Leo Highet’s red convertible sounded its horn as
Highet leaned out to heckle, —Get a life! The womanflinched and
Quine’s eyes locked on Highet’s head, the bald spot, the wedgeoffea-



tures visible in the rearview mirror, the broad nose and darkglasses.

Once through the gate Highet’s car sped into a right turn to the

administration building while Quine drove on to the second check-

point, then througha desert of broken rock, buried mines, and motion

sensors erect on metalstalkslike unliving plants. Past this dry moat he

stoppedat a third checkpoint, then parked in the shade of a concrete

building with blank walls and embrasured windows, and nervously

thumbed the car radio, —affic and weather togeth, while he watched

two youngerscientists cross the lot and enter the building. Then he

stilled the car and wentin.

In his office, one horizontal window too high to reach framed an

oblong of sky. On the walls, abandonedby the prior occupant and by

Quine untouched, hung graphs andpictures, seismographs of bomb

tests, the branched coils of particle decay, a geological map, electron

micrographs of molecular etchings, a fractal mountainscape,all over-

laid by memos, monthly construction maps, field test schedules,

Everyone Needs To Know About Classification, cartoons, Curiosity Is

Not A Need To Know, a whiteboard thick with equations in four colors

so long unwiped that Quine’s one pass with a wet rag had left the

symbols down one edge ghosted but not erased, and a second desk,

loose papers cascaded acrossits surface, the computer monitor topped

by a seamsplit cardboard carton BERINGER GREY RIESLING and

buttressed by books manuals folders xeroxes Autoregressive Model-

ing, Rings Fields and Groups, Leonardo da Vinci Notebooks, Numeri-

cal Solution of Differential Equations, Selling Yourself and Your

Ideas! and under the desk banker’s boxes DESTROY AFTER, and D

NULLin black marker. Devon Null, the prior occupant, was “on indef-

inite leave”. But when Quine had movedin, Highet hadinsisted that

he leave Null’s half of the office untouched, either against Null’s

return, or as Quine was comingto believe, as a monumentto disap-

pearance.

Quine checked his computer mail. Most of the messages were

notices, chaffing, powerplays,trivia.

A memorial service will be held Nov. 1 for Al Hazen whodied Oct. 27

following a lengthyillness. He was 51. Hazen worked with the Weapons

Test Group at Aguas Secas. Donations in his memory may be made to the



American Cancer Society.

One message could not be ignored:
From: Leo Highet <sforza@milano.banl.gov>

Date: Thu, 31 Oct 1991 17:58:36 (-0800)

To: Philip Quine <quine@styx.banl.gov>

Subject: Radiance

Cc: dietz@styx.banl.gov, szabo@styx.banl.gov, kihara@dis.banl.gov,

huygens@aries.banl.gov, Ib@dioce.banl.gov

Gentlemen:

As you know,the Beltway boys are coming andit is CRUCIALthat they go

home awed.| want confidence, energy and style. There are unanswered

questions and wewill take hits on those. Meeting at noon todayto brain-

storm our approach, bldg 101, rm E-501.

Highet

==="To apply anddirect this vast new potential of destructive energy excit-

ed the inventive genius of Leonardo as had few otherenterprises.’—=

More galling than the message was Highet’s new computer login
sforza and his signature quote. This inspirational conceit, that they
were all Renaissance maestri under the gentle patronageof Prince Leo
the High, had comeironically from Quine, who wasreading about da
Vinci's eighteen years as military engineer under Ludovico Sforza,
Duke of Milan. Leonardo had written, “I hate war,asall rational men
hateit, but there seems no escape from its bestial madness.” Not while
men of genius bendtheir talents to it, Quine had added. Here was
Highet’s comeback.

Highet. Whata piece of work. Builder and destroyer of his own leg-
end. A fecund theorist but a distracted experimenter, an indifferent
administrator but a championpolitician. From the start of his career
he had traveled to the capital, made himself known to congressmen
and their staffs. In reward for such attentions he was at a youngage
appointed technical representative to a disarmament conference. His
conduct was impeccable until one afternoon, goaded by the other
side’s mendaciouspresentation and by his own ungovernable needto
commandthe center of every situation, heletslip classified data.

Highet madeallies sooner than friends, and enemies sooner than
either. After this gaffe his allies were silent while his enemies pounced.



But Highet madethefirst of the hairsbreadth escapes on which his

legend was built. A paper published a year before, cosigned by the

President's science advisor, had exposed the samesecret. The hearings

were dropped and Highet was exiled to an underfunded oubliette of

the Lab housed in temporarytrailers: J Section.

Anyone else would have languished there. But Highet built by

inches a powerbase, using his charismato attract the brightest, most

driven graduate students he could find, forming in the meantime new

political alliances. When Congressatlast funded Radiance,all the nec-

essary talent was in J Section, andfiercely loyal to Highet. Soon he

was associate director. Two yearslater, the director retired and Highet

filled his place.

J Section. Research And Development In Advanced Nuclear Con-

cepts. Concepts as in weapons. Advancedasin not working yet. Radi-

ance’s charter wasto develop energy weaponsofall types, but Highet’s

hope and pet was the Superbright: an orbiting battle station of

hairthin rods webbed around a nuclear bomb. The bomb’s ignition

would charge the rods with energy, focused into beams that would

flash out to strike down enemy missiles, all in the microsecond before

the station consumeditself in nuclearfire.

So far the beamsflashed out only in theory. The theory, originated

by Null, seemed to Quine sound, but the more hestudied his comput-

er model, the less he understood why any of Null’s tests had ever pro-

duced the ghost of a beam. Yet the farther tests fell behind expecta-

tions, the morestrident became Highet’s public claims. WarrenSlater,

in charge oftesting, had resigned in protest. His letter of resignation

wasclassified and squelched. Bernd Dietz was given interim charge of

testing, and to Quinefell the task of finding in disappointing test data

any optimism aboutthe promisedresults.

Meanwhile Highet had grownever morereckless. He began show-

ing up at high profile conferences and seminarsin subjects outside his

field: on neural nets, genetic programming, nanotechnology, virtual

reality, cold fusion, artificiallife, making no discriminations between

the cutting edge, the speculative, and the snakeoil, as if the force of his

character could remake physical law, or at least the local version ofit.

He spoke in banquet halls at Red Lion Inns, he passed out abstracts,



offprints, videotapes, he painted futures brighter and more definite

than the present, with himself and his visions at the center of them,

inviting the wise and the bold to.sit with him in the prosperity and

rectitude of that inner circle, outside which was darkness, barbarism,

and chaos.

And many have made a trade of delusions and false miracles,
deceiving the stupid multitude. Again the voice. In the mind’s shadows
were countless voices, dead, living, unborn, lost. Since working on

Radiance Quine had dreamed them. Now they cameinto his waking
life. This voice he recognized from Leonardo’s notebooks.

Onhis second computer, secure insteel shielding, waited Quine’s

simulation of the rods. This frail superstructure of hope was raised on
a sprawling foundation of faith. Hundreds of man-years of Lab effort
and ingenuity had goneinto the underlying physics codes. Even so,it
was not possible that they could describe the full complexity of a
nuclear blast. Simplifications and estimates entered in, acceptable only
because their results matched experimental data to some moreorless
arbitrary tolerance. Radiation transport, magnetic fields, burn prod-
ucts, photon scattering, thermal conduction, ion viscosity, brems-
strahlung, all these imponderables had to be calculated and updated,
interacting in every kernel ofspace, at every nanosecond.If Quine had
once puzzled for years over the paradox of a single photon, the com-
plexities here wereliterally unthinkable. The reward of deep under-
standing wasnotpart of the package.

Noneof this cauldron of approximation, this vast rationalization,
this ingenious mimickry, was Quine’s responsibility. To him it was a
black box. His laser simulation ran ontopofit all, passing it data,
receiving its judgments. Again he ignited his bomb and waited for the
nuclear pinball of particles and energies to reach his rods. Color bars
and line graphs crept across the screen, thevisible satisfactions of pro-
gramming.The solipsistic machine worlds. It was near to pornogra-
phy, without nuance. Any halfbright notion could be simulated, the
simulation tweaked to an approximation of success, and the success
conjured as proof for more funding. Tweak and squeak, as Highetput
it. Realization was a “materials” problem. Bend your backs, men,to
provethis golden turdofan idea.



The display glitched and broke into the debugger. Lines of codes

filled the screen, void gelem, malloc(xarray), atof(nptr). He ceased to see

words or even letters, his eyes grasping instead at the pixels, the

shards of light within the characters. That radiance within the mean-

est moteof being.

Whatis light? Surfaces boil with quantum fire. How comesthis

dumb swarmingto write beauty, alarm, or desolation upon the soul?

Eyes are the questing front of the brain, the channelto the heart. The

eye may not, as Archytas thought, emit illuminating rays, but our

knowledge of its working is no surer thanhis.

Mind’s eye and heart’s channel presented him now Kate’s russet

hair, her full mouth and cheeks, her dimpled chin, her dark eyes framed

by wire glasses. Like a key those features fit his heart. They appeared

before him like a truth of nature. Mostly he lived in the mundane,

scarcely noting what or whom hepassed, but at rare moments the

world came forwardin all its vividness, stunning his heart. Every time

he saw Kate, there was that shock of presence.

She was 23, he 37. They’d met in a yogaclass. He hadn’t pursued at

first. He was coupled with Nan, a quiet woman his own age who

worked at the Lab. They lived apart but spent half their spare time

together. He was content and not content with what they had. But he

and Kate talked, and they wentout a few times. She seemedinterested

in him. Her eyes met somethingin his. Some hope hadstirred in him,

some need for joy so long put by he'd ceased to miss it. Thus fed his

need grew, covert but unchecked. The years separating him from Kate,

years he’d squandered in ever more esoteric projects at the Lab,

seemedhisto reclaim atwill. Kate’s attention fed in him some myth of

starting over. He grew testy with Nan and impatient with himself,

seeking not a break between them but between themselves and what

he now acutely felt them becoming, burdens and reproofs to each

other. Nan waited him out. Her deepening disappointmentin him was

unspoken but heavy. His desperation grew until he could contain it no

longer and helay it before Kate, blurted it out, a bitter plea. Save me.

Whowouldn'tflee from that? She regarded him kindly. Oh Philip, the

moment's passed.It just didn’t happen for us. There's someoneelse.

That the momentcould pass. That he hadlet it. Had not seen it passing.



Such a small thing, that attention, that renewed hope, briefly given
and withdrawn,gone now.

The morningtoo wasgoneto no end. Every failure now hereferred
back to that moment, and he saw inhislife only patternsof failure and
emptiness.

Quine avoided that part of the building where Highet’s young theo-
rists worked, X Section, or, as the older men called it, the Playpen. But

today his customaryexit was blocked by a tour group of weary adults
and bored children in facepaint, their guide saying, —tiny robots that
actually repair humancells, as he swerved past a sign WARNING
TOUR IN PROGRESS NON-CLASSIFIED CONVERSATION ONLY

to the swell of the Brahms Requiem in full clash with The Butthole
Surfers and a rapid din of simulated combatfollowed by the admiring
exclamation, —Studly! Big win! and laughterfading as he passed an
open room in which three refrigerators stood flanked floor to ceiling
by case uponcase of soda, and veered into a stairwell clattering down
metal steps to a metal door held open by a wastebasket andsilent
despite EMERGENCY EXIT ALARM WILL SOUNDand emerged
onto a loading dock between brown dumpsters NOT FOR DISPOSAL
OF HAZARDOUS WASTEstepping down onto a paved path then
jumpingback to dodge a whiteelectric cart DAIHATSU jouncingonto
a debris of torn asphalt and treadmarkeddirt past chainlink CREDNE
CONSTRUCTION and three blue PORT-O-LETstalls to vanish
behind three glossy cylindrical tanks COMPOSIT PLASTEEL CON-
TAINMENT DO NOT INSTALL WITHOUT READING PLASTEEL
KIT B INSTRUCTIONS, on past temporary trailers holding his
mouthand noseagainst the metallic stench of bright green flux oozing
from an openpipe into grayearth, until he regained the main road and
passed the checkpoint, showinghis badge, to enter Building 101, pass-
ing through the lobby wherevisitors and employees were edified by
models of bombs,lasers, satellites, boosters, and photosof the celebrat-
ed Nobelists who'd devised them, and on to the conference room
whereall but Highet had already arrived.

—Hewasoneofthese,shall I say, Marxist radical types. His mother
cut him outof the family money. Hello, Philip. We're waiting for Leo



as usual. So he’s in Prague nowselling laptops to the Czechs. Ah, the

man himself.

—Who’'s this you’re talking about, soundslike he’s figured out that

free markets are diplomacy by other means. Everyone,this is Jef Thorpe,

postdoc from the University of Utah, he’s here to look us over. Jef

worked with Fish and Himmelhoch on cold fusion, and J just want to

say don’t believe the conventional wisdom, something is happening

there.Jef, this is Dennis Kihara, our new pressofficer, he takes the heat

for my excesses. Bernd Dietz, materials and research. Frank Szabo,

systems integration. Phil Quine, our x-ray focusing guru,Philip, Jet's

done interesting work in your area, you should sit down with him.

Okay, all present? Let’s doit.

Highet seated the young manopposite Quine.Jeans, jacket over t-

shirt, short black hair, high color, a small gold stud through his left

nostril, his presence a breachof protocol and probably security, though

the others knew better than tosay so.

—Youall see the newslast night? About the protest? The good

news is we won.First they showed theprotesters, out on thestreet,

wind noise, badlighting, and then our rebuttal from our respectable

office. We won because wegotto go last, and they put us last because

weprovidedclosure. That’s the modelfor ourpresentation: beginning,

middle, end. We'll begin by showing footage of successful tests. The

middle will be video simulations of the system, where we'll highlight

potential problems. By defining the problems we control the ques-

tions. And we'll end by addressing the problems and introducing

entirely new approaches and spin-off programs. Dennis is running

things, but I may break in at any point.

—Leo, can we skip the last part, the sciencefiction?

—No,Bernd. Past, present, future. Closure. Withoutthis you leave

people ready to ask questions.

—We’re avoiding questions?

—Notif they’re intelligent and informed but we havea fewcritics

and wise guys on this panel and I’d like to keep it simple.

—Leo, I have more respect than you for the intelligence of sena-

tors. Congressmenarenot alwaysso bright but

—Bernd,it’s simple courtesy. We inform them ata level that’s nei-

LO



ther condescending nortechnical, we tell them their moneyis being
well spent, show them how, say thanks so much.

—Salesmanship.

—Growup, Bernd, a couple times a year I ask youto dothis.Is the
money well spent? Yes or no.
—Yes, yes.

—I'd ah,feel better if we could discuss the middle part in ah detail,

there are just some questions that I’m not comfortable to address
withoutah,justa little more input. For example the focusing data...

—Dennis, only Slater has questioned that data, and he’s gone. Dis-
credited. Focus is now Philip’s baby.

—So, ah, focus is our main problem?
—Yes,it’s one, said Quine. —Focus, brightness. . .

—But we’re within an order of magnitude?
—I don’t see any quantitative agreement with theory, said Quine.

—Thetests have showna fewbrightspots. That’sall I’m willing to
commit to.

—That’s all you've committed to for what is it ten months now
Philip?

—I don’t see any fundamentals. I’m beginning to wonder
—Are you pulling a Slater on me, Philip? Because I wantto tell you

something, all of you. Some people in the lower echelonsare making
Slater out to be some kind of hero. To me this man was a menace to
every one of us becausehe didn’t care about winning. He didn’t know
whathe wantedoutoflife and wouldn’t have beenable to getit if he
had known.I havenorespectforparasites like that.

—Leo, Null had a brilliant notion and we should pursueit, but
that’s all it is so far, a notion. We

—Noone’s questioned Null’s theory, no one, not evencritics.
—Sure butit’s a long way from thereto even a prototype
—Wehave supporting test data
—which may or may not meanqualitative agreement may or may

not, but never quantitative, we have no understan
—well you're the one with the models Philip lo these many
—and you're the one whosaid this was a long term project, your

words, long term, and now suddenly

It



—oh sure, and if weall had sevenlives

—nowthatthere’s a little pressure it’s

—whatI’m hearing

—it’s suddenly urgent

—what I’m hearing from you Philip is that we need more shots.

Convey that necessity to our guests when they’re here, think you can

do that? And puta little urgency intoit?

—I won’t pretend we have focus when

—You're not going to give me an inch are you?

—Noton the basis of spotty data I can’t interpret.

—TItell you what. There’s an eighty kiloton shot coming up next

Saturday, right, Bernd? Piggybackit, Philip. Get yourself somebetter

data.

—In what, a week? Design and fabricate apparatus in a week?

—Ninedays.Jef can help you if he sticks around.

—Nowhold on...

—Get off the pot. Let’s move to Frank’s contribution. You'veall

read it?

—Leo...

—We’re moving on.

There wasa brief silence in which papers rustled.

—Nothing newhere, said Dietz.

—That’s its strength. We've taken heat on preproduction technolo-

gies. This is a simple, viable off-the-shelf option. It’s an easy sell. Con-

tractors are lining up.

—It’s good show-and-tell, said Szabo. —Wecanpointto a card cage,

this is the guidance system a year ago, then hold up a wafer, hereit is

today. Tangible progress.

Dietz continued to study the paper. —Theseare Baldur anti-satel-

lite missiles in a smaller package.

—That’s right.

—These were shelved overten years ago as an ABMtreaty violation.

—That toilet paper? Let that worry us we mightas well give up.

—Theseare not by any stretch of the imagination directed energy

weapons. You wantto put, whatdoesit say, five thousand of these in

orbit...

12



—We're pursuing many options, Bernd. These would be onelayer of
a shield. Look,it’s a long way to deployment. Oh and weget something
else totally for free with Frank’s idea. Always think dual use. Put a war-
head on these guys they’re earth penetrators, aim them downward get a
thousand g impact, three k p s terminal velocity, earth-coupled shock
waves to destroy hardened shelters. We havea friend in the Pentagon
who’s hardfor that and the Beltway boys knowit.
—Wait just wait you mean,this, these ah interceptors are for the

presentation? Butit’s, we need to address the existing problems, that’s
what they’re coming for, we can’t feed them something totally new!
And with this Slater thing

—Dennis, trust me,it’s the best possible thingto do. As far as Slater
goes, he’s history, a blip, not even anincident.This visit was scheduled
long before his snit. Sure we'll get closer scrutiny than we would in
the average dog-and-ponybutit’s an opportunity. Remember NORAD’s
famousfalse alarms and screwups? Theygot a billion-dollar facelift
out of those incidents. You up to speed now?
—Well yes, I mean no, not onthe interceptors but...
—Put Frank’s paperin thekit, I’ll step in during the presentation.

Oh, and make sure everyonegets a souvenir.
—A, I’m sorry?

——A souvenir. Whatare yougiving the kids for family day today?
—Ah, somelaser-etched aluminum disks...
—Good. Runoff half a dozen makeit a dozen more etched with the

Radiance logo, can you do that? And glossies of the newartist’s ren-
derings.

Highet was out the door before anyoneelse had left their seat.
Thorpe, abandoned, stood but did not move quickly enoughto follow
the older man out. As the seated men studied him incuriously he
blushed andexited.

Theothers then rose. Szabo wentout singing underhis breath, —It’s
a long way, to deployment,it’s a long way, I know. In the meantime, we
have employment,it’s the stick that makes us go...

At the doorway Dietz said to Quine, —It is outrageous that he
should bring a boy into that meetingandcriticize you this way. Easy
for him to make promises, but when the promisesare not so easy to

13



deliver we suffer for them.

—I don’t think the boy knew whathewasgettinginto.

—Tell me what you wantaddedto this test as soon as possible. He

has putourassesontheline, both ofus.

—I’ll send you e-mail.

—Souvenirs! He gives senators souvenirs.

Quine had cometo the Lab at Réti’s invitation, Réti the legend, inti-

mate of Einstein, Heisenberg, Schrodinger, founder of the Lab. Impos-

sible to refuse. Réti had for one semester graced Quine’s university

with his presence, where he’d sat on Quine’s doctoral committee. Quine

must have made an impression, for two years later Réti called him.|

hear you are working hard on some good ideas. How would youlike

unlimited resources for this work? Come for the summer, work on

what youwill.

Quine and Sorokin, a fellow postdoc, had isolated the emission of a

single photon from a calcium source in order to determine whethera

lone quantum displayed wave-particle complementarity. For two long

years they hadrefined their approach,paringit to essentials, designing

an experiment they might hope to realize with the school’s meager

resources. Elegance born of need. A slow andpainful progress. At the

Lab, in one month Quine wasable to design and build a detector acute

enough,and the experiment cameoff on thefirst try. Both tunneling

and anticoincidence were evident. They had touched the central mys-

tery. Even

a

single photonis both particle and wave.

Quine stayed. After thatit was never a question.Nottill much later

did he guess that he’d been played. That Réti had his reason for wait-

ing two years before approaching him.Thatby thenhis work wasripe

for plucking, and the Lab’s resourceshadlittle to do withits fruition

apart from giving them thejuiceofit.

At the Lab his paper brought him a celebrity near to grace. Unlim-

ited time to think. No assigned duties. And the mysteries ceased to

open to him.Idle, he took up one of Highet’s endless suggestions, the

optics of x-ray mirrors. He welcomed the work,as thoughit paid some

tithe of the mindto the practical. And it was a challenge,butfinally it

was, as the pioneers had with exact irony called their first bomb,a

14



“gadget”. Any solution, even if it laid bare principles, was beside the
point if it couldn’t kill missiles. So his mirrors never passed a design
review. He wrote some computercodes for modeling the mirrors, and
those turned out to have someperipheralapplication in inertial con-
finementfusion. The weapons work which he knew tobe centralto the
Lab still seemed distant from him. Then Radiance geared up, and his
modeling software proved flexible enough to accommodate the next
idea: the bombpumped Superbright. Opportunistic as a virus, the Lab
took it up. Now he waspressured. Now he was in a competetive atmos-
phere wherethepossibility of failure, of weakness, of doubt, could not
be voiced even to oneself lest it undermine the resolve needed to get
througheachday. All the projects here were difficult, at the edge of the
possible, andall the scientists worked at their limits and at the limits
of their science. You could work on a problem for months only to have
your work demolished in minutes in a review by yourpeers, your
competitors, your colleagues. That was what reviews werefor: to show
up fatal flaws before they became expensively entrenched in a design.
So ideas were hammered without mercy.It was and it wasn’t personal.
If the idea was good, it was yours but somehow beyond you, andif it
wasbadthe attack was onit, not on you. Quine saw men in tears even
as they wenton arguing and,after it was over, thank their assailants.

Throughoutthis he keptsilent faith with the mysteries. He would
return to them when the pressures of the moment were past. Pro-
gramming took only the surface of his mind; its essence he held in
reserve, or so he thought. Quine cameatlast to understandthat he did
well at his assigned tasks precisely because he brought them hisall.
Nothing wasleft over.

Whenheleft the building the sun was low. The air was thick with
heat, and ashestarted the car the radio blurted —record temp, before
he silencedit.

Through thegatetraffic slowed. Demonstrators in costume parad-
ed in the road. Quine edged forward through skeletons and spooks
with signs and props, TECHNOLOGIES OF DEATH, a longrobed
mantisheadedfigure toweringonstilts above the crowd, tambourines
jangling, EL DIA DE LOS MUERTOS,andlab security herding the
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crowdoff the road. As he cleared the crowd a klaxon blared. The man-

tis swayed, tugging at robes snagged on the perimeter razorwire as the

entrance gates slid shut, alarm lights strobing. On the inner perimeter

road security vehicles appeared, racing toward the entry kiosk. Then

he saw standing by his passenger window the woman who resembled

Kate. She wore black spandexbicycle pants and a blue chambrayshirt.

She was staring at the gate. Quine hesitated, then rolled down the

window.

—You wanta ride out of here? They’re goingto start arresting peo-

ple.

She looked at him, then back at the gate. On the main road Quine

saw a flurry of approachinglights. City police.

—TI can’t wait.

Whoopsblasts squeals cut the crowd noise. She saw the vehicles

approaching and with somethinglike annoyance got into Quine’scar.

Quine sped away shutting his window against the shriek of the passs-

ing vehicles.

—TI’m Philip Quine.

—Lynn Hamlin. Did you see what happened?

When he looked at her all resemblance to Kate fell away. Same

body type, same roundfeatures, but hair almost black with a russet

tinge, cropped close to the neck. No glasses. Dark penetrating eyes.

Tanned calves faintly downed,lithe as a huntress’s. No key turnedin

his heart, just an echoofloss.

—Theone onstilts, his costume caught on thefence. It must have

set off the alarm.

—Were you there for the demo?

—No. I work there.

His ID wasstill clipped to his jacket. She’d been lookingatit, and

now she smiled,as if to confide herlittle subterfuge.

—Whatdo you work on?

He turned ontoa roadparallel to the freeway, where earthmovers

were parked in torn up lots behind emporia of sporting goods, fast

food, auto parts, videotapes, computers, discount carpets. Sun flashed

throughthestruts of a half finished retaining wall.

—Defensive weapons.
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—You mean Radiance. Do youbelievein it?
And those in the anterooms of Hell demur, saying, I do not

approve what goes oninside.

—It’s whatI do.

—Doyou know whatEinstein said? That you can’t simultaneously
prepare for war and preventit?
—Where can I drop you?

—Cornerof Mariposa.

As they passed over the freeway, the sun struck their shadow out
toward the golden eastern hills. He sensed herstill looking at him,
then she faced ahead.
—I like this time of day, she said. —Thelight.
—I don’t, said Quine. —It makes me think of endings.
She said nothing to that. As the car descended into the shadow of

the overpass Quine said, —We didn’t hear about the protest. The
organizers usually let us know.

—Maybethey’re tired of playing your game.
—It's not my game.A green sign with white letters Mariposa hung

over the intersection. Quine pulled to the curb by a bus stop bench
placarded FAST DIVORCE BANKRUPTCY.She turned to him with
sudden vehemence.

—These demonstrations won't stop, you know. You don’t know
how angrypeopleare. ... Her voice held some doubt, whetherfor the
angerorhisbelief in it, he couldn’ttell.
—Then I'll probably see you again outthere, he said.
—Tell me, what's the point, I mean,isn’t it obviously a waste now

that the cold war

—Look, and hearing the annoyancein his voice he stanched it, —I
don’t makepolicy...

—Well, that’s part of the problem, isn’t it. People not taking
responsibility for what they do.

Pricked, he turned to her just as a bus pulled to the curb, the squeal
of its brakes preempting whatever he might have meantto say. Some
hurt might have remained in his eyes. She seemed abashed and held
his gaze for a momentlonger before reaching to unbuckle herseatbelt.

—Listen ... would you have lunch with me sometime?
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She looked at him in surprise. —Lunch? Why?

—I’d just like to talk more.

—Do wehave anythingto say to each other?

—Wecould find out. His pulse thickenedin his throat.

—But you're the enemy,shesaid.

—Me...? He caught, under her serious dark brow, a glimpse of

mischief, though she didn’t smile.

—Thanksfor theride.

She was outthe door before hefelt the protest of his heart. So even

now he had notrelinquished hope.

When he got home Nan’s car was in his parking space. Most Tuesday

nights she spent with Quine. He went to her place Friday nights and

some weekends. But he’d worked late Tuesday, so they'd shifted it to

tonight. He’d forgotten.

—Lo, she called, —In the kitchen. I picked up sometortellini at Il

Fornaio and salad, is that okay?

—Fine. As he entered she turned with a wary smile. The sight of

her brought him a roil of giddiness, of memory,of guilt, of sadness.

Her features were sharp andfine, her skin pale, her straight auburn

hair just starting to show gray, herslight body always dressed with a

style that in its impeccability read as a brave front.

—Bread’s in the oven, can youget that?

He looked for an oven mitt while she talked about her day, some

seniority conflict in the personnel department. Quine’s patience wore.

When,setting the plates down, she bentto kiss his neck,heflinched.

—What’s wrong?

—Nothing.It’s just Highet’s going mad again. A Congressional

visit’s coming up, it should be routine, but he acts like the whole pro-

grams at stake.

—lIs it?

—First he drops Null’s work in mylap, then today he starts pimp-

ing some lunatic idea of Szabo’s, and he assigns me a postdoclike, like

a chaperone... and the protesters.

—Whatabout them?

—They’re getting on my nerves.
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Theyate in silence for a few minutes. At last he said, —What would

you think if I quit?

—Quit? Your job?

—Yes.

—ButPhilip, what would you do?
—Well, I don’t know.I could take some timeoff to think aboutit.

—Timeoff? I thought that we were trying to save money...
—Save...?

—Philip, I’m not trying to pressure you, but I thought we agreed
that it makes sense to look for a place together ...
—I told you, Nan, I can’t think about that while this project is on,I

can’t makebigplanslike that until this whole thingis, is settled.
—Well, couldn’t we start looking just to see what's available, just

go to a few open houses... ?
—If you want. ButI don’t see the pointif we can’t affordit yet.
—Thepointis to plan for a future, Philip. Haven’t you made any

progress?

—Progress,I feel like I’m chasing mytail, there’s no progressto be
made!

—Please don’t snap at me.
—I, I can’t even discuss it with you, you don’t have the clearance.
She stoodandcarried dishes into the kitchen. He gotup to follow.

—Nan ... He came up behind her and embraced her. Her handsrested
on his forearms.

—Whatabout Sunday?
—Sunday?
—We're seeing Ginny andBill, remember? If you came early we

could

—Sunday.Look,I have a deadline.I can’t. I’m sorry butI just can’t.
—You're working? Butif you're not getting anywhere ...
—Well but that’s the whole problem isn’t it! Meantimethere are

still short-term goals and meetings.
She sighed andleft the kitchen. In the living room the television

came on. Whenafter a momentheentered the room he heard her in
the bedroom speaking on the telephone. Remote control in hand he
viewed a cool panoptic tumble of war famine catastrophe enormity
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larded with a fantastic plenty of goods caressed by smiling tanned

models, to pause on the logotype of Martin Marietta, —a proud sup-

porter for twenty-five years of science programming onpublictelevi-

sion, his impulse to switch again frozen by the worn, imposingface of

Aron Réti, saying thickly, —In science there is a cult of the beautiful

theory. But how beautiful is reality? These beautiful theories, these

elegant mathematics are not verified by experiment. Experiment

shows us a mess of a universe with over a hundred basic particles and

three irreconcilable forces. We wouldlike to unify them all, just as we

would like to smoothoverall the political differences in the world. But

experience shows, in physics and in politics, that this is not always

possible.

Abruptly the screen glared with the involute radiance of the bomb.

Sun’s heart. Cosmic ground. Siva and Devi coupling. A thin roar

issued from theset and the thick voice rode over it, —The duty of sci-

ence is to pursue knowledge evenif it leads to the unbeautiful. Orto

evil. How else learn aboutevil?

Nanreturnedto sit beside him. —Isn’t that Réti?

The camera returned to the physicist. Emeritus director, Réti was

rarely at the Lab; the office he kept there served him solely as a club-

room or a backdrop. Six months ago a film crew had come to the Lab.

Quine had heard Réti shouting at them behind the closed door.

—Watch,this is what Highetcalls the liberal bias of the media, said

Quine as the camera wentto the interviewer.

—After the war, many of your colleagues turned away from

weapons. Some of them have won NobelPrizes. Do you feel that your

work with weaponshas cost youcredibility or respect within the sci-

entific community? Has it compromised youas a scientist?

—Never.In fact it has challenged and improved measa scientist.

—You're closely connected to Radiance. What about recentcharges

that test results have been faked?

—This is a lie! First, I am not closely connected ...

—But you've lobbied extensively for Radiance in Wash

—I am no lobbyist! I am a private citizen with somescientific

expertise, and when I am asked totestify about technical matters I do

SO...
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—But for over forty years you’ve been an advocate of nuclear

weapons. Your authority and influence are well known.
—Now youlisten to me. It is an imperfect world, a dangerous

world. Thereis evil in the world. How do you meetit? All ends, even
the best, are reached by impure means. Reason is supposed to be the
hallmark of science, but I tell you that no one is swayed by reason. A
theory, an idea, does not make its own way. It was Einstein who said

merit aloneis very little good; it must be backed by tact and knowl-
edge of the world. I know of many cases where maybethe data does
not quite agree with your theory, no, you think, the carperswill ques-
tion, yourcaseis far clearer if you discardthis set of data, if you report
only these results. And whoare these frauds? Ptolemy. Galileo. New-
ton. Bernoulli. Mendel. Millikan. What matters in the long runis not
some wishful dream of scruples, but whether you have driven your
knowledge home!

Behindthe fury in Réti’s eyes Quinesaw a bright and open wound:
moreillustrious for his influence than his work, he had failed at every-
thing but success. And Quine’s ownlife, he suddenly saw, was bent
around Réti’s influence. A manhasno wealth nor powerbuthis knowl-
edge, Réti had once said to Quine. But now hesaid that if power did not
lead, knowledge could not follow. Quine stood, ignoring —Philip?
whatis it? and went to the bathroom. He held the sides of the sink,
heart racing. In the cabinet he foundthepill bottle.

The spirit is radiant, yet there are two principles of radiance: that
of light, and thatoffire. Fire comesto the use of those who go not the
way of light. And the differenceis, that fire must consumeits object.

Quine returned to Réti’s angry voice, —So I have no NobelPrize,
that accolade of the pure. But Alfred Nobel would understand me well.
Andhistory will be my judge, not you.
—Whatis it, Philip? What’s the matter?
Quine turned to Nan,herface in the phosphorlight bleak as a rock

outcrop. Hereachedto touch her neck. Unsmiling she leaned her head
against his hand. His fingers cupped her nape and he drew her mouth
to his.

In the bedroom they undressed on opposite sides of the bed. The
television droned on. Between herlegs hefelt the string of a tampon,
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and as he touchedit she bent double and enclosed him in her mouth.

Abovethe activity of their bodies his spirit hovered sadly regarding

the terrain of his life. Lightly his hands cradled her head. He began to

pump semen. Deepinside him a talon drove home and broughtforth,

impaled, his soul, writhing. A minute later he was awash in sleep.

Waiting at a counter to pick up xeroxes. Quick tap at his shoulder.

Kate. She smiled, her eyes upon him, and he knewit was a dream, and

he was happy, andheslept.
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TWO

The morningsky, pallid with haze, conveyed yet enough sun to cast
through the high embrasure of his office window a faint rhombus
which crept toward the doorwayrelentless as a horologe. From his
desk Quine gazedatit half hearing the radio, —ildfires in three coun-
ties, when his phonerang.

—Quine.

—Is this Philip?
—Yes, who’s this.

—Lynn.From the demoyesterday?
—Oh. Oh yes. How did you . .. He stood andpaced with the phone.

—Howdid you get my number?
—Icalled the switchboard. I wantto apologize. I behaved badly. Are

you free for coffee?

—Well I... not this morning.
—Laterthis afternoon?
—Welll...

—Don't let me pressure you.
—NoI, I wantto.It’s just a surprise.
—I get off work at four. Do you know the Café Desaparecidos? In

the central mall. I work nearthere.
—Sure I, okay, I’ll see you there about four.
As he hungup Jef Thorpe knocked on his open door. Black jacket,

blue shirt, jeans. A faint pock where yesterday the nose stud had been.
—Comein.
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—I guess we'll be working together.

—Oh,you're staying.

—If you'll have me. Listen, that meeting yesterday, I didn’t belong

there, I’m sorryif...

—Notyourfault. Doctor Highet has his way of doing things.

—Yeah,I see that. Listen, before we started I wanttotell you,the single-

photon experiment you did with Sorokin wasreally elegant. I was, you

know, sort of surprisedto find you here, I thought you’d be somewhere

moretheoretical.

—TI thought everyonehad forgotten that experiment by now.

—Ohno.It was very sweet work.

—The detector wascritical. We worked on it for two years. We got

it only after I came here.

—You didn’t follow it up.

—Sorokin thought I was wrong to comehere. Hesaid it would be a

black hole. He may have been right. Of course things look different

from inside.

—Black hole, yeah, I’ve thought of that. But you know where |

come from.Thatlimits my options in the straight academic world.

—You don’t have qualms about defense work?

—It’s not whatI’m herefor.

—It’s just, you might want to consider your position. I came in

neutral about defense work, but before long I was in the thick ofit. It’s

easy to slip into.

—I’m sortof apolitical.

—Well, if that’s what you want, turning to the computer which

glowed with:

Date: Fri 1 Nov 09:05

From: Leo Highet <sforza@milano.banl.gov>

To: Philip Quine <quine@styx.banl.gov>

Subject: Upcoming J Section Tests

11/4 23:00 PDT, Building 328, Codename‘Stelarc’, ground-basedlaser

guide star, R. Grosseteste, sup.

11/9 18:00 PDT, Site 600, Codename“Taliesin”, 80 kiloton, B. Dietz & P.

Quine, sup.

“Mechanics are the Paradise of mathematical science, because here we
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cometo thefruits of mathematics.” LdV

_ —Lookslike we’re real, said Thorpe.

—You’re lucky. It was years before I was associated with a shot.

—Is that luck?

—It’s a bit of prestige. A merit badge.

Quinecleared the screen and brought up the Superbrighttest data.
—Yousee. Intense brightness here, and here. Very erratic pattern.
—This data is picked up how?

—When the bombignites, radiation from the rods bounces off
somereflectors to

—X-ray mirrors?

—Yes, somethinglike that. They're beryllium. The data agrees with
theory to a point, but when weincrease power, we don’t get an increase
in beam,in fact we get less. We've talked abouttrying different metals
in the rods, we've used gold till now, but mercury ...

—Yeah, elements seventy-two through ninety-five would be good to
try but with the, you know, time constraints, I checked and Fabrication
has gold rods ready to go, so maybe those are a good choice and youcan,
or I mean wecansort of concentrate on sensor configuration ...

—Sounds reasonable.
Thorpe continuedto stare at the screen. —Could this be an annu-

lus? This pattern I mean, could thosereflectors be picking up a sort of
imperfect focus, you know, the edge of a ring? If we move them in...

—I've tried, no luck.

—CanI look at your focusing code?
—Yes, sure,all the files are in this directory. |
—That’s great. Mind if I work here? pointing to Null’s desk.
—Ah,sure. Sure, go ahead.I’m going for lunch and maybe a swim.

I'll see youlater.

Weread of the beaver that whenit is pursued, knowing that itis
for the medicinalvirtueofits testicles and not beingable to escape, it
stops; andit bites off its testicles with its sharp teeth and leaves them
to its enemies,

Gaunt, saturnine, Bran Nolan in a corner of the cafeteria looked up
unsmiling from scattered papersto raise a hand in greeting.
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—How’s our new boyoKihara?
—Weren’t youin line for that position?

—It’s my Tourette’s syndrome. Terrible liability in a press officer,

never know whathe mightblurt out in public.

—You should have been asked.

—Doyou know, I’m happier, if that’s the word I want, where I am.

Kiharais a little lamb. The last man, Vessell, didn’t outlast Slater. And

we’re not donewithall that, no indeed.

—Getting some work done? Quineindicated the papers.

—The Lab has a longstanding commitment to developing new

methods and technologies to protect the environment,” the most

effective of which to date has been the press release. Do you know we

have a toxics mitigation program now? Seemsthere’s a toxic plume

seeping into the groundwater under a vineyard off the north bound-

ary. Vines died, soil went gray, the whole field stinks like sepsis. I’m

writing an upbeat report about it. And yourself? How’s the death ray

coming?

—Wecan maim small insects at a meter. The new conceptis inter-

ceptors. Small flying rocks.

—Do you know,da Vinci invented shrapnel. He’d have been right

at homehere withall these advanced minds.

—Yes, that’s Highet’s conceit.

—Throwing rocks at things. We should be proud, thinking about

these old impulses in such an advanced way.

A plumpfigure came forward shakinga sheaf of papers, from which

Nolan recoiled. —Bran, Bran, Bran. What must I do to get you to use

a font other than Courier?

—Hello Bob, how’s the gout? I don’t like this business of tarting up

manuscripts. You get enchanted by the beauty of it all. You start to

think youre writing the BookofKells.

—A few attractive fonts, tastefully applied, can spice up a presenta-

tion. A little humanitas, you know. Whyelse, Bran, did weget youthat

powerful and costly workstation?

—I don’t know, Bob, why did you?I wasstill figuring out the type

balls on mySelectric.

The sheaf of papers fell fanning from their clip onto the table.
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Shaking his head and chuckling grimly, Bob passed on to another

table.

—Humanitas, yes, that’s what we need here, isn’t it, Highet with

his Renaissance, and Aldus Manutius there, need a few moreparticle

men who’ve read the Tao Te Ching, couple more managers who’ve

studied Sun Tzu, lend these binary viewsa little tone, dress up the

winners andlosers, the Elect and the Preterite, the screwers and the

screwed. Each manin his station, and keep yourdistance from the low
life, can’t have just anyone winning, because if you everlet the rabble
ahead, if they can rise, you can surely fall.

Nolan folded back pages, —listen to this bit, “the support of this
tight-knit community,” supportis it now? I’d havesaid the goading, the
ambition, the Schadenfreude, that’s what gets the work done. The wife
walked out six months ago with the kid, you're eating Campbell’s soup
cold out of the can, you haven’t got a clean shirt, but after a few months
of eighteen hour days you've got data that everyone wantsto see. You
win big.

—Bran, you workhere,too.

—Whatshould I do then, write novels? Or maybe journalism,
that’s it, investigative journalism. Have you met the journalist from
Cambridge? Right over there with his tape recorder, name’s Armand
Steradian. He’s researching the belief systems of those who work on
weapons of massdestruction, I think that was his phrase. Quite the
charmer. He’s published one book onscientific fraud, and a paperhigh-
ly critical of what he calls the defense establishment. You probably
don’t watch TV but there was a program on PBSlast night, Steradian
wasin it abusing Réti.

—Does Highet know he’s here?
—Highetinvited him.
Quine headed for the door, passing as he did ArmandSteradian,

whoheld a small microphonebefore a J Section technician, —you’re
so goldang busy every day you just putoff thinking about it, though
in Quine’s view pressure wasa tool well usedto putoff thinking.

Black cottonwoodsaroundthe pool throve despite the drought. Their
catkins littered the water. A jet moved onthesky, stitching a contrail
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across a lace of cloud where a white sun struggled. Quine sat on a

towel on the grassy verge and watched a portly swimsuited man enter

through the gate, barrel chest glossed with hair, and behind him a

womanin a white halter top and shorts, the heads of three men turn-

ing to follow. The pool was crowded this Friday afternoon; it was

warm, it was the end of the workweek, it was family day; unlike

Quine, most worked a five day week, most would depart hence into a

forgetfulness. In the shallows of the pool two younggirls splashed.

One opened her mouth to show her companiona bright penny on her

outstretched tongue. A young motherin a black maillot gripped a lad-

der to raise herself half from the pool and waveat her infant in a near-

by stroller, glisten and shadowin the cords of her back, and Quinesuf-

fered a pang for a life now beyond his knowing:to be wed, with child,

so young. On thermals a black and white winged vulture, Cathartes

aura, rocked and banked. From the jet thunderfell like muffled blows.

The warmth and the sound of water churned by swimmers and the

spray tossed up by their passing lulled Quine into a lethargy from

which he woke with a start to consult his watch. On the pool’s floor

danced cuspsoflight.

The café’s walls rose past exposed beams and ducts to the nacre of

frosted skylights. Lynn sat in a wirebackedchairata glass table, face

downcast at papers before her. In the momentbefore she looked up,

Kate’s face glowed before him. What do youdo, Philip?

—Hoyesel dia de los muertos, Lynn said in greeting, banishing

Kate’s image. Angularities all her own movedin herflesh; a small gap

showed betweenherteeth as she smiled.

Quine seated himself and said gravely, —I should tell you I’m

involved with someone.

—Gee, I said I wantedto apologize, not start an affair.

—I,sorryl...

—And maybepick your brain about Radiance.

—I'm sorry, I, what did you say before? El dia...

—Today is the Day of the Dead.All Saints’ Day. All of California

used to be Mexico, you know, theycalled it Aztlan. Once my group

shuts the Lab down, we’re goingto reclaim Aztlan for the native peo-
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ples. Oh, don’t look that way, I’m joking, that’s the kind of thing the

far right says aboutus.

—Your group?

—Citizens Against Nuclear Technology. I’m a paralegal with them.

—What’s that you're reading?

—Yourpress releases. She held a sheaf set in unadorned Courier

font. —You people have fingersin a lot of pies. When I started my con-
cern was the bombs,but that’s just the tip of the iceberg, isn’t it. There’s
also the supercomputers,thelasers, the genetics, the chemicals . . .

—yYou probably know moreaboutit than I do.

—Your cover stories are so creative. Every one of. Oh, go ahead,

order, she’s waiting.

—Cappuccino. What you do mean,coverstories?
—Quisiera un espresso por favor. Every one of these quote benign

technologies has a pretty easy to imagine military use. Laser x-ray
lithography for etching microchips, uh huh, right, and here’s one
about kinder gentler CBW,“less virulent” tear gas for “crowd con-
trol”, heavier specific gravity for controlled delivery,if this is the stuff
you're public aboutI can only imaginetherest.

—You’re wrong,there’s a genuine effort to convert to peacef
—Dualuse, I know. Genuineeffort to blur the line is whatit is, and

it goes far beyond the Lab, people in physics and comp sci departments
across the countryare lining up at the same trough, the grants are
there and if they don’t take the money someoneelse will. That’s the
reasoning. Whata waste of talent and resources.

—It’s more complicated than that. The people I work with, they’re
not cynical.

—Yes, I know howpeople get caught up in their work. I have a
friend there, not in Radiance, in another section. He’s a Quaker, he
calls it “being in the world”. Atleast he’s thought aboutit. How did
you getinto it?

—Me? I’m,well, a lapsed theorist. But I’m not typical. .. . Was he
not? Réti, Highet, Dietz, Thorpe, all had failed in some subtle way that
in such a place could be denied. But where wasthere not failure and
denial?

—Doyourpeople pay anyattentionat all to our demonstrations?
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—In J Section? Not much.

—Weseem to bug yourboss,atleast.

—Highet?

—In hislittle red sports car. What about you? What did you think

about the big one yesterday?

—TIt seemed, I don’t know, festive, almost a costumeparty, I didn’t

realize at first it was Halloween...

—Butno, that wasn’t it. It was a ceremony. An exorcism.

—QOh comeon, what, you mean we’re possessed...

—Byarroganceif nothingelse.

—That’s absurd, you can’t convince anyone with someabsurdrit-

ual...

—It’s no different from yourrituals, your bombtests, just as absurd,

but really dangerous!

—They’re not mytests ... and he remembered B. Dietz & P. Quine,

sup. —I’m sorry. I’m no goodtalking aboutthis.

The set of her features, so poised and eager, softened then and her

voice lowered. —I don’t meanto attack you.I’m sure you think about

it.

—Yes but, but I’m not sure! What to do, I mean. Whatif it is a

waste, whatif, if all the money andthe decades,all the lives and talent

_.. thenit’s more thanjust me,it’s not just my mistake, but something

wrongat therootof it, and what, what can I do about that?

—Ifit is a mistake, you canface it. You could stop.

—But that wouldn’t stop anything.It’s almost asif these things we

work on... they use us to get born. Could use anyone.

—It must be very hard for you. Their eyes met, and the troubled

sympathy in hers wrung him. Herface was so concerned for him that

he almost cried out with selfpity.

—It’s not yourfault. I, I need to get back now.

—I really am sorry, can we ... can we forget aboutall this and just

start over?

—Start over... ?

Abruptly he rose and walked awaystolid with loathing of his own

erratic heart, and of her forstirring it.
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In the night he woke sweating with a pulse of ninety, reached for the

pillbottle next to the small box DREAMLIGHT Unlock Your Inner

Potential andits plastic headset. The pills opened a plain of timelessness

in which it seemeda lost part of himself dwelled. As he lay in their

haze, his fluency returned. Wonderful problems enticed and yielded to

his insight, wisdom depended from the skylike fruit. He kept a note-

book in case any insight survived his waking. Nonedid.

Heattached the headsetlike a blindfold. At the onset of dreaming a

strobe would flicker there and rouse him enoughto observe anddirect

his dream but not to wake. He settled and conjured an image:the bat-

tle station shining in the void of space. Slender arms and rodspivot-

ing. The missiles rise in swarms, bright points on the black hollow of a
crescent Earth. They blur in a silver mist of chaff. Above the crescent
distant battle stations ignite in globes oflight, their beams lance out,
but swarm follows swarm upfrom the Earth,far too manyto destroy.
Hepulled off the headset.

The world has changed, the old enemyhascollapsed into ruined
republics. Yet despite this consummationof all the Lab has strived for,
the work goes on, the moodis spiritless, the shots in the desert continue
like some ritual of penance, some black and endless propitiation of
forces that in losing their fixed abode have grown closer and more
menacing.

Stillness. Faint whistle of tinnitus, first sounds of birdcall. Wan

dawnlight. The enemyis gone. But the work goes on andon.
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THREE

For a while Lynn was not among the protesters. Their numbers had

diminished to a small contingent by the maingate, holding a drooping

sheet painted DIABOLIS EX MACHINA.Quine slowed through the

gate and stopped, valves in the engineticking, for a backhoe lurching

across the main road, and closed his windowagainstthe dust billowing

toward him as he went on past an air hammerbreaking a sidewalk to

rubble, overtones ofits chatter following him across the rock moat and

into the building where, too late to retreat, he saw Thorpeseated at

Null’s computer tapping without letup at Quine’s entrance.

—Morning, said Quine.

—Is it? I’ve been hereall night. Something there for you to read.

Ontop of Quine’s stack of journals, a year’s unread accumulation,

colored slips in their pages flagging articles that at an earlier time

would not have waited a day, was a xerox topped with a yellow sticker

SEEN THIS? Physical Review Letters 1954. A dig at his age?

—I knowit’s old, said Thorpe. —But | think it applies. See, I started

with an EE from a hick school, taught myself quantum mechanics by

reading Dirac, so my perspective is sort of, things don’t change that

much. Lots of good ideas have been left hanging. That’s how I found

your paper ...I mean... stumbling at having touched as he thought

Quine’s sensitive point, —not tosay, it’s just, you know,if you're a

studentlike me, not well connected, not seeingall the latest preprints

and hearing all the gossip, you need another way up. So this is my

way, sort of looking for old forgotten stuff to build on.
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—Sotell me aboutthis.

—I cameacross it working for Fish and Himmelhoch,looking for a

sort of nuclear modelto explain the cold fusion reaction? Okay I know,

the current wisdomis, there’s noreaction,it’s bogus, or if anythingis

happeningit’s electrochemical, okay, fine. But you know, if you model
the process in a nuclear way,it looks like a phenomenoncalled super-

radiance. The equationsare similar. Highet saw the connection.
—To this? Highet told you about Superbright?
—Verysharp guy.

—That’s quite a breachofclassification.

—Hesort of hinted aroundit, citing the open literature. Anyway
it’s moot, I’m cleared now. What do you think?

—I'll read it when I get a chance, dropping it back on the stack of
journals.

—But, I mean, we don’t have much time. Should I pursueit?

—Whathave you been doing?
—Well, here, let me show you,I started sort of modifying your

code but I had a couple of quest
—You changed myfiles?
—Nono I made copies, changes only on mycopies and I
—Okay, but look, just be sure you log all yout changes into the

CASEsystem, okay? You know how that works?
—Yes, sure but I wondered about a few things like where you've

got this array of reals here, what’s that?
—That’s the rodarray, angles lengths diameters densities
—Okay I thought so, because see I was thinking if you make that

something like ten to the minus ten here
—That’s the thickness, we can’t make rodsthatthin it’s imposs
—But whatif we play what-if with these numbers.. .
—Wait whatare you do
—then the beam,oopthat’s a little extreme but you see whatI
—Butthere’s no, I mean sure, you can make the model do any-

thing, but it has to correspond toreality!
—Sure, I’m just getting,you know, thefeel of the system. But, oh

here I wanted to know whatthis function does, this hyperbol
—Yes that’s the response curve ofthe reflec, look, can this wait?
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and without pausing Quine was out of the office as from speakers
overhead a pleasant female voice advised, —Attention all personnel.

Starting at midnight tiger teams will conduct exercises in this area

using blank ammunition ...and he turned into the restroom whereat

the end, past a row of sinks and urinals opposite metalstalls, a gym

bag hung on a hookand steam billowed as Quine, elbows braced on a

basin, looked up from the laving of his hands at a bass voice echoing

around the hard tile, —bist du ein Tor und rein, to see in the mirror

not his owneternally surprised features but fogged void, and turned

from the hiss of his faucet to glimpse through the mist a hard white

nude male body emergingto towelitself, still singing, —welch Wissen

dir auch mag beschiedensein.

In the cavernous building where Dietz supervised, Quine watched

long metal tubes welded one by oneto the great monstrance in which

the bomb would rest a quarter mile underground. From instruments

at the ends of each tube hundreds of cables would run to the surface.

Dietz displayed a blueprintof the cylinder.

—Weare already welding. I cannot wait to know.

—Canyouholdoff a day or two? If I had any idea where to put the

damnthingsI'd tell you if I had any idea even howtofind whatI’m

looking for...

—Wecan go ahead with other things for just a little while. For a

day. Now therod configuration. ..

—Unchanged. I’m not touchingthat.

—Make sure, please, that Highet knowsall this. Sometimes he

wanders throughhereandif things are not what he expects he is most

unpleasant.

Outside Highet’s office Quine, arm raised to knock, from within

heard Highet’s insistent rasp, —like Kammerer, you know, it’s not who

makes the mistakeit’s who takes the blame, and at Thorpe’s voice bare-

ly audible, —sorry for the poor son of a bitch stuck in his position athis

age, barely showshis face, and Highet, —never passed a design review,

Quine’s ears flared with heat, the door before him turning flat and

insubstantial as he lowered his hand and proceeded down the hall

unseeing, guided by a familiarity more the prisoner’s than the adept’s
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arounda cornerto a water fountain, stopped before a bulletin board and

its overlapping notices O Section, programmer needed to model under-

ground plumes K Section, LASS expert needed Z Section, multimedia

guru sought B Section, materials engineer, while two young men

passed, one saying, —I have nospecial loyalty to OOP, and on to a fur-
ther junction where a convex mirror above him presented an anamor-
phic view around the corner. There Nan emerged from cross corridor
with a wiry man, white teeth in a tanned face, blackhaired forearms

folded. The two spoke briefly. The man put a hand on Nan’s neck and
bent forward to kiss her mouth. Quine turned back the way he had
come, slowing only when he found he hadnearlycircled the building.
He backtracked to Highet’s door and entered without knocking.
—Get Thorpeout of myoffice.
Highet looked up in surprise. —Whatdid he do to you, Philip? You

look ready tospit.

—If he’s so important give him his own space, I don’t want him
hanging around me.

—Thought you'd appreciate the company, thought he might be
useful to you.

—What’s that supposed to mean?
—Thorpe handles himself well, you could learn from him. Show

some team spirit. Poor boy’s feeling abandonedby you.
—TI'll work with him, but I don’t have to like him or share office

space with him.It’s bad enough Null’s stuffis still there.
—Thorpe hashis ownspace. You want him out, you cantell him so.

By the way, Réti’s here for a visit, you might want to pay your
respects. Instead of running around downin Fabrication with Dietz.

—Someonehastotendto thosedetails.
—Let metell you something,Philip, I’m a smart guybutto be bru-

tally honestI’m a second rate physicist. I have the ideas but not the
persistence, I’ve known that about myself for twenty years. But I’ve
learned to position myself and to use other people to get what I want.
Win win, you know, we help eachother look good. You take my point?

Voices approached in the corridor as Highet went on in a lower
tone, —Onepath in the world is up. There’s also a path down. What
there isn’t is standing still. Now you,friend, have been standingstill
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for quite a little while. I’d say you need to make somecareer decisions

soon, before they're madefor you.

Flanked by two Lab factotums, Aron Réti came slowly, stamping his

cane, into Highet’s office. His eyes, azure behind thick lenses, peered

without recognition as Quine greeted him. —Ah, my youngfriend,

howare you?

—You rememberPhilip Quine, Aron. That beautifully sweet pho-

ton detector he built for us.

—Ofcourse, of course.

—So here weare, three generationsof first rate physics talent.

—Yesyes, the torch is passed.

—I really must be

—No, stay. Aron, Philip’s going to get us the data we needto silence

the critics.

—Thecritics, there is no need to mind them.

—From your eminence perhaps not, but I have to deal with these

fools and dupes almost daily. Do you know what a senator, a United

States senator, said to me the other day? Hecalled this place a scientific

brothel.

—I know the man you mean.Brothels Iam sure he knows well, but

of science heis ignorant.

—Well unfortunately this ignoramus chairs a committee that

oversees our funding, so I have to deal with him.

—Speaking of influence, this left wing journalist, I see him here

again, why do you let him in? Six months ago he abused mytrust

with guttertactics of the worstsort.

—You mean Steradian? He’s a useful idiot. He’s so cocksure I let

him hearthings I wantto see in print, look here. .. . Highet lifted from

the desktop a folded newspaper, —”Radiance Research Forges Ahead”,

see, this is solid gold. He’s so excited when he hears something that

may beclassified, his critical sense shuts off. You can see him quiver

like a puppy dog.

—Keep him away from me,I want nothing to do with him. Whatis

our testing status?

—Weneed more. As always. Classifying them has helped deflect

criticism but we’restill being nickel and dimed.
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—Whatdo you need?

—Anadditional three hundred million over the next year.

—I will talk to the president. This is for Superbright?

—Yes. We can definitely show quantitative agreementwith theory.

It’s only a matter of time and money. Philip will tell you how close we

are. He and his new assistant have made tremendous headway, just

tremendous.

—So? Tell me about this, my youngfriend.

—Well, I think it’s premature to say so. There’s a shot next Satur-

day. We'll know better then.

—Philip’s too modest, that’s always been his problem.

—NoI just think we need a lot more

—More funding.Basically it’s a matter of funding. In the long run

wesee coherent beamsstriking out a thousand miles and diverging no
more than a meter. Weseea single battle station downing every mis-
sile any enemy can launch. And Aron, we're also going ahead with
yourinterceptors. As part of the overall system.

—Baldur?

—Smaller, faster, smarter, cheaper. Less than thirty billion to
deploy.

—Even twenty years ago I thoughtthat this idea only needed the
technology to catch up.It is good we have history,a tradition, a cul-
ture here.

—Like Ulysses, we’re neverat a loss.

—Really? Never at a

—Philip...

—Unless we're trying to produce a thousand mile beam where no
test has ever shown

—Philip!

—Well how long do you think wecan keepit up! this this
—Aslongasit takes.

—Andyou, Doctor Réti?

—Myyoungfriend, I am an optimist.

—Philip I want a word with you. Excuse us Aron. One arm clutched
Quine in tight embrace and steered them into the hallway, Highet
saying in low controlled tones, —One day soon, very soon,I'll stop
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giving you second chances. Come up empty this time and you're
through.Clear?

—Meaning what? You'll what?

—TI don’t know. I don’t know butit will be terrible and final and I

promise you'll never forget it. Highet raised his voice to hearty amia-
bility, —Good man! You let me know, and wentback into his office.

As night came on thelife of the building went to X Section, the

Playpen, where the younger men worked on schemes even morespec-

ulative than Superbright, and Quinereturnedfor the thousandth time

to his simulation with the sinking heart of a man returningto a love-

less home. Entrapment.Asif fine wire had threaded his drugged veins,

and now, as feeling returned, any movement might tear him open. He

fidgeted the radio on to, —fades to a reddish color as it enters Earth’s

shad, and off as he saw again thetilt of Nan’s head, the fine whorls of

her ear, the man’s dark hand cupping her neck. The ridge of hercol-

larbone, the warm pulse of the vein acrossit.

On Null’s whiteboard deltas sigmas omegas integrals infinities in

variegated ink still wove like fundamental forces their elegant pattern

around a void. From the clutter on the desk he lifted CENTURY 21

LAB QUARTERLY. Changing world betokens larger role for science.

Acceptable levels of social risk. Public does not fully understand. World

free of threats too much to ask. Revolutionary new technique. Major

improvement. Important to a variety of national goals. Unique multi-

disciplinary expertise. Two young men,onepoised to hurl a balloon,

caromed past his doorway. He shut the door on guffaws and —teach

you some hydrodynamics!

He picked up Black 1954.He looked at thecitations, then read from

the start. He stopped often to reread, with a doggedness that made

shift for his halt sense, once so fine, of the rhythms of scientific

thought, the probeand test and parry andclinch that now requiredhis

slow and remedial attention to be grasped. As heread,his respect for

Thorpe grew even as an emptiness opened within him. When he was

finished he stared into space before reaching across the desk to snap

off the lights.

The phone chattered. On the second ring he lifted it, holding
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silence to ear for a momentbefore speaking. In the darkness the com-

puter screen, phosphors charged by the room’s vanishedlight, was a

dim fading square.

—Quine.

—Hi, it’s Lynn, I’m glad I caught you. I’m hiking up Mount

Ohlone with some friends tonight, you want to come?

—Well...

—TI knowit’s short notice.

—I should be working.

—Goodheavens,all night? We’re notstartingtill nine.

—No but .. . He scrutinized the whiteboard as if this quandary

might be expressed there in double integrals. —I mean ... sure, why

not.

—Good! Meet usat the park gate. It’s ten miles north on Crow

Canyon Road.

In the hallway a length of surgical tubing, knotted at both ends, lay
ruptured andlimpin film of water. As heleft the building sprinklers
came on ina silver mist and rainbows shimmeredin the floodlit air. He
drove out past parked vehicles and armed menin fatigues.

He arrived early. The sky was starry, the moon full. Someplanet
wassetting in the west, probably Saturn byits color. The V of Taurus
pointed back the way he’d come. A car approached,lights snagging in
the trees, then came aroundthelast bend lightless and rolled to a stop.

—Mark,Julie, this is Philip.

—Why’re we whispering?

—Park’s closed. Not supposedto be here.

They went around the closed gate and past a building set back
amongtrees. In a second story windowa dim lineflickered, a fluores-
cent tube not on nor off, stuttering betweenstates. Fifty yards further
they left the road for a broad path that rose winding underblack oak,
then bay. An owlcalled, leaving the harbor ofa eucalyptus.

Quine and Lynn walked in silence. Ahead Julie laughed and
touched Mark’s arm, not a lover’s touch, but a gesture of intimacy
with the world, the same handcaressing air and underbrush. They
talked about people they knew, hes and shes darting in and out of
audibility like moths in the dark. Soon they entered a darkness of
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trees where nothing was visible but shards of the moon fallen like
leaves around them. He went more slowly and stumbled. Lynn paused
and he heard a rustling. Leaves popped free of a branch and came
crushed under Quine’s nose, carrying to him strong waft of mint and
resin.

—Sweet bay, she said, —is sacred to Apollo, but this is not Euro-
pean bay, Laurens, it’s California bay, Umbellularia. Her tonguelin-

gered on the liquids.

They kept climbing until they broke from the woods onto an open

slope. Moonlight rinsed palely the open range land below them.

—Artemisia tridentata, Lynn said, inhaling as she broke from a

sagebrush a twig of gray leaves.

It was pungentin her cupped palm. The warmth of her came with

it.

—Namedfor the goddess Artemis. Wholovesit. And this is willow.

Salix. Los alamos. Which is the meaning of Orpheus’s name. Who

opened doors he couldn’t reenter.

—Howdo you knowall this?

—This is where I grew up.This is the smell of my home. This is

how I know belong.

They came up to MarkandJulie at the edge of the grove. The moon

hung above them, swollen, no goddess remontant butanairless world

already mapped, trodden, and projected for division into satrapies of

mining, manufacturing, and defense, occupancy deferred only until

these scenarios could enrich their planners at a margin of return greater

and morereliable than what current technologyassured.

—Let’s sit here.

Julie passed aroundbread, cheese,fruit, a plastic bottle of water. On

the grass they sat eating. Somewherecrickets chirred on andoff, their

presencelike a field of energy shifting.

—It’s so warm tonight. Almostlike summer.

—You from aroundhere, Philip?

—I wentto schoolin the East. I’ve been working aroundherefor

eight years.

—Practically a native. What do you do?

—TIwrite software.
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—Friend of mine works for CodeWin, maybe you know him.

—It’s a big industry.

—Biggerbytheday, said Lynndryly.

—Where’s the Big Dipper? I can’t seeit, said Julie, standing.

—It’s too low to see, said Quine. —That’s the handle above the

ridgeline. There in the west, that’s Vega setting. A summerstar. Win-

ter comingin overthere .. . pointing to that swarm offireflies tangled

in a silver braid, —ThePleiades. Also called the Seven Sisters. You can

count more than seven on a clear night. But not with the moon out.

And right behind them Orion, you can see him just coming over the

horizon, those three stars in a line. Chasing them.Kind of a bad luck

bunch,the Sisters. They wereall seduced by one god or another, except

for Merope, who married Sisyphus.

—Look!Is that a planet?

Finding the pale green disk where Julie pointed, a handsbreadth

from the Sisters, Quine knew it was the beam of a laser ten miles south

stabbing to the edge of space where sodium atomsglowedinits heat.
—No, not a planet. . . . Suddenly Lynn’s hand was in his. She

squeezed it once, and before he could respondreleased it to run down-
hill toward a dark grove. He stood for a momentandthenherantoo.
Heran for no reason he could name, windin his ears, an excitement

rising almost to fear in his heart, hackles alive. Some presence almost,

chasing him. Then the darkness of the trees was around him and he
tripped and went sprawling. The presence wasstill there. He feared it
though he knew it was benign. It was not death, but it would change
his life if heletit.

—Philip? Are youall right?

She stood over him, at the edge of the grove as Mark andJulie

approached.Helay there in anxiety, anger almost at how she’d stirred
him, at the beauty of her movement, at the way her features held the
moonlight.

—Philip...?

—I’m fine. He brushedleaf dirt from his sleeves. The presence was
gone. They walked in silence until emerging from the grove and head-
ing downslope. Overhead the greenstar had vanished.
—So whatare you working on now, Philip?
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—Oh... things in the sky, Quine said. —An aerospace partner
wants us to program low orbit balloons a couple of miles across, the
apparent size of the moon,sunlit, carrying messages, logos, advertis-
ing...

—Butthat’s so, Julie began and Mark cut in, —SeemsI read about

this. The Sierra Club’s bringingsuit, aren't they?
—I don’t know aboutthat, we're just the contractors, I just do my

job ...and Julie glancing at Lynn claimed Mark’s arm to move them
away and resumein low voice their conversation of hes and shes while
Lynn walked apart, obliging Quine to follow, leaving behind —she

sees him as a reclamation project ... to overtake her on a knoll. She

waited with crossed arms. Behind her, the valley wasfilled with glit-

tering points. At its far verge waste floodlit terrain of the Lab.

—Philip, what are you doing?

—You don’t like me as a software mogul?

—Is that your, your cover story? Her face remainedstill and fixed

on him, moonshadowin hereyes’ hollows.

—That balloon thing really is a Lab project, they started a small

group onit...

—yYou don’t wantto tell them what youreally do.

—No,I...

—You think Mark isn’t smart enough to see through you? Heis.

You take his good faith for foolishness.

—LookI, I just didn’t know what you told them.I didn’t want you

to be embarrassed by me.Hisface heated ashesaidit.

—Well, that would be my problem, wouldn’t it. Now I have a dif-

ferent problem. Because it happens I did tell them. She waited for

something he wasn’t able to give her, then went on. —When you were

talking about the Pleiades you were so, I don’t know, at ease. What

happened?

—Look, I’m sorry, I just ... Another breath of warm breeze and he

realized he was sweating.

—Whathappened?

—That green star we saw. It wasn’t a star, it was something from

the Lab. A lasertest.

—A Radiancelaser?
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—No... something else. Unclassified. A guide star for adaptive

optics.

She was listening with her armsstill crossed. —Why did that
change your mood?

—It’s just, I’d almost forgotten, about everything except, except for
being here. That thing in the sky reminded me. Then Mark asked what
Idid...

—Theyreally have their hooks in you, don’t they.
—I know that.

Face still hollowed in moonshadowshestepped toward him. His
need to be touched and take comfort welled up, but somestricture
unknown yet dreadful held him still. After a moment’s wait she
turned to face the valley lights. —I’m surprised you haven’t quit.
—And do what! Turn from the one place where my, mytalents

have some use?

—Whatdo you want, Philip?
—Want?I don’t know.I can’t getit. I want eight years back. Before

this I was

a

scientist.

—They haven't robbed you ofthat.
—Yes, that’s so, I gave myself over, and now I’m ontheline for

something I don’t care about. That’s the way, yes, you're goingto get
screwed regardless, so you should makesure it’s for something that
matters to you...
—Whatwould that be?
—TI don’t know.

Julie and Mark were calling. They went down the slope and
rejoined them. Shewasstill talking to Mark, —so I’m,wait, stop, this
is it, these are the boundaries andhe’s like, what did I do? She turned
to Lynn with the pack, —take this? and embraced Mark from behind,
arms aroundhis chest, straps of her shortlegged overalls a dark X on
her back, bare calves duckwalkingthe pair downtheslope.

In the lot Lynn said to Julie, —Get a ride with you guys?
Quinecalled out, —Mark,just joking about the balloon.
Mark looked up, fumbling with his keys, smiling. —Oh yeah?
—Thanks, thanksfor, for inviting me. He gotin the car, openedthe

glovebox, found

a

tablet, brushedlint from it, swallowedit dry.
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In his apartment was a smell like stale smoke and old sweat and rot-

ting food, edged with somethingfouler, like the metallic stench of the

flux from the open pipe. At first he thought it came from outside,

whereearlier they’d been roofing. But on the deck the air was fresh.

He knelt to the carpet and smelled nothing.In the kitchen he bentto

the drain and smelled nothing. From a bottle he squeezed a pearl of

soap onto a sponge, ran hot waterin the sink, scrubbed andrinsedit.

He scrubbed the stove top. The ceiling fan wassilted over by grease

and spiderweb. Hefetched a chair and reachedto touchit. A black gob-

bet fell from it to the stove top. He fetched pliers and freed the nuts

holding the shield, banging with the handle to break the dried paint

around the rim. In both hands he borethe shield like a chalice to the

sink.

In its concavities had pooled a glossy tar. He scrubbed it for min-

utes, smutch washinginto the sink. Then he spooled off yards of paper

toweling, wet and soapedit, and climbed the chair to wash over and

again the sleeve of the fan, the blades, the hub. A viscous brown

residue clung to the towels and his fingers. Further into the recess,

beyondhis reach, was moretar.

Sweat soaked him. He went onto the deck. The moon was dim and

reddish, as if the sky held smoke. He stared in wonder andfear until

the knowledge that it was an eclipse broke upon him banishing fear

and wonderalike.

When he wentback in the smell was waiting. He understood that

from now on everything would smell like this. For a while he sat at the

table with his eyes shut, then opened the newspaper for the memory

of CARPETS CLEANEDbutit parted to 24 HRS OUTCALL DAWNA

and LOVE TALK $2/MINandhe staredbleakly at the sullen pout, cir-

cleted forehead, hair as wild as if fresh risen from the sea, linen garb

pleated in most subtle fashion. His hand found the telephone, and

after a distant chirrup a smallinsinuating voiceflicked like a tongue in

his ear, and he stepped back from the uncradled receiver, switched off

the lights, leaving the voice breathing unheeded into the darkness and

the moonlight pooled on thefloor.

He showered. In the steam lust swelled in him like nausea. Hot
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spray lashed him. Incoherent images flashed upon him. Runnels

nudged moonwhite globs toward the drain. Depleted he toweled. On

the sink were Nan’s toothpaste, hairbrush, lipstick, mascara. On the

toilet tank an unzipped travel kit of quilted cotton gaped to show

diaphragm,jelly, tampons, vitamins, ibuprofen, hairpins, barrette, lens

wetter, a glass jar of face cream. A towelend snagged in the zipper as
Quine scrubbed dry his hair, dragging the kit. Items hailed on thetile
floor. He dropped the towel, then swept his hand across the sink top.
He grabbedthe kit and hurled it. Thejar flew out and smashed against
the wall.
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FOUR

Dry sycamoreleaves scraped over pavementin a hot wind drawn out

from distant desert by a stalled offshore low. Over the ridge east of

town dust and the smell of manure from the farmlands and a haze of

smokeblew fitfully into the valley. As the sun rose through layers of

haze Quine, driving to the back gate of the Lab soasto avoid the pro-

testers, passed the dead vineyard by the north boundary. Hepulled

over, stilling the engine and the radio’s —ty thousandacresablaze.

The gate wasclosed but unlocked. A bright new sign bore the bio-

hazard trefoil and DANGER TOXICS MITIGATION PILOT SITE

ALPHA KEEP OUT. The drone of flies rose and fell like a turbine.

Stunted vines clung to irrigation uprights. Bark from one sloughed

like ash on his fingers. From deep in the vineyard a warm moistflatus

perfused the air. A stink like the chymeof a dying beast. He ran back

to the car choking and drooling. At an irrigation faucet herinsed his

mouth, his face, his hair, his hands, yet the foulness, as of corroded

metal, lingered. What godlovesthis?

At Null’s desk Thorpe worked.

—Bernd Dietz called. He has to know whereto put thereflectors.

—TI’m temptedto leave them where they werein thelast shot.

—Wecan’t do that, Highet would

—That’s why I’m tempted.

—Yeah he’s, he can be

a

real prick can’t he.

—Notif you play by his rules. He alwayshasa carrot handy.

—Well I have quite a few ideas but you needto look them over, sort
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of tell me where they’re out of line, you know we're really down to the
wire here and

—Okay, let’s assume Black’s right...
—QOhthen you've read

—Assumewe're looking at quanta aslocalized particles guided by a
physically realfield...

—Highet, you know hereally grilled me on this stuff when he
came out to Utah, put me through the wringer, made meprove every
assumption, but after an hour I had him convinced, and I thoughthe
really respected ...

—Typical Highet slap andstroke.
—Now suppose we...

—You're goodat this. And veryfast.
—Commercial software you know, those eighteen hour days tone

you right up.

—Nodon’t touch that, we can’t change the rod array, I’ve already
told Dietz.

—Can wereorientit?

—Maybe.I’ll check.
Under Thorpe’s shaping the model gradually began to show corre-

lation. After several hours one run produced an annulus. Then noth-
ing for hours more. They ate dinner in thecafeteria, not speaking,
then returned to work. Thorpe coded for a hour, then ran the model.
Again the annulus. He rotated the model’s rods again and again andat
one angle power jumped and the annulus closed to a point. They
stared at the screen. Thorpebit his thumb. —Whatdo you think?

—It looksall right.
—It looks fantastic. It’s a hundred times brighter than the last shot.

But the model’s tweaked to hell and gone.
—I don’t see anything wrong.
—No, neither do I. So now if we put the reflectors here . . . see, this

is how I work.I’m not

a

theorist, I don’t have your background,I need
to, you know, immerse myself in the code,feel the system...

—Well, it’s a remarkable job. I couldn’t have donethis.I’ve tried for
months.

—Well, I couldn’t have doneit if your code weren't so comprehen-

47



sive. You really worked at this. Butit’s, you know,at somelevelit’s all

just sort of pushing numbers around. I don’t knowif it’s saying any-

thing real.

—We’ll know soon enough.

—Do you think something’s wrong?

Quine shrugged. —NothingI can see.

—You’re not convinced.

—J] don’t haveto be. It’s what Highet wants, isn’t it?

—yYeah but, that’s not what you think I’m doing,is it?

—No...

—Because I would neverdothat.

—I’m sure you

—Since the Fish and Himmelhoch thingI have to be very careful.

They were crucified, just crucified, they’re pariahs, their careers are

finished. Anything remotely to do with cold fusionis tainted, you may

as well say you're working on perpetual motion. And I was on that

team, I was in thatlab. So I haveto be verycareful.

—Perpetual motion, you could probably sell that to Highet. At

least as a talking point.

—It’s not funny to me.I had nothingto do with that debacle, just so

we're clear on that.

—Sure. I understand.

—Sorry I’m touchy. Just, you know, tired. You've been generous,

letting me work with yourcode andall, I really thought you'd stick me

with the scut work but you've done it haven’t you,all the test details,

andlet me dothe interesting part. This could take me a long way and

I’m grateful.

—Whydon’t you go home,get some sleep?

—Yeah, okay, I’m whipped.

—Take tomorrow off. I’ll tell Highet.

—Nono,Ill be in. We haveto write up a workorder.

—I'll do it, don’t worry aboutit.

—Are you staying?

—God no, whatis it, midnight?

—It’s, oh Jesus, it’s two a m.

—No,I’m leaving in five minutes.I'll write the work order tomorrow.
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—Oh I meantto, here’s somethingelse for you to read... and, hes-
itating a moment, Thorpeplaced a stapled xerox on Quine’sstack, held
his gaze for a moment, and departed.

It was a new paperby Sorokin. At CERN now. Quine skimmedit as
if reading news from a distant galaxy or a remote epoch.It solidified
and extended the work they’d done together, the experimentthat had
separated them.It was clear that it was a field now and that Sorokin
ownedit. He stanched an upwelling of envy andselfpity.

But instead of going home Quine broke apart Thorpe’s code and
studied the changes. He gave the model a newsetof energies: points
clustered around the focus. Again, with different energies, the same
focus emerged. Something was wrong, he could smell it; his instinct
wasnotyet dead.

Near dawn he found it. Along with the sensor positions, Thorpe
had tweaked the sensor response function. Playing the system, as he
said, to get results. But now the function emphasized certain wave-
lengths. As might the sensors themselves when struck by the bomb’s
radiation. The brightness data from theearlier tests might be nothing
but reflection, instrument error. When you put that error into the
focusing code, the codenaturally confirmed the data. Glue in a house
of cards. And downin a corner of Null’s whiteboard, half erased, was
it? yes, the same function, the same tweak. There in the cornerofhis
eye for months. Wasted months. Wrong from the start. Error or
fraud? No way to know. Maybestarted as one, became the other. But
wait now.If you removedthe tweak,if you stopped trying for a beam,
chaff fell from the problem and the expressions said something else
entirely.

A presence entered the room. Air gravid and light adance. There
appearedto his mind’s eye the battle station lost and insignificant in a
tide of radiance, all the universe’s light at wavelengths and colors
beyond mere vision, streaming in intricate brocade, weaving and
mediating between matter and energy, waveandparticle, the phenom-
enal and the noumenal. Here was the mystery,at last, open for his
knowingas he hovered betweenfatigue and ecstasy, and he knew he
was unready to pass throughthegate of revelation into this realm of
light. He drew back. And the presence like a roebuckin forest startled
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and wasgone.Thetide of light receded. He wasleft with only the par-

ticulars of rods and reflectors. But he had found their flaw. Mystery

mightelude, but the information wassure. Thus angels mustfeel, radi-

ant with the certainty that flows from their single devotionto right.

—Bernd, I need somereflectors.

—ForTaliesin.

—Yes.

—I know, I have a work orderalready, this morning, from Thorpe.

—No, I need more.

—Wedo not have timeto add

—I have to havereflectors made of something other than beryllium.

Dietz was silent. He began leafing through a logbook. —Do you

know, try as we might we cannot keep traces of oxygen out of the

beryllium. I have told Highet this. Long ago.

—Really.

—TI have proposed hydrogenin thepast.

—Whyhaven't wetried it?

—"Don’t mess with success.”

—Isee.I'd like to tryit.

—Does Highet approve?

—I'll take responsibility.

—wWithouthis approval I can do nothing.

—Bernd. This is what Slater thought, isn’t it. That the beryllium

reflectors were giving false brightness. And Null knewit too, didn’t he.

—JIdid not see Slater’s report. Dietz did not look up from the book.

—Make some hydrogenreflectors for me. Cable them separately

from the beryllium.

Dietz shut the book. —Send me a work order.I will have to send a

copy to Highet.

Kihara came through the doors with a following of suited men.

—Won’'t be a minute gentlemen, don’t let us disturb you, you can see

here the precision engineering we're capable of, bang-up job of inven-

tiveness, maximum return on investment, the answerto reversing the

balance of trade deficit, innovative federally generated technology

transfer to industry, improves the nation’s economic competitiveness
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nical Reference, to come upon WORK ORDERForm 4439A Autho-rized Use Only,
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__Then it might be wise to preempt questions aboutit. The sh

so close to the presentation, we can't be expected to have data that

quickly. But we could say we're investigating. If we haveto.

You're sure about the quantitative agreement!

__The simulation’s excellent. I won't take credit for it. Jef Thorpe

did the work.

__Did he now. Well, we're a team. Goodresults show good manage-

ment.

—_J'd like Jef to give the presentation.

Highet's eyesfixed in calculation on Quine as the phone rang and

Quine waited for the dismissive wave with which Highet ended audi-

ences, but instead he spoke a moment, then covered the mouthpiece

and said, —Want to make some money Philip, Devon Null’s taking on

investors, and uncovering the mouthpiece, —Yes, application’s outside

the envelope no problem there, keep me briefed, and in another

moment hung up, leaning back and clasping his hands overhis thin-

ning crown, gazingat theceiling.

Well that’s fine, that’s very fine. Wonderif we could work up a

little something. I could invite some key people to the ranch for the

shot, some unnamed sources, goose the process a little, can we get

Thorpein on this?

—He’s probably in my office.

—You may work out yet Philip, Highet grudgedas onethick finger

stabbed the phone. —Jef? Leo. Get over here, rising to pace past framed

hotos of three Presidents, another of Reéti and himself
and signed p

bright and
with the current President, artist’s renderings of the Super

of a fusion driven spaceship, cartoon of a mushroom cloud WHEN

YOU CARE ENOUGHTO SEND THE VERY BEST,certificates from

a length of cable, a circuit board. He stopped at
professionalsocieties,

and parted the verticalslats of
the window, gaze caught by something,

the blind with his fingers, speaking softly, almostto himself.
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lose that. When I think of those fucking tree huggers out there... and

turning back to Quine, voice low and insistent, —Thinktheills are in a

system, thinkit’s that simple, Réti and his anticommunism, your new

girlfriend and her peacenik buddies, wonder why’s she drawn to you?

—Nowwaitjust a

—Darkness and malady is in the humanheart, Philip, don’t you

know that? The enemyis the heart. You can’t hide from that darkness

...as Thorpe enteredin black linen jacket, red t-shirt, nose stud, eyes

eager, and Highet’s demeanor switched to the cheerful, —Jef, my man.

I want to wowthe rubes when wego to the desert. We have a ranch

out there with T3 data lines from the test site. What can you do that’s

portable and fantastic? I want flash that makes you reach for your

checkbook.

—I've got an interface toolkit from my CodeWin days, I can throw

somethingtogether. Just tell me what kind of data I have to work with.

—lI'll e-mail you the details. Shot’s tomorrow evening, not too

muchfor you,is it?

—Demoordie, I know thedrill, said Thorpe, grinning.

The evening wind whipped dustacross the highway,vibrating the cars
stopped in three lanes behindflashing lights at Codornic s EXIT NLY
as Quine punched —illion in property loss, over to —noninjuryacci-
dent being cleared at the Codornices Road exit not blocking lanes for
you, drownedin a siren blaring up the shoulder OHLONE VALLEY
RESCUE JOWMAIU@MA as Quine edged against horns and unheard
curses into the exit lane and cut back onto a commercial strip behind
the central mall, the reverse of which colonnaded and pedimented
facade, its raw concrete stained by rains, caught with a sort of wound-

ed dignity the sun’s last rays as they likewise gilded Estancia Estates
An Adult Community where Quine parked and for a momentheld in
his gaze a prospect of identical bungalows arrayed on lawnsbilliard-
green out to the surveyed boundaries of chainlink and dry pasture
beyond.

