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v ence F1ctmn Short F1lm Festwal
. “There are some very oxciting things
to look forward to at SFM in 2006,
put our first anmital Science Fiction

Short Film Festival in partnership.

with the Seaitle’ Internatmnal Film
Festival may top my list,” she says.
We're going to show the best films in

February, and the winner-gets to

pitch anvidea to the SCI FI Channel.

At wiww, sfhomeworld org, you can

find images and content represent-
“ing the museum, from biographies of

Hall of Fame members to schedules .

of upcoming events. Brooks Peck is
the web editor,- and he has big plans
for the future. “ would love for us to
be able to host an informal, chatty
blog about the museum-—a place to

share the strange and fun behind- -

' the-scenes stories about keeping
this place going, The blog could give

the inside info on our artifaets, such -

as; why is the Charliton Heston man-
nequin 8o squishy? Why does the
Muffit costume smell like a chim-
panzee?” :

SFM: FAQ Part Four:

Q: I don’t lwe in Seattle. Is

.~ there any way I can be mvolved
with the museum? ~ .

© A:Yes! If you join the museum,

 you will be supportmg our edu-

. cational mission and pramotmg i

: ':'sczence fiction ws'a popitlar art.

“form:. You will help introduce -

- Rids to all the:worlds of adven-: -
‘ture that cience ﬁctmn has to of T

"‘fer

 ed to chronicling: and curating the
hooks, films; and- artifacts associated

w1th the sf:orles that help gwe us

_'1.6_

perspechve on ourselves as humans.”

She says even out-of-towners can

find a reason to support the museum.
“The Hall of Fame-is here fo re-
mind us of everything the great, cre-

ators in the field have givenus and

their legacy for generations to come.
If you care about smenee fiction, thls
museum benefits you.” - - -

~ Like all non- profits, SFM is al-
ways working toward self-sufficien-
cy. We have very generous patrons;
and that’s great, but our fundraising

‘efforts never end. And we have the

same sorts of conflicts and confu-
gions in our offices that other work-
places do.

Since getting thls job, Ive given a
lot of thought to museums and their
uses. [ wonder sometimes whether
putting something in a museum sig-
nals its death throes as a cultural
force, Once things are behind glass,

" they lose some of their immediacy as
.objects and risk beecoming relics—

old and untouchable. We've fried to
aveid this by including newly pub-
lished books and props from recent

* -movies in exhibits, demonstrating
- that science fiction is-a living genre.

Many of the tough themes of science
fiction are still being addressed in
new armazing stories-eighty years af-
ter the old Amazing Stories. _

I may be preaching to the choir,

- but- with the twentiéth century be--

. hind us, it’s 2 great time to examine
“where science fiction has been and
‘where i¥'s going, and SFM holds
-some of the treasures that allow us
'to do that.

“Bays acob McMurray, “Whether

R B ' :  . 1t’s cuol to admit or not, science fic-
'Leshe Howle calls the museum. '
“the only institution that is dedicat- =

tion is one of the major cultural

forces that has molded ‘our'socisty

and our perception of what could be.
I can’t think of a better toplc fer a
ﬂ,museum i Q . R

Therese Littleton

| ,_’fNAN D IIIMES
,_ 0O _
ELIFF.RD

FALLS

) Nancy Kress is the author of twenty—three books Her

- work has been translated into fourteen languages,
B mcludmg—to the author's bemusement—Klingon.
~ Nancy is currently working on a medical thriller. Her -
last story for us, “My Mother, Dancing” (June 2004) is
' a current fmallst for the Nebula Award

I was weedmg the garden when nanotech came to my town. The city got
it a mt_mth earlier, but I haven’t been to the city since last year. Some of

. my neighbors 'wenthng.ie Myers and Emma Karlson and that Widow,
* * Murs. Blanston, from church. They brought back souvenirs, things made in

the nanomachme and the scarf Angie showed me was really cute. But

- . with three little k.tds I don’t get out much.

That day was hot, with the July sun hangnﬁg overhead like it wasn’t
ever going to move. Bob McPhee from next door stuck his head over the
fence. His Rottweiler snarled through the chain links. I don t like that

_dog, and Kimee, my middle one, is afraid of it.

“Hey, Carol, dont you know you don’t have to do that no more"” Bob

saldt‘:l‘he nanomachinery will make you all the bomatoes and peas you
wan

“Hey, Bob,” I said. I went on weedmg, swiping at the sweat on my fore-

" head with the back of my hand. Jackie watched me from the shade of the

garage. I'd laid him on a blanket dressed in just his diaper and he was

having a fine time kicking away and then stopping to eat his toes,
“They're giving Clifford Falls four of 'em,” Bob said. Since he retired

from the fire department he don’t have enough to do all day. “I saw it on

- “TV.The mayor’s getting 'em installed in the town hall.”

“That’s good,” I said, to say something, I could hear Will and K1mee in-
gide the lutchen ﬁghtmg Over some toy. .

