Vaughan Nathan Roberts, captain of the fast interstellar trangport Orion, stood in the huge room
amidg dl the wheded and antennaed metal shapes, large and small, and thought of his ship orbiting the
planet with its drive knocked out. Theideaof coming to this place, he told himsdf stubbornly, wasto get
repairs. Not to get eaten alive, mobbed, or bundled around by roboid functionaries, but to get repairs.
The question was how?

Robertswas flanked by metal boxes nearly astall as himself, much wider and thicker, with whip
antennas on top, bicycle whedls below, and the words " Law Enforcement” blazoned on them front and
back.

Directly in front of Roberts siood afar larger metal box, on low massve whedls, with avariety of
antennas gticking up, and mouthpieces, viewscreens, and receptor heads thrust out toward him under the
glowing letters CRIMINAL COURT.

From this maze of screens and speskers, avoice was murmuring: * . . . Fingerprints, palm prints,
retina patterns, total body index: not on record. Conclusion unavoidable that thisindividua is not native
to thisplanet.”

"I've been trying to tell you," said Roberts, "we had gravitor trouble. We headed for the nearest
repair facility, got here crippled, couldn't raise any response on the communicator, and haf-a-dozen of us
came down in the ship's tender. The tender cracked up in aforest forty milesfrom the spaceport. Three
of my men were badly hurt. One of us stayed with them, and two of us hiked out for help. When we
reached your city, here, we got garbage dumped on us, tin cans and chunks of cement dung at us, agang
of kidswent for us, and then your iron gendarmes arrested us for causing ariot.”

"Unsuitable attire," snapped avoice from the metal box to Roberts right.

"We are dressed as spacemen,” said Roberts shortly. "Now, I've got three injured men in the tender,
and aship in orbit with the rest of my crew trapped on board. Well gladly pay for medica help and
repairs. Where are they?"

A generd murmur and clack rose from the big metal box in front of Roberts. On the screens, human
faces and meta forms of various sizes and shapes rapidly came and went. From somewherein the room,
Roberts could hear the voice of Hammell, his cargo-control officer, raised in anger.

Then agpesker in front of him was murmuring, "On basis of corrdation of statements of both
accused, overd| probability of guiltis0.2, necessity of making examples 0.1. Therefore, adjudge
innocent, transfer to Immigration.”

At once, aloud voice announced, "We find the accused innocent of al charges brought againgt him.”

From Roberts roboid captors, to either sde, came low murmurs of discontent.

A new voice spoke with authority. "The prisoner will be released at once, and escorted to
Immigration for disposd.”

Roberts blinked. "I don't want to immigrate. | just need repairsfor my ship!”

Thewords CRIMINAL COURT faded out and thewords IMMIGRATION HEARING
flickered on.

"Name," said the box.

Roberts said, "I've been through al that. What | want . . . "

"Name," said the box sternly.

To Roberts right, one of the smaler boxes explained. ™Y ou were at the Criminal Court. Now you
are a the Immigration Hearing."

"l don't want toimmigrate!" said Roberts.

Thebig metd box said sternly, "This case has been transferred to Immigration for disposal. Relevant
information of interest to applicant: 1) No individua not aready acitizen will be compeled againgt hiswill
to become acitizen. 2) Dueto food and materia shortages, technologica breakdowns, and attendant
malfunctions, no one not acitizen will befed, sheltered, clothed, or otherwise alowed to become a
charge on the planet, unless otherwise decided by the due and congtituted authorities.” There was a brief

pause. "Name."



Roberts blinked. Apparently he would have to become acitizen in order to exist while arranging for
repairs.

"Name," snapped the box.

"Roberts. Vaughan N. Roberts."

"Mde"

"Age"

"Thirty-gix."

"Height."

"Six feet one-quarter inch.”

"Weight."

"One hundred seventy-five pounds. Look . . . "

"Occupetion?'

"Spaceship captain. Ligten, dl [ want . .. "

"I napplicable occupation. Demand for spaceship captains on this planet: Zero. Correction:
Occupetion: Unskilled. Y ears of experience?'

Roberts stared. "Experience? As a spaceship captain?'

"Asunskilled," sngpped the box. "Thisisyour occupation.”

Robertssaid, "'l have no experience asunskilled. | ... "

"No experience,” said the box disapprovingly. "Any physical defects?!

"No. Look, dl ..."

"Convicted of how many crimesthe last three years?'

"None All'l..."

"Forma education?’

Roberts blew out his bregth. "Twelve years of generd schooling, Six yearstraining in the Space
Academy, one year at the Tacticad Combat Command Advanced Training Center. And all | want isto
get some repairs done!”

"Seven years college training. Equivaent fourteen years experience credit. Excdlent. Raise your right

Roberts exasperatedly raised hisright hand.

"Repeat after me," said the box, and rolled off wordsin short incomplete groups, so that Roberts had
time to repeat the words, but not to understand their full meaning. Then the box said, Y ou arenow a
citizen of the planet Boschock 11, known as Paradise, and entitled to dl the rights and privileges
appertaining thereto, and subject to dl the laws, regulations, and customs thereof, so help you God,
Amen. Thishearingisclosed.”

Thewords IMMIGRATION HEARING faded out.

Before Roberts could say aword, he was rushed up a gravity-lift, down ahal, and shoved into a
room where he was weighed, measured, photographed, fingerprinted, palm, toe, and foot-printed,
retina-graphed, his mouth pried open and teeth examined, and then he was presented with an
identification card, and run down the hall to awindow where ration books popped out of dotsonto a
counter. Next he was hurried out to astore full of huge vending machines, and outfitted with anew set of
clothes.

Roberts and Hammell now found themsalves outside, holding their own clothing wrapped in big
bundles, and each wearing akind of loose long-deeved blouse, loose long pantaloons, ill-fitting shoes,
and long-billed high-topped floppy cap.

Roberts looked sourly up the street a the milling crowd, then glanced at Hammell. "Do you have any
idess?"

"I wouldn't know an ideaif one banged into me," growled Hammell. "I'm so mad | can't see straight.”

"We need to get in touch with someone in authority—if any human on this planet has authority.”

"Yes" said Hammell. "But how?!

Roberts said, "If they have any kind of public communications system here, there ought to be a



directory.”

Whilethey weretrying to think where to look for one, alarge mobile meta box stopped in front of
them, and abruptly shot its antennato full height. Metal covers on its sides snapped back and adazzling
ydlow light flashed in their faces. A set of long flexible metal armswhipped out, amesh-covered speaker
snapped " Spot check," and with aquick flip of the metal arms, the robot emptied their pockets onto the
sdewak. Next, it rapidly fet them dl over, then jerked loose the bundles they were holding, so that they
spilled open in the street.

"Nonexplosive. Clothing. But nonstandard. You have receipts for these?"

For the moment, Roberts was speechless. He heard Hammell snarl, "They're our own clothes.”

"Uncitylike behavior, one count: lying to roboid police officer under direct interrogation during spot
check; these are not clothes permissible for a citizen to wear, hence they are not your clothes. They can
only be costumes, and costumes can only be purchased by registered entertainers. Y ou are not dressed
asregigered entertainers.” Theydlow light flashed in Roberts face. " You. Y ou have receiptsfor these?
Your answver? Do not lie”

"Were new citizens," Roberts began, "and—"

"Not asked. Do not evade the question. Do you have receipts for these costumes?”

"Of course," said Roberts. "Yes, certainly.”

"Produce the recel pts."

"They're on board the spaceship Orion. We wore these clothes on board Orion, came down to
arrange for repairs, got sent to Immigration, and then bought the clothes we're wearing now. These
clothes in the bundles are the clothes we wore when we came down.”

" Spaceship vistsarerare, improbable. It follows, this explanation isimprobable. Arrest on suspicion
of shoplifting. Y ouwill comewith mefor immediate interrogation while investigation proceeds.”

The two men were separated, placed under bright lightsfor along series of questions, then put into a
cdl with two cots, alight bulb, atoilet, a3-V set that didn't work, and a decorative design on the ceiling
that obvioudy incorporated the pick-up heads for asight-and-sound recording system.

Asthe robot-jailer rolled off down the corridor, Roberts and Hammell eyed the ceiling, and lay down
on the cots without aword.

Severd hours crawled by, then atall gray-haired man wearing dark-blue blouse and pantaloons, of
good material and narrow cut, walked down the corridor, and stopped outside the cell.

"Which of you is Roberts, Vaughan N.?'

"lam.”

"Y ou represent yourself as a gpaceship captain?'

"I'm captain of T.S.M. Orion, Interstellar Rapid Transport Corporation. The ship isnow orbiting this
planet with anonfunctional main gravitor. | came down hereto arrange for repairs, but our tender went
out of control, we cracked up, two of us hiked in to get help, were attacked by a gang, arrested, dragged
into court, given to understand we would immigrate or starve to death, then arrested again because we
couldn't produce receipts for the clotheswe'd worn down, and herewe are.”

"l see. And thisother individud . . . let'ssee... Hammell?"

"He's the cargo-control officer assigned to Orion."

"Aswhich," sad Hammel coldly, "itismy duty to tell you that Orion has aspoilable cargo. This
planet is supposed to have aClass |1 commercia repair facility. Weve been trying to get in touch with it
for days."

"l see. My nameisKdty. I'm assistant-chief of the Law-Enforcement Department, acting under the
planetary computer, which technicdly ischief. I'm afraid | have some bad newsfor you gentlemen.”

"Not surprising,” growled Hammell.

Roberts said, "This planet has been nothing but bad news since we got here.”

"Then why not go to another planet?”

"Our gravitor burned out. We had to strip the coils of the tender's gravitor, to make emergency
repairs. Then, to come down here, we had to scavenge from the main gravitor, to get the tender to



work."

"Wheredid you land?'

"Wedidn't land. We crashed about ten milesinside aforest belt, between a couple of wide tracts of
cleared land. The spaceport was about forty milesto the east of where we crashed.”

"Then," said Kdty, watching Roberts dertly, "you werewell ingde the killer forest. I'm surprised you
got through dive.”

"Yes," said Roberts, "we're alittle surprised, ourselves. Wed scarcely started to set foot outside the
tender when athing like an oversize gray tiger jumped us. We fought that off with gunsfrom the
emergency kit. Our communications officer got in contact with your city here—we hadn't been able to
raseit whilewe werein orbit—and while | wastrying to arrange for help, another of these overgrown
tigers showed up. Meanwhile, it turned out that | was talking to a mechanica answering device of some
kind, so | gavethat up. We fought off this second animal, the sun set, and something started taking
cracks at thefar sde of the tender. Thisthing forced its way into the tender's cargo compartment. We
managed to get in touch with someone el se on the communicator, but before we could make our position
clear, the tender got heaved around, and the communicator was smashed.”

