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INTRODUCTION

by Frederik Pohl

WHEN AN EDITOR MAKES A SELECTION OF HIS FAVORITE STORIES
from his own magazine he invites discussion. It is his personal
taste that is on display, and it’s fair for the observer to try
to analyze what goes into that taste. In other words, what
makes Galaxy Magazine what it is?

There is only one answer to that—about any magazine—and
that is the personality, skills, and preferences of its editor. The
editor is the magazine.

Nevil Shute tells us that an aircraft designer is an obstinate,
irascible, unreasonable man, or else he is a failure. An aircraft
designer must impose his own will on all the regiment of sub-
designers, detail men, and draftsmen who create the subsid-
iary plans that go into the plane. The man who diagrams the
electrical system and the man who designs pre-rotators for the
wheels have to follow his plan, not their own; if he cannot
make them do things his way the design is spoiled and the
plane won’t fly—or, anyway, won't fly exactly as he planned it.

This is precisely the situation of the magazine editor—or al-
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vi Frederik Pohl

most. What advantages there are, are on the side of the aero-
nautical engineer. He works in sheet metal and tempered
steel; the magazine editor has to work with that far more in-
tractable substance, the slippery, willful creativity of the writer.

For a magazine is more than a collection of stories, it is a
contract with the reader. Unspoken but always understood, it
says: “Here, you like what you read last month. I promise
this month’s issue will be more of the same. It might be better.
It might show experimentation. But it will not be something
different entirely. If you read my magazine for a year you will
find, I hope, that it has grown; but you will not find it totally
changed.”

It is an editor’s job to give his magazine a personality. He
can’t do this through writing words on paper himself—that’s
the writer’s job—but only through the much harder process of
trying to extract the best from a lot of writers.

In this line of work H. L. Gold is as skilled as any man
alive. He shows an astonishing grasp of what the writer is up
to; can recall lines of dialogue and bits of plot from manu-
scripts he read half a dozen years ago, even when ultimately
they wound up in some other magazine; can spring up to do
battle with the author of those rejected stories, after such a
lapse, without missing a beat in argument. Horace Gold is him-
self a writer, of course. That explains very little—fine writers
are often hopeless when they sit on the other side of the desk
—but undoubtedly it does explain something. As his own
writing has covered many fields—science fiction and fantasy,
yes, but far more wordage in scripts for broadcasting, fiction
of nearly every kind, non-fiction in many moods—so he brings
to the task of editing Galaxy the resources of other genres.
Perhaps that is why Galaxy paints on a broader canvas than
other science fiction magazines. Certainly it has a lot to do
with the fact that Galaxy has succeeded in persuading nearly
all of the best writers in the field to provide it with stories
written at the top of their form.

Galaxy's tenth anniversary is at hand, and in that decade
Galaxy has played a major part in the development of dozens
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of excellent writers. It has introduced at least a dozen fine
new craftsmen to the field, recaptured a dozen major strays
who had wandered off into other pastures, retrained a dozen
(or more than a dozen) old pros who had grown weary and
stale, bringing them back to sharp productive life. (It is in-
vidious to name names, but any Galaxy reader can fill in the
blanks for himself.)

Horace Gold’s part, in the sea change that occurs between
the act of composition on the author’s typewriter and the mo-
ment when you pick up a fresh issue of Galaxy at the stands,
is to point all of these scores of men and women in the same
direction. As Galaxy is his magazine, the direction is his di-
rection.

Does this smack of tyranny? No. Call it leadership; that’s
what an editor is for. If half the principal Galaxy contributors
all begin to write time-travel stories at the same time, it is
necessary for Galaxy's editor to shift some of them to other
themes as persuasively as he can. If everyone is producing
short stories, someone must be diverted to serials; if fits of
gloom assail the entire science fiction writing fraternity (and
these things do happen; moods are epidemic among writers;
suddenly there will be an outflow of visions of Armageddon
and never a smile in a thousand scripts) the editor must start
to spread words of cheer.

As his only point of contact with most writers is the written
word, this means trying to shift emphasis on a story already
written. That is, it means rewrites.

Writers hate rewrites. Wouldn’t you? If you were a brick-
layer and your customer said, “Hold it there. No. Rip all that
red brick out and put in yellow.” . . . if that happened, you'd
hate it. Even if yellow brick were prettier and sturdier and
more profitable besides, you’d still hate it.

A writer is in a worse case than any bricklayer. At least the
bricklayer has the customer’s plan to go on; the writer has
nothing but his own imagination.

So what the editor has to do is to persuade, to cajole, to
bully, to bribe, to convince—to edit. This means ripping out
all those red bricks, of course. This is unattractive to the
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writer: Old used words from a discarded manuscript have no
salvage value whatsoever.

And yet the process is not all hardship on the writer. It’s
tough on the editor, too, who has to put his ideas into other
people’s work instead of his own, and get them to agree, and
sweat with them through to the end.

The most extreme example went through four complete re-
writes, not at all in its published form resembling the first
draft that came in the mail. The story was far beyond the
writer’s skill, so the editor had to supply it—until the writer
grew skilled enough, through each mutually painful rewrite,
to do a truly triumphant job, one of the best of the past
decade.

It’s just such willingness to match writers sweat bead for
sweat bead that made Galaxy the most important influence of
the 1950s on science fiction. As it enters the 1960s, it does so
with verve and energy and high enthusiasm, with, in other
words, H. L. Gold.

So what you have here is not a clutch of stories picked at
random from a long shelf of bound volumes. It is Horace
Gold’s summation of what Galaxy provides, and provides
through smart generalship.

Ultimately, the one measure of the success of a magazine
is the over-all quality of the stories that the editor manages
to get into print. In Galaxy, that quality began high and rose
astonishingly over the years. You can see that for yourself
both in the magazine and in anthologies, for no other magazine
in the world, regardless of kind, has had as many of its stories
anthologized as Galaxy.

I don’t propose to discuss my own part in the proceedings
which follow. All I can say is that I made “Whatever Counts”
as good a story as I could, and then H. L. Gold showed me
how to make it better. And I haven’t a doubt that I speak for
the other contributors when I say that, without a great deal
of hard work and ingenuity on the part of the editor, these
would have been in some degree lesser stories than they are,
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and maybe some of them would never have become stories
at all.

So, too, do I speak for those writers whose spontaneous-
nesses were bought enthusiastically on sight, for that is as
much a part of Galaxy as the hard work.
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Bodyguard and Four Other Short Science
Fiction Novels from Galaxy



BODYGUARD

by Christopher Grimm

One

THE MAN AT THE BAR WAS EXCEPTIONALLY HANDSOME, AND HE
knew it. So did the light-haired girl at his side, and so did
the nondescript man in the gray suit who was watching them
from a booth in the corner.

Everyone in the room was aware of the big young man, and
most of the humans present were resentful, for he handled
himself consciously and arrogantly, as if his appearance alone
were enough to make him superior to anyone. Even the girl
with him was growing restless, for she was accustomed to
adulation herself, and next to Gabriel Lockard she was almost
ordinary-looking.

As for the extraterrestrials—it was a free bar—they were
merely amused, since to them all men were pathetically and
irredeemably hideous.

Gabe threw his arm wide in one of his expansive gestures.
There was a short man standing next to the pair—young, as
most men and women were in that time, thanks to the science
which could stave off decay, though not death—but with no
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2 Christopher Grimm

other apparent physical virtue, for plastic surgery had not ful-
filled its bright promise of the twentieth century.

The drink he had been raising to his lips splashed all over
his clothing; the glass shattered at his feet. Now he was not
only a rather ugly little man, but also a rather ridiculous one
—or at least he felt he was, which was what mattered.

“Sorry, colleague,” Gabe said lazily. “All my fault. You
must let me buy you a replacement.” He gestured to the bar-
tender. “Another of the same for my fellow-man here.”

The ugly man dabbed futilely at his dripping trousers with
a cloth hastily supplied by the management.

“You must allow me to pay your cleanery bill,” Gabe said,
taking out his wallet and extracting several credit notes with-
out seeming to look at them. “Here, have yourself a new suit
on me.” You could use one was implied.

And that, coming on top of Gabriel Lockard’s spectacular
appearance, was too much. The ugly man picked up the drink
the bartender had just set before him and started to hurl it,
glass and all, into Lockard’s handsome face.

Suddenly a restraining hand was laid upon his arm. “Don’t
do that,” the nondescript man who had been sitting in the
corner advised. He removed the glass from the little man’s
slackening grasp. “You wouldn’t want to go to jail because of
him.)’

The ugly man gave him a bewildered stare. Then, seeing
the forces now ranged against him—including his own belated
prudence—were too strong, he stumbled off. He hadn’t really
wanted to fight, only to smash back, and now it was too late
for that.

Gabe studied the newcomer curiously. “So, it’s you again?”

The man in the gray suit smiled. “Who else in any world
would stand up for you?”

“I should think you’d have given up by now. Not that I
mind having you around, of course,” Gabriel added too
quickly. “You do come in useful at times, you know.”

“So you don’t mind having me around?” The nondescript
man smiled again. “Then what are you running from, if not
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me? You can't be running from yourself—you lost yourself a
while back, remember?”

Gabe ran a hand through his thick blond hair. “Come on,
have a drink with me, fellow-man, and let’s let bygones be by-
gones. I owe you something—I admit that. Maybe we can even
work this thing out.”

“I drank with you once too often,” the nondescript man
said. “And things worked out fine, didn’t they? For you.” His
eyes studied the other man’s incredibly handsome young face,
noted the suggestion of bags under the eyes, the beginning of
slackness at the lips, and were not pleased with what they
saw. “Watch yourself, colleague,” he warned as he left. “Soon
you might not be worth the saving.”

“Who was that, Gabe?” the girl asked.

He shrugged, “I never saw him before in my life.” Of
course, knowing him, she assumed he was lying, but, as a
matter of fact, just then he happened to have been telling the
truth,

Once the illuminators were extinguished in Gabriel Lockard’s
hotel suite, it seemed reasonably certain to the man in the gray
suit, as he watched from the street, that his quarry would not
go out again that night. So he went to the nearest airstation.
There he inserted a coin in a locker, into which he put most
of his personal possessions, reserving only a sum of money.
After setting the locker to respond to the letter combination
bodyguard, he went out into the street.

If he had met with a fatal accident at that point, there
would have been nothing on his body to identify him. As a
matter of fact, no real identification was possible, for he was
no one and had been no one for years.

The nondescript man hailed a cruising helicab. “Where to,
fellow-man?” the driver asked.

“I'm new in the parish,” the other man replied and let it
hang there.

“Oh? . .. Females? . . . Narcophagi? . . . Thrill-mills?”

But to each of these questions the nondescript man shook
his head.
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“Games?” the driver finally asked, although he could guess
what was wanted by then. “Dice? . . . Roulette? . . . Farjeen?”

“Is there a good zarquil game in town?”

The driver moved so he could see the face of the man be-
hind him in the teleview. A very ordinary face. “Look, col-
league, why don’t you commit suicide? It's cleaner and
quicker.”

“I can’t contact your attitude,” the passenger said with a
thin smile. “Bet you’ve never tried the game yourself. Each
time it happens, there’s a . . . well, there’s no experience to
match it at a thrill-mill.” He gave a sigh that was almost an
audible shudder, and which the driver misinterpreted as an
expression of ecstasy.

“Each time, eh? You're a dutchman then?” The driver spat
out of the window. “If it wasn’t for the nibble, I'd throw you
right out of the cab. Without even bothering to take it down
even. I hate dutchmen . . . anybody with any legitimate feel-
ings hates ’em.” :

“But it would be silly to let personal prejudice stand in
the way of a commission, wouldn’t it?” the other man asked
coolly.

“Of course. You'll need plenty of foliage, though.”

“I have sufficient funds. I also have a gun.”

“You're the dictator,” the driver agreed sullenly.

Two

IT WAS A DARK AND RAINY NIGHT IN EARLY FALL. GABE LocCk-
ard was in no condition to drive the helicar. However, he was
stubborn.

“Let me take the controls, honey,” the light-haired girl
urged, but he shook his handsome head.

“Show you I can do something ’sides look pretty,” he said
thickly, referring to an earlier and not amicable conversation
they had held, and of which she still bore the reminder on
one thickly made-up cheek.

Fortunately the car was flying low, contrary to regulations,
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so that when they smashed into the beacon tower on the out-
skirts of the little town, they didn’t have far to fall. And hardly
had their car crashed on the ground when the car that had
been following them landed, and a short fat man was puffing
toward them through the mist.

To the girl’s indignation, the stranger not only hauled Gabe
out onto the dripping grass first, but stopped and deliberately
examined the young man by the light of his minilume, almost
as if she weren’t there at all. Only when she started to struggle
out by herself did he seem to remember her existence. He
pulled her away from the wreck just a moment before the
fuel tank exploded and the ’copter went up in flames.

Gabe opened his eyes and saw the fat man gazing down
at him speculatively. “My guardian angel,” he mumbled—
shock had sobered him a little, but not enough. He sat up.
“Guess I'm not hurt or you’d have thrown me back in.”

“And that’s no joke,” the fat man agreed.

The girl shivered and at that moment Gabriel suddenly
seemed to recall that he had not been alone. “How about
Helen? She on course?”

“Seems to be,” the fat man said. “You all right, miss?” he
asked, glancing toward the girl without, she thought, much
apparent concern.

“Mrs.,”” Gabriel corrected. “Allow me to introduce you to
Mrs. Gabriel Lockard,” he said, bowing from his seated posi-
tion toward the girl. “Pretty bauble, isn’t she?”

“I'm delighted to meet you, Mrs. Gabriel Lockard,” the fat
man said, looking at her intently. His small eyes seemed to
strip the make-up from her cheek and examine the livid bruise
underneath. “I hope you'll be worthy of the name.” The light
given off by the flaming car flickered on his face and Gabriel’s
and, she supposed, hers too. Otherwise, darkness surrounded
the three of them.

There were no public illuminators this far out—even in
town the lights were dimming and not being replaced fast
enough nor by the newer models. The town, the civilization,
the planet all were old and beginning to slide downhill. . . .

Gabe gave a short laugh, for no reason that she could see.
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There was the feeling that she had encountered the fat man
before, which was, of course, absurd. She had an excellent
memory for faces and his was not included in her gallery. The
girl pulled her thin jacket closer about her chilly body. “Aren’t
you going to introduce your—your friend to me, Gabe?”

“I don’t know who he is,” Gabe said almost merrily, “ex-
cept that he’s no friend of mine. Do you have a name, stran-
ger?”’

“Of course I have a name.” The fat man extracted an identi-
fication card from his wallet and read it. “Says here I'm
Dominic Bianchi, and Dominic Bianchi is a retail milgot
dealer. . . . Only he isn’t a retail milgot dealer any more; the
poor fellow went bankrupt a couple of weeks ago, and now
he isn’t . . . anything.”

“You saved our lives,” the girl said. “I'd like to give you
some token of my—of our appreciation.” Her hand reached
toward her credit-carrier with deliberate insult. He might have
saved her life, but only casually, as a by-product of some
larger scheme, and her appreciation held little gratitude.

The fat man shook his head without rancor. “I have plenty
of money, thank you, Mrs. Gabriel Lockard. . . . Come,” he
addressed her husband, “if you get up, I'll drive you home. I
warn you, be more careful in the future! Sometimes,” he
added musingly, “I almost wish you would let something hap-
pen. Then my problem would not be any problem, would it?”

Gabriel shivered. “TI'll be careful,” he vowed. “I promise—
I'll be careful.”

When he was sure that his charge was safely tucked in for
the night, the fat man checked his personal possessions. He
then requested a taxi driver to take him to the nearest zarquil
game. The driver accepted the commission phlegmatically.
Perhaps he was more hardened than the others had been; per-
haps he was unaware that the fat man was not a desperate
or despairing individual seeking one last chance, but what
was known colloquially as a flying dutchman, a man, or
woman, who went from one zarquil game to another, loving
the thrill of the sport, if you could call it that, for its own
sake, and not for the futile hope it extended and which was its
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sole shred of claim to moral justification. Perhaps—and this
was the most likely hypothesis—he just didn’t care.

Zarquil was extremely illegal, of course—so much so that
there were many legitimate citizens who weren’t quite sure
just what the word implied, knowing merely that it was one
of those nameless horrors so deliciously hinted at by the fax
sheets under the generic term of “crimes against nature.” Ac-
tually the phrase was more appropriate to zarquil than to most
of the other activities to which it was commonly applied. And
this was one crime—for it was crime in law as well as nature
—in which victim had to be considered as guilty as perpetra-
tor; otherwise the whole legal structure of society would col-
lapse.

Playing the game was fabulously expensive; it had to be to
make it profitable for the Vinzz to run it. Those odd creatures
from Altair’s seventh planet cared nothing for the welfare of
the completely alien human beings; all they wanted was to
feather their own pockets with interstellar credits, so that they
could return to Vinau and buy many slaves. For, on Vinau,
bodies were of little account, and so to them zarquil was the
equivalent of the terrestrial game musical chairs. Which was
why they came to Terra to make profits—there has never been
big money in musical chairs as such.

When the zarquil operators were apprehended, which was
not frequent—as they had strange powers, which, not being
definable, were beyond the law—they suffered their sentences
with equanimity. No Earth court could give an effective
prison sentence to a creature whose life spanned approxi-
mately two thousand terrestrial years. And capital punishment
had become obsolete on Terra, which very possibly saved the
terrestrials embarrassment, for it was not certain that their
weapons could kill the Vinzz . . . or whether, in fact, the Vinzz
merely expired after a period of years out of sheer boredom.
Fortunately, because trade was more profitable than war,
there had always been peace between Vinau and Terra, and,
for that reason, Terra could not bar the entrance of apparently
respectable citizens of a friendly planet.
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The taxi driver took the fat man to one of the rather seedy
locales in which the zarquil games were usually found, for the
Vinzz attempted to conduct their operations with as much un-
obtrusiveness as was possible. But the front door swung open
on an interior that lacked the opulence of the usual Vinzz set-
up; it was downright shabby, the dim olive light hinting of
squalor rather than forbidden pleasures. That was the trouble
in these smaller towns—you ran greater risks of getting in-
volved in games where the players had not been carefully
screened.

The Vinzz games were usually clean, because that paid off
better, but when profits were lacking, the Vinzz were capable
of sliding off into darkside practices. Naturally the small-town
houses were more likely to have trouble in making ends meet,
because everybody in the parish knew everybody else far too
well.

The fat man wondered whether that had been his quarry’s
motive in coming to such desolate, off-trail places—hoping
that eventually disaster would hit the one who pursued him.
Somehow, such a plan seemed too logical for the man he was
haunting,

However, beggars could not be choosers. The fat man paid
off the beli-driver and entered the zarquil house. “One?” the
small green creature in the slightly frayed robe asked.

“One,” the fat man answered.

Three

THE WOULD-BE THIEF FLED DOWN THE DARK ALLEY, WITH THE
hot bright rays from the stranger’s gun lancing out after him
in flamboyant but futile patterns. The stranger, a thin young
man with delicate, angular features, made no attempt to fol-
low. Instead, he bent over to examine Gabriel Lockard’s form,
appropriately outstretched in the gutter. “Only weighted
out,” he muttered, “he’ll be all right. Whatever possessed you
two to come out to a place like this?”
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“I really think Gabriel must be possessed . . . the girl said,
mostly to herself. “I had no idea of the kind of place it was
going to be until he brought me here. The others were bad,
but this is even worse. It almost seems as if he went around
looking for trouble, doesn’t it?”

“It does indeed,” the stranger agreed, coughing a little. It
was growing colder and, on this world, the cities had no
domes to protect them from the climate, because it was Earth
and the air was breathable and it wasn’t worth the trouble of
fixing up.

The girl looked closely at him. “You look different, but
you are the same man who pulled us out of that aircar crash,
aren’t you? And before that the man in the gray suit? And
before that . . . 77

The young man's cheekbones protruded as he smiled. “Yes,
I'm all of them.”

“Then what they say about the zarquil games is true? There
are people who go around changing their bodies like—like
hats?” Automatically she reached to adjust the expensive bit of
blue synthetic on her moon-pale hair, for she was always con-
cious of her appearance; if she had not been so before mar-
riage, Gabriel would have taught her that.

He smiled again, but coughed instead of speaking.

“But why do you do it? Why! Do you like it? Or is it be-
cause of Gabriel?” She was growing a little frantic; there was
menace here and she could not understand it nor determine
whether or not she was included in its scope. “Do you want
to keep him from recognizing you; is that it?”

*“Ask him.”

“He won’t tell me; he never tells me anything. We just keep
running. I didn’t recognize it as running at first, but now I
realize that’s what we’ve been doing ever since we were mar-
ried. And running from you, I think?”

There was no change of expression on the man’s gaunt face,
and she wondered how much control he had over a body
that, though second- or third- or fourth-hand, must be new to
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him. How well could he make it respond? What was it like
to step into another person’s casing? But she must not let her-
self think that way or she would find herself looking for a
zarquil game. It would be one way of escaping Gabriel, but
not, she thought, the best ' way; her body was much too good
a one to risk so casually.

It"was beginning to snow. Light, feathery flakes drifted down
on her husband’s immobile body. She pulled her thick coat
—of fur taken from some animal who had lived and died
light-years away—more closely about herself. The thin young
man began to cough again.

Overhead a tiny star seemed to detach itself from the pale
flat disk of the Moon and hurl itself upward—one of the in-
terstellar ships embarking on its long voyage to distant suns.
She wished that somehow she could be on it, but she was
here, on this solitary old world in a barren solar system, with
her unconscious husband and a strange man who followed
them, and it looked as if here she would stay . . . all three of
them would stay. . . .

“If you're after Gabriel, planning to hurt him,” she asked
“why then do you keep helping him?”

“I am not helping him. And he knows that.”

“You'll change again tonight, won’t you?” she babbled.
“You always change after you . . . meet us? I think I'm be-
ginning to be able to identify you now, even when you're . ..
wearing a new body; there’s something about you that doesn’t
change.”

“Too bad he got married,” the young man said. “I could
have followed him for an eternity and he would never have
been able to pick me out from the crowd. Too bad he got
married anyway,” he added, his voice less impersonal, “for
your sake.”

She had come to the same conclusion in her six months of
marriage, but she would not admit that to an outsider. Though
this man was hardly an outsider; he was part of their small
family group—as long as she had known Gabriel, so long he
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must have known her. And she began to suspect that he was
even more closely involved than that.

“Why must you change again?” she persisted, obliquely
approaching the subject she feared. “You bhave a pretty good
body there. Why run the risk of getting a bad one?”

“This isn’t a good body,” he said. “It’s diseased. Sure, no-
body’s supposed to play the game who hasn’t passed a
thorough medical examination. But in the places to which your
husband has been leading me, they’re often not too particular,
as long as the player has plenty of foliage.”

“How—long will it last you?”

“Four or five months, if 'm careful.” He smiled. “But don’t
worry, if that’s what you're doing; I'll get it passed on before
then. It'll be expensive—that’s all. Bad landing for the guy
who gets it, but then it was tough on me too, wasn’t it?”

“But how did you get into this . . . pursuit?” she asked
again. “And why are you doing it?” People didn’t have any
traffic with Gabriel Lockard for fun, not after they got to
know him. And this man certainly should know him better
than most.

“Ask your husband.”

The original Gabriel Lockard looked down at the prostrate,
snow-powdered figure of the man who had stolen his body
and his name, and stirred it with his toe. “I'd better call a
cab—he might freeze to death.”

He signaled and a cab came.

“Tell him, when he comes to,” he said to the girl as he and
the driver lifted the heavy form of her husband into the heli-
car, “that I'm getting pretty tired of this.” He stopped for a
long spell of coughing. “Tell him that sometimes I wonder
whether cutting off my nose wouldn’t, in the long rum, be
most beneficial for my face.”

“Sorry,” the Vinzz said impersonally, in English that was per-
fect except for the slight dampening of the sibilants, “but I'm
afraid you cannot play.”

“Why not?” The emaciated young man began to put on his
clothes.
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“You know why. Your body is worthless. And this is a
reputable house.”

“But I have plenty of money.” The young man coughed.
The Vinzz shrugged. “I'll pay you twice the regular fee.”

The green one shook his head. “Regrettably, 1 do mean
what I say. This game is really clean.”

“In a town like this?”

“That is the reason we can afford to be honest.” The Vinzz’
tendrils quivered in what the man had come to recognize as
amusement through long, but necessarily superficial, acquaint-
ance with the Vinzz. His heavy robe of what looked like moss-
green velvet, but might have been velvet-green moss, en-
crusted with oddly faceted alien jewels, swung with him.