17
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. “Mayo#'ll un the machinery. Orie for food, one for clothing, the other
. “two he's taking requests. I already put in mine, for a sports car” . v

* That got my attention. “Acar? Awhole car?” = o0 Thos o
- “Sure, why not? Nano can make anything. The town is starting with,

one request from each person, first come first served. Then after that.. ..
-1 dunno. I guess Mayor Johnson'll work it out. Hey, gorgeous, stop that-

~weeding and.come have a beer with me. Pretty gal like you shouldn’t be
* getting all hot and sweaty at weeding.” - . S fe

He loerod at me, but he dox't fmean anything by it. At least, I don't think

~ he doés. Bob's over fifty but still looks pretty good, and he knows it, but he
- also knows I'm not that kind. Jack might've took off two months dgo, but I
. don’t need anyone like Bob; a married man, for temporary fun: and games:

© #] Tike the taste of home-grown tomatoes,” I tell him. “Ones at the Safe-

' “But nano won’t make to

tematoes this town ever fasted.”

- “Well, I hope you're right.” Then Will.and Kimee spilled their fight out:

through the screen‘door into the back yard, and Jackie started whimper-

ing on his blanket, and I didn’t have'no time for any nanomachinery. -~

. St:ll, I'was cm,'ibi;é,_ soin the Tate. afternoon, ivhen'it wasn't qu_iiaé sohot, .

1 packed up.the stroller and the kids and I went downtown. .

‘Clifford Falls isn’t much of 2 town, We’ré so far out on the plains that all

‘we got is a single square ringed with dusty pick-ups and the teenagers’ .

scooters. There’s about two dozen stores, the little. brick town hall with
traffic court and Barry Anderson’s police room and such, the elementary
school, Baptist snd Methodist churches, Kate’s Lunchroom, and the Crow
~ Bar, Down by the tracks is the grain elevator-and warehiouses, That's
- about it. Once a movie was filmed here because the movie people wanted

" some'place that looked Yike it might: be fifty or sikty years age. =

* * Soon as I turned the corner I could see where the nanomachinery must
be. People milled around the patch of faded grass in front of the town hall,
_people who probably should have still been to work on-a Wednesday af-
ternoon. A-big awning stretched across the front of the building with a
huge metal box under it, nearly big as my bedroom. To one side the may-

or, who retired two years ago from the factory in Minneonta, stood ona -

 crate right there in the breiling sun without so much 4s a hat on his bald

head, making a'speech, - . .. 0 . S e
. “_greatest innovation since supercheap energy to raise our way of life
- “What's getting made in that box?” I asked Emma Karlson. She had her
twins in a‘fancy new stroller. Just after Jack left me, her Ted got taken on
atthe factory, = - - - - 7 S T

“A dais,” she gaid. ' ‘ :

LA what? T .

. “A thing for the mayor to stand on instead of that apple crate. s sup-

“posed to be done in a few minutes.” S L
- What a dumb thing to make—Mr. Johnson could just as well have got-

e

_ 'at@es _fhﬁt tasteprocessed,” he .éa.y_s'“fin :thaf :
way that men like to correct women. ‘_"I-‘hat’ machinery will make the best -

o _'N_tfmcy _I'('ress.

. “Butit was living”

i v “dhows. What surprised me was that it did.

7 Asimov's
en a good stepladder from Bickels Hardware. But T suppose the dais'was

" pyway of demonstration, . .. L o e o

..+ And Thave to admit it was impressive when it come out of the box. Four

men had to move it, a big fancy platform with a top like a gazebo and

steps carved on their sides in fancy shapes. After the men set it down,
eére was this moment of electric silence, like a downed power line run

through the crowd, and then everybody started shouting. ' T

- “Make me a rocking chair!”

.+ “Tell it to grow a table!” ‘ R
- “I need & new rug for the dining room!” ..

- " “Make a good bottle of booze!” :

" Emma turned to me. Her eyes were blgand shﬁniﬁg.'.*‘S(ime people- are

'_-_: - poignorant. That big nanomachine don’t make anything to eat or drink—
o the ones inside do that. Three little ones, for food and clothes and small
R -qu;_ck stuﬂ._'._ Mayor Johnson already explained all that, but:some people
¢ - o justean't listen,” - 0 R :

" The crowd was pressing closer to the new dais, and a fow men started -

" 1o ¢limb the fancy steps. Kimee was getting restless, pulling on my hand,

‘but Will said suddenty, “Mommy, tell the machine to make me a dog!”

. ”

- ing thing

i Emma laughed. “Tt can't d&) that, Will. Nobody but God can make a liv-

_~ " Isaid, “Then how can it make a tomato? A tomato’s living” .

- Emma said, “No, it’s not. It's dead after you pick it.”-

. Emma got that Took ih her eyes that I seen there ever since the third

.. grade: Don’t argue with me because you'll regret it. Will jumped up and
v d(_)wn‘s_cr_eammg,- “Adog! A dog! I want a dog!” The people around the dais
. were pushed back by Barry Anderson and his deputy, but they didn’t stop

shouting at Mayor Johzison. 1 .gz;_abbed Will,': smiled hard at Emma, and

" started home. : S L
Ngnotgch.qux_;’t going to put Kimee down.for a nap or breast-feed
- dackie. And. it sure as hell wasn't going to get my bastard husband back
. tohelpmedothose things. -~ . . .o o
.- Not that I wanted him. '

-1 waited for nano to make Clifford Falls Jook ]ike_'fhe blacé‘é inthe TV

I didn’t see anything for a few weeks because both Kimee and Wﬂl
‘came down with some sort of bug. Diarrhea and cramps. The doctor I got
on the computer told me which chemicals to squirt over samples of their

.- shit and when I told him what colors the shit turned, he said it wasn’t se-
- rigus but I should keep the kids'in, make them:drink a lot of water, and

" keep them away from the baby. In a two-bedroom rented house, that

- alone took a lot of my time. But we managed. Emma bought the medicine
- I needed at Merkelson’s and left it on the doorstep. She left three

- easseroles, too, and some chocolate-chip cooldes. .

