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Andrew Bleeker, research director of Hope Chemicals, had more than once referred to his laboratory
as"the sogp opera,” "the Sdeshow,” or "the country club." He took instant umbrage, however, if anyone
else ventured any jesting synonymsfor his group of some five hundred peoplein the cluster of red brick
buildingsat Camelat, Virginia. Ordinarily, therefore, he would have been mildly incensed when Conrad
Patrick, the Hope patent director, stuck his head in the door and told him that athree-ring circuswas
about to start down in Silicon Compounds, with Pierre Celsusin the center ring. But the circumstances
were not ordinary. For the past two days, at the request of the United States government-- which, the
Chairman of the Board had bluntly reminded him, was Hope's biggest single customer-- Bleeker had
been turning the lab insde out for the benefit of Alexel Sasanov, Minigter of Technology for the People's
Republic, and for the past several hours had listened patiently to a comparison of decadent American
chemical research and burgeoning socidistic research. Theinterruption offered a chance of respite, and
his heart leaped. Nevertheless, appearances had to be maintained.

"What's Celsus up to?" he growled.

"He'sgoing to try to start the slamine unit,” said Patrick.

Bleeker's voice rose sharply. " Silicon Compounds has been trying to start that crazy thing for two
months. | told them yesterday to junk the project. It's dead.”

Patrick laughed. "Old projects never die. They just smell that way."

Bleeker snorted. "How does Celsusintend to do it?"

"Hewantsto try to synthesize one molecule of slaminein the reactor. He says the reaction should be
autocatalytic, and once seeded, the fluidizer will start making more silamine. Therell bealittle picric acid
in the receiver, which ought to throw down ayellow silamine picrate within seconds; if it works."

"But that'sidiotic! How can he seed the reactor with one molecule of silaminewhen not onesingle
molecule of slamine exigts anywhere on earth?"

Bleeker's distinguished visitor spoke up. "I quite agree with Mr. Blegker." On the face of aless
complicated man, thefaint smile that played briefly about Sasanov's mouth might have been interpreted
asasnee. "ltisatechnica imposshbility. Our centrd |aboratoriesin Czezhlo have spent hundreds of
thousands of rubles attempting to synthesize slamine. We want it as an intermediate for heat-resistant
slicon polymersfor missle coatings. We offered great incentives for success.”

"And pendized fallures?' murmured Bleeker.

Sasanov shrugged ddlicately. "The point is, where the most efficient, the most dedicated laboratory in
theworld hasfailed, it ishardly likely that acommercid American laboratory can succeed.”

Petrick felt his red mustache bristling. He ignored the warning in Bleeker's eyes. "Would you careto
makeasmal wager?'

Sasanov turned to Bleeker. "It is permitted?’

It was Bleeker'sturn to shrug. "Y ou have diplomatic immunity, Mr. Sasanov."

"So. A small wager then. If you make any slamine, the People's Republic will give Hope Chemicdsa
contract for aplant design, with handsome running royalty for every pound of silamine we make."

"At twenty-five centsapound,” said Bleeker quickly.



Sasanov thought amoment. "Exorbitant, of course. But agreed.”

"Thiswill have to be gpproved by Hope management,” said Bleeker carefully. "Weve heard
complaints, you know, about the... ah... dow royalty paymentsto other American firmswho have
designed plantsfor your country in the pagt.”

Sasanov spread his hands expressvely. "Viciouslies. Surely you trust the People's Republic?”

Bleeker coughed.

"This contract isn't much of astake," objected Patrick. "That's between your government and the
Hope corporation, not between you and me."

"Readily remedied,” smiled Sasanov. "What isthe classc congderation in your English common law?
A peppercorn, isn't it? Well then, | offer the contract and ajug of vodka, to be sent direct to you here at
thelab, if | lose"

"Againg therules" said Bleeker. " Spiritousliquors can't be brought into the lab.”

"Makeit sweet cider,” said Patrick.

"Certainly, sweet cider,” said Sasanov. "The best in the world. Cider from your Winchester gpplesisa
poor thing in comparison.”

Bleeker set hisjaw. "All right, your stakeisacontract and ajug of cider. What's our stake?”

"Our stake, Mr. Bleeker?1 think Mr. Patrick suggested the wager. The matter is, therefore, between
him and me. And Mr. Patrick can readily provide his stake."

"Such aswhat," demanded Patrick.

"Your desk."

"My... desk?' repeated Patrick stupidly.

"You don't haveto do this, Con," said Bleeker quietly.

"Wdll, | don't know..." As Patrick considered the matter, histhroat began to contract. Hisdesk wasa
"rolltop," over ahundred years old, and one of the few remaining in the country that had never been used
by Abraham Lincoln. It had caught his eye when browsing through the junk shops of Washington, and its
entire panorama of possibilities opened up to him ingtantly. He bought it on the spot. He himsdlf had
carefully removed the ancient peeling finish by dint of solvent, scraper, and sandpaper, and had then
dowly refinished it over aperiod of months. Findly he had moved it to his office a thelab. The
pigeonholes were semi-filled with rolled documents, bound with genuine red tape that his London patent
associates had found for him. He had patinated the papers with alight layer of dust recovered from his
vacuum cleaner. Hisintercom and dictating machine were ingtdled in the Sde drawers, and atiny
refrigerator in the lower left-hand cabinet. A kerosene reading lamp-- converted to fluorescent in the
Hope maintenance shop-- sat on the upper deck of the desk, and a brass cuspidor gleamed in the lower
right-hand cabinet. Asafina touch, he had captured and imprisoned one smdl, bewildered spider, who,
after ashrug of itsarachnid shoulders, had gdlantly garlanded afew of the more remote pigeonholeswith
derile, dust-gathering strands.

For atime, Patrick's rolltop had been the talk of the lab; soon after itsarrival dozens of people found it
suddenly necessary to confer with Patrick on all kinds of patent problems. And now, even after thefine
edge of novelty was gone, Hope people visiting from out of town gtill camein to seeit. Moreimportantly,
as Patrick now redlized with a chill, Comrade Sasanov, after hisintroduction to the patent director on the
first day of hisvist, had since dropped in to Patrick's office severa times, for no gpparent reason, and
had stared thoughtfully at the desk.

There was no comparison between his desk and ajug of cider.

Stll, aman had to havefaith. And he had faith in Pierre Cdsus.

"It'sabet," said Patrick.

* * *

The three men pushed their way through the spectators surrounding Pierre Cel sus and the silamine
setup.
Cdsus, adight nervousfigure, largely hidden in an unlaundered |ab coat, was evidently finishing up his



preparations. He checked the fluidizer, which was atwo-inch-diameter glass tube about one-third full of
dlicagd, then the Variac control on the resistance heater wound around the tube, then the ammoniainlet
at the bottom of the fluidizer, then the glassware leading to the condenser-- atwo-neck glass flask
venting to the hood. Findly he turned on the ammonia pre-heater and dowly opened the flow meter. The
dlicagd inthe column shuddered dightly asa'bubble" of ammoniavapor forced itsway up through the
bed. Celsus opened the ammoniavave wider and turned up the pre-hester further, hiseyesflickering
from the column to the thermocoupl e readers and the flow meter and back again. Not once did he look
at that collector, where the ammoniaflowing into the flask was already sucking the water back, with
intermittent gurgles, into the gas beaker. Finally he seemed satisfied. He stopped adjusting things and
stood back a moment.

Petrick heard strange sounds. Celsus was muttering in aqueer rhythm.

Theroom grew ingtantly ill.

Patrick realized that the man was chanting... to the equipment. The patent director tugged at hisred
mustache uneasily. Goose pimples began to flow in waves over the nape of his neck.

Celsus now donned a pair of white ashestos gloves and stroked the fluidizer column as he sang.

Bleeker and Sasanov exchanged glances. Sasanov |ooked faintly bewildered. Blegker felt the same
way, but was determined not to let it show.

Patrick looked about him. There were at |east fifteen people there-- group leaders and senior
chemists, mostly. A couple of people from his own department were there: Alec Cord and one of the
women attorneys, Marguerite French. They were both completely obliviousto him. Marguerite was
moving her eyes continuoudy back and forth between Cdlsus and something metalic she held in her
hand. Patrick recognized it with agtart. It was a stopwatch.

It then occurred to Patrick that there was something strangdly familiar in Celsus urgent intonations, and
in the manner in which he stroked and caressed the equipment. But he couldn't quite identify it.

Suddenly Celsus stepped back, right arm raised, and cried: "Silamine! Exist!"

And ingtantly Patrick had it. Cdsuswaslikea"hot" gambler who had just thrown the dice.

Silent seconds passed, broken only by the shuffle of shore as Bleeker and Sasanov edged in closer to
the bench.

Petrick stole aglance at Marguerite French, who was leaning forward as though hypnotized by the
bubbling liquor in the collection flask. Suddenly ayelow cloud appeared in the flask, and Marguerite's
arm jerked. Patrick knew she had pushed the timer on her watch. She looked down at the watch, and
her face began to turn white. Patrick, concerned, started over to her, But just then, Bond, Silicon
Compounds Group Leader, caled out: "That's enough! Let'stake asamplefor infrared!”

"Go ahead, Prufrock,” said Celsus.

A. Prufrock Prentice, Celsus technician, who until now had been hovering in the background, now
stepped forward, removed the vent assembly in the collector with aswift expert gesture, and drew out a
few cc. of the durry with a pipette. He dropped the sample into a bottle and then disappeared out the
door.

Patrick forgot momentarily about Marguerite French. He turned to the bemused Sasanov with agrin.
"Efficient, aren't they? Well know inaminutewhat it is."

Sasanov shook his head. "How can it be efficient when they were ordered not to do it?"

"Y ou've got apoint, Comrade," grumped Bleeker. "Y ou don't see them stumbling al over themsalves
on a scheduled run."

"Of course not, Andy," smiled Patrick. "But thiswas a bootleg run. Y ou ought to ingtitute a required
schedule of bootlegs."”

"Bootlegs?' queried Sasanov. "What are these bootlegs, please?!

"Just adecadent American laboratory custom, Comrade. When you have ordersto stop trying, but
you know it will work if you try one more time, then you just go ahead and do it. Sneaky, isnt it?'

Sasanov sniffed.

Patrick wasin high spirits. He looked about for Marguerite. She had disappeared. That surprised him.
After dl that business with the watch, didn't she really want to know whether Celsus had madeit? Or--



the thought hit him hard-- was she s0 sure he had madeit, that there was no point in staying for thei.r.
report?

The phone rang. Bond grabbed it. The conversation was brief. Bond replaced the phone and turned
around, his eyes searching the room. "Wheres Pierre?" he demanded.

But Celsus, too, had gone.

"Wasit slamine?’ caled Patrick. He turned to face Sasanov.

"It was silamine," said Bond.

Sasanov's face was amask. He bowed low to Patrick. "1 will send the contract and the cider, as soon

as| arrive at the chancellery in Czezhlo. And now, if you will excuse me, | have aplaneto catch.”
* * *

Thelab wasthe dave of fad and fashion, and news of anew discovery flashed through the bays faster
than the speed of light and with an audience saturation that dwarfed Bleeker's Management Bulletins. A
new catalyst discovered in Inorganicsin the morning was likely to be warming up in the test tubesin
Polymer that afternoon. A new herbicide found effective in the Biology Bay in the afternoon would
probably be followed up by anew synthesisin Organics the next morning. Currently, however, thanksto
Pierre Cdsus, the rage had now become that lovely child of the petroleum refinery, the fluidized reaction,
inwhich hot gases having compaosition A streamed up through aturbulent mass of tiny catalyst particles,
while smultaneoudy suspending that mass, to emerge at the top of the bed with compaosition B.

During the entire previous year, there had not been asingle fluidized experiment at Hope. But within
the hour following Celsus silamine run, Group L eaders were holding conferences behind closed doors
with their chief assistants as to how to reconstruct the chemistry of tried and true reactions so asto make
them amenableto fluidization. Overnight the senior chemists were talking knowledgesbly of "dide valves,”
"drippers,” "regenerators,” "standpipes,” and " suspensoid”; and within avery few daysthey would go on
to "bed viscosty," "Nussdt number,” and "voidage a incipient dugging.” The Library was promptly
gripped of dl books remotely touching on fluidization, and eventhe"F" volume in the sacrosanct
Kirk-Othmer Encyclopedia disappeared from the reference shelves for severa days. Miss Addie, the
librarian, posted stern notices on al bulletin boards. Overnight, the volume was returned, sheepishly, by
Andrew Bleeker.

Bleeker didn't fight the new trend. He knew it would do no good, and besides, the new thinking both
intrigued and amused him. It intrigued him because it was anew and potentially useful gpproach, not only
for aslamine design, but aso for anumber of other research problems of long standing. It amused him
because he knew from long experience that a number of project shifts would now beinevitable.
Programs on supersonic reaction initiation, free radical mechanisms, photocatalys's, and selective
adsorption would be quietly, even surreptitioudy, phased out. In some ways, his people reminded him of
acohesive group of teen-agers, with the same compulsion to conform in dress, thought, and behavior.
The minority that he would force to continue on their old projects would probably be apologetic to the
lucky oneslaunching into the new fluidized techniques. Bootleg runs meanwhile would become the order
of the day, with glasswarefluidizers of al shapesand szes springing up dl over thelab like wildflowersin
May. He made amenta note to contact the Budget Committee immediately for adecent bench unit. He
had a good excuse. Sasanov had aready opened negotiations from Czezhlo. They'd be needing some
good bench equipment in amatter of days.

In fact, to handle the expected volume of requests for bench runs, he might need as many asthree
columns-- stainless sted!, of course, twelve feet high, and heavy. They'd need a basement foundation.
Therewas just the place for them, downgtairsin Building V. HEd call it the Huidizer Bay.

