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In the year 1999, the Enemy had taken
over, and were enforcing their deadly
hold with a weapon so effective that any
attempt at rebellion seemed doomed to
failure. For the entire population had to
report every month for booster shots
against the plague; without them, death
was supposed to come at once.

But Emmet Keyes of Spring Creek,
[linois, knew he had a secret weapon
that would give him thirty extra days of
life to locate the organized resistance
movement that was rumored to exist; he
was determined to devote himself to this
cause.

Imprisonment and near-death are his
initial rewards, but in the end, he wins
a victory of a strange and surprising
kind.
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All the laboratory animals used to test
the dimensional quadrature device had
perished. But Dr. Hugh Macklin was de-
termined to run a low-power test with
himself as subject. Seconds after the
switch had “accidentally” been thrown
to full power, Macklin found himself
eighty years in the future with a new
body and name—on the moon!
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the ten or so Timeliners of the universe,
a “psychotemporal parasite,” whom
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send farther into the future to take over
someone else’s identity. Ultimately, time
being a curve and not a straight pro-
gression, he finds himself in the most
fantastic possible position, listening to
the story of his own murder.

Charles Eric Maine is an Englishman.
He has published a previous science-
fiction novel and his screenplay “Space-
ways,” was a successful science-fiction

film.

Printed in the U.S.A.
























CHAPTER l

Emmett lay still, as he had lain for more than
an hour, his muscles weak with tension, forcing himself to study
the pattern of ceiling wallpaper.

It wasn’t time to move—yet.

He glanced at the clock on his dresser. If he heard no noise in
the house in the next five minutes, then he would start.

He turned back to the wallpaper, following the design here
and there across the many cracks, imagining the curlicues contin-
uing where the paper was faded or where it had fallen away long
ago.

This may be the last time I see you, ceiling, he said to himself.
If what they say is true, I will never come back. Never. The
thought chilled him. A tremor convulsed his right leg. He tried
to quiet it.

But even if I don’t come back, even if there is no way to fight,
it will be better than this life, better than applying for a permit
and marrying Mary Ann and living at her house or living at ours,
and putting in for a residence permit and waiting until they say
it’s all right to move into a house the government would allocate.
What you really do is wait until somebody dies and then go and
live in their house.

The thought of Mary Ann brought her picture to his mind.
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Thin, Mary Ann. Pale of face and birdlike, her eyes already
dulled with hopelessness, her back bent slightly at the shoulders.
They ought not to work her so hard. But of course her family had
o eat.

It had been fun being children and sweethearts and defying
the laws. But there had been no disobedience for years now. Kids
were allowed a large margin for error. Adults were not. At
twenty-six, Emmett Keyes had ignored his last command more
than five years before. He had to conform, if he was going to re-
main in Spring Creek.

But he wasn’t going to stay.

He was leaving. Tonight.

He turned to the clock again. It was exactly three.

The Time.

Holding his breath and moving slowly and carefully so the bed-
springs would not squeak, Emmett slid from beneath the covers.
When he reached a sitting position, he sat there for a while lis-
tening. There was no sound except the swish of the faded curtain
as it brushed the shredded shade at the moonlight-filled window.

He had no need to dress, since he hadn’t undressed. Oh, it
had all been planned. Years ago, it seemed. He moved his feet
to the side of the bed. Blood flowed faster within him now, tin-
gling in his arms and legs which he had held still so long.

He rose, picked up his bag, tiptoed softly to the door, avoiding
the familiar creaking boards, remembering how many times he
had done this as a kid, filled then with the simple joy of violating
the curfew, he and the other members of his gangs, to roam the
countryside for devilment.

But this was not for devilment, this violation of everything.
This was for real. Maybe forever.

Emmett walked quietly past his parents’ room, thankful their
door was closed. He went down the steps slowly, skipping certain
ones.

He sighed with relief when he reached the bottom.

Suddenly the door he had passed upstairs flew open and a
white figure rushed to the head of the stairs.

2



“Em!” His mother, a wraith in the dark, stood looking down at
him. She was quickly joined by another white-clad figure, his
father.

“Em!” his mother repeated. She seemed to float down the
stairs, and he thought, How graceful she is! And he was filled
with love for her. In a moment mother and son stood silent, fac-
ing each other, at the bottom of the stairs.

“Must you, Em?” she asked quietly. His father moved down
to join them.

Emmett nodded. “I've been planning it for a long time.”

“I know . . .” She looked away. He knew her eyes were filling
with tears. He had hoped there would be no moment like this.

“It’s not as if I were a punk kid or something,” he said.

His father placed a hand on his shoulder. “I was born in 1945,
the year the first bomb fell,” he said. “This was a free country
then. It's worth fighting for, Em, but you won’t get a chance to
fight. They'll get you first.”

“There must be resistance somewhere,” Emmett said. “What
about the Millenaries?”

“They’re mostly religious.”

“T've heard that’s just a front, that they’re going to rise up in
two thousand.”

“I don’t think so. The commies couldn’t let them keep organ-
ized the way they do if there was danger of that.”

“I can’t stay here, Dad.”

“If you go, it will be the last time we'll ever see you,” his father
said. “They're thorough. You know that, the little you've seen of
them. I've seen a great deal more.”

“But we can’t keep on like this, virtual slaves, always having
to run to them for permission for this and permission for that!”

“Oh, Em!” His mother put her arms around his shoulders and
he drew her to him. “It wasn’t always like that, Em. And maybe
it won’t always be. But you can do so little. Won't you stay? We
need you.”

“Your mother’s right, Em. We're going to need you more and
more as time goes on. We're not getting any younger, you know.”
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“Somebody’s got to do something . . .

“Not you, Em. Not Emmett Keyes, son of a farmer in Spring
Creek, Illinois. Not you alone against a world ruled by the En-
emy.”

“I could try.”

“Better men than you have tried.”

Emmett could barely see his father’s face in the darkness, but
he didn’t have to see it to know the strength in it, the wisdom of
the eyes, the firm line of jaw, the strong back and the strong
hands. He knew his father was right, too, but he had his own
conscience to face and he knew he couldn’t stay, that he could
not live out his life never raising a hand against oppression.

“I can’t stay,” he said dismally. “I've tried for five years to stay.”

“It won’t be easy for us when they find out,” his father said
gently.

No, it won’t, Emmett thought. And that was the worst part
of it, that was the only thing that could make him change his
mind, that and the realization they could never write to each
other, never see each other again probably.

“T'll stay,” Emmett said evenly, “if you are afraid of what might
happen to you if I leave.”

For a moment they were silent. His mother moved away from
him into the arms of his father as if for protection from this
thought.

Finally his father said, “Go, then. We’re not afraid.”

“You'll need a good breakfast,” his mother said, breaking away
and moving through the darkened room to the kitchen.

A half hour later they opened the back door for him and he
stepped through it.

“Good-bye, son,” his father said, extending his hand. They
shook hands warmly. “Good luck.”

“Good-bye,” his mother said. She put a palm on each side of
his head and drew it down and kissed him.

He turned and moved away from the house.

“Tll tell Mary Ann.. . .”

He could not look back.



CHAPTER 2

The fields were wet with dew and his shoes
were getting muddy, but Emmett didn’t care. It would soon be
morning and things would dry out in the May sunshine. When
the shoes dried, he'd give them another good waxing. That was
the way to keep shoes.

As he walked in the quiet, dark early morning of the country-
side, he despised the necessity of keeping to the fields and
wooded areas. Why couldn’t a man walk along a road wherever
he wanted to go or, better yet, ride along a road the way a man
should? There had been a time once when travel permits weren't
needed. Would that time ever come again?

He shifted his bag from shoulder to shoulder. He had used
what he thought was good judgment in filling it. Matches, can-
dle, hunting knife, wax, scissors, an old map of Illinois, needle
and thread, razor, soap, fishhooks and line, cord, salt, a flask of
water, water purification tablets Chis father had saved them for
years and Emmett hoped they were still good), and the lunch his
mother had prepared for him. Every item needed. The bag—
really a blanket which served to carry these things—would be a
little lighter when he ate his lunch.

He wished he had a sleeper. Or a heater. That way he could
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last a lot longer. As it was, it was going to be tough. He didn’t
try to fool himself about that.

Where was he bound? Away. Anywhere. Just away. Away
from Spring Creek and everyone he knew and the dull life of
working for the commies and trying to meet quotas.

What would happen if he was caught? Maybe one of the slave-
labor camps in Utah or Nevada. Maybe they'd cut him off from
his booster. But they’d have to catch him first.

He grinned as he jumped a small stream after surveying the
other side to make sure there were no electric eyes or alarm sys-
tems there. It was only another cornfield freshly planted. He
was amused because of the thought of the booster. He had care-
fully selected the day to depart—the day after booster time. That
would give him thirty days until the next time. With good luck
they might not miss him for a whole month, if nobody noticed
he was gone, and if Mary Ann didn’t tell. He was sure she
wouldn’t, though she would be terribly put out to know he had
left without bidding her good-bye.

He laughed aloud at another thought and then quickly looked
around to make sure he had aroused nothing. He must remem-
ber not to be carried away like that. But what made him laugh
was the thought of the alarm that would go out for booster sta-
tions to be on the alert for him, knowing that he would be forced
to report somewhere by thirty days or a few days thereafter or
suffer the consequences. They knew no one could live without
his booster.

But Emmett had one weapon they didn’t know about.

He didn’t need his booster shot.

It was strange, but he was the only person he knew who was
immune to the plague. Everyone else had to report at the time
or suffer the sickness, insanity or death that was sure to result
from not getting a booster. But not Emmett Keyes.

He recalled with grim humor the one time he had missed his
shot, remembering how he had expected to come to a terrible end
within a few days when he realized what he had done. His par-
ents had taken him to the station when he was eleven for the
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regular monthly inoculation. There had been a crisis at the sta-
tion that hour, and the nurses had their hands full with a man
who had deliberately missed his shot—tempting the consequences
as many did, hoping they'd find themselves immune, which no-
body ever did—and he was nearly mad with fear and sickness.
They had made him pay a hundred dollars before they adminis-
tered his shot, the penalty for failure to report on time. His wife
paid it. The man recovered quickly, left quietly.

In the excitement Emmett, no different from other children
who did not like the shots, sneaked through the line and out the
back door, feeling rather proud of himself and not thinking at all
about what might happen to him.

A few days later a flier with a red star on its side settled in the
Keyes back yard and a commie—he looked enormous to Emmett
then in his big coat and red-star armband—got out. Emmett’s
mother, beside herself with fright and drying wet hands on her
apron, came flying out of the kitchen. His father came up out of
the fields.

The commie demanded to know why their son had not re-
ported for a booster. They told him he had, that there must be a
mistake. The commie then demanded they produce the son, one
Emmett Keyes, age eleven.

His father had come in the house for him, found him at the
second story window where he had been watching the proceed-
ings with wide eyes. When he was taken out in the yard, his
father, holding his hand tighter than he had ever held it before,
said, “Look, here’s my son. Does he look like he’s going to die?”

The commie looked him over and grunted something. Then
he asked in a loud voice, “Did your mama and papa take you for
your booster?”

Emmett told no untruth when he said, “Yes, sir.”

Then the commie reached out, grabbed Emmett’s left arm
roughly, setting a small instrument over the identity strip be-
neath the skin of his forearm, set his eye to a small peephole and
read what was there. Then he made a notation on a paper and,
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without another word, turned and climbed into his flier. In a
moment he was gone.

That was as close as he had ever been to a real Communist
official. He had taken his boosters regularly after that.

He surprised his parents by telling them he had not taken the
shot after all. At first they refused to believe him, but when he
threatened to do without the next shot to prove it, they looked
at him strangely and shook their heads at the wonder of it. They
discussed it many times, but they never breathed a word of it
outside the house. And of course they never mentioned it with-
out looking for microphones first. His father was sure there was
one in the house somewhere after the commie officer had visited
them, but he never found it. They did not discuss the immunity
again for some months for fear someone would be monitoring
their conversation.

The fact of his immunity made him wonder if there could be
others who might be immune. But through the years he became
convinced this wasn’t possible. He had seen too many law-
breakers take their punishment—sent home to die lingering, ago-
nizing deaths without their protective vaccine—to doubt the need
of the shots. He recognized it as the surest hold the Enemy had
over them all.

And it was only his immunity that gave Emmett Keyes the
chance to do what he was doing. If he had to report for a shot, he
could last no longer than thirty days. Without having to report,
he was freer than anyone he knew. He could last—a lifetime?

For thirty years the need for the monthly injections had been
the rule of life for everyone in the United States and the other
occupied countries—for four years longer than he had been alive.
It began in 1969 when the Enemy H-bombs wiped out Washing-
ton, D.C,, and Chicago. The United States had tried to retaliate
in kind, only to make the tragic discovery that the Enemy had
discovered something that tipped the scales of war in their favor
and made the outcome certain: they had somehow devised an
impregnable barrier against aircraft and missiles.

There was no alternative. The United States had surrendered
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quickly after the Enemy ultimatum to prevent any further loss
of life. The annihilation of the United States as a world influence
left other countries without protection, and they gave up in a few
days in the face of the invulnerable Red giant.

The Enemy became the undisputed ruler of the world and
took over the old U.N., naming it instead the United Nations of
Communist Peoples and pretending to use it for the settlement of
national differences. But the Enemy were the sole arbiters and
all important decisions were made abroad and not in the United
Nations buildings in New York.

No sooner had the United States capitulated than the Enemy
made a surprise announcement. Just to make sure of their even-
tual conquest of the United States, they said, they had let loose
all over the world a new strain of bacteria, a preventive measure
in case the United States and any ally had somehow managed
to get through to Enemy cities.

Emmett knew the history of it all; he had been taught the glow-
ing story in school. How the Enemy magnanimously agreed to
inoculate every man, woman and child in the world. There was
hesitancy on the part of the public for the first thirty days. But
when thousands suddenly began to succumb to the plague, there
was a rush for the booster stations so generously provided by the
conquerors. Some people died or went mad waiting in line to be
inoculated. Enemy doctors and nurses worked around the clock
for three days until everyone had been given a preventive shot.
No American doctor or nurse then or since ever handled the
vaccine.

People thought the vaccine would make them immune for a
long period, but they soon learned the shots were to be necessary
each month for the rest of their lives. And so the pattern of con-
quest and control became evident and booster time began, that
time of the month when everyone reported to his nearest
booster station to get his shot and to be seen by the Enemy doctor
and officer there who also checked on taxes, on how well quota
requirements were being filled, keeping an eye on the women
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to make sure none of them was unlawfully pregnant, doling out
birth control pills for five dollars each.

A birth permit became something to work years for. The cost
was five hundred dollars, including pre- and postnatal care and
the use of a hospital station delivery room. Everyone used these
facilities because if they did not and could, by some stretch of
the imagination, have a child outside the hospital station, the in-
fant could live no more than a month, since it would be denied
its first booster.

As he plodded across field after field, Emmett suddenly remem-
bered there was one group immune to the plague: the gypsies.
Or was this just so much hearsay? He had been hearing they
were immune all his life, assumed they were. But now, consider-
ing the uniqueness of his own freedom from the disease, he won-
dered.

What was there about gypsies? No identification written under
the skin of their forearms. Was this true, too? If they were un-
registered, then they were not eligible for hospitalization, rations,
government work or other benefits. But what about their babies?
Were they born immune?

There had been gypsy bands camped near Spring Creek many
times. He remembered their tents, their colorful clothing, their
signs which proclaimed their speaking acquaintance with things
occult, the future. He and some other boys had watched the fam-
ilies at a safe distance, finding, to their disappointment, that they
were no different from their own families, hanging up the wash,
reprimanding the children, seemingly happy with their lot of con-
tinuous roaming. In that one thing they were different, however.
Emmett was sure they didn’t need travel permits, were free to go
where their spirits moved them.

He had never asked a gypsy if he was immune, had never been
that friendly with one, heeding his mother’s advice to be careful
and not go too near them, that the gypsies might kidnap him.
He recalled several adolescent crises when he wished the gypsies
had spirited him away. Now he only regretted that he had
heeded the parental admonishment that had kept him at such
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a distance from them, for if they were immune and didn’t need
travel permits, he would fit in very well with such a group—if
they would have him. He'd have to find a band. But where to
look?

The stars were fading and the sky brightening and the coun-
tryside quickening to the new day. Birds twittered in excitement
in the trees he passed, and Emmett heard a rooster crow far away.
He walked more slowly now, knowing that with each passing
minute he would be less of a shadow in the woods and field, and
knowing too that farmers are early risers and that he should move
out of the fields and take to the roads.

By sunup he estimated he had walked a good ten miles, sat
down to rest and wet his lips from his water flask. Then he with-
drew the wrinkled, faded map and unfolded it on his knees as
he sat under a bush at the side of a dirt road.

He was near Springfield; he knew he should head east or west
to skirt the city. He looked at the map, decided to pass Springfield
to the east, and in so doing pass Decatur to the west, heading in a
northeast direction toward Chicago, keeping away from the hard
roads. The dirt roads would be better for daytime traveling since
their shoulders were narrower and shrubbery grew nearer the
roads, offering quicker cover. On a highway he’d be easily spot-
ted, just as easily stopped. He could hardly imagine officials us-
ing dirt roads; they had seldom passed his home near Spring
Creek.

He walked, taking to the fields now and then to go by houses
that were too close to the road. The sun in the cloudless sky bore
down and it was warm. He decided to ration himself with the
water when he found it half gone. He was immediately thirsty.
But he knew his survival depended on his control. He kept his
hands off the water flask.

Once he saw a shadow move across a field, walked and
watched it idly, thinking how much like a bird it was. Then, in
a single action, he looked up, saw the small flier whispering
through the air, and fell to the ditch, rolling beneath a hedgerow,
breathing hard, his heart hammering.
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Another time he was luckier. He heard a turbo, was well hid-
den in the weeds beside a culvert before it came in sight. He was
thankful for the whir of the turbocar which, though not loud,
was a distinctive sound. Once again his heart thumped its pro-
test as he watched the old car and its lone occupant buzz by.

At noon Emmett sought the seclusion of a small timbered
area, spread out his blanket and ate the sandwiches his mother
had prepared. He was hungry and ate with gusto, and as he fin-
ished he wondered where and when he would eat again. He ex-
amined his water flask, wished he had provided a larger one. It
was hardly a quarter full now. Water, he could see, was going to
be important soon.

It was near sundown. He had passed a thousand farms, it had
seemed, had tumbled into a hundred ditches on as many occa-
sions of passing fliers and turbos, skirting areas where farmers
were out in the fields planting. He had to stop sometime, some-
where. He needed water first, a place to stay second. He could
always sleep in a field or a forest—he had his blanket to cover him
—but he needed to get near a farmhouse for water. How to do
this?

He worked it out very logically, he thought. He might sneak
into a barnyard, fill his flask from cattle drinking troughs. Or he
might find an old hand-pump well, though this would probably
be too near a house and would make too much noise. His other
choice was being very open, just going up to a farmhouse, ex-
plaining he needed water. What reason would anyone have for
refusing such a request? Everyone, all the people he had seen
and all the people he was likely to see in the days to come, were
oppressed people, were they not? They would have no feeling
about him except perhaps envy in the joy he must feel in moving
about. They might even be sympathetic enough to give him a
meal and send him on his way with their blessing. That is what
he was sure his parents would have done for such a traveler. It
would have been an event, having someone such as he stop by.
It would be much more sensible, therefore, to be friendly and
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open, he decided. To sneak water would provoke inquiry and
possible unpleasantness.

He walked a few more miles until he came to a farm that
looked a little better than others he had seen. The fields were
neatly plowed, the house was newly painted and the barn was
still bright with paint from a year or two ago. He saw a clean
yard, white fencing, the farmer himself in his overalls and straw
hat, the woman coming in from the chicken yard. They must be
an industrious couple, keeping their place like that, he thought.
There was a turbo in the yard. A new one. A dog was asleep on
the stoop.

The dog was first to notice him as he stepped into the driveway
from the road. It looked up as if trying to recognize him. Then
it must have rejected any resemblance to anyone it knew and sud-
denly moved down the steps and across the yard, barking.

“Hi, old fella,” Emmett said, stooping a little and holding out
his hand, palm upward. “Come on, fella. Come on.”

The dog looked uncertainly at him, whined a little in its con-
fusion, then, as if deciding there could be no evil in someone who
spoke so nicely, lowered its head, wagged its tail and came for-
ward.

Emmett scratched the offered ears, saw that the farmer had
turned in the middle of the yard and was watching him. The
woman stood on the steps.

“Here, Bill!” the man called, walking toward Emmett. “Here,
boy!”

The dog lurched away and ran for the man, walked obediently
at his side as the two men approached each other.

