By H. L. GOLD

How does a person come to be scratched from the human race?
Psychiatry did not have the answer — perhaps Clocker's turf science
did!

WHEN Clocker Locke came into the Blue Ribbon, on 49th Street west of Broadway, he saw that
nobody had told Doc Hawkins about his misfortune. Doc, a pub-crawling, non-practicing genera
practitioner who wrote adaily medical column for aloca tab-loid, was celebrating his release from the
acoholic ward, but his guests at the rear table of the restaurant weren't in any mood for celebration.

"What's the matter with you—have you suddenly become immuneto liquor?' Clocker heard Doc ask
irritably, while Clocker was passing the gem merchants, who, because they needed natu-ral daylight to
do business, were traditionally accorded the tables nearest the windows. "I said the drinks were on me,
didn't I?" Doc indsted. "Now let us have some bright laughter and spark-ling wit, or must we wait until
Clocker shows up before thereislevity in the house?”

Seeing the others glance toward the door, Doc turned and looked at Clocker. His mouth fell open
Slently, for thefirst timein Clocker'smemory.

"Good Lord!" he said after amoment. "Clocker's become a character "

Clocker felt embarrassed. He still wasn't used to wearing a business suit of subdued gray, and black
oxfords, instead of his usud brilliant sports jacket, dacks and two-tone suede shoes; atie with timid little
figures, whereas he had formerly been an authority on hand-painted cra-vats; and aplain wristwatch in
place of his spectacular chrono-graph.

By dl Broadway standards, he knew, Doc was correct—he'd become strange and eccentric, a
character.

| T was Zelda'sidea," Clocker explained somberly, Sitting down and shaking his head at the waiter
who ambled over. "She wanted to make a gentleman out of me.”

"Wanted to?" Doc repeated, bewildered. "Y ou two kids got married just before they took my
snakes away. Don't tell me you phhtt aready!™

Clocker looked gopedlingly at the others. They became busy with drinks and paper ngokins.

Naturaly, Doc Hawkins knew the background : That Clocker was arace handicapper—pub-lisher,
if you could cdl it that, of atiny tip sheet—for Doc, in need of drinking money, had often consulted him
profession-ally. Also that Clocker had mar-ried Zelda, the noted 52nd Street stripteuse, who had socia
aspi-rations. What remained to be told had occurred during Doc's inevitably temporary cure.

"lan't anybody going to tell me?* Doc demanded.

"It wasright after you tried to take the warts off afire hy-drant and they came and got you," said
Clocker, "that Zelda started hearing voices. It got real bad.”

"How bad?'

"She'sat Glendale Center in an upholstered room. | just came back from visiting her.”

Doc gulped his entire drink, a positive Sign that he was upset, or haopy, or not fedling anything in
particular. Now, however, he was noticeably upset.

"Did the psychiatrists give you a diagnosis?' he asked.

"I got it memorized. Catatonia. Dementia praecox, what they used to call, one of the brain vets told
me, and he said it's hopeless.”

"Rough,” said Doc. "Very rough. The outlook is never good in such cases.”

"Maybethey can't hdp her,” Clocker said harshly, "but | will."

"People are not horses," Doc reminded him.



"I've noticed that," said Han-dy Sam, the armlesswonder at the flea circus, drinking beer be-cause
he had an ingrown toenail and couldn't hold ashot glass. Now that Clocker had told the grim story, he
felt freeto talk, which he did enthusiagtically. "Clocker's got agiant brain, Doc. Who wasit said
Warlock'd turn into adog in histhird year? Clocker, the only dopester in the racket. And that's just
one—"

"Zddawas my best flesh act,” interrupted Arnold Wilson Wyle, aten-percenter whom video had
saved from dimony jail. "A solid boffolain the bop basements.

Nobody regrets her sad condi-tion more than me, Clocker, but it's asure flop, what you got in mind.
Think of your public. For instance, what's good at Hialeah? My bar bill is about to be foreclosed and |
can usealong shot.”

Clocker bounced hisfist on the moigt table. "Those couch artists don't know what's wrong with
Zdlda | do."

"You do?' Doc asked, Sartled.

"Well, dmost. I'm so close, | can hear the finish-line cameraclicking.”

Buttonhole grasped Doc's lapel and hung on with characteristic avidity; he was perhaps Clock-er's
most pious subscriber. "Dop-ing racesis a science. Clocker maybe never doped the human race, but |
got nineto five he can doit. Go on, tell him, Clocker."

Doc Hawkinsran together the rings he had been making with the wet bottom of histum-bler. "I
shdl bemost interested,” he said with tabloid irony, clearly feding that immediate disillu-sonment wasthe
most humane thing for Clocker. " Perhaps we can collaborate on an article for the psychiatric journas.”

"All right, look." Clocker pull-ed out charts resembling those he worked with when making turf
selections. "Zelda's got catatonia, which isthelast heat in the schizophreniaparlay. Sheused to bea
hoofer before she started undressing for dough, and now she doestime-steps al day."

Doc nodded into afresh glassthat the waiter had put before him. " Stereotyped movements are
typica of catatonia. They derive from thwarted or repressed in-gtinctud drive; in most instances, the
residue of childhood frustra-tions.”

"Shedance dl day, huh, Clocker?' asked Oil Pocket, the Oklahoma Cherokee who, with theincome
of severd wells, was famed for angdling bareback shows. He had a glass of tequilain one hand, the
sdted haf of alemon in the other. " She dance good?"

"That'sjust it," Clocker said. " She does these time-steps, the first thing you learn in hoofing, over and
over, ten-fifteen hours aday. And she keepstalking like she's giving lessons to some jerk kid who can't
get it sraight. And she was the kid with the hot rou-tines, remember.”

"The hottest,”" agreed Arnold Wilson Wyle. "Zddadoing time-stepsislike Helfetz fiddling a
weddings"

"| till liketo put her in show," Oil Pocket grunted. " She stacked like brick tepee. Don't haveto
dance good."

"Youll havealong wait," ob-served Doc sympethetically, "in spite of what our young friend here
says. Continue, y oungfriend."

Clocker spread his charts. He needed the whole table. The others removed their drinks, Han-dy
Sam puitting his on thefloor so he could reach it more easily.

"Thisiswhat | got out of checking al the screwball fac-tories| could reach persona and by mail,"
Clocker said. "1 went around and talked to the doctors and watched the patientsin the places near here,
and wrote to the places | couldn't get to. Then | broke everything down like it was astud and track
record.”

Buttonhole tugged Doc'slgpdl. "That ain't scientific, | suppose,” he challenged.

"Duplication of effort," Doc re-plied, patiently alowing Buttonholeto retain hisgrip. "It wasdl done
in an organized fashion over aperiod of more than haf acentury. But let us hear therest.”

"FIRST " said Clocker, "there are more male bats than fillies."



"Females are inherently more stable, perhaps because they have amore bal anced chromosome
ar-rangement.”

"There are more nutsin the brain rackets than labor chumps."

"Intellectud activity increasesthe areaof conflict.”

"Therearelessin the sticks than in the cities, and practically none among the savages. | meanred
savages,” Clocker told Han-dy Sam, "not marksfor con mer-chants.”

" waswondering," Handy Sam admitted.

"Complex civilization creates psychic insecurity,” said Doc.

"When these catatonics pull out, they don't remember much or maybe nothing,” Clocker went on,
referring to hischarts.

Doc nodded his shaggy white head. "Protective amnesia.”

"I seen hundreds of these men-tal gimps. They work harder and longer at what they're doing, even
just laying down and doing nothing, than they ever did when they wereregular citizens”

"Concentration of psychic en-ergy, of course.”

"And they don't get adamn cent for it."

DOC hesitated, put down his half-filled tumbler. "I beg your pardon?”

"| say they're getting stiffed,” Clocker ated. " Anybody who works that hard ought to get paid. |
don't mean it's got to be money, although that's the only kind of pay Zeldad work for. Right, Arnold?"

"Well, sure" said Arnold Wil-son Wyle wonderingly. "I never thought of it like that. Zelda do-ing
time-steps for nothing ten-fifteen hours aday—that ain't Zelda."

"If you ask me, shelikes her job," Clocker said. " Same with the other catatonics | seen. But for no
pay?'

Doc surprisingly pushed hisdrink away, something that only aserious medical puzzle could ever
accomplish. "'l don't under-stand what you're getting at.”

"I don't know these other cata-characters, but | do know Zelda," said Arnold Wilson Wyle. "She's
got to get something out of al that work. Clocker saysit's the same with the othersand | take hisword.
What are they knock-ing theirsdf out for if it'sfor free?"

"They gain some obscure form of emotiona release or repetitive gratification,” Doc explained.

"Zelda?' exploded Clocker. "Y ou offer her adedl like that for aclub date and she'd get rup-tured
laughing.”