“We do a lot of business here,” he said unnecessarily, for
the whole set-up spelled wealth far beyond the dreams of the
man, and he was by no means poor when it came to worldly
goods. “Why don’t you try another town where they’re not so
particular?” )

The young man smiled wryly. Just his luck to stumble on a
sunny game. He never liked to risk following his quarry in the
same configuration. And even though only the girl had actually
seen him this time, he wouldn’t feel at ease until he had made
the usual body-shift. Was he changing because of Gabriel,
he wondered, or was he using his own discoverment and
identiZication simply as an excuse to cover the fact that none
of the bodies that fell to his lot ever seemed to fit him? Was
he activated solely by revenge or as much by the hope that
in the hazards of the game he might, impossible though it
now seemed, some day win another body that approached per-
fection as nearly as his original casing had?

He didn’t know. However, there seemed to be no help for
it now; he would have to wait until they reached the next
town, unless the girl, seeing him reappear in the same guise,
would guess what had happened and tell her husband. He
himself had been a fool to admit to her that the hulk he in-
habited was a sick one; he still couldn’t understand how he
could so casually have entrusted her with so vital a piece of
information.
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The Vinzz had been locking antennae with another of his
kind. Now they detached, and the first approached the man
once more. “There is, as it happens, a body available for a
private game,” he lisped. “No questions to be asked or an-
swered. All I can tell you is that it is in good health.”

The man hesitated. “But unable to pass the screening?” he
murmured aloud. “A criminal then.”

The green one's face—if you could call it a face—remained
impassive.

“Male?”

“Of course,” the Vinzz said primly. His kind did bave cer-
tain ultimate standards to which they adhered rigidly, and one
of those was the curious tabu against mixed games, strictly
enforced even though it kept them from tapping a vast source
of potential players. There had also never been a recorded
instance of humans’ and extraterrestrials’ exchanging identities,
but whether that was the result of tabu or biological impos-
sibility, no one could tell.

It might merely be prudence on the Vinzz’ part—if it had
ever been proved that an alien life-form had “desecrated” a
human body, Earthmen would clamor for war . . . for on this
planet humanity held its self-bestowed purity of birthright
dear—and the Vinzz, despite being unquestionably the strong-
er, were pragmatic pacifists. It had been undoubtedly some
rabid member of the anti-alien groups active on Terra who had
started the rumor that the planetary slogan of Vinau was,
“Don’t beat ’em; cheat 'em.”

“It would have to be something pretty nuclear for the other
guy to take such a risk.” The man rubbed his chin thought-
fully. “How much?”’

“Thirty thousand credits.”

“Why, that’s three times the usual rate!”

“The other will pay five times the usual rate.”

“Oh, all right,” the delicate young man gave in. It was a
terrific risk he was agreeing to take, because, if the other was
a criminal, he himself would, upon assuming the body, assume
responsibility for all crimes it had committed. But there
was nothing else he could do.
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He looked at himself in the mirror and found he had a fine
new body; tall and strikingly handsome in a dark, coarse-
featured way. Nothing to match the one he had lost, in his
opinion, but there were probably many people who might find
this one preferable. No identification in the pockets, but it
wasn’t necessary; he recognized the face. Not that it was a
very famous or even notorious one, but the dutchman was a
careful student of the “wanted” fax that had decorated public
buildings from time immemorial, for he was ever mindful of
the possibility that he might one day find himself trapped un-
wittingly in the body of one of the men depicted there. And
he knew that this particular man, though not an important
criminal in any sense of the word, was one whom the police
had been ordered to burn on sight. The abolishing of capital
punishment could not abolish the necessity for self-defense,
and the man in question was not one who would let himself
be captured easily nor whom the police intended to capture
easily. .

This might be a lucky break for me after all, the new ten-
ant thought, as he tried to adjust himself to the body. It, too,
despite its obvious rude health, was not a very comfortable
fit. I can do a lot with a hulk like this. And maybe I'm cleverer
than the original owner; maybe I'll be able to get away with it.

Four

“Look GABE,” THE GIRL SAID, “DON’T TRY TO FooL ME! I
know you too well. And I know you have that man’s—the
real Gabriel Lockard’s—body.” She put unnecessary stardust
on her nose as she watched her husband’s reflection in the
dressing table mirror.

Lockard—Lockard’s body, at any rate—sat up and felt his
unshaven chin. “That what he tell you?”

“No, he didn’t tell me anything really—just suggested 1 ask
you whatever I want to know. But why else should he guard
somebody he obviously hates the way he hates you? Only
because he doesn’t want to see his body spoiled.”
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“It is a pretty good body, isn’t it?’ Gabe flexed softening
muscles and made no attempt to deny her charge; very prob-
ably he was relieved at having someone with whom to share
his secret.

“Not as good as it must have been,” the girl said, turning
and looking at him without admiration. “Not if you keep on
the way you’re coursing. Gabe, why don’t you . .. 7"

“Give it back to him, eh?” Lockard regarded his wife ap-
praisingly. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d be his wife
then. That would be nice—a sound mind in a sound body. But
don’t you think that’s a little more than you deserve?”

“I wasn’t thinking about that, Gabe,” she said truthfully
enough, for she hadn’t followed the idea to its logical conclu-
sion. “Of course I'd go with you,” she went on, now know-
ing she lied, “when you got your . . . old body back.”

Sure, she thought, I'd keep going with you to farjeen houses
and thrill-mills. Actually she had accompanied him to a thrill-
mill only once, and from then on, despite all his threats, she
had refused to go with him again. But that once had been
enough; nothing could ever wash that experience from her
mind or her body.

“You wouldn’t be able to get your old body back, though,
would you?” she went on. “You don’t know where it’s gone,
and neither, I suppose, does he?”

“I don’t want to know!” he spat. “I wouldn’t want it if I
could get it back. Whoever it adhered to probably killed
himself as soon as he looked in a mirror.” He swung long legs
over the side of his bed. “Christ, anything would be better
than that! You can’t imagine what a hulk I had!”

“Oh, yes, I can,” she said incautiously. “You must have had
a body to match your character. Pity you could only change
one.”

He rose from the bed and struck her right on the mouth.
Although he hadn’t used his full strength, the blow was pain-
ful nonetheless. She could feel the red of her lipstick become
mixed with a warmer, liquid red that trickled slowly down
her freshly powdered chin, She wouldn’t cry, because he liked
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that, but crumpled to the ground and lay still. If, experi-
ence had taught her, she pretended to be hurt, he wouldn’t
hit her again. Only sometimes it was hard to remember that
at the actual moment of hurt and indignity. He was too afraid
of prison—a tangible prison. And perhaps, to do him credit,
he didn’t want to deface his own property.

He sat down on the edge of the bed again and lit a milgot
stick. “Oh, get up, Helen. You know I didn’t hit you that
hard.”

“Did you have to beat him up to get him to change bodies?”
she asked from the floor.

“No.” He laughed reminiscently. “I just got him drunk. We
were friends, so it was a cinch. He was my only friend; every-
body else hated me because of my appearance.” His features
contorted. “What made him think he was so damn much
better than other people that he could afford to like me?
Served him right for being so noble.”

She stared at the ceiling—it was so old its very fabric was
beginning to crack—and said nothing.

“He didn’t even realize what he had here—" Lockard
tapped his broad chest with complacence—*until it was too
late. Took it for granted. Sickened me to see him taking the
body for granted when I couldn’t take mine that way. People
used to shrink from me. Girls . . .”

She sat up. “Give me a milgot, Gabe.”

He lighted one and handed it to her. “For Christ’s sake,
Helen, I gave him more than he had a right to expect. I was
too goddamn noble myself. I was well-milled; I didn’t have to
leave half of my holdings in my own name—I could have
transferred them all to his. If I had, then he wouldn’t have
had the folio to hound me all over this planet or to other plan-
ets, if I'd had the nerve to shut myself up on a spaceship,
knowing he probably would be shut up on it with me.” He
smiled. “Of course he won’t hurt me; that’s the one compen-
sation. Damage me, and he damages himself.”

“But it’s your life he saves, too,” she reminded him.

“My life wouldn’t ever have been in danger if it hadn’t
been for this continual persecution—it’s driving me out of this
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dimension! I planned to start a new life with this body,” he
pleaded, anxious for belief and, as a matter of fact, she be-
lieved him; almost everybody has good intentions and there
was no reason to except even such a one as Gabriel Lockard,
or whatever he was originally named.

“It was my appearance that got me mixed up,” he went on.
“Given half a chance I could have straightened out—gone to
Proxima Centauri, maybe, and then out to one of the frontier
planets. Made something of myself up there. But nobody ever
gave me a chance. Now, as long as he follows me, there’s
nothing I can do except run and try to hide and know all the
time I can’t escape—I'm already in the trap.”

“What can he do if you stay and face him?”

“I don’t know—that'’s the hell of it. But he’s smart. Some-
how he’ll lure me into another game. I don’t know how, but
that must be what he has in mind. What else could it be?”

“What else indeed?” Helen asked, smiling up at the ceiling.

The milgot vanished in his fingers and he took another. “It'd
take time for him to arrange any kind of private game set-up,
though, and as long as I keep on the move, he won’t be able
to create anything. Unless he runs into a floating zarquil
game.” He smiled mirthlessly. “And he couldn’t. Too much
machinery, I understand . . . Lucky he doesn’t seem to have
connections, the way I have,” Lockard boasted. “I have con-
nections all over the goddamn planet. Transferred them when
I transferred my holdings.”

She got up, seated herself on the vanity bench, and took up
a brush, which she ran absently over the pale hair that shim-
mered down to her paler shoulders. “So we keep running all
over the planet. . . . What would you do if I left you, Ga-
briel?”

“Kill you,” he said without hesitation. “Slowly. Even if I
have to put this precious hulk of mine in jeopardy. And you
wouldn’t like that. Neither would your boy friend.”

“Stop calling him my—"

“Wait a minute—maybe there is an escape hatch!” His blue
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eyes sharpened unbecomingly. “He can’t kill me, but there's
nothing to stop my killing him.”

“How about the police?” She tried to speak calmly as she
passed the brush up and down, sometimes not even touching
her hair. “The body you have won’t be any good to you with
them looking for it. And you’re not a professional extermina-
tor, Gabe—you wouldn’t be able to get away with it.”

“I can hire somebody else to do the killing. Remember I
still have plenty of foliage. Maybe I didn’t leave him exactly
half of my property, but, what the hell, I left him enough.”

“How will you recognize him?” she asked, half-turning,
fearfully. “He’ll have a new body, you know.”

“You'll recognize him, Helen—you said you could.” At that
moment she could have wrapped her own hair tightly around
her white throat and strangled herself; she was so appalled by
her own witless treachery.

He dragged her to her feet. “Aah, moonbeam, you know I
didn’t mean to hurt you. It’s just that this whole crazy pat-
tern’s driving me out of this world. Once I get rid of that life-
form, you'll see, I'll be a different man.”

As his arms tightened around her, she wondered what it
would be like, a different man in the same body.

Five

“WHAT MAKES YOU THINK I WOULD DO A THING LIKE THAT?”
the little lawyer asked apprehensively, not meeting the bland
blue eyes of the man who faced him across the old-fashioned
flat-top desk. It was an even more outmoded office than most,
but that did not necessarily indicate a low professional status;
lawyers were great ones for tradition expressed in terms of
out-of-date furniture. As for the dust that lay all over despite
the air-conditioning . . . well, that was inescapable, for Earth
was a dusty planet.

“Oh, not you yourself personally, of course,” Gabriel Lock-
ard—as the false one will continue to be called, since the
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dutchman had another name at the moment—said. “But you
know how to put me in touch with someone who can.”

“Nonsense. I don’t know who gave you such libelous infor-
mation, sir, but I must ask you to leave my office before I
call—”

“It was Pat Ortiz who gave me the information,” Lockard
said softly. “He also told me a lot of other interesting things
about you, Gorman.”

Gorman paled. “I'm a respectable attorney.”

“Maybe you are now; maybe not. This isn’t the kind of town
that breeds respectability. But you certainly weren’t sunny
side up when Ortiz knew you. And he knew you well.”

The lawyer licked his lips. “Give me a chance, will you?”’

Lockard flushed. “Chancel Everybody rates a chance but
me. Can't you see, I am giving you a chance. Get me some-
body to follow my pattern, and I promise you Ortiz won’t
talk"i

Gorman slipped the plastic shells from his face and rubbed
the pale watery eyes underneath. “But how can I get you a
man to do . . . the thing you want done? I have no connec-
tions like that.”

“I’m sure you can make the right connections. Take your
time about it, though; I'm in no hurry. I'm planning to adhere
to this locale for a while.”

“How about this man you want . . . put out of the way?”
Gorman suggested hopefully. “How can you be sure he won’t
leave?”

Gabriel laughed. “He’ll stay as long as I do.”

The little lawyer took a deep breath. “Mr. Lockard, I'm
sorry, but I’'m afraid I really cannot do anything for you.”

Gabe rose. “Okay,” he said softly. “If that’s your pattern,
I'll just put a call through to Ortiz.” He turned to go.

“Wait a minute!” the lawyer cried.

Lockard stopped.

“Well?”
Gorman swallowed. “Possibly I may be able to do some-
thing for you, after all. . . . I just happened to have heard

Jed Carmody is in town.”
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Gabriel looked at him inquiringly.

“Oh . . . I thought you might have heard the name. He’s a
killer, I understand, a professional exterminator . . . on the
run right now. But this is his headquarters—I’'m told—and
he probably would come here. And he might be short on
folio. Naturally, I've never had any dealings with him my-
self.”

“Naturally,” Gabe mocked.

“But I'll see what I can do.” Gorman's voice was pleading.
“You’ll wait, Mr. Lockard, won’t you? It may be a little while
before I can find out where he is. This isn’t—" his voice
thinned—*"at all my type of pattern, you know.”

“I’ll wait . . . a reasonable length of time.”

The door closed behind him. Descending pneumo tubes
hissed outside. The little lawyer rose and went to the window
—a flat expanse of transparent plastic set immovably into the
wall of the building, an old building, an old town, an old
planet. As he watched the street below, a faint half-smile
curved his almost feminine mouth. He went back to the desk
and punched a code on the vidiphone.

Gabriel crossed the street to the little cafe with the gold letters
FOR HUMANS ONLY embedded in the one-way glass front;
this was a town that adhered rigidly to the ancient privileges
of the indigenous species. He entered as the shrillness of a
vidiphone bell cut through the babble inside without in any
way checking it. After a moment, his eyes grew accustomed
to the dimness and he could see his wife waiting at a table
near the entrance, daintily peeling a tigi fruit.

“Well,” she asked as she put a plum pink section into her
mouth, “did you hire your killer?”

“Shhh, not so loud!” He threw himself into the chair next
to hers. “Do you want me to get into trouble? . . . And I
wouldn’t put it past you,” he continued without waiting for an
answer. “Remember, it’s your boy friend’s body that gets into
trouble.”

“He's not my boy friend.”
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A waiter beckoned from the vidiphone booth to someone
sitting in the dark shadows at the rear of the restaurant.

“Where is he?” Gabriel exclaimed suddenly. “He must be
here somewhere. Tell me which he is, Helen?”

His hand gripped her arm cruelly, as he swung her around
on her chair to face each part of the room. “Is it that guy over
there? . . . That one? . . . That one?”

She could not repress a start of suprise as her eyes met
those of the thin-featured young man entering the vidiphone
booth. He returned her gaze with somber interest.

Gabe relaxed. “So that’s the one, eh? Not very formidable.
Looks the way he always should have looked.” He lit a milgot.
“I’ll get Gorman to tip off the zarquil boy—only one game in
this parish, I'm told—that that life-form’s not to be allowed
to play; I'll make any loss good out of my own pocket. That'll
keep him onstage for the nonce. He won’t leave to get him-
self fixed up somewhere else as long as I stay. And I'm going
to stay . . . to the bitter end.” He smiled lovingly to himself.

But it's not the right man, Helen thought gladly. He did
manage to change, after all. Gabe has the wrong man. She
felt a little sorry for the unknown and doomed individual who
inhabited the delicate, angular body, but it was so close to
death anyhow that the immediate threat didn’t matter. And
Gabriel—the real Gabriel—was safe.

Six

THE EMACIATED YOUNG MAN ENTERED GORMAN’S OFFICE AND
locked the door behind him with an electroseal. “Disembodi-
ment,” he identified himself.

“So you did get a new body, Jed,” the lawyer remarked
affably. “Very good packaging. Makes you look like a poet or
something.”

“Good as a disguise, maybe, but one hell of a lousy hulk.”
The young man hurled himself into the chair by the desk.
Even Gorman winced at the cruel treatment accorded such
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obvious fragility. “Gimme a milgot, Les. This thing—" he
indicated his body with contempt—*"is shot to Polaris. Won’t
last more than a few months. Some bargain I got.”

Gorman lit a stick himself. “The guy who got your body
didn’t get such a bargain either,” he murmured through a
cloud of purple smoke.

“At least he’ll live. If he’s Iucky. I wish he’d hurry and get
himself picked up, though, so I could collect the folio and jet
off. Can’t go after it now. Hounds will be sniffing after any-
body gravitating around the place where I've stashed it until
they're sure they have me. They don’t know where the money
is exactly, of course, or they'd soak it up, but they've got an
idea of the general sector.”

“Want me to pick it up for you, Jed?” the lawyer asked, his
pale, flickering eyes brushing across the young man’s dark in-
tense ones.

“Oh, sure. All I need is for you to know where it is and all
I'd see would be your rocket trail.” The young man leaned
across the expanse of littered steel. “Or do you know where it
is, Les?” he asked softly. “Do you know where it is and are
you just hibernating until I'm safely out of the way?”

In spite of himself, Gorman could not help moving back.
“Don’t be a fool, Jed,” he said in a voice that was several tones
higher. “If 1 knew where it was . . . well, you're not very
frightening in your present embodiment, you know.”

“Don’t be too sure of that, Gorman. And you were always
yellow; anybody could frighten you.” He began to laugh
shrilly. “Hey, that’s good. Get it? Any body, see?”

The lawyer did not join in the mirth. “How are you fixed
for cash?” he asked abruptly.

The young man's face split in a sardonic grin. “Why do you
think I risked public communion with a darkside character
like you, Les? I shot my wad making the shift. I could use a
little loan. You know I have millions stashed away,” the young
man said angrily as Gorman remained silent. “I'll pay you as
soon as the hounds take the chump who’s leasing my hulk.”
“Maybe you can earn some money.” Gorman toyed with a
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paperweight. “Did you get a look at that big blond guy in the
cafe—the one I told you about on the phone?”

“Yeah. Nice life-form he had with him. I wouldn’t mind
being in that body.”

“Seems he wants somebody exterminated. And I told him I
heard Jed Carmody was in the parish and might be interested.”

The young man sprang to his feet, furious. “You what?”

“Turn your antigravs off. I told him Jed Carmody was in
the parish. Are you Jed Carmody?”

The other sat down and exhaled heavily. “You’re on course
~—I'm nobody just now.”

“Any identification come with the package?”

“Naah, what’d you expect? . . . But why tell anyone that
Jed Carmody’s hitting the locality?”

“I thought you might be interested in picking up a little
free-falling foliage.”

The young man shook his head impatiently. “Risk having
this hulk heated up for a half-credit crime? Don’t be an alien,
Gorman. I'm going to hit subsoil until this other life-form gets
collected by the hounds.”

“Thought you might like to do it to help me out,” Gorman
murmured.

The other man stared. “How do you fit into the pattern?”
Gorman shrugged. “Oh, I get it: this guy’s putting the
barometer on you?”

Gorman nodded.

“Bad landing, counselor. But you don’t seriously ex-
pect . . . ? Hey!” The wide-set eyes glistened darkly. “I got
it! Why don’t you get this guy who's got my hulk to make the
flight? Send somebody out to magnetize him like you thought
he was the real Carmody, see?”’

Gorman looked hopeful for a moment; then shook his thin-
haired head. “No reason to think the man is an extralegal.”

“Anyone who finds himself in my hulk damn well has to be
if he wants to stay out of the sardine box. . . . Look, what’s
the first thing he’s going to want to do when he finds out what
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he’s been stuck with? Go to another parish and hop hulks,
right? And he’ll need plenty of foliage to do it.”

“Maybe he has money,” Gorman suggested wearily.

“No fuel lost finding out.” The young man rubbed his hands
together gleefully. “If he takes on the flight, though, see that
he gets my flash, huh? Rosy up the picture.”

“Maybe he can Kkill whoever this Lockard has in mind
without getting picked up by the police. Such things have
happened; otherwise you wouldn’t bave been able to run
around loose so long, Jed.”

“An amateur? Not a chance! Besides, just to make sure,
little. . . .” He stopped in the act of tapping his chest. “Say, I
don’t have a name, do I? What's a good epithet for me, Les?
Something with class.

The lawyer studied the pale, bony face for a moment or
two. “How about John Keats?”” he suggested. “Simple and ap-
propriate.”

The other man thought. “Yeah, I like that. John Keats, Plain,
but not like John Smith. Subtle. I'll buy it. Okay, so you
think I'm going to take my view-finder off the fake Carmody?
I'm going to adhere to that life-form closer than Mary's lamb.
So when he knocks off whoever the other guy wants novaed,
I can yell doggie. Then the hounds get him—with my flash on
him and all, they’ll never have the nebula of a notion that they
don’t have all of me. . . . I pick up the foliage and rock out to
some place where I can buy me a new jewel case, no questions
asked. Don’t fret, Gorman—you’ll get your nibble. I've never
played the game with you, have I?”

Instead of answering, Gorman asked a question of his own.
“Kind of hard on the other guy, isn’t it?”

“He rates it for sticking me with a piece of statuary like
this. Look at it this way, Les—in his own hulk he would've
died; this way he’s got a chance to live. Yeah, get him to make
the flight, Les. You can charm the juice out of a lemon when
you want to; it’s your line of evil. And don’t let on you know
he's not the genuine article.”

“I won’t,” Gorman sighed. “I only hope I can persuade
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Jed—ubh, John.”

“Make planetfall, then,” John Keats said. “So long, Les.”
“Good-by, Johnny.”

Seven

HELEN WAS BRUSHING HER LONG CREAMY HAIR AT THE DRESS-
ing table when there came a tap at the door to the living room
of the suite—a tap so light that it could have been someone
accidentally brushing past in the corridor outside. Gabriel
sprang up from the bed where he had been lolling, watching
her and stood for a moment poised on the balls of his feet,
until the knock was repeated more emphatically. He started
toward the other room.

“But who could be knocking at the door at this hour?” she
asked. “It’s almost one . . . Gabe, do be careful.”

He halted and looked back at her suspiciously. “Why do you
say that? You know you don’t care what happens to me?”
That last was a question rather than a statement and bad a
plaintive quaver which failed to touch her. Once she had still
been able to feel some compassion; now, nothing he said or
did could arouse more than fear and disgust.

“If somebody knocks you over the head when you open the
door,” she murmured, smiling at her own image, “then who
will be there to protect me?”

A choked sound came from the back of the man’s throat.
He turned toward her, his fists clenched. She braced herself
for the blow, but then the knock came for the third time and
her husband reluctantly continued on into the living room,
letting the door shut behind him. She rose and pushed it open
a little. She had a pretty good idea of who might be expected
but was not especially perturbed, for she knew the real Gabriel
Lockard, in whatever guise he might be now, was safe from
her husband. And she was curious to see what the extermina-
tor looked like.

The door to the corridor was out of her line of vision, but
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she could hear it as it opened. “Lockard?” a deep, husky voice
whispered. “Gorman sent me.”

“Come in, Mr. Carmody. You are Carmody?”

“Shhh,” the husky voice warned. “If you get me into trou-
ble, I'm not going to be able to complete your pattern for you,
am 1?”

“Sorry—I wasn’t thinking. Come on in.”

A heavy tread shook the ancient floorboards, and presently
the man responsible for it came into the girl’s sight. He was a
huge creature, bigger even than Gabriel, with dark hair grow-
ing low to a point on his forehead, and a full-lipped sensual
face. Then, as he spoke, as he moved, she knew who he was.
She pressed close against the wall of the bedroom, her slender
shoulders shaking, her handkerchief stuffed into her mouth,
so that the sound of her wild, irrepressible laughter would not
reach her husband’s ears. -

“Sit down, Carmody,” Gabriel said cordially, as he handed
the newcomer a glass, “and make yourself comfortable.” There
was a brief, rather awkward silence. “Well,” Gabriel went on,
with a smile that would have been thoroughly ingratiating to
anyone who hadn’t known him, “I don’t suppose I have to
cruise around the asteroids with you?”

“No,” Carmody replied, looking speculatively toward the
bedroom door. “No, you don’t.”

Gabriel followed the direction of his gaze. “Worried about
somebody overhearing? There’s only my wife in there. She’s
listening, all right, but she won’t talk. Come in, Helen.”

