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Avariety of Excellence

NOTHI NG IS EASY to categorize about the Iife and works of Frederik Pohi. His stories vary nore in
I ength, attitude, type and treatnent than those of any other witer | know About the only point

of simlarity is the high level of excellence to be found in everything fromhis short-shorts to

his novels. To make things nore difficult for a biographer, he has been one of the |eaders in

al nrost every activity that in any way relates to the broad field of science fiction

Even his career as a witer falls into two widely separated periods which seemtotally
unrel ated to each ot her.

He began witing professionally in the very early forties, when he was just out of his
teens. A large nunber of his stories, under a host of pen nanes, were witten in collaboration
with one or nore other authors, and nobody seens entirely sure of exactly how nany people or
stories were involved. There were also twelve stories under the name of James M:Crei gh. The work
produced during this period was generally quite conpetent-good enough to win himwel cone froma
nunber of markets-but there was nothing about it to distinguish himfrommany other young witers
of the period.

The second phase of his witing career began el even years later, after a | ong hiatus; and
his reputation was established fromthe first story, a serial by Frederik Pohl and C. M Kornbl uth-
called Gravy Planet in the nmagazi ne version, but retitled The Space Merchants for book
publication. This was unquestionably the nost inportant novel published in 1952. It was favorably
revi ewed by publications that ranged from The Wall Street Journal to organs of the extreme
political left, none of which normally gave any space to science fiction.

Pohl and Kornbluth brought the art of satire back to science fiction and were soon being
widely imtated by other witers; in fact, the influence of this work reshaped much of the field
during the next two decades.

Thi s novel was soon followed by two other collaborations wth
Konmbl ut h. Some of the self-proclaimed critics in the field, who renenbered Poll's earlier stories
and esteened the i ndependent work of Kornbluth, inmediately decided that Pohi was |argely
dependent on Kornbluth for the high quality of their novels. They proceeded to pick the works
apart, deciding who had done what-and the parts they adnmred were al ways ascribed to Kornbl uth.

Kornbl uth agreed with Pohi that these critics were anmazingly consistent in being wong
about it, so far as could be renmenbered. But this didn't quiet the part-pickers. Even the
publication of Pohl's first independent novel, Slave Ship, wasn't enough to convince them though
it certainly should have done so. However, as other works by Pohi appeared, even the npbst severe
critics were forced to concede that he was one of the nmajor novelists of the field.

Meanti me, anmong the readers, he was developing a high reputation as a witer of shorter
fiction, in which he had no collaborator. H's novelette, "The Mdas Plague," was the first of his
i ndependent stories to appear in Galaxy Magazine, in April, 1954. This is a brilliant exanple of
satirical witing, with the shocking bite of its main assunption nmuted nicely by an el ement of
hunor. It is also an extrapolation of one trend, carried just a bit further than any other witer
woul d dare to go with it, and then justified by the other well devel oped details of such a society.

I recently had an excellent chance to discover just how good Pohl is as a witer of
shorter fiction. In making the selections that appear in this book, | read through every word of
ei ght collections of Pohl's shorter works. That cones to about half a million words!

Generally |I've found that reading all of any one collection of shorts and novel ettes by a
single witer is not to be done at a single stretch. After all, shorter works are never neant to
be read together, but rather to be separated by many nonths in nagazi ne publication. Mst witers
tend to stick to certain thenes, or do certain types of stories nmuch better than others. Wen read
at one sitting, these becone too obvious, too repetitive-boring, in fact, in such an unfair way of
readi ng them
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For that reason, | approached the task rather reluctantly. | planned to read one book at a
time, then wait a week, and try another.
It didn't work that way. | read all eight books in |l ess than a week- and found that |

thoroughly enjoyed them | not only didn't find that the readi ng grew nonotonous, but | began to
| ook forward to each new volune with anticipation

The works in this collection all appeared between 1954 and 1967,
there have been outstanding stories since, but | agree with Frederik Poll that we need nore time
to determ ne which of those should endure as his best. Meantine, these are the ones | consider his
best, chosen froma rich production that can often ~' be honestly termed nmenorabl e. Probably other
readers woul d have made ot her choices
-there are too nany good stories to nake selection sinple. But | have chosen these after a great
deal of consideration

As | read, | kept a list of the stories | felt mandatory for inclusion, planning to fil
the remainder with "next-best" stories. Again, it didn't work out that way. My list of "nust"
stories was twice as long as the linmts of the book permitted. So | had to go back and weed out
stories, hating to elimnate even one, to reach a manageabl e | ength.

There seens to be no limt to the variety to be found in the shorter works of Frederik
Pohi, in fact. They vary in length from1,500 to 21,000 words, and that is the smallest el enent of
their variety. Sone of them I|ike "The Mdas Plague," might be called satirical-but not with the
cold sardonic contrivance so comon to this rmuch-abused formof literature. Pohl is involved in
the cultures he shows; he may be sardonic or amused, but he feels hinmself a part of that which he
holds up to the distorting mirror of reality.

Sone stories depend on a twist at the end; usually this occurs in the shorter pieces, as
shoul d be the case. However, the twist is not to surprise the reader, but to bring the idea to a
qui ck and pointed conclusion that is conpletely satisfactory. And there is always nore than the
twist. "Grandy Devil" is based on a marvel ous character in a fanmly that is strangely inmortal
"Punch" tells us nore about ourselves and all intelligent life than is conveyed in many novel s,
short as the story is.

"Tunnel Under the Wirld" is a story of terror and of pathos-an odd blend of enotions,
indeed. It is also a fine suspense-action story. "The Hated" could have been a sinple action
story, but the heroes it presents to us are engaging in a different kind of conflict with their
envi ronnent .

There are stories that would sinply be sentinmental in the hands of a |lesser witer.
"Father of the Stars" tells of a man who felt he had to go to the ends of explored space, and how
he succeeded; we've all read that story a dozen tines, but not in this form "Three Portraits and
a Prayer" tells of an old scientist who | earned he was wong. There's sentinent there for those
who can enpat hi ze-but no sentinentality.

Sone night be called "idea" stories. (Al are built around ideas, of course; but sone
i deas tend to obtrude beyond the story, except in
the hands of a very skillful craftsman.) "The Day the Martians Cane" is one of the ol dest i deas,
first given acceptable formin Wlls' War of the Wrlds. The title gives it all away-or does it?
All the ingredients are fanmiliar-except the way we see it, and what we realize fromPohl's view
"Speed Trap," on the other hand, is a totally new idea, so far as | can determ ne, beautifully
turned into excellent fiction. "The Day the Icicle Wrks C osed" gives us a new service for
tourists, another idea that nakes ne wonder why no one thought of it before.

It's hard to say whether there's a newidea in "Day MIlion"-Pohl says it's a | ove story,
the oldest idea in literature. It is a love story, but |I find nothing old init.

And finally, skipping over a few other selections you can discover for yourself, there is
an article, as a sanple of several excellent pieces of science non-fiction authored by Pohl. In
this day of conputers, we should all master arithnmetic to the base two, but nost of us still cling
to the decimal rut. Pohi teaches us how natural and sinple the new systemis-and shows us that
it's the only way to master sonme of the ordinary problens of daily life.

There was al so no probl em of bal ancing the book to insure sufficient variety. That took
care of itself.

Pohl's career in science fiction is at |east as varied and conplex as his witing.

Li ke so many of us, he began his public life as a "fan," a reader of science fiction who
became so enanored of the literature that he had to join with others in discussing and
proselytizing it. In those days, there was a small nunber of such fans who were so well known that
many becane nore fanous in science fiction than sone of the witers. Pohl rapidly joined this
nunber, and becane a | eader anong the others.

He was part of the novement that led to the formation of the first great fan tradition-the
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annual World Science Fiction Convention. As nuch as any single person could be, he was a noving
force in the organi zation of the very first one, held in 1939. (He didn't attend. There were feuds
in those days that seemed earthshaking then, and he was too strong a fan not to take sides.
Happily, those feuds are now dead, and ancient enenies are now the best of friends.)

Al nost at once, he graduated to editing his own nmagazines. This cane about before he was
twenty-one. Sonehow, despite a very |ow budget for his magazi nes, he managed to become a naj or
editor, with magazi nes second only to the acknow edged and established | eader. And when | visited
New York City in those days to see John
W Canpbell, the only other editor it occurred to ne to see was Frederik Poll

He mi ght have gone on with the nmmgazines, but the war interrupted his career. And when he
returned, he turned to another field. He opened an agency to handle the stories of other witers,
and rapidly became one of the |eading agents in science fiction, perhaps the | eading one. H's
roster of clients read like a Who's Wio of science fiction, fromlong-established professionals to
begi nners who were quickly pronoted to stardomunder his handling. | couldn't have issued the four
magazines | was then editing without his service; his help to Horace L. Gold in the |Iaunching of
Gal axy nust have been beyond val ue.

It was partly as a result of his work as an agent that he returned to witing. He nade a
strong effort to bring back many of the witers who had dropped out of the field, anmong themhis
close friend, Cyril Konbluth, who had begun under a nunber of pen nanes and had been one of the
better young witers before the war, but had since abandoned all witing efforts. In persuading
himto return to witing, Pohl discussed nany ideas for stories with him It was during these
di scussions that the idea of collaborating again canme up, resulting in the novel, The Space
Mer chant s.

As an agent, Pohi was also instrunental in steering many witers into the book field,
where publishers were then just beconming interested in science fiction. Among the witers steered
into this new market was |saac Asinov. And Asinov benefited in this partly by the fact that Poh
was also still an active and inportant fan! There was an organi zation in New York called the Hydra
A ub which had been founded by Frederik Poll and ne in 1947, and the nonthly neetings of this club
were attended by nost of the major witers and editors in the field at the tinme. It was at such a
meeting that Pohi brought |saac Asinobv together with Walter Bradbury, editor for Doubl eday; the
result was a contract for the first of an incredible nunber of books by Asinov.

Eventually, the lure of witing proved nore conpelling than the work as an agent, and Pohl
gave up his agency to becone a full-time witer. He continued to collaborate w th Kornbluth, but
he began to work a great deal on his own. He also collaborated on two projects with me. | can't
speak for other collaborators, but in my own case, Pohi contributed fully half of the witing and
all the basic ideas, while taking only half the credit. But our work was so nuch rewitten back
and forth, and so conpletely the result of constant rethinking that | can't even guess who was
responsi bl e for what, in nost instances.

But our nethods were so dissimlar that we both decided after the second attenpt to abandon

wor ki ng together, financially successful though it had been. One lasting result, however, was that
my wi fe Evelyn and | noved out to Red Bank, where we were always the closest of friends with Fred
Poll and his wife Carol during the next two decades.

Pohi al so began a series of collaborations with Jack Wllianmson. It seemed an unlikely
conbi nation; Pohl's witing was accepted as sonewhat sardonic and cynical (though that was an
unfair judgment), while WIIlianmson was noted for his extreme romantic euphoria about man in the
future. Yet the collaboration worked well through three juvenile books and many adult serials.

Not hing ever went in a straight line in his career, however. Now that he was a successfu
author, it wasn't too surprising that he resuned his career as an editor. Horace L. Gold resigned
as editor of Galaxy and if, and Pohl was i mediately chosen as his successor.

Now he was editing two of the |eading nagazines in the field, with a conpetitive budget,
quite different fromhis previous experience.

He proceeded to denpnstrate just how good an editor he really was, and the results were
qui ckly apparent, as he began di scovering new talent and naking full use of the old. Many of the
| eadi ng authors today first appeared in his nmagazi nes-Ni ven and Tiptree, to name two quite
dissimlar ones froma |arge group. The stories he printed won a nmgjority of the Hugo awards in
the succeedi ng years, and if was picked for the Hugo three successive years!

Then the magazi nes were sold to Universal Publishing and Distributing Corporation. Poh
was offered the chance to continue editing the magazines, but it would have neant full-tine
commuting to New York City, and he decided to go back to witing without editing. He felt there
were rewards enough in that; rightly so, as it proved, since he was named as Quest of Honor by the
Worl d Science Fiction Convention in 1972 and won a Hugo for his witing in 1973-the only nan to
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win that honor both for his witing and his editing.

There were a few other contributions during all this tinme, of course. He became one of the
nmost sought | ecturers on science fiction and the world of the future, addressing all sorts of
groups and crusadi ng for what science fiction had | ong been, but which was just being discovered
by a wi der audi ence. He hel ped enl arge that audi ence. He taught science fiction in schools for
young witers. And he traveled widely (to both Russia and Japan, for instance) to deepen the
i nternational flavor of science fiction

As | wite this, he is again serving as an editor, this tinme as science fiction consultant
for a large soft-cover book publishing house. And, happily, he is still witing sone of the best
science fiction to be found in books or nagazi nes.

Lester del Rey
August 11, 1974

The Tunnel Under the World

ON THE MORNI NG of June 15th, Guy Burckhardt woke up screaning out of a dream

It was nore real than any dream he had ever had in his life. He could still hear and fee
the sharp, ripping-nmetal explosion, the violent heave that had tossed himfuriously out of bed,
the searing wave of heat.

He sat up convulsively and stared, not believing what he saw, at the quiet roomand the
bright sunlight comng in the w ndow

He croaked, "Mary?"

Hs wife was not in the bed next to him The covers were tunbled and awy, as though she
had just left it, and the nmenory of the dreamwas so strong that instinctively he found hinself
searching the floor to see if the dream expl osion had thrown her down.

But she wasn't there. O course she wasn't, he told hinself, |ooking at the faniliar
vanity and slipper chair, the uncracked wi ndow, the unbuckled wall. It had only been a dream

"Quy?" His wife was calling himquerulously fromthe foot of the stairs. "Quy, dear, are
you all right?"

He call ed weakly, "Sure."

There was a pause. Then Mary said doubtfully, "Breakfast is ready. Are you sure you're all
right? | thought | heard you yelling."

Bur ckhardt said nore confidently, "I had a bad dream honey. Be right down."

In the shower, punching the | ukewarm and-col ogne he favored, he told hinself that it had
been a beaut of a dream Still bad dreans weren't unusual, especially bad dreans about expl osions.
In the past thirty years of Hbonmb jitters, who had not dreaned of expl osions?

Even Mary had dreaned of them it turned out, for he started to tell her about the dream

but she cut himoff. "You did?" Her voice was astoni shed. "Wy, dear, | dreaned the sane thing!
Wel |, al nost
the sane thing. | didn't actually hear anything. | dreamed that sonething woke nme up, and then
there was a sort of quick bang, and then sonething hit me on the head. And that was all. Was yours
l'i ke that?"

Bur ckhardt coughed. "Well, no," he said. Mary was not one of the strong-as-a-nan, brave-as-

a-tiger women. It was not necessary, he thought, to tell her all the little details of the dream
that made it seemso real. No need to nmention the splintered ribs, and the salt bubble in his
throat, and the agoni zed knowl edge that this was death. He said, "Mybe there really was sone kind
of expl osi on downtown. Maybe we heard it and it started us dreaning."”

Mary reached over and patted his hand absently. "Maybe," she agreed. "It's al nost half-
past eight, dear. Shouldn't you hurry? You don't want to be late to the office."

He gul ped his food, kissed her and rushed out-not so much to be on tine as to see if his
guess had been right.

But downtown Tylerton | ooked as it always had. Coming in on the bus, Burckhardt watched
critically out the wi ndow, seeking evidence of an explosion. There wasn't any. |f anything,
Tyl erton | ooked better than it ever had before. It was a beautiful crisp day, the sky was
cl oudl ess, the buildings were clean and inviting. They had, he observed, steam blasted the Power &
Li ght Building, the town's only skyscraper
-that was the penalty of having Contro Chemicals' main plant on the outskirts of town; the funes
fromthe cascade stills left their mark on stone buil di ngs.

None of the usual crowd were on the bus, so there wasn't anyone Burckhardt coul d ask about
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the explosion. And by the tine he got out at the corner of Fifth and Lehigh and the bus rolled
away with a nuted di esel noan, he had pretty well convinced hinself that it was all inagination.

He stopped at the cigar stand in the | obby of his office building, but Ralph wasn't behind
the counter. The nman who sold himhis pack of cigarettes was a stranger

"Where's M. Stebbins?" Burckhardt asked.

The man said politely, "Sick, sir. He'll be in tomorrow. A pack of Marlins today?"

"Chesterfields," Burckhardt corrected.

"Certainly, sir," the man said. But what he took fromthe rack and slid across the counter
was an unfaniliar green-and-yell ow pack

"Do try these, sir," he suggested. "They contain an anti-cough factor. Ever notice how
ordinary cigarettes make you choke every once in a while?"

Bur ckhardt said suspiciously, "I never heard of this brand."

"OfF course not. They're sonething new. " Burckhardt hesitated, and the nman said
persuasi vely, "Look, try themout at ny risk. If you don't like them bring back the enpty pack
and 1'll refund your money. Fair enough?"

Bur ckhardt shrugged. "How can | |ose? But give ne a pack of Chesterfields, too, will you?"

He opened the pack and lit one while he waited for the el evator. They weren't bad, he
deci ded, though he was suspicious of cigarettes that had the tobacco chemically treated in any
way. But he didn't think nuch of Ralph's stand-in; it would raise hell with the trade at the cigar
stand if the man tried to give every custoner the same hi ghpressure sales talk.

The el evator door opened with a | ow pitched sound of music. Burckhardt and two or three
others got in and he nodded to them as the door closed. The thread of nusic switched off and the
speaker in the ceiling of the cab began its usual commerci als.

No, not the usual commercials, Burckhardt realized. He had been exposed to the captive-
audi ence commercials so long that they hardly registered on the outer ear any nore, but what was
comng fromthe recorded programin the basenent of the building caught his attention. It wasn't
merely that the brands were nostly unfaniliar; it was a difference in pattern

There were jingles with an insistent, bouncy rhythm about soft drinks he had never
tasted. There was a rapid patter dial ogue between what sounded like two ten-year-old boys about a
candy bar, followed by an authoritative bass runble: "Go right out and get a DELICI QUS Choco-Bite
and eat your TANGY Choco-Bite all up. That's ChocoBite!" There was a sobbing fenale whine: "I w sh
| had a Feckle Freezer! |1'd do anything for a Feckle Freezer!" Burckhardt reached his floor and
left the elevator in the mddle of the last one. It left hima little uneasy. The comercials were
not for fam liar brands; there was no feeling of use and customto them

But the office was happily nornal -except that M. Barth wasn't in. Mss Mtkin, yawning at
the reception desk, didn't know exactly why. "H s hone phoned, that's all. He'll be in tonorrow. "

"Maybe he went to the plant. It's right near his house."

She | ooked indifferent. "Yeah."

A thought struck Burckhardt. "But today is June 15th! It's quarterly tax return day-he has
to sign the return!”

Mss Mtkin shrugged to indicate that that was Burckhardt's problem not hers. She
returned to her nails.

Thor oughl y exasperated, Burckhardt went to his desk. It wasn't that he couldn't sign the
tax returns as well as Barth, he thought resentfully. It sinmply wasn't his job, that was all; it
was a responsibility that Barth, as office manager for Contro Chem cal ? downtown office, should
have taken.

He thought briefly of calling Barth at his home or trying to reach himat the factory, but
he gave up the idea quickly enough. He didn't really care much for the people at the factory and
the I ess contact he had with them the better. He had been to the factory once, with Barth; it had
been a confusing and, in a way, a frightening experience. Barring a handful of executives and
engi neers, there wasn't a soul in the factory-that is, Burckhardt corrected hinself, renenbering
what Barth had told him not a living soul-just the nmachines.

According to Barth, each nachine was controlled by a sort of computer which reproduced, in
its electronic snarl, the actual nenory and mind of a human being. It was an unpl easant thought.
Bart h, |aughing, had assured himthat there was no Frankenstein business of robbing graveyards and
i mplanting brains in nachines. It was only a matter, he said, of transferring a nman's habit
patterns frombrain cells to vacuumtube cells. It didn't hurt the man and it didn't nake the
machi ne into a nonster.

But they made Burckhardt unconfortable all the same.

He put Barth and the factory and all his other little irritations out of his mnd and
tackled the tax returns. It took himuntil noon to verify the figures-which Barth could have done
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out of his nmenory and his private |ledger in ten mnutes, Burckhardt resentfully rem nded hinself.

He sealed themin an envel ope and wal ked out to Mss Mtkin. "Since M. Barth isn't here,
we'd better go to lunch in shifts," he said. "You can go first."

"Thanks." Mss Mtkin languidly took her bag out of the desk drawer and began to apply
makeup.

Bur ckhardt offered her the envelope. "Drop this in the mail for me, will you? Uh-wait a
mnute. | wonder if | ought to phone M. Barth to nake sure. Did his wife say whether he was able
to take phone cal |l s?"

"Didn't say." Mss Mtkin blotted her lips carefully with a Kl eenex. "Wasn't his wife,
anyway. It was his daughter who called and | eft the nessage."

"The ki d?" Burckhardt frowned. "I thought she was away at school ."

"She called, that's all | know "

Bur ckhardt went back to his own office and stared distastefully at the unopened nmail on
his desk. He didn't like nightnares; they spoiled his whole day. He shoul d have stayed in bed,

i ke Barth.

A funny thing happened on his way hone. There was a disturbance at the corner where he
usual | y caught his bus-sonmeone was scream ng sonet hi ng about a new ki nd of deep-freeze-so he
wal ked an extra block. He saw the bus com ng and started to trot. But behind him soneone was
calling his name. He | ooked over his shoulder; a small harried-Iooking man was hurrying toward
hi m

Bur ckhardt hesitated, and then recognized him It was a casual acquai ntance nanmed Swanson
Bur ckhardt sourly observed that he had already m ssed the bus.

He said, "Hello."

Swanson's face was desperately eager. "Burckhardt?" he asked inquiringly, with an odd
intensity. And then he just stood there silently, watching Burckhardt's face, with a burning
eagerness that dwindled to a faint hope and died to a regret. He was searching for something,
wai ting for sonething, Burckhardt thought. But whatever it was he wanted, Burckhardt didn't know
how to supply it.

Bur ckhardt coughed and said again, "Hello, Swanson."

Swanson didn't even acknow edge the greeting. He nmerely sighed a very deep sigh

"Not hi ng doi ng," he munbl ed, apparently to hinmself. He nodded abstractedly to Burckhardt
and turned away.

Bur ckhardt watched the sl unped shoul ders di sappear in the crowd. It was an odd sort of
day, he thought, and one he didn't much |ike. Things weren't going right.

Ri di ng honme on the next bus, he brooded about it. It wasn't anything terrible or
di sastrous; it was something out of his experience entirely. You live your life, |ike any nman, and
you forma network of inpressions and reactions. You expect things. Wen you open your mnedicine
chest, your razor is expected to be on the second shel f; when you | ock your front door, you expect
to have to give it a slight extra tug to make it latch

It isn't the things that are right and perfect in your life that make it famliar. It is
the things that are just a little bit wong-the sticking latch, the Ilight switch at the head of
the stairs that needs an extra push because the spring is old and weak, the rug that unfailingly
ski ds underf oot .

It wasn't just that things were wong with the pattern of Burckhardt's life; it was that
the wong things were wong. For instance, Barth hadn't come into the office, yet Barth al ways
cane in.

Bur ckhar dt brooded about it through dinner. He brooded about it, despite his wife's
attenpt to interest himin a gane of bridge with the neighbors, all through the evening. The
nei ghbors were people he |liked-Anne and Farl ey Dennerman. He had known themall their lives. But
they were odd and brooding, too, this night and he barely listened to Dennerman's conpl ai nts about
not being able to get good phone service or his wife's coments on the disgusting variety of
tel evision commerci als they had these days.

Bur ckhardt was well on the way to setting an all-tinme record for continuous abstraction
when, around midnight, with a suddenness that surprised himhe was strangely aware of it happeni ng-
he turned over in his bed and, quickly and conpletely, fell asleep

On the norning of June 15th, Burckhardt woke up screaning

It was nore real than any dream he had ever had in his life. He could still hear the
expl osion, feel the blast that crushed himagainst a wall. It did not seemright that he should be
sitting bolt upright in bed in an undisturbed room
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Hs wife cane pattering up the stairs. "Darling!" she cried. "Wat's the matter?"

He munbl ed, "Nothing. Bad dream"

She rel axed, hand on heart. In an angry tone, she started to say:

"You gave ne such a shock-"

But a noise fromoutside interrupted her. There was a wail of sirens and a clang of bells;
it was | oud and shocki ng.

The Burckhardts stared at each other for a heartbeat, then hurried fearfully to the
Wi ndow.

There were no runbling fire engines in the street, only a snmall panel truck, cruising
slowy along. Flaring | oud-speaker horns crowned its top. Fromthemissued the scream ng sound of
sirens, growing in intensity, mxed with the runble of heavy-duty engines and the sound of bells.
It was a perfect record of fire engines arriving at a four-alarm bl aze.

Burckhardt said in amazenent, "Mary, that's against the law Do you know what they're
doi ng? They're playing records of a fire. What are they up to?"

"Maybe it's a practical joke," his wife offered.

"Joke? Waki ng up the whol e nei ghborhood at six o'clock in the norning?" He shook his head.
"The police will be here in ten mnutes," he predicted. "Wait and see."

But the police weren't-not in ten nminutes, or at all. Woever the pranksters in the car
were, they apparently had a police pernmt for their ganes.

The car took a position in the mddle of the block and stood silent for a few m nutes.
Then there was a crackle fromthe speaker, and a giant voice chanted:

Feckl e Freezers!

Feckl e Freezers!

Cotta have a

Feckl e Freezer!

Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle,

Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle- It went on and on. Every house on the block had faces staring out
of wi ndows by then. The voice was not merely loud; it was nearly deafening.

Bur ckhardt shouted to his wife, over the uproar, "Wat the hell is a Feckle Freezer?"

"Some kind of a freezer, | guess, dear," she shrieked back unhel pfully.

Abruptly the noi se stopped and the truck stood silent. It was still misty norning; the
sun's rays cane horizontally across the rooftops. It was inpossible to believe that, a nonent ago,
the silent block had been bellowi ng the name of a freezer

"A crazy advertising trick," Burckhardt said bitterly. He yawned and turned away fromthe
wi ndow. "M ght as well get dressed. | guess that's the end of-"

The bel | ow caught himfrom behind; it was alnost |like a hard slap on the ears. A harsh,
sneering voice, |louder than the archangel's trunpet, how ed:

"Have you got a freezer? ft stinks! If it isn't a Feckle Freezer, it stinks! If it's a
| ast year's Feckle Freezer, it stinks! Only this year's Feckle Freezer is any good at all! You
know who owns an Aj ax Freezer? Fairies own Aj ax Freezers! You know who owns a Triplecold Freezer?
Conmi es own Triplecold Freezers! Every freezer but a brand-new Feckle Freezer stinks!"

The voice screaned inarticulately with rage. "I'mwarning you! Get out and buy a Feckle
Freezer right away! Hurry up! Hurry for Feckle! Hurry for Feckle! Hurry, hurry, hurry, Feckle,
Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle.

It stopped eventually. Burckhardt licked his Iips. He started to say to his w fe, "Maybe
we ought to call the police about-" when the speakers erupted again. It caught himoff guard; it
was intended to catch himoff guard. It screaned:

"Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle.

Cheap freezers ruin your food. You'll get sick and throw up. You'll get sick and die. Buy a
Feckl e, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle! Ever take a piece of neat out of the freezer you've got and see
how rotten and noldy it is? Buy a Feclde, Feckle, Feckle, Feckle,~ Feckle. Do you want to eat
rotten, stinking food? O do you want to wi se up and buy a Feckle, Feckle, Feckle--"

That did it. Wth fingers that kept stabbing the wong holes, Burckhardt finally nanaged
to dial the local police station. He got a busy signal-it was apparent that he was not the only
one with the sane idea-and while he was shakily dialing again, the noise outside stopped.

He | ooked out the wi ndow. The truck was gone.

Bur ckhardt | oosened his tie and ordered another Frosty-Flip fromthe waiter. If only they
woul dn't keep the Crystal Cafe so hot! The new paint job-searing reds and blinding yell ows-was bad
enough, but soneone seened to have the delusion that this was January instead of June; the place
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was a good ten degrees warner than outside.

He swall owed the Frosty-Flip in tw gulps. It had a kind of peculiar flavor, he thought,
but not bad. It certainly cooled you off, just as the waiter had prom sed. He rem nded hinself to
pick up a carton of themon the way hone; Mary mght |like them She was always interested in
somet hi ng new.

He stood up awkwardly as the girl cane across the restaurant toward him She was the nost
beautiful thing he had ever seen in Tyl erton. Chin-height, honey-blond hair and a figure that-

well, it was all hers. There was no doubt in the world that the dress that clung to her was the
only thing she wore. He felt as if he were blushing as she greeted him
"M . Burckhardt." The voice was |ike distant tontons. "It's wonderful of you to let ne see

you, after this norning."
He cleared his throat. "Not at all. Wn't you sit down, Mss--"
"April Horn," she nurnured, sitting down-beside him not where he had pointed on the other

side of the table. "Call nme April, won't you?"
She was wearing some kind of perfume, Burckhardt noted with what little of his nind was
functioning at all. It didn't seemfair that she should be using perfune as well as everything

el se. He cane to with a start and realized that the waiter was |leaving with an order for filets
m gnon for two.

"Hey!" he obj ected.

"Pl ease, M. Burckhardt." Her shoul der was against his, her face
was turned to him her breath was warm her expression was tender and solicitous. "This is all on
the Feckl e Corporation. Please |let them
-it's the least they can do."

He felt her hand burrowi ng into his pocket.

"I put the price of the neal into your pocket," she whispered conspiratorially. "Please do
that for ne, won't you? | nean |'d appreciate it if you' d pay the waiter-1'm ol d-fashi oned about
things like that."

She snmiled neltingly, then becane nock-busi nesslike. "But you must take the noney,"” she
insisted. "Wy, you're letting Feckle off lightly if you do! You could sue themfor every nicke
they' ve got, disturbing your sleep like that."

Wth a dizzy feeling, as though he had just seen someone nmeke a rabbit disappear into a
top hat, he said, "Wy, it really wasn't so bad, uh, April. Alittle noisy, maybe, but--"

"Ch, M. Burckhardt!" The blue eyes were wide and adnmiring. "I knew you'd understand. It's
just that-well, it's such a wonderful freezer that sone of the outside nen get carried away, so to
speak. As soon as the nmain office found out about what happened, they sent representatives around
to every house on the block to apol ogi ze. Your wife told us where we could phone you-and |I'm so
very pleased that you were willing to let ne have lunch with you, so that | coul d apol ogi ze, too
Because truly, M. Burckhardt, it is a fine freezer.

"I shouldn't tell you this, but-" The blue eyes were shyly lowered- "1'd do al nost
anyt hing for Feckle Freezers. It's nore than a job to nme." She | ooked up. She was enchanting. "I
bet you think I'msilly, don't you?"

Bur ckhardt coughed. "Well, [I--"

"Ch, you don't want to be unkind!" She shook her head. "No, don't pretend. You think it's
silly. But really, M. Burckhardt, you wouldn't think so if you knew nore about the Feckle. Let ne
show you this little booklet--"

Bur ckhardt got back fromlunch a full hour late. It wasn't only the girl who delayed him
There had been a curious interviewwith a little man named Swanson, whom he barely knew, who had
stopped himwi th desperate urgency on the street-and then Ieft himcold.

But it didn't matter nuch. M. Barth, for the first time since Burckhardt had worked
there, was out for the day-l|eaving Burckhardt stuck with the quarterly tax returns.

VWhat did matter, though, was that sonehow he had signed a purchase order for a twelve-
cubi c-foot Feckle Freezer, upright nodel, self-defrosting, list price $625, with a ten per cent
"courtesy" dis
count - "Because of that horrid affair this nmorning, M. Burckhardt," she had said.

And he wasn't sure how he could explain it to his wfe.

He needn't have worried. As he wal ked in the front door, his wife said al nost i medi ately,
"I wonder if we can't afford a new freezer, dear. There was a nan here to apol ogi ze about that
noi se and-well, we got to talking and-"

She had signed a purchase order, too.

It had been the dammedest day, Burckhardt thought later, on his way up to bed. But the day
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wasn't done with himyet. At the head of the stairs, the weakened spring in the electric Iight
switch refused to click at all. He snapped it back and forth angrily and, of course, succeeded in
jarring the tunbler out of its pins. The wires shorted and every light in the house went out.

"Damm!" said Guy Burckhardt.

"Fuse?" His wife shrugged sleepily. "Let it go till the norning, dear."

Bur ckhardt shook his head. "You go back to bed. 1'll be right along."

It wasn't so rmuch that he cared about fixing the fuse, but he was too restless for sleep
He di sconnected the bad switch with a screwdriver, tunbled down into the black kitchen, found the
flashlight and clinbed gingerly down the cellar stairs. He | ocated a spare fuse, pushed an enpty
trunk over to the fuse box to stand on and twi sted out the old fuse.

When the new one was in, he heard the starting click and steady drone of the refrigerator
in the kitchen overhead.

He headed back to the steps, and stopped.

VWere the old trunk had been, the cellar floor gleamed oddly bright. He inspected it in
the flashlight beam It was netal

"Son of a gun," said Guy Burckhardt. He shook his head unbelievingly. He peered cl oser
rubbed the edges of the netallic patch with his thunb and acquired an annoying cut-the edges were
shar p.

The stained cement floor of the cellar was a thin shell. He found a hanmer and cracked it
off in a dozen spots-everywhere was mnetal

The whol e cellar was a copper box. Even the cenment-brick walls were false fronts over a
met al sheat h!

Baffl ed, he attacked one of the foundation beans. That, at |east, was real wood. The gl ass
in the cellar wi ndows was real gl ass.

He sucked his bleeding thunb and tried the base of the cellar stairs. Real wood. He
chi pped at the bricks under the oil burner. Real bricks. The retaining walls, the floor-they were
f aked.

It was as though sonmeone had shored up the house with a frame of nmetal and then
| abori ously conceal ed t he evi dence.

The bi ggest surprise was the upside-down boat hull that blocked the rear half of the
cellar, relic of a brief home-workshop period that Burckhardt had gone through a couple of years
before. From above, it |ooked perfectly normal. I|nside, though, where there should have been
thwarts and seats and | ockers, there was a nmere tangle of braces, rough and unfi ni shed.

"But | built that!" Burckhardt exclained, forgetting his thunmb. He | eaned agai nst the hul
dizzily, trying to think this thing through. For reasons beyond his conprehension, sonmeone had
taken his boat and his cellar away, nmaybe his whol e house, and replaced themwi th a clever nock-up
of the real thing.

"That's crazy," he said to the enpty cellar. He stared around in the light of the flash.
He whi spered, "Wat in the name of Heaven woul d anybody do that for?"

Reason refused an answer; there wasn't any reasonabl e answer. For |ong m nutes, Burckhardt
contenpl ated the uncertain picture of his own sanity.

He peered under the boat again, hoping to reassure hinself that it was a mistake, just his
i magi nation. But the sioppy, unfinished braci ng was unchanged. He crawl ed under for a better | ook
feeling the rough wood incredul ously. Utterly inpossible!

He switched off the flashlight and started to wiggle out. But he didn't make it. In the
monment between the command to his legs to nove and the crawing out, he felt a sudden draining
wear i ness fl oodi ng through him

Consci ousness went-not easily, but as though it were being taken away, and Guy Burckhardt
was asl eep.

On the norning of June 16th, Quy Burckhardt woke up in a cranped position huddl ed under
the hull of the boat in his basenent
-and raced upstairs to find it was June 15th.

The first thing he had done was to make a frantic, hasty inspection of the boat hull, the
faked cellar floor, the imtation stone. They were all as he had renenbered them all conpletely
unbel i evabl e.

The kitchen was its placid, unexciting self. The electric clock was purring soberly around
the dial. Alnbst six o' clock, it said. Hs wife woul d be waki ng at any nonent.

Bur ckhardt flung open the front door and stared out into the quiet street. The norning
paper was tossed carel essly against the steps, and as he retrieved it, he noticed that this was
the 15th day of June.
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But that was inpossible. Yesterday was the 15th of June. It was not a date one would
forget, it was quarterly tax-return day.
He went back into the hail and picked up the tel ephone; he dailed for Wather |Informtion

and got a well-nodul ated chant: "-and cool er, sone showers. Baronetric pressure thirty point zero
four, rising . . . United States Wather Bureau forecast for June 15th. Warm and sunny, with high
around- "

He hung the phone up. June 15th.

"Holy Heaven!" Burckhardt said prayerfully. Things were very odd indeed. He heard the ring
of his wife's alarm and bounded up the stairs.

Mary Burckhardt was sitting upright in bed with the terrified, unconprehendi ng stare of
sonmeone just waking out of a nightnare.

"Oh!" she gasped, as her husband cane in the room "Darling, | just had the nost terrible
dream It was |ike an expl osion and-"

"Agai n?" Burckhardt asked, not very synpathetically. "Mary, something' s funny! | knew
there was sonething wong all day yesterday and-"

He went on to tell her about the copper box that was the cellar, and the odd nock-up
soneone had nmade of his boat. Mary | ooked astoni shed, then alarmed, then placatory and uneasy.

She said, "Dear, are you sure? Because | was cleaning that old trunk out just |ast week
and | didn't notice anything."

"Positive!" said @Quy Burckhardt. "I dragged it over to the wall to step on it to put a new
fuse in after we blew the Iights out and-"

"After we what?" Mary was | ooking nore than nerely al arned.

"After we blew the lights out. You know, when the switch at the head of the stairs stuck
| went down to the cellar and-"

Mary sat up in bed. "Quy, the switch didn't stick. | turned out the lights nmyself | ast
ni ght."

Burckhardt glared at his wife. "Now | know you didn't! Come here and take a | ook!"

He stal ked out to the landing and dramatically pointed to the bad switch, the one that he
had unscrewed and | eft hanging the night before

Only it wasn't. It was as it had al ways been. Unbelieving, Burckhardt pressed it and the
lights sprang up in both halls.

Mary, | ooking pale and worried, left himto go down to the kitchen and start breakfast.
Burclthardt stood staring at the switch for a long tine. Hi s nental processes were gone beyond the
poi nt of disbelief and shock; they sinply were not functioning.

He shaved and dressed and ate his breakfast in a state of nunb introspection. Mary didn't
di sturb him she was apprehensive and soot hing. She ki ssed hi m good-by as he hurried out to the
bus wi t hout anot her word.

Mss Mtkin, at the reception desk, greeted himwith a yawn. "Mrning," she said drowsily.
"M. Barth won't be in today."

Burckhardt started to say something, but checked hinmsel f. She would not know that Barth
hadn't been in yesterday, either, because she was tearing a June 14th pad off her cal endar to make
way for the "new' June 15th sheet.

He staggered to his own desk and stared unseeingly at the norning's nmail. It had not even
been opened yet, but he knew that the Factory Distributors envel ope contained an order for twenty
thousand feet of the new acoustic tile, and the one from Fi nebeck & Sons was a conpl ai nt.

After a long while, he forced hinself to open them They were.

By lunchtinme, driven by a desperate sense of urgency, Burckhardt nade Mss Mtkin take her
I unch hour first-the June-fifteenth-thatwas-yesterday, he had gone first. She went, | ooking
vaguely worried about his strained insistence, but it nade no difference to Burckhardt's nood.

The phone rang and Burckhardt picked it up abstractedly. "Contro Chenicals Downt own,

Bur ckhar dt speaki ng. "

The voice said, "This is Swanson," and stopped.

Bur ckhardt waited expectantly, but that was all. He said, "Hello?"

Agai n the pause. Then Swanson asked in sad resignation, "Still nothing, eh?"

"Not hi ng what ? Swanson, is there sonething you want? You cane up to ne yesterday and went
through this routine. You-"

The voice crackled: "Burckhardt! Ch, ny good heavens, you renenber! Stay right there-1"|
be down in half an hour!"

"What's this all about?"

"Never mind," the little man said exultantly. "Tell you about it when | see you. Don't say
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any nore over the phone-sonebody may be listening. Just wait there. Say, hold on a minute. WII
you be alone in the office?"

"Well, no. Mss Mtkin will probably-"

"Hel | . Look, Burckhardt, where do you eat lunch? Is it good and noisy?"

"Why, | suppose so. The Crystal Cafe. It's just about a block--"

"l know where it is. Meet you in half an hour!" And the receiver clicked.

The Crystal Cafe was no longer painted red, but the tenperature was still up. And they had
added piped-in nusic interspersed with comrercials. The advertisenents were for Frosty-Flip,
Marlin Cigarettes-"They' re sanitized," the announcer purfed-and sonething called Choco-Bite candy
bars that Burckhardt couldn't renenber ever having heard of before. But he heard nore about them
qui ckl'y enough.

Wil e he was waiting for Swanson to show up, a girl in the cell ophane skirt of a nightclub
cigarette vendor came through the restaurant with a tray of tiny scarlet-wapped candi es.

"Choco-Bites are tangy," she was murmuring as she came close to his table. "Choco-Bites
are tangier than tangy!"

Burckhardt, intent on watching for the strange little man who had phoned him paid little
attention. But as she scattered a handful of the confections over the table next to his, smling
at the occupants, he caught a glinpse of her and turned to stare.

"Why, M ss Horn!" he said.

The girl dropped her tray of candies.

Bur ckhardt rose, concerned over the girl. "lIs something wong?"

But she fl ed.

The nanager of the restaurant was staring suspiciously at Burckhardt, who sank back in his
seat and tried to | ook inconspicuous. He hadn't insulted the girl! Mybe she was just a very
strictly reared young | ady, he thought-in spite of the long bare | egs under the cell ophane skirt-
and when he addressed her, she thought he was a nasher.

Ri di cul ous idea. Burckhardt scow ed uneasily and picked up his nenu

"Burckhardt!" It was a shrill whisper.

Bur ckhardt | ooked up over the top of his nenu, startled. In the seat across fromhim the
little man naned Swanson was sitting, tensely poised.

"Burckhardt!" the little man whi spered again. "Let's get out of here! They're on to you
now If you want to stay alive, conme on!

There was no arguing with the man. Burckhardt gave the hovering manager a sick, apologetic
snmle and foll owed Swanson out. The little nman seened to know where he was going. In the street,
he cl utched Burckhardt by the el bow and hurried himoff down the bl ock

"Did you see her?" he denmanded. "That Horn woman, in the phone booth? She'll have them
here in five nminutes, believe ne, so hurry it up!"

Al t hough the street was full of people and cars, nobody was paying any attention to
Bur ckhardt and Swanson. The air had a nip in it- nore like Qctober than June, Burckhardt thought,
in spite of the weather bureau. And he felt like a fool, following this mad little man down the
street, running away from sonme "thent toward-toward what? The little man m ght be crazy, but he
was afraid. And the fear was infectious.

“I'n here!" panted the little nan.

It was another restaurant-nmore of a bar, really, and a sort of second-rate place that
Bur ckhardt had never patronized.

"Ri ght straight through,” Swanson whi spered; and Burckhardt, |ike a biddable boy,
si dest epped through the nmass of tables to the far end of the restaurant.

It was L-shaped, with a front on two streets at right angles to each other. They cane out
on the side street, Swanson staring coldly back at the question-Iooking cashier, and crossed to
t he opposite sidewal k.

They were under the marquee of a novie theater. Swanson's expression began to rel ax.

"Lost theml" he crowed softly. "W're al nost there."

He stepped up to the wi ndow and bought two tickets. Burckhardt trailed himinto the
theater. It was a weekday mati nee and the place was al nost enpty. Fromthe screen came sounds of
gunfire and horses' hoofs. A solitary usher, |eaning against a bright brass rail, |ooked briefly
at them and went back to staring boredly at the picture as Swanson | ed Burckhardt down a flight of
carpeted marbl e steps.

They were in the lounge and it was enpty. There was a door for nmen and one for |adies; and
there was a third door, nmarked "MANAGER' in gold letters. Swanson |istened at the door, and gently
opened it and peered inside.

"Ckay," he said, gesturing.
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Bur ckhardt followed himthrough an enpty office, to another door
-a closet, probably, because it was unmarked.

But it was no closet. Swanson opened it warily, | ooked inside, then notioned Burckhardt to
fol I ow

It was a tunnel, netal-walled, brightly lit. Enpty, it stretched vacantly away in both
directions fromthem

Bur ckhardt | ooked wondering around. One thing he knew and knew full well:

No such tunnel bel onged under Tyl erton.

There was a roomoff the tunnel with chairs and a desk and what
| ooked |ike television screens. Swanson slunped in a chair, panting.

"We're all right for a while here," he wheezed. "They don't conme here much any nore. If
they do, we'll hear them and we can hide."

"Who?" demanded Burckhardt.

The little man said, "Martians!" H's voice cracked on the word and the |ife seenmed to go
out of him In norose tones, he went on
"Well, | think they're Martians. Although you could be right, you know, |'ve had plenty of time to
think it over these | ast few weeks, after they got you, and it's possible they're Russians after
all. still-"

"Start fromthe begi nning. Who got ne when?"

Swanson sighed. "So we have to go through the whole thing again. Al right. It was about
two nonths ago that you banged on ny door, late at night. You were all beat up-scared silly. You
begged ne to help you-"

"1 did?"

"Naturally you don't remenber any of this. Listen and you'll understand. You were talking
a blue streak about being captured and threatened, and your wi fe being dead and com ng back to
life, and all kinds of m xed-up nonsense. | thought you were crazy. But-well, |'ve always had a
| ot of respect for you. And you begged ne to hide you and | have this darkroom you know. It | ocks
fromthe inside only. | put the Iock on nmyself. So we went in there-just to hunor you-and al ong
about midnight, which was only fifteen or twenty minutes after, we passed out."

"Passed out ?"

Swanson nodded. "Both of us. It was like being hit with a sandbag. Look, didn't that
happen to you again |last night?"

"I guess it did." Burckhardt shook his head uncertainly.

"Sure. And then all of a sudden we were awake again, and you said you were going to show
me sonet hing funny, and we went out and bought a paper. And the date on it was June 15th."

"June 15th? But that's today! | nean--"

"You got it, friend. It's always today!"

It took tinme to penetrate.

Bur ckhardt said wonderingly, "You've hidden out in that darkroomfor how many weeks?"

"How can | tell? Four or five, maybe, | lost count. And every day the sane-al ways the 15th
of June, always ny | andl ady, Ms. Keefer, is sweeping the front steps, always the sane headline in
the papers at the corner. It gets nonotonous, friend."

It was Burckhardt's idea and Swanson despised it, but he went along. He was the type who
al ways went al ong.

"It's dangerous," he grunbled worriedly. "Suppose sonebody conmes by? They'll spot us and-"
"What have we got to | ose?"
Swanson shrugged. "It's dangerous," he said again. But he went al ong.

Burckhardt's idea was very sinple. He was sure of only one thing
-the tunnel went sonewhere. Martians or Russians, fantastic plot or crazy hallucination, whatever
was wong with Tylerton had an explanation, and the place to look for it was at the end of the
t unnel

They jogged along. It was nore than a nmle before they began to see an end. They were in
| uck-at | east no one cane through the tunnel to spot them But Swanson had said that it was only
at certain hours that the tunnel seened to be in use.

Always the fifteenth of June. Why? Burckhardt asked hinself. Never mind the how Wy?

And falling asleep, conpletely involuntarily-everyone at the sane tine, it seened. And not
renenberi ng, never renenbering anythi ng- Swanson had sai d how eagerly he saw Burckhardt again, the
nmor ni ng after Burckhardt had incautiously waited five mnutes too many before retreating into the
dar kroom When Swanson had cone to, Burckhardt was gone. Swanson had seen himin the street that
af t ernoon, but Burckhardt had renenbered not hing.
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And Swanson had lived his nmouse's existence for weeks, hiding in the woodwork at night,
stealing out by day to search for Burckhardt in pitiful hope, scurrying around the fringe of life,
trying to keep fromthe deadly eyes of them

Them One of "thenmt was the girl named April Horn. It was by seeing her wal k carel essly
into a tel ephone booth and never cone out that Swanson had found the tunnel. Another was the nan
at the cigar stand in Burckhardt's office building. There were nore, at |east a dozen that Swanson
knew of or suspect ed.

They were easy enough to spot, once you knew where to | ook, for they alone in Tylerton
changed their roles fromday to day. Burckhardt was on that 8:51 bus, every norning of every day-
t hat -was-June-i 5th, never different by a hair or a nmonent. But April Horn was sonetinmes gaudy in
the cel |l ophane skirt, giving away candy or cigarettes; sonetines plainly dressed; sonetines not
seen by Swanson at all

Russi ans? Martians? Whatever they were, what could they be hoping to gain fromthis mad
masquer ade?

Burckhardt didn't know the answer, but perhaps it |ay beyond the
door at the end of the tunnel. They listened carefully and heard di stant sounds that could not
quite be made out, but nothing that seemed dangerous. They slipped through

And, through a wide chanber and up a flight of steps, they found they were in what
Bur ckhardt recogni zed as the Contro Chenicals plant.

Nobody was in sight. By itself, that was not so very odd; the automatized factory had
never had very many persons in it. But Burckhardt renmenbered, fromhis single visit, the endless,
ceasel ess busyness of the plant, the valves that opened and cl osed, the vats that enptied
thensel ves and filled thensel ves and stirred and cooked and chemically tasted the bubbling |iquids
they held inside thenselves. The plant was never populated, but it was never still.

Only now it was still. Except for the distant sounds, there was no breath of life in it.
The captive el ectronic ninds were sending out no commands; the coils and relays were at rest.

Bur ckhardt said, "Come on." Swanson reluctantly followed himthrough the tangl ed aisles of
stainl ess steel colums and tanks.

They wal ked as though they were in the presence of the dead. In a way, they were, for what
were the autonatons that once had run the factory, if not corpses? The nmachines were controlled by

conmputers that were really not conputers at all, but the el ectronic anal ogues of |iving brains.
And if they were turned off, were they not dead? For each had once been a human m nd
Take a master petroleumchenmist, infinitely skilled in the separation of crude oil into

its fractions. Strap himdown, probe into his brain with searching el ectronic needles. The nachine
scans the patterns of the mnd, translates what it sees into charts and sine waves. |npress these
sanme waves on a robot conputer and you have your chemist. O a thousand copies of your chenist, if
you wish, with all of his know edge and skill, and no human linmtations at all

Put a dozen copies of himinto a plant and they will run it all, twenty-four hours a day,
seven days of every week, never tiring, never overlooking anything, never forgetting.

Swanson stepped up closer to Burckhardt. "I'm scared,” he said.

They were across the room now and the sounds were | ouder. They were not machi ne sounds,
but voices; Burcld-iardt noved cautiously up to a door and dared to peer around it.

It was a snmaller room lined with television screens, each one-a dozen or nore, at |east-
with a man or woman sitting before it, staring into the screen and dictating notes into a
recorder. The viewers dialed fromscene to scene; no two screens ever showed the same picture.

The pictures seened to have Ilttle in commpn. One was a store, where a girl dressed |ike
April Horn was denonstrating hone freezers. One was a series of shots of kitchens. Burckhardt
caught a glinpse of what | ooked Iike the cigar stand in his office building.

It was baffling and Burckhardt woul d have |l oved to stand there and puzzle it out, but it
was too busy a place. There was the chance that soneone would | ook their way or wal k out and find
t hem

They found another room This one was enpty. It was an office, large and sunptuous. It had
a desk, littered with papers. Burckhardt stared at them briefly at first-then, as the words on
one of them caught his attention, with incredul ous fascination

He snatched up the topnost sheet, scanned it, and another, while Swanson was frenziedly
searching through the drawers.

Bur ckhardt swore unbelievingly and dropped the papers to the desk.

Swanson, hardly noticing, yelped with delight: "Look!" He dragged a gun fromthe desk.
"And it's | oaded, too!"

Burckhardt stared at himblankly, trying to assinilate what he had read. Then, as he
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real i zed what Swanson had said, Burckhardt's eyes sparked. "Good man!" he cried. "W'|l take it.
We're getting out ol here with that gun, Swanson. And we're not going to the police!l Not the cops

in Tylerton, but the F.B.I., naybe. Take a | ook at this!"
The sheaf he handed Swanson was headed: "Test Area Progres~ Report. Subject: Marlin
Cigarettes Canpaign." It was nostly tabulated figures that made little sense to Burckhardt and

Swanson, but al the end was a summary that said:

Al t hough Test 47-K3 pulled nearly double the nunber of new users of any of the other tests
conducted, it probably cannot be used in the field because of |ocal sound-truck contro
or di nances.

The tests in the 47-K12 group were second best and our reconmendation is that retests be
conducted in this appeal, testing each of the three best canpaigns with and w thout the addition
of sampling techniques.

An alternative suggestion might be to proceed directly with the top appeal in the Ki2
series, if the client is unwilling to go to the expense of additional tests.

Al'l of these forecast expectations have an 80% probability of being within one-half of one
per cent of results forecast, and nore than 99% probability of coming within 5%

Swanson | ooked up fromthe paper into Burckhardt's eyes. "I don't get it," he conpl ai ned

Burckhardt said, "I don't blanme you. It's crazy, but it fits the facts, Swanson, it fits
the facts. They aren't Russians and they aren't Martians. These people are advertising nen!
Sonehow heaven knows how they did it-they've taken Tylerton over. They've got us, all of us, you
and ne and twenty or thirty thousand ot her people, right under their thunbs.

"Maybe they hypnotize us and maybe it's sonething el se; but however they do it, what
happens is that they let us live a day at a tine. They pour advertising into us the whol e damed
day long. And at the end of the day, they see what happened-and then they wash the day out of our
m nds and start again the next day with different advertising.”

Swanson's jaw was hangi ng. He nmanaged to close it and swallow "Nuts!" he said flatly.

Bur ckhardt shook his head. "Sure, it sounds crazy, but this whole thing is crazy. How el se
woul d you explain it? You can't deny that nost of Tylerton lives the same day over and over again.
You've seen it! And that's the crazy part and we have to adnmt that that's true-unless we are the
crazy ones. And once you admit that somebody, sonehow, knows how to acconplish that, the rest of
it makes all Kkinds of sense.

"Think of it, Swanson! They test every last detail before they spend a nickel on
advertising! Do you have any idea what that means? Lord knows how rmuch noney is invol ved, but |
know for a fact that sonme conpanies spend twenty or thirty mllion dollars a year on adverti sing
Multiply it, say, by a hundred conpanies. Say that every one of themlearns howto cut its
advertising cost by only ten per cent. And that's peanuts, believe ne!

"If they know i n advance what's going to work, they can cut their costs in half-maybe to
| ess than half, | don't know But that's saving two or three hundred mllion dollars a year-and if
they pay only ten or twenty per cent of that for the use of Tylerton, it's still dirt cheap for
them and a fortune for whoever took over Tylerton."

Swanson |icked his lips. "You nean," he offered hesitantly, "that we're a-well, a kind of
captive audi ence?"

Bur ckhardt frowned. "Not exactly." He thought for a minute. "You know how a doctor tests
sonmething like penicillin? He sets up a series of little colonies of gernms on gelatin disks and he
tries the stuff on one after another, changing it a little each time. Well, that's us~-we're the
germs, Swanson. Only it's even nore efficient than that.

They don't have to test nore than one col ony, because they can use it over and over again."

It was too hard for Swanson to take in. He only said, "What do we do about it?"

"W go to the police. They can't use human beings for gui nea pigs!"

"How do we get to the police?"

Burckhardt hesitated. "I think-" he began slowy. "Sure. This is the office of sonebody
important. W've got a gun. We'll stay right here until he comes along. And he'll get us out of
here. "

Sinple and direct. Swanson subsided and found a place to sit, against the wall, out of sight of

the door. Burckhardt took up a position behind the door itself- And waited.

The wait was not as long as it might have been. Half an hour, perhaps. Then Burckhardt
heard approachi ng voices and had tine for a swift whisper to Swanson before he flattened hinself
agai nst the wall.

It was a man's voice, and a girl's. The man was saying, "-reason why you couldn't report
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on the phone? You're ruining your whole day's tests! What the devil's the matter with you, Janet?"

"I"'msorry, M. Dorchin," she said in a sweet, clear tone. "I thought it was inportant."”

The man grunbl ed, "Inportant! One |ousy unit out of twenty-one thousand.”

"But it's the Burckhardt one, M. Dorchin. Again. And the way he got out of sight, he nust
have had some hel p."

"All right, all right. It doesn't matter, Janet; the Choco-Bite programis ahead of
schedul e anyhow. As long as you're this far, conme on in the office and nmake out your worksheet.
And don't worry about the Burckhardt business. He's probably just wandering around. We'll pick him
up toni ght and--"

They were inside the door. Burckhardt kicked it shut and pointed the gun

"That's what you think," he said triunmphantly.

It was worth the terrified hours, the bew | dered sense of insanity, the confusion and
fear. It was the nost satisfying sensation Burckhardt had ever had in his life. The expression on
the man's face was one he had read about but never actually seen: Dorchin's nmouth fell open and
his eyes went w de, and though he managed to nake a sound that night have been a question, it was
not in words.

The girl was al nbst as surprised. And Burckhardt, |ooking at her,
knew why her voice had been so faniliar. The girl was the one who had introduced herself to himas

April Horn.
Dorchin recovered hinmself quickly. "lIs this the one?" he asked sharply.
The girl said, "Yes."
Dorchin nodded. "I take it back. You were right. Uh, you-Burckhardt. What do you want ?"
Swanson pi ped up, "Watch hinm He m ght have another gun."
"Search himthen," Burckhardt said. "I'Il tell you what we want, Dorchin. W want you to

cone along with us to the FBI and explain to them how you can get away wi th Kkidnapi ng twenty
t housand people."

"Ki dnapi ng?" Dorchin snorted. "That's ridicul ous, man! Put that gun away; you can't get
away with this!"

Burckhardt hefted the gun grimy. "I think I can."

Dorchin | ooked furious and sick-but oddly, not afraid. "Damm it-" he started to bell ow,
then closed his mouth and swal |l owed. "Listen," he said persuasively, "you' re making a big mnistake.
| haven't kidnaped anybody, believe ne!l"

"I don't believe you," said Burckhardt bluntly. "Wy should I?"

"But it's true! Take ny word for it!"

Bur ckhardt shook his head. "The FBlI can take your word if they like. W'll find out. Now
how do we get out of here?"

Dor chi n opened his nmouth to argue.

Bur ckhardt bl azed, "Don't get in nmy way! I'mwlling to kill you if |I have to. Don't you
understand that? |'ve gone through two days of hell and every second of it | blame on you. Kil
you? It would be a pleasure and | don't have a thing in the world to | ose! Get us out of here!”

Dorchin's face went suddenly opaque. He seened about to nove; but the blond girl he had
call ed Janet slipped between himand the gun

"Pl ease!l " she begged Burckhardt. "You don't understand. You nustn't shoot!"

"Get out of ny way!"

"But, M. Burckhardt--"

She never finished. Dorchin, his face unreadable, headed for the door. Burckhardt had been
pushed one degree too far. He swung the gun, bellowing. The girl called out sharply. He pulled the
trigger. Cosing on himwith pity and pleading in her eyes, she cane again between the gun and the
nan.

Bur ckhardt ained |ow instinctively, to cripple, not to kill. But his aimwas not good.

The pistol bullet caught her in the pit of the stonach

Dorchin was out and away, the door slamm ng behind him his footsteps racing into the
di st ance.

Bur ckhardt hurled the gun across the roomand junped to the girl.

Swanson was noani ng. "That finishes us, Burckhardt. GCh, why did you do it? We could have
got away. We could have gone to the police. W were practically out of here! We-"

Bur ckhardt wasn't listening. He was kneeling beside the girl. She lay flat on her back
arms helterskelter. There was no bl ood, hardly any sign of the wound; but the position in which
she lay was one that no |living human bei ng coul d have hel d.

Yet she wasn't dead.

She wasn't dead-and Burckhardt, frozen beside her, thought:
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She isn't alive, either.

There was no pul se, but there was a rhythmic ticking of the outstretched fingers of one
hand.

There was no sound of breathing, but there was a hissing, sizzling noise.

The eyes were open and they were | ooking at Burckhardt. There was neither fear nor pain in
them only a pity deeper than the Pit.

She said, through lips that withed erratically, "Don't-worry, M. Burckhardt. |'mal
right."

Bur ckhardt rocked back on his haunches, staring. Where there should have been bl ood, there
was a cl ean break of a substance that was not flesh; and a curl of thin gol den-copper wire.

Bur ckhardt noi stened his |ips.

"You're a robot," he said.

The girl tried to nod. The twitching Iips said, "I am And so are you.,'

Swanson, after a single inarticulate sound, wal ked over to the desk and sat staring at the

wal | . Burckhardt rocked back and forth beside the shattered puppet on the floor. He had no words.
The girl managed to say, "lI'msorry all this happened." The lovely lips twisted into a
rictus sneer, frightening on that snooth young face, until she got them under control. "Sorry,"

she said again. "The-nerve center was right about where the bullet hit. Mikes it difficult to-
control this body."

Bur ckhardt nodded autonatically, accepting the apol ogy. Robots.
It was obvious, now that he knewit. In hindsight, it was inevitable. He thought of his mystic
noti ons of hypnosis or Martians or sonmething stranger still-idiotic, for the sinple fact of
created robots fitted the facts better and nore economically.

Al'l the evidence had been before him The automatized factory, with its transplanted m nds-
why not transplant a mind into a humanoid robot, give it its original owner's features and fornf

Could it know that it was a robot?

"Al'l of us," Burckhardt said, hardly aware that he spoke out loud. "My wife and ny
secretary and you and the nei ghbors. Al of us the sane."

"No." The voice was stronger. "Not exactly the sane, all of us. | chose it, you see. |-"
This time the convul sed |lips were not a random contortion of the nerves-"I was an ugly wonman, M.
Burckhardt, and nearly sixty years old. Life had passed ne. And when M. Dorchin offered nme the
chance to live again as a beautiful girl, | junped at the opportunity. Believe me, | junped, in
spite of its disadvantages. My flesh body is still alive-it is sleeping, while | amhere. | could

go back to it. But | never do."

"And the rest of us?"

"Different, M. Burckhardt. | work here. I'mcarrying out M. Dorchin's orders, mapping
the results of the advertising tests, watching you and the others |ive as he makes you live. | do
it by choice, but you have no choice. Because, you see, you are dead."

"Dead?" cried Burckhardt; it was al nbst a scream

The bl ue eyes | ooked at hi munw nkingly and he knew that it was no lie. He swall owed,
marveling at the intricate nmechanisnms that [ et himswallow, and sweat, and eat.

He said: "Oh. The explosion in nmy dream"”

"I't was no dream You are right-the explosion. That was real and this plant was the cause
of it. The storage tanks let go and what the blast didn't get, the funes killed a little later
But al nost everyone died in the blast, twenty-one thousand persons. You died with them and that
was Dorchin's chance."

"The dammed ghoul !'" sai d Burckhardt.

The tw sted shoul ders shrugged with an odd grace. "Wy? You were gone. And you and all the
ot hers were what Dorchin wanted-a whole town, a perfect slice of Arerica. It's as easy to transfer
a pattern froma dead brain as a living one. Easier-the dead can't say no. Ch, it took work and
nmoney-the town was a weck-but it was possible to rebuild it entirely, especially because it
wasn't necessary to have all the details exact.

"There were the hones where even the brain had been utterly destroyed, and those are enpty
inside, and the cellars that needn't be too perfect, and the streets that hardly matter. And
anyway, it only has to | ast for one day. The sane day-June 15th-over and over again; and if
soneone finds sonmething a little wong, sonehow, the discovery won't have tinme to snowbal |, weck
the validity of the tests, because all errors are cancel ed out at mdnight."

The face tried to snile. "That's the dream M. Burckhardt, that day of June 15th, because
you never really lived it. It's a present fromM. Dorchin, a dreamthat he gives you and then
takes back at the end of the day, when he has all his figures on how nany of you respond to what
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vari ation of which appeal, and the maintenance crews go down the tunnel to go through the whole
city, washing out the new dreamwith their little electronic drains, and then the dream starts al
over again. On June 15th.

"Always June 15th, because June 14th is the |last day any of you can renenber alive.
Sonetinmes the crews miss soneone-as they nmissed you, because you were under your boat. But it
doesn't matter. The ones who are m ssed give thenselves away if they showit-and if they don't, it
doesn't affect the test. But they don't drain us, the ones of us who work for Dorchin. W sleep
when the power is turned off, just as you do. Wien we wake up, though, we remenber." The face
contorted wildly. "If | could only forget!"

Bur ckhardt said unbelievingly, "All this to sell nerchandise! It nust have cost nillions!"

The robot called April Horn said, "It did. But it has nade mllions for Dorchin, too. And
that's not the end of it. Once he finds the master words that nake people act, do you suppose he
will stop with that? Do you suppose--"

The door opened, interrupting her. Burckhardt whirled. Belatedly renenbering Dorchin's
flight, he raised the gun.

"Don't shoot," ordered the voice calmy. It was not Dorchin; it was another robot, this
one not disguised with the clever plastics and cosnetics, but shining plain. It said netallically,
"Forget it, Burckhardt. You're not acconplishing anything. Gve ne that gun before you do any nore
damage. Gve it to me now "

Bur ckhardt bell owed angrily. The gleamon this robot torso was steel; Burckhardt was not
at all sure that his bullets would pierce it, or do nmuch harmif they did. He would have put it to
the test- But from behind himcane a whinpering, scurrying whirlwind: its nane was Swanson,
hysterical with fear. He catapulted into Burckhardt and sent himsprawing, the gun flying free.

"Pl ease! " begged Swanson incoherently, prostrate before the steel robot. "He woul d have
shot you-please don't hurt me! Let me work for you, like that girl. 1'll do anything, anything you
tell me--"

The robot voice said, "W don't need your help.2" It took two precise steps and stood over
the gun-and spurned it, left it lying on the floor

The wrecked bl ond robot said, w thout enotion, "I doubt that | can hold out much | onger
M. Dorchin."

"Di sconnect if you have to," replied the steel robot.

Bur ckhardt blinked. "But you're not Dorchin!"

The steel robot turned deep eyes on him "I am" it said. "Not in the flesh-but this is
the body I amusing at the nonent. | doubt that you can damage this one with the gun. The other
robot body was nore vul nerable. Now will you stop this nonsense? | don't want to have to danmmge
you; you're too expensive for that. WIIl you just sit down and |let the nmintenance crews adj ust
you?"

Swanson grovel ed. "You-you won't puni sh us?"

The steel robot had no expression, but its voice was al nost surprised. "Punish you?" it
repeated on a rising note. "How?"

Swanson qui vered as though the word had been a whip; but Burckhardt flared: "Adjust him

if he'll let you-but not nme! You're going to have to do nme a | ot of damage, Dorchin. | don't care
what | cost or how rmuch trouble it's going to be to put ne back together again. But |'m going out
of that door! If you want to stop me, you'll have to kill ne. You won't stop me any other way!"

The steel robot took a half-step toward him and Burckhardt involuntarily checked his
stride. He stood poised and shaking, ready for death, ready for attack, ready for anything that
m ght happen.

Ready for anything except what did happen. For Dorchin's steel body nerely stepped aside,
bet ween Burckhardt and the gun, but |eaving the door free.

"Go ahead," invited the steel robot. "Nobody's stopping you."

Qut si de the door, Burckhardt brought up sharp. It was insane of Dorchin to |let himgo!
Robot or flesh, victimor beneficiary, there was nothing to stop himfromgoing to the FBl or
what ever | aw he could find away from Dorchin's synpathetic enpire, and telling his story. Surely
the corporations who paid Dorchin for test results had no notion of the ghoul's techni que he used;
Dorchin would have to keep it fromthem for the breath of publicity would put a stop to it.
Wal ki ng out neant death, perhaps, but at that nonent in his pseudo-life, death was no terror for
Bur ckhar dt .

There was no one in the corridor. He found a wi ndow and stared out of it. There was
Tyl erton-an ersatz city, but |ooking so real and faniliar that Burckhardt al nost inmagined the
whol e epi sode a dream 1t was no dream though. He was certain of that in his heart and equally
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certain that nothing in Tylerton could help himnow

It had to be the other direction

It took hima quarter of an hour to find a way, but he found it- skul king through the
corridors, dodging the suspicion of footsteps, knowing for certain that his hiding was in vain,
for Dorchin was undoubtedly aware of every nove he nmade. But no one stopped him and he found
anot her door.

It was a sinple enough door fromthe inside. But when he opened it and stepped out, it was
I'i ke nothing he had ever seen

First there was light-brilliant, incredible, blinding Iight. Burckhardt blinked upward,
unbel i evi ng and afraid.

He was standing on a | edge of snpoth, finished netal. Not a dozen yards fromhis feet, the
| edge dropped sharply away; he hardly dared approach the brink, but even fromwhere he stood he
could see no bottomto the chasm before him And the gulf extended out of sight into the glare on
either side of him

No wonder Dorchin could so easily give himhis freedom Fromthe factory there was nowhere
to go. But howincredible this fantastic gulf, how inpossible the hundred white and blinding suns
that hung above!

A voice by his side said inquiringly, "Burckhardt?" And thunder rolled the nane,
mutteringly soft, back and forth in the abyss before him

Bur ckhardt wet his lips. "Y-yes?" he croaked.

"This is Dorchin. Not a robot this tine, but Dorchin in the flesh, talking to you on a
hand m ke. Now you have seen, Burckhardt. Now will you be reasonable and | et the nmaintenance crews
t ake over?"

Bur ckhardt stood paral yzed. One of the nmoving nountains in the blinding glare cane toward
hi m

It towered hundreds of feet over his head; he stared up at its top, squinting hel plessly
into the light.

It looked |ike-- |npossible!

The voice in the | oudspeaker at the door said, "Burckhardt?" But he was unable to answer.

A heavy runbling sigh. "I see," said the voice. "You finally understand. There's no place
to go. You know it now. | could have told you, but you m ght not have believed nme, so it was
better for you to
see it yourself. And after all, Burckhardt, why would | reconstruct a city just the way it was
before? I'm a businessman; | count costs. If a thing has to be full-scale, | build it that way.

But there wasn't any need to in this case.”

From the nountain before him Burckhardt hel plessly saw a | esser cliff descend carefully
toward him It was long and dark, and at the end of it was whiteness, five-fingered whiteness.

"Poor little Burckhardt," crooned the |oudspeaker, while the echoes runbl ed through the
enornous chasmthat was only a workshop. "It nust have been quite a shock for you to find out you
were living in a tow built on a table top."

It was the norning of June 15th, and Guy Burckhardt woke up screami ng out of a dream

It had been a nonstrous and inconprehensi bl e dream of explosions and shadowy figures that
were not men and terror beyond words.

He shuddered and opened his eyes.

Qut si de his bedroom wi ndow, a hugely anplified voice was how i ng.

Bur ckhardt stumbl ed over to the wi ndow and stared outside. There was an out-of - season
chill to the air, nore |like Cctober than June; but the scene was normal enough-except for a sound-
truck that squatted at curbside hal fway down the block. Its speaker horns bl ared:

"Are you a coward? Are you a fool? Are you going to let crooked politicians steal the
country fromyou? NO Are you going to put up with four nore years of graft and crinme? NO Are you
going to vote straight Federal Party all up and down the ballot? YES' You just bet you are!"

Sonetinmes he screans, sonetinmes he wheedl es, threatens, begs, cajoles. . . but his voice
goes on and on through one June 15th after another

Punch

THE FELLOW was over seven feet tall and when he stepped on Buffie's flagstone wal k one of the
stones split with a dust of crushed rock. "Too bad," he said sadly, "I apol ogi ze very nmuch. Wit."
Buffie was glad to wait, because Buffie recognized his visitor at once. The fell ow
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flickered, disappeared and in a nmonent was there again, now about five feet two. He blinked with
pink eyes. "I materialize so badly," he apol ogized. "But | will rmake amends. May |? Let nme see.
Wul d you like the secret of transnutation? A cure for sinple virus diseases? Alist of twelve
growt h stocks with spectacular growth certainties inherent in our devel opnent program for your

pl anet, that is, the Earth?"

Buffie said he would take the list of growth stocks, hugging hinself and fighting terribly
to keep a straight face. "My nane is Chariton Buffie," he said, extending a hand gladly. The alien
took it curiously, and shook it, and it was |ike shaking hands with a shadow

"You will call ne 'Punch,' please,” he said. "It is not nmy nane but it will do, because
after all this projection of ny real self is only a sort of puppet. Have you a pencil?" And he
rattled off the names of twelve issues Buffie had never heard of.

That did not matter in the |least. Buffie knew that when the aliens gave you sonmething it
was nmoney in the bank. Look what they had given the human race. Faster-than-1ight space ships,
power sources from hitherto non-radioactive elenents |ike silicon, weapons of great force and
met al wor ki ng processes of great suppleness. Hs wife's aunt's brother-in-law, the col onel, was
even now off in space somewhere in a highly armed space ship built according to their plans.

Buf fi e thought of ducking into the house for a quick phone call to his broker, but instead
he invited Punch to | ook around his apple orchard. Make the npbst of every nonent, he said to
hi nsel f, every monment with one of these guys is worth ten thousand dollars. "I would enjoy your
appl es awmfully," said Punch, but he seened disap
pointed. "Do | have it wong? Don't you and certain friends plan a sporting day, as Senator Wnze
advi sed me?"

"Ch, sure! Certainly. Good old Walt told you about it, did he? Yes." That was the thing
about the aliens, they liked to poke around in human affairs. They said when they cane to Earth
that they wanted to help us, and all they asked of us in return was that they be permitted to
study our ways. It was nice of themto be so interested, and it was nice of Walt \Wnzel, Buffie
thought, to send the alien along to him "W're going after mallard, down to Little Egg, sone of
the boys and ne. There's Chuck-he's the nmayor here, and Jer-Second National Bank, you know, and
Padr e-"

"That is it!" cried Punch, "To see you shoot the nallard." He pulled out an Esso road map
overtraced with golden raised |lines, and asked Buffie to point out where Little Egg was. "I cannot
focus well enough to stay in a noving vehicle," he said, blinking in a regretful way. "Still, |
can neet you there. If, that is, you wish-"

"I do! I do! I do!" Buffie was painfully exact in pointing out the place. Punch's lips
nmoved silently, translating the golden lines into polar space-tine coordi nates, and he vani shed
just as the station wagon with the rest of the boys cane roaring into the carriage drive with a
hydronmatic spatter of gravel

The boys were extrenely inmpressed. Padre had seen one of the aliens once, at a distance,
drawi ng pictures of the skaters in Rockefeller Center, but that was the closest any of them had

conme. "God! What luck." "Did you get a super-hairpin fromhim Buffie?" "Or a recipe for a nyew,
snyooth Martini with dust on it?" "Not Buffie, fellows! He probably held out for sonmething rea
good, like six new ways to- Ch, excuse ne, Padre." "But seriously, Buffie, these people are

unpredi ctably generous. Look how they built that damin Egypt! Has this Punch given you anythi ng?"

