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William Field grunted in discomfort as he squeezed his bulk behind the wheel of his car. Why did they have to make these electrics so small, anyway? Barely room in them for a dwarf, much less a tall man of, er, ample proportions.
�Ample proportions��so much kinder than �outsized,� the currently preferred term in Silicon Valley.
He thought fondly of Munich, which he visited on business three or four times a year. Now, that city respected ample proportions. Nobody there looked down on you for having a waistline larger than your inseam. They rather preferred it, in fact. If Germany would just cut its tax rates, he would not only move there, he�d even learn the damn language.
He slid his driver�s license and insurance card through the magnetic stripe reader on the dashboard computer. The system awoke the cellular modem, queried the remote databases, and verified his right to drive. When the OK flashed, he put his key into the power-on switch lock. The center of the steering wheel irised open. He scrunched down, kissed the breathalyzer mask built into the steering column, and breathed until it beeped.
As a bio-genetics researcher, he knew and admired the durable simplicity of that breathalyzer. As a driver, he found it annoying. As a man who liked a beer or two with dinner, he hated the damn thing.
He wished he could take the bus. It would pick him up a hundred yards from his front door, and drop him off kitty-corner from Jackson s Famous Ribs. If he could take the bus, he could sip one ice-cold Dos Equis while waiting for his platter of ribs, and a second while stacking the bones.
But no, he had to drive, because it was the evening rush hour, and during the evening rush hour, not one bus in twenty permitted the outsized to board.
Well, he thought grimly, if you don�t want your buses crowded, you�ll have your streets congested, then. All the same to me. I�m going to be uncomfortable no matter what.

He turned off the Lawrence Expressway onto Stevens Creek Boulevard, and found himself at the ass-end of a mile-long traffic jam that stretched all the way to Wolfe. He drummed his fingers on the wheel. His stomach growled the bass line. �Yeah, yeah,� he told it, �I hear you. I�ll go down a side-street as soon as I can.�
Police barricades at Tantau put paid to that plan. Another random stop-and-search. �Pfui!� He slumped in his seat. The roadblocks served their purpose, he�d grant them that, but by God did they screw up traffic. Especially the STD sweeps�the blood tests on those took fifteen, twenty minutes apiece to process. Even when the cops only pulled over every tenth driver, that still double-parked so damn many cars that the broadest of roadways pinched down into the worst kind of bottle neck.
The state of the boulevard reminded him of some work in progress at his lab. His lab, yes, even if Jennifer had gotten a third of his founders� stock in the settlement. Along with the house and the �97 Lincoln Town Car, the last American-made car big enough to accommodate him. She�d taken that just for spite, the anorexic bitch.
He shouldn�t have expected anything different, though, not in California. The leotard brigade had pretty well overrun the whole damn state. Health-club hens everywhere you looked. All of them counting their calories, watching their waists�and doing the same for you whether you wanted them to or not.
Oh, sure, it made for nice scenery. Trim and taut bodies everywhere. A mall bench proved an ogler�s paradise. And the fringekinis at the beach could break a sweat on the statue of a saint.
But, jeez. Take a woman out to dinner, she�d spend half an hour grilling the waiter about the oils, and the sauces, and the possibility of getting celery sticks instead of rolls. Or you go over to her house, and she serves up something mostly green, arranged on its plate as carefully as a bonsai, and about as nourishing. Over in the corner of the kitchen, her cat (and they all have cats) is smirking at you, and refusing to swap dinners.
He sighed. Twenty-five years on the Left Coast should have inured him to its idiocies, but no, he still reacted as he had when he was a fresh-from-Kansas-man at Stanford. He ached for the women when he saw them on the streets in their bike shorts and sports bras�and ached to get away when they sat on the other side of the table from him.
Where did all the big ones hide? He knew they existed. He�d seen them in the supermarkets, whisking cookie bags off the shelves saying �they�re for the kids,� or hefting inch-thick steaks at the meat counter while murmuring, �My husband, he��
But where did they go afterward, and why couldn�t he ever meet an unmarried one?
