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1

For a week Mr. R. Childan had been anxioudy watching the mail. But the vauable shipment from
the Rocky Mountain States had not arrived. As he opened up his store on Friday morning and saw
only letters on the floor by the mail dot he thought, I'm going to have an angry customer.

Pouring himsdf a cup of ingant tea from the five-cent wall dispenser he got a broom and began
to sweep; soon he had the front of American Artistic Handcrafts Inc. ready for the day, al spick
and span with the cash register full of change a fresh vase of marigolds, and the radio playing
background music. Outdoors aong the sdewak busnessmen hurried toward their offices dong
Montgomery Street. Far off, a cable car passed; Childan hdted to watch it with pleasure. Women in
their long colorful dlk dresses . . . he watched them, too. Then the phone rang. He turned to answer
it.

'Yes' a familiar voice sad to his answer. Childan's heart sank. This is Mr. Tagomi. Did my Civil
War recruiting poster arive yet, Sr? Please recdl; you promised it sometime last week." The fussy,
brisk voice, barely polite, barely keeping the code. 'Did | not give you a depost, sr, Mr. Childan,
with that gipulation? Thisisto be a gift, you see. | explained that. A dlient.’

'Extengve inquiries; Childan began, 'which I've had made & my own expense, Mr. Tagomi, S,
regarding the promised parcel, which you redlize originates outsde of this region and is therefore--

But Tagomi broke in, Then it has not arrived.

‘No, Mr. Tagomi, sir.'

Anicy pause.

'| can wait no furthermore,’ Tagomi said.

‘No gr." Childan gazed morosdly through the store window a the warm bright day and the San
Francisco office buildings.

‘A subdtitute, then. Your recommendation, Mr. Childan? Tagomi ddiberately mispronounced
the name inault within the code that made Childan's ears burn. Place pulled, the dreadful
mortification of their Stuation. Robert Childan's aspirations and fears and torments rose up and
exposed themsdlves, swamped him, stopping his tongue. He stammered, his hand gicky on the
phone. The ar of his store smelled of the marigolds; the music played on, but he fdt as if he were
fdling into some digtant sea.

'Wdl . . ." he managed to mutter. '‘Butter churn. Icecream maker circa 1900." His mind refused to
think. Just when you forgot about it; just when you fool yoursdf. He was thirty-eight years old, and
he could remember the prewar days, the other times. Franklin D. Roosevelt and the World's Fair;
the former better world. 'Could | bring various desrable items out to your busness location? he
mumbled.

An appointment was made for two o'clock. Have to shut store, he knew as he hung up the phone.
No choice. Have to keep goodwill of such customers; business depends on them.

Standing shakily, he became aware that someone — a couple — had entered the store. Y oung
man and girl, both handsome, well-dressed. Ided. He cadmed himsdf and moved professondly,
eadly, in ther direction, smiling. They were bending to scrutinize a counter display, had picked up
a lovely ashtray. Married, he guessed. Live out in City of the Winding Mids, the new exclusve
gpartments on Skyline overlooking Belmont.



'Hello,” he sad, and fdt better. They amiled a him without any superiority, only kindness. His
displays — which redly were the best of their kind on the Coast — had awed them a little; he saw
that and was grateful. They understood.

'Redlly excdlent pieces, dr,' the young man said.

Childan bowed spontaneoudly.

Their eyes, warm not only with human bond but with the shared enjoyment of the art objects he
sold, ther mutud tastes and stidfactions, remaned fixed on him; they were thanking him for
having things like these for them to see, pick up and examine, handle perhaps without even buying.
Yes he thought, they know what sort of store they are in; this is not tourist trash, not redwood
plagues reading MUIR WOODS, MARIN COUNTY, PSA, or funny sgns or girly rings or
postcards or views of the Bridge. The girl's eyes especidly, large, dark. How easily, Childan
thought, 1 could fdl in love with a girl like this. How tragic my life, then; as if it werent bad
enough dready. The stylish black hair, lacquered nails, pierced ears for the long dangling brass
handmade earrings.

'Y our earrings,” he murmured. 'Purchased here, perhaps?

'No," she said. ‘At home!’

Childan nodded. No contemporary American art; only the past could be represented here, in a
store such as his. 'Y ou are here for long? he asked. 'To our San Francisco?

'I'm dationed here indefinitely,’ the man sad. 'With Standard of Living for Unfortunate Aress
Panning Commisson of Inquiry. Pride showed on his face. Not the military. Not one of the gum-
chewing boorish draftees with their greedy peasant faces, wandering up Market Street, gaping at
the bawvdy shows, the sex movies the shooting gdleries the chegp nightclubs with photos of
middle-aged blondes holding their nipples between ther wrinkled fingers and leering . . . the
honkytonk jazz dums that made up most of the flat pat of San Francisco, rickety tin and board
shacks that had sprung up from the ruins even before the last bomb fell. No — this man was of the
elite. Cultured, educated, even more 0 than Mr. Tagomi, who was after dl a high officid with the
ranking Trade Misson on the Pecific Coast. Tagomi was an old man. His attitudes had formed in
the War Cabinet days.

'Had you wished American traditiona ethnic art objects as a gift? Childan asked. 'Or to decorate
perhaps a new apartment for your stay here? If the latter . . . his heart picked up.

'An accurate guess, the girl said. 'We are garting to decorate. A bit undecided. Do you think you
could inform us?

'l could arange to arive a your gpartment, yes' Childan said. 'Bringing several hand cases, |
can suggest in context, at your leisure. This, of course, is our specidity.’ He dropped his eyes 0 as
to conced his hope. There might be thousands of dallars involved. 'l am getting in a New England
table, maple, al wood-pegged, no nails. Immense beauty and worth. And a mirror from the time of
the 1812 War. And aso the aborigind art: agroup of vegetable-dyed goat-hair rugs!'

I mysdf,' the man sad, ‘prefer the art of the cities!’

'Yes,' Childan sad eagerly. 'Ligen, sr. | have a murd from WPA post-office period, origind,
done on board, four sections, depicting Horace Gredley. Priceless collector'sitem.’

'Ah,' the man said, his dark eyesflashing.

'And a Victrola cabinet of 1920 made into aliquor cabinet.’

'Ah.’

'And, gir, listen: framed signed picture of Jean Harlow.'

The man goggled a him.



'Shdl we make arrangements? Childan said, seizing this correct psychologica ingtant. From his
inner coat pocket he brought his pen, notebook. 'l shall take your name and address, sir and lady.’

Afterward, as the couple drolled from his store, Childan stood, hands behind his back, watching
the sreet. Joy. If dl busness days were like this . . . but it was more than business, the success of
his store. It was a chance to meet a young Japanese couple sociadly, on a basis of acceptance of him
as a man rather than him as a yank or, a bedt, a tradesman who sold art objects. Yes, these new
young people, of the risng generation, who did not remember the days before the war or even the
war itsdf — they were the hope of the world. Place difference did not have the sgnificance for
them.

It will end, Childan thought. Someday. The very idea of place. Not governed and governing, but
people.

And yet he trembled with fear, imagining himself knocking at their door. He examined his notes.
The Kasouras. Being admitted, no doubt offered tea. Would he do the right thing? Know the proper
act and utterance a each moment? Or would he disgrace himsdf, like an animd, by some dismd
faux pas?

The girl's name was Betty. Such understanding in her face, he thought. The gentle, sympeathetic
eyes. Surely, even in the short time in the store, she had glimpsed his hopes and defests.

Hishopes — he fdt suddenly dizzy. What aspirations bordering on the insane if not the suicida
did he have? But it was known, rdations between Japanese and yanks, dthough generdly it was
between a Japanese man and yank woman. This. . . he quailed at the idea. And she was married. He
whipped his mind away from the pageant of his involuntary thoughts and began busly opening the
morning's mall.

His hands, he discovered, were gill shaking. And then he recdled his two o'clock appointment
with Mr. Tagomi; at that, his hands ceased shaking and his nervousness became determination. I've
got to come up with something acceptable, he said to himsdf. Where? How? What? A phone cal.
Sources. Business ability. Scrape up a fully restored 1929 Ford including fabric top (black). Grand
dam to keep patronage forever. Crated origind mint trimotor armail plane discovered in barn in
Aldbama, etc. Produce mummified head of Mr. B. Bill, including flowing white har; sensationd
American artifact. Make my reputation in top connoisseur circles throughout Pecific, not excluding
Home Idands.

To inspire himsdf, helit up amarijuana cigarette, excdlent Land- O-Smiles brand.

In his room on Hayes Street, Frank Frink lay in bed wondering how to get up. Sun glared past
the blind onto the hegp of clothes that had fdlen to the floor. His glasses, too. Would he step on
them? Try to get to bathroom by other route, he thought. Crawl or roll. His head ached but he did
not fed sad. Never look back, he decided. Time? The clock on the dresser. Eleven-thirty! Good
grief. But il helay.

I'm fired, he thought.

Yesterday he had done wrong at the factory. Spouted the wrong kind of tak to Mr. Wyndam-
Matson, who had a dished-in face with Socrates-type nose, diamond ring, gold fly zipper. In other
words, apower. A throne. Frink's thoughts wandered groggily.

Yes, he thought, and now they'll blacklis me; my skill is no use — | have no trade. Fifteen years
experience. Gone.

And now he would have to gppear a the Laborers Judtification Commisson for a revison of his
work category. Since he had never been able to make out Wyndam-Matson's relationship to the
pinocs — the puppet white government at Sacramento — he could not fathom his ex-employer's



power to sway the red authorities, the Japanese. The LJC was pinoc run. He would be facing four
or five midde-aged plump white faces, on the order of Wyndam-Matson's. If he faled to get
judtification there, he would make his way to one of the Import-Export Trade Missons which
operated out of Tokyo, and which had offices throughout Cdifornia, Oregon, Washington, and the
pats of Nevada included in the Pecific States of America But if he faled successfully to plead
there. . .

Plans roamed his mind as he lay in bed gazing up & the ancient light fixture in the caling. He
could for ingtance dip across into the Rocky Mountain States. But it was loosdy banded to the
PSA, and might extradite him. What about the South? His body recoiled. Ugh. Not that. As a white
man he would have plenty of place, in fact more than he had here in the PSA. But . . . he did not
want that kind of place.

And, worse, the South had a cat's cradle of ties, economic, ideologica, and god knew what, with
the Reich. And Frank Frink was a Jew.

His origind name was Frank Fink. He had been born on the East Coast, in New York, and in
1941 he had been drafted into the Army of the United States of America, right after the collgpse of
Russa After the Japs had taken Hawaii he had been sent to the West Coast. When the war ended,
there he was, on the Japanese side of the settlement line. And here he was today, fifteen yearslater.

In 1947, on Capitulation Day, he had more or less gone berserk. Hating the Japs as he did, he had
vowed revenge, he had buried his Service wegpons ten feet underground, in a basement, well-
wrapped and oiled, for the day he and his buddies arose. However, time was the great heder, a fact
he had not taken into account. When he thought of the idea now, the great blood bath, the purging
of the pinocs and their masters, he Ht as if were reviewing one of those stained yearbooks from his
high school days, coming upon an account of his boyhood aspirations. Frank 'Goldfish’ Fink is
going to be a paeontologist and vows to marry Norma Prout. Norma Prout was the class schones
Madchen, and he redly had vowed to marry her. That was dl so goddam long ago, like listening to
Fred Allen or seeing a W. C. Fidds movie. Since 1947 he had probably seen or taked to six
hundred thousand Japanese, and the desire to do violence to any or dl of them had smply never
materidized, after the first few months. It just was not relevant any more.

But wait. There was one, a Mr. Omuro, who had bought control of a great area of rental property
in downtown San Francisco, and who for a time had been Frank’s landlord. There was a bad apple,
he thought. A shark who had never made repairs, had partitioned rooms smdler and smdler, raised
rents . . . Omuro had gouged the poor, especidly the nearly dedtitute jobless ex-servicemen during
the depression years of the early fifties. However, it had been one of the Japanese trade missons
which had cut off Omuro's head for his profiteering. And nowadays such a vidlaion of the harsh,
rigid, but just Jgpanese civil law was unheard of. It was a credit to the incorruptibility of the Jap
occupation officias, especidly those who had comein after the War Cabinet had falen.

Recdling the rugged, stoic honesty of the Trade Missons, Frink felt reassured. Even Wyndam-
Matson would be waved off like a noisy fly. W-M Corporation owner or not. At least, so he hoped.
| guess | redly have faith in this Co-Progperity Pacific Alliance stuff, he sad to himsdf. Strange.
Looking back to the early days . . . it had seemed such an obvious fake, then. Empty propaganda.
But now.

He rose from the bed and ungsteadily made his way to the bathroom. While he washed and
shaved, he listened to the midday news on the radio.

'Let us not deride this effort,’ the radio was saying as he momentarily shut off the hot water.

No, we won't, Frink thought bitterly. He knew which particular effort the radio had in mind. Yet,
there was dfter adl something humorous about it, the picture of solid, grumpy Germans walking



around on Mars, on the red sand where no humans had ever stepped before. Lathering his jowls,
Frink began a chanting satire to himsdf. Gott, Herr Kreideiter. Ist dies vielleicht der Ort wo man
das Konzentrationslager bilden kann? Das Wetter ist so schon. Heiss, aben doch schon . . .

The radio said: 'Co-Prosperity Civilizetion must pause and consder whether in our quest to
provide a badanced equity of mutua duties and responsbilities coupled with remunerations . . .
Typicd jargon from the ruling hierarchy, Frink noted. . . . we have not failed to perceive the future
arena in which the affairs of man will be acted out, be they Nordic, Jgpanese, Negroid . . ." On and
on it went.

As he dressed, he mulled with pleasure his satire. The weather is schon, so schon. But there is
nothing to breathe. . .

However, it was a fact; the Pacific had done nothing toward colonization of the planets. It was
involved — bogged down, rather — in South America While the Germans were busy busiling
enormous robot congiruction systems across space, the Japs were ill burning off the jungles in the
interior of Brazl, erecting eight-floor clay apartment houses for ex-headhunters. By the time the
Japs got ther first spaceship off the ground the Germans would have the entire solar system sewed
up tight. Back in the quaint old history-book days, the Germans had missed out while the rest of
Europe put the fina touches on their colonid empires. However, Frink reflected, they were not
going to be last thistime; they had learned.

And then he thought about Africa, and the Nazi experiment there. And his blood stopped in his
veins, hesitated, at last went on.

That huge empty ruin.

The radio sad: '. . . we must condder with pride however our emphasis on the fundamentd
physical needs of peoples of dl place, their subspiritud aspirationswhich must be. . .

Frink shut the radio off. Then, calmer, he turned it back on.

Chrigt on the crapper, he thought. Africa. For the ghosts of dead tribes. Wiped out to make a land
of — wha? Who knew? Maybe even the master architects in Berlin did not know. Bunch of
automatons, building and toiling away. Building? Grinding down. Ogres out of a paeontology
exhibit, a ther task of meking a cup from an enemy's skull, the whole family industrioudy
scooping out the contents — the raw brains — fird, to eat. Then useful utensls of men's leg bones.
Thrifty, to think not only of esting the people you did not like, but eating them out of ther own
skull. The firgt techniciand Prehigoric man in a gerile white lab coat in some Berlin universty lab,
experimenting with uses to which other peoples skull, skin, ears, fat could be put to. Ja, Herr
Doktor. A new use for the big toe;, see, one can adapt the joint for a quick-acting cigarette lighter
mechanism. Now, if only Herr Krupp can produce it in quantity . . .

It horrified him, this thought: the ancient gigantic canniba near-man flourishing now, ruling the
world once more. We spent a million years escaping him, Frink thought, and now he's back. And
not merely asthe adversary . . . but as the magter.

... we can deplore, the radio, the voice of the little yellow-bellies from Tokyo was saying. God,
Frink thought; and we cdled them monkeys, these civilized bandy-legged shrimps who would no
more st up gas ovens than they woud met their wives into seding wax. . . . and we have deplored
often in the past the dreadful waste of humans in this fanatica triving which sets the broader mass
of men wholly outsde the legd community." They, the Japs, were so drong on law. . . . To quote a
Western saint familiar to dl: 'What profit it a man if he gain the whole world but in this enterprise
lose his soul?* The radio paused. Frink, tying histie, aso paused. It was the morning ablution.

| have to make my pact with them here, he redized. Black-listed or not; it'd be deeth for me if |
left Japanese-controlled land and showed up in the South or in Europe — anywhere in the Reich.



I'll have to come to terms with old Wyndam-Matson.

Seated on his bed, a cup of lukewarm tea besde him, Frink got down his copy of the I Ching.
From ther leather tube he took the forty-nine yarrow staks. He condgdered, until he had his
thoughts properly controlled and his questions worked ot.

Aloud he said, 'How should | gpproach Wyndam-Matson in order to come to decent terms with
him? He wrote the question down on the tablet, then began whipping the yarrow staks from hand
to hand until he had the firg line the beginning. An eght. Haf the sixty-four hexagrams diminated
aready. He divided the gtalks and obtained the second line. Soon, being so expert, he had al sx
lines, the hexagram lay before him, and he did not need to identify it by the chat. He could
recognize it as Hexagram Fifteen. Chien. Modesty. Ah. The low will be raised up, the high brought
down, powerful families humbled; he did not have to refer to the text — he knew it by heart. A
good omen. The oracle was giving him favorable council.

And yet he was a bit disgppointed. There was something fatuous about Hexagram Fifteen. Too
goody-goody. Naturally he should be modest. Perhgps there was an idea in it, however. After al,
he had no power over old WM. He could not compe him to take him back. All he could do was
adopt the point of view of Hexagram Fifteen; this was that sort of moment, when one had to
petition, to hope, to awat with faith. Heaven in its time would rase him up to his old job or
perhaps even to something better.

He had no lines to read, no nines or sixes, it was gatic. So he was through. It did not move into a
second hexagram.

A new question, then. Setting himsdlf, he said doud, 'Will | ever see Juliana again?

That was his wife. Or rather his ex-wife. Juliana had divorced him a year ago, and he had not
seen her in months, in fact he did not even know where she lived. Evidently she had left San
Francisco. Perhaps even the PSA. Either their mutua friends had not heard from her or they were
not tdling him.

Busly he maneuvered the yarow saks his eyes fixed on the tdlies. How many times he had
asked about Juliana, one question or another? Here came the hexagram, brought forth by the
passive chance workings of the vegetable stalks. Random, and yet rooted in the moment in which
he lived, in which his life was bound up with dl other lives and paticles in the universe. The
necessary hexagram picturing in its paitern of broken and unbroken lines the situation. He, Juliana,
the factory on Gough Street, the Trade Missons that ruled, the exploration of the planets, the
billion chemicd hegps in Africa that were now not even corpses, the aspirations of the thousands
aound him in the shanty warens of San Francisco, the mad cregtures in Berlin with their cam
faces and manic plans — dl connected in this moment of cadting the yarrow gaks to select the
exact wisdom gppropriate in a book begun in the thirtieth century B.C. A book created by the sages
of China over a period of five thousand years, winnowed, perfected, that superb cosmology — and
science — codified before Europe had even learned to do long divison.

The hexagram. His heart dropped. Forty-four. Kou. Coming to Meet. Its sobering judgment. The
maiden is powerful. One should not marry such a maiden. Again he had gotten it in connection
with Juliana.

Oy vey, he thought, settling back. So she was wrong for me; | know that. | didn't ask that. Why
does the oracle have to remind me? A bad fate for me, to have met her and been in love — bein
love — with her.

Juliana — the best-looking woman he had ever married. Soot-black eyebrows and hair; trace
amounts of Spanish blood distributed as pure color, even to her lips. Her rubbery, soundless walk;
she had worn saddle shoes left over from high school. In fact dl her clothes had a dilapidated



quaity and the definite suggestion of being old and often washed. He and she had been so broke so
long that despite her looks she had had to wear a cotton swester, cloth zippered jacket, brown
tweed skirt and bobby socks, and she hated him and it because it made her look, she had said, like a
woman who played tennis or (even worse) collected mushrooms in the woods.

But above and beyond everything ese, he had origindly been drawn by her screwbdl
expresson; for no reason, Juliana greeted strangers with a portentous, nudnik, Mona Lisa smile that
hung them up between responses, whether to say hello or not. And she was o0 dtractive that more
often than not they did say hello, whereupon Juliana glided by. At firsg he had thought it was just
plan bad eyesght, but findly he had decided that it revedled a deep-dyed otherwise conceded
Supidity a her core. And o finaly her borderline flicker of greeting to srangers had annoyed him,
as had her plantlike, dlent, I'mon-a-myderious-errand way of coming and going. But even then,
toward the end, when they had been fighting so much, he Hill never saw her as anything but a
direct, literd invention of God's, dropped into his life for reasons he would never know. And on
that account — a sort of rdigious intuition or faith about her — he could not get over having logt
her.

She seemed s0 dose right now . . . asif he Hill had her. That spirit, sill busy in his life, padding
through his room in search of — whatever it was Juliana sought. And in his mind whenever he took
up the volumes of the oracle.

Seated on his bed, surrounded by lonely disorder, preparing to go out and begin his day, Frank
Frink wondered who else in the vast complicated city of San Francisco was at this same moment
conaulting the oracle. And were they dl getting as goomy advice as he? Was the tenor of the
Moment as adverse for them asit was for him?

2

Mr. Nobusuke Tagomi sat consulting the divine Fifth Book of Confucian wisdom, the Taoist oracle
cdled for centuries the |1 Ching or Book of Changes. At noon that day, he had begun to become
apprehendgve about his gppointment with Mr. Childan, which would occur in two more hours.

His suite of offices on the twentieth floor of the Nippon Times Building on Taylor Street
overlooked the Bay. Through the glass wal he could watch ships entering, passng benesth the
Golden Gate Bridge. At this moment a freighter could be seen beyond Alcairaz, but Mr. Tagomi
did not care. Going to the wal he unfastened the cord and lowered the bamboo blinds over the
view. The large centrd office became darker; he did not have to squint againgt the glare. Now he
could think more clearly.

It was not within his power, he decided, to please his client. No matter what Mr. Childan came
up with: the client would not be impressed. Let us face that, he had sad to himsdf. But we can
keep him from becoming displeased, at lesst.

We can refrain from insulting him by amoaldy gift.

The dient would soon reech San Francisco arport by avenue of the high-place new German
rocket, the Messerschmitt 9-E. Mr. Tagomi had never ridden on such a ship; when he met Mr.
Baynes he would have to take care to gppear blasé, no matter how large the rocket turned out to be.
Now to practice. He stood in front of the mirror on the office wall, cregting a face of composure,
mildly bored, ingpecting his own cold festures for any giveaway. Yes, they ae very noisy, Mr.
Baynes, sr. One cannot read. But then the flight from Stockholm to San Francisco is only forty-
five minutes. Perhgps then a word about German mechanical falures? | suppose you heard the



radio. Tha crash over Madagascar. | must say, there is something to be said for the old piston
planes.

Essential to avoid poalitics. For he did not know Mr. Baynes views on leading issues of the day.
Yet they mght arise. Mr. Baynes, being Swedish, would be a neutrd. Yet he had chosen Lufthansa
rather than SAS. A cautious ploy . . . Mr. Baynes, sr, they say Her Bormann is quite ill. That a
new Reichs Chancdlor will be chosen by the Partel this autumn. Rumor only? So much secrecy,
aas, between Pacific and Reich.

In the folder on his dek, clipping from New York Times of a recent speech by Mr. Baynes. Mr.
Tagomi now sudied it criticaly, bending due to dight falure of correction by his contact lenses.
The speech had to do with need of exploring once more — ninety-eighth time? — for sources of
water on the moon. 'We may ill solve this heartbresking dilemma,’ Mr. Baynes was quoted. 'Our
nearest neighbor, and so fa the most unrewarding except for military purposes’ Sic! Mr. Tagomi
thought, usng high-place Latin word. Clue to Mr. Baynes. Looks askance a merdy military. Mr.
Tagomi made amenta note.

Touching the intercom button Mr. Tagomi sad, 'Miss Ephrekian, 1 would like you to bring in
your tape recorder, please.’

The outer office door did to one sde and Miss Ephreikian, today pleasantly adorned with blue
flowersin her hair, appeared.

‘Bit of lilac, Mr. Tagomi observed. Once, he had professonaly flower-raised back home on
Hokkaido.

Miss Ephreikian, atdl, brown-haired Armenian girl, bowed.

'Ready with Zip-Track Speed Master? Mr. Tagomi asked.

'Yes, Mr. Tagomi.' Miss Ephreikian seated hersdf, the portable battery-operated tape recorder
ready.

Mr. Tagomi began, 'l inquired of the oracle, 'Will the meeting between mysdf and Mr. Childan
be profitable? and obtained to my dismay the ominous hexagram The Preponderance of the Grest.
The ridgepole is sagging. Too much weight in the middle dl unbaanced. Clearly away from the
Tao.' The tape recorder whirred.

Pausing, Mr. Tagomi reflected.

Miss Ephreikian watched him expectantly. The whirring ceased.

'Have Mr. Ramsey come in for amoment, please, Mr. Tagomi said.

'Yes, Mr. Tagomi.' Rising, she put down the tape recorder; her heels tapped as she departed from
the office.

With a lage folder of hills-of-lading under his am, Mr. Ramsey gopeared. Young, smiling, he
advanced, wearing the natty U.S. Midwest Plains string tie, checkered shirt and tight beltless blue
jeans conddered so high-place among the style-conscious of the day. 'Howdy, Mr. Tagomi,' he
sad. 'Right nice day, sr.'

Mr. Tagomi bowed.

At that, Mr. Ramsey stiffened abruptly and aso bowed.

'I've been conaulting the oracle’ Mr. Tagomi said, as Miss Ephreikian reseasted hersdf with her
tape recorder. 'You understand that Mr. Baynes, who as you know is ariving shortly in person,
holds to the Nordic ideology regarding so-called Orienta culture. | could make the effort to dazzle
him into a better comprehenson with authentic works of Chinese scroll at or ceramics of our
Tokugawa Period . . . but it isnot our job to convert.'

'l see Mr. Ramsey said; his Caucasian face twisted with painful concentration.

Therefore we will cater to his prgjudice and graft a priceless American artifact to him insteaed.’



'Yes!'
'You, dr, ae of American ancestry. Although you have gone to the trouble of darkening your
skin color.' He scrutinized Mr. Ramsey.

‘A tan achieved by a sun lamp,” Mr. Ramsey murmured. 'For merdly acquiring vitamin D.' But his
expresson of humiliation gave him away. 'l assure you that | retain authentic roots with — ' Mr.
Ramsay sumbled over thewords. 'l| have not cut off al tieswith — native ethnic patterns.’

Mr. Tagomi said to Miss Ephreikian: 'Resume, please.’ Once more the tape recorder whirred. ‘In
conaulting the oracle and obtaning Hexagram Ta Kuo, Twenty-eight, | further recaved the
unfavorable line Nine in the fifth place. It reads

A withered poplar puts forth flowers.
An older woman takes a husband.
No blame. No praise.

This clearly indicates tha Mr. Childan will have nothing of worth to offer us a two. Mr.
Tagomi paused. 'Let us be candid. | cannot rely on my own judgment regarding American art
objects. That is why a — ' He lingered over his choice of terms. 'Why you, Mr. Ramsgy, who are
ghdl | say native born, are required. Obvioudy we must do the best we can.’

Mr. Ramsey had no answer. But, despite his efforts to concedl, hs features showed hurt, anger, a
frustrated and mute reaction.

'‘Now," Mr. Tagomi sad. 'l have further consulted the oracle. For purposes of policy, | cannot
divulge to you, Mr. Ramsey, the question.' In other words, his tone meant, you and your pinoc kind
are not entitled to share the important matters which we ded in. ‘It is sufficient to say, however,
that | recelved a most provocative response. It has caused me to ponder at length.’

Both Mr. Ramsey and Miss Ephreikian watched him intently.

'It dedls with Mr. Baynes,’ Mr. Tagomi said.

They nodded.

'My quegtion regarding Mr. Baynes produced through the occult workings of the Tao the
Hexagran Sheng, Forty-sx. A good judgment. And lines Six a the beginning and Nine in the
second place.’ His question had been, Will | be able to ded with Mr. Baynes successfully? And the
Nine in the second place had assured him that he would. It reed:

If oneissincere,
It furthers one to bring even asmdl offering.
No blame.

Obvioudy, Mr. Baynes would be satisfied by whatever gift the ranking Trade Mission grafted to
him through the good offices of Mr. Tagomi. But Mr. Tagomi, in asking the quegtion, had had a
deeper query in the back of his mind, one of which he was barely conscious. As so often, the oracle
had perceived that more fundamenta query and; while answering the other, had taken it upon itsef
to answer the sublimina one, too.

'As we know, Mr. Tagomi said, 'Mr. Baynes is bringing us detailed account of new injection
molds developed in Sweden. Were we successfully to sgn agreement with his firm, we could no
doubt replace many present metass, quite scarce, with plastics.’

For years, the Pacific had been trying to get basc assstance in the synthetics fidd from the
Reich. However, the big German chemicd catds, |. G. Farben in particular, had harbored ther



patents, had, in fact, created a world monopoly in plagtics, especidly in the devdopment of the
polyesters. By this means, Reich trade had kept an edge over Pacific trade, and in technology the
Reich was a least ten years ahead. The interplanetary rockets leaving Festung Europa consisted
manly of hea-resgant plagtics, very light in weight, so hard that they survived even mgor meteor
impact. The Pacific had nothing of this sort; natural fibers such as wood were il used, and of
course the ubiquitous pot metds. Mr. Tagomi cringed as he thought about it; he had seen at trade
fars some of the advanced German work, including an dl-synthetic automobile, the D. S. S. — Der
Schnelle Spuk — which sold, in PSA currency, for about six hundred dollars.

But his underlying question, one which he could never reved to the pinocs flitting about Trade
Mission offices, had to do with an aspect of Mr. Baynes suggested by the origind coded cable from
Tokyo. Firg of al, coded materid was infrequent, and dedt usualy with matters of security, not
with trade deds. And the cipher was the metaphor type, utilizing poetic dluson, which had been
adopted to baffle the Reich monitors — who could crack any literd code, no matter how elaborate.
So dealy it was the Reich whom the Tokyo authorities had in mind, not quas-didoyd diques in
the Home Idands. The key phrase, 'Skim milk in his diet, referred to Pinafore, to the eerie song
that expounded the doctrine, . . . Things are sedom what they seem — Skim milk masquerades as
cream.! And the | Ching, when Mr. Tagomi had consulted it, had fortified his indght. Its
commentary:

Here a strong man is presupposed. It is true he does not
fit in with his environment, inasmuch as he istoo
brusque and pays too little atention to form. But asheis
upright in character, he meets with response.

The indght was, smply, that Mr. Baynes was not what he seemed; that his actud purpose in
coming to San Francisco was not to Sgn a ded for injection molds. That, in fact, Mr. Baynes was a

But for the life of him, Mr. Tagomi could not figure out what sort of spy, for whom or for what.

At one-forty that afternoon, Robert Childan with enormous reluctance locked the front door of
American Artistic Handcrafts Inc. He lugged his heavy cases to the curb, hailed a pedecab, and told
the chink to take him to the Nippon Times Building.

The chink, gaunt-faced, hunched over and perspiring, gasped a place-conscious acknowledgment
and began loading Mr. Childan's bags aboard. Then, having assisted Mr. Childan himsdf into the
carpet-lined seet, the chink clicked on the meter, mounted his own seat and pedaled off aong
Montgomery Street, among the cars and buses.

The entire day had been spent finding the item for Mr. Tagomi, and Childan's bitterness and
awxiely amog ovewhedmed him as he watched the buildings pass. And yet —  triumph. The
separate ill, gpart from the rest of him: he had found the right thing, and Mr. Tagomi would be
mollified and his client, whoever he was, would be overjoyed. | dways give satisfaction, Childan
thought. To my customers.

He had been able to procure, miraculoudy, an dmost mint copy of Volume One, Number One of
Tip Top Comics. Dating from the 'thirties, it was a choice piece of Americang; one of the firs funny
books, a prize collectors searched for congtantly. Of course, he had other items with him, to show
fird. He would lead up gradudly to the funny book, which lay wel-protected in a leasther case
packed in tissue paper at the center of the largest bag.



The radio of the pedecab blared out popular tunes, competing with the radios of other cabs, cars
and buses. Childan did not hear; he was used to it. Nor did he take notice of the enormous neon
ggns with ther permanent ads obliterating the front of virtudly every large building. After dl, he
had his own sign; a night it blazed on and off in company with dl the others of the city. What other
way did one advertise? One had to be redligtic.

In fact, the uproar of radios, traffic noises, the signs and people lulled him. They blotted out his
inner worries. And it was pleasurable to be peddied dong by another human being, to fed the
draning musces of the chink transmitted in the form of regular vibrations a sort of reaxing
machine, Childan reflected. To be pulled instead of having to pull. And — to have, if even for a
moment, higher place.

Guiltily, he woke himsdf. Too much to plan; no time for a midday doze. Was he absolutely
properly dressed to enter the Nippon Times Building? Possibly he would faint in the high-speed
elevaior. But he had moationtillness tablets with him, a German compound. The various modes of
address . . . he knew them. Whom to treat politdy, whom ruddy. Be brusque with the doorman,
elevator operator, receptionist, guide, any janitorial person. Bow to any Japanese, of course, even if
it obliged him to bow hundreds of times But the pinocs. Nebulous area. Bow, but look straight
through them as if they did not exis. Did that cover every gtuation, then? What about a visting
foreigner? Germans often could be seen at the Trade Missons, aswell as neutrals.

And then, too, he might see adave.

German or South ships docked at the port of San Francisco al the time, and blacks occasionaly
were dlowed off for short intervals. Always in groups of fewer than three. And they could not be
out after nightfal; even under Pecific law, they had to obey the curfew. But dso daves unloaded at
the docks, and these lived perpetudly ashore, in shacks under the wharves, above the waterline.
None would be in the Trade Misson offices, but if any unloading were taking place — for ingtance,
should he carry his own bags to Mr. Tagomi's office? Surdly not. A dave would have to be found,
even if he had to dand waiting an hour. Even if he missed his gppointment. It was out of the
question to let a dave see him carrying something; he had to be quite careful of that. A mistake of
that kind would cost him dearly; he would never have place of any sort again, among those who
Saw.

In a way, Childan thought, | would amost enjoy carrying my own bags into the Nippon Times
Building in broad daylight. What a grand gesture. It is not actudly illegd; | would not go to jail.
And | would show my red fedings, the Sde of a man which never comes out in public life. But . . .

| could do it, he thought, if there weren't those damn black daves lurking around; | could endure
those above me seeing it, their scorn — after dl, they scorn me and humiliate me every day. But to
have those beneath see me, to fed ther contempt. Like this chink peddling away ahead of me. if |
hadn't taken a pedecab, if he had seen me trying to walk to a business appointment . . .

One had to blame the Germans for the Stuation. Tendency to bite off more than they could chew.
After dl, they had bardy managed to win the war, and a once they had gone off to conquer the
sola system, while & home they had passed edicts which . . . well, a least the idea was good. And
after dl, they had been successful with the Jews and Gypsies and Bible Students. And the Savs had
been rolled back two thousand years worth, to their heartland in Asa Out of Europe entirely, to
everyones relief. Back to riding yaks and hunting with bow and arow. And those greast glossy
megazines printed in Munich and circulated around to al the libraries and newsstands . . . one
could see the full-page color pictures for onesdf: the blue-eyed, blond-haired Aryan sdtlers who
now industrioudy tilled, culled, plowed, and so forth in the vas gran bowl of the world, the
Ukraine. Those felows certainly looked happy. And their farms and cottages were clean. You



didnt see pictures of drunken dull-wilted Poles any more, douched on sagging porches or hawking
a few dckly turnips a the village market. All a thing of the past, like rutted dirt roads that once
turned to dop in the rainy season, bogging down the carts.

But Africa They had smply let ther enthusasm get the better of them there, and you had to
admire tha, dthough more thoughtful advice would have cautioned them to perhaps let it wait a bit
until, for ingtance, Project Farmland had been completed. Now there the Nazis had shown genius,
the artist in them had truly emerged. The Mediterranean Sea bottled up, drained, made into tillable
farmland, through the use of atomic power — what daring! How the sniggerers had been set back
on ther heds, for instance certain scoffing nerchants dong Montgomery Street. And as a matter of
fact, Africa had amost been successful . . . but in a project of that sort, almost was an ominous
word to begin to hear. Rosenberg's well-known powerful pamphlet issued in 1958; the word had
firg shown up, then. As to the Final Solution of the African Problem, we have almost achieved our
objectives. Unfortunately, however —

Stll, it had taken two hundred years to dispose of the American aborigines, and Germany had
amog done it in Africa in fifteen years. So no criticism was legitimately in order. Childan hed, in
fact, argued it out recently while having lunch with certain of those other merchants. They expected
miracles, evidently, as if the Nazis could remold the world by magic. No, it was stience and
technology and that fabulous tdent for hard work; the Germans never stopped agpplying themsalves.
And when they did atask, they did it right.

And anyhow, the flights to Mars had didracted world attention from the difficulty in Africa So it
al came back to what he had told his fellow store owners, what the Nazis have which we lack is —
nobility. Admire them for their love of work or ther efficiency . . . but it's the dream that irs one.
Space flights first to the moon, then to Mars, if that isn't the oldest yearning of mankind, our finest
hope for glory. Now, the Japanese on the other hand. | know them pretty well; | do business with
them, after dl, day in and day out. They are — let's face it — Orientds. Ydlow people. We whites
have to bow to them because they hold the power. But we watch Germany; we see what can be
done where whites have conquered, and it's quite different.

"We agpproach the Nippon Times Building, gr,' the chink said, his chest heaving from the exertion
of the hill dimbing. He dowed, now.

To himsdf, Childan tried to picture Mr. Tagomi's dient. Clearly the man was unusudly
important; Mr. Tagomi's tone on the telephone, his immense agitation, had communicated the fact.
Image of one of Childan's own very important clients, or rather, cusomers, swam up into his mind,
a man who had done a good dedl to creste for Childan a reputation among the high-placed
personages residing in the Bay Area.

Four years ago, Childan had not been the deder in the rare and desirable which he was now; he
had operated a smdl rather dimly lighted secondhand bookshop on Geary. His neighboring stores
sold used furniture, or hardware, or did laundry. It was not a nice neighborhood. At night strong-
arm robberies and sometimes rape took place on the sdewak, despite the efforts of the San
Francisco Police Department and even the Kempeitai, the Japanese higher-ups. All store windows
had iron gratings fitted over them once the business day had ended, this to prevent forcible entry.
Yet, into this digrict of the city had come an dderly Japanese ex-Army man, a Mgor 1to Humo.
Tdl, dender, white-haired, waking and sanding giffly, Mgor Humo had given Childan his firs
inkling of what might be done with hisline of merchandise,

'l am a collector,” Mgor Humo had explained. He had spent an entire afternoon searching among
the hegps of old magazines in the sore. In his mild voice he had explaned something which
Childan could not quite grasp a the time: to many wedthy, cultured Japanese, the historic objects



of American popular civilization were of equa interest dongsde the more formd antiques. Why
this was 50, the mgor himsdf did not know; he was particularly addicted to the collecting of old
megazines dedling with U.S. brass buttons, well as the buttons themselves. It was on the order of
coin or samp collecting; no rationd explanation could ever be given. And high prices were being
paid by wedlthy collectors.

I will give you an example,' the mgor had said. 'Do you know what is meant by 'Horrors of War'
cards? He had eyed Childan with avidity.

Searching his memory, Childan had a last recdled. The cards had been dispensed, during his
childhood, with bubble gum. A cent apiece. There had been a series of them, each card depicting a
different horror.

‘A dear friend of mine,' the mgor had gone on, ‘collects 'Horrors of War.' He lacks but one, now.
The Sinking of the Panay. He has offered a substantial sum of money for that particular card.’

'Hip cards,’ Childan had said suddenly.

'Sr?

'‘We flipped them. There was a head and a tail Sde on each card.' He had been about eight years
old. 'Each of us had a pack of flip cards. We stood, two of us, facing each other. Each of us dropped
a card 0 that it flipped in the ar. The boy whose card landed with the head side up, the side with
the picture, won both cards How enjoyable to recal those good days, those early happy days of his
childhood.

Congdering, Mgor Humo had sad, 'l have heard my friend discuss his 'Horrors of War' cards,
and he has never mentioned this. It is my opinion that he does not know how these cards actually
were put to use.'

Eventudly, the mgor's friend had shown up & the dtore to hear Childan's historicaly firsthand
account. That man, aso aretired officer of the Imperid Army, had been fascinated,

‘Bottle capd’ Childan had exclaimed without warning.

The Japanese had blinked uncomprehendingly.

'We used to collect the tops from milk bottles. As kids. The round tops that gave the name of the
dairy. There must have been thousands of dairies in the United States. Each one printed a specid
top.'
The officer's eyes had glinted with the ingtinct. ‘Do you possess any of your sometime collection,
gr?

Naturdly, Childan did not. But. . . probably it was ill possble to obtan the ancient, long-
forgotten tops from the days before the war when milk had come in glass bottles rather than
throwaway pasteboard cartons.

And s0, by stages, he had gotten into the busness. Others had opened smilar places, taking
advantage of the evergrowing Japanese craze for Americana . . .but Childan had adways kept his
edge.

Your fare the chink was saying, bringing him out of his meditation, ‘is a dollar, sr." He had
unloaded the bags and was waiting.

Absentmindedly, Childan pad him. Yes it was quite likdy that the dient of Mr. Tagomi
resembled Mgor Humo; at least, Childan thought tartly, from my point of view. He had dedt with
S0 many Japanese. . . but he gill had difficulty teling them gpart. There were the short squat ones,
built like wrestlers Then the druggist-like ones. The tree-shrubflower-gardener ones. . . he had his
categories. And the young ones, who were to him not like Japanese a dl. Mr. Tagomi's client
would probably be portly, a busnessman, smoking a Philippine cigar.



And then, standing before the Nippon Times Building, with his bags on the sidewak beside him,
Childan suddenly thought with a chill: Suppose his dient isn't Japanese! Everything in the bags had
been sdlected with them in mind, their tastes —

But the man had to be Japanese. A Civil War recruiting poster had been Mr. Tagomi's origina
order; surdly only a Japanese would care about such debris. Typicd of their mania for the trivid,
their legdidic fascination with documents, proclamations, ads. He remembered one who had
devoted his leisure time to collecting newspaper ads of American patent medicines of the 1900s.

There were other problems to face. Immediate problems. Through the high doors of the Nippon
Times Building men and women hurried, dl of them well-dressed; their voices reached Childan's
eas, and he darted into motion. A glance upward a the towering edifice, the highest building in
San Francisco. Wall of offices, windows, the fabulous design of the Japanese architects — and the
surrounding gardens of dwarf evergreens, rocks, the karesansui landscape, sand imitating a dried-
up siream winding past roots, among smple, irregular flat sones. . .

He saw ablack who had carried baggage, now free. At once Childan called, 'Porter!’

The black trotted toward him, smiling.

'To the twentieth floor,” Childan said in his harshest voice. 'Suite B. At once' He indicated the
bags and then strode on toward the doors of the building. Naturally he did not look back.

A moment later he found himsdf being crowded into one of the express devators, mosly
Japanese around him, their ceen faces shining dightly in the brilliant light of the devator. Then the
nauseating upward thrust of the eevator, the rapid click of floors passing; he shut his eyes, planted
his feet firmly, prayed for the flight to end. The black, of course, had taken the bags up on a service
elevator. It would not have been within the relm d reason to permit him here. In fact — Childan
opened his eyes and looked momentarily — he was one of the few whitesin the elevator.

When the devator let him off on the twentieth floor, Childan was dready bowing mentdly,
preparing himsdlf for the encounter in Mr. Tagomi's offices.

3

At sunset, glancing up, Juliana Frink saw the dot of light in the sky shoot in an arc, disappear to the
west. One of those Nazi rocket ships, she said to hersdf. Flying to the Coast. Full of big shots. And
here | am down beow. She waved, athough the rocket ship of course had aready gone.

Shadows advancing from the Rockies Blue pesks turning to night. A flock of dow hirds,
migratory, made their way pardle with the mountains. Here and there a car turned its headlights
on; she saw the twin dots dong the highway. Lights, too, of a gas sation. Houses.

For months now she had been living here in Canon City, Colorado. She was ajudo instructor.

Her workday had ended and she was preparing to take a shower. She fdt tired. All the showers
were in use, by cusomers of Ray's Gym, s0 she had been danding, waiting outdoors in the
coolness, enjoying the amdl of mountain ar, the quiet. All she heard now was the fant murmur
from the hamburger stand down the road by the highway's edge. Two huge diesd trucks had
parked, and the drivers, in the gloom, could be seen moving about, putting on their leather jackets
before entering the hamburger stand.

She thought: Didnt Diesd throw himsdf out the window of his stateroom? Commit suicide by
drowning himsdf on an ocean voyage? Maybe | ought to do that. But here there was no ocean. But
there is dways a way. Like in Shakespeare. A pin stuck through ones shirt front, and good-bye
Frink. The girl who need not fer marauding homeess from the desart. Waks upright in



consciousness of many pinched-nerve possiilities in grizzled <divating adversary. Desth ingtead
by, say, sniffing car exhaudt in highway town, perhaps through long hollow straw.

Learned that, she thought, from Japanese. Imbibed placid dtitude toward mortdity, dong with
money-making judo. How to kill, how to die Yang and yin. But tha's behind, now; this is
Protestant land.

It was a good thing to see the Nazi rockets go by overhead and not stop, not take any interest of
any sort in Canon City, Colorado. Nor in Utah or Wyoming or the eastern part of Nevada, none of
the open empty desert states or pasture states. We have no vaue, she sad to hersdf. We can live
out our tiny lives. If wewant to. If it mattersto us.

From one of the showers, the noise of a door unlocking. A shape, large Miss Davis, finished with
her shower, dressed, purse under her arm. 'Oh, were you waiting, Mrs. Frink? I'm sorry.'

Itsdl right," Juliana said.

'Y ou know, Mrs. Frink, I've gotten so much out of judo. Even more than out of Zen. | wanted to
tel you.'

'Sim your hips the Zen way,' Juliana said. 'Lose pounds through painless satori. I'm sorry, Miss
Davis. I'm woolgathering.'

Miss Davis sad, 'Did they hurt you much?

'Who?

"The Japs. Before you learned to defend yourself.

"It was dreadful,’ Juliana said. "Y ou've never been out there, on the Coast. Wherethey are!’

'I've never been outside of Colorado,’ Miss Davis said, her voice fluttering timidly.

"It could happen here,' Juliana said. "'They might decide to occupy this region, too.'

‘Not thislate!’

"Y ou never know what they're going to do," Juliana said. "They hide their red thoughts:

'What — did they make you db? Miss Davis, hugging her purse againg her body with both arms,
moved closer, in the evening darkness, to hear.

'Everything," Juliana said.

'Oh God. I'd fight," Miss Davis said.

Juliana excused hersdlf and walked to the vacant shower; someone else was approaching it with
atowe over her am.

Later, she st in a booth a Tasty Charley's Broiled Hamburgers, lislesdy reading the menu. The
jukebox played some hillbilly tune; sted guitar and emotion-choked moaning . . . the air was heavy
with grease smoke. And yet, the place was warm and bright, and it cheered her. The presence of the
truck drivers a the counter, the waitress, the big Irish fry cook in his white jacket a the register
making change.

Seeing her, Charley approached to wait on her himsdf. Grinning, he drawled, 'Missy want tea
now?

'Coffee,’ Juliana said, enduring the fry cook's relentless humor.

'Ah s0,' Charley said, nodding.

'And the hot steak sandwich with gravy.’

‘Not have bowl rat's-nest soup? Or maybe goat brains fried in olive oil? A couple of the truck
drivers, turning on their stools, grinned aong with the gag, too. And in addition they took pleasure
in noticing how atractive she was. Even lacking the fry cook's kidding, she would have found the
truck drivers scrutinizing her. The months of active judo had given her unusud muscle tone she
knew how wel she hdd hersdf and what it did for her figure.



It dl has to do with the shoulder muscles, she thought as she met their gaze. Dancers do it, too. It
has nothing to do with size. Send your wives around to the gym and well teach them. And youll be
S0 much more content in life,

'‘Stay away from her,' the fry cook warned the truck drivers with a wink. 'Shell throw you on
your can.'

She said to the younger of the truck drivers, "Where are you in from?

'Missouri,’ both men said.

'Are you from the United States? she asked.

'l am," the older man said. 'Philadephia. Got three kids there. The oldest iseeven.’

‘Listen, Julianasaid. 'Isit — easy to get agood job back there?

The younger truck driver said, 'Sure. If you have the right color skin.' He himsdf had a dark
brooding face with curly black hair. His expression had become set and bitter.

'He'sawop, the older man said.

'Wadl," Juliana said, ‘didnt Ity win the war? She smiled at the young truck driver but he did not
amile back. Ingtead, his somber eyes glowed even more intensdy, and suddenly he turned away.

I'm sorry, she thought. But she said nothing. | can't save you or anybody dse from being dark.
She thought of Frank. | wonder if he's dead yet. Said the wrong thing; spoke out of line. No, she
thought. Somehow he likes Japs. Maybe he identifies with them because they're ugly. She had
adways told Frank that he was ugly. Large pores. Big nose. Her own skin was findy knit, unusudly
0. Did hefdl dead without me? A fink isafinch, aform of bird. And they say birds die.

'Are you going back on the road tonight? she asked the young Italian truck driver.

‘Tomorrow.'

'If you're not happy in the U.S. why don't you cross over permanently? she said. 'I've been living
in the Rockies for a long time and it isn't so bad. | lived on the Coadt, in San Francisco. They have
the kin thing there, too.'

Glancing briefly a her as he sat hunched a the counter, the young Itdian said, 'Lady, it's bad
enough to have to spend one day or one night in a town like this. Live here? Christ — if | could get
any other kind of job, and not have to be on the road eating my meds in places like this —
Noticing that the fry cook was red, he ceased speaking and began to drink his coffee.

The older truck driver said to him, 'Joe, you're a snob.’

'You could live in Denver,’ Juliana sad. 'It's nicer up there’ | know you East Americans, she
thought. You like the big time. Dreaming your big schemes. This is just the gicks to you, the
Rockies. Nothing has happened here since before the war. Retired old people, farmers, the stupid,
slow, poor. . . ad al the smart boys have flocked east to New York, crossed the border legaly or
illegdly. Because, she thought, that's where the money is, the big industrid money. The expanson.
German investment hasdone alot . . . it didn't take long for them to build the U.S. back up.