—Oh! Philip. Comein. I wasn’t expecting you, your deadline. ..
—Well it’s Friday night, I thought

—I'm glad you,but, if you’d called I would have made dinner. ..
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—I wasn’t sure I was coming.

—Your workis done?

—There’s a test. I fly out tomorrow afternoon. And there’s a presen-

tation Monday.

—Can youstay tonight? We can go outfor ... is something wrong?

—TI need to ask you something.

—Yes? Whatisit?

—Who’s the guy with the curly black hair and the good tan?

—The, what?

—TI happenedto see you the other day. In a hallway. He wasacting

kind of proprietary.

—Proprie, her face flushed and she turnedto look across the room,

one handresting on a table. Quine waited.

—Howlonghasthis been going on?

—His name’s Ben andhe’s a goodfriend, andit’s been, we’ve been

friends for years. Since before I knew you.

—Youstill see him?

The flush darkened, and as she turned back to him her mild features

contorted into a stiff anger he’d never seen in her. —Do you mean, do

I sleep with him? Yes. I have. Once or twice since you and I have been

together.

—Onceor twice. You've lost count.

-—Oh,Philip! Whyare you,this is hateful!

—It hurts me, Nan.

Her face was a mask of plain misery. —Wenever

—Never what, laid down rules? I didn’t think we had to, I thought

some things went without saying.

—Withoutsaying what! That I’m yours alone when you don’t give

me anything, for God’s sake Philip I didn’t turn to Benfor sex,justfor,

for kindness, for friendship, just to feel that I mattered! To someone!

Five years of mylife Philip, I’m no longer a young woman, do you

want to know whenit was I saw Ben, when I went to him after you

and I were together?

The coldness, the absolute coldness of the moment.

—You don’t, you don’t even care do you.It hurts you, but I can see

in your eyes, you won't listen to me. How can possibly explain when
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you won't even give mecredit for, for loving you, Philip? When you

and I met, at that picnic, and I was so charmedby you,by yourintelli-

gence, your modesty, your reserve. Do you remember, the thunder-

storm? I hadn’t seen one since moving West. And afterwards you took

me home, we were drenched, and I loaned you clothes. Oh Philip, it

waslong over between Ben and me, he waslike a brother, I just want-

ed to say goodbye,to tell someone close to me how happyI was. How

happy I thoughtId be.

—Andthe second time?

—Yes, that’s all you wantto hear. Twoyears later, when you didn’t

come to dinner, didn’t call, and I waited and waited, so it was only an

anniversary just a date on the calendarthat’s all, but I called Ben and

he came overto be with me, and he didn’t, didn’t even want ... cut off

by hersobs.

—ButI, you knew I was working, you could have

—Whenyou comehere and, and sulk for hours, barely acknowl-

edge myexistence, don’t call for days on end, then expect, how do you

think that makes mefeel ... I would have told you about Ben if you’d

asked if you’d ever shownanyinterestatall. If you even know who|

am |

Within him a stone fell and fell, soundlessly turning.

—Philip, talk to me! Don’t turn awaylike this!

—TIhave nothingto say, and he wasoutthe door, wherestreetlights

had come on, knowingthat his leaving now was worse than anything

gone before, a withdrawal he could never make right. Don’t tell me,

don’t tell me we don’t feed the emptiness in each other.
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FIVE

In the Great Basin of Nevada thousandsofacres of waste and infecund
desert had been reclaimed for science as the Aguas Secas WeaponsTest
Site, and one hundred miles further west was the Advanced Research

Institute of the Eastern Sierra, a ranch at the edge of the OwensVal-
ley, a black facility whose funding appeared in no budget. Leasedto the
governmentby a conservative businessman,it served as a layoversite

for Lab personnel on their way to the desert. It nestled in the broad
base of a canyon near a creek’s loud runoff throughlateral moraine. To
the west the groundrosein the space of a few miles from six thousand
feet to a twelve thousandfoot crest of granite crags. Below, a few miles
to the east, the north-south highwaylay like a dropped ribbon across
the wrinkled valley floor, and a hundred miles further across desert
dotted with sage undera flotilla of thunderheads was the chalk white
sink of Aguas Secas.

Even before joining the Lab Quine had seen ARIES.Onhisfirst trip
west, while switching planes at Phoenix, he’d been paged and diverted
to a single engine craft bound for a Kern Countyairstrip, where a

sheriff’s four by four awaited him. The first Radiance shot had just
gone off and at the ranch they were celebrating. Quine met Highet

there. Highet was beating a twelve yearold atchess, telling the boy,I'll
trade a bishop for a knight anytime,I love knights, they leap barriers,

they face eight waysat once.
A month later Quine was at Aguas. Rank smell of sage hovered in

the predawn cool, immensities of desert air quivered to the horizon.
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They drove with the sun rising behind them, the younginitiates jok-

ing, group leaders and guards and observers in DoD hardhats silent

and grim. Roadwaysofcables led from instrumenttrailers over desert

pocked with the collapse craters of previoustests to the distant bore-

hole. Aboveit a red crane pointed straight up. The count reachedzero.

Andthe earth rippled. A wave rushed toward them and the ground

shook as if a train were passing and passing and passing. Whenit

stopped the air wasa clear plasmaofexaltation. To knowthatthe bind-

ing forces of matter were yoursto break, the wealth of nations yours

to squanderin such sublimeforce, this was a deep and secret sweetness

knownonly to the few.

At the ranch now Thorpewasjoking with some grad students from

X Section. Others were there from J Section, and some stern faces he

didn’t know, military or intelligence, and Steradian alert as a corrupt

deputy. Highetarrived in blue jeans and tooled leather boots, carrying

cases of soda, chanting in a false twang, —Twaacethesugar, twaacethe

caffeine .. . followed by a Western senator cadaverousand grinning in

white Stetson, and his young aide plump and groomed to a sheen,

with the zealous black eyesof a pullet.

—Look at em, young,brilliant, confident, said the senator. —That’s

how I felt at their age. They own the world.

—The world? retorted Highet. —They owntheir genitals. The rest

of them’s mine,raising his voice to introduce, —Gentlemen,the right

honorable Howard Bangerter of Utah...

The aide asked if physics had yet succeeded in finding in the traces

of Creation the fingerprints of God, and Highet nodded, a slow smile

spreading andhis tonguetip darting as his hands rose to conjure, —Not

God exactly ...as Quine walked onto the deck where three barbecue

grills sizzled, and a keg of COORSLITEsat amid greasy paperplates

bearing the ruins of meals, and the sun had long since chased the wan-

ing moon,itself pursuing Venus, behind the mountain wall. Although

the sky retained day’s blue a chill came down from the remote and

snowless peaks.

—This young man, Highet’s voice carried out from within, wonlast

year’s Heinrich Hertz Fellowship in Physics, a prestigious award | hap-

pen to administer ... and Quine stepped down from the deck, crossing
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dry grass to the creek’s rockstrewn willowed bank where it trickled
through small pools and clumps of rotting leaves. Quine followed it
upward, breath laboring. He stopped at a large boulder long ago tum-
bled from a higher place, andsat. Little residue of the day’s warmth
remained in the shadowed stone. The western ridge above him wasa
great dark wave.In the east a glamourof rosetint clouds swept up from
the horizon. The ranch was small below him. A cold wind came down

But he returned. Thorpe’s voice came up as heslid open the glass
doors, —background, you know, trucks on the highway, that sort of
thing. Otherside of the spool you can see some small temblors we had
this afternoon. Whenthe shot goes off we'll see more than a wiggle.
But the real action’s on this screen here. At the site they’re recording
everythingfor later analysis but data’s also piped to this workstation
wherethis autocorrelation software gives us an immediate window on
what's happening. Red is intense energy, blue is, you know, less
intense. We're looking for sort of a red ringlike structure.

Quine watched the stylus quiver as about him others conversed.
Without warning the stylus jerked. The screen of the workstation
cameto life, numbers flowing downits right edge. Colors coalesced on
screen. The senator and his aide leaned in enrapt. A minute passed.
Blue and green surrounded a coronaof yellow and a jagged red core
flecked with white.

—We havebrightness, Thorpe said. —A hundred times thelast
test. More. Could be a thousandtimes.

—Three orders of magnitude improvement, declared Highet. —At
this rate we'll have every enemy missile on Earth neutralized in a few
years, and raising his tone with his glass, —To Team Superbright!
Leonardosof the age. You people are the best in the world.

Grunts and howls of triumph wentoff like rockets. The senator’s
aide leaned smiling to whisperin the senator’s ear.
A second waveof guests arrived, a dozen menin suits adorned with

MAMMOTH CONVENTION CENTER NAME COMPANYanda

few women packagedas brightly as new software, and Quine moved
off through the manic younger men hopped upbycaffeine and sugar

and the shot.



Need now’s anotherlittle war where we can demo this stuff. Feed

some tinhorn tyrant someantiquated missiles and provoke him to use

them.

—PDPeleven downstairs running spacewar

—thought Malibu wasbad but Acapulco’s about three inch waves

—guy at the Cloudrise Seminar, he blasts wheat into stubble in a

shock tube at mach ten,calls that science, eighty k a year

—maybe the moon’s changedits orbit or

—thou shalt notpiss on a colleague’s funding

translate the project into termsattractive to DARPA

—well Mazatlan then or Valparaiso

—thinkI'll propose rye

—dup rot swap drop

—corn smut

—knowbetter than to say that in public with troops on the border

—shell game

—call it Virtual Wilderness

—] hear Sara squeezedit out

—boyorgirl?

—people make moneyonit they’re more likely to go along

—girl I think that’s what Moesaid

—why leave hometo get away

—he didn’t go deep enough

—photo and topo database with fractal interpolation software to

smooth the animation

—a quagmirelike Viet

—substantive workingrelationship with atleast six major US com-

panies

—get USGSorInterior onboard

—hell why not go worldwide

—translate the project into termsattractive to DOE

—notthis time, this is Southwest Asia

—get on your NordicTrack put on the goggles you're up in the

Cordillera

—and somebody from the insurance company’s selling records of

who owns whatwhereto thieves
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—everybody makes out, homeowner’s paid off, insurance company
raises rates, thieves fence the stuff, fence makes a profit

—oughtto get the Basil Zaharoff memorial award
—asdefined in paragraphR ofsection 11 of the Atomic Energy Act

of nineteen fifty four
—in Caracas this guy went by ona bicycle sliced the damnfinger

right off for the wedding ring
—knowingly and with intent
—living things probably get wiped out in a pretty thorough fash-

ion every few million years
—better than real
—so cool cause like the program’s working but you don’t know

whatit’s doing so there’s these emergent properties
—sophisticated encryption algorithms deserving ofpatent protec-

tion

—control the flow of information, do it by classification do it by
misdirection principle’s the same

—incorporating certain aspects of prior art such as multiplication
—translate the project into terms attractive to Disney
—object oriented
—get this straight, if I say nine times six is seventy two I’m

infringing?
—yes but when yourstory comes backit has yourfingerprints on

it then you know whereit’s been
—I have nospecial loyalty to DNA
—must have misjudged my audience
—butif you codify your knowledge that ninetimessix is sev, ah,

fifty-four in any machine executable form
—sometimes the envelope pushes back

—held research positions at four universities published thirty
papers before anybodyrealized

—won't impact the users of the algorithm,or affect the multiplica-
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tion market, only the vendors of such algorithms

—kinbakubi kenkyu kai?

lineal descendant of ibn-Musa al-Qarizmi that being thefirst

publication

—no PhD not evena BAall his papers copied from obscure journals

—seme-e?

—Goforit, Bruno, do the meatthing.

Quine edgedinto a hallway and down

a

narrow flight of stairs as

behind him music began pounding, catching as he turned a last

glimpse of Thorpe, cheeks flushed, smiling at a circle of admirers the

impartial smile of triumph.

Nature is more ready in her creating than Timein his destroying,

and so she has ordained that many animals shall be food for others.

He continued downstairs toward a light. In the cellar seven oreight

young men from X Section were gathered around an old rackmounted

minicomputer anda pooltable.

—so he goes, learn to hassle people andlie with a straight face.

—Excuse me, I need to get back. Does anyone know the arrange-

ments ?

—Excellent advice, dude.

—Excuse

One glanced up. —There’s pool cars outside somewhere.

Full dark. A dozen cars. E108637. DEPARTMENT OF ENERGY

OFFICIAL USE ONLY.Keyin the column.The seat harnessslid up

and drew in over his chest and waist as a chime sounded and dash

lights blinked red then glowed teal. The car swayed and bouncedfor a

mile down the dirt road. There the highway stretched north and south

into void, understars like chips of ice. He could go anywhere. But time

was field that moved with him,inescapable, close as the bluelightin

the cabin. He drove for hours without stopping, radio for company,

wash of noise, hollowness in his being. Mountains that a century ago

killed emigrants with their rigors fell to his vehicle. Descending to the

flats he saw brushfires crawling on far ridges like luminouscells writ-

ing some teratogenic messageacross the land, and the farm cities on

the ancient seabed added their sulfurous light at the meetings of cap-

illary highways glowing with the heat of a summerlongpastits term,
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and booming through the car’s windows when he opened them was
the smell of dust, manure, smoke, exhaust, chemicals, and he crossed
the last ridge into his valley of a million souls, of all the places he
mightgo,for all the freedom he had, here again.

In the dark apartmenthestripped, dropping rank clothes behind
him on the way to the bathroom. The mirror’s sudden light showed,
before selfhood interposed its protective assurance, the face of a
stranger, aging and vulnerable. Loweringhis eyes from the brightness
he stood voidingfor long seconds. A ribbon ofurine twisted along the
axis of its arc as it splashed into the bowl. Standing thus he blinked,
faded, woke. The gates of sleep stood open and he was through them,
uncleansed, as soon as he lay down.
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Gathered before dawn the crowdset out for the main gate, to be met

by police aslater arrivals swelled it further, until Lab workers began to

show up in their vehicles and county and city police were called to

divert traffic to the north gate against the columnsof people still com-

ing, and the south road was closed to vehicles and state police sum-

moned, andstill the spectacle slowedtraffic to walking speed, so that

Quinewaslate to Highet’s office. Highet stared out his windowat the

south road.

—Thosepeople out there will never understand.It could be so much

worse. On the other side, entire cities, entire regions have nocivilian

industryat all,it’s all military. Here we cut ourdeals as needed butwestill

do real science. We bring in peoplelike you. Weroll back the darkness.

—There’s a problem.

Highet turned. —What.

—Theberyllium and hydrogen reflectors were cabled separately.

Thorpe’s analysis at the ranch used only the beryllium.I lookedat the

hydrogen data yesterday. Nothing. No brightness. No beam.

Highet turned again to the window. —I see. The hydrogenreflectors

which I asked you not to use. You know, I almost stopped that work

order, came that close. But I wanted to see what you had in mind.

—Assupervisor it was my decision.

—yYes it was. So where’s your quantitative agreement now?

—You saw at the ranch. The beryllium showsit. Spectrum peaks

here, as predicted. But that’s not an x-ray, that’s oxygenin the beryl-
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lium glowing at just the right wavelength. It looks exactly like the
new model’s predictions for focus.
—And wheredid this new model come from?
—Thorpe has been modifying my code. I found a routine of his

where just this set of frequenciesis amplified.
Highet came from the window, pacing past the photosof Presidents

and artists’ renderings, touching the length ofcable.
—Soit’s all Thorpe’s fault! That’s yout story?
—The CASEsystem showsall his modifications.
—I see. Well,it’s bad for him, then. Especially after Fish and Him-

melhoch. Hehasa history.

worked with him, I didn’t see this, it could have happenedto anyone.
—It doesn’t matter. He hasa history, voice sharpening, —quackery

or carelessness, you think it matters? You think you can ever walk
away from yourhistory?

Quinesaid nothing.
—Nowthose hydrogenreflectors, let’s talk about these, you piggy-

backed your ownlittle test onto the piggyback, that was very cute. Did
Thorpe know aboutthat?
—You saw the workorders.
—Heknewhewasgetting feed from the beryllium only?
—It was his demo.

—Yes, you sawto that. All right. We'll keep him onfor a while. Then
you'll write him a letter of recommendation. Downthe road we'll issue
a report onthefalse brightness. You'll be group leader on that.
—You want meto...

Highet’s voice was tight with controlled fury. —I want youto take
some responsibility. Show you're serious aboutthis. It’s about time
you moveduporgotout.

—Okay.

—Youbeginto interest me, Philip. I thought I knew whatto expect
from you.

—Atleast we caughtthis now.
—Okay. I listened to your story. Now youlisten to me. We haven’t

caught a thing yet. What we need nowis anothertest.
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—I don’t want to sound naive, but you're not going to mentionthis

at the presentation?

—Today? I think not. I think I will not at this momentgive the ene-

mies of reason grounds sufficient to bury our project, our knowledge,

our aspirations. Highetlifted from his desk a small device etched with

a craft undreamed of even a decade before, raising it before him like a

talisman, weighingit in his hand. —I believe not.

Nolan came through the door bearing a red folder, acknowledging

Quine with a minute change of expression, as the phone rang and

Highetlifted it, —No I can’t see anyoneright now.

—Veryclean data from yourshot, Philip, Nolan said.

—no damnit I can’t Chase is coming in an hour

—Oh,you've seenit?

—what, what do you meanhe’s here now

—Weprepared the overheads. A match with theory unparalleled

since Mendel’s peas. Kid’s a barn burneris he?

—well damnit keep him downthere

—He'd like to be.

—fucking hero of the people can just wait

—You’re taking him underyour wing.
—don’t care! Do whatever it takes! Have to do everyone’s job,

what’s this Bran?

—Overheadsof the Taliesin data.

—Fine, leave them. Bernd there you arefind the rest of the team
will you get them up here we havea little problem god damn senator
arrived just a little ahead of schedule he’s downsta, Dennis where the
hell have you b... Nolan — !

—Oh!I just, sorry, didn’t see your foot
—Sorry Dennis let me help you up...
—Nolan will you get the hell
—myslides! here don’t step on
—Nolan!

—just put these back in order, with the ah integrated 24-bit color
TGIF animations and music in standard MIDIfiles

—Dennis

—little problem with the synthesizerall the instruments stuck on
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the cowbell patch so when weplayed the Apocalypse Now music, I
mean the WagnerValk, rather intriguing actually but hardly

—Dennis will you

—thenourSilicon Graphics machine couldn't read the TGIFs so we
had to convert them to Video Postscript but somehow they cameout
black and white one inch square so

—Dennis will you please
—golow tech instead, keep it simple, four synchronizedslide pro-

jectors overheadseighttrack digital tape
—Dennis, get up! Leave the, will you leave the slides on thefloor.

Go to the lobby. Keep Senator Chase busy downthere.
—But |

—Go!and pacing to the window, parting the blind, —Fuck’s this
goingto play like, must be hundreds of them in the road.

—The newssaid a thousand,said Dietz.

—Bullshit. Supposed to keep these assholes away from the main

gate put them upin the north corner, I want to know how wordofthis

got out! glaring at Quine, —I want to know who’s been talking to

these people, who let them know Chase was coming today. Who do we

have out there? Federal protective, local police, | want county I want

the Chippies, bring out the goddamntransit cops if we haveto!

—Leo,it’s symbolic. Today’s Armistice Day, you know?

—Shit on that, it’s to embarrass us. All for Chase. Man keepscall-

ing me up about twenty kilos of plutonium gone missing, I keep

telling him we don’t stockpile plutonium here.

—But we do, Leo.

—Well, Bernd, Chase doesn’t have the clearance to know that, and

picking up the phone midring, —Yes? Damnit Dennisjust, look, take

him to the downstairs conference room think you can do that? ... no

will you forget the fucking slides, thumbing the phone’s button, —

Where’s Szabo? Youall go down,I’m right behind you.

—Senator, glad you could makeit. This all? Expected to see more of

yourcolleagues...

—Doctor Highet. These two gentlemen are from the General

Accounting Office. You'll be seeing more of them.
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—Whydon’t you all take a seat and we'll begin.

—J havejust one question, Doctor Highet.Is the Superbright going

to work?

—I believe our presentation will address any

—I don’t want a presentation, I want a yes or no. At the present

moment, judging from everything you havetodate,is it a viable sys-

tem, within the budget and timeframe we have?

—Beyondquestion.In fact we have newresults that show

—A new Superbright test? When?

—TI can’t discuss that in open session.

—Then maybe you can discuss claims of exaggeration and fraud

from WarrenSlater.

—Thosearelies. Slater sabotaged my teamsrepeatedly. He hadrea-

sons of his ownto derail this program.

—Suchas?

—TIcan’t discuss that in open session.

—Slater’s not the only critic. Some of your own people

—Those are not my people. Those are people who've madeuptheir

minds that certain technical problemsare too hard to solve. They’re

wrong. They could be making a contribution, but instead they find

fault.

—So whyare you behindschedule?

—We’re not.

—According to your owntimetable

—Senator, we havebrilliant, creative people together here doing

important work. Leave them alone and they accomplish miracles. But

if you put limits on them...

—yYou’re not answering me.I didn’t ask about miracles.

—TI am answering you if you'll let me. You cannotnickel and dime

a program like this in the research phase, not if you exp

—Research? I thought you were engineering phase.

—Very nearly.

—yYousentthe presidenta letter claiming engineering phase.

—I do not acknowledgethat. If such a letter were to exist it would

be top secret, and youlack the clearanceto see it or the competence to

evaluateit.



—Doctor Highet I’m tired of this, you have put in motion a pro-
gram thatall told has squanderedthirtybillio

—Senator

—you have stonewalled, you have defied
—Senator

—gress, you have hidden behindclassifica
—Senator, you're an asshole. You might even bea traitor.
—I will not take that from you,sir!
—You don’t have a clue what's at stake here, one look at those hip-

pies out front you're ready to cave, sell out this nation’s security its
technological edge its, breaking off for the figure in the doorway who
bowedhis headin apology.

—Gentlemen, we have a bombthreat. We need to clear the building.
—Good God.

—Yourpeacenik constituents, Chase. Good work.

—I'm not through with you, Highet.

—Fine, I’m willing to sit right here play Russian roulette.

—Gentlemen please, security is coming through, you'll have to

moveto Building 101.

Clippedstatic blurted in the hallway. Gallop of manyfeet approached.

—Clearthis area!

Outside in the sunlight a security squad came running in a wedge,

helmeted andvisored, black gloves holding batonsat port arms. Leather

creaking, heels clattering, radios jabbering, they broke through the

exiting crowd and Quine was swept the wrong way, out past an

unmanned checkpoint before he cleared the surge of people onto a

lawn where menin jumpsuitstrailed strips of CAUTION tape on two

then three sides of him and he dashed through the open space as

behind him shouts were raised. Between windowless walls he took a

stairway down to where two workmen rounding a cornerdealt him a

blow with the plank they carried, —Jesus watch it! hurling him to his

knees against a chainlink fence trembling at the lip of a great pit. In

this excavation five, seven, ten vehicles labored grinding and roaring

in desperate intensity, beeping hollowly as they reversed or clanking

furiously forward over a terrain of pale mud. Vast as the pit wasit

would not bury a millionth of the dead the bombscould kill. Quine
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pulled free of the fence with a tearing of fabric and went over a walk-

way of plywood sheets, pausing before a trailer CREDNE CON-

STRUCTION in which doorway two t-shirted men eating lunch

regarded him with dispassion as with a handkerchief he rubbed dirt

and blood from his palms and the kneevisible through ripped pants,

then went down anotherstair of raw wood stained with mud,glancing

back at concentric terraces gouged from thehillside. The city is built

on two levels, lords and palaces above, common workers below. He

rounded a corner to where a stream ofpeople hurried past guards at a

checkpoint.

—Look I need to

—Moveon, there’s been a bombthreat.

—Yes but I’m in an important meeting I needto get back to

—You can’t comethis way,this is a secure area.

—I'm cleared dammit! clapping his breast where no photoID, but a

torn flap of pocket, depended, —oh Christ, look my name’s Philip

Quine can’t youcall

—Move away! The guard shoved him back into a stream of people

advancing slowly toward the main gate. He madehis way through and

broke into a jog on a path that led to the perimeter road, where he dou-

bled back to the entry kiosk from its far side passing and passing close

on his left the unending mass of protesters just beyond the fence. He

stopped short of the entrance gate where cars were blocked by the lead-

ing edge of the crowd coursing out and around them like a stream

around rocks, while bullhorns blared —personnel, do not exit by this

gate repeat do not, and outside the gate protesters swirledin place like

debris at a confluenceof cataracts, held back by a skirmish line of coun-

ty police vainly trying to keep them separate from Lab personnel. Quine

stood sweating and panting until four cars slewed to a stop on the

perimeter road and discharged Lab security, one of whom leveled his

club at Quine, notclearly part of either crowd, and cried, —You!

Quineran for the kiosk. More Lab police had arrived there, forming

a wedge to divert Lab personnel from the gate. Quine was suddenly

before two of them wholinked armsto bar his passage. Their visors,

opaque and bronze, mirrored twin Quines, elongated and dismayed.

Hepointed past them.



—I belonginside.
Then hewasseized and pushed through the gate into the street. A

helicopter swept overhead. His crouched underits roar, handsagainst
his ears.

Let us now speak the truth as we know it. Say that the sun is
round, and bright, and hot. Say that itfiresits acolytes, darkens their
skins, elevates their wormridden souls. It rises in our birth andit sets
in our death. Its prints uponour flesh the spots that adorn its face. It
is in us whether we labor underit, or hide away from it. It strikes
through oursouls, it ignites the light of our being,it limns the shadow
of our denial.

In the crowd he saw Lynn, her dark head appearing and vanishing
amongothers, nape and shoulders bare and tanned below the cropped
marge ofhair, sun blazing on the straps and back of a white top.

Light is a wave and we are carried uponit. Lightis a particle to
pierce us with revelation. Light is the sun or the moon, a heat that
tempers or a gentleness thatsilvers with love.

He pushed towardher. At the endofits circuit the helicopter turned
and cameagain.

Say what you know,thatloveis lost. Thatlight is extingushed. But
see, loveless our souls still blaze. Our sun has not gone out, forfire
comes to those who go not the wayoflight. See, we blaze and are not
consumed.

Hecalled her name andthe call waslost in noise. The crowd shoved
them togetherand she turnedto him,eyes surprised. It was not Lynn.
Pressed by the crowd they unwillingly embraced. He clung to her
until another surgefelled him. The cut on his knee opened and he bent
to stanch it. When he rose he was among figures wearing skulls of
papier-machéandskeletons painted onblack tights. Tambourines jan-
gled, clattered. Around him people tied kerchiefs over their faces. The
helicopter roared.Its belly glistened like a spider’s, then it rocked and
movedoff leaving a silver mist that fell gently onto the crowdlike a
spring rain. Tears leapt to Quine’s face and he dropped to his knees
gasping and blinded, clinging to the nearest figure, saying over and
over, —I belonginside.
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Past the toll plaza the bridge stretched into morning fog and low

clouds that obscured bay and skyalike until the center span climbed

out of this gray limbointo a brilliant haze through which sun smote

the driver’s window and curdled the horizons to brown smutch, while

a jet poisedlike a raptor overhead and thunderedinfalling glissandias

Highet pressed A/C MAX and turned up the radio to, —first day of

spring in the Bay Arearecord highs expect, punching overto the oro-

tund tones of, —Great American Broadcasting network, your host

Tuck Eubanks ladies and gentlemen, the conservative voice of truth,

prosperity, and fun, back in a moment, and hurtled downthe span’s far

side through Redwood City where the onlytreesto be seen were blue

gum eucalyptus and sycamore, past Your Company Name Here 415-

282-0110 and SINATRA 4th Show Added Mar31, tapping the brake

as taillights reddened in all lanes ahead, swerving from behind

SQUANDRto thread between 386SX and FOOBAR,punching the

radio to —clones lowest prices guaranteed at Computer Addict Sun-

nyvale, downshifting to third then second as Versant, Data General,

Hexcel, Informix, and Failure Analysis Associates wentby, cutting in

front of ELUESIS to brake sharply under a small black billboard in

white Futura italic SAVE US FROM WHAT WE WANTastheradio

continued, —Caltrans hazmat team on the scene 101 southbound at

Moffett three lanes closed, and stabbing theselector again, as if a more

congenial reality awaited on another channel, —myfriends, I am

expounding and commenting on a cultural decay happening in this
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culture, his handtraveling onto pick up the cellular phone, —Dan
Root, please, this is Leo Highet, as traffic locked to a dead stop.

—Dan,it’s Leo.I’m stuckin traffic, 101’s a parkinglot. I’ll meet you
at the restaurant soon asI can, pulling as he hung up onto the shoul-
der, accelerating past the stoppedcars, punching brakes and horn
togetherand sliding his window down to shout —Asshole! at another
driver also edging into the shoulder, and to swerve up the offramp
where again he jammed brakes to join two lanes merging under a
stand of blooming acacias, as the radio warned, —Friendsit’s alarming
but people do judge you by the words you use. Semantech Dynamic
Language Cassettes give you the essential power words you need to
dominate any,itch rising in his gorge to trigger a violent sneeze con-
torting his face and leaving it a mask of suspicion until he spied the
high cascades of yellow bloomstossed in the caress of a warm breeze,
—Ahshit! and jammed the window buttonto slide the glass unhur-
riedly shut, other hand reachingfor the glove box, eyes streamingas
he reached for his inhaler and again punched A/C MAX, removing
sunglasses to dab athis tearingleft eye, glimpsing in the mirror angry
red skin undera pale brow as horns blared behind him andthe radio
asked, —Have you ever wonderedif hair transplants are for you? and
eased the clutch to inch forward from the offramp ontoa six lane divid-
ed thoroughfare wherehe chosehis opportunities to advance through
gaps and openings amongcars streaming in a semblance of purpose
complex to the edge of chaos past two miles of low featureless office
parks and condominiums shrouded by olive and eucalyptus until
SOONYETloomedand, cutting across two lanes, he glimpsedhisleft
eye swollen, his nose reddened and enlarged. —Great, just great.

Near the restaurant door DISABLED PARKING ONLY.Highet
parked, the car alarm yelping as he pressed keychain to arm it, and
paused in the foyer to ask of an impassive Chinese, —Dan Root? and
followed the pointing handto a bellowof laughterrising over the clat-
ter and din of plates flatware talk and the plumeof smokecurled there
above the massivefigure in white Stetson and black shirt with red and
white embroidery across the yoke, and he edged down a narrowcorri-
dor past a potted ficus and a womanlaughing into a pay phone and
entered the men’s room where a mirror set upon mauve and avocado
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tile showed him a face divided, right half normal, left half angry with

welts and distendedinto a despairing expression of forsakenness and

misery, the eye a furtive and evil bead in swollen flesh, thelip lifted to

expose teeth, as though presenting a threat while therest of his face

apologized for it. He cranked a chromeleverto reel yards of paper

toweling into a basin under a faucet that every few seconds pinched

off its flow like a prostatitic urethra until he banged the springloaded

tap to restartit. The last of the towelingtailed into the sink and helift-

ed the soaked paper to his face and held it there covering the welts,

regardingstolidly the unafflicted yet still unlovely right side until he

recoiled —Damn! from moisture seeping at his shoulder, collar, and

hair, and flung the toweling ontothe floor, turning in vain for another

towel dispenser, shaking his wet hands in the air in a desperate mudra

of fury, running them through his thinning and awry black hair

before reentering the dining room where the massive figure at table

six craned his broad neck around and exhaled smokein greeting.

—Why, you look like sumpin the cat’s all done with.

—Anda good morningto you too, Dan. You're in form.

—QOh, I am. Dim sum, a double corona, and technologytransfer.It’s

all a man really needs to be happy. Leo, you know Orrin Gate. Orr’s

chairman of Gate Cellular. He was out to the ranch after your last

shot. I think you metthere.

—Yes, good to, pardon my, no towels in the men’s, cut off by an

obstreperousfit of coughing at the table behind him, —enjoying the

cell phone yousent, very clear signal, never a problem evenin thecar.

—I’m glad. We are very good at what wedo.

—Pull up a pew,boy, here on myright, said Root, handing him as

he sat a napkin to dryhisface.

—Theseallergies will kill me yet.

—He’ll have two of these and twoof those, Rootsaid, taking from

a passing cart four smallplates.

—What’s this?

—Duckfeet, and thesearejellied

—Excuse me, came a sharp voice, as Highet turned his bad eye

wincing into Root’s exhalation of cigar smoke, —This is the non-

smokingsection.
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Root shifted his bulk and thrust his shoulders back in thunder-
struck disbelief. —Whatdid you say, sonny?
—Your smokeis ruining other people’s enjoyment of their meals.
Root’s pale blue eyes narrowedin the fat ruddy face framed by lank

gray hair and beard. Thetooled ivory clasp on his red string tie rose
gently and gently fell on the placket of his black shirt, and a slight
smile widened his mouth.
—I’m DanRoot. And you are? extending a hand which the other

mantookreflexively.

—It doesn’t mat, annoyance turning to concern ashe flinched in
Root’s grip.

—Ruin,is it. | guess you don’t know whatruinationis.
Root touched the coal of his cigar against the base of the thumb

gripped in his hand.

—Jesus...! as fora fraction of a second the hand writhed in Root’s

grip beneath the coal, then was snatched back and cradled like a
woundedpet.

—Youbest put someice on that.

—You’re crazy! The man backedto his table staring at Root, facelit
as with thefire of revelation. Root turned back to the table andset the
cigar in an ashtray.

—I sheerly love to take the righteous downa peg.It’s almost worth

a spoiled ash.

—Somedayoneof yourvictimswill call a cop, Highetsaid.

—That man won't call a cop. Why, until now, he thought he was

Wyatt Earp.

At his table the man upended a water glass and wrappedice in a

napkin. His companionsbent forwardin earnest discussion while the

man stubbornly shook his head.

—Try the parchment wrappedchicken, Orr. No no, unwrapitfirst.

Now, Leo, what’s all this crap I’m hearing about Superbright prob-

lems?

Highet looked distastefully from Root to Gate and back. —Dan,I

know what an omniscient view you have from yourranch in the moun-
tains, but some of us downin the trenches

—I just want to knowif wegottrouble.
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—This is a classified program, Dan,I’m not goingto start talking

technical details to the unsanctified.

—Unsanctified? asked Gate.

—Security, Orr, he’s worried aboutsecurity.

—That’s right, Dan. We’re notall freelancers like you.

—Simmerdownson.

Gate cleared his throat. —PerhapsI canstart.I'll express ourinter-

est in general terms, so that any inadvertent classification breaches

won't jeopardize you gentlemen. As I understandit, the Superbright

componentof the Radiance project is not coming online as quickly as

anticipated. Consequently, a secondline component of Radiance may

be frontburnered. This second program has aspects of interest to us

outside its purposive antimissile envelope. Fair enough?

—Goon.

—Gate Cellular is eager to enter the growing digital information

market. To play in this market requires vast amountsof cable. That or

satellites. The larger players have a formidable lead in the cable mar-

kets, but there are parts of the globe where,forpolitical or geographic

reasons, cable can’t be laid. Some companies propose to serve these
areas with a small numberof geosynchronoussatellites in high orbit.
Wethink there’s a better way: a few hundred small, cheap, moveable

satellites in low orbit. Research and developmentcosts are high, so
we're looking for strategic partners.

Root pulled from a shirt pocket some papers and unfolded them. —
Longas we're bein so circumspect. ... This is from Aviation Leak. “The
Slingshotorbiting interceptors kill incoming enemy missiles by impact.
Simple and small enough to be deployed by the thousands, they are
little more than a camcorder, a guidance computer, and hydrazine
thrusters.” Put a high speed switching network onboard, what’ve you
got.

—Slingshot? asked Gate.

—That’s what we’recalling them now, said Highet. —A David and
Goliath thing. Little pebble of a missile knocking out an ICBM by
kinetic force.

—Orany othertarget, said Root.

—Dan ..., Highet warned.
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—As | understand it, Doctor Highet, the Lab wishes to moveinto
more commercial applications.

—Wishhas nothingto do withit, it’s a Department of Energy man-
date.

—In any case, they’re encouraging Cooperative Research And
Development Agreements with industry, correct?

—Yes, said Highet. —ButSlingshotisn’t a candidate fora CRADA.
It has classified components.

—Orr’s application is outside the defense envelope, said Root, fold-
ing the papers. —I sayit’s dual use.

—Looked at the right way almost anything’s dual use. But DOE
won't open a CRADAonthis, I guarantee you.

—CRADA, who wants a CRADA,I’d sooner have cancer. You’re

getting prissy in yourold age, Leo. You didn’t talk this way back in the

days of Transfinite Polygonics.

—Didn’'t have a senator on Appropriations out to hang methen.

—Shit, Leo, you remember when you and Réti and me came up

with these orbiters, called em Baldurs then.

—Dan...

—Remember? That weekend at the ranch? Hell, I got patents that

overlapall this stuff. You saying I don’t have a right?

—Look, last thing we need right now’s even the appearance of improp

—What’s your damn trouble, Leo? Those Superbrighttests?

—Dan,will you shut up before you

—Gentlemen, permit me. The press has suggested, with whatever

truth, that delays with Superbright may jeopardize the entire Radi-

ance project, including the Slingshot interceptors. Now it seems to me,

if the defensive value of Slingshot is seriously questioned, a parallel

commercial mission could save it. It would seem wise to have that

commercial mission in place before such questionsarise.

—Listen to Orr, Leo. He knowshis stuff. Orr went to school with

Undersecretary Rip Whipple.

Highet dipped a cornerof his napkin into his water glass and heldit

to his swollen face. —Can we get some moretea?

—Doctor Highet, the men’s room is, where? Past that ficus? Thank

you. Pardon me.



Root watched Gate’s departure, then turned on Highet.

—Whatthe hell’s wrong with you? Whythehissyfit?

—Whipple’s about to resign, Dan.

—What? How come?

—His Radiance Liaison Office at the Pentagon handed outhalf a

billion in contracts last year, all approved and overseen by the same

four people. Turned out all four used to work for him.

—Shitfire. What’s he gone do?

—Back to private industry where he can makefive times what he

madeat Defense.

—And they wonder whythey can’t keep good men. But so what,

that’s not your problem. Whatis?

—Gotall those patents, Dan, you don’t need me.

—Weneed Sand Hill Road, that’s Orr, and we need the Beltway,

that’s you.

—TI’m not exactly Beltway Bob these days.

—Did thosetest results get leaked? That shot with the sensor prob-
lems?

—Jesus Danlet’s, a little louder, let’s call CNN why don’t we. You
haven't seen it in the papers, have you?

—That’s it, isn’t it, that’s why you're sweating.

—Thoseresults are classified.

—lIs there a trail back to Null? You haveto tell me that.
—There’s notrail. We're writing a report to make our owntrail.

—Who’s doing the report?

—Quine.

—Who?

—Hewrote the x-ray focusing code. And he supervised the shot,
along with Dietz. That kid wefired, Thorpe, the scapegoat, he was
working under Quine.

—What’s Quinelike?

—He’s a fuckup.

—So whyyouletting him write this report?
—HeandDietz supervised the test. You know Dietz. So I tapped

Quine. J bumped him upto deputyassociate director.

—You crazy? Deputy associate of what?
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—Of enoughrope.
—Slater’s old post.
—I think people will get the message.
—Howabout what's his name, Szabo?

—I don’t trust Szabo, he’d use this to get a leg up on me.
—Thoughtyou hadthat degree thing on him.
—Whywaste it? Anyway Quinepulled a fast one onthattest, he

set up that kid, Thorpe. Very down anddirty. I want to see how he
writes it up. His head may yet end up on stick.

—Better his than mineor yours.
—What do you want with Slingshot, Dan? You know how to do

commsats.

—Wewantthosethrusters of yours, boy. Mine couldn’t keep a bird
in low orbit for a year. You’re claimingten years? Is that for real? With
those dinky little fuel tanks?

—Classified.

—Fuck you too. What’s ourlead time?

—First tests in August. Next round of CRADAsin November.

—Thesebirds really gonna work?

—Jesus Chr, you sound like Senator Samuel Fitzfuck Chase, are

they going to work, they’re tests, Dan, that’s why we do them, because

we don’t fucking know. If we knewit'd saveusall a lot of time wouldn't

it now.

—Boy, you're on edge. You need a vacation. Whyn’t you come up

the ranch? Take us a couple horses up to Steelhead Lake, catch some

trout. Not much snow this year, gonna be an early summer. What do

you say?

—Coming up Sundayfor those Hertz recruits, aren’t I.

—TI meana realvacation.
—I’m fine.

—Why’s Chase worryin you? Our bud Howie Bangerter chairs

that committee.

—Howie and his Mormon butt boys.

—Don’t say that to Orr, he’s LDS.

—You're kidding.

—TI meanit. He’s a deacon or something.
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Highet turnedto see the blacksuited figure returning past the ficus

in the hall.

—Gate know whathe’s doing?

—Five years from now he should ownthis market. We're talkin bil-

lions, boy.

—If the crick don’trise.

—Thereyou go. That’s my Leo. Don’t you worry now.

—Gentlemen.

—You know, you're not the only interested party, Dan. I heard

from Stonelast week. . .

—Stone! You're not serious. Any man who'll play for nickels can’t

be trusted.

—Mister Gate, question for you, why do you wanta low Earthorbit

for comm sats?

—Please, call me Orr. A big reason to go LEOis signal delay. Geo-

synchronous sats have a perigee of twenty thousand miles. By the

time you've bounced yoursignal off them there’s a perceptible delay.

That’s not acceptable for timecritical uses.

—Isn’t Motorola on this turf?

—Yes, they are. But they plan to orbit fewer satellites quite a bit

higher.

—This seems, I’m just freewheeling here, a system this size seems
like a risky commitmentfor an unproved market and a small company.

—That’s why we're lookingfor allies. But the market's there.If not
for cellular, for somethingelse. As I was saying to the vice president,

and Root shot Highet a glance while Highet looked bored, —wethink
of the satellites as delivery systems. We'restill looking for content
providers.

—There’s a question in my mind whatwegetout ofthis.

—Webring to the table high speed high capacity packet switching
and routing technologies. Linking the Slingshots in a networked sys-

tem could make them viable for a wide range of applications. Weather
monitoring, pollution tracking, global positioning. ..

—Okay, I think I can packagethat.

—Nowlet me ask you this. I understand that a Cooperative Re-
search And Development Agreement grants an exemption from the
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Freedom of Information Act.

—Our working modelgivesa five year FOIA exemption.
—Good.

—Butgetting DOEtosign off won't be easy. Slingshotis a defense
program,they’resticky aboutthat.

—Shit, Leo...

—Surely, pardon me Dan,surely the Department of Energy can be
made to see the benefit. Their CRADAprogramis, from what I hear,
unsuccessful so far. This venture could be a showpiece for them,
wouldn't you say? And I understand that Slingshotitself has a shall
we say cloudedfuture.

—Can’t speak for DOE, they have trouble seeing the sun on a clear
day, but I’ll do what I can. We'll draft a letter of agreement, see where
we go from there.

—Excellent. I’ll fax you ourlatest business plan.

Rootraised his handin a scribbling gesture and across the room the

managerleft the man clutching his wrapped hand anddarted overto

slide the check under Root’s hand freeing from a gold clip three hun-

dred-dollar bills. Root winked at the manager. —Somethin for the

help.

The three men rose and walked leisurely to the door. Gate said to

Root, —I’m sorry Mister Kim couldn’t makeit.

—DMister Kim? said Highet.

—Oh, another potential investor, said Root. —He’s kind of a

recluse.

—DMister Kim. That Sand Hill Road, Dan? Or Seoul?

—Pyongyang.He he, see his face, Orr? See it? Had him going.

In the vestibule they threaded through a crowd coming and going,

past the phone booth where a wrapped handrosegesticulating above

the partition and snatches of talk emerged from the background din

like complexities at the surface of chaotic systems, —got to get back

I’m abouttoslit a cat stem to sternum, and —soon’s | quit I get two

offers not even looking, and —Christit’s hot for March, and two small

boys darting either side of them, one shouting, —I win! I’m king of

the world! as the three men emerged into sunlight and Root pushed

up the brim of his Stetson and dropped the stub of his cigar to the
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pavement where he groundit to smoldering pulp beneath his boot-

sole.

—Gotyou a love notethere, Leo.

Highet followed Root’s deliberative gaze from the curve of a horse-

tail cloud slipping across the sky’s pale dome betweena stately pair of

eucalyptus, leaves shimmering like unheeded semaphores,flanking a

squat white savings and loan 11:30 82F 28C and finally down to

SFORZAandthe black vinyl bib stretched across the snoutof the red

hood into which was tucked a parking ticket.

—Well gents, as the great Karl Friedrich Gauss said, Go you for-

ward andfaith will come to you.

—Thankyou for your time, Doctor Highet.

—Mister Gate, we’ll be in touch. Dan, alwaysa pleasure.

The car yelped as Highet disarmed it, Gate flinching from the

sound as Root cast an arm around him, saying, —Leo’ll eat anything

that don’t eat him.

Onthe bridge, hurtling downthe far span,the ticketfluttered like a
trapped bird till it tore free as the car boomed past a mobile home

named for that tribe whosetale of Little Brother, so similar to that of

Phaethon and Helios, did not punish but rewarded its hero with wis-

dom andrespect for his snaring of the sun, and raced mere feet above
the bay, accelerating past NO TOLL THIS DIRECTIONandtheleach-
ing pools and the industrial parks, one hand scanning past —it’s your
constutional right! to an orotund voice that had —nothing to be
ashamedfor! as the freeway broadenedto eight lanes sprawledlike a
flattened snake up green hillsides turning gold so early in the year
after —seventh year of drought for Cali, while elsewhere, —flood
waters so severe, seemed to demonstrate the chaotic extremaofa glob-
al climate under assault by the effluvia of —traffic and weather
togeth, until, satisfied for the moment that no news, of himself at

least, was good news, Highet silenced the radio and slipped a silver
disk into the slot of the CD player to let the doomed guitar of Robert
Johnson carry him back to Codornic s EXIT NLYandpastthecity’s
central mall, cutting across a chorus of horns and around Estancia
Estates, where CREDNE CONSTRUCTIONearthmovers pushed back
still further the chaparral behind the open frames of identical unfin-
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ished houses, and banners flapped in the hot wind STARTING AT
$150,000.

Coming then to the maingate of the Lab,fortress city of ten thou-
sand souls behind razorwire, slowing past the demonstrators in their
motley, with their handmade signs FRAUD DECEPTION STOP
NOW,the darkhaired womanabsent today, the womanhe’d first sin-
gled out for heckling because of her beauty, Highet swervedto flatten
a rolling paper cup underhis wheel, stoppingat the kiosk to show ID,
—Morning,Jake, and continuing through the doubly fenced desert of
broken rock and motion sensors, into Building 101’s parking lot,
RESERVED DIRECTOR,noting with distaste Philip Quine’s battered

white Subaru parked at the far end near a yellow backhoe <<ULTRA-
DIG>> beyond which rose the terraced adumbration of a building,its
southern facade cloaked in mauve and avocadotile while the northern
half, an unfinished cliff of raw concrete spattered with pale mud,fell

away to a terrain of rutted earth and pools of bright green flux, all

enclosed by chainlink and plywood sheets stenciled ADOBE LUMBER

and CREDNE, the halfmade bulwark oddly deserted by its builders

although the workdaywasatits height.

—Morning, Dolores, as he entered the outeroffice, frowning at the

radio declaiming in carefully modulated outrage, —typical liburrul

modis operendy. Hecalls my logic cheap and myfacts hazy and myrea-

soning fellatious, until Dolores reached the knobtosilenceit, and High-

et plucked the Ohlone Valley Herald from a box of mail in which a

smaller carton held two and a half doughnuts, —Think wecan keep the

jelly off the correspondence? rounding the desk to come —Ow!hard

against heavy boxessealed with a gray coversheet Final Environmental

Impact Statement and Report For Continued Operation of Laboratories.

—Geez, you look just awful. Take a doughnutif you want.

—Thanks so much Dolores. Might as well, there’s most of one on

the newspaperalready. What’sall this junk?

—That’s the EIS back from theprinters, you wanted three copies.

—Three? Lookslike a flat of phone books, prodding one box with a

foot.

—It’s seven volumes, six thousandpages. You havecalls

—How manyofthese things did we print?
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—Twothousandsets. You have

—I love it, we're clearcutting the Pacific Northwest to print envi-

ronmental impact statements. Is Conor here?

—Hewas. Your new computerarrived. You have

—At least something wentright while I was gone.

—You have calls from EPA, DOE, DoD, the university regents’

office, Philip Quine, Bernd Dietz, Doctor Réti, Senator Chase, the vice

president

—Of what?

—Of the UnitedStates.

—God, I love to hear those words. You putall this on the mojo?

—No the network is down, that’s why I’m telling you. Also

William Venham,yoursister Thea, and Cedars-Sin

—Why’s the network down? Conor! Get him in here.

—and you have a one o'clock

—Don’t remind me, as he pushedopen theinneroffice door and the

voice rose up again behind him, —myfriends, it’s demonstrative that,
and the door swinging wide banged a towerof cartons, —Fuck! top-
pling them in spill of bubblewrap, styrofoam, spiralbound manuals,
warranty cards, and cables bagged in plastic across the floor to where a
black box aXon with matching monitor, keyboard, and printer sat on

his desk. Highet put down the newspaper and the doughnutand his
blunt fingers touched its matte surface, which took briefly their
sweaty imprint then swallowed it like mist, as Conor entered yawn-
ing, slim to frailty in a black t-shirt SEROTONIN Cj9H,)N>0,fine

black hair in a ponytail, trim mustache and beard, a reliably com-
plaisant witness to Highet’s pleasure ordispleasure.

—Sorry about the mess, boss,I’ll clean it up. I didn’t know if you
wanted to keep the boxes. What's wrong with yourface?
—Myface? Nota thing. Feel good about yourself, Conor, the world

will love you. Is this thing sexy or what?
—It rocks. Conor stooped to gathercables, deftly mating socket to

plug, snugging keyboard and mouse. The machine gave out a suave
chord andthe screenlit with chiseled icons bright along its border.

—Theoperating system waswritten for aXon by grad studentsat
Cambridge. They got chump change, and the aXonexecsareall driv-
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ing Ferraris. What is it about you students, you're supposed to beso
smart.
—We are Zen mind.

—Is that why you took the network downso I have to collect my
messages by sneakernet?
—Mu,0 master. We hada little incident. Somebody put some porno-

graphic GIFfiles up on an open server. Wehadto takeit offline. Unfor-
tunately it was also a mail server.

Highet grimaced. —Christ, don’t people have anything better to do
with themselves? How long werethefiles there?

—Thecreation dates vary. Days, months, don’t know.

—This was on an openserver? Savethefiles, I want to know what's
going on there. Now what about my mail?

—Behold the little mailbox. Every time you boot, he knowsto

check for spooled mail on the server, and there, leaning in to smartly

tap the black teardrop mouse, —youare.

—Are those my messages from Dolores? Okay, you can keep your

job. But get rid of these empty boxes.

—Do you wantto store them?

—You kidding? Shitcan them.

—Andthe manuals?

—We don’t need no stinkin manuals, pivoting with one hand to tap

in his password #¢¢¢ee and burst open the iconic mailbox as Conor

hovered nosily.

—Chaoson the edge of complexity?

—Just the usual noise. Now clear out of here and let me start tak-

ing out the trash. Comebyat four and we'll talk about your Rayleigh-

Taylor project.

—Cool.

As the door closed Highet slumped back in his chair. His breath

came harshly and with suspensions. In his bowels dim sum moved

restlessly. Opening his eyes he stared blankly at a slick card aXon

Warranty Tell Us About Yourself, picked it up, and flipped it spinning

to ricochet from the lip of the trash can to thecarpet.

He took the Ohlone Valley Herald and cellular phoneinto hispri-

vate bathroom,resting the newspaperonthe sinktop while he unfold-
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ed the phone, loosened his belt, lowered his pants, settled sighing

onto the seat, and then punched SEND. —Dolores? Get me an hour

in the gym atfour. Yes I know,don’t remind me, punching END,rais-

ing the newspaper to Grand Jury Indicts 4 LA Cops, Estancia Expan-

sion Given Green Light, turning to the editorial page where, —Sonof

a! welts on his face reddened as he took the phone, selected a number

from its display, punched SEND and waited. —Doctor Réti please.It’s

Leo Highet, and scanned the text, post-Cold Warera, needless expense,

environmental hazards, peace dividend. —Aron, have you seen

today’s Herald? What? Oh,that wentfine, I think Gate’s on board.

But the Herald, listen to this, lead editorial, Stop Nuclear Testing

Now. Whatis this crap? We employ ten thousand people, we made

this fucking cow town, wheredoeshe get off? No, don’t placate me!I

don’t care aboutthe editorial, paper’s a joke and everybody but Greer

knowsit, I just want to know whyhe’sgetting feisty. And it’s not just

him, I’ve got calls in from Chase, DoD, DOE, the vice president |

mean what's going on? Who’stalking to who? YesI'll be here therest

of, wait, got a meeting at one but I'll have Dolores put you through.

Find out what you can, pressing END, and the phoneinstantly trilled

in his hand andhe shifted his nates, sighing. —Highet. Whatis it,

Dolores. Tell her, no, never mind,I'll take it. Hello Thea, how’s moth-

er. Uh huh.Yes I did. Well, they’ve done whatthey can.If it’s chron-

ic, there’s nothing. . . no, I, look, Thea, she’s seventy-eight years old,

she’s had a full life. No. No I can’t poss. Well, you do what youlike

but I. Thea, are you listening? I just said I can’t. I run billion dollar

laboratory here, I can’t just take a week off and cometo Lancaster,it’s

out of the. Look, don’t start. Call Mark and hassle him whydon’t you.

Uh huh.Thea,lis, Thea, listen to me. I’m hanging up. I don’t have

time for this. I’ll call you when you’ve got mother home. Goodbye,

Thea, pressing END, —Jesus suffering Christ, and dialing again to

wait through, —Thank you forcalling the Ohlone Valley Herald,if

you know theextension of, and punched 4 3 1, refolding the newspa-

per and spooling off a length of toilet paper while waiting through —

J Frank Greeris not in his office right now. If you would like to leave

a message, please wait for the tone.

—J Frank, it’s Leo Highet. You know,out at the Lab, where your
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son works. I’m in a small room with funny furniture. Youreditorialis
in front of me. Highet rustled toilet paper at the mouthpiece. —Now
it’s behind me. He snapped shutthe phone.

He rose then, wiped, and flushed, gazing like a haruspex at the spi-
ral armsof the swirl as the auguries were swept away. Red pepper,
sausage, pasta. Fragments rose in the ebb unflushed and he flushed
again. In the miasma was a faint scent of asparagus. He washedhis
hands. At the doorway, hitching his belt, he thumbed on a fan and shut
the door behind him as both desk phone andcellular phonetrilled
together.

—Already? Thank you Dolores. He glancedat his watch, and took a
folder from the desk drawer, opening it to confirm its contents and
stepped over the threshold wherethe toe of his loafer came down on
aXon Warranty Tell Us skidding him past Dolores startled from
YOUR IMAGE YOUR SUCCESS HowTo Polish Your Management
Style to turn down —friends, I am the epitomeof, as he caughthis
balanceto stride out and downthehall, pausing outside the conference
room just long enough to hear, —therfucker can’t imagine anyone
doing anything for decent reasons, he thinks everybody has an agend,
silenced by his entrance intoairstifling as a bunker underhigh sealed
windowslike embrasures.

—MorningLeo.

Dietz, Szabo, Karp, Quine, sitting there, sweltering, jackets over

their chairs, shirts spotted with sweat. Lookingat his swollen face. No
one saying what they thought. Highet laid down his papers, put on
halfglasses, and remainedstanding.

—Like an inferno in here, what’s the problem?
—I called physical plant. They say the air conditioner’s screwed up.
—That’s really great, we need physical plant totell us that?
—Theysay they’re workingonit.

—Whataboutthe other conference room?
—They’re paintingit.

—I thought wepainted it last year. Oh, I remember, one of those
idiotic use it or lose it budget items. Speaking of which, where’s
Kihara? I asked him to be here.

—He,ah,said he had a brushfire to put out.
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—He say whatit was?

—Something aboutan EIS.

—Frank, did you take that meeting with Jeremy Rector this morn-

ing?

—Yes, sir, Him and two otherfederal-looking gentlemen from the

General Accounting Office.

—And?

—They’ll be back.

—Okay,let’s start without Kihara. Yes, whatisit, Bernd?

Dietz rose and held out a white envelope, its end trembling. —I

musttell you. I cannot continue here. For a long time I have known

this. I hear rumblings,it is like a great building with a bad foundation,

a few cracks appear, the collapse begins, no, I cannotstay on,this is my

resignation.

—Bernd, sitdown.. .

—tLast night someone from CNN calls my home, to ask about

chargesoffraud.

—Did this someoneidentify himself?

—ArmandSteradian.

—Wasn’t he that PBS guy used to hang aroundhere, Leo?

—Ex-PBS.After that backstabbing special of his I made somecalls.

He’ll never work for them again. Whatdid youtell him, Bernd?

—Nothing! But I can read the writing.

—Bernd, you're overreacting. This is nothing more than ourfriend

Chase leaking rumors.If he had anythingreal, he wouldn’t be phoning

in anonymoustips to Chicken Noodle News. Show somenerve. He’s

just waiting for someonetobolt.

—ButI tell you I cannot

—Bernd. Do me favor. Put that envelope back in your pocket.

Keep it there over the weekend. If youstill feel this way on Monday,

we'll talk.

Highet looked aroundat the rest of them. Not saying what they

thought. Sweat ran downhisribs.

—I’m glad Bernd broughtthis up. It’s stressful but it’s nothing

new. The Radiance program has some unresolvedissues, we knowthis.

Wealso knowthat we can resolve them. But in the meantimeourcrit-
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Ics are getting vocal. Is there anyone here whocan’t take the heat?
Dietz glanced at Quine. The others held their pokerfaces.
—Okay. Let’s move on to business. You all know how DOEis talk-

ing up dual use technologies. We hearthis so often, the old plowshare
polka.

—Dual use technologies, said Szabo. —I’ve got one of those in my
pants.

—ThanksFrank, I’m sure weall

—Lookedso nice out this morning I thoughtI’d
—appreciate your wit. Here’s my point. This is an opportunity. We

can start moving Radiance technologies under the dual use envelope.
—Whatabout the GAOinvestigation? asked Karp.
—I’m not worried. The report isn’t due for a few months. You'veall

given yourinterviews, right?

Quine wasreadying to speak. That habitual woundedlook. Always
about to flinch. As Quine’s mouth opened, Highet spoke.

—Philip, you were reviewing the recent Superbright tests. Where
are you on that?

—I’m finished, pulling several spiralbound xeroxes from a black
nylon carryall.

Highetstared in disbelief. —I thought your timeframe waslonger.
—I’m done.

—Well, hold those. It’s not appropriate to discuss them now. Not
till we’ve all seen them.

The woundedreproach in Quine’s eyesdid notflinch but hardened.
—I thoughtI'd distribute them now.

—I said hold them.

Something like rage there now. But no followup. Highet held his
gaze for a second longer as Quinefingered the bindings.

—So, future directions. We’ve got CRADAsin x-ray lithography.
Fusion research can covera lot of programs. Frank, talk with P Section
and see whatall we can get under their umbrella. We’re looking at
reduced undergroundtesting, very possibly full ban.Bitter as thatis,
it’s an opportunity for computer science, simulation codes, and for
hydrodynamic and hydronuclear testing. What else, people? What

else can we package?
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—There’s the toolmaking code we gave GM a few yearsback.

—A lot of astronomy stuff could fall out of our adaptive optics

work.

—Astrophysics is always good cover.

—Wehave fabrication techniques that could prove adaptable to

commercial manufacturing.

—Very good, thank you, Bernd.

—All this is more like a garage sale than technologytransfer, said

Szabo. —Whataboutthe Slingshot orbiters? Plenty of potentialthere.

Highet looked thoughtful as sweat slicked his inner thighs. —Real-

ly. Whatkind of potential?

—Well, lots of things. They’re just orbital platforms. Off the top of

my head, astronomy, weather monitoring, commsats ...

—Whatabouttheclassified elements?

—Mostof the Slingshot tech is off-the-shelf. It’s a matter of what

you put on them.Different hardware, different software, that’sall.

—Can you write a white paper on this, Frank? Identifying areas

outside the security envelope?

—Kindof busy right now. But yeah,I could.

—Doit. The rest of you, I want something in writing about pro-

gramsin yourareas.

—Ah, before we, can I just bridge in here? What’s our advantage

going after this stuff? Karp leaned crossly forward, bare forearmsrest-

ing on the conference table’s oak veneer.

—Why, Henry, said Highet, —wegetthe satisfaction of enhancing

America’s global competitiveness.

—So we go from national security to appliances? I’m not very

excited about that. 1 rememberthelast time we did this crap, design-

ing wind turbinesin the seventies. About as sexy as bell bottoms.

—TI was there, Henry. Labels change, the work goes on. You all

know I've got the entire Lab to consider, but you also know this is

where my heart and history is. Nuclear design, directed energy

weapons, missile defense, this is our work, the work of the age. I won’t

let anyonecut the heart out of our mission.

—J]hate this shuffle, complained Karp. —We’ll have crackpotreal-

ists coming downoff the woodworkto get on the gravytrain.
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—If we don’t getit the pickpocketswill.
—That’s right, Frank, said Highet. —I knowit’s a pain in the neck.

It’s meaningless and it distracts. But rise to the challenge, people.
Think ofit as diversifying ourportfolio. Anythingelse? Thenlet’s get
out of this fucking sauna. Philip, in my office.

Andlike Virgil quitting the underworld, damp thighs chafing, he
led Quine to his office pausingto hold the inner doorfor the younger
mantopassin first, then following him in with a slam. Quineflinched.

—Don’t you evertry that again. Make an end run around me.
—Endrun? You assigned methis report, you
—Don’t tell me whatI did!
Quine dropped the bound xeroxes on Highet’s desk, An Analysisof

False Brightness Readings in “Taliesin” Test of Radiance “Super-
bright” X-Ray Laser Component.

—This is my draft report, submitted for comments exactly accord-
ing to protocol, exac

—Protocol! Don’t give me protoc, breaking off to grab from the
desk an inhaler, glaring over its barrel as he pumpedit, then, after
inhaling noisily, —Where, just where do you get off, returning this
favor I did you, the great favor of letting you headthis group,of pro-
moting you to director level, you repay me with this bullshit? I’m
speechless. It is understood that you run this kind of report by mepri-
vately, first as a courtesy and just incidentally so you don’t make an
ass of yourself.

—I'll risk that.

—Noyou won't, you'll sit down this minute and we’ll go overit
line by line. Dolores will clear your afternoon, reaching for the phone
which trilled stopping his hand momentarily before he lifted it. —
Highet. Yes, Aron, what have you got? EIS? What’s that got to do
with. No,it’s just back from the printers I haven’t even opened,it’s six
enormousvol. Oh Christ, not those jerks again. All right, don’t worry,
Ill. Yes I’ll deal with them. Don’t excite yourself. Never mind the EIS,
I need, never mindit, I need to know about the Taliesin test. The last

Superbright shot. Whetherthose results were leaked. You haven’t said
anything to anyone? Okay, I think someonehereis selling us out,

glaring at Quine. —Noone’s called you? Okay. Well, you say no com-
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ment, of course. Call me if you hear anythingatall.

—I'm notgoing to do this, said Quine.

—Excuse me?

—I'm not going over this document with you.I'll put it through

channels.

—Whatdo you think you're playing at, Philip?

—You, you thinkthis is some kind of game, winners andlosers, the

screwers and the screwed, think you can changereality by, by wishing,

by lying by

—Peoplelike you, Philip, you sufferreality. I make it happen. That's

no game.It’s serious because you win or youlose.It’s you fucking

amateurs whoscrew thingsup.

The phone trilled again. —Dolores, hold mycalls. What? Tell him,

no, send him in.

Dennis Kihara entered bearing six hefty gray volumescradled in

his arms then skidded —Look out! across the carpet, stumbling to a

stop at Highet’s desk where he deposited his burden and bentto pick

up, —What’sthis, Tell Us About Yourself, looks like a warranty c

—TI']l take it, what’s your problem Dennis?

—The EIS, have you seen? well of course you have, here, page IV-

C-238 let me, oh sorr

—Dennis, just

—because we wait, let me, Map of Planned Construction,see, right

next to Building 101

—Yes, that’s us right where we’re always been.

—Well it’s, gosh, I reviewed this map myself, and I don’t know how

it happened but we haveto issue an erraticum.

—What’s the problem?

—Well look!

—It’s a map,it

—No,there, out the window! following the point of Kihara’s trem-

bling finger past the slatted blinds to a bleached sky half obscured by a

mauve and avocado facade.

—Don’t like thattile, looks like a men’s room, but what are you

—It’s not there!

—Dennis what are you
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—The building, the new building’s not on the map!
—That’s ridic, scanning the foldout graphic and the text across

from it dotted with gray overprinting designating changes from the
Draft document, —look, List of Construction Sites, it’s right here
—Yes but the map!
—Well .. ., finally seeing the unmarked voidin the pregnant swell

of the main road where the new construction was underway, —well
that’s unfortunate but hardly a major, we’ll just issue an erratic, I
mean an erratum.
—Weneedto sendit asap, I have

a

list, I tried to e-mail you but the
network is down.

—List of what.

—Of people andplaces I contacted.
—You what?

—TIjust, I, I called someplaces to advise them that there were prob-
lems with the EIS, didn’t go into detai

—Called whatplaces.
—Well I started with our FedEx list. Congressional offices andciti-

zens’ groups mostly.
—Really. Ink’s not dry and you’re on the horn telling CalPIRG

CANTGreenpeace and Senator Chase that we have somereality prob-
lems, that’s just great, just incrediblyefficient Dennis.
—Well thanksI just, you know,it’s my job
—Take the rest of the day off, let me handle this.
—Ohno, I couldn’t,it’s my mistake.
—Yes it is, but you’ve done so muchalready.
Kihara glanced from Highet to Quine uneasily. —Well,I
—TI'll come back later, said Quine.

—No you won't. You stay right there, transfixing Quine with all
the fury he kept from Kihara. —Dennis, what I need from you right
nowis a list of everyone you called, pushing a blank sheet of paper
across the desk.

—Okay, I can email you

—TIsaid now.
—Well, I think I can remembermostof... . Fumbling, he unclipped

from his shirt pocket a blackbarreled pen, nesting barrel in cap as
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Highet calmly waited and watched Quine.

You know,Dennis, nobodynotices an oversightlike this in a doc-

umentthis size unless you point it out to them. What you dois you

wait a few months, and thenyoufile an appendix buried in a bunch of

other documents. Like a cat you hide yourshit in the sand, you follow —

me?

—Um,yes, okay, I’ll, yes I think so. The pen hesitated and contin-

ued.

—But you don’t ever, evertell the people who want to shut us

downthat we fucked up. These people are the enemy.

—Sorry,I, here .. . pushing the sheet to Highet with one handas

the other returned pen to pocket, clippingit in place.

—Don'’tapologize, it makes you look weak. Just neverdoit again.If

there’s ever a question in your mind, ask me. You're sure that’s every-

one?

—I, yes I think

—Whatabout CalPIRG?

—Ohyesthat’s right

—Never mind,I'll add it. You get any callbacks?

—Yes, Lynn Hamlin, and Highet saw Quinetense, so he did know

her, —from Citizens Against Nuclear Technology, she wants me to

speak at a meeting tonight.

—Nochance. Forget it. What timeis this meeting?

—Six p m at the, ah, First Unitarian Church of Kentwood, open

forum on,let mesee, the role of the Lab in a post Cold War

—Yes, well, they can open it without you.

—They’ve invited a speaker, Tony Luz.

—Luz? That prick. We went to Caltech together. Makes him think

he knowsscience.

—Well, he’s fairly well known, I thought anotherpoint of view

—Adman turned enviro. Don’t loan him credibility. Got a little

problem there, Dennis.

A roundblack stain had spread across Kihara’s shirt pocket where

the pen wasclipped.

—I, what?

—yYourpenis leaking.
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—Oh? looking downin confusion to pluckit out with a snap, star-
ing in chagrinatthesilverclip on the cap topping the black barrel nar-
rowing to an exposed gold point. He dropped it —Damn! onthe desk,
touching the stain futilely with fingertips that came away darkened, as
Highetpulled twotissues from a box. —Damn, damn. . . holding the
tissues as he gathered the volumesto his chest. Highet followed to
push the door shut almost onhis heels.

Highet capped the pen andclipped it in his own pocket. He looked
at Quinein silence for a moment. —I’m too good natured. I like to
give people a chance. Guide them along. Like you, Philip. I promoted
you, I gave you this opportunity, handpicked you to manage this
report, told everyone to cooperate with you. You let months go by,
you don’t talk to me, and now youdropthis, this sack of shit on me.

—The, the whole point of an independent
—Independent? The hell you think you're doing! You wantto goit

alone? Like Slater? You wantto see firsthand what happened to him?
—Slater, yes, and Dietz

—Dietz, detecting in the middle of the fucking meeting, did you
put him upto that?

—He’s been trying to see you all week, you don’t even answerhis
e-mail, and, and Slater, they knew, didn’t they, that the computer
model wasrigged from thestart, all the way back to Null.

—Nowit’s Null’s fault? Thought you were blaming young Thorpe.
Keep your scapegoats straight. The factis it’s your model, Philip, your
computer code, and if anyone goes downforthis
—but you put meonit, didn’t you, gave me Null’s code and the bad

data from earlier tests, let me waste over a year on something you
knew couldn’t work until Thorpe tweaked it to give those bogus
results

—behind Thorpe’s back, that stunt you pulled with the backup
reflectors, I should never havelet you

—because otherwise no one would have known,that wasthe heart of

it, wasn’t it, those beryllium reflectors, they glowed exactly as the model
predicted, but they weren’t measuring anything but their own radi-
ance, the backup reflectors showedjust a spike in the background noi

—Listen to yourself, you're saying that even your backups showed
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brightness

—six orders of magnitude below what you claimed, six orders! a

million times less! and twelve orders from what you promised, you

overstated the powerbya billion times! and you knewitall along, how

did you think you could get away withit, fake somethinglike that at

the heart of this program?

—Watch what you say about what I did and didn’t know, and be

very careful about using that f-word, because it’s your problem,

you're the one who couldn’t do your job! So don’t tell me what I

know, I know it can be made to work, but you couldn’t doit!

—You think you can do science by PR, by

—Doyou thinkthis, pacing to the wall and tapping the framed fac-

simile of an ancientletter in a small precise hand, —wasn’t PR? “Item,

I have a modelof very strong butlight bridges, Item, I also have mod-

els of mortars, Item, in case of need I will make large bombards, mor-

tars, and firethrowing engines of beautiful and practical design, in

short, whatever the situation, I can invent an infinite variety of

machinesfor both attack and defense,” sure, think this wasn’t blowing

smoke, think Leonardo had ever built any of these, think he had off

the shelf hardware ready to go, no, but he got the job and hediditall,
gave Il Morosatisfaction for nineteen years didn’t he

—bring up Leonardo you mighttalk aboutthe string of projects he
left unfinished

—andSlater, don’t give meSlater, a fuckup and a substance abuser,

little lesson for you there

—andjust whois this Devon Null? Nobody in J Section has ever
seen him, one day I’m sharinghis office space, the next all his books
papersfolders xeroxesare gone, cleared out, personnel won’t even give
me his employee records

—Ask yourgirlfriend. I mean the one in personnel, not the one in
the antinuke group. Although with the information sieve around here
the other one might have them too.
—Whatbusiness of yours

—Mybusinessis to keep this place going, you wantto walk around
here on Valium making wild accusations rememberthat.

—Nowwaitjust a
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—Youconsider this report finished, is that right?
—Yes.

—Fine.I’m acceptingit. You're done. Your group’s dissolved. You’re
on leave. Now getout.

—Nowwait a

—Did you hear me? Out, now!
For a moment Quinestood, then zipped shut his empty carryall and

wentoutpast a slender young mancarrying calfskin case who looked
up from Dolores andin at Highet.
—Oh, Doctor Highet, I just dropped by to set up a meeting.
—Whydon’t you comein for a minute, Jeremy, holding the door as

his eyes followed Quineinto the corridor.

—TI don’t wantto barge in...

—No,I’m glad to see you. Just one minute, as he went around the

desk to lift the phone with one hand and with the other casually
pulled open a drawer and swept An Analysis of False Brightness into

it. —Dolores? I want drug tests immediately for all employees in J

Section. Yes, I mean this afternoon.

—TI’m glad that’s not myinvestigation, the young mansaid, smil-

ing.

—So, Jeremy. How was the meeting this morning? I’m sorry I

missed it, you know howit is, complexity on the edge of chaos. Frank

Szabo take care of you?

—It went well. There are one or two points I think we'll take up in

a future meeting.

—Whatpoints?

—Written statements from Doctor Réti to the president and the

secretary of defense. They seem to overstate the Superbright’s power

by a substantial amount.

—Doctor Réti is emeritus here. He’s not involved in daily opera-

tions, so he may notbe completely up to speed on Superbrightdetails.

But hecanstill express his opinionsas a private citizen.

—Well, yes, but on Lab letterhead?

—Hekeeps an office here, it’s natural he’d use the stationery.|

wouldn’t make too muchofit.

—Don’t you, ah, review his official letters?
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—No. Whyshould I?

—Well, you are the director.

—Jeremy, put yourself in myplace. Réti’s the founder. He’s a living

legend.I can’t vet his correspondence.

—Yes, but, even compared to your owntestresults, his estimates of

the beam’s powerare high by a factor of um, billion? He says that

the last test, Taliesin was it called? indicates a major breakthrough?

—We saw substantially increased brightness. A billion times? No

reason the beam couldn’t be madethatbright.

—Doctor Réti used the words “engineering phase”.

—Ourbottleneck isn’t the science,it’s the funding.

—Well, concerns have beenraised

—Jeremy, concerns are always being raised, you don’t mean the

GAO’s investigation hinges on a couple ofletters, do you?

—Well, but even your own numbers from previoustests have been

questioned by someof your ownpeople

—NotSlateragain,is it, totally unreliable

—Szabosaid this last test, Taliesin, is under internal review by uh,

whois it, Philip Quine?

—That’s purely a technical review. We tried out a new detector
arrangement. But the old detectors workedfine, they gave usall the
data we needed. Actually, Quine’s been dragging his feet on that
report. I’ll have him finish it and get a copy to you, but frankly any
problemsthere are technical and not substantive.

—Onelast thing. What do you know aboutuh,Transfinite Polygo-
nics?

—That some kind of non-Euclidean geometry? Nuclear chem-
istry’s myfield.

—It’s a holding company, orpossibly a consulting firm. Doctor Réti
seems to own quite a lot of their stock.

—And?

—Certain technologies licensed through Transfinite originated in
the Lab. There might be a conflict of interest.

—Weoften waive commercialrights.

—Well, if he’s advising the government on matters in which he has
a financial stake
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—Ohlook,Réti’s no sharpshooter. Someof our people gointo pri-
vate industry, it was probably some formerstudent he wantedto help
out, I’ll bet he’s forgotten all about this stock. Is there anythingelse?

—No,thatcoversit. But the issue of the tests and thealleged over-
selling. I wouldn’t take those toolightly.

—Thanksfor comingby, Jeremy.
Highet flipped open his phone, arrowed down until its display

showed ROOT DAN,and pressed SEND to hear, —TheGate Cellular
customer you havecalled is unavailable or has traveled outside the
coveragearea. Please try yourcall againlater.

The gray face of his watch blinked 3:55. From under the desk he
took a black gym bag blazoned aXon, unzipping it for the hand that
opened the drawerto transfer An Analysis of False Brightness, as the
desk phonetrilled and, —-Highet. Yes, Bernd. No, that’s all right ...

fingers drumming, he checked his watch for 3:56, and tapped the

phone’s cradle, —Hold on, Bernd, that’s my otherline, at once hang-

ing up and passing into the outer office —I’m gone, Dolores, waving

off her —Butthe Vice Pres, as rounding a corner behind him black t-

shirt SEROTONINstopped to watchhis back vanish into the warmth

of the afternoon sun andpass briskly into the shadow of the unfin-

ished facade, still oddly deserted, past plywood and chainlink where

yellow CAUTION CUIDADOtape nowstretched taut between stakes

around a terrain of ruts and pools of bright green flux.

On a machine of matte black steel and padded vinyl, Highet

pumped and pedaled, pale pudgy thighs kissing and releasing the

dampseat, and inhaled the stink of his wet clinging shirt. All around

him, the creak, clank, huff of exertion, the smell of work, the tithe that

flesh exacts from mind. Three times a week,since a spell of tachycar-

dia had scared him to an emergency room,he forced himself through

this hour of pain, seething at every pumpofcalf, every stab of out-

raged quad. At thirty minutes he quit and went through the locker

room, pausing at a fountain to gulp from the weak quaveringarc of

water brought forth by his thumb on its chrome button, then peeled

off sodden t-shirt and shorts for swim briefs, and headed past PLEASE

SHOWERBEFORE ENTERING POOLintoair cool on his moistflesh

and sunlight glinting on black cottonwoods, burnishing a golden
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haunchclad in bright spandex, tinging with russetblack hair that van-

ished into a white cap. Hefreed from his gym bag dropped on

a

red-

wood bench a pair of smokedplastic goggles, and sat at pooledge,legs

immersed, and rinsed spit from the goggles before fixing them in his

orbits, waiting for the white cap to flipturn at the wall by his feet

before plunging to breaststroke a few lengths behind the scissor of

golden legs, the wink of bright spandex.

After ten laps he pushed up outof the water, toweled, brushed fallen

cottonwood catkins from the bench, and sat. Nearbya pair of gardeners

glanced at him then returnedtheir attention to the trees. —;Porqué los

Alamos no sueltan semillas? —Hace dos afios rebajamos las hembras.

El jefe tiene las alérgias. —j;Ay! Entonces los hombres alamos ya no

difrutan mas. He opened An Analysis Of to beryllium excited by the

trigger glowedat precisely the wavelength of the predictedlaserlight,

blinking away from thebright page for his sunglasses, seeing across

the pool a thin pale man in blue trunks, suede hat, and hiking boots

watch a trim womanpassing,his eyessliding in a lean humorlessface.

The womanentered the pool and a momentlater the thin man removed

his boots and hat and lowered into the samelane to swim breaststroke

a few lengths behind the woman.Highetcalled to the lifeguard.

—Whydon’t you tell him to moveto a slower lane?

—Who?

—Theblue suit. He’s in the way.

—Looksfine to me.

—Don’t tell me! I’ve been sitting here watching him for ten min-

utes, you haven’t even been looking.

After a hesitation the guard wentto pooledge and thrust a blue

kickboard in front of the man as he cameto his turn. Highetflipped

pages to defective reflectors duplicated and therefore confirmed the

brightness predicted by the computer model. Like a child probing a

scab he skimmedto throwing all previous test results into question,

whispering —Fucker, and plunging a hand into the gym bagfeeling

for the spiral edges, did I getall his copies? Of course not, he’ll have a
backup, glancing up to see Quine’sgirl, the one in personnel, talking

warmly with a wiry man darkly tanned. What was her name, he’d

looked it up just last week. Should have seen this a few hours ago,

LOL



before dealing with Quine. Drive the knife deeper. A white cap
appeared at pooledge and golden armsstraightened and a golden leg
came up to vault glistening spandex from the lane and russet hair
tumbled free from the white cap, cool blue eyes meeting Highet’s
shielded gaze as he shookfree of revery, zipped his gym bag andstrode
back into the dimness of the locker room, sunglasses fogging as he
passed the steaming showers, detouring to a row of urinals where he
dropped the bag and spraddled tugging asidethe crotch ofhis briefs,
staring ahead attile, as on his cooling back dampness dried and his
stream rang in the bowl, misting faintly the hand holding his stub of
flesh. On the porcelain shelf was a small uncapped vial. While right
thumb and index shook and tuckedhisflesh into his briefs, he turned

the empty vial between index and left thumb, —Son ofa, to display
URINE LUCK e Tersolene © Directions: Add contents of the vial to
eight ounces(8 oz.) of urine. Mixslightly.

Near chainlink now wrapped with CAUTION CUIDADO,in the
shadow ofthe facade, Bran Nolan, saturnine and gaunt, stood wearing

the look of his namesake, son of Febal, upon his return from the magic

year of sojourn that spanned mundanecenturies, to learn that the

shore of home had becomefatal to him.

—Evening, Bran.

—TI hear Kihara screwed uptheEIS.

—That’s the truth.

—Doyou know what's going on here? Nobody’s working.
—It’s five-thirty, Bran.

—Nobody’s been hereall afternoon. The caution tape, who put that

up?

—TI don’t know. Bran, have a minute? Step inside, would you?

Highet led inside and downthehall, through the empty outer

office, kicking aside in passing aXon Tell Us About, gesturing Nolan to

a chair near the black matte computer.

—You put your guests in the death seat, I see.

—What?

—Theback end of your monitor’s pointed at me. That’s where the

ELF emissionsare highest.

—ELF, elf is right, that crap’s about as real as leprechauns. While
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you're here, yourdraft response to this GAO thing, I have a language

question, skimming through pagesto where a yellow highlight stopped

him.

—Which GAO thing? We’re gotfive pending.

—The property management one. You say here, “signals an

accounting discrepancy”. Isn’t that a bit strong?

Nolan put on glasses and studied the page, lips pursed. —Our De-

cember statement said, “excellent security management of sensitive

materials.” The same month an internal audit reported ten kilograms

of plutonium missing. That signals, you might even say highlights, a

discrepancy.

—Suggests.

—What?

—Suggests a discrepancy.

—Oh no,notat all. An off-record commentin the cafeteria sug-

gests. A heavily edited and reviewed documentsignals. Or denotes. Or

even highlights.

—Somethingsofter.

—Thisis soft.

—Softer.

Nolan crooked a finger. —Indicates. It indicates a discrepancy.

—That’s acceptable. Highet moved a pencil across the page. —Thank

you. What's the story on the building?

—I heard that Kihara tripped some alarms. I thought I’d see if

they’d unearthed any bodies outthere.

—Bodies? What bodies?

—I don’t know if you remember, but in the planning stage we had

two consulting firms prepare environmental reports on that site for

us. Chivian-Harris found soil toxicity well above EPA action level

—I remember.

—which they blamed on leaky retention tanks and a faulty sewage

system. So wecalled in a second firm, Boole & Clay

—Eric’s company.

—correct, who suggested cleanup procedures and gave us a more

forgiving report on the tanks. So wecited Boolein the EIS. Their find-

ings suggested that the soil could be treated as low-level waste. Then
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the soil engineerreported.
—Soil engineer?
—Betorethe contractor can pourconcrete the engineerhasto cer-

tify that the soil is dense enough to hold a foundation. They use a
nuclear density testing machine,it’s a small radioactive source and a
counter, like a smoke detector. The design originated here in the Lab.
You put soil in the tester and it blocks radiation from the source, and
from the absorption you can infer the soil density. Well, the tester
wentoff the scale. Credne, the contractor, came down on the engineer,
said his machine wasout of alignment, they got him to givea visual
approval. Then Crednetrucked the soil away, and Chiviantested again
and this time we cameup clean. So wecited the clean reportin the EIS.
—So what’s the problem?
—Whydo you think the tester went off the scale? The soil wasn’t

absorbing, it was emitting radiation.
—Howhotwasit?

—Notlowlevel.
—Wheredid that soil go?
—Wedon’t know.

—Wedon’t know?

—Probably to another Credne site. They have some complicated
leaseback scheme with a trucking subsidiary. Their records aren't so
good.

—That’s Credne’s responsibility, isn’t it?
—I’m not a lawyer, I can’t answer that. Point is, both Boole and

Chivian are cited in the EIS. The two reports are on file, anyone can
look them up, andif they do, they'll see the soil engineer’s readings.

