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IF you're that man, here’s something that will
interest you.

Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick
scheme—Dbut something more substantial, more
practical.

Of course, you need something more than just
the desire to be an accountant. You've got to pay
the price—Dbe willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.
~ Still, wouldn't it be worth your while to sacri-
fice some of your leisure in favor of interesting

home- study—over a comparatively brief period?-

Always provided that the rewards were good—a
salary of $4,000 to $10,000?

An accountant’s dnties are interesting, varied
and of real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you?
Well, don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for
an accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a
large accounting house under the personal supet-
vision of an expert accountant. Suppose, with his
aid, you studied accounting principles and solved
problems day by day—easy ones at first—then
more difficult ones. If you could do this—and
could turn to him for advice as the problems be-
came complex—soon you'd master them all.

That's the training you follow in principle un-
der the LaSalle Problem Method.

You cover accountancy from the basic Prin-
ciples right up through Accountancy Systems and
Income Tax Procedure. Then you add C. P. A.
Training and prepare for the C. P. A. examina-
tions.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of
Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Sta-

tistical Control, Organization, Management and
Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make
it—depending on your own eagerness to learn
and the time you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as
you know, 1s that success does come to the man
who is really ¢trained. It’s possible your employers
will notice your improvement in a very few weeks
or months. Indeed, many LaSalle graduates have
paid for their training—with increased earnings
—before they have completed it! For accountants,
who are trained in organization and management,
are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book

For your own good, don’t put off investigation
of @// the facts. Write for our free 48-page book,
“Accountancy, The Profession That Pays.” It'll
prove that accountancy offers brilliant futures to
those who aren’t afraid of serious home study.
Send us the coupon now.

Over 3500 Certified Public Accountants
among LaSalle alumni

-

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St. Dept. H118 Chicago 5, Iil.

I want to be an accountant. Send me without obliga-
tion, ‘‘Accountancy, The Profession That Pays.
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THE PERFECT MACHINE

The Argonne National Laboratories
has developed another device for use
in connection with nuclear power re-
actors—a new type of pump. It In-
terested me greatly, because they’ve

come up with another of those very

rare, much to be desired devices—a
near-perfect machine.
The perfect machine would have
one hundred per cent efficiency, would
have no moving parts above the
atomic level—and hence no friction—
and would be exceedingly simple 1n
mechanical structure. Having no fric-
tion, 1t couldn’t wear out; having no
moving parts above the atomic level
assures freedom from friction and
wear-out, and also from loss of ef-
ficiency due to frictional heating.
LThe requirement of-extreme
mechanical simplicity 1s a human
desire for-periection-+-atter all ‘even
a very complex machine of infinite
endurance and perfect efficiency would
be inherently perfect, once con-
structed. The requirement of ‘sim-
plicity 1s for the benefit of the manu-
facturer. ' s
One form of perfect machine, for
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example, might be so arranged that a
single, relatively simple part was made,
and that part thereaiter built the rest
of the machine. A seed, for instance,
leads to the development of a rather
good machine known as a sequoia
sempervirens that lasts three to four
kiloyears.

However, for human construction,
the ideal is a machine of exceedingly
simple structure, and exceedingly high
efficiency and great endurance. In
working around nuclear reactors, such
machines are not merely desirable,
they become very nearly necessary;
you can’'t repair equipment that’s
saturated with 1ntensely radioactive
contaminants, so the machines better
be permanently immune to failure.

The electromagnetic transformer ap-
proaches the 1deal machine; struc-
turally, 1t can be described as two
hanks of wire and a hunk of iron.

Properly designed, the efficiency is
‘above ninety-five per cent. Nothing

moves but electrons and the magnetic

'domains of the iron core. In high-

frequency transformers, the iron core
can be omitted, and we have -only
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electrons moving 1n electric and mag-
netic fields.
The newest device 1s a pump—to

pump the liquid metal used as a heat-

transfer agent in the nuclear reactor
to carry the automically released heat-
energy to an external boiler. Since the
liquid metal must be moved, we do
have mechanical motion as a required
product of the machine; hence some
wear and friction are mmplicit 1n the
ideal specifications here. The struc-
ture evolved 1s shown in the sketch:

7 ELECTROMAGNETIC.PUMP

” ACOPPER BAR
3)-ONDUCTOR

The operation 1s as follows: twenty
thousand amperes at one volt 1s fed
to the bus bars. The metal pipe is
made of a nickle-chronre-steel alloy
which 1s a very poor conductor of
electricity. The metal coolant 1s—
presumably—a sodium-potassium al-
loy, and these metals are both ex-
tremely good conductors. Therefore,
practically all the current flows
through the liquid metal.

This current, however, is flowing
through a conductor—the liquid
metal—which is in a powerful magnet-

0

powerful permanent magnets. 'The

ic field. “When current flows through
a conductor which is in a magnetic
field—the electric motor
that principle—the conductor experi-
ences a side thrust. Result: the hquid
metal 1s thrust sidewise, at right
angles to the tflow of the current and
the lines of the magnetic field.
No fuss, no muss, no bother
the only moving part is the moving
liquid metal. The structure 1s exceed-
ingly simple. The magnets can be

works on

and

copper bus bars are welded to the
sides of the nickle-chrome-steel tube;
the sheer simplicity of the thing makes
mechanical failure practically 1ncon-
ceivable. The extremely low voltage
used—only one volt—means insula-

tion failure 1s no problem. The chance

that anyone will ever have to repair
such an electromagnetic pump 1s ex-
ceedingly remote indeed, so the fact
that the mechanism has to be placed
deep behind heavy radiation shields,
and never exposed, 1s unimportant.