Roberts shook his head. "The next morning, Hammell and | started through the forest, got into some
kind of athicket that folded big clinging leaves around uslike wet sheets, and while we were fighting clear
of this, apile of insects came pouring through the trees, tumbling over each other, and spreading out to
eat everything in sight. We managed to get out of their way, and saw that when the horde passed, dl the
insects | eft behind jumped and flew after it to catch up and pour forward again. They weretraveling
southeast, which suited us, so we walked adong close behind, and believe me, nothing bothered us. When
they hit the cleared ground, they changed direction, and we got out of the forest and hiked the rest of the
way inthe open.”

Kety waslistening intently. His look of suspicion had disappeared, and now he smiled. "Y ou used
your heads. Such good sense deserves success, but I'm sorry to haveto tell you, we have no way to go
after those men, and the repair facility you'relooking for isno longer here.”

Robertslooked at him blankly.

Kdty sad, "Y ou've gpparently assumed that the population of this planet grew up from abeginning
with afew tough settlersto its present Sze. In that case, if there was cause for arepair facility inthefirst
place, it wouldn't disappear overnight. But it isn't so. The city was designed and built as aman-made
paradise, through the beneficence of atax-free foundation. The foundation was under legidative
investigation. To get out from under, an accumulated surplus balance of severd trillionshad to be
unloaded quickly, and it had to be done somehow for the demonstrable benefit of mankind. A
planetary-utopia project was dug out of thefiles, and right hereisthefina result. This city was built, and
gaffed by highly-trained technicians, with acomputer in overal control, then the foundation opened a
campaign on half-a-dozen overpopul ated worlds, gathered from their dums millions of
'socialy-disadvantaged individuads and used the last of its excess money shipping them here. That ishow
this planet was settled.”

Roberts grappled with the menta picture this created.

Hammell said, "Where did arepair facility ever fitin?'

"It looked nicein the plans, and it did agood job when the populace was coming in here. After that,
there wasn't much use for it. When amaob looted and burned it, the computer had what till remained
reprocessed to fill more urgent needs. There's nothing left now but aplot of ground where the facility
used to be."

Hammell shook his head and glanced at Roberts.

Robertsfindly said, "There's no way to get the repairs done here?”

"Not without the equipment and the technicians. The equipment was looted. About that time, the
technicians saw the way things were diding, and made recommendations, which the computer, in
compliance with its built-in directives, rgjected. The technicians got fed up. One fine morning, they pulled
out, leaving the computer programmed to neither produce nor maintain air-travel mechanisms. The



technicians went to the far sde of the killer forest, and set up independent farming communities over
there. Thisplanet being what it is, they're evidently having plenty of trouble, but they prefer it to the city.
We can't reach them to bring them back. We have no air transport. And the computer couldn't be
programmed to restore the repair facility except by these technicians.”

Roberts said, " Could the technicians be persuaded to come back temporarily, just to program the
computer?'

Kdty'seyesglinted. "If S0, they'll never get away again. They broke their contract. Now the whole
roboid police force is on the lookout for them. Naturaly, | will obey the orders of the planetary
compuiter, and seize them the instant they show up.” Kelty saw Roberts expression, and smiled. "Don't
worry, Roberts. They know this. No, you could never possibly persuade them to come back here.
Wevetried to hire people to take their place, but without success. Who wants to spend histime
struggling with the frugtrations of a gigantic dum-city? Everything you do herefails. Put up alight bulb,
and someone will smashit. Ingtal awater pipein the afternoon, and it will be ripped out by next morning.
Bare maintenanceisal the computer and its mechanisms can manage. For most speciaigts, thework is
solid frugtration. My job isalittle different. It's quite a challenge to use limited force in such away thet a
messure of order ismaintained. But | doit, and | aim to continueto do it."

Roberts thought it over. "I can see what you're up againgt. But unless we can get the computer and
the technicians together, how can we get the ship—or even the ship's tender—repaired?”

Kelty shook his head. "In the present setup, it'simpossible. The computer can't divert the effort to
rebuild the repair facility, because of the widespread disorder and destructiveness of the populace.”

"l can't leave my shipin orbit,” said Roberts, "and the men trapped on board, helpless.”

"But, you see, unless some order can be brought out of this chaos, we have no choice in the matter.
And to do that would take achange in the attitude of the populace. There's only one other way."

"Whet'sthat?'

Kty studied him speculaively. " If you and your men, who have considerable technica background,
will first consent to devote your time and training exclusively to work for the City, from now on, then we
might be able to work something out.” He straightened up, and then stepped back. "Then, you see, it
might be worth the computer's while to rebuild the repair facility.”

Roberts stared at him.

Kety smiled. "Meanwhile, snce you're citizens, you have guaranteed rent-free cost-free housing. If
you should decideto join us, your work would naturaly require that you livein close proximity to the
Planetary Control Center. Until you do, it would, of course, be unfair to discriminate against the other
citizens by giving you specid attention. Since weve found you innocent, you will now be released. Y oulll
be given arouting ticket on the way out, to take you to your quarters. You'll find them airy, with an
exceptiond view."

Kty turned, gestured, and aroboid-jailer wheeled with a hiss of tires down the corridor.

Kety gave them afina smiling glance. "Think over what I've said, Roberts. If you decidetojoin us,
let me know."

That evening found Roberts and Hammél in afive-room gpartment on the sixth floor of aten-story
building. The building had emergency staircaseslittered with cans, broken bottles, garbage, and large
rats, which disputed the passage with them on the way up. The gravitor-drop had achain acrossthe
entrance, bearing adented "NO POWER" sign. There was not awhole piece of glassto be seeninthe
building. The empty window frames looked out over a park, where dead half-grown trees had four-letter
words carved in their bark, and the spindly grass sprouted amidst heaps of rotting garbage.

From down in the streets came a scrape and rumble as battered cleaning-machines picked up trash.
From the building above came achorus of ydlls:

"Kill thelousy mechg"

A fusillade of bottles smashed down on the machines armored tops. L oudspeakers broadcast
appedls for law-abiding cooperation, and the air shook with curses flung back in answer.

Roberts and Hammell stared out the window at the buildings and parks, laid out like the aternating



squares of acheckerboard, and stretching off to the horizon. In the distance, lit by the setting sun, the
buildings looked amost magica. Nearby, rats scurried amidst the trash in the park. From overhead, a
bundle of garbage plummeted past the window, opening up asit fell.

Hammél turned away from the window. " Now what do we do?

"Thefirgt thing isto get out of here. Kety seemsto think alittle experience of thiswill make us eager
tojoin him. | wouldn't want to stay in this place on any terms.”

"Theforest ismurderous. The City won't help. That leavesthe technicians.”

Roberts nodded. "If we can get them to hel p, maybe we can straighten the mess out yet."

"If they haven't already helped, it'stoo bad for Matthis, Warner, and Cassetti."

Roberts nodded soberly. The three men had been too badly hurt in the crash to carry out. "Wdll, if
we get out of here early in the morning, we should avoid getting waylaid by agang. | hope we can find
where we cached our packs, guns, and canteens. Then we can start back.”

"Persondly, I'm haf-dead from thelast hike."

"If we stay here, we could be al-dead before we know it."

Hammell glanced around. "Therestruth in that, dl right. Well, whileit'sill light, let'sget set. This
could bearough night."

The two men blocked the apartment door with a battered bedstead and a bureau with al the knobs
broken off its drawers, then cleaned out asmal room and collected init dl the bottles they found in the
litter, just in case they should need ammunition. They carried the wreck of amattressinto this one room,
stuffed the baseboard's ratholes with smashed glass and the bent lids of tin cans, and jammed another can
into the hole where the corner of the closed door was gnawed away.

The night started out like abad dream. The mattress was lumpy, the room damp, and the garbage
smell overpower-ing. Toward morning, someone began to scream, and someone e se began to laugh
hysterically. The louder the screamsrose, the louder was the laughter.

Roberts came dizzily awaketo find the room faintly lit by areflected glow from below, where
powerful street lamps stood protected by big metd shields and heavy wire mesh. From thewalscamea
twang of metd asthe rats wrestled with the tin shoved into their holes. From the door came a scrape that
Roberts interpreted as arat trying to move the can jammed between the door frame and the gnawed
corner. Then the scrape came again, louder, and Roberts sat up. He reached out carefully, and closed his
hand around the neck of aheavy bottle.

Wide-awake now, he could see that Hammell was out of bed, but he couldn't see where he was.
Carefully, Roberts got up.

From the doorway, came alouder, longer scrape.

Sowly, the door swung open.

From the darkness of the next room, astooped figure eased in, the faint light glinting on the edge of a
broken bottle in its hand.

From behind the door came a brief glint of reflected light. There wasthe rap of glass striking bone.
Theintruder dropped. There was a crash and the sound of splintering glass.

A long moment passed, and nothing e se happened.

Hammell stepped out from behind the door, glanced toward Roberts, and waited amoment. The
screams and laughter overhead rose to a pesk, then died away.

Hammdl said, "How much rest are we going to get in this place?’

"You'reright." Robertsfelt carefully dong the floor. "Here, help me turn the mattress over on top of
this broken glass. All we needisacut foot."

They gathered their bundles of clothing, carefully checked to make sure they had everything, and
eased out into the next room. Around them, there was the scurry of feet asrats went across the floor.
Then they found the door, eased out into the pitch-black hall, and alow voice spoke, close to Roberts:

"You get their eers?'

Roberts shifted his bottle, landed a solid blow, heard something thump to the floor, and groped
forward toward the steps. As he carefully felt hisway forward, something ran across hisfoot. He eased
onto the steps, and started down. The dow descent to street level seemed to take al eternity. Then they



reached the lower hall, found the front door, and eased it open.

Outsde, the street was brightly lit.

A roboid policeman, whip antenna up, rolled past with asilvery flash from its swiftly-turning whedls.

Roberts waited, then carefully pulled the door wider. The policeman was adwindling speck in the
distance. Roberts and Hammell dipped out, walked quickly down the block, and turned | ft, toward the
west and open fields.

Up under one of the streetlights, aloudspeaker blared:

"Halt, thieves! Y ou are detected on the central board! Mobile police units are already on the
way. Y ou cannot escapel”

"Run!" said Roberts.

