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As
machines become more and more complex, Man’s basic problem will be to retain
mastery over them. The take-over bid may become more insidious than we think.

   

Slowly
he began to realize that he didn’t like the painting he was working on. For
years he had depicted machinery and wiring diagrams and he was the leading and
most successful exponent of his school of art. His annual exhibit netted him a
considerable income and he made enough to be in the top ten per cent income
bracket, with first-class citizenship rights, such as voting, but as he
finished Bevel Gears in Lavender, Douglas Copeland was forced to admit
to himself that there was something he didn’t like about the work. It was
good—each and every cogwheel was drawn with mechanical precision and the light
and shadow effects made outstanding use of the limitations of lavender. The
painting would quite probably sell for more money than any of his previous
ones. The critics would quite probably call it his masterpiece. But it wasn’t a
painting he could be happy about, and that wasn’t anything he could explain to
himself.

“Is something wrong?” Peter asked
in his mellow voice. Peter was Copeland’s Guardian Angel. He took up the whole
west wall of Copeland’s studio and looked after him. There was a note of
fatherly concern in Peter’s voice.

“Nothing’s wrong,” Copeland said,
touching up a cogwheel.

“I understand,” said Peter. “The
artistic strain. You’ve outdone yourself this time, Douglas. Lavender is my favourite
colour, you know, and the poetry of this painting is superb. Superb! This may
well be your masterpiece.”

Copeland tried to look engrossed
in his work so that he wouldn’t have to answer Peter. The Guardian Angel merely
hummed, like the elaborate thinking machine it was, as Copeland put on the
finishing touches. Copeland had promised Marty Apery twenty paintings for the
next exhibit, which was only a month away. This was number sixteen. Copeland
took a spray can of drying agent and applied it to the painting, varnishing and
drying it all in one simple press of a spray nozzle. He took the painting from
the easel and propped it face against the wall with the other fifteen. Four
more paintings to go and only a month to do them in.

Well, that wasn’t much of an
obstacle. He could do four in a week. But even so, the prospect of having to do
four more paintings of cogwheels and axles and cotter pins was depressing. He
stood wiping his hands needlessly with his wiping cloth and staring at the back
of the painting he had finished.

“Are you going to start another
one tonight?” Peter asked brightly.

“No, it’s late,” Copeland said. “I’m
going to bed.”

“On the contrary, it’s early,”
said Peter.

But Copeland went to bed anyway.

When he awoke the next morning,
the clock greeted him with the jovial announcement that it was Thursday and
that the world ran smoothly. Copeland groaned. Thursday. That was his privacy
day—the day Peter was turned off so that Copeland could enjoy the ministrations
of solitude.

He ate breakfast sombrely and
planned his day. Four more paintings of cogwheels.

He could finish one by the
weekend, he reminded himself.

After breakfast he set a canvas
up on his easel and took out his sketches. He found the one he wanted to do
next, a nice symbolic design showing a large cogwheel surrounded by clusters of
smaller cogwheels, all in a complex geometric design. He thought about the
colours for a moment. He was tempted to paint it in loud and clashing hues, but
he didn’t really want to. He rather preferred a more subtle, perceptionistic
scheme in his works. He was good at colour and skilful colour work was about
the only challenge, he found to this sort of work. He finally decided to paint
the cogwheel in the upper right-hand corner in red and graduate through the
spectrum, ending up with blue in the lower left-hand corner. The background
would have to be either black or purple. He decided on purple. Peter would like
this painting. He seated himself at his easel and picked up the pencil.

That was as far as he got. He
stared at the blank canvas and didn’t begin drawing. The room was too silent.
There wasn’t even the humming that Peter made when he was running. This was
privacy day, so Peter was turned off and Copeland was free to be alone, to do
as he pleased. He threw down the pencil and left the studio to find a party.

He found one at the estate of an
acquaintance he knew only as Charlie. Charlie had bought a couple of Copeland’s
paintings and greeted him enthusiastically. Copeland didn’t particularly like
Charlie, but a party is a party, so he dialled a drink, not paying much
attention to what he was getting and went off to find a corner to drink in.

He found the corner and tasted
the drink. A voice said, “Do I know you?”