"I tell her top billing," Oil Pocket agreed, "plenty ads, plen-ty publicity, whole show built around her.
Wampum, she says;, save money on ads and publicity, giveit to her. Zelda don't count coups.”

Doc Hawkins called over the waiter, ordered five fingersin-stead of his customary three. "L et us not
bicker," hetold Clocker. "Continue."

CLOCKER looked at his charts again. "Thereain't alinethat ain't represented, even the heavy
rackets and short grifts. It'saregular human steeplechase. And these sour apples do mostly whatever
they did for aliving—draw pictures, sell shoes, do lab experiments, sew clothes, Zeldawith her
time-steps. By the hour! Intheair!™

"Intheair?' Handy Sam re-peated. "Hying?'

"Imaginary functioning,” Doc eaborated for him. "They have nothing in their hands. Pure
hd-lucination. Systemétic dduson.”

"Sign language?' Oil Pocket suggested.

"That," said Clocker, before Doc Hawkins could reject the notion, "is on the schnoz, Injun.
Buttonhole says I'm like doping races. He's right. I'm working out what some numbers-runner tellsmeis
probabilities. | got it dl here," he rapped the charts, "and it'sthe same thing al these flop-earsgot in
common. Not their age, not their jobs, not their —you should pardon the expres-son—sex. They're
teaching.”

Buttonhole |ooked baffled. He amost et go of Doc'slapel.



Handy Sam scratched the back of his neck thoughtfully with abig toe. "Teaching, Clocker? Who?
Y ou sad they're kept in solitary.”

"They are. | don't know who. I'm working on that now."

Doc shoved the charts aside belligerently to make room for his beefy elbows. He leaned for-ward
and glowered a Clocker. "Y our theory belongsin the Sun-day supplement of the alleged newspaper |
writefor. Not al catatonicswork, asyou cal it. What about those who stand rigid and thosewho liein
bed dl thetime?"

"l guessyou think that's easy," Clocker retorted. "Y ou try it sometime. | did. It'swork, | tell you." He
folded his charts and put them back into the inside pocket of his conservative jacket. Helooked sick with
longing and londliness. "Damn, | missthat mouse. | got to save her, Doc! Don't you get that?"

Doc Hawkins put a chunky hand gently on Clocker'sarm " Of course, boy. But how can you succeed
when trained men can't?

"Wdll, take Zelda. She did time-steps when she was maybe five and going to dancing school—"

"Time-steps have some sym-boalic significance to her,” Doc said with more than hisusud tact. "My
theory isthat she was compelled to go againgt her will, and thisisaform of unconscious rebellion.”

"They don't have no signifi-canceto her," Clocker argued doggedly. " She can do time-steps
blindfolded and on her knees with both anklestied behind her back." He pried Buttonhol€e's hand off
Doc'slgpd, and took hold of both of them himsdlf. "I tel you she'steaching, ex-plaining, breaking in
some dum-my who can't get the hang of it!"

"But who?' Doc objected. "Psychiatrists? Nurses? Y ou? Admit it, Clocker—she goes on doing
time-steps whether she'sadone or not. In fact, she never knows if anybody iswith her. Isn't that so?"

"Yeah," Clocker said grudg-ingly. "That'swhat has me boxed.”

OIL Pocket grunted tentative-ly, "White men not believe in spirits. Injuns do. Maybe Zeldatak to
Soirits”

"I been thinking of that," con-fessed Clocker, looking at the red angd unhappily. "Spiritsisdl | can
figure. Ghosts. Spooks. But if Zelda and these other cata-tonics are teaching ghosts, these ghosts are the
dumbest jerks any-where. They make her and the rest go through time-steps or sew-ing or selling shoes
again and again. If they had haf abrain, they'd getitinnotime."

"Maybe spirits not hear good,” Oil Pocket offered, encouraged by Clocker'swillingnessto con-sider
the hypothesis.

"Could be," Clocker said with partid conviction. "If we can't seethem, it may be just as hard for
them to see or hear us.”

Oil Pocket anxioudy hitched hischair closer. "Old squaw name Dry Ground Never Rainy
Sea-son—what you call old maid—hear spiritsal the time. She keep telling uswhat they say. Nobody
ligen.”

"How come?' asked Clocker interestedly.

"She dedf, blind. Not hear thunder. Walk into cactus, yell like hell. She hardly see us, not hear us at
al, how come she see and hear spirits? Just talk, tak, tak dl thetime."

Clocker frowned, thinking. "These catatonics don't see or hear us, but they sure as Cita-tion hear and
See something.”

Doc Hawkins stood up with dignity, hardly weaving, and handed abill to the waiter. "'l was hoping to
get aprivate rac-ing tip from you, Clocker. Fresh-ly sprung from the acoholic ward, | can use some
money. But | seethat your objectivity isimpaired by emotiona consider-ations. | wouldn't risk adime on
your advice even after araceisrun.”

"I didn't expect you to believe me," said Clocker despairingly. "None of you pill-pushers ever do.”

"| can't say about your psy-cho-doping,” declared Arnold Wilson Wyle, dsorising. "But | got faithin
your handicapping. I'd still like along shot at Hia-leah if you happen to have one.”

"l been too busy trying to help Zelda," Clocker said in gpology.

They |eft, Doc Hawkins paus-ing at the bar to pick up acredit bottle to see him through his overdue



medica column.

Handy Sam dipped on hisshoesto go. "Stick with it, Clocker. | said you was a scien-tig—"

"l sadit," contradicted But-tonhole, lifting himsdf out of the chair on Handy Sam'slapels. "'If
anybody can lick this caper, Clocker can.”

Oil Pocket glumly watched them leave. "Doctors not think spiritsred,” hesaid. "l get Sick, goto
Reservation doctor. He give me medicine. | get sicker. Medi-cine man see evil spirits make me sick.
Shakesrattle. Dances. Evil spiritsgo. | get better."

"I don't know what in hell to think," confided Clocker, miserable and confused. "If it would help
Zelda, I'd cut my throat from head to foot so | could be-come a spirit and get the othersto lay off her."

"Then you spirit, she dive. Making love not very practicd "

"Then what do | do—hire amedium?”

"Get medicine man from Res-ervation. He drive out evil spir-its.”

Clocker pushed away from thetable. "So help me, I'll doiit if | can't come up with something cheaper
than paying freight from Oklahoma."

"Get Zeldaout, | pay and put her in show."

"Thenif | haul the guy here and it don't work, I'min hock to you. Thanks, Oil Pocket, but I'll try my
way firg."

BACK inhishotel room, waiting for the next day so he could visit Zelda, Clocker waslike an
addict at the track with every cent on ahunch. After weeks of neglecting histip sheet to Sudy catatonia,
he felt close to the payoff.

He spent most of the night smoking and walking around the room, trying not to look at the jarsand
hai rbrushes on the bu-reau. He missed the bobbypins on the floor, the nylons drying across the shower
rack, the tooth-paste tubes squeezed from the top. HE'd put her perfumesin adrawer, but the smell was
S0 per-vasively haunting that it was like having her stand invisibly behind him.

As soon as the sun came up, he hurried out and took a cab. Hed have to wait until visiting hours, but
he couldn't stand the downess of the train. Just being in the same building with her would—amost—be

enough.

When hefindly was dlowed into Zeldas room, he spent dl histime watching her slently, taking in
every intently mumbled word and movement. Her move-ments, in spite of their gratingly basic monotony,
were particular-ly something to watch, for Zelda had blue-black hair down to her shapely shoulders,
wide-apart blue eyes, sulky mouth, and an astonishing body. She used dl her physical equipment with
UN-CoNsCi ous provocetiveness, except her eyes, which were blankly dis-tant.

Clocker stood it aslong as he could and then burst out, "Damn it, Zelda, how long can they taketo
learn atime-step?”

Shedidn't answer. Shedidn't see him, hear him, or fed him. Even when he kissed her on the back of
the neck, her specid place, she did not twist her shoul-der up with the sudden thrill.

Hetook out the portable pho-nograph he'd had permission to bring in, and hopefully played three of
her old numbers—a bd-let tap, a soft shoe, and, most po-tent of al, her favorite dinky strip tune.
Ordinarily, the beat would have thrown her off, but not any more.

"Dead to thisworld,” mut-tered Clocker dejectedly.

He shook Zelda. Even when she was off-balance, her feet tap-ped out the elementary routine.

"Look, kid," he said, hisvoice tense and angry, "I don't know who these squares are that you're
working for, but tell them if they got you, they got to take me, too."

Whatever he expected—ghogst-ly figuresto materidize or achill wind from nowhere—nothing
happened. She went on tapping.