* * *

Two days later the Safety Committee investigated aminor explosion in Silicon Compounds. Therewas
no damage, beyond awrecked hot plate, and nobody was hurt. As the Committee noted in their written



report to Andrew Bleeker, the explosion was the expected result of an experiment by Pierre Celsus,
done in the hood behind shatterproof glass, al in gpproved and careful fashion. One gram of fulminate
had been hested on the hot plate to 145°C., then detonated-- by touching it with afeathertip.

Explosions, controlled or otherwise, made Bleeker uneasy. He called Bond on the phone. "What
fulminate wasit?' he demanded.

"I don't know," said Bond candidly.

"Find out," said Bleeker.

The group leader called back in afew minutes. "It was gold fulminate." He sounded uncertain. "It's not
atruefulminate, not asdt of fulminic acid. It's made by reacting auric oxide, water, and ammonia. When
dry, it'shighly ungtable... detonates by light friction."

"Why was Celsusworking with it? How doesit relate to anything in the silamine program?’

Bond coughed. "' asked Celsus about that-- "

"And?'

"It has something to do with anew slamine catayst." Bond sounded defensive.

Bleeker started. "Good heavens! Gold fulminate... a catalyst?"

"I don't think so. But I'm not redlly sure. As Cesus explained it, the real catalyst won't be gold, but
rather one of therare earth oxides. Terbium, | think. | know this sounds rather strange, Andy. It's
probably my fault for not understanding Celsus." Bond's voicetrailed away unhappily. " Sometimes, it's
difficult to communicate with him."

Bleeker paused. Findly he said, "L et me know if you find out anything further.”

After hereplaced the phone, Bleeker began swinging hischair in dow oscillations, eyes narrowed and
brows knotted. "nobody,” he thought grimly, "ever tells me anything.” He swung around toward the
window. "And why? Because nobody in thislab ever tdls anybody anything. And it's getting worse every
day. No organization. Maybe Sasanov wasright." He swung back around and stared through his open
office door. As he peered, he caught a serio-comic vision of the lights going out, one by one, dl over the
lab. He suppressed ashiver.

* *

From test tube to commerciad plant a Hope Chemicals classically proceeded through four
well-defined steps. Step onewas "in glass'-- generally with a glass one-liter reaction vessdl with atrain of
glass accessories, al stock equipment, with parts out of the cupboard. Celsus first slamine run had been
"inglass." Step two wasthe "bench unit.” Nearly al partswere metal, and many were specialy designed
or ordered out of the specia chemica apparatus catdogs. The bench unit was supposed to "prove out”
and "optimize" the glass setup. The pilot plant was next. From its operation the engineerswere able to
draw up thermodynamic data and could analyze feed, recycle, purification, and effluent streams, al of
which were absolutely essentid in designing acommercid plant, which was the fourth and find step. Each
of these sepswas vital and none could safely be omitted. They werelinksin achain. If onefailed, the
whole sequence of events came to an abrupt hdt, never to be revived. Although each phase was
essential, everyone at the lab, from Bleeker on down, knew very well that one certain phase was more
essentia than the others. For sad history had shown that if aproject were going to dieg, it nearly dways
picked the bench unit for its coffin.

In hisMonthly Project Report on hiswork "in glass," the less experienced chemist might report loftily
that, although yieldsin glass were perhaps alittle low, they could be expected to improve with the
adequate temperature control available in abench unit; or that by-product contamination would not be a
problem in abench unit, where a purge would operate continuously. And then the bench unit would be
built, and he would haveto eet his predictions on astainless stedl platter. So chemists at Hope were
generaly quite chary of predicting the performance of a projected bench unit. At best, they would answer
Andrew Blegker'sinquirieswith, "It seemsto have agood chance.” "Certainly worth atry.” " Something
amilar worked a Du Pont."

Bleeker complained about it to Patrick. "Weasdl words! Nothing but weasel words! Y ou'd think they



were abunch of patent lawyers.”

Patrick grinned dyly. "Not dl of them. Look up Celsus Project Report on Silamine.”

Bleeker did. Hiseyes nearly fell out of hishead.

Heread: "Yieldswere poor in glass because the process was necessarily limited by the heat input. The
reection is extremey endothermic, requiring athermal outlay heretofore attainable only in nuclear
reactions. In the existing setup the necessary heat cannot be supplied through the reactor walls because
of thelow hest transfer coefficient available for afluidized sysem. The same difficulty gpplieswith
respect to interna heaters. Nor can the requisite heat be supplied by pre-heating the ammonia, since NH,
cracks back to N, and H, a 600-700° C. The only way to provide the necessary heat isto createit in
situ ontheslicagd particles. Thismay readily be done by adding terbium oxide with alittle xerion to the
dlica Thissysemwill, in fact, create asubstantia thermal excess, requiring a cooling jackets on the
reactor. At the end of the run-- disappearance of terbium-- spent catalyst, while still wet must be
immediatdly discharged into alkahest. Yield of slamine, based on SO,, should be subgtantialy
Quantitative.

Bleeker shook his head vigoroudly, like adog shedding water. He studied the report again, asif hoping
the words would rearrange into sentences he could understand. But there wasn't any change.

The Research Director reflected amoment. Should he ask Celsusto report and explain? Celsus, being
asenior chemist, had no group leader, and instead reported directly to him, Blegker. Y et, somehow, he
felt that any such conference could only lead to further confusion. But now a crafty thought occurred to
him.

The Patent Department. It was the job of the patent attorneys to understand these new inventions.
They were supposed to file on important cases within afew days after the thing had been reduced to
practice. The gpplication had to explain theinvention in intelligible terms, or else the Patent Officein
Washington would rule the disclosure fataly defective. There was certainly no dishonor in asking the
atorney in charge of thisinvention to step into his office and explain Celsus report. It would be like the
judgein atria asking the court reporter to repeat some testimony the judge had missed. And no need to
bother Con Patrick.

He buzzed his secretary: "Miss Sdly, look at the Patent Department organization chart and get hold of
the attorney responsible for Pierre Celsus work. But don't bother Mr. Patrick.”

As events devel oped, thiswas amistake. While the Patent Department organization chart clearly
showed that Alec Cord handled the inventive affairs of Pierre Celsus, Cord happily informed Miss Sdly
that al that had changed. Somebody el se was now responsible. Additional phone calls established the
apparent fact that, for the moment, at least, nobody was writing casesfor Celsus.

This puzzled Bleeker. He knew that Patrick loved order, organization, and the predicable flow of life,
and that when Patrick had taken the Patent Department of Hope Chemicals, he had drawn an
organization chart to define precisdaly the areas of contact of each of his attorneys with each group in the
Research Divison.

Thiswasdl very true; in fact, during the early days Patrick had kept the chart current, showing every
assignment change. But Patrick had been in office lessthan ayear when the Nitrogen Group had their
breakthrough in acrylonitrile, and it had been necessary for him to reshuffle al Patent Department
assgnmentsdragticaly until he could get the Nitrogen docket back to normd. While the dust was settling,
Research formed the new Polymer Group, and the Budget Committee-- after much muttering and review
of Patent Department efficiency-- findly let Patrick hire two new attorneys for the new Group.
Meanwhile, Foams and Fibers were screaming, S0 one of the new polymer attorneys was assgned to
them. And then Nitrogen inssted that Cord be assigned to them permanently, because he was the only
man in the [ab who could beat Dr. Fast at the chessboard-- it being well known that Fast would talk
about hisinventions only in alosng position. The second new polymer man got clewed into Mining and
Metdlurgy on an emergency job when it was discovered that he had worked summers on abarytes
washer in Missouri. When hefinished the emergency case, M & M refused to release him.

And that was when Petrick stopped revising the chart. From then on he kept everything in his head,



likeagenerd inthe midst of shifting bettle lines. He developed an exquisite facility in matching atorney to

project, project to atorney, atorney to inventor. His manning assignments never failed. Except for Pierre

Celsus. Nobody could understand Celsus. His few cases had been written personally by Petrick.
Bleeker discovered dl thisin dow fragments. Then he put in acal for Patrick.

* * *

After ten minutesin Bleeker's office, Patrick finally convinced him he knew no more about silamine
than the research director. Following which, point by point, sentence by sentence, they went through the
Project Report together.

"And lisen to this" groaned Bleeker. "He's proposing some kind of dispersant for theresidud silica”

"Why would he need adispersant?’ asked Patrick. "Why not just flush it direct to solids disposa ?*

"l haven't the faintest idea. But that's not my point. Listen to what'sinit:

Vitriolated tartar

Butter of antimony

Libavius fuming liquor

Sd mirabile

Magnesianigra...

And the whole thing, he calls'-- Bleeker looked at the report-- "the alkahest.” He looked up
helplesdy at Patrick. " What isthe man talking about?"

"Alkahest?' Patrick looked troubled.

"Maybe I'm not pronouncing it right.”

"No, you had it right. Except-- | thought..."

"Y ou thought what?'

"The term hasn't been used in earnest in over five hundred years. It's an achemica term. It means
‘universa solvent.' It dissolves anything you put itin."

"Alchemical? Solvent?" Bleeker looked blank.

"It might redlly dissolvethesilica," ventured Patrick. "athough | can't see any reason why it would be
necessary, technicdly.”

"Alchemy..." muttered Bleeker. "What century does hethink thisis?* His chair began to swing dowly.
"That man needs help. He ought to see Siegfried Wdters.”

"l understand he's been in therapy with Walters for some months," said Patrick. He added quietly:
"Does this mean you won't gpprove the bench run?!

"No. It doesn't mean that. I'm going to approveit. In fact, the Board of Directorsinsststhat we
develop a process we can sell to the People's Republic. That twenty-five-cent royalty hasthem
hypnotized. Anyhow, the new Huidizer Bay will befinished in afew days. The runs can start then. Put
one of your best men onit. If it works, get acase file as soon as you get that madman trandated into
basc English.”

"Of course, Andy."

"And now," said Bleeker, "what do | do with Celsus?’

"Nothing," said Patrick. "Leave him aone. Maybe you and | don't have what it takes to understand
him."

"Nor does anyone else," declared Bleeker. "And that's the whole problem. Any chemist in corporate
research has got to be one hundred per cent clear to the rank and file that haveto trandate him into a
tonnage plant. His thinking has to be something our run-of-the-mill people can take and bresk down into
itselements, its unit processes.”

"| think he's some kind of agenius," said Patrick stubbornly.

"Maybe heis, but in thisbusiness, hiskind of geniusisnot an asst, it's adisaster. What happens when
he explains something? Do you understand it? Y ou do not. | don't understand it. Nobody understandsit.
A few days ago he made the slamine process work for the first time. Four separate teams had aready
given up. And how doesheexplainit?'



"He just needed one seed moleculeto initiateit,” said Patrick. He added, quickly, "And don't ask me
wherehegot it."

"But | will ask you. Where did he get it-- athing that had never before existed?"

Patrick shrugged his shoulders helplesdy.

"Maybeyou'reright," said Bleeker thoughtfully. " Perhaps werre not mentally equipped to understand
him. Perhaps we should examine our own capacity for comprehension of novel technology. It'slike
Willard Gibbs and the phase rule. He published in 1876, but nobody in Americawas capable of
understanding him until Ostwald explained him in German. For along time, if you couldn't read German,
you couldn't understand the phase rule. Is something like that happening here? Maybe we can't be
communicated with. Maybe we need to be examined. There are firmsthat do that, you know--
management evauation firms... research eva uation firms.”

Patrick nodded absently. " Suppose he has something the rest of us don't have-- but we just won't et
him useit. We don't know how to listen to him. We see him as afreak. Are we fresksto him?"

"But alkahest, Con, really. | suppose next well get a Project Proposa for making gold.” He shook
hishead. "All | remember about achemy was my undergraduate coursein History of Chemistry, at State
U. Frederick of Wirtzburg reserved a place of distinction, aposition of great eevation, for each and
every dchemist who visited the realm.”

"What wasthat?' asked Patrick.
Bleeker said grimly: "The highest gdlowsin al Europe.”

* *

*

When Patrick had gone, Bleeker sat swiveling dowly at his desk for along time. Was Sasanov right?
Maybe the lab was alittle disorganized. Something was wrong, out-of-joint. Wasit Celsus? The
adminigration?

Bleeker prided himsdf on knowing everything that went on in hislaboratory. (He amost did know.)
He knew who was coming up with the ideas that might be commercid five or ten yearsfrom now. He
knew the misfit who would have to be reshuffled. But no matter how bad the incompatibility, in the past
his operations were big enough to find something which, if it did not completely match the talents of the
transferee, at least kept him a something useful to the company and to himself.

But now, for thefirg timein thirty years, hefdt truly baffled. Sasanov, he suspected, would never
encounter this problem, or, if hedid, it would be solved with prompt and drastic measures.

Bleeker chose adifferent way, gentler, but equaly definitive.

He buzzed his secretary. "Miss Sdly, get me Arnold Gruen, Gruen Associates," hesaid grimly.

* * *

Later, heexplained it al to Patrick.

"Gruen Associatesis unique in several respects. They're the oldest in the business, for one thing. For
another, right now they're the only management-survey group equipped to ook at research labs, athough
| dare say it'sjust aquestion of time before they lose that monopoly, what with so many billion dollars
being spent on research in this country every year."

"Gruen isunique, you were saying?' nudged Patrick gently.

"l was explaining that," said Bleeker testily. "Well, Gruen brought in another ouitfit to study them, show
them how they could tighten up their analysis techniques, rely on smaler samples, reduce study time and
the overd| cost of their surveys. Sort of like apsychiatrist getting himsalf psychoanalyzed, so helll bea
better doctor. Well, Gruen had this done to them, and they seem to be the only surveyed surveyorsin
the business. That's how they developed their 'Unit Profile," where they pick one man who has nearly al
the faults of the research laboratory they're trying to correct.”

