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Chapter One

THE SOFT STRAINS of music eased me out of sleep. For a
moment I was suspended just short of consciousness,
wondering vaguely who would play so sweetly at a time
like that. There were round-the-clock broadcasts, of
course, but early morning music was always vigorous and
stimulating. “Beautiful Dreamer” might mean that revolu-
tion had finally come. Then I was awake and knew it
hadn’t.

I stretched, feeling the sensuous scrape of the sheets
against my flesh, and opened my eyes. Geometric patterns
of color floated across the TV screen to the rhythm of the
music; “the dance of the integral calculator,” someone
had once called it. I knew now that this was not one of
the regular civilian radio stations. The closed channel
had started broadcasting. 1 glanced at the wall clock. It
was seven-thirty. And except in emergencies, the closed
channel went on this early only once a year. It was D. 1.
Day.

Fear tugged briefly in my stomach, but I forced my
mind away from the thoughts that caused it even before
they reached my consciousness. I had done it before, I
told myself fiercely; I could do it again. For twenty-four
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YEAR OF CONSENT

hours I could keep my thoughts away from certain sub-
jects: even from the all-important fact that I was a mem-
ber of the Uns. There would be traps, of course, but the
way out was to provide an alternative explanation for the
increased heart beat, the sudden spurt of adrenalin.

The volume of the music dropped and a voice faded in
behind it and the rainbow of shapes. It was a soothing,
friendly voice. “Third time around,” it said cheerfully.
“Time that everyone was up and activating at all levels
and echelons.”

Even if I hadn’t known the closed channel was trans-
mitting, the voice would have been a tip-off. They didn’t
talk like that on the regular broadcasts.

The.volume of the music came up, losing its softness as
the mood changed. The pitch rose until it was guaran-
teed to arouse anyone who had managed to slumber this
long. There were enough decibels involved to make a
picture on the wall start shuddering.

I swung my feet out of bed and sat up. A glance at the
clock told me I had enough time for a cigarette. 1 got
one out of my shirt and lit it. Then I got up and went
into the kitchen. I switched on the range-mike.

“Two eggs, sunny side up, and toast,” I said. “One
coffee.”

There was an almost imperceptible click as the stove
went into action. “Adam and Eve on a raft and muddy
one,” it answered.

That wasn’t part of the standard kitchen range; I'd
installed it myself, with my own voice on the tape. It
amused me. I sometimes suspected that it didn’t amuse
anyone else, but apparently it had not hurt my record
any.

I went back into the living room and started to dress.
The music was once more soft and a blue octagon was
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lazily chasing a yellow ball across the screen. I finished
dressing and sat down just as they stopped and the back-
ground music faded.

“Communications Administrative Department,” the
voice said more formally. As if it could have been any-
thing else. There were other closed channels for other
purposes, but the only one on the receiving sets of CAD
officials and employees was the CAD channel. Official
announcements automatically over-rode any station you
had tuned in on the selector. When the set was turned
off, the department channel could still activate the speaker.

The voice went on despite my musings. “Good morn-
ing,” it had just said. I still thought of it as The Voice,
for that’s what it was. A tape recording by someone, prob-
ably an actor, whose index rating showed his tones would
be pleasant to most of us. It sounded pleasant even to me.
This was the one time of the year when all the resources
of the department were turned on its own members.

“As most of you know, this morning is the beginning
of our annual Depth Interview Day. D. I. Day.”” There
was a chuckle drawing attention to some coming levity.
“Over in Administration there’s a theory that this is the
only day of the year that we boys and girls at SAC work.”

An old joke. Its humor, if it had any, lay in the fact the
department of Security and Consent—my department—
was the only one that worked around the clock every day.
That was where the voice was coming from. The tape
was stored in SOCIAC, or “Herbie,” the giant mechan-
ical brain that took up ten floors of the SAC Building on
Pennsylvania Avenue, not far from the White House.

“As I said,” the voice continued while the music thrum-
med softly in the background, “most of you know all
about D. I. Day. But there are a few new employees, fresh
out of their social-engineering classes, who will be taking

7



YEAR OF CONSENT

part for the first time. It is for them that I want to explain
the pitch. In just a few minutes you'll be digging out the
D. L. kit you were issued when you came to work in the
department. There are complete instructions in every
kit, but if you’re a little nervous—" a small chuckle—*“I’ll
tell you what to do. The camera goes in the lapel of your
coat, if you're a man. The distaff side will find their
cameras are made in the shape of an attractive breast pin.
The receiver goes in your hat, at the back so it will rest
against the bones just over the ears. The girls can put it
in their hair, if they like. The analyzer straps around
your arm up near the shoulder. Sorry, girls, I guess you
can’t wear sleeveless dresses today.”

So far it was the same old speech. Even the same jokes.
That one about this being the only day SAC worked: I'd
been in on the conference that had decided to put that
in. The whole speech was designed to throw listeners off-
guard. With most of them, it wouldn’t really matter. My
case was different. I'd have to watch myself carefully all
day. If the department ever got a hint of my Uns mem-
bership. . . Brr.

“As the instructions also explain, the camera will record
everything you yourself see. The receiver is so that you
may be contacted wherever you are. The analyzer merely
records your blood pressure, pulse beat, body tempera-
ture and skin moisture. These three things must be worn
for the next twenty-four hours. And except for your room
tests, that’s about all there is to it.”” A friendly, one-of-
the-gang chuckle. “So you see there’s nothing to the rumor
that D. I. Day is spent spying on you. The purpose of this
one controlled day each year is to help us set up a fresh
index on the work we’re doing. There is no need for any-
one to fear Depth Interview Day—" another soft chuckle
—"“unless, of course, he has subversive tendencies, or some-
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thing like that.”

I wasn’t listening any more than I had to. I knew all
of this by heart. I was scared enough without listening
too closely to the carefully-planted suggestions about fear,

Very few average citizens know much about Communi-
cations. History books mention only that it was added to
the cabinet in 1965, a year after the social engineers won
the election. The general public thinks it’s mostly con-
cerned with keeping the telephones and the television
stations operating. Men higher up in government—Con-
gress, the Cabinet, the General Manager, the President—
know it’s more important than that. They know better
than to make a move without consulting Communications
Vice President Bradley Bernard, even though they may
nominally outrank him. There is no government func-
tion that doesn’t involve language and language is a
matter of communication. Almost every problem turns
out to be a communication block of some kind. But even
the biggest wheels only know part of it. They think the
Communications Administrative Department exists to
help them—and not the other way around.

If Communications is the department in government,
Security and Consent is the bureau in Communications.
The Vice President in charge of Communications always
comes up out of SAC. There are engineers and scientists
in every part of government, of course, but SAC—Security
and Consent—is the haven of social engineers. If you
aren’t a social engineer, you can’t be employed in SAC;
if you are, you just don’t work anywhere else. Even the
clerks have the degree of Bachelor of Social Engineering;
those with more important work have an M.S.E. That
ncluded me, Gerald Leeds, Expediter.

Just as the world knows little about Communications,
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so does Communications—CAD—know little about SAC.
They all have a vague idea, but they certainly don’t know
that without the social engineers in SAC there would be
no Communications and no Government—at least, not as
we know it. i

Three hundred and sixty-four days out of each year,
the social engineers sit on top of the world. They scrutin-
ize it, dissect it, poke at it, and lead it along the paths
they have planned for it. Except for themselves, every-
one in the United States of Americas is conditioned from
the cradle to the grave, from morning to night, through
all media. Dissenting voices are quickly brought under
control. Only the social engineers escape—and they do so
only after they have passed the rigid university entrance
examinations for the profession set up by the SAC. Even
then, many of those who make the grade can’t re-adjust
to the true situation as it is revealed to them, many more
flunk out; and all of these failures have their memories
of the courses erased before they are allowed to resume a
normal life. Those who graduate at least are free of the
normal conditioning, but subject to a much more subtle
kind: the knowledge that they—we, that is—are the elite.
We don’t have to be persuaded with every step, for we
are the consent makers.

This is why D. I. Day is a day of fear in SAC. It is the
one day when the scrutinizers become the scrutinized,
when we march beneath the microscope that is usually
turned the other way. The broadcast I was listening to,
the instruments I would soon have to buckle on, were
confined to those in SAC. For twenty-four hours nothing
would go unnoticed in the search for defects that might
have developed since the year before.

The voice had finished the instructions and was giving
a last cheerful assurance. “Don’t think you’ll be the only
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YEAR OF CONSENT

ones taking part in D. I. Day. Everyone, from Vice Pres-
dent Bernard and SAC Co-ordinator Dillon on down,
vill be going through exactly the same thing.” The voice
jot more confidential and dropped all formality. “B. B.
ind Rog will be buckling on their analyzers at the same
ime as you do. And now it’s time. Get out your kits and
ollow the instructions. After that, carry on as usual.”

Carry on as usual, I thought bitterly. Then I crowded
he feeling out of my mind. Against my will, it might
ause some resentment which would show up on the
nalyzer.

I walked over to my dresser and got out the kit which
lad been tucked away there for a year. I took -out the
mpulse-camera and put it in my lapel. The pictures it
ook would be automatically broadcast back to the SAC
uilding and printed on film stored in SOCIAC. I put
he receiver in my hat and left it on the table so I couldn’t
ear any last little messages before breakfast. The camera
rould record the fact, but I'd done it before without any
ad results. I pulled up my sleeve and fastened the ana-
yzer around my arm.

For the millionth time I thanked my stars that the
quipment didn’t include a microphonic pick-up. It had
t one time, but SOCIAC had finally decided it was un-
ecessary, and even harmful in some cases. It made cer-
un types of people feel too much as if their entire lives
ere being laid bare, and in any case the camera-analyzer
ombination was enough to record their reactions to an
ind of situation they might meet. Actually, although
obody mentioned this, the pick-ups were superfluous,
nce SAC employees almost always worked in the
resence of other SAC employees—and the loyal ones
ould always report any disloyalty.

“Soup’s on,” the range called from the kitchen.
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I went in, lifted the top of the range, and swore mildly.
The range could be controlled either by voice or from a
keyboard, and apparently I'd forgotten and left some of
the keys depressed the day before. The serving receptacle
contained a complete double order: four eggs, two slices
of toast, two cups of coffee. I wasn’t that hungry, so I
shrugged, removed what I wanted, pushed the overload
control to dispose of the rest, and sat down. |

As I ate I amused myself with the thought of all the
pictures of disappearing breakfasts that would be stored
up on film in SOCIAC. It was time to go to the office when
I'd finished the last sip of coffee.

The voice—another one, softer but more insinuating—
was already getting in touch as I put on my hat. “. .. just |
go on as if this were any other day,” it said. ‘““There’s no
reason to have any fear. . ..”

Downstairs, I debated with myself over how to go to the
office. Usually, I took a cab because it offered the least
exposure to the planned advertising that blanketed the
city. SAC employees were provided with special glasses
and ear-plugs which blocked the ’casting of commercials
direct to retina and eardrum; they were a nuisance, but
the lesser of two evils. This morning, however, I would
have prepared the assault on my senses to drown out the
insidious voice on my receiver.

It was better, I knew, not to break my routine. So I
thought about riding the overhead monorail and then
hailed a cab. It swerved in to the curb and I got in.

“SAC Building,” I told the driver.

The cab lurched away from the curb. The driver flipped
the flag down without looking around. He was obviously
making an effort to keep his face turned away from me.
I was used to that, too.
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Cab drivers are usually a pretty smart group. They
don’t know any more about SAC than anyone else, but
they are usually a little afraid of anyone going there. It
is probably the knowledge that those who suffered from
social ills go through that building on the road back to

- mental health. There is no secret about it, but Com-
munications hadn’t yet been able to convince everyone
that this was better than sending people to prison.

The TV screen in the cab was on, tuned to one of the
regular channels. I reached over and punched the volume
a little higher. That helped. Now when the voice on my
receiver spoke—as it did every few minutes, giving assur-
ance that there was nothing about Depth Interview Day
to frighten even a child—it was a meaningless murmur.

Analysis of the film from my lapel camera would reveal
what I'd done, but SAC veterans like myself were allowed
a certain latitude as long as our other ratings were up to
standard. And I needed something to distract me and
keep the lurking fear from crowding into my mind.

The show was one of the most popular morning broad-
casts, with a little bit of everything. There was news; a
feature on American democracy as practiced in the state
of Argentina, which I knew was part of the build-up to
the blast at the Russian satellites in Europe which had*
been requested by the State Department; interviews with
a prominent TV star and the senior senator from Peru;
a trio singing the latest song hits, and a comic who wasn’t
very funny. It was sponsored by Paragon Chemical
Products. Before long the commercial came on.

It opened with the Paragon congressional representa-
tive giving a little talk on the public service performed by
the company. A new factory had been built in Mexico,
resulting in 750 miles of improved federal highway and
a million dollars worth of low-cost housing. There was a
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musical interlude with a song about the fifteen hundred
products manufactured by Paragon. Then they ran in a
clip of film showing one of our most glamorous TV stars
getting dressed. There was no doubting her attractions. I
could feel my own pulse quicken as I looked at her and
was amused, knowing the analyzer would take it all down
and SOCIAC would probably approve.

“Ladies,” the announcer said, “you, too, can have the
rounded, glamorous figure of a TV star—the soft curves
that makes a man’s heart quicken with desire. It's as
simple as stopping in at the drugstore and getting a box
of Glamorones. Or ask your family doctor if you're in
doubt. Remember—it’s Glamorones for glamor.”

I'd only been half-listening, but that startled me. It
was at least four years since I'd heard Glamorones ad-
vertised. Now they were pushing them again. It meant
that there had been a population drop in the United
States.

The real function of Glamorones was top secret, shared
by no more than two hundred people in SAC. For several
years we'd had a controlled population, but outside of
this small circle nobody knew it. Whenever the birth-rate
fell below what had been decided was the norm, Glam-
orones were pushed in all advertising outlets. It was a
preparation of hormones which stepped up a woman’s
sex drive, often producing a condition of oestrus. If the
birth-rate went too high, Glamorones disappeared from
the market and the public was sold on Slimettes for
women and Vigorone for men. Both products were made
of phosphorylated hesperidin which blocked fertilization
in more than ninety per cent of the cases. '

All three products were manufactured by Paragon.
They were quite happy to take orders from an SAC repre-
sentative and ask no questions. I should have been aware
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of it before, I realized. Nancy had been showing more affec-
' tion recently. She wasn’t one of those in on the secret at
SAC and she was a sucker, like millions of other women,
for any of the glamor or beauty aids on the market. Even
SAC employees didn’t escape that kind of conditioning.
I glanced away from the screen and saw that we were
passing the White House. Although the old building had
not been torn down, it had been rebuilt several times.
The most recent addition had been finished only a week
before. I had seen many of the old pictures and T had to
admit that it was now a far more handsome building
with its wide expanses of glass and steel. They had also
put a new billboard on the East lawn near the flagpole
from which flew the 74 stars and 13 stripes. The cab driver
slowed down for a car ahead and I was able to get a good
look at it. :

THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICAS—
where 378,835,785 people live happily and
peacefully—offers an administration that is

CLEAN

HONEST

FREE OF HARMFUL SOCIAL ILLS
No other government can make this claim!

THE SUN ALWAYS SHINES ON THE
AMERICAN PRESIDENT

I didn’t doubt that the whole thing made an impres-
sion on people—SOCIAC proved that it did and who was
I to argue with a brain that occupied ten floors—but it
was the last sentence that brought people in droves to the
White House every day it rained.

Some of the Communications engineers had worked
out an electronics “blanket” over the White House so
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that any rain or snow evaporated into steam long before
it reached the building. There were also built-in lights
all over the building so that even during a rainstorm the
sun did seem to be shining on it. The only purpose of all
this was to focus more attention on the building. It cer-
tainly succeeded.

A few more blocks and the cab stopped in front of the
SAC Building. I paid the driver and got out.

Like every other employee, I always carried a small
metal identification tab. This was recognized at the
entrance by an electronic eye and the door swung open
for me. I stepped into one of the special elevators and
punched the button for the fifteenth floor.

Even in the elevator I was conscious of the vibrations,
like an inaudible hum, of SOCIAC at work. The giant
electronic brain filled up the first ten floors of our build-
ing. There were additional memory banks in several sub-

( cellars and in another nearby building. It was impossible
not to be in awe of it. Just as an example, it contained

%y about 500,000 electronic tubes and about 860,000 relays. |

/ Not counting the extra memory banks, it had 400 reg- |
isters totaling 6,400 decimal digits of very rapid memory i
in electronic tubes and about 6,000 registers totaling
120,000 decimal digits of less rapid memory in relays. It
handled the entire output of 74 other electronic calcula-
tors, one in each state, and still did all of our other work.

Officially the giant brain was the SOCIAC, but simply
because we were all a little afraid of its ability we were
seldom that formal. To everyone around the office, it
was known as Herbie—supposedly in honor of the first
engineer to have been elected President.

Nearly everyone was already at work. I stopped for a
minute beside Nancy’s desk. Her full name was Nancy
Harper and she was a sequence clerk, which meant that
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she was one of those who attended to the clerical needs
of Herbie. She also had red hair and a figure that would
have made even Herbie forget about being the great
- brain if he could have seen her.
. “Hi, Nancy,” 1 said.
She looked up and smiled. “Hello, Jerry,” she said. I
thought she looked a little strained. '
“You feeling all right?” I asked her.
“Why shouldn’t I be?” she said, nodding. I noticed she
- was wearing a dress with sleeves just long enough to cover
the analyzer. But it had her usual plunging neckline,
“ which was one reason I always lingered by her desk as
long as I could.