Buffie grinned wisely as they drove along, their shotguns firmy held between their knees.
"Dam it," he said mldly, "I forgot to bring cigarettes. Let's stop at the Blue Jay Diner for a
mnute.” The cigarette machine at the Blue Jay was out of sight of the parking lot, and so was the
phone boot h.

It was too bad, he reflected, to have to share everything with the boys, but on the other
hand he already had his growh stocks. Anyway there was plenty for everyone. Every nation on Earth
had its silicon-drive space ships now, fleets of themmlling about on nmaneuvers all over the
Sol ar System Wth help fromthe star-people, an Anmerican expedition had staked out enornous
radi um beds on Callisto, the Venezuel ans had a di anond nountain on Mercury, the
Sovi ets owned a swanp of purest penicillin near the South Pol e of Venus. And individuals had done
very well too. A ticket-taker at Steeplechase Park explained to themthe reason why the air jets
blew up I adies' skirts, and they tipped himwith a design for a springless safety pin that was
earning hima million dollars a nonth in royalties. An usherette at La Scal a becane the cosnetic
queen of Europe for showing three of themto their seats. They gave her a sinple painless eye dye,
and now 99% of MIlan's wonen had bright blue eyes from her sal on

Al they wanted to do was hel p. They said they came froma planet very far away and they
were lonely and they wanted to help us nake the junp into space. It would be fun, they prom sed,
and would help to end poverty and war between nations, and they woul d have conpany in the void
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between the stars. Politely and deferentially they gave away secrets worth trillions, and humanity
burst with a shower of gold into the age of plenty.

Punch was there before them inspecting the case of bourbon hidden in their blind. "I am
delighted to neet you, Chuck, Jer, Bud, Padre and of course Buffie," he said. "It is kind of you
to take a stranger along on your fun. | regret | have only sone eleven minutes to stay."

El even m nutes! The boys scow ed apprehensively at Buffie. Punch said, in his wistfu
voice, "If you will allow nme to give you a nenento, perhaps you would like to know that three
grams of common table salt in a quart of Crisco, exposed for nine mnutes to the radiations from
one of our silicon reactors, will infallibly remove warts." They all scribbled, silently planning

a partnership corporation, and Punch pointed out to the bay where sone tiny dots rose and fel
with the waves. "Are those not the nmallards you wi sh to shoot?"

"That's right," said Buffie glumy. "Say, you know what | was thinking? | was thinking-
that transnutation you nmentioned before- | wonder-"

"And are these the weapons with which you kill the birds?" He exam ned Padre's ancient
over-and-under with the silver chasing. "Extrenely lovely," he said. "WII| you shoot ?"

"Ch, not now," said Buffie, scandalized. "W can't do that. That transmutation-"

"It is extremely fascinating," said the star-man, |looking at themwith his mld pink eyes
and returning the gun. "Well. | may tell you, | think, what we have not announced. A surprise. W
are soon to be present in the flesh, or near at any rate."

"Near?" Buffie |ooked at the boys and the boys | ooked at him there had been no suggestion
of this in the papers and it alnost took their nminds off the fact that Punch was | eaving. He
nodded violently, like the ifickering of a bad fluorescent |anp.

"Near indeed, in a relative way," he said. "Perhaps sone hundreds of millions of mles. My
true body, of which this is only a projection, is at present in one of our own interstellar ships
now approaching the orbit of Pluto. The Anerican fleet, together with those of Chile, New Zeal and
and Costa Rica, is there practicing with its silicon-ray weapons and we will shortly make contact
with themfor the first time in a physical way." He beamed. "But only six minutes remain," he said
sadl y.

"That transmutation secret you nmentioned-" Buffie began, recovering his voice.

"Pl ease," said Punch, "may | not watch you hunt? It is a |ink between us."

"Ch, do you shoot?" asked Padre.

The star-man said nodestly, "W have but little gane. But we love it. Wn't you show ne
your ways?"

Buf fie scowl ed. He could not help thinking that twelve growth stocks and a wart-cure were
smal | pickings fromthe star-nen, who had given wealth, weapons and the secret of interstellar
travel. "W can't," he growl ed, his voice harsher than he intended. "W don't shoot sitting
birds."

Punch gasped with delight. "Another bond between us! But now | nust go to our fleet for
the-hum For the surprise." He began to shinmmer like a candle. "Neither do we," he said, and went
out .

Day MIlion

ON THIS DAY | want to tell you about, which will be about a thousand years fromnow, there were a
boy, a girl and a | ove story.

Now al t hough | haven't said much so far, none of it is true. The boy was not what you and
I would normally think of as a boy, because he was a hundred and ei ghty-seven years old. Nor was
the girl a girl, for other reasons; and the love story did not entail that sublimtion of the urge
to rape and concurrent postponenment of the instinct to subnmit which we at present understand in
such matters. You won't care nuch for this story if you don't grasp these facts at once. If,
however, you will make the effort, you'll likely enough find it janpacked, chockfull and tiptop-
crammed with | aughter, tears and poi ghant sentinment which nmay, or may not, be worth while. The
reason the girl was not a girl was that she was a boy.

How angrily you recoil fromthe page! You say, who the hell wants to read about a pair of
queers? Calmyourself. Here are no hotbreathing secrets of perversion for the coterie trade. In
fact, if you were to see this girl, you woul d not guess that she was in any sense a boy. Breasts,
two; vagi na, one. Hi ps, Callipygean; face, hairless; supra-orbital |obes, non-existent. You would
termher female at once, although it is true that you m ght wonder just what species she was a
femal e of, being confused by the tail, the silky pelt or the gill slits behind each ear
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Now you recoil again. Cripes, nman, take nmy word for it. This is a sweet kid, and if you,
as a normal male, spent as much as an hour in a roomw th her, you would bend heaven and earth to
get her in the sack. Dora (we will call her that; her "nane" was om cron-Di base seven-group-totter-
oot S Doradus 5314, the last part of which is a color specification corresponding to a shade of
green) -Dora, | say, was fem nine, charming and cute. | admit she doesn't sound that way. She was,
as you nmight put it, a dancer. Her art involved qualities of intellection and expertise of a very
hi gh order, requiring both tre
mendous natural capacities and endl ess practice; it was performed in null-gravity and | can best
describe it by saying that it was sonmething |like the perfornmance of a contortionist and sonethi ng
like classical ballet, maybe resenbling Danilova's dying swan. It was al so pretty damed sexy. In
a synbolic way, to be sure; but face it, nost of the things we call "sexy" are synbolic, you know,
except perhaps an exhibitionist's open fly. On Day MIIion when Dora danced, the people who saw
her panted; and you woul d too.

About this business of her being a boy. It didn't matter to her audiences that genetically
she was male. It wouldn't matter to you, if you were anong them because you woul dn't know it-not
unl ess you took a biopsy cutting of her flesh and put it under an electron-nicroscope to find the
XY chronpsone-and it didn't matter to them because they didn't care. Through techni ques which are
not only conplex but haven't yet been di scovered, these people were able to deternmine a great dea
about the aptitudes and easenments of babies quite a long tine before they were born-at about the
second horizon of celldivision, to be exact, when the segnenting egg is beconing a free bl astocyst-
and then they naturally hel ped those aptitudes along. Wuldn't we? If we find a child with an
aptitude for nmusic we give hima scholarship to Juilliard. If they found a child whose aptitudes
were for being a worman, they made hi mone. As sex had | ong been dissociated fromreproduction this
was relatively easy to do and caused no trouble and no, or at least very little, coment.

How nuch is "very little"? Oh, about as much as woul d be caused by our own tanpering with
Divine WIIl by filling a tooth. Less than woul d be caused by wearing a hearing aid. Does it stil
sound awful ? Then | ook closely at the next busty babe you neet and reflect that she nmay be a Dora,
for adults who are genetically male but somatically fenale are far from unknown even in our own
tinme. An accident of environnent in the wonb overwhel ns the blueprints of heredity. The difference
is that with us it happens only by accident and we don't know about it except rarely, after close
study; whereas the people of Day MIlion did it often, on purpose, because they wanted to.

Well, that's enough to tell you about Dora. It would only confuse you to add that she was
seven feet tall and snelled of peanut butter. Let us begin our story.

On Day MIlion Dora swam out of her house, entered a transportation tube, was sucked
briskly to the surface inits flow of water and ejected in its plune of spray to an elastic
platformin front of her
-ah-call it her rehearsal hail. "Ch, shit!" she cried in pretty con-
fusion, reaching out to catch her balance and find herself tunbled against a total stranger, whom
we will call Don

They nmet cute. Don was on his way to have his | egs renewed. Love was the farthest thing
fromhis mnd; but when, ab~ent-m ndedly taking a short cut across the |landing platformfor
submarinites and finding hinmself drenched, he discovered his arns full of the loveliest girl he
had ever seen, he knew at once they were neant for each other. "WIIl you marry ne?" he asked. She
said softly, "Wednesday," and the pronmi se was |ike a caress.

Don was tall, muscular, bronze and exciting. H s name was no nore Don than Dora's was
Dora, but the personal part of it was Adonis in tribute to his vibrant mal eness, and so we will
call himDon for short. Hi s personality color-code, in Angstromunits, was 5290, or only a few
degrees bluer than Dora's 5314, a neasure of what they had intuitively discovered at first sight,
that they possessed nmany affinities of taste and interest.

| despair of telling you exactly what it was that Don did for a living
-1 don't nean for the sake of mmking noney, | nean for the sake of giving purpose and neaning to
his Iife, to keep himfromgoing off his nut with boredomexcept to say that it involved a | ot of
traveling. He traveled in interstellar spaceships. In order to nmake a spaceship go really fast
about thirty-one male and seven genetically femal e human beings had to do certain things, and Don
was one of the thirtyone. Actually he contenplated options. This involved a | ot of exposure to
radi ati on flux-not so much fromhis own station in the propul sive systemas in the spillover from
the next stage, where a genetic fenale preferred selections and the subnucl ear particles naking

the selections she preferred denolished thenmselves in a shower of quanta. Wl I, you don't give a
rat's ass for that, but it nmeant that Don had to be clad at all times in a skin of |ight,
resilient, extrenely strong copper-colored netal. | have already nentioned this, but you probably
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t hought | neant he was sunburned.

More than that, he was a cybernetic man. Mst of his ruder parts had been | ong since
repl aced with nmechani snms of vastly nore permanence and use. A cadm um centrifuge, not a heart,
punped his blood. H s |ungs noved only when he wanted to speak out |loud, for a cascade of osnotic
filters rebreathed oxygen out of his own wastes. In a way, he probably woul d have | ooked peculiar
to a man fromthe twentieth century, with his glow ng eyes and seven-fingered hands; but to
hi nsel f, and of course to Dora, he | ooked mighty manly and grand. In the course of his voyages Don
had circled Proxim Cen
tauri, Procyon and the puzzling worlds of Mra Ceti; he had carried agricultural tenplates to the
pl anets of Canopus and brought back warm wtty pets fromthe pal e conpani on of Al debaran. Bl ue-
hot or red-cool, he had seen a thousand stars and their ten thousand planets. He had, in .f act,
been traveling the starlanes with only brief |eaves on Earth for pushing two centuries. But you
don't care about that, either. It is people that nmake stories, not the circunstances they find
thensel ves in, and you want to hear about these two people. Well, they made it. The great thing
they had for each other grew and flowered and burst into fruition on Wednesday, just as Dora had
promi sed. They nmet at the encoding room wth a couple of wellw shing friends apiece to cheer them
on, and while their identities were being taped and stored they sniled and whi spered to each ot her
and bore the jokes of their friends with blushing repartee. Then they exchanged their mathenatica
anal ogues and went away, Dora to her dwelling beneath the surface of the sea and Don to his ship.

It was an idyll, really. They lived happily ever after-or anyway, until they deci ded not
to bother any nore and di ed.

O course, they never set eyes on each other again.

Oh, | can see you now, you eaters of charcoal -broil ed steak, scratching an incipient
buni on with one hand and holding this story with the other, while the stereo plays d'Indy or Mnk
You don't believe a word of it, do you? Not for one mnute. People wouldn't live like that, you
say with an irritated and not anused grunt as you get up to put fresh ice in a stale drink

And yet there's Dora, hurrying back through the flushing comruter pipes toward her
underwat er hone (she prefers it there; has had herself somatically altered to breathe the stuff).
If I tell you with what sweet fulfillnment she fits the recorded anal ogue of Don into the synbo
mani pul at or, hooks herself in and turns herself on . . . if | try to tell you any of that you wll
sinply stare. O glare; and grunble, what the hell kind of |ove-making is this? And yet | assure
you, friend, | really do assure you that Dora's ecstasies are as creany and passionate as any of
Janmes Bond's | ady spies, and one hell of a lot nore so than anything you are going to find in
"real life." Go ahead, glare and grunble. Dora doesn't care. |If she thinks of you at all, her
thirtytimes-great-great-grandfather, she thinks you're a pretty prinordial sort of brute. You are.
Why, Dora is farther renoved fromyou than you are fromthe austral opithecines of five thousand
centuries ago. You could not swima second in the strong currents of her life. You don't think
progress goes in a straight line, do you? Do you recognize that it is an ascending, accelerating,
maybe even exponential curve? It takes hell's own tine to get started, but when it goes it goes
Iike a bomb. And you, you Scotch-drinking steak-eater in your Rel axacizer chair, you' ve just
barely lighted the prinftcord of the fuse. Wat is it now, the six or seven hundred thousandth day
after Christ? Dora lives in Day MIlion. A thousand years fromnow Her body fats are
pol yunsaturated, |ike Crisco. Her wastes are henodi al yzed out of her bl oodstream while she sl eeps-
that means she doesn't have to go to the bathroom On whim to pass a slow hal f-hour, she can
command nore energy than the entire nation of Portugal can spend today, and use it to launch a
weekend satellite or renold a crater on the Mbon. She |oves Don very nuch. She keeps his every
gesture, mannerism nuance, touch of hand, thrill of intercourse, passion of kiss stored in
synbol i c- mat hematical form And when she wants him all she has to do is turn the machi ne on and
she has him

And Don, of course, has Dora. Adrift on a sponson city a few hundred yards over her head
or orbiting Arcturus, fifty light-years away, Don has only to comand his own synbol - mani pul at or
to rescue Dora fromthe ferrite files and bring her to life for him and there she is; and
rapturously, tirelessly they ball all night. Not in the flesh, of course; but then his flesh has
been extensively altered and it wouldn't really be nuch fun. He doesn't need the flesh for
pl easure. Cenital organs feel nothing. Neither do hands, nor breasts, nor lips; they are only
receptors, accepting and transmtting inpulses. It is the brain that feels, it is the
interpretation of those inpulses that nakes agony or orgasm and Don's synbol - mani pul at or gi ves
hi mt he anal ogue of cuddling, the anal ogue of Kkissing, the anal ogue of wildest, nbst ardent hours
with the eternal, exquisite and incorruptible anal ogue of Dora. Or Diane. O sweet Rose, or
I aughing Alicia; for to be sure, they have each of them exchanged anal ogues before, and wil |l
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agai n.

Balls, you say, it looks crazy to me. And you-with your aftershave lotion and your little
red car, pushing papers across a desk all day and chasing tail all night-tell nme, just how the
hell do you think you would I ook to Tiglath-Pileser, say, or Attila the Hun?

Happy Birthday, Dear Jesus

IT WAS THE CRAZI EST Christrmas | ever spent. Partly it was Heinemann's fault-he came up with a new
wrinkle in gift-wapping that | ooked good but |ike every other idea that comes out of the front

of fice neant plenty of headaches for the rest of us. But what really nessed up Christmas for ne
was the girl.

Personnel sent her down-after |'d gone up there nyself three tines and banged ny fist on
the table. It was the height of the season and when she told ne that she had had her application
in three weeks before they called her, | excused nyself and got Personnel on the store phone from
my private office. "Martin here,” | said. "What the devil's the matter with you people? This girl
is the Enporiumtype if | ever saw one, and you've been letting her sit around nearly a nonth
whi l e--"

Crawford, the Personnel head, interrupted nme. "Have you talked to her very much?" he
wanted to know.

“\'Vell, no. But-"

"Call me back when you do," he advised, and clicked off.

I went back to the stockroom where she was standing patiently, and | ooked her over a
little thoughtfully. But she |ooked all right to me. She was bl ond-haired and bl ue-eyed and not
very big; she had a sweet, slow smile. She wasn't exactly beautiful, but she |ooked like a girl
you' d want to know. She wasn't bold, and she wasn't too shy; and that's a perfect description of
what we call "The Enmporium Type."

So what in the world was the matter with Personnel ?

Her name was Lilymary Hargreave. | put her to work on the giftwap spraying machine while
| got busy with ny paper work. | have a hundred forty-one persons in the department and at the
hei ght of the Christmas season | could use twice as many. But we do get the work done. For
i nstance, Saul & Capell, the next biggest store in

town, has a hundred and sixty in their gift and counseling departnent, and their sales run easily
twenty-five per cent less than ours. And in the four years that |'ve headed the departnment we've
yet to fail to get an order delivered when it was prom sed

Al through that norning | kept getting glinpses of the new girl. She was a quick |earner-
smart, too smart to be stuck with the sprayer for very long. | needed soneone |ike her around, and
right there on the spot I made up my mnd that if she was as good as she |looked I'd put her in a
counsel ing booth within a week, and the devil w th what Personnel thought.

The store was packed with | ast-m nute shoppers. | suppose |'m sentinental, but | love to
wat ch the thousands of people bustling in and out, with all the displays going at once, and the
lights on the trees, and the |oudspeakers playing Wite Christmas and The Eighth Candle and Jingle
Bells and all the other traditional old favorites. Christmas is nmore than a nmere seffing season of
the year to ne; it means sonet hi ng.

The girl called ne over near closing tine. She | ooked distressed and with some reason
There was a dolly ifiled with gift-wapped packages, and a nan from Shi ppi ng | ooki ng annoyed. She
said, "lI"'msorry, M. Martin, but | seemto have done somethi ng wong."

The Shi pping man snorted. "Look for yourself, M. Mrtin," he said, handing ne one of the
packages.

| looked. It was wong, all right. Heinemann's new winkle that year was a speci al
attached gift card-a sinple Yule scene and the printed nessage:

The very Merriest of Season's Geetings
From

To

$8. 50

The price varied with the item of course. Heinenmann's idea was for the custoner to fil
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it out and mail it, ahead of time, to the person it was intended for. That way, the person who got
it would know just about how nmuch he ought to spend on a present for the first person. It was
smart, | admit, and maybe the smartest thing about it was rounding the price off to the nearest

fifty cents instead of giving it exactly. Heinemann said it was bad-nmannered to be too precise-and
the way the custoners were going for the idea, it had to be right.

But the trouble was that the gift-wappi ng nmachi nes were geared
to only a plain card; it was necessary for the operator to put the price in by hand.

| said, "That's all right, Joe; 1'Il take care of it." As Joe went satisfled back to
Shipping, | told the girl: "It's ny fault. | should have explained to you, but |I guess |I've just
been a little too rushed."

She | ooked downcast. "I'msorry," she said.

“"Nothing to be sorry about." | showed her the routing slip attached to each one, which the
Shi ppi ng Departnment kept for its records once the package was on its way. "All we have to do is go
through these; the price is on every one. W'll just fill out the cards and get themout. | guess-
" | looked at ny watch-"I guess you'll be a little late tonight, but 1'll see that you get
overtime and dinner noney for it. It wasn't your m stake, after all."

She said hesitantly, "M . Mrtin, couldn't it-well, can | let it go for tonight? It isn't

that | mnd working, but | keep house for ny f ather and if | don't get there on tine he just
won't renmenber to eat dinner. Please?"
| suppose | frowned a little, because her expression was a little worried. But, after all
it was her first day. | said, "Mss Hargreave, don't give it a thought. 1'll take care of it."
The way | took care of it, it turned out, was to do it nyself; it was |late when | got
through, and | ate quickly and went hone to bed. But | didn't mnd, for oh! the sweetness of the
smle she gave ne as she left.

I | ooked forward to the next norning, because | was |ooking forward to seeing Lilymary
Har greave again. But nmy luck was out-for she was.

My nunber-two man, Johnny Furness, reported that she hadn't phoned either. | called
Personnel to get her phone nunber, but they didn't have it; | got the address, but the phone
conmpany had no phone listed under her nane. So | stewed around until the coffee break, and then
put nmy hat on and headed out of the store. It wasn't nmerely that | was interested in seeing her, |
told nmyself; she was just too good a worker to get off on the wong foot this way, and it was only
sinmple justice for nme to go to her hone and set her straight.

Her house was in a nondescript nei ghborhood-not too good, not too bad. A gang of kids were
pl ayi ng under a fire hydrant at the corner-but, on the other hand, the houses were neat and nearly
new. M ddle-class, you'd have to say.

I found the address, and knocked on the door of a second-floor apartnment.

It was opened by a tall, leathery man of fifty or so-Lilymary's father, | judged. "CGood
nmorning," | said. "lIs Mss Hargreave at hone?"

He smiled; his teeth were bright in a very sun-bronzed face. "Which one?"

"Blond girl, nedium height, blue eyes. |Is there nore than one?"

"There are four. But you nmean Lilymary; won't you cone in?"

| followed him and a six-year-old edition of Lilymary took nmy hat and gravely hung it on

a rack nade of banboo pegs. The leathery nan said, "I'm Mrton Hargreave, Lily's father. She's in
the kitchen."
"Ceorge Martin," | said. He nodded and left nme, for the kitchen, |I presuned. | sat down on

an ol d-fashi oned studio couch in the living room and the six-year-old sat on the edge of a
strai ght - backed chair across fromme, making sure |I didn't pocket any of the souvenirs on the
mantel. The roomwas full of curiosities-what |ooked like a cloth of beaten bark hangi ng on one
wall, with a throw ng-spear slung over the cloth. Everything | ooked vaguely Sout h-Seas, though I
am no expert.

The six-year-old said seriously, "This is the man, Lilymary," and | got up

"Good norning," said Lilymary Hargreave, with a snudge of flour and an expression of
concern on her face.

| said, floundering, "I, uh, noticed you hadn't cone in and, well, since you were new to
the Emporium | thought--"

"I amsorry, M. Martin," she said. "Didn't Personnel tell you about Sundays?"

"What about Sundays?"

"l nust have nmy Sundays off," she explained. "M. Crawford said it was very unusual, but |
really can't accept the job any other way."

"Sundays of f?" | repeated. "But-but, Mss Hargreave, don't you see what that does to ny
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schedul e? Sunday's our busiest day! The Enmporiumisn't a rich nan's shop; our customers work
during the week. If we aren't staffed to serve them when they can conme in, we just aren't doing
the job they expect of us!"

She said sincerely, "I'mterribly sorry, M. Martin."

The six-year-old was already reaching for ny hat. Fromthe doorway her father said
heartily, "Cone back again, M. Mrtin. W'll be glad to see you."

He escorted me to the door, as Lilymary sniled and nodded and headed back to the kitchen
| said, "M. Hargreave, won't you ask Lilymary to cone in for the afternoon, at least? | hate to
sound like
a boss, but I'mreally short-handed on weekends, right now at the peak of the season."”

" Season?"

"The Christmas season," | explained. "Nearly ninety per cent of our annual business is
done in the Christmas season, and a good half of it on weekends. So won't you ask her?"

He shook his head. "Six days the Lord | abored, M. Martin," he booned, "and the seventh
was the day of rest. I'msorry."

And there | was, outside the apartnent and the door closing politely but inplacably behind
ne.

Crazy people. | rode the subway back to the store in an irritable nmood; | bought a paper
but | didn't read it, because every tine | |looked at it all | saw was the date that showed ne how
far the Christmas season al ready had advanced, how little time we had left to nake our quotas and
beat last year's record: the eighth of Septenber.

I woul d have sonmething to say to Mss Lilynmary Hargreave when she had the ki ndness to show

up at her job. | promsed nyself. But, as it turned out, | didn't. Because that night, checking
t hrough the day's nanifol ds when everyone el se had gone hone, | fell in love with Lilymary
Har gr eave.

Possibly that sounds silly to you. She wasn't even there, and I'd only known her for a few
hours, and when a man begins to push thirty without ever being nmarried, you begin to think he's a
hard case and not likely to fall slanmbang, inpetuously in love Iike a teenager after his first
divorce. But it's true, all the sane.

| alnmost called her up. | trenmbled on the brink of it, with my hand on the phone. But it
was close to midnight, and if she wasn't home getting ready for bed I didn't want to knowit, so

went home to ny own bed. | reached under the pillow and turned off ny dreanster before | went to
sleep; | had a full library for it, a de |luxe nodel with five hundred dreans that had been a
present fromthe finn the Christmas before. | had Haroun al Rashid's haremand three of Charles

Second's favorites on tape, and | had rocketing around the nmoon and diving to Atlantis and w nning
a sweepstakes and getting el ected king of the world; but what | wanted to dream about was not on
anybody's tape, and its nanme was Lilynmary Hargreave.

Monday | asted forever. But at the end of forever, when the tip of the nightingale' s w ng
had brushed away the nountain of steel and the Shipping personnel were putting on their hats and
coats and powder -

ing their noses or conbing their hair, | stepped right up to Lilymary Hargreave and asked her to
go to dinner with ne.

She | ooked astoni shed, but only for a noment. Then she smiled. | have mentioned the sweetness of
her sml~. "It's wonderfu

of you to ask nme, M. Martin," she said earnestly, "and | do appreciate it. But | can't."
"Please,"” | said.

"l amsorry."

I mght have said please again, and | mght have fallen to ny knees at her feet, it was
that inportant to nme. But the staff was still in the shop, and how would it |ook for the head of
the departnment to fall at the feet of his newest enployee? | said woodenly, "That's too bad." And
| nodded and turned away, |eaving her frowning after nme. | cleared nmy desk sloppily, chucking the

invoices in a drawer, and | was hal fway out the door when | heard her calling after ne:
"M. Martin, M. Mrtin!"

She was hurrying toward ne, breathless. "lI'msorry," she said, "I didn't nean to scream at
you. But | just phoned ny father, and-"

"I thought you didn't have a phone," | said accusingly.

She blinked at me. "At the rectory," she explained. "Anyway, | just phoned him and-well,
we'd both be delighted if you would conme and have dinner with us at hone."

Wonder f ul words! The whol e conpl exi on of the shipping roomchanged in a nonent. | beaned
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foolishly at her, with a soft surge at ny heart; | felt happy enough to endow a honme, strong
enough to kill a cave bear or give up snmoking or any crazy, mxed-up thing. | wanted to shout and
sing; but all | said was: "That sounds great." W headed for the subway, and although | nust have

talked to her on the ride | cannot renmenber a word we said, only that she | ooked |ike the angel at
the top of our tallest Christnmas tree.

Di nner was good, and there was plenty of it, cooked by Lilymary herself, and | think
nmust have seened a perfect idiot. | sat there, with the six-year-old on one side of ne and
Lilymary on the other, across fromthe ten-year-old and the twel ve-year-old. The father of them
all was at the head of the table, but he was the only other male. | understood there were a couple
of brothers, but they didn't live with the others. | suppose there had been a nother at sone tine,
unl ess Morton Hargreave stanped the girls out with a kind of cookie-cutter; but whatever she had
been she appeared to be deceased. | felt overwhelned. | wasn't used to being surrounded by young
femal es, particularly as young as the nedian in that gathering.

Lilymary nmade an attenpt to talk to ne, but it wasn't altogether successful. The younger
girls were given to fits of giggling, which she had to put a stop to, and to naki ng what were
evidently personal remarks in sone kind of a peculiar foreign tongue-it sounded like a weird
aboriginal dialect, and | later found out that it was. But it was disconcerting, especially from
the lips of a six-year-old with the giggles. So | didn't make any very intelligent responses to
Lilymary's overtures.

But all things end, even eating dinner with giggling girls. And then M. Hargreave and
sat inthe little parlor, waiting for the girls to- finish doing the dishes? | said, shocked, "M.
Har greave, do you nean they wash then?"

"Certainly they wash them" he boormed nildly. "How el se would they get themclean, M.

Martin?"

"Why, dishwashers, M. Hargreave." | |ooked at himin a different way. Business is
busi ness. | said, "After all, this is the Christms season. At the Enporiumwe put a very high
enphasi s on di shwashers as a Christmas gift, you know. We-"

He interrupted good-hunoredly. "I already have ny gifts, M. Martin. Four of them and

very fine di shwashers they are.”
"But M. Hargreave-"
"Not M ster Hargreave.
"Doct or Hargreave."
"Corinne!" said her father. "Forgive her, M. Mrtin. But you see we're not very used to
the-uh, civilized way of doing things. W' ve been a long tine with the Dyaks."
The girls were all back fromthe kitchen, and Lilymary was out of her apron and | ooki ng-
unbel i evabl e. "Entertainnent," she said brightly. "M. Martin, would you like to hear Corinne

pl ay?"

The si x-year-old was standi ng besi de ne, |ooking di sapproving.

There was a piano in the corner. | said hastily, "I'mcrazy about piano nusic. But--"
Li lymary | aughed. "She's good," she told nme seriously. "Even if | do have to say it to her
face. But we'll let you off that if you like. Gretchen and | sing a little bit, if you' d prefer

it?"

Wasn't there any TV in this place? | felt as out of place as an Easterbunny-helper in the
Santa Claus line, but Lilymary was still |ooking unbelievable. So | sat through Lilymary and the
twel ve-yearol d naned Gretchen singing ancient songs while the six-year-old nanmed Corinne
acconpani ed themon the piano. It was pretty thick. Then the ten-year-old, whose nanme | never did
catch, did recitations; and then they all |ooked expectantly at ne.

| cleared ny throat, slightly enbarrassed. Lilymary said quickly,
"Ch, you don't have to do anything, M. Martin. It's just our custom but we don't expect
strangers to conformto it!"

| didn't want that word "stranger"” to stick. | said, "Ch, but 1'd like to. |I nmean, |'mnot
much good at public enfertaining, but-" | hesitated, because that was the truest thing |I had ever
said. | had no nore voice than a goat, and of course the only instrunent | had ever |learned to
play was a TV set. But then | renmenbered sonething fromny chil dhood.

“I"1l tell you what," | said enthusiastically. "How would you |ike sonething appropriate

to the season? "A Visit from Santa C aus,' for instance?"
G etchen sai d snappishly, "Wat season? W don't start cel ebrating-"
Her father cut her off. "Please do, M. Martin," he said politely. "W'd enjoy that very

much.
| cleared ny throat and started:
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"Tis the season of Christmas, and all through the house
St. Nick and his hel pers begin their carouse.
The closets are stuffed and the drawers overfl ow ng
Wth gift-wapped renenbrances, com ng and goi ng.
What a j oyous abandon of Christnastine gl ow
What a making of lists! What a spending of dough
So much for- "Hey!" said Gretchen, |ooking revolted. "Daddy, that isn't how-"
"Hush!" said Dr. Hargreave grimy. H's own expression wasn't very delighted either, but he
said, "Please go on."
| began to wish I'd kept ny face shut. They were all |ooking at ne very peculiarly, except
for Lilymary, who was conscientiously studying the floor. But it was too |late to back out; | went
on:

So much for the bedroom so nmuch for the bath,

So nmuch for the kitchen-too little by hal f!

Come Wéstinghouse, Philco! Cone Hotpoint, GE
Come Sunbeam Cone M xmaster! Conme to the Tree!

So much for the wardrobe-how shine Daddy's eyes
As he reaps his Yule harvest of slippers and ties.
So nmuch for the famly, so nuch for the friends,
So nmuch for the nei ghbors-the |ist never ends.

A contingency fund for the givers bel ated

Whose gifts nust be hastily reciprocated.

And out of--
Gretchen stood up. "It's our bedtime," she said. "Good night, everybody."
Lilymary flared, "It is not! Now be still!" And she | ooked at me for the first tine.

"Pl ease go on," she said, with a furrowed brow.
| said hoarsely:

And out of the shops, how they spring with a clatter
The gifts and appliances words cannot flatter!

The robot di shwasher, the new Fri gidaire,

The doll with the didy and curl able hair!

The electrified hairbrush, the black Iingerie,

The full-col or stereoscopic TV

Conme, Credit Departnent! Cone, Personal Loan

Cone, Mortgage, cone Christnas O ub, conme-- Lilymary turned her face away. | stopped and |icked ny
I'ips.

"That's all | remenber,” | lied. "I-1"msorry if--"

Dr. Hargreave shook hinself |like a man waking froma nightrmare. "It's getting rather

late," he said to Lilymary. "Perhaps-perhaps our guest would enjoy sone coffee before he goes."

| declined the coffee and Lilymary wal ked ne to the subway. W didn't tal k nuch.

At the subway entrance she firmy took ny hand and shook it. "It's been a pl easant
eveni ng," she said.
A wandering group of carolers canme by; | gave ny contribution to the guitarist. Suddenly
angry, | said, "Doesn't that nean anything to you?"
"What ?"
| gestured after the carolers. "That. Christnmas. The whol e sentinental, |ovable,
war mheart ed busi ness of Christmas. Lilynmary, we've only known each other a short tine, but--"
She interrupted: "Please, M. Martin. |-1 know what you're going to say." She | ooked

terribly appealing there in the Christmassy light of the red and green lights fromthe Tree that
mar ked the subway entrance. Her pale, straight |legs, hardly conceal ed by the shorts, picked up
chromatic highlights; her eyes sparkled. She said, "You see, as Daddy says, we've been away from
civilization. Daddy is a nissionary, and we've been with the Dyaks since | was a little girl.

G etch and Marl ene and Corinne were born there. We-we do things differently on Borneo." She | ooked
up at the Tree over us, and sighed. "It's very hard to get used to," she said. "Sonetines | w sh
we had stayed with the Dyaks."

Then she | ooked at ne. She smiled. "But sonetinmes," she said, "I amvery glad we're here."
And she was gone
Anbi guous? Call it nerely ladylike. At any rate, that's what | called it; | took it to be
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the begi nning of the kind of feeling | so desperately wanted her to have; and for the second night
inarowl let Haroun's harem beauties remain silent on their tapes.

Cal anmity struck. My nunmber-two man, Furness, turned up one norning with a disnal

expression and a letter in a governmentfranked envelope. "Geeting!" it began. "You are sunmoned
to serve with a jury of citizens for the term-"

"Jury duty!"™ | groaned. "At atinme like this! WAt a minute, Johnny, I'll call up M.
Hei nemann. He nmight be able to fix it if-"

Furness was shaking his head. "Sorry, M. Martin. | already asked himand he tried; but no

go. It's a big case-blindfold sanpling of twelve brands of filter cigarettes-and M. Hei nenann
says it wouldn't look right to try to evade it."

So there was breaking another man in, to add to ny troubles.

It neant overtime, and that neant that | didn't have as nuch tinme as | would like for
Lilymary. Lunch together, a couple of tines; odd nonments between runs of the gift-wapping
machi nes; that was about
it.

But she was never out of ny thoughts. There was sonething about her that appealed to ne. A
square, yes. Unworldly, yes. Her fanmily? A Victorian horror; but they were her famly. |
determned to get themon ny side, and by and by | began to see how.

"M ss Hargreave," | said formally, com ng out of ny office. W stepped to one side, in a
corner under the delivery chutes. The runbl e of goods overhead gave us privacy. | said, "Lilymary,
you're taking this Sunday off, as usual? May | cone to visit you?"

She hesitated only a second. "Wy, of course," she said firmy. "W'd be delighted. For
di nner ?"

| shook nmy head: "I have a little surprise for you," | whispered. She | ooked al arned. "Not
for you, exactly. For the kids. Trust ne, Lilymary. About four o'clock in the afternoon?”

I winked at her and went back to ny office to make arrangenents. It wasn't the easiest
thing in the world-it was our busy season, as | say-but what's the use of being the boss if you
can't pull rank once in a while? So | nmade it as strong as | could, and Special Services hemed
and hawed and finally agreed that they would work in a special Visit from Santa Cl aus at the
Har greave home t hat Sunday
af t er noon. -

Once the kids were on ny side, | plotted craftily, it would be easy enough to work the old
man around, and what kid could resist a Visit from Santa C aus?

I rang the bell and wal ked into the queer South-Seas living roomas though | bel onged

there. "Merry Christnas!" | said genially to the six-year-old who let me in. "I hope you kiddies
are ready for a treat!" treat!"
She | ooked at ne incredul ously, and di sappeared. | heard her say sonething shrill and

protesting in the next room and Lilymary's voice being firmand [ owtoned. Then Lilymary
appeared. "Hello, M. Martin," she said.

"CGeorge."

"Hel |l o, George." She sat down and patted the sofa beside her. "Wuld you |ike sonme
| emonade?" she asked.

"Thank you," | said. It was pretty hot for the end of Septenber, and the place didn't
appear to be air-conditioned. She called, and the twelve-year-old, Getchen, turned up with a
pi tcher and some cookies. | said warningly:

"Mustn't get too full, little girl! There's a surprise coning." Lilymary cleared her
throat, as her sister set the tray dowmmn with a clatter and stanped out of the room "I-1 wsh
you'd tell ne about this surprise, George," she said. "You know, we're a little, well, set in our
ways, and | wonder-"

"Nothing to worry about, Lilymary," | reassured her. "Wiat is it, a couple of minutes
before four? They'll be here any nminute."

"They?"

I | ooked around; the kids were out of sight. "Santa C aus and his hel pers,” | whispered.

She began piercingly: "Santa d--"

"Ssh!" | nodded toward the door. "I want it to be a surprise for the kids. Please don't

spoil it for them Lilymary."

Wl |, she opened her nouth; but she didn't get a chance to say anything. The bell rang;
Santa Cl aus and his hel pers were right on tinme.

"Lilymary!" shrieked the twel ve-year-old, opening the door. "Look!"
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You couldn't blame the kid for being excited. "Ho-ho-ho," boomed Santa, rolling inside.
"Ch, hello, M. Martin. This the place?"

"Certainly, Santa," | said, beaning. "Bring it in, boys."

The twel ve-year-old cried, "Corinne! Marlene! This you got to see!" There was an odd tone
to her voice, but | didn't pay nuch at-

tention. It wasn't ny party any nore. | retired, sniling, to a corner of the roomwhile the Santa
Cl aus hel pers began conming in with their sacks of gear on their shoulders. It was "Ho-ho-ho,
little girl!" and "Merry Christmas, everybody!" until you couldn't hear yourself think

Lilymary was biting her lip, staring at me. The Santa tapped her on the shoul der. "Were's
the kitchen, lady?" he asked. "That door? Ckay, Wnken-go on in and get set up. Nod, you go down
and hurry up the sound truck, then you can handl e the door. The rest of you hel pers-" he surveyed
the roombriefly- "start lining up your Christmas Goodies there, and there. Now hop to it, boys!
We got four nore Visits to nake this afternoon yet."

You never saw a crew of Christmas Giones nove as fast as them Snap, and the Tree was up,
conplete with its tinsel stars and gray colored Order Forns and Credit Application Bl anks. Snip
and two of the helpers were stringing the red and green lights that | ed fromthe Hargreave living
roomto the sound truck outside. Snip-snap, and you could hear the sound truck pealing the joyous
strains of All | Want for Christnmas |Is Two of Everything in the street, and twos and threes of the
nei ghbor hood children were begi nning to appear at the door, blinking and ready for the fun. The
ki tchen hel pers were | adling out nmugs of cocoa and col ored-sugar Christnas cookies and coll ecting
the dines and quarters fromthe kids; the denonstrator hel pers were showi ng the kids the toys and
trinkets fromtheir sacks; and Santa hinself was seated on his glittering throne. "Ho-ho-ho, ny
boy," he was saying. "And where does your daddy work this merry Christmas season?"

I was proud of them There wasn't a hel per there who couldn't have wal ked into Saul &
Cappell or any other store in town, and wal ked out a Santa with a crew of his own. But that's the
way we do things at the Enporium skilled hands and hi gh paychecks, and you only have to | ook at
our sales records to see that it pays off.

VWll, | wanted to stay and watch the fun, but Sunday's a bad day to take the afternoon
off; | slipped out and headed back to the store. | put in a hard four hours, but | nmade it a point
to be down at the Special Services division when the crews came straggling in for their checkout.
The crew | was interested in was the last to report, naturally-isn't that always the way? Santa
was obviously tired; | let himshuck his uniformand turn his sales slips in to the cashier before
| tackled him "How did it go?" | asked anxiously. "Did Mss Hargreave-l mean the grown-up M ss
Har gr eave-di d she say anythi ng?"

He | ooked at ne accusingly. "You," he whined. "M. Martin, you
shoul dn't have run out on us |like that. How we supposed to keep up a schedul e when you throw us
that kind of a curve, M. Martin?"

It was no way for a Santa to be talking to a departnment head, but | overlooked it. The nan
was obvi ously upset. "What are you tal king about?" | demanded.

"Those Hargreaves! Honestly, M. Martin, you'd think they didn't want us there, the way
they acted! The kids were bad enough. But when the old man cane honme-wow! | tell you, M. Martin,
| been eleven Christmases in the Departnent, and | never saw a famly with less Christnas spirit
t han those Hargreaves!"

The cashier was yelling for the cash receipts so he could |lock up his | edgers for the
night, sol let the Santa go. But | had plenty to think about as | went back to ny own departnent,
wonderi ng about what he had said.

| didn't have to wonder |ong. Just before closing, one of the office girls waved nme in

fromwhere | was checking out a new Counselor, and | answered the phone call. It was Lilymary's
father. Mad? He was blazing. | could hardly nake sense out of nobst of what he said. It was words
like "perverting the Christian festival" and "selling out the Saviour" and a lot of stuff | just
couldn't followat all. But the part he finished up with, that | could understand. "I want you to

know, M. Martin," he said in clear, crisp, enphatic tones, "that you are no |onger a wel cone
caller at our hone. It pains ne to have to say this, sir. As for Lilymary, you may consider this
her resignation, to be effective at once!"

"But," | said, "but--"

But I was talking to a dead line; he had hung up. And that was the end of that.

Personnel called up after a couple of days and wanted to know what to do with Lilymary's
severance pay. | told themto mail her the check; then | had a second thought and asked themto
send it uptone. | mailed it to her nyself, with a little note apol ogizing for what 1'd done
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wrong- whatever it was. But she didn't even answer.

Cct ober began, and the pace stepped up. Every night | crawl ed honme, bone-weary, turned on
my dreanster and slept like a log. | gave the machine a real workout; | even had the buyer in the
Sl eep Shoppe get ne rare, out-of-print tapes on special order-Last Days of Petronius Arbiter, and
Casanova's Diary, and The Polly Adler Story, and so on-until the buyer began to | eer when she saw
me coning. But it didn't do any good. Wiile | slept | was surrounded with the
| oveliest of themall; but when | woke the face of Lilymary Hargreave was in ny nmind s eye.

Cct ober. The store was buzzing. National c~ost of living was up .00013, but our rate of
sal e was up .00021 over the previous year. The store bosses were beam ng, and bonuses were in the

air for everybody. Novenber. The tide was at its full, and little wavel ets began to ebb backward
Housewar es was pi cked cl ean, and the manufacturers only | aughed as we inplored them for
deliveries; but Hone Appliances was as dead as the January lull. Qur overall rate of sale slowed

down microscopically, but it didn't slow down the press of work. It made things tougher, in fact,
because we were pushing twice as hard on the itenms we could supply, coaxing the custoners off the
ones that were running short.

Bad rmanagerment ? No. Looking at my shipnent figures, we'd actually enptied the store four
times in seven weeks-better than fifty per cent turnover a week. Qur July purchase estimtes had
been off only slightly-two persons fewer out of each hundred bought airconditioners than we had
expected, one and a half persons nore out of each hundred bought kitchenware. Saul & Cappell had
been out of kitchenware except for spot deliveries, sold the day they arrived, ever since |ate

Sept enber!

Hei nemann called ne into his office. "Ceorge," he said, "I just checked your backl og. The
unifiled order list runs a little over eleven thousand. | want to tell you that |I'm surprised at
the way you and your departnment have-"

"Now, M. Heinemann!" | burst out. "That isn't fair! W' ve been putting in overtine every
ni ght, every blasted one of us! Eleven thousand's pretty good, if you ask ne!"

He | ooked surprised. "My point exactly, Ceorge," he said. "I was about to conplinent you."

| felt so high. | swallowed. "Uh, thanks," | said. "I nmean, |'msorry I--"
"Forget it, George." Heinemann was |ooking at ne thoughtfully. "You' ve got sonething on
your mnd, don't you?"

"well--"

"I's it that girl?"

"Grl?" | stared at him "Wo said anything about a girl?"

"Come off it," he said genially. "You think it isn't all over the store?" He glanced at
his watch. "George," he said, "I never interfere in enployees' private lives. You know that. But

if it's that girl that's bothering you, why don't you marry her for a while? It might be just
the thing you need. Cone on now, Ceorge, confess. Wen were you narried |ast? Three years? Five
years ago?"

| | ooked away. "I never was," | admitted.
That jolted him "Never?" He studied ne thoughtfully for a second. "You aren't--?"
"No, no, no!" | said hastily. "Nothing like that. It's just that, well, it's always seened

like a pretty big step to take."
He rel axed again. "Ah, you kids," he said genially. "Always afraid of getting hurt, eh?

Vell, I'l'l mind my own business, if that's the way you want it. But if | were you, George, |'d go
get her."

That was that. | went back to work; but | kept right on thinking about what Hei nenmann had
sai d.

After all. . . why not?

| called, "Lilymary!"

She faltered and half-turned. | had counted on that. You could tell she wasn't brought up
inthis country; fromthe age of six on, our girls learn Lesson One: Wen you' re wal ki ng al one at
night, don't stop

She didn't stop long. She peered into the doorway and saw nme, and her expression changed
as though I had hit her with a club. "George," she said, and hesitated, and wal ked on. Her hair
was a shimering rainbow in the Christmas |ights.

W were only a few doors from her house. | glanced, halfapprehensive, at the door, but no
Fat her Hargreave was there to scowl. | followed her and said, "Please, Lilymary. Can't we just
talk for a nmoment ?"

She faced nme. "Wy?"
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"To-" | swallowed. "To let ne apol ogi ze."

She said gently, "No apology is necessary, George. W're different breeds of cats. No need
to apol ogi ze for that."
"Pl ease. "

"Well," she said. And then, "Wy not?"

We found a bench in the little park across fromthe subway entrance. It was | ate; enornous
hal f-tracks fromthe Sanitation Departnent were enptying trash cans, sprinkler trucks cane by and

we had to raise our feet off the ground. She said once, "I really ought to get back. | was only
going to the store."” But she stayed.

Well, | apol ogized, and she listened like a lady. And like a | ady she said, again,
"There's nothing to apol ogize for." And that was that, and | still hadn't said what | had cone
for. | didn't know how.

| brooded over the problem Wth the runble of the trash trucks
and the roar of their burners, conversation was difficult enough anyhow. But even under those
handi caps, | caught a phrase fromLilymary. "-back to the jungle," she was saying. "It's hone for
us, Ceorge. Father can't wait to get back, and neither ~an the girls."

| interruped her. "Get back?"

She glanced at ne. "That's what | said." She nodded at the Sanitation workers, baling up
the enormous drifts of Christmas cards, thrusting theminto the site burners. "As soon as the
mai |l s open up," she said, "and Father gets his visa. It was nailed a week ago, they say. They tel
me that in the Christmas rush it mght take two or three weeks nore to get to us, though."

Somet hi ng was clogging up ny throat. Al | could say was, "Wy?" Lilynmary sighed. "It's
where we |ive, George," she explained. "This isn't right for us. We're mssion brats and we bel ong
out in the field, spreading the Good News. . . . Though Father says you people need it nore than
the Dyaks." She | ooked quickly into ny eyes. "I nean-"

| waved it aside. | took a deep breath. "Lilymary," | said, all in a rush, "will you marry

me?"

Silence, while Lilymary | ooked at ne.

"Ch, George," she said, after a noment. And that was all; but | was able to translate it;
t he answer was no.

Still, proposing narriage is sonething |ike buying a lottery ticket; you nay not win the
grand award, but there are consolation prizes. Mne was a date.
Lilymary stood up to her father, and | was allowed in the house. | wouldn't say | was

wel comed, but Dr. Hargreave was polite- distant, but polite. He offered ne coffee, he spoke of the
dream superstitions of the Dyaks and ol d days in the Long House, and when Lilymary was ready to go
he shook ny hand at the door.

We had dinner. - . . | asked her-but as a piece of conversation, not a begging plea from
the heart-1 asked her why they had to go back. The Dyaks, she said; they were Father's peopl €;
they needed him Alter Mther's death, Father had wanted to cone back to Arerica . . . but it was
wong for them He was going back. The girls, naturally, were going with him

We danced. . . . | kissed her, in the shadows, when it was growing | ate. She hesitated
but she ki ssed ne back.

| resolved to destroy ny dreanster; its ersatz ecstasies were pale.

"There," she said, as she drew back, and her voice was gentle, wth
a note of laughter. "I just wanted to show you. It isn't all hymmsingi ng back on Borneo, you
know. "

| reached out for her again, but she drew back, and the |aughter was gone. She gl anced at
her wat ch.

"Time for me to go, Ceorge," she said. "W start packing tonorrow. "

"But - "

"It's time to go, Ceorge," she said. And she kissed ne at her door; but she didn't invite
me in.

| stripped the tapes off ny dreamster and threw them away. But hours later, after the
fiftieth attenpt to get to sleep, and the twentieth solitary cigarette, | got up and turned on the
light and | ooked for them again.

They were pale; but they were all | had.

Party Week! The store was nearly bare. A nessenger fromthe Credit Departnment cane
staggering in with a load of files just as the closing gong sounded.
He dropped them on ny desk. "Thank God!" he said fervently. "Guess you won't be bothering
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with these tonight, eh, M. Mrtin?"

But | searched through themall the sane. He | ooked at ne wonderingly, but the clerks were
breaki ng out the bottles and the runners fromthe | unchroomwere bringing up sandwi ches, and he
drifted away.

| found the credit check I had requested. "Co-Maker Required!" was stanped at the top, and
triply underlined in red, but that wasn't what | was looking for. | hunted through the text until
I found what | wanted to know "Subject is expected to |leave this country within forty-eight
hours. Subject's enployer is organized and incorporated under |aws of State of New York as a
religious mssion group. No earnings record on file. Caution: Subject would appear a bad credit
ri sk, due to-"

| read no farther. Forty-eight hours!

There was a scrawl at the bottom of the page, in the Credit Manager's own handwiting:
"Ceorge, what the devil are you up to? This is the fourth check we made on these people!"

It was true enough; but it would be the last. In forty-eight hours they would be gone.

I was dull at the Christnmas Party. But it had been a splendid Christnas for the store, and
in an hour everyone was too drunk to notice.

| decided to skip Party Wek. | stayed at hone the next norning,
staring out the window. It had begun to snow, and the cleaners were draggi ng away ol d Chri stnas
trees. It's always a | etdown when Christmas is over; but my nood had nothing to do with the
season, only with Lilymary and the nunbers of niles from heré&t o Borneo.

| circled the date in red on ny cal endar: Decenber 25th. By the 26th they woul d be gone.

But | couldn't, repeat couldn't, let her go so easily. It wasn't that | wanted to try
again, and be rebuffed again; it was not a matter of choice. | had to see her. Nothing else,
suddenly, had any neaning. So | nade the | ong subway trek out there, knowing it was a fool's
errand. But what kind of an errand could have been nore appropriate for nme?

They weren't hone, but | wasn't going to let that stop ne. | banged on the door of the
next apartnent, and got a surly, suspicious, whatdo-you-want-w th-then®? inspection fromthe wonman
who lived there. But she thought they might possibly be down at the Community Center on the next
bl ock.

And t hey were.

The Community Center was a big yellowbrick recreation hail; it had swi mm ng pools and
pi ngpong tables and all kinds of odds and ends to keep the kids off the streets. It was that kind
of a neighborhood. It also had a neeting hall in the basenent, and there were the Hargreaves, al

of them along with a couple of dozen other people. None of them were young, except the Hargreave
girls. The hall had a dusty, storeroomquality to it, as though it wasn't used much-and in fact,
saw, it still had a small Christmas tree standing in it. Watever else they had, they did not have
a very efficient cleanup squad.

| cane to the door to the hall and stood there, |ooking around. Soneone was playing a piano, and
they were having a singing party. The nusic sounded familiar, but |I couldn't recognize the words-
Adeste fideles, Laeti triunphantes. Venite, venite in Bethlehem

The girls were sitting together, in the front row, their father wasn't with them but |
saw why. He was standing at a little lectern in the front of the hall

Nat um vi det e, regem angel orum
Veni t e adorenus, venite adorenus-- | recognized the tune then; it was a slow, draggy-beat
steal from
that old-time favorite, Christmas-Tree Manbo. It didn't sound too
bad, though, as they finished with a big najor chord fromthe piano and all fifteen or twenty
voi ces goi ng. Then Hargreave started to talk.

| didn't listen. | was too busy watching the back of Lilymary's head. 1've always had
pretty low psi, though, and she didn't turn around.

Sonet hi ng was bothering ne. There was a sort of glow fromup front. |I took ny eyes off
Lilymary's bl ond head, and there was Dr. Hargreave, radiant; | blinked and | ooked again, and it
was not so radiant. A trick of the light, coming through the basenment wi ndows onto his own bl ond
hair, | suppose, but it gave ne a curious feeling for a noment. | nust have noved, because he

caught sight of me. He stunbled over a word, but then he went on. But that was enough. After a
monment Lilymary's head turned, and her eyes net m ne.

She knew | was there. | backed away fromthe door and sat down on the steps coning down
fromthe entrance
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Sooner or |later she woul d be out.

It wasn't long at all. She canme toward ne with a question in her eye. She was all by
herself; inside the hail, her father was still talking.

| stood up straight and said it all. "Lilymary," | said, "I can't help it, | want to marry
you. |'ve done everything wong, but | didn't mean to. |I-1 don't even want it conditional
Lilymary, | want it for life. Here or Borneo, | don't care which. | only care about one thing, and
that's you." It was funny-1 was trying to tell her | loved her, and | was standing stiff and
awkward, talking in about the sane tone of voice |I'd use to tell a stock boy he was fired.

But she understood. | probably didn't have to say a word, she woul d have under st ood

anyhow. She started to speak, and changed her nmind, and started again, and finally got out, "Wat
woul d you do in Borneo?" And then, so soft that | hardly knew | was hearing it, she added, "Dear."

Dear! It was like the first tine Heinemann came in and called nme "Departnent Head!" | felt
nine feet tall.

| didn't answer her. | reached out and | kissed her, and it wasn't any wonder that |
didn't know we weren't alone until | heard her father cough, not nore than a yard away.

| junped, but Lilymary turned and | ooked at him perfectly calm "You ought to be
conducting the service, Father!" she scolded him

He nodded his big fair head. "Doctor Muusner can pronounce the Benediction wthout nme," he
said. "l should be there but-well, He has plenty of things to forgive all of us already; one nore
isn't going to bother Hm Now, what's this?"

"CGeorge has asked nme to marry him"

" And?"

She | ooked at me. "I-" she began, and stopped. | said, "I |ove her."

He | ooked at ne too, and then he sighed. "George," he said after a nmonent, "I don't know
what's right and what's wong, for the first time in my life. Maybe |I've been seffish when | asked
Lilymary to go back with ne and the girls. | didn't nean it that way, but | don't deny |I wanted
it. I don't know. But--" He smiled, and it was a big, warmsnmle. "But there's sonething | do
know. | know Lilymary; and | can trust her to make up her own nmind." He patted her lightly.

“"I'll see you after the service," he said to me, and left us. Back in the hail, through
the door he opened, | could hear all the voices going at once.

"Let's go inside and pray, George,"” said Lilymary, and her whole heart and soul was on her
face as she | ooked at ne, with |ove and anxi ousness.

| only hesitated a nonment. Pray? But it neant Lilymary, and that meant-well, everything.

So |l went in. And we were all kneeling, and Lilymary coached nme through the words; and
prayed. And, do you know?-1've never regretted it.

We Never Mention Aunt Nora

MARY LYNNE EDKI N brought the man hone to neet her brother

It was unconfortable for everyone. Mary Lynne's brother Al den | ooked up fromhis chair. He
snapped his fingers and the sound on the trivision obediently dimnished to a merely obtrusive
| evel

He held out his hand. "Pleased to neet you," he said, but it was obviously a lie.

Mary Lynne got that expression on her face.

"Al," she said dangerously.

Her brother shrugged and snapped his fingers twi ce nore. The set shut itself off.

Mary Lynne's expression cleared. She was not a pretty girl, but she was a pl easant-I ooki ng
one. The no-mdriff fashion was kind to her; she still had a nice figure.

"Al," she said, but smiling now, "Al, guess what! Jimy and | want to get married!"

"Ch-ho," said her brother, and he stood up in order to take a better | ook

Even standing, he had to ook up at this nman Janes Croy. Croy was big. Six feet ten or
el even at the least, and his hair was snow white. Still, thought Alden Edkin, the man's face
didn't ook old. Maybe he was platinumblond. A snorted, for he didn't hold with men dyeing their
hai r, common though the practice was.

He asked accusingly, "How conme 1 never net hi m before?”

“Now, Al-"

~' How cone?"

Mary Lynne blushed. "Well, A, there hasn't been nuch chance for you to neet."

"Ch-ho," said her brother again. "You just net himyourself."

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (34 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

"But | love him AlI!" cried Mary Lynne, clutching at the tall man's ann. 'He's-he-oh,
can't explainit. But I love him"

"Sure you do," said her brother. "You love him But what do you know about hin®"

"I know enough!" -

Al den said sternly, "Famly, Mary Lynne! Marriage isn't just between two people. We cone
of good stock and we can't nmarry just anybody. Think of the children you may have! Qur famly-"

"Qur famly!" echoed his sister. "What's so special about our famly? How nany tinmes have
you said that Aunt Nora-"

“Mary Lynne!" Al den warned. She paused. He said, "No offense, M. Croy. But what do we
know? You may be after her noney, for all we can tell."

The large man cleared his throat and straightened the crease in his Bernmudas. He said
nmodestly, "I assure you, M. Edkin, I amnot interested in noney."

"But you'd say that anyhow. Wuldn't you? Not that there's nuch cash. But there's this big
house-Mary Lynne's and mne. And, Mary, you have to think of what Mother and Dad woul d want. They
didn't leave you this big house-it will be yours when |I'm gone-so that some adventurer could come
al ong and-"

"Al den!" Mary Lynne was furious. She turned to the man she | oved apol ogetically, but he
was nerely | ooking politely concerned. She whirled on her brother. "Apologize to Jimmy!"

There was a marked sil ence.

"Well," said her brother at last, talking to the wall, "there's one good thing. Being that
she's under age, she can't-"

He stopped and waited.

They all waited. The big house that Mdther and Dad had | eft them happened to be on the lip
of the takeoff pits for the Mon rocket. The screeching how of the night rocket's takeoff rattled
the wi ndows and nade the trivision set noan shrilly in resonance.

But it only lasted for a few seconds.

"-can't get married without my consent," Alden Edkin finished. "Alden!" cried his sister again,
but it was nore a sob than a protest. Alden Edkin nmerely | ooked obstinate. He was good at it.

James Croy cleared his throat. "Sir," he said, "I know that what you say is true. W
cannot marry w thout your consent. | hope that you'll give it."

"Don't hold your breath." Edkin sat down and gl anced longingly at the trivision set. "As |
say, we don't know anything about you."

"That's easily taken care of, M. Edkin," said Croy, smling. m
an orphan. No ties, no famly. Until recently, | was a draftsman for Amal ganmated Luna, in the
rocket engine departnent.”

"Until recently? You don't even have a job?"

"Not exactly, sir. But | was fortunate enough to design a rather good firing chanber.
They' ve adopted it for the Mars rocket."

Edki n nodded thoughtfully. "You sold themthe design?"

Croy shook his head. "Not outright. But the royalties are-well, anple. | assure you that |
can support Mary Lynne in adequate style. And | should nention that the royalty contract runs for
thirty years, with cost-of-living increases."

"Un." Alden Edkin found that he was beginning to relax slightly. This Croy was, in his
way, not without a certain charm

Edkin said in a warner tone, "Well, nmoney isn't the only consideration. Still . . . Say,
what about meking sone coffee, Mary Lynne? |I'm sure our guest would enjoy it."

She | ooked at himin some surprise, shrugged, patted her proposed fiancé's armand |eft
the room

Edkin said, "I hope you won't pay any attention to what Mary Lynne said about Aunt Nora."

"Of course not," said Croy and smled. He had a very nice smle. H s eyes were deep-set,
sonber and serious, and the snile beneath themwas |ike sunlight bursting out fromunder a cloud.

Edki n was nonentarily dazzled. He shook his head to clear it; for a second, he had al npst
t hought he coul d see through the man. But that was nonsense.

Croy was saying, "I don't drink coffee, M. Edkin, but I'mglad Mary Lynne's out of the
room | hope we can get better acquainted."
"Sure," said Edkin testily. "Well, sit down and tell ne something about yourself. Wuere

was your famly when you had one?"
"We're originally fromPortland, M. Edkin."
"Portl and, Maine? Say, | was stationed near Presq'lsle when | was in the Arny."
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"No," said Croy regretfully, "Portland, Oregon. After ny parents passed away, | attended
several schools, graduating fromthe University of California."

"Ch, we know | ots of people there!” exclaimed Edkin. "Qur cousins on ny nother's side have
sone friends who teach at Berkel ey. Perhaps you know them Harold Sizel and and-"

"Sorry," Croy apologized. "I was at the Los Angel es canpus. But let's not talk about ne,
M. Edkin. Mary Lynne tells me you're in credit naintenance.”

"That's right." Actually he was a loan collector; it was close enough

Croy |l eaned confidentially closer. "You can help ne, M. Edkin. |I'm planning a sort of
surprise for Mary Lynne."

"Surprise?"

"Here," said Croy, reaching into his pocket. Hs pulled out several sheets of |egal cap
stapled into a blue folder. "Since you're in the financial line," he said, "you'll knowif this is

all right. What it is, it's a kind of trust agreenment for Mary Lynne."

Edkin scow ed. "You're taking a lot for granted, Croy. | haven't agreed to anything."

"Of course not. But won't you look this over for ne? You see, it puts all the royalties
fromnmy firing chanber in her nane. Irrevocably. So that if anything happened to ne, or there was,
wel |, anything serious-" he didn't say the word "divorce," but he shrugged it-"she'll be wel
provided for. |'d appreciate your opinion of the contract."

Edki n gl anced at the papers suspiciously.

He was ready to stand up and order fromthe house this brash young giant who interrupted
his trivision prograns and proposed to carry off his sister. But something hit himin the eye. And
what that sonething happened to be was a neatly typed |ine specifying Mary Lynne's guaranteed
m ni mum annual income fromthe trust agreemnent.

Thirty-five thousand dollars a year

Edki n swal | owed.

Attached to the certificate of agreenent was a notarized copy of the Amal ganated Luna
royalty contract. Unless it was a fake, the thirty-five-thousand-dollar figure was exactly right.

Mary Lynne canme back into the room and nearly dropped the coffee tray.

"H there, Mary Lynne!" greeted her brother, |ooking up fromwhere he was patting Croy on
t he shoul der. "Coffee, eh? Good!"

She stared at hi munbelievingly. He bobbed his head, w nked conspiratorially at Croy,
janmed the papers in his pocket and stood up

"Cof fee, eh?" he repeated, carrying chairs toward the table. "Your young man won't drink
it, Mary Lynne. But surely he'll have sonme cake, eh? O a drink? Sone tea? Perhaps a glass of
chocolate m |l k- Mary Lynne will be glad to warmit. No?"

He shrugged and sat down, smiling. "No matter," he observed.

"Now tell nme. Wien would you two | ovebirds Iike the happy event to take place?"

Three days later, the marriage was perforned. It was the mninmumlegal waiting period.

Al den Edkin, as it happened, was a bachel or who believed that every man who gl anced at his
sister was a prospective rapist-and that those who proposed marri age were after her noney besi des.
Still, he was not an idiot.

He had taken certain precautions.

First, he took a copy of the trust agreenment to M. Senutovitch in his conpany's |ega
department. M. Senutovitch read the papers over with real enjoynent.

"Ah, bully stuff, Edkin," he said sentinentally. He | eaned back and gazed at the ceiling

while the arns of his reclining chair sighed faintly and adjusted to his position. "It's a
pl easure to read the work of a master."
"You think it's all legal, M. Senutovitch?"

"Legal ?" M. Senutovitch coughed gently. "Did you notice the classic |anguage of the
operative clause? That's Paragraph Three:
' Does hereby devise, grant, give, bestow and convey, without let or distraint, absolutely.' Oh,
it's a grand pi ece of work."

"“And irrevocabl e?"

M. Senutovitch smled. "Quite irrevocable."

"You're sure, M. Senutovitch?"

The lawyer said mldly, "Edkin, | wote this conpany's Chattel Lien Form |'m sure."

The other precaution Edkin took was to drop into his conpany's Credit Reference Library
and put through the nane of Croy, Janes T., for a report.

It would take a few days for the credit report to come through, and nmeanwhil e the cerenony
woul d be perfornmed and the couple off on their honeynoon. But at |east, Edkin consol ed hinself,

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (36 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

when it did cone through, it would be a conprehensive docunent. The conpany took an expansive view
of what a credit report should cover.

The conpany, noreover, was not to be deceived by any such paltry devices as a change of
nane-or, for that matter, of fingerprints, retinal patterns or blood type. If a man coul d change
his basic genetic construction, he mght fool the conpany, but not with anything less; the Credit

Ref erence Library was hooked in by direct wire with the F.B.I. office in Washington-for the
conveni ence of the
F.B.1., not of the conmpany. There would be no secrets left to M. Croy. And therefore no secret

worries for Alden Edkin.

And then Edkin stood by, fighting a nmanly urge to weep, as his sweet young sister gave
herself in wedlock to this ~white-haired giant with the deep, penetrating eyes. The cerenbny was
performed before Father Hanover at Trinity Episcopal Church. There were few wi tnesses, though M.
Senut ovi tch showed up, wung the bridegroom s hand warmy and left w thout a word.

In the enpty house, Alden Edkin took a deep breath, let it out, and put through a phone
call to their only surviving relative. It was the |east he could do.

A plump face over the fur collar of a lounging robe peered out of the phone's screen at
hi m

"Aunt Nora?" said Edkin tentatively. "My, you're looking well."

"You lie," she said shrilly. "I look old. Wiat do you want? If it's noney, | won't give
you a-"

“"No, nothing |ike that, Aunt Nora."

"Then what? You sorry you threw ne out of the house twenty years ago? |Is that what you
called up to say?"

"Aunt Nora," said Edkin boldly, "I say |let bygones be bygones. | called you up to tell you
the news about Mary Lynne-ny sister- your niece.”

"Well? well? Wat about her?"

"She just got nmarried, Aunt Nora," said Edkin, beam ng

"What about it? People do, you know. There's nothing strange."

Edki n was shocked. Such a lack of family feeling! And from her who shoul d feel herself
| ucky beyond i magi ning that anyone in the famly called her up at all. He was angry enough to say
what he had vowed he woul d never refer to.

"At least," he said icily, "she got married."

Pause.

Thinly: "Wat do you nean by that?"

"You know perfectly well, Aunt Nora."

In the tiny screen, her face was a doll's face, an angry doll; it flushed red. She nust
have been shaki ng the phone, Edkin thought distractedly; rings of color hal oed the edge of the
screen.

She cried, "You're a sanctinonious jerk, Al den Edkin! You forbade me to associate with
your sister-ny own niece!-so | wouldn't corrupt her . . . when she was three nmonths old and the
good Lord Hinself couldn't corrupt her, because she didn't so nuch as know whi ch end was up! And
now, just because she's getting married, you

call nme up. Hoping, no doubt, that because |I'mgetting old and absent-m nded, |I'l|l send along a
little check for ten thousand dollars or so as a wedding present. Well, you're wong! |If Mary
Lynne wants to call me up, I'lIl talk to her-but not to you! Understand?"

And the little screen flashed red and orange as she hung up
Edki n pushed down the off button and shrugged. Aunt Nora! Wo could account for her noods?
A product of her sordid past, of course, but- It had been a mistake to call her up. Definitely.
Virtuously, Al den Edkin went to bed.
The followi ng norning, he got the report fromthe Credit Reference Library. It had
recei ved special priority. The paper it was typed on flamed with warning red.

Al den Edkin was waiting at the airfield when the honeynooners returned fromtheir G and
Tour .

He had been chanping at the bit for six weeks-six |ong weeks and not a word fromthem six
weeks when they were out of touch with the world. Because they wanted it that way!

It was Al den Edkin's conviction that he knew why James Croy wanted it that way. He stood
there by the custonms gate, grinding his teeth, a plump angry nan with a face that was rapidly
turni ng purple.

He saw them com ng down the wheel ed steps fromthe plane and he baw ed, "Mary Lynne! Mary
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Lynne, cone down here this nminute! Get away fromthat nonster Croy!"

Mary Lynne, her arm adoringly on the arm of her husband, shuddered. "GCh-oh," she nuttered.
"Stormclouds rising. Batten down all hatches.”

Croy tsked solicitously. "Poor man, he's upset, isn't he? But you nustn't worry."

“I'"'mnot worried, darling."

"Of course not, of course not. Trust ne." Croy nodded approvingly. "I've got to stop off
for a second. Alittle errand- But I'Il be right back and then I'm sure we can straighten out
what ever's troubling your brother." Gently he kissed her ear. "My darling," he whispered, soft as
a nmoth's wng.

And then that perfect gentlenan, Janmes Croy, bowed to the brother-in-law who was ragi ng
i mpotently across the custons gate, turned on his heel and disappeared into the nen's room

The men's room had a North Entrance, a South Entrance, a Mezzanine Entrance and a Service
Entrance to the floor below. It is not a matter of record which door Croy used to come out, but it
was not the one by which he had gone in.

The policenmen finally went away. "Sorry," said the sergeant, curt and sonmewhat bored-he
had been with M ssing Persons for a good long tine. "Probably he'll turn up."

But it wasn't true, and both he and Al den Edkin k~new it. And when he had left, Edkin told
his sister what the red-bordered credit report had shown.

Across the top was printed in bold letters Zero Credit Rating Zero.

"You can't fool Consolidated Credit," snapped Edkin. "They know. And this man Croy-why,
he's a nonster, Mary Lynne! He preys on wonen."

"Ch, no," wept his sister. But she was already in her heart convinced.

"Ch, yes! He is! Listen to this! Four years ago, in Mam, he married a girl naned Doris
L. Cockingham There's no record of a divorce! He just married her-set up a trust for her with the
royalties froman electric underwater lung, left her pregnant and di sappeared. Eh?"

"I don't believe you," sobbed his sister.

"Then listen to this! Eleven nonths later, in Troy, New York, he married Marsha Gut knecht.
Revol ting! Can you understand a nman |i ke that? Loose norals, bigany-why, he'd never get credit
with a record like that."

"There nust be sone perfectly sinple explanation,

whi npered Mary Lynne. "Wen Ji m cones
back-"

"He won't be back!" said her brother brutally. "Get used to that idea, Mary Lynne! The
Qut knecht worman never saw hi m agai n, and~ she was pregnant, too. He neant to run away! He used
fal se names. Told different stories to each of them But he couldn't fool Consolidated Credit. He
put four hundred thousand dollars in trust for this wonman and took off and never gave her anot her
t hought. How do you |ike that, Mary Lynne?"

"Jimwoul dn't-"

"Jimdid! And again the follow ng year. Witefish Bay, Wsconsin
-a girl nanmed Debris Bennyhoff. Then in Jim Thorpe, Pennsylvania-" He crunpled the paper in rage
"Ah, what's the use? Five wonen! He married them runs off, |eaves them pregnant. And what do you
have to say to that, Mary Lynne?"

Mary Lynne | ooked at her brother through blurred eyes.

In a faint, faint voice, she said, "Wll, at least he runs true to form Al den."

Ch, they looked for him But they couldn't find him The police
couldn't find him private detectives couldn't find him even Consolidated Credit couldn't find
him Jim Croy was gone-probably forever, at |east under that name. And while they were booking,
events took their natural course, and Mary Lynne made reservations at the hospital and began to
pack a little bag.
And Aunt Nora phoned.

Her plunp face peered sonberly out of the phone screen. "I'mcom ng east," she announced.
"You're not!" croaked Al den, wincing already. "I nean-"
"Thursday," she said. "On the six o'clock plane."

"But, Aunt Nora-" It was the last thing he wanted! So nany years of cutting her out of the famly

circle because of the indiscretion of her youth, and now "Meet me," she said, and hung up

There was nothing to be done about it. Aunt Nora showed up at the house her sister had
left the children just as Mary Lynne gasped, checked her wristwatch, gasped again and reached for
her readypacked bag.

"Hell o, Aunt Nora," said Al den distractedly. "Mary Lynne, aren't you ready yet? Good- by,
Aunt Nora. Mke yourself at hone."
"Wait!" cried Aunt Nora, but she was talking to a closed door. She sighed, shook her head
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irritably and took off her coat. Men
were so foolish about babies! There would be plenty of time; she would unpack her bag, get settled
in, and then, with full |eisure, proceed to the hospital. And she was willing to bet that she
woul d be there well before the baby arrived.

She was right-though what she found in the upper bureau drawer of her room nmade her hurry
to the hospital sooner than she'd pl anned.

"Al den!" she gasped. "The picture! | saw the picture-"

"Hell o, Aunt Nora," said Edkin gloomly. "Lord, but this takes a long tinme!"

"I't just seems |ong," snapped Nora and waved a picture under his nose. It was inscribed in
white ink: For Mary Lynne, fromJinmy, with |love. "Wio's this?"

Edkin said guiltily, "Mary's-ah-husband. He's away just now "

"I bet he is! That's not any Jimy! That's Sam"

" Sanp"

"My Sam The one who left me in a delicate condition years ago! And the only difference
is, now he marries them"

Al den, hardly listening, said soothingly, "That was a long tine ago, Aunt Nora. W don't
worry about it now Besides, you gave the
baby up for adoption, didn't you? | never even saw himor her? Wat was it, a boy?"

She said shortly, "No."

"Agirl, then."

"CQuess again," said Aunt Nora in a nore peculiar tone. "And it wasn't exactly adoption.”
Her tone was peculiar enough to attract his full attention. He | ooked at her queerly, but she
didn't seemto be joking. Funny. He didn't have the faintest idea of what she nmeant- Until an
endl ess twenty minutes |ater

Until the white-faced nurse cane out of the delivery roomwheeling a bassinet; until
wi thout a word, the nurse pointed a shaking finger, and Edkin saw what it was that his sister had-
with the help of what called itself James Croy-brought into an unsuspecting world.