He sat down on her bed. They picked people the way he picked horses, except he picked to win



and they picked to show. To show? Of course. Zelda was show-ing them how to dance and a so,
probably, teaching them about the entertainment business. The others had obvioudy been se-lected for
what they knew, which they went about doing as single-mindedly as shedid.

H E had a scheme that he hadn't told Doc because he knew it was crazy. At any rate, he hoped it
was. Theweekswithout her had been ahdl of londiness—for him, not for her; she wasn't even aware of
the awful loss. He'd settle- for that, but even bet-ter would be freeing her some-, how. The only way he
could do it would beto find out who con-trolled her and what they were after. Even with that
information, he couldn't be sure of succeed-ing, and there was a good chance that he might also be
caught, but that didn't matter.

Theideawasto interest them in what he knew so they would want to have him explain al he knew
about racing. After that—well, held make his plans when he knew the setup.

Clocker came close to the au-tomatic time-step machine that had been hiswife. He began talk-ing to
her, very loudly, about the detailed knowledge needed to se-lect winners, based on stud records, past
performances of mounts and jockeys, condition of track and the influence of the weather—away's,
however, leav-ing out the data that would make sense of the whole complicated industry. It waslike
roping apatsy and 'holding back the buz-zer until the dough was down. He knew he risked being
cold-decked, but it was worth the gamble. His only worry was that hoarseness would stop him be-fore
he hooked their interest.

An orderly, passing in the cor-ridor, heard his voice, opened the door and asked with ponder-ous
humor, "What you doing, Clocker—trying to take out amembership card in this coun-try club?’

Clocker legped dightly. "Uh, working on a private theory,” he said, collected histhingswith alittle
more haste than he would have liked to show, kissed Zeldawithout getting any response whatever, and
|eft for the day.

But he kept coming back every morning. He was about to give up when thefirst fedings of un-redity
dazed and dazzled him. He carefully suppressed his ex-citement and talked more loudly about racing.
Theworld seemed to be dipping away from him. He could have hung onto it if he had wanted. He didn't.
He let the voices come, vague and far away, distorted, not quite meaningless, but not adding up to much,
ether.

And then, one day, he didn't notice the orderly comein to tell him that visiting hourswere over.
Clocker was explaining the fundamentas of horseracing ... meticuloudy, with immense patience, over
and over and over ... and didn't hear him.

| T had been so easy that Clocker was disappointed. The first voices had argued gently and
reasonably over him, each claim-ing priority for one reason or an-other, until one either was assigned or
pulled rank. That was the voice that Clocker even-tualy kept hearing—a quiet, calm voice that
congtantly faded and grew stronger, asif it camefrom agreat distance and had trouble with static.
Clocker reemembered the crystl set hisfather had bought when radio was still atoy. It waslike that.

Then the unredlity vanished and was replaced by adramatic new redity. He was somewhere far
away. Heknew it wasn't on Earth, for thiswas like nothing except, perhaps, aWorld's Fair. The
buildings were low and at-tractively designed, impressive in spite of their softly blended spec-trum of
pastel colors. He was in a huge square that was grass-covered and tree-shaded and dec-orated with
classca sculpture. Hundreds of people stood with him, and they al looked shaken and scared. Clocker
felt nothing but eation; he'd arrived. It made no difference that he didn't know where he was or anything
about the setup. He was where Zeldawas.

"How did | get here?" asked alittle man with bifocals and avest that had pins and threaded needles
suck init. "I can't taketime for pleasuretrips. Mrs. Jacobsis coming in for her fit-ting tomorrow and
shell pos-tively murder meif her dressain't ready.”

"She can't,” Clocker said. "Not any more."

"Y ou mean we're dead?" someone el se asked, awed. It was a softly pudgy woman with ex-cessively



blonde hair, agreasily red-lipped smile and aflowered housecoat. She looked around with great
approvd. "Hey, thisain't bad! Like | dways said, either I'm no worse than any-body €l se or they're no
better'n me. How about that, dearie?’

"Don't ask me," Clocker evaded. "I think somebody's go-ing to get an earful, but you ain't dead. That
much | cantell you."

The woman looked disap-pointed.

Some peoplein the crowd were complaining that they had families to take care of while otherswere
worried about leaving their businesses. They al grew silent, however, when aman climbed up on asort
of marble rostrum in front of them. Hewas very tall and dignified and wore forma clothesand had a
white beard parted in the center.

"Pleasefed at ease," he said in abig, deep, soothing voice, like aradio announcer for a sym-phony
broadcast. "Y ou are not in any danger. No harm will cometo you.”

"You surewe ain't dead, swestie?' the woman in the flow-ered housecoat asked Clocker. "lsn't
that—"

"No," said Clocker. "Hed have ahado, wouldn't he?'

"Yeah, | guess s0," she agreed doubtfully.

The white-bearded man went on, "'If you will listen carefully to this orientation lecture, you will know
where you are and why. May | introduce Gerdd W. Harding? Dr. Harding isin charge of this reception
center. Ladies and gentlemen, Dr. Hard-ing."

/A NUMBER of people ap-plauded out of habit . . . probably lecture fans or semi-pro TV studio
audiences. Thereg, including Clocker, waited as an aging man in awhite lab smock, heavy-rimmed
eyeglasses and smooth pink cheeks, looking like a benevolent doctor in amouthwash ad, stood up and
faced the crowd. He put his hands behind his back, rocked on histoes afew times, and smiled
benevolently.

"Thank you, Mr. Calhoun," he said to the bearded man who was seating himself on amarble bench.
"Friends—and | trust you will soon regard us asyour friends—I know you are puzzled at dl this" He
waved awhite hand at the buildings around them. "L et me explain. Y ou have been chosen—yes,
carefully screened and selected—to help usin un-doubtedly the greatest cause of dl history. | can see
that you are asking, yourselves why you were selected and what thiscauseis. | shall describeit briefly.
You'l learn more about it as we work together in this vast and noble experiment.”

The woman in the flowered housecoat |ooked enormoudly flattered. Thelittle taillor was nodding to
show he understood the points covered thus far. Glancing at the rest of the crowd, Crocker realized that
he was the only one who had this speech pegged. It was a pitch. These men were out for something.

He wished Doc Hawkins and Oil Pocket were there. Doc doubtless would have searched his
unconscious for symbols of childhood traumas to explain the whole thing; he would never have accepted
it as some kind of re-dity. Oil Pocket, on the other hand, would somehow have tried to equate the
subgtantia Mr. Cal-houn and Dr. Harding with triba spirits. Of the two, Clocker felt that Oil Pocket
would have been closer.

Or maybe he wasin his own corner of psychoss, while Oil Pocket would have been in an-other,
more suited to Indians., Spirits or figments? Whatever they were, they looked asredl as anybody held
ever known, but perhaps that was the naturalness of the supernatural or the logic of insanity.

Clocker shivered, aware that he had to wait for the answer. The one thing he did know, asan
authority on cons, wasthat this had the smell of one, super-natura or otherwise. He watched and listened
like a detective shadowing an escape arti<t.

"Thismay be something of ashock," Dr. Harding continued with ahumorous, sympathetic smile. |
hopeit will not befor long. Let me sateit initssm-plest terms. Y ou know that there are billions of stars
inthe Uni-verse, and that stars have planets as naturdlly as cats have kittens. A good many of these
planets areinhabited. Some life-forms areintdligent, very much so, while othersare not. In amogt dl
in-stances, the dominant form of lifeis quite different from—yours."



Unable to see the direction of the con, Clocker fdt irritated.

"Why do | say yours, not ours?' asked Dr. Harding. "Because, dear friends, Mr. Cahoun and | are
not of your planet or solar system. No commotion, please!™ he urged, raising his hands as the crowd
stirred bewilderedly. "Our names are not Calhoun and Harding; we adopted those be-cause our own are
so dien that you would be unable to pro-nounce them. We are not formed as you see us, but thisishow
we might look if we were human beings, which, of course, we are not. Our true appearance seemsto
be—ah—rather confusing to human eyes."

NUTS, Clocker thought irrev-erently. Get to the point. "I don't think thisisthetimefor detailed
explanations," Dr. Harding hurried on before there were any questions. "We are friendly, even dtruigtic
inhabi-tants of a planet 10,000 light-years from Earth. Quite adis-tance, you 'are thinking; how did we
get here? The truth isthat we are not 'here’ and neither are you. 'Her€ is a projection of thought, a
hypothetica point in space, a place that exists only by menta force. Our physica appearances and yours
are tele-pathic representations. Actualy, our bodies are on our own respec-tive planets.”

"Very confusing,” complained aman who looked like abanker. "Do you have any idea of what he's
tryingtotdl us?'

"Not yet," Clocker replied with patient cynicism. "Hell give usthe convincer after the buildup.”

