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*““THE LAST OF THE DELIVERERS”’ by Poul
Anderson—They were the last proponents of capital-
ism and communism in a society which had out-
grown the need for either, yet neither would give up
the fight to save the town from the other. . . .

“THE FEELING OF POWER”’ by Isaac Asimov—In
a helplessly stalemated computer-run war, can one
human technician’s ‘‘revolutionary’’ discovery finally
break the deadlock?

““OR ALL THE SEAS WITH OYSTERS’’ by Avram
Davidson—He swore he’d stumbled onto the trail
of aliens gifted with the power to transform them-
selves into everyday inanimate objects. His partner
thought he was just going crazy—at least until the
accident occurred. . . .

““THE BIG FRONT YARD"’ by Clifford D. Simak—
He was the best fix-it man and dickerer on Earth.
But what kind of deal would he make when alien
beings came to trade?
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INTRODUCTION

On the film front, the good news was the release of Alfred
Hitchcocks’ Vertigo and Orson Welles’ Touch of Evil. Other
important movies of the year included South Pacific, Gigi,
The Young Lions, Auntie Mame, Cat On A Hot Tin Roof with
Elizabeth Taylor and Paul Newman, and Delbert Mann’s
Separate Tables. Gigi copped the Academy Award for Best
Picture because there’s just no justice in the world.

The year in sports saw the Yankees win the World Series
over Milwaukee, Tim Tam win the Kentucky Derby, Althea
Gibson win the U.S. Open, Jim Brown break the rushing
record in the NFL, Ernie Banks lead the majors in homers
with 47, Richie Ashburn lead in batting with .350, and
Arnold Palmer win a lot of money on the PGA Tour. But the
highlight of the year had to be Baltimore’s overtime win over
the Giants in the NFL’s championship game, which some
believe was the greatest pro football game up to that time.
The winning touchdown was scored by Alan ‘‘the horse’
Ameche, the nephew of actor Don Ameche.

On the book front, such works as Ice Palace by Edna
Ferber, Doctor Zhivago by Boris Pasternack, Only In Amer-
ica by Harry Golden, Lolita by Vladimir Nabokov, and
Anatomy Of A Murder by Robert Traver flew off the shelves,



Introduction

but the *‘best’” books of the year had to be Dear Abby by
Abigail Van Buren and The Sundial by the great Shirley
Jackson. The first Pizza Hut opened.

The best play of 1958 was Sunrise At Campobello with
Ralph Bellamy as FDR. Artistic highlights included the open-
ing of the Four Seasons restaurant in New York and Van
Clibumn’s great victory in the International Tchaikovsky Piano
Competition. NASA was organized in 1958 to get man into
deep space, James Van Allen had cosmic radiation belts
named after him, and Decca brought out the first ‘‘stereo’’
records.

Death took Pope Pius XII, Mike Todd, Ronald Colman,
Tyrone Power, Christian Dior, W.C. Handy, and Robert Donat.

Mel Brooks was Mel Brooks.

1958 was a significant year for man’s attempts to leave this
planet—the United States finally got Explorer, our first artifi-
cial satellite, launched from Cape Canaveral and into Earth
orbit; later in the year, Pioneer would be successfully fired.
But on a grimmer note, the first ballistic missile units were
declared operational by the United States Air Force.

The Middle East was the Middle East—serious riots in
Beirut eventually led to the landing of American marines,
who waded ashore amidst sunbathers, a quite different fate
than that which would await American marines in the 1980s.
Egypt, Syria, and Yemen combined to form the United Arab
Republic, but this broke apart three years later. The mainland
Chinese were lobbing shells against the islands of Matsu and
Quemoy; the U.S. response would become an issue in the
Presidential election of 1960. The eventual loser of that elec-
tion, Vice President Nixon, was attacked by an angry crowd
on a visit to Caracas. In a desperate attempt to avoid an army
coup, Charles de Gaulle agreed to take leadership in France,
but only if the rules of government were changed; this gave
rise to the Fifth Republic. Castro continued his struggle against
Batista in Cuba.

Closer to home, Alaska became a State of the Union while
Martin H. Greenberg graduated from Miami Beach High
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School. The scandal of the year involved the resignation of
President Eisenhower’s Chief-of-Staff Sherman Adams, who
admitted accepting an expensive coat from somebody who
wanted something in retumn.

Popular culture stayed popular, as such songs as ‘‘Tom
Dooley,”” “‘Bird Dog,”’ ‘‘Twilight Time’’ by the wonderful
Platters, ‘‘Pink Shoe Laces,’”’ ‘‘Fever,”’ and Johnny Cash’s
unforgettable ‘‘Ballad of a Teenage Queen’’ all were big hits.
Flower Drum Song was the top Broadway musical, while new
hit television shows included Steve McQueen’s Wanted: Dead
or Alive, The Donna Reed Show, which was as pure as the
driven snow, the great Peter Gunn, and the not so great 77
Sunset Strip. Elvis got drafted.

In the real world it was a terrible year in spite of excellent
stories and novels, for 1958 saw the death at 35 of Cyril M.
Kornbluth and at 43 of Henry Kuttner, both major figures in
the genre.

The paperback explosion continued, with new publishers
introducing lines of science fiction books. Important works
included Immortality Delivered by Robert Sheckley; The Space
Willies by Eric Frank Russell; The Cosmic Rape by Theodore
Sturgeon; Of Men and Monsters by William Tenn; The Edge
of Time by Donald A. Wollheim; The Path of Unreason by
George O. Smith; Undersea City by Frederik Pohl and Jack
Williamson; the outstanding The Lincoln Hunters by Wilson
Tucker; A Touch of Strange (collection) by Theodore Stur-
geon; the landmark The Languages of Pao by Jack Vance; and
Invaders from Earth by Robert Silverberg.

The magazine scene was not nearly as healthy as five
publications bit the dust—Science Fiction Quarterly, Science
Fiction Adventures, Imagination Science Fiction, Space Travel,
and Infinity Science Fiction. The latter was a particularly fine
magazine and was much missed by fans and writers. In
addition, two of the most promising new ventures in the field
lasted only ome issue each—Frederik Pohl’s Star Science
Fiction and James Blish’s Vanguard Science Fiction. The
innovative Venture Science Fiction was combined with The

1
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Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, making things
even worse. Important editorial developments of the year
included Isaac Asimov joining Venture and then F&SF as
Contributing Science Editor, a role that continues to this day,
Robert Mills replacing Anthony Boucher (who became Book
Editor) as Editor of F&SF, and Damon Knight becoming
Editor of IF.

In the real world, more important people made their maiden
voyages into reality: in February—John Rackham with ‘‘Drog’’;
in July—Thomas Burnett Swann with ‘“Winged Victory; in
September—Rosel George Brown with ‘‘From an Unseen
Censor’” and Richard McKenna with ‘‘Casey Agonistes’’;
and in November—Colin Kapp with ‘‘Life Plan.”’

Fantastic films (in terms of category, not always quality) of
1958 included The Brain From Planet Arous, Escapement,
Strange World of Planet X, the lusty She Demons, the campy
and unforgettable Artack of the Fifty Foot Woman, War of the
Satellites, the underrated Fiend Without A Face, The Space
Children, the kind-of-neat The Colossus of New York, It!
Terror From Beyond Space, Zsa Zsa Gabor as the The Queen
of Outer Space, War of the Colossal Beast, Attack of the
Puppet People, Steve McQueen in The Blob, the soapy [
Married a Monster From Outer Space, The Trollenberg Ter-
ror, The Spider Terror (it was a big year for terror) From
the Year 5,000, The Brain Eaters, From the Earth to the
Moon, The Lost Missile, and Night of the Blood Beast.

The Family gathered in Los Angeles for the 16th World
Science Fiction Convention—the Solacon. Hugo Awards went
the The Big Time by Fritz Leiber, ‘Or All the Seas With
Oysters’” by Avram Davidson, The Magazine of Fantasy and
Science Fiction, to Frank Kelly Freas for Best Artist, to The
Incredible Shrinking Man as Outstanding Movie, and to Walt
Willis as Outstanding ‘‘Actifan.”’

Let us travel back to that honored but tragic year of 1958
and enjoy the best stories that the real world bequeathed to us.

12



THE LAST OF THE DELNERERS
BY POUL ANDERSON (1926- )

THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION
FEBRUARY

We have discussed the career of Poul Anderson several times
in this series. Suffice it to say for now that he is still going
strong, still producing wonderful science fiction, and increas-
ingly, wonderful fantasy.

“‘The Last of the Deliverers’’ shows us a future political
system that is decentralized, one where formal ideology is no
longer necessary, but where human beings still cling to the
old beliefs. Poul captures the fanaticism and the ultimate
loneliness of such people with the skill and emotion that he
brings to all of his work. (MHG)

In Katherine MacLean’s ‘‘Unhuman Sacrifice’’ later in this
volume, there is involved a missionary in the religious sense.
Not all missionaries, however, are busy retailing religious
truths, or what they consider to be religious truths.
Unfortunately, we all of us have beliefs that are not amena-
ble to rational investigation. For instance, I have a fixed idea
that the world would be a sweeter, cleaner place if the New
York Mets baseball team were to win the division title, then
the pennant, and then the World Series, in any given year. No
amount of evidence to the effect that in that given year the
Mets might not deserve these victories would sway me. No

13



Poul Anderson

rational demonstration that it doesn’t really matter which
baseball team wins in a particular year, and that a situation
in which every team wins now and then is actually better for
baseball as a whole, will argue me out of my view.

Such irrationalisms, insofar as they involve baseball, or
some other comparatively trivial affair (forgive me, O mighty
spirit of Babe Ruth), doesn’t really do harm. It may even do
good in working off some of my naturally combative and
pugnacious attitudes into harmless side-issues.

But there are political and economic beliefs that have
almost the force of religion, and that can give rise to danger-
ous conflicts despite anything that reason can do. Poul An-
derson’s satire shows this. (Of course, Poul is a libertarian,
and some day I may punch him in the nose for that—except
that I am very fond of him.) (IA)

Till I was nine years old, we had a crazy man living in our
town. He was almost a hundred himself, I suppose, and none
of his kin were left. But in those days every town still had a
few people who did not belong to any family.

Uncle Jim was harmless, even useful. He wanted to work,
and did a bit of cobbling. His shop was in his house, always
neat, and when you stood there among the good smells of
leather and oil, you could see his living room beyond. He did
not have many books, but shelf after shelf was loaded with
tall bright sheaves cased in plastic—cracked and yellowed by
age like their owner. He called them his magazines, and if we
children behaved nicely he sometimes let us look at the
pictures in them. After he was dead I had a chance to read the
texts. They didn’t make sense. Nobody would worry about
the things the people in those stories and articles made such a
fuss over. He also had a big antique television set, though
why he kept it when there was nothing to receive but an-
nouncements and the town had a perfectly good .set, I don’t
know. Well, he was crazy.

Every morning he took a walk down Main Street. The trees
along it were mostly elms, tall, overshadowing in summer

14



THE LAST OF THE DELIVERERS

except where gold sunflecks got through. Uncle Jim always
dressed his long stiff body in ancient clothes, no matter how
hot the day, and Ohio can get plenty hot; so no doubt the
shadiness was the reason for his route. He wore frayed white
shirts with scratchy, choky collars and a strip of cloth knotted
around his neck, long trousers, a clumsy kind of jacket, and
narrow shoes that pinched his feet. The outfit was ugly,
though painfully clean. We children, being young and there-
fore cruel, thought at first that because we never saw him
unclothed he must be hiding some awful deformity, and
teased him about it. My aunt’s brother John made us stop, and
Uncle Jim never held our bad ways against us. In fact, he
used to give us candy he had made himself, till the dentist
complained. Then we had solemn talks with our parents and
learned that sugar rots the teeth.

Finally we decided that Uncle Jim—we called him that,
without saying on which side he was anyone’s uncle, because
he wasn’t really—wore those things as a sort of background
for his button that said ‘‘WIN WITH WILLARD.’’ He told me
once, when I asked, that Willard had been the last Republican
President of the United States and a very great man who tried
to avert disaster but was too late because the people were
already far gone in sloth and decadence. That was a big
lading for a nine-year-old head and I still don’t really under-
stand it, except that the towns did not govern themselves then
and the country was divided between the two big groups who
were not even clans but who more or less took turns furnish-
ing a President; and the President was not an umpire between
towns and states, but ran everything.

Uncle Jim used to creak down Main Street past Townhall
and the sunpower plant, then turn at the fountain and go by
my father’s great-uncle Conrad’s house to the edge of town
where the fields and Trees rolled to the rim of the world. At
the airport he would turn and come back by Joseph Arakelian’s,
where he always looked in at the hand looms and sneered and
talked about automatic machinery; though what he had against
the looms I don’t know, because Joseph’'s weavery was fa-

15



Poul Anderson

mous. He also made harsh remarks about our ratty little
airport and the town’s half-dozen flitters. That wasn’t fair; we
had a good airport, surfaced with concrete ripped out of the
old highway, and plenty of flitters for our longer trips. You’d
never get more than six groups going anywhere at any one
time in a town this size.

But I wanted to tell about the Communist.

This was in spring. The snow had melted and the ground
begun to dry and our farmers were out planting. The rest of
our town bustled with preparations for the Fete, cooking and
baking, oh, such a smell as filled the air, women trading
recipes from porch to porch, artisans hammering and sawing
and welding, the washlines afire with Sunday-best clothes
taken out of winter chests, lovers hand in hand whispering of
the festivals to come. Red and Bob and Stinky and I were
playing marbles by the airport. It used to be mumbletypeg,
but some of the kids flipped their knives into Trees and the
Elders made a rule that no kid could carry a knife unless a
grown-up was along.

So it was a fair sweet morning, the sky a dizzy-high arch of
blue, sunlight bouncing off puffy white clouds and down to
the earth, and the first pale whisper of green had been breathed
across the hills. Dust leaped where our marbles hit, a small
wind blew up from the south and slid across my skin and
rumpled my hair, the world and the season and we were
young.

We were about to quit, fetch our guns and take into the
woods after rabbit, when a shadow fell across us and we saw
Uncle Jim and my mother’s cousin Andy. Uncle Jim wore a
long coat above his other clothes, and still shivered as he
leaned on his cane, and the shrunken hands were blue from
cold. Andy wore a kilt, for the pockets, and sandals. He was
our town engineer, a stocky man of forty. In the prehistoric
past before I was born he had been on an expedition to Mars,
and this made him a hero for us kids. We never understood
why he was not a swaggering corsair. He owned three thou-
sand books at least, more than twice the average in our town.

16



THE LAST OF THE DELIVERERS

He spent a lot of time with Uncle Jim, too, and I didn’t know
why. Now I see that he was trying to learn about the past
from him, not the dead past mummified in the history books
but the people who had once been alive.

The old man looked down at us and said: ‘‘You boys aren’t
wearing a stitch. You’ll catch your death of cold.”” He had a
high, thin voice, but steady. In the many years alone, he
must have learned how to be firm with himself.

““‘Oh, nonsense,”’ said Andy. “‘I’ll bet it’s sixty in the
sun.”’

‘“We was going after rabbits,”’ I said importantly. *‘I'll
bring mine to your place and your wife can make us a stew.”’
Like all children, I spent as much time with kinfolk as I did
with my ortho-parents, but I favored Andy’s home. His wife
was a wonderful cook, his oldest son was better than most on
the guitar, and his daughter’s chess was just about my speed,
neither too good nor too bad.

I’d won most of the marbles this game, so now I gave them
back. ‘“When I was a boy,’” said Uncle Jim, ‘‘we played for
keeps.”’

‘“‘What happened after the best shooter had won all the
marbles in town?’’ said Stinky. ‘‘It’s hard work making a
good marble, Uncle Jim. I can’t hardly replace what I lose
anyway.’’

‘“You could have bought more,”’ he told him. ‘‘There were
stores where you could buy anything.”’

‘‘But who made those marbles?”’

‘“There were factories—’’

Imagine that! Big grown men spending their time making
colored glass balls!

‘We were almost ready to leave when the Communist showed
up. We saw him as he rounded the clump of Trees at the
north quarter-section, which was pasture that year. He was on
the Middleton road, and dust scuffed up from his bare feet.

A stranger in town is always big news. We kids started
running to meet him till Andy recalled us with a sharp word

17



Poul Anderson

and reminded us that he was entitled to proper courtesy. Then
we waited, our eyes bugging out, till he reached us.

But this was a woebegone stranger. He was tall, like Uncle
Jim, but his cape hung in rags about a narrow chest where
you could count the ribs, and under a bald dome of a head
was a dirty white beard down to his waist. He walked heav-
ily, leaning on a staff, heavy as Time, and even then I sensed
the loneliness like a weight on his thin shoulders.

Andy stepped forward and bowed. ‘‘Greetings and wel-
come, Freeborn,”’ he said. ‘I am Andrew Jackson Welles,
town engineer, and on behalf of the Folks I bid you stay and
rest and refresh yourself.”” He didn’t just rattle the words off
as he would for someone he knew, but declaimed them with
great care. :

Uncle Jim smiled then, a smile like thawing after a nine
year’s winter, for this man was as old as himself and born in
the same forgotten world. He trod forth and held out his
hand. ‘‘Hello, sir,”’ he said. ‘‘My name is Robbins. Pleased
to meet you.’’ They didn’t have very good manners in his
day.

‘“Thank you, Comrade Welles, Comrade Robbins,’’ said
the stranger. His smile was lost somewhere in that tangled
mold of whiskers. ‘‘I’m Harry Miller.”’

‘“Comrade?’’ Uncle Jim spoke it slowly, like a word out of
a nightmare. His hand crept back again. ‘‘What do you
mean?’’

The wanderer straightened and looked at us in a way that
frightened me. ‘‘I meant what I said,”’ he answered. *‘I don’t
make any bones about it. Harry Miller, of the Communist
Party of the United States of America!’’

Uncle Jim sucked in a long breath. ‘‘But—’' he stam-
mered, ‘‘but I thought . . . at the very least, I thought all you
rats were dead.”’

“Now hold on,”” said Andy. ‘‘Your pardon, Freeborn
Miller. Our friend isn’t, uh, isn’t quite himself. Don’t take it
personally, I beg you.”

18
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There was a grimness in Miller’s chuckle. ‘‘Oh, I don’t
mind. I've been called worse than that.”’

““And deserved it!”’ I had never seen Uncle Jim angry
before. His face got red and he stamped his cane in the dust.
‘‘Andy, this, this man is a traitor. D’you hear? He’s a foreign
agent!”’

““You mean you come clear from Russia?’ murmured
Andy, and we boys clustered near, our ears stiff in the
breeze, because a foreigner was a seldom sight.

““No,”’ said Miller. ‘‘No, I'm from Pittsburgh. never been
to Russia. Wouldn’t want to go. Too awful—they had social-
ism once.’’

“‘Didn’t know anybody was left in Pittsburgh,’’ said Andy.
“I was there last year with a salvage crew, after steel and
copper, and we never saw anything but birds.”’

“A few. A few. My wife and I. But she died, and I
couldn’t stay in that rotten empty shell of a city, so I went out
on the road.”’

““‘And you can go back on the road,”’ snarled Uncle Jim.'

*‘Now, please be quiet,”’ said Andy. ‘*Come on into town,
Freeborn Miller—Comrade Miller, if you prefer. May I invite
you to stay with me?”’

Uncle Jim grabbed Andy’s arm. He shook like a dead leaf
in fall, under the heartless fall winds. ‘‘You can’t!’”’ he
shrieked. ‘‘Don’t you see, he’ll poison your minds, he’ll
subvert you, we’ll end up slaves to him and his gang of
bandits!’’

““It seems you’ve been doing a little mind-poisoning of
your own, Mister Robbins,’’ said Miller.

Uncle Jim stood for a moment, head bent to the ground,
and the quick tears of an old man glimmered in his eyes.
Then he lifted his face and pride rang in the words: *‘I am a
Republican.”’

I thought so.’” The Communist glanced around and nod-
ded to himself. ‘‘Typical bourgeois pseudo-culture. Look at
those men, each out on his own little tractor in his own field,
hugging his own little selfishness to him.’’

19
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Andy scratched his head. ‘‘What are you talking about,
Freeborn?”’ he asked. ‘‘Those are town machines. Who wants
to be bothered keeping his own tractor and plow and harvester?”’

*“Oh . . . you mean—"" I glimpsed a light of wonder in the
Communist’s eyes. He half-stretched out his hands. They
were aged hands; I could see bones just under the dried-out
skin. ‘“You mean you do work the land collectively?”’

‘“Why, no. What on earth would be the point of that?’’
replied Andy. ‘‘A man’s entitled to what he raises himself,
isn’t he?”’ ’

“‘So the land, which should be the property of all the
people, is parcelled among those kulaks!”’ flared Miller.

‘‘How in hell’s name can land by anybody’s property? It’s

. it’s land. You can’t put forty acres in your pocket and
walk off with them.’”” Andy took a long breath. ‘“You must
have been pretty well cut off from things in Pittsburgh. Ate
the ancient canned stuff, didn’t you? I thought so. It’s easy
enough to explain. Look, that section yonder is being planted
in com by my mother’s cousin Glenn. It’s his comn, that he
swaps for whatever else he needs. But next year, to conserve
the soil, it’ll be put in alfalfa, and my sister’s son Willy takes
care of it. As for garden truck and fruit, most of us raise our
own,- just to get outdoors each day.’’

The light faded in our visitor. ‘‘That doesn’t make sense,’’
said Miller, and I could hear how tired he was. It must have
been a long hike from Pittsburgh, living off handouts from
gypsies and the Lone Farmers.

I quite agree,”’ said Uncle Jim with a stiff kind of smile.
“In my father’s day—’’ He closed his mouth. I knew his
father had died in Korea, in some war when he himself was a
baby, and Uncle Jim had been left to keep the memory and
the sad barren pride of it. I remembered my history, which
Freeborn Levinsohn taught in our town because he knew it
best, and a shiver crept in my skin. A Communist! Why, they
had killed and tortured Americans . . . only this was a faded
rag of a man, who couldn’t kill a puppy. It was very odd.

We started towards Townhall. People saw us and began to
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crowd around, staring and whispering as much as decorum
allowed. I strutted with Red and Bob and Stinky, right next to
the stranger, the real live Communist, under the eyes of the
other kids.

We passed Joseph’s weavery. His family and apprentices
came out to join the gogglers. Miller spat in the street. “‘I
imagine those people are hired,’’ he said.

““You don’t expect them to work for nothing, do you?”’
asked Andy.

*“They should work for the common good.”’

‘‘But they do. Every time somebody needs a garment or a
blanket, Joseph gets his boys together and they make one.
You can buy better stuff from him than most women can
make at home.”’

“‘I knew it. The bourgeois exploiter—"’

““I only wish that were the case,”” said Uncle Jim,
tightlipped.

““You would,’” snapped Miller.

‘‘But it isn’t. People don’t have any drive these days. No
spirit of competition. No desire to improve their living stan-
dard. No . . . they buy what they need, and wear it while it
lasts—and it’s made to last damn near forever.’”” Uncle Jim
waved his cane in the air. “‘I tell you, Andy, the country’s
gone to hell. The economy is stagnant. Business has become
a bunch of miserable little shops and people making for
themselves what they used to buy!”’

‘I think we’re pretty well fed and clothed and housed,’’
said Andy.

“‘But where’s your . . . your drive? Where’s the get-up-
and-go, the hustling, that made America great? Look—your
wife wears the same model of gown her mother wore. You
use a flitter that was built in your father’s time. Don’t you
want anything better?”’

*‘Our machinery works well enough.’”” Andy spoke in a
bored voice. This was an old argument to him, while the
Communist was new. I saw Miller’s tattered cape swirl into
Si Johansen’s carpenter shop and followed.
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Si was making a chest of drawers for George Hulme, who
was getting married this spring. He put down his tools and
answered politely.

“Yes . . . yes, Freeborn . . . sure, I work here . . . Orga-
nize? What for? Social-like, you mean? But my apprentices
got too damn much social life as is. Every third day a
holiday, damn near. . . . No, they aren’r oppressed. Hell,
they’re my own kin! . . . But there aren’t any people who
haven’t got good furniture. Not unless they’re lousy carpen-
ters and too uppity to get help—"’

‘‘But the people all over the world!’’ cried Miller. ‘‘Don’t
you have any heart, man? What about the Mexican peons?’’

Si Johansen shrugged. ‘‘What about them? If they want to
run things different down there, it’s their own business.”” He
put away his electric sander and- hollered to his apprentices
that they could have the rest of the day off. They’d have
taken it anyway, of course, but Si was a wee bit bossy.

Andy got Miller out in the street again. At Townhall the
Mayor came in from the fields and received him. Since good
weather was predicted for the whole week, we decided there
was no hurry about the planting and we’d spend the afternoon
welcoming our guest.

“‘Bunch of bums!”’ snorted Uncle Jim. ‘‘Your ancestors
stuck by a job till it was finished.”’

““This’ll get finished in time,”’ said the Mayor, as if he
were talking to a baby. ‘‘What’s the rush, Jim?”’

“‘Rush? To get on with it—finish it and go on to something
else. Better things for better living!”’

‘‘For the benefit of your exploiters,”’ cackled Miller. He
stood on the Townhall steps like a starved and angry rooster.

‘“What exploiters?’’ The Mayor was as puzzled as me.

““The . . . the big businessmen, the—"’

““There aren’t any more businessmen,’’ said Uncle Jim. A
little more life seemed to trickle out of him as he admitted it.
““‘Our shopkeepers? . . . No. They only want to make a liv-
ing. They’ve never heard of making a profit. They’re too lazy
to expand.”’
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‘“Then why haven’t you got socialism?’’ Miller glared
around as if looking for some hidden enemy. *‘It’s every
family for itself. Where’s your solidarity?’’

‘““We get along pretty well with each other, Freeborn,”’
said the Mayor. ‘‘We got courts to settle any arguments.’’

‘“‘But don’t you want to go on, to advance, to—"’

‘““We get enough,’’ declared the Mayor, patting his belly.
‘I couldn’t eat any more than I do.”’

‘‘But you could wear more!”’ said Uncle Jim. He jittered
on the steps, the poor crazy man, dancing before our eyes like
the puppets in a traveling show. ‘“You could have your own
car, a new.model every year with beautiful chrome plate all
over it, and new machines to lighten your labor, and—"’

*“‘And to buy those shoddy things, meant only to wear out,
you would have to slave your lives away for capitalists,’’ said
Miller. ‘‘The people must produce for the people.’’