“How do,” the farmer said heartily, showing wide-set white
teeth in a disarming smile. He was a large man in clean overalls,
a sunburned man, wisps of white hair jutting from beneath his
straw hat. “Where the devil did you come from?”

“Just passing by,” Emmett said. He was pleased with the

friendliness of this man. “Thought I might get my water flask
filled here.”
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“Well, now, water’s one thing we got plenty of. You just come
onrightin.”

The farmer turned and together they started up the driveway.

“Name’s Tisdail,” he said. “Cad Tisdail. The Cad’s for Cadwal-
lader. Ain’t that a name for you?” He laughed a little.

“My name’s—" caution slowed his tongue—“Elmer Pease.”

“Glad to know you, Elmer.”

“Nice farm you have here, Mr. Tisdail.”

“Ob, it’s nothing special. Been farming all my life. Wouldn'’t
rightly know how to do anything else, I ’spect.” He called to
the woman. “We have a visitor here, Ma. Name’s Pease. Elmer
Pease. Wants a little water. This here’s Mrs. Tisdail.”

“Pleased to meet you, ma’am.” Emmett took in the cold, gray
eyes, the appraising look.

Mrs. Tisdail nodded slightly, went into the house.

“By golly, Elmer, it’s been a long time since we had somebody
drop in like this so casual like. You look like you've been travel-
ing some.”

“Yes, sir, I have,” Emmett said. “I've been traveling all day.”

“I’spect.”

Emmett saw the quick glance down at his forearm, drew his
left hand up to his face to run fingers along the bristles of his
jaw. The eyes did not follow.

“You come on in with me. We'll get that water right out of the
tap.”

Emmett followed him into the house. The kitchen was neat
and clean and he found the smell of food in the electrocooker al-
most overpowering. It made his saliva run.

“Is there,” he said impulsively, “anything I could do for a
meal, Mr. Tisdail?”

Tisdail was halfway to the sink. He turned and looked at Em-
mett in surprise. “Why, you must be hungry, son. I hadn’t
thought of that. You just stay and have something with us. We'd
be glad to have you. And you don’t have to do a thing. Sure
mighty happy you happened along. Don’t know when we’ve had
anybody to supper. Hey, Ma!” he bawled. “Elmer’s going to stay
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for supper.” At the sink now, he turned on the faucet, let it run.
“There’s your water for you.”

Emmett dropped his bag to the kitchen floor, undid the cord
around the neck, picked up the water flask.

“Sure nice of you to let me do this, Mr. Tisdail,” he said, going
to the sink.

“Don’t you think a thing of it. Just glad to have somebody be-
sides Mis. Tisdail to talk to.” He chuckled. “You should have
come a little earlier, around dinnertime. We really had a meal
then. This is just a little leftovers.”

“It will be mighty welcome, Mr. Tisdail, believe me. I don’t
know when I've been so—"

He sensed rather than heard movement, flinched and caught
a heavy glancing blow on the side of the head. Next he felt the
full force of Tisdail's body. The flask clattered in the sink. He put
up hands to ward off a second blow. He caught the force of the
heavy object on the back of his hand, slid along the sink, fell, hit
an obstruction that tossed him sidewise. He rolled across the
floor.

He saw the livid face of Tisdail coming toward him now, the
smile gone, the eyes bright with fury, the mouth open, the teeth
clenched. He saw, too, the wrench in the man’s hand.

As Tisdail fell on him, Emmett rolled to one side, found his
face among the items on his blanket. The blade of his hunting
knife gleamed in the bright kitchen light. He lashed out for it,
caught it, clutched it tightly and rolled from the man.

Tisdail spun toward him, eyes white, the wrench poised. It
rushed for his head, hit his shoulder a deadening blow, Tisdail
twisting to bring it to bear again.

Rallying diminishing strength, Emmett brought the knife up
from the floor in a quick arc, felt it hit something, then sink home.

Tisdail stopped with the wrench poised in the air, surprise
on his face. For a moment the smile almost returned. Then his
face went flaccid, his eyelids drooped. The wrench clunked to
the floor, Tisdail’s head lolled forward and he fell heavily against

Emmett.
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CHAPTEHR 3

Emmett twisted free of the man, lurched up-
right, his hand on the table for support. Then he looked down,
saw that his hand was covered with blood.

Sickening, he staggered to the kitchen door, went outside and
retched. The dog watched him curiously.

I've killed a man. I've killed a man. The thought, so foreign
to his nature, throbbed in his brain. It was as if his old life had
ended just before the attack and that this new life, this new per-
son he was, had been born of the violence of it. He didn't like it,
didn’t want any part of it, killing a pleasant fellow like Mr. Tis-
dail. But why had the man assaulted him?

The calm of evening, the lengthening shadows, the reassuring
sounds of the farm steadied him. It couldn’t be that a man he
had killed lay just inside the door behind him. It had been
some horrible dream. In a moment he would awaken in his room
at home. He wanted to think that, but he knew it wasn’t true.
He was seized with a sudden impulse to run, to get away from
there, to strike off across the fields and go until he dropped from
exhaustion. He drew a long breath and put the thought away
from him. He had to go back inside to get his blanket and the
things on it.

He turned and opened the door with his unsullied hand,
forced himself to walk through it.
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The woman was where he had left her, in the doorway, star-
ing. She seemed to be unaware of his presence.

“Mrs. Tisdail,” he said, fearful that she might come alive at
any moment to seek revenge. But she did not move.

He went to the sink, washed the blood off his hand, watchful
of her. He used a dish towel to wipe away the blood on his sleeve.

He turned to her again. “I-I didn’t want to—kill your hus-
band.” There, the words were out in a rush, the admission of
what he had done, and they seemed to be too loud for the
kitchen. They reverberated among all the things in it, the chairs,
the table, the cooker, the pots and pans and dishes and silver-
ware, and the meaning of what he had said did not comfort him.

“All T wanted—was a little water for my flask—and Mr. Tisdail
said I could have some. He even turned on the tap for me.
Then—"

Mrs. Tisdail turned her head slowly and looked at him. The
eyes were blank, uncomprehending.

“And then he came at me. I was filling the flask. He even in-
vited me to stay for supper. It was right after that, while I was
filling the flask that he started to come after me with that wrench.
I-TI had to fight, Mrs. Tisdail. Had to. It was him or me. I didn’t
even think what I was doing. I didn’t have time to think.”

She stared at him, still unmoving.

“If he’d hit me square with that thing I'd be on the floor where
he is right now. Believe me, Mrs. Tisdail, I didn’t want to do it.
I swear I didn’t. Can’t you understand that, Mrs. Tisdail?
Can’t you? Can’t you see it was him or me?”

The sight of the woman, so gaunt, so small, so slight, and the
knowledge of what he had done to her life with this man, tight-
ened his throat. His eyes smarted with tears.

“I know what he must have been to you, Mrs. Tisdail,” he said,
trying to find some way to ease her pain and his own. “And I'm
sorry. But he shouldn’t have tried to kill me.”

She blinked her eyes and she saw him now. And the look was
strange, not what he expected, for it seemed to hold no malice.
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Then she looked away, at the floor, and opened her mouth a little
to speak, the lips hardly moving.

“I'm glad he’s dead,” she said so softly he wondered if she had
spoken at all.

She looked up. There was a little color in her face now and
her breasts rose and fell as she breathed more deeply. Her eyes
held his.

“He was no good and I hated him.”

Emmett's senses reeled. This admission did not go with the
pretty farm, the white fencing, the neatness and industry evident
in every part of it. He examined her face, saw tragedy there, and
the hopeless look he had seen so many times. It was a wonder he
hadn’t seen it before. But the farm had fooled him.

Mrs. Tisdail struggled to her feet. She looked older than her
husband, a wisp of a woman with short, graying hair, a pale face
with sunken cheeks and lines around her mouth, a face with-
out vitality, a face ready for wrinkles. She looked as if she had
been drained of life but continued to live only because her heart
had refused to stop beating.

Now she stood there looking at him steadily. “Yes, I hated
him.” She seemed to take strength from the words. “Can’t you
guess why?”

Emmett said nothing, wondered what could have engendered
such a feeling in such surroundings. The Tisdails were far better
off than any farmers he had ever known. What could it have
been? Why should he have been able to tell?

“You saw the fields, didn’t you? Did you see how nicely
planted they are? Did you see the new paint on the house? The
barn was painted only last year. Do you suppose Mr. Tisdail did
all that? Do you?”

“Well, it’s quite a job, considering all there is to do on a farm,”
Emmett conceded. “Didn’t he do it?”

“He did not. Not Cad Tisdail. Why should he lift a finger
when all he needed to do was phone the county office to have
some men sent out to do it?” She looked down at the inert form
on the floor.
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“Well, Cad, you can’t go to the viewphone now, can you? You
can'’t tell them you're dead and to send some men out to help
you, can you? You're beyond all that.”

Mrs. Tisdail caught her breath, wrenched herself away from
the door, came over to the sink where Emmett was standing and
looked out the windows there. He could see tears in her eyes.

“He asked them for help?”

“That’s right. The man on the floor is the Turncoat of Chris-
tian County. The man who would sell your soul if he could make
connections. A collaborator.”

Emmett looked at the huddled shape and found new revulsion
there.

“After the bombs fell and the plague came, Mr. Tisdail let the
commies know which side he was on. There was no favor small
enough for him to render, there weren’t enough hours in the
day for him to prove his loyalty to them. That’s why this farm
locks the way it does.”

“I'm sorry, Mrs. Tisdail. I didn’t know.”

She turned to him. “Do you know why he attacked you? He
could have killed you easily. He has an arsenal of weapons here.
He could have done you in with a heater, or he could have used
asleeper. But not Cad Tisdail.”

“Why did he try to use that wrench then?”

“When he brought you in I knew what he was thinking. You
live so long with a man and you know what he’ll do. Cad had a
flair for the dramatic. His plan was to knock you out, put a few
bruises on himself, a few scratches here and there—he might
have asked me to put them on—then he’d call the county office
over in Taylorville and tell them what a struggle he had with
you. And then he’d think his stock would have gone up a few
more points. But he didn’t have to do that. His stock was already
at the top. They didn’t need any more proof of his loyalty. But
Cad was always afraid they’d tell him some day they didn’t need
him any more.”

“I wish I had known. I wouldn’t have come—"
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“I'm glad you did come. Only I felt sorry for you when you
walked up the driveway. But there was nothing I could do.”

“It must have been hard for you—all these years—feeling the
way you do.”

“Hard?” She smiled wanly. “It wasn’t hard. Not really. It was
easy letting him do these things. It would have been harder try-
ing to stop him. I wish now I had had the courage to do it. But
then I'm a woman and I was married to him and I cherished the
dream that sometime he would see the error of his ways, that
some act would restore his rightful place in the community.

“He wasn'’t really a bad man. I think he was afraid more than
anything else. When we were first married and moved here,
we had a mortgage and a few cows and chickens. But we had
our pride. We worked from sunup to sundown. And people vis-
ited us and we visited them. I had many friends and so did he.
He was what you'd call jolly, then. He belonged to farmer or-
ganizations, a lodge in town, and even a luncheon club over at
Taylorville.

“Then the bombs came. And the conquest. I don’t have to tell
you how many friends we had left after he showed which way
he was going to go. Now nobody ever stops in here any more.
No self-respecting person would ever stop at the Tisdails’. This is
off limits. Communist territory.”

“Was it that bad?”

“Worse. You know what kind of people came here? Party
members, Communist officials. Even an Enemy officer stopped
here once. The model farm, he said it was. The perfect example
of occupation loyalty.”

“He was that open about it?”

“From the first. He spied, pried, pressed and informed on ev-
eryone, including his best friends. It wasn’t long after the bombs
fell that he became a vital cog in the occupation machinery here-
abouts. Of course we took our boosters just like everyone else,
but we didn’t have to go to the station for them. Oh, no, not the
Tisdails. We were on a route of collaborators. The third of every
month they’d stop by to give us our vaccine. And taxes? There

21



weren't any. We could get a travel permit anytime we wanted.
We didn’t have to pay for a baby permit—and believe me I
thought perhaps that might help Cad see things right—but we
were never fortunate enough to have a child. Cad insisted I go
to a hospital station to find out why, but I refused to go. Perhaps
I should have swallowed my pride. Maybe things would have
been different. . .”

She was silent, lost in her own thoughts, which left Emmett
standing awkwardly by, not knowing what to do. A dead man on
the floor, the man he had killed, and he should be moving on,
getting away, yet he didn’t want to leave her just yet, couldn’t
just walk out, leaving her alone this way.

How different the Tisdails were from the people he knew!
His own parents had never compromised with the Communists.
They had lived with it, it’s true, but they had never done any-
thing for them. They complied with the rules because they had
to, not because they wanted to.

“I'm only an old woman,” she said finally, turning away from
the windows, “an old woman filled with the thoughts of an old
woman. [ shouldn’t be standing here telling you these things.
They mean nothing to you.”

“They do mean something,” he said gently. “They mean that
as long as there are women like you there is always a chance some
day this country will be free again.”

“Free again?” She smiled at him. “It's a wonderful thought.
But it’s hopeless. I know. I've seen them. They're thorough. They
have weapons. And we are all shackled by the booster. We al-
ways will be.”

“T've heard the gypsies don’t have to have boosters.”

“Maybe they don’t. There are always exceptions to rules.”

“But why wouldn't they be susceptible?”

She shrugged. “I never thought much about it. I've never
heard it discussed.”

“They should have succumbed, it seems to me. It can’t be right
they’re immune.”

“Perhaps not. I don’t know.”
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“You don’t know where any gypsy bands are, do you?”

“No. Are you one of them?”

“No. I-I was thinking of joining such a band.”

Mrs. Tisdail gave him an appraising look. “Who are you? And
why is it you're traveling about this way? Don’t you have a travel
permit?”

“No, I don't,” he confided, certain he could trust her now.
“Like you, I don'’t like life under the Communists. I was on my
way to see what I could do about it.”

“Do you think you will get very far? You almost didn’t get
past this farm. How will you manage your boosters?”

“T'll manage somehow.”

“Yes,” she said, taking in his broad shoulders, the strong brown
hands, clear blue eyes. “I think you might.” Then her eyes were
drawn once again to the form on the floor.

Emmett followed her gaze. “I shouldn’t leave him there.”

“Leave him right where he is. It’s got to appear as if I killed
him.”

“You can’t do that!”

She met his look squarely. “It’s the only way . . . for you.”

“But what about you?”

“Don’t worry about me.”

“But you just can’t stay here and tell them that! They’ll take
away your booster—they’ll—"

“I told you not to worry about me,” she said sharply. “Now
I've got to get you something to eat and send you on your way.”

“But I can't let you do it! Don't stay—come along with me, but
don’t stay!”

She reached into the sink and picked up his water flask, started
to fill it under the tap. “Don’t you stop me in the one thing I
can do to help you and, in turn, help the country I used to know.
It’s you who are important. Not me. My life’s over, done with.
We've got to save yours while we can.”

“‘But. .. !”

“Will you shut up!” She faced him, angry. “Already we've
spent too much time talking. Here.” She handed him the flask.
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“Now you take this wet rag and go over the room and clean
everything you've touched.” She jerked open a drawer, pointed
to a tray of knives. “Pick out the knife that is nearest the size of
your hunting knife. You'll have to replace yours with it. We don't
want your knife for evidence, you know.”

He did as he was told.

Later, when he had eaten and when she had prepared a lunch
to take along, she led him to another room where she opened a
large cabinet on the wall. Inside were weapons he had never seen
before.

“That one at the top is the biggest heat gun Cad had,” she
said. “He used to tell people it could burn a hole in inch-thick
armor at a mile. It’s too big for you, though.”

She pointed to smaller heat guns, some with telescopic sights
and others not so equipped, in graduated sizes. There were sev-
eral old-fashioned rifles and automatics, and at the bottom were
three sleep guns, one of them a small, compact, pistol type that
she picked up.

“This sleeper will fit into your pocket,” she said. “You'd better
take it. As far as I know it has never been fired.”

Emmett found the sleeper lighter than he thought it would
be and cool to the touch. It must have been made of magnesium
steel, he thought. It was black and efficient-looking.

“Thanks, Mrs. Tisdail.”

“Tonly wish there was more I could do for you.”

On the way out of the room Emmett noticed a small panel at
one side of the room. It glowed with many lights.

“That’s the annunciator,” she said. “Cad insisted it be installed.
He was always afraid somebody was going to come up to the
house and kill him. This would give the warning. It rang a bell
when you turned into the driveway.”

“Do many places have systems like this?” Emmett asked, re-
flecting on how lucky he had been to set off no warnings in his
night-and-day trek, though he had known of the danger.

“Most collaborators have them. But I don’t think they’re much
good. If you know where they are you can get by them easily
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enough by crawling under them as if you were going under a
fence. They’re not set that low. If they were, all the cats and
dogs and rodents would be setting them off all the time.”

The sky held little of what remained of the day when they
stepped out of the kitchen. The dog came up, nuzzled Emmett’s
hand as he stood, not knowing what to say to this woman who
had helped him.

“You could take the turbo,” Mrs. Tisdail said, “but they would
know something was wrong then.”

“What are you going to tell them? How are you going to ex-
plain your killing him?”

She smiled and, in the area outside the house, illuminated only
by the porch light, her face looked young. He fancied she had
been an attractive girl in her youth.

“I'm not going to tell them anything,” she said.

“They have ways,” he said.

“Have they?”

“You ought to know.”

“I do know. Now will you please go?”

He hadn’t noticed her hand on his arm until he turned to go.
He turned back, hating to leave her there to face them.

“Good-bye, then,” he said, not moving away. He wished there
was something he could do for her, some last thing.

And then he knew there was something.

He reached up to her shoulder, pulled her forward and kissed
her.

For a moment her arms were around him, her cheek against
his, and she sobbed.

Then she pushed him away.

“Please go now.”

“Good-bye, Mrs. Tisdail,” he said, turning. He knew he could
not look back now.

He started down the driveway, the dog trotting at his side.

“Good-bye,” she said. “Good luck . . .and thanks.”

Emmett went out into the night to the road.

He could still feel the coolness of her lips.
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CHAPTEHR 4

It was a night to beware of because it was
clear and the light from the full moon was everywhere. It would
have been wiser to have taken refuge in a wooded area and not
to have exposed himself as a moving object on such a night, but
Emmett was driven to be far from the Tisdail place by morning.

Armed with the sleeper and with a pocket bulging with cur-
rency, he felt a confidence he had not known before. But he'd
have to be careful how he used them. People who were loose
with their money were regarded with suspicion in Spring Creek.
It was probably no different anywhere else.

And people with sleepers were Communists.

He took to the roads because he felt he had been brash in
trusting the fields before. The annunciator panel in the Tisdail
home had changed that for him. There would be no warning
systems on the roads. And they would be faster.

But the unending roads made him drowsy. And no wonder,
he told himself, remembering all he had been through. But he
did not sanction it. He forced himself to keep alert. There could
be no sleep for, say, fifteen miles yet. If he could walk three
hours, then he’d chance getting out the blanket and sleeping
for a while.

But how will I wake up? And instantly he thought of his alarm
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clock at home, an old-fashioned, round-faced, luminous-dialed
clock his grandfather had given him. He wondered if it had run
down yet, wished he had brought it along. But he laughed when
he remembered its loud ticking. It would have roused the coun-
tryside. Too bad I don’t have a wrist watch, he mused, thinking
of those he had seen on display in Spring Creek. But who bought
them? Certainly not anyone in the Keyes family.

A sudden yapping at his side jarred him. A dog rushed from
the underbrush, snarling and darting at his leg. Emmett backed
away. The dog nipped his trousers and he heard the fabric tear.
Then he remembered the sleeper, brought it to bear on the bark-
ing dog, pressed the trigger, heard a click. The dog slumped in
the middle of the road.

Though fearful the animal would revive at any moment and
renew its attack, Emmett picked it up and carried it to the road-
side ditch. A sleeped dog in the middle of the road might give
rise to questions.

When he started down the road once more, he tried concen-
trating on his surroundings, not wanting to be surprised again.
With each step down the lonely road he made himself watchful
of all things, hearing the animals that skittered away in the
underbrush as he approached, seeing the endless procession of
dark shapes that were trees and bushes going by, being particu-
larly careful when passing farmhouses, and wondering at the
same time who lived in them, whether they were meeting their
quotas, were managing to pay their taxes, wondering if they were
happy.

Perhaps in some of the houses he passed lived people like his
mother and father—good, loyal, hard-working people who prayed
for the day when they'd once again be free, people who were
dismayed by nothing, had seen suffering, who had themselves
suffered, but who could not move from their subservient position
because of the boosters. That and the ever-present commies and
occasional Enemy.