The man who looked like a banker stared sharply at Clocker and moved away. Clocker shrug-ged.
He was more concerned with why he didn't fed tired or bored just standing there and listening. There
was not even an overpow-ering sense of urgency and an-noyance, athough he wanted to find Zeldaand
thislecture was keegping him from looking for her. It was asif his emotions were somehow being reduced
inintengty. They existed, but lack-ed the strength they should have had.

So he stood dmost patiently and listened to Dr. Harding say, "Our civilization is considerably older
than yours. For many of your centuries, we have explored the Universe, both physicaly and
telepathicdly. During this ex-ploration, we discovered your planet. Wetried to establish communication,
but there were grave difficulties. It was the time of your Dark Ages, and I'm sorry to report that those
people we made contact with were generaly burned at the stake." He shook his head regretfully.
"Although your civilization has made many advancesin someways, communicetion is il hampered—as
much by fase knowledge as by red ignorance. Y ou'll seein amoment why it isvery unfortunate.”

"Hereit comes," Clocker said to those around him. "He's get-ting ready findly to dip usthe sting.”

The woman in the housecoat |ooked indignant. " The nerve of acrumb like you making a crack about
such afine, decent gentleman!™

"A blind man could see he'ssincere,”" argued thetailor. "Just think of it—me, in abig experi-ment!
Will Moally be surprised when she finds out! "

"Shewon't find out and I'll bet she's surprised right now," Clocker assured him.

"The human body is an unbe-lievably complicated organism,” Dr. Harding was saying. The statement
halted the private dis-cussion and seemed to please hislisteners for some reason. "We learned that when
wertried to as-sume control of individuasfor the purpose of communication. Billions of neura relays,
thou-sands of unvolitiona functions—it is no exaggeration to compare our efforts with those of a
mon-key in apower plant. At our di-rection, for example, several writers produced books that were
fearfully garbled. Our attempts with artists were no more suc-cessful. The static of interstellar space was
partly responsible, but mostly it was the fact that we smply couldn't work our way through the maze that
isthe hu-man mind and body."

T HE crowd was sympathetic. Clocker was neither weary nor bored, merely longing for Zeldaand,
asastudent of grifts, dimly irritated. Why hold back when the chumps were set up?

"l don't want to make along story of our problems," smiled Dr. Harding. "If we could visit your
planet in person, there would be no difficulty. But 10,-000 light-yearsis an impossible barrier to dl
except thought waves, which, of course, travel at infinite speed. And this, as| said before, isvery
unfortunate, be-cause the human race is doomed.”



Thetallor giffened. "Doomed? Maolly? My kids? All my customers?*

"Y our customers?’ yelped the woman in the housecoat. "How about mine? What's gonna hap-pen,
the world should be doomed?’

Clocker found admiration for Dr. Harding's approach. It was alinetried habitualy by politi-cians, but
they didn't have the same kind of captive audience, the control, the contrived back-ground. A cosmic
pitch like this could bring agdactic payoff, whatever it might be. But it didn't take hismind off Zelda

"| seeyou are somewhat aghast,” Dr. Harding observed. "But is my statement really so unexpected?
Y ou know the his-tory of your own race—arecord of incessant war, each more dev-astating than the
last. Now, fi-nally, Man has achieved the power of worldwide destruction. The next war, or the one after
that, will unquestionably be the end not only of civilization, but of humanity—jperhaps even your entire
planet. Our peaceful, d-truigtic civilization might help avert catastrophe, but that would require our
physica landing on Earth, which isnot possible. Even if it were, thereis not enough time. Armageddon
draws near.

"Then why have we brought you here?" asked Dr. Harding. "Because Man, in spite of hissuicidal
blunders, is amagnificent race. He must not vanish without leaving a complete record of his
achievements.”

The crowd nodded soberly. Clocker wished he had a cigarette and hiswife. In her right mind, Zelda
was unswervingly practica and she would have had some noteworthy comments to make.

"Thisisthe task we must work together on,” said Dr. Harding forcefully. "Each of you hasaskill, a
talent, aspecia knowl-edge we need for the immense record we are compiling. Every area of human
society must be covered. We need you—urgently! Y our datawill become part of an imperishable socia
document that shall exist untold eons after mankind has perished.”

VISIBLY, the woman in the housecoat was stunned. "They want to put down what | can tell them?”

"And tailoring?" asked the lit-tle man with the pin-cushion vest. "How to make buttonholes and press
clothes?'

The man who looked like a banker had his chin up and a pleased expression on his pudgy face.

"I dways knew 1'd be gppre-ciated some day,” he stated smugly. "'l can tell them things about finance
that thoseidiotsin the main office can't even guess a.”

Mr. Cahoun stood up beside Dr. Harding on the rostrum. He seemed infinitely benign asheraised
his hands and his deep voice.

"Friends, we need your help, your knowledge. | know you don't want the human race to vanish
without atrace, asthough it had never existed. I'm sureit thrills you to redlize that some researcher, far in
the future, will one day use the very knowledge that you gave. Think what it meansto leave your persona
im-print indelibly on cosmic his-tory!" He paused and leaned forward. "Will you help us?'

The faces glowed, the hands went up, the voices cried that they would.

Dazzled by the success of the sdll, Clocker watched the people happily and flatteredly follow their
frock-coated guides toward the various buildings, which ap-peared to have been laid out ac-cording to
very broad categories of human occupation.

Hefound himself impelled dong with the chattering, ex-cited woman in the housecoat to-ward a
cerise structure marked SPORTS AND RACKETS. It seemed that she had been angry at not having
been interviewed for arecent epic survey, and thiswas her chance to decant the experiences of twenty
years.

Clocker stopped listening to her gabble and looked for the building that Zeldawould prob-ably bein.
Hesaw ARTSAND ENTERTAINMENT, but when hetried to go there, he felt some compulsion keep
him heading to-ward his own destination.

Looking back helplesdy, hewent indgde.

H E found that hewasin acubicle with afatherly kind of man who had thin gray hair, kindly eyes
and afirm jaw, and who introduced himself as Eric Barnes. He took Clocker's name, age, specific trade,



and gave him a serid number which, he ex-plained, would go on file at the central archives on hishome
planet, cross-indexed in multiple ways for instant reference.

"Now," said Barnes, "hereis our problem, Mr. Locke. We are making two kinds of perpetual
records. Oneiswritten; more precisay, microscribed. The other isawonderfully exact duplicate of your
cerebral pattern—in more durable materid than brain matter, of course.”

"Of course,” Clocker said, nod-ding like an obedient patsy. "The verbal record is difficult enough,
since much of the datayou give us must be, by its nature, foreign to us. The duplica-tion of your cerebrd
pattern, however, is even more trouble-some. Besides the inevitable dis-tortion caused by a distance of
10,000 light-years and the fields of gravitation and radiation of al typesintervening, the sub-stance we
usein place of brain cdls absorbs memory quite dow-ly." Barnes smiled reassuringly. "But you'll be
happy to know that the impression, once made, can never belost or erased!”

"Dédighted,” Clocker sad flat-ly. "Tickled to pieces.”

"I knew you would be. Well, let us proceed. First, abasic description of horseracing.”

Clocker began to giveit. Barnes held him down to a sin-gle sentence—"To check recep-tion and
retention,” he said.

The communication box on the desk lit up when Clocker repeated the sentence afew times, and a
voice from the box said, "In-crease output. Initial impression weak. Also wave distortion. Cor-rect and
continue."

Barnes carefully adjusted the dias and Clocker went on repesting the sentence, dowing down to the
speed Barnes requested. He did it automaticaly after awhile, which gave him a chanceto think.

He had no plan to get Zelda out of here; he wasimprovising and hedidn't like it. The setup still had
him puzzled. He knew hewasn't dreaming dl this, for there were details hisimagina-tion could never have
supplied, and the notion of spirits with scientific devices would baffle even Oil Pocket.

Everybody el se appeared to ac-cept these men as the diens they claimed to be, but Clocker,
fear-ing a con he couldn't understand, refused to. He had no other ex-planation, though, no evidence of
any kind except deep suspi-cion of any noble-sounding en-terprise. In his harsh experience, they dways
had a profit angle hidden somewhere.

Until he knew more, he had to go adong with the routine, hoping he would eventudly find away out
for Zeldaand himsdf. While he was repeating his monotonous sentence, he wondered what his body was
doing back on Earth. Lying in abed, probably, since he wasn't being asked to perform any physica jobs
like Zeldas endless time-step.

That reminded him of Doc Hawkins and the psychiatrists. There must be some here; he wished
vengefully that he could meet them and see what they thought of their theories now.

T HEN came the end of what was apparently the work day.
"We're making splendid progress,” Barnestold him. "1 know how tiresomeit isto keep say-ing the same
thing over and over, but the distance is such agreat obstacle. | think it's amazing that we can even bridge
it, don't you? Just imagine—the light that's reaching Earth at this very min-ute left our star when
mammoths were roaming your western states and mankind lived in caves! And yet, with our
thought-wave boogt-ers, we are in instantaneous communication! ™

The soap, Clocker thought, to make him fed he was doing something important.