From overhead, someone shouted happily, "Hunt! A hunt!"

Roberts and Hammell ran, hampered by the bundles they were carrying. Overhead, fresh
loudspeakers blared. There was the sound of banging, shouting, and a concerted rush to the windows.
Screams of "Hunt! There they go!" rang out. A bottle crashed into the street just behind. The next bottle
hit to the right and in front, scattering broken glass over the street. "Thieves! Thieves! Kill them. Look
out! Here come the mechs!" There was a pause, then aloud jeering, and a deafening rattle and smash
further back.

Urgently, the loudspeakers boomed, "Y ou must cooperate! Do not obstruct the law-enforcement
officerd™

Straight ahead, the brightly-lighted street abruptly came to an end, agarbage-filled park on one side,
and ahigh building on the other sde. From this building, streeks of light flashed down, the reflections
from hurtling bottles, as Roberts and Hammell sprinted past.

"Look out!" screamed someone overhead. "Y ou're headed Out!"

Roberts and Hammell shot over an embankment in a headlong rush, heard asquedl of rats asthey
plunged knee-deep in amass of garbage, then dammed forward on their bundles. Asthey pulled free,
they glanced back, to see the police robots, bottles bursting and splintering in adazzle of light from their
metal tops and sides.

Roberts and Hammell stumbled across the dump, fell forward on soft earth, and looked back to see
the robots spreading out along the edge of the embankment. But they didn't go down the steep bank,
where they might overturn or mire down in the piles of garbage.

The loudspeskersblared, Y ou have | eft the City! Before you isonly bare ground and the killer
forest!"

The hall of bottles had let up. Voices shouted from the buildings, Y ou're Out! You can't live out
there!"

"Come back!" shouted fresh voices.

"Return!" blared the loudspeakers. "Here you have Universal Care. Out thereisonly the Wild."

Roberts glanced at Hammell. "Y ou hurt?"

"No. By somemiracle, | didn't step onany glass.”

"Neither did I. Let's get further away from thisplace.

By daybreak, the voices and lights had long since faded into the distance. In the gray light of dawn,
they located the cache, changed to their own clothes, checked their guns, dung their packs, and headed
toward theforest. At anirrigation ditch, they stopped to drink, refilled the canteens, and munched
emergency-ration barsfrom their packs. Then they went on. Late that afternoon, the forest cameinto
sght far ahead, barely visble acrossaflat field with endless rows of small, geometricaly-gpaced plants.

"Better stop here," said Roberts.

Hammell nodded. "We don't want to hit that forest at night.”

Worn out, they lay down in the soft earth, to fal adeep at once, and wake early the next morning,



gtiff, chilled, miserable, and dumbfounded that the night had somehow passed areadly.
Today they had the forest to get through.

By noon, they found themsalves|ooking across awide dry ditch at the mingled trees and shrubs of
theforest. The forest edge ran in an dmost mathematicaly straight line, north and south.

"Now," said Roberts, "we can't just walk into that mess. We've got to find the cleared path we came
out on. Isit to the north or south?”

Hamméll looked around. "Why didn't we follow our own footprints back?"

Roberts glanced back. In the enormousfield, the only irregular feature was their fresh footprintsin the
Soft soil.

Roberts said, "There weren't any footprints near the cache. Whatever cultivates thisfield must have
wiped out the prints.” They turned back to the forest.

"Wdl," said Hammel, "Which way?'

Roberts looked around thoughtfully. " South."

"Southitis"

For the next hour-and-a-half, they trudged south, and had just decided to go back north when, in the
distance ahead, they saw the open end of the angling track through the forest.

Simultaneoudly, they saw, far away and straight ahead, alow cloud of dust. Out of this, there
gpeedily resolved alow broad frame, straddling the rows at the edge of the field, with an angled wing
thrust out into the wide ditch. The frame was rushing toward them at high speed, suspended above the
earth on antigravs, with the low cloud of dust risng behind it.

Hadtily they looked around, took half-a-dozen steps toward the center of the field, then saw another
dust cloud coming fast behind the first one, and further back, till another cloud of dust.

They whirled, looked back.

Already, the frameloomed larger. It was coming fast.

Roberts plunged toward the broad, dry ditch, rushed across the bottom of it with Hammell close
behind, and scrambled up the far bank. A roaring hisswas now audible, and growing louder fast.
Breathing hard, Roberts forced himself up the last of the dope into a patch of brush at the forest edge.
The brush gave way before them. An instant later, the cultivator roared past.

Wind swept over them, and they looked out through awhirling cloud of dugt. "That was closal™

"Surewas. But—"

Suddenly, Roberts grabbed for his sheath knife.

All around them, the brush was unfolding large leathery leaves that swung up to blot out earth and
sky. At atouch, the leaves wrapped themsa ves around Roberts and Hammell, and clung tighter with
every movement.

Roberts barely had time to reach hisknife. Asthe leaves wrapped around him, hisarms were pinned
to hissdes down to the ebow. The clinging velvety surface drew snug across hisface, tight againgt his
nostrils, and shut out the air. Only from the waist down was he free. He turned, felt astem draw tight like
adgtretched cord, reached out with hisknife, and cut it. With hisfreelower left arm, hetore at the big leaf
across hisface. At once, fresh leaves wrapped snugly around hisarm and chest, pinning hisarm. He
sucked in desperately, bit through the leaf asit pressed into his mouth, then dragged in abreath of air that
stopped as abruptly as adammed door when anew leaf wrapped around hisface.

Roberts struggled to concentrate on that sharp knife held in hisright hand. He turned dowly, cutting
away each stak asit grew taut. Carefully, he stayed in the same spot, lest he bring himself within reach of
fresh leaves. Meanwhile, his need for breath was growing. Already, his chest was straining in a
gpasmodic effort to draw in air. He cut and turned, cut and turned, then strained desperately to free his
left arm. The clinging leaves, dashed |oose at the base, reluctantly pulled free, and for an ingtant, dl he
could do wasdrag in great gasps of air.

Hammél, working the same way, managed to free himself amoment later. The two men stood
bresthing deeply, then cut their way out through the few remaining leaves.



"That'sthe eighth time," said Hammell heavily, "that this planet hasdmogt killed us.”

Robertslooked around. "1 know. I've had nightmares | liked better than this." Behind them, clouds of
dust were blowing into the forest. Atop the bank, the thicket folded itsleaves, and the stalks pulled
together to give the appearance of aplace only sparsely overgrown and easily crossed. Asthelast big
leavesfolded out of Sght, therib cage of alarge anima came into view, white and smoothly polished, just
afew short steps from the edge of the clearing.

Hammell grunted. "There, but for the Grace of—"

"Don' talk too soon. Weve il got the forest to get through, and the ship to find.”

"That'sright."

They found the straight wide path cut by the insects, and holding their gunswarily at the ready, they
dtarted into the forest. Stretching out in front of them was a patch of devastation that Stretched asfar as
they could see. There was no blade of grass, no tiniest small plant in sight in front of them, but only an
occasiond tree, stripped leafless and bare. They walked through an eerie silence between clumps of
vegetation to right and | eft, but nothing bothered them. Nothing came near, save asmall mousdlike
creature that blundered onto the path, looked in both directions, gave a desperate squeak, and vanished
back into the undergrowth with desperate kicks of its hind legs.

After afew hours, they found where the horde of insects had first poured into view. In another hour,
they found the clearing, and near one side of the clearing, the wrecked tender. The large flattened meta
spheroid on itsthree stubby legslooked like home. They shouted, and atal lean individua with sandy
hair and e ectric-blue eyes|ooked out. Thiswas Morrissey, the communications man.

Morrissey beamed and waved as they ran over.

Roberts called, "How are Cassetti and the others?!

"Those technicians we got in touch with the first night dropped down in agrav-skimmer and picked
them up. They've got doctors and medicines, and they think every-thing will beal right. But believe me,
that bunch was al business. If we hadn't had anything to trade, it would have been no go.”

"Could they offer any help getting anybody down from Orion?"

Morrissey's smilefaded. "They said they didn't have the equipment. They said the City hasthe
equipment, and they'll fight to the death before they go back to the City. What's wrong with the City?"

Roberts and Hammell described their experiences, and Morrissey shook his head in disgust. "Then,
the brainsto do the repairs are one side of thisforest, the equipment is on the other side, and never the
twain shall megt?'

"That'sit," said Roberts exasperatedly.

"How do we get around that?"

"l don't know."

Morrissey shook hishead. "Intime, well have aship full of corpses orbiting the planet.”

Hammdl said, "Even if we somehow fix the tender, and get everybody down here, then where are
we? We never wanted to get marooned on this planet. Theidea of coming here was just to get some
repairsdone.”

Roberts nodded. "Maybeif we could talk to those technicians some more, we could work out
something. Have you got the communicator working?*

Morrissey gave an odd laugh. "It's working, dl right. But it doesn't communicate.”

Roberts frowned. "What does it do?'

"Comeoningde" said Morrissey, "maybe you can settle a problem that's been bothering me. The
question is, whether or not I've gone nuts.”

The communicator's case had been removed, exposing the works, and Morrissey pointed out atimer
unit between the set and the power supply.

"| put that timer in there when | started work. | wanted to check the hatches again, and be sure
everything was secure before nightfal. | knew if | just started work, 1'd forget everything else, so | set the
timer to cut off the current and give along loud ring."



Roberts and Hammell nodded.

Morrissey sad, "I got working on this, and saw after afew minutesthat it would be no great problem
to fix it—just amatter of afew connections that had jarred |oose when the set was knocked to the deck.
| thought what a doppy system it was to use these pluggable connections, instead of permanent
connectionsthat couldn't comeloose. Then | thought that this was quick and convenient, though, and
handy when you wanted to hook something up temporarily. Then it occurred to me | had plenty of time,
and nothing to do, and for thefirst timeinalong timel could just fool around if | wanted to. Wdll, | was
visualizing the circuit, and the action of the different parts, and suddenly | wondered what would happen
if | fed the current to an interface that's ordinarily left unconnected in thiskind of circuit. | made afew
adjustments, so | wouldn't wreck anything, and then | tried it. The next thing | knew, the timer went off."

Roberts and Hammell looked blank.

Morrissey paused.

Robertssaid "Wheat of it?"