And some of the houses were homes for people who had things
a little better, men and women who had more than adapted
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themselves to the occupation. These were the people who went
along, not caring what the new government decreed, but sup-
porting it and thinking it wise to do so. They did not exactly
curry favor, but they did not object to special treatment for them-
selves.

And in a few of these houses were people like the Tisdails,
where husband or wife or both left nothing undone to show the
victors they meant to help with the occupation all the way, even
though it might mean suffering for others. These were the farm-
houses he should have passed most carefully, but he had no way
of knowing which they were.

A sudden scurrying in the bushes at the side of the road halted
him, his hand ready to draw the gun. It had been a noise much
louder than that made by small animals.

A figure emerged from the parted foliage. It was a young man.

“Hi,” the youth said. He was smiling. He couldn’t have been
more than twenty at the very most.

Emmett backed away, ready for any sudden movement, trying
to guess why such a youngster should be abroad at this hour. It
was at least an hour after curfew.

“Watcha got in the bag?”

The voice came from the other side of the road and Emmett
whirled in time to see another shape loose itself from the bushes
there. He backed still farther, drew the sleeper. He didn't like the
looks of this, glanced over his shoulder to make sure no one was
behind him.

But there was.

In a matter of moments the road was filled with youngsters.
He could see them better now. They were all teen-agers. They
stood in a rough circle and they were grinning.

“We're your friends,” one of them said.

“Yeah.”

There was a little laughter.

“Hey, what's he got in his hand?”

“Looks like a gun.
“Itis a gun,” Emmett said. A sleep gun.’
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“A sleep gun!” one of them jeered. “Hey, he thinks he’s got a
sleeper!”

“Only big shots got sleepers.”

“Maybe I am a big shot,” Emmett said. “Did you think of that?”

They stood a little uncertain. Then one of them said something
filthy. It wasn’t the largest boy.

“Sure looks like a sleeper.”

“Aw! He probably carved it out of wood.”

“Let’s get him!” A figure darted toward Emmett. But others
failed to join him.

“Wait a minute, you guys,” a younger voice quavered. “He
ain’t done nothing, has he?”

“He’s walkin’ through our territory, ain’t he?”

“Yeah. How about that? You got a travel permit?”

“With this sleeper,” Emmett said, “I don’t need a travel permit.
Now are you fellows going to get out of the way or do I have to
blast a path through you?”

A fellow bigger than the others detached himself from the cir-
cle. “You better hand everything over—"

“You better stay where you are,” Emmett warned.

The youth stopped. “You hand your stuff over and we'll hold
it while you fight one of us.”

“T'wo of us, Bob! He's a big guy.”

“O.K. Two of us, then. I guarantee the fight'll be fair and
square. Then we'll let you go.”

A few of the boys were unable to hold their chuckles at this.

It was just a kids’ gang. Emmett had realized that when he first
saw them. But even a group like this could be mighty rough if it
had a mind to be, for he had once been a member of such a gang.
He remembered how much fun it was after being held down all
day to steal out at night and see how much hell could be raised.
His group had challenged many a stranger, had been in many
a fight. But he didn’t remember ever stopping a man with a
sleeper.

“Look,” Emmett said, “I don’t want to have to use this sleeper.
But I'll have to if you don’t move on and let me alone.”
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“Quit your kiddin’.”

“Whose side are you on, anyway?” Emmett asked. “Commie
or American?”

“You tryin’ to be funny, Mister?”

“We ain’t on anybody’s side,” the leader said. “We're on our
own side.”

“We're for ourselves.”

“Hey, he’s stallin’.”

“Yeah. Let’s have the fight.”

“Make him fight, Bob.”

“O.K.,” Bob said, stepping toward him, “but first we got to see
what’s in that bag.” The others started to move in too.

There was no alternative. Emmett squeezed the trigger of the
sleeper. There was a satisfying answering click.

The leader slumped to the ground without a murmur. Two
youths behind him in the fringe area of the gun’s effectiveness,
tottered, tried to walk a few feet, and collapsed.

“Geez!” It was the only sound and it came from a single throat.

The group, halted by their sudden loss, stood uncertain again.
But only for a moment this time. Then there were yells, and
they scattered, some running down the road, others disappearing
into the fields.

“Hey, you!” Emmett cried at two slow starters.

They stopped their flight and turned. He could see the fear in
their faces.

“You forgot your friends,” he said. “You'd better get them off
the road.”

The moon had moved halfway across the sky before Emmett,
numb with weariness, the bag a leaden weight on his shoulder,
struck off from the road into a wilderness of weeds, brambles,
bushes and trees. He went more than a hundred yards into the
area before he took the bag off his shoulder and opened it.

He felt better after he had eaten a little of what Mrs. Tisdail

had prepared for him, washing it down with water from the fask.
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He relived what had gone on at the Tisdails’ as he did so, and
he wondered how things were with her at that moment.

He looked up through the tall trees to the moon, guessed from
its position it was long after midnight. Then he looked for a likely
place to spread the blanket. Two trees growing close together on
a small rise about twenty feet away seemed to offer the best place.
It had the further protection of shadow from the foliage of nearby
trees.

In a few minutes Emmett had the blanket rolled about himself
in the natural hollow at the roots, his head resting on a large
root branch for a pillow, his eyes on the sky and a few cloud
formations that marched along. It made him feel as if he were on
some large boat, sailing smoothly over a quiet sea, the trees being
the masts. He felt very serene. .

The snap of a twig jarred him suddenly to wakefulness.

Emmett’s nerves jangled with a sense of emergency, yet he
did not move. Something had awakened him. But what?

He saw nothing except the profusion of the thicket on the
other side of the small clearing, the trees stretching higher than
he could see without turning his head. There was a breeze now.
He could hear the sough of it through the leaves. But otherwise
nothing had changed.

Then he heard the cracking of small branches and underbrush.
It grew louder.

Now he could hear voices.

Had they hunted him down?

Emmett threw off the blanket carefully, found his sleeper and
knife, crouched in the shadows.

The snapping and crackling seemed to pervade the entire area
now. His grip tightened on the gun.

Then he saw them, a group of shadowy figures moving single
file across the clearing. They moved swiftly, did not seem to be
looking for anyone. At least they did not look to the right or left;
they kept their eyes straight ahead. Occasionally he heard a voice.

The string of people passed within a hundred feet of him,
and he assumed, when the last one had disappeared, that this
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was all. He was about to get up when he heard more voices, saw
another group closer now. These were not in single file but in
twos and threes. And then they had passed from view. There
was only one last person lagging behind a little, within fifteen
feet of him.

Emmett watched the last figure move across the clearing, limp-
ing a little. When it reached the rise on the other side, in full
view and silhouetted against the sky, it stopped and sat down,
removing a shoe.

Emmett rose cautiously, moved behind the twin trees where
he had made his bed, made a wide circle through the under-
brush, his eyes never leaving the person on the rise. These people
were not looking for Emmett Keyes. That much was plain. And
they did not fear detection. Otherwise no one would stop in plain
sight and remove a shoe.

Once Emmett stepped on a twig. It snapped with a sound that
was like thunder in his ears. He froze.

The person on the hill glanced toward him, then returned to
the shoe.

Clouds often darkened Emmett’s view of the rise. He could not
then be sure that the person was still there. But each time the
moon brightened the area he saw the figure. The person was
through with the shoe now and seemed to be resting.

When Emmett had wormed his way to within six feet of the
person’s back, the figure rose and started off in the direction of
the others.

Hoping the companions had gone far beyond hearing, Emmett
ignored caution, jumped out of the bushes and rushed the figure.

It whirled. Emmett saw a surprised face brightened by moon-
light before he threw himself at the knees.

They both fell heavily to the ground.

Emmett rolled a little, darted his arm out around the other’s
neck. He sat up. There was a furious squirming, a clawing at
Emmett's arms and hands. The fingernails were long and sharp
and felt like razors drawn across the fingers and knuckles.
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He looked down and saw the hair of his opponent and let loose
of—her.

She wrenched away, breathing in gasps, one hand on the
ground for support, the other on her throat. She turned her head
and the moonlight brightened her pale face, dark eyes and black
hair. She looked at him furiously.

Emmett could only gaze at her in astonishment.

“You. . .you. .. ! She compressed her lips and shook her
head angrily.

“I didn’t know you were a girl.”

“You nearly choked me to death.”

She massaged her throat, coughed several times, continued to
shake her head. Finally, she brushed back a few wayward strands
of hair, tucked them in place, and rose. She was dressed in a
short dark jacket, slacks and—she looked for and found her hat,
a shapeless felt. She put it on her head. It didn’t look bad there
at all, Emmett decided, getting up.

They stood looking at each other.

“Who are you?” she asked. “Why did you attack me?”

“You lost the battle,” Emmett said. “You're the one who's going
to answer the questions.”

She put her hands on her hips. “Is that so? Well, we'll see
about that. The boys will be back directly.”

“The boys?”

“Yes, the boys.”

“TI'm not waiting for any boys,” Emmett said, reaching out for
her hand. “You come along with me.”

She eluded his grasp, turned and ran.

He sped after her, caught her arm and spun her around.

For a moment they stood together like dancers, breathing hard
at each other. She was young, a head shorter than he and her
eyes looked up unflinchingly into his. He liked the smell of her,
the size of her. He tightened the grip on her arm behind her.
She involuntarily moved hard against him. She snorted and
shoved him away.
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“All right,” she said. “I'll come. But you can do what you like,
I'll not answer any questions.”

He led her back to the twin trees.

“You were sleeping here?” she asked in surprise. “Why?”

“Why not? A man has to sleep, doesn’t he?”

“But in a place like this?”

“I can think of worse places.”

She sat on a thick root and looked at him. “I don’t know of
anybody these days who sleeps in the woods.”

“What were you doing in the woods?”

“What were you doing in the woods?”

Emmett grinned. He saw her look at his teeth. “You're the
hardest woman to get an answer out of I ever saw. What's your
name?”

“What'’s yours?”

He stopped grinning. “I could get you to answer. You know
that, don’t you?”

“Maybe. But you wouldn’t know if it’s the truth or not. And
they'd find you and you'd be sorry.”

“Who'd find me, the boys?”

She nodded.

“Who are ‘the boys’? Your brothers?”

“Maybe.”

She presented a comely picture in the moonlight, sitting on the
root, her arms behind her and supporting her, one trousered leg
atop the other, the foot moving a little. How in the world could
he have thought her a man? At a hundred feet it should have
been obvious. But then, he had not been expecting a woman.

Emmett tried to analyze what drew him to her. Perhaps it was
the moonlight that softened her face. Maybe it was her hair, for
there was a lot of it and it flowed away in gentle curves from her
forehead back to her shoulders. Or was it her challenging, un-
afraid manner? There were no girls like this in Spring
Creek. . . .

He watched her, saw her take a piece of yarn from a jacket
pocket and tie up her hair. As she did so, her jacket pulled open
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at the front and he could see the press of breasts against the
blouse there. He caught his breath, looked away.

Then he was conscious of her eyes on him. Damn it! Why
did he have to feel like a schoolboy before her?

“You make a habit of this, I see,” she said.

He looked up, wondering what she meant, saw that she was
looking at the equipment near his blanket.

“What are you running away from?”

“Maybe I'm just touring the country.”

“Nobody tours the country. Unless he has a permit. And if you
had a permit you wouldn’t be doing it like this.”

“But this way I get close to the earth and people. You, for
example.”

“And far from commie eyes, is that it?”

“That depends on who you are.” Emmett fondled the sleeper.
“And what you are.”

“Well, I'm not a commie, if that’s any help,” she said. “My
guess is you're not either.”

“If there’s anything opposite to a commie, I'm it.”

“You feel that strongly about it?”

“More strongly than that.”

“There ought to be more of you.”

“You mean more of us, don’t you?” He darted a sharp glance at
her.

“Of course.”

It didn’t sound convincing. But she was right about the ques-
tions. How could he tell which were true answers and which not
—even if he should wring her neck, and he had no desire to do
that. If she had been less attractive, less agreeable and less
friendly, he might have been more militant about the interroga-
tion, but her decisiveness and her confidence didn’t help.

What to do with her? He puzzled over several ideas, decided
the best thing would be to send her on her way and to move in
the opposite direction at top speed. That was the only sure, safe
thing to do. But he found himself putting off the move.

“Why so quiet all of a sudden?”
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“I'm trying to decide what to do with you.”

“Oh?” She smiled. “Don’t I have anything to say about it?”

“Not a damn thing,” he said sharply. “Maybe I should just
sleep you and move on. It’s a cinch I can’t get any information
out of you.”

“Is that really a sleeper?” she asked.

“Yes, it’s a sleeper. I've used it twice already today.”

“Where did you get it?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“I'd like very much to know.”

“Why?”

She smiled again. She turned her head slightly as if listening.
It seemed to Emmett he had heard a sound, too.

“T think the boys are coming,” she said. “I told you they
would.”

From out of the clearing behind her came two figures.



CHAPTER 5

The two figures were men dressed as the girl
was, in dark felt hats, jackets and trousers. The moonlight was
behind them, their faces were in shadow.

As they approached, Emmett rose, his sleeper in his hand.

“You can put that away,” the girl said, rising. “We're your
friends.”

“Yeah,” Emmett said drily, “I've heard that before. It seems
everybody wants to be friends with me. But it always turns out
bad for me.”

“What happened, Ivy?” one of the men asked, joining her.
Emmett kept the gun ready, but the two made no menacing
move.

“I got something in my shoe,” Ivy said. “I stopped to get it out
and the next thing I knew”—and she indicated Emmett with a
nod of her head—"he had tackled me.”

The two men looked at him.

“He means no harm,” Ivy said. “We've been having a session
of questions without answers. Only I think he’s even more curi-
ous than I. He was sleeping right by the trees here.”

“We stopped at the road,” one said. “When we counted, you
were missing.”

“Did the rest go on ahead?”
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“They're probably at the point right now.”

“Good. We mustn’t keep them waiting.”

“You'd better come along with us, Mister.”

Emmett advanced a step, put the gun out where they could
see it. “And I think you'd better stay here. I have a lot more
questions to ask.”

“I'm sorry,” Ivy said, “but we've got to go. Perhaps if you go
with us some of your questions will be answered. We can’t leave
you here.”

“You forget that I could keep you all here and ask questions
of you after you awaken.”

They stood looking at him.

Suddenly an arm from behind circled his throat, he was
tripped and fell violently to the ground. The fall knocked the
wind out of him.

A moment later he saw there were three men. And the girl
was standing over him with his sleeper in her hand.

“We wanted to save you that embarrassment,” she said. “Now
I have your gun and in a moment I'll have your knife. Then
you'd better gather up the rest of your equipment and come with
us.

“Are you sure he's all right?” one of them asked.

“No,” the girl said. “But he said he was anti-commie.”

Ivy stood by while they helped Emmett pack his few belong-
ings. Then they set out across the clearing, Emmett sandwiched
between a lead man and the girl. They did not talk but walked
briskly, moving like shadows among the bushes and trees with
such a definiteness of direction he wondered how often they
made the trip.

They came to a road and paused. One of the men moved
across first, then waved the others to come. Once on the other
side, they started through a plowed field with undiminished pace.

In ten minutes they came to a large outbuilding. It was dark,
but a few whispered words opened a door and they passed
through to a lighted interior.

It was an old implement shed, illuminated by a single gas lan-
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tern hung over a rafter in the center of the room. There were
new boards where the windows had been. The shed was nearly
devoid of farm devices, but it was filled with eyes—eyes that bored
into his, some of them distrusting, others fearful, several curious.
The eyes and the shadows on the old walls belonged to half-a-
dozen men and more than twenty women, all dressed in dark
clothes.

“Who is this?” asked a lean, tall man who moved toward them
from a small group on the far side of the room. His voice was low,
clipped and authoritative. As he neared him, Emmett saw that
his clothes, while dark, were tailored to fit him. And he saw too
the alert blue eyes, the sureness of step, the air of authority.

Ivy spoke up. “He’s a man who held me up for a while. He
was sleeping in the woods, says he hates commies.”

“Really?” The eyes crinkled in amusement. “Do you hate
commies?”

“Yes,” Emmett said. “Does it make a difference?”

“Let’s see your hands.”

Emmett hesitated, wondering why this man, so evidently the
leader of the group, should make such a request.

“Let’s see them,” he commanded. When Emmett still hesi-
tated, he grabbed a hand, felt of the wrist, looked at his identifica-
tion on the left forearm, then examined the right.

“What's your name?”

“You're lucky if you get him to tell you,” Ivy said. “I tried hard
to find out myself.”

“Elmer Pease,” Emmett answered. “What’s yours?”

“Where are you from, Elmer?”

“T'll tell you that when you tell me who you are and what all
these people are doing here.”

“T'm afraid I can’t do that.”

“Also,” Ivy said, offering the gun and the knife, “he had these.”

The leader tock them. He examined them for a moment, then
looked at Emmett. “Where did you get these?”
“Why should I tell you?”

“Alittle unusual, carrying a sleeper, wouldn’t you say?”
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“Only commies carry sleepers,” someone ventured.

“And Enemies,” someone else added.

“He ain’t got the build for an Enemy. He ain’t fat enough.”

There was laughter at this. Emmett looked around at the faces.
They were not friendly now.

“They’re right, you know,” the man said. “Can you explain?”

“I can explain,” Emmett said evenly, “but I'll be damned if I
will.”

The leader stared at him for a moment, then he held up the
gun to see it better in the glow of the lantern. “Serial Number
AK2560892. Model six. I'd like to know who this sleeper belongs
to.”

Emmett was surprised when the man turned his back and
walked away.

He turned to Ivy. “Friendly bunch,” he said.

She eyed him coldly, said nothing.

Emmett now was conscious of the stares of those in the room.
As he stared back he tried to make sense out of it all—this gather-
ing, the predominance of young women, the trek through the
woods. But nothing jelled. The only thing that didn’t puzzle him
was what they wore. Dark clothing would be less conspicuous at
night in the woods.

They seemed to be waiting for something, these people. They
didn’t even speak to each other. It was uncomfortable and nerve
jangling. He looked at the leader who now sat on an old sawhorse.
Others looked at him, too, but none of them talked to him. He
turned to look at Ivy. A nice name, he thought, viewing the pale,
smooth skin of her face. The moonlight hadn’t lied; she was still
lovely. Dark eyes, delicate nose, full lips. Red lips. And flowing
hair. She, too, was watching the man who had spoken to him,
a man who now sat lost in thought, staring at the wide boards
of the shed floor.

For what seemed an interminable length of time the man sat
there, looking as if he were arguing with himself. This puzzled
Emmett still more. Finally he appeared to have come to some
conclusion, rose and came to Emmett swiftly.
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He didn’t like what he saw in his eyes.

“Why did you lie about your name?” he asked.

Ivy muflled a cry and moved away. Everyone was looking at
him now, and some of them moved toward him. Emmett put
down a feeling of panic. How did he know he had lied? Was it a
wild guess? A bluff?

“What makes you think I was lying?” Emmett asked with as
much conviction as he could muster.

“Your name is Emmett Keyes and you live in Spring Creek,”
the leader said. “And you are carrying a sleeper assigned to a man
named Cadwallader Tisdail.”

“Tisdail"” One of the men ran up to the leader. “He’s a com-
mie if I ever saw one. He lives on a farm about twenty miles south
of here.”

“I would suggest that you tell us how you manage to have a
commie sleeper, Mr. Keyes. And in the meantime—" He nodded
to the men.

Emmett was seized roughly, his bag taken, his pockets emp-
tied. And all the while his brain groped for the answer to how
this man could have known his name, the fact that the sleeper
belonged to Tisdail. It was impossible! But still it had happened
and while he was being held, others were spreading his belong-
ings on the blanket.

The leader leaned over and picked up the large roll of cur-
rency. “When they sent you out on this job,” he said, “they didn’t
want you to be without funds, did they? Maybe they thought
you might even buy yourself out of a situation like this.”

“Nobody sent me out on any job,” Emmett protested.

“No? Is it that you just happened to have this gun and this
money?”

Emmett looked from the leader to the faces of the others
around him, faces of six men. Dark, sullen, angry. He found the
face of Ivy beyond the inner circle. It was expressionless—or did
he fancy a look of pleading in her eyes?

He sighed. “All right, I'll tell you.” Hands released his arms.

The buzz of conversation ceased.

41



“I killed Tisdail,” he said. “I killed him because I stopped at
his house for water and he attacked me because he wanted to
show his commie bosses he had done something.”

“And then you stole the gun and the money?”