Andy traded a glance with the Mayor. ‘‘Look, Freeborn,’’
he said gently, ‘‘you don’t seem to get the point. We don’t
want such gadgets. It isn’t worthwhile scheming and working
to get more than we have, not while there are girls to love in
springtime and deer to hunt in fall. And when we do work,
we’d rather work for ourselves, not for somebody else, whether
you call the somebody else a capitalist or the people. Now
let’s go sit down and take it easy before lunch.”

Wedged between the legs of the Folks, I heard Si Johansen
mutter to Joseph Arakelian: ‘‘I don’t get it. What would we
do with that machinery? If I had some damn machine to make
furniture for me, what’d I do with my hands?”’

Joseph lifted his shoulders. ‘‘Beats me, Si. Personally, I'd
go nuts watching two people wear the same identical pattern.”’

‘It might be kind of nice at that,”” said Red to me,
‘‘having a car like they show in Uncle Jim’s ma-gazines.”’

‘“Where’d you go in it?”’ asked Bob.

“‘Gee, I dunno. To Canada, maybe. But shucks, I can go
to Canada any time I can talk my dad into checking out a
flitter.”” A

*‘Sure,’’ said Bob. ‘‘And if you're going less than a hun-
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dred miles, you got a horse, haven’t you? Who wants an old
car?”’

I wriggled through the crowd toward the Plaza, where the
women were setting up outdoor tables and bringing food for a
banquet. The crowd was so thick around our guest where he
sat that I couldn’t get near, but Stinky and I skun up into the
Plaza Tree, a huge gray oak, and crawled along a branch till
we hung just above his head. It was a bare and liver-spotted
head, wobbling on a thread of neck, but he darted it around
and spoke shrill.

Andy and the Mayor sat near him, puffing their pipes, and
Uncle Jim was there too. The Folks had let him in so they
could watch the fireworks. That was thoughtless, but how
could we know? Uncle Jim had always been peaceful, and
we’d never had two crazy men in town.

“. .. forces of reaction,”” Comrade Miller was saying.
“I’m not sure precisely which forces engineered the dissolu-
tion of the Soviet Union. News was already getting hard to
come by, not many telecasts anymore and—well, I must
admit I doubt either the capitalists or the Chinese were behind
the tragedy. Both those systems were pretty far gone by
then.”’

‘““Whatever did happen in Russia?’’ wondered Ed Mulli-
gan. He was the town psychocounsellor, who’d trained at
Menninger, clear out in Kansas. ‘‘Actual events, I mean. I
never would have thought the Communists would allow free-
dom, not from what I’ve read of them.”’

““What you call freedom,’’ Miller said scornfully. “‘I sus-
pect, myself, revisionism took hold. Once that had led to
corruption, the whole poor country was ripe for a counter-
revolutionary takeover.’’

‘““Now that isn’t true,”’ said Uncle Jim. ‘I followed the
news too, remember. The Communists in Russia got corrupt
and easygoing of their own accord. Tyrants always do. They
didn’t foresee what changes the new technology would make,
and blithely introduced it. Soon their Iron Curtain rusted
away. Nobody listened to them anymore.’’
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‘‘Pretty correct, Jim,”’ said Andy. He saw my face among
the twigs, and winked at me. ‘‘Some violence did occur, the
breakup was more complicated than you think, but that’s
essentially what happened. Trouble is, you can’t seem to
realize it happened in the U.S.A. also.”

Miller shook his withered head. ‘‘Marx proved that techno-
logical advances mean inevitable progress towards social-
ism,”’ he said. ‘‘Oh, the cause has been set back, but the day
is coming.”’

‘““Why, maybe you’re right up to a point,”’ said Andy.
““‘But you see, science and society went beyond that point.
Maybe I can give you a simple explanation.’’

“If you wish,”’ said Miller, grumpy-like.

“Well, I've studied the period. Technology made it possi-
ble for a few people and acres to feed the whole country, till
millions of acres were lying idle; you could buy them for
peanuts. Meanwhile the cities were overtaxed, underrepresented,
and choked by their own traffic. Along came the cheap
sunpower unit and the high-capacity accumulator. Those let a
man supply most of his own wants, not work his heart out for
someone else to pay the inflated prices demanded by an
economy where every single. business was subsidized or pro-
tected at the taxpayer’s expense. Also, by living in the new
way, a man cut down his money income to the point where he
had to pay almost no taxes—he actually lived better on a
shorter work week.

‘‘More and more, people tended to drift out and settle in
small country communities. They consumed less, which brought
on a great depression, and that drove still more people out to
fend for themselves. By the time big business and organized
labor realized what was happening and -tried to get laws
passed against what they called un-American practices, it was
too late; nobody was interested. Everything happened so grad-
ually, you see. But it happened, and I think for the better.”’

*‘Ridiculous!”’ said Miller. *‘Capitalism went bankrupt, as
Marx foresaw two hundred years ago, but its vicious influ-
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ence was still so powerful that instead of advancing to collec-
tivism you went back to being peasants.”’ .

‘‘Please,”” said the Mayor. I could see he was annoyed,
and thought that maybe peasants were somebody not Free-
born. ‘‘Uh, maybe we can pass the time with a little singing.”’

Though he had no voice to speak of, courtesy demanded
that Miller be asked to perform first. He rose and quavered
out something about a guy named Joe Hill. It had a nice tune,
but even a nine-year-old like me knew it was lousy poetics. A
childish a-b-c-b scheme of masculine rhymes and not a dou-
ble metaphor anywhere. Besides, who cares what happened to
some little tramp when we have hunting songs and epics
about interplanetary explorers to make? I was glad when
Andy took over and gave us some music with muscle in it.

Lunch was called. I slipped down from the Tree and found
a seat nearby. Comrade Miller and Uncle Jim glowered at
each other across the table, but nothing much was said till
after the meal, a couple of hours later. People had kind of lost
interest in the stranger as they learned he’d spent his time
huddled in a dead city, and wandered off for the dancing and
games. Andy hung around, not wanting to but because he was
Miller’s host.

The Communist sighed and got up. ‘“You’ve been nice to
me,”’ he said.

*‘I thought we were a bunch of capitalists,’’ sneered Uncle
Jim.

“‘It’s man I'm interested in, wherever he is and whatever
conditions he has to live under,’’ said Miller.

Uncle Jim lifted his voice with his cane: ‘‘Man! You claim
to care for man, you who killed and enslaved him?”’

““Oh, come off it, Jim,”’ said Andy. ‘‘That was a long time
ago. Who cares at this late date?”’

*“I do!”’ Uncle Jim started crying, but he looked at Miller
and walked toward him, stiff-legged, fingers crooked. ‘‘They
killed my father. Men died by the tens of thousands—for an
ideal. And you don’t care! The whole damn country has lost
its guts!”’
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I stood under the Tree, one hand on the rough comfort of
its bark. I was a little afraid, because I did not understand.
Surely Andy, who had been sent by the United Townships
Research Foundation the long black way to Mars, just to
gather knowledge, was no coward. Surely my father, a gentle
man and full of laughter, did not lack guts. What was it we
were supposed to want?

““Why, you bootlicking belly-crawling lackey,’’ yelled Miller,
““it was you who gutted them! It was you who murdered
working men, and roped their sons into your dummy unions,
and . . . and . . . what about the Mexican peons?’’

Andy tried to come between them. Miller’s staff clattered
on his head. Andy stepped back, wiping blood off, looking
helpless, as the old crazy men howled at each other. He
couldn’t use force; he might hurt them.

Perhaps, in that moment, he realized. *‘It’s all right, Free-
borns,’’ he said quickly. ‘‘It’s all right. We’ll listen to you.
Look, you can have a nice debate tonight, right in Townhall,
and everybody will come and—"’

He was too late. Uncle Jim and Comrade Miller were
already fighting, thin arms locked and dim eyes full of tears
because they had no strength left to destroy what they hated.
But I think, now, that the hate arose from a baffled love.
They both loved us in a queer, maimed fashion, and we did
not care, we did not care.

Andy got some men together and separated the two and
they were led off to different houses for a nap. When Dr.
Simmons looked in on Uncle Jim a few hours later, he was
gone. The doctor hurried off to find the Communist, and he
was gone, too.

I only learned that afterward, since I went off to play tag
and pom-pom-pullaway with the other kids down where the
river flowed cool and dark. It was in the same river, next
morning, that Constable Thompson found the Communist and
the Republican. Nobody knew what had happened. They met
under the Trees, alone, at dusk, when bonfires were being lit
and the Elders making merry around them and lovers stealing
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off into the woods. That’s all we can be sure of. We gave
them a decent funeral.

It was the talk of the town for a week, and in fact the
whole Ohio region heard about it; but after a while the talk
died and the old crazy men lay forgotten. That was the year
the Brotherhood came to power in the north, and men won-
dered what this could mean. The next spring they learned,
and there was an alliance made and war went across the hills.
For the Brotherhood gang, just as it had threatened, cut Trees
down wholesale and planted none. Such evil cannot go
unpunished.
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THE FEELING OF POWER
BY IS4AC ASIMON (1920- )

THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE ACTION
FEBRUARY

Aha, one of my own. This story is one of the most frequently
anthologized of any of my stories and I think I see why.

It’s one of those cases where some aspects of the future are
clearly seen. Not that I set out to do any predictions, you
understand. I was just writing a satire.

To begin with, I described a society in which pocket com-
puters were common and did so in 1958, when computers
were still huge, lumbering beasts, just beginning to be tran-
sistorized. (However, just to show you how little I listen to
myself, when pocket computers came in about fifteen years
later, 1 was caught completely unprepared. I had just pub-
lished a book on how to use a slide-rule, which instantly
became equivalent to writing one on how to use Roman
numerals.)

Secondly, 1 described (ha, ha, ha) a society in which
computing had come to be so common that people had forgot-
ten how to do arithmetic without one. (That's not so funny,
you know. Can you start a fire without a match? People once
knew how to do that.)

And, actually, people now worry about schoolchildren never
learning how to work out simple problems without a com-
puter. Listen, I catch myself depending on it. These days, if I
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must subtract 387 from 7,933, I don’t put my pen to paper. 1
say ‘‘where the devil is the calculator?’’ and I go and get it,
and push buttons.

Anyway, in reading my satire, keep an eye out for grim
echoes here and there. (IA)

Jehan Shuman was used to dealing with the men in authority
on long-embattled Earth. He was only a civilian but he origi-
nated programming patterns that resulted in self-directing war
computers of the highest sort. Generals consequently listened
to him. Heads of Congressional committees, too.

‘There was one of each in the special lounge of New
Pentagon. General Weider was space-burnt and had a small
mouth puckered almost into a cipher. Congressman Brant was
smooth-cheeked and clear-eyed. He smoked Denebian to-
bacco with the air of one whose patriotism was so notorious
he could be allowed such liberties.

Shuman, tall, distinguished, and Programmer First Class,
faced them fearlessly.

He said, ‘‘This, gentlemen, is Ladislas Aub.”’

‘“The one with the unusual gift that you discovered quite
by accident,’’ said Congressman Brant, placidly. ‘‘Ah.’’ He
inspected the little man with the egg-bald head with amiable
curiosity.

The little man, in return, twisted the fingers of his hands
anxiously. He had never been near such great men before. He
was only an aging low-grade Technician who had long ago
failed all tests designed to smoke out the gifted ones among
mankind and had settled into the rut of unskilled labor. There
was just this hobby of his that the great Programmer had
found out about and was now making such a frightening fuss
over.

General Weider said, ‘I find this atmosphere of mystery
childish.”’

“You won’t in a moment,”’ said Shuman. ‘‘This is not
something we can leak to the first comer. —Aub!’’ There was

(X}
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something imperative about his manner of biting off that one-
syllable name, but then he was a great Programmer speaking
to a mere Technician. ‘‘Aub! How much is nine times seven?’’

Aub hesitated a moment, his pale eyes glimmered with a
feeble anxiety. ‘‘Sixty-three,”’ he said.

Congressman Brant lifted his eyebrows. ‘Is that right *’

*‘Check it for yourself, Congressman.’’

The Congressman took out his pocket computer, nudged
the milled edges twice, looked at its face as it lay there in the
palm of his hand, and put it back. He said, ‘‘Is this the gift
you brought us here to demonstrate? An illusionist?’’

‘‘More than that, sir. Aub has memorized a few operations
and with them he computes on paper.”’

‘‘A paper computer?’’ said the General. He looked pained.

““No, sir,”” said Shuman, patiently. ‘‘Not a paper com-
puter. Simply a sheet of paper. General, would you be so
kind as to suggest a number?”’

‘“‘Seventeen,’’ said the General.

‘“‘And you, Congressman?’’

‘“Twenty-three.”’

“‘Good! Aub, multiply those numbers and please show the
gentlemen your manner of doing it.”’

““Yes, Programmer,”’ said Aub, ducking his head. He
fished a small pad out of one shirt pocket and an artist’s
hairline stylus out of the other. His forehead corrugated as he
made painstaking marks on the paper.

General Weider interrupted him sharply. ‘‘Let’s see that.”’

Aub passed him the paper, and Weider said, ‘‘Well, it
looks like the figure seventeen.’’

Congressman Brant nodded and said, ‘‘So it does, but I
suppose anyone can copy figures off a computer. I think I
could make a passable seventeen myself, even without

tice.”’

“If you will let Aub continue, gentlemen,’’ said Shuman
without heat.

Aub continued, his hand trembling a little. Finally, he said
in a low voice, ‘‘The answer is three hundred and ninety-one.”’
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Congressman Brant took out his computer a second time
and flicked it. ‘‘By Godfrey, so it is. How did he guess?”’

‘“‘No guess, Congressman,’’ said Shuman. ‘‘He computed
that result. He did it on this sheet of paper.”

‘‘Humbug,’’ said the General, impatiently. ‘‘A computer is
one thing and marks on paper are another.”’

‘‘Explain, Aub,’’ said Shuman.

*‘Yes, Programmer. —Well, gentlemen, I write down sev-
enteen and just underneath it, I write twenty-three. Next, I
say to myself; seven times three—"’

The Congressman interrupted smoothly, ‘‘Now, Aub, the
problem is seventeen times twenty-three.’’

“Yes, I know,”’ said the little Technician earnestly, ‘‘but I
start by saying seven times three because that’s the way it
works. Now seven times three is twenty-one.”’

““And how do you know that?’’ asked the Congressman.

I just remember it. It’s always twenty-one on the com-
puter. I've checked it any number of times.’’

‘“That doesn’t mean it always will be, though, does it?’’ said
the Congressman.

‘‘Maybe not,’’ stammered Aub. ‘‘I’m not a mathematician.
But I always get the right answers, you see.”

“Goon.”

‘“‘Seven times three is twenty-one, so I write down twenty-
one. Then one times three is three, so I write down a three
under the two of twenty-one.’’

‘“Why under the two?’’ asked Congressman Brant at once.

‘‘Because—"’ Aug looked helplessly at his superior for
support. “‘It’s difficult to explain.’’

Shuman said, “‘If you will accept his work for the moment,
we can leave the details for the mathematicians.’’

Brant subsided.

Aub said, “‘Three plus two makes five, you see, so the
twenty-one becomes a fifty-one. Now you let that go for a
while and start fresh. You multiply seven and two, that’s
fourteen, and one and two, that’s two. Put them down like
this and it adds up to thirty-four. Now if you put the thirty-
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four under the fifty-one this way and add them, you get three
hundred and ninety-one and that’s the answer.”’

There was an instant’s silence and then General Weider
said, “‘I don’t believe it. He goes through this rigmarole and
makes up numbers and multiplies and adds them this way and
that, but I don’t believe it. It’s too complicated to be anything
but hornswoggling.”’

“‘Oh, no, sir,’’ said Aub in a sweat. ‘‘It only seems compli-
cated because you’re not used to it. Actually, the rules are
quite simple and will work for any numbers.”’

‘‘Any numbers, eh?’’ said the General. ‘‘Come then.”’ He
took out his own computer (a severely styled GI model) and
struck it at random. ‘‘Make a five, seven, three, eight on the
paper. That’s five thousand seven hundred and thirty-eight.”’

“Yes, sir,”” said Aub, taking a new sheet of paper.

““Now’’—more punching of his computer—*‘seven two
three nine. Seven thousand two hundred and thirty-nine.”’

“Yes, sir.”’

‘“And now multiply those two.”’

‘It will take some time,”’ quavered Aub.

““Take the time,’’ said the General.

““Go ahead, Aub,’’ said Shuman, crisply.

Aub set to work, bending low. He took another sheet of
paper and another. The general took out his watch finally and
stared at it. ‘‘Are you through with your magic-making,
Technician?”’

“I’m almost done, sir. Here it is, sir. Forty-one million,
five hundred and thirty-seven thousand, three hundred and
eighty-two.’’ He showed the scrawled figures of the result.

General Weider smiled bitterly. He pushed the multiplica-
tion contact on his computer and let the numbers whirl to a
halt. And then he stared and said in a surprised squeak.
‘‘Great Galaxy, the fella’s right.”’

The President of the Terrestrial Federation had grown hag-
gard in office and, in private, he allowed a look of settled
melancholy to appear on his sensitive features. The Denebian
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war, after its early start of vast movement and great popular-
ity, had trickled down into a sordid matter of maneuver and
counter-maneuver, with discontent rising steadily on Earth.
Possibly it was rising on Deneb, too.

And now Congressman Brant, head of the important Com-
mittee on Military Appropriations, was cheerfully and smoothly
spending his half-hour appointment spouting nonsense.

‘“‘Computing without a computer,’” said the President, im-
patiently, ‘‘is a contradiction in terms.”’

‘“‘Computing,”’ said the Congressman, ‘‘is only a system
for handling data. A machine might do it, or the human brain
might. Let me give you an example.”’ And, using the new
skills he had learned, he worked out sums and products until
the President, despite himself, grew interested.

“‘Does this always work?”’

‘‘Every time, Mr. President. It is foolproof.”’

““Is it hard to learn?”’

‘It took me a week to get the real hang of it. I shink you
could do better.”’

‘““Well,”’ said the president, considering, ‘‘it’s an interest-
ing parlor game, but what is the use of it?"’

‘“What is the use of a new-born baby, Mr. President? At
the moment, there is no use, but don’t you see that this points
the way toward liberation from the machine? Consider, Mr.
President,”’ the Congressman rose and his deep voice auto-
matically took on some of the cadences he used in public
debate, ‘‘that the Denebian war is a war of computer against
computer. Their computers forge an impenetrable shield of
countermissiles against our missiles, and. ours forge one against
theirs. If we advance the efficiency of our computers, so do
they theirs, and for five years a precarious and profitless
balance has existed.

‘“Now we have in our hands a method for going beyond the
computer, leapfrogging it, passing through it. We will com-
bine the mechanics of computation with human thought; we
will have the equivalent of intelligent computers; billions of
them. I can’t predict what the consequences will be in detail
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but they will be incalculable. And if Deneb beats us to the
punch, they may be catastrophic.’’

The President said, troubled, ‘‘What would you have me
do?”’

“‘Put the power of the administration behind the establish-
ment of a secret project on human computation. Call it Proj-
ect Number, if you like. I can vouch for my committee but I
will need the administration behind me.”’

‘‘But how far can human computation go?’’

*“There is no limit. According to Programmer Shuman who
first introduced me to this discovery—’’

“I’ve heard of Shuman, of course.’’

“Yes. Well, Dr. Shuman tells me that in theory there is
nothing the computer can do that the human mind cannot do.
The computer merely takes a finite amount of data and per-
forms a finite number of operations upon them. The human
mind can duplicate the process.”’

The President considered that. He said, ‘‘If Shuman says
this, I am inclined to believe him—in theory. But, in prac-
tice, how can anyone know how a computer works?’’

Brant laughed genially. ‘“Well, Mr. President, I asked the
same question. It seems that at one time, computers were
designed directly by human beings. Those were simple com-
puters, of course; this being before the time of the rational use
of computers to design more advanced computers had been
established.”’

‘“Yes, yes. Go on.”’

‘“Technician Aub apparently had, as his hobby, the recon-
struction of some of these ancient devices, and in so doing he
studied the details of their workings and found he could
imitate them. The multiplication I just performed for you is
an imitation of the workings of a computer.”’

‘‘Amazing!”’

The Congressman coughed gently. ‘‘If I may make another
point, Mr. President—the further we can develop this thing,
the more we can divert our federal effort from computer
production and computer maintenance. As the human brain
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takes over, more of our energy can be directed into peacetime
pursuits and the impingement of war on the ordinary man will
be less. This will be most advantageous for the party in
power, of course.”’

*“Ah,” said the President, ‘‘I see your point. Well, sit
down, Congressman, sit down. I want some time to think
about this. But meanwhile, show me that multiplication trick
again. Let’s see if I can’t catch the point of it.”’

Programmer Shuman did not try to hurry matters. Loesser
was conservative, very conservative, and liked to deal with
computers as his father and grandfather had. Still, he con-
trolled the West European computer combine and if he could
be persuaded to join Project Number in full enthusiasm, a
great deal would have been accomplished.

But Loesser was holding back. He said, ‘‘I'm not sure 1
like the idea of relaxing our hold on computers. The human
mind is a capricious thing. The computer will give the same
answer to the same problem each time. What guarantee have
we that the human mind will do the same?’’

‘“The human mind, Computer Loesser, only manipulates
facts. It doesn’t matter whether the human mind or a machine
does it. They are just tools.”’

*“Yes, yes. I’ve gone over your ingenious demonstration
that the mind can duplicate the computer but it seems to me a
little in the air. I'll grant the theory, but what reason have we
for thinking that theory can be converted to practice?’’

‘I think we have reason, sir. After all, computers have not
always existed. The cavemen with their triremes, stone axes,
and railroads had no computers.”’

‘“‘And possibly they did not compute.”’

‘“You know better than that. Even the building of a railroad
or a ziggurat called for some computing, and that must have
been without computers, as we know them.”’

‘Do you suggest they computed in the fashion you
demonstrate?”’

‘‘Probably not. After all, this method—we call it ‘graphit-



THE FEELING OF POWER

ics,” by the way, from the old European word grapho, mean-
ing ‘to write’—is developed from the computers themselves
so it cannot have antedated them. Still, the cavemen must
have had some method, eh?”’

“‘Lost arts! If you're going to talk about lost arts—"’

*“No, no. I'm not a lost-art enthusiast, though I don’t say
there may not be some. After all, man was eating grain before
hydroponics and if the primitives ate grain, they must have
grown them in soil. What else could they have done?”’

*“I don’t know, but I'll believe in soil-growing when I see
someone grow grain in soil. And I'll believe in making fire
by rubbing two pieces of flint together when I see that, too.’’

Shuman grew placating. ‘‘Well, let’s stick to graphitics.
It’s just part of the process of etherealization. Transportation
by means of bulky contrivances is giving way to direct mass
transference. Communications devices become less massive
and more efficient constantly. For that matter, compare your
pocket computer with the massive jobs of a thousand years
ago. Why not, then, the last step of doing away with comput-
ers altogether? Come, sir, Project Number is a going concern;
progress is already headlong. But we want your help. If
patriotism doesn’t move you, consider the intellectual adven-
ture involved.”’ .

Loesser said, skeptically, ‘“What progress? What can you
do beyond multiplication? Can you integrate a transcendental
function?”’

“In time, sir. In time. In the last month I have learned to
handle division. I can determine, and correctly, integral quo-
tients, and decimal quotients.”’

‘‘Decimal quotients? To how many places?”’

Programmer Shuman tried to keep his tone casual. ‘‘Any
number!”’

Loesser’s lower jaw dropped. ‘‘Without a computer?’’

‘‘Set me a problem?’’

‘‘Divide twenty-seven by thirteen. Take it to six places.”’

Five minutes later, Shuman said, ‘‘Two point oh seven six
nine two three.””
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Loesser checked it. ‘“Well, now, that’s amazing. Multipli-
cation didn’t impress me too much because it involved inte-
gers, after all, and I thought trick manipulation might do it.
But decimals—"’ '

“‘And that is not all. There is a new development that is, so
far, top secret and which, strictly speaking, I ought not to
mention. Still—we may have made a breakthrough on the
square-root front.””

‘‘Square roots?’’

““It involves some tricky points and we haven’t licked the
bugs yet, but Technician Aub, the man who invented the
science and who has an amazing intuition in connection with
it, maintains he has the problem almost solved. And he is
only a technician. A man like yourself, a trained and talented
mathematician, ought to have no difficulty.”

*‘Square roots,’’ muttered Loesser, attracted.

*‘Cube roots, too. Are you with us?”’

Loesser’s hand thrust out suddenly. ‘‘Count me in.”’

General Weider stumped his way back and forth at the head
of the room and addressed his listeners after the fashion of a
savage teacher facing a group of recalcitrant students. It made
no difference to the General that they were the civilian scien-
tists heading Project Number. The General was the overall
head, and he so considered himself at every waking moment.

He said, ‘‘Now square roots are all fine. I can’t do them
myself and I don’t understand the methods, but they’re fine.
Still, the project will not be side-tracked into what some of
you call the fundamentals. You can play with graphitics any
way you want to after the war is over, but right now we have
specific and very practical problems to solve.”’

In a far corner, Technician Aub listened with painful atten-
tion. He was no longer a Technician, of course, having been
relieved of his duties and assigned to the project, with a
fine-sounding title and good pay. But, of course, the social
distinction remained and the highly placed scientific leaders
could never bring themselves to admit him to their ranks on a
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footing of equality. Nor did he, himself, wish it. He was as
uncomfortable with them as they with him.

The General was saying, ‘‘Our goal is a simple one, gen-
tlemen; the replacement of the computer. A ship that can
navigate space without a computer on board can be con-
structed in one-fifth the time and at one-tenth the expense of a
computer-laden ship. We could build fleets five times, ten
times as great as Deneb could if we could but eliminate the
computer.

‘“‘And I see something even beyond this. It may be fantastic
now; a mere dream; but in the future I see the manned
missile!”’

There was an instant murmur from the audience.

The General drove on. ‘‘At the present time, our chief
bottleneck is the fact that missiles are limited in intelligence.
The computer controlling them can only be so large, so they
can meet the changing nature of antimissile defenses only in
an unsatisfactory way. Few missiles, if any, accomplish their
goal, and missile warfare is coming to a dead end; for the
enemy, fortunately, as well as for ourselves.

*‘On the other hand, a missile with a man or two within,
controlling flight by graphitics, would be lighter, more mo-
bile, more intelligent. It would give us a lead that might well
mean the margin of victory. Besides which, gentlemen, the
exigencies of war compel us to remember one thing. A man is
much more dispensable than a computer. Manned missiles
could be launched in numbers and under circumstances that
no good General would care to undertake as far as computer-

directed missiles are concerned—"’
He said much more but Technician Aub did not wait.

Technician Aub, in the privacy of his quarters, labored long
over the note he was leaving behind. It read finally as follows:

‘“When I began the study of what is now called graphitics,
it was no more than a hobby. I saw no more in it than an
interesting amusement, an exercise of mind.