The fry cook said in a hoarse angry voice, ‘Buddy, I'm not a Jew-lover, but | seen some of those
Jew refugees fleeing your U.S. in '49, and you can have your U.S. If theres a lot of building back
there and a lot of loose easy money it's because they dole it from those Jews when they kicked
them out of New York, that goddam Nazi Nuremberg Law. | lived in Boston when | was a kid, and
| got no specia use for Jews, but | never thought I'd see that Nazi racia law get passed in the U.S,,
even if we did lose the war. I'm surprised you aren't in the U.S. Armed Forces, getting ready to
invade some little South American republic as a front for the Germans, so they can push the
Japanese back alittle bit more—

Both truck drivers were on ther feet, their faces stark. The older man picked up a ketchup bottle
from the counter and held it upright by the neck. The fry cook without turning his back to the two



men reached behind him until his fingers touched one of his meat forks. He brought the fork out
and hed it.

Juliana said, 'Denver is getting one of those hest-resistant runways so that Lufthansa rockets can
land there.’

None of the three men moved or spoke. The other customers sat Silently.

Finaly the fry cook said, 'One flew over around sundown.’

It wasn't going to Denver,' Juliana said. "It was going west, to the Coast.'

By degrees, the two truck drivers reseated themsaves. The older man mumbled, 'l dways forget;
they're alittle yellow out here!

Thefry cook said. 'No Japs killed Jews, in the war or after. No Japs built ovens.'

‘Too bad they didnt,’ the older truck driver said. But, picking up his coffee cup, he resumed
eding.

Yelow, Julianathought. Yes, | supposeit'strue. We love the Japs out here.

'Where are you staying? she asked, speaking to the young truck driver, Joe. 'Overnight.’

'l don't know," he answered. 'l just got out of the truck to come in here. | don't like this whole
date. Maybe I'll deep in the truck.

"The Honey Bee Motd isn't too bad,’ the fry cook said.

'‘Okay," the young truck driver said. 'Maybe I'll stay there. If they don't mind me being Itdian.' He
had a definite accent, dthough hetried to hideit.

Watching him, Juliana thought, It's idedism that makes him that bitter. Asking too much out of
life. Always moving on, restless and griped. I'm the same way; | couldnt stay on the West Coast
and eventudly | won't be able to stand it here. Weren't the old-timers like that? But, she thought,
now the frontier isn't here; it's the other planets.

She thought: He and | could sign up for one of those colonizing rocket ships. But the Germans
would disbar him because of his skin and me because of my dark hair. Those pae skinny Nordic
SS fairies in hose training cadles in Bavaria This guy — Joe whatever — hasn't even got the right
expresson on his face; he should have that cold but somehow enthusiagtic look, as if he bdieved in
nothing and yet somehow had absolute faith. Yes, that's how they are. They're not idedigs like Joe
and me, they're cynics with utter faith. It's a sort of brain defect, like a lobotomy — that maming
those German psychiatrists do as a poor substitute for psychotherapy.

Their trouble, she decided, is with sex; they did something foul with it back in the 'thirties, and it
has gotten worse. Hitler started it with his — what was she? His dger? Aunt? Niece? And his
family was inbred dready; his mother and father were cousins. They're al committing incest, going
back to the origind sn of luging for ther own mothers. That's why they, those dite SS fairies,
have tha angdic amper, that blond babylike innocence; they're saving themsdves for Mama Or
for each other.

And who is Mama for them? she wondered. The leader, Herr Bormann, who is supposed to be
dying? Or — the Sick One.

Old Adolf, supposed to be in a sanitarium somewhere, living out his life of senile paress
Syphilis of the brain, dating back to his poor days as a bum in Vienna . . long black coat, drty
underwear, flophouses.

Obvioudy, it was God's sardonic vengeance, right out of some slent movie. That awful man
gruck down by an internd filth, the higtoric plague for man's wickedness.

And the horrible part was that the present-day German Empire was a product of that brain. Firs a
politicd party, then a nation, then hdf the world. And the Nazis themsdves had diagnosed it,
identified it; that quack herba medicine man who had treated Hitler, that Dr. Mordl who had dosed



Hitler with a patent medicine caled Dr. Koedter's Antigas Pills — he had origindly been a
specidigt in venered disease. The entire world knew it, and yet the Leader's gabble was till sacred,
dill Holy Writ. The views had infected a civilization by now, and, like evil spores, the blind blond
Nazi queens were swishing out from Earth to the other planets, spreading the contamination.

What you get for incest: madness, blindness, desth.

Brrr. She shook hersdlf.

'Charley,’ she called to the fry cook. "You about ready with my order? She fet absolutely done;
getting to her feet she walked to the counter and seated hersdf by the register.

No one noticed her except the young Itaian truck driver; his dark eyes were fixed on her. Joe, his
name was. Joe what? she wondered.

Closer to him, now, she saw that he was not as young as she had thought. Hard to tdl; the
intengty dl aound him disurbed her judgment. Continudly he drew his hand through his hair,
combing it back with crooked, rigid fingers. Theré's something specid about this man, she thought.
He breathes — death. It upset her, and yet attracted her. Now the older truck driver inclined his
head and whispered to him. Then they both scrutinized her, this time with a look that was not the
ordinary mele interest.

'Miss' the older one said. Both men were quite tense, now. ‘Do you know what this is? He held
up aflat white box, not too large.

'Yes,' duliana said. 'Nylon stockings. Synthetic fiber made only by the great cartdl in New York,
|. G. Farben. Very rare and expensive.

'You got to hand it to the Germans, monopoly's not a bad idea.' The older truck driver passed the
box to his companion, who pushed it with his elbow aong the counter toward her. -

'Y ou have a car? the young Italian asked her, Spping his coffee.

From the kitchen, Charley appeared; he had her plate.

'You could drive me to this place’ The wild, strong eyes ill studied her, and she became
increesingly nervous, and yet increesngly transfixed. This motd, or wherever I'm supposed to Stay
tonight. Isn't that s0?

'Yes,' shesad. 'l haveacar. An old Studebaker.'

The fry cook glanced from her to the young truck driver, and then set her plate before her at the
counter.

The loudspeaker at the end of the aide said, 'Achtung, meine Damen und Herren. 'In his seat, Mr.
Baynes darted, opened his eyes. Through the window to his right he could see, far below, the
brown and green of land, and then blue. The Pecific. The rocket, he redized, had begun its long
dow descent.

In German firdt, then Japanese, and at last English, the loudspesker explained that no one was to
snoke or to untie himsdf from his padded sest. The descent, it explained, would take eight
minutes

The retro-jets started then, so suddenly and loudly, shaking the ship so violently, that a number
of passengers gasped. Mr. Baynes smiled, and in the aide seat across from him, another passenger,
ayounger man with close-cropped blond hair, dso smiled.

‘Sie furchten dass— ' the young man began, but Mr. Baynes said a once, in English:

I'm sorry; | don't spesk German.' The young German gazed a him questioningly, and so he said
the same thing in German.

'No German? the young German said, amazed, in accented English.

'l am Swedish,' Baynes said.

'Y ou embarked at Tempelhof.'



'Yes, | wasin Germany on business. My business carries me to a number of countries.

Clearly, the young German could not bdieve that anyone in the modern world, anyone who had
internationa business dedlings and rode — could afford to ride — on the latest Lufthansa rocket,
could or would not speak German. To Baynes he said, 'What line are you in, mein Herr?

'Padtics. Polyesters. Resins. Ersatz — industrid uses. Do you see? No consumers commodities.

‘Sweden has a plastics industry? Disbdlief.

'Yes, a very good one. If you will give me your name | will have a firm brochure mailed to you.'
Mr. Baynes brought out his pen and pad.

'‘Never mind. It would be wasted on me. | am an atis, not a commercid man. No offense.
Possibly you have seen my work while on the Continent. Alex Lotze. He waited.

‘Afrad | do not care for modern art,} Mr. Baynes sad. 'l like the old prewar cubists and
abdractionigts. | like a picture to mean something, not merely to represent the ided." He turned
avay.
‘But that's the task of art, Lotze said. 'To advance the spirituaity of man, over the sensud. Your
abstract art represented a period of spirituad decadence, of spiritua chaos, due to the disntegration
of society, the old plutocracy. The Jewish and capitaist millionaires, the internationd set tha
supported the decadent art. Those times are over; art hasto-go on — it can't say ill.’

Baynes nodded, gazing out the window.

'Have you been to the Pacific before? Lotze asked.

‘Severd times!

‘Not I. There is an exhibition in San Francisco of my work, arranged by Dr. Goebbels office,
with the Japanese authorities. A cultura exchange to promote understanding and goodwill. We
must esse tensons between the East and West, don't you think? We must have more
communication, and art can do that.’

Baynes nodded. Below, beyond the ring of fire from the rocket, the city of San Francisco and the
Bay could now be seen.

'Where does one eat in San Francisco? Lotze was saying. '| have reservations at the Paace
Hotd, but my understanding is that one can find good food in the internationa section, such as the
Chinatown.’

"True, Baynes said.

'Are prices high in San Francisco? | am out of pocket for this trip. The Minigry is very frugd.'
Lotze laughed.

'Depends on the exchange rate you can manage. | presume you're carrying Reichsbank drafts. |
suggest you go to the Bank of Tokyo on Samson Street and exchange there!

'Danke sehr,’ Lotze said. 'l would have doneit at the hotel.'

The rocket had amost reached the ground. Now Baynes could see the airfidd itsdf, hangars,
parking lots, the autobahn from the city, the houses. . . very lovely view, he thought. Mountains and
water, and afew bits of fog drifting in a the Golden Gate.

'What is that enormous structure below? Lotze asked. 'It is hdf-finished, open a one sde. A
spaceport? The Nipponese have no spacecraft, | thought.'

With agmile, Baynes said, 'That's Golden Poppy Stadium. The baseball park.’

Lotze laughed. 'Yes, they love basebdl. Incredible. They have begun work on that great structure
for apagtime, an idle time-wasting sport — '

Interrupting, Baynes sad, ‘It is finished. That's its permanent shape. Open on one side. A new
architectura desgn. They are very proud of it.'

‘It looks,' Lotze said, gazing down, ‘asif it was designed by a Jew.’



Baynes regarded the man for a time. He fdt, strongly for a moment, the unbaanced qudity, the
psychotic grek, in the German mind. Did Lotze actudly mean what he sad? Was it a truly
spontaneous remark?

'I hope we will see one another later on in San Francisco,” Lotze said as the rocket touched the
ground. 'l will be at loose ends without a countryman to talk to.’

'I'm not a countryman of yours,' Baynes said.

'Oh, yes, that's so. But racidly, youre quite close. For dl intents and purposes the same. Lotze
began to tir around in his sedt, getting ready to unfasten the elaborate belts.

Am | racidly kin to this man? Baynes wondered. So closdly o that for dl intents and purposes it
is the same? Then it is in me, too, the psychotic sresk. A psychotic world we live in. The madmen
are in power. How long have we known this? Faced this? And — how many of us do know it? Not
Lotze. Perhgps if you know you are insane then you are not insane. Or. you are becoming sane,
finaly. Waking up. | suppose only a few are aware of dl this. Isolated persons here and there. But
the broad masses . . . what do they think? All these hundreds of thousands in this city, here. Do they
imagine that they live in asane world? Or do they guess, glimpsg, thetruth . . . ?

But, he thought, what does it mean, insane? A legd definition. What do | mean? | fed it, see i,
but whet isit?

He thought, It is something they do, something they are. It is -ther unconsciousness. Ther lack
of knowledge about others. Their not being aware of what they do to others, the destruction they
have caused and are causng. No, he thought. That isn't it, | dont know; | sense it, intuit it. But —
they are purposdly crue . . . is that it? No. God, he thought. | can't find it, make it clear. Do they
ignore parts of redity? Yes. But it is more. It is thar plans. Yes, their plans. The conquering of the
planets. Something frenzied and demented, as was ther conquering of Africa, and before that,
Europe and Asa

Their view; it is cosmic. Not of a man here, a child there, but air abdraction: lace, land. Volk.
Land. Blut. Ehre. Not of honorable men but of Ehre itsdf, honor; the abdtract is red, the actud is
invighle to them. Die Glte, but not good, this good man. It is their sense of gpace and time. They
see through the here, the now, into he vast black deep beyond, the unchanging. And that is fatd to
life. Because eventudly there will be no life; there was once only the dust particles in space, the hot
hydrogen gases, nothing more, and it will come again. This is an interva, ein Augenblick. The
cosmic process is hurrying on, crushing life back into the granite and methane; the whed turns for
dl life It is dl temporary. And they — these madmen — respond to the granite, the dudt, the
longing of the inanimate; they want to aid Natur.

And, he thought, | know why. They want to be the agents, not the victims, of history. They
identify with God's power and believe they are godlike. That is ther basc madness. They ae
overcome by some archetype; their egos have expanded psychoticaly so that they cannot tell where
they begin and the godhead leaves off. It is not hubris not pride it is inflation of the ego to its
ultimate — confusion between him who worships and that which is worshiped. Man has not esten
God; God has eaten man.

What they do not comprehend is man's helplessness. | am weak, smdl, of no consequence to the
universe. It does not notice me; | live on unseen. But why is that bad? Ian't it better that way?
Whom the gods notice they destroy. Be smdl . . . and you will escape the jedlousy of the grest.

As he unfastened his own belt, Baynes said, '‘Mr. Lotze, | have never told anyone this. | am a
Jew. Do you understand?

Lotze stared a him piteoudy.



"You would not have known, Baynes said, 'because | do not in any physica way appear Jewish; |
have had my nose dtered, my large greasy pores made smdler, my skin chemicdly lightened, tife
shape of my skull changed. In short, physicaly | cannot be detected. | can and have often walked in
the highest circles of Nazi society. No one will ever discover me. And-' He paused, standing close,
very close to Lotze and spesking in a low voice which only Lotze could hear. 'And there are others
of us. Do you hear? We did not die. We ill exist. We live on unseen.’

After amoment Lotze stuttered, "The Security Police— '

‘The SD can go over my record,’ Baynes sad. 'You can report me. But | have very high
connections. Some of them are Aryan, some are other Jews in top postions in Berlin. Your report
will be discounted, and then, presently, | will report you. And through these same connections, you
will find yoursdf in Protective Custody.' He smiled, nodded and waked up the aide of the ship,
away from Lotze, to join the other passengers.

Everyone descended the ramp, onto the cold, windy fied. At the bottom, Baynes found himsef
once more momentarily near Lotze.

'In fact,’ Baynes said, waking beside Lotze, 'l do not like your looks, Mr. Lotze, so | think | will
report you anyhow.' He strode on, then, leaving Lotze behind.

At the far end of the fidd, a the concourse entrance, a large number of people were waiting.
Rdatives, friends of passengers, some of them waving, peering, amiling, looking anxious, scanning
faces. A heavysst middie-aged Japanese man, well-dressed in a British overcoat, pointed Oxfords,
bowler, stood -a little ahead of the others, with a younger Japanese beside him. On his coat lgpel he
wore the badge of the ranking Pacific Trade Misson of the Imperid Government. There he is,
Baynesredized. Mr. N. Tagomi, come personally to meet me.

Starting forward, the Japanese called, 'Herr Baynes— good evening.' His head tilted hesitantly.

'‘Good evening, Mr. Tagomi," Baynes sad, holding out his hand. They shook, then bowed. The
younger Japanese aso bowed, beaming.

'Bit cold, gr; on this exposed fidd, Mr. Tagomi said. 'We shdl begin return trip to downtown
city by Misson helicopter. Is that so? Or do-you need to use the facilities, and so forth? He
scrutinized Mr. Baynes face anxioudy.

'We can sart right now," Baynes said. 'l want to check in at my hotel. My baggage, however — '

'Mr. Kotomichi will attend to that,’ Mr. Tagomi sad. 'He will follow. You see dr, a this
termind it takes dmost an hour waiting in line to claim baggage. Longer than your trip.’

Mr. Kotomichi smiled agreesbly.

‘All right,’ Baynes said.

Mr. Tagomi sad, 'Sir, | have a gift to graft.’

'l beg your pardon? Baynes said.

"To invite your favorable attitude.” Mr. Tagomi reached into his overcoat pocket and brought out
a smdl box. 'Sdected from among the finest objects d'art of America avalable’ He held out the
box.

'Wdll,' Baynes said. Thanks." He accepted the box.

‘All  afternoon assorted  officids examined the dternatives’ Mr. Tagomi sad. This is most
authentic of dying old U.S. culture, arare retained artifact carrying flavor of bygone halcyon day.

Mr. Baynes opened the box. In it lay a Mickey Mouse wristwatch on a pad of black velvet.

Was Mr. Tagomi playing a joke on him? He raised his eyes, saw Mr. Tagomi's tense, concerned
face. No, it was not ajoke. "'Thank you very much,’ Baynes said. 'Thisisindeed incredible.’



‘Only few, perhaps ten, authentic 1938 Mickey Mouse watches in al world today,” Mr. Tagomi
sad, studying him, drinking in his reaction, his gppreciation. 'No collector known to me has one,
ar.'

They entered the air termina and together ascended the ramp.

Behind them Mr. Kotomichi said, 'Harusame ni nuretsutsu yane no temari kana. . .’

'What isthat? Mr. Baynes said to Mr. Tagomi.

'Old poem,’ Mr. Tagomi said. ‘Middle Tokugawa Period.’

Mr. Kotomichi said, 'As the spring rains fall, soaking in them, on the roof, isa child'srag ball.'

4

As Frank Frink watched his ex-employer waddle down the corridor and into the main work area of
W-M Corporation he thought to himsdf, The Strange thing about Wyndam-Matson is that he does
not look like a man who owns a factory. He looks like a Tenderloin bum, a wino, who has been
given a bah, new clothes, a shave, harcut, shot of vitamins, and set out into the world with five
dollars to find a new life. The old man had a wegk, dhifty, nervous, even ingratisting manner, as if
he regarded everyone as a potentia enemy stronger than he, whom he had to fawn on and pacify.
"They're going to get me," his manner seemed to say.

And yet old W-M was redly vey powerful. He owned contralling interests in a variety of
enterprises, gpeculations, red estate. Aswell asthe W-M Corporation factory.

Following after the old man, Frink pushed open the big metd door to the main work area. The
rumble of machinery, which he had heard around him every day for so long — dght of men a the
mechines, ar filled with flash of light, waste dudt, movement. There went the old man. Frink
increased his pace.

'Hey, Mr. W-M!" he called.

The old man had stopped by the hairy-armed shop foreman, Ed McCarthy. Both of them glanced
up as Frink came toward them.

Moigening his lips nervoudy, Wyndam-Matson said, 'I'm sorry, Frank; | can't do anything about
taking you back. I've dready gone ahead and hired someone to take your place, thinking you
weren't coming back. After what you said.' His smdl round eyes flickered with what Frink knew to
be an dmogt hereditary evasiveness. It was in the old man's blood.

Frink said, 'l came for my tools. Nothing ese’ His own voice, he was glad to hear, was firm,
even harsh.

'Well, let's see WM mumbled, obvioudy hazy in his own mind as to the status of Frink's tools.
To Ed McCarthy he sad, 'l think that would be in your department, Ed. Maybe you can fix Frank
here up. | have other business' He glanced at his pocket watch. 'Listen, Ed. I'll discuss that invoice
later; 1 have to run dong.' He patted Ed McCarthy on the am and then trotted off, not looking
back.

Ed McCarthy and Frink stood together.

"Y ou came to get your job back,” McCarthy said after atime.

'Yes,' Frink said.

'l was proud of what you said yesterday.'

'So was |, Frink said. 'But — Chrig, | can't work it out anywhere dse’ He felt defeated and
hopeless. "Y ou know that.' The two of them had, in the past, often talked over their problems.



McCarthy sad, 'l don't know that. Youre as good with that flex-cable machine as anybody on
the Coad. I've seen you whip out a piece in five minutes, including the rouge polishing. All the way
from the rough Cratex. And except for thewelding —

'l never said | could weld,' Frink said.

'Did you ever think of going into business on your own?

Frink, taken by surprise, sammered, "What doing?

‘Jawdry.'

'‘Aw, for Chrigt's sake!'

'Custom, origind pieces, not commercid.' McCarthy beckoned him over to a corner of the shop,
away from the noise. 'For about two thousand bucks you could set up a little basement or garage
shop. One time | drew up designs for women's earrings and pendants. You remember — red
modern contemporary.' Taking scratch paper, he began to draw, dowly, grimly.

Peering over his shoulder, Frink saw a bracelet design, an abdtract with flowing lines. 'Is there a
market? All he had ever seen were the traditiond — even antique — objects from the past.
'Nobody wants contemporary American; there isn't any such thing, not snce the war.’

'Create amarket, McCarthy said, with an angry grimace.

'Y ou mean sl it mysdf?

Take it into retall shops. Like that — what's it caled? On Montgomery Street, that big ritzy art
object place.’

'‘American Artigtic Handcrafts,' Frink said. He never went into fashionable, expensve stores such
asthat. Few Americans did; it was the Japanese who had the money to buy from such places.

'You know what retalers like that are sdlling? McCarthy said. 'And getting a fortune for? Those
goddam slver bet buckles from New Mexico that the Indians make. Those goddam tourist trash
pieces, dl aike. Supposedly native art.’

For a long time Frink regarded McCarthy. 'l know what ese they sdl,' he sad findly. 'And so do
you.'

'Yes,' McCarthy sad.

They both knew — because they had both been directly involved, and for along time.

W-M Corpordtion's dated legd busness conssted in turning out wrought-iron Staircases,
railings, fireplaces, and ornaments for new gpartment buildings, all on a mass bass, from standard
designs. For a new forty-unit building the same piece would be executed forty times in a row.
Ogengbly, W-M Corporation was an iron foundry. But in addition, it maintaned another business
fromwhich itsred profits were derived.

Usng an daborate variety of tools, materids, and machines, W-M Corporation turned out a
congdant flow of forgeries of prewar American artifacts These forgeries were cautioudy but
expertly fed into the wholesdle art object market, to join the genuine objects collected throughout
the continent. As in the stamp and coin business, no one could possbly estimate the percentage of
forgeries in circulation. And no one — especidly the deders and the collectors themselves —
wanted to.

When Fink had quit, there lay hdf-finished on his bench a Colt revolver of the Frontier period;
he had made the molds himsdf, done the cagting, and had been busy handsmoothing the pieces.
There was an unlimited market for smdl ams of the American Civil War and Frontier period; W
M Corporation could sdll dl that Frink could turn out. It was his specidty.

Waking dowly over to his bench, Frink picked up the ill-rough and burred ramrod of the
revolver. Another three days and the gun would be finished. Yes, he thought, it was good work. An



expert could have told the difference . . . but the Japanese collectors werent authorities in - the
proper sense, had no standards or tests by which to judge.

In fact, as far as he knew, it had never occurred to them to ask themsalves if the so-called higoric
art objects for sale in West Coast shops were genuine. Perhaps someday they would . . . and then
the bubble would burst, the market would collgpse even for the authentic pieces. A Gresham' 'S
Law: the fakes would undermine the value of the red. And that no doubt was the motive for the
falure to invedtigate; after dl, everyone was happy. The factories, here and there in the various
cities, which turned out the-pieces, they made their profits. The wholesders passed them on, and
the deders displayed and advertised them. The collectors shelled out their money and carried their
purchases happily home, to impress their associates, friends, and mistresses.

Like postwar boodle paper money, it was fine until questioned. Nobody was hurt — until the day
of reckoning. And then everyone, equdly, would be ruined. But meanwhile, nobody taked about it,
even the men who earned their living turning out the forgeries; they shut ther own minds to what
they made, kept their attention on the mere technica problems.

'How long since you tried to do origina designing? McCarthy asked.
Frink shrugged. 'Y ears. | can copy accuratdly as hell. But —

"'You know what | think? | think you've picked up the Nazi idea that Jews can't create. That they

can only imitate and sal. Middlemen.' He fixed his merciless scrutiny on Frink.
'Maybe s0,' Frink said.
"Try it. Do some origina designs. Or work directly on the metd. Play around. Like akid plays:
'No," Frink said.

'You have no faith, McCarthy said. 'Youve completely lost faith in yoursdf — right? Too bad.
Because | know you could do it." He walked away from the workbench.

It is too bad, Frink thought. But nevertheless it's the truth. It's a fact. | cant get fath or
enthusasm by willing it. Deciding to.

That McCarthy, he thought, is a damn good shop foreman. He has the knack of needling a man,
getting him to put out his best efforts, to do his utmogt in spite of himsdf. Hes a naturd leader; he
amogt ingpired me, for amoment, there. But — McCarthy had gone off, now; the effort had failed.

Too bad | don't have my copy of the oracle here, Frink thought. | could conault it on this, take
the issue to it for its five thousand years of wisdom. And then he recdled that there was copy of the
| Ching in the lounge of the business office of W-M Corporation. So he made his way from the
work area, along the corridor, hurriedly through the business office to the lounge. -

Seated in one of the chrome and plagtic lounge chairs, he wrote his question out on the back of
an envelope 'Should | attempt to go into the credtive private business outlined to me just now?
And then he began throwing the coins.

The bottom line was a Seven, and so was the second and then the third. The bottom trigam in
Chien, he redized. That sounded good; Chien was the cregtive. Then line Four, an eight. Yin. And
line Five, dso eght, a yin line. Good lord, he thought excitedly; one more yin line and I've got
Hexagram Eleven, T'a, Peace. Very favorable judgment. Or — his hands trembled as he rattled the
coins. A yang line and hence Hexagram Twenty-9x, Ta Ch'u, the Taming Power of the Greet. Both
have favorable judgments, and it has to be one or the other. He threw the three coins.

Yin. A six. It was Peace.
Opening the book, he read the judgment.

PEACE. The small departs.
The great approaches.



Good fortune. Success.

So | ought to do as Ed McCarthy says. Open my little business. Now the sx at the top, my one
moving line. He turned the page. What was the text? He could not recdl; probably favorable
because the hexagram itsdf was so favorable. Union of heaven and earth — but the firg and last
lines were outside the hexagram dways, o possibly the six at thetop . . .

His eyes picked out the line, reed it in aflash.

Thewadl fals back into the moat.

Use no amy now.

Make your commands known within your own town.
Persaverance brings humiliation.

My busted back! he exclaimed, horrified. And the commentary.

The change dluded to in the middle of the hexagram has begun to take place. The wadl of the town
snks back into the moat from which it was dug. The hour of doomisat hand. . .

It was, beyond doubt, one of the most dismd lines in the entire book, of more than three
thousand lines. And yet the judgment of the hexagram was good.

Which was he supposed to follow?

And how could they be so different? It had never happened to him before, good fortune and
doom mixed together in the Dracle's prophecy; what a weird fate, as if the oracle had scraped the
bottom of the barrel, tossed up every sort of rag, bone, and turd of the dark, then reversed itsef and
poured in the light like a cook gone barmy. | must have pressed two buttons at once, he decided;
jammed the works and got this schlimaz's eye view of redity. Just for a second — fortunately.
Didn't last.

Hell, he thought, it has to be one or the other; it can't be both. You can't have good fortune and
doom smultaneoudly.

Or...canyou?

The jewdry business will bring good fortune the judgment refers to that. But the ling the
goddam line; it refers to something deeper, some future catastrophe probably not even connected
with the jewdry business. Some evil fate that's in store for me anyhow. . .

War! he thought. Third World War! All frigging two hillion of us killed, our civilizetion wiped
out. Hydrogen bombs fdling like hall.

Oy gewalt! he thought. What's happening? Did | dart it in motion? Or is someone dse tinkering,
someone | don't even know? Or — the whole lot of us. It's the fault of those physcigs and that
gynchronicity theory, every paticle being connected with every other; you cant fat without
changing the balance in the universe. It makes living a funny joke with nobody around to laugh. |
open a book and get a report on future events that even God would like to file and forget. And who
am |? Thewrong person; | can tdll you that.

| should take my tools, get my motors from McCarthy, open my shop, sat my piddliing business,
go on despite the horrible line. Be working, creating in my own way right up to the end, living as
best | can, as actively as possible, until the wal fals back into the moat for dl of us al mankind.
That's what the oracle is tdling me. Fate will poleax us eventudly anyhow, but | have my job in the
meantime; | must use my mind, my hands.



The judgment was for me aone, for my work. But theline; it was for usdl.

I'm too smdl, he thought, | can only read what's written, glance up and then lower my head and
plod dong where | left off as if 1 hadn't seen; the oracle doesn't expect me to start running up and
down the streets, squalling and yammering for public attention.

Can anyone dter it? he wondered. All d us combined . . . or one great figure . . . or someone
drategically placed, who happens to be in the right spot. Chance. Accident. And our lives, our
world, hanging on it.

Cloging the book, he left the lounge and waked back to the main work area. When he caught
sght of McCarthy, he waved him over to one side where they could resume talk.

"The more | think about it,” Frink said, ‘the mord like your idea.’

'Fine McCarthy said. '‘Now listen. Here's what you do. You have to get money from Wyndam-
Matson." - He winked, a dow, intense, frightened twitch of his eydid. 'l figured out how. I'm going
to quit and go in with you. My designs, see. What's wrong with that? | know they're good.’

'Sure,' Frink said, alittle dazed.

1'll see you dter work tonight, McCarthy said. ‘At my agpartment. You come over around seven
and have dinner with Jean and me — if you can stand the kids'’

'Okay," Frink said.

McCarthy gave him adap on the shoulder and went off.

I've gone a long way, Frink sad to himsdf. In the last ten minutes But he did not fed
apprehendve; he fdt, now, excitement.

It sure happened fast, he thought as he walked over to his bench and began collecting his toals. |
guess that's how those kinds of things happen. Opportunity, when it comes—

All my life I've waited for this When the oracle says 'something must be achieved — it means
this The time is truly grest. What is the time, now? What is this moment? Sx a the top in
Hexagran Eleven changes everything to Twenty-sx, Taming Power of the Great. Yin becomes
yang; the line moves and anew Moment appears. And | was S0 off stride | didn't even notice! -

Il bet that's why | got tha terrible ling that's the only way Hexagram Eleven can change to
Hexagram Twenty-sX, by that moving six at the top. So | shouldn't get my assin such an uproar.

But, despite his excitement and optimism, he could not get the line completely out of hismind.

However, he thought ironicaly, I'm making a damn good try; by seven tonight maybe Il have
managed to forget it like it never happened.

He thought, | sure hope so. Because this get-together with Ed is big. He's got some surefire ides;
lean tdl. And | don't intend to find mysdif left out.

Right now I'm nothing, but if | can swing this, then maybe lean get Juliana back. |1 know what
she wants — she deserves to be maried to a man who matters, an important person in the
community, not some meshuggener. Men used to be men, in the old days, before the war for
indance. But dl that's gone now.

No wonder she roams around from place to place, from man to man, seeking. And not even
knowing whet it is hersdf, what her biology needs. But | know, and through this big-time action
with McCarthy — whatever it is— I'm going to achieve it for her.

At lunchtime, Robert Childan closed up American Artistic Handcrafts Inc. Usudly he crossed
the dtreet and ate at the coffee shop. In any case he stayed away no more than haf an hour, and
today he was gone only twenty minutes. Memory of his orded with Mr. Tagomi and the gaff of the
Trade Misson ill kept his ssomach upset.



As he returned to his sore he sad to himsdlf, Perhgps new policy of not making cdls. Do al
businesswithin store.

Two hours showing. Much too long. Almost four hours in dl; too late to reopen store. An entire
afternoon to sdll one item, one Mickey Mouse watch; expensve treasure, but — he unlocked the
store door, propped it open, went to hang up his coat in the rear.

When he re-emerged he found that he had a customer. A white man. Well, he thought. Surprise.

'‘Good day, sr," Childan said, bowing dightly. Probably a pinoc. Sender, rather dark man. Well-
dressed, fashionable. But not at ease. Sight shine of perspiration.

'‘Good day,’ the man murmured, moving around the dtore to inspect the displays Then, dl a
once, he approached the counter. He reached into his coat, produced a small shiny lesther cardcase,
set down amulticolored, elaborately printed card.

On the card, the Imperid emblem. And military inggnia The Navy. Admird Harusha Robert
Childan examined it, impressed.

‘The admird's ship,’ the customer explained, 'lies in San Francisco Bay a this moment. The
carrier Syokaku.'

'Ah," Childan said.

'‘Admird Harusha has never before visted the West Coadt,’ the customer explained. 'He has
many wishes while here, one of which is to pay persond visdt to your famous store. All the time in
the Home Idands he has heard of American Artistic Handcrafts Inc!

Childan bowed with ddlight.

'However," the man continued, ‘due to pressure of appointments, the admiral cannot pay persona
visgit to your esteemed store. But he has sent me; | am his gentleman.’

"The admird is a collector? Childan said, his mind working at top speed.

'He is a lover of the arts. He is a connoisseur. But not a collector. What he desires is for gift
purposes, to wit: he wishes to present each officer of his ship a vauable higtoric artifact, a Sde am
of the epic American Civil War.' The man paused. There are twelve officersin. dl.’

To himsdf, Childan thought, Twelve Civil War sde ams. Cost to buyer: dmost ten thousand
dollars. He trembled.

'As is wdl known," the man continued, ‘your shop sdlls such pricdess artique atifacts from the
pages of American history. Alas, dl too rapidly vanishing into limbo of time’

Taking enormous care in his words-he could not afford to lose this, to make one single dip —
Childan sad, 'Yes it is true. Of dl the stores in PSA, | possess finest stock-imagingdle of Civil
War wegpons. | will be happy to serve Admiral Harusha. Shall | gather superb collection of such
and bring aboard the Syokaku? This afternoon, possibly?

The man said, 'No, | shdl ingpect them here!

Twelve. Childan computed. He did not possess twelve — in fact, he had only three. But he could
acquire twelve, if luck were with him, through various channds within the week. Air express from
the Eadt, for instance. And loca wholesale contacts.

'You, sr,' Childan said, "are knowledgeable in such weapons?

Tolerably,” the man sad. 'l have a smdl collection of hand weapons, including tiny secret pistol
made to look like domino, Circa 1840.'

'Exquigte item,” Childan sad, as he went to the locked safe to get severa guns for Admird
Harushas gentleman'’s ingpection.

When he returned, he found the man writing out a bank check. The man paused and said, The
admird dedresto pay in advance. A depost of fifteen thousand PSA dallars!’



The room swam before Childan's eyes. But he managed to keep his voice level; he even made
himsdf sound a trifle bored. 'If you wish. It is not necessary; a mere formality of busness' Laying
down a leather and felt box he said, 'Here is exceptiona Colt .44 of 1860." He opened the box.
‘Black powder and bal. This issued to U. S. Army. Boys in blue carried these into four ingtance
Second Bull Run.’

For a congderable time the man examined the Colt .44. Then, lifting his eyes, he sad camly,
'Sir, this isan imitation.’

'Eh? Childan said, not comprehending.

"This piece is no older than sx months. Sir, your offering is a fake. | am cast into gloom. But see.
Thewood here. Artificiadly aged by an acid chemical. What a shame.' He laid the gun down.

Childan picked the gun up and stood holding it between his hands. He could think of nothing to
say. Turning the gun over and over, he a last said, 'It can't be." -

'An imitation of the authentic higtoric gun. Nothing more. | am afrad, dr, you have been
deceived. Perhaps by some unscrupulous churl. You must report this to the San Francisco police!
The man bowed. 'It grieves me. You may have other imitations, too, in your shop. Is it possble, sr,
that you, the owner, dedler, in such items, cannot distinguish the forgeries fromthe real ?"

There was sllence.

Reaching down, the man picked up the haf-completed check which he had been making out. He
returned it to his pocket, put his pen away, and bowed. ‘It is a shame, gr, but | clearly cannat, aas,
conduct my busness with American Artisic Handcrafts Inc. after dl. Admira Harusha will be
disappointed. Nevertheless, you can see my position.'

Childan stared down at the gun.

'‘Good day, dr,’ the man said. 'Please accept my humbly meant advice, hire some expert to
scrutinize your acquisitions. Y our reputation. . . | am sure you understand.’

Childan mumbled, 'Sir, if you could please —'

'Be tranquil, gr. | will not mention this to anyone. | — ghdl tel the admird that unfortunately
your shop was closed today. After dl — ' The man paused at the doorway. 'We are both, after al,
white men.' Bowing once more, he departed.

Alone, Childan stood holding the gun.

It can't be, he thought.

But it must be. Good God in heaven. | am ruined. | have logt a fifteen-thousand-dollar sale. And
my reputation, if this gets out. If that man, Admira Harushas gentleman, is not discreet.

| will kill mysdlf, he decided. | have lost place. | cannot go on; that isafact.

On the other hand, perhaps that man erred.

Perhaps he lied.

He was sent by United States Historic Objects to destroy me. Or by West Coast Art Exclusives.

Anyhow, one of my competitors.

The gun is no doubt genuine.

How can | find out? Childan racked his brains. Ah. | will have the gun andlyzed a the Universty
of Cdifornia Penology Department. | know someone there, or a least | once did. This matter came
up before once. Alleged non-authenticity of ancient breechloader.

In haste, he tdephoned one of the city's bonded messenger and ddivery services, told them to
send a man over a once. Then he wrapped the gun and wrote out a note to the Universty lab,
telling them to make professona edtimate of the gun's age a once and inform hm by phone. The
ddivery man arived; Childan gave him the note and parce, the address, and told him to go by
helicopter. The man departed, and Childan began pacing about his store, waiting . . . waiting.



At three o'dock the University caled.

‘Mr. Childan,” the voice sad, 'you wanted this wegpon tested for authenticity, this 1860 Army
Modd Colt .44 A pause, while Childan gripped the phone with apprehenson. 'Her€'s the lab
report. It's a reproduction cast from plastic molds except for the walnut. Serid numbers dl wrong.
The frame not casehardened by the cyanide process. Both brown and blue surfaces achieved by a
modem quick-acting technique, the whole gun atificidly aged, given a trestment to make it gopear
old and worn.'

Childan sad thickly, The man who brought it to me for gppraisd — '

Tell him he's been taken,' the Univergity technician said. 'And very taken. It's a good job. Done
by a red pro. See, the authentic gun was given its — you know the bluemetd parts? Those were
put in a box of leather strips, seded, with cyanide gas, and heated. Too cumbersome, nowadays.
But this was done in a farly wdl-equipped shop. We detected particles of severd polishing and
finishing compounds, some quite unusud. Now we cant prove this, but we know there's a regular
industry turning out these fakes. There must be. Weve seen so many.

'‘No," Childan said. 'That is only a rumor. | can state that to you as absolute fact, dr.' His voice
rose and broke screechingly. '‘And | am in a postion to know. Why do you think | sent it to you? |
could perceive its fakery, being qudified by years of training. Such as this is a rarity, an oddity.
Actudly a joke. A prank." He broke off, panting. Thank you for confirming my own observations.
Y ou will bill me. Thank you." He rang off a once.

Then, without pausing, he got out his records. He began tracing the gun. How had it come to
him? From whom?

It had come, he discovered, from one of the largest wholesde suppliers in San Francisco. Ray
Cavin Asociates, on Van Ness. At once he phoned them.

'Let metalk to Mr. Cavin,' he said. His voice had now become aftrifle steadier. -

Presently a gruff voice, very busy. 'Yes!'

"This is Bob Childan. At A.A.H. Inc. On Montgomery. Ray, | have a maiter of delicacy. | wish to
see you, private conference, sometime today in your office or et cetera. Believe me, sr. You had
better heed my request.’ Now, he discovered, he was bellowing into the phone.

'Okay,' Ray Calvin said.

"Tdl no one. Thisis absolutely confidentid.

'Four o'clock?

'Four it is; Childan sad. 'At your office. Good day." He dammed the receiver down so furioudy
that the entire phone fdl from the counter to the floor; knedling, he gathered it up and replaced itin
its spot.

There was hdf an hour ahead before he should dtart; he had dl that time to pace, hedpless,
waiting. What to do? An idea. He phoned the San Francisco office of the Tokyo Herald, on Market
Street.

'Srs,' he sad, ‘please tell me if the carrier Syokaku is in the harbor, and if so, how long. | would
appreciate this information from your estimable newspaper.’

An agonizing wait. Then the girl was back.

'According to our reference room, sr," she sad in a giggling voice, ‘the carrier Syokaku is at the
bottom of the Philippine Sea It was sunk by an American submarine in 1945. Any more questions
we can hep you with, sr? Obvioudy they, a the newspaper office, appreciaied the wild-goose
variety of prank that had been played on him.

He hung up. No carier Syokaku for seventeen years. Probably no Admird Harusha. The man
had been an imposter. And yet —



The man had been right. The Colt .44 was afake.

It did not make sense.

Perhaps the man was a speculator; he had been trying to corner the market in Civil War period
sde arms. An expert. And he had recognized the fake; he was the professond of professionals.

It would take a professiond to know. Someone in the business. Not a mere collector.

Childan fdt a tiny measure of relief. Then few others would detect. Perhaps no one else. Secret
safe.

Let matter drop?

He conddered. No. Must investigate. First of al, get back invesment; get reimbursement from
Ray Cdvin. And — must have dl other artifacts in sock examined by University |ab.

But — suppose many of them are non-authentic?

Difficult metter.

Only way is this, he decided. He fdt grim, even desperate. Go to Ray Cdvin. Confront him.
Insst that he pursue matter back to source. Maybe he is innocent, too. Maybe not. In any case, tell
himno more fakes or | will not buy through him ever again.

He will have to absorb the loss, Childan decided. Not 1. If he will not, then | will approach other
retal deders, tdl them; ruin his repuaion. Why should | be ruined aone? Pass it on to those
responsible, hand hot potato back aong line.

But it must be done with utmost secrecy. Keep matter strictly between ourselves.

The telephone cdl from Ray Cavin puzzled Wyndam-Matson. He could not make sense out of
it, partly because of Cavin's rapid manner of speech and partly because a the moment the cdl
cane — deventthirty in the evening — WyndamMason was entertaining a lady vigtor in his
gpartment at the Muromachi Hotdl.

Cdvin sad, 'Look here, my friend, were sending back that whole last shipment from you people.
And I'd send back stuff before that, but weve paid for everything except the last shipment. Your
billing date May eighteenth.’

Naturdly, Wyndam-Matson wanted to know why.

‘They're lousy fakes,' Cavin sad.

‘But you knew that' He was dumbfounded. 'l mean, Ray, youve dways been aware of the
gtuation.’ He glanced around; the girl was off somewhere, probably in the powder room.

Cdvin sad, 'l knew they were fakes. I'm not talking about that. I'm talking about the lousy part.
Look, I'm redly not concerned whether some gun you send us redly was used in the Civil War or
not; dl | care about is that it's a satisfactory Colt .44, item whatever-it-is in your catdog: It has to
meet standards. Look, do you know who Robert Childan is?

'Yes' He had a vague memory, dthough a the moment he could not quite pin the name down.
Somebody important.

'He was in here today. To my office. I'm caling from my office, not home; were sill going over
it. Anyhow, he came in and rattled off some long account. He was mad as hdl. Redly agitated.
Widl, evidently some big cusomer of his some Jgp admird, came in or had his man come in.
Childan tdked about a twenty-thousand-dollar order, but that's probably an exaggeration. Anyhow,
what did happen — | have no cause to doubt this part — is that the Japanese came in, wanted to



buy, took one look at one of those Colt .44 items you people turn out, saw it to be a fake, put his
money back in his pants pocket, and left. Now. What do you say?

There was nothing that Wyndam-Matson could think of to say. But he thought to himsdf
ingantly. It's Frink and McCarthy. They said they'd do something, and this is it. But — he could
not figure out what they had done; he could not make sense out of Calvin's account.

A kind of superditious fright filled him. Those two — how could they doctor an item made last
February? He had presumed they would go to the police or the newspapers, or even the pinoc
government at Sac, and of course he had dl those taken care of. Eerie. He did not know what to tell
Cdvin; he mumbled on for wha seemed an endless time and a last managed to wind up the
conversation and get off the phone.

When he hung up he redized, with a dat, that Rita had come out of the bedroom and had
lisened to the whole conversation; she had been pacing irritably back and forth, wearing only a
black slk dip, her blond hair faling loosdy over her bare, dightly freckled shoulders.

'Tell the police,’ she said.

W, he thought, it probably would be chegper to offer them two thousand or so. They'd accept
it; that was probably al they wanted. Little fellows like that thought smdl; to them it would seem
likealot. They'd put in their new business, lose it, be broke again indde a month.

'No,' he said.

'Why not? Blackmail'sacrime!’

It was hard to explain to her. He was accustomed to paying people; it was part of the overhead,
like the utilities. If the sum was smdl enough. . . but she did have a point. He mulled it over.

I'll give them two thousand, but I'll dso get in touch with that guy a the Civic Center | know,
that police inspector. I'll have them look into both Frink and McCarthy and see if there's anything
of use. So if they come back and try again — I'll be able to handle them.

For ingtance, he thought, somebody told me Frink's a kike. Changed his nose and name. All |
have to do is notify the German consul here. Routine business. Hell request the Jgp authorities for
extradition. They'll gas the bugger soon as they get him across the Demarcation Line | think
they've got one of those campsin New Y ork, he thought. Those oven camps.

'I'm surprised,’ the girl said, 'that anyone could blackmail a man of your stature.” She eyed him.

'Wdl, I'll tdl you," he sad. This whole damn higoricity business is nonsense. Those Japs are
bats. I'll prove it Getting up, he hurried into his study, returned at once with two cigarette lighters
which he set down on the coffee table. 'Look a these. Look the same, don't they? Wdll, listen. One
has higoricity in it He grinned at her. 'Pick them up. Go ahead. One's worth, oh, maybe forty or
fifty thousand dollars on the collectors market.'

The girl gingerly picked up the two lighters and examined them.

'Don't you fed it? he kidded her. The historicity?

She said, 'What is "higtoricity'?

'When a thing has higtory in it. Ligen. One of those two Zippo lighters was in Franklin D.
Roosavet's pocket when he was assassnated. And one wasn't. One has higtoricity, a hell of a lot of
it. As much as any object ever had. And one has nothing. Can you fed it? He nudged her. "You
cant. You can't tell which iswhich. Theres no ‘'mystica plasmic presence,’ no ‘aura around it.'

'Gee,' the girl said, awed. 'Isthat redlly true? That he had one of those on him that day?

'Sure. And | know which it is. You see my point. It's dl a big racket; they're playing it on
themsdves. | mean, a gun goes through a famous battle, like the Meuse-Argonne, and it's the same
as if it hadn't, unless you know. It's in here!' He tapped his head. 'In the mind, not the gun. | used to
be a collector. In fact, that's how | got into this business. | collected slamps. Early British colonies!



The girl now gtood a the window, her arms folded, gazing out a the lights of downtown San
Francisco. 'My mother and dad used to say we wouldn't have lost the war if he had lived,' she said.

'‘Okay,’ Wyndam-Matson went on. 'Now suppose say last year the Canadian Government or
somebody, anybody, finds the plates from which some old samp was printed. And the ink. And a
supply of —*

'l don't believe ether of those two lighters belonged to Franklin Roosevelt,’ the girl said.

Wyndam-Mason giggled. That's my point! I'd have to prove it to you with some sort of
document. A paper of authenticity. And <0 it's dl a fake, a mass deluson. The paper proves its
worth, not the object itsdlf!’

‘Show me the paper.’

'Sure.’ Hopping up, he made his way back into the study. From the wall he took the Smithsonian
Ingtitution's framed certificate; the paper and the lighter had cost him a fortune, but they were worth
it — because they enabled him to prove that he was right, that the word ‘fake€ meant nothing redly,
since the word 'authentic' meant nothing redly.

‘A Colt .44 is a Colt .44, he cdled to the girl as he hurried back into the living room. ‘It has to do
with bore and design, not when it was made. It hasto do with — '

She held out her hand. He gave her the document.

'So it isgenuine,' she sad findly.

'Yes. Thisone.' He picked up the lighter with the long scraich acrossits side.

'l think I'd like to go now," the grl said. 'I'll see you again some other evening." She st down the
document and lighter and moved toward the bedroom, where her clothes were.

'Why? he shouted in agitation, following after her.

'You know it's pefectly safe my wife won't be back for weeks — | explaned the whole
Stuation to you. A detached retina."

'It's not that.'

'What, then?

Ritasaid, 'Please cdl a pedecab for me. While | dress!’

I'll drive you home," he said grumpily.

She dressed, and then, while he got her coat from the closet, she wandered slently about the
gpartment. She seemed pengve, withdrawn, even a little depressed. The past makes people sad, he
redized. Damn it; why did | have to bring it up? But hdl, shés so young — | thought shed hardly
know the name,

At the bookcase she kndlt. 'Did you read this? she asked, taking a book ouit.

Nearsightedly he peered. Lurid cover. Novel. 'No," he said. 'My wife got that. Shereadsalot.’

'Y ou should read it.'

Stll feding disappointed, he grabbed the book, glanced at it. The Grasshopper Lies Heavy. 'Isn't
this one of those banned-in-Boston books? he said.

‘Banned through the United States. And in Europe, of course.’ She had gone to the hal door and
gtood there now, waiting.

I've heard of this Hawthorne Abendsen.’ But actudly he had not. All he could recal about the
book was — what? That it was very popular right now. Another fad. Another mass craze. He bent
down and stuck it back in the shelf. 'l don't have time to read popular fiction. I'm too busy with
work." Secretaries, he thought acidly, read that junk, a home done in bed a night. It stimulates
them. Ingtead of the red thing. Which they're afraid of. But of course redly crave.

'One of those love stories, he said as he sullenly opened the hdl door.



'No, she said. 'A story about war." As they waked down the hail to the elevator she said, 'He says
the same thing. As my mother and dad.’

'Who? That Abbotson?

‘That's his theory. If Joe Zangara had missed him, he would have pulled America out of the
Depresson and amed it so that — ' She broke off. They had arrived a the elevator, and other
people were waiting.

Later, as they drove through the nocturnd traffic in Wyndam-Matson's Mercedes-Benz, she
resumed.

'Abendsen's theory is that Roosevelt would have been a teribly strong Presdent. As strong as
Lincoln. He showed it in the year he was President, al those measures he introduced. The book is
fiction. I mean, it's in noved form. Roosevet isn't assassnated in Miami; he goes on and is redected
in 1936, s0 he's Presdent until 1940, until during the war. Don't you see? He's sill Presdent when
Germany attacks England and France and Poland. And he sees al that. He makes America strong.
Garner was a redly awful Presdent. A lot of what hgppened was his fault. And then in 1940,
instead of Bricker, a Democrat would have been elected — '

‘According to this Abelson,” Wyndam-Matson broke in. He glanced & the girl besde him. God,
they read a book, he thought, and they spout on forever. -

'His theory is that indead of an Isolationist like Bricker, in 1940 &fter Roosevet, Rexford
Tugweii would have been Presdent’ Her smooth face, reflecting the traffic lights, glowed with
animaion; her eyes had become large and she gestured as she talked. 'And he would have been
vay active in continuing the Roosevet anti-Nazi policies. So Germany would have been afraid to
come to Japan's help in 1941. They would not have honored their treaty. Do you see? Turning
toward him on the seat, grabbing his shoulder with intendity, she said, 'And so Germany and Japan
would have lost the war!'

He laughed.

Saing a him, saseking something in his face — he could not tell what, and anyhow he had to
watch the other cars — she said, ‘It's not funny. It redly would have been like that. The U.S. would
have been able to lick the Japanese. And —

'How? he brokein.