_Ten days later, when they were better, [ baked Emma a ébdnge-éake to

thank her. After the kids were dressed and the stroller packed
- went outgide and I had to blink hard, L o 0 er pac e. up. We

= Nano Comes to Clitford Falls | | N . 9
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- “Wow?” Will said; “Mommy, look at that!” '
‘Parked.in Bob McPhee’s driveway was the reddest car I ever seen, low

-and smooth and shiny. It looked fast. Will ran. over to it and I called
© “Don’t touch, Willl” .

“Oh, he can’t hurt 1t » Bob sa1d w1th a sort of fake casualness He was

7 burstmg with pride. “And if he did hurt it, 711 Just wait untll my turn

comes up-on the Big Gray and order me another one”

The Big Gray-—that must be what they were calling the largest
nanomachine. Stupid name, It sounded like a sway-backed horse

Bob leered at me. “Wanna go for 2 ride, baby?

-~ “Why don’t you take your wife?” I sazd but I smiled when I said 1t be- :
cause Pm a-wuss who likes to stay on good terms with my neighbors.

“0Oh, I did,” Bob said; waving his’ hand a:rﬂy, “but there’s always' réom
for one more, if you know what I mean.”

-“A ride! A ride!” Wﬂl shouted. - '

“Not today, Will, we're gong to see Jon. and Don.” That d15tracted hlm
Emmas twins are l'us best friends. ‘

- Emima met me at the door dressed in a gorgeous yellow sundress with
a low neck and full skirt. Emma was always pretty, even when we were’

thirteen, but £d never seen her look like this. She’d done things to live up -
“to-the dress fixed her ha1r and put on make—up and even had on rhine-
. stone earrings.

“God, you look amazmg"’ 1 said, in my old j Jeans mth baby puke on my
T-shirt. Emma touched her earrings.
“Real diamonds, Carol! Ted used his second prck at the nanomaclnne to

choose these!” . . -
1 gaped at her. The. nanomachme could make real d1amonds'? Will bar-

reled past me toward Don and Jon'and I sawthat all three of them

‘jumped onto anew blue sofa covered w1th the mcest matenal Id ever
seen.
- All T'could thmk of to gay was, “I brought you.a sponge cake: A thank-
you for all you done when the kids were sick.”
“Well, aren’t you the sweetest thing. Thank you. I'd offer you a plece
now but well, Kitty'll be here in a few minutes to take the twins.”

Kitty Svenson was the teenager who babysat for everybody. She was .

saving up for secretarial school Ted came out from the bedroom dressed
in a bathrobe,

“0Oh, God, Ted, bave you got this dJarrhea-thlng, too? Pm sorry, it’s a
“bitch. Come on, W]ll let’s go. Em, I can take the twins while Ted's sick.”

“I'm not sick, Carol Ted said. Emma blushed I was really confused.
This was a Tuesday morning. : -
" “T quit the factory,” Ted sald “No ueed to kilt myself workmg now.”
_ *“But...themortgage.. - _

" “The na:no s making us a house Ernma sald proud]y
. “Ahouse? A whole house?” ’

- “One part of a room at a time,” 'i‘ed gaid. “Em and T are. both usmg all

: our picks for it. We'll put it on that piece of land my daddy left me by the

lake, and the whole house’ll finish ;;ust before the bank forecloses on this

- one. I got it all ﬁgured out.”

20 | _" . SR - -'Noncyl(ress :
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My brain wasn't workmg mght 1 _}ust couldn’t take it in, some- .

: “The food nano is ma.lung all our meals now,” Emma sald “Just churn-
~ingem-out like sausages. Here, Carol, taste this.” She darted into the
.- kitchen, earrings swinging, and came back with a bowl of small round
= things like smooth nuts. _ S

= - “What is it?”

o <] 'don’t know. But it testes good. The food nano can’t make like, you
e know, real meats or anything, but it does pretty good delivering thmgs
e thagelook and taste like fruits and veggles and bread .and this stuff is the

e pro in” -

. 1 picked up one of the round thmgs and nibbled. It did taste good, sort
oo of like cold spicy chicken. But something in me recoiled anyway. Maybe it
'+ was the texture, sort of bland and mushy. 1 palmed the rest of the ball,

i “Mmmmmmmmm o
-+ “Told you so,” Emma sald trlumphantly, 11ke the round balls were

. things she'd baked herself. “Oh, here’s Kitty” :
- Kitty Svenson hauled herself up the steps. Fat and acne-covered and
- .. dirt-poor, she was the sweetest girl in town, and every time I saw her my

--heart ached, She liked Toin DeCarno, who Tived down the street from me -
i+ and was the starting.quarterback on. the football team at the consolidated
1.7 high school in Remington. He’d notice Kitty on the day that Hell got a

‘£ " hockey franchise.