—Howlikely is that?

—Some group like CANT might wonder why Kihara’s so frantic
about his mistake with the map. They might get curious about the
paperwork.

—What’s the worst case scenario?
—Well, this isn’t Site Alpha. We can’t just fence it off and call it a

toxics mitigation program.It’s in the middle of our plant. Oh, and
about Site Alpha. The winemaker’s been talking to CANT. He’s suing.

—Christ, we bought his land, what more does he want?
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—Damages.Lossoflivelihood.

—Shit, thought that was all wrapped up.

—Funnything about PR,it bumpsinto reality once in a while.

—Keeptelling you, reality’s what you can get away with. Write

him a check, see howfast his reality changes.

—Wheredoes the money comefrom?

—Wehave a special access fund,useit.

—You know ...the plume keeps spreading.

—Whatdoes that mean?

—The toxic plume. Under Site Alpha.It’s not contained. We can’t

keep buying up land aroundit.

For a moment the plume wasapparent to Highet, clear as a com-

puter simulation, a subterranean cloud of false colors, arms extended,

breaching the boundaries of the Lab, which expanded to follow and

encloseit.

—You say CANTis behindthis suit?

—That’s whatI hear.

—TI nevercease to be amazed, Bran, at how muchyouhear.

—It’s my job.

—You go above and beyondit sometimes. You know, Bran,I tried

to get the search committee to promote you instead of that young

idiot Kihara.

—Thanksfor looking out for me. But I’m sure you're better served

by Kihara. Journalists can’t be trusted, everyone knowsthat.

Highet looked at him. —You’re a real hard case, Bran. You won't

give me an inch.

—TIs there anythingelse?

—Take downthat caution tape out there.

Outside as the light slanted toward dusk he slowed near the hand-

ful of demonstrators just beyond the gate, alert to a camera crew
interviewing a woman,herfullface radiant in sun, intense black eyes
beneath black hair tinged with russet, her beauty a thornin his heart,
lifting his sunglasses as he passed to blink twice at her dazzlingflesh,
as if to capture not an image but an essence through which desire

might be gratified, intimacy possessed, and redemption grasped. As

her eyes tracked his passage the head of the reporter turned, and
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Highet accelerated away onto the main road seeing in the hollow
afterimageofhis blink not an essence butits negative. Traffic thick-
ened into town, and under a white on green sign Mariposa he turned
too sharply into the wake of a bus pulling awayfrom the curb to trap
him behindits tailpipe and rear placard admonishing Police Recom-
mended Don’t Park Your Car Withoutas thetraffic light above him
changed and oncomingvehicles edged honking aroundhis rear until
he gunned around the bus before cutting back in and slamming
brakes short of a truck backing slowly into his path, beeping in dis-
concerted hocket with Highet’s horn as he jammedthe gearshift to R
only to see the bus’s headlight fill his rearview mirror as the truck’s
step How Am I Driving? 1-800-328-7448 scraped loudly across the
red hood.

—Stop! You son ofa bitch stop! It lurched a yard short of his wind-
shield as a head leaned downfrom thedriver’s cab.

—Where’d you come from?

—Just, just, moveit, you imbecile! Pull it forward!

In a blast of smokeit pulled away, as he reversed thecar, arrested by

a blare of bus horn whereits glassy eye loomed in his rear window.
Shifting to 1, Highet went in a squeal of tires around the truck,left
arm held high out the window in profane salute, wind booming
through the open windowstreetafter street until at last he slowedat

First Unitarian Church of Kentwood turning into a parking lot half

full, noting with less surprise than disdain the battered white Subaru

with Lab sticker on its rear bumper.

Paper signs taped to walls CANT MEETING-> led to a side room

FELLOWSHIP HALLdepressing asall childhood memories of church,

wherethe after-service klatches in the basement, folding tables laden

with cakes and pastries too cloying, smell of burned coffee in chrome

urns, fading sun aslant through blinkered windowstofall in exhaust-

ed lines on a scuffed linoleum floor, the empty chatter, the waste of

time, had neverfailed to fill him with a metaphysical nausea.Fifty or

more people sat now in folding chairs, listening to —the easy avail-

ability of dual-use technologies makes it almost impossible to con-

strain nuclear programs in other countries and raises serious ques-

tions, as just inside the door, Quinestarted back from Highet’s, —You.
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What are you doing here?

—T] have a right

—If I find out you've been dealing with these people

—Whatwill you do, put me on leave?

Highet stared at him for a moment, then went on aroundthe edge

of the room, where, nearthe platform,a russet tone in nightblack hair

snared his eye and spedhis heart. The serpent of invention entered him

and he stepped up next to her, as if better to hear the speaker, —Next

question, yes, and turned to gaze at her strong profile, seeing her

awarenessof his gaze in the faint throb in her neck. He murmured,

—Are you afraid of me? Is it fear makes your heart beat? Or excite-

ment? while beyond her stony profile Quine glared with concern or

wasit panic as Highet went on in a mild undertone, —Are youafraid

of getting what you want? I’ve seen you out by the gate, hating us.

Her eyes narrowed but remained locked ahead while Luz said, —other

countries with or near nuclear capabilities look skeptically at our own

commitment to nonproliferation, and across the room Quine paced

and glared, his distress a goad to Highet’s invention. He leanedstill

closer to her, saying, —It’s not fear you feel. It’s wildness. The wild-

ness of wanting. Whatis it you want? When you know, takingit is

easy.

—Is it, she said, fierce black eyes locking on him.

—Yes. Yesitis.

—TI wantto talk to you sometime.

Nowhis heart was wild. —Namethetime.

—Now? Armsfolded underherbreasts.

—Right now?

—If you're serious. There’s a café in the central mall, Café Desa-

parecidos. I can meet you there when I’m donehere. Seven-thirty?

—That’s a deal.

Scattered applause died and people milled around. Tony Luz came

forward. —Well, the Prince of Darkness himself. Last place I expected

to see you, Leo. What’s wrong with yourface?

—Niceline of talk, Tony. Won anyClioslately?

—Sameold Leo. Smiling, Luz raised a fist and lightly pressedit to
Highet’s shoulder. —People, this is Leo Highet, director of the Lab.I
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feel like I owe him equal time. How abouta little informal Q and A,
Leo?

—Matteroffact I’ve got a plane tocatch.
—Five minutes. Five minutes, Leo? You don’t wantto run from us,

do you?

—Yeah,I do. Mostpointless thing in world, arguing with you guys.
—Five minutes.

Her hard black eyes studied him. He raised his wristwatch and
touched buttons. —Five minutes.
—Whydoyouclassify hazardous waste by the buildingit’s stored

in? Whynotby the program that generatesit?
Slogan t-shirt buzzcut three day beard. Cheap shill pumpedfull of

citizengroup coredump data. Answerin kind. —Accounting for mate-
rials and wastes is done by building to provide information for emer-
gency responseservices and to assure that the buildings meet safety
requirements.

—Doesn’t that just makeit easier to hide the fact that the weapons

programs generate most of the hazardous waste?

Cocky amateur. Give him what he thinks he wants. —Goodpoint.

Maybeweshould track that information, but we can’t. Our procedures

are dictated by federal regulations. Talk to the feds aboutit.

He stopped paying attention, these were just the old neverland

arguments he could handle on autopilot, the uninhabitable utopias of

good will to be brought about by some wishful convergence of nice-

ness, the very word nice, ne scient, not knowing, ignorant, he stressed

it like a secret insult, —Yes, I agree, it would be nice, very nice, if the

world could be saved by recycling, and so on, she wasat the door now,

talking to Quine while Luz asked another question, and Highet par-

ried it with his own, —Tony, why are you so down on dual use? Isn’t

that what you want, get us out of weapons?

Luz shifted his weight slightly back, disengaging, as Highet

watched Quine and Lynn go out the door together. —Don’t see that

happening, Leo. Dual use policies have weakened export controls on

rocket technology, we're selling missiles overseas, last year the US

accounted for fifty-seven percent of world weapons sales. Some of

these systemsare being turned back on us.

108



—Goodthing we know their vulnerabilities.

—Leo, as long as we keep designing andselling these weapons

—You’ve got that lunatic in Baghdad, you’ve got twenty thousand

warheadsfloating loose in the so-called republics, you think now’s the

time to cut antimissile programs?

—It’s welfare for the defense industry.

—Free market, what have you got against capitalism, Tony,capital-

ism’s been good to you. Drummingthefingers of one hand against the

back of the other, trapped by his ego, center of the situation while she

moved off without him. He tapped a button on his watch. The watch

beeped and heheld it high forall to see, touchingit to silence, —That’s

five minutes. Now I have a question for you. Anyonehere read H G

Wells? The Time Machine? No? You’re Eloi. Look it up.

In the lot, Quine’s white Subaru was gone. He passed SFIST as

acceleration spilled warm evening air through the car, cutting back

across two lanes to Codornic s EXIT NLY, turning smoothly without

slowing past STOP onto a commercial strip that looped behind the

central mall, where stains of rain and rust on a colonnaded and pedi-

mented facade stood stark as melanomas under sodium light. He

parked under the red and white glare of SMART & FINAL,andhiscar
alarm yelpedas he strode undera portico through smoked glass doors
into the oasis of an atrium ringed with Target Clothestime Kinko’s
Tower, fixing on Café, where, visible through the broad entrance, black

hair with russet tones was bent forward over somepapers, the skin of
her necktaut against vertebrae, and pale where it touched the fringe of
her hair.

Highet sat down, saying, —Thought you might have stood meup,
leaving that way. With him.

—Heoffered mea ride. She swept up the papers and tucked them
away.
 Whatdoes that mean,indicating the sign, —desaparecidos? The

café of desperation? Abandonall hope?
—Thedisappeared. Those taken by death squads.
—Oh, of course. In El Salvador. Or is it Guatemala? Part of the

profits from every latté. Have you eaten? Thai place aroundthe corner
makes great mee krob.
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—TIate betore the meeting.
—TIhaven't eaten since this morning,I’m starved.
—She’s waiting.

—What? Oh, give me a minttea. And a, what have you got, a blue-
berry muffin.

—Quisiera un espresso porfavor.

—Saw a woman outside the gate this evening, looked like you,
talking to CNN.

—That was me.I saw you drive by.

Heplayed to her amusedtone, examinedhercritically. —That was

you? Did you cut your hair? How’d you beat me to the church?

—TIgot a ride. I saw you turn right at Mariposa. That’s the long way

around. You've been watching me?

—Know your enemies. Legal observer at CANT demonstrations,

Stanford grad, good grades, nice family. You want to close down my

Lab. That’s what I know about you. What do you know about me?

—TI know that yousold the president an unworkable and ruinously

expensive antimissile program

—But, heraised a finger, —ruinously expensive for whom?

—Do you know that the Cold Warhascostfive trillion dol

—You know what? The Russians wish they had ourdeficit. They

wish they could run up a debt. You follow me?

—lIs that what you're, gracias, what you'retelling the GAO?

—The GAO,right. Talk about your waste of money, as he leaned

forwardto bite into the muffin.

—But, is that really your line? That you knewall along it wouldn’t

work, but you madethe Soviets think it would?

—That would be a policy decision. DOEsets policy. I’m a simple

scientist. Not even that, really. I administrate. The science is done by

people like your friend Philip. Where did you meet him?

—He gave mea ride once.

—You don’t owna car. For ecological reasons.

—The more youdrivetheless intelligent you are.

—Repo Man.I love that movie.

—I wouldn’t call Philip a friend.

—Youlike him.
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—I don’t dislike him.

—Hetell you he’s a bomb geek?

—A what?

—That’s what theycall us, the, how should I say, pure scientists

who workat the Lab and take our moneybut wantto show thatthey,

you know, disapprove of bombs. Theycall us bomb geeks. Did Quine

tell you he’s one or did he pretend to be pure?
—Hetold me that he works on weapons. He’s torn aboutit.
—Torn. That’s good. It’s good to have scruples. Without them we’re

no better than thebeasts.

—His workis all he has, and he said to me, you don’t know what's
happeningthere, what I’m up against right now. . .
—Did he. That’s very interesting. He go into details? Sitting back

and smiling, eyes on hers, Highet unzipped his case to take from an
upper pocket a sheaf of pages, slyly tipping the pages toward her to
reveal in unadorned Courier font “TALIESIN” RESULTS PRELIMI-
NARY SECRET. —Give you this, maybe? Orthis? and like a conjuror
fanned to An Analysis of False Brightness, as her full cheeks reddened
and a pulse twitched where vein crossed collarbone under downcast
eyes, thick lashes, and thefine black hair of her brows.

—No.

—No. But you have seen them before, he said in a tone almost
caressing.

—Whatif I have? Dark eyes locked on his.
—Oh,well, breaking the gaze,sitting back,still smiling, replacing

the sheaf in his case. —It’s nothing to me. Old news. Yourpeople talk
to Senator Chase’s office?
—Of course wedo.

—FEver convey documents?
—Whatdoes that mean?

—You know Bran Nolan. Oneofourpressofficers. He’s dealt with
your group before.

—I know the name.

—Hepassed these to you. No? Then who? Philip himself?
—You've got some imagination. Dry voice, but a tremorin it.

Leaning forward, handsclasped aroundhisteacup,sincere gaze. —All
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I want to knowis, how long you’ve hadit. And if Chase hasit too.
—TI don’t know anything aboutthat.

Hardnessbiting through her tremor. Standing up to him. His heart
sped. —You know, it’s not as though your side doesn’t have enough

arguments without resorting to this. It doesn’t serve your purpose.

You shouldn’t antagonize us, because no wait, now listen to me, because

we're on the sameside, yes weare, andI'll tell you why. You want the

bomb workto stop, and J don’t agree, but you know what?I can live

with that, really I can, so long as we stay cutting edge on otherfronts.

—TIt’s weaponsworkthat gives you yourlock on federal money.

—That’s changing. We’re moving away from that.

—Oh,that’s right. Dual use will change everything.

—TIsn’t that what you want?

—You’re goodatthis, I’m almost believing you.

—Have some muffin.

—Nothanks.

—I can be persuasive. If you let me. Why don’t you come around?

Let me give you a tour.

She lowered her eyes to sip her espresso. —Where do you know

Tony from?

—Luz? We wereclassmatesat Caltech.

—I didn’t know hewentto Caltech.

—Lousyscientist, but he always could work a crowd. You know he

wasin advertising?

—You'restill friends?

—Sure, why not. We’re useful to each other.

—But, is that what youcall friendship? Use?

—Friendship. Is that when weall sit around,like, holding hands?

I'd rather haveallies. Friends, you know, sympathize with you.Allies

help you get things done.I'd like to be yourally.

—That soundstoo lonely for me.

—Oh,I could be friendlier. But let me ask. Quine, your Philip, you

think he hasn’t used you? To get things done? Think he hasn’t maneu-

vered as much as anyone?I could tell you about that shifty little shit.

Luz and I, you may wonderat that, but we know whatthe otheris.

Quine, though, you never know whathe’s doing.
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She studied him for a moment. —In some ways you're very like

him.

—Like who?

—Philip.

Which warmed him until he saw the pointed coldness of her eyes.

He laughed. —I don’t thinkso.

In the atrium, a metal gate thundered down beneath Clothestime.

Highet regarded her. —You’d be quite attractive if you'd usea little
makeup,fix yourhair, shave yourlegs.

She looked away, across the café, smiling and shaking her head.
—What you’re doing now,it’s so...

—I know, hesaid, getting to his feet. —You’ve got meall figured

out and it doesn’t help bit. |

She rose, face darkening. —I dodaycare.I see this in children, they
want to own everysituation. I don’t need this in my adultlife.

His heart seethed. —Adult life? You're so young. Those kids at
yourprotests, that rebellion doesn’t age well. You'll see.

—Someof those protesters are yourage. Or older. There’s a seven-
ty year old Episcopalian bishop. There’s a single mother with three
children who works forty hours a week then another twenty doing
this. They’re the finest people I know. She openedherpurse.

He droppeda bill on the table. —Thisis mytreat.I insist. Call meif
you wantthat tour.

And wentwith ballooning heartinto thelot, free as the paper bag
KFC skipping across asphalt in the warm night windflattened by his
front wheel as the vacant moonless sky trembled unseen past the
glare of light poles, a glare that brightened and dimmed, dimmed and
brightened as he drove, arousing a frustration that would not be
calmed, an urge that could not be channeled, a lust to abase himself
before her and thusabaseher, until, cued by the car’s approach,lights
snapped on overthe garage and the doorrolled open.Hestilled, shut,
and locked the car, red light blinking on the dash underteal 8:45,
garage door rumbling shutas he entered through the kitchen silenc-
ing the alarm’s squeal with 3 1 4 1 6 # as the light went from red
AKMEDto green SAFE, passing and ignoring the blinking MES-
SAGESonhis answering machine, as kitchen lights came on for him
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to lean against the open refrigerator door, drumming fingers, stoop-
ing to come up with a greasy box PapaGeno Pizza, punching the

microwave STARTandplucking from betweenFines HerbesandItal-

ian Seasoning a small bottle LactAid, shaking out twopills and swal-

lowing them with Peach Iced Tea from a cold and glistening can while

thumbing the small television where CNN drew baleful glare for

—ongoingprobe of Radiance missile defense program, and the oven

chimedandthe phonetrilled. He turned off the phone and zeroed the

answering machine’s volume, touching the CD player for —got a

kindhearted woman do anything in the world for me, and crossed

back for his pizza, steaming and succulent, pausing to jab his thumb
against ant after ant streaming across the counterin braidedlines,

then carried plate to table and as he ate skimmed the newspaper,

Exxon To Pay Fine, US Steps UpIrag Air Patrols, State Budget Short-

fall, Why Gate Cellular Is Forging Alliances, A’s Shine In Training,

the edges of the newsprint soaking up a smearof grease from hisfin-

gers as the pizza diminished, his eyesatlast drifting to 24 HRS OUT-

CALLabove a sullen pout and forehead circleted with dark hair wild

as if fresh risen from the sea, and he unfolded the phone, clearing his

throat, for —LombardEscorts, while Robert Johnson sang on forlorn

in the emptyliving room against the rush of a shower,interrupted by

the chime and the quick stride of muscled calves beneath a belted robe

opening to, —Hi, I’m Dawna,running a hand through hair not dark

or wild but bright as a carrot under the porch light, beyond which a

sky as emptyofstars as offolly, error, sin, and avarice turned through

empty hours carrying a sliver of waning moon,thin asa nail paring,

in pursuit of Venus througha brightening sky in flight from the sun

rising to flood the bedroom deck with morning light on slim white

legs stretched from red satin briefs barely covered by thefall of a

translucentshift.

—Do you mind? Highetcalled out. —I have neighbors.

—Don’t weall, honey, as she camein sliding the door shut behind

her, taking from betweenhis outstretchedfingers three tightly folded

bills. She sat on the bed and pulled on hose. He steppedinto the bath-

room to dress. When he emerged she waspicking hairs from her brush

and dropping them into a waste can. The brush wentinto her bag with
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a snap and she smiled brightly at Highet as she turned and wentout.

As he shut the front door behind her, he saw the light on the

answering machine. He pressed PLAY for, —Leo,it’s Dan, some son of

a bitch hacked mycell phone, and walked to the sink where he jammed

the lever to blast hot water across a tide of ants twined from the pizza

crust lodged in the sink drain across counter and linoleum to a garbage

pail, returning to, —ran up eight thouin calls to Bogota, new num-

ber’s 326-7668, give me a, pausing the machine to punch the seven

digits.

—Dan,it’s me. Yeah, doesn’t say much for Gate’s security, doesit.

What? Chase? That son of a bitch, what’s he trying to. My perform-

ance review committee? as steam billowed from the sink. —Okay,give

me the rundown. Dullard Quack and Logjam, they’re on ourside. .

what? Well that’s Quick’s ownfault, if he hadn’t been a year late and

ten million over with the last mainframe weordered he’d still have the

contract, now what’s Logue’s problem? Well again, that’s his, if he

hadn’t talked to the press, I told him you cannot win playing with the

press, you're always going to lose. Okay. Okay, Dan, cut to the, what

do you mean probably? You mean Dillard’s our only sure vote? How

can that be? What, tomorrow? They’re meeting on a Sunday? Christ,

as if I didn’t have enough... Why. Why should I. No I don’t see what

being there in the flesh does for me.It’s only a recommendation, what

do the regents care, the university gets their money no matter who’s

director. What do you mean cuts both, of course it does, but we have

enoughfriends on the regents to override, don’t we? A new regent,

what do you mean, who? A noname,ohthat’s great, little bit of Monte

Carlo in the mix. Whatelse, Dan? shutting off the hot water and walk-

ing to the window.

—Christ Dan that was years ago, I wasstill out in the trailers. And

if you want to know whosebrightidea it was to rig a homing beacon

on the missile’s target, ask Warren Slater, that prick. Anyway, you

know what? The only test of four that worked was the one they didn’t

rig.

Outside a city truck moved slowly past as two menin its bed

deposited TOW-AWAY NO PARKINGplacardsat the curb.

—Whatelse. Who ... oh come on, Steradian couldn’t find his dick
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if you held it for him. Yes he called me, hecalled Dietz too, forgetit,
he’s fishing.

Heflipped yellow pages for Exterminators stopping at a display ad,
Nekrotek 24 HourPest Control.

—Dan, Bill Venham is a troglodyte. Yes I know,rich and powerful,
so’s the vice president, I don’t return hiscalls either. What? Oh hecalls
because his son went into some telecom venture after that savings and
loan thing, maybe he’s trying to weaselin on our Gate deal. But Ven-
ham,there’s no wayI’m going to his fucking fundraiser. I know Réti’s
going, ask meit’s pathetic the way he hangs around these rightwing
creeps. Oh yeah, you know how longI’ve been just showing upat
these things. Uh huh. Uh huh.All right, Dan. I said all right, Ill doit!
That, and the review committee on Sunday, quite theitinerary you've
got lined up for me. What about the Hertz kids, does that have to be
Sunday night? Oh,the shot, of course, I forgot. YesI’Il make it. One of
the few thingsI still enjoy.I’ll be exhausted butI'll be there.

Reading and punching digits for, —Nekrotek, he gave his name
and address, jabbing his thumbagainstant after ant braiding onward
across the counter, —Ants, yes. Well look, I’m leaving town can you

fax me the paperwork? I'll sign it and leave it with a key in the mail-

box, okay? Yes you'll take a credit card... ? and hung up, turningto

the answering machine MESSAGESand touching >> for a beep and

—tor Highet, this is Armand Steradian of CNN.I'd like to talk to you

as soon as possible. I’m finishing a story on allegations of rigged

tests in the Radiance program, my number is —Fuck you, and

touching >> for the beep and —Frank Greer returning your, —can’t

believe this twerp calls me at home, and touching >> for the beep

and —York Times, if you'd care to comment, then leaning in to read

the display, —fifteen messages! punching >> for —alleged viola-

tions, and >>, —dquestions about your environmental impact statem,

and >> —call at yourearliest, and finally STOP for a peremptory

knock at the door sounding with the chime. For a momenthe stood

frozen, then walkedlightly to the bedroom. From its window he saw

in the street a van bearing a dish antenna. Thebell and knock sound-

ed again. After a third try, two men, one shouldering a video camera,

returned to the van.
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From the closet he took a garment bag and checkedits contents:his

impression-managementsuit, a tie, two clean shirts, socks, a pair of

Rockports, a personal kit. Again he lifted the phone. His left eyelid

began to twitch. Phone in hand hepresseda finger against it. With the

other hand he punched 276-7384. Behind him his fax machinepurred.

—Aron,it’s Leo. | need yourhelp.Pleasecall me.It’s urgent. I hope

to see you tonight in Burbank at the Venham dinner.I'll be on the road

till then, you can reach mebycell phoneat 544-4438.

Outside, the van had gone. Pages had fallen on the floor behind

him. He picked them up andscribbled his signature. He zippedhis lap-

top computer into its nylon carry. From the dresser he took a spare

house key and five hundreddollar bills. At the front door he checked

the fisheye lens for an empty street before swinging it wide and drop-

ping the spare key and the faxes into the mailbox. On the way back

through the kitchen to the garage he unplugged the answering

machine and again picked up the phone.

—Thea, it’s me, looks like I can shake some timelooseafterall.

Whenis mother getting home? Uh huh. No,if I leave right away I can

be there in. No, not a problem.I can take care of some other business

at the same.I'll be glad to see her too. Okay, look, don’t go to any trou-

ble. See you aboutthree.

The garmentbagfell on the passengerseat as the garage door rum-

bled open, and he wasonhis way.

The dead seabed, the broad valley, sundered the state top to bottom.
Speed Enforced By Aircraft. Powerlines fell and rose in catenaries to
cross the road’s deadplaces as a crescendo buzz rose to bury —wouldn’t

stand a prayer, and fell away behind, —here weare in the quickofit,
as the radio scanned to —another anointed message from the Reveal
Christ To The World Ministries, to —with significant tax deferral ben-
efits, to —this, also from the Washington Times, to —Inland Empire
checks in accident free, to —Jesus was never impressed with size, the
size of your organ, as the sun reached zenith and declined glinting on
the lake at Elev 4819 where he turned off the freeway to descend into
tender green hills and an orange dust of poppies blooming,andsilver
violet sage tremblingpalely in therelentless wind, leading the eye out
over an immensity to distant mountains naked and wrinkled as ancient
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skin. From abovefell a hollow roar. Two blunt black triangles banked
against blue emptiness.

Tumbling from the edge of his vision something dim and gray
crossed the road andsplintering tinder sheared from the windshield as
the tail of the car shimmiedandstabilized with one branch of the tum-
bleweed lodged in the hood trembling in the slipstream. His heart

slowed and his attention came back to the road where the works of
man now came morethickly, Joshua Estates blazoned over a brick

drive flanked by banners snapping and New Townhouses From
$59,999 We're Leasing Come See Why, Spacious Skies Senior Living

Small Pets OK, then City Limit Elev 2376 and a grid of vacant dirt
roads, W 280 Ave W 270 Ave W 260 Ave, then mini malls and LAN-

CASTER FACTORY STORES,identical red tile roofs and beige walls

and empty parking lots reproving the immensity in which theylay.

The house, once at desert’s edge, was now deepin tract of others

like it. Locust trees shadedthestreet, their roots heaving the sidewalk.

Forty years ago the saplings were slender and staked, no taller than

himself. His eyes and mind, inapt tenants of time,still expected to find

them thus, continued to seek in a place, a face, what first they had

found there.

Sun glared on the concrete walk. He was sweating before he reached

the house. No answerto the bell. Neighborhood Watch Armed Response.

Key underthe rock as it had been for years. The unlocked door stuck

until he thrust his weight againstit.

Stale air of home. Anxiety of passing time. This place he had always

wantedto escape. Onthe bare dining room table lay a note. Hereadit,

then lifted the phone and dialed. Through the handset came unan-

swered chirrs. As he counted them, Thea’s car pulled into the drive-

way. Herkey turnedin the lock. The door stuck, then flew wide.

—Oh,you're here.

In one hand Highetheld out the chirring handset, in the other her

note. —Your answering machine’s turned off. I don’t believe this

Thea, you couldn’t have called me? When did youfind out?

—They wantto do just one moreseries of tests before they release

her.

—Great. Just great. I’m going home.
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—Oh, Leo ... that’s absurd.

—TI’m not waiting aroundin this house.

—Whydon’t you go into town for a while? You know, your high

school reunion’s tonight.

—Mywhat?Is this one of yourairball agendas, Thea? If I need that

level of excitementI'll sit in a Motel Six and watch the Weather Chan-

nel.

—Fine, do what you want, you alwaysdo.

—You've got that right.

—I haveto be sure everything’s ready. I still need an IV stand, to

hang a drip from.I’m sure we can rig something up,it just has to be

tall.

—Rig something. Sure, I know, let’s use the coat rack. Dress it up
with some Christmaslights, a little tinsel, there you are.

—tLeo, don’t be sarcastic.

—I'll buy the damnthing, okay? Where’s the store, give me some-

thing to do.

—The hospital gave me some addresses. There’s one in Pasadena.
—Perfect, I’ll stop in at Caltech on my wayto the high school,

make a clean sweep.

—Oh,is there a Caltech reunion?

—Joking, Thea,just a little joke, checking his watch, —Howlateis

this place open?

—Leo,it’s all the way in Pasadena!
—I'll leave now. Make sure the hospital gets their kickback from

the referral. Got to go down that way anywayfor
—You’ve just driven seven hours. You
—Five hours.

—must be exhausted, Mark and I will stop on the way back from
the hospital with Mother.

—Stop on the, yeah good, let Mothersit in the back seat staring at
the crutches and bedpansin the window while you shop around. Come
on Thea, there’s got to be someplace nearby, where’s the phone book.

—Leo, will you just, just stopit!
—Thea, you're the one wants everything ready, only you wantto

do it on the cheapatthe last minute, like always, you've had, what, six
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weeksto get this stuff, you knew you'd needit
—Doyou think you can come downhere for a few days while I’ve

been dealing with this for months, and you think

—Whosaid anything about a few days.

—What?

—TI neversaid a few days.

—Howlongare you goingto stay?

—Told you, expected Motherto be here already, thoughtI’d stay

overnight, hit the road in the morning.

—QOh,I see. I get it. You want to buy your wayout of spending any

time with her.

—Buy myway,Jesus, Thea, who’s paying the hospital bills?

—Mother’s Medica

—TI meantherestofit, after the deductibles and everything Doctor

Said won't accept assignment for, you know how muchthat comesto?

Buy myway, Christ that’s good, not with a lousy IV stand, if she had

to rely on you for money she’d be dead already.

—Ohthat’s rotten Leo, I don’t care about the money, she needs to

see you, did you think of her feelings, it may be thelast time, did you

think of that!

—Well you're the expert on feelings, I can’t compete there.

She looked at him dully, then rummagedin a gray woven carryall

blazoned with a crossstitched mandala. —I don’t know why I thought

this time would be anydifferent.

He looked away, around the room. —How’s business? Sell any

houses recently?

Shestared into space for some seconds before reaching, as it seemed,

less an acceptance of his question than a resignation to it. —The mar-

ket’s flat. I got into it at the wrongtime, at the endofthe last boomlet.

—Upholding the Highetrealestate tradition. Ever sell that land of

Dad's?

—No.

—What’s the house worth now?

She looked around, appraising it. —I could ask onefifty, I might get

onethirty.

—yYougoingtosell?
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—You mean after Mother? I suppose so. I haven’t really thought

about it. Oh, I wanted to ask you. The market's better in your area.

How would you feel about me moving up there?

—Upto you. Whereare you looking?

—Ohlone Valley. There’s a development called Estancia Estates,

units starting at onefifty ...

—FEstancia... ? I wouldn’tlive there.

—Whynot?

—You can do better.

—For two hundredI could, but I don’t haveit.

—Anytime you wanta loan, Thea.

—It would be a business movefor me.I have no reasonto stay here

once Mother’s gone. Without Bob. Mark has his family, I don’t see

much of him. Leo, whatever happened tothat girl you wereseeinglast

year, Jan?I liked her, I thought she was goodfor you.

—That’s over. |

—Are you seeing anyone now?

—Yes, as a matterof fact.

—Well, what’s her name?

—Dawn.Her name’s Dawn.

She looked at him skeptically. —Are you thinkingofsettling down?

—Married to my job, you know that. How’s Mark?

—You’ll see him tonight. I thought we’d all have dinner at myplace.

—Little problem there, I’ve got something this evening.

She stopped in her rummaging, looked at him bitterly. —Can’t

you, can’t you ever

—Look,I’d rather not go to this thing,it’s

—everJust

—oneof those things

—do anything for someoneelse

—It’s to honor Réti, told you I’m obligated

—Leo,this is your mother!

—I'm here,all right? WhenI said I’d be! Don’t lay this on me Thea,

it’s not my fault you got yoursignals crossed.

Abruptly she rose. —All right. I don’t wantto discuss it. Here’s the

key.
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—Whenare you leaving for the hospital?
—Now. Weshould be back by eight.
—Christ, how did she end up at a hospital two hours down below?
—Leo, you know howshetrusts Doctor Said. He recommended a

man at Cedars.
—Don't wantto be, you know, unfeeling here, butit’s terminalisn’t

it, how good doeshe havetobe.
—Leo,I’m going. There are towels in the guest room.
—I'll be back tonight. Will Mother be here?
—TI expectso.I’Il see you in the morning.
Thefront door shut, grunting. Heflipped through the phone book.

Antelope Valley Medical Supply. Medi-Mart. Mid-Valley Surgical.
Free delivery. Typical Thea, didn’t even look. He picked one, wandering
into the kitchen as he talked, —Expires six ninety three. Can you hold
delivery till nine p m?

The clock on the stove was broken, hands frozen at 2:10, though a
stub of a second hand ground andscraped on. Outside the kitchen
windowtheold fig tree nodded in the wind. On thetable was a news-
paper. He unfolded it to AF Base Has Clouds With Its Silver Lining
and its sidebar Cold War Relics, then put it aside. From theliving
room hecarried garment bag andlaptop to the guest room, past the
sampler hangingin the hall, Bless This House O Lord WePray, pulling
back the drapes to see the long view of his childhood, the distant
ancient mountains, now enchased by hedges, fences, light poles,

powerlines, returning to the living room where he snapped on the
television in passing to his mother’s room. A new chrome walker stood
by the bed. Back in the living room he punched channels to —Head-
line News, and stood watching, the fingers of one hand drumming
against a thigh, one foot tapping. After several minutes he switchedit
off.

At the end of the hall he went down six steps to the basement
study, where a dispiriting smell of mildew hung. Hesat at the small
desk with its brass lamp andblotter, the framed photos of his mother
and father, Thea, Mark, himself, Dad in uniform, Dad between two high

school players in his sweatshirt LANCASTER COACH BOMBERS.

Shelves of teak veneer sagging on metal wall brackets held what
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passed for a library yellow with ten years’ worth of National Geo-

graphic proppedagainst PatentIt Yourself, Encyclopedia of Estate Plan-

ning, The Book of Business Knowledge, Secrets of Super Selling,

Everyday Health Tips 2000 Practical Tips, and How To Avoid Probate!

abutting the fifteen brown volumes of Compton’s Pictured Encyclope-

dia, their gilt bands touching The Merck Manual and Bartlett’s Famil-

iar Quotations and The World Set Free slanted against The Martian

Chronicles and the sober dun bookcloth of The Rise and Fall of the

Third Reich and Lancaster High School 1960 1961 1962, the sequence

ending as abruptly as Gerald Hunter Highet’s career there. He took

down 1962, blowing soot from its top edge. A strip of paper marked a

page. On the strip, his mother’s looping hand: sometimes I wonder

why I spend the lonely night.

Tenor voice on the phonograph. Mom and Dad dancing. Leo dar-

ling, your father and I have been married ten years. Dad smiling.

Not a smiling man, but a collector of jokes. Son, you know whata

ball bearing mousetrap is? Leo tried to picture the mechanism.It’s a

cat, son. The lined face, graying crewcut, bleak eyes, tight mouth,

jowls under the square jaw. Jerry to some friends, Hunt to others,

Captain (ret.) to the rest, depending on how they’d met. Petty hus-

tlers, most of them, from his Army days, his years at Lockheed, his

bootless dabbling in real estate. Then the high schoolfor three years,

chemistry and coaching. Until the scandal. Nothing proved. What do

you think I am? I never touched a one of them.It’s political, the

superintendant hasit in for me. Left under a shadow,as theysaid.

Then failure after failure. The real estate. The orchards. The telemar-

keting. His run for selectman drew visit from the local Republican

officials: best for all concerned that you withdraw. But he wouldn't.

Leo had been proud then of his father’s stubbornness. Later he sawit

wasdesperation. A debacle: thirty votes out of three thousandcast.

Then the cancer.

From the marked page Leo’s photoat age sixteen looked warily out

over Math Club, Science Club, Chess Club, Honor Society. Young

gawkyprig thinks he’s on his way to a NobelPrize.

Onthe opposite page was Chazz Hollis, his best friend. Curly blond

hair, open smile. Orchestra, Band, Swim Team, Track, Language Club,
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Key Club. Summer days in Chazz’s cool basement. Leo used his
father’s keys to swipe chemicals from the high schoollab. Potassium
nitrate, aluminum, sulfur. Outside the sun bleached, the hot wind
scoured the world. They bicycled to the edge of town to set off bombs,
out where tank tracks remained from Patton’s armytraining to fight
Rommel. Or they drove out to Edwards to watchpilots rack upflight
time with touch-and-go landings. Once in a while somethingsecret
would be tested. If somebody's father were involved in the project,
you might hear aboutit. One night he and Chazz drove on dirt roads
to the eroded hills behind the rocket lab. They lay on their bellies
overlooking tarmac where a rocket engine on its side thundered and
spewed flame, a hard white fountain that filled the night with noise,
light, power.

Spring hike through Death Valley with a dozen other boys. His
father’s idea. Toughen you up. Chazz is going, you like Chazz. Unspo-
ken wasthe expense, nothing to Chazz’s family, to theirs a sacrifice. So
he went. Hating every minute and hidingit. Bone tired every night,
always thelast one into camp. Weak boy, can’t hike, can’t climb. Nights
dark as the void, desert sky lustrous with stars, meteors, and the occa-

sional wanderer, Sputnik could it be? Even Chazz mocked him, best

friend Chazz, golden Chazz, whose father was a state senator, Chazz

who never worked for anything, who always had a new bike, new
microscope, new drumset, new radio, new girlfriend. That day on the
cliff, twelve of them shouting and climbing, Leolast, fifty feet from
the ground,ten feet from the top, suddenly empty and weak,rock bit-
ing his palms. Chazz leaning over the edge, tongue out, dribbling spit
on him. Being beaten, being second, being mocked. Never again. He
clapped shut the book andreshelvedit.

In the shower he prodded with bluntfingers the roll of fat at his
hips. Soaping under his arms he probed lymph glands. Wiping mist
from the mirror he leaned to examine his broad nose, the creases

aroundhis eyes, the stubble sprouting more white than black, the nas-
cent dewlap, the thinning hair. His swollen cheek had subsided, leav-
ing only a slight puffiness. He shaved. In the guest room he unzipped
the garmentbag, thinking aheadto his drive, the 14 to the 5, low sun

in his eyes, an hourif traffic didn’t thicken throughthe valley. Waste
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of time, this whole weekend. Never mind. Just show up. In the hall

mirror, behind sunglasses, was no trace of the young gawkyprig but a

sober harried face in late middle age, its sourness fixed by habits of

mistrust and anger and just showing up.

The sun wassetting. A/C MIN,he lowered windowsforthespill of

cool air as the car crested the pass above thelights of San Fernando, a

splendoras intricate and baffling as the brain’s netofcells, as brighter

stars rose to break free of the net and bank in the air above HOLLY-

WOOD-BURBANKAIRPORTwhere he turned at Convention Cen-

ter into a knot of cars waiting for Valet Parking behind a familiar

white Mercedes NKB3just pulling away as under the awningan eld-

erly figure, limping, was escorted inside where Highet, a few minutes

later, followed, past MULTIMEDIA EXPO to a smaller ballroom

ARETE FOUNDATIONTonight Guest Speakers Tuck Eubanks Dr

Aron Réti and a concentrated display of wealth sapientof little but

itself, object of its own desire and scion of its own begetting, demure-

ly awaiting someintelligence to possess and shape it, to cherish and

obey it, and finding nolack of supplicants: media consultants between

jobs, econ postdocs, freelance historians, sociologists, engineers, futur-

ists, grant writers, lobbyists, intellectual property lawyers, direct mail

wizards, PAC men, Ponzi schemers, and free market ideologues who,

like the pious of an earlier age, would have been horrified equally at

having their faith doubted or at seeing it practiced, producers and

providers and panders of one content or another, aspirants to this

bridal altar, charged with an excitement sexual but not carnal in the

face of such dumb bounty, eager to court and preen and fawn andpos-

sess and find themselves, in turn, possessed, until in this happy con-

summationit could not be told who was using whom or even that use

could be separate from being.

In tailored pinstripe, at the center of a captivated group, an obese

and blustering figure held forth in orotund tones with an animation

that danced between belligerence and deference, choler and comity,

feinting ageressively then falling back in submissive attention to the

flattered figures of the vice president, eyes dull as his lusterless blue

suit, William Venham in black mohair, and, a little apart from them,

Aron Réti, wizened and rumpledas exiled aristocracy, wearing on his
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ravagedfeatures a thin forbearing smile that might have maskeda dis-
pleasure not with hierarchyitself but with its current occupants.
—Myfriends, I understand the President, I truly do. I had an

encounter with him that wasreally profound on me. He’s a good guy
but he just doesn’t getit abouttaxes thatit’s your money ...

With hisear for public affect, Highet judged Eubank’s voice so near
to excellent that its lapses, at least those that were not calculated,
offended. Vulgarity and laziness mixed in its upper reaches, where an
ugly hard resentmentwasslurred with venality and easy contempt.
Groomedferret on a leash. Sucking upto the vice president.
—Whatwetruly need in this coming election is a truly conserva-

tive candidate, a manlike yourself, sir . . .

Highet approached Réti, only to be caught by an arm in black
mohair. —We-hell! The man himself!

—Listen Bill, give me a minute with Aron would you,I need t
—Badtime, Leo, our guest of honor’s pretty busy.
—This is important.
—Man’s pleading yourcase to the vice president and the assembled

masses, what could be more important?
—My, pleading my what? turning quickly as from behind him

came Réti’s voice, rumbing and deliberate. Off balance, he bumped the
man behind him, whoput hands outto steady him. It was Orrin Gate.
Gate’s mild face showed only mild concern, unlessthat faint smile hid
more than recognition. But Gate had come from blindspot off his
radar. Here in the very lap of powerandinfluence, where he needed to
be alive to every current, he was missing cues. He glared malevolent-
ly at Eubanks,still at the center of the group butsilent at last, small
eyes glittering in the piggish face, while Réti in his oracular mode
stood leaning on his cane. Thevice presidentlistened, mouthslightly
agape.

—So I ask you. We deploy Patriot missiles to defend Tel Aviv.
Should wenot so protect our own borders?

—Well, I can’t, ah, speak for the president, but I would think, that we,

thatis, it does look like something, ah, we would wantto look at ..

——I am certain that the president understands the importance of
missile defense. But he must express that support! With conviction!
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isn’t convicted!

Highet turned to Venham, who was, he saw now,observing him.

Yourcase, is it? Venham’s eyesglittered.

—Yousaid that, Bill, not me.

_I meant that Aron’s arguing the Lab’s case.

because I think the President discredited himself when he raised

taxes after he promised

_Bill, [needto talk to you aboutthis regents’ meeting coming up.

—Not now, Leo, too much happening.

—Hello, it’s Doctor Hite, isn’t it?

—Leo, you know Stan Flack? Stan, Leo Highet.

—Sure, we’ve met, hello Doct

Venham leaned in, lowering his voice to confide, —You worried

about regents, Leo, Stan’s the mantotalk to.

—QOh? But, you mustbe the newreg, turning, off balance again, to

take the extended hand, which vigorously pumpedhis, —sorry, missed

your name

—Aron! Let’s

Flack, Stan Flack. Won’t you join meat mytable, Doctor Hite?

—Yes, sure, just let me, freeing his hand, —Aron! asthe elder sci-

entist’s ice blue eyes fixed on him briefly then returned to Eubanks.

Catch us later Leo, said Venham as the vice president and Réti

joined in Eubanks’s professional laughter. —Gotto get thingsrolling

here.

A snub? He’d never. Like a son to him. Get a few minutes with him

later. Meanwhile the regent went forward through a press of people,

Highet a few steps behind, dodgingpast, —destroy America without

firing a shot, and —noinjustice, their external circumstances fit their

level of development, and —like actually paying them to have chil-

dren, and —sell them all to private operators, while a nasal voice cut

through, —steal a man’s style, about the lowest, and Highet turned to
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—pleased to havewith us tonight
—...multiplication ... ?
—oneof those black intellectual conservatives when there weren't

too many and now more have comeoutof the woodpile
—follow up on ourdiscussion outat
—Wait a minute. Aren’t you the new UC regent?
—Nono, we met

—You're not a regent?
—outat Bill’s ranch a while back, drowned by applauserising to meet

the obese figure ascending to the podium as Highet muttered, —That
lying sack of

—Thank yew! You know myfriends,thisis a thrill for me, because
my wholelife I’ve always tried to meet people whoarethe best at
what they do

—may remember, Doctor Hite, that we had established a priority
claim for the operation of multiplication

—ah, you're the, yes, I remember you now
—people whose energy and entrepreneurism and inspiration define
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America, with the ideas that are inspirational on Americanlife

—know this guy, came the querulousvoice, used to insult people on

the radio in Sacramento

—inspiring people to be more than they can be

—heydo you mind,I’m tryingto listen to Tuck

—in the free marketplace of ideas, my friends, where the truth

always wills out

—hardto believe a mind that small has a mouththatbig

—ideaslike family, excellence, competition, and self-reliance

—if you don’t like it go party with Jane Fondaandherelite liberal

media husb

—people weneedin this battle for ideas, people with a lot of pas-

sion for their ideas, because by gosh passionis key

—Spanish Inquisitionhad a lot of passion too, didn’t it

—will you,just

—cking moderate

—way things ought to be, because people are at their best when they
look out for themselves

—bring you upto speed on ourpatentapplication

—look

—folks, I was just talking with our brilliant guest of honor Doctor
Réti, the father of the

—priorart consisting of al-Qarizmi’s book
—butthis is simple, you don’t need to be a genius. Let’s putthe dots

together. Missile defense is not rocket scientology
—where’s the food

—it’s not EM C equals,it’s not timetravel
—expressing the multiplication operation as
—look whatever your nameis there’s been a misunderstanding,I

really don’t

—hostile world, and just because the Soviet Union’s gone dunt
mean we're homescotfree

—ask a manto dinner, feed him malapropisms
—just goodsense that we need to be competitive in this arena
A young waiter, goateed and smug, came round Highet’s right hold-

ing a tray. —Do you wantthe chicken peccata or the salmon rushdie?
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—TI’ll have the chicken.

—Good, we’re out of the salmon.

—soulof brevity my friends and as Shakespearesaid, brevity is the
soul of wit. That means, the least amount of words you take to say
something, equals the more powerthat it will have. So without fur-
ther

—don’t know what's happening to the Grand Old Party, these rude
young upstarts, religious fanatics

—andfinally thank you for inciting I mean inviting me to host a
pogrom with so manyprestidigious names. Ourfirst speaker
—so now we're preparing a summaryof every existing computer

algorithm for multiplication so we know whotogoafter for infringem
—a mantheelite liberal media love to hate

—man whocan’t spell his own name

—the most unique individual I have ever met

—say youngfellow, how muchsalt is in this chicken?

—Vice Present of the Yewnited

—nk you Tuc, and the microphonecut outas the deereyes flickered

between podium and audience, —k youall. Like you, Iam here tonight

to founder, er, honor the foundation of the Arete, ah,all right, Founda-

tion, namedafter, uh, the Latin, ah, Greek word for ah virtue. Coined

by that great Greek, uh, soph, sophisticate, Pro, Proto, goras whosaid,

ah, Manis the measurer, and I think thatis clear, and clearly the lesson

of that is, uh, that man is the, the one who measures, just as we, ah,as

men, or womenof course, oweit to our fellow man to make sure that

he, or she, ah, measures up, as I am sureall the membersin this room

would like to be measured. . .

—Dear God, someoneput him outofhis

—so what weneed from you DoctorHiteis a list of computer mul-

tiplication algorithms that mightbe infringing on our

—What I needis a chance to eat my chicken peccata, you mind?

—honorfor me to introduce a man weall ah, honor, I mean, a man

to whom this great and beautiful count, the microphone again skip-

ping, —deeep debtof ah, skipping again, —Réti, applauserising as the

old man limped to the podium, scanning the audience with ice blue

eyes as he pushed the microphoneback an inch.
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—Today the Arete Foundation, indeed the nation, has a special

challenge beforeit. For we stand onthe threshold of a new era, a turn-

ing pointin history. Today, nuclear weaponsare obsolete.

—nottryingto claim exclusive rights, just a modest licensing fee

—If I promiseto lookatit, will you leave me alone?

—thank my youngcolleagues at the Lab, for developing the Super-

bright laser, cornerstoneof the Radiance antimissile defense. For secu-

rity reasons we cannot reveal the actual intensities we have achieved

with this remarkable device. But I assure you that the skeptics will be

confounded.

—just a small fraction of a cent per operation

—yesfine here, here’s mycard, call me, just

—But our work does not stop here. Tonight I will tell you of a

remarkable new development. A system of fast, small interceptors

that hurl themselves like stones against missiles. Thousands of these

devices in low orbit will constantly monitor the globe for threats.If a

missile is launched, an interceptor will spot it and knock it down.

Today, thanks to startling advances in miniaturization, this system is

practical and even cheap.

A sudden crash of dishware from the back of the hall brought the

ice blue eyes up andglaring.

—Critics now ask, whois our enemy? The Soviets are gone, should

we not divert this moneyto peaceful uses? I will not answerthis dan-

gerously naive criticism. Except to say that the prospect of ballistic

missiles, in the hands of twenty different governments, makes an

effective defense mandatory.

Réti’s voice, slow and heavy with a Transylvanian accent unrelin-

quished after sixty years in America, was the aristocrat to Eubanks’s

plebe. A sales talk all the same, and so what? From Plato to Planck, sci-

ence was persuasion. Galileo’s dialog of Simplicio, Sagredo, and

Salviati was written to persuade, notto prove.

—Butthis is not all. The Slingshot orbiters perfectly fit the new
mandate for dual use. In addition to defending against manmade
threats, they can protect us from natural calamities.

—notjust a floor wax,it’s a dessert topping

—will you shut
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—extinction of the dinosaurs caused by an enormous meteor
impact. Such an impact, if it occurred today, would cost business over
eight quadrillion dollars. And these impacts do occur, about once every
hundred thousandyears. Thus, simple division shows that killer aster-
oids cost us eighty billion per year, against which our proposed
research budget of twobillion peryearis if anything too modest.

—never thoughtofit that way, amortize the apocalypse
—Arete’s parent organization, the respected think tank NOUS,the

Nexus for Optimal Useof Science, has endorsed Slingshot. They have
provided Congress andthe president with the scientific analysis they
need to make informed policy decisions. But science, though neces-
sary, is not sufficient. The Arete Foundation will provide the political
will to make the correct choices. For as Einstein once said to me, “All

the wisdom on this earth remains without success if force does not
enter into its service.” May that be the watchword of the Arete Foun-
dation as well.

—Coffee?

—No, pushing away from thetable as applause rose to bury —Wait,

Doctor Hite ...!, as Réti limped from the podium and waslost from

sight. Highet skirted tables as people stood, blocking his way, coming

against —Did himself in with that read mylips, wait and see, and edg-

ing past —billion acres of so-called wilderness ought to be in private

hands, as chairs were backedinto his path, past —impossibleto getreli-

able help, as the crowdthickened and he pressed through —what with

the deficit, we can’t afford notto sell off someassets, sighting Venham

near an exit with the vice president and Eubanks and Réti smiling and

shaking hands with a burly manin blue serge, as the nasal voice nearby

again nagged, —drive six hundred miles a week, get home I have a

right to somepeace, while Réti turned laughing to Venham,andblack

mohair fell across the stooped shoulders, —wantto build a transmitter

in the middle of Alaska, one point seven gigawatts beamedstraight into

the ionosphere, wherehelost sight of them, —told Vicente to pull out

the olive trees, the fruit was staining the pavement, replace them with

oleander, as black mohair hovebriefly into sight again under EXIT,

—turnsout the proposal came from an Arcoscientist, they just happen

to have thirty trillion cubic feet of Alaskan natural gas they’d like to
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sell on site instead of having to pipe it, breaking through to reaching

the exit just as two Secret Service agents pulled the door shut and moved

to block him.

—Sorry,sir, no exit here.

In fury he turned andwas blocked again by the back ofa curly blond

head, red scarf, scuffed leather jacket, the nasal voice nagging, —gone

all week long, but whenI get back Friday at six there he is with uproot-

ed stumps and dirtall over the drive, it lookedlike a clearcut, with his

Salvadoran friends backing a pickup through my rhododendrons, as

Highet was jostled forward and the blond curls turned to face him,

annoyance on the snubfeatures turning to surprise andsly pleasure.

—Leo Highet! Is it you? My God, what are you doing here?

—Chazz? Chazz Hollis?

—Barbara,this is my best friend from high school.

—Hello. Her warm handin his. Beautiful smile. Sheer silk sheath.

Her eyes quickly shifting from his. —Chazz, I’m going to talk to

Renata.

—A\ll right. We'll leave soon.

—Last place I expected to see you, Chazz.

—lI’m so embarrassed. I had no idea this would be so political. Do

you know Bill Venham? Heinvited me. He’s been realfriend to the

Philharmonic.

—We’ve met.A little conservatism won't hurt you, Chazz.

—Whatdid you think of Eubanks?

—Not much.

—His radio show is enormously popular.

—Isit really.

—Somepeople say he could runfor president.

—Anyidiot can run forpresident.

—Howlong has it been, Leo? Twentieth Lancaster High reunion,

wasn't it?

Ten years ago. Out in thetrailers licking my wounds. Mercedeslib-

eral looking downhis nose at me.Still building bombs? he’d said.

—That’s right. You'd just put out a new age album under the name

Proteus.

—Ohmygosh,that’s right. You know, I did that as a lark, but they
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—I’m director of the Lab now.

—So you've donepretty well for yourself there.
—And you?

—Oh,I’m juggling about four careers. There’s a new computer
music researchcenter at the university, they’ve created a chair for me,
endowed bya recently deceasedfilm composer. Quite a good compos-
er really. All his life in addition to his film work he wrote symphonies,
chamber works, an amazing output, but they were never performed.
I’m conducting an evening ofhis quote serious music at the Holly-
wood Bowl this summer.

—Didn’t know you conducted, Chazz.
—Oh,yes. Another cash cow. And I have a Proteus album due out

in November, though I’m moving awayfrom that. Oh, and Leo, you'll

be interested in this. At the research center we're designing some AI
software.

—All that and AI software, too, you're a versatile guy, Chazz.

How’‘d youget to be so smart?

—Oh, myassistant, he’s here somewhere, he’s quite brilliant, he

worksat the Navy’s Complexity Institute.It’s ironic to be adaptinghis
work to music, but I think it makes a statement, converting military

technologies to cultural uses. Of course, I use a Macintosh for my own

composing, but the research at the Center is much more advanced.

We're working on a program that can be trained to write in any musi-

cal style. It’s a challenge. One knows very well how Mozart differs

from Haydn, but to get from that rather intuitive knowledge to a

working program is quite difficult. The university has an intellectual

property interest in it. They want to patent algorithms that embody

compositional styles. They’ve trademarked a dozen major names,

Mozart, Bach, Beeth

—Trademarked?

—For marketing new worksin the style. Of course we have no idea

if this will pan out, but it doesn’t hurt to stake a claim.

—-Speaking of technology transfer, we might be able to help you.

We've donea lot of AI research in house. This algorithm works how,
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exactly?

—Oh,I can’t tell you exactly, somesort of chaos theory, chaos on

the edge of complexity, you should talk to, there heis,Jef! Jef Thorpe,

this is Leo Hi

—You.

—Ohyou, you know each... ?

—Jef used to work for us at the Lab.

—Ohis that where... ? What a coincidence.

—Small world.

—Ah, you two, ah, must have some catching up to do, I’ll, head

swiveling asit tracked the crowd past Highet, dispensing a smile here,

a nod there, hand groping in an inner pocket for —mycard, Leo, the

home phone’s changing next week, I’m movingto Palos Verdes, actu-

ally that’s why I’m,ah ha, I see myrealtor over there, glad I ran into

you, Leo, we'll talk again. Jef, see you Monday...

Thorpe, blackjacketed arms crossed overred t-shirt, said, —Some-

one told me, the fish rots from the head.

—Let me explain somethingto you,Jef...

—Noneed, I understand.

—Do you really? Do you understand how Quine screwed you?

With those secondaryreflectors?

—Yeah. I also know the primaries were giving bad dataall along.

That’s what got me jigging the code in the first place. Because I trust-

ed the data and I saw how to makethe simulation correspond.

—Youthink I wanted to blame you? Quine was groupleader, you

werehis assistant. Your fingerprints were on the code. And you had a

history.

—Whatdoes that mean,a hist

—Fish and Himmelhoch.

—That’s totally unfair! I had nothing to do with

—What’s fair got to do with it? Quine was my man,I protected

him. Even though I despise him. He’s gone now, if it makes you feel

better.

—Well, so am I, gone.

—Learn from this, Jef. Protect yourself. Be ruthless.

—Man ... shaking his head, —I’m notsorry I’m gone.
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—Enjoy your honeymoon at Complexity. But stay in touch. That
Richtmyer-Meshkov work you weredoing is hot, we can usethat.

—This, what, this is unbelievable. Why should I share anything
with you?

—Because in the long run we’re on the sameside. I won't forget
that and I’m betting you won't.
—Man,thereit is. The Highet Effect. That reality distortion field.

It's amazing. You'll say anything, won’t you.
—You heard Réti’s speech. Knowledge andforce.
—TIheardit. Einstein myass.
And turned from Thorpe, going into the corridor towards MEN,

where a hotel employee blocked him with a mopheld like a quarter-
staff, —Closed, there’s another downthehall, and on past Space Real-
ity Space Fantasy Art Expo whereorbiters and battle stations and
shuttles and starships were clustered in promiscuouscongress against
airbrushed starscapes no telescope had ever viewed, past a booth
where a womanin hot pink jogging bra and satin shorts, wool socks,
heavy boots, and backpack walked a treadmill, face hidden in a helmet
stenciled VIRTUAL WILDERNESSabove a smile fixed in Cheshire
Cat detachment at the mountain landscape projected on screens for
the spectators’ benefit behind her pumpinglegs, and went on past
CodeWin, wherethepressureof his bladder led him into a dim alcove
lit by a screen with the imageof hair not dark or wild but bright as a
carrot, lips pouting and slim, white legs raised for —Missile defense!
as a cacophonyburst from another booth where one boy urged anoth-
er facing a barrage of incoming graphics, —Fire! Fire! Fire! and on
past AMNESTY INTERACTIVE where high resolution graphics and
digital audio lent the prison cell and repetitive screamsa gritty chic,
finally attaining the relative peace of MEN wheretwofigures at uri-
nals, one in black mohair, one in blue serge, backsstiff and legs sprad-
dled to produce in porcelain tones an intermittent tenoraria and a pro-
founder chiming continuo, over which serge was saying, —agentur-
naya razvedka, information coming through network of undercover
case officers. CodenameStar wishedthat his information may not be
traceable to anyone on Manhattan Project staff, and Bill Venham turn-

ing slightly saw Highet, the tenorflow stuttering and ceasing, —Leo!
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Pull up a pew. Say hi to my newfriend Vassili.

—Can’t get away from you,can I, Bill. Thanks for setting me up

with old Stan there.

—Stan?

—Stan, Stan Flack, remember? Of course, not being a regent, he

didn’t know a hell of a lot about mysituation.

—Ohhell, that’s all over, Leo, you should be looking for new possi-

bilities, that’s why I hooked you up with Stan there.

—Whatdo you mean,that’s all over?

Venham shook, tucked, and cameto the sink, while serge continued

his relentless basso under the soprano andalto of two faucets.

—Regents, DOE,that’s the old order, Leo. Give us a couple years

and we'll close down DOE, moveitall into the private sector. We’ve

got a position paperonthis, I'll send you a copy.

The chimingin the Russian’s bowltapered off, then began again

—Who’s he?

—Vassili’s in from Moscow. With somevery hot info abouta cer-

tain Manhattan Project scientist who passed atomic secrets to the

NKVDduring the war.

—NotAron,I hope.

—Haha! Oh,Vassili’s a gold mine of information on theStalin era,

I'm offering him a position at NOUS.Say, that reminds me, did you

get myletter?

—Beena little busy, I'll ask mygirl.

—We’re keeping a pew warm.There’s a place for you anytime you

wantit.

The basso continuo atlast diminished, retarded, and ceased with a

heartfelt sigh. —Bozhe moi.

—Gotto be going,Bill, stopped by a handpluckinghis lapel, tuck-

ing a light green vellum envelope into his inner jacket pocket, then

smoothingthefabric.

—Giveit some thought, Leo.

—Where can find Aron?
—Aron? He’s long gone. Listen Leo, aboutthis cold fusion thing ...

but Highet likewise was gone, out past MULTIMEDIA andtheair-

brushed infinities, past abandoned mop and bucket by Out Of Order,
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pausing only in the lobby for MEN andthe relief he had notearlier
taken.

Didn’t even get to talk to him. Call him tomorrow. Might be too
late. Driving up from the bowels of the garage, surfacing to wait for
the flash and shriek of JOAATUAMApassing and inits wake traffic
streaming then thinning asthecity fell away behind him.Stars above
thin cloud. In the valley a misty rain began and his wipers switched
themselves on. The syncopated rhythm lulled him over the pass.
Wastedtrip. Downto brightgridflat against void, and off at J Street.

Thea looked up from reading as the door stuck then flew open to
strike the IV stand that fell clattering.

—Howwasyourdinner?

—Didn’t expectto find youstill here.
—I wasn’t sure you were coming back. I didn’t want to leave Mother

alone.

—I see the stand arrived. Place right here in town Thea, they even
deliver, if you’d look in the yellow pages.

—Well now wehavetwo.

—Ohfor Christ’s sake.

—Well, you didn’t tell me you were going to buy one.

—Okay, so return it. How is she?

—She wentto beda little while ago. She was waiting up for you,

butshetires easily. Her light’s still on. You might say good night.

—Listen, about dinner. I told you I had things to do while I was

here.

—I know, Leo. I know nobody's going to change. Mark is coming

tomorrow morningfor breakfast.Is that all right? Do you have some-

thing else? Just so I know.

—TIneedto be in Westwood bynoon.Breakfastis fine.

—TI’ll be here about eight. Will you say good night to Mother?

—Of course. See you tomorrow.

Light under the closed door. He stood by it for a moment, then

wentin.

—Leo,dear. It’s so good to see you.

—Hello Mother. He stood bythe IV, not looking at her. Hangingplas-

tic sack, D5 Half-Normal Saline Dextrose 5% 1000 mL OSMOLARITY
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273 mOsmol/L (CALC) STERILE NONPYROGENIC SINGLE DOSE

CONTAINER.Blue plastic gauze pads on the bedside table. Brown

plastic pill bottles. Chlorambucil. Small milky plastic cup holding a

tablespoon ofclear liquid. Spot of dried blood on the pillowcase.

—Leo, I’m so glad you came. Herthin gray handreaching for him.

—Howare you?

—Oh,Leo. I’m sotired.

—Mother, can I ask you something about Dad?

She looked away, then turned back brightly. —Do you remember,

when yourfather taught you to shoot? You'd go after jackrabbits, you

two, and come home hungry as hunters, and I’d have dinner waiting

and I’d say, Homeare the hunters. Do you remember, Leo? Oh, you

loved that. Because it was your middle name, Hunter, yours and your

father’s. After your grandpa. But you wouldn’t eat the rabbits.

—Yes, I remember. Mother,listen, when Dadlostthe election

Hereyes pleading. —Leo. All I ever wanted from yourfather was a

body to hug and a soul to cherish. He was such a distant man.

Hepatted the thin gray hand.

—TI need to take my medicine. Hand methatlittle cup, dear.

—Here. Whatisit?

—Morphine. She swallowed. —And then he put himself beyond

me forever.

—I'll be downthe hall if you need anything.

In the hall ghost voices chattered and nagged. Her radio, constant

irritant of his childhood, her distraction and defense,all day andall

night, one in every room. To drown that memory nowheshuthis

door and switched on the radio on the night table, whence sprung a

voice rich with the false resonanceofdigital signal processing, —space

music, reflecting the, natural cycle, of birth,life, and death. For the

next hour, space travelers, Earth Journey . . . the voice fading to a mix

of bells, flute, rattles, talking drums, bass guitar, and the nasal whine of

synthesizer. He unpackedlaptop andcell phone and plugged them into

their chargers. Groping behind thenighttable for the outlet he saw a

cornerof faded blue in the dust and cobwebs. A smallcotton sack filled

with catnip. Lancelot. Orange and white tom butting his head against

your leg, loud growling purr. Thirty, forty years ago. Toy can’t have
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been back there that long. No, of course, Mother had that skinny
Siamesediedlast year. Pellet of paperback there in the dust. Smooth-

The natural cycle: homageto cruelty and waste. What use heaven
makesofits beings. Sets them to strive and build under incommutable
sentence of death. If he were younger he mightpit all his force and
resolve against this enemy, this faceless minion of heaven, if not to
beat death at least to put it off. Why shouldn’t people live for cen-
turies? What could they not accomplish?

AllT really wanted wasto do physics. The structure of the universe.
The nature of matter. Membersof the Academy,ladies and gentlemen.
And what have I accomplished? Chemist of people, catalyst, holding
the place together so others can do the real work. Like young Quine,
that paper he coauthored with Sorokin years ago, that was the real
thing. Still know it when I see it. Well, he’ll never get back to it now.
Bitter satisfaction there. Reducedto living on others’failures.

It's comingapart. Dietz’s building, falling. Hanging onto thecliff,
looking for the next handhold. Rock biting his palms. No onetells you
what you needtolive.

Leo had to pee. In the hall he saw light under the basement door.
Leo opened the door and went downthestairs holdingtherail tight.
Comehere boy. Light glowed amberin the shotglass. Papers and maps
overflowed the desk. These are streets, see. Placentia, Palm, Pioneer.
Welive here. The new streets will be here. Vacant parcels in A-17.
Land’s cheap now, butit'll be valuable. The sharp smell as Dad sipped
from the shotglass.

Dad yelling at mother because Gramp wouldn’t loan him the money
to buy property. Worthless patch of desert. Shortsighted old fool, it’ll
double in three years! Finally he forged the old fool’s name on a check.
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Whata stink overthat.

Vast echoing dimness. Endless rowsof lockers and benches. Blurred

voices, the smell of sweat and mildew. Leo comesto an arena oflight

and steam.All the showers are running. Therehis father stands naked

with a sullen young man.Father pulls at the player’s swelling penis

and looks up unsmiling at Leo.

Abruptly awake. A sigh almost a moan escaped him.Bestforall

concernedthat you.

Fuck them. Fuck them all. Let them try it. They can’t do this to me,

they don’t have the votes. He rose andcrossedthehall. He stood void-

ing. The floodlight outside dimly lit the bowl.Inits light noiseless rain

drifted down a fathomless sky. On the distant highway, trucks whined,

wheels hissed on wetroad. As he returned to his room and lay down,

he felt a wave of weakness, almost the body’s disgust with itself. I have

nothingleft for this fight.

Leo at the back door snapped onthefloodlight.In its glare, half hid-

den by a creosote bush, stood a long slim canine with the slinking

frame of a scavenger and a bushytail upright. Its eyes were golden

coals and in its narrow jawsit held the neck of an orange and whitecat

with head and pawsdangling, tail curled under. Lancelot turned his
head into the light and his pink mouth opened in a silent mewl. The

coyote bolted into darkness with thecat.

Get up. Get dressed.Are you angry with that coyote? We'll get
him. In the dawn halflight his father stood. Dumb with sorrow and
sleep Leo dressed. He took therifle his father thrust at him. The sky
grew light and they hiked into the sandy hills behind the house. Noth-

ing moved for miles in that pale ungiving light. Leo wanted to ask if
Lancelot might have gotten away, if they mightstill find him, but the

question died in his throat.

Eyes wide, he listened to the hollow ceaseless hiss of the universe.

He reached for the inhaler, cylinder cold in his hand’s warmth, an

exaltation like freefall as the spray struck his sinuses.

Dad.Tell me whatI need to live. Read to melike you did.
Once there was a man, a rocket man,in his coalblack uniform coat-

ed with stardust, a man alonein the night of space. A proud man, and
brave. On his shoulders lay the fate of the world. His rocket ship left
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the Earth on

a

pillaroffire. It climbed up and outof the gravity well.
Spewing a hard white fountainof flame. Behindit the Earth dwindled,
andall he had ever known dwindled withit: his family, his friends, his
past. The Earth dwindled to the size of a basketball, a grapefruit, a
blood orange, a lemon.A ball bearing. Lancelot ... ! And deep in the
void waited a sickness and a disease, and it came upon the man,andit
wascalled the Loneliness. Deep, lustrous desert sky, still as death, and
in its darkness waits the hidden enemy, Sputnik couldit be? A strong
man took the leadership in war, one who had once blinked at the sun
and dreamt that perhaps he might snare it, and was roused to convey
to his brothers that indeed he had doneso, and had thusled them out

of the caves andfinally into space itself. There! And there! Points of
light. The enemy. Deep in space, cruciform in a ship no larger than a
bodysuit he fingered controls in his gloves, he darted andfired at his
opponents.Fire.Fire. Fire.

And the sky gathered color as a sun still unrisen scattered rays

across a serene paleness cut by a bluntblack triangle outracing its own

hollow roar, as though to assert that the day alone did notsuffice, its

beauty a goad and a challengeto the discontentspirit. A key scratched

in the front door which gaveits grunt of resistance and paper bagsrus-

tled to the kitchen and waterran in the master bathroom throughpipes

singing beneath the house, the dirges of childhood, as he stared at the

sameceiling he had forty years ago. Highet thrust himself out of bed.

At the dining room table sat Thea, reading a newspaper. —Good

morning.

—Thea, what are these? fetching from a pocket and flattening

sometimes I wonder why I spendthe lonely night, and you are not my

keeper.

She sighed. —Oh,the fortunecookies.

—Fortune cookies?

—It’s what Mark andI call them. She’s been leaving them around

the housefor years. I find them undersofa cushions.

—These were downstairs and in the guest room.

—Wethink they’re her way of dealing with Father’s death.

—That’s twenty-five years ago, Thea.

—Well, she hasn’t ever wantedto admit .. . you know.
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—Twenty-five years and shestill thinks he just dozed off with the

motor runningin the gar

—tLeo, hush.Please. I hear her coming. The pipes stopped singing.

Then,rising, her voice brisk, —I’ll start breakfast. Mark will be here

soon. You see if Mother needshelp. |

—Notthe kind I can give her, sweeping the paper strips into his

pocket. —You’re up on this pop psych stuff, you know the word

denial? Dad with the booze, Mark with the sports, Mom with the

radio, you

—You with the science, Leo. Would you please

—Fine, all right. Mother! Do you need help?

She was in a housecoat and slippers leaning against the chrome

walker at the bedside.

—Doyou needhelp with that, Mother?

—I] hate this horrid thing. If I could lean on you,darling.

—Here. He extended a crooked elbow.

—TI’m sorry to be a bother, dear.

—TIt’s no bother.

—You look so handsomein yoursuit. Like your father when he ran
for office.

—Hope I do little better here than hedid.

—Hewould have won,dear, but the local machine wasagainst him.
A little slower, darling. Herfingers dug into his forearm.

—You’re a tough old bird, Mother, you'll outliveusall.

—Sit there, Mother, I’ll bring you some juice. Mark will be here
soon.

—Thank you, Thea. Leo, darling, would you turn on the radio?
—OhChrist.

—Tuck Eubanksison.

—Howcan youlisten to that crap?

—Now, I don’t agree with everything he says, but he makes some
very good points.

—Leo? Can I see you in the kitchen?
He turned from theskull so visible under the thin white hair, as the

orotund voice sprung from the radio, —this attempt to tug people’s
heartstrings has wrungdry, andstrode into the kitchen wherehissis-
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ter waited, arms folded.

—What, Thea. You meanI should just shut up andlet herlisten to
that poisonous buffoon?

In a tense whisper, —Yes, that’s exactly what I mean. And keep
your voice down. You'reactinglike a spoiled child.

His voice fell likewise. —She does that to me, she alwayshas, you
know that. This is a mistake, me beinghere.

—You're makingit one. You’re makingit one so that you can avoid
dealing withit, as usual. You are so ungiving.

—Right, got aboutfifty urgent things need doing, went out of my
way to clear some time drove three hundred miles but that’s not
enough, you know whatit is Thea, nothing’s enough, you turn every-
thing into some kind of drama and if people don’t play their part
they’re ungiving.If you want to know, that’s why Bobfinally left you,

your constant dramatizing, and hetried to go alongwithitall, playing

a dozen different parts, kept givingtill there was nothingleft to give.

—Leave Boboutof this.

—There you go, Bob’s not in your script any more, so leave him

out.

—You're thelast one to talk about relationships.

—Oh, no doubt, but I’m talking about you, Thea, how you've got

zero tolerance for anything not in your movie.

—You always have to win, Leo. I know that so well, but it always

surprises me. Everything’s a conflict to you. No wonderyou're goodat

yourjob.

—Just look around sometimeTheaif you don’t think everything’s

a conflict, just look around you for one goddamn min

—Thea, dear? I think Markis here.

—Thank you, Mother. All right, Leo, could we have peacefor, for

just one hour? Just through breakfast?

He went out the kitchen doorinto the back yard. Thefig tree, bar-

ren of bloom, burdened with the weight of its own branches, swayed

stiffly in a warm and steady wind. A heavy dry scent from some

unseen floweritched his nose, heavy with mucus, and heblew to clear

it. The doorbell turned him back inside.

—You're looking more and morelike Dad, Mark.
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—Newcar, Leo? Verysporty. Pity about the scratch on the hood.

—How’slife in the trades?

—Locally, it sucks. But we've got enough workout Newhall way.

—Howare Maryandthechildren, dear?

—Goodgood, they’re good, Mom. Gary just started Little League,

he’s real excited about that. How’s with you, Leo?

—Complexity on the edge of chaos. Hadto run offlast night to a

dinner.

—] heard.

—How do youall want your eggs? Mother, | know you want

poached. Leo? Mark?

—Scrambled, Thea, thanks.

—Just coffee.

—You don’t want anything, Leo?

—No, got somethingelse at noon downbelow.

—Sit, sit down,all of you.

—Say, Mark, got a construction question for you. When you truck

fill away from site

—Away? Usually you truck it in.

—Well say you've got too muchofit. What would you do withit?

—Well, if it’s good fill, nonexpansive, you'd take it to anothersite

that needsit.

—Oneof your ownsites?

—If you've got one that needsit.

—Youever hear of Credne Construction?

—The statewide low bid kings. They’ve cost me work. Why?

—Just curious. They’re doing some work at the Lab. I pass their

trucks every day.

—They do industrial work and tract homes. Those new develop-

ments out by Adelanto? That kind of thing. I don’t know abouttheir

industrial, but their tract workers get paid by the piece, not hourly.

That's incentive to cut corners.

—Thea, you hearthis? Credne’s the contractor out at Estancia. Tell

her she doesn’t wantto live there, Mark.

—Whatthe hell do you care where she lives, Leo?

—Just wantto keep her out of my neighborhood.

145



—Well, don’t ask my help.
—Mark,please...
—I’m POed, Thea. He’s been doing this since I came in, how’s life

in the trades, I look like Dad . . . I don’t need this from a guy we see
once everyfive years.

—Okay, don’t let it get to you, Mark, I’m leaving.
—Oh Leo. Mark whydid you haveto
—Me? He’s blowing usoff, and it’s my fault?
—Nobody’s fault, sit down Thea,just got to run, some things I have

to

—Leo, please sit down. Finish yourcoffee .. .
—Thea, I don’t need this any more than hedoes.
—Please, dear...

—He’s great at this, always has been. Toss a stink bomb, get every-
onefighting, and he’s out the door.

—Please, let’s not fight.

—Mark. Mother’s right.
Marklooked at Thea, then at Mother. His nostrils flared, his mouth

tight. Like their father. Then it passed. Mark rose and held outhis hand.
—Sorry, Leo. If you have to go, you have to go. Stay in touch, will
you?

—It was good of you to come, dear. We are all so proud of you. Thin
arms reaching for him. Smell of medicine. He accepted her hug.

—Take care of yourself, mother.I'll call.
Thea came to hug him. —Goodbye.I'll call you about Estancia.
—Yes, all right I, hesitating at the front dooras it stuck, —seems,.

.. seemslike I’m forgetting something. Turning backto the threepairs
of eyes fixed on him asheraised sunglasses in a halfhearted token of
farewell, donning them against the glare that broke in shards on the
concrete walk and asphalt and again on thedistant glitter oftall build-
ings and again on the pebbled glass under his parked wheels by the yel-
low tape CAUTION CUIDADOknotted like some superstring of dis-
tress and disruption through the world, reaching it seemed from the
Lab to Westwood,as he followed the shards past boarded windowsas
two rollerbladers zipped by in t-shirts NO FEARtrailing a sound
newly in the world, a sly hiss from their carbide wheels, anotherspin-
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off of a Lab project in composite materials, its ingenuity knotted

throughout the world, his mark, putting resolution into his step as he

went under a granite architrave FIAT LUX and downanechoinghallto

pauseat an oak door, handstilled on knob by the patrician voice from

within, —strategic deception, that’s what Whipple called it. He claimed

that the entire point of the program wasto force the Soviets to spend

Coollight through slatted shades, dark conferencetable lustrous as

old coin. He recognized someofthe faces.

—Sir, this meetingis closed .. . Doctor Highet?

—] believe you're discussing my contract.

—This, this is, your presence here is most inappropriate.

—TInappropriate? And him? pointing to the figure who uponhis

entrance had gonesilent as a pallbearer, —-He’s just giving little

impartial advice?

—Senator Chaseis here at ourinvitation.

—Thesenator wants myhead.I know this. You knowthis. I’d like

to defend myself.

—Doctor Highet, you know how performance reviews work. When

we've gathered enough data

—Enoughrope, you mean.

—Wereally cannot have

—Thisis just the sort of antic he’s

—Hell, Charles, let the man sit in, what harm can it do? Senator?

—Fine with me.

—Wellit’s irregular and I wantit noted that I don’t approve.
—So noted.

He seated himself at the far end of the table, facing Chase, two

chairs away from anyregent.

—Doctor Highet, one of our concerns is your evident lack of sup-
port for the post-Cold War mission DOE has defined for the Lab,
specifically technology transfer. The perception is that you are heavily
invested in the Radiance antimissile program.

—I’ve long been an advocate of technology transfer. I’ve spearhead-

ed manycollaborations with industry. We've just made an agreement
with Gate Cellular that will double the net worth of our dual use tech-

nologies.
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—Someevaluations of your performance.. . well, here, underesti-
matesdifficulties and time frames, more concerned with public per-
ceptions thanrealities, combative style, profane and tactless, abrasive
sometimes abusive, serious problemsaccepting criticism, ten badideas
for every good one...
—Whowrote that?

—andrecentarticles in the press about Radiance tend to support a
view of, well, here, numerous inaccuracies, misleading statements,

unresolvedissues, out of control, emerging picture of mismanagement
and impropriety, does the competent and honest scientists at the Lab a
disservice...

—I should get the nameof yourclipping service. Don’t tell me you
take that seriously?

—The university takes these accusations very seriously. Theyreflect

on ouroversight.

—Press gets hold of a few rumors,plays right into the popular mis-

trust of science and government,pretty soon you’vegot a feeding frenzy.

—Well, you've got five ongoing GAO investigations, two DOE,six

congressional

—Well Doctor Beckmanhalf of those aren’t us, they’re you,it’s the

university’s oversight being questioned.

—Withoutlaying blame, Doctor Highet, it does seem that the Radi-

ance program andall its ah unresolved issuesare associated rightly or

wrongly with your personality.

—Maybe you don’t wanta scientist at the helm. Maybe you want a

salesman.

—It seems to me wehavethatalready, said Chase. —Thirty billion

dollars wasted on a fraud, a deception

—Senator, you got your money’s worth. Radiance spent the Soviet

Unioninto oblivion. Nothing fraudulent aboutthat.

—Do you deny that you deceived, misled

—Waris deception.

—Do you hear that? That’s exactly what Whipple said to me. Are

you admitting that this program is a deception?

—Notat all.

—Please, Doctor Highet, Senator Chase, we’re not going to resolve
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the larger issues, I really think

—yYes, let’s cut the, to the, bottom line, what happens to me? Got

that figured out yet?

—TIdon’t think it’s approp

—Comeon,I’m here,let’s haveit.

Hum of overhead lights. Sun slanting through dust. Jet scraping

past far overhead.

—Wethinkit best forall concerned that youresign.

—Mycontract has over a yearto run.

—Absenta resignation, we will recommendthat the regents termi-

nate your contract.

—Resignation to be effective when.

—In one month.

—Then you have a replacementin mind.

—Forthe short term wewill appoint an interim director.

—It’s, you know, appropriate to consult with an outgoing director

abouthis successor.

—It’s prematureatthis time.

—Come on, who’s on yourshortlist, Ware? Szabo? Karp?

Glances exchanged. Chase sat back, his face blank, until after a

pause Beckman spoke up, —We’re impressed by Doctor Philip Quine.
—QQuine!

—Doctor Quine addressed the problems of the Radiance program
with candorandresolve.

—Quine!

—Doctor Highet, we

—You knowthat he’s been put on leave?

—Yes, for writing a report critical of Superbright, I gather, said
Chase.

—If you'd read that report, you'd learn that he had a majorrole in
what you'recalling this deception.

—That’s what I mean by candor, said Chase.
—Thecandor was mine.I ordered thatreport.

—Iah,for one, I think that is wholly to Doctor Highet’s credit.

—Orderedit and thensuppressedit, said Chase.

—You can’t jump a man from deputy associate to director.
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—Can't, Doctor Highet?

—Thereare ten associate directors with more seniority, there are
scores of group leaders with twenty and thirty years experience, you
can’t just pass them over, especially for

—Doctor Highet, I can’t say I appreciate you telling us what we can
or can’t do.

—Listen to me. Philip Quineis theclassic bad hire. For eight years
he did nothing.I finally found something I thought he could handle
and he screwedit up andtried to assign blame.

Pages turned. —Youhired him, didn’t you? Kept him on? Promot-
ed him?

—Yes | did. That was poor judgmenton mypart.

Highet caught Chase’s faint smile at that. —I’m warning you not

to make the same mistake. Quine has no experience, no stature, no

leadership. He’s incapable of making public statements.

—That’s a plus, said Chase,still with his calm tortoise smile.

—He’serratic and unreliable, and he has a drug problem.

That interested Logue. —Really? We have no evidence of

—TI can supplyit.

At last Chase was annoyed. —Oh comeon,he’s doing it again,

don’t get drawn into5
—Know something Senator? You're gone. Nextelection. Wait and

see,

—Why,are yourrightwing friends going to target me?

—Please, Senator, Doct

—Think you can use this nation’s security as a political football

you'll find otherwise pretty damn quic

—Security is exactly what worries me, Highet. I want you and

your mouth gonebefore the entire Lab is tainted by your commit-

mentto this disastrous program.

—Andif I won't resign?

—DoI haveto spell it out? Lying to Congress, misappropriation of

funds, conflict of interest...

—Conflic

—If you think I don’t know whatyou’ve been upto with yourshell

companies and your job shops, selling knowledge and technologies
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developed with public tunds

—Comeoffit, there’s nothingillegal about spinoffs, and besides

—Do you wantto go through a hearing? I think you remember

whatthat’s like.

He had a picture of himself then. Twenty years ago in Geneva. The

Soviet delegate looking at him in disbelief as he said what everyone

there knew:that the Soviet antimissile system being offered asa bar-

gaining chip was made worthless by the new American MIRVs. And

then the awful silence in which he knewthat he had ruined himself. In

that silence he had learned how disliked he was. No one stood up for

him, no one attempted to cover for him. That silence followed him as

he walked afterward by the lake, with the swansgliding by, followed

him through his years of penance and obscurity in the Lab’s tempo-

rary trailers as he slowly reconstructed his career, working on dead-

woodprojects no one wanted, through years of swallowed pride and

cagey maneuvering, the silence that could be covered only by doing

and more doing,and it was here now,as theyall looked at him, saying
nothing. He wasas alone and unprotectedas he had everbeen,like his

father when the hammerhad fallen on him. Andin that silence he
heard that temptation ofa stillness in which doing mightcease.