‘“When Project Number began, I thought that others were
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wiser than I; that graphitics might be put to practical use as a
benefit to mankind: to aid in the production of really practical
mass-transference devices perhaps. But now I see it is to be
used only for death.

“I cannot face the responsibility involved in having in-
vented graphites.”’

He then deliberately turned the focus of a protein depolar-
izer on himself and fell instantly and painlessly dead.

They. stood over the grave of the little Technician while
tribute was paid to the greatness of his discovery.

Programmer Shuman bowed his head along with the rest of
them, but remained unmoved. The Technician had done his
share and was no longer needed, after all. He might have
started graphitics, but now that it had started, it would carry
on by itself overwhelmingly, triumphantly, until manned mis-
siles were possible, along with who knew what else.

Nine times seven, thought Shuman with deep satisfaction,
is sixty-three and I don’t need a computer to tell me so. The
computer is in my-own head.

And it was amazing the feeling of power that gave him.



POOR LITTLE WARRIOR
BY BRIAN W. ALDISS (1925~ )

THE MAGAZINE OF FANL% AND SCIENCE FICTION

Brian Aldiss is a distinguished British writer (not all his work
is science fiction) who emerged in the late 1950s as one of the
most important voices in sf. 1958 saw the publication of his
first novel, Non-Stop (Starship in the United States). He served
as the Literary Editor for the Oxford Mail from 1958 to 1969,
was the Co-Founder and Chairman of the John W. Campbell
Award, and served as President of World SF in the mid-1980s.
His many honors include a Hugo Award in 1962, a Nebula
Award in 1965, a Pilgrim Award for his work in science
fiction criticism in 1978, and the Campbell Award in 1983.

His major novels are almost too numerous to mention, but
one must note at least Greybeard (1964), Report on Proba-
bility A (1969), Barefoot in the Head (1970), Frankenstein
Unbound (1973), and especially his ‘‘Helliconia Trilogy,”’
Helliconia Spring (1982), Helliconia Summer (1983), and
Helliconia Winter (1985).

““Poor Little Warrior’’ ranks with Carol Emshwiller’s ‘‘The
Hunting Machine’’ as the most powerful hunting story in
science fiction. (MHG)

It's always interesting (and difficult, which makes it more
interesting) to handle things that are very different in scale—
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to get across what it feels like to deal with things much larger
than yourself, or much smaller.

Convincing stories about the large dinosaurs require a
certain expertise in description and the two best science
fiction stories I know of in this respect are Ray Bradbury’s
““The Sound of Thunder’’ and Brian Aldiss’s ‘‘Poor Little
Warrior!”’

Incidentally, I generally don’t like artificialities of style.
For instance, it is quite fashionable now to write stories in
the ‘‘historical present.”’ This is supposed to give you a
greater feeling of immediacy. You say, *‘I go there’’ instead
of I went there’’: and you feel as though you are really
going at the moment of reading. For myself, I find that
irritating in the extreme, because I don’t want to be going
there myself.

I also purse my lips at any attempt to tell a story in the
second person, saying ‘‘You went there’’ instead of ‘‘I went
there’’ or ‘‘He went there.”’ Again this is supposed to drag
the reader, more effectively, into the story. For myself, 1
usually find that an invasion of my privacy.

However, 1 suppose that, well done, any bit of experimen-
tation becomes acceptable. ‘‘Poor Little Warrior!’’, except
for the first sentence, is told in the second person and I don’t
mind at all. (IA)

Claude Ford knew exactly how it was to hunt a brontosaurus.
You crawled heedlessly through the grass beneath the wil-
lows, through the little primitive flowers with petals as green
and brown as a football field, through the beauty-lotion mud.
You peered out at the creature sprawling among the reeds, its
body as graceful as a sock full of sand. There it lay, letting
the gravity cuddle it nappy-damp to the marsh, running its big
rabbit-hole nostrils a foot above the grass in a sweeping
semi-circle, in a snoring search for more sausagey reeds. It
was beautiful: here horror had reached its limits, come full
circle, and finally disappeared up its own sphincter move-
ment. Its eyes gleamed with the liveliness of a week-dead
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corpse’s big toe, and its compost breath and the fur in its
crude aural cavities were particularly to be recommended to
anyone who might otherwise have felt inclined to speak lov-
ingly of the work of Mother Nature.

But as you, little mammal with opposed digit and .65
self-loading, semi-automatic, duel-barrelled, digitally-computed,
telescopically sighted, ruthless, high-powered rifle gripped in
your otherwise-defenceless paws, as you slide along under the
bygone willows, what primarily attracts you is the thunder
lizard’s hide. It gives off a smell as deeply resonant as the
bass note of a piano. It makes the elephant’s epidermis look
like a sheet of crinkled lavatory paper. It is grey as the Viking
seas, daft-deep as cathedral foundations. What contact possi-
ble to bone could allay the fever of that flesh? Over it
scamper—you can see them from here!—the little brown lice
that live in those grey walls and canyons, gay as ghosts, cruel
as crabs. If one of them jumped on you, it would very likely
break your back. And when one of those parasites stops to
cock its leg against one of the bronto’s vertebrae, you can see
it carries in its turn its own crop of easy-livers, each as big as
a lobster, for you’re near now, oh, so near that you can hear
the monster’s primitive heart-organ knocking, as the ventricle
keeps miraculous time with the auricle.

Time for listening to the oracle is past: you’re beyond the
stage for omens, you’re now headed in for the kill, yours or
his; superstition has had its little day for today; from now on
only this windy nerve of yours, this shaky conglomeration of
muscle entangled untraceably beneath the sweat-shiny cara-
pace of skin, this bloody little urge to slay the dragon, is
going to answer all your orisons.

You could shoot now. Just wait till that tiny steam-shovel
head pauses once again to gulp down a quarry load of
bullrushes, and with one inexpressibly vulgar bang you can
show the whole indifferent Jurassic world that it’s standing
looking down the business end of evolution’s sex-shooter.
You know why you pause, even as you pretend not to know
why you pause; that old worm conscience, long as a baseball
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pitch, long-lived tortoise, is at work; through every sense it
slides, more monstrous than the serpent. Through the pas-
sions: saying here is a sitting duck, O Englishman! Through
the intelligence: whispering that boredom, the kite-hawk who
never feeds, will settle again when the task is done. Through
the nerves: sneering that when the adrenalin currents cease to
flow the vomiting begins. Through the maestro behind the
retina: plausibly forcing the beauty of the view upon you.

Spare us that poor old slipper-slopper of a word, beauty;
holy mom, is this a travelogue, nor are we out of it? ‘‘Perched
now on this titanic creature’s back, we see a round dozen—
and folks let me stress that round—of gaudily plumaged
birds, exhibiting between them all the colour you might ex-
pect to find on lovely, fabled Copacabana Beach. They’re so
round because they feed from the droppings that fall from the
rich man’s table. Watch this lovely shot now! See the bronto’s
tail lift. . . . Oh, lovely, yep, a couple of hayricksful at least
emerging from his nether end. That sure was a beauty, folks,
delivered straight from consumer to consumer. The birds are
fighting over it now. Hey, you, there’s enough to go round,
and anyhow, you’re round enough already. . . . And nothing
to do now but hop back up onto the old rump steak and wait
for the next round. And now as the sun stinks in the Jurassic
West, we say ‘Fare well on that diet’. . . .”’

No, you're procrastinating, and that’s a life work. Shoot
the beast and put it out of your agony. Taking your courage in
your hands, you raise it to shoulder level and squint down its
sights. There is a terrible report; you are half stunned. Shak-
ily, you look about you. The monster still munches, relieved
to have broken enough wind to unbecalm the Ancient Mariner.

Angered—or is it some subtler emotion?—you now burst
from the bushes and confront it, and this exposed condition is
typical of the straits into which your consideration for your-
self and others continually pitches you. Consideration? Or
again something subtler? Why should you be confused just
because you come from a confused civilization? But that’s a
point to deal with later, if there is a later, as these two
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hog-wallow eyes pupilling you all over from spitting distance
tend to dispute. Let it not be by jaws alone, O monster, but
also by huge hooves and, if convenient to yourself, by moun-
tainous rollings upon me! Let death be a saga, sagacious,
Beowaulfate.

Quarter of a mile distant is the sound of a dozen hippos
springing boisterously in gymslips from the ancestral mud,
and next second a walloping great tail as long as Sunday and
as thick as Saturday night comes slicing over your head. You
duck as duck you must, but the beast missed you anyway
because it so happens that its co-ordination is no better than
yours would be if you had to wave the Woolworth Building at
a tarsier. This done, it seems to feel it has done its duty by
itself. It forgets you. You just wish you could forget yourself
as easily; that was, after all, the reason you had to come the
long way here. Get Away From It All, said the time travel
brochure, which meant for you getting away from Claude
Ford, a husband as futile as his name with a terrible wife
called Maude. Maude and Claude Ford. Who could not adjust
to themselves, to each other, or to the world they were born
in. It was the best reason in the as-it-is-at-present-constituted
world for coming back here to shoot giant saurians—if you
were fool enough to think that one hundred and fifty million
years either way made an ounce of difference to the muddle
of thoughts in a man’s cerebral vortex.

You try and halt your silly, slobbering thoughts, but they
have never really stopped since the coca-collaborating days of
your growing up; God, if adolescence did not exist it would
be unnecessary to invent it! Slightly, it steadies you to look
again on the enormous bulk of this tyrant vegetarian into
whose presence you charged with such a mixed death-life
wish, charged with all the emotion the human orga(ni)sm is
capable of. This time the bogey-man is real, Claude, just as
you wanted it to be, and this time you really have to face up
to it before it turns and faces you again. And so again you lift
Ole Equalizer, waiting till you can spot the vulnerable spot.

The bright birds sway, the lice scamper like dogs, the
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marsh groans, as bronto rolls over and sends his little cranium
snaking down under the bile-bright water in a forage for
roughage. You watch this; you have never been so jittery
before in all your jittered life, and you are counting on this
catharsis to wring the. last drop of acid fear out of your system
for ever. O.K., you keep saying to yourself insanely over and
over, your million-dollar, twenty-second-century education
going for nothing, O.K., O.K. And as you say it for the
umpteenth time, the crazy head comes back out of the water
like a renegade express and gazes in your direction.

Grazes in your direction. For as the champing jaw with its
big blunt molars like concrete posts works up and down, you
see the swamp water course out over rimless lips, lipless
rims, splashing your feet and sousing the ground. Reed and
root, stalk and stem, leaf and loam, all are intermittently
visible in that masticating maw and, struggling, straggling, or
tossed among them, minnows, tiny crustaceans, frogs—all
destined in that awful, jaw-full movement to turn into bowel
movement. And as the glump-glump-glumping takes place,
above it the slime-resistant eyes again survey you.

These beasts live up to three hundred years, says the time
travel brochure, and this beast has obviously tried to live up
to that, for its gaze is centuries old, full of decades upon
decades of wallowing in its heavyweight thoughtlessness until
it has grown wise on twitterpated-ness. For you it is like look-
ing into a disturbing misty pool; it gives you a psychic shock,
you fire off both barrels at your own reflection. Bang-bang,
the dum-dums, big as paw-paws, go.

Those century-old lights, dim and sacred, go out with no
indecision. These cloisters are closed till Judgment Day. Your
reflection is torn and bloodied from them for ever. Over their
ravaged panes nictitating membranes slide slowly upwards,
like dirty sheets covering a cadaver. The jaw continues to
munch slowly, as slowly the head sinks down. Slowly, a
squeeze of cold reptile blood toothpastes down the wrinkled
flank of one cheek. Everything is slow, a creepy Secondary
Era slowness like the drip of water, and you know that if you
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had been in charge of creation you would have found some
medium less heart-breaking than Time to stage it all in.

Never mind! Quaff down your beakers, lords, Claude Ford
has slain a harmless creature. Long live Claude the Clawed!

You watch breathless as the head touches the ground, the
long laugh of neck touches the ground, the jaws close for
good. You watch and wait for something else to happen, but
nothing ever does. Nothing ever would. You could stand here
watching for a hundred and fifty million years, Lord Claude,
and nothing would ever happen here again. Gradually your
bronto’s mighty carcass, picked loving clean by predators,
would sink into the slime, carried by its own weight deeper;
then the waters would rise, and old Conqueror Sea would
come in with the leisurely air of a card-sharp dealing the boys
a bad hand. Silt and sediment would filter down over the
mighty grave, a slow rain with centuries to rain in. Old
bronto’s bed might be raised up and then down again perhaps
half a dozen times, gently enough not to disturb him, al-
though by now the sedimentary rocks would be forming thick
around him. Finally, when he was wrapped in a tomb finer
than any Indian rajah ever boasted, the powers of the Earth
would raise him high on their shoulders until, sleeping still,
bronto would lie in a brow of the Rockies high above the
waters of the Pacific. But little any of that would count with
you, Claude the Sword; once the midget maggot of life is
dead in the creature’s skull, the rest is no concern of yours.

You have no emotion now. You are just faintly put out.
You expected dramatic thrashing of the ground, or bellowing;
on the other hand, you are glad the thing did not appear to
suffer. You are like all cruel men, sentimental; you are like
all sentimental men, squeamish. You tuck the gun under your
arm and walk round the land side of the dinosaur to view your
victory.

You prowl past the ungainly hooves, round the septic white
of the cliff of belly, beyond the glistening and how-thought-
provoking cavern of the cloaca, finally posing beneath the
switch-back sweep of tail-to-rump. Now your disappointment
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is as crisp and obvious as a visiting card: the giant is not half
as big as you thought it was. It is not one half as large, for
example, as the image of you and Maude is in your mind.
Poor little warrior, science will never invent anything to assist
the titanic death you want in the contra-terrene caverns of
your fee-fo-fi-fumblingly fearful id!

Nothing is left to you now but to slink back to your
time-mobile with a belly full of anti-climax. See, the bright
dung-consuming birds have already cottoned on to the true
state of affairs; one by one, they gather up their hunched
wings and fly disconsolately off across the swamp to other
hosts. They know when a good thing turns back, and do not
wait for the vultures to drive them off; all hope abandon, ye
who entrail here. You also turn away.

You turn, but you pause. Nothing is left but to go back,
no, but A.D. 2181 is not just the home date; it is Maude. It is
Claude. It is the whole awful, hopeless, endless business of
trying to adjust to an over-complex environment, of trying to
turn yourself into a cog. Your escape from it into the grand
Simplicities of the Jurassic, to quote the brochure again, was
only a partial escape, now over.

So you pause and, as you pause, something lands socko on
your back, pitching you face forward into tasty mud. You
struggle and scream as lobster claws tear at your neck and
throat. You try to pick up the rifle but cannot, so in agony
you roll over, and next second the crab-thing is greedying it
on your chest. You wrench at its shell, but it giggles and
pecks your fingers off. You forgot when you killed the bronto
that its parasites would leave it, and that to a little shrimp like
you they would be a deal more dangerous than their host.

You do your best, kicking for at least three minutes. By the
end of that time there is a whole pack of the creatures on you.
Already they are picking your carcass loving clean. You're
going to like it up there on top of the Rockies; you won’t feel
a thing.



THE IRON CHANCELLOR

BY ROBERT SILNERBERG (1935- )

GALAXY SCIENCE ACTION
may

1958 was the last major year for Robert Silverberg in the
science fiction field for almost a decade. That year he pub-
lished five sf novels—Invaders From Earth, Invincible Barri-
ers (as David Osborne), Stepsons of Terra, Starhaven (as Ivar
Jorgenson), and Aliens From Space (as Osborne). Although a
fair number of sf novels appeared from 1959 to 1966, they
were either for kids or were rewritten versions of stories and
books published earlier. He turned his attention to nonfiction,
producing numerous works that include a number that are
still in print today. His ‘‘return’’ to science fiction in 1967
was heralded by the publication of the wonderful Thorns and
“‘Hawksbill Station.”” The ‘‘new’’ Silverberg quickly estab-
lished himself as one of the finest writers in the history of
the genre.

Isaac, George R.R. Martin, and I reprinted ‘‘The Iron
Chancellor’’ in The Science Fiction Weight Loss Book (Crown,
1983), one of my personal, if ill-conceived from a market-
place point of view, favorite anthologies. That book sank
without a trace, so it is a pleasure to present the story to you
again. (MHG)

I read robot stories with a proprietary air. After all, I am
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supposed to be the father of the modern robot story. This
means that I tend to be captious and hard to please.

This one, however, I approve of. Just as a velvet glove is
most effective if there is an iron fist inside, so a humorous
story is most effective if there is a grim echo to the laughter.

Now I'm not a person who makes a big deal out of looking
for symbolism in a story, but the notion of being taken care of
in spite of yourself seems to echo something that predates
robots.

Come, we’ve all been children, haven’'t we? We’ve all had
wonderful, caring, loving mothers, haven’t we? And we all
remember her sweet way of saying, ‘‘Put on your rubbers
before you go out or you'll catch cold.”” Or ‘‘Eat those
vegetables, they’'re good for you. And you can’t have another
piece of cake. You'll rot your teeth.”’ Or, ‘‘How do you
manage to get your clothes so dirty?”’

And those among you who are masculine have the great
fortune to hear delightful comments of that sort even in adult
life, for we develop new mothers called ‘‘wives’’ who make
precisely similar remarks about rubbers, vegetables, and
clothes.

Now I don’t recall that Bob Silverberg (unlike me) has ever
been fat, or has ever needed to diet, but that's just a detail.
I'm sure that he has had occasion to grind his teeth over
being inconveniently loved, and this story may be an exorcism
thereof. (IA)

The Carmichaels were a pretty plump family, to begin with.
Not one of the four of them couldn’t stand to shed quite a few
pounds. And there happened to be a superspecial on roboservitors
at one of the Miracle Mile roboshops—40% off on the 2061
model, with adjustable caloric-intake monitors.

Sam Carmichael liked the idea of having his food prepared
and served by a robot who would keep one beady solenoid eye
on the collective family waistline. He squinted speculatively at
the glossy display model, absentmindedly slipped his thumbs be-
peath his elastobelt to knead his paunch, and said, ‘‘How much?”’
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The salesman flashed a brilliant and probably synthetic
grin. “‘Only 2995, sir. That includes free service contract for
the first five years. Only two hundred credits down and up to
forty months to pay.’’

Carmichael frowned, thinking of his bank balance. Then he
thought of his wife’s figure, and of his daughter’s endless
yammering about her need to diet. Besides, Jemima, their old
robocook, was shabby and gear-stripped, and made a misera-
ble showing when other company executives visited them for
dinner.

“I'll take it,”’ he said.

‘‘Care to trade in your old robocook, sir? Liberal trade-in
allowances—"’

“‘I have a *43 Madison.’’ Carmichael wondered if he should
mention its bad arm libration and serious fuel-feed overflow,
but decided that would be carrying candidness too far.

*‘Well—ah—I guess we could allow you fifty credits on a
'43, sir. Seventy-five, maybe, if the recipe bank is still in
good condition.”’

‘“Excellent condition.’’ That part was honest—the family
had never let even one recipe wear out. ‘“You could send a
man down to look her over.”’

‘“Oh, no need to do that, sir. We’ll take your word.
Seventy-five, then? And delivery of the new model by this
evening?”’

“‘Done,”” Carmichael said. He was glad to get the pathetic
old ’43 out of the house at any cost.

He signed the purchase order cheerfully, pocketed the facsim
and handed over ten crisp twenty-credit vouchers. He could
almost feel the roll of fat melting from him now, as he eyed
the magnificent '61 roboservitor that would shortly be his.

The time was only 1810 hours when he left the shop, got
into his car and punched out the cocrdinates for home. The
whole transaction had taken less than ten minutes. Carmichael,
a second-level executive at Normandy Trust, prided himself
both on his good business sense and his ability to come
quickly to a firm decision.
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Fifteen minutes later, his car deposited him at the front
entrance to their totally detached self-powered suburban home
in the fashionable Westley subdivision. The car obediently
took itself around back to the garage, while Carmichael stood
in the scanner field until the door opened. Clyde, the robutler,
came scuttling hastily up, took his hat and cloak, and handed
him a Martini. '

Carmichael beamed appreciatively. ‘‘Well done, thou good
and faithful servant!”

He took a healthy sip and headed toward the living room to
greet his wife, son and daughter. Pleasant gin-induced warmth
filtered through him. The robutler was ancient and due for
replacement as soon as the budget could stand the charge, but
Carmichael realized he would miss the clanking old heap.

‘“You're late, dear,’”” Ethel Carmichael said as he ap-
peared. ‘‘Dinner’s been ready for ten minutes. Jemima’s so
annoyed her cathodes are clicking.”’

‘“Jemima’s cathodes fail to interest me,’’ Carmichael said
evenly. ‘‘Good evening, dear. Myra. Joey. I'm late because I
stopped off at Marhew’s on my way home.”’

His son blinked. ‘‘The robot place, Dad?’’

‘‘Precisely. 1 bought a ’61 roboservitor to replace old
Jemima and her spluttering cathodes. The new model has,’’
Carmichael added, eyeing his son’s adolescent bulkiness and
the rather-more-than ample figures of his wife and daughter,
‘‘some very special attachments.”’

They dined well that night, on Jemima’s favorite Tuesday
dinner menu—shrimp cocktail, fumet of gumbo chervil, breast
of chicken with creamed potatoes and asparagus, delicious
plum tarts for dessert, and coffee. Carmichael felt pleasantly
bloated when he had finished, and gestured to Clyde for a
snifter of his favorite after-dinner digestive aid, VSOP Co-
gnac. He leaned back, warm, replete, able easily to ignore the
blustery November winds outside.

A pleasing electroluminescence suffused the dining room
with pink—this year, the experts thought pink improved
digestion—and the heating filaments embedded in the wall
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glowed cozily as they delivered the BTUs. This was the hour
for relaxation in the Carmichael household.

“‘Dad,’’ Joey began hesitantly, ‘‘about that canoe trip next
weekend—"’

Carmichael folded his hands across his stomach and nod-
ded. ““You can go, I suppose. Only be careful. If I find out
you didn’t use the equilibriator this time—"’

The door chime sounded. Carmichael lifted an eyebrow
and swivelled in his chair.

‘““Who is it, Clyde?”’

‘‘He gives his name as Robinson, sir. Of Robinson Robot-
ics, he said. He has a bulky package to deliver.”’

‘It must be that new robocook, Father!”” Myra Carmichael
exclaimed.

““I guess it is. Show him in, Clyde.”’

Robinson turmed out to be a red-faced, efficient-looking
little man in greasy green overalls and a plaid pullover-coat,
who looked disapprovingly at the robutler and strode into the
Carmichael living room.

He was followed by a lumbering object about seven feet
high, mounted on a pair of rolltreads and swathed completely
in quilted rags.

“‘Got him all wrapped up against the cold, Mr. Carmichael.
Lot of delicate circuitry in that job. You ought to be proud of
him.”’

*‘Clyde, help Mr. Robinson unpack the new robocook,’’
Carmichael said.

‘““That’s okay—I can manage it. And it’s not a robocook,
by the way. It’s called a roboservitor now. Fancy price, fancy
name.’’

Carmichael heard his wife mutter, ‘‘Sam, how much—"’

He scowled at her. ‘‘Very reasonable, Ethel. Don’t worry
so much.”’

He stepped back to admire the roboservitor as it emerged
from the quilted swaddling. It was big, all right, with a
massive barrel of a chest—robotic controls are always housed
in the chest, not in the relatively tiny head—and a gleaming
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mirror-keen finish that accented its sleckness and newness.
Carmichael felt the satisfying glow of pride in ownership.
Somehow it seemed to him that he had done something noble
and lordly in buying this magnificent robot.

Robinson finished the unpacking job and, standing on tip-
toes, opened the robot’s chest panel. He unclipped a thick
instruction manual and handed it to Carmichael, who stared at
the tome uneasily.

““Don’t fret about that, Mr. Carmichael. This robot’s no
trouble to handle. The book’s just part of the trimming. Come
here a minute.”’

Carmichael peered into the robot’s innards. Pointing, Rob-
inson said, ‘‘Here’s the recipe bank—Dbiggest, and best ever
designed. Of course it’s possible to tape in any of your
favorite family recipes, if they’re not already there. Just hook
up your old robocook to the integrator circuit and feed ’em in.
Il take care of that before I leave.’’

‘‘And what about the—ah—special features?’’

*“The reducing monitors, you mean? Right over here. See?
You just tape in the names of the members of the family and
their present and desired weights, and the roboservitor takes
care of the rest. Computes caloric intake, adjusts menus, and
everything else.”’

Carmichael grinned at his wife. ‘‘Told you I was going to do
something about our weight, Ethel. No more dieting for you,
Myra—the robot does all the work.”’ Catching a sour look on
his son’s face, he added, ‘‘And you’re not so lean yourself,
Buster.”’

“‘I don’t think there’ll be any trouble,”” Robinson said
buoyantly. ‘‘But if there is, just buzz for me. I handle service
and delivery for Marhew Stores in this area.”’

““Right.”’

“‘Now if you’ll get me your obsolete robocook, I'll transfer
the family recipes before I cart it away on the trade-in-deal.”’

There was a momentary tingle of nostalgia and regret when
Robinson left, half an hour later, taking old Jemima with
him. Carmichael had almost come to think of the battered *43
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Madison as a member of the family. After all, he had bought
her sixteen years before, only a couple of years after his
marriage.

But she—it, he corrected in annoyance—was only a robot,
and robots became obsolete. Besides, Jemima probably suf-
fered all the aches and pains of a robot’s old age and would
be happier dismantled. Carmichael blotted Jemima from his
mind.

The four of them spent most of the rest of that evening
discovering things about their new roboservitor. Carmichael
drew up a table of their weights (himself, 192; Ethel, 145;
Myra, 139; Joey, 189) and the amount they proposed to
weigh in three months’ time (himself, 180; Ethel, 125; Myra,
120; Joey, 175). Carmichael then let his son, who prided
himself on his knowledge of practical robotics, integrate the
figures and feed them to the robot’s programming bank.

““You wish this schedule to take effect immediately?’’ the
roboservitor queried in a deep, mellow bass.

Startled, Carmichael said, ‘‘T-tomorrow morning, at break-
fast. We might as well start right away.”’

‘‘He speaks well, doesn’t he?’” Ethel asked.

‘‘He sure does,”’ Joey said. ‘‘Jemima always stammered
and squeaked, and all she could say was, ‘Dinner is served’
and ‘Be careful, sir, the soup plate is verry warrm.’ *’

Carmichael smiled. He noticed his daughter admiring the
robot’s bulky frame and sleek bronze limbs, and thought
resignedly that a seventeen-year-old girl could find the strang-
est sorts of love objects. But he was happy to see that they
were all evidently pleased with the robot. Even with the
discount and the trade-in, it had been a little on the costly
side.