"But wouldn't it be still better," said Patrick blandly, "if we could be surveyed by agroup who had
been straightened out by Gruen? Then wed be surveyed by a surveyed surveyed group. Hope uses only



the very best, you know."

"The point came up.” Bleeker was equally bland. "But good sense prevailed.”

Both men were silent amoment. Each seemed to be waiting for the other to spesk. Patrick knew then
that the same thought must be on Bleeker's mind. So Patrick, being the junior, said it. "What happens
when they find Pierre Cesus?!

*

Thefirgt session with Gruen Associates took place in the Executive Dining Room, an intimate,
expengvely gppointed room down the hall from the large &b cafeteria

Petrick had long ago noted that Bleeker liked to conduct important discussions at the luncheon table.
The theory wasthat Y ankee pot roast following cocktails loosened aman's tongue and evoked basic
truths, or at least turned up any latent disagreements, al of which might require excessive time and money
to discover in other ways. Furthermoreit was the smplest and quickest way to get to call aman by his
first name, and everybody agreed this hel ped communication and delayed the devel opment of pardyzing
differences of viewpoint. But whatever the reasons, Petrick always liked agood mea with expertsin their
ownfidds.

While coffee was being poured, they findly got down to business.

"1 want to make onething clear," said Bleeker. "Thisisnot acriticism of anyone, except possibly
myself. Arnold Gruen and his people are here to determine whether | can improve the operation of the
lab. Arnold's staff, Joe and Ben, here will comein, starting tomorrow, and they'll be talking to anumber
of us. They'll talk to al our group leaders and to a number of our chemists and techniciansat al levels.
They'll make appointments ahead of time. Work them in, somehow. Within afew weeks, Arnold will put
together areport and then I'll decide whether we ought to change some of our procedures. Arnold,
perhaps you can explain the mechanics of your survey, exactly what you intend to accomplish, and how
youwill doit."

"Of course, Andy. It'sredly quite smple. We at Gruen have one basic objective-- increasing the
dividend to the shareholders. We continue to exist because we have been able to help our clients meet
this objective. Now, theré's afundamenta corollary to our main objective, and that is, that industrial
research, such asyou have here at Hope, exists for the sole purpose of making money for the company,
and to make thismoney as quickly as possible. To accomplish this, every man in the lab must recognize
that heispart of ateam. No man in amodern laboratory can work aone. He must recogni ze roadbl ocks
ingantly, and cal in help immediately. He must be able to andyze and explain, or his project will bog
down. He must communicate. That'sthe key word: communicate. And it must be instant.” Heturned
to Patrick. "Con, your department has avital functionin dl this. Thelife of aUnited States patent is
seventeen years. Our studies show that, up until recent years, only the last five to seven years of atypica
patent are of any usein protecting abasic new invention. Why? Because it so often takes ten to twelve
yearsto proceed from the first experimenta work to the first commercia plant. One of our amsisto cut
thisidle patent time. We do this by cutting the development phase to three years." Gruen took asip of
coffee and smiled. "Do | hear incredulous murmurs? | repest: three years. It can be done. And it'sdl in
communication. Everybody knowswhat everybody e seisdoing. Problemswill be recognized ingtantly.
But herel am, dtill talking in generdities.” He turned to Kaober. "Ben, will you explain what you and Joe
Marel are going to do, starting tomorrow?"

"Certainly, Arnold. My function-- and Jo€'s- isto interview some of your key people. Weve aready
drawn up alist. Thiswas based on astudy of several hundred project reports written by approximately
fifty different bench chemists, senior chemigts, and group leaders. Con, well include one manin the
Patent Department, probably you. Wewill interview each of these people. Asaresult of theseinterviews
wewill develop afurther sampling of six or eight chemistswho offer most in the way of achallengeto the
Gruen technique. We will then hope to be ableto bail thislist down to one man. Thisman, if our survey is
vaid, will congtitute awaking summary of dl that we hope to recommend be corrected here.”

Arnold Gruen looked over at Patrick. "Y ou lawyers have your ‘reasonable man'. We are looking for



the 'unreasonable man': acompendium of errors-- our Unit Profile.”

"Profile?" asked Patrick. ™Y ou mean something like the Bernreuter or Thurstone persondity profiles
for executives?'

"Something like that," said Gruen. "Except that the Bernreuter profile provides a positive mode for the
up-and-coming executives of our large mail order houses-- areal inspiration, too, if | may say so!--
whereas the Gruen profileis negative. When we establish it, we offer it to the client as something to be
shunned by dl right-thinking employees. Another differenceis, the Gruen profileis personified; it isdrawn
from one actua man, acase history. Infact, our main effort in the study isto find that man.” He nodded

toward Bleeker. "And when we find him, our bill for serviceswill follow shortly.”
* * *

Patrick was eterndly amazed by his women attorneys. Marguerite French was acasein point. Hired
fresh out of State U. with straight A'sin chemistry, he had first put her on novelty searchesin the Patent
Officein Washington. She had picked up the patter dmaost overnight. ("I'll bein the stacks tomorrow,
Mr. Patrick, flipping the bundles for that new polymer." But when she dictated her search report, she had
the good senseto cdl it "information retrieva.") She soon knew the Patent Office Search Manual by
heart, and better till, most of the chemical patent examiners on afirst-name basis. They told her what
substo check in the Search Room and pointed out unofficial "shoes' in their own officesthat cut her
search time to aminimum. Examiners had been known to hover over her shoulder, helping her through
their soft copies, to find a"dead reference.”

A couple of years after hiring her, Patrick learned by accident that she had passed the Patent Agent's
exam-- the dreaded patent Bar-- on her first try (Patrick had failed it the first time) and was halfway
through law school at night. That was when Patrick started her on writing patent applications. In good
time she had finished law school and had become afull-fledged attorney, in most respects as good as any
of hismen, and in one particular respect she excelled any man in the department. Thiswas her ability to
work with certain of the more refractory male chemists. Whatever their inability to writeanintelligible
project report, she somehow was able to analyze, define, and summarize the most involved reactions that
any of them ever brought forth. When working with her, they suddenly became expressive, articulate,
even voluble. ("Maybethey'redl inlovewith her,” mused Patrick. But that wastoo smple. "She'sakid
sster to them,” he thought once. No, that wasn't it, either. " She appreciatesthem.” Yes, hefelt hewas
getting warm.)

Widll, no matter what it was, he had made up his mind asto who was to be assigned to Pierre Celsus.
If Celsus could be persuaded to talk to anyone, he would talk to Marguerite French.

* * *

Peatrick drew the structural formulaon his office blackboard. " Silamine. Asyou probably know,
Cdlsus new synthesisis somewhat andogous to the commercid process for making ureafrom ammonia
and carbon dioxide, except that we use SO, instead of CO,. In other words, we react ammoniaand
slica, and we get slamine and by-product water."

"It'sstrangethat it should react at dl," said Marguerite. "Silicais one of the most unreactive oxides
known."

Patrick smiled. "That'sthe genera impression, dl right, and that's why we think we may have
something patentable. Actually, we don't use plain old silica sand-- the low surface areamakesit too
inactive. We use an extremely porous, high-surface-area silica, five thousand square meters per gram.
That means athimbleful-- if you could spread it out-- would cover two or three football fields. And this
meansthat it isthousands of times as reactive as sand, because agiven weight of high-surface-areasilica
can make contact with thousands more ammonia molecules than plain sand.”

"| gather therésmoreto it than that. Certainly ammonia and high-surface-area dlica have been brought
together before without making sillamine.”



"Y es, Marguerite, asyou very well know, therés moreto it than that. Firdly, the silicacontainsanew
catalyst, terbium oxide, one of the rare earths. Celsus proposed this after hisfirst successful run, back in
Silicon Compounds." Helooked at her. "Y ou were there."

She replied noncommittally. "Yes, | wasthere.”

Petrick sighed. She was not going to volunteer anything about the stopwatch. In alittle while, hed
haveto ask her.

He continued. "Next, Celsus adds athing he calls 'xerion'."

"Xerion'?'

"Don't ask mewhat it is. Somekind of co-catayst, | think. It's your job to find out. Celsus contends
his new system provides extremely high temperaturesright in the fluidizers, so much hest, in fact, that the
columns have to be cooled. He cools by hest-exchanging with incoming liquid ammonia, which goes next
to the base of the columns, where it serves as both reaction gas and suspending medium for the silica
od.”

"What happens to the by-product water?"

"Some gets stripped out with silamine product, but some stays on the silica. Celsus seemsto think it's
very important that some stay on the silica. He wantsthe silicato be ‘'wet' throughout the reaction. | don't
know why. Again, thisis something you should ask him about. Also, he runsthe resdud slicainto atank
of something he calls 'dkahest’-- some kind of solvent or dispersant. Find out why the stuff can't Smply
be dried and carted off to waste. Isit dangerous, or what?'

Marguerite looked up from her notebook. "There's fill one very basic thing | don't understand. This
terbium-xerion thing... how does the combination make heat?'

Petrick shrugged his shoulders helplesdy. "Y ou'll haveto ask Cesus."

"Do you think hewill tel me any of this?'

"I don't know, Marguerite.”

"What about his Project Reports?'

"He'smade severd. They'redl different. But don't try to reconcile them; it'simpossible. Soit boils
down to this; Celsus knows, or thinks he knows, how to make the thing work. But he hasn't been able so
far to explain it to his own people. Thisiswhere you comein. Defining technical dataisyour job, asa
patent attorney. Y ou're better at it than hisbrother chemists. Also, you'll bring a new outlook."

Marguerite French closed her notebook. "Isthat about it?"

"One morething." Petrick eyed her speculatively. "The other morning, at that first silamine run, you had
astopwatch. What was dl that about?'

Thegirl hestated. "1 don't think you will believe me."

"Tdl meanyway."

"I timed the reaction. With the stopwatch. All | had to do was calculate the space velocity of the
ammonia. From thisyou get thetime it took to move the first silamine product from the reactor to the
collector, whereit immediately gave the picrate test. Thiswas 38.6 seconds. When Pierre called on the
dlamineto exis, | started the watch. When the picrate showed, | stopped it." She opened her purse.
"I've been carrying it around-- it's still stopped. | don't know what to do with it. Suppose you keep it a
while." She handed the watch to Patrick. He took it dubioudly. It read 38.5 seconds. Experimenta error?
Not, he suspected, Pierre Celsus.

"I think it wastelekinesis" said Marguerite.

Patrick studied the girl with widened eyes. Her face was pae, but she was staring back defiantly. The
man tugged a his mustache, his brows creasing. He remembered Celsus behavior at that now
notorioudy successful run, crooning, whispering, exhorting, caressing theflask. Likea"hot" gambler
talking to the dice. And then the throw. Some gamblers were supposed to have this power, this control
of inanimate matter. TK. P.

He sad hoarsaly, "Isit possible?”

"l think it is. With some chemigts. Pierre isn't thefirst. He won't bethelast. If he'sdifferent, it'sonly
because he can do it better, and because he knows what he can do."

Patrick's mind raced ahead. The implications... were staggering. He suppressed ashiver. "But that isn't



chemigtry. It isn't science. It may even be against the law."

"It wasthe first chemistry,” said thegirl curtly. "Itisachemy.”

"Now wait just aminute,” protested Patrick, struggling back to former ground. "If Celsuswere ared
genuine alchemist, hed be making gold, wouldn't he? Is he making gold? Of course he's not. But again,
suppose he could make gold, how would you explain it to the United States Mint and the FBI?"

"Y ou missthe point entirely,” said the girl. "He's not trying to convince anybody he'san dchemidt. It's
the other way around. He'strying to hide it. He wantsto be just a plain ordinary twentieth-century
chemigt. If he could make gold, he'd keep it asecret. So it's pointless to argue that since he hasn't made
any gold, he'snot an achemist. The achemist uses his powersto supply the requirements of his patron.
In the fifteenth century, the big requirement was gold. In amodern |aboratory, it could be anything from
plagticsto lasersto slamine. And findly, what's so wonderful about gold? Today dozens of fine
chemicassdl a more per ounce than gold.”

The man groaned. "But the patent application... what will the Patent Office do when wefilean
application an dchemical process? And how will the main claim read? Can we say, 'In the process of
reacting sllicaand ammoniato form slamine, the improvement comprising telekineticaly first forming one
molecule of slamine, thereby to autocatalyze the reaction? How isthat going to sound to the Examiners
in Class 237

"It issufficient if those skilled in the art can reproduce theinvention,” said Marguerite. "Maybe that
means other alchemids”

Patrick fought for control over the gurglerising in histhroat. "Others? God forbid!"

Thegirl waited in quiet sympathy.

At last Patrick said lamely, "Wéll... see what you can do-- "

When Marguerite had gone, Patrick sat staring at the pigeonholes of his desk and tugging glumly at his
mustache. There wasn't anything he could do. He couldn't go in to Andrew Bleeker and say, "Andy, your
man Celsushas TK. He'saps. And that'swhy he got silamine, and that'swhy his processes are not
reproducible.” Patrick shook his head sadly, remembering what Bleeker had said to the gpplicant from
Cdiforniawho claimed he had seen aflying saucer.

The intercom shattered hismusings. Joe Marel of Gruen wanted to interview him.

* * *

Joe Mard stared at the rolltop desk for severa seconds.

Patrick said findly, "Y ou wanted to review some Patent Department procedures, you said.”

"Oh, of course. Forgive mefor staring. I've never seen anything quite like it-- the desk, | mean."

"Biggest phony inthelab,” said Patrick genidly.

"I wouldn't know. Well, suppose we start with your infringement opinion on the new silamine
process."

"Certainly."