"W, you are doing some-thing important,” Barnes said, as though Clocker had spoken.

Clocker would have turned red if he had been ableto. Asit was, he felt dismay and embarrass-ment.

"Do you redlize the sze and vaue of this project?' Barnes went on. "We have amore de-tailed
record of human society than Man himsdf ever had! There will be not even the most insignificant corner
of your civi-lization left unrecorded! Y our life, my life—thelife of this Zeldawhom you came hereto
rescue—all aretrivid, for we must die eventuadly, but the proj-ect will last eternally!”



Clocker stood up, his eyes hard and worried. "Y ou're telling me you know what I'm here for?”"

"To secure the return of your wife. | would naturaly be aware that you had submitted yoursdlf to our
control voluntarily. It wasin your file, which was sent to me by Admissons.”

"Thenwhy did you let mein?"

"Because, my dear friend—"

"Leave out the friend' pitch. I'm here on business."

Barnes shrugged. "Asyou wish. Welet you in, as you expressit, because you have knowledge that
we should include in our archives. We hoped you would recognize the merit and scope of out
un-dertaking. Most people do, oncethey aretold.”

"Zdda, too?"

"Oh, yes" Barnes said em-phaticaly. "I had that checked by Statistics. Sheis extremely cooperative,
quite convinced—"

"Don't hand methat!"

BARNES rose. Straightening the papers on his desk, he said, "'Y ou want to spesk to her and see
for yoursdf? Fair enough.”

Heled Clocker out of the building. They crossed the great square to avast, low structure that Barnes
referred to as the Education and Recreation Cen-ter.

"Unlessthere are specid prob-lems,” Barnes said, "our human associates work twelve or four-teen
of your hours, and the rest of thetimeistheir own. Sleep isn't necessary to the psychic projection, of
course, though it isto the body on Earth. And what, Mr. Locke, would you imagine they choose astheir
main anusements?'

"Pinbal machines?' Clocker suggested ironicaly. "Crap games?'

"Lectures," said Barneswith pride. "They are eager to learn everything possible about our project.
Weve actudly had the director himself addressthem! Oh, it wasinspiring, Mr. Locke —color filmsin
three dimensions, showing the great extent of our archives, the many millions of synthetic brains, each
with indestructible memories of skillsand crafts and professions and experiences that soon will be no
more—"

"Saveit. Find Zeldafor me and then blow. | want to talk to her alone."

Barnes checked with the equiv-alent of abox office at the Cen-ter, where, he told Clocker, members
of the audience and staff were required to report be-fore entering, in case of emer-gency.

"Likewhat?' Clocker asked.

"Y ou have asuspicious mind,” said Barnes patiently. "Faulty neuron circuit in asynthetic du-plicate
brain, for example. Photon stormsinterfering with reception. Things of that sort."

"So wheré'sthe emergency?'

"We have so little time. We ask the human associate in ques-tion to record again whatever was not
recaived. The percentage of refusd isactudly zero! 1san't that splendid?”

"Best third degree | ever heard of," Clocker admitted through clamped teeth. "The cops on Earth
would el out every guy they get graft from to buy athing like this."

THEY found Zeldain asmall lecture hall, wherea meatronly woman from the other planet was urging
her listenersto conced nothing, however intimate, while recording—"Because,” she said, "thismust bea
psychologica aswdl asaculturd and sociologi-cd history.”

Seeing Zelda, Clocker rushed to her chair, hauled her upright, kissed her, squeezed her.

"Baby!" he said, more choked up than he thought his control would alow. "Let's get out of here!”

She looked a him without surprise. "Oh, hello, Clocker. Later. | want to hear the rest of thislecture.”

"Ain't you glad to see me?" he asked, hurt. "1 spend months and shoot every dimel got just to find
you—"

"SureI'm glad to see you, hon," she said, trying to look past him at the speaker. "But thisis o
important—"



Barnes came up, bowed palite-ly. "If you don't mind, Miss Zelda, | think you ought to talk to your
husband.”

"But what about the lecture?’ asked Zelda anxioudly.

"| can get atranscription for you to study later.”

"Wdll, dl right," she agreed reluctantly.

Barnes|eft them on astrange-ly warm stone bench in the great square, after asking them to re-port
back to work at the usua time. Zelda, instead of looking a Clocker, watched Barneswalk away. Her
eyeswere bright; she dmogt radiated.

"lsn't hewonderful, Clocker?' she said. "Aren't they dl wonderful? Regular scientists, every one of
them, devoting their wholelifeto thisterrific causal”

"What's so wonderful about that?* heall but snarled.

She turned and gazed at him in mild astonishment. " They could let the Earth go boom. It wouldn't
mean athing to them. Everybody wiped out just like there never were any people. Not even as much
record of us asthe dinosaurs Wouldn't that make you fed smply awful?

"I wouldn't fed athing." Hetook her unresponsive hand. "All I'm worried about is us, baby. Who
cares about the rest of the world doing a disappearing act?"

"I do. And s0 do they. They aren't selfish like some people | could mention.”

"Sdfish?Youredamned right | am!”

HE pulled her to him, kissed her neck in her favorite place. It got areaction—restrained
an-noyance.

"I'm sdfish," he said, "because | got awife I'm nuts about and | want her back. They got you
wrapped, baby. Can't you see that? Y ou belong with me in some fancy gpartment, the min-ute | can
afford it, like one | saw over on Riverside Drive—seven big rooms, three baths, one of them with agall
shower like you always wanted, the Hudson River and Jersey for our front lawn—"

"That'sal in the past, hon,” she said with quiet dignity. "I have to help out on this project. It'sthe least
| can dofor his-tory."

"The hdl with history! What did history ever do for us?' He put his mouth near her ear, bresthing
gently in the way that once used to make her squirmin hisarmslike atickled doe. "Go turnin your
time-card, baby. Tdl them you got adate with me back on Earth.”

She pulled away and jumped up. "No! Thisismy job asmuch astheirs. More, even. They don't
keep anybody here againgt their will. I'm staying because | want to, Clocker."

Furious, he snatched her off her feet. "I say you're coming back with me! If you don't want to, I'll
drag you, see?'

"How?' she asked camly.

He put her down again dowly, frustratedly. "Ask them to let you go, baby. Oil Pocket said held put
youinamusica. You dwaysdid want to hit the big time—"

"Not any more." She smooth-ed down her dress and patted up her hair. "Well, | want to catch the
rest of that lecture, hon. See you around if you decideto stay.”

He sat down morosdly and watched her snake-hip toward the Center, redlizing that her se-ductive
walk, was no more than professional conditioning. She had grown in some mysterious way, become
more serene—at peace.

He had wondered what cata-tonics got for their work. He knew now—the dickest job of hypnotic
flattery ever invented. That wastheir pay.

But what did the pitchmen get in return?

CLOCKER putinacall for Barnes at the box office of the Center. Barnes left alecture for
researchers from his planet and joined Clocker with no more than polite curiosity on his pa-terna face.
Clocker told him briefly and bitterly about histak with Zelda, and asked bluntly what wasinit for the
diens.



"| think you can answer that,” said Barnes. "Y ou're ascientist of asort. Y ou determine the probable
performance of agroup of horses by their heredity, pre-vious races and other factors. A very laborious
compuitation, cal-ing for considerable aptitude and skill. With that same expenditure of energy, couldn't
you earn morein other fields?"

"I guesss0," Clocker said. "But | likethetrack."

"WEéll, there you are. The only human form of gain we shareis desire for knowledge. Y ou de-vote
your skill to predicting arace that is about to be run; we devote ours to recording arace that is about to
destroy itsdf.”

Clocker grabbed the alien's coat, pushed hisface grimly close. "There, that's the hook! Take away
the doom push and thisracket folds."

Barnes |ooked bewildered. "I don't comprehend—"

"Listen, suppose everything's square. Let's say you guysredly are leveling, these marks aren't being
roped, you're knocking yourself out because your guessisthat were going to commit suicide.”

"Oh." Barnes nodded somber-ly. "Is there any doubt of it? Do you honestly believe the holocaust can
be averted?'

"| think it can be stopped, yeah. But you birds act like you don't want it to be. Y ou'rejust laying
back, |etting us bunch up, collecting the insurance before the spill happens.”

"What else can we do? We're scientists, not politicians. Be-sides, we've tried repeatedly to spread
the warning and never once succeeded in transmitting it.”

Clocker released his grip on the front of Barnessjacket. "Y ou take me to the president or
com-missioner or whoever runsthis club. Maybe we can work some-thing out.”