'He has it dl laid out.” For a moment she was dlent. ‘It's in fiction form,” she sad. 'Naturdly, it's
got a lot of fictiond parts, | mean, it's got to be entertaining or people wouldn't reed it. It has a
humantinterest theme; there's these two young people, the boy is in the American Army. The girl
— widl, anyhow, Presdent Tugwell is redly smart. He understands what the Japs are going to do.'
Anxioudy, she sad, 'It's dl right to talk about this, the Japs have let it be circulated in the Pacific. |
read that alot of them are reading it. It's popular in the Home Idands. It's stirred up alot of talk.'

Wyndam-Matson said, ‘Listen. What does he say about Pearl Harbor?

'President Tugwell is so smat tha he has al the ships out to sea. So the U.S. flegt isnt
destroyed. -

'| see!

'So, thereredly isn't any Pearl Harbor. They attack, but al they get is some little boats.

'It's called "The Grasshopper something?

"The Grasshopper Lies Heavy. That's a quote from the Bible.'

'‘And Japan is defeated because there's no Pearl Harbor. Listen. Japan would have won anyhow.
Even if there had been no Pearl Harbor.'

The U.S. fleet — in his book — keegps them from taking the Philippines and Audrdia’



"They would have taken them anyhow; their fleet was superior. | know the Japanese fairly well,
and it was heir destiny to assume dominance in the Pecific. The U.S. was on the decline ever snce
World War One. Every country on the Allied sde was ruined in that war, moraly and spiritualy.’

With stubbornness, the girl said, 'And if the Germans hadn't taken Mdta, Churchill would have
stayed in power and guided England to victory.'

'How? Where?
'In North Africa— Churchill would have defested Rommd findly.'
Wyndam-Matson guffawed.

'And once the British had defeated Rommd, they could move their whole amy back and up
through Turkey to join remnants of Russan amies and meke a stand-in the book, they hat the
Germans eastward advance into Russa at some town on the Volga We never heard of this town,
but it redlly exists because | looked it up in the atlas!

'What's it caled?

'Stdingrad. And the British turn the tide of the war, there. So, in the book, Romme never would
have linked up with those German armies that came down from Russa von Paulus amies
remember? And the Germans never would have been able to go on into the Middle East and get the
needed ail, or on into Indialike they did and link up with the Japanese. And — '

'No drategy on earth could have defested Erwin Rommd," Wyndam-Matson said. 'And no events
like this guy dreamed up, this town in Russa very heroicdly cdled 'Stalingrad,” no holding action
could have done any more than delay the outcome; it couldnt have changed it. Listen. | met
Rommel. In New York, when | was there on business, in 1948." Actualy, he had only seen the
Military Governor of the U.SAA. At a reception in the White House, and at a distance. "What a man.
Wheat dignity and bearing. So | know what I'm talking about," he wound up.

It was a dreadful thing, Rita said, ‘when Generd Romme was rdieved of his post and that
awful Lammers was gppointed in his place. That's when tha murdering and those concentration
camps really began.'

"They existed when Romme was Military Governor.'

‘But — ' She gestured. ‘It wasn't official. Maybe those SS hoodlums did those acts then . . . but he
wasn't like the rest of them; he was more like those old Prussians. He was harsh — '

T'll tell you who redlly did a good job in the U.SA.,;” Wyndam-Matson said, ‘who you can look to
for the economic revival. Albert Speer. Not Romme and not the Organization Todt. Speer was the
best appointment the Partel made in North America; he got al those businesses and corporations
and factories — everything ! — going again, and on an efficient bass | wish we had that out here
— as it is, weve got five outfits competing in each fidd, and a terrific waste. There's nothing more
foolish than economic competition.’

Rita sad, 'l couldn't live in those work camps, those dorms they have back East. A girl friend of
mine; she lived there. They censored her mall — she couldn't tell me about it until she moved back
out here again. They had to get up at six-thirty in the morning to band musc.'

'Youd get used to it. Youd have clean quarters, adequate food, recredtion, medica care
provided. What do you want? Egg in your beer?

Through the coal night fog of San Francisco, his big Germant made car moved quietly.

On the floor Mr. Tagomi s, his legs folded benesth him. He held a handldess cup of oolong
te, into which he blew now and then as he smiled up a Mr. Baynes.

'You have a lovely place here Baynes said presently. There is a peacefulness here on the Pacific
Coadt. It iscompletdly different from — back there.' He did not specify.



"God gpeaks to man in the Sign of the Arousing.” Mr. Tagomi murmured.
‘Pardon?

‘The oracle. I'm sorry. Fleece-seeking cortical response.’

Woolgathering, Baynes thought. That's the idiom he means. To himself he smiled.

'We are absurd,’ Mr. Tagomi sad, 'because we live by a five-thousand-year-old book. We set it
questions as if it were dive. It is dive. As is the Chrigtian Bible; many books are actudly dive. Not
in metaphoric fashion. Spirit animates it. Do you see? He ingpected Mr. Baynes face for his
reection.

Carefully phrasing his words, Baynes sad, 'I| — just don't know enough about religion. It's out of
my fied. | prefer to sick to subjects | have some competence in.' As a matter of fact, he was not
certain what Mr. Tagomi was talking about. | must be tired, Mr. Baynes thought. There has been,
gnce | got here this evening, a sort of . . . gnomish qudity about everything. A smdler-than-life
qudity, with a dash of the droll. What is this five-thousand-year-old book? The Mickey Mouse
watch, Mr. Tagomi himsdf, the fragile cup in Mr. Tagomi's hand . . . and, on the wal facing Mr.
Baynes, an enormous buffalo head, ugly and menacing.

'What is that head? he asked suddenly.

‘That, Mr. Tagomi sad, 'is nothing less than creasture which sustained the aborigind in bygone
days.'

'l see

'Shdl | demongrate art of buffao daying? Mr. Tagomi put his cup down on the table and rose to
his feet. Here in his own home in the evening he wore a silk robe, dippers, and white cravat. 'Here
am | aboard iron horse' He sguatted in the air. "Across lap, trusty Winchester rifle 1866 issue from
my collection." He glanced inquiringly & Mr. Baynes. 'Y ou are travel-stained, Sir.'

‘Afraid s0," Baynes said. 't is dl a little overwheming for me. A lot of busness worries  And
other worries, he thought. His head ached. He wondered if the fine |. G. Farben andgesics were
available here on the Pecific Coast; he had become accustomed to them for his sinus headaches.

'We mug dl have faith in something, Mr. Tagomi sad. 'We cannot know the answers. We
cannot see ahead, on our own.'

Mr. Baynes nodded.

'My wife may have something for your head, Mr. Tagomi said, seeing him remove his glasses
and rub his forehead. 'Eye muscles causing pain. Pardon me. Bowing, he left the room.

What | need is deep, Baynes thought. A night's rest. Or is it that I'm not facing the Stuation?
Shrinking, because it is hard.

When Mr. Tagomi returned — carrying a glass of water and some sort of pill — Mr. Baynes
sad, 'l redly am going to have to say good night and get to my hotd room. But | want to find out
something first. We can discuss it further tomorrow, if that's convenient with you. Have you been
told about athird party who isto join usin our discussions?

Mr. Tagomi's face registered surprise for an ingant; then the surprise vanished and he assumed a
cardess expresson. 'There was nothing said to that effect. However — it isinteresting, of course’

'From the Home Idands!’

'Ah," Mr. Tagomi said. And this time the surprise did not appear at dl. It was totaly controlled.

'‘An dderly retired busnessman,” Mr. Baynes sad. 'Who is journeying by ship. He has been on
hisway for two weeks, now. He has a prgjudice againg air travel.'

‘The quaint elderly,’ Mr. Tagomi said.



'His interests keep him informed as to the Home Idands markets. He will be able to give us
information, and he was coming to San Francisco for a vacation in any case It is not teribly
important. But it will make our talks more accurate.’

'Yes,' Mr. Tagomi said. 'He can correct errors regarding home market. | have been away two
years.'

'Did you want to give me that pill?

Starting, Mr. Tagomi glanced down, saw that he gill held the pill and water. 'Excuse me. This is
powerful. Cdled zaracane. Manufectured by drug firm in Didrict of China' As he hdd his pdm
out, he added, 'Nonhabit-forming.

"This old person,’ Mr. Baynes said as he prepared to take the pill, 'will probably contact your
Trade Misson direct. | will write down his name so that your people will know not to turn him
away. | have not met him, but | understand he's a little deaf and a little eccentric. We want to be
sure he doesn't become — miffed.” Mr. Tagomi seemed to understand. 'He loves rhododendrons.
Hell be happy if you can provide someone to talk to him about them for haf an hour or so, while
we arange our meeting. His name, | will write it down.'

Taking his pill, he got out his pen and wrote.

'Mr. Shinjiro Yatabe,' Mr. Tagomi read, accepting the dip of paper. He dutifully put it away in
his pocketbook.

‘One more point.’

Mr. Tagomi dowly picked & therim of his cup, listening.

'‘A ddicate trifle. The old gentleman — it is embarassng. He is dmog eighty. Some of his
ventures, toward the end of his career, were not successful. Do you see?

'Heis not well-off any longer,’ Mr. Tagomi said. 'And perhaps he draws a pension.’

That isit. And the penson is painfully small. He therefore augments it by means here and there!’

‘A violation of some petty ordinance’ Mr. Tagomi sad. The Home Government and its
bureaucratic officiddom. | gragp the Stuation. The old gentleman receves a dipend for his
consultation with us, and he does not report it to his Pension Board. So we must not reved his visit.
They are only aware that he takes a vacation.'

'Y ou are a sophisticate,’ Mr. Baynes said.

Mr. Tagomi said, This Stuaion has occurred before. We have not in our society solved the
problem of the aged, more of which persons occur congtantly as medical measures improve. China
teaches us rightly to honor the old. However, the Germans cause our neglect to seem close to
outright virtue. | understand they murder the old.’

The Germans,' Baynes murmured, again rubbing his forehead. Had the pill had an effect? He felt
alittle drowsy.

'Being from Scandinavia, you no doubt have had much contact with the Festung Europa For
ingance, you embarked at Tempelhof. Can one take an dtitude like this? You are a neutrd. Give
me your opinion, if you will.'

'l don't understand what attitude you mean,' Mr. Baynes said.

‘Toward the old, the sck, the feeble, the insane, the usdess in al vaiations. 'Of what use is a
newborn baby? some Anglo-Saxon philosopher reputedly asked. | have committed that utterance to
memory and contemplated it many times. Sir, thereisno use. In generd.’

Mr. Baynes murmured some sound or other; he made it the noise of noncommittal politeness.

lsn't it trug! Mr. Tagomi said, 'that no man should be the ingrument for another's needs? He
leaned forward urgently. 'Please give me your neutrd Scandinavian opinion.’

'l don't know," Mr. Baynes said.



‘During the war,” Mr. Tagomi sad, 'l held minor post in Didrict of China In Shangha. There, a
Hongkew, a setlement of Jews, interned by Imperid Government for duration. Kept aive by
JOINT relief. The Nazi minister & Shanghai requested we massacre the Jews. | recal my superiors
answer. It was, 'Such is not in accord with humanitarian consderaions” They reected the request
as barbaric. It impressed me!'

'l see’ Mr. Baynes murmured. Is he trying to draw me out? he asked himsdf. Now he fdt dert.
His wits seemed to come together.

The Jews,' Mr. Tagomi said, ‘were described aways by the Nazis as Asan and non-white. Sir,
the implication was never lost on personages in Japan, even among the War Cabinet. | have not
ever discussed this with Reich citizens whom | have encountered —

Mr. Baynes interrupted, 'Wdl, I'm not a German. So | can hardly spesk for Germany.' Standing,
he moved toward the door. 'l will resume the discussion with you tomorrow. Please excuse me. |
cannot think." But, as a matter of fact, his thoughts were now completely clear. | have to get out of
here, he redized. This man is pushing metoo far.

'Forgive dupidity of fanaticism,’ Mr. Tagomi sad, a once moving to open the door.
'Philosophica  involvement blinded me to authentic human fact. Here' He cdled something in
Japanese, and the front door opened. A young Japanese appeared, bowing dightly, glancing a Mr.
Baynes.

My driver, Mr. Baynes thought.

Perhaps my quixotic remarks on the Lufthansa flight, he thought suddenly. To that — whatever
his name was. Lotze. Got back to the Japanese here, somehow. Some connection.

| wish | hadn't said that to Lotze, he thought. | regret. But it's too late.

| am not the right person. Not at al. Not for this.

But then he thought. A Swede would say that to Lotze. It is dl right. Nothing has gone wrong; |
am being overly scrupulous. Carrying the habits of the previous Stuation into this. Actudly | can
do agood dedl of open talking. That isthe fact | have to adapt to.

And yet, his conditioning was absolutely againg it. The blood in his veins. His bones, his organs,
rebdled. Open your mouth, he said to himsdf. Something. Anything. An opinion. You mug, if you
are to succeed.

He sad, 'Perhaps they are driven by some desperate subconscious archetype, In the Jungian
sense!

Mr. Tagomi nodded. 'l have read Jung. | understand.’

They shook hands. 'I'll telephone you tomorrow morning,” Mr. Baynes said. 'Good night, sr.' He
bowed, and so did Mr. Tagomi.

The young smiling Japanese, depping forward, said something to Mr. Baynes which he could
not understand.

'Eh? Baynes said, as he gathered up his overcoat and stepped out onto the porch.

Mr. Tagomi sad, 'He is addressng you in Swedish, sr. He has taken a course a Tokyo
University on the Thirty Years War, and is fascinated by your great hero, Gustavus Adolphus.' Mr.
Tagomi smiled sympatheticaly. 'However, it is plain tha his attempts to magter so dien a linguistic
have been hopeless. No doubt he uses ane of those phonograph record courses; he is a student, and
such courses, being cheap, are quite popular with students.’

The young Japanese, obvioudy not understanding English, bowed and smiled.

'l see’ Baynes murmured. 'Wel, 1 wish him luck.! | have my own linguigic problems, he
thought. Evidently.



Good lord — the young Japanese student, while driving him to his hotel, would no doubt atempt
to converse with him in Swedish the entire way. A language which Mr. Baynes barely understood,
and then only when it was spoken in the mogt forma and correct manner, certainly not when
attempted by a young Japanese who tried to pick it up from a phonograph record course.

Hell never get through to me, Mr. Baynes thought. And hell keep trying, because this is his
chance; probably he will never see a Swede again. Mr. Baynes groaned inwardly. What an orded it
was going to be, for both of them.

6

Ealy in the morning, enjoying the cool, bright sunlight, Mrs. Juliana Frink did her grocery
shopping. She drolled aong the sdewak, carrying the two brown paper bags, hating a each store
to study the window displays. She took her time.

Wasn't there something she was supposed to pick up at the drugstore? She wandered in. Her shift
a the judo parlor did not begin until noon; this was her free time, today. Seating herself on a stool
at the counter she put down her shopping bags and began to go over the different magazines.

The new Life, she saw, had a big aticle cdled: TELEVISION IN EUROPE: GLIMPSE OF
TOMORROW. Turning to it, interested, she saw a picture of a German family watching televison
in their living room. Already, the aticle sad, there was four hours of image broadcast during the
day from Berlin. Someday there would be televison dations in dl the mgor European cities. And,
by 1970, one would be built in New Y ork.

The article showed Reich dectronic engineers a the New York gSte, helping the local personne
with their problems. It was easy to tdl which were the Germans. They had that hedthy, clean,
energetic, assured look. The Americans, on the other hand — they just looked like people. They
could have been anybody.

One of the German technicians could be seen pointing off somewhere, and the Americans were
trying to make out what he was pointing a. | guess their eyesight is better than ours, she decided.
Better diet over the lat twenty years. As weve been told; they can see things no one dse can.
Vitamin A, perhaps?

| wonder what it's like to St home in your living room and see the whole world on a little gray
glass tube. If those Nazis can fly back and forth between here and Mars, why can't they get
televison going? | think I'd prefer that, to watch those comedy shows, actualy see what Bob Hope
and Durante look like, than to walk around on Mars.

Maybe that's it, she thought as she put the magazine back on the rack. The Nazis have no sense
of humor, so why should they want teevison? Anyhow, they killed most of the redly great
comedians. Because most of them were Jewish. In fact, she redlized, they killed off most of the
entertainment field. | wonder how Hope gets away with what he says. Of course, he has to
broadcast from Canada. And it's a little freer up there. But Hope redly says things. Like the joke
about Goring. . . the one where Goring buys Rome and has it shipped to his mountain retrest and
then st up again. And revives Chridianity so his pet lions will have something to — 'Did you
want to buy that magazine, miss? the little dried-up old man who ran the drugstore cdled, with
suspicion.

Guiltily, she put down the Reader's Digest which she had begun to thumb through.

Agan drolling dong the sdewadk with her shopping bags, Juliana thought, Maybe Goring will
be the new Fuhrer when that Bormann dies. He seems sort of different from the others. The only



way that Bormann got it in the first place was to weasd in when Hitler redized how fast he was
going. Old Goring was off in his mountan palace. Gotring should have been Fuhrer after Hitler,
because it was his Luftwaffe that knocked out those English radar stations and then finished off the
RAF. Hitler would have had them bomb London, like they did Rotterdam.

But probably Goebbels will get it, she decided. That was what everyone sad. As long as that
awful Heydrich doesn't. HEd kill us al. Hesredlly bats.

The one | like, she thought, is that Badur von Schirach. He's the only one who looks normd,
anyhow. But he hasn't got a chance.

Turning, she ascended the steps to the front door of the old wooden building in which she lived.

When she unlocked the door of her gpartment she saw Joe Cinnaddla 4ill lying where she had
left him, in the center of the bed, on his somach, his arms dangling. He was till adeep.

No, she thought. He can't till be here; the truck's gone. Did he missit? Obvioudly.

Going into the kitchen, she set her grocery bags on the table among the breskfast dishes.

But did he intend to missit? she asked hersdlf. That's what | wonder.

What a peculiar man . . . he had been so active with her, going on dmog dl night. And yet it had
been as if he were not actudly there, doing it but never being aware. Thoughts on something ese,
maybe.

From habit, she began putting food away in the old G.E. turret-top refrigerator. And then she
began clearing the breakfast table.

Maybe he's done it so much, she decided. It's second nature; his body makes the mations, like
mine now as | put these plates and dlver in the snk. Could do it with three-fifths of his brain
removed, like theleg of afrog in biology class.

'Hey,' she caled. 'Wake up.’

In the bed, Joe stirred, snorted.

'Did you hear the Bob Hope show the other night? she cdled. 'He told this redly funny joke, the
one where this German mgor is interviewing some Martians. The Martians can't provide racid
documentation about their grandparents being Aryan, you know. So the German magor reports back
to Belin tha Mars is populated by Jews' Coming into the living room where Joe lay in the bed,
she said, 'And they're about one foot tall, and have two heads . . . you know how Bob Hope goes
on.'

Joe had opened his eyes He sad nothing; he stared a her unwinkingly. His chin, black with
stubble, his dark, achefilled eyes.. . . she also became quiet, then.

'What is it? she said at last. 'Are you afraid? No, she thought; that's Frank who's afraid. This is
— | don't know what.

‘Therig went on,' Joe said, Sitting up.

'What are you going to do? She seated hersdf on the edge of the bed, drying her arms and hands
with the dish towd.

I'll catch him on the return. He won't say anything to anybody; he knows I'd do the same for
him.

'Y ou've done this before? she asked.

Joe did not answer. Y ou meant to missit, Jdianasad to hersdf. | cantell; dl at oncel know.

'Suppose he takes another route back? she said.

'He dways take Fifty. Never Forty. He had an accident on Forty once; some horses got out in the
road and he plowed into them. In the Rockies' Picking up his clothes from the chair he began to
dress.

'How old are you, Joe? she asked as she contemplated his naked body.



‘Thirty-four.'

Then, she thought, you must have been in the war. She saw no obvious physicd defects, he had,
in fact, quite a good, lean body, with long legs. Joe, seeing her scrutiny, scowled and turned away.
'Cant | watch? she asked, wondering why not. All night with him, and then this modesty. ‘Are we
bugs? she said. 'We can't stand the sight of each other in the daylight — we have to squeeze into
the wals?

Grunting sourly, he started toward the bathroom in his underpants and socks, rubbing his chin.

This is my home, Juliana thought. I'm letting you stay here, and yet you won't dlow me to look
a you. Why do you want to day, then? She followed after him, into the bathroom; he had begun
running hot water in the bowl, to shave.

On hisarm, she saw atattoo, a blue letter C.

'What's that? she asked. 'Y our wife? Connie? Corinne?

Joe, washing his face, said, 'Cairo.’

What an exatic name, she thought with envy. And then she fet hersdf flush. I'm redly supid,
she sad. An ltdian, thirty-four years old, from the Nazi part of the world-. . . he had been in the
war, dl right. But on the Axis sde. And he had fought a Cairo; the tattoo was their bond, the
Geman and Itdian veterans of that campaign — the defeat of the British and Audrdian amy
under Generd Gott at the hands of Rommed and his Afrika Korps.

She left the bathroom, returned to the living room and began making the bed; her hands flew.

In a neat stack on the chair lay Jo€'s possessons, clothes and smdl suitcase, persond articles.
Among them she noticed a velvet-covered box, a little like a glasses case; picking it up, she opened
it and peeked insde.

You certainly did fight at Cairo, she thought as she gazed down at the Iron Cross Second Class
with the word and the date — June 10, 1945 — engraved at its top. They didnt dl get this, only the
vadiant ones. | wonder what you did . . . you were only seventeen years old, then.

Joe appeared at the door of the bathroom just as she lifted the meda from its velvet box; she
became aware of him and jumped guiltily. But he did not seem angry.

'l was just looking at it Juliana said. 'I've never seen one before. Did Romme pin it on you
himsdf?

'Genefd Bayerlarn gave them out. Romme had aready been transferred to England, to finish up
there’ His voice was cdm. But his hand once more had begun the monotonous pawing a his
forehead, fingers digging into his scadp in tha combing motion which seemed to be a chronic
nervoustic.

'Would you tell me about it? Juliana asked, as he returned to the bathroom and his shaving.

As he shaved and, after that, bok a long hot shower, Joe Cinnadella told her a little; nothing like
the sort of account she would have liked to hear. His two older brothers had served in the Ethiopian
campaign, while he, a thirteen had been in a Fascig youth organization in Milan, his home town.
Later, his brothers had joined a crack artillery battery, that of Mgor Ricardo Pardi, and when
World War Two began, Joe had been able to join them. They had fought under Graziani. Their
equipment, especidly ther tanks, had been dreadful. The British had shot them down, even senior
officers, like rabbits. Doors of the tanks had to be held shut with sandbags during battle, to keep
them from flying open. Mgor Pardi, however, had reclamed discarded atillery shels, polished
and greased them, and fired them; his battery had hdted General Wavell' s grest desperate tank
advanced in '43.

'Are your brothers dill dive? Juliana asked.



His brothers had been killed in '44, strangled with wire by British commandos, the Long Range
Desert Group which had operated behind Axis lines and which had become especidly fanatic
during the last phases of the war when it was clear that the Allies could not win.

'How do you fed about the British now? she asked haltingly.

Joe said, 'I'd like to see them do to England what they did in Africa’ Histone wasflat.

‘But it's been — eghteen years' Juliana sad. 'I know the British especidly did terrible things.
But—

They tak about the things the Nazis did to the Jews,” Joe said. 'The British have done worse. In
the Battle of London." He became dlent. Those fire wegpons, phosphorus and ail; | saw a few of
the German troops, afterward. Boat after boat burned to a cinder. Those pipes under the water —
turned the sea to fire. And on civilian populaions, by those mass fire-bombing raids that Churchill
thought were going to save the war a the last moment. Those terror attacks on Hamburg and Essen
and—'

‘Let's not talk about it,’ Juliana said. In the kitchen, she started cooking bacon; she turned on the
andl white plagtic Emerson radio which Frank had given her on her birthday. Il fix you
something to eet.’ She dided, trying to find some light, pleasant music.

'Look at this' Joe said. In the living room, he sat on the bed, his smal suitcase besde him; he
had opened it and brought out a ragged, bent book which showed sgns of much handling. He
grinned a Juliana. 'Come here. You know what somebody says? This man — ' He indicated the
book. This is very funny. Sit down." He took hold of her arm, drew her down beside him. 'l want to
read to you. Suppose they had won. What would it be like? We don't have to worry; this man has
done dl the thinking for us' Opening the book, Joe began turning pages dowly. The British
Empire woud control dl Europe. All the Mediteranean. No Itay a al. No Germany, either.
Bobbiesand those funny little soldiersin tal fur hats, and the king asfar asthe Volga'

Inalow voice, Julianasaid, 'Would that be so bad?

'Y ou read the book?

'No," she admitted, peering to see the cover. She had heard about it, though; a lot of people were
reading it. '‘But Frank and | — my former husband and | — often talked about how it would have
been if the Allies had won the war.

Joe did not seem to hear her; he was staring down at the copy of The Grasshopper Lies Heavy.
'And in this he went on, 'you know how it is that England wins? Beets the Axis?

She shook her heed, feding the growing tenson of the man besde her. His chin now had begun
to quiver; he licked his lips agan and again, dug a his scdp . . . when he spoke his voice was
hoarse.

'He has Italy betray the Axis,' Joe said.

"Oh," she said.

Ity goes over to the Allies Joins the Anglo-Saxons and opens up what he cdls the 'soft
underbelly’ of Europe. But that's naturd for him to think that. We dl know the cowardly Itdian
Army that ran every time they saw the British. Drinking vino. Happy-go-lucky, not made for
fighting. This fdlow — ' Joe closed the book, turned it around to study the back cover. ‘Abendsen. |
dont blame him. He writes this fantasy, imagines how the world would be if the Axis had log.
How else could they lose except by Itdy being a traitor? His voice grated. The Duce — he was a
clown; wedl know that."

'| have to turn the bacon.' She did away from him and hurried back to the kitchen.



Following after her, gill carrying the book, Joe went on, '‘And the U.S. comes in. After it licks
the Japs. And after the war, the U.S. and Britain divide the world. Exactly like Germany and Japan
did inredity.

Juliana said, 'Germany, Japan, and Italy.' He stared at her.

'You left out Italy. She faced him cdmly. Did you forget, too? she sad to hersdf. Like
everybody ds2? Thelittle empire in the Middle East . . . the musica-comedy New Rome.

Presently she served him a platter of bacon and eggs, toast and marmaade, coffee. He ate
reedily.

'What did they serve you in North Africa? she asked as she, t0o, seated hersdlf.

Joe said, 'Dead donkey.'

‘That's hideous.’

With a twisted grin, Joe sad, 'Asino Morte. The bully beef cans had the initids AM stamped on
them. The Germans cdled it Alter Mann. Old Man.' He resumed his rapid eating.

| would like to read this, Juliana thought as she reached to take the book from under Joe's arm.
Will he be here that long? The book had grease on it; pages were torn. Finger marks dl over it.
Read by truck drivers on the long haul, she thought. In the one-am beaneries late a night . . . I'll
bet youre a dow reader, she thought. I'll bet youve been poring over this book for weeks, if not
months.

Opening the book at random, she read:

now in his old age he viewed tranquillity, domain such as the ancients would have coveted but
not comprehended, ships from the Crimea to Madrid, and al the Empire, dl with the same coin,
gpeech, flag. The great old Union Jack dipping from sunrise to sunset: it had been fulfilled & lagt,
that about the sun and the flag.

The only book | carry around,” Juliana said, ‘isnt actudly a book; it's the oracle, the | Ching —
Frank got me hooked on it and | use it dl the time to decide. | never let it out of my sght. Ever.
She closed the copy of The Grasshopper. 'Want to see it? Want to useit?

'No,' Joe said.

Regting her chin on her folded arms on the table surface and gazing a him sSdeways, she sad,
'Have you moved in here permanently? And what are you up to? Brooding over the inaults, the
danders. You petrify me, she thought, with your hatred of life But — you have something. You're
like a little animd, not important but smart. Studying his limited, clever dark face she thought, How
could | ever have imagined you as younger than me? But even that's true, your childishness;, you
are gill the baby brother, worshiping your two older brothers and your Mgor Pardi and Generd
Rommel, panting and sweeting to bresk loose and get the Tommies. Did they actudly garrote your
brothers with loops of wire? We heard that, the arocity stories and photos released after the war . . .
She shuddered. But the British commandos were brought to trid and punished long ago.

The radio had ceased playing music; there seemed to be a news program, racket of shortwave
from Europe. The voice faded and became garbled. A long pause, nothing a dl. Just slence. Then
the Denver announcer, -very clear, close by. She reached to turn the diad, but Joe stopped her hand.

". .. news of Chancelor Bormann's death shocked a stunned Germany which had been assured
asrecently asyesterday . . .

She and Joe jumped to their feet.
. . . dl Rechs dations cancded scheduled programs and listeners, heard the solemn drains of
the chorus of the SS Divison Das Reich raised in the anthem of the Parte, the Horst Wessel Lied.



Later, in Dresden, where the acting Partei Secretary and chiefs of the Sicherhetsdiendt, the nationa
security police which replaced the Gestapo following . . .
Joe turned the volume up.

' ... reorganizaion of the government a the indigetion of the late Reichsfuhrer Himmler, Albert
Speer and others, two weeks of officid mourning were declared, and dready many shops and
businesses have closed, it was reported. As yet no word has come as to the expected convening of
the Reichstag, the forma parliament of the Third Reich, whose approva isrequired. . .

'It'll be Heydrich,' Joe said.

I wish it would be that big blond fellow, that Schirach,” she said. 'Chrigt, s0 he findly died. Do

you think Schirach has a chance?

'No," Joe said shortly.

'Maybe therell be a civil war now," she sad. 'But those guys are s0 old now. Goring and
Goebbels — dl those old Party boys!

Theradiowas saying, '. . . reeched a hisretreat in the Alps near Brenner

Joe said, Thisll be Fat Hermann.'

... sad merely that he was grief-gricken by the loss not only of a soldier and patriot and faithful
Partel Leader, but adso, as he has said many times over, of a persond friend, whom, one will recal,
he backed in the interregnum dispute shortly after the war when it gppeared for a time that eements
hodtile to Herr Bormann's ascension to supreme authority — '

Juliana shut the radio off.

‘They're just babbling," she said. 'Why do they use words like that? Those terrible murderers are
talked about as if they were like the rest of us'!

They are like us' Joe said. He reseated himself and once more ae, There isn't anything they've
done we wouldn't have done if wed been in their places. They saved the world from Communism.
Wed beliving under Red rule now, if it wasn't for Germany. We'd be worse off.’

"Yourejust talking," Juliana said. 'Like the radio. Babbling.'

I been living under the Nazis' Joe sad. ‘| know what it's like. Is tha just tak, to live twelve,
thirteen years — longer than that — amogt fifteen years? | got a work card from OT; | worked for
Organization Todt snce 1947, in North Africa and the U.SA. Ligen' He jabbed his finger at her. 'l
got the Itdian genius for earthworks, OT gave me a high rating. | wasn't shoveling asphdt and
mixing concrete for the autobahns. | was helping design. Engineer. One day Doctor Todt came by
and inspected what our work crew did. He sai4 to me, "You got good hands' That's a big moment,
Juliana. Dignity of labor; they're not talking only words. Before them, the Nazis, everyone looked
down on manua jobs, mysdf, too. Aristocratic. The Labor Front put an end to that. | seen my own
hands for the firg time' He spoke so swiftly that his accent began to take over; she had trouble
understanding him. 'We dl lived out there in the woods, in Upper State New York, like brothers,
Sang songs. Marched to work. Spirit of the war, only rebuilding, not bresking down. Those were
the best days of dl, rebuilding after the war — fing, dean, long-lagting rows of public buildings
block by block, whole new downtown, New York and Batimore. Now of course that work's past.
Big cartdls like New Jersey Krupp and Sohnen running the show. But that's not Nazi; that's just old
European powerful. Worse, you hear? Nazis like Romme and Todt a million times better men than
indugtridigts like Krupp and bankers, al those Prussans ought to have been gassed. All those
gentlemen in vests!

But, Juliana thought, those gentlemen in vests are in forever. And your idolss Rommd and
Doctor Todt; they just came in after hodilities, to clear the rubble, build the autobahns, Sart



industry humming. They even let the Jews live, lucky surprise — amnesty so the Jews could pitch
in. Until '49, anyhow. . . and then good-bye Todt and Rommd, retired to graze.

Dont | know? Juliana thought. Didn't | hear dl about it from Frank? You can't tell me anything
about lifeunder the Nazis, my husband was — is — a Jew. | know that Doctor Todt wes the most
modest, gentle man that ever lived;, | know al he wanted to do was provide work — honest,
reputable work — for the millions of blesk-eyed, despairing American men and women picking
through the ruins after the war. | know he wanted to see medicd plans and vacation resorts and
adequate housing for everyone, regardless of race; he was a builder, not a thinker. . . and in most
cases he managed to create what he had wanted — he actualy got it. But .

A preoccupation, in the back of her mind, now rose decidedly. ‘Joe. This Grasshopper book; isn't
it banned in the East Coast?

He nodded.

'How could you be reading it, then? Something about it worried her. 'Don't they ill shoot
peoplefor reading — '

"It depends on your racia group. On the good old armband.’

That was 0. Says, Poles, Puerto Ricans, were the most limited as to what they could reed, do,
ligen to. The AngloSaxons had it much better; there was public education for their children, and
they could go to libraries and museums and concerts. But even so. . . The Grasshopper was not
merdly classfied; it was forbidden, and to everyone.

Joesad, 'l read it inthetailet. | hiditinapillow. Infact, | read it because it was banned.’

'You're very brave, she said.

Doubtfully he said, "Y ou mean that sarcagticaly?

'No.'

He relaxed a little. 'It's easy for you people here; you live a safe, purposdess life, nothing to do,
nothing to worry about. Out of the sream of events, left over from the past; right? His eyes
mocked her.

'You're killing yoursdf,' she sad, ‘with cynicism. Your idols got taken away from you one by
one and now you have nothing to give your love to.,, She held his fork toward him; he accepted it.
Eat, she thought. Or give up even the biological processes.

As he ate, Joe nodded at the book and said, 'That Abendsen lives around here, according to the
cover. In Cheyenne. Gets perspective on the world from such a safe spot, wouldn't you guess? Read
what it ways, read it aloud.’

Taking the book, she read the back part of the jacket. 'He's an ex-service man. He was in the U.
S. Marine Corps in World War Two, wounded in England by a Nazi Tiger tank. A sergeant. It says
hel's got practicdly a fortress that he writes in, guns dl over the place Setting the book down, she
sad, 'And it doesnt say s0 here, but | heard someone say that he's dmost a sort of paranoid;
charged barbed wire around the place, and it's set in the mountains. Hard to get to.'

'Maybe he's right,' Joe said, to live like that, after writing that book. The German bigwigs hit the
roof when they read it.'

'He was living that way before; he wrote the book there. His place is cdled — ' She glanced at
the book jacket. The High Castle. That's his pet name for it.'

"They won't get him," Joe said, chewing rapidly. 'He's on the lookout. Smart.

She said, 'l believe he's got a lot of courage to write that book. If the Axis had lost the war, we'd
be able to say and write anything we wanted, like we used to; we'd be one country and wed have a
far legd sysem, the same onefor dl of us'

To her surprise, he nodded reasonably to that.



'l don't understand you," she said. 'What do you believe? What is it you want? You defend those
mongters, those freaks who daughtered the Jews, and then you — ' Despairing, she caught hold of
him by the ears; he blinked in surprise and pain as she rose to her feet, tugging him up with her.

They faced each other, wheezing, neither able to spesk.

'Let mefinish thismed you fixed for me,' Joe said at last.

'Won't you say? You wont tel me? You do know what it is, yoursdf; you undersand and you
just go on edting, pretending you don't have any idea what | mean.” She let go of his ears, they had
been twisted until they were now bright red.

'Empty talk, Joe said. ‘It doesn't matter. Like the radio, what you said of it. You know the old
brownshirt term for people who spin philosophy? Eierkopf. Egghead. Because the big double-
domed empty heads break so eadily . . . in the Street brawls!’

If you fed like that about me' Juliana sad, ‘why dont you go on? What are you staying here
for?

His enigmatic grimace chilled her.

| wish | had never let him come with me, she thought. And now it's too late; | know | can't get rid
of im — he's too strong.

Something terrible is hgppening, she thought. Coming out of him. And | seem to be helping it.

'What's the matter? He reached out, chucked her beneath the chin, stroked her neck, put his
fingers under her shirt and pressed her shoulders affectionately. 'A mood. Your problem — Il
andyzeyou free!

"They'll cdl you a Jew analyst.' She amiled feebly. ‘Do you want to wind up in an oven?

'Y ou're scared of men. Right?

'l don't know.'

It was possible to tell last night. Only because | — ' He cut his sentence off. 'Because | took
gpecid care to notice your wants.'

‘Because you've gone to bed with so many girls,’ Juliana said, 'that's what you started to say.’

‘But | know I'm right. Listen; I'll never hurt you, Juliana. On my mother's body — | give you my
word. Il be specidly considerate, and if you want to make an issue out of my experience — Il
give you the advantage of that. Youll lose your jitters, | can relax you and improve you, in not very
much time, ether. You've just had bad luck.’

She nodded, cheered a bit. But she gtill fet cold and sad, and she till did not know quite why.

To begin his day, Mr. Nobusuke Tagomi took a moment to be aone. He sat in his office in the
Nippon Times Building and contemplated.

Already, before he had left his house to come to his office, he had received Ito's report on Mr.
Baynes. There was no doubt in the young student's mind; Mr. Baynes was not a Swede. Mr. Baynes
was most certainly a German nationd.

But Ito's ability to handle Germanic languages had never impressed either the Trade Missons or
the Tokkoka, the Japanese secret police. The fool possbly has sniffed out nothing to spesk of, Mr.
Tagomi thought to himsdf. Madadroit enthusiasm, combined with romantic doctrines. Detect,
aways with suspicion.

Anyhow, the conference with Mr. Baynes and the dderly individud from the Home Idands
would begin soon, in due course, whatever nationa Mr. Baynes was. And Mr. Tagomi liked the
man. That was, he decided, conceivably the basc tdent of the man highly placed — such as
himsdf. To know a good man when he met him. Intuition about people. Cut through dl ceremony
and outward form. Penetrate to the heart. -



The heart, locked within two yin lines of black passon. Strangled, sometimes, and yet, even
then, the light of yang, the flicker a the center. | like him, Mr. Tagomi sad to himsdf. German or
Swede. | hope the zaracaine helped his headache. Must recal to inquire, firgt off the bat.

His desk intercom buzzed.

'No," he said brusquely into it. 'No discussion. Thisis moment for Inner Truth. Introverson.’

From the tiny spesker Mr. Ramsgy's voice: 'Srr, news has just come from the press sarvice
below. The Reichs Chancellor is dead. Martin Bormann." Ramsey's voice popped off. Silence.

Mr. Tagomi thought, Cancd dl business for today. He rose from his desk and paced rapidly back
and forth, pressng his hands together. Let me see. Digpatch at once forma note to Reichs Consul.
Minor item; subordinate can accomplish. Deep sorrow, etc. All Japan joins with German people in
this sad hour. Then? Become vitdly receptive. Mugt be in postion to receive informaion from
Tokyo ingtantly.

Pressing the intercom button he said, 'Mr. Ramsey, be sure we are through to Tokyo. Tell the
switchboard girls, be dert. Must not miss communication.'

'Yes, dr,' Mr. Ramsey said.

'l will be in my office from now on. Thwart dl routine matters. Turn back any and dl cdlers
whose businessis cusomary.’

'Sr?

'My hands must be free in case sudden activity is needed.’

'Yessr.!

Hdf an hour later, a nine, a message arived from the highest-ranking Imperid Government
officid on the West Coad, the Japanese Ambassador to the Pacific States of America, the
Honorable Baron L. B. Kademakule. The Foreign Office had caled an extraordinary sesson at the
embassy building on Sutter Street, and each Trade Misson was to send a highly placed personage
to attend. In this case, it meant Mr. Tagomi himsdif.

There was no time to change clothes. Mr. Tagomi hurried to the express eevator, descended to
the ground floor, and a moment later was on his way by Misson limousine, a black 1940 Cadillac
driven by an experienced uniformed Chinese chauffeur.

At the embassy building he found other dignitaries cars parked roundabout, a dozen in dl.
Highly placed worthies, some of whom he knew, some of whom were strangers to him, could be
seen ascending the wide steps of the embassy building, filing on indde. Mr. Tagomi's chauffeur
held the door open, and he stepped out quickly, gripping his briefcase, it was empty, because he
had no papers to bring — but it was essentid to avoid appearance of being mere spectator. He
grode up the gteps in a manner suggesting a vitd role in the happenings, dthough actudly he had
not even been told what this meeting would cover.

Smadl knots of personages had gathered; murmured discussons in the lobby. Mr. Tagomi joined
severd individuas whom he knew, nodding his head and looking — with them — solemn.

An embassy employee appeared presently and directed them into a large hdl. Chairs setup,
folding type All persons filed in, sested themsdves slently except for coughing and shuffling.
Tak had ceased.

Toward the front a gentleman with handful of pepers, making way up to dightly raised table.
Striped pants: representative from Foreign Office.

Bit of confusion. Other personages, discussing in low tones; heads bowed together.

'Sirs,’ the Foreign Office person said in loud, commanding voice. All eyes fixed then on him. 'As
you know, the Rechskanzler is now confirmed as dead. Officid dSaement from Belin. This
mesting, which will not last long — you will soon be able to go back to your offices — is for



purposes of informing you of our evauation of severd contending factions in German politicd life
who can now be expected to sep forth and engage in no-holds-barred disputation for spot
evacuated by Herr Bormann.

‘Briefly, the notables. The foremost, Hermann Goring. Bear with familiar details, please.

The Fat One, so-cdled, due to body, origindly courageous ar ace in Firsd World War, founded
Gestapo and held post in Prussan Government of vast power. One of the mogt ruthless early Nazis,
yet later sybaritic excesses gave rise to misguiding picture of amiable wine-tippling dispogtion
which our government urges you to rgect. This man dthough sad to be unhedthy, possbly even
morbidly s0 in terms of appetites, resembles more the sdlf-gratifying ancient Roman Caesars whose
power grew rather than abated as age progressed. Lurid picture of this person in toga with pet lions,
owning immense cedle filled with trophies and at objects, is no doubt accurate. Freight trains of
dolen vaduables made way to his private edtates over military needs in watime. Our evauation:
this man craves enormous power, and is capable of obtaining it. Most sdf-indulgent of dl Nazis
and is in shap contragt to late H. Himmler, who lived in persond want & low sday. Herr Goring
representative of gpoils mentdity, usng power as means of acquiring persond wedth. Priinitive
mentdity, even vulgar, but quite intdligent man, possbly mos intdligent of dl Nazi chiefs Object
Of his drives, sdf-glorification in ancient emperor fashion.

‘Next. Hear J Goebbes. Suffered polio in youth. Origindly Catholic. Brilliant orator, writer,
flexible and fanatic mind, witty, urbane, cosmopolitan. Much active with ladies Elegart. Educated.
Highly capable Does much work; dmost frenzied managerid drive. Is sad never to red.
Muchrespected personage. Can be charming, but is said to have rabid stresk unmatched by other
Nazi's ldeologicd orientation suggesting medievd Jesuitic viewpoint exacerbated by post-
Romantic Germanic nihilism. Conddered sole authentic intdlectua of the Partei. Had ambitions to
be playwright in youth. Few friends. Not liked by subordinates, but nevertheess highly polished
product of many best dements in European culture. Not sdf-grdification, is underlying ambition,
but power for its use purely. Organizationa attitude in classic Prussan State sense.

'Herr R. Heydrich.'

The Foreign Office officid paused, glanced up and around & them al. Then resumed.

'Much younger individud than above, who helped origind Revolution in 1932. Career man with
dite SS. Subordinate of H. Himmler, may have played role in Himmler's not yet fully explained
death in 1948, Officidly diminated other contestants within police gpparatus such as A. Eichinann,
W. Schelenberg, et d. This man sad to be feared by many Pate people. Responsble for
contralling Wehrmacht dements after close of hodilities in famous clash between police and amy
which led to reorganization of governmental gpparatus, out of dl this the NSDAP emerging victor.
Supported M. Bormann throughout. Product of elite training and yet anterior to so-cdled SS Castle
gystem. Sad to be devoid of affective mentdity in traditiond sense. Enigmatic in terms of drive.
Possbly may be sad to have view of society which holds human struggle to be series of games,
peculiar quesscientific detachment found aso in cetan technologica circles. Not paty to
ideological disputes. Summation: can be cdled mos modem in mentdity; post-enlightenment type,
digpensing with so-caled necessary illusons such as bdief in God, eic. Meaning of this so-cdled
redigic mentaity cannot be fathomed by socid scientists in Tokyo, so this man must be considered
a question mark. However, notice of resemblance to deterioration of affectivity in pathologica
schizophrenia should be made.’

Mr. Tagomi fdt ill as he listened.

‘Bddur von Schirach. Former head of Hitler Youth. Consdered idedist. Persondly attractive in
aopearance, but consdered not highly experienced or competent. Sincere believer in gods of



Patel. Took responghility for draining Mediterranean and reclaming of huge areas of farmland.
Also mitigated vicious policies of racid exterminaion in Savic lands in ealy fifties Pled case
directly to German people for remnant of Savic peoples to exist on resarvationlike closed regions
in Heartland area. Cdled for end of certain forms of mercy killings and medicd experimentation,
but falled here.

'Doctor Seyss-Inquart. Former Audtrian Nazi, now in charge of Reich colonid aress, responsble
for colonid policies. Possbly most hated man in Reich territory. Sad to have ingigated mogt if not
al repressve measures deding with conquered peoples. Worked with Rosenberg for ideological
victories of mogt darming grandiose type, such as datempt to derilize entire Russan population
remaining after close of hodilities. No facts for certain on this, but consdered to be one of severd
responsible for decison to make holocaust of African continent thus creating genocide conditions
for Negro population. Possibly closest in temperament to origina Fuhrer, A. Hitler.'

The Foreign Office spokesman ceased his dry, dow recitation.

Mr. Tagomi thought, | think | am going med.

| have to get out of here; | am having an attack. My body is throwing up things or spurting them
out — | am dying. He scrambled to his feet, pushed down the aide past other chairs and people. He
could hardly see. Get to lavatory. Heran up the aide.

Severd heads turned. Saw him. Humiliation. Sick a important meeting. Lost place. He ran on,
through the open door held by embassy employee.

At once the panic ceased. His gaze ceased to swim; he saw objects once more. Stable floor,
wadls.

Attack of vertigo. Middle-ear malfunction, no doubt.

He thought, Diencephalon, ancient brainstem, acting up.

Some organic momentary breakdown.

Think dong reassuring lines. Recdl order of world. What to draw on? Religion? He thought,
Now a gavotte perform sedately. Capital both, capital both; you've caught it nicely. Thisisthe style
of thing precisely. Small form of recognizable world, Gondoliers. G.&S. He shut his eyes, imagined
the D'Oyle Carte Company as he had seen them on their tour after the war. The finite, finite world .

An embassy employee, a his elbow, saying, 'Sir, can | give you assstance?

Mr. Tagomi bowed, 'l am recovered.’

The other's face, cdm, consderate. No derison. They are dl laughing a me, possbly? Mr.
Tagomi thought. Down underneath?

Thereisevil! It'sactud like cement.

| can't believe it. | cant sand it. Evil is not a view. He wandered about the lobby, hearing the
traffic on Sutter Street, the Foreign Office sookesman addressng the meeting. All our religion is
wrong. What'll 1 do? he asked himsdf. He went to the front door of the embassy; an employee
opened it, and Mr. Tagomi waked down the steps to the path. The parked cars. His own.
Chauffeurs sanding.

It's an ingredient in us. In the world. Poured over us, filtering into our bodies, minds, hearts, into
the pavement itsdlf.

Why?

We're blind moles. Cregping through the soil, feding with our shouts We know nothing. |
percaeived this .. . . now | don't know where to go. Screech with fear, only. Run away.

Aitiful.



Laugh a me, he thought as he saw the chauffeurs regarding him as he waked to his car. Forgot
my briefcase. Left it back there, by my chair. All eyes on him as he nodded to his chauffeur. Door
held open; he crept into his car.

Take me to the hospita, he thought. No, take me back to the office. ‘Nippon Times Building.' he
sad doud. 'Drive dowly." He watched the city, the cars, stores, tal buildings, now, very modern.
People. All the men and women, going on their separate businesses.

When he reached his office he instructed Mr. Ramsey to contact one of the other Trade Missions,
the Non-Ferrous Ores Misson, and to request that their representative to the Foreign Office
meseting contact him on his return.

Shortly before noon, the call came through.

'Possibly you noticed my distress at meeting,’ Mr. Tagomi said into the phone. ‘It was no doubt
papableto dl, especidly my hegty flight.".

'I saw nothing, the Non-Ferrous man said. ‘But after the meeting | did not see you and wondered
what had become of you.'

'Y ou are tectful,” Mr. Tagomi said bleskly.

'Not a dl. | am sure everyone was too wrapped up in the Foreign Office lecture to pay heed to
any other consderation. As to what occurred after your departure — did you stay through the
rundown of aspirantsin the power struggle? That comes firet.'

'l heard to the part about Doctor Seyss-Inquart.’

'Following that, the spesker dilated on the economic Stuation over there. The Home Idands take
the view that Germany's scheme to reduce the populations of Europe and Northern Asa to the
datus of daves — plus murdering dl intdlectuas, bourgeois dements, patriotic youth and what not
— has been an economic catasirophe. Only the formidable technologica achievements of German
science and industry have saved them. Miracle weapons, so to speak.’

'Yes' Mr. Tagomi said. Seated at his desk, holding the phone with one hand, he poured himsdf a
cup of hot tea. 'As did their miracle wegpons V-one and V-two and their jet fightersin the war.'

It is a deght-of-hand business, the Non-Ferrous Ores man said. ‘Mainly, their uses of atomic
energy have kept things together. And the diverson of their circus-like rocket travel to-Mars and
Venus. He pointed out that for dl ther thrilling import, such traffic have yidded nothing of
economic worth.'

‘But they are dramatic,’ Mr. Tagomi said.

'His prognosis was gloomy. He feds that most high-placed Nazis are refusing to face facts vis-&
vis their economic plight. By doing o, they accelerate the tendency toward grester tour de force
adventures, less predictability, less stability in generd. The cycde of manic enthusasm, then fear,
then Pate solutions of a desperate type — wadl, the point he got across was tha dl this tends to
bring the most irresponsible and reckless aspirants to the top.’

Mr. Tagomi nodded.

'So we must presume that the wordt, rather than the best, choice will be made, The ®ber and
responsible dements will be defeated in the present clash.'

'Who did he say was the worst? Mr. Tagomi said.

'R. Heydrich. Doctor Seyss-Inquart. H. Goring. In the Imperid Government's opinion.'