“Our date still on for tonight?” I asked. “Or would
you rather call it off because it’s D. I. Day?”

“Still on,” she said. She smiled so I wouldn’t feel dis-
missed and proceeded to dismiss me. “Run along. Today
is one of Herbie’s busy days.”

“Isn’t it for all of us?” I murmured and went on into
my office. ‘

My official title at SAC was Expediter. There were
about five hundred of us in Washington, although not all
in the SAC Building. It would have been more accurate
to say I was a troubleshooter. If you were romantically
minded and still read some of the old mystery novels—
and they were almost impossible to find, because Herbie
disapproved of them—you might even have called me =
government private eye. Any way you sliced it, it still en-
titled me to a private office. It also included my name on
the door in nice bold script, superimposed on the usual
infinity symbol.

If you didn’t know much about SAC, you might jump
to the conclusion that this made me a big wheel. From
the viewpoint of someone like Nancy Harper, I suppose
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I was. Actually, however, there were many levels above
me. Top man in SAC was, of course, the Vice President of
Communications. Under him came the National Co-or-
dinator. That was Roger Dillon. There were six Vice Co-
ordinators and seventy-four State Co-ordinators. Then
there was something like a thousand Sector Co-ordinators
and any one of them could give me orders if I were in his
sector. :

Below the co-ordinator level, SAC was divided into two
parts. Everyone in the Consent Secretariat outranked
those of us in the Security Secretariat. It consisted of the
consent engineers, who planned the conditioning for
every level of society, and the account executives, who
worked directly with every business firm. Since all adver-
tising and much manufacturing were integral parts of
conditioning, theirs were important jobs. In the Security
Secretariat, expediters and members of the Clinic Squad
were theoretically of equal rank, although in reality the
Clinic Squad could take an expediter into custody with or
without a special order. And then under us were the clerks
and technicians of various grades.

So I was somewhere around the middle of the heap.
And with no chance of going any higher, for Index Rec-
ord listed me as an accident prone with a low Stability
rating.

; My office was just big enough for my desk and chair,
“two extra chairs and a small lounging couch. I tossed my
hat on the couch. There was a speaker in the wall that
would give me the same reassurances as the one in my
hat. It was doing so as I entered.
“—follow your usual routine,” the voice was saying. “D.
I. Day is only another means of keeping our records up to
date. Forget that you're wearing those instruments and
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go right on with your work. There is absolutely no reason
for anyone to be afraid of D. I. Day.”

But everyone in the place was afraid. But before the
day was over Herbie was going to evaluate all of us. There
was something frightening about being judged by a ma-
chine, even though we knew that Herbie had never made
a mistake.

And, of course, they could always say that we weren’t
really spied upon. True, the cameras weren’t turned on
us; everything we said wasn’t recorded. It was our pulses,
temperature, heart beats, perspiration—fear and guilt will
make you sweat—that went into the analyzing banks.
There was a time record on every bit of film and every
report of our bodily functions. You looked at something
and your heart beat faster and Herbie knew all about it.
Or a voice on a record said “There’s no reason to be afraid
unless you've done something”—but you were afraid and
you sweat a little and Herbie knew about it, making you
still more afraid.

But there was more to it than that. Maybe you were a
perfectly loyal citizen. Maybe you heard somebody say
that the social engineers were dictators and maybe you
reported them the way you should, but your heart beat a
little faster when it happened, or skipped a beat while
you hesitated. Herbie knew about it if it happened on
this one day and added it to all the other things stored
in his tubes—and you could be sure everything was stored
there, down to the fact that you liked to wear brown socks
and eat chocolate ice cream. The electronic tubes would
glow and out would come the information that poten-
tially you were a threat. And off you went to be treated for
a communication block before it happened.

It was little wonder that we knew a special fear on that
one day of the year. Herbie, with the aid of other giant
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brains, kept tab on everybody, but people outside of SAC
didn’t know he did and didn’t know what Herbie could
do with the information. We knew both.

Of course, my case was special. I had reason for fear. If
SOCIAC learned that I was a secret member of the hated,
outlawed Uns—in short, a potential saboteur in the bosom
of the enemy—it would be my finish.

There were three baskets on my desk, directly below
the instrument panel that connected me to Herbie. There
was an output basket, now shining and empty. There was
a regular input basket with a few cards for me to check.
There was a red input basket for emergencies. There was
one white card in the center of it.

I could delay picking it up just long enough to get
settled at my desk, but no longer. This was something
else about D. I. Day. There was no way of telling whether
an assignment was legitimate or a trap. Even if it were
legitimate, it might still be a trap. On any case important
enough to be an emergency, the problem was fed into
Herbie with all the cards of available expediters. Herbie
picked the one to be assigned. On D. 1. Day, the choice
was as apt to be made with the idea of testing the expe-
diter as well as for the overtly desired results.

There were ways, however, of fooling even Herbie. I
opened a drawer in my desk and fumbled for a pencil. In
finding it, I uncovered a pornographic picture. I had put
it there a month before, saving it for today. I glanced at
it long enough to be sure the camera had caught it too.
Herbie might mark me down as having an unstable sex
life, but the analysis wouldn’t know whether my quick- |
ened pulse came from the picture or the emergency tray.
I reached over and picked up the card.

It was a note from Roger Dillon, Co-ordinator of SAC.
|

:
\
|
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Jerry, I read, I think we’ve got a high priority com-
munication block. Herbie suggests you. I've arranged for
you to take your room test at 9:20. Come in and see me
as soon as you've finished. Rog.

No way of telling what it was, but it must be high
priority if he was that vague. I was glad I'd looked at the
picture in the drawer.

I glanced at my watch. It was time for me to go to the
testing room. I went out, purposefully leaving my hat in
the office. At least I wouldn’t have that voice prodding
me.

Outside there was a big board that ordinarily gave an
electronic record of where everyone was; today it included
testing room assignments. I was scheduled for 1604. I
headed for the elevator.

This was the only part of the day that couldn’t even bé
disguised as routine. Each one of us had to go to a testing
room where some small cell of Herbie’s electronic brain
would throw taped questions at us. Mostly the questions
were on history or social matters and what was said in the
answers didn’t really matter. It was the reactions faith-
fully reported by the analyzer that counted. Anger or
excitement while giving a truthful answer might, when
added to Herbie’s other information, be enough to call
for therapy.

It was a small room with a single chair facing a wall
with lights, a mike and a receiver. A white light went on
as I sat in the chair, showing that my presence had reg-
istered in the brain downstairs. I waited while the im-
pulses arranged themselves.

“Gerald Leeds,” said a voice from the receiver. It didn’t
matter whose voice; it represented Herbie. “Expediter in
the Security Secretariat, Bureau of Security and Consent,
Communications Administrative Department. Tenure,
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seven years. Code: 1-0-1101-11-101-1-100.”

“Yes,” I said even though no answer was required.

“Six feet, one inch tall. Weight, one hundred and eighty-
five pounds. Brown hair. Brown eyes. No identifying
scars or marks on body. Skin tone code: B-16-031-57. At-
traction to the opposite sex code: AA-97-02-99-6.”

That last code number indicated that Herbie had me
listed as being handsome and that women found me at-
tractive. Personally I had always thought my face pretty
ordinary, but I had never protested. Not only because I
was flattered; no one ever argued with Herbie. The other
things, I knew, were being checked. An electronic beam
had taken my height as I entered. There was a scale at-
tached to the chair in which I sat. And Herbie’s records
would show if I'd had any wounds during the past year.

" “A gain of one pound in weight over last year,” the
voice announced. “No other physical changes.”

I waited for the next step. It was not long in coming.
An enlarged photograph of my face was flashed on a
screen in front of me. It was the one taken the year before.
I gazed at it as objectively as I could—at the straight nose
which I'd always considered too large, and the full lips
which I thought too thick. A moment later another photo-
graph of me flashed onto the screen beside the first one.
This one had been taken only a moment before.

This part of the test had always fascinated me. I watched
as the second photograph moved over until it was super-
imposed over the first one. This was a final identification
of me and of changes that might have taken place in-a

ear.
’ Jagged lines of light appeared around my head. All it
indicated was that my hair was a little longer than it had
been the year before; I needed a hair cut. A tiny streak
of light appeared on my forehead. That meant one extra
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small wrinkle from frowning. There were no other lights.

The voice reeled off a series of coded numbers for the
files.

. The screen went blank. I leaned back in my chair and
relaxed as best I could. Now came the tough part. I had
learned long before that it was possible to let questions
and answers skim in and out of my brain without my
emotions becoming involved. But would I get away with it
this time?

“Educational background?” the voice asked. Herbie

‘knew that as well as I did. He was just warming up.

- “Harvard Tech. Degree of Social Engineering. Ex-
empted from all conditioning courses. Straight A in all
courses. Graduated among the top ten.”

“Name the states of the American Republic.” Still
warming up.

I ran through all 74, starting with Alabama and Ar-
gentina through to West Indies and West Virginia.

“Give dates of entries 6f the most recent states.”

“Alaska, Greenland and Hawaii in 1970,” I said. “The
Philippines in 1971. Cuba and Canada, 1972. West Indies
in 1973. Mexico in 1975. The Central American states in
1978. The South American states applied for admission,
as a block, following a brief police action in 1980.”

“Give a brief political picture of the world today.”
This was getting closer to it.

‘“Two major powers in the world,” I said, “currently
existing in a cold war which started before the evolution-
ary changes of 1964. The United States of America, a
'democratic government elected by the people. Soviet
Russia, together with her satellites, a dictatorship. Of
‘less importance, but still powerful, Imperial China, now
‘under the second ruler of the Mao Dynasty. Existing as
-minor factors: England, a socialistic kingdom; Spain under
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King Francisco 1I; Scotland, Ireland, Wales, Norway and
Sweden as minor republics. Other European countries
vanished, of course, in the Russian maneuvers of 1971.
Then there is Australia, which would be another minor
republic, except that it gave refuge to the group which
still calls itself the United Nations, claiming to represent
the peoples of the world.”

There was a moment of silence while the tubes and re-
lays absorbed this and checked it against other relays and
tubes. '

“Your summation on the United Nations?” the voice
asked.

This was it.

“An illegal body existing only in Australia,” I said as
calmly as I could. “The delegates have no standing at all. |
Why, there is even a man who claims to be the United
States delegate-in-exile. He is, of course, sick. While they
have been able to find some supporters here for their opin-
ions, the Uns—as they are called—are not considered a
serious threat. Before long it should be possible to diag-
nose all of them and effect cures.”

Another wait, while I hoped I'd made it strong enough.
“You are aware of the political set-up in the United States
at the present?”

“Of course,” 1 said. “While there is only one political
party, the President and the Executive Vice President are
elected by popular vote, two candidates for each office
being offered the people. Candidates are chosen for qual-
ities which will most appeal to the mass of people accord-
ing to the available data on public tastes. Senators are
voted into office from each state and candidates are chosen
by the party through the same means. Candidates for the
House of Representatives are chosen from the leading
corporations and business firms throughout the nation
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and are elected by popular vote, two candidates being
put up by each firm.”

“You approve of this?”

“It is efficient,” I answered calmly. “The government
operates smoothly and with little waste. The healthy peo-
ple of the nation are satisfied and happy.”

“What sort of rule would you call it?”

“Democratic rule by consent,” I said. We were now
coming to the part that was tricky for anyone in SAC.

“What about class distinctions in the United States?”

“The old ones have been abolished,” I said. “There are
essentially three classes. The Producers, or Pros, who also
control the political machinery, as they should since
their training fits them for it. The Consumers, or Cons,
who constitute the great mass of people and who give
their consent to be so intelligently ruled. And the Nulls,
or Non-producers, such as the intellectuals, who also give
their consent to be ruled.”

“Would you say that is a complete picture?” the voice
persisted. “I might add that your answer to this question
will be erased from the memory banks once it has been
evaluated to make certain it doesn’t fall into the hands
of unauthorized personnel.”

“No,” I said. “There is in reality a fourth class, but its
existence is submerged and technically it is a part of the
Pros. This class consists of the social engineers—sometimes
known as Infs from the infinity sign which appears on
their identity cards. Social engineers were responsible
for abolishing the old slipshod methods of governing and
we are completely responsible for the current government.
The Pros believe that they are the rulers of the country

- and that we merely help them; we condition them to be-

lieve this. They also believe that we condition the Cons
and Nulls, working through all media, and that they are
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free of this because they have their own TV channels and
their own reading matter; the truth is that both Pros and
Cons have consented to being ruled by social engineers,
and specifically by SAC, whether they are conscious of
this or not. In the same fashion, our methods will one day
persuade the whole world to consent to our rule. For this
reason we cannot help but win the psychological war with
Russia and the invisible war with all the other countries,
including the so-called United Nations.”

“You like this?”

“A social engineer,” I said, quoting from the college
text book, “is not concerned with liking or disliking. He
is concerned only with that which is workable.”

“All right,” the voice said. The light went out and I
was free to leave. I walked out and took the elevator
down to the fifteenth floor. I was pretty certain I had
succeeded in blocking off all emotional reactions in the
test room. If I could do as well on the next lap, I would
be all right. I paused long enough to light a cigarette and
then went into Roger Dillon’s office.

He wasn’t alone, which surprised me. The door should
have been electronically locked when there was someone
with him.

It was a woman, who seemed to be on the point of
leaving. She turned at the sound of the door, and I
amended my first observation. A beautiful woman. Short
black hair framed the loveliest face I'd ever seen. The
rest of her was just as good—enough so that I could feel
a quickening of my pulse. For Herbie’s file, I thought.

“Sorry,” T said automatically. I switched my gaze to
Roger Dillon. “Your note said—"

“It’s all right, Jerry, boy,” Roger Dillon said. “Mrs.
Randall is just going. This is Gerald Leeds. Mrs. Randall.”

We said hello. I noticed her eyes were black and soft.
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“Mrs. Randall is George’s wife,” Dillon went on. George
Randall was one of our expediters. I knew him only
slightly. “George is out of town and I've been trying to
convince Mrs. Randall she should come to our annual
ball tomorrow night.” Each year, following D. 1. Day,
there was a big party for the surviving members of SAC.

“A good idea,” I said.

“Say, I just thought of something,” Dillon exclaimed.
“Mrs. Randall is old-fashioned. She says she doesn’t like
to come unescorted. Why can’t you pick her up, Jerry?”

There was more than a question in his words. But look-
ing at her, I didn’t mind.

“I'd like to,” I said, looking at her.

“I'll think about it,” she said. She smiled. “Call me to-
morrow, Mr. Leeds, and I'll let you know. Good-by, Mr.
Dillon.”

Roger and 1 both said good-by and watched her walk
through the door. She had the kind of walk it was a pleas-
ure to watch.

I turned back to him when she was gone. “Who’s she?”

“I told you. George Randall’s wife.”

“How come I've never seen her before?”

“As a matter of fact,” he said, “Mrs. Randall has never
wanted to attend any of our office parties. George has al-
ways come alone. That’s why I was trying to convince her
she should come this time.”

I waited, but he didn’t go on, which was curious. Roger
Dillon never did anything accidentally. It was strange
that he had let me walk in when she was there, still stranger
that he had volunteered as much information as he had,
or that he’d ask me to take her to the party. There was no
clue in the expression on Dillon’s plump massaged face.

“Well, Jerry, boy,” Dillon said, going back to his desk

and motjoning to the big leather chair beside it. “Take a
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load off. How’d it go?”

“Like always,” I grunted. “What’s up?”

“Got a few reports here,” he said, pointing to his desk.
There was a stack of code cards from Herbie and beside
them the translated reports. “Thought we might noodle
this one together.” He was addicted to much of the termi-
nology from the early days, when most social engineers
were advertising or public relations men. He seemed to
think it made him one of the boys.

I nodded and waited.

“Jerry, boy,” he said, leaning back and staring at the
ceiling, “how many Uns do you think we picked up this
last year?”

I knew, having learned from my own Uns contact, but
decided it would be better not to guess too closely. An
ordinary expediter wasn’t supposed to know too much
about the over-all picture. “A couple of hundred,” I said.

“Five thousand,” he said, chopping the air with his in-

dex finger. “Five thousand Americans with the identical
communications block. They were: convinced that the
world’s salvation lies in restoring the United Nations,
with all of its fumbling methods. They believed that there
is little difference between this government and the one
in Russia. Pavlovian, I believe, they called both.”

“An epidemic,” I said, feigning surprise.

“A bad one,” he agreed. “Five thousand was only the
number we caught. What about the ones still walking
around? You know something else, Jerry, boy? You won’t
believe this. Ordinarily, you feed five thousand people’s
cards through Herbie and he’ll be able to tell you exactly
where to find anyone else who agrees with them. Well,
Herbie almost blew a few thousand tubes when he tried

to collate the findings on those five thousand Uns. The

only thing they had in common was the communication
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block. Hardly any two of them even liked the same break-
fast cereal.”

“Impossible,”\l exclaimed.

“True,” he said sadly, “but it happened. I'm afraid
we're going to have to double our efforts on the Uns.
We’ve got to at least find out how many sick people we've
got walking around. But I think maybe we’ve got a lead.”

“What?” I asked, dropping my butt in a tray and light-
ing another cigarette.

“We ran all five thousand of these captured Uns through
the psychotherapy-calculator,” he said. “I'm afraid the
results were bad. A few cures. But there were more who
developed communication blocks on all levels and in
many, many cases pre-frontal lobotomy was necessary.
None of them had much information either. But we did
get a few hints pointing to one man who seems to have
been the focus for their activity. We ran those through
Herbie.”