Emmett looked the leader square in the eyes, tempted to lie
about that and leave Mrs. Tisdail’s name out of it. But they had
known his name and who the sleeper belonged to, so did they
also know about Mrs. Tisdail? The look of distrust in the eyes
had vanished with the truth. He could not chance a return of it
by lying now.

“INo,” he said. “Mrs. Tisdail gave them to me. She has always
been an anti-Communist and she hated what her husband had
turned into. She said she would take the blame for his death.”

“Why should she do that?”

“Because she wanted me to be free to do what I had set out
to do.”

“And what had you set out to do?”

“I left Spring Creek because I hated life under the occupation.
I thought I might find an anti-Communist group to join. Or join
a gypsy band and travel with it until I found such a group. That
way I could travel without a permit and without being mo-
lested.”

The leader was thoughtful now. He frowned a little. Then he
said, “How did you kill Tisdail?”

“With that knife.”

The eyes of everyone went to the knife on the blanket. The
leader knelt, took it up and examined it.

“The symbol of resistance,” he said softly. He sighed and rose.
“There must be many young men like you, Keyes, eager to have
done with the occupation. But a knife"—and he looked at it again
—"is such a puerile weapon.” He shook his head as he faced Em-
mett.

“What a pity it is that men like you can’t rise up and set things
right. I know how you must yearn for freedom, how you long to
change this world to make it a better place for you and your
children. But you are all enslaved by the booster, and courage

42



alone can’t pull you through it no matter how hard you want it
to.”

“We can try,” Emmett said firmly.

“What kind of talk is that? You can try to die, too, for that’s
what will happen to you when your booster day passes—or if you
should be caught roaming the rural areas. In that case it would be
slow death in a slave-Jabor camp. I don’t have to tell you that.
What puzzles me is that you should have started out at all, know-
ing all these things.”

“What about you? You and these people here? You are moving
about and you don’t seem to worry about being caught.”

“We are what we are because, if we weren’t, we'd be dead or
dying. And when you are so close to death, you cease worrying
aboutit.”

“But you are fighting the occupation and that’s what I want
to do. I want to be one of you.”

The leader smiled. “We aren’t fighting the occupation. We
aren’t the resistance group you think we are.”

“What are you then?”

The big man looked at him with steady blue eyes. “I wish I
could tell you.”

“Sir,” a man to the leader’s right spoke up, “there isn't much
time.”

“I know.” He looked at his wrist watch, then at Emmett.
“My advice to you is to go home and forget everything that's
happened. Perhaps some day you will be able to help change
things.”

“That,” Emmett said with some force, “is what’s wrong today.
Go home. Sit around and hope for better things. I'm sick and
tired of doing that.”

“There happens to be nothing else you can do, Keyes. I only
wish there were. I'm sorry.”

Emmett snapped his jaw shut before he said what he was
afraid he'd say. What was wrong with this man? Couldn’t he see
how useful Emmett could be? What kind of a movement was
this that refused to take a good man?
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And then he thought of his freedom from the necessity of
booster shots. At least the leader didn’t know about that. Perhaps
it would make a difference if I tell him, he thought. But some
inner voice cautioned him not to reveal it.

“See that Mr. Keyes gets on his way,” the leader said to the
men around him. Then he walked away, glancing at his wrist
watch and saying, “We have ten minutes more.”

The shed filled with whispered conversations and the shuffing
of feet as the members moved around. Two men pushed Em-
mett’s belongings to the center of the blanket, and Emmett knelt
down and finished the job of arranging them and making the
blanket bag. As he did so, his heart sank, for nowhere did he
see his currency, his knife or the sleeper. How could he get along
without them?

He stood up wearily, lifted the bag to his shoulder. Ivy moved
to his side.

“You'll need these,” she said, handing him the three missing
items. “Come on, I'll show you the way.”

Outside, the moon was low on the horizon, the air quiet and
cool. The girl led him across a field and stopped at a hedgerow.
She turned to him.

“T'd better not go any farther.”

She stood close to him, her eyes wide and glistening. The moon
caught a soft curve of cheek and the shadow beneath. Now a
slight breeze caught at her hair, sent a lock of it over her eyes.
She brushed it back. He hadn'’t realized until then she had not
worn her hat.

“Thanks for the sleeper—and the rest,” he said. He felt the
pull of her. It moistened his palms, shortened his breath.

She put slender white fingers on his arm. “I know you're not
going home. He—the leader knows it, too. But you can’t come
with us.”

“I wish someone would explain things to me. I'm not a child.”

“I know that.” The grip on his arm tightened a little. Her fin-
gers were like fire, even through his jacket. “You mentioned gyp-
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sies.” He could hardly hear her, close as she was. He leaned
forward.

“Gypsies?”

“Yes. I know where there is a band.” She turned to look beyond
the hedgerow and pointed with her other hand. “It’s about ten
miles from here. That way. The band is in a town called Corn-
wall. They'll be there for two days.” She turned back to him.
“They may be able to help you.”

“Thanks.”

She didn’t move. Her cheek looked cool. He reached up, ran
his finger tips across it, up to her hair. Her cheek was warm and
soft, her hair silken.

Now she set white teeth firmly into the roundness of her lower
lip and the grip on his arm was tighter still. He looked at the lip
and the teeth and her eyes, and the pull of her was greater than
ever.

Suddenly she released his arm. Now he found her lips hot, her
body soft and warm and yielding as he held her.

2T N

She broke away. “You'd better go.”

“Come with me.”

“No.Ican’t.”

“When will I see you again?”

“Perhaps—tomorrow.” She turned and ran back toward the
shed.

She stopped and turned.

“Good luck.” The words floated to him across the darkness of
the empty field.

The blackness of the shed swallowed her.
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G 'HL A B T 'BI'R 6

Emmett stood for a long time at the hedge-
row, trying to unwind things, hoping to make sense out of all that
had happened, and looking for clues that would guide him on
his way.

Twenty-four hours ago he had been in his bed, tossing fit-
fully, awaiting the hour to leave, more awake than asleep, eager
for the great adventure.

When he had left his house, he was sure of his simple purpose,
his single objective, and the way ahead looked clear and definite.
He was a man out to combat the enemy, and the enemy was
everywhere. He had expected to find people clearly divided into
collaborators and dissenters, and by avoiding the collaborators and
seeking the help of the dissenters, he thought he might find the
anti-Communist organization he was looking for. He had also felt
that by making known his intentions, airing his views in the
right place at the proper moment, those who could use his help
might even come to him and urge him to join them.

But it had been nothing like that. At first he was only inter-
ested in putting miles between himself and Spring Creek. And
when he had reached what he considered a proper distance,
where his face would be the face of a stranger, he had sought
out what he had thought were industrious people, perhaps even
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people like his mother and father. And the genial Cad Tisdail
had appeared to be just that at first. And what had happened?
He turned out to be a collaborator. Not just a simple sympathizer,
but a party worker. And then the horrible struggle and the kill-
ing. He had not been ready for that. He grimaced as he remem-
bered it.

After that his objective once more became a matter of distance,
miles between the Tisdails’ house and the place he would spend
the night, foregoing any search for gypsies or contact with peo-
ple. And then the incident with the youngsters and the necessity
of his revealing the possession of an unlawful weapon. And what
after that? Flight again. Flight, flight, flight.

And when he finally reached safety, when he finally searched
out and found an isolated spot in the woods where he should
have been safe from everything and where he should have been
able to rest for a few hours, even this was not to be his, for he
was wrenched from rewarding sleep by the passing of a weird
assortment of men and women in dark clothes.

Then the interview in the shed, when he offered his services.
What mad world was this?> Would he ever find what he was
looking for? Would he ever come upon a group who would wel-
come him, teach him what could be done about the occupation?
Or was the spirit of freedom so dead that nowhere was there a
fight to restore it? Or was it everywhere people in dark clothes
who ran through the woods at night and, when questioned, said
they were not fighters?

He lay down at the hedge so he wouldn’t be seen because he
saw shapes coming out of the shed now. The group was leaving.
Now he had to decide. Shall I follow them? Where will they
go? Or should I go north as Ivy suggested, to find the gypsies?
But gypsies I don’t know about, and this group is here right now
and they are going somewhere and I ought to find out where it is.
I ought to know what they are up to, what it is they do if they
don’t fight.

But even as he thought this, he did not move to go. And he
knew why. It was because of a girl. A girl with black hair, white
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fingers, red lips. Soft lips. And as he thought of her he wondered
which figure was hers among those moving across the field at
right angles to him, where she was going, why she seemed dif-
ferent from the other women in the group. He once again felt
the warmth of her lips, the grip of her fingers on his arm, the way
she brushed her hair back into line . . . the way she said “good
luck.”

They were gone in a few moments. He rose and his bones
ached from the dampness. He stretched, put the bag on his shoul-
der and pushed through the hedge.

He would go find the gypsies. And maybe—just maybe—she
would be there. Tomorrow, she had said, hadn’t she? Maybe he'd
see her tomorrow.

He traveled north in the chill of the hour before dawn when

‘earth is at its quietest, hearing only the sound of his feet, the
whoosh-whoosh as he went through weeds and grass, and now
the crunch of gravel on a road, thinking: Maybe I've just left
home and I've been dreaming while I've been walking and all
these things haven't really happened to me and it isn’t dawn yet
and I'll walk until noon and then I'll sit beside a creek and eat
the lunch my mother made for me.

But he knew it hadn’t been a dream because he could feel the
roll of currency in his pocket and he could feel the bulge of the
sleeper in his jacket pocket.

He trudged on north now, the only man on earth, walking,
walking, walking. No turbos. No fliers. Not even the animals that
usually ran away at his approach.

It was chilly. His hands were cold. He put them in his pockets.

Suddenly the road branched. He took the more northward one.
It was a little better than the other, he discovered when he had
gone a few hundred yards. He didn’t like it, but it stretched
north and if he had traveled in the right direction, Cornwall
should be up ahead there somewhere. Perhaps five more miles.

He walked a little faster. He wanted to reach the town before
daylight.

The road changed to a composition surface. He passed a few
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intersecting roads, tempted to go down them instead, but reason-
ing the road was improved because it led into a town. Perhaps
he was nearing Cornwall.

Now there was no farmer’s field on either side of the road.
No fencing, either. Why? Cultivated land reached the limits of
Spring Creek, why not here?

Was that a stand of clover? Grass? He could not see well now
that the moon had set.

He stopped. Up ahead was a—what? It was on the right side of
the road about a half mile away. It looked like a building, but it
was taller than any he had seen outside of a town and there
was something on top of it. Could it be some sort of structure on
the outskirts of Cornwall? A grain elevator? A silo? He wished
the moon were out.

There was little cover at the sides of the road now. But in
the fields there were clumps of bushes and a few trees. Odd that
they should be there if the field was clover.

What was it?

He walked to the side of the road, stood there undecided for a
moment, then walked down the shoulder, jumped across the
ditch and climbed the other side.

Now he was at the edge of the gravel and weeds, looked down
at the field.

It was grass.

He reached out his hand to feel of it.

Alight as bright as day blinded him.

He jumped to his feet, saw that the light came from above the
building far away on the right. Instantly he fell to the ground,
rolled into the ditch.

Now there were other lights. They moved quietly over the
area he had just left. He could see the weeds and larger stones
at the edge of the ditch in sharp relief against the black sky.

What was this?

He crept along the ditch bottom, thankful the ditch was there,
moving slowly until he was more than a hundred feet from where
he had been when the light first struck him.
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Light burst around him. Only then did he hear the hiss of the
flier above, pinpointing him on the ground with a narrow beam.
There was no use to run now.

He looked frantically up and down the ditch. Fifty feet away
was a culvert and sewer opening. If he could only reach that . . .

Emmett hardly heard the whir of the turbo before it braked
to a sudden stop on the road.

A figure bounded out, started for him.

Emmett felt his panic leave him as he drew the sleeper. There
was only one of them.

He pointed it, pressed the trigger, heard the click and knew,
with consummate relief, that at least he’d get this one. Then he
could move on.

But the man did not drop.

Emmett fired again. Again and again. The range grew shorter
and shorter.

Then a numbness struck him, lights swirled in his head, and
he felt himself floating softly to earth.

It cushioned him nicely.

He could feel the sleep sweeping over him, a pleasantness he
did not want to resist.

And then there was nothing.
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CHAPTEHR 7

Emmett floated gently in sleep’s fringe area,
aware of the white sky and the small black sun in the middle of
it, his body and his mind suffused with the tingling deliciousness
of semiconsciousness.

Then, as if he had been struck a body blow, he realized that
the white was not the sky and the small black thing in the center
of it not a sun. His mind reeled as he tried to orient himself, tried
to place what he saw. And when he could not, his heart leaped.

He sat up, panic sweeping him. He was in a bed.

Where is this?

He shook his head. It helped his mind vault the distance of
time that lay immediately behind him until he was back in
Spring Creek and he was leaving the house and not looking back
and there were fields he was walking across . . . and the fight

. . the woods . . . and a girl named Ivy . . . and his mind
rushed through all that had happened until the lights had
blinded him and he had tried in vain to drop the man before
him with his sleeper.

He looked around, saw the small room, the single window.
New clothes were on a chair nearby. But nowhere did he see his
old clothes, his bag, his money, the sleeper. He looked down at
himself, saw that he was garbed in a loose-fitting shirt and pants.
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He got out of the bed, found himself groggy and unsteady,
but he made it to the window and looked out. Spread before
him was a nicely landscaped lawn as far as he could see. It was
filled with white benches, curving cement walks, fountains,
pools, trees and bushes.

It was early morning—or was it late afternoon? He couldn’t
for the moment decide whether he was facing north or south.
He examined the window. The pane was thick, unbreakable plas-
tic. It was not made to open. Turning back to the room, he saw
the green-carpeted floor, the delicate green tint of the paneled
walls, and the bed he had just left. High in the walls were duct
openings. In the wall facing him was a door. But it had no knob.

He went over to examine it, saw a red button where the knob
should have been. He pressed it. The door slid open noiselessly,
disappearing into the wall. The room opened to a corridor.

Emmett hesitated for a moment, undecided whether or not to
put on the new clothes first. The door closed silently. He pushed
the red button again. It opened. Satisfied it would open when he
wanted to leave the room, he took the clothes from the chair.

The shoes were soft and flexible, sponge-soled and kind to his
feet, a contrast to the heavy, hard boots he was used to wearing.
The trousers were black and of soft texture, as was the white
shirt, and both were cool to the touch.

The bright hallway on the other side of the door presented a
small problem because there were doors at either end. He decided
to try the one on his left, but it did not open when he pressed
the red stud. He tried the other. It opened.

He was not prepared for what he saw next, for it was a room
as large as a house and it was filled with a strange, soft glow.
He stood near the door that hissed closed behind him, wonder-
ing at the beauty of it. In the center was a large pool and in the
middle of it was a white statue of a nude woman holding aloft
a bowl from which water cascaded among the lilies below.
Around the fountain pond were lounges and chairs and small
woolly carpets, and near the walls were statuary, fresh flowers
in tall vases, and small garden plots in which flowers were grow-
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ing. On the walls were many paintings. The room was so spot-
lessly clean he hesitated to step farther into it, the air was so cool
and the total effect so restful he felt moved to sit in one of the
chairs.

A doorway at the far end opened and a thin man came through
it. He paused for a moment, then came forward around the pool.
He walked stiffly, as if he had an injury. When he came within
speaking distance, he stopped. His black eyes indicated nothing,
his face was expressionless.

“Follow me,” the man said. Then he turned and walked to-
ward the door he had come through.

Emmett followed.

The man led him to another smaller but lavishly furnished
room at the end of which a man sat in a chaise longue, a drink
in his hand.

“Come here,” the man commanded in a clear voice. And as
Emmett walked to him, the man’s eyes never left his face. His
guide went around the chair, took a position behind it facing
Emmett.

“Sit down.”

Emmett sat in a nearby straight-backed chair and stared at the
man with the drink, a fat man with a pasty face, pale blue eyes
and thin strings of black hair running across an otherwise bare
pate. The pink jowls, puffy cheeks and eyes were quite a con-
trast to the thin face of the man behind him.

Emmett glanced at the man’s thick neck, the huge midsection
and the pudgy fingers that gripped the glass, and wondered what
kind of a man he was, for what he saw was not very impressive.
Then he studied the eyes and found the answer there. They
held none of the hopelessness Emmett was used to sceing. He saw
authority there. And strength. And intelligence, too.

The man stirred a little and said, “I'm Alfred Gniessin.” The
voice was a low rumble. “Welcome to my villa.”

Emmett said nothing. From his accent and the name and the
lush surroundings there could be no doubt the man was an En-
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emy and the man behind him his servant. This, then, was how
the victors lived.

“Jascha and I have been waiting for you to wake up. You have
been sleeping more than ten hours.” He turned his head slightly.
“You may turn it off now, Jascha.”

Jascha moved to a nearby panel. Before he pushed a button,
Emmett caught a glimpse of the view on one of the screens above
it. It was the room he had slept in, viewed, he could see, from
the little black device in the ceiling.

“What brings you here?” The fat man drained his glass with
obvious satisfaction, set the glass on a small serving table. Jascha
picked it up, prepared another drink.

“I brought myself here.”

The eyes opened a little wider. “Is it going to be like that?”

Yes, Emmett said to himself, it’s going to be like that, just as it
was when I was questioned in the shed. Only now it’s not ques-
tions from a person I could expect to be sympathetic. Are you
going to tell me my name and where I'm from too? Are you going
to be as clever as they were, Mr. Gniessin?

Emmett sighed. “Let’s say I was just walking by then.” And
you can carry on from there.

“All right. Let’s do say you were walking by.” He took the new
glass. “Then let’s find out why you picked four o'clock in the
morning to do it.”

“There is very little traffic at four in the morning.”

“There may be very little traffic, but people who move about
at that hour are a little more conspicuous than they would be at
four o’clock in the afternoon. You discovered that, didn’t you?”

“It seems you discovered that.”

“That’s still not saying why you came here.”

“Believe me, I didn’t want to come here.”

“T'll go along with that.”

“You should have let me pass by.”

“You stopped yourself when you set off the alarm.”

“I didn’t know it was there or I'd never have done it.”

“Where were you going?”
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“Just a little jaunt. I'd never seen the country.”

“We didn’t find a travel permit among your things. Did you
lose it?”

“I didn’t have any.”

“Oh?” The eyes were coldly amused. “Now we're getting
somewhere. It takes a lot of courage to travel without a permit.”

“I wasn'’t restricted as I would have been with a permit.”

“But why should you travel at all? Didn’t you know it was
dangerous?”

“I was willing to take that chance.”

“Where did you come from?”

Emmett looked at the eyes. Gniessin, he wanted to say, ques-
tions like that were asked me not too long ago and it didn’t do me
a bit of good to lie about it. But the people who were doing the
asking were smart. Somehow they managed to find out a few
things about me. Now why don’t you do the same?

“Come now, don’t you want to tell me?”

“Frankly, no.”

“I see.” Gniessin grunted, sat up, put the drink on the table,
then faced Emmett with his hands on his knees and a grin on
his face. “Well, Emmett Keyes, things haven’t changed much in
Spring Creek since you left there before daylight yesterday morn-
ing.”

Then Gniessin laughed, stood up, drew his lounging robe
around him, tied the belt tightly about the waist. “You people
are all alike. I've been in your country for twenty years and I've
never seen one of you who didn’t underestimate us.”

He stopped being amused, leaned over to talk to him. “Don’t
you suppose it was an easy matter to check you from the number
on your forearm? Why do you think it’s there? Do you think we
are fools? Do you?” His face was flushed and he turned away
without waiting for an answer.

Yes, I understand about the number. That much I do see. But
suppose you tell me how this other man knew. I'll bet you
couldn’t tell me that.

Gniessin picked up a square of paper from the small serving
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table. “Now that you can see it will do no good to lie, why don'’t
you tell me where you were going and why?”

“I didn’t like the life I was living in Spring Creek,” Emmett
said. “So I got out.”

“What was wrong with it?”

“It led nowhere. It was empty.”

“Didn’t you have a gir]?”

Emmett darted a glance at him. It was an unexpected question,
but the eyes told him nothing. “Of course I had a girl.” He tried
to think of Mary Ann, but the face of Ivy kept superimposing
itself on Mary Ann’s.

“Then it couldn’t have been entirely empty, could it?” Gnies-
sin went back to the chair, sat down and reached for the re-
mainder of his drink, examining the paper he had picked up a
moment ago. “What was her name?”

“What difference does that make?”

“Was she good looking?”

“Fair.”

“As young as you?”

“A year younger.”

“Did you ever . . . a. . .” Gniessin’s smile was a lascivious
one.

“That, Mr. Gniessin, is none of your damn business!”