Jesus. If only he could find someone he could take home to Kansas, someone who�d smile at Ma and ask for more gravy, someone who�d figure that the right thing to do after dinner was eat dessert.
But no. He wasn�t going to run into her in California, unless maybe she�d just gotten off the boat from Samoa.
Californians. They just couldn�t figure out which arteries to keep clear�
Ah, well. All those skinny bigots were going to make him rich. Again. And since he could prove he hadn�t started the project until after the divorce was final� oh, my, would that drive Jennifer crazy, for him to be rolling in money and her unable to filch even a bit of it. Teach her to sell her holdings to Pfizer.
The project itself would upset her even more. She had a Puritan streak to her, or maybe a tinge of Calvinism, he wasn�t sure. Whatever; that didn�t matter. What did matter was that she believed nothing had any value unless earned through hard work and sweat.
And his next product would give a slim, trim body to anyone who wanted it.
He�d code-named it �Dr. Field�s Cure for Cookies a silly name, to be sure, but he liked it, and it would do for the time being. He�d hire a marketing type to come up with a better name when it was ready for FDA testing.
He hadn�t worked out all the details yet, but he had the outlines down. Dr. Field�s Cure would alter a few patches of cells in the brain�the ones that, relying on feedback from the alimentary system, control the speed at which food moves through the gut.
Those cells ask various parts of the gastrointestinal system what they�re holding, and calculate a calorie/volume ratio on the answer. Then they send back instructions, saying either �That�s low-value food; move it through quick to make room for more,� or �High-value food! Take your time with this; suck all the goodies out of it before you push it out the other end.� (Field had long ago decided this was why his body extracted less than 90 percent of the calories available from say, a celery stick, and nearly 98 percent of those in a Snickers bar.)
Dr. Field�s Cure would mislead those cells into issuing the doubletime order.
In a strange sort of way, exactly that was happening on the boulevard ahead of him. The commuters moved along Stevens Creek just as food travels through the intestines. The system controller�in this case, the police department-decided that the flow held value: arrests to make. So it slowed the flow in order to examine it as closely as possible, and to suck all the goodies out of it before dumping it into the next town over.
But damn, it was inefficient, and that ticked him off. He�d bid on supplying those blood tests, yet had lost the contract because his test cost ten cents a unit more than the competition�s. Damn city hadn�t considered processing time at all. His test ran in an average two minutes forty-seven seconds, easily five times faster.
Damn city. A lot more sensible in Munich, But then, over there, they knew the importance of keeping vehicular arteries clear, and leaving the thoracic ones to the discretion of their owners.
Shaking his head, he rolled down his window. He hoped it was a weapons check. Those went quickly. Even the drug searches were tolerable, when the cops had enough dogs.
On the other side of the street, a middle-aged couple in sweat suits jogged slowly down the sidewalk. A cop stopped them. When they raised their left wrists, the evening Sun glinted off laminated plastic. The cop peered closely at each bracelet.
Field chuckled. God, he loved to see fitness freaks forced to produce their running permits. Silly health nazis, limping through life with swollen ankles, shin splints, bad knees and aching backs, all in the pursuit of health. Great hearts and lungs, of course. Those folks wound up with cardiovascular systems tough enough to keep them alive through a few hip replacements, a decade of Alzheimer�s, and who could know how many years of incontinence?
The cop pulled a flashlight from his belt and shone it in the eyes of the male jogger. The man recoiled. The cop�s other hand dropped to his holster; his mouth worked. The man gestured vigorously�the woman patted his shoulder�the man stood still. A moment later, the cop was cuffing the man and marching him over to a small blue and white van parked at the corner.
�Yes!� Field laughed long and loudly, and beat the steering wheel with the heel of his hand. Oh, God, it was sweet to see a runner busted for suspected endorphin intoxication.
He wanted to lean out his car window and shout, �Still think the War on Drugs is a good thing, Marathon Man?�
Field kept his mouth shut, of course. Not only would hurling a question full of insult have attracted undue attention, he doubted his shoulders would fit through the window frame.
Besides, the Endo-Intox test belonged to him, and his firm was just about to make another dollar forty-nine�

Three miles and ninety minutes later, he parked in the lot alongside Jackson�s Famous Ribs, and began the laborious process of exiting the vehicle. He hit the �Disembark� button on the dashboard computer and followed the checklist required by law.