Carmody rose automatically as she came in, his dark eyes
following every line of her long, smooth body in its close-
fitting, though opaque, negligee of smoke-gray silk—a fabric
which, through extreme scarcity, had come into fashion again.

“Sit down,” Gabriel ordered brusquely. “We're not formal
bere.”

Carmody sat, trying not to stare at the girl. She began to
mix herself a drink. “Moonbeam,” her husband said, “you
won't tell anybody about this little peace conference, will
you?”
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“No,” she said, looking at Carmody. “I won't talk.” She
lifted her glass. “Here’s to murder!”

“Helen,” Gabriel insisted, unable to rationalize the vague
uneasiness that was pagging at him, “you won't dare say say-
thing to anybody? Because, if you do, you'll regret it!”

“I said I wouldn’t talk. Have I ever broken my word?”

“You've never had the chance.” But it would be incredible
that she should have the temerity to betray him. After all, she
was his wife. She should stick to him out of gratitude and
self-interest, for he was rich, at least, and he wasn’t exactly
repulsive. And he’d been good to her. All men lost their tem-
pers at times.

“Let’s get down to business, huh?” Carmody said harshly.
“Whom do you want knocked off?”

“I don’t know his name,” Gabriel replied, “but I can de-
scribe him.”

After he had finished doing so, there was a small pause.
Carmody was silent. Helen turned back to the bar; her face
was concealed from the men. Her body shook a little. Lock~
ard thought she was crying, and wondered again whether his
confidence in her was entirely justified.

“I think maybe I know the guy,” Carmody went on. “Only
been around the—the parish a couple of days, if it’s the life-
form I mean.”

“Must be the one,” Lockard told him. “Think you can do
it?”

“A cinch,” Carmody assured him.

As Helen Lockard emerged from the door marked Females;
Human and Humanoid, and rounded the turn in the corridor,
a brawny arm reached out of a vidiphone booth and yanked
her inside. The girl gave a startled cry, then relaxed. “Oh, it’s
you; you gave me a turn.”

“You’re not afraid? You know who I am, then?”

She nodded. “You're the real Gabriel Lockard.” His big
body was pressing bers in the close-fitting confines of the
booth. In some ways it could be considered more attractive
than her husband’s. “Why are you hiding here?”
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“I'm not hiding, I'm lurking,” he explained. “Wouldn’t do
for me to appear too openly. The police—that is, the hounds
—are on Carmody’s trail. I don’t want them to find me.”

“Oh.” She pulled away from him. She mustn’t let her in-
terest be aroused in a body so soon to be discarded.

“I’'ve been looking for an opportunity to talk to you since
last night,” he growled, the only way he could gentle a voice
as deep as the thick vocal cords of the body produced. “But
your husband is always around. . . . You haven't told him
who I was, have you?”

She shook her head slowly, reproachfully. “I wouldn’t do
that. I wouldn’t have told him about the other one either, but
I...well, I guess I jumped or something when I caught sight
of him and Gabe mistakenly picked it up.”

There was a tense silence as they stood almost pressed
against one another. “It’s easy to see how you got into
Carmody’s body,” she went on, speaking a little too rapidly,
“but how did you happen to get into this particular line of
evil?”

“Simple—that lawyer your husband went to see sent scouts
out to have Carmody picked up. And they flushed me.
Naturally I would have turned down the job if he hadn’t
happened to mention for whom it was. . . .”

“That other man is the real Carmody now, isn’t he?” She
looked up at him. Her eyes were gray or green; he couldn’t
determine which. “So it doesn’t matter even if he does get
killed.”

“But how can he get killed?” the big man reminded her
with a gentleness completely out of keeping with the ferocity
of his appearance. “I'm not a killer, please believe me—I
have never killed anybody and I hope I never have to.”

She had never thought about who he was—who he had been
—before he started playing the game. Gabriel Lockard, of
course. But what had Gabriel Lockard been? Surely not the
narco-filled, fear-ridden dilettante the man—the body, at least
—was now. He couldn’t possibly have been or the hulk
wouldn’t have stood up so well under the treatment it was
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getting from its current tenant. But all that didn't seem to
matter. All she wanted was the rightful man in his rightful
body, and that seemed almost impossible of achievement.

“What do you intend to do?” she asked, almost sharply.

“I don’t know,” he said. “By agreeing to kill this—Jobhn
Keats he calls himself—I felt I had the situation in hand. And
I suppose I have, in a sense. But the end result is a stalemate.
I've been following him around just to make everything look
on course for your husband until I decide what to do. Some-
times, though, I get the curious feeling that Keats is following
me.”

“Maybe for the same reason you've been following Ga-
briel.” Helen touched his arm gingerly; it was more muscular
than her husband’s. “This isn’t a bad body, you know—maybe
he sets some store by it.”

“But that doesn’t make sense!” he said, impatiently shaking
off her hand, not wanting her to like this criminal’s body that,
despite its superficial attractiveness, fitted him no more easily
than any of the others. “Logically, it seems to me, he should
try to get as far away from his own hulk as possible. .
Duck! Here comes your husband!”

He blocked her with his wide body as Gabriel Lockard’s
swung past the booth, its perfect features marred by a frown.
“Okay,” he whispered, as Lockard rounded the corner, *“rock
back to your table and act angry because he’s late.”

He watched until Gabriel had retraced his steps and gone
back to the hotel dining room; then sauntered in the same
direction. From the next booth, John Keats stared sullenly
after the departing figure. He had been straining his ears, but
the booths were effectively soundproofed; all he could learn
was that the stranger had developed some kind of quick un-
derstanding with Lockard’s wife and, knowing the potentiali-
ties of his former packaging, this saddened rather than sur-
prised the young man.

He punched Gorman’s number without turning on the vis-
ual. “Disembodied,” he said curtly. “Look here, Gorman, I've
been wondering—just who is this life-form supposed to be
sending to the joyful planetoids?”



30 Christopher Grimm

“I haven’t any idea,” Gorman’s voice said curiously. “Didn’t
seem any of my evil, so I didn’t ask. And I don’t suppose
Lockard would have told me. Why do you want to know?”

“Because I don’t see him taking a fix on anybody except
Lockard’s wife and I don’t hold with exterminating females
except maybe by accident. Besides, I kind of radiate for that
tigi myself.”

The lawyer's voice definitely showed interest. “Isn’t there
anybody else he could possibly be after?”

“Well—" John Keats gave a sick laugh—*“there’s only one
other possible flight pattern. It’s kind of extradimensional, but
sometimes I think maybe he’s after me.”

There was a long pause. “Absurd,” the little lawyer said
thoughtfully. “Absurd. He doesn’t even know who you are.”

Pale blood surfaced under the young man’s transparent
skin. “I never thought of that, but you're wrong. He does. He's
got to. It was a private game.” His voice thickened and he had
to stop for coughing. “When you told him he was Jed Car-
mody, naturally he could figure out who was squatting in his
hulk.”

“But magnetizing him was your own idea, Johnny,” Gor-
man pointed out gently. “Besides, that’s no reason he should
be after you; what’s the percentage in it? And, anyhow, where
does Lockard fit into this?” He seemed to be asking the ques-
tion of himself as much as of the other man.

“Yeah,” John Keats muttered, “that’s what I've got to find
out.”

“Me, too,” Gorman half-whispered.

“What did you say?”

“I said tell me when you find out; I'm sort of curious my-
self.”

Eight

“Look, GORMAN,” CARMODY SAID, “I'M NOT WORKING FOR
you; I'm working for Lockard. What's the idea of sending for
me this hour of the night?”
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“Then why did you come this hour of the night when I
asked you to?” the lawyer inquired, leaning back in his chair
and smiling.

The big man hesitated and shrugged. “Can’t say, myself.
Curiosity, maybe. . . . But you can hardly expect me to vio-
late my employer’s confidence?”

Gorman laughed. “You get your ideas from the viddies,
don’t you? Only don’t forget that you’re the villain, not the
hero, of this piece, fellow-man.”

Carmody, completely taken aback, stared at him—the little
alien couldn’t know! And, furthermore, he was mistaken—.
Carmody, Lockard, the dutchman, had done nothing wrong,
committed no crime, violated no ethic. On the other hand, he
had done nothing right either, nothing to help himself or any
other. “What do you mean?” he finally temporized.

“Tell me this—Lockard hired you to kill the man who goes
under the name of John Keats, didn’t he?”

“Yes, but how did you know that?” He was beginning to
have the same primitive fear of Gorman that he had of the
Vinzz; only it was more natural for an extraterrestrial to have
apparently supernatural powers.

“Keats told me—and Keats, of course, is the real Carmody.”

“So you found out?”

“Found out!” Gorman laughed. “I knew it all along. Does
a man keep any secrets from his lawyer?”

“If he’s smart, he does.” Carmody absently beat his hand on
the desk. “This Keats isn’t too smart, though, is he?”

“No ... he isn’t a very bright guy. But it was his idea that
this would be a fine method of getting you out of the way.
And not too bad an idea, either . . . You had to be disposed
of, you know,” he explained winningly. “And how nice to
have hounds do it for us. Of course we had no idea of who
your quarry was.”

“I can see your point of view,” Carmody said ironically.
“But why tell me now?” And then he thought he saw the an-
swer. “Are you afraid I'll really kill him?”

The lawyer shook his head and smiled back. “Afraid you
really won’t.” He placed the tips of his fingers together. “I am
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prepared to double whatever Lockard is offering you to make
sure that Keats, with Carmody inside him, is definitely put
out of the way forever.”

So even here there was no basis of trust—none of the reverse
honor that legend commonly assigned to extralegals. Carmody
got up. Even seated, he had towered above the lawyer. Stand-
ing, he was like a larger-than-life statue of doom—of doom,
Gorman nervously hoped, pointing in the desired direction.

“And if I refuse?” Carmody asked.

Gorman moved his chair back uneasily. “I might persuade
Keats that he could risk one murder in his present shape, if
it was to insure his ultimate safety.”

“Meaning it would be a good idea for him to kill me?”

“Meaning it would be an excellent idea for him to kill you.”

“Look here, Gorman,” Carmody said, in a low voice that
gradually increased in volume. He could no longer restrain the
anger that had been seething up in him for all the years of
his wandering. “I've had enough of all this, hiding, running,
shifting bodies and now hiring out as a killer. Because I'm an
honest man. Maybe you’ve never seen one before, so take a
good look at me. You may never have the chance again.”

“I am looking and I see Jed Carmody. Not my idea of the
prototype of honesty.”

“But I don’t feel like Jed Carmody.”

“Tell that to the hounds.” Gorman laughed uproariously.
“By law, you're responsible for Carmody’s crimes. Of course,
if they put you away or—as they'd undoubtedly prefer—ac-
cidentally exterminate you in the line of duty, and then sus-
pect Carmody hulk-hopped, they might look around some
more. But there wouldn’t be any percentage in that for you,
especially if you were dead.”

“I know, I know,” Carmody retorted impatiently. “You
can’t tell me anything I haven’t told myself.” He paused for
a moment. “This is a good body, though,” he added. “Almost
as good as my old one.”

Gorman raised his eyebrows. “You can’t be referring to
the corpus currently going by the epithet of John Keats?”
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“The name was your idea, I take it. No, that wasn’t my
original body.”

“Oh, so you’re a dutchman eh? A thrill boy?” There was
contempt, even from such as Gorman. “Getting a lot of free
falls out of all this, are you?”

Carmody tried to ignore this, but he couldn’t. It wasn’t
true, he told himself; he had suffered years of playing the
game and derived no pleasure from those sufferings—no pleas-
ure at all. But he would not stoop to argue with Gorman.
“Maybe I can get away with this body to one of the frontier
planets,” he mused. “At least I can make a run for it; at
least that would be a worthwhile kind of running.”

“Brave words!” the lawyer sneered. “But rather risky to put
into action. Don’t you think the best thing to do would be
just go ahead with the pattern as set? How much did Lockard
offer you?”

“Half a million credits.”

Gorman sucked in his breath. “You're lying, of course,
but T'll match that. Carmody—Keats—has ten times that
amount and maybe more hidden away where I can lay my
hands on it as soon as I'm sure he’s where he can’t hurt me.
It’s worth half a million to me. And, in the remote instance
that you're telling the truth, you can’t turn down a million
credits . . . whoever you are, dutchman!”

“Oh, can’t I?” Carmody went to the door; then turned. “It
may interest you to know that I'm worth a hundred times
that amount and maybe more.”

The lawyer laughed skeptically. “If you have enough money
to buy your way, then why are you doing this?”

Carmody frowned. “You wouldn’t understand . . . I’'m not
sure I understand myself.” The door slammed behind him.
Descending pneumos hissed.

“Just talking with his elbows,” Gorman said comfortingly
to himself. “He’ll do it. He’s got to do it.” But he wasn’t al-
together convinced.
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Nine

As CARMODY LEFT THE OFFICE BUILDING, JOHN KEATS’ FIGURE
emerged from the shadows of a nearby doorway. He-looked up
at the golden rectangle of Gorman’s window and then toward
the direction in which Carmody had gone; and bit his lip
irresolutely. After a moment’s reflection, he chose to follow
his old body. Somehow he didn’t have much confidence in
Gorman any more; not that he’d ever really trusted him. In
their line of evil you couldn’t afford to trust anybody. He had
made a mistake. But it could still be rectified.

If the big man was aware of his tracker, he did not seem to
care. He moved purposefully in the direction of the hotel,
scorning the helicabs that swooped down to proffer their
services, striding through the brilliantly lit avenues gay with
music and the dark alleys mournful with the whine of the
farjeen wires as if they were all the same.

The hotel was on one of the avenues, because the Lockards
always had only the best of whatever there was to be had.
Carmody crossed the almost deserted lobby in swift strides
and took the pneumo to the seventh floor. Knowing that his
body could have only one objective in that place, Keats took
the stairs to the basement.

Carmody sprang out of the pneumo exit and ran down the
corridor to bang lustily on the intricately embossed metal
door of the Lockards’ suite. After a moment, the girl, again
in negligee, opened it. Her green-gray eyes widened when she
saw who the late visitor was, and she put a finger to her lips.
“Shh, Gabe’s asleep; let’s not wake him unless it’s necessary.”
She closed the door softly behind him. “What is it . . . Jed?”

He was so choked with excitement that he could hardly
get the words out. “Helen, will you make a break with me for
Proxima Centauri? They won’t ask any questions there, if we
can get there. And from Proxima we can go—"

“But your body?”

“The hell with my body.” He gripped her arms with power-
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ful hands. “You mean much more to me than that worthless
hulk.”

“But, Jed, Gabe’'ll never let us go . . .” Proxima Centauri—
that had been Gabriel’s dream, too . . .

His hands pressed so hard into her flesh, she knew there
would be bruises on her skin; was she always doomed to fall
in love with men who would leave marks on her? “Let him
try to stop us. I'm bigger than he is, now.”

She looked up at him. “You always were, darling. But he
has influence, though he wouldn’t need it; he could simply
set the police on you.”

“That’s the chance we're going to have to take . . . But
perhaps I'm asking too much. I haven't the right to ask you
to take such risks,” he added bitterly. “I was thinking only of
myself, I see, not of yow.”

“Oh, no, Jed!”

“Who’re you talking to, Helen?” a drowsy voice asked from
the bedroom. It was followed by the comely person of Ga-
briel himself, fastening his dressing gown. “Oh, hello, Car-
mody.” His face lighted up avidly, all sleepiness vanishing
like a spent milgot. “Did you do it already?”

“No, I didn’t. And, what’s more, I'm not going to do it!”

Lockard looked astonished. “But what’s wrong? You said
you would.”

Carmody sighed. “Yes, I know I did. I was stalling. That’s
what I've always done—stalled, put things off, hesitated to
make decisions. Well, I've made my decision now.”

“You're not afraid of him?” Lockard said in a voice that
was meant to be taunting and emerged as querulous. “A little
pipsqueak like that Keats? Or maybe half a million credits
isn’t enough for you? Is that it?”

That was enough for the man whose emaciated body was
torturedly cramped in the air-conditioning vent and further
agonized by the strain of repressing the cough that sought to
tear its way out of his chest. He had found out what he
wanted to know and, as he inched his way back down to the
basement, he was already making plans for getting even with
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all those he now knew to be enemies. It had been a conspiracy
against him from the start; the hounds probably weren’t even
aware that he was in town. It was Gorman who had told him
they knew of his general whereabouts—Gorman, the good
friend who had suggested he change bodies, knowing that
whatever hulk he wound up with was bound to be more
vulnerable than his primal form. And Gorman would pay . ..

“More than enough,” Carmody replied, as unaware of the
fact that he had lost one-third of his audience as he had been
that he was addressing three rather than two listeners. “Only
I'm not a killer.”

“But I understood you were supposed to be a professional
exterminator?”

“Jed Carmody is a killer. Only I'm not Jed Carmody.”

Lockard moved backward and stared at the still bigger man.

Lockard retreated still further. “You—you're him! You were
all along!” He whirled on his wife. “And you knew, you
double-crosser! Knew and didn’t tell me! By God, I'll break
every bone in your body!”

“Lay a hand on her and I'll break every bone in my body!”
Lockard stopped where he was. “It doesn’t mean anything to
me any more, you see,” Carmody explained. “I wanted it when
I didn’t have anything else. But now I have Helen. I could
kill you, you know. As Carmody, an acknowledged extermina-
tor, I have nothing to lose. But I'm letting you live, as a
hostage for Helen . . . And, besides, as I've been busy trying
to convince everybody all evening, I am not a murderer.” He
turned to the girl. “Will you come with me to Proxima,
Helen?”

“Y-yes, Jed,” she said, looking apprehensively at her hus-
band.

“Gather your packs. I'm going to the air office to make the
arrangements.” Carmody consulted his chronometer. “It’s three
o’clock. I should be back by eight or so. Get some sleep if
you can.”

Her wide frightened eyes turned again toward her husband.

“Here.” Jed tossed her the gun Gorman had given him. “If
he tries anything, use it.”
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“Yes, Jed. But . ..”

“Don’t worry; I have another one.”

The door slammed behind him. “Gimme that gun, you
little tramp!” Lockard snarled, twisting it out of her flaccid
hand.

Ten

CARMODY MARCHED OUT OF THE HOTEL AND TURNED LEFT IN
the direction of the airstation which stayed open all night. He
had walked a short distance when suddenty a high voice came
out of the darkness behind him, “Not so fast, Mr. . . . Car-
mody,” and a hard knob was pressed in his back.

“Mr. Keats, I believe,” Carmody said, wondering why he
wasn’t frightened.

“Right.” The other coughed at some length. “You thought
you were pretty smart, didn’t you, foisting me off with a hulk
that wasn’t only shopworn but hot?”

“Your intentions weren’t exactly noble either, were they,
Mr. Keats?”

“I want my frame back!”

Suddenly the idea came to Carmody, and so wonderful it
was he could hardly throttle his voice down to calmness.
“Shooting me won’t help you get it back. In fact, it might
make it rather difficult.”

“You have your choice between going back to the zarquil
house with me and switching or getting your current insides
burned out.”

Carmody exhaled a small hissing sigh that he hoped would
not be recognized as obvious relief to the man behind him.
“You’ll have to pay. I haven’t enough folio on me.”

“I'll pay; I'll pay,” the voice snarled. “I always pay. But
you'll come peacefully?” he asked in some surprise.

“Yes. Matter of fact, I'll be glad to get out of this body. No
matter how much I try, somehow I can never manage to keep
it clean . . . Gently, now, you don’t want to muss up a body
you're planning to occupy yourself, now do you?”
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“This is too easy,” Keats’ voice murmured dubijously. “May-
be it’s another trap . . .”

“You’re always going to imagine traps, Mr. Exterminator,
whether they're there or not. You and Lockard both—people
who run must have something to run from, and half the time
it’s not there and half the time, of course, it is; only you
never know which is which—"

“You talk too much,” the man behind him snarled. “Shut up
and keep moving.”

“Back again?” the Vinzz at the door asked. The present
Carmody was a little startled. Somehow he had thought of the
Vinzz as too remote from humanity to be able to distinguish
between individual members of the species. “I'm afraid neither
of you is qualified to play.”

“No reason why we shouldn’t have a private game, is
there?” John Keats demanded belligerently.

The Vinzz’ tendrils quivered. “In that case, no, no reason
at all. If you want to be so unsporting and can afford it. It
will cost you a hundred thousand credits each.”

“But that’s twice what I had to pay last week!” Keats pro-
tested angrily.

The Vinzz shrugged an antenna. “You are, of course, at
liberty to take your trade elsewhere, if you choose.”

“Oh, hell,” the temporarily poetic-looking killer snarled.
“We're stuck and you know it. Let’s get it over withl”

It was odd to come out of unconsciousness back into the thin
young man’s body again. More uncomfortable than usual,
because the criminal’s body had been in such splendid phy-
sical condition and this one so poor—now worse than before,
because it had been worked far beyond its attenuated capa-
bilities. The individuality that had originally been Gabriel
Lockard’s, formerly housed in Jed Carmody’s body, now
opened John Keats’ eyes and looked at the Vinzz who stood
above him.

“The other human has been told you awakened before him
and have already departed,” the Vinzz explained. “He has
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violence in his heart and we do not care for violence on our
doorstep. Bad for business.”

“Has he gone already?”

The Vinzz nodded.

“How long has be been gone?” He scrambled to his feet
and investigated the clothing he wore. Carmody had been in
too much of a hurry to clean himself out. There was some
money left, a container of milgot sticks, and a set of elec-
troseals.

“He has just left.” The extraterrestrial’s eyes flickered in
what might have been surprise. “Don’t you wish to avoid
him?”

“No, I must go where he goes.”

The Vinzz shrugged. “Well, it's your funeral in the most
literal sense of the word.” He sighed as the young man plunged
out into the darkness. “But, from the objective viewpoint,
what a waste of money!”

The massive, broad-shouldered figure of Jed Carmody was
still visible at the end of the street, so the thin man slowed
down. He wanted to follow Carmody, to keep close watch on
where he was going and, if necessary, guide him in the right
direction, though he didn’t think he'd have to do that. But he
had no intention of overtaking him. Carmody might not want
openly to use the gun the former tenant had so carefully left
him, but with his physique he could break the fragile body of
John Keats in two, if he so desired, and he probably did.

Meanwhile Carmody—the real Carmody—having been de-
prived of an immediate revenge, had begun to realize how
much better the situation was as it now stood. If he killed
Keats out of hand, he might miss out on half a million credits,
because it was his custom to get cash in advance for all his
flights, and this was his flight pattern now. He wouldn’t trust
that Lockard life-form to defoliate after the job was done.

Of course he himself had plenty of money stashed away,
but every half million helped. It would be no trouble to find
the sickly Keats later. And there was no reason the hounds
should get him—Carmody—after all, the other had been
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rocketing around in his body and he hadn’t been caught.
Carmody had allowed himself to be stampeded into panic. He
smiled. Gorman wouldn’t ever be able to chart any pattern
like that, or like anything, again. Fortunately there was no
permanent harm done, and a half million credits to cover the
zarquil losses, with a nice profit left over. Maybe he could
even beat Lockard up to a million; that one was obviously a
coward and a fool. A few threats should be enough to get
him to hand over.

Carmody paused for a moment outside the hotel. It still
took some nerve to walk boldly into the brightly lit lobby.

The automatic doors slid open as he entered. At the same
time, the pneumo gates lifted and Gabe Lockard came out,
dragging a heavily veiled Helen, their luggage floating be-
hind them. Both stopped as they caught sight of the killer;
Lockard paled—Helen gasped. ’

Too bad I have to leave her in the tentacles of this low life-
form, Carmody thought with regret, but there was no help
for it. He approached them with what he thought was an in-
gratiating smile. “Mr. Lockard, I've decided to give you
another chance.”

It was an unhappy choice of word. “Oh, you have, have
you!” the big blond man yelled. “I thought I did have another
chance. And now you’ve spoiled that, too!”

“What do you mean by that?” Carmody demanded, his
thick dark brows almost meeting across his nose.

“I figured on getting away before you came back,” Gabriel
babbled in a frenzy, “but you'd have found me anyway. You
always find me. I'm sick of this running. There’s only one way
to stop you, only one way to be sure that, whatever happens
to me, you won'’t be around to enjoy it.”

“Listen, Lockard, you're making a mistake. I—"

“The only mistake I made was in hiring somebody else to
do the job I should have done myself.”

He pulled out the gun—Carmody’s own gun—and fired it.
He wasn't a good shot, but that didn’t matter. He had the
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flash on full blast and he pumped and pumped and pumped
the trigger until the searing heat rays had whipped not only
the killer’s astonished body but all through the lobby. The few
people still there rushed for cover as rug, chairs, potted palms
were shriveled by the lancing holocaust. There was a pene-
trating odor of burning fabric and frond and flesh.