“What did you get?”

“Not enough. A partial personality picture. Herbie
estimates that if we put it through for 1dentification we’d
pull at least two million cards. But yesterday another
Uns was picked up here in Washington. This morning I
heard that he knew one thing more. The man we want is
in New York today. I've got the address here. I'll give
it to you with what few conclusions the analysis came up
with. Herbie says you're the best man to catch this one
and bring him in. I agree—not that my opinion is impor-
tant.”

“Who’s the man I have to get?”” I asked.

“It’s undoubtedly a code name,” Roger said, glancing
at the papers on his desk, “but he calls himself Paul Re-
vere.”

I was glad my hands were in my lap, out of sight of my
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lapel camera. Roger was turned away so his camera
couldn’t catch it. I jabbed the lighted cigarette against
the top of my hand and held it while I counted to ten.
Then I let out a grunt of pain.

“What’s wrong?” Roger said, looking up. “You know
the name?”

“No,” I said. I laughed ruefully, not needing to pretend
the pain. “I was following what you said so closely that
like an idiot I burned myself on my cigarette.” I held up
my hand so he and the camera could see it. A blister was
already puffing up on it.

That, I thought, ought to throw Herbie for a loop when
he starts collating my reactions to what Roger had said.

“That’s one of the troubles with you,” Roger grunted.
“You’re always doing some damn fool thing like that. No
wonder you've got a number of low ratings on your rec-
ord. But—" grudgingly—“I suppose that’s also why you’ve
got such a high rating on concentration.”

“Anything else?” I asked.

“It’s all in here,” he said, lifting the papers from his
desk. He hefted them for a minute as though he were
questioning even Herbie’s advice about sending me. Then
_he handed them over. “If there’s no slip-up, you ought to
be back by tonight.”

“Sure,” I said. I walked out of his office and started down
the hall. My hand was still hurting and I was glad of it.

I knew a lot about the Uns and their communication
block. SAC called them sick people, but I knew they were
a healthy underground movement.

And my code name in that movement was Paul Revere.

I was going to Néw York to bring back myself.
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ALL THE TIME I waited in the dispensary for the nurse to
treat my burned hand, 1 was trying to think of a solution.
My orders were to go to New York and bring back the
underground leader known as “Paul Revere.” But that
was me. Was it a trap, had Herbie gotten some misinfor-
mation, or what?

I could see no solution but to go ahead to New York
and make the motions of looking for Paul Revere. On
any other day, I might have been able to fake it—but not
this day. The camera in my lapel filmed everything I saw

- and would show where I was every minute of the day.
By the time my hand was dressed, I had accepted the
- need to go through the motions. My reactions were well
- enough under control to insure a steady pulse. All I had
- to do was watch out for surprises.
I checked in at the supply office on the next floor and
: drew field equipment. All small stuff, nothing really high-
- powered. There was an impulse-sender which would
broadcast to the nearest SAC office. It could be used to
ask for help manually, and if it stopped broadcasting at
_any time help would be sent automatically. There was a
finger-hypo, a small hypodermic needle that fitted over
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a finger and would make an injection when the wearer
slapped someone on the shoulder or arm. It carried four
loads of a drug that temporarily destroyed resistance so
that a patient could be handled. For extreme cases there
was a pencil-gun filled with a mild gas. That was all.

An SAC car drove me to the airport. I was in time to get
a scheduled flight, so it wasn’t necessary to use one of the
SAC planes. All I had to do was show my identity card
and board the plane. Even the fare was automatically
charged to SAC. It wasn’t quite that easy for other pas-
sengers. They had to produce a Work Transfer or a Vaca-
tion Permit before they could board an interstate plane.

It was one of the new laws often held up usually by
Russia as proof that the American government kept a
rigid control on all its citizens; the “iron curtain” be-
tween states, it was sometimes called. In reality this was
not true; the ultimate aim was control, but a control dif-
ferent and far more subtle than the enemies of social en-
gineering, in America or abroad, imagined. The adminis-
tration wanted to know as much as possible about what
everyone thought and felt. What people ate, where they
spent their vacations, what they talked about—all of
these things were added up and passed through Herbie
to produce complete pictures of individuals and groups.
Thus, when the administration wanted to make a new
move, they knew exactly how to condition the people so
that it would be backed. Or they knew exactly what sort
of man to put up to win a popular election. This, then,
was government by consent.

It was the same with telephone taps. Every telephone
in the United States was tapped, but not primarily for
the purpose of uncovering disloyalty. It was seldom that
even members of the Clinic Squad bothered to listen to
taps, but the tapped conversations were fed directly to a
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calculator and added to the huge stock of intimate knowl-
edge about the people.

On the plane to New York, I glanced over the papers
that Roger Dillon had given nfe. Once again I had to
marvel at Herbie. From tiny bits of stray information the
machine had been able to construct an accurate, although
incomplete, picture of “Paul Revere.” I recognized myself
in it. Of course, that could be a sign of nervousness; it
was so incomplete that it could fit a lot of people.

I decided that my assignment was not a deliberate
trap for me. The machine had probably picked my card
for the job on the basis of similarities—even Herbie
worked on the old theory of setting a crook to catch a
crook. But if not a trap, what was it? Had SAC set up a
false Paul Revere, in the hope that the real one was so
important the Uns would try to rescue him if captured?
One of the Uns’ aces was the fact that so far they hadn’t
been forced into any direct action, so that SAC was still
largely in the dark about their strength and tactics.

Or could this whole affair possibly be some plan of
the Uns to confuse Herbie and SAC, however slightly?
But if so, they’d have contacted me about it. Unless, again,
our system of contacts had been broken up in some way.
. .. My head was spinning, but I couldn’t figure out the
answer.

The plane came down on Barton Field in New York
an hour later. As I'd expected, there was an SAC man
from the New York office there to meet me. He was a pale
young fellow named Lon Moore.

As we rode into the city in an SAC car, Moore reported
that since early morning they’d been watching the house
where Paul Revere was supposed to be hiding. Regional
SAC offices, of course, were not permitted to do more
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than that. Communication blocks, or anti-social activity
of any sort, could be handled only by expediters from the
national office.

We entered the city over the 59th Street bridge and
drove slowly westward.

“He’s in a house on West 70th Street,” Moore said.
“We’ll probably have to leave the car around Park Ave-
nue, get across Fifth on foot and then catch a cab.”

“Why?” I asked.

He grinned. “For everybody in SAC, this is D. I. Day,”
he said, “but in New York it’s Hatshaw Day.”

“Hatshaw?” I said. Robert (Bob) Hatshaw was the
President, now in his third term. “What’s going on?”

“Anniversary of the first time an advertising agency
ever handled a presidential candidate. It happened, of
course, back in the old regime. But it was a New York
agency and we've celebrated it every year with a presi-
dential parade. The old agency is still operating under the
same name—as a matter of fact, it’s one of the mainstays
of the government, having handled the campaigns of
more than half the men in the House of Representatives—
and occupies the old U.N. building. The President shows
up there for a ceremonial in the morning then goes down-
town for the parade. They come up Broadway as far as
Eighth Street, switch over to Fifth, all the way up and
then all the way back down.”

I could already hear the murmur of the crowd ahead
of us. “Sounds like you've got the whole city out,” I said.

“Almost,” he said. “We pull all the stops out on this
one. The build-up started almost three months ago. Last
year there were ten million people out on the street from
early morning until late at night. Some hassle.”

He parked the car near Park Avenue and we proceeded
on foot. We encountered the crowd when we were a half
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block from Fifth. They were packed solidly in the street.
TV screens on long booms swung overhead for those who
were too far away to see the street. They showed the parade
as it headed up the avenue, still several blocks away. Oc-
casionally an announcer would come on and tell what
was happening farther downtown. In between came the
blare of music.

I had to admit that the New York office had done a
good job. The crowd had probably been waiting several
hours, but they were still in a festive mood. There were
a number of picnic baskets in view, and even more bot-
tles. Innumerable pretty girls were wandering through
the crowd throwing their arms around the men they en-
countered. When we were almost to Fifth Avenue, two
of them descended on us.

“Some fun, eh?” Moore shouted. There was a smear
of lipstick on his cheek. His arm was still around the girl
who had approached him.

“Yeah,” I said. I shook loose from the girl who was
clinging to my neck. “Much more of this, however, and
Herbie’'ll burn out a couple of tubes running an analysis
on our libidos.”

He laughed, then sobered at the carelessly disrespectful
public reference to Herbie. “Want to stay long enough to
see Bob? Our men will hold the place down,” he changed
the subject.

“I've seen him,” I said. I'd also seen his index card. Rob-
ert Hatshaw made a perfect president. He had all the
attributes of a TV star, played a top game of golf and
never missed a shot on hunting trips. At any time of the
day or night, from any angle, he photographed like a mil-
lion dollars. There was nothing wrong with him—he had
an 1.Q. of 92 and a small operation on his throat had made
his voice almost irresistible—so he was perfect for his role.
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All administrative duties were carried out by the General
Manager and the Vice Presidents, while the President
made speeches and appeared in parades.

It was a good arrangement, for the mere sight of Hat-
shaw was enough to inspire confidence in over two hun-
dred million voters.

Moore reluctantly left the girl and followed me across
Fifth Avenue. As soon as we were free of the crowd, we
found a cab.

“Are you sure this—Paul Revere is still in the house?” 1
asked.

“He hasn’t left since this morning,” Moore said. “We
were on the job as soon as we got the flash from Washing-
ton. Nobody’s left the house and there’s somebody inside.
We put a monitor on the phone and checked back on
the phone tapes, but that didn’t produce anything. We
can’t do more than that, you know.”

He sounded disappointed and I nodded sympatheti-
cally. Too much so, I guess.

“What's the chances of getting a transfer to Washing-
ton?” he asked. “I've put in for it, but they never tell you
anything. Maybe you know . . .”

“Sorry, I don’t,” I said. I knew there wasn’t much
chance, but there was no point to rubbing it in.

“You fellows have all the fun,” he said. He laughed
shortly. “I suppose that’ll give me a low rating on pa-
tience—but then it’s already low.”

“If you heard some of the grumbling in Washington,
you wouldn’t think we had all the fun.”

“I know,” he said. “I’ll just keep hoping. Maybe the
Uns will knock off enough of you to make them need
some of us.”

I felt a sudden flare of anger and struggled to fight it
down so the analyzer wouldn’t notice. “The Uns don’t
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knock people off,” I said a bit stiffly. “They haven’t
harmed a single government employee.”

“I know,” he said again, “but I'm betting they will
when the pressure starts. Sooner or later, we’ll have to
start cracking down harder on them. I've got a theory
that this is one thing where the machines have fallen
down on the analysis. I think the Uns are more dangerous
than we’'ve granted. This is a new kind of revolution.”

I looked at him sharply. “What do you mean?”

“I'm not sure,” he said, “but for one thing I don’t think
this is going to be solved just through communication.
Maybe we’re communicating but I don’t think the Uns
are listening.”

It was a good thing, I thought, that he was buried in a
regional office. He was too close to the truth for comfort.
“How can anybody not listen?” I asked with a grin, ges-
turing toward the TV screen in the cab where a trio was
singing one of the public service spots.

“Eddie was just a little boy who didn’t think
That Star-Cola was the Great American drink,
Or that eating Krinkly-Krunch
Would make him one of the bunch. . . .
It was obvious that Eddie was a Parlor-Pink!”

“Maximum penetration of content,” I said as the an-
nouncer faded on to identify the “Eddie” of the song as
one Edward Clay who had recently been convicted of
being a Communist spy. “According to the latest Spindex
report, there are almost three hundred million TV sets
in the United States and each set is turned on a minimum
of four hours daily. Not to mention the Visual' Aids to
the American Way of Living which are in every possible
place and the talking and singing ads in every public
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place. No, my boy, everybody’s listening.”

“Maybe,” he said, but he didn’t sound convinced.

Further conversation was stopped by our arrival at
Broadway and 70th Street. I was just as glad. We paid off
the driver and walked west on 70th Street. Halfway down,
we stopped and Moore took a pocket-talkie from his coat.
He murmured into the mouthpiece, then held it to his ear.
He slipped it back into his coat and grinned at me.

“Everything’s all right,” he said. ‘“They’ve got the
front, back and roof covered and nobody’s left.”

“Let’s go,” I said. We walked rapidly down the street.

In a few minutes, I thought, I'd know what was back
of this “Paul Revere” assignment. My mouth was dry;
my skin felt tight and drawn. I knew the analyzer around
my arm was recording everything and sending it back to
Herbie. There was a good chance, however, that it would
be marked down to the excitement of the raid, especially
since it had been impressed upon me that this was an im-
portant one. Glancing over at Moore, I saw he was excited.
That would make my own reactions seem more normal.

We reached the house, a small building with four apart-
ments, one to each floor. The local SAC men were well
concealed. 1 finally spotted one of them in the window of
an apartment across the street. To anyone else he would
have looked natural, but I caught the glint of light from
the camera in his lapel.

“Which floor?” I asked.

“First,” Moore said tightly. He was looking at me and
1 could see the muscles of his jaw working.

By strict protocol, I was supposed to leave him out on
the street and go in by myself unless I was certain that
help was needed. But an expediter was allowed consider-
able freedom on an assignment and I could see his eager-
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ness to go in with me. He was so keyed up that his emo-
tional reactions would be a cover for my own tension.
All I'd have to do would be watch out for sharp surprises.

“Come along,” I said. “Let’s go take him.”

He gave a nervous grin and quickened his pace to keep
up with me. I saw him pat at one pocket and knew he
was feeling to see if he still had his finger-hypo; it was the
typical gesture of an inexperienced expediter.

We walked up the steps and into the foyer. A glance at
the mail boxes showed that the ground floor apartment
was in the name of Peter Stacey. There was something
familiar about the name; I felt sure that I knew the
name, although I didn’t know the man, but there was no
time to stop and think it out.

The outer door was locked. I took a small electronic
lock reader from my pocket and applied its “feeler” to the
keyhole. It took only twenty seconds for it to indicate
the position of the tumblers. Another twenty seconds
and the door was unlocked with an adjustable master key.
Inside, we stopped in front of the apartment door. Again
I took a reading of the tumblers. Then I knocked on the
door.

There was a moment of silence, then a scurrying, rus-
tling sound beyond the door as though there were mice
in the apartment. The sound stopped just beyond the
door. There was a pause. I knocked again.

“Who’s there?” a voice called through the door. It was
an old voice, trembling with what might have been fear.

“Security and Consent,” I said. “Open up.”

I held the adjustable key ready, but it wasn’t needed.
The lock turned and the door swung open. Moore and
I crowded quickly into the apartment.

The man who had opened the door stood there, waiting
with an air of resignation. He was old, probably well over

39



YEAR OF CONSENT !

sixty, with a great shock of white hair. His faded blue|
eyes held fear, but they held something else, too—a will!
to resist.

“Watch him,” I told Moore. I went swiftly through the
rest of the apartment, but the old man was the only per-
son there. The apartment was almost bare. A minimum
of furniture, a small amount of food in the storage com-
partment of the kitchen range, a telephone. Not even a
TV set. On a table in the living room there were two
papers. Seeing them there, I had a hunch that they’d been
left on purpose. I glanced quickly at them. One was an
Uns leaflet charging that government-by-consent had
robbed people of their ultimate liberty—the right to
choose. It was a leaflet that had been distributed from a
private plane. The pilot had been caught and was al-
ready undergoing treatment. The second paper was just
a scrap covered with writing. It seemed to be in code and
referred to the sailing of an Australian merchant ship
from the New York harbor.

1 went back to Moore and the old man. They were stand-
ing just as I left them. Moore looked as if he were about
to burst at the seams, but he knew better than to do any
questioning on his own. !

“Your name?” I said to the old man. I tripped the trig-
ger on my pocket recorder. ‘

“Peter Stacey,” he said. He kept his eyes lowered, his
hands held stiffly beside his body.

I remembered now where I'd heard the name of Peter
Stacey. He was one of the first members of the Uns. He
was one of the few Uns who was ever referred to by his
right name. I'd never met or seen him, though.

“Your identity number?” I asked.

“10-26-472-18-19567-1-0-43.”

His identity number told me, among other things, that
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dated from the old regime, that by trade he was an
tist—which made him a Null, that he had been ques-
joned about his activities before and had undergone one
amination under the psycho-therapy calculator. My re-
sect for him went up, but I didn’t let on.

- “What are you doing here?” I asked.

- “Nothing,” he said.

“Do you deny that there is Uns literature here?” I de-

ILandecl.

- “No,” he said simply. “I am proud to say that I am a
ember of Uns. All my life I have believed in one world
d in the charter of the United Nations, and especially
the attempt to reaffirm a faith in the fundamental hu-

n rights, in the dignity and worth of the human person,
the equal rights of men and women and of nations large
nd small—"

~ “Enough,” I said sharply. “Obviously a case of commu-

ication block. Recommended for therapy.” This was

dded for the benefit of the recorder. I had no other
hoice. “What do you know of a Paul Revere?”

A look of triumph came over his face, so genuine that

t surprised me. “You won’t get him,” he said.

“Why not?” .

. “He has left.”

- “That’s impossible,” I said. “This house has been

vatched since early this morning.”

. “He left last night. He’s out of the country by now.”

. I glanced at Moore, who shrugged. “We didn’t even

now about this house until this morning,” he said. “It’s

ossible.”