Tires at 45 degree angle to the nonexistent curb, check.
Parking brake on, check.
Lights off, check.
Environment control system off, check.
Car phone off check.
Radio off check.
Antenna retracted, check.
Windows closed, check.
Power-on switch key removed, check.
Steering wheel clubbed, check.
Smoke alarm functional, check.
Seat belt removed, check.
Passengers disembarked, check.
Passenger doors locked, check.
Car alarm triggered, check.
Dashboard computer into standby mode, check.
And now he had sixty seconds to pop the driver-side door, heave out his six-foot-four, two hundred eighty-pound body, close the door, and turn the key in the lock. If he didn�t make it in time, the siren would go off, and he�d have to pay another goddamn false-alarm fine.
He made it with three seconds to spare.
Grumbling under his breath, he walked to the front door of Jackson�s Famous Ribs, pushed it open, and stepped into a checkroom barely larger than an airlock.
Oh, Lord, it smelled good. He inhaled again�
An alarm in the upper left corner of the chamber beeped. The inner door snapped its lock shut before he could push it open. The sign on the wall cycled through �No Smoking� and �No Scents� to �No Outsizes.�
�What the hell?� he said.
The man who was trying to enter behind him said, �Oh, come on, dude, you�ve seen it before, you know what it means. And like, you�re in our way, kay?�
Ignoring the man, he knocked on the inner door.
Jackson L. Poincare, III�proprietor, chief cook, and bottle-washer�came over. He wiped his hands on his apron and looked embarrassed. Opening the inner door a crack, he said, �Oh, shit, Bill, I am so fuckin� sorry. Oh, man, this� let�s talk out there, hey?� He gestured to the sidewalk.
Field sighed, and tried to turn around, but the checkroom was small.
�Jesus Christ,� said the man behind him, �you mashed my foot, you fat ox!�
Repressing the urge to respond in kind, Field said, �Sorry. Would you mind letting me out, please?�
�You shoulda known better�n to try to get in the first place.�
Patience gone, Field said, �In that case, you should have known better than to try to follow me in here. Now are you going to let me out, or am I going to have to step on you again?�
�Whale.� The guy shoved him in the back.
�Shrimp.� He shifted his bulk and lifted his foot.
�All right, all right!� The man had fear in his voice. �Come on, we�re out of your way, now you get out of ours.�
Field wheeled slowly about. The man and a woman stood just outside the restaurant. The man held the outer door open; the woman studied the tips of her pumps. They looked health-club-trim and treadmill-fit. He despised them on sight.
When he and Poincare were alone on the sidewalk, he said, �Jesus, Jackson! Why in hell did you install that obscenity?�
�You mean the Outsize Measurer?�
�Yes! Good God, Jackson��
�Bill, my man, wasn�t my choice. A sister from the Health Department came by yesterday. The new ordinance went into effect. I got to have that Outsize Measurer�hell, she told me I had twenty-four hours to put one in or get shut down.� He shrugged. �This is what I do, man. Can�t afford to close up.�
�But Jesus, Jackson!�
�Hey, it�s the law! I don�t like it no better than you do. And you can still go �round back for take-out, you know.�
�What, with Jeff and Charlene and the others?�
�Hey.� Poincare shrugged again. �It�s the only option we got, man.�
�You Ajpnt me to risk my health by standing alongside smokers?�
�Bill�� Poincare clasped his shaved head between his hands��man, I keep telling you, this ain�t my choice. You think I want to do this to my best customer? Shee-yit.�
�C�mon, Jackson, you of all people ought to see that this is discrimination, pure and simple.�
Poincare smiled faintly. �Bill, homey, did you complain when the inspectors made me install decibel-readers at every table?�
�That�s different.�
�Yeah? OK, did you gripe when I had to put in the sniffers to check for perfume, cologne, and body odor?�
�Jackson, you can�t compare��
�Don�t give me that. I sure can. You know how much business that cost me? Now tell me, Billy my main man, did you bitch when the place went no-smoking?�
�What, are you kidding? That was the smartest thing you ever did.�
Poincare gave a pained smile. �Uh-huh. You know, I didn�t want to do it, but all the non-smokers really loved it. Probably why the Board of Supervisors passed the ordinance. Business fell off, but hey. You liked it.�
�What are you saying?�
Poincare regarded him for a moment before replying. �Nothing, my man. Except that the law�s the law, now. You go 20 percent over ideal weight for your height, the law says you don�t get to come in.�
�Jackson, c�mon, I�ve got a big frame and a slow meta��
�Bill-iiieee! It ain�t my idea, you get that? And it ain�t my hardware, either. You want to change this shit, you go talk to the supervisor from your district. Trust me, I never would have done it if they hadn�t made me.� He patted Field�s paunch. �You�ve been my meal-ticket a long time, you know?�

�I appreciate your seeing me on such short notice, Supervisor.�
Janet Davidoff smiled beautifully. �To be honest, Dr. Field, it isn�t a privilege I extend to just anyone. But then, not everyone is founder and lead researcher at a major bio-genetics concern headquartered in my district.� She blinked. If she weren�t the most powerful member of the Santa Clara County Board of Supervisors, Field would have thought she was batting her eyes. �Now, Doctor, what can I do for you?�
He smiled back. �You can act to keep that �major bio-genetics concern� here in the Valley, instead of watching it move to Munich, Germany.�
She looked genuinely alarmed. �Doctor, I can understand why you might find a Common Market factory necessary, but why would you want to relocate corporate headquarters?�
He stared at her for a moment, then quite deliberately laid a hand on his belly. �You wrote the �Fatso Get Out� law, right?�
�Please, Doctor.� She sat up straight in her chair. �I know that a few newspaper columnists have called it that, but the proper title is �An Ordinance Regulating Permissible Public Venues for the Outsized.���
�Yeah.� He made a rude noise. �The gist of it, though, to quote your ordinance, is that �any commercial facility open to the public shall be required to install in its entryway an Outsize Measurer empowered to exclude from the premises, without regard to sex, race, ethnic background, age, religion or lack thereof, or sexual orientation, any individual of a weight greater than 120 percent of that ideal to his or her height, and a body-fat percentage greater than 15 percent.���
Her shoulders rose and fell. �Yes. So?�
He suppressed the urge to growl and slap her desktop. �Good God! That�s blatant discrimination!�
�Not at all, Doctor. For one thing, federal law defines discrimination in terms of �sex, race, ethnic background, age, religion or lack thereof, or sexual orientation.� For another, it�s obviously a public health measure.�
���Public� health!?�
�Doctor,� she said, making an apparent effort to remain patient, �surely you know that now that we have virtually eliminated the use of tobacco products, the leading cause of death in America today is outsizedness?�
�First, that�s crap��
�Statistics don�t lie, Doctor.�
He gave a Bronx cheer. �Statistics jump through any hoop you want them to. I�ve seen the studies. They�re full of it. Just for starters, they attribute any death by heart attack to obesity as long the deceased happened to be even few pounds above ideal weight at the time.�
�A clear reason to eliminate obesity, then, isn�t it, Doctor?�
He doubted it was coincidence that as she spoke, she ran her right hand along her flawlessly trim side. �People have heart attacks for all sorts of reasons, Supervisor. Take stress, for example.�
�Yes, do,� she said. �Surely you re aware of the studies linking secondhand oversizedness to stress and thus to heart attacks?�
�My God!� He threw up his hands. �Those are the most slanted, bigoted��
�Tsk-tsk.� She waggled a finger at him. �A dozen independent researchers have found that the very sight of an oversized person is sufficient to provoke nausea, disgust, and high blood pressure in a propersized person. These are not health-promoting factors, Doctor.�
�But those studies are nonsense! Good God Almighty, the researchers had to lower the standards of statistical validity by two orders of magnitude in order to find any sort of correlation at all.�
�Those are the governing studies, Doctor. Besides�� she said before he could speak��it�s indisputable that the oversized pose other, equally serious health risks to the propersized. For example, you�ah, they are much more likely to suffer sudden cardiac failure. Those in the vicinity, as well as any emergency medical personnel responding to the call, are that much more likely to suffer physical injury attempting to move the oversized, or to lift them onto a stretcher.�
�But that��
She held up a hand. �More, the oversized exert greater force on all with which they come in contact. Furniture, for example. They weaken chairs, stools, benches, sofas, and the like to a much greater extent than a propersized person does. This vastly increases the likelihood of catastrophic furniture failure, and thereby imperils the propersized.�
�Now, that, Madam��
�Really, Doctor! Are you attempting to suggest that even walking down the sidewalk you don�t stress the pavement to a greater degree than a propersized man of your height would?�
�But it�s��
�The math is inescapable, Doctor.�
�Inescapable maybe, but relevant, no. Furniture and pavement are built to support much greater��
�Only because the outsized walk�and sit-in our midst. Doctor. Were there no outsized, furniture could be built to lower tolerances and would, therefore, cost considerably less money. The annual national savings��
�My God! That�s raving bullshit!�
Her face froze. �Good day, Doctor. Pardon me if I don�t see you to the door, but I�m sure you can find your own way out.�

As he stalked out of the county building, Field simmered with rage. He would move the damn company to Munich. First thing in the morning he�d hold a press conference to break the news. He�d blame it all on David-off�he�d make it clear that she had cost the Valley a thousand jobs and millions of dollars in property taxes. That would end her career in a hurry.
Halfway across the sun-washed parking lot, he stopped to catch his breath. A warm breeze played across his face, drying his sweat. The car at his side urged him to move along before it called the police. He just groaned.
What was he thinking? He could blame Davidoff and her ilk all he liked, but it wouldn�t work. Anybody who logged into the press conference would see his two hundred and eighty pounds. Newscasters wouldn�t even have to speak to portray him as a whiner who picked up his marbles and went home when things didn�t go his way�they�d need only to run the right video sound-bite to destroy his credibility.
And how could he counter the argument that he was just trying to cut costs by moving to a lower-wage country with laxer regulatory agencies?
�Oh, God!� It struck him that some media smart-ass would inevitably wink at the camera and call him yet another corporate fat cat.
�Unless you need medical assistance, sir,� said the car at his side, �I will have to insist that you move along. I will call the police in ten seconds. Nine. Eight��
�Yeah, yeah, yeah.� Wishing he could shed those mental images as easily as a dog does water, he shook himself, and resumed his trek across the parking lot.
There was nothing he could do. He might as well go back to the lab, finish Dr. Field�s Cure for Cookies, and make himself rich. Surely enough money, suitably donated, could do serious damage to Davidoff�s political future.
Gloomily, he kicked a pebble, and had to make a hasty apology to the motorcycle into which it bounced.
The problem was, wealth had just lost some of its luster for him. Dr. Field�s Cure would earn him a fortune�but the very act of introducing it to the market would implicitly endorse all of Davidoff �s prejudices. Dammit. She and her kind were going to win out no matter what he did.
Even more humbling: without their bigotry and their legalized discrimination, the Cure might never earn back its development costs. There would have been a market for it in any event, but not such a� large one.
No, no, he couldn�t bear for it to happen that way. Not without at least making sure she understood how wrong she�d been, how much hurt she�d caused. The woman needed a taste of her own medicine�
He snapped his fingers. Yes! That would do it, better than moving the company or costing her the next election.
Already chuckling, he hurried to his car.

God, Field loved the human body. He never ceased to marvel at it, or at its intricate media of internal communication. He was dealing with one such medium right then: the small islands of cells scattered through the brain that regulated the appetite. They apparently functioned on the basis of feedback from the bloodstream and the alimentary system. Whenever blood sugars hit a certain level, and the stomach held enough nutrients of the right sort, the tiny clusters of brain cells shouted out, �Cool it on the eating! We don�t need any more food now.�
And, of course, practically right next door to them lay that other clump of cells, the one that decided how much effort the gut should put into extracting value from the food flow�
Field thought that by now he understood exactly how the brain and the GI tract managed to do all that. It looked like protein and sugar recognitions and analyses, for the most part.