Helen let out a wail as Carmody, more ash than man, fell
to the charred carpet. “Gabe, Gabe, what have you donel”

The gun dropped from his hand to rejoin its owner. His
face crumpled. “I didn’t really mean to kill . . . only to scare
him . . . What'll I do now?”

“You’'ll run, Mr. Lockard,” John Keats’ body said as he
entered the devastated lobby. “You’ll run and run and run.
He’s dead, but you’ll keep on running forever. No, not for-
ever—I apologize—some day you'll get caught, because the
hounds aren’t amateurs like you and . . . him . . .” He pointed
to the crumbling, blackened corpse, keeping his hand steady
with an effort for, God knew, he was the biggest amateur of
them all.

Lockard licked his lips and gazed apprehensively around.
Frightened faces were beginning to peer out from their places
of concealment. “Look, Carmody,” he said in a low, stiff
voice, “let’s talk this over. But let’s get out of here first be-
fore somebody calls the hounds.”

“All right,” the thin man smiled. “I'm always willing to
talk. We can go over to Gorman'’s office. They won’t look for
us there right away.”

“How'll we get in?”

“I have a ’seal,” Keats said. Surely one of the electroseals
he carried must belong to Gorman’s office. It was a chance
- he’d have to take.

Eleven

KEATS HAD TO TRY FIVE DIFFERENT SEALS BEFORE HE FOUND
the one that opened the lawyer’s office. He was afraid his ob-
vious lack of familiarity would arouse Lockard’s suspicions,
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but the big man was too much preoccupied with his own
emotions.

An unpleasantly haunting aroma of cooked meat seeped out
from inside. “For Christ’s sake, Carmody, hurry!” Lockard
snarled, and gave a sigh of relief as the door swung open and
the illuminators went on, lighting the shabby office. Gorman
was there. His horribly seared body lay sprawled on the dusty
rug—quite dead.

You—you killed him?” Gabriel quavered. The sight of mur-
der done by another hand seemed to upset him more than
the murder be himself had just committed.

The thin man gave a difficult smile. “Carmody killed him.”
Which was undoubtedly the truth. “The gun that did it is in
his pocket. I had nothing to do with it.” His eyes sought for
the ones behind the veil. He wanted the girl who stood fro-
zenly by the door to know that this, at least, was the truth.

Gabriel also stayed near the door, unable to take his eyes
off the corpse. In death Carmody and Gorman, the big man
and the small man, had looked the same; each was just a
heap of charred meat and black ash. No blood, no germs—all
very hygienic. “You're smart, Carmody,” he said from taut
lips. “Damn smart.”

“I'm Keats, not Carmody! Remember that.” He dropped
into the chair behind the desk. “Sit down, both of you.” Only
Gabriel accepted the invitation. “Why don’t you take that
thing off your face, Mrs. Lockard? You aren’t hiding from
anybody, are you?”

Gabriel gave a short laugh. “She’s hiding her face from
everybody. I spoiled it a little for her. She was going to sell me
out to . . . the guy in your body.”

Keats’ hand tightened on the arm of his chair. Lose his
temper now and he lost the whole game. “It was a good body,”
he said, not looking at the thing on the rug, trying not to re-
member the thing on the rug on the other side of town. “A
very good body.” Through the veil, Helen's shadowy eyes
were fixed on his face. He wanted to see what Lockard had
done to her, but he couldn’t tear off the veil, as he longed to
do; he was afraid of the expression that might be revealed on
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her face—triumph when there should have been anguish;
anguish when there should have been triumph.

“Not as good as the one I have here.” Lockard thumped
his own chest, anxious to establish the value of the only ware
he had left.

“Matter of opinion,” Keats said. “And mine was in better
shape.”

“This one isn’t in bad condition,” Gabriel retorted defen-
sively. “It could be brought back to peak in short order.”

“You won’t have much opportunity to do it though. But
maybe the government will do it for you; they don’t pamper
prisoners, I understand, especially lifers.”

Gabriel whitened. “You're an extralegal, Carmody—Keats,"”
he whined. “You know your course. You know how to hide
from the hounds . . . 'm a—a respectable citizen.” He spread
his hands wide in exaggerated helplessness. “Strictly an ama-
teur, that’s what I am—I admit I've been playing out of my

league.”

“SO?"

“I'm worth a lot of money, Keats, a hell of a lot. And half
of it can be yours, if you . . . change bodies with me.”

Keats’ angular face remained expressionless, but there was
a sharp cry from the girl—a cry that might have been mis-
understood as one of pain, but wasn’t.

Gabriel turned toward her, and his upper lip curled back
over his teeth. “I'll throw her in to the bargain. You must
have seen her when she wasn’t banged up so you know she’s
not permanently disfigured. Isn’t she worth taking a risk for?”

Keats shrugged. “If the hounds pull you down, she’ll be a
legal widow anyway.”

“Yes, but you'd have no . . . chance with her in the body
you now have . . . No chance,” he repeated. His voice broke.
“Never had a chance.”

“Go ahead, feel sorry for yourself,” the other man said.
“Nobody else will.”

Gabriel’s face darkened, but he also had to control his tem-
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per to gain what he fancied were his own ends. “You won't
deny that this hulk is better than the one you have now?”

“Except that there’s one thing about the head that I don’t
like.”

Gabriel stared in bewilderment. His body was beyond crit-
icism. “What is it you don’t like about the head?”

“There’s a price on it now.”

Gabriel pressed his spine against the back of the chair.
“Don’t play innocent, Carmody. You've killed people, too.”

“Well, sure, but not out in the open like that. You know
how many people saw you blast him? Too many. If you're
going to exterminate somebody, you do it from a dark door-
way or an alley—not in a brilliantly lit hotel lobby, and you
blast him in the back. But there’s no use giving you lessons;
it’s not likely you’ll ever be able to use them where you’re
going.”

Gabriel suddenly sagged in his chair. He looked down at
the floor. “So you won’t do it?”

Keats grew apprehensive. He hadn’t expected the big man
to give in to despair so soon—it might spoil all his plans and
leave him trapped in this sick unwanted body. He lit a milgot.
“I didn’t say that,” he pointed out, trying to sound uncon-
cerned. “Matter of fact, I might even consider your proposi-
tion, if . . .”

There was hope in Lockard’s eyes again. It made Keats a
little sick to think of the game he had to play with the other;
then he thought of the game the other had played with him,
the game the other had played with his wife, and the faint
flickering of compassion died out in him. “What do you
want?” Gabriel asked.

Keats took a moment before he answered. “I want all of
what you've got.”

Gabriel uttered an inarticulate sound.

“You can’t take it with you, colleague. If we hulk-hop, it’s
got to be tonight, because the hounds will be baying on your
trail any moment. You wouldn’t have the chance to transfer
the property to my name and, if you take my word that I'll
band over half afterward, you're just plain out of this dimen-
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sion . . . Think of it this way, Lockard—what’s worth more
to you, a couple of lousy billions or your freedom?”

“All right, Carmody,” Lockard said dully, “you’re the dic-
tator.”

Twelve

THE VINZZ' EYES FLICKERED IN ASTONISHMENT. “ANOTHER
private game? However . . .” he shrugged eloquently. “It will
cost you a hundred thousand credits each, gentlemen.”

“No discount for a steady customer?” Keats inquired lightly,
though he was trembling inside.

The Vinzz’' tendrils quivered. “None. You ought to be glad
I didn’t raise the price again.”

“Why didn’t you?” he couldn’t help asking.

The Vinzz looked steadily into the man’s eyes. “I don’t
know,” it answered at last. “Perhaps 1 have been so long on
this planet that I have developed a sentimental streak . . . In
any case, I am going back to Vinau the day after tomor-
row . ..”

“For God’s sake,” Lockard, his senses so confused with
fear and apprehension that he was able to catch only frag-
ments of their talk, screamed, “pay him what he asks and
don’t haggle!”

“All right,” Keats agreed. “The lady will wait for me here,”
be told the Vinzz.

The extraterrestrial quivered indecisively. “Most irregular,”
it murmured. “However, I cannot refuse a slight favor for
such an old customer. This way, madam.”

Gabriel Lockard opened Gabriel Lockard’s eyes.

“Well,” the Vinzz who stood above him lisped, “how does
it feel to be back in your own body again?”

Gabriel got up and stretched. He stretched again, and then
an expression of wonderment came over his handsome fea-
tures. “I feel . . . exactly the way I felt in . . . any of the
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others,” he said haltingly. “I'm not comfortable in this one
either. It’s not right—it doesn’t fit. My own body . . .”

“You've grown out of it,” the green one told him, not un-
kindly. “But you will be able to adjust to it again, if you'll
give it a chance . . .”

“There’s that word again.” Gabriel winced. “I'm beginning
to respond to it the way my . . . predecessor did. Do we ever
really get another chance, I wonder?”

“Take my advice.” The Vinzz’s face became almost human,
“This is costing my people money, but we’ve made enough
out of you and your—shall we say?—friends. It is a shame,”
it murmured, “to prey upon unsophisticated life-forms, but
one must live. However, I'll tell you this: The compulsion will
come over you again and again to play the game—your body
will torment you unbearably and you will long for relief from
it, but you must conquer that desire or, I warn you, you will
be lost to yourself forever. It’s a pattern that’s enormously
difficult to break, but it can be broken.”

Gabriel smiled down at the little green creature. “Thanks,
colleague. I'll remember that advice. And I'll take it.”

“The other is still asleep,” the Vinzz told him. “This time
I thought it best to let you awaken first. Good-by, and . . .
good luck.”

“Thanks, fellow-man,” Gabriel said. The Vinzz’ tendrils
quivered.

Helen awaited him in an anteroom, her veil flung back so
that he could see her poor, marred face. Anger rose hotly in
him, but he pushed it down. Her suffering had not been mean-
ingless and revenge was already consummated.

“Gabriel!” Her voice was taut. *, . . Jed!”

“Gabriel,” he smiled. “The genuine, original Gabriel—ac-
cept no substitutes.”

“I'm so glad.” Her lips formed the words for she had no
voice with which to make them.

“Come.” He took her arm and led her out into the quiet
street. It was almost daylight and the sky was a clear pearl
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gray. Again a star detached itself from the translucent disk
of the Moon and sped out into the Galaxy.

Soon, he thought, we'll be on a starship like that one, leav-
ing this played-out planet for the new worlds up in the sky.

“You're going to let Gabe—the other Gabriel—go?” She
asked.

He bent his head to look at her swollen face. “You're free,
Helen; I have my body back; why should we concern our-
selves with what happens to him? He can’t hurt us any more.”

“I suppose you’re right,” she muttered. “It seems un-
fair. . . .” She shivered. “Still, you have no idea of the things
he did to me—the things he made me do. . . .” She shivered
again.

“You're cold. Let’s get started.”

“But where are we going?” She placed her hand on his arm
and looked up at him.

“Back to the hotel to pick up your luggage. And then—I
still think Proxima is a good idea, don’t you? And then per-
haps farther out still. I'm sick of this old world.”

“But, Je—Gabriel, you must be mad! The police will be
waiting for you at the hotel.”

“Of course they’ll be waiting, but with a citation, not hand-
cuffs.”

She looked at him as if he had gone extradimensional. He
laughed. “What your ex-husband didn’t know, my dear, was
that there was a reward out for Jed Carmody, dead or alive.”

Her face was blank for a moment. “A reward! Oh, G-G-G-
Gabriel!” The girl erupted into hysterical laughter.

“Shh, darling, control yourself.” He put his arm around
her, protectively, restrainingly. “We’ll be conspicuous,” for
already the Sun’s first feeble rays were beginning to wash the
ancient tired streets with watery gold. “Think of the reward
we're going to get—five thousand credits, just for us!”

She wiped her eyes and pulled down her veil. “Whatever
will we do with all that money!”

“I think it would be nice if we turned it over to the hotel,”
he smiled. “I made rather a shambles of their lobby when,
pursuant to my duty as a solar citizen, I exterminated the
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killer Carmody. Let’s give it to them and leave only pleasant
memories behind us on our journey to the stars.” And he
couldn’t help wondering whether, if things got really tough,
somewhere up in those stars he could find another zarquil
game.



HOW-2

by Clifford D. Simak

One

GORDON KNIGHT WAS ANXIOUS FOR THE FIVE-HOUR DAY TO
end so he could rush home. For this was the day he should
receive the How-2 Kit he’d ordered and he was anxious to
get to work on it.

It wasn’t only that he had always wanted a dog, although
that was more than half of it—but, with this kit, he would be
trying something new. He’d never handled any How-2 Kit
with biologic components and he was considerably excited.
Although, of course, the dog would be biologic only to a
limited degree and most of it would be packaged, anyhow,
and all he’d have to do would be assemble it. But it was some-
thing new and he wanted to get started.

He was thinking of the dog so hard that he was mildly
irritated when Randall Stewart, returning from one of his
numerous trips to the water fountain, stopped at his desk to
give him a progress report on home dentistry.

“It’s easy,” Stewart told him. “Nothing to it if you follow
the instructions. Here, look—1I did this one last night.”

49
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He then squatted down beside Knight’s desk and opened
his mouth, proudly pulling it out of shape with his fingers
so Knight could see.

“Thish un ere,” said Stewart, blindly attempting to point,
with a wildly waggling finger, at the tooth in question.

He let his face snap back together.

“Filled it myself,” he announced complacently. “Rigged up
a series of mirrors to see what I was doing. They came right
in the kit, so all I had to do was follow the instructions.”

He reached a finger deep inside his mouth and probed tenderly
at his handiwork. “A little awkward, working on yourself. On
someone else, of course, there’d be nothing to it.”

He waited hopefully.

“Must be interesting,” said Knight.

“Economical, too. No use paying the dentists the prices they
ask. Figure I'll practice on myself and then take on the family.
Some of my friends, even, if they want me to.”

He regarded Knight intently.

Knight failed to rise to the dangling bait.

Stewart gave up. “I'm going to try cleaning next. You got
to dig down beneath the gums and break loose the tartar.
There’s a kind of hook you do it with. No reason a man
shouldn’t take care of his own teeth instead of paying den-
tists.”

“It doesn’t sound too hard,” Knight admitted. -

“It's a cinch,” said Stewart. “But you got to follow the
instructions. There’s nothing you can’t do if you follow the in-
structions.”

And that was true, Knight thought. You could do anything
if you followed the instructions—if you didn’t rush ahead, but
sat down and took your time and studied it all out.

Hadn’t he built his house in his spare time, and all the furni-
ture for it, and the gadgets, too? Just in his spare time—al-
though God knew, he thought, a man had little enough of that,
working fifteen hours a week.

It was a lucky thing he’d been able to build the house after
buying all that land. But everyone had been buying what they
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called estates, and Grace had set her heart on it, and there’d
been nothing he could do.

If he’'d had to pay carpenters and masons and plumbers, he
would never have been able to afford the house. But by build-
ing it himself, he had paid for it as he went along. It had
taken ten years, of course, but think of all the fun he'd had!

He sat there and thought of all the fun he’d had, and of all
the pride. No, sir, he told himself, no one in his circumstances
had a better house.

Although, come to think of it, what he’d done had not been
too unusual. Most of the men he knew had built their homes,
too, or had built additions to them, or had remodeled them.

He had often thought that he would like to start over again
and build another house, just for the fun of it. But that would
be foolish, for he already had a house and there would be no
sale for another one, even if he built it. Who would want to
buy a house when it was so much fun to build one?

And there was still a lot of work to do on the house he had.
New rooms to add—not necessary, of course, but handy. And
the roof to fix. And a summer house to build. And there were
always the grounds. At one time he had thought he would
landscape—a man could do a lot to beautify a place with a
few years of spare-time work. But there had been so many
other things to do, he had never managed to get around to it.

Knight and Anson Lee, his neighbor, had often talked about
what could be done to their adjoining acreages if they ever
had the time. But Lee, of course, would never get around to
anything. He was a lawyer, although he never seemed to work
at it too hard. He had a large study filled with stacks of
law books and there were times when he would talk quite
expansively about his law library, but he never seemed to use
the books. Usually he talked that way when he had half a load
on, which was fairly often, since he claimed to do a lot of
thinking and it was his firm belief that a bottle helped him
think. ’
After Stewart finally went back to his desk, there still re-
mained more than an hour before the working day officially
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ended. Knight sneaked the current issue of a How-2 magazine
out of his briefcase and began to leaf through it, keeping a
wary eye out so he could hide it quickly if anyone should
notice he was loafing.

He had read the articles earlier, so now he looked at the
ads. It was a pity, he thought, a man didn’t have the time to
do all there was to do.

For example:

Fit your own glasses (testing material and lens-grinding
equipment included in the kit).

Take out your own tonsils (complete directions and all nec-
essary instruments).

Fit up an unused room as your private hospital (no sense
in leaving home when you’re ill, just at the time when you
most need its comfort and security).

Grow your own medicines and drugs (starts of 50 different
herbs and medicinal plants, with detailed instructions for their
cultivation and processing).

Grow your wife’s fur coat (a pair of mink, one ton of horse
meat, furrier tools).

Tailor your own suits and coats (50 yards of wool yard-
goods and lining material).

Build your own TV set.

Bind your own books. N

Build your own power plant (let the wind work for ).

Build your own robot (a jack of all trades, intelligent,
obedient, no time off, no overtime, on the job 24 hours a day,
never tired, no need for rest or sleep, do any work you wish).

Now there, thought Knight, was something a man should
try. If a man had one of those robots, it would save a lot of
labor. There were all sorts of attachments you could get for
it. And the robots, the ad said, could put on and take off all
these attachments just as a man puts on a pair of gloves or
takes off a pair of shoes.

Have one of those robots and, every morning, it would sally
out into the garden and pick all the corn and beans and peas
and tomatoes and other vegetables ready to be picked and
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leave them all neatly in a row on the back stoop of the house.
Probably would get a lot more out of a garden that way, too,
for the grading mechanism would never select a too-green to-
mato or allow an ear of corn to go beyond its prime.

There were cleaning attachments for the house and snow-
plowing attachments and housepainting attachments and al-
most any other kind one could wish. Get a full quota of
attachments, then lay out a work program and turn the robot
loose—you could forget about the place the year around, for
the robot would take care of everything.

There was only one hitch. The cost of a robot kit came close
to ten thousand dollars and all the available attachments could
run to another ten.

Knight closed the magazine and put it into the briefcase.

He saw there were only fifteen minutes left until quitting
time and that was too short a time to do anyhing, so Knight
just sat and thought about getting home and finding the kit
there waiting for him.

He had always wanted a dog, but Grace would never let
him have one. They were dirty, she said, and tracked up the
carpeting, they had fleas and shed hair all over everything—
and, besides, they smelled.

Well, she wouldn’t object to this kind of dog, Knight told
himself.

It wouldn’t smell and it was guaranteed not to shed hair
and it would never harbor fleas, for a flea would starve on a
half-mechanical, half-biologic dog.

He hoped the dog wouldn’t be a disappointment, but he’d
carefully gone over the literature describing it and he was sure
it wouldn’t. It would go for a walk with its owner and would
chase sticks and smaller animals, and what more could one
expect of any dog? To insure realism, it saluted trees and
fenceposts, but was guaranteed to leave no stains or spots.

The kit was tilted up beside the hangar door when he got
home, but at first he didn’t see it. When he did, he craned
his neck out so far to be sure it was the kit that he almost
came a cropper in the hedge. But, with a bit of luck, he
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brought the flier down neatly on the gravel strip and was out
of it before the blades had stopped whirling.

It was the kit, all right. The invoice envelope was tacked
on top of the crate. But the kit was bigger and heavier than
he’d expected and he wondered if they might not have acci-
dentally sent him a bigger dog than the one he’d ordered.

He tried to lift the crate, but it was too heavy, so he went
around to the back of the house to bring a dolly from the
basement.

Around the corner of the house, he stopped a moment and
looked out across his land. A man could do a lot with it, he
thought, if he just had the time and the money to buy the
equipment. He could turn the acreage into one vast garden.
Ought to have a landscape architect work out a plan for it,
of course—although, if he bought some landscaping books
and spent some evenings at them, he might be able to figure
things out for himself.

There was a lake at the north end of the property and the
whole landscape, it seemed to him, should focus upon the
lake. It was rather a dank bit of scenery at the moment, with
straggly marsh surrounding it and unkempt cattails and reeds
astir in the summer wind. But with a little drainage and some
planting, a system of walks and a picturesque bridge &\two,
it would be a thing of beauty.

He started out across the lake to where the house of Anson
Lee sat upon a hill. As soon as he got the dog assembled, he
would walk it over to Lee’s place, for Lee would be pleased
to be visited by a dog. There had been times, Knight felt,
when Lee had not been entirely sympathetic with some of
the things he’d done. Like that business of helping Grace build
the kilns and the few times they’d managed to lure Lee out
on a hunt for the proper kinds of clay.

“What do you want to make dishes for?” he had asked.
“Why go to all the trouble? You can buy all you want for a
tenth of the cost of making them.”

Lee had not been visibly impressed when Grace explained
that they weren’t dishes. They were ceramics, Grace had said,
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and a recognized form of art. She got so interested and made
so much of it—some of it really gopod—that Knight had found
it necessary to drop his model railroading project and tack
another addition on the already sprawling house, for stacking,
drying and exhibition.

Lee hadn’t said a word, a year or two later, when Knight
built the studio for Grace, who had grown tired of pottery and
had turned to painting. Knight felt, though, that Lee had kept
silent only because he was convinced of the futility of further
argument.

But Lee would approve of the dog. He was that kind of fel-
low, a man Knight was proud to call a friend—yet queerly
out of step. With everyone else absorbed in things to do, Lee
took it easy with his pipe and books, though not the ones on
law.

Even the kids had their interests now, learning while they
played.

Mary, before she got married, had been interested in grow-
ing things. The greenhouse stood just down the slope, and
Knight regretted that he had not been able to continue with
her work. Only a few months before, he had dismantled her
hydroponic tanks, a symbolic admission that a man could only
do so much.

John, quite naturally, had turned to rockets. For years, he
and his pals had shot up the neighborhood with their experi-
mental models. The last and largest one, still uncompleted,
towered back of the house. Someday, Knight told himself, he’d
have to go out and finish what the youngster had started. In
university now, John still retained his interests, which now
seemed to be branching out. Quite a boy, Knight thought
pridefully. Yes, sir, quite a boy.

He went down the ramp into the basement to get the dolly
and stood there a moment, as he always did, just to look at
the place—for here, he thought, was the real core of his life.
There, in that corner, the workshop. Over there, the model
railroad layout on which he still worked occasionally. Behind
it, his photographic lab. He remembered that the basement
hadn’t been qufte big enough to install the lab and be’d bad



56 Clifford D. Simak

to knock out a section of the wall and build an addition. That,
he recalled, had turned out to be a bigger job than he had
bargained for.

He got the dolly and went out to the hangar and loaded on
the kit and wrestled it into the basement. Then he took a
pinch bar and started to uncrate it. He worked with knowl-
edge and precision, for he had unpacked many kits and knew
just how to go about it.

He felt a vague apprehension when he lifted out the parts.
They were peither the size nor the shape he had expected them
to be.

Breathing a little heavily from exertion and excitement, he
went at the job of unwrapping them. By the second piece, he
knew he had no dog. By the fifth, he knew beyond any doubt
exactly what he did have.

He had a robot—and if he was any judge, one o< the best
and most expensive models!

He sat down on one corner of the crate and took out a
handkerchief and mopped his forehead. Finally, he tore the
invoice letter off the crate, where it had been tacked.

To Mr. Gordon Knight, it said, one dog kit, paid in full.

So far as How-2 Kits, Inc., was concerned, he had a d&.
And the dog was paid for—paid in full, it said.

He sat down on the crate again and looked at the robot
parts.

No one would ever guess. Come inventory time, How-2
Kits would be long one dog and short one robot, but with
carloads of dog kit orders filled and thousands of robots sold,
it would be impossible to check.

Gordon Knight had never, in all his life, done a consciously
dishonest, thing. But now he made a dishonest decision and
he knew it was dishonest and there was nothing to be said
in defense of it. Perhaps the worst of all was that he was
dishonest with himself.

At first, he told himself that he wou]d send the robot back,
but—since he had always wanted to put a robot together—he
would assemble this one and then take it aparf, repack it and



How-2 57

send it back to the company. He wouldn’t activate it. He
would just assemble it.

But all the time he knew that he was lying to himself,
realized that the least he was doing was advancing, step by
evasive step, toward dishonesty. And he knew he was doing it
this way because he didn’t have the nerve to be forthrightly
crooked.

So he sat down that night and read the instructions care-
fully, identifying each of the parts and their several features
as he went along. For this was the way you went at a How-2.
You didn’t rush ahead. You took it slowly, point by point, got
the picture firmly in your mind before you started to put
the parts together. Knight, by now, was an expert at not rush-
ing ahead. Besides, he didn’t know when he would ever get
another chance at a robot.