“Oho!” Gniessin’s face was a fatuous grin as he raised his glass
and some of the liquid sloshed out. “Listen to him, Jascha! An
admission of guilt if I ever heard one. Look at his face!” He
peered at Emmett as if trying to see him through a fog. “Why
don’t you tell us all about it? Where did you do it? In the hay?”

The head was invitingly close and a surge of hot, angry blood
stirred Emmett to action. He rose, balled a brown fist and took a
step forward. His arm shot out, headed for Gniessin’s nose.

The blow was stopped abruptly by Jascha, who stepped be-
tween them with surprising suddenness, grabbing Emmett’s arm
at the wrist. The grip was strong.

“All right, Jascha,” the fat man said.

Jascha let go and Emmett massaged his wrist. Jascha stepped
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back to the other side of the chair and Emmett eyed him with
new respect. For such athinman. . .

“Sit down,” Gniessin said roughly. He fingered the paper he
held. “You're rather quick tempered, Keyes. A thing like that is
bound to get you in trouble wherever you go. You were saying
you didn't like life in Spring Creek.”

“Life anywhere dominated by the Communists is not worth
living.”

Gniessin looked up at him with narrowed eyes. “That sounds
like a sentence from some revolution primer.”

“It’s a simple fact.”

“I suppose life would be rather dull for someone with your
adventuresome spirit. Isn’t it a pity we can’t give everyone a free
hand?>”

“Why can’t you?”

“Do you suppose there would be any of us left if we did?”

“Good riddance, then.”

Gniessin frowned. “I haven’t heard talk like that for years. It
rather surprises me. I had supposed people who ventured opin-
ions like that were purged long ago. But you're the new gener-
ation, and I can see it’s there as strong as ever. I'm afraid our
work here will never be done.”

“It won’t be if you insist on keeping the people down at the
slave level. You make them get a permit to marry, a permit to
live in a house, a permit to buy this and that—everything but
spit and you'd make them get a permit for that if you knew how
often they spit when the name of the Enemy is mentioned—"

“That’s enough——"

“It’s hard getting enough to eat without saving all your hard-
earned money to buy a permit to have children and pay the ex-
orbitant taxes and—"

“Will you shut up!” Gniessin roared. Then he scowled at him.
“How far do you think you'll get talking like that? Carry on
that way and you'll land in a camp in Utah or Nevada. As district
director for the Occupation Forces, I could send you there.”
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“I don’t give a damn who you are. You could be the Enemy
Premier, and I'd still tell you what I think of you.” '

“Pretty strong talk for a person in your position, Keyes. You're
a fool. I could send you to a camp just by signing my name to the
commitment papers.”

“Just because I didn’t have a travel permit?”

“I admit it’s 2 minor violation.” Gniessin gave him a long, hard
look. “But there’d be no question about it if I stated you mur-
dered a party man named Tisdail.”

A sense of weakening frustration swept over Emmett. He
knew. They all knew. Everyone. Was there no act, no move-
ment, no thought that was secret any more? If he could do noth-
ing that escaped notice, then why had he tried at all? Why, in
fact, did he leave home? Perhaps his father was right. Maybe
there was nothing one man could do, especially against forces
that had the faculty of knowing everything he did.

“And your parents,” Gniessin was saying. “I could send them
away, t00.”

Emmett said nothing. Perhaps he had been handling things
wrong. He shouldn’t be so vehement, so eager to strike out at the
Enemy and let everyone know it. Maybe Gniessin was right.
Maybe he was acting the fool. This shouting, this name-calling
—that wasn't the way to fight them. He’d have to remember that.

“You are silent,” Gniessin said. “That’s an improvement. You
should try a little control. And as far as the permits are con-
cerned, do you suppose I have anything to do with them? The
laws under which you people are living were made ten years be-
fore I came to America. Now I don’t want to commit you to a
camp; it would be a crime to send a young fellow like you to his
death. But don’t press me too far, Emmett Keyes, because I will
send you there if I have to.”

He went back to the paper he held. “Now where was I?” He
scanned the sheet. “Quite a few things in that bag you were
carrying. You had a good hunting knife, some excellent items for
survival, and you had two things that puzzle me very much.”
He looked up quickly.
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Emmett forced himself to stare at the man. Go ahead, tell me
about the currency and the sleep gun. It’s been done before. You
knew about Tisdail, so I suppose you know about them, too.

“That sleeper,” Gniessin said. “Where did you get it>”

“Found it.”

“I suppose you found it in the middle of the road right next
to all that money?”

“That’s right.”

Gniessin shook his head. “It takes an ordinary man quite a
few years to amass that much money. A pity he should have been
so thoughtless as to leave it right in the middle of a road. But
even that’s understandable. But no ordinary man has a sleeper.”

Emmett was surprised. Gniessin evidently didn’t know the
sleeper belonged to Tisdail. Or was there another reason for this
line of questioning?

“I'm an ordinary man,” Emmett said, “and I had a sleeper.”

“You only think you're ordinary. How many party members do
you think have been murdered in the past twenty years? No,
Keyes, you are anything but ordinary. But tell me about that
group you met in the woods. I had imagined everything in my
sector was quiet and serene, and now I find young men and
women are running about under the cover of darkness. Who were
those people you met and what were they doing?”

“I don’t know anything about them,” Emmett said, suddenly
glad he had nothing to reveal.

Gniessin turned his head to Jascha, saying, “Do you believe
him, Jascha? Or do you think he is holding out? If he’s just
being unco-operative, we ought to commit him to the new camp
in Nevada, don’t you think? They need men out there.”

“Sir, you have already——"

“Shut up, Jascha.” Gniessin sipped his drink and looked at Em-
mett. When Emmett said nothing, he went on, “Perhaps you
really know nothing about them after all. Well, it’s not important.
They shouldn’t be hard to catch, and then we'll have the whole
story.” He put his drink down. “When they are, Keyes, they'll
be brought here and you'll have a chance to see them again if
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you stay. This villa isn’t a large one, as villas go. I have no family,
no children. But there’s room for a man like you. Unless you'd
rather go West and work yourself to death.”

“I'd rather be on my way.” Have a date in Cornwall, Gniessin.
A rather uncertain date, to be sure, but I still have it.

“You wouldn’t find life in this villa unpleasant. It’s at least
more healthy than tramping around the countryside without a
travel permit. As a district director, I'm supposed to get along
without outside help, with only the company of people like
Jascha here. But they are strictly limited and offer little in the
way of sparkling conversation. You won’t be alone. There are two
like you here, a man named Bradshaw who does the cooking, and
Dr. Smeltzer. I'm sure you and the doctor would find much in
common.” He put what was left of his drink on the serving tray,
and when Jascha reached for it, he said, “No more, Jascha.”

Once again the fat man pulled his robe around him and stood
up. His eyes were lower than Emmett’s because he was not so tall.
“Either way there’s no escape, in case you were thinking you
would stand a better chance of escaping if you stayed here. You'd
never leave here alive. Maybe you don't believe that.”

“I'll take your word for it.”

“Well, then, which will it be: Camp or life here?”

There was no choice. Emmett had heard about life in the West-
ern deserts. Men were sent there and never came back. Several
persons from Spring Creek had been sent West when their
crimes had transcended the usual violations. There had been no
letters, no word from them. And letters addressed to them had
never been answered. It was as if they had simply ceased to exist.
Death by being deprived of a booster shot was a blessing by
comparison.

“You find it difficult to decide? Is it so hard to determine which
is the lesser evil: Life with Alfred Gniessin or death in Nevada?”

“T was just remembering some things I had heard about camps.
There is no choice, of course.”

“I didn’t think there was. Well, now that you will be living
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CHAPTER 8

The door hissed closed behind him. At a ta-
ble in the kitchen before him stood a short, stocky man with
bulging eyes. The way the man slowly blinked them reminded
Emmett of a frog. This was evidently Bradshaw, the man Gnies-
sin had referred to.

“You Keyes?” The man made no effort to move from the table.

“And you're Bradshaw?”

“Yeah.” The eyes finally left Emmett and the man started to
roll dough on a lightly floured board before him. His hands were
quick and sure, his pudgy fingers deftly grasping the edge of the
dough and turning it now and then between rollings.

Emmett moved from the door and took a chair on the other
side of the table. Bradshaw continued to work wordlessly.

Though the kitchen was large, Bradshaw seemed to be using
only part of it. It was brightly lighted, warm, and filled with
hunger-evoking aromas of a meal in preparation. There were
shiny copper pans and kettles, shelves filled with ingredients,
racks of utensils and allied equipment—quite unlike the kitchen
he had expected. He had imagined the meals would be prepared
electronically, with no need for a cook, which was what Brad-
shaw seemed to be. Yet even as he looked around, Emmett could
see large machines at the far end of the room. They could be
electronic devices for cooking.

62



“At least you ain’t a zombie.”

Emmett was startled. Not with what Bradshaw had said so
much as he was that he had suddenly spoken.

“Zombie?”

“One of them robots.”

“Robots?”

Bradshaw looked up in surprise. “Where you been? You knew
Jascha was a robot, didn’t you?”

“No.” That explained the unnaturally stiff walk, the lightning
movement when Jascha grabbed his wrist! He had heard there
were such things as robots, but he hadn'’t really believed it until
now.

“There’s a dozen of 'em around here. 1 call "em zombies be-
cause they got a faraway look in their eyes. All but Jascha.”

Bradshaw placed a piepan upside down on the rolled dough
and cut it with a pastry wheel. “T'ook me a long time to get used
to 'em. They still give me the willies once in a while, these guys,
the way they walk around with that vacant look.”

“Jascha doesn’t have a vacant look.”

“No, he don't, just as I said. He’s the best looking and most
natural actin’ one of the bunch. But you oughta see the others.
Jascha’s warm, but the skin of the others—if you want to call it
skin—is cold. His eyes are almost human and his voice sounds
better than the rest. Jascha's been here only four years. The
others were here when I came.”

Bradshaw made the last cut of crust, held the pan aloft and
eyed it critically. Satisfied, he put it down and stared thoughtfully
at the far end of the kitchen. “T'll never forget the day Jascha
came. Mr. Gniessin brought him down here and he said, ‘Brad-
shaw, I want you to meet a friend of mine.” And then he intro-
duced Jascha. I shook hands and didn’t think nothing about him
not smilin’ or nothing because Mr. Gniessin’s friends ain’t the
smilin’ kind. Then Mr. Gniessin started to laugh and told me
what a big joke it was. He told me Jascha was a robot.”

“How long have you been here, Bradshaw?”

“Ten years. See that stuff back there?” He waved a hand at
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the equipment at the other end of the kitchen. “That’s the push-
button kitchen. We don’t use it much any more. Oh, it does a
good job on some things, but it can’t whip up very good crab
souffié or crépes au Kirsch, and Mr. Gniessin goes for fancy
dishes. No machine can outdo a human when it comes to mak-
ing stuff like that.

“TI was working at the Hotel Ingles in the East—maybe you
heard of it—when Mr. Gniessin walks in. He was stayin’ there for a
couple days. He comes back to the kitchen and tells me I'm sup-
posed to start workin’ for him. No self-respectin’, exclusive joint
like the Ingles would think of offering robot-made food, but no-
body realizes it. That's what drew me to Mr. Gniessin right
away, because he tasted the difference. He's a connoisseur, Mr.
Gniessin is.”

“He looks as if he enjoyed eating,” Emmett conceded.

“You know what he was doin’ before I came here? He was
tryin’ to cook. You never seen such a messed-up kitchen. But I
cleaned it up and started right away. You know the first thing
he asked for? Danish beefsteak, with crépes caviar as an ap-
petizer, a tossed salad, and a lemon meringue pie like the one
I'm makin’ now, for dessert. I told him, I said, ‘We ain’t got no
caviar and I can’t find no garlic for the salad.” He just nodded. In
half an hour there was some in the kitchen. It's been like that
ever since. He makes out the menus days ahead of time, and I tell
Jascha what I need. I never have to worry about whether I'll have
so much of this or so much of that to cook with.”

Bradshaw put the pastry shell in a small oven behind him, set
the controls and turned to shelves where he gathered up a mixing
bowl and some ingredients with which he started to work on the
table. “It really means something to a guy like me to have some-
body appreciate what I make. Mr. Gniessin never lets a meal pass
without sayin’ how good it is.”

“Back where I come from,” Emmett said evenly, “we had trou-
ble getting sugar, to say nothing of garlic. I don’t believe we ever
had any of that.”

Bradshaw didn’t get the point. “The hotel had trouble, too.
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Sometimes I forget how things are on the outside. Where did you
come from?”

“Spring Creek.”

“Where’s that?”

“South of Springfield.”

“Why'd you leave down there?”

“Because I thought things might be better someplace else.”

Bradshaw paused in his stirring to look up. “You mean things
were bad?”

“Oppression’s bad anywhere. It just seemed worse in Spring
Creek.”

“Oppression ain’t a nice word, Keyes. I don’t think of it that
way.”

Emmett took in the soft flesh, the well-fed look of the man, and
for the first time realized Bradshaw didn’t have that hopeless look
in his eyes either. He was on the point of making a tart reply
when he remembered his experience with Gniessin. He said
only, “How do you think of it?”

“As sort of being under their protection,” Bradshaw said firmly.
“We proved we couldn’t handle our own business and now
they’re handling it for us.”

“When was the last time you were any place but here—out
among the people to see how they’re living their lives?”

“I've been out. I seen it.” Bradshaw stirred his mixture a little
faster.

“Did the people look happy?”

“It’s the people’s own fault if they ain’t happy,” the ¢ook said
stubbornly.

“Yeah,” Emmett said drily, “they all can’t have plushy jobs
cooking for the district director.”

Bradshaw stopped stirring and glared at him. “That’s a dirty
thing to say, Keyes.”

“If you ask me, it's a dirty thing to be so hand in glove with
aman like Gniessin.”

“Don’t you go sayin’ nothin’ against Mr. Gniessin. He’s been
more than kind to me.”
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“He’s a Communist, isn’t he?”

“Yeah, sure he’s a Communist. So what?”

“He’s the Enemy, Bradshaw, that's what. He’s a Communist
and a member of the occupation forces.”

“The Enemy? Maybe you don’t know it, but the war’s over.
It's been over for thirty years. And with the conquerors here
there’s goin’ to be no more wars. Theyll handle things right.
Why, we was lucky they took things over. Otherwise we might
all be dead. You might never even have been born if things
went on the way they were. You ask Gniessin about it. He'll give
you the straight dope. The way things are now we ain’t got a
thing to worry about. Let them do the worrying, see? Ain't it
better that way?”

“Didn’t you ever hear of a thing called freedom, Bradshaw?”

“You mean the way things used to be? I don’t want any part
of that” Bradshaw separated the yolks and whites of several
eggs.

“What about the people on the outside?” Emmett asked, find-
ing it difficult to keep his voice under control. “The people
who have to work themselves to death trying to scrape together
enough money to pay the taxes, to get a marriage permit, housing
permit and all the other permits the Enemy sells, do you suppose
they’re happy?”

“They ain’t worried about bombs, are they? The only thing
they got to do now is work, and it goes against their grain that
for once in their lives they got to work. I've seen unhappy people
all right, Keyes. They are the lazy people, the people who want
something for nothin’.”

“What about being denied their boosters because of some mis-
take, just to serve as a gruesome example to others? And what
about the men—the fathers, husbands and young men—who have
been sent to the labor camps in Utah? I suppose that’s all right
too?”

“There’s laws,” Bradshaw said, never stopping his steady stir-
ring of the mix. “They are supposed to be obeyed. The happiest
people are those who do.”
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“Enemy laws. Occupation laws. Everything for the Enemy and
party members and nothing for the rest of us.”

“Those who obey the laws get along best. You ever tried going
along, obeying the laws and payin’ respect where you're supposed
to? You'll find it much easier than getting all riled up about it.
Why don’t you count all the good things and try to go along
with the way things are? You'll never get into no trouble that
way. You might even find yourself getting a kick out of it.”

Emmett turned away. He couldn’t look at the smug face, and
he didn’t want Bradshaw to see his anger. “Thank God every-
one’s not like you. If they were, there never would be a chance
of making this a free country again.”

“The trouble with you,” Bradshaw said, “is that you ain’t got
the vinegar worked out of your system yet. After you've been
here a while you'll settle down.”

“I don’t intend to be here that long”"—and anger suddenly ex-
ploded—“you goddam commie.”

The mixing spoon hit the side of the bowl. Bradshaw leaned
on the table, his face coloring. “You watch what you say, Keyes.
Nobody calls me a goddam nothin’.”

“Maybe traitor would be a better word,” Emmett said, turning
to face him. “Or should I say commie lover?” He mouthed the
words as if they were unclean.

The eyes were wide now, the face white. Slowly the hands
moved from the table and one of them rose to the knife rack
overhead. Bradshaw brought down a long knife.

“You just say one thing more, Mister,” he said, laying the
knife carefully on the table, the point of it toward Emmett. “Just
one thing more.”

“At least you haven't lost your self-respect,” Emmett said, ris-
ing warily, his eyes on the other. He was larger than Bradshaw;
he had that advantage. But Bradshaw had the knife, and a
wicked-looking knife it was, with a foot-long blade and a gleam-
ing edge. But somehow Emmett couldn’t find it within himself
to care, for Bradshaw was suddenly a symbol of all that he had
come to hate: the fickleness and inconstancy of people, their
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abandonment of ideals for an illusory security, justifying their
cowardice and weakness by saying their overlords could manage
their affairs better than they themselves could.

For all these reasons Emmett was ready to do battle.

But the battle never began.

The door through which Emmett had passed what seemed an
eternity ago suddenly hissed open and through it came a gray-
haired man attired in what Emmett by now presumed to be the
dress of villa dwellers: a white shirt with ample sleeves and tai-
lored at the waist, black trousers and black shoes.

The man was nearly as tall as Emmett, well-proportioned,
large-shouldered, but carrying the heaviness of middle age. His
face was ruddy, his eyes bloodshot. There was perspiration on his
high forehead, circles under his eyes.

He did not come to them. He stopped halfway, and as he saw
them, Emmett on one side of the table and Bradshaw on the
other, a faint smile played at the ends of his lips.

“Quite a tableau,” he said. His voice was low and well modu-
lated. “I only hope Gniessin was watching you. Too bad I had to
interrupt.”

Bradshaw glanced toward the ceiling. Emmett followed his
gaze and saw the button there.

“It must have been much more interesting than the Tri-D
programs tonight,” the man said, advancing to the table. “What
was the question? Right versus wrong? Or shall I make a
shrewder guess and say democracy versus tyranny?”

“T just hope he was watching,” Bradshaw said thickly. “I hope
Mr. Gniessin heard every word.”

“He knows how you feel, doesn’t he, Bradshaw? He needs no
re-evaluation of your loyalties. But of young Keyes, here, the in-
cident, I'm sure, only corroborates what he has already discov-
ered about him.” The man smiled and extended his hand. “I'm
Dr. Smeltzer.”

Emmett took the hand. He was surprised to find it cold and
moist. But the grip was strong. There was a brightness about the
eyes he had not seen at first. There was something else there too,
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but he could not determine what it was. Something in the glance,
or in the way the man looked that was not right.

“I must apologize for taking away your intended victim, Brad-
shaw,” the doctor said, “but you no doubt would have botched
the job with the knife anyway.”

“The quicker you get the hell out of here,” Bradshaw said
surlily, “the better I'll like it. That goes for both of you.”

“You just tend to your cooking. I'll take care of the butchering.”

Bradshaw glared as they left the kitchen.

Emmett Keyes had been in a doctor’s office only once, and that
as a child. His mother had taken him there when he had become
so feverish he had lost his senses. But he had recovered in the
office and recalled it as a dusty, bare place, and the doctor an
old man in a dirty white coat. He could even now picture the old
leather examination table and the stuffing that showed through
the many cracks in it. Dr. Smeltzer’s office was nothing like that.
This one was filled with gleaming chromium, stainless steel, lucite
and an endless array of devices the functions of which he could
not even guess.

The doctor had been silent on the way to the office, leading
him down hallways, leaving Emmett to stare at the back of his
neck as they walked.

Now the door slid closed behind them and the doctor said
tersely, “Sit down, Keyes, and take off your shirt.”

When he did not sit down at once, the doctor said, “I've got
to give you your bracelet. But first I'd better check you to make
sure you're all right, though you’re about as healthy a specimen
as I've ever seen.”

Puzzled, Emmett sat on the white metal stool Smeltzer had
indicated, and took his shirt off. “What’s this about a bracelet?”

The doctor appeared not to have heard, saying, “I'd better mix
the anesthetic.” He opened a small plastic cabinet, withdrew a
bottle, uncorked it and shook some powder into a small screwtop
vial which he then filled with water. He screwed the top in place,
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set it in 2 machine. He pushed a button and the vial vibrated furi-
ously, the raucous buzzing filling the room.