"Y ou say here, 'This patent does not present aserious risk of infringement." Do you mean it is not
infringed?’

"Not exactly. No one can predict with certainty what the courtswill do with agiven patent. It'saways
aguess. We smply try to assess the degree of risk."

Mardl looked at him curioudy. "Y ou mean, then, it's probably not infringed?’

"In asense, yes. But bear in mind, it's not athing that admits of caculating percentages.”

"But | gather that when your management reads that, they will understand that the patent Situationisin
the clear?’

"Well, not inevitably, and not necessarily. But it very well could havethat affect.”

Marel was slent amoment. He ran hisfinger around his collar, then continued. "Wdll, then, you go on
to say, about another patent, ‘At the appellate level, the defense of patent invaidity would probably be
affirmed.’ Doesthat mean the patent isinvaid?'

"No, here again we smply try to crystal ball what the courtswill do with agiven patent question. No



lawyer can advise his client whether apatent isvalid or invaid. Only the courts can do that. If the courts
have not spoken, then at best the lawyer can only state how he thinks the courts would rule, if and when
they should get the question. And you redlize, of course, that the courtsin different federal circuits could
come up with different answers. The patent could be hed invalid in Maine, but vaid and infringed in
Cdlifornia. And then there are other reasons we might not want to come right out and say apatent is
invalid. For example, some day we might buy the patent, and then we might want to continue the
litigation, except that we'd now be on the other side.”

Marel blinked hiseyesrapidly. At last he said: "Then why not just pick up the phone and tell whoever
in management wants to know? Why have awritten opinion at al?'

"Oh, there has to be awritten opinion-- something for dozens of people in Hope management to look
at, aswell as people outside. Banks and insurance companies that provide the financing for the proposed
new plant-- their lawyerswant to see the patent opinion. Now, lawyers have their own specia language
when they talk to each other. They never say 'yes or 'no.’ If our lender'slawyer gets an opinion that says
'yes or 'no," he might regard it as incompetent, and then we might not get thefinancing. The samething is
true for our own sub-licensing. When we sdll the process for usein England or West Germany or Japan,
or wherever it may be, we have found that their lawyers place more confidence in one of my
twenty-page opinions than in a categorical clearance from the President of Hope Chemicals.”

"l see. | mean, | think | see. Y ou mean you can't just say 'yes or 'no'...?"

"Exactly," said Patrick. "Too deceptive, by far. Wouldn't be cricket.” He became expansive. "'Yes
and 'no’ are the two most dangerous words in the English language. Each inherently means something that
isby definition impossible. Each, as ordinarily used, is accompanied by a protective cloud of implied
quaifying conditional clauses. Problems arise when the spesker and hislistener fail to achievea
coincidencein qudificationsimplied and qudificationsinferred.”

Mard shifted nervoudy.

Patrick continued, "Now that you are studying patent opinions, perhaps alittle basic theory isin order.
To start with, what isthe object of agood patent opinion?"

"Tdl me" said Mard.

"The object is," said Patrick, "that the opinion turn out to be correct, no matter what happens after it is
written. Isthe company sued for infringement? The opinion saysthisisapossbility. Do welose the suit?
We said that our chances were better than even. They were, but we provided for the possibility of 10ss,
because 'better than even' could mean only fifty-one percent-- in other words, we should expect to lose
nearly haf of such cases. But then we take afind gpped, and win. In the opinion we find our conclusions
apply to decisons at the appellate level. And of course, theré's a strong suggestion in the opinion that we
Settle on areasonable basisif we get into red trouble.”

Marel stared at the patent director in fascination.

Peatrick continued smoothly, "In other words, as history unfolds, day by day, and month by month, you
should be ableto reread the opinion and find that nothing in it isincong stent with subsequent events. In
this sense, it should resemble a prophecy out of Nostradamus, which becomes completely clear only
after the occurrence of the prophesied event.”

"l guessthat's why most people find a patent opinion hard to read,” said Mardl.

"Granted,” said Patrick. "However, let us not confuse readability with clarity. Actudly, therés generaly
an inverse reationship: the more readable, the less precise; ared literary masterpiece is so honeycombed
with ambiguities as to be incomprehensible. Take Coleridge's Kubla Khan. Would you consider that a
masterpiece?"

"Certanly."

"But can you tell me where the dome was going to be built?’

"The dome? Oh yes, the pleasure dome. How does the thing go?”'

Petrick quoted from memory:

"'In Xanadu did KublaKhan
A sately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran



Through caverns measureless to man
Downto asunlesssea.’

"Now, then," said Patrick, "where was the dome to be built?"

"In Xanadu," said Marel.

"Then where was Kubla Khan when he decreed the dome?

"Oh. In Xanadu? | see the problem. Well, then the dome must have been on the Alph River.”

"It'salong river. Where on the river? In the caverns?'

"l shouldn't think s0."

"Nor on the shores of that sunless sea?'

"Probably not."

"Y ou see my point, Joe. In the arts, when athing isincomprehensible, it helpsit to be amasterpiece.
But not in the law. If alawyer had written 'Kubla K han," these ambiguities would never have cropped up.
He would have made the thing crystal-clear.”

"No doubt,” smiled Mardl. "Con, what does Andy Bleeker do when he gets your patent opinions?
Say, likethisslamine opinion?"

Patrick looked &t Mard carefully. He said: "Y ou raise avery interesting point. HEs avery busy man,
you know... excuse me, | think thisis Blegker on the intercom. No, don't leave." He flipped the switch.
"Yes Andy?'

Bleeker'svoice camein strongly. "Con, thissilamine opinion... | don't know when I'll get timeto go
over it thoroughly. Just tell me whether we're clear or not.”

"We're clear, Andy."

"That'swhat | thought. Thanks, Con."

The intercom went off. Patrick looked at Mardl. "It was amasterpiece,” he said coolly.

* * *

An hour after Mard left Patrick, the patent director got another call from Bleeker.

"Con, | thought you'd be interested. Marel and Kober are sitting here with me. They think they've
found their man for the Profile.”

"So soon? | didn't redize they'd dready interviewed Celsus.”

"They haven't. But they see no need to continue the study.”

"Why that'sfine... | guess." Patrick was puzzled. "Who ishe?’

He heard Bleeker exhale dowly.

"It's confidentid. However, Con, I'm suggesting to Kober and Marel that they skip the patent
department in their survey.”

"I'm sorry to hear it, Andy. We'd hoped to get alot of help from them.”

"It could run into alot of time and money," said Bleeker., "a <0, I'm not sure they have the necessary
background to study... a patent man.”

"That'sashame," said Patrick. "I liked Mardl."

"Helikesyou, too, Con. In fact, you... ah... fascinate him." Bleeker's voice seemed to lose strength.

* * *

"Will you explain to me, Pierre, why you use so many words that are not in the dictionary?"

Celsuslooked a Marguerite in surprise. "Not in the dictionary? Such aswhat?'

"Such as'xerion’."

"Hm-m-m. Let'ssee.” Chinin hand, Celsus studied the volumesin hislittle book case. "Let'stry this
one." He pulled down aworn, leather-clad tome and opened it carefully. The pages seemed yellow and
brittle, and many had evidently been patched with transparent tape. "Doesn't seem to be here.” He
flipped back severa pages. "Let'stry it by the modern name, 'dixir'. Ah, just as| thought. 'Elixir' isfrom
‘a ikgr," Arabic, and 'ikgr' isfrom 'xerion,’ Greek. That'sthe Alexandrine Greeks, of course, and I'm



sure they got it from the Egyptians.” Helooked up brightly. " So ‘xerion’ isthe same as 'dixir'. I'd
forgotten they'd changed over, after Avicenna."

"May | seethe book?"

"Sure." He handed it over.

Alchemyiacollecta, read Marguerite, looking at the frontispiece. "By Andreas Lival." Her eyes
widened. "It was printed in 1595... and it'sdl in Latin."

"Why, yes. One of the old standards. Still very useful, though.”

"It must be worth alot of money.” She handed it back dowly. "Now we're down to 'dixir,’ at any rate.
What's'dixir,' Pierre?’

"Why, | thought every chemist knew that, Marguerite. 'Elixir' isthe exactly correct union of the four
elements: the body-- as represented by copper and |ead; the spirit-- as represented by mercury; themae
element; and the female dement. Some of the philosophers added gold, but | think that rather begsthe
question, doesn't it?' Helooked at her expectantly.

"Pierre, you're making mefed very stupid. What doesit do?"

"Why, it causes the reaction, of course."

"Y ou mean it'sthe catalyst?'

"W, not exactly. It would be more accurate to say it causes the silicon and terbium to react to
provide the necessary reaction heat. The atomic number of slicon isfourteen, terbium is sixty-five. Add
them together, and what do you get?"

" Seventy-nine?"

"Quiteright. Terbium, at Sixty-five, isonly fair. It's not even aprime. Seventy-nineis perfect. It'sa
prime, afavorite of Pythagoras, and even though it'sarather low isotope, it'sasure thing for quantitative
yields of silamine. Doesthet clear it up?'

Thegirl Sghed.

" liketalking to you, Marguerite," said the man. "I'm glad Con Patrick hasfindly got a patent atorney
who can understand red chemistry.”

Marguerite looked at him quizzicdly. "Pierre, I'm glad you like me, because | like you, too." She
measured her words carefully. "Would you come over to my gpartment for supper some evening?”

Theman looked at her in amazement.

The girl continued hurriedly. "I'm awonderful cook. We could talk and play records. But you don't
haveto, of course...”

"Oh, no-- it'sawonderful idea. I've never been to... | mean, | never had an invitation before... What |
mean, is, I'd loveto. When?'

"How about tomorrow evening?'

"But that'sthefirg shift run on slamine.

"Did they ask you to be there?"

"No, but I think | ought to be."

"Pierre, therésarumor going around. Ben Kober istrying to persuade Mr. Bleeker to let him make
that firgt run, dl by himsdf."

The man frowned. "Y ou mean... they don't want meto bethereat al?'

"They don't mean it that way, Pierre. They don't mean to dight you. Ben smply wantsto check out the
process. Hewants Analytica to stay open dl night, for sample andysis.”

Celsus caught his breath. " Samples of what?"

"Why, sillamine product, | suppose. Is anything wrong?'

"No, not if that'sdl they're doing." He exhaled dowly.

"Theresno danger in any of it, isthere?' indsted the girl.

"Not if they follow the flow sheet.”

"I'm sure that's exactly what they intend to do. See you tomorrow night?"

"Surething.”

* * *



The next day Patrick got another call from Bleeker, thistime to report to Bleeker's office, to review a
problem with Ben Kober of Gruen.

Aswas hisway with anything unpleasant, Bleeker got to the point at once. "Con, the Gruen people’--
he nodded toward K ober-- "have made a tentative selection for their Unit Profile. Thistime | agree with
them.”

Patrick pulled out his meerschaum, filled it expertly from his pocket pouch, and fired up. He puffed
and waited. He did not intend to make it easier for the older man.

Bleeker took thisal in. He smiled faintly. "It's Cdsus."

"But tentative?' said Patrick.

Kober answered. "We're pretty sure. But we want to do one more thing. We want to take one of his
projects and makeit work al by ourselves, smply by following hiswritten ingtructions. Hewill not be
present.”

"Have you picked a project?’ asked Patrick quietly.

Kober looked at Bleeker.

"Theresredly only one," said the research director. "' Silamine."

"In the new Fuidizer Bay?' asked Petrick.

"y es

"How am | involved?'

"Y our man in the patent department and Ben Kober will both be trying to develop the identical
information. Each will betrying to extract from Celsus the explanation of the slamine reaction. But there's
abasc difference. Y our man--"

"Marguerite French," murmured Petrick.

"Ah, yes, Miss French. Good man. Wéll, shelll be talking to Celsus on the theory he can and will
explain the process. Kober will betalking to Celsus on the theory Celsus can't or won't explain anything.
Each will be a check on the other. Both cannot beright.”

Patrick groaned inwardly. He could not say it, and yet it had to be said, here, now, before thisthing
got out of hand. "Just supposeit's something not in the books-- something Cel sus can do but can't
explain to anyone else how to do."

"Likewhat?' said Kober.

"Liketelekinesd" blurted Patrick. "Ps..." He blushed easily, and he redlized with hdllish discomfort
that he was blushing now.

Kober stared at him in unabashed amazement.

Bleeker swiveled mercifully around and |ooked through the office window.

Kober gave a short embarrassed laugh. "1 don't think you need me anymore. If you'll excuse me..." He
left quickly.

Bleeker turned back to the patent director. He began swiveling in dow unease. "Con, | appreciate
your telling meyour views, especidly in front of Kober." The monotonous oscillations continued.
"However, please understand me. | cannot accept ps as an explanation. That's as bad as achemy; weve
been through all that. To put the matter even stronger: even if what you say istrue, | couldn't accept it as
any part of our normal research effort. Maybe ps isdl right for esoteric seminars at the universities,
wherethey don't redly bother anybody. But it isnot dl right in amodern chemical laboratory. How could
we put twenty million dollarsin asilamine plant, when start-up depended on the availability of Pierre
Celsus? And suppose we went through with this plant design and license with the Peopl€'s Republic?
Could we give plant guarantees? What if we truly did have to have some hocus-pocus from Celsusto get
the plant on stream? Are we sure we could deliver Celsus on twenty-four hours notice? And if we
couldn't, would we be protected in our Force Mg eure clause? Is Celsus an Act of God that relieves
Hope of liability?' Bleeker leaned forward and looked at Patrick earnestly. "Con, thisis madness. Don't
even think about it anymore. It can't beps.”

"It has to be" ingsted Patrick. "It wasimpossible, until he madeit work."