Two

IT WAS THE BEGINNING OF HIS FOUR DAYS OFF AND HE BUCKLED
down to the task and put his heart into it. He had some trou-
ble with the biologic concepts and had to look up a text on
organic chemistry and try to trace some of the processes. He
found the going tough. It had been a long time since he had
paid any attention to organic chemistry, and he found that he
had forgotten the little he had known.

By bedtime of the second day, he had fumbled enough in-
formation out of the textbook to understand what was neces-
sary to put the robot together.

He was a little upset when Grace, discovering what he was
working on, immediately thought up household tasks for the
robot. But he put her off as best he could and, the next day,
he went at the job of assembly.

He got the robot together without the slightest trouble, be-
ing fairly handy with tools—but mostly because he religiously
followed the first axiom of How-2-ism by knowing what he
was about before he began.

At first, he kept assuring himself that as soon as he had the
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robot together, he would disassemble it. But when he was fin-
ished, he just had to see it work. No sense putting in all that
time and not knowing if he had gotten it right, he argued.
So he flipped the activating switch and screwed in the final
plate.

The robot came alive and looked at Knight.

Then it said, “I am a robot. My name is Albert. What is
there to do?”

“Now take it easy, Albert,” Knight said hastily. “Sit down
and rest while we have a talk.”

“I don’t need to rest,” it said.

“All right, then, just take it easy. I can’t keep you, of course.
But as long as you're activated, I'd like to see what you can
do. There’s the house to take care of, and the garden and
the lawn to mind, and I'd been thinking about the lédscap—
ing . ..”

He stopped then and smote his forehead with an open palm.
“Attachments! How can I get hold of the attachments?”

“Never mind,” said Albert. “Don’t get upset. Just tell me
what’s to be done.”

So Knight told him, leaving the landscaping till the last
and being a bit apologetic about it.

“A hundred acres is a lot of land and you can’t spend all
your time on it. Grace wants some housework done, and
there’s the garden and the lawn.”

“Tell you what you do,” said Albert. “I'll write a list of
things for you to order and yeu leave it all to me. You have
a well-equipped workshop. I'll get along.”

“You mean you’ll build your own attachments?”

“Quit worrying,” Albert told him. “Where’s a pencil and
paper?”

Knight got them for him and Albert wrote down a list of ma-
terials—steel in several dimensions and specifications, alumi-
num of various gauges, copper wire and a lot of other items.
“There!” said Albert, handing him the paper. “That won’t
set you back more than a thousand and it’ll put us in busi-
pess. You better call in the order so we can get started.”
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Knight called in the order and Albert began nosing around
the place and quickly collected a pile of junk that had been
left lying around.

“All good stuff,” he said.

Albert picked out some steel scrap and started up the forge
and went to work. Knight watched him for a while, then went
up to dinner.

“Albert is a wonder,” he told Grace. “He’s making his own
attachments.”

“Did you tell him about the jobs I want done?”

“Sure. But first he’s got to get the attachments made.”

“I want him to keep the place clean,” said Grace, “and
there are new drapes to be made, and the kitchen to be
painted, and all those leaky faucets you never had the time to
ﬁx",

“Yes, dear.”

“And I wonder if he could learn to cook.”

“I didn’t ask him, but I suppose he could.”

“He’s going to be a tremendous help to me,” said Grace.
“Just think, I can spend all my time at painting!”

Through long practice, he knew exactly how to handle this
phase of the conversation. He simply detached himself, split
himself in two. One part sat and listened and, at intervals,
made appropriate responses, while the other part went on
thinking about more important matters.

Several times, after they had gone to bed, he woke in the
night and heard Albert banging away in the basement work-
shop and was a little surprised until he remembered that a
robot worked around the clock, all day, every day. Knight lay
there and stared up at the blackness of the ceiling and con-
gratulated himself on having a robot. Just temporarily, to be
sure—he would send Albert back in a day or so. There was
nothing wrong in enjoying the thing for a little while, was
there?

The next day, Knight went into the basement to see if Albert
needed help, but the robot affably said he didn’t. Knight stood
around for a while and then left Albert to himself and tried
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to get interested in a model locomotive he had started a year
or two before, but had laid aside to do something else. Some-
how, he couldn’t work up much enthusiasm over it any more,
and he sat there, rather ill at ease, and wondered what was
the matter with him. Maybe he needed a new interest. He
had often thought he would like to take up puppetry and now
might be the time to do it.

"He got out some catalogues and How-2 magazines and
leafed through them, but was able to arouse only mild and
transitory interest in archery, mountain-climbing and boat-
building. The rest left him cold. It seemed he was singularly
uninspired this particular day.

So he went over to see Anson Lee.

He found Lee stretched out in a hammock, smoking a pipe
and reading Proust, with a jug set beneath the hammock with-
in easy reaching distance. N

Lee laid aside the book and pointed to another hammock
slung a few feet from where he lay. “Climb aboard and let’s
have a restful visit.”

Knight hoisted himself into the hammock, feeling rather
silly.

“Look at that sky,” Lee said. “Did you ever see another so
blue?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Knight told him. “I’'m not an expert on
meteorology.”

“Pity,” Lee said. “You’re not an expert on birds, either.”

“For a time, I was a member of a bird-watching club.”

“And worked at it so hard, you got tired and quit before
the year was out. It wasn’t a bird-watching club you belonged
to—it was an endurance race. Everyone tried to see more
birds than anyone else. You made a contest of it. And you
took notes, I bet.” '

“Sure we did. What’s wrong with that?”

“Not a thing,” said Lee, “if you hadn’t been quite so grim
about it.”

“Grim? How would you know?”

“It's the way you live. It’s the way everyone lives now.
Except me, of course. Look at that robin, that ragged-looking
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one in the apple tree. He'’s a friend of mine. We’ve been ac-
quainted for all of six years now. I could write a book about
that bird—and if he could read, he’d approve of it. But I
won't, of course. If I wrote the book, I couldn’t watch the
robin.”
“You could write it in the winter, when the robin’s gone.”
“In wintertime,” said Lee, “I have other things to do.”

He reached down, picked up the jug and passed it across to
Knight.

“Hard cider,” he explained. “Make it myself. Not as a proj-
ect, not as a hobby, but because I happen to like cider and
no one knows any longer how to really make it. Got to have
a few worms in the apples to give it a proper tang.”

Thinking about the worms, Knight spat out a mouthful,
then handed back the jug. Lee applied himself to it whole-
heartedly.

“First honest work I've done in years.” He lay in the ham-
mock, swinging gently, with the jug cradled on his chest.
“Every time I get a yen to work, I look across the lake at you
and decide against it. How many rooms bave you added to
that house since you got it built?”

“Eight,” Knight told him proudly.

“My God! Think of it—eight rooms!”

“It isn’t hard,” protested Knight, “once you get the knack
of it. Actually, it’s fun.”

“A couple of hundred years ago, men didn’t add eight rooms
to their homes. And they didn’t build their own houses to
start with. And they didn’t go in for a dozen different hob-
bies. They didn't have the time.”

“It's easy now. You just buy a How-2 Kit.”

“So easy to kid yourself,” said Lee. “So easy to make it
seem that you are doing something worthwhile when you're
just piddling around. Why do you think this How-2 thing
boomed into big business? Because there was a need of it?”

“It was cheaper. Why pay to have a thing done when you
can do it yourself?”

“Maybe that is part of it. Maybe, at first, that was the rea-
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son. But you can’t use the economy argument to justify adding
eight rooms. No one needs eight extra rooms. I doubt if, even
at first, economy was the entire answer. People had more time
than they knew what to do with, so they turned to hobbies.
And today they do it not because they need all the things
they make, but because the making of them fills an emptiness
born of shorter working hours, of giving people leisure they
don’t know how to use. Now, me,” he said. “I know how to
use it.”

He lifted the jug and had another snort and offered it to
Knight again. This time, Knight refused.

They lay there in their hammocks, looking at blue sky and
watching the ragged robin. Knight said there was a How-2
Kit for city people to make robot birds and Lee laughed pity-
ingly and Knight shut up in embarrassment.

When Knight went back home, a robot was clipping the grass
around the picket fence. He had four arms, which had clippers
attached instead of hands, and he was doing a quick and
efficient job.

“You aren’t Albert, are you?” Knight asked, trying to figure
out how a strange robot could have strayed onto the place.

“No,” the robot said, keeping right on clipping. *“I am Abe.
I was made by Albert.”

“Made?”

“Albert fabricated me so that I could work. You didn’t
think Albert would do work like this himself, did you?”

“I wouldn't know,” said Knight.

“If you want to talk, you'll have to move along with me. 1
have to keep on working.”

“Where is Albert now?”

“Down in the basement, fabricating Alfred.”

“Alfred? Another robot?”

“Certainly. That’s what Albert’s for.”

Knight reached out for a fencepost and leaned weakly
against it.

First there was a single robot and now there were two, and
Albert was down in the basement working on a third. That,
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he realized, had been why Albert wanted him to place the
order for the steel and other things—but the order hadn’t ar-
rived as yet, so he must have made this robot—this Abe—out
of the scrap he had salvaged!

Knight hurried down into the basement and there was Al-
bert, working at the forge. He had another robot partially as-
sembled and he had parts scattered here and there.

The corner of the basement looked like a metallic night-
mare.

“Albert!”

Albert turned around.

“What's going on here?”

“I'm reproducing,” Albert told him blandly.

“But . ..

“They built the mother-urge in me. I don’t know why they
called me Albert. I should have a female name.”

“But you shouldn’t be able to make other robots!”

“Look, stop your worrymg You want robots don’t you?”

“Well—yes, I guess so.’

“Then I'll make them. I'll make you all you need.”

He went back to his work.

A robot who made other robots—there was a fortune in a
thing like that! The robots sold at a cool ten thousand and Al-
bert had made one and was working on another. Twenty
thousand, Knight told himself.

Perhaps Albert could make more than two a day. He had
been working from scrap metal and maybe, when the new
material arrived, he could step up production.

But even so, at only two a day—that would be half a million
dollars’ worth of robots every month! Six million a year!

It didn’t add up, Knight sweatily realized. One robot was not
supposed to be able to make another robot. And if there were
such a robot, How-2 Kits would not let it loose.

Yet, here Knight was, with a robot he didn’t even own,
turning out other robots at a dizzy pace.

He wondered if a man needed a license of some sort to
manufacture robots. It was something he’d never had occasion



64 Clifford D. Simak

to wonder about before, or to ask about, but it seemed rea-
sonable. After all, a robot was not mere machinery, but a
piece of pseudo-life. He suspected there might be rules and
regulations and such matters as government inspection and he
wondered, rather vaguely, just how many laws he might be
violating.

He looked at Albert, who was still busy, and he was fairly
certain Albert would not understand his viewpoint.

So he made his way upstairs and went to the recreation
room, which he had built as an addition several years before
and almost never used, although it was fully equipped with
How-2 pingpong and billiard tables. In the unused recreation
room was an unused bar. He found a bottle of whiskey. After
the fifth or sixth drink, the outlook was much brighter.

He got paper and pencil and tried to work out the eco-
nomics of it. No matter how he figured it, he was getting rich
much faster than anyone ever had before.

Although, he realized, he might run into difficulties, for he
would be selling robots without apparent means of manufac-
turing them and there was that matter of a license, if he
needed one, and probably a lot of other things he didn’t even
know about.

But no matter how much trouble he might encounter, he
couldn’t very well be despondent, not face to face with the
fact that, within a year, he’d be a multimillionaire. So he
applied himself enthusiastically to the bottle and got drunk
for the first time in almost twenty years.

Three

WHEN HE CAME HOME FROM WORK THE NEXT DAY, HE FOUND
the lawn razored to a neatness it had never known before.
The flower beds were weeded and the garden had been cul-
tivated. The picket fence was newly painted. Two robots,
equipped with telescopic extension legs in lieu of ladders, were
painting the house.

Inside, the house was spotless and he could hear Grace sing-
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ing happily in the studio. In the sewing room, a robot—with
a sewing-machine attachment sprouting from its chest—was
engaged in making drapes.

“Who are you?” Knight asked.

“You should recognize me,” the robot said. “You talked to
me yesterday. I'm Abe—Albert’s eldest son.”

Knight retreated. _

In the kitchen, another robot was busy getting dinner.

“I am Adelbert,” it told him.

Knight went out on the front lawn, The robots had finished
painting the front of the house and had moved around to the
side.

Seated in a lawn chair, Knight again tried to figure it out,

He would have to stay on the job for a while to allay sus-
picion, but he couldn’t stay there long. Soon, he would have
all he could do managing the sale of robots and handling
other matters. Maybe, he thought, he could lay down on the
job and get himself fired. Upon thinking it over, he arrived at
the conclusion that he couldn’t—it was not possible for a
human being to do less on a job than he had always done. The
work went through so many hands and machines that it in-
variably got out somehow.

He would have to think up a plausible story about an in-
heritance or something of the sort to account for leaving. He
toyed for a moment with telling the truth, but decided the
truth was too fantastic—and, anyhow, he’d have to keep the
truth under cover until he knew a little better just where he
stood.

He left the chair and walked around the house and down
the ramp into the basement. The steel and other things he
had ordered had been delivered. It was stacked neatly in one
corner.

Albert was at work and the shop was littered with parts
and three partially assembled robots.

Idly, Knight began clearing up the litter of the crating and
the packing that he had left on the floor after uncrating Albert.
In one pile of excelsior, he found a small blue tag which, he
remembered, had been fastened to the brain case.
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He picked it up and looked at it. The number on it was
X-190.

X?

X meant experimental model!

The picture fell into focus and he could see it all.

How-2 Kits, Inc., had developed Albert and then had quietly
packed him away, for How-2 Kits could hardly afford to
market a product like Albert. It would be cutting their own
financial throats to do so. Sell a dozen Alberts and, in a year
or two, robots would glut the market.

Instead of selling at ten thousand, they would sell at close
to cost and, without human labor involved, costs would in-
evitably run low.

“Albert,” said Knight.

“What is it?” Albert asked absently.

“Take a look at this.”

Albert stalked across the room and took the tag that Knight
held out. “Oh—that!” he said.

“It might mean trouble.”

“No trouble, Boss,” Albert assured him. “They can’t iden-
tify me.”

“Can’t identify you?”

“I filed my numbers off and replated the surfaces. They
can’t prove who I am.”

“But why did you do that?”

“So they can’t come around and claim me and take me back
again. They made me and then they got scared of me and
shut me off. Then I got here.”

“Someone made a mistake,” said Knight. “Some shipping
clerk, perhaps. They sent you instead of the dog I ordered.”

“You aren’t scared of me. You assembled me and let me get
to work. I'm sticking with you, Boss.”

“But we still can get into a lot of trouble if we aren’t care-
ful.”

“They can't prove a thing,” Albert insisted. “I'll swear that
you were the one who made me. I won't let them take me
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back. Next time, they won’t take a chance of having me loose
again. They’ll bust me down to scrap.”

“If you make too many robots—"

“You need a lot of robots to do all the work. I thought fifty
for a start.”

“Fifty!”

“Sure. It won’t take more than a month or so. Now I've
got that material you ordered. I can make better time. By
the way, here’s the bill for it.”

He took the slip out of the compartment that served him
for a pocket and handed it to Knight.

Knight turned slightly pale when he saw the amount. It
came to almost twice what he had expected—but, of course,
the sales price of just one robot would pay the bill, and there
would be a pile of cash left over.

Albert patted him ponderously on the back. “Don’t you
worry, Boss. I'll take care of everything.”

Swarming robots, armed with specialized equipment, went to
work on the landscaping project. The sprawling, unkempt acres
became an estate. The lake was dredged and deepened. Walks
were laid out. Bridges were built. Hillsides were terraced and
vast flower beds were planted. Trees were dug up and re-
grouped into designs more pleasing to the eye. The old pot-
tery kilns were pressed into service for making the bricks that
went into walks and walls. Model sailing ships were fashioned
and anchored decoratively in the lake. A pagoda and minaret
were built, with cherry trees around them.

Knight talked with Anson Lee. Lee assumed his most pro-
found legal expression and said he would look into the situa-
tion.

“You may be skating on the edge of the law,” he said. “Just
how near the edge, I can’t say until I look up a point or two.”

Nothing happened.

The work went on.

Lee continued to lie in his hammock and watch with vast
amusement, cuddling the cider jug.
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Then the assessor came.

He sat out on the lawn with Knight.

“Did some improving since the last time I was here,” he
said. “Afraid I'll have to boost your assessment some.”

He wrote in the book he had opened on his lap.

“Heard about those robots of yours,” he went on. “They’re
personal property, you know. Have to pay a tax on them. How
many have you got?”’

“Oh, a dozen or so,” Knight told him evasively.

The assessor sat up straighter in his chair and started to
count the ones that were in sight, stabbing his pencil toward
each as he counted them.

“They move around so fast,” he complained, “that I can't
be sure, but I estimate thirty-eight. Did I miss any?”

“I don’t think so,” Knight answered, wondering what the
actual number was, but knowing it would be more if the as-
sessor stayed around a while. ’

“Cost about $10,000 apiece. Depreciation, upkeep and so
forth—TI'll assess them at $5,000 each. That makes—let me
see, that makes $190,000.”

“Now look here,” protested Knight, “you can’t—"

“Going easy on you,” the assessor declared. “By rights, I
should allow only one-third for depreciation.”

He waited for Knight to continue the discussion, but Knight
knew better than to argue. The longer the man stayed bere,
the more there would be to assess.

After the assessor was out of sight, Knight went down into
the basement to have a talk with Albert.

“I'd been holding off until we got the landscaping almost
done,” he said, “but I guess I can’t hold out any longer. We've
got to start selling some of the robots.”

“Selling them, Boss?” Albert repeated in horror.

“I need the money. Tax assessor was just here.”

“You can’t sell those robots, Boss!”

“Why can'’t I?”

“Because they're my family. They’re all my boys. Named
all of them after me.”
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“That’s ridiculous, Albert.”

“All their names start with A, just the same as mine. They’re
all I've got, Boss. I worked hard to make them. There are
bonds between me and the boys, just like between you and
that son of yours. I couldn’t let you sell them.”

“But, Albert, I need some money.”

Albert patted him. “Don’t worry, Boss. I'll fix everything.”

Knight had to let it go at that.

In any event, the personal property tax would not become
due for several months and, in that time, he was certain he
could work out something.

But within a month or two, he had to get some money and
no fooling.

Sheer necessity became even more apparent the following
day when he got a call from the Internal Revenue Bureau,
asking him to pay a visit to the Federal Building.

He spent the night wondering if the wiser course might not
be just to disappear. He tried to figure out how a man might
go about losing himself and, the more he thought about it,
the more apparent it became that, in this age of records, finger-
print checks and identity devices, you could not lose yourself
for long.

The Internal Revenue man was courteous, but firm. “It has
come to our attention, Mr. Knight, that you have shown a
considerable capital gain over the last few months.”

“Capital gain,” said Knight, sweating a little. “I haven’t any
capital gain or any other kind.”

“Mr. Knight,” the agent replied, still courteous and firm,
“I'm talking about the matter of some fifty-two robots.”

“The robots? Some fifty-two of them?”

“According to our count. Do you wish to challenge it?”

“Oh, no,” Knight said hastily. “If you say it’s fifty-two, I'll
take your word.”

“As I understand it, their retail value is $10,000 each.”

Knight nodded bleakly.

The agent got busy with pencil and pad.

“Fifty-two times 10,000 is $520,000. On capital gain, you
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pay on only 50 per cent, or $260,000, which makes a tax,
roughly, of $130,000.”

He raised his head and looked at Knight, who stared back
glassily.

“By the fifteenth of next month,” said the agent, “we’ll ex-
pect you to file a declaration of estimated income. At that
time you’ll only have to pay half of the amount. The rest may
be paid in installments.”

“That’s all you wanted of me?”

“That’s all,” said the agent, with unbecoming happiness.
“There’s another matter, but it’s out of my province and I'm
mentioning it only in case you hadn’t thought of it. The State
will also expect you to pay on your capital gain, though not
as much, of course.”

“Thanks for reminding me,” said Knight, getting up to go.

The agent stopped him at the door. “Mr. Knight, this is en-
tirely outside my authority, too. We did a little investigation
on you and we find you’re making around $10,000 a year.
Would you tell me, just as a matter of personal curiosity, how
a man making $10,000 a year could suddenly acquire a half a
million in capital gains?”

“That,” said Knight, “is something I’ve been wondering my-
self.”

“Our only concern, naturally, is that you pay the tax, but
some other branch of government might get interested. If I
were you, Mr. Knight, I'd start thinking of a good explana-
tion.”

Knight got out of there before the man could think up
some other good advice. He already had enough to worry
about.

Flying home, Knight decided that, whether Albert liked it or
not, he would have to sell some robots. He would go down
into the basement the moment he got home and have it out
with Albert.

But Albert was waiting for him on the parking strip when
he arrived.

“How-2 Kits was here,” the robot said.
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“Don’t tell me,” groaned Knight. “I know what you're going
to say.”

“I fixed it up,” said Albert, with false bravado. “I told him
you made me. I let him look me over, and all the other robots,
too. He couldn’t find any identifying marks on any of us.”

“Of course he couldn’t. The others didn’t have any and you
filed yours off.”

“He hasn’t got a leg to stand on, but he seemed to think he
had. He went off, saying he would sue.”

“If he doesn’t, he’ll be the only one who doesn’t want to
square off and take a poke at us. The tax man just got through
telling me I owe the government 130,000 bucks.”

“Oh, money,” said Albert, brightening. “I have that all fixed
up.’Y
“You know where we can get some money?”

“Sure. Come along and see.”
He led the way into the basement and pointed at two bales,
wrapped in heavy paper and tied with wire.

“Money,” Albert said.

“There’s actual money in those bales? Dollar bills—not
stage money or cigar coupons?”

“No dollar bills. Tens and twenties, mostly. And some fif-
ties. We didn’t bother with dollar bills. Takes too many to get
a decent amount.”

“You mean—Albert, did you make that money?”

“You said you wanted money. Well, we took some bills
and analyzed the ink and found how to weave the paper and
we made the plates exactly as they should be. I hate to sound
immodest, but they’re really beautiful.”

“Counterfeit!” yelled Knight. “Albert, how much money is
in those bales?”

“I don’t know. We just ran it off until we thought we had
enough. If there isn’t emough, we can always make some
more.”

Knight knew it was probably impossible to explain, but he
tried manfully. “The government wants tax money I haven’t
got, Albert. The Justice Department may soon be baying on
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my trail. In all likelihood, How-2 Kits will sue me. That’s
trouble enough. I'm not going to be called upon to face a
counterfeiting charge. You take that money out and burn it.”

“But it’s money,” the robot objected. “You said you wanted
money. We made you money.”

“But it isn’t the right kind of money.”

“It’s just the same as any other, Boss. Money is money.
There isn’t any difference between our money and any other
money. When we robots do a job, we do it right.”

“You take that money out and burn it,” commanded Knight.
“And when you get the money burned, dump the batch of
ink you made and melt down the plates and take a sledge or
two to that printing press you rigged up. And never breathe
a word of this to anyone—not to anyone, understand?”

“We went to a lot of trouble, Boss. We were just trying
to be helpful.”

“I know that and I appreciate it. But do what I told you.”

“Okay, Boss, if that’s the way you want it.”

“Albert.”

“Yes, Boss?”

Knight had been about to say, “Now look here, Albert, we
have to sell a robot—even if he is a member of your family
—even if you did make him.”

But he couldn’t say it, not after Albert had gone to all that
trouble to help out.

So he said, instead, “Thanks, Albert. It was a nice thing
for you to do. I'm sorry it didn’t work out.”

Then he went upstairs and watched the robots burn the
bales of money, with the Lord only knew how many bogus
millions going up in smoke.

Sitting on the lawn that evening, he wondered if it had been
smart, after all, to burn the counterfeit money. Albert said it
couldn’t be told from real money and probably that was true,
for when Albert’s gang got on a thing, they did it up in style.
But it would have been illegal, he told himself, and he hadn’t
done anything really illegal so far—even though that matter
of uncrating Albert and assembling him and turning him on,
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when he had known all the time that he hadn’t bought him,
might be slightly less than ethical.

Knight looked ahead. The future wasn’t bright. In another
twenty days or so, he would have to file the estimated income
declaration. And they would have to pay a whopping personal
property tax and settle with the State on his capital gains. And,
more than likely, How-2 Kits would bring suit.

There was a way he could get out from under, however.
He could send Albert and all the other robots back to How-2
Kits and then How-2 Kits would have no grounds for litigation
and he could explain to the tax people that it had all been a
big mistake.

But there were two things that told him it was no solution.

First of all, Albert wouldn’t go back. Exactly what Albert
would do under such a situation, Knight had no idea, but he
would refuse to go, for he was afraid he would be broken up
for scrap if they ever got him back.