.- It was obvious what Emma in her SEXy new dress and Tom in his -
_ bathrobe were going to be doing, so I dragged the protesting Will and we
~ went home. I saw things I hadn’t noticed on the way to Em’s: a new play-
“house in the backyard of the big house on the corner, Fresh chain-link
. fence around the Alghren place. The Connors’ pick-up in their driveway,
- which meant that Eddie hadn’t gone to work at the factory, eifher. Across
i - the street, a woman I thought I didn’t know, dressed up like a city girl in’
' a ruffled suit and high. heels untll I reallzed it was Sue Merkelson, the
i pharmacists wife. - .
b > At home I took the kids into the backyard and weeded the tomatoes, .
..+ which were nearly strangled with ten days’ worth of weeds. Jack used to
. doat least some of the weeding. But that was before, and this was now,
_; and 1 kept at 1t untﬂ the job was done, .

E By late August the factory in aneonta had closed. Most of the men in

: _town who didn’t farm were out of work, but nobody seemed to mind
o much, The Crow Bar was full all the time, groups playing cards and
¢ . laughing at TV. I saw them spilling out onto the street the one trme I
i went to the supermarket to buy Pampers and milk, ‘
* Emma told me on the phone that Mayor Johnson, Barry Anderson and

N ‘Anderson’s deputy had the nanomachines on a regular schedule. Every

morning people lined up to pick up whatever their food order'd been from

- the previous day, enough food for all that day’s meals plus a little over to
- store. Another machine made whatever clothes “you picked out of a cata-
logue, in whatever size matched after you gave in your measurements. It

' made blankets and curtalns and tablecloths, too, anything out of cloth.

Nano Comes 1o Clifford Falls .



July 2086 - . _
. The last two machines, including the big one, turned out everything-else,
picked from a different catalogue, turn bytarn. . - - T
The county’s corn, ready to harvest, sat in the ficlds. Nobody wanted to
buy it, and except for the farm owners, nobody hired on-to harvest it.
‘Nearly every family in town drove a new car, from six different models
that our nanos were programmed to make. There was a lot of red and
" gold vehicles in our streets. . v iS00 e
“I want a playhouse, Mommy,” Will whined. “Caddie Alghren gots a new
p'layh[)ﬂse! I want One,tﬂﬂl” See e lmn i PP : IS
‘ 1 looked at him, standing there in his rumpled little pajamas with
© trains on thém, looking like his best friend just died. His hair fell over his
forehead just like Jack’s used to-do.” e e e
“How do you know Caddie’s got a new playhouse?” © -
“ saw it! From my window!” -~ T e A
“You can’t see into Caddie’s yard from your window. Did you climb ocut
“up onto the roof again, Will?* .. ... ="~ B :
He hung his'head and twisted the sleeves of his pajamas into crumpled
< told you that going up on that roof is dapgerous! You could fall and
break your neck!” . ... P ey - g
. “T'm sorry” he said, raising his little face up to me, and T melted even
though I knew he wasn't sorry at all and would:do it again, “I'm sorry,
Mommy. Can’t we get a playhouse? We been inside all summer; feels like!”

"He was right. Td only taken the kids outside our yard a few times. Td

hardly boen out myself. I told myself that it was because Ididn’t want to
 see everybody’s pitying looks. (“Jack run off with-that sexy girl from the
hardware store; Chrissie Somebody, just left Carol and those kids without
so much as a backward glance.”) But it wasn’t just that. . -~ .. -
The big freezer downstairs was almost empty. I'd used up everything I
could. T run out of Tide last Thursday and the laundry was piling up.
Worse, the Pampers were nearly gone. 1 had to keep the ¢hecking account,
the half of it that Jack left, to pay the rent and the phone as long as I
could. After that .. . I didn’t know yet. Notyet. -~ ... =~~~
So I guessed it was time. I didn’t understand why I didn't want to go be-
' fore, didn’t tnderstand why 1 didn’t want to go now. But it was time. -~ -
“Okay, honey, we'll get you a playhouse,” I said. “Find your snieakers.”
" When I had Jackie changed and fed, Will and Kimee dressed, the
stroller packed with diapers and water, we set ‘off outside, Will was good,
holding onto the side of the stroller and not running ahéead. Kimee stood

on the back bar and whimpered a little; she gets prickly heat in the sum-

mer. But when we turned the corner toward the town square, she stopped
fussing and stared, just like-me and Will, The whole place was full of
garbage cans, Clean, bluae, plastic garbage cans, hundreds of them,
stacked and thrown and lying on their sides, not a gingle one of them
holding any garbage. People milled around, talking angrily: I saw my
neighbor. . T s S

. “Bob" what on Earth-——” _ ) e RTINS .

“He was too angry even to leer at me. “That Beasor kid! The one that

won the state technology contest; a few years ago—that kid’s too smart-

A city. You get your foed today, Carol?