“There’s a scanner and a microphone in this room,” the doctor
said, wrapping the blood pressure band around Emmett’s bare
arm. “But that vibrator makes so much noise Gniessin can’t hear
what I'm saying. But he can still see us.” His head was so close
Emmett could see the pores in his perspiring face. “So just nod
once in a while. Don’t look interested. And talk only if you have
something important to say. There’s not much time. Do you un-
derstand?”

“I think so,” Emmett said dubiously, but willing to go along
under the circumstances. The doctor pumped the rubber bulb,
watched the pressure indicator.

“When the robots brought you in last night, I anesthetized the
forepart of your brain and awakened you from the effect of the
sleeper with another drug, as Gniessin ordered me to. The pro-
cedure rendered you partly conscious, but the anesthetic reduced
your inhibitions and judgment to zero. You answered every ques-
tion, told him everything, why you left home, what you hoped to
do, the fact that you killed a man—you even told him who and
what he was—and some vague story about meeting a group of
people running through the woods. Despite his questioning,
Gniessin couldn’t get much from you about them. After the ses-
sion, which you couldn’t possibly remember, I put you to sleep
again.”

So Gniessin hadn’t checked into his past! He, Emmett, had
told him instead, and Gniessin hadn’t learned what he knew the
mysterious way the leader in the implement shed had. And
Gniessin hadn’t got very far either, he realized, because his later
question showed he didn’t know the details about the gun and
the currency. It was safe to assume he had heard nothing about
Mis. Tisdail; otherwise he would have surely mentioned her. As
far as the group in the woods, what could Emmett have told
him about them?

“I'm telling you this,” the doctor went on, “because I want you
to know I'm on your side. I was going to warn you about Brad-
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shaw, but I see you've already found out about him. He’s danger-
ous, Keyes. And he’s a tattler. So watch yourself. He carries a lot
of weight with Gniessin.”

The doctor deflated the arm band.

“If you want to be a friend of mine,” Emmett said, “then tell
me how I can get out of here.”

“There is no escape. Believe me, Keyes, there is no escape.”

“Think so?”

“I know so.”

“I'll getout. . .somehow.”

“I'm warning you not to try. Gniessin will send you to a camp
if you do. Now I've got to turn that damn vibrator off. I didn't
need it anyway, but Gniessin won’t know the difference.”

He went over and clicked off the machine, saying, “Blood
pressure’s O.K.” He came back with a stethoscope. “How’s the
heart?” He put the cup to Emmett’s chest and listened. “Fine
heart you have there.”

The doctor sighed, rose, put the stethoscope away and picked
up the vial from the vibrator, working with it over his desk.
When he turned around he had a hypodermic syringe in his
hand.

“That bracelet I mentioned a little while ago—it’s a thin and
narrow band you'll wear around your wrist. The flesh will grow
over it in a few days. I'll have to deaden the tissue while I make
the cut for it.”

Before Emmett could protest, Smeltzer pressed the viewphone
key. In a moment, Gniessin’s face appeared there.

“I'm ready with Keyes, Mr. Gniessin.”

“Bring him in then.” The face vanished.

“Each of us,” the doctor said, injecting an anesthetic beneath
the skin of Emmett’s left wrist, “carries a coded identity bracelet
on his wrist. Mr. Gniessin will put yours on and from then on
the electronic brain that runs this villa will know who you are
and what your privileges are. Otherwise every time you stepped
outside the robots would let you have it with a sleeper. They're
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not very efficient visually, you see, but thelr scanner eyes can
read one of these bracelets a half mile away.”

Smeltzer used a scalpel to make a shallow cut around the
wrist. Emmett was surprised to see so little blood. He could feel
the pressure of the knife, could feel it cut, but felt no pain.

“We're ready for Gniessin now,” the doctor said, rising.
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CHAPTER 9

At the first touch of the hand on his shoulder
Emmett jerked up to a sitting position, alarm shocking him to
wakefulness. What he saw swept the last shreds of sleep from
his brain.

It was a face like a Halloween mask, and it belonged to the
creature who stood at the side of his bed. The flesh of the face
was of porcelain consistency, the cheeks fiery red and the eye-
brows too thick and black.

“Breakfast,” the robot said harshly. Emmett was startled to see
the lips move clumsily in simulated speech.

He looked at the eyes and saw what Bradshaw meant about
the vacant stare. They were like a doll’s eyes, immovable and un-
expressive. But they were not unseeing, for Emmett could look
into the lenses.

The robot was at a disadvantage at such close range. If it had
stood across the room or in a darkened area, Emmett might have
mistaken it for a human being, for it was dressed in villa clothes
and was otherwise human in size and shape. But at this distance,
how different it was from Jascha!

“What time is it?” Emmett said, climbing out of bed and won-
dering if the robot would answer.

“Six forty-five, sir.”
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“Thank you.”

“You're welcome, sir.”

Emmett stretched, looked out the window and saw the bright
day. He wondered if the robot had a clock among the profusion
of wires and muscles and tendons inside. He glanced at the robot
who stood unmoving at the bedside.

“What'’s your name?”

“Igor, sir.”

“Spell cat.”

“C—a—t.”

“Thank you.”

£« b .

You're welcome, sir.

“Go to hell.”

There was no response.

« »

You may go, Igor.

The robot shuffled out.

“You're two minutes late, Keyes,” Gniessin said sourly from
the head of the table. The ever-present Jascha stood behind him.
The fat man glared at Emmett as he approached the table.

“Breakfast is served at seven o’clock sharp.”

Bradshaw goggled at Emmett.

A pity I'm leaving here this morning, Emmett thought as he
sat down next to Dr. Smeltzer, or I'd push those teeth of yours
down your throat, Bradshaw.

Smeltzer said, “Good morning. How's the wrist?”

“It’s all right.”

“Let’s see it.”

Emmett brought up the left wrist. The doctor examined the
area where the plastic bracelet Gniessin had given him the night
before had been sewn in. There was a dark line of cut, crisscrossed
with stitches.

“It’s healing nicely.”

“You may serve now, Boris,” Gniessin said to a waiting robot.

It was a bountiful breakfast: Orange juice, ham and eggs, fried
potatoes, toast and jelly, biscuits and butter, and coffee.
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“Well, Keyes,” Gniessin said, helping himself to a large share
of ham and eggs from the platter the robot held before him,
“you’re one of us whether you like it or not, now that you have
your coded identity ring. I hope I don’t have to remind you break-
fast is at seven, lunch at noon and dinner at six. You will be in-
formed of any deviation.”

“Punctuality,” Dr. Smeltzer said, “is a Gniessin fetish, Keyes,
as you will learn.”

“It is a virtue, not a fetish, Doctor,” Gniessin replied. “As a
doctor you ought to know its value. I learned it as a colonel in
the army. Troops are more efficient if there is regularity. And
troops are people. The body adjusts itself to such things, seems
to work better that way.”

“It’s a pity your body doesn’t know that,” the doctor said. “Par-
ticularly in regards to elimination.”

“You're the doctor,” Gniessin said. “It’s your business to see
that it does.”

“I do my best, but sometimes I think it's a losing battle, con-
sidering what I have to work with.”

“The doctor feels chipper this morning, Keyes,” Gniessin said,
smiling thinly. “Maybe we ought to do something about that.
Something like short rations, perhaps. Eh, Doctor?”

Dr. Smeltzer was silent.

Bradshaw nodded. “Mr. Gniessin is right. About regularity mak-
ing efficiency, I mean. I run the kitchen that way. Back at the
hotel you had to run things that way or you'd get nowhere. That’s
where I learned it.”

Gniessin plastered butter on a biscuit until it was an inch
thick. “I presume you slept well last night, Keyes?”

“Islept all right.”

“Better than trying to sleep under the stars, don’t you think?»”
He shook his head as he ate. “Nobody should be forced to sleep
outside. Do you like your room?”

“It’s all right.”

“If you get tired of it, there are a dozen others you can sleep
-
in.
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“This house,” Smeltzer said, “has more bedrooms than any-
thing else. You might ask Bradshaw about that. He’s tried them
all”

“You ought to get in on it,” Bradshaw said. “Or is your heart
still in Peoria?”

“When it comes to filth,” Smeltzer said, “you can’t beat Brad-
shaw. He has yet to arise from among the lower animals.”

“Come now,” Gniessin said, “let’s not bare our collective breasts
to Mr. Keyes. He will learn all about us soon enough as it is.
Breakfast ought not be a time of recrimination. Let’s have some
of that lofty discussion of yours, Doctor.”

When the doctor said nothing, Gniessin said, “For your infor-
mation, Keyes, Dr. Smeltzer is one of those who believes that
progress died in nineteen sixty-nine.”

“It did as far as I'm concerned,” Emmett said.

“T'm sure you know all about it. How old were you at the
time?”

“I've heard about it.”

“And that makes you an expert of course. But Dr. Smeltzer goes
you one better. He believes there can be progress only when there
are wars.”

“That’s not at all what I believe,” Smeltzer said. “It’s true we
made technical progress during wars, but it is also true there has
hardly been a time when we were without wars.”

Gniessin smiled as he chewed. “I suppose our advances in the
field of robotics are nonexistent because there have been no wars.”

“We were on the eve of important discoveries when you people
took over.”

“The earth satellite, I suppose. The rocket to the moon. I'm
afraid that was not progress-to-be for the sake of society, Doctor.
That was for the military and the axiom about who controls the
moon controls the earth.”

“It has been man’s dream to conquer space, even such an
infinitesimal part of it as from here to the moon, and the Com-
munist victory prevented it from becoming reality.”
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“We could have done it if we had wanted to,” Gniessin said
smugly.

“Why didn’t you then?”

“It was no longer necessary. We conquered the world without
it.”

“It's you who look at it from the point of view of the military.
You just proved it by what you said.”

“Ha! And you Americans didn’t, eh, Smeltzer?”

“Some of us, perhaps. But you haven’t seen the end of it all
yet. While you are sitting around getting fat, there are a lot of
people who are getting tired of being trodden on. You know what
happened to Rome.”

Gniessin laughed, dabbed at his thick lips with his napkin.
“Unfortunately, Doctor, there are no barbarians to overthrow us.”

“And what a pity it is!”

Gniessin laughed again. “You see, Keyes? The doctor thinks
nothing of parading his carefully nurtured prejudices before us
all. It makes for lively conversation, don’t you think?”

“What he says is true. There will come a day when you people
will be run out of the country.”

“What a revolutionist you'd make, Keyes! It’s a pity you weren’t
born at a time when it could be used to advantage. As it is, you
are only ridiculous trying to combat a perfect system, a smoothly
co-ordinated occupation that was going on before you were even
born.”

“I hope it goes on forever,” Bradshaw said. “The world has
never had such security.”

“And you've never had such Saturday nights, have you?”
Smeltzer said.

Gniessin raised his hand. “Let’s not start that again, gentle-
men, We have other things to think of. Such as what duty our
new guest shall perform. Do you know anything about massage,
Keyes?”

Emmett shook his head.

“You will,” Dr. Smeltzer said. “Gniessin’s been looking for a
masseur for years. 'm afraid I haven't quite filled the bill.”
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“You have been fair, Doctor. But I need someone I can de-
pend on. Someone young and strong and willing to learn from
scratch. I know you always considered it beneath your dignity.”

“That’s not all I thought of it.”

“I know what you think about men who feel they need mas-
sage, Doctor. But it's merely an opinion. Take a look at Keyes’s
hands. They're big and so is he. It seems to me he should be an
able pupil. Will you teach him?”

“I'll be glad to let him take over.”

“Good. Then this afternoon we shall start at the usual time.”
He looked up to Jascha, saying, “The chair, Jascha.” Jascha slid
the chair out as Gniessin got to his feet. “Now, if you gentlemen
will excuse us, Keyes and I have a little walk to take.”

Gniessin lumbered along the corridors like a great bear, puffing
and wheezing with effort and occasionally stopping to get his
breath. Jascha was a silent shadow.

Emmett followed, wondering where Gniessin was leading him.
It was some time before he realized the district director was tak-
ing him on a tour of the house, opening doors of rooms as he
went, watching Emmett’s face for a sign of interest as he showed
him the architectural splendor of such places as the ballroom on
the third floor, the comfort and serenity of the Tri-D viewing
rooms, the variety of bedrooms. What ease there was here! If
only some people he knew in Spring Creek could tour the place
as he was—how their eyes would pop! And how they’d change,
too. They’d no longer try to convince others of the magnificence
of the commie program. What his mother could have done with
one of those robots!

Gniessin talked on and on about the house, but Emmett’s
mind soon wandered from it and its wonders. He was thinking in-
stead of the broad expanse of lawn outside the house and how
far it was to the road. What he was seeing made him only more
impatient to be off, to get as far from the villa as possible—at least
to Cornwall and the gypsies he hoped would still be there. The
gypsies . . . and Ivy. His breath shortened every time he thought
of her.
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At length Gniessin led him to a large room lined with shelves
of books—more books than Emmett had ever seen outside of a
public library. And Gniessin turned to watch him as he looked
at them.

He was impressed more by the number of books than by the
fact that they were books, for he had never developed much
taste for reading. Most library books harped on what a privilege
it was to be a member of the working class, and told over and
over how brilliant the Enemy mind was, suggesting again and
again that the Western world follow the Communist lead. He had
read enough of that stuff in school.

The few works of fiction he had been forced to read invariably
ended with the conversion of the hero—or heroine—or both—to
the Communist point of view, with their ultimate dedication to
greater things, usually better co-operation with the occupation
forces and a boosted energy output for increased production. The
moral of it all was that this brought great peace of mind.

He had once secretly read a worn, ragged volume of The Fed-
eralist a friend had passed to him, but he didn’t understand it.

“Take a look around,” Gniessin said. “Look at some of the
titles.”

Emmett moved to the shelves, expecting to see some of the
books he had escaped reading in school. But he was surprised to
find these weren’t books like any he had seen before. For one
thing, they were all shapes and sizes and each was bound dif-
ferently. In public libraries nearly all the books were the same
size, bound with the same brown cloth and marked with a red
star on the binding. He didn’t see a single red star here.

He looked closer, saw one volume entitled Discourse on the
Origin of Inequality by Rousseau. He wondered what it was
about. Nearby was Meeting of East and West, by Northrop. He
crossed over to a shelf across the room, saw Magnificent Obses-
sion by Douglas, Tom Jones by Fielding and The Old Man and
the Sea by Hemingway.

“Well,” Gniessin said, “what do you think of them?”

“Biggest collection I ever saw.”
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“These books represent twenty years of painstaking collecting,
Keyes. I've found them hidden away in attics, in cellars, trunks,
walls, safes, in the upholstery of furniture—almost anywhere
you can imagine.” The fat man strode to a shelf and took down a
thick volume. “I've even got one of these. Ever seen one before?”

“What is it?” Emmett asked, taking a step toward him.

“A Bible.”

“No,” Emmett said truthfully, “I've never seen one.” He didn’t
add that he understood old families usually managed to keep a
Bible or two cleverly hidden away.

Gniessin returned the book to the shelf. “People don’t read
much any more.”

“Can you blame them with the tripe the libraries are stuffed
with?”

“Even if these books were in the public libraries, I think peo-
ple would rather watch their Tri-D.”

“People around Spring Creek don’t watch Tri-D. They don't
even have sets.”

“Spring Creek’s pretty far out in the country, Keyes. You have
to go to the city to find Tri-D to amount to anything. And despite
what you're thinking, the people who have the sets there can
really afford them.”

“Are any of them non-collaborators?”

Gniessin snorted. “Your world is divided into collaborators and
non-collaborators, isn’t it? Why don'’t you divide it into those who
respect the laws and those who do not?”

“Why should we obey your laws? We didn’t make them!”

Gniessin shook his head resignedly. “You have a fixation on
that subject, haven’t you? Behold, the aggrieved nationalist!”

“T'only know what is fair and what is not.”

“I will give you credit, Keyes. You are more voluble than most
of your kind. I will even go so far as to say that you show con-
siderable intelligence. But intelligence alone isn’t everything. It
doesn't tell, for example, what has gone on before.”

The director gestured with his arm to include all the books in
the library. “Since man first learned to write he has been con-
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cerned with such questions as victory and defeat, good and bad,
liberty and tyranny, dictatorship and self-government. Millions
of words. Millions of ideas. And you talk as if you've just dis-
covered something. Believe me, Keyes, it’s old. Older than you.
Older than I. It’s as old as man himself. And the matter with
which man was so concerned for so many centuries was finally
settled in 1969. The Communist victory liberated him.”

“That’s not what most people call it,” Emmett said, moving
away to look at book titles again. “They talk about the time be-
fore you came and their eyes glow.”

“Old people are always talking about the good old days. They
do in my homeland, too. It doesn’t mean a thing, except their
joints are aching, their blood is slow, and they remember a day
when it wasn’t so.”

Emmett forced himself to look at book titles. Did Gniessin
really think times were better since his kind came? That kind of
talk angered him. But he did not want to jeopardize his position
by allowing it to show.

“What you need, Keyes, is a historical perspective.” Gniessin
walked to the end of the room. “Here’s Hans Kohn'’s famous
book, The Twentieth Century, a Midway Account of the West-
ern World. You ought to read it. It takes you up to nineteen
forty. And here’s an even better one.” He drew out a thick book.
“This takes you up to the very end. Dr. Otto Listenheim’s Two
Centuries of Crisis: U.S.A., 1769~1969. It's very comprehensive.
Of course you should balance the propaganda in it with a few
authoritative Communist volumes.”

Emmett took the book. “It looks as if it would be pretty stiff
going,” he said, mostly because Gniessin seemed to demand some
remark at this point.

“You have to pay for everything in life, Keyes,” Gniessin said,
running a pudgy finger along the binding of a row of books. “Ed-
ucation is no exception.”

“I have all the education my kind can get. Eight grades and
high school. If I had wanted to take a fealty oath I could have
gone on.”
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“You can go on here. I have no objection to your reading. Here’s
Milton’s Areopagitica. He was an aristocratic republican, a hu-
manist by taste and training. In the book he makes a classic de-
fense of freedom of speech.”

He walked backward, inspecting titles. “Here’s Toynbee’s A
Study of History. You might try that, though it’s often dark and
brooding. Cellini’s Autobiography. Enlightening. Want to know
something about the eighteenth century? Locke’s your man.

“And how about some light reading? Here’s Mead’s Coming of
Age in Samoa. It’s about the sexually blissful maidens of that
South Pacific isle. And here’s a couple of Frank Harris books. You
aren’t educated until you've read these.”

Gniessin seemed to forget Emmett was there. He moved about
the library, pulling out a book here and there and telling Em-
mett he ought to look into them, exclaiming ecstatically over
some, damning others, until he had more than a score of books
jutting over the shelf ends.

Then he turned to Emmett and said, “But you won’t read them
all, I suppose. Maybe you won't read any. However—"

“A turbo is at the south entrance,” Jascha announced with such
suddenness that Emmett jumped.

“Who is it?” Gniessin asked.

“It's Mr. Sunberg.”

“I will leave you here,” Gniessin said. “You can lose yourself
among the books until lunchtime.”

Emmett breathed a sigh of relief when Gniessin was gone,
waited five minutes, then moved out of the library.

There would never be a more opportune time for escape.
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CHAPTEHR 10

Emmett encountered no one on his way out-
side. Doors opened as he pressed their red studs and he passed
through. Once outside, he didn’t hurry. He wandered over the
lawn near the house, his movements slow, his manner casual.
He wanted to give the appearance of a2 man on an inspection tour.

He walked in widening circles, past flower beds, pools and ar-
bors, losing himself now and then among the hedges, bushes and
trees. Once he came upon a robot operating a lawn mower. The
robot never glanced up at him.

When he had gone several hundred yards, he chanced a look
back at the house and saw a bright white building in the sun
with a gleaming silvery spire projecting a hundred feet into the
air. It had a number of glistening metal arms that Emmett
guessed were part of the electronic system. On the roof he could
see several fliers and wished he had one of them now so he
could fly over the warning system. Just what he would do when
he reached it, he didn’t know.

He came to the end of the lawn and stopped. Before him lay
gravel that dipped into a ditch and then up to a blacktop road.
He walked along the lawn edge, examining the ground in each
direction, looking for the warning device he knew was there.

He found it a few hundred feet away, a small scanner cube on
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the end of a metal shaft about five inches high that protruded
from the earth like a warning finger.

He examined it closely for a long time. The scanner was many-
sided, a lens in each face. Just beneath it was a grilled area.
Probably a microphone and speaker.

What to do about it? How to cross it?

He thought a long time before he worked out a plan of action.