'‘And the best?

'Possibly B. von Schirach and Doctor Goebbels. But on that he was less explicit.’

'Anything more?

'He told us that we mugt have faith in the Emperor and the Cabinet at this time more than ever.
That we can look toward the Palace with confidence.’



"Was there a moment of respectful silence?

'Yes!'

Mr. Tagomi thanked the NonFerrous Ores man and rang off.

As he sa drinking his tea, the intercom buzzed. Miss Ephrelkian's voice came 'Sir, you had
wanted to send a message to the German consul.” A pause. 'Did you wish to dictate it to me at this
time?

That is o, Mr. Tagomi redized. | had forgotten. 'Come into the office," he said.

Presently she entered, smiling a him hopefully. 'Y ou are feding better, Sr?

'Yes. An injection of vitamins has helped. He consdered. 'Recal to me. What is the German
consul's name?

'| havethat, gir. Freiherr Hugo Reiss!

'Mein Herr, Mr. Tagomi began. 'Shocking news has arrived that your leader, Herr Martin
Bormann, has succumbed. Tears rise to my eyes as | write these words. When | recdl the bold
deeds perpetrated by Her Bormann in securing the sdvaion of the German people from her
enemies both a home and abroad, as well as the soul-shaking measures of sternness meted out to
the shirkers and traitors who would betray al mankind's vison of the cosmaos, into which now the
blond-haired blue-eyed Nordic races have after aeons plunged in their — ' He stopped. There was
no way to finish. Miss Ephreikian stopped her tape recorder, waiting.

"These are great times,' he said.

'Should | record that, Sir? Isthat the message? Uncertainly she started up her machine.

'l was addressing you," Mr. Tagomi said.

She amiled.

'Play my utterances back,' Mr. Tagomi said.

The tape transport soun. Then he heard his voice, tiny and metdlic, issuing from the two-inch
spesker. . . . perpetrated by Herr Bormann in securing the savation. . " He listened to the insectlike
squesk asit rambled on. Cortica flappings and scrapings, he thought.

I have the concluson,” he said, when the transport ceased turning. 'Determination to exhat and
immolate themsdves and so obtain a niche in higory from which no life foom can cast them, no
matter what may transpire’ He paused. 'We are dl insects' he said to Miss Ephreikian. 'Groping
toward something terrible or divine. Do you not agree? He bowed. Miss Ephreikian, seated with
her tape recorder, made a dight bow back.

'Send that,' he told her. 'Sign it, et cetera Work the sentences, if you wish, so that they will mean
something.' As she darted from the office he added, 'Or so that they mean nothing. Whichever you
prefer.’

As she opened the office dour she glanced a him curioudly.

After she had left he began work on routine maiters of the day. But amost a once Mr. Ramsey
was on the intercom. 'Sir, Mr. Baynesis cdling.

Good, Mr. Tagomi thought. Now we can begin important discusson. 'Put him on, he sad,
picking up the phone.

'Mr. Tagomi,' Mr. Baynes voice came.

'‘Good afternoon. Due to news of Chancellor Bormann's death | was unexpectedly out of my
office this morning. However — '

'Did Mr. Y atabe get in touch with you?

‘Not yet,' Mr. Tagomi said.

'Did you tell your saff to kegp an eye open for him? Mr. Baynes said. He sounded agitated.



'Yes,' Mr. Tagomi said. 'They will usher him in directly he arrives’ He made a mentd note to tell
Mr. Ramsey; as yet he had not gotten around to it. Are we not to begin discussons, then, until the
old gentleman puts in his gppearance? He fet dismay. 'Sir, he began. '| am anxious to begin. Are
you about to present your injection molds to us? Although we have been in confusion today —

"There has been a change' Mr. Baynes said. 'Well wait for Mr. Yatabe. Youre sure he hasn't
arived? | want you to give me your word that you'll notify me as soon as he cdls you. Please exert
yourself, Mr. Tagomi.' Mr. Baynes voice sounded strained, jerky.

' give you my word' Now he, too, fet agitation. The Bormann death; that had caused the
change. 'Meanwhile' he sad rapidly, 'l would enjoy your company, perhaps a lunch today. | not
having had opportunity to have my lunch, yet." Improvisng, he continued. ‘Although we will wait
on specifics, perhaps we could ruminate on genera world conditions, in particular — '

'No,' Mr. Baynes said.

No? Mr. Tagomi thought. 'Sir,’ he said, 'l am not well today. | had a grievous incident; it was my
hope to confideit to you.'

I'm sorry,” Mr. Baynes said. 'I'll ring you back later." The phone clicked. He had abruptly hung
up.
| offended him, Mr. Tagomi thought. He must have gathered correctly that | tardily faled to
inform my gaff about the old gentleman. But it is a trifle; he pressed the intercom button and said,
'Mr. Ramsgy, please come into my office’ | can correct that immediatdly. More is involved, he
decided. The Bormann death has shaken him.

A trifle — and ye indicaive of my foolish and feckless atitude. Mr. Tagomi fdt guilt. This is
not a good day. | should have consulted the oracle, discovered what Moment it is. | have drifted far
from the Tao; that is obvious.

Which of the sixty-four hexagrams, he wondered, am | laboring under? Opening his desk drawer
he brought out the | Ching and lad the two volumes on the desk. So much to ask the sages. So
many questionsingde me which | can barely articulate. . .

When Mr. Ramsey entered the office, he had dready obtained the hexagram. 'Look, Mr.
Ramsey.' He showed him the book.

The hexagram was Forty-Seven. Oppression — Exhaugtion.

‘A bad omen, generdly,’ Mr. Ramsey said. 'What is your question, sr? If I'm not offending you
to ask.'

'l inquired as to the Moment,’” Mr. Tagomi said. The Moment for us dl. No moving lines. A
dtatic hexagram.' He shut the book.

At three o'dock that afternoon, Frank Frink, still waiting with his business partner for Wyndam-
Matson's decison about the money, decided to consult the oracle. How are things going to turn
out? he asked, and threw the coins.

The hexagram was Forty-seven. He obtained one moving line, Nine in the fifth place.

His nose and feet are cut off.

Oppression a the hands of the man with the purple knee bands.
Joy comes softly.

It furthers one to make offerings and libations.



For along time — at least hdf an hour — he studied the line and the materid connected with it,
trying to figure out what it might mean. The hexagram, and especidly the moving line, disurbed
him. At last he concluded reluctantly that the money would not be forthcoming.

"Y ou rely on that thing too much,’ Ed McCarthy said.

At four o'clock, a messenger from W-M Corporation appeared and handed Frink and McCarthy a
manila envelope. When they opened it they found ingde a certified check for two thousand dollars.

'So you were wrong," McCarthy said.

Frink thought, Then the oracle must refer to some future consequence of this. That is the trouble;
later on, when it has happened, you can look back and see exactly what it meant. But now — 'We
can start setting up the shop, McCarthy said. Today? Right now? He felt weary.

'Why not? Weve got our orders made out; al we have to do is gtick them in the mail. The sooner
the better. And the stuff we can get localy well pick up oursdves! Putting on his jacket. Ed moved
to the door of Frink's room.

They had taked Frink's landlord into renting them the basement of the building. Now it was used
for storage. Once the cartons were out, they could build their bench, put in wiring, lights, begin to
mount their motors and belts. They had drawn up sketches, specifications, parts lists. So they had

actudly adready begun.
We'rein business, Frank Frink redized. They had even agreed on aname.

EDFRANK CUSTOM JEWELERS

The most | can see today,' he sid, 'is buying the wood for the bench, and maybe dectricd parts.
But no jewdry supplies!’
They went, then, to a lumber supply yard in south San Francisco. By the end of an hour they had
their wood.
'What's bothering you? Ed McCarthy sad as they entered a hardware store that dedt on a
wholesde basis.
"The money. It gets me down. To finance things that way.'
'Old W-M understands,’ McCarthy said.
| know, Frink thought. That's why it gets me down. We have entered the world. We're like him.
Isthat a pleasant thought?
'Don't look back," McCarthy said. 'Look ahead. To the business.'
| am looking ahead, Frink thought. He thought of the hexagram. What offerings and libations can
| make? And — towhom?

The handsome young Japanese couple who had visted Robert Childan's store, the Kasouras,
telephoned him toward the end of the week and requested that he come to their apartment for
dinner. He had been waiting for some further word from them, and he was delighted.

A little early he shut up American Artistic Handcrafts Inc. and took a pedecab to the exclusve
digrict where the Kasouras lived. He knew the didtrict, dthough no white people lived there. As the
pedecab carried him dong the winding streets with their lawns and willow trees, Childan gazed up
a the modern gpartment buildings and marveled a the grace of the desgns. The wrought-iron



balconies, the soaring yet modern columns, the pastd colors, the uses of varied textures . . . it dl
made up awork of art. He could remember when this had been nothing but rubble from the war.

The smdl Jgpanese children out playing waiched him without comment, then returned to ther
footbal or basebdl. But, he thought, not so the adults, the well-dressed young Japanese, parking
their cars or entering the gpartment buildings, noticed him with grester interest. Did he live here?
they were perhaps wondering. Young Japanese businessmen coming home from their offices. . .
even the heads of Trade Missons lived here. He noticed parked Cadillacs. As the pedecab took him
closer to his destination, he became increasingly nervous.

Very shortly, as he ascended the dtairs to the Kasouras apartment, he thought, Here | am, not
invited in a busness context, but a dinner guest. He had of course taken specid pains with his
attire; at least he could be confident of his gppearance. My appearance, he thought. Yes, that is it.
How do | appear? There is no decelving anyone; | do not belong here. On this land that white men
cleared and built one of ther finest cities. | am an outsder in my own country.

He came to the proper door dong the carpeted hdl, rang the bell. Presently the door opened.
There sood young Mrs. Kasoura, in a slk kimono and obi, her long black hair in shining tangle
down her neck, smiling in wecome. Behind her in the living room, her husband, with drink in
hand, nodding.

'Mr. Childan. Enter.'

Bowing, he entered.

Tageful in the extreme. And — so ascetic. Few pieces. A lamp here, table, bookcase, print ;m
the wal. The incredible Japanese sense of wabi. It could not be thought in English. The ability to
find in smple objects a beauty beyond that of the daborate or ornate. Something to do with the
arrangement.

‘A drink? Mr. Kasoura asked. 'Scotch and soda?

'Mr. Kasoura— ' he began.

'Paul,’ the young Japanese said. Indicating hiswife. 'Betty. And you are — '

Mr. Childan murmured, 'Robert.’

Seated on the soft carpet with their drinks, they listened to a recording of koto, Japanese thirteen
gring harp. It was newly rdeased by Japanese HMV, and quite popular. Childan noticed that al
parts of the phonograph were conceded, even the speaker. He could not tell where the sound came
from.

'Not knowing your appetites in dining,’ Betty said, ‘we have played safe. In kitchen eectric oven
is brailing T-bone 'stesk. Along with this, baked potato with sauce of sour cream and chives.
Maxim utters: no one can err in serving steak to new-found guest fird time.!'

Vey gratifying,’ Childan said. 'Quite fond of steak." And that certainly was so. He rarely had it.
The great stockyards from the Middle West did not send out much to the West Coast any more. He
could not recall when he had last had a good stesk.

It was time for him to graft guest gift.

From his coat pocket he brought smal tissue-paperwrapped thing. He lad it discreetly on the
low table. Both of them immediaidy noticed, and this required him to say, 'Bagatelle for you. To
display fragment of the relaxation and enjoyment | fed in being here!

His hand opened the tissue paper, showing them the gift. Bit of ivory carved a century ago by
whaers from New England. Tiny ormamented at object, cdled a scrimshaw. Ther faces
illuminated with knowledge of the scrimshaws which the old sailors had made in their spare time.
No single thing could have summed up old U.S. culture more.

Slence



"Thank you,' Paul said.

Robert Childan bowed.

There was peace, then, for a moment, in his heart. This offering, this — as the | Ching put it —
libation. It had done what needed to be done. Some of the anxiety and oppresson which he had felt
lately began to lift from him.

From Ray Cavin he had received redtitution for the Colt .44, plus many written assurances of no
second recurrence. And yet it had not eased his heart. Only now, in this unrelated Stuation, had he
for a moment logt the sense that things were in the congant process of going askew. The wabi
around him, radiations of harmony . . . tha is it, he decided. The proportion. Balance. They are s0
close to the Tao, these two young Japanese. That is why | reacted to them before. | sensed the Tao
through them. Saw aglimpse of it mysdf.

What would it be like, he wondered, to redly know the Tao? The Tao is that which first lets the
light, then the dark. Occasons the interplay of the two prima forces so that there is aways
renewd. It is tha which keeps it dl from wearing down. The universe will never be extinguished
because just when the darkness seems to have smothered dl, to be truly transcendent, the new seeds
of light are reborn in the very depths. That is the Way. When the seed fdls, it fdls into the earth,
into the soil. And benegth, out of sight, it comesto life.

'An hors doeuvre, Betty sad. She kndt to hold out a plate on which lay smdl crackers of
cheese, et cetera He took two gratefully.

'Internationad news much in notice these days.' Paul said as he sipped his drink. 'While | drove
home tonight | heard direct broadcast of great pageant-like State Funerd a Munich, incduding raly
of fifty thousand, flags and the like. Much ‘Ich hatte einen Kamerad' singing. Body now lying in
datefor dl faithful to view."

'Yes, it was distressing,’ Robert Childan said. "The sudden news earlier this week.'

‘Nippon Times tonight saying reliable sources declare B. von Schirach under house arrest,’ Betty
sad. '‘By SD indruction.’

'Bad,’ Paul said, shaking his head.

'‘No doubt the authorities desire to keep order,’ Childan said. 'Von Schirach noted for hasty,
headsirong, even hafbaked actions. Much smilar to R. Hess in past. Recal mad flight to England.'

'What else reported by Nippon Times? Paul asked his wife.

'Much confuson and intriguing. Army units moving from hither to yon. Leaves canceled. Border
gtations closed. Reichstag in session. Speeches by dl.!

‘That recalls fine speech | heard by Doctor Geobbels," Robert Childan said. 'On radio, year or so
ago. Much witty invective. Had audience in pam of hand, as usuad. Ranged throughout gamut of
emotiondity. No doubt; with origind Adolf Hitler out of things, Doctor Goebbels A-one Nazi
Speaker.’

"True," both Paul and Betty agreed, nodding.
'Doctor Goebbels dso has fine children and wife," Childan went on. 'Very high-type individuas:!

True,' Paul and Betty agreed. 'Family man, in contrast to number of other grand moguls there,
Paul said. 'Of questionable sexua mores.”

'l wouldnt give rumors time of day." Childan said. 'You refer to such as E. Roehm? Ancient
history. Long since obliterated.’

Thinking more of H. Goring, Paul sad, dowly dpping his drink and scrutinizing it. ‘Taes of
Rome-like orgies of assorted fantagtic variety. Causes flesh to crawl even hearing about.’

‘Lies, Childan said.

'Wdll, subject not worth discussing,’ Betty said tactfully, with a glance at the two of them.



They had finished their drinks, and she went to refill.

‘Lot of hot blood irred up in palitical discusson.' Paul sad. 'Everywhere you go. Essatid to
keep head.'

'Yes,' Childan agreed. '‘Camness and order. So things return to customary stability.'

'Period after desth of Leader criticd in totaitarian society, Paul said. 'Lack of tradition and
middle-cdlass inditutions combine — ' He broke off. 'Perhaps better drop politics” He smiled. ‘Like
old student days.

Robert Childan fdt his face flush, and he bent over his new drink to conced himsdf from the
eyes of his hos. What a dreadful beginning he had made. In a foolish and loud manner he had
argued politics; he had been rude in his disagreeing, and only the adroit tact of his host had sufficed
to save the evening. How much | have to learn, Childan thought. They're so graceful and polite.
And | — the white barbarian. It istrue.

For a time he contented himsdf with dpping his drink and keeping on his face an atificid
expression of enjoyment. | mugt follow their leads entirdly, he told himsdf. Agree dways.

Yet in a panic he thought, My wits scrambled by the drink. And fatigue and nervousness. Can |
doit? 1 will never be invited back anyhow; it is dready too late. He felt despair.

Betty, having returned from the kitchen, had once more sested hersdf on the carpet. How
atractive, Robert Childan thought again. The dender body. Their figures are so superior; not fat,
not bulbous. No bra or girdle needed. | must conced my longing; that at dl costs. And yet now and
then he let himself sted a glance at her. Lovely dark colors of her skin, hair, and eyes. We are half-
baked compared to them. Allowed out of the kiln before we were fully done. The old aborigind
myth; the truth, there.

| mugt divet my thoughts. Find socid item, anything. His eyes drayed about, seeking some
topic. The dlence reigned heavily, making his tendon szzle. Unbearable What the hdl to say?
Something safe. His eyes made out a book on alow black tegk cabinet.

'l seeyoure reading The Grasshopper Lies Heavy,' he said. 'l hear it on many lips, but pressure
of busness prevents my own atention. Risng, he went to pick it up, carefully consulting their
expressions, they seemed to acknowledge this gesture of socidity, and so he proceeded. 'A
mystery? Excuse my abysmd ignorance.’ He turned the pages.

'‘Not a mysery, Paul sad. 'On contrary, interesting form of fiction possbly within genre of
sciencefiction.’

'Oh no," Betty disagreed. 'No science in it. Nor set in future. Science fiction dedls with future, in
particular future where science has advanced over now. Book fits neither premise’

‘But, Paul said, ‘it deds with dternate present. Many wel-known science fiction novels of that
sort.' To Robert he explained, 'Pardon my ingstence in this, but as my wife knows, | was for a long
time a science fiction enthusast. | began that hobby early in my life | was merdy tweve. It was
during the early days of thewar.’

'l see," Robert Childan said, with politeness.

'Care to borrow Grasshopper? Paul asked. "We will soon be through, no doubt within day or so.
My office being downtown not far from your esteemed dore, | could happily drop it off at
lunchtime' He was dlent, and then — possbly, Childan thought, due to a sgnd from Betty —
continued, 'Y ou and I, Robert, could eat lunch together, on that occasion.’

"Thank you," Robert said. It was al he could say. Lunch, in one of the downtown businessmen's
fashionable restaurants. He and this stylish modem high-place young Japanese. It was too much; -
he fdt his gaze blur. But he went on examining the book and nodding. 'Yes,' he said, 'this does look
interesting. | would very much like to read it. | try to keep up with what's being discussed.” Was



that proper to say? Admisson that his interest lay in book's modishness. Perhgps that was low-
place. He did not know, and yet he fdt that it was. 'One cannot judge by book being best sdler,’ he
sad. 'Wedl know that. Many best sellers are terrible trash. This, however — ' He fdtered.

Betty said, 'Mogt true. Average taste redly deplorable.’

'‘As in music,' Paul said. 'No interest in authentic American folk jazz, as example. Robert, are you
fond of say Bunk Johnson and Kid Ory and the like? Early Dixidand jazz? | have record library of
old such music, origind Genet recordings!

Robert said, 'Afraid | know little about Negro music.' They did not look exactly plessed a his
remark. 'l prefer classica. Bach and Beethoven. Surely that was acceptable. He fet now a bit of
resentment. Was he supposed to deny the great masters of European music, the timeless classcsin
favor of New Orleans jazz from the honky-tonks and bistros of the Negro quarter?

'Perhaps if | play sdection by New Orleans Rhythm Kings' Paul began, starting from the room,
but Betty gave him awarning look. He hesitated, shrugged.

'Dinner dmogt ready,’ she said.

Returning, Paul once more seated himsdf. A little sulkily, Robert thought, he murmured, 'Jazz
from New Orleans mogst authentic American folk musc there is Originated on this continent. All
€lse came from Europe, such as corny Englishtyle lute balads.

This is perpetua argument between us' Betty said, smiling a Robert. 'l do not share his love of
origind jazz.!

Sill holding the copy of The Grasshopper Lies Heavy, Robert said, 'What sort of dternate
present does this book describe?

Betty, after amoment, said, 'One in which Germany and Japan lost the war.'

They were dl glent.

Time to edat, Betty said, diding to her feet. 'Please come, two hungry gentleman businessmen.'
She cgoled Robert and Pau to the dining table, dready st with white tablecloth, dlver, ching,
huge rough napkins in what Robert recognized as Early American bone ngpkin rings. The dlver,
too, was gerling slver American. The cups and saucers were Roya Albert, deep blue and yelow.
Very exceptiond; he could not help glancing a them with professiona admiration.

The plates were not American. They appeared to be Japanese; he could not tel, it being beyond
hisfidd.

‘That is Imari porcdan.’ Paul sad, percelving his interest. 'From Arita. Conddered a firgt-place
product. Japan.'

They seated themsalves.

'Coffee? Betty asked Robert.

'Yes,' hesad. Thanks!'

"Toward end of medl,' she said, going to get the serving cart.

Soon they were dl eeting. Robert found the med ddicious. She was quite an exceptiona cook.
The sdad in particular pleased him. Avocados, artichoke heart, some kind of blue cheese dressing .
.. thank God they had not presented him with a Japanese med, the dishes of mixed greens and
mests of which he had esten so much since the war.

And the unending seafoods. He had gotten so that he could no longer abide shrimp or any other
shdlfish.

I would like to know," Robert said, ‘what he supposes it would be like in world where Germany
and Japan lost the war.'

Neither Paul nor Betty answered for a time. Then Paul sad a last, 'Vey complicated
differences. Better to read the book. It would spail it for you, possibly, to hear.’



'l have gtrong convictions on the subject, Robert sad. ‘| have frequently thought it over. The
world would be much worse." He heard his voice sound out firm, virtudly harsh. 'Much worse!

They seemed taken by surprise. Perhgps it was his tone.

‘Communism would rule everywhere,” Robert continued.

Paul nodded. The author, Mr. H. Abendsen, considers that point, as to unchecked spread of
Soviet Russa. But same as in First World War, even on winning sde, second-rate mostly peasant
Russa naturdly takes pratfal. Big Laughingstock, recaling Japan War with them, when —

'We have had to suffer, to pay the cost,’ Robert said. 'But we did it for a good cause. To stop
Savic world inundation.’

Betty said in a low voice, 'Persondly, | do not believe any hysericd tak of ‘world inundation’ by
any people, Savic or Chinese or Jgpanese’ She regarded Robert placidly. She was in complete
control of hersdlf, not carried away; but she intended to express her feding. A spot of color, deep
red, had appeared in each of her cheeks.

They ate for atime without conversng.

| did it again, Robert Childan informed himsdf. Impossble to avoid the topic. Because it's
everywhere, in a book | happen to pick up or a record collection, in these bone napkin rings — loot
piled up by the conquerors. Pillage from my people.

Face facts. I'm trying to pretend that these Japanese and | are dike. But observe: even when |
burs out as to my grdification that they won the war, tha my ndion los — theres Hill no
common ground. What words mean to me is shap contrast vis-avis them. Their brains are
different. Souls likewise. Witness them drinking from English bone china cups, eating with U.S.
dlver, ligening to Negro syle of mudc. It's dl on the surface. Advantage of wedth and power
makes this available to them, but it's ersatz as the day is long.

Even the | Ching, which they've forced down our throats; it's Chinese. Borrowed from way back
when. Whom are they fooling? Themsdves? Rilfer cusoms right and left, wear, edt, tak, wak, &
for insance consuming with gusto baked potato served with sour cream and chives, old-fashioned
American dish added to their haul. But nobody fooled, | can tel you; me leest of dl.

Only the white races endowed with credtivity, he reflected. And yet 1, blood member of same,
must bump head to floor for these two. Think how it would have been had we won! Would have
crushed them out of exisence. No Jgpan today, and the U.SAA. gleaming great sole power in entire
wide world.

He thought: | must read that Grasshopper book. Patriotic duty, from the sound of it.

Betty said softly to him, 'Robert, you're not esting. Is the food misprepared?

At once he took a forkful of sdad. ‘No,' he sad. It is virtualy the most delicious med | have had
inyears.'

‘Thank you, she said, obvioudy plessed. 'Doing my best to be authentic . . . for ingtance,
caefully shopping in teeny-tiny American markets down dong Misson Stregt. Understand that's
the real McCoy.'

You cook the native foods to perfection, Robert Childan thought. What they say is true: your
powers of imitation are immense. Apple pie, Coca-Cola, droll after the movie, Glenn Miller . . .
you could paste together out of tin and rice paper a complete atificid America. Rice-paper Mom in
the kitchen, rice-paper Dad reading the newspaper. Rice-paper pup at hisfeet. Everything.

Paul was waiching him glently. Robert Childan, suddenly noticing the man's atention, ceased
his line of thought and applied himsdf to his food. Can he read my nind? he wondered. See what
I'm redly thinking? | know | did not show it. | kept the proper expresson; he could not possbly
tell.



'‘Robert,’ Paul said, 'since you were born and raised here, spesking the U.S. idiom, perhaps |
could get your hep with abook which has given me certain trouble. Novel from the 1930s by a U.S.
author.'

Robert bowed dightly.

'The book,” Paul sad, 'which is quite rare, and which! possess a copy of nonethdess, is by
Nathanael West. Title is Miss Lonelyhearts | have read it with enjoyment, but do not totaly grasp
N. West's meaning.' He looked hopefully at Robert.

Presently Robert Childan admitted. | — have never read that book, | fear." Nor, he thought, even
heard of it.

Disgppointment showed in Paul's expresson. 'Too bad. It is a tiny book. Tells about man who
runs column in daly paper; receives heartache problems congtantly, until evidently driven mad by
pain and has delusion that heis J. Christ. Do you recal? Perhaps read long ago.'

'No,' Robert said.

'Gives drange view about suffering, Paul sad. ‘'Indght of mogt origind kind into meaning of
pain for no reason, problem which al reigions cope with. Rdigions such as Chrigian often declare
must be sn to account for suffering. N. West seems to add more compeling view of this over
older notions. N. West possibly saw could be suffering without cause due to his being a Jew.'

Robert sad. 'If Germany and Jgpan had lost the war, the Jews would be running the world today.
Through Moscow and Wall Street.’

The two Japanese, man and wife, seemed to shrink. They seemed to fade, grow cold, descend
into themsdves. The room itsdf grew cold. Robert Childan felt done. Eating by himsdf, no longer
in their company. What had he done now? What had they misundersood? Stupid ingbility on their
part to grasp dien tongue, the Western thought. Eluded them and so they took umbrage. What a
tragedy, he thought as he continued eating. And yet — what could be done?

Former clarity — that of only a moment ago — had to be drawn on for dl it was worth. Full
extent not glimpsed until now. Robert Childan did not fed quite as badly as before, because the
nonsensca dream had begun to lift from his mind. | showed up here with such anticipation, he
recdled. Near-adolescent romantic haze befuddling me as | ascended dairs. But redity cannot be
ignored; we must grow up.

And this is the straight dope, right here. These people are not exactly human. They don the dress
but they're like monkeys dolled up in the circus. They're clever and can learn, but that is all.

Why do | cater to them? Due solely to their having won?

Big flaw in my character reveded through this encounter. But such is the way it goes. | have
pathetic tendency to . . . well, shal we say, unerringly choose the easier of two evils. Like a cow
catching sght of the trough; | gallop without premeditation.

What I've been doing is to go aong with the exterior motions because it is safer; after al, these
are the victors . . . they command. And | will go on doing it, | guess. Because why should | make
myself unhappy? They read an American book and want me to explain it to them; they hope that I,
a white man, can give them the answer. And | try? But in this case | cant, athough had | read it, |
no doubt could.

'Perhaps one day I'll have alook at that Miss Lonelyhearts book, he said to Paul. ‘And then | can
convey to you its sgnificance.’

Paul nodded dightly.

'However, a present | am too busy with my work,” Robert said. ‘Later on, perhaps . . . | am sure it
wouldn't take me very long.'



'‘No," Paul murmured. 'Very short book." Both he and Betty looked sad, Robert Childan thought.
He wondered if they, too, sensed the unbridgesble gap between themsdves and him. Hope 0, he
thought. They deserve to. A shame — just have to ferret out book's message on their own.
He ae with more enjoyment.

No further friction marred the evening. When he left the Kasouras gpartment a ten o'clock,
Robert Childan ill felt the sense of confidence which had overtaken him during the med.

He meandered down the gpatment house stars with no genuine concern as to the occasond
Japanese residents who, on their way to and from the communa baths, might notice him and Sare.
Out onto the dark evening sdewalk, then the hailing of a passng pedecab. And he was thereupon
on histrip home,

| aways wondered what it would be like to meet certain customers socidly. Not so bad after dl.
And, he thought, this experience may well hdp mein my business

It is therapeutic to meet these people who have intimidated you. And to discover what they are
redly like. Then the intimidation goes.

Thinking aong those lines, he arived a his own neighborhood and findly a his own door. He
paid the chink pedecab driver and ascended the familiar Sairs.

There, in his front room, sat a man he did not know. A white man wearing an overcod, Stting on
the couch reading the newspaper. As Robert Childan stood astonished in the doorway, the nan put
down his newspaper, leisurely rose, and reached into his breast pocket. He brought out a wallet and
displayed it.

'Kempeita.'

He was a pinoc. Employee of Sacramento and its State Police indtalled by the Japanese
occupation authorities. Frightening!

'You're R. Childan?

'Yes, gr,' he said. His heart pounded.

‘Recently,” the policeman said, consulting a dlipboard of papers which he had taken from a
briefcase on the couch, 'you were paid a visgt by a man, a white, describing himseff as representing
an officer of the Imperia Navy. Subsequent investigation showed that this was not so. No such
officer existed. No such ship.' He eyed Childan.

‘That's correct,’ Childan said.

'We have a report,’ the policeman continued, 'of a racket being conducted in the Bay Area. This
fellow evidently was involved. Would you describe him?

'Small, rather dark-skinned,” Childan began.

‘Jewish?

"Yes!' Childan said. 'Now that | think about it. Although | overlooked it at the time!

'Heres aphoto.’ The Kempeitai man passed it to him.

‘That's him,” Childan said, experiencing recognition beyond any doubt. He was a little gppaled
by the Kempeita's power of detection. 'How'd you find him? | didn't report it, but | telephoned my
jobber, Ray Cdvin, and told him —

The policeman waved him slent. '| have a paper for you to sgn, and that's dl. You won't have to
aopear in court; this is a legd formdity that ends your involvement.' He handed Childan the paper,
plus pen. This dates that you were approached by this man and that he tried to swindle you by
misrepresenting himself and so forth. You read the paper.’ The policeman rolled back his cuff and
examined his watch as Robert Childan read the paper. 'Is that substantially correct?



It was — subgtantialy. Robert Childan did not have time to give the paper thorough attention,
and anyhow he was a little confused as to what had happened that day. But he knew that the man
had misrepresented himsdlf, and that some racket was involved; and, as the Kempeata man had
sad,the felow was a Jew. Robert Childan glanced at the name beneath the photo of the man. Frank
Frink. Born Frank Fink. Yes, he cetainly was a Jew. Anybody could tell, with a name like Fink.
And he had changed it.

Childan signed the paper.

‘Thanks,' the policeman sad. He gathered up his things, tipped his hat, wished Childan good
night, and departed. The whole business had taken only a momen.

| guess they got him, Childan thought. Whatever he was up to.

Grest reief. They work fagt, dl right.

We live in a society of law and order, where Jews can't pull their subtleties on the innocent.
We're protected.

| don't know why | didn't recognize the racid characterigtics when | saw him. Evidently I'm
eadly deceived.

He decided, I'm simply not capable of deceit and that renders me helpless. Without law, I'd be a
their mercy. He could have convinced me of anything. It's a form of hypnoss. They can control an
entire society.

Tomorrow | will have to go out and buy that Grasshopper book, he told himsdf. Itll be
interesting to see how the author depicts a world run by Jews and Communigts, with the Reich in
ruins, Jgpan no doubt a province of Russa; in fact, with Russa extending from the Atlantic to the
Pecific. | wonder if he — whaever his name is — depicts a war between Russia and the U.SA.?
Interesting book, he thought. Odd nobody thought of writing it before.

He thought, it should help to bring home to us how lucky we ae. In spite of the obvious
disadvantages . . . we could be so much worse off. Great morad lesson pointed out by that book.
Yes, there are Japs in power here, and we have to build. Out of this are coming grest things, such as
the colonization of the planets.

There should be a news broadcast on, he redlized. Seating himsdf, he turned on the radio. Maybe
the new Reichs Chancdlor has been picked. He fdt excitement and anticipation. To me, that Seyss-
Inquart seems the most dynamic. The most likely to carry out bold programs.

| wish | was there, he thought. Possibly someday I'll be well enough to travel to Europe and see
dl that has been done. Shame to miss out. Stuck here on the West Coast, where nothing is

happening. History is passing us by.

At dght oclock in the morning Freher Hugo Reiss, the Reichs Consul in San Francisco,
sepped from his MercedesBenz 220-E and waked briskly up the steps of the consulate. Behind
him came two young mae employees of the Foreign Office. The door had been unlocked by Reiss
daff, and he passed indde, raisng his hand in gregting to the two switchboard girls, the vice-
Consul — Herr Frank, and then, in the inner office, Reiss secretary, Herr Pferdehuf.

'Fretherr, Plerdehuf said, ‘there is a coded radiogram coming in just now from Berlin. Preface
One!

That meant removing his overcoat and giving it to Pferdehuf to hang up.

"Ten minutes ago Herr Kreuz vom Meere called. He would like you to return his call.’



‘Thank you, Reiss sad. He seated himsdf at the amdl table by the window of his office,
removed the cover from his breskfast, saw on the plate the roll, scrambled eggs and sausage,
poured himsdlf hot black coffee from the slver pot, then unrolled his morning newspaper.

The cdler, Kreuz vom Meere, was the chief of the Scherhetsdienst in the PSA aeg his
headquarters were located, under a cover name, a the ar termind. Relations between Reiss and
Kreuz vom Meere were rather dtrained. Their jurisdiction overlapped in countless matters, a
ddiberate policy, no doubt, of the higher-ups in Berlin. Reiss hed an honorary commisson in the
SS, the rank of mgor, and this made him technicdly Kreuz vom Meeres subordinae. The
commission had been bestowed several years ago, and at that time Reiss had discerned the purpose.
But he could do nothing about it. Nonetheless, he chafed ill.

The newspaper, flown in by Lufthansa and ariving a sx in the morning, was the Frankfurter
Zeitung. Ress read the front page carefully. Von Schirach under house arrest, possbly dead by
now. Too bad. Goéring resding at a Luftwaffe training base, surrounded by experienced veterans of
the war, dl loyd to the Fat One. No one would dip up on him. No SD hatchetmen. And what about
Doctor Goebbels?

Probably in the heart of Berlin. Depending as dways on his own wit, his ability to tak his way
out of anything. If Heydrich sends a squad to do him in, Ress reflected, the Little Doctor will not
only argue them out of it, he will probably persuade them to switch over. Make them employees of
the Ministry for Propaganda and Public Enlightenment.

He could imagine Doctor Goebbels a this moment, in the gpatment of some stunning movie
actress, disdaining the Wehrmacht units bumping through the streets below. Nothing frightened that
Kerl. Goebbels would smile his mocking smile . . . continue droking the lovely lady's bosom with
his left hand, while writing his article for the day's Angriff with —

Reiss thoughts were interrupted by his secretary's knock. ‘I'm ®rry. Kreuz vom Meere is on the
lineagan.

Risng, Reiss went to his desk and took the receiver. "Reiss here!’

The heavy Bavarian accents of thelocal SD chief. "Any word on the Abwehr character?

Puzzled, Reiss tried to make out wha Kreuz vom Meere was refaring to. 'Hmmm, he
murmured. 'To my knowledge, there are three or four Abwehr 'characters on the Pacific Coast at
the moment.’

"The one traveling in by Lufthansawithin the last week.

'Oh,’ Reiss sad. Holding the receiver between his ear and shoulder, he took out his cigarette
case. 'He never camein here!’

'What's he doing?

'God, | don't know. Ask Canaris.'

'I'd like you to cdl the Foreign Office and have them cdl the Chancery and have whoever's on
hand get hold of the Admirdty and demand that the Abwehr ether take its people back out of here
or give us an account of why they're here.’

'Can't you do that?

'Everything'sin confusion.’

They've completdly logt the Abwehr man, Reiss decided. They — the locd SD — were told by
someone on Heydrich's staff to watch him, and they missed a connection. And now they want me to
bail them out.

'If he comes in here’ Reiss sad, 'I'll have somebody stay on him. You can rely on tha.' Of
course, there was little or no chance that the man would comein. And they both knew that.



'He undoubtedly uses a cover name,' Kreuz vom Meere plodded on. 'We don't know it, naturally.
Hes an arigtocratic-looking felow. About forty. A captain. Actud name Rudolf Wegener. One of
those old monarchist families from East Prussa Probably supported von Papen in the Systemzeit.
Reiss made himsdf comfortable at his desk as Kreuz vom Meere droned away. The only answer as
| seeit to these monarchist hangers-onis to cut the budget of the Navy so they can't afford . .

Findly Reiss managed to get off the phone. When he returned to his breskfast he found the roll
cold. The coffee however was till hot; he drank it and resumed reading the newspaper.

No end to it, he thought. Those SD people keep a shift on duty dl night. Cal you a three in the
morning.

His secretary, Pferdehuf, stuck his head into the office, saw that he was off the phone, and said,
'Sacramento cdled just now in great agitation. They clam theres a Jew running around the Streets
of San Francisco.' Both he and Reiss laughed.

‘All right,’ Reiss said. Tell them to cam down and send us the regular papers. Anything ese?

'Y ou read the messages of condolence!’

'Are there more?

‘A few. I'll keep them on my desk, if you want them. I've dready sent out answvers!’

'I have to address that mesting today,’ Reiss said. "At one this afternoon. Those businessmen.’

'l won't let you forget, Pferdehuf said.

Reiss leaned back in his chair. 'Care to make a bet?

‘Not on the Partei deliberatons. If that's what you mean.’

'It'1l be The Hangman.'

Lingering, Pferdehuf said, 'Heydrich has gone as far as he can. Those people never pass over to
direct Partei control because everyone is scared of them. The Parte bigwigs would have a fit even
a the idea. Youd get a cadition in twenty-five minutes, as soon as the firs SS car took off from
Prinzalbrechtstrasse. They'd have dl those economic big shots like Krupp and Thyssen — ' He
broke off. One of the cryptographers had come up to him with an envelope.

Reiss hdd out his hand. His secretary brought the envelope to him.

It was the urgent coded radiogram, decoded and typed out.

When he finished reading it he saw that Pferdehuf was waiting to hear. Reiss crumpled up the
message in the big ceramic ashtray on his desk, lit it with his lighter. Theres a Japanee generd
supposed to be traveling here incognito. Tedeki. You better go down to the public library and get
one of those officd Jgpanese military magazines that would have his picture. Do it discreetly, of
course. | don't think wed have anything on him here’ He started toward the locked filing cabinet,
then changed his mind. 'Get what information you can. The datistics They should al be avalable
a the library." He added, 'This General Tedeki was a chief of saff a few years ago. Do you recal
anything about him?

‘Judt a little! Pferdehuf said. 'Quite a fire-eater. He should be about eighty, now. Seems to me he
advocated some sort of crash program to get Japan into space.”

'On that hefailed,’ Reiss said.

I wouldn't be surprised if he's coming here for medica purposes,’ Pferdehuf said. Theréve been
a number of old Japanese military men here to use the big U. C. Hospitd. That way they can make
use of German surgical techniques they cant get a home. Naturdly they keep it quiet. Peatriotic
reasons, you know. So perhaps we should have somebody at the U.C. Hospitd watching, if Berlin
wants to keep their eye on him.’



Reiss nodded. Or the old generd might be involved in commercid Speculations, a good ded of
which went on in San Francisco. Connections he had made while in service would be of use to him
now that he was retired. Or was he retired? The message called him General, not Retired General.

'As so0n as you have the picture.’ Reiss said, ‘pass copies right on to our people at the airport and
down at the harbor. He may have dready come in. You know how long it takes them to get this sort
of thing to us' And of course if the generd had dready reached San Francisco, Berlin would be
angry a the PSA consulate. The consulate should have been able to intercept him — before the
order from Berlin had even been sent.

Pferdehuf said, 'I'll stamp-date the coded radiogram from Berlin, so if any question comes up
later on, we can show exactly when we received it. Right to the hour.’

‘Thank you," Reiss said. The people in Berlin were past masters a trandferring respongbility, and
he was weary of being stuck. It had happened too many times. 'Just to be on the safe sde,' he said,
'l think I'd better have you answer that message. Say, "Your indructions abysmaly tardy. Person
dready reported in area Possbility of successful intercept remote at this stage’ Put something
aong those lines into shape and send it. Keep it good and vague. Y ou understand.’

Pferdehuf nodded. 'I'll send it right off. And keep a record of the exact date and moment it was
sent.' He shut the door after him.

You have to waich out, Reiss reflected, or dl a once you find yoursdf consul to a bunch of
niggers on an idand off the coast of South Africa And the next you know, you have a black
mammy for amigtress, and ten or eeven little pickaninnies caling you daddy.

Reseting himsdf a his breskfagt table he lit an Egyptian Smon Arzt Cigarette Number 70,
caefully redosng the meta tin.

It did not gppear that he would be interrupted for a little while now, so from his briefcase he took
the book he had been reading, opened to his placemark, made himsdf comfortable, and resumed
where he had last been forced to stop.

. . . Had he actually walked streets of quiet cars, Sunday morning peace of the Tiergarten, so far away?
Another life. Ice cream, a taste that could never have existed. Now they boiled nettles and were glad to get
them. God, he cried out. Won't they stop? The huge British tanks came on. Another building, it might have
been an apartment house or a store, a school or office; he could not tell — the ruins toppled, slid into
fragments. Below in the rubble another handful of survivors buried, without even the sound of death. Death
had spread out everywhere equally, over the living, the hurt, the corpses layer after layer that already had
begun to smell. The stinking, quivering corpse of Berlin, the eyeless turrets still upraised, disappearing
without protest like this one, this nameless edifice that man had once put up with pride.

His arms, the boy noticed, were covered with the film of gray, the ash, partly inorganic, partly the burned
sifting final produce of life. All mixed now, the boy knew, and wiped it from him. He did not think much
further; he had another thought that captured his mind if there was thinking to be done over the screams and
the hump hump of the shells. Hunger. For six days he had eaten nothing but the nettles, and now they were
gone. The pasture of weeds had disappeared into a single vast crater of earth. Other dim, gaunt figures had
appeared at the rim, like the boy, had stood silent and then drifted away. An old mother with a babushkatied
about her gray head, basket — empty — under her arm. A one-armed man, his eyes empty as the basket. A
girl. Faded now back into the litter of slashed trees in which the boy Eric hid.

And still the snake came on.

Would it ever end? the boy asked, addressing no one. And if it did, what then? Would they fill their bellies,

these —

'Fretherr,’ Pferdehuf's voice came. 'Sorry to interrupt you. Just one word.'

Reiss jumped, shut his book. 'Certainly.’

How that man can write, he thought. Completely carried me away. Red. Fal of Belin to the
British, asvivid asif it had actudly taken place. Brrr. He shivered.



Ameazing, the power of fiction, even chegp popular fiction, to evoke. No wonder it's banned
within Reich territory; I'd ban it mysdlf. Sorry 1 garted it. But too late; must finish, now.

His secretary said, 'Some seamen from a German ship. They're required to report to you.'

'Yes,' Reiss said. He hopped to the door and out to the front office. There the three seamen
wearing heavy gray sweaters, dl with thick blond har, strong faces, a trifle nervous. Reiss raised
hisright hand. 'Hell Hitler." He gave them abrief friendly amile.

'Hell Hitler," they mumbled. They began showing him their papers.

As soon as he had certified their vigt to the consulate, he hurried back into his private office.

Once more, aone, he reopened The Grasshopper Lies Heavy.

His eyes fdl on a scene involving — Hitler. Now he found himsdf unable to stop; he began to
read the scene out of sequence, the back of his neck burning.

The trid, he redized, of Hitler. After the close of the war. Hitler in the hands of the Allies, good
God. Also Goebbes, Goring, adl the rest of them. At Munich. Evidently Hitler was answering the
American prosecutor.

. . . black, flaming, the spirit of old seemed for an instant once again to blaze up. The quivering, shambling
body jerked taut; the head lifted. Out of the lips that ceaselessly drooled, a croaking half-bark, half-whisper.
'‘Deutsche, hier steh' Ich." Shudders among those who watched and listened, the earphones pressed tightly,
strained faces of Russian, American, British and German alike. Yes, Karl thought. Here he stands once

more . . . they have beaten us — and more. They have stripped this superman, shown him for what he is.
Only — a
‘Freiherr.’

Reiss redized tha his secretary had entered the office. 'I'm busy,’ he sad angrily. He dammed
the book shut. 'I'mtrying to read this book, for God's sake!'
It was hopeless. He knew it.

'‘Ancther coded radiogram is coming in from Berlin.' Pferdehuf said. 'l caught a glimpse of it as
they started decoding it. It deals with the political Stuation.’

'What did it say? Reiss murmured, rubbing his forehead with his thumb and fingers.

'Doctor Goebbds has gone on the radio unexpectedly. A mgor speech.’ The secretary was quite
excited. "We're supposed to take the text — they're tranamitting it out of code — and make sure it's
printed by the press, here!'

'Yes, yes,' Reiss sad.

The moment his secretary had left once more. Reiss reopened the book. One more peek, despite

my resolution . he thumbed the previous portion.

. . in silence Karl contemplated the flag-draped casket. Here he lay, and now he was gone, really gone. Not
even the demon-inspired powers could bring him back. The man — or was it after all Uebermensch? —
whom Karl had blindly followed, worshiped . . . even to the brink of the grave. Adolf Hitler had passed
beyond, but Karl clung to life. I will not follow him, Karl's mind whispered. | will go on, alive. And rebuild. And
we will all rebuild. We must.

How far, how terribly far, the Leader's magic had carried him. And what was it, now that the last dot had
been put on that incredible record, that journey from the isolated rustic town in Austria, up from rotting
poverty in Vienna, from the nightmare ordeal of the trenches, through political intrigue, the founding of the
Party, to the Chancellorship, to what for an instant had seemed near world domination?

Karl knew. Bluff. Adolf Hitler had lied to them. He had led them with empty words.

It is not too late. We see your bluff, Adolf Hitler. And we know you for what you are, at last. And the Nazi
Party, the dreadful era of murder and megalomaniacal fantasy, for what it is. What it was.

Turning, Karl walked away from the silent casket . . .



Reiss shut the book and sat for a time. In spite of himsdf he was upset. More pressure should
have been put on the Japs, he said to himsdf, to suppress this damn book. In fact, it's obvioudy
deliberate on their pat. They could have arested this — whatever his name is. Abendsen. They
have plenty of power in the Middle West.

What upset him was this The death of Adolf Hitler, the defeat and destruction of Hitler, the
Partel, and Germany itsdlf, as depicted in Abendsen's book . . . it al was somehow grander, more in
the old spirit than the actud world. The world of German hegemony.

How could that be? Reiss asked himsdif. Isit just this man's writing ability?

They know a million tricks, those novdists. Take Doctor Goebbels, that's how he Started out,
writing fiction. Appedls to the base ludts that hide in everyone no matter how respectable on the
aurface. Yes, the novdigst knows humanity, how worthless they are, ruled by their testicles, swayed
by cowardice, sdling out every cause because of their greed — dl he's got to do is thump on the
drum, and there's his response. And he laughing, of course, behind his hand & the effect he gets.

Look how he played on my sentiments, Herr Reiss reflected, not on my intdlect; and naturdly
hel's going to get pad for it — the money's there. Obvioudy somebody put the Hundsfott up to i,
indructed him what to write. They'll write anything if they know theyll get pad. Tdl any bunch of
lies, and then the public actualy takes the smely brew serioudy when its dished out. Where was
this published? Herr Reiss inspected the copy of the book. Omaha, Nebraska. Last outpost of the
former plutocratic U.S. publishing industry, once located in downtown New York and supported by
Jewish and Communist gold .

Maybe this Abendsen is a Jew.

They're 4ill & it, trying to poison us This judisches Buch — He dammed the covers of the
Grasshopper violently together. Actua name probably Abendstein. No doubt the SD has |ooked
into it by now.

Beyond doubt, we ought to send somebody across into the RMS to pay Herr Abendstein a vigt. |
wonder if Kreuz vom Meere has gotten indructions to that effect. Probably hasn't, with al the
confusion in Berlin. Everybody too busy with domestic maiters.

But this book, Reiss thought, is dangerous.

If Abendgten should be found dangling from the celing some fine morning, it would be a
sobering notice to anyone who might be influenced by this book. We would have had the last word.
Written the postscript.

It would take awhite man, of course. | wonder what Skorzeny is doing these days.

Reiss pondered, reread the dust jacket of the book. The kike keeps himsdlf barricaded. Up in this
High Castle. Nobody's fool. Whoever gets in and gets him won't get back out.

Maybe it's foolish. The book after dl is in print. Too late now. And that's Japanese-dominated
territory . . . thelittle yellow men would raise a terrific fuss.

Neverthdess, if it was done adraitly . . . if it could be properly handled.

Fretherr Hugo Reiss made a notation on his pad. Broach subject with SS Generd Otto Skorzeny,
or better yet Otto Ohlendorf a Amt Ill of the Reichsscherhetshauptamt. Didnt Ohlendorf head
Einsatzgruppe D?

And then, dl a once, without warning of any kind, he fet sck with rage. | thought this was over,
he sad to himsdf. Does it have to go on forever? The war ended years ago. And we thought it was
finished then. But that Africa Fiasco, that crazy Seyss-Inquart carrying out Rosenberg's schemes.

That Herr Hope is right, he thought. With his joke about our contact on Mars. Mars populated by
Jaws. We would see them there, too. Even with their two heads apiece, standing one foot high.



| have my routine duties, he decided. | don't have time for any of these harebrained adventures,
this sending of Einsatzkommandos after Abendsen. My hands are full greeting German salors and
answering coded radiograms, let someone higher up initiate a project of that sort — it's their
business.

Anyhow, he decided, if | indigated it and it backfired, one can imagine where I'd be in
Protective Custody in Eastern Generd Gouvernement, if not in a chamber being squirted with
Zyklon B hydrogen cyanide ges.

Reaching out, he carefully scraiched the notation on his pad out of existence, then burned the
paper its=lf in the ceramic ashtray.

There was a knock, and his office door opened. His secretary entered with a large handful of
papers. 'Doctor Goebbels speech. In its entirety.' Pferdehuf put the sheets down on the desk. "You
must read it. Quite good; one of hisbest.’

Lighting another Smon Arzt Number 70 cigarette, Reiss began to read Doctor Goebbels speech.

9

After two weeks of nearly congtant work, Edfrank Custom Jewelry had produced its first finished
batch. There the pieces lay, on two boards covered with black velvet, dl of which went into a
square wicker basket of Jgpanese origin. And Ed McCarthy and Frank Frink had made business
cards. They had used an artgun eraser carved out to form their name; they printed in red from this,
and then completed the cards with a children's toy rotary printing s&t. The effect — they had used a
high-qudity Chrismas-card colored heavy paper — was griking.