—Please, gentlemen, no one wants... this.

—Think you're God's gift to the republic, don’t you Chase, scourge
of the military industrial complex

—That’s not whatthis is about.

—What, then? Whydo you haveit in for me, Chase?
Chase squaredhis papers in an oblongof sun. Hetookoffhis glass-

es. —Last autumn, whenI visited the Lab, you called mea traitor. I
don’t take that from anyone.

—You hear? said Highet hoarsely. —It’s personal. He hasit in for
me.

—Yourjudgmentis the issue, said Chase. —That showed extremely
poor judgment.

Dillard cleared his throat. —Do you have anything moreto say,
Doctor Highet?

—No.Butthisis not over.

And wentout under FIAT LUXinto sun hazed by high cloud ridged
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and swirled, light congealed there in strange and lovely tumult,as if
some angel of chaos had passed throughtheair. Not until he was on
the freeway did he openhis phoneand arrow to Réti’s number. Six times
it trilled in his ear. When the answering machinepicked up, Highet held
for a moment, then pressed END. He must succor himself. Settling sun-
glasses he wassoon throughthe suburbsandoutofthe valley, climbing
past FAR-GO Mini Mart and IN-N-OUT BURGER,andonpast Eleva-

tion 2000 Ft to Agua Dulce Airport, then descending past the sandstone-
red rooftops of new developments, Willow Creek Village from $59,900
to Antelope Valley Urgent Care, Best Buy, Target, K Mart, Grace
Christian Superstore, on past Assembly of God, NO MAN COMEIN
THE FATHER BUT BY ME NOT BY MIGHT NOT BY POWER BUT

BY MY SPIRIT, while he thumbed the radio for —the Lord com-

mended the unjust steward, for the children of this world are wiser

than the children of light, and silencedit at a flashing in the hills out

beyond Mojave, synchronized points of light, hidden as the road

wound up amongslabs ribbed vertically by erosion,tilted layers and

stony hummocks of sienna, brick, and chalkgreen, and on this sandy

paleness dark clumpsof sage, juniper, joshua, rising to a plateau stitched

by powerlines, where colonies of windmills flashed in the dull sun-

light on both sides of the road.

At the crest he stopped. Hestilled the engine and stepped out. Wind

whipped at his hair and clothes, and he felt a strange peace. He

watched the windmills flash, the two and three vaned propellers, the

eggbeaters. After Geneva, in the temporarytrailers, he had worked on

all these designs. Though disgraced, he realized, he had been happy

then. He had nothingto do butrise.

He pulled on a cotton jacket and began walking. A dirt road led up

the nearest hill. Cloud moved in the wind and its mottled shadow hur-

ried across the valley below. Even in the lee of the hill the wind was

strong. Above him blades flashed and sang. He hiked following a

chainlink fence, his soles slipping on the long dry grass, until the fence

gave way to barbed wire, where, hand on a weatheredpost for balance,

wire shaking underhis shoe, he vaulted over.

Hestopped near a twovanedrotor. The Lab had waived commercial

rights. His first Devon Null spinoff. On a twenty meter pole sat a
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white nacelle, surface mottled with rust, blades blurred in the wind.

Up there a hawk beat against a crosswind, stalled in a cloudbreak of

sun blazoning its broad rufous tail. Its shrill whistle fell, and a gust

hurried it on toward the tower, wings taut and swerving, but the wind

sweptit into the blades, and their song trembled as the hawk struck

and traveledon,rising andfalling away in a long arclike a tossed stone.

He foundit fallen in some sage. Big dun body striped with black

bands. Headlolling from the broken neck’s ruff, eye half open, a drop

of blood at the beak. Strong horny claws grasping nothing. Already an

ant movedacross the feathers. Bitter smell of broken sage. In the sun

rotors flashedlike pitiless clockwork. Against the wind he walked back

to the car.

They’ll do it. They’Il take Quine because he’s a good gray drone,

never done anything worth doing, but he looks clean to them. They’ll

give him a yearorso, let the place run on autopilottill the stink of

scandalclears, and there’s a newsecretary of energy, and he’l] be out.

ButI'll be long gone.

Under a sky goneflat gray the car shuddered in a gust past Land of

ManyUses and THIS IS A HOME RULE COUNTYhandlettered and
flanked by two crudely painted American flags, and the mournful

voice of Robert Johnson —stones in my passway and my road seems

dark at n, n, n, the disk skipping with a cold digital chatter, a sound

newly in the world, —nemies have betrayed me, have overtaken poor

Bobatlast, and with a finger hestilled the player which extrudedits
disk like a silver tongue, as a small town passed in a blur of FRYING

RABBITS & BABY BUNNIES, Very LA Cellular & Pager, PICK &

PULL SELF SERVE AUTO PARTSabovetwofenced lots beneath high
tension lines stretching on past sagebrush and joshuatrees, Federal
Prison Camp, Living Ghost Town, Litter Removed Next 2 Miles The
John Birch Society, featureless acres of Mitsubishi Cementrolling by
while the catenaries of powerlines roseand fell between towers, rhyth-
mic as the hand that absently beganto press the firmnessin his lapris-
ing less from desire than from boredom, from the body’s inscrutable
tyrannies, even as the detector on the dash chirped and flashed the
presenceof K bandradarbringing both handsback to the wheel and the
speedometer needle dropping below 80, 70, to hover at 65 for the
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oncomingblack and white cruiser’s U turn acrossthedivider to follow
at a distance, as his eyes traveled from mirrorto road to dashboard to
mirror until the cruiser’s abrupt turn back across the divider to recede,
lights flashing, in pursuit ofa less attentive speeder heading south, and
the needle rose again past 70, 80, 90, wheels consuming thestripe of
roadthat led north to a horizon jagged as somegraph, while to the west
the nearer peaks vanished into a turbulent mist, and wind whipped
across a dry lake bedtolift alkali in twisting columns white as chalk in
sudden sunlight movinglike smoke across the dappledplain toward the
arid eastern range wrinkled and dark under dense lenticular clouds
flowing from the western crest across the valley and trailing dark
streamers.

The highway climbed into that darkness, past Elev 6000, until he
reached his turnoff and snow flurred in the bitter evening halflight.
Flakes had beguntocollect in the ruts of the dirt road PRIVATE Post-
ed No Trespassing at the end of which was parked a van Departmentof

Energy Official Use Only with three inches of snow onits roof. Lights
shone in the windowsof the ranch.

In the entranceway, duffels carryalls and laptops werepiled. Highet

removed his coat, and from a wallpeg lifted and jauntily donned a

billed cap e=hf, hanging his cotton jacket on the freed peg. Within sat

Dan Root on the large sofa with five young men on hassocks and

chairs, reaching to the low circular table for bowls of chips, salsa, pop-

corn, sodas, beers. They worejeans and t-shirts NO FEAR, Xo, And God

Said e,JE-SA=Xq, Highet knew them onlybytheir transcripts and their

e-mail names: miko, n8, baryon, thomxen,jre.

—Gentlemen, welcome to the Advanced Research Institute of the

Eastern Sierra.

—Leo, you madeit! Pull up a pew. We just microwaved sometamales.

He sat glowing andglorified in the light of his admirers, young

knights-errant hungry for the award money,for an internship, for a

career, for a world they couldn’t yet imagine.

—Give me someof that healthy hacker food. I haven’t eaten since

the rubber chicken last night.

—Leo was out hobnobbin withthevice president.

—TI saw him almost complete a sentence. It was scary. Looks like
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you hit some snow, Dan.

—Hadto putthe chainson. The boysdid, I mean.I just sat inside

keepin warm. You get any comin north?

—Thelast few miles.

—Doctor Highet ...

—Leo. Call me Leo, and he’s Dan. We're all colleagueshere.

—Whatis this place? D, Dan wouldn’t say. Hecalled it the Castle

of, what wasit?

—Don’t know your Wagner? Monsalvat, that’s the Grail castle.

Can’t tell you whatit really is, yall don’t have your clearancesyet.

—That’s right, you should have blindfolded them.

—It’s a cool place.I’ve gone rock climbing nearhere.

—Tom, you wantto toss another log on the...

—wWebring you guys out here so you don’t thinkit’s all work and

no play. You'll work hard. But trust me, you’re goingto love it. The

resourcesare incredible. So I want youto thinkbig. If you could work

on anything, anythingat all, what would it be? Let’s hear your wildest

dreams.

Sitting back on the sofa, arms crossed, eyes narrowed and shaded

underthe cap brim, the rhythm oftravelstill in his body wasdistract-

ing him. Helistened not for what they said but their saying of it. The

dreams themselves were always puerile variations on the same

themes: escape, power, revengefor injustice. He listened for how their

voices handled, and how their minds harnessed these raw energies.

—TI wantto build a starship. Get off the planet before we destroyit.

—Barry?

—TI guess I’m with Mike aboutthe planet. But getting off it seems

like, well, like it’s okay to use up this planet because we'll just get

another.

—Use it up how?

—Overpopulation, pollution, resource depletion ...

—But Barry, overpopulation isn’t a problem. When you increase

the population you get morescientists, hence more solutions.

—Yeah Barry, going into spaceis all about environments,life sup-

port, terraforming. I mean,it’s going to happen,so let’s get goodatit.

—anywaythecarrying capacity of the planet
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—Planet’s here to be used,isn’t it?

—anyway we won't be able to get everyone off the planet, we can’t
afford it. So who decides

—Mostpeople are just excess baggage, that’s what Humethought.
—anyway why do wehave to transport bodies? The important

thing about humansis theirintelligence, not their meat packages. You
can move that software to a more durable chassis. See that’s whatI
want, backups, copies of myself, lots of instantiations, dozensoflittle
Nate-daemonssurfing the Net and doing science.

—Hey, if my instantiation can’t go climbing I don’t wantit.
—Yeah but see your daemon could be doing physics while you’re

climbing, and if you had anaccidentit could keep on doing physics
—HeyBarrycould be the first posthumous Nobel Prize winner. Or

hey Barry, network your daemonto one of those Virtual Wilderness
systems, let it solo the Eiger while you're

—don’t want to knock human beings too much, but should we
restrict ourselves to humanintelligence? I have no special loyalty to
DNA.

—If a person is the pattern of their thought, you can record and
store that pattern. You could raise the dead. Resurrect Newton from

the thoughts recorded in his works.
—A composer friend of mine is doing exactly that. Creating new

works by dead European white males. Beethoven’s Tenth andso forth.
—Wow,I'd like to talk to him.

—TI can make that happen.

—But who decides who’s to be resurrected? You think we have an

overpopulation problem now

—Bigger hard disks! Memory’s cheaper every day.

—Well, the ones who haven’t contributed, who've left no trace,

there’s nothingto resurrect ...

Logs burned to embers, confirming time’s arrow even as Tom was

saying, —Time machines are easy, you just spin ultradense matter

until the continuum uncurves

—nobut the matter you spin hasto be infinitely long

—anyway once you have a working time machine you could

—Leo,it’s gettin time.
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—Okay, Dan, I'll wrap it up. Why did I wantto hearthis stuff? I

wanted to hear it because we dealin futures. If we’re smart enough

and our ideas are good enough and we convince enough people to

invest their time, their money,their talents, above all their belief, we

can bring someof these futures into being. Nothing we'vesaidis real-

ly impossible, just difficult and expensive. I look at things from the

point of view of someinfinitely advancedcivilization limited only by

the laws of physics, not by lack of time or talent or funding. Only if

you think that way do you have a chanceof having the ideas that can

truly advancecivilization. Give you just one instance, Mike, you can

use this for your starship. We’re close, very close, to breakeven from

intertial confinement fusion. We need more funding,better facilities,

butit’s going to happen. Andthenthereare no limits. Then mankind

has all the cheap clean powerit wants. And then wegoto thestars,

Mike. That’s what I think.

A lozengeof light flashed across the ceiling, as Root’s thick fingers

dropped silver disk in a playerfor elegiac violins suspended over the

hushed growlof cellos and an oboe melody. —Little soundtrack. Could

be the last time we get to see that needle jump.

—Last time... ?

—A hundred miles east of here in the desert we sometimes engage

in highly classified events that cannot be discussed with the unsancti-

fied. But whetheror not those events are or aren’t happening, you can

watch the seismograph, where you might see some effects, which are

unclassified.

Grinning, Barry said, —But can we trust the effects? Any suffi-

ciently advanced technologyis indistinguishable from a rigged demo.

Highet gave him a sharp look. —Barry, we don’t even joke about

that.

The needle traced a trembling path of ink on the turning drum. A

baritone voice leapt and feinted to stretch the syllables of —Kar ...

frei... tags...zaub...er. Then the needleleapt.

Yes. Spirit is loosed from rock, freed of matter’s tyranny. We open a

crack through which light blazes, waking the life in every mote. Once

more Ahura Mazda, the wise Lord, defeats Ahriman. A world without

this radiance at the heart of things would be nulliparous, without man
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or mind.Yet nolife awakes save through human mindandwill. In the
wakened world, agents of will move and collide, cooperate or battle.
The great work ofconsciousness is to form anddirect alliances among
the agents in oneself and in others, and so to perfect the world. To pro-
tect and nurturethis spark in the sea of night.

—This is whatit’s about, gentlemen. Bringing light into the world.
Signing your name on

a

tongueoffire.
—Man,that’s...

—Whatis it, Barry?
—It’s, maybethis is a bad time butI feel weird about this. I have

kind of a problem with weapons work.
—Oh man...
—Comeon Barry, give the man break.
—No,it’s okay. Barry, nobody's going to make you work on weapons.
—Butto be in a place where
—Listen, for nineteen years Leonardo workedfor the Duke of Milan.

He washired to design armaments. Healso painted and sculpted. You
think he fretted over that? Think the soulcansplit itself? Think you can
have the Last Supper without the Greek fire? The humanspiritis fire.
Nolight withoutheat.

Highet pacedto thefireplace and drew backthesteel curtain.
—Whatif you wish away uranium.Settheinitial conditions of the

big bang so the particle soup’s less dense, you don’t get fast neutron
capture, nothing heavier than bismuth forms. Nothingfissionable. Do
you getlife in that universe? Do yougetintelligence? I don’t think so.
I think you get cold rocks spinning in a waste.

Hepicked up a log from the bin andtossedit on the low blaze.

—Reasonhasto be built, fought for, spread. You think knowledge

always advances? For every Leonardo there’s a Paracelsus. For every

Mendel a Lysenko. Darkness follows our every step.

The log caught flameas air pulled past it and up the flue. He drew
shut the curtain. —You have to understand that it’s win or die out

there. And if your ideas are good, you have a responsibility to put

them into the world.
—Barry, said Mike. —I don’t like the weapons stuff either. But I

wantto get to the stars. I don’t care whose back I do it on. They can
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have their bombsif I get a fusion drive outofit.

What he owedthese kids. To grind them in the mortarof necessity

so that their talent, in the grinding, could emitits radiance.

—Listen to me. We’re just vessels. Science is a godly force that

works through us. Honor the god wherever it appears, in yourselves,

in others. Make friends and be loyal to them. Always stand up and

speak your mind. Take up space, because timidity gets no respect, the

meek inherit nothing. Make enemies bychoice, not byaccident. That’s

my advice to you.

A bitter exaltation entered him, near enough to love for their

bright faces admiring not him but what wasin him,his joy embittered

by the knowledge that he would notbe there to see them through.Yet

they would cometo him, someof them,regardless.

—Yall scat now. Leo and I got to talk. Downstairs there’s a game

room, billiard table, some workstations, and the ARIEScollection of

old tech. If you ever wanted to play Spacewar on a PDP-10 now’s your

chance.

—Cool! as Root went with them to the stairway. The music had

changed to a moodyessay in winds andstrings. Highet switchedit off.

When Root returned he carried a green bottle Laphroaig and two

glasses. —Bit over the top, weren’t you? That honorthe godstuff.

—Don't believe in God, Dan?

—You wantto be careful feeding that hunger.

—You don’tsay.

—You’re so concerned aboutrationality. About the light. Upset by

Howie Bangerter and his know nothingcreationists. But do you know

how many of your heroes were washedin the blood of the lamb? The

great Joseph Priestley wrote commentary on Revelations. Michael Faraday

was a fundamentalist. James Clerk Maxwell wrote out daily prayers.

—You left out Babbage and Newton. Different times, Dan. Protec-

tive coloring.

—Thing about Godis, he ain’t around much, andit’s got to be

someonelooking out for the chickens.

—Don’t pour meanyofthat.

Root poured a glass for himself. —Coyote baptizes the chickens,

you knowthatstory?
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—Wish you'd lay off the, the down home spunnisms.
—Seems one day Coyote went calling on a hen. Hesaysto her,

these chicks of yours, they’re fine chicks, but why don’t you baptize
them? Baptize, she says, what's that? Says Coyote, Baptizing makes
them big andstrong, youleave it to me, and hetakes one chick away.
Next day he’s back,says, yourchick’s doing real well, but he’s lonely.
So Coyote takes anotherchick and

—eats them all, so what’s yourpoint.
Root grinned. —You do lead em on.
—Withouta little religion they'll end up jarwipes in D Section.

That a Havana?

—It surely is. You want one?

—God no. Just wondered if you're still supporting the corrupt
regime.

—Longas they keep rollin these on the thighs ofvirgins.
—You're a piece of work.

—And how noble in reason. Root turned the cigar slowly in the
flame of a match, watching Highet as smoke rose. —How’d it go in
LA? How’s your mother?

—Dying.

—I’m sorryto hearthat.

—What’s that supposed to mean?

—Christ, Leo, bite my head off why don’t you.Just tryin to be a
decent humanbeing.

—Don’t strain yourself.

Root studied him. —Whathappened?
—I’m out, Dan. Out on myass.

—What?

—If I don’t resign, Chase says he'll prosecute.

—Prosecute!

—He won't doit. But they let him say it. They let him sayit.

—Whothey gonereplace you with?

—Quine.

—Quine! The deputy associate. I warned you, Leo.
—They’ll regret it. He’s a purefool.

—Godlooks out for them,I hear.
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—I’m glad God’s got work.

—Well, what the fuck, they can’t do that. They can’t raise him up

like that. There’s a pecking order.

— I gave him theTaliesin report to write, so he’s whistleblower of

the hour. Every other candidate has deep roots in weapons, in Radi-

ance. Quine looks clean to them, but not too clean since he’s been

mucking in J Section. Maybe they think he knows wherethe bodies

are buried. From their point of viewit’s an easy sell, the new broom.

—Chase must have someregents bytheballs. Well shit, the gover-
nor has to approveit, he’s still a Republican. You canfightthis, Leo.It

ain’t right.

—You're the one whosaid the regents are deserting us, Dan, think
the governor’s going to second guess them onthis?

—Somethinstinks here.

—Chaseis putting pressure, I don’t know how.

—Whatabout that GAO report? Isn’t that auditor fellow Rector a
friend? That could change some minds.

—Months, that’s monthsaway.
—You can hangtoughthat long. Did you talk to Bill Venham?
—I asked Venham for help with the regents and he seated me with

some schmuck who wantsto patent multiplication.
Root smiled. —Stan Flack. What's Bill got to do with him?
—Oh,Bill’s got lots of interesting friends. Last I saw he was hold-

ing some Russian’s dick for him. Some ex-apparatchik tryingto sell
the line that Uncle Julius was a Sovspy.

—Oppenheimer? He was, he was. Whowasthis Russian?
—Vassili something. So, what, they suck up to some KGB thugjust

for a payback? Christ Dan, they reminded meofStalin and Lysenko.
—Lysenko wasn’t so dumb. Got himself a sinecure.
Highet held out a folded page of light green vellum watermarked

Cranes Crest Old Money, with vovo debossed over small widespaced
type Nexus for Optimal Use of Science.

—There’s yoursinecure.
Roottooktheletter and read it. —That’s a nice offer. You gone take

it?

—Sit with a bunch of burnouts writing white papers? How does
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Réti stand them, those god damned consultants with their valet think-
ing?

—NOUSis respectable.

—Usedto be, before Venham stockedit with his used scientists his

distressed intellectuals his right-thinking gigolos. Man has more
money than God, but that’s not enough,is it, has to buy a think tank

buy a broadcaster that stalkinghorse Eubanks on the radio, you ever
listen to him? Ratfucker ought to be selling used cars or slinging

insult comedy in a Tahoe lounge, but there he is chatting with good

old Bill and the vice president.

—Cut it out, Leo, we owe Bill. Where’d this ranch come from?

Think we'd have sold Radiance to the president without him?

—You remember when Venham wanted metostarta section at the

Lab for creation science?

Root chuckled. —You coulda spun it to DOEasalternate paradigm

research.

Highet’s mouth twisted. —Christ, you’re shameless. You'll say any-

thing.

—Think your man Leonardodidn’t have to hold his gorge every

day?

—We’re not talking Sforza here. Half these nonecks think the

dinosaurs died in the Flood because they couldn’t fit on the Ark.

—Theseare ourallies, boy.

—They’re thugs, Dan. They’re enemiesof reason.

—Commoncause, Leo. You don’t have to share a pew with them.

—Commoncause? What cause?

—Power, money, influence. Commonest causes there are. Who

gives a shit what they believe?

—You remember when Schott won his Nobel? A year later he was

pushing master race eugenics.

—Whatare yougettin at, Leo?

—Just because you're smart don’t think you can’t be stupid. Give

them an inch and see what they take. Venham and his buds want to

shut down DOEnow.

—He’s just makin a point.

—A point? Whatpoint, he and his cronies aren’t happy with the
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cost-plus contracting deals they get now?

—The entire DOE budget’s what, seven billion? Chumpchange.

Why suck a dry tit? Move the weapons to DoD wherethey belong,

hand overthe rest to the private sector. That's their thinkin.

—And you think DoDis that stupid? Don’t you rememberthat

the joint chiefs wanted nopart of Radiance? Said it would never work,

recommendedagainstit?

—But they took the money nowdidn’t they?

—The whole defense industry’s ready to implode Dan, you know

that.

—Soviet Union imploded. Nice opportunity for some business-

men.

—You talking about Vassili? Whatis he really, KGB or some Mafiya

goon?

—TI don’t ask less I need to know.

—You know, you can keep your business opportunities, Dan,

becauseif all the nuclear programs go to DoDthat’s the end ofthe Lab.
—Comeon, Leo. The players change, the game goes on. Anyway,

since when you got any use for DOE? AsI recall they put you into
windmill design. |

—Theydid. And I learned how to play them. Learned howto get
my people what they need. I’m not going to stand by while these
thugssteal that.

—See, this is why weset up Transfinite and Nullpoint, boy. Get
ourselves paid even if the feds give it away.

—TI owe somethingto those kids downstairs.
Root snorted, then stood lookinginto the fire. The hand holdinghis

cigar rested on the mantelpiece. —You want my advice, Leo, you take
Réti’s cue. Nothin wrong with consulting.

—Think I wantto end uplike Réti?
—Oneof the most powerful scientists in the world? I think youdo.
—If it’s about science, Dan, Réti hasn’t done any since the War.

—Well, it hasn’t been about science since the War, now hasit.

—Then whatis it about? What do you get outof it, Dan?
—Me? good time. Son, there’s people out there write fat checks

just to scratch an itch. Way you or me wanta beer, they want a sum-
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mer house, a yacht, a nonprofit foundation. A fellow can live pretty
goodoff the fallout. I don’t need to own a ranch myself whenI got the
run of this place.

—Somepeoplecall that leeching.
—“Make to yourselves friends of the mammon of unrighteous-

ness; that, when yefail, they may receive youinto everlasting habita-
tions.”If it’s good enough for Our Lord...

—Turning devout, Dan?

—Damumit Leo, it’s our moral duty to skin these piggies. Capital’s
like blood, it’s gotta flow. Like Leonardo, we can divert rivers, rivers of

gold ... You remember that German rocket company in Zaire? The
launch site on the Luvua River? Didn’t you visit me there when you

was a postdoc?

—You’ve told meall aboutit.

—It waslike havin your own damncountry. Big as thestate of Vir-

ginia. Mobutu let us push out ten thousand Bushmen. Up onthat

plateau, I felt like another King Leopold. I mightstill be there if that

consortium hadn’t gonebroke.Still, we put a few itemsinto orbit, yes

we did.

—That'’sit, then? Smokea goodcigar, put a few itemsinto orbit...

—You think any of us gone win a Nobel Prize? Got somethingbet-

ter, we do. Those thugs of yours, to them we're wizards. Nuclear

weapons, missile defense, cold fusion .. . just say the magic words, and

the vaults open. Oh, the world’s a wicked place, Leo, and freedom ain’t

free. If you want freedom, somebody’s got to fuck a rat. So let the

thugs do it. While we runfree.

—Andscience? Knowledge?

—You think people want knowledge? Last thing they want. They

don’t want to know. They want to be saved. And the only salvation . ..

is to forget. Without forgetting, there’s nothing but loss and regret.

A log fell and fire leapt in the grate. Ash swirled in the updraft.

Root gazed as at the apparition of a thing longpast hope, then shrugged

and drew onhiscigar.

—Anyway, whatelse you gone do? Teach physics at South Bung-

hole State?

—MaypbeI'll disappear. Like the reclusive Devon Null.
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Root looked sharply up. —I don’t wantto hear that. Somebody has

to take the heat. That’s why you're director, so there’s a scapegoat.

A gust swept moaning downtheflue, and thefireplace spat sparks

against the hanging metalcurtain.

—I wasbringing in billion dollars a year, Dan. I thought I was

invulnerable. I let my guard down.

—Crap, Leo, you’re the most guarded man I know.

—Whatelse could I have done? I went as far as I could without

killing Radiance outright. Call it dual use, counterproliferation, stock-

pile stewardship, just get it off the weapons menu.I’m tired of this

shell game.

—Comeon, son. Radiance isn’t dead. This stuff never dies, cause

good soldiers like you and mekeep thefaith alive during these long

winters. Don’t give up now.Theplayers change, but the work goes on.

—Doesit? I mean shit Dan, what's next, privatized missile defense ... ?

In the dyingfirelight Root’s face was stone. Woe, like wind in the

flue, the merest tongue of a gale, stirred in Highet.

—What does Gate wantwith those orbiters, Dan?

—Like the mansaid, he’s still lookin for a content provider.

—Shit, that’s it, isn’t it? Gate doesn’t want comm sats. Why, you
son of a bitch. Seoul or Pyongyang, whichis it?

Rootstudied his cigar. —Afraid you’re out of the loop on that.
—Theplayers change.

—Yes, they do.

—Saw this coming, did you Dan? Madeto yourself somefriends?

—Take that job at NOUS. We’ll do business again.
—But for now you'll work with Quine.

—If he becomesdirector I got to, don’t I.
—I warn you,Dan. Don’t doit.

Root looked up from his cigar, incredulity on his features. —You
warn me?

A pale face appeared in the stairway. —Doctor Highet? Doctor
Root? There’s something on CNN youshould see.

Downstairs the other students watched a missile chased to destruc-
tion while the nagging voice of Armand Steradian rode over, —test
managersinstalled a homing beacon onthetarget to guide the intercep-
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tor. Undersecretary Whipple defended the rigged tests on groundsthat
the deception was part of a so-called special access program devoted to
disinformation.

Whipple’s haggard face appeared. —Atthat time there wasnoobli-
gation to inform Congress. Of course Congressis now being informed
of all special access progr

Film of the missile looped again. Into the room’sstricken silence
Highet said, —Ancient history. DoD ran those tests years ago. He’s
trying to make this soundlikeit’s our doing.

—series of scandals. The program’s centerpiece, the Superbright
laser, is undercriticism from without and within. An internal reviewis

said to dispute the extravagant claims made bydirector Leo Hi
—Thatprick! I should neverhave talked to him.

—Meanwhile, Laboratory founder and antimissile proponent Aron
Réti is in stable condition following a stroke

—QOh my God. Dan—!

—It’s news to me.

—perhaps the most controversial physicist of the twentieth

—Comeon, dimbulb,tell us the hospital.

—Likely Stanford. Root unfolded a phone.

—financialinterest in Transfinite Polygonics, a firm that has profited

from technologies developed at the Lab, according to the General

Accounting Off

—Did Aron know about that GAOprobe, Leo?

—Heknewall right, knew it was without merit, but this publicity

would have been a blow.

—for CNNthis is Armand Steradian

—Fucking vulture, I’ll tear his heart out. Change the channel, who

else hasit, skipping past, —Rottweilers terrorize churchgoersateleven,

to a man holding a microphone before a gate where motley figures

wavedsigns FRAUD WASTE STOP NOWasa red sports car SEORZA

sped out of frame, —audit found widespread evidence of financial

malfeasance and gross incompetence and concluded that the Laborato-

ry can no longerbetrusted topolice itself, cutting to a full face radiant

in sun, dark eyes intense beneath black hair tinged with russet, —Our

concern is
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—Turn it off. Did youget the hospital?

Root closed his phone. —He’s there. Stable. Nocalls. Visitors two to

six tomorrow.

—I'll go see him then.

Root’s heavy steps followed Highet upstairs.

—Well, it don’t rain but it shitstorms.

—It was boundto break. Almosta relief it has.

—What’s this about an internal review?

—Told you, Quine’s report. Chase was waving a copy aroundthis

morning.

—Where’d he get it? From Quine?

—Quine hasn’t got theballs to leak

—Hadtheballs to write it, didn’t he?

The plumestill spreading, like the bitter miasma of Root’s breath

nowclose on him,the glitter of his eyes.

—You said Quine was undercontrol.

—Whoam I, Dan,Rasputin?

—What’s wrong with you, boy? Ain’t you learned yet? Root’s

hands squeezed his shoulders. Highet shook them off.

—What, Dan? Learned what? Howto stay ahead of every last ass-

hole who wantsa piece of me andsell out the ones who don’t?

—Howto manage yourpeople!

—Whothe fuck are my people, Dan? Quine? Dietz? Szabo? Ven-

ham and Eubanks? Mister Kim? You? Id really like to know who the

fuck my people are!

—Takeit easy.

—Screw you. I’m going.

—What? Where?

—Tracy.

—What, you mean Transfinite? You crazy? Six hour drive in the

snow, you got chains?

—I’ll manage.

Root stood. His body moved between Highet and the door, the stub

of his cigar held aloft. —Whatare you upto, Leo?

—Afraid you're out of the loop on that Dan, turning for his jacket

draped on the wallpeg.
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—Hold on, now hold on here.

—Gotto get my resumé together, don’t I? Chasegets his way Radi-
ance is dead, Gate and Venham gettheir way everything’s for sale to
the first bidder, Luz and that womangettheir way we'reall out on the
street with clappers and bells. So I’d better make to myself some
friends. Better become a, whatdid Gatesay, a content provider.
—I got private paperstherein Tracy.

Highet pulled his jacket on, adjusted the brim of e=hf. —I mean,
fuck a rat, Dan, I need somethingtosell like everybody else, need to
come out of this with a little content. Don’t want to end up hosting
multimedia conventions or infomercials, don’t want to be left behind
on Mike’s dyingplanet, do I.

Root’s big hands cameup. Highetflinched from them,then held his
ground. They closed around his head, the thick fingers cradled his
skull, thumbspressed painfully on the hingesof his jaw. Between two
fingers the cigar stub smoldered. Smoke and heat brought tears to
Highet’s eyes.

—Don’t trust me Dan?

—Don’t you sell me out.

—Is that even possible?

Root’s grip tightened. He crooned, —Don’t you knowthatI love
youlike a son? Like you love those kids?

—Let go of me, Dan. You're an asshole.
Slowly Root smiled. His breath stank. His teeth were yellowed and

stained with tobacco. His gums were white and puffy. In the depthsof
his mouth gold gleamed. —That’s right. I’m the asshole that shits on
the world. Do you see the god in me? Do you honorit?

—TIsee it.

—What? Whatdo you see?

—What’s in you ... is in me.

The grip relaxed. Highet stepped back. Root whispered, —Go you
forward.

Past Carson City and CHAINS REQUIREDheclimbedinto cloud,
as a voice battled drifts of static. —Lord I knew that thou art a hard

man,andflakesfell faster and thicker in the conesof light the car pro-

jected as it gained Elev 7120, where the voice returned, —andcast ye
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the unprofitable servant into outer dark, the road now white in his

headlights as he downshifted and skidded sideways, static on the

radio like a held breath as he straightened and snow clumpedto be

swept away by groaning wipers downpastElev 6000atlast to plowed

and glistening black streets reflecting the neon glare of casinos and

motels, the voice rising urgently out of static, —in mankind's darkest

days my friends? God’s Wordtells us that one generationof believers

will never know death, but they will be lifted from the earth in a rap-

ture before the great tribulation, before the end time, before that

ghastly epoch of pestilence and famine andthe fire and the blood.

Whenthefire falls, where will you be my friends? Will you belifted

from the Earth to meet your Lord and MasterJesus Christ in eternal

life, or will you drownin the blood and burnin the flood of the nucu-

lar fire and starve with the sinners and the unbelievers in the great

tribul, and he punchedtoa familiar nasal voice —wellTerry, I thinkit

makes a statement, converting military technologies for cultural

uses. In my Concerto for Horn andElectrified Conductortheartificial

intelligence actually composes an accompaniment as the conductor

beats off, silencing it as the road droppedinto chaparral, and further

downthe slope cities on the ancient seabed sent their light up to a

heaven stained with thinning cloud no longer dampening the high-

way or the potholed access road to DA-NITE SELF-STOR 24 HRS,

behind razorwire and lights stark as low suns on somelunarhori-

zon. Herolled to a stop at a stanchion and punched the keypad 3 1 4

1 6 # for the gate rolling open on an alley between corrugated tin

walls dull in the lunarlight, until, stilling the car near a scuffed door,

he stepped out into the humid stench of chemicals from a nearby

slough and the freeway’s whinejust over a concrete soundwall, above

which the sky was a dark void where an unseen jet passed screaming

between landfalls.

Upstairs was a warrenofcorridors. At each turn wasa black plastic

wedge POISON onthefloor, gray pellets in its recesses. At 211 he

hefted the padlock in its hasp and inserted a cylindrical key. He threw

a switch and a bare bulb in a wire cage came on overheadto light a nar-

row walkspace betweencartonsstacked to theceiling, AR-KIV, STOR-

ALL, DESTROY AFTER, BERINGER GREY RIESLING,and hasty
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scribbles in black marker, Transfnite Nullpoint, Baldas Slingshot,
LHH Personal, LHH Papers, DR, HR,boxes seamsplit and overflowing
with xeroxes, printouts, books and manuals stuffed into the gaps
between them, Rings Fields and Groups, Numerical MethodsIn Rat-
for, How To Sell Your Ideas, Notebooks of Leonardo, on across the
floor to a spill of procurement documents, patent applications, source
code printouts, spools of data tape, boxes of floppy disks, notebooks,
conference proceedings, advisory reports, expired radiation badges,
cassettes of Réti’s speeches, fundraiser menus (veal marsala, purée of
winter roots, braised Belgian endive, 1975 Robert Mondavi Cabernet
Sauvignon), minutes of L5 Society meetings, drawings of space sta-
tions andrailguns, a plan for using subwaysascivil defense shelters, a
plan for using nuclear bombs to dig canals and harbors, a plan for
spaceships propelled by fusion bombs, for machinesthe size of mole-
cules (with and without sex organs), for machines that travel faster
than light and machinesthat travel through time, for psychokinesis
and communication with the dead, plansfor the endless mortgaging of
an untenable presentto finance an impossible future,all to answer the
night’s secret hope, untempered by experience, that morning will
bring renewal, though morninghas never renewed anything but yes-
terday’s conflict and chaos whereit left off.

Light glinted in a recess from the green of Laphroaig, which he
grasped, brushing off cobwebs to unscrew the cap, tipping it to his
mouth, then resting it among the detritus on the floor as he pulled
down boxes oneafter anotherto lookfora salvation notin forgetting
the painful conviction of what one might have been or had meantto
be, but in the hard coin of what one has become.

LHHPersonal. Record of every accomplishment and debacle. Here
was the transcript of the hearing after Geneva. Here wasthe official
reprimand and reassignment, and the letter from Réti that had saved
him from dismissal. Here were dossiers on each of his Hertz recruits,
and documents from J Section as it grew. Stubs of paychecks at each
new salary level. Clippings announcing his directorship. The Presi-
dent’s speech of commitment to Radiance. And here, out of order, was
the dossier he’d assembled on Quine for the Hertz board during the
first days of J Section. Here wasthe paperthatfirst brought Quine to
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his attention. A wave/particle experiment with original insights and

meticulous design. What Réti had said: —Thisis first rate. This shows
real imagination.

—Oh,you can pick them all right, Highet muttered, pushing aside

the opened box to make room for Fransfnite Nullpoint. Salvage part
of it at least. Throw a bone to the GAO and get Chaseoffthetrail.
That hint about shell companies. How much does he know? Comeout
of it with a clean bill for Transfinite and Nullpoint. All therest, all the

Lab business, the EIS, Credne, the plume, the investigations, can go

hang. Leave somesurprises for Quine. See how helikesit.
He sat on the floor among the boxes. He found a clean folder and

plucking a pen from his pocket wrote on its tongue Transfinite Sys-
tems: Technology Transfers. He began to sort pages, the damaging
from the damning. Root and his schemes. Supposed to make usall
rich. Help our employees. Doing well by doing good. Never should
have listened to him. Into the folder went a waiver of commercial
rights to a wind turbine design. Never saw a dime from it, the wind
power marketjust died. Back into the chaos of unsorted papers went a
transfer of laser technology to a retiring employee represented by
Transfinite. That blue-green laser the Navy wanted, we movedit out-
side the Labinto a spinoff andall we gotoutof it was an investigation.
Réti bought their stock, the Times got windofit, he didn’t speak to me
for months. Into the folder went 3D modeling software given to a
motor company. Back into outer dark went a computerarchitecture,
developed at the Lab andreleasedto Transfinite, that had made a Hertz
kid rich whenit was sold back to the Lab by Quick Data Systems, the
kid’s new employer. Try to help people this is what you get, investi-
gated. No good deed. So it went until the folder was a sheaf, and the
level of Laphroaig had dropped byhalf, and he replaced the pen in his
shirt pocket.

First rate. Shows real imagination. Who’d ever said the same of
him? He pulled down LHH Papers, the record of his ownlife in sci-
ence, the alembic in whichall baseness was to be redeemed,all impu-
rity to drop outlike precipitate, leaving knowledge pure. Yet it seemed
now, as he turned those pages, tipping Laphroiag to his mouth,
hemmedin by AR-KIV STOR-ALL DESTROYBY, that thesepapers,
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whether they proposed weapons or defenses, fantasies or fixes, no

matter howtechnically sweet their arguments, wereall madefor trade

rather than for truth, were madefor the trade in truth.

Therising bile of pity and loathing for the life and work so baldly

laid out there before him was arrested by Laser Compression Of Mat-

ter For Thermonuclear Fusion. 1974. Réti, Highet, Szabo, Snell. When

he was the Lab’s newest wunderkind. The old man would drop an

idea, a hint, and he’d workall night on it. The whole thing took

months. Here it was, boiled down to three pages in Physical Review

Letters. He read it through. A certain amount of handwaving, of

course. The full paper was twenty pages, but it couldn’t be published,

too much of the material was classified. What was here was a fan

dance for a presumed audience of nonclassified fusion scientists,

Soviets, and US funding sources. The full paper was more exigent,

and at this remove he could barely follow the reasoning throughits

pages, but he turned to the crux it had taken him a month to work

out. Yes. Light pressure and momentum flux got you just so far.

Muchhigherpressures could be generated by shapedlaser pulses, by

imploding the fuel sphere and ablating the outer layers like rocket

exhaust. Szabo and he had written computer codes to simulate the

process. Those cranky old mainframes. Theall-night runsof data. The

shortcuts and hacks. Tweak and squeak. But they got there. They

showed you could start a breakeven thermonuclear burn with only a

thousand joules of energy. In theory. It was brilliant. Better than

Quine. Not just the science, but the implications. Fusion power. Pure

fusion weapons withoutfission triggers. Best of all, they could build

it. The vaults would open to them.

They did. They built it, the world’s most powerful laser. But the

fusion experiment failed. They rewrote the simulation codes, raised

their estimate of the power needed,raised it again, got more funding.

The laser program took on its own life, as more and more powerful

and expensive machinespassed in succession, but by then Highet had

moved on, become a groupleader, a section chief, was more and more

abstracted from the workthat hadstartedit all for him.

—Still, some damn clever stuff here, paging faster through the

rest of the box, —yes, we put a few itemsintoorbit, rising unsteadi-
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ly to deal a vicious kick to the lowest box in a stack —fuck! that

crumpled it, —a! and brought downthe boxesaboveit, —rat! burst-

ing like a leafstorm across the floor, and knocked him to one bruised
knee scooping papers wildly with both arms. —Butisn’t this what
they want? Isn’t it? Bridges very strong but light, mortars and bom-

bards and firethrowing engines, cheap lighting, unlimited energy,
cure us of certain disagreeable things, of cancer, consumption, and

death, but don’t inflict vision upon us, give us salvation but not
knowledge, magic but not imagination, papers flying around him
nowlike a vortex of bad ideas, of wishful thinking, of aquavitae and

aether, of perpetual motion and phlogiston, of N-rays, polywater,
and cold fusion, wishes that would not die but returned again and
again like Nemesis, reclothed in the style and rhetoric of the day,
those palaces of time, space, and power bedizened by cinnabar,jasper,
electrum, antimony, radium, uranium, plutonium, cavorite, or car-

olinium,as for instance Zero Point Quantum Dynamic Energy, The
Prospects of Immortality, A Many-Worlds Approach to Physical
Law, How To Prevent Proton Decay, Steganography: A Novel Approach
To Data Hiding, and fallen across them a dozen musty paperbacks
unopened since high school, brittle tea-colored pages broken from
their bindings like spilled cards, lurid covers flaking at their edges,
The World Set Free, From the Earth to the Moon, The Shape of
Things To Come, he bent to read “hitherto Power had come to men
by chance, but now there were those Seekers, seeking, seeking
among rare and curious and perplexing objects, sometimes finding
some odd utilizable thing, sometimes deceiving themselves with
fancied discovery, sometimes pretending to find,” andagain,violent-
ly, he scooped through morepapers, seeking asif for a last chance to
turn back history and take another track, nothing impossible about
that, physical law is CPT invariant, no idea how this will pan out, but
it doesn’t hurt to stake a claim doesit, as an itch rose in his throat
and nose, —Ah ahah, and a violent sneeze spattered mucus across
the cover of Artificial Life, —Shit! fumbling for the inhaler as his
eyes filled and streamed, chest heaving with coughs, gradually sub-
siding until he tipped Laphroaig for the last dropsof its aquavitae,its
promise of timestop andforgetting, then lurched to vomit the reflux
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over Inflatable Kevlar Space Station and Perpetual Motion of the

Third Kind, and Dark Matter As Projectile Weapon.

He dabbedat the moistureat his chest. On his shirtfront —Damn!

a black stain had spread, and he plucked outthepen,flipped it away,its

gold point glinting as it spun upwards end over end toward the globe

of the light, the tip slipping through the wire cage to penetrate the

bulb which with a last flash went dark. He subsided then onto the

papers, curling up where enoughlight yet sifted through a meshtran-

som to guide his hand to buttons on his watch, sifted and fell across

the progress of digits and the beep on his wrist chasing off dream

images of the beep from defensive consoles tracking the beep of ene-

mies approaching the beep silenced by his finger on watch, showing

7:00 in segments swallowed inexorably by 7:01 as he sat up coughing

in the miasmaof dust and ammonia.

—Pull yourself together, he told himself. Mucus and vomit had

dried on his swollen face. He wiped at the crust. He set empty Laphroaig

into a recess and crumpled to a wad Inflatable, Perpetual, Dark. He

opened the neat folder Transfinite and in the cubicle’s halflight dou-

blechecked its pages, finding much that tantalized but nothing that

damned. At last he closed it and went limping into the gathering

predawn, under high harsh lights raking a truck where two men

rolled a cart loaded with canisters Dichlorodifluoromethane CFC-12

Freon and looked up in furtive alarm at the yelp from the red sports

car SFORZA soon joining the dawntraffic already thickening past

sumpsandleaching pools and industrial waste ponds, one car among

thousands streaming in lines twined like the involute treachery of

the heart across flat empty land as infecund as it was interminable,

this procession climbing more slowly to where wind whipped past

turbines and tore apart the morning fog at Anabase Pass Elev 1835,

and far off in the valley below,at the edge of town, diminished bydis-

tance, the fortress city of the Lab stood as ever, adumbrating some

new frontier.

Descending toward it, Highet opened his phone and arrowed to

RECTORJ. —Jeremy? Leo Highet. Hope I’m notcalling too early. |

have some papers to help you clear up this Transfinite Polygonics

business. You free for brunch? Good. Dim sum place in Mountain
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View, I'll give you the address. |
Sun warm onhis face, helifted sunglasses from the dash, put them

on, punched another number, waited, and said, —I’d like to speak to

Mister Venham.This is Leo Highet. Yes, he has my number. Yes, he'll
know whatit’s regarding.

Coyote, First Angry, enemyof all law, wanderer, desert mind, out-
law, spoiler, loser, clown, glutton, lecher, thief, cheat, pragmatist, sur-

vivor, bricoleur, silver-tongued Taliesin, latterday Leonardo, usurper

Sforza, adulterer Lancelot, tell, wily one, by any means, of the man
with two hearts, of knowledge and desire safely hidden from each
other. Did not Paracelsus commandusto falsify and dissimulateso that
ignorant men mightnot look upon our mysteries? Did not the noble da
Vinci hide the meaning of his thought by the mannerof his script?
What manhas not two masters, two minds, two hearts? Tell of the man

so woundedin himself that he tore his second heart from him andcast
it out, naming it the world, and swore to woundit as it had wounded
him.

In the valley he turned at Codornic s EXIT NLY, thestale smell of
his sweat heavy in the car despite A/C MAX,a chafing underhis arms
and at his groin, socksstiff on his feet, as he turned past TOW-AWAY
NO PARKING to an abrupt stop at ROAD CLOSED UNEVEN
ROAD SURFACEwhere the roadbed dropped six inches to dirt and
broken asphalt as further down the road an airhammerchattered in
the shadow of an immense shroud NEKROTEKsecured by thick
ropes aroundhis house, and fumbling for the phone, unfolding it, —
Hello! You people were supposed to comeandkill some ants for me
on Saturday, here it’s Monday and myhouseis tented, what? Highet,
HIG, no I can’t hold! hello? as the airhammer renewedits assault at
a more penetrating pitch and thenfell silent, —Yes I’m here, what's.
No, not Hite, it’s HI G, G as in George ... no! that’s not my first

name,it’s ... what? No! It’s ants, not termites! What do you mean
tox... A week?Ive got to get into my houseright now! hello? hel, as
workers gathered aroundthe silenced airhammer removing hardhats
to peer into the damaged earth, —I’ll give you environmental impact
you f, the phone splintering in two against the radio whichleapt to
strident life with, —throw them off the bridge and let them sink or
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swim! Howfarlongeris this subhuman uncivilized conductto betol-

erated? this cocaphony of, slammingthe gearshift into R, then 1, 2,3,

weaving onto the freeway, 4, 5, to —relentless pursuit of the truth

which always wills out, stabbing again and again in search of a more

congenial reality, which the radio, now locked by its trauma onto one

station, declined to provide, as the center span carried him high above

the bay and the orotund voice ripened, —Folks, I had a great time.I

met the vice president, and on past Data General, Versant, Failure

Analysis Associates, tapping brakes at a small black billboard in white

Futura italic DISTRACT US FROM WHAT WE KNOWasthe voice

rolled on, —heh, not running for President, you people can just for-

get about that, although you know,if I did run, I would win, Highet

muttering, —don’t agree with everything he says but he makes some

god damned good points, swerving up the offramp where he jammed

brakes to join two lanes merging beneath a stand of acacias,rolling

the window shut despite his own stink against the yellow blooms

tossed in a warm andfragrant breeze, again punching A/C MAX,as

the radio informed him, —Somethingexciting is going on in Ameri-

ca’s bathrooms, and he unzipped the garment bag with one hand for

the electric razor humming against his jaw as he joined the six lane

thoroughfare and cut across two lanes of complexity to SOON YET

wherea black Infiniti pulled past him into thelast free parking space,

DISABLED PARKING ONLY,its driver setting a blue and white plaque

on the dashboard before slamming the door and walking smartly

away.

He found an unmarked space near the garbage dumpsters, checked

his watch against the savings and loan 10:32 84F 29C, and walked in

the richness of his own stink to Open Visa Mastercard Push, pausing

in the crowdedfoyer to flag down an impassive Chinese andpress into

his hand a folded bill, —Table for two in about ten minutes, going on

downa narrow hall past a potted ficus into the men’s room where a

mirror set upon mauve and avocadotile showed him a face stunned

and swollen. Pushing open stall he lowered the toilet lid and placed

his folder andclean shirt on it, removedhisjacket andslungit over the

open door, noting a deep black stain on thelining, and, turning back to

the mirror, seeing its duplicate on his shirt pocket. He stripped off the
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shirt and the t-shirt with its own copy of the stain, the reek of his

unwashedflesh rising, and stuffed both shirts into the trash bin below
the empty paper towel dispenser, grabbing from thestalla roll of thin

gray toilet paper, bangingthetapto release a flow of water that every

few seconds pinched off until he banged again, wetting gray wads of

paperin the sporadic flow to scrub futilely at the stained flesh over his
heart as he pumpedthespigot of the soap dispenser yielding nothing,

then rubbed his wet handsoverits scummed chromesurfaceasif peti-
tioning a miracle, and with the thin lather thus coaxed laved his face,
chest, underarms, holding the tap with one elbow while rinsing with
both hands. Toilet paper pilled in his body hair as he scrubbed andpat-
ted dry his arms, sides, and torso, its shreds floating in a basin of

cloudy gray water. He shook open the folded shirt and pulled it on.
The jacket smelled nottoo bad. He straightenedits lapels and ran a wet
hand through his thinning and awry hair, turning away from the
pools of water on the floor, the wads clogging the basin, the scraps on
the mirror, to reenter the dining room where a young manin blue
pinstripe stood, scanning the room.

—Jeremy! There you are, offering a wet hand, —Pardon my, some
slob messed up the men’s room, no towels left. Here’s our table, fol-
lowing the impassive Chinese to a corner where at oncea cart rolled up.

—Pull up a pew, Jeremy. He’ll have two of these and twoofthese.
—Ah, what’s

—These are duck’s feet, and this is parchment wrappedchicken.
—Uh...

—You'll love them. Now, I broughtall the documents I could find
relating to Transfinite Polygonics. You're right that Réti holds an
interest, but it doesn’t amount to much, a few patents about to expire,
nothing that ever came to market. Company’s been inactive for many
years.

—Ah, may I? reachingfor the folder. Highet’s hand remainedonit.
—You knowthat Doctor Réti’s in the hospital?
—TI heard somethingaboutit.
—I'm on mywayto see him.Jeremy, I’m convinced that the pub-

licity of this thing brought on his stroke. He’s a gentleman of the old
school, he can’t stand publicity. Anything you can doto keep this out
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of the press...

—TIassure you that I don’t talk to reporters, Rector said coolly.

—TI’m sure you don’t. Ever have duck’s feet?

—No,I...and while Rector’s attention was on the plates, Highet

slid the folder across and removed his hand.

—You'll see a couple of items in here that might be poor judgment,

but nothingillegal, I think.It’s an interestingfield, intellectual property.

Did you knowthatin ’34 Szilard tried to patent the nuclear chain reac-

tion?

—I'll look at this later, tucking it under the OhloneValley Herald

open on the table, where Highet read as Rector watched him read,

Lab Consultants Charged With Fraud, Audit Reveals Contract Abuses,

—You do have yourshare of troubles. I saw on the newslast night

—You know, there’s lies, damn lies, and CNN. With these witch

hunts going on, I can barely do my job. I’m thinking of resigning.

Réti’s stroke made merealize, life is too short. We never know. At any

moment, and Highet snappedhisfingers.

—Yes, well, I understand. Of course these new charges don’t bear

on my investigation.

—I’m impressed by your thoroughness, Jeremy. By the time this

business is over you'll know more about the Lab than I know myself.

Have you ever thought aboutleaving civil service?

—Well, you know, the benefits, the security ...

—May I ask how much you make?

—Well...

—yYou should look at our job descriptions for management ana-

lysts. Salary starts at fifty k. Maybe more for somebody with your

experience. We're always looking. We could expedite it, get it done

within the month.

—Really? Of course the timing, the appearance of improp

A momentary hushfell on the room, and then a short sharp shock

rattled crockery, rippled waterin glasses, and set overhead lights sway-

ing. In its wake was a secondofsilence, and then, outside, car alarms

ignited in periodic blasts of horn, sirens ramping up and sweeping

down, a buzzing and warbling complexity on the edge of chaos, as con-

versation tentatively resumed and phones were unfolded and some
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patronsrose and wentoutinto the lot as Jeremy Rector closely exam-

ined a duck’s foot, saying, —I’ll give your offer some thought.

—Try the parchment wrappedchicken, no, unwrapit first ...

The workgoes on. The great work goeson.

179





JJ]. STEWARDSHIP





UNE

Beneath thejet, as it dropped like a raptor in a thunderoffalling glis-
sandi through low clouds, the line of the bridge divided baywater
scuffed by chop and the wakesof sailboats near the far shore, where
salt leaching pondsfit one into the next like puzzle pieces of green-
stone and jade and cinnabarslipping from sight as the jet closed on
whitecaps spraying a verge of crushed rock. Then the sudden blur of
runway. The jet touched, bounced, settled, reversed engines with a
roar. Quine reached underthe seat for his case. When he came up the
window frameda view ofidentical housesontheflanks of brownhills,

dissolving the charm ofdistance into the rude immediacy of the mun-
dane. Thejet halted. Eyes shut, Quine waitedfortheaisle to clear, then
stood and reached his suitcase from the overhead. Stale air dispersed
as California winter, only slightly cooler and mixed with exhaust,
madeits tentative way in past Starbucks and Simply Books and News-
Port into the open cavern of a men’s room, where Quine surprised in
the mirror a pale and distressful face hard to call his own yet undeni-
ably familiar from some other place and time. He set both cases
betweenhisfeet, held his hands undera tap, splashed his face, turned
to an empty towel dispenser.

—Paging American passenger? J? Powers? Please report to the
information desk, where a sliding conveyor doubled his walking speed
to Ground Transportation -> and throughsliding glass doors to the
roundabout where BayPorterwascutting off Avis Shuttle before ram-
ming the back of Mount Extreme Vacation Bible School. A white
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sedan E108637 came forward with Conorleaning across the passenger

seat to open the door DEPARTMENT OF ENERGY OFFICIAL USE

ONLY.

—Perfect timing, said Conor.

—Sorryto spoil your morning. Quine handedin his larger case and

Conorwrestled it over the seat into the back as Quine sat and fumbled

for the belt.

—Noproblemo,jefe. I exist to serve.

A whitegloved policeman waved them around BayPorter and Mount

Extreme where a short dark man in a turban and beard gestured and

argued with stolid white manin a black suit andtie.

—Youlooktired.

—Gotupatfour tocatchthe flight.

—Sleep on the plane?

—Notreally.

—So how'd it go? Are westill open?

—For a while. The secretary’s setting up a task force.

—Whatdo you think that means?

—]Ireally can’t say.

Conor’s hand moved to the radio for —when there is a clamor

across the land, who turns a tin ear? Myfriends, libberuls may ask for

equal time, but I, Tuck Eubanks, am equal time

—Conor, do we havetolisten to this, this idiot?

—Sorry, jefe. Just trying to getthe traffic.

Quinehalf closed his eyes. Leaving the airport they drove through

a maze of construction. Ramps endedin air. Cranes and gantries sur-

rounded concrete pylons crowned with rebar. Throughhis drowsiness

the world came and went harmlessly. Failure Analysis Associates,

Informix, Hexcel, Data General, Versant. RAGS2AU.They sped up the

approachto the bridge, namedafter that gospeller who recounted the

parable of the talents. A faint smell of burning, remote and dry,as if

something beneath the surface of the world smoldered.

Inertia woke him as the car turned. Past Codornic s EXIT NLY,the

hills were greenat last with the first winter rains, fresh growth vivid

almost to tenderness over the blackened memory of last summer’s

burns, cut by a suddenlattice of steel beams and openfloors, the shell
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of an office building gone up since last he’d looked, extending the

hegemonyof the formeroutliers AmeriSuites Efficiency Studios Open-

ing Soon and RG LCNMSM X.Thenthe Lab lay ahead of them like

a city on the plain, some new Atlantis fenced by TRESPASSING LOI-
TERING Forbidden By Law California Penal Code 602. They drove
moreslowly past the half mile of chainlink and razorwire to the west
gate. Conor slowed for the security check, slowed again for the inner
checkpoint, and parked at Building 101, dull under sunlight now hazed
by high cloud and a wind out of nowhere that cut through Quine’s
jacket as he openedthe car door.

—Bythe way, yourcar’s in yourspace.
—Oh,you picked it up, thank you. Did they fix the CD player?
—wNo,they said you'd haveto take it to the installer.
—Butthe last owner ... oh, never mind. Thanksforthe ride. Listen,

can you ...and a muffled boom from somewhere beyonda chainlink
fence CREDNE CONSTRUCTIONjolted him, —can you stop by
later and take a look at my computer? It’s crashing lot.
—Sure thing, jefe. Aroundsix?
—I’m goingto try to leave early. Call me aroundthree.
As he wentthrough the door he caught a glimpse of a figure mov-

ing deepin glass, carryinga case, his stride fast yet unbalanced,as if he
might at any momentveer in a new direction. Not a calm cell in that
body. That baffled fury in his stride. He went through the entrance-
way in exaggerated haste and preoccupation, past a couple of faces he
knew andseveralhe didn’t. A poor photo of him appeared each month
over the Director’s News column in Century 21, but few of the Lab’s
employees, he hoped, paid enough attention to spot him in the hall-
ways. Still his guard was up until he reachedthefifth floor and entered
the outer office where an orotund voice declaimed, —these people are
nothing but a bunch of plebiscites! and was cut off a moment ahead of
his —Dolores would youpl

—Calls from Paul Zalman of aXon Computer, Senator Chase’s office,
Lynn Hamlin of CANT, and Frank Szabo. Orrin Gate will be a half
hour late for his two o'clock. Jeremy Rector wants an appointment.
ArmandSteradian from PBS wants youto call him. And Doctor Réti
wants to see youin his office.
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—What,is he here today? I thought he wasin, in

—He’s backearly.

—Well, I don’t have time today, Dolores. Tell him, is he here tomor-

row?

—No, tomorrow and the next day he’s at NOUS. Then next week

he’s in Washington.

—It’ll have to be after that. I’ll see Szabo at the meeting. Chase,

that washis office?

—That’s right.

—Okaythanks, and get me Rector’s personnelfile, will you? Ill...

leaving unspoken just what he intended as he passed to the inner

office, dropping his suitcase on a bare expanse of carpet between bare

walls keeping their distance from a nearly bare desk where he paused

to open his case and draw from it a sheaf of papers and a yellow legal

pad, pages turned back. The suave startup chord of the computer ush-

ered him into the bathroom where he stood for several seconds with

eyes shut, hands on sink, breathing deeply. He turned tap andletit

run, raising his eyes to a face not wholly unfamiliar, but still suspi-

cious and fearful of what it might find there. Opening the mirror, he

reached for St. John’s Wort Extract, shook out two capsules, filled a

cup, swallowed, did the same with Ginkgo Biloba, then shut off the

tap. Waterstoodin the basin inches deep and the drain gurgled once.

Athis desk he tapped a computerkey, then openedhiscase, frown-

ing at the papers there. From outside camea din of construction,a tat-

too of warning beeps, a wail like lamentation. Quine turned to stare

through polarized glass down on earthmovers, any one of which

deployed the powerof a pharoah andall his slaves, roaring and lurch-

ing with a purpose hardto discern overpale ruttedterrain, in the mid-

dle of which the cab of a crane pivoted slowly, its derrick level with

him, a chain reaching from its apex almost to the ground where a thick

metalplate swung androtated as the chain wailed. Workers waved the

plate over an excavation in which lay cylindrical tanks stenciled

COMPOSIT PLASTEEL CONTAINMENTDO NOT.Oneside of the

plate came to rest against the ground and the wailing ceased. The

workers stepped back and the plate dropped to earth with a boom

Quinefelt in his feet. He yanked a cord andblindsfell rattling, cutting
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off his view ofthe pit, the crane, and the mauve and avocadofacade of

the new building opposite, completed but not yet occupied.

Helifted the phone, punched 0 0 0 1 #, then 1 2 3 4 #, for —You

have, twelve, new messages. Helistened through them withoutexpres-

sion, occasionally making a note on his pad, until reaching the cool con-

tralto of —Philip. It’s me. Welcome back. Will I see you tonight? Call

me.

Turning to the computer he scannedhis e-mail, the trace of a smile

on his face giving groundto trepidation at

Date: Wed, 6 Jan 1994 14:51 -0800

To: quine@lucinda.banl.gov

From: sforza@nous.com

Subject: Orrin Gate’s CRADA

Delay Gate’s CRADA.Orbiters purposed for something other than telecom.

Foreign partners. Export control violation.

Highet

Still standing, he paged through his address book, slowing raising
the handsetto his ear only to hear voices already in converse, —so he
says, trust but verify, —oh,his wife’s havinganaffair, tapping the hook
for another line and —llo? Who’s, tapping once more for —Dolores?
Are wehaving phoneproblemsagain? Can you get me anoutsideline?

—not sure of himself

—won’t last long you can be sure
Slamming down the phone, face reddened by something he could

barely name, he drew from his case another sheafof papers, lookedat
them briefly, pushed them aside andlifted the phone again. He dialed
and waited through two rings for —Nexusfor Optimal Useof Science.
How mayI direct yourcall?

—Leo Highetplease.
—MayI say who’s calling?
—Philip Quine.

—QOne moment.

Helooked at his watch. The wall clock. The papers before him. Staff
meeting at noon. Make sure you know everyone’s name.

—Doctor Highetis not in his office. Would you like his voicemail?
—No, and he tapped the hook for a new dial tone and touched
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MEM1,turning to face the window,his expression gradually soften-
ing as he waited throughfourrings.

—This is Lynn Hamlin.I’m not at homeright now, but if you’!
He tapped MEM 2 and waited. —You’vereachedtheoffices of Cit-

izens Against Nuclear Technology. If you know your party’s, punch-

ing 303 for —Lynn Hamlin.Is notin heroffice. Please

Hereplaced the handset and sat down, scanning the pages before

him. Core competencies of the Laboratory. Our mission in a post-Cold
War. Execute in accordance with best business practices. Matrix man-

agement. Successful integration of spirit, marketplace, and politics. He

paused now and then to mark something with a highlighter, staring

past the inscrutable words,as if meaningresidedliterally between the

lines. He glanced at the computer, and reached to swing the mouse,

causing the speaker to chimeasthesailing cursor froze despite his jig-

gling hand.

—Ohfor, lifting the phone andpressing 2666 for

— lo?

—Conor? Is that you? This is Philip from my office. Can you hear

me?

—ConorI can’t hear you, there’s something wrong

— ‘re ving a litt roubl ith th pho

—Can you comeup here?

—ca

—Conor? Can you

He dropped the phoneinto its cradle, glanced at his watch, and

swept papers into his case, rushing out past —somethingcalled capi-

talism which has as its divine right something called supply and

demand,his stride downthe hall fast yet unbalanced, slowingat a cor-

ridor to veer in a new direction up to E-501 WET PAINT where the

door was shut and the knob withall the equanimity of the inanimate

frustratedall his trials, until he saw taped to the wall Staff Meeting In

E-533 and went more quickly down the hall glancing at his watch,

turning left at E-525 full tilt to a corner where he slowed in confusion

at a silver sign E-530 -> which hefollowed to another turning, slowed

188



at E-550, turned again, and burstfinally into E-533 where a waspish

voice, —thoughtI’d leaveit out, fell abruptly silent.

Ten of them at the long table. Deputy andassociate directors, group

leaders, every one with more seniority than he had. Taking it for

granted that he would last a year at most. As he sat he gripped the

table. On the underside wood veneer gave way to some rough com-

posite of sawdustandplastic. Frank Szabo sat beside him with a yellow

legal pad and a styrofoam box.

—Sorry I’m, didn’t know the other room was. How’s everyone?

—MorningPhil, came Szabo’s waspish voice. —Goodflight?

—Frank, would you mind very much calling me Philip . . . what’s

that?

—This? Szechuan eggplant. Want some?

—No, I just, yes ah David?

—It’s awfully cold in here. Is there some reason the air condition-

ing’s on in the middle of winter?

—Frank? Any idea?

Szabo shrugged. —I could call physicalplant.

—Would you please?

Again Szabo shrugged, took out a phone and unfoldedit.
—Okay. I know you'reall curiousso I'll get rightto it. I met with

the secretary. I met with unders and deputies and assistants. You
remember Reese Turbot, he was here through ninety-one, he’s now
under for DP, defense programs, so we have an advocate there. We
talked about our mission in a post-cold wa

—Plant says they’re having little trouble.
—Did they say whe

—NoETA.

—Thankyou Frank. So I presentedall your concerns. I think I put
across our ah core competencies. I acknowledged thatin light of some
ah past problems we need a better management model. I said we’re
committed to, to executing in accordance with best business practices
to serve DOE’s customers who are of course the President and the

Departmentof Defense.

—A corporate management model? Youreally think that worksfor
us?
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—Arn,the secretary is setting up a commission. They have a year
to write a report on the future of all the governmentlabs. There are
corporate people on the commission. The secretary comes from that
world. We haveto act as if we’re listening.
—Are we?

—Yes weare, Bill. Because the alternative could be disastrous. So

our immediate missionis, let me just .. . shifting papers on the table
before him and tryingto focus not on the words or their evaded impli-
cations but on the yellow highlighter marks, —’to assure the safety
and reliability of the nuclear weaponsstockpile in the absence of

undergroundtesting”.

—Absenceoftesting?

—The upcomingseries offifteen tests is canceled.

—Canceled? And you wentalong with this, Phil?

—It wasn’t up for discussion, Frank.

—But Phil, you’re supposed to look out for our interests. You’re

supposed to makeit a discussion.

—She’d already talked to the joint chiefs. They agreed the series

was unnecessary. The administration wants a comprehensive test ban

treaty. Talks start in Geneva this month, and testing would jeopardize

that.
—We employ three thousand people out at Aguas Secas.

—Nobody wantsto close the site. Subcritical tests are still on the

menu, pendingthetreaty.

—Giveuptesting, I do notbelievethis.

—Frank, we're already nottesting.

—WhenLeo was here

—Leo’s not here.

—No, he sure isn’t.

—You don’t understand the situation. You should see the bills

being introduced in Congress. Cut our workforce by one third. Close

us downentirely. Eliminate the Departmentof Energy.

—All of that is such pardon me Phil bullshit. Do the rest of you

remember the video DOE sent whenthat ditz was appointed? What

she said? “The most importantchallenge facing the Lab in the coming

decade is diversity.” Ten thousand nukes loose in the former Soviet
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Union, proliferation in rogue states around the globe, decaying war-

headsin our stockpile, but first things first: hire more Hispanics.

—Well what do you expect she usedto be a utility exec

—Okay, now look

—take anythingshe says seriou

—everget a real scientist in that office

—canceled that test series just before Leo left, you know her reason

then? “I can’t explain this to my grandmother.”

—Okay, look everyone, can we get back on tra

—guess now we'rein the elder care business

—All right! Let’s cut the, cut to the, I mean we've gota lot to do

here.

—Mypoint, Phil, is that our destiny is in our own hands, and these

proposals from these out of touch jerkoffs don’t mean squat.

—I'm telling you what wehaveto work with. They understand the

difficulty of doing this withouttesting.

—Do they understand the difficulty of ceritfying new designs

withouttesting?

—Thereare to be no new designs.

—Well, blow me.

—That’s the official ah position, no new designs unless, let me see,
supremenationalinterest

—Oh,okay, you had me worried for a minute.
—Whatdo you mean?

—Supreme national interest means this statement is operative

until it’s not.

—So Frank, you’re saying that DOEis holding open an option to
design new weapons, and anyassertion to the contrary is just public
information.

—I thoughtyoutalked to Reese.

—Hetold me no new weapons.

—Not the same thing as no new designs. Okay, so we can’ttest.
Whatcan we do?

—Anything shortof a chain reaction. Subcritcal burns. Hydronu-
clear tests. Henry?

—There’s some debate whether those will be allowed under the
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proposed treaty. Some countriesare insisting on a zero-yield defini-
tion. They say anything using nuclear materials is a nucleartest.

—Well, that’s just foolish. No way we’re giving up hydronuclear.
—Frank, please ... 1 think that’s a matter for the treaty negotiators.
—Thehellitis.

—Just what does that mean,“safety and reliability” ?
Again his eyes sought highlighter marks as he paged forward to,

—"assurance that the primary will achieve ninety percent of its
design yield, and ah predict with high certainty the behavioroffull
weaponssystems in complex accident scenarios.”

—Andhoware we supposedto assure and predict if we can’t blow
things up?

—That’s our job, Arn. Find a way. What’s on the table is something

called science-based stockpile stewardship.

—Asopposed to what, theology-based stewardship?

—Frank...

—Phil, do these morons even know whatthe fuck they’re talking

about? WhenLeo washere

—All right, Frank, that’s really enough, we can do withoutthe, the

Leonid meteor shower.

—Just trying to help us out here, Phil. Somebody should.

—The other approach as you all probably know is engineering

based. Meaning, turned by a loud squeak from the styrofoam box as

Szabo sawedatits contents with a white plastic fork and knife.

—Lowblood sugar. Go on,I’m listening.

—TIwish you’d

—Do I have to file an environmental impact statement to eat

lunch?

—Just do it quietly. Meaning we just remanufacture decaying war-

heads. So that’s an option. Dave?

—Well, we already do that. But we can’t keep doingit indefinitely.

Too much ofthis stuff is only in people’s heads. What we've got now

is highly skilled physicists working as librarians, just documenting

what they did years ago.

—This wasn’t documentedat the time? Bombs were built without

plans?
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—No no, of course there are plans, but, but, you never worked

directly in weapons, did you, Doctor Quine?

—J Section.

—Yeswell, let me ah try to explain. You can dismantle two devices -
of the exact same mark and rev but with different serial numbers, and

the insides differ. I don’t mean the physics package, although some-
times you have differences there too, but just, you know, theglue, the
hardware, there are thousands of parts and when a part becomes
unavailable you substitute, so even if we had complete plans, some
subcontractors are gone, someparts or processes are unavailable. The
only way todoit, really, is to have people around who know howto do
it, not just technicians whocanfollow plans. I mean, pardon me Bernd,
I have the greatest respect for technicians, but the design and con-
struction of these things is really very intricate indeed. And we do
periodically upgrade a design, make a new rev, and that requires a
good deal more than, than remanufacturingskills.

—And anyway, as Dave says, we do that already, remanufacturing
gets us nothing new.

—Yes okay so to maintain core competencies .. .

—Well, we have to keep people interested. Attract new people. In
other words, baseit in science, not engineering.
—Henry?

—Iagree, butourfirst priority should be archiving and knowledge
capture activities.

—You meantalk to the old guys.
—Well yes Frank, exactly, our knowledge baseis aging, we have to

archive andcapture before all our designersretire.
—Talk about youreldercare...
—Butfor the long term, on an ongoing basis, we need to attract a new

generation of ah stewardsif we're to ah maintain core competency.
—Dave, in your opinion does “core competency”includethe abili-

ty to design new weapons?
—Well, of course if you've truly gotthe ability to ah stewardin the

full sense that would includethat ability, yes.
—How doesthat square with the department's public information?
—Well, having the ability doesn’t necessarily mean usingit. I per-
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sonally separate the act of designing a new weapon from physically

building it. I advocate maintaining the capability to design by exercis-

ing it, not by cutting new metal.

—Yes Frank?

—Howthe hell do weattract good peopleif all we have is mainte-

nance and cleanup? Wanted, nuclear janitors, I don’t think so.

—Well, that’s where Avalon comesin, said Ware, spreading his

hands.

—Avalon will attract new talent?

—The most powerful laser in the world? Oh, I think so. That’s a

draw.

Szabo’s plastic knife squeaked against the styrofoam. Held aloft on

his fork was a limp spear of eggplant. —Sothis is the deal? We give up

testing and we get Avalon?

—Notin so many words, but that seems to be what’s on thetable,

said Quine.

—But they’re committed to Avalon anyway, aren’t they? I mean

key decision zero went through ...

Quine looked again for highlighting. —”Approval of Mission

Need”, yes, but key decision oneis the important step. That approves

the baseline budget andthesite.

—You know, this thing is going to get built one way or another.

Since the SSC was canceled, DOE needsa long term big ticket project

to keep their budget up and wedeserveto haveit.

—TheSS, I’m sorry,Bill, I’m not up on

—The superconducting supercollider? The scientists thought they

could find the Higgs, the managers thoughtthey could write off Texas

style parties. They got defunded after digging a twobillion dollar ditch

outside Austin.

—Doctor Quine, I agree with Bill. You may not realize it, but we’ve

pushed for Avalon for years now. Theparticipating ICF labs signed on

last year.

—ICEthat’s inertial confinementfusion, Phil.

—Thanks very much, Frank, I know whatitis.

—Bill, you laser guys have wanted Avalon for years, but why

should I care? What does the weaponsside get outof this?
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—Youget to go on living, Frank.

—Oh,that’s cold, Bill.

—Comeon Frank, remember whatLeo used to say, always think

dual use. You get high energy densities, radiation flow, hydrodynam-

ics, equation ofstate, opacity, and even somethingthat shouldinterest

you Doctor Quine, x-raylas

—Listen you know,Id like to stop using that phrase, dual use. How

about benefit? Can westart saying dual benefit?

—Jesus, Phil, if it’s such a problem for you, we cancall it dueling
banjos.

—Anyway mypointis, Frank, this machine is great for weapons
science.

—Exceptthatif we sign on, testing’s gone for good.
—Frank, have you beenlistening? Testing’s gone anyway.
—It’s a huge mistaketo accept that. We can outlast this administra-

tion. We should hold our ground.
—We heard you Frank, said Quine.
Szabo turned his attention to Szechuan eggplant, white plastic

knife squeaking.

—All right then. The secretary wants a full conceptual design
report. If you'll look at these sheets, as the room’s stasis was broken by
the creakof chairs, rustle of papers being passed, of bodies leaning for-
ward.

—Jesus.

—All this by May?

—That’s the time frame. Let’s look at, at what else do we need for
this program. Marshall?

—Computersimulations. A sort of numericaltestsite.
—Simulations nevercaptureall the details you need. This is how

we got into so much trouble with Superbright,if you'll recall.
—Not the same thing, you were trying to model somethingthat

didn’t exist yet, but we've got data from actual shots to test our mod-
els against. Over a thousandtests, going back forty years. If we can’t
shoot off new stuff we can look at the old tests again. Archive and
reinterpret.

—Arewecalling this science? Sifting through our archives?
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—Frank...

—Also faster computers. I mean muchfaster. I meanteraflops. If

not petaflops. The great dome of Marshall Mosfet’s bald head inclined
toa pad. —We’retalkingat least a three times ten to the seventh prob-
lem with someportions running for more than ten to thefifth cycles.

Even with optimization, simulations will require say hundredteraflop

computing speeds and tens of terabytes of memory. We’re looking at

arbitrary Lagrangian-Eulerian and adaptive refinement meshes. We’re

looking at end-to-endfirst-principles simulation capabilities based on

high resolution adaptive numerical methods. We’re looking at mas-

sively parallel architectures. Full-system full-physics 3-D simulations

validated using AGEXfacilities and past undergroundtest data. We’re

talking scalability. Figure we’ll need to increase everything by factor

of ten by the time we’re done. The bald head cameup and the gleam in

Mosfet’s eye seemed to follow teraflops and petaflops up into some

cybernetic empyrean. —We’ve been talking to aXon about prototyp-

ing. They already supply workstations to the physics groups.

—Still with us, Phil?

—SureI, just a little jet lagged. So is this all possible?

—Just give us the funding.. . the funding which,asthe politician

once remarked about a few billion here and a few billion there, started

to look, with the addition of each new ballpark figure on the white-

board, like real money,a reality it generously extended on credit to the

still-prospective program namesalongside the figures: Avalon Laser

Facility $1.1B, DARHT Dual Axis Radiographic Hydrodynamic Test

Facility $120M, ADAPT Advanced Production and Design Technology

Program, ASCI Advanced Strategic Computing Initiative $122M,

APPF Atlas Pulsed PowerFacility $43M, AHF Advanced Hydrotest

Facility $422M, MESA Microsystems Engineering and Sciences

Application $400M, HEAF High-Explosives Applications Facility

$45M, FXR Flash X-Raylinear induction accelerator $85M, CFF Con-

tained Firing Facility $48M, ARS Advanced Radiation Source $240M,

ECF Explosive Components Facility $28M, BEEF Big Explosives

ExperimentalFacility, all with —goals and milestones, start drawing

them up,stifling a yawn. —Okay? Anything else? Are we done? Yes

Arn?
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—We’re rushingto get the sensors ready for the Persephone shot.

—Shot? There are notests...

—Moon shot, Phil. A joint NASA-DoD project. We’re supplying

the instrumentation and guidance.

—Oh,that. I just hadn’t heard the, the name.

—It’s on the cover of this month’s Century 21, Phil. Somebody

wrote a Director’s News column aboutit under your name.

—Yesall right, I know the project, I just don’t have timeto, to keep

up with all the cute names.

—Your ah columnhasit entering lunarorbit in early February.It'll

actually be March.

—Four weeksfrom launchto lunar orbit? Why so long?

—It’ll be in earth orbit for a while.

—Doing what?

—TIah, I don’t think everyone here needs to know that. Also, there’s

an addedleg after the moon,a rendezvous with a near-earth asteroid...

—And?

—Just want youto be clear on the entire mission.

—Okay, now are we... ? when a sudden dampnessonhis thigh
drew his eyes downto a dark stain spreading from a drip off the edge
of the table where black tamari had pooled under Szabo’s styrofoam.

—Frank...

Szabo followed Quine’s gaze, and the practiced annoyance on his
featuresflickered into genuine chagrin for a momentbefore he pushed
the box aside and stabbedat the pool with a napkin. —God,I’m sorry
Philip. I must have cut throughthe, I’m terribly sorry,I'll pay for the
cleaning...

—It’s okay, Frank. Look, why don’t wecall it a, yes Glenn?
—Wedo haveonelittle problem I'd like to bring up. This ah crack-

pot group, CANT,they’re suing us. They claim wedidn’t list new con-
struction on an EIS and that we’re hiding waste disposal information
related to thesite.

Quine looked guardedly around the room, where only blank masks
looked back.

—Yes Glenn, I think I know what that’s about. Counsel's already
on it. Bring what you have to myoffice. Oh, ah, while I’ve got youall,
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is anyoneelse having trouble with their phones?
—Phonefax ethernet you nameit, they’re pulling new cable, sup-

posed to give us T3 linesin every office but meanwhile it’s a mess, I’m

getting other people’s voicemail and I don’t know what.
—Frank?

Szabo looked up from folding the soiled napkin to say, —Afraid
there’s no helpingit, we’re upgradingall the lines because of the net-
work integration, secure wide bandwidth fiber optics, bound to be

some growingpains.

—Okay, are we, are we done? See youall la... while at the back of

the room behindtherising figures a door opened as Quineglanced up

to see —Dennis,is that you? I thought you were onleave.

—Entrepreneurial leave of absence, yes, but see I’m working on

something, and I wanted to show y

—Dennis, this meeting is for section heads onl

—I know, that’s why I thought you should all have a lookat this,

see I was visiting CERN in Geneva wherethis guy Tim Berners-Lee

came up with somereally neat stu

—Look Dennis, we’re fin

—sort of hypertext plus pictures, calls it the World Wide W

—Aren’t they doing this at SLAC? Converting their high-energy

physics database. Weenies.

—Well see I thought we might wantto get involved at somelevel,

I brought mylaptop so I could show anyone who

—TI'll have a look, Dennis, said Szabo. —Let these other machers get

on with their day, as somedrifted out into the hall, muttering, —going

to get criticism that Avalon has weaponsapplications, —well of course

it has weaponsapplications, who are we, General Foods? —good thing

it’s a construction project, always good for the local economy, probably

get the support of the Herald, —geez, we always get the Herald, edi-

tor’s son works here for Chr, —except when he’s been talking to that

CANTgroupandheforgets which sidehis

—Is that a supertwist display?

—Okayyouall, I’m

—Just so we don’t waste a lot of time here, Dennis, believe it or not

we've heard of the World Wide Web.
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—QOh,good, so you see the commercial potential.

—Commercial ...?

—Thisis called a brows

—That’s Mosaic.

—Ohyou know aboutit.

—NCSA.

—Right, National Center for Supercomputing, this guy there Marc

Andreesen showedit to me, see you can, as HTML ERROR404 FILE

NOT FOUNDappeared, —oops, let me just, as the screen filled very

slowly, top to bottom, onelineat a time, with a profile of carrot red

hair, a young woman’s arched brow andsultry eye.

—See they're letting Andreesen take the code and turn it into a

commercial product, he’s looking for investo

—How many megs RAM yougot?

—Whythe hell would anybody wantto sit around waiting for pic-

tures over some crappy twenty-four hundred baud modem

—Dependsonthepictures doesn’t it, as the young woman’s snub

nose fell fetchingly to a suggestion of rosy pursed lips just beginning

to appear.

—Ninety-six hundredis here, fourteen fouris just aroundthecor-

ner and eventually

—eventually we’ll all

—commercial? I don’t think

—Butsee if you could browse catalog andjust click on items you

wantto buy

—Andthis would be for who, people whofind mail order too chal-
lenging?

—What’s she sucking on?

—Ah, these are some graphicsfiles from a Lab machine, the sparta
node

—Jesus Christ, that’s gotta be nine incheslong.
Kihara’s face flushed as he stabbed at ESC, —Um,let mejust, sys-

tem’s a little slow responding,let’s go to another
—thoughtwe purged thosefiles months ago

—Gotto handit to you Dennis, you give good demo.

—Okay, everyone, I’m go
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—What’s this now?
—Wow, right between the
—This one from ourdigital mammography program?
—Sorry sorry, I don’t know where these came from but anyway

you get the ide

—Hey Dennis can I try? In a momentthe screen blanked to collec-
tive groans while below the windowbar ANDREW'SOFFICEa vacant
room slowly accreted, fluorescent lights, file cabinet, wall posters,
computer, chair. —Thisis live from my friend’s office at CERN, he’s

got a slowscan camera hooked up to his computer, updates the image
every two minutes.Is this cool or what?

—Okayevery

—Wait, slowscan ... Kihara poked at a device in his palm with a
stylus thesize of a golf pencil. —What’s his URL?

—everyone, I’m going. See you . . . as no head turned to follow
Quine out the door and into the hallway where the machers had dis-

persed leaving the wayto hisoffice clear except for —Bran! Have you
got a minute? Walk with me, and Nolan, haggard,fell in step. Past the

open doorways where countless managers sat bemused by their com-

puters and past a conference room where a point made too emphati-
cally sent a dry marker skating outacross the hallway.

—Philip. Check your e-mail today? Oursister lab in New Mexicois
offering five hundred dollars each for the internal organs of workers
like ourselves. After one’s demise, of course. The tissue analysis group

studies them for radiation effects. They have quite a collection. Some

of Karen Silkwood’s bones, relics worthy of pilgrimage. No premium
for managementorgans, I’m afraid. Have you heard the one aboutthe

dean’s brain?