But it would be worth it.

Carmichael slept soundly and woke early, anticipating the
first breakfast under the new regime. He still felt pleased with
himself.

Dieting had always been such a nuisance, he thought—but,
on the other hand, he had never enjoyed the sensation of an
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annoying roll of fat pushing outward against his elastobelt.
He exercised sporadically, but it did little good, and he never
had the initiative to keep a rigorous dieting campaign going
for long. Now, though, with the mathematics of reducing
done effortlessly for him, all the calculating and cooking
being handled by the new robot—now, for the first time since
he had been Joey’s age, he could look forward to being slim
and trim once again.

He dressed, showered and hastily depilated. It was 0730.
Breakfast was ready.

Ethel and the children were already at the table when he
arrived. Ethel and Myra were munching toast; Joey was
peering at a bow] of milkless dry cereal, next to which stood a
full glass of milk. Carmichael sat down.

““Your toast, sir,”’ the roboservitor murmured.

Carmichael stared at the single slice. It had already been
buttered for him, and the butter had evidently been measured
out with a micrometer. The robot proceeded to hand him a
cup of black coffee.

He groped for the cream and sugar. They weren’t anywhere
on the table. The other members of his family were regarding
him strangely, and they were curiously, suspiciously silent.

““I like cream and sugar in my coffee,’”’ he said to the
hovering roboservitor. ‘‘Didn’t you find that in Jemima’s old
recipe bank?’

*“Of course, sir. But you must learn to drink your coffee
without such things, if you wish to lose weight.”’

Carmichael chuckled. Somehow he had not expected the
regimen to be quite like this—quite so, well, Spartan. ‘‘Oh,
yes. Of course. Ah—are the eggs ready yet?”’ He considered
a day incomplete unless he began it with soft-boiled eggs.

“Sorry, no sir. On Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays,
breakfast is to consist of toast and black coffee only, except
for Master Joey, who gets cereal, fruit juice and milk.”’

“‘J—see.”’

Well, he had asked for it. He shrugged and took a bite of
the toast. He sipped the coffee; it tasted like river mud, but he
tried not to make a face.
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Joey seemed to be going about the business of eating his
cereal rather oddly. Carmichael noticed next. ‘‘Why don’t
you pour that glass of milk into the cereal?”’ he asked.
‘‘Won’t it taste better that way?’’
~ *‘Sure it will. But Bismark says I won’t get another glass if
I do, so I'm eating it this way.”’

‘‘Bismark?”’

Joey grinned. ‘‘It’s the name of a famous 19th-Century
German dictator. They called him the Iron Chancellor.”” He
jerked his head toward the kitchen, to which the roboservitor
had silently retreated. ‘‘Pretty good name for him, eh?”’

*‘No,’’ said Carmichael. “‘It’s silly.”’

It has a certain ring of truth, though,’’ Ethel remarked.

Carmichael did not reply. He finished his toast and coffee
somewhat glumly and signalled Clyde to get the car out of the
garage. He felt depressed—dieting didn’t seem to be ‘so ef-
fortless after all, even with the new robot.

As he walked toward the door, the robot glided around him
and handed him a small printed slip of paper. Carmichael
stared at it. It said:

FRUIT JUICE
LETTUCE & TOMATO SALAD
(ONE) HARD-BOILED EGG
BLACK COFFEE

‘‘What is this thing?"’

““You are the only member of this family group who will
not be eating three meals a day under my personal supervi-
sion. This is your luncheon menu. Please adhere to it,”’ the
robot said smoothly.

Repressing a sputter, Carmichael said, ‘‘Yes—yes. Of
course.’’

He pocketed the menu and made his way uncertainly to the
waiting car.

He was faithful to the robot’s orders at lunchtime that day;
even though he was beginning to develop resistance to the
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idea that had seemed so appealing only the night before, he
was willing, at least, to give it a try.

But something prompted him to stay away from the restau-
rant where Normandy Trust employees usually lunched, and
where there were human waiters to smirk at him and fellow
executives to ask prying questions.

He ate instead at a cheap robocafeteria two blocks to the
north. He slipped in surreptitiously with his collar turned up,
punched out his order (it cost him less than a credit al-
together) and wolfed it down. He still felt hungry when he
had finished, but he compelled himself to return loyally to the
office.

He wondered how long he was going to be able to keep up
this iron self-control. Not very long, he realized dolefully.
And if anyone from the company caught him eating at a
robocafeteria, he’d be a laughing stock. Someone of execu-
tive status just didn’t eat lunch by himself in mechanized
cafeterias.

By the time he had finished his day’s work, his stomach
felt knotted and pleated. His hand was shaky as he punched
out his destination on the car’s autopanel, and he was thank-
ful that it took less than an hour to get home from the office.
Soon, he thought, he’d be tasting food again. Soon. Soon. He
switched on the roof-mounted video, leaned back at the re-
cliner and tried to relax as the car bore him homeward.

He was in for a surprise, though, when he stepped through
the safety field into his home. Clyde was waiting as always,
and, as always, took his hat and cloak. And, as always,
Carmichael reached out for the cocktail that Clyde prepared
nightly to welcome him home.

There was no cocktail.

‘‘Are we out of gin, Clyde?”’

“No, sir.”’

‘““‘How come no drink, then?’’

The robot’s rubberized metallic features seemed to drop.
‘‘Because, sir, a Martini’s caloric content is inordinately
high. Gin is rated at a hundred calories per ounce and—"’
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“‘Oh, no. You too!”’

‘‘Pardon, sir. The new roboservitor has altered my respon-
sive circuits to comply with the regulations now in force in
this household.”’

Carmichael felt his fingers starting to tremble. ‘‘Clyde,
you’ve been my butler for almost twenty years.’’

“Yes, sir.”

“You always make my drinks for me. You mix the best
Martinis in the Western Hemisphere.”’

‘“Thank you, sir.”’

‘“And you’re going to mix one for me right now! That’s a
direct order!”’

““Sir! I—"* The robutler staggered wildly and nearly ca-
reened into Carmichael. It seemed to have lost all control
over its gyro-balance; it clutched agonizedly at its chest panel
and started to sag.

Hastily, Carmichael barked, ‘‘Order countermanded! Clyde,
are you all right?”’

Slowly, and with a creak, the robot straightened up. It
looked dangerously close to an overload. ‘‘Your direct order
set up a first-level conflict in me, sir,”” Clyde whispered
faintly. ‘‘I-—came close to burning out just then, sir. May—
may I be excused?”’

“Of course. Sorry, Clyde.”’ Carmichael balled his fists.
There was such a thing as going too far! The roboservitor—
Bismarck—had obviously placed on Clyde a flat prohibition
against serving liquor to him. Reducing or no reducing, there
were limits.

Carmichael strode angrily toward the kitchen.

His wife met him halfway. ‘I didn’t hear you come in,
Sam. I want to talk to you about—’’

‘‘Later. Where’s that robot?’’

“‘In the kitchen, I imagine. It’s almost dinnertime."’

He brushed past her and swept on into the kitchen, where
Bismarck was moving efficiently from electrostove to mag-
netic worktable. The robot swivelled as Carmichael entered.

““Did you have a good day, sir?”’
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“No! I'm hungry!”’

‘“The first days of a diet are always the most difficult Mr.
Carmichael. But your body will adjust to the reduction in
food intake before long.”’

“I’'m sure of that. But what’s this business of tinkering
with Clyde?”’

‘“The butler insisted on preparing an alcoholic drink for
you. I was forced to adjust his programming. From now on,
sir, you may indulge in cocktails on Tuesdays, Thursdays,
and Saturdays. I beg to be excused from further discussion
now, sir. The meal is almost ready.’’

Poor Clyde! Carmichael thought. And poor me! He gnashed
his teeth impotently a few times, then gave up and turned
away from the glistening, overbearing roboservitor. A light
gleamed on the side of the robot’s head, indicating that he
had shut off his audio circuits and was totally engaged in his
task.

Dinner consisted of steak and peas, followed by black coffee.
The steak was rare; Carmichael preferred it well done. But
Bismarck—the name was beginning to take hold—had had
all the latest dietetic theories taped into him, and rare meat it
was.

After the robot had cleared the table and tidied up the
kitchen, it retired to its storage place in the basement, which
gave the Carmichael family a chance to speak openly to each
other for the first time that evening.

‘“‘Lord!”’ Ethel snorted. ‘‘Sam, I don’t object to losing
weight, but if we’re going to be tyrannized in our own
home—"’

‘‘Mom’s right,”’ Joey put in. ‘It doesn’t seem fair for that
thing to feed us whatever it pleases. And I didn’t like the way
it messed around with Clyde’s circuits.’’

Carmichael spread his hands. “‘I'm not happy about it
either. But we have to give it a try. We can always make
readjustments in the programming if it turns out to be
necessary.’’
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‘‘But how long are we going to keep this up?’’ Myra
wanted to know. “‘I had three meals in this house today and
I’m starved!”’

‘“Me, too,”’ Joey said. He elbowed himself from his chair
and looked around. ‘‘Bismark’s downstairs. I’'m going to get
a slice of lemon pie while the coast is clear.”’

*“‘No!”’ Carmichael thundered.

“N0?97

““There’s no sense in my spending three thousand credits on
a dietary robot if you’'re going to cheat, Joey. I forbid you to
have any pie.”’

‘“‘But, Dad, I'm hungry! I’'m a growing boy! I'm—"’

“You’re sixteen years old, and if you grow much more,
you won'’t fit inside the house,”” Carmichael snapped, looking
up at his six-foot-one son. 4

‘‘Sam, we can’t starve the boy,”’ Ethel protested. ‘‘If he
wants pie, let him have some. You’re carrying this reduction
fetish too far.”’

Carmichael considered that. Perhaps, he thought, I am
being a little over severe. And the thought of lemon pie was a
tempting one. He was pretty hungry himself.

*‘All right,”’ he said with feigned reluctance. ‘‘I guess a bit
of pie won’t wreck the plan. In fact, I suppose I'll have some
myself. Joey, why don’t you—"’

‘*‘Begging your pardon,”’ a purring voice said behind him.
Carmichael jumped half an inch. It was the robot, Bismarck.
‘It would be most unfortunate if you were to have pie now,
Mr. Carmichael. My calculations are very precise.”’

Carmichael saw the angry gleam in his son’s eye, but the
robot seemed extraordinarily big at that moment, and it hap-
pened to stand between him and the kitchen.

He sighed weakly. ‘‘Let’s forget the lemon pie, Joey."’

After two full days of the Bismarckian diet, Carmichael
discovered that his inner resources of will power were begin-
ning to crumble. On the third day he tossed away the printed
lunchtime diet and went out irresponsibly with MacDougal
and Hennessey for a six-course lunch, complete with cock-
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tails. It seemed to him that he hadn’t tasted real food since the
robot arrived.

That night, he was able to tolerate the seven-hundred-
calorie dinner without any inward grumblings, being still well
lined with lunch. But Ethel and Myra and Joey were increas-
ingly irritable. It seemed that the robot had usurped Ethel’s
job of handling the daily marketing and had stocked in noth-
ing but a huge supply of healthy low-calorie foods. The larder
now bulged with wheat germ, protein bread, irrigated salmon,
and other hitherto unfamiliar items. Myra had taken up biting
her nails; Joey’s mood was one of black sullen brooding, and
Carmichael knew how that could lead to trouble quickly with
a sixteen-year-old.

After the meager dinner, he ordered Bismarck to go to the
basement and stay there until summoned.

The robot said, ‘‘I must advise you, sir, that I will detect
indulgence in any forbidden foods in my absence and adjust
for it in the next meals.”’

““You have my word,’”’ Carmichael said, thinking it was
indeed queer to have to pledge on your honor to your own
robot. He waited until the massive servitor had vanished
below; then he turmed to Joey and said, ‘‘Get the instruction
manual, boy.”’

Joey grinned in understanding. Ethel said, ‘‘Sam, what are
you going to do?”’

Carmichael patted his shrunken waistline. ‘‘I'm going to
take a can opener to that creature and adjust his program-
ming. He’s overdoing this diet business. Joey, have you found
the instructions on how to reprogram the robot?”’

‘‘Page 167. I'll get the tool kit, Dad.”’

‘‘Right.’’ Carmichael turned to the robutler, who was stand-
ing by dumbly, in his usual forward-stooping posture of
expectancy. ‘‘Clyde, go down below and tell Bismarck we
want him right away.”’

Moments later, the two robots appeared. Carmichael said
to the roboservitor, ‘‘I'm afraid it’s necessary for us to change
your program. We’ve overestimated our capacity for losing
weight.”’
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*I beg you to reconsider, sir. Extra weight is harmful to
every vital organ in the body. 1 plead with you to maintain
my scheduling unaltered.”’

*‘I’d rather cut my own throat. Joey, inactivate him and do
your stuff.”’

Grinning fiercely, the boy stepped forward and pressed the
stud that opened the robot’s ribcage. A frightening assortment
of gears, cams and translucent cables became visible inside
the robot. With a small wrench in one hand and the open
instruction book in the other, Joey prepared to make the
necessary changes, while Carmichael held his breath and a
pall of silence descended on the living room. Even old Clyde
leaned forward to have a better view.

Joey muttered, ‘‘Lever F2, with the yellow indicia, is to be
advanced one notch . . . umm. Now twist Dial B9 to the left,
thereby opening the taping compartment and—oops!’’

Carmichael heard the clang of a wrench and saw the bright
flare of sparks; Joey leaped back, cursing with surprisingly
mature skill. Ethel and Myra gasped simultaneously.

‘“What happened?”’ four voices—Clyde’s coming in last
demanded.

‘‘Dropped the damn wrench,’’ Joey said. ‘‘I guess I shorted
out something in there.”’

The robot’s eyes were whirling satanically and its voice
box was emitting an awesome twelve-cycle rumble. The great
metal creature stood stiffly in the middle of the living room;
with brusque gestures of its big hands, it slammed shut the
open chest plates.

‘“We’d better call Mr. Robinson,”” Ethel said worriedly.
“*A short-circuited robot is likely to explode, or worse.’’

““We should have called Robinson in the first place,”’
Carmichael murmured bitterly. *‘It’s my fault for letting Joey
tinker with an expensive and delicate mechanism like that.
Myra, get me the card Mr. Robinson left.”’

“‘Gee, Dad, this is the first time I’ve ever had anything like
that go wrong,”’ Joey insisted. *‘I didn’t know—""

““You’re darned right you didn’t know.’’ Carmichael took
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the card from his daughter and started toward the phone. ‘I
hope we can reach him at this hour. If we can’t—"’

Suddenly Carmichael felt cold fingers prying the card from
his hand. He was so startled he relinquished it without a
struggle. He watched as Bismarck efficiently ripped it into
little fragments and shoved them into a wall disposal unit.

The robot said, ‘‘There will be no further meddling with my
program tapes.’’ Its voice was deep and strangely harsh.

‘“What—"’

‘““Mr. Carmichael, today you violated the program I set
down for you. My perceptors reveal that you consumed an
amount far in excess of your daily lunchtime requirement.’’

‘‘Sam, what—"’

*“‘Quiet, Ethel. Bismarck, I order you to shut yourself off at
once.”’

‘“My apologies, sir. I cannot serve you if I am shut off.’’

‘I don’t want you to serve me. You’'re out of order. I want
you to remain still until I can phone the repairman and get
him to service you.”’

Then he remembered the card that had gone into the dis-
posal unit. He felt a faint tremor of apprehension.

““You took Robinson’s card and destroyed it.”’

‘‘Further alteration of my circuits would be detrimental to
the Carmichael family,’’ said the robot. ‘‘I cannot permit you
to summon the repairman.’’

‘‘Don’t get him angry, Dad,”’ Joey warned. ‘‘I'll call the
police. I'll be back in—"’

““You will remain within this house,’’ the robot said. Mov-
ing with impressive speed on its oiled treads, it crossed the
room, blocking the door, and reached far above its head to
activate the impassable privacy field that protected the house.
Carmichael watched, aghast, as the inexorable robotic fingers
twisted and manipulated the field controls.

*‘I have now reversed the polarity of the house privacy
field,”’ the robot announced. ‘‘Since you are obviously not to
be trusted to keep to the diet I prescribe, I cannot allow you
to leave the premises. You will remain within and continue to
obey my beneficial advice.”’
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Calmly, he uprooted the telephone. Next, the windows
were opaqued and the stud broken off. Finally, the robot
seized the instruction book from Joey’s numbed hands and
shoved it into the disposal unit.

‘‘Breakfast will be served at the usual time,’’ Bismarck
said mildly. ‘‘For optimum purposes of health, you are all to
be asleep by 2300 hours. I shall leave you now, until morn-
ing. Good night.”’

Carmichael did not sleep well that night, nor did he eat
well the next day. He awoke late, for one thing—well past
nine. He discovered that someone, obviously Bismarck, had
neatly cancelled out the impulses from the housebrain that
woke him at seven each morning.

The breakfast menu was toast and black coffee. Carmichael
ate disgruntedly, not speaking, indicating by brusque scowls
that he did not want to be spoken to. After the miserable meal
had been cleared away, he surreptitiously tiptoed to the front
door in his dressing gown and darted a hand toward the
handle.

The door refused to budge. He pushed until sweat dribbled
down his face. He heard Ethel whisper warningly, ‘‘Sam—"’
and a moment later cool metallic fingers gently disengaged
him from the door.

~ Bismarck said, ‘I beg your pardon, sir. The door will not
open. I explained this last night.”’

Carmichael gazed sourly at the gimmicked control box of
the privacy field. The robot had them utterly hemmed in. The
reversed privacy field made it impossible for them to leave
the house; it cast a sphere of force around the entire detached
dwelling. In theory, the field could be penetrated from out-
side, but nobody was likely to come calling without an invita-
tion. Not here in Westley. It wasn’t one of those neighborly
subdivisions where everybody knew everybody else. Carmichael
had picked it for that reason.

‘“‘Damn you,"’ he growled, ‘‘you can’t hold us prisoners in
here!”’

“My intent is only to help you,’

y

said the robot, in a
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mechanical yet dedicated voice. ‘‘My function is to supervise
your diet. Since you will not obey willingly, obedience must
be enforced—for your own good.”’

Carmichael scowled and walked away. The worst part of it
was that the roboservitor sounded so sincere!

Trapped. The phone connection was severed. The windows
were darkened. Somehow, Joey’s attempt at repairs had re-
sulted in a short circuit of the robot’s obedience filters, and
had also exaggeratedly stimulated its sense of function. Now
Bismarck was determined to make them lose weight if it had
to kill them to do so.

And that seemed very likely.

Blockaded, the Carmichael family met in a huddled little
group to whisper plans for a counterattack. Clyde stood watch,
but the robutler seemed to be in a state of general shock
since the demonstration of the servitor-robot’s independent
capacity for action, and Carmichael now regarded him as
undependable.

‘“He’s got the kitchen walled off with some kind of
electronic-based force web,’’ Joey said. ‘‘He must have built
it during the night. I tried to sneak in and scrounge some
‘food, and got nothing but a flat nose for trying.”’

“I know,’’ Carmichael said sadly. ‘‘He built the same sort
of doohickey around the bar. Three hundred credits of good
booze in there and I can’t even grab the handle!”’

“This is no time to worry about drinking,”’ Ethel said
morosely. ‘‘We’ll be skeletons any day.”’

“It isn’t that bad, Mom!’’ Joey said.

‘“Yes, it is!”’ cried Myra. ‘‘I've lost five pounds in four
days!”’

‘‘Is that so terrible?’’

“I’'m wasting away,’’ she sobbed. ‘‘My figure—it’s van-
ishing! And—"’

“‘Quiet,”” Carmichael whispered. ‘‘Bismarck’s coming!”’

The robot emerged from the kitchen, passing through the
force barrier as if it had been a cobweb. It seemed to have
effect on humans only, Carmichael thought. ‘‘Lunch will be
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served in eight minutes,’’ it said obsequiously, and returned
to its lair.

Carmichael glanced at his watch. The time was 1230 hours.
“‘Probably down at the office they’re wondering where I
am,”’ he said. *‘I haven’t missed a day’s work in years.”’

‘““They won’t care,”’ Ethel said. ‘‘An executive isn’t re-
quired to account for every day off he takes, you know."’

‘‘But they’ll worry after three or four days, won’t they?’’
Myra asked. ‘‘Maybe they’ll try to phone—or even send a
rescue mission!’’

From the kitchen, Bismarck said coldly, ‘‘There will be no
danger of that. While you slept this morning, I notified your
place of employment that you were resigning.”’

Carmichael gasped, Then, recovering, he said: ‘‘You’re
lying! The phone’s cut off—and you never would have risked
leaving the house, even if we were asleep!”’

*‘I communicated with them via a microwave generator I
constructed with the aid of your son’s reference books last
night,”” Bismarck replied. ‘‘Clyde reluctantly supplied me
with the number. I also phoned your bank and instructed them
to handle for you all such matters as tax payments, invest-
ment decisions, etc. To forestall difficulties, let me add that a
force web will prevent access on your part to the electronic
equipment in the basement. I will be able to conduct such
communication with the outside world as will be necessary
for your welfare, Mr. Carmichael. You need have no worries
on that score.”’

*‘No,”” Carmichael echoed hollowly. ‘‘No worries.”’

He turned to Joey. ‘“We’ve got to get out of here. Are you
sure there’s no way of disconnecting the privacy field?”’

‘‘He’s got one of his force fields rigged around the control
box. I can’t even get near the thing.”’

““If only we had an iceman, or an oilman, the way the
oldtime houses did,”’ Ethel said bitterly. ‘*He’d show up and
come inside and probably he’d know how to shut the field off.
But not here. Oh no. We’ve got a shiny chrome-plated cryo-
stat in the basement that dishes out lots of liquid helium to
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run the fancy cryotronic supercooled power plant that gives us
heat and light, and we have enough food in the freezer to last
for at least a decade or two, and so we can live like this for
years, a neat little self-contained island in the middle of
civilization, with nobody bothering us, nobody wondering
about us, and Sam Carmichael’s pet robot to feed us when-
ever and as little as it pleases—"’

There was a cutting edge to her voice that was dangerously
close to hysteria.

“‘Ethel, please,’’ said Carmichael.

‘‘Please what? Please keep quiet? Please stay calm? Sam,
we’re prisoners in here!”’

*“I know. You don’t have to raise your voice.”’

‘‘Maybe if I do, someone will hear us and come and get us
out,”’ she replied more coolly.

“It’s four hundred feet to the next home, dear. And in the
seven years we’ve lived here, we’ve had about two visits
from our neighbors. We paid a stiff price for seclusion and
now we're paying a stiffer one. But please keep under con-
trol, Ethel.”’

“Don’t worry, Mom. I'll figure a way out of this,”” Joey
said reassuringly.

In one corner of the living room, Myra was sobbing quietly
to herself, blotching her makeup. Carmichael felt a faintly
claustrophobic quiver. The house was big, three levels and
twelve rooms, but even so he could get tired of it very
quickly.

“‘Luncheon is served,
booming tones.

And tired of lettuce-and-tomato lunches, too, Carmichael
added silently, as he shepherded his family toward the dining
room for their meagre midday meal.

“You have to do something about this, Sam,’”’ Ethel
Carmichael said on the third day of their imprisonment.

He glared at her. ‘‘Have to, eh? And just what am I
supposed to do?’’

*‘Daddy, don’t get excited,’”’ Myra said.

LX)

the roboservitor announced in
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He whirled on her. “‘Don’t tell me what I should or
shouldn’t do!”’

‘‘She can’t help it, dear. We're all a little overwrought.
After all, cooped up here—"’

‘I know. Like lambs in a pen,”’ he finished acidly. ‘‘Ex-
cept that we’re not being fattened for slaughter. We’re—we’re
being thinned, and for our own alleged good!”’

Carmichael subsided gloomily. Toast-and-black-coffee,
lettuce-and-tomato, rare-steak-and-peas. Bismarck’s channels
seemed to have frozen permanently at that daily menu.

But what could he do?

Contact with the outside world was impossible. The robot
had erected a bastion in the basement from which he con-
ducted such little business with the world as the Carmichael
family had. Generally, they were self-sufficient. And Bis-
marck’s force fields insured the impossibility of any attempts
to disconnect the outer sheath, break into the basement, or
even get at the food supply or the liquor. It was all very neat,
and the four of them were fast approaching a state of starvation.

“Sam?”’

He lifted his head wearily. ‘‘What is it, Ethel?”’

‘*‘Myra had an idea before. Tell him, Myra.”’

*‘Oh, it would never work,”’ Myra said demurely.

““Tell him!”’

*‘Well—Dad, you could try to turn Bismarck off.’’

‘“‘Huh?”’ Carmichael grunted.

‘I mean if you or Joey could distract him somehow, then
Joey or you could open him up again and—"’

““No,’” Carmichael snapped. ‘‘That thing’s seven feet tall
and weighs three hundred pounds. If you think I’m going to
wrestle with it—""

‘“We could let Clyde try,”’ Ethel suggested.

Carmichael shook his head vehemently. ‘‘The carnage would
be frightful.”

Joey said, ‘‘Dad, it may be our only hope.”’

‘“You too?”’ Carmichael asked.

He took a deep breath. He felt himself speared by two
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deadly feminine glances, and he knew there was no hope but
to try it. Resignedly, he pushed himself to his feet and said,
“‘Okay. Clyde, go call Bismarck. Joey, I'll try to hang onto
his arms while you open up his chest. Yank anything you
can.”

““Be careful,”’ Ethel warned. “‘If there’s an explosion—"’

*“If there’s an explosion, we're all free,”” Carmichael said
testily. He turned to see the broad figure of the roboservitor
standing at the entrance to the living room.

‘“‘May I be of service, sir?”’

“You may,’” Carmichael said. ‘“We’re having a little de-
bate here and we want your evidence. It’s a matter of
defannising the poozlestan and—Joey, open him up!”’

Carmichael grabbed for the robot’s arms, trying to hold
them without getting hurled across the room, while his son
clawed frantically at the stud that opened the robot’s innards.
Carmichael anticipated immediate destruction—but, to his
surprise, he found himself slipping as he tried to grasp the
thick arms.

“Dad, it’s no use. [—he—"’

Carmichael found himself abruptly four feet off the ground.
He heard Ethel and Myra scream and Clyde’s, ‘‘Do be care-
ful, sir.”

Bismarck was carrying them across the room, gently, cra-
dling him in one giant arm and Joey in the other. It set them
down on the couch and stood back.

‘‘Such an attempt is highly dangerous,’’ Bismarck said
reprovingly. “‘It puts me in danger of harming you physi-
cally. Please avoid any such acts in the future.’’