He rose as if he had tired of looking at it, sauntered away as if
he were going back to the house. In a few steps he was behind
sheltering bushes.

He took off his shirt.

He rushed out from the bushes, threw his shirt over the
scanner, then wound it round and round until there were several
thicknesses covering the eyes.

Then he ran along the gravel until he found a large, sharp
stone that fitted comfortably in his hand.

He ducked back behind the bushes to wait.

“Itis useless to try, Keyes.”

Emmett whirled at the voice, expecting to see a scanner he
had overlooked. Instead, he saw Dr. Smeltzer standing nearby.

Gmiessin had sent Smelizer to spy on him!

In a frenzy of action Emmett rushed the doctor, striking with
the rock in a wide arc for his head.

The doctor lurched aside. The rock grazed his head.

“Stop!” Smeltzer cried, grasping the arm with the rock and
holding it.

Emmett pounded the doctor’s head, face, neck and shoulders
with his free hand, jerking furiously to loosen his other hand.

“Don’t!” The doctor cringed at the blows, still gripping the arm.
“Don’t be—a fool!”

A mighty wrench freed the hand. The doctor fell to his knees.
He looked up. “Go ahead—you—damned fool!”

Emmett stood with the rock ready to crash it down on the now
unprotected head. But something in the doctor’s face held him.

There was a whir of an approaching turbo. Both looked in the
direction of the sound.
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“If you think Gniessin sent me, you are a fool,” the doctor said.
“I was trying to stop you from doing something ridiculous.”

Emmett moved away to see the turbocar beyond the bushes,
still keeping Smeltzer carefully within range of action.

“If you were planning to hit whoever comes to take your shirt
off the scanner, you're wasting your time, Keyes. Gniessin
wouldn’t come himself, and the robot he'd send has reflexes many
times faster than yours or mine. Besides, there’s something you
don’t know.”

For Emmett it was a moment of agonizing indecision. He
could see the turbo coming to an abrupt stop on the road opposite
them, and he wanted so desperately to get out of the villa he felt
more prone to action than deliberation.

“There is no escape,” the doctor said. “Don’t you suppose 1
would have fled long ago if there were?”

A robot stepped out of the turbo and ran up to the scanner.
It unwound the shirt, let it fall to the ground, then turned and
went back to the car.

Even then Emmett felt he could hit the robot with the rock.
But still he did nothing. Finally, when the robot entered the
car and sped away, he let the rock fall.

He turned angrily to the doctor. “I shouldn’t have listened to
you. I should have knocked the robot out of operation and taken
that turbo. You're supposed to be on my side. At least you said
you were. Why did you ruin everything just now?”

Smeltzer rose, rubbing a shoulder. “You’re wrong about knock-
ing that robot out. I doubt that you could have done that. But
even if you had, you'd only end up back at the house. The robotic
brain would have driven the car back by itself.”

“I'd have jumped out. I would have been free.”

“For a few moments. Gniessin would have sent a flier after
you. The brain would have controlled that. There would have
been no robot inside. It would have landed near you and moved
closer and closer, cutting you off no matter which way you wanted
to flee. Then Gniessin would have talked to you through one of
the speakers in the flier, telling you to step inside or suffer the
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consequences. The flier is armed, you know. And you would have
stepped inside, I think.”

“What makes you think all that would have happened?”

“Because it happened to me nine years ago.”

Emmett looked away. It sounded true. It could have been.

“Did you wrap your shirt around the scanner, too?”

“No. I smashed the scanner with a rock.” He took Emmett’s
arm. “Come with me.” They walked away, and after they had
gone a short distance, the doctor said, “That scanner was too close.
We can talk over here.” He led the way to a secluded area sur-
rounded by several trees and bushes. There was a bench in the
middle of it. “Sit down. You don’t have to be afraid of scanners
here.”

Emmett sighed, conscious of the lump of frustration in his stom-
ach. The near attempt had taken a lot out of him. “I'll have to
think of some other way to escape. There must be a way.”

“For years I tried to find a way. There isn’t any. I don’t try any
more.”

“Why not? Surely you must know everything there is to know
about the villa by now. You ought to be able to find a way.”

The doctor shook his head. “It’s human frailty versus the ma-
chine. Imperfect humanity against a perfect robotic brain. A brain
that remembers everything. It has a thousand eyes, a thousand
sensitive fingers. It operates just as efficiently whether Gniessin
is here or not. If it were only just Gniessin, it would be easier.
But you're up against a machine.”

“Where is this brain?”

“Beneath the house. Buried in concrete. It’s powered by a giant
reactormotor, the same one that powers everything else in the
house.” The doctor grinned wryly. “Once I thought I might get
to it to shut it off, but no one except Gniessin can get near it. I
don’t know if even he could shut it off.”

“Who put the brain there?”

“Gniessin didn't, if that's what you're thinking. It’s standard
equipment for district directors. There must be several hundred
of them in the country.” Dr. Smeltzer sat beside him, drew up a
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knee and held it in locked fingers. “Even Gniessin doesn’t know
all its potentialities. Sometimes I think he’s a little afraid of it.”
He chuckled. “In a way, he has reason to be.”

“Why?”

“It’s smarter than he is. It does all his thinking and the think-
ing for all the robots. They get their power from it and they
relay all their information to it. It's bombproof and completely
automatic, equipped with radar, high-cycle guns, and thousands
of other gadgets and weapons of offense and defense.”

“And I had to walk into all this,” Emmett said glumly. “Just
like walking into a web and trying to wriggle free.”

“You've been wriggling only one day. Think of me. I've wrig-
gled in vain for years.”

“But you don’t wriggle any more, is that it?”

“That’s right.” The doctor leaned back against the hard stone
of the bench and stared into the cloudless sky. “Maybe I've been
a fool. Maybe not. But if I had to do it all over again, I can’t see
how I'd do it differently.” He turned to Emmett and smiled. “But
you don’t know what I'm talking about, do you?”

Dr. Smeltzer rose and walked about the enclosure. “To under-
stand it, you've got to know a little about me. I was born in a
tempestuous time: nineteen forty-three. Right in the middle of
a war. My father was a lieutenant colonel in the medical corps
and I was out to emulate him. By nineteen sixty-nine, I, too, was
in the medical corps, a new doctor, twenty-six years old, full of
ideas and a will to work them out.”

“And then the bombs fell,” Emmett said.

Smeltzer nodded. “And then the bombs fell. No more army. So
I went back to Peoria where my father once had a practice and
set up an office. It was a miserable time. Few drugs, hardly any
instruments. I could have become a staff member of a commie-
run hospital, but I didn’t want to have anything to do with
those slaughter houses. In the commie book nothing is more ex-
pendable than life.”

“Yes,” Emmett said. “I know.”

They sat in silence, the sun warming their shoulders, a gentle
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breeze tugging at tree branches and bushes. A bird sang a few
notes above them, then flittered away.

“For thirteen years no one worked harder than I, caring for
the people who streamed to my office. Some days I had no sleep
at all. The pity of it is that I couldn’t do more, but with no
afliliation with an occupation forces hospital—which is to say
all hospitals—I had difficulty getting supplies. But during those
thirteen years I never swerved in my decision not to treat all
who came to see me. Of course I couldn’t treat half the women
and I suppose you know the reason why.”

Emmett shook his head.

“Because they were the unlawfully pregnant. Each one
wanted me to perform an abortion. But I still clung to the old
professional ethics. ‘I'm sorry,” I'd say. I can’t do it. No doctor
should.” And then they’d wail about what would happen to them,
these women who either weren’t married or had no birth permit.
There was a preponderance of the latter. Everybody couldn’t
afford birth control pills, you know.”

“Why shouldn’t they wail about it?” Emmett said. “A lot of
them in Spring Creek were sent to desert camps because of that.”

“I realize that. The occupation forces are more strict about the
birth rate than anything else. But a doctor can'’t take a life, least
of all that of an unborn child.”

“The commies don’t care whose life it is, once you step out of
line, Doctor. If you took one life, you'd be saving another, at least
in this case.”

“No, there was another way, though I hadn’t intended men-
tioning it.”

“What was that?”

The doctor turned and looked at him for a long time. “I sent
them to a rest home I knew about. Let it go at that. There they
could have their children without risk. But the Enemy caught
up with it eventually.”

“And then did you have to perform abortions?”

“Not until after LaVonne came.” He stared up in the sky, his
eyes glowing with warm reminiscence. “She was a beautiful girl.
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But she was also pregnant. I asked her if she was married. She
said she was, and then she broke down and the story came out.
Her husband had been sentenced to a slave-labor camp, had run
away and she had lived with him in the woods for weeks before
he died from not having his booster. The pregnancy dated from
then.

“It was a terrible thing for her to have to go through and there
was something about her that touched me. She didn’t care much
about living, but she thought if she had an abortion she might
live out her life wrecking the occupation as much as she could.
She made me suddenly furious with the occupation . . . and I
found myself in love with her—something I thought would never
happen, for I had lived thirty-nine years in love with one thing:
Medicine. Now there were two.”

“What did you do?”

Smeltzer sighed. “I bought a permit to marry and a few days
later I bought a birth permit. We named the boy Tom and he’s
still in high school in Peoria, thank God.”

“And your wife?” Emmett asked gently.

“She’s living there, too. I saw her a year ago. She thinks I'm a
doctor at a labor camp. I could never tell her about Gniessin and
this villa, of course.”

“But how did you ever end up here?”

“I didn’t walk in, I can assure you of that.” The doctor strolled
about the area in front of the bench, occasionally glancing at Em-
mett as he talked. “LaVonne and I often talked about the large
number of unlawful pregnancies and the fact that there was no
longer a—a rest home to send them to. Nature has a way of propa-
gating the race despite all the things we try to do to stop her,
including those five dollar pills and the high cost of birth per-
mits. We estimated one out of every fifty girls go to camps
because of the so-called illegal conception. So we decided to do
something about it. And I changed my mind about abortions. I
don’t know how many I performed before I was caught. And a
little of me died, I think, each time I did it. But I saved a lot of
lives, I guess.”
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“And you were finally arrested?” ,

“I lasted only two months. How the commies ever found out
about it, I'll never know. But the case came to Gniessin’s atten-
tion as director. And the next thing I knew I was here, and it
was either become Gniessin’s personal physician or the camp for
myself and LaVonne and a commie upbringing for Tom.”

“So you chose to come here.”

“Yes.” Smeltzer rose and stretched. Then he turned, put a
foot on the bench, saying, “We're not supposed to be here, you
know—you or I or Bradshaw. An Enemy doctor comes once a
month to give Gniessin his booster and check him over, and when
he does we all have to stay out of sight, for Gniessin’s supposed to
get along only with robot help. He’s told me most directors have
human help and the doctors wink at it. It would be a damned
lonely life with only robots to talk to.”

“But if there are Enemy doctors, why does he need you?”

“He’s overweight, he’s got high blood pressure, and he doesn’t
take care of himself. You see how he eats and drinks. Even has
his own cook. And all that pastry! It's disgraceful. So the day be-
fore the Enemy doctor comes, I fill him full of drugs, give him a
colonic irrigation, a massage, steam bath and insist he go easy on
the food and drink—at least until after the doctor has gone. He’s
never failed a physical yet. God help us all if he ever does!”

“You mean he’d be out then?”

“They’d send him back home. And who knows what would
happen to us—before or after!”

“So Gniessin has his troubles, too.”

“And he doesn’t seem to care. He’s happiest when he’s over-
indulging, and when he has those parties of his.”

“Parties?” :

Smeltzer nodded. “Every Saturday night. That's when Brad-
shaw shines. You'll get used to them. Might even find them in-
teresting at your age. I never go, but I've performed abortions as a

result of the parties, if that will give you an idea of what they're
like.”
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Saturday was going to be different. Emmett
could see that right away.

It began at breakfast with a notable absence of innuendo. Em-
mett, for once, was able to eat his meal in peace, while Smeltzer
was silent, Gniessin studied, Bradshaw alert, and Jascha unusu-
ally watchful.

“What'’s the latest count, Jascha?” Gniessin asked suddenly.

“One hundred and twenty-two, sir.”

“That’s about ten more than last time, isn’t it?”

“Eight more, sir.”

Gniessin cocked an eye at Bradshaw. “You hear that, Brad-
shaw?”

“It won’t make any difference, Mr. Gniessin. I ordered plenty.
And T got the electrocookers all set up and on the job already
with most of it.”

Gniessin nodded absently, saying, “Let’s go over that menu
again, Bradshaw. You sure there’s enough variety?”

“The way I got it figured, we start ’em out at a table in the
fountain room,” Bradshaw said. “We fill it with caviar rissolettes,
almond parmesan fingers, ham and fig rolls, lobster canapés—and
I'm having some butter variations for the canapé bases.”

“Any avocado?”
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“Tain’t plannin’ any.”

“Better get some. They go well, I think. And that ought to
round it out. But remember not to have too much. Jascha?”

“Sir?”

“How about the bartenders?”

“Arrangements have been made for three from Springfield,
sir.”

“Good. When we had nothing but robot bartenders nobody
seemed to care, but once we had a real bartender and he was
swamped with orders. Why do people think robots can’t mix
drinks as well as human beings? You always mix mine, Jascha,
and I've never had reason to complain. What about the meal it-
self, Bradshaw?”

“Theyll get started with vichyssoise, jellied tomato bouillon,
four juices—"

“That will give them plenty of choice.”

“—and then roast turkey, Alaskan venison roast, fried chicken,
lobster farci, frogs’ legs poulette—"

“Don’t forget the rosemary on the venison.”

“I ain’t ever goin’ to forget that again, Mr. Gniessin. No, sir.
Not after forgetting it last time.”

“Well,” Gniessin said, frowning thoughtfully, “that ought to
do it, don’t you think? Plenty of salads, I suppose.”

“Seven salads.”

“Desserts?”

“Four pies, five cakes and sauces—"

“Any cherry mousse?”

“We had that last time, Mr. Gniessin.”

“Let’s have it again. I like it.”

Emmett was waiting for him when he came out of the steam
room, the massage table ready, the mineral oil on a table nearby,
the towels handy. When the door opened and Gniessin walked
through the rolling steam like some demon materializing from
within a puff of smoke, Emmett said, “Dr. Smeltzer said he didn’t
feel well, so he won’t be down.”
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Ghniessin snorted as he drew a large towel around his enormous
waist. “I see it's Saturday again. Smeltzer’s always indisposed on
Saturdays because he doesn’t approve of these parties of mine

. . only he’s never missed a massage session before. Check on
that, will you, Jascha?”

Jascha, who had been standing silently at the side of the door
to the steam room, moved forward, saying, “He’s in his room,
sit. At the moment he is lying on his bed. There is sweat on his
forehead.”

Emmett handed the fat man his drink. He wondered why
Ghniessin took the steam baths at all if he insisted on immediately
replacing all the liquids he had lost.

“Sweat, eh?” Gniessin handed the empty glass to Emmett.
“Jascha, send Igor to the safe and get the doctor the usual dose,
will you? I had forgotten and the doctor is too proud to ask. Of
course he would have in an hour to two.” He turned to Emmett.
“Do you think you can manage without him, Keyes?”

“Maybe.”

Gniessin crawled on the massage table with some difficulty,
sprawling out on top of it like a giant bug ready to be pinned.
He sighed. “You don’t have to do too much, Keyes.”

Emmett oiled him and started to knead the man’s shoulder
muscles the way Dr. Smeltzer had taught him, finding them soft
and yielding. How could a man ever let himself get into such a
condition? It revolted him to massage the flaccid flesh.

“The back of your hand,” Gniessin said. “The striking. That’s
the best.”

Emmett changed to the percussion stroke, rapping the loose
muscles sharply with the edge of his hands, up and down the
back, the buttocks, the legs.

“Harder. Harder, Keyes!”

Emmett obliged. Gniessin grunted and winced, his breath short
and rasping. But he did not tell him to stop. Emmett pounded
even more furiously. It amazed him how much the fat man could
take.

When Emmett’s own muscles tired, he changed to the friction
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movement, rubbing the legs briskly. But Gniessin would have
none of this. He rolled over, sat up, and waved him to stop.
“Enough. I'll shower now. Lots of things to do.”

He slid off the table into clog shoes Jascha had ready for him.
“Jascha here tried to give me a massage once, Keyes. He only
needed to be told once how to do it, but he couldn’t control the
power of his pounding. Nearly broke my legs. Had black and blue
marks for weeks.” He laughed. “And Jascha'’s supposed to go with
me everywhere, but you notice he doesn’t go into the steam bath.
He tried to do that once, but he almost didn’t make it to the door
to get out. When they built Jascha they didn’t compensate for
such extremes in temperature and such humidity. In that one
respect my body is better than his. But don’t let that give you
any ideas, Keyes,” he said, giving him a sidelong glance, “because
Jascha stations himself at the door. And there is only one door.”

“Dr. Smeltzer has the vial now, sir,” Jascha announced.

“Good,” Gniessin grumbled. “I hope helll be feeling better
soon.” He paused as he started for the shower, turning to Emmett.
“It’s not that you don’t do a good job, Keyes. It’s that I have more
important things to do on Saturday. As a matter of fact, you're
better than Smeltzer.”

“Thank you,” Emmett said stiffly.

There was no sense in ruffling the man. Let him think Emmett
Keyes had given up all thought of escape, that he was beginning
to adapt himself to the villa environment. Then some day when
Gniessin would awaken, the robot would tell him that Emmett
Keyes was no longer in the villa.

The doctor may have given up trying to get out of here, he
told himself, but I never will. There is a way out; it is just a
matter of finding it. No single thing could be so perfect there
isn’t a flaw somewhere.

Even if it takes years? he asked himself. Even if it takes years.
And then he thought of Ivy and her black, flowing hair and he
realized he had been thinking a lot of her lately. Years, indeed.
It wouldn’t take years. It must not take years. It had to be soon.
Because of what he had to do. And because of Ivy.
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Rounding a hallway corner after the massage, Emmett came
upon Bradshaw and Smeltzer talking animatedly. As he ap-
proached them, the two stopped to glance at him.

Emmett had left Smeltzer pale and shaking as if with a chill.
And here he was as ruddy as ever, the very picture of health!
“That stuff Gniessin sent down to you certainly did the work,”
Emmett said. “What the devil was wrong with you?”

“I feel much better now, thanks,” the doctor said.

Bradshaw leered. “I'll say he’s better, Keyes. He was afraid
Gniessin was goin’ to forget again, weren't you, Doc?”

Smeltzer’s face darkened perceptibly. “You keep that mouth
of yours shut, Bradshaw, or——"

“Or what?” Bradshaw laughed. “Pretty brave guy now, ain’t
you? But half an hour ago—"

“You shut up, Bradshaw,” Smeltzer snapped.

“Ever see a dope addict, Keyes? Take a look at the Doc here.
He ain’t worth a damn without the stuff.”

Smeltzer’s hands whipped from his sides and reached for the
cook’s throat. Bradshaw moved, but not quickly enough. When
the hands found their mark, the bulging eyes protruded even
farther as the doctor’s grip tightened, the thumbs exerting tre-
mendous pressure on Bradshaw’s Adam’s apple.

Bradshaw twisted, his clawing hands searching Smeltzer’s
head and face for a vital spot. The pair fell heavily to the floor
and rolled over. Then Bradshaw’s fingers found the doctor’s eyes.
Smeltzer grunted, let go of the neck and grabbed Bradshaw’s
wrists, tried to pull the hands away from his eyes.

“All right, Bradshaw,” Emmett said, “let go.”

“You—keep your—goddam nose—out of this,” Bradshaw hissed
through his teeth. The doctor winced and cried out.

It was an unequal match now. Emmett’s fist caught Bradshaw
on the cheek. He fell sideways to the floor. The doctor scrambled
away, his hands still shielding his eyes.

The cook, stunned, looked at Emmett vacuously. Then, with a
cry of rage, he leaped from the floor toward him, arms flailing.
Emmett stepped back a little, aimed for the nose and connected
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with a satisfying spat. The man was sent back to the floor on his
rump.

Bradshaw did not get up. He looked darkly at Emmett, tried
to stem the flow of blood from his nose with his sleeve.

“You son of a bitch,” he cried. “You just wait. Just wait. I'll fix
your wagon.”

He got up from the floor, still holding his sleeve over his nose,
and moved down the hall.

“Thanks,” Smeltzer said, getting up. “I shouldn’t have lost my
temper like that. I'm no match for him; I'm not match for any-
body. You heard what he said.”

“Yes. I heard.”

“Well, now you know.” He sighed, ran hands over his gray
hair, avoided Emmett’s eyes. He looked up at the scanner in the
ceiling. “I hope Gniessin enjoyed it. He always tries to get Brad-
shaw and me to go at it. Gives him kicks, he says.”