The drink had a will of its own,
but that surprised him. It took Copeland a minute to realize that it hadn’t
been the drink which had spoken to him. He looked around and saw a pair of
amused grey eyes.

“No, I don’t guess I do,” the
girl said. “I wasn’t sure. You can never be sure at parties like this. My name’s
Philomene Bemis. What’s your name?”

“Douglas Copeland.”

“I like that,” said the girl. “Are
you famous? A lot of Charlie’s friends are famous.”

“I’m an artist,” Copeland said.

For a moment Philomene looked puzzled.
“Oh,” she said, catching on. “You mean you paint and draw. Are you any good?
How about getting me a drink?”

Copeland got her a drink and
tried to refill his own now empty glass. He wasn’t sure what he had got before,
but the substitution was almost as interesting. He and Philomene talked, and
before he knew it, she was interested in his work. Copeland was amazed to learn
that she had never seen any of his paintings. She had never been to Charlie’s
European estate, where two of Copeland’s paintings hung. She was very
apologetic about it and after his third—or maybe it was his fourth—drink, he
invited Philomene to his studio.

   

She
looked around the studio, grey eyes large with amazement. She wore a tight,
revealing yellow dress and had beautiful nearly black hair. “What’s that?” she
demanded, pointing at the wall that housed Peter.

“That’s Peter. My Guardian Angel.
Don’t you have one?”

“Heavens, no,” Philomene said. “I
can’t afford one. Besides, who’d want one of those creeps around all the time.
You do these paintings ?” she asked, picking up Bevel Gear in Lavender.

“That’s right.”

“You must get paid real good for
this sort of thing,” she said frowning at the painting. “I mean having a
Guardian Angel and all. Does this kind of painting bring in very much?”

“Yes.”

“Could I see some of your others?”

“They’re right there,” Copeland
told her.

She looked at the others, one or
two with some interest, but for the most part rather cursorily. “Is this all
you do?” she asked.

“Sure.”

“Well, the colour’s nice,” she
said, getting to her feet, “but don’t you ever paint people?”

“Of course not.”

She regarded him strangely. “Why
not?”

“Well, because—well, people
are—common.”

“So are cogwheels,” she said.

“Yes, but people are drawn for
comic strips and you can see them in photographs and TV and on the streets. Art’s
not like that.”

“Isn’t it supposed to be like
real life ?”

“Yes, of course,” Copeland said. “Only
art is more like real life than—than––”

“Than people ?”

“You don’t understand,” Copeland
said with agitation. “You just don’t understand the nature of art.”

“And who does?”

“I have my admirers. I get
thousands of dollars per painting. People like my work. Peter is constantly
praising it.”

“I thought that was it,”
Philomene said. “Peter. Your Guardian Angel. You do paintings of cogwheels the
same as all the other artists, and you sell to people with Guardian Angels—just
like you’ve got. Guardian Angels to tell you what to think and feel. Did it
ever occur to you that Peter might like paintings of cogwheels and wiring
diagrams because it’s a machine?”

“Peter has my best interests at
heart.”

“He doesn’t even have a heart,”
Philomene said, “and he wouldn’t know your best interests from a short circuit.
What about your love life ?”

A little indignantly, Copeland
said, “Peter is well aware that human beings must occasionally have certain
releases from the anxieties that come from the pressures of modern
society––”

“Anxiety hell,” she said and she
kissed him. “How was that for releasing pressure?” She kissed him again, longer
this time.

“Well?” she asked.

“Well––”

“You’re a fool,” she said
angrily. She walked over to the easel and took the covering cloth from the
blank canvas. “You haven’t started this one yet?”

“I was thinking about it,”
Copeland said. He found his sketches and showed her the one he had selected.

“More cogwheels,” she said with
distaste.

“I was going to start-here and
paint this one red and work through the spectrum to blue here––”

“Does it mean anything?”

“It symbolizes the order of the
universe.”

She looked at the sketch
solemnly, taking it and holding it off for a better look. “Is that what you
think the universe is?”

“Of course. Doesn’t everybody?”

“I’m certain that I don’t,”
Philomene said. “It would be a horrible universe if it were like that. Where
would all the questions be? And what’s a universe without questions?” She
looked at him cryptically. “Don’t you have any questions you’d like to ask ?”