The research director stared hard at Patrick. He said findly, "All right, let's assume that he can make



just about anything work. Let's assume that he can even make an impossible reaction go, because he
willsthat it shdl go. (Not that | believeit, not for amoment!) Let's say he can upset every known law of
chemidry. Ye, if he done can make it work, what good isit to the company? He can never explainit to
the Engineering Department. Y ou could never build acommercid plant based on hisdata. That's why
Kober wants to conduct the new silamine processin the Fluidizer Bay persondly.”

Patrick sighed and got up. "Maybe you'reright.”

"Where are you going?'

"To see our psychiatrist.”

"Weadl need it. Wish | had thetime."

Patrick smiled.

* * *

Siegfried Waterswas "free-associating.” Inventors. Very few. Why does aman invent? How does he
invent? Theres an dement of play init. The best of them don't' really seem to care whether it works or
not. Indifferent. Barely onered inventor in ahundred. Steinmetz. White's Organization Man explained all
this. | could do a paper with figures. Statistics. One man gartsit al. Study him. Pick one man. The
oddest. Pierre Cesus. Bleeker hasthis study going. This Gruen outfit. Profile. How long would it take
them to find Celsus? And what will they do with afistful of mercury?

Hisreverie was broken by the intercom. Conrad Patrick was waiting in the anteroom.

* * *

Waters chose hiswords carefully. "Con, you redlize that | may not be ableto tell you what you want
to know. | cannot discuss confidential matters.”

"Relax, Segfried. I'm not going to et you get called up before the Ethics Committee. | just need afew
nonconfidentia facts about Pierre. I've assigned one of my women attorneysto him, and now I'm
wondering if | did theright thing."

"How can | help you?'

"Is he dangerous?'

"No. At least not in the sense that he would pick up awrench and start swinging. He hasno wish to
hurt-- conscious or subconscious. Quite the contrary. He has been most helpful-- to me, at least. In fact,
our doctor-patient relationship has become somewhat..." The psychiatrist hesitated.

"Somewhat what?" demanded Patrick.

But Wdterswas silent.

Frustrated, Peatrick tried another tack. "Wdll, is he sane?’

"Sane? For him, that question is elther irrelevant or wrong. Were William Blake and Beethoven and
Buddha sane? Is a Chopin nocturne sane? Consider the falcon, thetiger, thetemple at Karnak, and a
moonbeam on afield of snow. Arethese things sane?' His head jerked as though to squelch Patrick's
snort of impatience. "The point is, Con, al these things, these people, these creatures, are the best of their
kind. Perfect. Unique. Standards of comparison that work for other things are meaninglessfor them. And
you ask whether Fierre Celsusis sane”

"That dill isthe question,” said Patrick grimly.

"Wdll, then, he's not sane. But not insane, either. Maybe the best word-- and not really agood one--
isunsane.”

Petrick shook his head in helplessfrustration.

"Takethisstudy by Gruen," continued Walters. "They aretrying to pick this one man, to summarize al
that iswrong with thislab. But suppose that he aso summarizes al that isright at Hope? Suppose that he
adds up dl the magic and mystery of chemistry-- the control of mind over matter... Sixty centuries of
reacting things and coming out with other things?' He paused, searching for the phrases that would
explain Pierre Celsusto the patent director. "Do you remember H. G. Wélls short story 'In the Country



of the Blind?"

"'In the country of the blind, the one-eyed manisking'?"

"That's just the point. He wasn't. Being sighted, he was regarded as afreak. When he talked about
'seeing,’ they thought he was crazy. They felt sorry for him. To cure him so that he could be afit member
of the community, they blinded him. If we're not careful, we might do the sameto Pierre Celsus.™

Therewas apause. Patrick cleared histhroat and studied the psychiatrist amoment. " Siegfried, |
know this sounds crazy, but have you ever detected anything... unusud... | mean, redly extraordinary..."
He redlized he must sound very strange. "Like-- "

"Pg?" asked Waters quietly.

Patrick started.

Walters seemed amost relieved. "Y ou do know, don't you? | wonder how." He took a deep bresth.
"I'm going to stretch medical ethics just atrifle, Con. Since one of your patent people will be working
closdly with Fierre, | think you are entitled to know something further about him-- something you don't
even know to ask about.” He got up and walked over to the tape recorder. "Pierre and | make tapes.
We do this every session, once aweek. Thetheory is, the patient can replay the tape at leisure to
reinforce histherapy. Except replay isn't the right word. Not theright word at al. Because some of the
material on these tapes, the recent ones, was never spoken during the anadysis.”

Patrick was slent, expectant. Waters became almost pleading. "Do you understand what | have just
told you?'

"l guess s0," said the atorney hesitantly. "But there must be somelogica explanation. Did somebody
dub in something on the tape afterward?’

"That'swhat | thought, too, thefirst time it happened. The second time, | knew it was the right tape,
even though | knew that what was on it wasimpossible."

"What was onit?"

"The real stream of consciousness. The real thing, mind you.”

"What's so unusual about that? |sn't that the standard procedure?”

Waters leaned forward anxioudly, asthough it were essentia to his own sanity that Patrick understand
him. "Let me explain. Wetalk about the 'stream of consciousness. It'sagreat tool in analyss. When a
patient sartsto think out loud, his thoughts soon wander to topics closely connected with the experiences
buried in his subconscious, the things causing his neurosis. The patient puts up road Sgns, asit were, to
guide the analyst. Now, you will have to appreciate that in this ord free association, the patient'stongueis
hopelesdy outdistanced by his mind, which isracing ahead amile aminute, hearing sounds, seeing and
fedling things, and histongue hasto pick and choose out of this kaleldoscope of sensation afew meager,
widedly spaced scrapsto pass dong to the analyst. So agreat ded islost when the stream of
consciousness passes through the speech bottleneck. | complained about thisto Pierre in one of our early
sessions. He... ah... solved the problem.”

"Segfried,” said Patrick, "are you trying to tell methat Celsusistdekinetically imposing histhoughtson
tape?"

The two men stared dumbly at each other. Patrick waited for the psychiatrist to say yes, to nod. But
there was no gesture. In silence Walters picked up aspool of tape and put it on the recorder. Instantly
the room was full of sound. There were cries, tense voices. Patrick looked at Walters.

"Y ou'd have to be adoctor to recognize what's going on there," said the other. " A baby isbeing
born."

"Incredible," breathed Petrick.

"Youthink that's incredible?' said Walters, dmost pensvey. "Then ligen to this." He put on a second
tape, ran it soundlesdy for five seconds, then turned up the volume.

Peatrick leaned forward.

Something rhythmic was coming from the speaker. "... Thub-lub.... thub-lub... thub-lub..."

Waters snapped off the recorder. "Recognize that?"

Patrick shook his head in wonder.

"It'saheartbeat,” said Wdters quietly.



"Heartbeat? Whose heartbeat?"

"My mother's."

"Your... mother's?" Patrick'sjaw dropped. "Y ou mean, your mother's?"

"Of course. Whom did you think I've been talking about? It's my stream of consciousness. It's my
prenata recall. Remarkable, isn't it? Even Freud couldn't recall farther back than age three. Pierre has
been helping me. He puts this beam-- sort of aps laser-- on my cerebrd cortex, and then reflects and
focusesit on thetape.”

Petrick gulped. "I see. Then when you said doctor-patient confidence, you meant that the doctor
was--"

"Con," said Wdlters, looking at hiswatch, "you'll have to excuse me. | have an gppointment.”

AsPatrick |eft, he met Pierre Celsus coming in.

* * *

"Wedll, Sieg, how are wetoday?' cried Celsus cheerily.

"You'relate" said Walters petulantly.

| wastied up on slamine." He smiled contritely. " Sorry."

"Wdll, let's get sarted,” sad Walters.

Celsus nodded gravely and sat down in the big leather chair in back of the couch. Walterswaked
over to the couch, where he lay down and crossed hisfingers behind his head.

"l hope you've reconsidered what you threatened to do at our last session,” said Celsus.

"No, Pierre. My mind's made up. I'm going back to Viennafor along refresher course. I'll be gone
severd months. Y ou've given me aterrible inferiority complex. Infact, | think | may be on the verge of
total breakdown. They didn't teach ps at the University. They didn't prepare me for peoplelike you.
They let me down." Hisvoice trembled. "I'm no good to mysdf, my patients, or to anybody."

"They didn't know," soothed Celsus. "It couldn't be helped. Ps wasn't accepted when you went to
med schooal. | guessit still isn't. But you can't blame yourself. There's nobody to blame.”

Wadters face twisted around. "Y ou're not putting this on tape. Y ou know | haveto reinforce my
therapy by replaying these tapes.”

"Of course, Sieg. Right away."

There was aclick from Walters desk, followed by the dmost inaudible whirring of the tape recorder
turntable. Celsus had not moved from hischair.

"That's better,” said Wadters, mollified. He closed hiseyes. "I've looked you up, you know... your
kind. It'squite astory.

"Ten centuries ago the best metal workers were respected dedlersin the black arts. That'swherethe
blacksmith got his name. An oath taken on his anvil was sacred, and binding in the courts. In China, only
the priests were permitted to work copper and bronze, because everyone understood that extra-human
help was necessary. But thisisal gone. Nowadays, when anything impossible happensin achemica
laboratory, science dways assumes there's a perfectly good reason, and generally they're able to find
some sort of way to reproduce the impossibility. The overlook the fact that before it wasfirst done, it
was often truly impossible. They overlook the nature of the man who caused it to happen that first
impossible time. Often the man himself doesn't understand how he did it. Hewould resst knowing. Even
those who have ps often refuse to believe it. Take Carothers and nylon, Bell and the telephone, De
Forest and the triode, Rontgen and X rays, Goodyear and rubber. They did these things, and later, much
later, their successors figured out why the thing worked. They want you to explain why slamine works.
But you can't. At least, not in terms that would make sense to Andrew Bleeker and Arnold Gruen.

"This Gruen thing. They're going to find you, you know."

"Yes, | know." The response came from the speaker on the tape recorder.

"Y ou don't seem to be worried. Do you know what's going to happen?”’

"Someof it," said the recorder, "but | don't know where or when."

"What will it be like?'



There wasasilence. And then, asif to answer him, there came sounds from the speaker that the
psychiatrist could barely make out. He sat up dowly, heavily, asthough wakening from adream. Hewas
aonein theroom. Theimpression grew on him that he had been adone for sometime. He stared at the
tape recorder, and now he understood the sounds. It was music. It was beautiful. He dowly recognized
it. Bach's" Sheep May Safely Graze." And then other sounds began to emerge through the musicin eerie
counterpoint. He recognized the intrusive, incessant ringing of atelephone. Then an automobile horn.
Then awoman's scream. And then there was aclick, and the recorder stopped. Siegfried Walters
pressed his hands to his face and groaned. "Oh, Freud, how could you have missed it!"

* *

It was nearly midnight.

They sat on the sofain Marguerite'stiny parlor, leaning back, and listening to Bach. It cameto its
lovely dreaming end and continued to float in the Silence.

Findly Pierre Cdsus said quietly, "What do you want of me, Marguerite?”

"l want to be your friend."

"Always before, when somebody wanted to be my friend, he redly wanted something else.”

"I know, Pierre. | once hoped you would explain-- really explain-- your Slamine processto me." Her
voice became morose. "But | gave up. | don't care anymore.”

"But welve been through al that, Marguerite,” he said patiently. " The reaction needs heat in an amount
avallable only in anuclear process. So we provide that. The terbium reacts with the silicon. The atomic
number of silicon isfourteen. Terbium is sixty-five. to make them react, we Ssmply feed in alittle xerion. It
doesn't react dl at once; it's continuous-- over several hours. This givesthe necessary BTUs over the
required reaction period. In fact we get alittle too much heet. That's why we haveto cool the fluidizer
column. We cool it with liquid ammonia, which we heat exchange from the hot column. Thisvaporizesthe
ammonia, S0 we just use the resulting vapor ammonia as the combination fluidizing and reaction vapor.
The vapor ammoniareacts with the suspended silica particles, and out comes silamine. But you know al
that. Why do you want to hear it again?'

The girl was puzzled. Y ou mean, the terbium oxide really reactswith the sillica?’

"Of course. The xerion, or dixir, causesit. Some centuries ago, it was avery well known catalyst for
thiskind of reaction."

"l dont think it'sin Gmdlin."

"No, | suppose not. But of course Gmelin is concerned only with chemical reactions. There's nothing
nuclear in the Handbuch."

"Nuclear...?"

"Of course. How else could you get the necessary heat?' He looked at his watch. "Kober ought to be
finishing thefirst dlamine run right now. Y ou're sure heisn't changing anything?”

"Not redly. | think he plansto collect the catays, after the run, to andyzeit.”

The man gtarted. "What do you mean, collect it? He's supposed to dischargeit into the akahest."

"Why, Pierre, I'm sure| don't know. Can't he smply ladle out a sample from the alkahest?

The man's voice was suddenly harsh. "The alkahest will dissolve anything he dipsinto it. And then
what will hetry?'

As she watched, the blood drained dowly from hisface. Y et, when he spoke, his voice was
controlled, amost resigned. "I have to go now, Marguerite.”

Troubled, shedid not try to stop him.

But after she heard his car drive away from the front of the gpartment building, she began to worry in
earnest. She had a premonition that something terrible was going to happen. But what? In fact, what was
happening? What was going on, down &t the |ab, right now? Why did the processwork at al? What was
terbium plus silicon? Suppose you added their atomic numbers? What was sixty-five plus fourteen?
Seventy-nine. And what € ement was number seventy-nine? It could be... but it couldn't be... She jumped
up, ran over to her bookcase. Ephraim would haveit. She flipped through the pages. Thereit was,



"Gold, atomic number 79." Pierre Celsus was making gold. That was his nuclear reaction, his source of
tremendous heat. The wisdom of the ages applied to making slaminein the twentieth century. And if gold
wereredly there, it wasthere as auric oxide. And auric oxide, anmonia, and water would resct to
form-- gold fulminate.