‘Asimov's

’ ss for his own good, I said so then! He hacked iﬁto the Big Gr '

_ ood, ! He. ed ay some- -
_how and niow all it'll make is garbage cans, no matter what%rou tgjl "
=X cr?lned laly neckbto see the big metal box under its awning. Sure
enough, another garbage can popped out. A hubble of something st:
‘my belly and started to rise upimme. “Is .. .15, . " > arted

- *The kid left town! Anderson’s got an APB him. You: ’ '

})“ S e o And g;gggl?”g . mft ‘on ]fum You havTen t seen
; Thaven't seen anybody,” I said. The bubble rose higher and now I'knew

T Wl‘}at_.xt was: laughter. I turned my face away from Bob. . S
S If that kid knows what's good for him, he'll keep on running,” Bob said.
“-He'was really upset. “Now the mayor’s shut down the other nanoma-
chines, except the food one, until the repair guys get out here from the
" No, but Tll come back Iater;” T managed to say, without laughing i

Bq%sk facei;K~I{irézee’s not feeling well.” € . ,0 S?y’ﬂ Wlth.out la?agh_.mg "

I ay,” e said, not really interested. “I—Iéy, Earll Wait!” He push

_. ,:tl_lro!.lgh_ the garbage cans toward Earl Bickel across the square. pushed

. -Will somehow understood that there would be no playhouse today, He .

"' ‘serewed up his face, but before he could start to howl, I said, “Will! Look

at all those great cans! We can make the best playhouse ever out of -

" ~them!” :

- His face cleared. “Cooll” B _

. Sowe nested and dragged home four e . wit it '
- ‘horx ir garbage cans, with a little help
-~ from the teenage Parker boys, who are nice kids and who seemed glad-tg

have something to do. They found some boards in th
ave s  to do. _ : e basement, plus a
‘hammer and nails, and spent all afternoon making a playhouse w1t11)1 four
garbage-can rooms. Will was in seventh heaven. I couldn’t pay them, but
g ; (:ﬁ)iix:;?ta&xd boa}fﬁated.ilsh%aﬁt of ‘;ny home-made banana bread, and they
it down happily. Will and Kimee, her itchi ] red i
th'cla‘ﬁarbage cang until dark, o e fiehing forgpf:ter;, playod in
. e next day all the nanomachines were workin, in, o i
I g again, and I put
gﬁ:}g é‘ood orderiiBut I&eift the kids at home with Kit%y' Svenson%l\:h;gsll
up my order; and I started canning all the '
corn, and melons in the garden. g ° squash., beans,. PPREXS,

School dbened. Will was in first grade. T walked h;. s tho frst day
and he seemed to like his teacher.-gr e ed him there the first day
. ]I;y g:e EIR;‘I& Wel_tzk of school, she'd gquit, .~ | - ' :
v the week, so had the teacher ' i
01:1“1'(13;-1 Pk ohad acher who rgplaced her, along with a few
“They just don’t want to work when they don’t have to, and why should
'~ they?” Emma said. She sat in my kitchen, drinking a éup of _co%fee and
- wearing a strange hat that sloped down to cover half her face, I suppose
_ sh_e picked it out of the nano-catalogues—it must be what they were
wearing in the city. The color was pretty, though, a warm peach. It was
practmally the first morning she’d made time for me in weeks. “With
nano, nobody has to work if they don’t want to.” . I
“D1d tlie twins’ teacher quit, too?” :
No. It’s old Mrs. Cameron. She’s been teaching so long she probably
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can't even imagine doing anything else after she gets up in the morning.
Carol, 160k at this place. How come you let it get so shabby?” T
. T'said mildly, “There isn’t too much money since J ack left. Just-enough
fortherent” . - . SRR :
“Phat asshole . . . but that's not what 1 meant and you know it. Why
haven’t you replaced those old eurtains and sofa with nano ones? And
that TV! You conld get a real big one, with an unbelievable picture.” |
. I put my elbows on the table and leaned toward her. “Tll tell you the
truth, Em: I don’t know. I get nano food and diapers, and I'got some school
.clothes for Will, but anything else .. .1 don’t know.” o e
“You're just being an idiot!” she said. She: almost shouted it—way too

- angry for just my saggy sofa.{ reached out and pulled off the sloping hat.

Emma’s eye was swollen nearly shut, and every color of squash in my
gardeir. - .ot R '
All at once she started sobbing. “Ted . .. he never done anything like

- that before . . . it’s terrible on men, being laid off! They get so bored and

mad—" S . ST

“He wasn’t 1aid off, he quit,” I'said, but gently: .

“Same thing! He just scowls himself around the house, vells at the
kids—they’re glad to be back in school, let me tell you!--and eriticizes
everything I do, or he orders Scotch from the nano—did order it until

Mayor Johnson outlawed any nano liquor and—"

" . “Je did? The mayor did?” I said, startled. -

e ol oo Tod hursday, Ted and T had-this big fight, and ...and ...
Suddenly she changed tone. “You don’t know anything, Carol! You sit here

- gafe and alone, thinking you're so superior to nano, just like you always

acted so superior to poor Jack—oh, I'm sorry, I didn’t mean that!”
~ “Probably you did,” I said evenly, “but it’s all right. Really it is, Em.”