1 turned back to the old man. “You say he’s out of the

E}untry?” I asked. I remembered the coded sheet of paper

n the table. “How did he leave? On the Australian ship?”

- The old man nodded.
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“Bound for Australia?”

“I do not know,” he said. Briefly his faded blue eyes
came up to meet mine. There seemed to be a strange ur-
gency in them, but I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t my imagi-
nation. “I know nothing more about it. You cannot
wring from me knowledge which I don’t possess.”

“Perhaps,” I said crisply. That was not my responsi-
bility, so I didn’t pursue it. There were only a few more
things I had to do. “Stand quietly,” I ordered him.

I stepped closer and searched him. There was nothing
in his pockets, except a pipe and some tobacco which 1
let him keep. Nor was there anything concealed beneath
his clothes. Then I noticed his hands. His arms were
still held stiffly at his sides and the fingers were clenched.
I reached for one of his hands. I had barely touched it
when his fingers moved convulsively and I felt a small
pellet of paper shoved into my own hand. I automatically
caught it in a fold of skin beneath my thumb and con-
tinued opening his hands. Now I understood the urgency
I'd seen in his eyes.

“You know,” I said to Moore, “you’d expect these peo-
ple to be armed, but we've never found one that was.”

“It proves how dangerous they are,” he said.

I shook my head. “Not dangerous. Sick. Sickness is not
dangerous in a nation that understands preventive medi-
cine. We do. Now, bring in your men.” |

He spoke into his pocket-talkie and a moment later
the other New York men came into the apartment. We
stood beside the door while they went to work. They
quickly photographed every inch of the apartment, using
a special magnifying lens on the camera. With a special
vacuum cleaner, they covered every part of the apartment.
The dust from each room was sealed in its own container,
The papers from the table and the film were also sealed
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id the pouches were handed to me.

The small pellet of paper still nestled in my hand and
burned to read it. Its presence had made me revise my
inking. It meant that this wasn’t a trap prepared by
meone in SAC; more likely it was part of some Uns
an and the paper would explain it to me. But I needed
'0 covers; one for reading the note without being seen
id the other for any reaction I might have to it. If only
y own stupidity hadn’t made it impossible to talk to
acey alone!

We left the apartment. The doors and windows were
aled. Pending the examination of the film and papers
id the analysis of the dust taken from the apartment,
ey would be kept sealed. The old man meekly accom-
mied us to the sidewalk.

“Want me to return.to Washington with you?” Moore
ked. He couldn’t conceal the eagerness in his voice.

“It won’t be necessary,” I said. “He’s going quietly. If
> should change his mind, I can always put a control on
m. Let’s go back to the airport.”

“I'll go quietly,” the old man said. “I am too old for
olence. Nor do I believe in it.”

“Check in with your office,” I told Moore, “and have
em ready an SAC plane for us.”

Again he busied himself with his pocket-talkie, finally
placing it and nodding to me. The three of us walked
> the street. At the corner, we hailed a cab and ordered
e driver to take us as close to 59th and Fifth as he could.
We were all silent on the ride back. The old man sat
tween us, resignation explicit in his body. The piece
paper still burned in my hand.

We got out of the cab and started forcing our way
rough the crowd. I indicated the sealed pouches I car-
d. Moore took the old man’s arm, holding it firmly.
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The voice of an announcer boomed out, telling the
crowd that President Hatshaw had already reached 45th
Street and would soon be there. Excitement swelled intc
a tangible force.

A pretty little blonde came pushing through the crowd
She planted a kiss on Moore’s cheek and then on the olc
man’s. She came to me and threw her arms up. I pullec
my cheek away and pressed my lips to hers. My arms went
around her and pulled her against me. For a second, she
stiffened, then she began to respond. The tip of her tongue
began to flirt with mine, her body growing taut with
awakening desire.

I had started it in cold blood, but the pressure of he
mouth and body set my heart pounding. Using my wris
to maintain the pressure on her back, I unfolded the pellet
of paper and read it over her shoulder. The pressure of the
crowd rocked us as though we were in a boat.

There was no salutation in the note, only a bare skele:
ton of information. Recognize that recent captures mighi
provide lead. Arranged for information to be given pro-
viding specific but false one. Provided for a “Paul Revere’
to escape before he could be caught. Trust this extends
your life expectancy. The individual is greater than the
* state. This last was the one driving philosophy of the Uns
There was no signature, but I had no doubt the old mar
had written it. |

My admiration for his courage grew enormously. The
plan to protect Paul Revere was smart enough in itself
But Stacey couldn’t possibly have known that Herbie
would pick the real Paul Revere as the expediter whe
would arrest him. And there were no other Uns agents in
SAC, so by holding that prepared message in readines
in the hope that I'd arrive and he’d recognize me he hac
been taking a terrific chance. The whole United Nations
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as lucky it had worked out so well.

At the back of my mind, though, there was a frighten-
1g doubt. If SAC had gotten that close to Paul Revere
nce, they might do it again. My personal safety wasn’t
1e only thing; I was the Uns only source of direct infor-
1ation about what was happening in SAC. Without me,
1ey’d lose a lot of territory. y

I crumpled the paper up in my hand and gently pushed
1e girl away from me. Her face was flushed as she smiled
p at me. Then a part of the crowd washed in between us
nd she was whirled, laughing, into somebody else’s arms.
felt a brief regret that she’d had to be a statistical note
n Herbie’s analysis. I glanced around and saw Moore
rinning at me.

“A great thing, festivals,” he shouted. “Only they should
ive us a holiday so we can enjoy them.”

There was a flash of something like amusement in the
Id man’s eyes before they looked away. I shoved through
1e crowd, my fingers slowly shredding the note and drop-
ing the pieces.

We reached Moore’s car and were soon going back across
1e 59th Street bridge. He drove at a fast pace and it
asn’t long before we were once more at the airport. I
1anked Moore, and the old man and I climbed into the
lane with the infinity sign on the wings that marked it
n official SAC ship.

The old man and I were silent on the flight to Washing-
on. I tried not to think too much about him. It was im-
ossible to tell whether he was frightened or not. He
ared straight ahead, with no expression on his face.
ccording to his identity number, he had been through
ilculator-therapy once, so he must have known what was
head of him. I didn’t dare think too much about what
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he was feeling; if I did, then I would have had to struggle
with the temptation to let him go. It would be a waste
of emotion. I had no choice in the matter. I had no right
to endanger my role in the underground to save one per-
son; we were fighting to save millions.

Yet I could not completely block it out of my mind. I
had never worked in the psycho-calculator department,
but I knew a lot about it. To me it had always seemed
more frightening than the torture implements of the old
world.

The psycho-therapy calculator had been built many
years before to treat psychological disorders. It had been
suggested as early as 1949 by one of the men who special-
ized in giant mechanical brains. I think that perhaps in
some cases it was a help. It could ask questions and re-
cord answers, or show a patient films and record answers.
It could detect inconsistencies and manage to get more
information. It was loaded with all available data on the
type of psychological disorder it was treating, and when
the patient tried to escape in fantasy or rationales, it could,
keep bringing him back. At the end of the day, when it
had treated several patients, an analyst could listen to the
calculator review the cases and feed new instructions into
it if necessary. Its purpose had been to enable an analyst
to treat fifty to a hundred times as many patients as he
had in the past.

So far, so good. But there were two things wrong with
the approach. suppose, in the old days, you had a patient
who had been diagnosed as a manic depressive, while in
reality his illness was of another sort. In sessions with
the analyst, the diagnosis would be corrected; his per-
sonality could convince the analyst that an error had
been made. But did you ever try to convince a machine of
anything? The machine had been set up to treat a manic
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epressive and this is what it would do, come hell or high
ater. If the patient is a manic depressive, he may get
ell; if he isn’t, he’ll probably become a raving maniac.

Take it on another level. Suppose you're a member of
ns and you believe that the present government should
e overthrown in favor of an authentic democracy; sup-
ose you don’t believe in rule-by-machine. This is auto-
atically diagnosed as a communication block, a psycho-
gical illness. You are turned over to the psycho-calcu-
tor. It has instructions to cure you and it won't stop
robing and treating until you are cured or until your
sponses make the electronic tubes conclude you're in-
irable and the machine spits out a neatly-typed tape
hich recommends pre-frontal lobotomy.

It was this the old man was headed for; he had ob-
iously been through it once and I wondered how. I knew
lere weren’t many who survived the ordeal and continued
) function.

We were met at the Washington airport by an SAC
linic Squad. They signed a receipt for the old man and
ustled him into an ambulance. The last I saw of him
as a brief glimpse through a grilled window as the am-
ulance took off for the psycho-calculator building.

It was at that moment that the voice on the receiver in
y hat came in once more to remind me that there was
0 reason for anyone to fear D. 1. Day.

I took a cab back to the SAC Building, turned in my
ecial equipment and went in to report to Roger Dillon.
“Good work, Jerry,” he said as I entered. He had ob-
ously already studied the tape and film covering the
ud. ““Too bad we got the information so late that Paul
evere had slipped out of the net.”

“I thought maybe you could still catch the ship while
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she was in our waters,” I said. I slipped into the chair
beside his desk and lit a cigarette.

“Don’t burn yourself, boy,” he said with a grin. “No,
she was out beyond the limit before the first recording
came in.” He grimaced. “We might have taken a chance
on stopping her, but the survey plane reported she was
equipped for continuous audio and visual broadcast, so
there was no way to do so legally.”

“Australian registry?” I asked.

“Of course. But maybe we’ll get another crack at Paul
Revere. Herbie’s analysis is that Paul Revere is an impor-
tant focus of Uns activity here and the probability is
he’ll be back. When the analysis of the evidence you
brought back is finished, and we have a report from the
Clinic on Stacey, we should have a better picture of him.
It’ll be fed into all of the federal calculators and I doubt
if he’ll be able to get back into the country undetected.”

I nodded. “Mind if I ask you something, Rog?"

“Shoot,” he said.

“I've been wondering about this,” I said. “Since the
Uns represent some threat to our economy and since the
brains of Uns are in Australia, why don’t we—well, just
annex Australia? She doesn’t have much of a military
force and neither do the Uns.”

“We don’t believe in war,” he said.

“Of course,” I said. “Actually, this wouldn’t be war; it
would be a form of police action,.instituted to protect
several hundred million people from a handful of mal-
adjusted.”

He grinned at me. “There is more to it than just not
wanting to wage war,” he admitted. “In one way, you can
say we don’t annex Australia for the same reason Russia
doesn’t. She is even more concerned about Uns than we
are, because she sees it as another capitalistic plot and
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doesn’t have our awareness that these are sick people.
Why do you suppose she doesn’t grab Australia?”

I knew the answer to that. Actually, I knew the answer
0 both questions, but it wasn’t wise to know too much.
- was all too well aware that Australia was in the position of
1 tight-wire walker, with Russia and the United States
ach holding one end of the wire. Australia’s existence
ind that of Uns, depended solely on neither of them
being able to let go.

“The minute Russia grabbed,” I said, “we would at-
ack.”

“Precisely,” he said. “Herbie has indicated that that
vould be the one chance we’d have to cripple Russia with
L quick blow. Herbie has also indicated that Russia
vould follow the same course if we tried to annex Aus-
ralia.”

That was the answer I knew, because I had asked Herbie
ive years earlier. Much of our strategy had been based
on that. It was one of the advantages the Uns had in hav-
ng an expediter as a member. I could ask Herbie such
juestions and have the fact that I'd done so erased from
1is memory. The only thing I couldn’t ask was a personal
Juestion or what Herbie was instructed to classify as an
inti-social question. Those would be fed into the memory
ank that held my file before I could give an order to
Tase.

“So what’s  the answer?” I asked.

He hesitated a minute. “We’ll have to implement our
orogram on the Uns,” he said finally. “Brad and Bruce
ind I had a_top level meeting this morning and that was
me of the things we threw into the hopper.” Brad was
3radley Bernard, Vice President in charge of Communi-
ations, and Bruce was Bruce.Layton, General Manager
f the United States. The three of them held the three key
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jobs. All of them were appointed, but since they, with
the aid of Herbie, picked all political candidates, they
had no trouble staying in power.

“I won’t go into it now,” Rog continued, “but we’ve
hit upon a plan which Herbie analyzes as excellent. You're
going to be assigned to work on it so you'll hear more about
it tomorrow.”

I felt relief flooding through me. It meant that Roger
Dillon had already checked me up to the minute and I
was in the clear. So far. I reached over to snuff out my
cigarette and finally did what I'd been wanting to do
since I entered his office. I glanced at the far wall which
was covered with hundreds of tiny lights, each one repre-
senting an employee of SAC. I saw that one light had gone
out.

“Herbie blew the whistle on somebody?” I said casually,
nodding toward the wall.

“Yes,” he said. He pursed his fat lips, more in sorrow
than anger. “It just goes to show how important these
annual D. I. Days are. It was Tom Shell, on the Clinic
Squad. Did you know him?”

I thought a minute and finally remembered a chubby
little man in a white suit. The Clinic Squad was the near-
est thing to a police force we had these days and the only
ones with a uniform. A white uniform with an infinity
symbol in red on the left breast.

“Not well,” I said, “but I think I remember him.”

“He was doing a bang-up job all year,” Rog said, shak-
ing his head. “And he’s been in the department ten years.
This morning someone handed him an Uns leaflet. When
he read it, his pulse jumped to ninety-three. He must have
realized how bad that would look for he suddenly tore
off the analyzer and the camera and ran. Poor Tom.
We've got him over at the Clinic but the preliminary
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diagnosis doesn’t look good.”

“What about the leaflet?” I asked. “Who distributed
it?”

“We did,” he said with a grin. “Just for today. It was
one of a batch we discovered last month. A lot of hogwash
about how we’ve deprived the American people of free-
dom.” He made a face. “It just shows how sick those Uns
are. How do they expect anyone to pay attention to them?
Never has there been more freedom anywhere than there
is in America today. We've done away with police and
even prisons. Crime has been almost wiped out since we
recognized it as a social disease. We've done away with
Eoverty. There are fewer restrictions on people than ever

efore in the history of mankind. For the first time they're
really free.”

Even if it hadn’t been dangerous, I wouldn’t have ar-
gued with him. He believed what he was saying. His faith
was the faith of a Torquemada backed by science. There
was no way to make him see that the social engineers had
taken away only one freedom, but that it was the ultimate
freedom—the right to choose. Everything—what people
ate, how they procreated, what they wore, what they
thought—was decided for them and then they were con-
ditioned to want it.

“You're right, Rog,” I said.

“Well,” he said briskly, “just spitballing like this will
get us nowhere. Back to the salt mines, boy. We’ll talk
about the new assignment tomorrow.” .

“Right,” I said just as briskly. I went back to my own
office.  °

There were a few minor jobs to do. Most of them re-
quired feeding simple questions about some aspect of
Security and Consent to Herbie and either filing the
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answers or sending them along for a top level decision.
It occupied me until the end of the working day.

I stopped by Nancy’s desk and waited while she pow-
dered her nose. When she came back she had repaired
most of the day’s damage, but she still looked tired and
nervous. ;

Washington had a large selection of fully automatic
restaurants, nearly all of them serving good food, but I
usually tried to stay out of them. Nancy liked them, but
she made no objection when I suggested that we go to a
place I had discovered. It was a little restaurant, patron-
ized almost entirely by Nulls, which had the least sug-
gestion of engineering it was possible to find. Waiters—
good, solid human beings—served the food and drinks.
I had been in the kitchen and they had a chef instead of
a fully automatic range. Instead of a leased wire from the
Communications Department’s Music Sector, they had a
five-piece orchestra.

Ordinarily it wasn’t a good idea for anyone from SAC
to be seen frequenting a place that was such an anachro-
nism, but it was already a part of my record and hadn’t
done me any harm. So that was where I took Nancy. We 1
both needed all the relaxation we could get. - |

“Two double martinis,” I told the waiter as soon as
we were seated. “Very dry.” |

“We know how you like them, Mr. Leeds,” he said and |
departed at a fast pace. I guess he could see by looking
at me how badly I needed the drink. They knew in the
restaurant that I was from SAC, but they treated me al-
most as if it weren’t true. ;

He was soon back with the drinks, putting them in
front of us and fading quietly away. I lifted mine and I
felt something close to love as I gazed at the almost clear
color with the two olives nestling at the bottom.
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“To D. 1. Day,” I said, keeping the irony out of my
voice.

Nancy gazed at her own drink. “Olives?” she said un-
certainly.

“Olives instead of lemon peel,” I said firmly. “Like the
old joke, if I wanted a lemonade, that’s what I'd order.
Don’t worry. Our cameras will record the existence of
the olives and Herbie will conclude that we’re mild aber-
rationists, but it won’t really hurt our records.”

She wasn’t amused by the joke, but there was no reason
why she should have been. She lifted her glass and took
a drink. It was the first time I'd brought her here and she
looked surprised when she tasted it. “It’s very good,” she
said.

“Sure,” I said. “Engineers can build machines that will
do damn near everything except make a good martini.”

She frowned, but she didn’t say anything. She finished
her drink and some of the tension went out of her face—
but it was still in her eyes. I ordered two more martinis.

I continued to watch Nancy as she sipped her second
drink. She was a beautiful girl. A little less education and
she might have been a TV performer. She’d been at SAC
for two years, coming in right from the university. She
had a social engineering degree, of course—she wouldn’t
have gotten near SAC if she hadn’t—but she must have
graduated well down toward the foot of her class. Other-
wise she wouldn’t have been a sequence clerk, a hand-
maiden to Herbie. But that was about all I really knew
about her. Except that she had a beautiful body, sweet
mouth and an affectionate nature.