“You just don’t understand art,”
Copeland said, taking his sketch back.

“Don’t you want to paint
something else? Aren’t you tired of all this?”

“Of course not. I’m happy and
content. It’s just that––”

“Ah ha!” cried Philomene.

“I only meant that I need a
vacation,” Copeland said.

“You mean you’re tired of
painting cogwheels,” Philomene said, triumph gleaming in her eyes. “Admit it.”

“Well, so what? Maybe I am.”

She came up to him and put her
head on his shoulder. “Of course you are.”

“But it doesn’t mean anything.”

“Of course not,” Philomene said,
her hair brushing Copeland’s cheek.

“So lots of people take
vacations. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“Of course not,” Philomene said. “Didn’t
you ever paint people at all ?”

“A long time ago in school.”

“Why not again? You said you needed
a change. What could be more of a change ?”

“But I don’t have a subject,”
Copeland said. “You’ve got to have a model to paint people.”

Philomene kissed his cheek. “You
have me,” she said.

Copeland looked at Philomene. Her
features were even, her complexion smooth and creamy, her figure nice—well, he
decided, watching her breathe, maybe “nice” was too mild a word for it. Her
hair was dark and lustrous and her grey amused eyes were fascinating. Copeland
glanced at Peter, then remembered that this was Privacy Day and for twenty-four
hours Peter was shut off. But Peter had often eulogized the value of an
occasional change––

“All right,” he said. “I’ll do
it.”

“I knew you would,” she said and
kissed him again. “I’m proud of you.”

Copeland rummaged around for a
moment before he found his sketching pad. He took his pencils out and turned
back to see Philomene taking off her dress. He opened his mouth to say
something, but he wasn’t really sure what to say, so he just left his mouth
open. Philomene looked up at him, quizzically. “Don’t you want me to pose
undressed?” she asked.

“Well, that is … I mean …”

She smiled. “All right then. We’ll
only swim in shallow water this lesson.” She put the dress back on. “Zip me up
please,” she said.

Copeland zipped her dress up and
Philomene perched herself atop a stool to pose for him. “I’ll bet you’re sorry
already that I’m posing clothed,” she said.

“It’s more artistic this way,” he
mumbled.

Philomene only smiled.

Copeland’s first sketches were
stiff and self-conscious but to his surprise he found himself gradually getting
the hang of it. By the time he had done six sketches he considered asking her
to pose nude, but he saw her smiling at him and decided not to. Besides, her
dress didn’t leave that much to the imagination. Her legs were smooth and well
formed, her breasts firm and rounded. By the time he had finished the seventh sketch
he was actually having fun. He hadn’t had fun drawing in years.

She posed patiently for him, but
finally had to remind him that she had to eat to maintain the strength to
exercise enough to keep her weight down—and that she was a little cramped from
not moving for two or three hours. Apologetically, Copeland suggested they
break for dinner.

“Now do you agree with me?” she
asked, climbing off the stool rather stiffly. Normally Copeland would have been
gentleman enough to help her off, but he was busy spreading the sketches out on
the table.

“Not really,” he said.

“Those two are good,” she said,
indicating the last two he had drawn.

“Oh, they’re all right,” he said.

They ate and Philomene agreed to
pose again. This time Copeland sketched on the canvas until he had the
pencilling for a painting. Philomene stretched while Copeland gathered his
paints and prepared for the actual painting. Then she struck the pose again and
Copeland began work.

   

The
next morning, Copeland overslept. As he entered the studio, where breakfast was
waiting, Peter greeted him with his usual cheerful, “Good morning, Douglas.”

“Morning,” Copeland answered,
sitting down at the table.

“You seem cheerful this morning,”
Peter said, “and on top of oversleeping. Did you enjoy yourself last night ?”

“Yes,” Copeland said between
mouthfuls.

Sunlight streamed in through the
studio window and Copeland felt great. He glanced at the easel where the
half-finished painting was covered so that Peter hadn’t seen it. He ate an
extra large breakfast before getting to work.

Remembering Peter, he moved the
easel around so that the painting would be turned away from Peter’s sensory
scanners. Then he removed the cover and regarded the painting a moment before
picking up his brush.