—Bran,is it common knowledge that you're ghosting the Direc-

tor’s News columnfor me?

—If anyone thinks aboutit at all I think it’s naturally assumedthat

you have more importantthingsto do.

—Szabo needled me aboutit.

—Szabo needles everyone. How wasthe meeting?
—Well, apart from Szabo interrup

—No, I mean Washington.
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—Washington? Oh. We metin the SCIF, you know whatthatis?

—Sensitive Compartmented Information Facility, we’ve got one.

Basement room with no windows, EM shielding in the walls. And

what did you comeup with downin the bunker? If I may ask?

—Science-based stockpile stewardship.

—Difficile est non satirum scribere.

—What...?

—Whocameup with that lovely word stewardship?

—Thesecretary.I think she got it from some managementconsult-

ant.

—Whathappenedto yourpants leg?

—What? Oh,it’s just a, a spill, I should... but his intent went

unstated as they cameinto range of an orotundvoice raised in raptur-

ous self-appraisal, —President Eubanks,it just has a nicealliteration

to it doesn’t it? and —Dolores? Please . .. as the voice faded complete-
ly behind the closing door.

—Guy’s running for Congress, did you know that?
—Whatguy?

—Ontheradio.

Quine came out of the bathroom dabbingat his pants with a hand
towel discolored by tamari. —Glenn Boniface brought up something
we need to lookat, lawsuit from CANT, something about an EIS?

—How much do you know aboutthat?
—Nothing,really. We should go overit but I don’t have time now.

Tomorrow?

—TI'll check with Dolores.

—Thanks Bran, as the phone rang, —Yes? Already? Okay,just a
min, covering the mouthpiece, —See you tomorrow, to Nolan’s nod
and exit, passed on his way out by a cleancut younger man on his way
in, suited coiffed and dentifriced to a standard somewhathigher than
the lab mean as Quine came aroundthe desk towel still in his hand.

—Orrin Gate.

—Right, pleased to, excuse me, my hand’s wet, let me

—I’m very glad to meet you, Doctor Quine.

—just get some things together, opening then shutting his case,
opening then shutting one drawer and another, —here, sorry about

201



this, just back from Washington,a little disorganized . .
—Take your time. Did you get the phone I sent? The accountis

activated, just go ahead anduseit.
—Yes well, it’s not somethingI really need.
—You'll cometo rely on it. I promise you, five years from now

everyonewill have one. Moms, dads,kids, one in everycar.
—You’re interested in our orbiters, said Quine.

—Oursatellites need a low earth orbit for minimum latency time.
We're thinking of a constellation of a few hundred, though that may
change.

—Theproblem hereis that this CRADAbasically asks for access to

subsystemsof our Slingshot antimissile interceptors, whichisa classi-

fied project.

—Doctor Highet assured methatit fell under dual use. You can put

in place any firewalls you needto.

—We're calling it dual benefit now. The Slingshot thrusters, why

are those of interest?

—Lowearth orbits tend to decay quickly. My understandingis that

these thrusters permit stable orbits for a longer time frame.

—Can I ask what this means, in ah Appendix A, the Statement of

Work,“to establish the optimal topologies of a reconfigurable constel-

lation of low earth orbit satellites under a variety of conditions”

—Because of latency and bandwidth issues we may need to fine

tune the constellation onceit’s in place. You see

—yYou wantto put satellites in orbit and then move them around?

I’ve never heardofthat.

—It gives usflexibility our competitors lack.

—Andthesearecivilian comm sats.

—Civilian, military, possibly both.

—You don’t know?

—aAtthis point in time, we’re not sure what our content will look

like. A constellation of satellites might have to be reconfigured quick-

ly to take advantageof rapidly changing markets. We need to maintain

fluence and modularity. We need to handle multiple channelrates,

protocols, and service priorities and to support a wide rangeof applica-

tions including the Internet, intranets, multimedia communication,
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LAN interconnect, colocation, wireless backhaul, et cetera. Many of

the applications and protocols we’ll serve in the future haven’t been

conceived yet.

—Well in that case how can you, I mean, that’s not the business

plan I read.

—Well, no, what you have mustbe half a year old. And I mustsay,

this slownessis discouraging andcostly.

—Yes well, I have to run this by the book.

—At other labs, I understand, NASAlabs for instance, directors can

approve CRADAsdirectly.

—Yes, that’s true of the GOGOlabs but we’re a GOCO

—cContractor operated, yes, but NASA labs are GOGO. Nowthis

Slingshot technology is being used on an upcoming joint NASA-DoD

mission, lunar mapping,is that right?

—Wheredid you get that information?

—Aviation Week. I was hopingto gain access to the thruster per-
formance data from that mission. And the sensor performancedata.
—The sensors? Why?

—As I say, our content is still fluent. Weather, environmental
tracking, surveillance, all are possible missions for these platforms.

—Look,this is extremely broad. We can’t shareclassified DoD data.
—Well, of course the data would be reviewed by DOE and DoD

before wesharedit with ourstrategic partners.
—Partners. Whatpartners.

—If the CRADA were in effect and you were properly nondis-
closedI’d be morewilling to share that information.
—Are yourpartners defense contractors?
—No,at least not for the US.

—Notfor the US? They’re foreign partners?
—Oneis.

—Then wecan’t possibly share this data. It raises all sorts of, of
export control issues. Anyway, you see here, whereis it, here, Article
22, “US Competitiveness, products embodyingintellectual property
developed under this CRADAshall be substantially manufactured in
the United States.”

—TIthink I see the problem.This is about Mister Kim,isn’t it? Doc-
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tor Highet was suspicious of him. Mister Kim is head of the aerospace

division at Hyundai.If all goes well they’Il be assembling the sats for

us. I tell you this in strict confidence.

—Theseplatforms were designed to be kinetic kill vehicles. You’re

not interested in that part of their mission?

Gate stared at him for a moment, then laughed. —Well that’s .. .

Wasthat Doctor Highet’s idea? But then, he’s knownforhis flamboy-

ant imagination. No, we just want maneuverable, low orbit platforms.

—Whatyou wantthem for seemsahfluent.

—Doctor Quine, I’m a visionary. In my industry you haveto be.

That doesn’t mean I have a single vision, I have many visions, con-

stantly adjusting to the market. | thrive on chaos. Whenother people

run in fear, I see an opportunity.

Quine touched a throb in his temple and shut his eyes while out-

side some engine unseen went on withits building, then he refocused

on the pages before him.

—Howdoyouplan to launch these?

—We're inviting bids from international launch providers includ-

ing the US, Russia, China, and Korea. Candidate rockets include the

Atlas, the Proton, the Long March, the No Dong...

—No Dong? Isn’t that a North Korean missile?

—I've talked to Senator Chase aboutthis, and he’s eager to move

things along.I really need to expedite this before the Persephone launch.

—That’s in two weeks.

—That’s why I’m here. Can we go forward?

Quine stood and extended his hand. —I'Il be in touch.

—Seriously, Doctor Quine.

—I’ll review this material with the Slingshot team andlet you know.

—Let me know when?

—Whenwe're done.

Gate leaned slightly forward and clasped Quine’s hand briefly.

—Thanksfor yourtime.

In the vacantoffice Quine glanced at his watch, then the wallclock,

then lifted the phone to hear a waspish voice, —terrible administrator,

lost control of the meeting, and replaced the handset, face burning, the

heat diffusing into a kind of despair as he stuffed papers into his case
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and snappedit shut.

—Dolores? He stepped into the outer office where, —no nono, heh

heh heh, a bully pulpit is not a pulpit used by a, as Doloresstilled the

radio and looked up. —Is this, is this guy everoff the air?

—Sacramentorerunsthe showthree hourslater.

—Okay look, I’m leaving early. I had almost no sleep and, and,

what?

—Your appointmentwith Jeremy Rector?

—OhJesus. Can you, oh never mind,let’s get it over with, and he

retreated to the inner office, where the noise of jackhammers rode

over the din of some compressor as he went into the bathroom for

Naproxen 220 mg and saw ashe turned the tap an inch of waterstill

standing in the sink. He swallowedthe tablets, then jiggled the drain

lever repeatedly until a few small bubbles emerged and the water

slurped away. He sat at the desk and opened a folder Jeremy Rector

Principal Management Analyst, and frownedat the vitae inside for a

minute before slapping it shut. The jackhammersfell silent.

Rector entered, clothed in a brown woolsuit, swinging a calfskin

case.

—Jeremy, sit down.

—Thank you Doctor Quine, as the calfskin case clicked open with a

snap and stack of folders came out onto the desk.

—Canwe, before westart, I’ve been looking at yourvitae ..
—Oh,is there a problem?

—No but, I mean, you came here straight from the General

Accounting Office, is that right?

—Yes, I was lookingfor a change.

—Highet hired you?

—wNo,it was after heleft.

—But you talked to him at somepoint?

—We,ah, had discussion, yes, brief, informal. Why?

—Because it seems, | mean, Highet is implicated in some of these

investigations, it could appear improper that you werehiredat a time
when...

—I wentoverthis with Lab counsel. You know, IRS agents some-
times go into private practice, you can hire them to represent you if
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you're audited. To me this is similar, an audit just goes easier if you
have someone who knowsthe ropes, who can clarify issues for the
auditors. I think Doctor Highet understood that, he certainly never
said I was supposedto,well, cover anything up.
—Nono I’m not suggesting, just wantto, to clarify ...
—What?

—Well, my position. That I’m not condoning anything but full
cooperation in any ongoing investigations.

—Ofcourse.

—Thenif we can, I wantto look at this buffer zone business.

Rector opened a folder. —Right. Well, it seems that the toxics miti-
gation pilot program, Site Alpha, you know, the vineyard over the
toxic plume, needs to be expanded.

—Expanded? Why?

—Well, the plume is spreading offsite. The expansion bringsit

onsite again. Anyway, some people in E Section got windof this, rec-

ommendedit actually, and they boughtland in the expansion zone.

—They thought they could makea profit selling the land back to

the Lab? But that’s, what’s wrong with these people, don’t we pay

them enough,that they haveto pull this crap?

—TI think we can convince GAOto drop the investigation if the

people involved makerestitution.

—TIs that enough?

—If you wantto reprimand them in someway,that’s your choice.

Butin the interests of the Lab’s ongoingsituation, I’d say settle it and

moveon. Now wehavethe missing property and the unassigned over-

head costs ... as Rector shifted the first folder to the bottom of his

stack revealing the next, one inch thick.

—Look, Jeremy, I’m sorry, but is this urgent? I mean twenty-four

hour urgent?

—Well, no, I mean we have monthsto respond, but there’s a lot to

get through and I thought

—I know, I just, I’m just kind of jet lagged and I can’t really con-

centrate, so if you don’t mind...

—Fine, and thecalfskin case clicked together with the chirm of the

phone.
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—Hello?

—Enjoy your weekend, Doctor Quine.

— jefe?

—Conor?Is that you?

— old meto cal

—Conor, I can’t, the phonesarestill, can you hear me?
—ay?

—LookI, if you can hear me,I, I, let’s not meet today, I’m going to

leave early. Okay? Okay?
—k

He dropped the handset on the cradle, muttered and swept papers
into his case, latched it, and strode into the outer office where —a

grass roots bottomsupeffort, was suppressed as he entered.
—Okay Dolores, I’m

—DoctorRéti is on his way up.
—Christ! Didn’t I tell you, as a knock sounded. His eyes darted

around the room for an escape he knew wasn’t there from the
inevitable he’d been putting off for months by cautious scheduling.

Morose, limping, Réti entered. He bore a gnarledstaff taller than
himself, and the expression of a man who’d spent too muchtime with
fools.

—Doctor Réti, it’s, it’s good to see you. Come, come in... and
Quine led the way into the inneroffice as Réti glanced dispassionate-
ly around the room.

—So. Howis our youngdirector getting on?

—Notso young.Forty.

—Before I was forty, we had dropped atomic bombs on Hiroshima
and Nagasaki. Just a few yearslater, I argued to build a laboratory, this
one, to learn everything we could learn about nuclear weapons. So you
are right. Forty is not so young. And now, almost half a century after
the first bombs, we go on learning.

Quine said nothing. Réti stared past him at the drawn blinds,
beyond which a jackhammeropenedfire.
—MayI sit? Réti gestured at a chair.
Forgive me, of course, please.

Réti limped slowly to the chair and lowered himself into it. The
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staff leaned againstit like a limb of Yggdrasil. —Butthat history is not

important now. Whatis important now is to keep the Radiance pro-

gram alive.

—Doctor Réti, the administration and the Department of Energy

have decided that our work on Radianceis over.

Réti pointed at him. —This important knowledge, for which you

and so many others fought so hard, mustnotbelost.

—The knowledgegained wasnot, in myview, primarily scientific.

—You do not yet understand, there are ways to keep programs

alive, to reorganize their componentparts.I will tell you how.

—Yes, but

The pointing finger raised. —One moment. Manyyears ago, when

I was for one semestera visiting professor at your university, and on

your doctoral committee, I read yourdissertation and I thought, here

is a young man who understands physics. And when your paper on

quanta was published with Sorokin, I knew that it was so. I lobbied

strongly that you should have a Heinrich Hertz fellowship to come

here. And you did excellent work. Now youare director, a rise of mete-

oric speed, and I wish to put at your disposal some of my experience.

—Youflatter me. My understanding of physics is not that deep.

And the work I did on Radiance was deeply flawed.It led to a scandal.

—Theworkis notflawed. The scandalis in the political necessities.

—Doctor Réti, perhaps you forget. I worked on the Superbrightx-

ray laser for years. It didn’t work and wepretendedit did. And we suf-

fered the consequences.

—MayI remind you that despite your ownhighlycritical, one might

almost say self-lacerating report, our entire team was exonerated by

the General Accounting Office. The ideais still a good one. And thatis

why we must proceed with it on different terms. Now listen to me.I

will tell you what we mustdo.

—Sir, with all due respect. I am director, and I am responsible to the

Departmentof Energy. It is my decision.

Réti’s brows came together. He breathed heavily. —Youare notlike

Highet.

No, sir, lam not.I believe that’s why I was appointed. 

Réti sat forward in his chair. His hands met between his knees.
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—Look. Myfriend Leo Highetis an enthusiast for new ideas. Like me,

he is an optimist. There is nothing wrongwiththat.

—TIn this case optimism becamefraud. |

—I spoke well of you to the regents. I supported your candidacy.

Despite that Leo Highet was my friend, and in my opinion ousted

unfairly, I did so for the good of the Lab.

—] appreciate that,sir.

—I remembertoo that you visited mein the hospital. I should like

to think of you as friend.

—You do me too much honor.

—Myfriend Leo Highet has his weaknesses, I do not deny it. But

whateverelse, he has passion. And he understandsthepolitical neces-

sities of funding.

Leaning forward, Réti grasped the staff and stamped it upon the

floor. —Funding comesfrom the threat. Now, this administration does

not think that Russia is a threat. I say they are wrong. But even so,

there is no shortage of threats. There is another great threat, and I do
not mean the threat from north Africa to southern Europe. Thereis a

threat of being hit by a comet, or asteroid. The last time it happened
was in Tunguska,Siberia.

—TIn nineteen hundred and eight, said Quine. He had heard this

before. It was part of Réti’s road show. Following Tunguska he brought

up Chicxulub (Mayan, somesaid, for devil’s asshole) where, during

the Cretaceous Period, a meteor had hurled enough debris aloft to
darken the earth, changeits climate, and cause planetwide extinctions.

—Yes, in nineteen hundred andeight. I was then five monthsold.It
was an abovegroundexplosion of ten million tons equivalent. Hadit
happened neara populated region, it would have beenthe biggest dis-
aster, and we have excellent reason to believe that this disaster with

appropriate notification can be averted. Here is a threat thatis less
probable than most other threats, but when it happens, it can become
so big that, you know, it wiped out sixty-five million years ago the
dinosaurs. That I think is a very interesting threat.

—According to the secretary of energy, said Quine, —the Lab’s
mission is now stockpile stewardship and management.

Réti fixed his eys on Quine. —I understand you held a meeting.I
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would have liked to attend.

—I'm sorry, I thought you were out of town. It was urgent that we
move forward.

—I have noofficial duties. It is your prerogative to include me or
not. But I will say that other directors have profited from my experi-
ence.I will say that I have always been notified of meetings.

—TI'll see that you get complete minutes. It was a discussion of the
stewardship program. We

Again the staff struck the floor. —Stewardship. Do you know what
that word means? It means you are warderofthe sty. A keeper ofpigs.
Is that what you wish?

—The stewardship program hasinteresting elements. For example,
the Avalonlaser.

—Yes, Avalon, do you think I don’t know? Avalonis ours byright.
Wehaveplannedit for years. Since the very beginning of this Lab we

have pursuedinertial confinementfusion. I wrote the first papers on

it. Now, this new administration wants a test ban treaty, which is

impossible because Russia will cheat. And they think to buy our com-

pliance with Avalon. I say we should have Avalon plus Radiance!

—That’s impossible. All missile defense work is now run by the

Pentagon.

—The Pentagon will not continue the x-ray laser.

—Perhapsnot.

—Onwhich you workedso hard, gave so much.

—You could look on Avalonas a way of continuing and vindicating

Radiance’s x-ray laser work.

—Whatwill happento J Section?

—TI can’t say at this time. Therewill becuts.

—Listen to me. You must makea project to investigate the possible

results of an asteroid impact. And the possibilities of protecting us

from such an impact. And then you will find that much of Radiance,

including Superbright and Slingshot, is also goodfor asteroid defense.

Lasers, orbiting interceptors, nuclear weapons, all this can be repur-

posed. There is time to get all this into the budget request. There is

support in Congress. We musthavethis!

—Frankly, sir, I’m not sorry to see this missile defense work gone.
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Manyfeelit’s a violation of the antiballistic missile treaty.

—Thattreaty is no longer valid because the Soviet Union no longer

exists. In any case, this work will never stop, because it has many pow-

erfulallies.

—Whatdo you mean?

—You will see what I mean. And you will be sorry youlet it slip

away from you.

—Doctor Réti, our budget may be downthis year but

—TIt is not just the money! They cannotbe allowedto tell us what

to do. And in our work there must always be a nuclear component. Do
you know why? Because they fear the nucleus. They respect it. And

weare its masters. But now they would reduce us to simulations. This

must notbe. This would be our end.

—Wehaveno choice.

—Do you understand something, when Radiance started, I could
go directly to the president and ask for funds. On one occasion |

secured a hundred million dollars, just by asking. On another, sixty
million. Just like that, and gnarled fingers rose and met but did not
snap, —From black budgets. Now wehave a new president. I cannot do
that with this new president. So you must.

—TI can’t.

—You must! Why do youresist this?
—Sir. Radiance cost us credibility, we lost good people overit, we

lost the trust of our owners. We'll have nothing further to do withit,
in nameorin fact. That’s final.

Réti looked up sharply. Pale piercing eyes sunk in saggingflesh. He
thrust himself forward, trying to stand. The head of his staff swiped
the air. —You must not! Must not! Permit such an end to our experi-
ment. We mustfind the next enemy.

—Please! Quine stood at the moment Réti sank back into his chair,

eyes cast to the floor, mouth open, lowerlip pendulous. —Don’t excite
yourself.

At last Réti looked up at Quine, eyelids trembling. —I am stupid,|
am emotional, I am old. I had such hopes for you. Why do you not ask
me? Months you have been here. You do not come to me, you do not
ask mefor advice, for counsel, for anything. Thisis notright.

211



—TIapologize.I, I’ve been busy, and you're often nothere.

—Orperhaps you believe, as outsiders do, that 1 am some kind of

monster? But you knowbetter. In the old man’s eyes wasan entreaty,

in his voice a belligerence. —Do you know that I argued for a demon-

stration? To drop one atomic bombover Tokyo Bay,or on an uninhab-

ited island. There was not time enough,they said. It would be too dif-

ficult and expensive, they said, to build another bomb. That was the

last time I attempted to influence policy. It is not a scientist’s place.

But! I am not afraid to express my opinion as a private citizen! And

for a moment Réti wassilent, reflecting no doubt on the many times

he had expressed, sometimes on Lab letterhead, his opinion as pri-

vate citizen, but the memories were perhaps not uniformly happy, for

his eyes narrowed and whenhewentonhis tone wasconfidential, asif

he were unfolding some elaborate mystery.

—NowI will tell you something. During the War, weall worked

together, we all knew that the Bomb was important science and it was

important to the world. Weall felt that. When the War wasoverit

changed. We were nolonger together. There were two camps: make

more, better bombs, or stop there. You would think that men so smart,

so excellent in their field, could agree. It was obvious the Russians

would build one. But no. And the strange thing was this. We wereall

excellent, all first rate, but even so, some were a bit abovetherest, yes?

And the very best, these were the men whodid not want to go on

making bombs. So whenthis Lab started, I became director, because I

had no competition. I was the best of those who remained. Thebest of

not the very best, do you see? I had won bya forfeit. My friends were

no longer my friends. Now I talked with generals and senators, to

whom physics was a magic trick. To whom I was a magus. That was my

compensation. Nobel prizes for Bohr, Wigner, Einstein, Lawrence,

Fermi, Urey, Rabi, Bethe, Bloch. For me, the ear of generals and Presi-

dents. Now you know somethingI never told even my good friend Leo

Highet. Something I am maybe little ashamedof. So that you will

understand whatthisplace is to me.

He extended the staff. —But I will tell you further. I am right and

they are wrong. Theage of the heroic individual scientist is over. The

bomb changed everything forever. From then on we work always in
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teams, always funded by government. And governmentis not inter-

ested in physis, in scientia, they want techne. I saw this sooner and

more clearly than any. So we give them what they want! And in

return they permit us to go on with our work. And weare not, and

Quine shrank from the fury and loathing he saw in Réti’s eyes, —we

are not owned.

Leaningonhisstaff, Réti got to his feet, shaking off Quine’s hand.

Whenhehadleft, Quine sat trembling. He cleared his throat as if he

would speak but said nothing. He rose and went to the bathroom

whereheran waterinto a glass and reached for Valerian 500 mg when

the shrill of the phone turned him. He glanced at the mirrorto find
somethingviciousin the face there, somethingthat hid itself as quick-

ly as it had appeared.

—Yes Dolores? All right, tell Conor I can’t see him this evening.
I’m leaving now.

By the timehe reached the road an anticipation of night stood in
the east where the sun’s last rays raked tendergreen hills, an island of
serenity beneath the ridge’s stubble of windmills, relics of a time
before his time at the Lab when, howeverbriefly, its mission has
encompassed the passive generation of energy as well asits explosive
deployment. The enemy? Where now is the enemy? His distracted
gaze moved over the stopped traffic and the unfinished pylons of a
freeway overpass separating on the oneside lighted plinth of signs
Circuit City, Toys “A” Us, Barnes & Noble, Office Depot, Bed Bath &
Beyond, from its counterpart on the other side proclaiming CompUSA,
Zany Brainy, Borders, Staples, Linen ‘N Things, and past those to the
redtiled roofs of Estancia Estates whichrecalled an era so bygoneit
had never existed, a dream of California begun when Cortez’s men
landedon the Baja peninsula which they mistook for the setting of the
romance Las Sergas de Esplanadian, whose author Garcia Ordonez de
Montalvo averred that somewhere hereabouts was an enchantedisle
of gold and pearls and griffins where Queen Califia’s black amazons
dwelled and welcomed men once a year for purposesof procreation,
and Cortez’s men in their hope (two girls for every boy!) or disap-
pointment, or irony, gave the peninsula that empire’s name, whence
the nametraveled north to the Alta mainland andinto a further dream
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of gracious caballeros and sefioritas kept ever fresh to meliorate the

zeal of the friars Gaspar de Portola and Junipero Serra, whoin their

exigent grace converted nearly as manynatives as they enslaved, leav-

ing the land vacant for the newest dream of Gracious Living in The

Valley Starting in the $150,000 The VineyardStarting in the $250,000

and The Glen Starting in the $350,000, where the only visible gold

and pearl were the headlights andtaillights of innumerable cars crawl-

ing past that green island of serenity dotted with the frames of new

homesrising in the sun’s last rays like a tide of wrack up thehillsides.

His eyes darted like animals in the cage of his anxiousface, leapt from

the darkening ground of nature to the lighted figures of man’s

improvements uponit and back as if somewherein this vast scribble

and sprawl were signs to unlock the meaning of his slow unsteady

progress, but the sign before him said EXIT NLY,andled only to more

of the same.

As he entered the house he called out, —Lynn? coming into the

kitchen and glancingto the refrigerator where the calendar JANUARY

was marked 6 PHILIP BACKand redline crossed 24 through 31

LYNN IN GENEVA CTBT CONF and under 25 VANDENBURG

LAUNCH,andthento the sink, where apron strings were drawntight

across the trim back and flat shoulder blades up to closecropped black

hair touched with russet. His shoes squeaked crossing the blue and

white vinyl. She turned to him shaking water from her hands, smil-

ing, wiping them on the apron. —Welcome home.

—I’m glad to see you. God I’m tired. What a day.

—I knew you wouldn’t call me back. So I just showed up.

—] did call, I called you at homeandat work.

—But no message.

—I don’t like talking to machines.

—Andyou don’t wantto be overheard talking to me.

—Oh, come on,|

—Everyone knowsabout us anyway.

—Do you think so?

—yYou don’t sound very happy about it. She put her wiry arms

around his neck.

—I’m very happy.
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—Thank you, so am I.

—It’s not a problem at work? Nobody’s mad?

—No, they think I’m going to convert you. AndI will, too. Except

Tony Luz is mad at me.

—Hewantsyoufor himself.

—Toobad for him.

Ashe leanedin to kiss her a weight in him shifted but didn’t settle.
Herlips smiled underhis.

—Nowlet me cook. Here. She handed him glass of wine, golden

and heavy.

—Thanks. What's this about a lawsuit? I hear you’re suing us?
She bentto the oven,its door protesting as it opened. —Who, me?

You must mean that peacenik outfit I work for.

—They’re the ones.

—It seems you've beencareless with your EISes.

—Youdon’t meanthatoversight in the building plans, do you? We
issued anerrata.

—Need to know?She lookedup,black eyesglinting.
—Okay, sorry. I won't ask. Whatare we having?
—Grilled portobello mushrooms, risotto alla milanese, salad. Into

the oven sheslid a baking sheet bearing two mushroom capsbig as
hamburgers.

—Youspoil me.

—I do indeed. Will you set the table?
On its surface was a vase of alstroemeria shedding striped petals

into a bowl holding two Bosc pears and two green apples, and onto a
strew of newspaperclippings, US Forms Radiation Task Force, Inex-
cusable Experiments, 33 Hospitals Were Involved In Cold War Radia-
tion Experiments, Human Radiation Tests Were Widespread, Prisoner
Irradiation Probed.

—What’s all this?

She turned to him,a shallot in one hand, a paring knife in the other.
—You haven't seen?

—I’ve been busy.

—Philip, this is a huge story. Doctors injected cancer patients with
plutonium, they irradiated prisoners’ testicles, they fed pregnant
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women radioactive iron, all without their knowledge or consent.It
really has the Auschwitz touch. Andit’s not just them.It’s the down-
winders, the

—Down what?

—Thepeople wholive downwindfrom thetest site. All through

the fifties when the bombs were goingoff, and they had no warning,

no precautions, no compensation, the cancer rates are unbelievable,if

you could hear these people talk, Philip. It’s heartbreaking. Can you

hand methesalad bowl?

—Well, but, with testing stopped...

—That’s not the point. This is the department’s history. You can’t

bury history.

—TIthought you werepreparingfor the treaty talks.

—I am.I’m following this because Janine, the reporter, has worked

with us. You couldn’t have a better example of why people don’t trust

DOE.They stonewalled Janine at every turn. Someof the documents

were almostfifty years old and they still won’t comeclean.

—The newsecretary wants to changethings.

—Shedid the stonewalling.

—But, she extended the ban ontesting, she’s declassifying, and she

did admit to these experiments, you saw her opennesspress conf

—Shehad nochoiceafter the articles appeared. Anyway, she’s only

admitted to eighteen victims, there are probably thousands. Now

they'll form a task force and in a year or twothey'll still be arguing

over compensation.

Outside, beyond the black glass of the kitchen window, the yard

went suddenly bright in the wind bending a tree tripping a motion

sensor. He looked out at the tossing of the hedge someten feet away, a

wild motion constrained, chaos on the edge of complexity, until the

floodlight snapped off. Then he returnedto the clippings, Aguas Secas

Desert Witness No More Bombs No MoreTests.

—Did you go to this? Were youatthe test site?

—Oh,that. No, I stayed homethis year. You show up,youlisten to

the usual homilies about peace, you get arrested and released. You

spend three days validating each others’ righteousness and atthe end

of it all nothing has changed. I always come hometired and grouchy.
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Anyway I had too muchto do getting ready for the CTBT. Are you
changing the subject?

—No, I just...

—Philip? Our agreement?

—You don’t need to know anything aboutit. Really.

She scrutinized him. —AIll right. I trust you. Sit. Eat. You look
exhausted. Holding a baking sheet in an oven mitt she raised a mush-

room on a spatula andplaced it before him.

—Whata day.First the flight. Then a terrible, long meeting. Then
Réti came to see me.

—Reti?

—I’d been dreading it. He went on and on about this asteroid
defense stuff, still trying to keep Radiancealive through it. He won’t
give it up.

—Butsurely after all the scandals...

—Hethinks we've been exonerated. He thinksit’s a great success
that we spent the Soviets into oblivion. Maybe he thinks we can out-
spend theasteroid belt too.

—Hecan’t keep that program alive, can he?
—I don’t know. Notas it was anyway.
—You're under lot of pressure.

—You won't believe what Highet did. Our new principal manage-
mentanalyst is one of the guys who wrote the GAO report on Radi-
ance.

—Are youreally telling methis?
—Whatdo you mean? Ofcourse. It’s so Highet, I thought you’d

appreciateit.

—Soare you goingtofire this guy?
—Why? He’s been vetted, and anyway he maybeableto tell me

something about Highet.
—You've really got it in for Highet, don’t you?
—You don’t?

—Could we, I just want to not talk aboutit.
—I always wondered where you got that report on Superbright.

You had a copy even before I turneditin.
—Philip, you know

I

can’t tell you that.
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—Wasit Bran? Bran Nolan?

—Please, I can’t tell you. Have some salad... Arugula, watercress,

sliced pears, hazelnuts, walnutoil, raspberry vinegar, rinsing it with

the last of the Chardonnay, and then, —I have to look at somepapers,

here let me... He roseto clear the table as, across the last of her wine,

turning the glass by the stem, she watched him crossto the sink with

dishes and return to the clippings bunched underthe alstroemeria,

pausing at Aguas Secas Desert Witnessfinally to say, —Is it necessary

to call us Doctor Strangeloves in yourliterature?

—That’s not ours, Philip. That’s another group.

—Well ...

—It is strange that I love you, don’t you think? In her eyes some-

thing worried, then fled. She stood up and pressed her mouthto his.

Herbreath to his. After a momentshe broke it off. —But I do love

you, Philip.

—Yes,I...I know. But...

—Do you rememberthefirst time we made love? I came over and

told you to take myclothes off.

—I remember.

—I didn’t want to be carried away by the moment, I wanted to

decide it. For so long I thought that getting involved with you was a

terribleidea.

—But you keptcalling. I wondered if you wanted to use me.

—There wasa little of that. But you, you wantedto be used.

—Yes, I did. By you.

—You look, sometimes, you look so frustrated and disappointed,

but under it there’s somethingelse. Like you'restill looking for some-

thing. You haven’t given up. You didn’t just walk away fromitall.

—Are you sorry now that you have me?

She looked almost smiling up at him. —No.

They passed throughthe living room wherethe dead eyeoftelevi-

sion reflected the entrance to a side room. —I don’t want to keep you

from working, shesaid, a hand poised at her blouse, soon held in his,

moving to caress and hold, as breaths quickened, hands moved and

plucked more urgently where limbs stirred and came downin dark-

ness on the bed as her heat enclosed him hungrily, her legs drawn back
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for the swell of his entrance, her armsraised in a kind of supplication,

the pale light from the street sketching her smoothness and firmness
no longer an instigation but a reproach to his haggard flesh as he

rolled onto his side and she camenestling after to embrace him and

press the fronts of her warm thighsaginst the backs of his.

—yYou poor. You're so tired. Just sleep.

—I'm sorry. I...

—It doesn’t matter. Just sleep.

Ashis eyes closed his face slackened to a repose almostlike its child-

hood, some mocking semblance of an innocence he’d inadvertently
held through the passing of time and buffeting of experience that had
turnedit into this lined and sunken parody.

Somewherewithin this stricken countenance he wanderedin hall-
waysthat turned oneinto another, past WET PAINT andcuriousfig-
ures turning to watch, the corridor narrowing to a closed door where
the knob turned and turned unavailing and a waspish voice said, —a
terrible administrator, lost control of the meeting, thinks you can bury
the past, and —Philip!

—Huh,what!

—You were having a bad dream.It’s all right.
He shivered as she held him.In the streetlight the line of her lip

was archaic, without sympathy or flaw, more unforgiving than her
youth. He thought of Nan andhis heart quailed.
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TWO

Rainless January gave way to winter stormsthat blew in one after

another with no break, stacked like waiting furies over the Pacific,

driven to landfall by a jetstream which,satellite photos showed, thrashed

like an unmanaged firehose yet somehow kept its business end

trained on the Bay Area, so that as the new year wore on whathad

been the driest winter on record threatened to become the wettest, said

the newspaper Quineshookfree of its yellow sheath, waterfalling on

the seat beside him, and turned braking for orange cones around a

truck EBMUDat a broken hydrantlaving the flooded street as booted

workmenin orangeslickers waved him to DETOURthe wrong way

down Codornices, onto a curving road at the edge of town heading

into a rain that obscured any landmarks. Hefidgeted the radio on to

—widely expanded alcohol and drugtesti, stilling it for the slap of

wipers barely clearing the sheets of water that rippled over vagueness

until the Lab gates loomed and he parked under RESERVED DIREC-

TOR.He dashed throughthe outer doorandin the hallwaystill rush-

ing overtook two men talking who didn’t glance up from, —Thou

shalt not piss on a colleague’s funding . . . as he turned a cornerinto

—Bran!

—MorningPhilip. Slow down you'll live longer.

—Listen I need to talk to y

—TI’m on my wayto diversification seminar, can it wait?

—Well sure but

—Toobad, Id like to miss this thing.
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—Well come by myoffice later, will you ... ? as he jabbed an

unyielding 5 for the blessed but temporary solitude of brushed stain-

less steel, pulling Ohlone Val from its plastic sheath and unfoldingit

to Lab Hiring Criticized By Antinuke Group, for a stunned moment

—Damnher! and a trail of water tracking him to his office where the

radio was —worried he was going to do danger to himself, until he

closed the inner door and stopped short of his desk where —Conor?

sat.

—ThinkI found yourproblem.Disk is all messed up, you should

have a lot more free space thanit says here. Lookslike a partition was

removed but noterased, I’m trying to recoverit .. . come on now, give

me a break here, as Quine came aroundto peerat the screen.

—What’s this, thirty eight directories thirteen thousandfiles three

point one gigab

—Looks like he never threw anything away.

—Highet?

—I'd’ve thought he’d encrypt everything, look at these directories,

docs, contacts, 4thgen, xxx, what’s xxx? Thousandsoffiles here, as the

screen filled with a face framed in carrot red hair andlips pouted to
kiss, —What, Conor, whatis this?

—Wellit’s not a Polish sausage is it. Looks like one of those GIF
files they found on the sparta node back when. Want meto delete
them?

—Thoughtwedid that, yes Dolores what... ? turning to follow her
stare back to the screen beyond them. —Someoldfiles of Highet’s, we

were just

—You’re due in the conference room atten.
—Right, just one, as the door swung shut. —Why that woman

doesn’t knock ... Conor, can weget back to thislater?
—Yeahsure,just let me, uh huh,here wego, I thought so, as down

the screenspilled

Type Bits/KeyID Date User ID

pub 2048/0276B74D 1993/05/10 Leo Highet <highet@styx.banl.gov>

——-BEGIN PGP PUBLIC KEY BLOCK——-

Version: 2.6.3

MQEPAZIGPXOAAAEIALEPWTHRLZ6x0n75VZkUWwjpOFI3coOOVmB35xXcw
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Gym+Du8sbiuNgkrK+KwkHvJxdaywtkixRZkI/IEKEkKtWviruj520c1 tuySDNV+

MROpZUDKZbbjll2 PsCuTS9D4qFRXQ/hNKbTtFJ/QD9RavfBr2kTHEFqzqn-

mJY9KOIM2bDK312WZO54RiIHPPIYyzDMLahtCCHHxx2lqglyeFx

aqVgTROBVGYBdTnsQG26Yfq9HyEByrQ+KrlOaElxOjmQ96WGvfW441 hPjuj

7QXJYfOFMmSVhxgBBEu1 RRiEi/CdXjycyVvUfiGQh1 dWGYVulIMpjy9gmgvMO

IWIOQO3HBetyTgJ2t0OOAEQEAADQcTGVvIEhpZ2hidCA8aGInaGVOQG5vdx-

MuY29tPokKBFQMFEDIgPx4F63JOAna3TQEBWWSH/jxevyVRovVKhr1 FYN-

MbWyZ6VfcTg7WdDcsJXW2ZBm6ZnnBKwuXV6t7vOzlex+gvJ2f+zbhk49y

3cUIsPLbrCONA31/UC450QcBzLbTmmvekpsdWAUM5dxkFraoc4vKDFtaFv

YOHM2yeuYt7KPNnxHE/KGdVU9CJxXLN5xAEW4pCXFYtTNuMIk2vnLr7QbK

1WCAQHRQS50kVIJKOBPnOtPN3rvwQEChutOcw/ggwPrqAbZqF+ZNJZXCIjF-

FIXCgWbC5JypguLQzcMH/EdOw4A87IkheCOFnfENZBzUng9bLwxragCyi-

ADgz5AzcXZyDAKS1 KZBQcVEto6MLqbIDsyEQ2wi==JWor

——-END PGP PUBLIC KEY BLOCK-—-

—That’s Highet’s public key. You know, Pretty Good Privacy, Phil

Zimmermann’s encryption software? The feds call strong encryption

a munition, they’re prosectuing Zimmermann for exporting muni-

tions.

—TIthought, I mean,isn’t DES the federal encryption standard?

—Guesshe didn’t trust it enough to useit on his personalfiles.

—Canthis PGPbe cracked?

—TIn theory, anything can be cracked.In reality, this is a two thou-

sand forty-eight bit key. DES, that’s only fifty-six bits. Give me a week

on ourfastest computer and maybe I could crack DES for you,butthis,

forget aboutit. Unless you can guess his password.

—Did youeversee him useit?

—PGP? Nope. But his mail password hadsix characters, all lower-

case letters.

—Howdo you knowthat?

—I watched him log in often enough.

The door opened again for —Dolores, would you very much mind

knocking, my open doorpolicy doesn’t mean I want people just walk-

ing in every, yes I know I’m late, Conor could you

—Ohlisten, the P Section codes problem. Apparently it’s a hard-

wareerror.

—A hardware error? In the new aXons?
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—Something’s wrongwith the math chip. Every one of them gives

the exact sameerror, for just one pair of operands. Weird huh?

—Well tell them we wanta fix.

—They won't talk to me, they want you. Weput out an advisory on

the Internet. About a million users want thatfix now.

—I don’t have time to handle every little thing like this, this should

be a, a warranty repair.

—Believe me, I tried.

—All right, I’ll call. Now I really have to ... but as soon as Conor

wasout the door he paused at Lab Hiring Criticized, frowningasif it

were some vermin that unchecked would spread.

—J Frank Greer, please. Philip Quine, tell him it’s urgent . . . Wait-

ing with the phoneto his ear he tapped a computerkey.

From: Ihamlin@igc.apc.org

To: quine@lucinda.lab.gov

Subject: CTBT

Date: 4 Feb 1994, 10:30 (-O000)

| love you, I miss you. Genevais incredible. I think this treaty has a real

chance. Wonderful newsin the paperthat the US testing moratorium is

continued. You didn’t tell me! You’re so bad. See you soon.

XOXO

Lynn

For amoment a smileflickered there under the set brow and his hand

on the mouse fidgeted up a window Reply only to Cancel a moment

later at a voice in his ear, dropping his eyes to Lab Hiring Criticized.

—Frank,it’s Philip Quine.I just saw your page onearticle about our

auditor I mean analyst. Would you mind,in the future, would you mind

very much runningthis kind of thing by meor mypress officer? What?

Yes of course he spoke to me. No. No I don’t have a problem withthe.

Mypointis I didn’t think it would run. Off the rec, no I didn’t say that

because. Becauseit. Yes all right but. No I’m notsaying that. I think we

need to stay on good terms. But sometimesthere’s no good reasonto, to

stir up shit, you know? No I’m notaskingfor, just a friendly call, okay?

Just so I know whenanarticle’s goingto.Yes. Yes I will.

He dropped the handset and strode through Dolores’s office, ley Her-

ald folded underhis arm, harassed by an orotund voice, —both of them
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running on the mantle of reform, into the corridor where he turnedleft
full tilt past E-530 -> to burst into E-533, —Sorry I’m la... vacant but
for the long table. —Ohfor .. . and back around three bends to E-501
and the smellof fresh paint.

—Christ ...! he exhorted the empty table and chairs. He headed back
to his office, waylaid by a placard Diversification and Strategic Manage-
ment of Laboratory R&D Portfolio, stepping uncertainly into a dim
conference room wherea small group sat facing a viewgraph harried by
the red dot of a laser pointer.

—'ve got your stars, your cows, your dogs, your question marks,
you want to optimize the cycle so that your question marks become
yourstars and yourstars becomeyourcash cowsthat can be milked to
nurture new question marks before they become useless dogs that
have to be putto slee

—Excuse me. Is Bran Nolan here? Bran, can I see you?

Nolan came to the dooras the consultant resumed, —Now weturn

our attention to optimizing ourdiversification. The model that we use
consists of two functions. Thefirst is the total return, and Quine had a

glimpse of

R= NppsbRp + NpsPsukky + N,(Pss - Ps) Rs

I= N,C, + N,p,(1+r)NC, + N5C,

before Bran guided him into the hall and the door swung to behind

them.

—Thanksfor the rescue, thought I was getting the fifty-drachma

course.

—Branis this the, the what?

—Prodicus, a Sophist, sells his skills with language. I thoughtthis

ace was goingto start using Navier-Stokes equationsto figure market

share. Our share of the nuclear weapons market is pretty nearly a

hundred percentisn’t it?

—Bran, should I be in there?

—TIdon’t think anyoneshould bein there.

—NoI mean, I’m supposed to be in some meeting somewhere, but

the two main conference roomsare empty.

—TI wouldn’t worry aboutit.

—I’m goingback to ask Dolores. Did you see this? Quine unfolded
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Lab Hiring Criticized for Nolan’s outstretched hand. Hereadit impas-

sively.

—In future why don’t yourefercalls like that to me? Anytime you

say somethingto a reporter you can expect to see an unreasonable fac-

simile in print next day.

—But I thought, you know, a few monthsago they did thatflatter-

ing profile of the new director, I thought we had a rapport. . .

—Greer’s run that papersince we werethe biggest employerin the

area. Every so often he just has to kick the companystore.It’ll blow

over.

—Well, I’ve spoken to him, I madeit clear that we wantto be noti-

fied of somethinglikethis.

—Whydon’t you leave him to me? Highet tried to micromanage

press relations. Did more harm tha

—Doctor Quine!

—Dennis, are youstill, | mean, how can we miss you if you won't
go away?

—HiBran,I’m glad I ran into you both, have you got a minute?
—Notreally.

—Dennis, I’m late, can we

—Noyou're not, we're just starting.

—What, is this the... ?

—Yes, come on in... to where half a dozen men, twoorthree of

them managers whose namesescaped him,satat a table facing a pale
lined projection of a computerscreen littered with icons.

—Thisis Jerry Seller CFO,Jerry this is Philip Quine director .. .
—Pleasure sir. So how you know Dennis?
—Dennis was ah our media guru here. He’s on leave, but westill

seem to see a lot of him.

—Yes I’m moonlighting I guess you could say. Now before weget
started I hope you don’t mindI needyouall to sign this, purely a for-
mality, this form just a standard

—nondisclosure agreement, whereas 3Vid possesses certain busi-
ness, product, technical, marketing andstrategic infor
—so if you could, yes there, and on the next page, and therider, and

initial here...
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—What’s so hush-hush Dennis, a personal missile defense?
—Sorry I just, myclients needto protect their intellectual proper-

ty, yes thank you, ah, and, is this everyone? Everyone has signed?as
he turned to the laptop and the arrow cursor danced nervously across
the projection. —Now if you'd all just put on these ... as he handed
around cardboard eyeglasses with red and green cellophane lenses. —
Eventually we'll market this as a standaloneflat panel display you can
hang on any wall, but we coded it as a screensaveras a sort of proof of
concept...

—We going to watch The Creature From the Black Budget, Den-
nis?

—Nolet mejust, I have to switch modeshere, as the screen display

fractured into a tangle of green and red images.

—Where’s Waldo?

—Okay now everyoneif you'll put these on... until they resem-

bled a crew of dissolute arctic explorers, —stand abouthere, ah, you

may have to squinta little...

—What’s that, Hieronymous Bosch?

—Un,here, if you option-click on the upperleft, oops, I mean the

upperright you get

—A copyright notice? You copyrighted Bosch?

—Welicensed the entire National Gallery, they ownthe individual

copyrights, but ourcollection of them is um proprietary, yes andhere,

the upperleft, you get the title, um, Garden of Earthy Deligh

—It changed.

—Right, see that’s the whole thing, it keeps changing so you don’t

get bored, and you canset the cycle time or randomize. .

—Sure, don’t want to be stuck looking at the same painting for

more than a minute, what’s this?

—little glitch there, sometimes the screen doesn’t clear completely,

ah, we seem to have part of Saint Sebastian mixed with,ah

—Magritte? I like the bowler hat.

—press control F1 for a refresh, oop, ohsee, this is anotherfeature,

password protection, just let me ah

—That an Annunciation?

—but what’s that in her um
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—Anotherof those GIFfiles, not exactly an immaculate conception

is it

—Seemsto comeright out of the screen at you.

—don’t know how this got into our database, somekind of mistake,

as he jabbed desperately at controlF1.

—What’s that annoying music?

—Oh,that’s Mozart.

—Mozart? Soundslike Salieri on the zither, that relentless deedle

deedle...

—Unmwell here, you canalt-shift-click on this uh squiggle, thislit-

tle icon here... ?

—That’s a treble clef.

—andsee, here’s the help file, MicroMuse version 1.4, trademark,

Smart Markov Autonomous Recombinant Melodygenerator, patents

pend

—What’s the matter, couldn’t license the real thing from the

Kéchel people?

—The, the who... ?

—Never mind.

—See, here in this popup here you can pick any style or composer,

Franz Lisp, CPU Bach, Mostly Mozart...

—Think you're infringing there on a Lincoln Center trademark

there.

—Ohreally? Kihara made a note on his tablet. —Andhere, instru-

ment selection, choose your orchestra, some of the General MIDI

instrumentsare little rough but when weget better samples, as the

deedle deedle changedto the tuneless clangor of —cowbells that’s not

right, let me just, eventually we'll have world class samples, we're try-

ing to license Yo-Yo Ma’sviolin ..

—He’s a cellist. But maybe he moonlights.

—Dennis,I’m, whyare you showingusthis?

—I thought we might wantto get involved at some lev

—Dennis, I’ve got to, walk with me will you ...as he guided the

eager young man downthe hallway for —This is a governmentlabo-

ratory, nota multimedia startup.

—Well yes, Mister Seller is the startup but I just thought because
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flat panel displays are in our portfolio we could
—Denn

—get involved at somelevel in a partnershi
—Dennis!

—...what?

—Look, I appreciate your ah enthusiasm, but we’re not, | mean,
could you concentrate on, on somethinga little more relevant to our
mission here?

—Well but see I thought this could be packaged as a security
enhancement, you know howX Section leaves their computers onall
the time, even when they’re away from their desks and this could be a
secure screensaveralso a kindof battlespace display for the strategic
modeling that X Sec
—Look Dennis, why don’t you get back to your demo, we'll talk

aboutthislater.

—But Doctor Quine . . flinching from a raised hand that came
away holding green andredlenses no longer confounding the eye but
upsetting afresh the mind that had adapted to them, until it came
through a familiar doorway to —Dolores, get ah, what’s his name,
Steve Task of aXon Computing for me. I’m returninghis ah, whatisit
Conor?

—Here’s that directorytree.

—Okay, thanks, and close the door would you. He sat down as the
phone blurted. —Hello. No Dolores I won’t hold, get him on theline
then call me back, his eyes going blank for a moment in which it
seemed he might almost relax before they tensed again to fall on the
sheet Conorhadleft as the phone chirped.
—Yes this is Philip Quine. Yes I know about the problem,I don’t

know why you wantto talk to me, this should be a simpl, what? Stan
who? Flack? Lawsuit? Patent pending on multiplic, wait, what are you
talking about? What do you do mean hegot us on board? CRADA?
With who? Systems Concepts And Methods? No,look, this is thefirst
I’ve heard of. Anyway what does this have to do with the errors, |
called because our physics groupis getting multiplic, okay now wait
will you. Will you please just. What do you mean notanerror. There’s

onepair of operands that returns the sameerror every time you mul-
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tiply them, the same error every time, $0, SO

.

. . what? On purpose?

You built a math error into the chip on purpose? But what do you

mean a different algorithm, a mistake’s a mistake. Infringe on what.

Look this is, I really don’t know how this whole mess I don’t even

know this Stan Flack, but we’re committed here to building a massively

parallel supercomputerwith these chips andthis is just unaccep. Inter-

net? Users screaming for a fix, well of course they are, what did you

expe, what do you mean they'd never have noticed if we hadn’t, we, we

put the word out? How? Well sure, someone here might have posted

to a newsgroupit’s still your mistake! Softwarefix, yes, we'd like that

as soon asposs,I, I really don’t care how muchit’s going to cost you,

no I don’t care about yourfirst quarter earnings we have our, our own

prob. We are notto blame for the whole thing! All right. All right then

fine. Fine then. See you in court, tapping the cradle for a dial tone but

getting instead a waspish voice, —Who, Mister Dial Tone up there?

Just wonder how longhe’s goingtolast.

He dropped the phone and toucheda vein beginningto throbin his

temple, Quine brought frontmost a window he’d opened that morning:

cd /highet/contacts

Is

grep -Fi ‘null’ address_book

>Nullpoint Systems, PO Box 314, Tracy, CA, 95378.

as the phone rang again and —Sendhim in, and through the door

came Jeremy Rector, smoothly swinginga calfskin case.

—Good afternoon Doctor Quine. We missed you at the meeting

this morning.

—Yes, there was some, some confusion...

Rector sat and his case came open with a snap. —You’'veseen this?

passing him report in blue covers, Adopting New Missions And Man-

aging Effectively Pose Significant Challenges GAO/T-RCED-94-113.

Quine opened to the executive summary where Experts and agency

officials agree that the laboratory's new missions needto be clarified if

their resources are to be used mosteffectively before he closedit.

—YesI, I testified that, that the lab’s new missionshaveto beclarifi

—That’s one down. Now aboutthis missing property ...

—Jeremy, you've seen this? pushing Ohlone Valley Herald into
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Xector’s gaze. —Whenwetalked about your hiring you didn’t tell me
you'd worked on the GAO Superbright report.
—I assumed you knew. My name’sonit.
—Ofcourse I read it, but that was before I knew your name.Is

there somereason yourreportfailed to mention my report... ? Quine
opened a drawer and drew out An Analysis of False Brightness in the
“Taliesin” Test of Radiance “Superbright” X-Ray Laser Component.
Rector examinedit.

—TI never sawthis.
—Highetdidn’t give you a copy?
—No.There werevariousclassified materials which were summa-

rized for me, but I didn’t have access to them.

—Because I have to agree with the Herald here, given my own
involvement, that GAOreport on Superbrightread to melike a white-
wash.

—AsI knewthefacts it was an accurate representation of what was
provided.

—It came outshortly after you hired on here, didn’t it?
—Let me think. October? After Doctor Highet had left at any rate.
—It exonerated Highet.

—Toolate to save his job.

—Weren’t there some other matters under investigation? Some-
thing about a shell company.

—AsI recall there wasn’t enoughtoinvestigate.
—Wasthe companycalled Nullpoint?
—TIdon’t recall. Look, Doctor Quine, if you have some problem

with my work...

—Nono, I just, you know, we’ll just hope this .. . blows over. Now
whereare wewith this missing property?

Where they were, after an hour, was in a quagmire of missing
papers, unfiled requisitions, and slipped cogs of a bureaucracy bur-
dened with irrelevancies to the point of, if not breakdown,at least a

deficit of some forty million dollars.

—Whatdoes this mean,sensitive property? Classified?
—Nono,in this context sensitive means items susceptible to being

appropriated for personal use or readily convertible to cash. Cameras,
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tape recorders, tools, that kind of thing.

J checked out someclassified papers this weekend,if the signout

sheets for property are as badly managedit’s no wonder,I had to go

looking for the guy on duty. Why can’t people just, just do what

they’re supposed to do?

—It’s not as bad asit looks.

—What do you mean, wedon’t have a clue whereanyofthis stuff

went, or how it disappeared.

—The way I’d deal with this is to say that you're following DOE

procedure

—Butwe’reclearly not.

—as well as you understandit, and point out that other DOElabs

have similar problems, or worse. When they broaden the inquiry the

pressure will come off you. Nowthe next thing are these unassigned

overhead costs ... as a folder over an inch thick came to thetop of the

pile.

—Yes but

—You’ve looked this over, right? Out of an operating budgetof one

billion dollars, four hundred million are in unassignedcosts

—Fourhun,forty percent?

—Yes, and some interesting liberties were taken with whatis

accounted for, let’s see, ten million in defense programs charged to

overheadas, ah, Emergency Meal Chits...

—Butthis is, what year wasthat?

—F Y ninety-one.

—Butthat’s, I wasn’t even, I don’t see how

—Well westill have to addressit.

—Yes okay Jeremy but I’m out of time now, I have to... though

whatevernecessity was pressing him vanished with theclosing of the

door onto a momentofstillness that brought not peace but a void, as

if some paralysis of the spirit commandedin its train a paralysis of the

mind. Whenhis attention returned, it was to the items on his desk.I

love you, I miss you. Lab Hiring Criticized. How could she? In his

mind’s eye the line of her mouth,theflare of her lips were set against

him, and then they gave way suddenly to another’s, Nan’slips, soft

and opening to speak, so present that his breath came short, a taste
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almostwasin his mouth, of sandalwood, bittersweet as a pang of long-
ing, or of conscience, her absence from his life now as permanentand
irrevocable as the closing of thoselips. The errancy of his heart
stunned him, and hesat in the aftershock of its protest, not under-
standing, unable to retreat from its need to pay in full some debt he’d
forgotten.

—Nan... this is, this is Philip. I, ah, well, would you... look some-
thing up for me? Employee records for a Devon Null. He wasin J Sec-
tion a few yearsago. Thanks.I’ll ... ah, I’ll talk to youlater, returning
the handsetto its base then standingin agitation to pace the room. He
raised the blinds to stare downontheflooded construction pit until in
the outer office a voice rose, —Hell, Dolores, you know me, moments
before the intercom buzzed.
—Who? No Dolores I can’t spare a minute not even half a, but

already a manfilled the doorway, black shirt embroidered red and
white in Western fashion held closed by motherof pearl snaps and a
string tie in a tooled ivory clasp, over which loomed a ruddy face
framed by lank graying hair and a smile that held somewherein its
depths the glint of gold. In one fat hand wasa Stetson hat, and the
other he held forth like a ham.
—Dan Root. Pleasure to meet you.

—yYou’ll have to make an appointment.
—TIjust this minutedid.
—I’m sorry but

—Notas sorry as you might be. Root dropped his hand and took a
step forward,still smiling. —Settle down, you'll make me think you're
not sure of yourself. Got an ashtray?

Quine’s hand checkeditself on its way to the phone as Root took
from his shirt pocket a cigar and a clipper. —I’d prefer you didn’t
smoke, said Quine.

—AndI'd prefer the president go back to Arkansas. Root smiled
and sat, leaning to drag overa trash can byits rim as he placed the

232



Stetson on the desk. He trimmedthe cigar and dropped thetip in the

trash can.

—You kept Highet’s people on. Dolores and Conor

—They’re goodattheir jobs.

—Quite a bloodbath I heard. Wasit three associate directors went

downwith Highet?

—J had nothingto do with that. They weren'tfired, just reassigned.

—Siberia. I know. Root struck a match andheldit in the air between

them. Heraised the cigar to its flame and rolled it there until the tip

glowed, then leaned back and looked around the room. —You wantto

get somephotos up on thewall. Yourself with the Vice President. That

sort of thing. Make the place yours. Or don’t you care aboutthings

like that, as his eyes ceased their prowl around the room and cameto

rest on Quine. —No,I guess you don’t.

—Please put that out.

—This? Smoke rose in gauzy ropes from the coalof the cigar held

at arm’s length until Root returned it to his mouth and the smoke

flurried in a complexity almost chaos. —Hear you gave Réti whatfor.

Want my advice, course you don’t, but here it is. He may be pushing

ninety but he’s not weak. Give him that asteroid crap. Keep him in the

loop on that moon shot. That way you protect yourself, and anyway

it’s the right thing to do. He did real servicefor this place.

—Don’t you think I know that, he’s practically worshiped here.

—So should he be, he’s the creator. What you callin that moon

shot?

—Persephone.

Root shookhis headin silent laughter.

—I didn’t nameit. Something about going into the darkness forever.

—Education is a damned expensive way to hide from yourself, if

you ask me.

—This advice. Why do you care?

—About you? I don’t. But I got some projects on and I’d rather

have you in that chair than Szabo.

—Andyou think myposition’s that weak.

—TIsurely hopenot.

—It’s an interim appointment.I’m undernoillusions.
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—Are you not. Root regarded him for a long moment, then
mashedthecigar end against theinside of the trash can. —I apologize
for the smoke. Filthy habit. See, here’s the thing. Mister Orrin Gateis
a bud of mine, I introduced him to Leo. Figured to set them both up
with a good thing.

—Set them both up?
—Dual use, give Leo’s Slingshots somecivvycred, get Orr some

tech he could use.
—You're a friend of Highet’s?
—A colleague. A sponsor. Oneof his angels. Root drew out a card

and leaned to pushit across the desk, DANIEL J ROOT Aerospace Con-
sultant djroot@xfin.com. —Leo got some crazy notion about Gate
workin with North Koreans. So he kind of held things up on the
CRADAandnowit’s in your hands,is that right?

—TIneed to have someaspectsofit clarified before I can move for-
ward.

Root spread his hands in theair. —I am heretoclarify.
——Are you oneof Gate’s partners? This, this xfin, is that your com-

pany?

—Doctor Quine, Dennis Kihara wants to see you.

—Dolores, just, don’t interrupt mehere,tell him to see Bran Nolan.
—Goodfor you, you're delegatin. Highet delegated a hell of a lot to

you.

—What’s that to you?
—I like to see the cattle bite back.
—Okay now look, Gate’s already been in to see me, we've gone

over this, and I don’t care if his partner’s from North Korea or South
Koreaor, or Canada, he’s not getting data from that shot.
—A word from you to DOE would ease our way. But we can go

without you.

—Howwould you do that?

—The head of a NASAlab can approve a CRADA.
—NASAdoesn’t ownthis technology.
—Right now wejust want the data, son. What can clarify for you?
—You could tell me what Gate wants with those orbiters.

—See, I don’t think he knows himself. A wireless satellite net looks
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good to shareholders. But reasonsare a dime a dozen, and everybody

fools themself. Now Gate, he’s a Mormon. A Latter Day Saint. Who

believes that God was once a manliving on anotherplanet. Andthat

men will become gods populating other worlds.

—Whatdoesthat have to do wi

—See, that’s the heart of it. The unreason behind his reasons. You

want to know why a man does whathe does, look to his unreason, to

whatever he follows despite all evidence and discouragement. Gate

believes in eternal progression. He wants to go into space because he

aspires to the highest places. Look at Highet, you wouldn’t take him

for a believer, but forall his worldly cynicism, he has no use for the

mammon of unrighteousness. He’s a child oflight. It vexes him that

Réti, a Hungarian Jew and a manofscience, sups with fundamental-

ists. His faith in reason is his unreason.Leo thinks religion is igno-

rance, the enemyofscience. But he’s wrong.Sir Isaac Newton, Francis

Bacon, Kepler, Priestley, Boyle, Faraday, James Clerk Maxwell, these

were devout and prayerful men wholooked for the apocalyptic com-

ing of Christ. There’s no contradiction. They all wanted to bendcre-

ation to man’s will. To find if the fury in their hearts was God’s or

some other’s. Why, you have quite a few of the saved right here with-

in your walls. And whatbetter place for them? Are they not stewards?

—You’re a religious man?

—TIam not. That claptrap makes me puke. And you?

—TI don’t have an opinion.

—Agnostic? Lookingfor proof? Do you think what Bacon thought,

that Godleft his fingerprints on the creation? Then hid them from us

like some cypherpunk? Like Leonardo’s mirror writing?

—Noopinion.

—I'm not saying Hedidn’t. Butif He did hide the sign of His being,

would it not be in the atom? The nuclearreaction is the source oflight,

of energy, of the universeitself. Isn’t that why we study it? But Leo

never understood that light can’t conquer darkness. It only pushesit

back for a time. Who wantstolive in that light? That’s why we build

houses. That’s why webuild churches. That’s why we build labs.

—Okaylook, I’m

—But what do you believe? What’s your purpose here?
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—Here? I’m hereto serve the national interest.
—Thenational interest! Why, that’s unassailable. Can youtell me

whatit is?

—According to DOEit’s stockpile stewardship and nonprolifera-
tion.

—That’s quite a job of work. You got the former Soviet republics
bein looted, you got Khazakh nuclear scientists gone unpaid for two
years, you got four hundred reactors in the world that by the time
they shut down they'll have produced a million kilos of plutonium.
Somebody kicked over the anthill and you're gonna keep track of
every last ant? You can mess with your sensors and analysis tech-
niques and inventories, but that’s just playin keep away. Few more
years we'll all be nostalgic for two player mutual assured destruction,
know what I mean? So there’s all the more need now for missile
defense, it’s a perennial, you’d do well to rememberthat. Ever since
the V2s hit London. Timeafter time the military studies it and givesit
up. But you can hit a bullet with a bullet. To hit a hundred bullets,
among a thousand decoys, not to miss a one,that’s difficult and expen-
sive. But it is possible. The manin the street don’t care whatit costs, he
just wants to feel safe. There’s national interest for you. Anyway we
have assets in space. Put assets in space you haveto protect them now
don’t you.

—I don’t think anyone’s really asked the manin the street what he
wants.

—yYou truly want democracy on a thing like this? When every-
body’s so harassed by daily life they can’t think straight even if they’d
ever learned how? Mom anddad both workingfifty hour weeks to pay
downthe credit cards while the kids play Nintendoit’s no wonder you
got all those suburban muscle trucks on the road, corner a wounded
animal he'll make a face looksjustlike that. Democracy? It’s a miracle
they don’t kill each other. Meantime they just wantto feel safe, what-
ever it costs in the long run, fuck the long run, they’relivin on usury
so why not make them feel safe and help yourself to the float? The
beauty part is, you don’t have to deliver the safety, so long as they
have someoneto blame but themselves.

—So money,that’s your reason?
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—Moneyinterests me as a force. You know,this Fukuyamafellow

with his talk about the end of history, the triumph of liberal capital-

ism, I got news for him, he ain’t even seen capitalism yet. Till now

we've had the playschool version. Real capitalism is just warmin up.

Just you wait. Money?Trillions gonebeflyin in the air up for grabs.

But I’m only interested as a student of the world. If money was my

thing Id buy real estate. Course I want a decent return on my invest-

ment, like everybodyelse.

—J] have to get on with myday.

—Course you do. You're a busy man. Root grimaced as he pushed

his bulk up from the chair. —One more thing. Devon Null left some

papers here.

—Whatdo you know aboutNull?

—yYou shared office space he told me. Thought you might know

what becomeof them papers.

—Do you know, I never once saw Devon Null.

—Did you not?

—Notin all the time we were supposedto share an office.

—See, Dev’s a friend. He asked could I get those papers back.

—They’re Lab property.

—Nothey’re not. Dev had an arrangement. You can lookit up.

—Whydoesn’t he come himself?

—He’s notlocal.

—TI thoughthe owned a businessin Tracy.

Root’s eyes glittered. —Did Highet tell you that? He knew Null

pretty well. Maybe you should ask him.

—Where’s Null now?

—He’s a man always had goodideas. Hear you've had a few your-

self. Ever want to take them outside the envelope? You know, com-

mercial spinoffs. Lot of good ideas here get put on the shelf. Defense

contractors implodin right andleft, it might be a good plan to look for
the next thing, hedgea little.

—Is that whatthis, this xfin is, your company ... ?

—Wehandle intellectual property, if that’s a service you need.
—Whatis that, exactly, intellectual property?

—Anything you can’t fence, eat, or fuck. Root smiled and took his
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Stetson from the desk. —Let you get on with your day. Take goodcare.
Quinerose as Rootleft. He carried the trash can by its rim to the

bathroom, upendeditintothetoilet, flushed. The cigar bobbed to the
surface and he flushed again, then with toilet paper wiped the rim
where ash had stuck. He watched the settling water then flushed once
more. As its wheeze faded helistened as if for some other voice, but
nothingrose over the insentient drone of the building.In the office he
scanned his daybook andlifted the phone for a waspish voice already
in conversation, —numberonetheleadership issue, —and how long
till he’s gone, —classic passive aggress, hello? hel? and dropped the
handset, face burning, heat coagulating into rage as he picked up again
for —Dolores? Tell Frank Szabo to come byin an hour. I'll be in the
laser baytill then.

In the hallway he averted his eyes from passing faces so evidently
occupied by matters beyond humanfrailty that thay seemed at once
strained and slack. He’d planned to walk, to shake some of that numb-
ness from his own being, but when he camesquinting into the cold
wind rippling puddles on concrete all around the dry fountains, he
gazed upwardasif to confirm the source of this inclemencyandin that

momentstepped —Damn! into a cold flood uphis left foot, his weight
on it as if trapped in a mire until a slim figure hurried past him against
wind driven drops, —Nan! Nan, wait... !

—Hello, Philip.

—Did you get my ah...

—Your message, yes. I sent you e-mail. There are no employee

records for Devon Null.

—Norecords? But that’s imp, I mean he worked there, he worked

in my office, don’t you, don’t you remem

—There’s file for him, but nothingin it. Just a memorandum of

understanding.
—Understanding? Understanding about what?

—Philip, it’s raining. If you wantthefile I’ll send it to youroffice.

If you wantto talk to me, say so.

—Well, I do, I just thought

—TIhave an appointmentnow, butIll be free in an hour.

—Well okay, good, I could
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—In the mall, there’s a place that usedto be called Café Desapareci-

dos.

—Yes | know.

—It’s a Starbucks now.I'll see you thereatfive, all right?

—yYes,1I... but she had gone. Another gust of wind hurried him on

to his car, his foot squelching with each step. He drove to a security

kiosk, showed his ID, crossed a barren of shattered rock and motion

sensors, turned and slowed, anxiously peering down a nondescript

stretch of road, continuing slowly on until the edge of a large building

asserted itself above a nearby roof. He circled around, foundits lot,

and parked.

It rose to five stories in places. In the lobby, a Whig history of

lasers led from thefirst ruby milliwatts down a broadening highway

of progress to Avalon, resplendentin artist’s cutaway wireframeper-

spective, a million times more powerful than its remote ancestor,

though,like so muchelse elaborated into application here, the basic
science had started elsewhere. At the doorto the bay he put on a dust
coat and boots, and wentinto a cavern of white steelwork supports
and the skyblue pipes of beamlines. Bernd Dietz, dwarfed under them,
looked up from a clipboard as Quine approached.Bill Snell raised a
hand.

—Wanted youto see this, said Snell as Quine reached them. —We’re
playing around with designsfor the new beast.I thinkit'll go.

—But, said Dietz, turning to draw outa thick glass panel twofeet
on side, as somewhere a vacuum pumpstarted up and Quinestrained
to hear, —for one thing, we need much better glass. These edge
claddings absorb spontaneous emissions, and when these heat up
about a third of the glass near the edge is unusable. There are also
impurities in the glass, mostly platinum from thecasting vessel. They
absorb energy and lower the damagethreshold.Dietz tipped the panel
and light glanced from it. —See? For the newlaser this glass will be
bigger and will have therefore more impurities. We will need three-
omega damagethresholds of fourteen joules per square centimenter.
That is far more demanding than what we have here. And you see
here, yes? wherethisglass is already failing.

—Shouldn’t be a problem,said Snell. —Each beamline has fluence
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thousand inventory items missing worth forty million dollars. Com-
puters, VCRs, test photos, look at this, four hundred million dollars in
unidentified overhead costs on noparticular program,that’s forty per-
cent of our entire budget, and do you know, I’m outofpatience. I’m
trying to, to clean this up and every time I turn around anotherskele-
ton falls out of some closet, so what happens to a few J Section
employeesis not a high priority for me. I just want it gone, I wantthat
whole culture of deception and exaggeration dismantled in spirit and
in fact.

—They’restill good people, I mean, you were one of them.
—Andanother thing. No more Heinrich Hertz fellowships. I don’t

want them recruiting for us anymore.
—Wecan’t tell an independent entity not to give grad students

money.

—Wecan stop using them as a recruitment tool. We can makeit

against policy for any of our people to sit on their board.

—Réti’s on their board.

—Heshould decide whether he’s on staff here or with that think

tank on the peninsula.If he’s here he’Il abide by ourrules.

—You sure you know what you're

—Just do it Frank!

—Then what’s my reassignment? I know wedon’t do fair here, but

I'd rather not be head of advanced nothing in X Section.

—All right. Quine took a conscious breath. —How would youlike

to be the Avalon project manager? I'll create the post. Associate direc-

tor level.

—WhataboutBill Snell?

—He’ll still be head of L Section. Avalon needs its ownleader.

—And you want me? For a moment Szabo’s hunger and mistrust

and resentmentstoodin a visible equilibrium, and a kind of terror rose

in Quineat his own daring.

—We’'ve had ourdifferences, Frank, but you’re a capable scientist

and manager, as hestraightenedpapers on the desk and then looked up

suddenly as if to ambushthe suspicion and hope at war in Szabo’s face.

—J]’d wantto talk to Bill aboutit, he said.

—It’s not up to Bill. Quine glanced at his watch and picked up the
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phone. —I'll talk to you tomorrow,Frank.

After the door closed he put down the phoneand stood gazing out

the window, past the torn andlakeleted pit, past the dry fountains, to

where the sun broke for a moment through clouds, its brilliance sur-

prising the white ramparts of Building 101 andilluminating the peo-

ple before it as though Solomon’s House had risen from the New

Atlantis and with it these elite and stainless angels of progress, lam-

bent in their moment of instauration, only to be swallowed again in

the sullen shadow ofa cloud,like a blessing glimpsed then withdrawn,

a gracefickle as the air that sustained it and sent the vision’s acolytes

nowscurrying for shelter aheadofits chill, doors slammed and heater

punched to HIas he waited through two changesof the light for cars

in the turn lane inching forwardfinally to permit him into the parking

lot, where he crept over yellow and black speed bumps past Zany

Brainy and REG LC NEMS M X andLinda Evans and New Economy
Dry Cleaners and ¥ Psychotherapy Associates, until at Starbucks a
heavy truck VANITY driven by a blonde with a phoneto one ear
backed smartly out of a space, HONOR ROLE PARENTALISALELE-
MENTARY loomingcloser and closer between the tires’ inch-thick
tread until he abruptly geared into reverse and lurched back three feet
to the sound of a horn behind him andhis engine’s suddenstall. The
horn blared twice more as he turned the ignition key, and the offend-
ed driver shot around him turning sharply into the vacated space.
Whenhis engine caught he eased the car another hundred feet to
another space and walked back to Starbucks Grand Opening where a
line of people stretched out the door.

Upin the gray sky fleeted a ghost of blue. At the door of the café he
paused, watchingher just insidein a kind ofhalf light before the dim-
ness, the back of her neck aglow wherea veilof fine auburn hair traced
with gray fell across its paleness. As if sensing his gaze there her hand
came up to brush the hair aside, exposing the volutions of her ear
beforeit fell back and she stepped forward into the dimness. When she
took her seat he came toward her. There wasstrain in her face when

she looked up.

—Here, sliding across the table a thin manila folder bordered in

red and white stripes. —Do you have a need to know this? Or are you
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just curious?

——I just want to, as he opened the folder and scanned the single
page within, Memorandum of Understanding Between Laboratory
and Contractor, security clearance, right andtitle to intellectual prop-
erty to be negotiated case by case, glancing upto find her eyes steady
on him.

—Whatare you lookingfor, Philip?
His eyes moved downthesingle page and back upit in a vain search

for he wasn’t sure —What? Oh.The university hasall employees sign
an agreement, a patent agreement, everyonesignsit, you haveto, but
see if Devon Null was only a contractor he could have had a waiver he

could just walk out the door with whatever work he’s

—I wasn’t asking about Null.

—But yousee if he never worked here...

She sighed and closed her purse. —Philip, I have things to do.

—No wait, I...

—This file isn’t what you want to talk about. Because you could

have called anyonefor it, had it sent to youroffice.

—Butyes, it is, | mean

—You won't give me aninch,will you? Philip, it’s been over a year.

I thought you would at least call me. Or even comeback, once, to say

goodbye. But you didn’t. And I gave up waiting. Why are we here

now? Because you want employeerecords?

Hervoice had opened further perhaps than she’d intended, and her

mouth showedits distress at this betrayal of her defenses by the very

tremor of those wordstrying notto sayall of what she meant.

—Yes, but it was, it was also a reason to see you, Nan...

—Howlittle you must think of me, Philip.

—To say I’m sorry.

Suddenly his eyes filled. Hers in turn dropped their guard. After a

momentshe reachedfor his hand. Theysatin silence for a momentas

she regarded him, waiting perhaps for the more that, she seemed now

to remember, never came. She withdrew her hand and looked downat

it, as if surprised and not particularly pleased at its boniness, the lines

in the knuckles, the pale skin creased neara ring.

—And now you're acting director. I wouldn’t have guessedit. I
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thought you were ready to have a breakdownorto quit. And it turns

out that you were maneuvering.

—That’s not what happened.

—You stepped over so many people. Whata changein you.

—ButI, it wasn’t, have I really changed so much?

Again she regarded him with level curiosity.

—No, Philip, you haven’t really changed. You never gave anyone

an inch. I just never thought ... but she shook off whateverit was she

hadn’t wanted to think.

—But, no, I, that was Highet who

—I worked for Leo Highet once. He was a jerk, but you knew where

you stood with him. With you I always had to guess. When I guessed

wrong, you tookit out on me.

—Nan...

—You were such a, an artichoke, Philip. I could never find your

heart.

He glanced away, as if unwilling to encounter in those gray eyes

whathe’dfailed to see in himself. —Are you well? How are things?
She continued to regard him with that watchful uncertainty. —I’m

fine. I’m short on sleep. There’s new construction behind my house,
it’s very annoying, it used to be open space, you remember. Trucks

come in at six a m dumpingdirt. You know whata poorsleeper I am:
Philip, why are we here?

He looked in agony around the café. —I never knew what you
wanted of me. What you expected.

Her face softened. —Oh,Philip, I never ...1 just wanted youto be,
to be what you sometimescan be, just now for such a brief moment,
just to be happy in yourskin. To be content with, with things.

—I] was, I was content with us. As best I could be. I was content and

not content, don’t you see ... As he spoke he leaned slowly forward

and opened his hands. But she seemed resolved nowtoresist contact.
Without movingshe drew herself back.

—Philip, I’m getting married.

A stonefell in him. —You’re, but I, but who...

—You rememberBen. You used him as an excuse to break up with
me.
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—Nan...

—The weddingis in July. I’ll send you an invitation.
—Nan, I... He blinked in fury, then pressed fingers to his eyes.
—Philip. Her hand touchedhis forearm andheflinched fromit.
—I'm sorry, Nan.I have noright. I treated you very badly.
—Yes, you did. But I know that you werein pain. Over your work,

and more. I could havetried harder. To allow for that.
—Were you,sorry, whenI left?

She seemed to consider. —No, notatfirst. At first I was relieved.

Not to have to deal with it anymore. Whatever was eating you up.
Then I was lonely, very lonely. For months. I hated you then. Hated
that you didn’t call, that you could just walk awaylike that.
—I was hurting,too.

—Yes, I suppose you were. I told myself that you were. That you'd

get through it and then you'd call me.

—T] still hurt. The truth of it went through his bodylike a shock.

—But you're seeing someone.

—Yes.

—That young anti-nuclearactivist.

—Howdid you

She drew back. —Oh,Philip, everyone in the Lab knows. Anyway,

you were looking for someoneelse even when weweretogether.

—ButI, no, I

—Did you think I couldn’t tell? That was what hurt most. She’s

much younger,isn’t she.

—Notso much.

Her hand clasped her cup. She said with bitterness, —Does she

make you feel younger, is that it?

—Nan,please...

—I swore to myself that if you ever talked to me again I wouldn't...

She looked awayandsatstiffly in a kind of abstracted misery until she

could face him again. —Did youeverreally love me?

—Nan...

—BecauseI did love you.I felt, all that time, despite everything,all

our differences, the distance you wanted to keep, that we held each

other in trust.
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—I, and he swallowed with difficulty, his breath was short, his eyes

burned. —I wantedto give you myheart.

She sat looking at his face. —You had a funny way of showingit.

No, I’m sorry. I’m sure you did want that. She rose and bent toward

him, pressed hersoftlips to the hingeofhis jaw.

—Goodbye,Philip.

The sun dimmed,bled whitely into opal sky. Everything seemedto

lose itself in the middle of time. He’d sat like this, here in this lot, so

long ago, whenKatehadtold him, not unkindly, oh Philip,it’s too late

for us. The moment’s passed. The same sun dimmed in cloud, the

same hollowness. He wanted the pain of it again. Anything butthis
middle.

Seeking an exit his car heaved over one yellowstriped loma after
another, past Linens ‘N Things, Blenzers, Leather For Le$$, Hacienda

House, Mattress Discounters, Dent Removers, heading toward the

main road but reaching a curb that cut him off from it, turning paral-
lel to the curb past the back of Circuit City where barriers turned him
back from further construction to a blank wall and dumpsters where
he turned sharply to brake at DO NOT ENTER SEVERE TIRE DAM-
AGEforcing him into a smaller lot where Ah-dér-no Hair Salon, En-
Dev’R Computers, Try Us Bail Bonds ushered him out upon First
American Title and Coldwell Banker to the promise of an EXIT and
NO LEFT TURN.Ashestared in that foreclosed direction waiting for
a break in the traffic, a woe beyond pain rose in him, at what he’d
never valued enoughtofeel theloss of, it came to him now, the pent
and denied longingsofhis baffled heart rising briefly to an apprehen-
sion of the true scale of his grief, before submerging again into the
remorselessness of the everyday and the freeway to Codornic s XIT
NLY, and into his driveway wherehestilled the car and sat in gather-
ing darknesslistening for he didn’t know what. On someroad out of
sight was someobstruction, a metalplate or a loose manhole cover,
and from it came a hollow thump that echoed briefly as vehicles
passed over and were gone, echoed throughhimlike a tocsin ofloss. As
he openedthe car door, wind harried the papers on the seat beneath his
hand which clamped them and tucked them firmly under one arm
before he dashed througha bluster ofrain flung from the sky against
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the door slammedhard onfully gathered night, as he wandered from
one room to the next, into the kitchen where it seemed a voice mut-

tered, masked by the refrigerator’s motor, rising from time to time
almost high enough to makeitself understood, until the motor shut
off, and in its shadow came the murmurousdrip of water in the sink,

buried then by the whine of the microwave heating dinner, carried
with a glass of golden wineto the sofa whereatlast he settled papers
before him, the mutterings of the house submergedin the unattended
flicker of The Truth Is Out There.

Saturday morning came complacently into the house, lingering in

the nearly bare rooms, touching blond wood andpale fabric, chrome

and glass, browsing at the laminate bookshelf where The One Minute

Managerleaned in to touch 7 Habits of Highly Effective People and

Principle-Centered Leadership stood up to Managing At the Speed of

Change and Stewardship: Choosing Service Over Self Interest had

given over its struggle to hold back Thriving On Chaos whichsat

heavily upon Parsifal’s Briefcase upheld by cassette tapes Remember

To Breathe, passingall by to follow the path sick sorrow took,finding

Quineout in the kitchen for coffee and oranges by a sunnychair, only

to lose him again in the one room that showed,in its dim disorder,

anything like life, what Lynn called his mess room, a desk with papers

strewn like leaves across its surface, a computer monitor topped by a

seamsplit cardboard carton sagging like a heavy bough andbeside the

desk a banker’s box DESTROY AFTER and D NULLupendednow for

a flood of papers folders xeroxes and a curious small white stonefigure

crudely carved, some kind of dog perhaps, put aside while he sorted

printouts, some of them ten years old or more, accordion fold dot

matrix, perf edges gone brittle, and some faint pervasive burning

smell coming from somewhere, not from the papers, not from the

house, not from theair, that edge of burning, the halogen lamp wasit?

but though he wandered outinto the fading sun angling through the

outer roomshe kept returning to the dim room like a dogto its vomit,

searching compulsively for what he couldn’t name, some enemy,

whatever but himself that had brought him to this pass, sorting

through the box of papers he’d checked out of the vault, Superbright

materials, the same he’d been immersed in during the worst year of
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his life, drawn again into thatintensity, into a sense that he was still a

partofall that he might have been, while the yellow legal pad Stew-

ardship Notes he’d set out to map the Lab’s future and his own was

gradually covered overbythe past, while outside the drone of rain, the

chipping of somebird,the hiss of passing tires went mostly unnoticed

until the drone imperceptibly tapered off into a silence more indiffer-

ent than accusing yet he looked up in alarm from his preoccupation

out to whereshafts of setting sun pinned a tanbark oak, green and shot

through with redness, against a slategray sky, pinning too his dis-

tanced gaze to this offhand splendor in a kind ofpanic, so hefeltlike

someone moved from his proper time and place, as though this

unlooked for appearance and imminentfleeing of sunlight, like that

casualflock of pigeons sinking in the isolation of the sky, were a threat

as palpable as the wineglass in his hand coming down golden and

heavy andrefracting cuspsof lamplight onto Articles of Incorporation

Nullpoint Systems, an S Corporation, shareholders Aron Reéti DanielJ

Root Leo H Highet.