Carmichael stared broodingly af his son. ‘‘Did you have
the same trouble I did?”’

Joey nodded. ‘‘I couldn’t get within an inch of his skin. It
stands to reason, though. He’s built one of those damned
force screens around himself, too!”’

Carmichael groaned. He did not look at his wife and his
children. Physical attack on Bismarck was now out of the
question. He began to feel as if he had been condemned to
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life imprisonment—and that his stay in durance vile would
not be extremely prolonged.

In the upstairs bathroom, six days after the beginning of the
blockade, Sam Carmichael stared at his haggard fleshless face
in the mirror before wearily climbing on the scale.

He weighed 180.

He had lost twelve pounds in less than two weeks. He was
fast becoming a quivering wreck.

A thought occurred to him as he stared at the wavering
needle on the scale, and sudden elation spread over him. He
dashed downstairs. Ethel was doggedly crocheting in the
living room; Joey and Myra were playing cards grimly, des-
perately now, after six solid days of gin rummy and honey-
moon bridge.

‘““Where’s that robot?’’ Carmichael roared. ‘‘Come out
here!”’

“‘In the kitchen,”’ Ethel said tonelessly.

‘‘Bismarck! Bismarck!’’ Carmichael roared. ‘‘Come out
here!”’

The robot appeared. ‘‘How may I serve you, sir?”’

*‘Damn you, scan me with your superpower receptors and
tell me how much I weigh!”’

After a pause, the robot said gravely, ‘‘One hundred seventy-
nine pounds eleven ounces, Mr. Carmichael.’’

“Yes! Yes! And the original program I had taped into you
was supposed to reduce me from 192 to 180,”’ Carmichael
crowed triumphantly. ‘‘So I'm finished with you, as long as I
don’t gain any more weight. And so are the rest of us, I'll
bet. Ethel! Myra! Joey! Upstairs and weigh yourselves!’’

But the robot regarded him with a doleful glare and said,
*‘Sir, I find no record within me of any limitation on your
reduction of weight.”’

“What?"’

‘I have checked my tapes fully. I have a record of an order
causing weight reduction, but that tape does not appear to
specify a terminus ad quem.”’

Carmichael exhaled and took three staggering steps back-
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ward. His legs wobbled; he felt Joey supporting him. He
mumbled, ‘‘But I thought—I'm sure we did—I know we
instructed you—"’

Hunger gnawed at his flesh. Joey said softly, ‘‘Dad, proba-
bly that part of his tape was erased when he short-circuited.’’

““Oh,”” Carmichael said numbly.

He tottered into the living room and collapsed heavily in
what had once been his favorite armchair. It wasn’t anymore.
The entire house had become odious to him. He longed to see
the sunlight again, to see trees and grass, even to see that
excrescence of an ultramodern house that the left-hand neigh-
bors had erected.

But now that would be impossible. He had hoped, for a
few minutes at least, that the robot would release them from
dietary bondage when the original goal was shown to be
accomplished. Evidently that was to be denied him. He gig-
gled, then began to laugh.

‘““What’s so funny, dear?’’ Ethel asked. She had lost her
earlier tendencies to hysteria, and after long days of complex
crocheting now regarded the universe with quiet resignation.

“‘Funny? The fact that I weigh 180 now. I’m lean, trim, fit
as a fiddle. Next month I'll weigh 170. Then 160. Then
finally about 88 pounds or so. We’ll all shrivel up. Bismarck
will starve us to death.”’

“Don’t worry, Dad. We’re going to get out of this.’’

Somehow Joey’s brash boyish confidence sounded forced
now. Carmichael shook his head. ‘“‘We won’t. We’ll never
get out. And Bismarck’s going to reduce us ad infinitum.
He’s got no terminus ad quem!”’

““What’s he saying?’’ Myra asked.

“It’s Latin,”’ Joey explained. ‘‘But listen, Dad—I have an
idea that I think will work.”” He lowered his voice. ‘‘I'm
going to try to adjust Clyde, see? If I can get a sort of
multiple vibrating effect in his neural pathway, maybe I can
slip him through the reversed privacy field. He can go get
help, find someone who can shut the field off. There’s an
article on multiphase generators in last month’s Popular Elec-
tromagnetics and it’s in my room upstairs. I—"’
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His voice died away. Carmichael, who had been listening
with the air of a condemned man hearing his reprieve, said
impatiently, ‘“Well? Go on. Tell me more.”’

““Didn’t you hear that, Dad?’’

‘‘Hear what?”’ -

*“The front door. I thought I heard it open just now.’’

‘““We’re all cracking up,’”’ Carmichael said dully. He cursed
the salesman at Marhew, he cursed the inventor of cryotronic
robots, he cursed the day he had first felt ashamed of good
old Jemima and resolved to replace her with a new model.

‘I hope I’m not intruding, Mr. Carmichael,’”’ a new voice
said apologetically.

Carmichael blinked and looked up. A wiry, ruddy-cheeked
figure in a heavy peajacket had materialized in the middle of
the living room. He was clutching a green metal toolbox in
one gloved hand. He was Robinson, the robot repairman.

Carmichael asked hoarsely, ‘‘How did you get in?"’

‘“Through the front door. I could see a light on inside, but
nobody answered the doorbell when I rang, so I stepped in.
Your doorbell’s out of order. I thought I'd tell you. I know
it’s rude—"’

“‘Don’t apologize,’’ Carmichael muttered. ‘‘We’re delighted
to see you.”’

“I was in the neighborhood, you see, and I figured I'd
drop in and see how things were working out with your new
robot,”’ Robinson said.

Carmichael told him crisply and precisely and quickly. ‘‘So
we’ve been prisoners in here for six days,”’ he finished.
‘“‘And your robot is gradually starving us to death. We can’t
hold out much longer.’’

The smile abruptly left Robinson’s cheery face. ‘‘I thought
you all looked rather unhealthy. Oh, damn, now there’ll be an
investigation and all kinds of trouble. But at least I can end
your imprisonment.’’

He opened his toolbox and selected a tubular instrument
eight inches long, with a glass bulb at one end and a trigger
attachment at the other. ‘‘Force-field damper,’’ he explained.
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He pointed it at the control box of the privacy field and
nodded in satisfaction. ‘‘There. Great little gadget. That neu-
tralizes the effects of what the robot did and you’re no longer
blockaded. And now, if you’ll produce the robot—"’

Carmichael sent Clyde off to get Bismarck. The robutler
returned a few moments later, followed by the looming
roboservitor. Robinson grinned gaily, pointed the neutralizer
at Bismarck and squeezed. The robot froze in mid-glide,
emitting a brief squeak.

““There. That should immobilize him. Let’s have a look in
that chassis now.’’

The repairman quickly opened Bismarck’s chest and, pro-
ducing a pocket flash, peered around in the complex interior
of the servomechanism, making occasional clucking inaudible
comments.

Overwhelmed with relief, Carmichael shakily made his
way to a seat. Free! Free at last! His mouth watered at the
thought of the meals he was going to have in the next few
days. Potatoes and Martinis and warm buttered rolls and all
the other forbidden foods!

‘‘Fascinating,”” Robinson said, half to himself. ‘“The obe-
dience filters are completely shorted out, and the purpose
nodes were somehow soldered together by the momentary
high-voltage arc. I've never seen anything quite like this, you
know.”’

““‘Neither had we,”’ Carmichael said hollowly.

“‘Really, though—this is an utterly new breakthrough in
robotic science! If we can reproduce this effect, it means we
can build self-willed robots—and think of what thar means to
science!”’

‘“We know already,’’ Ethel said.

“I’d love to watch what happens when the power source is
operating,’”’ Robinson went on. ‘‘For instance, is that feed-
back loop really negative or—"’

““No!”’ five voices shrieked at once—with Clyde, as usual,
coming in last.

It was too late. The entire event had taken no more than a
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tenth of a second. Robinson had squeezed his neutralizer
trigger again, activating Bismarck—and in one quick swoop
the roboservitor seized neutralizer and toolbox from the
stunned repairman, activated the privacy field once again, and
exultantly crushed the fragile neutralizer between two mighty
fingers.

Robinson stammered, ‘‘But—but—"’

‘“This attempt at interfering with the well-being of the
Carmichael family was ill-advised,’’ Bismarck said severely.
He peered into the toolbox, found a second neutralizer and
neatly reduced it to junk. He clanged shut his chest plates.

Robinson turned and streaked for the door, forgetting the
reactivated privacy field. He bounced back hard, spinning
wildly around. Carmichael rose from his seat just in time to
catch him.

There was a panicky, trapped look on the repairman’s face.
Carmichael was no longer able to share the emotion; inwardly
he was numb, totally resigned, not minded for further struggle.

‘‘He—he moved so fast/”’ Robinson burst out.

‘‘He did indeed,’’ Carmichael said tranquilly. He patted his
hollow stomach and sighed gently. ‘‘Luckily, we have an
unoccupied guest bedroom for you, Mr. Robinson. Welcome
to our happy little home. I hope you like toast and black
coffee for breakfast.”’
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THE PRIZE OF PERIL
BY ROBERT SHECKLEY (1928- )

THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE ACTION
may

Robert Sheckley has always been a master of social science
extrapolation combined with satire, and 1 fondly remember
the impact his stories had on my then pliable mind in the
1950s. 1958 was a particularly important year for him, since
it saw the publication of his first science fiction novel, the
still-exciting Immortality Delivered (later revised as Immortal-
ity, Inc.). Although he has published some ten novels in the
field, it is his work at the shorter lengths for which he will be
remembered.

‘“The Prize of Peril’’ is a fine example of a good writer
taking a trend to its logical conclusion. It is an idea that has
been used by other writers, including Stephen King in The
Running Man. As I write these words Variety says that game
shows featuring considerable physical danger are to appear
among next year's television offerings.

Thanks a lot, Bob. (MHG)

The proper way of doing a satire is to take some aspect of
society that strikes you as particularly stupid and carry it to a
logical extreme. The effect, when properly done, is to mag-
nify the stupidity to so horrifying an extent that it can be
missed by no one, however jaded.
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For instance, we have all watched game shows on televi-
sion where people are asked to perform difficult tasks in a
short period of time and where failure subjects them to ridicu-
lous and undignified postures and events while the studio
audience (and, presumably, the home audience) laughs un-
feelingly. Or where couples are asked to answer questions
about each other that cannot help but make each of them look
foolish, again to cries of merriment from the onlookers.

But why do people subject themselves to such indignities?
—for money, of course (do you have to ask?). There's always
the chance that they will get a brand-new automobile or a trip
to Hawaii and then they scream in pretty joy as they wipe
away the egg from their hair.

The idea that these shows teach is that people will sacrifice
anything if it means getting something for nothing.

You may say, ‘‘What harm does it do? It’s just fun.”’

—Well, I won’t talk about the weakening of moral fiber,
because I don’t like to preach, but we might ask where it
would stop. How exciting do we want to make it? To what
extent can we deepen the level of humiliation? —Let Robert
Scheckley tell you. (IA)

Raeder lifted his head cautiously above the window sill. He
saw the fire escape, and below it a narrow alley. There was a
weather-beaten baby carriage in the alley, and three garbage
cans. As he watched, a black-sleeved arm moved from
behind the furthest can, with something shiny in its fist.
Raeder ducked down. A bullet smashed through the window
above his head and punctured the ceiling, showering him with
plaster.

Now he knew about the alley. It was guarded, just like the
door.

He lay at full length on the cracked linoleum, staring at the
bullet hole in the ceiling, listening to the sounds outside the
door. He was a tall man with bloodshot eyes and a two-day
stubble. Grime and fatigue had etched lines into his face. Fear
had touched his features, tightening a muscle here and twitch-
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ing a nerve there. The results were startling. His face had
character now, for it was reshaped by the expectation of
death.

There was a gunman in the alley and two on the stairs. He
was trapped. He was dead.

Sure, Raeder thought, he still moved and breathed; but that
was only because of death’s inefficiency. Death would take
care of him in a few minutes. Death would poke holes in his
face and body, artistically dab his clothes with blood, arrange
his limbs in some grotesque position of the graveyard ballet . . .

Raeder bit his lip sharply. He wanted to live. There had to
be a way.

He rolled onto his stomach and surveyed the dingy cold-
water apartment into which the killers had driven him. It was
a perfect little one-room coffin. It had a door, which was
watched, and a fire escape, which was watched. And it had a
tiny windowless bathroom.

He crawled to the bathroom and stood up. There was a
ragged hole in the ceiling, almost four inches wide. If he
could enlarge it, crawl through into the apartment above . . .

He heard a muffled thud. The killers were impatient. They
were beginning to break down the door.

He studied the hole in the ceiling. No use even considering
it. He could never enlarge it in time.

They were smashing against the door, grunting each time
they struck. Soon the lock would tear out, or the hinges
would pull out of the rotting wood. The door would go down,
and the two blank-faced men would enter, dusting off their
jackets . . .

But surely someone would help him! He took the tiny
television set from his pocket. The picture was blurred, and
he didn’t bother to adjust it. The audio was clear and precise.

He listened to the well-modulated voice of Mike Terry
addressing his vast audience.

‘““. .. terrible spot,”” Terry was saying. ‘‘Yes folks, Jim
Raeder is in a truly terrible predicament. He had been hid-
ing, yow'll remember, in a third-rate Broadway hotel under
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an assumed name. It seemed safe enough. But the bellhop
recognized him, and gave that information to the Thompson
gang.”’

The door creaked under repeated blows. Raeder clutched
the little television set and listened.

“Jim Raeder just managed to escape from the hotel! Closely
pursued, he entered a brownstone at one fifty-six West End
Avenue. His intention was to go over the roofs. And it might
have worked, folks, it just might have worked. But the roof
door was locked. It looked like the end. . . . But Raeder
Jound that apartment seven was unoccupied and unlocked. He
entered . . ."”

Terry paused for emphasis, then cried: ‘“—and now he’s
trapped there, trapped like a rat in a cage! The Thompson
gang is breaking down the door! The fire escape is guarded!
Our camera crew, situated in a nearby building, is giving you
a closeup now. Look, folks, just look! Is there no hope for
Jim Raeder?’’

Is there no hope, Raider silently echoed, perspiration pour-
ing from him as he stood in the dark, stifling little bathroom,
listening to the steady thud against the door.

‘‘Wait a minute!’’ Mike Terry cried. ‘‘Hang on, Jim Raeder,
hang on a little longer. Perhaps there is hope! I have an
urgent call from one of our viewers, a call on the Good
Samaritan Line! Here’s someone who thinks he can help you,
Jim. Are you listening, Jim Raeder?’’

Raeder waited, and heard the hinges tearing out of rotten
wood.

““Go right ahead, sir,”’ said Mike Terry. ‘‘What is your
name, sir?’”’

‘‘Er—Felix Bartholemow."’

“Don’t be nervous, Mr. Bartholemow. Go right ahead.”’

‘“Well, OK. Mr. Raeder,”’ said an old man’s shaking
voice, ‘I used to live at one five six West End Avenue. Same
apartment you're trapped in, Mr. Raeder—fact! Look, that
bathroom has got a window, Mr. Raeder. It's been painted
over, but it has got a—"’
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Raeder pushed the television set into his pocket. He located
the outlines of the window and kicked. Glass shattered, and
daylight poured startlingly in. He cleared the jagged sill and
quickly peered down.

Below was a long drop to a concrete courtyard.

The hinges tore free. He heard the door opening. Quickly
Raeder climbed through the window, hung by his fingertips
for a moment, and dropped.

The shock was stunning. Groggily he stood up. A face
appeared at the bathroom window.

‘“Tough luck,’’ said the man, leaning out and taking care-
ful aim with a snub-nosed .38.

At that moment a smoke bomb exploded inside the bathroom.

The killer’s shot went wide. He turned, cursing. More
smoke bombs burst in the courtyard, obscuring Raeder’s figure.

He could hear Mike Terry’s frenzied voice over the TV set
in his pocket. ‘‘Now run for it!”’ Terry was screaming. ‘‘Run,
Jim Raeder, run for your life. Run now, while the killers’
eyes are filled with smoke. And thank Good Samaritan Sarah
Winters of three four one two Edgar Street, Brockton, Mass.,
for donating five smoke bombs and employing the services of
a man to throw them!”’

In a quieter voice, Terry continued: ‘‘You’ve saved a man’s
life today, Mrs. Winters. Would you tell our audience how
i’

Raider wasn’t able to hear any more. He was running through
the smoke-filled courtyard, past clothes lines, into the open
street.

He walked down 63d Street, slouching to minimize his
height, staggering slightly from exertion, dizzy from lack of
food and sleep.

‘‘Hey you!”’

Raeder turned. A middle-aged woman was sitting on the
steps of a brownstone, frowning at him.

“You're Raeder, aren’t you? The one they’re trying to
kill?”’
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Raeder started to walk away.

‘‘Come inside here, Raeder,”’ the woman said.

Perhaps it was a trap. But Raeder knew that he had to
depend upon the generosity and good-heartedness of the peo-
ple. He was their representative, a projection of themselves,
an average guy in trouble. Without them, he was lost. With
them, nothing could harm him.

Trust in the people, Mike Terry had told him. They’ll
never let you down.

He followed the woman into her parlor. She told him to sit
down and left the room, returning almost immediately with a
plate of stew. She stood watching him while he ate, as one
would watch an ape in the zoo eat peanuts.

Two children came out of the kitchen and stared at him.
Three overalled men came out of the bedroom and focused a
television camera on him. There was a big televisien set in
the parlor. As he gulped his food, Raeder watched the image
of Mike Terry, and listened to the man’s strong, sincere,
worried voice.

““There he is folks,”’ Terry was saying. ‘‘There’s Jim
Raeder now, eating his first square meal in two days. Our
camera crews have really been working to cover this for you!
Thanks, boys. . . . Folks, Jim Raeder has been given a brief
sanctuary by Mrs. Velma O’Dell, of three forty-three Sixty-
Third Street. Thank you, Good Samaritan O’Dell! It's really
wonderful, how people from all walks of life have taken Jim
Raeder to their hearts!”’

‘“You better hurry,”” Mrs. O’Dell said.

‘“Yes ma’am,’’ Raeder said.

“‘I don’t want no gunplay in my apartment.’”

“‘I’m almost finished, ma’am.”’

One of the children asked. ‘‘Aren’t they going to kill
him?”’

‘“‘Shut up,”’ said Mrs. O’Dell.

“Yes Jim,”’ chanted Mike Terry, ‘‘you’d better hurry. Your
killers aren’t far behind. They aren’t stupid men, Jim. Vi-
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cious, warped, insane—yes! But not stupid. They’re following
a trail of blood—blood from your torn hand, Jim!"’

Raeder hadn’t realized until now that he’d cut his hand on
the window sill.

‘‘Here, I'll bandage that,”” Mrs. O’Dell said. Raeder stood
up and let her bandage his hand. Then she gave him a brown
jacket and a gray slouch hat.

‘‘My husband’s stuff,’’ she said.

“‘He has a disguise, folks!"’ Mike Terry cried delightedly.
“‘This is something new! A disguise! With seven hours to go
until he’s safe!”’

“‘Now get out of here,’”’ Mrs. O’Dell said.

“I’'m going, ma’am,’’ Raeder said. ‘‘Thanks.”’

‘I think you’re stupid,’’ she said. ‘‘I think you’re stupid to
be involved in this.’’

‘“Yes ma’am.”’

*“It just isn’t worth it.”’

Raeder thanked her and left. He walked to Broadway,
caught a subway to 59th Street, then an uptown local to 86th.
There he bought a newspaper and changed for the Manhasset
thru-express.

He glanced at his watch. He had six and a half hours to go.

The subway roared under Manhattan. Raeder dozed, his
bandaged hand concealed under the newspaper, the hat pulled
over his face. Had he been recognized yet? Had he shaken the
Thompson gang? Or was someone telephoning them now?

Dreamily he wondered if he had escaped death. Or was he
still a cleverly animated corpse, moving around because of
death’s inefficiency? (My dear, death is so laggard these
days! Jim Raeder walked about for hours after he died, and
actually answered people’s questions before he could be de-
cently buried!)

Raeder’s eyes snapped open. He had dreamed something
. . . unpleasant. He couldn’t remember what.

He closed his eyes again and remembered, with mild aston-
ishment, a time when he had been in no trouble.
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That was two years ago. He had been a big pleasant young
man working as a truck driver’s helper. He had no talents. He
was too modest to have dreams.

The tight-faced little truck driver had the dreams for him.
‘“Why not try for a television show, Jim? I would if I had
your looks. They like nice average guys with nothing much
on the ball. As contestants. Everybody likes guys like that.
Why not look into it?”’

So he had looked into it. The owner of the local television
store had explained it further.

““You see, Jim, the public is sick of highly trained athletes
with their trick reflexes and their professional courage. Who
can feel for guys like that? Who can identify? People want to
watch exciting things, sure, but not when some joker is
making it his business for fifty thousand a year. That’s why
organized sports are in a slump. That’s why the thrill shows
are booming.”’

*“I see,’’ said Raeder.

*“‘Six years ago, Jim, Congress passed the Voluntary Sui-
cide Act. Those old senators talked a lot about free will and
self-determinism at the time. But that’s all crap. You know
what the Act really mean? It means the amateurs can risk
their lives for the big loot, not just professionals. In the old
days you had to be a professional boxer or foetballer or
hockey player if you wanted your brains beaten out legally for
money. But now that opportunity is open to ordinary people
like you, Jim.”’

“‘I see,”” Raeder said again.

“It’s a marvelous opportunity. Take you. You’re no better
than anyone, Jim. Anything you can do, anyone can do.
You're average. 1 think the thrill shows would go for you.”’

Raeder permitted himself to dream. Television shows looked
like a sure road to riches for a pleasant young fellow with no
particular talent or training. He wrote a letter to a show called
Hazard and enclosed a photograph of himself.

Hazard was interested in him. The JBC network investi-
gated, and found that he was average enough to satisfy the
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wariest viewer. His parentage and affiliations were checked.
At last he was summoned to New York, and interviewed by
Mr. Moulian.

Moulian was dark and intense, ahd chewed gum as he
talked. ‘‘You’ll do,”” he snapped. ‘‘But not for Hazard.
You’ll appear on Spills. It’s a half-hour daytime show on
Channel Three.”’

““Gee,’’ said Raeder.

‘‘Don’t thank me. There’s a thousand dollars if you win or
place second, and a consolation prize of a hundred dollars if
you lose. But that’s not important.’’

““No sir.”’

““‘Spills is a lirtle show. The JBC network uses it as a
testing ground. First- and second-place winners on Spills
move on to Emergency. The prizes are much bigger on
Emergency.”’

‘I know they are, sir.”’

*“And if you do well on Emergency there are the first-class
thrill shows, like Hazard and Underwater Perils, with their
nationwide coverage and enormous prizes. And then comes
the really big time. How far you go is up to you.”’

“I’'ll do my best, sir,”’ Raeder said.

Moulian stopped chewing gum for a moment and said,
almost reverently, ‘“You can do it, Jim. Just remember.
You're the people, and the people can do anything.”’

The way he said it made Raeder feel momentarily sorry for
Mr. Moulian, who was dark and frizzy-haired and pop-eyed,
and was obviously not the people.

They shook hands. Then Raeder signed a paper absolving
the JBC of all responsibility should he lose his life, limbs or
reason during the contest. And he signed another paper exer-
cising his rights under the Voluntary Suicide Act. The law
required this, and it was a mere formality.

In three weeks, he appeared on Spills.

The program followed the classic form of the automobile
race. Untrained drivers climbed into powerful American and
European competition cars and raced over a murderous twenty-
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mile course. Raeder was shaking with fear as he slid his bif
Maserati into the wrong gear and took off.

The race was a screaming, tire-burning nightmare. Raede!
stayed back, letting the early leaders smash themselves up o
the counterbanked hairpin turns. He crept into third plac
when a Jaguar in front of him swerved against an Alfa
Romeo, and the two cars roared into a plowed field. Raedes
gunned for second place on the last three miles, but couldn’
find passing room. An S-curve almost took him, but hi
fought the car back on the road, still holding third. Then th
lead driver broke a crankshaft in the final fifty yards, and Ji
ended in second place.

He was now a thousand dollars ahead. He received four f:
letters, and a lady in Oshkosh sent him a pair of argyles. H
was invited to appear on Emergency.

Unlike the others, Emergency was not a competition-typ
program. It stressed individual initiative. For the show, Raede:
was knocked out with a non-habit-forming narcotic. He awok
in the cockpit of a small airplane, cruising on autopilot at te
thousand feet. His fuel gauge showed nearly empty. He had
no parachute. He was supposed to land the plane.

Of course, he had never flown before.

He experimented gingerly with the controls, remembering
that last week’s participant had recovered consciousness in a
submarine, had openéd the wrong valve, and had drowned.

Thousands of viewers watched spellbound as this average
man, a man just like themselves, struggled with the situation
just as they would do. Jim Raeder was them. Anything he
could do, they could do. He was representative of the people.

Raeder managed to bring the ship down in some semblance
of a landing. He flipped over a few times, but his seat belt
held. And the engine, contrary to expectations, did not burst
into flames.

He staggered out with two broken ribs, three thousand
dollars, and a chance, when he healed, to appear on Torero.

At last, a first-class thrill show! Torero paid ten thousand
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dollars. All you had to do was kill a black Miura bull with a
sword, just like a real trained matador.

The fight was held in Madrid, since bullfighting was still
illegal in the United States. It was nationally televised.

Raeder had a good cuadrilla. They liked the big, slow-
moving American. The picadors really leaned into their lances,
trying to slow the bull for him. The banderilleros tried to run
the beast off his feet before driving in their banderillas. And
the second matador, a mournful man from Algiceras, almost
broke the bull’s neck with fancy capework.

But when all was said and done it was Jim Raeder on the
sand, a red muleta clumsily gripped in his left hand, a sword
in his right, facing a ton of black, blood-streaked, wide-
horned bull.

Someone was shouting, *‘Try for the lung, hombre. Don’t
be a hero, stick him in the lung.’’ But Jim only knew what
the technical adviser in New York had told him: Aim with the
sword and go in over the horns.

Over he went. The sword bounced off bone, and the bull
tossed him over its back. He stood up, miraculously ungouged,
took another sword and went over the horns again with his
eyes closed. The god who protects children and fools must
have been watching, for the sword slid in like a needle
through butter, and the bull looked startled, stared at him
unbelievingly, and dropped like a deflated balloon.

They paid him ten thousand dollars, and his broken collar
bone healed in practically no time. He received twenty-three
fan letters, including a passionate invitation from a girl in
Atlantic City, which he ignored. And they asked him if he
wanted to appear on another show.