"We have aboard of direc-tors," Barnes said doubtfully. "But | can't see—"

"Don' rupture yourself trying. Just take me there and let me do the talking."

Barnes moved his shoulders resgnedly. Heled Clocker to the Administration Building and in-sideto
alarge room with paneled walls, along, solid table and heavy, carved chairs. The men who sat around
the table appear-ed as solid and respectable as the furniture. Clocker's guess was that they had been
chosen deliberatdly, aong with the decora-tions, to inspire confidence in the customer. He had beenin
rigged horse parlors and bond stores and he knew the approach.

M R. CALHOUN, the character with the white beard, was chairman of the board. He look-ed
unhappily at Clocker.

"I was afraid there would be trouble,” he said. "I voted againgt accepting you, you know. My
colleagues, however, thought that you, as our first voluntary associate, might indicate new methods, but |
fear my judg-ment has been vindicated."

"Still, if he knows how extinc-tion can be prevented—" began Dr. Harding, the one who had given
the orientation lecture.

"He knows no such thing," aman with severd chins said in an emphatic basso voice. "Manisthe
most destructive dominant race we have ever encountered. He despoiled his own planet, exterminated
lower speciesthat were Important to his own existence, oppressed, suppressed, brutalized,
corrupted—it'sthe saddest chroniclein the Uni-verse.”

"Therefore hisachievements" said Dr. Harding, "deserve dl the more recognition!™

Clocker brokein: "If you'l lay off the gab, I'd liketo get my bet down."

"Sorry," said Mr. Calhoun. "Please proceed, Mr. Locke!"

Clocker rested his knuckles on the table and |eaned over them. "I have to take your word you ain't
human, but you don't have to take mine. | never worried about anybody but Zeldaand mysdlf; that
makes me human. All I want isto get along and not hurt anybodly if | can help it; that makes me what
some people cal the common man. Some of my best friends are common men. Cometo think of it, they
al are. They wouldn't want to get extinct. If we do, it won't be our fault.”

Severd of the men nodded sympathetic agreement.

"I don't read much except the sport sheets, but | got an ideawhat's coming up,” Clocker con-tinued,



"and it'salong shot that any country can finish in the money. Wed like to stop war for good, al of us.
Little guyswho do the fighting and the dying. Y eah, and lots of big guys, too. But we can't do it done.”

"That's precisdly our point,” said Calhoun.

"I mean us back on Earth. People are afraid, but they just don't know for sure that we can knock
ourself off. Between these catatonics and me, we could tell them what it'sdl about. | no-tice you got
people from all over the world here, al getting along fine because they have ajob to do and no timeto
hate each other. Wdll, it could be like that on Earth. Y ou let us go back and you'll seeasdlling job on
mak-ing it like up herelike you never saw before.”

Mr. Cahoun and Dr. Harding looked at each other and around the table. Nobody seemed willing to
answe.

Mr. Cahoun findly sighed and got out of hisbig chair. "Mr. Locke, besdes striving for inter-nationa
understanding, we have experimented in the manner you suggest. We released many of our human
asociates to tell what our science predicts on the basis of probability. A human psycho-logica
mechanism defested us.”

"Yeah?' Clocker asked warily. "What was that?*

"Protective amnesia. They completdly and absolutely forgot everything they had learned here.”

CLOCKERS umped abit. "1 know. | talked to some of these ‘cured' catatonics—people you
probably sprung because you got al you wanted from them. They didn't remember anything.” He braced
again. "L ook, there hasto be away out. Maybe if you snatch these paliticiansin al the countries, yank
them up here, they couldn't sumble usinto awar."

"Examineyour higory," said Dr. Harding sadly, "and you will find that we have donethis
ex-perimentdly. It doesn't work. There are dways others, often more unthinking, ignorant, stupid or
vicious, ready to take their places.”

Clocker looked chalengingly at every member of the board of directors before demanding, "What
are the odds on me remembering?"

"You areour firg volunteer,” said alittle man at the Sde of the table. "Any answer we give would be
aguess.”

"All right, guess."

"We have atheory that your psychic censor might not oper-ate. Of course, you redlize that'sonly a
theory—"

"That an't al | don't redize. What'sit mean?"

"Qur control, regrettably, isawrench to the mind. Lifting it resultsin amnesia, whichisa
psychologica defense againg disturbing memories.”

"I walked into this, don't for-get,” Clocker reminded him. "I didn't know what | was getting into, but |
was ready to take anything.”

"That," said thelittle man, "isthe unknown factor. Y es, you did submit voluntarily and you were ready
to take anything—but were you psychologicaly, pre-pared for this? We don't know. We think there may
be no char-acteristic wrench—"

"Meaning | won't have am-nesia?’

"Meaning that you may not. We cannot be certain until atest has been made.”

"Then," said Clocker, "l want adedl. It'sZeldal want; you know that, a any rate. Y ou say you're
after arecord of usin case we bump ourself off, but you also say you'd like us not to. I'll buy that. | don't
want usto, elther, and there's a chance that we can stop it together.”

"An extremely remote one," Mr. Calhoun stated.

"Maybe, but achance. Now if you let me out and I'm the first case that don't get amnesia, | can tell
the world about dl this. | might be able to steer other guys, scientists and decent poli-ticians, into coming
here to get the dope straighter than | could. Maybe that'd give Earth a chance to cop apardon on
get-ting extinct. Even if it don't work, it's better than hanging around the radio waiting for the results.”



DR HARDING hissed on his glasses and wiped them thoughtfully, an adopted man-nerism,
obvioudly, because he seemed to see as well without them. ™Y ou have apoint, Mr. Locke, but it would
mean los-ing your contribution to our archives.”

"Well, which ismoreimportant?' Clocker argued. "Would you rather have my record than have us
save ours=lf?'

"Both," said Mr. Cahoun. "We see very little hope of your success, while we regard your knowledge
as having important sociologica significance. A very desirable contribution.”

The others agreed.

"Look, I'l come back if | lame out,” Clocker desperately offered. ™Y ou can pick me up any time you
want. But if | make head-way, you got to let Zelda go, too."

"A reasonable proposition,” said Dr. Harding. "I cal for vote."

They took one. The best Clocker could get was a com-promise.

"Wewill lift our contral,” Mr. Cahoun said, "for asuitable time. If you can arouse ameas-urable
opposition to racid sui-cide—measurable, mind you; we're not requiring that you re-verse the lemming
march a one —we agree to release your wife and revise our policy completely. If, on the other hand, as
seemsmore likdy—"

"l come back here and go on giving you theinside on racing,” Clocker finished for him. "How much
timedo| get?'

Dr. Harding turned his hands palm up on the table. "We do not wish to be arbitrary. We earnestly
hope you gain your ob-jective and we shall give you every opportunity to do so. If you fail, you will
know it. So shdl we."

"You're pretty sure I'll get scratched, aren't you?' Clocker asked angrily. "It'slike metdl-ing a
jockey he don't stand a chance—he's whammied before he even gets to the paddock. Any-body'd think
do-gooderslike you clam you are would wish me luck."

"But we do!" exclaimed Mr. Cahoun. He shook Clocker's hand warmly and sincerdly. "Haven't we
consented to release you? Doesn't this prove our hon-est concern? If releasing al our human associates
would save hu-manity, we would do so ingtant-ly. But we have tried again and again. And S0, to use your
own professond terminology, we are hedging our bets by continuing to make our anthropological
rec-ord until you demongtrate an-other method . . . if you do.”

"Good enough,” approved Clocker. "Thanksfor the kind word."

The other board members fol-lowed and shook Clocker's hand and wished him well.

Barnes, being last, did the same and added, "Y ou may see your wife, if you careto, before you
leave™

"If | careto?" Clocker repeated. "What in hdll do you think | came here for in thefirst place?"

Z EL DA was brought to him and they were left aonein a pleasant reading room. Soft music came
from thewalls, which glowed with enough light to read by. Zeldas lovely face was warm with emotion
when she sat down beside him and put her handsin his.

"They tdl meyou'releaving, hon," she said.

"I made aded, baby. If it works—wall, it'll belike it was before, only better.”

"| hateto seeyou leave. Not just for me," she added as helit up hopefully. "I still love you, hon, but
it'sdifferent now. | used to want you near me every min-ute. Now it'sloving you without starving for you.
Y ou know what | mean?"

"That'sjust the control they got on you. It's like that with me, too, only | know what it isand you
dont."

"But the big thing is the proj-ect. Why, we're footnotesin his-tory! Stay here, hon. I'd feel so much
better knowing you were here, making your contribution likethey say."

Hekissed her lips. They were soft and warm and clinging, and so were her arms around his neck.



Thiswas more like the Zelda he had been missing.