I had been dating Nancy occasionally for almost two
months. She seldom talked about anything but her job
and I didn’t encourage that. She had the same type of
faith that Roger Dillon did, but she was shorter on brains.
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That didn’t bother me. Ours had been a physical relation-
ship from the beginning. Neither of us objected to having
it remain on that plane. And as long as that was all it
was, Herbie would approve, too.

Even among the general population, careful condition-
ing had done wonders in removing sexual repressions and
taboos. It was, of course, necessary. Sexual expression 1is
an important key to people and it was difficult to do much
snooping in that field as long as people had their old in-
hibitions. Much had been accomplished. There was a
minor influence on the other side by the few churches still
in existence, but a few more years would remove that. Or
at least that’s what Herbie predicted.

Social engineers, however, had all progressed beyond
the old moralities. If they didn’t, they didn’t get their
degrees. Marriage—if Herbie said it was a good marriage—
still had fairly rigid codes, but under certain conditions
even they could be relaxed. If you were single—as Nancy
and I both were—then Herbie approved of a little physi-
cal activity. I often thought that Herbie’s electronic tubes
beamed on such occasions.

Nancy winced and I guessed the reason. I had left my
special receiver with my hat in the checkroom, but she
was still wearing hers beneath her hair and the announcer
had just reminded her again it was D. I. Day.

“What did he say?” I asked.

“Just a reminder that D. 1. Day is half over,” she said
automatically. Then the sense of my question penetrated
and she looked at me in surprise.

“Yes,” 1 said, answering the unspoken question. “I left
mine with my hat. Why don’t you slip yours off?”

“Oh, I couldn’t do that,” she protested.

“Sure you could,” I said. “I'll turn my camera away
and Herbie will never know. I don’t think it would be
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serious anyway. You're entitled at least to eat dinner in
peace. You can put it on again later, if you must.”

It took a little more to convince her, but she finally gave
in. I pretended to straighten my coat, flipping the lapel
camera over in the direction of the orchestra while she
took out the receiver and put it in her lap. She immedi-

_ately looked guilty.

“Tough day at the office today?” I asked, more to get
her attention than because I was interested.

She nodded. “In a way,” she said. “It’s always busier
on D. I. Day. Then I had a shock this afternoon.”

“Short circuit in Herbie?” I asked.

She took it literally. “Oh, no,” she said. “It was the girl
who works at the next desk to mine. Sue Blane. She was
handling the sequence on that poor fellow who got sick
today—Shell, I think his name was. When he tore off his
analyzer and camera and ran, she said she hoped he’d
get away. I guess she didn’t think I'd hear it, but I was
shocked.”

“Naturally,” I said drily. “What did you do?”

“The only thing I could do,” she said. “I fed the infor-
mation to Herbie, coded for her file bank.”

For a minute I disliked Nancy. Then I felt sorry for her.
“How did you happen to come into SAC?” I asked her.’

Her face brightened. “My father,” she said, “was one of
the first expediters when SAC was formed. He was killed
by a criminal in the days before our methods were per-

fected. He was always so enthusiastic, I felt I just had to
‘take social engineering and try to finish his work.” She

frowned. “But I just don’t seem to be equipped for the

social end of SAC. Do you suppose there’s something

wrong with me, Jerry?”
“In what way?”
“Well, I don’t seem good for anything but sequence
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clerking and I'm always afraid I'll do something wrong.
Sometimes I think I may have some kind of congenital
communication block. I offered to go for a voluntary ex-
amination by the psycho-calculator, but Mr. Dillon said
he didn’t think it was necessary.” .

“Rog very seldom makes mistakes,” I said.

“But if I did have,” she said fiercely, “I'd want to be
purged of it quickly before it could make me do something
awful like that poor Mr. Shell. I couldn’t stand that.” Her
hand was shaking as she lifted her glass to finish the drink.

As we ate, I turned the conversation away from the
office and asked her to tell me about her father. She grew
even more relaxed, almost animated, as she talked about
him. He had been one of the pioneers in social engineering
and before that had been with one of the big advertising
agencies. It was strange to believe that this girl could ac-
cept the reality around her for the realization of her fath-
er’s visions, as she related them.

“What do you want to do?” I asked her when we’'d
finished dinner. “Go to the apartment or out on the
town?”’

“To the apartment,” she said without hesitation. There
was an implied desire in her choice that might have been
flattering if I hadn’t remembered Glamorones.

I paid the check and while I was turned to face the
waiter, she slipped the receiver back in under her hair.
I could see all of her tension returning as it went into
place.

We left the restaurant and took a cab to my apartment.
Our entrance automatically snapped on the ceiling camera.
It was part of the normal equipment of the apartment of
a SAC employee. It had to be turned on only during the
twenty-four hours of D. 1. Day—and could be ordered
on in emergencies—but it was always there.
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“T'ake your receiver off,” I said, tossing my hat on the
able. “If Herbie wants to speak to us he can now do it
hrough the closed channel. It’s not quite as bad as that
/oice whispering through your ear-bones. Want anything?”

“A drink,” she said. Her voice was tight and jerky.

I went into the kitchen and mixed two drinks. There
vas a built-in autobar, but I preferred to mix them myself
ven when it was no more than rye and soda. I carried
he drinks in to Nancy. She was already in the bedroom,
ust standing and staring at the TV set as though she were
vaiting for it to speak.

I handed her a drink. “What’s the matter, Nancy?” I
isked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I keep thinking I must have
lone—something. It just doesn’t seem possible I could
1ave gone through the whole day without doing something
vrong. But I don’t know what it was.”

“Relax,” I said, setting my drink down. “D. I. Day will
oon be over and then you’ll have a whole year in which
o make mistakes in peace.” I could see she was close to
he breaking point, but it was probably no more than the
train of knowing that ten floors of electronic tubes were
vaiting to make something out of every drop of sweat and
very shaky flutter of her pulse. I'd seen it happen to a
ot of them.

Once she was past this stage, I was thinking, it might
e time to see that she learned something about Uns.

She took one sip from her drink and set the glass down
n the TV set. She turned and came swiftly into my arms.
(here was a strange frenzy in the way she pressed her
nouth against mine, in the hard thrust of her body.

Glamorones, 1 thought, and my first reaction was to
oush her away. But her frenetic desire carried its own in-
ection and it was the théught that I shoved away. I picked
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her up and carried her across the room.

Later, I lit two cigarettes and passed one to her. The
brief forgetfulnéss of D. I. Day was passing and I wa
aware of the analyzer clamped around my arm like :
Judas-bracelet. I'd been staring at the ceiling for severa
minutes before I realized that I was looking at the spo
where the concealed lens was built in. I thought of all the
other concealed cameras in hundreds of other apartments
the thousands of feet of silently running film, and :
chuckled to myself. If Herbie were only a little more hu
man, I thought, he could probably make a fortune witk
the film that was exposed the night of each D. I. Day.

There was a musical note from the TV screen anc
the soft voice invaded the apartment. It was almost sooth
ing, if you ignored the content.

“By this time, many of you must be home, relaxing anc
enjoying yourselves—getting into the mood of the enc
of a perfect D. 1. Day. At least, I hope that’s what you're
doing. I hope you’re not sitting there nervously, waiting
and wondering if there’s going to be a knock on your door
There’s no need for anyone to have fear. Communica
tions is just one big happy family—a bunch of sweet guy:
and dolls. Think of D. I. Day as no different than the day
you go to see your family doctor. If you're sick, we’ll look
after you with loving care.” There was a pause and ther
the voice took on a brisker note. “I know you will all be
interested to know that as of the moment we have dis
covered only four persons with communication blocks.
That’s on a nation wide basis. Percentage-wise, it means
only .00026 per cent. A fine record. . . . Let’s keep it like
that. Relax and then you won’t be the fifth.”

The voice died out, but you coyld almost hear it going
on. Beside me, I could feel Nancy trembling. I reached
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over and put my hand on her leg, trying to will the fear
out of her muscles.

That was when the knock came on the door.

Nancy came out of the bed with a single leap that car-
ried her a good two feet into the middle of the room.
She stood there on tiptoe, her eyes wide, her head thrown
back, her body arched rigidly. The position, the fear that
etched every muscle beneath her skin, brought a new
beauty to her body—but it was a terrible beauty that hurt
the eye.

I looked away from her. Even as I felt pity for her, I
was aware that her reaction was making my own less acute.
I put on my robe and started for the door without looking
at her again.

The knock was repeated as I crossed the living room. 1
felt a flash of irritation at their impatience. Then I reached
the door and threw it open.

There were two of them: big men in antiseptically white
uniforms. The infinity symbol, like a sprawling, lazy eight,
was the bright red of fresh blood. .

It was the Clinic Squad.



Chapter Three

FOR A MOMENT I stared at the two men, my mind racin
frantically over the events of the day, wondering if I had
slipped up somewhere. My heart pounded painfully and
for once I had no cover up; it was all going down on some
tape in Herbie as my reaction to the Clinic Squad and
nothing else. My first thought was to slam the door ini
their faces and make a break for it, but I quickly realized
that would have been a mistake. I had no proof that they
had come to arrest me.

“Yes?” I asked and was glad to discover that my voice
was under control.

“Expediter Gerald Leeds?” one of them asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“We understand that Sequence Clerk Nancy Harper is
here.”

So it was Nancy and not me. Some of the tension left my
body, but my heart still pounded. I was remembering how
nervous she’d been all evening. But that seemed hardly|
enough to have brought the Clinic Squad; it should have
resulted in no more than a visit to Roger Dillon’s office
the following morning and a discussion of why she’d fel
that way. Her only extreme reaction had come with th
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knock on the door.

“Yes,” I said, “she’s here. What's the trouble?”

“Communication block. We have an order here if
you'd care to see it.”

“No,” I said. There was no point in going through the
formality. They'd take her anyway and they'd feed a
report on it into Herbie. I automatically repeated the
slogan that was engraved over the entrance to the head-
quarters of the Clinic Squad. “The healthy individual is
the beginning of the healthy state. Come on in.”

They walked in past me and I followed them into the
other room.

Nancy still stood as I had left her, her body a statue
of frozen flesh. '

“Sequence Clerk Nancy Harper,” one of the men in-
toned, “Code Number 7-3-5496-14-321-3-922, we have a
report that you are suffering from a communication block.
Do you consent to therapy?”

For the first time, she moved. Her head turned, the
cords in her neck standing out as though the effort was
too much. “Oh, yes,” she said eagerly. “I know I'm sick.
I know it, I know it. Please help me.”

Government by consent, therapy by consent, maybe
even pre-frontal lobotomy by consent, I thought bitterly.
We all knew what would have happened if she had re-
fused the kind offer of therapy. They simply would have
decided she was too sick to give her consent and the state
would have given it for her.

“Very well,” one of the men said. “Put on your clothes
and come with us.”

She moved and the rigidity left her body as though ‘it
had been deflated. She picked up her clothes and began
putting them on. I watched with a kind of horror. One
of the things that had first attracted me to Nancy was the
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grace and beauty of her body. Now that was all gone.
There was a jerkiness to her movements. She was feeling
the after-effects of the shock and all co-ordination was
one.

“I am ready,” she said when she was dressed. She hadn’t
looked at me once since they had arrived. She’d forgotten
I was there. There were only herself and the two men
who waited to lead her to her new destiny.

“Come,” the Squad man said. He looked briefly at me. |

“Your co-operation, Expediter Leeds, will be reported.”

“Thanks,” I said drily. “Will she be examined tonight?”

“No. The results are better if the patient is rested.”

“Perhaps,” I said, trying to sound casual, “I’ll drop by

in the morning and look in on the examination.” I didn’t
want to—I had never watched a psycho-calculator exami-
nation—yet I felt compelled to do something. It was as
though a magic gesture might remove the feeling of de-
serting her.

“All right,” the man said. He saw nothing unusual in
it; expediters often followed up a case they had delivered
to the Clinic Squad.

With Nancy between the white uniforms, they walked
out of my apartment. The door closed, chopping her out
of my life—and out of her own, I thought—and my
thoughts slowly struggled back to myself.

My, pulse was still abnormal. It would be difficult for
me to calm down in a reasonable length of time. Some
reaction to what had happened to Nancy would be
natural, but I had been frightened for myself, too. And
it would be several hours before morning when I could
rémove the analyzer from my arm.

I went into the kitchen, out of range of the camera.
I took a box of crackers from the shelf and reached inside.
Taped against the side of the box there was a thin enve-
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lope filled with Trexamyl tablets, put there for just such
an emergency. Trexamyl was a euphoric, guaranteed to
take away all feelings of anxiety, nervousness and fa-
tigue. They were usually available only on a prescrip-
tion from the National Co-ordinator of SAC. They were
issued—one at a time—to executives of the rank of expe-
diter or higher when it was necessary to work abnormally
long hours. But there were members of the underground
in the largest pharmaceutical laboratories, so we always
had a few on hand.

I took a glass of milk and swallowed one of the tablets.
It wouldn’t have been safe to take one earlier in the day
for it would have forced all of my emotional reactions
below normal and Herbie would have spotted something
wrong. But I would soon be going to sleep and I could
probably get away with it.

Carrying the glass of milk and a few crackers, to ex-
plain what I'd been doing in the kitchen, I went back
and sat on the edge of the bed. I waited, and slowly 1
calmed down as the euphoric invaded my system. My pulse
slowed and the muscles of my stomach relaxed. I tested
it by forcing myself to think in detail of what Nancy would
be facing in the morning. I felt sorry for her, but I had no
emotional reaction. I undressed and went to bed. ¥

The pillow still held the odor of Nancy’s perfume and
I was grateful for a science that could keep my pulse from
leaping with a sympathetic fear. My mind chewed at the
thought until I finally fell asleep.

I was up early the next morning. The closed channel
was broadcasting as I opened my eyes.

“D. L. Day is over,” the voice was saying. “You can put
away your kits now. And I want you all to know that SAC
is proud of you. The number of communication blocks

63



YEAR OF CONSENT

was very low. You will get a full report later when all the
figures are tabulated.”

I took the analyzer from my arm even before I got out
of bed. Then I got up and tucked it away in the drawer
with the lapel camera and the receiver. It would be an-
other year before I took them out. If I were lucky. . . .

There was a bad taste in my mouth from the euphoric,
but otherwise I felt pretty good. I went into the kitchen
and ordered the stove to make some coffee. By the time I |
had showered and dressed it was ready. I gulped it down,
so I would have time to stop by the Clinic Building be-
fore going to work.

The Clinic Squad occupied a large building directly
behind SAC. I climbed out of a cab and went inside. I
showed my identification and told the receptionist the
case I was interested in.

“I think they’re just starting,” she said. She summoned
an interne-officer and told him to take me to the tenth
floor.

I stepped out of the elevator on the tenth floor into a
world of antiseptic whiteness. The only relief from the
dead whiteness was the occasional scarlet infinity symbol.
In some way, they had managed to make it look exactly
like a combination hospital and prison. Or perhaps that
was my imagination.

“Ward Eight,” my guide said and stepped back into
the elevator.

1 walked down the white corridor to the eighth door,
opened it and went inside. I was in a small room equipped
with a number of comfortable chairs. Paper, pencils, and
ashtrays were beside each chair. All of them faced toward
a large glass window looking in on another, smaller room.
That one contained one straight-backed chair, a plain
leather couch, and the psycho-calculator which was built
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into one wall. At the moment, it also contained Nancy
Harper.

She wore a loose, white robe with the infinity symbol
on the back. She was seated in front of the calculator,
her hands fitting various-shaped blocks into one section
of the machine. She wore no make-up and her face looked
pale. The mechanical voice of the giant brain called out
coded numbers over a loudspeaker.

There were two men seated in the first room, both wear-
ing the Clinic Squad uniform.

“Expediter Leeds,” I said. “I was with her when she
was picked up.”

They both nodded in a friendly fashion. I dropped into
a chair near them. Neither of them seemed to be paying
much attention to the coded numbers.

“What was the communication block that caused her
to be picked up?” I asked.

The one nearest me glanced over. “She worked in your
department?”

I nodded. )

“Yesterday,” he said, “she reported a communication
block in a fellow worker, one Sue Blane. When a report
came in on a member of our Squad who bolted after being
exposed, the Blane girl said, ‘I hope he gets away.” This
one—" with a nod toward the glass window—“very prop-
erly plugged into Herbie to report it. But her first words
were, ‘I hope he gets away, too.” She immediately corrected
to give the information on the Blane girl, but, of course,
the reaction was fed into the memory bank containing
her file. Later, during the automatic check on the bank,
Herbie recommended therapy.”

Poor Nancy, I thought. She’d been tricked by something
so deep within herself that she had no awareness of it.
She must have had genuine amnesia on her unconscious
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slip, but some remnant of memory had lingered to make
her afraid. That was why she’d jumped when the knock
came on the door the night before.

I was aware of movement beyond the glass and turned
to watch her. She had walked over to the couch and was
stretching out on it. Her weight on the cushions activated
the calculator.

“Name?” asked the mechanical voice.

“Nancy Harper,” she said. Her voice sounded tired and
lifeless.

“Sex?”

“Female.”

“Status?”

“Single . . .” Her voice seemed to trail off as though she
knew more was expected but she was reluctant to give it.

“Sexual status?”” the voice insisted.

“Non-virginal.”

“Classification?”