Fat her of the Stars

NORMAN MARCHAND sat in the wings of the ballrooms snall stage, on a | eather hassock soneone had
found for him There were 1,500 people outside in the ballroom waiting to do himhonor

Mar chand renmenbered the ballroomvery well. He had once owned it. Forty . . . no, it
wasn't forty. Not even fifty. Sixty years ago it had been, sixty and nore years ago that he and
Joyce had danced in that ballroom Then the hotel was the newest on Earth, and he was the newy
marri ed son of the man who had built it, and the party was the reception for his wedding to Joyce.
O course, none of these people would know about that. But Marchand renenbered

Ch, Joyce, ny very dear! But she had been dead a long tinme now.

It was a noisy crowd. He peered out through the wings and could see the head table filling
up. There was the Vice-President of the United States shaking hands with the Governor of Ontario
as though, for the nmonent, they had forgotten they were of different parties. There was Linfox,
fromthe Institute, obligingly hel ping a chinpanzee into the chair next to what, judging by the
m cr ophones ranked before it, would probably be Marchand's own. Linfox seened a little ill at ease
with the chinp. The chi npanzee had no doubt been snithed, but the inposition of human intelligence
did not lengthen its ape's |egs.

Then Dan Fl eury appeared, up the steps fromthe floor of the ballroomwhere the rest of
the 1,500 diners were taking their places.

Fleury didn't ook well at all, Marchand thought-not wi thout a small touch of
satisfaction, since Fleury was fifteen years younger than hinself. Still, Marchand wasn't jeal ous.
Not even of the young bel |l hop who had brought himthe hassock, twenty years old at the nost and
built like a fullback. One life was enough for a man to |ive.

Especi al |l y when you had acconplished the dream you had set out to bring to fruition. O al nost.

O course, it had cost himeverything his father left. But what el se was noney for?

"It's time to goin, sir. May | help you!"™ It was the young full back nearly bursting his
bell hop's uniformwi th the huge, hard nuscles of youth. He was very solicitous. One of the nice
t hi ngs about having this testinonial dinner in a Marchand hotel was that the staff was as
deferential to himas though he still owned the place. Probably that was why the committee had
pi cked it, Marchand ruminated, quaint and ol d-fashioned as the hotel nust seem now. Though at one
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time- He recollected hinself. "I"msorry, young nan. | was-wool gat hering. Thank you."

He stood up, slowy but not very painfully, considering that it had been a | ong day. As
the full back wal ked himonto the stage, the appl ause was enough to drive down the automatic vol une
control on his hearing aid.

For that reason he nissed the first words from Dan Fleury. No doubt they were
complimentary. Very carefully he lowered hinself into his chair, and as the clapping eased off, he
was able to begin to hear the words.

Dan Fleury was still a tall man, built like a barrel, with bushy eyebrows and a huge nane
of hair. He had hel ped Marchand's mad project for thrusting Man into space fromits very
begi nni ngs. He said as nmuch now. "Man's grandest dreaml " he roared. "The conquering of the stars
t hensel ves! And here is the one man who taught us how to dreamit, Nornan Marchand!"

Mar chand bowed to the storm of appl ause

Again his hearing aid saved his ears and cost himthe next few words: "-and now t hat we
are on the threshold of success," Fleury was boonming, "it is altogether fitting that we should
gather here tonight . . . to join in fellowship and in the expression of that grand hope . . . to
rededi cate ourselves to its fulfillnment . . . and to pay our respects and give of our love to the

man who first showed us what dreamto have!"
Wil e the AVC registered the power of Dan Fleury's oratory, Marchand sniled out on the
foggy sea of faces. It was, he thought, alnobst cruel of Fleury to put it like that. The threshold

of success indeed! How many years now had they waited on it patiently?-and the door still | ocked
in their faces. O course, he thought wyly, they must have cal cul ated that the testinonial dinner
woul d have to be held soon unless they wanted a cadaver for a guest. But still . . . He

turned painfully and | ooked at Fleury, half perplexed. There was sonething in his tone. Was there-
Coul d there be- There could not, he told hinself firmy. There was no news, no

br eakt hrough, no report from one of the wandering ships, no dreamcone true at |ast. He would have
been the first to know. Not for anything would they have kept a thing like that fromhim And he
did not know that thing.

"-and now," Fleury was saying, "I won't keep you fromyour dinners. There will be many a
| ong, strong speech to help your digestions afterward, | pronise you! But nowlet's eat!”

Laughter. Applause. A buzz and clash of forks.

The injunction to eat did not, of course, include Norman Marchand. He sat with his hands
in his lap, watching themdig in, smling and feeling just a touch deprived, with the wy regret
of the very old. He didn't envy the young people anything really, he told hinself. Not their
health, their youth, or their life expectancy. But he envied themthe bow s of ice.

He tried to pretend he enjoyed his wine and the huge pink shrinp in crackers and m k.
According to Asa Czerny, who ought to know since he had kept Marchand alive this |long, he had a
clear choice. He could eat whatever he chose, or he could stay alive. For a while. And ever since
Czerny had been good enough, or despairing enough, to give hima nmaxi mumdate for his life
expect ancy, Marchand had in idle noments tried to cal culate just how rmuch of those remaining
months he was willing to give up for one really good neal. He rather believed that when Czerny
| ooked up at himafter the weekly nedical checkup and said that only days were left, that he would
take those | ast days and trade themin for a sauerbraten with potato pancakes and sweet-sour red
cabbage on the side. But that tine was not yet. Wth any kind of luck he still had a nonth.

Per haps as nuch as two.

"l beg your-pardon,” he said, half-turning to the chinpanzee. Even snithed, the aninm
spoke so poorly that Marchand had not at first known that he was bei ng addressed.

He shoul d not have turned.

H's wist had | ost its suppleness; the spoon in his hand tilted; the soggy crackers fell
He nade the mistake of trying to nove his knee out of the way-it was bad enough to be old; he did
not want to be sloppy-and he noved too quickly.

The chair was at the very edge of the little platform He felt hinself going over.

Ni nety-six is too old to be falling on your head, he thought; if I
was going to do this sort of thing, | mght just as well have eaten sone of those shrinp.

But he did not kill hinself.

He only knocked hi nmsel f unconsci ous. And not for very long at that, because he began to

wake up while they were still carrying himback to his dressing room behind the stage.

Once upon a tinme, Nornman Marchand had given his life to a hope.

Rich, intelligent, narried to a girl of beauty and tenderness, he had taken everything he
owned and given it to the Institute for Colonizing Extra-Solar Planets. He had, to begin with,
gi ven away several million dollars.
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That was the whol e of the personal fortune his father had left him and it was nowhere
near enough to do the job. It was only a catalyst. He had used it to hire publicity men, fund
rai sers, investnent counsel ors, foundati on nmanagers. He had spent it on docunentary ifins and on
TV comercials. Wth it he had financed cocktail parties for United States Senators, and prize
contests for the nation's sixth grades, and he had done what he set out to do.

He had rai sed noney. A very great deal of noney.

He had taken all the noney he had begged and teased out of the pockets of the world and
used it to finance the building of twenty-six great ships, each the size of a dozen ocean liners,
and he had cast theminto space like a farmer sowi ng wheat upon the wi nd.

| tried, he whispered to hinself, returning fromthe darkest place he had ever seen.
wanted to see Man reach out and touch a new hone. . . and | wanted to be the one to guide him
t here.

And soneone was saying: "-he knew about it, did he? But we were trying to keep it quiet-"
Soneone else told the first person to shut his mouth. Marchand opened his eyes.

Czerny was there, unsnmiling. He saw that Marchand was conscious. "You're all right,"” he
sai d, and Marchand knew that it was true, since Czerny was scowing angrily at him If the news
had been bad, he would have smiled- "No, you don't!" cried Czerny, catching himby the shoul der
"You stay right there. You're going honme to bed."

"But you said | was all right."

"I meant you were still breathing. Don't push it, Norm"

Mar chand protested, "But the dinner-1 ought to be there-"

Asa Czerny had cared for Marchand for thirty years. They had gone fishing together, and
once or twice they had gotten drunk. Czerny would not have refused for nothing. He only shook his
head.

Mar chand sl unped back. Behind Czeny the chinpanzee was squatting silently on the edge of a
chair, watching. He's worried,

Mar chand thought. Worried because he feels it's his fault, what happened to ne. The thought gave
hi m enough strength to say: "Stupid of ne to fall like that, M.- I'msorry."

Czerny supplied the introduction. "This is Duane Ferguson, Norman. He was supernunerary on
the Copernicus. Snmithed. He's attending the dinner in costunme, as it were." The chi npanzee nodded
but did not speak. He was watching that silver-tongued orator, Dan Fleury, who seened upset.
"Where is that ambul ance?" denanded Czerny, with a doctor's inpatience with interns, and the
full back in bellhop's uniformhurried silently away to find out.

The chi npanzee nmade a barking sound, clearing his throat. "Giwadd"-he said-nore or |ess:
the German ich sound followed by the word "what." "Ghwadd did jou nee-an aboud evdial, M dda
VI eury?"

Dan Fl eury turned and | ooked at the chinp blankly. But not, Mrchand t hought suddenly, as
t hough he didn't know what the chinp was talking about. Only as if he didn't intend to answer.

Mar chand rasped, "What's this 'evdial,' Dan?"

"Search me. Look, M. Ferguson, perhaps we'd better go outside."

"CGhwadd?" The harsh barking voice struggl ed agai nst the siman body it occupi ed, and cane
closer to the sounds it nmeant to emt. "Wuat did you bean-did you nean?"

He was a rude young man, Marchand thought irritably. The fellow was tiring him
Al t hough there was sonet hing about that insistent question- Marchand wi nced and felt for a nonent
as though he were going
to throw up. It passed, |eaving himwbbly. It wasn't possible he had broken anything, he told
hinsel f. Czerny would not lie about that. But he felt as if he had.

He lost interest in the chinmp-man, did not even turn his head as Fleury hurried hi mout of
the room whispering to himin an agitated and | owpitched chirrup Iike the scratching of a
cricket's |egs.

If a man wanted to abandon his God-gi ven human body and put his nmind, thoughts, and-yes-
soul into the corpus of an anthropoid, there was nothing in that to entitle himto any speci al
consi deration from Norrman Marchand.

O course not! Mrchand rehearsed the famliar argunent as he waited for the anbul ance.
Men who vol unteered for the interstellar flights he had done so nuch to bring about knew what they
were getting into. Until sone super-Batman invented the nythical FTL drive, it would always be so.
At possible speeds-less than light's 186, 000
mp.s. crawm-it was a matter of decades to reach al nost every worthwhil e planet thatwas known.

The smith process allowed these men to use their mnds to control chinpanzee bodi es-easily
bred, utterly exp~ndabl e-whi 1le their own bodies rested in the deep-freeze for all the |long years
bet ween the stars.
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It took brave nen, naturally. They were entitled to courtesy and consideration
But so was he, and it was not courteous to bl ather about "evdial," whatever that was,
while the man who had nmade their trip possible was seriously injured.

Unl ess .
Mar chand opened hi s eyes agai n.
"Evdial." Unless "evdial" was the closest chinmpanzee vocal chords and chi npanzee lips

could come to-to-unless what they had been tal king about, while he was unconsci ous, was that
utterly inpossible, hopeless, and fantastic dreamthat he, Marchand, had turned his back upon when
he began organi zi ng the col oni zati on canpai gn

Unl ess soneone had really found the way to FTL travel

As soon as he was able the next day, Marchand got hinself into a wheelchair-all by
himsel f; he didn't want any help in this-and rolled it out into the chart roomof the home the
Institute had given him rent free, for all of his life. (He had, of course, given it in the first
place to the Institute.)

The Institute had put $300,000 into the chart room Stayed and guy-wired stars flecked the
volume of a forty-foot ballroom representing in scale all the space within fifty-five light-years
of So!. Every star was nmapped and tagged. They had even noved a few of themslightly, a year ago,
to correct for proper notion. It was that carefully done.

The twenty-six great starships the Institute had financed were there, too, or such of them
as were still in space. They were out of scale, of course, but Marchand understood what they
represented. He rolled his chair down the marked path to the center of the roomand sat there,
| ooki ng around, just under yellow Sol

There was blue-white Sirius donminating themall, Procyon hanging just above. The two of
them t oget her were inconparably the brightest objects in the room though red Altair was brighter
inits own right
than Procyon. In the center of the chanber Sol and Al pha Centauri A made a brilliant pair.

He gazed with rheum ng eyes at the greatest disappointnent of his Iife, Al pha Centauri B
So close. So right. So sterile. It was an ironic blunder of creation that the nearest and best
chance of another hone had never forned planets. . . or had formed them and swept theminto the
Bode-area traps set by itself and its two conpani ons.

But there were other hopes.

Mar chand sought and found Tau Ceti, yellow and pale. Only el even light-years away, the
colony should be definitely established by now. In another decade or |ess they should have an
answer. . . if, of course, it had planets Man could live on
That was the big question, to which they had already received so many noes. But Tau Ceti was stil
a good bet, Marchand told hinmself stoutly. It was a dinmer, cooler sun than Sol. But it was Type
G and according to spectropolarinmetry, alnost certainly planetiferous. And if it was another
di sappoi nt nent - Marchand turned his eyes to 40 Eridani A, even di nmer, even
farther away. The expedition to 40 Eridani A had been, he renenbered, the fifth ship he had
| aunched. It ought to be reaching its destination soon-this year or perhaps next. There was no
sure way of estimating time when the top velocity was so close to light's own.

But now, of course, the top velocity was nore

The sudden wash of failure al nost made him physically ifi. Faster than |ight travel -why,
how dar ed t hey!

But he didn't have time to waste on that particular enmotion, or indeed on any enotion at
all. He felt tinme draining away from hi mand sat up straight again, |ooking around. At 96, you
dare not do anything slowy, not even daydream

He gl anced at and dism ssed Procyon. They had tried Procyon |ately-the ship would not be
even hal fway. They had tried al nost everything. Even Epsilon Eridani and G oonbridge 1618; even,
far down past the probable good bets anong the spectroscopic classes, 61 Cygni A and Epsilon ndi,
a late and despairing try at Proxim Centauri (though they were very nearly sure it was wast ed;
the Al pha Centauri expedition had detected nothing like viable planets).

There had been twenty-six of themin all. Three ships lost, three returned, one stil
Eart hbound. Nineteen were still out there.

Mar chand | ooked for confort at the bright green arrow that marked where the Tycho Brahe
rode its jets of ionized gas, the biggest of his ships, three thousand nen and wonen. It seemned to
hi m
that someone had nentioned the Tycho Brahe recently. Wien? Wy? He was not sure, but the name
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stuck in his nind.

The door opened and Dan Fleury wal ked in, glancing at the arrayed stars and ships and not
seeing them The chart room had never neant anything to Fleury. He scolded, "Damm it, Nornman, you
scared us witless! Wiy you're not in the hospital now"

“I was in the hospital, Dan. | wouldn't stay. And finally | got it through Asa Czerny's
head that | neant it, so he said | could cone home if | would stay quiet and [ et himl ook in.
Well, as you see, I'"'mquiet. And | don't care if he looks in. |I only care about finding out the
truth about FTL."

"Ch, cripes, Norm Honestly, you shouldn't worry yourself-"

"Dan, for thirty years you' ve never used the word 'honestly' except when you were lying to
me. Now give. | sent for you this norning because you know the answer. | want it.

"For Cod's sake, Dan!"

Fl eury gl anced around the room as though he were seeing the glowing points of light for
the first time . . . perhaps he was, Marchand thought.

He said at last, "Well, there is something."

Marchand waited. He had had a great deal of practice at waiting.

"There's a young fellow, " said Fleury, starting over again. "He's naned Eisele. A
mat hemati ci an, woul d you believe it? He's got an idea."

Fl eury pulled over a chair and sat down.

"It's far fromperfect," he added.

"In fact," he said, "a lot of people think it won't work at all. Yoti know the theory, of
course. Einstein, Lorentz-Fitzgerald, the whole roster-they're all against it. It's call ed-get
thi s!-pol ynom ation."

He waited for a | augh, hopel essly. Then he said, "Athough | must say he appears to have
sonet hi ng, since the tests-"

Marchand said gently and with enornmous restraint: "Dan, will you please spit it out? Let's
see what you said so far. There's this fell ow naned Ei sele, and he has sonething, and it's crazy,
but it works."

"Wl l-yes."

Mar chand sl ow y | eaned back and closed his eyes. "So that neans that we were all wong.
Especially ne. And all our work-"

"Look, Norman! Don't ever think like that. Your work has nade all the difference. If it
weren't for you, people like Eisele never would have had the chance. Don't you know he was worKki ng
under one of our grants?”

"No. | didn't know that." Marchand's eyes went out to the Tycho
Brahe for a monent. "But it doesn't help much. | wonder if fifty-odd thousand nen and wonen who
have given nost of their lives to the deep freeze because of-nmy work-will feel the way you do. But
t hanks. You've told ne what | want to know. "

When Czerny entered the chart room an hour |ater, Marchand said at once, "Ami in good
enough shape to stand a snith?"

The doctor put down his bag and took a chair before he answered. "W don't have anyone
avai l abl e, Norman. There hasn't been a volunteer for years."

"No. | don't nean snmithed into a hunan body. | don't want any woul d-be suicide vol unteer
donors-you said yourself the smthed bodies sonmetines suicided, anyway. |'Il settle for a chinp.
Why should | be any better than that young fell owwhat's his nane?"

"You nean Duane Ferguson."

"Sure. Wiy should | be any better than he is?"

"Ch, cut it out, Norman. You're too old. Your phospholi pids-"

"I'"'mnot too old to die, aml|1? And that's the worst that could happen."”

"I't wouldn't be stable! Not at your age; you just don't understand the chem stry.
couldn't prom se you nore than a few weeks."

Mar chand said joyously, "Really! | didn't expect that nmuch. That's nore than you can
proni se ne now. "

The doctor argued, but Marchand had held up his end of many a hard-fought battle in ninety-
six years, and besides, he had an advantage over Czerny. The doctor knew even better than Marchand
himsel f that getting into a passion would kill him At the nonent when Czerny gauged the risk of a
smth translation | ess than the risk of going on arguing about it, he frowned, shook his head
grudgi ngly, and left.

Sl ow y Marchand wheel ed after him

He did not have to hurry to what nmight be the last act of his life. There was plenty of
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time. In the Institute they kept a supply of breeding chinpanzees, but it would take several hours
to prepare one.

One mind had to be sacrificed in the smth inmposition. The nman would ultinately be able to
return to his own body, his risk | ess than one chance in 50 of failure. But the chinp would never
be the sanme. Marchand subnitted to the beginnings of the irradiation, the delicate titration of
his body fluids, the endl ess strapping and patching and cl anping. He had seen it done, and there
were no surprises in the procedure. . . . He had not known, however, that it would hurt so much
111

Trying not to walk on his knuckles (but it was~ hard; the ape body was neant to crouch
the arns were too long to hang confortably along his sides), Mrchand waddl ed out into the pad
area and bent his rigid chinp's spine back in order to |l ook up at the hated thing. Dan Fleury came
toward him "NornP" he asked tentatively. Marchand attenpted to nod; it was not a success, but
Fl eury understood. "Norman," he said, "this is Signund Eisele. He invented the FTL drive."

Mar chand rai sed one | ong arm and extended a hand that resisted being opened: it was used
to being clawed into a fist. "Congradul azhuns," he said, as clearly as he could. Virtuously he did
not squeeze the hand of the young dark-eyed man who was being introduced to him He had been
war ned that chi npanzee strength mai med human beings. He was not likely to forget, but it was
tenpting to allow hinself to consider it for a noment.

He dropped the hand and wi nced as pain fl ooded through him

Czerny had warned himto expect it. "Unstable, dangerous, won't last,"” had runbled through
his conversation, "and don't forget, Norman, the sensory equipnment is set high for you; you're not
used to so much input: it will hurt."

But Marchand had assured the doctor he would not mind that, and indeed he didn't. He
| ooked at the ship again. "Zo thads id," he grumbled, and again bent the backbone, the whole
barrel chest of the brute he occupied, to stare at the ship on the pad. It was perhaps a hundred
feet tall. "Nod nudge," he said scornfully. "De Zirian, dad was our firzd, zdood ni ne hoonderd
feed dali and garried a dousand beople to Al pha Zendauri."

"And it brought a hundred and fifty back alive," said Eisele. He didn't enphasi ze the

words in any way, but he said it quite clearly. "I want to tell you |I've always adnired you, Dr.
Marchand. | hope you won't mind nmy conmpany. | understand you want to go along with ne out to the
Tycho Brahe.”

"Way zhould | mind?" He did, of course. Wth the best will in the world, this young fell ow

had t hrown seventy years of dedication, plus a handsone fortune-eight mllion dollars of his own,
countl ess hundreds of nillions that Marchand had begged fromnillionaires, from governnent
handouts, fromthe pennies of school children-tossed themall into the chanber pot and flushed them
into history. They would say: "A nonce figure of the early twenty-first century, Norman

Mar chand, or Marquand, attenpted stellar colonization with prinmtive rocket-propelled craft. He
was, of course, unsuccessful, and the toll of life and wealth in his ill-conceived venture
enornous. However, after Eisele's faster-than-Iight becanme practicable . " They woul d say that
he was a failure. And he was.

When Tycho Brahe bl asted off to the stars, nassed bands of five hundred pieces played it
to its countdown, and television audiences all over the world watched it through their orbiting
satellites. A President, a Covernor, and half the Senate were on hand.

When Eisele's little ship took off to catch it and tell its people their efforts had been
all in vain, it was like the departure of the 7:17 ferry for Jersey City. To that extent, thought
Mar chand, had Ei sel e degraded the nmjesty of starifight. Yet he would not have missed it for
anyt hing. Not though it nmeant forcing hinmself as super-cargo on Eisele, who had destroyed his
life, and on the other smithed chi npanzee, Duane Ferguson, who was for sone reason deened to have
special privileges in regard to the Brahe.

They shi pped an extra FTL unit-Mirchand heard one of the men call it a polyflecter, but he
woul d not do it the honor of asking anyone what that neant-for some reason. Because it was likely
to break down, so spares were needed? Marchand di sm ssed the question, realizing that it had not
been a fear but a hope. Whatever the reason, he didn't care; he didn't want even to be here; he
only regarded it as his inescapable duty.

And he entered Eisele's ship

The interior of Eisele's dammed ship was built to human scal e, nine-foot ceilings and
broad accel erati on couches, but they had brought hamobcks scaled to a chi npanzee torso for hinself
and Duane Ferguson. Doubtless they had | ooted the hamocks fromthe new ship. The one that woul d
never fly-or at |east not on streanms of ionized gas. And doubtless this was alnost the last tine
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that a man's nmind woul d have to |l eave Earth in an ape's body.

VWhat Eisele's damed ship rode to the stars on in place of ionized gas Marchand di d not
understand. The whatcha-fl ecter, whatever the dammed thing was naned, was so tiny. The whole ship
was a pigny.

There was no room for reaction nass, or at |least only for enough to get it off-Earth. Then
the little black box-it was not really little, since it was the size of a grand piano, and it was
not black, but gray, but it was a box, all right-would work its nagic. They called that magic
"pol ynomi ation." What pol ynom ati on was Marchand did not try to understand, beyond listening, or
seening to listen, to Eisele's
brief, crude attenpt to translate mathenmatics into English. He heard just enough to recognize a
few words. Space was N-dinensional. Al right, that answered the whol e question, as far as he was
concerned, and he did not hear Eisele's tortuous effofts to explain how one jacked onesel f up, so
to speak, into a polynom al dinmension-or no, not that, but translated the existing polynom al
ext ensions of a standard four-space mass into higher orders-he didn't hear. He didn't hear any of
it. Wiat he was listening to was the deep liquid thunp of the great ape's heart that now was
sustai ning his brain.

Duane Ferguson appeared, in the ape's body that he would never | eave now. That was one
nmore count of Marchand's self-indictnment; he had heard them say that the odds had worked agai nst
Ferguson, and his body had died in the inposition

As soon as he had heard what Eisele was up to, Marchand had seized on it as a chance for
expiation. The project was very sinple. A good test for Eisele' s drive, and a m ssion of mercy,
too. They intended to fleet after the plodding, |ong-gone Tycho Brahe and catch it in nid-space .

for even now, thirty years after it had left Port Kennedy, it was still decelerating to begin
its search orbit around G oonbridge 1618. As Marchand strapped hinself in, Eisele was explaining
it all over again. He was making tests on his black box and talking at the same tine. "You see,
sir, we'll try to match course and velocity, but, frankly, that's the hard part. Catching thems
not hi ng: we've got the speed. Then we'll transfer the extra polyflecter to the Tycho Brahe-"

"Yez, thanggs,"” said Marchand politely, but he still did not listen to the talk about the
machine. As long as it existed, he would use it
-his conscience would not let himoff that-but he didn't want details.

Because the thing was, there were all those wasted lives.

Every year in the Tycho Brahe's deep freeze neans a nonth off the life of the body that
lay there. Respiration was slowed, but it was not stopped. The heart did not beat, but blood was
perfused through a punp; tubes dripped sugar and mnerals into the torpid blood; catheters carried
wast es away. And G oonbridge 1618 was a flight of ninety years

The best a forty-year-old nan could hope for on arriving was to be restored into a body
whose bi ol ogi cal age was nearly fifty-while behind himon the Earth was nothing but a famly |ong
dead, friends turned into dust.

It had been worth it. O so the colonists had thought. Driven by the wormthat wiggled in
the spine of the explorer, the itch that drove
hi m on; because of the wealth and the power and the freedomthat a new world could give them and
because of the place they would have in the history books-not Washington's place, or even
Christ's. They woul d have the place of an Adam and an Eve.

It had been worth it, all those thousands had thought when they vol unteered and set out.
But what woul d they think when they | anded!

If they | anded w thout knowi ng the truth, if some ship like Eisele' s did not reach and
tell themin nmid-space, they would find the greatest disappointnent any man had ever borne. The
G oonbri dge 1618 expedition aboard the Tycho Brahe still had forty years to go on its origina
trip plan. Wth Eisele's invention driving faster-than-1ight conmerce, there would be a pl anet
popul at ed by hundreds of thousands of people, factories at work, roads built, the best |and taken
the history books already into their fifth chapter. . . and what woul d the three thousand aging
adventurers think then?

Mar chand nopaned and shook, not entirely because the ship was taking off and the
accel eration squeezed his rib cage down agai nst his spine.

VWen they were in the polyflecter's grip, he floated across the pilot roomto join the
others. "l vas never in zpaze bevore," he said.

Ei sele said with great deference, "Your work was on the Earth."

"Vas, yez." But Marchand left it at that. A man whose whole life was a failure owed
sonething to humanity, and one of the things he owed was the privilege of allowing themto
overl ook it.
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He watched carefully while Eisel e and Ferguson read their instrunments and nade mcronetric
settings on the polyflecter. He did not understand anything about the faster-than-Iight drive, but
he understood that a chart was a chart. Here there was a doubly profiled representation of the
course line of the Groonbridge 1618 expedition. The Tycho Brahe was a point of |ight, sone nine-
tenths of the way from Sol to the G oonbridge star in distance, which meant sonething under three-
quarters of the way in tine.

"Mass detectors, Dr. Marchand," said Eisele cheerfully pointing to the charts. "CGood thing
they're not much cl oser, or they wouldn't have nmass enough to show. " Marchand understood: the same
detectors that would show a sun or a planet would also show a nere nmllion-ton ship if its speed
was great enough to add sufficient nmass. "And a good thing," added Eisele, |ooking worried, "that
they're not nuch farther away. W're going to have trouble matching their velocity now, even
t hough they've been decel erating for nine years.

Let's get strapped in."

From t he hanmock Marchand braced hinmsel f for another surge of acceleration. But it was not
that; it was sonething different and far worse

It was a sausage-grinder, chewing his heart and sinews and spitting themout in strange
cri ppl ed shapes.

It was a w ne-press, squeezing his throat, collapsing his heart.

It was the giddy nausea of a roller coaster, or a small craft in a typhoon. Wherever it
took them the stars on the proffle charts slipped and slid and fl owed i nto new positions.

Mar chand, absorbed in the nost crushing migraine of all but a century, hardly knew what
was happeni ng, but he knew that in the hours they found the Tycho Brahe, after giving it a thirty-
year start.

IV

The captain of the Tycho Brahe was a graying, yell ow fanged chinp named Lafcadio, his
brown ani mal eyes hooded with shock, his long, stringy arnms still quivering with the reaction of
seeing a ship-a ship-and human bei ngs.

He could not take his eyes off Eisele, Marchand noted. It had been thirty years in an
ape's body for the captain. The ape was old now. Lafcadi o would be thinking hinself nore than half
chinmp already, the human frame only a nmenory that blurred against the everyday rem nders of furry-
backed hands and spl ayed prehensile feet. Marchand hinself could feel the ape's nind stealing
back, though he knew it was only inmagination.

O was it imagination? Asa Czerny had said the inposition would not be stable_sonething to
do with the phospholipids-he could not renenber. He could not, in fact, renmenber anything with the
clarity and certainty he could wish, and it was not nerely because his m nd was ninety-six years
ol d.

Wt hout enotion, Marchand realized that his neasured nonths or weeks had dwindled to a few
days.

It could, of course, be the throbbing pain between his tenples that was robbing hi m of
reason. But Marchand only entertained that thought to dismss it; if he had courage enough to
realize that his life's work was wasted, he could face the fact that pain was only a second-order
derivative of the killer that stalked his ape's body. But it made it hard for himto concentrate.
It was through a haze that he heard the talk of the captain and his crewthe twenty-two snithed
chi npanzees who superintended the running of the Tycho Brahe and watched over the three thousand
frozen bodies inits hold. It was
over a deep, confusing roar that he heard Eisele instruct themin the transfer of the FTL unit
fromhis tiny ship to the great, lunbering ark that his box could nake fleet enough to span the
stars in a day's journey.

He was aware that they | ooked on him fromtinme to time, with pity.

He did not nind their pity. He only asked that they allow himto live with themuntil he
di ed, knowi ng as he knew that that would be no long tine; and he passed, while they were stil
talking, into a painful, dizzying reverie that |lasted until-he did not know the neasure of the
time-until he found hinself strapped in a hamock in the control roomof the ship and felt the
added crushing agony that told himthey were once again slipping through the space of other
di nensi ons.

"Are you all right?" said a fanmliar thick, slurred voice

It was the other, last victimof his blundering, the one called Ferguson. Marchand nmanaged
to say that he was.

"We're alnost there,” said Ferguson. "I thought you'd like to know. There's a pl anet.
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I nhabi tabl e, they think."

From Earth the star called G oonbridge 1618 was not even visible to the naked eye.

Bi nocul ars night nake it a tiny flicker of light, |ost anpong countless thousands of farther but
brighter stars. From G oonbridge 1618 Sol was not much nore.

Mar chand renenbered struggling out of his hanmock, overruling the worry on Ferguson's
siman face, to |l ook back at the view that showed Sol. Ferguson had picked it out for him and
Marchand | ooked at |ight that had been 15 years journeying fromhis honme. The photons that
i mpi nged on his eyes now had paused to drench the Earth in the colors of sunset when he was in his
seventies and his wife only a few years nmourned. He did not renenber getting back to his hanmmock.

He did not renenber, either, at what nonent of time someone told hi mabout the planet they
hoped to own. It hung |l ow around the little orange disk of G oonbridge 1618-by sol ar standards, at
| east. The captain's first approximation nade its orbit quite irregular, but at its nearest
approach it would be less than ten mllion mles fromthe glowing fire-coal of its primary. Near
enough. Warm enough. Tel escopes showed it a planet with oceans and forests, renoving the |ingering
doubts of the captain, for its orbit could not freeze it even at greatest renove fromits star, or
char it at closest-or else the forest could not have grown. Spectroscopes, thernocouples,
filaroneters
showed nore, the instrunents racing ahead of the ship, nowin orbit and conpelled to creep at
rocket speeds the last little inch of its journey. The atnosphere could be breathed, for the ferny
woods had flushed out the poisons and filled it with oxygen. The gravity was nore than Earth's-a
drag on the first generation, to be sure, and an expense in foot troubles and | unbar aches for
many nore-but nothing that could not be borne. The world was fair.

Mar chand renenbered not hi ng of how he |l earned this or of the Ianding or of the hurried,
joyful opening of the freezing crypts, the awakening of the colonists, the beginning of life on
the planet. . . he only knew that there was a tine when he found hinself curled on a soft, warm
hummock, and he | ooked up and saw sky.

\Y

The protuberant hairy lip and sloping brows of a chinpanzee were hovering over him
Mar chand recogni zed that young fell ow Ferguson. "Hello," he said. "How | ong have | been
unconsci ous?"

The chinp said, with enbarrassnent, "Wll-you haven't been unconscious at all, exactly.
You' ve been-" His voice trailed off.

"I see," said Marchand, and struggled up. He was grateful for the strength of the sl ope-
shoul dered, short-Iegged body he had borrowed, for this world he had come to had an unconfortably
powerful grip. The effort made himdi zzy. A pale sky and thin clouds spiraled around him he felt
queer flashes of pain and pl easure, remenbered tastes he had never experienced, felt joys he had
never known. . . . Wth an effort he repressed the vestigial ape and said, "You mean |'ve been
-what would you call it? Unstable? The snmithing didn't quite take." But he didn't need
confirmation from Ferguson. He knew and knew that the next tinme he slipped away woul d be the | ast.
Czerny had warned him The phospholipids, wasn't that it? It was alnobst tinme to go hone.

Of to one side, he saw men and wonen, human nmen and wonen, on various errands, and it
made himask: "You're still an ape?”

"I will be for a while, Dr. Marchand. My body's gone, you know. "

Mar chand puzzl ed over that for a while. Hi s attention wandering, he caught hinmself |icking
his forearm and groonming his round belly. "No!" he shouted, and tried to stand up

Ferguson hel ped him and Marchand was grateful for the ape's strong arm He renenbered
what had been bothering him "Wy?" he asked.

"Why what, Dr. Marchand?"

"Why did you cone?"

Ferguson said anxiously, "I wish you'd sit down till the doctor gets here. | cane because
there's soneone on the Tycho Brahe | wanted to see.”

A girl?-thought Marchand wonderingly. "And did you see her?"

"Not her-them Yes, | sawthem M parents. You see, | was two years old when the Tycho
Brahe left. My parents were good breedi ng stock-volunteers were hard to get then, they tell ne-oh,
of course, you'd know better than I. Anyway they-1 was adopted by an aunt. They left me a letter
to read when | was old enough. . . . Dr. Marchand! What's the natter?"

Marchand reeled and fell; he could not help it; he knew he was a spectacle, could feel the
i ncongruous tears rheum ng out of his beast eyes, but this |last and unexpected bl ow was too harsh
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He had faced the fact of fifty thousand damaged |ives and accepted guilt for them but one
abandoned baby, left to an aunt and the apology of a letter, broke his heart.

"I wonder why you don't kill ne," he said.

"Dr. Marchand! | don't know what you're tal king about."

“"I'f only-" said Marchand carefully. "I don't expect any favors, but if only there were
some way | could pay. But | can't. | have nothing left, not even enough life to matter. But |'m
sorry, M. Ferguson, and that will have to do."

Ferguson said, "Dr. Marchand, if |I'mnot m staken, you're saying that you apol ogi ze for
the Institute.” Marchand nodded. "But-oh, I'"'mnot the one to say this, but there's no one el se.

Look. Let nme try to make it clear. The first thing the colonists did yesterday was choose a nane
for the planet. The vote was unani nbus. Do you know what they called it?"

Mar chand only | ooked at himdully.

"Pl ease listen, Dr. Marchand. They naned it after the man who inspired all their Ilives.
Their greatest hero. They naned it Marchand."

Marchand stared at him and stared |onger, and then w thout changi ng expression closed his
eyes. "Dr. Marchand!" said Ferguson tentatively, and then, seriously worried at l|last, turned and
scuttl ed ape-like, |egs and knuckl es bearing himrapidly across the ground, to get the ship's
doctor, who had left himwith strict orders to call himas soon as the patient showed any signs of
life.

When they got back, the chinmp was gone. They | ooked at the fronded forest and at each
ot her.

"Wandered off, | expect,"” said the doctor. "It nay be just as well."

"But the nights are cold! He'll get pneunpbnia. He'll die."

"Not any nore," said the doctor, as kindly as he could. "He's already dead in every way
that matters.”

He bent and rubbed his aching thighs, worn already fromthe struggle against this new
Eden's gravity, then strthghtened and | ooked at the stars in the darkening western sky. A bright
green one was anot her planet of G oonbridge 1618 s, farther out, all ice and copper salts. One of
the very faintest ones, perhaps, was Sol. "He gave us these planets," said the doctor, and turned
back toward the city. "Do you know what being a good nman neans, Ferguson? It neans being better
than you really are-so that even your failures carry someone a little farther to success-and
that's what he did for us. | hope he heard what you were trying to tell him | hope he renenbers
it when he dies," the doctor said.

"If he doesn't,"” said Ferguson very clearly, "the rest of us always wll."

The next day they found the curl ed-up body.

It was the first funeral ever held on the planet, and the one that the history books
describe. That is why, on the planet called Marchand, the statue at the spaceport has a snall bas-
relief carved over the |egend:

THE FATHER OF THE STARS

The bas-relief is in the shape of a chinpanzee, curled on itself and | ooking out with
blind, frightened eyes upon the world, for it was the chinpanzee's body that they found, and the
chi npanzee' s body that they buried under the nonunent. The bas-relief and the body, they are ape
But the statue that rises above themis a god's.

The Day the Martians Cane

THERE WERE two cots in every roomof the notel, besides the usual nunber of beds, and M. Mandal a,
t he manager, had converted the rear section of the Iobby into a nen's dornmitory. Neverthel ess he
was not satisfied and was trying to persuade his colored bellnen to clean out the trunk room and
put cots in that too. "Now, please, M. Mndala," the bell captain said, speaking |oudly over the
noi se in the |ounge, "you know we'd do it for you if we could. But it cannot be, because first we
don't have any other place to put those old TV sets you want to save and because second we don't
have any nore cots."

“"You're arguing with ne, Ernest. | told you to quit arguing with ne," said M. Mandal a. He
drumed his fingers on the registration desk and | ooked angrily around the | obby. There were at
| east forty people in it, talking, playing cards and dozing. The television set was nmunbling away
in a recap of the NASA rel eases, and on the screen M. Mandal a coul d see a picture of one of the
Martians, gazing into the canera and weeping |arge, gelatinous tears.

"Quit that," ordered M. Mandala, turning in tinme to catch his bell man | ooking at the
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screen. "I don't pay you to watch TV. Go see if you can help out in the kitchen."

"We been in the kitchen, M. Mndala. They don't need us."

"Go when | tell you to go, Ernest! You too, Berzie." He watched them go through the
service hail and wi shed he could get rid of some of the crowd in the |lounge as easily. They filled
every seat and the overflow sat on the arns of the chairs, |eaned against the walls and filled the
booths in the bar, which had been closed for the past two hours because of the |aw. According to
the registration slips they were nearly all from newspapers, wire services, radio and tel evision
networ ks and so on, waiting to go to the norning briefing at Cape Kennedy. M. Mandal a w shed
morni ng woul d cone. He didn't Iike so nmany of themcluttering up his |Iounge, especially since he
was pretty sure a lot of themwere not even registered guests.

On the television screen a hastily edited tape was now showi ng the return of the Al gonquin
Ni ne space probe to Mars but no one was watching it. It was the third time that particul ar tape
had been repeated since m dni ght and everybody had seen it ~at |east once; but when it changed to
anot her shot of one of the Martians, |ooking |ike a sad dachshund with el ongated seal -ifippers for
limbs, one of the poker players stirred and cried: "I got a Martian joke! Wy doesn't a Martian
swimin the Atlantic Ccean?"

"It's your bet," said the dealer

"Because he'd leave a ring around it," said the reporter, folding his cards. No one
| aughed, not even M. Mandal a, although sone of the jokes had been pretty good. Everybody was
beginning to get tired of them or perhaps just tired.

M. Mandal a had missed the first excitenent about the Martians, because he had been
asl eep. Wien the day manager phoned him waking himup, M. Mndala had thought, first, that it
was a joke and, second, that the day man was out of his nmind; after all, who would care if the
Mars probe had come back with sone kind of aninmals? O even if they weren't animals, exactly. Wen
he found out how nmany reservations were coming in over the teletype he realized that sone people
did in fact care. However, M. Mndala didn't take nuch interest in things like that. It was nice
the Martians had cone, since they had ifiled his notel, and every other motel within a hundred
nles of Cape Kennedy, but when you had said that you had said everything about the Martians that
mattered to M. Mandal a.

On the television screen the picture went to black and was repl aced~ by the | egend
Bulletin from NBC News. The poker game paused nonentarily.

The | ounge was al nost quiet as an invisible announcer read a new rel ease from NASA: "Dr.
Hugo Bache, the Fort Wirth, Texas, veterinarian who arrived late this evening to exam ne the
Martians at the Patrick Air Force Base reception center, has issued a prelimnary report which has
just been rel eased by Colonel Eric T. 'Happy' Wngerter, speaking for the National Aeronautics and
Space Adninistration.”

A wire-service man yelled, "Turn it up!" There was a convul sive novenment around the set.
The sound vani shed entirely for a nonent, then blasted out:

Martians are vertebrate, warm bl ooded and apparently mamral i an. A superficial exam nation
indicates a generally | ow |level of netabolism although Dr. Bache states that it is possible that
this is
in sone neasure the result of their difficult and confined voyage through 137, 000,000 nil es of
space in the speci nen chanber of the Al gonquin N ne spacecraft. There is no, repeat no, evidence
of communi cabl e di sease, although standing sterilization precautions are.

"Hell he says," cried sonmebody, probably a stringer fromCBS. "Walter Cronkite had an
interviewwith the Mayo dinic that. "

"Shut up!" bell owed a dozen voices, and the TV becane audi bl e agai n:

" conpletes the full text of the report fromDr. Hugo Bache as rel eased at this hour
by Col onel 'Happy' Wngerter." There was a pause; then the announcer's voice, weary but gane,
found its place and went on with a recap of the previous hal f-dozen stories. The poker gane began
agai n as the announcer was describing the news conference with Dr. Sam Suffivan of the Linguistic
Institute of the University of Indiana, and his conclusions that the sounds nade by the Martians
wer e indeed sone sort of a |anguage.

What nonsense, thought M. Mndal a, drugged and drowsy. He pulled a stool over and sat
down, half asl eep.

Then the noi se of | aughter woke himand he straightened up belligerently. He tapped his

call bell for attention. "Gentlenen! Ladies! Please!" he cried. "It's four o'clock in the norning.
Qur other guests are trying to sleep.”
"Yeah, sure," said the CBS nan, holding up one hand inpatiently, "but wait a mnute. | got

one. What's a Martian high-rise? You give up?"
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"CGo ahead," said a red-haired girl, a staffer fromlLife.

"Twenty-seven floors of basenent apartnents!”

The girl said, "Al'l right, I got one too. What is a Martian female's religious injunction
requiring her to keep her eyes closed during intercourse?" She waited a beat. "God forbid she
shoul d see her husband having a good tine!"

"Are we playing poker or not?" groaned one of the players, but they were too many for him
"Who won the Martian beauty contest?

Nobody won!" How do you get a Martian fermale to give up sex?. . . Marry her!" M. Mndal a
| aughed out | oud at that one, and when one of the reporters cane to himand asked for a book of
mat ches he gave it to him "Ta," said the man, puffing his pipe alight. "Long night, eh?"

"You bet," said M. Mandala genially. On the tel evision screen the tape was runni ng again,
for the fourth tine. M. Mndal a yawmed, staring vacantly at it; it was not nuch to see but,
really, it
was all that anyone had seen or was likely to see of the Martians. Al these reporters and
cameramen and columists and sound nen, thought M. Mandala with pleasure, all of themwaiting
here for the ten AM briefing at the Cape would have a fortyrmile drive through the pal netto
swanps for nothing. Because what they woul d see when they got there would be just about what they
were seeing now.

One of the poker players was telling a long, involved joke about Martians wearing fur
coats at Mam Beach. M. Mndala | ooked at themw th dislike. If only sone of themwuld go to
their roons and go to sleep he nmight try asking the others if they were registered in the notel
Al t hough actually he coul dn't squeeze anyone el se in anyway, with all the roons doubly occupied
al ready. He gave up the thought and stared vacantly at the Martians on the screen, trying to
i magi ne people all over the world |ooking at that picture on their television sets, reading about
themin their newspapers, caring about them They did not |ook worth caring about as they
sl uggi shly crawl ed about on their long, weak linbs, like a stretched seal's flippers, gasping
heavily in the drag of Earth's gravity, their great |ong eyes dull.

"Stupid-looking little bastards,” one of the reporters said to the pipe snoker. "You know
what | heard? | heard the reason the astronauts kept them | ocked in the back was the stink."

"They probably don't notice it on Mars," said the pipe snoker judiciously. "Thin air."

“"Notice it? They love it." He dropped a dollar bill on the desk in front of M. Mandal a.
"Can | have change for the Coke nmachi ne?" M. Mndal a counted out dines silently. It had not
occurred to himthat the Martians would snell, but that was only because he hadn't given it nuch
of a thought. If he had thought about it at all, that was what he woul d have thought.

M. Mandal a fished out a dime for himself and foll owed the two nmen over to the Coke
machi ne. The picture on the TV changed to sonme rat her poorly photographed shots brought back by
the astronauts, of low, irregular sand-colored buildings on a bright sand floor. These were what
NASA was calling "the largest Martian city," altogether about a hundred of the flat, w ndow ess
structures. "l dunno," said the second reporter at last, tilting his Coke bottle. "You think
they're what you'd call intelligent?”

"Difficult to say, exactly," said the pipe snoker. He was from Reuter's and | ooked it,
with a red, broad English squire's face. "They do build houses," he pointed out.

"So does a bull gorilla."

"No doubt. No doubt." The Reuter's man brightened. "Oh, just a
monent. That nakes ne think of one. There once was-let ne see, at hone we tell it about the Irish-
yes, | have it. The next spaceship goes to Mars, you see, and they find that some dread
Terrestrial disease has w ped out the whole race, all but one fenale. These fellows too, gone. A
gone except this one she. Wll, they're terribly upset, and they debate it at the UN and start an
anti-genoci de pact and Anerica votes two hundred nmiffion dollars for reparations and, well, the
Il ong and short of it is, in order to keep the race fromdying out entirely they decide to breed a
non- human man to this one surviving Martian female."

"Cripes!"
"Yes, exactly. Well, then they find Paddy O Shaughnessy, down on his luck and they say to
him 'See here, just go in that cage there, Paddy, and you'll find this fenale. And all you've got

to do is render her pregnant, do you see?' And O Shaughnessy says, 'Wiat's in it for nme?" and they
of fer him oh, thousands of pounds. And of course he agrees. But then he opens the door of the
cage and he sees what the fermal e | ooks like. And he backs out." The Reuter's man repl aced his
enpty Coke bottle in the rack and grinmaced, show ng Paddy's expression of revulsion. "Holy

saints,' he says, 'l never counted on anything like this.' 'Thousands of pounds, Paddy!' they say
to him urging himon. 'Oh, very well, then,' he says, 'but on one condition.' 'And what nay that
be?' they ask him 'You' ve got to promise ne,' he says, 'that the children'll be raised in the
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Church. "'

"Yeah, | heard that," said the other reporter. And he noved to put his bottle back, and as
he did his foot caught in the rack and four cases of enpty Coke bottles bounced and cl attered
across the floor.

Wel |, that was just about nore than M. Mandal a coul d stand and he gasped, stuttered,

di nged his bell and shouted, "Ernest! Berzie! On the double!" And when Ernest showed up, poking
hi s dark plunctol ored head out of the service door with an expression that reveal ed an anticipation
of disaster, M. Mandala shouted: "Oh, curse your thick heads, | told you a hundred tines, keep
those racks cleaned out."” And he stood over the two bellnen, fuming, as they bent to the litter of
whol e bottl es and broken glass, their faces glancing up at himsidew se, worried, dark plum and
Arabi an sand. He knew that all the reporters were |ooking at himand that they di sapproved.

And then he went out into the late night to cool off, because he was sorry and knew he
m ght make hinself still sorrier

The grass was wet. Condensing dew was dripping fromthe fittings
of the diving board into the pool. The notel was not as quiet as it should be so close to dawn,
but it was quiet enough. There was only an occasional distant |augh, and the noise fromthe
| ounge. To M. Mandala it was reassuring. He replenished his soul by walking all the galleries
around the roons, checking the ice makers and the cigarette machines, and finding that all was
wel | .

Amlitary jet from McCoy was scream ng overhead. Beyond it the stars were still bright,
in spite of the beginnings of dawn in the east. M. Mandal a yawned, glanced mldly up and wondered
whi ch of themwas Mars, and returned to his desk; and shortly he was too busy with the |ong,
exhausting round of roomcalls and check-outs to think about Martians. Then, when nost of the
guests were getting noisily into their cars and |ino-buses and the day nen were conming on, M.
Mandal a uncapped two col d Cokes and carried one back through the service door to Ernest

"Rough night," he said, and Ernest, accepting both the Coke and the intention, nodded and
drank it down. They | eaned against the wall that screened the pooi fromthe access road and
wat ched the newsnmen and newsgirls taking off down the road toward the highway and the ten o' clock
briefing. Myst of them had had no sleep. M. Mandal a shook his head, disapproving so nuch
commotion for so little cause

And Ernest snapped his fingers, grinned and said, "I got a Martian joke, M. Mndala. Wat
do you call a seven-foot Martian when he's comin' at you with a spear?”

"Ch, hell, Ernest," said M. Mndala, "you call himsir. Everybody knows that one." He
yawned and stretched and said reflectively; "You'd think there'd be sone new jokes. Al | heard
was the old ones, only instead of picking on the Jews and the Catholics and-and everybody, they
were telling them about the Martians."

"Yeah, | noticed that, M. Mundal a," said Ernest.

M. Mandal a stood up. "Better get sone sleep,"” he advised, "because they mght all be back

again tonight. I don't know what for. . . . Know what | think, Ernest? CQutside of the jokes, |

don't think that six nonths from now anybody's going to renmenber there ever were such things as
Martians. | don't believe their coming here is going to make a nickel's worth of difference to
anybody. "

"Hate to disagree with you, M. Mndala," said Ernest mldly, "but I don't think so. Going
to nmake a difference to sone people. Going to make a dam big difference to ne.”

The M das Pl ague

AND SO THEY WERE MARRI ED.

The bride and groom nade a beautiful couple, she in her twentyyard frill of immuacul ate
white, he in his formal gray ruffled bl ouse and pl eated pantal oons.

It was a small weddi ng-the best he could afford, For guests, they had only the inmedi ate
famly and a few close friends. And when the mnister had perforned the cerenony, Mrey Fry kissed
his bride and they drove off to the reception. There were twenty-eight |inmousines in all (though
it is true that twenty of themcontained only the caterer's robots) and three flower cars.

"Bl ess you both," said old nman El an sentinentally. "You' ve got a fine girl in our Cherry,
He bl ew his nose on a ragged square of canbric.

The ol d fol ks behaved very well, Mrey thought. At the reception, surrounded by the

enor mous stacks of wedding gifts, they drank the chanpagne and ate a great nmany of the tiny,
del i ci ous canapes. They listened politely to the fifteen-piece orchestra, and Cherry's nother even

Mor ey.
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danced one dance with Mirey for sentinent's sake, though it was clear that dancing was far from
the usual pattern of her life. They tried as hard as they could to blend into the gathering, but
all the sane, the two elderly figures in severely sinple and probably rented garnments were

di smayi ngly conspicuous in the quarter-acre of tapestries and tinkling fountains that was the main
bal | room of Morey's country horme.

When it was tine for the guests to go hone and | et the newl yweds begin their |ife together
Cherry's father shook Marcy by the hand and Cherry's nother kissed him But as they drove away in
their tiny runabout their faces were full of foreboding.

It was not hing agai nst Marcy as a person, of course. But poor people should not narry
weal t h.

Marcy and Cherry | oved each other, certainly. That hel ped. They
told each other so, a dozen times an hour, all of the long hours they were together, for all of
the first nonths of their marriage. Mdrey even took tine off to go shopping with his bride, which
endeared himto her enornously. They drove their shopping~ carts through the i mense vaulted
corridors of the supermarket, Mrey checking off the items on the shopping list as Cherry picked
out the goods. It was fun

For a while.

Their first fight started in the supermarket, between Breakfast Foods and Fl oor
Fur ni shings, just where the new Precious Stones department was bei ng opened.

Morey called off fromthe list, "D anmond |avaliere, costune rings, earbobs."

Cherry said rebelliously, "Mirey, | have a |l avaliere. Please, dear!"

Morey fol ded back the pages of the list uncertainly. The lavaliere was on there, al
right, and no alternative sel ection was shown.

"How about a bracelet?" he coaxed. "Look, they have some nice ruby ones there. See how
beautifully they go with your hair, darling!"™ He beckoned a robot clerk, who bustled up and handed
Cherry the bracelet tray. "Lovely," Mrey exclainmed as Cherry slipped the I argest of the lot on
her wrist.

"And | don't have to have a |avaliere?" Cherry asked.

"Of course not." He peeked at the tag. "Sanme number~of ration points exactly!" Since
Cherry | ooked only dubi ous, not convinced, he said briskly, "And now we'd better be getting al ong
to the shoe departnment. |'ve got to pick up sone dancing punps.”

Cherry nmade no objection, neither then nor throughout the rest' of their shopping tour. At
the end, while they were sitting in the supernmarket's ground-floor |ounge waiting for the robot
accountants to tote up their bill and the robot cashiers to stanp their ration books, Morey
renenbered to have the shipping departnent save out the bracelet.

"I don't want that sent with the other stuff, darling,” he explained. "I want you to wear
it right now Honestly, | don't think |I ever saw anything | ooking so right for you."

Cherry | ooked flustered and pl eased. Mdrey was delighted with hinself; it wasn't everybody
who knew how to handle these little donmestic problens just right!

He stayed self-satisfied all the way hone, while Henry, their conpani on-robot, regaled
themwi th funny stories of the factory in which it had been built and trained. Cherry wasn't used
to Henry by a long shot, but it was hard not to |like the robot. Jokes and funny stories
LI 1X11~, ~ u' r J.Jr.t~1r~ rUrlJd_.

when you needed anusenent, synpathy when you were depressed, a never-failing supply of news and
i nfornati on on any subject you cared to nanme-Henry was easy enough to take. Cherry even nade a
speci al point of asking Henry to keep them conpany through di nner, and she | aughed as thoroughly
as Morey hinself at its droll anecdotes.

But later, in the conservatory, when Henry had considerately left them al one, the |aughter
dried up.

Morey didn't notice. He was very conscientiously nmaking the rounds: turning on the tri-D,
selecting their afterdi nner |iqueurs, scanning the eveni ng newspapers.

Cherry cleared her throat self-consciously, and Mrey stopped what he was doing. "Dear,"
she said tentatively, "I"'mfeeling kind of restless tonight. Could we-I mean do you think we could
just sort of stay home and-wel |, relax?"

Morey | ooked at her with a touch of concern. She lay back wearily, eyes half closed. "Are
you feeling all right?" he asked.

"Perfectly. | just don't want to go out tonight, dear. | don't feel up toit."

He sat down and automatically lit a cigarette. "I see," he said. The tri-D was beginning a
conedy show, he got up to turn it off, snapping on the tape-player. Mited strings filled the room
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"We had reservations at the club tonight," he reninded her

Cherry shifted unconfortably. "I know. "

"And we have the opera tickets that | turned |ast week's in for. | hate to nag, darling,
but we haven't used any of our opera tickets."

"W can see themright here on the tri-D," she said in a small voice.

"That has nothing to do with it, sweetheart. |-1 didn't want tc tell you about it, but
Wai nwri ght, down at the office, said sonething tc ne yesterday. He told ne he would be at the
circus last night and a~ nmuch as said he'd be looking to see if we were there, too. Well, w
weren't there. Heaven knows what 1'll tell himnext week."

He waited for Cherry to answer, but she was silent.

He went on reasonably, "So if you could see your way clear to go. ing out tonight-"

He stopped, slack-jawed. Cherry was crying, silently and ii quantity.

"Darling!" he said inarticul ately.

He hurried to her, but she fended himoff. He stood hel pl ess ove~ her, watching her cry.

"Dear, what's the matter?" he asked.

She turned her head away.

Morey rocked back on his heels. It wasn't exactly the first tinme he'd seen Cherry cry-
t here had been that poignant scene when they Gave Each Other Up, realizing that their backgrounds
were too far apart for happiness, before the realization that they had to have each other, no
matter what. . . . But it was the first time her tears had made himfeel guilty.

And he-did feel guilty. He stood there staring at her

Then he turned his back on her and wal ked over to the bar. He ignored the ready |iqueurs
and poured two stiff highballs, brought them back to her. He set one down beside her, took a | ong
drink fromthe other

In quite a different tone, he said, "Dear, what's the matter?"

No answer.

"Come on. \Wat is it?"

She | ooked up at himand rubbed at her eyes. Al nobst sullenly, she said, "Sorry."

"I know you're sorry. Look, we |love each other. Let's talk this thing out."

She picked up her drink and held it for a noment, before setting it down untasted. "Wat's
the use, Mrey?"

"Please. Let's try."

She shrugged.

He went on renorselessly, "You aren't happy, are you? And it's because of-well, all this.”
Hi s gesture took in the richly furnished conservatory, the thick-piled carpet, the host of
machi nes and contrivances for their confort and entertainment that waited for their touch. By
inmplication it took in twenty-six rooms, five cars, nine robots. Mirey said, with an effort, "It
isn't what you're used to, is it?"

"I can't help it," Cherry said. "Mrey, you know I've tried. But back home-"

"Danmit,"” he flared, "this is your hone. You don't live with your father any nore in that
five-roomcottage; you don't spend your eveflings hoeing the garden or playing cards for
mat chsticks. You live here, with ne, your husband! You knew what you were getting into. W tal ked
all this out Iong before we were married-"

The words stopped, because words were usel ess. Cherry was crying again, but not silently.

Through her tears, she wailed: "Darling, |'ve tried. You don't know how |'ve tried! 1've
worn all those silly clothes and |I've played all those silly ganmes and |'ve gone out with you as
much as | possibly could and-1've eaten all that terrible food until I'mactually getting fa-fa-
fat/ | thought | could stand it. But | just can't go on like this;

I"mnot used to it. I-1 love you, Morey, but I'mgoing crazy, living like this. | can't help it,

Morey-1'mtired of being poor!"

Eventually the tears dried up, and the quarrel heal ed, and the | overs kissed and nmade up

But Mdrey | ay awake that night, listening to his wife's gentle breathing fromthe suite next to
his own, staring into the darkness as tragically as any pauper before himhad ever done.
Bl essed are the poor, for they shall inherit the Earth.

Bl essed Morey, heir to nore worl dly goods than he coul d-possi bly consune.

Morey Fry, steeped in grinding poverty, had never gone hungry a day in his life, never
| acked for anything his heart could desire in the way of food, or clothing, or a place to sleep
In Mrey's world, no one | acked for these things; no one coul d.

Mait hus was right-for a civilization without machines, automatic factories, hydroponics
and food synthesis, nuclear breeder plants, ocean-mining for nmetals and mnerals.
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And a vastly increasing supply of Iabor.

And architecture that rose high in the air and dug deep in the ground and floated far out
on the water on piers and pontoons
architecture that could be poured one day and lived in the next. And robots.

Above all, robots . . . robots to burrow and haul and snelt and fabricate, to build and
farm and weave and sew.

What the land [acked in wealth, the sea was nade to yield and the laboratory invented the
rest . . . and the factories became a pipeline of plenty, churning out enough to feed and cl ot he
and house a dozen worl ds.

Limtless discovery, infinite power in the atom tireless |abor of hunmanity and robots,
mechani zation that drove jungle and swanp and ice off the Earth, and put up office buildings and
manuf acturing centers and rocket ports in their place

The pipeline of production spewed out riches that no king in the tine of Miithus could
have known.

But a pipeline has two ends. The invention and power and |abor pouring in at one end nust
sonehow be drai ned out at the other.

Lucky Morey, bl essed econom c-consuming unit, drowning in the pipeline's flood, striving
manfully to eat and drink and wear and wear out his share of the ceaseless tide of wealth.

Morey felt far fromblessed, for the blessings of the poor are always best appreciated
from afar.

Quotas worried his sleep until he awoke at eight o' clock the next norning, red-eyed and
haggard, but inwardly resolved. He had reached a decision. He was starting a new |ife.

There was trouble in the nmorning nmail. Under the |etterhead of the National Ration Board,
it said:

"W regret to advise you that the following itens returned by you in connection with your
August quotas as used and no | onger serviceabl e have been inspected and found insufficiently
worn." The list followed-a |ong one, Mdrey saw to his sick disappointnent. "Credit is hereby
disal l owed for these and you are therefore given an additional consum ng quota for the current
month in the anmount of 435 points, at |east 350 points of which nust be in the textile and hone-
furni shing categories.”

Morey dashed the letter to the floor. The valet picked it up enotionlessly, creased it and
set it on his desk.

It wasn't fair! Al right, maybe the bathing trunks and beach unbrellas hadn't been really
used very much-though how the devil, he asked hinself bitterly, did you go about using up sw nmm ng
gear when you didn't have tinme for such leisurely pursuits as sw nming? But certainly the hiking
sl acks were used! He'd worn them for three whole days and part of a fourth; what did they expect
himto do, go around in rags?

Morey | ooked belligerently at the coffee and toast that the val etrobot had brought in with

the mail, and then steeled his resolve. Unfair or not, he had to play the game according to the
rules. It was for Cherry, nore than for hinself, and the way to begin a new way of life was to
begin it.

Morey was going to consune for two.

He told the valet-robot, "Take that stuff back. | want cream and sugar with the coffee-

| ots of cream and sugar. And besides the toast, scranbled eggs, fried potatoes, orange juice-no,
make it half a grapefruit. And orange juice, come to think of it."

"Right away, sir,"” said the valet. "You won't be having breakfast at nine then, will you,
sir?"

"I certainly will," said Morey virtuously. "Double portions!" As the robot was closing the
door, he called after it, "Butter and marnal ade with the toast!"

He went to the bath; he had a full schedule and no time to waste. In the shower, he
carefully sprayed hinmself with lather three tinmes. Wen he had rinsed the soap off, he went
through the whol e assortnent of taps in order: three lotions, plain talcum scented tal cum and
thirty seconds of ultra-violet. Then he | athered and rinsed again, and
dried hinself with a towel instead of using the hot-air drying jet. Mst of the m scellaneous
scents went down the drain with the rinse water, but if the Ration Board accused himof waste, he
could claimhe was experinmenting. The effect, as a matter of fact, wasn't bad at all.

He stepped out, full of exuberance. Cherry was awake, staring in dismay at the tray the
val et had brought. "Good norning, dear," she said faintly. "Ugh."

Morey ki ssed her and patted her hand. "Well!"he said, |looking at the tray with a big,
hol | ow sm | e. "Food!"

“"I'sn't that a lot for just the two of us?"
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"Two of us?" repeated Morey masterfully. "Nonsense, ny dear, I'mgoing to eat it all by
mysel f1"

"Ch, Mrey!" gasped Cherry, and the adoring | ook she gave hi mwas enough to pay for a
dozen such neal s.

Wi ch, he thought as he finished his norning exercises with the sparring-robot and sat
down to his real breakfast, it just about had to be, day in and day out, for a long, long tine.

Still, Mrey had made up his mind. As he worked his way through the kippered herring, tea
and crunpets, he ran over his plans with Henry. He swall owed a mouthful and said, "I want you to
line up some appointnments for me right away. Three hours a week in an exercise gympick one with
| ots of reducing equipment, Henry. | think I"'mgoing to need it. And fittings for sonme new cl ot hes-

I've had these for weeks. And, let's see, doctor, dentist-say, Henry, don't | have a
psychiatrist's date com ng up?"

"I ndeed you do, sir!" it said warmy. "This nmorning, in fact. |'ve already instructed the
chauf feur and notified your office."

"Finel Well, get started on the other things, Henry."

"Yes, sir," said Henry, and assuned the curious absent | ook of a robot talking on its TBR
circuits-the "Tal k Between Robots" radio
-as it arranged the appointnents for its naster.

Morey finished his breakfast in silence, pleased with his own virtue, at peace with the
world. It wasn't so hard to be a proper, industrious consurmer if you worked at it, he reflected.
It was only the nmal contents, the ne'er-do-wells and the inconpetents who sinply could not adjust
to the world around them WIlIl, he thought with distant pity, soneone had to suffer; you couldn't
break eggs wi thout naking an onelet. And his proper duty was not to be sone sort of wld-eyed
crank, challenging the social order and beating his breast about injustice, but to take care of
his wife and his hone.

It was too bad he couldn't really get right down to work on con-
sum ng today. But this was his one day a week to hold a job-four of the other six days were
devoted to solid consum ng-and, besides, he had a group therapy session scheduled as well. H's
anal ysis, Mourey told hinself, would certainly take a sharp turn ~for the better, now that he had
faced up to his problens.

Morey was inmmersed in a glow of self-righteousness as he kissed Cherry good-by (she had
finally got up, all in a confusion of delight at the new regi ne) and wal ked out the door to his
car. He hardly noticed the little man in enornmous floppy hat and garishly ruffled trousers who was
standi ng al nost hidden in the shrubs.

"Hey, Mac." The nman's voice was al nost a whi sper

"Huh? Ch-what is it?"

The man | ooked around furtively. "Listen, friend," he said rapidly, "you |look like an
intelligent man who could use a little help. Times are tough; you help ne, I'Il help you. Want to
make a deal on ration stanmps? Six for one. One of yours for six of mne, the best deal you'll get
anywhere in town. Naturally, nmy stanps aren't exactly the real McCoy, but they'll pass, friend,
they'll pass-"

Morey blinked at him "No!" he said violently, and pushed the man aside. Now it's
racket eers, he thought bitterly. Slunms and endl ess sordid preoccupation with rations weren't
enough to inflict on Cherry; now the nei ghborhood was becom ng a hangout for people on the shady
side of the law. It was not, of course, the first tinme he had ever been approached by a
counterfeit ration-stanp hoodl um but never at his own front door

Morey thought briefly, as he clinbed into his car, of calling the police. But certainly
the man woul d be gone before they could get there; and, after all, he had handled it pretty well
as it was.

O course, it would be nice to get six stanps for one

But very far fromnice if he got caught.

"Good nmorning, M. Fry," tinkled the robot receptionist. "Wn't you go right in?" Wth a
steel -tipped finger, it pointed to the door marked GROUP THERAPY.

Soneday, Morey vowed to hinself as he nodded and conplied, he would be in a position to
afford a private anal yst of his own. G oup therapy helped relieve the infinite stresses of nodern
living, and without it he nmight find hinself as badly off as the hysterical nobs in the ration
riots, or as dangerously anti-social as the counterfeiters. But it |acked the personal touch. It
was, he thought, too public a performance of what should be a private affair, like trying to live
a happy mar -
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ned life with an interfering, ever-present crowd of robots in the house- Mrey brought hinself up
in panic. How had that thought crept
in? He was shaken visibly as he entered the roomand greeted the group to which he was assi gned.

There were el even of them four Freudians, two Reichians, two Jungians, a Gestalter, a
shock therapist and the elderly and rather quiet Sullivanite. Even the nenbers of the majority
groups had their own individual differences in technique and creed, but, despite four years with
this particular group of analysts, Mrey hadn't quite been able to keep them separate in his mnd
Thei r names, though, he knew well enough

"Morning, Doctors,” he said. "Wiat is it today?"

"Morning," said Semel wei ss norosely. "Today you cone into the roomfor the first tine
| ooking as if sonething is really bothering you, and yet the schedule calls for psychodrama. Dr.
Fairless," he appealed, "can't we change the schedule a little bit? Fry here is obviously under a
strain; that's the time to start digging and see what he can find. W can do your psychodrama next
time, can't we?"

Fairl ess shook his gracefully bald old head. "Sorry, Doctor. If it were up to nme, of
course-but you know the rules."

"Rules, rules," jeered Semmei wei ss. "Ah, what's the use? Here's
a patient in an acute anxiety state if | ever saw one-and believe ne,
| saw plenty-and we ignore it because the rules say ignore it. Is that
professional ? Is that how to cure a patient?"

Little Blame said frostily, "If | may say so, Dr. Senmeiweiss, there have been a great
many cures nmade w thout the necessity of departing fromthe rules. | nyself, in fact-"

"You yoursel f!" mmcked Senmei wei ss. "You yourself never handl ed a patient alone in your
Iife. Wien you going to get out of a group, Blame?"

Bl ame said furiously, "Dr. Fairless, | don't think | have to stand for this sort of
personal attack. Just because Semrei wei ss has seniority and a couple of private patients one day a
week, he thinks-"

"Gentlenen," said Fairless mildly. "Please, let's get on with the work. M. Fry has cone
to us for help, not to listen to us |losing our tenpers."

"Sorry," said Senmmel weiss curtly. "All the same, | appeal fromthe arbitrary and
nmechani stic ruling of the chair."
Fairless inclined his head. "All in favor of the ruling of the chair? Nine, | count. That

| eaves only you opposed, Dr. Semmel weiss. W'l
proceed with the psychodrama, if the recorder will read us the notes and comments of the | ast
session. "

The recorder, a pudgy, |owranking youngster named Sprogue, flipped back the pages of his
not ebook and read ~in a chanting voice, "Session of twenty-fourth May, subject, Mrey Fry; in
attendance, Doctors Fairless, Bileck, Semmelweiss, Carrado, Wber-"

Fairless interrupted kindly, "Just the | ast page, if you please, Dr. Sprogue."

"Urn-oh, yes. After a ten-mnute recess for additional Rorschachs and an el ectro-
encephal ogram the group convened and conducted rapid-fire word association. Results were
tabul ated and conpared with standard deviation patterns, and it was deternined that subject's
maj or traumas derived from respectively-"

Morey found his attention wani ng. Therapy was good; everybody knew that, but every once in

a while he found it a little dull. If it weren't for therapy, though, there was no telling what
m ght happen. Certainly, Mrey told hinself, he had been hel ped consi derably-at |east he hadn't
set fire to his house and shrieked at the firerobots, |ike Newell down the block when his el dest

daught er di vorced her husband and came back to live with him bringing her ration quota- along, of
course. Morey hadn't even been tenpted to do anything as outrageously, frighteningly i moral as
destroy things or waste themwell, he admitted to hinmself honestly, perhaps a little tenpted, once
in a great while. But never anything inportant enough to worry about; he was sound, perfectly
sound.

He | ooked up, startled. Al the doctors were staring at him "M. Fry," Fairless repeated,
will you take your place?"

"Certainly," Mrey said hastily. "Unh-where?"

Semmel wei ss guffawed. "Told you. Never nmind, Mrey; you didn't miss nuch. We're going to
run through one of the big scenes in your life, the one you told us about last time. Remenber? You
were fourteen years old, you said. Christmas tinme. Your nother had made you a prom se."

Morey swal |l owed. "I renenber,” he said unhappily. "Well, all right. Where do | stand?"
"Right here," said Fairless. "You're you, Carrado is your nother, |'myour father. WII
the doctors not participating mnd noving back? Fine. Now, Mrey, here we are on Christnmas
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nmorni ng. Merry Christnas, Mrey!"

"Merry Christmas," Morey said half-heartedly. "Unh-Father dear, where's ny-uh-mny puppy that
Mot her proni sed ne?"

"Puppy!" said Fairless heartily. "Your nother and | have somne-
thing nmuch better than a puppy for you. Just take a | ook under the tree there-it's a robot! Yes,
Morey, your very own robot-a full-size thirty-eight-tube fully automatic conpani on robot for you
Go ahead, Mrey, go right up and speak to it. Its nanme is Henry. Go on, boy."

Morey felt a sudden, inconprehensible tingle inside the bridge of his nose. He said
shakily, "But |I-1 didn't want a robot."

"Of course you want a robot," Carrado interrupted. "Go on, child, play with your nice
robot . "

Morey said violently, "I hate robots!" He | ooked around himat the doctors, at the gray-
panel ed consulting room He added defiantly, "You hear nme, all of you? |I still hate robots!"

There was a second's pause; then the questions began

It was half an hour before the receptionist cane in and announced that time was up.

In that half hour, Mdrey had got over his trenbling and lost his wild, nonmentary passion
but he had renenbered what for thirteen years he had forgotten

He hated robots.

The surprising thing was not that young Morey had hated robots. It was that the Robot
Riots, the ultinmate violent outbreak of flesh against netal, the battle to the death between
manki nd and its nachine heirs . . . never happened. Alittle boy hated robots, but the man he
becane worked with them hand in hand.

And yet, always and al ways before, the new worker, the conpetitor for the job, was at once
and inevitably outside the |aw. The waves swelled in-the Irish, the Negroes, the Jews, the
Italians. They were squeezed into their ghettoes, where they encysted, seethed and struck out,
until the burgeoni ng generations becane indistinguishabl e.

For the robots, that genetic relief was not in sight. And still the conflict never cane.
The feed-back circuits ained the anti-aircraft guns and, reshaped and newly planned, found a pl ace
in a new sort of nmachine-together with a miraculous trail of cams and |evers, an indestructible
and potent power source and a hundred thousand parts and sub-assenblies.

And the first robot clanked off the bench

Its mssion was its own destruction; but fromthe scavenged weck of its pilot body, a
hundred better robots drew their inspiration. And the hundred went to work, and hundreds nore,

until there were nmillions upon untold nmillions.
And still the riots never happened.
For the robots came bearing a gift and the name of it was "Plenty."
And by the time the gift had shown its own unguessed ills the tine for a Robot R ot was

past. Plenty is a habit-fornmng drug. You do not cut the dosage down. You kick it if you can; you
stop the dose entirely. But the convul sions that follow may wfeck the body once and for all

The addict craves the grainy white powder; he doesn't hate it, or the runner who sells it
to him And if Morey as a little boy could hate the robot that had deprived himof his pup, Mrey
the man was perfectly aware that the robots were his servants and his friends.

But the little Mrrey inside the man-he had never been convi nced.

Morey ordinarily | ooked forward to his work. The one day a week at which he did anything
was a wonderful change fromthe dreary consune, consune, consume grind. He entered the bright-1lit
drafting room of the Bradnoor Amusenents Conpany with a feeling of uplift.

But as he was changing fromstreet garb to his drafting snock, How and from Procurenent
canme over with a knowi ng | ook. "Wainwight's been | ooking for you," How and whi spered. "Better get
right in there:"

Morey nervously thanked himand got. Wai nwnight's office was the size of a phone booth and
as bare as Antarctic ice. Every tine Mrey saw it, he felt his insides churn with envy. Think of a
desk with nothing on it but work surface-no cal endar-clock, no twelve-color pen rack, no dictating
machi nes!