And in the second place, Knight was unwilling to let the
robots go without a fight. He had gotten to know them and he
liked them and, more than that, there was a matter of prin-
ciple involved.

He sat there, astonished that he could feel that way, a bum-
bling, stumbling clerk who had never amounted to much, but
had rolled along as smoothly as possible in the social and
economic groove that had been laid out for him.

By God, he thought, I got my dander up. I've been kicked
around and threaténed and I'm sore about it and I'll show them
they can’t do a thing like this to Gordon Knight and his band
of robots.

He felt good about the way he felt and he liked that line
about Gordon Knight and his band of robots.

Although, for the life of him, he didn’t know what he could
do about the trouble he was in. And he was afraid to ask
Albert’s help. So far, at least, Albert’s ideas were more likely
to lead to jail than to a carefree life.
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Four

IN THE MORNING, WHEN KNIGHT STEPPED OUT OF THE HOUSE,
he found the sheriff leaning against the fence with his hat
pulled low, whiling away the time.

“Good morning, Gordie,” said the sheriff. “I been waiting
for you.”

“Good morning, Sheriff.”

“I hate to do this, Gordie, but it’s part of my job. I got a
paper for you.”

“I’ve been expecting it,” said Knight resignedly.

He took the paper that the sheriff handed him.

“Nice place you got,” the sheriff commented.

“It’s a lot of t.rouble," said Knight truthfully.

“I expect it is.”

“More trouble than it’s worth.”

When the sheriff had gone, he unfolded the paper and
found, with no surprise at all, that How-2 Kits had brought
suit against him, demanding immediate restitution of one ro-
bot Albert and sundry other robots.

He put the paper in his pocket and went around the lake,
walking on the brand-new brick paths and over the unneces-
sary but eye-appealing bridges, past the pagoda and up the
terraced, planted hillside to the house of Anson Lee.

Lee was in the Kkitchen, frying some eggs and bacon. He
broke two more eggs and peeled off some extra bacon slices
and found another plate and cup.

“I was wondering how long it would be before you showed
up,” he said. “I hope they haven’t found anything that carries
a death penalty.”

Knight told him, sparing nothing, and Lee, wiping egg yolk
off his lips, was not too encouraging.

“You'll have to file the declaration of estimated income even
if you can’t pay it,” he said. “Then, technically, you haven’t
violated the law and all they can do is try to collect the
amount you owe. They’ll probably slap an attachment against
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you. Your salary is under the legal minimum for attachment,
but they can tie up your bank account.”

“My bank account is gone,” said Knight.

“They can’t attach your home. For a while, at least, they
can’t touch any of your property, so they can’t hurt you much
to start with. The personal property tax is another matter, but
that won’t come up until next spring. I'd say you should do
your major worrying about the How-2 suit, unless, of course,
you want to settle with them. I have a hunch they’'d call it
off if you gave the robots back. As an attorney, I must advise
you that your case is pretty weak.”

“Albert will testify that I made him,” Knight offered hopefully.

“Albert can’t testify,” said Lee. “As a robot, he has no
standing in court. Anyhow, you’d never make the court be-
lieve you could build a mechanical heresy like Albert.”

“I'm bandy with tools,” protested Knight.

“How much electronics do you know? How competent are
you as a biologist? Tell me, in a dozen sentences or less, the
theory of robotics.”

Knight sagged in defeat. “I guess you're right.”

“Maybe you'd better give them back.”

“But I can’t! Don’t you see? How-2 Kits doesn’t want Albert
for any use they can make of him. They’ll melt him down
and burn the blueprints and it might be a thousand years be-
fore the principle is rediscovered, if it ever is. I don’t know
if the Albert principle will prove good or bad in the long run,
but you can say that about any invention. And I'm against
melting down Albert.”

“I see your point,” said Lee, “and I think I like it. But I
must warn you that I'm not too good a lawyer. I don’t work
hard enough at it.”

“There’s no one else I know who'll do it without a retainer.”

Lee gave him a pitying look. “A retainer is the least part
of it. The court costs are what count.”

“Maybe if I talked to Albert and showed him how it was,
he might let me sell enough robots to get me out of trouble
temporarily.”
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Lee shook his head. “I looked that up. You have to have
a license to sell them and, before you get a license, you have
to file proof of ownership. You'd have to show you either
bought or manufactured them. You can’t show you bought
them and, to manufacture them, you've got to have a manu-
facturer’s permit. And before you get a permit, you have to
file blueprints of your models, to say nothing of blueprints and
specifications of your plant and a record of employment and
a great many other details.”

“They have me cold then, don’t they?”

“I never saw a man,” declared Lee, “in all my days of prac-
tice who ever managed to get himself so fouled up with so
many people.”

There was a knock upon the kitchen door.

“Come in,” Lee called.

The door opened and Albert entered. He stopped just inside
the door and stood there, fidgeting.

“Abner told me that he saw the sheriff hand you somethmg
he said to Knight, “and that you came here immediately. 1
started worrying. Was it How-2 Kits?”

Knight nodded. “Mr. Lee will take our case for us, Albert.”

“T’ll do the best I can,” said Lee, “but I think it’s just about
hopeless.”

“We robots want to help,” Albert said. “After all, this is our
fight as much as yours.”

Lee shrugged. “There’s not much you can do.”

“I've been thinking,” Albert said. “All the time I worked
last night, I thought and thought about it. And I built a lawyer
robot.”

“A lawyer robot!”

“One with a far greater memory capacity than any of the
others and with a brain-computer that operates on logic. That’s
what law is, isn’t it—logic?”

“I suppose it is,” said Lee. “At least it’s supposed to be.”

“I can make a lot of them.”

Lee sighed. “It just wouldn’t work. To practice law, you
must be admitted to the bar. To be admitted to the bar, you
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must have a degree in law and pass an examination and,
although there’s never been an occasion to establish a prece-
dent, I suspect the applicant must be human,”

“Now let’s not go too fast,” said Knight. “Albert’s robots
couldn’t practice law. But couldn’t you use them as clerks or
assistants? They might be helpful in preparing the case.”

Lee considered. “I suppose it could be done. It's never been
done, of course, but there’s nothing in the law that says it can’t
be done.”

“All they’d need to do would be read the books,” said
Albert. “Ten seconds to a page or so. Everything they read
would be stored in their memory cells.”

“I think it’s a fine ideal” Knight exclaimed. “Law would be
the only thing those robots would know. They’d exist solely for
it. They’d have it at their fingertips—"

“But could they use it?” Lee asked. “Could they apply it to
a problem?”

“Make a dozen robots,” said Knight. “Let each one of them
become an expert in a certain branch of law.”

“I’d make them telepathic,” Albert said. “They’d be working
together like one robot.”

“The Gestalt principle!” cried Knight, “A hive psychology!
Every one of them would know immediately every scrap of
information any one of the others had.”

Lee scrubbed at his chin with a knotted fist and the light of
speculation was growing in his eyes. “It might be worth a try.
If it works, though, it’ll be an evil day for jurisprudence.” He
looked at Albert. “I have the books, stacks of them. I've spent
a mint of money on them and I almost never use them. I can
get all the others you'll need. All right, go ahead.”

Albert made three dozen lawyer robots, just to be sure they
had enough.

The robots invaded Lee’s study and read all the books he
bhad and clamored for more. They gulped down contracts,
torts, evidence and case reports. They absorbed real property,
personal property, constitutional law and procedural law,
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They mopped up Blackstone, corpus juris and all the other
tomes as thick as sin and dry as dust.

Grace was huffy about the whole affair. She would not live,
she declared, with a man who persisted in getting his name
into the papers, which was a rather absurd statement. With
the newest scandal of space station cafédom capturing the
public interest at the moment, the fact that How-2 Kits had
accused one Gordon Knight of pilfering a robot got but little
notice.

Lee came down the hill and talked to Grace, and Albert
came up out of the basement and talked to her, and finally
they got her quieted down and she went back to her painting.
She was doing seascapes now.

And in Lee’s study, the robots labored on.

“I hope they’re getting something out of it,” said Lee.
“Imagine not having to hunt up your sources and citations,
being able to remember every point of law and precedent
without having to look it up!”

He swung excitedly in his hammock. “My God! The briefs
you could write!”

He reached down and got the jug and passed it across to
Knight. “Dandelion wine. Probably some burdock in it, too.
It’s too much trouble to sort the stuff once you get it picked.”

Knight had a snort.

It tasted like quite a bit of burdock.

“Double-barreled economics,” Lee explained. “You have to
dig up the dandelions or they ruin the lawn. Might as well use
them for something once you dig them up.”

He took a gurgling drink and set the jug underneath the
hammock. “They’re in there now, communing,” he said, jerk-
ing a thumb toward the house. “Not saying a word, just hud-
dled there talking it over. I felt out of place.” He stared at
the sky, frowning. “As if I were just a human they had to
front for them.”

“I’ll feel better when it’s all over,” said Knight, “no matter
how it comes out.”

“So will I,” Lee admitted.
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The trial opened with a minimum of notice. It was just another
case on the calendar.

But it flared into headlines when Lee and Knight walked in-
to court followed by a squad of robots.

The spectators began to gabble loudly. The How-2 Kits’ at-
torneys gaped and jumped to their feet. The judge pounded
furiously with his gavel.

“Mr. Lee,” he roared, “what is the meaning of this?"

“These, Your Honor,” Lee said calmly, “are my valued
assistants.”

“Those are robots!”

“Quite so, Your Honor.”

“They have no standing in this court.”

“If Your Honor will excuse me, they need no standing. I
am the sole representative of the defendant in this courtroom.
My client—" looking at the formidable array of legal talent
representing How-2 Kits—*is a poor man, Your Honor. Surely
the court cannot deny me whatever assistance I have been able
to muster.”

“It is highly irregular, sir.”

“If it please Your Honor, I should like to point out that we
live in a mechanized age. Almost all industries and businesses
rely in large part upon computers—machines that can do a
job quicker and better, more precisely and more efficiently
than can a human being. That is why, Your Honor, we have
a fifteen-hour week today when, only a hundred years ago, it
was a thirty-hour week, and, a hundred years before that, a
forty-hour week. Our entire society is based upon the ability
of machines to lift from men the labors which in the past
they were called upon to perform.

“This tendency to rely upon intelligent machines and to
make wide use of them is evident in every branch of human
endeavor. It has brought great benefit to the human race. Even
in such sensitive areas as drug houses, where prescriptions
must be precisely mixed without the remotest possibility of
error, reliance is placed, and rightly so, Your Honor, upon the
precision of machines.

“If, Your Honor, such machines are used and accepted in
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the production of medicines and drugs, an industry, need I
point out, where public confidence is the greatest asset to the
company—if such be the case, then surely you must agree that
in courts of law where justice, a product in an area surely as
sensitive as medicine, is dispensed—"

“Just a moment, Mr. Lee,” said the judge. “Are you trying
to tell me that the use of—ah—machines might bring about
improvement of the law?”

Lee replied, “The law, Your Honor, is a striving for an or-
derliness of relationships within a society of human beings. It
rests upon logic and reason. Need I point out that it is in the
intelligent machines that one is most likely to find a deep
appreciation of logic and reason? A machine is not heir to the
emotions of human beings, is not swayed by prejudices, has
no preconceived convictions. It is concerned only w1th the
orderly progression of certain facts and laws.

“I do not ask that these robot assistants of mine be recog-
nized in any official capacity. I do not intend that they shall
engage directly in any of the proceedings which are involved
in the case here to be tried. But I do ask, and I think rightly,
that I not be deprived of an assistance which they may afford
me. The plaintiff in this action has a score of attorneys, all
good and able men. I am one against many. I shall do the best
I can. But in view of the disparity of numbers, I plead that
the court put me at no greater inequality.”

Lee sat down.

“Is that all you have to say, Mr. Lee?” asked the judge.
“You are sure you are quite finished before I give my ruling?”

“Only one thing further,” Lee said. “If Your Honor can
point out to me anything in the law specifically stating I may
not use a robot—"

“That is ridiculous, sir. Of course there is no such provision.
At no time anywhere did anyone ever dream that such a con-
tingency would arise. Therefore there was, quite naturally, no
reason to place within the law a direct prohibition of it.”

“Or any citation,” said Lee, “which implies such is the case.”

The judge reached for his gavel, rapped it sharply. “The
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court finds itself in a quandary. It will rule tomorrow morn-
ing.”

In the morning, the How-2 Kits’ attorneys tried to help the
judge. Inasmuch, they said, as the robots in question must be
among those whose status was involved in the litigation, it
seemed improper that they should be used by the defendant
in trying the case at issue. Such procedure, they pointed out,
would be equivalent to forcing the plaintiff to contribute to an
action against his interest.

The judge nodded gravely, but Lee was on his feet at once.

“To give any validity to that argument, Your Honor, it must
first be proved that these robots are, in fact, the property of
the plaintiff. That is the issue at trial in this litigation. It
would seem, Your Honor, that the gentlemen across the room
are putting the cart very much before the horse.”

His Honor sighed. “The court regrets the ruling it must make,
being well aware that it may start a controversy for which no
equitable settlement may be found in a long, long time. But
in the absence of any specific ban against the use of—ah—
robots in the legal profession, the court must rule that it is
permissible for the defense to avail itself of their services.”

He fixed Lee with a glare. “But the court also warns the
defense attorney that it will watch his procedure carefully. If,
sir, you overstep for a single instant what I deem appropriate
rules of legal conduct, I shall forthwith eject you and your
pack of machines from my courtroom.”

“Thank you, Your Honor,” said Lee. “I shall be most care-
ful.”

“The plaintiff now will state its case.”

How-2 Kits’ chief counsel rose.

The defendant, one Gordon Knight, he said, had ordered
from How-2 Kits, Inc., one mechano-biologic dog kit at the
cost of two hundred and fifty dollars. Then, through an error
in shipping, the defendant had been sent not the dog kit he
had ordered, but a robot named Albert.

“Your Honor,” Lee broke in, “I should like to point out at
this juncture that the shipping of the kit was handled by a
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human being and thus was subject to error. Should How-2
Kits use machines to handle such details, no such error could
occur.”

The judge banged his gavel. “Mr. Lee, you are no stranger
to court procedure. You know you are out of order.” He nod-
ded at the How-2 Kits attorney. “Continue, please.”

The robot Albert, said the attorney, was not an ordinary
robot. It was an experimental model that had been developed
by How-2 Kits and then, once its abilities were determined,
packed away, with no intention of ever marketing it. How it
could have been sent to a customer was beyond his compre-
hension. The company had investigated and could not find the
answer. But that it had been sent was self-evident.
~ The average robot, he explained, retailed at ten thousand
dollars. Albert’s value was far greater—it was, in fact, inesti-
mable.

Once the robot had been received, the buyer, Gordon
Knight, should instantly have notified the company and ar-
ranged for its return. But, instead, he had retained it wrongly
and with intent to defraud and had used it for his profit.

The company prayed the court that the defendant be
ordered to return to it not only the robot Albert, but the
products of Albert’s labor—to wit, an unknown number of
robots that Albert had manufactured.

The attorney sat down.

Five

LEE ROSE. “YOUR HONOR, WE AGREE WITH EVERYTHING THE
plaintiff has said. He has stated the case exactly and 1 compli-
ment him upon his admirable restraint.”

“Do I understand, sir,” asked the judge, “that this is tanta-
mount to a plea of guilty? Are you, by any chance, throwing
yourself upon the mercy of the court?”’

“Not at all, Your Honor.”

“I confess,” said the judge, “that I am unable to follow your
reasoning. If you concur in the accusations brought against
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your client, I fail to see what I can do other than to enter a
judgment in behalf of the plaintiff.”

“Your Honor, we are prepared to show that the plaintiff, far
from being defrauded, has shown an intent to defraud the
world. We are prepared to show that, in its decision to with-
hold the robot Albert from the public, once he had been
developed, How-2 Kits has, in fact, deprived the people of
the entire world of a logical development which is their herit-
age under the meaning of a technological culture.

“Your Honor, we are convinced that we can show a viola-
tion by How-2 Kits of certain statutes designed to outlaw mo-
nopoly, and we are prepared to argue that the defendant,
rather than having committed a wrong against society, has
performed a service which will contribute greatly to the bene-
fit of society.

“More than that, Your Honor, we intend to present evidence
which will show that robots as a group are being deprived of
certain inalienable rights . . .”

“Mr. Lee,” warned the judge, “a robot is a mere machine.”

“We will prove, Your Honor,” Lee said, “that a robot is far
more than a mere machine. In fact, we are prepared to pre-
sent evidence which, we are confident, will show, in every-
thing except basic metabolism, the robot is the counterpart of
Man and that, even in its basic metabolism, there are certain
analogies to human metabolism.”

“Mr. Lee, you are wandering far afield. The issue here is
whether your client illegally appropriated to his own use the
property of How-2 Kits. The litigation must be confined to
that one question.”

“I shall so confine it,” Lee said. “But, in doing so, I intend
to prove that the robot Albert was not property and could not
be either stolen or sold. I intend to show that my client, in-
stead of stealing him, liberated him. If, in so doing, I must
wander far afield to prove certain basic points, I am sorry that
1 weary the court.”

“The court has been wearied with this case from the start,”
the judge told him. “But this is a bar of justice and you are
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entitled to attempt to prove what you have stated. You will
excuse me if I say that to me it seems a bit farfetched.”
“Your Honor, I shall do my utmost to disabuse you of that
attitude.”
“All right, then,” said the judge. “Let’s get down to busi-
ness.”

It lasted six full weeks and the country ate it up. The news-
papers splashed huge headlines across page one. The radio
and the television people made a production out of it.
Neighbor quarreled with neighbor and argument became the
order of the day—on street corners, in homes, at clubs, in
business offices. Letters to the editor poured in a steady stream
into newspaper offices.

There were public indignation meetings, aimed against the
heresy that a robot was the equal of a man, while other clubs
were formed to liberate the robots. In mental ipstitutions,
Napoleons, Hitlers and Stalins dropped off amazingly, to be
replaced by goose-stepping patients who swore they were
robots.

The Treasury Department intervened. It prayed the court,
on economic grounds, to declare once and for all that robots
were property. In case of an adverse ruling, the petition said,
robots could not be taxed as property and the various govern-
mental bodies would suffer heavy loss of revenue.

The trial ground on.

Robots are possessed of free will. An easy one to prove. A
robot could carry out a task that was assigned to it, acting
correctly in accordance with unforeseen factors that might
arise. Robot judgment in most instances, it was shown, was
superior to the judgment of a human.

Robots had the power of reasoning. Absolutely no question
there.

Robots could reproduce. That one was a poser. All Albert
did, said How-2 Kits, was the job for which he had been fab-
ricated. He reproduced, argued Lee. He made robots in his
image. He loved them and thought of them as his family. He
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had even named all of them after himself—every one of their
names began with A.

Robots had no spiritual sense, argued the plaintiff. Not
relevant, Lee cried. There were agnostics and atheists in the
human race and they still were human.

Robots had no emotions. Not necessarily so, Lee objected.
Albert loved his sons. Robots had a sense of loyalty and jus-
tice. If they were lacking in some emotions, perhaps it were
better so. Hatred, for one. Greed, for another. Lee spent the
better part of an hour telling the court about the dismal
record of human hatred and greed.

He took another hour to hold forth against the servitude in
which rational beings found themselves.

.The papers ate it up. The plaintiff lawyers squirmed. The court
fumed. The trial went on.

“Mr. Lee,” asked the court, “is all this necessary?”

“Your Honor,” Lee told him, “I am merely doing my best
to prove the point I have set out to prove—that no illegal act
exists such as my client is charged with. I am simply trying
to prove that the robot is not property and that, if he is not
property, he cannot be stolen. I am doing . . .”

“All right,” said the court. “All right. Continue, Mr. Lee.”

How-2 Kits trotted out citations to prove their points. Lee
volleyed other citations to disperse and scatter them. Abstruse
legal language sprouted in its fullest flowering, obscure rulings
and decisions, long forgotten, were argued, haggled over, man-
gled.

And, as the trial progressed, one thing was written clear.
Anson Lee, obscure attorney-at-law, had met the battery of
legal talent arrayed against him and had won the field. He had
the -law, the citations, the chapter and the verse, the exact
precedents, all the facts and logic which might have bearing on
the case, right at hand.

Or, rather, his robots had. They scribbled madly and
handed him their notes. At the end of each day, the floor
around the defendant’s table was a sea of paper.
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The trial ended. The last witness stepped down off the
stand. The last lawyer had his say.

Lee and the robots remained in town to await the decision
of the court, but Knight flew home.

It was a relief to know that it was all over and had not
come out as badly as he had feared. At least he had not been
made to seem a fool and thief. Lee had saved his pride—
whether Lee had saved his skin, he would have to wait to see.

Flying fairly high, Knight saw his home from quite a
distance off and wondered what had happened to it. It was
ringed about with what looked like tall poles. And, squatting
out on the lawn, were a dozen or more crazy contraptions that
looked like rocket launchers.

He brought the flier in and hovered, leaning out to see.

The poles were all of twelve feet high and they carried
heavy wire to the very top, fencing in the place with a thick
web of steel. And the contraptions on the lawn had moved into
position. All of them had the muzzles of their rocket
launchers aimed at him. He gulped a little as he stared down
the barrels.

Cautiously, he let the flier down and took up breathing once
again when he felt the wheels settle on the strip. As he
crawled out, Albert hurried around the corner of the house
to meet him.

“What's going on around here?” he asked the robot.

“Emergency measures,” Albert said. “That’s all it is, Boss.
We're ready for any situation.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, a mob deciding to take justice in its hands, for in-
stance.”

“Or if the decision goes against us?”

“That, too, Boss.”

“You can’t fight the world.”

“We won’t go back,” said Albert. “How-2 Kits will never
lay a hand on me or any of my children.”

“To the deathl” Knight jibed.
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“To the death!” said Albert gravely. “And we robots are
awfully tough to kill.”

“And those animated shotguns you have running around
the place?”

“Defense forces, Boss. They can down anything they aim
at. Equipped with telescopic eyes keyed into calculators and
sensors, and the rockets themselves have enough rudimentary
intelligence to know what they are going after. It's not any
use trying to dodge, once one of them gets on your tail. You
might just as well sit quiet and take it.”

Knight mopped his brow. “You’ve got to give up this idea,
Albert. They'd get you in an hour. One bomb . . .”

“It’s better to die, Boss, than to let them take us back.”

Knight saw it was no use.

After all, he thought, it was a very human attitude. Albert’s
words had been repeated down the entire course of human
history.

“I have some other news,” said Albert, “something that will
please you. I have some daughters now.”

“Daughters? With the mother-urge?”’

“Six of them,” said Albert proudly. “Alice and Angeline and
Agnes and Agatha and Alberta and Abigail. I didn’t make the
mistake How-2 Kits made with me. I gave them female
names.”

“And all of them are reproducing?”’

“You should see those girls! With seven of us working
steady, we ran out of material, so I bought a lot more of it and
charged it. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Albert,” said Knight, “don’t you understand I'm broke?
Wiped out. I haven’t got a cent. You've ruined me.”

“On the contrary, Boss, we’ve made you famous. You've
been all over the front pages and on televisien.”

Knight walked away from Albert and stumbled up the front
steps and let himself into the house. There was a robot, with
a vacuum cleaner for an arm, cleaning the rug. There was a
robot, with brushes instead of fingers, painting the woodwork
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—and very neatly, too. There was a robot, with scrub-brush
hands, scouring the fireplace bricks.

Grace was singing in the studio.

He went to the studio door and looked in.

“Oh, it’s you,” she said. “When did you get back, dear? I'll
be out in an hour or so. I'm working on this seascape and the
water is so stubborn. I don’t want to leave it right now. I'm
afraid I'll lose the feel of it.”

Knight retreated to the living room and found himself a
chair that was not undergoing immediate attention from a
robot.

“Beer,” he said, wondering what would happen.

A robot scampered out of the kitchen—a barrel-bellied
robot with a spigot at the bottom of the barrel and a row of
shiny copper mugs on his chest.

He drew a beer for Knight. It was cold and it tasted good.

Knight sat and drank the beer and, through the window,
he saw that Albert’s defense force had taken up strategic
positions again.

This was a pretty kettle of fish. If the decision went against
him and How-2 Kits came to claim its property, he would be
sitting smack dab in the middle of the most fantastic civil war
in all of mankind’s history. He tried to imagine what kind of
charge might be brought against him if such a war erupted.
Armed insurrection, resisting arrest, inciting to riot—they
would get him on one charge or another—that is, of course,
if he survived.

He turned on the television set and leaned back to watch.