In every aspect of their work they had been professond. Surveying their jewery, cards, and
display, they could see no indication of the amateur. Why should there be? Frank Frink thought.
We're both pros; not in jewelry making, but in shopwork in generdl.

The display boards held a good variety. Cuff bracelets made of brass, copper, bronze, and even
hot-forged black iron. Pendants, mostly of brass with a little Slver ornamentation. Earrings of
dlver. Pins of dlver or brass. The slver had cost them a good ded; even Slver solder had set them
back. They had bought a few semiprecious stones, too, for mounting in the pins. baroque pearls,
soinngs, jade, divers of fire opd. And, if things went well, they would try gold and possibly five-
or Sx-point diamonds.

It was gold that would make them a red profit. They had aready begun searching into sources of
scrap gold, melted-down antique pieces of no atistic vaue — much chegper to buy than new gold.
But even s0, an enormous expense was involved. And yet, one gold pin sold would bring more than
forty brass pins. They could get dmost any price on the retall market for a redly wel-designed and
executed gold pin . . . assuming, as Frink had pointed out, that their stuff went over at all.

At this point they had not yet tried to sdl. They had solved what seemed to be ther basic
technicd problems, they had ther bench with motors, flex-cable machine, abor of grinding and
polishing wheds. They had in fact a complete range of finishing tools, ranging from the coarse wire
brushes through brass brushes and Cratex whedls, to finer polishing buffs of cotton, linen, lesther,
chamois, which codd be coated with compounds ranging from emery and pumice to the most
ddicate rouges. And of course they had ther oxyacetylene wedding outfit, ther tanks, guages,
hoses, tips, masks.

And superb jewders tools. Pliers from Germany and France, micrometers, diamond drills, saws,
tongs, tweezers, third-hand dructures for soldering, vises, polishing cloths, shears, hand-forged tiny



hammers . . . rows of precison equipment. And their supplies of brazing rod of various gauge,
sheet metd, pin backs, links, earring clipbacks. Wdll over hdf the two thousand dollars had been
spent; they had in their Edfrank bank account only two hundred and fifty dollars, now. But they
were set up legdly; they even had their PSA permits. Nothing remained but to sdl.

No retaler, Frink thought as he studied the displays, can give these a tougher inspection than we
have. They certainly looked good, these few sdlect pieces, each painstakingly gone over for bad
welds, rough or sharp edges, spots of fire color . . . their qudity control was excdlent. The dightest
dullness or wire brush scratch had been enough reason to return a piece to the shop. We can't afford
to show any crude or unfinished work; one unnoticed black speck on a slver necklace — and we're
finished.

On ther lig, Robert Childan's store gppeared first. But only Ed could go there; Childan would
certainly remember Frank Frink.

'You got to do most of the actua sdlling,’ Ed said, but he was resigned to approaching Childan
himsdf; he had bought a good suit, new tie, white shirt, to make the right impresson. Nonetheless,
he looked ill-at-ease. '| know we're good,’ he said for the millionth time. '‘But — hdl.’

Mogt of the pieces were abdract, whirls of wire, loops, designs which to some extent the molten
metals had taken on their own. Some had a spider-web delicacy, an ariness, others had a massive,
powerful, dmost barbaric heaviness. There was an amazing range of shape, consdering how few
pieces lay on the velvet trays, and yet one store, Frink redlized, could buy everything we have laid
out here. Well see each store once — if we fall. But if we succeed, if we get them to carry our line,
well be going back to refill orders the rest of our lives.

Together, the two of them loaded the velvet board trays into the wicker basket. We could get
back something on the metd, Frink said to himsdf, if worse comes to worst. And the tools and
equipment; we can digpose of them at aloss, but at least well get something.

This is the moment to conault the oracle. Ak, How will Ed make out on this firg sdling trip?
But he was too nervous to. It might give a bad omen, and he did not fed capable of facing it. In any
case, the die was cadt: the pieces were made, the shop set up — whatever the | Ching might blab
out at this point.

It can't sell our jewelry for us. . . it can't give usluck.

I'll tackle Childan's place firgt,’ Ed said. 'We might as well get it over with. And then you can try
acouple. You're coming aong, arent you? In the truck. I'll park around the corner.’

As they got into ther pickup truck with their wicker hamper, Frink thought, God knows how
good a sdesman Ed is, or | am. Childan can be sold, but it's going to take a presentation, like they
sy.
If Juliana were here, he thought, she could droll in there and do it without batting an eye; she's
pretty, she can talk to anybody on earth, and she's a woman. After dl, this is women's jewdry. She
could wear it into the store. Shutting his eyes, he tried to imagine how she would look with one of
their bracdets on. Or one of their large slver necklaces. With her black hair and her pae skin,
doleful, probing eyes

wearing a gray jersey swegter, a little bit too tight, the slver resing againgt her bare flesh, metd
risng and faling as she breethed .

God, she was vivid in his mind, right now. Every piece they made, the srong, thin fingers picked
up, examined; tossng her head back, holding the piece high. Juliana sorting, aways a witness to
what he had done.

Best for her, he decided, would be earrings. The bright dangly ones, especidly the brass. With
her hair held back by a clip or cut short so that her neck and ears could be seen. And we could take



photos of her for advertisng and display. He and Ed had discussed a cataog, so they could sdl by
mail to sores in other parts of the world. She would look terrific . . . her skin is nice, very hedthy,
no sagging or wrinkles, and a fine color. Would she do it, if | could locate her? No matter what she
thinks of me; nothing to do with our persond life. Thiswould be a srictly business matter.

Hdl, 1 wouldn't even take the pictures. Wed get a professond photographer to do it. That would
please her. Her vanity probably as grest as dways. She dways |ked people to look a her, admire
her; anybody. | guess most women are like that. They crave atention dl the time. They're very
babyish that way.

He thought, Juliana could never stand being done she had to have me aound al the time
complimenting her. Little kids are that way; they fed if their parents aren't watching what they do
then what they do isn't red. No doubt she's got some guy noticing her right now. Tdling her how
pretty sheis. Her legs. Her smooth, flat ssomach .

'What's the matter? Ed said, glancing a him. 'Losng your nerve?

'No," Frink said.

I'm not just going to stand there, Ed said. 'I've got a few ideas of my own. And I'll-tdl you
something ese I'm not scared. I'm not intimidated just because it's a fancy pace and | have to put
on this fancy suit. | admit | dont like to dress up. | admit I'm not comfortable. But that doesn't
meatter a bit. I'm dill going in there and redly give it to that poop-head.'

Good for you, Frink thought.

‘Hell, if you could go in there like you did,” Ed sad, 'and give him that line about being a Jap
admird's gentleman, | ought to be able to tdl him the truth, that this is redly good crestive origind
handmade jewdry, that —

'Handwrought,’ Frink said.

'Yeah. Hand wrought. | mean, I'll go in there and | won't come back out until I've given him a
run for his money. He ought to buy this. If he doesn't he's redly nuts. I've looked around; there isn't
anything like ours for sde anywhere. God, when | think of him naybe looking at it and not buying
it — it makes me so goddam mad | could start swinging.'

'Make sure you tel him it's not plated,” Frink said. "That copper means solid copper and brass
solid brass.’

'Y ou let me work out my own approach,’ Ed said, 'l got somereally good idess’

Frink thought, What | can do is this. | can take a couple of pieces — Ed|l never care — and box
them up and send them to Juliana So shell see wha I'm doing. The postd authorities will trace
her; Il send it registered to her last known address. What'll she say when she opens the box?
Theré€ll have to be a note from me explaining that 1 made it mysdf; that I'm a partner in a little new
credtive jewdry budgness. I'll fire her imagination, give her an account thatll make her want to
know more, thatll get her interested. I'll talk about the gems and the metals. The places were
sling to, the fancy stores. . .

'Isnt it dong here? Ed sad, dowing the truck. They were in heavy downtown traffic; buildings
blotted out the sky. 'l better park.'

'Another five blocks,' Frink said.

'Got one of those marijuana cigarettes? Ed said. 'One would calm me right about now.'

Frink passed him his package of T'ienlas, the 'Heavenly Musc' brand he had learned to smoke
at W-M Corporation.

| know shes living with some guy, Frink said to himsdf. Segping with him. As if she was his
wife. 1 know Juliana She couldnt survive any other way; | know how she gets around nightfal.



When it gets cold and dark and everybody's home stting around the living room. She was never
made for asolitary life. Me neither, he redized.

Maybe the guy's a red nice guy. Some shy student she picked up. She'd be a good woman for
some young guy who had never had the courage to approach a woman before. She's not hard or
cynicd. It would do him a lot of good. | hope to hdl she's not with some older guy. That's what |
couldn't stand. Some experienced mean guy with a toothpick sticking out of the sde of his mouth,
pushing her around.

He fdt himsdf begin to breathe heavily. Image of some beefy hairy guy stepping down hard on
Juliana, making her life miserable . . . | know shed findly wind up killing hersdlf, he thought. It's
in the cards for her, if she doesnt find the right man — and that means a redly gentle, sengtive,
kindly student type who would be able to appreciate dl those thoughts she has.

| was too rough for her, he thought. And I'm not so bad; there are a hell of a lot of guys worse
than me. | could pretty wel figure out what she was thinking, what she wanted, when she fdt
lonely or bad or depressed. | spent a lot of time worrying and fussng over her. But it wasnt
enough. She deserved more. She deserves alot, he thought.

I'm parking, Ed sad. He had found a place and was backing the truck, peering over his
shoulder.
‘Ligten,’ Frink said, 'Can | send a couple of piecesto my wife?
I didn't know you were married.' Intent on parking, Ed answered him reflexively. 'Sure, as long
asthey'renot silver.”
Ed shut off the truck motor.
'Were here' he sad. He puffed marijuana smoke, then stubbed the cigarette out on the
dashboard, dropped the remains to the cab floor. 'Wish me luck.'
‘Luck, Frank Frink said.
'Hey, look. There's one of those Jap waka poems on the back of this cigarette package.' Ed read
the poem aoud, over the traffic noises.

'Hearing a cuckoo cry,

| looked up in the direction

Whence the sound came:

What did | see?

Only the pae moon in the dawning sky.'

He handed the package of T'ienlais back to Frink. 'Keeriiist!" he said, then dapped Frink on the
back, grinned, opened the truck door, picked up the wicker hamper and stepped from the truck. 'I'll
let you put the dime in the meter,' he said, Sarting off down the sidewalk.

In an instant he had disappeared among the other pedestrians.

Juliana, Frink thought. Are you as adone as | an? He got out of the truck and put a dime in the
parking meter.

Fear, he thought. This whole jewelry venture. What if it should fail? What if it should fail? That
was how the oracle put it. Wailing, tears, beeting the pot.

Man faces the darkening shadows of his life. His passage to the grave. If she were here it would
not be so bad. Not bad at all.

I'm scared, he redlized. Suppose Ed doesn't sdll athing. Suppose they laugh at us.

What then?



On a sheet on the floor of the front room of her apatment, Juliana lay holding Joe Cinnaddla
agang her. The room was wam and suffy with midafternoon sunlight. Her body and the body of
the man in her ams were damp with perspiration. A drop, rolling down Joes forehead, clung a
moment to his cheekbone, then fell to her throat.

"You're il dripping,’ she murmured.

He said nothing. His breething, long, dow, regular . . . like the ocean, she thought. Were nothing
but water insde.

'How was it? she asked.

He mumbled that it had been okay.

| thought so, Juliana thought. 1 can tell. Now we both have to get up, pull ourselves together. Or
isthat bad? Sign of subconscious disapprova?

He irred.

'Are you getting up? She gripped him tight with both her arms. 'Don't. Not yet.

'Don't you have to get to the gym?

I'm not going to the gym, Juliana said to hersdf. Don't you know that? We will go somewhere;
we won't stay here too much longer. But it will be a place we haven't been before. It'stime.

She fet him gart to draw himsdf backward and up onto his knees, felt her hands dide dong his
damp, dippery back. Then she could hear him waking away, his bare feet againg the floor. To the
bathroom, no doubt. For his shower.

It's over, she thought. Oh well. She sghed.

I hear you," Joe said from the bathroom. 'Groaning. Always downcast, aren't you? Worry, fear
and suspicion, aout me and everything ese in the world — ' He emerged, briefly, dripping with
soapy water, face beaming. 'How would you like to take a trip?

Her pulse quickened. 'Where?

"To some big city. How about north, to Denver? I'll take you out; buy you ticket to a show, good
restaurant, taxi, get you evening dress or what you need. Okay?

She could hardly believe him, but she wanted to; she tried to.

'Will that Stude of yours makeit? Joe cdled.

'Sure,’ she said.

'Well both get some nice clothes' he said. 'Enjoy oursdves, maybe for the firgt time in our lives.
Keep you from cracking up.'

'Wherell we get the money?

Joe sad, 'l have it. Look in my suitcase’ He shut the bathroom door; the racket of water shut out
any further words.

Opening the dresser, she got out his dented, stained little grip. Sure enough, in one corner she
found an envelope; it contained Reichsbank hills, high vaue and good anywhere. Then we can go,
she redized. Maybe he's not just gringing me adong. | just wish | could get indde him and see
what's there, she thought as she counted the money. .

Benegth the envelope she found a huge, cylindrica fountain pen, or a least it gppeared to be
that; it had a dip, anyhow. But it weighed so much. Gingerly, she lifted it out, unscrewed the cap.
Yes, it had agold point. But .

'What is this? she asked Joe, when he regppeared from the shower.

He took it from her, returned it to the grip. How carefully he handled it . . . she noticed that,
reflected on it, perplexed.

'More morbidity? Joe said. He seemed lighthearted, more so than a any time since she had met
him; with a ydl of enthusasm, he clasped her around the was, then hoisted her up into his arms,



rocking her, swinging her back and forth, peering down into her face, breathing his warm breath
over her, squeezing her until she bleated.

'No,' she said. 'I'm just — dow to change.' Still a little scared of you, she thought. So scared |
can't even say it, tell you about it.

'Out the window," Joe cried, stalking across the room with her in hisarms. 'Here we go.’

'Please,' she said.

'Kidding. Lisen — were going on a march, like the March on Rome. You remember that. The
Duce led them, my Uncle Carlo for example. Now we have a little march, less important, not noted
in the history books. Right? Inclining his head, he kissed her on the mouth so hard that their teeth
clashed. 'How nice we both'll look, in our new clothes. And you can explain to me exactly how to
talk, deport mysdf; right? Teach me manners, right?

"You talk okay, Juliana said. 'Better than me, even.'

'No." He became abruptly somber. I talk very bad. A rea wop accent. Didn't you notice it when
you fird met mein the cafe?

'l guess s0,' she said; it did not seem important to her.

'Only a woman knows the socid conventions,’ Joe said, carrying her back and dropping her to
bounce frighteningly on the bed. 'Without a woman wed discuss racing cars and horses and tdll
dirty jokes, no cvilization.'

You're in a srange mood, Juliana thought. Restless and brooding, until you decide to move on;
then you become hopped up. Do you redly want me? You can ditch me, leave me here it's
happened before. | would ditch you, she thought, if | were going on.

'Is that your pay? she asked as he dressed. "You saved it up? It was so much. Of course, there
was agood dedl of money in the Eadt. 'All the other truck drivers|'ve talked to never madeso —

'You say I'm a truck driver? Joe broke in. 'Listen; | rode that rig not to drive but keep off
hijackers. Look like a truck driver, snoozing in the cab.' Flopping in a char in the corner of the
room he lay back, pretending deep, his mouth open, body limp. 'See?

At firgt she did not see. And then she redized that in his hand was a knife, as thin as a kitchen
potato skewer. Good grief, she thought. Where had it come from? Out of his deeve; out of the air
itsdf.

‘That's why the Volkswagen people hired me. Service record. We protected oursdves agangt
Hasdden, those commandos, he led them." The black eyes glinted; he grinned sdeways a Juliana
'Guess who got the Colond, there a the end. When we caught them on the Nile — him and four of
his Long Range Desert Group months after the Cairo campaign. They raided us for gasoline one
night. | was on sentry duty. Hasdlden snesked up, rubbed with black al over his face and body,
even his hands, they had no wire that time, only grenades and submachine guns. All too noisy. He
tried to bresk my larynx. | got him." From the chair, Joe sprang up at her, laughing. 'Let's pack. You
tell them at the gym you're taking afew days off; phone them.'

His account smply did not convince her. Perhgps he had not been in North Africa at dl, had not
even fought in the war on the Axis Sde, had not even fought. What hijackers? she wondered. No
truck that she knew of had come through Canon City from the East Coast with an armed
professiona ex-soldier as guard. Maybe he had not even lived in the U.SA., had made e/erything
up from the art; alineto snare her, to get her interested, to appear romantic.

Maybe he's insane, she thought. Ironic . . . | may actudly do what I've pretended many times to
have done use my judo in sdf-defense. To save my — virginity? My life, she thought. But more
likdy he is just some poor low-class wop laboring dob with delusons of glory; he wants to go on a



grand spree, spend dl his money, live it up — and then go back to his monotonous existence. And
he needsagirl to do it.

'Okay,” she sad. 1l cdl the gym. As she went toward the hdl she thought, Hell buy me
expendve clothes and then take me to some luxurious hotd. Every man yearns to have a redly
well-dressed woman before he dies, even if he has to buy her the dothes himsdf. This binge is
probably Joe Cinnaddllds lifdong ambition. And he is shrewd; I'll bet hes right in his andyss of
me — | have a neurctic fear of the masculine. Frank knew it, too. That's why he and | broke up;
that'swhy | ill fed this anxiety now, this misrust.

When she returned from the pay phone, she found Joe once more engrossed in the Grasshopper,
scowling as he reed, unaware of everything ese.

'Weren't you going to let me read that? she asked.

'Maybe while | drive, Joe said, without looking up.

"You're going to drive? But it'smy car!’

He said nothing; he merdly went on reading.

At the cash register, Robert Childan looked up to see a lean, tdl, dark-hared man entering the
gdore. The man wore a dightly less-thanfashionable suit and carried a large wicker hamper.
Sdesman. Yet he did not have the chearful amile ingead, he had a grim, morose look on his
leathery face. More like a plumber or an eectrician, Robert Childan thought.

When he had finished with his customer, Childan caled to the man, 'Who do you represent?

'Edfrank Jewelry," the man mumbled back. He had set his hamper down on one of the counters.

‘Never heard of them." Childan sauntered over as the man unfastened the top of tie hamper and
with much wasted motion opened it.

"Handwrought. Each unique. Each an original. Brass, copper, silver. Even hot-forged black iron.’

Childan glanced into the hamper. Metd on black velvet, peculiar. ‘'No thanks. Not in my line!’

"This represents American artistry. Contemporary.’

Shaking his head no, Childan walked back to the cash regigter.

For a time the man stood fooling with his velvet display boards and hamper. He was neither
taking the boards out nor putting them back; he seemed to have no idea what he was doing. His
ams folded, Childan watched, thinking about various problems of the day. At two he had an
gppointment to show some early period cups. Then a three — another batch of items returning
from the Cd labs, home from therr authenticity test. He had been having more and more pieces
examined, in the last couple of weeks. Ever since the nasty incident with the Colt .44.

‘These are not plated, the man with the wicker hamper said, holding up a cuff bracdet. 'Solid
copper.'

Childan nodded without answering. The man would hang around for a while, shuffle his samples
about, but finaly he would move on.

The tdephone rang. Childan answered it. Customer inquiring about an ancient rocking chair,
very vauable, which Childan was having mended for him. It had not been finished, and Childan
had to tell a convincing sory. Staring through the store window a the midday traffic, he soothed
and reassured. At last the customer, somewhat appeased, rang off.

No doubt about it, he thought as he hung up the phone. The Colt .44 afar had shaken him
consderably. He no longer viewed his stock with the same reverence. Bit of knowledge like that
goes a long way. Akin to primd childhood awakening; facts of life. Shows, he ruminated, the link
with ourearly years. not merdly U.S. higory involved, but our own persond. As if, he thought,
question might arise asto authenticity of our birth certificate. Or our impresson of Dad.



Maybe | don't actualy recdl F.D.R. as example. Synthetic image didtilled from hearing assorted
tak. Myth implanted subtly in tissue of bran. Like, he thought, myth of Hepplewhite Myth of
Chippendde. Or rather more on lines of Abraham Lincoln ate here. Used this old siver knife, fork,
spoon. You can't seeit, but the fact remains.

At the other counter, ill fumbling with his displays and wicker hamper, the sdesman sad, 'We
can make pieces to order. Custom made. If any of your customers have their own idess. His voice
had a srangled quality; he cleared his throat, gazing a Childan and then down & a piece of jewdry
which he held. He did not know how to leave, evidently. Childan amiled and said nothing.

Not my responsbility. His, to get himsalf back out of here. Place saved or no.

Tough, such discomfort. But he doesn't have to be sdesman. We dl suffer in this life. Look a
me. Taking it dl day from Japs such as Mr. Tagomi. By merest inflection manage to rub my nose in
it, make my life miserable,

And then an idea occurred to him. Fellow's obvioudy not experienced. Look at him. Maybe | can
get some stuff on consggnment. Worth atry.

'Hey," Childan sad.

The man glanced up swiftly, fastened his gaze.

Advancing toward him, his ams ill folded, Childan said, ‘Looks like a quiet haf hour, here. No
promises, but you can lay some of those things out. Clear back those racks of ties." He pointed.

Nodding, the man began to clear himsdf a space on the top of the counter. He reopened his
hamper, once more fumbled with the velvet trays.

Hell lay everything out, Childan knew. Arrange it paingakingly for the next hour. Fuss and
adjus until he's got it al set up. Hoping. Praying. Watching me out of the corner of his eye every
second. To seeif I'm taking any interest. Any & all.

'When you have it out,” Childan said, 'if I'm not too busy I'll take alook.’

The man worked feverishly, asif he had been stung.

Severd customers entered the store then, and Childan greeted them. He turned his attention to
them and ther wishes and forgot the sdesman laboring over his display. The sdesman,
recognizing the dtudion, became dedthy in his movements he made himsdf inconspicuous.
Childan sold a shaving mug, dmost sold a hand-hooked rug, took a deposit on an afghan. Time
passed. At lagt the customers left. Once more the store was empty except for himsdf and the
sdesman.

The salesman had finished. His entire sdlection of jewdry lay arranged on the black velvet on the
surface of the counter.

Going leisurely over, Robert Childan lit a Land-O-Smiles and stood rocking back and forth on
his heds, humming benegth his breeth. The sdlesman sood slently. Neither spoke.

At last Childan reached out and pointed &t a pin. 'l like that.'

The sdesman said in a rapid voice, That's a good one. You won't find any wire brush scratches.
All rouge-finished. And it won't tarnish. We have a plagtic lacquer sprayed on them that'll last for
years. It'sthe best indudtrial lacquer available!’

Childan nodded dightly.

'What welve done here,' the salesman said, ‘is to adapt tried and proven indugtrid techniques to
jewelry making. As far as | know, nobody has ever done it before. No molds. All metd to metd.
Welding and brazing.' He paused. 'The backs are hand-soldered.’

Childan picked up two bracelets. Then a pin. Then another pin. He held them for a moment, then
st them off to one side.

The salesman's face twitched. Hope.



Examining the price tag on a necklace, Childan said, 'Isthis— '

'Retall. Your price is fifty percent of that. And i you buy say around a hundred dollars or so, we
give you an additiona two percent.

One by one Childan lad severad more pieces asde. With each additiona one, the salesman
became more agitated; he talked faster and fadter, findly repesting himsdf, even saying
meaningless foolish things, dl in an undertone and very urgently. He redly thinks hes going to
s, Childan knew. By his own expresson he showed nothing; he went on with the game of
picking pieces.

'That's an egpecialy good one’ the sdesman was rambling on, as Childan fished out a large
pendant and then ceased. 'l think you got our best. All our best." The man laughed.

'You redly have good taste’ His eyes darted. He was adding in his mind what Childan had
chosen. Thetotd of the sale.

Childan said, 'Our policy, with untried merchandise, has to be consgnment.’

For a few seconds the salesman did not understand. He stopped his talking, but he stared without
comprehenson.

Childan amiled a him.

‘Consignment,’ the salesman echoed at last.

'Would you prefer not to leave it? Childan said.

Stammering, the man findly said, 'You mean | leave it and you pay me later on when —

"You get two-thirds of the proceeds. When the pieces sdll. That way you make much more. You
have to wait, of course, but — ' Childan shrugged. ‘It's up to you. | can give it some window
display, possbly. And if it moves, then possbly later on, in a month or so, with the next order —
well, we might see our way clear to buy some outright.”

The salesman had now spent well over an hour showing his wares, Childan redized. And he had
everything out. All his disdlays disaranged and dismantled. Another hour's work to get it back
ready to take somewhere else. There was silence. Neither man spoke.

"Those pieces you put to one Ssde — ' the sdlesman said in a low voice. 'They're the ones you
want?

'Yes. I'll let you leave them dl." Childan gtrolled over to his office in the rear of the store. Il
write up a tag. So youll have a record of what youve left with me" As he came back with his tag
book he added, 'You understand that when merchandise is Ieft on a consignment basis the Store
doen't assume ligbility in case of theft or damage' He had a little mimeographed release for the
sdesman to sgn. The store would never have to account for the items left. When the unsold portion
was returned, if some could not be located — they must have been stolen, Childan declared to
himsdf. Therés dways theft going on in stores. Especidly amdl items like jewdry.

There was no way that Robert Childan could lose. He did not have to pay for this man's jewdry;
he had no investment in this kind of inventory. If any of it sold he made a profit, and if it did not, he
smply returned it dl — or as much as could be found — to the salesman a some vague later date.

Childan made out the tag, listing the items. He sgned it and gave a copy to the sdesman. 'You
can give meacdl, he sad, in amonth or so. To find out how it's been doing.

Taking the jewery which he wanted he went off to the back of the Store, leaving the sdlesman to
gather up his remaning Suff.

| didn't think hed go dong with it, he thought. You never know. That's why it's aways worth
trying.



When he next looked up, he saw that the sdlesman was ready to leave. He had his wicker hamper
under his am and the counter was clear. The sdesman was coming toward him, holding something
Out.

'Y es? Childan said. He had been going over some correspondence.

'l want to leave our card.' The sdesman put down an odd-looking little square of gray and red
paper on Childan's desk. 'Edfrank Custom Jewelry. It has our address and phone number. In case
you want to get in touch with us'

Childan nodded, smiledslently, and returned to hiswork.

When next he paused and |ooked up the store was empty. The sdlesman had gone.

Putting a nickd into the wall dispenser, Childan obtained a cup of hot ingtant tea which he sipped
contemplatively.

| wonder if it will sdl, he wondered. Very unlikdy. But it is well made. And one never sees
anything like it. He examined one of the pins. Quite striking design. Certainly not amateurs.

I'll change the tags. Mark them up a lot higher. Push the handmade angle. And the uniqueness.
Custom originds. Small sculptures. Wear awork of art. Exclusive cregtion on your lapel or wrigt.

And there was ancther notion circulating and growing in the back of Robert Childan's mind.
With these, there's no problem of authenticity. And that problem may someday wreck the historic
American artifactsindustry. Not today or tomorrow — but after that, who knows.

Better not to have dl irons in one fire. That vist by that Jewish crook; that might be the
harbinger. If | quietly build up a sock of nonhistoric objects, contemporary work with no
higoricity ether red or imagined, | might find | have the edge over the competition. And as long as
it isn't coging me anything .

Leaning back his chair so that it rested against the wall he Sipped his tea and pondered.

The Moment changes. One must be ready to change with it. Or otherwise left high and dry.
Adapt.

The rule of surviva, he thought. Keep eye peded regarding gStuation around you. Learn its
demands. And — mest them. Be there at the right time doing theright thing.

Beyinnish. The Orienta knows. The smart black yinnish eyes.

Suddenly he had a good ideg; it made him St upright instantly. Two birds, one sone. Ah. He
hopped to his feet, excited. Carefully wrap best of jewelry pieces (removing tag, of course). Pin,
pendant, or bracelet., Something nice, anyhow. Then — since have to leave shop, close up a two as
it is — saunter over to Kasouras apatment building. Mr. Kasouras, Paul, will be a work.
However, Mrs. Kasoura, Betty, will very likely be home

Graft gift, this new origind U.S. atwork. Compliments of mysdf persondly, in order to obtain
high-place reaction. This is how a new line is introduced. It it lovely? Whole sdection back at
dore; drop in, etc. This one for you, Betty.

He trembled. Just she and I, midday in the apartment. Husband off at work. All on up and up,
however; brilliant pretext.

Airtight!

Getting a smdl box plus wrgpping paper and ribbon, Robert Childan began preparing a gift for
Mrs. Kasoura. Dark, atractive woman, dender in her slk Oriental dress, high hedls, and so on. Or
maybe today blue cotton cooliestyle lounging pgamas, very light and comfortable and informdl.
Ah, he thought.

Or is this too bold? Husband Paul becoming irked. Scenting out and reacting badly. Perhaps go
dower; take gift to him, to his office? Give much the same dory, but to him. Then let him give gift



to her; no suspicion. And, Robert Childan thought, then | give Betty a cdl on the phone tomorrow
or next day to get her reaction.
Even more artight!

When Frank Frink saw his business partner coming back up the sdewak he could tdl that it had
not gone well.
'What happened? he sad, taking the wicker hamper from Ed and putting it in the truck. 'Jesus
Chrigt, you were gone an hour and a hdf. It took him that long to say no?
Ed sad, 'He didn't say no.' He looked tired. He got into the truck and sat.
'What'd he say, hen? Opening the hamper, Frink saw that a good many of the pieces were gone.
Many of their best. 'He took alot. What's the matter, then?
‘Consgnment,’ Ed said.
"You let him? He could not believe it. 'We talked it over —*
'l don't know how come’
'Chrigt,' Frink said.
'I'm sorry. He acted like he was going to buy it. He picked alot out. | thought he was buying.'
They sa together slently in the truck for along time.

10

It had been a terrible two weeks for Mr. Baynes. From his hotd room he had cdled the Trade
Misson every day a noon to ask if the old gentleman had put in an gppearance. The answver had
been an unvarying no. Mr. Tagomi's voice had become colder and more forma each day. As Mr.
Baynes prepared to make his sixteenth cdl, he thought, Sooner or later theyll tdl me that Mr.
Tagomi isout. That he isn't accepting any more calls from me. And that will be that.

What has happened? Whereis Mr. Yatabe?

He had a fairly good idea. The death of Martin Bormann had caused immediate congternation in
Tokyo. Mr. Yatabe no doubt had been en route to San Francisco, a day or so offshore, when new
ingtructions had reached him. Return to the Home Idands for further consultation.

Bad luck, Mr. Baynes redlized. Possbly even fadl.

But he had to remain where he was, in San Francisco. Stll trying to arrange the meeting for
which he had come. Forty-five minutes by Lufthansa rocket from Berlin, and now this A weird
time in which we are dive. We can travel anywhere we want, even to other planets. And for what?
To gt day dter day, dedining in morde and hope Fdling into an interminable ennui. And
meanwhile, the others are busy. They are not Stting helplesdy waiting.

Mr. Baynes unfolded the midday edition of the Nippon Times and once more read the headlines.

DR. GOEBBELSNAMED REICHS CHANCELLOR

Surprise solution to leadership problem by Partei Committee. Radio speech viewed decisve. Berlin
crowds cheer. Statement expected. Goring may be named Police Chief over Heydrich.

He reread the entire article. And then he put the paper once more away, took the phone, and gave
the Trade Misson number.
"Thisis Mr. Baynes. May | have Mr. Tagomi?



‘A moment, Sir.

A very long moment.

'Mr. Tagomi here!'

Mr. Baynestook adeep breath and said, 'Forgive this Situation depressing to us both, sir —*

'‘Ah. Mr. Baynes''

"Your hogpitdity to me gr, could not be exceeded. Someday | know you will have understanding
of the reasons which cause me to defer our conference until the old gentleman —*

'Regretfully, he has not arrived.'

Mr. Baynes shut his eyes. 'l thought maybe since yesterday —

‘Afraid not, Sr." The barest politeness. 'If you will excuse me, Mr. Baynes. Pressing business.’

'‘Good day, sir.'

The phone clicked. Today Mr. Tagomi had rung off without even saying good-bye. Mr. Baynes
dowly hung the receiver.

| mugt take action. Can wait no longer.

It had been made very clear to him by his superiors that he was not to contact the Abwehr under
any circumgances. He was smply to wait until he had managed to make connections with the
Japanese military representative; he was to confer with the Japanese, and then he was to return to
Berlin. But no one had forseen that Bormann would die a this particular moment. Therefore —
The orders had to be superseded. By more practical advice. His own, in this case, since there was
no one else to consult.

In the PSA at least ten Abwehr persons were at work, but some of them — and possbly al —
were known to the local SD and its competent senior regiona chief, Bruno Kreuz vom Meere.
Years ago he had met Bruno briefly a a Patel gathering. The man had had a certain infamous
prestige in Police cirdes, inaamuch as it had been he, in 1943, who had uncovered the British
Czech plot on Reinhard Heydrich's life, and therefore who might be sad to have saved the
Hangman from assassination. In any case, Bruno K.reuz vom Meere was dready then ascending in
authority within the SD. He was not a mere police bureaucrat.

Hewas, in fact, arather dangerous man.

There was even a posshility that even with al the precautions teken, both on the pat of the
Abwehr in Berlin and the Tokkoka in Tokyo, the SD had learned of this atempted meeting in San
Francisco in the offices of the Ranking Trade Misson. However, this was after adl Japanese
adminigered land. The SD had no officid authority to interfere. It could see to it that the German
principd — himsdf in this case — was arrested as soon as he set foot again on Reich territory; but
it could hardly take action againgt the Jgpanese principa, or agang the exisence of the meeting
itsdf.

At least, s0 he hoped.

Was there any posshbility that the SD had managed to detain the old Japanese gentleman
somewhere aong the route? It was a long way from Tokyo to San Francisco, especidly for a
person so ederly and frail that he could not attempt air travel.

What | must do, Mr. Baynes knew, is find out from those above me whether Mr. Yatabe is lill
coming. They would know. If the SD had intercepted him or if the Tokyo Government has recalled
him — they would know that.

And if they have managed to get to the old gentleman, he redized, they certanly are going to get
to me.

Yet the dtuation even in those circumstances was not hopeless. An idea had come to Mr. Baynes
as hewaited day after day donein hisroom at the Abhirati Hotel.



It would be better to give my information to Mr. Tagomi than to return to Berlin empty-handed.
At least that way there would be a chance, even if it is rather dight, that ultimately the proper
people will be informed. But Mr. Tagomi could only ligen; that was the fault in his idea. At bes,
he could hear, commit to memory, and as soon as possible take a business trip back to the Home
Idands. Whereas Mr. Y atabe stood at policy level. He could both hear — and speak.

Stll, it was better than nothing. The time was growing too short. To begin dl over, to arange
paingtakingly, cautioudy, over a period of months once again the ddicate contact between a faction
in Germany and afaction in Japan.. . .

It certainly would surprise Mr. Tagomi, he thought acidly. To suddenly find knowledge of that
kind resting on his shoulders. A long way from facts about injection molds. . .

Possbly he might have a nervous breskdown. Either blurt out the informaion to someone
aound him, or withdraw; pretend, even to himsdf, that he had not heard it. Smply refuse to
beieve me. Riseto hisfeet, bow and excuse himsdlf from the room, the moment | begin.

Indiscreet. He could regard it that way. He is not supposed to hear such matters.

S0 easy, Mr. Baynes thought. The way out is SO immediae, so avaladle, to him. He thought, |
wish it was for me.

And yet in the find anaylss it is not possble even for Mr. Tagomi. We are no different. He can
close his ears to the news as it comes from me, comes in the form of words. But later. When it is
not amatter of words. If! can make that clear to him now. Or to whomever | findly spesk —

Leaving his hotd room, Mr. Baynes descended by devator to the lobby. Outsde on the
sdewalk, he had the doorman cal a pedecab for him, and soon he was on his way up Market Street,
the Chinese driver pumping away energeticaly.

There' he said to the driver, when he made out the sign which he was watching for. 'Pull over to
the curb.’

The pedecab stopped by a fire hydrant. Mr. Baynes paid the driver and sent him off. No one
seemed to have followed. Mr. Baynes set off dong the sdewak on foot. A moment later, aong
with severa other shoppers, he entered the big downtown Fuga Department Store.

There were shoppers everywhere. Counter after counter. Sdesgirls, mostly white, with a
gorinkling of Japanese as department managers. The din wasterrific.

After some confuson Mr. Baynes located the men's clothing department. He stopped at the racks
of men's trousers and began to ingpect them. Presently a clerk, a young white, came over, greeting
him.

Mr. Baynes said, 'l have returned for the pair of dark brown wool dacks which | was looking at
yesterday.! Mesting the clerk’s gaze he said, "You're not the man | spoke to. He was tdler. Red
mustache. Rather thin. On his jacket he had the name Larry.'

The clerk said, 'He is presently out to lunch. But will return.’

Tl go into a dressng room and try these on,” Mr. Baynes said, taking a pair of dacks from the
rack.

'Certainly, gr." The clerk indicated a vacant dressing room, and hen went off to wait on someone
ese

Mr. Baynes entered the dressing room and shut the door. He seated himself on one of the two
chairs and waited.

After a few minutes there was a knock. The door of the dressng room opened and a short
middle-aged Japanese entered. "You are from out of state, Sir? he said to Mr. Baynes. ‘And | am to
okay your credit? Let me see your identification.’ He shut the door behind him.



Mr. Baynes got out his wallet. The Japanese seated himself with the walet and began inspecting
the contents. He halted at a photo of agirl. 'Very pretty.'

'My daughter. Martha.'

'l, too, have a daughter named Martha," the Japanese said. 'She at present is in Chicago studying
piano.’

'My daughter,’ Mr. Baynes said, 'is aout to be married.’

The Japanese returned the wallet and waited expectantly.

Mr. Baynes sad, 'l have been here two weeks and Mr. Yatabe has not shown up. | want to find
out if heis4till coming. And if not, what | should do.’

'Return tomorrow afternoon,’ the Japanese said. Herose, and Mr. Baynes also rose. ‘Good day.'

'‘Good day,” Mr. Baynes said. He left the dressng room, hung the pair of dacks back up on the
rack, and left the Fuga Department Store.

That did not take very long, he thought as he moved aong the busy downtown sdewak with the
other pededrians. Can he actudly get the information by then? Contact Berlin, rdlay my questions,
do al the coding and decoding — every step involved?

Apparently so.

Now | wish | had approached the agent sooner. | would have saved mysdf much worry and
digress. And evidently no mgor risk was involved; it dl appeared to go off smoothly. It took in
fact only five or 9x minutes.

Mr. Baynes wandered on, looking into store windows. He felt much better now. Presently he
found himsdf viewing display photos of honky-tonk cabarets, grimy flyspecked utterly white nudes
whose breasts hung like hdf-inflated volleybdls. That sght amused him and he loitered, people
pushing past him on their various errands up and down Market Strest.

At least he had done something, at last.

Whéat ardief!

Propped comfortably againgt the car door, Juliana read. Beside her, his ebow out the window,
Joe drove with one hand lightly on the whed, a cigarette stuck to his lower lip; he was a good
driver, and they had covered agood dedl of the distance from Canon City aready.

The car radio played mushy beer-garden folk music, an accordion band doing one of the
countless polkas or schottishes; she had never been able to tell them one from another.

'Kitsch,' Joe said, when the music ended. 'Listen, | know a lot about musc; I'll tdl you who a
great conductor was. Y ou probably don't remember him. Arturo Toscanini.'

'No," she sad, till reading.

'He was Itdian. But the Nazis wouldn't let him conduct after the war, because of his politics. He's
dead, now. | dont like that von Kargan, permanent conductor of the New York Philharmonic. We
had to go to concerts by him, our work dorm. What | ike, being a wop — you can guess. He
glanced at her. 'Y ou like that book? he said.

'It'sengrossing.”

'l like Verdi and Puccini. All we get in New York is heavy German bombastic Wagner and Orff,
and we have to go every week to one of those corny U.S. Nazi Party dramatic spectacles at
Madison Square Garden, with the flags and drums and trumpets and the flickering flame. History of
the Gothic tribes or other educationa crap, chanted instead of spoken, so as to be called ‘art.’ Did
you ever see New Y ork before the war?

'Yes,' she said, trying to read.



'Didn't they have swell theater in those days? That's what | heard. Now it's the same as the movie
indugtry; it's dl a catel in Belin. In the thirteen years I've been in New York not one good new
musica or play ever opened, only those—'

'Let meread, Julianasad.

'‘And the same with the book business Joe said, unperturbed. 'It's dl a cartel operating out of
Munich. All they do in New York is print; just big printing presses — but before the war, New
Y ork was the center of the world's publishing industry, or so they say.’

Putting her fingers in her ears, she concentrated on the page open in her lgp, shutting his voice
out. She had arrived a a section in The Grasshopper which described the fabulous television, and it
enthrdled her; especidly the part about the inexpengve little sets for backward people in Africa
and Asa

. . . Only Yankee know-how and the mass-production system — Detroit, Chicago, Cleveland, the magic
names ! — could have done the trick, sent that ceaseless and almost witlessly noble flood of cheap one-
dollar (the China Dollar, the trade dollar) television kits to every village and backwater of the Orient. And
when the kit had been assembled by some gaunt, feverish-minded youth in the village, starved for a chance,
for that which the generous Americans held out to him, that tinny little instrument with its built-in power
supply no larger than a marble began to receive. And what did it receive? Crouching before the screen, the
youths of the village — and often the elders as well — saw words. Instructions. How to read, first. Then the
rest. How to dig a deeper well. Plow a deeper furrow. How to purify their water, heal their sick. Overhead,
the American artificial moon wheeled, distributing the signal, carrying it everywhere . . . to all the waiting,
avid masses of the East.

'Are you reading straight through? Joe asked. 'Or skipping around in it?
She sad, This is wonderful; he has us sending food and education to dl the Agatics millions of
them.’
'Welfare work on aworldwide scale," Joe said.
'Yes. The New Ded under Tugwell; they raise the level of the masses — listen.’ She read aoud
to Joe:

. . What had China been? Yearning, one needful commingled entity looking toward the West, its great
democratic President, Chiang Kai-shek, who had led the Chinese people through the years of war, now into
the years of peace, into the Decade of Rebuilding. But for China it was not a rebuilding, for that almost
supernaturally vast flat land had never been built, lay still slumbering in the ancient dream. Arousing; yes,
the entity, the giant, had to partake at last of full consciousness, had to waken into the modern world with its
jet airplanes and @&omic power, its autobahns and factories and medicines. And from whence would come
the crack of thunder which would rouse the giant? Chiang had known that, even during the struggle to defeat
Japan. It would come from the United States. And, by 1950, American technicians and engineers, teachers,
doctors, agronomists, swarming like some new life form into each province, each —

Interrupting, Joe said, 'You know what he's done, don't you? He's taken the best about Nazism,
the socidist part, the Todt Organization and the economic advances we got through Speer, and
who's he giving the credit to? The New Ded. And he's left out the bad part, the SS part, the racid
extermination and segregetion. It's a utopid You imagine if the Allies had won, the New Ded
would have been able to revive the economy and make those socidist welfare improvements, like
he says? Hdl no;, he's tdking aout a form of date syndicadism, the corporate dtate, like we
developed under the Duce. He's saying, Y ou would have had dl the good and none of —*

'Let meread,’ she sad fiercely.
He shrugged. But he did cease babbling. She read on a once, but to hersdlf.



.. . And these markets, the countless millions of China, set the factories in Detroit and Chicago to humming;
that vast mouth could never be filled, those people could not in a hundred years be given enough trucks or
bricks or steel ingots or clothing or typewriters or canned peas or clocks or radios or nose-drops. The
American workman, by 1960, had the highest standard of living in the world, and all due to what they
genteelly called 'the most favored nation' clause in every commercial transaction with the East. The U.S. no
longer occupied Japan, and she had never occupied China; and yet the fact could not be disputed: Canton
and Tokyo and Shanghai did not buy from the British; they bought American. And with each sale, the
workingman in Baltimore or Los Angeles or Atlanta saw a little more prosperity.

It seemed to the planners, the men of vision in the White House, that they had almost achieved their goal.
The exploring rocket ships would soon nose cautiously out into the void from a world that had at last seen an
end to its age-old griefs: hunger, plague, war, ignorance. In the British Empire, equal measures toward
social and economic progress had brought similar relief to the masses in India, Burma, Africa, the Middle
East. The factories of the Ruhr, Manchester, of the Saar, the oil of Baku, all flowed and interacted in intricate
but effective harmony; the populations of Europe basked in what appeared . . .

'l think they should be the rulers,’ dJuliana said, pausing. They dways were the best. The British.'
Joe said nothing to that, although she waited. At last she went on reading.

. . . Realization of Napoleon's vision: rational homogeneity of the diverse ethnic strains which had squabbled
and balkanized Europe since the collapse of Rome. Vision, too, of Charlemagne: united Christendom, totally
at peace not only with itself but with the balance of the world. And yet — there still remained one annoying
sore.

Singapore.

The Malay States held a large Chinese population, mostly of the enterprising business class, and these
thrifty, industrious bourgeois saw in American administration of China a more equitable treatment of what
was called 'the native." Under British rule, the darker races were excluded from the country clubs, the hotels,
the better restaurants; they found themselves, as in archaic times, confined to particular sections of the train
and kus and — perhaps worst of all — limited to their choice of residence within each city. These 'natives'
discerned, and noted in their table conversations and newspapers, that in the U.S .A. the color problem had
by 1950 been solved. Whites and Negroes lived and worked and ate shoulder by shoulder, even in the Deep
South; World War Two had ended discrimination. . .

'Is there trouble? Juliana asked Joe.
He grunted, keeping his eyes on the road.

"Tell me what happens,' she said. ‘| know! won't get to finish it; well be in Denver pretty soon.
Do Americaand Britain get into awar, and one emerges asruler of the world?

Presently Joe said, 'In some ways it's not a bad book. He works al the details out; the U.S. has
the Pecific, about like our East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere. They divide Russa. It works for around
ten years. Then there's trouble — naturdly.’

'Why naturaly?

'Human nature.' Joe added, 'Nature of states. Suspicion, fear, greed. Churchill thinks the U.SA.
is undermining British rule in South Asa by gppeding to the large Chinese populations, who
naturdly are pro-U.SAA., due to Chiang Kal-shek. The British start setting up’' ' — he grinned a her
brifly — ‘what are cdled 'detention preserves’ Concentration camps, in other words. For
thousands of maybe didoya Chinese. They're accused of sabotage and propaganda. Churchill is so

'Y ou mean he's still in power? Wouldn't he be around ninety?
Joe sad, That's where the British system has it over the American. Every eight years the U.S.
boots out its leaders, no matter how quaified — but Churchill just stays on. The U.S. doesn't have
any leadership like him, after Tugwell. Just nonentities. And the older he gets, the more autocratic



and rigid he gets — Churchill, 1 mean. Until by 1960, he's like some old warlord out of Centrd
Asda nobody can cross him. He's been in power twenty years!

'‘Good God,' she sad, leafing through the last part of the book, searching for verification of what
Joe was saying.

'On that | agree’ Joe said. 'Churchill was the one good leader the British had during the war; if
they'd retained him they'd have been better off. | tdl you; a dtae is no better than its leader.
Fuhrerprinzip — Principle of Leadership, like the Nazis say. They're right. Even this Abendsen has
to face that. Sure, the U.SA. expands- economicdly after winning the war over Jgpan, because it's
got that huge market in Aga that it's wrested from the Japs. But that's not enough; that's got no
goiritudity. Not that the British have. They're both plutocracies, rule by the rich. If they had won,
dl they'd have thought about was making more money, that upper class. Abendsen, he's wrong;
there would be no socid reform, no wefare public works plans — the Anglo-Saxon plutocrats
wouldn't have permitted it.'

Juliana thought, Spoken like a devout Fascidt.

Evidently Joe percelved by her expresson what she was thinking; he turned toward her, dowing
the car, one eye on her, one on the cars ahead. 'Listen, I'm not an intellectud — Fascism has no
need of that. What is wanted is the deed. Theory derives from action. What our corporate State
demands from us is comprehenson of the socid forces-of hisory. You see? | tel you; | know,
Juliana' His tone was earnest, dmost beseeching. Those old rotten money-run empires, Britain and
France and U.SA., dthough the latter actualy a sort of bastard sdeshoot, not grictly empire, but
money-oriented even 0. They had no soul, so naturally no future. No growth. Nazis a bunch of
Street thugs, | agree. Y ou agree? Right?

She had to gmile his Itdian mannerisms had overpowered him in his attempt to drive and make
his speech smultaneoudy.

'‘Abendsen taks like it's big issue as to whether U.S. or Britain ultimately wins out. Bull! Has no
merit, no higory to it. Sx of one, dozen of other. You ever read what the Duce wrote? Inspired.
Beautiful man. Beautiful writing. Explains the undelying actudity of every event. Red issue in
war was. old versus new. Money — that's why Nazis dragged Jewish question mistakenly into it —
versus commund mass spirit, what Nazis cdl Gemeinschaft — folkness. Like Soviet. Commune.
Right? Only, Communists snesked in PantrSavic Peter the Great empire ambitions dong with it,
made social reform means for imperid ambitions!

Juliana thought, Like Mussolini did. Exactly.

'Nazi thuggery a tragedy,’ Joe stuttered away as he passed a dow-moving truck. 'But change's
adways harsh on the loser. Nothing new. Look at previous revolutions such as French. Or Cromwell
agang Irish. Too much philosophy in Germanic temperament; too much theater, too. All those
ralies. You never find true Fascigt talking, only doing — like me. Right?

Laughing, she said, 'God, you've been taking a mile a minute!

He shouted excitedly, 'I'm explaining Fascist theory of action!’

She couldn't answer; it was too funny.

But the man besde her did not think it was funny; he glowered a her, his face red. Veins in his
forehead became distended and he began once more to shake. And again he passed his fingers
clutchingly adong his scap, forward and back, not speaking, only staring at her.

'Don't get sore a me," she said.

For a moment she thought he was going to hit her; he drew his arm back . . . but then he grunted,
reached and turned up the car radio.



They drove on. Band music from the radio, static. Once more she tried to concentrate on the
book.

"Youreright," Joe said after along time.

‘About what?

"Two-bit empire. Clown for aleader. No wonder we got nothing out of the war.'

She patted hisarm.

‘Juliang, it's al darkness,' Joe said. ‘Nothing is true or certain. Right?

'Maybe s0,' she said absently, continuing to try to read.

‘Britain wins' Joe sad, indicating the book. 'l save you the trouble. U.S. dwindles, Britain keeps
needling and poking and expanding, keepsthe initiative. So put it away.'