He squeezed hinself in and sat down while Wi nwight finished a phone call. He nentally
revi ewed the possible reasons why VWi nwight would want to talk to himin person instead of over
t he phone, or by dropping a word to himas he passed through the drafting room

Very few of them were good.

Wai nwri ght put down the phone and Morey straightened up. "You sent for nme?" he asked.

Wai nwright in a chubby world was aristocratically |ean. As CGeneral Superintendent of the
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Desi gn & Devel opnent Section of the Bradnoor Anusenents Conpany, he ranked high in the upper
section of the well-to-do. He rasped, "I certainly did. Fry, just what the hell do you think
you're up to now?"

"I don't know what you mnean, M. Wainwight," Mrey stanmmered, crossing off the list of
possi bl e reasons for the interview all of the good ones.

Wai nwright snorted. "I guess you don't. Not because you weren't
tol d, but because you don't want to know. Think back a whole week. Wat did | have you on the
carpet for then?"

Morey said sickly, "My ration book. Look, M. Wainwight, I know |I'mrunning a little bit
behi nd, but-"

"But nothing! How do you think it looks to the Conmittee, Fry? They got a conplaint from
the Ration Board about you. Naturally they passed it on to me. And naturally I'mgoing to pass it
right along to you. The question is, what are you going to do about it? Good God, man, |ook at
these figures-textiles, fifty-one per cent; food, sixty-seven per cent; amusenents and
entertainnent, thirty per cent! You haven't come up to your ration in anything for nonths!"

Morey stared at the card miserably. "We-that is, ny wife and |- just had a | ong tal k about
that last night, M. Winwnight. And, believe ne, we're going to do better. W're going to buckle
right down and get to work and-uh-do better," he finished weakly.

Wai nwri ght nodded, and for the first tine there was a note of synpathy in his voice. "Your

wi fe. Judge Elon's daughter, isn't she? Good famly. I've nmet the Judge many tinmes." Then
gruffly, "Well, nevertheless, Fry, I'mwarning you. | don't care how you straighten this out, but
don't let the Cormittee nention this to ne again.”

"No, sir."

"All right. Finished with the schematics on the new K-50?"

Morey brightened. "Just about, sir! I'mputting the first section on tape today. |'mvery

pl eased with it, M. Wainwight, honestly | am |'ve got nore than ei ghteen thousand noving parts
init now, and that's wthout-"

"Good. Good." WAinwight glanced down at his desk. "Get back to it. And straighten out
this other thing. You can do it, Fry. Consuning is everybody's duty. Just keep that in nmind."

Howl and foll owed Morey out of the drafting room down to the spotless shops. "Bad tinme?"
he inquired solicitously. Mrey grunted. It was none of How and's busi ness.

Howl and | ooked over his shoul der as he was setting up the program ng panel. Morey studied
the matrices silently, then got busy reading the summary tapes, checki ng them back agai nst the
schematics, setting up the instructions on the program ng board. How and kept quiet as Morey
conpl eted the setup and ran off a test tape. It checked perfectly; Mrey stepped back to light a
cigarette in celebration before pushing the start button

How and said, "Go on, run it. |I can't go until you put it in the works."
Morey grinned and pushed the button. The board lighted up
within it, a tiny nmetrononm c beep began to pulse. That was all. At the other end of the quarter-

mle shed, Mdrey knew, the automatic sorters and conveyers were fingering through the copper reels
and steel ingots, neasuring hoppers of plastic powd&G and colors, setting up an intricate weaving
path for the thousands of individual conponents that would make up Bradnoor's new K-50 Spin-a-
Ganme. But fromwhere they stood, in the el aborately nural ed programn ng room nothing showed.
Bradnmoor was an ultra-nodernized plant; in the nanufacturing end, even robots had been di spensed
with in favor of nachines that guided thensel ves.

Morey glanced at his watch and logged in the starting tinme while How and qui ckly counter-
checked Morey's rawmaterial fl ow program

"Checks out," How and said solemly, slapping himon the back. "Calls for a celebration
Anyway, it's your first design, isn't it?"

"Yes. First all by nyself, at any rate."”

Howl and was already fishing in his private |locker for the bottle he kept agai nst energency
needs. He poured with a flourish. "To Mdxrey Fry," -he said, "our nost favorite designer, in whom
we are nuch pleased. "

Morey drank. It went down easily enough. Mrey had conscientiously used his |iquor rations
for years, but he had never gone beyond the nmininum so that although |iquor was no new experience
to him the single drink imediately warned him It warmed his mouth, his throat, the holl ows of
his chest; and it settled down with a warm gl ow i nside him How and, exerting hinmself to be nice,
conplimented Morey fatuously on the design and poured another drink. Moirey didn't utter any
protest at all.

Howl and drai ned his glass. "You may wonder,'
you, Morey Fry. | will tell you why this is."

he said fornmally, "why | amso pleased with
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Morey grinned. "Please do."

Howl and nodded. "I will. It's because | ampleased with the world, Mrey. My wife left ne
last night."

Morey was as shocked as only a recent bridegroomcan be by the news of a crunbling
marriage. "That's too ba-1 nean is that a fact?"

"Yes, she left ny beds and board and five robots, and |I'm happy to see her go." He poured
anot her drink for both of them "Wnen. Can't live with themand can't live w thout them First
you sigh and pant and chase after 'emyou |ike poetry?" he demanded suddenly.

Morey said cautiously, "Sonme poetry."

Howl and quoted: "How long, ny love, shall | behold this wall
bet ween our gardens-yours the rose, and mne the swooning lily.' Like it? I wote it for Jocel yn-
that's nmy wife-when we were first going together."

"I't's beautiful," said Mrey.

"She wouldn't talk to me for two days." How and drained his drink. "Lots of spirit, that
girl. Anyway, | hunted her like a tiger. And then | caught her. Ww"

Morey took a deep drink fromhis own glass. "Wat do you nean, wow?" he asked.

"Ww. " Howl and pointed his finger at Mirey. "Ww, that's what | nmean. W got narried and
t ook her home to the dive | was living in, and wow we had a kid, and wow | got in a little trouble
with the Ration Board-nothing serious, of course, but there was a m xup- and wow fights.

"Everything was a fight," he explained. "She'd start with a little nagging, and naturally
I'd say sonething or other back, and bang we were off. Budget, budget, budget; | hope to die if I
ever hear the word 'budget' again. Mrey, you' re a narried nman; you know what it's like. Tell ne
the truth, weren't you just about ready to blow your top the first tine you caught your wife
cheating on the budget?"

"Cheating on the budget?" Mrey was startled. "Cheating how?"

"Ch, lots of ways. Making your portions bigger than hers. Sneaking extra shirts for you on
her clothing ration. You know. "

"Dam it, | do not know " cried Mrey. "Cherry wouldn't do anything like that!"

Howl and | ooked at himopaquely for a |long second. "OF course not," he said at last. "Let's
have anot her drink."

Ruffl ed, Morey held out his glass. Cherry wasn't the type of girl to cheat. O course she
wasn't. A fine, loving girl like her-a pretty girl, of a good fanm ly; she wouldn't know how to
begi n.

Howl and was saying, in a sort of chant, "No nore budget. No nore fights. No nore 'Daddy
never treated ne like this.' No nore nagging. No nore extra rations for household all owance. No
nore- Morey, what do you say we go out and have a few drinks? | know a place where-"

"Sorry, Howl and," Mrey said. "lI've got to get back to the office, you know "

How and guffawed. He held out his wistwatch. As Morey, a little unsteadily, bent over it,
it tinkled out the hour. It was a matter of mnutes before the office closed for the day.

"Ch," said Morey. "I didn't realize-Wll, anyway, How and, thanks, but I can't. My wife
will be expecting ne."

"She certainly will,"'
Morey said tightly, "How and!"

"Ch, sorry, sorry." Howl and waved an arm "Don't nean to say anything agai nst your wife,
of course. Quess nmaybe Jocelyn soured nme on wormen. But honest, Morey, you' d like this place. Nane
of Uncle Piggotty's, down in the Ad Town. Crazy bunch hangs out there. You'd |like them Couple
nights | ast week they had-I nean, you understand, Morrey, | don't go there as often as all that,
but | just happened to drop in and-"

Morey interrupted firmy. "Thank you, How and. Miust go home. Wfe expects it. Decent of
you to offer. Good night. Be seeing you."

He wal ked out, turned at the door to bow politely, and in turning back cracked the side of
his face against the door janb. A sort of pleasant nunbness had taken possession of his entire
skin surface, though, and it wasn't until he perceived Henry chattering at him synpathetically
that he noticed a trickle of blood running down the side of his face.

"Mere flesh wound,"” he said with dignity. "Nothing to cause you | east conshten-
consternation, Henry. Now kindly shut your ugly face. Want to think."

And he slept in the car all the way hone.

Howl and sniggered. "Wn't catch her eating up your rations and hens
toni ght .

It was worse than a hangover. The nane is "hol dover." You've had sonme drinks; you've
started to sober up by catching a little sleep. Then you are required to be awake and to function.
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The consequent state has the worst features of hangover and intoxication; your head thunps and
your mouth tastes like the floor of a bean-pit, but you are nowhere near sober
There is one cure. Mirrey said thickly, "Let's have a cocktail, dear."” Cherry was delighted to
share a cocktail with himbefore dinner
Cherry, Morey thought |ovingly, was a wonderful, wonderful, wonderful- He found his head noddi ng
intine to his thoughts and the notion
made hi m w nce.

Cherry flew to his side and touched his tenple. "Is it bothering you, darling?" she asked
solicitously. "Were you nan into the door, | nean?"

Morey | ooked at her sharply, but her expression was open and adoring. He said bravely,
"Just a little. Nothing toit, really."”

The butler brought the cocktails and retired. Cherry lifted her glass. Mrey raised his,
caught a whiff of the liquor and nearly dropped it.
He bit down hard on his churning insides and forced hinmself to swall ow

He was surprised but grateful: It stayed down. In a nonent, the curious phenonenon of
warnth began to repeat itself. He swallowed the rest of the drink and held out his glass for a
refill. He even tried a smle. Qddly enough, his face didn't fall off.

One nore drink did it. Mrey felt happy and rel axed, but by no nmeans drunk. They went in
to dinner in fine spirits. They chatted cheerfully with each other and Henry, and Mrey found tine
to feel sentinentally sorry for poor How and, who couldn't nake a go of his marriage, when
marri age was obviously such an easy relationship, so beneficial to both sides, so warm and
rel axi ng.

Startled, he said, "Wat?"

Cherry repeated, "It's the cleverest scheme | ever heard of. Such a funny little nman
dear. Al kind of nervous, if you know what | nean. He kept |ooking at the door as if he was
expecti ng soneone, but of course that was silly. None of his friends would have come to our house
to see him"

Morey said tensely, "Cherry, please! What was that you said about ration stanmps?”

"But | told you, darling! It was just after you left this norning. This funny little man
cane to the door; the butler said he wouldn'l give any name. Anyway, | talked to him | thought he
m ght be a neighbor and | certainly would never be rude to any nei ghbor whc m ght cone to call,
even if the nei ghborhood was-"

"The ration stanps!" Mrey begged. "Did | hear you say he was peddling phony ration
st anps?"

Cherry said uncertainly, "Well, | suppose that in a way they'rc phony. The way he
explained it, they weren't the regular official kind But it was four for one, dear-four of his
stanmps for one of ouns~ So | just took out our househol d book and steaned off a couple ol weeks
stanps and-"

"How many?" Morey bel | owed.

Cherry blinked. "About-about two weeks' quota,"” she said faintly "Was that wong, dear?"

Morey cl osed his eyes dizzily. "A couple of weeks' stanps,"” hi repeated. "Four for one-you
didn't even get the regular rate."

Cherry wailed, "How was | supposed to know? | never had any~ thing like this when | was
home! We didn't have food riots and slum- and all these horrible robots and filthy little
revolting nen conming tc the door!"

Morey stared at her woodenly. She was crying again, but it nmade nc
i mpressi on on the case-hardened arnor that was suddenly thrown around his heart.

Henry made a tentative sound that, in a human, woul d have been a preparatory cough, but
Morey froze himwith a white-eyed | ook

Morey said in a dreary nonotone that barely penetrated the sound of Cherry's tears, "Let
me tell you just what it was you did. Assuming, at best, that these stanps you got are at | east
average good counterfeits, and not so bad that the best thing to do with themis throw them away
before we get caught with themin our possession, you have approximately a two-nonth supply of
funny stanps. In case you didn't know it, those ration books are not nmerely ornamental. They have
to be turned in every nonth to prove that we have conpl eted our consum ng quota for the nonth.

"When they are turned in, they are spot-checked. Every book is at |east glanced at. A big
chunk of them are gone over very carefully by the inspectors, and a certain percentage are tested
by ultra-violet, infra-red, X-ray, radio-isotopes, bleaches, funes, paper chromatography and every
other dammed test known to Man." His voice was rising to an uneven crescendo. "If we are | ucky
enough to get away with using any of these stanps at all, we danen't-we sinply dare not
-use nore than one on two counterfeits to every dozen or nore real stanps.
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"That means, Cherry, that what you bought is not a two-nonth supply, but maybe a two-year
suppl y-and since, as you no doubt have never noticed, the things have expiration dates on them
thene is probably no chance in the world that we can ever hope to use nore than half of them" He
was bell owing by the tine he pushed back his chair and towered over her. "Moreover," he went on
"right now, right as of this mnute, we have to nake up the stanps you gave away, which neans that
at the very best we are going to be on double rations for two weeks or so.

"And t hat says nothing about the one feature of this whole grisly nmess that you seemto
have t hought of least, namely that counterfeit stanps are against the law |'m poor, Cherry; |
live in aslum and | knowit; I've got a long way to go before I'mas rich or respected or
power ful as your father, about whom | am beginning to get considerably tired of hearing. But poor
as | may be, | can tell you this for sure: Up until now, at any rate, | have been honest."

Cherry's tears had stopped entirely and she was bowed white-faced and dry-eyed by the tine
Morey had finished. He had spent hinself; there was no violence left in him

He stared dismally at Cherry for a noment, then turned wordl essly and stanped out of the
house.

Marriage! he thought as he left.

He wal ked for hours, blind to where he was goi ng.

VWhat brought him back to awareness was a sensation he had not felt in a dozen years. It
was not, Morey abruptly realized, the dying traces of his hangover that nade his stomach feel so
queer. He was hungry-actually hungry.

He | ooked about him He was in the Ad Town, niles fromhone, jostled by crowds of | ower-
cl ass people. The bl ock he was on was as atrocious a slumas Mrey had ever seen-Chi nese pagodas
stood next to rococo inmitations of the chapels around Versailles; gingerbread marred every facade;
no building was without its brilliant signs and flanelights.

He saw a blindingly overdecorated eating establishnent called Billie's Budget Busy Bee and
crossed the street toward it, dodging through the unending streans of traffic. It was a miserable
excuse for a restaurant, but Morey was in no nood to care. He found a seat under a potted palm as
far fromthe tinkling fountains and robot string ensenble as he coul d nanage, and ordered
reckl essly, paying no attention to the ration prices. As the waiter was gliding noisel essly away,
Morey had a sickening realization: He'd cone out without his ration book. He groaned out loud; it
was too late to | eave without causing a disturbance. But then, he thought rebelliously, what
difference did one nore unrationed neal nake, anyhow?

Food nade himfeel a little better. He finished the last of his pro fiterole au chocol at,
not even | eaving on the plate the uneaten onethird that tradition permtted, and paid his check
The robot cashier reached automatically for his ration book. Mrey had a nonent of grandeur as he
said sinply, "No ration stanps."”

Robot cashiers are not equipped to display surprise, but this one tried. The man behi nd
Morey in line audibly caught his breath, and | ess audibly nmunbl ed sonet hing about slummers. Morey
took it as a conplinment and strode outside feeling alnost in good hunor.

Good enough to go horme to Cherry? Morey thought seriously of it for a second; but he
wasn't going to pretend he was wong and certainly Cherry wasn't going to be willing to adnt that
she was at fault.

Besi des, Mdirey told hinself grimy, she was undoubtedly asleep. That was an annoyi ng thing
about Cherry at best: she never had any trouble getting to sleep. Didn't even use her quota of
sl eepi ng t ab-
| ets, though Morey had spoken to her about it nore than once. OF course, he rem nded hinself, he
had been so polite and tactful about it, as befits a new ywed, that very likely she hadn't even
understood that it was a conplaint. Well, that would stop

Man's man Morey Fry, wearing no collar ruff but his own, strode determ nedly down the
streets of the Ad Town.

"Hey, Joe, want a good time?"

Morey took one unbelieving | ook. "You again!" he roared.

The little man stared at himin genuine surprise. Then a faint glimrer of recognition
crossed his face. "Oh, yeah," he said. "This norning, huh?" He clucked conmiseratingly. "Too bad
you woul dn't deal with ne. Your wife was a lot smarten. O course, you got ne a little sore, Jack
so naturally | had to raise the pnice a little bit."

"You skunk, you cheated ny poor wife blind! You and | are going to the local station house
and talk this over."

The little man pursed his lips. "W are, huh?"
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Morey nodded vigorously. "Damm right! And let me tell you-" He stopped in the mddle of a
threat as a | arge hand cupped around his shoul der.

The equally | arge man who owned the hand said, in a mld and cultured voice, "lIs this
gent| eman di sturbing you, San"

"Not so far," the little man conceded. "He nmight want to, though, so don't go away."

Morey wrenched his shoul der away. "Don't think you can strongarmne. |'mtaking you to the
police."

Sam shook hi s head unbelievingly. "You nmean you're going to call the lawin on this?"

"I certainly am"

Sam sighed regretfully. "What do you think of that, Walter? Treating his wife like that.
Such a nice |ady, too."

"What are you tal ki ng about?" Morey demanded, stung on a peculiarly sensitive spot.

"I'mtal ki ng about your wife," Sam explained. "O course, |'mnot married nmyself. But it
seens to ne that if | was, | wouldn't call the police when ny wife was engaged in sone kind of
crimnal activity or other. No, sir, 1'dtry to settle it nyself. Tell you what," he advi sed, "why

don't you talk this over with hen? Make her see the error of-"
"WAit a minute," Mrrey interrupted. "You nean you'd involve ny wife in this thing?"

The man spread his hands helplessly. "It's not me that would in-
vol ve her, Buster," he said. "She already involved her own self. Il takes two to nake a crine, you
know. | sell, maybe; | won't deny it. But after all, | can't sell unless sonmebody buys, can |?"

Morey stared at himglumy. He glanced in quick speculation at the |arge-sized Walter; but
Walter was just as big as he'd remenbered, so that took care of that. Violence was out; the police
were out; that left no really attractive way of capitalizing on the good lucl~ of running into the
man agai n.

Sam said, "Well, I'mglad to see that's off your nmind. Now, returning to ny origina
questi on, Mac, how would you like a good tine? You look like a smart fellow to ne; you | ook like
you'd be kind of interested in a place |I happen to know of down the bl ock."

Morey said bitterly, "So you're a dive-steerer, too. Areal talented man."

"I admit it," Sam agreed. "Stanp business is slow at night, in ny experience. People have
their mnds nore on a good tinme. And, believe me, a good time is what | can show 'em Take this
pl ace |I'n~ tal king about, Uncle Piggotty's is the nane of it, it's what | would call an unusua
kind of place. Wuldn't you say so, Walter?"

"Ch, | agree with you entirely,” Walter runbled.

But Morey was hardly listening. He said, "Uncle Piggotty's, yor say?"

"That's right," said Sam

Morey frowned for a nonent, digesting an idea. Uncle Piggotty'5 sounded |Iike the place
Howl and had been tal ki ng about back at th plant; it mght be interesting, at that.

Wil e he was nmaking up his mnd, Sam slipped an armthrougi us on one side and Wl ter
am ably wapped a big hand around th other. Mrey found hinmsel f wal ki ng.

"You'l I like it," Sam prom sed confortably. "No hard feelings aboui this norning, sport?
O course not. Once you get a look at Pig. gotty's, you'll get over your nad, anyhow. It's
sonet hi ng special. swear, on what they pay ne for bringing in custoners, | wouldn't dc it unless
believed init."

"Dance, Jack?" the hostess yelled oven the noise at the bar. Sh stepped back, lifted her

flounced skirts to ankle height and execute a tricky nine-step

"My nane is Mirrey," Mrey yelled back. "And | don't want t' dance, thanks."

The hostess shrugged, frowned neaningfully at Sam and dancec away.

Sam fl agged the bartender. "First round' s on us," he explained tc
Morey. "Then we won't bother you any nore. Unless you want us to, of course. Like the place?"
Morey hesitated, but Samdidn't wait. "Fine place," he yelled, and picked up the drink the
bartender left him "See you around."

He and the big man were gone. Morey stared after themuncertainly, then gave it up. He was
here, anyhow, might as well at |least have a drink. He ordered and | ooked around.

Uncle Piggotty's was a third-rate dive disguised to |ook, in parts of it at least, |ike
one of the exclusive upper-class country clubs. The bar, for instance, was treated to resenble the
clean lines of nailed wood; but underneath the surface treatment, Mrey could detect the intricate
| ami nations of plyplastic. Wat at first glance appeared to be burlap hangings were in actuality
el aborately textured synthetics. And all through the bar the notif was carried out.

A floor show of sorts was going on, but nobody seened to be paying nuch attention to it.
Morey, straining briefly to hear the naster of cerenonies, gathered that the wit was on a nore
than mldly vulgar level. There was a dispirited string of chorus beauties in long ruffled
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pant al oons and di aphanous tops; one of them Mrrey was al nost sure, was the hostess who had tal ked
to himjust a few nmonents before.
Next to hima nman was declainmng to a m ddl e-aged wonan:

Smote | the nonstrous rock, yahoo!
Smote | the turgid tube, Bully Boy!

Snote | the cankered hill- "Wy, Mrey!" he interrupted hinmself. "Wat are you doing
here?" ~

He turned farther around and Morey recognized him "Hello, How and," he said. "I-uh-I
happened to be free tonight, so I thought-"

Howl and sniggered. "Well, guess your wife is nore liberal than mne was. Order a drink
boy. "

"Thanks, |'ve got one," said Mrey.

The woman, with a tigerish ook at Morey, said, "Don't stop, Everett. That was one of your
nost beautiful things."

"Ch, Morey's heard ny poetry," Howl and said. "Mrey, |I'd |like you to neet a very lovely
and tal ented young | ady, Tanaquil Bigelow. Mrey works in the office with me, Tan."

"Cbviously," said Tanaquil Bigelow in a frozen voice, and Mrey hastily w thdrew the hand
he had begun to put out.

The conversation stuck there, inpaled, the wonman cold, How and rel axed and abstracted,
Morey wondering if, after all, this had been such a good idea. He caught the eye-cell of the robot
bartender and
ordered a round of drinks for the three of them politely putting themon How and's ration book
By the time the drinks had come and Morey had just got around to deciding that it wasn't a very
good i dea, the woman had all of a sudden becone thawed.

She said abruptly, "You look |ike the kind of man who thinks, Mrey, and | |like to talk to
that kind of man. Frankly, Morey, | just don't have any patience at all with the stupid, stodgy
men who just work in their offices all day and eat all their dinners every night, and gad about
and consune |ike mad and where does it all get them anyhow? That's right, | can see you
under stand. Just one crazy rush of consunme, consunme fromthe day you're born piop -to the day
you're buried pop! And who's to blanme if not the robots?"

Faintly, a tinge of worry began to appear on the surface of How and's relaxed calm "Tan,"
he chided, "Mrey may not be very interested in politics."

Politics, Mrrey thought; well, at least that was a clue. He'd had the dizzying feeling,
whil e the wonan was tal king, that he hinself was the ball in the ganes machi ne he had designed for
the shop earlier that day. Follow ng the woman's conversation might, at that, give his next design
some val uabl e pointers in swoops, curves and obstacl es.

He said, with nore than half truth, "No, please go on, Mss Bigelow. |I'mvery much
interested."

She snil ed; then abruptly her face changed to a frightening scowm. Mrey flinched, but
evidently the scow wasn't nmeant for him "Robots!" she hissed. "Supposed to work for us, aren't
they? Hah! We're their slaves, slaves for every nmonent of every niserable day of oui lives.

Sl aves! Wuldn't you like to join us and be free, Morey?"

Morey took cover in his drink. He nade an expressive gesture with his free hand-expressive
of exactly what, he didn't truly know, foi he was lost. But it seened to satisfy the wonan.

She said accusingly, "Did you know that nore than three-quarters of the people in this
country have had a nervous breakdown in thc past five years and four nonths? That nore than half
of them arc under the constant care of psychiatrists for psychosis-not just plair ordinary
neurosis |like my husband's got and How and here has gol and you've got, but psychosis. Like |I've
got. Did you know that? Dic you know that forty per cent of the population are essentially manic
depressive, thirty-one pen cent are schizoid, thirty-eight pen cent hav an assortnent of other
unfi xed psychogeni ¢ di sturbances and twentyfour-"

"Hold it a minute, Tan," Howl and interrupted critically. "You' ve got too nany per cents
there. Start oven again."

"Ch, the hell with it," the woman said noodily. "I wi sh nmy husband were here. He expresses
it so much better than I do." She swall owed her drink. "Since you' ve wiggled off the hook," she
said nastily to Mdrey, "how about setting up another round-on ny ration book this tinme?"

Morey did; it was the sinplest thing to do in his confusion. Wen that was gone, they had
anot her on How and's book.

As near as he could figure out, the woman, her husband and quite possibly How and as wel |
bel onged to some kind of anti-robot group. Mirey had heard of such things; they had a quasi-Iega
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status, neither approved nor prohibited, but he had never come into contact with them before.
Remenbering the hatred he had so painfully relived at the psychodrama session, he thought
anxi ously that perhaps he belonged with them But, question themthough he mght, he couldn't seem
to get the principles of the organization firmy in mnd

The wonman finally gave up trying to explain it, and went off to find her husband while
Morey and How and had another drink and listened to two drunks squabbl e over who bought the next
round. They were at the Al phonse-CGaston stage of inebriation; they would regret it in the norning;
for each was bendi ng over backward to permit the other to pay the ration points. Mrey wondered
uneasily about his own points; How and was certainly getting credit for a lot of Mrey's drinking
tonight. Served himright for forgetting his book, of course.

When the woman cane back, it was with the arge man Mdrey had. encountered in the conpany
of Sam the counterfeiter, steerer and general man about O d Town.

"Aremarkably small world, isn't it?" boonmed Walter Bigelow, only slightly crushing
Morey's hand in his. "Well, sir, ny wife has told ne how interested you are in the basic
phi | osophi cal drives behind our nmovenment, and | should |ike to discuss themfurther with you. To
begin with, sir, have you considered the principle of Twoness?"

Morey said, "Wy-"

"Very good," said Bigel ow courteously. He cleared his throat and decl ai med:

Han- headed Cathay saw it first, Bright as brightest solar burst; Whipped it into boy and girl,
The blinding spiral-sliced swirl

Yang
And Yin.

He shrugged deprecatingly. "Just the first stanza," he said. "I don'l know if you got much
out of it."

"Well, no," Mrey admitted.
"Second stanza," Bigelow said firmy:

Hegal saw it, saw it clear
Jackal Marx drew near, drew near
O er his shoulder saw it plain,
Turned it upside down again:
Yang

And Yin.

There was an expectant pause. Mrey said, "l-uh-"

"Waps it all up, doesn't it?" Bigelow s w fe demanded. "Ch, i only others could see it as
clearly as you do! The robot peril and thi robot savior. Starvation and surfeit. Al ways twoness,
al ways!"

Bi gel ow patted Mrey's shoul der. "The next stanza nmekes it ever clearer," he said. "It's
really very clever-1 shouldn't say it, of course but it's Howl and's as nuch as it's mine. He
hel ped ne with th~ verses." Mrey darted a gl ance at How and, but Howl and was care fully | ooking
away. "Third stanza," said Bigelow. "This is a har one, because it's long, so pay attention.”

Justice, tip your sightless scales;
One pan rises, one pan falls.

"Howl and," he interrupted hinmself, "are you sure about that rhyme | always trip over it. Well
anyway:

Add to A and B grows | ess;

A's B's partner, nonethel ess.

Next, the Twoness that there be

In even electricity.

Chart the current as it's found:

Sine the hot |ead, |ine the ground.
The wild sine dances, soars and falls,
But only to figures the zero calls.

Si ne wave, scales, all things that be
Share a reciprocity.

Mal e and fenale, [ight and dark

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (64 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

Nane the nunbers of Noah's Ark!
Yang
And Yi n!

"Dearest!" shrieked Bigelow s wife. "You ve never done it better!" There was a spatter of
appl ause, and Morey realized for the first time that half the bar had stopped its noisy revel to
listen to them Bigelow was evidently quite a well-known figure here.

Morey said weakly, "I've never heard anything like it."

He turned hesitantly to How and, who pronptly said, "Drink! What we all need right nowis
a drink."

They had a drink on Bigelow s book

Morey got How and asi de and asked him "Look, level with ne. Are these peopl e nuts?"

Howl and showed pique. "No. Certainly not."

"Does that poem nmean anythi ng? Does this whol e busi ness of twoness nean anythi ng?”

Howl and shrugged. "If it means sonething to them it neans sonething. They're
phi | osophers, Mrey. They see deep into things. You don't know what a privilege it is for ne to be
all owed to associate with them"

They had another drink. On Howl and's book, of course.

Morey eased Walter Bigel ow over to a quiet spot. He said, "Leaving twoness out of it for
the nmonent, what's this about the robots?"

Bi gel ow | ooked at hi mround-eyed. "Didn't you understand the poenf"

"OfF course | did. But diagramit for nme in sinple terns so |l can tell ny wife."

Bi gel ow beanmed. "It's about the dichotony of robots,” he explained. "Like the little salt
m |l that the boy wished for: it ground out salt and ground out salt and ground out salt. He had
to have salt, but not that nuch salt. Witehead explains it clearly-"

They had anot her drink on Bigel ow s book

Morey wavered over Tanaquil Bigelow. He said fuzzily, "Listen. Ms. Walter Tanaqui
Strongar m Bi gel ow. Listen."

She grinned snugly at him "Brown hair,"” she said dreamly

Morey shook his head vigorously. "Never mind hair," he ordered. "Never m nd poem Listen
In pre-cise and el-e-nmen-ta-ry terns, explain to ne what is wong with the world today."

“"Not enough brown hair," she said pronptly.

"Never mind hair!"

"Al'l right," she said agreeably. "Too many robots. Too many robots make too nuch of
everyt hing."

"Ha! Got it!" Morey exclained triunmphantly. "Get rid of robots!"

“Ch, no. No! No! No. W wouldn't eat. Everything is nmechanized. Can't get rid of them
can't slow down production-slow ng down is dying, stopping is quicker dying. Principle of twoness
is the concept that clarifies all these-"

"No!" Morey said violently. "What should we do?"

"Do? I'lIl tell you what we should do, if that's what you want. | can tell you."

"Then tell ne."

"What we shoul d do is-
anot her drink."

They had another drink. He gallantly | et hen pay, of course. She ungallantly argued with
the bartender about the ration points due her

Tanaqui |l hiccupped with a | ook of refined consternation-"have

Though not a two-fisted drinker, Mrey tried. He really worked at it.

He paid the price, too. For sone little time before his |inb5 stopped noving, his mnd
stopped functioning. Blackout. Al nost ~ blackout, at any rate, for all he retained of the late
eveni ng was
kal ei doscope of people and places and things. How and was there, drunk as a skunk, disgracefully
drunk, Mrey renenbered thinkin~ as he stared up at Howl and fromthe floor. The Bigel ows were
there Hs wife, Cherry, solicitous and anmused, was there. And oddil enough, Henry was there.

It was very, very hard to reconstruct. Mrey devoted a whoh norning's hangover to the
effort. It was inportant to reconstruct it for sone reason. But Morey couldn't even remenber what
the reasoi was; and finally he disnmissed it, guessing that he had either solvec the secret of
twoness or whether Tanaquil Bigelow s remarkabl ~ figure was natural

He did, however, know that the next norning he had waked in hi own bed, with no
recol l ection of getting there. No recollection o anything nuch, at |east not of anything that fit
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into the prope:

chronol ogi cal order or seened to mesh with anything else, after th~ dozenth drink when he and

How and, arms around each other's shoul ders, conposed a new verse on twoness and, plagiarizing an
ok marching tune, howed it across the boisterous barroom

A twoness on the scene much | ater
Rests in your refrigerator

Heat your house and insulate it.
Next your food: Refrigerate it.
Frost will danmp your Freon coils,
So flux in nichrome till it boils.
See the picture? Heat in cold

In heat in cold, the story's told!
Gant-wit the sacred scraw:

Ch, the twoness of it all

Yang

And Yin!

It had, at any rate, seenmed to nean sonething at the tine.

I f al cohol opened Morey's eyes to the fact that there was a twoness, perhaps al cohol was
what he needed. For there was.
Call it a dichotony, if the word seens nore couth. A kind of twopronged struggle, the struggle of
two unwearying runners in an imortal race. There is the refrigerator inside the house. The cold
air, the bubble of heated air that is the house, the bubble of cooled air that is the
refrigerator, the nmonentary bubble of heated air that defrosts it. Call the heat Yang, if you
will. Call the cold Yin. Yang overtakes Yin. Then Yin passes Yang. Then Yang passes Yin. Then-
G ve themother names. Call Yin a nouth; call Yang a hand.

If the hand rests, the nouth will starve. If the nmouth stops, the hand will die. The hand,
Yang, nmoves faster.

Yin may not | ag behi nd.

Then call Yang a robot.

And renenber that a pipeline has two ends.

Li ke any once-in-a-lifetinme lush, Morey braced hinself for the consequences-and found
stantl edly that there were none.

Cherry was a surprise to him "You were so funny," she giggled. "And, honestly, so
romantic."

He shakily swal |l owed his breakfast coffee.

The office staff roared and sl apped himon the back. "Howl and tells us you're living high,
boy!" they bellowed nore or less in the sanme words. "Hey, listen to what Mrey did-went on the
town for the night of alifetime and didn't even bring his ration book along to cash in!"

They thought it was a wonderful joke.

But, then, everything was going well. Cherry, it seened, had reforned out of recognition.
True, she stifi hated to go out in the evening and Morey never saw her forcing herself to gorge on
unwant ed food or play undesired games. But, noping into the pantry one afternoon, he found to his
i ncredul ous delight that they were well ahead of their ration quotas. In some itens, in fact, they
were out- a nonth's supply and nore was gone ahead of schedul e!

Nor was it the counterfeit stanps, for he had found themtucked behind a bai n-nmani e and
qui etly burned them He cast about for ways of conplinmenting her, but caution prevailed. She was
sensitive on the subject; leave it be.

And virtue had its reward.

Wai nwni ght called himin, all snmiles. "Mrey, great news! W' ve all appreciated your work

here and we' ve been able to show it in sone nore tangible way then conplinents. | didn't want to
say anything till it was definite, but-your status has been reviewed by Cassification and the
Ration Board. You're out of Cass Four Mnor, Morey!"

Morey said tremul ously, hardly daring to hope, "lI'ma full dass Four?"

"Class Five, Mirey. dass Five!l Wen we do sonething, we do it night. W asked for a
speci al waiver and got it-you've skipped a whole class." He added honestly, "Not that it was just
our backing that did it, of course. Your own recent splendid record of consunption helped a lot. |
told you you could do it!"

Morey had to sit down. He missed the rest of what Wainwight had to say, but it couldn't
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have mattered. He escaped fromthe office, sidestepped the knot of fell ow enployees waiting to
congratul ate him and got to a phone.

Cherry was as ecstatic and inarticulate as he. "Ch, darling!”™ was all she could say.

"And | couldn't have done it wi thout you," he babbled. "Wainwight as nuch as said so
hinself. Said if it wasn't for the way we- well, you have been keeping up with the rations, it
never woul d have got by the Board. rye been neaning to say something to you about that, dear, but
| just haven't known how. But | do appreciate it. |- Hello?" There was a curious silence at the
other end of the phone. "Hell o0?" he repeated wonriedly.

Cherry's voice was intense and low. "Mrey Fry, | think you' re nean. | w sh you hadn't
spoi |l ed the good news." And she hung up

Morey stared sl ack-jawed at the phone.

Howl and appeared behind him chuckling. "Wnen," he said. "Never try to figure them
Anyway, congnatul ations, Morey."

"Thanks, " Morey mnmunbl ed.

Howl and coughed and said, "Uh-by the way, Morey, now that you' re one of the big shots, so
to speak, you won't-uh-feel obliged to-well, say anything to Wai nwnight, for instance, about
anything | nmay have said while we-"

"Excuse me," Mrey said, unheaning, and pushed past him He thought wildly of calling
Cherry back, of racing hone to see just what he'd said that was wong. Not that there was nuch
doubt, of course. He'd touched her 011 her sore point.

Anyhow, his wistwatch was chimng a rem nder of the fact that his psychiatric appoi ntnent
for the week was com ng up

Morey sighed. The day gives and the day takes away. Blessed is the day that gives only
good t hi ngs.

I f any.

The session went badly. Many of the sessions had been going badly, Mrey decided; there
had been nmore and nore whispering in knots of doctors from which he was excl uded, poking and
probing in the dark instead of the precise psychic surgery he was used to. Sonething was wong, he
t hought .

Sonet hi ng was. Semmei wei ss confirmed it when he adjourned the group session. After the
other doctor had left, he sat Morey down for a private talk. On his own tinme, too-he didn't ask
for his usual nation fee. That told Mdrey how i nportant the probl em was.

"Morey," said Senmmei wei ss, "you're hol ding back."

“I don't mean to, Doctor," Morey said earnestly.

"Who knows what you 'nean' to do? Part of you 'means' to. We've. dug pretty deep and we've
found some inportant things. Now there's something | can't put ny finger on. Exploring the mnd
Morey, is |ike sending scouts through cannibal territory. You can't see the cannibals-until it's
too late. But if you send a scout through the jungle and he doesn't show up on the other side,
it's a fain assunption that sonething obstructed his way. In that case, we would | abel the
obstruction 'cannibals.' In the case of the human mind, we | abel the obstruction a 'trauna.' What
the trauma is, or what its effects on behavior will be, we have to find out, once we know that
it's there."

Morey nodded. Al of this was famliar; he couldn't see what Semrei wei ss was driving at.

Senmei wei ss sighed. "The trouble with healing traumas and penetrating psychic bl ocks and
rel easing inhibitions-the trouble with everything we psychiatrists do, in fact, is that we can't
afford to do it too well. An inhibited man is under a strain. W try to relieve the strain. But if
we succeed conpletely, leaving himwith no inhibitions at all, we have an outlaw, Morey.
Inhibitions are often socially necessary. Suppose, for instance, that an average man were not
i nhi bited agai nst bl atant waste. It coul d happen, you know. Suppose that instead of consuning his
ration quota in an orderly and responsible way, he did such things as set fire to his house and
everything in it or dunped his food allotnment in the river.

"When only a few individuals are doing it, we treat the individuals. But if it were done
on a nmass scale, Mirey, it would be the end of society as we know it. Think of the whole
collection of anti-social actions that you see in every paper. Man beats wife; wife tunns into a
har py; junior smashes up wi ndows; husband starts a bl ack-nmarket stanmp racket. And every one of
themtraces to a basic weakness in the mnd s defenses against the nost inportant single anti-
soci al phenonenon-failure to consune."

Morey flared, "That's not fair, Doctor! That was weeks ago! W've certainly been on the
ball lately. | was just comended by the Board, in fact-"

The doctor said mildly, "Wy so violent, Mrey? | only nmade a general remark."
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"I't's just natural to resent being accused."

The doctor shrugged. "First, forenost and above all, we do not accuse patients of things.
W try to help you find things out.” He lit his end-of-session cigarette. "Think about it, please.
"Il see you next week."

Cherry was conposed and unapproachabl e. She ki ssed himrenotely when he cane in. She said,
"l called Mdther and told her the good news. She and Dad prom sed to cone over here to celebrate.”

"Yeah," said Morey. "Darling, what did | say wong on the phone?"

"They' Il be here about six."

"Sure. But what did | say? Was it about the rations? If you're sensitive, | swear ||
never nention them again."

"I amsensitive, Mrey."

He said despairingly, "lI'msorry. | just-"

He had a better idea. He kissed her

Cherry was passive at first, but not for |ong. Wien he had finished kissing her, she
pushed himaway and actually giggled. "Let ne get dressed for dinner."

"Certainly. Anyhow, | was just-"

She laid a finger on his lips.

He | et her escape and, feeling much less tense, drifted into the
library. The afternoon papers were waiting for him Virtuously, he sat down and began goi ng
through themin order. Mdway through the Wrl d- Tel egr am Sun- Post - and- News, he rang for Henry.

Morey had read clear through to the drama section of the TinesHeral d-Tri bune-Mrror before
the robot appeared. "Good evening," it said politely.

"What took you so | ong?" Mrey demanded. "Wiere are all the robots?"

Robots do not stammer, but there was a distinct pause before Henry said, "Belowstairs,
sir. Did you want them for sonething?"

"Well, no. | just haven't seen themaround. Get ne a drink." It hesitated. "Scotch, sir?"
"Before dinner? Get ne a Manhattan." "We're all out of Vermouth, sir." "All out? Wuld you mnd
telling me how?" "It's all used up, sin."

"Now that's just ridiculous," Mrey snapped. "W have never run out of liquor in our whole
lives and you know it. Good heavens, we just got our allotment in the other day and | certainly-"
He checked hinmself. There was a sudden ificker of horror in his eyes as he stared at

Henry.

“You certainly what, sir?" the robot pronpted.

Morey swal |l owed. "Henry, did I-did | do something | shoul dn't have?"

"I"'msure | wouldn't know, sir. It isn't up to ne to say what you should and shoul dn't
do."

"COf course not," Mrey agreed grayly.

He sat rigid, staring hopelessly into space, renmenbering. What he renenbered was no
pl easure to himat all

"Henry," he said. "Cone along, we're going belowstairs. Ri ght now "

It had been Tanaquil Bigelow s remark about the robots. Too many robots-nmake too nuch of
everyt hi ng.

That had inplanted the idea; it germnated in Morey's hone. More than a little drunk, |ess
than ordinarily inhibited, he had found the problem clean and the answer obvi ous.

He stared around himin dismal worry. His own robots, follow ng his own orders, given
weeks before.

Henry said, "It's just what you told us to do, sir."

Morey groaned. He was watching a scene of unparalleled activity, and it sent shivers up
and down his spine.

There was the butler-robot, hard at work, his copper face expressionless. Dressed in
Morey's own sports knickers and gol fing shoes, the robot solemmly hit a ball against the wall,
picked it up and teed it, hit it again, over and again, with Mrey's own clubs. Until the bal
wor e ragged and was repl aced; and the shafts of the clubs | eaned out of true; and the close-
stitched seans in the clothing began to stretch and abrade.

"My God!" said Morey hollowy.

There were the naid-robots, exquisitely dressed in Cherry's best, wal king up and down in
the delicate, slimshoes, sitting and rising and bending and turning. The cook-robots and the
serving-robots were preparing D onysian neals.

Morey swal | owed. "You-you' ve been doing this right along,” he said to Henry. "That's why
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t he quotas have been filled."

"Ch, yes, sir. Just as you told us."

Morey had to sit down. One of the serving-robots politely scurried over with a chair,
brought fromupstairs for their new chores.

Wast e.

Morey tasted the word between his |ips.

Wast e.

You never wasted things. You used them If necessary, you drove yourself to the edge of
breakdown to use them you nade every breath a burden and every hour a torment to use them unti
t hrough diligent consum ng and/ on occupational nerit, you were pronoted to the next higher class,
and were allowed to consune less frantically. But you didn't wantonly destroy or throw out. You
consumned.

Morey thought fearfully: Wen the Board finds out about this.

Still, he rem nded hinself, the Board hadn't found out. It mght take some tinme before
they did, for humans, after all, never entered robot quarters. There was no | aw against it, not
even a sacrosanct custom But there was no reason to. Wien breaks occurred, which was
i nfrequently, nmintenance robots on repair squads cane in and put them back in order. Usually the
humans invol ved didn't even know it had happened, because the robots used their own TBR nadic
circuits and the process was next thing to automatic.

Morey said repnovingly, "Henry, you should have told-well, mean rem nded me about this."

"But, sir!" Henry protested. "'Don't tell a living soul,' you said. You nade it a direct
order."

"Unph. Well, keep it that way. |-uh-1 have to go back upstairs. Better get the rest of the
robots started on di nner."

Morey left, not confortably.

The dinner to celebrate Morey's pronotion was difficult. Morey liked Cherry's parents. Ad
El on, after the pre-marriage inquisition that father nust inevitably give to daughter's suitor
shad buckl ed night down to the job of adjustnment. The old fol ks were good about not interfering,
good about keeping their superior social status to thenselves, good about hel ping out on the
budget -at | east once a week, they could be relied on to come over for a hearty neal, and Ms. Elon
had nore than once renmade sone of Cherry's new dresses to fit herself, even to the extent of
wearing all the high-point ornanentation

And they had been wonderful about the wedding gifts, when Mrey and their daughter got
marri ed. The nost any nenber of Miyrey's fanily had been willing to take was a silver set or a few
crystal table pieces. The El ons had come through with a dazzling pronmise to accept a car, a bird-
bath for their garden and a conplete set of living-roomfurniture! O course, they could afford it-
they had to consunme so little that it wasn't much strain for themeven to take gifts of that
magni t ude. But without their help, Mrey knew, the first few nonths of nmatrinony woul d have been
even tougher consuning than they were.

But on this particular night it was hard for Mrrey to |like anyone. He responded with
nmonosyl | abl es; he barely grunted when El on proposed a toast to his pronotion and his brilliant
future. He was preoccupi ed.

Rightly so. Mirey, in his deepest, bravest searching, could find no clue in his nenory as
to just what the punishnent m ght be for what he had done. But he had a sick certainty that
troubl e | ay ahead.

Morey went over his problemso many tines that an anesthesia set in. By the time dinner
was ended and he and his father-in-law were in the den with their brandy, he was nore or |ess
functioni ng again.

Elon, for the first tinme since Morey had known him offered himone of his cigars. "You're
Grade Five-can afford to snoke sonebody el se's now, hey?"

“Yeah," Morey said gluny.

There was a nonment of silence. Then Elon, as punctilious as any conpanion-robot, coughed
and tried again. "Renenber being peaked till | hit Grade Five," he rem nisced neani ngfully.
"Consum ng keeps a man on the go, all right. Things piled up at the Iaw office, couldn't be taken
cane of while ration points piled up, too. And consum ng cones first, of course-that's a citizen's
prime duty. Mdther and | had our share of grief oven that, but a couple that wants to make a go of
marriage and citizenship just pitches in and does the job, hey?"

Morey repressed a shudder and nmanaged to nod.

"Best thing about upgrading,” Elon went on, as if he had elicited a satisfactory answer,
"don't have to spend so nmuch time consuming, give nore attention to work. Greatest luxury in the
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world, work. Wsh | had as rmuch stanmin.a as you young fellows. Five days a week in court are about
all I can manage. Hit six for a while, relaxed first time in nmy life, but nmy doctor nade ne cut
down. Said we can't overdo pleasures. You'll be working two days a week now, hey?"

Mor ey produced anot her nod.

El on drew deeply on his cigar, his eyes bright as they watched Mdrey. He was visibly
puzzl ed, and Mrey, even in his half-daze, could recognize the exact nmonent at which El on drew the
wong inference. "Ah, everything okay with you and Cherry?" he asked dipl o~ matically.

"Fine!" Morey exclainmed. "Couldn't be better!"

"Good, good." Elon changed the subject with al nost an audi bk wrench. "Speaking of court,
had an interesting case the other day Young fell owyear or two younger than you, | guess-cane in
with a Section Ninety-seven on him Know what that is? Breaking and entering!"

"Breaki ng and entering," Mrey repeated wonderingly, interested in spite of hinself.
"Breaki ng and entering what?"

"Houses. Od term law s full of them Oiginally applied to stealin~ things. Still does,
| discovered.”

"You nean he stol e sonething?" Mrey asked in bew | dernent.

"Exactly! He stole. Strangest thing | ever canme across. Talked ii over with one of his
bunch of |awyers later; new one on him too Seens this kid had a girl friend, nice kid but a
little, you know, plunp She got interested in art."

"There's nothing wong with that," Mrey said.

"Not hing wong with her, either. She didn't do anything. She didn't |ike himtoo nuch,
though. Whuldn't marry him Kid got to thinkin~ about how he could get her to change her nind and-
wel |, you know that big Mondrian in the Miseun®?"

"“I'"ve never been there," Mrey said, sonmewhat enbarrassed

"Un Qught to try it some day, boy. Anyway, cones closing tine ai the Miseumthe ot her
day, this kid sneaks in. He steals the painting That's right-steals it. Takes it to give to the

girl."

Morey shook his head blankly. "I never heard of anything like thai inmy life."
"Not many have. Grl wouldn't take it, by the way. Got scarec when he brought it to her
She nmust've tipped off the police, | guess

Sonmebody did. Took 'emthree hours to find it, even when they knew it was hanging on a wall
Pretty poor kid. Forty-two room house."

"And there was a | aw against it?" Mrey asked. "I mean it's |ike nmaking a | aw agai nst
breat hi ng. "

"Certainly was. Add law, of course. Kid got set back two grades. Wuld have been nore but,
my God, he was only a Grade Three as it was."

"Yeah," said Morey, wetting his lips. "Say, Dad-"

"Urn?"

Morey cleared his throat. "Uh-I wonder-1 nean what's the penalty, for instance, for things
like-well, msusing nations on anything |like that?"

El on's eyebrows went high. "M susing rations?"

"Say you had a liquor ration, it mght be, and instead of drinking it, you-well, flushed

it down the drain on sonething.

His voice trailed off. Elon was frowning. He said, "Funny thing, seens |I'mnot as
broadni nded as | thought | was. For sone reason, | don't find that anusing."”

"Sorry," Morey croaked.

And he certainly was.

It m ght be dishonest, but it was doing hima |lot of good, for days went by and no one
seened to have penetrated his secret. Cherry was happy. Wai nwni ght found occasion after occasion
to pat Morey's back. The wages of sin were turning out to be prosperity and happi ness.

There was a bad nonent when Morey canme hone to find Cherry in the middle of supervising a
t eam of packi ng-robots; the new house, suitable to his higher grade, was ready, and they were
expected to nove in the next day. But Cherry hadn't been bel owstairs, and Morey had his househol d
robots clean up the evidences of what they had been doing before the packers got that fan

The new house was, by Mrey's standards, pure |uxury.

It was only fifteen roonms. Mdrey had shrewdly retained one nore robot than was required
for a Cass Five, and had been allowed a conpensating deduction in the size of his house.

The robot quarters were less secluded than in the old house, though, and that was a
di sadvant age. More than once Cherry had snuggled up to himin the delightful intinmacy of their one
bed in their single bedroomand said, with faint curiosity, "I wish they'd stop that noise." And
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Morey had pronised to speak to Henry about it in the norning. But there was nothing he could say
to Henry, of course, unless he ordered Henry to stop the tirel ess consuming through each of the
day's twenty-four hours that kept them al ways ahead, but never quite far enough ahead, of the

i nexorabl e weekly increnent of ration quotas.

But, though Cherry nmight once in a while have a nonment's curiosity about what the robots
were doi ng, she was not likely to be able to guess at the facts. Her upbringing was, for once, on
Morey's side- she knew so little of the grind, grind, grind of consuming that was the lot of the
| ower cl asses that she scarcely noticed that there was less of it.

Morey al nost, sonetines, rel axed.

He t hought of many ingenious chores for robots, and the robots politely and enotionl essly
obeyed.

Morey was a success.

It wasn't all gravy. There was a nervous nmonment for Mrey when the quarterly survey report
came in the mail. As the day for the Ration Board to check over the degree of wear on the turned-
in discards cane due, Moirey began to sweat. The clothing and fum tune and househol d goods the
robots had consuned for himwere very nearly in shreds. It had to | ook plausible, that was the big
t hi ng-no nornmal person would wear a hole conpletely through the knee of a pair of pants, as Henry
had done with his dress suit before Mirey stopped him Wuld the Board question it?

Wirse, was there sonething about the way the robots consunmed the stuff that would give the
whol e show away? Some special wear point in the robot anatony, for instance, that would nub a hole
where no human's body could, or stretch a seamthat should nornally be under no strain at all?

It was worrisone. But the worry was needl ess. Wen the report of survey cane, Mrey |et
out a long-held breath. Not a single itemdisallowed!

Morey was a success-and so was his schene!

To the successful man cone the rewards of success. Moirey arrived home one evening after a
hand day's work at the office and was alarned to find another car parked in his drive. It was a
tiny two-seater, the sort affected by top officials and the veny well-to-do.

Ri ght then and there Mrrey |learned the first half of the enbezzler's | esson: Anything
different is dangerous. He cane uneasily into his own home, fearful that some high officer of the
Rati on Board had cone to ask questions.

But Cherry was glowing. "M. Porfinio is a newspaper feature witer and he wants to wite

you up for their 'Consuners of Distinction' page! Mrey, | couldn't be nore proud!"
"Thanks," said Mirey glumy. "Hello."
M. Porfirio shook Morey's hand warmy. "I'mnot exactly froma newspaper," he corrected

"Trans-video Press is what it is, actually. W're a news wire service; we supply forty-seven
hundred papers with news and feature material. Every one of them" he added conpl acently, "on the
requi red consunption |ist of Grades One through Six inclusive. W have a Sunday suppl enment self-
hel p feature on consum ng problens and we like to-well, give credit where credit is due. You've
established an enviable record, M. Fry. We'd Ilike to tell our readers about it."

"Un," said Mrey. "Let's go in the drawing room"

"Ch, nol" Cherry said firmy. "I want to hear this. He's so nbdest, M. Porfirio, you'd
real ly never know what kind of a man he is just to listen to himtal k. Wy, ny goodness, |I'mhis
wife and I swear | don't know how he does all the consum ng he does. He sinply-"

"Have a drink, M. Porfirio," Mrey said, against all etiquette. "Rye? Scotch? Bourbon?
G n-and-toni c? Brandy Al exander? Dry Manha-|I mean what woul d you |ike?" He becane conscious that
he was babbling Iike a fool

"Anything," said the newsman. "Rye is fine. Now, M. Fry, | notice you' ve fixed up your
pl ace very attractively here and your wife says that your country hone is just as nice. As soon as
I cane in, | said to nyself, 'Beautiful hone. Hardly a stick of furniture that isn't absolutely
necessary. Mght be a Grade Six or Seven.' And Ms. Fry. says the other place is even barer."

"She does, does she?" Morey chall enged sharply. "Well, let nme tell you, M. Porfirio, that
every last scrap of ny furniture allowance is accounted for! | don't know what you're getting at,
but -"

"Ch, | certainly didn't nean to inply anything like that! | just want to get sone

information fromyou that | can pass on to our readers. You know, to sort of help themdo as well
as yourself. How do you do it?"

Morey swal | owed. "We-W-well, we just keep after it. Hand work, that's all."

Ponfirio nodded adnmiringly. "Hard work," he repeated, and fished a triple-folded sheet of
paper out of his pocket to nake notes on. "Wuld you say," he went on, "that anyone could do as
well as you sinply by devoting hinself to it-setting a regular schedule, for exanple, and keeping
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to it very strictly?"

"Ch, yes," said Mrey.

"In other words, it's only a natter of doing what you have to do every day?"

"That's it exactly. | handle the budget in ny house-nore experience than ny wife, you see-
but no reason a wonman can't do it."

"Budgeting," Porfirio recorded approvingly. "That's our policy, too."

The interview was not the terror it had seened, not even when Porfirio tactfully called
attention to Cherry's slimwaistline ("So many housew ves, Ms. Fry, find it difficult to keep
frombeing-well, alittle plunmp”) and Mdrey had to invent endless hours on the exercise nachines,
while Cherry | ooked faintly perplexed, but did not interrupt.

Fromthe interview, however, Mrey |earned the second half of the enbezzler's |esson
After Porfirio had gone, he | eaped in and spoke nore than a little firmy to Cherry. "That
busi ness of exercise, dear. W really have to start doing it. | don't know if you' ve noticed it,
but you are beginning to get just a trifle heavier and we don't want that to happen, do we?"

In the followi ng grimand unnecessary sessions on the nechanical horses, Mrey had plenty
of time to reflect on the lesson. Stolen treasures are | ess sweet than one would |ike, when one
dare not enjoy themin the open.

But some of Mdrey's treasures were fairly earned.

The new Bradnoon K-SO Spi n-a-Gane, for instance, was his very owmn. Hi s job was design and
creation, and he was a fortunate man in that his efforts were pernitted to be expended al ong the
line of greatest social utility-nanmely, to increase consunption

The Spin-a-Ganme was a well-nigh perfect machine for the purpose. "Brilliant," said
Wai nwni ght, beam ng, when the pil ot nmachi ne had been put through its first tests. "Quess they
don't call ne the Tal entpicker for nothing. | knew you could do it, boy!"

Even How and was | avish in his praise. He sat munching on a plate of petits-fours (he was
still only a Grade Three) while the tests were going on, and when they were over, he said
ent husi astically, "lIt's a beauty, Mrey. That series-corrupter-sensational! Never saw a prettier

pi ece of machinery."”

Morey flushed gratefully.

Wai nwni ght | eft, exuding praise, and Morey patted his pilot node] affectionately and
admired its polychrone gleam The |ooks of the machine, as Wainwight had |lectured many a tinme,
were as inportant as its function: "You have to make themwant to play it, boy! They won't play it
if they don't see it!" And consequently the whole K series was distinguished by flashing rai nbows
of light, provocative strains of music, haunting scents that drifted into the nostrils of the
passerby with conpelling effect.

Morey had drawn heavily on all the old nmasterpieces of design- the one-armbandit, the
pi nbal I machi ne, the juke box. You put your ration book in the hopper. You spun the wheels unti
you sel ected the gane you wanted to play agai nst the nachine. You punched buttons or spun dials
or, in any of 325 different ways, you pitted your human skill against the magnetic-taped skills of
t he machi ne.

And you lost. You had a chance to win, but the inexorable statistics of the nmachine's
setting nmade sure that if you played | ong enough, you had to | ose.

That is to say, if you risked a ten-point ration stanp-show ng, perhaps, that you had
consunmed three six-course neal s-your statistic return was eight points. You might hit the jackpot
and get a thousand points back, and thus be exenpt froma whole freezenful of steaks and joints
and prepared vegetables; but it sel dom happened. Most likely you | ost and got nothing.

Got nothing, that is, in the way of your hazarded ration stanps. But the beauty of the
machi ne, which was Morey's nain contribution, was that, win on |ose, you always found a pellet of
vi tam n-drenched, sugar-coated antibiotic hornone gumin the hopper. You played your game, won on
| ost your stake, popped your hornmone guminto your nouth and played another. By the tine that game
was ended, the gumwas used up, the coating dissolved; you discarded it and started anot her

"That's what the nan fromthe NRB |liked," How and told Morey confidentially. "He took a
set of schematics back with him they might install it on all new nachines. Ch, you're the fair-
haired boy, all right!"

It was the first Mrey had heard about a man fromthe National Ration Board. It was good
news. He excused hinself and hurried to phone Cherry the stony of his |atest successes. He reached
her at her mother's, where she was spending the evening, and she was properly inpressed and
affectionate. He cane back to How and in a gl owi ng hunor.

"Drink?" said How and diffidently.

"Sure," said Morey. He could afford, he thought, to drink as nuch of Howl and's |iquor as
he |iked; poor guy, sunk in the consum ng qui cksands of Cass Three. Only fair for sonebody a

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (72 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

little nore successful to give hima hand once in a while.
And when Howl and, |earning that Cherry had |left Mdrey a bachelor for the evening, proposed
Uncle Piggotty's again, Mirey hardly hesitated at all

The Bi gel ows were delighted to see him Mrey wondered briefly if they had a honeg;
certainly they didn't seemto spend nmuch tine init.

It turned out they did, because when Mirey indicated virtuously that he'd only stopped in
at Piggotty's for a single drink before dinner, and How and reveal ed that he was free for the
eveni ng, they captured Mrey and bore himoff to their house.

Tanaqui | Bi gel ow was haughtily apol ogetic. "I don't suppose this is the kind of place M.
Fry is used to," she observed to her husband, right across Mrey, who was standi ng between t hem
"Still, we call it hone."

Morey made an appropriately polite remark. Actually, the place nearly turned his stomach
It was an enornous gl aringly new mansi on, bigger even than Mrey's former house, stuffed to
bursting with bul ging sofas and pi anos and nassi ve mahogany chairs and tri-D sets and bedroons and
drawi ng roons and breakfast rooms and nurseries.

The nurseries were a shock to Murey; it had never occurred to himthat the Bigel ows had
children. But they did and, though the children were only five and eight, they were still up,
under the care of a brace of robot nursemaids, doggedly playing with their overstuffed animls and
m niature trains.

"You don't know what a confort Tony and Dick are," Tanaquil Bigelow told Mrey. "They
consunme so nmuch nore than their rations. Walter says that every fanmily ought to have at |east two
on three children to, you know, help out. Walter's so intelligent about these things, it's a
pl easure to hear himtal k. Have you heard his poem Mrey? The one he calls The Twoness of-"

Morey hastily admitted that he had. He reconciled hinself to a gl umevening. The Bi gel ows
had been eccentric but fun back at Uncle Piggotty's. On their own ground, they seemed just as
eccentric, but painfully dull.

They had a round of cocktails, and another, and then the Bigel ows no | onger seened so
dulI. Dinner was ghastly, of course; Mrey was nouveau-ni che enough to be a snob about his
relatively Spartan table. But he minded his manners and sanpled, with grimconcentration, each
successi ve course of chunky protein and rich marinades. Wth the hel p of the endl ess successi on of
tabl e wines and |iqueurs, dinnen ended w thout destroying his evening or his strained digestive
system

And afterward, they were a pleasant conpany in the Bigelows
ornate drawing room Tanaquil Bigelow, in consultation with the children, checked over their
rati on books and came up with the announcenent that they would have a brief recital by a pair of
robot dancers, followed by string nmusic by a robot quartet. Mrey prepared hinself for the worst,
but found before the dancers were through that he was enjoying hinself. Strange | esson for Morey:
When you didn't have to watch them the robot entertainers were fun

"Good night, deans," Tanaquil Bigelow said firmy to the children when the dancers were
done. The boys rebelled, naturally, but they went. It was only a natter of mnutes, though, before
one of themwas back, clutching at Morey's sleeve with a pudgy hand.

Morey | ooked at the boy uneasily, having little experience with children. He said, "Unh-
what is it, Tony?"

"Di ck, you nean," the boy said. "G nme your autograph." He poked an engraved pad and a
vulgarly jewel ed pencil at Norey.

Morey dazedly signed and the child ran off, Mrey staring after him Tanaquil Bi gel ow
| aughed and expl ai ned, "He saw your nane in Ponfinio's colum. Dick |loves Porfirio, reads him
every day. He's such an intellectual kid, really. He'd al ways have his nose in a book if | didn't
keep after himto play with his trains and watch tri-D."

"That was quite a nice wite-up," Walter Bigelow comented- a little enviously, Morey
t hought. "Bet you nmake Consuner of the Year. | wish," he sighed, "that we could get a little ahead
on the quotas the way you did. But it just never seens to work out. W eat and play and consune
i ke crazy, and sonehow at the end of the nonth we're always a little behind in sonething-
everyt hing keeps piling up-and then the Board sends us a warning, and they call me down and, first
thing you know, |'ve got a couple of hundred added penalty points and we're worse off than
before.”

"Never you mind," Tanaquil replied staunchly. "Consuning isn't everything in life. You
have your work."

Bi gel ow nodded j udi ci ously and offered Mrey another drink. Another drink, however, was
not what Morey needed. He was sitting in a rosy glow, |ess of alcohol than of sheer contentnent
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with the world.
He said suddenly, "Listen."
Bi gel ow | ooked up fromhis own drink. "Eh?"
“I'f I tell you sonething that's a secret, will you keep it that way?"
Bi gel ow runbl ed, "Wy, | guess so, Mrey."

But his wife cut in sharply, "Certainly we will, Mrey. O course! Wuat is it?" There was
a gleamin hen eye, Mirey noticed. It puzzled him but he decided to ignone it.
He said, "About that wite-up. I-1"mnot such a hot-shot con-

surer, really, you know. In fact-" Al of a sudden, everyone's eyes seened to be on him For a
tortured nonent, Mrey wondered if he was doing the right thing. A secret that two people knhow is

conprom sed, and a secret known to three people is no secret. Still- "It's like this," he said
firmy. "You renmenber what we were tal king

about at Uncle Piggotty's that night? Well, when | went home | went down to the robot quarters,
and | -"

He went on fromthere

Tanaquil Bigelow said triunphantly, "I knew it!"

Wal ter Bigelow gave his wife a nild, reproving | ook. He declared soberly, "You' ve done a
big thing, Mrey. A mghty big thing. God willing, you' ve pronounced the death sentence on our
society as we know it. Future generations will revere the name of Mrey Fry." He solemmly shook
Morey' s hand.

Morey said dazedly, "I what?"

Wal ter nodded. It was a valedictory. He turned to his wife. "Tanaquil, we'll have to cal
an energency neeting."

"Of course, Walter," she said devotedly.

"And Morey will have to be there. Yes, you'll have to, Mrey; no excuses. W want the
Br ot herhood to neet you. Right, How and?"

Howl and coughed uneasily. He nodded nonconmittally and took another drink

Morey denmanded desperately, "What are you tal king about? Howl and, you tell ne!"

Howl and fiddled with his drink. "Well," he said, "it's |like Tan was telling you that
night. A few of us, well, politically mature persons have formed a little group. We-"

"Little group!" Tanaquil Bigelow said scornfully. "How and, sonetimes | wonder if you
really catch the spirit of the thing at all! It's everybody, Mrey, everybody in the world. Wy,
there are eighteen of us night here in A d Town! There are scores nore all over the world! | knew
you were up to something like this, Mrey. | told Walter so the norning after we nmet you. | said,
"Walter, mark nmy words, that man Morey is up to sonething.' But | nust say," she adnmitted
wor shipfully, "I didn't know it would have the scope of what you're proposing now |nmagi ne-a whol e

worl d of consuners, rising as one nan, shouting the name of Morey Fry, fighting the Ration Board
with the Board' s own weapon-the robots. \Wat poetic justice!"

Bi gel ow nodded ent husi astically. "Call Uncle Piggotty's, dean," he ordered. "See if you
can round up a quorumright now Meanwhile, Mrey and | are going belowstairs. Let's go, Morey-
let's get the new world started!"

Morey sat there open-mouthed. He closed it with a snap. "Bigelow," he whispered, "do you
mean to say that you're going to spread this idea around through sonme kind of subversive
organi zati on?"

"Subversive?" Bigelow repeated stiffly. "My dear nman, all creative nminds are subversive
whet her they operate singly or in such a group as the Brotherhood of Freemen. | scarcely I|ike-"

"Never mnd what you like," Mrey insisted. "You're going to call a neeting of this
Br ot her hood and you want me to tell themwhat | just told you. Is that right?"

"Wl l-yes."

Morey got up. "I wish | could say it's been nice, but it hasn't. Good night!"

And he storned out before they could stop him

Qut on the street, though, his resolution deserted him He hailed a robot cab and ordered
the driven to take himon the traditional time-killing ride through the park while he nade up his
m nd.

The fact that he had left, of course, was not going to keep Bigel ow from goi ng through
with his announced intention. Mrey renmenbered, now, fragments of conversation from Bi gel ow and
his wife at Uncle Piggotty's, and cursed hinself. They had, it was perfectly true, said and hinted
enough about politics and purposes to put himon his guard. Al that nonsense about twoness had
di verted himfrom what shoul d have been perfectly clear: They were subversives indeed.

He glanced at his watch. Late, but not too late; Cherry would still be at her parents
hore.
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He | eaned f' nward and gave the driver their address. It was |like beginning the first of a
hundr ed- shot series of injections: you knowit's going to cure you, but it hurts just the sane.

Morey said nanfully: "And that's it, sin. | know I've been a fool. I"'mwlling to take the
consequences. "

A d Elon rubbed his jaw thoughtfully. "Un," he said.

Cherry and her nother had | ong passed the point where they could say anything at all; they
were seated side by side on a couch across the room |istening with expressions of strain and
incredulity.

El on said abruptly, "Excuse me. Phone call to make." He left the roomto nake a brief cal
and returned. He said over his shoulder to his wife, "Coffee. W'Il need it. Got a problemhere."

Morey said, "Do you think-1 mean what should | do?"

El on shrugged, then, surprisingly, grinned. "Wat can you do?" he demanded cheerful ly.
"Done plenty already, |I'd say. Drink sone coffee. Call | made,"” he explained, "was to Jim ny |aw
clerk. He'll be here in a mnute. Get sone dope fromJim then we'll know better."

Cherry came oven to Mdrrey and sat beside him All she said was, "Don't worry," but to
Morey it conveyed all the nmeaning in the world. He returned the pressure of hen hand with a
feeling of deepest relief. Hell, he said to hinmself, why should I worry? Wrst they can do to ne
is drop ne a couple of grades and what's so bad about that?

He grimaced involuntarily. He had remenbered his own early struggles as a Cass One and
what was so bad about that.

The law clerk arrived, a smallish robot with a battened stainl esssteel hide and dul
coppery features. Elon took the robot aside for a terse conversation before he cane back to Mrey.

"As | thought," he said in satisfaction. "No precedent. No |l aws prohibiting. Therefore no

crinme."

"Thank heaven!" Morey said in ecstatic relief.

El on shook his head. "They'|l probably give you a reconditioning and you can't expect to
keep your Grade Five. Probably call it antisocial behavior. Is, isn't it?"

Dashed, Morey said, "Oh." He frowned briefly, then | ooked up. "All night, Dad, if |I've got
it comng tome, I'll take ny nmedicine."”

"Way to talk," Elon said approvingly. "Now go hone. Get a good night's sleep. First thing
in the norning, go to the Ration Board. Tell 'emthe whole story, beginning to end. They'll be
easy on you." Elon hesitated. "Well, fairly easy," he anended. "I hope."

The condemmed man ate a hearty breakfast.

He had to. That norning, as Morey awoke, he had the sick certainty that he was going to be
consunmng triple nations for a long, long tinme to cone.

He ki ssed Cherry good-by and took the long ride to the Ration Board in silence. He even
| eft Henry behi nd.

At the Board, he stanmered at a series of receptionist robots and was finally brought into
the presence of a mildly supercilious young man naned Hachette.

"My nane," he started, "is Mirey Fry. I-1"ve cone to-tal k over sonething |I've been doing
with-"

"Certainly, M. Fry," said Hachette. "I'll take you in to Mi. Newran right away."

"Don't you want to know what | did?" demanded Mbrey.

Hachette smiled. "What makes you think we don't know?" he said, and left.

That was Surprise Nunber One

Newman explained it. He grinned at Mdrey and ruefully shook his head. "All the time we get
this,” he conplained. "People just don't take the trouble to | earn anything about the world anound
them Son," he demanded, "what do you think a robot is? ~

Morey said, "Huh?"

"I mean how do you think it operates? Do you think it's just a kind of a man with a tin
skin and wi ne nerves?"

"Why, no. It's a machine, of course. It isn't human."”

Newmran beaned. "Fine!" he said. "It's a machine. It hasn't got flesh on blood or
intestines-on a brain. Oh-" he held up a hand- "robots are snmart enough. | don't nmean that. But an
el ectroni ¢ thinking nachine, Wi Fry, takes about as much space as the house you're living in. It
has to. Robots don't carry brains around with them brains are too heavy and nuch too bul ky. "

"Then how do they think?"

"Wth their brains, of course.”

"But you just said-"
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"l said they didn't carry them Each robot is in constant radi o communication with the
Master Control on its TBR circuit-the 'Tal k Between Robots' radio. Master Control gives the
answer, the robot acts.”

"I see," said Morey. "Well, that's very interesting, but-"

"But you still don't see," said Newnan. "Figure it out. If the robot gets infornmation from
Master Control, do you see that Master Control in return necessarily gets information fromthe
robot ?"

"Ch," said Morey. Then, |ouder, "Ch! You nean that all ny robots have been-" The words
woul dn't cone.

Newman nodded in satisfaction. "Every bit of information of that sort comes to us as a
matter of course. Wiy, M. Fry, if you hadn't cone in today, we would have been sending for you

within a very short time."

That was the second surprise. Mrey bore up under it bravely. After all, it changed
not hi ng, he reni nded hi nsel f.
He said, "Well, be that as it may, sir, here |l am | cane in of nmy own free will. |'ve

been using ny robots to consune ny ration quotas-"
"I ndeed you have," said Newran.

"-and I'mwilling to sign a statenent to that effect any tine you like. | don't know what
the penalty is, but I'll take it. I"'maguilty; | admt my guilt."

Newman's eyes were wide. "Q@iilty?" he repeated. "Penalty?"

Morey was startled. "Wy, yes,"” he said. "I'mnot denying anything."

"Penal ties,"” repeated Newnan nusingly. Then he began to |augh. He | aughed, Mrey thought,
to consi derabl e excess; Mrrey saw nothing he could | augh at, hinself, in the situation. But the
situation, Mrey was forced to adnit, was rapidly getting conpletely inconprehensible.

"Sorry," said Newran at |ast, wiping his eyes, "but | couldn't help it. Penalties! Well
WMh. Fry, let me set your nind at rest. | wouldn't worry about the penalties if | were you. As soon
as the reports began com ng through on what you had done with your robots, we naturally assigned a
special teamto keep observing you, and we forwarded a report to the national headquarters. W
made certain-ah-recommendations in it and-well, to make a |l ong story short, the answers cane back
yest er day.

"M. Fry, the National Ration Board is delighted to know of your contribution toward
i mproving our distribution problem Pending a further study, a tentative program has been adopted
for setting up consum ng-robot units all over the country based on your scheme. Penalties? M.

Fry, you're a hero!"

A hero has responsibilities. Morey's were quickly nade clean to him He was allowed tine
for a brief reassuring visit to Cherry, a triunmphal tour of his old office, and then he was rushed
off to Washington to be quizzed. He found the National Ration Board in a frenzy of work.

"The nost inmportant job we've ever done," one of the high officers told him "I wouldn't
be surprised if it's the last one we ever have! Yes, sir, we're trying to put ourselves out of
busi ness for good and we don't want a single thing to go wong."

"Anything | can do to hel p-" Mrey began diffidently.