“Why did you do that?” Peter
asked.

“Do what?” asked Copeland. “Oh.
Move the easel—the light’s better here.”

“But there is less light at that
angle,” Peter said. “Is something wrong?”

“What could be wrong?”

“I’m sure I don’t know. But why
else hide the painting from me?”

“Hide? Oh, it’s a surprise. I’ll
show it to you when I finish it.”

“It must be quite special,” Peter
said pleasantly. “I look forward to it. But you’ll have to go some to improve
on Bevel Gear in Lavender. That should make you rich in itself. You
almost have a full quota for the exhibit, haven’t you ?”

“Oh, yes…”

Copeland became intent on his
work and was completely lost in himself when the door announced a visitor that
afternoon. The door had to repeat the announcement. Copeland blinked and asked,
“Who?”

“Mr. Apery from Reality Gallery,”
the door said.

Copeland hastily covered the
painting and told the door to admit Apery. Apery was Copeland’s agent and the
owner of the gallery where most of his work was exhibited. Apery was a big gorilla-like
man who favoured large and malodorous cigars.

“How’s it coming?” Apery asked,
slapping his paw into Copeland’s hand. “The exhibit lined up yet?”

“Just about,” Copeland said,
pointing to the paintings against the wall. “See for yourself.”

Apery poured forth a cloud of
stagnant smoke and began examining the paintings one by one, occasionally
whistling in admiration at those which would probably bring large commissions. “These
are great,” he said when he had seen them all.

“Of course they’re great,” Peter
said.

“Is this another one?” Apery
said, indicating the painting covered on the easel.

“No!” Copeland said, but it was
too late. Apery pulled back the cloth and stared at the painting.

“Hey, what’s this ? Don’t I know
this dame ?” he asked.

“I beg your pardon,” said Peter.

“You’ve probably seen her around,”
Copeland said.

“Oh yes,” Apery said. “Name’s
Bemis. She’s quite a doll, isn’t she. Hey, you have quite a line here. I never
realized just how handy it must be to be an artist.”

“Is that a painting of a young
lady?” Peter asked coldly.

“Her?” Apery asked.

“I only wanted to do something a
little different,” Copeland said.

“May I see it?” Peter asked.

Copeland moved the easel around
so that Peter could pick up the painting on his scanner sensors. “She’s real
nice,” he said. “You’d like her.”

“I’m certain I would,” Peter said
coldly. “Will you finish this today ?”

“Yes,” Copeland said.

“What about the rest of the
exhibit?” Apery asked.

“I can do four more cogwheel
paintings in a couple of weeks,” Copeland said.

“Good,” Apery said. “We’ve got a
month. Those I just looked at are great. Bring in a mint.” He headed for the
door.

“Whatever prompted you to do a
painting like that?” Peter asked when Apery was gone.

“I don’t know. I’m getting tired
of painting cogwheels.”

“Cogwheels? Is that all you think
of those works of art? Douglas, you’re forgetting the poetry of the machine
that you’ve so often captured in your works. Think of the basic simplicity of
the universe!”

“I’ve done that. I want to do
something else. I’m not so sure there’s any basic simplicity to the universe
anyway.”

“Douglas!”

“I’m tired of painting cogwheels.
Let me finish this.”

“Very well,” Peter said. “There
is, after all, the strain of being a great artist. I’ll permit you to indulge
yourself therapeutically this once.”

Copeland finished the painting of
Philomene that evening. He set it against the wall with the others but face out
where he could see it. The next morning he took a blank canvas and the sketch
of the cogwheel design he had been thinking of doing. He thought for a moment
about colour, then picked up his pencil to begin the drawing for the painting.
As he did so, he saw the canvas of Philomene. It was very good that painting.
For a moment, he debated with himself, then he took out the sketches he had
made of her and selected one. He began pencilling it on the canvas. Peter said
nothing.

A couple of days later, when he
had finished the painting, he stood both of them side by side and looked at
them. “Peter,” he said. “I’ve done it.”

“Done what?”

“Painted for the ages.”

“You have, Douglas,” said Peter. “Bevel
Gear in Lavender is your masterpiece.”

“I don’t mean that,” said
Copeland. “I mean these two of Philomene.”