'l hope we have fun in Denver," she said, closing the book. "You need to relax. | want you to.' If
you dont, she thought, youre going to fly gpat in a million pieces. Like a burging soring. And
what happens tome, then? How do | get back? And — do | just leave you?

| want the good time you promised me, she thought. | don't want to be cheated; 1've been cheated
too much in my life before, by too many people.

'WEell have it Joe said. 'Listen.' He studied her with a queer, introspective expresson. "You take
to that Grasshopper book so much; | wonder — do you suppose a man who writes a best sdler, an
author like that Abendsen  do people write letters to him? | bet lots of people praise his book by
letters to him, maybe even vigt.'

All a once she understood. 'Joe — it's only another hundred miled!'

His eyes shone; he amiled at her, happy again, no longer flushed or troubled.

'We could!" she said. 'Y ou drive so good — it'd be nothing to go on up there, would it?
Sowly, Joe said, 'Wdll, | doubt afamous man lets vigtors drop in. Probably so many of them.’

'Why not try? Joe — ' She grabbed his shoulder, squeezed him excitedly. 'All he could do is send
us away. Please.’

With great deliberation, Joe said, 'When weve gone shopping and got new clothes, al spruced
up. . . that's important, to make a good impression. And maybe even rent a new car up in Cheyenne.
Bet you can do that.'

'Yes,' she sad. 'And you need a haircut. And let me pick your clothes, please, Joe. | used to pick
Frank's clothes for him; aman can never buy his own clothes!’

'You got good taste in clothes, Joe said, once more turning toward the road ahead, gazing out
somberly. 'In other ways, too. Better if you cdl him. Contact him.'

'I'll get my hair done,’ she said.
‘Good.'

I'm not scared a dl to walk up and ring the bdl,” Juliana sad. 'l mean, you live only once. Why
should we be intimidated? He's just a man like the rest of us. In fact, he probably would be plessed
to know somebody drove s0 far just to tell him how much they liked his book. We can get an
autograph on the book, on the insde where they do that. Isn't that so? We better buy a new copy;
thisoneisdl stained. It wouldn't look good.'

'‘Anything you want," Joe said. 'I'll let you decide dl the details; | know you can do it. Pretty girl
aways gets everyone; when he ges what a knockout you are hell open the door wide. But ligten;
no monkey business!

'What do you mean?

'You say were married. | don't want you getting mixed up with him — you know. That would be
dreadful. Wreck everyone's existence; some reward for him to let vigtors in, some irony. So watch
it, Juliana."



'You can argue with him," Juliana said. That part about Itay losing the war by betraying them;
tell him what you told me'’
Joe nodded. "That's s0. We can discuss the whole subject.’
They drove swiftly on.

At seven oclock the following morning, PSA reckoning, Mr. Nobusuke Tagomi rose from bed,
garted toward the bathroom, then changed his mind and went directly to the oracle.

Seated cross-legged on the floor of his living room he began manipulaing the forty-nine yarrow
daks. He had a deep sense of the urgency of his questioning, and he worked a a feverish pace
until & last he had the s lines before him.

Shock! Hexagram Fifty-one!

God appears in the dgn of the Arousng. Thunder and lightning. Sounds — he involuntarily put
his fingers up to cover his ears. Ha-hal Ho-ho! Great burst that made him wince and blink. Lizard
scurries and tiger roars, and out comes God Himsdlf!

What does it mean? He peered about his living room. Arrivd of — what? He hopped to his feet
and stood panting, waiting.

Nothing. Heart pounding. Respiration and al somatic processes, incduding dl manner of
diencephdic-controlled autonomic responses to crids adrendin, greater heartbeat, pulse rate,
glands pouring, throat pardyzed, eyes staring, bowels loose, e d. Stomach queasy and sex ingtinct
suppressed.

And yet, nothing to see; nothing for body to do. Run? All in preparation for panic flight. But
where to and why? Mr. Tagomi asked himsdf. No clue. Therefore impossble. Dilemma of
civilized man; body mobilized, but danger obscure.

He went to the bathroom and began lathering his face to shave.

The telephone rang.

'Shock,” he said doud, putting down his razor. 'Be prepared. He waked rapidly from the
bathroom, back into the living room. 'l am prepared,’ he said, and lifted the receiver. Tagomi, here!
His voice squeaked and he cleared histhroat.

A pause. And then a faint, dry, rusling voice, dmogt like old leaves far off, sad, 'Sr. This is
Shinjiro Yatabe. | have arrived in San Francisco.’

'Greetings from the Ranking Trade Misson,” Mr. Tagomi said. 'How glad | am. You are in good
health and relaxed?

'Y es, Mr. Tagomi. When may | meet you?

'Quite soon. In haf an hour." Mr. Tagomi peered a the bedroom clock, trying to read it. "A third
party: Mr. Baynes. | must contact him. Possibly delay, but — '

'Shall we say two hours, Sir? Mr. Y atabe said.

'Yes,' Mr. Tagomi said, bowing.

‘At your office in the Nippon Times Building.'

Mr. Tagomi bowed once more.

Click. Mr. Y atabe had rung off.

Pleased Mr. Baynes, Mr. Tagomi thought. Delight on order of cat tossed piece of sdmon, for
ingtance fatty nice tail. He jiggled the hook, then dided speedily the Adhirati Hotdl.

'Orded concluded,’ he said, when Mr. Baynes deepy voice came on the wire,

At once the voice ceased to be deepy. 'He's here?

'My office Mr. Tagomi said. Ten-twenty. Goodbye." He hung up and ran kack to the bathroom
to finish shaving. No time for breskfast; have Mr. Ramsey scuitle about after office ariva



completed. All three of us perhaps can indulge smultaneoudy — in his mind as he shaved he
planned afine breskfast for them dl.

In his pgamas, Mr. Baynes stood at the phone, rubbing his forehead and thinking. A shame |
broke down and made contact with that agent, he thought. If | had waited only one day more. .

But probably no harm's been done. Yet he was supposed to return to the department store today.
Suppose | dont show up? It may dart a chain reaction; they'll think I've been murdered or some
such thing. An atempt will be made to trace me.

It doesn't matter. Because he's here. At last. Thewaiting is over.
Mr. Baynes hurried to the bathroom and prepared to shave.

| have no doubt that Mr. Tagomi will recognize him the moment he meets him, he decided. We
can drop the 'Mr. Y atabe' cover, now. In fact, we can drop al covers, adl pretenses.

As soon as he had shaved, Mr. Baynes hopped into the shower. As water roared around him he
sang at thetop of hislungs:

'Wer reitet so spat,

Durch Nacht und den Wind?
Esig der Vater

Mit seinem Kind.'

It is probably too late now for the SD to do anything, he thought. Even if they find out. So
perhaps | can cease worrying; a least, the trivid worry. The finite, private worry aout my own
particular skin.

But asto the rest — we can just begin.

11

For the Reichs Consul in San Francisco, Freiher Hugo Reiss, the first busness of this paticular
day was unexpected and disressng. When he arived a his office he found a vigtor waiting
dready, a large, heavy-jawed, middle-aged man with pocked skin and disgpproving scowl that
drew his black, tangled eyebrows together. The man rose and made a Partel salute, a the same time
murmuring, ‘Hell.'

Reiss sad, 'Hel. He groaned inwardly, but maintained a busnesdike forma smile. 'Her Kreuz
vom Meere. | am surprised. Won't you come in? He unlocked his inner office, wondering where
his vice-consul was, and who had let the SD chief in. Anyhow, here the man was. There was
nothing to be done.

Following dong after him, his hands in the pockets of his dark wool overcoat, Kreuz vom Meere
sad, 'Ligen, Freiherr. We located this Abwehr felow. This Rudolf Wegener. He showed up a an
old Abwehr drop we have under surveillance! Kreuz vom Meere chuckled, showing enormous gold
teeth. 'And we trailed him back to his hotd.

'Fine' Reiss sad, noticing that his mail was on his desk. So Pferdehuf was around somewhere.
No doubt he had left the office locked to keep the SD chief from alittle informa snooping.

This is important, Kruez vom Meere said. 'l notified Katenbrunner about it. Top priority. Youll
probably be getting word from Berlin any time now. Unless those Unratfressers back home get it
al mixed up.' He seated himsdf on the consul's desk, took a wad of folded paper from his coat



pocket, unfolded the paper laborioudy, his lips moving. 'Cover name is Baynes. Posing as a
Swedish indudridis or sdesman or something connected with manufacturing. Receivedphone cal
this momning a eght-ten from Japanese officid regarding gppointment at tenrtwenty in the Jap's
office. We're presently trying to trace the cal. Probably will have it traced in another haf hour.
They'll notify me here!’

'l see,' Reisssaid.

‘Now, we may pick up this fdlow, Kreuz vom Meere continued. 'If we do, well naturaly send
him back to the Reich aboard the next Lufthansa plane. However, the Japs or Sacramento may
protest and try to block it. Theyll protest to you, if they do. In fact, they may bring enormous
pressure to bear. And they'll run atruckload of those Tokkoka toughs to the airport.’

'Y ou can't keep them from finding out?

Too late. He's on his way to this gppointment. We may have to pick him up right there on the
gpot. Run in, grab him, run out.

'l don't like that, Reiss said. 'Suppose his appointment is with some extremely high-place Jap
offidds? There may be an Emperor's persond representative in San Francisco, right now. | heard a
rumor the other day — '

Kreuz vom Meere interrupted. 'It doesn't matter. He's a German national. Subject to Reichs law.'

And we know what Reichslaw is, Reiss thought.

'l have a Kommando squad ready,’ Kreuz vom Meere went on. 'Five good men." He chuckled.
"They look like violinigts. Nice ascetic faces. Soulful. Maybe like divinity students. They'll get in.
The Japsl| think they're a string quartet —

‘Quintet,’ Reiss said.

'Yes. They'll wak right up to the door — they're dressed judt right.” He surveyed the consul.
'Pretty much asyou are!’

Thank you, Reiss thought.

'Right in plain sght. Broad daylight. Up to this Wegener. Gather around him. Appear to be
conferring. Message of importance. Kreuz vom Meere droned on, while the consul began opening
his mail 'No violence. Jugt, 'Herr Wegener. Come with us, please. You understand.” And between
the vertebrae of his spine alittle shaft. Pump. Upper ganglia paralyzed.'

Reiss nodded.

'Areyou lisening?

'Ganz bestimmt.'

"Then out again. To the car. Back to my office. Japs make a lot of racket. But polite to the last.’
Kreuz vom Meere lumbered from the desk to pantomime a Japanese bowing.

""Most vulgar to deceive us, Herr Kruez vom Meere. However, good-bye, Herr Wegener — ™

'Baynes,’ Reiss said. 'lsn't he using his cover name?

'‘Baynes. 'So sorry to see you go. Plenty more talk maybe next time.' ' The phone on Reiss desk
rang, and Kreuz vom Meere ceased his prank. 'That may be for me' He Started to answer it; but
Reiss stepped to it and took it himself.

'Reiss, here!'

An unfamiliar voice sad, 'Consul, this is the Audand Fernsprechamt a Nova Scotia
Transatlantic telephone cdl for you from Berlin, urgent.'

‘All right,’ Reisssad.

"Just amoment, Consul.' Faint static, crackles. Then another voice, awoman operator. '‘Kanzlei.'

'Yes, this is Audand Fernsprechamt a Nova Scotia Cal for the Reichs Consul H. Reiss, San
Francisco; | have the consul on theline!’



'Hold on." A long pause, during which Reiss continued, with one hand, to ingpect his mail. Kreuz
vom Meere watched dackly. 'Herr Konsul, sorry to take your time' A man's voice. The blood in
Ress vens indantly sopped its motion. Baritone, cultivated, rolling-out-smooth voice familiar to
Reiss. 'Thisis Doktor Goebbels.'

Yes, Kanzler.' Across from Ress, Kreuz vom Meare dowly showed a smile The dack jaw
ceased to hang.

'General Heydrich has just asked me to cdl you. There is an agent of the Abwehr there in San
Francisco. His name is Rudolf Wegener. You are to cooperate fully with the police regarding him.
There it time to give you detalls. Smply put your office a ther digposd. Ich danke Thnen sehr
dabei.'

'l understand, Herr Kanzler,' Reiss said.

'Good day, Konsul." The Reichskanzler rang off.

Kreuz vom Meere watched intently as Reiss hung up the phone. 'Was | right?

Reiss shrugged. ‘No dispute, there!'

'Write out an authorization for us to return this Wegener to Germany forcibly.'

Picking up his pen, Reiss wrote out the authorization, sgned it, handed it to the SD chief.

"Thank you,' Kreuz vorn Meere said. ‘'Now, when the Jap authorities call you and complain —*

'If they do.’

Kreuz vom Meere eyed him. They will. Theyll be here within fifteen minutes of the time we
pick this Wegener up.' He had lost his joking, clowning manner.

'No gtring quintet violinigts' Reiss said.

Kreuz vom Meere did not answver. 'Well have him sometime this morning, o be ready. You can
tell the Japs that he's a homosexud or a forger, or something like that. Wanted for a mgor crime
back home. Dont tell them he's wanted for political crimes. You know they don't recognize ninety
percent of Nationd Socidist law.'

'I know that,’ Reiss said. 'l know what to do." He fdt irritable and put upon. Went over my head,
he said to himself. As usud. Contacted the Chancery. The bastards.

His hands were $iaking. Cdl from Doctor Goebbels, did that do it? Awed by the mighty? Or is it
resentment, feding of being hemmed in. . . goddam these police, he thought. They get stronger dl
the time. They've got Goebbels working for them aready; they're running the Reich.

But what can | do? What can anybody do?

Resgnedly he thought, Better cooperate. No time to be on the wrong sde of this man; he can
probably get whatever he wants back home, and that might include the dismissal of everybody
hodtile to him.

' can ¢’ he sad doud, 'that you did not exaggerate the importance of this matter, Her
Polizeifuhrer. Obvioudy, the security of Germany herself hangs on your quick detection of this spy
or traitor or whatever heis." Inwardly, he cringed to hear his choice of words.

However, Kreuz vom Meere looked pleased. "Thank you, Consul.'

'Y ou may have saved us dl.

Gloomily Kreuz vom Meere sad, 'Well, we haven't picked him up. Let's wait for that. | wish that
cdl would come:’

Il handle the Japanese Relss said. 'I've had a good dedl of experience, as you know. Ther
complants—"'

'‘Don't ramble on," Kreuz vom Meere interrupted. ‘| have to think.' Evidently the cdl from the
Chancery had bothered him; he, too, felt under pressure now.



Possibly this felow will get away, and it will cost you your job. Consul Hugo Reiss thought. My
job, your job — we both could find oursaves out on the street any time. No more security for you
than for me.

In fact, he thought, it might be worth seeing how a little foot-dragging here and there could
possbly sdl your activities, Her Polizeifuhrer. Something negetive that could never be pinned
down. For instance, when the Japanese come in here to complain, I might manage to drop a hint as
to the Lufthansa flight on which this fdlow is to be dragged away . . . or baring that, needle them
into a bit more outrage by, say, just the trace of a contemptuous smirk — suggesting that the Reich
is amused by them, doesn't teke little yellow men serioudy. It's easy to sting them. And if they get
angry enough, they might carry it directly to Goebbels.

All sorts of posshilities. The SD can't redly get this fdlow out of the PSA without my active
cooperdion. If I can only hit on precisdly theright twist . . .

| hate people who go over my head, Frelher Reiss said to himsdf. It makes me too damn
uncomfortable. It makes me so nervous that | can't deep, and when | can't deep | can't do my job.
So lowe it to Germany to correct this problem. I'd be a lot more comfortable at night and in the
daytime, too, for that maiter, if this low-class Bavarian thug were back home writing up reports in
some obscure Gau police gation.

Thetroubleis, there's not the time While I'm trying to decide how to —

The phonerang.

This time Kreuz vom Meere reached out to take it and Consul Reiss did not bar the way. 'Hello,
Kreuz vom Meere said into the receiver. A moment of silence as he listened.

Already? Reiss thought.

But the SD chief was holding out the phone. 'For you.'

Secretly relaxing with relief, Reiss took the phone.

'It's some schoolteacher,’ Kreuz vom Meere said. 'Wants to know if you can give them scenic
posters of Audtriafor their class!

Toward deven o'cdock in the morning, Robert Childan shut up his store and st off, on foot, for
Mr. Paul Kasoura's business office.

Fortunately, Paul was not busy. He greeted Childan politely and offered him tea.

' will not bother you long,’ Childan sad after they had both begun spping. Paul's office,
dthough amdl, was mod. em and smply furnished. On the wal one sngle superb print: Mokke's
Tiger, alate-thirteenth-century masterpiece.

I'm adways happy to see you, Robert, Paul sad, in a tone that hed — Childan thought —
perhaps atrace of aoofness.

Or perhaps it was his imagination. Childan glanced cautioudy over his teacup. The man certainly
looked friendly. And yet — Childan sensed a change.

"Your wife" Childan said, ‘was disgppointed by my crude gift. | possbly insulted. However, with
something new and untried, as | explained to you when | grafted it to you, no proper or find
evauation can be made — at least not by someone in the purely busness end. Certainly, you and
Betty arein a better position to judge than I’

Paul said, 'She was not disappointed, Robert. | did not give the piece of jewelry to her.' Reaching
into his desk, he brought out the small white box. ‘It has not |eft this office.”

He knows, Childan thought. Smart man. Never even told her. So that's that. Now, Childan
redized; let's hope he's not going to rave & me. Some kind of accusation about my trying to seduce
hiswife.



He could ruin me Childan sad to himsdf. Caefully he continued spping his tea, his face
impassve,

'Oh? he said mildly. 'Interesting.’

Paul opened the box, brought out the pin and began inspecting it. He held it to the light, turned it
over and around.

'l took the liberty of showing this to a number of busness acquaintances, Paul said, individuds
who share my taste for American historic objects or for artifacts of generd artidtic, esthetic merit.'
He eyed Robert Childan. 'None of course had ever seen such as this before. As you explained, no
such contemporary work hithertofore has been known. | think, too, you informed that you are sole
representative.”

'Yes, that is so," Childan said.

'Y ou wish to hear their reaction?

Childan bowed.

‘These persons,’ Paul said, 'laughed.’

Childan was slent.

'Yet |, too, laughed behind my hand, invishle to you, Paul sad, ‘the other day when you
gopeared and showed me this thing. Naturdly to protect your sangfroid, | conceded that
amusement; as you no doubt recdl, | remained more or less noncommittal in my gpparent reection’

Childan nodded.

Studying the pin, Paul went on. 'One can easily understand this reection. Here is a piece of metd
which has been medted until it has become shapeess. It represents nothing. Nor does it have design,
of any intentiond sort. It is merely amorphous. One might say, it is mere content, deprived of
form.'

Childan nodded.

Yet,' Paul sad, 'l have for severd days now ingpected it, and for no logica reason | feel a
certain emotional fondness. Why is that? | may ask. | do not even now project into this blob, as in
psychologicd German tests, my own psyche. | 4ill see no shapes or forms. But it somehow
partakes of Tao. You see? He motioned Childan over. ‘It is baanced. The forces within this piece
are stabilized. At rest. So o speak, this object has made its peace with the universe. It has separated
from it and hence has managed to come to homeostasis!

Childan nodded, studied the piece. But Paul had lost him.

It does not have wabi, Paul said, 'nor could it ever. But — ' He touched the pin with his nall.
'Robert, this object haswu.'

'l believe you are right,” Childan said, trying to recdl wha wu was, it was not a Japanese word —
it was Chinese. Wisdom, he decided. Or comprehension. Anyhow, it was highly good.

‘The hands of the artificer, Paul sad, 'had wu, and dlowed that wu to flow into this piece.
Possbly he himsdf knows only that this piece satidfies. It is complete, Robert. By contemplating it,
we gan more wu oursdves. We experience the tranquility associated not with art but with holy
things. | recdl a dwine in Hiroshima wheren a shinbone of some medievd sant could be
examined. However, this is an artifact and that was a relic. This is dive in the now, wheress that
merdy remained. By this meditation, conducted by mysdf at great length since you were last here,
| have come to identify the vaue which this has in oppogtion to higtoricity. | am deeply moved, as
you may see.’

'Yes,' Childan said.

"To have no higoricity, and dso no atigtic, esthetic worth, and yet to partake of some ethered
vdue — that is a mave. Just precisgly because this a miserable, smdl, worthless-looking blob;



that, Robert, contributes to its possessng wu. For it is a fact that wu is customarily found in kast
imposing places, as in the Chrigian aphorism, 'stones reected by the builder. One experiences
awareness of wu in such trash as an old stick, or a rusty beer can by the side of the road. However,
in those cases, the wu is within the viewer. It is a religious experience. Here, an artificer has put wu
into the object, rather than merely witnessed the wu inherent in it He glanced up. '"Am | making
mysdf clear?

'Yes,' Childan said.

'In other words, an entire new world is pointed to, by this. The name for it is nather art, for it has
no form, nor religion. What is it? | have pondered this pin unceasingly, yet cannot fathom it. We
evidently lack the word for an object like this. So you are right, Robert. It is authentically a new
thing on the face of the world.'

Authentic, Childan thought. Yes, it certainly is. | catch that notion. But asto therest —

'Having meditated to this avail,’ Paul continued, 'l next cadled back in here the sef same business
acquaintances. | took it upon mysdf, as | have done with you just now, to deiver an expostulation
devoid of tact. This subject carries authority which compels an abandonment of propriety, so great
isthe necessity of ddivering the awarenessitsdlf. | required thet these individuds ligten”

Childan knew that for a Japanese such as Paul to fOrce his ideas on other persons was an amost
incredible stuation.

The result, Paul said, ‘was sanguine. They were able to adopt under such duress my viewpoint;
they percelved what | had ddineated. So it was worth it. Having done that, | rested. Nothing more,
Robert. | am exhausted. He lad the pin back in the box. 'Responshbility with me has ended.
Discharged.' He pushed the box to Childan.

'S, it's yours' Childan said, feding apprehengve; the Stuation did not fit any modd he had ever
experienced. A high-placed Japanese lauding to the skies a gift grafted to him — and then returning
it. Childan fdt his knees wobble. He did not have any idea what to do; he stood plucking a his
deeve, hisface flushing.

Camly, even harshly, Paul said, 'Robert, you must face redity with more courage.’

Blanching, Childan sammered, ‘I'm confused by — '

Paul stood up, facing him. Take heed. The task is yours. You are the sole agent for this piece and
others of its ilk. Also you are a professond. Withdraw for a period into isolation. Meditate,
possibly consult the Book of Changes. Then study your window displays, your ads, your system of
merchandisng.’

Childan gaped a him.

"You will see your way, Paul said. 'How you must go about putting these objects over in a big
fashion.'

Childan fdt dunned. The man's tdling me I'm obliged to assume mord responsbility for the
Edfrank jewdry! Crackpot neurotic Japanese world view: nothing less than number-one piritud
and business relationship with the jewdry tolerable in the eyes of Paul Kasoura.

And the worgt part of it was that Paul certainly spoke with authority, right out of dead center of
Japanese culture and tradition.

Obligation, he thought bitterly. 1t could gtick with him the rest of his life, once incurred. Right to
the grave itdf. Paul had — to his own satisfaction, anyhow — discharged his. But Childan's;, ah,
that regrettably had the esrmark of being unending.

They're out of their minds, Childan said to himsdf. Example: they won't help a hurt man up from
the gutter due to the obligation it imposes. What do you cdl tha? | say that's typicd; just what



you'd expect from a race that when told to duplicate a British destroyer managed even to copy the
patches on the boiler aswell as—

Paul was eying him intently. Fortunately, long habit had caused Childan to suppress any show of
authentic fedings automaticaly. He assumed a bland, sober expresson, persona that correctly
matched the nature of the Stuation. He could sense it there, the mask.

This is dreadful, Childan redlized. A catastrophe. Better Paul had thought | was trying to seduce
hiswife

Betty. There was no chance now that she would see the piece, that his origina plan would come
off. Wu was incompatible with sexudlity; it was, as Paul said. solemn and haly, like ardic.

'| gave each of these individuals one of your cards,’ Paul said.

'Pardon? Childan said, preoccupied.

"Y our business cards. So that they could come in and ingpect other examples.'

'| see,’ Childan said.

"There is one more thing,” Paul said. 'One of these individuas wishes to discuss this entire subject
with you a his location. |1 have written out his name and address Paul handed Childan a folded
square of paper. 'He wants his business colleagues to hear.' Paul added, 'He is an importer. He
imports and exports on a mass bass. Especidly to South America. Radios, cameras, binoculars,
tape recorders, the like!

Childan gazed down at the paper.

'He dedls, of course, in immense quantity.’ Paul said. 'Perhaps tens of thousands of each item. His
company controls various enterprises that manufacture for him a low overhead, dl located in the
Orient where there is cheaper [abor.”

'Why is he— " Childan began.

Paul said, 'Pieces such as this. . ." He picked up the pin once more, briefly. Closing the lid, he
returned the box to Childan. '. . . can be mass-produced. Either in base metd or plastic. From a
mold. In any quantity desired.’

After atime Childan said, 'What about wu? Will that remain in the pieces?

Paul said nothing.

'Y ou advise me to see him? Childan said.

'Yes,' Paul said.

'Why?

'Charms,' Paul said.

Childan stared.

'‘Good-luck charms. To be worn. By rdatively poor people. A line of amulets to be peddied dl
over Latin America and the Orient. Mogt of the masses Hill believe in magic, you know. Spdls.
Potions. It'sabig business, | am told." Paul's face was wooden, his voice toneless,

‘It sounds," Childan said dowly, 'asiif there would be agood deal of money init.’

Paul nodded.

'Was this your idea? Childan said.

'No,' Paul said. He was slent, then.

Your employer, Childan thought. You showed the piece to your superior, who knows this
importer. Your superior — or some influentid person over your head, someone who has power
over you, someone rich and big — contacted this importer.

That's why you're giving it back to me, Childan redlized. You want no part of this. But you know
what | know: that | will go to this address and see this man. | have to. | have no choice. | will lease
the designs, or sell them on a percentage basis, some dedl will be made between me and this party.



Clearly out of your hands. Entirely. Bad taste on your part to presume to stop me or argue with
me.

"There is a chance here for you," Paul said, 'to become extremely wedthy.' He continued to gaze
goicaly ahead.

"The idea strikes me as bizarre,' Childan said. 'Making good-luck charms out of such art objects; |
cantimagineit.

'For it is not your natura line of business. You are devoted to the savored esoteric. Mysdf, | am
the same. And s0 are those individuas who will shortly visit your store, those whom | mentioned.'

Childan said, 'What would you do if you were me?

'Don't under-evduate the posshility suggested by the esteemed importer. He is a shrewd
personage. You and | — we have no awareness of the vast number of uneducated. They can obtain
from mold-produced identical objects a joy which would be denied to us. We must suppose that we
have the only one of a kind, or a least something rare, possessed by a very few. And, of course,
something truly authentic. Not a mode or replica’ He continued to gaze past Childan, a empty
gpace. 'Not something cast by the tens of thousands!'

Has he stumbled onto correct notion, Childan wondered, that certain of the historic objects in
dores such as mine (not to mention many items in his persond collection) are imitations? There
seems a trace of hint in his words. As if in ironic undertone he is tdling me a message quite
different from what gppears. Ambiguity, as one trips over in the oracle . . . qudity, as they say, of
the Oriental mind.

Childan thought, He's actudly saying: Which are you Robert? He whom the oracle cdls ‘the
inferior man,' or that other for whom dl the good advice is meant? Must decide, here. You may trot
on one way or the other, but not both. Moment of choice now.

And which way will the superior man go? Robert Childan inquired of himsdf. At least according
to Paul Kasoura And what we have before us here isnt a many-thousand-year-old compilation of
divindy inspired wisdom; this is medy the opinion of one mortd — one young Japanese
businessman.

Yet, therés a kernd to it. Wu, as Paul would say. The wu of this Stuation is this. whatever our
persona didikes, there can be no doubt, the redlity lies in the importer's direction. Too bad for what
we had intended; we must adapt, as the oracle states.

And after dl, the originds can ill be sold in my shop. To connoisseurs, as for example Paul's
friends.

'You wrestle with yoursdlf,' Paul observed. 'No doubt it is in such a Stuation thet one prefers to
be alone.' He had started toward the office door.

'l have dready decided.

Paul's eyes flickered.

Bowing, Childan sad, 'l will follow your advice. Now | will leave to vist the importer.” He held
up the folded dip of paper.

Oddly, Paul did not seem pleased; he merdly grunted and returned to his desk. They contain their
emotions to the last, Childan reflected.

'Many thanks for your business help,” Childan said as he made ready to depart. 'Someday | will if
possible reciprocate. | will remember.’

But ill the young Japanese showed no reaction. Too true, Childan thought, what we used to say:
they areinscrutable.

Accompanying him to the door, Paul seemed deep in thought. All a once he blurted, '"American
artisans made this piece hand by hand, correct? Labor of their persona bodies?



'Yes, frominitid design to find polish.’

'Sr! Will these artisans play dong? | would imagine they dreamed otherwise for their work.'

'I'd hazard they could be persuaded,” Childan said; the problem, to him, appeared minor.

'Yes,' Paul said. 'l suppose so.'

Something in his tone made Robert Childan take sudden note. A nebulous and peculiar emphasis,
there. And then it swept over Childan. Without a doubt he had split the ambiguity — he saw.

Of course. Whole affar a crud dismissd of American efforts, teking place before his eyes.
Cynicism, but God forbid, he had swallowed hook, line and sinker. Got me to agree, step by sep,
led me dong the garden path to this concluson: products of American hands good for nothing but
to be modesfor junky good-luck charms.

Thiswas how the Japanese ruled, not crudely but with subtlety, ingenuity, timeless cunning.

Christ! Were barbarians compared to them, Childan realized. Were no more than boobs against
such pitiless reasoning. Paul did not say — did not tell me — that our art was worthless; he got me
to say it for him. And, as a find irony, he regretted my utterance. Faint, civilized gesture of sorrow
as he heard the truth out of me.

He's broken me, Childan amost said doud — fortunately, however, he managed to keep it only a
thought, as before, he held it in his interior world, gpart and secret, for himsdf done. Humiliated
me and my race. And I'm hdpless. Therés no avenging this, we are defeated and our defeats are
like this, so tenuous, s0 ddlicate, that were hardly able to perceive them. In fact, we have to rise a
notch in our evolution to know it ever happened.

What more proof could be presented, as to the Japanese fitness to rule? He fdt like laughing,
possbly with appreciation. Yes, he thought, that's what it is, as when one hears a choice anecdote.
I've got to recall it, savor it later on, even rdate it. But to whom? Problem, there. Too persond for
narration.

In the corner of Paul's office a wastebasket. Into it! Robert Childan sad to himsdf, with this
blob, this wu-ridden piece of jewdry.

Could | doit? Tossit away? End the Situation before Paul's eyes?

Can't even toss it away, he discovered as he gripped the piece. Must not — if you anticipate
facing your Japanese fellowmean again.

Damn them, | cant free mysdf of ther influence, cant give in to impulse. All spontaneity
crushed . . . Paul scrutinized him, needing to say nothing; the man's very presence enough. Got my
conscience snared, has run an invigble string from this blob in my hands up my arm to my soul.

Guess I've lived around them too long. Too late now to flee, to get back among whites and white
ways.

Robert Childan sad, 'Paul — ' His voice, he noted, croaked in sickly escape; no control, no
modulation.

'Y es, Robert.'

‘Paul, | ...am...humiliated.

The room redled.

'Why s0, Robert? Tones of concern, but detached. Above involvement.

'Paul. One moment. He fingered the bit of jewdry; it had become dimy with sweet. | — am

proud of this work. There can be no consideration of trashy good-luck charms. | rgect.’
Once more he could not make out the young Japanese man's reaction, only the lisening ear, the
mere awareness.
"Thank you, however," Robert Childan said.
Paul bowed.



Robert Childan bowed.
"The men who made this; Childan said, 'are American proud artists. Mysdf included. To suggest
trashy good-luck charms therefore insults us and | ask for apology.’
incredible prolonged silence.
Paul surveyed him. One eyebrow lifted dightly and his thin lips twitched. A amile?
I demand,’ Childan said. That was dl; he could carry it no further. He now merdly waited.
Nothing occurred.
Please, he thought. Help me.
Paul said, 'Forgive my arrogant imposition.' He held out his hand.
'All right,” Robert Childan said.
They shook hands.

Camness descended in Childan's heart. | have lived through and out, he knew. All over. Grace
of God; it exiged a the exact moment for me. Another time — otherwise. Could | ever dare once
more, press my luck? Probably not.

Hefdt mdancholy. Brief ingtant, asif | rose to the surface and saw unencumbered.

Life is short, he thought. Art, or something not life, is long, sretching out endless, like concrete
worm. Fat, white, unsmoothed by any passage over or across it. Here | stand But no longer. Taking
the samdl box, he put the Edfrank jewelry piece away in his coat pocket.

12

Mr. Ramsey said, 'Mr. Tagomi, this is Mr. Yatabe' He retired to a corner of the office, and the
dender ederly gentleman came forward.

Holding out his hand, Mr. Tagomi sad, 'l am glad to meet you in person, dr.' The light, fragile
old hand dipped into his own; he shook without pressng and released at once. Nothing broken |
hope, he thought. He examined the old gentleman's features, finding himsdf plessed. Such a dern,
coherent spirit there. No fogging of wits. Certainly lucid transmisson of dl the dable ancient
traditions. Best qudity which the old could represent. . . and then he discovered that he was facing
Generd Tedeki, the former Imperid Chief of Staff.

Mr. Tagomi bowed low.

'Generd,' he said.

'Where is the third party? Generd Tedeki said.

'On the double, he nears’ Mr. Tagomi sad. 'Informed by sdf a hoted room. His mind utterly
rattled, he retreated several steps in the bowing position, scarcely able to regain an erect posture.

The generd sested himsdf. Mr. Ramsey, no doubt ill ignorant of the old man's identity,
asssted with the chair but showed no particular deference. Mr. Tagomi hestantly took a char
facing.

'We loiter,' the genera said. 'Regrettably but unavoidably.'

"True,' Mr. Tagomi said.

Ten minutes passed. Neither man spoke.

'Excuse me, gr,' Mr. Ramsey said at ladt, fidgeting. 'l will depart unless needed.’

Mr. Tagomi nodded, and Mr. Ramsey departed.

"Tea, Generd? Mr. Tagomi said.

‘No, sir.”

'Sr," Mr. Tagomi said, 'l admit to fear. | sensein this encounter something terrible.”



The generd indlined his head.

'Mr. Baynes, whom | have met,’ Mr. Tagomisaid, 'and entertained in my home, declares himsalf
a Swede. Yet perusal persuades one that he is in fact a highly placed German of some sort. | say
this because —

'Please continue!’

"Thank you. Generd, his agitation regarding this meeting causes me to infer a connection with
the politica upheavas in the Reich." Mr. Tagomi did not mention another fact: his awareness of the
generd's failure to gppear a the time anticipated.

The generd sad, 'Sr, now you are fishing. Not informing. His gray eyes twinkled in fatherly
manner. No mdlice, there.

Mr. Tagomi accepted the rebuke. 'Sir, is my presence in this meeting merdly a formdity to baffle
the Nazi snoops?

‘Naturdly,” the generd sad, ‘we are interested in maintaning a certain fiction. Mr. Baynes is
representative for Tor-Am indudtries of Stockholm, purdy busnessman. And | am  Shinjiro
Y atabe.’

Mr. Tagomi thought, And | am Tagomi. That part is so.

'No doubt the Nazis have scrutinized Mr. Baynes comings and goings' the generd said. He
rested his hands on his knees, gdtting bolt upright . . . as if, Mr. Tagomi thought, he were sniffing
far-off beef tea odor. 'But to demalish the fiction they must resort to legdities. That is the genuine
purpose; not to deceive, but to require the formdities in case of exposure. You see for instance that
to gpprehend Mr. Baynes they must do more than merely shoot him down . . . which they could do,
were heto travel as— wall, travel without this verba umbrela’

'l see' Mr. Tagomi said. Sounds like a game, he decided. But they know the Nazi mentality. So |
supposeit isof use.

The desk intercom buzzed. Mr. Ramsey's voice. 'Sir, Mr. Baynesis here. Shdl | send him on in?

'Yes!' Mr. Tagomi cried.

The door opened and Mr. Baynes, deekly dressed, his clothes adl quite pressed and magterfully
tailored, his features composed, appeared.

Generd Tedeki rose to face him. Mr. Tagomi also rose. All three men bowed.

'Sr," Mr. Baynes sad to the generd, 'l am Captain R. Wegener of the Reichs Nava Counter-
Intelligence. As understood, | represent no one but mysdf and certain private unnamed individuas,
no departments or bureaus of the Reich Government of any sort.’

The generd said, 'Her Wegener, | understand that you in no way officidly alege representation
of any branch of the Reich Government. | am here as an unofficid private party who by virtue of
former podtion with the Imperid Army can be said to have access to circles in Tokyo who dedre to
hear whatever you haveto say.’

Weird discourse, Mr. Tagomi thought. But not unpleasant. Certain near-musicd qudity to it.
Refreshing relief, in fact.

They sat down.

'Without preamble” Mr. Baynes said, ‘I would like to inform you and those you have access to
that there isin advance stage in the Reich a program called Lowenzahn. Danddion.’

'Yes,' the generd sad, nodding as if he had heard this before; but, Mr. Tagomi thought, he
seemed quite eager for Mr. Baynesto go on.

'‘Dandelion,” Mr. Baynes said, ‘congigts of an incident on the border between the Rocky Mountain
States and the United States.'

The generd nodded, smiling dightly.



'U.S. troops will be atacked and will retdiate by crossng the border and engaging the regular
RMS troops dationed nearby. The U.S. troops have detalled maps showing Midwest army
ingalaions. This is gep one. Step two congds of a declaration by Germany regarding the conflict.
A volunteer detachment of Wehrmacht paratroopers will be sent to aid the U.S. However, this is
further camouflage.’

'Yes,' the generd said, ligening.

"The basic purpose of Operation Dandelion,” Mr. Baynes said, 'is an enormous nuclear attack on
the Home Idands, without advance warning of any kind.' He was slent then.

'With purpose of wiping out Royd Family, Home Defense Army, most of Imperid Navy, cvil
population, indudries, resources! Genera Tedeki said. 'Leaving overseas possessons for
absorption by the Reich.'

Mr. Baynes said nothing.

The generd said, 'What el se?

Mr. Baynes seemed at aloss.

‘The date, dr,' the generd said.

'All changed,” Mr. Baynes said. 'Due to the death of M Bormann. At leas, | presume. | am not in
contact with the Abwehr now.’

Presently the genera said, 'Go on, Herr Wegener.'

'‘What we recommend is that the Japanese Government enter into the Reich's domestic Situation.
Or at least, that was what | came here to recommend. Certain groups in the Reich favor Operation
Dandelion; certain others do not. It was hoped that those opposing it could come to power upon the
death of Chancellor Bormann.'

‘But while you were here' the generd said, 'Herr Bormann died and the political Stuation took
its own solution. Doctor Goebbels is now Reichs Chancelor. The upheavd is over.' He paused.
'How does that faction view Operation Danddion?

Mr. Baynes said, 'Doctor Goebbelsis an advocate of Dandelion.’

Unnoticed by them, Mr. Tagomi closed his eyes.

'Who stands opposed? General Tedeki asked.

Mr. Baynes voice came to Mr. Tagomi. 'SS Genera Heydrich.'

'I am taken by surprise’ Generd Tedeki sad. | am dubious. Is this legitimate information or only
aviewpoint which you and your colleagues hold?

Mr. Baynes sad, 'Adminidration of the Eas — that is, the area now held by Japan — would be
by the Foreign Office. Rosenberg's people, working directly with the Chancery. This was a hitterly
disputed issue in many sessions between the principas last year. | have photostats of notes made.
The police demanded authority but were turned down. They are to manage the space colonization,
Mars, Luna, Venus. That's to be their domain. Once this divison of authority was settled, the police
put dl their weight behind the space program and againgt Dandelion.’

‘Rivdry,” Generd Tedeki said. 'One group played againgt another. By the Leader. So he is never
challenged.’

True Mr. Baynes said. 'That is why | was sent here, to plead for your intervention . It would
dill be possble to intervene the stuation is ill fluid. It will be months before Doctor Goebbes
can onsolidate his postion. He will have to bresk the police, possibly have Heydrich and other top
SS and SD |eaders executed. Once that is done —'

'We ae to give support to the Sicherheitsdienst? General Tedeki interrupted. The mogt
malignant portion of German society?

Mr. Baynes said, That isright.'



‘The Emperor,’ General Tedeki said, ‘would never tolerate that policy. He regards the Reichs dlite
corps, wherever the black uniform is worn, the deeth's head, the Castle Sysem — dI, to him, is
evil."

Evil, Mr. Tagomi thought. Yes, it is Are we to assd it in gaining power, in order to save our
lives? Isthat the paradox of our earthly Stuation?

| cannot face this dilemma, Mr. Tagomi said to himsdf. That man should have to act in such
mora ambiguity. There is no Way in this, dl is muddled. All chaos of light and dark, shadow and
substance.

"The Wehrmacht, Mr. Baynes said, 'the military, is sole possessor in the Reich of the hydrogen
bomb. Where the blackshirts have used it, they have done so only under Army supervison. The
Chancery under Bormann never alowed any nuclear armament to go to the police. In Operation
Danddion, dl will be carried out by OKW. The Army High Command.’

'l am aware of that,’ General Tedeki said.

"The mora practices of the black shirts exceed in ferocity that of the Wehrmacht. But their power
isless. We should reflect solely on redlity, on actua power. Not on ethicd intentions!'

'Y es, we must beredists, Mr. Tagomi said adoud.

Both Mr. Baynes and Genera Tedeki glanced at him.

To Mr. Baynes the generd said, 'What specificaly do you sugges? That we establish contact
with the SD here in the Pecific States? Directly negotiate with — | do not know who is SD chief
here. Some repdlent character, | imagine!'

"The loca SD knows nothing,” Mr. Baynes said. Their chief here, Bruno Kruez vom Meere, is an
old-time Pate hack. Em Altpateigenosse. An imbecile. No one in Berlin would think of telling
him anything; he merdly carries out routine assgnments!

'What, then? The general sounded angry. The consul, here, or the Reichs Ambassador in
Tokyo?

This tak will fal, Mr. Tagomi thought. No maiter what is a deke. We cannot enter the
monstrous schizophrenic morass of Nazi internecine intrigue; our minds cannot adapt.

It must be handled ddicatdy,’ Mr. Baynes said. Through a series of intermediaries. Someone
close to Heydrich who is sationed outsde of the Reich, in a neutrd country. Or someone who
travels back and forth between Tokyo and Berlin.'

'Do you have someone in mind?

'The Itdian Foregn Miniger, Count Ciano. An inteligent, reiable, very brave man, completely
devoted to internationd understanding. However — his contact with the SD apparatus is
nonexigent.- But he might work through someone dse in Germany, economic interests such as the
Krupps or through Genera Speidd or possbly even through WaffenSS personages. The Waffen
SSislessfanatic, more in the mainstream of German society.’

"Y our establishment, the Abwehr — it would be futile to attempt to reach Heydrich through you.'

"The blackshirts utterly revile us. They've been trying for twenty years to get Partei gpprovd for
liquidating usin toto."

'Arent you in excessve persona danger from them? Generd Tedeki said. They are active here
on the Pecific Coadt, | understand.’

'Active but inept,’ Mr. Baynes said. The Foreign Office man, Reiss, is sillful, but opposed to the
SD." He shrugged.

Genera Tedeki said, 'l would like your photogtats. To turn over to my government. Any materid
you have pertaining to these discussons in Germany. And — ' He pondered. 'Proof. Of objective
nature.'



‘Certainly,’ Mr. Baynes said. He reached into his coat and took out a flat silver cigarette case.
"You will find each cigarette to be a hollow container for microfilm.' He passed the case to Generd
Tedeki.

'What about the case itsdf? the generd said; examining it. ‘It seems too vauable an object to
give away.' He started to remove the cigarettes fromit.

Smiling, Mr. Baynes said, The casg, too."

"Thank you." Also amiling, the generd put the case away in histopcoat pocket.

The desk intercom buzzed. Mr. Tagomi pressed the button.

Mr. Ramsey's voice came: 'Sr, there is a group of SD men in the downdairs lobby; they are
atempting to take over the building . The Times guards are scuffling with them." In the distance,
noise of a dren; outsde the building from the drest below Mr. Tagomi's window. 'Army MPs are
on the way, plus San Francisco Kempeital.'

‘Thank you, Mr. Ramsey,’ Mr. Tagomi said. 'You have done an honorable thing, to report
placidly.” Mr. Baynes and Genera Tedeki were ligening, both rigid. 'Srs’ Mr. Tagomi sad to
them, ‘we will no doubt kill the SD thugs before they reach this floor.' To Mr. Ramsey he sad,
"Turn off the power to the eevators.’

'Yes, Mr. Tagomi.' Mr. Ramsey broke the connection.

Mr. Tagomi sad, 'We will wait! He opened his desk drawer and lifted out a teskwood box;
unlocking it, he brought forth a perfectly preserved U.S. 1860 Civil War Colt .44, a tressured
collector's item. Taking out a box of loose powder, bal and cagp ammunition, he began loading the
revolver. Mr. Baynes and General Tedeki watched wide-eyed.

'Part of persond collection,’ Mr. Tagomi sad. 'Much fooled around in vainglorious swift-draw
practicing and firing, in spare hours. Admit to compare favorably with other enthusiasts in contest-
timing. But mature use heretofore delayed.” Holding the gun in correct fashion he pointed it a the
office door. And sat waiting.

At the bench in their basement workshop, Frank Frink sat at the arbor. He held a hdf-finished
dlver earing agang the noisly turning cotton buff; bits of rouge spetered his glasses and
blackened his nalls and hands. The earring, shaped in a snail-shell spird, became hot from friction,
but Frink grimly bore down even more.

‘Don't get it too shiny,’ Ed McCarthy sad. 'Just hit the high spots; you can even leave the lows
completely.’

Frank Frink grunted.

There's a better market for dlver if it's not polished up too much,” Ed said. 'Silverwork should

have that old look.'
Market, Frink thought.

They had sold nothing. Except for the consgnment at American Artistic Handcrafts, no one had
taken anything, and they had visted five retall shopsin al.

Were not making any money, Frink said to himsdf. Were making more and more jewery and
it'sjust piling up around us.

The screw-back of the earring caught in the whed; the piece whipped out of Frink's hands and
flew to the polish shidd, then fdll to the floor. He shut off the motor.

'Don't |et those pieces go," McCarthy said, at the welding torch.

'Chrig, it'sthe size of apea. No way to get agrip.’

'Wdll, pick it up anyhow.'

The hdll with the whole thing, Frink thought.



'What's the matter? McCarthy said, seeing him make no move to fish up the earring.

Frink said, "We're pouring money in for nothing.'

'We can't sall what we haven't made.”

'We can't sdll anything,' Frink said. 'Made or unmade.’

'Five stores. Drop in the bucket.'

'But the trend,’ Frink said. 'It's enough to know.'

'Don't kid yourself.'

Frink said, 'I'm not kidding mysdlf.’

'Meaning whet?

'Meaning it'stime to start looking for a market for scrap.’

‘All right, McCarthy said, 'quit, then.'

'l have!

'l go on by mysdlf." McCarthy lit the torch again.

'How are we going to split the stuff?

'l don't know. But well find away.'

‘Buy meout,' Frink said.

‘Hell no.'

Frink computed. 'Pay me six hundred dollars.’

'No, you take half of everything.'

'Half the motor?

They were both slent then.

‘Three more stores! McCarthy said. 'Then well tak about it Lowering his mask he began
brazing a section of brassrod into a cuff bracelet.

Frank Frink stepped down from the bench. He located the snail-shdll earring and replaced it in
the caton of incomplete pieces. 'I'm going outsde for a smoke,' he said, and waked across the
basement to the sairs.

A moment later he stood outdoors on the sdewak, a T'ien-lai between hisfingers.

It's dl over, he said to himsdf. | don't need the oracle to tell me; | recognize what the Moment is.
The amdl isthere. Defet.

And it is hard redlly to say why. Maybe, theoreticaly, we could go on. Store to Store, other cities.
But — something iswrong. And dl the effort and ingenuity won't changeit.

| want to know why, he thought.

But | never will.

What should we have done? Made what instead?

We bucked the moment. Bucked the Tao. Upstream, in the wrong direction. And now —
dissolution. Decay.

Yin hasus. Thelight showed usits ass, went esawhere.

We can only knuckle under.

While he gtood there under the eaves of the building, taking quick drags on his marijuana
cigarette and dully watching traffic go by, an ‘ordinary-looking, middle-aged white man sauntered
up to him.

'Mr. Frink? Frank Frink?

"You got it,’ Frink said.

The man produced a folded document and identification. ‘I'm with the San Francisco Police
Department. I've awarrant for your arrest.’ He held Frink's arm dready; it had aready been done.

'What for? Frink demanded.



‘Bunco. Mr. Childan, American Artigtic Handcrafts' The cop forcibly led Frink adong the
sdewak; another plainclothes cop joined them, one now on each dde of Frink. They hustled him
toward a parked unmarked Toyopet.

This is what the time requires of us, Frink thought as he was dumped onto the car seat between
the two cops. The door dammed shut; the car, driven by a third cop, this one in uniform, shot out
into traffic. These are the sons-of- bitches we must submit to.

"Y ou got an attorney? one of the cops asked him.

'No,' he said.

"They'll giveyou aligt of names a the station.’

"Thanks," Frink said.

'‘What'd you do with the money? one of the cops asked later on, as they were parking in the
Kearny Street Police gtation garage.

Frink said, 'Spent it.’

‘All?

He did not answer.

One of the cops shook his head and laughed.

Asthey got out of the car, one of them said to Frink, 'Is your red name Fink?

Frink felt terror.

'Fink," the cop repeated. 'Y ou're akike." He exhibited alarge gray folder. '‘Refugee from Europe.’

'l was born in New York,' Frank Frink said.

'Y ou're an escapee from the Nazis,' the cop said. 'Y ou know what that means?

Frank Frink broke away and ran across the garage. The three cops shouted, and at the doorway
he found himsdf facing a police car with uniformed armed police blocking his path. The police
amiled a him, and one of them, holding a gun, stepped out and smacked a handcuff into place over
hiswrig.

Jerking him by the wrig — the thin metd cut into his flesh, to the bone — the cop led him back
the way he had come.

‘Back to Germany,' one of the cops said, surveying him.

'I'm an American,' Frank Frink said.

'You're a Jew,’ the cop said.

As he was taken upgtairs, one of the cops said, 'Will he be booked here?

'No," another said. 'Well hold him for the German consul. They want to try him under German
law.'

Therewas no list of attorneys, after al.

For twenty minutes Mr. Tagomi had remained motionless & his desk, holding the revolver
pointed a the door, while Mr. Baynes paced about the office. The old generd had, after some
thought, lifted the phone and put through a cadl to the Japanese embassy in San Francisco.
However, he had not been able to get through to Baron Kaglemakule; the ambassador, a bureaucrat
had told him, was out of the city.