- - All at once she got defiant. “You're thinking I'm just dumping on you

‘pecause Ted hit me. Well, ’'m not. It was only that once, mest of the time

‘ he’s a good husband. Our new house by the lake will be done in a few .

more weeks and then everything’ll be better!” _—

1 didn’t see how, but all I said was, “T'll bet the house is pretty” .
. “T’s gorgeous! It's got a blue-brick fireplace in the living room-—blue
bricks! And it’s equipped with just everything, all those robo-appliances
like you sée on TV-—I won't have to.do hardly anything!” - -

“] can’t wait to see it,” I'said. IR .

" “You'll love it,” she said, put her hat back on so it coﬁére_d her eye, and
stared at me with triomph and fear. C : o :

R | pulled Will ouﬁ' of school to-héme-.schoi)l him. He didw’t mind once 1 got

the Bellingham grandkids to school at my place, and then Caddie Al-
ghren, The Bellinghams were farmers going bust. Mr. Bellingham was
still doing dairy, though, even while his crops rotted in the fields. Mrs.

. Bellingham’s always been sickly and she never struck me as real smart.

But Hal Bellingham is smart, and he looked at me yeal sharp when I said
1 would home-school his grandkids because the teachers were all quit-
ting. - ' . ' . ,

* “Not all, Carol.”. ;
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“No, not yet. And some won’t quit, But the government’s not getting
‘much tax money because nobody’s earning and the T'V says that the gov-
ernment is taking itself apart bit by bit.” I didn’t understand that; but Mr.
Bellingham locked like he might. “How many teachers’ll stay when they
an’t get paid at all?” - - S S
++“That time’s a ways off.” ' |

,“_Maybe-” ) . . e : L

.. “What makes you think you can teach my grandkids? Beggin
';psfc}on, but you don’t look or sound like a .coliage-graduate.” . gEng yotr
7. “'m not. But I did good in high school, and I guess I can teach first- and

R S(?cond—graders: At any rate, in my living room they’ll be safe from the
. ~’kinds of vandalism you see all around town now.” _ b
~o-“Whatlt yon use for books?” S

“We have some kids’ books, I'll get more 6ﬁt of thé library és long as it

. lasts, and we'll make books, the kids and me: It’s fun to writ
- : gtories, and they can read each other’s.” . ' oy o

“You aren’t going to get books from the nanomachinery?” - S
No. "1 said it flat out, and we looked at each other, sitting theye in the
Bel-hngl}an‘ls’. big farm kitchen with its old-fashioned microwave. . .
. i[‘-Iq said, “Who’s going to watch your two little ones while you teach?”
. “Kitty Svenson.” - . o
“What’s she get out of it?”

' “That’s between me and her”
- “And what do you want in return?’

* - “Milk, and a share of the spring calves you might have seﬁt to market,

- slaughtered and with the meat dressed. You aren’t going to be abl
-in enough hay to feed them anyway.” 1t going to be able to get

: He got up, walked in his farm boots around his kitchen, and looked at .
»me again, “Do you watch the news, Carol?” o '

B .+ “Not much. Little kids take a lot out of you.”

FE;]?OE should watch. Vandalism isn’t limited to what we got in :Cliﬁ'ord
8. . . R . -
- 1didn’t say anything. _ e

‘All right, the kids will be home-schooled by you. But here, not at your

. - place, T'll clear out the big back bedroom for you, and Kitty can use'the

kitchen. Mattie’ll like the company. But before you.agree, there’s some-

- body I want you to meet.” '

“Who?” . C '

“Buspicious little thing, aren’t you? Come with me.” . - -~
- We went out to the barn. The cows were in the pasture, and the hayloft
half empty. In an old tack room that the Bellinghams had turned into an

. apartient for a long-ago cattle manager, a pretty young woman sat in

front of a metal table. I blinked.

. - 'The whole toom was full of strange equipme‘ﬁt, along with freezers and

- other stuff I recognized. The woman wore a 'white lab coat, lik —
- 'TV. She stood and smiled at us. - coat, like doctors on

“This is Amelia Parsons,” Bellingham said. “She used tb work for Cam-

Iy Biotech, which just went out of business. She's a crop geneticist.”

“Hello,” she said, hqlding out her hand. Women like hei* make me ner-
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vous. Too polished, too educated. They all had it too easy. But I shook her
" hand; F'm not rude. R * S
" spamelia’s working on creating an apomictic corn plant. That's corn that -
. doesn’t need pollination, that can produce its owh seeds asexually, like .
- non-hybrid varieties once did, and like blackberries and mangos and
some Toses do now. Apomictic corn would keep all the. good traits-of hy- -
. brid corn, maybe even with added benefits, but farmers wouldn’t have to

buy:seed every year.”.

" . [ couldn’t work on this very much at Camry” Amelia said to me. Her -

- pretty face glowed. Her red hair was cut in one of those complicated: city

cuts. “Bven though apomixis was my-doctoral thesis. The biotech compa-

ny wanted us to work-on things that were more jmmediately profitable. -

But now that I don’t need to earn a salary, that oversight agencies are
pretty much dismantling, and that I can get the equipment I need from
nano . . , well, nano makes it possible for me to do some real- work!” - ..