"They gave you ahypo, sweet-heart,” hetold her. "Y ou're hooked; I'm not. Maybe being a footnote
ismore important than doing something to save our skin, but | don't think so. If | can do anything about
it, | wanttodo it."

"Likewhat?'

"l don't know," he admitted. "I'm hoping | get an ideawhen I'm paroled.”

She nuzzled under hischin. "Hon, | want you and meto be footnotes. | want it awful bad.”

"That's not what redlly counts, baby. Don't you see that? It's having you and stopping us hu-mans
from being just abunch of old footnotes. Once we do that, we can always come back here and make the
record, if it meansthat much to you."

"Oh, it does!"

He stood and drew her up so he could hold her moretightly. ™Y ou do want to go on being my wife,
don't you, baby?'

"Of course! Only | was hoping it could be here.”

"Well, it can't. But that'sall | wanted to know. Therest isjust detalls.”

He kissed her again, including the side of her neck, which produced a subdued wriggle of pleasure,
and then he went back to the Administration Building for hisrelease.

AWAKENING was no more complicated than opening his eyes, except for abit of foggi-ness and
fatigue that wore off quickly, and Clocker saw he was in awhite room with adoctor, anurse and an
orderly around his bed.

"Reflexes normal,” the doctor said. Hetold Clocker, ™Y ou see and hear us. Y ou know what I'm
sying."

"Sure," Clocker replied. "Why shouldn't 1?7

"That'sright,” the doctor evaded. "How do you fed 7'

Clocker thought about it. He was allittle thirsty and the idea of a steak interested him, but otherwise
he felt no pain or con-fusion. He remembered that he had not been hungry or thirsty for along time, and
that made him recal going over the border after Zelda.

There were no gapsin hisre-collection.

Hedidn't have protective am-nesia.

"Y ou know what it'slike there?" he asked the doctor eagerly. "A big place where everybody from all
over theworld tell these dliens about their job or racket." Hefrowned. "I just remembered something
fun-ny. Wonder why | didn't noticeit at the time. Everybody talks the same language. Maybe that's
because there's only one language for thinking." He shrugged off the problem. "The guyswho run the
shop tekeit al down as arecord for whoever wants to know about us azillion years from now. That'son
account of us humans are about to close down the track and go home."

The doctor bent closeintently. "Isthat what you believe now or—while you were—disturbed?'

Clocker'simpulse to blurt the whole story was stopped at the gate. The doctor was staring too
sudioudy at him. Hedidn't have his story set yet; he needed time to think, and that meant getting out of
this hospital and talking it over with himsdif.

"You kidding?' he asked, using the same grin that he met complainers with when histurf predictions
went sour. "While my head was out of the stirrups, of course.”

The doctor, the nurse and the orderly relaxed.

"| OUGHT to write abook," Clocker went on, being dog-gedly humorous. "What screw-ball ideas
| got! How'd | act?’

"Not bad,” said the orderly. "When | found you yakking in your wifesroom, | thought may-be it was
catching and I'd better go find another job. But Doc here told me | was too stable to go psychotic.”

"l wasn't any trouble?"

"Nah. All you did wastalk about how to handicap races. | got quite afew pointers. Hell, you went



over them often enough for anybody to get them straight!”

"I'm glad somebody made a profit,” said Clocker. He asked the doctor, "When do | get out of here?

"WEélIl haveto giveyou afew testsfirs.”

"Bring them on,” Clocker said confidently.

They were clever tests, design-ed to trip himinto revealing whether he il believed in hisdelusions.
But once he redlized that, he meticuloudy joked about them.

"Well?" he asked when the tests were finished.

"You'real right," said the doctor. "Just try not to worry about your wife, avoid overwork-ing, get
plenty of rest—"

Before Clocker |eft, he went to see Zelda. She had evidently recorded the time-step satisfactor-ily,
because she was on a soft-shoe routine that she must have known cold by the time sheld been ten.

He kissed her unresponsive mouth, knowing that she was far away in pace and could not fedl, see
or hear him. But that didn't matter. He felt his own good, honest, genuine longing for her, unchecked by
the diens control of emations.

"I'll spring you yet, baby," he said. "And what | told you about that big gpartment on Riverside Drive
gill goes. Well have atime together that ought to be afootnotein history al by it-sdf. I'll seeyou.. . .
after | get thered job done.”

He heard the soft-shoe rhythm al the way down the corridor, out of the hospita, and clear back to
thecity.

CLOCKER'S bank balance was sick, the circulation of histi p sheet gone. But he didn't worry
about it; there were big-ger problems.

He studied the newspapers be-fore even giving himsdf timeto think. The news was as bad as usual.
He could fed the hest of fisson, close hiseyesand see dl the citiesand farmsin theworld going up ina
blinding cloud. Asfar as he was concerned, Barnes and Harding and the rest weren't working fast
enough; he could see doom sprinting in haf afield ahead of the completion of the record.

Thefirgt thing he should have done was recapture the circula-tion of thetip sheet. Thefirst thing he
actually did do was write the story of his experience just asit had happened, and send it to amagazine.

When hefinaly went to work on his shet, it was to cut down the racing datato afew columnsand
fill therest of it with warnings.

"Thisiswhat you want?" the typesetter asked, staring at the copy Clocker turned in. ™Y ou surethisis
what you want?'

"SureI'm sure. Set it and let's get the edition out early. I'm doubling the print order.”

"Doubling?"

"You heard me"

When the issue was out, Clocker waited around the main newsstands on Broadway. He watched the
customers buy, study unbdievingly, and wander off looking asif dl the tracksin the country had burned
down S-multaneoudly.

Doc Hawkinsfound him there.

"Clocker, my boy! Y ou have no idea how anxious we were about you. But you're looking fit, I'm
gadtosay.”

"Thanks," Clocker said ab-stractedly. "1 wish | could say the same about you and the rest of the
world."

Doc laughed. "No need to wor-ry about us. Well muddle along somehow.”

"Youthink so, huh?"

"Well, if theend is approach-ing, let usgreet it a the Blue Ribbon. | believe we can till find the lads
there”

They were, and they greeted Clocker with gladness and drinks. Diplomaticaly, they made only the
most delicate references to the revamping job Clocker had done on histip sheet.

"It'sjust like opening night, that'sdl," comforted Arnold Wilson Wyle. "Y ou'll get back into your



routine pretty soon.”

"I don't want to," said. Clocker pugnacioudy. "Handicapping is only away to get peopleto read
what | really want to tell them.”

"Took me many minutesto find horses," Oil Pocket put in. "See one | want to bet on, but rest of
paper make me too wor-ried to bother betting. Okay with Injun, though—horse lost. And soon you get
happy again, stick to handicapping, let others worry about world.”

Buttonhole tightened his grip on Clocker's lapdl. " Sure, boy. Aslong as the bobtails run, who cares
what happensto anything else?"

"Maybe | went too easy,” said Clocker tensdly. "I didn't print the whole thing, just alittle part of it.
Heréstheres."

THEY were silent while he talked, seeming stunned with the terrible significance of hisgory.

"Did you explain dl thisto the doctors?' Doc Hawkins asked.

"You think I'm crazy?' Clocker retorted. "They'd have kept me packed away and I'd never get a
crack at telling any-body."

"Don't let it trouble you," said Doc. "Some vestiges of delusion can be expected to persst for awhile,
but you'l get rid of them. | have faith in your ability to distinguish between the red and unred.”

"Butitdl happened! If you guys don't believe me, who will? And you've got to so | can get Zelda
back!"

"Of course, of course,” said Doc hastily. "WEell discussit further some other time. Right now | redlly
must gtart putting my medica column together for the paper.”

"What about you, Handy Sam?" Clocker challenged.

Handy Sam, with one foot up on the table and a pencil be-tween histoes, was doodling
self-conscioudy on apaper napkin. "We al get these ideas, Clocker. | used to dream about having arms
and I'd wake up il think-ing o, till | didn't know if | did or didn't. But like Doc says, then you figure out
what'sred and it don't mix you up any more."

"All right," Clocker said bel-ligerently to Oil Pocket. ™Y ou think my story's batty, too?"

"Can savvy evil spirits, good spirits," Oil Pocket replied with stolid tact. " Injun spirits, though, not
white ones™"

"But | keep telling you they ain't spirits. They ain't even hu-man. They're from someworld way
acrossthe Universe—"

Oil Pocket shook hishead. "Can savvy Injun spirits, Clocker. No spirits, no savvy."

"Look, you seethe messwe'redl in, don't you?' Clocker appealed to the whole group. "Do you
mean to tell meyou can't fed were getting set to blow the joint? Wouldn't you want to stop it?"

"If we could, my boy, gladly," Doc said. "However, there's not much that any individua or group of
individuascan do."