Now Generd Tedeki was in the process of placing atranspacific cal to Tokyo.

1 will consult with the War College' he explaned to Mr. Baynes. They will contact Imperid
military forces stationed nearby us.' He did not seem perturbed.

So we will be relieved in a number of hours, Mr. Tegomi said to himself. Possbly by Japanese
Marines from a carrier, armed with machines guns and mortars.



Operating through officid channds is highly efficient in teems of find result . . . but there is
regrettable time lag. Down below us, blackshirt hooligans are busy clubbing secretaries and clerks.

However, there was little more that he persondly could do.

'l wonder if it would be worth trying to reach the German consul,” Mr. Baynes said.

Mr. Tegomi had a vison of himsdf summoning Miss Ephrekian in with her tgpe recorder, to
take dictation of urgent protest to Herr H. Reiss.

'l can cal Herr Reiss| Mr. Tagomi said. 'On another line!

'Please,’ Mr. Baynes said.

Stll holding his Colt .44 collector's item, Mr. Tagomi pressed a button on his desk. Out came a
nortlisted phone line, especidly ingtdled for esoteric communication

He dided the number of the German consulate.

'Good day, Who is cdling? Accented brisk mae functionary voice. Undoubtedly underling.

Mr. Tagomi said, 'His Excellency Her Reiss, please. Urgent. This is Mr. Tagomi, here. Ranking
Imperid Trade Mission, Top Place. He used his hard, no-nonsense voice.

'Yes ar. A moment, if you will." A long moment, then. No sound at dl on the phone, not even
clicks He is meardy danding there with it, Mr. Tagomi decided. Staling through typical Nordic
wile

To Generd Tedeki, waiting on the other phone, and Mr. Baynes, pacing, he sad, ‘| am naturdly
being put off.’

At last the functionary's voice once again. 'Sorry to keep you waiting, Mr. Tagomi.

‘Not at al.'

"The consul isin conference. However — '

Mr. Tagomi hung up.

'‘Waste of effort, to say the least, he said, feding discomfited. Whom else to cal? Tokkoka
dready informed, dso MP units down on waterfront; no use to phone them. Direct cdl to Berlin?
To Reichs Chancdlor Goebbels? To Imperid Military arfidd a Napa, asking for ar-rescue
assistance?

I will cal SD chief Herr B. Kruez vom Meere,' he decided doud. 'And bitterly complain. Rant
and scream invective' He began to did the number formaly — euphemidicdly — liged in the
San Francisco phone book as the ‘Lufthansa Airport Termind Precious-Shipment Guard Detail.” As
the phone buzzed he said, 'Vituperate in highpitched hygteria’

'Put on agood performance,’ Generd Tedeki said, smiling.

In Mr. Tagomi's ear a Germanic voice said, 'Who is it? More no-nonsense-than-mysdf voice,
Mr. Tagomi thought. But he intended to go on. 'Hurry up,’ the voice demanded.

Mr. Tagomi shouted, 'l am ordering the arest and trid of your band of cutthroats and
degenerates who run amok like blond berserk beasts, unfit even to describe!l DO you know me,
Kerl? This is Tagomi, Imperid Government Consultant. Five seconds or waive legdity and have
Marines shock troop unit begin massacre with flame-throwing phosphorus bombs. Disgrace to
cvilization.

On the other end the SD flunky was sputtering anxioudly.

Mr. Tagomi winked at Mr. Baynes.

... we know naothing about it," the flunky was saying.

‘Liar!" Mr. Tagomi shouted. 'Then we have no choice’ He dammed the receiver down. ‘It is no
doubt mere gesture,' he said to Mr. Baynes and General Tedeki.

‘But it can do no harm, anyhow. Always faint possibility certain nervous e ement even in SD.'



Generd Tedeki started to speak. But then a tremendous clatter at the office door; he ceased. The
door swung open.

Two burly white men gppeared, both armed with pistols equipped with slencers. They made out
Mr. Baynes.

'Daigt en,’ one said. They started for Mr. Baynes.

At his desk, Mr. Tagomi inted his Colt .44 ancient collector's item and compressed the trigger.
One of the SD men fdl to the floor. The other whipped his slencer-equipped gun toward Mr.
Tagomi and returned fire. Mr. Tagomi heard no report, saw only a tiny wigp of smoke from the
gun, heard the whistle of a dug passng near. With record-eclipsing speed he fanned the hammer of
the angle-action Colt, firing it again and again.

The SD man's jaw burg. Bits of bone, flesh, shreds of tooth, flew in the air. Hit in the mouth, Mr.
Tagomi redized. Dreadful spot, especidly if bal ascending. The jawless SD man's eyes dill
contained life, of a kind. He Hill percaives me, Mr. Tagomi thought. Then the eyes logt ther luster
and the SD man collgpsed, dropping his gun and making un-human gargling noises.

'Sickening, Mr. Tagomi said.

No more SD men appeared in the open doorway.

'Possibly it is over, Generd Tedeki sad after a pause. Mr. Tagomi, engaged in tedious three-
minute task of redoading, paused to press the button of the desk intercom. 'Bring medicd
emergency ad,’ heingtructed. 'Hideoudy injured thug, here’

No answer, only a hum.

Stooping, Mr. Baynes had picked up both the Germans guns, he passed one to the generd,
keeping the other himsdf.

‘Now we will mow them down,” Mr. Tagomi said, reseeting himsalf with his Colt .44, as before.
'Formidable triumvirate, in this office!

From the hal avoice cdled, 'German hoodlums surrender!’

'Already taken care of," Mr. Tagomi caled back. ‘Lying ether dead or dying. Advance and verify
empiricaly.’

A paty of Nippon Times employees gingerly appeared, severad of them carying building riot
equipment such as axes and rifles and tear-gas grenades.

'‘Cause célébre, Mr. Tagomi said. 'PSA Government in Sacramento could declare war on Reich
without hesitation.' He broke open his gun. ‘Anyhow, over with.'

They will deny complicity,” Mr. Baynes said. 'Standard technique. Used countless times.' He lad
the silencerequipped pistol on Mr. Tagomi's desk. ‘Made in Japan.’

He was not joking. It was true. Excedllent quaity Japanese target pistol. Mr. Tagomi examined it.

'‘And not German nationds’ Mr. Baynes said. He had taken the wallet of one of the whites, the
dead one. 'PSA citizen. Lives in San Jose. Nothing to connect him with the SD. Name is Jack
Sanders.' He tossed the wallet down.

‘A holdup,” Mr. Tagomi said. 'Motive: our locked vault. No politica aspects.” He arose shakily to
his fedt.

In any case, the assassination or kidnapping attempt by the SD had failed. At leadt, this first one
had. But clearly they knew who Mr. Baynes was, and no doubt what he had come for.

"The prognoss’ Mr. Tagomi said, ‘is gloomy.'

He wondered if in this instance the oracle would be of any use. Perhaps it could protect them.
Warn them, shidd them, with its advice.

Stll quite shaky, he began taking out the forty-nine yarrow stalks. Whole stuation confusing and
anomdous, he decided. No human intdligence could decipher it; only five-thousand-year-old joint



mind gpplicable. German totditarian society resembles some faulty form of life, worse than naturd
thing. Worse in dl its admixtures, its potpourri of pointlessness.

Here, he thought, locd SD acts as indrument of policy totaly at odds with head in Berlin. Where
in this compodte being is the sense? Who redly is Germany? Who ever was? Almog like
decomposing nightmare parody of problems customarily faced in course of existence.

The oracle will cut through it. Even weird breed of cat like Nazi Germany comprehensible to |
Ching.

Mr. Baynes, seeing Mr. Tagomi didractedy manipulating the handful of vegetable saks
recognized how deep the man's distress was. For him, Mr. Baynes thought, this event, his having
had to kill and mutilate these two men, is not only dreadful; it isinexplicable.

What can | say that might console him? He fired on my behdf; the mora responshility for these
two livesistherefore mine, and | accept it. | view it that way.

Coming over beside Mr. Baynes, Generdl Tedeki said in a soft voice, 'You witness the man's
despair. He, you see, was no doubt raised as a Buddhist. Even if not formaly, the influence was
there. A culture in which no lifeisto be taken; dl lives haly.'

Mr. Baynes nodded.

'He will recover his equilibrium, Generd Tedeki continued. ‘In time. Right now he has no
gandpoint by which he can view and comprehend his act. That book will hep him, for it provides
an externa frame of reference.’

'l see,' Mr. Baynes sid. He thought, Another frame of reference which might help him would be
the Doctrine of Origind Sin. | wonder if he has ever heard of it. We are dl doomed to commit acts
of crudty or violence or evil; that is our destiny, due to ancient factors. Our karma.

To save one life, Mr. Tagomi had to take two. The logica, balanced mind cannot make sense of
that. A kindly man like Mr. Tagomi could be driven insane by the implications of such redlity.

Nevertheless, Mr. Baynes thought, the crucid point les not in the present, not in either my death
or the deeth of the two SD men; it lies — hypotheticaly — in the future. What has happened here
is judtified, or not judtified, by what happens later. Can we perhgps save the lives of millions, dl
Jagpan in fact?

But the man manipulating the vegetable stalks could not think of that; the present, the actudity,
was too tangible, the dead and dying Germans on the floor of his office.

Generd Tedeki was right; time would give Mr. Tagomi perspective. Either that, or he would
perhaps retreat into the shadows of mentd illness, avert his gaze forever, due to a hopeess
perplexity.

And we ae not redly different from him, Mr. Baynes thought. We are faced with the same
confusons. Therefore unfortunately we can give Mr. Tagomi no hdp. We can only wait, hoping
that findly he will recover and not succumb.

13

In Denver they found chic, modern stores. The clothes, Juliana thought, were numbingly expensive,
but Joe did not seem to care or even to notice; ke smply paid for what she picked out, and then
they hurried on to the next store.

Her mgor acquistion — after much trying on of dresses and much prolonged ddiberating and
rgecting — occurred late in the day: a light blue Itdian origind with short, fluffy deeves and a



wildly low neckline. In a European fashion magazine she had seen a model wearing such a dress; it
was conddered the finest style of the year, and it cost Joe dmost two hundred dollars.

To go with it, she needed three pairs of shoes, more nylon stockings, several hats, and a new
handmade black leasther purse. And, she discovered, the neckline of the Italian dress demanded the
new brasseres which covered only the lower part of each breast. Viewing hersdf in the full-length
mirror of the dress shop, she fdt overexposed and a little insecure about bending over. But the
sdeggirl assured her that the new haf-bras remained firmly in place, despite their lack of straps.

Just up to the nipple, Juliana thought as she peered a hersdf in the privacy of the dressng room,
and not one millimeter more. The bras, too, cost quite a bit; aso imported, the sdesgirl explained,
and handmade. The sdesgirl showed her sportswear, too, shorts and bathing suits and a terrycloth
beach robe; but al at once Joe became restless. So they went on. -

As Joe loaded the parcels and bags into the car she sad, 'Don't you think I'm going to look
terrific?

'Yes,' he said in a preoccupied voice. 'Especidly that blue dress. You wear tha when we go
there, to Abendsen' s; understand? He spoke the last word sharply as if it was an order; the tone
surprised her.

I'm a sze twelve or fourteen,” she said as they entered the next dress shop. The sdesgirl smiled
gracioudy and accompanied them to the racks of dresses What dse did she need? Juliana
wondered. Better to get as much as possble while she could; her eyes took in everything a once,
the blouses, skirts, sweaters, dacks, coats. Yes, a coat. 'Joe,’ she said, ‘I have to have a long coat.
But not a cloth coat.’

They compromised with one of the synthetic fiber coats from Germany; it was more durable than
natura fur, and less expensve. But she fet disappointed. To cheer hersdf up she began examining
jewdry. But it was dreary costume junk, without imagination or origindity.

I have to get some jewdry,' she explained to Joe. 'Earrings, a least. Or a pin — to go with the
blue dress’ She led him aong the sdewak to a jewdry store. 'And your clothes' she remembered,
with guilt. 'We have to shop for you, too.'

While she looked for jewelry, Joe stopped a a barbershop for his haircut. When he appeared a
haf hour later, she was amazed; he had not only gotten his hair cut as short as possible, but he had
had it dyed. She would hardly have recognized him; he was now blond. Good God, she thought,
daing a him. Why?

Shrugging, Joe sad, 'I'm tired of being a wop.' That was dl he would say; he refused to discuss it
asthey entered amen's clothing store and began shopping for him.

They bought him a nicely talored suit of one of Du Pont's new synthetic fibers, Dacron. And
new socks, underwear, and a par of sylish sharp-toed shoes. What now? Juliana thought. Shirts.
And ties. She and the clerk picked out two white shirts with French cuffs, severd ties made in
France, and a par of slver cuff links. It took only forty minutes to do dl the shopping for him; she
was astonished to find it so easy, compared to her own.

His suit, she thought, should be dtered. But again Joe had become restless; he pad the bill with
the Reichsbank notes which he carried. | know something dse, Juliana redized. A new hillfold. So
she and the clerk picked out a black aligator billfold for him, and that was that. They left the store
and returned to the car; it was four-thirty and the shopping — at least as far as Joe was concerned
— wasover.

'You dont want the waistline taken in a little? she asked Joe as he drove out into downtown
Denver traffic. 'On your suit —'

'No." His voice, brusgue and impersonad, startled her.



'What's wrong? Did | buy too much? | know that's it, she said to hersdf; | spent much too much.
'l could take some of the skirts back.’

'Let'seat dinner,’ he said.

'Oh God," she exclaimed. 'l know what | didn't get. Nightgowns.'

He glared at her ferocioudy.

'Don't you want me to get some nice new pgiamas? shesaid. 'So I'll beal freshand —

'No." He shook his head. 'Forget it. Look for a place to edt.’

Juliana sad in a deedy voice, 'Well go and register a the hotd firs. So we can change. Then
well eat.” And it better be a redly fine hotdl, she thought, or it's dl off. Even this late. And well ask
them at the hotel what's the best place in Denver to est. And the name of a good nightclub where
we can see a once-in-alifdime act, not some locd tdent but some big names from Europe, like
Eleanor Perez or Willie Beck. | know great UFA dars like that come out to Denver, because I've
seen the ads. And | won't settle for anything less.

As they searched for a good hotel, Juliana kept glancing a the man beside her. With his hair
short and blond, and in his new clothes, he doesn't ook like the same person, she thought. Do | like
him better this way? It was hard to tell. And me — when I've been able to arrange for my hair
being done, well be two different persons, dmost. Created out of nothing or, rather, out of money.
But | just must get my hair done, she told hersdif.

They found a large dady hotel in downtown Denver with a uniformed doorman who arranged
for the car to be parked. That was what she wanted. And a bellboy — actudly a grown man, but
wearing the maroon uniform — came quickly and caried dl their parcds and luggage, leaving
them with nothing to do but climb the wide carpeted steps, under the awning, pass through the glass
and mahogany doors and into the lobby. -

Smdl shops on each sde of the lobby, flower shop, gifts, candy, place to telegraph, desk to
reserve plane flights, the bustle of guests d the desk and the eevators, the huge potted plants, and
under their feet the carpeting, thick and soft. . - she could smell the hotel, the many people, the
activity. Neon dgns indicated in which direction the hotedl restaurant, cocktail lounge, snack bar,
lay. She could barely take it al in asthey crossed the lobby and at last reached the reservation desk.

There was even a bookstore.

While Joe sgned the register, she excused hersdlf and hurried over to the bookstore to see if they
had The Grasshopper. Yes, there it was, a bright stack of copies in fact, with a display sign saying
how popular and important it was, and of course that it was verboten in Germanrun regions. A
gniling midde-aged woman, very grandmotherly, waited on her; the book cost dmost four dollars,
which seemed to Juliana a great ded, but she pad for it with a Reichsbank note from her new purse
and then skipped back to join Joe.

Leading the way with their luggage, the bellboy conducted them to the eevator and then up to
the second floor, adong the corridor — dSlent and warm and carpeted — to their superb,
breathtaking room. The bellboy unlocked the door for them, carried everything insde, adjusted the
window and lights; Joe tipped him and he departed, shutting the door after him.

All was unfolding exactly as she wanted.

'How long will we stay in Denver? she-asked Joe, who had begun opening packages on the bed.
'‘Before we go on up to Cheyenne?

He did not answer; he had become involved in the contents of his suitcase,

'One day or two? she asked as she took off her new coat.

‘Do you think we could stay three?

Lifting his head Joe answered, "We're going on tonight.’



At firgt she did not understand; and when she did, she could not believe him. She stared at him
and he dared back with a grim, dmog taunting expresson, his face condricted with enormous
tenson, more than she had seen in any human in her life before. He did not move he seemed
paradyzed there, with his hands full of his own clothing from the suitcase, his body bent.

'After we eat,’ he added.

She could not think of anything to say.

'So wear that blue dress that cost so much,’ he said. 'The one you like; the really good one — you
undergand? Now he began unbuttoning his shirt. ‘I'm going to shave and take a good hot shower.'
His voice had a mechanicd qudity as if he were spesking from miles away through some sort of
ingrument; turning, he walked toward the bathroom with stiff, jerky steps.

With difficulty she managed to say, 'It'stoo late tonight.’

'No. Well be through dinner around five-thirty, sx a the latest. We can get up to Cheyenne in
two, two and a haf hours. That's only eght-thirty. Say nine at the latest. We can phone from here,
tell Abendsen were coming; explain the Stuation. Thatll make- an impresson, a long-distance cdl.
Say this — were flying to the West Coadt; were in Denver only tonight. But were so enthusiastic
about his book were going to drive up to Cheyenne and drive back again tonight, just for a chance
to—'

She brokein, 'Why?

Tears began to surge up into her eyes, and she found hersdf doubling up her figs, with the
thumbs inside, as she had done as a child; she fdt her jaw wobble, and when she spoke her voice
could hardly be heard. 'l don't want to go and see him tonight; I'm not going. | don't want to at dl,
even tomorrow. | just want to see the dghts here. Like you promised me' And as she spoke, the
dread once more reappeared and settled on her chest, the peculiar blind panic that had scarcely
gone away, even in the brightest of moments with him. It rose to the top and commanded her; she
fdt it quivering in her face, shining out S0 that he could easlly teke note of it.

Joe sad, 'Well buzz up there and then afterward when we come back — weéll take in the sghts
here.' He spoke reasonably, and yet gill with the stark deadness as if he were reciting.

‘No,’ she said.

'Put on that blue dress’ He rummaged around among the parces until he found it in the largest
box. He carefully removed the cord, got out the dress, laid it on the bed with precison; he did not
hurry. 'Okay? Youll be a knockout. Listen, well buy a bottle of high-price Scotch and take it dong.
That Vat 69.'

Frank, she thought. Help me. I'm in something | don't understand.

'It's much farther,” she answered, ‘than you redize. | looked on the map. Itll be red late when we
get there, more like eleven or past midnight.'

He said, 'Put on thedressor I'll kill you.'

Closng her eyes, she began to giggle. My training, she thought. It was true, after dl; now well
see. Can he kill me or can't | pinch a nerve in his back and cripple him for life? But he fought those
British commandoes, he's gone through this dready, many years ago.

'l know you maybe can throw me," Joe said. 'Or maybe not."

‘Not throw you," she said. ‘'Mam you permanently. | actudly can. | lived out on the West Coast.
The Jgps taught me, up in Sedttle. You go on to Cheyenne if you want to and leave me here. Don't
try to force me. I'm scared of you and I'll try." Her voice broke. 'I'll try to get you so bad, if you
comeat me.'



'Oh come on — put on the goddam dresst What's this dl about? You must be nuts, talking like
that about killing and maiming, just because | want you to hop in the car after dinner and drive up
the autobahn with me and see this fellow whose book you —

A knock at the door.

Joe daked to it and opened it. A uniformed boy in the corridor said, 'Vaet service. You inquired
at the desk, g’

'Oh yes,' Joe sad, griding to the bed; he gathered up the new white shirts which he had bought
and carried them to the bellboy. 'Can you get them back in haf an hour?

‘Just ironing out the folds' the boy said, examining them. 'Not cleaning. Yes, I'm sure they can,
ar.'

As Joe shut the door, Juliana said, 'How did you know a new white shirt can't be worn until it's
pressed?

He said nothing; he shrugged.

'l had forgotten,” Juliana said. "And a woman ought to know . . . when you take them out of the
cdllophane they're dl wrinkled.'

'When | was younger | used to dress up and go out alot.’

'How did you know the hotd had vaet service? | didn't know it. Did you redly have your har
cut and dyed? | think your hair dways was blond, and you were wearing a hairpiece. Ian't that so?

Agan he shrugged.

'You must be an SD man,’ she said. 'Posing as a wop truck driver. You never fought in North
Africa, did you? You're supposed to come up here to kill Abendsen; isn't that s0? | know it is. |
guess I'm pretty dumb.' She fdlt dried-up, withered.

After an interval, Joe said, 'Sure! fought in North Africa. Maybe not with Pardi's artillery battery.
With the Brandenburgers' He added, 'Wehrmacht kommando. Infiltrated British HQs. | dont see
what difference it makes, we saw plenty of action. And | was a Cairo; | earned the medd and a
battlefield citation. Corpord.’

'Isthat fountain pen awegpon?

He did not answer.

'A bomb," she redlized suddenly, saying it doud. 'A booby-trap kind of bomb, that's wired so it'll
explode when someone touchesit.’

'‘No," he sad. 'What you saw is a two-watt transmitter and receiver. So | can keep in radio
contact. In case there's a change of plan, what with the day-by-day politica Stuation in Berlin.'

'Y ou check in with them just before you do it. To be sure!

He nodded.

'You're not Itdian; you're a German.’

'Swiss!

She sad, 'My husband isa Jew.'

'l don't care what your husband is. All | want is for you to put on tha dress and fix yoursdf up so
we can go to dinner. Fix your hair somehow; | wish you could have gotten to the hardresser's.
Possbly the hote beauty sdon is dill open. You could do that while | wait for my shirts and take
my shower.'

'How are you going to kill him?

Joe said, 'Please put on the new dress, Juliana. I'll phone down and ask about the hairdresser.’ He
walked over to the room phone.

'Why do you need me dong?



Diding, Joe sad, 'We have a folder on Abendsen and it seems he is attracted to a certain type of
dark, libidinous girl. A specific Middle- Eastern or Mediterranean type.'

As he talked to the hotd people, Juliana went over to the bed and lay down. She shut her eyes
and put her arm across her face.

"They do have a hairdresser,’ Joe said when he had hung up the phone. 'And she can take care of
you right avay. You go down to the sdon; it's on the mezzanine' He handed her something;
opening her eyes she saw that it was more Reichsbank notes. "To pay her.’

Shesad, 'Let melie here. Will you pleass?

He regarded her with alook of acute curiosity and concern.

‘Segttle is like San Francisco would have been, she sad, 'if there had been no Great Fire. Red
old wooden buildings and some brick ones, and hilly like SF. The Japs there go back to a long time
before the war. They have a whole business section and houses, stores and everything, very old. It's
a port. This little old Jap who taught me — | had gone p there with a Merchant Marine guy, and
while | was there | started taking these lessons. Minoru Ichoyasu; he wore a vest and tie. He was as
round as a yo-yo. He taught updars in a Jgp office building; he had tha old-fashioned gold
lettering on his door, and awaiting room like a dentigt's office. With National Geographics.'

Bending over her, Joe took hold of her arm and lifted her to a dtting position; he supported her,
propped her up. 'What's the matter? You act like you're sick.' He peered into her face, searching her
features,

'I'm dying,' she said.

It's just an anxiety attack. Don't you have them al the time? | can get you a sedative from the
hotel pharmacy. What about phenobarbitd? And we haven't esten since ten this morning. Youll be
al right. When we get to Abendsen's, you don't have to do a thing, only stand there with me; I'll do
the taking. Jus gmile and be companionable with me and him; day with him and make
conversation with him, s0 that he stays with us and doesn't go off somewhere. When he sees you
I'm certain hell let us in, especidly with that Itdian dress cut as it is. I'd let you in, mysdf, if | were
he.’

‘Let me go into the bathroom,” she sad. 'I'm sck. Please’ She struggled loose from him. 'I'm
being sck — let me go.’

He let her go, and she made her way across the room and into the bathroom; she shut the door
behind her.

| can do it, she thought. She sngpped the light on; it dazzled her. She squinted. | can find it. In the
medicine cabinet, a courtesy pack of razor blades, soap, toothpaste. She opened the fresh little pack
of blades. Single edge, yes. Unwrapped the new greasy blueblack blade.

Water ran in the shower. She stepped in — good God; she had on her clothes. Ruined. Her dress
clung. Har dreaming. Horrified, she sumbled, haf fdl, groping her way out. Water drizzling from
her stockings . . . she began to cry.

Joe found her standing by the bowl. She had taken her wet ruined suit off; she stood naked,
supporting hersdf on one am, leaning and redting. 'Jesus Chrig,' she said to him when she redized
he was there. '| don't know what to do. My jersey suit is ruined. It's wool." She pointed: he turned to
see the heap of sodden clothes.

Vey cdmly — but his face was dricken — he sad, 'Wdl, you werent going to wear that
anyhow." With a fluffy white hotel towd he dried her off, led her from the bathroom back to the
warm carpeted main room. 'Put on your underwear — get something on. I'll have the hairdresser
come up here; she hesto, that's dl thereis." Again he picked up the phone and diaed.

'What did you get mein the way of pills? she asked, when he had finished phoning.



'l forgot. Il cdl down to the pharmacy. No, wait;! have something. Nembuta or some damn
thing." Hurrying to his suitcase, he began rummaging.

When he held out two yellow capsules to her she said, 'Will they destroy me? She accepted them
dumgly.

'What? he said, hisface twitching.

Rot my lower body, she thought. Groin to dry. 'l mean' she sad cautioudy, 'wesken my
concentration?

'No-it's some A.G. Chemie product they give back home. | use them when | can't deep. I'll get
you aglass of water.' He ran off.

Blade, she thought. | swallowed it; now cuts my loins forever. Punishment. Married to a Jew and
shacking up with a Gestapo assassin. She fdt tears again in her eyes, boiling. For dl | have
committed. Wrecked. 'Let's go, - she said, rising to her feet. The hairdresser.'

'You're not dressed!" He led her, sat her down, tried to get her underpants onto her without
success. ‘| have to get your har fixed,’ he sad in a despairing voice. 'Where is that Hur, tha
woman?

She said, speaking dowly and painstakingly, 'Hair creates bear who removes spots in nakedness.
Hiding, no hide to be hung with a hook. The hook from God. Hair, hear, Hur. Rlls edting.
Probably turpentine acid. They dl met, decided dangerous most corrosive solvent to eat me forever.

Staring down at her, Joe blanched. Must read into me, she thought. Reads my mind with his
mechine, dthough | can't find it.

‘Those pills;' she said. 'Confuse and bewilder.' He said, "You didnt take them." He pointed to her
cenched figt; she discovered that she dill had them there. 'Youre mentdly ill,; he said. He had
become heavy, dow, like some inert mass. "Y ou're very sick. We can't go.'

‘No doctor," she said. 'I'll be okay." She tried to smile; she watched his face to see if she had.
Reflection from his brain, caught my thoughtsin rots.

'l cant take you to the Abendsens,’ he said. 'Not now, anyway. Tomorrow. Maybe you'll be
better. Well try tomorrow. We haveto.,

'May | go to the bathroom again?

He nodded, his face working, barely hearing her. So she returned to the bathroom; again she shut
the door. In the cabinet another blade, which she took in her right hand. She came out once more.

‘Bye-bye," she said.

As she opened the corridor door he exclaimed, grabbed wildly at her.

Whisk. ‘It is awful,’ she sad. They violae. | ought to know." Ready for purse snaicher; the
various night prowlers, | can certainly handle. Where had this one gone? Slgpping his neck, doing a
dance. 'Let me by, she said. 'Don't bar my way unless you want a lesson. However, only women.'
Holding the blade up she went on opening the door. Joe sat on the floor, hands pressed to the side
of his throat. Sunburn posture. 'Good-bye,' she said, and shut the door behind her. The wam
carpeted corridor.

A woman in a white smock, humming or singing, wheeled a cart aong, head down. Gawked at
door numbers, arrived in front of Juliana; the woman lifted her head, and her eyes popped and her
mouth fell.

'Oh sweetie she sad, 'you redly are tight; you need a lot more than a hairdresser — you go right
back insde your room and get your clothes on before they throw you out of this hote. My good
lord." She opened the door behind Juliana. 'Have your man sober you up; I'll have room service
send up hot coffee. Please now, get into your room." Pushing Juliana back into the room, the
woman dammed the door after her and the sound of her cart diminished.



Hairdresser lady, Juliana redized. Looking down, she saw that she did have nothing on; the
woman had been correct.

‘Joe," she said. 'They won't let me" She found the bed, found her suitcase, opened it, spilled out
clothes. Underwear, then blouse and skirt . . . par of low-heded shoes. ‘Made me come back, she
sad. Finding a comb, she rapidly combed her hair, then brushed it. 'What an experience. Tha
woman was right outsde, about to knock. Risng, she went to find the mirror. 'Is this better?
Mirror in the closet door; turning, she surveyed hersdf, twisting, standing on tiptoe.

I'm s0 embarrassed,’ she said, glancing around for him. 'l hardly know what I'm doing. You must
have given me something; whatever it wasit just made me sck, instead of helping me!’

Stll stting on the floor, clasping the sde of his neck, Joe said, 'Listen. You're very good. You
cut my aorta. Artery in my neck.'

Giggling, she clapped her hand to her mouth. 'Oh God — you're such a fresk. | mean, you get
words al wrong. The aortasin your chest; you mean the carotid.’

If I let go,” he sad, 'I'll bleed out in two minutes. You know that. So get me some kind of help,
get a doctor or an ambulance. You understand me? Did you mean to? Evidently. Okay — youll cdl
or go get someone?

After pondering, she said, 'l meant to.’

'Well,' he said, 'anyhow, get them for me. For my sake.’

'Go yoursdf.'

'l dont have it completely closed.’ Blood had seeped through his fingers, she saw, down his
wrist. Pool on the floor. 'I don't dare move. | have to stay here!

She put on her new coat, closed her new handmade leather purse, picked up her suitcase and as
many of the parcds which were hers as she could manage; in particular she made sure she took the
big box and the blue Italian dress tucked carefully in it. As she opened the corridor door she |ooked
back a him. 'Maybe | can tdl them at the desk,' she said. 'Downdtairs.’

'Yes,' hesad.

‘All right,” she said. 'I'll tdl them. Don't look for me back at the gpartment in Canon City because
I'm not going back there. And | have most of those Reichsbank notes, so I'm in good shape, in spite
of everything. Good-bye. I'm sorry." She shut the door and hurried dong the hdl as fast as she
could manage, lugging the suitcase and parcels.

At the devator, an edely well-dressed busnessman and his wife heped her; they took the
parcels for her, and downgtairsin the lobby they gave them to a bellboy for her.

"Thank you," Juliana said to them.

After the belboy had caried her suitcase and parcels across the lobby and out onto the front
sdewak, she found a hotd employee who could explain to her how to get back her car. Soon she
was danding in the cold concrete garage benegth the hotel, waiting while the attendant brought the
Studebaker around. In her purse she found dl kinds of change; she tipped the atendant and the next
she knew she was driving up a ydlow-lit ramp and onto the dark street with its headlights, cars,
advertising neon Sgns.

The uniformed doorman of the hote persondly loaded her luggage and parcels into the trunk for
her, amiling with such hearty encouragement that she gave him an enormous tip before she drove
away. No one tried to stop her, and that amazed her; they did not even raise an eyebrow. | guess
they know hell pay, she decided. Or maybe he dready did when he registered for us.

While she waited with other cars for a dreetlight to change, she remembered that she had not
told them at the desk about Joe dtting on the floor of the room needing the doctor. Still waiting up



there, waiting from now on until the end of the world, or until the deaning women showed up
tomorrow sometime. | better go back, she decided, or telephone. Stop at a pay phone booth.

It's so dlly, she thought as she drove dong searching for a place to park and telephone. Who
would have thought an hour ago? When we signed in, when we shopped . . . we amost went on,
got dressed up and Went out to dinner; we might even have gotten out to the nightclub. Again she
had begun to cry, she discovered; tears dripped from her nose, onto her blouse, as she drove. Too
bad | didnt consult the oracle; it would have known and warned me. Why didn't 1?7 Any time |
could have asked, any place dong the trip or even before we left. She began to moan involuntarily;
the noise, a howling she had never heard issue out of her before, horrified her, but she could not
suppress it even though she clamped her teeth together. A gheslly chanting, singing, wailing, risng
up through her nose.

When she had parked she sat with the motor running, shivering, hands in her coat pockets.
Chrigt, she said to hersdf miserably. Well, | guess that's the sort of thing that happens. She got out
of the car and dragged her suitcase from the trunk; in the back seat she opened it and dug around
among the clothes and shoes until she had hold of the two black volumes of the oracle. There, in
the back seat of the car, with the motor running, she began tossing three RMS dimes, usng the
glare of a department store window to see by. What'll | do? she asked it. Tell me what to do; please.

Hexagram Forty-two, Increase, with moving lines in the second, third, fourth and top places,
therefore changing to Hexagram Forty-three, Breskthrough. She scanned the text ravenoudy,
caching up the successve stages of meaning in her mind, gathering it and comprehending; Jesus, it
depicted the stuation exactly — a miracle once more. All that had happened, there before her eyes,
blueprint, schematic:

It furthers one
To undertake something.
It furthers one to cross the grest water.

Trip, to go and do something important, not stay here. Now the lines. Her lips moved, seeking. . .

Ten pairs of tortoises cannot oppose him.
Congtant perseverance brings good fortune.
The king presents him before God.

Now six in the third. Reading, she became dizzy;,

One s enriched through unfortunate events.

No blame, if you are sincere
And wak inthe middie,
And report with a sedl to the prince.

The prince. . . it meant Abendsen. The sedl, the new copy of his book. Unfortunate events — the
oracle knew what had happened to her, the dreadfulness with Joe or whatever he was. She read six
in the fourth place:

If youwdk inthe middle
And report to the prince,



Hewill follow.

| must go there, she redlized, even if Joe comes after me. She devoured the last moving line, nine
at the top:

He bringsincrease to no one.

Indeed, someone even srikes him.

He does not keep his heart constantly steady.
Misfortune.

Oh God, she thought; It means the killer, the Gestapo people — it's tdling me that Joe or
someone like him, someone ese, will get there and kill Abendsen. Quickly, she turned to
Hexagram Forty-three. The judgment:

One must resolutely make the matter known
At the court of the king.

It must be announced truthfully. Danger.

It is necessary to notify one's own city.

It does not further to resort to arms.

It furthers one to undertake something.

S0 it's no use to go back to the hotel and make sure about him; it's hopeless, because there will be
others sent out. Again the oracle says, even more emphatically: Get up to Cheyenne and warn
Abendsen, however dangerous it isto me. | must bring him the truth.

She shut the volume.

Getting back behind the whed of the car, she backed out into traffic. In a short time she had
found her way out of downtown Denver and onto the main autobahn going rorth; she drove as fast
as the car would go, the engine making a strange throbbing noise that shook the whed and the seat
and made everything in the glove compartment rattle.

Thank God for Doctor Todt and his autobahns, she said to hersdf as she hurtled dong through
the darkness, seeing only her own headlights and the lines marking the lanes.

At ten o'clock that night because of tire trouble she had till not reached Cheyenne, so there was
nothing to do but pull off the road and search for a place to spend the night.

An autobahn exit 9gn ahead of her read GREELEY FIVE MILES. I'll sart out again tomorrow
morning, she told hersdf as she drove dowly dong the man dreet of Gredey a few minutes later.
She saw severd motds with vacancy sgns lit, so there was no problem. What | must do, she
decided, is cal Abendsen tonight and say I'm coming.

When she had parked she got wearily from the car, relieved to be able to stretch her legs. All day
on the road, from eght in the morning on. An d-night drugstore could be made out not far down
the sdewak; hands in the pockets of her coat, she walked that way, and soon she was shut up in the
privacy of the phone booth, asking the operator for Cheyenne information. -

Their phone — thank God — was listed. She put in the quarters and the operator rang.

'Hello,” a woman's voice sounded presently, a vigorous, rather pleasant younger-woman's voice;
awoman no doubt about her own age.

'Mrs. Abendsen? Julianasaid. 'May | tak to Mr. Abendsen?

'Who is this, please?



Juliana said, 'l read his book and | drove dl day up from Canon City, Colorado. I'm in Gredley
now. | thought I could make it to your place tonight, but | can't, so | want to know if 1 can see him
sometime tomorrow.'

After a pause, Mrs. Abendsen said in a ill-pleasant voice, 'Yes, it's too late, now; we go to bed
quite early. Was there any — gspecid reason why you wanted to see my husband? He's working
very hard right now.’

'I wanted to speak to him," she said. Her own voice in her ears sounded drab and wooden; she
dared a the wal of the booth, unable to find anything further to say — her body ached and her
mouth fdt dry and full of foul tastes. Beyond the phone booth she could see the druggist at the soda
counter serving milk shakes to four teen-agers. She longed to be there; she scarcely paid attention
as Mrs. Abendsen answered. She longed for some fresh, cold drink, and something like a chicken
sdad sandwich to go with it.

'Hawthorne works eraticaly,” Mrs. Abendsen was saying in her merry, brisk voice. 'If you drive
up here tomorrow | cant promise you anything, because he might be involved dl day long. But if
you understand that before you make the trip — '

'Yes,' shebrokein.

'l know hell be glad to chat with you for a few minutes if he can,’ Mrs. Abendsen continued. 'But
please don't be disgppointed if by chance he can't bregk off long enough to talk to you or even see
you.'

'We read his book and liked it," Juliana said. 'l have it with me.’

'l see," Mrs. Abendsen said good- naturedly.

'We gopped off a Denver and shopped, so we lost a lot of time' No, she thought; it's dl
changed, dl different. 'Listen,’ she said, ‘the oracle told me to come to Cheyenne.’

'Oh my," Mrs. Abendsen said, sounding as if she knew about the oracle, and yet not taking the
gtuation serioudy.

T'll give you the lines! She had brought the oracle with her into the phone booth; propping the
volumes up on the shef beneeth the phone, she laborioudy turned the pages. 'Just a second.” She
located the page and read first the judgment and then the lines to Mrs. Abendsen. When she got to
the nine a the top — the line about someone driking him and misfortune — she heard Mrs.
Abendsen exclaim. 'Pardon? Julianasaid, pausing.

'‘Go ahead,” Mrs. Abendsen said. Her tone, Juliana thought, had a more adert, sharpened qudity
now.

After Juliana had read the judgment of the Forty-third hexagram, with the word danger in it,
there was silence. Mrs. Abendsen said nothing and Juliana said nothing.

'Well, well look forward to seeing you tomorrow, then,” Mrs. Abendsen sad findly. 'And would
you give me your name, please?

‘Juliana Frink," she said. Thank you very much, Mrs. Abendsen.’ The operator, now, had broken
in to clamor about the time being up, so Juliana hung up the phone, collected her purse and the
volumes of the oracle, |eft the phone booth and walked over to the drugstore fountain.

After she had ordered a sandwich and a Coke, and was Stting smoking a cigarette and resting,
she redized with a rush of unbdieving horror that she had said nothing to Mrs. Abendsen about the
Gestgpo man or the SD man or whatever he was, that Joe Cinnaddla she had Ieft in the hotd room
in Denver. She smply could not beieve it. | forgot! she sad to hersdf. It dropped completely out
of my mind. How could that be? | must be nuts; | must be terribly sick and stupid and nuts.



For a moment she fumbled with her purse, trying to find change for another cal. No, she decided
as she darted up from the soal. | can't cal them agan tonight; I'll let it go — it's just too goddam
late. I'm tired and they're probably adeep by now.

She ate her chicken salad sandwich, drank her Coke, and then she drove to the nearest- motd,
rented aroom and crept tremblingly into bed.

14

Mr. Nobusuke Tagomi thought, There is no answver. No understanding. Even in the oracle. Yet |
must go on living day to day anyhow.

| will go and find the smdll. Live unseen, a any rate. Until some later time when —

In any case he said good-bye to his wife and left his house. But today he did not go to the Nippon
Times Building as usud. What about relaxation? Drive to Golden Gate Park with its zoo and fish?
Vigt where things who cannot think nonetheless enjoy.

Time. Itisalong trip for the pedecab, and it gives me more time to perceive. If that can be said.

But trees and zoo are not persond. | musgt clutch a human life. This had made me into a child,
athough that could be good. | could make it good.

The pedecab driver pumped dong Kearny Street, toward downtown San Francisco. Ride cable
car, Mr. Tagomi thought suddenly. Happiness in clearest, dmogst tear-jerking voyage, object that
should have vanished in 1900 but is oddly yet extant.

He dismissed the pedecab, walked along the sidewalk toward the nearest cable tracks.

Perhaps, he thought, | can never go back to the Nippon Times Building, with its stink of desth.
My career over, but just as wel. A replacement can be found by the Board of Trade Misson
Activities. But Tagomi gtill walks, exids, recadling every detail. So nothing is accomplished.

In any case the war, Operation Danddlion, will sweep us dl avay. No matter what we are doing
a the time. Our enemy, dongsde whom we fought in the last war. What good did it do us? We
should have fought them, possbly. Or permitted them to lose, asssted their enemies, the United
States, Britain, Russa

Hopeless wherever one looks.

The oracle enigmatic. Perhgps it has withdrawn from the world of man in sorrow. The sages
leaving.

We have entered a Moment when we are alone. We cannot get assstance, as before. Well, Mr.
Tagomi thought, perhaps that too is good. Or can be made good. One must il try to find the Way.

He boarded the Cdifornia Street cable car, rode al the way to the end of the line. He even
hopped out and asssed in turning the cable car around on its wooden turntable. That, of all
experiences in the city, had the most meaning for him, cusomarily. Now the effect languished; he
fdt the void even more acutely, due to vitiaion here of adl places.

Naturdly he rode back. But. . . a formality, he redized as he watched the dreets, buildings,
traffic passin reverse of before.

Near Stockton he rose to get off. But a the stop, when he started to descend, the conductor
hailed him. "Y our briefcase, Sr.'

Thank you." He had left it on the cable car. Reaching up he accepted it, then bowed as the cable
car clanged into motion. Very vauable briefcase contents, he thought. Priceless Colt .44 collector's
item caried within. Now kept within easy reach condantly, in case vengeful hooligans of SD
should try to repay me as individud. One never knows. And yet — Mr. Tagomi felt that this new



procedure, despite al that had occurred, was neurotic. | should not yidd to it, he told himself once
agan as he waked dong carying the briefcase. Compulsion-obsession-phobia But he could not
free himsdif.

Itinmy grip, | inits, he thought.

Have | then lot my ddighted attitude? he asked himsdf. Is dl indinct perverted from the
memory of what | did? All collecting damaged, not merdly attitude toward this one item? Maingay
of my life. .. areq, das, where| dwelt with such relish.

Hailing a pedecab, he directed the driver to Montgomery Street and Robert Childan's shop. Let
us find out. One thread left, connecting me with the voluntary. | possbly could manage m-y
axious proclivities by a ruse trade the gun in on more hidoricity sanctioned item. This gun, for
me, has too much subjective history . . . dl of the wrong kind. But that ends with me; no one else
can experience it from the gun. Within my psyche only.

Free mysdf, he decided with excitement. When the gun goes, it dl leaves, the cloud of the padt.
For it is not merdy in my psyche it is — as has dways been sad in the theory of higoricity —
within the gun aswell. An equation between ud

He reached the store. Where | have dealt so much, he observed as he pad the driver. Both
business and private. Carrying the briefcase he quickly entered.

There, a the cash regigter, Mr. Childan. Polishing with cloth some artifact.

'Mr. Tagomi,' Childan said, with a bow.

'Mr. Childan.' He, too, bowed.

'‘What a surprise. | am overcome.' Childan put down the object and cloth. Around the corner of
the counter he came. Usud ritud, the greeting, e cetera Yet, Mr. Tagomi felt the man today
somehow different. Rather — muted. An improvement, he decided. Always a trifle loud, dhill.
Skipping about with agitation. But this might well be a bad omen.

‘Mr. Childan, Mr. Tagomi sad, placing his briefcase on the counter and unzipping it, 'l wish to
trade in an item bought severd years ago. Y ou do that, | recollect.’

'Yes,' Mr. Childan said. 'Depending on condition, for instance.’ He watched alertly. -

'Colt .44 revolver,’ Mr. Tagomi said.

They were both Slent, regarding the gun as it lay in its open teskwood box -with its carton of
partly consumed ammunition.

Shade colder by Mr. Childan. Ah, Mr. Tagomi realized. Well, so be it. "You are not interested,
Mr. Tagomi said.

'No sr," Mr. Childan said in a giff voice.

I will not press it." He did not fed any strength. | yidd. Yin, the adaptive, receptive, holds sway
inme, | fear.

'Forgive me, Mr. Tagomi.'

Mr. Tagomi bowed, replaced the gun, ammunition, box, in his briefcase. Degtiny. | must keep
thisthing.

"Y ou seem — quite disgppointed,’ Mr. Childan said.

'You notice’ He was perturbed; had he let his inner world out for dl to view? He shrugged.
Certainly it was so.

'Was there a gpecia reason why you wanted to trade that item in? Mr. Childan said.

'No," he said, once more concedling his persona world-as should be. -

Mr. Childan hestated, then said, | — wonder if that did emanae from my store. | do not carry
thet item.’

'l am sure, Mr. Tagomi said. 'But it does not matter. | accept your decision; | am not offended.’



'Sir," Childan said, 'alow me to show you what has comein. Are you free for amoment?

Mr. Tagomi felt within him the old dirring. 'Something of unusud interet?

'‘Come, gr." Childan led the way across the store; Mr. Tagomi followed.

Within a locked glass case, on trays of black velvet, lay smdl metd swirls, shgpes tha merdy
hinted rather than were. They gave Mr. Tagomi a queer feding as he stooped to study.

I show these ruthlessly to each of my customers’ Robert Childan said. 'Sr, do you know what
these are?

‘Jewery, it gppears’ Mr. Tagomi said, noticing apin.

"These are American-made. Yes of course. But, Sir. These are not the old.’

Mr. Tagomi glanced up.

'Sr, these are the new.! Robert Childan's white, somewhat drab features were disturbed by
passon. This is the new life of my country, Sr. The beginning in the form of tiny imperishable
seeds. Of beauty.’

With due interest, Mr. Tagomi took time to examine in his own hands severd of the pieces. Yes,
there is something new which animates these, he decided. The Law of Tao is borne out, here; when
yin lies everywhere, the firg dirring of light is suddenly dive in the darkest depths. . we are dl
familiar; we have seen it happen before, as | see it here now. And yet for me they are just scraps. |
cannot become rapt, as Mr. R. Childan, here. Unfortunately, for both of us. But that is the case. -

'Quite lovely,” he murmured, laying down the pieces. Mr. Childan said in a forceful voice, 'Sir, it
does not occur at once.’

‘Pardon?

"The new view in your heart.’

'Y ou are converted,” Mr. Tagomi said. 'l wish | could be. | am not.' He bowed.

'‘Another time, Mr. Childan said, accompanying him to the entrance of the store; he made no
move to digplay any dternative items, Mr. Tagomi noticed.

'Y our certitudeisin questionable taste,’ Mr. Tagomi said. ‘It seemsto press untowardly.'

Mr. Childan did not cringe. 'Forgive me,' he said. '‘But | am correct. | sense accuratdy in these
the contracted germ of the future.’

'So be it) Mr. Tagomi sad. 'But your Anglo-Saxon fanaticism does not gpped to me'
Nonethdless, he felt a certain renewa of hope. His own hope, in himsdlf, 'Good day." He bowed. 'l
will see you again one of these days. We can perhaps examine your prophecy.’

Mr. Childan bowed, saying nothing.

Carrying his briefcase, with the Colt .44 within, Mr. Tagomi departed. | go out as | came in, he
reflected. Still seeking. Still without what | need if | - am to return to the world.

Wha if | had bought one of those odd, indistinct items? Kept it, reexamined, contemplated. . .
would | have subsequently, through it, found my way back? | doubt it.

Those are for him, not me.

And yet, even if one person finds his-way . . . that means there s a Way. Even if | persondly fail
toreach it.

| envy him.

Turning, Mr. Tagomi darted back toward the store. There in the doorway, stood Mr. Childan
regarding him. He had not gone back in.

'Sr,” Mr. Tagomi sad, 'l will buy one of those, whichever you sdect. | have no fath, but | am
currently grasping at straws” He followed Mr. Childan through the store once more, to the glass
case. '| do not beieve. | will cary it aout with me, looking a it a regular intervas. Once every
other day, for insgtance. After two monthsif | do not see—



'Y ou may return it for full credit,’ Mr. Childan said.
Thank you,"” Mr. Tagomi sad. He felt better. Sometimes one must try anything, he decided. It is
no disgrace. On the contrary, it isasign of wisdom, of recognizing the Stuation.
This will cadm you," Mr. Childan said. He lad out a sngle smdl slver triangle ornamented with
hollow drops. Black benesth, bright and light-filled above.
"Thank you,' Mr. Tagomi said.

By pedecab Mr. Tagomi journeyed to Portsmouth Square, a little open park on the dope above
Kearny Street overlooking the police station. He sested himsdf on a bench in the sun. Pigeons
walked aong the paved paths in search of food. On other benches shabby men read the newspaper
or dozed. Here and there others lay on the grass, nearly adeep.

Bringing from his pocket the paper bag marked with the name of Mr. R. Childan's store, Mr.
Tagomi sat holding the paper bag with both hands, warming himsdlf. Then he opened the bag and
lifted out his new possesson for ingpection in solitude, here in this little grass and path park of old
men.

He held the squiggle of slver. Reflection of the midday sun, like boxtop cered trinket, sent-away
acquired Jack Armgtrong magnifying mirror. Or — he gazed down into it. Om as the Brahmins say.
Shrunk spot in which dl is captured. Both, a least in hint. The gze, the shgpe. He continued to
ingpect dutifully.

Will it come, as Mr. R. Childan prophesed? Five minutes. Ten minutes. | St as long as | can.
Time, das, will make us sl it short. What isit | hold, while there is fill time?

Forgive me, Mr. Tagomi thought in the direction of the squiggle. Pressure on us dways to rise
and act. Regretfully, he began to put the thing away back in its bag. One find hopeful glance — he
agan scrutinized with dl that he had. Like child, he told himsdf. Imitate the innocence and faith.
On seashore, pressing randomly found shell to head. Hearing in its blabber the wisdom of the sea.

This, with eye replacing ear. Enter me and inform what has been done, what it means, why.
Compression of understanding into one finite squiggle.

Asking too much, and so get nothing.

'Listen," he said sotto voce to the squiggle. 'Sales warranty promised much.’