He had lost some of his innocence. He was now fully
aware that he had been almost killed for pocket money. The
big loot lay ahead. Now he wanted to be almost killed for
something worthwhile.

So he appeared on Underwater Perils, sponsored by
Fairlady’s Soap. In face mask, respirator, weighted belt,
flippers and knife, he slipped into the warm waters of the
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Caribbean with four other contestants, followed by a cage-
protected camera crew. The idea was to locate and bring up a
treasure which the sponsor had hidden there.

Mask diving isn’t especially hazardous. But the sponsor
had added some frills for public interest. The area was sown
with giant clams, moray eels, sharks of several species, giant
octopuses, poison coral, and other dangers of the deep.

It was a stirring contest. A man from Florida found the
treasure in a deep crevice, but a moray eel found him.
Another diver took the treasure, and a shark took him. The
brilliant blue-green water became cloudy with blood, which
photographed well on color TV. The treasure slipped to the
bottom and Raeder plunged after it, popping an eardrum in the
process. He plucked it from the coral, jettisoned his weighted
belt and made for the surface. Thirty feet from the top he had
to fight another diver for the treasure.

They feinted back and forth with their knives. The man
struck, slashing Raeder across the chest. But Raeder, with the
self-possession of an old contestant, dropped his knife and
tore the man’s respirator out of his mouth.

That did it. Raeder surfaced, and presented the treasure at
the stand-by boat. It turned out to be a package of Fairlady’s
Soap—*‘The Greatest Treasure of All.”’

That netted him twenty-two thousand dollars in cash and
prizes, and three hundred and eight fan letters, and an inter-
esting proposition from a girl in Macon, which he seriously
considered. He received free hospitalization for his knife
slash and burst eardrum, and injections for coral infection.

But best of all, he was invited to appear on the biggest of
the thrill shows. The Prize of Peril.

And that was when the real trouble began. . . .

The subway came to a stop, jolting him out of his reverie.
Raeder pushed back his hat and observed, across the aisle, a
man staring at him and whispering to a stout woman. Had
they recognized him?

He stood up as soon as the doors opened, and glanced at
his watch. He had five hours to go.
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* * *

At the Manhasset station he stepped into a taxi and told the
driver to take him to New Salem.

““New Salem?’’ the driver asked, looking at him in the rear
vision mirror.

‘“That’s right.”’

The driver snapped on his radio. ‘‘Fare to New Salem.
Yep, that’s right. New Salem.”’

They drove off. Raeder frowned, wondering if it had been
a signal. It was perfectly usual for taxi drivers to report to
their dispatchers, of course. But something about the man’s
voice . . .

‘‘Let me off here,”” Raeder said.

He paid the driver and began walking down a narrow
country road that curved through sparse woods. The trees
were too small and too widely separated for shelter. Raeder
walked on, looking for a place to hide.

There was a heavy truck approaching. He kept on walking,
pulling his hat low on his forehead. But as the truck drew
near, he heard a voice from the television set in his pocket. It
cried, ‘‘Watch out!”’

He flung himself into the ditch. The truck careened past,
narrowly missing him, and screeched to a stop. The driver
was shouting, ‘‘There he goes! Shoot, Harry, shoot!’’

Bullets clipped leaves from the trees as Raeder sprinted into
the woods.

“It's happened again!”’ Mike Terry was saying, his voice
high-pitched with excitement. ‘“‘I'm afraid Jim Raeder let
himself be lulled into a false sense of security. You can’t do
that, Jim! Not with your life at stake! Not with Killers
pursuing you! Be careful, Jim, you still have four and a half
hours to go!’’

The driver was saying, ‘‘Claude, Harry, go around with the
truck. We got him boxed.”’

‘“They’ve got you boxed, Jim Raeder!”’ Mike Terry cried.
““But they haven’t got you yet! And you can thank Good
Samaritan Susy Peters of twelve Elm Street, South Orange,
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New Jersey, for that warning shout just when the truck was
bearing down on you. We’ll have little Susy on stage in just a
moment. . . . Look, folks, our studio helicopter has arrived
on the scene. Now you can see Jim Raeder running, and the
killers pursuing, surrounding him . . .”’

Raeder ran through a hundred yards of woods and found
himself on a concrete highway, with open woods beyond.
One of the killers was trotting through the woods behind him.
The truck had driven to a connecting road, and was now a
mile away, coming toward him.

A car was approaching from the other direction. Raeder ran
into the highway, waving frantically. The car came to a stop.

‘“‘Hurry!”’ cried the blond young woman driving it.

Raeder dived in. The woman made a U-turn on the high-
way. A bullet smashed through the windshield. She stamped
on the accelerator, almost running down the lone killer who
stood in the way.

The car shrugged away before the truck was within firing
range.

Raeder leaned back and shut his eyes tightly. The woman
concentrated on her driving, watching for the truck in her
rear-vision mirror.

“It's happened again!’’ cried Mike Terry, his voice ec-
static ‘"Jim Raeder has been plucked again from the jaws of
death, thanks to Good Samaritan Janice Morrow of four
three three Lexington Avenue, New York City. Did you ever
see anything like it, folks? The way Miss Morrow drove
through a fusillade of bullets and plucked Jim Raeder from
the mouth of doom! Later we’ll interview Miss Morrow and
get her reactions. Now, while Jim Raeder speeds away—
perhaps to safety, perhaps to further peril—we’ll have a short
announcement from our sponsor. Don’t go away! Jim’'s got
four hours and ten minutes until he's safe. Anything can
happen!’’

““OK,’’ the girl said. ‘‘We’re off the air now. Raeder, what
in the hell is the matter with you?”’

‘‘Eh?"’ Raeder asked. The girl was in her early twenties.
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She looked efficient, attractive, untouchable. Raeder noticed
that she had good features, a trim figure. And he noticed that
she seemed angry.

*‘Miss,’’ he said, ‘I don’t know how to thank you for—"’

““Talk straight,”” Janice Morrow said. ‘‘I’'m no Good Sa-
maritan. I’'m employed by the JBC network.”’

‘‘So the program had me rescued!”’

‘“Cleverly reasoned,’’ she said.

‘‘But why?”’

‘‘Look, this is an expensive show, Raeder. We have to turn
in a good performance. If our rating slips, we’ll all be in the
street selling candy apples. And you aren’t co-operating.”’

‘““What? Why?’

‘‘Because you're terrible,’’ the girl said bitterly. ‘“You’re a
flop, a fiasco. Are you trying to commit suicide? Haven’t you
learned anything about survival?’’

“I’'m doing the best I can.”

‘“The Thompsons could have had you a dozen times by
now. We told them to take it easy, stretch it out. But it’s like
shooting a clay pigeon six feet tall. The Thompsons are
co-operating, but they can only fake so far. If I hadn’t come
along, they’d have had to kill you—air-time or not.”’

Raeder stared at her, wondering how such a pretty girl
could talk that way. She glanced at him, then quickly looked
back to the road.

“‘Don’t give me that look!’’ she said. ‘‘You chose to risk
your life for money, buster. And plenty of money! You knew
the score. Don’t act like some innocent little grocer who finds
the nasty hoods are after him. That’s a different plot.”’

‘I know,’’ Raeder said.

““If you can’t live well, at least try to die well.”’

‘““You don’t mean that,’” Raeder said.

‘““‘Don’t be too sure. . . . You've got three hours and forty
minutes until the end of the show. If you can stay alive, fine.
The boodle’s yours. But if you can’t at least try to give them
a run for the money.”’

Raeder nodded, staring intently at her.
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“‘In a few moments we’re back on the air. I develop engine
trouble, let you off. The Thompsons go all out now. They kill
you when and if they can, as soon as they can. Understand?’’

“Yes,”’" Raeder said. ‘‘If 1 make it, can I see you some
time?”’

She bit her lip angrily. ‘‘Are you trying to kid me?”’

*‘No. I'd like to see you again. May I?”’

She looked at him curiously. ‘‘I don’t know. Forget it.
We’re almost on. 1 think your best bet is the woods to the
right. Ready?”’

“Yes. Where can I get in touch with you? Afterward, 1
mean.”’

““‘Oh, Raeder, you aren’t paying attention. Go through the
woods until you find a washed-out ravine. It isn’t much, but
it’ll give you some cover.’’

‘“Where can I get in touch with you?’’ Raeder asked again.

“I’m in the Manhattan telephone book.’’ She stopped the
car. ‘‘OK, Raeder, start running.’’

He opened the door.

‘‘Wait.”” She leaned over and kissed him on the lips.
*‘Good luck, you idiot. Call me if you make it.”’

And then he was on foot, running into the woods.

He ran through birch and pine, past an occasional split-level
house with staring faces at the big picture window. Some
occupant of those houses must have called the gang, for they
were close behind him when he reached the washed-out little
ravine. Those quiet, mannerly, law-abiding people didn’t want
him to escape, Raeder thought sadly. They wanted to see a
killing. Or perhaps they wanted to see him narrowly escape a
killing.

It came to the same thing, really.

He entered the ravine, burrowed into the thick underbrush
and lay still. The Thompsons appeared on both ridges, mov-
ing slowly, watching for any movement. Raeder held his
breath as they came parallel to him.

He heard the quick explosion of a revolver. But the killer
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had only shot a squirrel. It squirmed for a moment, then lay
still.

Lying in the underbrush, Raeder heard the studio helicopter
overhead. He wondered if any cameras were focused on him.
It was possible. And if someone were watching, perhaps
some Good Samaritan would help.

So looking upward, toward the helicopter, Raeder arranged
his face in a reverent expression, clasped his hands and
prayed. He prayed silently, for the audience didn’t like reli-
gious ostentation. But his lips moved. That was every man’s
privilege.

And a real prayer was on his lips. Once, a lipreader in the
audience had detected a fugitive pretending to pray, but
actually just reciting multiplication tables. No help for that
man!

Raeder finished his prayer. Glancing at his watch, he saw
that he had nearly two hours to go.

And he didn’t want to die! It wasn’t worth it, no matter
how much they paid! He must have been crazy, absolutely
insane to agree to such a thing. . . .

Butt he knew that wasn’t true. And he remembered just
how sane he had been.

One week ago he had been on the Prize of Peril stage,
blinking in the spotlight, and Mike Terry had shaken his
hand.

‘““Now Mr. Raeder,”” Terry had said solemnly, ‘‘do you
understand the rules of the game you are about to play?’’

Raeder nodded.

““If you accept, Jim Raeder, you will be a hunted man for a
week. Killers will follow you, Jim. Trained killers, men
wanted by the law for other crimes, granted immunity for this
single killing under the Voluntary Suicide Act. They will be
trying to kill you, Jim. Do you understand?”’

“‘I understand,’’ Raeder said. He also understood the two
hundred thousand dollars he would receive if he could live
out the week.
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‘I ask you again, Jim Raeder. We force no man to play for
stakes of death.”’

‘I want to play,”’ Raeder said.

Mike Terry turned to the audience. ‘‘Ladies and gentle-
men, I have here a copy of an exhaustive psychological test
which an impartial psychological testing firm made on Jim
Raeder at our request. Copies will be sent to anyone who
desires them for twenty-five cents to cover the cost of mail-
ing. The test shows that Jim Raeder is sane, well-balanced,
and fully responsible in every way.’”’ He turned to Raeder.

“‘Do you still want to enter the contest, Jim?"’

“Yes, I do.”

“Very well!”’ cried Mike Terry. ‘‘Jim Raeder, meet your
would-be killers!”’

The Thompson gang moved on stage, booed by the audience.

“‘Look at them, folks,”’ said Mike Terry, with undisguised
contempt. ‘‘Just look at them! Antisocial, thoroughly vicious,
completely amoral. These men have no code but the crimi-
nal’s warped code, no honor but the honor of the cowardly
hired killer. They are doomed men, doomed by our society
which will not sanction their activities for long, fated to an
early and unglamorous death.”’

The audience shouted enthusiastically.

‘“What have you to say, Claude Thompson?’’ Terry asked.

Claude, the spokesman of the Thompsons, stepped up to
the microphone. He was a thin, clean-shaven man, conserva-
tively dressed.

““I figure,”” Claude Thompson said hoarsely, ‘‘I figure
we’re no worse than anybody. I mean, like soldiers in a war,
they kill. And look at the graft in government, and the
unions. Everybody’s got their graft.’’

That was Thompson’s tenuous code. But how quickly, with
what precision Mike Terry destroyed the killer’s rationaliza-
tions! Terry’s questions pierced straight to the filthy soul of
the man.

At the end of the interview Claude Thompson was perspir-
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ing, mopping his face with a silk handkerchief and casting
quick glances at his men.

Mike Terry put a hand on Raeder’s shoulder. ‘‘Here is the
man who has agreed to become your victim—if you can catch
him.”’

‘““We’ll catch him,”” Thompson said, his confidence returning.

“‘Don’t be too sure,”’ said Terry. ‘‘Jim Raeder has fought
wild bulls—now he battles jackals. He’s an average man.
He’s the people—who mean ultimate doom to you and your
kind.”’

““We’ll get him,”” Thompson said.

‘‘And one thing more,”’ Terry said, very softly. ‘‘Jim
Raeder does not stand alone. The folks of America are for
him. Good Samaritans from all comners of our great nation
stand ready to assist him. Unarmed, defenceless, Jim Raeder
can count on the aid and good-heartedness of the people,
whose representative he is. So don’t be too sure, Claude
Thompson! The average men are for Jim Raeder—and there
are a lot of average men!”’

Raeder thought about it, lying motionless in the underbrush.
Yes, the people had helped him. But they had helped the
killers, too.

A tremor ran through him. He had chosen, he reminded
himself. He alone was responsible. The psychological test
had proved that.

And yet, how responsible were the psychologists who had
given him the test? How responsible was Mike Terry for
offering a poor man so much money? Society had woven the
noose and put it around his neck, and he was hanging himself
with it, and calling it free will.

Whose fault?

‘‘Aha!’’ someone cried.

Raeder looked up and saw a portly man standing near him.
The man wore a loud tweed jacket. He had binoculars around
his neck, and a cane in his hand.

‘‘Mister,’” Raeder whispered, ‘‘please don’t tell!”’
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““Hi!”’ shouted the portly man, pointing at Raeder with his
cane. ‘‘Here he is!”’

A madman, thought Raeder. The damned fool must think
he’s playing Hare and Hounds.

“‘Right over here!”’ the man screamed.

Cursing, Raeder sprang to his feet and began running. He
came out of the ravine and saw a white building in the
distance. He turned toward it. Behind him he could still hear
the man.

‘“That way, over there. Look, you fools, can’t you see him
yet?”’

The killers were shooting again. Raeder ran, stumbling
over uneven ground, past three children playing in a tree
house.

‘‘Here he is!”’ the children screamed. ‘‘Here he is!”’

Raeder groaned and ran on. He reached the steps of the
building, and saw that it was a church.

As he opened the door, a bullet struck him behind the right
kneecap.

He fell, and crawled inside the church.

The television set in his pocket was saying, ‘‘What a
finish, folks, what a finish! Raeder’s been hit! He’s been hit,
folks, he’s crawling now, he’s in pain, but he hasn’t given
up! Not Jim Raeder!”’

Raeder lay in the aisle near the altar. He could hear a
child’s eager voice saying, ‘‘He went in there, Mr. Thomp-
son. Hurry, you can still catch him!”’

Wasn’t a church consideted a sanctuary, Raeder wondered.

Then the door was flung open, and Raeder realized that the
custom was no longer observed. He gathered himself together
and crawled past the altar, out the back door of the church.

He was in an old graveyard. He crawled past crosses and
stars, past slabs of marble and granite, past stone tombs and
rude wooden markers. A bullet exploded on a tombstone near
his head, showering him with fragments. He crawled to the
edge of an open grave.

They had received him, he thought. All of those nice
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average normal people. Hadn’t they said he was their repre-
sentative? Hadn’t they sworn to protect their own? But no,
they loathed him. Why hadn’t he seen it? Their hero was the
cold, blank-eyed gunman, Thompson, Capone, Billy the Kid,
Young Lochinvar, El Cid, Cuchulain, the man without human
hopes or fears. They worshiped him, that dead, implacable
robot gunman, and lusted to feel his foot in their face.

Raeder tried to move, and slid helplessly into the open
grave.

He lay on his back, looking at the blue sky. Presently a
black silhouette loomed above him, blotting out the sky.
Metal twinkled. The silhouette slowly took aim.

And Raeder gave up all hope forever.

“‘WAIT, THOMPSON?!"’ roared the amplified voice of Mike
Terry.

The revolver wavered.

“It is one second past five o’clock! The week is up! yM
RAEDER HAS WON!"’

There was a pandemonium of cheering from the studio
audience.

The Thompson gang, gathered around the grave, looked
sullen.

““He’s won, friends, he's won!"’ Mike Terry cried. ‘‘Look,
look on your screen! The police have arrived, they're taking
the Thompsons away from their victim—the victim they could
not kill. And all this is thanks to you, Good Samaritans of
America. Look folks, tender hands are lifting Jim Raeder
Jfrom the open grave that was his final refuge. Good Samari-
tan Janice Morrow is there. Could this be the beginning of a
romance? Jim seems to have fainted, friends, they're giving
him a stimulant. He’s won two hundred thousand dollars!
Now we’ll have a few words from Jim Raeder!"’

There was a short silence.

“That’s odd,”’ said Mike Terry. ‘‘Folks, I'm afraid we
can’'t hear from Jim just now. The doctors are examining
him. Just one moment . . .”’
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There was a silence. Mike Terry wiped his forehead and
smiled.

“It’s the strain, folks, the terrible strain. The doctor tells
me . . . Well, folks, Jim Raeder is temporarily not himself.
But it's only temporary! JBC is hiring the best psychiatrists
and psychoanalysts in the country. We're going to do every-
thing humanly possible for this gallant boy. And entirely at
our own expense.’”’

Mike Terry glanced at the studio clock. ‘‘Well, it’s about
time to sign off, folks. Watch for the announcement of our
next great thrill show. And don’t worry, I'm sure that very
soon we’ll have Jim Raeder back with us.”’

Mike Terry smiled, and winked at the audience. ‘‘He’s
bound to get well, friends. After all, we’re all pulling for
him!”’



OR ALL THE SEAS WITH
OVYSTERS

BY ANRAM DANIDSON (1923- )

GALAXY SCIENCE ACTION
may

Born in Yonkers, New York, Avram Davidson fought with the
Israeli Army in 1947 and 1948 and is one of the science fiction
and fantasy field's most unique writers. He has a wry sense of
humor combined with the willingness to experiment and take
chances. He edited (part of the time from Mexico) The Maga-
zine of Fantasy and Science Fiction from 1962 to 1964, and
much of his best fiction has appeared there. His collections
include What Strange Seas and Shores (1965), The Best of
Avram Davidson (1979), and The Collected Fantasies of Avram
Davidson (1973). Serious mystery readers know him as well,
since he is a master of the form, and I would love to see him
publish a novel in that genre. Now in his mid-sixties, he is
still going strong and may yet achieve the fame that he
deserves.

“Or All the Seas with Opysters’’ is typical of his style,
method, and concerns, and it won the Hugo Award for the
best short fiction of 1958. (MHG)

Lives there a man who doesn’t have dire suspicions of the
inanimate world. 1 am being constantly thwarted by non-
living objects from the most cosmic to the most petty.

When I'm driving, my dear wife Janet sees to it that I wear
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clip-on dark spectacles against the Solar glare. They’'re the
kind that flip up and down at need. So when the Sun goes
behind a cloud, I flip them up, and the Sun instantly emerges.
So 1 flip them down and the Sun instantly scrabbles up a
cloud from somewhere and gets behind it. This happens over
and over—I call it the ‘‘spectacular law.”’

This is similar to the way it always rains when I am making
a long auto trip—regardless of the weather forecast. When
necessary, it rains out of a clear blue sky.

Those are cosmic examples. Now imagine yourself drop-
ping a paper clip that you happen to need. Tell me the truth.
Doesn’t it invariably drop through a spacewarp? It is no-
where on the ground. You remember hearing the clank as it
struck, but you can search with a microscope and you won't
find it. Sometimes you do find it eventually (entirely by acci-
dent, and when you no longer need it, of course) and you
then realize that by the operation of no conceivable law of
physics could that paper clip, when dropped, have gone from
your fingers to the place where you found it.

Anyway, if you think about these things you’'ll be in the
proper mood for Avram Davidson’s story. (IA)

When the man came into the F & O Bike Shop, Oscar greeted
him with a hearty ‘‘Hi, there!”’ Then, as he looked closer at
the middle-aged visitor with the eyeglasses and business suit,
his forehead creased and he began to snap his thick fingers.

*“‘Oh, say, I know you,’’ he muttered. ‘‘Mr.—um—name’s
on the tip of my tongue, doggone it ...’ Oscar was a
barrel-chested fellow. He had orange hair.

““Why, sure you do,”’ the man said. There was a Lion’s
emblem in his lapel. ‘‘Remember, you sold me a girl’s
bicycle with gears, for my daughter? We got to talking about
that red French racing bike your partner was working on—"’

Oscar slapped his big hand down on the cash register. He
raised his head and rolled his eyes up. ‘‘Mr. Whatney!’’ Mr.
Whatney beamed. ‘‘Oh, sure. Gee, how could I forget?”’
And we went across the street afterward and had a couple of
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beers. Well, how you been, Mr. Whatney? I guess the bike—it
was an English model, wasn’t it? Yeah. It must of given
satisfaction or you would of been back, huh?”’

Mr. Whatney said the bicycle was fine, just fine. Then he
said, ‘‘I understand there’s been a change, though. You’re all
by yourself now. Your partner . . .”’

Oscar looked down, pushed his lower lip out, nodded.
““You heard, huh? Ee-up. I'm all by myself now. Over three
months now.”’

The partnership had come to an end three months ago, but
it had been faltering long before then. Ferd liked books,
long-playing records and high-level conversation. Oscar liked
beer, bowling and women. Any women. Any time.

The shop was located near the park; it did a big trade in
renting bicycles to picnickers. If a woman was barely old
enough to be called a woman, and not quite old enough to be
called an old woman, or if she was anywhere in between, and
if she was alone, Oscar would ask, ‘‘How does that machine
feel to you? All right?”’

“Why . . . I guess so.”’

Taking another bicycle, Oscar would say, ‘‘Well, I'll just
ride along a little bit with you, to make sure. Be right back,
Ferd.”” Ferd always nodded gloomily. He knew that Oscar
would not be right back. Later, Oscar would say, “Hope you
made out in the shop as good as I did in the park.

‘‘Leaving me all alone here all that time,’’ Ferd grumbled

And Oscar usually flared up. ‘‘Okay, then, next time you
go and leave me stay here. See if I begrudge you a little fun.”’
But he knew, of course, that Ferd—tall, thin, pop-eyed Ferd—
would never go. ‘‘Do you good,”’ Oscar said, slapping his
sternum. ‘‘Put hair on your chest.”’

Ferd muttered that he had all the hair on his chest that he
needed. He would glance down covertly at his lower arms;
they were thick with long black hair, though his upper arms
were slick and white. It was already like that when he was in
high school, and some of the others would laugh at him—call
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him ‘‘Ferdie the Birdie.”’ They knew it bothered him, but
they did it anyway. How was it possible—he wondered then;
he still did now—for people deliberately to hurt someone else
who hadn’t hurt them? How was it possible?

He worried over other things. All the time.

*“The Communists—’’ He shook his head over the newspaper.
Oscar offered an advice about the Communists in two short
words. Or it might be capital punishment. ‘‘Oh, what a
terrible thing if an innocent man was to be executed,’’ Ferd
moaned. Oscar said that was the guy’s tough luck.

‘‘Hand me that tire-iron,”’ Oscar said.

And Ferd worried even about other people’s minor con-
cemns. Like the time the couple came in with the tandem and
the baby-basket on it. Free air was all they took; then the
woman decided to change the diaper and one of the safety
pins broke.

‘““‘Why are there never any safety pins?’’ the woman fret-
ted, rummaging here and rummaging there. ‘‘There are never
any safety pins.”’

Ferd made sympathetic noises, went to see if he had any;
but, though he was sure there’d been some in the office, he
couldn’t find them. So they drove off with one side of the
diaper tied in a clumsy knot.

At lunch, Ferd said it was too bad about the safety pins.
Oscar dug his teeth into a sandwich, tugged, tore, chewed,
swallowed. Ferd liked to experiment with sandwich spreads—
the one he liked most was cream-cheese, olives, anchovy and
avocado, mashed up with a little mayonnaise—but Oscar
always had the same pink luncheon-meat.

‘It must be difficult with a baby.’’ Ferd nibbled. ‘‘Not just
traveling, but raising it.”’

Oscar said, ‘‘Jeez, there’s drugstores in every block, and if
you can’t read, you can at least reckernize them.”’

*‘Drugstores? Oh, to buy safety pins, you mean.”’

‘‘Yeah. Safety pins.”’

“But . . . you know . . . it’s true . . . there’s never any
safety pins when you look.”’
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Oscar uncapped his beer, rinsed the first mouthful around.
‘‘Aha! Always plenty of clothes hangers, though. Throw 'em
out every month, next month same closet’s full of *m again.
Now whatcha wanna do in your spare time, you invent a
device which it’ll make safety pins outa clothes hangers."’

Ferd nodded abstractedly. ‘‘But in my spare time I'm
working on the French racer. . . .”” It was a beautiful ma-
chine, light, low-slung, swift, red and shining. You felt like
a bird when you rode it. But, good as it was, Ferd knew he
could make it better. He showed it to everybody who came in
the place until his interest slackened.

Nature was his latest hobby, or, rather, reading about
Nature. Some kids had wandered by from the park one day
with tin cans in which they had put salamanders and toads,
and they proudly showed them to Ferd. After that, the work
on the red racer slowed down and he spent his spare time on
natural history books.

‘““Mimicry!”’ he cried to Oscar. ‘‘A wonderful thing!”’

Oscar looked up interestedly from the bowling scores in the
paper. ‘‘I seen Edie Adams on TV the other night, doing her
imitation of Marilyn Monroe. Boy, oh, boy.”’

Ferd was irritated, shook his head. ‘‘Not that kind of
mimicry. I mean how insects and arachnids will mimic the
shapes of leaves and twigs and so on, to escape being eaten
by birds or other insects and arachnids.’’

A scowl of disbelief passed over Oscar’s heavy face. ‘‘You
mean they change their shapes? What you giving me?”’

“‘Oh, it’s true. Sometimes the mimicry is for aggressive
purposes, though—like a South African turtle that looks like a
rock and so the fish swim up to it and then it catches them.
Or that spider in Sumatra. When it lies on its back, it looks
like a bird dropping. Catches butterflies that way.”’