"But how in hell does any-thing get started? With one guy, two guys—before you know it, you got a
crowd, apolitica party, acountry—"

"What about the other coun-tries, though?' asked Button-hole. " So we're sold on your story in
America, let's say. What do we do—Iet the rest of the world walk in and take us over?”

"We educate them,” Clocker explained despairingly. "We dtart it here and it spreadsto there. It
doesn't have to be everybody. Mr. Cahoun said | just have to convince afew people and that'll show
them it can be done and then | get Zelda back.”

Doc stood up and glanced around the table. "I believe | spesk for all of us, Clocker, when | state
that we shall do dl within our power to ad you."

"Liketdling other people?' Clocker asked eagerly.

"Well, that's going pretty—"

"Forget it, then. Go write your column. I'll see you chumps around—around ten miles up, shaped like
amushroom.”

He stamped out, so angry that he untypicaly let the others set-tle hishill.



CLOCKER'S experiment with the newspaper failed so badly that it was not worth the expense of
putting it out; people refused to buy. Clocker had three-sheets printed and hired sandwich men to parade
them through the city. He made violent speechesin Columbus Circle, where helost hisaudienceto
revivdig orators, Union Square, where he was told heatedly to bring his message to Wall Street; and
Times Square, where the police made him move aong so he wouldn't block traf-fic. He obeyed, shouting
his message as he walked, until he remembered how amusedly he used to listen to those who cried that
Doomsday was near. He wondered if they were catatonics under imperfect control. It didn't matter;
nobody paid serious at-tention to his or their warnings.

The next step, logicdly, was abarrage of |etters to the heads of nations, to the U.N., to editors of
newspapers. Only afew of hisletters were printed. The onesin Doc'stabloid did best, drawing such
commentsas.

"Who doesthisjerk think heis, tdling us everybody's going to get killed off? Maybe they will, but not
in Brooklyn!"

"When | wasayoung girl, somefifty yearsago, | had asm-ilar experienceto Mr. Locke's. But my
explanation is quite sm-ple. The persons| saw proved to be my ancestors. Mr. L ocke's new-found
friendswill, I am sure, prove to be the same. The World Beyond knows all and tellsall, and my Contral,
withwhom | amin daily communication Over There, assures me that mankind isin no danger whatever,
except from the evil effects of tobacco and acohol and the disrespect of youth for their eders.”

"The guy'snuts! He ought to go back to Russia. He's nothing but anut or aCommunist and in my
book that's the same thing."

"Heisn't telling us anything new. We all know who the enemy is. The only way to protect our-salves
isto build TWO GUNS FOR ONE!"

"Isthis Locke character sell-ing ustheideathat we al ought to go batty to save the world?’

Saddened and defeated, Clock-er went through his accumulated mail. There were politely
non-committal acknowledgments from embassies and the U.N. There was dso acheck for hisarticle
from the magazine held sent it to; the amount was as-tonishingly large.

He used part of it to buy radio time, the balance for adsin rural newspapers and magazines. City
people, he figured, were hard-ened by publicity gags, and he might stir up the less suspicious and
sophisticated hinterland. The replies he received, though, ad-vised him to buy some farmland and let the
metropolises be de-stroyed, which, he was assured, would be amighty good thing al around.

The magazine came out "the same day hetried to get into the U.N. to shout a speech from the
bal cony. He was quietly surrounded by a uniformed guard and moved, rather than forced, outside.

H E went dgectedly to hishotd. He stayed there for sev-eral days, diaing numbers he selected
randomly from the tele-phone book, and getting the brushoff from business offices, housewives and
maids. They were dl very busy or the boss wasn't in or they expected important cdls.

That was when hewaswarmly invited by |etter to see the editor of the magazine that had bought his
atice

Elated for actudly thefirst time since his discharge from the hospital, Clocker took acabto a
handsome building, showed hisinvitation to a pretty and cour-teous receptionist, and was es-corted into
an eaborate office where a smiling man came around a wide bleached-mahog-any desk and shook
handswith him.

"Mr. Locke," said the editor, "I'm happy to tell you that we've had awonderful response to your
dory."

"Article," Clocker corrected.

The editor smiled. "Do you produce so much that you can't remember what you sold us? It was
about—"

"I know," Clocker cut in. "But it wasn't agtory. It was an ar-ticle. It really—"

"Now, now. Thefirst thing awriter must learn isnot to take hisideas too serioudy. Very dangerous,



especidly inapiece of fiction like yours.™

"But thewhalethingistrug!”

"Certainly—while you werewriting it." The editor shoved apile of mail across the desk to-ward him.
"Here are some of the commentsthat have comein. | think you'll enjoy seeing the reaction.”

Clocker went through them, hoping anxioudy for no more than asingle note that would show his
message had come through to somebody. He fin-ished and |ooked up blankly.

"You see?' the editor asked proudly. "Youreafind."

"The new Mark Twain or Jon-athan Swift. A comic."

"A satirigt,” the editor amend-ed. He leaned across the desk on his crossed forearms. "A mail
response like thisindicates ata-ent worth devel oping. We would like to discuss a series of stor-ies—"

"Artides"

"Whatever you choose to call them. We're prepared to—"

"Y ou ever been off your rock-er?" Clocker asked abruptly.

T HE editor sat back, smiling with polite puzzlement. "Why, no."

"Y ou ought to try it sometime." Clocker lifted himself out of the chair and went to the door. "That's
what | want, what | wastrying to sl in my article. We al ought to go to hospitals and get ourself let in
and have these dliens take over and show uswhere we're going.”

"Y ou think that would be an improvement?'

"What wouldn't?" asked Clocker, opening the door. "But about the series—"

"I've got your name and ad-dress. I'll let you know if any-thing turnsup. Don't cal me; I'll call you.”

Clocker closed the door behind him, went out of the handsome building and called ataxi. All through
thelong ride, he stared at the thinning out of the city, the huddled suburban communi-ties, the stretches of
grass and well-behaved woods that were permitted to survive.

He climbed out at Glendae Center Hospital, paid the hackie, and went to the admitting desk. The
nursegave himaamile.

"We were wondering when you'd come visit your wife" she said. "Been away?'

"Sort of," he answered, with aslittle emotion as he had felt while he was being controlled. "I'll be
seeing plenty of her from now on. | want my old room back."

"But you're perfectly norma!"

"That depends on how, you look at it. Give me ten minutes alone and any brain vet will beglad to
give me acushioned room."

Handsin his pockets, Clocker went into the elevator, walked down the corridor to hisold room
without pausing to visit Zelda. It wasthe live Zelda he wanted to see, not the tapping automaton.

Hewent in and shut the door.

"OKAY, you wereright and | waswrong," Clocker told
the board of directors. "Turn me over to Barnesand I'll give him therest of the dope on racing. Just let
me see Zeldaonce in awhile and you won't have any trouble with me.”

"Then you are convinced that you havefailed," said Mr. Cahoun.

"I'm no dummy. | know when I'm licked. | also pay anything | owe."

Mr. Cahoun leaned back. "And so do we, Mr. Locke. Nat-uradly, you have no way of de-tecting
the effect you've had. We do. The result isthat, because of your experiment, we are glad-ly revising our
policy.”

"Huh?" Clocker looked around at the comfortable diensin their comfortable chairs. Solid and
re-spectable, every one of them. "Isthisarib?’

"Vidtsto catatonics have in-creased consderably,” explained Dr. Harding. "When thevistors are
aone with our human asso-ciates, they tentatively follow the directionsyou gavein your ar-ticle. Not dl
do, to be sure; only those who fed as strongly about being with their loved ones as you do about your
wife"



"We have accepted four volun-tary applicants,” said Mr. Cahoun.
Clocker's mouth seemed to befilled with cracker crumbs that wouldn't go down and allow him to

Speak

nd now," Dr. Harding went on, "we are setting up an Information Section to teach the ap-plicants

what you have learned and make the same arrangement we made with you. We are cer-tain that we
shall, before long, have to increase our staff as the number of voluntary applicantsincreases
geometricaly, after we release the firgt few to continue the work you have so admirably begun.”

"You mean | madeit?' Clock-er croaked unbdlievingly.

"Perhapsthiswill proveit to you,"” said Mr. Cahoun.

He motioned and the door opened and Zeldacamein.

"Hello, hon," shesaid. "I'm glad you're back. | missed you."

"Not like I missed you, baby! There wasn't anybody control-ling my fedings.”

Mr. Cahoun put his hands on their shoulders. "Whenever you care to, Mr. Locke, you and your wife
arefreetoleave”

Clocker held Zddas hands and her cadmly fond gaze. "We owe these guys plenty, baby,” he said to
her. "WEIl help make the record before we take off. Ain't that what you want?'

"Oh, itis, hon! And then | want you."

"Then let's get Sarted,” he said. "The quicker we do, the quicker we get back.”
—H.L.GOLD