Once he had realized that, the rest had come easily. He had started with a common virus known to prosper in the lungs without unduly harming them. He�d given it a special affinity, though, for slipping through the bloodstream to replicate in the harsh environment of the stomach. He�d added a little of this; he�d stirred in a touch of that. A twist here, a tweak there.
Presto. He had himself a virus that would rewrite the operating instructions of the alimentary system. Under certain circumstances, the edited system would underreport the volume of food it contained. Under those same circumstances, it would overreport the food�s nutritional value, forcing a cluster of brain cells to issue the order: �Extremely high-value food going through; pump it slow; take lots and lots of time with it; we want all the calories it holds.�
Field giggled as he put the finishing touches onto the virus. The average sedentary adult body needs about ten calories a day per pound to maintain its weight. A moderately active body, about fifteen. A body engaged in intense physical activity�say, a lumberjack�maybe twenty calories per pound.
On average, the consumption of 3,500 excess calories results in the addition of one pound to the body�s mass.
Supervisor Davidoff, he estimated, weighed in at around 120 pounds, and (according to the newspapers, at least) spent an hour or more in the gym three days a week. So unless she had a bulimia problem, he could safely assume she was maintaining her weight on about 1,800 calories a day.
Figuring a standard health-freak diet high in items from the invertebrate column, and low in foods derived from things with legs or fins, her system probably ran at 90 percent efficiency. So she was mostly likely consuming 2,000 raw calories a day.
If he could ratchet her system�s efficiency up to 95 percent for twenty-four hours, her gut would absorb 1,900 of those 2,000 calories. That alone would be enough to plump her out by a pound every thirty-five days.
But if he could fool her brain into thinking she needed 2,400 calories, so that it urged her to take in 2,667, because it expected her only to digest 90 percent of them, why� she�d be tacking on one pound every three and a half days. Two pounds a week. Twelve weeks until she crossed the line into outsized territory�the line she had drawn herself.
Of course, he couldn�t set her system at those higher levels permanently. Oh, no. To higher standard settings, she could, and probably would, adapt. She had great strength of will, and a fervent desire to stay in office. She�d learn to live with constant hunger. In fact, as she grew accustomed to it, she would cease to recognize it as hunger.
No, this had to be a temporary, but recurrent, phenomenon. Something triggered by an external event; something that would last perhaps a day before fading away. It would take longer for her to cross into the realm she and her fellow bigots had proscribed, but that didn�t matter. She would get there, sooner or later.
And she wouldn�t be alone. Oh, my, no. This would be a mildly contagious air-borne disease. Not that sufferers would cough or sneeze. Simply, every tenth or fifteenth breath would exhale a virus looking for a new home, a virus that would die of dehydration within thirty seconds after leaving the lungs.
To infect someone, you�d pretty much have to be talking to him at very close range for a very long period of time.
Like the way politicians talk to each other when they�re trying to muster support.
And even after infection, the virus wouldn�t do much in the absence of certain circumstances. Oh, sure, it would be multiplying through the body, patching its genetic code into that of the cells composing the alimentary system, but that code would lie dormant until the system pulled its trigger.
Field beamed. The aerosol was ready. His next appointment with Supervisor Davidoff began in half an hour. He had already promised her assistant that he would apologize for his bad manners. And he would. He would bow, and scrape, and kiss her hand, and ask her opinion of the odorless room deodorizer he had just formulated.
She would love it. Or maybe not. Her reaction didn�t much matter. All she had to do was breathe deeply within thirty seconds of his spraying it in the air around her. Could she resist that?
He smiled again. Such a simple solution, all things considered.
And such an elegant trigger, too. Chicken. Baked or boiled, fried or broiled, it didn�t matter. The modified cells of the alimentary system would react to half a gram of chicken proteins, and cue the brain to �Keep eating!� and �Process this stuff slowly!�
And where did politicians spend most of their evenings, but on the rubber chicken circuit?
He figured a year before the repeal of all laws regulating the, ah, amply proportioned. Two, tops.
This pleased him to no end. He really hadn�t wanted to learn German�
�And he�d always preferred ribs, anyway.
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