“Sequence Clerk, Security Secretariat, Security and
Consent.” |

“Code Number?” |

“7-3-5496-14-321-3-922.” |

“Last night you were given an injection of sodium pen-
tothal. Please report any unusual reactions.” |

She hesitated. “I don’t remember anything unusual,”
she said. “I had a dream, but it was one I've had many
times before.”

This time it was the machine that paused, while its
electronic units picked out the proper piece of tape.
“Please relate the dream.”

“There wasn’t much to it,” she said. Her voice came
thinly through the loudspeaker with a sleep-talking qual-
ity to it. “I dreamed I was at a banquet. There were lots
of other people there—hundreds of them—only none of
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them had a face. None of them paid any attention to me—
it was as if I didn’t exist. They seemed to be waiting very
impatiently for the food to be brought in. But when the
waiters did carry in heaping platters of ham, roast beef,
chicken and turkey, they paid no attention to it. As if -
they couldn’t see it. Then, suddenly, all the food was
whisked away and the table was empty again except for
one huge platter right in the center. I-I don’t know how
it happened but then I was on the platter—all curled up
with sprigs of parsley on me. And—and they were reaching
for me—and their mouths were open—" Her voice broke
off in sobs.

“Funny,” one of the men said, leaning over toward me.
“We've been finding similar dreams—that is, of being
eaten—among more than eighty per cent of those with
communication blocks. Some ‘new insecurity, I guess—
maybe a fear of Russia. I think the Communists must have
found some way to reach them with propaganda.”

“There is another theory,” the second man said, lean-
ing forward to peer past his comrade. “Those who have
communication blocks are the weakest members of the
race; they may have residual racial memories of the time
when their ancestors were cannibals.”

“What does Herbie say?” I asked. :

“Not enough data to give a decision,” they both said as
with one voice. “Very funny,” the first one added. *

I didn’t think it was funny. Many of those who had
been recruited into the Uns had similar dreams and fears.
Usually they decreased after they started taking part in
the underground. But I also knew that it wasn’t new; even
before the social engineers had taken over, there had been
a widespread feeling of being used by the culture, of being
devoured, as it were. The literature of the pre-CAD period
had even produced a large number of stories based on the
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assumption that people were property. It was a fear that
had certainly been increased by the social engineers.

“Go on with the dream,” the machine said when it was
obvious that she wasn’t continuing.

“That's all there is to it,” she said. “Then 1 woke up,
crying. I-1 always do.”

“Why do you hate the State?” the machine asked.

“Oh, but I don’t,” she cried.

“Hatred,” said the machine, “leads to communication
blocks, the withholding of your consent to be governed
in the way that is best for you. When you expressed the
wish that a sick man escape, you were withholding consent
to be so governed. You realize this, don’t you?”

“I—guess sO . . .”

“We will try a free association test,” the machine an-
nounced. “What comes into your mind when you think
of the State?”

“My father,” she said promptly. “I knew he did every-
thing for my own good even when 1 didn’t like it—"

I'd had enough. Nothing much had happened, but my
stomach was already churning. I got up and slipped out
of the room. I could imagine what the rest of it was going

to be like. There’'d be test after test, probe after probe, -

with no pause and no trace of human sympathy, until -
Nancy’s mind was virtually torn to shreds. She was wrong, .

the machine was right; she was imperfect, the machine was
perfect. That theme would be repeated with infinite varia-
tions until she believed it implicitly, as she half wanted
to now. At the end she’'d be a machine herself, or a pitiful
shred of what had once been a lovely human being. 1
didn’t want to see it and 1 didn’t want to think about it.

I checked in at the SAC Building and went up to my
floor. 1 saw there were two new girls in the clerks’ depart-
ment. One replacing Nancy and the other the girl Nancy
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had reported. Despite the two substitutions, everyone
was looking happier today. D. I. Day was over and we
all had another year of grace.

1 went into my own office. There was a single white
card in the red emergency basket. I picked it up. See me
as soon as you come in was the message on it. It was signed
Rog.

'lghis time I didn’t-have to worry about my reactions
being recorded in Herbie. All I had to worry about was
why Roger Dillon wanted to see me so soon. The ax could
still fall, I knew. They didn’t always pick you up as
quickly as they took Nancy.

I lit a cigarette and went down the hall to Rog’s office.
The door opened to my touch and I went in. He sat at his
desk going through a mound of reports from Herbie. I
knew that before he was finished, he would look at the
reports on everyone in the national office and on the key
figures- throughout the country. He was a man whose ex-
istence was bound on all sides by an electronic brain.

I sneaked a look at the wall of lights. Ten of them were
not burning. That meant ten SAC employees who were
through. I knew about three of them: the man from the
Clinic Squad, Nancy and the girl who had worked be-
side her. Three out of ten from the national office. The
odds were against there being any more from our office.
I breathed a little easier even though there was no guar-
antee as yet about myself.

“Good morning, Jerry,” Roger Dillon said. “How’s the
boy this morning?”

He sounded happy. Part of it was undoubtedly due to
the low number of casualties, since that made him look
good. But I was convinced that he was always happier the
day after D. I. Day, regardless of how many turned up
missing; it was the day when, through Herbie’s reports,
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he could peer into everybody’s nervous system. He was a
Peeping Tom at heart.

“Fine,” I said, taking the chair beside his desk. I looked
more openly at the lights. “Looks like a good record.”

“Great,” he said enthusiastically. “Only ten communi-
cation blocks on a nation-wide basis.” He paused, staring
at me with bright eyes. “Only four of the ten from this
office.”

More cat-and-mouse stuff. There had been a slight em-
phasis on the four. He would know that I knew about
three. He also knew that the mysterious fourth would
worry me until I knew it wasn’t me.

“Happy, happy,” I said. It was the kind of response
that always threw Roger. He looked at me sharply and I
knew it was at such times that he wondered if Herbie had
a communication block about me. But he never put such
subversive thoughts into words because it represented a
possibility he couldn’t face. P

“Too bad about Nancy,” he said, glancing at the re-
ports. ‘“You were fond of her, weren’t you?”

“It was a shock,” I agreed. I threw in a little free in-
formation, knowing that he either had it or would get it
before the day was over. “I stopped by her ward this morn-
ing. She seems to be co-operating nicely so I imagine the
therapy will be successful.”

“Naturally,” he said. He poked at the reports with his
finger. “I've been going over Herbie’s evaluation of you.”

I knew he’d string it out as long as he could. He always
did.

“He says I have a sterling character, no doubt,” I said
lightly. My heart was beating a little faster, but its rhythm
was no longer being fed into a memory bank. Lightness
was always the best defense against Roger; he could never
understand it.
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“Ummm,” he said. “There was one point on which
Herbie seemed to think that you should be questioned.
You had quite an emotional reaction when the Clinic
Squad showed up at your apartment for Nancy.”

He looked up and waited.

“It was a shock,” I repeated, ““As you say, I was fond of
Nancy. It just never occurred to me that there was any-
thing wrong with her. You know how it is, Rog—you're
around someone a lat and you begin to accept her at face
value. Then when the knock came on the door she went
all to pieces. I still didn’t get it. When I went to the door
and saw the men from the Clinic Squad, all the pieces fell
into place. But it was a real shock.”

“Didn’t think they’d come for you, eh?” he asked. He
made it sound like a joke, but he was watching me closely.

I laughed and hoped that it sounded convincing. “Me?”
I said. “You mean guilt by osmosis?”

He grinned. “I guess it would be a shock,” he admitted.
“The important thing is that your pulse rate dropped very
soon after they left. Herbie had some other things to say
about you.” ’ '

“Nice, I hope,” I said brightly. “I've always thought of
Herbie as a rather avuncular machine and I'd hate to have
my illusion shattered.”

Roger didn’t approve of jokes about our giant electronic
brain, but there was no rule against it, so he merely ex-
pressed his disapproval by ignoring my remark. “For one
thing,” he said, glancing at a report, “this business of being
an accident prone. That first showed up when you were at
Harvard, but did you know it has been getting worse?”

“No,” I said. It was the truth, although I was not sur-
prised. There had been more things to cover in recent
years and so I had found it necessary to have more “acci-
dents” such as burning myself with the cigarette the day
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before. ~

“Not that your rating on that point is dangerous yet,”
he said, “‘but it’s something to keep in mind. Herbie sug-
gests that you might consider voluntary therapy on that
one point before it gets much worse. How do you feel
about that?”

I felt a flash of resentment, but suppressed it. I didn’t
like a machine suggesting that I be analyzed by another
machine. On the other hand, the evidence that I had fooled
Herbie successfully was a relief.

“No, thanks,” I said. “Seriously, Rog, I don’t think I
need it. I've noticed it only gets worse with fatigue and
you’ll admit that I've been working pretty hard recently.”

“Haven’t we all? We're carrying an overload, but there
isn’t much we can do about it just now. The university
isn’t turning out as many first-class graduates as normally.”

“Why?”

“Don’t know. We’ve got Herbie working on it but he
keeps reporting that there’s not enough data. But so much
for that—it’s the headache of the upper echelon anyway.
Let’s get back to you.”

‘““There’s more?”

He leaned back in his chair and grinned at me. If he
were relaxing that much I knew the worst was over.

“Herbie,” he said, “is worried about your sex life.”

“Herbie’s too nosey,” I retorted. “He should go get a
sex life of his own. A sweet, little, cuddlesome adding
machine, Or maybe one of those new automatic garbage
trucks. To haul his ashes,” I added to be sure I made it
clear.

That wiped the grin off his face. He frowned. “Seri-
ously,” he said. “Herbie gave you a pretty low rating this
time on Erotic Stability. He especially noted a high emo-
tional reaction when you looked at a—some picture in
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your desk and when you were kissed by a girl in New York.
The recommendation is: marriage.”

“Herbie’s flipped his tubes,” I said.

His expression grew sterner. ‘““We all know that SOCIAC
is incapable of error so long as it is functioning properly.”

“On most things I agree,” I said, “but when it comes to
an individual’s sexual drive, I think we should take
Herbie’s word with a grain of salt. Or perhaps a grain of
Glamorones.”

That brought the grin back to his face. “You saw the
new ads, eh?” he said. “No wonder you hated losing Nancy.
But speaking of your sex life, Jerry, I hope you're going to
remember to call Mrs. Randall about tonight.”

I remembered the pretty, dark-haired woman I'd met in
his office the day before. “Is that a suggestion or an order?”
I asked.

“An order.” 1

I'd known it, of course, but I hadn’t expected him to be
so blunt. “Why?” I asked.

“Her husband,” Roger Dillon said, “‘is George Randall.
He’s an expediter here in this office, although I don’t think
you know him too well. Been here about the same length of
time you have. His ratings were not anything special in the
beginning, but they've been coming up the last two years.
He’s a damn good man.” ,

I began to get it. “You mean he’s slated for promotion?”

He nodded. “State Co-ordinator very soon. Herbie's
picked him to become one of my assistants as soon as he’s
had the executive experience.”

“And his wife doesn’t fit into the new picture?”

. “She never did fit into the picture, but it didn’t make
any difference before. I think I mentioned she’s never
come to any of the official parties. Herbie rates her as gen-
erally unstable, with a lack of interest in her husband’s
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work. Now that he’s moving up, George Randall needs a
wife who'll be one of the team.”

So it was just a job after all. I'd had such assignments
before. Not that I liked them, but Herbie had picked me a
number of times. What it meant was that I was supposed
to take her out and then escort her home. When we got
there, the camera in their place would be on. I didn’t
have to go too far; just far enough so that the resulting
film would give George Randall sufficient evidence for a
divorce.

George Randall would never know for sure that it wasn’t
on the level. He’d get divorced and then pretty soon he’d
marry again, this time a girl picked by Herbie. He’d either
marry the one picked by Herbie or he’d be on his way
back down the ladder. But he’d never know for sure that
she’d been picked for him any more than he’d know that
I'd been ordered to provide divorce evidence against his
present wife. i

It was being done, of course, for George’s own good—and
for the good of the State, which Herbie would say was the
same thing. It was always neatly planned and efficiently
executed.

The victim of the execution was the wife. George would
go on to bigger and better things; even if he loved his wife,
he’d be involved in so many new responsibilities he’d soon
forget. But the wife didn’t have any place to go. Unless
she’d had some profession before she married him, she’d
have to take something like a sales job and become just
another Consumer. The sexes being equal in Herbie’s
electronic eyes, there was never any alimony.

She would have one other alternative. It would depend -
on her. But usually what the State called an unstable per-
sonality would be stable enough if steered in the right
direction—away from the State. Sometimes I had been able
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to do that end of the job, too. Several discarded wives had ~
become important members of the underground.

“Objections?”’” Roger Dillon asked softly and I realized
I'd been thinking about the black-haired girl instead of
talking.

“No,” I said. “I was thinking about something else.
Considering how Herbie feels about my erotic rating, I
was wondering if he licked his lips—electronically speak-
ing—when he picked me for this assignment.”

“Herbie knows what he’s doing,” Roger said firmly. “I
wouldn’t always make the choices he makes, but it always
turns out that Herbie was right. For example. .. You work-
ing on anything important right now?”

So Herbie had picked me for another job. I shook my
head and raised my eyebrows questioningly.

“Give whatever you have to Harold Ammerson,” he
said. “This is a big one. You'll be in charge of the whole
project from our end and you’ll work along with the
Consent Secretariat.”

It did sound big. I wondered if it were another drive at
the underground. “Sounds important,” I said. “Good
thing I'm not married or I'd have to tell my wife to beware
of stray expediters. What is it?”

“It's big,” he repeated. He put the tips of his fingers
together and stared owlishly over the peak they formed.
“You recall that yesterday I mentioned the problem of the
Uns?”

I nodded.

““There is no doubt,” he said, ““that the supporters of the
group which childishly calls itself the United Nations is
- growing. Despite a lack of data, Herbie indicates that this
it true and that it constitutes a national communication
block which may become serious. We’ve had Herbie work-
ing on this every spare moment and the analysis is that
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we're not getting an awareness of the danger across to the
public. We have to change our method of attack.”

I nodded again to show I was listening. I was paying
more attention than he could even guess. I'd want to re-
port this in detail at the first opportunity.

“The one thing we do know from those who have been
examined is that the members of Uns are deviates. They
seem to insist on being individuals, different in every way
from others. It is believed that this accounts for the pecu-
liar food and clothing tastes we found among those who
have been examined.” '

So Herbie wasn’t omnipotent, I thought. He hadn’t
discovered that those particular traits were our means of
camouflage, as much as they were genuine characteristics.

“Furthermore,” Roger continued, “this may explain
why the majority of them have joined the Uns. Withhold-
ing their consent to be governed, refusing a rational com-
munication with their government, may represent the
ultimate in difference.”

“You mean they unconsciously want to feel they're a
persecuted minority?” I asked innocently.

“Exactly. Now, this should be their weakness. If our
message on the danger of these people was getting across,
it would be easy for the healthy people to recognize them
and report them to the nearest Clinic. Since none of the
Uns has been apprehended through being reported, we can
only assume that there has been a communication break-
down between us and the people.”

~ “It seems a natural assumption,” I agreed.

“We have only one thing with which to make a com-
parison. That is the Communist situation. There, I think
I can safely say, we have had one hundred per cent success.
Why? Because our approach has been completely scien-
tific, under rigid control, and consequently we’ve been
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able to be exact in téaching people to recognize a commu-
nist.”

There were other reasons, but I didn’t bother trying to
explain them to him.

“Did you know that Russia has been having another spy
trial?” he asked.

I shook my head. I didn’t know, but there was nothing
surprising about it. About three times a year Russia had a
trial of “American capitalist spies” who’d been trying to
overthrow the Soviet states. About the same number of
times each year we tried ‘“Russian Communist spies” on
similar charges. I strongly suspected that the Russian
capitalists were as carefully home-grown as were our Com-
munists.

“Consequently, we’ve decided to step up our next public
trial. We’ll hold it about one month from now.”

“But what does that have to do with the Uns?”

“Everything,” he said. “Unfortunately we cannot exert
the rigid control over the Uns that we can over the Com-
munists. Herbie has therefore chosen, after a careful anal-
ysis of all possible actions, the course of tying the Uns in
with the Communists. If we can associate the two in the
minds of the people, the battle will be half won.”

A thrill of fear hit me that was as bad as any I'd felt the
day before. This, I knew, was a serious threat. “I don’t
understand,” I said.

“You’ll get detailed instructions tomorrow morning,”
he said. “You’ve never been briefed on the Free State, have
you?”

“No,” I said. “In fact, I know very little about it.”

“Few people do,” he said with a little smile. “Roughly,
the Free State consists of the western half of the old state
of South Dakota. It includes the Black Hills, the Bad
Lands and Wind Cave National Park. That’s where we’ve
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kept all our Communists since we came into power. The
only time a Communist gets out is when we want one to
escape. An important Communist is going to escape the
day after tomorrow. You're going to meet him and get to
know him. Afterward, you will keep track of him, mean-
while working with the account executives and the con-
iqnt engineers on the campaign until it is time to capture
im.”

“Campaign?”’

“Yes. The campaign which will definitely prove to the
public that the Uns and the Communists are linked to-
gether. It will be prepared for all media and should run
for about a month before you capture him. We’ll give you
a list of suspected underground centers and you’ll see to it
that he does most of his hiding in those spots. By the time
he confesses to co-operating with the Uns, the public will
believe it.”

“The Communists hate the Uns,” I exclaimed. I stopped
myself in time from adding ‘““as much as the social engineers
do.” It was official policy that social engineers didn’t hate
anybody. “He’ll never confess to that.”