Oscar laughed, a disgusted and incredulous noise. It died
away as he turned back to the bowling scores. One hand
groped at his pocket, came away, scratched absently at the
orange thicket under the shirt, then went patting his hip

pocket.
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‘“Where’s the pencil?’’ he muttered, got up, stomped into
the office, pulled open drawers. His loud cry of ‘‘Hey!”
brought Ferd into the tiny room.

‘“What’s the matter?’’ Ferd asked.

Oscar pointed to a drawer. ‘‘Remember that time you
claimed there were no safety pins here? Look—whole gahdamn
drawer is full of 'em.”’

Ferd stared, scratched his head, said feebly that he was
certain he’d looked there before. . . .

A contralto voice from outside asked, ‘‘Anybody here?’’

Oscar at once forgot the desk and its contents, called, ‘‘Be
right with you,’’ and was gone. Ferd followed him slowly.

There was a young woman in the shop, a rather massively
built young woman, with muscular calves and a deep chest.
She was pointing out the seat of her bicycle to Oscar, who
was saying, ‘‘Uh-hub’” and looking more at her than at
anything else. “‘It’s just a little too far forward (‘‘Uh-huh’’),
as you can see. A wrench is all I need (‘‘Uh-huh’’). It was
silly of me to forget my tools.”’

Oscar repeated, ‘‘Uh-huh’’ automatically, then snapped to.
““Fix it in a jiffy,”’ he said, and—despite her insistence that
she could do it herself—he did fix it. Though not quite in a
jiffy. He refused money. He prolonged the conversation as
long as he could.

‘‘Well, thank you,”’ the young woman said. ‘‘And now
I’ve got to go.”’

‘“That machine feel all right to you now?”’

‘‘Perfectly. Thanks—"’

““Tell you what, I'll just ride along with you a little bit,
just—"’

Pear-shaped notes of laughter lifted the young woman’s
bosom. ‘‘Oh, you couldn’t keep up with me! My machine is a
racer!”’

The moment he saw Oscar’s eye flit to the corner, Ferd
knew what he had in mind. He stepped forward. His cry of
‘“No’’ was drowned out by his partner’s loud, ‘‘Well, I guess
this racer here can keep up with yours!”’
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The young woman giggled richly, said, well, they would
see about that, and was off. Oscar, ignoring Ferd’s out-
stretched hand, jumped on the French bike and was gone.
Ferd stood in the doorway, watching the two figures, hunched
over their handlebars, vanish down the road into the park. He
went slowly: back inside.

It was almost evening before Oscar returned, sweaty but
smiling. Smiling broadly. ‘‘Hey, what a babe!”’ he cried. He
wagged his head, he whistled, he made gestures, noises like
escaping steam. ‘‘Boy, oh, boy, what an afternoon!"’

*“‘Give me the bike,”” Ferd demanded.

Oscar said, yeah, sure; turned it over to him and went to
wash. Ferd looked at the machine. The red enamel was
covered with dust; there was mud spattered and dirt and bits
of dried grass. It seemed soiled—degraded. He had felt like a
swift bird when he rode it. . . .

Oscar came out wet and beaming. He gave a cry of dis-
may, ran over.

‘‘Stand away,”’ said Ferd, gesturing with the knife. He
slashed the tires, the seat and seat cover, again and again.

““You crazy?’’ Oscar yelled. ‘“You outa your mind? Ferd,
no, don’t, Ferd—"’

Ferd cut the spokes, bent them, twisted them. He took the
heaviest hammer and pounded the frame into shapelessness,
and then he kept on pounding till his breath was gasping.

“You’re not only crazy,”” Oscar said bitterly, ‘‘you’re
rotten jealous. You can go to hell.”’ He stomped away.

Ferd, feeling sick and stiff, locked up, went slowly home.
He had no taste for reading, turned out the light and fell into
bed, where he lay awake for hours, listening to the rustling
noises of the night and thinking hot, twisted thoughts.

They didn’t speak to each other for days after that, except
for the necessities of the work. The wreckage of the French
racer lay behind the shop. For about two weeks, neither
wanted to go out back where he’d have to see it.

One morning Ferd arrived to be greeted by his partner, who
began to shake his head in astonishment even before he
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started speaking. ‘‘How did you do it, how did you dbo it,
Ferd? Jeez, what a beautiful job—I gotta hand it to you—no
more hard feelings, huh, Ferd?’’

Ferd took his hand. ‘‘Sure, sure. But what are you talking
about?”’

Oscar led him out back. There was the red racer, all in one
piece, not a mark or scratch on it, its enamel bright as ever.
Ferd gaped. He squatted down and examined it. It was his
machine. Every change, every improvement he had made,
was there.

He straightened up slowly. ‘‘Regeneration . . .”’

‘“‘Huh? What say?”’ Oscar asked. Then, ‘‘Hey, kiddo,
you’re all white. Whad you do, stay up all night and didn’t get
no sleep? Come on in and siddown. But I still don’t see how
you done it.”’

Inside, Ferd sat down. He wet his lips. He said, ‘‘Oscar—
listen—"’

*“Yeah?"’

*‘Oscar. You know what regeneration is? No? Listen. Some
kinds of lizards, you grab them by the tail, the tail breaks off
and they grow a new one. If a lobster loses a claw, it
regenerates another one. Some kinds of worms—and hydras
and starfish—you cut them into pieces, each piece will grow
back the missing parts. Salamanders can regenerate lost hands,
and frogs can grow legs back.”’

““No kidding, Ferd. But, uh, I mean: Nature. Very interest-
ing. But to get back to the bike now—how’d you manage to
fix it so good?”’

““I never touched it. It regenerated. Like a newt. Or a
lobster.”’

Oscar considered this. He lowered his head, looked up
at Ferd from under his eyebrows. ‘‘Well, now, Ferd . ..
Look . . . How come all broke bikes don’t do that?’’

*““This isn’t an ordinary bike. I mean it isn’t a real bike.”’
Catching Oscar’s look, he shouted, ‘‘Well, it’s true!”’

The shout changed Oscar’s attitude from bafflement to
incredulity. He got up. ‘‘So for the sake of argument, let’s say
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all that stuff about the bugs and the eels or whatever the hell
you were talking about is true. But they’re alive. A bike
ain’t.”” He looked down triumphantly.

Ferd shook his leg from side to side, looked at it. ‘A
crystal isn’t, either, but a broken crystal can regenerate itself
if the conditions are right. Oscar, go see if the safety pins are
still in the desk. Please, Oscar?’’

He listened as Oscar, muttering, pulled the desk drawers
out, rummaged in them, slammed them shut, tramped back.

‘‘Naa,’’ he said. ‘‘All gone. Like that lady said that time,
and you said, there never are any safety pins when you want
‘em. They disap— Ferd? What’'re—"’

Ferd jerked open the closet door, jumped back as a shoal of
clothes hangers clattered out.

‘“And like you say,”’ Ferd said with a twist of his mouth,
‘‘on the other hand, there are always plenty of clothes hang-
ers. There weren’t any here before.”’

Oscar shrugged. “‘I don’t see what you’re getting at. But
anybody could of got in here and took the pins and left the
hangers. I could of—but I didn’t. Or you could of. Maybe—"’
He narrowed his eyes. ‘‘Maybe you walked in your sleep and
done it. You better see a doctor. Jeez, you look rotten.”’

Ferd went back and sat down, put his head in his hands. *‘I
feel rotten. I’'m scared, Oscar. Scared of what?’’ He breathed
noisily. “‘I'll tell you. Like I explained before, about how
things that live in the wild places, they mimic other things
there. Twigs, leaves . . . toads that look like rocks. Well,
suppose there are . . . things . . . that live in people places.
Cities. Houses. These things could imitate—well, other kinds
of things you find in people places—’’

‘‘People places, for crise sake!’’

‘‘Maybe they’re a different kind of life-form. Maybe they
get their nourishment out of the elements in the air. You
know what safety pins are—these other kinds of them? Os-
car, the safety pins are the pupa-forms and then they, like,
hatch. Into the larval-forms. Which look just like coat hang-
ers. They feel like them, even, but they’re not. Oscar, they’re
not, not really, not really, not . . .”’
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He began to cry into his hands. Oscar looked at him. He
shook his head.

After a minute, Ferd controlled himself somewhat. He
snuffled. ‘“All these bicycles the cops find, and they hold
them waiting for owners to show up, and then we buy them at
the sale because no owners show up because there aren’t any,
and the same with the ones the kids are always trying to sell
us, and they say they just found them, and they really did
because they were never made in a factory. They grew. They
grow. You smash them and throw them away, they regenerate.’’

Oscar turned to someone who wasn’t there and waggled his
head. ‘‘Hoo, boy,’’ he said. Then, to Ferd: ‘‘You mean one
day there’s a safety pin and the next day instead there’s a coat
hanger?”’

Ferd said, ‘‘One day there’s a cocoon; the next day there’s
a moth. One day there’s an egg; the next day there’s a
chicken. But with . . . these it doesn’t happen in the open
daytime where you can see it. But at night, Oscar—at night
you can hear it happening. All the little noises in the night-
time, Oscar—"’

Oscar said, ‘“Then how come we ain’t up to our belly-
button in bikes? If I had a bike for every coat hanger—"’

But Ferd had considered that, too. If every codfish egg, he
explained, or every oyster spawn grew to maturity, a man
could walk across the ocean on the backs of all the codfish or
oysters there’d be. So many died, so many were eaten by
predatory creatures, that Nature had to produce a maximum in
order to allow a minimum to arrive at maturity. And Oscar’s
question was: then who, uh, eats the, uh, coat hangers?

Ferd’s eyes focused through the wall, buildings, park,
more buildings, to the horizon. ‘‘You got to get the picture.
I’m not talking about real pins or hangers. I got a name for
the others—‘false friends,’ I call them. In high school French,
we had to watch out for French words that looked like
English words, but really were different. ‘Faux amis,” they
call them. False friends. Pseudo-pins. Pseudo-hangers . . .
Who eats them? I don’t know for sure. Pseudo-vacuum clean-
ers, maybe?”’
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His partner, with a loud groan, slapped his hands against
his thighs. He said, ‘‘Ferd, Ferd, for crise sake. You know
what’s the trouble with you? You talk about oysters, but you
forgot what they’re good for. You forgot there’s two kinds of
people in the world. Close up them books, them bug books
and French books. Get out, mingle, meet people. Soak up
some brew. You know what? The next time Norma—that’s
this broad’s name with the racing bike—the next time she
comes here, you take the red racer and you go out in the
woods with her. I won’t mind. And I don’t think she will,
either. Not z00 much.”’

But Ferd said no. ‘I never want to touch the red racer
again. I'm afraid of it.”’

At this, Oscar pulled him to his feet, dragged him protestingly
out to the back and forced him to get on the French machine.
*‘Only way to conquer your fear of it!”’

Ferd started off, white-faced, wobbling. And in a moment
was on the ground, rolling and thrashing, screaming.

Oscar pulled him away from the machine.

““It threw me!’’ Ferd yelled. ‘It tried to kill me! Look—
blood!”’ :

His partner said it was a bump that threw him—it was his
own fear. The blood? A broken spoke. Grazed his cheek.
And he insisted Ferd get on the bicycle again, to conquer his
fear.

But Ferd had grown hysterical. He shouted that no man
was safe—that mankind had to be warned. It took Oscar a long
time to pacify him and to get him to go home and into bed.

He didn’t tell all this to Mr. Whatney, of course. He
merely said that his partner had gotten fed up with the bicycle
business.

“‘It don’t pay to worry and try to change the world,’’ he
pointed out. ‘‘I always say take things the way they are. If
you can’t lick ’em, join ’'em.”’

Mr. Whatney said that was his philosophy, exactly. He
asked how things were, since.
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‘“Well . . . not too bad. I'm engaged, you know. Name’s
Norma. Crazy about bicycles. Everything considered, things
aren’t bad at all. More work, yes, but I can do things all my
own way, so . . ."”’

Mr. Whatney nodded. He glanced around the shop. *‘I see
they’re still making drop-frame bikes,”” he said, ‘‘though,
with so many women wearing slacks, I wonder they bother.”’

Oscar said, ‘“Well, I dunno. I kinda like it that way. Ever
stop to think that bicycles are like people? I mean, of all the
machines in the world, only bikes come male and female.’’

Mr. Whatney gave a little giggle, said that was right, he
had never thought of it like that before. Then Oscar asked if
Mr. Whatney had anything in particular in mind—not that he
wasn’t always welcome.

‘‘Well, I wanted to look over what you’ve got. My boy’s
birthday is coming up—"’

Oscar nodded sagely. ‘‘Now here’s a job,’’ he said, ‘‘which
you can’t get it in any other place but here. Specialty of the
house. Combines the best features of the French racer and the
American standard, but it’s made right here, and it comes in
three models—Junior, Intermediate and Regular. Beautiful,
ain’t it?”’

Mr. Whatney observed that, say, that might be just the
ticket. ‘‘By the way,’’ he asked, ‘‘what’s become of the
French racer, the red one, used to be here?”’

Oscar’s face twitched. Then it grew bland and innocent and
he leaned over and nudged his customer. ‘‘Oh, that one. Old
Frenchy? Why, I put him out to stud!”’

And they laughed and they laughed, and after they told a
few more stories they concluded the sale, and they had a few
beers and they laughed some more. And then they said what a
shame it was about poor Ferd, poor old Ferd, who had been
found in his own closet with an unraveled coat hanger coiled
tightly around his neck.
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TWO DOOMS
"BY C. M. KORMILUTH (1923-1958)

\ENTURE SCIENCE ACTION
Juy

On March 21, 1958 Cyril Kornbluth shoveled snow after a
late-winter storm, ran to catch a train, collapsed at the
station, and died. At the age of thirty-five, he had been a
professional writer for almost twenty years (such were the
possibilities in those far-off days). He was a unique man with
a unique editorial voice and his death shocked the world of
science fiction. It would be years until the effects of his loss
would wear off, although many, including myself, believe he
would have achieved great international fame if he had lived
another thirty years—we will never know, of course.

1958 saw the publication of his excellent collection, A Mile
Beyond The Moon. The following year would see his last
novel, Wolfbane, written with his friend Frederik Pohl, who
would do much to keep his work alive.

“Two Dooms’’ is an alternate history story, one of my
Jfavorite forms, and is arguably the best short fiction on the
“‘What if Germany had won World War II?’’ theme, which
for good and bad reasons continues to fascinate readers and
writers. (MHG)

The ifs of history are always fascinating and many a science
fiction story has been written to explore the byways that were
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never taken. We think, perhaps, of ‘‘Bring the Jubilee’’ by
Ward Moore, as a classic example.

A ferocious recent if, of nightmare intensity, is that ‘‘What
if the Germans and Japanese had won World War 117’ It
doesn’t bear thinking of, if the concentration camp and pris-
oner of war camp mentality were to have been brought to a
beaten United States by those victors. The result might well
be what Cyril Kornbluth describes in ‘‘Two Dooms.’’

But, you know, it's an American writing the story, and (in
my case) an American reading the story. Cyril’s blood boiled
when he wrote and my blood boiled when I read. —But it's
my business, as a science fiction writer, to think sideways, so
to speak, to follow different and less usual paths of thought.

Suppose a Black or an Indian read the story, and was
immersed in the sufferings of Americans of European descent
being brutalized, enslaved, and killed by carelessly cruel
conquerors. I wonder if their blood would boil quite as
readily as mine did. I wonder, in fact, if a small, grim smile
might not rest on their faces as they read, and if, perhaps, the
Sugitive thought of ‘‘And how do they like it?”’ might not
hover at the edge of their minds.

Just a thought—but it might broaden your perspective as
you read. (IA)

It was May, not yet summer by five weeks, but the afternoon
heat under the corrugated roofs of Manhattan Engineer Dis-
trict’s Los Alamos Laboratory was daily less bearable. Young
Dr. Edward Royland had lost fifteen pounds from an already
meager frame during his nine-month hitch in the desert. He
wondered every day while the thermometer crawled up to its
5:45 peak whether he had made a mistake he would regret the
rest of his life in accepting work with the Laboratory rather
than letting the local draft board have his carcass and do what
they pleased with it. His University of Chicago classmates
were glamorously collecting ribbons and wounds from Saipan
to Brussels; one of them, a first-rate mathematician named
Hatfield, would do no more first-rate mathematics. He had
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gone down, burning, in an Eighth Air Force Mitchell bomber
ambushed over Lille.

‘‘And what, Daddy, did you do in the war?”’

“Well, kids, it’s a little hard to explain. They had this
stupid atomic bomb project that never came to anything, and
they tied up a lot of us in a Godforsaken place in New
Mexico. We figured and we calculated and we fooled with
uranium and some of us got radiation burns and then the war
was over and they sent us home.”’

Royland was not amused by this prospect. He had heat rash
under his arms and he was waiting, not patiently, for the
Computer Section to send him his figures on Phase S6c,
which was the (god-damn childish) code designation for Ele-
ment Assembly Time. Phase 56c was Royland’s own particu-
lar baby. He was under Rotschmidt, supervisor of WEAPON
DesIGN Track III, and Rotschmidt was under Oppenheimer,
who bossed the works. Sometimes a General Groves came
through, a fine figure of a man, and once from a window
Royland had seen the venerable Henry L. Stimson, Secretary
of War, walking slowly down their dusty street, leaning on a
cane and surrounded by young staff officers. That’s what
Royland was seeing of the war.

Laboratory! It had sounded inviting, cool, bustling but
quiet. So every morning these days he was blasted out of his
cot in a barracks cubicle at seven by ‘‘Oppie’s whistle,”’
fought for a shower and shave with thirty-seven other bache-
lor scientists in eight languages, bolted a bad cafeteria break-
fast, and went through the barbed-wire Restricted Line to his
‘‘office’’—another matchboard-walled cubicle, smaller and hot-
ter and noisier, with talking and typing and clack of adding
machines all around him.

Under the circumstances he was doing good work, he
supposed. He wasn’t happy about being restricted to his one
tiny problem, Phase 56c, but no doubt he was happier than
Hatfield had been when his Mitchell got it.

Under the circumstances . . . they included a weird hay-
wire arrangement for computing. Instead of a decent differen-
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tial analyzer machine they had a human sea of office girls
with Burroughs’ desk calculators; the girls screamed ‘‘Ban-
zai!”’ and charged on differential equations and swamped
them by sheer volume; they clicked them to death with their
little adding machines. Royland thought hungrily of Conant’s
huge, beautiful analog differentiator up at M.L.T.; it was
probably tied up by whatever the mysterious ‘‘Radiation Lab-
oratory’’ there was doing. Royland suspected that the ‘‘Radi-
ation Laboratory’’ had as much to do with radiation as his
own ‘‘Manhattan Engineer District’’ had to do with Manhat-
tan engineering. And the world was supposed to be trembling
on the edge these days of a New Dispensation of Computing
that would obsolete even the M.I.T. machine—tubes, relays,
and binary arithmetic at blinding speed instead of the suavely
turning cams and the smoothly extruding rods and the elegant
scribed curves of Conant’s masterpiece. He decided that he
wouldn’t like that; he would like it even less than he liked the
little office girls clacking away, pushing lank hair from their
dewed brows with undistracted hands.

He wiped his own brow with a sodden handkerchief and
permitted himself a glance at his watch and the thermometer.
Five-fifteen and 103 Fahrenheit.

He thought vaguely of getting out, of fouling up just
enough to be released from the project and drafted. No; there
was the post-war career to think of. But one of the big shots,
Teller, had been irrepressible; he had rambled outside of his
assigned mission again and again until Oppenheimer let him
go; now Teller was working with Lawrence at Berkeley on
something that had reputedly gone sour at a reputed quarter of
a billion dollars—

A girl in khaki knocked and entered. ‘‘Your material from
the Computer Section, Dr. Royland. Check them and sign
here, please.”” He counted the dozen sheets, signed the
clipboarded form she held out, and plunged into the material
for thirty minutes.

When he sat back in his chair, the sweat dripped into his
eyes unnoticed. His hands were shaking a little, though he did

114



TWO DOOMS

not know that either. Phase 56c of WEAPON DESIGN Track III
was finished, over, done, successfully accomplished. The
answer to the question ‘‘Can U,3s slugs be assembled into a
critical mass within a physically feasible time?”’ was in. The
answer was ‘‘Yes.”’

Royland was a theory man, not a Wheatstone or a Kelvin;
he liked the numbers for themselves and had no special
passion to grab for wires, mica, and bits of graphite so that
what the numbers said might immediately be given flesh in a
wonderful new gadget. Nevertheless he could visualize at
once a workable atomic bomb assembly within the framework
of Phase 56c. You have so many microseconds to assemble
your critical mass without it boiling away in vapor; you use
them by blowing the subassemblies together with shaped
charges; lots of microseconds to spare by that method; practi-
cally foolproof. Then comes the Big Bang.

Oppie’s whistle blew; it was quitting time. Royland sat still
in his cubicle. He should go, of course, to Rotschmidt and
tell him; Rotschmidt would probably clap him on the back
and pour him a jigger of Bols Geneva from the tall clay bottle
he kept in his safe. Then Rotschmidt would go to Oppenhei-
mer. Before sunset the project would be redesigned! TrAck I,
Track II, Track IV, and TRACK V would be shut down and
their people crammed into TRACK I, the one with the paydirt!
New excitement would boil through the project; it had been
torpid and souring for three months. Phase 56¢c was the first
good news in at least that long; it had been one damned blind
alley after another. General Groves had looked sour and
dubious last time around.

Desk drawers were slamming throughout the corrugated,
sunbaked building; doors were slamming shut on cubicles;
down the corridor, somebody roared with laughter, strained
laughter. Passing Royland’s door somebody cried impatiently:
‘‘—aber was kan Man tun?’’

Royland whispered to himself: ‘“You damned fool, what
are you thinking of?"’

But he knew—he was thinking of the Big Bang, the Big
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Dirty Bang, and of torture. The judicial torture of the old
days, incredibly cruel by today’s lights, stretched the whole
body, or crushed it, or burned it, or shattered the fingers and
legs. But even that old judicial torture carefully avoided the
most sensitive parts of the body, the generative organs, though
damage to these, or a real threat of damage to these, would
have produced quick and copious confessions. You have to be
more or less crazy to torture somebody that way; the sane
man does not think of it as a possibility.

An M.P. corporal tried Royland’s door and looked in.
*‘Quitting time, professor,”’ he said

““‘Okay,”” Royland said. Mechanically he locked his desk
drawers and his files, turned his window lock, and set out his
waste-paper basket in the corridor. Click the door; another
day, another dollar.

Maybe the project was breaking up. They did now and
then. The huge boner at Berkeley proved that. And Royland’s
barracks was light two physicists now; their cubicles stood
empty since they had been drafted to M.I.T. for some anti-
submarine thing. Groves had nor looked happy last time
around; how did a general make up his mind anyway? Give
them three months, then the ax? Maybe Stimson would run
out of patience and cut the loss, close the District down.
Maybe F.D.R. would say at a Cabinet meeting, ‘‘By the way,
Henry, what ever became of—?’’ and that would be the end
if old Henry could say only that the scientists appear to be
optimistic of eventual success, Mr. President, but that as yet
there seems to be nothing concrete—

He passed through the barbed wire of the Line under
scrutiny of an M.P. lieutenant and walked down the barracks-
edged company street of the maintenance troops to their
motor pool. He wanted a jeep and a trip ticket; he wanted a
long desert drive in the twilight; he wanted a dinner of frijoles
and eggplant with his old friend Charles Miller Nahataspe, the
medicine man of the adjoining Hopi reservation. Royland’s
hobby was anthropology; he wanted to get a little drunk on
it—he hoped it would clear his mind.
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* * *

Nahataspe welcomed him cheerfully to his hut; his million
wrinkles all smiled. ‘“You want me to play informant for a
while?”’ he grinned. He had been to Carlisle in the 1880’s
and had been laughing at the white man ever since; he
admitted that physics was funny, but for a real joke give him
cultural anthropology every time. ‘‘You want some nice unsa-
vory stuff about our institutionalized homosexuality? Should 1
cook us a dog for dinner? Have a seat on the blanket,
Edward.”’

‘““What happened to your chairs? And the funny picture of
McKinley? And—and everything?’’ The hut was bare except
for cooking pots that simmered on the stone-curbed central
hearth.

‘I gave the stuff away,’’ Nahataspe said carelessly. ‘‘You
get tired of things.”’

Royland thought he knew what that meant. Nahataspe be-
lieved he would die quite soon; these particular Indians did
not believe in dying encumbered by possessions. Manners, of
course, forbade discussing death.

The Indian watched his face and finally said: ‘‘Oh, it’s all
right for you to talk about it. Don’t be embarrassed.’’

Royland asked nervously: ‘‘Don’t you feel well?”’

*“I feel terrible. There’s a snake eating my liver. Pitch in
and eat. You feel pretty awful yourself, don’t you?”’

The hard-learned habit of security caused Royland to evade
the question. ‘‘You don’t mean that literally about the snake,
do you, Charles?”’

*‘Of course I do,”’ Miller insisted. He scooped a steaming
gourd full of stew from the pot and blew on it. ‘“What would
an untutored child of nature know about bacteria, viruses,
toxins, and neoplasms? What would I know about break-the-
sky medicine?”’

Royland looked up sharply; the Indian was blandly eating.
“‘Do you hear any talk about break-the-sky medicine?’’ Royland
asked.

““No talk, Edward. I've had a few dreams about it.”’ He
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pointed with his chin toward the Laboratory. ‘‘You fellows
over there shouldn’t dream so hard; it leaks out.”’

Royland helped himself to stew without answering. The
stew was good, far better than the cafeteria stuff, and he did
not have to guess the source of the meat in it.

Miller said consolingly: ‘‘It’s only kid stuff, Edward. Don’t
get so worked up about it. We have a long dull story about a
horned toad who ate some loco-weed and thought he was the
Sky God. He got angry and he tried to break the sky but he
couldn’t so he slunk into his hole ashamed to face all the
other animals and died. But they never knew he tried to break
the sky at all.”’

In spite of himself Royland demanded: ‘‘Do you have any
stories about anybody who did break the sky?’’ His hands
were shaking again and his voice almost hysterical. Oppie
and the rest of them were going to break the sky, kick
humanity right in the crotch, and unleash a prowling monster
that would go up and down by night and day peering in all the
windows of all the houses in the world, leaving no sane man
ever unterrified for his life and the lives of his kin. Phase S6c,
God-damn it to blackest hell, made sure of that! Well done,
Royland; you earned your dollar today!

Decisively the old Indian set his gourd aside. He said: ‘‘We
have a saying that the only good paleface is a dead paleface,
but I'll make an exception for you, Edward. I've got some
strong stuff from Mexico that will make you feel better. I
don’t like to see my friends hurting.”’