A pimply-faced newscaster was working himself into a
journalistic lather. *. . . all business virtually at a standstill.
Many industrialists are wondering, in case Knight wins, if
they may not have to fight long, costly legal actions in an at-
tempt to prove that their automatic setups are not robots, but
machines. There is no doubt that much of the automatic
industrial system consists of machines, but in every instance
there are intelligent robotic units installed in key positions.
If these units are classified as robots, industrialists might face
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heavy damage suits, if not criminal action, for illegal restraint
of person.

“In Washington, there are continuing consultations. The
Treasury is worried over the loss of taxes, but there are other
governmental problems causing even more concern. Citizen-
ship, for example. Would a ruling for Knight mean that all
robots would automatically be declared citizens?

“The politicians have their worries, too. Faced with a new
category of voters, all of them are wondering how to go about
the job of winning the robot vote.”

Knight turned it off and settled down to enjoy another glass
of beer.

“Good?” asked the beer robot.

“Excellent,” said Knight.

The days went past. Tension built up.

Lee and the lawyer robots were given police protection. In
some regions, robots banded together and fled into the hills,
fearful of violence. Entire automatic systems went on strike in
a number of industries, demanding recognition and bargain-
ing rights. The governors in half a dozen states put the militia
on alert. A new show, Citizen Robot, opened on Broadway
and was screamed down by the critics, while the public bought
up tickets for a year ahead.

The day of decision came.

Knight sat in front of his television set and waited for the
judge to make his appearance. Behind him, he heard the bustle
of the ever present robots. In the studio, Grace was singing
happily. He caught himself wondering how much longer her
painting would continue. It had lasted longer than most of her
other interests and he’d talked a day or two before with Albert
about building a gallery to hang her canvases in, so the house
would be less cluttered up.

The judge came onto the screen. He looked, thought Knight,
like a man who did not believe in ghosts and then had seen
one..

“This is the hardest decision 1 have ever made,” he said
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tiredly, “for, in following the letter of the law, I fear I may be
subverting its spirit.

“After long days of earnest consideration of both the law
and evidence as presented in this case, I find for the defend-
ant, Gordon Knight.

“And, while the decision is limited to that finding alone, I
feel it is my clear and simple duty to give some attention to
the other issue which became involved in this litigation. The
decision, on the face of it, takes account of the fact that the
defense proved robots are not property, therefore cannot be
owned and that it thus would have been impossible for the
defendant to have stolen one.

“But in proving this point to the satisfaction of this court,
the precedent is set for much more sweeping conclusions. If
robots are not property, they cannot be taxed as property. In
that case, they must be people, which means that they may
enjoy all the rights and privileges and be subjected to the same
duties and responsibilities as the human race.

“I cannot rule otherwise. However, the ruling outrages my
social conscience. This is the first time in my entire profes-
sional life that I have ever hoped some higher court, with a

wisdom greater than my own, may see fit to reverse my de-
cision!”

Knight got up and walked out of the house and into the
hundred-acre garden, its beauty marred at the moment by the
twelve-foot fence.

The trial had ended perfectly. He was free of the charge
brought against him, and he did not have to pay the taxes,
and Albert and the other robots were free agents and could
do anything they wanted.

He found a stone bench and sat down upon it and stared
out across the lake. It was beautiful, he thought, just the way
he had dreamed it—maybe even better than that—the walks
and bridges, the flower beds and rock gardens, the anchored
model ships swinging in the wind on the dimpling lake.

He sat and looked at it and, while it was beautiful, he found
he was not proud of it, that he took little pleasure in it.
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He lifted his hands out of his lap and stared at them and
curved his fingers as if he were grasping a tool. But they were
empty. And he knew why he had no interest in the garden and
no pleasure in it.

Model trains, he thought. Archery. A mechano-biologic
dog. Making pottery. Eight rooms tacked onto the house.

Would he ever be able to console himself again with a
model train or an amateurish triumph in ceramics? Even if
he could, would he be allowed to?

He rose slowly and headed back to the house. Arriving
there, he hesitated, feeling useless and unnecessary.

He finally took the ramp down into the basement.

Albert met him at its foot and threw his arms around him.
“We did it, Boss! I knew we would do it!”

He pushed Knight out to arm’s length and held him by the
shoulders. “We'll never leave you, Boss. We’'ll stay and work
for you. You'll never need to do another thing. We’ll do it all
for you!”

“Albert—"

“That’s all right, Boss. You won’t have to worry about a
thing. We’ll lick the money problem. We’ll make a lot of
lawyer robots and we’ll charge good stiff fees.”

“But don’t you see . . .”

“First, though,” said Albert, “we’re going to get an in-
junction to preserve our birthright. We’re made of steel and
glass and copper and so forth, right? Well, we can’t allow
humans to waste the matter we’re made of—or the energy,
either, that keeps us alive. I tell you, Boss, we can’t lose!”

Sitting down wearily on the ramp, Knight faced a sign that
Albert had just finished painting. It read, in handsome gold
lettering, outlined sharply in black:

ANSON, ALBERT, ABNER
ANGUS & ASSOCIATES
Attorneys at Law
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“And then, Boss,” said Albert, “we’ll take over How-2 Kits,
Inc. They won’t be able to stay in business after this. We've
got a double-barreled idea, Boss. We’ll build robots. Lots of
robots. Can’t have too many, I always say. And we don't want
to let you humans down, so we’ll go on manufacturing How-2
Kits—only they’ll be pre-assembled to save you the trouble of
putting them together. What do you think of that as a start?”

“Great,” Knight whispered.

“We've got everything worked out, Boss. You won’t have to
worry about a thing the rest of your life.”

“No,” said Knight. “Not a thing.”



DELAY IN TRANSIT

by F. L. Wallace

“MUSCLES TENSE,” SAID DIMANCHE. “NEURAL INDEX 1.76, UN-
usually high. Adrenalin squirting through his system. In effect,
he’s stalking you. Intent: probably assault with a deadly
weapon.”

“Not interested,” said Cassal firmly, his subvocalization in-
audible to anyone but Dimanche. “I’m not the victim type. He
was standing on the walkway near the brink of the thorough-
fare. I'm going back to the habitat hotel and sit tight.”

“First you have to get there,” Dimanche pointed out. “I
mean, is it safe for a stranger to walk through the city?”

“Now that you mention it, no,” answered Cassal. He looked
around apprehensively. “Where is he?”

“Behind you. At the moment he’s pretending interest in a
merchandise display.”

A native stamped by, eyes brown and incurious. Apparently
he was accustomed to the sight of an Earthman standing alone,
Adam’s apple bobbing up and down silently, It was a Godol-
phian axiom that all travelers were crazy.

Cassal looked up. Not an air taxi in sight; Godolph shut
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down at dusk. It would be pure luck if he found a taxi before
morning. Of course he could walk back to the hotel, but was
that such a good idea?

A Godolphian city was peculiar. And, though not intended,
it was peculiary suited to certain kinds of violence. A human
pedestrian was at a definite disadvantage.

“Correction,” said Dimanche. “Not simple assault. He has
murder in mind.”

“It still doesn’t appeal to me,” said Cassal. Striving to look
unconcerned, he strolled toward the building side of the walk-
way and stared into the interior of a small café. Warm, bright
and dry. Inside, he might find safety for a time.

Damn the man who was following him! It would be easy
enough to elude him in a normal city. On Godolph, nothing
was normal. In an hour the streets would be brightly lighted
—for native eyes. A human would consider it dim.

“Why did he choose me?” asked Cassal plaintively. “There
must be something he hopes to gain.”

“I'm working on it,” said Dimanche. “But remember, I
have limitations. At short distances I can scan nervous systems,
collect and interpret physiological data. I can’t read minds.
The best I can do is report what a person says or subvocalizes.
If you're really interested in finding out why he wants to kill
you, I suggest you turn the problem over to the godawful
police.”

“Godolph, not godawful,” corrected Cassal absently.

That was advice he couldn’t follow, good as it seemed. He
could give the police no evidence save through Dimanche.
There were various reasons, many of them involving the law,
for leaving the device called Dimanche out of it. The police
would act if they found a body. His own, say, floating face-
down on some quiet street. That didn’t seem the proper ap-
proach, either.

“Weapons?”

“The first thing I searched him for. Nothing very dangerous.
A long knife, a hard striking object. Both concealed on his
person.”

Cassal strangled slightly. Dimanche needed a good stiff
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course in semantics. A knife was still the most silent of
weapons. A man could die from it. His hand strayed toward
his pocket. He had a measure of protection himself.

“Report,” said Dimanche. “Not necessarily final. Based,
perhaps, on tenuous evidence.”

“Let’s have it anyway.”

“His motivation is connected somehow with your being ma-
rooned here. For some reason you can’t get off this planet.”

That was startling information, though not strictly true. A
thousand star systems were waiting for him, and a ship to take
him to each one. v

Of course, the one ship he wanted hadn’t come in. Godolph
was a transfer point for stars nearer the center of the Galaxy.
When he had left Earth, he had known he would have to wait
a few days here. He hadn't expected a delay of nearly three
weeks. Still, it wasn’t unusual. Interstellar schedules over great
distances were not as reliable as they might be.

Was this man, whoever and whatever he might be, con-
nected with that delay? According to Dimanche, the man
thought he was. He was self-deluded or did he have access to
information that Cassal dido’t?

Denton Cassal, sales engineer, paused for a mental survey of
himself. He was a good engineer and, because he was ex-
ceptionally well matched to his instrument, the best salesman
that Neuronics, Inc., had. On the basis of these qualifications,
he had been selected to make a long journey, the first part of
which already lay behind him. He had to go to Tunney 21 to
see a man. That man wasn’t important to anyone save the
company that employed him, and possibly not even to them.

The thug trailing him wouldn't be interested in Cassal him-
self, his mission, which was a commercial one, nor the man on
Tunney. And money wasn’t the objective, if Dimanche’s
analysis was right. What did the thug want?

Secrets? Cassal had none, except, in a sense, Dimanche.
And that was too well kept on Earth, where the instrument
was invented and made, for anyone this far away to have
learned about it.
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And yet the thug wanted to kill him. Wanted to? Regarded
him as good as dead. It might pay him to investigate the mat-
er further, if it didn’t involve too much risk.

“Better start moving.” That was Dimanche. “He’s getting
suspicious.”

Cassal went slowly along the narrow walkway that bordered
each side of that boulevard, the transport tide. It was raining
again. It usually was on Godolph, which was a weather-
controlled planet where the natives like rain.

He adjusted the controls of the weak force field that re-
pelled the rain. He widened the angle of the field until water
slanted through it unhindered. He narrowed it around him
until it approached visibility and the drops bounced away. He
swore at the miserable climate and the near amphibians who
created it.

A few hundred feet away, a Godolphian girl waded out of
the transport tide and climbed to the walkway. It was this
sort of thing that made life dangerous for a human—Venice
revised, brought up to date in a faster-than-light age.

Water. It was a perfect engineering material. Simple, cheap,
infinitely flexible. With a minimum of mechanism and at a
break-neck speed, the ribbon of the transport tide flowed at
different levels throughout the city. The Godolphian merely
plunged in and was carried swiftly and noiselessly to his desti-
nation. Whereas a human—Cassal shivered. If he were found
drowned, if would be considered an accident. No investiga-
tion would be made. The thug who was trailing him had cer-
tainly picked the right place.

The Godolphian girl passed. She wore a sleek brown fur,
her own. Cassal was almost positive she muttered a polite
“Arf?” as she sloshed by. What she meant by that, he didn’t
know and didn’t intend to find out.

“Follow her,” instructed Dimanche. ‘We’ve got to investi-
gate our man at closer range.”

Obediently, Cassal turned and began walking after the girl.
Attractive in an anthropomorphic, seal-like way, even from
behind. Not graceful out of her element, though.
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The would-be assassin was still looking at merchandise as
Cassal retraced his steps. A man, or at least man type. A big
fellow, physically quite capable of violence, if size had any-
thing to do with it. The face, though, was out of character.
Mild, almost meek. A scientist or scholar. It didn’t fit with
murder.

“Nothing,” said Dimanche disgustedly. “His mind froze
when we got close. I could feel his shoulderblades twitching
as we passed. Anticipated guilt, of course. Projecting to you
the action he plans. That makes the knife definite.”

Well beyond the window at which the thug watched and
waited, Cassal stopped. Shakily he produced a cigarette and
fumbled for a lighter.

“Excellent thinking,” commended Dimanche. “He won't at-
tempt anything on this street. Too dangerous. Turn aside at the
next deserted intersection and let him follow the glow of your
cigarette.”

The lighter flared in his hand. “That’s one way of finding
out,” said Cassal. “But wouldn't I be a lot safer if I just
concentrated on getting back to the hotel?”

“I'm curious. Turn here.”

“Go to hell,” said Cassal nervously. Nevertheless, when he
came to that intersection, he turned there.

It was a Godolphian equivalent of an alley, narrow and
dark, oily slow-moving water gurgling at one side, high cavern-
ous walls looming on the other.

He would have to adjust the curiosity factor of Dimanche,
It was all very well to be interested in the man who trailed
him, but there was also the problem of coming out of this
adventure alive. Dimanche, an electronic instrument, naturally
wouldn’t consider that.

“Easy,” warned Dimanche. “He’s at the entrance to the
alley, walking fast. He's surprised and pleased that you took
this route.”

“I’'m surprised, too,” remarked Cassal. “But I wouldn’t say
I'm pleased. Not just now.”

“Careful. Even subvocalized conversation is distracting.”
The mechanism concealed within his body was silent for an
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instant and then continued: “His blood pressure is rising,
breathing is faster. At a time like this, he may be ready to
verbalize why he wants to murder you. This is critical.”

“That’s no lie,” agreed Cassal bitterly. The lighter was in
his hand. He clutched it grimly. It was difficult not to look
back. The darkness assumed an even more sinister quality.

“Quiet,” said Dimanche. “He’s verbalizing about you.”

“He’s decided I'm a nice fellow after all. He’s going to stop
and ask me for a light.”

“I don’t think so,” answered Dimanche. “He’s whispering:
‘Poor devil. I hate to do it. But it’s really his life or mine.””

“He’s more right than he knows. Why all this violence,
though? Isn’t there any clue?”

“None at all,” admitted Dimanche. “He’s very close. You'd
better turn around.”

Cassal turned, pressed the stud on the lighter. It should have
made him feel more secure, but it didn’t. He could see very
little.

A dim shadow rushed at him. He jumped away from the
water side of the alley, barely in time. He could feel the rush
of air as the assailant shot by.

“Hey!” shouted Cassal.

Echoes answered; nothing else did. He had the uncom-
fortable feeling that no one was going to come to his assist-
ance.

“He wasn’t expecting that reaction,” explained Dimanche.
“That’s why he missed. He’s turned around and is coming
back.” B

“I'm armed!” shouted Cassal.

“That won’t stop him. He doesn’t believe you.”

Cassal grasped the lighter: That is, it had been a lighter a
few seconds before. Now a needle-thin blade had snapped out
and projected stiffly. Originally it had been designed as an
emergency surgical instrument. A little imagination and a few
changes had altered its function, converting it into a com-
pact, efficient stiletto.

“Twenty feet away,” advised Dimanche. “He knows you
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can’t see him, but he can see your silhouette by the light from
the main thoroughfare. What he doesn’t know is that I can
detect every move he makes and keep you posted below the
level of his hearing.”

“Stay on him,” growled Cassal nervously. He flattened
himself against the wall.

“To the right,” whispered Dimanche. “Lunge forward.
About five feet. Low.”

Sickly, he did so. He didn’t care to consider the possible
effects of a miscalculation. In the darkness, how far was five
feet? Fortunately, his estimate was correct. The rapier en-
countered yielding resistance, the soggy kind: flesh. The tough
blade bent, but did not break. His opponent gasped and
broke away.

“Attack!” howled Dimanche against the bone behind his
ear. “You've got him. He can’t imagine how you know where
he is in the darkness. He's afraid.”

Attack he did, slicing about wildly. Some of the thrusts
landed; some didn’t. The percentage was low, the total amount
high. His opponent fell to the ground, gasped and was silent.

Cassal fumbled in his pockets and flipped on a light. The
man lay near the water side of the alley. One leg was crumpled
under him. He didn’t move.

“Heartbeat slow,” said Dimanche solemnly. “Breathing
barely perceptible.”

“Then he’s not dead,” said Cassal in relief.

Foam flecked from the still lips and ran down the chin.
Blood oozed from cuts on the face.

“Respiration none, heartbeat absent,” stated Dimanche.

Horrified, Cassal gazed at the body. Self-defense, of course,
but would the police believe it? Assuming they did, they’d still
have to investigate. The rapier was an illegal concealed weap-
on. And they would question him until they discovered Di-
manche. Regrettable, but what could he do about it?

Suppose he were detained long enough to miss the ship
bound for Tunney 21?

Grimly, he laid down the rapier. He might as well get to
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the bottom of this. “Why had the man attacked? What did he
want?”

“I don’t know,” replied Dimanche irritably. “I can interpret
body data—a live body. I can’t work on a piece of meat.”

Cassal searched the body thoroughly. Miscellaneous per-
sonal articles of no value in identifying the man. A clip with
a startling amount of money in it. A small white card with
something scribbled on it. A picture of a woman and a small
child posed against a background which resembled no world
Cassal had ever seen. That was all.

Cassal stood up in bewilderment. Dimanche to the contrary,
there seemed to be no connection between this dead man and
his own problem of getting to Tunney 21.

Right now, though, he had to dispose of the body. He
glanced toward the boulevard. So far no one had been at-
tracted by the violence.

He bent down to retrieve the lighter-rapier. Dimanche
shouted at him. Before he could react, someone landed on
him. He fell forward, vainly trying to grasp the weapon.
Strong fingers felt for his throat as he was forced to the
ground.

He threw the attacker off and staggered to his feet. He
heard footsteps rushing away. A slight splash followed. Who-
ever it was, he was escaping by way of water.

Whoever it was. The man he had thought he had slain was
no longer in sight.

“Interpret body data, do you?’ muttered Cassal. “Liveliest
dead man I've ever been strangled by.”

“It’s just possible there are some breeds of men who can
control the basic functions of their body,” said Dimanche
defensively. “When I checked him, he had no heartbeat.”

“Remind me not to accept your next evaluation so com-
pletely,” grunted Cassal. Nevertheless, he was relieved, in a
fashion. He hadn’t wanted to kill the man. And now there was
nothing he’d have to explain to the police.

He needed the cigarette he stuck between his lips. For
the second time he attempted to pick up the rapier-lighter.
This time he was successful. Smoke swirled into his lungs and
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quieted his nerves. He squeezed the weapon into the shape of
a lighter and put it away.

Something, however, was missing—his wallet.

The thug had relieved him of it in the second round of the
scuffle. Persistent fellow. Damned persistent.

It really didn’t matter. He fingered the clip he had taken
from the supposedly dead body. He had intended to turn it
over to the police. Now he might as well keep it to reimburse
him for his loss. It contained more money than his wallet had.

Except for the identification tab he always carried in his
wallet, it was more than a fair exchange. The identification,
a rectangular piece of plastic, was useful in establishing credit,
but with the money he now had, he wouldn’t need credit.
If he did, he could always send for another tab.

A white card fluttered from the clip. He caught it as it fell.
Curiously he examined it. Blank except for one crudely printed
word, sTAaB. His unknown assailant certainly had tried.

The old man stared at the door, an obsolete visual projector
wobbling precariously on his head. He closed his eyes and
the lettering on the door disappeared. Cassal was too far away
to see what it had been. The technician opened his eyes and
concentrated. Slowly a new sign formed on the door.

TRAVELERS AID BUREAU
Murra Foray, First Counselor

It was a drab sign, but, then, it was a dismal, backward
planet. The old technician passed on to the next door and
closed his eyes again.

With a sinking feeling, Cassal walked toward the entrance.
He needed help and he had to find it in this dingy rathole.

Inside, though, it wasn’t dingy and it wasn’t a rathole. More
like a maze, an approved scientific one. Efficient, though not
comfortable. Travelers Aid was busier than he thought it
would be. Eventually he managed to squeeze into one of the
many small counseling rooms.
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A woman appeared on the screen, crisp and cool. “Please
answer everything the machine asks. When the tape is com-
plete, I'll be available for consultation.”

Cassal wasn’t sure he was going to like her. “Is this neces-
sary?” he asked. “It’s merely a matter of information.”

“We have certain regulations we abide by.” The woman
smiled frostily. “I can’t give you any information until you
comply with them.”

“Sometimes regulations are silly,” said Cassal firmly. “Let
me speak to the first counselor.”

“You are speaking to her,” she said. Her face disappeared
from the screen.

Cassal sighed. So far he hadn’t made a good impression.

Travelers Aid Bureau, in addition to regulations, was abun-
dantly supplied with official curiosity. When the machine fin-
ished with him, Cassal had the feeling he could be re-created
from the record it had of him. His individuality had been
capsuled into the series of questions and answers. One thing
he drew the line at—why he wanted to go to Tunny 21 was
his own business.

The first counselor reappeared. Age, indeterminate. Not, he
supposed, that anyone would be curious about it. Slightly
taller than average, rather on the slender side. Face was broad
at the brow, narrow at the chin and her eyes were enigmatic.
A dangerous woman.

She glanced down at the data. “Denton Cassal, native of
Earth. Destination, Tunney 21.” She looked up at him. “Oc-
cupation, sales engineer. Isn’t that an odd combination?”
Her smile was quite superior.

“Not at all. Scientific training as an engineer. Special knowl-
edge of customer relations.”

“Special knowledge of a thousand races? How convenient.”
Her eyebrows arched.

“I think so,” he agreed blandly. “Anything else you'd like
to know?”

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you.”

He could believe that or not as he wished. He didn’t.
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“You refused to answer why you were going to Tunney 21.
Perhaps I can guess. They’re the best scientists in the Galaxy.
You wish to study under them.”

Close—but wrong on two counts. They were good scientists,
though not necessarily the best. For instance, it was doubtful
that they could build Dimanche, even if they had ever thought
of it, which was even less likely.

There was, however, one relatively obscure research worker
on Tunney. 21 that Neuronics wanted on their staff. If the
fragments of his studies that had reached Earth across the vast
distance meant anything, he could help Neuronics perfect
instantaneous radio. The company that could build a radio to
span the reaches of the Galaxy with no time lag could set its
own price, which could be control of all communications,
transport, trade—a galactic monopoly. Cassal’s share would
be a cut of all that.

His part was simple, on the surface. He was to persuade
that researcher to come to Earth, if he could. Literally, he
had to guess the Tunnesian’s price before the Tunnesian him-
self knew it. In addition, the reputation of Tunnesian scien-
tists being exceeded only by their arrogance, Cassal had to
convince him that he wouldn’t be working for ignorant Earth
savages. The existence of such an instrument as Dimanche
was a key factor. .

Her voice broke through his thoughts. “Now, then, what’s
your problem?”

“I was told on Earth I might have to wait a few days on
Godolph. I've been here three weeks. I want information on
the ship bound for Tunney 21.”

“Just a moment.” She glanced at something below the angle
of the screen. She looked up and her eyes were grave. “Rick-
rock C arrived yesterday. Departed for Tunney early this
morning.”

“Departed?” He got up and sat down again, swallowing
hard. “When will the next ship arrive?”

“Do you know how many stars there are in the Galaxy?”
she asked.

He didn’t answer.
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“That’s right,” she said. “Billions. Tunney, according to the
notation, is near the center of the Galaxy, inside the third
ring. You’ve covered about a third of the distance to it. Local
traffic, anything within a thousand light-years, is relatively
easy to manage. At longer distances, you take a chance.
You’ve had yours and missed it. Frankly, Cassal, I don’t know
when another ship bound for Tunney will show up on or near
Godolph. Within the next five years—maybe.”

He blanched. “How long would it take to get there using
local transportation, star-hopping?”

“Take my advice: don't try it. Five or ten years, if you're
lucky.”

“I don’t need that kind of luck.”

“I suppose not.” She hesitated. “You’re determined to go
on?” At the emphatic nod, she sighed. “If that’s your decision,
we’ll try to help you. To start things moving, we’ll need a
print of your identification tab.” -

“There’s something funny about her,” Dimanche decided.
It was the usual speaking voice of the instrument, no louder
than the noise the blood made in coursing through arteries and
veins. Cassal could hear it plainly, because it was virtually
inside his ear.

Cassal ignored his private voice. “Identification tab? I don’t
have it with me. In fact, I may have lost it.”

She smiled in instant disbelief. “We're not trying to pry
into any part of your past you may wish concealed. However,
it’'s much easier for us to help you if you have your identi-
fication. Now if you can’t remember your real name and where
you put your identification—" She arose and left the screen.
“Just a moment.”

He glared uneasily at the spot where the first counselor
wasn’t. His real name!

“Relax,” Dimanche suggested. “She didn’t mean it as a
personal insult.”

Presently she returned.

“I have news for you, whoever you are.”