“By the time we're through with him, he will,” Roger
said grimly. “That’s all for now, Jerry, boy. Get everything
in order and I'll brief you tomorrow before you leave.”

“Right,” I said. I got up and walked to the door.

“Don’t forget Meg Randall,” he said. “I expect to see
you both tonight.”

“I’'ll remember,” I said. I was surprised to realize that I
would, and not entirely because it was an order. I found it
easy to remember the dark-haired girl who’d been in his
office the day before. I wondered if she had any idea of
what was going on. It seemed to me that there had been
an unhappy expression in her eyes when I met her.

1 went back to my office. There were a few things in my
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input basket, mostly routine. There were four personnel
problems to feed to Herbie and follow up if necessary;
there was a routine check to be made on the Third Secre-
tary of the State Department; there was a similar check to
be made on a congressman from the Mutual Electric Cor-
poration; and there was a report on forged transfer permits
that had to be investigated. I carried them all in and
dumped them on the desk of the expediter who had the
office next to mine. Then I went back to my own office.

The new attack was a serious matter. If they could suc-
ceed in identifying the Uns with the Communists, the
damage would be great. Although there were several thou-
sand of us in the Uns underground, our rebellion was one
of individual man against the formation of the mass mind.
This put us as much in opposition to the Communists as
to the social engineers. And we had been careful to foster
no violence. Our philosophical fount was Thoreau rather
than Marx. This was the reason why the propaganda of
the government had failed; the worst they could accuse us
of was deviating toward individualism, of being “sick.”
It didn’t make us dramatically dangerous enough to every-
one else to turn the public against us.

The new approach might undo all this. Knowledge of
it would have to be spread as quickly as possible so that
the underground could prepare itself. That was largely
my job, but I couldn’t do anything about it immediately.
Except for Peter Stacey, I'd had only one direct contact
with another member of the Uns since the one who had
recruited me. I received instructions from him and con-
tacted him when there was information to pass on. But
except for real emergencies, it could be done only at mid-
night. But I'd definitely have to get in touch with him
tonight.

I called the Clinic Squad and asked about Nancy Har-
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per. I was assured that she was doing nicely and that they
had every hope that she would be cured without resorting
to lobotomy. I tried to arrange visiting hours, but-the re-
quest was refused.

Throwing the switch that connected me with Herbie, I
gave my code number and requested the latest report on
myself. Then I waited, imagining the wheels clicking and
electronic tubes flicking on and off in Herbie’s ten-floor
brain. Finally a coded report sheet popped out of the slot
in the wall and dropped into my input basket. I picked it
up and started decoding it.

1 didn’t learn much that Roger Dillon hadn’t already
told me. Most of my ratings were the same as they’d always
been. A couple were higher. But I was lower on both Emo-
tional and Erotic Stability. The same was true of my Ac-
cident rating. And I'd dropped a half point on Deviation
Tendencies. Roger hadn’t mentioned that. I wondered if
he had deliberately left it out.

There were no recommendations at the bottom of the
list. With four ratings somewhat lower than the year be-
fore, Herbie would have made recommendations. Roger
had mentioned that Herbie suggested voluntary therapy,
but there had probably been other suggestions. I thought
of asking Herbie, but I knew it would be useless. I'd merely
get a form slip telling me that I was ynauthorized to re-
ceive the information.

I told myself to stop worrying. If there’d been anything
serious, Herbie wouldn’t have picked me for any impor-
tant assignments. And if I was under suspicion, there
wasn’t anything I could do about it. I rolled up the report
and shoved it in the incinerator-tube.

Finally I picked up the phone and called Meg Randall.

“Jerry Leeds,” I said when she answered, “George back
yet?”
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“No,” she said. “I had a message from him this morning
saying he wouldn’t be back for another three days.”

“Too bad,” I said. “How about the ball tonight?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She hesitated. “George’s mes-
sage urged me to go tonight. And this morning Mr. Dillon
called to remind me that I'd promised to go tonight. Now
you. Mr. Leeds, why is everyone so anxious for me to be
there? I've never gone to any of the Department parties.”

Was there a trace of worry in her voice? I couldn’t decide.
I wondered what the Department would do if she did
catch on and refused to play.

“Security and Consent,” I said lightly, “is just one big
happy family. Roger Dillon likes to be sure that everyone
remembers it. What time shall I pick you up?”

She still hesitated.

“If you're worried about me,” I said, “come down to
the office and I'll have Herbie show you my predatory
rating.”

“No,” she said. Her voice was suddenly sharp. “I don’t
want that—that machine to show me anything.”

“Why?”

“I—I don’t know. I get the chills whenever I think of
that machine squatting there and passing judgment on
people—condemning some and praising others, telling you
and George and everybody else what to do and when to do
it. I—" she seemed to realize that she was saying things
which would be better unsaid and broke off quickly. When
she spoke again, her voice was once more under control.
“I'll be ready by eight o’clock, Mr. Leeds.”

“Fine,” I said cheerfully. “I'll be there.”

When I'd hung up, I reflected for a moment that she
sounded like good Uns material, then called Roger on the
intercom and told him that she had said yes. He chuckled.

“I was sure she would,” he said. “We ran her card
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through Herbie three days ago. He said she’d go with you,
but not with anybody else.”

“Herbie’s getting too goddam smart,” I said, but not
until after I'd broken the connection.

I had nothing to do until evening and I couldn’t get in
touch with my Uns contact until midnight, so I left the
SAC building at lunchtime and stayed out. I spent the
afternoon wandering through the National Zoological
Gardens. I felt nervous and jumpy. Part of it, I knew, was
from the drug I'd taken the night before. But only part of
it. I didn’t like either of the two jobs facing me.

I kept thinking of Meg Randall, the way she’d looked
the day before, the way she’d sounded on the phone. I'd
never liked the divorce -assignments, but this one was
bothering me more than the others had. I thought she’d be
better off in the Uns, but it still bothered me.

The other assignment had me worried. I had a double
reason for wanting to report it. I was hoping that they’'d
tell me not to go through with it; that I could just vanish
into the underground as I knew others had when faced
with a job that might harm the Uns. To undertake the
job of linking the Communists and the Uns and to do it
so that I wouldn’t be caught and yet also wouldn’t hurt
the Uns was more of a tight-rope act than I felt up to. Be-
sides, I'd played a lone hand for a long time; I wanted to
get into the real heart of things. ;

The gardens did little to soothe me, but they did keep
me from running into anyone I knew. When it was eve-
ning, I left and took a cab back to my apartment. I had a
couple of fast drinks and a light dinner. Then I showered
and dressed. A call to Personnel in SAC, giving my code
number, supplied George Randall’s address.

It was two minutes before eight when I stood in front of
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the Randall apartment and knocked on the door. It opened
almost at once.

I had thought Meg Randall beautiful when I first saw
her; now she was breath-taking. She wore a scarlet evening
gown, caught up over one shoulder and fastened with a
gold clasp in the shape of the infinity symbol. There was
another gold clasp at her waist; that was all the jewelry
she wore. A small scarlet ribbon gleamed against her black
hair.

“Beautiful,” I murmured. I felt a stab of guilt, thinking
of my reason for being there, but I got'rid of it by telling
myself that she’d be better off. Maybe the guilt was be-
cause I was really beginning to want her. . . .

“Thank you,” she said. “How about a drink before we
go?” She smiled wryly. “I could use one. This is my first
official party, you know.” _

“A good idea,” I said, stepping into the apartment. “Not
because it’s your first one, but because:all official parties
are dull.”

I followed her into the kitchen.

“What will you have?” she asked.

“Rye and soda.”

She smiled at me as though she were laughing at a secret
joke. “Soda? You’'re sure?”

“Positive. If you have it.’ ,

“Oh, we have it,” she said. She was still smiling. “George
always drinks rye and branch water. I rather got the im-
pression that soda was taboo in the sacrosanct hall of Secu-
rity and Consent.” Her tone sounded bitter, but there was
no way of telling whether this was an old bitterness or a
new one.

“I have it on the highest authority,” I said lightly, “that
I have deviation tendencies. Liking soda is one of those.”

“You mean it’s dangerous for me to go out with you?”
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she asked.

Her eyes were too bright and she was skirting too close
to the real reason I was there. Maybe that was only my
imagination again, but I didn’t like it.

“Very dangerous,” I said gravely. “But it seems to work
both ways. For instance, a man could die of thirst waiting
for a drink here.” '

She laughed and turned away. She took bottles and
glasses from a shelf. “I hope you don’t mind if I mix the
drinks myself? I loathe the drink-mixer.”

“Why?”

“Oh, I'm aware that we should admire our great me-
chanical gadgets,” she said. Her voice was bitter again. “As
the wife of an expediter, I've been told often enough that
we’d still have a hit-and-miss government if it weren’t for
them. But—but I think that at least our drinks ought to be
mixed by someone who can make mistakes and talk back.”
She threw ice cubes into the glasses.

“You should visit my apartment,” I said.

For the first time she looked at me in the way a woman
looks at a man. “Maybe I will some day,” she said. The
intimacy left her eyes and was replaced by something I
didn’t recognize. “Why should 1?”

“I have a drink-mixer and a kitchen range that both
talk back.”

“Really?” She splashed whiskey and soda into the two
glasses. “You see? No exact, scientific measures. What
machine can say the same?” She stared gravely at the
whiskey bottle, then splashed more rye in each drink. “I
also like rye and soda. Does that give us something in com-
mon, Mr. Leeds?”’

“I hope so.”

She handed me one of the glasses. “To what shall we
drink? The evening? Or should we drink to Security and
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Consent and then break the glasses?”

“To this evening,” I said lightly and drank.

She emptied her glass without taking it from her lips.
“Another one?” she asked.

I shook my head. “There’ll be plenty at the party. And
we won’t have to mix it with branch water.”

“Really?” she asked. Her voice was too high, like a taut
violin string. “Won’t they call us Communists or Uns or
something like that and turn us over to the Clinic Squad?”

I grinned. “Some of the more careful ones may edge
away from us, but that will be all.”

She looked at me with those too-bright black eyes. “You
must be very important, Mr. Leeds. George has never
dared to take chances. Even little ones.”

1 didn’t want to talk about George. I liked this assign-
ment less the more I got into it. While I disliked myself
for my share in it, I disliked George even more. I didn’t
know him well but I didn’t have to. I'd known many other
Georges in the department. Even if he guessed the evi-
dence against his wife was framed, he’d play the role as-
signed to him. If Roger Dillon didn’t already know that
much about him, he would never have been picked for
promotion.

“Not important,” I said. “Just not ambitious. Shall we
0?” :

She stared at me for a minute and her eyes dulled with
compliance. “Why not?” she said flatly. “We must go to
the party and enjoy ourselves. Isn’t that what Mr. Dillon
ordered us to do?”

I didn’t answer and she went in and got her wrap.

The annual SAC ball was held in the largest hotel in
Washington. Even so, it was already crowded when we
arrived. This was one time that all the SAC employees
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turned out. With wives and husbands and boy or girl
friends. Not only because it was a must; after the rigors
of D. I. Day, everyone wanted a release.

There were two live orchestras in two connecting ball-
rooms, not the usual taped music featured at other par-
ties. There were at least twenty party-size drink-mixers,
all of them doing a big business. Meg Randall and I
lined up at one of them. When it came our turn, I made
the adjustments and we had our rye and sodas.

“The man did it,” she said, sipping at her drink.

It wasn’t long before the two orchestras were stilled
and we all crowded into the larger ballroom. The lights
were dimmed and the spotlights blazed on a stage in
front of us. There were three men there. Two of them
might have been easily recognized by anyone, the third
only by those more familiar with the government. The
first two were President Robert Hatshaw and General
Manager Bruce Layton. The third was Bradley Bernard,
Vice President in charge of Communications. Although the
General Manager had wide executive powers, it was Ber-
nard who was the real power in the government, for it
was he who appointed the Manager. He also controlled
the more important departments. But only a few people
realized he was any more important than other vice presi-
dents.

The speeches were short. They were carefully made up
of clichés calculated—by Herbie, of course—to make every-
one in SAC feel pretty special. Nothing was meant to be
said in the speeches; it was just a soothing appearance of
the top brass to help everyone relax after the strain of the
day before. It was soon over and everyone went back to
the serious business of dancing and getting drunk.

Roger Dillon showed up to claim one dance with Meg
Randall; after that I had her to myself.
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“It was like dancing with an electronic calculator,” she
said. She giggled at the thought. She’d just had her fifth
drink and was getting a little high.

Whether it was the party or the liquor, her mood
changed. She laughed more and the lines left her face.
But her tension stayed with her; I could feel it in her
body when we danced.

The party would go on until the small hours of the
morning. This was one night when anyone in SAC could
get as drunk as he liked without its going on the record;
in fact, Herbie recommended it. But I wanted to be sure
of getting back to my apartment by midnight. At eleven
o'clock I suggested that we leave. She agreed.

As we were leaving, I caught a brief glimpse of Roger
Dillon watching us. He was grinning, but I suddenly
realized it looked a lot more like a leer. I wondered if
Herbie was leering too—or doing whatever it was that
electronic tubes did in anticipation. It seemed perfectly
logical to think of Herbie leering for I was sure that Roger
Dillon wouldn’t have been doing it unless he were fairly
certain that the giant brain approved.

We took a taxi back to Meg’s apartment and I walked in
with her. She handed me her key and I unlocked the door.

“A night cap?” she asked.

I nodded. If she hadn’t asked me, I would have invited
myself. My mouth was dry and I was as nervous as a kid
on his first date. Mentally, I was cursing Roger Dillon
and Herbie as I followed her inside and closed the door.

She took off her wrap and handed it to me. “Hang it
up, please,” she asked.

She indicated a door with a wave of her hand. I walked
through it. The lights went on automatically as I passed
through the doorway. It was the bedroom. I found the
concealed closet and hung up the wrap. When I turned
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around, Meg was standing right behind me.

She came into my arms with a little rush, her face lifted
to meet mine. Her lips were warm and eager.

My intentions had been—perhaps not honorable, but
at least limited. All that was required under the circum-
stances was that the ceiling-camera catch shots of her in
my arms. ‘That would be enough to provide the divorce
that SAC wanted. I had intended to go just that far and
no further, but I had neglected to consider that Meg might
have something to say about it. When I tried to pull
away from her, her arms tightened around my neck, pull-
ing my lips back down to hers.

It wasn’t much of a struggle. Even that first touch had
started something between us; the second time I kissed
her it got out of hand, sweeping all thoughts of SAGC and
assignments away before it. I picked her up and carried
her across the room. As I bent over her, I could feel the
impending explosion of the tension that had been build-
ing up all evening. I moved in to meet it.

It was later—much later—when I reached for two ciga-
rettes. I lit them and placed one gently between her lips.
She took it without opening her eyes. I propped myself
up on one elbow and looked at her. Her hair flooded
darkly over the pillow, making a frame for her delicate
face. As I watched, I saw a tear creep from beneath one
eyelid and stagger down her cheek. It brought me rudely
back to reality.

I puta hand on her shoulder, hoping it would carry part
of what I felt. I knew words wouldn’t, but I tried. “Meg—"
I began.

Her eyes opened, staring straight up at the ceiling.

“Is it still turned on?” she asked.

I knew what she meant. The camera, its wide-focus lens
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built into the decorations of the ceiling—as it was in the
rooms of every one who worked in SAC. I wasn’t even
startled by her reference to it. Somehow I'd guessed all
along that she knew what was happening.

“I don’t think so,” I said. There was no way of being
sure, but I thought it was probably turned off as soon as
they had all the film they wanted. ‘“You knew all about itz”

She nodded without looking at me. “George often told
me about it—in reference to other people,” she said.
“Then a couple of weeks ago, George told me that he had
seen Mr. Dillon and thought there might be a chance
he’d be promoted. This was in the thoughts of both of us
then—for I've never liked mixing with the people from
the office—but neither of us said anything. Then, yester-
day, when Mr. Dillon asked me into the office and insisted
that I go tonight—I knew.”

““If you knew about it,” I said, “then you must also have
known how little was required. Why didn’t you let me
leave when I started to? Why?” I looked at her and re-
peated it. “Why?”

Her gaze shifted to me and something that might have
been anger stirred in her eyes. “Did anybody think about
me in this?”’ she demanded. “Did anybody stop to consider
what I might want? Maybe I made you stay because 1
wanted you to.” Her eyes dulled again. “Now I want you
to leave.”

“But—" I said.

. “Please,” she said. “Just leave. Maybe later—when it’s
all over—I'll want to see you again. But not now. Now
I don’t ever want to see you again. Please go.”

“All right, Meg.” I said.

When I was ready to leave, I turned to look at her
again. She was lying on her side with her face turned to
the wall.
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“Meg,” I said, “any way you look at it, I feel pretty
cheap right now, but there’s one thing I want you to
know. Maybe this started as an assignment, but it didn’t
end that way. I'm sorry about the assignment part—but
I'm not a bit sorry about the part that was my own idea.
I'd hate to think it was going to stop there.”

She didn’t say anything,

“Meg,” I said softly, “will. I see you again?”

When she answered, her voice was rigidly controlled.
“I don’t know,” she said. “Please go, Jerry. Now.”

I turned and walked out of her apartment.

It was two minutes past midnight when I got back to my
own place. I went straight to the phone and called my
contact. He was the owner of a small drugstore only three
or four blocks from my apartment. I rarely saw him, al-
though I had talked to him on the phone several times
in the last seven years. Late at night he ran the store all
by himself and that was the only time I could call—at
least on Uns business. I also ordered all my drugs from
him so that the special calls wouldn’t stand out if anyone
looked at my phone tapes.