“Oh, please, Douglas. Those are,
after all, only paintings of a woman. Finding her desirable is one thing, but
to idealize her in this way is preposterous. Call her up here and go to bed
with her. That’ll satisfy you so that you can go back to your paintings.”

“I’m thinking about marrying her,”
Copeland said.

“You can’t afford to get married,”
Peter said. “Not to her. It would affect your financial standing. You could end
up without the right to vote.”

“I’ve been thinking about that
and it seems that I usually vote the way you tell me to. Why don’t you vote
instead of me.”

“Douglas!” said Peter horrified.

“I mean it.”

“But your vote is almost as
important to you as your painting,” Peter said.

“Maybe I’ll change that. I’m
pretty sick of painting cogwheels. I’d rather paint figure studies. Philomene
offered to pose nude––”

“That is enough, Douglas! I’ll
not hear any more of this. I absolutely forbid you to consider marriage to her.
You have four paintings to do for your exhibit. Do them at once. Do you hear?”

Copeland stared at the wall that
housed Peter, but said nothing.

“At once,” Peter said firmly.

Copeland took out his cogwheel
sketches.

The next day, the door announced
Philomene.

“Send her away,” said Peter.

“Send her in,” Copeland told the
door. He turned back to the painting and applied yellow to a cogwheel. The door
opened and he heard feminine footsteps on the floor behind him. “Hello,” he
said.

“Hello yourself,” Philomene said.
“Are you mad at me?”

“No,” he said.

“Then why don’t you face me?”

Copeland put down his brush and
turned. She was wearing a form-fitting blue dress and her hair was fixed in a
new way, piled apparently haphazardly on her head. “I’m working on an important
painting,” he said.

“It doesn’t look right,” she
said.

“Nothing is wrong with it,”
Copeland said.

Philomene pressed the tip of one
forefinger under her lower lip and studied the painting, then extended her arm
and pointed. “The colour doesn’t look right,” she said. Copeland caught an
almost devastating whiff of her perfume.

“You don’t understand art,” he
said without conviction, but he looked back at the painting, and sure enough,
the colour looked wrong. The yellow was too yellow, too soon. It ruined the red
to blue shading effect. “Well, so maybe it isn’t perfect,” he said.

“Douglas,” said Peter, “your art
is very good. You mustn’t let this young lady undermine your confidence like
that.”

“Is that your Guardian Angel?”
Philomene asked.

“Yes.”

“Oh,” said Philomene. “Did you
finish the painting of me?”

“It’s over there,” Copeland said,
pointing towards the wall.

“Oooohh,” Philomene said. “You
did two of them.” She knelt down and picked up the second canvas. “I like this.”

“You may have both of them,”
Peter said, “if you promise not to divulge the name of the artist.”

“Shut up,” Copeland said. He
knelt down next to Philomene and picked up the other painting. She turned her
head and kissed him impulsively. “Thank you,” she said, looking back at the
painting.

“You’re welcome.”

“Are you going back to the other
kind of painting now?”

Copeland considered his answer
before saying, “No. I think I’d like to do another of you.”

“Undressed?” she asked.

“This has gone far enough,” Peter
said. “I was willing to let you play around with those two paintings and even
to go to bed with her but I cannot permit you to jeopardize your entire career
with so radical a painting. That young lady is nothing more than a tramp.”

Copeland stood up. “I’m going to
marry her,” he said angrily.

“You are?” Philomene asked with
amazement.

“You are!” Peter said. “I’ll have
you committed first. This is a rash act of insanity––”

Philomene walked across the room
to Peter and pointed to a lever. “What’s this?” she asked.

“That’s the on-off switch.”

“I thought so,” Philomene said.
She pulled the lever down. There was a shriek from Peter, then silence. “He can
be sold as junk,” she said.

“But––” said Copeland. “But—but––”

Philomene came back and kissed
him. This time more firmly and longer.

“You really want to marry me ?”
she asked. “When ?”

“How about today?”

“But won’t a honeymoon interfere
with getting out the rest of the paintings for the exhibit?” she asked.

“I’ve had a clever idea,” he
said. “I could do two more of you and have the right number. We could bill the
four of you as radical departures.”

“How radical?” she asked
suspiciously.