"You' ve done fine, M. Fry. Gave us just the push we've been needing. It was there all the
time for us to see, but we were too close to the fonest to see the trees, if you get what | nean
Look, I'mnot nuch on rhetoric and this is the biggest step nankind has taken in centuries and
can't put it into words. Let ne show you what we've been doing."

He and a del egation of other officials of the Ration Board and nmen whose nanmes Mrey had
repeatedly seen in the newspapers took Morey on an inspection tour of the entire plant.

"I't's a closed cycle, you see," he was told, as they |ooked over a chanber of
i ndustriously ploddi ng consuner-robots working off a shipnent of shoes. "Nothing is permanently
lost. If you want a car, you get one of the newest and best. If not, your car gets driven by a
robot until it's ready to be turned in and a new one gets built for next year. W don't |ose the
nmet al s-they can be salvaged. All we lose is a little power and | abor. And the Sun and the atom
give us all the power we need, and the robots give us nore | abor than we can use. Sane thing
applies, of course, to all products."”

"But what's in it for the robots?" Mrey asked.

"I beg your pardon?" one of the biggest nen in the country said unconprehendi ngly.

Morey had a difficult nonent. H s anal ysis had conditi oned hi magai nst waste and this
deci dedly was sheer destruction of goods, no nmatter how scientific the jargon m ght be.

"I'f the consuner is just using up things for the sake of using themup," he said doggedly,
realizing the danger he was inviting, "we could use wear-and-tear nachines instead of robots.
After all why waste then®?"
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They | ooked at each other worniedly.

"But that's what you were doing," one pointed out with a faint note of threat.

"Ch, no!" Morey quickly objected. "I built in satisfaction circuits
-ny training in design, you know. Adjustable circuits, of course."

"Satisfaction circuits?" he was asked. "Adjustable?"

"Well, sure. If the robot gets no satisfaction out of using up things-"

"Don't talk nonsense," grow ed the Ration Board official. "Robots aren't human. How do you
make them feel satisfaction? And adjustable satisfaction at that!"

Morey explained. It was a highly technical explanation, involving the use of great sheets
of paper and el aborate diagrans. But there were trained nen in the group and they becane even nore
excited than before

"Beautiful!" one cried in scientific rapture. "Wy, it takes care of every possible noral
| egal and psychol ogi cal argunent!"

"What does?" the Ration Board official demanded. " How?"

"You tell him M. Fry."

Morey tried and couldn't. But he could show how his principle operated. The Ration Board
| ab was turned over to him conplete with nore assistants than he knew how to give orders to, and
they built satisfaction circuits for a squad of robots working in a hat factory.

Then Morey gave his denonstration. The robots nmanufactured hats of all sorts. He adjusted
the circuits at the end of the day and the robots began trying on the hats, squabbling over them
each coming away triunphantly with a huge and di verse selection. Their nmetallic features were
i ncapabl e of showi ng pride or pleasure, but both were evident in the way they wore their hats,
their fierce possessiveness . . . and their faster, neater, nore intensive, nore dedicated work to
produce a still greater quantity of hats . . . which they also were allowed to own.

"You see?" an engi neer exclained delightedly. "They can be adjusted to want hats, to wear
themlovingly, to wean the hats to pieces. And not just for the sake of wearing themout-the hats
are an incentive for them"

"But how can we go on producing just hats and nore hats?" the Ration Board nan asked
puzzledly. "Civilization does not live by hats al one."

"That," said Morey nodestly, "is the beauty of it. Look."

He set the adjustment of the satisfaction circuit as porter robots brought in skids of
gl oves. The hat-manufacturing robots fought oven the gloves with the same mechani cal passion as
they had for hats.

"And that can apply to anything we-on the robots-produce,” Mrey added. "Everything from
pins to yachts. But the point is that they get satisfaction from possession, and the craving can
be regul ated according to the glut in various industries, and the robots show their appreciation
by working harder." He hesitated. "That's what | did for ny servant-robots. It's a feedback, you
see. Satisfaction |leads to nore work-and better work-and that means nore goods, which they can be
made to want, which nmeans incentive to work, and so on, all around.”

"Cl osed cycle,” whispered the Ration Board nan in awe. "A real closed cycle this tinel"

And so the inexorable |aws of supply and denmand were irrevocably repeal ed. No | onger was
manki nd hanpered by i nadequate supply on drowned by overproduction. Wat manki nd needed was there.
What the race did not require passed into the insatiabl e-and adjustabl e-robot naw. Not hi ng was
wast ed.

For a pipeline has two ends.

Morey was thanked, conplinmented, rewarded, given a ticker-tape parade through the city,
and put on a plane back hone. By that tine, the Ration Board had |iquidated itself.

Cherry net himat the airport. They jabbered excitedly at each other all the way to the
house.

In their owm living room they finished the kiss they had greeted each other with. At |ast
Cherry broke away, | aughing.

Morey said, "Did | tell you I'mthrough with Bradnoor? From
now on | work for the Board as civilian consultant. And," he added inpressively, "starting right
away, |'ma Cass Eight!"

"My!" gasped Cherry, so worshipfully that Mrey felt a twi nge of conscience.

He said honestly, "OF course, if what they were saying in Washington is so, the cl asses
aren't going to nean nmuch pretty soon. Still, it's quite an honor."

"It certainly is," Cherry said staunchly. "Wy, Dad's only a O ass Eight hinself and he's
been a judge for | don't know how nany years."

Morey pursed his lips. "W can't all be fortunate,

he said generously. "OF course, the
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classes still will count for sonmething-that is, a Cass One wifi have so nmuch to consunme in a
year, a Class Two will have a little I ess, and so on. But each person in each class will have
robot help, you see, to do the actual consum ng. The way it's going to be, special facsinle
robots will-"

Cherry flagged hi mdown. "I know, dear. Each family gets a robot duplicate of every person
inthe famly."

"Ch," said Mrey, slightly annoyed. "How did you know?"

"Qurs came yesterday," she explained. "The man fromthe Board said we were the first in
the area-because it was your idea, of course. They haven't even been activated yet. |'ve still got
themin the Gceen Room Want to see thenP"

"Sure," said Mirey buoyantly. He dashed ahead of Cherry to inspect the results of his own
brainstorm There they were, standing statue-still against the wall, waiting to be energized to
begin their endl ess tasks.

"Yours is real pretty," Mrey said gallantly. "But-say, is that thing supposed to | ook
like me?" He inspected the chrom um face of the man-robot di sapprovingly.

"Only roughly, the man said." Cherry was right behind him "Notice anything el se?"

Morey | eaned closer, inspecting the featunes of the facsimle robot at a close range. "Wll, no,"
he said. "It's got a kind of squint that | don't |ike, but-Ch, you nean that!" He bent over to
exam ne a smaller robot, half hidden between the other pair. It was |l ess than two feet high, big-
headed, pudgy-linbed, thick-bellied. In fact, Mrey thought wonderingly, it |ooked al nost |ike-
"My God!" Morey spun around, staring wi de-eyed at his wife.

"You nean-"

"I mean," said Cherry, blushing slightly.

Morrey reached out to grab her in his arms. "Darling!" he cried. "Wiy didn't you tell nme?"

The Snowren

TANDY said, "Not tonight, Howard. Way, I'mpractically in bed already, see?" And she flipped the
vision switch just for a second; |ong enough so | could get a glinpse of a sheer negligee and
feathered slippers and, well, naturally, | couldn't quite believe that she really wanted ne to
stay away. Nobody nade her flip that switch

| said, "Just for a minute, Tandy. One drink. Alittle nusic, perhaps a dance-"

"Howard, you're terrible.”

"No, dearest," | said, fast and soft and close to the phone, "I'mnot terrible, I"'monly
very much in love. Don't say no. Don't say a word. Just close your eyes and in ten mnutes I'll be
t here, and-"

And then, confound them they had to start that yapping. Bl eepbl eep on the phone, and
then: "Attention all citizens! Stand by for orders! Your world federal government has proclainmed a
state of unlinmted enmergency. Al heatpunp power generators in excess of eight horsepower per-"

| sl ammed down the phone in disgust. Leave it to them Yack-yack on the phone |ines at al
hours of the day and night, no consideration for anybody. | was disgusted, and then, when | got to
t hi nki ng, not so disgusted. Why not go right over? She hadn't said no; she hadn't had a chance.

So | got the Bug out, |ocked the doors and set the thernpstats, and | set out.

It isn't two mles to Tandy's place. Five years ago, even | could nake it in three or four
mnutes: nowit takes ten. | call it a dammed shane, though no one el se seens to care. But |'ve
al ways been nore adventurous than most, and nore social -minded. Jeffrey Gtis wouldn't care about
things like that. Ittel du Bois wouldn't even knowhis idea is to bury his nose in a drana-tape
when he goes out of the house, and let the Bug drive itself. But not ne. | like to drive, even if
you can't see anything and the autopilot is perfectly reliable. Life is for living, | say. Live
it.

| don't pretend to understand this scientific stuff either-Ileave science to the people who
like it, is another thing | say. But you know how when you're in your Bug and you' ve set the
direction-finder for sonebody's place, there's this beepbeepbeepbeep when you're going right and a
beepsQUAWK or a SQUAVKbeep when you go off the track? It has sonething to do with radio, only not
radio-that's out of the question now, they say-but with sort of tel ephoned nessages through the
magnma of the Earth's core. Well, that's what it says in the nanual, and | know because one day
gl anced through it. Anyway. Excuse me for getting technical. But | was going along toward Tandy's
place, ny mind full of warm pleasures and anticipating, and suddenly the beepbeepbeep stopped, and
there was a sort of crystal chine and then a voice: "Attention! Operation of private vehicles is
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forbidden! Return to your hone and listen to tel ephoned orders every hour on the hour!" And then
t he beepbeepbeep again. Wiy, they' d even learned howto jamthe direction-finder with their
confounded yapping! It was very annoying, and angrily | snapped the DF off. Daring? Yes, but |
have to say that |I'man excellent driver, wonderful sense of direction, hardly need the direction-
finder in the first place. And anyway we were close; the thernmal pointers in the nose had al ready
pi cked up Tandy's tenperature gradient.

Tandy opened the | ocks herself. "Howard," she said in soft surprise, clutching the bl ack
filmof negligee. "You really came. Ch, naughty Howard!"

"My darling!" | breathed, reaching out for her. But she dodged.

"No, Howard," she said severely, "you nustn't do that. Sit down for a nmonent. Have one
little drink. And then I'mgoing to have to be terribly stubborn and send you right hone, dear."

"Of course," | said, because that was, after all, the rules of the game. "Just one drink
certainly.” But, dam it, she seened to nmean it! She wasn't a bit hospitable-1 mean, not really
hospi tabl e. She seened friendly enough and she tal ked sweetly enough, but... Well, for exanple,
she sat in the positively-not chair. | can tell you a |lot about the way Tandy furni shed her pl ace.

There's the wing chair by the fire, and that's a bad sign because the arns are slippery and
there's only roomfor one actually sitting init. There's the | ove seat- speaks for itself,

doesn't it? And there's the big sofa and, best of all, the bearskin rug. But way at the other end
of the scale is this perfectly straight, arnl ess cane-bottoned thing, with a M ng vase on one side
of it and a shrub of sone kind or other rooted in a bowl on the other, and that's where she sat.

| grunbled, "I shouldn't have cone at all."

"What, Howard?"

"I said, uh, | couldn't cone any, uh, faster. | nmean, | cane as fast as | could."

"I know you did, you brute," she said roguishly, and stopped the Martini-mxer. It poured
us each a drink. "Now don't dawdle," she said primy. "I've got to get sone sleep."

"To love," | said, and sipped the top off the Martini

"Don't do that," she warned. | got up fromthe floor at her feet and went back to another
chair. "You," she said, "are a hard man to handl e, Howard, dear." But she giggl ed.

Well, you can't win themall. | finished ny drink and, | don't know, | think |I would have
hung around about five mnutes just to show who was boss and then got back in the Bug and gone
home. Frankly, | was a little sleepy. It had been a wearing day, hours and hours with the orchids

and then listening to all nine Beethoven synphonies in a rowwhile | played solitaire.
But | heard the annunciator bell tinkle
| stared at Tandy.

"My," she said prettily, "I wonder who that can be?"
"Tandy!"
"Probably sormeone dull," she shrugged. "I won't answer. Now, do be a good boy and-"

"Tandy! How could you?" My nind raced; there was only one concl usion. "Tandy, do you have
Ittel du Bois coming here tonight? Don't lie to nme!"

"Howard, what a terrible thing to say. Ittel was |ast year."

"Tell me the truth!"

"I do not!" And she was angry. |'d hurt her, no doubt of it.

"Then it must be Jeffrey. | won't stand for it. | won the toss fair and square. Wiy can't
we wait until next year? It isn't decent. |-"

She stood up, her blue eyes snoldering. "Howard McCGui ness, you'd better go before you say
something | won't be able to forgive."

| stood ny ground. "Then who is it?"

"Ch, darn it," she said, and kicked viciously at the shrub by her left foot, "see for
yoursel f. Answer the door."

So | did.

Now, | know Ittel du Bois's Bug-it's a Buick-and |I know Jeff Qtis's. It wasn't either one
of them The vehicle outside Tandy's door parked next to mine was a very strange | ooking Bug
i ndeed. For one thing, it was only about eight feet |ong.

A bank of infrared |anps gl owed on, bathing it in heat; the caked ice that fornms in the
dead spots along the hull, behind the treads and so on, nelted, plopped off, turned into water and
ran into the drain grille. You know how a Bug will crack and twang when it's being warmed up? They
all do.

This one didn't.

It didn't make a sound. It was so silent that | could hear the snipsnip of Tandy's
automatic | oad adjuster, throwi ng another heatpunp into circuit to neet the drain of the infrared
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| anps. But no sound fromthe Bug outside. Also it didn't have caterpillar treads. Also it had-
well, you can believe this or not-it had w ndows.

"You see?" said Tandy, in a voice colder than the four niles of ice overhead. "Now would
you like to apol ogi ze to ne?"

"I apologize," | said in a voice that hardly got past ny lips. "I-" | stopped and
swal | owed. | begged, "Please, Tandy, what is it?"

She Iit a cigarette unsteadily. "Well, | don't rightly know. |I'mkind of glad you're here,
Howard," she confessed. "Maybe | shouldn't have tried to get rid of you."

"Tell me!"

She glanced at the Bug. "All right. 1'll nmake it fast. | got a call fromthis, uh, fellow
I couldn't understand himvery well. But. . . ."

She | ooked at ne sidew se.

"l understand," | said. "You thought he might be a mark."

She nodded.

"And you wouldn't cut me in!" | cried angrily. "Tandy, that's mean! Wen | found old

Buchmayr dead, didn't | cut you in on looting his place? Didn't | give you first pick of
everyt hing you want ed- except heat punps and nachi ne patterns, of course."

“I know, dear," she said miserably, "but-hush! He's com ng out."

She was | ooking out the window | |ooked too.

And then we | ooked at each other. That fellow out of the strange Bug, he was as strange as
his vehicle. He nmight be a mark or he nmight not; but of one thing I was pretty sure, and that was
that he wasn't hunman.

No. Not with huge white eyes and a serpentine frill of orange tendrils instead of hair.
At once all ny | ethargy and weari ness vani shed.
"Tandy," | cried, "he isn't human!"

"I know, " she whi spered.
"But don't you know what this nmeans? He's an alien! He must cone from another pl anet-
perhaps from another star. Tandy, this is the nost inmportant thing that ever happened to us." |

thought fast. "Tell you what," | said, "you let himin while | get around the side shaft-it's
defrosted, isn't it? Good." | hurried. At the side door | stopped and | ooked at her
af fectionately. "Dear Tandy," | said. "And you thought this was just an ordinary mark. You see?

You need ne." And | was off, leaving her that thought to chew on as she wel comed her visitor

| took a good long tinme in the stranger's Bug. Human or nonster, | could rely on Tandy to
keep himoccupied, so | was very thorough and didn't rush, and cane out with a splendid supply of
what seermed to be storage batteries. | couldn't quite make themout, but | was sure that power was

in them sonehow or other; and if there was power, the heatpunp would find a way to suck it out.
Those | took the opportunity of tucking away in ny own Bug before I went back in Tandy's place. No
use bot hering her about them

She was sitting in the wing chair, and the stranger was nowhere in sight. | raised ny
brows. She nodded. "Well," | said, "he was your guest. | won't interfere.”

Tandy was | ooki ng quiet, relaxed and happy. "Wat about the Bug?"

"Ch, lots of things," | said. "Plenty of netal! And food-a |lot of food, Tandy. O course,
we'll have to go easy on it, till we find out if we can digest it, but it smells delicious. And-"

"Punps?" she demanded.

"Funny," | said. "They don't seemto use them" She scow ed. "Honestly, dearest! You can

see for yourself-everything | found is piled right outside the door."

"What isn't in your Bug, you nean."

"Tandy!"

She gl owered a nonent |onger, then smiled like the sun bursting through clouds on an old
video tape. "No matter, Howard," she said tenderly, "we've got plenty. Let's have another Martini
shal | we?"

"OfF course." | waited and took the glass. "To love," | toasted. "And to crinme. By the way,
did you talk to himfirst?"

"Ch, for hours," she said crossly. "Yap, yap. He's as bad as the feds."

| got up and idly wal ked across the roomto the light switch. "Did he say anything
i nteresting?"

"Not very. He spoke a very poor grade of English, to begin with. Said he learned it off
ol d radi o broadcasts, of all things. They float around forever out in space, it seens."

| switched off the lights. "That better?"

She nodded drowsily, got up to refill her glass, and sat down again in the | ove seat. "He
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was awfully interested in the heatpunps,” she said drowsily.
| put a tape on the player-Tchai kovsky. Tandy is a fool for violins. "He |liked then"
"Ch, in a way. He thought they were clever. But dangerous, he said.”

"Hmand the feds," | murnured, sitting down next to her. dickclick, and our individua
body arnor went on stand-by alert. At the first hostile nove it would block us off, set up a force
field-well, | think it's called a force field. "The feds are al ways yappi ng about the punps too.

Did | tell you? They're even cutting in on the RDF channel s now. "

"Ch, Howard! That's too nuch." She sat up and got another drink-and sat, this tinme, on the
wi de, | ow sofa. She giggled

"What's the matter, dear?" | asked, comi ng over beside her

"He was so funny. Ya-ta-ta-ta, ya-ta-ta-ta, all about how the heatpunps were ruining the
world."

"Just like the feds." Cick-click some more, as | put nmy arm around her shoul ders.

"Just like," she agreed. "He said it was evidently extrenmely high technol ogy that produced
a device that took heat out of its surrounding anbi ent environment, but had we ever thought of
what woul d happen when all the heat was gone?"

"Crazy," | murnured into the base of her throat.
"Absolutely. As though all the heat could ever be gone! Absolute zero, he called it; said
we're only eight or ten degrees fromit now That's why the snow, he said." | made a sound of

polite disgust. "Yes, that's what he said. He said it wasn't just snow, it was frozen air- oxygen
and nitrogen and all those things. W've frozen the Earth solid, he says, and nowit's so shiny
that its libido is nearly perfect.”

| sat up sharply, then relaxed. "Ch. Not libido, dear. Al bedo. That neans it's shiny."

"That's what he said. He said the feds were right. . . . Howard. Howard, dear. Listen to
ne. "

"Ssh," | murmured. "Did he say anything el se?"

"But Howard! Please. You're-"

She rel axed, and then in a nonent giggled again. "Howard, wait. | forgot to tell you the

funni est part."
It was irritating, but | could afford to be patient. "Wat was that, dearest?"
"He didn't have any personal arnor!"
| sat up. | couldn't help it. "Wat?"

"None at all! Naked as a baby. So that proves he isn't hunan, doesn't it? | nean, if he
can't take the sinplest care of hinself, he's only a kind of animal, right?"

| thought. "Well, | suppose so," | said. Really, the concept was hard to swal |l ow.

"Good," she said, "because he's, well, in the freezer. | didn't want to waste him Howard.
And it isn't as if he was hunan."

| thought for a second. Well, why not? You get tired of rabbits and nice, and since there

hasn't been any open sky for pasturing for nearly fifty years, that's about all there is. Now that
I thought back on it, he was kind of plunp and appetizing at that.

And, in any case, that was a problemfor later on. | reached out idly and touched the
button that controlled the last light in the room the electric fireplace itself. "Ch," | said,
pausi ng. "Were did he come fron®"

"Sorry," her nuffled voice cane. "I forgot to ask."

| reached out thoughtfully and found nmy glass. There was a little bit left; | drained it

off. Funny that the creature should bother to come down. In the old days, yes; back when Earth was
open to the sky, you nmight expect aliens to cone skyrocketing down fromthe stars and all that.

But he'd cone all the way fromwell, fromwherever-and for what? Just to make a little soup for
the pot, to donate a little netal and power. It was funny, in a way. | couldn't help thinking that
the feds would have liked to have net him Not only because he agreed with them about the punps
and so on, but because they're interested in things like that. They're very earnest types, that's
why they're always issuing warnings and so on. O course, nobody pays any attention

Still.
Wel |, there was no sense bothering nmy snmall brain about that sort of stuff, was there? If
t he heat punps were dangerous, nobody woul d have bothered to invent them would they?

| set down ny glass and switched off the fireplace. Tandy was still and warm besi de ne;
nmoti onl ess but, believe ne, by no neans asl eep

How to Count on Your Fingers
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EVERYONE knows that the deci mal system of counting, which is based on the ten digits 0 through 9,
has driven out all other systens and has become universal, by virtue of being sinplest and best.
Li ke a good nany things that "everyone knows," there is one thing wong with that statenment. It
isn't so.

True, it is not that any of the predecessors of the decinmal systemis likely to nake a
conmeback. There is, for instance, vanishingly little chance that we will return to the Babyl oni an
sexagesi mal (to the base 60) systemthough that is a tough old bird and will not be finally dead
as long as we count 60 mnutes to the hour, and 360 degrees to the circle. There are traces of
systens to other bases surviving in such terms as "score" and the French word for 80, "quatre-
vingt," suggesting an extinct systemto the base 20; and in terns |like "dozen," "gross," and so
on, which appear to derive froma systemto the base 12.

In science fiction nost of the speculation on nunbering systens of the future has dwelt on
this base 12 ("duodecimal") system but it is hard to understand why. It is argued that a 12-digit
systemsinplifies witing "deci mal" equivalents of such fractions as *1/4 and 1/6, but that seens
a snall reward for the enornous task of conversion. Setting aside the nerits or denerits of the
duodeci nal systemitself, think of the cost of such a change. For a starter, our decimal system of
coi nage either goes down the drain, to be replaced by a new one, or lingers on as a clunsy
anachronismlike the British £/s/d. And that cost is only the bare beginning. Science is
measurenent and interpretation; wthout nmeasurenent, interpretation is foggy soul -searching; and
measur enment i s nunmber. Change our system of writing nunbers, and you nust translate nearly the
entire recorded body of human know edge-lab reports and tax returns, cost estimates and tine
studi es, know edge about the behavior of nu nmesons, and know edge about transactions on the New
York Stock Exchange.

The project of converting the world's essential records fromone system of nunbering to
anot her staggers the nmind. Its cost is nmeasurable not nerely in mllions of dollars, but in
perhaps nmillions of man-years.

That being so, why is this enornous project now in process?

The answer is, sinply, that machines aren't any smarter than Russi an peasants.

This is not neant to run down the Russians, but only to observe that UNI VAC and |van have
a lot of things in common-and one of these things is a lack of skill in performng decinal
mul tiplication and division.

Let's take a sinple sumsay, 87 x 93-and see how it would be done by us, by Ivan, and by
UNI VAC. You and I, having conpleted at |east a couple of years of grade school, wite down a
conpact little operation like this:

87
X93

That wasn't hard to do. If we had to, we probably could have done it in our heads.

However, lvan would find that pretty hard, because he didn't happen to go to grade school
(And neither did UNIVAC.) What Ivan would do in a sinmilar case is a process called "Russian
mul tiplication" - or sonetines "nediation and duplication.” (Wich is to say, "halving and
doubling.") It consists nmerely of witing down two columms of figures, side by side. The first
colum starts with one of your original figures, which is successively halved until there is
nothing left to halve. lIvan didn't understand fractions very well, so he sinply threw them away- he
would wite half of 25, for instance, as 12.

The second colunm starts with the other nunber, which is successively doubled as nany
times as the first nunmber was halved. As foll ows:

87 93

43 186
21 372
10 744
5 1488
2 2976
1 5952
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Havi ng gotten this far, Ivan exam nes the left-hand, or halved, colum for even nunbers.
He finds two of themthe fourth nunber, 10, and the sixth, 2. He strikes out the nunbers next to
themin the right-hand (or doubled) colum-that is, 744 and 2976. He then adds up the renaining
nunmbers in the right-hand col um:

93
186
372

Havi ng gone all around Robin Hood's barn to do it, as it appears, he was wound up with the
sane answer we got.

That may not seem i ke nuch of an accomplishment, at first glinpse, until you stop to
think of Ivan's innocence of the multiplication table, and then it beconmes pretty ingenious
i ndeed. lvan turns out to be a clever fellow

Yet he was not so clever, all the same, but what he would have | aughed in your face if you
had accused him of seeking help fromthe binary system of nunbering.

But that is what he did, and that, of course, is what UNIVAC and its electronic brothers
do today.

To see how UNI VAC does this, let's take sone nunbers apart and see what is inside them

Qur own deci mal nunbers-87, for exanple-are sinply a shorthand, "positional" way of saying
(inthis case) 8 X 10"1 plus 7 X 10"0. The larger the number the shorter the shorthand becones.
1956, for instance, is shorthand for one-tinmes-ten-cubed, plus nine-tinmes-ten-squared, plus five-
tinmes-ten, plus six-tines-one. O:

1 X 1073 = 1000
9 X 102 = 900
5 X 10" = 50
6 x 10n0 = 6

1956

(In case it has been a long tinme since you went to high school, 1071 just neans 10; 1070
means ten divided by ten, or 1. No nmatter how long it has been since you went to high school, you
ought to renmenber that 1072 nmeans ten tines ten, or a hundred, and so on.)

It has been said in nany science-fiction stories (and not very often anywhere el se) that
this is hono sapiens' "natural" system of counting, because, |ook, don't we have ten fingers on
our hands? As a theory, let's not worry ourselves about this too nuch; if true, it will have
pl enty of chance to prove itself when our exploring rockets turn up some 12-digited and duo
decinmal extraterrestrials. (O, alternatively; when our archaeol ogi sts di scover that the
Babyl oni ans had six tines as many fingers as the rest of us.) Still, if we assume the fable is
true, we can conveniently "explain" UNI VAC by saying that the conputer, not having ten fingers to
count on, has to use a sinpler system The nane of this sinpler systemis the "binary" or "dyadic"
system and it is this systemthat nost of the world' s nunbers are being translated into now, in
order to be taped and fed into conputers.

The binary system obeys all the laws of the decimal. It is positional; it can represent
any finite nunber; it can be used for addition, subtraction, nmultiplication, division, exponentia
functions, and any other arithnmetical process known to man or to UNIVAC. The only difference is
that it is to the base 2 instead of the base 10. It lops off eight of the ten basic deciml digits-
0, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, and 9-retaining only 0 and 1

You can count with it, of course. 1 is one; 10 is two; 11 is three; 100 is four; 101 is
five; 110 is six; 111 is seven; 1000 is eight; 1001 is nine; 1010 is ten, and so on. You can
subtract or add with it:

Four 100

Plus three 11
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I s seven 111

You can multiply or divide with it:
Si x 110
Di vi ded by three 11

Is two 10

And you can do all of these things rather sinply, without the necessity of nenorizing
mul tiplication tables, thus freeing your preadol escent evenings for baseball and doorbell-ringing.

Look back at Ivan's system of Russian nultiplication; let us do it over again in a
slightly different way. Let's halve both colums, the right as well as the left. And instead of
striking out any nunber, let us wite a "1" next to the odd numbers and a "0" next to the even
ones. As foll ows:

87 1 93 1
43 1 46 0
21 1 23 1
10 O 11 1
51 51
20 20
11 11

Now, you m ght not know what you have just acconplished- and Ivan certainly woul dn't-but
you have translated two deci mal nunbers into their binary equivalents. Reading frombottomto top
1010111 is binary for 87; 1011101 is binary for 93.

To see what these nean, renenber how we di ssected a deci nal nunber. A binary nunber cones
apart in the sane sort of pieces; the only difference is that the pieces are nmultiples of powers
of 2, not of powers of 10. 1010111, then, is a shorthand way of saying:

1 x 2"6 = 64
0 x 275 = 0
1 x 27 = 16
0 x 2"3 = 0
1 x 272 = 4
1x 2h = 2
1 x 270 = 1

87

which is what we said it was in the first place.

When you feed nunbers like 87 and 93 into UNIVAC, its digestion gets upset-in fact, it
won't accept themuntil they are predigested. So you nust convert theminto binary digits
("bidgets" or "bits"), just as we did above. Such binary nunbers as 1010111 and 1011101 UNI VAC
handl es very well indeed. Miultiply then? No trouble at all. UNIVAC, in its electronic way, does
sonmething like this:

1010111
X 1011101

1010111

0
1010111
1010111
1010111

0
1010111

1111110011011

That may | ook frightening, because it is unfamliar; but it is still the sane old product of 87 x
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93; it is shorthand for:

1 X 2712 4096
1 X 2M11 2048
1 X 2”10 1024
1 X 2”9 512
1 X 2”8 256
1 X 277 128
0 X 2”6 0
0 X 275 0
1 X 2" 16
1 X 2”3 8
0 X 272 0
1 X2M 2
1 X270 1

8091

bserve the sinplicity! True, the nunber is |long; but see how sinple manipulating it becones.
Addition, for instance, is reduced to sinple counting. (Binary counting, of course - 1, 10, 11
100, and so on. You can call it "one," "ten," "eleven," and "one hundred," and so on. if you liKke,
with no great harm) To add a colum of figures, I|ike

101
100

you sinply count the ones in the right-hand colum (1, 10; wite down O and 1 to carry); then
count the ones in the mddle colum, starting, of course, with the one you carried (1, 10, 11
wite dowmm 1 and 1 to carry); then count the ones in the |eft-hand colum, again renmenbering the
one you carried (1, 10, 11, 100, 101; wite down 1 and 10 to carry; wite down the 10).

That is, | submit, about as sinple as an arithnetical operation can get, and
multiplication is nearly as nmuch so. Miultiplication becomes nerely a matter of witing down the
nunber, noved an appropriate nunmber of places to the left, or not witing down the nunber at al
(dependi ng on whether the digit you are multiplying by is "1" or "0"). Thereafter it is addition
and addition, as we have seen, is nmerely counting. No rmultiplication tables! No tedious
menori zi ng! No wonder UNI VAC and Ivan like it!

If binary arithmetic has a fault, it is that it is so excessively easy that it becones
bori ng.

But the world's work is full of boring operations that get done anyhow. W have found two
good ways to handle themeither to turn them over to machines (like UNIVAC), which do not have the
capacity for boredom or to learn to do themas a matter of mechanical routine.

My wife observes (as npbst w ves sonetines observe) that it doesn't nuch matter what sort
of change she suggests, | can usually find a dozen splendid reasons for keeping things just as
they are. Since the human animal is conservative, nost of us can find objections to any sort of
change. ("Better the devil you know. ") Since the human animal is also educable, we often, however,
overcome our objections when the change proni ses rewards.

Let us see what the drawbacks and rewards of changeover to binary notation may be. Not
that the case is really arguable, since the silent vote of the conputers constitutes a carrying
majority over our human veto, but let us see if there are any advantages for us borable, error-
prone hunmans.

The drawbacks stand out immediately, starting with the sheer physical size of a binary
nunber as contrasted with its decimal equivalent. Still, a binary nunber isn't so very nuch | onger
than a decimal (about three tines) as to be ipso facto out of the question. As a matter of fact,
really large nunbers are hopelessly unwieldy in any notation at all. In the prevailing deci nal
system scientific people express |arge nunbers either as approximtions (3 x *~ for instance) or
internms of their prine factors and exponents (193 x 641°* x 1861) or in other factored or
short hand ways. Even the headlines in our daily papers are nore likely to read $6.5 billion than
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$6, 500, 000, 000.

For "househol d-si zed" nunbers-oh, up to a nmillion, let's say-it doesn't seem as though the
mere matter of |ength ought to be a prevailing count agai nst binary notation. You m ght use 20
binary digits to wite a nunber that big (as against seven in decinmal notation) and a nunber such
as-to take one at random 101001111001011000010 is pretty hideous. But is 1372866, its deci nal
equi val ent, utterly lovely?

Per haps the nunber itself isn't so bad; perhaps the way we are reading it could stand sone
i mprovenent. Look at the nunmber 1111110011011, for instance. You just came across it a couple of
pages ago (our old friend, the product of 87 and 93), and yet you alnpbst certainly failed to
recognize it. Is it because its recognition value is intrinsically low? O because we |ack
practice in reading (and in establishing conventions of witing) that sort of nunber?

In deci mal notation, renenber, we sinplify the reading of such |arge nunbers by setting
of f groups of three. 5000000000000 is pretty hard to read by itself, though 5,000, 000, 000, 000
reveals itself to be five trillion rather conveniently. Wy should we not adopt a simlar
convention for binary nunbers? There is no reason to stick to groups of three; let's nake it
groups of five, and thus wite the expression for the product of 87 x 93 - that is, 8091 - as
follows: 111,11100,11011.

Well, that's a help, but as is often the case, a little progress in one direction nerely
brightens the light on a related problemstill unsolved. The related problem here is the probl em
of subvocalization. Al of us are lip readers; even if the notion of the lip nmuscles is so
t horoughly suppressed as to be invisible to the naked eye, the larynx is still formng the sounds

of everything we read-or think, for that natter. And groups |ike oneoneone conma oneoneoneohoh
comma oneoneohoneone sinply do not pronounce well.

But being able to state a problemis progressing far toward solving it. It is apparent
that there is no difficulty involved in assigning nore pronounceabl e phonetic values to the parts
of binary notation

One such systemis, in fact, already widely in use. If you walk into the Bank of Irel and
Bar in Chelsea on a noisy night, you may come across a couple of Merchant Marine officers having a
rel axed and private conversation which is not subject to either eavesdropping or interference,
regardl ess of the surrounding noise. |If you do, they are probably radi onen, and they are tal king
to each other in code. For the dots and dashes of Morse there is a well-established pronouncing
convention: "Dit" is a dot, "Dah" is a dash. If we nerely appropriate this convention for our
bi nary nunbers, we may sacrifice sone efficiency-no doubt an even nore conpact and cl ear system
coul d be worked out from basic phonetic principles. But it offers a very special advantage: It
wor ks. W don't have to test it or doubt it; we know it works; it has worked all over the world
for countless radio operators for a period of decades.

Let us then pronounce "1" as "dit" and "0" as "dah." 111, 11100, 11011 then becones dididit
di di di dahdah di di dahdidit - And we notice sonething odd. We already conceded that the binary
system had an intrinsic drawback in that its terns were by definition always | ess conpact than the
deci nal

Yet if we wish to transmt the decimal nunber 8091 in Mrse code, it nmust be expressed
i ke this: dahdahdahdi dit dahdahdahdahdah dahdahdahdahdit di dal hdahdahdah. That is, four groups,
each conprising five "bits," or 20 "bits" in all

But its binary equivalent needs only three groups totalling 13 "bits," as we have just
seen.

Qur concession was evidently premature. In this one special case, at least-and it is far
froman uni nportant one-the binary system can be nade nore conpact than the decimal.

Havi ng found one such case, |et us be encouraged enough to | ook for nore.

When | was around ten, we kids used to kill tinme on long auto rides by playing a gane of
counting. We would pick a commbn phenonmenon-cows or Fords or "For Sale" signs on farns-and see
who, in a given period, had spotted the nobst. It al nbst always kept us quiet and out of the
driver's hair for the first mle or twd-and al nost never beyond that.

The trouble was that we counted on our fingers. That worked beautifully for nunbers up to
ten, of course. It worked passably for nunbers up to 20, or even to 30-it wasn't nuch of a trick
to remenber that we were on the second or third go-around of finger-counting. But when we got to
nunbers nmuch above that, we began to rely pretty heavily on our individually differing nmenories of
just how many tines we had counted up to ten, and that's when the fights would start.

Naturally, we were counting by the deciml system

Coul d we have done better with the binary?

Spread out the ten fingers on your two hands before you (don't let's get into semantic
argunents about whether or not a "thunb" is a "finger" - you know what | nean), and |let's see what
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can be done with them

We start by establishing a convention. An extended finger is a "1." Aretracted finger is
a"0."

Clench your fists and begin to count:

Extend the right little finger. That is 1-in both binary and deci mal notation

Retract the little finger and extend the right ring finger. Read it as 10 (or, in decinal
not ation, two).

Keep the ring finger out and extend the little finger beside it. Read: 11 (Decima
notation, three.)

Retract both those fingers and extend the nmiddle finger of the right hand. Read: 100
(binary) or four (decinal).

And so on. You may find that waggling your fingers like this requires practice or natura
flexibility-unless, of course, you nmake it easy on yourself by resting the fingers against the
edge of a table.

Your fingers are now indeed "digits," and you are using themin positional notation
bserve that you can represent any nunber from 00000, 00000 (both hands clenched) to 11111, 11111
(both hands extended). Next tine you want to count a reasonably |arge nunber - say, the nunber of
cars ahead of you in a tunnel jam or the nunber of hits against a Met pitcher - you might try
this system It's good anywhere fromO to 1023. Indeed, by a few obvi ous extensions - for
i nstance, by addi ng on successively extended or retracted positions of the wists, elbows, and so
on - you can soon reach nunbers beyond which you are never likely to count.

Mor eover, your running total is available to you at any tinme (as it is not in the decinal
system of finger counting, for instance, where you nust count the fingers thenselves to get such a
total); you nerely read it off. Suppose, for instance, you are out hiking with a conpani on (having
| ost your pedoneter, let us say), and your friend wants to know how nany paces you can go in a
given period of tine. You keep count on your fingers, and at the end of the tine you see you have
the little finger, index finger, and thunb of the left hand, and the thunb and ring finger of the
ri ght hand extended. Reading off your hands according to our established convention, you find you
have cone 10011, 10010 paces, and you pass on the information to himaccording to the pronouncing
convention: "di dahdahdi dit di dahdahdi dah."

O course, your friend may be a square who still uses the old stickin-the-nud decina
system so you nay want to translate for him That's easy enough if you remenber the decim
equi val ents of each of the fingers:

Left Hand
Little finger: 279 = 512
Ri ng finger: 278 = 256
M ddle finger: 27 = 128
I ndex finger: 2"6 = 64
Thunb: 275 = 32
Ri ght Hand
Thunb: 274 = 16
I ndex finger: 273 = 8
M ddle finger: 272 = 4
Ri ng finger: 2n1 = 2
Little finger: 270 = 1

Accordingly, to convert your finger count into decimal figures, just add up the finger
equi val ents gi ven above; for the aforenmentioned 10011, 10010, read:

Left little finger: 512
Left index finger: 64
Left thunb: 32
Ri ght thunb: 16
Ri ght ring finger: 2
626

And i nformyour friend you have cone 626 paces.

As pronised, we have found anot her case where an ingenious use of binary notation is
actual ly nore conpact than decinmal-by a factor of 100, as it turns out. Let us turn, then, away

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (87 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

fromthe denolished "drawbacks" of binary notation in order to take a quick | ook at sone of its
nore attractive features

We recall that it has already been denmonstrated that binary arithmetic is about as sinple
as arithmetic can get. That is what nmakes it so uniquely right for UNI VAC, but even on a |ess
conplicated |l evel of conputer design, it presents |lovely aspects. Think, for exanple, of the
beautifully conpact desk addi ng machi ne that m ght be designed for binary nunbers. No wheel s and
gear trains-therefore, at l|east for normal-sized cal culations, no necessity for a power source to
drive them To handle addition or subtraction of, say, ten-place nunbers (and nultiplication and
division are only slightly nore demandi ng) you need only a row of ten levers with an up ("1") and
down ("0") position. O course, you wouldn't have to spend nuch noney on a cal cul ator as sinple as
that. You could build it yourself. O alternatively, you could nerely use the built-in ten-place
bi nary conmputer we've just been tal king about, the one that grows out of the ends of your arns.

For instance: You're renodeling your house; you have 13 "4x8" panels of sheetrock on hand,
and you di scover that you have 650 square feet of wall to cover. Question: How many additiona
panel s of sheetrock will you have to go out and buy?

That's not the nost difficult problemin the world, true, but let's run through it once in
binary arithnmetic, using our fingers as conmputers. First we need to convert to binary nunbers-but
only because we chose to start out with decimal ones; it isn't fair to include conversion tinme as
part of the tinme required for solving the problem

I n binary nunbers you have 1101 "1 00 X 1000" panels on hand, and 10100, 01010 square feet
of wall to cover

['1 0l xI 00xl 000, obviously, is merely a matter of pointing off places; you represent 01101
on your |eft hand, and 00000 on your right hand; that's how many square feet of sheetrock you have-
uh, on hand, so to speak. Then the subtraction is nmerely a matter of considering the successive
digits, reading fromthe right, subtracting the digit shown on your finger fromthe correspondi ng
digit inthe witten nunber you are subtracting from and carrying "borrowed" numbers. (Are you
able to remenber how much trouble you had with "carrying" when you first |earned the principles of
deci mal subtraction? Then don't give up on binary subtraction if it takes you a few minutes to get
the hang of "carrying" here.)

The result you "wite,” one digit at a tinme, on your fingers. That is, by the tine you are
subtracting your right-thunb digit fromthe witten figure, the renmmining fingers on your right
hand are already indicating the last four digits of the answer. Wen you' re done, you read the
answer off.

As al ready shown, the nunber of square feet of sheetrock you need to buy is 111, 01010 (we
padded the | eft-hand group out with zeroes to indicate all five finger positions in witing the
subtraction). There are 1,00000 square feet in a panel; 111,01010 divided by 1, 00000

10100, 01010 sqg/ft wall to cover
-01101, 00000 sq/ft sheetrock on hand

00111, 01010 sqg/ ft needed

is obviously 111 and a fraction. But you can't buy part of a panel so you add 1 to the 111 and get
1000. Answer: You need to buy 1000 panels. (O, in decinmal nunbers, 8.)

Look hard? Once again, consider it fromthe perspective of relative difficulty. After all
this is probably your first binary problem Mke up a few nore; by the tine you've done six, it
won't be hard at all; by the tine you' ve done a hundred, it will be senmi-automatic; by the tinme
you' ve done a thousand- Well, hold on for a nonent before you do your thousand; perhaps it wll
cheer you up to know that there are sonme special cases of binary arithnetic which aren't ever
hard, not even the first tinme.

For exanple: Miltiplication (or division) by powers of 2 is an obvious case; you sinply
point off and add zeroes. True, the decimal systemhas a similar situation in regard to powers of
10. But you still have to give the verdict to binary on this point, sinply because in any finite
series there are nore powers of 2 than powers of 10.

But if you want to see sonething really easy, consider the strange case of the problem
1023-n. Let's arbitrarily take n as 626 (because we happen to have a binary equi val ent
conveniently to hand-any other nunber |ess than 1023 would do as well, of course). Do this one on
your fingers. First show yourself the binary representation of 1023:

11111, 11111
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Then cancel that and represent on your fingers the binary equival ent of 626:
10011, 10010

Don't bother about subtracting; you' ve already done it! Just reverse your convention for
readi ng finger representations; read an extended finger as "0," a retracted finger as "1," and you
get:

11111, 11111
10011, 10010

01100, 01101

In other words, any nunber n in binary notation is always the "reverse" of the nunmber 1023-n. Not
only that, but the sane sort of rule can be made for the cases 511-n, 255-n, 127-n, etc.-for any
nunber whose binary representation is "all ones," as you nay already have realized. Try it and
see.

It may be objected that such special cases are conparatively rare. This is true enough
but in the deciml systemthey are not only rare; they do not exist at all. And we have not, by
any neans, exhausted binary's bag of tricks. It is, in fact, hardly possible that any reader can
spend as nuch as a single evening trying out experinents in binary arithmetic w thout discovering
addi ti onal shortcuts to this one.

Deci mal systenf

That clunmsy, sprawly, quaint old thing!

Grandy Devi l

MAHLON begat Ti not hy, and Ti nothy begat Nat han, and Nathan begat Roger, and the days of
their years were long on the Earth. But then Roger begat Oville, and Oville was a heller. He
begat Augustus, Wayne, WAlter, Benjam n and Carl, who was nmy father, and | guess that was going
too far, because that was when G deon Upshur stepped in to take a hand.

I was kissing Lucille in the parlor when the doorbell rang and she didn't take kindly to
the interruption. He was a big old man with a burned-brown face. He stanped the snow off his feet
and stared at ne out of crackling blue eyes and denanded, "Orvie?"

| said, "My nane is George."

"Wpe the lipstick off your face, Ceorge," he said, and wal ked right in.

Lucille sat up in a hurry and began tucking the ends of her hair in place. He | ooked at
her once and calmy took off his coat and hung it over the back of a chair by the fire and sat
down.

"My nanme is Upshur,” he said. "G deon Upshur. Wiere's Oville Dexter?"

| had been thinking about throwing himout up until then, but that nade ne stop thinking
about it. It was the first tine anybody had come around | ooking for Oville Dexter in alnost a
year and we had just begun breathing easily again.

| said, "That's nmy grandfather, M. Upshur. \Wat's he done now?"

He | ooked at ne. "You're his grandson? And you ask nme what he's done?" He shook his head
"Where is he?"

| told himthe truth: "W haven't seen Grandy Orville in five years."

"And you don't know where he is?"

"No, | don't, M. Upshur. He never tells anybody where he's going. Sonetinmes he doesn't
even tell us after he comes back."

The old man pursed his lips. He | eaned forward, across Lucille, and poured hinself a drink
fromthe Scotch on the side table.

"I swear," he said, in a high, shrill, old voice, "these Dexters are a caution. Go hone."
He was talking to Lucille. She | ooked at himsulkily and opened her mouth, but | cut in
"This is nmy fiancee," | said.

"Hah," he said. "No doubt. Well, there's nothing to do but have it out with Orvie. Is the
bed made up in the guest roon"

| protested, "M. Upshur, it isn't that we aren't glad to see any friend of Gandy's, but
Lord knows when he'll be hone. It might be tonorrow, it mght be six nonths fromnow or years."

“I'"1l wait," he said over his shoulder, clinbing the stairs.
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Having himthere wasn't so bad after the first couple of weeks. | phoned Uncle Wayne about
it, and he sounded quite excited.

"Tall, heavy-set old nman?" he asked. "Very dark conpl exion?"

"That's the one," | said. "He seenmed to know his way around the house pretty well, too."

"Well, why wouldn't he?" Uncle Wayne didn't say anything for a second. "Tell you what,
George. You get your brothers together and--"

"I can't, Uncle Wayne," | said. "Harold's in the Arny. | don't know where WIllianms got
to."

He didn't say anything for another second. "Wll, don't worry. I'Il give you a call as
soon as | get back."

"Are you goi ng somewhere, Uncle Wayne?" | wanted to know

"I certainly am GCeorge," he said, and hung up

So there I was, alone in the house with M. Upshur. That's the trouble with being the
youngest .

Lucille wouldn't cone to the house any nore, either. | went out to her place a couple of
times, but it was too cold to drive the Jaguar and Wl Iliam had taken the big sedan with hi mwhen
he left, and Lucille refused to go anywhere with ne in the jeep. So all we could do was sit in her
parlor, and her nother sat right there with us, knitting and making little remarks about G andy
Orvie and that girl in Eatontown.

So, all inall, I was pretty glad when the kitchen door opened and Grandy O vie wal ked in.

"Grandy!" | cried. "I'mglad to see you! There's a man--"

"Hush, George,"” he said. "Were is he?"

"Upstairs. He usually takes a nap after |I bring himhis dinner on a tray."

"You take his dinner up? Wiat's the matter with the servants?"

| coughed. "Well, Grandy, after that trouble in Eatontown, they-"

"Never mind," he said hastily. "CGo ahead with what you're doing."

| finished scraping the dishes into the garbage-di sposer and stacked themin the washer,
while he sat there in his overcoat watching ne.

"Ceorge," he said at last, "I'man old man. A very old nan."

"Yes, Grandy," | answered.

"My grandfather's older than | am And his grandfather is older than that."

"Well, sure," | said reasonably. "I never net them did I, Gandy?"

"No, George. At least, | don't believe they' ve been hone nuch these last few years. G andy

Tinothy was here in '86, but | don't believe you were born yet. Cone to think of it, even your dad
wasn't born by then."

"Dad's sixty," | told him "I'mtwenty-one."

"Certainly you are, Ceorge. And your dad thinks a |ot of you. He nentioned you just a
coupl e of nobnths ago. He said that you were getting to an age where you ought to be told about us
Dexters."

"Told what, Grandy Orville?" | asked.

"Confound it, George, that's what I'mcomng to! Can't you see that I"'mtrying to tell you
sonmething? It's hard to put into words, that's all."

"Can | hel p?" said G deon Upshur fromthe door

Grandy Orville stood up straight and frosty. "I'lIl thank you, G deon Upshur, to stay the
be-di ckens out of a family discussion!"

"It's ny famly, too, young man," said G deon Upshur. "And that's why I'mhere. | warned
Cousi n Mahl on, but he wouldn't listen. I warned Tinothy, but he ran off to America-and | ook what
he started!"

"Aman's got a right to pass on his nane," Gandy Oville said pridefully.

"Once, yes! | never said a nman couldn't have a son-though you know |'ve never had one,
Ovie. Where would the world be if all of us had children three and four at a time, the way you
Dext ers have been doi ng? Four now si xteen when the kids grow up-sixty-four when their kids grow
up. Wiy, in four or five hundred years, there'd be trillions of us, Ovie. The whole world would
be covered six layers deep with imortals, squirmng and fidgeting and I--"

"Hush, man!" howl ed Grandy Orville. "Not in front of the boy!"

G deon Upshur stood up and yelled right back at him "It's time he found out! |'m warning
you, Orville Dexter, either you mend your ways or I'lIl mend themfor you. | didn't come here to
talk; I"'mprepared to take sterner neasures if | have to!"

"Why, you reeking pustoon,” Gandy Oville started, but then he caught sight of nme. "Qut
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of here, George! Go up to your roomtill I call you. And as for you, you old idiot, I'mas
prepared as you are, if it cones to that--"

I went. It |looked |like trouble and | hated to | eave Grandy Orville alone, but orders were
orders; Dad had taught ne that. The noises fromthe kitchen were terrible for a while, but by and
by they di ed down.

It was quiet for a long, long tinme. After a couple of hours, | began to get worried and |
went back downstairs quietly and pushed the kitchen door open a crack

Grandy Orville was sitting at the kitchen table, staring into space. | didn't see M.
Upshur at all.

Grandy Orville looked up and said in a tired voice, "Cone in, George. | was just catching
my breath.”

"Where did M. Upshur go?" | asked.

"I't was self-defense," he said quickly. "He'd outlived his useful ness, anyway."

| stared at him "D d something happen to M. Upshur?" | asked.

He sighed. "George, sonetinmes | think the old blood is running thin. Now don't bother ne

with any nore questions right now, till | rest up a bit."

Orders were orders, as | say. | noticed that the garbage-di sposal unit was whirring and |
wal ked over to shut it off.

"Funny," | said. "I forgot | left it running."

Grandy Orville said nervously, "Don't give it a thought. Say, Ceorge, they haven't
installed sewer lines while | was away, have they?"

"No, they haven't, Grandy,” | told him "Sane old dry well and septic tank."

"That's too bad," he grunbled. "Well, | don't suppose it matters."

| wasn't listening too closely; | had noticed that the floor was slick and shiny.
"Grandy," | said, "you didn't have to nop the floor for nme. | can nmanage, even if all the

servants did quit when--"

"Ch, shut up about the servants,"” he snapped testily. "George, |'ve been thinking. There's
a lot that needs to be explained to you, but this isn't the best tine for it and naybe your dad
ought to do the explaining. He knows you better than | do. Frankly, George, | just don't know how
to put things so you'll understand. Didn't you ever notice that there was anything different about
us Dexters?"

"Well, we're pretty rich."

"I don't mean that. For instance, that time you were run over by the truck when you were a

kid. Didn't that nmake you suspect anything-how soon you nmended, | nean?”
"Way, | don't think so, Grandy," | said, thinking back. "Dad told me that all the Dexters
al ways heal ed fast." | bent down and | ooked under the table Grandy Orville was sitting at. "Wy,

that | ooks like old clothes down there. Isn't that the sane kind of suit M. Upshur was wearing?"

Grandy Orville shrugged tiredly. "He left it for you," he explained. "Now don't ask ne any
nmore questions, because |'ve got to go away for a while and I'mlate now If your Uncle Wayne
conmes back, tell himthanks for letting me know M. Upshur was here. 1'll give your regards to
your dad if we happen to neet."

Well, that was last winter. | wi sh Grandy would cone back so I could stop worryi ng about
the problemhe left ne.

Lucille never did get over her peeve, so | married Aice al ong about the mddle of
February. |'d have |iked having some of the family there at the wedding, but none of themwas in
town just then-or since, for that natter-and it wasn't really necessary because | was of |ega
age.

| was happy with Alice right fromthe start, but even nore inportant, it explained what
Grandy and M. Upshur had been trying to tell me. About what us Dexters are, that is

Alice is a very attractive girl and a good housekeeper, which is a good thing-we haven't
been able to get any of the servants back. But that's good, too, in a way, because it keeps her
i nside the house a |ot.

It's getting on toward nice weat her, though, and |I'm having a tough tine keepi ng her away
fromthe third terrace, where the dry well and septic tank are. And if she goes down there, she's
bound to hear the noises.

I don't know. Maybe the best thing | could do would be to roll the stone off the top of
the septic tank and | et what's struggling around in there cone out.

But I'mafraid he's pretty mad.

Speed Trap

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (91 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

MY reservation was for a wi ndow seat, up front, because on this particular flight they
serve fromthe front back; but on the seat next to nine, | saw a reservation tag for Gordie
MacKenzie. | kept right on going until the hostess hailed me. "Wiy, Dr. Grew, nice to have you
with us again..

| stood blocking the aisle. "Can | switch to a seat back here sonewhere, C ara?"

"Why, | think-let nme see..."

"How about that one?" | didn't see a tag on it.

"Well, it's not a wi ndow seat..."

"But it's free?"

"Well, let's look." She flipped the seating chart out of her clipboard. "Certainly. My I

t ake your bag?"

"Uh-uh. Work to do." And | did have work to do, too; that was why | didn't want to sit
next to MacKenzie. | slouched down in the seat, scowing at the man next to nme to indicate that |
didn't want to strike up a conversation; he scow ed back to show that that suited himfine. | saw
MacKenzi e come aboard, but he didn't see ne.

Just before we took off, | saw Clara bend over himto check his seat belt; and in the sane
nmoti on, she palmed the reservation card with my name on it. Smart girl. | decided to buy her a
drink the next time |I found nyself in the notel where her crew stayed between flights.

| don't want to give you the idea that 1'ma jet-set type who's on first-name terns with
every airline stewardess around. The only ones | see enough of at all are a couple on the New York-
L.A run, and a few operating out of O Hare, and maybe a couple that | see now and then between

Huntsvill e and the Cape-oh, and one Air France girl I've flown with once or twice out of Oly, but
only because she gave ne a lift in her Citroen one time when there was a netro strike and no cabs
to be found. Still, come to think of it, well-all right-yes, | guess | do get around a lot. Those

are the hazards of the trade. Although ny degree's in atnospheric physics, ny specialty is
si gnatures-you know, the instrument readings or optical observations that we interpret to nean
such- and- such pressure, tenperature, chemnical conposition and so on-and that's a pretty sexy field

right now, and | get invited to a |lot of conferences. | said "invited." | don't nmean in the sense
that | can say no. Not if | want to keep enough status in the departnment to have freedomto do ny
work. And it's all plushy and kind of fun, at |east when | have tine to have fun; and really, 1've

got pretty good at |ocating a decent restaurant in C eveland or Al buquerque (try the Mexican food
at the airport) and vetoing an inferior w ne.

That's funny, too, because | didn't expect it to be this way-not when | was a kid reading
WIly Ley's articles and going out to hunt ginseng in the woods around Potsdam (I mean the New
York one) so | could earn noney and go to MT and build spaceships. | thought | would be a | ean
hungry-eyed scientist in shabby clothes. | thought probably |I would never get out of the
| aboratory (I guess | thought spaceships were designed in |aboratories) and I'd waste ny health on
I ong night hours over the slide rule. And, as it turns out, what I'mwasting nmy health on is
truite amandi ne and time-zone disorientation

But | think I know what to do about that.

That's why | didn't want to spend the four and a half hours yakking with Gordi e MacKenzi e,
because, by God, | maybe do know what to do about that.

It's not really ny field, but I've talked it over with sonme systens people and they didn't
get that polite | ook people get when you're trying to tell them about their own subject. I'Il see
if | can explain it. See, there are like twenty conferences and synposia and colloquia a nonth in
any decent-sized field, and you' re out of it unless you make a few of them Not counting workshops
and pl anni ng sessions and get-the-hell-down-here-Charl ey-or-we-|ose-the-grant neetings. And they
do have a way of being all over the place. | haven't slept in ny owmn home all seven nights of any
week since Christmas before last, when | had the flu.

Now, question is, what do all the neetings acconplish? | had a theory once that the whole
Gestalt was planned-1 mean, global scatter, jet travel and all. A sort of psychic energizer
designed to keep us all punped up all the tinme-after all, if you' re going sonewhere in a jet at
600 miles an hour, you know you' ve got to be doing sonething inportant, or else you woul dn't be
doing it so fast. But who would plan sonething like that?

So | gave up that idea and concentrated on ways of doing it better. You know, there really
is no nore stupid way of communicating information than flying 3000 niles to sit on a gilt chair
in a hotel ballroomand listen to twenty-five people read papers at you. Twenty-three of the
papers you don't care about anyway, and the twenty-fourth you can't understand because the speaker
has a bad accent and, anyway, he's rushing it because he's under tine pressure to catch his pl ane
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to the next conference, and that one single twenty-fifth paper has cost you four days, including
travel tine, when you could have read it in your own office in fifteen mnutes. And got nore out
of it, too. O course, there's the interplay when you find yourself sitting in the coffee shop
next to sonebody who can explain the latest instrunentation to you because his conmpany's doing the
telemetry; you can't get that fromreading. But |I've noticed there's less and less tinme for that.
And | ess and less interest, too, maybe, because you get pretty tired of naking new friends after
about the three hundredth; and you begin to think about what's waiting for you on your desk when
you get back, and you renenber the tinme when you got stuck with that damm | oudnout hed Egypti an at
the I.A U in Brussels and had to fight the Suez war for an hour and a half.

Al right, you can see what | nean. Waste of tine and val uabl e kerosene jet fuel, right?

Because the pity of it is that electronic infornation handling is so cheap and easy. |
don't know if you've ever seen the Bell Labs' denp of their picture phone-they had it at a couple
of neetings-but it's nearly like face to face. Better than the tel ephone. You get all the
signatures, except maybe the smell of whiskey on the breath or sonething like that. And that's
only one gadget: there's facsimle, telenmetry, renpte-access conputation, teletype-well, there it
is, we've got them why don't we use thenf? And go farther, too. You know about how they can strip
down a taped voice nessage-|l eave out the unnecessary parts of speech, edit out the pauses, even
drop sone of the useless syllables? And you can still understand it perfectly, only at about four
hundred words a nminute instead of maybe sixty or seventy. (And about half of themrepetitions or
"What | mean to say.")

Well, that's the systens part; and, as | say, it's not ny field. But it's there for the
t aki ng- expert opinion, not mne. A couple of the fellows were real hot, and we're going to get
together on it as soon as we can find the tine.

Maybe you wonder what | have to contribute. | do have sonething, | think. For exanple, how
about probl em sol vi ng approaches to discussions? |I've seen sone papers that suggest a way of
sinmplifying and pointing up a conference so you could really confer. |I've even got a pet idea of
my own. | call it the Quantum of Debate, the irreducible m ni mum of argument which each

participant in a discussion can use to make one single point and get that understood (or argued or
refuted) before he goes on to the next.

Wy, if half of what | think is so, then people Iike ne can get things done in-oh, be
conservative-a quarter of the time we spend now.

Leaving three quarters of our tinme for-what? Wiy, for work! For doing the things that we
know we ought to do but can't find the tinme for. | nean this literally and really and seriously.
honestly think that we can do four tines as much work as we do. And | honestly think that this
means we can land on Mars in five years instead of twenty, cure leukema in twelve years instead
of fifty, and so on

Well, that's the picture, and that's why | didn't want to waste the tinme talking with
CGordi e MacKenzie. |1'd brought all ny notes in ny briefcase, and four and a half hours was just
about enough tine to try to pull themall together and nmake sone sort of presentation to show ny
systens friends and a few others who were interested.

So as soon as we were airborne, | had the little table down and | was sorting out little
stacks of paper.

Only it didn't work out.

It's funny how often it doesn't work out-l nean, when you've got sonething you want to do
and you | ook ahead and see where the tine's going to be to do it, and then, all of a sudden, the
tinme's gone and you didn't do it. Wat it was was that Cara worked her way back with the
cocktail s-she knew mine, an extra-dry martini with a twist of |enon-and | noved the papers out of
her way out of politeness, and then she showed up with the hors d' oeuvres and | put them back in
my bag out of hunger, and then | had to decide how | wanted ny tournedos, and it took al nost two
hours for dinner, including the wine and the B & B; and although | didn't really want to watch the
nmovi e, there's sonething about seeing all those screens ahead of you, with the hero just making
hi s bombi ng run on your own screen but shot up and falling in flanes on the ones you can see out
of the corner of your eye in the forward seats-and back in the briefing room or even in the pub
the night before on the screens in the other rowthat the filmgets to after it gets to yours-all
sort of like a cross section of instants of time, a plural "now " Disconcerting. It polarized ny
attention; of course, the liquor helped; and, anyway, by the tine the novie was over, it was time
for the second round of coffee and mints, and then the seat-belt sign was on and we were over the
bi g al um num done on Mount WIson, comng in, and | never had found the tinme to do ny sorting.
Well, | was used to that. 1'd never found any ginseng back in Potsdam either. | had to get
t hrough school on a schol arshi p.

| checked in, washed nmy face and went down to the meeting roomjust in time for a very
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dull tutorial on clear-air turbulence in planetary atnospheres. There was quite a good turnout,
maybe seventy or eighty people in the room but what they thought they were getting out of it, |
cannot imagine, so | picked up a program and ducked out.

Sonebody by the coffee machine called to me. "Hi, Chip."

I went over and shook his hand, a young fellow named Resnik fromthe little college where
I'd got ny bachelor's, |ooking bored and angry. He was with sonmeone | didn't know, tall and gray-
hai red and bankerish. "Dr. Ranpbs, this is Chesley G ew Chip, Dr. Ranps. He's with NASA-1 think
it's NASA?"

"No, I"'mwith a foundation,” he said. "It's a pleasure to neet you, Dr. Gew |'ve
foll owed your work."

"Thank you. Thank you very nuch." | would have liked a cup of coffee, but | didn't
particularly want to stand there talking to themwhile |I drank it, so | said, "Well, I'd better
get checked in, so if you'll excuse nme . . ."

"Come off it, Chip," said Larry Resnik. "I saw you check in half an hour ago. You just
want to go up to your room and work."

That was enbarrassing, a little. | didn't mind it with Resnik, but |I didn't know the other

fellow He grinned and said, "Larry tells ne you're like that. Matter of fact, when you went by,
he said you' d be back out in thirty seconds, and you were."
"Well. Cdear-air turbulence isn't ny subject, really.
"Ch, nobody's blanming you. God knows not. Care for some coffee?"
The only thing to do was to be gracious about it, so | said, "Yes, please. Thanks." |

wat ched himtake a cup and fill it fromthe big silver urn. He | ooked vaguely famliar, but I
couldn't place him "Did we neet at the Dallas Double-A S sessions?"
“I"'mafraid not. Sugar? No, |'ve actually been to very few of these neetings, but |'ve

read sone of your papers.”
| stirred my coffee. "Thank you, Dr. Ranps." One of the things |'ve learned to do is
repeat a name as often as | can so | won't forget it. About half the tine | forget it anyway, of

course. "1'll be speaking tonmorrow norning, Dr. Ranps. 'A Photonetric Technique for Deriving
Sl opes from Planetary Fly-bys.' Nothing nuch that doesn't follow fromwhat they've done at
Langley, I'mafraid."

"Yes, | saw the abstract."

"But you'll get your brownie points for reading it, eh?" said Larry. He was breathing
heavily. "How many does that make this year?"

"Well, alot.” I tried to drink my coffee both rapidly and inconspi cuously. Larry seened

i n an unhappy nood.

"That's what we were tal king about when you cane in," he said. "Thirty papers a year and
committee reports between tinmes. Wien was the last tinme you spent a solid nonth at your desk?
know, in my own department. "

| could feel nyself growing interested and | didn't want to be, | wanted to get back to ny
notes. | took another gulp of my coffee.

"You know what Fred Hoyl e sai d?"

"l don't think so, Larry."

"He said the nminute a man does anything, anything at all, the whole world enters into a
conspiracy to keep himfromever doing it again. Programchairnen invite himto read papers.
Trustees put himonto committees. Newspaper reporters call himup to interview him Tel evision
shows ask himto appear with a conmic, a bandleader and a girl singer, to tal k about whether
there's life on Mars."

"And peopl e who synpathize with himbuttonhole himon his way out of neetings," said Dr.
Ranmps. He chuckled. "Really, Dr. Grew. W'll| understand if you just keep on going."

"I"'mnot even sure it's this world," said Larry.

He was not only irritable, he was hardly naking sense. "For that matter," he added, "I
haven't even really done anything yet. Not |ike you, Chip. But | can, soneday."

"Don't be npbdest,"” said Dr. Ranbs. "And | ook, we're naking a | ot of noise here. Wiy don't
we find sone place to sit down and tal k-unless you really do want to get back to your work, Dr.
G ew?"

But you see, | was already nore than half convinced that this was ny work, to talk to
Larry and Dr. Ranps; and what we finally did was go up to ny roomand then up to Larry's where he
had a Rand Corporation report in his bag with some notes |'d sent himonce, and we never did get
back to the neeting room Along about ten we had dinner sent up, and that was where we stayed,
drinking cold coffee off the set-up table and sparingly drinking bourbon out of a bottle Larry had
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brought along, and | told themeverything I'd ever thought about a systens approach to the
transm ssion of technol ogical information. And what it inplied. And Dr. Ranbps was with it at every
step, the best listener either of us had ever had, though nost of what he said was, "Yes, of
course," and "I see." There really was a lot init. |I'd believed it, sitting by nyself and
conmputing, like a child anticipating Christnmas, how nuch work |I could get done for a couple K a
year in anortization of systems and overhead. And with the two of them | was sure of it. It was a
gi ddy kind of evening. Toward the end, we even began to figure out how quickly we could col onize
Mars and | aunch a fleet of interstellar space liners, with all the working tine of the existing
peopl e spent working; and then there was a pause and Larry got up and threw back the glass French
wi ndow and we | ooked out on his bal cony. Twenty stories up, and Los Angeles out in front of us and
a thunderstorm brewi ng over the southern hills. The fresh air cleared ny head for a nonent and
then made ne realize, first, that | was sleepy and, second, that | had to read that dammed paper
i n about seven hours.

"We'd better call it a day," said Dr. Ranos.

Larry started to object, then grinned. "All right for you old fellows," he said. "Anyway,
I want to |l ook at those notes of yours by nyself, Chip, if you don't mnd."

"Just so you don't lose them" | said, and turned to go back to nmy roomand get into ny
bed and Iie with nmy eyes wi de open, smiling to nmyself, before | fell asleep to dream about fifty
weeks a year working at ny trade.

Even so, | woke easily the nonment the hotel clock buzzed by ny head. W'd fixed it to have
breakfast in Larry's roomso | could reclaimnmy notes and maybe chat for a nonent before the
nmor ni ng sessi on began; and when | got to his floor, | saw Dr. Ranpbs padding toward nme. "Morning,"
he said. "I just woke up two honeynooners who didn't appreciate it. Wasn't Larry's room 2051?"

"It's 2052. The other way." He grinned and fell into step and told nme a fast and quite
funny honeynooner joke, timng the punch line just as we reached Larry's door

He didn't answer my knock. Still laughing, | said, "You try." But there was no answer to
Dr. Ranps's knock, either

| stopped |aughing. "He couldn't have forgotten we were com ng, could he?"

"Try the door, why don't you?"

And | did and it opened easily.

But Larry wasn't in the room The door to the bath was standi ng open and so was the
bal cony wi ndow, and no Larry. His bed was runpled but enpty.

“I don't think he's gone out," said Dr. Ranpbs. "Look, his shoes are still there."

The bal cony wasn't big enough to hide on, but | wal ked over and | ooked at it. Rain-slick
and narrow, all that was on it were a couple of soaked deck chairs and sone cigarette butts.

"Looks |ike he was out here," | said; and then, feeling nelodramatic, | |eaned over the
rail and | ooked down; and it wasn't actually nelodramatic after all, because there in the curve of
the hotel's sweeping front, on the rimof a fountain, sonething was sprawl ed, and a man was
standing by it, shouting at the doorman. It was too early for nuch noise, and | could hear his
voice faintly coming up the two hundred vertical feet between us and what was left of Larry.

They cancel ed the norning session but decided to go ahead in the afternoon, and | got into
a long, bruising fight with Gordi e MacKenzi e because he wanted to give his paper when it was
schedul ed, at three in the afternoon, and |I'd been reshuffled into that time and | just wasn't
feeling cheerful enough to let himget away with anything. Not after spending two hours with the
coroner's nen and the hotel staff, trying to help themfigure out why Larry would have junped or
sli pped of f the bal cony, and especially not after finding out that he had had all nmy notes in his
hand when he junped and they were now in sticky, sloppy clusters all over Los Angel es County.

So | was about fed up. | once heard Krafft Ehricke give what | would figure to be a twel ve-
m nute paper in three mnutes and forty-five seconds, and | tried to beat his record and pretty
nearly made it. Then | threw everything | owned into nmy suitcase and checked out, figuring to head
right out to the airport and get on the first plane going hone.

But the clerk said, "I have a nessage for you, M. Gew Dr. Ranps asked you not to | eave
Wi t hout seeing him?"

"Thanks," | said, after a nonent of debating whether to do anything about it or not; but
as it turned out, | didn't have to nmake the decision. Ranpbs came hurrying toward ne across the

| obby, his friendly face concerned.

"I thought you'd be leaving," he said. "Gve nme twenty ninutes of your time first."

| hesitated and he snapped a finger at a bellboy. "Here. Let himtake care of your bag and
let's go down and have a cup of coffee.” So | let himlead ne to the outdoor patio by the coffee
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shop, warm and clean now after the rain. | wondered if he recogni zed the place where Larry had
hit, but I'mnot sensitive about that sort of thing and apparently neither was he. He really had a
commandi ng presence when he wanted to. He had a waitress beside us before we had quite slid our
chairs closer to the table, sent her after coffee and sandw ches wi thout consulting ne and started
in on nme without a pause. "Chip," he said, "don't blowit. |I'msorry about your notes. But | don't
want to see you give up."

| | eaned back in nmy chair, feeling very weary. "Ch, that | won't do, Dr. Ranps.

"Call me Laszlo."

"That I won't do, Laszlo. As a natter of fact, |'ve been thinking about it already."”

"I knew you would be."

"I figure that by cutting out a couple of neetings next week-1 can use Larry's death as an
excuse, sone way; |'ll use anything, actually-1 can reconstruct nost of themfrom nenory. Well,
maybe not in a week, conme to think of it. I'lIl have to send for copies of sone of the reports. But
sooner or later. "

"Right. That's what | want to talk to you about."” The girl brought the coffee and
sandwi ches and he waved her away briskly as soon as she'd set them down. "You see, you're the man
| cane here to see.”

| looked at him "You're interested in photonetry?"

“"No. Not your paper-your idea. Wiat we were tal king about all night, for God's sake. |
didn't knowit was you | wanted until Resni k nentioned you yesterday. But after last night, | was
sure. "

"I already have a job, Dr.-Laszlo."

"And |I'mnot offering you a job."

"Then, what.

“I"'moffering you a chance to make your idea work. |'ve got noney, Chip, foundation noney
| ooking for something to be spent on. Not space research or cancer research or higher mathematics-
they're funded well enough now. My foundation is |ooking for projects that don't fit into the
usual patterns. Big ones. Like yours."

Well, of course | was excited. It was so good to be taken that seriously.

"I called the board secretary in Washington first thing-I nmean, as soon as they were open
there. O course, | couldn't give himenough over the phone for a formal commitment. But he's on
the hook, Chip. And the board will go along. There's a meeting next week and | want you there."

"I n Washi ngton? | suppose.

"Well, no. The foundation's international, Chip, and this neeting' s at Lake Conp. But
we'll pick up the tab, of course, and you can get a |lot nore done there, where your office isn't
going to call you.

"But, | nmean, |'mnot sure. "

"We'll back you. Everything you need. A staff. A headquarters. W've got the begi nnings of
a facility in Anes, lowa; you'll have to go out there, of course. But it shouldn't be nore than,
oh, say, a couple days a nonth. And"-he grinned, a little apologetically-"I know it won't mean

anything to you. After you've got one nmedal on your chest, the rest aren't too exciting. But it'll
| ook nice in your Wo's Wio entry; and, anyway, the secretary has already authorized ne to tel
you that you're invited to accept appointment to a trusteeship."”

| began to need the coffee and | took a I ong swallow. "You' re nmoving too fast for ne,
Laszlo," | said.

"The trustees nmeet in Flagstaff; they' ve got a country-club deal there. You'll like it. O
course, it's only six times a year. But it's worth it, Chip. | nmean, we have our politics like
everything else; and if you're a trustee, you swing a lot of weight."

And he prattled on, and | sat there listening, and it was all coning true, everything |'d
hoped for; and the next week in Italy, in a great shiny roomw th an enornous w ndow | ooki ng out
over Lake Cono, | found nyself a full-fledged project director, with status as a trustee, honorary
menbership on the priorities conmittee and a staff of forty-one.

Next week we dedicate the Lawence Resni k Menorial Building in Ares-the nane was ny idea,

but everybody agreed-and although it's been a hell of a year, | can see where we'll really make
progress now. It still seems a little incongruous that | should be putting in so rmuch tine on
manageri al work and conferences. But when | nmentioned it to Laszlo the other day in Mntreal, he
gave ne the grin and an approving |look. "I wondered how long it would take you to think of that,"

he chuckled. "But it's best to make haste slowy, and you can see for yourself it's paying off.
Have | told you what a good inpression your |ecture tour nmade?"
"Thanks. Yes, as a matter of fact, you did. Anyway, once we get the Resnik installation
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going, there'll be alittle nmore tine."

