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[ think we all feel soery lor “em.
— Rorder Patril Officer Gloris 1. Chasez, on the subgect of Blegal aliens

BODY-SMATCHERS

| The All-American Canal was now dark Black with phosphorescent streaks where
the border's eyes stained it with yellow tears—These lights have been up for about
twa years, Officer Dan Murray said. Before that, it was generators. Before that, it
was pitch black.

He was an older man, getting big in the waist, whose face had been hardened
by knowledge into something legendary. For years he'd played his part in the work
first begun by Eden's angel with the flaming sword, the methodical patrols and
prowls io keep the have-not millions out of paradise—which in this case was Im-
perial County, California, whose fields of blondeness, of endless pallid asparagus,
salan plants like great lollipops and honey-colored hay bales produced the lowest
median tax income of any county in the state. Zone El Centro, named after the
gounty seat, comprised Sectors 210 to 226, of which Sectors 217 to 223 happened
b be Murray's responsibility. He kept the key to the armory, whose rows of My
ghotguns awaited a mass assault from Southside which never came. He knew how
to deploy the stinger spikes, the rows of sccordion-like grids like a row of caltrops:
Pull a string and they opened up to puncture a tire. One car actually drove twelve
desperate milez on four flat tives until it was wrecked beyond any conceivable wtil-
ity to s confiscators.

They'll pop their heads up in a minute, he was always saying. He was always
right,

An hour ago we might have been able to see through the bamboo and across
the wrinkled brown water into Southside where Mexicans sat on the leves waiting
i serze thelr chance, but at that time Murray and 1 had been over by the Port of
Entry East bridge where two Mexicans waited, not aliens yet; while on our side,
Northside, another agent sat calmly watching them in his car

Hedlo, said Murray. Have those folks been there all day?
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