He woke on the sofa in dimness threaded with rain sound, from a

dream of Nanstanding in halflight before some darker interior, her

hand coming up slowly to brush aside a veil of auburn hair as she

turned to face him, a smell of sandalwood from her mouthsoft and

opening to speak: —I love only you. A sweetbitterness pierced him,as

if he’d never before seenthis face, this capacity, herself in her fullness:

but time andthe limpidity of dream madeit clearer than the truth he’d

never grasped,a truth that slipped from him evenas he cameinto the

gravity of wakefulness, to the room wherepapers still waited for his

sorting, as if any truth could be found there, until he looked up in

alarm at the darkness which again had gathered unheralded and

unheeded aroundhis reach for the lamplight which sent cusps dancing

through the golden contents of the wineglass now resting on Steward-

ship Notes with its scribbled lines, its bullets and question marks not

yet evolved into cows nor dogs, somefive and a half pages of possibili-

ties and questions that were notyetasclearas the truth he turned from

in frustration, retreating to the living room wherethe sofa grudgingly

took his weightas heclicked on the television and thumbed away from

the onslaught of cued laughter at —So whatwasthatall about? to a
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music lugubrious with menace, —shewill likely be his next meal, on to
a tense, —photon torpedoes on my mark, thumb reflexively pressingas
he settled into that stuporof abusedattention which promised, without
delivering, respite from the next salvo of cued laughter at —thought
I'd leave it ou

—you’d expect to pay
—Great American Broadcasting now on television my friends your

host Tuck Eubanks doing everything perfec
—ght, now youcanusethis life-transforming system to be happi-

er, fitter, healthier, to have more money, to

—like the way youlook, I guarantee
—Tuins are mute testimonyto the dauntless vitality of this once

prou

—viewers like you
—beautiful knivesJack just look at this twelve inch Bowie
—wehaveprayerstaff that pray for us seven days a
—relentless pursuit of the
—personal powerto break throughthebarriers that hold you back
—from the destruction that overtoo
—seven days a week in Fairf
—doubleriveted full tang construction titanium blade with serrat-

ed edge and blood groove
—can do know how
—whenyoufeel powerful, moneyis attracted to you
—if it doesn’t say Jiffy Lube it can’t be Jif
—and by the Venham Foundation, enhancing the wellbeing of the

Bay Area by supporting
—material andspiritual abundance
—oneasy pay today but it won’t be on easy pay past midn
—inspire people to be more than they can be
—three kindsofassets, physical financial and
—the emotional bank accountis the essence of win-win
—training you need to land a high paying job in comput
—pledge at the sixty dollar level you'll get
—there wegofor ya

—all you haveto do is put God wherehe belongs
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—in a Three Tenors at Snowmasstote bag

—another anonymousclumpofflotsam in the flood

—DeVry Schoolof

—Academyof Art Coll

—capital flows to the barrier of least resistance

—and the Lord commended the unjust steward, becau

—Maharishi University of Management

—the endtime transfer of wealth

—notavailable in stores

—within that range of democracy that we can afford

—whatwe’re gonnadoright nowforyais we geta lot of questions

—and remember, net worthis self worth

—tire collection of thirteen blades yours for the low lo

—plete set of wealth building seminars on videocass

—everything you've ever wanted right here right n

—1-800-ENDTIMEorreach uson the Internet endtimeat endtime

dot com

—if therefore ye have not been faithful in the unrighteous mam-

mon, whowill commit to your trust the true riches? And if ye have

not been faithful in that which is another man’s, who shall give you

that which is your own?

—you’d expect to pay ... for such surcease of thought, for respite

notretreat, harried at every step in pursuit of what can’t be bought, to

pay and pay again only to be roused from slumberbythis voicestri-

dent and oracular, —Then he which had received the one talent came

and said, Lord, I knew thee that thou art an hard man, reaping where

thou hast not sown, and gathering where thou hast not strewn. And I
wasafraid, and went andhid thytalent in the earth: and lo, here thou

hast that which is thine! and if something in Quine were buried in

some forgotten place, it would be his heart now groping vainly for

whatit had missed, but whenhis eyesfilled it was at nothing he could

name, it wasatthe flickering signs that appeared andfled on the screen.
—Take therefore the talent from him,and give it unto him which hath

ten talents. For unto every one that hath shall be given, and he shall
have abundance: but from him that hath not shall be taken away even

that which he hath. And cast ye the unprofitable servant into... an

251



outer darkness that came promptly upon his press OFF to bring that
desired, if temporary, surcease.

—Thought. . . which returned relentlessly as the sun, climbing now
over the unfinishedfacade for a day or at least a morning free ofrain,
rose struggling above the ceaseless growling and grinding andcrashing
below with its descant of hammering and beeping as Quineheld

a

tis-
sue to his nose and repeated, —. . . phones getting fixed? —Thought
they were, mine’s okay, youstill having trouble... ? as Bran Nolan
edged round around someboxesjust inside the door and Quinepicked
up for a waspish voice —ister Dial Tone? seems to have come out of
neutral, beating everybody up overthis thing, real passive ager, with
his face reddening for —What's all this? as Quine hung up, —Oh,I
asked Frank Szabo for some documents, he seems to have dumped a
load on me ...and Nolan dropped a sheet onto the desk, —Sorry, don’t
mean to dump any more on you,but ... as Quine loudly blew his nose.
—Havingtrouble since I took over and the noise outside isn’t helping
it’s a wonderI get anything done.

—TI won't keep you long, just wondered where Dennisgot that tune

generatorof his, thought it wasa little too sophisticated for him, turns
out to be somefriend of Highet’s, “Algorithmic Composition by Rule-

Based AI,” by Leo Highet Charles Hollis and Jeffrey Thorpe, look at the

fine print, “funded in whole or part by Defense Advanced Research
Projects Agency order 4796 under Contract F33615-87-C-1499, US

patent and corresponding overseas conventions pending.” Nice to

know DARPA’s looking out for the arts, I wonderif they know they’re

funding a startup.

—Doyou think this cameout of the Lab? Is there a problem there?

—TI don’t really care about that, I just think the patent’s cute.

World’s running outof real resources to exploit, so let’s commodify

the intangible and the unspeakable. Doing a damnfine job ofit so far

too as far as I can, speak of the devil, hello Dennis.

—Dennis? Are you,are youstill here?

—TIt’s my entrepreneurialleave.

—But you haven'tleft.

—I have, but I signed back on freelance to help the Lab diversify
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and manage its post-Cold War R&D portfolio, kind of intrapreneur-

ing. I thought I should talk to you abou

—Not now Dennis, I’m

—because I’ve identified some scientific project areas I think you

should

—n’t you see I’m busy with Bran,just send me e-mail or make an

appointment with Dol

—representing customers at DOJ and they’re looking for partne

—... Justice?

—to develop law enforcement technologies for drug interdiction,

antiterrorism, crowd control, surveillance, it’s quite a menu of pro-

grams, I could give you a briefing, I’ve talked to several group leaders

and there’s a high level of interes

—Look Dennis, I wouldn't, I mean, people here are frightened for

their lives right now so of course they’Il look interested in anything

that has funding attached, butit’s not a good timeto be . . . reaching

for anothertissue to stanch the tearing of his eye.

—Butthis is exactly what we need, more military-to-civilian tech-

nology transfers, see I have a list here, ah, multiple microphonesas

gunshot locators with or without tracking surveillance cameras and

return-fire weapons, there’s a chief of police down on the peninsula

ready to buythat as soon asit’s available, what else, a way to shut

downauto engines with microwaves, got somereal interest from the

CHPthere, and a smart gun that can’t be firedif it’s stolen, crowd-

control devices, strobe light grenades, sticky foam cannons, subsonic

can

—This is what, a DOJ wishlist or things we’re already working on?

—A little of each, you know just sometalking points to help find

common groun

—Dennis I wish you’d, you know I’mtrying to keep the science

separate from thefiction here and

—Ohthis isn’t fiction, just ah science PR, you know, when some-

thing has to be clearer than the truth...

—Clearer than the

—TI’m trying to be proactive you know,putfirst things first, think

win-win, synergize...
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—Yes well syner, perhaps you can synergize somewhereelse
—Well butthis is really what we need
—Dennis, whatI really need’s an antibiotic for this cold, would you
—Cold’s a virus, wouldn't help, said Nolan.

—OQhI see, but an antiviral ...

—Dennis, please .. .?

—What aboutJustice?

—Later! as through the swinging office door an orotund voice
slipped in, —let’s put the dots together, and

—What’s the other thing, Bran?
—Weneed totalk about toxics mitigation.
—AtSite Alpha? I thought we’d expandedthat area.
—Wecan’t keep buying up buffer zones indefinitely. The plume’s

about two miles long now, but given the complex hydrogeologyof the
site it’s impossible to predict how far it mightgo.

—We’re modeling nuclear explosions and we can’t modelthis?
—Wedon’t have quite the budget for environmental remediation

that we have for blowing things up. But Site Alpha’s not the issue.It’s
the new building, as Quine turnedto take in its facade swept by a ray
of sun againsta slate sky.
—What?

—I brought this up a few monthsago, you mayrecall. Do youstill
havethefiles I sent up?

—Yes, I think, just let me, he rummaged through drawers, opening
and partly closing them, comingat last upon a folder, Environmental
Report New Construction L-301-92. —Chivian-Harris, Soil Analysis,

action levels, iodine, mercury, chromium, strontium, lead, nitrates,

perchlorethane, trichlorethane, benzene, ethylene dibromide, poly-

chlorinated biphenyls, volatile organic...
—Lookat the next report.

—The, ah, whois it, Boole and Clay, trace levels of, approved and

accepted ... what happened,did weclean it up?

—No.

—Thenthis doesn’t make sense ... Quine paged to the next folder.
—Soil engineer, I can’t make this out, nuclear density tester mis-

aligned, negative readings, visual approval only, signed T Kuhn Engi-
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neer, well this doesn’t seem very important, but why the tworeports!

—It’s a discrepancy,isn’t it. I thought you should be aware ofit.

Well, but Bran,this stuff is two years old, I mean the building’s

up, what am I supposedto do aboutit?

—See, the thingis, a lot of soil was trucked offsite.

—So!

—A good guess would be that it went to other Crednejob sites to

be used asfill.

—Whatare you saying? Is that soil contaminated or not?

Nolan shrugged. —Maybe you should take the files home with

you,look at them closely.

—Ireally, you know I’ve got enough on mypl

—Thesereports are a matter of public record. Anybody whoboth-

ered to look them up would see something’s fishy. The CANTsuit is

tactical, it’s about our EIS being defective because we screwed up on

some maps.So that’s the lever they use to slow us down,butit could

also lead to discovery of material we'd rather notlet out.

—Like these reports.

—I realize the last thing you wantis to, ah, dig this stuff up.

Despite whatthe secretary’s saying about openness. But you realize,

this contamination could be out in the community.

—We don’t knowthat, or, or how badit is, and even if we did, we

don’t know whereitis.

—That’s true.

—So whatare you suggesting.

—Me? I’m not suggesting anything.

—I meanit’s Boniface’s job to handlethis stuff, isn’t it?

—Well, Boniface is usually content to let a press release be his

umbrella. But if that’s what you want ...as Nolan wentout the door

past, —lies being perpetated, and Quinefollowed to pause at Dolores’s

desk for her quizzical look over God Wants You To Be Rich while she

turned down —toerror is human...

—When’s my next appointment, Dolores?

—Jeremy Rector at two.

—Fine, until then see that I’m not disturbed, and that especially

includes Dennis Kihara, returningto, as she turned up —his own petty
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fiefdom ... or if not thatat least a temporary sanctum, wherehesat
heavily, unfolding Ohlone Valley Herald to his name striking at him
like a venomousbarb,Interim director Philip Quine defended the hir-
ing of Jeremy Rector, former auditor with the General Accounting
Office. Rector supervised a report that critics say downplayed the
Lab’s exaggerated claims for the Superbright x-ray laser. Quine said
he did not hire Rector but said he was “the most qualified person”for
the Lab job and had “noconflict of interest”.
He tapped MEM 2 for, —You’ve reached the offices of Citizens

Against Nuclear Technology. If you know your party’s, pressing 303
for —Lynn Hamlin.Is notin heroffice. Please, hanging up just as the
phone buzzed for Dolores’s voice, —Senator Chaseis here.
—What?

—Hesayshe’s sorry to come by without an appointment, but do
you have time

—Jesus Chr, yes, all right, give me, just one, one... as he held the
phone awayfor the gatheringforce of a sneeze, —Damn!and smatters
of mucus on the mouthpiece, the Herald, his right palm, as heblotted
frantically with a tattered tissue the papers he sweptinto a half opened
drawer, dropping the Herald in the trash can as he wipedhis palm on
its edge, leaving the desk bare except for 1994-1999 Institutional Plan
and a small gold cylinder just as the inner door openedto a gray suit,
crisply pressed, navy and red stripedtie the only color below

a

patri-
cian face clean as scraped parchment, sharp nose and tapered chin at
the point of a wide jaw, gray hair as impeccable as the suit, eyes that
samecolor of a worncoin, taking in Quine’s worth as the thin mouth
almost smiled. With Chase was a youngaide,tall andsallow.

—Doctor Quine, it’s a pleasure. Hard to believe you've been here
all these monthsand I haven’tvisited.

—Senatorit’s it’s quite a, a... as he came around the desk half
extending a hand then feinting and gesturing with it. —Pleasesit
down.

—Sorry to pop in like this, but I had a gap in my schedule so |
thought I’d pay myrespects. See how you're getting on.

—Well,it’s, as you know,it’s a challenging job.
—That’s whatstaff is for, right, Kevin? turning not atall to the
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blankeyed aide. Chase walked to the window andlooked out on the

unfinished building, currently in shadow against vivdly greenhills

swept with dapples of sunlight. —Quite a view. All the way to Mount

Ohlone.

—Yes,I, it’s quite something.

—J remember whenthis wasall open space. WhenI wasa kid I used

to ride out by CampJepson. Before the Lab. A long time ago.A differ-

ent world. Chase continued staring out. —I care about this region.|

care aboutthe Lab. I’ve watched both growall mylife. I think the Lab

is good for the region, the region needs . . . although the coincolored

eyes narrowed on the scene they’d once embraced with gladness and

trust, a scene now hard to make out under the decades of growth and

the striving after some goodalso hardto identify under its accumulat-

ed necessities. Chase gave it up and turned back to the room. —Butnot

the Lab asit’s been run lately. My top priority now is to restore trust

in the Lab’s credibility. Kevin?

The aide came to life. —The secretary of energy is going to

announcescience based stockpile stewardship as part of the F Y ninety-

five budget. Next month the Appropriations Committee is going to

hear testimony about the program and nonproliferation. The senator

would like you to testify about the need for certain program elements,

particularly the Avalon laser and its importance in the continued

absenceoftesting.

—TI just got back from Washington, Senator. I have a, a lot on my,

my ... Quine reached for a tissue.

—Yes, I knowit’s a pain in the neck. How’s everything going for

you here?

—Well, quite well. We're doing quite, quite well with our, our civil-

ian missions, with our CRADAs, we have quite a few successstories ...

—Dualuse.

—We'recalling it dual benefit now.

—There’s a faction in Congress going after federal programs with a

meat axe. They’re zealots. They want to abolish whole departments.

Health and HumanServices, Education, Energy.

—They, they can’t be serious, can they? Energy? Who would man-

age the weapons?
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—Department of Defense. We don’t want that. We want the uni-
versity to continue managingthe Labbecauseit attracts top talent and
it provides an atmosphereofintellectual honesty. Your predecessor did
a lot to damagethe Lab’s credibility on the Hill. As long as the Lab is
perceived as some poorly managedvestigeof an earlier time,it’s vul-
nerable to these attacks. If, however, we present a vigorous new Lab
with a new post-Cold War mission that requiresits scientific expertise,
wecan resist these attacks. Are we on the same page?

—Well, I think that’s, I mean yes, I would support...
—So my question is, is Avalon and science-based stewardship the

best way to accomplish the goal of safeguarding our nuclearstockpile?
—Well, of course we've discussed other options, sampling, reman-

ufacturing, but in termsof, of attracting talent, expertise, of keeping
our scientists interested, I think, in light of what you'vesaid, I think

it’s clear that the Lab, the Lab’s future requires Avalon.
—Good. Then you'll say as much in Washington?

—If that’s what, yes, sure, I, and I, I ought to explain the dual ben-

efit element...

—The what?

—Thedual, you know, inertial confinement fusion ... ? Quine lookedat

the gold cylinder on his desk, asif at a talisman or totem. Chase followed

his gaze incuriously for a second. —We'll be igniting deuterium andtri-

tium in a fusion reaction. That's essential to stewardship, because only

that produces the same high energy physics regime as a thermonuclear

blast, and it’s really the, the only wayto do it withouttesting.

—Good. That’s exactly what J wantto

—Butit could also lead to commercial fusion power...

—Of course I don’t wantto tell you what to say. Mention thatif

you like, but we’ve been funding that since the fifties and I’m not

holding my breath waiting for the lights to come on.

—Yes but, but there’ve been substantial advances, and of courseit

may reassure those whosee only weaponsapp, oops, excuse me,let me

get, as Quine picked up the phone for, —Miss Hamlin is downstairs

with a visitor’s pass.

To Quine’s helpless look, Chase offered, —I won’t keep you much

longer.
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—Ah,all right Dolores, tell them, just, send her up. Sorry, you

were...

—I assumethere are people here upset aboutthe endoftesting.

—Well...

—Can you manage them?

—Whatdo you mean?

—You'rethe clean break. Do you have a problem beingthe bad guy?

Becausethat’s not the impression I got from yourTaliesin report.

—I can doit if I haveto.It’s not somethingI enjoy.

—Good. That was a problem with yourpredecessor, he enjoyedit.

Theoffice door swung open and Chase’s pale eyes went to Lynn for

a moment, then back to Quine. Chase turned and extendedhis hand to

—Lynn,whata surprise. I never thought I’d see youinsidethe gates.

—You knoweach other? said Quine.

—Oh, Lynn andI are old campaigners.

—Senator. Her face had reddened. Chase for a moment indulged
the ghost of a smile.

—Doctor Quine andI are doinga little horse trading.
She shot Quine a look. —I’Il leave you then. Sorry to interrupt.
—No, please, stay, said Chase. —It saves me trip. I was going

straight to youroffice after this.
—Yes I, I was planning to meet youthere.
—Lynn,here’s whatI have for you. Thesecretary is almost surely

going to approve the Avalonfacility. The president thinksit’s our best
shot at getting the comprehensivetest ban treaty ratified.
—But no. Anysignal that the US isn’t serious about reducingits

arsenal will jeopardize both the CTBT andthe nonproliferation treaty
renewalnext year. I’ve been to Geneva, you should talk to the Indian
delegation or the Pakistanis or even theIsraelis, because it’s crystal
clear to them,they see the stewardship program as bad faith, as a way
for the declared nuclearstates to go right on developing new weapons.
They know we’re sharing technology with the French and British,
technology we won’t share with them. They see that stewardshipis
about continuing US nuclear dominance. The president might as well
comeout and say weplan to keep our nuclear arsenalforever, treaty or
not. I’ve explainedall this to yourstaff .. .
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—Repeatedly.

—Then what don’t you understand?
—Whatdon’t you understand, Lynn? The Cold War’s over. We'll

be down to STARTII levels within ten years. You should be celebrat-
ing.

—STARTIIis still thousands of bombs. I want to see zero bombs.
—Lynn, you know whywecan’t go to zero. The Nuclear Posture

Review directs the Department of Energy to maintain the ability to
design, fabricate, and certify new nuclear warheadsif necessary.
—Can I remind you whatArticle Six of the NPT says? “Each of the

parties to the Treaty undertakes to pursue negotiations in good faith

on effective measuresrelating to cessation of the nuclear armsrace at

an early date and to nuclear disarmament, and on a Treaty on general

and complete disarmament understrict and effective international

control.”

—You knowit by heart.

—"Goodfaith, effective measures, complete disarmament.”

—There’s no timetable.

—"At an early date.” We signedin nineteen sixty-eight.

—There’s no timetable.

—So the USis going to continue to say one thing and do another.

That’s not just bad tactics, senator,it’s immoral.

Chase glanced at his watch. —Lynn, you know whatyou get when

you mix morality and politics? You get Jimmy Carter. Nice man,

decent man, very hard worker. He came to Washington committed to

eliminating nuclear weapons. He said two hundred warheads was

enough for deterrence. He meantit, too. He worked for it. And what

did he get? He got the MX missile, the cruise missile, the Trident sub,

the B-2 bomber, and Ronald Reaganas a successor. Chase looked again

at his watch. —I’ve gotto go.

—Senator, at the very least there should be public hearings about

the proliferationissue.

Chase was again looking out the window toward Mount Ohlone.

—Talk to my staff, Lynn. Maybe wecan arrange something. Youreal-

ize Lynn’s trying to make more work for you, Doctor Quine.

—It’s what she does.
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—Okay, see you in DC.

—Thank you for stopping by, senator...

—Kevin? Theaide cameto life and opened the door, letting in, —the

battlefield of the political arena, if I may be poetic, before it swung to

and Lynn turned to Quine.

—Whatdid that mean, see you in DC?

—I havetotestify.

—About?

—Aspects of stewardship.

—What’s wrong, are you annoyed with me?

—TI just ... Quine held a tissue to his nose and blew. —I just wish

you'd told me you were coming.

—You don’t wantpeople to see us together.

—It has nothing to do with, Lynn,it’s, no, I just think it’s not, not

wise to give people a chanceto, to gossip...

—Are you worried the FBI’s going to pull your clearance or some-

thing?

—It could happen.

—Whereare we going, Philip?

—Going?

She picked upInstitutional Plan 1994-1999 Draft and droppedit. —Is

there a five year plan for us? The time we've been together, I’d expect

a little more consideration, not this act that you andI are, are just two

opposite ends of a bargaining table. She turned and paced to the win-

dow and he followed, looking down at the flooded fountain where
Chase andhis aide were getting into a black car under a sky dense with

the menace of rain. Quine abruptly turned and sneezed and she paced
away andpicked up the small golden cylinder on his desk. —Whatis
this?

—That? It’s called a hohlraum.It’s a, a vessel, for indirect drive

fusion. It holds the target for the laser.

—It lookslike gold.

—It is. Lasers strike it evenly from all sides andit radiates x-rays.
They heat and compressthe target inside. It has to heat to one hun-
dred million degrees Celsiusin order to ignite. The trick is getting the
outerlayers of the target to, to, do you really wantto hearthis?
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—Yes. What's the target?
—A frozen capsule of deuterium-tritium. Small, about a millime-

ter. See, you heat it so that the outer layers boil awaylike rocket fuel
and compress the center. You wantthe increasedpressure so you don’t
haveto heat the entire target to ignition temperature. But the heating
has to be uniform, if the target doesn’t stay spherical, it’Il fly apart.
The hohlraum helps even out the radiation, but there’s always some
leakage and nonuniformity, so the lasers have to be aimedprecisely. A
hot spot formsat the center of the target, the imploding fuel ignites
there, and the burn propagates outward. You have to time and shape
the laser pulses to pull this off. Nanoseconds. And there are hydrody-
namic instabilities that can distort the sphere and break up the hot
spot before, before . . . this must be boring.

—No, it’s ... you make it very clear. Her fingers turned the
hohlraum.

—Theaim is to get more energy out than weputin. That’s called

breakeven. Thattells us it can be done.It’s beautiful, isn’t it?

She put it down. —This is your work,isn’t it. I’m sorry that I for-

get that.

—Will I see you tonight?

Hereyeslost the edge of calculation they’d had since she walked in

on Chase. —Doyou wantto?

—Wehaven't spent a night together since you got back.

—I haveto work, I’mstill catching up.

—I do too. And I havethis rotten cold.

—Cometo myplace. Bring your work.

—No. You come to mine.

The skin of his neck jumped at her touch. Her mouth opened on

his. The length of her body pressed against him to turn from hisclos-

ing arms and quickening pulse with a coy smile and, —Later ... when

the light from outside had ceased to challenge the halogen glow onhis

desk and his eyes and back turned upward, as if he could see already

the dimming of the sky over the line of traffic joining the freeway

behind the smokefrom a decrepit pickup hauling yardtools, the sound

of horns and motors of one car after another passing him trapped by

their passing behindit, craning anxiously past theclicking ofhis left
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turn signal and thesting of his tearing eye for an opening that didn’t

come before orange conesforced him onto a banked curve and a vacant

road stretchinglike the last avenueof light toward a wall of cloud dark

as slate behind radiant greenhills. He slowedbeforethis dire splendor,

light tangible as a thick plasmaholdingits energy for the act of per-

ception that could free it, and he stared dumbly for a minute before

turning back into the fierce eye of sunset peering through cloudat a

lattice of steel beams nowhalf clad in travertine and bottlegreen glass

encroaching on the open land beyondit, past Extended StayAmerica

Now Renting and REG L CINEM S IM X,past those expanding edges

of a consensual economic reality that had only an estranged and

grudging relationship with its natural counterpart,till he rejoined the

line of taillights flowing across the overpass, he hadn’t thought there

could be so manycars, nervously twitching the radio to, —uclear

waste repository is a death sentence on Nevada that we cannotlive

with, silencing it as he pulled into the driveway behind Lynn’s Toyota

Free Tibet for a second of JAM blinking blue before cutting the igni-

tion with a dead sound. Cominginside, he saw Lynn on thesofa,

papers spread on the table before her, a wineglass weighing them

down, an emptyplate crossed byflatware.

—I ate already, I hope you don’t mind, I was ravenous, still

haven’t adjusted to the time change.

—No,it’s okay ...

—Takeoutlasagnain the fridge, you can heatit in the microwave.

—Yes, okay,later I will.

—In Geneva I met someone who knewyou. Andrew Sorokin? He

wassurprised to learn what you do now. Hesaid you wrote a paper

togetheronce,is that right?

—Sorokin ... ? In Geneva?

—He works at CERN, as Quine came forward to take from her a

thick sheaf and to hold the hand. —You shouldreadit, it’s about the

proliferation risks of stewardship.

He glanced at The Quest for Fourth Generation Nuclear Weapons

and the familiar name, the twingeit brought.

—Yes well, I’m kind of underthe gun with, paging quickly to Exec-

utive Summary, where The construction of large ICF microexplosion
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facilities in both nuclear-weapon and non-nuclear-weaponStates will
give the armsrace a fresh boost. —I'll, you know, look at it whenI get
a chance but I think he’s got the wrong idea here, Avalon isn’t to
design new weapons.

—No? Lookatthis .. . at thefall of a printout headed Departmentof
Energy Office of Research and Inertial Fusion, —Lynn please I get this
all day at work, can’t we...

—Just where I highlighted, and he scanned down the page past
Core R&AT Program Elements (Detail), flipped to Concept Design
and Assessment where, undera yellow highlight, he read Concepts
under consideration in this Program Element range in complexity
from relatively minor modifications in the componentsof existing
weapons to major changes in warhead subsystems, or to entirely new
physics designs for a proposed or candidate weapon.

—Lookat the next page.

He turned to new ideas neededto evolve and improve the stockpile,
looked downather set features, —Keep going, and scanned ahead to
Concept Design Studies, arising out of the experiences during and
after the Gulf War that indicated potential military utility for types
of nuclear weaponsnotcurrently in the stockpile.

—Lynn,look, I’m not up to speed with ah, as he went paging past
Physics, Computation and Modeling, Systems Engineering, High Explo-
sives, Special Nuclear Materials, Tritium, —ah withall the details here

but

—Whynot? Isn’t it your job?

—I’m working twelve hours a day but my God there’s hundredsof
thousandsof pagesof this stuff, I read what I have to but my God

—What’s so difficult to understand, they’re saying one thing in pub-
lic and here they’re saying another, “entirely new physics designs”,
did you see that?

—Yes but look these are concept designs,it, here, it says right here
a concept is supported by the Program Element only through a proof
of principle demonstration, and, and at such time that a new concept
matures to the point of inclusion in a formal directed study, see, what
it means1s

—Philip I can read I know whatit means, it meansthey’re playing a
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shell game and not including new weapons under stewardship proper.

But they’re still doing it and reserving the right to transfer it at any

time.

—Well but conceptstudies are

—It’s a program element! It’s core research!

—Where did you getthis, anyway?

—It’s on the DOE’s public server.

—So howincriminating is that? Out in the open, why would they

put it on the serverif... as he flipped the pages shut, reading in the

upper cornerftp://dp.doe.gow/dp-10/dp-11/detail.d11.

—I’m sure it’s there by mistake. They’re shoveling documents

online to comply with the vice president’s National Information Infra-

structure program. But we haveit now and it shows what DOEreally

meansby stewardship.

—Youah, you didn’t use the word stewardship in Geneva, did you?

Becauseit’s still, you know, the program hasn’t been announced...

—OhPhilip, everyone knows, even Chasesaid it, you've been shar-

ing data with the French Megajoule project, it’s practically identical to

Avalon.

—Wheredid you hear that?

—It’s common knowledge. Why, whatis it, is something wrong?

You look upset.

—I’m just, Lynn, I wantto be able totell you things, but not, notif

you leak them to thepress.

—Leak? Whatare you, I never

—The Ohlone Valley Herald is runningarticles about Jeremy Rec-

tor. Did youtell them?

—No! But her face turned from him and she frownedat the floor

before looking back, her brow darkened by something between anger

and chagrin. —I told Tony.

—Lynn,how could you?

For a momentanguishrosein her face, tossed there in a brief tumult

of conscience, and subsided in a blush more shamed than chastened

over the stubborn downturn of her lips. —I asked you, don’t you
remember,I asked you if you weretelling me. If you want meto keep
things to myself you haveto tell me, you haveto be clear, I can’t read
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your mind.

—Lynn,this kindof thing,it’s internal Lab business, I don’t wantto
have to watch everything I say to you, you just, just need to exercise a
little judgment when you
—I’m sorry, Philip, but this kind of thing, your hiring records,

they’re not secret, and Rector, you were disgusted by his Superbright
report, weren't you?

—But now I’m taking the heat, and I didn’t evenhire this guy!
—Sofire him.

—No, I can’t.

—Whynot? Why back somesleazy decision of Highet’s?
—Because don’t you see it’s my decision now! I can’t back away

from whatI said to the Herald. If only you'd letit be I could have
Again the anguish rose in herface, cresting this time into anger.

—Don’t make it myfault! If firing him’s the right thing to do, don’t
say I’ve madeit politically inexpedient for you.

—Politi, do you have to make everything,it’s not, this is, there’s

nothing wronghere,it’s, he just knows the, the ropes, you know, it’s

like if you, you can hire an ex-IRS agentto take along to an IRS audit
it’s, it’s the samething, it just helpsto clarif

—Makethingsclearer than the truth?

—That’s not whatI’m doing! God Lynn do wehaveto, please, can’t

wejust, please, I missed you...

She turned from his outstretched arm, folding hers together, look-

ing away for a moment, as if trying to separate what she felt from

what she’d done. —Okay, let’s, I’m jet lagged, and I have a lot to

process from the conference. I don’t wantto fight. I shouldn’t havetold

Tony about yourauditor. It’s not my fault he called the Herald, butI

should have guessed he would. You just have to be very clear with me

whenyoutell me something, okay? Okay? Will you? In her urgency

she took both his handsin hers, and that pressure seemed to ask more

than her words.

—All right, Vl, I’ll try, you ... whatis it?

She pivoted away from him wiping an eye with a palm, slumping

forward with thecollar of her blouse fallen loose and the weight of her

breast a pale curve there within. —Ican’t, I can’t do this, keep the parts
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of things separate.

—Lynn,I'll, I’ll try to be clearer, I will...

—Could wejust go to bed? Please?

—Yes, all right... waiting then in the darkness for the gurgle of

waterin the sink to subside, for her silhouette briefly against the light

in the doorwaybefore it went dark andthefaint sheen of white briefs

and chemise against the dusk of her flesh come against him like a fur-

nace, taking his breath first under seeking lips then under her weight

sitting his hips while she gripped the hem of her chemiseto pull it off

over her head anddropit pooling on thefloor as he craned forward, his

mouth seeking to consumethepale softness offered there, hands eager

as hersslipping close to the rising heat andcloistered moistness open-

ing like petals, and her breath on his neck, chest, belly, —wait, just lie

there while I... until his gasp as she swunga leg overto settle against

the search of tongues comingfree in an inarticuate moan sharpenedto
a cry at the first plunge quickened by her insistence, where the mirror
caught the pale blade of her foot clamped aroundhis clenched thighs
driving them up the bed to where one handflung back gripped the
bedrail by the air that freshened from the window to a crescendo of
rain drumminghardontherooftill its release faded to a murmurto a
trickle to a whisper to nothing but the air moving to cool their spent
forms in deepeningstillness until —What! her leg spasmed against
him and he cameup on oneelbowtostill her with a hand on her bare
shoulder lurching upwardagainstit.

—Lynn! Whatis it?

—Huh!

—You were dreaming.

She sat and drew herknees to herchest, looking out into darkness.
—Are youall right?

She shook her head and her voice, whenit came, wasplaintive as a

child’s. —I couldn’t think the things you need to think to makeit go
away.

Hewaited, then said, —Do you wantto tell me?

—I wasin a city, some strangecity at night, and I couldn’t remem-
ber where mycar was, I kept walking around looking forit, and, and I
knew someonewas watching me. And I knew I was dreaming, but...
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—Okay, it’s okay now, butherface in the streetlight was still and
stricken by somethingdistant.

—That’s not what scared me. She turned to look at him. —Do you
ever dream about nuclear war?
—No ... But unbidden camethe imageofslender rods pivoting to

point into the black hollow of a crescent earth, where missiles rose in
a silver swarm.

—I usedto. I’d be at a window lookingat the city. At night. The
lights and the bridges. Then flash and I knewit had happened. Some-
times the dream stopped there, sometimesit went on. A roar. A hurri-
caneoffire. I haven’t had that dream since I was...

Outside, beyond black glass, sudden light froze the yard in an

apprehension of windtossed hedge and trees, a momentthatforall

anyone knew mightbetheir last, until whatever had movedoutthere

stilled and the floodlight snappedoff.

—My motherwasarrested in nineteen eighty-three, demonstrat-

ing. I was sixteen then. Do you rememberthat?

—I'd just started at the Lab. I remembera lot of people blocking the

gates.

—Over a thousand. There wasn’t room for them all in jail. The

county put up tents at CampJepson.It took four days to process every-

one. My mothersaid, even with the overcrowding, the dirty latrines,

not enough food, everyone there was positive and caring, she said it

felt like a family, like the beginning of a world she wantedto live in.

His handidled at her hip, gliding across the rise of bone to a soft-

ness at the verge of hair where she metandheld it with her own,turn-

ing herface so that the warmthofher browlay againsthis, so that her

voice vibrated there.

—TI rememberthe day I met you,I gotup veryearlyto drive to the

Lab for the demo.It wasstill dark, the freeway was almost empty.I

took the Lab exit and the car in front of me did and the one behind me

did too, and on the access road there wasa string oflights ahead of me

and behind me and I thought, every single person on this road is here

for the demo.It felt so right. Then we passed the mustering area for

the police. City, county, state, CHP, federal protective, there were so

many, I thought how can we win, how can weever win? Abruptly she
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released his hand and pulled back her head to look at him. —Thisis

whatI can’t tell anyone but you. How hopelessit seems. The reach of

his hand fell short as the bed jounced to her sitting upright, her

expression remote in the dimness. —Myfather was a lawyer. He did a

lot of pro bono work, and he usedto say, you neverwin.I think he got

some grim satisfaction from that. From fighting the samebattles over

and over. He thought demos werefutile, he didn’t like my mother

going. I started going just to bug him.But he’dleft us by then, he went

off with another woman whenI wastwelve. I was so angry at him.I
saw him only twice after that, once he took meto the zoo, a few years

later to dinner, and he looked so, I don’t know, so tortured. So embar-

rassed. I wasn’t easy on him. Now I think he was a decent man who

knew he’d done a thing he couldn’t make up.

She came downonherside, leaning in to him, clutching his probing
hand with both of hers, raising it from her warmth into the air. —I
think of him whenI see you angry, when you don’t wantto talk to me.
I’m afraid of that, Philip, I don’t understand it, why people do that,

break precious things they’ve worked so hard to make. She clutched
his probing handwith bothofhers, raised it from her warmthintoair.
—Do you, and he cleared mucusfrom his throat, —do you eversee

him now?

—Hedied three years ago. Philip? She released his hand. —You
nevertalk about your family.

Herleg came slewing over his and her arm crossed his chest as he
rolled from her ontohis side, back to her front, eyes seeking in dark-
ness something notvisible at the window wherecircling planes out-
shone the few stars struggling through the low clouds,listening for
something beyond that droneof distant engines but pursued only by
the warmthofhervoice.

—Philip?

—We’renot close. I don’t talk to my father.
—Whatabout your mother?
—Shedied. I wasten.
—lI’m sorry. That must have been hard.

—I don’t remember muchof it. She was in the hospital, then she
wassick in bed at homefor a long time.
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—What wasit?

—Leukemia.

The fronts of her thighs pressed hotly against the cold backsofhis,
and her warm bicep draped overhis as out in the darkness 11:38 con-
sumed 11:37.

—Howold wasshe?

—Shewasthirty eight whenshedied.

—Oh, my dear. Her embrace tightened around him. Theylay in

silence for seconds. —What about yourfather?

—Hewas, he wasten years older. He didn’t. He never. He just, he

hired housekeepers. One after another. He went to work, he worked

for the state, or he stayed downstairs sitting in his red leather Morris

chair.

—You soundsobitter. Is he alive?

—Asfar as I know.

She came up on one elbow. —Youdon’t know? Wheredoeshelive?

—Outside Sacramento. Unless he’s moved.

—So near? How long have you been out of touch?

—SinceI graduated high school.

She came down off her elbow and embraced him again, pressed to

his back. —You make things very hard on yourself, don’t you. My

artichoke.

His hand cameoff her. —I’m, what?

—Philip! What’s wrong? I mean you're, you're prickly, and you

have manylayers, but, but your heart is sweet. Whatis it, have I hurt

you?

—No, I...

—What’s wrong?

—Nothing.Nothing.

—Thereis. I said something wrong, I’m sorry. Come back! as the

mattress rebounded in a suddenflurry of sheets.

—It’s nothing. I have to...

—Whereare you going?

—Just to, to the bathroom.

He stood in the dark voiding. Outside a pale light fled across the

sky. Through a break in the clouds, the moon appearedfull and racing

270



like a ship through foam. The view from Persephonelooking back

toward Earth at that moment would have shown,clusteredlike jewels

in a handsbreadth of Aquarian space, the Sun and crescent Earth set

against the diadem of Venus, Mars, Mercury, and Saturn, but its cam-

eras pointed the other way, downward,like a man looking for dropped
change on the Moon’s bright and barren surface.
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THREE

Though the equinox bore down, winter hung on, bracketing days of

sun with downpours, relenting for a week then returning in force,

breaking the banks of rivers, undermining cliffside roads and homes,

covering the mountainsin forgetful snow. Sun, whenit appeared, pen-

etrated his office from unaccustomedangles, striking the corner where

twenty-five volumes of Funding Request FY95 were stacked on the

floor in piles of varying height as from time to time he carried one to

his desk, consulted it, left it open for the drift of papers and folders

acrossit till a chance thaw exposed it to be shut and returned to the

pile. Papers accumulated in wire baskets, on the desk, they fell into

half opened drawers and onto the carpet, where he bent to recover

Core R&AT Program Elements (Detail) as the shadow of a frown

passed overhis features at Characteristics Of Principle-Centered Lead-

ers, See yourself each morning yoking up, putting on the harness of

service in your various stewardships, see yourself taking the straps

and connecting them around your shoulders as you lift the phone for

—Yes? Thank you Dolores, put him through. Hello Reese I, I, wait

whois this? Well get off the line! Dolores? Did you say secureline,

somebody wasjust, oh all right, yes I'll. Yes just let me, hello? Oh

hello Reese. Yes I, just fine. Oh well, you know,the usualglitches, but

overall things are. Yes I do, wait just a... scanning the desk and jab-

bing the hold buttonto call, —Dolores! Where’s that courier package!

as she entered with a vinyl pouch andtossedit on his desk for unzip-

ping and the candystriped border on the folder within, —okay I have
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it, mission need, earth penetrating, reduced yield. Uh huh.Ill pass this

on to oh you did, okay then. Myapproval? Sure, give me a minute to

just look over the, uh huh,okay, I see it now,in light of Gulf War les-

sons, seek new optionsfor hardened nuclear, attack and destroy under-
ground bunkers, earth-coupled shock waves, uh huh, ... 1987? Reagan
admin, yes see it, capability against deeply buried targets, B fifty
three unsuitable for, that’s a, the B fifty three is a, a nine megaton
device? What they usedto call a city buster? What? Crowd pleaser?
Oh really? I didn’t know that the individual bombs had nicknames.
Yes, I can see it’s overkill for a bunker. Won’t fit in a Stealth B two.

Dial-a-yield now that’s . . . oh, there’s actually a dial? Uh huh.Ten to
three hundred kilotons. And that’s the existing mark,the, the B sixty
one rev seven. Uh huh. I mean we're not,this is a modification right,
not a new weap. No change to the physics package? Uh huh. Okay.Yes,
I will. Oh, and Reese, one thing, as therestless stir of his fingers found

Core R&AT Program Elements (Detail), —We’ve been saying in our
public information that we won't design new weapons. Nuclear, yes,
nuclear weapon designs, that’s what I mean. But let me read this to
you, ah ... “concepts underconsideration range from relatively minor
modifications in the componentsof existing weapons to entirely new
physics designs for a proposed or candidate weapon”. Yes. That’s from
a DOE documenton

a

public server. Also this ... “concept design stud-
ies arising out of experiences during and after the Gulf Warindicate
potential military utility for types of nuclear weaponsnotcurrently in
the stockpile”. Yes well, our public information office asked meto, to
clarify it. Because all this might sound like new designs to someone
who, whoisn’t. Concepts, yes of course I understand,I just worry that
someone else who, who, might, might. Yes but if, I mean it’s on an
open server! Anyone could. Yes I do, right here. It’s, hold on, FTP
colon slash slash DP dot DOE dot GOVslash DP hyphenten slash DP
hyphen eleven slash detail dot D eleven. And just, just one more
thing, research on pure fusion weaponsis still classified, correct? I
thoughtso, but, as papers flurried off the edge of the desk to settle on
the carpet, —hereit is, sixteen A, unclassified, fact of research on pure
fusion weapons, do you know about that? On the sameserver, Uhhuh.
I see. Fact of research but no details. Well, I ask because of Avalon and
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the nonproliferation issues, | mean we have a public hearing coming

up don’t we? Yes, the one Chase asked for. You’ve scheduledit for,

when, May? Yes we’ll have the Conceptual Design Report done by

then. Yes, just so, so we’re on the, the same . .. as the next page was

uncovered by the brusque sweepof his hand, pushing aside DOE Per-

formance Agreement, The Department has changedits priorities, so

that we contribute to the restoring of the American Dream, improved

communications and trust, a safe and rewarding workplace thatis

results-oriented and fun, and DOE Openness Initiative Update:

Appointment of the Advisory Committee on Human Radiation

Experiments has enabled the Department to regain control of the

controversy and to slow down public, for UCRL-ID-120738 Avalon

System Design Requirements, folding it firmly back to X-Ray Laser

Experiments, needed to preserve our competency in non-LTE design

and to develop short-wavelength x-ray lasers for dual-benefit appli-

cations.

The days lengthened, extending the near perpetual twilight of wind

and rain that stippled the construction area, the parkinglot, the free-

way, the driveway of his house, most often empty, with Lynn prepar-

ing for the hearing, or away on someretreat. Twice in the month they

were together for a night, a bubble of time outside normalsuccession,

a pocket utopia whose boundaries, for that moment, excluded the

greater world, but always that world returned, ominous as the dark

towerof cloud behind Mount Ohloneas he dropped the blinds and sat

frowning at

Attn: Dr. Philip Quine, director

From: Dennis Kihara

Re: DOJ request

UCRL-JC-125797 Abs

To effectualize a Department of Justice request, E Section per-

formed experiments stopping automobile engines with microwave

beams. Using Laboratory equipment, we beamed microwaves onto an

engine. The engine, which was idling, stopped within a couple of sec-

onds.

Because our equipment could only generate modest amounts of

power, the hood was opened to maximize the exposure. Our automo-
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bile was a standard government issue sedan. We believe that the

microwave confused the computer. A sensor was upset and gave the

computer a too lean reading, causing the engineto stall. After the

experiment, we drove the automobile back to our office 15 miles

away. After hundreds of exposures undervariousstressing conditions,

the sensor did quit.

We will present our data in classified talk andtell our story about

how the media changedourstory.

Work performed under Contract W-7405-Eng-48.

—Just the kind of high quality first-principles research we wantto
effectualize around here .. . he muttered, as it vanished under Ohlone

Valley Herald, Critics Charge, and he lifted the phone for —Dolores,

tell Dennis Kihara I wantto see him in here right aw... who? Put him
on. Jeremy, how’s Washington? Yesfine, the Herald seemsto have,at

least your hiring’s no longer .. . what? NoI didn’t. Okay, I’ll look into
it. Listen, those Nullpoint papers I gave you, did you, did you show...
what do you mean youalready, Highet gave them to you? Before he?
But, to clarify that he hadn’t, but you mean he, no now look you
mean, waiving commercialrights, spinning off shell companies you,
you meanall that’s legal? Yes I know DOEwasencouraging technolo-
gy transfer but that’s what CRADAsare for you can’t just... Yes I do
want to bring it up again, there’s, there’s what do you mean more
import, no but look this is important theprinciple is important! He
can't get away with ... Me? Howcanit bite me? I had nothing to do
with it! Yes I see that but, but and what? Four hundred mill, that has
nothing to do with me, how can you even... a,a history? Wellit’s not
my history! But, withhold until a full accounting, who . . . Bangerter?
Who’s he? Armed Serv, and and where did he hear... ? Well it’s none
of his business whoI, I, I, what my personallife is or whatherpolitics
are, whodoeshethink he. . . well if he thinks he can use any ofthis to
stop Avalon he’s wrong because I’m goingto do whatI thinkis best for
the Lab no matter wh

.

. . well fine then you just deal with that! He
dropped the handset andleaned backin the chair, eyes shut, opening at
last to a fly orbiting his head to land on the computer screen, where he
came forward for

mMQEPAzIqPXOAAAEIALEPWTHRLZ6x0n75VZkUwjpOFI3coOOOVmB35xXcw
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Gym+Du8biuNgkrK+KwkHvJxdaywtkixRZkI/IEKEKtWviruj520c1 tuySDNV+

MROpZUDKZDbbjll2PsCuTS9D4qgFRXQ/hNKbTtFJQD9RavfBr2kTHEFqzqn-

mJY9KOIm2bDK312Wz05 |

and squandered a minutetrying six letter permutations at Password:

eeceeeeas the fly lighted on Counterproliferation In The New World

Orderand he quietly raised Ohlone Val poised to come crashing down

on a white stone dog uncovered by the force of his blow as the fly

entered a new orbit eccentric as any asteroid’s. Eyes narrowed onit he

lifted the phone for, —Dolores? Where’s Dennis Kihara? He’s not?

First day he’s been gonesince his leave started .. . as the sun broke

briefly upon his desk, finding him unwilling to turn for long from the

ongoing distraction of the present to the eternal reproach of the past

or the future’s capricious threats, addressed in gory detail by STRAT-

COM 2010 Potential Uses For Low-Yield Nuclear Weapons In The

New World Order, We doubt that any president would authorize the

use of nuclear weapons in our present arsenal against Third World

nations.It is precisely this doubt that leads us to argue for the devel-

opment of subkiloton nuclear weapons, weapons whose power is

effective but not abhorrent... An earth penetrator with a yield of just

ten tons could hold buried leadership and C3 at risk while keepingcol-

lateral damage very localized ... The most appealing concepts focus

on nuclear warheads with very small yields and with design and

delivery techniques that minimizefallout, residualradiation, and col-

lateral damage, offering a wider rangeof targeting options for main-

taining a credible nuclear deterrence in the new worldorder. His head

lifted for the sharp rattle of rain against the window, only to lower

again to That the US may becomeirrational and vindictiveifits vital

interests are attacked should be part of the national persona we project

to all adversaries . . . as he looked up into Nolan’s saturnine face, col-

orless and fixed in the rainlight. —Bran?

—Did you look at those environmentalreports yet?

—The,I’m sorry, the what?

—Last month I gave you a couple offiles concerning toxics?

—Ohyes, I, I meant to, but you, you can see whatI’m up against

here, gesturing vaguelyat the clutter around him, surprised as Nolan

seriously followed his gaze across FY95, System Design Require-
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ments, FUDGE: A Fusion Diagnostic for Avalon, to the edge of the
desk where something hidden behind The 7 Habits of Hi seemed to
catch Nolan’s eye, —not, not even sure wherethosefiles are now...

—What’s this?

—The, what ... ? his baffled gaze rising to the white stone dog in
Nolan’s hand, its snout pointed skyward, its mouth a blue dart back to
where haunches were more implied thanincised.

—Ohit’s, I think Highet left it behind. Do you know whatitis?
—Coyote fetish. Navajo, maybe Zuni. He could have got it on a

visit to our sister lab in the Southwest. Ten bucks at a roadside stand.
So you're not doing anything about those toxics reports?

—I'll look at them, but, what with the Conceptual Design Report
and I’ve really got to finish reviewing the System Design Require-
ments oh and the budgetstuff... anyway isn’t Boniface in charge of

—Onkay, I can see you're busy, I'll handle it some other way.
—Thanks, I... as the coyote fetish went back on the desk, to hold

down a turned-back page, The monetary and deferred maintenance
costs of more than fifty years of the nuclear arms racerise like a
cresting wave to shadow present and future generations. Thecost of
building our present stockpile was approximately fivetrillion dollars,
and the cost of managingit will be far higher, glowing morebrightly
under the halogen lamp as night came on and Quine paused over
Ohlone Valley Herald to tear out Respect Fades For Activists, moved
some papers aside from System Design Requirements Part V X-Ray
Laser Research, eyes falling on The Quest For Fourth Generation
Nuclear Weapons, Andrew Sorokin, 1211 Geneva 12 Switzerland. The
familiar name lashed out from a past that, like so many of these
papers, refused to stay buried.

First generation nuclear weapons (NW) are uranium or plutoni-
um fission bombs, such as the Hiroshima and Nagasaki weapons.
They are relatively simple, reliable, rugged and compact.

Second generation NWs are two-stage thermonuclear devices,
commonly called hydrogen bombs. A tritium-boosted fission bombis
used to implode and ignite a secondary fusion reaction which pro-
duces mostof the yield.

Third generation NWsare “tailored” or “enhanced”to increase or
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decrease certain effects such as degree of radioactive fallout. A typical

example is the so-called neutron bomb.

Fourth generation nuclear weaponsare based on atomic or nuclear

processes that are not restricted by the CTBT. Their developmentwill

be essentially science based.Itis likely that the first fourth generation

nuclear weapons will be miniaturized explosives with yields in the

range of 1 to 100 ton equivalent TNT, i.e., in the gap which today sep-

arates conventional weapons from nuclear weapons. These relatively

low yield nuclear explosives would not qualify as weapons of mass

destruction.

Considerable research is underway in all five nuclear-weapon

states into inertial confinement fusion (ICF) and other physical

processes necessary to develop fourth-generation NWs. A major arms

control problem of fourth generation weaponsis that their develop-

mentis very closely related to purescientific research. The chief pur-

pose of the CTBTis to freeze the technology of nuclear weaponsas a

first step toward general and complete nuclear disarmament.In order

to achieve that, it is necessary to implementeffective measures of

preventive arms control, such as internationally bindingrestrictions

in all relevant areas of R&D whether they are claimed to be for mili-

tary or civilian purposes.

—Easy for you to say .. . as he raised blinds to a night sky the

blacker for floodlights glaring below it and the broken grid of lights

where somehadstayed late working to sketch against that blackness,

as it were, some foreseeable future, some extension of these lines of

light past the boundaries of the Lab and into a world bodied forth in

those pages he returned to, a world in which High Engergy Laser

(HEL) systems offer the potential to maintain an asymmetric edge

over adversaries for the foreseeable future. Funding for HEL Science

& Technology programs should be increased to support priority

acquisition programs and to develop new technologies for future

applications. The HEL industrial supplier baseis fragile and lacks ade-

quate incentive to make the large investments required to support

anticipated DoD needs. The DoD should leverage HEL relevant

research being supported by the Department of Energy (DOE), as he

muttered, —Put assets in space you haveto protect them,let’s sow a
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few dragon’s teeth while we'reatit .. . industrial supplier base little
fragile let’s pump up the demand. .. what time is it anyway... ?

Rain in the early hours abated only for the bluster of wind and a
rush of dappled light across the torn and lakeleted pit below, the glis-
tening black piles of gravel and moundsof dun earth cradling skycol-
ored pools like a model sierra, as day madeits tentative way into the
empty office, asserting itself across Types of fourth generation
weapons until the blind was dropped to close it out, and the chair
creaked under his weightsettling back to

1. Subcritical and microfission explosives. With 1 kg of high explo-
sive and under 1 gram of Pu,it is theoretically possible to produce a
highly compact weapon with a yield of several tons TNT equivalent.

2. Transplutonic and superheavy elements. These elements are in
generalfissile, and their critical masses are much smaller than that of
Pu, potentially in the range of grams rather than kilograms. The goal
is to find a long-lived superheavy elementwitha critical mass of 1 g
or less. *°7108 was synthesized at Dubnalast year with a halflife of 19
msec, and *©106 and 7107 with halflives of about 10 seconds, con-
firming Nix’s theory regardingstability, suggesting that close to 400
stable superheavy nuclei may be found between elements 106 and
136 and that at least a dozen of them should havehalflives longer
than 25,000 years.

3. Antimatter. Releases 275 times more energy per unit mass than
any other reaction. Antiprotons have been captured and confined in
magnetic traps. CERNis building an antiproton decelerator. Could be
used to ignite subcritical burn offissile material.

4, Nuclear isomers. High explosives have energy contents ~5 kJ/g,
Nuclear isomers yield = 1 GJ/g. Fission yield =~ 80 GJ/g. Long-lived
isomers in the regionof interest have not yet been observed.

5. Superexplosives and metallic hydrogen. Could be used to great-
ly reducesize offission trigger.

6. Pure fusion. The challengeis to build a compactsingle-use device
that can replace the huge accelerator, laser, capacitor bank, or magnet
that is necessary for laboratory ignition offission or fusion capsules.
Whether or not a fusion driver such as a compact laser can be
designed, ICF experiments with laboratory lasers will enable the
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development of mini-secondaries.

7. Superlasers. There is no fundamental obstacle to reaching the

theoretical maximum intensity of 1074 W/cm?. Such devices could be

made compact enough to have numerous weaponsapplications, from

fusion drivers to particle beam collimators. Their civilian applications

are so numerous that containing such developments will be nearly

impossible ... and the blindlifted onto another twilight overborne by

the flicker of the overheadfluorescents, their meandering buzz grating

againsthis rising panic at another day so quickly slipped away, and he

rose to snap them off, the evening light at that momentperversely

swelling as the sun found space to swim beneath the leaden overcast

into delicate bands of salmon andsilver cloudfigured on the darkness

like floating meadows,till it ignited in them like a jewel and sent

shafts of fire across the wide air and into theoffice, washing the wall

with rosy light, a quickly gathered promise that as quickly fadedasif

sorrowed that its luminosity hadn’t been seized, but was overlooked

for The Avalon Facility And The Issue Of Nonproliferation DRAFT,

This section will explore, within classification guidelines, what

weaponsscienceis technically possible at Avalon.

i. Radiation flow

ii. Properties of matter

iti. Mix and hydrodynamics

iv. Using ignition for weaponsscience

v. X-ray laser research

For two reasons, Avalon would not be sufficient to develop a pure

fusion weapon:(1) its targets are muchtoo small to be a weapon; and

(2) the driving mechanismsandconditions that would be required for

a weaponare entirely different than those required for ICF.

But that ... overlooked and forgotten radiance returned soon enough

throughslats in the blind aligned so thatit glazed the white stone coy-

ote, still at attention, holding down Organization For The Creative Per-

son, as his hand reachedfor it but was checked by, —Hello? Reese? Oh,

yes... you did? Okay, let me . . . turning to the computerfor

> ftp dp.doe.gov

Connected to dp.doe.gov

220 Welcometo the Department of Energy FTP Server.
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220 Unauthorized orillegal use of this archive is prohibited.

Name: anonymous

331 Guest login ok, send your complete e-mail address as password.

Password: quine@lucinda.lab.gov

230 Welcometo the Department of Energy FTP Server.

230 Guest login ok, accessrestrictions apply.

ftp> cd /dp-10/dp-11

250 CWD command successful.

ftp> get detail.d11

550 detail.d11: Permission denied.

thenlifting the handset, —Yes, I just checked,it’s, it’s gone. What? Yes

it’s, I’m just finishing it, the statement of work, I’ll e-mail it to you

right away .. . bringing up a new windowonthescreen to type quick-

ly, The B61 rev 11 will be designed with the help of computer simula-

tions. Hydrotest Shot 3574 will be the basis for certifying the B61 rev

11. Full scale penetration tests will be conducted at Aguas Secas Test

Site, filling in To: reeset@doe.gov and clicking SEND. The stone dog

snared his eye again and in annoyancehe reached to moveit, but once

it was in his hand his eyes narrowed and heheld it. After a momenthe

replaced it on the desk, turned to the computer and /highet/pgp/ and

typed Password: coyote for a floodof files opening one over another

until windows too many to count were overlapped with arched brows

and sultry eyes and splayed limbs and grasping hands and pouting

lips, where lovely Lyca, tanned in the face by shining suns and blow-

ing winds, lay with Rose and SharonandLily andtheir valleys and the

hinds of their fields putting forth what might have been green figs

hanging from every manwith his sword uponhis thigh, while in desart

wild the virgin view’d loos’d her slender dress for the threat’ning horn

blush’d fiery red, seeking only itself to please, naked in the sunny

beam’sdelight, pressing with slow rude muscle to depositthefruits of

the gushing showers from pent-upachingrivers, his eyes fixed on the

lineamentsof gratified desire as he muttered, —What, moreof these?

and the phone blurted. —Yes. Oh! No yes I’m glad you. Yes I miss you

too. Yes metoo, but I can’t, can’t come, I mean, no I don’t meanit’s just

I'm kind of chained, to, to my I mean... yes butit’s hard, no I mean

hardto,listen, can you hold it for just a... ?. as he put downthe hand-
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set and clicked QUITtocollapse the windows as he muttered —Hun-
dreds more megabytes of smut, what was he thinking? picking up the
handset again for —Lynn I’m sorryit’s, I just ... yes I know I said that
I'd, that we'd, but I’m just going to have to stay tonight ... how about
Thursday? Oh. Well why didn’t you tell me? Good Friday, yes you did
say, I did know that but, butis it Easter already .. . ? as the office door
swung wide and Dolores deposited two more boxes of papers just
inside —-What, what about this weekend then? Retreat from what?
Oh.I see. Yes okay thenI'll, I’ll be home Monday bysix. I promise.I
do? Well yes, things are working out here I think I see somelight at
the end of ... Yes, me too ... hanging up as on the field now cleared of
venery new directories appeared, /4thgen/, /icf/, /papers/, and he
browsed the scanned images of papers Highet had written or, more
often, cowritten, or in which he’d simply gottena cite or acknowledg-
ment, —Zero Point Quantum Dynamic Energy, Inflatable Kevlar
Space Station, Steganography: A Novel Approach To Data Hiding,
Perpetual Motion of the Third Kind, typical, not a bit of real science in
sight . . . until he opened Laser Compression Of Matter For Ther-
monuclear Fusion A. Réti F. Szabo L. Highet 1974 and his muttering
ceased and after a while he reached for a pencil and paper while his
eyes remainedfixed on thescreen.

Calculations show that one kilojoule of light energy is sufficient to
generate an equal quantity of thermonuclear energy. —But, onekilo-
joule ...?... staring at his own scribbles that, impossibly, seemed to
confirm it, until he went on browsing into 1976, Calculations show

than ten kilojoules of light energy should be sufficient to, and 1979,
One hundred kilojoules should provide sufficient energy, and Funding
for the laser upgrade will assure leadership in inertial confinement
fusion research, and Funding for validation tests of our computer mod-
els, following the trail of increasing energies and enticing predictions
and fiscal years to an apparent terminus in LANCET 1979-1991,
Overview: The Lancetseries of underground tests has been undertaken
to validate and refine x-ray laser codes as well as codes related to the
thermodynamic ignition of deuterium-tritium (DT) capsules. Thetests
in this series are: Alder, Willow, Rowan, Plumtree, Primrose, Raspberry,

Honeysuckle, Cherry, Goldenrod, Hawthorn, Appletree, andTaliesin.
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FOUR

Dampskin against damp sheets. The radio sang softly, —éd undleer
das Meer....

Heraised himself on an elbow to press thelight. He opened Valer-
ian 500 mg and shook out two capsules. Stink of gravesoil.

Ladies and gentlemen, madam secretary, mister President, this

solemn responsibility, this prisoner’s dilemma,this stinking albatross,
I throw it back in yourfaces.

Sorry I’m sorry

Childhood house. Citrus Way. Predawn window. Cobalt blue sky,
high pink horsetail clouds. White dust on the lawn. Snow? Some pow-
der or lime. In the neighbor’s yard a young womansits in the bushes
playing a guitar. Mother?

ButI

Again the smell of burning, pungent as a halogen lamp.
Her face in the mirror, intent uponitself, as she combed her long

auburn hair traced with gray, falling away from the volutions of her
ear. Her serious gaze on him.

I

Dawnlight gray in the room,creeping withits chill into the bed. He
drew in his limbs and lay for a moment gathering himself as on the
radio a baritone voicelept and feinted over a mutter of contrabasses and
a single horn, stretching the syllables of —Kar, frei, tags, zaub, er...and

he groped for OFFfinding instead —illionsof gallons of crude oil have
spilled from, stabbingit to silence as he stared dully at the leaves, buds,
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And within this directory was another, /data/, where he found 1013

TALIESIN DOE 911107 ASTS SHAFT P8 80 KT. Columns of num-

bers. T SYMM PULSE TEMP BURN... It was the x-ray laser data

he’d spent months trying to square with simulation codes. This was

his. What he’d bled over. But there were columnsof unfamiliar num-

bers, measurements he’d neverseen. As he’d piggybacked his reflec-

tors, someone had added somethingelse. Every other test in the series

the same. Dual use. Attemptsto ignite fusion capsules. And these were

the roots of Avalon, going back twenty years and more.Hestared out

the windowatfloodlights and darkness. A lone figure crossed down

there nearthe dry fountains, his shadow behind him. Quine kicked off

his shoes, moved volumes of FY95 from the couch to the floor. He

stretched out and shut his eyes for just a moment. Panic flickered

there, in the last moment before sleep rose like a cresting wave to

shadow presentand future concerns.
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—makethat expertise
—“maintaining the arsenal and the expertise needed to design,

test, manufacture, and certify new nuclear weapons should the CTBT

collapse”

—Westill have new weaponsin there.
—How about “maintaining expertise and developing capabilities

that would be usefulif the CTBT collapsed” ?
—Okay, and address, you know,thesafety andreliability issues...
—David,just, just as a matter of information, would you call a pure

fusion weapona “significant safety improvement”?

—I certainly would. Thermonuclear ignition withouta fission pri-

mary would be a clear win. Much smaller, more compact bombs, with-

out the plutonium. I hate plutonium.It’s dangerous, its halflife is

twenty four thousand years, and it has the ugliest phase diagram
you've ever seen.I’d love to get rid of it. Of course, since Congress

found out about plywood we’re not supposed to be working on

—Plywood?

—Precision Low Yield Weapons Development. An AirForceinitia-

tive. Too bad, we had to put a lot of neat ideas back on the shelf for

now.

—lIs there, is there any more coffee? Yes, could you, thank you.

Okay, let’s go over the Avalon elements from the, from the top. I’m

looking for, for show stoppers. Anything that might prevent us from

delivering ignition.

—Capsule design and manufacture. If the fuel capsule distorts
underpressure, loses its sphericity

—orif it isn’t perfectly spherical in fabrication
—... what kind of tolerances?
—It’s hard to get good data on nonlinearities, but in scaled down

tests on existing beamlines, we’re saying irregularities should be
smaller than a micrometer

—and uniform heating of the target from all directions, within say
a few percent. We can overlap beamsto smooththeillumination, but

—holhraum coupling at aboutten to fifteen percent, think we can
get it up to twenty, twentyfive

—confident we can get power in the five hundred terawatt range
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and bloomsso mildly and tenderly scenting the air outside his window,

no less than the air outside the gates where, sun risen but absent behind

a shroud of gray, protesters in a ragged anddispirited group clustered by

the roadway bearing signs AVALON BOONDOGGLE and ZERO

NOWasQuine, driving past, glimpsed a young womanin the crowd,

elbow raised to rest one handin the russet gleam of her dark hair while

the other hand was up in a gesture perhaps meanttorally the others,

though she passed from his sight before she completedit.

—Morning, Philip, said Szabo, suddenly at Quine’s side as they

entered the conference room. —I see Good Friday is April Fool’s Day

this year. It’s like the anarchists’ convention out there. How many

have they got,fifteen, twenty? What’s that, coffee? Not your usual

—Howareyouall? I just want to quickly go over ourbasics, get a

kind of progress report from each of you, make sure we're on the, the

same page as we go into the homestretch on this Conceptual Design

Report. I know that some of you think the, the language weuse is

unimportant, but I wantto,to fine tune this mission statement based

on DOE’s expectations. First, and I’ve seen most of yourdrafts, youall

know, you should know that weno longeruse the word nuclear in our

public information. We say national security, special programs, threat

reduction, or NBC.

—What’s that, guided peacocks?

—You know whatit is, Frank. Nuclear biological chemical.

—Maybeweshould get nuclear out of the acronymstoo.

—There’s an alternative, WMD. Weaponsof massdestruction.

—Sure, whatever.

—Frank, please don’t take this lightly. Now if you'd all turn to...

the pages folded back as sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled, and

each manfixed his eyes there, on the exigencies of words trying not to

say what they meant.

—“ability to design, test, manufacture, and certify new weapons

should the CTBT end.”

—Makethat “collapse”, should the CTBTcollapse.

—Don’t start out with new weapons, start with “maintaining the

arsenal”.

—“maintaining the arsenal and theability”
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—notjust the power you know, it’s the terawatts plus the teraflops.

—Could you say that again in English, Marshall?

—Thecodes haveto validate the experimental data.

—Don’t you meanthe data haveto validate the codes?

—Could we, could we possibly use a different word?

—A different word, what do you mean?

—Teraflops soundslike failure. We’re selling this to Congress.

—But, but, that’s the wordforit. Trillions of floating point opera-

tions per second.

—]’m worried about how it sounds. How aboutteraops?

—Soundslike a dinosaur.

—No, it sounds optimistic. Now, is one point eight megajoules

enough? Because without ignition, the case for Avalon as a steward-

ship elementis weak.

—Jesus Phil, the case for Avalon as a stewardship elementis almost

nonexistent, it’s just the hoop we have to jump through.

—I hope you're not sharing those sentiments outside this room,

Frank. The fact is, we’re selling ignition. Is one point eight megajoules

enough?

—Detailed numerical simulations predict

—Anyactual data?

A pause, a look, went across the room. —Well, yes, said Mosfet.

—Wedid a test series that put to rest fundamental questions about the

basic feasibility of high gain and ah confirms...

—Those would be the, the Lancet undergroundtests?

Again a look. —Yes, that’s right. We, while Radiance was ongoing,

as part of the undergroundtests then, we ignited some DT capsules.

Usingthe blast as an energy driver. We got very useful data on

—TI’ve seen someof that data. What I want to knowis, did the cap-

sules ignite?

—Well ... yes.

—Andthe codescorrectly predicted the conditions for ignition?

—Well, these were one and two dimensionalcodes, that’s what we'll

refine with the data from Avalon and the new computers. But yes they

predicted ...

—Wait. In the seventies our codes predicted ignition with one
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thousand joules, isn’t that right? And we built a thousand joule laser
and it wasn’t enough. Then weraised our estimate andit still wasn’t
enough. Now we're upto onepoint eight million. Are you sure, Mar-
shall, that our codes capture the physics?

—Notall of the physics, but, you know, those early codes, they
underestimated the rate at which instabilities in the capsule could
expand, but we’re confident now, I mean, our models conform very
well to the experiments we've done.

—It sounds like you've beentalking to the skeptics, Philip.
—I wantto sell this program, David, I don’t want to oversellit.

Marshall?

—We’'ve been using these codes to postdict behavior from tests,
including the ones you'vealluded to, and

—Postdict? How aboutjust assuring me that ignition at one point
eight megajoules isn’t wishful thinking?

—Philip, we've already spent our forty days and nights in the
desert on this one. There are never guarantees. But under the circum-
stances, to protect our scientific interests under the constraints we’ve

been given, we’re convinced that we have to have Avalon and that we
can do this. You’re the team captain. Don’t tell us notto fight.

There wasa silence while Quine looked at Ware, then at Szabo, who

looked blandly back. —Anythingelse?

—Does anyone know what’s going on with the new building? I
haven't seen a crew outthere for weeks. If Credne wantsto bid on Aval-
on, I mean they’re what, a year behind?

—They claim it’s because of the toxics mitigation work DOE
required.

—TI thoughtis was those Indian remains they found underthe reten-
tion tanks.

—Never know what you're goingto dig u

—tribal council in court with the state now, might as well make

that pit a permanentfeature.

—but the toxics, | mean that was a separate contract, didn’t they

start up a subsidiary to handle the waste, Glenn?
—It may have happenedaboutthe sametime. Anyway, it’s ongoing.

—Oh one other thing Doctor Quine, we’re getting data from the
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last leg of Persephone’s mission as she leaves lunar orbit to ren-
dezvous with a nearearthasteroid. That could give us proofof princi-
ple on asteroid defense and weshould be ready to exploi

—Wait, asteroid def, are you talking about Slingshot... ? I thought
wewere through with all that.

—We have contracts. DoD’s a customer, theater defense, and

national defense are very active programs at Army, Navy, and Air
Force labs.

—TI thought Persephone wasfor lunar mapping.
—Ah, right, the cover story. The mapping was an afterthought,

kind of a lollipop for NASA. We’ve got twelveflavors of infrared sen-
sors onboard, the kind that track missile plumes and so forth. And
we're taking a side trip to impact anasteroid at high speed.

—Impact?

—That’s the plan.

—So we're still working on this even though J Section is closed.
—Thesethings havea life of their own, Philip.
—WasI unclear, Frank? About shutting these programs down?
—Wehavecontracts. Anway, I don’t think this is the
—Fine, Ill talk to you aboutthis later. Whatelse?
—Whataboutthis public hearing? Do we have problemsthere?
—It’s just an annoyance. DOE’s looking to park the billions from

the Texas Supercollider before Congress wakes up and takes back the
money. Avalon is madefor them,the fusion science makesit palatable
and the weapons apps makeit bulletproof. If we finish the Conceptual
Design Report on schedule it should be a slam dunk.
—Yes but the weaponspart, this, ah, this antinuke group CANT,

they’ve done their homework, they’re going to raise real issues there.
—Tell you what, Philip. I can get some Avalon supporters to come

out for this meeting soit’s not, you know, totally onesided. Thereare
concernedparties inside the Lab andout.

—Will you be there, Frank?
—Only if I haveto be.

—You do. Anythingelse that I need to know about? Anyone... ?
Okay, are we done? Frank, walk with me. Quine stood last and Szabo
lagged tofollow.
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—Are you hiding projects from me, Frank? Why don’t I know

about these contracts?

—Because you haven't looked? For God’s sake Philip, there are

thousands of projects and contracts, do you want a daily update on

every one of them? I shut downJ Section, isn’t that enough for you,

do you wantto get sued by DoD, too? You know Philip, you’re break-

ing everybody’s balls in there, and for what? DOEthinks you're Mis-

ter Golden. Not long ago they almost had usall up on charges, and now

they’re wavingbillions in the scented air. Take the money and screw

them.

—Well maybeif I’m, if I’m Mister Golden, maybe I'd like to keep it

that way and not become known as Highet the Second. Do you know

what I heard in Washington, what somebody said to my face? Some

senator said, there’s lies, damn lies, and what Lab people tell you.

Okay?

—Jesus, Philip, do me favor, talk to Réti, will you. He knows how

this gameis played, he inventedit. Researchis expected to lose money.

You just have to go aboutit the right way.

—Frank, if Avalon is approved, we’re only two years from ground-

breaking. Not research, not engineering, but actual construction. When

construction is complete we havedeliverables. | don’t want tobe sit-

ting here wondering howtodeliver.

—Philip, I’ve run big R&D projects before. If we don’t come in on

schedule, on budget, if we don’t achieve ignition rightoff, these are

manageable problems. You amend,you rebaseline.It’s R&D. Thisisn’t

the Supercollider, it isn’t a snipe hunt for sometheoreticalparticle,it’s

national defense. Trust meonthis.

—AndwherewasBill Snell?

—Notreally his job since you made me head.

—L Sectionis still involved and I want him at these meetings.

—Okay, frankly he’sa little sore but I’m mendingfences. Told him

to work on that fast ignitor concept, some nice potential spinoffs from

that in the area of

—Doctor Quine! Dolores said you

—Ohfor

—Catch youlater, Philip.
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—Doctor Szaboare you,ah, well, I can catch up with him later, but

I wonderif you rememberthe demoI gave back in Janu
—The, which one wasthat, the screensaver?

—No, the, you know, this Marc Andreesen guy, he started up a

company to market that Web browser, I just wonderedif you had any
interest, he’s calling it Netsc

—Dennis, I have more important

—Also there’s an M Sectioninitiative I’d like to
—Look Dennis you seem to haveall these friends in industry, at

Justice, why don’t youjust take fly

—and did you get myreport on the DOJ pro
—a flyer on whateverlooks interesting to you okay, andjust leave

your reports in my in box okay, and I'll read them whenI can.
—Well sure but we should talk about this M Section initia
—Dennis! Either do it or don’t do it but stop bugging me aboutit ... !

as theoffice at last quieted for his deferred attention to GAO/NSIAD-
94-119 Nuclear Nonproliferation: Export Licensing Procedures For
Dual Use Items Need To Be Strengthened, —Wait a minute, this isn’t
... lifting it to reveal Library Copy GAO/RCED-91-65 Nuclear Secu-

_ rity: Accountability For Lab’s Secret Classified Documents Is Inade-
quate, bemused for.a moment by —twelve thousand missing docu-
ments? Weaponsdesigns, x-ray laser plans, photos of weapons and
tests ... what the hell is, nineteen ninety one, that’s Highetall right,

wonder how muchofthis stuff Devon Null walked out with .. . mov-
ing on to —people in southern Utah designated a “low use segmentof
the population” by the AEC during openair test, whatis this, some-
thing of Lynn’s, Jesus I wish she'd, where’sthe.. finally finding Laser
Performance Requirements,as his highlighter moved through length-
ening stripes of sunlight until —What timeis it... ? tossing papers
into his case, passing throught the outer office where Dolores had
alreadyleft for the day, forging around a corner almost headlonginto
three young men passing him oblivious in jeans and t-shirts NO
FEAR, Xo, And GodSaid e,JE-8A=2q.

—Dude, did you hear? Persephone found water on the moon.
—Water?

—Waterice, at the south pole. You know whatthis means?
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—Dude! Colonies ...! And Quine could see them almost, the

domes couched in utter silence at the rim of a crater, nearthestill

point of the turning globe, so that in its fortnightly rotation the sun

would hug the horizon, neverrising or setting, brushing the jagged

mountaintopsin that airless clarity, acres of solar panels slowly track-

ing it, while down below,in the perpetual night of the crater, the bil-

lion year old ice is mined for water, oxygen, hydrogen, deuterium, to

fuel the reactors that provide heat, power, propulsion. Without the

nucleus there is no way out, no way off the planet, no way to leave

behind the mistakes, the refuse, the history, no way to transcend the

history, what we’ve done to become what weare, no wayto forget the

mire held aloft in the jaws of <<ULTRADIG>> where something

white and round tumbled free before he turned through the gates

toward a last smear of sun dying behinda veil of gray that closed over

a violet zenith. He hurried up the walk to wherea light already glowed

within the house.

—Lynn ... ? Sorry I’m, losing and regaining his balance as she

came hard against him in the hallway.

—Oh,I’ve missed you.

—Hey,hi, just let me...

—I’m coming on too strong,sorry I'll .. . backing awayto let him

pass into the living room, where heset his briefcase on the coffee

table.

—Nono,I’m,I’m glad to, that you . . . submitting to an embrace

less emphatic but as firm.

—TI came straight over, I didn’t bring dinner, are you hungry?

—Nono,that’s okay, I had a late

—I wantto turn on the TVtosee ourcoverage.

—Of, of the demo? Yes sure, anywayI, there’s something I want to

see too, some PBS guy, ArmandSteradian, cameto the Lab in January,

something on post-Cold W

—Steradian? Andhe didn’t call us?

—Hetalked to mefor over an hour, I think he wasreally interested

in... trailing off at the sight of a ragged group on the screen, ZERO

NOWanda darkhaired woman’s arm held out in a gesture perhaps

meantto rally the others but cut off for a well groomed woman hold-
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ing a microphone, —activists continue their lonely vigil. Pete?

—Well there’s my two secondsof fame, I hope Steradian did better

by you.

—Can I, can change this now... ? and he thumbed to whereordi-

nary citizens were having their heirloomsappraised,all well satistied

that a market existed for the turning of personal history into hard

cash; and although somehistories were, by the nature of the market,

worth more than others, there were no hardlosers.

—A lot of people didn’t show up. The Herald reporter was snotty

about how few wewere.

—That reminds medid, did you see this? I saved it in case you...

rummaging through System Design Requirements, Conceptual Design

Report Preface, The 7 Habits Of, coming upat last with Respect Fades

For Activists, —’Given the dramatic changes in the world, even some

of the activists’ sympathizers are questioning recent anti-nucleartac-

tics and positions.”

—I readit. It’s all we talked about at the retreat. Tony wantsto,

whatdid he say, broaden ourfocus,find a larger audience. We should

add armssales economic justice and social welfare to our menuifit'll

help our funding. Speaks the ad man.

—As Réti says, funding comesfrom thethreat.

—I'I] tell Tony. He never meta tactic hedidn’t like. She crossed and

recrossed the room,carryingtheclipping, setting it down, glancing at

the screen, sitting by him onlyto get up again.

—lIs something wrong?

—Doyou have anything to drink?

—TI think some, some Chardonnay? But wait, it’s almost .. . as he

settled onto the sofa for the newly merged Lockheed-Martin creating

an instant history for itself as —the proud sponsor for twenty five

years of science broadcasting, and Lynn returned to sit cradling the

bowl of the wineglass in her thin longfingers.

—AndI thought Steradian was on our side. When he wasa stringer
for CNN hetalked to us, but now he’s doing this MacNeil-Lehrer rou-
tine, that balanced point of view where you get the secretary of

defense and a formersecretary of defense. I mean, I’m sure Steradian

thinks he’s doing the right thing andall. But everybody thinks that,
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don’t they. I think I’m doing my job so well and twenty people show
up Friday and the Herald disses us and our funding’s downandevery-
body’s on mycaseatthe retreat. Tony said I was demoralizing others.
Philip, tell me... and he looked to her with an apprehensionofdis-
tress, —Am I fooling myself about you?
—What do you mean?
—About what you want.
—Lynn... his eyes cameup from an F-22 bankingagainst the dun

backdrop of a desert floor. —I want to be with you.
—estimated cost of seventy three bill
—Buttherest of it. You told me you wanted to make a difference at

the Lab.

His eyes, roving for an answer, came back to the screen where a

hawkfaced man, —Colonel “Rip” Whipple, assistant secretary of
defense for acquisitions and development, envisions a day when the
military subcontracts informationandservices from the private sec

—Philip, are youlistening...
—Just a minute...

—Cold Warover, expect constrained military spending, reap bene-
fits in reduced R&D and maintenancecosts by outsourcingto civil and

commercial providers and global partners. Military can no longerrely

solely on DoD ownedandoperatedassets in order to

—Philip...

—He’s but wait, he’s saying the military will buy services from pri-

vate companies...

—So? They do that now, they subcontract.

—No but not just weapons, he meansall kinds of

—launch vehicles, satellites, space assets, we can outsource these

functions
—But, but that’s just what Gate wants, it would be a perfect setup

to get

—funding from bothsectors, spin-offs, spin-ons, and future oppor-

tunities, let me tell you a success story

—Philip would youplease...

—Just one

—of our partners, 3Vid, developed a three dimensional battlespace
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display, spun it off into laptop computers, won the Best of Comdex

ninety three award, and I guarantee you we'll all have 3D laptops by

the year

—Philip, I’m tryingto talk to you!

—What?

—I wantto knowif you're serious about changing the Lab. Because

there’s an opportunity. I’ve lined up people willing to commentatthis

public hearing, to challenge the way DOEis scoping stockpile stew-

ardship and Avalon.

—Andyou want meto, to do what?

—To comment. To tell DOE that they need to explore other options

besides Avalon.

—Ohbut Lynn

—You wouldn’t be alone. We have a former head of SAC, a former

joint chief, a former bombdesigner

—Former, well that’s the wordisn’tit. If I signed on to this I wouldn't

last five minutes. What goodis a formeracting director? Anyway, you

talk as if it’s up to me.It’s not. My job’s to implement DOEdecisions.

—Whatgoodis being current if you don’t do anything? Yourjob’s

also to advise. If you tell them there’s another, better way ...

—I can’t take a political stand on this.

—Youalready have! The Lab’s a political institution! You play a

majorrole in directing weaponspolicy!

—Lynn,wecarry outpolicy. DoD tellsDOE what they needto ful-
fill their, their goals, and we execute for DOE using best business prac

—Highet and every director before him lobbied. You got the neu-
tron bombin the seventies, Radiance in the eighties, and now Avalon.
You've always opposed armscontroltreaties, you

—Would youstop, don’t compare meto Highet, and anywaytreaties,
that’s exactly what we, why they want Avalon, so that the CTBT will
be ratif

—WhenChase, did you even hear whatI said to him?
—Lynn,please, can’t we, I think aboutthis stuff all day long can we

just pl

—Listen to your ownpeople, you can remanufacture from blue-
prints, you can
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—but to maintain competence, to keep our scientists interested

—Interested? Do they havea short attention span?
—Lynnit’s just not goingto, I can’t do this, it would be totalfail-

ure.

—Butisn’t that, I mean,that’s all we ever getis the chanceto,to fail

at something worthwhile! I just want you to take the chance.
—national laboratory wherecold warriors retool
—oh but, but wait

—Philip don’t you see you have this opportunity, this singular
moment when nearly everyone agrees that these weaponsare useless

and obsolete, don’tletit

—waitI, | may be on now, as the camera pannedpast a bank of equip-

mentand followed a figure walking —Whbois that, isn’t that ... ? among
the skyblue beamlines of the laser bay. —Frank Szabo, but what’s he,

he wasn’t even in that section then, what’s he think he... as the

waspish voice was saying, —building on twenty years’ expertise in

laser technology, this could be the most important thing the Lab does

this decade

—What’s he, Steradian’s acting like Szabo’s the direc, as Quine’s

own voice came up to cut him off, his face squinting in the lights,

querulous, put upon, —You can’t wish these weapons away.It’s Lud-

dite philosophy to think so, as the camera went quickly back to Szabo,

standing inside the laserbay.

—That’s it? He talked to me for over an hourand that’s, as Szabo

went on, —activists may ironically be a greater danger to a test ban

than Avalo

—Luddite philosophy? Is that what you think of me?

—What? No I didn’t mean

—Wish? Does it look to you like I spend my time wishing? I’m

working mytail off! This is so, so disrespectful Philip ...

—Lynn no noit’s not, I wasn’t talking about you, I don’t even

remembersaying that, they, they cut me down to nothing, what am I

supposed to

—You could say we have a difference of opinion! You could say we're

honorable people, not know-nothing crackpots! Do you thinkI’ve spent

all these hours reading up on thescience because I’m a, a Luddite?
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—AndSzabo, they treated him like he’s the direc... Lynn... ? He

followed her into the kitchen, where she was paused with her wine-

glass over The One Minuteand 7 Habits looking at his papers.

—CanI, can I see that before you

—Why,isit classified?

—Well I don’t know, that’s why I want to

—QOurarrangementis that anything youleave outis open.