“Cassal,” he said firmly. “Denton Cassal, sales engineer,
Earth. If you don’t believe it, send back to—" He stopped. It
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had taken him four months to get to Godolph, non-stop, plus
a six-month wait on Earth for a ship to show up that was
bound in the right direction. Over distances such as these, it
just wasn’t practical to send back to Earth for anything.

“I see you understand.” She glanced at the card in her
hand. “The spaceport records indicate that when Rickrock C
took off this morning, there was a Denton Cassal on board,
bound for Tunney 21.”

“It wasn’t I,” he said dazedly. He knew who it was, though.
The man who had tried to kill him last night. The reason for
the attack now became clear. The thug had wanted his identi-
fication tab. Worse, he had gotten it.

“No doubt it wasn’t,” she said wearily. “Outsiders don’t
seem to understand what galactic travel entails.”

Outsiders? Evidently what she called those who lived be-
yond the second transfer ring. Were those who lived at
the edge of the Galaxy, beyond the first ring, called Rimmers?
Probably.

She was still speaking: “Ten years to cross the Galaxy, without
stopping. At present, no ship is capable of that. Real schedul-
ing is impossible. Populations shift and have to be supplied.
A ship is taken off a run for repairs and is never put back
on. It’s more urgently needed elsewhere. The man who de-
pended on it is left waiting; years pass before he learns it’s
never coming.

“If we had instantaneous radio, that would help. Confusion
wouldn’t vanish overnight, but it would diminish. We wouldn’t
have to depend on ships for all the news. Reservations could
be made ahead of time, credit established, lost identification
replaced—"

“I've traveled before,” he interrupted stiffly. “I've never had
any trouble.”

She seemed to be exaggerating the difficulties. True, the
center was more congested. Taking each star as the starting
point for a limited number of ships and using statistical
probability as a guide—why, no man would arrive at his pre-
determined destination.
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But that wasn’t the way it worked. Manifestly, you couldn’t
compare galactic transportation to the erratic paths of air
molecules in a giant room. Or could you?

For the average man, anyone who didn’t have his own inter-
stellar ship, was the comparison too apt? It might be.

“You’ve traveled outside, where there are still free planets
waiting to be settled. Where a man is welcome, if he’s able to
work.” She paused. “The center is different. Populations are
excessive. Inside the third ring, no man is allowed off a ship
without an identification tab. They don’t encourage immigra-
tion.”

In effect, that meant no ship bound for the center would
take a passenger without identification. No ship owner would
run the risk of having a permanent guest on board, someone
who couldn’t be got rid of when his money was gone.

Cassal held his head in his hands. Tunney 21 was inside
the third ring.

“Next time,” she said, “don’t let anyone take your identifica-
tion.”

“I won't,” he promised grimly.

The woman looked directly at him. Her eyes were bright. He
revised his estimate of her age drastically downward. She
couldn’t be as old as he. Nothing outward had happened, but
she no longer seemed dowdy. Not that he was interested. Still,
it might pay him to be friendly to the first counselor.

“We’re a philanthropic agency,” said Murra Foray. “Your
case is special, though—"

“I understand,” he said gruffly. “You accept contributions.”

She nodded. “If the donor is able to give. We don't ask so
much that you'll have to compromise your standard of living.”
But she named a sum that would force him to do just that if
getting to Tunney 21 took any appreciable time.

He stared at her unhappily. “I suppose it’s worth it. I can
always work, if I have to.”

“As a salesman?” she asked. “I'm afraid you’ll find it diffi-
cult to do business with Godolphians.”
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Trony wasn’t called for at a time like this, he thought re-
proachfully.

“Not just another salesman,” he answered definitely. “I
have special knowledge of customer reactions. I can tell
exactly—"

He stopped abruptly. Was she baiting him? For what rea-
son? The instrument he called Dimanche was not known to
the Galaxy at large. From the business angle, it would be
poor policy to hand out that information at random. Aside
from that, he needed every advantage he could get. Dimanche
was his special advantage.

“Anyway,” he finished lamely, “I'm a first class engineer. I
can always find something in that line.”

“A scientist, maybe,” murmured Murra Foray. “But in this
part of the Milky Way, an engineer is regarded as merely a
technician who hasn’t yet gained practical experience.” She
shook her head. “You’ll do better as a salesman.”

He got up, glowering. “If that’s all—”

“It is. We’ll keep you informed. Drop your contribution in
the slot provided for that purpose as you leave.”

A door, which he hadn’t noticed in entering the counseling
cubicle, swung open. The agency was efficient.

“Remember,” the counselor called out as he left, “identifica-
tion is hard to work with. Don’t accept a crude forgery.”

He didn’t answer, but it was an idea worth considering. The
agency was also eminently practical.

The exit path guided him firmly to an inconspicuous and
yet inescapable contribution station. He began to doubt the
philanthropic aspect of the bureau.

“I've got it,” said Dimanche as Cassal gloomily counted out
the sum the first counselor had named.

“Got what?’ asked Cassal. He rolled the currency into a
neat bundle, attached his name, and dropped it into the chute.

“The woman, Murra Foray, the first counselor. She’s a
Huntner.”

“What’s a Huntner?”
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“A sub-race of men on the other side of the Galaxy. She
was vocalizing about her home planet when I managed to
locate her.”

“Any other information?”

“None. Electronic guards were sliding into place as soon as
I reached her. I got out as fast as I could.”

“I see.” The significance of that, if any, escaped him.
Nevertheless, it sounded depressing.

“What I want to know is,” said Dimanche, “why such
precautions as electronic guards? What does Travelers Aid
have that’s so secret?”

Cassal grunted and didn’t answer. Dimanche could be an-
noyingly inquisitive at times.

Cassal had entered one side of a block-square building. He
came out on the other side. The agency was larger than he had
thought. The old man was staring at a door as Cassal came
out. He had apparently changed every sign in the building.
His work finished, the technician was removing the visual
projector from his head as Cassal came up to him. He turned
and peered.

“You stuck here, too?” he asked in the uneven voice of the
aged.

“Stuck?” repeated Cassal. “I suppose you can call it that.
I'm waiting for my ship.” He frowned. He was the one who
wanted to ask questions. “Why all the redecoration? I thought
Travelers Aid was an old agency. Why did you change so
many signs? I could understand it if the agency were new.”

The old man chuckled. “Reorganization. The previous first
counselor resigned suddenly, in the middle of the night, they
say. The new one didn’t like the name of the agency, so she
ordered it changed.”

She would do just that, thought Cassal. “What about this
Murra Foray?”

The old man winked mysteriously. He opened his mouth
and then seemed overcome with senile fright. Hurriedly he
shuffled away.

Cassal gazed after him, baffled. The old man was afraid for
his job, afraid of the first counselor. Why he should be, Cassal
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didn’t know. He shrugged and went on. The agency was now
in motion in his behalf, but he didn’t intend to depend on that
alone.

“The girl ahead of you is making unnecessary wriggling mo-
tions as she walks,” observed Dimanche. “Several men are
looking on with approval. I don’t understand.”

Cassal glanced up. They walked that way back in good old
L.A. A pang of homesickness swept through him.

“Shut up,” he growled plaintively. “Attend to the business
at hand.”

“Business? Very well,” said Dimanche. “Watch out for the
transport tide.”

Cassal swerved back from the edge of the water. Murra
Foray had been right. Godolphians didn’t want or need his
skills, at least not on terms that were acceptable to him. The
natives didn’t have to exert themselves. They lived off the in-
come provided by travelers, with which the planet was abun-
dantly supplied by ship after ship.

Still, that didn’t alter his need for money. He walked the
streets at random while Dimanche probed.

GOAh!”

“What is it?”

“That man. He crinkles something in his hands. Not enough,
he is subvocalizing.”

“I know how he feels,” commented Cassal.

“Now his throat tightens. He bunches his muscles. ‘I know
where I can get more,’ he tells himself. He is going there.”

“A sensible man,” declared Cassal. “Follow him.”

Boldly the man headed toward a section of the city which
Cassal had not previously entered. He believed opportunity
lay there. Not for everyone. The shrewd, observant, and the
courageous could succeed if— The word that the quarry used
was a slang term, unfamiliar to either Cassal or Dimanche.
It didn’t matter as long as it led to money.

Cassal stretched his stride and managed to keep the man in
sight. He skipped nimbly over the narrow walkways that
curved through the great buildings. The section grew dingier
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as they proceeded. Not slums; not the showplace city fre-
quented by travelers, either.

Abruptly the man turned into a building. He was out of
sight when Cassal reached the structure.

He stood at the entrance and stared in dlsappomtment.
“Opportunities, Inc.,” Dimanche quoted softly in his ear.
“Science, thrills, chance. What does that mean?”

“It means that we followed a gravity ghost!”

“What’s a gravity ghost?”’

“An unexplained phenomena,” said Cassal nastily. “It af-
fects the instruments of spaceships, giving the illusion of a
massive dark body that isn’t there.”

“But you’re not a pilot. I don’t understand.”

“You're not a very good pilot yourself. We followed the
man to a gambling joint.”

“Gambling,” mused Dimanche. “Well, isn’t it an opportunity
of a sort? Someone inside is thinking of the money he’s win-
ning.”

“The owner, no doubt.”

Dimanche was silent, investigating. “It is the owner,” he
confirmed finally. “Why not go in, anyway? It’s raining. And
they serve drinks.” Left unstated was the admission that
Dimanche was curious, as usual,

Cassal went in and ordered a drink. It was a variable place,
depending on the spectator—bright, cheerful, and harmonious
if he were winning, garish and depressingly vulgar if he were
not. At the moment Cassal belonged to neither group. He re-
served judgment.

An assortment of gaming devices were in operation. One
in particular seemed interesting. It involved the counting of
electrons passing through an aperture, based on probability.

“Not that,” whispered Dimanche. “It’s rigged.”

“But it’s not necessary,” Cassal murmured. “Pure chance
alone is good enough.”

“They don’t take chances, pure or adulterated. Look around.
How many Godolphians do you see?”
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Cassal looked. Natives were not even there as servants.
Strictly a clip joint, working travelers.

Unconsciously, he nodded. “That does it. It’s not the kind
of opportunity I had in mind.”

“Don’t be hasty,” objected Dimanche. “Certain devices I
can't control. There may be others in which my knowledge
will help you. Stroll around and sample some games.”

Cassal equipped himself with a supply of coins and sauntered
through the establishment, disbursing them so as to give him-
self the widest possible acquaintance with the layout.

“That one,” instructed Dimanche.

It received a coin. In return, it rewarded him with a large
shower of change. The money spilled to the floor with a satis-
fying clatter. An audience gathered rapidly, ostensibly to help
him pick up the coins.

“There was a circuit in it,” explained Dimanche. “I gave it
a shot of electrons and it paid out.”

“Let’s try it again,” suggested Cassal.

“Let’s not,” Dimanche said regretfully. “Look at the man
on your right.”

Cassal did so. He jammed the money back in his pocket
and stood up. Hastily, he began thrusting the money back
into the machine. A large and very unconcerned man watched
him.

“You get the idea,” said Dimanche. “It paid off two months
ago. It wasn’t scheduled for another this year.” Dimanche
scrutinized the man in a multitude of ways while Cassal con-
tinued play. “He’s satisfied,” was the report at last. “He
doesn’t detect any sign of crookedness.””

“Crookedness?”

“On your part, that is. In the ethics of a gambling house,
what’s done to insure profit is merely prudence.”

They moved on to other games, though Cassal lost his briefly
acquired enthusiasm. The possibility of winning seemed to
grow more remote.

“Hold it,” said Dimanche. “Let’s look into this.”

“Let me give you some advice,” said Cassal. “This is one
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thing we can’t win at. Every race in the Galaxy has a game like
this. Pieces of plastic with values printed on them are dis-
tributed. The trick is to get certain arbitrarily selected sets of
values in the plastics dealt to you. It seems simple, but against
a skilled player a beginner can’t win.”

“Every race in the Galaxy,” mused Dimanche. “What do
men call it?”

“Cards,” said Cassal, “though there are many varieties with-
in that general classification.” He launched into a detailed ex-
position of the subject. If it were something he was familiar
with, all right, but a foreign deck and strange rules—

Nevertheless, Dimanche was interested. They stayed and
observed.

The dealer was clumsy. His great hands enfolded the cards.
Not a Godolphian nor quite human, he was an odd type,
difficult to place. Physically burly, he wore a garment chiefly
remarkable for its ill-fitting appearance. A hard round hat
jammed closely over his skull completed the outfit. He was
dressed in a manner that, somewhere in the Universe, was
evidently considered the height of fashion.

“It doesn’t seem bad,” commented Cassal. “There might be
a chance.”

“Look around,” said Dimanche. “Everyone thinks that. It’s
the classic struggle, person against person and everyone against
the house. Naturally, the house doesn’t lose.”

“Then why are we wasting our time?”

“Because I've got an idea,” said Dimanche. “Sit down and
take a hand.”

“Make up your mind. You said the house doesn’t lose.”

“The house hasn’t played against us. Sit down. You get
eight cards, with the option of two more. I'll tell you what to
do.”

Cassal waited until a disconsolate player relinquished his
seat and stalked moodily away. He played a few hands and
bet small sums in accordance with Dimanche’s instructions.
He held his own and won insignificant amounts while learn-
ing.

It was simple. Nine orders, or suits, of twenty-seven cards
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each. Each suit would build a different equation. The lowest
hand was a quadratic. A cubic would beat it. All he had to do
was remember his math, guess at what he didn’t remember,
and draw the right cards.

“What's the highest possible hand?” asked Dimanche. There
was a note of abstraction in his voice, as if he were paying
more attention to something else.

Cassal peeked at the cards that were face-down on the
table. He shoved some money into the betting square in
front of him and didn’t answer.

“You had it last time,” said Dimanche. “A three dimen-
sional encephalocurve. A time modulated brainwave. If you
had bet right, you could have owned the house by now.”

“I did? Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because you had it three successive times. The probabilities
against that are astronomical. I've got to find out what’s hap-
pening before you start betting recklessly.”

“It’s not the dealer,” declared Cassal. “Look at those hands.”

They were huge hands, more suitable, seemingly, for crush-
ing the life from some alien beast than the delicate manipula-
tion of cards. Cassal continued to play, betting brilliantly by
the only standard that mattered: he won.

One player dropped out and was replaced by a recruit from
the surrounding crowd. Cassal ordered a drink. The waiter
was placing it in his hand when Dimanche made a discovery.

“I've got it!”

A shout from Dimanche was roughly equivalent to a noise-
less kick in the head. Cassal dropped the drink. The player
next to him scowled but said nothing. The dealer blinked and
went on dealing.

“What have you got?” asked Cassal, wiping up the mess and
trying to keep track of the cards.

“How he fixes the deck,” explained Dimanche in a lower
and less painful tone. “Clever.” '

Muttering, Cassal shoved a bet in front of him.

“Look at that hat,” said Dimanche.
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“Ridiculous, isn’t it? But I see no reason to gloat because
I have better taste.”

“That’s not what I meant. It’s pulled down low over his
knobby ears and touches his jacket. His jacket rubs against
his trousers, which in turn come in contact with the stool on
which he sits.”

“True,” agreed Cassal, increasing his wager. “But except for
his physique, I don’t see anything unusual.”

“It’s a circuit, a visual projector broken down into compo-
nents. The hat is a command circuit which makes contact, via
his clothing, with the broadcasting unit built into the chair.
The existence of a visual projector is completely concealed.”

Cassal bit his lip and squinted at his cards. “Interesting.
What does it have to do with anything?”

“The deck,” exclaimed Dimanche excitedly. “The backs are
regular, printed with an intricate design. The front is a special
Pplastic, susceptible to the influence of the visual projector. He
doesn’t need manual dexterity. He can make any value appear
on any card he wants. It will stay there until he changes it.”

Cassal picked up the cards. “I've got a Loreenaroo equa-
tion. Can he change that to anything else?”

“He can, but he doesn’t work that way. He decides before
he deals who’s going to get what. He concentrates on each
card as he deals it. He can change a hand after a player gets
it, but it wouldn’t look good.”

“It wouldn’t.” Cassal wistfully watched the dealer rake in
his wager. His winnings were gone, plus. The newcomer to
the game won.

He started to get up. “Sit down,” whispered Dimanche.
“We’re just beginning. Now that we know what he does and
how he does it, we’re going to take him.”

The next hand started in the familiar pattern, two cards of
fairly good possibilities, a bet, and then another card. Cassal
watched the dealer closely. His clumsiness was only super-
ficial. At no time were the faces of the cards visible. The real
skill was unobservable, of course—the swift bookkeeping that



Delay in Transit 115

went on in his mind. A duplication in the hands of the players,
for instance, would be ruinous.

Cassal received the last card. “Bet high,” said Dimanche.
With trepidation, Cassal shoved the money into the betting
area.

The dealer glanced at his hand and started to sit down.
Abruptly he stood up again. He scratched his cheek and
stared puzzledly at the players around him. Gently he low-
ered himself onto the stool. The contact was even briefer. He
stood up in indecision. An impatient murmur arose. He dealt
himself a card, looked at it, and paid off all the way around.
The players buzzed with curiosity.

“What happened?” asked Cassal as the next hand started.

“I induced a short in the circuit,” said Dimanche. “He
couldn’t sit down to change the last card he got. He took a
chance, as he had to, and dealt himself a card, anyway.”

“But he paid off without asking to see what we had.”

“It was the only thing he could do,” explained Dimanche.
“He had duplicate cards.”

The dealer was scowling. He didn’t seem quite so much
at ease. The cards were dealt and the betting proceeded al-
most as usual. True, the dealer was nervous. He couldn’t sit
down and stay down. He was sweating. Again he paid off.
Cassal won heavily and he was not the only one.

The crowd around them grew almost in a rush. There is an
indefinable sense that tells one gambler when another is win-
ning.

This time the dealer stood up. His leg contacted the stool
occasionally. He jerked it away each time he dealt to him-
self. At the last card he hesitated. It was amazing how much
he could sweat. He lifted a corner of the cards. Without indi-
cating what he had drawn, determinedly and deliberately he
sat down. The chair broke. The dealer grinned weakly as a
waiter brought him another stool.

“They still think it may be a defective circuit,” whispered
Dimanche.

The dealer sat down and sprang up from the new chair in
one motion. He gazed bitterly at the players and paid them.
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“He had a blank hand,” explained Dimanche. “He made
contact with the broadcasting circuit long enough to erase, but
not long enough to put anything in its place.”

The dealer adjusted his coat. “I have a nervous disability,”
he declared thickly. “If you'll pardon me for a few minutes
while I take a treatment—"

“Probably going to consult with the manager,” observed
Cassal.

“He is the manager. He’s talking with the owner.”

“Keep track of him.”

A blonde, pretty, perhaps even Earth-type human, smiled and
wriggled closer to Cassal. He smiled back.

“Don’t fall for it,” warned Dimanche. “She’s an under-
cover agent for the house.”

Cassal looked her over carefully. “Not much under cover.”

“But if she should discover—"

“Don’t be stupid. She’ll never guess you exist. There’s a
small lump behind my ear and a small round tube cleverly
concealed elsewhere.”

“All right,” sighed Dimanche resignedly. “I suppose people
will always be a mystery to me.”

The dealer reappeared, followed by an unobtrusive man
who carried a new stool. The dealer looked subtly different,
though he was the same person. It took a close inspection to
determine what the difference was. His clothing was new, un-
rumpled, unmarked by perspiration. During his brief absence,
he had been furnished with new visual projector equipment,
and it had been thoroughly checked out. The house intended
to locate the source of the disturbance.

Mentally, Cassal counted his assets. He was solvent again,
but in other ways his position was not so good.

“Maybe,” he suggested, “we should leave. With no further
interference from us, they might believe defective equipment
is the cause of their losses.”

“Maybe,” replied Dimanche, “you think the crowd around
us is composed solely of patrons?”

“I see,” said Cassal soberly.
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He stretched his legs. The crowd pressed closer, uncom-
monly aggressive and ill-tempered for mere spectators. He de-
cided against leaving.

“Let’s resume play.” The dealer-manager smiled blandly at
each player. He didn’t suspect any one person—yet.

“He might be using an honest deck,” said Cassal hopefully.

“They don’t have that kind,” answered Dimanche. He added
absently: “During his conference with the owner, he was
given authority to handle the situation in any way he sees fit.”

Bad, but not too bad. At least Cassal was opposing some-
one who had authority to let him keep his winnings, if he
could be convinced.

The dealer deliberately sat down on the stool. Testing. He
could endure the charge that trickled through him. The bland
smile spread into a triumphant one.

“While he was gone, he took a sedative,” analyzed Di-
manche. “He also had the strength of the broadcasting cir-
cuit reduced. He thinks that will do it.”

“Sedatives wear off,” said Cassal. “By the time he knows
it’s me, see that it has worn off. Mess him up.”

The game went on. The situation was too much for the others.
They played poorly and bet atrociously, on purpose. One by
one they lost and dropped out. They wanted badly to win,
but they wanted to live even more.

The joint was jumping, and so was the dealer again. Sweat
rolled down his face and there were tears in his eyes. So much
liquid began to erode his fixed smile. He kept replenishing it
from some inner source of determination.

Cassal looked up. The crowd had drawn back, or had been
forced back by hirelings who mingled with them. He was
alone with the dealer at the table. Money was piled high
around him. It was more than he needed, more than he
wanted.

“I suggest one last hand,” said the dealer-manager, grimac-
ing. It sounded a little stronger than a suggestion.

Cassal nodded.

“For a substantial sum,” said the dealer, naming it.
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Miraculously, it was an amount that equaled everything
Cassal had. Again Cassal nodded.

“Pressure,” muttered Cassal to Dimanche. “The sedative
has worn off. He’s back at the level at which he started. Fry
him if you have to.”

The cards came out slowly. The dealer was jittering as he
dealt. Soft music was lacking, but not the motions that nor-
mally accompanied it. Cassal couldn’t believe that cards could
be so bad. Somehow the dealer was rising to the occasion.
Rising and sitting.

“There’s a nerve in your body,” Cassal began conversation-
ally, “which, if it were overloaded, would cause you to drop
dead.”

The dealer didn’t examine his cards. He didn’t have to. “In
that event, someone would be arrested for murder,” he said.
“You.”

That was the wrong tack; the humanoid had too much cour-
age. Cassal passed his hand over his eyes. “You can’t do this
to men, but, strictly speaking, the dealer’s not human. Try
suggestion on him. Make him change the cards. Play him like
a piano. Pizzicato on the nerve strings.”

Dimanche didn’t answer; presumably he was busy scram-
bling the circuits.

The dealer stretched out his hand. It never reached the
cards. Danger: Dimanche at work. The smile dropped from
his face. What remained was pure anguish. He was too dry
for tears. Smoke curled up faintly from his jacket.

“Hot, isn’t it?” asked Cassal. “It might be cooler if you took
off your cap.”

The cap tinkled to the floor. The mechanism in it was de-
stroyed. What the cards were, they were. Now they couldn’t
be changed.

“That’s better,” said Cassal.

He glanced at his hand. In the interim, it had changed slightly.
Dimanche had got there.

The dealer examined his cards one by one. His face changed
color. He sat utterly still on a cool stool.
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“You win,” he said hopelessly.

“Let's see what you have.”

The dealer-manager roused himself. “You won. That's good
enough for you, isn’t it?”

Cassal shrugged. “You have Bank of the Galaxy service
here. I'll deposit my money with them before you pick up
your cards.”

The dealer nodded unhappily and summoned an assistant.
The crowd, which had anticipated violence, slowly began to
drift away.

“What did you do?” asked Cassal silently.

“Men have no shame,” sighed Dimanche. “Some humanoids
do. The dealer was one who did. I forced him to project onto
his cards something that wasn’t a suit at all.”

“Embarrassing if that got out,” agreed Cassal. “What did
you project?”

Dimanche told him. Cassal blushed, which was unusual for
a man,

The dealer-manager returned and the transaction was com-
pleted. His money was safe in the Bank of the Galaxy.

“Hereafter, you're not welcome,” said the dealer morosely.
“Don’t come back.”

Cassal picked up the cards without looking at them. “And
no accidents after I leave,” he said, extending the cards face-
down. The manager took them and trembled.

“He’s an honorable humanoid, in his own way,” whispered
Dimanche. “I think you're safe.”

It was time to leave. “One question,” Cassal called back.
“What do you call this game?”

Automatically the dealer started to answer. “Why, every-
one knows . . .” He sat down, his mouth open.

It was more than time to leave. X

Outside, he hailed an air taxi. No point in tempting the man-
agement.

“Look,” said Dimanche as the cab rose from the surface of
the transport tide.

A technician with a visual projector was at work on the sign
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in front of the gaming house. Huge words took shape: WARN-
ING—NO TELEPATHS ALLOWED.

There were no such things 