“Gram’s Pharmacy,” he said, answering the phone.

“This is Gerald Leeds,” I said. “I've been working
pretty hard and I think I've got a little hypertension. Do
you have any hexamethonium. chloride?”

It was a code, but one I'd never used before. Hyper-
tension and hexamethonium chloride meant an emer-

ency.
5 “I%,examethonium chloride,” he repeated calmly. “We
don’t have many calls for that particular drug. I may not
have it in stock. Would tomorrow morning be all right?”

“No. I may be leaving town in the morning.”

“I'll have to check on it, Mr. Leeds,” he said, “and
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call you back. Or I may have another supplier call you.”

“As long as I get delivery tonight,” I said and hung up.

1 went into the kitchen and mixed myself a drink. Then
1 went back into the living room to wait for my call.

1 wondered who Gram would put me in touch with. I
had been a member of the Uns underground for eight
years but, with the exception of those I'd induced to join,
1 had known only two other members. The first one had
been a man at the university who had recruited me; the
second was Gram. All of my instructions had come
through Gram, just as all of my reports had gone to him.
But this was the first time that anything unusual had come
up. Gram’s remarks had indicated that someone else
would get in touch with me.

The phone rang. I glanced at my watch. It was only a
half hour since I'd called the drugstore. Thinking that
Gram had worked fast, I picked up the phone and said
hello.

““Jerry, boy. How'd it go?”” It was Roger Dillon.

“All right,” I said shortly. I didn’t like being reminded
of Meg just then.

“Great,” he said.- He chuckled. “You expediters get
all the breaks. Sometimes, when I have assignments like
that to pass out, I think of demoting myself.”

I swallowed my anger and waited for him to get on
with it. I knew he hadn’t called to find out what had hap-
pened with Meg. He could have gotten that from Herbie.

“What are you doing, Jerry, boy?” he asked.

“Nothing. Just getting ready to go to bed.”

“You'll have to postpone it, boy. There’ll be a car
there any minute to pick you up.”

“Why?”

“Command appearance,” he said. “The G.M. wants to
see you.”
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“The General Manager?” I exclaimed. “At this time
of night?”

“Sure. You don’t think a man like that keeps an eight-
hour day, do you? As a matter of fact, he works every night.
Most interviews are around this time. What’s the matter,
Jerry, boy? Nervous?”

“Why should I be?” I retorted. “What does he want?”

“He didn’t see fit to tell me,” Roger said. “He just called
up and said he was sending a car around for you. But I
imagine he’s seen the Department report and knows about
the assignment you’re going on tomorrow. He probably
wants to have a little chat with you about it.”

“Why?” I asked bluntly. I was very much disturbed, as
well as tired, and couldn’t even try to be diplomatic.

He sounded amused. “The General Manager is the
direct executive representative of the Pros. They are
naturally concerned about the Communist menace. In
fact, they’'ve always been a little nervous about the Free
State. So the G.M. probably wants to be able to tell his
friends that he talked to the expediter who's on the job.”

“Why can’t I see him tomorrow?” I asked.

“Jerry, boy,” he said, sounding shocked. “When the
General Manager of the United States wants to see you,
you don’t argue.”

“Okay,” I said wearily. .

“One more thing,” Roger said. I knew by his tone that
what he was about to say was the real reason he'd called.
“The General Manager holds the highest working execu-
tive office in the government, so it goes without saying
that no one argues with him. On the other hand, he does
not have access to all of the information and plans of Se-
curity and Consent. For example, he knows that we are
going to have another Communist trial, but that’s all he
knows. I would suggest that you do not volunteer any
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information.”

Maybe it sounded likea suggestion, but it was an order.

“Okay,” 1 said.

“Have fun, boy. See you in the morning.” He hung up.

Cursing Roger Dillon, SAC and the G.M., I quickly
made a phone-tape requesting any caller to keep calling
back every hour until I was there to answer. I had barely
slipped it into the phone when the knock came on my
door.

I threw the door open, and couldn’t keep my nerves
from jumping. There were two of them, members of
the Clinic Squad. The only thing that kept it from being
just like the night of D.I. Day was the fact that they
wore the scarlet uniforms and white insignia that marked
them as being on special executive duty.

“Expediter Leeds,” one of them said, “we are here to
take you to the White House.”

1 walked out with them. Suddenly I was acutely aware
that at another time they might be taking me in the oppo-
site direction. Maybe even before the night was over.
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Chapter Four

THE CAR SWEPT IN through the big gates and up to the
brilliantly lighted White House. The two scarlet uniforms
took me inside where they turned me over to a woman
who looked as if she might be a better guard than both
of them. She motioned for me to follow and led the way
to a small elevator. I'd never been in the White House
before, but I knew from what I'd heard that we were
heading for the rear part of the mansion.

On the third floor, I followed her down the corridor.
Finally, she stopped in front of a door. She lifted her
hand to knock, then looked at me sourly. “Don’t you stay
too long,” she said. “People would talk to him all night
so he couldn’t do his work if they had their way.”

“I'll sneak right out the minute he goes to sleep,” I
said.

She glared at me and knocked on the door. Then she
opened it enough to put her head in. “Expediter Leeds
is here, sir.”

A voice rumbled an answer from inside the room. She
pushed the door open and stood to one side.

“Remember what I said,” she hissed as I went in.

General Manager Bruce Layton sat behind a large desk
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with a pile of papers in front of him. He looked up and
smiled. “Thanks for coming, Leeds,” he said. He waved
at the chair beside his desk. “Will you pardon me for
just a moment?” He turned back to his papers before I
was in the chair.

I'd seen him many times on the screen and a few hours
earlier I'd listened to him getting off a lot of stuffy re-
marks at the ball, but this was the first time I'd seen him
at close range. He was probably about fifty, a little on
the heavy side, but still in good condition.

There was something, however, that seemed different
about him this time. It took me a minute to realize what
it was. Every time I'd seen him before he’d been making
a public appearance and had looked pretty much like all
the others. Now he was busy at his desk, seemingly indif-
ferent to my presence. He was deeply immersed in his
work and he seemed to like it. Then I realized the difter-
ence. His face revealed intelligence rather than the va-
cuity I'd come to associate with the General Manager of
the United States. i

Finally he pushed the papers to one side and looked
at me with a smile. “I am sorry to make you wait,” he
said, “but I had to go through those. My secretary is very
strict with me.”

- I laughed. “I noticed,” I said. “She warned me not to
talk to you long.”

“Oh yes,” he sighed. “I believe she thinks me rather
weak-willed and considers herself the power behind the
throne—such as it is.” He opened a box of cigarettes and
held it out to me, and provided lights for both of us from
a desk lighter. “I feel I should also apologize, Mr. Leeds,
for the hour which I asked you to call upon me. You won-
dered about that?”

“Some,” I admitted.
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“There’s a lot of work on this job,” he said. “I find I
get more done if I do it at night. There are other advan-
tages, too. Not so many people around. Not so many
people to peer over my shoulder or listen to what's going
on.” He leaned back and smiled at me. “At night, like
this, I've even got a pretty good chance of seeing that
there’s no wire leading into Herbie—isn’t that what you
call the calculator over in SAC?”

“That’s Herbie,” I said.

I waited for him to go on, but he didn’t say anything
immediately. He just sat there, smoking and looking at
me.

“So,” he said finally, “you are Paul Revere.”

It was a minute before it hit me. Then my stomach
knotted up. My glance raked around the room, trying to
locate the possible exits, then swung back to the door. I
expected to see the Clinic Squad charging through. A
chuckle from the General Manager brought my attention
back to him.

“Is there not a sort of blood shed when the conscience
is wounded?” he asked.

It was my second shock, for this was the first half of
a quotation from Henry Thoreau which served as a rec-
ognition code between members of the Uns.

“Through’this wound a man’s real manhood and im-
mortality flow out, and he bleeds to an everlasting death,”
I replied automatically.

Some of my surprise must have been showing on my
face for he chuckled again. “I am glad to meet you finally,
Mr. Leeds,” he said. “I have, of course, long been familiar
with the work of Paul Revere. It is a pleasure to sit down
with you. I often think that it is unfortunate that the
people in our organization can’t meet each other more
often.”
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“You?” I said inanely. My vocabulary was still limited
by my surprise.

He nodded again. “Mr. Gram telephoned me immedi-
ately. Since we know that you are not inclined to yell
emergency, I decided I'd better see you myself. I'm sorry
to have surprised you, but it seemed better to have you
sent to me through channels. I am naturally in possession
of the report that you are being assigned to the next Com-
munist trial and it is normal for me to be concerned
about how that will be conducted. Now, what is the
emergency?”’

I quickly outlined to him what Roger Dillon had told
me about tying the Uns in with the Communists.

“Yes,” he said when I'd finished, “we had expected that
sooner or later they might resort to such methods. It might
succeed, too, if we were unaware of it. We're lucky that
you were assigned to it.”

“You mean nothing of this was in the reports forwarded
to your office?” I asked.

He smiled. “You forget,” he said, “that the General
Manager of the United States is little more than an office
boy. I am appointed by the social engineers—specifically
by the Vice President in charge of Communications—and
charged with managing the business affairs of the nation.
But in doing so, I must operate on the information
which the social engineers see fit to give me. You may be
sure that they are very careful in what they let me know.”

“What shall I do?” I asked. “I'd like to walk out and

o underground.”

“No,” he said. “That is the one thing you must not do.
You are the only member we have in Security and Con-
sent. We're trying to get others in, but it’s extremely diffi-
cult. The loss would be great if you were to walk out.
And they would only replace you with someone else who
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would do the job efficiently. No, you must go ahead with
the assignment.”

“And try to sabotage it as I go along?”

“Not directly. At this point we can only guess what
they plan. But I imagine they intend to drive the fugitive
Communist into spots where they can prove he’s been
protected by us. They may have a few of us spotted or
they may merely set up some of their own expendable
people as ‘members’ of Uns. Indirectly, you may be able
to do a number of things.” i

“Such as?”

“You won’t be able to do much planning,” he said
wryly. “You’ll have to take things as they come up. But
I'm sure you can handle it. We'll give you all the help
we can. You say that you're to be in charge of or at least
in on the propaganda?” ‘

“That’s what Dillon said.”

“That means dramatic pieces, novels, poetry, every-
thing,” he said thoughtfully. “I doubt if much can be
done in TV, unless we resort to interference with trans-
mission. But on the planning of, say, a novel, you’ll be in
position to help suggest ideas. Suppose a popular novelist
is lined up to do a book in which a member of the Uns is
finally revealed as a Communist. You might exert a little
pressure to have it milked for suspense, with the de-
nouément coming in the last two or three pages. We have
some people in a number of the printing plants around
the country. After the final approval of foundry proofs,
we might have one of our men substitute the last two or
three plates so that the ending will glorify the Uns. That’s
rough, and there’d be plenty of problems—review copies,
for instance—but we might be able to work it. Once, at
least.”

I nodded. Privately I didn’t feel so sure.
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“Of course,” he went on, “we’d have to get that mem-
ber out of the country immediately, but it might be
worth it. In the meantime, we’ll be working on some-
thing to upset the final show.” He looked at me sharply.
“Are you aware that there may also be a trap for you in
this somewhere?”

“The thought had occurred to me,” I said drily.

“We may have thrown them off of connecting you
with the code name Paul Revere,” he said, “but there’s
still a possibility there is some suspicion of you.”

“So you had a hand in that Paul Revere escape?”

“1 ordered it,” he said. “They picked up a member
last week who had seen some of the reports on Paul Re-
vere. He didn’t know the identity, but he did know more
than anyone they've captured before. I thought it best
not to take chances.”

“What about Stacey?” I asked.

“Peter?” There was fondness in his voice. “Peter was
one of the original members of Uns, you know. He insisted
on sacrificing himself, since he had once undergone ther-
apy.”

“How is he?”

“All right, so far,” Layton said. “We have a minor tech-
nician in the Clinic Squad. He’s reported that Stacey has
once again escaped lobotomy. As soon as we can we'll res-
cue him and send him away.”

“Australia?”

“Yes.” He ran one hand over his head and I noticed
that his short-clipped hair was beginning to gray. “You’ll
be amused to know that SAC is soon going to start an over-
all effort on our behalf.”

“What do you mean?”

“For some time,” he said, “we’ve had a more general
counter-propaganda idea in mind. As you know, the phil-
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osophy back of Uns is derived -mostly from Henry Tho-
reau. He would like to give a wide distribution to his essay
on Civil Disobedience. But the problem has been one
of giving Thoreau authority. He’s never been well known
here in his own country and is even less so now. By this
time most people have also forgotten Ghandi of India
or the fact that he was heavily indebted to Thoreau. So
this was our problem, until we thought of using SAC.”

“I can hardly imagine SAGC fostering civil disobedi-
ence.”

“Neither can I, but they’re going to promote Thoreau.
Last year, I started a back-to-nature movement for tired
businessmen. As General Manager, I am automatically
the Honorary President of the League of Industrial Exec-
utives. I talked the League into building a number of
retreats in isolated spots. The retreats would have repre-
sented luxury to Thoreau, but in modern terms people
who use them are roughing it. The idea was a huge suc-
cess. And the number of gripes against the government
by businessmen dropped over forty per cent.”

“So you sold the 1dea to SAC for the whole country?”

“Right. They’re going to build camps out in the woods
and practically everyone is going to be taking woodsy
vacations whether they want to or not.”

“Where does Thoreau come in?”

He grinned. “I sold them Thoreau along with it. The
great American writer who believed in getting out and
digging around in the ground, you know. SAC is bringing
out a special edition of Thoreau’s Walden—with all of-
fending individualistic remarks expurgated, of course—
and it will be required reading. They're even referring
to camp life as Waldenating. By the time we're ready to
distribute his essay, Thoreau will be the established au-
thority.”
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“How are you going to distribute it?”

“We’ll pick on the newest book of one of our most pop-
ular, and most acceptable, novelists and when the book
goes on the presses, Civil Disobedience will be right in the
middle of it.”

“Clever,” I agreed.

He brought out the cigarettes again. “We think it’ll
work,” he said. “Tell me about yourself, Jerry. I don’t
know much about you except that you were the one to
discover how to fool the calculators. How long have you
been with us? Seven years?”

“Eight,” I said. “I've been in SAC for seven years—since
I left the university, I joined the Uns a year before that.
Actually. I discovered that calculators could be tripped
up over a year before I knew anything about the under-

ound.”

“How?”

“Quite by accident. I was monitoring the university
calculator one night and it was a pretty boring job. Just
to amuse myself, I started making all sorts of experiments,
wiping them out of the memory banks as soon as I finished
each one. I was trying, for instance, to see what would
happen if I introduced completely contradictory factors
into questions about my fellow students—but the calcu-
lator simply refused to answer, or called for additional
data. Then, while punching out one question, I acci-
dently burned myself on my cigarette. When I wound
up the night punching out an analysis on myself, the
machine indicated that I'd been frightened by that ques-
tion. I connected it up with the burn and after that my
experimenting had a purpose to it.”

“And you didn’t report it?”

“I intended to do a paper on it,” I said, thinking back
over the years, “but I hesitated because I was afraid it
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would be interpreted as deviationism on my part. Besides,
I'had developed a kind of horror of the way machines were
being used to shape men’s lives, and I kept thinking that
if I wrote the paper they'd correct the flaw in the calcu-
lators. So I kept putting it off.”

“You must have been getting rid of your earlier condi-
tioning in a hurry,” Layton said idly. “Was there any
special reason why?”

I grinned a bit ruefully. “Again, it was largely my pe-
culiar talents for accidents that started it off,” I admitted.
“In my freshman year, I became very close friends with
a fellow named David Klepperman. At the beginning of
the second year, he was on the list of those who'd flunked
out. I tried to get in touch with him—we’d had a game of
three-dimensional chess with some original variations of
our own going on almost endlessy, for one thing, and I
wanted to finish it—and was finally told by the university
officials that he’d become a secret courier for the State
Department and couldn’t be reached. It sounds funny
now, but he was so brilliant that it was plausible at the
time. I more or less forgot about him.

“Then came the accident: I broke my arm during a
physical ed session. They kept me in the hospital just long
enough for me to get restless, and one night I wandered
out of my ward and onto another floor. Imagine my sur-
prise when I ran right into David. But—well, he wasn’t
David any more. His mind was completely gone. . . .”

I hesitated as the memories flooded back. Layton nod-
ded sympathetically. “I know,” he said softly. “Lots of
people prove too brilliant to accept the training for se-
curity engineering. And they flunk out, just as sure as
the dumb ones. Naturally, they just can’t be turned loose
into the ordinary world with their special knowledge, so
they have to be re-conditioned immediately and drasti-
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ally. And if re-conditioning doesn’t take, their minds
nust be deliberately destroyed. It’s the only way SAC can
protect itself.”

We were both silent for a moment. “It’s a horrible
thing any way you look at it,” I said at last. “And it’s
an unfortunate thing for the Uns. The system has made it
virtually impossible for anyone with the slightest tend-
ency to think as an individual to go through the train-
ing and get his degree. Virtually impossible, that is, for
the Uns to place any agents in SAC itself.”

Layton smiled slightly. “Except for a person with as
unique a combination of talents as yours,” he said.

I shrugged. “Anyway, seeing David that way set me
to thinking hard, and I added a lot of things together. The
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