She whirled, seized the phone, and dided rapidly.

* * *

Marguerite's voice was low, urgent. "Ben? Ben Kober?!

"Yes?Whoisit?'

"Ben, thisisMarguerite French. | want you to listen carefully.”

"l can't talk now, Marguerite. The sllamine yield was twice what we expected. The collector
overflowed, and | had to shut down. I'm still mopping up.”" Kober sounded irritable, impatient.
"Marguerite, I'll haveto cal you back.”

"No, Ben! Thisisextremey important. Just tell methis: Areyou running the spent catalyst into the
akahest-- dl of it?'

"No, I'm not. That alkahest stuff is-- crazy. | tried to ladle some spent catalyst out of it with aniron
dipper, and the whole dipper dissolved. Anything that goesinto that dkahest is gone. The only way to
collect asample of catayst isto dry it with hot air, in situ, inthefluidizer columns Whichiswhat I'm
doing now. And as soon asit'sdry, I'm going to take samplesfor analysis.”

"That'swhat | thought. Ben, you must get everyone out of the Huidizer Bay, instantly."

"Theré'sno one ese here”

"Then get out, yourself. Don't even wait to cut the switches.”

"And why should | get out?'

"The catalyst isgoing to blow."

She heard Kaober's curt chuckle. "You don't say. Thisisjust plain sllica, Marguerite. Sand.”

"Itis not. If | tried to explain, it wouldn't make any sensesto you.”

"Try me"

"Some... gold... has got into the fluidizers. This has reacted with the ammonia. The whole unit has been
working with gold fulminate coating the slica. The fulminate was harmless, because it was wet with
by-product water, and Pierre intended that it all be dumped into the dkahest, where it would--
disappear. But now you'redrying it in thefluidizers. Assoon asit'sdry, it will explode.”

"Gold... fulminate-- 7' said Kober dowly.

Marguerite continued with asense of desperate futility. "Yes. You get it when you react auric oxide
with ammoniaand water. When it's hot, it detonates by friction. Y our drying conditions are perfect.”

"Marguerite, have you been drinking?'

"No, Ben. Just a couple before dinner. That was hours ago.”

"Y ou had dinner done?'

"With Rerre”

"Now, Marguerite, let's consder thisthing camly. | don't know what nonsense Celsus has been
feeding you. But believe me, theres not atrace of gold in the slamine system. We andyzed everything
that went in, and I've been here from the beginning. Celsusisjust trying to queer the whole run, because
he wasn't asked to superviseit.”

"No, Ben, it isn't that way at dl. | know therewas no gold in the catalyst in the beginning. But thereis
now."

"Impossible. The sedls on the fluidizer and the feeder are till intact. There's absolutely no way for
anything, gold, silver, or your fine pea soup to get into the reactor.”

Marguerite felt her dight body begin to shake. She took abig breath, then exhded dowly. When she
spoke again, her voice was quiet, with the calm of fatalism. "Pierre did it. By atechnique that neither you
nor | could possibly understand. There isreason to think that heisan... dchemist. Y ou know...
philosopher's stone... xerion... alkahest... universa solvent... the whole bit. He can create gold on the



dlica- out of thesdlica. That'swhat providesthe heat.”

Kober said curtly, "1 must say, Marguerite, thisisthe last thing I'd expect to hear from one of your
gtanding in this company. What are you trying to do to our survey?" He continued with mounting
bitterness. "The patent department stands to gain as much from our study as any group in thelab. | know
Gruen has enemies. We expect that. But not at your level. Y ou can be sure Blegker will betold.”

Therewas aclick.

"Ben!" screamed the girl. Ingtantly, she diadled back. She listened to the ring for amoment, and then
there was another click. "Ben? Ben?' There was no answer, and shefinaly redized that Kober must
have taken the phone off the cradle. And that meant her own phone was dead. She could not call
Patrick.

Within seconds Marguerite had pulled on her coat and was running downstairsto her car. Patrick.
Kobe would listen to Patrick. And fortunately Peatrick's house was on the way to the lab.

* * *

In five minutes she was s multaneoudly jabbing at Patrick's doorbel| and pounding on the door. The
lights came on after what seemed forever, and Patrick sumbled downdtairs, pulling ineffectudly at the
deevesof hisrobe, red hair and mustache awry. "I'm coming, I'm coming," he called hoarsdly.
"Marguerite, whet in theworld!"

She had a momentary impulse to dump the whole thing in Patrick's 1ap and then collapse. But suppose
he didn't believe her either? What then? She couldn't take the chance. There was only oneway to doit.

She said quickly: "Emergency at the lab. Where's your phone?”

Patrick was aready moving into the sudy. "Thisway."

"Cdll the night watchman. Tell him to call an ambulance. And tell him to stay away from the Huidizer
Bay. Then you follow me down.”

"I'll be right behind you, Marguerite. Don't take any unnecessary-- "

But the front door had aready dammed behind the girl.

* * *

Marguerite's ride down Route 29 to the lab had avague, dreamlike quality. At eighty milesan hour,
the car seemed floating lazily. Ridiculousirrdevanciesflitted through her mind. It can't be happening. Not
now. Not today. Not in the twentieth century. Perhapsit would be al right in some dark
thirteenth-century cellar, but not at the Research Laboratory of Hope Chemical Corporation, organized
and existing under the laws of the State of Delaware, United States of America, and having a principa
place of busnessat Camdat, Virginia

Somewhere behind her she heard a siren howling, and her eye caught ablinking red light in her
rear-view mirror. Ambulance? No, patrol car. She laughed soundlesdy and turned up the driveinto the
lab grounds. As she did so, she saw ahead of her another car dready far up in the drive, dready drawing
to ahalt a thefirst of the buildings. In amoment of dark prescience, Marguerite knew it had to be the
little red compact of Pierre Celsus. And it was plainly Celsus who ran into the building.

Marguerite honked her horn savagely. Then she screamed, "Pierre! Pierrel” 1t was useless. She pulled
in behind the other car, brakes screeching, and ran in through the lobby, then dashed down the corridor
toward the Huidizer Bay. As she burgt through the swinging doors of the Bay, she thought shewasin
time. Celsus and Kobe were struggling on the floor by the silamine control panel. Each of the three
fluidizer columnswas gleaming peacefully under the bright fluorescent lights.

She saw Celsus bresk away, reaching for the switches.

Then the first column exploded.

The blast, projecting outward, for a microsecond bathed Celsusin an iridescent spray, outlining his
shadow on the gray-painted concrete block wal behind him.

In that moment agreat wind lifted the girl, dmost gently. She closed her eyes by reflex, and wondered



whether her back would be broken when she was hurled through the doors behind her. But she did not
touch the doors, because they were burst from their hinges even before she was thrown through the
doorway. Then there was a second blast, and something massive whistled over her head while shewas
dill intheair. Thethird blast was complete before she stopped skidding down the hall. All three fluidizers
had blown in sequence. She picked hersdlf up and ran back to the doorway, where K ober passed her,
staggering, coughing, face bleeding.

Inside, Celsuslay face down in the wreckage of the silamine unit. In the bay, amerciful pal of dust
swirled dowly, and nothing was recognizable.

She gathered her crumbling wits and stumbled down the stairsto the body, lying small and rumpled on
the concrete floor. She knelt down, thrust her hands gently under the armpits, and began to drag the
body dowly toward the airs. She was met halfway by Patrick, who seemed to have materialized from
nowhere. Together they got Celsusinto the hall. He was unconscious, but breathing regularly, and no
bones seemed to be broken. By now they had been joined by Kober, the night watchman, a state
trooper, and two ambulance attendants.

Celsus, amid groans, tried to sit up. Patrick peremptorily pushed him back down. Then, as Patrick
straightened up, he looked back into the Bay. He pointed, wordless. Marguerite stared with him.

The dust was settling, and asit settled it was changing color. It went through the spectrum. It was pink.
Then it was blue. Then purple, brown, black. The emergency lights were turning green, and Marguerite
knew that this had to be s0, because gold was tranducent in thin sections and transmitted green light. The
auminum blinds just beyond the fluidizers were momentarily purple, with the ingtant formation of
gold-auminum aloy, and even as she watched, the color was changing to amore golden luster. Even the
iron stair guard was changing, the blue of the ferro-gold creeping rapidly up toward them. And then the
shift of colors dowly ceased, and an aureate patinalay everywhere. Marguerite knew then that every
piece of exposed metd in the bay, from the wrecked fluidizersto the sink fittings, was Midas-stricken.

And then Patrick pointed again, thistime across the great room, toward the opposite wall. On that
wall wasthe shadow of aman, blast-written, one arm raised to them in eternd greeting, agray silhouette
stenciled within ascintillating sheet of golden particles embedded in concrete, achiaroscuro of darkness
and shining promise, athing to measure them forever.

"What isit?" whispered Cdsus.

With awe, Patrick replied, "Y our profile.”

* * *

The Staff Room used regularly by Bleeker for the monthly meetings of his department heads, was kept
on acontinuing standby basis by Miss Sdlly for instant emergency use. To ensure this condition of
perpetua preparedness, she had made it clear to her boss and hislieutenants that the pencils, tablets, and
ash traysin front of each chair were there solely for purposes of state and were never to be touched.
Patrick, who felt naked and insecure without his meerschaum, met the ashtray problem by hiding severa
inan old briefcase in adrawer of the big conference table. The conferees, of course, took notes, if any,
on paper they brought with them. Blecker sometimes assigned to one man, generally Henry Pfennig, the
comptroller, thetask of "writing up" the meeting for circulation to dl participants, after checking the draft
with Bleeker, who occasiondly added afew comments, which, dthough never said in conference,
should, on his due reflection, have been said. And sometimes he struck passages-—- his own and those of
others-- which he felt were incons stent with conclusions reached after the conference.

Except for Bleeker, the seating at Bleeker's conferences was a matter of subconscious choice. Blegker
aways sat at the head of thelong table, like the captain at the helm. From there on, the sesting varied,
depending on the type of meeting expected. If it were rumored that Bleeker was going to read aletter of
praise from the Board of Directors for accomplishments of the past year, dl the chairs close to the head
of the table were likely to be occupied. And contrariwise, if the meeting were rumored to dedl with
matters of budget cutting, then the staff shrank to the far end of the table in an anxious clugter.

Thismorning, of course, as everyone knew, the conference sat as a court of inquiry, and from thisfact



the proper seating emerged. Patrick, as counse for the defense, took the end of the table opposite from
Bleeker, the judge-prosecutor. The defendants, Celsus and Prentice, took seats together, aone on one
sde of the table, and opposite them, Gruen, Kober, Bond, Pfennig, and Marvin-- of Personnel-- formed
thejury.

Pierre Celsus stole uneasy glances at the unsmiling faces opposite him. He sighed and dropped his
eyes. He knew he had sinned chemically. Because of him, three people might have been killed. His
process had demolished equipment worth many thousands of dollars. The project had been set back by
severa weeks. Now, in fact, Slamine might never reach the pilot plant stage.

Initiative, he had been told, was valued at Hope, but, he suspected, not when it resulted in disaster.
That was when they stopped talking about brilliant breakthroughs, and started talking about sheer crass
sophomoric stupidity. Therewas no usein trying to explain anything. Those few who accepted histaent
required no explanations; to those who did not accept psi, no explanation was possible.

He knew he was through at Hope. He wouldn't mind being fired, except for Marguerite. He was going
to miss Marguerite. He dumped miserably down into his chair. Prentice looked a him for amoment and
then did the same.

Bleeker looked dowly around the table. "I think you al know why we are here. Last night's explosion
merely brought mattersto ahead. Apparently this Stuation has existed for some time, and with certain
exceptions'-- he nodded gravely to Patrick-- "we have been too blind to see what has been going on. |
have asked dl of you hereto help me decide acourse of action. And Fierre, I'll start with you. Do you
redly havethis power, ps, or whatever it's caled?!

"Yes, Mr. Bleeker, | guess| do."

"And Prentice, he hasit, too?'

"He hasit, too, but I'm till teaching him how to control it."

"Perhaps both of you could use alittle moreingtruction,” said Blegker dryly.

"Kober shouldn't havetried to dry the catalyst,” said Celsus shortly.

"I don't hold him blameless," said Bleeker. "But the question is, what do we do about it? | takeit,
Rerre, thisisby no meansthefirst time you have used ps in our research?”

"That'sright, sir. Only, thisisthefirgt timewe got caught.”

Bond asked curioudy, "What were the other times?'

"Different times. Certain processes required high exotherms, and we provided the heeat the same way
that we did for sllamine, by nuclear reactionsin which we made gold in situ. And then we got rid of the
gold in variousways."

"How do you mean, variousways?" asked Bleeker.

"W, last year we ran the effluent into atank of ferrous sulfate-sodium hypophosphite. Theiron came
out asmetdliciron, of course, and then immediately alloyed with the gold, to give crystals of green
iron-gold dloy. It sat around in the solids-disposal vat, near the parking lot, for severa weeks before it
was hauled away. Mr. Pfennig used to toss his cigarette buttsinto it, coming to work every morning.
Another time we hid the gold as nice purple crystals of duminum-gold aloy. Nobody noticed, because
everybody thinks that gold is gold-colored.”

"Why did you switch over to dkahes, in the sillamine process?' asked Bleeker. "Why didn't you figure
out another way to 'hide' the spent catalyst?!

"We were afraid there would be too much catalyst to hide. We needed something that would absorb
hundred, even thousands of pounds of spent cataly<t. It had to be the akahest.”

Pfennig turned his cold eyes on Cesus. "Gold isworth thirty-five dollars an ounce. How many ounces,
al told, did you throw away?'