"I'd fallen adeep. | figured | must have been moretired than I'd redlized. | checked the ship, and
came back, gill curious about thiscircuit. | reset the timer, and switched on the set. The next thing |
knew, the timer was going off again, and thistime | was picking mysdlf up off the deck. Again I'd fdlen
adeep. Thisbegan to seem peculiar. | checked the ship, came back, cut the current to the interface way
down, set the timer for ten minutes and switched on the set. Right away, | wanted to go to deep. |
wanted the worst way to sink deep adegp, sound ad eep—and then the timer was going off and | came
awakeagan.”

Hammell stared at the circuit.

Robertsfrowned. "What did you do then?'

"| cut the current to the interface to the barest trickle. | reset the timer, snapped on the circuit—and
yawned. | didn't exactly fed tired, but | wanted to go to deep. | fought it off till the timer went off, then
thefedling that | wanted to go to deep faded away, and | just sat therein acold swest.”

"And," said Roberts, "you're wondering whether it redly happened or you imagined it?'

Morrissey nodded. "That'sit.”

"Let'stryit."

Morrissey bent eagerly over the timer. There was the snap of a switch.

Roberts yawned.

Hammell put his hand to his head, swayed against the nearest bulkhead, massaged his eyes and
forehead.

It came to Roberts that he had walked miles and milestoday, and miles and miles yesterday, and no
wonder hewastired. He was worn out. What he needed, what he wanted, was along quiet deep.

Hammell was dready siretching out on the deck.

Morrissey wasfighting off ayawn.

Roberts turned toward the tender's control room, and its soft comfortable pilot's chair. But it looked
along way away. He didn't want to go al that distance. He wanted deep now, not after along hike. He
wanted to deep long and deep, and he took a step toward the control room, and then felt the soft cozy
deck drifting up toward him as he dipped off into warm seep, and swirling darkness and deep.

Something was shaking him violently.

Roberts dizzily opened his eyes. The swirling scene steadied. There was abig face looking down on
him, that resolved into Morrissey's face, the e ectric-blue eyesworried.

"Sir, I'm sorry. | never redized it would hit you so hard.”

Roberts remembered the circuit, and pulled himsdlf to hisfeet.

"Don't blame yoursdf. Hammell and | were worn out.” Roberts head was throbbing where hed
banged the deck, but that was aminor matter. "Y ou've got anew discovery here. Thiscould be
important.”

Hammel was bent over the circuit, his expression awed.

Morrissey said, "If only this had happened some other time, instead of down here, with hardly any



equipment to work with."

Roberts looked down at the circuit. "Y ou were able to vary the current to the interface. Arethere
other circuit characteristics you can vary?'

"Sure. Until | had witnesses, | was afraid to try it. But let mejust mark this, so | know roughly where
| was—" Morrissey bent briefly over avariable condenser, straightened, said, "1'd better set the timer for
ashorter interva, just in case.” Then he twirled aknob, snapped on the set, and—

Robertsfdt jolted. He looked at Morrissey angrily.

Morrissey glanced at Hammell, till bent over the st.

"Give mealittle room, will you?' snapped Morrissey.

Hammd| straightened up. "I'll give you dl the room you want."

Roberts became aware of an intolerable lapsein discipline. He said shortly, "Drop it. Both of you."

"Sir," snarled Hammell, "thisjuice-jockey istrying to shove me around.”

Morrissey's eyesflashed. "'Juice jockey'?" He cocked hisfig.

Somewhereinsde of Roberts, there seemed to be alittle figure, jumping up and down, crying,
"What's happening?'

Aloud, Roberts said with grating emphasis, "That's enough! Morrissey!"

Hammell eyed Morrissey's cocked fist. He clenched hisown figts.

Roberts glared at them. He would like to smash them both in the tegth.

Thetimer went off.

Roberts ill-temper evaporated.

Hammell and Morrissey stared at each other foolishly.

Morrissey lowered hisfid.

Hammell suddenly laughed, and said, "What have we got here, anyway?'

Morrissey got out asmall notebook, and began writing init. "That'swhat I'd like to know. Let'stry
something dse”

Excited now, and more than alittle scared, they tried setting after setting, with the current low and the
timer set for lessthan aminute.

For lessthen aminute, Roberts looked at Morrissey and Hammell, and despite afierce struggle to
control himself, he wanted to blow their brains out.

Then the timer went off. Morrissey whistled, and tried another setting.

Robertsredized suddenly that hislife had been afallure. He wanted money. With enough money,
what couldn't aman do? Stacks of crigp green hills seemed to float tauntingly before him. In hismind's
eye, he could see piles of gold and platinum bars and soft leather bags of diamonds. He wanted money.

Morrissey changed the setting.

Roberts felt adesire for sdf-sacrifice. What, he asked himsdlf dizzily, could be nobler. With ahard
effort, he fought off the desire to offer himsalf to science for experimenta purposes, then an urgeto
volunteer himsalf as a human bomb-carrier. Not out of hatred of the enemy. No, not that. Out of love for
mankind. Out of—

Morrissey changed the setting.

Now Robertsfelt the urgent desire to do right. What mattered most in life was the knowledge that he
was doing right. He stood straighter. He asked himsdlf, Was he doing right? Suppose—

Morrissey changed the setting.

In hismind's eye, Roberts saw alovely woman in aclosdy clinging dress. He saw her move her long
legs as she walked toward him, smiled sweetly, and lifted her arms—

Wham!

Morrissey, Hammell, and Roberts hit the switch at the sametime.

Hammell grinned. Morrissey swore. Roberts said, "Well, Morrissey, now we know what you've got
here"

"That'smorethan | can say. What isit?'

"It'sawant-generator, that'swhat it is. A desre-stimulator. And if we can't get a stranglehold on this



planet with it, and lever the population around so we can get that ship repaired, I'll be surprised.”

Morrissey blinked. "How?"

"Why, what's the cause of the trouble? The people here are destructive, and they're disinterested in
work. They hinder, not hep. Right?"

"Right."

"Then dl we haveto do isget them to want to create, rather than destroy, and to want to work,
right? And here we have a want-generator, that plays the range of human desireslikethe keysof a
piano. Once we find the right settings, where's the problem?"

You'reright,” said Morrissey. "Here I've been complaining because we happened to find thiswhen
we're stuck in this miserable place. It never occurred to me this might get us out of here.”

"It shouldn't be any great problem™ said Roberts. "Let'skeep trying till we get dl the settingswe

In the next few hours, they felt one desire succeed another in seemingly endless variety, and then
abruptly Roberts wasfilled with the undiluted urge to achieve.

"Thet'sit!" hesad.

"Youvehitit,"” Hammell agreed. "There's one setting.”

Morrissey carefully noted it, and went on, until suddenly they had a sensation they'd had before, of
eagerly wanting to do something, make something, creste—

"That'sit!"

Hammell nodded. "That gives uswhat wewant. That is, what they should want."

"Now," said Roberts, "we've got to find out the range of this device, whether it can broadcast, or
whether the set hasto be physicaly present to work. We may have to make other sets-"

"If s0, we're hung up,” said Morrissey. "We don't have the spares here to make another of these.”

"The technicians may have spares.”

"Their having them and our getting them are two different things. | had to trade them two gunsfrom
the emergency kit, and alot of ammunition to get them to look after Cassetti, Matthis, and Warner.
They'll want something in return for spares, and they're hard bargainers.”

Robertslooked at the set thoughtfully. "Y ou don't suppose there's a ‘desire to be cooperative and
helpful' there, do you?"

"Hm-m-m," said Morrissey. "Let's see” Hereached for the timer, and suddenly Roberts had a
distinct urge to take poison.

Hammél swore. "That'snot it."

Morrissey tried again.

A peculiar murky indefinable longing none of them had experienced before came across.

Morrissey said, "I hope we can find something better than that." Hetried again, and again, until at last
Robertssad, "Hold it!"

He had never felt more agreeable and obliging in hislife.

Hamméd| Sghed. "Right on the nose.”

Morrissey noted the setting, then glanced at hiswatch. "It's getting pretty late. We'd better check
again to be sure everything'stight.”

Oncethey checked the tender, Roberts and Hammell again realized how tired they were. While
Morrissey eagerly went back to work, Roberts and Hammell went to deep.

The next morning saw the start of about of painstaking experiment. Where thefirst work had gone
smoothly the next steps were maddening.

"Damnit,” said Morrissey, "it'sjust impossible to broadcast thissignd, or amiit, or focusit. At this
rate, well have to take the set into the city, and hide it there somewhere.”

Roberts had another worry. "If we trade with those technicians, we've somehow got to block out our
own reception of that generosity signal. Otherwise, well probably end up by giving them the s&t.”

Another week crawled by, and then in desperation, they discovered that a supertranquilizer pill,
severd tins of which werein the emergency chest, not only stopped them from worrying how long the



delay would last, but also solved the problem. It stopped them from fedling any perceptible want or
desire, natura or induced, at all. Once they took the pill, they were as good as vegetables for the next
four to six hours.

"O.K.," said Roberts. "Now, how are we going to work this?*

Morrissey sad, "WEell take gpart the want-generator, and make acommunicator, then I'll tell the
technicians we've got some extra guns, ammunition, protective suits, and so on, to trade. I'll ask for
circuit components, and also some things we don't especialy want, so we have alittle leeway in trading.
Before they get here, welll make the circuit back into awant generator. When they land, I'll take apill,
and turn the want-generator on them.”

"WEell need to be very sureit'son theright setting,” said Roberts.

Morrissey nodded. "Don't worry about that. I'd probably turn it on low, and then gradually step up
the power, s0 they don't notice it. Meanwhile, you and Ham will have taken pills-"

Hammell objected, "The trouble with that is, we won't be able to react right. We're going to act like
zombies"

Morrissey thought it over.

"When | set up the meeting, | can say weve been knocking ourselves out, can't think of any solution,
and so on. They'll expect usto look depressed.”

Roberts nodded. "That ought to help, anyway."

Hamméll said, "What about when they leave?’

"Beforethat, I'll start to cut down the power. After they leave, I'll Step it up again, so they don't come
to their senses the minute they get out of the clearing. If wework it right, and try to make reasonably
decent trades with them, they may never guessathing.”

Roberts nodded. "Just so they don't skin us."

It wasjust afew days later that the technicians came, in two medium-sized skimmers. They were
bearded, bristling with guns, and gave the impression of watching in every direction at once.

As soon as the skimmers dropped into the clearing, Roberts and Hammell each dutifully chewed up
hispill. They'd scarcely swallowed the last gritty bitswhen alayer of glass seemed to dide down over the
world. They could see through the glass, but nothing out there really meant anything, ever had meant
anything, or probably ever would mean anything. So there was no point getting excited about nothing.