If 1 shake it violently, like old recdcitrant watch. He did so, up and down. Or like dice in critica
game. Awaken the diety insde. Peradventure he deepeth. Or he is on a journey. Titillating heavy
irony by Prophet Elijah. Or he is pursung. Mr. Tagomi violently shook the slver squiggle up and
down in his clenched fist once more. Call him louder. Again he scrutinized.

You little thing, you are empty, he thought.

Curse a it, hetold himsdf. Frighten it.

'My patience is running out,' he said sotto voce.

And what then? FHiing you in the gutter? Breathe on it, shake it, bresthe on it. Win me the game.

He laughed. Addlepated involvement, here in warm sunlight. Spectacle to whoever comes aong.
Peeking about guiltily, now. But no one saw. Old men snoozing. Measure of reief, there.

Tried everything, he redized. Pleaded, contemplated, threatened, philosophized a length. What
else can be done?

Could | but stay here. It is denied me. Opportunity will perhaps occur again. And yet, as W. S.
Gilbert says, such an opportunity will not occur again. Isthat so? | fed it to be so.

When | was a child | thought as a child. But now | have put awvay childish things. Now | must
seek in other realms. | must keep after this object in new ways.



| must be wtiettific. Exhaust by logicd andyss every entree Sydemdicdly, in dassc
Arigtotelian |aboratory manner.

He put his finger in his right ear, to shut off traffic and dl other didracting noises. Then he
tightly held the Silver triangle, shdlwise, to hisleft ear.

No sound. No roar of smulated ocean, in actudity interior blood-motion noises— not even that.

Then what other sense might gpprenend mystery? Hearing of no use, evidently. Mr. Tagomi shut
his eyes and began fingering every bit of surface on the item. Not touch; his fingers told him
nothing. Smdl. He put the dlver cose to his nose and inhded. Metdlic faint odor, but it conveyed
no meaning. Tase. Opening his mouth he snesked the Slver triangle within, popped it in like a
cracker, but of course refrained from chewing. No meaning, only bitter hard cold thing.

Heagan hdd it in hispadm.

Back a last to seeing. Highest ranking of the senses: Greek scale of priority. He turned the siver
triangle each and every way; he viewed it from every extra rem standpoint.

What do | see? he asked himsdlf. Due to long patient paingtaking study. What is clue of truth that
confronts me in this object?

Yidd, hetold the slver triangle. Cough up arcane secret.

Like frog pulled from depths, he thought. Clutched in fist, given command to declare what lies
below in the watery abyss. But here the frog does not even mock; it srangles slently, becomes
stone or clay or minerd. Inert. Passes back to the rigid substance familiar in its tomb world.

Metd is from the earth, he thought as he scrutinized. From below: from that relm which is the
lowest, the most dense. Land of trolls and caves, dank, dways dark. Yin world, in its mogt
melancholy aspect. World of corpses, decay and collapse. Of feces. All that has died, dipping and
disntegrating back down layer by layer. The daemonic world of the immutable; the time-that-was.

And yet, in the sunlight, the dlver triangle glittered. It reflected light. Fire, Mr. Tagomi thought.
Not dank or dark object a dl. Not heavy, weary, but pulang with life. The high redm, aspect of
yang: empyrean, ethered. As befits work of art. Yes, that is atist's job: takes minerd rock from
dark slent earth transformsit into shining light-reflecting form from sky.

Has brought the dead to life. Corpse turned to fiery display; the past had yielded to the future.

Which are you? he asked the dlver squiggle. Dark dead yin or brilliant living yang? In his pam,
the slver squiggle danced and blinded him; he squinted, seeing now only the play of fire.

Body of yin, soul of yang. Metd and fire unified. The outer and inner; microcosmosin my pam.

What is the space which this spegks of ? Verticd ascent. To heaven. Of time? Into the light-world
of the mutable. Yes, this thing has disgorged its spirit: light. And my attention is fixed; | can't look
away. Spdlbound by mesmerizing shimmering surface which | can no longer control. No longer
freeto dismiss.

Now talk to me, he told it. Now that you have snared me. | want to hear your voice issuing from
the blinding clear white light, such as we expect to see only in the Bardo Thodol afterlife existence.
But | do not have to wait for death, for the decomposition of my animus as it wanders in search of a
new womb. All the terrifying and beneficent deities; we will bypass them, and the smoky lights as
well. And the couples in coitus Everything except this light. | am ready to face without terror.
Notice | do not blench.

| fed the hot winds of karma driving me. Neverthdess | reman here. My training was correct: |
must not shrink from the clear white light, for if 1 do, |1 will once more reenter the cycle of birth and
death, never knowing freedom, never obtaining rdease. The vell of mayawill fal once moreif | —

The light disappeared.

He held the dull slver triangle only. Shadow had cut off the sun; Mr. Tagomi glanced up.



Tdl, blue-suited policeman stlanding by his bench, smiling.

'Eh? Mr. Tagomi said, Sartled.

'l was just watching you work that puzzle.' The policeman started on aong the path.

'Puzzle,’ Mr. Tagomi echoed. 'Not a puzzle.'

'Isn't that one of those little puzzles you have to take gpart? My kid has a whole lot of them.
Some are hard.' The policeman passed on.

Mr. Tagomi thought, Spoiled. My chance a nirvana. Gone. Interrupted by that white barbarian
Neanderthd yank. That subhuman supposing | worked a child's puerile toy.

Riang from the bench he took a few steps ungeadily. Must cam down. Dreadful low-class
jingoidtic racist invectives, unworthy of me,

Incredible unredemptive passons clashing in my breast. He made his way through the park.
Keep moving, he told himsdlf. Cathardsin mation.

He reached periphery of park. Sidewalk, Kearny Street. Heavy noisy traffic. Mr. Tagomi halted
at the curb.

No pedecabs. He waked aong the sidewak instead; he joined the crowd. Never can get one
when you need it.

God, what is that? He stopped, gaped at hideous misshapen thing on skyline. Like nightmare of
roller coaster suspended, blotting out view. Enormous congtruction of meta and cement in air.

Mr. Tagomi turned to a passer-by, a thin man in rumpled suit. 'What is that? he demanded,
pointing.

The man grinned. 'Awful, ain't it? That's the Embarcadero Freeway. A lot of people think it
ginks up the view.'

'l never saw it before, Mr. Tagomi said.

'Y ou're lucky," the man said, and went on.

Mad dream, Mr. Tagomi thought. Must wake yp. Where are the pedecabs today? He began to
wak faster. Whole viga has dull, smoky, tomb-world cast. Smdl of burning. Dim gray buildings,
sdewalk, peculiar harsh tempo in people. And ill no pedecabs.

'Cab!" he shouted as he hurried along.

Hopeless. Only cars and buses. Cars like brutd big crushers, dl unfamiliar in shape. He avoided
seeing them; kept his eyes draight ahead. Digdortion of my optic perception of particulaly snister
nature. A disurbance affecting my sense of space. Horizon twisded out of line Like lethd
adigmatism striking without warning.

Mugt obtain respite. Ahead, a dingy lunch counter. Only whites within, &l supping. Mr. Tagomi
pushed open the wooden swinging doors. Smell of coffee. Grotesque jukebox in corner Baring out
he winced and made his way to the counter. All stools taken by whites. Mr. Tagomi exclamed.
Severd whites looked up. But none departed their places. None yielded their stools to him. They
merely resumed supping.

'l ingg!" Mr. Tagomi said loudly to the first white; he shouted in the man's ear.

The man put down his coffee mug and said, 'Watch it, Tgjo.'

Mr. Tagomi looked to the other whites; all watched with hostile expressons. And none stirred.

Bardo Thodol existence, Mr. Tagomi thought. Hot winds blowing me who knows where. This is
vison — of what? Can the animus endure this? Yes, the Book of the Dead prepares us. after death
we seem to glimpse others, but al gppear hodtile to us. One stands isolated. Unsuccored wherever
one turns. The terible journey — and dways the reams of suffering, rebirth, ready to receive the
fleeing, demordized soirit. The ddusions.



He hurried from the lunch counter. The doors swung together behind him; - he stood once more
on the sdewalk.

Where am 1?7 Out of my world, my space and time.

The slver triangle disoriented me. | broke from my moorings and hence stand on nothing. So
much for my endeavor. Lesson to me forever. One seeks to contravene one's perceptions-why? So
that one can wander utterly lost, without Sgnpodis or guide?

This hypnagogic condition. Attention-faculty diminished so that twilight dae obtans world
seen merdy in symbolic, archetypa aspect, totaly confused with unconscious materid. Typicd of
hypnoss-induced somnambulism. Mugst sop this dreadful gliding among shadows, refocus
concentration and thereby restore ego center.

He fdt in his pockets for the dlver triangle. Gone. Left the thing on the bench in the park, with
briefcase. Catastrophe.

Crouching, he ran back up the sdewalk, to the park.

Dozing bums eyed him in surprise as he hurried up the path. There, the bench. And leaning
agang it ill, his briefcase. No sgn of the slver triangle. He hunted. Yes Fdlen through to grass,
it lay partly hidden. Where he had hurled it in rage.

He reseated himsdlf, panting for breath.

Focus on slver triangle once more, he told himsef when he could breeth. Scrutinize it forcefully
and count. At ten, utter sartling noise. Erwache, for instance.

Idiotic daydreaming of fugd type, he thought. Emulation of more noxious aspects of
adolescence, rather than the clearheaded pristine innocence of authentic childhood. Just what |
deserve anyhow.

All my own fault. No intention by Mr. R. Childan or atisans; my own greed to blame. One
cannot compel understanding to come.

He counted dowly, aoud, and then jumped to his feet. 'Goddam stupidity,’ he said sharply.

Mists cleared?

He peeped about. Diffuson subsided, in dl probability. Now one appreciates Saint Paul's
incisve word choice

seen through glass darkly not a metaphor, but astute reference to optical distortion. We redly do
see adigmaticaly, in fundamental sense: our space and our time crestions of our own psyche, and
when these momentarily fater — like acute disturbance of middle ear.

Occasondly we list eccentricaly, al sense of baance gone.

He reseated himsdlf, put the slver squiggle away in his coat pocket, sat holding his briefcase on
his lgp. What | must do now, he told himsdf, is go and see if that maignant congruction — what
did the man cdl it? Embarcadero Freeway. If it is ill papable.

But hefdt afrad to.

And yet, he thought, | can't merdly st here. | have loads to lift, as old U.S. folk expresson has it.
Jobs to be done.

Dilemma

Two smdl Chinese boys came scampering noisly aong the path. A flock of pigeons fluttered
up; the boys paused.

Mr. Tagomi cdled, "Y ou, young felows." He dug into his pocket. 'Come here!

The two boys guardedly approached.

'Her€'s a dime." Mr. Tagomi tossed them a dime; the boys scrambled for it. ‘Go down to Kearny
Street and seeif there are any pedecabs. Come back and tell me!’

'Will you give us another dime? one of the boys said. 'When we get back?



'Yes' Mr. Tagomi sad. 'But tell me the truth.’
The boys raced off dong the path.
If there are not, Mr. Tagomi thought, | would be well advised to retire to secluded place and kill
myself. He clutched his briefcase. Still have the wegpon; no difficulty, there.
The boys came tearing back. 'Six!" one of them yelled. 'l counted Six.'
'l counted five,' the other boy gasped.
Mr. Tagomi said, "Y ou're sure they were pedecabs? Y ou distinctly saw the drivers peddling?
'Yesdr,' the boys said together.
He gave each boy adime. They thanked him and ran off.
Back to office and job, Mr. Tagomi thought. He rose to his feet, gripping the handle of his
briefcase. Duty calls. Customary day once again.
Once more he walked down the path, to the sdewalk.
'Cab!" he called.
From the traffic a pedecab appeared; the driver came to a hdt a the curb, his dark face
gligening, chest heaving. 'Yesgr.'
"Take me to the Nippon Times Building,” Mr. Tagomi ordered. He ascended to the seat and made
himsdf comfortable.
Peddling furioudy, the pedecab driver moved out among the other cabs and cars.

It was dightly before noon when Mr. Tagomi reached the Nippon Times Building. From the
main lobby he instructed a switchboard operator to connect him with Mr. Ramsey updtairs.

"Tagomi, here," he said, when the connection was complete. -

'‘Good morning, sr. | am relieved. Not seeing you, | apprehensvely telephoned your home at ten
o'clock, but your wife said you had left for unknown parts!”

Mr. Tagomi said, 'Has the mess been cleared?

‘No sgnremains!'

‘Beyond dispute?

"My word, sir.'

Satisfied, Mr. Tagomi hung up and went to take the elevator.

Updairs, as he entered his office, he permitted himsdf a momentary search. Rim of his vison.
No sgn, as was promised. He fdt rdief. No one would know who hadn't seen. Higtoricity bonded
into nylon tile of floor. .

Mr. Ramsey met him indgde. "Your courage is topic for panegyric down below at the Times, 'he
began. 'An article depicting — ' Making out Mr. Tagomi's expression he broke off.

'‘Answer-regarding pressng matters’ Mr. Tagomi said. 'Generd Tedeki? That is, quondam Mr.
Y atabe?

'On caefully obscure flight back to Tokyo. Red herrings strewn hither and yon. Mr. Ramsey
crosd his fingers, symbaolizing their hope.

'Please recount regarding Mr. Baynes!'

'l don't know. During your absence he gppeared briefly, even furtively, -but did not talk.' Mr.
Ramsey hesitated. 'Possibly he returned to Germany .’

'Far better for him to go to the Home Idands, Mr. Tagomi said, mostly to himsdf. In any case, it
was with the old genera that their concern, of important nature, lay. And it is beyond my scope,
Mr. Tagomi thought. My sdf, my office; they made use of me here, which naturdly was proper and
good. | wastheir — what is it deemed? Ther cover.

| am amask, concealing the redl. Behind me, hidden, actudity goes on, safe from prying eyes.



Odd, he thought. Vitd sometimes to be merdly cardboard front, like carton. Bit of satori there, if
| could lay hold of it. Purpose in overdl scheme of illuson, could we but fathom. Law of economy:
nothing is waste. Even the unredl. What a sublimity in the process.

Miss Ephreikian appeared, her manner agitated. 'Mr. Tagomi. The switchboard sent me!'

'Be cool, miss' Mr. Tagomi said. The current of time urges us aong, he thought.

'Sir, the German consul is here. He wants to spesk to you." She glanced from him to Mr. Ramsey
and back, her face unnaturally pale. They say he was here in the building earier, too, but they
knew you — '

Mr. Tagomi waved her slent. 'Mr. Ramsey. Please recollect for me the consul's name!’

'Freiherr Hugo Reiss, g’

‘Now | recdl.” Wdl, he thought, evidently Mr. Childan did me a favor after dl. By declining to
reaccept the gun.

Carrying his briefcase, he left his office and waked out into the corridor.

There good a dightly built, well-dressed white. Close-cut orange hair, shiny black European
leasther Oxfords, erect posture. And effeminate ivory cigarette holder. No doubt he.

'Herr H. Reiss? Mr. Tagomi said.

The German bowed.

'Has been fact,’ Mr. Tagomi said, ‘that you and | have in times past conducted business by mall,
phone, et cetera. But never until now saw face to face!

'An honor, Herr Reiss said, advancing toward him. 'Even conddering the irritatingly disiressng
circumstances!’

'l wonder,' Mr. Tagomi said.

The German raised an eyebrow.

'Excuse me,' Tagomi said. 'My cognition hazed over due to those indicated circumstances. Frailty
of clay-made substance, one might conclude.

'Awful,' Herr Reiss said. He shook his head. 'When | first —

Mr. Tagomi said, ‘Before you begin litany, let me spesk.’

‘Certainly.

'l personally shot your two SD men,' Mr. Tagomi said.

‘The San Francisco Police Depatment summoned me' Her Ress sad, blowing offensve-
ameling cigarette smoke around them both. 'For hours I've been down at the Kearny Stregt Station
and a the morgue, and then I've been reading over the account your people gave to the
investigating police ingectors. Absolutdly dreadful, this from dat to finish! Mr. Tagomi sad
nothing.

'However,' Herr Reiss continued, ‘the contention that the hoodlums are connected with the Reich
hasn't been established. As far as I'm concerned the whole matter is insane. I'm sure you acted
absolutely properly, Mr. Tagori.'

‘Tagomi.'

'My hand, the consul said, extending his hand. 'Let's shake a gentlemen's agreement to drop this.
Its unworthy, especidly in these critical times when any supid publicity might inflame the maob
mind, to the detriment of both our nations interests.’

'Guilt nonethdessison my soul,” Mr. Tagomi said. 'Blood, Herr Reiss, can never be eradicated
likeink.

The consul seemed nonplused.



I crave forgiveness, Mr. Tagomi said. 'You cannot give it to me, though. Possibly no one can. |
intend to read famous diary by Massachusetts ancient divine, Goodman C. Mather. Dedls, | am
told, with guilt and hell-fire, et d.’

The consul smoked his cigarette rgpidly, intently studying Mr. Tagomi.

‘Allov me to notify you, Mr. Tagomi said, that your nation is about to descend in-to grester
vileness than ever. You know the hexagram The Abyss? Speeking as a private person, not as
representative of Jgpan officiadom, | declare: heart sck with horror. Bloodbath coming beyond dl
compare. Yet even now you drive for some dight egotistic gan or god. Put one over on rivd
faction, the SD, eh? While you get Herr B. Kreuz vom Meere in hot water — ' He could not go on.
His chest had become condricted. Like childhood, he thought. Asthma when angry a the old lady.
' am suffering,’ he told Herr Reiss, who had put out his cigarette now. 'Of maady growing these
long years but which entered virulent form the day | heard, helplesdy, your leaders escapades
recited. Anyhow, thergpeutic possibility nil. For you, too, gr. In language of Goodman C. Mather,
if properly recaled: Repent!”

The German consul sad huskily, 'Properly recdled! He nodded, lit a new cigarette with
trembling fingers-

From the office, Mr. Ramsey appeared. He carried a sheaf of forms and papers. To Mr. Tagomi,
who stood gdlently trying to get an uncongricted bregth, he sad, 'While he's here. Routine matter
having to do with his functiondity.'

Reflexively, Mr. Tagomi took the forms held out. He glanced at them. Form 20-50. Request by
Reich through representative in PSA, Consul Freiherr Hugo Reiss, for remand of fdon now in
custody of San Francisco Police Depatment. Jew named Frank Fink, citizen — according to
Reichs lav — of Germany, retroactive June, 1960. For protective custody under Reichs law, etc.
He scanned it over once.

'Pen, dr; Mr. Ramsey sad. Tha concludes busness with German Government this date’ He
eyed the consul with distaste as he held the pen to Mr. Tagomi.

'‘No," Mr. Tagomi said. He returned the 20-50 form to Mr. Ramsey. Then he grabbed it back,
scribbled on the bottom, Release. Ranking Trade Mission, SF. authority. Vide Military Protocol
1947. Tagomi. He handed one carbon to the German consul, the others to Mr. Ramsey aong with
the original. 'Good day, Herr Reiss." He bowed.

The German consul bowed, too. He scarcely bothered to look at the paper.

'Please conduct future busness through immediate machinery such as mal, telephone, cable/
Mr. Tagomi said. 'Not persondly.’

The consul said, 'Y ou're holding me responsible for generd conditions beyond my jurisdiction.’

'Chicken shit,’ Mr. Tagomi said. 'l say that to that.'

'This is not the way civilized individuas conduct business' the consul said. "Youre making this
dl bitter and vindictive. Where it ought to be mere formdity with no persondity embroiled. He
threw his cigarette onto the corridor floor, then turned and strode off.

‘Take foul ginking cigarette dong, Mr. Tagomi sad weskly, but the consul had turned the
corner. 'Childish conduct by sdf; Mr. Tagomi sad to Mr. Ramsey. 'You witnessed repdlent
childish conduct. He made his way ungteadily back into his office. No breeth a dl, now. A pan
flowed down his left am, and a the same time a great open pam of hand flatened and squashed
hisribs. Oof, he said. Before him, no carpet, but merely shower of sparks, rising, red.

Help, Mr. Ramsey, he said. But no sound. Please. He reached out, sumbled. Nothing to catch,
even.



As he fdl he dutched within his coa the slver triangle thing Mr. Childan had urged on him. Did
not save me, he thought. Did not help. All that endeavor.

His body struck the floor. Hands and knees, gasping, the carpet a his nose. Mr. Ramssy now
rushing about bleating. Keep equipoise, Mr. Tagomi thought.

'I'm having asmadl heart attack,' Mr. Tagomi managed to say.

Severd persons were involved, now, trangporting him to couch. 'Be cdm, dr,' one was telling
him.

'Notify wife, please, Mr. Tagomi said.

Presently he heard ambulance noises. Wailing from street. Plus much bustle. People coming and
going. A blanket was put over him, up to hisarmpits. Tie removed. Collar loosened.

‘Better now," Mr. Tagomi said. He lay comfortably, not trying to gir. Career over anyhow, he
decided. German consul no doubt rase row higher up. Complain about incivility. Right to s
complain, perhaps. Anyhow, work done. As far as | can, my part. Rest up to Tokyo and factions in
Germany. Struggle beyond mein any case.

| thought it was merdly plagtics, he thought. Important mold salesman. Oracle guessed and gave
clue, but — -

'‘Remove his shirt,; a voice dated. No doubt building's physician. Highly authoritetive tone; Mr.
Tagomi smiled. Toneis everything.

Could this, Mr. Tagomi wondered, be the answer? Mysery of body organism, its own
knowledge. Timeto quit. Or time partidly to quit. A purpose, which | must acquiesce to.

What had the oracle last said? To his query in the office as those two lay dying or dead. Sixty-
one. Inner Truth. Pigsand fishes are least intdligent of al; hard to convince. It is I. The book means
me. | will never fully undersand; thet is the nature of such crestures. Or is this Inner Truth now,
this that is happening to me?

| will wait. | will see. Whichitis

Perhapsiit is bath.

That evening, just after the dinner med, a police officer came to Frank Frink's cell, unlocked the
door, and told him to go pick up his possessions at the desk.

Shortly, he found himsdlf out on the sdewak before the Kearny Street Sation, among the many
passers-by hurrying dong, the buses and honking cars and yeling pedecab drivers. The ar was
cold. Long shadows lay before each building. Frank Frink stood a moment and then he fdl
automaticaly in with agroup of people crossng the street at the crosswalk zone.

Arrested for no real reason, he thought. No purpose. And then they let me go the same way.

They had not told him anything, had amply given him back his sack of dothes, wadlet, waich,
glasses, persond articles, and turned to ther next busness, an dderly drunk brought in off the
Street.

Miracle, he thought. That they let me go. Fluke of some kind. By rights | should be on a plane
heading for Germany, for extermination.

He could ill not bdlieve it. Either part, the arrest and now this. Unred. He wandered aong past
the closed-up shops, stepping over debris blown by the wind.

New life, he thought. Like being reborn. Like, hdl. Is.

Who do | thank? Pray, maybe?

Pray to what?

| wish | undersood, he sad to himsdf as he moved dong the busy evening sdewak, by the
neon Sgns, the blaring bar doorways of Grant Avenue. | want to comprehend. | have to.



But he knew he never would.

Just be glad, he thought. And keep moving.

A bit of his mind declared, And then back to Ed. | have to find my way back to the workshop,
down there in that basement. Pick up where | left off, making the jewdry, usng my hands.
Working and not thinking, not looking up or trying to understand. | must keep busy. | must turn the
pieces out.

Block by block he hurried through the darkening city. Struggling to get back as soon as possible
to the fixed, comprehens ble place he had been.

When he got there he found Ed McCarthy seated a the bench, eating his dinner. Two
sandwiches, athermos of teg, a banana, several cookies. Frank Frink stood in the doorway, gasping.

At last Ed heard him and turned around. 'l had the impresson you were dead,’ he sad. He
chewed, swallowed rhythmicaly, took another hite.

By the bench, Ed had their little electric heater going; Frank went over to it and crouched down,
warming his hands.

'‘Good to see you back,’ Ed sad. He banged Frank twice on the back, then returned to his
sandwich. He sad nothing more; the only sounds ‘were the whirr of the heaster fan and Ed's
chewing.

Laying his coat over a chair, Frank collected a handful of haf-completed slver ssgments and
carried them to the arbor. He screwed a wool buffing whed onto the spindle, started up the motor;
he dressed the whed with bobbing compound, put on the mask to protect his eyes, and then seeted
on astool began removing the fire scae from the segments, one by one.

15

Captain Rudolf Wegener, a the moment traveling under the cover name Conrad Goltz, a deder in
medical supplies on a wholesale bass, peered through the window of the Lufthansa MES-E rocket
ship. Europe ahead. How quickly, he thought. We will be landing a& Tempdhofer Fed in
goproximatdy seven minutes.

| wonder what | accomplished, he thought as he watched the land mass grow. It is up to Generd
Tedeki, now. Whatever he can do in the Home Idands. But at least we got the information to them.
We did what we could.

He thought, But there is no reason to be optimistic. Probably the Japanese can do nothing to
change the course of German internd politics. The Goebbds Government is in power, and probably
will gtand. After it is consolidated, it will turn once more to the notion of Dandeion. And another
magor section of the planet will be destroyed, with its population, for a deranged, fanatic ided.

Suppose eventudly they, the Nazis, destroy it dl? Leave it a Serile ash? They could; they have
the hydrogen bomb. And no doubt they would; their thinking tends toward that Gotterddmmerung.
They may wdl craveit, be actively seeking it, afind holocaust for everyone.

And what will that leave, that Third World Insanity? Will that put an end to dl life of every
kind, everywhere? When our planet becomes a dead planet, by our own hands?

He could not bdieve that. Even if dl life on our planet is destroyed, there must be other life
somewhere which we know nothing of. It is impossble that ours is the only world; there must be
world after world unseen by us, in some region or dimension that we smply do not perceive.

Even though | can't prove that, even though it isn't logical — | believeit, he said to himsdif.

A loudspesker said, 'Meine Damen undHerren. Achiung, bitte.



We ae gpproaching the moment of landing, Ceaptain Wegener said to himsdf. | will dmost
aurdy be met by the Schehetsdiens. The quesion is Which faction of policy will be
represented? The Goebbes? Or the Heydrich? Assuming that SS Generd Heydrich is Hill dive
While | have been aboard this ship, he could have been rounded up and shot. Things happen fadt,
during the time of trangtion in a totditarian society. There have been, in Nazi Germany, tattered
lists of names over which men have pored before.

Severd minutes later, when the rocket ship had landed, he found himsdf on his feet, moving
toward the exit with his overcoat over his am. Behind him and ahead of him, anxious passengers.
No young Nazi atigt this time, he reflected. No Lotze to badger me a the lagt with his moronic
viewpoint.

An arlines uniformed officid — dressed, Wegener observed, like the Reichs Marshd himsef —
asssed them dl down the ramp, one by one, to the fidd. There, by the concourse, sood a smdl
knot of blackshirts. For me? Wegener began to walk $owly from the parked rocket ship. Over a
another spot men and women waiting, waving, caling . . . even some children.

One of the blackshirts, a flat-faced unwinking blond fdlow wearing the WaffenSS indgnig,
stepped smartly up to Wegener, clicked the hedls of his jackboots together and sduted. 'Ich bitte
mich zu entschuldigen. Sind Sie nicht Kapitan Rudolf Wegener, von der Abwehr?

'Sorry,’ Wegener answered. | am Conrad Goltz. Representing A. G. Chemikdien medicd
supplies. He started on past.

Two other blackshirts, also Waffen-SS,came toward him. The three of them fdl besde him, so
that athough he continued on a his own pace, in his own direction, he was quite abruptly and
effectively under custody. Two of the Waffen SS men had sub-machine guns under their greatcoats.

"Y ou are Wegener,' one of them said as they entered the building.

He sad nothing.

'We have a car,’ the WaffenrSS man continued. 'We are ingructed to meet your rocket ship,
contact you, and teke you immediatdy to SS Genera Heydrich, who is with Sepp Dietrich at the
OKW of the Lelbstandarte Divison. In particular we are not to permit you to be approached by
Wehrmacht or Partel persons.’

Then | will not be shot, Wegener said to himsdlf. Heydrich is dive, and in a safe location, and
trying to strengthen his position againgt the Goebbels Government.

Maybe the Goebbds Government will fdl after dl, he thought as he was ushered into the waiting
SS Damler daff sedan. A detachment of WaffenSS suddenly shifted a night; guards a the
Reichskanzlel relieved, replaced. The Berlin police dtaions suddenly spewing forth amed SD men
in every direction — radio sations and power cut off, Tempehofer closed. Rumble of heavy guns
in the darkness, dong main streets.

But what does it matter? Even if Doctor Goebbels is deposed and Operation Dandelion is
cancded? They will gill exidt, the blackshirts, the Partel, the schemes if not in the Orient then
somewhere else. On Mars and Venus.

No wonder Mr. Tagomi could not go on, he thought. The terrible dilemma of our lives. Whatever
happens, it is evil beyond compare. Why dgruggle, then? Why choose? If dl dterndives are the
same.

Evidently we go on, as we aways have. From day to day. At this moment we work against
Operation Dandelion. Later on, at another moment, we work to defeat the police. But we cannot do
it dl a once it is a sequence. An unfolding process. We can only control the end by making a
choice at each step.

He thought, We can only hope. And try.



On some other world, possbly it is different. Better. There are clear good and evil aternatives.
Not these obscure admixtures, these blends, with no proper tool by which to untangle the
components.

We do not have the ideal world, such as we would like, where mordlity is easy because cognition
is easy. Where one can do right with no effort becauise he can detect the obvious.

The Damler sarted with Captain Wegener in the back, a blackshirt on each sde, machine gun
on lap. Blackshirt behind the whed!.

Suppose it is a deception even now, Wegener thought as the sedan moved at high speed through
Berlin traffic. They are not taking me to SS Generd Heydrich a the Leibstandarte Divison OKW,;
they are taking me to a Parte jail, tere to mam me and findly kill me. But | have chosen; | chose
to return to Germany; | chose to risk capture before | could reach Abwehr people and protection.

Death a each moment, one avenue which is open to us a any point. And eventudly we choose
it, in spite of oursdves. Or we give up and take it deliberately. He watched the Berlin houses pass.
My own Volk, he thought; you and I, again together.

To the three SS men he sad, 'How ae things? Any recent developments in the politicad
gtuation? I've been away for severa weeks, before Bormann' s death, in fact.’

The man to his right answered, Theres naturdly plenty of hysericd mob support for the Little
Doctor. It was the mob that swept him into office. However, it's unlikey that when more sober
elements prevail they'll want to support a cripple and demagogue who depends on inflaming the
mass with his lies and spellbinding.’

'l see," Wegener said.

It goes on, he thought. The internecine hate. Perhaps the seeds are there, in that. They will eat
one another a last, and leave the rest of us here and there in the world, gill dive. Still enough of us
once more to build and hope and make afew smple plans.

At one ocdock in the afternoon, Juliana Frink reached Cheyenne, Wyoming. In the downtown
business section, across from the enormous old train depot, she stopped at a cigar store and bought
two afternoon newspapers. Parked at the curb she searched until she at last found the item.

VACATION ENDSIN FATAL SLASHING

Sought for questioning concerning the fata dashing of her husband in ther swank rooms a the
President Garner Hotel in Denver, Mr. Joe Cinnaddlla of Canon City, according to hotel employees,
left immediady after what must have been the tragic dimax of a maitd quarrd. Razor blades
found in the room, ironicaly supplied as a convenience by the hotel to its guests, gpparently were
used by Mrs. Cinnaddla, described as dark, attractive, well-dressed and dender, about thirty, to
dash the throat of her husband, whose body was found by Theodore Ferris, hotd employee who
had picked up shirts from Cinnaddla just haf an hour earlier and was returning them as ingtructed,
only to come onto the gridy scene. The hotd suite, police said, showed signs of struggle,
suggesting that aviolent argument had . . .

S0 he's dead, Juliana thought as she folded up the newspaper. And not only that, they don't have
my name right; they don't know who | am or anything about me.

Much less anxious now, she drove on until she found a suitéble motd; there she made

arrangements for a room and carried her possessons in from the car. From now on | dont have to



hurry, she said to hersdf. | can even wait until evening to go to the Abendsens; that way I'll be able
to wear my new dress. It wouldn't do to show up during the day with it on — you just don't wear a
formal dresslike that before dinner.

And | can finish reading the book.

She made hersdf comfortable in the motel room, turning on the radio, getting coffee from the
motd lunch counter; she propped hersdf up on the neaily made bed with the new unread clean
copy of The Grasshopper which she had bought at the hotel bookshop in Denver.

At gx-fifteen in the evening she finished the book. | wonder if Joe got to the end of it? she
wondered. Therés so much more in it than he understood. What is it Abendsen wanted to say?
Nothing about his make-bdieve world. Am | the only one who knows? I'll bet I am; nobody ese
redlly understands Grasshopper but me— they just imagine they do.

Sill a little shaky, she put it away in her suitcase and then put on her coat and left the motd
room to search for a place to eat dinner. The air smelled good and the signs and lights of Cheyenne
seemed paticularly exciting. In front of a bar two pretty, black-eyed Indian prodtitutes quarreling
— ghe dowed to watch. Many cars, shiny ones, coasted up and down the dreets, the entire
gpectacle had an aura of brightness and expectancy, of looking ahead to some happy and important
event, rather than back . . . back, she thought, to the stale and the dreary, the used-up and thrown-
away.

At an expensve French restaurant — where a man in a white coat parked customers cars, and
each table had a candle burning in a huge wine goblet, and the butter was served not in squares but
whipped into round pae marbles — she ate a dinner which she enjoyed, and then, with plenty of
time to spare, strolled back toward her motdl. The Reichsbank notes were amost gone, but she did
not care; it had no importance. He told us about our own world, she thought as she unlocked the
door to her motel room. This, what's around us now. In the room, she again switched on the radio.
Hewants usto seeit for what it is. And | do, and more so each moment.

Taking the blue Itdian dress from its carton, she lad it out scrupuloudy on the bed. It had
undergone no damage; dl it needed, & most, was a thorough brushing to remove the lint. But when
she opened the other parcels she discovered that she had not brought any of the new hdf-bras from
Denver.

'God damn it,' she said, sinking down in achair. She lit a cigarette and sat smoking for atime.

Maybe she could wear it with a regular bra She dipped off her blouse and skirt and tried the
dress on. But the straps of the bra showed and so did the upper part of each cup, so that would not
do. Or maybe, she thought, | can go with no bra at dl . . . it had been years since she had tried that .
. . it recdled to her the old days in high school when she had had a very smdl bugt; she had even
worried about it, then. But now further maturity and her judo had made her a dze thirty-eight.
However, she tried it without the bra, standing on a char in the bathroom to view hersdf in the
medicine cabinet mirror.

The dress displayed itself stunningly, but good lord, it was too risky. All she had to do was bend
over to put out a cigarette or pick up adrink — and disaster.

A pin! She could wear the dress with no bra and collect the front. Dumping the contents of her
jewdry box onto the bed, she spread out the pins, relics which she had owned for years, given her
by Frank or by other men before their marriage, and the new one which Joe had gotten her in
Denver. Yes, a smdl horse-shaped dlver pin from Mexico would do; she found the exact spot. So
she could wear the dress after dl.

I'm glad to get anything now, she thought to hersdf. So much had gone wrong; <o little remained
anyhow of the wonderful plans.



She did an extensve brushing job on her hair so thet it crackled and shone, and that left only the
need of a choice of shoes and earrings. And then she put on her new coat, got her new handmade
leather purse, and set out.

Instead of driving the old Studebaker, she had the mote owner phone for a taxi. While she
waited in the motel office she suddenly had the notion to cal Frank. Why it had come to her she
could not fathom, but there the idea was. Why not? she asked hersdf. She could reverse the
charges, he would be overwhelmed to hear from her and glad to pay.

Standing behind the desk in the office, she hdd the phone recaver to her ear, ligening
delightedly to the long-distance operators tak back and forth trying to make the connection for her.
She could hear the San Francisco operator, far off, getting San Francisco information for the
number, then many pops and crackles in her ear, and a lagt the ringing noise itself. As she waited
she watched for the taxi; it should be dong any time, she thought. But it won't mind waiting; they
expect it.

"Your party does not answer,' the Cheyenne operator told her at last. "'We will put the call through
agan laer and —'

'No," Juliana said, shaking her head. It had been just a whim anyhow. 'l won't be here. Thank
you." She hung up — the motd owner had been standing nearby to see that nothing would be
mistakenly charged to him — and walked quickly out of the office, onto the cool, dark sdewalk, to
gtand and wait there.

From the traffic a gleaming new cab coasted up to the curb and halted; the door opened and the
driver hopped out to hurry around.

A moment later, Juliana was on her way, riding in luxury in the rear of the cab, across Cheyenne
to the Abendsens.

The Abendsen house was lit up and she could hear music and voices. It was a Ingle-story stucco
house with many shrubs and a good ded of garden made up mostly of climbing roses. As she
gated up the flagstone path she thought, Can | actudly be there? Is this the High Castle? What
about the rumors and stories? The house was ordinary, well maintained and the grounds tended.
There was even achild'stricycle parked in the long cement driveway.

Could it be the wrong Abendsen? She had gotten the address from the Cheyenne phone book, but
it matched the number she had cdlled the night before from Gredey.

She stepped up onto the porch with its wrought-iron railings and pressed the buzzer. Through the
half-open door she could make out the living room, a number of persons standing about, Venetian
blinds on the windows, a piano, fireplace, bookcases. . . nicdy furnished, she thought. A party
going on? But they were not formaly dressed.

A boy, touded, about thirteen, wearing a T-shirt and jeans, flung the door wide. 'Y es?

She said, 'Ils— Mr. Abendsen home? Is he busy?

Speaking to someone behind him in the house, the boy caled, '"Mom, she wantsto see Dad.'

Besde the boy appeared a woman with reddish-brown hair, possbly thirty-five, with strong,
unwinking gray eyes and a smile so thoroughly competent and remorsdless that Juliana knew she
was facing Caroline Abendsen.

'| caled last night,’ Juliana said.

'Oh yes of course’ Her smile increased. She had perfect white regular teeth; Irish, Juliana
decided. Only Irish blood could give tha jawline such femininity. ‘Let me take your purse and coat.
This is a very good time for you; these are a few friends. What a lovely dress . . . it's House of
Cherubini, isnt it? She led Juliana across the living room, to a bedroom where she lad Julianas



things with the others on the bed. 'My husband is around somewhere. Look for-a tal man with
glasses, drinking an old-fashioned.” The inteligent light in her eyes poured out to Juliana her lips
quivered — there is so much understood between us, Julianaredized. 1sn't that amazing?

'| drove along way,' Juliana said.

'Yes, you did. Now | see him." Caroline Abendsen guided her back into the living room, toward a
group of men. 'Dear,’ she cdled, ‘come over here. This is one of your readers who is very anxious
to say afew wordsto you.'

One man of the group moved, detached and gpproached carrying his drink. Juliana saw an
immensdly tal man with black curly hair; his skin, too, was dark, and his eyes seemed purple or
brown, very softly colored behind his glasses. He wore a hand-talored, expensive, natura fiber
auit, perhaps English wool; the suit augmented his wide robust shoulders with no lines of its own.
Indl her life she had never seen asuit quite like it; she found hersdf garing in fascintion.

Caroline sad, 'Mrs. Frink drove al the way up from Canon City, Colorado, just to talk to you
about Grasshopper.'

'l thought you lived in a fortress' Juliana sad. Bending to regard her, Hawthorne Abendsen
gmiled a meditative smile. "Yes, we did. But we had to get up to it in an elevator and | developed a
phobia. | was pretty drunk when | got the phobia but as | recdl it, and they tdl it, | refused to stand
up in it because | sad that the devator cable was being hauled up by Jesus Chrigt, and we were
going dl theway. And | was determined not to stand.’

She did not understand.

Caroline explained, 'Hawth has said as long as I've known him that when he findly sees Chrigt
he is going to St down; he's not going to stand.’

The hymn, Juliana remembered. 'So you gave up the High Castle and moved back into town," she
sad.

'I'd like to pour you adrink," Hawthorne said.

'All right,” she sad. 'But not an old-fashioned." She had dready got a glimpse of the sdeboard
with severd bottles of whiskey on it, hors doeuvres, glasses, ice, mixer, cherries and orange dices.
She waked toward it, Abendsen accompanying her. 'Just 1. W. Harper over ice' she said. '| dways
enjoy that. Do you know the oracle?

'No," Hawthorne said, as he fixed her drink for her.

Astounded, she said, 'The Book of Changes?

'l don't, no," he repeated. He handed her her drink.

Caroline Abendsen said, 'Don't tease her.'

'l read your book," Juliana said. 'In fact | finished it this evening. How did you know dl that,
about the other world you wrote about?

Hawthorne sad nothing; he rubbed his knuckle againgt his upper lip, daring past her and
frowning.

'Did you use the oracle? Juliana said.

Hawthorne glanced at her.

'l don't want you to kid or joke," Juliana said. "Tell me without making something witty out of it.'

Chewing his lip, Hawthorne gazed down at the floor; he wrapped his arms about himself, rocked
back and forth on his heds. The others in the room nearby had become slent, and Juliana noticed
that their manner had changed. They were not happy, now, because of what she had said. But she
did not try to take it back or disguise it; she did not pretend. It was too important. And she had
come too far and done too much to accept anything less than the truth from him. -

"That's— ahard question to answer,” Abendsen said finally.



‘Noitisnt," Julianasad.

Now everyone in the room had become slent; they dl watched Juliana standing with Caroline
and Hawthorne Abendsen.

'I'm sorry,’ Abendsen said, 'l can't answer right away. Y ou'll have to accept that.'

"Then why did you write the book? Juliana said.

Indicating with his drink glass, Abendsen said, 'What's that pin on your dress do? Wad off
dangerous anima- spirits of the immutable world? Or does it just hold everything together?

'Why do you change the subject? Juliana sad. 'Evading what | asked you, and making a
pointless remark like that? It's childish.’

Hawthorne Abendsen said, 'Everyone has — technicd secrets You have yours, | have mine
You should read my book and accept it on face vaue, just as | accept what | see — ' Again he
pointed a her with his glass 'Without inquiring if it's genuine undernegth, there, or done with wires
and staves and foam-rubber padding. Isn't that part of trusting in the nature of people and what you
see in generd? He seemed, she thought, irritable and flustered now, no longer polite, no longer a
hos. And Caoline, she noticed out of the corner of her eye, had an expresson of tense
exagperdtion; her lips were pressed together and she had stopped smiling entirely.

'In your book," Juliana said, 'you showed that there's away out. Isn't that what you meant?

‘Out,' 'he echoed ironicaly.

Juliana said, 'Youve done a lot for me; now | can see there's nothing to be afraid of, nothing to
want or hate or avoid, here, or run from. Or pursue.’

He faced her, jiggling his glass, studying her. There's a great ded in this world worth the candle,
inmy opinion.’

'l undergand what's going on in your mind, Juliana said. To her it was the old and familiar
expresson on a man's face, but it did not upset her to see it here. She no longer felt as she once had.
"The Gestapo file said you're attracted to women like me.'

Abendsen, with only the dightest change of expresson, said, There hasn't been a Gestapo since
1947.

‘The SD, then, or whatever it is!

'Would you explain? Caroline said in abrisk voice.

I want to," Juliana said. 'l drove up to Denver with one of them. They're going to show up here
eventudly. You should go some place they cant find you, ingtead of holding open house here like
this letting anyone walk in, the way | did. The next one who rides up here — there won't be anyone
like meto put astop to him.’

'You say 'the next one,' '‘Abendsen said, after a pause. "What became of the one you rode up to
Denver with? Why won't he show up here?

She said, 'l cut histhroat.'

"That's quite something." Hawthorne said. 'To have a girl tell you that, a girl you never saw before
inyour life!

'Don't you believe me?

He nodded. 'Sure’ He smiled a her in a shy, gentle, forlorn way. Apparently it did not even
occur to him not to believe her. 'Thanks,' he said.

'Please hide from them,' she said.

'Well,' he said, ‘we did try that, as you know. As you read on the cover of the book . . . about al
the wegpons and charged wire. And we had it written so it would seem were ill taking grest
precautions.’ His voice had aweary, dry tone.



'You could at leest cary a wegpon,' his wife said. ‘| know someday someone you invite in and
converse with will shoot you down, some Nazi expet paying you back; and youll be
philosophizing just thisway. | forseeit.’

"They can get you,' Hawthorne said, 'if they want to. Charged wire and High Cagtle or not.'

Youre so fadidic, Juliana thought. Resgned to your own destruction. Do you know that, too,
the way you knew the world in your book?

Juliana sad, 'The oracle wrote your book. Didn't it?

Hawthorne said, ‘Do you want the truth?

'l want it and I'm entitled to it,' she answered, ‘for what I've done. Isn't that so? Y ou know it's so.'

"The oracle, Abendsen said, 'was sound adeep dl through the writing of the book. Sound adeep
in the corner of the office’ His eyes showed no merriment; ingtead, his face seemed longer, more
somber than ever.

Tell her,” Caroline said. 'She's right; she's entitled to know, for what she did on your behdlf.’ To
Juliana she sad, 'I'll tell you, then, Mrs. Frink. One by one Hawth made the choices. Thousands of
them. By means of the lines. Historic period. Subject. Characters. Plot. It took years. Hawth even
asked the oracle what sort of success it would be. It told him that it would be a very great success,
the firg red one of his career. So you were right. You must use the oracle quite a lot yoursdf, to
have known.'

Juliana said, 'l wonder why the oracle would write a novd. Did you ever think of asking it that?
And why one about the Germans and the Japanese losing the war? Why that particular story and no
other one? What is there it can't tdl us directly, like it dways has before? This must be different,
don't you think?

Neither Hawthorne nor Caroline said anything.

It and |,' Hawthorne said at lagt, 'long ago arived a an agreement regarding royalties. If | ask it
why it wrote Grasshopper, Il wind up turning my share over to it. The question implies | did
nothing' but the typing, and that's neither true nor decent.’

'l ask it," Caroline said. 'If you wont.'

‘It's not your question to ask,” Hawthorne said. ‘Let her ask.' To Juliana he said, 'You have an —
unnatural mind. Are you aware of that?

Juliana said, 'Wher€'s your copy? Mines in my car, back a the motd. I'll get it, if you won't let
me use yours.'

Turning, Hawthorne gtarted off. She and Caraline followed, through the room of people, toward
a closed door. At the door he left them. When he re-emerged, they dl saw the black-backed twin
volumes.

I don't use the yarrow stalks' he said to Juliana 'l can't get the hang of them; | keep dropping
them.’

Juliana seated hersdf at a coffee table in the corner. 'l have to have paper to write on and a
pencil.

One of the guests brought her paper and pencil. The people in the room moved in to form a ring
around her and the Abendsens, listening and watching.

"Y ou may say the question aloud,” Hawthorne said. 'We have no secrets here.' -
Jliana sad, 'Oracle, why did you write The Grasshopper Lies Heavy? What are we supposed to
learn?

'You have a disconcertingly superdtitious way of phrasing your question,” Hawthorne said. But he
had sguatted down to witness the coin throwing. 'Go ahead,’ he sad; he handed her three Chinese
brass coins with holesin the center. 'l generdly use these!



She began throwing the coins, she fdt cam and very much hersdf. Hawthorne wrote down her

linesfor her. When she had thrown the coins six times, he gazed down and said:
'Sun at the top. Tui at the bottom. Empty in the center.’
'Do you know what hexagram that is? she said. 'Without using the chart?
'Y es,' Hawthorne said.

It's Chung Fu,’ Juliana said. 'Inner Truth. | know without using the dart, too. And | know what
it means!

Rasng his head, Hawthorne scrutinized her. He had now an dmost savage expresson. ‘It
means, doesiit, that my book istrue?

'Yes,' shesaid.

With anger he said, '‘Germany and Japan lost the war?

'Yes!

Hawthorne, then, closed the two volumes and rose to his feet; he said nothing.

'Even you don't face it," Juliana said.

For a time he consdered. His gaze had become empty, Juliana saw. Turned inward, she redized.

Preoccupied, by himsdf . . . and then his eyes became clear again; he grunted, Started.
'I'm not sure of anything,' he sad. -
'Beieve,' Jlianasad.
He shook his head no.
‘Can't you? she said. 'Are you sure?
Hawthorne Abendsen said, ‘Do you want me to autograph a copy of The Grasshopper for you?

She, too, rose to her feet. 'l think Il go," she said. Thank you very much. I'm sorry if | disrupted
your evening. It was kind of you to let me in.' Going past him and Caroline, she made her way
through the ring of people, from the living room and into the bedroom where her coat and purse
were.

As she was putting her coat on, Hawthorne appeared behind her. 'Do you know what you are?
He turned to Caroline, who stood beside him. This girl is a dathnon. A little chthonic spirit that — °
He lifted his hand and rubbed his eyebrow, partialy didodginghis glasses in doing so. ‘That roams
tirdesdy over the face of the earth.' He restored his glasses in place. 'She's doing what's ingtinctive
to her, smply. expressng her being. She didnt mean to show up here and do harm; it smply
happened to her, just as the weather happens to us. I'm glad she came. I'm not sorry to find this out,
this revelation she's had through the book. She didn't know what she was going to do here or find
out. | think we'redl of uslucky. So let's not be angry about it; okay?

Caroline sad, 'She'sterribly, terribly disruptive.”

'S0 is redity,’ Hawthorne said. He held out his hand to Juliana. "Thank you for what you did in
Denver,' hesaid.

She shook hands with him. ‘Good night,' she said. ‘Do as your wife says. Carry a hand weapon, at
least.

'No," he said. 'l decided that a long time ago. I'm not going to let it bother me. | can lean on the
oracle now and then, if | do get edgy, late a night in particular. It's not bad in such a Stuation.” He
amiled a little. 'Actudly, the only thing that bothers me any more is knowing that al these bums
danding around here ligening and taking in everything are drinking up al the liquor in the house,
while were talking.' Turning, he sirode away, back to the sideboard to find fresh ice for his drink.

'Where are you going now that you've finished here? Caroline said.



'l don't know." The problem did not bother her. I must be a little like him, she thought; | wont let
certain things worry me no matter how important they are. 'Maybe I'll go back to my husband,
Frank. | tried to phone him tonight; | might try again. I'll see how | fed later on.’

'Despite what you did for us, or what you say you did —*

'Y ou wish | had never come into this house," Juliana said.

if you saved Hawthornes life it's dreadful of me, but I'm so upsst; | cant teke it dl in, what
you've said and Hawthorne has said.’

'How strange,’ Juliana said. 'l never would have thought the truth would make you angry.' Truth,
she thought. As terrible as death. But harder to find. I'm lucky. 'l thought you'd be as pleased and
excited as | am. It's a misunderdanding, isn't it? She smiled, and &fter a pause Mrs. Abendsen
managed to smile back. "Wdll, good night anyhow.'

A moment later, Juliana was retracing her steps back down the flagstone path, into the patches of
light from the living room and then into the shadows beyond the lawn of the house, onto the black
sdewak.

She walked on without looking again a the Abendsen house and, as she waked, searching up
and down the streets for a cab or a car, moving and bright and living, to take her back to her motel.