1 smiled at her again, because I didn’t have anything fo say. There was

. ababy-food stain on my jeans and 1 moved my hand to cover it.

“Thanks, Amelia,” Hal Bellingham said. “See you later”

On the way back to the house, he said quietly, “T just wanted ymi to see .

the other side, Carol.”
I didn’t answer.

: My little-school started on Monday, Caddie Alghren, whose mother had
‘been killed by a drunk driver last spring, clung to me at first, but Will and
she were friends and as long as she could sit next to him, she was all

" right. The three Bellingham kids were well:-behaved and smart. Kitty

watched Kimee and Jackie in the kitchen and helped Mattie Bellingham.

- At night Kitty went home with me, because her stepfather had started to -
come into her room at night. Nothing real bad had happened yet, but she &

hated him and was glad to babysit for her keep. . . : o
After the kids finally got to sleep each night; Kitty’ and I watched the

" TV, like Hal said, and saw what was happening in the cities. A lot of peo-

ple wor’t work if they don’t have to. But alot of people not working means

a lot of broken things don’t get fixed. Nano can make water pipes and |

schoolbooks and buses and toilets. It can’t install them or tech them or

drive them. The-cities were getting to be pretty scary places.

Clifford Falls wasn’t that bad. But it wasn't all that far out from the
city, either. Kitty and I were watching TV one night, the kids in bed, when

_ the door burst open and two men rushed in.

“L ook at this—not just the one, fwo of them,” one man said, while I was
already reaching for the phone. He got there first and knocked it out of
my hand. “Not that it would help you, lady. Not a lot of police left. Kenny,
I'll take this one and you take the fat girl” . ' B

- Kitty had shrunk back against the gofa, I tried to think fast. The kids—
if I could just keep any noise from waking the kids, the men might not

oven know they were there. Then no matter what happened to us, the -

kids would be safe. But if Will saw either of their faces, if he could identi-
fy them . . . and Kitty, Kitty was only fifteen. . .. .
1 said quickly, “Leave her alone. She doesn’t know how to do anything,
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@dn’t‘i')e; any fun for you. If you leave her alone, 'l let you both do me,
o't even fight. Td be a lot more fun for you.” My gorge rose and I tast-
The twa men looked at each other. Finally “Kenny” shrugged and said,
o fot one’s ugly, anyway” = . : e

The-other one nodded and hig’ piggy eyes gleamed. Noise—the impor-
nt thing was no noise. I got-down on the floor and unzipped my jeans.
“God--but no noise, no neise te walke the kids, and T had to protect
FGod, fifteen. o oL L s L e R,
My head exploded.: .. -+ . T ez TR e
No, not my head, the head leering above me, Blood.and brains splat-
d over me. Then there was a seéond shot and the othier'man went
Wi 1-:stagger<.ed up, puked, and heard Will and Kimee screaming. When
ould see again, the kids stood in the doorway, clinging together, and
ity still sat on the'sofa, the gun inherhand. -7 S "
She was the calmest one there, at least on the outside: “I stole it to use
on-my stepfather if I had to, just before you said T could live here. Carol—"
Then-shlt:startedshaking.f Ce ey D T
. #Ttstkay,” I said stupidly -and; my own hand trembling, picked v
photie to call the cops. el B g p ed b the
Ielgq:t a rl_e;‘cording at'i?llil’i “I'm sorry, but - due to reduced manpower, your
may have to wait. Please stay on the line until—"
called Barry Anderson’s cell. Y S Sl I hung w® and
was turned off. When he finally got there, three hours later, he said it
was the only sleep he'd had in.two days. His deputy quit last week and
tt. for Florida. By that time I'd gotten the kids back to sleep, the room
d myself cleaned up, and Kitty to stop shaking, - - = - :
The next day, Hal Bellingham moved us all out to the farm.

By spring, there were fifty-four of us on the farm, plus ten kids. And in
the spring, Jack came back. S

'I_‘_was coming out of the lamb barn with Will, whe saw Jack first. He
ried, “Daddy!” and my beart froze. Then Will was running across the
Ihralﬁgdy yard and throwing himself into Jack’s arms. I trailed slowly be-

:How.’d you get past the guards?’ Isaid. . .~ T :
w;%ﬁllmgham let me in, What kind of set-up you got going here, any-
=1 didn’t answer, just stared at him. He looked good. Well-fed, well-
'dl_'ess_ed, {naybe a hittle heavier but still the handsemest man ever to come
out of Clifford Falls. This was how Will, beaming in his daddy’s arms
would look in twenty years. - - © oo r T s ;
Jack reddened slightly. “Why are you living here, Carol? Don’t téll me
yow'and old Bellingham .. > . = - B PR -
“That-would be what you'd think. The answer is no.”
Pld he Jook relieved? “Then why—" - . R :
‘-gMOJ_f_mny’s my teacher!” Will shouted. “And I'can write whole sentences!”
. “Good for you,” Jack said. To me he suddenly blurted, “Carol, I don’t
gkno}ur how to say this, but Pmsosorey, I—".. -~ '
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“Where's Chrissie? You get tired of her the way you did of me?”. -
“No, she... . whothe hell is that?” : : ' '