“‘Peyote? I've tried it. Seeing a few colored lights won’t
make me feel better, but thanks.”’

““Not peyote, this stuff. It’s God Food. I wouldn’t take it
myself without a month of preparation; otherwise the Gods
would scoop me up in a net. That’s because my people see
clearly, and your eyes are clouded.”” He was busily rummag-
ing through a clay-chinked wicker box as he spoke; he came
up with a covered dish. ‘“You people have your sight cleared
just a little by the God Food, so it’s safe for you.”’

Royland thought he knew what the old man was talking
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about. It was one of Nahataspe’s biggest jokes that Hopi
children understood Einstein’s relativity as soon as they could
talk—and there was some truth to it. The Hopi language—
and thought—had no tenses and therefore no concept of
time-as-an-entity; it had nothing like the Indo-European speech’s
subjects and predicates, and therefore no built-in metaphysics
of cause and effect. In the Hopi language and mind all things
were frozen together forever into one great relationship, a
crytalline structure of space-time events that simply were
because they were. So much for Nahataspe’s people ‘seeing
clearly.”” But Royland gave himself and any other physicist
credit for seeing as clearly when they were working a four-
dimensional problem in the X Y Z space variables and the T
time variable.

He could have spoiled the old man’s joke by pointing that
out, but of course he did not. No, no; he’d get a jag and
maybe a bellyache from Nahataspe’s herb medicine and then
go home to his cubicle with his problem unresolved: to kick
or not to kick?

The old man began to mumble in Hopi, and drew a tattered
cloth across the door frame of his hut; it shut out the last rays
of the setting sun, long and slanting on the desert, pink-red
against the adobe cubes of the Indian settlement. It took a
minute for Royland’s eyes to accommodate to the flickering
light from the hearth and the indigo square of the ceiling
smoke hole. Now Nahataspe was ‘‘dancing,’’ doing a crouched
shuffle around the hut holding the covered dish before him.
Out of the corner of his mouth, without interrupting the
rhythm, he said to Royland: ‘‘Drink some hot water now.”’
Royland sipped from one of the pots on the hearth; so far it
was much like peyote ritual, but he felt calmer.

Nahataspe uttered a loud scream, added apologetically:
‘‘Sorry, Edward,”’ and crouched before him whipping the
cover off the dish like a headwaiter. So God Food was dried
black mushrooms, miserable, wrinkled little things. ‘“You
swallow them all and chase them with hot water,”’ Nahataspe
said.
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Obediently Royland choked them down and gulped from
the jug; the old man resumed his dance and chanting.

A little old self-hypnosis, Royland thought bitterly. Grab
some imitation sleep and forget about old S6¢c, as if you
could. He could see the big dirty one now, a hell of a fireball,
maybe over Munich, or Cologne, or Tokyo, or Nara. Cooked
people, fused cathedral stone, the bronze of the big Buddha
running like water, perhaps lapping around the ankles of a
priest and burning his feet off so he fell prone into the stuff.
He couldn’t see the gamma radiation, but it would be there,
invisible sleet doing the dirty unthinkable thing, coldly burn-
ing away the sex of men and women, cutting short so many
fans of life at their points of origin. Phase 56¢ could snuff out
a family of Bachs, or five generations of Bernoullis, or see to
it that the great Huxley-Darwin cross did not occur.

The fireball loomed, purple and red and fringed with green—

The mushrooms were reaching him, he thought fuzzily. He
could really see it. Nahataspe, crouched and treading, moved
through the fireball just as he had the last time, and the time
before that. Déja vu, extraordinarily strong, stronger than
ever before, gripped him. Royland knew all this had hap-
pened to him before, and remembered perfectly what would
come next; it was on the very tip of his tongue, as they say—

The fireballs began to dance around him and he felt his
strength drain suddenly out; he was lighter than a feather; the
breeze would carry him away; he would be blown like a dust
mote into the circle that the circling fireballs made. And he
knew it was wrong. He croaked with the last of his energy,
feeling himself slip out of the world: ‘‘Charlie! Help!”’

Out of the corner of his mind as he slipped away he sensed
that the old man was pulling him now under the arms, trying
to tug him out of the hut, crying dimly into his ear: ‘““You
should have told me you did not see through smoke! You see
clear; I never knew; I nev—"’

And then he slipped through into blackness and silence.

Royland awoke sick and fuzzy; it was morning in the hut;
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there was no sign of Nahataspe. Well. Unless the old man
had gotten to a phone and reported to the Laboratory, there
were now jeeps scouring the desert in search of him and’ all
hell was breaking loose in Security and Personnel. He would
catch some of that hell on his return, and avert it with his
news about assembly time.

Then he noticed that the hut had been cleaned of Nahataspe’s
few remaining possessions, even to the door cleth. A pang
went through him; had the old man died in the night? He
limped from the hut and looked around for a funeral pyre, a
crowd of mourners. They were not there; the adobe cubes
stood untenanted in the sunlight, and mare weeds grew in the
single street than he remembered. And his jeep, parked last
night against the hut, was missing.

There were no wheeltracks, and uncrushed weeds grew tall
where the jeep had stood.

Nahataspe’s God Food had been powerful stuff. Royland’s
hand crept uncertainly to his face. No; no beard.

He looked about him, looked hard. He made the effort
necessary to see details. He did not glance at the hut and
because it was approximately the same as it had always been,
concluded that it was unchanged, eternal. He looked and saw
changes everywhere. Once-sharp adobe corners were rounded;
protruding roof beams were bleached bone-white by how
many years of desert sun? The wooden framing of the deep
fortress-like windows had crumbled; the third building from
him had wavering soot stains above its window boles and its
beams were charred.

He went to it, numbly thinking: Phase 56¢c at least is
settled. Not old Rip’s baby now. They’ll know me from
fingerprints, I guess. One year? Ten? I feel the same.

The burned-out house was a shambles. In one corner were
piled dry human bones. Royland leaned dizzily against the
doorframe; its charcoal crumbled and streaked his hand. Those
skulls were Indian—he was anthropologist enough to know
that. Indian men, women and children, slain and piled in a
heap. Who kills Indians? There should have been some sign
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of clothes, burned rags, but there were none. Who strips
Indians naked and kills them?

Signs of a dreadful massacre were everywhere in the house.
Bullet-pocks in the walls, high and low. Savage nicks left by
bayonets—and swords? Dark stains of blood; it had run two
inches high and left its mark. Metal glinted in a ribcage
across the room. Swaying, he walked to the boneheap and
thrust his hand into it. The thing bit him like a razor blade; he
did not look at it as he plucked it out and carried it to the
dusty street. With his back turned to the burned house he
studied his find. It was a piece of swordblade six inches long,
hand-honed to a perfect edge with a couple of nicks in it. It
had stiffening ribs and the usual blood gutters. It had a
perceptible curve that would fit into only one shape: the
Samurai sword of Japan.

However long it had taken, the war was obviously over.

He went to the village well and found it choked with dust.
It was while he stared into the dry hole that he first became
afraid. Suddenly it all was real; he was no more an onlooker
but a frightened and very thirsty man. He ransacked the dozen
houses of the settlement and found nothing to his purpose—a
child’s skeleton here, a couple of cartridge cases there.

There was only one thing left, and that was the road, the
same earth track it had always been, wide enough for one
jeep or the rump-sprung station wagon of the Indian settle-
ment that once had been. Panic invited him to run; he did not
yield. He sat on the well curb, took off his shoes to meticu-
lously smooth wrinkles out of his khaki G.I. socks, put the
shoes on, and retied the laces loosely enough to allow for
swelling, and hesitated a moment. Then he grinned, selected
two pebbles carefully from the dust and popped them in his
mouth. ‘‘Beaver Patrol, forward march,”’ he said, and began
to hike.

Yes, he was thirsty; soon he would be hungry and tired;
what of it? The dirt road would meet state-maintained black-
top in three miles and then there would be traffic and he’d
hitch a ride. Let them argue with his fingerprints if they felt
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like it. The Japanese had got as far as New Mexico, had they?
Then God help their home islands when the counterblow had
come. Americans were a ferocious people when trespassed
on. Conceivably, there was not a Japanese left alive . . .

He began to construct his story as he hiked. In large parts it
was a repeated ‘‘I don’t know.”’ He would tell them: ‘‘I don’t
expect you to believe this, so my feelings won’t be hurt when
you don’t. Just listen to what I say and hold everything until
the F.B.1. has checked my fingerprints. My name is—’’ And
SO on.

It was midmorning then, and he would be on the highway
soon. His nostrils, sharpened by hunger, picked up a dozen
scents on the desert breeze: the spice of sage, a whiff of
acetylene stink from a rattler dozing on the shaded side of a
rock, the throat-tightening reek of tar suggested for a mo-
ment on the air. That would be the highway, perhaps a recent
hotpatch on a chuckhole. Then a startling tang of sulfur
dioxide drowned them out and passed on, leaving him stung
and sniffling and groping for a handkerchief that was not
there. What in God’s name had that been, and where from?
Without ceasing to trudge he studied the horizon slowly and
found a smoke pall to the far west dimly smudging the sky. It
looked like a small city’s, or a fair-sized factory’s, pollution.
A city or a factory where ‘‘in his time’’—he formed the
thought reluctantly—there had been none.

Then he was at the highway. It had been improved; it was a
two-laner still, but it was nicely graded now, built up by
perhaps three inches of gravel and tar beyond its old level,
and lavishly ditched on either side.

If he had a coin he would have tossed it, but you went for
weeks without spending a cent at Los Alamos Laboratory;
Uncle took care of everything, from cigarettes to tombstones.
He turned left and began to walk westward toward that sky
smudge.

I am a reasonable animal, he was telling himself, and I will
accept whatever comes in a spirit of reason. I will control
what I can and try to understand the rest—
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A faint siren scream began behind him and built up fast.
The reasonable animal jumped for the ditch and hugged it for
dear life. The siren howled closer, and motors roared. At the
ear-splitting climax Royland put his head up for one glimpse,
then fell back into the ditch as if a grenade had exploded in
his middle.

The convoy roared on, down the center of the two-lane
highway, straddling the white line. First the three little recon
cars with the twin-mount machine guns, each filled brimful
with three helmeted Japanese soldiers. Then the high-profiled,
armored car of state, six-wheeled, with a probably ceremonial
gun turret astern—nickel-plated gunbarrels are impractical—and
the Japanese admiral in the fore-and-aft hat taking his lordly
ease beside a rawboned, hatchet-faced SS officer in gleaming
black. Then, diminuendo, two more little recon jobs . . .

‘““We’ve lost,”” Royland said in his ditch meditatively.
‘“‘Ceremonial tanks with glass windows—we lost a long time
ago.”’ Had there been a Rising Sun insignia or was he now
imagining that?

He climbed out and continued to trudge westward on the
improved blacktop. You couldn’t say ‘‘I reject the universe,”’
not when you were as thirsty as he was.

He didn’t even turn when the put-putting of a westbound
vehicle grew loud behind him and then very loud when it
stopped at his side.

‘‘Zeegail,”’ a curious voice said. ‘‘What are you doing
here?”’

The vehicle was just as odd in its own way as the ceremo-
nial tank. It was minimum motor transportation, a kid’s sled
on wheels, powered by a noisy little air-cooled outboard
motor. The driver sat with no more comfort than a cleat to
back his coccyx against, and behind him were two twenty-
five pound flour sacks that took up all the remaining room the
little buckboard provided. The driver had the leathery South-
western look; he wore a baggy blue outfit that was obviously
a uniform and obviously unmilitary. He had a nametape on
his breast above an incomprehensible row of dull ribbons:
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MARTFIELD, E., 1218824, P/7 NQOTD43. He saw Royland’s
eyes on the tape and said kindly: ‘‘My name is Martfield—
Paymaster Seventh, but there’s no need to use my rank here.
Are you all right, my man?’’

‘“Thirsty,”’ Royland said. ‘*What’s the NQOTD43 for?"’

““You can read!”’ Martfield said, astounded. ‘‘Those
ches—"’

‘‘Something to drink, please,’”’ Royland said. For the mo-
ment nothing else mattered in the world. He sat down on the
buckboard like a puppet with cut strings.

‘‘See here, fellow!’’ Martfield snapped in a curious, stran-
gled way, forcing the words through his throat with a stagy,
conventional effect of controlled anger. ‘“You can stand until
I invite you to sit!”’

‘‘Have you any water?’’ Royland asked dully.

With the same bark: ‘“Who do you think you are?”’

“I happen to be a theoretical physicist—’' tiredly ar-
guing with a dim seventh-carbon-copy imitation of a drill
sergeant.

*‘Oh-hoh!”’ Martfield suddenly laughed. His stiffness van-
ished; he actually reached into his baggy tunic and brought
out a pint canteen that gurgled. He then forgot all about the
canteen in his hand, roguishly dug Royland in the ribs and
said: *‘I should have suspected. You scientists! Somebody
was supposed to pick you up—but he was another scientist,
eh? Ah-hah-hah-hah!”’

Royland took the canteen from his hand and sipped. So a
scientist was supposed to be an idiot-savant, eh? Never mind
now; drink. People said you were not supposed to fill your
stomach with water after great thirst; it sounded to him like
one of those puritanical rules people make up out of nothing
because they sound reasonable. He finished the canteen while
Martfield, Paymaster Seventh, looked alarmed, and wished
only that there were three or four more of them.

““‘Got any food?”’ he demanded.

Martfield cringed briefly. ‘‘Doctor, I regret extremely that
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I have nothing with me. However if you would do me the
honor of riding with me to my quarters—"’

““Let’s go,” Royland said. He squatted on the flour sacks
and away they chugged at a good thirty miles an hour; it was
a fair little engine. The Paymaster Seventh continued defer-
ential, apologizing over his shoulder because there was no
windscreen, later dropped his cringing entirely to explain that
Royland was seated on flour—*‘white flour, understand?”’ An
over-the-shoulder wink. He had a friend in the bakery at Los
Alamos. Several buckboards passed the other way as they
traveled. At each encounter there was a peering examination
of insignia to-decide who saluted. Once they met a sketchily
enclosed vehicle that furnished its driver with a low seat
instead of obliging him to sit with legs straight out, and
Paymaster Seventh Martfield almost dislocated his shoulder
saluting first. The driver of that one was a Japanese in a
kimono. A long curved sword lay across his lap.

Mile after mile the smell of sulfur and sulfides increased;
finally there rose before them the towers of a Frasch Process
layout. It looked like an oilfield, but instead of ground-laid
pipelines and bass-drum storage tanks there were foothills of
yellow sulfur. They drove between them—more salutes from
baggily uniformed workers with shovels and yard-long Stilson
wrenches. Off to the right were things that might have been
Solvay Process towers for sulfuric acid, and a glittering hor-
ror of a neo-Roman administration-and-labs building. The
Rising Sun banner fluttered from its central flagstaff.

Music surged as they drove deeper into the area; first it was
a welcome counterirritant to the pop-pop of the two-cycle
buckboard engine, and then a nuisance by itself. Royland
looked, annoyed, for the loudspeakers, and saw them every-
where—on power poles, buildings, gateposts. Schmaltzy Strauss
waltzes bathed them like smog, made thinking just a little
harder, made communication just a little more blurry even
after you had learned to live with the noise.

‘I miss music in the wilderness,’’ Martfield confided over
his shoulder. He throttled down the buckboard until they were
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just rolling; they had passed some line unrecognized by Royland
beyond which one did not salute everybody—just the occa-
sional Japanese walking by in business suit with blueprint-roll
and slide rule, or in kimono with sword. It was a German
who nailed Royland, however: a classic jack-booted German
in black broadcloth, black leather, and plenty of silver trim.
He watched them roll for a moment after exchanging salutes
with Martfield, made up his mind, and said: ‘‘Halt.”’

The Paymaster Seventh slapped on the brake, killed the
engine, and popped to attention beside the buckboard. Royland
more or less imitated him. The German said, stiffly but
without accent: ‘“Whom have you brought here, Paymaster?’’

““A scientist, sir. I picked him up on the road returning
from Los Alamos with personal supplies. He appears to be a
minerals prospector who missed a rendezvous, but naturally I
have not questioned the Doctor.”’ '

The German turned to Royland contemplatively. ‘‘So, Doc-
tor. Your name and specialty.’’

“Dr. Edward Royland,” he said. “‘I do nuclear power
research.”’ If there was no bomb he’d be damned if he’d
invent it now for these people.

*‘So? That is very interesting, considering that there is no
such thing as nuclear power research. Which camp are you
from?”’ The German threw an aside to the Paymaster Sev-
enth, who was literally shaking with fear at the turn things
had taken. ‘‘You may go, Paymaster. Of course you will
report yourself for harboring a fugitive.’’

‘‘At once, sir,”’ Martfield said in a sick voice. He moved
slowly away pushing the little buckboard before him. The
Strauss waltz oom-pah’d its last chord and instantly the loud-
speakers struck up a hoppity-hoppity folk dance, heavy on the
brass.

““Come with me,”’ the German said, and walked off, not
even looking behind to see whether Royland was obeying.
This itself demonstrated how unlikely any disobedience was
to succeed. Royland followed at his heels, which of course
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were garnished with silver spurs. Royland had not seen a
horse so far that day.

A Japanese stopped them politely inside the administration
building, a rimless-glasses, office-manager type in a gray
suit. ‘‘How nice to see you again, Major Kappel! Is there
anything I might do to help you?”’

The German stiffened. ‘‘I didn’t want to bother your peo-
ple, Mr. Ito. This fellow appears to be a fugitive from one of
our camps; I was going to turn him over to our liaison group
for examination and return.”’

Mr. Ito looked at Royland and slapped his face hard.
Royland, by the insanity of sheer reflex, cocked his fist as a
red-blooded boy should, but the German’s reflexes operated
also. He had a pistol in his hand and pressed against Royland’s
ribs before he could throw the punch.

*‘All right,’’ Royland said, and put down his hand.

Mr. Ito laughed. ‘‘You are at least partly right, Major
Kappel; he certainly is not from one of our camps! But do not
let me delay you further. May I hope for a report on the
outcome of this?’’

““Of course, Mr. Ito,”” said the German. He holstered his
pistol and walked on, trailed by the scientist. Royland heard
him grumble something that sounded like ‘‘Damned extrater-
ritoriality!”’

They descended to a basement level where all the door
signs were in German, and in an office labeled WISSENSCHA-
FTSLICHESICHERHEITSLIAISON Royland finally told his story.
His audience was the major, a fat officer deferentially ad-
dressed as Colonel Biederman, and a bearded old civilian, a
Dr. Piqueron, called in from another office. Royland sup-
pressed only the matter of bomb research, and did it easily
with the old security habit. His improvised cover story made
the Los Alamos Laboratory a research center only -for the
generation of electricity.

The three heard him out in silence. Finally, in an amused
voice, the colonel asked: ‘“Who was this Hitler you mentioned?”’

For that Royland was not prepared. His jaw dropped.
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Major Kappel said: ‘‘Oddly enough, he struck on a name
which does figure, somewhat infamously, in the annals of the
Third Reich. One Adolf Hitler was an early Party agitator,
but as I recall it he intrigued against the Leader during the
War of Triumph and was executed.”’

‘‘An ingenious madman,”’’ the colonel said. ‘‘Sterilized, of
course?”’

‘“Why, I don’t know. I suppose so. Doctor, would you—?"’

Dr. Piqueron quickly examined Royland and found him all
there, which astonished them. Then they thought of looking
for his camp tattoo number on the left bicep, and found none.
Then, thoroughly upset, they discovered that he had no birth
number above his left nipple either.

‘““And,” Dr. Piqueron stammered, ‘‘his shoes are odd,
sir—I just noticed. Sir, how long since you’ve seen sewn
shoes and braided laces?’’

‘““You must be hungry,”’ the colonel suddenly said. ‘‘Doc-
tor, have my aide get something to eat for—for the doctor.’’

‘‘Major,”’ said Royland, ‘I hope no harm will come to the
fellow who picked me up. You told him to report himself."’

‘‘Have no fear, er, doctor,”’ said the major. ‘‘Such human-
ity! You are of German blood?”’

‘“Not that I know of; it may be.’’

‘It must be!”’ said the colonel.

A platter of hash and a glass of beer arrived on a tray.
Royland postponed everything. At last he demanded: ‘‘Now.
Do you believe me? There must be fingerprints to prove my
story still in existence.”’

] feel like a fool,”’ the major said. ‘“You still could be
hoaxing us. Dr. Piqueron, did not a German scientist estab-
lish that nuclear power is a theoretical and practical impossi-
bility, that one always must put more into it than one can take
out?”’

Piqueron nodded and said reverently: ‘‘Heisenberg. Nine-
teen fifty-three, during the War of Triumph. His group was
then assigned to electrical weapons research and produced the
blinding bomb. But this fact does not invalidate the doctor’s
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story; he says only that his group was attempting to produce
nuclear power.”’

‘“We’ve got to research this,”” said the colonel. ‘‘Dr.
Piqueron, entertain this man, whatever he is, in your
laboratory.*’

Piqueron’s laboratory down the hall was a place of astounding
simplicity, even crudeness. The sinks, reagents, and balance
were capable only of simple qualitative and quantitative anal-
yses; various works in progress testified that they were not
even strained to their modest limits. Samples of sulfur and its
compounds were analyzed here. It hardly seemed to call for a
‘““/doctor’’ of anything, and hardly even for a human being.
Machinery should be continuously testing the products as they
flowed out; variations should be scribed mechanically on a
moving tape; automatic controls should at least stop the pro-
cesses and signal an alarm when variation went beyond limits;
at most it might correct whatever was going wrong. But here
sat Piqueron every day, titrating, precipitating, and weighing,
entering results by hand in a ledger and telephoning them to
the works!

Piqueron looked about proudly. ‘‘As a physicist you wouldn’t
understand all this, of course,’’ he said. ‘‘Shall I explain?’’

*‘Perhaps later, doctor, if you’d be good enough. If you’d
first help me orient myself—"’

So Piqueron told him about the War of Triumph (1940-1955)
and what came after.

In 1940 the realm of der Fuehrer (Herr Goebbels, of course—
that strapping blond fellow with the heroic jaw and eagle’s
eye whom you can see in the picture there) was simulta-
neously and treacherously invaded by the misguided French,
the sub-human Slavs, and the perfidious British. The attack,
for which the shocked Germans coined the name blitzkrieg,
was timed to coincide with an internal eruption of sabotage,
well-poisoning, and assassination by the Zigeunerjuden, or
Jewpsies, of whom little is now known; there seem to be none
left.
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By Nature’s ineluctable law, the Germans had necessarily
to be tested to the utmost so that they might fully respond.
Therefore Germany was overrun from East and West, and
Holy Berlin itself was taken; but Goebbels and his court
withdrew like Barbarossa into the mountain fastnesses to
await their day. It came unexpectedly soon. The deluded
Americans launched a million-man amphibious attack on the
homeland of the Japanese in 1945. The Japanese resisted with
almost Teutonic courage. Not one American in twenty reached
shore alive, and not one in a hundred got a mile inland.
Particularly lethal were the women and children, who lay in
camouflaged pits hugging artillery shells and aircraft bombs,
which they detonated when enough invaders drew near to
make it worthwhile.

The second invasion attempt, a month later, was made up
of second-line troops scraped up from everywhere, including
occupation duty in Germany.

‘‘Literally,”’ Piqueron said, ‘‘the Japanese did not know
how to surrender, so they did not. They could not conquer,
but they could and did continue suicidal resistance, consum-
ing manpower of the allies and their own womanpower and
childpower—a shrewd bargain for the Japanese! The Russians
refused to become involved in the Japanese war; they watched
with apish delight while two future enemies, as they sup-
posed, were engaged in mutual destruction.

““A third assault wave broke on Kyushu and gained the
island at last. What lay ahead? Only another assault on Honshu,
the main island, home of the Emperor and the principal
shrines. It was 1946; the volatile, child-like Americans were
war-weary and mutinous; the best of them were gone by then.
In desperation the Anglo-American leaders offered the Rus-
sians an economic sphere embracing the China coast and
Japan as the price of participation.’’

The Russians grinned and assented; they would take that—at
least that. They mounted a huge assault for the spring of
1947; they would take Korea and leap off from there for
northern Honshu while the Anglo-American forces struck in
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the south. Surely this would provide at last a symbol before
which the Japanese might without shame bow down and
admit defeat!

And then, from the mountain fastnesses, came the radio
voice: ‘‘Germans! Your Leader calls upon you again!’’ Fol-
lowed the Hundred Days of Glory during which the German
Army reconstituted itself and expelled the occupation troops—by
then, children without combat experience, and leavened by
not-quite-disabled veterans. Followed the seizure of the air-
fields; the Luftwaffe in business again. Followed the drive,
almost a dress parade, to the Channel Coast, gobbling up
immense munition dumps awaiting shipment to the Pacific
Theater, millions of warm uniforms, good boots, mountains
of rations, piles of shells and explosives that lined the French
roads for scores of miles, thousands of two-and-a-half-ton
trucks, and lakes of gasoline to fuel them. The shipyards of
Europe, from Hamburg to Toulon, had been turning out,
furiously, invasion barges for the Pacific. In April of 1947
they sailed against England in their thousands.

Halfway around the world, the British Navy was pounding
Tokyo, Nagasaki, Kobe, Hiroshima, Nara. Three quarters of
the way across Asia the Russian Army marched stolidly on;
let the decadent British pickle their own fish; the glorious
motherland at last was gaining her long-sought, long-denied,
warm-water seacoast. The British, tired women without their
men, children fatherless these eight years, old folks deathly
weary, deathly worried about their sons, were brave but they
were not insane. They accepted honorable peace terms; they
capitulated.

With the Western front secure for the first time in history,
the ancient Drive to the East was resumed; the immemorial
struggle of Teuton against Slav went on.

His spectacles glittering with rapture, Dr. Piqueron said:
‘“We were worthy in those days of the Teutonic Knights who
seized Prussia from the sub-men! On the ever-glorious Twenty-
first of May, Moscow was ours!”’

Moscow and the monolithic state machinery it controlled,
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and all the roads and rail lines and communication wires
which led only to—and from—Moscow. Detroit-built tanks
and trucks sped along those roads in the fine, bracing spring
weather; the Red Army turned one hundred and eighty de-
grees at last and countermarched halfway across the Eurasian
landmass, and at Kazan it broke exhausted against the Frederik
Line.

Europe at last was One and German. Beyond Europe lay the
dark and swarming masses of Asia, mysterious and repulsive
folk whom it would be better to handle through the non-
German, but chivalrous, Japanese. The Japanese were rein-
forced with shipping from Birkenhead, artillery from the
Putilov Works, jet fighters from Chateauroux, steel from the
Rubhr, rice from the Po valley, herring from Norway, timber
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