Tranquilized into two-legged vegetables, Roberts and Hammell trudged outside, while Morrissey
bent at the set.

Thetechnicians climbed out of their skimmers,

Roberts and Hammell shambled across the clearing. Morrissey dropped out the hatch, and drifted
after them.

The technicians stared a them, looking bemused.

"Poor guys," said one.

"Y eah, you can sure see they've been clobbered.”

"Remember what it was likefor uslast winter?It's hit them aready.” Roberts and Hammell listlesdy
raised ahand in greeting.

A burly giant with abristling red beard, said, "Ah, fellows, we'redl in the same boat. Do we haveto
trade with these poor guys?'

The rest of the men shifted their gunsin embarrassment.

"After dl," suggested asmall wiry technician with ariflein hishand, aknife on hisbdlt, and a pistol
butt protruding from under hisarmpit, "wereal human.”

"Sure, why be greedy?'

Someone mumbled, with acatch in hisvoice. "They'll have trouble enough, anyway, no matter what
we can do for them."

Roberts had the impression of looking out through aglasswall, and sensing invisible forces that beeat
powerfully on the other side.

A technician with ascar down the side of hisface, and atough, no-nonsense cast of countenance,
suddenly shut his eyes. Tearsran streaming down his cheeks.



Roberts brain duggishly added up two and two. He reached back and shook Morrissey by the arm.

"Turnit down."

Morrissey nodded listlessy, and headed back for the +tender.

The technicians were now choking, trembling and struggling to keep control of themselves. Roberts
said nothing, because the technicians were clearly too choked up to talk.

Morrissey disappeared into the tender.

The red-bearded giant thrust his right hand out, pam up. He began, " Anything we can do—"

Roberts, through the dull placidity imposed by the supertranquilizer, sensed asudden lessening of
force outsde the glasswall. Suddenly there was no force there at all.

The red-beard frowned. "Within reason, of course—"

Another of the technicians wiped his eyeswith hisdeeve. "After dl, we haveto live, too, you know."

Roberts glanced around.

Morrissey was just coming out of the tender.

The scarred technician said flatly, "Thosethat arefit to survive, survive." He eyed Roberts and
Hammell. "Nature weeds out the incompetent.”

By now, every eye amongst the technicianswas drying fast.

"These suppliesweren't easy to get," growled the red-bearded giant. " If you have something to trade,
weéll bewilling to consider—"

Morrissey paused, hafway out from the tender, with a strange expression on hisface. Then heturned
around, and plodded back again.

The smdl wiry technician shifted his gun around, and dertly watched Morrissey go back into the
tender.

"What's he doing?'

Roberts struggled to get some kind of ideathrough the glasswall.

"He. .. hésgot indigestion.”

Hammdl, with alook of painful effort, said carefully, " Can't kegp anything down.”

"Could be ten-day fever. Has he got spots on the backs of his hands?’

Theair outsde the glass wall seemed to suddenly thicken again, then get thicker yet by graduated
Stages.

Tranquilizer or no tranquilizer, it came through to Roberts that Morrissey was botching the job.

Tearswere spurting out of the technicians eyes. The short, wiry technician rushed forward and
emotionaly offered Roberts his gun. The giant red-beard, weeping uncontrollably, clasped Hammell like
abrother. Before Roberts could figure out what to do, he found himsalf surrounded by piled-up supplies,
with the technicians wringing their hands tearfully; and then, apparently unable to bear their emotion, they
al piled into one of the skimmers.

"Well be back! Well bring you more axes, and seeds, and everything. Just tell uswhat you need!
Weredly want to help!"

The skimmer shot up over the trees, and vanished.

Morrissey, watching at the personnel hatch, faded back insde. A moment later, the air seemed to
thicken like glue. Roberts till felt no emation, but he found it hard to think or move.

Hammél, carrying agun in each hand, looked stuporoudy at Roberts.

"Wait till they get out of range—not that it matters, of course.”

"Nothing matters.”

"No."

Hammell dully picked up more of the supplies. "Probably we ought to take in everything we can
cary."

Robertstook an armful, and followed Hammell. Just as they reached the hatch, the swirling thickness
outsdetheglasswall let up.

Out beyond the clearing, there was an outburst of snarling, thrashing noises.

It occurred to Robertsthat if the device affected the local animals, there could have been



half-a-dozen predators out there, taking mercy on their prey.

But that was al meaningless. Roberts climbed in, set own hisload beside Hammdl's, then stood
waiting, sunk in blank tranquility. Finaly, they roused themselves long enough to go into the control room
and gt down, torpid and stupefied, till the pills wore off. By that time, it was starting to grow dark
outsde, and Roberts and Hammell were adeep, unaware of the opening and shutting of the hatch, and
the sound of a pair of feet traveling back and forth past them.

Early next morning, asthefirst glow of dawn began to light the portholes of the control room,
Roberts came awake.

A blaze of light was pouring through the dightly opened door of the generd-purpose room between
the control room and theinner air lock to the cargo compartment. It wasin that general-purpose room
that Morrissey was working on the communiceator.

Roberts, feding amost fresh for achange, sat up, stretched, peered at the lighted doorway, and
asked himsdf what Morrissay was doing.

Roberts got up, opened the door wide, and looked in.

A wooden frame, made apparently of odd scraps from the cargo compartment, met Roberts gaze.
On different levels of the frame sat avariety of eectrica circuits, connected by loops of wire. Roberts
could recogni ze three separate circuits that looked like the want-generator.

Morrissey straightened, bemused.

"Those technicians brought along agood sdlection.”

Robertslooked at the frame. "What have we got here?"

"Why, | wondered if it would be possible to make two or three of these sets, and get them to
reinforce each other. There were more than enough components out there, so | tried it, using very low
power, and trying first one set, then two, then three together.”

"What happened?’

"Wadl, with two, | seemed to get less than twice the effect, and with three, there was no effect a al."

"Noneat all?"

"No, it wasthe same as turning them all off. It occurred to me they might be interfering with each
other. | tried graduadly stepping up the power on one of the sets, and turning down the others. Nothing
noticeable happened. | had them set to create desire for deep, and | was sure I'd notice that. But nothing
happened. While | was mulling this over, there was abuzz from the communicator. | snapped it on, and
the voice of one of the technicians snarled, "What kind of gasdid you use on our people?’

"l was Supefied,” said Morrissey. "I didn't even realize what he was talking about. Why,' | said,
'What do you mean?

"Y ou know damned well what | mean.’

"No, | don't."" Then all of a sudden | didknow. I'd been so stupefied by the tranquilizer that I'd
doneaclumsy job, and they'd sensed it. But | kept my mouth shut, and he said angrily, " "What did you
use?'

"l said, 'Canwe help it if we've had so much trouble they were sorry for us?

"'Oh, they were, were they? Suppose you tell me these troubles, while I'm out of range of your gas
or whatever it is. Go on. Let's hear it."

"Wdl," said Morrissey, "that gave me achill. If | couldn't convince him, there was no telling what
might happen. And he didn't sound very easy to convince. | could only see one possible way out. It
seemed to methat there had to be some effect from these three circuits. Certainly, they weren't doing
anything here. Could they, then, be producing an effect somewhere se? It wasworth atry. | started
telling him al the trouble we'd had—and meanwhile | varied the current to the three linked sets, and
listened for some response.

"| told him dl about how the accident happened, how the gravitic field distorted and held the circuit
breaker shuit till asection of coil burned out and vaporized, and how the next distortions knocked haf the
storeroom, and the spare gravitor wire, out through the hull. Then | told him what a desolate part of

spaceit happenedin.



"Tough," hesaid.

"It was obvious | hadn't got through yet. Next, | told him how we jury-rigged the main gravitor, using
wire from the tender's gravitor. | told him about al the trouble we had, from then till we got to this planet.
| told him how the gravitor had knocked out the ship's communicator, so we had to use the onein the
tender, and we couldn't get any response with that. | told him how we rewound the tender's gravitor,
came down, and, at the last minute, it malfunctioned, and we missed the spaceport and smashed down in
the forest.

"About thistime, he said it was too bad we hadn't just fallen into asun and got it over with quick. |
kept readjusting the circuit. | told how Cassetti risked hislifeto try and fix the tender's gravitor, and how
Matthis and Warner tried to save Cassetti, and all three were dl but hashed when we hit. | described the
trouble we had when the gray catstried to get us, and when the bats got in here, and the giant thing with
the big head, long snout, and battering-ram tail. He said he was getting bored, and hurry it up. All the
time, | kept varying the current. In my mind, | had a picture of the want-generator sweeping the surface
of the planet, the field moving from place to place as| readjusted the contrals. | had an ideahow this
might work, but was beginning to wonder if thiswasn't just wishful thinking.

"Meanwhile, | wastelling how you and Hammell trekked al the way to the City, and therewasn't a
repair facility there any more. How you came back and the cultivator dmost got you.

"And then," | said, 'they jumped out of the way of the cultivator, and abig patch of smother brush
unfolded its leaves—'

"Heinterrupted. 'Shorten up thistiresometae, will you? 1 couldn't care lessif they fell into agangbat
nest.’

"Well, | said, giving it up, 'that's abouit it, anyway. They stumbled out of there, came back to the ship
aong that path the swarm of bugs had made—"

"'Say,' hesaid, 'that istoo bad, isn't it? They had to come back on abug trail, because there was no
other way.'

"I couldn't figure out if thiswas sarcasm,” said Morrissay, "or sympathy. | sat there holding my
bregth. | didn't dare change the setting.

"That is something, he said, afunny catch in hisvoice. 'All that trouble, and now when they try to
come back, they've got to come back on a bug trail. No wonder the guys wanted to help! Buddy,
we're all people. Weve got to stick together. Why, 1'd give you the shirt right off my back, now | see
what you've been through. | never wanted to help anyone so much in my life. If | can get away, I'll be
out there tomorrow, early. | want to help. I'll—'

"He went on like this so it embarrassed me. | started juggling the current to the different circuits,
trying to cut it down gradually dl around without changing the relationship too much. 1'd figured out that it
was the relative power to the three circuits that probably changed the focus, while the higher the overal
power, the greater the effect.”

Roberts said eagerly, "Could you check that, too?"

"When | got it cut down far enough, he stopped babbling, and when | cut it down further yet, he
findly just sounded sympathetic. | told him wed gladly trade for the goods wed gotten, and | said how
grateful we werefor their help and sympathy, and weld chearfully pay for the help, but he wouldn't even
think of it. | wasin aswest by thetime| got through talking to him."