. . * His eyes almost-bugged out of his hea&, and Wel_l»'they might. .D'énny
Bonohan stroiled out of the house, dressed in one of his costumes. Den- -

ny’s gay, which was hard enough for me to take, but he’s also an actor,

~which is even worse because he strolls out to do his share of guard duty

dressed in outlandish things he and the other two actors brought with
them. Now he wore tights with a bright tunic almost as long as a dress,
all in shades of gold, Hal is amused by hin but I think Denny’s loony and
T won’t let the kids be alone with him. My right, Hal says in his quiet way,

- and what Hal'says goes. -

-1 said, “That’s my new boyfriend.” I said it to make Jack mad but in-

stead he threw back his head and laughed, his white teeth gleaming in
the sunshine. .. ... - .. o o S Co T

“Not you, Carol. Never: I know you that mich, anyways.” ..

“What are you deoing here, Jack? . .~ . .. P L

] want to see my kids. And I want . .. I want you, Carol. T miss you. I
'was wrong, as wrong as a man can be. Please take me back.”

Jack apologizing was always hard to resist, although it’s not like he
over did all that much ofit. Will clung hard to his father’s neck. Also, an
old sweet feeling was slipping into me, along with the anger. I wanted to
hit him, I wanted to hug him. T wanted to cur] up inside him again. -~

. “T’s up to the Council if you can stay here” . '

| “Here? R S

- “We aren’t leaving, the kids and me,” - . o o
- He took a deep breath. “What’s the Council? ‘What do I have to de?” .

“You have to start by talking to Hal. If Denny’s on guard duty, Hal’s
probably coming off” L e s .

“Guard duty?” Jack said, bewildered.

ed” - _
“Tdon't.. - L ' . e :
“Come on,” I said roughly. “It’s up to a vote of the Council, For my part,

1 don’t give a damn what you do.” SRR R
“You're lying,” he said softly, in that special voice we used between us,

andI damned him all over again because it was trae.

_ J;11y again, and we are eighty-éeven péoi)le now. Word é]ireadr-;. About

. half are people who fled nano, like me. The other half embraced it because

it lets them do whatever they'd wanted to do before. Some of those ones
have their own nanomachines, little ones, made of course by other
nanomachines. Hal allows them to-use nano to produce things for their

jobs, but not to make food or clothing or shelter or anything else we all :

need to survive, except for some medicines, and we're working on that. -
The two kinds of people here don’t always get along very well; We have
five actors, Amelia the geneticist, and two other scientists, one of them
studying something about the stars. We'have a man writing fiction, an in-

~ ventor; and, finsily, 2 real teacher. Also two organic farmers, a sculptor, a

man who carves and puts together furniture all without nails, and, of ail
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nge; the United States chess champion, who can’t find anyone go
gh to play with_a_nd_ so plays against our old computer. d g. od
“also farms and does guard duty and lays pipe and cleans and cans
and cooks; of course. Like all the rest of us. The things that the chess play-
»r. didn’t know how to-do, which was everything, we taught him. Just like
|, who was a Marine once, taught us all to shoot.. ~ . . .
1t's pretty bad out there now, although the TV says it's getting better as ’
ociety adjusts to this most eataclysmic of social changes.” I don’t know if
at’s true or not. I guess it varies. There was a lot of rioting and disease
d fires. Some places have some government left, some places don’t
jome are like us now, mostly our own government, although Hal and twc;
sducated women keep our taxes filed and all that. One of the women fold
ne that we don’t have to actnally pay taxes because the farm shows a
consistent loss. She was a lawyer, but a religious lawyer. She says nano is '
tan’s work. . - T ST '
Amelia Parsons says nano is-a gift from God. - o :
Ve, I think something different. I think nano is a sorter. The old sorting
uged to put the people with money and education and nice things in one
pile and the rest of us in another. But nano sorts out two different piles:
Ehe %ne's wheo like to work because work is what you do, and the ones who
on’t: . - ' NETR - :
It was kind of like everybody won the lottery all at once. I saw a TV
how about lottery winners once, a show that followed them around for a
year or two after they won real big money. By that time, most of them
. Were worse _oﬂ' than before they won that money: miserable and broke
again and with all their relatives mad at them. But some used the money

L =;"to'm:aike nicer lives. And some just gave nearly all of it away to charity

- and went back to taking care of themselves. : :

~Jack l'asteﬁ two months on the farm. Then he was gone again. ‘

< lget email from him every once in a while. Mostly he asks after the
kids. He never says where he is or what he’s doing instead of working.

- He never says who he’s with, or if he’s happy. I guess he is, or he'd come
o ?ﬁm’k here. People usually end up deing what makes them happiest, if
. :they can. : . S ’

-+ A'month ago I went with Hal and some others down to the lakéfto catch

o fish. A house stood there, burned to the ' i
. sl _ ) \ | to the ground, weeds already growin
- over the blue brick fireplace. In the ashes I found one diamonﬁ ggrringg.

Which 1 lgfl;'the‘re. . : ' S . o
+- Now Kimee is in the garden, waiting for me to pick peas. I'm going to

g * show her how to shell them, too, and how to se
;. S00W L , too, parate the good pods fr:
- the bad ones. She’s only five, but it’s never too early to leax%i. Op : .