“He was in the shower, I think. I left him there.”

“I was just coming down to see how you were getting along.
I couldn’t go without the—stuff. Sometimes I think I'll go crazy
when Gniessin holds out on me like that.”

“How long have you been on dope?”

Smeltzer smiled ruefully. “I didn't play fair with you before.
How do you suppose I could perform all those operations, all those
abortions? I had to have something so I could live with myself.
I thought I could give it up whenever I wanted to. But I can’t.
At first Gniessin let me administer the shots to myself whenever
I wanted to, but lately he’s been doling them out, trying to keep
me in line, he says. That’s why I don’t try to escape any more.
I couldn’t get any on the outside. And that’s also why I can’t
help you. Do you understand now?”

“Yes,” Emmett said, feeling helpless before the man’s addic-
tion. “I'm sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry for me. I have only myself to blame.”

By six o'clock Saturday more than ten sleek, new turbos were
lined up in the parking area and the roof was full of expensive-
looking fliers. Emmett had imagined that only Gniessin and the
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villa had more than enough of everything, but now he saw there
were areas of plenty elsewhere.

He stood at a second floor window watching the turbos roll up
to the house and discharge passengers. He was surprised to find
all the men dressed in black suits, shiny, black shoes, black bow
ties and white shirts. What kind of nonsense was this?

Then he saw the women. What women! He forgot the men as
soon as he saw the first one. Each was more beautiful than the
last, all young and dressed in colorful, low-cut gowns, wearing
silver and gold high-heeled shoes, and each wearing a flower
above the left breast.

“Pretty, aren’t they?”

The voice startled him. He looked around, found Dr. Smeltzer
at his side, also looking down at the newest group heading for
the house.

“They’re beautiful. Who are they?”

“This is a formal occasion,” Smeltzer said. “The men have come
to do obeisance to the king.”

“Gniessin?”

“That’s right. Most of them are county directors, loyal party
workers and their—guests.”

“The women?”

“A few are wives. But they and their husbands know enough
to leave early. The rest are—girls, that’s all. Haven’t you ever
seen girls before?”

“Sure.” Emmett reddened. “But I never saw any like these!”

Smeltzer looked at him curiously. “I suppose this is a strange
thing for you. As I recall, there aren’t very many formal dances
or parties in the hinterland any more.” He gestured to the people
below. “These girls are lucky—at least they think they’re lucky.
They managed to make it to one of Gniessin’s parties. They get a
lot of special favors for that. Personal favors and privileges for
their families. The sky’s the limit. It's a variation of the oldest
profession. . . .”

They watched another car drive up, and Smeltzer said, “See
those men? See how they smile? In a moment theyll be inside
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and there’ll be handshaking and backslapping. Just like the old
Rotary Club meetings. Each one will make it a point to greet
Gniessin effusively and tell him how well he looks. And when
they leave they'll tell him what a wonderful time they’ve had.
But if they could get away with it, Keyes, any of them would be
glad of a chance to knife Gniessin in the back.”

“You mean they hate him?”

“He’s an Enemy, isn’t he? A member of the occupation forces.
They hate him first of all for that, even though they might pre-
tend not to. And then he’s the top dog and they hate him for that.
And then they hate each other, too. But you'd have to see them
in action downstairs to believe it.”

“If they hate him, why do they come?”

“It’s part of the old game for power, the mad scramble for
authority. Sometimes new positions are created here on Saturday
nights, and old ones eliminated. And often the men along with
them. A dog-eat-dog existence, really. Gniessin is king, don’t you
see, Keyes? And the king can do no wrong, even if this whole
affair is immoral. I don’t know if parties like this are held any-
where else, but I do know Gniessin, and this is his idea of a
good time. Most of the people here despise him and his parties.
And still they come. Why? Because they’re afraid not to.”

Emmett looked out to where the lawn ended in the distance.
Another car was coming up the winding road to the house. An
idea was beginning to take form in his mind.

“Can any of these people leave when they want to?”

“I suppose.”

“How do they get by the barrier?”

“Well, when they come in, there’s a robot at the entrance that
hands them a bracelet. The brain keeps track of them all easily.
Jascha tells Gniessin who's coming and going. And when Gnies-
sin gets so loaded he doesn’t care any more, Jascha doesn't tell
him. He just goes ahead, and he and the brain take over for
him.”

“What would happen,” Emmett said, turning from the win-
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dow, “If you cut out the bracelet I have and I substituted it for
one of theirs?”

“Let me ask you instead what would happen to me if 1T did?”

“Yeah. I see what you mean. But if I did it myself?”

“You'd have to put on one of those monkey suits to get out
the door—if you could pass the robot at the door and the robot
at the end of the road and if the brain wasn’t watching you at
the time you made the switch, which it would be, and if it's
not listening to you right now, which it probably is.”

Emmett turned back to idly view the occupants of the newest
turbo arrival. Then he glanced at a flier that was making a long
arc through the sky toward the roof. Maybe it did present unu-
sual difficulties, the exchange of identity bracelets, but it was
worth remembering. . . .

99



CHAPTEHR ]_2

The fountain room buzzed with talk and rip-
pled with laughter. Beautiful women stood everywhere, nodding
and chatting, smiling, exposing white teeth, long, tanned arms
and backs and perfect shoulders. The men were not handsome,
but they were clean-shaven and immaculate in their black suits.
Some of the guests helped themselves to drinks being circulated
on large trays by robots; others preferred to order their own from
the bar.

Emmett had never seen such elegance, such a wonderful dis-
play of feminine loveliness, such social grace. Neither had he
ever breathed such exotic perfumes. He wandered among the as-
semblage like a man in a daze, absorbing the sights and sounds
and smells.

Once he passed a stately blonde sitting alone on a lounge chair
beside a piece of black statuary, and, as he did so, she looked
up at him in a friendly and inviting way. He found himself blush-
ing and hurried past.

Then he saw Gniessin, bright-eyed and flushed, the center of
a large group of men and women at the fountain’s edge, talking
and gesturing and laughing now and then. And every time he
laughed, those around him laughed with him, some more heartily

than he.
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And once he saw Bradshaw. The stocky cook was bent over
a comely girl on a lounge, a drink in his hands, engaged in lively
discussion. The girl did not seem to care that his hand brushed
her hair once in a while.

Emmett saw others talking together, some in small groups,
some in pairs, and the sound of it all filled the room.

He was approached by a robot waiter, took the offered drink.
It was sweet-tasting and burned a little, but once it was down it
seemed to clear his head and made the people less exalted, much
more real and friendly.

He looked around, saw the blonde again. She was still alone,
and she caught his eye. Then she crossed her legs daintily, her
long, pink formal hanging in folds nearly to the floor, only the
gold slipper showing beneath it. She rocked the foot fetchingly
and smiled.

This time Emmett did not blush as he neared her.

“Are you alone?” he asked. Her hair, he decided, wasn’t really
blonde. It was golden and it shimmered in the light. Her face was
heart-shaped, she had a tiny nose and petulant lips.

“Not really,” she said in a throaty voice. “But I am for the
moment. Won't you sit down?” She patted the seat beside her.

He sat down, saying, “Why were you smiling at me like that?”

“Because you are the best-looking man here.”

In spite of himself, Emmett felt the beginnings of a new blush.
“What about the man you're with? Isn’t he good-looking?”

“Mr. Henderson?” She laughed. “No. Not unless you think
glasses and a bald head are what make a man handsome.”

“Where is Mr. Henderson?”

“He’s gone after a drink for me. He’s probably hung up some-
where. Or he’s getting an extra for himself. He has quite a
capacity.”

“Who is he?”

“Mr. Henderson?” She raised her eyebrows. “Oh, he’s the
county director for Logan. But who are you? I haven’t seen you
before.”

“Do you come to these parties of ten?”

I01I



“I haven’t missed the last dozen or so. But let’s talk about you.”

She Jaid a cool hand over his, and smiled.
“I stay here at the villa.”

“At the villa?” She sounded as if it were incredible.

“What’s wrong with that?”

“Oh, nothing. Only . . .” For a moment her warmth had dis-
solved, but it came back stronger than ever. “Really,” she said,
patting his hand, “there’s nothing wrong with that. It's surpris-
ing, that’s all. That little man with the popeyes is the only one
I've heard of who stays here, outside of Mr. Gniessin. He’s the
cook, they tell me. What do you do?”

“I really don’t have any special job yet.” How could he tell her
he was Gniessin’s masseur? “What's your name?”

“Shirley Lynn.”

“Pretty name for a pretty girl.”

“Well, you can be gallant!”

“Where are you from, Shirley?”

Just then a short man with a red face, a bald-headed man with
glasses, stopped before them. He glared at Emmett as he handed
a glass to Shirley.

“Mr. Henderson,” Shirley said. “This is Mr. Keyes. He’s been
entertaining me while you were gone.”

Emmett rose, offered a hand. It was shaken loosely. The man
grunted an answer and turned to talk to the girl.

Emmett drifted away. After all, there were many girls.

The sound of a gong reverberated through the room. It was
followed by a momentary lull in conversation. Then everyone in
the fountain room started talking at once more excitedly than
ever, hurriedly finishing their drinks and canapés, and heading
toward double doors that had slid open. There was much gig-
gling and laughing and pushing and shoving during this move-
ment, and once a dark-haired girl grabbed his arm and said,
“Come on, Handsome. Cheer up. This is a party!” There were
chuckles in the immediate area. And then her male companion
pulled her away.

Emmett was jostled toward the doorway, people talking and
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yelling to each other inches from his ear, some blowing their
breath in his face. His pulse quickened with the feel of the crowd,
the shouting, the excitement, expectancy, the release of restraint,
and the warmth that the three drinks had given him. It was an
occasion. He smiled.

Dinner was served in the third-floor banquet room. It was an
uproarious dinner at first—until the initial course had been con-
sumed. There was much laughter, some isolated shrieks and re-
sulting roars. Then things quieted down as people started to eat
in earnest.

Emmett ordered roast turkey and all the trimmings. He found
it easily the most wonderful meal he had ever eaten. Looking
around, he found a young girl opposite him avidly consuming her
fried chicken as if she were afraid she’d never get another meal.
And he wondered how she fared between Saturdays. And even as
he wondered, he paused to watch others. This meal was some-
thing special for nearly all of the girls. You could tell that from
the way they tied into it. The men were a little slower and seemed
to savor it less. He guessed food was no problem for them the other
six days of the week. He looked for but could not find the blonde.

After the meal there was a period of sober talk while the robots
cleared the tables. The beetling-browed, mustached man to his
right, who had eaten noisily during all courses, introduced him-
self importantly. “I'm Taylor,” he said, offering his hand, “direc-
tor for McLean County,” and, without waiting for Emmett to
identify himself, went into a long harangue about the obdurate
peasantry and how, even after all these years, they were still
unable to see the simple beauty and wisdom of communal life.

“It is a pity, isn’t it?” Emmett said. “Maybe we shouldn’t have
given up. Maybe we should have let the Enemy bomb us to
death. Then there wouldn’t be any complaining, would there?”

“Well, now,” the man said, opening and closing his mouth like
a fish gasping for water, “that would be going pretty far, wouldn'’t
it? And they would never have done a thing like that. They're
too humane. Yes, sir, much too humane. We were the warmon-
gers. Why,” and he leaned forward as if to impart a secret, “did
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you know they invented the atomic bomb back in the early nine-
teen thirties? Yes, sir, it's the truth. They developed atomic en-
ergy for peaceful purposes, didn’t want to give it to the world,
knowing what would happen to the peaceful purposes. They
were forced to reveal it when the Western powers stumbled onto
the discovery in the forties. If they hadn’t stepped in to save the
world when they did, why we’d all be dead now.”

“Frankly,” Emmett said, getting up, “don’t you think we’d all
be better off dead?” He left the man sputtering an answer he
didn’t wait to hear.

An hour later the bars were opened in the banquet hall, music
rolled out of the speakers all over the building and couples
danced. The lights were turned low, and some couples took to
darkened corners to exchange talk of private nature.

Emmett walked the halls and the banquet room, studying
faces, most of them flushed now, and all the faces of people
enjoying themselves. He saw the blonde once when he went to a
bar to get another drink. She was there with her escort and man-
aged to smile at him. He didn’t get a chance to talk to her.

He watched the dancing for a while, wished he knew how. He
saw Gniessin on the floor, a slip of a girl in his arms, and he
saw Bradshaw, too, executing some complicated step that the girl
he was swinging around didn’t seem to enjoy.

Much later the music stopped and the number of couples
in the banquet room and in the corridors dwindled. He had had
his fill of drink, of food, of music, conversation and the sight of
women and men.

He went to his room, feeling relief when the door slid shut on
everything in the rest of the house. He wasn’t sleepy, went to
the window, could see nothing outside. How the other half lived.
That’s what this was. The era of plenty for these people, for
these collaborators, leaders and workers, and their girl friends.
And for the rest of the people in the area, it was an era of pain
and misfortune and hard work and trying not to think of how bad
things were, how good they used to be. Who was worse, the man
who adapted and co-operated and won for himself some of the
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gravy, or the man who stubbornly refused to embrace any of it
but who refused to rise up against it?

Rise up against it. He snorted. How could anyone rise up
against it? He, Emmett Keyes, was the only man he knew who
could because he was the only man he knew who was not touched
by the shadow of the booster. And he had risen to fight it. And
now he was as helpless as if he, too, could not live without a
booster. A one-man revolution gone wrong, hamstrung and tied,
a servant of the master.

He undressed for bed, his mind still dwelling on the plenty
for some, the little for the rest, and his own inability to do any-
thing about it.

The door slid open and Shirley came through. She leaned
against the closing door, her eyes bright.

“Are you alone?”

“Yes, I'm alone. Don’t you believe in knocking?” Emmett
reached for his lounging robe.

She suddenly saw him the way he was and uttered a little
laugh. “Well!” she said, putting her hands on her hips. “I didn’t
expect this!”

“What did you expect? Henderson?”

“Him?” She laughed, came in, threw her beaded handbag on
his dresser and arranged her hair in the mirror. “He’s out like a
light. I left him in his room. Aren’t you glad to see me?” She
looked at him in the mirror.

“Should I be? What do you want?”

She turned. “Should I want something?”

“Else why should you come here?”

She smiled and came over to him. “Isn’t it enough just to
come and finish our conversation? It was interrupted, you know.”

“Wasit?”

“You were asking me where I was from. Don’t you remember?”

“Vaguely. Where did you come from?”

“Atlanta. A little town in Logan County. Just off Route sixty-
six.” She sat on the bed next to him. “Don’t you like me?”

“Sure I like you.”
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“Youdon’t act like it.”

“What am I supposed to do, turn handsprings?”

She frowned. “You are an odd one. I help get Henderson fried
so I can come here and . . . I had a terrible time trying to find
your room until I thought of asking one of the robots.”

She ran a forefinger up his arm to his shoulder, following it
with her eyes until it reached his chin. Then she looked at him.
Her blue eyes were wide, her lips not quite closed. Emmett saw
the fine curve of shoulder, the smooth expanse of flesh over her
breasts. . . . She moved toward him.

He kissed her. Her lips were cool.

“Look,” he said, pushing her away, “supposing this guy Hen-
derson wakes up and starts looking for you. Should you be here?”

She looked at him with puzzled eyes. “Why not? I'd rather
be here than with him, don’t you understand that? And if he
wakes up and I'm not there, why that’s his fault for falling
asleep.” -

He got up from the bed, went to the window. “I still don’t
understand it. How did you ever get mixed up in a thing like
this?”

“Are you serious?”

He could see her reflection in the window. She was still on the
bed, looking at him intently. “Yes, I'm serious.”

“Well. . . . It was a year before I got a chance to come. And
then I wasn’t sure I'd make it. There’s lots of competition, you
know.”

He turned to her. “Is this the goal of every young girl in
Gniessin’s district? And if it is, why should it be?”

“Of course it isn’t the goal of all the girls. Some of them
know they’d never make it. But increased rations, not just for you
but for your whole family and anybody you choose, providing
you don’t overdo it, isn’t that a worthwhile goal? Don’t you know
how it is to live on the outside?”

“Of course I know.”

“It isn’t as if you were signing your life away. You only have
to come to twenty-five parties and then you're through. You don’t
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have to pay any taxes any more or buy any permits even if you
get married and have a family.”

“You mean somebody would marry you after this?”

“What do you mean!” She stood up. “Just what do you mean
‘after this?” Her eyes blazed.

“Butwhatman. . . ?” He stared at her.

“I don’t know what you're talking about, but you'd be lucky
to marry an ex-party girl, Mr. Emmett Keyes. No taxes for
either of you, no permits to buy, just as I said. You think we
never get married? Why, they choose only the prettiest girls!”

“Who chooses only the prettiest girls?”

“The county directors. They get up their party, an equal num-
ber of men and girls. Sometimes a girl even marries a director.
That'’s happened.”

“And I suppose you consider that lucky?”

“I certainly do.”

“How long has this been going on?”

“Why—ever since I remember.” She looked around the room.
“You really live here and you don’t know that?”

“I live here,” he said slowly, “but I'm just beginning to learn
a few things. What happens if you get pregnant?”

“That’s why they have a doctor here.”

“Have you—-"

“No I haven't, if it's any of your business.” She glared at
him, her nostrils flared. “I don’t know what I ever saw in you.
I thought you were nice when I saw you down there in the foun-
tain room. I couldn’t understand why you should be alone. But
now I see why. No girl would have you.” She turned her back
and with her high heels digging hard into the rug, she flounced
to the door.

She halted in front of it, turned to him. “Aren’t you going to
stop me?”

“Why should I?”

She came back in the room. “I forgot my purse.” She picked
it up, looked at it, then at Emmett. Her eyes softened. “Look,”
she said, “I don’t want to go back to that Henderson.”
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“He is pretty much of a mess. I'll grant you that.”

She pouted. “Aren’t you going to ask me to stay?”

She was ravishing, a woman he had never seen the likes of
before. Something out of a picture book. And viewing her this
way, seeing the entreaty in her eyes, and feeling a simple phys-
ical stirring within himself for her, he said, “You can stay if you
want to.”

The bag plopped back on the dresser.
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CHAPTER 13

The door slid open at his touch. Emmett en-
tered Dr. Smeltzer’s room. He was surprised to find the doctor
lying in bed with his clothes on. As Emmett approached him,
the man rose on an elbow.

“Keyes,” he said hoarsely, “for God’s sake get Gniessin to give
me my ration. I've been calling him over the scanner, but he only
laughs. He tells me I've got to take part in the next party or he
won't give me any more.”

The man wet his lips, his eyes round and staring, his face
pale and dewed with sweat. “Please, Keyes! I'll do anything in
the world for you if you'll only convince Gniessin. . . !”

“Well, why don't you tell him you'll go to the next party then?”
Emmett suggested, coming over to the bed.

“I did! I did!” the doctor wailed. “I told him I'd go. I told him
I'd swear I'd go.”

“And still he refuses?”

“He just laughs, Keyes. Laughs at me.” The man was nearly
to the point of tears. “Tell him. Tell him!” He cried the last
words. “He tells me he wants to be sure. Tell him I'm sure, won't
you please, Keyes?”

“Isn’t this the day the Enemy doctor comes?”

“Yes, yes, this is the day. Will you do it?”
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“Well, then Gniessin will need his shots, won’t he?”

“He got those last night. Please, Keyes—"

“I was just on my way for the massage.”

“Please hurry!”

“What time is the doctor coming?”

“Tonight. Don’t stand there, damn you! Oh!” The doctor put
out a trembling hand. “I didn’t mean that. Honest, I didn’t,
Keyes.”

“Well, if we're supposed to get out of sight, he won'’t leave
you in this condition.”

“No, he won’t. I know he won’t. But I can’t stand another
minute of this. I've got to have it—goddamit, can’t you under-
stand? Can't you?” The doctor covered his face with his hands,
fell to one side and buried his head in the covers, crying.

“Tll do what I can,” Emmett said, leaving the room. He was
filled with sudden loathing for the doctor, tried to overcome it
by telling himself it wasn’t the doctor’s fault. Gniessin should
never let him get in that condition. There was this streak in
Gniessin, this inhumanity to others. It was too bad for Smeltzer.

He had gone to see the doctor to learn something about the
visit of the Enemy physician, thinking perhaps Smeltzer would
accompany him to the massage session to administer the neces-
sary drugs; but the doctor had done it Sunday night. He
shrugged as he walked along. Perhaps Gniessin had to assimilate
the ingredients overnight. That was their business. But he won-
dered where he was supposed to go when the other doctor ar-
rived. Well, Gniessin would know.

He pushed open the massage-and-steam-room door, found
Jascha stationed at the small door to the steam chamber.
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