—Yes butsince you haven't beenhere I, I mean I know it’s my fault

but could I please ... taking from her poised hand Avalon System Design

Requirements For Nuclear Weapons Physics Experiments, —See, noit’s

notclassified butit’s not exactly public...

—I guessnot, since the title alone seems to contradict DOE’s stated

policy.

—Butno,it doesn’t, this isn’t about new weapons,it’s about under-

standing the physics of

—Just tell me that Avalon can’t be used for new weaponsdesign.

—Well of course it can, but

—But what? Trust you that it won’t? Trust you like with the B

sixty onerev eleven,isn’t that a new weapon?

—It’s, that’s an upgrade, we’re permitted to, but where did you hear

about

—Trust you? Like with Radiance, with Rocky Flats, with the human

radiation experiments?

—Lynnplease stop saying, but where did

—Both TurnerandSorokin say you're trying to make pure fusion

bombs.

—Oh,Turner. Turner hasn't worked in a lab for thirty years.

—OhPhilip that’s so, don’t discredit him, that’s what you always

do isn’t it, how can anyonetrust you!

—Will you stop saying you! That you don’t trust me!

—TI'm sorry, you know I mean the Lab. But

—And, and you’ve already thrown Sorokin up to me, his fourth

gen, you know he’s guessing about that, he doesn’t have the data he
needs to draw those conclusions, and you know something,if it hadn’t

been for the Lab that experiment of ours would never have come off,

did he tell you that? If I hadn’t come on that Hertz fellowship.. .
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—Hertz? You were a Hertz fellow?
—It was Réti’s idea, he was my advisor.
—I never knew that. And I thought you weren’t in the innercircle,

but you are aren’t you, this is how it happens. Denial by degrees so
small you don’t see it happening ... She picked up another paper.

—CanI, can I see

—What’s this, another of your success stories, hopeit’s notclassi-
fied, “In addition to mammographythe system can be usedfor inspec-
tion and quality control of materials commonly used in the manufac-
ture of modern conventional and nuclear weapons.” There’s dual use
for you. Is the mammographypart supposed to comfortall the women
in the breast cancer cluster around the Lab? She threw down the
papers. —Butit’s been dual use since day one, since Hanford, dual use
and duplicity, plutonium for the bombs butit’s a power plant too,
atomsfor peace, electricity too cheap to meter, never mindthe cancers
downwind, never mindthetrillions we’ll need to clean up the mess,

forgetall that history because there’s something newcalled fusion .. .
—Lynn will you ... pausing a momentto shut and lock his case

before following herback into the living room, —Whyare you so...
what's wrong with you tonight ... ? where she dropped onto the sofa.
The only light now came from the hallway and from where, in the
interval between programs, noncommercial television advertised in
plain white type LINCOLN, AMERICAN LUXURY, begging the

question of whether that slain President had been a frivolous indul-

gence of the nation or somethingit could ill afford now that some

toothy womanin a suit grinned and prowled like a panther before a

placard that exhorted her unseen but vociferous audience to Dare To

Be Rich, before Lynn leveled the remote and with a cocked thumb

squashed OFF. In the dark she sat staring at the bleakness of the dead
screen. When she turned to him he couldn’t see her features. An air of

desolationsettled like some toxin.

—I’mso tired of fighting.

—Lynn,I don’t want tofight.

She looked up at him. —I maynotbe funded again.
—What do you mean?

—If donations don’t go up, CANT’s goingto cutstaff. I’ll be back to
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part time. That’s what Tony wastelling me. I need this moneyto go
back to school andpass the bar. If they cut me, I'll have to work at
some corporate firm in the city. Nobody else will pay me to dothis
stuff. I already know as muchcase law as ourlead attorneysbutI can’t
practice, I need a place to work...

—Okay, .. . He came forward uneasily, further into the darkness
whereshesat.

—No,it’s not okay! She seemed to draw herself together andset
downthe glass. —It’s not okay, butI will be.

—Is this happening because you're seeing me?
—No. Tony wouldn't be so intolerant. Philip .. . could we go to my

place?

—But why? We'rehere.
—Wealways comehere. I know myplaceis small andthestreet is

noisy but I need, I haven’t been homesince Friday morning, I need to...
I just need to be home.

—Lynn,please, I’m tired, it’s so far...
—Do you smell that?
—What?

—It’s, I don’t know, like a burning.

—What? No, I don’t smell anything...
—Ohthis is crazy, but do you everfeel like there’s something in

the air? Something toxic?
A chill went up his neck,as if something hadstirred in the dimness

behind him.If he stood unmoving it might pass him over.
—I'm cold. Will you turn up the heat? It feels like something died

in here.

He turned ona light. Thechill of desolation receded but stood by.
The thermostat baffled him for a moment, its gray panel blinking
10:22 68F, until he thumbed ” for a distant rumblelost in a rush ofair
—I'm sorry. I’m in such a mood. Comesit here. Relax with me.

You're always on guard.
—Okay, let me .. . She leaned against him.
—It’s been a hard monthfor me.
—I know.

—Do you rememberwhenI first came over here? All those times
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we'd gone out, and you never ... and then I came in andasked you to

take myclothesoff. I was so shameless.

—I couldn't believe that you wanted me. Heshifted so that her

elbow came away from his ribs. —Listen, Lynn, if you're worried

abouta job, I could see what's open in N Section,that’s the Nonprolit-

eration Directorate...

She pulled away. —What? You mean, me, work at the Lab?

—I'm just saying, if you wanted to apply for something I’m sure...

but whatever certainty he might have hadvanishedin her laugh.

—I] can’t believe yousaid that.

—J mean, you have the expertise ...

She wason herfeet, something between amusementandincredulity

claiming her face. —You're not joking, are you.

—Well, but, if you really want to changethings ...

She walked away and turned back to him underthe hall light shin-

ing russet in her hair, shadowingthe hollowsof her dark eyes and the

deep bones of her cheeks. —I’m going to take a bath. Will you comeup

in a little while?

—YesI, in a while . . . turning from the stairs when her feet had

vanished to the open briefcase on thecoffee table, where Environmen-

tal Report New Construction L-301-92, Chivian-Harris Soil Analysis,

Boole & Clay Environmental Consultants were pushedasidefor

a

list

of Credne Construction Job Sites that failed to claim more of his

attention thanthetelevision returned to life with —megadittos from

a real American woman who,incidentally, isn’t a lesbian or a feminist.

—Hey hey hey. Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!

—How anyonecan watchthisidiot . .. mutteringas his thumbheld

still for the obese figure asserting, —that meansyoufind meattractive

then. See, women who don’t find meattractive have to be lesbians or

femini, as his thumb finally rebelled to move on to —carbonsteel

blade with Zytel handle, andhis attention wentbackto thelist contin-

uing with Credne Waste ManagementContract Sites, a few dozen Lab

locations, and then,striking at his heart, Estancia Estates.

—Are you coming to bed?

What? Oh,ohyes,in, in just a minute, I wasjust . . . looking back

in surprise at the papers in his lap, —I just ...
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—Philip. I’m crying.

What ... ? The hall light behind her slim figure, slouched there

in white briefs and chemise, rushed him with regret, for Nan,for Kate,

for Sorokin, for everything in hislite that was or would becomeirre-

trievable.

—Philip . . . as something new swam into her eyes to re

from an appraising depth.

—What?

—Are you seeing someone else?

What? No,that’s, no certainly not.

J] don’t know. You're distant. I’m afraid for us.

—It’s just work ... you know I...

__We have something, you know.It’s real to m

Why would youthink that?

e.Is it to you?

beingor banish with her next words. But a

—I'm sorry Philip, I know I come on too strong, it scares people, I

don’t want to scare you.

He embraced her warmth. Her tonguefilled the emptiness of his

mouth. What we want from anotheris so simple. Almost anyonewill

do. For a time at least the heart bonds as if it’s found its other, cloven

half. Is this illusion? Something neither commandednor freely given?

If the heart can be so needful andso indiscriminate, howtrust it?

—Please come upstairs.

—Yes okay .. . I just want to brush my teeth ... Water entered a

whirlpool, rising andfalling around the rim of the drain.

—Will you shave for me?

Hm... ? The chalky water cleared.

—Do you mind?

—No, of course, I'll... as he peered closer than he liked at where

gray had advanced downhis temples to garrison the stubble he now

shaved from his face and neck, lookingpastthe reflection to whereshe

gazed back frankly from her seat on the toilet. She smiled as she rose

tucking a square of paper between her legs to drop into the bowl. He

touched the flesh over his hips, as past their reflection came the lithe

muscles of her lean thighs. —I really should, there’s a gym at the Lab,
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Thestreetlight was diffused in mist which sentits
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—Philip, look at me. You have me.
He turnedto her butdidn’t look, as if an open eye would drop him.

—I don’t know why.

—Butit’s true. Oh, whatis it? You look so wounded ...

—After I, after I left Nan I’d sometimes walk on the mountain. You

know, where you took me that night we walked in the moonlight. One
day I heard, I don’t know, it soundedlike a lost cat crying. Crying with
desperate force. It pierced me through.I, I didn’t know whoI wassor-
rier for, Nan or myself. We abandoned each other...

She cradled him to herbreast.
—Nobutlisten. A month later I was walking there again and |

heard it again in the sameplace, and I thought, that can’t be a pet, it

wouldn’t still be there alive. And it wasn’t a cat, you know, it wasn’t at
all. It was a bird calling, some kind of catbird. So you seeId beenliv-
ing in this, this yes this myth yousee, this utopia of loss while things,
things had goneon,but in a wayit wasbetterto believe in loss than,
than in this muddle. . . See, the past, you can carry yourpast andletit
drag you under, or you canletit go but then you're adrift, the present
just, just carries you ... oh my God, what am I going to do?

She didn’t answerat once. Finally she said, —You have to quit,
Philip. This is destroying you.

—It’s all I have!
She held him. When she spoke her voice was dry. —Will you do

one thing for me? I’m sorry I asked you to commentat the hearing,
that wasn’t fair of me. But will you please come? To hear what our
people havetosay.

—If you want. If I don’t haveto, to speak.
A murmurofrain hadstarted again.Helay there in the abyssofhis

thoughts as her breathing beside him steadied and deepened. Almosta
voice stirred in him.It starts before Hanford, it almostsaid. It starts
with Réntgen, with the piece of barium glowingin the path ofinvisi-
ble rays, striking outthe fire that God had putthere.It starts with his
wife’s hand on the photographic plate, its transparence there, the
ashen bonesvisible within the milky flesh. Who could imagine that
this radiance at the heart of matter could be malign? That with its
light camefire? (Yet from thefirst the ashen bones werethere to see
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within theflesh.) It starts with Becquerel carrying the radium in his

pocket that burnedhis skin, and darkened the unexposedfilm.It starts

with Marie Curie poisoning herself in that pale uncanny glow. With

Rutherford guessing at this new alchemy, guessing that matter, giving

up its glow, transformed itself one element into another. With the

miners at Joachimsthal, deep under the Erzgebirge, inhaling the dust

of uranium and dying of “mountain sickness”. With women who by

the thousands in watch factories tipped their brushes with that glow,

touchedit to their tongues before painting the dial face, women who

only muchlater, when the watches’ glow hadfaded, sickened and died

from that radiance taken into their bones. It begins with Ernest Lawrence

rushing across the Berkeley campus, the idea of a proton accelerator

uncontainable in his mind, calling out, I’m going to be famous! With

Oppenheimerat Jornada del Muerte that morning of Trinity. With the

scientists who had prised open the gates to that blazing realm past

heaven orhell. What were they nowat the Lab in all their thousands,

but the colonial bureaucrats of that realm, the followers and func-

tionaries, the clerks and commissars? Mere gatekeepers of that power.

Or in its keeping. It goes of its own momentum beyond Hanford, to

Trinity, to Hiroshima,to the prisoners, the cancerpatients, the retard-

ed children, the pregnant womeninjected or fed this goblin matter to

see would it bring health orsickness, the soldiers huddled in trenches

against the flash, bonesvisible in their arms throughclosed eyes, star-

ing upat theroiling cloudrise, the sheepherders, the farms, the homes,

the gardens downwind. Andin his sleep the voice long stilled spoke

once more.It starts with Sforza; in case of need I will make bombards,

mortars, and firethrowing engines of beautiful and practical design.It

starts with Archimedes focusing the sun’s rays uponthe fleet at Syra-

cuse, it starts with the first rock hurled by the first grasping hand.It

starts where westart. It is mind, it is hunger,it is greed, it is defense,

it is mischief, it is the devil, it is the god;it is life.
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FIVE

Then,all at once it seemed, the sky cleared and the world lay open to
the scrutiny of heaven, that skin of blue air beyond which was mere
vacuum,below whicha scatter of birds turned incompletespirals, now
black, now white, banking into and out of the wind above the pit where

CREDNE Waste Management trucks took on their burdens and
labored away to parts unknownorat least undisclosed, while from the
other direction came a carttrailing two pallets of chrome canisters and
turning wide enough to clip the bumperofa parked car, jouncing once
as the canisters chimed, and continuing on its way to someproject or
projects separated from Quinebyatleastfive floors of management
passing oneat a time until the brushedstainless steel door opened to a
vista of identical doors receding in three directions, and he reached the
anteroom where an orotundvoice proclaimed —it’s a straw dog argum

—Dolores, would you pl... what’s that smell?
—I don’t smell anything.
—Like, like a burning... ?
—I don’t smell anything. Have a donut?
—What?

—A creme donut. Have one. They’relite.
—Light...?

—They’re lo fat. She laid down Nanopreneuring and held out a
thinwalled box, where a stressed tab and slot threatened to give way

 until Quine grabbed the sagging edge. —Bernd Dietz wantsto see you.
—Tell him I’m busy. Tell him Monday.
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The box pushed papers across the desk, exposing, like a thorn he

couldn’t pluck out, NancyJuliaAdams and Benjamin DanielStem still await-

ing the pleasure of his company,oratleast the earnest of it, on 16 July

1994 RSVP. He hid them under System Requirements, but they

emerged unabashed minuteslater from Laser Compression of Matter,

as he held aloft the doughnut to lose them again beneath Steganogra-

phy: A Novel Method of Data Hiding. On the computer screen was

another thornstill awaiting a response he wasas unreadyto give as to

forego.

Date: Fri, 6 May 1994 16:20 -0700

To: quine@lucinda.banl.gov

From: sforza@nous.com

Subject: Gate URGENT!

WE HAVETO TALK.

Highet

Heclicked to dismiss the window but as he reached a gobbet of

cream fell onto RSVP and Earth Protection, and he glared as what was

left of the doughnut, grabbed the nearest paper Theodore Turner

CommentPreprint to blot the card and wrap the dougnut for the

trash, angrily sweepingin after it the stained carboard box, RSVP, and

Earth, coming up then to what, even in the sun glare on the screen,

wasclearly not his mailbox, windowsoverlappedin a profusionof sul-

try brows, splayed limbs, pouting lips parted to meetthe thrust ofhis

legs up from the chair to the windowto dropblindsagainstthe bright-

ness out there. As the unfinished mauve and avocado facade opposite

vanished behind theclatter he had an apprehensionof the hundredsof

offices there waiting for their tenants, closeted against the world, of

the hundreds upon thousandsofoffices already occupied, stretching

out to Washington, in every one of which decisions were taken in the

absolute vacuum of procedure and contingency, and he stood in a kind

of paralysis until his phone wentoff and his door opened.

—Yes? Hel

—problem withthesecivil liberty types, we haveto dither the cam-

era resolution so you can’t readthelicense plates, but

—Damnit! Who’s ... slamming downtoclick and collapse the win-

dows on that which men in women mostdesire, as his eyes came up to
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Dietz’s white beard, his blocky anxious face, the strands of graying
hair fallen forward from the thinned ranks of a moist and mostly bar-
ren pate. In hands restless and seemingly forgotten by their owner,
some papers wereclutched.

—TI am sorry, butthis is urgent.
—Whatis it, Bernd?

—Avalon. The Conceptual Design Review. The budget and time
line. There are grave uncertainties here.

—Yes, I know but

—This will be the world’s largest optical instrument. Seven thou-
sand large and twenty thousand small glass components. The entire
USoptics industry can produce only two hundred meter-class optics in
a year. Thatis ten times too low for our time frame. So, to meet our
deadline we must develop entirely new fabrication techniques which
will take an unknown amountof time and which are not budgeted.
Also, the beamlines must operate near the damage threshold of the
glass. Evenif the glass can be madepure and in quantity, evenif it does
not fail under power, we must then integrate and assembletheparts.
One hundred ninety two beamlines must focus to the micrometer
with a uniformity of one percent. We build these in a room thesize of
stadium, so how will you keep dust out of the glass? No one hasyet
answered for methis simple question.

—Bernd...

—Then,diagnostics. We need new kinds of sensors and new com-
puter codes to fine tune the array before experiments can evenstart.
Then, targets. Frozen capsules of deuterium-tritium must be made
perfectly spherical to tolerance often billionths of a meter.

—Bernd, are you sayingit can’t be done?
—I say only that there are great hurdles and our time frame and

budget permitnoerrorsatall.
Quine pressed one hand to a throb in his temple, glancing at

Nonprolif. —Bernd, let me be completely frank with you. We're los-
ing funding, jobs, talent. We have to stop the bleeding. If we don’t
complete Avalonright on schedule, if we don’t achieve ignition right
off, those are, are manageable problems that we can addressin their
time.
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—But it is my name, not yours, on the Laser Design Cost Basis

document. Thirty thousandpieces of glass, do you understand? | will

not put myhead onthat block.

—Bernd, none of our groupsraised redflags. You're the only one.

—Because they remember what happenedto Slater and the others.

Have you forgotten Radiance? Highet’s extravagant claims?

—Of course not. You rescued me. That’s why you're on the project.

—ButSzabois head.

—Is that whatthis is about? Because if you want more responsib

—TI do not! But Szabo, he thinks, if this laser does not work out as

planned, we go back to undergroundtesting, we continue on with other

lasers, it is no problem for him.In fact, one point eight megajoules,

assuming weattain that figure, which I do not promise, is probably not

even enough.Butthat is not my concern. I am saying the construction.

That is my problem.

—Whydo yousayit’s not enough?

Dietz stared at him with something between dismay andoffense.

—You know why.

—I don’t.

Dietz looked downat the papers in his hand. He stared at them in

silence as Quine waited. At last he glanced up andashe placed them on

the desk he barely spoke. —Taliesin.

Quine glanced at the papers. Dear Madam Secretary. A finger of

unease uncurled in his bowels. —What are you saying?

—TI have said too much.I will not sign the Cost Basis Document

unless these objections are attached.

—But ... Bernd, you're putting me in an impossible position. The

Conceptual Design Report has been turnedin. If you had these con-

cerns

—I told you my concerns! Weeks ago!

—Whatwould you agree to? There’s a fifteen percent contingency.

I can budget twenty percent more for the optics if you can certi

—Fifteen, twenty, fifty percent is not the point! There are too

many uncertainties, we must study more, run more experiments on

the lasers we have...

—Wecan do that after Key Decision One.
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—Toolate. Then the budgetis fixed. We are saying one billion?

—Onepoint one.

__Three, four times that, is my estimate. To solve only the prob-

lems that I can see from here. I have put my concerns in writing, 0

there can be no misunderstanding.

The finger inside him pressed harder. —Bernd, you have to sign

Quine got up and paced to the window. Thepressure in his bowels

was desperate. —If I, if I accept your protest, make it an addendum to

the report, will that satisfy you?

—It will go to the secretary with the report?

—Yes yes. _

—All right. Then I will leave it with you.

—Is that all? Are we done?

—For now.

As the door closed he rushed hobbling to the washroom.He had

barely sat when hereleased a torrent into the bowl. He lowered his

head onto folded arms as the spasms subsided and a weakness swept

his legs. After a minute he rose to wipe himself and flush away a

watery yellow chyle, leaving behind a stink more sulfurous thanfecal.

The fan labored as he washedhis hands, andhe glimpsed in the mirror

as he went outa face paler than normalturning to Frank Szabo perus-

ing the papersonhis desk.

—Whatthat’s smell? Like a burning?

—Frank...?

—Sorry to barge in, but I saw Bernd. Heleave this for you? indi-

cating Dear Madam Secretary.

—yYes he, he thinks the Avalon optics won’t work.

—He’s full of crap. You're not sendingthis, are you?

—J said Id includeit if he signed off on the Cost Basis Document.

—Classify it and bury it. It’s an internal memo with sensitive

information.

—CanI do that?

—Ask Bran how,he’s been studying the new classification guide-

lines. Listen what about this Earth Protection Seminar, are you on
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board for that?

—What, I haven’t had a chance to
—Spacething we're hostingin July, international community, blah

blah. Can you give the keynote?
—Talk to Dolores ... who looked up from How ToProfit From the

Coming Chaos.
—Dolores, those doughnuts .. . did you eat .. . I mean, are they

okay?

—Doyoulike them? Mycousin worksfor a food company. They’re
testing a fat substitute.

—Substitute?
—It doesn’t get digested or something. Butit tastes like the real

thing.

—Do you know where Bran Nolanis?
—SomeseminarI think.
—Right, okay, I'll... . hurrying downthehall to pass a couple of

men, —going to launch these things on their Long Dong missile or
whateverthe hellit’s .. . trying E-233 which opened onto a small group
watching a coatless man with tie askew and sleeves rolled up prowling
back andforth before a placard Motivating Faster Failure With Peter
Paul Thomas, —the great Swedish playwright Hendrick Isben andhis
great play Enemaof the People, where Dean Stockwell goes up against
the grain of his community to save them from themselves and the toxic
plumeof distrust corrodingthe fabric of their society wherehis newsis
unwelcomeatfirst until the townsfolk see thatit’s in their own interest
to be self-interested, the point being is that they

—Excuse me, Bran... ? whorose from

a

seat in the back and fol-
lowed Quine out the door muttering, —Mustbe the hundred drachma
course, all this time I thought Isben was the guy who invented book
numbering, won a Barnes and Noble prize forit didn’t he?

—Howdo

I

classify an internal report?
—Whatsection?
—L Section.

—Those used to be born classified, but under the new openness
regimeI'll have to look it up.

—Something Bernd Dietz wrote. I wantit put through an internal
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review.

—Fax it to me. Do I have your comments?
—Mywhat?

—The documentfor the public hearing tonight? I know how you
like to work over the language, butit goesout at four.

—Oh,the nonprof, I mean the nonproliferation thing. That's right,

just thoughtId geta,a, a little breather after the Design Report. Okay
I'll

—Just sendit to my office.

—Yes okay ...as a hand went deep into the trash pressing aside a
stained cardboard box ALESTROTest Product S to come up holding
between twofingers RSVP andEarthProtection. A gobbet of creamstill
clung to the handtraveling to intercept the phone’s bleat, pausing
only to wardoff, ineffectually, the openingdoor.

—Yes? Hold, hold on ConorI'll be right with, no hello go ahead...
out of, of gas? Course correc, isn’t that NASA’s ... But I mean after
the lunar, why are wecalculating the course correc. Uh huh

.

. . as
Conor waved for his attention and wrote something on a scrap of
paper. —Okay.I’m still not clear why we were doing those calcula-
tions at all but maybe you can explain that to me when we meet.
Quine put down the phone and pushed aside RSVP, Earth Protection,
seeking the more absorbent Ohlone Valley Herald Critics Charge,
with which he wiped theheel of his hand and the telephone.

—That was aboutPersephone, right? On the scrap in Conor’s hand
was written aXon.

—That was Tom Young.Hesaid that NASA failed to convert our
units from miles to kilometers.

—Miles? Who uses miles anymore?
—Legacy codes, apparently.
—Legacy codes? Running on aXons?I don’t think so. I know what

happenedthere. Those guysdidn’t fix their math chips. So their results
put Persephone’s thrusters on full burn and depleted the fuel.
—Yes well, I’ll have to, to deal with it later. Come here a second, as

Conorleaned into the screen while Quine clicked LANCET 1979-1991
to open TALIESIN. —I know you have someexpertise with Rayleigh-
Taylor instabilities . . .

311



—Wow,ignition, burnrate, this is DT fusion,right?

—These codes model radiation transfer, hydrodynamic evolution

of the plasma...

—This is great, whose workis this?

—Someof this I worked on butnot, notthis side of it... see, x-ray

energy is pumpedinto the capsule here...

—] didn’t know youdid fusion.

—I, I didn’t. This is .. . just started to look at this really, see, these

are the data sets for the DT burn... here, look at the rho-r values, for

the first twenty nanosecondsthey’re going up and with these energies

you'd expect burn to take off, but

—Yeah see.Instabilities cooling off the hot spot?

—That should be accounted for in the underlying code libraries...

as he pushed Steganographyaside for Laser Compression of Matter.

—Theclassic paper.

—Yeah well, they predicted ignition with one kilojoule and under-

estimating the Rayleigh-Taylorinstabilities put them so far off. But

the current codes should have fixed that. So I want to know what's

going on.

—Shouldn’t you, I mean Szaboactually worked onthis all along,

he’d be the guy to ah

—Frank’s gota lot on his plate right now. Anywaythis is a long term

kind of project, and I’ve heard great things about your expertise in this

field, just thoughtit’s something you could sink yourteeth into . ..

—Well definitely, I’d love to, I just, you know, don’t wantto step on

anybody’s

—Let me worry aboutthat.

—Well that’s, that’s . . . wow. So that’s like a whole lot of energy

going into that capsule. Ourlasers can’t do that. Is this from a bomb

test!

—It’s better that you don’t know the source ofthedata.

—Listen I knowit’s late but, have you had lunch? Maybe wecould

grab something, if you're not too busy, I can show you the Rayleigh-

Taylor work I did last year...

—Feeling a little queasy actually but maybe tomorrow I mean

Mondaywecould, I mean after you've hada chanceto lookat
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—Thisis really great of you, I really appreciate .. . lingering to pick

up Steganography A Novel Method of Data Hiding. —Hey cool. You

know I did somestuff for Highet on this, did you ever see

—Philip wherethe hell is your summary?

—My, my what?

—HeyBran,how’sit

—Messenger’s waiting in myoffice.

—Ohyesthat page I, I, I’m sorry I'll, tell him I'll, ten minutes, I’ll

fax it down to youin,in five ... sorry Conor, I have to... pushing a

stained and shopworn Earth Protection and RSVP underthe fall of

Steganographyto retrieve Avalon And TheIssue Of Nonproliferation,

where Part V X-ray Laser Research reminded him that Experiments

on nuclear directed energy weapon concepts, while technically possi-

ble, are not planned. Heread on to X-ray lasers have military appli-

cations as well as peaceful ones. The results of Avalon experiments

could provide data for comparison with codes and could be used to

further interpret the results of past underground experiments on

nuclear-pumped x-raylasers.

For a momenthe wasbackin the office he’d shared with Null in

those despised years of Superbright. The loss and the waste of it were

a hook through his heart. He lifted the phone to press MEM 1 but

hung up before it rang. After a momenthepressed another number.

—Reese? Sorry to bother you. Just want to check something. The

x-ray laser or, or similar Radiance components, are those considered

proliferation risks? I mean for purposesof. Nothisis for, for a possible

Avalon application. No, Title One phase, the Conceptual Design

Reportis already, it’s at the printer, yes you should have it any day
now. Really? She has? A, a donedeal, well that’s good news. So, on the

x-ray laser, we can pretty much do whatever... okay then.

He walked to the window and stood in what might have been
motionlessness except that it brought nostillness, no elsewhere, no
immensity, it broughtonly stifling anxiety at the stubborn progres-
sion ofall he was enmeshedin, so he turned from it as something in
him hardened and at the same time gave way, as it might have been
the unprovokedslide of dirt down one wallof the pit there below him.
Hestrode to the desk and wrote:
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Research on x-ray lasers has multiple applications. Therefore, it
would be unwise to restrict peaceful research in this area in the inter-
est of preventing weapon development.

—Dolores, fax this down to Bran Nolan . .. oh, is that the time? |

have to go.

—Will you be back today?

—I don’t know.Is our voicemail back up yet?
—No, they’re still working on thatvirus.

—Virus, how can voicemail have a virus? Never mind, I’Il call in

later .. . racing downthe hallwayfor the brushedsteel of the elevator
door shutting against —Wait ... ! an entreaty that was ignored then
and there but perversely answeredat the exit gate, where two gondo-
las of CREDNE Waste Managementbacked beepingacross both lanes
of the road, and at Mariposa, where underthe bluntbarrelof the traf-

fic camera the light flicked from yellow to red at his approach, and

again at the plinth welcoming car after waiting car to Circuit City
Toys “A” Us Barnes & Noble Starbucks, and by car after creeping car

searching and pausing for the hope, seldom met thoughoften indulged,
of a parking space aboutto be vacated, a hopeat last interrupted by

the blare of a horn which, Quine realized in angry surprise, was his

own.

—Sorry I’mlate,I

—TI’m used to it. Can you believe this line? stretching from the

sidewalk through the doorway into halflight where, a few people

ahead, at the threshold of dimness, a woman brushed a veil of auburn

hair from the pale skin of her neck, revealing the volutions of her ear.

Quinefelt sweat spring from him. —Listen, maybethis isn’t the

—Relax, we’re moving, and the line surged forward, while a

woman in red pushed to join the auburnhaired woman with just a

glance at the people in line behind her.

—Somecrowd, said Lynn as they entered the dimness. The boy

behind the counter turned to the womanin red with an expression not

quite a query, —Me? Oh noI’m notinline, I’m just talking to my

friend, but as long as I’m here, whatkind of herbal teas do you have?

and as the boy indicated the menu board and the woman slowly took

it in, —Is the hibiscus tea sweet? I mean,is it sweet hibiscus tea? and
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the boy didn’t know andas the auburn head turned Quine turned to

Lynn.

—Maybe weshould...

—Are you ina hurry?

—No but I, and the womanin red carried on, —well then, how

about a decaf mochalatté, is that with foamed milk? CanI get lowfat?

And lowfat, is that one or two percent, and the boy didn’t know and

turned to another boy while the womanin red resumedtalking to her

auburnhairedfriend.

—Lynn,really I don’t want anything, why don’t we

—Neither do I, but as long as we’re here.

—Yes but, and the boy answered onepercent and the womanpulled

from her conversation looked vaguely annoyed until, —oh,all right

then, and can get just a dollop of whipped cream? while the steaming

nozzle hissed and spat and the womaninterrupted, —oh, and can I get
that in a mug? not a paper cup? and the boy dumpedthe contents of

the cup and started over while the auburn head movedagain.

—Lynn...

—Comeon, we’re up. Espressoplease.

—Ah, capp, no, make that just some steamed milk please, nonfat
milk ...as the auburn head began to turn and Quine turned away to
study two chromed machines Gaggia and Rancilio in full steam
drowning out furthertalk.

—Grabthattable if you can.I'll bring the drinks.
Across the room the woman with auburn hair and the womanin

red joined a wiry man, white teeth in a tanned face, his blackhaired
forearmsresting on thetable. He glanced over as Lynnset a cup before
Quine and Quine looked down.

—I wantedto see up close who put my friends at Café Desapareci-
dos out of business. This espressois terrible. Have you seen this? She
opened a folder and spread out papers Chivian-Harris, Boole & Clay,
Soil Engineer.

—Where, wheredid you get... ?
—From UC throughthe California Public Records Act.
—But how did you, Lynntell me, did you see these in mybrief-

case?
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—TIn yourbriefcase! Do you think I'd...

—Okay I’m sorry I just, I don’t know whatto think...
—You don’t think you can trust methat far?

—NoI'm sorry, Lynn,I do trust you.

—But, in yourbriefcase, so you do know about them.

—Bran Nolan wanted meto look, I didn’t even have a chance...

—So you know whatthey mean.

—No, I just said I haven’t had a

—ThenIll tell you. This first report showed EPA action levels of

metals and volatile organic compounds. The second reportis a white-

wash, which incidentally gave permission to start construction. Now

this, this is a soil report, but the results are nonsense, the soil density

meter was marked defective. But when the instrument was tested

later, it worked fine. Do you know howthose meters work?

—No, how, how would I?

—They measure how muchradioactivity passes through a sample

of the soil.

—With what, a neutron source?

—TIdon’t know,I can find out. But if the meter was working, this

meansthesoil wasradioactive. And that soil wentoffsite.

—Where?

—Well, we don’t know. That’s the problem. The nearest Crednejob

site is a residential community called Estancia Estates.

Quine turned to the table where the auburnhaired woman and the

red dress and the dark forearmshadleft. Four teenagers sat there now.

Lynnfollowedhisstare.

—Whatis it? Whatare you looking at?

—Estancia Estates? You're sure?

—No, of course not, that’s just a guess based on it being nearby.

The pointis it could b

—Haveyoutested the soil there?

—Wetried to interest the Departmentof Health Services, but they

won't doit.

—Well no wonder, you have no evidence ...

—Philip, that soil is somewhere. Maybein people’s yards.

—Whydon’t you go to the developer? Make themtestit.
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—Catullus Developmentownsfour thousandacresin this area.If

we say a word aboutthis they’II sue us.

—Sue you? Whatfor?

—QOh, tortious intereference with economic advantage, for

instance. There’s a dozen waysto craft a SLAPPsuit. A whisperofthis

could cost them millions in lost property value, they won’tsit still for

that. The mayor and the council won’tsit still forit.

—Slap...?

—Strategic lawsuit against public participation. For them it’s a cost

of doing business,forusit’s disabling, the point is we don’t have a way

to get this information out.

—Information? It’s not even a rumor...

—But you could, Philip. You could pressure Credne. All that work

at the Lab is worth lot to them.

—Oh Lynn...

—Philip, dual toxics reports, that’s not good. You’re covering

someth

—Are you threat

—Athreat? Is that what you thinkthisis?

—Well, what am I suppo

—TIt’s a chance to do the right thing! Tell Credneto test the soil! At

Estancia, or whereverelse it could have gone.

—Andyou think they’ll just, for God’s sake Lynn, they won’t like

it any better coming from us!

—Tonysaid you wouldn’t doit.

—Tony? Since when have you and Tony have been strategizing

about me?

—Look, would it hurt to ask them?

—Yes, it would, it would damage relationship that’s already
strained.

—Strained how?

—You don’t need to know that.

She sat back. —All right.
—Look... will I, will I see you later?

—Of course. At the hearing. She was putting the papers away.
—Yes but I mean... it’s, whereis it again?
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—First Unitarian Church of Kentwood.Eight. I have to get going,
because I needto talk to people before it starts. You know howto get
there?

—Yes,I...Kentwood...?

Whenshe’d gone he looked up from the flyer she’d left to the
table opposite, now empty. The sun, so bright and warm an hour
before, was now a mere glow within sullen bands of cloud climbing
the western sky, winter’s last obduracy. The paling blue overhead
was specked with gray puffs sailing steadily east. A bright contrail
arched abovethe sullen glow, scoring a straight line that wavered
only at its end. In the vastness of the parking lot the sky’s radiance
diminished and a wind came up. The clutter of ‘¥ Psychotherapy
Associates, Zany Brainy, Taco Bell, Bed Bath & Beyond, nearly blocked
out the green of the distant ridge where, halfway down andhardly
visible in the frame of Blenzers and Leather For Le$$, grass and
earth had been torn by the orange dots of trucks now idle there. A

blare of horn and a flicker of headlamps just behind him broughthis

eyes up to the glare and moving mouthof a driver jabbinga fingerat

his space. His radio cameto life with, —injury accident at Christo-

pher, as he rounded the cloverleaf <- Oakland Sacramento -> where

a travertine and glass building, touched by the sun’slast rays, ignit-

ed in a red glow as he came downthe onrampjoining a myriad of red

and white lights in a stream heading west and east past Codorn c s

XIT NLY to Kentwood RIGHT LANEashe searched the dashboard

and the seat beside him for the flyer left behind in the café, unread-

able in the last glimmer of the darkling sky over a cul-de-sac among

lighted homes. He turned his watch into the pool of a streetlight,

8:20, then circled back to the small sign he’d missed, First Unitarian,

and lurched onto a rutted dirt road.

So manycars were parked in the lot that for a momenthelosthis

faith that this meeting was an irrelevancy, an ironic genuflection to a

democracy that even the governed no longer took seriously. He

scanned warily and in vain for a red Miata SFORZA,past pickups

SUVs Volvos Hondas Acuras with their various blazons <> IXOY%,

CARPENTERS UNION LOCAL 713, PLUMBERS STEAMFITTERS

342, SHEET METAL WORKERS104, WWJD What Would Jesus Do,
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ETERNITY Smoking Or Non-Smoking, JESUS DIED 4U, 98.9 SOL,

Got Crypto?, POWERED BY EREEBSD, DARWIN, 94.1 KPFA,

Nobody For President, Free Tibet, U.S. Out Of North America, If You

Think Education Is Expensive Try Ignorance, parkingat last by a truck

where sun had bleachedthe red from MY BELONGS TO DADDY.

He walked back into the light from the entranceway and the spill of

voices laboring under the obligations of a world grown

g from onelikely story to

hem for only so

people there,

too complex to compass except by traversin

the next, resting the weight of preconceptions upon t

long as each held. The crowd wedged him againsta folding table bear-

ing any numberof available fictions in pamphlet form, The Challenge

Of Stockpile Stewardship, What Would Ghandi Think?, Countering

the Lies of the Lab, The Avalon Facility And TheIssue Of Nonprolif-

eration Preliminary Draft Study, which he opened to On February /

1994, Senator Samuel Chase requested that the Secretary of Energy

resolve the question of whetherthe Avalonfacility will aid or hinder

US nonproliferation efforts.

He pressed through the crowd, unable for the mostpartto tell Lab

personnelfrom civilians in their common motley of nylon windbreak-

ers, jeans, polyester pants, herringbonejackets, to the refuge of the far

wall covered with laserprinted signs <- OHLONE VALLEY QUILT

GUILD, DOE PUBLIC HEARING ->, CLOUDSTONE STORY-

TELLER ->

__scheduled everything on the same damn night

—standing room onlyin there must be two hund

sendingtheir scientists out to the local schools in radiation suits,

hey kids even bananasare radioactive so don’t worry about plutonium

—can't get arrested tomorrow I have to pick the kids up from sch

—-sixties scumbagjerk

—mywife said people in Washington don’t wear beards

—says here they're going to host the

—Dali Llama?

__him and Ghandihere could have a spelling bee

—people so stupid it’s a waste of time trying to reason with them

—see people have always been stupid, problem todayis technology’s

a kind of amplifier
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As my viewgraph indicates, I’m deputy assistant secretary forresearch, development, and simula

world, the art of lovemaking, the art of forthright speech, the art of
slanderous speech,theart of treachery, the plunderingofcities, deceit,
kindness, the kindling of strife, the making of decisions .. . Quine
pressed on toward PUBLIC HEARING-> stopped by the crowdin the
doorway, as within the room an electronic whine rose and died at a
raised podium visible througha sea of heads.

/

secure, and reliable without nuclear testing. The US nuclear deterrent
remains a supremenationalinterest, and those are very special words
in treaties, the supremenationalinterest clause. What we have to do is
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while we’re going along, maintain the institutional viability to respond
to all parts of the, of the stockpile mission, including reconstitutionif

we, if we are asked by the President.
—Whenshe entered the seventh gate from her body the royal

robe was removed. She was naked. Inanna asked, Whatis this? Quiet,

Inanna. No one ascends from the underworld unmarked, said Ereshki-

gal. If Inanna wishes to ascend she must send someonein herplace.
Take him! cried Inanna, andthe galla seized her husband Dumuzi, as

she grasped Quine’s arm and drew him inside the doorway. She led
him to the far wall and edged them alongit to the front of the room.

—This is a very comprehensivefacility. It serves a very wide spec-
trum of, of user communities, all the way from very specific bomb
designers, to someof the, look, looking at some of the things you can
read about in the newspaper about our, our astronomydiscoveries.
This is a needed flagship high-energy density facility for stockpile
stewardship. We, we need ignition and nuclear burn. We need implo-
sion and radiation physics from this facility. It’s a magnet for world
class talent. It provides key validations of computer simulation.Igni-
tion in particular is one that I am particularly focused on becauseit is
a clear dividing line. This is going to be a very, very large validation
elementfor validation. Sine qua non. I mean, this is essential, basic
and applied science exploration. And we have to have that. This is
where weare, we are seeking to reach the temperatures of the stars,
and, and, and also the samesimilar to the temperature at the inside of
a nucleardevice as, as it goesoff.
Now hecould see the podium upon whichstood a shield vert, thun-

derbolt in bend sinister Or, on middle chief an atom, dexter chief a sun
radiantof fifteen points, in fess a derrick and a windmill, on base a tur-
bine, all of the second, the shield ensigned by a wreath ofcolors out of
which an eagle’s head coupéd proper, the whole within a roundel azure
with bordure of the field bearing the motto, DEPARTMENT OF
ENERGY UNITED STATES OF AMERICA,ofthe second.

Lynn’s whisper wasfierce. —There’s about a hundred people here
from the construction trades. They’reall signed upto speak,it’s going
to take all night. Did youcall the unions, put them up to this?
—Noofcourse notI, glancing over to where Szabostoodlike a post.
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—continue now, our next commentor

—I’m tempted to blow your cover, make you get up there and

explain a few things.

—hundredsofjobs

—Please Lynn,I’m, I came, didn’tI.

—Godthey’re eating into our time and they’re saying the same

thing over and

—jobs overthe next five years adding a hundred million dollars to

the local econ

—Thatis so untrue, she muttered and as yet another man stood to

take the wireless microphone passed to him, she waved her hand and

called out —Excuse me! Excuse me, I don’t want to cut anyoneoff, but

are we goingto hearthe exact same thing from anotherfifty electricians?

From next to them a voice growled, —Heygirly, wait your turn

and don’t disrespect the trades.

—I have the greatest respect for the construction trades, but a lot of

other people are waiting to speak. Could we summarize please? and a

stir behind the podium as —Ithinkin light of the advancing hour...

—Got em, she muttered and withouta look back at Quine began to

make her way across the room.

—Doctor Quine, hello, I saw you in the audience, wasn’t sureifI

should introduce you or not.

—Nono, I’m just, just stopped in to see how, how things were

going, I’m about ready to

—] saw you talking to that rather well informed younglady.

—Underthe pretense of maintaining the safety and reliability of

the stockpile, stewardship is intended to preserve the capacity to main-

tain, test, modify, design and produce nuclear weapons, with or with-

out undergroundtesting.

—Thatis not the department’s stated position. We are committed

—Ahyesshe’s, that is, we’re acquainted of course, her groupis a, a

kind of, kind of a watchdog group, we hear, hear from them

a

lot, kind

of a, our, ah, keep us honest ... you're, ah, I don’t believe we've...

—Carl Schlecht. We met in DC,just after the New Year. But I’m

sure you met dozensof people onthattrip.

—Sure, yes, of course, I ah, good to
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—I work with Reese in DP. We’re on tourhere, kind of a sideshow

really, but the chairman of Appropriationsput pressure on the secre-
tary. We've got ten of these things scheduled this month, from here we

go to Amarillo, Sante Fe, South Carol

—documents posted on DOE’s own Detense Programsserver state
that the US will continue to introduce new weapons, as per the B sixty
one rev eleven

—Just a, just a moment, what documents?

—Core R and AT Program Elements from the DOE Office of
Research andInertial Fusion,in the section headed Concept Design and

—Just a... The two DOErepresentatives huddled out of micro-
phonerange.

—So you're not going to be speaking tonight, Doctor Quine?
—Yes, no, | mean I

—documents havesince been removed from thesite, an action that

we regard as highly suspicio

—TI mustsay, Doctor Quine, this young lady has excellent sources.
—Yes, we're aware of those, of those, those documents, and, and

they were removed from the site because they shouldn’t have been
there to start with. The

—Once you make something public you can’t just withdraw it
becauseit’s embarrassing.

—Those documents were outdated and had been superseded.
—There’s no date on the document.
—Doctor Quine... ?

—Theonline version maynot, not be dated, that’s an oversight, but

the documentitself is from nineteen ninety two.
—What? No, no I won't be speaking.

—Butthe language and the programslisted are virtually identical
to your F Y ninety five. These are clearly statements of intent to
design new weapons.

—TheUSpolicy is to develop no new nuclear weapons.
—Areyouwilling to stand here and say that there is no consideration

in the labs, that noscientists are thinking aboutpure fusion weapons?
—There is no pure fusion weapons program at any Department

facility.
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—That wasn’t my question.

—Wenevertell scientists to stop thinking, but there is no program.

—Then what are yourscientists thinking about? Can you be more

specific?

—Asto specifics, we’re notat liberty to discuss them.

—Whataboutthe B sixty one rev eleven? Isn’t that a new weapon?

—The physics package of the B sixty one has not been changed,

therefore it is not a new weapon.

—The modification gives the weaponentirely new strategic uses.Is

it US policy to upgrade existing weapons into whatare, essentially,

new applications?

—Wewill replace or rebuild existing designs as needed but we won't

be adding new marks.

—Just about any nation lookingat this is going to consider it a new

weapon.It doesn’t matter what yourstated policy is if your actions

contradictit.

—Thankyou.I think five minutesis, is our limit, if we can moveto

the next commentor, ah

—Anyway Doctor Quine I just wanted totell you how grateful we

were for the, the heads, oh hello Miss, Miss Hamlin is it? I was just

saying how impressed I was with yourpresentation.

—TI didn’t feel I made muchof an impression.

—Oh, I think you may underestimate, ah, just how seriously the

departmenttakes ah your group. Anyway, whatwasI

—last ten years the numberof chronically hungry children grew

from

—and Doctor Quine, wanted to thank you for the heads up, I know

that Reese was, ah

—USshould investin peace, trust, and equality

—Reese Turbot?

—Ohyou know Reese, Miss ah Hamlin?

—We’ve haddealings.

—money could be better spent on schools, hospitals, housing

—think the, the commentor might be confusing the Departmentof

Energy with the Department of Health and HumanServices

—I really should get back up there, nice seeing you again, Doctor
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Quine. You too Miss ah... as Schlecht’s extended handfell back

unmetby the hard resolve in Lynn’s eyes that turned to Quine.

—yYes, give my, mybestto, to, to Reese...

—Reese Turbot. At DP.

—Yes...

—Did you happen to mention this ORIF document to him?

Because boy did it disappearfast, like the day afterI showedit to you.

—USis legally committed to disarmamentas a signer of the non-

proliferation trea

—tLynn, how can you, when you've been going through my papers

for stuff like that B sixty one

—Going through your,I did not!

weapons program necessary to ensurenational sec

—Keep yourvoice, well where did you getit then!

—justified by potential for fusion energy

—Doyouthink,listen, we haveplenty of sources, do you think for

one minutethat I

—Lynnplease keep your v

—treaties depend upon Avalon

—If you can’t trust methatfar, then keep yourbrietcase locked.

—kay I think if we can move along

—Do you meanthat I need to?

She didn’t answer, but stared grimly as a slender bearded manin

caftan and sandals stood to declaim pacifist couplets punctuated by

arabesques on a flute while murmurs and snickers ran through the

audience. When he’d finished she muttered, —Friends like these. As

Quine turned to her he confronted a tanned face with a well managed

smile, and a wiry tanned handresting on her shoulder.

—Tony.

—Nice job, Lynn, you had them sweating. You must be Philip.

Thanks for comingout.

—Honestly Tony, couldn’t you have restrained Bernie?

—Oh,his heart’s in the right place.

—I wishit’d check in with his brain once in a while.

—Look Lynn, I’m up next, are youin the office tomorrow?

—Till noon.I’m at day care in the afternoon.
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—Lynn..

—I don’t getin till three. You see this on the handouttable? He
held up Avalon And TheIssue of Nonproliferation.
—I haven’t looked atit yet.
—take a recess
—Lynnis this about
—Excuse us a minute Tony ... ?
—Sure. Nice seeing you Philip.
—Whatisit?
—My head, I just need to

—What? Look Lynn,I’ve got a terrible headache. Can we go now?
—Go? You meanleave? Philip, I haveto stay to the end.
—Butyou've had yoursay, you
—There’s a memberof the Indian CTBT negotiating team here, I

met him at Geneva, we'reall going out afterwards so we can talk
—But I thought afterwards you and I would... as the crowd took

them into the hallway, where —thanks to Ms ah Cloudstone’s ah com-
pelling performance, you can see that elements of the Inanna myth
persist in that of Persephone, just as ah Grail romances can be traced
back to Celtic
—I want you to hear Turner give his comment, he’s very com-

pelling, did you read thepreprint?
—or even Russian

—Ahno,1...

—how dangerousit is to allow, as he was pushed againstthe wall by
another surge exiting BREAKOUT ROOM.

—surrounded by a fence made of human bones
—oikonomia,literally “house management”, a very powerful word,

Jesus speaks of his father’s
—Lynn I just...

—house on chicken’s legs, Baba Yaga, the Bone Mother, breaks
down the boundaries of personal

—youall right?

—forcing us to examineourselvesin the dark mirrorof
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—really can’t take any moreofthis, can you please, can we go now?

—Go? I thought you understood that I washerefor the evening.

—I] didn’t know it was going to be the whole time.

—I, Gopal! Hello yes, you’ve seen Tony... ?

The lot was half empty. Underthe full moon his car glowed white.

He lurched onto the rutted road and drove past the freeway and up

Crow CanyonRoad.As he ascended a mist gathered in the headlights.

A fearin his heart, that he’d be judged. That he wouldn’t be. Soon he

wasat a closed gate. PARK HOURS 6AM-8PM.A building wasset

back amongthetrees. In the second story windowa dimlineflickered,

a fluorescent tube neither on nor off, stuttering between states. A

broad path rose winding under black oak and bay. A deer cameinto the

beam, the moist dark of its eyes on him, ears athwart, antlers forked

like lightning. It raised one hoofas if inviting chase, then with no

sense of hurry bounded into a thicket. Nothing morestirred but the

mist, droplets brightening and thickeningthere, then vanishing into

the dark.

The morning was clear. Eucalyptus blossomed and a new warmth

urged out its pungency. In amongthesickles of leathery green leaves

were white blooms, each made upof thousandsof twinedfilaments. In

a breeze they drifted down like a sunshower. Just outside the kitchen

windowa live oak leaf spun like a coin, suspendedin air by spidersilk

that vanished and reappearedasit spun.

—wWill you drive?

—Sure,[...

—Your CD player’s jammed. She reached for, —No don’t touch,

the sudden growl of —whoare youthis time? under his —Damnit!I
had thatall ...as he fidgeted the buttons for silence returning with the
blue blink of JAM.

—You like Tom Waits?

—No,it’s, the stereo is broken, the eject button doesn’t work and

the last ownerjust left this disk stuck in here so I had to, to figure out
how to, to, what’s so funny?

—Here I thoughtI was seeing a new side of you,and it’s just some

technical problem you haven't fixed yet.
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—Yes well the dealer, it’s not a factory install so, so... well I’m glad

you thinkit’s funny,his hand pulling back from the buttons when she
stoppedit with hers and heldit.
—Noyou're not, you're annoyed.

—Well...

—Philip, believeit or not, I like you as you are. Whenyoulet your-
self be.

—Well, but it is annoying, I actually can’t turn it off, just to play
the radio I haveto, to, and as he held * to demonstrate the blue seg-
ments ofthe display flashed JAM before the radio boomed, —a fewer
percentage of

—Please turnit off.

—Can’t even do that, have to, what’s so, so damn funny? as he

pressed SRCtosilence the voice and JAM flashed again.
—I’m in a good mood.It’s a beautiful day, Mandelais president of

South Africa, and I’m still working for CANT.

—Tony’s keeping you on? You shouldgetit in writing.
—Gopal convinced him that I know whatI’m doing. Slow down,

thisisit.

Off the road a gate EBMUD No Trespassing Day Use Permits

opened on an unpavedcircle. He parked in dust and gravel.

—Shouldn’t we,it says permit needed?

—Ohpooh.I’m notdriving to Lafayette for a damn day use permit.

An edge of the coming summerheatlay half hidden in the sun-

roasted smell of sage. Hills still green were specked with the yellow

blossoms of Scotch broom and mustard and thepale blue spires of

lupines. Sky spilled over water held back by an earthen berm. On the

dirt road over the berm was a vacant aluminumtrailer Mills College

Crew. Redwinged blackbirds darted in metallic song. The trail climbed

through oak andbay. Even in the treesoftened sunlight he sweated.

She waited on clear rise above the reservoir. The sky was so empty

there he dizzied almost. On a day this warm and clear last summer

he’d touched herfor the first time. They’d watched a redtailed hawk

bank andsoar. Her dark eyes squinted, her lips parted in what wasless

a smile than delight arrested and contained at the momentit was born.

Her head was tilted and sunlight moved glittering through her
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cropped black hair to the base of her neck. A muscle stood out where

her jaw metherear. His hand wentout to touch the downof her neck

and her head tipped back into it. The warmth of her hair and the

weightof herheadfilled his hand.

Now a bird flock was scattered on the sky, white flashes that van-

ished into blue, reappeared black, vanished again wheeling, flickering

it seemed in and outof existence. The glitter of light on water also

moved in and out of being. He was on the verge of something,asif

God, as extravagant with bounty as he was stingy with meaning,

might have hidden the clues to being somewhere in being’s very abun-

dance and superfluity.

Lynn’s warm handslipped into his. Startled, his thoughts fled.

—I’m sorry aboutlast night. It was crunchtime for me.

—It’'s all right. I was, just wasn’t feelingall that

.

..

—Turner was good.I wish you'd stayed.

—How about here? Quine movedinto the shadow of a bay tree.

—Look out! Poison oak. Rhus diversiloba.

—Sacredto...?

She smiled. —It’s a New World plant, Western states only. Coyote,

I guess.It’s probably sacred to Coyote.

—Coyote...?

—Trickster. It’s a tricky plant. Even the genus name was changed,

from Rhus to Toxicodendron.Its leaves can be dark green or bright

red. Even the bare branches andthe rootsare toxic. Tricky plant.

She unpacked small plastic tubs of lentil and chevre, fennel andred

onion,olives, pears, a baguette. Acorns andleaf trash littered the hard

dry ground. Theysatin silence as he staredacrosstheglittering water.

—Whatis it?

—I was, I don’t know, I was thinking about light. About energy.I

just, I had an idea about something. There’s this effect that happensin,

in plasmas .. . do, do you know about Rayleigh scattering?

—No,tell me.

—The sky’s blue becauseofit. Sunlight is scattered by air mole-

cules, and the short wavelengths like blue scatter most so that’s

whatwesee the blue. Lord Rayleigh discovered the effect, actually

he discovered much more, an amazingscientist, all the work he did
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in the nineteenth century onfluid dynamics, wave equations, we’re
still, I mean well, anyway ... and, and you see near the horizon,
how the blue shades into white? That’s Mie scattering, light bounc-
ing off larger particles, larger than a wavelength, so the light remains
white but most of it comes forward, but see, these are both forms of
elastic scattering, they don’t actually change the wavelength of the
light. But in plasmas, Raman scattering and Brillouin scattering are
inelastic, the photons gain or lose energy, they actually shift their
frequency, so it becomes an issue in, especially in laser-plasma
interactions. Anyway I was just thinking that at certain energies
you might get another kind of, of sort of a resonance effect that

—Quinescattering.

—Don't joke, I’m just
—Butno, why not? Why couldn’t you discover an effect?
—Butthat’s, no I mean,it’s only an engineering problem.It’sstill

physics I guess, but not, not ... A sudden desolation welled up in him,
from that nowherehe couldn’t name or manage, the warmth and the
scent of the day receding even as they came forward to overwhlem
him, turned against themselves in mockery of his anxiety, some un-
nameable burdenthat had just caught up with him sitting therein his
vortex of vanished peace.
—Not what?
—Not ...not what I ever meantto do.
—You soundso resigned.
An annoyance cameover him, butpassed off into the depth of that

nowhere. —If I’d had it in me to do, don’t you think I would have?
That paper with Sorokin, maybethat wasall I had.
—Oh Philip. If you feel this way why did you take the director's

job?

—It was

a

last chance for me. I just couldn’t believe it when I was
offered this .. . but I was a terrible choice, don’t you thinkI, everyone
in the Lab knowsit, I know Szabo wantsto get rid of me, but maybe
Réti’s right, this is what science is now. Maybe myrole is to enable
others.

—But enable them to what? Walk yourpath, from science to wea-
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pons? She took his hand. —You rememberlast summer? Right here.

Wekissed for the first time. Nothing seemed impossible then.

—No.

—And now we’re so muchcloser!

—Closer...?

—To each other. To what we want. You don’t have to go on with the

bad choicesof the past...

—But that’s just it, I’m surroundedbyall these bad choices, bad

ideas, relics of some past, there are whole groups, departments, sec-
tions devoted to them, we have contracts and deliverables, it’s like a

maze you haveto run, there’s no timeto, to reflect on what direction

you should take just get to the next cornerand go on from there.
—Yes, I know. Sometimes I think it’s impossible. That you can’t

convert these entrenched ideas. That nothing good can ever come of
them. That we’d have to close downall the weapons labs. And even
then it wouldn’t end. It does seems impossible sometimes. But
—But I mean, how do you keep on with it when you see how

impossibleit is?

—I can’t live with myself if I don’t try.
—I just, sometimesI just want to give up. Butif you thinkit’s all so

compromised, what about me? Whyare you with me?
—BecauseI trust you, Philip. That you wantto do the right thing.

Andit’s so hard for you. Do you trust me?
—Trust? as something fled across his face looking for a place to

hide, and was trapped there. —YesI, of course I, 1 mean...
—Becausethat’s all thereis finally, that fragile skein of trust. With-

out it everythingfalls apart.
—Yes, I...

Her dark eyes engaged his. —Andwithit, you know, it’s not hope-
less. We do have a chance. With Turner’s comment, the other com-
ments from the hearing, we can convince DOE,to halt Avalon or scale
it back. The Lab could

—To halt... ? Oh but ... something like alarm rose in him. —But
you knowit already went in. The Conceptual Design Report. Thesec-
retary okayed it. The baseline budget was accepted, I mean it won’t be
formally approved for a few months, but, but even Chase signedoff.It
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looks like a sure thing, even the x-ray laser, we ... Lynn? She was on

her feet, standing against that flawless sky, fighting it seemed for

breath.

—What? Whendid this. Did you.

—Lynn

—How long have you known?

—lIt just I just

—Even,going into that meeting last night, you knew? And all my.

You. You’d think. By now you'd think thatI.

—Lynn ...he scrambled upto follow her pacing.

—You mean that everything we've talked about, Chase, Turner,

Sorokin, the public hearing, you're sayingit’s all wasted because this

decision was, was made. Like Tony said, it was a done deal. And |

believed that you really wantedto to to

—Lynn,I did want, Ido...

—All my experience with politicians and I wasn’t ready for this.

Damn!

—But ...he reachedforher.

—Don’t! Don’t you understand, my own foolishness that’s bad

enough but how I’ve behaved, used up favors, credibility, thrown

CANT’s resources into this, because damnit I trusted you, thought

you were being honest that there was a, a chanceto turn it around...

and nowthis, this makes mefeel so stupid!

—Lynn,please, isn’t there more between us than . .. stepping up to

where she whirled in dappled sun to push him away, —Don’t! ashis

heel turned on a loose stone, gave under him, and toppled him into the

brush. Underhis hand andagainsthis face were the waxygreen leaves

and white berries of Rhus or Toxicodendron.

—Oh God. Wait, let me, she bent to unscrew the cap from a water

bottle as he thrashed upward. —Don’t touch me!I mean,wait, justlie

there while I ...as she wet a kerchief he gazed at the burning sky. She

dabbedathisface.

—Shutyoureyes.Thisis to get the plantoil off, the urushiol. Your

skin oil will protect you for an hour or two. When youget home,take

a cool shower. Don’t use soap or hot water, they’ll break down your

skin oil before the urushiol.
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—Aren’t you coming home with me?
She dabbed in silence at his hands and forearms. She folded the ker-

chief and poured water from the bottle over her hands oneat a time,

then threw kerchief and bottle into her pack.
—Lynn...

—TI’]l see you atthecar.

She turned from him and wentsteadily into the sun, where, ruffled

by a wind, her hair spread out in fiery points. The sunlight was so
bright nowit washollow, the reality leached from everything.It was a
few minutes before he followed. She was waiting nearthegate, across
the circle from the car, and came toward it only when he unlocked the
doors.

They drove in silence down the winding white roadto the freeway.
—You weren’t such a bad choice. The x-ray laser, that’s the real

kicker, that you hated so much, now you're protectingit.
—Lynnit’s not the, the Superbrightit’s
—Maybeif you solve your Quine scattering problem all those

undead Reaganassholes can bring their missile defense back tolife.
—That’s not what

—God I’m so mad at you! We're keeping our bombs no matter
whatso fuck you.

—Lynn, I said, you know, if you wanted to have an impact you
should, you could have come on board with us, you say you're trying
to go to law school but

—Philip, don’t say anything more.
At a red light he looked away from thebarrel of the traffic camera

to FAST DIVORCE BANKRUPTCYona busstop bench.
—Lynnplease, I didn’t mean ... will you let me...
—CANT’s sending me back to Geneva. For the second CTBTses-

sion. It starts May sixteenth.I’ll be gone six weeks.
—You didn’t tell me.
—I waswaiting for you to ask.
—ButI didn’t know, how could!...

—To ask about, I don’t know, about anything that’s importantto
me.

Hereachedfor her and she backed away. —I really don’t wantpoi-
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son oak.

After she’d gone inside he watched a cloud of insects move in and

out of sun. At homein the showerhe turned the wateras hot as possi-

ble. He stood laving and scrubbing until his skin wasred.

334



S1X

—ten minutes we'll bring you the world, which suddenly loomed
closer in the form of HOW AM I DRIVING? CALL1-800-328-7448
as he braked and —North Koreasaid it’s started withdrawing spent
fuel from a nucular reactor without international inspectors present,
an action that senior USofficials warned, pressing “ for the blue blink
of JAM where a red Miata SFORZA was parked between a Mercedes
and a dumpster CREDNE Waste Management.Ashereleased theseat
belt he caught a glimpse of himself in the rearview mirror, theleft half
of a face distended in forsakenness and misery, and swollen with welts
now crusting and beginning to weep clear fluid. He dabbed with a
handkerchief already stiff and yellowed, holding it there through
Soon Yet OPEN Visa Mastercard PUSH,from blinding heat into bone
chill, a crowded foyer, and up to an impassive Chinese, —Excuse me,is
Leo Highet, who pointed to a table behinda potted ficus.

—Sorry I’m late, the traff
—Whathappenedto yourface?
—Poisonoak.

—Youget a cortisone shot? Benadryl’s good. Hot waterreleases the
histamines, gives you some temporaryrelief. You know, this is what
M Section should be workingon,allergies and autoimmunereactions,
not that genomestuff. Try the jellied duck feet.

—TI’m not hungry.

—Suit yourself. Highet speared a dumpling and broughtit to his
mouth. —How’s yourgirlfriend? Still speaking truth to power? Is
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powerlistening yet?

—Look, I didn’t come for

—He'll have two of these and two of these. Keep your strength up,
it’s a stressfuljob.

—Whatis it you want?

—Right to business, wow. Somehow I thought we’d start out com-
paring notes. Howto get the washroom sinkto drain. Keeping Dolores’s
radio down.Figured everything out yet? Seems to me I had file an envi-
ronmental impact statementjust to eat lunch.

—Thenewsecretary of energy’s changingthat.

—Ohright, Little Miss Openness. How’s that working out for you?

You find that the Lab’s becoming a “safe and rewarding workplace that’s

results-oriented and fun” ?

—Look, I don’t have time, what about Gate?

Highet pried opened a dumpling with his chopsticks and examined

its interior. —He’s working with North Koreans.

—TI've been all through this with yourfriend Dan Root.

Highet looked up. —Dan’s not a friend. We worked togetheronce.

—Well I need to know just what

—I won't forget your needs, but there’s something morepressing.

Eight thousand fuel rods sitting in a cooling pond near Yongbyon.

That’s five bombs’ worth of plutonium without even violating the

NPT.If they’ve been pulling spent fuel since the reactor started up in

eighty six they could have built five or six bombsin thefifty kiloton

range. They’re on their way to a nice little arsenal. All they needis a

delivery system. The CIA thinks they’refifteen years from an ICBM,

but the CIA can’t find its ass with both hands. Anyway they don’t

want an ICBM.They wantsatellites. With another stage, their No

Dong could put thingsinto orbit.

—Whyare you so concerned aboutthis?

—It’s what I do now.I’m a nonproliferation researcher at NOUS.

—You mean,what, you .

—We advise NRO,CIA, Dob, that kind of thing.

—Good God.

—It’s not as glamorousasit sounds.

—Glamorous, it doesn’t sound, just, if you’re bringing the same,
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the samelevel of truth you did to Radianceto this job, it sounds dan-

gerousis whatit sounds.

—World’s a dangerousplace. But I’m wasting your valuable time

with all this history. All I want to know’s if the Supreme Leader’s get-

ting flight data from Persephone.

—TI held up the CRADA.Rootsaid he’d go to NASAtogetthe data.

—Okay, I know whoto call there. My guess is they’re getting the

data.

—This is absurd, Gate told me his Korean partner is Hyundai, but

even if, so what, whatif they are getting some data?

—Hyundai, that’s cute. Suppose it’s true. How will Pyongyang

react when they hearthat their neighbor to the south is checking out

a missile defense component? Look, this data is the camel’s nose.If

Gate’s CRADAgoes through,the whole packageis out there, thrusters,

sensors, everything. The North Koreans are very resourceful. Our

intel keeps saying they’re on the verge of economiccollapse, yet some-

how they hang on. Somehow they’ve built nuclear reactors, missiles,

sure they had Russian and Chinese help butnotlately, and they were

always smart enoughto play the twooff against each other. You've got

to admirethefeisty little fucks.

—And you're worried that they may launch a fewsatellites?

—Right, who cares about somepiece of junk playing The Immortal

Hymn Of Bum Suk Kim on the ten meter band until its batteries run

down. But have you lookedclosely at the Slingshot technology?

—We’re no longer doing missile defense.

—TI see why Chase likes you so much. Do you know what Perse-

phoneis carrying?

—~Sensors, we designed the sensors ...

—Right, you're an executive summarykindof guy. The Slingshot

is a kinetic kill vehicle that

—I knowall

—that can carry a payload of upto a hundred kilos. That’s either a
dieting engineer or a small nuke. You wantfive, ten, fifty of those

things in low earth orbit?

—What makes youthink

—“States parties to the treaty undertake not to place in orbit
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aroundthe Earth any objects carrying nuclear weapons.” Outer Space
Treaty, nineteen sixty seven. North Korea neversigned.

—Well, so what, they’re a, a rogue state, you were always so con-

temptuousoftreaties...

—Did you notice that they announcedtheir intent to withdraw

from the NPT? They take those commitments seriously. They have a

sense of honor. The US has fucked them and helped Japan fuck them

for fifty years. Now President Bubbais yelling about sanctions over
these fuel rods. How do youthink they'll take that?

—Look, even if they get the Slingshot, even if they can launch
these things, even if they do have bombs

—Sure, Space Commandcantrack an object the size of a softball,
but how do you provethere are nukes on board? Are we goingto start
shooting downsatellites on suspicion? And with what?
—So this is your wayto,to hit a bullet with a bullet, a Slingshot

with another Slingshot, to keep that whole program alive? You’re
going to claim we need to deploy these things before anybody else
does.

—Me? I just provide information. For example, a nuke dropped
from an orbiting platform takes underfive minutesto hit the ground.
Or, you canset it off in low orbit and the EM pulse will take out mili-
tary C3, computers, telephones, broadcasting, banking,toasters, game-

boys, you nameit.

—So yousell this fear, this, this farfetched story, beginning middle
end, you're still doing that, telling a story instead of, of the truth.

—Well, Philip, truth is a story. Or do you knowbetter than that?
Help me out here. What’s the truth of yoursituation?

—You've got some some some ... after you...

—After I what? Tried to keep my Lab goingin the face of impossi-
ble demands, incoherentpolicy, and ignorant policy makers? You get-

ting a taste of that now? Ever hadto explain anything to a congress-

man?

—Chase...

—Think Chaseis yourfriend, the veryfirst time you forget to say
mother may I he’ll be on youlike a wolverine. No, believe it or not I’m

here to help you Philip. So don’t insult me. Don’t make yourself out to
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be the victim, sitting in that chair you pulled out from under me. Piss-
ing me off will only make meirrational and vindictive. Didn't you
have something to ask me?

—Who’s Devon Null?

—Talented physicist. I think he’s on Wall Street now. Using chaos

theory to modelfinancial trends.
—Records show he was never an employee.

—You don’t say.

—So giving him anoffice was little unusual, wasn’t it?
—Everybody has to be somewhere.

—It was myoffice. He was neverthere. Nullpoint, what is that?
—TIhave noidea.

—Conorrecovered the deleted partition on your computer.

Highet set down his chopsticks and touched a napkin to his mouth.
He chewedin silence for a moment, then looked around the room,as

if someone out there might be easier to talk to. —Whata great kid.
Isn't he a great kid? Okay, about Nullpoint. You’ve probably never

read yourcontract, but as an employee of the University of California,
you agreedto certain things. “In the event that any such invention

shall be deemed by University to be patentable, I shall doall things

necessary to assign to Universityall rights, title and interest therein.”
See, people at the Lab commit to an unusual scientific career. They do
classified research that can’t be published. They invent things they
can’t patentor sell. Occasionally the Lab waives commercial rights, but
it’s always a pain in the ass, especially now that the university’s gotten
so greedy aboutpatents. So we set up a shell company.To shelter intel-
lectual property.

—It’s, it’s all about the moneyfor you,isn’t it?
—What’sit all about for you, Philip? Being right? I could care less

about the money.I did this for my people.If they feel they’re getting
ripped off they'll rip you off.

—That would explain the forty million in missing inventory. How
many people have profited from this setup?

—Profited. Maybe once in a great while somebody got enoughto
pay off a loan. Profit? That’s changethatfell out on the car seat. Christ
Philip you bought a house with the rise in your salary, you know
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what’s being tossed around. You wantto talk real money, ask Dan

Root. He’s the one with ironsin thefire. I’m just a semi-retired con-

sultant with condo payments to make and white papers to write. Or

ask Rector, he’s already lookedinto this.

—So everybody thinks they’re entitled, is that right? Employees

runninginsider land deals, walking out the door with equipment, tak-

ing kickbacks from patent agreements, you think that’s, that’s, there’s

a GAOreport on my desk about twelve thousand missing documents,

nuclear weaponsdesigns, x-ray laser plans, photos of tests, did any of

those documents pass through Nullpoint?

Highet shook his head again and loweredit, as if tired of contend-

ing with missed points, to push the remains of a dumpling through a

dark sauce on his plate. Quine put the coyotefetish on thetable.

Sunslanted across the chopsticksidle in his bluntfingers,flesh pale

as the wood theyheld, skin creased around the burls of the knuckles.

Onhis face the light was even and unforgiving, etching a map of time

on his features like a wrinkled shroud, spotted here and there with a

brownfleck or a broken capillary. His voice, when it came again, was

tired.

—The thing about passwords, you should use a random string,

nevera real word. Seven characters minimum. Put some numbersand

punctuation marksin it. And never write it down. But does anyone

follow these simple rules? Highet putaside his chopsticks, then picked

up the fetish and put it in his jacket pocket. —You have any other

questions for me?

—You worked on fusion for quite a while.

—And manybefore me. Szabo ... Réti...

—You wrote that a thousandjoules wassufficient for ignition.

—Long ago.

—Your computer model wasoptimistic.

—It looked good at the time. Whyare wetalking about twenty year

old computercodes?

—QOurcodesstill use many of the same assumptions.

—Whenyousimulate a complex process on a computer, you always

make assumptions.

—You piggybacked fusion capsules onto Superbrighttests, didn’t you.
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—Wedid thatall through the eighties. More buck for the bang, you
know?

—The Lancetseries. Alder, Willow, Rowan...

—Keepit down, even those namesareclassified.
—Taliesin.

—Right, your shot. You're upset we didn’t tell you.
—Those shots wereto verify your codes?
—Thoseshots were a proofof principle. The basis for Avalon. You

want Avalon, I wouldn’t look too closely at that test data.

—Whynot?

—I know how demanding youare. It might not meet your high
standards. Personally, I wouldn’t have promisedignition. I would have
emphasized the weaponsaspects. But I know you're down on bombs.

—Well, we've got Avalon. That’s for sure.
—Who’s headingit?

—Szabo.

—Ah. Get your goats lined up. Let megive you little advice.
Watch your back with him. If he gives you any trouble, check his
school records.

—Whydo you care what
—What happensto you? I don’t. I care about the Lab.
—Sure, you care so much yourigged those codes back in the sev-

enties to show just what you wanted, to get the funding, so now the
entire laser program is based on a deception, that’s how much you
care.

—Youreally despise me, don’t you, Philip. You think I stole secrets,
you think I faked data, why don’t youcall the fucking FBIif you're so
sure. If you’ve read mylaser fusion papers you know thescienceis
good. Despite how youfeel about me.
—You were alwaysafter the money.
——You amaze me. Only someone whodoesn’t know whatthe fuck

he’s talking about could be so sure. You knowBill Venham? No? Close
friend of Dan Root. Randirect mail for Goldwater. Claims he got Rea-
gan elected governorin sixty six. Now he runs the Arete Foundation,
heard of them? No? They own NOUS.They ownbroadcasters. They
fund right wing causes. That loudmouth Eubanks on the radio? Ven-
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ham started him out eight years ago on a Sacramento station. They

want to shut down DOE,give all the nuclear weapons work to the

Pentagon, you think DOE’s fucked up talk to some ambitious Air

Force colonel’s read too much Tom Clancy. Bill wants creationism

taught in the schools, he’s got Senator Bangerter on board for that

one. Oh, and Bill sponsors the Hertz fellowships. You’ve heard of

those. At least I know where my money comesfrom.

Highet pushed back his chair. —If you’ve had the time to crack my

PGP, you must have found those GIFfiles on my disk. Not my thing,

but I wondered whythe hell they were on an openserver, so I saved

copies. Ask Conor about steganography. You'reso clever, you'll workit

out.

—That’s all?

—Yeah, I think so. Tell me Philip, you ever get any joy outoflife?

—Joy...?

Highet regarded him with the dour look of a man who’s missed a

long-awaited chance. He dropped a few bills on the table. —This is my

treat.

The red Miata was gone when Quine emerged undera sky full of

Mie scattering, a haze that magnified the sunlight by diffusingit into

almost an opacity settled over the bridge as an unyielding glare while

the battering of crosswindstore free the fluttering Profit From Your

Knowledge from underhis wiper blade, and an orotund voice proposed

that someone or something —wouldn’t stand a prayer, before being

silenced by a quick thumb jabbing 5 for the temporary solitude of

brushed steel doors and —Thehell ... ?. a breastwork of boxes stacked

in the frontoffice.

—The Conceptual Design Report is back from the printers. They

sent ten copies.

—Good GodI can’t get by them, how did

—It’s twenty seven volumes.

—Well can’t we... ow! What’s

—That’s the new GAOreport. Twenty copies I think? Jeremy Rec-

tor called, he’ll be by to discussit.

—Dolores, I can’t work with this stuff here, can’t we moveit to the

library or something?
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—They have copies already. Oh you have a call from Armand
Steradian he wants to ask about BerndDietz.

—...yes I'll, listen Dolores can you get me Frank Szabo’s academic
transcript from, from Yale I think . . . jamming the inner door against
a stack of boxes that tottered but stabilized as Conor, face crimsoned,

came up from his chair, —Jefe! You're back early, I mean, wow, like

whathappenedto yourface?

—Poison oak, as he pushed around to where splayed limbs and
pouting lips held out a promiseof, if not fulfillment, at least distrac-
tion.

—...oh uh listen I was, I had a thought aboutthese files, you prob-

ably already thoughtofthis, I saw that paper on your desk but

—Could weplease get rid of .. . he leaned in to close the windows
open onthatplain of venery.

—actually Highet thought of it back when they foundthis stuff,
you know, that it might be steganography?

—What?

—Data hiding? Goesbacklike centuries. There’s a fifteenth century

manuscript, the Steganographia by Johannes Trithemius, about the

science of knowledge, the art of memory, angelic magic, it contains
passages on cryptography. Then there’s Gaspari Schotti’s book from
sixteen sixty five

—Listen Conor, I’ve got

—and a fourteen ninety nine anonymous work, the Hypnero-
tomachia Poliphili, published by Aldus Manutius, wherethefirst let-
ter of each chapterspells out in Latin “Brother Francesco Colonnapas-
sionately loves Polia”, which is something you definitely don’t want
your abbotto read.

—Howdo you knowall this anyway?

—I read the cypherpunks mailinglist.
—Sothis, this is just some archaic method of
—Oh,not archaic. Large computerfiles like graphics have slack

space in them, redundancy. You can embedother information in that

space and thefile doesn’t even look encrypted. Highet asked me about
it when they first found these files. 1 wrote a decrypting program for
him, it mightstill be on his, I mean yourdisk,it’s called stego.
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—Yes thanksI'll, be with you in a second Jeremy, oh look outfor...

as the calfskin case came up over the corner of some boxes and banged

against the doorframe. —Conorlet’s do this another time, I have to

—And myRayleigh-Taylor work, can we talk about ... ?

—Yes, later Conor, I’ll see you...

—in an hour orso... ?

—see you haven't opened, my goodness, what happened to your

face?

—Just an,an allergy, it’s nothing. Opened what?

—Thereport, but there’s not muchto worry about. We haveto put

a new property managementsystem in place, that’s about the worst of

it. But lah, may I, may 1... ? Yes if you’d just movethat, thank you.

I’m concerned aboutthis Dietz fellow. Did you get somekind of a let-

ter from him?

—I shut him down.Thatletter’s been classified.

—That’s probably why he’s upset. He’s been telling everyone that

his letter should go to the secretary. Not my businessatthis stage, but

it might be best to let him makehis point.

—No, I’m,I’ve really had it with people taking advantage of my,

my goodnature, Berndis just going to haveto, to, to cometo terms.

—Yes I’m sure he will. There’s one other thing I’m concerned

about .. . pushing aside Time Tactics Of Very Successful People to

make space for Chivian-Harris, Boole & Clay, Credne Waste Manage-

ment. —Haveyouseen these?

—...no.

—No?

—Well I’ve glanced, but not, not in the context of any actionable, |

mean any ahproactive kind of ah action...

—Well, it could turn nasty. This CANT group,I havetosay, they’re

very adroit. You ah know someone with them, don’t you... ?

—Notreally.

—Theysettled their Site Alpha suit, but there’s a number of other

toxic plumes. The effluvients are covered in our Superfund documents...

as three more thick folders came out of the calfskin case and Rector

freed a sheet. —Volatile organic compounds, polychlorinated biphenyls,

ethylene dibromide, benzene, trichlorethane, perchlorethane, lead,
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strontium, iodine, merc

—Look Jeremyis this, I mean you're basically saying that there’s

no immediate, I mean nothing’s wrong,right?

—Nothing’s wrong? But, we're a Superfundsite. We're getting fed-

eral moneyto clean up th

—Yes but that’s, I mean that’s baseline right that’s not news, we’re

dealing with...

Rector squared documentsagainst the calfskin case. —It could be

made into newsif it seems we're not doing our part. The EPA took a

baseline reading in a schoolyard a half mile away and foundplutoni-

um concentrations of one point th

—Plutonium? A half mile away? How did that happen?

—Noone’s sure. It could have come from a smokestack with a bad

scrubber, but the concentrationis localized. There was oneincident in

sixty seven, some plutonium released into the offsite sewers. One EPA

official guessed that contaminated sludge might have been collected

and sold asfertilizer.

—But how could that happen, aren’t there safeguards?

—Thereare radiation gaugesat our outflow points, but they were

often turned off because of too many falsepositives. The waste could

have entered the city sewers.

—Okay, so people make mistakes, but, but, nineteen sixty seven?

Howis that news?

—It may have been therethatlong,it’s just the readings that are

recent. Also there’s the two mile long tritium plume,well at least tri-

tium has a fairly short halflife, unlikely to surprise you thirty years

later, but

—Butthis is, | mean...

—I'm just sayng, with the new construction and suspicionsthat

might arise around these dual toxics reports, these older incidents

could be used as a lever, you see?

—Butno, I don’t see.

—Case bycase these aren’t really my concern, but a pattern and

practice of abuses is something I need to be awareof, especially if Super-

fund monies have been misused.

—But, pattern and prac... ? Rector stood, snapping shutthecalf-
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skin case. —But what shouldI do?
—Senator Chaseis still in your corner, isn't he?
—Asfar asI, I, | mean I haven't talked to him lately but
—Well, you might wantto touch base there . .. as the door shut on

the binders and spiralback volumes of Conceptual Design Report now
laid outlike a patient on thetable, diagrams and wireframe perspec-
tives littering the floor where —Conor! camesliding —Look out! across
the carpet on the skid of 1.1.2 SYSTEM MANAGER APPROVAL
Optics Bernd Dietz, crumplingit against the leg of Quine’s desk. —Yo
dude! This placeis like...
—Whatisit?

—Sorry,jefe, but do you wantto talk about my Rayleigh-Tay
—Just, is that? just leave it here, I’ll take it with me and read it

tonight and maybe tomorrowor I mean Friday we can
—Okaybutthis is like, something I think you really wantto
—Hello ...? Senator! Yes, thank you for. Well I’m very glad to hear

th... Dietz? He’s the managerof, of the... he did? Well yes, that’s why
he’s managerofthe optics and . . . well no but and you know thevalue
I place on, on intellectual freedom but I do think hiscriticisms are yes
as you say untimely. That, that’s why I’ve spoken to the project man-
ager and told him to, to review ... yes an internal review there’s no rea-
son this should be on, on anyone's radar, and anyway Dietz did sign
the, the . . . going down on hands and knees for the crumpled page
under Conor’s Air Jordan, —the System Manager Approvalfor Optics
and the, the Cost Basis Document so . .. yes I do know his concerns,
they’re well within the parameters of ah .. . well, he’s been under some,
some stress with our deadlines and I think hejust, just, yes exactly. Yes
I’ll make sure he . . . and what? Hearing ? Environmental manage,
what's that got to do with . . . oh. Yes I. Well of course weare. Planning
for, for waste disposalsites, well but do you think that’s really our, our
... yes we do generate ... yes we do have toxics mitigation progr ...our
expertise, yesI see I'll, okay I'll call Glenn Boniface and . .. but, but me?
But why? Uh huh.Yes, well I’ll have to, to get up to, to speed on...
whenis this .. . ? reaching for a pen and turning over 1.1.2 SYSTEM
MANAGERfora blank surface. —Okay.Yes. Yes I will... tapping the
phonefor, —Glenn Boniface please.
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—Jefe...?

—Not, not now, Conor, I’ve got to...

—Okay,I'll leave this on top of uh,is, is this yourin basket ... ? the

door closing on —Glenn,this is Philip. Can you get me some docu-

ments... ? anda minutelater he was stepping over Conceptual Design

Report and FUDGEand Ohlone Val Anti-Nuke Group Brings Super-

fund Suit to reach the sink, where he stared into the mirror at a face

almost healed of poison oak but looking nohealthier for it, rummag-

ing through Naproxen Valerian St Johns Wort Gingko Biloba for an

unmarked amberbottle, some blue pills incised withtriangle sitting in

a residueof blue dustlike a diorama of some distant and peaceful plan-

et that offered a languor of the life more imminent than LANCET

1979-1991, or Growth Rate of the Rayleigh-Taylor Instability in an

Ablating Plasma, or DOE/RW-0184-R1 Characteristics of Potential

Repository Wastes Volume 4, a drowsiness diffusing a dimnesslike

the ground fog thickening to obliterate the distant ridges where

<ULTRADIG> hadslit the hills and was scooping a new interchange

past Codorn cs XIT NLY,solid with unmoving cars as somewhere up

ahead blue andredflashes stained the fog and JOVAJUGMAcameup

the shoulderin a blast of klaxon, but whatever misfortune or mortali-

ty had manifested there was gone with the fog next morning, leaving

behind only litter of bright glass pebbles, an oil stain, a crumpled

strap of metal. The snout of a camerapresidedovereight lanes of cars

waiting then rushing at the patterned alternation of lights. Quine in

his turn edged past FAST DIVORCE BANKRUPTCYwith a pang

more conspicuous for the singing of somebird, for the minute efful-

gency of bus exhaust blowing through the windowrolled quickly shut

against the bluebird’s tune which proved to be only the mechanical

chirp of the traffic signal offering to assist any blind passerby foolish

enough to brave those eight grumbling andirate lanes, chirp changing

to a cuckoo as he turned to brake for EBMUDrolling awaya stone, or

wasit only a manhole cover.

