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her lawyer. Already called him. I know from Badge. He briefed me on 
all vit. It looks pretty certain she’ll be bringing charges. But even if—”

I interrupted him. “I didn’t push. I pulled.”
Slowly, he turned his face toward me for the first time, looked at 

me for a moment, then turned away again. His smallish eyes were 
bloodshot, and thin branches of broken capillaries fanned out color-
fully across his cheeks.

He quickly pressed four buttons in a sequence on his telephone 
console and, sighing deeply as he did so, said, “No. No. Don’t deny, 
Larsen. There’s no good in denying, no use in it. Don’t try that with 
me.” Holding the telephone against his left ear, he looked with his 
right hand for a piece of paper on the desktop, found it, and drew it 
toward him. He looked at it, then went on, “Says so right here. Sasha 
testifies that you pushed her in a ‘hostile, malevolent, and aggravat-
ing manner.’ And we have corroboration. Lemme see”—he bent 
closer to the piece of paper, squinting at it slightly—“oh, from lots of 
people. Here’s Dr. Correct, and Dr. Long, and also Dr. Nose. And Dr. 
Everybody’s. Dr. Cleopatra. And I’ve got Dr. Race, and I’ve got Dr. 
Class, Dr. Gender, and Dr. Victim. Three student photographers. Two 
reporters. And Badge. Don’t forget Badge. Man of the law, Badge.”

I found myself, for the first time in my career at Actaeon, suddenly 
frightened of something less concrete than bullets, death threats from 
students, or disease-bearing spores in the air of the latrines. “That’s a 
lie,” I said to President Penguin-Duck. “I didn’t push anyone. I tried 
to pull, but I couldn’t even manage to do that.”

President Penguin-Duck moved the telephone six or seven inches 
away from his left ear and held it in the air. Slowly, he turned his 
head in my direction and looked straight, directly, right at me, his 
eyes holding my eyes. “What did you say?” he asked. His eyebrows 
went up, held there for a moment, and then crushed suddenly down 
toward the center again, squinching his blotchy face into a look of 
fierce anger that I found extremely frightening. “I want you to know, 
Dr. Larsen, that within the walls of this office I have never before, 
ever, heard such a libelous statement as that, never. And you had 
better make it absolutely certain that I never hear such a thing again. I 
will have no talk about lies. Do you understand me perfectly clearly?”

 