"Damm right! And don't say | told you"-he wi nked-"but renmenber what | told you about a
possi bl e appointnment to the President's Conmm ssion on Interdisciplinary Affairs? Well, it's not
official. But it's definite. W' ve already taken a suite at the Shoreham for you. You'll be using

it alot. W've even fitted up a roomas an office; you can keep your notes and things there
between trips."

Well, | told him of course, that if he nmeant the notes | had been trying to reconstruct,
they didn't require all that much room Not by quite a lot, since | haven't in all truth got very
far.

I think I would have, sonmehow or other, with a little luck. But | haven't actually been
very lucky. Poor Honeyman, for instance-1'd already witten himfor another copy of the report
he'd nade up for nme when | heard that his yawl had capsized in a storm They didn't even find his
body for a week. And nobody seens to know where he kept his copy of the report, if he ever nmmde
one. And.

Well, there was that funny thing Resnik said the day he died, about how the world
conspi red agai nst anybody who'd ever done anything. And then he said, "lI'mnot even sure it's this
world. "

| figured out what the joke was-that is, if it was a joke. | nean, just for a hypothesis,
suppose Sonebody didn't want us to get ahead as fast as we coul d, Sonebody from another world.

That's silly. That is, | think it's silly.

But if that line of thinking isn't silly, then it nmust be sonething quite the opposite of
silly; by which I mean it nust be dangerous. Just recently, |'ve al nbst been run over tw ce hy
crazy drivers in front of ny own house. And then there's the air taxi | missed and saw crash on
take-of f before my eyes.

Just for the fun of it, there are two things I'd like to know. One is where the foundation
gets its noney and why. The other-and | just mght see if | can get an answer to this one, next
time I'min L. A-is whether there really were a pair of honeynooners in room 2051 that norning,
to be accidentally awakened by Laszl o Ranps just about the time that Larry was on his way down
twenty flights.

The Richest Man in Levittown

MARCERY tried putting the phone back on the hook, but it immediately rang again. She kicked the
stand, picked up the phone and said: "Hang up, will you? W don't want any!" She sl ammed the phone
down to break the connection and took it off the hook again

The doorbel |l rang.

"My turn," | said, and put down the paper-it |ooked as though I never would find out what
the National League standings were. It was Patrol man Ganel sf el der

“Man to see you, M. Binns. Says it's inportant." He was sweating-you could see the bl ack
patches on his blue shirt. | knew what he was thinking . W had air conditioning and noney, and he
was risking his life day after day for a |l ousy policenman's pay, and what kind of a country was
this anyhow? He'd said as nuch that afternoon

"I't mght be inportant to him but | don't want to see anybody. Sorry, officer." | closed
t he door.

Margery said: "Are you or are you not going to help ne change the baby?"

| said cheerfully: "I'"lIl be glad to, dear." And it was true-besides being good policy to

say that, since she was pretty close to exploding. It was true because | wanted sonething to do
mysel f. | wanted sone nice, sinple, demanding task |ike holding a one-year-old down with ny knee
in the mddle of his chest, while one hand held his feet and the other one pinned the diaper. I

mean, it was nice of Uncle Otto to | eave ne the noney, but did they have to put it in the paper?

The doorbell rang again as | was finishing. Margery was upstairs with Gaennie, who took a
| ot of calm ng down because she'd had an exciting day, and because she always did, so | stood the
baby on his fat little feet and answered the door nyself. It was the policenman again. "Sone
telegrams for you, M. Binns. | wouldn't let the boy deliver them"

"Thanks." | tossed themin the drawer of the tel ephone stand. What was the use of opening
then? They were from peopl e who had heard about Uncle Otto and the nobney, and who wanted to sel
me somet hi ng.

"That fellow s still here," Patrol man Ganel sfel der said sourly. "I think he's sick."

"Too bad." | tried to close the door

"Anyway, he says to tell Cuddles that Tinker is here."

| grabbed the door. "Tell Cud. . ."
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"That's what he said." Ganelsfelder saw that that hit me, and it pleased him For the
first time he smled.

"What -what's his nanme?"

"Wnston McNeely McGhee," said Oficer Ganel sfel der happily, "or anyway that's what he
told ne, M. Binns."

| said, "Send the son of a- Send the fellowin," | said, and junped to get the baby away
fromthe ashtray where Margery had left a cigarette burning. Wnnie MChee-it was all | needed to
finish off nmy day.

He cane in holding his head as though it weighed a thousand pounds. He was never what
you'd call healthy-1ooking, even when Margery stood me up at the altar in order to el ope with him
It was his frail, poetic charm and naybe he still had that, and maybe he didn't, but the way he
| ooked to ne, he was sick, all right. He | ooked like he weighed a fast hundred pounds not counting
the head; the head | ooked |ike a balloon. He nopaned, "Hello, Harlan, age thirty-one, five-eleven,
one seventy-three. You got an acetylsalicylic acid tablet?"

| said, "What?" But he didn't get a chance to answer right away because there was a
flutter and a scurry fromthe expansion attic and Margery appeared at the head of the stairs. "I
t hought -" she began wildly, and then she saw that her wildest thought was true. "You!" She
betrayed pure panic-fussing with her hair with one hand and snoot hi ng her Bernuda shorts with the
ot her, sinultaneously trying to wi ggle, no-hands, out of the sloppy old kitchen apron that had
been good enough for ne.

McCGhee said pallidly, "Hello. Please, don't you have an acetylsalicylic acid tablet?"

"I don't know what it is," | said sinmply.

Margery chuckl ed ruefully. "Ah, Harlan, Harlan," she said with fond tol erance, beam ng
lovingly at me as she cane down the stairs. It was enough to turn the stomach of a cat.

"You forget, Wnnie. Harlan doesn't know nuch chem stry. Wn't you find himan aspirin
Harl an? That's all he wants."

"Thanks," said Wnnie with a grateful sigh, massaging his tenples.

| went and got himan aspirin. | thought of adding a little mixer to the glass of water
that went with it, but there wasn't anything in the nmedicine chest that |ooked right, and besides
it's against the law. | don't mind admitting it, | never liked Wnnie MGhee, and it isn't just
because he swiped nmy bride fromme. WIll, she smartened up after six nonths, and then, when she
turned up with an annul nent and sincere repentance-well, |'ve never regretted narrying her. O
anyway, not nuch. But you can't expect nme to |ike MGhee. My heavens, if |'d never seen the man
before I'd hate his little purple guts on first contact, because he |ooks |ike a poet and tal ks
like a scientist and acts like a jerk

| started back to the living roomand yelled: "The baby!"

Margery turned away from sinpering at her former husband and sprang for the puppy's dish
She got it away fromthe baby, but not quite full. There was a good baby-sized nout hful of m xed
m | k and dog-biscuit that she had to excavate for, and naturally the baby had his way of counter-
attacking for that.

"No bite!" she yelled, pulling her finger out of his nouth and putting it in hers. Then

she smled sweetly. "lIsn't he a darling, Wnnie? He's got his daddy's nose, of course. But don't
you think he has nmy eyes?"
"He'll have your fingers too, if you don't keep themout of his nouth,” | told her
Wnnie said: "That's normal. After all, with twenty-four paired chronosones forming the

ganmete, it is perfectly obvious that the probability of inheriting none of his traits from one
parent-that is, being exactly like the other-is one chance in 8,388,608. Ooh, ny head."

Margery gave hima small frown. "Wat?"

He was |ike a wound-up phonograph. "That's without allowance for spontaneous nmutation," he
added. "O induced. And considering the environnental factors in utero-that is, broad-spectrum
antibiotics, tripling of the background radiati on count due to nucl ear weapons, dietary
i nfluences, et cetera-yes, | should put the probability of induced nmutation rather high. Yes.

Per haps of the order of-"

| interrupted. "Here's your aspirin. Now, what do you want ?"

"Harlan!" Margery said warningly.

"I nmean-well, what do you want?"

He | eaned his head on his hands. "I want you to help me conquer the world," he said.

Crash-splash. "Go get a nop!" Margery ordered; the baby had just spilled the puppy's
water. She glared at nme and sniled at Wnnie. "Go ahead," she coaxed. "Take your nice aspirin, and
we'll talk about your trip around the world later."
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But that hadn't been what he had said.

Conquer the world. | heard it plain as day. | went to fetch the nop, because that was as
good a way as any to think over what to do about Wnston McNeely McCGhee. | nean, what did | want
with the world? Uncle Otto had al ready bequeathed ne the world, or anyway as much of it as | ever
hoped to own.

When | came back Wnnie was tottering around the room followed at a respectful distance
by nmy wife holding the baby. She was saying to the prospective conqueror of all the world:

"How di d you hear about Harlan's good |u- About the tragic |loss of his dear uncle,

mean?"

He groaned, "I read it in the paper." He fiddled aimessly with the phone.

"It's all for the best, | say," said Margery in a phil osophic tone, carving danp graham
cracker crunbs out of the baby's ear. "Dear Oto lived a rich and full life. Think of all those
years in Yenmen! And the enornous satisfaction it nust have given himto be personally responsible
for the installation of the |argest petroleumcracking still west of the Suez!"

"East, ny dear. East. The Miutawakelite Kingdomlies just south of Saudi Arabia."

She | ooked at himthoughtfully, but all she said was, "Wnnie, you' ve changed."

And so he had; but for that matter so had she. It was not |like Margery to be a hypocrite.
Si npering over her ex-husband | could understand-it wasn't so bad; she was nerely show ng the poor
guy how very nuch better off she was than she ever woul d have been with him But the tragic |oss
of my dear uncle had never occasioned a nonment's regret in her-or in nme; the plain fact of the
matter is that until the man fromthe Associated Press called up she didn't even know | had an
Uncle Otto. And | had pretty nearly forgotten it nyself. Oto was the brother that ny nother's
famly didn't talk about. How were they to know that he was laying up treasures of oil and gold on
t he Arabi an Peni nsul a?

The phone rang; Wnnie had thoughtlessly put it back on the hook. "No!" Margery cried into
it, hardly listening, "W don't want any urani um stock! W've got closets full!"

| said, taking advantage of the fact that her attention was diverted: "Wnnie. |I'ma busy
man. How about you telling me what you want?" He sat down with his head on his hands and nade a
great effort.

"It's-difficult," he said, speaking very slowy. Each word canme out by itself, as though
he had to choose and sort painfully anong all the words that were rushing to his nouth. "I-
i nvent ed sonet hi ng. You understand? And when | heard about you inheriting noney-"

"You t hought you could get sone of it away fromnme," | sneered
"No!" He sat up sharply-and winced and clutched his head. "I want to make noney for you."
"We've got closets full,” | said gently.

He said in a desperate tone, "But | can give you the world, Harlan. Trust ne!"

"l never have-"

"Trust ne now You don't understand, Harlan. W can own the world, the two of us, if
you'll just give ne a little financial help. 1've invented a drug that gives ne total recall."

"How nice for you," | said, reaching for the knob of the door

But then | began to think

"Total recall?" | asked

He said, sputtering with eagerness, "The upwelling of the unconscious! The ability to
remenber everything-the eidetic nmenory of an idiot savant and the indexing systemof a quiz
Wi nner. You want to know the first six kings of England? Egbert, Etheiwulf, Ethelbald, Ethelbert,
Ethelred and Alfred. You want to know the mating call of a ruff-necked grouse?" He denonstrated
the call of the ruff-necked grouse.

"Ch," said Margery, conming back into the roomw th the freshly di apered baby. "Bird
imtations."

"And nore!" cried Wnnie. "Do you know about the tine the United States had two
presi dent s?"

"No, but-"

"March the third,” he said. "Eighteen seventy-seven. Rutherford B. Hayes-I'd better say
Rut herford Birchard Hayes-was about to succeed Grant, and he was sworn in a day early. | ought to
explain that-"

"No," | said. "Don't explain."

"Well, how about this? Want nme to name the A . B.C. bow ing chanpions from 1931 to date?
Cl ack, Nitschke, Hewitt, Vidro, Brokaw, Gagliardi, Anderson-oh, wait a mnute. | forgot 1936.
That's Warren. Then Gagliardi, Anderson, Danek-"
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"Wnnie," | said, "cut it out, will you? This has been a tough day."
"But this is the key to conquering the world!"
"Hah," | said. "You' re going to bore everybody to death by nam ng bow i ng chanpi ons?"

"Knowl edge is power, Harlan." He rested his head on his palnms briefly. "But it does make
my head ache."

| took my hand off the knob of the door.

| said grudgingly, "Sit down, Wnnie. | adnit you' ve got nme interested. | can't wait to
hear what the swindle is."

"Harl an!" warned Margery.

Wnnie said: "There's no swindle, | prom se you. But think what it can nean! Know edge is
power, Harlan, as | say. Wiy, with ny super-brain we can outwit the rulers of any country
anywhere. We can own the world! And-noney, you say? Know edge is noney too. For instance-" he
wi nked-"worried about taxes? | can tell you the nminority opinionin U S. CGovt. v. Qosterhagen,
486 Al abanma 3309. There's a | oophole there you could drive an arnored truck through!"

Margery sat down with a cigarette in the long, long holder |I'd bought her to square a beef
the year after we were married. She |ooked at ne and then at the cigarette; and it penetrated, and
I raced over with a match.

"Thank you, darling," she said throatily.

She had changed herself as well as the baby. She now wore sonething nore suitable for a co-
heiress of a big fat hunk of nopbney entertaining an ex-husband. It was a gold | amé housecoat, and
she had bought it, within an hour of the tine the Associated Press nan had called, on a charge
account we'd never owned until the early editions of the papers hit the stores around Levittown.

And that rem nded ne. Mney. Wio needed noney? Wat was the use of inheriting all that
loot fromuUncle Oto if | couldn't throw Wnnie out on his ear?

Pol i teness nade ne tenporize: "All this is very interesting, Wnnie, but-"

"Harl an, the baby!" Margery yelled. "Get himout of the pretzels!”

| did, while Wnnie said faintly behind nme: "The shape of a pretzel represents children's
arnms folded in prayer-or so it was thought in the seventh century. A good pretzel bender can bend
nmore than thirty-five a mnute. O course, machines are faster."

| said, "Wnnie-"

"Li ke to know the etynol ogy of the word 'navy'? Most people think it has sonmething to do
with sailors.”

"Wnnie, listen to nme-"

"It doesn't, though. It comes fromthe | aborers on the Inland Navigation Canal s-ei ght eent h-
century England, you know. Well, the |aborers-"

| said firmy, "Wnnie, go away."

"Harl an!"

"You stay out of this, Margery,"” | told her. "Wnnie's after ny dough, that's all. Well, |
haven't had it |ong enough to want to throw it away. Besides, who wants to rule the world?"

"Well. . ." Margery said thoughtfully.

"Wth all our noney?" | cried. "W needs it?"

Wnni e clutched his head. "Ch," he npaned. "Wait, Harlan. All | need is a stake. |'ve got
the long-termcycles of every stock on the Exchange down in ny head-splits and divi dends and
earni ngs records since nineteen ought four! | know the private brokers' hand signals on the Curb-
wave up for buy, wave down for sell; |ook, see how ny fingers are bent? That means the spread
between bid and asked is three-eighths of a point. Gve ne a mllion dollars, Harlan!"

"No. "

"Just a mllion, that's all. You can spare it! And I'll double it in a week, quadruple it
inamnth-in a year we'll have a billion. A billion dollars!"

| shook ny head. "The taxes-"

"Remenber U. S. Govt. v. Qosterhagen!" he cried. "And that's a bare begi nning. Ever think
what a billion dollars could do in the hands of a super-genius?" He was talking faster and faster
a perfect diarrhea of words, as though he couldn't control the spouting. "Here!" he yelled,
clutching at his tenple with one hand, pulling sonmething out of his pocket with the other. "Look
at this, Harlan! It's yours for a mllion dollars-no, for a hundred thousand. Yes, a hundred

t housand dollars and you can have it! |I'Il sell it for that, and then | won't split with you-we'l
bot h be super-geniuses. Eh? Fair enough?"
I was trapped by my own curiosity. "What is it?" | asked. He waved it at me-a squat little

bottle, half-filled with pal e capsul es.
"Mne," he said proudly. "My hornone. It's a synapse-rel axer. One of these and the bl ocks
bet ween adjoining cells in your brain are weakened for an hour. Three of them for every twenty
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pounds of body weight, and you're a super-genius for life. You'll never forget! You'll renenber
thi ngs you think have passed out of your recollection years ago! You'll recall the post-partum
slap that started you breathing, you' |l remenber the nane of the nurse who carried you to the door
of your father's Maxwell. Ch, Harlan, there is sinply no limt to-"

"Go away," | said, and pushed him

Pat rol man Ganel sfel der appeared like a genie froma | anp.

"Thought so," he said sonberly, advancing on Wnnie MGhee. "Extortion's your gane, is it?
Can't say | blanme you, brother, but it's a trip to the station house and a talk with the sergeant
for you."

"Just get rid of him" | said, and cl osed the door as Wnnie was chall enging the cop to
nane an opera by Krenek, other than Johnny Spielt Auf.

Margery put the baby down, breathing hard.

She said: "Scuffling and pushing peopl e around and bad nanners. You weren't like this when
we were married, Harlan. There's sonething cone over you since you inherited that noney!"

| said, "Help ne pick these things up, will you?" | hadn't pushed him hard, but all the
sane those pills had gone flying.

Margery stanped her foot and burst into tears. "I know how you feel about poor Wnnie,"
she sobbed, "but it's just that I'"'msorry for him "Couldn't you at |east be polite? Couldn't you
at | east have given hima couple of |ousy hundred thousand doll ars?"

"Watch the baby," | warned her. At the head of the stairs Gaenni e appeared, attracted by
t he noi se, rubbing her eyes with her fists and beginning to cry.

Margery glared at me, started to speak, was speechl ess, turned her back and hurried up to
confort QGaennie.

| began to feel the least little bit ashamed of nyself.

| stood up, patting the baby absent-m ndedly on the head, |ooking up the stairs at the

fermal e hal f of our household. | had been, when you stopped to think of it, something of a clunk
Item | had been rough on poor old Wnnie. Suppose it had been | who discovered the
hor mone, and needed a few | ousy hundred thousand, as Margery put it so well, as a stake in order

to grasp undreaned-of wealth and power? Well, why not? Wiy shouldn't | have given it to hinf? The
poor fellow was evidently suffering the effects of the hormone wearing off as much as from any
hangover. | coul d have been nore kind, yes.

And, item Margery did have a tough time with the kids and all, and on this day of al
days she was likely to be excited.

And, item | had just inherited a bloody mnint!

Wy wasn't |-the thought came to nme with sudden appalling clarity-using some of Uncle
Oto's noney to make life easier for all of us?

I galloped up the steps two at a tinme. "Margery,” | cried. "Margery, I'msorry!”
"I think you should-" she began and then | ooked up from Gaenni e and saw ny face
| said: "Look, honey. Let's start over. |I'msorry about poor Wnnie, but forget him huh?

We're rich. Let's start living as though we were rich! Let's go out, just the two of us-it's early
yet! We'l|l grab a cab and go into New York-all the way by cab, why not? We'll eat at the Col ony,
and see My Fair Lady fromthe fifth row on the aisle-you can get quite good seats, they tell ne,
for a hundred bucks or so. Wy not?"

Margery | ooked up at me, and suddenly smled. "But-" she patted Grennie's head. "The Kkids.
What about thenP"

"Get a baby-sitter," | cried. "Ms. Schroop'll be glad of the work."
"But it's such short notice-"
"Margery," | said, "we don't inherit a fortune every night. Call her up."

Margery stood up, holding Gaennie, beginning to smle. "Wiy," she said, "that sounds |ike
fun, Harlan! Wiy not, as you say? Only-do you renenber Ms. Schroop's nunber?"

"It's witten down," | told her

"No, that was on the old directory.
It isn'"t listed in her own nane-it's her son-in-law. Ch, what is that nunber.

A thin voice fromdown the stairs said: "Ovington Ei ght Zero Zero Fourteen. It's listed
under Sturgis, Arthur R, nunber Forty-one Uni verse Avenue."

Margery | ooked at ne, and | | ooked at Margery.

| said sharply: "Who the devil said that?"

She frowned. "You've told it to ne a thousand ti nes.

"I did, Daddy," said the owner of the voice, all of twenty-eight inches tall, appearing at
the foot of the steps. He had to use one hand to steady hinsel f, because he didn't walk so very
well; in the other hand he held the squat glass bottle that Wnnie MGhee had dropped.
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The bottle was enmpty.

Well, we don't live in Levittown any nore-of course.

Margery and Gaennie and | have tried everythi ng-changi ng our nanme, dyeing our hair, even
plastic surgery once. It didn't work, so we had the same surgeon change us back

Peopl e keep recogni zi ng us.

VWhat we nostly do now is cruise up and down the coast of the U S. J.I. in our yacht, inside
the twelve-mile limt. When we need supplies we send sonme of the crewin with the notor |aunch
That's risky, yes. But it isn't as risky as landing in any other country would be; and we just
don't want to go back to J.l.-as they've taken to calling it these days. You can't blanme us. How
woul d you like it?

I wish he'd | eave us al one.

The way it goes, we just cruise up and down, and every once in a while he remenbers us and
calls up on the ship-to-shore. He called yesterday, matter of fact. He said: "You can't stay out
there forever, Daddy. Your nmmin engines are due for a refit after eleven nonths, seven days of
runni ng and you' ve been gone ten nonths, six. Wat are you using for dairy products? The | oad you
shi pped in Jacksonville nust have run out |ast Thursday week. There isn't any point in your

starving yourself. Besides, it's not fair to Gsennie and Mom Conme honme. We'll nake a place for
you in the governnent."

"Thanks," | said. "But no thanks."

"You'll be sorry," he warned, pleasantly enough. And he hung up

Wel |, we should have kept himout of those pills.

| guess it was my fault. | should have |istened when old Wnnie- heaven rest his soul

wherever he is-said that the lifetinme dose was three tablets for every twenty pounds of body

wei ght. The baby only wei ghed twenty-four pounds then-last tine we'd taken himto the

pedi atrician; naturally, we couldn't take himagain after he swallowed the pills. And he nust've
swal | owed at | east a dozen

But | guess Wnnie was right.

At the very least, the world is well on its way to being conquered now The United States
fell to Juvens Inperator, as he calls hinself (and | blame Margery for that-1 never used Latin in
front of the kid) in eighteen nonths, after his sensational coup on the $256,000 Question, and his
| ater success in cornering soybean futures and the conmon stock of United States Steel. The rest
of the world is just a matter of time. And not very nuch tine, at that. And don't they just know
it, though; that's why we daren't |and abroad.

But who woul d have thought it?

I mean, | watched his inauguration |ast Cctober, on the television. The country has had
sonme pretty peculiar people running it, no doubt. But did you ever think you'd Iive to see the
oath of office adm nistered to ny little boy, with one hand uprai sed and the thunb of the other in
hi s nout h?

The Day the Icicle Wrks O osed
I

The wi nd was cold, pink snow was falling and M1 o Pul cher had holes in his shoes. He trudged

t hrough the pink-gray slush across the square fromthe courthouse to the jail. The turnkey was
drinking coffee out of a vinyl container. "Expecting you," he grunted. "Which one you want to see
first?"

Pul cher sat down, grateful for the warmh. "It doesn't matter. Say, what kind of kids are
t hey?"

The turnkey shrugged.

"I mean, do they give you any trouble?"

"How coul d they give ne trouble? If they don't clean their cells they don't eat. \Wat el se
they do makes no difference to ne."

Pul cher took the letter from Judge Pegri mout of his pocket, and examined the list of his
new clients. Avery Foltis, Walter Hopgood, Jimy Lasser, Sam Schi esterman, Bourke Smith, Mdel ei ne
Gaultry. None of the nanes neant anything to him "I'll take Foltis,” he guessed, and followed the
turnkey to a cell.

The Foltis boy was honely, pinply and belligerent. "Cripes,
the best they can do for ne?"

Pul cher took his tine answering. The boy was not very |ovable; but, he rem nded hinself,

he growl ed shrilly, "are you
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there was a fifty-dollar retainer fromthe county for each one of these defendants, and conditions
bei ng what they were Pul cher could easily growto |ove three hundred dollars. "Don't give ne a

hard tine," he said amably. "I may not be the best lawer in the Galaxy, but |I'mthe one you' ve
got."

"Cripes."

"All right, all right. Tell me what happened, will you? Al | knowis that you' re accused

of conspiracy to commt a felony, specifically an act of kidnapping a minor child."

"Yeah, that's it," the boy agreed. "You want to know what happened?" He bounced to his
feet, then began acting out his story. "W were starving to death, see?" Arns cl utched
pathetically around his belly. "The Icicle Wrks closed down. Cripes, | wal ked the streets nearly
a year, looking for sonething to do. Anything." Marching in place. "I even rented out for a while,
but-that didn't work out." He scow ed and fingered his pinply face. Pul cher nodded. Even a body-
renter had to have sone qualifications. The npbst inportant one was a good-I|ooking, disease-free,
strong and agil e physique. "So we got together and decided, the hell, there was noney to be made
hooki ng ol d Swi nburne's son. So-1 guess we tal ked too much. They caught us." He gripped his
wists, |ike manacl es.

Pul cher asked a few nore questions, and then interviewed two of the other boys. He |earned
not hi ng he hadn't already known. The six youngsters had planned a reasonably conpetent ki dnapping,
and tal ked about it where they could be heard, and if there was any hope of getting themoff it
did not make itself visible to their court-appointed attorney.

Pul cher left the jail abruptly and went up the street to see Charley D ckon

The commi tteeman was watching a three-way westling match on a flickery old TV set. "How d
it go, Mlo," he greeted the | awer, keeping his eyes on the westling.

Pul cher said, "lI'mnot going to get themoff, Charley."

"Ch? Too bad." Dickon |ooked away fromthe set for the first tine. "Wy not?"

"They admtted the whole thing. Handwiting nade the Hopgood boy on the ransom note. They
all had fingerprints and cell-types all over the place. And besides, they tal ked too nuch."

Di ckon said with a spark of interest, "Wat about Tim Lasser's son?"

"Sorry." The committeeman | ooked thoughtful. "I can't help it, Charley," the | awer
protested. The kids hadn't been even routinely careful. Wen they planned to kidnap the son of the
mayor they had talked it over, quite loudly, in a juke joint. The waitress habitually taped
everything that went on in her booths. Pulcher suspected a thriving blacknmail business, but that
didn't change the fact that there was enough on tape to show preneditation. They had picked the
mayor's son up at school. He had come with themperfectly willingly-the girl, Madeleine Gaultry,
had been a babysitter for him The boy was only three years old, but he couldn't miss an easy
identification like that. And there was nore: the ransom note had been sent special delivery, and
young Foltis had asked the post-office clerk to put the postage on instead of using the automatic

meter. The clerk renenbered the pinply face very well indeed.
The comritteeman sat politely while Pul cher explained, though it was obvi ous that nost of
his attention was on the snow TV screen. "Well, Mlo, that's the way it goes. Anyway, you got a

fast three hundred, hey? And that rem nds ne."

Pul cher's guard went up.

"Here," said the conm tteeman, runmagi ng through his desk. He brought out a couple of pale
green tickets. "You ought to get out and neet sone nore people. The Party's having its annua
Chester A Arthur Day Dinner next week. Bring your girl."

"l don't have a girl."

"Ch, you'll find one. Fifteen dollars per," explained the conmitteeman, handi ng over the
tickets. Pul cher sighed and paid. Well, that was what kept the wheels oiled. And D ckon had
suggested his name to Judge Pegrim Thirty dollars out of three hundred still left hima better

week's pay than he had had since the Icicle Wrks fol ded.

The comitteeman carefully folded the bills into his pocket, Pul cher watching gl oomly.
Di ckon was | ooki ng prosperous, all right. There was easily a couple of thousand in that wad.
Pul cher supposed that Di ckon had been caught along with everybody el se on the planet when the
Icicle Wrks folded. Nearly everybody owned stock in it, and certainly Charley Dickon, whose
politician brain got hima piece of nearly every major enterprise on Altair N ne-a big clunp of
stock in the Tourist Agency, a sizable share of the Mning Syndicate -certainly he would have had
at least a few thousand in the Icicle Wrks. But it hadn't hurt himnuch. He said, "None of ny
busi ness, but why don't you take that girl?"

"Madel eine Gaultry? She's in jail."

"CGet her out. Here." He tossed over a bondsman's card. Pul cher pocketed it with a scow .
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That woul d cost another forty bucks anyway, he estimated; the bondsman woul d naturally be one of
Di ckon's cl ub nmenbers.

Pul cher noticed that Di ckon was | ooking strangely puzzled. "Wiat's the matter?"

"Like | say, it's none of ny business. But | don't get it. You and the girl have a fight?"

"Fight? | don't even know her."

"She said you did."

"Me? No. | don't know any Madeleine Gaultry- Wait a minute! Is that her married nane? Did
she used to be at the Icicle Wrks?"

Di ckon nodded. "Didn't you see her?"

"I didn't get to the woren's wing. |-" Pulcher stood up, oddly flustered. "Say, |'d better
run al ong, Chancy. This bondsman, he's open now? Wl Il-" He stopped babbling and | eft.

Madel ei ne Gaultry! Only her nane had been Madel ei ne Cossett. It was funny that she shoul d
turn up nowin jail and, Pulcher abruptly realized, likely to stay there indefinitely. But he put

that thought out of his mind; first he wanted to see her

The snow was turning | avender now.

Pi nk snow, green snow, |avender snow any col or of the pastel rainbow It was nothing
unusual . That was what had nade Altair Nine worth colonizing in the first place.

Now, of course, it was only a way of getting your feet wet.

Pul cher waited inpatiently at the turnkey's office while he shanbled over to the wonen's
wing and, slowy, returned with the girl. They | ooked at each other. She didn't speak. Pul cher
opened his nouth, closed it, and silently took her by the el bow. He steered her out of the jai
and hailed a cab. That was an extravagance, but he didn't care.

Madel ei ne shrank into a corner of the cab, |ooking at himout of blue eyes that were |arge
and shadowed. She wasn't hostile, she wasn't afraid. She was only renpte.

"Hungry?" She nodded. Pul cher gave the cab driver the name of a restaurant. Another
extravagance, but he didn't mnd the prospect of cutting down on lunches for a few weeks. He had
had enough practice at it.

A year before this girl had been the prettiest secretary in the pool at the Icicle Wrks.
He dated her half a dozen tinmes. There was a conpany rule against it, but the first time it was a
ki nd of school boy's prank, breaking the headmaster's regul ations, and the other tines it was a
driving need. Then- Then cane the Gunpert Process.

That was the killer, the Gunpert Process. Woever Cunpert was. Al anybody at the Icicle
Works knew was that soneone named Gunpert (back on Earth, one runor said; another said he was a
colonist in the Sirian systemj had cone up with a cheap, practical nethod of synthesizing the
rai nbow antibiotic nolds that floated free in Altair Nine's air, coloring its precipitation and,
nmore inmportant, providing a priceless export comodity. A whol e Gal axy had depended on those
rai nbow nol ds, shipped in frozen suspensions to every inhabited planet by A tamycin, Inc.-the
proper nane for what everyone on Altair Nine called the Icicle Wrks.

When the Gunpert Process cane al ong, suddenly the demand vani shed.

Worse, the jobs vani shed. Pul cher had been on the corporation's legal staff, with an
of fice of his own and a faint hint of a vice-presidency, sone day. He was out. The stenos in the
pool, all but two or three of the five hundred who once had got out the correspondence and the
bills, they were out. The shipping clerks in the warehouse were out, the punphands at the settling
tanks were out, the freezer attendants were out. Everyone was out. The plant closed down. There
were nore than fifty tons of frozen antibiotics in storage and, though there mght still be a
faint trickle of orders from ol d-fashi oned di ehards around the Gal axy (backwoods country doctors
who didn't believe in the newfangl ed synthetics, experinmenters who wanted to run conparative
tests), the shipnments already en route would nuch nore than satisfy them Fifty tons? Once the
Icicle Wrks had shipped three hundred tons a day-physical transport, electronic rockets that took
years to cover the distance between stars. The boom was over. And of course, on a one-industry
pl anet, everything el se was over too.

Pul cher took the girl by the armand swept her into the restaurant. "Eat," he ordered. "I
know what jail food is like." He sat down, firmy determ ned to say nothing until she had
fini shed.

But he couldn't.

Long before she was ready for coffee he burst out, "Wy, Mdel eine? Wiy woul d you get into
sonet hing Iike this?"

She | ooked at himbut did not answer.

"What about your husband?" He didn't want to ask it, but he had to. That had been the
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bi ggest bl ow of all the unpleasant blows that had struck himafter the Icicle Wrks cl osed. Just
as he was getting a |l aw practice goi ng-not on any big scale but, through Charley Di ckon and the
Party, a small, steady handout of political favors that would nake it possible for himto pretend
he was still an attorney-the gossip reached himthat Madel ei ne Cossett had narri ed.

The girl pushed her plate away. "He em grated.”

Pul cher digested that slowy. Enigrated? That was the dream of every N ner since the Wrks
cl osed down, of course. But it was only a dream Physical transport between the stars was ungodly
expensive. Mre, it was ungodly slow. Ten years would get you to Dell, the thin-aired planet of a
chilly little red dwarf. The nearest good planet was thirty years away.

What it all added up to was that em grating was alnost |ike dying. If one nmenber of a
married couple enigrated, it neant the end of the nmarriage. . . . "W got a divorce," said
Madel ei ne, noddi ng. "There wasn't enough noney for both of us to go, and Jon was unhappi er here
than | was."

She took out a cigarette and let himlight it. "You don't want to ask me about Jon, do
you? But you want to know. All right. Jon was an artist. He was in the advertising departnent at
the Works, but that was just tenporary. He was going to do sonething big. Then the bottom dropped
out for him just as it did for all of us. Well, MIlo, | didn't hear fromyou."

Pul cher protested, "It wouldn't have been fair for nme to see you when | didn't have a job
or anything."

"Of course you'd think that. It's wong. But | couldn't find you to tell you it was wong,
and then Jon was very persistent. He was tall, curly-haired, he has a baby's face-do you know, he
only shaved twice a week. Well, | married him It lasted three nonths. Then he just had to get
away." She |leaned forward earnestly. "Don't think he was just a bum MIo! He really was quite a
good artist. But we didn't have enough noney for paints, even, and then it seens that the colors
are all wong here. Jon explained it. In order to paint |andscapes that sell you have to be on a
pl anet with Earth-type colors; they're all the vogue. And there's too nmuch altanycin in the clouds
here. "

Pul cher said stiffly, "I see.” But he didn't, really. There was at |east one unexpl ai ned
part. |If there hadn't been enough noney for paint, then where had the noney cone fromfor a
starship ticket, physical transport? It neant at |east ten thousand dollars. There just was no way
to raise ten thousand dollars on Altair Nine, not without taking a rather extreme step

The girl wasn't |ooking at him

Her eyes were fixed on a table across the restaurant, a table with a [oud, drunken party.
It was only lunch tine, but they had a three o' clock-in-the-norning air about them They were
stinking. There were four of them two nmen and two wonen; and their physical bodies were those of
young, healthy, quite good-Iooking, perfectly normal Niners. The appearance of the physical bodies
was entirely irrelevant, though, because they were tourists. Around the neck of each of themwas a
bright gol den choker with a glowing red signal jewel in the mddle. It was the mark of the touri st
Agency; the sign that the bodies were rented.

Mo Pul cher | ooked away quickly. H's eyes stopped on the white face of the girl, and
abruptly he knew how she had rai sed the noney to send Jon to another star

Pul cher found the girl a roomand |eft her there. It was not what he wanted. \What he
want ed was to spend the evening with her and to go on spending time with her, until tine came to
an end: but there was the matter of her trial

Twenty-four hours ago he had got the letter notifying himthat the court had appointed him
attorney for six suspected kidnapers and | ooked on it as a fast fee, no work to speak of, no hope
for success. He would | ose the case, certainly. Well, what of it?

But now he wanted to win!

It meant some fast, hard work if he was to have even a chance- and at best, he admitted to
hi nsel f, the chance would not be good. Still, he wasn't going to give up without a try.

The snow stopped as he | ocated the hone of Jinmy Lasser's parents. It was a sporting-goods
shop, not far fromthe main Tourist Agency; it had a window full of guns and boots and scuba gear.
He wal ked in, tinkling a bell as he opened the door

"M. Lasser?" Aplunp little man, |eaning back in a chair by the door, got slowy up
| ooki ng hi m over

"I'n back," he said shortly.

He | ed Pul cher behind the store, to a three-roomapartnent. The |iving room was
confortabl e enough, but for sonme reason it seenmed unbal anced. One side was sonehow heavi er than
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the other. He noticed the nap of the rug, still flattened out where sonething heavy had been
sonet hi ng rectangul ar and | arge, about the size of a T-V electronic entertai nment unit.
"Repossessed, " said Lasser shortly. "Sit down. Dickon called you a mnute ago."

"Ch?" It had to be sonething inportant. Dickon wouldn't have tracked hi m down for any
trivial matter.

"Don't know what he wanted, but he said you weren't to leave till he called back. Sit
down. May'll bring you a cup of tea."

Pul cher chatted with themfor a mnute, while the wonan fussed over a teapot and a plate
of soft cookies. He was trying to get the feel of the home. He coul d understand Madel ei ne
Gaultry's desperation, he could understand the Foltis boy, a misfit in society anywhere. Wat
about Ji mmy Lasser?

The el der Lassers were both pushing sixty. They were first-
generation N ners, off an Earth col onizing ship. They hadn't been born on Earth, of course-the
trip took nearly a hundred years, physical transport. They had been born in transit, had nmarried
on the ship. As the ship had reached nmaxi mnum popul ation | evel shortly after they were born, they
were allowed to have no children until they landed. At that time they were all of forty. My
Lasser said suddenly, "Please help our boy, M. Pulcher! It isn't Jimmy's fault. He got in with a
bad crowd. You know how it is: no work, nothing for a boy to do."

“I'"l1l do nmy best." But it was funny, Pulcher thought, how it was always "the crowd" that
was bad. It was never Ji my-and never Avery, never Sam never Walter. Pulcher sorted out the five
boys and remenbered Ji mry: nineteen years old, quite colorless, polite, not very interested. \Wat
had struck the | awer about hi mwas only surprise that this rabbity boy should have had the
enterprise to get into a crimnal conspiracy in the first place.

"He's a good boy," said May Lasser pathetically. "That trouble with the parked cars two
years ago wasn't his fault. He got a fine job right after that, you know. Ask his probation
officer. Then the Icicle Wrks closed. - . ." She poured nore tea, slopping it over the side of
the cup. "Oh, sorry! But- But when he went to the unenpl oynent office, M. Pulcher, do you know
what they said to hinP"

"I know.'

"They asked himwould he take a job if offered," she hurried on, unheeding. "Ajob. As if
| didn't know what they nmeant by a 'job!' They neant renting." She plunped the teapot down on the

tabl e and began to weep. "M. Pulcher, | wouldn't let himrent if | died for it! There isn't
anything in the Bible that says you can | et soneone el se use your body and not be responsible for
what it does! You know what tourists do! 'If thy right hand offend thee, cut it off.' It doesn't

say, unless sonebody else is using it. M. Pulcher, renting is a sin!

"May." M. Lasser put his teacup down and | ooked directly at Pul cher. "Wat about it,
Pul cher? Can you get Jimmy off?"

The attorney reflected. He hadn't known about Jimry Lasser's probation before, and that
was a bad sign. If the county prosecutor was hol ding out on information of that sort, it neant he
wasn't willing to cooperate. Probably he would be trying for a conviction with maxi mum sent ence.
O course, he didn't have to tell a defense attorney anything about the previous crimnal records
of his clients. But in a juvenile case, where all parties were usually willing to go easy on the

defendants, it was customary. . . . "I don't know, M. Lasser. I'll do the best | can."

"Damm right you will!" barked Lasser. "Dickon tell you who I an®
I was conmitteeman here before him you know. So get busy. Pull strings. Dickon will back you, or
I"I'l know why!"

Pul cher nanaged to control hinmself. "I'Il do the best | can. | already told you that. If
you want strings pulled, you' d better talk to Dickon yourself. | only know law. | don't know

anyt hi ng about politics."

The at nosphere was becom ng unpl easant. Pul cher was glad to hear the ringing of the phone
in the store outside. May Lasser answered it and said: "For you, M. Pulcher. Charley D ckon."

Pul cher gratefully picked up the phone. Dickon's rich, political voice said sorrowfully,
"M1o0? Listen, | been talking to Judge Pegrim s secretary. He isn't gonna let the kids off with a
slap on the wist. There's a lot of heat fromthe mayor's office."

Pul cher protested desperately: "But the Swi nbune kid wasn't hurt! He got better care with
Madel ei ne than he was getting at hone."

"I know, M1o," the conmitteenan agreed, "but that's the way she lies. So what | wanted to
say to you, Mlo, is don't knock yourself out on this one because you aren't going to win it."

"But-" Pul cher suddenly becane aware of the Lassers just behind him "But | think I can
get an acquittal," he said, entirely out of hope, knowing that it wasn't true.
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Di ckon chuckl ed. "You got Lasser breathing down your neck? Sure, MIlo. But you want ny

advice you'll take a quick hearing, let themget sentenced and then try for executive clenency in
a couple nonths. 1'Il help you get it. And that's another five hundred or so for you, see?" The
conmitteeman was bei ng persuasive; it was a habit of his. "Don't worry about Lasser. | guess he's

been telling you what a power he is in politics here. Forget it. And, say, tell himl notice he
hasn't got his tickets for the Chester A Arthur Day D nner yet. You pick up the dough from him
will you? I"Il mail himthe tickets. No-hold on, don't ask him Just tell himwhat | said." The
connection went dead.

Pul cher stood hol ding a dead phone, conscious of Lasser standing right behind him "So
I ong, Charley," he said, paused, nodded into space and said, "So |ong," again.

Then the attorney turned about to deliver the conmitteenan's nessage about that nost
i mportant subject, the tickets to the Chester A Arthur Day D nner. Lasser grunbled, "Damm D ckon
he's into you for one thing after another. Were's he think I'mgoing to get thirty bucks?"

"Tim Please." His wife touched his arm

Lasser hesitated. "Ch, all right. But you better get Jimy off, hear?"

Pul cher got away at |l ast and hurried out into the cold, slushy street. At the corner he
caught a glinpse of sonething palely gl owi ng overhead and stopped, transfixed. A huge skytrout was
swi nmi ng purposefully down the avenue. It was a nonster, twelve feet long at |east and nore than
two feet thick at the mddle; it would easily go eighteen, nineteen ounces, the sort of |unker
that sportsnmen hiked clear across the Dismal Hlls to bag. Pulcher had never in his |ife seen one
that size. In fact, he could only renenber seeing one or two fingerlings swimover inhabited
ar eas.

It gave hima cold, worried feeling.

The skyfish were about the only tourist attraction Altair Nine had left to offer. From al
over the Gal axy sportsnmen cane to shoot them with their great porous flesh filled with bubbles of
hydr ogen, real biological Zeppelins that did not fly in the air but swamit. Before human
colonists arrived, they had been Altair Nine's highest formof |life. They were so easy to destroy
with gunfire that they had al nost been exterm nated in the inhabited sections; only in the high,
cold hills had a few survived. And now

Were even the fish aware that Altair N ne was becom ng a ghost planet?

The next norning Pul cher phoned Madel ei ne but didn't have breakfast with her, though he
wanted to very nuch.

He put in the whole day working on the case. In the norning he visited the fanilies and
friends of the accused boys; in the afternoon he followed a few hunches.

Fromthe fanilies he | earned nothing. The stories were all about the same. The youngest
boy was Foltis, only seventeen; the ol dest was Hopgood at twenty-six. They all had | ost their
jobs, nost of themat the Icicle Wrks, saw no future, and wanted of f-planet. Wl l, physica
transport neant a mninumof ten thousand dollars, and not one of themhad a chance in the worlds
of getting that nmuch nmoney in any legitinmte way.

Mayor Swi nburne was a rich man, and his three-year-old son was the apple of his eye. It
must have been an irresistible tenptation to try to collect ransom noney, Pul cher realized. The
mayor could certainly afford it, and once the noney was coll ected and they were aboard a starship
it would be al nost inpossible for the aw to pursue them

Pul cher nanaged to piece together the way the thing had started.

The boys all lived in the sane nei ghborhood, the nei ghborhood where Madel ei ne and Jon Gaultry had
had a little apartnent. They had seen Madel ei ne wal king with the mayor's son-she had had a part-
time job, now and then, taking care of him The only part of the thing that was hard to believe
was that Madel ei ne had been willing to take part in the scheme, once the boys approached her

But Mo, renmenbering the expression on the girl's face as she | ooked at the tourists,
decided that wasn't so strange after all

For Madel ei ne had rented.

Physi cal transport was expensive and eternally slow.

But there was a faster way for a man to travel from planet to planet-practically
i nst ant aneous, fromone end of the Galaxy to the other. The pattern of the nmind is electronic in
nature. It can be taped, and it can be broadcast on an el ectromagnetic frequency. \Wat was nore,
like any el ectromagnetic signal, it could be used to nodulate an ultrawave carrier. The result:

I nst ant aneous transm ssi on of personality, anywhere in the civilized Gal axy.

The only problemwas that there had to be a receiver

The naked ghost of a man, stripped of flesh and juices, was no nore than the countl ess
radio and TV waves that passed through everyone all the time. The transnitted personality had to
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be given form There were mechani cal receivers, of course-conputer like affairs with nercury
menory cells where a nman's intelligence could be received, and could be nmade to activate robot
bodi es. But that wasn't fun. The tourist trade was built on fun. Live bodies were needed to
satisfy the custoners. No one wanted to spend the price of a fishing broadcast to Altair Nine in
order to find hinself pursuing the quarry in sonme clanking tractor with photocell eyes and
sol enoi d nuscles. A body was wanted, even a rather attractive body; a body which would be firm
where the tourist's own, perhaps, was flabby, healthy where the tourist's own had wheezed. Having
such a body, there were other sports to enjoy than fishing.

Oh, the laws were strict about misuse of rented bodies.

But the tourist trade was the only flourishing industry left on Altair Nine. The | aws
remai ned strict, but they renmmi ned unenforced.

Pul cher checked in with Charley Dickon. "I found out why Madel eine got into this thing.
She rented. Signed a long-term|ease with the Tourist Agency and got a big advance on her
earni ngs. "

Di ckon shook his head sadly. "Wat people will do for noney," he comrented.

“"I't wasn't for her! She gave it to her husband, so he could get a ticket to soneplace off-
worl d." Pul cher got up, turned around and ki cked his chair as hard as he could. Renting was bad
enough for a man. For a wonan it was- "Take it easy," Dickon suggested, grinning. "So she figured
she could buy her way out of the contract with the noney from Sw nburne?”

"Woul dn't you do the sanme?"

"Ch, | don't know, MIlo. Renting's not so bad."

"The hell it isnt!"

"Al'l right. The hell it isn't. But you ought to realize, MIlo," the comitteeman said
stiffly, "that if it wasn't for the tourist trade we'd all be in trouble. Don't knock the Touri st
Agency. They're doing a perfectly decent job."

"Then why won't they let ne see the records?"

The comritteeman's eyes narrowed and he sat up straighter

“I tried," said Pulcher. "I got themto show nme Madel ei ne's | ease agreenent, but | had to
threaten themwi th a court order. Why? Then | tried to find out a little nore about the Agency
itsel f-incorporation papers, nanmes of sharehol ders and so on. They wouldn't give me a thing. Wy?"

Di ckon said, after a second, "I could ask you that too, MIlo. Wiy did you want to know?"

Pul cher said seriously, "I have to make a case any way | can, Charley. They're all dead on
the evidence. They're guilty. But every one of themwent into this kidnapping stunt in order to
stay away fromrenting. Maybe | can't get Judge Pegrimto listen to that kind of evidence, but
maybe | can. It's ny only chance. If | can show that renting is a formof cruel and unusua
puni shrent-if | can find sonething wong in it, something that isn't allowed in its charter, then
I have a chance. Not a good chance. But a chance. And there's got to be sonething wong, Charley,
because ot herwi se why woul d they be so secretive?"

Di ckon said heavily, "You're getting in pretty deep, MIlo. Ever occur to you you're going
about this the wong way?"

"W ong how?"

"What can the incorporation papers show you? You want to find out what renting's like. It
seens to ne the only way that makes sense is to try it yourself."

"Rent? Me?" Pul cher was shocked

The committeeman shrugged. "Well, | got a lot to do,

he said, and escorted Pul cher to the
door.

The | awer wal ked sullenly away. Rent? Hin? But he had to adnit that it made a certain
anount of sense.

He made a private decision. He woul d do what he could to get Madel eine and the others out
of trouble. Conpletely out of trouble. But if, in the course of trying the case, he couldn't nmagic
up sone way of getting her out of the | ease agreenent as well as getting an acquittal, he would
make damm sure that he didn't get the acquittal

Jail wasn't so bad; renting, for Madel eine Gaultry, was consi derably worse.

Pul cher marched into the unenpl oynent office the next nmorning with an air of determ nation
far exceeding what he really felt. Talk about loyalty to a client! But he had spent the whole
ni ght broodi ng about it, and Di ckon had been right.

The clerk blinked at himand wheezed: "Gee, you're M. Pulcher, aren't you? | never
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thought |I'd see you here. Things pretty sl ow?"

Pul cher's uncertainty nade himbelligerent. "I want to rent ny body," he barked. "AmI in
the right place or not?"

"Well, sure, M. Pulcher. | nean, you're not, if it's voluntary, but it's been so |ong
since they had a voluntary that it don't nmake much difference, you know. | nean, | can handle it
for you. Wait a minute." He turned away, hesitated, glanced at Pul cher and said, "I better use the

ot her phone. ™"

He was gone only a minute. He came back with a | ook of determ ned enmbarrassment. "M.
Pul cher. Look. | thought | better call Charley Dickon. He isn't in his office. Wiy don't you wait
until | can clear it wth hinP"

Pul cher said grimy, "It's already cleared with him"

The clerk hesitated. "But- Oh. Al right," he said nmiserably, scribbling on a pad. "R ght
across the street. Oh, and tell themyou're a volunteer. | don't knowif that will make them | eave
the cuffs off you, but at least it'll give thema |augh." He chuckl ed.

Pul cher took the slip of paper and wal ked sternly across the street to the Tourist Renta
Agency, Procurenent O fice, observing w thout pleasure that there were bars on the wi ndows. A
husky guard at the door straightened up as he approached and said genially, "Al right, sonny. It
isn't going to be as bad as you think. Just ginme your wists a mnute."

"Wait," said Pul eher quickly, putting his hands behind him "You won't need the handcuffs
for ne. I'"'ma volunteer."

The guard said dangerously, "Don't kid with nme, sonny." Then he took a cl oser |ook. "Hey,

I know you. You're the lawer. | saw you at the Primary Dance." He scratched his ear. He said
doubtfully, "Well, nmaybe you are a volunteer. Go on in." But as Pulcher strutted past he felt a
heavy hand on his shoul der and, click, click, his wists were circled with steel. He whirled
furiously. "No hard feelings," booned the guard cheerfully. "It costs a |lot of dough to get you
ready, that's all. They don't want you changi ng your mind when they give you the squeeze, see?"

"The squeeze-? Al right," said Pulcher, and turned away again. The squeeze. It didn't
sound so good, at that. But he had a little too nuch pride left to ask the guard for details.
Anyway, it couldn't be too bad, he was sure. Wasn't he? After all, it wasn't the sane as being
execut ed.

An hour and a half later he wasn't so sure.

They had stripped him weighed him fluorographed him taken sanples of his blood, saliva,
urine and spinal fluid; they had thunmped his chest and listened to the strangl ed poundi ng of the
arteries in his arm

"Al'l right, you pass," said a fortyish blonde in a stained nurse's uniform "You're |ucky
t oday, openings all over. You can take your pick-mning, sailing, anything you like. Wat'll it
be?"

"What ?"

"While you're renting. What's the matter with you? You got to be doing sonething while
your body's rented, you know. O course, you can have the tank if you want to. But they nostly
don't like that. You're conscious the whole tine, you know "

Pul cher said honestly: "I don't know what you're tal king about." But then he renenbered.
Whil e a person's body was rented out there was the problemof what to do with his own nind and
personality. It couldn't stay in the body. It had to go sonmewhere el se. "The tank" was a storage
device, only that and nothing nore; the displaced mnd was held in a sort of pickling vat of

transistors and cells until its own body could be returned to it. He remenbered a client of his
boss's, while he was still clerking, who had spent eight weeks in the tank and had then cone out
to commt a nurder. No. Not the tank. He said, coughing, "What else is there?"

The nurse said inpatiently, "Golly, whatever you want, | guess. They've got a big call for

nm ners operating the deep gas generators right now, if you want that. It's pretty hot, is all.
They burn the coal into gas, and of course you're right in the mddle of it. But | don't think you
feel much. Not too much. | don't know about sailing or rocketing, because you have to have sone
experience for that. There mght be something with the taxi conpany, but | ought to tell you
usually the renters don't want that, because the live drivers don't |ike seeing the nachines
runni ng cabs. Sonetines if they see a nachine-cab they tip it over. Naturally, if there's any
danmage to the host nachine it's risky for you."

Pul cher said faintly, "I'Il try mning."

He went out of the roomin a daze, a snall bleached towel around his nmiddle his only
garnent and hardly aware of that. His own clothes had been whi sked away and checked | ong ago. The
touri st who would shortly wear his body woul d pick his own clothes; the haberdashery was one of
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the nore profitable subsidiaries of the Tourist Agency.

Then he snapped out of his daze as he di scovered what was nmeant by "the squeeze."

A pair of husky experts lifted himonto a slab, whisked away the towel, unlocked and
tossed away t he handcuffs. Wiile one pinned himdown firmy at the shoul ders, the other began to
turn viselike wheels that noved nol ded forns down upon him It was |ike a sectional sarcophagus
closing in on him Pulcher had an instant childhood recollection of some story or other-the walls
closing in, the victiminexorably squeezed to death. He yelled, "Hey, hold it! What are you
doi ng?"

The man at his head, bored, said, "Onh, don't worry. This your first tine? W got to keep

you still, you know. Scanning's close work."
" But - "
"Now shut up and relax," the nman said reasonably. "If you w ggle when the tracer's

scanni ng you you coul d get your whole personality nessed up. Not only that, we night danage the
body an' then the Agency'd have a suit on its hands, see? Tourists don't |ike danmaged bodi es.
Conme on, Vince. Get the legs lined up so | can do the head."

"But-" said Pulcher again, and then, with effort, relaxed. It was only for twenty-four
hours, after all. He could stand anything for twenty-four hours, and he had been careful to sign
up for only that long. "Go ahead," he said. "It's only for twenty-four hours."

"What ? Ch, sure, friend. Lights out, now, have a pl easant dream"

And sonething soft but quite firmcane down over his face.

He heard a nuffled sound of voices. Then there was a quick ripping feeling, as though he
had been plucked out of some sticky surroundi ng medi um

Then it hurt.

Pul cher screaned. It didn't acconplish anything, he no |onger had a voice to screamwth,

Funny, he had al ways thought of mining as sonething that was carried on underground. He
was under water. There wasn't any doubt of it. He could see vagrant eddies of sand noving in a
current; he could see real fish, not the hydrogen Zeppelins of the air; he could see bubbles,
arising fromsone source of the sand at his feet- No! Not at his feet. He didn't have feet. He had
tracks.

A great steel bug swamup in front of himand said raspingly, "All right, you there, let's
go." Funny again. He didn't hear the voice with ears-he didn't have ears, and there was no
st ereophoni ¢ sense-but he did, sonehow, hear. It seened to be speaking inside his brain. Radio?
Sonar? "Cone on!" grow ed the bug.

Experimentally Pulcher tried to talk. "Watch it!" squeaked a thin little voice, and a
tiny, many-treaded steel beetle squirmed out fromunder his tracks. It paused to rear back and
|l ook at him "Dope!" it chattered scathingly. A bright flame erupted fromits snout as it squirmed
avay.

The big bug rasped, "Go on, follow the burner, Mac." Pul cher thought of walking, rather
desperately. Yes. Sonething was happening. He lurched and noved. "Ch, God," sighed the steel bug,
hangi ng beside him watching with critical attention. "This your first tine? | figured. They
al ways give me the new ones to break in. Look, that burner-the little thing that just went down
the mne, Mac! That's a burner. It's going to burn the hard rock out of a new shaft. You follow it
and pull the sludge out. Wth your buckets, Mc."

Pul cher ganely started his treads and lurchingly followed the little burner. Al around
him visible through the churned, silty water, he caught glinpses of other nachines working. There
were big ones and little ones, sone with great el ephantine flexible steel trunks that sucked silt
and nud away, some with wasp's stingers that planted charges of explosive, sonme like hinself with
buckets for hauling and scooping out pits. The m ne, whatever sort of mne it was to be, was only
a bare scratched-out beginning on the sea floor as yet. It took himan hour? a ninute? he had no
means of telling time-to learn the rudinents of operating his new steel body.

Then it becane boring.

Also it becanme painful. The first few scoops of sandy grinme he carried out of the new pit
made his buckets tingle. The tingle becane a pain, the pain an ache, the ache a bl azi ng agony. He
st opped. Sonet hing was wong. They couldn't expect himto go on like this! "Hey, Mac. CGet busy,
will you?"

"But it hurts.”

"CGoddani ghty, Mac, it's supposed to hurt. How el se would you be able to feel when you hit
sonet hi ng hard? You want to break your buckets on nme, Mac?" Pul cher gritted his-not-teeth, squared
hi s- not-shoul ders, and went back to digging. Utimtely the pain becane, through habit, bearable.
It didn't becone less. It just becane bearable.
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It was boring, except when once he did strike a harder rock than his phospher-bronze
buckets could handl e, and had to slither back out of the way while the burner chopped it up for
him But that was the only break in the nonotony. O herwi se the work was strictly routine. It gave
himplenty of tine to think

Thi s was not altogether a boon

I wonder, he thought with a drowned clash of buckets, | wonder what ny body is doing now.

Per haps the tenant who now occupi ed his body was a busi nessman, Pul cher thought
prayerfully. A man who had had to come to Altair N ne quickly, on urgent business-get a contract
signed, make a trading deal, arrange an interstellar |oan. That wouldn't be so bad! A businessman
woul d not danage a rented property. No. At the worst, a businessman might drink one or two
cocktails too many, perhaps eat an indigestible lunch. Al right. So when-in surely only a few
hours now Pul cher resumed his body, the worst he could expect would be a hangover or dyspepsi a.
Well, what of that? An aspirin. A dash of bicarb

But maybe the tourist would not be a busi nessman.

Pul cher flailed the coarse sand with his buckets and thought apprehensively: He might be a
sportsman. Still, even that wouldn't be so bad. The tourist mght walk his body up and down a few
dozen mount ai ns, perhaps even sleep it out in the open overnight. There might be a cold, possibly
even pneunpnia. O course, there mght also be an accident-tourists did fall off the Dismal Hlls;
there could be a broken leg. But that was not too bad, it was only a matter of a few days rest, a
little nedical attention

But maybe, Pul cher thought grayly, ignoring the teem ng agony of his buckets, maybe the
tenant will be sonethi ng worse.

He had heard queer, snmutty stories about female tenants who rented nale bodies. It was
against the |law. But you kept hearing the stories. He had heard of nen who wanted to experi ment
with drugs, with drink, with-with a thousand secret, sordid lusts of the flesh. Al of themwere
unpl easant. And yet in a rented body, where the ultimate price of dissipation would be borne by
sonmeone el se, who might not try one of then? For there was no physical consequence to the
practitioner. If Ms. Lasser was right, perhaps there was not even a consequence in the hereafter

Twenty-four hours had never passed so slowy.

The suction hoses squabbled with the burners. The scoops quarreled with the dynamiters.
Al the animate submarine m ning machi nes constantly irritably snapped at each other. But the work
was getting done.

It seenmed to be a ot of work to acconplish in one twenty-four hour day, Pul cher thought
seriously. The pit was down two hundred yards now, and braced. New wet-setting concrete pourers
were already laying a floor. Shimrery little spiderlike nmachi nes whose |inbs held chemical testing
equi prent were sniffing every | oad of sludge that came out now for richness of ore. The mine was
nearly ready to start producing.

After a tinme Pul cher began to understand the short tenpers of the machi nes. None of the
m nds in these machines were able to forget that, up topside, their bodies were going about
unknown errands, risking unguessed dangers. At any given nonent that concrete pourer's body, for
i nstance, nmight be dying . . . might be acquiring a disease - . . might be stretched out in
narcotic stupor, or might gayly be risking disnenmbernent in a violent sport. Naturally tenpers
wer e touchy.

There was no such thing as rest, as coffee-breaks or sleep for the machi nes; they kept
goi ng. Pul cher, when finally he renenbered that he had had a purpose in coning here, it was not
merely some puni shnent that had conme blindly to himfor a forgotten sin, began to try to anal yse
his own feelings and to guess at the feelings of the others.

The whol e thing seenmed unnecessarily nean. Pul cher understood quite clearly why anyone who
had had the experience of renting would never want to do it again. But why did it have to be so
unpl easant? Surely, at least, conditions for the renter-mind in a nmachi ne-body could be nade nore
bearabl e; the tactile sensations could be reduced frompain to sone nore supportable feeling
wi t hout enough | oss of sensation to jeopardi ze the desired ends.

He wondered wistfully if Madel ei ne had once occupied this particul ar machi ne

Then he wondered how many of the dynamiters and di ggers were female, how nany male. It
seenmed sonehow wrong that their gleam ng stainless-steel or phosphor-bronze exteriors should give
no hint of age or sex. There ought to be sone lighter work for wonen, he thought idly, and then
realized that the thought was nonsense. What difference did it nake? You could work your buckets
of f, and when you got back topside you'd be healthy and rested- And then he had a quick, dizzying
qualm as he realized that that thought would be the thought in the nind of the tourist now
occupyi ng his own body.
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Pul cher licked his-not-1ips and attacked the sand with his buckets nore viciously than
bef ore.

"Al right, Mac."

The familiar steel bug was back beside him "Conme on, back to the barn,"” it scolded. "You
think I want to have to haul you back? Time's up. Get the tracks back in the parking lot."

Never was an order so gl adly obeyed.

But the overseer had cut it rather fine. Pulcher had just reached the parking space, had
not quite turned his clanking steel frame around when, rip, the tearing and the pain hit him
And he found hinself struggling agai nst the enfol ded soft shroud that they called "the
squeeze."

"Relax, friend," soothed a distant voice. Abruptly the pressure was renmoved fromhis face
and the voice canme nearer. "There you are. Have a nice drean?"

Pul cher kicked the rubbery material off his legs. He sat up

"Quch!" he said suddenly, and rubbed his eye.

The man by his head | ooked down at himand grinned. "Sone shiner. Mist've been a good

party." He was stripping the sections of rubbery gripping material off himas he talked. "You're
lucky. I've seen themcone back in here with | egs broken, teeth out, even bullet holes. Friend,
you woul dn't believe me if | told you. 'Specially the girls." He handed Pul cher another bl eached
towel. "Al'l right, you're through here. Don't worry about the eye, friend. That's easy two, three

days ol d already. Another day or two and you won't even notice it."

"Hey!" Pul cher cried suddenly. "Wat do you nean, two or three days? How | ong was | down
t here?”

The nman gl anced boredly at the green-tabbed card on Pulcher's wist. "Let's see, this is
Thur sday. Six days."

"But | only signed up for twenty-four hours!"

"Sure you did. Plus energency overcalls, naturally. Wat do you think, friend, the
Agency's going to evict sone big-spending tourist just because you want your body back in twenty-
four hours? Can't do it. You can see that. The Agency'd |ose a fortune that way." Uncerenoni ously
Pul cher was hoisted to his feet and escorted to the door.

"If only these jokers would read the fine print," the first nman was saying mournfully to
his hel per as Pulcher left. "Ch, well. If they had any brains they wouldn't rent in the first
pl ace-then what would nme and you do for jobs?"

The cl osi ng door swall owed their |aughter

Si x days! Pul cher raced through nedi cal check-out, clothes redenption, payoff at the
cashier's window "Hurry, please," he kept saying, "can't you please hurry?" He couldn't wait to
get to a phone.

But he had a pretty good idea al ready what the phone call would tell him Five extra days!
No wonder it had seened so long down there, while up in the city time had passed al ong.

He found a phone at |ast and quickly dialed the private nunber of Judge Pegrim s office.
The judge wouldn't be there, but that was the way Pul cher wanted it. He got Pegrim s secretary.
"M ss Kish? This is MIlo Pul cher."

Her voice was cold. "So there you are. Were have you been? The judge was furious."

"I-" He despaired of explaining it to her; he could hardly explain it to himself. "I1"'lI
tell you later, Mss Kish. Please. Were does the kidnap case stand now?"

"Wy, the hearing was yesterday. Since we couldn't |ocate you, the judge had to appoint
anot her attorney. Naturally. After all, M. Pulcher, an attorney is supposed to be in count when
his clients are-"

"I know that, M ss Kish. What happened?"

"“I't was open and shut. They all pleaded no contest-it was over in twenty mnutes. It was

the only thing to do on the evidence, you see. They'll be sentenced this afternoon-around three
o'clock, I'"d say. If you're interested.”
(Y

It was snowi ng again, blue this tine.

Pul cher paid the cab driver and ran up the steps of the courthouse. As he reached for the
door he caught sight of three airfish solemly swi ming around the corner of the building toward
him Even in his hurry he paused to glance at them

It was past three, but the judge had not yet entered the courtroom There were no
spectators, but the six defendants were already in their seats, a bailiff |ounging next to them
Counsel 's tabl e was occupi ed by-Pul cher squi nted-oh, by Donley. Pulcher knew the other |awer
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slightly. He was a youngster, wi th good political connections-that explained the court's
appoi nting himfor the fee when Pul cher didn't show up-but w thout much to reconmend him
ot herw se.

Madel ei ne Gaultry | ooked up as Pul cher approached, then | ooked away. One of the boys
caught sight of him scow ed, whispered to the others. Their collective expressions were enough to
sear his spirit.

Pul cher sat at the table beside Donley. "Hello. Mnd if | join you?" Donley twi sted his head. "Onh,
hell o, Charley. Sure. | didn't expect to see you here." He |aughed. "Say, that eye's pretty bad.
guess-" He stopped.

Sonet hi ng happened in Donley's face. The young baby-fat cheeks becane harder, ol der, nore
worri ed-1 ooki ng. Donley clanped his |ips shut.

Pul cher was puzzled. "Wat's the matter? Are you wondering where | was?"

Donley said stiffly, "Well, you can't blane ne for that."

"I couldn't help it, Donley. | was renting. | was trying to gather evidence-not that that
hel ps much now. | found one thing out, though. Even a | awer can goof in reading a contract. D d
you know the Tourist Agency has the right to retain a body for up to forty-five days, regardl ess
of the original agreenent? It's in their contract. | was lucky, | guess. They only kept ne five."

Donl ey's face did not relax. "That's interesting," he said noncommittally.

The man's attitude was nost peculiar. Pulcher coul d understand bei ng needl ed by Donl ey-
could even understand this coldness if it had been from sonmeone else-but it wasn't like Donley to
take mere negligence so seriously.

But before he could try to pin down exactly what was wong the other |awer stood up. "On
your feet, Pulcher," he said in a stage whisper. "Here cones the judge!"

Pul cher junped up.

He coul d feel Judge Pegrim s eyes rake over him They scratched |ike dianond-ti pped
drills. In an ordinarily political, reasonably corrupt conmunity, Judge Pegri mwas one nan who
took his job seriously and expected the sane fromthose around him "M. Pulcher," he purred.
"We're honored to have you with us."

Pul cher began an expl anation but the judge waved it away. "M . Pulcher, you know that an
attorney is an officer of the court? And, as such, is expected to know his duties-and to fulfil
t henP"

"Well, Your Honor. | thought I was fulfilling them 1--"

"I"1l discuss it with you at another time, M. Pulcher,” the judge said. "Right now we
have a rather disagreeable task to get through. Bailiff! Let's get started.”

It was all over in ten mnutes. Donley nade a couple of routine notions, but there was no
questi on about what woul d happen. It happened. Each of the defendants drew a ten-year sentence.
The judge pronounced it distastefully, adjourned the count and left. He did not look at MIlo
Pul cher.

Pul cher tried for a nmonent to catch Madel eine's eye. Then he succeeded. Shaken, he turned
away, bunping into Donley. "I don't understand it," he nunbl ed.

"What don't you understand?"

"Well, don't you think that's a pretty stiff sentence?"

Donl ey shrugged. He wasn't very interested. Pulcher scanned the masklike young face. There
was no synpathy there. It was funny, in a way. This was a face of flint; the plight of six young
peopl e, doomed to spend a decade each of their lives in prison, did not nove himat all. Pul cher
said dispiritedly, "I think I'Il go see Charley Dickon."

"Do that," said Donley curtly, and turned away.

But Pul cher couldn't find Charley Dickon

He wasn't at his office, wasn't at the club. "Nope," said the garrulous retired police
i eutenant who was the club president-and who used the club headquarters as a checker salon. "I
haven't seen Charley in a couple of days. Be at the dinner tonight, though. You'll see himthere."
It wasn't a question, whether Pulcher would be at the dinner or not; Pop Craig knew he woul d.
After all, Charley had passed the word out. Everybody woul d be there.

Pul cher went back to his apartnent.

It was the first time he had surveyed his body since reclainmng it. The bathroommirror
told himthat he had a gorgeous shiner indeed. Al so certain tw nges nade himstrip and exanine his
back. It |ooked, he thought gloom |y, staring over his shoulder into the mirror, as though whoever
had rented his body had had a perfectly marvelous tinme. He made a nmental note to get a conplete
checkup some day soon, just in case. Then he showered, shaved, tal cuned around the bl ack eye
wi t hout much success, and dressed.
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He sat down, poured hinself a drink and pronptly forgot it was there. He was thinking.
Sonet hing was trying to reach the surface of his mnd. Sonething perfectly obvious, which he al
the sane couldn't quite put his finger on. It was rather annoyi ng.

He found hinself drowsily thinking of airfish

Dam, he thought grouchily, his body's late tenant hadn't even troubled to give it a
decent night's sleep! But he didn't want to sleep, not now. It was still only early evening. He
supposed the Chester A Arthur Day Dinner was still a nust, but there were hours yet before that.

He got up, poured the untasted drink into the sink and set out. There was one thing he
could try to help Madeleine. It probably woul dn't work. But nothing else would either, so that was
no reason for not trying it.

The mayor's mansi on was ablaze with light; sonething was going
on.

Pul cher trudged up the long, circling driveway in slush that kept splattering his ankles.
He tapped gingerly on the door

The butler took his name doubtfully, and isolated Pulcher in a contagion-free sitting room
while he went off to see if the mayor would care to admit such a person. He cane back | ooking
i ncredul ous. The mayor woul d.

Mayor Swi nburne was a healthy, |ean nman of nedi um hei ght, showing only by his thinning

hair that he was in his mddle forties. Pulcher said, "M. Myor, | guess you know who | am |
represent the six kids who were accused of ki dnappi ng your son."

"Not accused, M. Pulcher. Convicted. And | didn't know you still represented them"

"I see you know the score. All right. Maybe, in a legal sense, | don't represent them any

more. But I'd like to make sonme representations on their behalf to you tonight-entirely
unofficially.” He gave the mayor a crisply worded, brief outline of what had happened in the case,
how he had rented, what he had found as a renter, why he had nissed the hearing. "You see, sir,
the Tourist Agency doesn't give its renters even ordinary courtesy. They're just bodies, nothing

else. | can't blame those kids. Now that |I've rented nyself, |I'Il have to say that | woul dn't
bl ane anybody who did anything to avoid it."
The mayor said dangerously, "M. Pulcher, | don't have to rem nd you that what's |eft of

our econony depends heavily on the Tourist Agency for income. Also that sonme of our finest
citizens are anong its sharehol ders."

“Including yourself, M. Myor. Right." Pulcher nodded. "But the management nmy not be
reflecting your wishes. I'Il go farther. | think, sir, that every contract the Tourist Agency
holds with a renter ought to be voided as against public policy. Renting out your body for a
pur pose which well may be in violation of |aw which, going by experience, nine times out of ten
does involved a violation of lawis the same thing as contracting to performany other illega
act. The contract sinply cannot be enforced. The conmon | aw gives us a great nmany precedents on
this point, and--"

"Pl ease, M. Pulcher. I'mnot a judge. If you feel so strongly, why not take it to court?"

Pul cher sank back into his chair, deflated. "There isn't time," he admtted. "And besides,
it's too late for that to help the six persons I'minterested in. They' ve already been driven into
an even nore illegal act, in order to escape renting. I|"monly trying to explain it to you, sir
because you are their only hope. You can pardon them"

The mayor's face turned beet red. "Executive clenency, fromne? For thenf"

"They didn't hurt your boy."

"No, they did not," the nayor agreed. "And |I'msure that Ms. Gaultry, at |east, would not
willingly have done so. But can you say the same of the others? Could she have prevented it?" He
stood up. "I'msorry, M. Pulcher. The answer is no. Now you nust excuse ne."

Pul cher hesitated, then accepted the dismissal. There wasn't anything else to do.

He wal ked sonberly down the hail toward the entrance, hardly noticing that guests were
beginning to arrive. Apparently the mayor was offering cocktails to a select few He recognized
sonme of the faces-Lew Yoder, the County Tax Assessor, for one; probably the mayor was havi ng sone
of the whiter-collared politicians in for drinks before making the obligatory appearance at
Di ckon's fund-raising dinner. Pulcher |ooked up | ong enough to nod grayly at Yoder and wal ked on

"Charl ey Dickon! Wat the devil are you doing here |ike that?"

Pul cher jerked upright. Dickon here? He | ooked around.

But Di ckon was not in sight. Only Yoder was com ng down the corridor toward him oddly,
Yoder was | ooking straight at hinm And it had been Yoder's voice.

Yoder's face froze.
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The expression on Yoder's face was an odd one but not unfanmiliar to MIlo Pul cher. He had
seen it once before that day. It was the identical expression he had seen on the face of that
young punk who had replaced himin court, Donley.

Yoder said awkwardly, "Ch, MIlo, it's you. Hello. I, uh, thought you were Charley D ckon."