"Then," said Roberts, "we can use the thing from a distance.”

"The only troubleis, we don't know what it'saimed a. We only know theright setting to hit the
technicians. And once they should move, we'd lose them.”

"Never mind that. They |eft one of their skimmersfor us. Hammell and | can go upin it—one of us
can keep alookout for flying pests, and the other can guideit. It hasits own communicator. We can go
to different places, and you can try different settings. When we fed the effect, well say afew wordsto let
you know where we are. When we have enough of the settings plotted on arough map, we should start
to understand how to set the deviceto am it anywhere."

Morrissey beamed. "And then we can go to work on the city."



They spent the next few days making amap, and plotting the settings that induced wants when they
hovered closeto any given territory. The city, they charted at night, moving low over the darkened
buildings, lit from below by the heavily shielded Streetlights. Meanwhile, Morrissey developed amethod
for focusing the device more accurately, so asto concentrate the effect or spread it over awide region.
Then they decided that they were ready to go to work in earnest.

"You can see,” said Roberts, studying the completed chart, "that we can hit any or dl of the city with
one exception. The computer itsdlf is gpparently unreachable.”

"Standsto reason,” said Hammell. "Desires are emotional. The closest thing that computer hasto an
emotion isitsset of built-in directives.”

"S0," said Roberts, "we have to work through the people, not the computer. Now, the technicians
left the City for exactly the same reasons that the computer has been driven to supplying only bare
necessities. The people are destructive, and uncooperative. What we have to do isto correct that, right?

"Right," said Hammell.

Morrissey took out asheet of paper with alist of settings. He read: "Desire for achievement, desire
to excel, desire to cooperate, desire to make friends, desire to learn, desire to work hard, desireto help
others. Once we get started, that computer will have the easiest timeit's had since it was made.”

"Then," said Roberts, "it ought to be possible for the techniciansto go back. And once we get the
technicians back there, and the populace cooperating, then there should be no trouble getting the tools
made to repair the ship.”

"Q.E.D.," sad Hammell cheerfully.

"When shall we gart?' said Morrissey.

Roberts said briskly. "Right now. Why not set the want-generator on ‘desire for achievement,’ and
give the whole city agood jolt for the rest of the day?"

Hammell nodded. "They certainly could useit."

"O.K.," said Morrissey. He set up "desire for achievement™ on the generator, and snapped it on. "No
use making asmple thing complicated. After we let them want to achieve for awhile, then well hit them
with 'desireto work hard,” and then ‘desire to learn." Welll have them snapped into line in short order.”

Hammell grinned. "Do you suppose well notice much difference if we take the skimmer up late this
afternoon, and look them over through the glasses?’

Morrissey nodded. "Should.”

"l don't see why not," said Roberts. "They'll doubtless be out cleaning those streets. We might even
see them carrying off parts of the dumpsto get that out of town."

Morrissey said, "We might be able to see without even going up in the skimmer. Some of the
components the technicians left look to me like they'll work the 3-V on the comset here. All | haveto do
isput them in, set up for one-way viewing so we don't get snooped by mistake, and—\Voilal —we can
pick up the City'sown 3-V news broadcast.”

Roberts nodded. "O.K. Setit up.”

"Good asdone,” Morrissey said.

Roberts and Hammel | spent the rest of the morning hunting from the skimmer, and came back with an
animd like an antelope, and two smdler animals, like large wood-chucks. The afternoon, they spent
strengthening the cargo section, and refitting its hatch. By now, the big cats had learned to be wary of the
tender, and the rest of the daytime carnivoreswerein awe of the strange three-legged beast. But the
nighttime animals gppeared to be in awe of nothing.

While Roberts and Hammell worked on the tender, Morrissey, in the generd-purpose room, could
be heard whigtling cheerfully.

"O.K.," said Roberts, when they had the big cargo hatch tight, and the sun was dropping toward the
horizon, "want to take alook &t the city?"

"Sure”

Roberts cdled cheerfully to Morrissey. "Want to come aong? We're going to take alook from the
kimmer."



"Go ahead. I've dmost got the screen done.”

Roberts and Hammell got their guns, climbed into the skimmer, and watched the clearing drop away
below. The ground flashed past, forest giving way suddenly to neat rows of crops. Far off to the south, a
dust cloud crawled across the ground, and they redlized it was the cultivator coming north again.

"Good to be up here," sasd Hammell.

Roberts glanced around, to see no flying predators nearby. "It sureis." He pointed up, toward
Orion, orhiting unseen far overhead. "And let's hope were up there again pretty soon.”

Just then, far ahead, the City rose up over the horizon, and seemed to flow swiftly toward them.

Eagerly, Roberts raised the high-powered glasses.

The City sprang closer, clouds of smoke pouring up near its center. Frowning, Roberts adjusted the
magnification.

The scene visibly enlarged, and grew clearer asthey rushed toward it.

In the streets, rioting mobs battled lines of roboid police.

Hammell said eagerly, "Have they accomplished much? Doesthe City look improved?!

Roberts swallowed.

Hammel said, "Let'ssee”

Speechless, Roberts handed over the glasses.

Hammédl stared through them at the city. His mouth opened and shuit.

Roberts swung the skimmer further north, toward the center of the upheaval.

Hammell handed back the glasses.

A second and closer look corrected Roberts impressions. It wasn't ariot. It wasawar. The police
robots were being overturned, and smashed with dedge-hammers and lengths of pipe. The humanswere
seadily forcing their way into the center of the city.

If the roboid police were destroyed, there would be nothing to protect the computer. I the computer
were destroyed, the ship would never be repaired.

"Hang on," said Roberts. He whipped the skimmer around and streaked for the forest.

Hammell said, "Did Morrissey st it up wrong?"

"I don't know. But God help usif that mob wrecks the computer.”

The sun was sinking toward the horizon. To their left, aflying cloud of roughly hand-sized gangbats
gppeared, and turned with aflash of white teeth to intercept the skim-mer. The skimmer pulled ahead,
streaked along over the wide cleared lane through the forest, then Roberts located the clearing and
dropped down beside the tender's cargo hatch. A few moments later, they wereinsde, pulled the
skimmer in and locked the hatch.

In the personnd section of the tender, the communicator was turned up high.

" ... Now being driven back aong the main avenuesleading from Planetary Control. Again we urge
al citizensto remain indoors and avoid joining in this disturbance. Unnecessary loss of life can be avoided
only if dl law-abiding citizensremainin their assgned quarters.. . . "

Roberts and Hammell climbed the ladder to the air lock, stepped in, pushed open the inner door, and
found Morrissey in aglare of light, staring at something out of view from the door. Roberts stepped
forward. By the communicator screen, apair of whirling hypnotic spirals seemed to briefly catch hisgaze,
drawing one eye dightly to the right and the other to the left, till a scrambled chaos of light and shadow on
the screen suddenly took on depth and sprang out into the room, and now Robertswas looking at a
fleeing maob, their discarded wegponsrolled over by police robots sweeping in rigid lines down the long
graight avenues from the center of the city.

Morrissey said shakily, "That was close. If 1'd been an hour later getting that 3-V fixed, | wouldn't
have known what was going onftill too late.”

"What happened?’ said Roberts. "They acted like they were set up to ‘want to revolt.™

"| checked that,” said Morrissey. "What | had set up was 'desire for achievement,’ al right. What we



overlooked was, what kind of achievement? Suppose they think the greatest achievement would beto
overthrow the computer and the robots?"

Hammell turned to Roberts, "Remember what they yelled when they threw the bottles at the
mai ntenance robots? 'Kill the mechd™

"Yegods." Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "What did you do to stop them?”

" Set the want-generator for ‘desire to give up, and beamed it at them, full power. Naturaly, the
computer and the roboid police weren't affected, so in amost no time, they had things under contral. I've
been cutting down the power since then.”

Hammell swore. "There goes that setting. We won't get much help from 'desire for achievement.™

Roberts was frowning. "It's worse than that. It means we don't know how they'll react to any desre.”

Morrissey nodded. "L ook at this." He hit the "Replay” button, and arecorded view appeared,
showing an gpartment house door coming dowly open. A crafty individua with aknife eased out,
carrying acord, on which was strung about a dozen odd objects. As he peered around, something
flicked into his neck from the side, he clawed at thisthroat, staggered to the sidewalk, and a moment
later a second figure greedily took possession of the string, bent over the falen figure to take it by one
ear, pulled out aknife, briefly tested its edge with athumb—"

Morrissey hit the"Replay" button.

Black smoke poured out of abuilding. A set of scurrying figuresran past carrying atorch, sprinted
down the block, hurled the torch through awindow, threw half-a-dozen bottlesin after it, and dove into
the gutter. A yellow flash and flame roared out the window, to climb high up the side of the building.

"Accomplishment,” said Morrissey dryly. "Collect ears, burn buildings, smash the town to bits."

Roberts snapped the switch, to see what was happening now.

At once, amob appeared, racing in full flight down astreet where no roboid police were anywherein
sght. Screams of terror mingled with the blare of loudspeakers:

"Becdm! You arein no danger! No punishment isintended for those who took part in this
disturbance!"

Someone screamed. "They're after ugl”

The loudspeaker boomed. "Becam!”

Someone screamed.

"HERE THEY COME!"

Roberts glanced at Morrissey. "Better turn that thing down."

"I've already got it turned down dmost al theway.”

On the screen, the mob was running so fast that anyone who hesitated wasimmediately trampled
underfoot.

"Thetrouble," said Morrissey, "isthat once they get going, they go faster and faster al by themsalves.
They build up akind of inertiaal on their own."

The communicator was saying, "Thisview istypical of the streetsin atwenty-mile ring around the
Panetary Control Center. All citizens are urged to remain indoors. Repest, al citizens are urged—"

Roberts said, "Weve got to stop it.”

"What would you suggest?' asked Morrissey.

"How about 'desireto fight'? That ought to nullify the panic.”

Hammell nodded. "They can't be scared and mad at the sametime.”

Morrissey didn't say anything, but glanced at alist of settings tacked on the want-generator frame,
then bent over it carefully. He straightened and glanced at the screen.

The screaming mob rounded a corner and there was another terrified mob coming from the other
direction. They fled headlong straight into each other, hit like two avalanchesin collision, and were strewn
al over street and sidewalks by the impact. They then suddenly looked furious, and sprang to their feet.

"Quick!" shouted Roberts. "Shut it of f!"

"Done," said Morrissey.

On the screen, the mingled remnants of the two mobs waded into each other savagely.