Celsus sudied the celling. "Well, from the beginning, | guessthere was atotal of about three or four
hundred."

Pfennig's eyes widened. ""Four hundred ounces? That's fourteen hundred dollars!"

"No, Pfennig. I meant four hundred pounds. Twelve ounces to the pound, troy weight."

"But that's'-- hisvoice rosein ahorrified shriek-- "one hundred sixty-eight thousand dollars!™

" Spare usthe arithmetic, Henry," said Patrick. He turned to Celsus. " About the silamine unit. Y ou



garted it with ps. Y ou heated it with nuclear ps. Could you shut it down with psi?”

Cdsus and Prentice exchanged glances. Celsus rubbed his chin. "In the sense you mean, | think the
answer is'yes."

"Without blowing up the plant, | mean,” said Patrick hadtily.

"Of course.”

Patrick relaxed back into his chair, fired up his meerschaum, and smiled across at Bleeker asthough to
say, "Your witness."

"l don't see your point, Con," said Blegker impatiently. "Who careswhether he can stop it?1 think
we'd better go on to the technology of the operational process. Pierre, about this dkahest: Isthisatrue
universa solvent?'

Celsus shrugged his shoulders. "I think s0."

"Then why," demanded Kober triumphantly, "doesn' it dissolve the vessdl that containsit?

Celsuslooked a Prentice. Thelatter grinned, then replied, "That's easy. The solvent isn't in direct
contact with the container. Also, | don't believe the solvent actionisreally chemical.”

"You don't believe! " sneered Kober. ™Y ou admit you don't know?"

"That's right. We think it's more-- mental-electrical. To activateit, we have to set up these
encephal ographic oscillations. In fact, we think that anything that goes into the akahest truly disappears--
demateridizes. Now, if we had acompanion ps fidd, we might make it remateria...”

"l believe that's enough for now," said Bleeker quietly. "Pierre, would you and Prufrock be good
enough to wait in the anteroom?1'd like to discuss this further with the rest of the group.”

* * *

After the two had gone, Bleeker |looked around the table. "And now, | want some constructive
suggestions.”

"The answer's obvious, Andy," said Pfennig. "These men are dangerous. They've destroyed
equipment, nearly killed a couple of people, fouled up orderly administrative processes, and driven our
psychiatrist crazy. WEll haveto let them go.”

Bleeker looked thoughtful. He glanced over a Bond. "Jm?"

The Silicon Group L eader spoke with dow dignity. "I've been with this company ever sincel got out
of graduate school. When | arrived here, the lab was one wooden shack in the middie of acorn field.
Our pilot plant was an old bathtub. | watched thefirst brick building go up. I've spent my professiond life
watching Hope Chemicals grow into the giant it istoday, and | liketo think I've done my shareto help it
grow. We did thisby science, by ordered imagination. And we can keep doing it. We don't need magic
or chicanery. Areyou going to let these men louse up ageneration of Hope chemistry? In fact, will you
let them destroy several centuries of genuine science? Are weto return to the Dark Ages? And suppose
we branch out into achemica processes-- do you think it will end there? What lies beyond achemy?!
Bond's mouth wrenched hitterly. "Can't you see what will happen? This means the breskdown of modern
chemigtry. It'slike Eingtein and the collapse of classical physics, except thiswill be worse-- much, much
worse."

Bleeker winced. "Y ou brought out a number of interesting points.” He turned to Gruen. "Arnold, how
does our consultant say?"

"Evenif it'strue, what Cdsus clams, thistaent, which | very much doubt, | suggest that you wait a
while. Let some of the smdller, irresponsible chemica companies make fools of themsalves. Of course, in
the remote event it works, then Hope can ways pick it up.”

"| see. Dave?"' Bleeker nodded to Marvin of Personndl.

"Insane," muttered Marvin. "If any rumor of thisthing leaks out, well never get another seriousjob
applicant-- just kooks."

"And now, Con," said Bleeker. "It'syour turn. What's the lega viewpoint?'

"I've looked into anumber of points,” said Patrick, "but I'm sure | haven't caught everything. Our
corporate chapter isslent on alchemy. It says generdly, though, that we can engage in any lawful activity



inthe chemicd fidd. Theearly Virginialaws againgt witchcraft and magic were repeded in the eighteenth
century, during Williamsburg days, and | believe we could argue that any implied restrictions against
achemy were abolished at the sametime. At the nationd level, though, there may be a problem on
achemica gold-making as such. Nuclear processes belong by law to the Atomic Energy Commission. If
word got out, the United States government might seize Celsus and Prentice by eminent domain.
Furthermore, aside from alittle jewelry use, the only real market for gold isthe United States Mint. We
seem to be clear, though, on al other alchemicd processes, such as silamine.”

"Can we take our patents on these processes?"' asked Bond heavily.

"No. Not at present. There are no specific statutes permitting ps patents. Also, the United States
Supreme Court held in Haliburton v. Waker that apatent claming amentd stepisinvdid. Thisisagap
inour patent statutes that can be overcome only by legidation specificaly aimed at ps patents, just asthe
Plant Patent Statute was enacted in 1930 to protect certain new varieties of plants. But I'm not surewe
want ps patent legidation. Not yet, anyhow."

Bleeker looked at him curioudy. "If we can't get patent protection, what's to stop Celsusfrom leaving
us and setting up acomptitor in the sllamine business?’

"Any court in the country would give us an injunction againgt that," said Petrick. "His employment
contract with Hope ways that we own all processes he developed here, and requires that he won't
disclose our processesto any subsequent employer. On the other hand, if we make life attractive for him
here, why would he want to leave?’

"Y ou mean," said Bleeker, "have him deliberately develop more psi processes?!

"Certainly, and hold them al astrade secrets. Exploiting ps techniques as trade secrets will have many
advantages over our normal patent procedures. In thefirst place, you don't have to worry about infringing
adverse ps patents. There aren't any. Secondly, most foreign countries can force you to grant alicense
under your foreign patents. We'd never have to worry about that. With ps, we can aways pick our own
licensees. Thirdly, dl patentsfinally expire. But aps technique need never expire.”

Bleeker leaned forward and peered keenly at Patrick. "Let's get specific. Suppose we license silamine
to the People's Republic at arunning royalty. How do we enforce payment?’

"They pay or Celsus shutsthem down," said Patrick smply.

Bleeker studied the blank pad in front of him. Hisface held no expression, but his mind was racing,
searching. The answer was here, if he could only put hisfinger onit.

"Besides our own plant,” continued Patrick quietly, "we would have licenseesin dl civilized countries.
But of course" he shrugged, "it's only money."

Bleeker stared at him with widening eyes. "Money..." he whispered. And suddenly he saw the
solution... the answer... theway out. And with this came a shocking, avesome insght into those glaciad
facesin Richmond, with their rimless spectacles: the Hope Board of Directors. They had put him here,
knowing that when this moment arrived, he, and he aone, would know what to do, and would be worthy
of their trust, and of the fabulous salary they paid him. It made aman very humble. And yet, it was o
easy, and so obvious, a least to him. He felt dmost sorry for his department heads, with their routine
minds, thinking only of patents, of personnd, of run-of-the-mill research problems, and of the ordered
progress of science.

"Arnold," said Bleeker to Gruen, "before we get too far with this, | want to thank you on behalf of
Hope. Without your survey, we might never have discovered this potential hidden in our midst.”

Gruen was puzzled, but took it in stride. He had not reached his present eminence by rgecting
undeserved credits. "We smply did our duty,” he said with noncommittal modesty. That, he thought,
would take care of most anything.

Ben Kober stared in bemused silence, first at the research director, then at Gruen.

"Doesthismean,”" demanded Pfennig with painful perception, "that Celsus and Prentice stay?"

Bleeker nodded. "Of coursethey stay. But that's just the start. Call them both back in, will you, Henry,
and let's get thisthing organized.”

The two men came back in hesitantly, looking scared.

"Gentlemen, be seated,” said Bleeker genidly. "Fierre, | think you'll be delighted to know what we're



going to set up agroup for you, aps group, devoted exclusively to alchemy. Y ou can work on anything
you like, so long asit'samoneymaker, of course.”

Cedsusdowly relaxed. "Why, that's wonderful. However, | wonder if you could make it retroactive to
last month, when the moon wasin Aries?'

"Agrology!" cried Pfennig. "What incredible impertinence!

Bleeker held up hishand. "The auspices were at their maximum then?' he asked Cdsus gravely.

"Yes gr."

"Cdl me Andy, Fierre.”

"Yes, Andy."

"So beit. Now, Pierre, everything should have aname. What shal we cal your new group?'

Celsuslooked doubtful. "Most anything. 'Specia Projects...?"

"Too tame," said Bleeker. "How about the 'Alchemica Group'?'

"Andy!" cried Dave Marvin. "The Board of Directorswill think you're crazy!"

"Crazy, Dave? If it makes money, it can't be crazy. That's a contradiction in terms. Anyhow, if the
Board noticesit at dl, they'll think it'sjust another promotion gimmick of our Madison Avenue ad
agency. You know, like 'miracle plastics, 'miracle cigarette filters,' 'miracle detergents,’ except that they'll
be pleased that we're not using atired, overworked word like 'miracl€.”

"They'll find out sooner or later,” said Bond sourly.

"I know. But by then the silamine contract with the People's Republic will be making so much money
they won't care what we cal it."

"With that name, well be tipping our hand to the competition,” demurred Marvin.

"Theindustry may eventualy find out,” conceded Bleeker. "Buit at least thiswill delay the discovery.
Thisway, they'll think were joking. Everybody knows there's no such thing as dchemy. But if we cdled
it 'Specid Projects,’ they'd have spiesin here overnight. Our best camouflageisto be wide open.
Businessasusua. So we have aname." Bleeker leaned back. He was enjoying himself immensdy. "And
when we sign that People's Republic contract, well automatically have to spend ten per cent of the
recel pts on supporting research. So now let's saff the new group and give thisthing some functiona
gructure." He looked acrossto Celsus. "Pierre, you'll need an Assistant Group Leader. Anyonein
mind?'

"Wdll, Prufrock and | have worked together-- "

"Oh no!" groaned Pfennig.

Petrick shot awarning glance a the comptroller. "Don't say it, Henry," he said quietly.

"l will say it! A. P. Prentice-- the sorcerer's apprentice! "

Bleeker looked at him thoughtfully. "Well, therés an idea. 'Sorcerer's Apprentice. Hm-m-m. Perhaps
we should use that asthetitle, instead of "Assistant Group Leader." It goes nicely with the alchemical
motif. Isthat dl right with you, Prufrock?'

"Itsfinewithme," said Prentice. "I never had any title before. Can | useit when sgning mail?"

"Certainly. Now, then, let's go on. Hope has big insurance policies on the lives of its key executives,
payable to Hope, of course. Henry, welll need something like that for our peoplein the Alchemical
Group, something smilar to aviolinist insuring his hands. Only here, we're covering loss of ps.”

“I'll try Lloyd'sof London," said Pfennig. He added cynicdly, "The premium should befairly cheap, if
wetell themit'sfor continuance of existing taent.”

"Fine" said Bleeker. "Now, the new group will need some technicians. Dave Marvin can take another
look around here, for talent. And aso, Dave, will you line up agood body-snatching technique for
locating ps talent in the colleges... and among our competitors. When we set up our job gpplication
booths at the ACS conventions, include some way to catch the psis.”

Marvin looked dubious. "We stopped the ACS job booth months ago. Asyou may recall, Con, we
borrowed your Miss French to take the gpplications. Very attractive young lady. And we got more
gpplications from our own lab than we did from the competition.”

"Try her again," said Bleeker. "At leadt, thisway maybe she can detect some talent in our own
applicants. Now then, for the universities. We ought to sponsor some graduate research. Two or three



felowshipsto start. Pierre, any ideas?’

"Oh, there's plenty of projects. PS-rearrangement of plant chromosomes for better crops. And
Prufrock could use some blue sky research on the operation of the alkahest.”

"Sounds good," said Bleeker. "How about placing them with Duke University? They've done alot of
work on ps phenomena.”

Patrick frowned. "I don't know. Dukeistoo ivory tower for my taste. They've beenin thisfield for
thirty years, and never made anicke onit."

"All right," said Bleeker, "wéll try aschool with amore redlistic approach.”

"How about the Universty of Transylvania?' said Bond acidly.

"Just thething," said Bleeker. "And that'll give us an objective foreign viewpoint, too."

"Also," said Celsus, "we ought to place aproject on psi-control of Maxwell's Demon, for our
thermodynamic sudies.”

"For that one," said Bond wearily, "Texas Chrigtian University."

Bleeker beamed at him. "The very thing!" He studied his notes. " Consultants. We ought to have a
couple of top-flight men."

"We need agood astrologer,” said Celsus.

"Fine. Get some names. I'll go over them with you. Any others?'

"I've been corresponding with aman in Trinidad... a houngan.”

"That's voodoo!" hissed Pfennig. "And it's outlawed there.”

"The government of Trinidad is squarely behind its new chemica industry,” said Bleeker smoothly. "I'm
sure they would help usin making the necessary arrangements for abona-fide chemica consultant, such
asPierésfriend.”

"Well aso need acomputer expert,” said Celsus, "at least one, for programming our machine
trandators.”

"What for?' demanded Kober.

"It'sfor the incantations for our foreign licensees," explained Celsus. "'For example, English won't work
for the Peopl€'s Republic plant in Czezhlo, and | don't know whether we could trust an interpreter.”

"Agreed," said Bleeker. "One computerman. Now, welll need atrademark for slamine. Any ideas?"

"'Pslamine," said Patrick, sounding the'p."

"Will the Patent Office register that?" demanded Bleeker. "lan't it descriptive?”