Pul cher felt the hairs at the back of his neck tingle. Sonething was odd here. Very odd.
"It's a perfectly natural mstake," he said. "I'msix feet tall and Charley's five feet three. I'm
thirty-one years old. He's fifty. I'mdark and he's alnost bald. | don't know how anybody ever

tells us apart anyway."
"What the devil are you tal king about?" Yoder bl ustered.
Pul cher | ooked at himthoughtfully for a second.
“You're lucky," he admitted. "I'mnot sure | know. But | hope to find out."

Sone things never change. Across the entrance to The New Metropolitan Cafe & Men's Giille
a long scarlet banner carried the words:

VOTE THE STRAI GHT TI CKET

Bi g poster portraits of the nmayor and Conmitteerman Di ckon flanked the door itself. A squat little
soundtruck parked outside the door blared ancient marches of the sort that political conventions
had suffered through for nore than two centuries back on Earth. It was an absolutely conventi onal
political fund-raising dinner; it would have the absolutely conventional enbal ned roast beef, the
one conventionally free watery Manhattan at each place, and the conventionally boring after-dinner
speeches. (Except for one.) M1l o Pulcher, stanping about in the slush outside the entrance, |ooked
up at the constellations visible fromAltair Nine and wondered if those sanme stars were | ooking
down on just such another thousand dinners all over the Galaxy. Politics went on, wherever you
were. The constellations would be different, of course; the Squirrel and the Nut were all |oca
stars and woul d have no shape at all fromany other system But- He caught sight of the tall thin
figure he was waiting for and stepped out into the streamof snall-time political workers,
ignoring their greetings. "Judge, |I'mglad you cane."

Judge Pegrimsaid frostily, "I gave you ny word, MIlo. But you ve got a lot to answer to
me for if thisis afalse alarm | don't ordinarily attend partisan political affairs.”

“I't isn't an ordinary affair, Judge." Pul cher conducted himinto the roomand sat him at
the tabl e he had prepared. Once it had held place cards for four election-board workers fromthe
war ehouse district, who now buzzed fromtable to table angrily; Pulcher had filched their cards.
The judge was grunbling:

"It doesn't comport well with the bench to attend this sort of thing, Mlo. | don't like
it."

"I know, Judge. You're an honest man. That's why | wanted you here."

"Mm " Pul cher |eft himbefore the Mm coul d develop into a question. He had fended off
enough questions since the thoughtful half hour he had spent pacing back and forth in front of the
mayor's mansion. He didn't want to fend off any nore. As he skirted the tables, heading for the
private roomwhere he had left his special guests, Charley Di ckon caught his arm

"Hey, MIlo! | see you got the judge out. Good boy! He's just what we needed to nake this
di nner conplete.”

"You have no idea how conplete," said Pul cher pleasantly, and wal ked away. He didn't | ook
back. There was another fine potential question-source; and the conmitteeman's woul d be even nore
difficult to answer than the judge's. Besides, he wanted to see Madel ei ne.

The girl and her five acconplices were where he had left them The private bar where they
were sitting was never used for affairs like this. You couldn't see the floor fromit. Still, you
could hear well enough, and that was nore inportant.

The boys were showi ng nervousness in their separate ways. Although they had been convicted
hardly nore than a day, had been sentenced only a few hours, they had fallen quickly into the
convict habit. Being out on bail so abruptly was a surprise. They hadn't expected it. It nade them
nervous. Young Foltis was jittering about, nuttering to hinself. The Hopgood boy was sl unped
despondently in a corner, blow ng snoke rings. Jimmy Lasser was making a castle out of sugar
cubes.

Only Madel ei ne was rel axed.

As Pul cher canme in she | ooked up calmy. "Is everything all right?" He crossed his fingers
and nodded. "Don't worry," she said. Pulcher blinked. Don't worry. It should have been he who was
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saying that to her, not the other way around. It cane to himthat there was only one possible
reason for her cal mconfidence.
She trusted him

But he couldn't stay. The ballroomwas full now, and irritable banquet waiters were
crashing plates down in front of the |oyal Party workers. He had a couple of last-mnute things to
attend to. He carefully avoided the eye of Judge Pegrim mlitantly alone at the table by the
speaker's dais, and wal ked quickly across the roomto Jimy Lasser's father. He said wi thout
preanble: "Do you want to hel p your son?"

Tim Lasser snarled, "You cheap shyster! You wouldn't even show up for the trial! \Were do
you get the nerve to ask ne a question |ike that?"

"Shut up. | asked you sonething."

Lasser hesitated, then read sonething in Pulcher's eyes. "Well, of course | do," he
gr unbl ed.

"Then tell me sonmething. It won't sound inportant. But it is. How many rifles did you sel
in the past year?"

Lasser | ooked puzzled, but he said, "Not nany. Maybe half a dozen. Business is |ousy al
over, you know, since the Icicle Wrks closed."

"And in a normal year?"

"Ch, three or four hundred. It's a big tourist item You see, they need col d-shot rifles
for hunting the fish. Aregular bullet'll set themon fire-touches off the hydrogen. I'mthe only
sporting-goods nerchant in town that carries them and-say, what does that have to do with Jimmy?"

Pul cher took a deep breath. "Stick around and you'll find out. Meanwhile, think about what
you just told ne. If rifles are a tourist item why did closing the Icicle Wrks hurt your sal es?"
He left.

But not quickly enough. Charley Dickon scuttled over and clutched his arm his face
furious. "Hey, MIlo, what the hell! | just heard from Sam Apfel -the bondsnman-that you got that
whol e bunch out of jail again on bail. How cone?"

"They're nmy clients, Charley."

"Don't give ne that! How d you get them out when they're convicted, anyway?"

"I"mgoing to appeal the case," Pulcher said gently.

"You don't have a leg to stand on. Why woul d Pegrimgrant bail anyhow?"

Pul cher pointed to Judge Pegrinis solitary table. "Ask him" he invited, and broke away.

He was burning a great many bridges behind him he knew. It was an exhilarating feeling.
Chancy but tingly; he decided he liked it. There was just one job to do. As soon as he was clear
of the scow ing but stopped committeenan, he wal ked by a circular route to the dais. Dickon was
wal ki ng back to his table, turned away fromthe dais; Pulcher's chance woul d never be better
"Hell o, Pop," he said.

Pop Craig | ooked up over his glasses. "Ch, MIlo. |I've been going over the list. You think
| got everybody? Charley wanted me to introduce all the block captains and anybody el se inportant.
You know anybody inportant that ain't on this list?"

"That's what | wanted to tell you, Pop. Charley said for you to give me a few mnutes. |
want to say a few words."

Craig said agitatedly, "Aw, Mlo, if you nake a speech they're all gonna want to nake
speeches! What do you want to nake a speech for? You're no candidate."

Pul cher wi nked nysteriously. "Wat about next year?" he asked archly, with a lying
i nference.

"Ch. OCh-ho." Pop Craig nodded and returned to his list, munbling. "Well. In that case,
guess | can fit you in after the block captains, or maybe after the man fromthe sheriff's office-
" But Pulcher wasn't |istening. Pulcher was already on his way back to the little private bar

Man had conquered all of space within nearly fifty light years of dull, yellow old Sol
but out in that main ballroompolitical hacks were tal king of |ong-dead presidents of al npst
forgotten countries centuries in the past. Pulcher was content to listen-to allow the sounds to
vibrate his eardruns, at least, for the words nade little sense to him If, indeed, there was any
content of sense to a political speech in the first place. But they were soothing.

Al so they kept his six fledglings frombothering himw th questions. Mdel eine sat quietly

by his shoulder, quite relaxed still and snelling faintly, pleasantly, of sonme floral aroma. It
was, all in all, as pleasant a place to be as Pulcher could remenber in his recent past. It was
too bad that he would have to go out of it soon..

Very soon.
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The featured guest had droned through his platitudes. The visiting celebrities had said
their few words each. Pop Craig's voluminous old voice took over again. "And now | wanta introduce
some of the fine Party workers fromour local districts. There's Keith Cccareffi fromthe
H |l side area. Keith, stand up and take a bow! " Dutiful applause. "And here's Mary Beth
Whi t ehurst, head of the Wonen's Club from Ri verview " Dutiful applause-and a whistle. Surely the
whi stl e was sardonic; Mary Beth was fat and woul d never again see fifty. There were nore nanes.

Pul cher felt it coming the nonment before Pop Craig reached his own nane. He was on his way
to the dais even before Craig droned out: "That fine young attorney and | oyal Party nman-the kind
of young fellow our Party needs-M | o Pul cher!™

Dutiful applause again. That was habit, but Pulcher felt the whispering question that
fluttered around the room

He didn't give the question a chance to grow. He gl anced once at the five hundred | oya
Party faces staring up at himand began to speak. "M . President. M. Mayor. Justice Pegrim
Honored guests. Ladies and gentlenen." That was protocol. He paused. "Wat | have to say to you
tonight is in the way of a conplinment. It's a surprise for an old friend, sitting right here. That
old friend is-Charley Dickon." He threw the name at them It was a special political sort of
delivery; a tone of voice that commanded: C ap now. They cl apped. That was inportant, because it
made it difficult for Charley to think of an excuse to interrupt himas soon as Charley realized
he ought to, which would be shortly.

"Way out here, on the bleak frontier of interstellar space, we live isolated lives, |adies
and gentlenen." There were whispers, he could hear them The words were nore or less right, but he
didn't have the right political accent; the audi ence knew there was sonething wong. The true
politician would have said: This fine, growing frontier in the mdst of interstellar space's
greatest constellations. He couldn't help it; he would have to rely on velocity now to get him
t hrough. "How i sol ated, we sonetimes need to reflect. W have trade relations through the Icicle
Wor ks- now cl osed. W& have tourists in both directions, through the Tourist Agency. W have
ul trawave nessages-al so through the Tourist Agency. And that's about all.

"That's a very thin link, |adies and gentlenen. Very thin. And I'"'mhere to tell you
tonight that it would be even thinner if it weren't for ny old friend there-yes, Conmitteenan
Charley Dickon!" He punched the nanme again, and got the applause-but it was puzzled and di ed away
early.

"The fact of the matter, |adies and gentlenen, is that just about every tourist that's
come to Altair Nine this past year is the personal responsibility of Charley D ckon. Wio have
these tourists been? They haven't been busi nessnmen-there's no busi ness. They haven't been hunters.
Ask Phil Lasser, over there; he hasn't sold enough fishing equi pnent to put in your eye. Ask
yoursel ves, for that matter. How many of you have seen airfish right over the city? Do you know
why? Because they aren't being hunted any nore! There aren't any tourists to hunt them"

The tine had cone to give it to themstraight. "The fact of the matter, |adies and
gentlemen, is that the tourists we've had haven't been tourists at all. They've been natives, from
right here on Altair Nine. Sone of themare right in this room | know that, because |I rented
nmysel f for a few days-and do you know who took nmy body? Wiy, Charley did. Charley hinself!" He was
wat chi ng Lew Yoder out of the corner of his eye. The assessor's face turned gray; he seened to
shrink. Pul cher enjoyed the sight, though. After all, he had a certain debt to Lew Yoder; it was
Yoder's slip of the tongue that had finally started himthinking on the right track. He went on
hastily:

"And what it all adds up to, |adies and gentlenen, is that Charley D ckon, and a handfu
of his friends in high places-nbst of themright here in this roomhave cut off conmunication
between Altair Nine and the rest of the Gal axy!"

That did it.

There were yells, and the | oudest yell canme from Charley Dickon. "Throw himout! Arrest
him Craig, get the sergeant-at-arnms! | say | don't have to sit here and listen to this maniac!"”

"And | say you do," booned the cold courtroomvoice of Judge Pegrim The judge stood up.
"Go on, Pulcher!" he ordered. "I came here tonight to hear what you have to say. It nay be wong.
It may be right. | propose to hear all of it before | make up nmy mind."

Thank heaven for the cold old judge! Pulcher cut right in before Dickon could find a new
poi nt of attack; there wasn't nuch left to say anyway. "The story is sinple, |adies and gentl enen.
The Icicle Wrks was the nost profitable corporation in the Galaxy. We all know that. Probably
everybody in this roomhad a couple of shares of stock. Dickon had plenty.

"But he wanted nore. And he didn't want to pay for them So he used his connection wth
the Tourist Agency to cut off conmmunicati on between Nine and the rest of the Gal axy. He spread the
word that Altanycin was worthl ess now because sone fictitious character had invented a cheap new
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substitute. He closed down the Icicle Wrks. And for the [ast twelve nonths he's been picking up
stock for a penny on the dollar, while the rest of us starve and the Altanycin the rest of the
Gal axy needs stays right here on Altair N ne and-"

He stopped, not because he had run out of words but because no one coul d hear them any
| onger. The noises the crowd was maki ng were no | onger puzzled; they were ferocious. It figured.
Apart from Di ckon's inmedi ate gang of manipul ators, there was hardly a man in the room who hadn't
taken a serious loss in the past year

It was tinme for the police to conme rushing in, as per the phone call Judge Pegri m had
made, protestingly, when Pulcher urged himto the dinner. They did-just barely in time. They
weren't needed to arrest Dickon so nuch; but they were indispensable for keeping himfrom being
| ynched.

Hours later, escorting Madel eine hone, Mlo was still bubbling over. "I was worried about
the Mayor! | couldn't make up my mind whether he was in it with Charley or not. I'mglad he
wasn't, because he said he owed me a favor, and | told himhow he could pay it. Executive
clenency. The six of you will be free in the norning."

Madel ei ne said sleepily, "I'mfree enough now "

"And the Tourist Agency won't be able to enforce those contracts any nore. | talked it
over with Judge Pegrim He wouldn't give ne an official statement, but he said-Madel eine, you're
not |istening."

She yawned. "It's been an exhausting day, MIlo," she apol ogi zed. "Anyway, you can tell nme
all about that later. We'll have plenty of time."

"Years and years,"” he prom sed. "Years and-" They stopped tal king. The nechani cal cab-
driver, sneaking around through back streets to avoid the resentnment of displaced Iive drivers,
gl anced over its condenser cells at them and chuckl ed, naking tiny sparks in the night.

The Hat ed

THE bar didn't have a nanme; all it said on the outside was:

Caf é
EAT
Cocktail s

whi ch doesn't nake a |lot of sense. But it was a bar. It had a big TV set going ya-ta-ta ya-ta-ta
in three glorious colors, and a jukebox that tried to drown out the TV with that |ousy nusic they

play. Anyway, it wasn't a kid hangout. | kind of like it. But I wasn't supposed to be there at all-
it's in the contract. | was supposed to stay in New York and the New Engl and st at es.

Caf é- EAT- Cocktails was right across the river. | think the name of the place was Hoboken
I"'mnot sure. It all had a kind of dreany feeling toit. | was. . . . Well, | couldn't even
renenmber going there. | remenbered one minute I was downt own New York, |ooking across the river. |
did that a lot. And then | was there. | don't renenber crossing the river at all.

I was drunk, you know.

You know how it is? Doubl e bourbons and keep them conming. And after a while the bartender
stops bringing ne the ginger ale because gradually | forget to mix them | got pretty |oaded | ong
before | left New York, | realize that. | guess | had to get pretty |loaded to risk the pension and
all.

Used to be | didn't drink rmuch, but now, | don't know, when |I have one drink | get to
t hi nki ng about Sam and WAl ly and Chowderhead and G lvey and the captain. If I don't drink I think
about themtoo, and then | take a drink. And that |eads to another drink, and it all comes out to
the sane thing. Well, | guess | said it already. | drink a pretty good anpbunt, but you can't bl ane
ne.

There was a girl.

| always get a girl soneplace. Usually they aren't much, and this one wasn't either. |
mean, she was probably sonebody's nother. She was around thirty-five and not so bad, though she
had a | ong scar fromunder her ear down along her throat to the little round spot where her |arynx

was. It wasn't ugly. She snelled nice - while | could still snell, you knowand she didn't talk
much. | liked that. Only - Well, did you ever neet sonebody with a nervous cough? Li ke when you
say sonething funny, a little funny, not a big joke, they don't laugh and they don't stop with

just smiling, but they sort of cough? She did that. | began to itch; | couldn't help it. | asked

her to stop it.
She spilled her drink and | ooked at ne al nbst as though she was scared-and |'d tried to
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say it quietly, too. "Sorry," she said, a little angry, a little scared. "Sorry. But you don't
have to-"

"Forget it."

"Sure. But you asked ne to sit down here with you, renmenber? If you' re going to-"

"Forget it!" | nodded at the bartender and held up two fingers. "You need another drink,"
| said. "The thing is," | said, "G lvey used to do that."

"What ?"

"That cough."

She | ooked puzzl ed. "You nean |ike-"

"CGod damm it, stop it!" Even the bartender |ooked over at nme that tine. Now she was really
mad, but | didn't want her to go away. | said, "Glvey was a fell ow who went to Mars with ne. Pat
Glvey."

"Ch." She sat down again and | eaned across the table, low. "Mars."

The bartender brought our drinks and | ooked at me suspi ciously.

| said, "Say, Mac. Whuld you m nd turning down the air-conditioning?"

"My nane isn't Mac. No."

"Ch, have a heart. It's too cold in here."

"Sorry." He didn't sound sorry. But | was cold. | nean, that kind of weather, it's always
cold in those places. You know around New York in August? It hits eighty, eighty-five, ninety. A
the places have air-conditioning and what they really want is for you to wear a shirt and tie. But
I like to walk a lot. You would too, you know. And you can't wal k around rmuch in long pants and a
suit coat and all that stuff. Not around there. Not in August. And so then when | went into a bar
it'd have one of those built-in freezers for the used-car salesnen with their dates, or naybe
their wives, all dressed up. For what? But | froze.

"Mars," the girl breathed. "Mars."

| began to itch again. "Want to dance?"

"They don't have a license,"” she said. "Byron, | didn't know you'd been to Mars! Pl ease
tell nme about it."

“"I't was all right," | said. That was a lie.

She was interested. She forgot to snile. It nmade her | ook nicer. She said, "I knew a man-
my brother-in-1awhe was nmy husband's brother-I mean ny ex-husband-"

"I know. "

"He worked for Ceneral Atomic. In Rockford, Illinois. You know where that is?"

"Sure." | couldn't go there, but | knew where Illinois was.

"He worked on the first Mars ship. Ch, fifteen years ago, wasn't it? He always wanted to
go hinself, but he couldn't pass the tests." She stopped and | ooked at nme. | knew what she was
thinking. But |I didn't always |ook this way, you know. Not that there's anything wong with ne
now, | nean, but | couldn't pass the tests any nmore. Nobody can. That's why we're all one-
trippers.

| said, "The only reason |I'mshaking like this is because I'"mcold."

It wasn't true, of course. It was that cough of Glvey's. |I didn't Iike to think about
G lvey, or Sam or Chowderhead or Wally or the captain. | didn't like to think about any of them
It made me shake. You see, we couldn't Kkill each other. They wouldn't let us do that. Before we

took off they did sonething to our nminds to make sure. What they did, it doesn't last forever. It
lasts for two years, and then it wears off. That's | ong enough, you see, because that gets you to
Mars and back; and it's plenty | ong enough, in another way, because it's like a strait jacket. You
know how to make a baby cry? Hold his hands. It's the npst basic thing there is. Wiat they did to

us so we couldn't kill each other, it was like being tied up, like being in a strait jacket, like
havi ng our hands held so we couldn't get free. Well. But two years was |ong enough. Too | ong.

The bartender came over and said, "Pal, |I'msorry. Look, | turned the air-conditioning
down. You all right? You | ook so-"

| said, "Sure, I'mall right." He sounded worried. | hadn't even heard hi mconme back. The
girl was |ooking worried too, | guess because | was shaking so hard | was spilling nmy drink. | put
sone noney on the table wi thout even counting it. "It's all right," | said. "W were just going."

"We were?" She | ooked confused. But she cane along with ne; they always do. Once they find
out you've been to Mars.

In the next place she said, between trips to the powder room
"I't nust take a lot of courage to sign up for sonething like that. Wre you scientifically
inclined in school? Don't you have to know an awful ot to be a spaceflyer? Did you ever see any
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of those little nmonkey characters they say live on Mars? | read an article about how they lived in
little cities of pup-tents or sonething like that-only they didn't make them they grew t hem

Funny! Ever see those? That trip nust have been a real drag, | bet. What is it, nine nonths? You
couldn't have a baby! Excuse ne. . . . Say, tell nme. Al that tine, how d you, well, nanage
things? | nean, didn't you ever have to go to the you-know, or anything?"

"W managed," | said. She giggled, and that rem nded her, so she went to the powder room
again. | thought about getting up and | eaving while she was gone, but what was the use of that?
I'd only pick up sonebody el se.

It was nearly mdnight. A couple of mnutes wouldn't hurt. | reached in ny pocket for the

little box of pills they give us-it isn't refillable, but we get a new prescription in the mai
every nmonth, along with the pension check. The |abel on the box said:

Cauti on
Use only as directed by physician. Not to be taken by persons suffering heart condition, digestive
upset or circulatory disease. Not to be used in conjunction with al coholic beverages.

| took three of them | don't like to start them before midnight, but anyway | stopped

shaki ng.

| closed ny eyes, and then | was on the ship again. The noise in the bar becane the noise
of the rockets and the air washers and the sludge sluicers. | began to sweat, although this place
was air-conditioned too. |I could hear WVAlly whistling to hinself the way he did, the sound nuffled
by his oxygen mask and drowned in the rocket noise, only still perfectly audible. The tune was

Sophi sticated Lady. Sometimes it was Easy to Love and sonetines Chasing Shadows, but nostly
Sophi sticated Lady. He was fromJuiliard. Somebody sneezed, and it sounded just |ike Chowderhead
sneezi ng. You know how everybody sneezes according to his own individual style? Chowderhead had a
ladylike little sneeze-it went hutta, real quick, all through the nobuth, no nose involved. The
captain went Hrasssh! Wally was Ashoo, ashoo, ashoo. G lvey was Hutch-uh. Sam didn't sneeze nuch
but he sort of coughed and sprayed, and that was worse. Sometines | used to think about killing
Sam by tying himdown and having Wally and the captain sneeze himto death. But that was a kind of
a joke, naturally, when | was feeling good. O pretty good. Usually | thought about a knife for
Sam For Chowderhead it was a gun, right in the belly, one shot. For Vlly it was a tomy-gun -
just stitching himup and down, you know, back and forth. The captain was putting himin a cage
with hungry lions, and G lvey was strangling with ny bare hands. That was probably because of the
cough, 1 guess.

She was back. "Please tell ne about it," she begged. "I'mso curious."

| opened ny eyes.

“You want ne to tell you about it?"

"Ch, please!"

"About what it's like to fly to Mars on a rocket?"

"Yes!"

"All right," | said. It's wonderful what three little white pills will do. | wasn't even

shaking. "There's six nmen, see? In a space the size of a Buick, and that's all the roomthere is.
Two of us in the bunks all the time, four of us on watch. Maybe you want to stay in the sack an
extra ten mnutes-because it's the only place on the ship where you can stretch out, you know, the
only place where you can rest w thout sonebody's el bow in your side. But you can't. Because by
then it's the next man's turn. And maybe you don't have el bows in your side while it's your turn
of f watch, but in the starboard bunk there's the air regenerator naster valve-lI bet | could still
show you the business, right around ny kidneys-and in the port bunk there's the emergency escape
hat ch handl e. That gets you right in the tenple, if you turn your head too fast. And you can't
really sleep-I nmean not soundl y-because of the noise. That is, when the rockets are going. Wen
they aren't going, then you're in free-fall, and that's bad too, because you dream about falling
But when they're going, | don't know, | think it's worse. It's pretty loud. And even if it weren't
for the noise, if you sleep too soundly you mght roll over on your oxygen line. Then you dream
about drowning. Ever do that? You' re struggling and choking and you can't get any air? It isn't
dangerous, | guess. Anyway, it always woke nme up in time. Though | heard about a fellowin a
flight six years ago - "Well. So you've always got this oxygen nmask on, all the tinme, except if
you take it off for a second to talk to sonebody. You don't do that very often, because what is
there to say? Ch, maybe the first couple of weeks, sure-everybody's friends then. You don't even

need the mask, for that matter. O not very much. Everybody's still pretty clean. The place snells-
oh, let's see-about like the |ocker roomin a gym You know? You can stand it. That's if nobody's
got space sickness, of course. W were lucky that way. | heard about a flight where two of the
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crew got space sickness on the first course correction, and chucked up all over the place the
second day out. Man! But that's about the way it's going to get anyway, you know. OQutside the
masks it's soup. It isn't that you snmell it so nmuch. You kind of taste it, in the back of your
nmout h, and your eyes sting. That's after the first two or three nonths. Later on it gets worse.
And with the nmask on, of course, the oxygen mixture is coming in under pressure. That's funny if
you're not used to it. Your lungs have to work a little bit harder to get rid of it, especially
after you're asleep, so after a while the nmuscles get sore. And then they get sorer. And then-
"l .

"Before we take off, the psych people give us a |long doo-da that keeps us fromkilling
each other. But they can't stop you fromthinking about it. And afterwards, after we're back on
Earth-this is what you won't read about in the articles-they keep us apart. You know how t hey work
it? W get a pension, naturally. | nean, there's got to be a pension, otherw se there isn't enough
nmoney in the world to make anybody go. But in the contract it says to get the pension we have to
stay in our own area. The whole country's marked off. Six sections. Each has one big city init,
at least. | was lucky, | got a lot of them They try to keep it so every man's hone town is in his
own section, but-Well, like with us, Chowderhead and the captain both happened to cone from Santa
Monica. | think it was Chowderhead that got California, Nevada, all that southwest stuff. It was
the luck of the draw. God knows what the captain got.

"Maybe New Jersey," | said, and took another white pill

We went on to another place.

She said suddenly: "I figured something out. The way you keep | ooki ng around."

"What did you figure out?"

"Well, part of it was what you said about the other fellow getting New Jersey. This is New
Jersey. You don't belong in this section, right?"

"Right," | said after a mnute.

"So why are you here? | know why. You're here because you're | ooking for sonebody."

| said, "That's right."

She said triumphantly, "You want to find that other fellow fromyour crew You want to
fight him™"

| couldn't help shaking, white pills or no white pills. But | had to correct her.

"No. | want to kill him™

"How do you know he's here? He's got a lot of states to roamaround in too, hasn't he?"

"Si x. New Jersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland-the way down to Washi ngton."

"Then how do you know "

"He'll be here." | didn't have to tell her how | knew But | knew.

| wasn't the only one who spent his time at the border of his assigned area, | ooking
across the river or staring across a state line, knowi ng that sonebody was on the other side. |
knew. You fight a war and you don't have to guess that the eneny m ght have his troops a thousand
nmles away fromthe battle line. You know where his troops will be. You know he wants to fight
t 0o.

Hutta, Hutta.

| spilled my drink.

I | ooked at her. "You-you didn't-"

She | ooked definitely frightened. "Wat's the matter?"

"Did you just sneeze?"

"Sneeze? Me? Did |-"

| said sonething quick and nasty, | don't know what. No! It hadn't been her. | knewit.

It was Chowder head's sneeze.

Chowder head.

Marvin T. Roebuck, his nane was. Five feet eight inches tall. Dark conplected, with a cast
in one eye. Spoke with a M dwest kind of accent, even though he canme from California-"shrick" for
"shriek," "hawor" for "horror,"” like that. It drove nme crazy after a while. Maybe that gives you

an i dea what he tal ked about nostly. A skunk. A thorough-going, deep-rooted, nother-nurdering
skunk.

| kicked over ny chair and roared: "Roebuck! Were are you, damm you?"

The bar was suddenly silent. Only the jukebox kept going.

"I know you're here," | screaned. "Cone out and get it, curse you! You louse, | told you
I'd get you for calling me a liar the day Wally ripped his mask!"

Sil ence, everybody | ooking at ne.
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Then the door of the men's room opened.

He cane out.

He | ooked | ousy. Eyes all red-rinmed and his hair falling out-the poor bastard coul dn't
have been over twenty-nine. He shrieked: "You!" He called me a nillion nanes. He said: "Thieving

rat, I'll teach you to try to cheat nme out of ny candy ration!"

He had a knife.

| didn't care. | didn't have anything and that was stupid, but it didn't matter. | got a
bottle of beer fromthe next table and smashed it agai nst the back of a chair. It nmade a good
weapon, you know, |I'd take that against a knife any tine. I did. | ran toward him and he cane al

staggering and lurching toward nme, |ooking crazy and desperate, munbling and raving-1 could hardly
hear him because | was tal king too. Nobody tried to stop us. Sonebody went out the door and
figured it was to call the cops, but that was all right. Once | took care of himl didn't care
what the cops did.

I went for the face

He cut me first. | felt the knife slide up along ny left armbut, you know, it didn't even
hurt-only kind of stung a little. | didn't care about that. | got himin the face, and the bottle
came away, and it was all like gray and white jelly, and then bl ood began to spring out. He

screaned. Ch, that screaml | never heard anything like that screan it was what | had been waiting
for all nmy life. | kicked himas he staggered back, and he fell. And | was on top of him wth the
bottle, and | was careful to stay away fromthe heart or the throat, because that was too quick-
but I worked over the face, and I felt his knife get me a couple tinmes nore, and-- And- And | woke
up, you know. And there was Dr. Santly over me with a hypoderm c needl e that he'd just taken out
of my arm and four nmale nurses in fatigues holding ne domn. And | was drenched with sweat.

For a mnute | didn't know where | was. It was a horrible queasy falling sensation, as
t hough the bar and the fight and the world were all dissolving into snoke around ne.

Then | knew where | was.

It was al nbst worse

| stopped yelling and just lay there, |ooking up at them

Dr. Santly said, trying to keep his face friendly and noncommttal, he said: "You're doing
much better, Byron, boy. Mich better."

| didn't say anything.

He said: "You worked through the whole thing in two hours and eight mnutes. Renenber the

first time? You were sixteen hours killing him Captain Van Wck it was that time, renmenber? Wo
was it this tine?"
"Chowderhead." | |ooked at the nmale nurses. Doubtfully they et go of nmy arns and | egs.

"Chowder head," said Dr. Santly. "Ch-Roebuck. That boy," he said nournfully, his expression
saddened, "he's not conming along nearly as well as you. Nearly. He can't run through a cycle in
| ess than five hours. And, that's funny, it's usually you he. . . . Well, | better not say that,
shall 1? No sense setting up a counter inpression when your pores are all open, so to speak." He
smled at me, but he was a little worried in back of the smle.

| sat up. "Anybody got a cigarette?"

"Gve hima cigarette, Johnson," the doctor ordered the male nurse by ny right foot.

Johnson did. | fired up. "You're coming along splendidly,” Dr. Santly said. He was one of these
psych guys that thinks if you say it's so it makes it so. You know the kind? "We'Il|l have you down
under an hour before the end of the week. That's narvel ous progress. Then we can work on the
conscious level! Boy, you're doing extrenely well, whether you know it or not. Wiy, in six nonths-
say in eight nonths, because | like to be conservative-" he twinkled at me-"we'll have you out of
here! You'll be the first of your crewto be discharged, you know that?"

"That's nice," | said. "The others aren't doing so well?"

"No. Not at all well, nmost of them Particularly Dr. G lvey, the run-throughs | eave himin
terrible shape. | don't nmind admtting I'mworried about him"

"That's nice," | said, and this tine | meant it.

He | ooked at ne thoughtfully, but all he did was say to the nmale nurses: "He's all right,
now. Help himoff the table."

It was hard standing up. | had to hold onto the rail around the table for a mnute. | said
ny set little speech: "Dr. Santly, | want to tell you again how grateful | amfor this. | was
reconciled to living the rest of ny life confined to one part of the country, the way the other
crews always did. But this is rmuch better. | appreciate it. I'msure the others do, too."

"Of course, boy. O course." He took out a fountain pen and nade a note on ny chart;
couldn't see what it was, but he | ooked gratified.
“"It's only what you have coning, Byron," he said. "I"'mgrateful that | could be the one to
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make it conme to pass."
He gl anced conspiratorially at the male nurses. "You know how inportant this is to ne.

It's the triunph of a whole new approach to psychic rehabilitation. | nean to say, our heroes of
space travel are entitled to freedom when they conme back to Earth, aren't they?"
"Definitely," | said, scrubbing some of the sweat off ny face onto ny sl eeve.

"So we've got to end this system of designated areas. W can't avoid the tensions incident
to space travel, no. But if we can help you work off the tensions through a few run-throughs, why,
it's not too high a price to pay, is it?"

"Not a bit."

"I mean to say," he said, warm ng up, "you can | ook forward to the tine when you'll be
able to mingle with your old friends fromthe rocket, free and easy, w thout any need for
restraint. That's a lot to look forward to, isn't it?"

"It is," | said. "I look forward to it very much," | said. "And | know exactly what |'m
going to do the first time | neet one-1 nean, w thout any restraints, as you say," | said. And it
was true; | did. Only it wouldn't be a busted beer bottle that | would do it wth.

I had nmuch nore el aborate ideas than that.
The Martian in the Attic

DUNLOP was short and pudgy; his eyel ashes were blond and his hair was gone. He | ooked Iike the
sort of man you see sitting way off at the end of the stadiumat the Big Game, clutching a hot dog
and a pennant and sitting with his wife, who would be naki ng himexplain every play. Al so he
stuttered.

The girl at the reception desk of LaFitte Enterprises was a bl ue-eyed former nodel. She
had Dunl op catal ogued. She | ooked up slowly. She said bleakly: "Yes?"

"I want to see M. LaF-F-F-" said Dunlop, and paused to clear his throat. "I want to see
M. LaFitte."

The ex-nodel was startled enough to blink. Nobody saw M. LaFitte! Ch, John D. the Sixth
m ght. O President Brockenhei ner might drop by, after phoning first. Nobody else. M. LaFitte was
a very great man who had invented nost of Anerica's finest gadgets and sold them for sone of
Anerica's finest noney, and he was not available to casual callers. Particularly nobodies wth
suits that had come right off a rack

The ex-nodel was, however, a girl with a synpathetic heart-as was known only to her
not her, her enployer and the fourteen nen who, one after another, had broken it. She was sorry for
Dunl op. She decided to let the poor jerk down easy and said: "Wo shall | say is calling, sir? M.
Dunlop? Is that with an '0,' sir? One nonent." And she picked up the phone, trying to smle

The reception roomwas carpeted in real Oiental wool-none of your flinsy nylon or even
LaFitton!-and all about it were the synbols of LaFitte's power and genius. In a floodlighted nook
stood an acrylic nodel of the LaFitte Solar Transformer, transparently gleanmng. On a scarl et
pedestal in the center of the roomwas the LaFitte |on-Exchange Sel f-Powered Water Still, in the
smal |l or forty-gallon-a-second nodel. (Two of the larger size provided all of London with
sparkling clear water fromthe nmuddy, silty, snelly Thanes.)

Dunl op said hoarsely: "Hold it a second. Tell himthat he won't know ny nane, but we have
a nutual friend."

The ex-nodel hesitated, struggling with the new fact. That changed things. Even M.
LaFitte m ght have a friend who m ght by chance be acquainted with a little blond nobody whose
shoes needed shining. It wasn't likely, but it was a possibility. Especially when you consider
that M. LaFitte hinmself sprang fromquite hunble origins: at one time he had taught at a
uni versity.

"Yes, sir," she said, much nore warmy. "May | have the friend' s nane?"

"I d-don't know his nane."

" Oht ™

"But M. LaFitte will know who | nean. Just say the friendisa M isa M is a M
Martian."

The soft blue eyes turned bl eak. The snmooth, pure face shriveled into the hard Vogue |ines
that it had possessed before an unbearable interest in chocolate nougats had taken her from before
the fashion caneras and put her behind this desk

"Get out!" she said. "That isn't a bit funny!"

The chubby little man said cheerfully: "Don't forget the nane, Dunlop. And |I'm at 449 West
19th Street. It's a room ng house.” And he left. She wouldn't give anyone the nmessage, he knew,
but he knew, confortably, that it didn't nmatter. He'd seen the little goldplated m crophone at the
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corner of her desk. The LaFitte Auto-Sec it was hooked up to would unfailingly remenber, analyze
and pass al ong every word.

"Ho-hum " said Dunlop to the el evator operator, "they nmake you fellows work too hard in
this kind of weather. I'Il see that they put in air-conditioning."

The operator | ooked at Dunlop as though he was sonme kind of a creep, but Dunlop didn't
m nd. Wiy shoul d he? He was a creep. But he woul d soon be a very rich one.

Hector Dunlop trotted out into the heat of Fifth Avenue, wheezing because of his asthma.
But he was quite pleased with hinself.

He paused at the corner to turn and | ook up at the LaFitte Building, all copper and gl ass
bands in the quaint period architecture that LaFitte liked. Let himenjoy it, thought Dunl op
generously. It looks awmful, but let LaFitte have his pleasures; it was only fair that LaFitte have
the kind of building he wanted. Dunlop's own taste went to nmore nodern lines, but there would be
nothing to stop himfromputting up a hundred-and-fifty-two-story building across the street if he
liked. LaFitte was entitled to everything he wanted-as | ong as he was willing to share with Hector
Dunl op. As he certainly would be, and probably that very day.

Musi ng cheerfully about the inevitable generosity of LaFitte, Dunlop dawdl ed down Fifth
Avenue in the fierce, but unfelt, heat. He had plenty of tinme. It would take a little while for
anyt hing to happen.

O course, he thought patiently, it was possible that nothing woul d happen at all today.
What ever human the Auto-Sec reported to might forget. Anything might go wong. But still he had
time. Al he had to do was try again, and try still nore after that if necessary. Sooner or |ater
the magi ¢ words woul d reach LaFitte. After eight years of getting ready for this nmonment it didn't
much natter if it took an extra day or two.

Dunl op caught his breath.

A girl in needl e-pointed heels cane clicking by, the hot breeze plastering her skirt
agai nst her |egs. She glanced casually at the volume of space which Hector Dunlop thought he was
occupying and found it enpty. Dunlop snarled out of habit; she was not the only hornmone punping
girl who had seen nothing where he stood. But he regained his calm To hell with you, ny dear, he
sai d good-hunoredly to hinself. | will have you later if | like. I will have twenty |ike you, or
twenty a day if | wish-starting very soon

He sprinted across Forty-second Street, and there was the gray famliar ol d-fashioned bul k
of the Library.

On a sentinental inpulse he clinbed the steps and went i nside.

The el evat or operator nodded. "Good afternoon, M. Dunlop. Three?"

"That's right, Charley. As usual." They all liked himhere. It was the only place in the
worl d where that was true, he realized, but then he had spent nore time here than anywhere else in
t he worl d.

Dunl op got out of the slow elevator as it creaked to an approximate halt on the third
floor. He wal ked rem niscently down the wi de, warm hail between the rows of exhibits. Just beyond
the drinking fountain there-that was the door to the Fortescue Collection. Flanking it were the
gl ass cabi nets that housed sone of Fortescue's own Martian photographs, along with the unexpl ai ned
relics of a previous race that had built the canals.

Dunl op | ooked at the prints and could hardly keep fromgiggling. The Martians were seedy,
slime-skinned creatures with snaky arns and no heads at all. W rse, according to Updyke's The
Martian Adventure, Fortescue's own First to Land and W/ bert, Shevel sen and Buchbi nder's Survey of
I ndi genous Martian Sem -Fauna (in the Proceedings of the Astro-Biological Institute for Wnter,
2011), they snelled like rotting fish. Their mean intelligence was given by Fortescue, Burl utsk
and Stanko as roughly equivalent to the Felidae (though Gaffney placed it higher, say about that
of the lower primates). They possessed no | anguage. They did not have the use of fire. Their npst
advanced tool was a hand-axe. In short, the Martians were the dopes of the Solar System and it
was not surprising that LaFitte's receptionist had viewed describing a Martian as her enployer's
friend as a gross insult.

"Way, it's M. Dunlop,"” called the librarian, peering out through the wire grating on the
door. She got up and cane toward himto unlock the door to the Fortescue Collection

"No, thanks," he said hastily. "I'mnot coming in today, Mss Reidy. Warm weather, isn't
it? Well, | nust be getting along."
VWhen hell freezes over 1'll come in, he added to hinmself as he turned away, although M ss

Rei dy had been extrenely helpful to himfor eight years; she had turned the Library's archives
over to him not only in the extraterrestrial collections but wherever his researching nose |ed
him Wthout her, he would have found it nmuch nore difficult to establish what he now knew about
LaFitte. On the other hand, she wore glasses. Her skin was sallow. One of her front teeth was
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chi pped. Dunlop would see only TV stars and the soci ety debutantes, he vowed solemmly, and decided
that even those he would treat like dirt.

The Library was pressing down on him it was too much a rem nder of the eight grub-Iike
years that were now past. He left it and took a bus hone.

Less than two hours had el apsed since |leaving LaFitte' s office.

That wasn't enough. Not even the great LaFitte's organi zation woul d have been quite sure
to deliver and act on the nessage yet, and Dunl op was suddenly wildly anxious to spend no tine
waiting in his room ng house. He stopped in front of a cheap restaurant, paused, smiled broadly
and wal ked across the street to a small, cozy, expensive place with potted palnms in the wi ndow It
woul d just about clean out what cash he had left, but what of it?

Dunl op ate the best lunch he had had in ten years, taking his tinme. Wen sone funbling
chemical nessage told himthat enough m nutes had el apsed, he wal ked down the block to his room ng
house, and the nmen were already there.

The | andl ady peered out of her wi ndow from behind a curtain, |ooking frightened.

Dunl op | aughed out |oud and waved to her as they closed in. They were two tall nen with
featurel ess faces. The heavier one snelled of chlorophyll chewing gum The | eaner one snelled of
deat h.

Dunlop linked arms with them grinning broadly, and turned his back on his |andlady. "What
did you tell her you wwere, boys? Internal Revenue? The F.B.|?"

They didn't answer, but it didn't nmatter. Let her think what she Iiked; he would never,
never, never see her again. She was welcone to the few pitiful possessions in his cheap suitcase
Very soon now Hector Dunlop woul d have only the best.

"You don't know your boss's secret, eh?" Dunl op prodded the nen during the car ride. "But
| do. It took nme eight years to find it out. Treat me with a little respect or | even nmight have
you fired."

"Shut up," said chlorophyll-breath pleasantly, and Dunlop politely obeyed. It didn't
matter, |ike everything else that happened now. In a short tinme he would see LaFitte and then-
"Don't p-p-push!™ he said irritably, staggering before themout of the car

They caught him one at each el bow, Chlorophyl|l opening the iron gate at the end of the
wal k and Death pushing himthrough. Dunlop's glasses cane off one ear and he grabbed for them

They were well out of the city, having crossed the Hudson. Dunlop had only the haziest
sense of geography, having devoted all his last eight years to nore profitable pursuits, but he
guessed they were sonmewhere in the hills back of Kingston. They went into a great stone house and
saw no one. It was a Frankenstein house, but it cheered Dunlop greatly, for it was just the sort
of house he had imagi ned LaFitte would need to keep his secret.

They shoved Dunlop through a door into a roomwith a fireplace. In a leather chair before
a fire (though the day was hot) was a man who had to be Quincy LaFitte.

"Hello," said Dunlop with poise, strutting toward him "I suppose y-you know why |- Hey!
What are you d-doi ng?"

Chl orophyl | was putting one gray glove on one hand. He wal ked to a desk, opened it, took
out sonething-a gun! In his gloved hand he raised it and fired at the wall. Splat. It was a snall
flat sound, but a great chip of plaster flew.

"Hey!" said Dunl op again.

M. LaFitte watched himwith polite interest. Chlorophyll wal ked briskly toward him and
abruptly Death reached for- for- Chlorophyll handed Dunl op the gun he had fired. Dunlop
instinctively grasped it, while Death took out another, |arger, nore dangerous-| ooking one.

Dunl op abruptly junped, dropped the gun, beginning to understand. "Wait!" he cried in
sudden panic. "lI've g-g--" He swall owed and dropped to his knees. "Don't shoot! |'ve g-got
everything witten d-down in ny luh-in ny |uh-"

LaFitte said softly: "Just a nmonent, boys."

Chl orophyl | just stopped where he was and waited. Death held his gun conpetently on Dunl op
and wait ed.

Dunl op managed to stamer: "In nmy lawer's office. |'ve got the whole th-thing witten
down. I|f anything happens to ne he nih-he nih-he reads it."
LaFitte sighed. "Well," he said mldly, "that was the chance we took. Al right, boys.

Leave us alone." Chlorophyll and Death took their scent and their nenace out the door

Dunl op was breathing very hard. He had just cone very close to dying, he realized; one man
handed hi mthe gun, and the other was about to shoot himdead. Then they would call the police to
deliver the body of an unsuccessful assassin. Too bad, officer, but he certainly fool ed us! Look
there's where the bullet went. | only tried to wing the poor nut, but. . . . A shrug

Dunl op swal | owed. "Too bad," he said in a cracked voice. "But naturally | had to take p-
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precautions. Say. Can | have a drink?"

M. LaFitte pointed to a tray. He had all the time there was. He nmerely waited, with
patience and very little concern. He was a tall old man with a very bald head, but he noved
qui ckly when he wanted to, Dunlop noticed. Funny, he hadn't expected LaFitte to be bald.

But everything el se was going strictly according to plan!

He poured hinself a stiff shot of twelve-year-old bourbon and downed it froma glass that
was Steuben's best hand-etched crystal

He said: "I've got you, LaFitte! You know it, don't you?"

LaFitte gave hima warm forgiving | ook

"Ch, that's the boy," Dunlop enthused. "B-Be a good |oser. But you know |'ve found out
what your fortune is based on." He swall owed another quick one and felt the burning tingle spread.
"Well. To b-begin with, eight years ago | was an undergrad at the university you taught at. | came
across a reference to a thesis called Certain Cbservations on the Ontogenesis of the Martian P-
Parapri mates. By sonebody nanmed Quincy A. W L-LaFitte, B.S."

LaFitte nodded faintly, still smling. His eyes were tricky, Dunlop decided; they were the
eyes of a man who had grown quite accustoned to success. You couldn't read nmuch into eyes |ike
those. You had to watch yourself.

Still, he reassured hinmself, he had all the cards. "So | |-looked for the paper and
couldn't f-find it. But | guess you know that!" Couldn't find it? No, not in the stacks, not in
the Dean's file, not even in the archives. It was very fortunate that Dunl op was a persistent nan.
He had found the printer who had done the thesis in the first place, and there it was, stil
attached to the old dusty bill

"l remenber the w words,
at all:

"1t is therefore to be inferred that the Martian paraprinates at one tinme possessed a
mature culture conparable to the nobst sophisticated nilieux of our own planet. The artifacts and
structural remains were not created by another race. Perhaps there is a correlation with the so-
cal | ed Shternwei ser Anonaly, when conjecturally an explosion of planetary proportions depleted the
Martian water supply.'"

LaFitte interrupted: "Shternweiser! You know, | had forgotten his name. It's been a |ong
time. But Shternweiser's paper suggested that Mars might have lost its water in our own historica
times-and then the rest was easy!"

Dunl op finished his quotation

"'In conjunction, these factors inescapably suggest a pattern. The Martian parapri mates
requi re an aqueous phase for devel opment fromgrub to inago, as in nmany terrestrial invertebrates.
Yet there has not been sufficient free water on the surface of Mars since the tine of the
Sht er nwei ser explosion theory. It seems likely, therefore, that the present exanples surviving are
nmere sexed grubs and that the adult Martian paraprinmate does not exist in vivo, though its
hi storical existence is attested by the remarkabl e exanples left of their work.""

"And then,"” finished Dunlop, "you b-began to realize what you had here. And you d-
destroyed all the copies. All, th-that is, b-but one."

Dunl op said, and quoted fromthe conclusion. He didn't stutter

It was working! It was all working the way it shoul d!

LaFitte would have thrown himout |ong ago, of course, if he had dared. He didn't dare. He
knew t hat Dunlop had followed the long, crooked trail of evidence to its end.

Every invention that bore the nane LaFitte had cone froma Martian mnind.

The fact that the paper was suppressed was the first clue. Wiy suppress it? The nane
attached to the paper was the second-though it had taken an effort of the imagination to connect a
puny B.S. with the head of LaFitte Enterprises.

And all the other clues had cone painfully and | aboriously along the trail that |ed past
Mss Reidy's roomat the Library, the Space Exploration wing of the Smthsonian, the Hall of
Extraterrestrial Zooforms at the Museum of Natural History, and a thousand dusty chanbers of
| earning all over the country.

LaFitte sighed. "And so you know it all, M. Dunlop. You ve come a |long way."
He poured hinself a gentlemanly filmof brandy in a large inhaler and warmed it with his
breath. He said neditatively: "You did a lot of work, but, of course, | did nore. | had to go to

Mars, for one thing."

"The S-Sol ar Argosy," Dunlop supplied pronptly.

LaFitte rai sed his eyebrows. "That thorough? | suppose you realize, then, that the crash
of the Solar Argosy was not an accident. | had to cover up the fact that | was bringing a young
Martian back to Earth. It wasn't easy. And even so, once | had himhere, that was only half the
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battle. It is quite difficult to raise an exogenous life-formon Earth."

He sipped a drop of the brandy and | eaned forward earnestly. "I had to let a Martian
devel op. It nmeant giving himan aqueous environnent, as close as | could nmanage to what nust have
been the conditions on Mars before the Shternwei ser event. Al guesswork, M. Dunlop! | can only

say that luck was with ne. And even then-why, think of yourself as a baby. Suppose your nother had
abandoned you, kicking and wetting your diaper, on Jupiter. And suppose that some curi ous-shaped
creature that resenbl ed Momry about as much as your nother resenbled a tree then took over your
raising."

He shook his head solemnly. "Spock was no help at all. The problem of discipline! The
toilet training! And then | had nothing but a naked mind, so to speak. The Martian adult nind is
great, but it needs to be filled with know edge before it can create, and that, M. Dunlop, in
itself took ne six difficult years."

He stood up. "Well," he said, "suppose you tell me what you want."

Dunl op, caught off base, stamrered terribly: "I wwwant half of the tuh-of the tuh-"

"You want half of the take?"

"That's ruh-that's-"

"I understand. In order to keep ny secret, you want nme to give you half of everything
earn fromny Martian's inventions. And if | don't agree?"

Dunl op said, suddenly panicked: "But you nust! If | t-t-tell your secret, anyone can do
the sane!"

LaFitte said reasonably: "But | already have nmy noney, M. Dunlop. No, that's not enough
of an inducenent. . . But," he said after a nmonment, "I doubt that such a consideration wll
persuade you to keep still. And, in fact, | do want this matter kept confidential. After all, six
men died in the crash of the Solar Argosy, and on that sort of thing there is no statute of
limtations."

He politely touched Dunlop's arm "Come al ong. You deduced there was a Martian in this
house? Let me show you how right you were."

All the way down a long carpeted corridor, Dunlop kept hearing little clicks and rustles
that seenmed to cone fromthe wall. "Are those your b-bodyguards, LaFitte? Don't try any tricks!"

LaFitte shrugged. "Cone on out, boys," he said without raising his voice; and a few feet
ahead of them a panel opened and Death and Chl orophyl| stepped through

"Sorry about that other business, M. Dunlop," said Chlorophyll.

"No hard f-feelings," said Dunl op

LaFitte stopped before a door with double | ocks. He spun the tunblers and the door opened
into a dark, dank room

"V-r-r-roooom v-r-r-room" It sounded |like a huge deep runmble frominside the room

Dunlop's pupils slowy expanded to adnit nore |light, and he began to recogni ze shapes. In
the roomwas a sort of palisade of steel bars. Behind them chained to a stake, was- A Martian

Chai ned?

Yes, it was chai ned and cuffed. What could only be the key hung where the Martian woul d be
able to see it always but reach it never. Dunlop swallowed, staring. The Martians in Fortescue's
phot ogr aphs were sliny, ropy, ugly creatures |like thinned-out sea anenpnes, man tall and headl ess.
The chained creature that thundered at himnow was |ike those Martians only as a frog is like a
tadpole. It possessed a head, round-donmed, with staring eyes. It possessed a nouth that cl acked
open and shut on great square teeth.

"V-r-r-room" it roared, and then Dunlop |istened nore closely. It was not a wordl ess
lion's bellow. It was English! The creature was talking to them it was only the Earth's thick
at nosphere that nmade it boom "Who are you?" it croaked in a slobbery-drunk Chaliapin's boom

Dunl op said faintly: "God b-bless." Inside that hideous skull was the brain that had
created for LaFitte the Solar Transforner, the |lonExchange Self-Powered Water Still, the LaFitte
Negati ve- | npedance Transducer, and a thousand other great inventions. It was not a Martian Dunl op
was | ooking at; it was a magic |lanmp that would bring himendless fortune. But it was an ugly

ni ght nare.

"So," said LaFitte. "And what do you think now, M. Dunlop? Don't you think | did
sonet hi ng great? Perhaps the Still and the Transducer were his invention, not mne. But | invented
him™"

Dunl op pulled hinself together. "Y-yes," he said, bobbing his head. He had a concept of
LaFitte as a sort of storybook blackmail victim who needed only a |l eer, a whisper and the Papers

to start disgorging billions. It had not occurred to himthat LaFitte would take honest pride in
what he had done. Now, knowing it, Dunlop saw, or thought he saw, a better tactic.
He said instantly: "Great? N-No, LaFitte, it's nore than that. | amsinply amazed that you
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brought himup without, say, r-rickets. O juvenile delinquency. O whatever Mrtians m ght get,
| acki ng proper care."

LaFitte | ooked pleased. "Well, let's get down to business. You want to becone an equa
partner in LaFitte Enterprises; is that what you' re asking for?"

Dunl op shrugged. He didn't have to answer. That was fortunate; in a situation as tense as
this one, he couldn't have spoken at all

LaFitte said cheerfully: "Wy not? W needs all this? Besides, sone new blood in the firm
m ght perk things up." He gazed benevolently at the Martian, who quailed. "Qur friend here has
been lethargic lately. Al right, 1'Il make you work for it, but you can have half."

"Th-Th- Thank-"

“You're wel cone, Dunlop. How shall we do it? | don't suppose you'd care to take ny word-"

Dunl op smi | ed.

LaFitte was not offended. "Very well, we'll put it inwiting. I'll have ny attorneys draw
sonet hi ng up. | suppose you have a |l awer for themto get in touch with?" He snapped his fingers.
Death stepped brightly forward with a silver pencil and Chlorophyll with a pad.

"G G Good," said Dunlop, terribly eager. "My |-lawer is P. George Metzger, and he's in
the Enmpire State Building, forty-first fi-"

"Fool!" roared the Martian with terrible glee. LaFitte wote quickly and fol ded the paper
into a neat square. He handed it to the man who snelled of chlorophyll chewi ng gum

Dunl op said desperately: "That's not the s-same |awer."

LaFitte waited politely. "Not what |awer?"

"My other lawyer is the one that has the p-p-papers.”

LaFitte shook his head and sm | ed.

Dunl op sobbed. He couldn't help it. Before his eyes a billion dollars had vani shed, and
the premiumon his life-insurance policy had run out. They had Metzger's nane. They knew where to
find the fat manila envel ope that contained the sum of eight years' work.

Chl orophyl |, or Death, or any of LaFitte's hundreds of confidential helpers, would go to
Met zger' s office, and perhaps present phony court orders or bull a way through, a handkerchi ef
over the face and a gun in the hand. One way or another they would find the papers. The sort of
organi zation that LaFitte owned would surely not be baffled by the office safe of a recent ex-law
clerk, nowin his first practice.

Dunl op sobbed agai n, wi shing he had not economnized on |lawers; but it really nade no
difference. LaFitte knew where the papers were kept and he would get them It remained only for
himto erase the |ast copy of the information-that is, the copy in the head of Hector Dunl op

Chl orophyl | tucked the note in his pocket and |eft. Death patted the bul ge under his arm
and | ooked at LaFitte.

"Not here," said LaFitte

Dunl op took a deep breath.

"G Good- bye, Martian," he said sadly, and turned toward the door. Behind himthe thick
hat eful voi ce | aughed.

"You're taking this very well," LaFitte said in surprise.

Dunl op shrugged and stepped aside to let LaFitte precede himthrough the doorway.

"What el se can | d-do?" he said. "You have ne cold. Only-" The Death man was through the
door, and so was LaFitte, half-turned politely to listen to Dunlop. Dunlop caught the edge of the
door, hesitated, snmled and | eaped back, slamming it. He found a lock and turned it. "Only you
have to c-catch ne first!" he yelled through the door

Behi nd himthe Martian | aughed |Ii ke a wounded whal e.

"You were very good," conplinmented the thick, tolling voice.

"I't was a natter of s-sinple s-self-defense,"” said Dunlop

He could hear noises in the corridor, but there was time. "N-Now Cone, Martian! W're
going to get away fromLaFitte. You' re coming ww th ne, because he won't dare shoot you and-and
certainly you, with your great nmnd, can find a way for us both to escape."”

The Martian said in a thick sulky voice: "I've tried."
"But | can help! Isn't that the k-k-key?"
He clawed the bright bit of nmetal off the wall. There was a | ock on the door of stee

bars, but the key opened it. The Martian was just inside, ropy arnms wavi ng.
"V-r-r-room" it runbled, eyes like snake's eyes staring at Dunl op
"Speak nore c-clearly,” Dunlop requested inpatiently, twisting the key out of the |ock
"I said," repeated the thick drawi, "I've been waiting for you."
"Of course. What a t-terrible Iife you' ve led!"
Crash went the door behind him Dunlop didn't dare |ook. And this key insisted on sticking
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inits lock! But he freed it and |l eaped to the Martian's side-at |east there they would not dare
fire, for fear of destroying their meal-ticket!

"You c-can get us out of here,” Dunlop panted, funbling for the lock on the Martian's
ankl e cuff and gagging. (It was true. They did snell like rotting fish.) "B-but you nust be
strong! LaFitte has been a father to you, but what a f-false f-father! Feel no loyalty to him
Martian. He made you his slave, even if he d-did keep you healthy and s-sane."

And behind himLaFitte cleared his throat. "But |I didn't," he observed. "I didn't keep him
sane. "

"No," runmbled the thick, slow Martian voice. "No, he didn't."

The ropes that snelled like rotting fish closed lovingly and |l ethally around Dunl op

The Census Takers

I T CETS TO BE A MADHOUSE around here al ong about the end of the first week. Thank heaven we only
do this once a year, that's what | say! Six weeks on, and forty-six weeks off-that's pretty good
hours, nost people think. But they don't know what those six weeks are |ike.

It's bad enough for the field crews, but when you get to be an Area Boss like ne it's
frantic. You work your way up through the ranks, and then they give you a whole C. A of your own;
and you think you've got it made. Fifty three-man crews go out, covering the whole Census Area; a
hundred and fifty nen in the field, and twenty or thirty nore in Area Command-and you boss them
all. And everything |ooks great, until Census Period starts and you've got to work those hundred
and fifty men; and six weeks is too unbearably long to live through, and too inpossibly short to
get the work done; and you begin living on black coffee and thiamn shots and dreani ng about the
vacation hostel on Point Lona.

Anybody can panic, when the pressure is on like that. Your best field nmen begin to crack
up. But you can't afford to, because you're the Area Boss.

Take Wteck. We were Enunerators together, and he was as good a man as you ever saw,
absol utely nervel ess when it canme to processing the Overs. | counted on that man the way | counted
on my own right arnm | always bracketed himw th the greenest, shaki est new cadet Enumerators, and
he never gave ne a nonent's trouble for years. Maybe it was too good to | ast; maybe | shoul d have
figured he woul d crack.

| set up ny Area Command in a plush penthouse apartnent. The people who |ived there were
pretty well off, you know, and they naturally raised the dickens about being shoved out. "Bl ow
it," I told them "Get out of here in five mnutes, and we'll count you first." Well, that took
care of that; they were practically kissing nmy feet on the way out. O course, it wasn't strictly
by the book, but you have to be a little flexible; that's why some nen becone Area Bosses, and
ot hers stay Enunerators.

Li ke Wt eck.

Al ong about Day Eight things were really hotting up. | was up to nmy neck in hurry-ups from
Regi onal Control-we were running a little sl owwhen Wteck called up. "Chief," he said, "I've got
an In."

| grabbed the rotary file with one hand and a pencil with the other. "Blue card nunber?"
asked.

Wteck sounded funny over the phone. "Well, Chief," he said, "he doesn't have a blue card.
He says-"

“"No blue card?" | couldn't believe it. Cone in to a strange C A without a card from your

own Area Boss, and you're one In that's a cinch to be an Over. "What kind of a crazy C. A does he
come from w thout a blue card?"

Wteck said, "He don't come fromany C. A, Chief. He says-"

"You nmean he isn't fromthis country?"

"That's right, Chief. He-"

"Hold it!" | pushed away the rotary file and grabbed the immigration roster. There were
only a couple of dozen nanmes on it, of course-we have enough trouble with our own Overs, without
taking on a lot of foreigners, but still there were a handful every year who nmanaged to get on the
quotas. "I1.D. nunber?" | denanded.

"Well, Chief," Wteck began, "he doesn't have an |I.D. nunber. The way it |ooks to ne-"

Well, you can fool around with these irregulars for a nonth, if you want to, but it's no
way to get the work done. | said: "Over him" and hung up. | was a little surprised, though
Wteck knew the ropes, and it wasn't like himto buck an irregular on to me. In the old days, when
we were both starting out, I'd seen himOver a whole famly just because the spelling of their
names on their registry cards was different fromthe spelling on the checklist.
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But we get older. | made a note to talk to Wteck as soon as the rush was past. W were
old friends; | wouldn't have to threaten himwi th being Overed hinself, or anything like that.
He'd know, and maybe that would be all he would need to snap himback. | certainly would talk to

him | prom sed nyself, as soon as the rush was over, or anyway as soon as | got back from Poi nt
Lona.

| had to run up to Regional Control to take a little talking-to nyself just then, but |
proved to themthat we were catching up and they were only medium nasty. Wen | got back Wteck
was on the phone again. "Chief," he said, real unhappy, "this In is giving ne a headache. |-"

"Wteck," | snapped at him "are you bothering ne with another In? Can't you handl e
anyt hi ng by yoursel f?"

He said, "It's the same one, Chief. He says he's a kind of anbassador, and-"

"Ch," | said. "Well, why the devil don't you get your facts straight in the first place?
Gve me his name and 1'Ill check his legation."

"Well, Chief," he began again, "he, uh, doesn't have any |egation. He says he's fromthe-"
he swallowed - "fromthe mddle of the earth.”

"You're crazy." 1'd seen it happen before, good nen breaking under the strain of census
taki ng. They say in cadets that by the tinme you process your first five hundred Overs you've had
it; either you take a voluntary Over yourself, or you split wi de open and they carry you off to a
giggle farm And Wteck was past the five hundred nark, way past.

There was a lot of yelling and crying fromthe filter center, which I'd put out by the
el evators, and it | ooked like Junpers. | stabbed the transfer button on the phone and called to
Carias, my nunber-two man: "Wteck's flipped or sonmething. Handle it!"

And then | forgot about it, while Carias talked to Wteck on the phone; because it was
Junpers, all right, a whole famly of them

There was a father and a nmother and five kids-five of them Aren't sonme people disgusting?
The field Enunerator turned themover to the guards-they were npani ng and cryi ng-and cane up and
gave me the story. It was bad.

"You're the head of the househol d?" | demanded of the nan.

He nodded, looking at ne like a sick dog. "We-we weren't Junping," he whined. "Honest to
heaven, mister-you've got to believe ne. W were-"

I cut in, "You were packed and on the doorstep when the field crew came by. Right?" He
started to say something, but | had himdead to rights. "That's plenty, friend," | told him
"That's Junping, under the |law Packing, with intent to nove, while a census Enuneration crewis
operating in your locale. Got anything to say?”

Well, he had plenty to say, but none of it nmde any sense. He turned ny stonmach, |istening
to him | tried to keep ny tenper - you're not supposed to think of individuals, no matter how
worthl ess and usel ess and generally unfit they are; that's against the whole principle of the
Census-but | couldn't help telling him "I've met your kind before, mister. Five kids! If it
wasn't for people like you we wouldn't have any Overs, did you ever think of that? Sure you didn't
- you peopl e never think of anything but yourself! Five kids, and then when Census cones around
you think you can get smart and Junp."” | tell you, | was shaking. "You keep your little beady eyes
peel ed, sneaking around, watching the Enunerators, trying to count how nany it takes to nmake an
Over; and then you wait until they get close to you, so you can Junp. Ever stop to think what

trouble that nmakes for us?" | demanded. "Census is supposed to be fair and square, everybody an
even chance-and how can we make it that way unless everybody stands still to be counted?" | patted
add Betsy, on ny hip. "I haven't Overed anybody nyself in five years,” | told him "but | swear,
I'"d like to handl e you personal ly!"

He didn't say a word once | got started on him He just stood there, taking it. | had to
force nyself to stop, finally; | could have gone on for a long tinme, because if there's one thing

| hate it's these |lousy, stinking breeders who try to Junp when they think one of themis going to
be an Over in the count-off. Regular Junpers are bad enough, but when it's the peopl e who nake the
mess in the first place- Anyway, tinme was wasting. | took a deep breath and thought things over.
Actually, we weren't too badly off; we'd started off Overing every two-hundred-and-fiftieth
person, and it was beginning to | ook as though our prelimnary estimte was high; we'd just cut
back to Overing every three-hundredth. So we had a little margin to play with.

| told the man, dead serious: "You know | could Over the lot of you on charges, don't

you?" He nodded sickly. "Al'l right, I'lIl give you a chance. | don't want to bother with the red
tape; if you'll take a voluntary Over for yourself, we'll start the new count with your wife."
Call me soft, if you want to; but | still say that it was a ot better than fussing around

with charges and a hearing. You get into a hearing like that and it can drag on for half an hour
or nore; and then Regional Control is on your tail because you're falling behind.
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It never hurts to give a nman a break, even a Junper, | always say- as long as it doesn't
sl ow down your Census.

Carias was waiting at my desk when | got back; he | ooked worried about sonething, but |
brushed himoff while | initialed the Overage report on the nan we'd just processed. He'd been an
In, I found out when | canceled his blue card. | can't say | was surprised. He'd conme from Denver,
and you know how t hey keep exceeding their Census figures; no doubt he thought he'd have a better
chance in ny C A than anywhere el se. And no doubt he was right, because we certainly don't
encourage breeders like himactually, if he hadn't tried to Junp it was odds-on that the whole
dammed family would get by w thout an Over for years.

Carias was hovering right behind me as | finished. "I hate these voluntaries," | told him
basketing the canceled card. "I'"mgoing to talk to Regional Control about it; there's no reason
why they can't be processed |ike any other Over, instead of making ne okay each one individually.
Now, what's the matter?"

He rubbed his jaw. "Chief," he said, "it's Wteck."

"Now what ? Anot her | n?"

Carias glanced at nme, then away. "Jib, no, Chief. It's the same one. He clainms he cones
from uh, the center of the earth."

| swore out loud. "So he has to turn up in my CA!" | conplained bitterly. "He gets out
of the nuthouse, and right away-"

Carias said, "Chief, he mght not be crazy. He nakes it sound pretty real."

| said: "Hold it, Carias. Nobody can live in the center of the earth. It's solid, like a
potato."

"Sure, Chief," Carias nodded earnestly. "But he says it isn't. He says there's a what he
calls neutroniumshell, whatever that is, with dirt and rocks on both sides of it. W live on the
outside. He lives on the inside. H's people-"

"Carias!" | yelled. "You're as bad as Wteck. This guy turns up, no blue card, no |I.D.
nunber, no credentials of any kind. What's he going to say, 'Please sir, |'man Over, please

process ne'? Naturally not! So he makes up a crazy story, and you fall for it!"
"l know, Chief," Carias said hunbly.

"NeutroniumshelI!'" | would have | aughed out loud, if I'd had the tine. "Neutronium ny
foot! Don't you know it's hot down there?"

"He says it's hot neutronium" Carias said eagerly. "I asked himthat nyself, Chief. He
said it's just the shell that-"

"Get back to work!" | yelled at him | picked up the phone and got Wteck on his
wri stphone. | tell you, | was boiling. As soon as Wteck answered | it into him | didn't give
hima chance to get a word in. | gave it to himup and down and sidew se; and | finished off by
giving hima direct order. "You Over that man," | told him "or |I'Il personally Over you! You hear

me?"

There was a pause. Then Wteck said, "Jerry? WIIl you listen to ne?"

That stopped nme. It was the first time in ten years, since |I'd been pronoted above him
that Wteck had dared call ne by nmy first nane. He said, "Jerry, listen. This is sonething big.
This guy is really fromthe center of the earth, no kidding. He-"

"Wteck," | said, "you' ve cracked."

"No, Jerry, honest! And it worries ne. He's right there in the next room waiting for ne.
He says he had no idea things were like this on the surface; he's talking wild about cleaning us
off and starting all over again; he says-"

"I say he's an Over!" | yelled. "No nore talk, Wteck. You've got a direct order-now carry
it out!"

So that was that.

We got through the Census Period, after all, but we had to do it shorthanded; and Wteck
was hard to replace. I'ma sentinmentalist, | guess, but | couldn't help remenbering old tinmes. W
started even; he mght have risen as far as |-but of course he made his choi ce when he got married
and had a kid; you can't be a breeder and an officer of the Census both. If it hadn't been for his
record he couldn't even have stayed on as an Enunerator

| never said a word to anyone about his crackup. Carias mght have tal ked, but after we
found Wteck's body | took himaside. "Carias," | said reasonably, "we don't want any scandal, do
we? Here's Wteck, with an honorable record; he cracks, and kills hinmself, and that's bad enough.
W won't let |oose talk make it worse, will we?"

Carias said uneasily, "Chief, where's the gun he killed hinmself with? H s own processor
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wasn't even fired."

You can let a helper go just so far. | said sharply, "Carias, we still have at least a
hundred Overs to process. You can be on one end of the processing-or you can be on the other. You
under st and nme?"

He coughed. "Sure, Chief. | understand. W don't want any |oose talk."

And that's how it is when you're an Area Boss. But | didn't ever get ny vacation at Point
Loma; the tsunam there washed out the whole town the |ast week of the Census. And when | tried
Baja California, they were having that crazy vol cani c busi ness; and the Yell owstone Park bureau
woul dn't even accept my reservati on because of sonme trouble with the geysers, so | just stayed
hone. But the best vacation of all was just knowi ng that the Census was done for another year

Carias was all for looking for this *In that Wteck was tal king about, but | turned him
down. "Waste of time," | told him "By now he's a dozen C. A 's away. We'll never see him again,
hi mor anybody like himI'Il bet nmy life on that."

The Children of N ght
I

"WE MET before," | told Haber. "In 1988, when you were running the Des Miines office."
He beamed and held out his hand. "Wy, darn it, so we did! | renenber now, Cdin."
"I don't like to be called Odin."
"No? Al right. M. Qunnarsen-"
"Not 'M. Qunnarsen,' either. Just 'Gunner."'"

"That's right, Qunner; |'d alnost forgotten."
| said, "No, you hadn't forgotten. You never knew ny nane in Des Mdines. You didn't even
know | was alive, because you were too busy losing the state for our client. | pulled you out of

that one, just like I"'mgoing to pull you out now "

The smle was a little cracked, but Haber had been with the conpany a long tinme, and he
wasn't going to let ne throw him "Wat do you want ne to say, Qunner? |I'mgrateful. Believe ne,
boy, | know | need hel p-"

“And |I'm not your boy. Haber, you were a fat cat then, and you're a fat cat now All
want fromyou is, first, a quick | ook around the shop here and, second, a conference of al
department heads, including you, in thirty mnutes. So tell your secretary to round them up, and
let's get started on the sight-seeing.”

Conming in to Belport on the scatjet, | had nade a list of things to do. The top item was:
1. Fire Haber.

Still, in ny experience that isn't always the best way to put out a fire. Sone warts you
renove; some you just let wither away in obscurity. | amnot paid by M& B to performcosnetic
surgery on their Habers, only to see that the work the Habers shoul d have done gets acconpli shed.

As a public relations branch nmanager he was a wart, but as a tourist guide he was fine,
al t hough he was perspiring. He led ne all around the shop. He had taken a storefront on one of the
mai n shopping malls-air-curtain door, w ndows draped tastefully in gray silk. It |ooked like the
best of four funeral parlors in a run-down neighborhood. In gilt letters on the wi ndow was the
nanme of the gane:

MOULTRI E & Bl GELOW
Public Rel ati ons
Nort hern Lake State Division
T. W/Ison Haber
Di vi si on Manager
"Public relations,” he informed ne, "starts at hone. They know we're here, eh, Gunner?"
"Reminds me of the lowa office," | said, and he stunbled where there wasn't even a sill.
That was the Presidential canpaign of '88, where Haber had been trying to carry the state for the
candi date who had retained us, and those twelve electoral votes canme over at the last ninute only
because we sent Haber to Nassau to rest and | took over fromhim | believe Haber's wi fe had owned
stock in the conpany.
Hi s Bel port |layout was pretty good, at that, though. Four pry booths, each with a Sinplex
9090 and an operator-receptionist in the donor's waiting room You can't tell from appearances,
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but the donors who were waiting for their interrogation |ooked Iike a good representative sanple-a
good m xture of sexes, ages, conditions of affluence- and with proper attention to wei ghing he
shoul d at |east be getting a fair survey of opinions. Integration of the pry scores was in a
readout station in back-1 recognized one of the programers and nodded to him good man-along with
tel efax equipnent to the major research sources, the Britannica, Library of Congress, news-wire
services, and so on. Fromthe integration roomthe readout operator could construct a speech, a 3-
V commercial, a space ad, or anything else, with the research lines to feed himany data he needed
and test its appeal on his subjects. In the front of the building was a taping booth and studi o.
Everything was snall and sem -portable, but good stuff. You could put together a 3-V interview or
edit one as well here as you could on the lot in the honme office.

"An A-nunber-one setup, right, Gunner?" said Haber. "Set it up nyself to do the job."

| said, "Then why aren't you doing it?" He tightened up. The eyes | ooked smaller and nore
intelligent, but he didn't say anything directly. He took ny el bow and turned me to the data-
processi ng room

"Want you to neet soneone,

Atall, slimgirl |ooked up froma typer. "Wy, hello, Gunner
long tine."

| said, "Hello, Candace."

Apparently Haber was not quite such a fat cat as he had seenmed, for he had clearly found
out a little sonething about ny personal life before | showed up in his office. The rest of the
list I had scribbled down in the scatjet was:

he said, opened the door, led ne inside, and |left ne.
" she said. "It's been a

Need "big lie."

I nvestigate Children.

| nvesti gat e opponents' proposition
Marry Candace Har non?

SAES S

This was a relatively snall job for Muwultrie & Bigelow, but it was for a very, very big
account. It was inmportant to win it. The client was the Arcturan Confederacy.