"For—" Roberts looked on, speechless.



"It's started,” said Morrissey, "so it goes on by itself. Each one of them saw someone else glaring a
him. That was on account of our want-generator here. We turned that off. But aready, they were
swinging at each other. And the punches connected. Well, what would you do? Now they've got real
reasons to be mad. Y ou want meto set it up for 'desireto flee again?

"No. Thisisjust one scene. For dl we know, on other streetsthey're till fighting and running at the
sametime. Set it up for 'desireto deep.’ | don't see what harm that can do.”

On the screen, the combatants gradual ly seemed to run down. They looked around, yawning.

"Quick! said Roberts. "Shut it off!"

"Off," ssid Morrissey. "I'm getting quick at turning thisthing off."

Hammdl said, "Why not leave it on. Get them quieted down, and—Oh."

Fire was crawling forward up the block, and now burst out the windows fronting on the nearest
Street.

"l wasdfraid," said Roberts, "they'd get caught inthefire."

"Thisdisgraceful riot,” the communicator was saying, ""has caused damage that may not be repaired
for years. Y our city administration, human and roboid, will attempt to rectify the Stuation asrapidly as
possible. But any improvement will be contingent upon your cooperation. This upheava has cast doubt
upon many fundamenta bdiefsfirmly held in the past, and in future it may be necessary for your
adminigtration to use stronger methods to maintain law and order. It isfervently hoped, however, that—"

"Shut it off," groaned Roberts.

Morrissey reached over and snapped the switch.

"Great space,”" said Hammdl. " All we did was beam 'desire for achievement' at them for afew
hours. How did al this mess come about?"

"Obvioudy," said Morrissey, "their idea of achievement just wasn't what we had in mind."

"Sure, but that isn't what | mean. Look, it wasonly alittle time. A few hours, that'sal. How did a
full-fledged revolution get going in that length of time?"

Roberts shook his head. "What's the big problem in getting anything changed? Creating desire for the
change. To get areform pushed through, for instance, there hasto be alot of argument just to get people
headed in the same direction. With this device, we may get through that tagein afew minutes.”

"Only," said Morrissey, "we don't know what will happen till we've doneit.”

"Thetrouble" said Hammell, "isthat they just aren't educated. If they were educated, they'd want
exactly the samethings we want. Let's set up 'desire to study.' We've got that, haven't we? Sure we
have. | remember.”

Dubioudy, Morrissey sad, "I don't know. It seemsto me—"

"Yes, we have, | remember when we hit it. All a once, | got an urge to sudy circuits, memorize
formulas—"

"Yes," sad Morrissey, "1 know weve got ‘'desire to study' on thelist. Sure we can hit them with that.
But then what? I've had enough of being sorcerer's gpprentice for awhile.”

"What harm could it possibly do?'

"I don't know. But that doesn't proveit won't do harm.”

"Thetrouble," said Roberts, "isthat we just aren't used to thisthing yet. We need more practice. This
islike stepping out into space for the first time, when you've grown up on aplanet. Thething is strange.
But that doesn't mean you won't master it, with practice.”

Morrissey looked dightly encouraged. "It is truethat thisisthefirst timeweve used it.”

"Sure" saild Hammdll. "We were bound to have trouble.

"But," said Roberts, "adready we're getting used to it. We know, for instance, that the effect builds up
alot faster than we thought. And we aso know that, once started, there's asort of inertia—the thing
tendsto keep going by itsdlf.”

"Well," said Morrissey, "when you put it that way—maybe things aren't as bad asthey looked. But |
think we'd better lay off for awhile, anyhow. I'm about donein.”

Roberts nodded. "They're about doneinin that city, too."

"But tomorrow,” said Hamméll, "we can start educating them.”



Early the next morning, they tuned in the city. The scene on the 3-V looked exactly like what it
was—the morning after asmall war. Roboid fire-fighting equipment battled firesin buildings and
smoldering dumps, whilefirg-aid crews shunted riot victimsinto big many-whedled ambulances that
rolled away with adozen patients at atime. Whole buildings, and long stretches of street and park, were
like mountains of white foam, but morefires still burned, and the progtrate formsin the streets plainly
numbered in the hundreds, if not thousands.

"Whew," said Morrissey, glancing from the 3-V to the want-generator. | don't know. I'm amost
afraid to touch thisthing."

"Don't worry about that," said Hammell, "alittle education will straighten everything out.”

"How do we know they can get anything to study? Does the place have alibrary?’

"It'sbound to,” said Hammell. "Comeon. Let'sget onwithiit."

With visible reluctance, Morrissey turned to the want-generator. Then he shrugged, glanced at thelist
of settings, and got to work.

Hammell glanced a Roberts. "I wish they'd had something like thiswhen | wasin schoal.”

Roberts nodded absently. He was starting to have doubts about this approach. "How long isthis
going to take? Education is great, but it's kind of along-range proposition. We want to get off this planet
sometimein the foreseeable future.”

"Well," saidd Hamméll, "we worked up asmall war inlessthan aday.”

Morrissey straightened. "There we are. Now, what do we do? Shall we all watch it at once, or
should we set up a system of watches?'

Hammell shrugged. "Why not let it work for an hour or s0?'A watched pot never boils.™

"No," said Morrissey. "It doesn't bail over, ether.”

Roberts said, "I don't see how it could do any quick damage. Suppose Hammell and | work for a
while on the game we caught yesterday? If you want, you can keep watch on the 3-V."

Morrissey nodded. "What happened yesterday makes me uneasy."

"Nothing bad," said Hammell positively, "can possibly come out of education.”

Morrissey visbly readied asharp reply.

Roberts poured oil on the waters. "Probably nothing will happen, but there's no harm being on the
safedde. Let'sgo seeif anything got in last night.”

Hammell nodded, and went along with Roberts into the cargo compartment.

"Well," hesaid, "we should have fresh mest pretty soon. Nothing got in herelast night.”

They examined the game they'd caught the previous day, bled, gutted, and then hung up till they had
timeto skin it. Then they got out their knives.

An hour later, their knives were blunted, and their hands sore.

Hammell growled, "It couldn't be harder if it were frozen.”

The iff skin, held to the meat by tough membranes, gave way aninch at atime.

"Whew," said Roberts. "No wonder those technicians seemed so ugly. Probably everything they've
got only came after astruggle.”

Hammell nodded. " Or maybe they got that way from eating the meat."

"That'sathought." Roberts eyed the anima with calculating gaze. "Weve got to figureit out
somehow. Those emergency rations were meant for awhole crew, but they won't last forever."

"Yeagh. Well, if wekeep at it—"

From the other end of the tender came Morrissey's voice.

"Ah, for theloveof ... Well, GREAT HOLY LEAPING .. ."

Without aword, Roberts and Hammell jumped up, and headed at arun for Morrissey and the 3-V
St

"Just ligento this™" said Morrissey.
" ... will bedone" the communicator was saying, "in order to supply suitable study materids. We
repest, however, that books, films, spoals, and exhibits on such subjects as shoplifting, explosives,



safe-cracking, mental-suggestion, seduction, death rays, hypnotism, aphrodisiacs, sabotage, secret jujitsu
blows, and undetectable murder methods are forbidden under alaw which hasjust been enacted.
However, if anyone wishesto learn about anything else, the necessary materialswill be provided,
following due and careful consideration of the request.”

Hammel sagged againgt the bulkhead.

Roberts shook his head. " Another zero."

Morrissey had an odd smile on hisface. "What next?"

"Firgt," said Roberts, "we don't get discouraged. We've got to keep trying—"

"Sure," said Morrissey. "If once you don't succeed, try, try again. If twice you don't succeed, try, try
again. If threetimes you don't succeed—"

Roberts said, "What do you say | take the next turn at this?'

"Anything so | don't have to watch any more of it. What are you going to try?"

Hammell said uneasily, "I know the last one didn't turn out, but 1've got another idea.”

Morrissey smiled. "Sure.”

Hammell thrust out hischin.

Robertssaid, "Try it. If were going to get out of here, we've got to get some kind of improvement
darted. Just watch it."

"Il watchit," said Hammdl grimly. "Y ou go ahead.”

Morrissey said, "It'sdl yours. I'm going on vacation, starting now.”

"Bring your knifewith you," said Roberts. "I hopeit's sharp.”

Roberts and Morrissey had been wrestling with the local variety of antelope for the better part of two
hours, when a stream of incredible profanity burst out on them from the other section of the ship. They
gprinted for the air lock.

" ... Misrable, brainless, incorrigible cretins,” Hammel was snarling. He glanced around at
Roberts. "Look at this. | set up 'desire to work.™

Standing out from the screen, in redigtic three-dimensiond solidity, wasasmall crowd with hammers,
pipes, and crowbars. Asthey moved back, it was possible to see that they were crowded around a
half-disassembled police robot. Proudly, they took out gears, shafts, and small € ectric motors, and
divided them up amongst themsdves.

" ... sortof activity," the communicator was saying, "will not be tolerated, nor will further removal of
paving blocks, doors and window frames, or lengths of gas or water line. Y our law-enforcement agency
ordersyou to cease and desist from further demolition, remodeling, and private unauthorized
congtruction. Strict penaltieswill beimposed. . . "

"That doesit," sad Hammell.

"Well," said Roberts, "weve only sarted—"

"O.K., you try it." Hammell went out the air lock. Morrissey lost no timefollowing him.

Roberts found himself aone, eyeing first the want-generator, and then the sight of aweird structure,
built of torn-up paving blocks, that was rising in the middle of a street, blocking the two center lanes.

"Whew," said Roberts. Hewent out into the control room, sat down in the control seet, tilted it
back, and just let hismind drift. A few ideas cameinto hisfield of consciousness. How about 'desireto
do right'? But that depended on what anyone thought was right. How about 'desire for progress?
Roberts didn't think he and Morrissey and Hammell had hit on that setting yet, but even if they did, what
would that produce? Whose idea of progress? How about 'desire for rigion? His mind presented him
with apicture of devotees hurling babiesinto theflaming idol.

Roberts groaned, logt the thread of his thoughts, fell into akind of stupefied daze, and emerged
thinking, "Obvioudy, one man can't figure thisout. It will take everyone to doiit.”

He woke up abruptly to ask himself what this meant.

Then suddenly he sat up. He swung hislegs over the edge of the tilted control seat, and balanced
there, hanging tight to the idea.



Everyone hasgot to do it.

Do what?

Figureit out.

How can that be?

Everyone will have to want to think.

