transferred to Section |, where letters are carefully checked
for poison dust, he felt he had climbed a rung in the ladder.

By working hard, he quickly reached Section E where
the work was more interesting, for he could now read and
analyze the letters’ contents. Here he could even hope to get
hold of his letter which, judging by the time that had
elapsed, had gone through the other sections and was prob-
ably floating around in this one.

Soon his work became so absorbing that his noble mis-
sion blurred in his mind. Day after day he crossed out
whole paragraphs in red ink, pitilessly chucking many let-
ters into the censored basket. These were horrible days
when he was shocked by the subtle and conniving ways
employed by people to pass on subversive messages; his
instincts were so sharp that he found behind a simple ‘the
weather’s unsettled’ or “prices continue to soar’ the waver-

ing hand of someone secretly scheming to overthrow the
Government.

His zeal brought him swift promotion. We don’t know
if this made him happy. Very few letters reached him in
Section B— only a handful passed the other hurdles—so he
read them over and over again, passed them under a mag-
nifying glass, searched for microprint with an electronic
microscope, and tuned his sense of smell so that he was
beat by the time he made it home. He’d barely manage to
warm up his soup, eat some fruit, and fall into bed, satisfied
with having done his duty. Only his darling mother wor-
ried, but she couldn’t get him back on the right road. She’d
say, though it wasn’t always true: Lola called, she’s at the
bar with the girls, they miss you, they're waiting for you.
Or else she’d leave a bottle of red wine on the table. But
Juan wouldn’t overdo it: any distraction could make him
lose his edge and the perfect censor had to be alert, keen,

_ attentive, and sharp to nab cheats. He had a truly patriotic

ta3k, both self-denying and uplifting.

His basket for censored letters became the best fed as
well as the most cunning basket in the whole Censorshi
Division. He was about to congratulate himself for having

finally discovered his true mission, when his letter to
Mariana reached his hands. Naturally, he censored it with-
out regret. And just as naturally, he couldn’t stop them from

executing him the following morning, another victim of his
devotion to his work.