"Isthe Patent Office going to believe it's made with psi?* countered Patrick.

"| suppose not. Very well, then, 'Pslaminé itis."

Patrick brokein. "The new group should include a Trade Secret Officer, to work on ps inventionsin
liaison with my own department. He could take quite aload off us."

Bleeker looked at Patrick blankly. It wasincomprehensible that Patrick should recommend that the
function of the Hope Patent Department be diminished in favor of acompeting group. As Petrick
continued, however, Bleeker relaxed.

"Marguerite French isthe obvious candidate for thejob," said Patrick. "And, of course, I'll need an
additiona manin my group to work with her, besides another attorney to replace her."

"Seemsreasonable,” said Bleeker. At leadt, he thought, it fits the pattern. Whenever we figure out how
to diminate one man, we find we need two more to replace him. He sighed. "All thisisgoing to cost alot
of money. So let's start making that money. Con, if you will blue-back acouple of execution copies, |
think we can sign that contract with the People's Republic.”

* * *

So the world'sfirst commercia slamine plant was built. The day it went on stream Comrade Sasanov
dedicated the plant to the Peopl€'s Republic in an € aborate ceremony, with ribbon cutting, vave turning,
and Pierre Cel sus standing beside the machine trand ator awaiting the signd to start the punched-tape
incantation.

Three months later Pfennig telephoned Bleeker. "Thefirst royaty check is now one week overdue.”



This struck achill to Bleeker's heart, but he kept his voice assured and cheerful. "Don't worry about it,
Henry. I'll cable Sasanov.”

The cables-- and there were findly three-- brought no response. Bleeker then telephoned the
chancdllery a Czezhlo. He got asfar as the second assistant secretary. Comrade Sasanov was
unavailable.

"Then give His Excellency amessage," said Bleeker in clipped fury. "We are going to close down your
plant.”

Across six thousand miles, he heard a polite purr: "How very droll, Mr. Bleeker! When, exactly, do
you plan to shut down our plant?*

Bleeker thought wildly. Had he stepped into something? Still, Cel sus had assured him he could, if
necessary, shut the plant down. "Next Friday," he grated. "At midnight, Czezhlo time. And it will stay
down until we get that check. Tell Sasanov.”

A chuckle squeaked, back through the satic. "1 shdl, Mr. Bleeker, | shal indeed.”

Even as he was hanging the phone up, Bleeker redlized that he had violated the basic rule of
leadership: he had made an emotiona decision. Even worse, he would now haveto call on hisassgtants
to bail him out, and he hadn't the faintest ideahow, or whether, they could doit.

Ordinarily Bleeker knew how far his people could be led, cgoled, threatened, coaxed, and pushed.
He knew ther inner resources, hidden strengths, latent ingenuities, better than they themselves.

But ps was different. He knew he didn't have the"fed," theinsight, and the understanding that would
surely bring forth the necessary team effort to solve the Sasanov problem. It would belike trying to
conduct the lab symphony orchestrain an evening of Beethoven, when he couldn't even read music.

He glared bitterly across the room at the model of the silamine plant sitting on his credenza. The model
had been painstakingly contrived in the [ab maintenance shop. It had first been exhibited to the Board of
Directors, and later, by special recommendation of the Hope President, it had sat in glory on adaisat the
annua stockholders meeting in Richmond.

A dozen timesin the past few months Bleeker had caught himsdlf daydreaming in the direction of the
modd. The scene of hisvisonsvaried, but generaly it wasthe bar of the Chemists Club in New Y ork.
He was seated there over cocktails with a couple of old friends, research directors with Hope's
competitors, basking in their eeger, enviousinquiries asto how he had pulled off that fabulous silamine
license with the Peopl€'s Republic. He could see himsalf smiling in poorly-smulated self-deprecation.
"Seemslike magic to us, too." That'sdl hewould tell them. And now the vison wasfizzling out. If
Sasanov refused to pay royadlties, Bleeker would never dare show hisface in the Chemists Club again.

Just now the mode was gleaming in minuscule mockery.

He took a deep breath and buzzed his secretary. "Miss Sdly, get me Mr. Celsus.™

* * *

Bleeker looked gravely from the silamine plant model occupying the center of the conferencetableto
the surrounding faces. "I want to thank dl of you for coming, especidly you, Dr. Dessdine. We apologize
for the short notice.”

The dusky houngan from Trinidad nodded inscrutably.

Bleeker continued. "Asyou dl know, thisisared emergency.” Helooked at hiswatch impatiently.
"Does anyone know where Con Patrick is?'

"He'son hisway fromthe arport,” said Celsusevasively. "Hell be herein afew minutes.”

Bleeker sghed. Give aman atitle, and the first thing you know he starts wearing a clean lab coat; next,
he wears a suit, and the jacket matches his pants. But Celsus had not stopped there. He was now
wearing avest. He had obvioudy hired another very important-- and very expensive-- consultant. Patrick
was probably bringing him in from the airport.

"Well have to go ahead without Patrick,” said Bleeker. "It's dready five o'clock-- eleven p.m. Czezhlo
time. If we're going to accomplish anything, we have barely an hour. Pierre, what can we do?!

"I've reviewed the background with Dr. Dessdline,” said Celsus. "We both agree on the basic



approach. We must put atemporary hex on the Czezhlo plant.”

"What doesthat involve?' asked Bleeker, curiosity breaking through his gloom.

"The principle of maedictionisquitesmple,” said Dr. Dessdine. "The condemnation recital requires
no set words. If it issincere, if it comesfrom the heart, that is enough. Promptly following the incantation,
the denunciator sticksthe pin in the effigy-- the doll, if you will. The entity represented by the doll
ingantly fallsinto aswoon and recovers only when the pin isremoved.”

"Doll?* said Blegker gpprehensvely. "Of Sasanov?'

Dr. Dessdline smiled thinly. "Nothing so sophomoric, Mr. Blesker. The doll we mean isthismodel of
the plant, which Mr. Celsus brought in from your office just for this purpose. For apin we can use amost
anything-- aknife, aruler... thisletter opener will do."

"l see," said Bleeker. Heturned to Celsus. " You are going to perform thishex, | presume?

"No, Mr. Bleeker!" said Dessaline quickly. "Not Mr. Celsus. Y ou must not ask him to curse hisown
child! Evenif he should try, out of loydty to you, it probably would not be completely effective, because
he could not possibly be sincere at the necessary subconsciouslevel.”

"W, then," said Blegker grimly, "who is going to do it? You, Dr. Dessdine?"

The houngan sighed. "I could do it, but | would need time for the necessary preparations, and | would
have to collect suitable assistants, with specialy tuned drums. This could be done only back in
Port-of-Spain, and would mean adday of severa days. The dramatic effect of caling the exact time
would belost. Sasanov would not be sure that the shutdown was your direct act.”

"Am | to understand, then," said Bleeker dowly, "that nobody can do anything, here and now?"

"Weintend to try, Andy." Celsus studied his superior hesitantly. "I hope the budget will stand one
more consultant?’

"| suppose s0." Bleeker turned to Pfennig. "Henry, how much isthis hex going to cost?"

The compitroller adjusted his pince-nez and studied his accounting sheets. " Depends on whether we
chargeit out asanormal operating expense, or whether we have to amortize it as acapita expense
resulting from the transfer of assets held more than sx months." He cleared histhroat. "1 must confess,
I've had trouble in getting a clear answer from the Internal Revenue people-- "

"Never mind," said Bleeker hadtily. "'If we redly have to have another consultant for the hex, we can't
bother about the expense.”

"We need someone with unusua qudifications, Andy," said Arnold Gruen. "We have andyzed his
profile. Asaminimum, he must be aphysica chemist with an internationa reputation. He must beaman
of convictions, and not given to delicate nuances in his pronouncements.”

(How curious, thought Blegker. Not so many months ago, | had to ram the Alchemical Group down
their throats. Now they are dl telling me how it ought to berun.)

"Tosum up,” concluded Gruen, "he must be a scientific man of |etters, Sncere, yet eoquent in
extemporaneous scientific discourse.”

"Thisisdl very fine" said Bleeker, "but where will you find such aman within the hour remaining to
U<

The door burst open.

Patrick and a stranger entered.

"Gentlemen,” announced Patrick triumphantly, "Professor Max Klgpproth!™

Asaman, the group stood up. Patrick made the introductions.

Bleeker studied the newcomer with interest. Professor Klapproth was a big man with shaven skull,
penetrating blue eyes, and an inquistive tetrahedra nose. Blegker had never before met him, but knew
him by reputation.

Professor Klapproth's texts on physica chemistry had been standards in American universitiesfor a
quarter of acentury. His research and publicationsin heat transfer, cataysis, and vapor phase reactions
were classics, and hiswork on reaction rates had won him aNobe prize. All of this he had donewith a
purity, logic, and economy of concept that was at once the inspiration and despair of hisfollowing
throughout the world. He had turned down innumerable offers from industry, but freely accepted
consulting assignments, on the theory that when he worked for everyone, he need not curb histongue for



anyone. Despite his outspoken independence, and despite the fact that he charged by the hour the fees
asked by most other consultants by the day, he was in such demand that he was able to select
assgnmentsthat redly interested him. He ddlighted in going over aflow sheet for afew minutes and then
pointing out to the dismayed client errorsin design that would require hundreds of thousands of dollarsto
correct. He stood for no nonsense. There was an apocrypha story that he had dismissed a graduate
student who had proposed as his Ph.D. thesis, "Free Will Aspects of Brownian Motion.”

Y es, thought Bleeker, the boys have chosen well. He fet awarm glow begin to diffuse through his
chest. For thefirgt timein three days, he relaxed.

Patrick motioned Klapproth to achair.

"I don't think I'll be here long enough to it down, Mr. Patrick," said Klagpproth curtly. He looked at
hiswatch. "1 hope to be on the next plane to Kennedy Airport.”

Celsus glanced at the wal clock and smiled. "Well have you on that plane, Professor Klapproth.”

"Isthat the plant modd?" demanded Klapproth, pointing at the table.

"Yes." Dessaline handed the | etter opener to the professor.

"And you want my opinion asto whether it will work?"

"Yes" sad Bleeker.

"It can't possibly work," said Klapproth. "I went over the flow sheet thoroughly with Mr. Patrick as he
drove me out from the airport. Someoneistrying to make afool out of you, Mr. Bleeker. Y ou got hold
of mejugt intime." He tapped the mode fluidizer with the tip of the letter opener. ™Y ou'll need afantastic
heet input here-- aBTU requirement that you could obtain only in a semi-nuclear reaction. But instead of
heeting, you cool the reaction. Also, you plan to dead-end spent catalyst continuoudy into this vessdl!"--
he tapped the dkahest container-- "which will certainly overflow within afew hours. And another thing.

Y our reagents... xerion... alkahest... there are no such things. And finaly, by your own admission, no
slamine process can operate without being autocatayzed by at least one molecule of preexisting slamine.
Which isacontradiction in terms... an insuperable paradox.”

"Might not al these problems be overcome by the proper application of ps?' asked Patrick
innocently.

"...Psi?" Klapproth stared at the patent director in open amazement. Then hisface, forehead, and
scap dowly turned red. "Gentlemen!™ he sputtered. "What do you take mefor!"

"Mr. Patrick," said Blegker soothingly-- while carefully avoiding Patrick's indignant eyes-- "is our
patent attorney."

"Oh, of course," said Klapproth coldly. "I forgot." He looked about him suspiciously. No one seemed
to be disconcerted or chagrined. One or two seemed actually pleased.

Cdsusbrokein hurriedly. "We have to watch our timing very carefully now. Would you say, Professor
Klapproth, that any silamine plant represented by this mode probably would not work?”

"It could not possibly work," snorted Klapproth. "And when | say athing isimpossible, IT'S
IMPOSSIBLE!"

"Completely hopeless, would you say,” prodded Petrick.

"Worthless, futile, usdless..." echoed Klapproth.

"Ridiculous?' murmured Dessdine.

"And stupid, idiotic, feckless, moronic, otiose," boomed Klapproth.

Patrick stared at the man, transfixed by awe and admiration. Mark Twain, he thought, had not been
more eloquent in hismule-skinner days.

But Klapproth had not finished. "A pixilated pile of junk... araffish refugee from ascrap heap... a
haphazard of hare-brained hardware..."

"It's midnight in Czezhlo!" whispered Blegker.

"Through the heart!" cried Dr. Dessdline.

Professor Klapproth plunged the letter opener into the vitals of the moddl. And then immediately
jumped back in horror. "Mr. Bleeker," he gasped, "I don't know what came over me! | got carried
away..." Heleaned over to pull the knife out.

Dessdline seized hiswrist. "Not just yet, Professor."



"BUt-

"No. We gtick the pin in the doll. Now we wait. | think we do not wait very long."

"Wait? For what? What isthis al about?'

"Dr. Dessdline meanswe are now waiting for atransatlantic telephone call," said Blegker. "But we
don't know how long it will take. Con, maybe you'd better take Professor Klapproth on to the airport.”

Klapproth looked uncertainly at the faces around the table. He finally picked up hishat. It was clear
that he consdered himself among madmen. "Telephone call?* he muttered to Patrick.

"Yes, aMr. Sasanov, in Czezhlo," explained Patrick. "Just now, you put a curse on his sillamine plant,
and Mr. Sasanov isgoing to call Mr. Blegker and tell him helll pay up his back roydties, and then hell
ask Mr. Bleeker to get the plant started again.”

The visitor stepped back uneasily. "Don't bother about me, Mr. Patrick. I'll get ataxi at the desk.”

The phone rang. Bleeker picked it up. "Y es, operator, Bleeker here. By al means, put him on.
Comrade Sasanov, what a ddlightful surprisel”

In the excitement no one noticed Professor Klapproth'sflight.
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