Back in theoffice he sat in what might have been silence but for the

tinnitus in his ears, the construction comingto life out by the dry

fountains, the inexorable press of the daily round, the sound of people

trying not to say what they meant, yet he wentonlistening for that
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unheardstillness within,as if someclue to his heart or to its safe pas-
sage through the world could be found in the world’s very exigency,if
only he could wait long enough.

But each passing momentbrought its new exigencies, like crows
coming to land amongthe sheafs and binders and Growth Rate of the
Rayleigh-Taylor Instability. He gazed out from his desk at Mount
Ohlone, its slopes covered with the long grasses now dried to dun and
pale gold and amber and mauveand gray andviolet. Capsules below a
certain energy failed to ignite because the hotspot will not achieve suf-
ficient rho-r and temperature. Scotch broom andlupines, their flowers
fallen, stretched out hard and hairy seed podsfor the heat, orange pop-
pies and purple thistles bloomed.Typically, the computational meshis
too coarse to resolve steep, inhomogeneous plasma-density structures
that might arise from unevenillumination or hydrodynamic instabil-
ities. High above arroyos Cathartes aura soared. Because we lacked
adequate models for certain pieces of the physics, the leathery leaves
of Rhus diversiloba were dark green and shiny withresin, innocently
holding forth their pale berries.

—See, Bill Snell’s group measured theinflight aspect ratio of the
capsule and here see these radial lineouts are Abel inverted, providing
density profiles as a function of t
—yes I see that’s great Conor
—doped and undopedablators
—really great but could y
—basically I think Bill’s group majorly underestimates instability

growth. They’re getting their confirming data from flat foils. They
assume axial symmetries, they assume linear or weakly nonlinear
regimes, but our capsules are spherical and this stuff is three-D and
nonlinear out the yin yang. The codes don’t capturethat.

—Doesthe Lancet test data square with the codes?
—Eight out of ten Lancet test capsules fizzled. According to our

codes theyall should have ignited. Of course the conditions were dif-
ferent, I mean those were bombtests that’s obvious butstill, some-

thing like twenty megajoules went into some capsules and that’s like
over ten times whatthe codes predic... hey, you okay?

—Just a, a little headache.
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—kind of to be expectedreally, | mean you puta little droplet like

that underthat muchpressure, the instabilities are going to spin right

out of control. What do you wantto do with my paper?

—Yes well I’m sure Bill Snell will wantto, to reviewit, we'll have a

meeting soon, okay and Conor... ?

—Yes?

—For now this is between you and me.

—Yeah, okay. You shouldtake an aspirin or something.

.

.

—yYes]...In the bathroom he pushed aside Naproxen Valerian St.

John’s Wort for the amber bottle and shook out the last of the blue

tablets. Outside the clamor of construction was continuous. When

Szabo entered he barely looked up.

—What’s with Dietz, Frank?

—What,his protest? Weclassifiedit.

—Hecalled Senator Chase, then hecalled a reporter.

—Well, shit.

—Reassign him.Revealing anythingin thatletteris a classification

breach.

—Philip, look, let me talk to him, I can manage him.

—Do what I say!

—]'ll take care of it, okay? What's the trouble?

—Trouble? Tell you what the trouble is .. . as he rummaged

through Waste Repository Preliminary to come up with Growth of

the Rayleigh-Taylor Instability, —trouble is sometests done in the

eighties the Lancet series you've heardofit?

—Yes ...asakind of wariness came into Szabo’s voice. —I worked

on those, they gaveus ourfirst proof of principle, kind of the basis for

Ava

—Proof? You call two out of ten capsules proof? You call that a basis?

—I call two out of ten pretty damn goodconsidering.

—Philip you've seen the codes you've even worked with them you

know we're not capturingall the physics but

—Listen to me Frank construction starts in two years Berndis

screaming that Avalon might not come up to spec and now

I

find out

that even if it does we might notget ignition, I don’t need this. Why
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did I never see this data?

—Lancet? It’s been outthere. It was gone over by review panels.I
assumed you wereup tospeed.

—Okay. I see a problem here that threatens our deliverables. And
that is not going to happen. I want you to write a full report on all the
Lancet data, emphasizing any uncertainty in Avalon’s ignition thresh-
old. I wantthis laid out for Reese in black and white.

—Philip, there’s no need. Reese knows. Talk to him. You submit a
report like that nowit’s just a red flag, he’ll have to respond. He might
even haveto postpone Key Decision One, nobody wants that. That hap-
pens, then theelections, who knows, wecouldlosethis, to another lab, or
altogether. What do you wantPhilip, to blow the whistle on yourself?
Reese knowsthere are no guarantees, he’s fine with our unknowns.
—You seem awfully damn sure of what Reese is fine with.

with if that

—I'Il talk to Reese. Meantime,write the report, Frank. I wantto see
it when I get back from this damned waste meeting in DC.
—What, next week? I don’t have time to
—Noneofus has time . . . and the door had barely shut when his

face hardened and the phonewasin his hand for —Dolores, did you
get Frank Szabo’s academic transcript yet ...? and lingered there for
MEM5 as, waiting, he opened GAO/RCED-91-65 to an organization
saturated with cynicism, an arrogant disregard for authority, and a
staggering pattern of denial, dropping it for —Reese ... ? I just won-
dered if you'd talked to Frank Szabo recently. He seems unhappy
about something . . . not sure what the problem is, maybe hefeels
slighted because he was passed overfor director, but I can’t help that, I
mean I promoted him to Avalon, doing everything I can think of .. .
not really, just hard to work with, this Dietz thing, you know?
Thoughthehadthat covered and now Dietzis calling everyone he can
think of ... And this report he’s writing, about sometest data from the
eighties? Lancet? You've heard of it? No, I don’t know what he means
to prove by it .. . just wondered if he’d shared anything with you...
don’t mean to trouble you with it, anywayI'll see you next week, we
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can talk then. Yes I’m, I have it here, Characteristics of Potential

Repository Wastes, 1s that, no wait, Radioactive Waste Inventories

Revision Nine, is that ... ? YesI'll get up to, up to speed here

.

..

Night hadfallen again out there beyondhis notice, beyondhis open

blinds, where 375,000 cubic meters high level waste awaited disposal,

and the moonlit slopes of Mount Ohlone seemed as though his win-

dow gave upon the sylvan scene, 100,000 cubic meters transuranic

waste, where an owlleft the harbor of a eucalyptus, 2.5 million cubic

meters low level waste, where two raccoonsgrowledcircling a squirrel

carcass, iodine neptunium cesium uranium zirconium half-lives of a

million years, wherea rat crept softly through the vegetation.

He pulled the blinds closed. To ensure isolation from the biosphere

materials are placed in a geologic repository, buried undergroundin

shallow pits, dumped atsea, or discarded by hydrofracture injection.

Someplanetset in the west. The latter two techniques were past prac-

tices and are no longerperformed.Saturnbyitscolor. This report does

not report civilian nuclear waste. A grove of live oak blockedall light

except for shards of the moonfallen like leaves among them. This

report also does not report inventories of radioactive materials not

classified as waste. Crickets chirred. Steel drumsare certified for 300

years. Moonlightrinsed the open range land, and further off the val-

ley wasfilled with glittering points. Pretreatment and immobilization

processes have notyet beenfinalized. Ona breath of warm air Umbel-

lularia broadcastits waft of mint andresin. Estimatesfor certain other

waste categories are not fully reported because of the current

unavailability of data. —Artemisia tridentata, Lynn said, breaking

from a sagebrush a twig of gray leaves, pungent in her cupped palm.

The warmth of her came with it. Andat the far verge of the sylvan

scene was alwaysthefloodlit terrain of the Lab.

—Stop, he whispered. A nausea cameover him and he pushedaside

the papers. A desolation gaped, engulfed him. He started

To: lhamlin@igc.apc.org

Subject: Avalon uncertain igniti

then collapsed it in fury. He delved into /highet/ seeking some

reminder or revelation to feed that which grew byit, halting at /xxx/

where he brought up that anonymous wilderness of flesh where heat
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went unsuccored by warmth, where the most sinuous invention
devolved to the same predictable end, rousing within him something
that soughta release not offered by this image orthe next, until he was
staring at russet highlights in cropped black hair fading to a fringe of
down where it met the neck bent to sup at what in the next image
soughtlithe thighs to nest between until he pulled his attention from
the figure to the ground, to the empty wineglass on the bedsidetable,
the fallen shoe, the philodendron wilting in its tub there againstthe bare
wall whose pixels, when examined closely, were suggestive as the brush-
strokes of somesecret writing. Over these he opened a new windowfor
>stego a0001.gif At once a flaunt of tongue vanished behind columnsof
numbers sleeting down the screen to stop with ZULU_DATE 560527
ZULU_TIME 1756.00000 LAT 11.360000 LONG 165.230000 HOB 3M
YLD 3530KT OPERATION REDWING EVENT ZUNI DEVICE BAS-
SOON.His face wore a kind of stubborn denial belied by his fingers
clicking back up through measurementsof radiation, neutron flux,x-
rays. As if refusing to learn whathe didn’t wantto know, he command-
ed his fingers to close the window, but they betrayed him with >stego
“.gif, and one after another the enticements of parted lips and unclad
limbs werelost in a blizzard of numbers that no rhythm ofhis frantic
clicking could halt.

The names crowded there like demons invoked and impossible to
put down,each withits date, time,latitude, longitude, heightofblast,
yield, weight, diameter, slant range, groundpressure, temperature, neu-
tron flux,fifty years ofit, every bit of data gathered atevery test in the
desert or on Pacific atolls, in shafts or tunnels undercollapse craters, the
wealth of an empire transformedinto blasts that returned in their radi-
ance the promise of some greater empire, the names of Trinity, Cross-
roads Able, Crossroads Baker, Sandstone X-ray, Sandstone Yoke, Sand-
stone Zebra, Ranger Able, Ranger Baker-1, RangerEasy, Ranger Baker-
2, Ranger Fox, Greenhouse Dog, Greenhouse Easy, Greenhouse George,
Greenhouse Item, Buster Able, Buster Baker, Buster Charlie, Buster
Dog, Buster Easy, Jangle Sugar, Jangle Uncle, Tumbler-Snapper Able,
Tumbler-Snapper Baker, Tumbler-Snapper Charlie, Tumbler-Snapper
Dog, Tumbler-Snapper Easy, Tumbler-Snapper Fox, Tumbler-Snapper
George, Tumbler-Snapper How, Ivy Mike, Ivy King, Upshot-Knothole
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Annie, Nancy, Ruth, Dixie, Ray, Badger, Simon, Encore, Harry, Grable,

Climax, Castle Bravo, Romeo, Koon, Union, Yankee, Nectar, Teapot

Wasp, Moth,Tesla, Turk, Hornet, Bee, Ess, Apple-1, Wasp Prime, HA,

Post, MET, Apple-2, Zucchini, Wigwam,Project 56-1, Project 56-2, Pro-

ject 56-3, Project 56-4, Lacrosse, Cherokee, Zuni, Yuma, Erie, Seminole,

Flathead, Blackfoot, Kickapoo, Osage, Inca, Dakota, Mohawk, Apache,

Navajo, Tewa, Huron, Project 57-1, Boltzmann, Franklin, Lassen, Wil-

son, Priscilla, Coulomb-A, Hood, Diablo, John, Kepler, Owens, Pascal-A,

Stokes, Saturn, Shasta, Doppler, Pascal-B, Franklin Prime, Smoky,

Galileo, Wheeler, Coulomb-B, Laplace, Fizeau, Newton, Rainier, Whit-

ney, Charleston, Morgan, Pascal-C, Coulomb-C, Venus, Uranus, Yucca,

Cactus, Fir, Butternut, Koa, Wahoo, Holly, Nutmeg, Yellowwood, Mag-

nolia, Tobacco, Sycamore, Rose, Umbrella, Maple, Aspen, Walnut, Lin-

den, Redwood, Elder, Oak, Hickory, Sequoia, Cedar, Dogwood, Poplar,

Scaveola, Pisonia, Juniper, Oliver, Pine, Teak, Quince, Orange, Fig, Argus

I, ArgusII, Argus III, Otero, Bernalillo, Eddy, Luna, Mercury, Valencia,

Mars, Mora, Colfax, Hidalgo, Tamalpais, Quay, Lea, Neptune, Hamilton,

Logan, Dona Ana,Vesta, Rio Arriba, San Juan, Socorro, Wrangell, Rush-

more, Oberon, Catron, Juno, Ceres, Sanford, De Baca, Chavez, Evans,

Humboldt, Mazama, Santa Fe, Blanca, Ganymede, Titania, Antler,

Shrew, Boomer, Chena, Mink, Fisher, Gnome, Mad, Ringtail, Feather,

Stoat, Agouti, Dormouse, Stillwater, Armadillo, Hard Hat, ChinchillaI,

Codsaw, Cimarron,Platypus, Pampas, Danny Boy, Ermine, Brazos, Hog-

nose, Hoosic, Chinchilla I, Dormouse Prime, Passaic, Hudson,Platte,

Dead, Adobe, Aztec, Black, Arkansas, Questa, Frigate Bird, Paca, Yukon,

Mesilla, Arikaree, Muskegon, Swordfish, Encino, Aardvark, Swanee,

Eel, Chetco, White, Tanana, Nambe, Raccoon, Packrat, Alma, Truckee,

Yeso, Harlem, Des Moines, Rinconada, Dulce, Petit, Daman I, Otowi,

Bighorn, Haymaker, Marshmallow, Bluestone, Sacramento, Sedan,Lit-

tle Feller Il, Starfish Prime, Sunset, Pamlico, Johnnie Boy, Merrimac,

Small Boy, Little Feller I, Wichita, York, Bobac, Raritan, Hyrax, Peba,

Allegheny, Androscoggin, Mississippi, Bumping, Roanoke, Wolverine,

Chama,Tioga, Bandicoot, Checkmate, Bluegill 3 Prime, Santee, Calami-

ty, Housatonic, Kingfish, Tightrope, St. Lawrence, Gundi, Anacostia,

Taunton, Tendrac, Madison, Numbat, Manatee, Casselman, Hatchie,

Ferret, Acushi, Chipmunk, Kaweah, Carmel, Jerboa, Toyah, Gerbil, Fer-
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ret Prime, Coypu, Cumberland, Kootenai, Paisano, Gundi Prime, Tejon,
Harkee, Stones, Pleasant, Yuba, Hutia, Apshapa, Mataco, Kennebec,
Pekan, Satsop, Kohocton, Ahtanum, Bilby, Carp, Narragaugus,
Grunion, Tornillo, Clearwater, Mullet, Anchovy, Mustang, Greys, Sar-
dine, Eagle, Tuna, Fore, Oconto, Club, Solendon, Bunker, Bonefish,
Mackerel, Klickitat, Handicap, Pike, Hook, Sturgeon, Bogey, Turf,
Pipefish, Driver, Backswing, Minnow, Ace, Bitterling, Duffer, Fade,
Dub, Bye, Cormorant, Links, Trogon, Alva, Canvasback, Player, Had-
dock, Guanay, Spoon, Courser, Auk, Par, Barbel, Garden,Forest, Hand-
car, Crepe, Drill, Cassowary, Parrot, Mudpack, Sulky, Wool, Tern, Cash-
mere, Alpaca, Merlin, Wishbone, Seersucker, Wagtail, Suede, Cup,
Kestrel, Palanquin, Gum Drop, Chenille, Muscovy, Tee, Buteo, Cam-
bric, Scaup, Tweed, Petrel, Organdy, Diluted Waters, Tiny Tot, Izzer,
Pongee, Bronze, Mauve, Ticking, Centaur, Screamer, Charcoal, Elkhart,
Sepia, Kermet, Corduroy, Emerson, Buff, Maxwell, Sienna, Lampblack,
Dovekie, Reo, Plaid 2, Rex, Red Hot, Finfoot, Clymer, Purple, Templar,
Lime, Stutz, Tomato, Duryea, Fenton, Pin Stripe, Ochre, Traveler,
Cyclamen, Chartreuse, Tapestry, Piranha, Dumont, Discus Thrower,
Pile Driver, Tan, Puce, Double Play, Kankakee, Vulcan, Halfbeak, Saxon,
Rovena, Tangerine, Derringer, Daiquiri, Newark, Khaki, Simms, Ajax,
Cerise, Vigil, Sidecar, New Point, Greeley, Rivet I, Nash, Bourbon, Rivet
II, Ward, Persimmon, Agile, Rivet III, Mushroom,Fizz, Oakland, Heil-
man, Fawn, Chocolate, Effendi, Mickey, Commodore, Scotch, Absinthe,
Knickerbocker, Switch, Midi Mist, Umber,Vito, Stanley, Gibson, Wash-
er, Bordeaux, Lexington, Door Mist, Yard, Gilroy, Marvel, Zaza, Lan-
pher, Cognac, Sazerac, Worth, Cobbler Polka, Stilt, Hupmobile, Stacca-
to, Brush, Cabriolet, Mallet, Torch, Knox, Dorsal Fin, Russet, Buggy,
Pommard, Stinger, Milk Shake, Bevel, Noor Shuffle, Scroll, Boxcar,
Hatchet, Crock, Clarksmobile, Adze, Wembley, Tub, Rickey, Funnel,
Sevilla, Chateaugay, Spud, Tanya, Imp, Rack, Diana Moon,Sled, Nog-
gin, Knife A, Stoddard, Hudson Seal, Welder, Knife C, Vat, Hula, Bit,
File, Crew, Auger, Knife B, Ming Vase, Tinderbox, Schooner, Bayleaf,
Tyg, Scissors, Benham, Packard, Wineskin, Shave, Vise, Biggin, Winch,
Nipper, Cypress, Valise, Chatty, Barsac, Coffer, Gourd, Blenton, Thistle,
Purse, Aliment, Ipecac, Torrido, Tapper, Bowl, Ildrim, Hutch, Spider,
Horehound,Pliers, Minute Steak, Jorum, Kyack, Seaweed, Pipkin, Sea-
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weed B, Cruet, Pod, Calabash, Scuttle, Planer, Piccalilli, Diesel Train,

Culantro, Tun, Grape A, Lovage, Terrine, Fob, Ajo, Belen, Grape B,

Labis, Diana Mist, Cumarin, Yannigan, Cyathus, Arabis, Jal, Shaper,

Handley, Snubber, Can, Beebalm, Hod, Mint Leaf, Diamond Dust, Cor-

nice, Manzanas, Morrones, Hudson Moon,Flask, Piton, Piton A, Arni-

ca, Scree, Tijeras, Truchas, Abeytas, Penasco, Corazon, Canjilon, Artesia,

Cream, Carpetbag, Baneberry, Embudo, Dexter, Laguna, Harebell,

Camphor, Diamond Mine, Miniata, Bracken, Apodaca, Barranca, Nama,

Baltic, Algodones, Frijoles, Pedernal, Chantilly, Cathay, Lagoon, Diago-

nal Line, Parnassia, Chaenactis, Yerba, Hospah, Mescalero, Cowles,

Dianthus, Sappho, Onaja, Longchamps, Jicarilla, Misty North, Kara,

Zinnia, Monero, Merida, Capitan, Tajique, Haplopappus, Diamond

Sculls, Atarque, Cuchillo, Oscuro, Delphinium, Akbar, Arsenate,

Canna, Tuloso, Solanum, Flax, Alumroot, Miera, Gazook, Natoma,

Angus, Colmor, Starwort, Mesita, Cabresto, Kashan, Dido Queen,

Almendro,Potrillo, Portulaca, Silene, Polygonum, Waller, Husky Ace,

Bernal, Pajara, Seafoam, Spar, Elida, Pinedrops, Latir, Hulsea, Sapello,

Portrero, Plomo, Jib, Grove, Fallon, Jara, Ming Blade, Escabosa, Crest-

lake, Puye, Portmanteau, Pratt, Trumbull, Stanyan, Estaca, Hybla Fair,

Temescal, Puddle, Keel, Portola, Teleme, Bilge, Topgallant, Cabrillo,

Dining Car, Edam, Obar, Tybo, Stilton, Mizzen, Alviso, Futtock, Mast,

Camembert, Marsh, Husky Pup, Kasseri, Deck,Inlet, Leyden, Chiberta,

Muenster, Keelson, Esrom, Fontina, Cheshire, Shallows, Estuary,

Colby, Pool, Strait, Mighty Epic, Rivoli, Billet, Banon, Gouda, Sprit,

Chevre, Redmud, Asiago, Sutter, Rudder, Oarlock, Dofino, Marsilly,

Bulkhead, Crewline, Forefoot, Carnelian, Strake, Gruyere, Flotost,

Scupper, Scantling, Ebbtide, Coulommiers, Bobstay, Hybla Gold, San-

dreef, Seamount, Rib, Farallones, Campos, Reblochon, Karab, Topmast,

Iceberg, Fondutta, Backbeach, Asco, Transom, Jackpots, Satz, Lowball,

Panir, Diablo Hawk, Cremino, Cremino-Caerphilly, Draughts, Rummy,

Emmenthal, Quargel, Concentration, Farm, Baccarat, Quinella, Kloster,

Memory, Freezeout, Pepato, Chess, Fajy, Burzet, Offshore, Nessel,

Hearts, Pera, Sheepshead, Backgammon, Azul, Tarko, Norbo, Liptauer,

Pyramid, Colwick, Canfield, Flora, Kash, Huron King, Tafi, Verdello,

Bonarda, Riola, Dutchess, Miners Iron, Dauphin, Serpa, Baseball,

Clairette, Seco, Vide, Aligote, Harzer, Niza, Pineau, Havarti, Islay, Treb-
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biano, Cernada, Paliza, Tilci, Rousanne, Akavi, Caboc, Jornada, Molbo,
Hosta, Tenaja, Gibne, Kryddost, Bouschet, Kesti, Nebbiolo, Monterey,
Atrisco, Queso, Cerro, Diamond Ace, Huron Landing, Frisco, Borrego,
Seyval, Manteca, Coalora, Cheedam, Cabra, Turquoise, Armada,
Crowdie, Mini Jade, Fahada, Danablu, Laban, Sabado, Jarlsberg, Chan-
cellor, Tomme, Midnight Zephyr, Branco, Branco-Herkimer, Techado,
Navata, Muggins, Romano, Gorbea, Midas Myth, Milagro, Tortugas,
Agrini, Mundo, Orkney, Bellow, Caprock, Duoro, Normanna, Kappeli,
Correo, Wexford, Dolcetto, Breton, Vermejo, Villita, Egmont, Tierra,
Minero, Vaughn, Cottage, Hermosa, Misty Rain, Towanda, Salut, Ville,
Maribo, Serena, Cebrero, Chamita, Ponil, Mill Yard, Diamond Beech,
Roquefort, Abo, Kinibito, Goldstone, Glencoe, Mighty Oak, Mogollon,
Jefferson, Panamint, Tajo, Darwin, Cybar, Cornucopia, Galveston, Ale-
man, Labquark, Belmont, Gascon, Bodie, Hazebrook-Emerald, Haze-
brook-Checkerberry, Hazebrook-Apricot, Tornero, Middle Note, Dela-
mar, Presidio, Hardin, Brie, Mission Ghost, Panchuela, Midland, Tahoka,
Lockney, Borate, Waco, Mission Cyber, Kernville, Abilene, Schell-
bourne, Laredo, Comstock, Rhyolite, Nightingale, Alamo, Kearsarge,
Harlingen-A, Harlingen-B, Bullfrog, Dalhart, Monahans-A, Mona-
hans-B, Kawich A-White, Kawich A-Blue, Misty Echo, Texarkana,
Kawich, Ingot, Palisade-1, Palisade-2, Palisade-3, Tulia, Contact, Amaril-
lo, Disko Elm, Hornitos, Muleshoe, Barnwell, Whiteface-A, Whiteface-
B, Metropolis, Bowie, Bullion, Austin, Mineral Quarry, Randsburg,
Sundown-A, Sundown-B, Ledoux, Tenabo, Houston, Coso-Bronze,
Coso-Gray, Coso-Silver, Bexar, Montello, Floydada, Hoya, Distant
Zenith, Lubbock, Bristol, Junction, Diamond Fortune, Victoria, Galena-
Yellow, Galena-Orange, Galena-Green, Hunters Trophy, Divider.

He stared into the heart of that comfortless light he could not
remove from. Everything hadbeen revealed, all secrets exposed, and
yet nothing had changed; somewhere his heart was crying like an
abandonedpet, all was given up and given away, and the burden was
still on him.In the darkness he pressedhisfingers to his eyes, imagin-
ing what wasoutin the world now forthe taking by any who guessed
the key, and sparks bloomedonhislids, like the wheeling of birds, now
black, now white, against a blanksky.
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SEVEN

Morning sun, insulting his sleepless eyes, glared from three folded

newspapers each a day more distressed than the last: ivory, wheat,

urine. On the hand extended to pick up Record Heat Wave More On

Way, a mole he didn’t recall drew a blunt shadow over the ham of his

thumb.In the house he paused long enoughto drop his suitcase and

pass the phone blinking 4, a clutter of styrofoam cartons in the

kitchen, an empty box PapaGeno Pizza anda trail of ants moving

across it, and then he was back out under the heat of the sky, that

molten blue shell beyond which was mere vacuum littered with the

stony threats of a hammering that echoed off the walls of Building

101 where he turned the wheel to skirt Putzmeister P30 growlingat

the dry fountains where RIDGID shot a halo of sawdustinto the air

and turned again around a motorized cart loaded with canisters

Dichlorodifluoromethane CFC-12 Freon while the radio informed

him that —the nuclear weaponis obsolete. I wantto get rid of them all

unquote yet while applauding General Horner’s sentiment the secre-

tary of defense was skep, stilling it as he set the brake under

RESERVED DIRECTOR.

On media vans KGO CNN KNBR ABC microwave dishes angled

skyward. Cables thick as firehose snaked through open doors and an

exhalation of cool air met him two steps before the entrance. Just

inside stood placards CAUTION UNCLEARED VISITORS UNDER

ESCORT IN THIS AREA. A large man in a blue serge suit passed

muttering, —Doverai no proverai. At the elevator a federal protective
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officer glanced sullenly at Quine’s badge.
His outer office was vacant and silent. He went through andsat

heavily, pushing aside with his case Earth Protection, FUDGE: A
Fusion Diagnostic and RSVP. Ashe let drop Ohlone Valley Herald Sec-
retary Steals Secrets, a binderslid off the desk and hit the floor in a
spray of papers. He bentto retrieve them but was unable to fix his
attention for long on Idaho Rocky Flats Hanford Savannah River 109
of the 144 sites under DOE's care will require long-term protective
stewardship after remediation endstates of the sites are not reliably
known andthe activities that constitute stewardship are not yet defined
long-term centuries millennia myriadennia 36 million cubic meters
legacy waste 1 billion curies 86% high level will take decades and
substantial resources comparableto the level of effort expended for the
50 years of nuclear weapons production and research activities thus
far. RSVP NancyJuliaAdams 16July had cometo rest againsthis daily cal-
endar, and hereached forward to tear off pages to Monday 18.

—Jefe, you missedit ... as RSVP wentinto the trash and he came up
glaring, —Missed what?

—TheTrinity Day picnic? Saturday? Comefor the burgersstay for
the comet. Réti was playing Mussorgsky on a rented Bosendor
—Comet what comet.
—Shoemaker-Levy? as he followed Conor's gaze down to Ohlone

Valley Herald Black Eye SmearsJupiter.
—Wehada live feed from the Hubble. The seminar
—Seminar what seminar.
—The, didn’t you see this? I thought you
—Philip are you Jesusall these boxes, you ready?
—Ready for what?
—The seminar, Philip? Earth Protection, don’t tell me, you're sup-

posed to introducethis session.
—Session what
—been in your box for weeks now, if you canfindit in all this, as

Nolan pushed aside Organization For The Creative Person, —When’s
Dolores getting back and why don’t you get a tempin,here... thrust-
ing Earth Protection Seminar into Quine’s hands, —have you even

looked at this?
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—I approved the damnedthing didn’t I to placate Réti but I didn’t
give permissionfor this film crews newsmenthis this circus

—Kind of to be expected with the comet. Highet held a press con-

ference Saturday whenthefirst fragment

—Highet? Here?

—Informalkickoff after the Trinity party lots of people glad to see

him actually, listen Philip we have to get downthere it’s

—So wait, they, they timed this whole showforthe, for the comet?

—Thought you knew that. Kihara’s suggestion, pretty good one

actually, gets himself a nice twofer.

—Participants StarQuest Productions Burbank California who the
hell is that?

—Kihara’s client that’s what I mean by twofer, he gets to plug his
asteroid movie along with the Radiance technology.
—Movie?

—Schwarzenegger, Bruce Willis, somebodylike that, ought to give
Friends of Missile Defense a nice bouncein the polls. Look can we

—All these Russian names whatare they doing here?
—TInternational problem getting hit by an asteroid needsan inter-

national response wouldn’t you say?
—Russian Federal Nuclear Center, and this Vassili Maksimov from

whatthehell is the Tsiolkovsky Association?
—Aerospace consortium. Surplus hardware andskill sets looking

for a mission. Blow upanasteroid you needlaunch guidance warhead
got em all right here. Have to say I underestimated Kihara when he
used to stumble aroundhere with his shoes untied. Can we get going?

—What’s this, I’m down as a speaker?
—WhatI’m trying totell you Philip in aboutfive minutes.It’s just

an introduction. Réti will do the keynote. You just say welcome, and
you're outof there.

—lIs this Highet’s idea of how to get back in here? Is this some kind
of coup?

—Philip ... relax, you can’t keep him outof a thinglike this just go
along withit he’ll be gone in a few days.

—Thesepreprints whatis this thingit looks like a cheeseslicer, and
is this whatis, is that Slingshot? I mean wecan’t sell missile defense
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this yearso let’s do asteroids instead,a little life support until, justlis-

ten, Ballistic system of antiasteroid protection, Nuclear weapons

impact on hazardous space objects, Nuclear explosion effect on dan-

gerous cosmic objects, The numerical simulation of the planet’s explo-

sion with massive icy envelope, and whatis this There is high extent

of global and regional dangerous? Heavy cosmogenic bombardmentof

the earth has been going? It’s not even English.

—I've readit all Philip, including the bad translation.

—Earth Protection is it, quite the racket. Nice little planet you've

got here, pity if anything were to happento it...

—Notdisagreeing with you Philip, just trying to make things run

smoothlyit’s in my job description somebody’s got to be standing on

that podium in five, in three minutesI'll do it if you won’t but that

might be kind of a bad moveespecially after missing the picnic, people

were wondering

—Let them wonder, I was in Washington, anyway what's to,to cel-

ebrate about incinerating a hundred thousandcivilians?

—Didn’t realize you felt that way aboutit. So you're not coming?

—I have nothingto say to these, these hucksters.

—lI've got to go then. Why don’t youtakeit easy up here Philip you

seem a little excited.

—Where’s Szabo?

—Downstairs, | imagine.

—Tell him I wantto talk to him.

—I'Il tell him if I see him.

Conor had edged toward the door and nowhefollowed Nolan out.

Quine dropped the blinds muttering —thinks he can hijack this pro-

gram useit for his personal career advancementIll . .. closing out the

mauve and avocado facade and the media vans, then picked up the

phone for —Reeseplease. Philip Quine. Hello Reese I’m glad I caught

you,listen ...oh he did? Yes I spoke to him about how he handled this

Dietz business. Thatcall to Steradian.I thinkit’s contained but. I agree

Reese, Frank is a capable scientist but here’s my thought, if he can’t

exercise openness with something like this ... Well yes but this has

been a recurring problem, his what can I say pushiness his confronta-

tional style insistence on having things his own way, playing fast and
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loose with ... Yes but my pointis isn’t it better to send that signal

now? I meanif we get some, some show stopper cominguplater will

he be honest with us? I mean we agree don’t we that Bernd’s problem

with the optics is, is fixable, right? But I worry about this Lancet...

Review panels, I know, but do they knowall the details because I’ve

been looking at. And are you sure you've seen everything, because I

thoughtI had in fact Frank pretty much said I’d seen everything and

then I found out... well that’s what his report is supposed to address

... yes I do think it speaks to his, his reliability. And somethingelse

just came up, hate to, but look can I fax you something? Hold on for

one ... minute to avoid boxes binders papers on his way to the outer

office where he stared at IntelliFAX Hook Hold Redial Function Mem

and began touching buttons at random until DOE DP appeared in

black on the gray panel and he pressed Start for COMPLETE LIST?

Y/N, —Oh god damnit just .. . jabbing Start again and as Yale Uni-

versity beganits crawl into the machine hereturned to, —Reese? Did

you get it? Uh huh.You see what I mean? | think we needto take this

seriously. Yes okay I will, I'll handle it. Just thought you, thought we

should be on the, the samepage. . . fallen to the floor beneath the fax

machine which went on hummingas Quinerushedinto the small the-

ater where Réti was addressing perhaps a hundred people. Behind him

was a whiteboard andflanking him were twolarge video monitors, the

crystal image of a full moon on one, on the other a blurred amberlimb

of Jupiter marred by black dots. In the vacant back row Quinesat

behind a couple of men whobrokeoff their whispering to glance at

him.

—Tunguska in nineteen hundred andeight. It was an explosion of

ten million tons equivalent. Had it happened near a populated region

—...OJ’s internet address?

—cColonslash slash escape.

—Oh you heard it. What’s the only thing worse than being mar-

ried to Lorena Bobbitt ... ?

—This I thinkis a very interesting threat.

—his lawyers want a change of venue to West Virginia? Because

everybody there has the same DNA.

—still larger objects may require more destructive force
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—’s the last thing Nicole saw?
—and so wesee there is a use for nuclear explosions in space after

all. We see there is reason to reevaluate certain treaties we have
signed, even as a new administrationtries to enter into an even more
terrible treaty, with the connivance and cooperation of some who
should know better. But I will say this to you. No administration lasts
forever. AndI say thatif this administration followsits present course,
by ignoring this great threat and even more obvious terrestrial
threats, it will have blood on its hands.

—bad newsyourblood’s all over the crime scene, good news your
cholesterol’s one thirty, lost under a scatter of uncertain applausethat
swelled without conviction as Réti limped from the podium.
—kay we havefilm now from last night’s I should say yesterday

morning’s impact quite spectacular maybethe biggest yet circa zero

thirty three hourslittle behind the predicted ah okay Kev? Do we have
that? Can we punchthat up on a monitor?

Réti reached a seat in the front row. Next to him someonerose to
help him sit, a bald spot turned and a broad nose appeared. Highet. On
Réti’s other side was Szabo.

—punching holes in the Jovian atmosphere each the size of the
United States give you someidea what one mightdo to us

Szabo and Highet both seemedto be conferring with Réti. The sec-
ond video monitor showed —lunar images sent back by Persephone

themselves a compelling argument for asteroid defense. You can see

how manyhits our neighbor in space has taken over a few billion

years.

Szabo rose and walked toward the back of the theater. Quine made

his way to theaisle a few steps behind. —Frank ...

—give us someperspective on this threat welcome back our former

director, Leo Highet.

Something like rain began. It took Quine by surprise, in the

enclosed space, this growing rustle soon a freshet then a torrent.

Highet cameto the podium andwaited for the applauseto fade.

—The nuclear weapon is not obsolete. There is a use for nuclear

weaponsin space. We've just seen one.

The applause started again. Szabo was standing at Quine’s side. —It
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wouldn’t be a bad idea to have him back. Make him a director at large

or something.

—At large? You meanlike an escaped felon?

—Wecan’t getrid of these devices. That’s Luddite thinking. So why

not use them to protect ourselves?

One monitor showed over and overin timelapse closeup the entry

of fragment G into the Jovian atmosphere while piano chords crashed

into Baba Yaga’s Hut trembling under the impact but springing back

undauntedfor the nextpass.

—very high likelihood that our recent brush with comet Swift-

Tuttle will be a collision whenit returns in twenty one twen

—lI’ve had enoughofthis. I want to see you upstairs.

—Upstairs? What’s the

—first priority’s to get some telescopes up there, constellation of a

few hundred small cheap CCDsin low earth orbit

—Doctor Quine!

—OhJesus Ch

—continuously monitor near Earth space cost about ten million

dirt cheap

—Hey Dennis how’sit

—dual use of course, some other agencies interested in what you

can see with these sensors when you look down

—looking forward to your paper, StarQuest is very excited about

your giant tungsten knivesit’s a great visual

—Tungsten knives... ?

—See you chop chunksoff the asteroid and

—Frank,let’s go.

—But Doctor QuineI really need to... as the importuning van-

ished behind the brushedsteel doors closing for his stab at 5.

—Whyis Highet here and whyare you presenting a paper with him?

—Didn’t know I hadto clear it with youPhilip, next timeIll... as

doors slid open on an empty hallway. —What’s the trouble anyway? I

should be down there...

—Where’s yourreport on Lancet?

—I’m workingonit.

—I said I wanted it whenI got back.
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—TIknow,but this asteroid con

—I consider that extracurricular.
—Philip, you know we really have to talk about this report, I

thoughtI’d wait until

—Sit down. Show youwhatI've got here Frank ... rummaging for
Growth Rate of the Rayleigh-Taylor Instability, —Listen to this . .
After some growth,instabilities enter the nonlinear phase with mode
coupling and saturation and convergenceeffects . .. Mixingof the ice
and gas layers instigated by the growth ofirregularities will have a
detrimental effect on fuel compression ... The nonlinear growth and
turbulence properties are almost entirely a mystery ... The modeling
of convergenceandsaturation effects have not been confirmed exper-
imentally ... No general analytic solution for instability growth has
been found, indeed there is no reason to think one exists . . . Experi-
ments on inner surface instability will commence soon . . . soon,
Frank? In other words we haven’t done anything yet .. . ? The linear
growth of instability is well understood in planar geometries . . . Pla-
nar, Frank? Aren’t we compressing spheres . . . ? However, a simple

argument based on numerical work makes it reasonable to assume...
is nature reasonable, Frank? Do the planets movein circles? Took over
a thousand years to correct that reasonable assumption, and look at

this from nineteen seventy four here’s the same damn equation we’re
using now, tweaked thecoefficients, fitted the curve, added a, a, a few

epicycles, this isn’t physicsit’s numerical analysisit’s, this is what I did
on Radiance, we don’t have a clue what’s going on butlet’s pull the
curves into shape and claim quantitative agreement! Look at this, Frank,
would you look at these curves, there could be an energy cliff here
between ten and twenty megajoules, you see it? same damn equations

from the seventies, Highet’s in fact, the ones he used to sell thefirst

kilojoule laser, only now the curves have been goosed, somecoefficients

changed to make one point eight megajoules looks like the threshold

because, because that’s what we want now? This whole damnproject

I’m on theline forit’s just more tweak and squeakisn’t it!

—Philip will you calm downI've worked onthis for twenty years,

we don’t have to capture the physics in every det

—Frankit’s all like this!
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—With the new computingtools we'll have improved models bet-

ter visualization graphical interf

—So, what, we puta really nice graphical front end on twenty year

old codes get animatedfull color videos, tart it up with a John Williams

score if you want but do we understandit?

—Philip believe me everything'sfine, the CDRis accepted, we're a

slam dunk for Key Decision One, we’reright ontrack.

—Ontrack for what, anotherbillion dollar scandal?

—Philip there are unknowns, everybody knowsthat, I mean Reese

is fine with our unknownsthey’re known unknownsweall know that

—And what about the, the unknown unknowns? Everything that

comes up in the next year two yearsfour years six years that wecan’t

see yet!

—TI’m telling you,talk to Reese.

—J] did. He’s upset with how you handled Dietz.

—Upset ... ? The annoyance Szabo’d been holding in checkflick-

ered into caution. —I thought I had your supportthere.

—And he’s upset that your Lancet report isn’t on his desk. Frank,I

supported you on Dietz but this Lancet stuff is over the top for me.I

specifically asked you about it weeks before the CDR wentin.I got

vague assurances from you and I trusted them. ThenI find outall this,

and now you're stonewalling on your report.

—Stonew, I haven’t had time! AndI’m tryingto, to... The caution

was losing coherence, trembling into something like fear. —Whatis

this Philip? What are youreally after?

—Frank,I did some checking. You don’t have a PhD.

—Jesus ... Szabo’s face wasred, his voice shaking. —That’s. . . for

God’s sake. Whatis this? Everyone knowsthat.

—It surprised Reese.

—I...I did the damned work! But I was hired straight on here,I

was a Hertz fellow. So I didn’t finish my dissertation. They gave me

seven yearsto finish it, but Christ Philip I was here, I had other prior-

ities, you know?

—You should have told me.

—Christ Philip. Réti knew, Highet knew ... What are you doingto

me?



——Protecting the Lab.
—No,this is bullshit. I’ve worked here for twenty years. No one

ever cared about my damn degree. Whatdifference does it make?
—Ourintegrity has to be above reproach. Because finally Frank

trustis all we

—Isit Bill Snell? No,it’s you, isn’t it. You set me up. Promoted me
to make me vulnerable. This is what you did with Superbright. |
watched that kid Thorpe crash and burn while you cameup roses as
the whistleblower. I don’t know what yousaid to Reese but it won't
workthis time because you don’t know what you're doing.Thisisn’t
some cowboy scheme of Highet’s you’re messing with, this is the
future of the entire nuclear weapons program.

—TIdon’t want you hiding potential problemsonthis laser.
—A complex project like this, you give me

a

year to prove myself,
but you can’t afford that can you because you're a screwupand every-
one here knowsit and your interim appointmentwill be up before
then andIll have your chair. That’s what worries you isn’tit.

—We'll find you anotherposition, Frank.
—InSiberia? In X Section with Dietz? Don’t bother. I’ll take a per-

sonalleave.

—Doctor Qui

—OhChrist ...as Szabo pushed out past —Dennisthis isn’t a goodti
—ButI just, gee is he okay? You just needto see this before
—God damnit Dennis can’t you understand English I said
—taxed this up last week but I guess you here that’s it there here

let me oops, as he slipped and lurched forward jabbing Quine with
Executive Summary M Section Participation And Potential Liability
In Anodyne Placebomycin Trial.

Placebomycin was developed by M Section under a Cooperative
Research And Development Agreement (CRADA) with Anodyne
Medical Response, Inc. Doctors and HMOshavebeen seeking a phar-
maceutical that could be prescribed for patients with self-limiting
viral infections, such asflu orcold, in place of costly and inappropri-
ate antibiotics that patients often insist upon.

Placebomycin has no active ingredients. Thepill is an inert mixture
of calcium carbonate, glucose, and magnesium stearate.

366



Clinicaltrials provedeffective in 35% to 65% of cases, with patients

receiving placebomycin recovering more quickly from self-limiting

viruses than patients who weretold outright that they were receiving

a placebo.

After development, Anodyne entered into agreements with various

HMOsto provide placebomycin in quantity for specific use against

self-limiting viruses. However, after distribution, production, and mar-

keting costs were factored in, placebomycin proved to beas costly as

conventional antibiotics, and the HMOsbacked out of the agreement.

In an attempt to recoup costs, Anodynesoldstocks of the drug to hospi-

tals and clinics in various Third World countries, where unfortunatelyit

has been used outside its intended application, as a broad-spectrum

antibiotic against pneumonia, staph, typhoid fever, meningitis, and

otherlife-threatening bacterial infections. Since these diseases are not

self-limiting viruses, placebomycin has provenless effective than in its

clinicaltrials, with 5%-10% of patients recovering, a percentage which

is slightly worse than those patients receiving no treatment.

Anodynefaces legal actions from several customers and has brought

suit against the Laboratory for alleged violations of the CRADA. Our

position is thatthe suitis frivolous and without merit and thatnoset-

tlement should be offered.

—See we wanted to jumpstart the enterprise, get an object oriented

production modelin full fluence but you know howlongtraditional

model pharmaceutical R&D takes so we

—Soyou sold useless drugs to Third World hospitals.

—Well no, that was our customer Anodyne and anyw

—Did you consider, even for a second, what your customer might

do with this stuff?

—Notreally our concern as long as weexecute in accordance with

best business prac

—Dennis they wereplacebos!

—Well they were supposed to be used asantivirals not antibiotics

that waspartof the guidelines and anyway you see what counsel said

we don’t have to worry because we

—Doyourealize what you've done? People havedied!

—Well, they were sick anyway.I mean,it’s notlike they had much
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of a chance. And someof them did get better.
—I, I don’t even know what to say to you. Thisis, talk about the

Auschwitz touch, this is not even, you can’t even pretendit’s science
it’s only moneyis thatall you understand?
—Well you don’t haveto getall huffy. I thought I was doing you a

favor. It’s not like anyone around here knows howto run a business.
—This is a laboratory!
—Ohandthat reminds methis is from anotherclient of minefor

your immediateattention, if you could...
—invoice, System Concepts and Methods, use of proprietary algo-

rithm for multiplication, running on an estimated two thousand Lab
computers and an average of ten million operations per second, an
estimated two percent of which are multiplications, royalties to be
assessed at point oh oh onecents per operation,for a year-to-datetotal
in the amountoffifty bil, is this some kindof a
—Whatshould I tell him?

—fifty bil, you cantell him tof, in fact, you know what Dennis? All
of this, that StarQuest asteroid film you're pushing, the screensavers,
the microwavedcars, this bogus invoice, the placebo drugs, you know
what? You're finished. Whatever agreement we've got with youit’s
terminated. You’re outof here.
—Nooffense but you've gotkind of a negativeattitude. I was hop-

ing we could work out a win-win synergy, look at our alternatives
—Alternatives? Whatalternatives do these people have? They’re

dead! Get out!

Outside the din of construction had resumed. Behind him his phone
wentoff.

—Christ can’t I get one single moment... he dropped Executive Sum-
mary on the desk and charged into thehall, the phonefading to a suspi-
cion of voices somewherejust around a corner as he turned for brushed
steel doors that opened on Highet,insolent andat ease. —Just coming up
to pay my resp, as Quine seized his arm and steered them both around a
cornerinto the mauve and avocado of MEN swinging shut behind them
to muffle the threat of voices approachingandpassing.

—Niceoffice, you ought to put somepictures on the wall, make the
place yours.

368



—Whatare you doing here?

—You seem stressed, Philip. Are you taking your meds?

—You think you can still get those things up there one way or

another.

—You mean Slingshot? Oh, they will be up there one way or

another. I like my waybetter than letting North Korea doit.

—That and yoursetup with those riggedfusion codes. Those Lancet

tests.

—Rigged? Whatare you talking about? You oughtto thank mefor

that. You’re getting Avalon.

—You know Avalon won’t be enough for ignition, no more than

the first laser was enough twenty years ago,all along it’s been just

tweak and squeak, keep raising the threshold for the next round of

funding, and now I,I, I’m stuck with thisthis ...

—If you’d worked half as hard on Superbright we might have

somethingto showforit.

—Superbright never had a chance of working.

—You know that Stones song? You can’t always get what you want

to? But sometimes you can get what you need.

—Where do you getoff telling me how to run things?

—Sorry, I forgot what a great job you’re doing.

—Whataboutthosepictures.

—You mean my smutcollection?

—Did you do that? Hide that data there?

—Even you don’t believe that.

—Then who?

—Who? Probably somedisgruntled employee whofelt ripped off.

Probably could have avoidedit if Nullpoint had worked out.

—Conorsaysthesefiles were downloaded hundredsof times. Copies

are in the open. And you didn’t tell DOE?

—Did you?

In Quine’s silence, Highet passed his hand underthesink’s photo-

cell. The faucet cameto life for an unstable flow of water that died to a

drip speaking measuredly of an accommodation betweensurface ten-

sion and gravity.

—Howbad isit... ?
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—Having that data out there? Without the design codes the test
data is fairly useless. Butit’s not that hard to write the codes. A few
sharp grad students or for-hire Russian physicists could do it. A small
dedicated group could build working fission weapons without testing
them. Maybe now yousee why I want those Slingshotsupthere.
MEN swungwidefor twofigures, one in black mohair and onein

blue serge, —We-hell, Leo, can’t seem to get away from youcanI.
—Hello Bill. You've met Philip Quine? Philip, Bill Venham.
—You rememberVassili don’t you Leo, as blue serge turned to

spraddle a urinal and Venham raised his voice above the chiming
porcelain. —So you’re the fellow kneecapped Radiance are you. Ven-
ham turned to the wall and raised his voice further. —I was set to
make a few hundred million when production geared up. But I don’t
hold a grudge. Maybethis asteroid thing will work out for us. Venham
bounced on his toes as the Russian’s stream tapered off, and reached
into a pocket as he turned from the wall. —You ever need a job, you
call me. Quine by reflex took a debossed business card vovo from the
hand that Venham then wiped onhis pantleg as the Russian stepped
back from the urinal, adjusted and zipped himself with a heartfelt
sigh. —Bozhe moi.

—Wait how did you . . . the seminaris restricted to thefirst floor . . .
Venham smiled as he held MEN widefor blue serge. —I’d say you

have bigger troubles than us taking a leak in an SRDpissoir.
—I’mstill Q cleared, Philip. I’ll see that these two aces get down-

stairs ... as MEN swung to and Quine, turning past the mirrors,

caught sight of a face so gone in forsakenness and misery it could
scarcely be accounted human, although those eyesstill exposed a
trapped and implacable sapience, caught withoutits diadem of reason.

Back in the office all was still but the mutter of his voice sorting
through lack of possibilities —talk to to to someone, she should be
back by now . . . as hands moved papers pausing at the torn edge of
Test Ban Talks Break Off. Helifted the phone and tapped MEM 1 for
—This is Lynn Hamlin.I’m not at homeright now, but ... He tapped
MEM2 and waited. —You’ve reached theoffices of Cit, punching 303
for —Lynn Hamlin.Is not in her, and dropped the handsetonits hook.

—Maybeshe, those messages at home, how the hell dol... from a
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drawer he pulled out cards papers Coldwell Banker Daniel J Root

Washington Mutual Gate Cellular AT&T Cordless Answering System,

—retrieving your messages. . . dial your personal code what thehell

was it... he dialed, waited, punched, waited, slammedit down. —God

damn it can’t anything just work! He punched again with a different

code andwaited for, —Christ is that how I sound... his expression of dis-

taste going dumbstruckyet rapt in the dry whisperofa distant voice set-

tling as it might have been some weighty judgment. His eyes took in the

tumulus of papers on and around the desk but the sapience behind

those eyes regardedit all as some landscape seen from far off and

already passing into irrelevance and forgetfulness. He was writing

something down as Conor cameinto theoffice and began to speak but

stopped as Quine reachedfor the phoneagain and jabbed at numbers.

—I need to speak to someone about a Robert Quine. I’m theson.

Yes I’ll hold, for the unguentof strings sliding through someBeatles

tune as Conorstood at respectful attention. —Yesthis is Philip Quine.

I was out of town. That’s all right. So what do I. Yes I can do that.

What's your address. Yes and the, the remains? I’m sorry, can you say

that ag. With a c? Cremains? Are, are youserious? That’s what you

call it? For Christ’s sake they’re ashes! Whythehell can’t anybody say

what they mean! Whycan’t you say ashes!

He stood there trembling with one hand braced on the desk, the

other holding the handset.

—Jefe...?

—I have to go to Sacramento.

—Why? What’s wrong?

—Myfatherdied.

—Oh my God. I’m,I’m really sorry ... Can I do anything?

—No.Waityes. Erase those spartafiles from mydrive.

—Sparta...? Oh yeah, those GIFs, I meantto tell you, the sparta

nodeis online again.

—It is? Well shut it down anderaseall the files. Do it right away.

—Thingis, I can’t. It’s not on any of the local networks. Thelogfile

shows it someplace called ARIES ... ? Jefe? You look pretty bad. Why

don’t you lie downfor a little while?

—Too muchto do.
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—...think you shouldtake it easy. Let me get you... He returned
with a glass of water in one hand and twobluetablets in the other.

—YesI, I, thanks. I have to go.

—well but I mean maybe you shouldn’t drive . ..
Bran Nolan stood in the doorway. —Conor, give us a minute here

will you.

—Sure ... call me if you need anything,jefe...
—What now?

—Herald reporter called me. He wants to confirm an anonymous
fax he got that Frank Szabo neverfinished his doctorate.
—What? Howdid hefind out... ?
—You send anyfaxes today?
—Farlier, I sent one to Reese Turbot.

—See whatthe last numberdialed was ...as Nolan wentout to the
machine and returned holding a sheet. —Think I see what happened
here. Dolores has macros to managefax lists. Reese’s numberis at the
top but there’s about fifty numbers on thelist, looks like you sent
copies to various offices in Washington, some local numbers, yes,

here’s the Herald, numberforty .. .
—Not, not really sure how that happened, I didn’t mean to...
Nolan looked pained. —Kind of a shame. Frank didn’t deservethat.

You okay... ? Where are you.. .?
The lobby was quiet but for two men passing —know what PhD

means? possibly has doctorate ... as he went out into heat hammered
into splinters against the white pavement and fumbled out his keys
under RESERVED DIRECTORandsettled into the sear of the seat
andthe stale blast of A/C HI slowly drying his sweat as he turned onto
the access road, loosenedhis tie and collar, horns blazoning his career

to 0 LEFT LANE BUSES AND CARPOOL ONLY 6AM-9AM 3PM-

6PM MON.-FRI., with REGAL CINEMAS IMAX NOW OPEN

surtout, Sacramento RIGHT LANE,needle touching 90at the appari-
tion of a city waveredin thebroiling air and brown smutch, BANKof
the WEST 4:05P 102F, and on through unlovely outskirts, Exposition
Blvd Arden Way El Camino Ave Elkhorn Blvd, turning and slowing
for Citrus Way moredistressing than familiar, in the mannerofa dull
dream turned ominouswithout warning.
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In the late afternoon heatthe street was a desert of frame houses

poorly shaded by stunted sycamoresand a few columnarcypresses. A

heavy breeze rose and died moving nothing but hot air. Quine was

sweating by the timehe separated the wornkey from the others on his

ring. The door lock was bright and the key didn’tfitit.

—Damn...!

Sweat ran downhis ribs. He twisted the iron thumbscrew of the

mailbox and theflap fell open. Under threeletters wasa key.

The door swung partway then stopped. He forced it further and

edged into the dim foyer. A smell wasthere, stale smoke and old sweat.

Heavy blinds were drawn tightto thesills. Stacked boxes made a path

to a bench nearstairs piled high with magazines, moreboxes,piles of

paper ascending outof sight. From beneath the door he dislodged the

torn Reader's Digest January 1971, wedged there with LIFE March 5

1965 A MONUMENT TO NEGRO UPHEAVAL. More boxes were

stacked three and four deep against the rooms’ walls, piled on chairs,

undertables, on all but one cushion ofa sofa. He edged down a narrow

aisle between the dining table and a small desk, where he dropped the

mail and went on back into the kitchen, one end of which was given

over to black plastic trash bags. The nearest had sagged openin

a

spill

of envelopes.

—Geico... UC Alum... you mayalready be

a

.. . tossing envelope

after envelope onto a counter lined by cans of creamed corn, kidney

beans, Le Seuerpeas, Bartlett PEARS in Heavy Syrup. A scrap of paper

wastaped abovethestove.
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He retreated to the dining room wherein thesilence and dim warmth
nothingstirred buthis heart, tappingoutits irregular distress.A lampteetered
at his touch andhesteadiedits light on Pacific Bell SMART Yellow Pages,
opened to Estates Appraisal & Liquidation, full clearance a specialty, prompt
service, shortest time, we doall the work, estates cleanout and hauling, dis-
counts for salvage and oldstuff, onefingeratlast falling on oneof the num-
bers there while the other dialed. —Hello ... ? as he edged out a chair
between Beringer Gray Riesling and COTEAOUVRIR wherea faded green
card offered him Congratulations on the purchase of your new SEARS
HOMEAPPLIANCE! FOR SERVICE PLEASE CALL ENterprise 13971,—
Yeshello I, I need to, to have an estate appraised. In Roseville. Yes well butI
mean,is there any way you could come today? I mean as soon as poss. I
knowit’s late but I haven’t got I mean I’m here only for the day and I. Well
it’s a whole housefull. I mean I don’t know

a

piano some furniture some
booksa lot of old magazines . .. He freed a pen from a checkbook. —Yes |
could stay until then. Yes okay. The address . . . ? as his eye was drawn to A
Visit To The New York World’s Fair With Peter And Wendy. —Okay, thank
you, yes, I'll, I’ll see you here then . .. He sifted through the box muttering
—Captain Hook in here too? Whole box full of . . . Official Views Official
Souvenir MapOfficial Souvenir Book whendidall this ... Peter and Wendy
accompaniedhim intotheliving room where he moved boxesfrom thesofa
to thefloor, blockingthefireplace. Back in the dimnessof the mirror there he
saw an alarmed anddisheveled figure working at some Sisyphean torment
watched in sober sympathy from the mantel by a photoof his youngerself.

—Goddamnit, I’m surrounded by, by things! Always hatedthat
photo, can’t I just ... as he came round a cordon of XtraTime Firelog
duraflame contents 6 and CASCADE X-9000 BLANCO/BLANC
WHITE 20lb 10M 8 1/2 X 11/GLto discover the piano. John Thompson
Teaching Little Fingers To Play. Diller-Quaile Book One. Heraised the
lid. JANSSENElkhart Indiana. Photossat on the cigarette scarred blond
wood. AuntLil, his father’s sister, a big unsmiling woman. Next to her
another woman,slender, young, a smile brave and fragile, the sunlight
caughtin fine auburnhair pushed back from the volutions of one ear. —
It was ... he returned to the sofa and opened OFFICIAL GUIDE NEW
YORK WORLD'S FAIR 1964/1965. Just after she died. Visiting Aunt Lil
in New York. They’d stayed a week. In a blankness he’d wandered the well
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lighted pavilions of the Fair, those gardens of promise, that heaven of(as

William James had said in another connection) atrocious harmlessness,

where everyone andall things were to be well. Toward those ideal worlds

and painless utopias one wasled, like a flatworm intolight, by unreasoning

hope, but those tomorrowsnever arrived, nor had they ever been meantto,

but were purposedto distract from the presentjust long enough to move

the unwary on to the next station of whatever might befall. See The

Future First General Motors Futurama New York World’s Fair. DU

PONT PRESENTS Wonderful WORLD OF CHeMIStRY. The Westing-

house Time Capsules. No matter to what great heights we ascendorto

whatgreat depths we descend, we of the Twentieth Century bequeath to

the Seventieth Century proof that man notonly endures, but he also

prevails. GENERAL ELECTRIC PROGRESSLAND Onthe Avenue of

Commerce beside the Pool of Industry, the epic struggle of man to con-

trol Nature’s energy, Awe-inspiring Atomic Fusion, a man-made sun,

demonstratedto the general public in the U.S.A.for thefirst time.

——Aweinspiring demonstration wish I could rememberit, could have

picked up a few pointers for the next design review. Rememberthepicture-

phonestheflying cars the undersea farmsbutthat’s whereit really begins

isn’t it, this crossroads of ignorance andcredulity, all this hope on oneside

fear on the other side between the two you cansell just about anything...

during the last two decades the pace of science has quickened so that now

the manin thestreetis reluctant to question any prediction, no matter how

bizarre. Cars riding on cushionsofair, bubble-top cities with conveyorbelt

sidewalks, orbital post offices for the almost instantaneoustransmission of

picture-mail aroundtheglobe, large scale miningof the oceans, and perhaps

even of the moon and the asteroids. Weightless orbiting for sport, synthetic

foods, transplanted organsto replace worn-outparts of the body, interplan-

etary travel, that recent discovery in optics called the laser . . . well at least

oneof these panned out, not too bad one out of ten ...as a beam widenedto

pin him there squintingat the silhouette in the doorway.

—DMis, mister Quine? Is that ...? Oh there you are. My there’s a, a

lot of

—Careful!

—I haveit, steadying a stack of National Geographics, from which

several slid and slapped the floor in a riot of technicolor birds, pale
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maps, and ebon limbs. —Are you quite all right? Sitting there in the
dark, you looked

a

little . . .
—I’m fine.
—Hereperhaps if we move
—Don’t! Move anything you'll never get out.
—Is, is there someoneelse here?
—Whywould there be someoneelse?
—I just thought, thought I heard you talking to, to...
—Just reviewinga little lecture I have to give on this recent discov-

—Yes well perhaps another time . . . for now, ah, why don’t you
walk through the house with me and... ?

—l've already walked through. You go right ahead.I'll be sitting
here brushing up my physics. Leave a trail of breadcrumbsif you like
...as the light penetrating aroundthe blinds slowly relinquished its
fierce white edge and a spider ventured out from behindtheroll.
—Yes well I, I think I’ve got an idea now, it’s quite a,a...
—Quite the treasure trove for some cultural anthropologist don’t

you think? Life magazine from nineteen sixty eight, Co-ed Dorms An
Intimate Revolution On Campus, The Grandeur Of DeGaulle, Sunset
Western Living, form five forty tax return total wages twelve thou-
sand eight hundred not bad for thesixties, how about this Kenmore
laundry guide for your new automatic dryer, not to mentionall the
junk mail, know who’s on thefive cent stamp?

—Yes well of course I can only give you a roughappraisal now, and
you probably want to go through thingscarefully, to see if there’s
anything of sentimental value or
—I don’t need to do that.
—or, or even material value, I’ve seen people hide cash in books,

sometimes quite a lot, one gentlemen had overfive thousand dollars
stuck betweenpages of the Encyclopedia Britann
—I don’t care, I just wantit all hauledoff.
—AIl? Well, but, if you give me a few weeks I’m sure I can get a

decentprice for

—Look what's so hard to understand just haul it will you, haul
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everything off to a landfill think you can do that?

—Well, yes of course, I can hire some haulers.

—Fine. Send methebill.

—But I, let me make you an offer on, on the furniture and the

pianoat least, and and that could help offset the hauling cost...

—Fine.

—Well ... let me see... the piano...

—Just, look, you have my address and phone,I'll leave you the key,

just let me know okay?

—All right, if that’s wh, oop

—Careful!

Yes I see, that’s a dead endisn’t it, this must be the, the path to

the door... ? You'll be all right... ? I’m sorry for your, yourloss... ?

Light lengthened there outside the upstairs window in a room with

no furniture or familiarity but the nodding weightof a sycamore limb

sharing what remained of the day with this vacancyof bare floor and

walls. Down the hall the other bedroom wastidy. A single bed, a small

night table, a lamp, the —same damnchair with the crackedred leather

samecigarette burn on the arm he moveditupstairs brass tacks coming

out at the basefriction tape on the cushion same damnchair. . . as he

put Peter and Wendy on the arm to cover the burn, —sat here every

night just just just sitting there, staring at nothing, just... just...

mourning. His throat constricted as he caughthis breath in the heat,

the dust, the filtered slanting sunlight hidden by hands covering the

moistness on his cheeks, lost in the spasm of his diaphragm and the

occasional apneic gasp that subsidedatlast into the dusk. —Christ ...1

need to, to, to rest for just a...as he settled onto the cushion,staringat

nothing, until he picked up Peter and Wendy making their way around

the Unisphere, past dinosaurs, underwater, to the Moon, and back again

to some improved and lucent Earth where the Electric Power and Light

Pavilion seemedlike a huge Church. Philip thought it was morelike a

palace, all made of light. And Mother was there! Mother wassure the

whole thing was a piece of magic. She was rather annoyed when Father

pointed out that the effect was created by megajoule searchlights.

Philip said to his father, I hate you! I hate you! It is magic, Mommy’s

right! But the light faded and she was gone. Whatdid you do to her!
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His fathersat in the red leather chair, head down.Réti’s head came up
in a cold glare. Never forgive, never forget.
—Huh!

He stood unsteadily in the dark and switched on the lamp. Some-
where outside, some great thing lumbered over, shaking the windows,
coming in for a landing at McClellan. Water trembled in a glass on the
bedside table. Dust was held to the water by van de Waals forces and
kept from sinking by surface tension. A dial telephone rested on a
book and after a momenthe lifted the handset. He held the book and
openedit as he waited through six rings.
—Huh.Since whendid he getrel...
—This is Lynn Hamlin.I’m not at homeright now butif you'll
Hedialed again and waited, paging past First Edition Fascimile as the

regular chirrup sounded over and over, BY JOSEPH SMITH, JUNIOR,
AUTHOR AND PROPRIETOR. PALMYRA; PRINTED BY E. B.
GRANDIN FOR THE AUTHOR.1830. Northern District of New-York,
to wit: BE IT REMEMBERED,That ontheeleventh day of June, in the
fifty-third year of the Independence of the United States ofAmerica, A.D.
1829, JOSEPH SMITH,JUN.of the said District, hath deposited in this
office the title of a Book, the right whereof he claims as author, in the
words flowing, to wit: “The Book of Mormon:an account written by the
hand of Mormon,upontheplates taken from theplates of Nephi.” In con-
formity to the act of the Congress of the United States, entitled, “An act

for the encouragement of learning, by securing the copies of Maps,
Charts, and Books, to the authors and proprietors of such copies.” R. R.
LANSING,Clerk of the Northern District of New-York.

—This is Lynn Hamlin. I’m not... he dropped the phone.
—Lookfor some spiritual consolation get a copyright notice, just a

little more intellectual property aspiring to the highestplaces ...as a
strip of paperfluttered from the bookto the floor.



A moonnotyetfull had climbedinto the sky, high as a winter sun

slipping over the emptystreet, the ribbon of freeway, sparkling on the

delta waters around the dark ranks of spavined battleships, ghosts of

earlier wars, rays scattered but not blocked by thin cloud near Mount

Ohlone, where it was joined briefly by an orange globe 76 as Quine

punched 87 REG andleft the light emitting diodes to their fervid

counting for REST ROOM andthe soundof a flush and the metal

door slamming shutjust ahead of a flood of water and —Shit! Can’t

anybody just, just clean up after themselves . . . ! pulling away from

RECEIPT Y/N? with a squealof tires repeated at Cod rm ces XIT NLY.

He left the front door open as he wentpast a blinking 4 to press

MEM2 andwait through four rings that seemed to space themselves

further and further.

—This is Lynn Hamlin. I’m not ... The door slammedonhis bro-

ken mutter that barely rose above the engine, —All right, needed to

tell her, tell somebody. . . one crisis to the next ... no solution ... those

things will be up there one way or another . . this, this history we

carry around, the waste weleave behind . .. God damn him anyway!

God damnthe whole goddamned... couldn’t wejust, just stop ... ? and

died away at Estancia Estates An Adult Community New Units Open-

ing Soon as he peered downa prospect ofidentical bungalows for the

one he sought.

A light was on. He wentup thesteps, rang thebell once, then again.

Through a gap in the curtains he saw a lamp.Its lightfell on a pile of

mail and three folded newspapers. Again he rang the bell. As he stood

there the lamp shut off of its own accord. He walked around to a

chainlink fence that cut off the yard from a terrain of broken ground

and hillside where in the moonlight a backhoe sat parked CREDNE

CONSTRUCTION.On one knee he reached a handfulofdirt from the

sift through the fence andlet it fall through his fingers. Under or

within the mutter of freeway, voices werethere in that moonlight. If

you could hear them.

I had cancerin the otherbreasttoo.

We watched those clouds going over.

They discovered hehadit in the livertoo.

They kept saying it won't hurt you.
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Wejust had onecase after another, and we began to wonder.
We would see the flash out west and then later the sound would

come.

The whole sky is alight as you’ve never seen.
I was by the window, looking to the southwest, and it went up like

a fan of colors.

Everycolorin the rainbow.
The ground shook and the wind came up, and it was full oflittle

gritty things.

The dust would settle over our farm area, land on everything.
Wetrusted the government.
I thought probably she had a sunburn.
It was early summerbecause we were out in the garden picking

peas.

They were purplish sores, they weren’t like anything I’ve seen
before orsince.

All I done is take the readings and senditin.
Wewould playinit like that was our snow.
They claim they have lost the data.
Sometimes it would bebig pieces, like burnt pieces of paper, like if

you burn a bonfire.

Thereis a philosophy that the Latter-Day Saints have, thatallwill
be well, no matter what.

They hadless respect for us than for the moneyit took to train us.
Joseph Smith said in the Doctrine and Covenants that as soon as a

person getsa little authority, they rule unrighteous dominion ontheir
fellow man.

If there isn’t any truth we can’t befree, can we?

And there’s not a damnthing you can do.
Nobody gives a damn, whyshould I?

I love only you.

Herealized he was speaking. —Nan ... ? What could I do. How
could I stopit.

From the freeway the distant floodlit perimeter of the Lab receded
behind him.Jupiter, the concussions there ongoing but unseen,led the
declining moon across a sky otherwise blanched by OHLONE LIN-
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COLN MERCURY and DA-NITE SELF-STOR 24 HRS and BAIT

BEER GUNSuntil the stars came back point by point above dark

orchards and wheeled over foothills of pale grass pocked with dark

stones that seemedto havefallen from the crowded sky whose lucidi-

ty revealed them clearas day. He passed a lighted but unmanned kiosk

at the start of the road’s climb up through pines. For an hour he wound

through this darkness and cameoutof it among great domesof gran-

ite phosphorescent in the moonlight. At a lakeside he stopped while

the moon, wearing an aureole, vanished in the teeth of the southern

peaks as he stood near a whitebark pine, voiding. A bolide slanted

downthe skyin silence leaving a brightlingeringtrail.

Beyondthe crest the road tipped down in switchbacks tracing the

edge of some chasm just emerging in the predawn. He stopped where

the road leveled in the valley and stood there drinking a can of iced tea

and fueling the car under BP REGULAR1.29” as the sun cameup over

waste and infecund desert. He turned south and the sun rose higher

and its light fell like copper on the buttresses of granite to the west.

The highway curved in toward that glowing splendor. Through the

window camea rush of morningair, already warm. Ahead the white

road wound into mountains. Oneither side sang cicadas and dry grass.

He parked by an emptycistern and an exhausted well. His car was

limed with dust. From somewhere soundeddry sterile thunder. Two

military jets were gone far ahead ofit, already vanished behind the

scarp where snowstill clung in rags. He climbed the dirt path, passing _

a rib of granite so cleanly broken that its pieces seemed cut and placed

side by side, but for the sand and gravelin the crevices. The thin air

scoured his lungs while the intensity of the sun for a moment seemed

to suck the color from things.

On a peg inside the open door hung a nylon windbreaker and a

billed cap e=hf. Past the dimness of the entrancewayin a large room

stood cardboard boxeshalf packed with books, binders, tapes, diskettes.

Against one wall blue and white and black and gunmetal equipment

was racked or piled, Verity Systems V91M Bulk Tape Degausser,

SparcStation 10, Cisco 7505, KSV Instruments CAM2005, Tritium

Alarm Monitor TAM-100, GC-8A Gas Chromatograph 4@, SALD-

201V Particle Size Analyzer, ThermoFinnigan Delta E, Seistronix
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RAS-24, Vax 8500, each taggedwith thesilver foil of a Lab property
sticker, somepluggedinto the wall with theirpilot lights on, with their
faint smell of burning, of ozone,or of heated ceramic, or of stale wood
ash from thefireplace, or perhapsof the neglected cigar deadin an ash-
tray on the low table between two couches. A murmurof woodwinds
rose from speakers on the mantel, and below its mirror was an open
CD case, HISTORIC BAYREUTH 1951 HANS KNAPPERTSBUSCH.
At

a

noise behind him he looked up andin the mirror saw a black shirt
in the doorway, red string tie and tooled ivory clasp, fat ruddy face
aroundice blue eyes framed by lank gray hair and beard. Twogreat
hands hungas if they’d forsaken their grip on something. Quine
turned.

—Whatthe holy hell are you doing here?
—TI might ask you the same.
—Don’ttell me you got a key.
—It was open.

—How’'d youfind this place?
—I've been herebefore.
Root came forward then, smiling to expose a mouth of carious

teeth filaded with gold. —That’s right. You were a Hertz once.
—And you, you're not even a Lab employee, what business do you

have here?

—This here’s a private ranch. Lab usesit grace of Bill Venham. He’s
sellin, so I’m closin up shop.

—Mostof this equipmenthas Lab propertystickers.
—Decommissioned. Why, you want a PDP-10? Runa few legacy

codes on it? I got some used Crayparts I'll let go cheap.
—TI’m looking for a Vax 8500.

—Gotonerighthere.

—Did youeverhearof steganography?

The murmurous woodwindshadlost an unequalbattle with swelling
strings and a baritone,all cut off by Root’s easy gesture. He wentdeft-
ly amongthe boxes on the stone floor, examining items andplacing
them hereor there.

—Don’t mind me, got to keep workin, get this stuff out. Bill’s sellin

to someSilicon Valley cashout. I’m peeved with youthere.If you hadn’t
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shut Radiance down you'dstill be on his A list and I’d still be in busi-

nesshere.

—Shut down?I thoughtit just moved offshore.

Rootpaused at the roundtable to pick up the deadcigar from the ash-

tray. He studied it and lay it down again on a sheaf of papers. —You're

learnin, but not fast enough.

The cigar rested on Departmentof Defense Laser Master Plan. From

where he stood he could read, DOEis funding laser technologies with

potentially large payoffs if leveraged properly to DoD weaponsappli-

cations. New programshave openedthe door to new lethality mecha-

nisms with lower power thresholds than previously thought. He

looked from it to Root.

—These things havea life of their own. Used to upset me to miss

out on action. Once I worked at Hughesandlost a whole radar detec-

tion system to a managerclaimedit as his own. But eventually I come

to realize that’s just ego. That’s just the way things get done. Man-

agers change, credit and moneyfalls like rain on the just and the

unjust, but the work endures and the people who know, know.

—Therearefiles on that Vax. Did you put them there?

—Someonedid. Doesit matter who?

—T] think it would matter to the DOEandthe FBI.

—I don’t believe I know what we're talkin about. But that steg,

whatever yousaid. I do recall somethin about that. Trimethius wasit?

A bookof occult knowledge. Doctor John Deetranslated parts of it into

English. Here was a man whoclaimed to speak with angels.

—TIthought you disliked education.

—] say that? It’s a handy thing in others. An educated manalways

thinks he knows where he stands, even when you've turned him

around. I study up subjects when I can get some use of them but I’m

not educated. You ever read up alchemy? Oughtto be part of thesci-

ence curriculum.Terrible frauds and mountebanksthey were, taking

kings and princes for fortunes. But I see that tricksters don’t interest

you, and you're right. As the flower maidenssay, wir spielen nicht

ums Gold. The ones who thought themselves learned, those were the

real specimens. With their angels and demons and archons. Those

strange andterrible powers that seek to possess and lay waste to the
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Earth. Course you don’t need the Gnostic gospels for that today, just
read your Investors Business Daily.
—Whataboutthosefiles.
—There’s more, it might be, than what you’ve found. Hidden in the

plain sight of someeyeor other.
—Haveyou put up something new? Design codes?

—Think I did it? I wouldn’t take such a chance.
—Then who?

—Some bored bomb geek, may be. One of the old guys, ten or
twelve tests under his belt, now he’s doin library work, one day he
says, is this it? All I did to be locked away and forgotten? To hell with
it. Let everybody know. Whatwe did, what welearned. Or maybe some-
one just wants a better retirement package. Maybeit’s some peacenik
who wantsa, whatdo they call it, transparent regime of nonprolifer-
ation. A level playing field. And you, do you think there are things
that shouldn’t be known? Andyoua scientist?
—WhatI think isn’t important, these are nationalsecrets.
—Andwill you say that the crown jewels of America’s nuclearpro-

gram went missing on your watch?
—I’m not taking the blamefor treason.
—Treason? Let metell you of a greater treason. Did you ever meet

Turner? Turner could have been a world class drunk or gambler but he
wentinto physics. A great man, mind you, a visionary. He worked on

Aeneas, you know what that was? A spacecraft propelled by atom
bombs, one after another spit out the back like watermelon seeds. |
worked on that with him whenI wasbarely out of grad school. A great
man. Healso did the first work on pure fusion bombs, he wanted them
for Aeneascause they wereclean, cut downonits radiation shielding.
Then he turned round and hedid the neutron bomb,dirtiest weapon
ever made. He taught me we could do anythingat all, anything we

wanted to, if we could get someoneto pay for it. But more than just

pay. To believe init as well. To share in its unreason morethaninits

reasons. How hebelieved, how he could share that belief. Then one

day he looked deep into the fire and he flinched from it. Went to the

otherside andtried to undoall he had done. But you can’t putthatfire

out.It’s what we’re madeof. That stardust. That nuclear waste.
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—Whatdo you know aboutwaste.

—I know a thing or two. Turner is a waste. Much of my life is a

waste. Butit’s no treason. And what are you? A creature that won't

ensign or renouncethe thing that’s in you. A man engaged in treason

against his very being.

—You don’t know anything about me.

—Do I not? I know that every quantumoflight in this world is a

mark of our compact with that fire. We're signed to it! Its nameis

written in our every atom.It’s not devil’s work. It’s the work of men

like you and like me, and that’s why those outside the fence can’t

countenanceit, because it shatters their idea of humanity. Every man

is called to it but few overcome the corruption of their hearts. And

welcomeit into their lives. You did for a time. Why betray it now?

Don’t you know thatevery life lived is over in an instant? You don’t

pick and choose your moment. Whenit comes, nothingis left of you

in this world but your baseness and corruption, the corruption of mat-

ter. Unless you've heeded that energy in you longingto be freed. Lis-

ten man. You pledged yourself to a fellowship but you broke fromit.

Youscrupled and stepped back and judged your work andthe work of

yourfellows before it was done. You lacked faith and you lackedtrust

not only in yourself but in the very work that was meant to redeem

you and yourfellows from all your baseness. For their sakes at least

you should have set aside your selfish scruples. Have you never

poured your soul into anything without asking: what is this? Never

known the awful daring of a moment's surrender? I see in your face

that you have. But you wouldn’t keep on at this work. Whyis that?

—Whatdo you knowaboutit? There’s no truth in you.

—In me? I should hopenot! Is that where youlookfor truth? In the

self? What is that? Is it this? Root gripped Quine’s shoulders and

turned him so that the two faced the mirror. Root’s head loomed over

Quine’s and almostaffectionately he cradled Quine’s head betweenhis

great hands. —Do we explain the unknown by the unknowable? The

truth if it’s anything is made by cunning and persuasion. By what we

say. Didn't Bohrbelieve that physics concerns only what we can say

about nature? Even Jesus preached. Was he the Son of Man because he

made miracles? Or because he said he was? Whatif he’d kept silent?
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Whatif he’d doubted,but lied? Truth,is it? I say, who says?
—Let go of me.
Root lowered his arms andstepped back, holding them outas if

pleading somedoctrine.
—Whatis it you want? To shut down that Vax? Go on, I don’t care.

I'll do it myself. He strodeto the far wall and reached behind a console.
Panellights went dark and a fanfell silent.

rack and one after another theyfell on the flagstones. He grabbed and
pulled free by its handles a unit the size of a dictionary. He offeredit
to Quine and spokein a tone almostcajoling.

—Take it with you. As evidence for sometrial if that’s what you
want. No? Whatare youreally after? Happiness? Is it that? Peace? But
there is no peace. A reckoning is coming, don’t you feel it? Too many
people, too many wants. There’s not world enough. Do you think the
so-called truth will protect you whenthat time comes? Whenthegrids
go dark and there’s no food or warmth and every man’s sapienceis set
against every otherfor survival’s sake. You'll want every weapon pos-
sible then. You'll want every spark of yourfire. That’s the world you're
aiming to enter armed only with yourscruples and yourfaltering. But
you could survive. I could teach you how.You could be a power, not one
of the wrecked and the wretched for whom the onlypeace is defeat and
death.

—TIdon’t want anything from you.Just that disk.
Root held the heavy thing out in both handslike a salver. —Step

closer then. Take it from me. Come and see whata reckoningis like.
—You're crazy.

Root turned and placed the disk on Verity Systems V91M Bulk
Tape Degausser. A red light on the machine blinked for part of a
minute as Quine and Rootstood watchingeach other.

—Is thatit? Is that what you want? That knowledge gone? It’s gone
from the disk now. Let’s see you take it from the world.

Root smiled and swungthe disk in one hand. He stepped forward
and Quine movedto keep the table between them.

—Hasn’t it come to you yet that there are matters weightier than
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this mote youcall a soul?

Root dropped the disk. It rebounded onthe flagstones. —Go you

forward. I haven’t given up on youyet.

Onthe crest of the range he stopped in the afternoonlight, stepping

out into a roadside lot where thick cumulus hung overheadtrailing a

chill when they moved before the sun andcast their shadowsover that

long emptied riverbed of ice hewn whenthe first men ran chattering

in packs on the savannah of another continent. He drove down the

western slope into pines and a haze of smoke, slowing for Visitor Cen-

ter where in a flash of lightning the cock on the rooftree flailed

between compass points in a damp gust bringing a promise of rain

unfulfilled as he came out from under the mutter of dry thunder and

the towers of cloudsrising behind him to darken thepines with shad-

ows only and into the blaze and heat waver of the dry sea bottom,

burning in the lensof the late afternoon, past BAIT BEER GUNSand

DA-NITE SELF-STOR 24 HOURS,eyes burning, throat burning,all

his senses burning in a worry of incitements as they sought some

story, someraspingvoice to explain this —hostile world, the demise of

the Soviet Union dunt mean we're homescot free, we have Korea out

there we have Iran out there we have Iraq out there we better bepre-

pared to take these turkeys out, now here’s what Merica should do, we

should tar and feather every congressmanwhovotesagainst defense

spending who votes against building a missile defense . . . while the

traffic thickened as countless cars flowed from its tributaries into the

widening freeway while the rasping voice went on, —I’m tell ya,

most Mericans don’t know wecan’t stop a missile attack. Most Meri-

cans don’t know we’re defenseless. Most Mer, and he stabbed it to

silence as the dash blinked JAM and heaccelerated into the next lane

with the needle climbing past 80 past 90 when the CDplayer blinked

PLAYanda falsetto whined, —gonnabe just dirt in the ground

—Damnit! Shut up... ! banging the dash as his wheels trilled on

the raised lane dividers and a horn snapped his head around to the

panicked face of another driver too close as he yanked the wheel and

the road slid on despite his foot wedged on the brake and the yank of

the wheel back against a fishtailing swerve into a chorus of horns and
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gaping faces traveling sideways past him until the car came up hard
against a curb and stopped. He wason the shoulder turned sideways.
Through the passenger window hesaw traffic rush toward him and
pass behind him. Ahead of him, smokerose from fields of stubble, and
a flight of birds, scattered by some disturbance, wheeled, now black,
now white, against the empty burning sky.

In the heart ofthat light, lucid and inevitable, all that was scattered
cohered. Superbright andall its progeny stoodplain before him in con-
ception and in detail and in its componentparts andits deepest strate-
gies and in its awful and enticing radiance. He saw the design and the
makingof that device complete, and of further devices without end, and
he stood apart from them asif it mattered not at all whether the devis-
er was himself or some other or whether they cameinto being sooner
or later. Trembling he stared across the burning fields and whispered,
—Stop. Stop. But the traffic rushed on.
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