In the shop the word was that they had been turned down by three or four other PR agencies
before we took them on. Nobody said why, exactly, but the reason was perfectly clear. It was just
because they were the Arcturan Confederacy. There is nothing in any way illegal or immoral about a
public relations firmrepresenting a foreign account. That is a matter of statute-as nost people
don't take the trouble to know the Smth-Mucchioni Act of '71. And the courts held that it
applied to extra-planetary "foreigners"” as well as to terrestrials in 1985, back when the only
"intelligent aliens" were the mumm es on Mars. Not that the mumr es had ever hired anybody on
Earth to do anything for them But it was Multrie & Bigelow s | aw departnent that sued for the
declaratory judgnent, as a matter of fact. Just on the off chance. That's how M & B operates.

Any public relations man takes on the color of his clients in the eyes of sone people.
That's the nature of the beast. The sane people wouldn't think of blam ng a surgeon because he
di ssol ved a malignancy out of Public Eneny No. 1, or even a | awer for defending him But when you
are in charge of a client's enptional inage and that imge isn't |iked, sone of the dislike rubs
of f on you.

At M& B there is enough in the pay check at the end of every
nmonth so that we don't nmind that. M& B has a reputation for taking on the tough ones-the only
surviving Anerican cigarette nanufacturer is ours. So is the exiled Castroite government of Cuba,
that still thinks it might one day get the State Department to back up its claimfor paying off on
the bonds it printed for itself. However, for two reasons-as a sinple matter of making things easy
for ourselves and because it's better doctrine-we don't flaunt our connection with the unpopul ar
clients. Especially when the job is going badly. One of the surest ways to get a bad public
response to PRis to let the public know that sonme hotshot PR outfit is working on it.

So every last thing Haber had done was w ong.

In this towmn it was too late for pry booths and MR

I had just five minutes left before the conference, and | spent it in the pry-booth
section, anyhow. | noticed a tri-D display of our client's hone planet in the reception room
where donors were sitting and waiting their turn. It was very attractive: the wide, calmseas with
the vertical air-mount islets jutting out at intervals.

| turned around and wal ked out fast, boiling nad.

A layman ni ght not have seen just how many ways Haber had found to go wrong. The whole pry-
boot h project was probably a m stake, anyway. To begin with, to get any good out of pry booths you
need depth interviews, way deep-down MR stuff. And for that you need paid donors, lots of them
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And to get themyou have to have a panel to pick from

That means advertising in the papers and on the nets and interview ng twenty people for
every one you hire. To get a satisfactory sanple in a town the size of Bel port you need to hire
maybe fifty donors. And that neans talking to a thousand people, every one of whomw Il go hone
and talk to his wife or her nother or their nei ghbors.

In a city like Chicago or Saskatoon you can get away with it. Wth good techni que the
donor never really knows what he's being interviewed for, although, of course, a good newspapernan
or private eye can interview a couple of donors and work backward fromthe sense inpul se stinuli
with pretty fair accuracy. But not in Belport, not when we never had a branch here before, not
when every living soul in town knew what we were doi ng because the rezoning ordi nance was Topic
One over every coffee table. In short, we had tipped our hand conpletely.

As | say, an anmateur might not have spotted that. But Haber was not supposed to be an
amat eur .

| had just seen the trend charts, too. The referendumon granting rezoning privileges to
our client was going to a vote in less than two weeks. Wen Haber had opened the branch, sanpling
showed that it would fail by a four-to-three vote. Now, a nonth and a half later, he had worsened
the percentage to three to two and going downhill all the way.

Qur client would be extrenely unhappy-probably was unhappy already, if they had nanaged to
puzzl e out the queer terrestrial progress reports we had been sending them And this was the kind
of client that a flackery didn't want to have unhappy. | nean, all the others were little-I|eague
stuff in conparison. The Arcturan Confederacy was a culture as wealthy and as powerful as al
Earth governnents conbi ned, and as Arcturans don't bother with nonsense |ike national governnents
or private enterprise, at least not in any way that nakes sense to us, this one client was-as big
as every other possible client conbined.

They were the ones who decided they needed this base in Belport, and it was up to M & B-
and specifically to me, Odin Gunnarsen- to see that they got it.

It was too bad that they had been fighting Earth six nonths earlier. In fact, in a
techni cal sense we were still at war. It was only arnistice, not a peace, that had called off the
H bonb raids and the fleet engagenents.

Like I say. M & B takes on the tough ones!

Besi des Haber, four of the staff |ooked as though they knew which end was up. Candace
Har non, the pry-integration programmer, and two very junior T.A's. | took the head chair at the
conference table without waiting to see where Haber would want to sit and said, "W'l|l nake this
fast, because we're in trouble here and we don't have tine to be polite. You're Percy?" That was
t he progranmer; he nodded. "And | didn't catch your nane?" | said, turning to the next along the
table. It was the copy chief, a |Ianky shave-headed ol dster naned Tracy Spockman. Hi s assistant,
one of the T.A s | had had ny eye on, turned out to be named Manny Brock

| had picked easy jobs for all the deadheads, reserving the smart ones for whatever m ght
turn up, so | started with the copy chief. "Spockrman, we're opening an Arcturan purchasi ng agency,
and you're it. You should be able to handle this one; if | remenber correctly, you ran the Duluth
shop for a year."

He sucked on a cal pipe without expression. "Well, thanks, M. Gun-"

"Just Qunner."

"Wel |, thanks, but as copy chief-"

“Manny here should be able to take care of that. If | renenber the way you ran the Duluth
operation, you've probably got things set up so he can step right in." And so he probably did. At
least, it surely would do no real harmto give sonebody el se a chance at |ousing things up.
handed Spockman the "positions wanted" page fromthe paper |I'd picked up at the scatport, and a
scrawmed list of notes 1'd nade up on the way in. "Hire these girls |I've marked for your staff,
rent an office, and get sone letters out. You'|ll see what | want fromthe list. Letters to every
real estate dealer in town, asking themif they can put together a five-thousand-acre parcel in
the area covered by the zoning referendum Letter to every general contractor, asking for bids on
buil dings. Make it separate bids on each-1 think there' Il be five buildings altogether. One
exocl i mati zed-so get the airconditioning, heating, and plunbing contractors to bid, too. Letter to
every food whol esal er and major grocery outlet asking if they are interested in bidding on
supplying Arcturans with food. Fax Chicago for what the Arcturans fancy; | don't remenber-no mneat,
I think, but a lot of green vegetabl es-anyway, find out and include the data in the letters.

El ectroni cs manufacturers, office equi pnent deal ers, car and truck agencies-well, the whole I|ist
is on that piece of paper. | want every businessman in Belport starting to figure out by tonorrow
nmor ni ng how rmuch profit he night make on an Arcturan base. Cot it?"
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"I think so, M.-Qunner. | was thinking. How about stationery suppliers, attorneys,
CP.A"'s?"

"Don't ask-do it. Now, you down at the end there-"

"Henry Dane, QGunner."

"Henry, what about club outlets in Belport? | nean specialized groups. The Arcturans are
hot for navigation, sailing, like that; see what you can do with the notorboat clubs and so on. |
noticed in the paper that there's a flower show at the arnory next Saturday. It's pretty late, but
squeeze in a speaker on Arcturan fungi. W'll fly in a display. They tell me Arcturans are hot
gardeners when they're hone-love all the biological sciences-nice folks, |ike to dabble." |
hesitated and | ooked at ny notes. "I have sonething down here about veterans' groups, but |
haven't got the handle for it. Still, if you can think of an angle, let ne knowwhat's the
matter?"

He was | ooking doubtful. "It's only that |I don't want to conflict with Candy, Gunner."

And so, of course, | had to face up to things and turn to Candace Harnon. "Wat's that,
honey?" | asked.

"I think Henry neans ny Arcturan-Anmerican Friendship League." It turned out that that had
been one of Haber's proudest ideas. | wasn't surprised. After several weeks and about three
thousand dollars it had worked up to a total of forty-one nenbers. How nmany of those were
enpl oyees of the M & B branch? "Well, all but eight," Candace adnmitted at once. She wasn't
smling, but she was amnused.

"Don't worry about it," | advised Henry Dane. "We're folding the Arcturan-American
Friendshi p League, anyway. Candace won't have tinme for it. She'll be working with nme.”

"Wy, fine, Qunner," she said. "Doing what?"

| alnmost did marry Candace one tine, and every once in a while since | have w shed
hadn't backed away. A very good thing was Candace Harnon

"Doing," | said, "what Gunner says for you to do. Let's see. First thing, |I've got five
hundred Arcturan donestic animals comng in tonorrow. | haven't seen them but they tell ne
they're cute, look like kittens, are pretty durable. Figure out sone way of getting them
di stributed fast-maybe a pet shop will sell themfor fifty cents each.”

Haber protested, "My dear Gunner! The freight alone-"

"Sure, Haber, they cost about forty dollars apiece just to get them here. Any other
questions like that? No? That's good. | want one in each of five hundred honmes by the end of the
week, and if | had to pay a hundred dollars to each custonmer to take them 1'd pay. Next: | want
sonebody to find ne a veteran, preferably disabled, preferably who was actually involved in the
bonbi ng of the hone pl anet-"

| laid out a dozen nore working lines-an art show of the Arcturan bas-relief stuff that
was partly to look at but nostly to feel, a 3-V panel show on Arcturus that we could plant.
the whol e routine. None of it would do the job, but all of it would help until | got my bearings.
Then | got down to business. "What's the name of this fell ow who's running for council man-

Conni ck?"

"That's right," said Haber

"What ' ve you got on hin?" | asked.

| turned to Candace, who said pronptly, "Forty-one years old, Methodist, married, three
kids of his own plus one of the casualties, ran for State Senate | ast year and | ost, but he
carried Bel port, running opposed to the referendumthis year, very big in Junior Chanber of
Conmerce and V.F. W-"

"No. What've you got on hinP" | persisted.

Candace said slowy, "Gunner, look. This is a nice guy."

"Way, | know that, honey. | read his piece in the paper today. So nowtell me the dirt
that he can't afford to have conme out."

"It wouldn't be fair to destroy himfor nothing!"

I brushed aside the "fair" business. "Wat do you nean

"W're not going to win this referendum you know. "

"Honey, |'ve got news for you. This is the biggest account anybody ever had, and | want
it. We will win. Wat've you got on Conni ck?"

"Not hi ng. Really nothing," she said quietly.

"But you can get it."

Candace said, visibly upset, "OfF course, there's probably some-"

"Of course. Get it. Today."

for nothing ?"
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But | wasn't relying totally on anyone, not even Candace. Since Connick was the centra
figure of the opposition | caught a cab and went to see him
It was already dark, a cold, clear night, and over the nushroomtowers of the business

district a quarter-noon was beginning to rise. | looked at it alnmpst with affection; | had hated
it so when | was there.
As | paid the cab, two kids in snowsuits canme sidling out to inspect nme. | said, "Hello.

I's your Daddy hone?"

One was about five, with freckles and bright blue eyes; the other was darker, brown-eyed,
and he had a |inp. The bl ue-eyed one said, "Daddy's down in the cellar. Mommy will let you in if
you ring the doorbell. Just push that button."

"Ch, that's how those things work. Thanks." Connick's wife turned out to be a good-
| ooki ng, skinny blonde in her thirties, and the kids nust have raced around the back way and
alerted the old man, because as she was taking nmy coat, he was already com ng through the hall.

| shook his hand and said, "I can tell by the snells fromyour kitchen that it's
dinnertime. | won't keep you. My nanme is Gunnarsen and-"

"And you're fromMultrie & Bigel owhere, sit down, M. Gunnarsen-and you want to know i f
I won't think it over and back the Arcturan base. No, M. QGunnarsen, | won't. But why don't you
have a drink with ne before dinner? And then why don't you have dinner?"

He was a genuine article, this Connick. | had to admt he had caught ne off bal ance.

"Way, | don't mind if | do," |I said after a nonent. "I see you know why |I'm here."

He was pouring drinks. "Well, not altogether, M. Gunnarsen. You don't really think you'l
change ny mind, do you?"

"I can't say that until | know why you oppose the base in the first place, Connick. That's

what | want to find out."
He handed ne a drink, sat down across fromnme, and took a thoughtful pull at his own. It
was good Scotch. Then he | ooked to see if the kids were within earshot, and said: "The thing is

this, M. Gunnarsen. If | could, | would kill every Arcturan alive, and if it neant | had to
accept the death of a fewmnillion Earthmen to do it, that wouldn't be too high a price. | don't
want the base here because | don't want anything to do with those nurdering aninals."

"Well, you're candid,"” | said, finished ny drink, and added, "If you meant that invitation
to dinner, | believe | will take you up on it."

| nmust say they were a nice famly. |I've worked el ections before: Connick was a good
candi dat e because he was a good nman. The way his kids behaved around himproved it, and the way he
behaved around me was the clincher. | didn't scare hima bit.

O course, that was not altogether bad, fromny point of view

Conni ck kept the conversation off Topic A during dinner, which was all right with ne, but
as soon as it was over and we were alone, he said, "All right. You can nmake your pitch now, M.
@unnarsen. Al though | don't know why you're here instead of with Tom Schlitz."

Schlitz was the man he was running against. | said, "You don't know this business, |
guess. What do we need himfor? He's already cormitted on our side."

"And |I'm already conmitted agai nst you, but | guess that's what you're hoping to change.
Well, what's your offer?"

He was noving too fast for ne. | pretended to m sunderstand. "Really, M. Connick, I
woul dn't insult you by offering a bribe-"

"No, | know you woul dn't. Because you're smart enough to know | wouldn't take noney. So it
isn't noney. What is it, then? Multrie & Bigelow working for nme instead of Schlitz in the
election? That's a pretty good offer, but the price is too high. | won't pay it."

"Well," | said, "as a matter of fact, we would be willing-"

"Yes, | thought so. No deal. Anyway, do you really think I need help to get el ected?"

That was a good point, | was forced to admt. | conceded, "No, not if everything else were

equal . You're way ahead right now, as your surveys and ours both show. But everything else isn't
equal . "

"By which you nmean that you' re going to help old Slits-and-fits. Al right, that nakes it
a horse race.”

| held up nmy glass, and he refilled it. | said, "M. Connick, | told you once you didn't
know thi s business. You don't. It isn't a horse race because you can't w n agai nst us."

"I can sure give it a hell of a try, though. Anyway"-he finished his own drink
t houghtful ly-"you brai nwashers are a little bit fat, | think. Everybody knows how powerful you
are, and you haven't really had to showit much lately. | wonder if the emperor's really running
around naked. "

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (136 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

"Ch, no, M. Connick. Best-dressed enperor you ever saw, take nmy word for it."

He said, frowning a little bit, "I think I'll have to find out for nyself. Anyway,
frankly, | think people's m nds are nade up, and you can't change them"

"W don't have to," | said. "Don't you know why people vote the way they do, Connick? They
don't vote their 'nminds.' They vote attitudes and they vote inpulses. Frankly, 1'd rather work on

your side than agai nst you. Schlitz would be easy to beat. He's Jewi sh."

Conni ck said angrily, "There's none of that in Bel port, man."

"Of anti-Semitism you mean. O course not. But if one candidate is Jewish and if it turns
up that fifteen years ago he tried to square a parking ticket-and there's always sonething that
turns up, Connick, believe ne-then they'll vote against himfor fixing parking tickets. That's
what | nmean by 'attitudes.' Your voter-oh, not all of them but enough to swing any el ection-goes
into the booth pulled this way and that. W don't have to change his mnd. W just have to help
hi m deci de which part of it to operate on." | let himrefill my glass and took a pull at it. | was
aware that | was beginning to feel the effects. "Take you, Connick," | said. "Suppose you're a
Denocrat and you go in to cast your vote. W know how you're going to vote for President, right?
You're going to vote for the Denobcratic candidate."

Conni ck said, not unbending nuch, "Not necessarily. But probably."

"Not necessarily, right. And why not necessarily? Because nmaybe you know this fell ow who's
runni ng on the Denocratic ticket-or maybe sonebody you know has a grudge agai nst him couldn't get
the postmaster's job he wanted, or ran against his del egates for the convention. Point is, you
have sonet hi ng agai nst him just because your first instinct is for him So how do you vote?

Wi chever way happens to get dom nance at the nonent of voting. Not at any other nmoment. Not as a
matter of principle. But right then. No, we don't have to change any mnds . . . because nost
peopl e don't have enough mind to change!"

He stood up and absentnindedly filled his own glass-1 wasn't the only one who was

beginning to feel the liquor. "lI'd hate to be you," he said, half to hinself.

"Ch, it's not bad."

He shook his head, then recollected hinself and said, "Well, thanks for the |esson.
didn't know. But I'Il tell you one thing you'll never do. You'll never get ne to vote on the

Arcturan side on any question."

| sneered, "There's an open mnd for you! Leader of the people! Takes an objective | ook at
every question!"

"Al'l right, I'mnot objective. They stink."

"Race prejudice, Connick?"

"Ch, don't be a fool."

"There is," | said, "an Arcturan aronma. They can't help it."

"I didn't say 'snell.' | said "stink.' | don't want themin this town, and neither does
anybody el se. Not even Schlitz."

"You don't ever have to see them They don't like Earth climte, you know. Too hot for
them Too nuch air. Wy, Connick,” | said, "I'll bet you a hundred bucks you won't set eyes on an
Arcturan for at least a year, not until the base is built and staffed. And then | doubt they'l
bot her to-Wat's the matter?"

He was | ooking at me as though | were an idiot, and | al nost began to think | was.

"Why," he said, again in that tone that was nore to hinmself than to ne, "I guess |'ve been
overrating you. You think you're God, so |I've been accepting your own val uation."

"What do you nean?"

"I nexcusably bad staff work, M. Gunnarsen," he said, nodding judgmatically. "It ought to
make me feel good. But you know, it doesn't. It scares nme. Wth the kind of power you throw
around, you should al ways be right."

"Spit it out!"

"It's just that you |l ose your bet. Didn't you know there's an Arcturan in town right now?"

When | got back to the car, the phone was buzzing and the "Message Recorded"” |ight blinked
at me. The nessage was from Candace:

"“Qunner, a Truce Team has checked into the Statler-Bills to supervise the election, and
get this. One of thems an Arcturan!"

The staff work wasn't so bad, after all, just unpardonably slow But there wasn't much
confort in that.

| called the hotel and was connected with one of the Truce Team staff-the best the hote
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woul d do for nme. The staff man was a col onel who said, "Yes, M. Knafti is aware of your work here
and specifically does not wish to see you. This is a Truce Team M. Gunnarsen. Do you know what
that nmeans, exactly?”

And he hung up on ne. Well, | did know what it neant-strictly hands-off, all the way-I
sinmply hadn't known that they would interpret it that rigidly.

It was a kick in the eye, any way | |ooked at it. Because it nade ne look like a fool in
front of Connick, when | kind of wanted hi m scared of nme. Because Arcturans do, after all, stink-
not good public relations at all when your product snells like well-rotted garlic buds a few
hundred feet away. | didn't want the voters snelling them

And nost of all because of the inference that | was sure any red-bl ooded, stubborn-m nded,
confused voter would draw. Jeez, Sam you hear about that Arcturan coming to spy on us? Yeah
Charlie, the dam bugs are practically accusing us of rigging the election. Dam right, Sam and
you know what el se? They stink, Sam

Hal f an hour later | got a direct call from Haber. "Gunner boy! Good God! Ch, this is the
reeki ng end!"

| said, "It sounds to ne |ike you've found out about the Arcturan on the Truce Team™

"You know? And you didn't tell ne?"

Well, | had been about to reamhimfor not telling nme, but obviously that wasn't going to
do any good. | tried, anyway, but he fell back on his fat ignorance. "They didn't clue ne in from

Chicago. Can | help that? Be fair now, Gunner boy!"
Gunner boy very fairly hung up

I was beginning to feel very sleepy. For a nonment | debated taking a brisk-up pill, but
the mld buzz Connick's liquor had left with ne was pl easant enough, and besides, it was getting
late. | went to the hotel suite Candace had reserved for ne and craw ed i nto bed.

It only took me a few mnutes to fall asleep, but | was faintly aware of an odor. It was
the sane hotel the Truce Team was staying at.

| couldn't really be snelling this Arcturan, Knafti. It was just my inmagination. That's
what | told nyself as | dialed for sleep and drifted off.

The pill ow phone hunmed, and Candace's voice said out of it, "Wake up and get decent,
@Qunner. 1'mcom ng up."

I managed to sit up, shook ny head, and took a few whiffs of anphetanine. As always, it
woke me right up, but at the usual price of feeling that | hadn't had quite enough sleep. Still, |
got into a robe and was in the bathroom fixing breakfast when she knocked on the door. "It's
open," | called. "Want sone coffee?"

"Sure, Qunner." She came and stood in the doorway, watching ne turn the Hilsch squirt to
full boil and fill two cups. | spooned dry coffee into themand turned the squirt to cold. "Orange
juice?" She took the coffee and shook her head, so I just mxed one glassful, swallowed it, tossed
the glass in the disposal hanper, and took the coffee into the other room The bed had stri pped
itself already; it was now a couch, and | |eaned back on it, drinking my coffee. "All right,
honey," | said, "what's the dirt on Connick?"

She hesitated, then opened her bag and took out a photofax and handed it to ne. It was a
reproduction of an old steel engraving headed, in antique script, The Army of the United States,
and it said:

Be it known to all nen that

DANIEL T. CONNI CK

ASI N AJ- 32880515

has this date been separated fromthe service of the United

States for the conveni ence of the governnent; and

Be it further known to all nen that the conditions of his discharge are

DI SHONORABLE
"Well, what do you know" | said. "You see, honey? There's al ways sonething."
Candace finished her coffee, set the cup down neatly on a windowsill, and took out a

cigarette. That was |like her: She always did one thing at a tine, an orderly sort of nmind that |
couldn't match-and coul dn't stand, either. Undoubtedly she knew what | was thinking because
undoubt edly she was thinking it, too, but there wasn't any nostalgia in her voice when she said:
"You went and saw himlast night, didn't you? . . . And you're still going to knife hinP"

| said, "I"'mgoing to see that he is defeated in the election, yes. That's what they pay
me for. Me and sone others."
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"No, Q@unner," she said, "that's not what M & B pay ne for, if that's what you nean
because there isn't that nmuch noney."

I got up and went over beside her. "Mre coffee? No? Wll, | guess | don't want any,
ei ther. Honey-"

Candace stood up, crossed the room and sat down in a straight-
backed chair. "You wake up all of a sudden, don't you? Don't change the subject. W were tal king
about - "

"W were talking," | told her, "about a job that we're paid to do. Al right, you' ve done
one part of it for nme-you got me what | wanted on Connick."

| stopped, because she was shaking her head. "I'mnot so sure | did."

"How s that ?"

"Well, it's not on the fax, but |I know why he got his DD. 'Desertion of hazardous duty.'

On the Moon, in the U N Space Force. The year was 1998."

| nodded, because | understood what she was tal king about. Connick wasn't the only one.
Hal f the Space Force had cracked up that year. Novenber. A heavy Leonid strike of neteorites and a
solar flare at the sane tine. The Space Force top brass had decided they had to crack down and
asked the U.S. Arny to court-nartial every soldier who cut and ran for an underground shelter, and

the Arny had felt obliged to conply. "But nobst of them got Presidential clenency," |I said. "He
didn't?"

Candace shook her head. "He didn't apply."

"Un Well, it's still on record.” | dismissed the subject. "Something el se. What about

these Chil dren?”
Candace put out her cigarette and stood up. "Why |I'mhere, Qunner. It was on your list. So-
get dressed.”

"For what ?"

She grinned. "For ny peace of nmind, for one thing. Also for investigating the Children,
like you say. |'ve nmade you an appointnent at the hospital in fifty-five mnutes."

You have to renenber that | didn't know anythi ng about the Children except runors. Bless
Haber, he hadn't thought it necessary to explain. And Candace only said, "Wait till we get to the
hospital. You'll see for yourself."

Donnegan General was seven stories of creamcolored ceranic brick, air-controlled, wall-
Iighted throughout, tiny asepsis |anps sparkling blue where the ventilation ducts opened. Candace
parked the car in an underground garage and led nme to an elevator, then to a waiting room She
seened to know her way around very well. She glanced at her watch, told me we were a couple of
m nutes early, and pointed to a routing map that was a nural with colored |ights showing visitors
the way to whatever mght be their destination. It also showed, quite inpressively, the size and
scope of Donnegan General. The hospital had twenty-two fully equi pped operating roons, a specinmen
and transplant bank, X-ray and radi ochemical departnents, a cryogenics room the nost conplete
prosthesis installation on Earth, a geriatrics section, O T. roons beyond nunber

And, of all things, a fully equi pped and crowded pediatric w ng.

| said, "I thought this was a V. A facility."

"Exactly. Here cones our boy."

A Navy officer was conming in, hand and snile outstretched to Candace. "Hi, good to see
you. And you nust be M. Qunnarsen."

Candace introduced us as we shook hands. The fellow s name was Commander Witling; she

called himTom He said, "W'Il have to nove. Since | talked to you, there's been an all -hands
evol ution schedul ed for el even-sone high brass inspection. | don't want to hurry you, but 1'd like
it if we were out of the way. . . thisis alittle irregular."

"Nice of you to arrange it," | said. "Lead on."

W went up a high-rise elevator and canme out on the top floor of the building, into a
corridor covered with nmurals of Disney and Mother Goose. From a sun deck cane the tinkle of a
musi ¢ box. Three children, chasing each other down the hail, dodged past us, yelling. They nade
pretty good time, considering that two of themwere on crutches. "Wat the hell are you doing
here?" asked Commander Wiitling sharply.

| | ooked twice, but he wasn't talking to me or the kids. He was talking to a man with a
young face but a heavy bl ack beard, who was standi ng behind a Donal d Duck nobile, | ooking
i nconspi cuous and guilty.

"Ch, hi, M. Witling," the man said. "Jeez, | nust've got |ost again looking for the PX "

"Carhart," said the conmmander dangerously, "if | catch you in this wing again, you won't
have to worry about the PX for a year. Hear ne?"

"Well, jeez! Al right, M. Witling." As the nan saluted and turned, his face wearing an
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expression of injury, | noticed that the left sleeve of his bathrobe was tucked, enpty, into a
pocket .

"You can't keep themout,"” said Witling and spread his hands. "Well, all right, M.
@unnarsen, here it is. You're seeing the whole thing."

| looked carefully around. It was all children-linmping children, stunbling children, pale
children, weary children. "But what am| seeing, exactly?" | asked.

"Why, the Children, M. CGunnarsen. The ones we |iberated. The ones the Arcturans captured
on Mars."

And then | connected. | renenbered about the capture of the colony on Mars.

Interstellar war is waged at the pace of a snail's craw, because it takes so long to go
fromstar to star. The nain battles of our war with Arcturus had been fought no farther fromEarth

than the surface of Mars, and the fleet engagenent around Orbit Saturn. Still, it had taken el even
years, first to last, fromthe surprise attack on the Martian colony to the arm stice signed in
Washi ngt on.

| renenbered seeing a reconstructed tape of that Martian surprise attack. It was a
sunmer's day-hot-at full noon, ice nelted into water. The place was the col ony around the Southern
Springs. Qut of the small descending sun a ship appeared.

It was a rocket. It was brilliant gold metal, and it came down with a halo of gold
radiation around its splayed front, like the fleshy protuberance of a star-nosed nole. It |anded
with an electrical crackle on the fine-grained orange sand, and out of it came the Arcturans.

O course, no one had known they were Arcturans then. They had swung around the sun in a
I ong anecliptic orbit, watching and studying, and they had selected the snmall Martian outpost as
the place to strike. In Mars gravity they were bipeds-two of their ropy |inbs were enough to lift
them of f the ground-man tall, in golden pressure suits. The colonists came running out to neet
themand were killed. Al of them Al of the adults.

The children, however, had not been killed, not that quickly or that easily, at |east.

Sone had not been killed at all, and some of those were here in Donnegan Ceneral Hospital

But not all.

Conprehension beginning to energe in ny small nind, | said, "Then these are the
survivors."

Candace, standing very close to ne, said "Mst of them Gunner. The ones that aren't well
enough to be sent back into normal life."

"And t he others?"

"Well, they nostly don't have famlies-having been killed, you see. So they've been

adopted out into foster hones here in Belport. A hundred and eight of themisn't that right, Ton®
And now maybe you get sone idea of what you're up against."

There were sonmething Iike a hundred of the Children in that wing, and | didn't see all of
them Sorme of themwere not to be seen

Whitling just told ne about but couldn't show nme the blood tenperature room where the
very young and very bad cases lived. They had a gnotobiotic atnosphere, a little rich in oxygen, a
little nore humid than the anbient air, plus pressure to help their weak netabolism keep oxygen
spread in their parts. On their right, a little farther along, were the small individual roons
bel onging to the worst cases of all. The contagious. The incurables. The unfortunates whose very
appearance was bad for the others. Witling was good enough to open polarizing shutters and let ne
| ook in on sone of those where they lay (or withed or stood like sticks) in permanent solitary.
One of the Arcturan efforts had been transplantation, and the project seened to have been directed
by a whi nsical person. The youngest was about three; the oldest in the |ate teens.

They were a disturbing lot, and if | have glossed lightly over what | felt, it is because
what | felt is all too obvious.

Kids in trouble! O course, those who had been put back into popul ation weren't put back
shocki ng as these. But they would pull at the heartstrings-they even pulled at mne-and every tine
a foster parent or a foster parent's neighbor or a casual passer-by on the street felt that
heartstring tug, he would feel, too, a single thought: The Arcturans did this.

For after killing the potentially dangerous adults, they had caged the tractable snall
ones as val uabl e research speci nens.

And | had hoped to counteract this with five hundred Arcturan pets!

Whitling had been all this tinme taking ne around the wing, and | could hear in his voice
the sound of what | was up agai nst, because he loved and pitied those kids. "H, Terry," he said
on the sun deck, bending over a bed and patting its occupant on his snowwhite hair. Terry smled
up at him "Can't hear us, of course,” said Witling. "We grafted in new auditory nerves four
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weeks ago-1 did it nyself- but they're not surviving. Third try, too. And, of course, each attenpt
is a wrse risk than the one before: antibodies.”

| said, "He doesn't |ook nore than five years old.” Witling nodded. "But the attack on
the col ony was-"

"Ch, | see what you nean,"” said Wiitling. "The Arcturans were, of course, interested in
reproduction too. Ellen-she left us a couple of weeks ago-was only thirteen, but she'd had six
children. Now this is Nancy."

Nancy was perhaps twelve, but her gait and arm coordinati on were those of a toddler. She

came stunmbling in after a ball, stopped, and regarded me with dislike and suspicion. "Nancy's one
of our cures,"” Witling said proudly. He followed ny eyes. "Ch, nothing wong there," he said.
"Mars-bred. She hasn't adjusted to Earth gravity, is all; she isn't slowthe ball's bouncing too

fast. Here's Sam"

Sam was a near-teenager, giggling fromhis bed as he tried what was obviously the
extremely wearing exercise of lifting his head off the mattress. A candy-striped practical nurse
was counting time for himas he touched chin to chest, one and two, one and two. He did it five
tinmes, then slunped back, grinning. "Samlis central nervous system was al nost gone," Wiitling said

fondly. "But we're maki ng progress. Nervous tissue regeneration, though, is awmfully-" | wasn't
listening; | was |ooking at Samis grin, which showed bl ack and broken teeth. "D et deficiency,"
said Wi tling, follow ng ny | ook again.

"Al'l right," | said, "lI've seen enough; now | want to get out of here before they have ne

changi ng diapers. | thank you, Commander Whiting. | think | thank you. Wich way is out?"
IV

| didn't want to go back to Haber's office. | was afraid of what the conversation m ght be
like. But | had to get a fill-in on what had been happening with our work, and | had to eat.

So | took Candace back to ny room and ordered |unch fromroom service.

| stood at the thermal wi ndow | ooking out at the city while Candace checked with the
office. I didn't even listen, because Candace knew what | would want to know, | just watched
Bel port cycle through an average dull Monday at ny feet. Belport was a radial town, with an urban
center-cluster of the nushroom shaped buil dings that were popul ar twenty years ago. The hotel we
were in was one, in fact, and fromnmy w ndow | could see three others | ooning above and bel ow ne,
to right and left, and beyond themthe cathedral spires of the apartnment condoninia of the
residential districts. | could see a creeping serpent of gaily colored cars noving al ong one of
the trafficways, pinpointed with sparks of our pro-referendum canpai gn parades. O one of the
opposition's. From four hundred feet it didn't seemto nmatter

"You know, honey," | said as she clicked off the 3-V, "there isn't any sense to this.
admt the kids are sad cases, and who can resist kids in trouble? But they don't have one solitary
dammed thing to do with whether or not the Arcturans should have a telenmetry and tracking station
out on the | ake."

Candace said, "Weren't you the man who told nme that logic didn't have anything to do with
public rel ations?" She cane to the wi ndow beside ne, turned, and half-sat on the | edge and read
fromher notes: "Survey index off another half-point. . . . Haber says be sure to tell you that's
a victory-woul d have been off two points at |east without the Arcats. Supplier letters out.

Chi cago approves budget overdraft. And that's all that natters."

"Thanks." The door chimed, and she left me to let the waiter in with our lunch. | watched
her without rmuch appetite, except maybe for the one thing that | knew wasn't on the nmenu: Candace
herself. But | tried to eat.

Candace did not seemto be trying to help ne eat. In fact, she did sonething that was
quite out of character for her. Al the way through lunch she kept tal king, and the one subject
she kept tal king about was the kids. | heard about Nina, who was fifteen when she cane to Donnegan
General and had been through the occupation all the way-who wouldn't talk to anybody and wei ghed
fifty-one pounds and screaned unl ess she was allowed to hide under the bed. "And after six
mont hs, " sai d Candace, "they gave her a hand-puppet, and she finally tal ked through that."

"How d you find all this out?" | asked.

"From Tom And then there were the germfree kids.

She told me about them and about the series of injections and marrow transpl ants that
they had needed to restore the body's imune reaction without killing the patient. And the ones
with auditory and vocal nerves destroyed, apparently because the Arcturans were investigating the
questi on of whether humans could think rationally in the absence of articulate words. The ones
rai sed on chemcally pure glucose for dietary studies. The induced bl eeders. The kids with no

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (141 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

sense of touch, and the kids with no devel oped rnuscul at ure.

"Tomtold you all this?"

"And lots nore, Gunner. And renmenber, these are the survivors. Sone of the kids who were
del i beratel y-"

"How | ong have you known Ton?"

She put down her fork, sugared her coffee, and took a sip, |looking at nme over the cup
"Ch, since |'ve been here. Two years. Since before the kids cane, of course."

"Pretty well, | judge."

"Ch, yes."

"He really likes those kids-l1 could see that. And so do you." | swal |l owed sone nore of ny
own coffee, which tasted like diluted pig swill, and reached for a cigarette and said, "I think
maybe | waited too | ong about the situation here, wouldn't you say?"

"Why, yes, Gunner," she said carefully, "I think you nmaybe m ssed the boat."

"I tell you what else | think, honey. | think you're trying to tell ne sonething, and it
isn't all about Proposition Four on the ballot next week."

And she said, not irrelevantly, "As a matter of fact, Gunner, I'mgoing to marry Tom

Whitling on Christnmas Day."

| sent her back to the office and stretched out on my bed, snoking and watchi ng the snoke
bei ng sucked into the wall vents. It was rather peaceful and quiet because I'd told the desk to
hold all calls until further notice, and I wasn't feeling a thing.

Perfection is so rare that it is interesting to find a case in which one has been
perfectly wong all the way.

If I had taken out ny little list, then | could have checked off all the points. One way
or another. | hadn't fired Haber, and in fact, | really didn't want to anynore, because he wasn't
much worse than | was at this particular job; the record showed it. | had investigated the
Children, all right. Alittle late. | had investigated Connick, the nunber one opponent to the
proposition, and what | had found would hurt Connick, all right, but | couldn't really see howit
woul d help do our job. And | certainly wasn't going to marry Candace Har non.

Come to think of it, | thought, lighting another cigarette fromthe stub of the old one,
there had been a fifth item and | had bl own that one, too.

The classics of public relations clearly show how little reason has to do with MR and

yet | had allowed nyself to fall into that ol dest and nobst inbecilic of traps set for flacks.
Think of history's master strokes of flackery: "The Jews stabbed Germany in the back!" "Seventy-
eight (or fifty-nine, or one hundred and three) cardcarrying Communists in the State Departnent!"
"I will go to Koreal" It is not enough for a theme to be rational; indeed it is wong for a theme
to be rational if you want to nove men's gl ands, because, above all else, it nmust seem new and
fresh and of such revolutionary sinplicity that it illumnates an enornous, confused, and

di sagreeable problemin a fresh and hopeful light. O so it nust seemto the Average Man. And

since he has spent any nunber of surly, worried hours groping for sone personal salvation in the
face of a bankrupt Germany or a threat of subversion or a war that is goi ng nowhere, no rationa
solution can ever neet those strictures . . . since he has already considered all the rationa
solutions and found either that they are useless or that the cost is nore than he wants to pay.
So what | shoul d have concentrated on in Bel port was the bright, irrational, distractive

issue. The Big Lie, if you will. And | had hardly found even a Sly Insinuation
It was interesting to consider in just how many ways | had done the wong thing. Including
maybe the wongest of all: | had | et Candace Harnmon get away. And then in these thoughts, nyself

al nost despi sing, haply the door chimed, and | opened it, and there was this fellow in Space Force
olive-greens saying, "Come along, M. Gunnarsen, the Truce Teamwants to talk to you."

For one frozen nonent there, | was nineteen years old again. | was a Rocketman 3/C on the
Moon, guarding the Aristarchus base against invaders fromouter space. (W thought that to be a
big joke at the tine. Shows how unfunny a joke can turn.) This fellow was a colonel, and his nane
was Peyrol es, and he took me down the corridor, to a private elevator | had never known was there,
up to the flat dome of the nushroomand into a suite that made ny suite | ook Iike the cellar under
a dog run in AOd Levittown. The reek was overpowering. By then | had gotten over ny quick response
to the brass, and | took out a ker-pak and held it to my nose. The col onel did not even | ook at
ne.

"Sit down!" barked the colonel, and left me in front of an unlighted fireplace. Sonething
was going on; | could hear voices fromanother room a |lot of them

"-burned one in effigy, and by God we'll burn a real one-"

"-smells like a skunk-"
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"-turns ny stomach!" And that last fellow whoever he was, was pretty near right at that-
al t hough actually in the few seconds since |1'd entered the suite | had al nost forgotten the snell
It was funny how you got used to it. Like a ripe cheese: The first whiff knocked you sick, but
pretty soon the ol factory nerves got the hang of the thing and built up a defense.

“-all right, the war's over and we have to get along with them but a man's hone town-"

What ever it was that was going on in the other room it was going on |loudly. Tenpers were
al ways short when Arcturans were around, because the snell, of course, put everybody on edge.
People don't like bad snmells. They're not nice. They rem nd us of sweat and excrement, which we
have buttressed our |lives against admitting as real, personal facts. Then there was a | oud
mlitary yell for order-I recognized the colonel, Peyroles-and then a voice that sounded queerly
not - qui t e- hurman, al though it spoke in English. An Arcturan? Wat was his nane, Knafti? But | had
under st ood they coul dn't make human sounds.

Whoever it was, he put an end to the neeting. The door opened.

Through it | could see a couple of dozen hostile backs, |eaving through another door, and
comng toward nme the Space Force colonel, a very young man with a pale angel's face and a draggi ng

linp, incivilian clothes. . . and, yes, the Arcturan. It was the first one | had ever been with
at so close range, in so snall a group. He wobbled toward nme on four or six of his coat-hanger
I i nbs, breathing-thorax encased in a golden shell, his mantis face and bright black eyes staring
at me. Peyrol es closed the door behind them

He turned to ne and said, "M. @nnarsen . . . Knafti . Tinmy Brown."

| hadn't the ghost of a clue whether to offer to shake, and if so, with what. Knafti,
however, nerely regarded ne gravely. The boy nodded. | said: "I'mglad to neet you, gentlenen. As
you perhaps know, | tried to set up an appoi ntnent before, but your people turned me down. | take
it now the shoe is on the other foot."

Col onel Peyrol es frowned toward the door he had just shut-there were still noises behind

it-but said to me, "You're quite right. That was a neeting of a civic | eaders' comittee-"
The door interrupted himby opening, and a man | eaned t hrough and yelled: "Peyroles! Can

that thing understand white man's talk? |I hope so. | hope it hears me when | say that I'mgoing to
make it ny personal business to take it apart if it's still in Belport this tinme tonmorrow. And if
any human being, or so-called hunman being |like you, gets in the way, |'ll take himapart, too!" He

sl anmed the door w thout waiting for an answer.

"You see?" said Peyroles gruffly, angrily. Things like that woul d never have happened with
wel | -tenmpered troops. "That's what we want to talk to you about."

"I see,”" | said, and I did see, very clearly, because that fell ow who had | eaned through
the door had been the Arcturan-property-sale standard bearer we had counted on, ol d-what had
Connick called hinP-old Slits-and-fits Schlitz, the nan we were attenpting to elect to get our
proposition through.

Judging by the amount of noise |I'd heard fromthe citizens' delegation, there was |ynching
in the atnosphere. | could understand why they woul d reverse thensel ves and ask for me, before
things got totally out of control and wound up in nurder, if you call killing an Arcturan nurder-
al t hough, it occurred to nme, lynching Knafti mght not be the worst thing that coul d happen
public sentinment m ght bounce back- | shoved that thought out of ny mind and got down to business.

"What, exactly?" | asked. "I gather you want me to do sonething about your inmage."

Knafti sat hinself down, if that's what Arcturans do, on a twi ning-rack. The pal e boy
whi spered sonething to him then came to me. "M . Qunnarsen,"” he said, "I amKnafti." He spoke
with a great precision of vowels and a stress at the end of each sentence, as though he had
| earned English out of a handbook. | had no trouble in understanding him At least, not in
understandi ng what it was he said. It did take ne a noment to conprehend what he neant, and then
Peyrol es had to help.

"He neans at this nonment he's speaking for Knafti," said the colonel. "Interpreter. See?"

The boy noved his lips for a nonent-shifting gears, it seemed- and said, "That is right,
am Ti nmmy Brown. Knafti's translator and assistant."”

"Then ask Knafti what he wants fromne." | tried to say it the way he had-a sort of sneeze
for the "K' and an indescribable whistle for the "f."
Ti mry Brown nmoved his lips again and said, "I, Knafti, wish you to stop . . . to |eave

to di scontinue your operation in Bel port."
Fromthe twining-tree the Arcturan waved his ropy linbs and chittered like a squirrel. The
boy chirped back and said: "I, Knafti, conmend you on your effective work, but stop it."
"By which," runbled Col onel Peyroles, "he neans knock it off."
"G fight a space war, Peyroles. Tinmy-lI nmean, Knafti, this is the job |I'mpaid to do. The
Arcturan Confederacy itself hired us. | take ny orders fromArthur S. Bigelow, Jr., and | carry
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them out whet her Knafti likes it or not."

Chirp and chitter between Knafti and the pale, |inping boy. The Arcturan left his tw ning-
tree and noved to the wi ndow, |ooking out into the sky and the copter traffic. Timy Brown said:
"I't does not matter what your orders may be. |, Knafti, tell you that your work is harnful." He
hesitated, munbling to hinself. "W do not wish to obtain our base here at the cost of what is
true, and-" he turned inploringly to the Arcturan-"it is apparent you are attenpting to change the
truth.”

He chirped at the Arcturan, who took his blind black eyes fromthe wi ndow and cane toward
us. Arcturans don't wal k, exactly. They drag thensel ves on the |ower part of the thorax. Their
linbs are supple and thin, and what are not used for support are used for gestures. Knafti used a
nunber of his now as he chirped one short series of sounds at the boy.

"Qtherwi se," Timy Brown finished off, "I, Knafti, tell you we will have to fight this war
over again."
As soon as | was back in ny room | nessaged Chicago for orders and clarification and got

back the answer | expected:
Hol d everything. Referring matter to ASB-jr. Await instructions.

So | awaited. The way | awaited was to call Candace at the office and get the |atest
sitrep. | told her about the near-riot in the Truce Team s suite and asked her what it was al
about .

She shook her head. "W have their appointnents schedule, Gunner. It just says, 'Meeting
with civic | eaders.' But one of the | eaders has a secretary who goes to lunch with a girl from
Records and Accounting here, and-"

"And you'll find out. Al right, do that, and now what's the current picture?"

She began reading off briefing digests and field reports. They were nmi xed, but not
al t oget her bad. Opinion sanpling showed a snall rise in favor of the Arcturans, in fact. It wasn't
much, but it was the first plus change | had seen, and doubly puzzling because of Knafti's
attitude and the brawl with the civic |eaders.

| asked, "Wy, honey?"

Candace's face in the screen was as puzzled as mne. "W're still digging."

"All right. Go on."

There were nore pluses. The flower show had yielded surprisingly big profits in attitudes-
among those who attended. O course, they were only a tiny fraction of the popul ati on of Bel port.
The Arcats were showing a plus for us, too. Were we were down was in PTA nmeeting resolutions, in
resi gnati ons from Candace's ArcturanAnerican Friendshi p League, in poor attendance at nei ghborhood
kaf f eekl at sches.

Now that | knew what to look for, | could see what the Children had done to us. In every
fam ly-situation sanmpling, the attitudes were neasurably worse than when the subjects were
interviewed in a nonfanmi|ly environment-at work, stopped on the street, in a theater

The inportance of that was just what | had told Connick. No man is a sinple entity. He
behaves one way when his self-inmage is as head of a famly, another when he is at a cocktai
party, another at work, another still when a pretty girl sits down beside himon a conmutercopter
El enentary truths. But it had taken the MR boys half a century to |l earn how to use them

In this case the use was clear: Play down fanmily elenents, play up play. | ordered nore
floats, torchlight parades, and a teen-age beauty contest. | canceled the 14 picnic rallies we had
pl anned and ordered a hold on the kaffeekl atsches.

I was not exactly obeying Chicago's orders. But it didn't matter. Al this could be
canceled with a single word, and, anyway, it was only nit-picking detail. The One Big Weny still
escaped ne.

| lit a cigarette, thought for a mnute, and said, "Honey, get ne sone of the synoptic
extracts of opinion sanpling fromheads of fanmilies and particularly fanmilies containing some of
the Children. | don't want the integration or analysis. Just the raw interviews, but with the
scutwork left out.”

And as soon as she was off the line, the Chicago circuit came in with a nessage they'd
been hol di ng:

Query from ASB-jr. Provided top is taken off budget and your hand is freed, can you
guar antee, repeat guarantee, win on referendum question?

It was not the response | had expected fromthem
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Still, it was a legitimte question. | took a noment to think it over. Junior Bigel ow had
al ready given ne a pretty free hand-as he always did; how el se can a troubl eshooter work? If he
was now enphasi zing that nmy hand was freed entirely, it would not be because he thought | hadn't
understood himin the first place. Nor would it be because he suspected | night be cheese-paring
secretarial salaries. He neant one thing: Wn, no matter what.

Under those conditions, could | do it?

Well, of course | could win. Yes. Provided | found the One Big Weny. You can al ways w n
an el ection, any election anywhere, provided you are willing to pay the right price.

It was finding the price to pay that was hard. Not just noney. Sonetinmes the price you pay
is a human being, in the role for which I had been lining up Connick. Throw a human sacrifice to
the gods, and your prayer is granted..

But was Connick the sacrifice the gods wanted? Wuld it help to defeat him bearing in
nmind that his opponent was one of the nen who had been screanming at Knafti in the Truce Team
suite? And if so-had ny knife enough edge to drain his bl ood?

Well, it always had had before. And if Connick wasn't the right nman, I would find the nan
who was. | nessaged back, short and sweet: Yes.

And in less than a minute, as though Juni or had been standing by at the faxtape receiver,
wai ting for the word from nme-and perhaps he had!-his reply cane back

Gunner, we've |ost the Arcturan Confederacy account. Arc Con liaison man says all bets
of f. They're giving notice of cancellation our contract, suggestion they will cancel entire
armstice treaty, too. | don't have to tell you we need them Some possibility that showi ng strong
results in Belport will get them back. That's what we have to play for. No hol ds barred, Gunner
win that election.

The office circuit chimed then. Probably it was Candace, but | didn't want to talk to her
just then. | turned all the comunication circuits to "hold,"” stripped down, clinbed into the
shower, set it for full needle spray, and let the water beat on ne. It was not an aid to thought,
it was a replacenent for thought.

| didn't want to think anynmore. | wanted tinme out.

| did not want to think about (a) whether the war would break out again, and, if so, in
what degree | would have hel ped to bring that about; (b) what | was doing to Nice Guy Connick; (c)
whether It Was All Worth It, or (d) how nuch | was going to dislike nyself that conming Christnmas
Day. | only wanted to | et the hot splash of scented foam ng water anesthetize ne. When ny skin
began to | ook pale and winkly, although |I had not conme to any conclusions or found any sol utions,
| cane out, dressed, opened the comunications circuits, and let themall begin blinking, ringing,
and w nki ng at once.

| took Candace first. She said, "QGunner! Dear Lord, have you heard about the Armi stice
Comm ssi on? They've just rel eased a statenent-"

"I heard. \Wat else, honey?"

CGood girl, she shifted gears without missing a beat. "Then there was that neeting of civic
| eaders in the Truce Team suite-"

"l saw. Feedback fromthe Armistice Conmission's statenment. \Wat el se?"

She gl anced at the papers in her hand, hesitated, then said: "Nothing inportant. Uh-
@Qunner, that 3-V preenpt for tonight-"

"Yeah, honey?"

"Do you want ne to cancel it?"

| said, "No. You're right, we won't use the time for the ArcturanAnerican Friendship
League or whatever we had schedul ed, but you're wong, we'll use the tine some way. | don't know
how ri ght now. "

"But Juni or said-"

"Honey," | told her, "Junior says all sorts of things. Anybody | ooking to scalp ne?"
"Well," she said, "there's M. Connick. | didn't think you'd want to see him"

"No, I'll see him 1'll see anybody."

"Anybody?" | had surprised her. She dove into her list again. "There's sonebody fromthe

Truce Team"

"Make it everybody fromthe Truce Team"

"-and Commander Whitling from™

"Fromthe hospital. Sure, and tell himto bring sonme kids."

"-and . " She trailed off and | ooked at ne. "Qunner, are you putting nme on? You don't
really want to see all these people."

| smled and reached out and patted the vi ewphone. From her point of viewit would | ook
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i ke an enornous cloudy hand closing in on her screen, but she would know what | neant. | said,
"You could not be nore wong. | do. | want to see themall, the nore the better, and the way 1'd
like to see thembest is in nmy office all at once. So set it up, honey, because I'll be busy

bet ween now and then."

"Busy doi ng what, Gunner?"

"Busy trying to think of what | want to see themfor." And |I turned off the viewhone, got
up, and wal ked out, leaving the others gobbling into enptiness behind me. What | needed was a
long, long walk, and I took it.

Wien | was tired of walking, | went to the office and evicted Haber fromhis private
quarters. | kept him standing by what had once been his own desk while | checked with Candace and
found that she had made all ny appointnments for that evening; then | told himto get lost. "And
t hanks, " 1 said.

He paused on his way to the door. "For what, Gunner?"

"For a very nice office to kill time in." | waved at the furnishings. "I wondered what
you'd spent fifty grand on when | saw the invoices in the Chicago office, Haber, and | adnit |
t hought there might have been a little padding. But | was wong."

He said woundedly: "Gunner-boy! | wouldn't do anything like that."

"I believe you. Wit a mnute."” |I thought for a second, then told himto send in sone of
the technical people and not to | et anybody, repeat anybody, disturb me for any purpose whatever.
I scared himgood, too. He left, a shaken nman, a little angry, a little admiring, a little excited
inside, | think, at the prospect of seeing how the great nan would get hinself out of this one.

Meanwhi |l e the great man tal ked briefly to the technicians, took a ten-minute nap, drank
the martinis out of his dinner tray, and pitched the rest of it in the disposal

Then, as | had nearly an hour before the appoi ntnents Candace had set up for ne, |
scrounged around fat-cat Haber's office to see what entertainnent it offered.

There were his files. | glanced at them and forgot thenm there was nothing about the
hoar ded nenoranda that interested nme, not even for gossip. There were the books on his shel f. But
I did not care to disturb the patina of dust that even the cl eani ng machi nes had not been able to
touch. There was his private bar, and the collection of photographs in the end conpartment of his
desk drawer.

It looked |ike very dull times, waiting, until the studio nen reported in that they had
conpl eted their arrangenents at ny request, and the 3-V tape-effects nonitor could now be
controlled by renote fromny desk, and then | knew | had a pl easant way of killing any amount of
tinme.

Have you ever played with the console of a 3-V nonitor, backed by a library of tape-
effects strips? It is very much |ike being God

All that the machine does is take the stored videotapes that are inits files and play
them back. But it al so nanipul ates size and perspective or superinposes one over another . . . so
that you can, as I, in fact, have done, put the living person of soneone you don't like in a
position enbarrassing to him and project it on a nontage screen so that only a studio tech can
find the dots on the pattern where the override betrays its presence.

Qoviously, this is a way out of almpbst any propaganda difficulty, since it is child s play
to make up any event you like and give it the seeming of reality.

O course, everybody knows it can be done. So the evidence of one's own eyes is no |onger

qui te enough, even for a voter. And the |aws can cut you down. | had thought of whonping up sone
frightful frame around Connick, for exanple. But it wouldn't work; no natter when | did it, there
woul d still be tine for the other side to spread the word of an electoral fraud, and a hoax of

this magnitude woul d make its own way onto the front pages. So | used the machine for sonething
much nore interesting to ne. | used it as a toy.

| started by dialing the |unar base at Aristarchus for background, found a corps of
Rocket men marching off in the long lunar step, patched ny own face onto one of the hel neted
figures, and zoonmed in and out with the imagi nary camera, watching R3/C Gdin Gunnarsen as a boy of
ni neteen, scared witless but doing his job. He was a pretty nice boy, | thought objectively, and
wonder ed what had gone wwong with himlater. | abandoned that and sought for other anusenents. |
found Candace's inmges on tape in the files and pleasured nyself with her for a time. Her open
friendly face gave some dignity to the fantastic bodies of half a dozen 3-V strippers in the
files, but | stopped that child's gane.

| looked for a | arger scope. | spread the whol e panoply of the heavens across the screen
of the tape machine. | sought out the crook of the Big D pper's handle, traced its arc across half
the heavens until | |ocated orange Arcturus. Then | zoomed in on the star, as littler stars grew
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| arger and hurtled out of range around it, sought its seven gray-green planets and | ocated Nunber
Five anobng them the watery world that Knafti had spawned upon. | bade the conputing mnd inside
the tape machi ne reconstruct the events of the orbit bombing for me and watched hel | -bonbs spl ash
enor nous nushroons of poisonous foaminto the Arcturan sky, whipping the island cities with tidal
waves and drowni ng themin death.

Then | destroyed the whole planet. | turned Arcturus into a nova and watched the hot
driven gases sphere out to enbrace the planet, boil its seas, slag its cities . . . and found
mysel f sweating. | ordered another drink fromthe di spenser and switched the nmachine off. And then

| becane aware that the pale blue Iight over the door to Haber's office was glowi ng insistently.
It was time; ny visitors had arrived.

Conni ck had brought his kids along, three of them the Iover from Donnegan General had
brought two nore; Knafti and Col onel Peyroles had Tinmy Brown. "Wl come to Ronper Room ™ | said.
"They' re nmaking | ynch nobs young this year."

They all yelled at ne at once-or all but Knafti, whose tweeting chitter just didn't have
the volunme to conpete. | l|istened, and when they showed signs of cal ming down, | reached into fat
cat Haber's booze drawer and poured nyself a stiff one and said, "All right, which of you creeps
want first crack?" And they boiled up again while |I drank ny drink. Al of them except Candace
Har nron, who only stood by the door and | ooked at ne.

So | said, "All right, Connick, you first. Are you going to make ne spread it all over the
newscasts that you had a di shonorable discharge?. . . And by the way, maybe you'd |ike to neet ny
assi stant bl acknailer; M ss Harnon over there dug up the dirt on you."

Her boyfriend yel ped, but Candace just went on looking. | didn't |ook back, but kept ny
eyes on Connick. He squinted his eyes, put his hands in his pockets, and said, wi th considerable
self-restraint, "You know | was only seventeen years old when that happened."”

"Ch, sure. | know nore. You had a nervous breakdown the year after your discharge, space
*scared, as they call it on the soapies. Yellow fever is what we called it on the Mon."

He gl anced quickly at his kids, the two who were his own and the one who was not, and said
rapidly: "You know | could have had that DD reversed-"

"But you didn't. The significant fact isn't that you deserted. The significant fact is

that you were | oopy. And, 1'd say, still are.™

Timry Brown stuttered: "One nonent. |, Knafti, have asked that you cease-"

But Conni ck brushed hi maside. "Wy, Gunnarsen?"

"Because | intend to win this election. | don't care what it costs- especially what it
costs you."

"But, |, Knafti, have instructed-" That was Timmy Brown trying again.

"The Arm stice Conmm ssion issued orders-" That was Peyrol es.

"I don't know which is worse, you or the bugs!" And that was Candace's little friend from
the hospital, and they all were tal king at once again. Even Knafti cane dragging toward nme on his
gol den slug's belly, chirruping and hooting, and Tinmy Brown was actually weeping as he tried to

tell me | was wong, | had to stop; the whole thing was agai nst orders and why woul dn't | desist?
| shouted: "Shut up, all of you!"
They didn't, but the volume |level dropped minutely. | rode over it: "What the hell do
care what any of you want? I'mpaid to do a job. My job is to nmake people act in a certain way.
do it. Maybe tonorrow I'Il be paid to make them act the opposite way, and |I'Il do that, too.

Anyway, who the hell are you to order ne around? A stink-bug like you, Knafti? A @ quack like
yoursel f, Witling? O you, Connick. A-"

"A candidate for public office," he said clearly. And | give himmuch manna-he didn't
shout, but he tal ked right over ne. "And as such | have an obligation-"

But | outyelled him anyway. "Candi date! You're a candidate right up till the minute
tell the voters you're a nut, Connick. And then you're dead! And | will tell them | pronmise, if-"

| didn't get a chance to finish that sentence, because all three of Connick's kids were
diving at nme, his owm two and the other one. They sent papers flying off Haber's desk and smashed
his sand-crystal decanter, but they didn't get to my throat, where they clearly were ained,
because Conni ck and Ti mry Brown dragged t hem back. Not easily.

| allowed nyself a sneer. "And what does that prove? Your kids like you, | admt-even the
one from Mars. The one that Knafti's people used for vivisection-that Knafti hinself worked over,
likely as not. Nice picture, right? Your bug-buddy there, killing babies, destroying kids . . . or
didn't you know that Knafti hinmself was one of the boss bugs on the baby-killing project?"

Ti mry Brown shrieked wildly, "You don't know what you are doing. It was not Knafti's fault
at all!" H s ashen face was haggard, his rotten teeth bared in a grinmace. And he was weepi ng.

file:/l/F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl%20-%20Best%200f%20Frederik%20Pohl.txt (147 of 152) [1/23/03 12:26:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Frederik%20Pohl/Frederik%20Pohl %20-%20B est%200f %20Frederik%20Pohl . txt

If you apply heat to a single nolecule, it will take off like a torn with a spark under

his tail, but you cannot say where it will go. If you heat a dozen nolecules, they will fling out
in all directions, but you still do not know which directions they will be. If, however, you heat
a few billion, about as many as are in a thinble of dilute gas, you know where they will go: they
will expand. Mass action. You can't tell what a single nolecule may do-call it the nolecule's free
will if you like-but masses obey mass | aws. Masses of anything, even so small a nmass as the

grow ing troop that confronted ne in Haber's office. | let themyell, and all the yelling was at

me. Even Candace was showi ng the frown and the darkening of the eyes and the working of the lips,
al t hough she watched ne as silently and steadily as ever

Conni ck brought it to a head. "All right, everybody,
get this thing strai ghtened out!"

He stood up, a child gripped by each el bow, and the third, the youngest, trapped between
hi m and the door. He | ooked at ne with such loathing that | could feel it-and didn't like it,
either, although it was no nore than | had expected, and he said: "It's true. Sammy, here, was one
of the kids from Mars. Maybe that has nmade ne think things | shouldn't have thought-he's ny kid
now, and when | think of those stink bugs cutting-"

He stopped hinself and turned to Knafti. "Well, | see sonething. A man who would do a
thing like that would be a fiend. 1'd cut his heart out with ny bare hands. But you aren't a man."

Gimy he let go of the kids and strode toward Knafti. "I can't forgive you. God hel p ne,
it isn't possible. But | can't blanme you-exactly-any nore than | can blame lightning for striking
my house. | think I was wong. Maybe |'m wong now. But-l don't know what you people do-1'd like
to shake your hand. O whatever the hell it is you' ve got there. |'ve been thinking of you as a
perverted nurderer and a filthy animal, but 1'll tell you right now, |1'd rather work together with
you-for your base, for peace, for whatever we can get together on-than with sone human beings in
this room"

| didn't stay to watch the tender scene that foll owed.

| didn't have to, since the caneras and tape recorders that the studi o people had
activated for me behind every one-way nirror in the roomwould be watching for me. | could only
hope they had not missed a single word or scream because | didn't think | could do that scene
over again.

| opened the door quietly and left. And as | was going, | caught the littlest Connick kid
sneaki ng past ne, headed for the 3-V set in the waiting room and snaked out an armto stop him
"Stinker!" he hissed. "Rat fink!"

he yelled, "now listen to ne! Let's

“"You may be right," | told him "but go back and keep your father conpany. You're in on
living history today."
"Nuts! | always watch Dr. Zhivago on Monday nights, and it's on in five mnutes, and-"

"Not tonight it isn't, son. You can hold that against nme, too. We preenpted the tinme for a
different show entirely."
| escorted himback into the room closed the door, picked up nmy coat, and left.

Candace was waiting for me with the car. She was driving it herself.

"WIl | make the nine-thirty flight?" | asked.
"Sure, Qunner." She steered onto the autotraffic |ane, put the car on servo, and dialed
the scatport, then sat back and Iit a cigarette for each of us. | took one and | ooked norosely out

t he wi ndow.

Down bel ow us, on the slowtraffic level, we were passing a torchlight parade, with floats
and glee clubs and free beer at the major pedestrian intersections. | opened the gl ove conpart nent
and took out field glasses, |ooked through them "Ch, you don't have to check up, Gunner. | took
care of it. They're all plugging the program"

"l see they are." Not only were the marchers carrying streaners that advertised our
preenpt show that was now al ready beginning to be on the air, but the floats carried projection
screens and anplifiers. You couldn't | ook anywhere in the procession wthout seeing Knafti, huge
and hideous in his gold carapace, clutching the children and protecting them agai nst the attack of
that nonster from another planet, ne. The studi o people had done a splendid job of splicing in no

tinme at all. The whole scene was there on canera, as real as | had just lived it.
"Want to listen?" Candace fished out and passed ne a hyperboloid | ong-hearer, but | didn't
need it. | remenbered what the voices would be saying. There woul d be Conni ck denouncing nme. Timy

Brown denounci ng ne. The kids denouncing ne, all of them Col onel Peyrol es denounci ng ne,
Conmander Wi tling denounci ng ne, even Knafti denouncing ne. Al that hate and only one target.
Me.
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"Of course, Junior'll fire you. He'll have to, Gunner."

| said, "I need a vacation, anyway." It wouldn't matter. Sooner or later, when the
pressure was off, Junior would find a way to hire nme back. Once the | awsuits had been settl ed.
Once the Armistice Conmission could finish its work. Once | could be put on the payrol
i nconspi cuously, at an inconspicuous job in an inconspicuous outpost of the firm Wth an
i nconspi cuous future.

We slid over the top of a spiraling ranp and down into the parking bays of the scatport.

"So long, honey," | said, "and Merry Christmas to you both."
"Ch, Gunner! 1 wish-"
But | knew what she really wished, and I wouldn't let her finish. | said, "He's a nice

fellow, Wiitling. And you know? |'m not."

| didn't kiss her good-bye.

The scatjet was ready for boarding. | fed ny ticket into the check-in slot, got the green
light as the turnstile clicked open, entered the plane, and took a seat on the far side, by the
Wi ndow.

You can win any cause if you care to pay the price. Al it takes is one human sacrifice.

By the tinme the scatjet began to roar, to quiver, and to turn on its axis away fromthe
termnal, | had faced the fact that that price once and for all was paid. | saw Candace standing
there on the roof of the |oading dock, her skirts whi pped by the back-blast. She didn't wave to
me, but she didn't go away as long as | could see her standing on the platform

Then, of course, she would go back to her job and ultimately on Christmas norning to that
nice guy at the hospital. Haber would stay in charge of his no-longer-inportant branch office.
Conni ck would wi n his canpaign. Knafti would transact his inconprehensible business with Earth,
and if any of them ever thought of nme again, it would be with |oathing, anger, and contenpt. But
that is the way to win an election. You have to pay the price. It was just the breaks of the gane
that the price of this one was ne.

What the author has to say about a!l this
Afterword to THE BEST OF FREDER~K PCH

WHEN we first tal ked about a collection of the "best" of my stories | dove right into sonething
close to catatonia. It isn't easy to pick out the best of your life's work. That is alnost |ike
asking ne to pick which two of nmy four children were to appear in a "best of the fanily" househol d
anthology. In fact, it is exactly like that because, although |ike nost witers | try to nmaintain
a pose of public professionalism also like nost witers | bleed and die with every story | wite.
The stories don't always turn out to be masterpieces. In fact, | have witten stories that were
awful. But in no case is that the story's fault. The fault is only mne; and | nust admt that it
gives me great pain to adnmit to anyone that a story-child of mine is in any way handi capped,
however clearly I know it in ny private nmind. But, of course, saying which is "best" is only the
ot her side of saying which is "worst."

So when Bal | anti ne Books suggested that soneone el se nmake the selections for ne, | was
ecstatic with relief. And I could not have picked a better nman than Lester del Rey, best of
friends, nost nortal of conbatants, nobst trustworthy person | have ever known.

At ny request, Lester limted his selection to stories published in the first half-century
of ny life. That's just smarts on nmy part. | amsaving up for a second vol ume when | reach 100.

(At the nonent | have al nbst 46 years to go, and who knows what |'mgoing to wite yet?) And at
his request | am appending a few notes about sone of the stories.

This is one of the fewwiters' vices | don't usually have. It seens to me that a story
shoul d say what it has to say internally. |If sonething should be said about it that will affect
its inpact on a reader, then the only fair way for the author to behave would be to go around to
every reader and tell himabout it. As that isn't practical, or even desirable-howterrible it
woul d be to listen to all those excuses and
cries of pain!-I try as much as | can to nmake the stories speak for thensel ves.

But for some of these stories there are thanks | should give, or circunstances that |
think are interesting enough to warrant departing fromm rule. . . and so bel ow are notes on sone
of the stories in this vol une.

THE TUNNEL UNDER THE WORLD
In 1954 Lester del Rey and | were witing a novel in collaboration, and it was taking
forever. Lester is a fine witer as well as an old and close friend, but we should never
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col l aborate. He has his way of witing, and | have ny own, wholly inconpatible, way of witing,
and neither of us is about to change one whimto accomopdate the other.

So one day, when we were on the third draft of chapter six, or possibly the sixth draft of
chapter three, |I announced | needed a vacation, and | took a week off and wote "The Tunnel Under
the Wrld." (I didn't call it that. |I called it "The Ides of June,” and |I still like that title
better, but it seens a little late, now, to change it back.)

Scientific Arerican said of "The Tunnel Under the Wrld" that it was a cautionary tale,
representing what the advertising people would do to us if they had the power. One of the best
things about witing is finding out, fromtine to time, that you are understood exactly. That's
the statenent | neant to nake, and | believe that statement to be true.

THE M DAS PLAGUE

The idea for "The M das Pl ague" originally cane from Horace Gold, editor of Gal axy
Magazi ne. He said, "Fred, why don't you wite a story about a world in which the problemis over-
rat her than under-, production?" | said, "Because | don't for one second believe any such world
could exist." So | turned himdown; and | was not the only witer to do so by a long shot-1 think
he nust have asked every regular in Galaxy's pages to wite that story. Al of themturned him
down, too. But he kept insisting for a year or so, until finally | noticed that ny subconsci ous
had been tinkering with the idea, trying permutations and conplications on for size. Suddenly |
realized | could, in fact, wite the story after all

So | did, and Horace published it, and it has been just about the nmpst widely republished
shorter-than-novel story | ever wote; it turns up in econom cs texts and soci ol ogy courses, and |
once listened to Robert Theobal d |l ecturing on a possible alternative economc fu
ture for twenty minutes before it gradually dawned on ne that he was telling the story of "The
M das Pl ague."

DAY M LLI ON

When | lecture at colleges, during the question period sonebody usually asks how | know
when a story is ready to be witten, and how long it takes to wite one. Those are harder
guestions than they seem Let nme answer themfor "Day MIlion" to show why.

The parts of "Day MIlion" had been rattling around ny head for a long tine-the notion of
gender being a matter of choice, the use of taped reproductions of people to replace the people (I
first began to think of that as a story possibility when | first heard of Turing's Paradox), and
so on. So in a sense | had been working on the story for about ten years. However, in ternms of
actual chained-to-the-typewiter time, | began to wite the story at about four o'clock one
nmorning (I work at night when | can, because there are fewer interruptions), finished the first
draft at six, stopped for breakfast, put clean paper in the typewiter and had the story in the
mail by nine. So the length of tinme it took me was five hours or ten years.

How did | know it was ready to wite? | didn't. | sinply wanted to wite a story about the
mllionth day of the Christian era, and when | started to consider what that nmillionth day m ght
be like, all the bits and pieces of "Day MIIlion" began to fall into place.

Wy did | want to wite a story about the nillionth day of the Christian era? | ama
little enbarrassed to say. The fact is | had had a notion for a tv series which | wanted to cal
Day MIlion-and the principal reason for witing the story, which had nothing at all to do with
the series | had in mnd, was to protect the title until | could get the series produced.

| never did get the series produced, and | see no reason to think | ever will-but | did
wite the story

HAPPY BI RTHDAY, DEAR JESUS

The first book | ever had published was a novel witten in collaboration with C. M
Kornbl uth, The Space Merchants. It represents the major part of my perceptions about the
advertising industry, but there were a few left over that | discovered |ong after The Space
Merchants was in print. This is one.

How could | have left Christmas out of the saga of forcing things people don't need down
their regurgitating throats? I don't know. Cearly here was an oversi ght of enornous proportions
It was too late for me to do anything about The Space Merchants, but when
my first short-story collection came to be published, and the editor suggested | wite one

original for it, | |eaped at the chance to wite and include "Happy Birthday, Dear Jesus."
SPEED TRAP
In the mid-1960s, | received ny first invitation to participate in an actual swear-to-God
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scientific neeting, on Planetol ogy and Space M ssion Pl anning, sponsored by the New York Acadeny
of Sciences. | loved it. Later that year | wote this story, using some of the col or and
background | had picked up-of course changing it around considerably. | invented a cast of
characters nanmed with names |ike Resnik, Grew and MacKenzie, and an unnaned Egypti an astrononer
who had not gotten over the Suez war (the Six-Day War had not yet happened). Wile the story was
goi ng through the hatching process at Playboy, being illustrated and set and proofread and
printed, | went to another such neeting, this one in Boston, and you'll never guess who sat down
besi de ne at lunch? A man nanmed MKenzie. And there was a man nanmed Resnick on the roster, and
also, | was told, there was quite an unpl easant scene in the bar one night with a Lebanese (not
Egypti an) astrononer who was still thoroughly unreconciled to the Suez War

That is enough to nake a person wonder

THE CENSUS TAKERS

Fromtinme to time | get into discussions with people on what good science fiction should
be. One of the strictures often proposed is that sf should be relevant to contenporary problens. |
don't believe this for one second. | think sf should not discuss what everyone el se discusses.
think it should discuss what everyone should be discussing, but hasn't yet come to understand.
When Carol Burnett signs off her TV programwith "Don't pollute, folks!", ecology is no |longer a
fit subject for sf.

The point is that this twenty-year-old story is about overpopulation. | wouldn't wite it
now. But I'mglad | wote it then

PUNCH
| originally called this story "A Cure for Warts and Killing," but the editors of Playboy
deci ded against that title when they printed it. They nay have been right.

THE CHI LDREN OF NI GHT

One thing |I've noticed about science-fiction witers is that those
who know a great deal about a particular subject sel domdi scuss that subject in their science-
fiction stories. For exanple, Eric Tenple Bell was both a first-rate mathenatici an and, undet the
nane of John Tame, a first-rate sf witer sone years ago. He never wote about mathematics. |saac
Asi mov, whose Ph.D. is in biochem stry, wites about all the sciences except biochenistry.

If there is an area of human endeavor in which I know a specialist's kind of know edge, it
is politics. | spent 20 years in political work, have witten one book (Practical Politics) on the
subject and a |l ot of shorter pieces, have ghost-witten speeches, run canpaigns-the |ot.

At |east a dozen tines |I've tried to wite a science-fiction story about politics, and
every time |'ve abandoned the effort-every tine but one. "The Children of N ght" is the one.

THE DAY THE MARTI ANS CAME

One of ny interests is war. My library of war books is as big as ny library of scientific
books, and | feel |I know quite a | ot about what war does to people. One of the things | have
observed is that the reaction of people to war is never sinple or holistic. If you have stock in
an aircraft conpany, your reaction is quite unlike that of your neighbor, who is of draft age and
deeply involved in his career. If your personal life is unrewarding, you are a lot nore likely to
be a damm-the-torpedoes hero than if you really like your job, wife and home. Etc.

It seened to nme at one tine that it would be an interesting project to wite a series of
stories about what the discovery of intelligent |ife elsewhere in the universe would nean to a
sel ected cast of |ead characters-a fashion designer (Martian prints the rage!), a philologist, a

di plomat, etc. | managed to get two of the stories witten-"Sad Sol ari an Screenwiter Sam" about
a screenwiter in this situation, was one; this is the other. | doubt | will ever wite nore-but
soneone still shoul d!

It is not easy to stop there, when there are other stories in the volune to talk about,
and | remenber so well every birth pang, every cranky teething through the typewiter. But | have
sonmething else | want to say, and that is to acknow edge a very large debt that accurul ated over
nearly a quarter of a century to two people. | amnot the only one who owes nuch to them Every
science-fiction witer and every reader is in their debt, for being the first with the courage and
the sagacity to make sf a staple in the mass-nmarket paperback field.
| personally owe them sonmething nore than that. | owe them friendship, courtesy, help beyond the
call of duty. . and |ove.

Their nanmes are Betty and lan Ballantine, and until the day | die they will both have a
very special place in ny heart.
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- Frederi k Pohi
1974
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