Without wanting to, they won't do it, and every other desire will lead to amess.

Roberts got up, frowning, and walked out to look at the list tacked by the want-generator. Halfway
down was the notation: "Desre to meditate, consder, think things through.”

From the other part of the ship, he could hear heavy breathing as Hammell and Morrissey wrestled
with the tough hide.

Robertslooked at the notation again, then studied the linked want-generators. Carefully, he
disconnected one from the others, adjusted it to the proper setting, and turned it on, using low power.

At once, he had astrong insstent desire to think things over. What did life mean? Did what he was
doing make sense? How—

Roberts carefully cut the power further.

"Hey," came Morrissey'svoice. "What are we using knives for?'

"Agh!" said Hammell. "How could we be so stupid? What we need for this beast are hatchets. Wait
aminute

There were rapid footsteps, then amoment later, there was a whack and agrunt. "Ah, that's better.
Now we've got a chance.”

Roberts connected the want-generator back into the larger circuit, and considered it carefully.

What was the chief difference between men, anyway, except that some men thought more and
deeper than others, and put the thoughtsinto action?

Carefully, Roberts adjusted the want-generator.

One hand on the switch, he asked himsdlf, "Is'desire to think' the cure-al? Anyway, it's one of the
ingredients, and probably the one that's missing. They've got plenty of experience. But isit dl such
one-sided experience that they'll end up with the wrong conclusions? Then what?'

Exasperated, Roberts paused to set the power lower yet, and threw the switch.

Then he went out into the air lock, and called Morrissey.

Morrissey came over, entered the hatch, and followed Roberts through the air lock, to hastily glance
at the 3-V. Nothing was visible save afew people wandering around with looks of vague disquiet, asif
they had just remembered that they wanted to do something, but what wasit?

Morrissey looked at the want-generator to seeif it was on, blinked in surprise, and studied the
SHting.

"'Desire to meditate, consider, think thingsthrough.' Why didn't | think of that?"

Roberts shook his head. "1t won't work. Count on it. It looked great a minute ago. But it's not
enough.”

"At least, they aren't tearing the place to pieces.”

"No, but weve got to work in some other wants and desires, or they aren't going to accomplish
anything, ether. Let'slet 'desireto think' run for awhile, then very carefully we can switch to another
signd, maybe 'desire to improve,’ and see what happens. If some kind of mess starts up, we can go back
to 'dedreto think’ again.”

Morrissey began to look excited. "That might work, at that."

"O.K., let'sgivethem avacation for afew hours, then start hitting them with 'desirefor deep.’ They'll
be in better shapeto think straight tomorrow if they get plenty of deep tonight.”

"Good idea. Swdll, welll do that."

That night, the roboid police patrolled in vain. Not one crime was committed, anywherein the city.
All the humanswere adeep.

The next morning, around 6:15, the people of the city began to wake up. Everything went along
normdly until around 9:00 am., when an insstent urge to think things over began to seize hold of them.



The roboid police were now unemployed till noon, when the inhabitants stopped frowning in thought long
enough to eat. Activity picked up to norma until 1:00 in the afternoon, when gradually everyone began
feding aprogressively stronger urge to think things over. Thiswent on until 5:00 p.m., when the populace
gradualy began to loseinterest, stretched, and felt adesire for physical exercise. The roboid police, who
had whedled vainly up and down the long empty streetsall afternoon, now suddenly got their whole day's
workout in twenty minutes. The populace chose to take their exercise by bombarding the police with
bottles, trash, and broken-up chunks of paving. When the furious twenty minutes cameto an end, at
precisaly 5:20, the populace started to lose interest, and drifted back into the buildings, where they
thought things over until around six-thirty. Then they began to want something to eat and things came
back to comparative norma until around 9:00 p.m. when everyone began to yawn. By 9:30 the human
part of the city was adeep.

All that night, the roboid police had nothing to do but travel up and down the empty streets.

"Now," said Hammell, "thisismorelikeit."”

Morrissey beamed. "We're sarting to get the hang of thisthing.”

Roberts, conscious of having originated the idea, modestly said nothing.

The next day went aong the same way, until 6:00 p.m., when Roberts shut down operationstill 9:00.

"It'sworking," said Hammell. "Y ou can see an improvement in their gppearance.”

"That deep helps," said Morrissey.

"Not only that, they look thoughtful.”

"What we're doing ought to redly uplift this place," Morrissey agreed.

Roberts basked, and remained Slent.

<Break>

There was ajarring buzz from the communicator.

Morrissey sat up. "Who might that be?'

"Probably thetechnicians,” said Hammell.

"Leavethevisud transmisson off," said Roberts, sitting up. Morrissey nodded. "How about visud
reception?”

"OK. by me"

Morrissey snapped on the communicator.

The three-dimensiona image of Kelty, assstant-chief of the City's law-enforcement department
gprang into view. Kty looked exhausted.

"O.K., youwin, Roberts."

Roberts looked blank.

"Roberts," sad Kelty. "Do you hear me?"'

" hear you."

"I'm throwing in the sponge. Y ou'll have your repairs as soon as we can get the shop set up.”

"Y ou said that couldn't be done."

"The events of the last few days have given the computer some new datato work on. That uprisng
came within a hairbreadth of success. The computer now knows it can be destroyed. One of the
computer's built-in directivesisthat it safeguard itself, so long asthe resulting actionsaren't inimica to the
long-term welfare of the populace. That directiveis now brought into operation.”

"l see. But why cdl me?'

"I've been thinking things over for the last couple of days. Bdlieve me, | haven't thought asmuchin
most years as I've thought in the last couple days. Thething is perfectly obvious. Firdt, theré'sthe worst
upheava weve ever had on this planet. Following this, we have the most fantastic set of exasperating
petty-sabotage operations, in turn followed by utter silence. Then, thereis one concentrated burst of
violence, followed again by slence. We have thistwo daysin arow.”

Onthe 3-V, Kdty shook hishead. "By no stretch of the imagination could athing like thiscome
about by accident. Thisisademondration of control that stuns the mind. Control by whom? The most
searching investigation, using surveillance devices dl over the City, reved s not the dightest evidence of
how it's done. So we're blocked there. But who could provide the leadership for athing like this? Only



the technicians, or complete outsiders. | happen to know that the techniciansarein no positionto doit.
With them, in that wilderness, it's touch-and-go.

"Now then," said Kdty, "where does this|eave us? We have the following events: Y ou and your
cargo-control officer present yourselvesto the City government, requesting repairs. Y ou are refused. A
couple weeks go by, and someone masterminds an attack that al but destroys the entity that refused you
help. Following this, thereis ademongration that someoneis exercising nearly absolute control over the
populace. All I cansay is, I'm sorry | was so dow to catch on. I've put the problem to the computer in
the light of thesefacts, and it is prepared to rebuild the Class | repair facility at once, especialy if youll
hold down the destructiveness of the populace until the work is done.”

Roberts waited until he was reasonably sure he had control of hisvoice. "Kelty, you understand that |
don't admit interfering intheinternd affairs of this planet?'

Kety nodded glumly.

"However," said Roberts, "from what you've told me, and from what we've seen watching the 3-V, it
does seem that this destructiveness you speak of ought to die down for long enough to get the repair
facility completed.”

Kelty sghedinrelief. "Congder it done. Listen, Roberts—"

"y e

"I don't know who you really are, or what are your intentions. With such power asyou've
demondtrated, obvioudy you're far more than the captain of acargo ship. | don't ask you to admit that.
All | say isthis: If you decideto fit this planet into your plans, just tell me what you want done. Isthat
dl right, Roberts?"

"I hear you," said Roberts, fighting to keep hisvoice even.

"That'sal | ask," said Kdty. "I'm sorry it took me so long to catch on.”

The three-dimensional image faded out.

Roberts turned off the communicator.

Morrissey sad, in asurprised voice, "That'sit. That's what we've been trying for."

Hammell said hesitantly, ™Y ou know, he'sright. With this device, we could exercise enormous
power." He paused. "But, of course, we wouldn't want to."

"Of course not," said Roberts, scowling.

"It would be sdifish," said Morrissey.

They dropped the subject, but it hung in the air afterward.

The daystill now, having been filled with trouble and danger, had crept past aminute at atime. The
following days, filled with success, went by in aflash. Suddenly the repair facility was done, the specid
tools made, the repairsfinished, and the three injured men were on their way back to the tender.
Roberts, Hammell, and Morrissey disassembled the want-generator, and stood watching the city on the
3-V.

"Well," said Hammdll, "believe me, we earned those repairs.”

On the screen, the people had changed in away that was hard to pin down, but that came across as
amarked increase in self-respect and self-reliance.

Morrissey said exasperatedly, "The planet's still a mess, though. Look there.”

A group of youths stalked past, four abreast, wearing armbands marked with triple thunderbolts.
They were nest, trim, and confident, the rest of the citizens hastened to get off the Sdewak asthey
approached.

A raoboid policeman cruised by, plainly uncertain just what to do about this phenomenon.

"Somewhere," said Morrissey, "there must be someonein that city who did alot of thinking—about
just how much power he could get, with the right organization.”

Hammell nodded. "Kdty's going to have a great time when that outfit gets going.”

Roberts was frowning at the screen. He could sense what was coming. Morrissey and Hammell both
had afeding of dissatisfaction. The job wasn't done yet.

Hamméll said, "Wevedl got accumulated leave coming. | was wondering—"



Morrissey was frowning at the screen. "That's athought. We ought to be able to finish this”

Hammel and Morrissey glanced questioningly a Roberts. Something told Roberts that they were not
asking hisopinion asto whether they should come back. They were asking if he wanted to come back
with them.

Kety'slast comment occurred to Roberts. Kelty thought some gigantic cosmic plan was afoot. But
Roberts and the others had merely been driven here by bad luck, and the want-generator wasjust a
device they found handy to help them get away.

Roberts paused, as his memory played back thislast thought, and then his perspective shifted.

The steam engine was once just a device that people found handy to pump water out of mines.

The airplane had been only adevice that could hold aman off the ground for fifty-nine seconds, and
in the process carry him not quite three hundred yards.

The spaceship was once just adevice that could lift an experimenta anima into orbit for afew days.

It was merdly that kind of device that the three of them had stumbled on.

Why get excited about a thing like that?

Roberts was dizzy with a sudden vision that flashed into his mind, and as suddenly was gone.
Morrissey and Hammell were il looking at him questioningly.

Roberts waited amoment, to be sure his voice could be natural.

Then he cleared histhroat.

"O.K." hesad.