This is Man’s second near-perfect
machine—and it, lhke the electro-
magnetic transformer, works almost
entirely on the basis of using simple
masses of matter, and directly apply-
ing forces of the pure field type—
electric and magnetic fields.

Maybe the near-pertect machine
inherently must employ pure-field ef-
fects, wherein friction and loss are
impossible, and “breakage” or “ wear-
out” is inconceivable.

THE EDITOR.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-PICTION



gy o e S
B % Sk En

THE CURREN

First of Three Parts. One man
knew—and his mind had been wiped
clean. He had believed. One man
remembered—and didn’t believe. And
a world of savage contrasts of luxury
and harshness lay in the path of
Something!

IS OF SPAGE

BY ISAAC ASIMOV

[Hustrated by van Dongen

Prologue

The man from Earth came lo a de-
cision. It had been slow wn coming and
developing, bul 1l was here.

It had been weeks since he had felt the
comforting deck of his ship and the cool,
dark blankei of space about it. Orig-
wnally, he had intended a quick report
to the local office of the Intersiellar
Spatioanalytic Bureauw and a quicker
relreal lo space. Instead, he had been
held here.

It was almost like a prison.

He drained his lea and looked at the
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man across the table. He said, ““‘I’m nol
staying any longer.”

The other man came to a decision. I
had been slow in coming and developing,
but 1t was here. He would need time,
much more time. The response to lhe
first letters had beem nil. They maght
have fallen inlo a slar for all lhey had
accomplished.

That had been 1o more than he had
expected, or, rather, no less. Bul it was
only the first move.



It was certain that while future moves
developed, he could nol allow the man
from Earth lo squirm oul of reach. He
fingered the smoolk black rod in his
pockel.

He sad, “You don’t appreciale the
delicacy of the problem.”

The Earthman said, “What's delicate
aboul the destruction of a planel? I wanl
vou lo broadcast the delails to all of Sark;
lo everyone on the planet.”

“We can’t do that.
would mean panic.”

“You sard at first you would do 1t.”’
 “D’ve thought it over and it just isn't
practical.”’

The Earthman turned lo a second
grievance. “‘The representalive of the
LiS.B. hasw'l arrived.”

“I know it. They are busy organizing
proper procedures for this crisis. Another
day or two.”

YVou Enow it

“Amnother day or two! I's always an-
other day or twol Are they so busy lhey
can’t spare me a momenl? T hey haven't
even seemw my calculalions.”

“1 have offered to bring il lo them.
You don’t want me to.”

“Right. They can come to me or I can
go lo them.” He added violenitly, ‘I don’l
(hink you believe me. You don’l believe
Florina will be destroved.”’

“I believe you.”

“Vou donw’t. I know vou dow’t. I see
you don’t. You're humoring me. You
can’t understand my data. You're not a
spatioanalyst. I don’t think vou're even
who you say you are. Who are you?”’
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“You're gelling excited.”

“Ves,'I am. Is that surprising? Or
are you just thinking, Poor devil, space
has him. You think I'm crazy.”

“Nonsense.”

“Sure you do. That’s why I want lo
see tne 1.5.B. They'll know if I'm crazy
or not. They’ll know.”

The olther man remembered his de-
ciston. He said, “Now you're not feeling
well. I'm going to help you.”

“No, vou're not,”’ shouted the Earth-
man, kysterically, ‘“‘because I'm going
to walk out. If you want to stop me, kill
me,  except that you won’t dare. The
blood of a whole world of people will be
on your hands 1f you do.”

The other man began shouting, too, to
make hvmself heard. I won’t kill you.
Laisten to me, I won’t kill you. There’s
no need to-kill you.” |

The Earthman said, “‘Vou'll tie me
up. YVou’ll keep me herc. Is that what
vou're thinking? And what will you do
when lthe 1.S5.B. starts looking for me?
['m supposed to send in regular reports,
yvou know.”’

“The Bureau knows you're witl me.”

“Do they? I wonder 1f they know ['ve
reached the planet at all? [ wonder if
they recerved my original message.” 1The
Larthman was giddy. His limbs [ell
siiff.

T he other man stood wp. It was o0b-
vious to nm that s decision had come
ione too soon. He walked slowly about
the long table, toward the Earthman.

He said, soothingly, ‘It will be for
your own good.” He took the black rod

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE=FICTION



from his pocket.
The Earthman croaked, “That's a
psycho probe.” His words were slurred

and when he lried to rise, his arms and

legs barely quivered.

He said, between teeth that were
clenching in rigor, “Drugged!”

“Drugged!” agreed the other man.
“Now, look, I won’t hurt you. It’s diffi-
cult for vou to understand the true deli-
cacy of the matter while you’re so excited
and anxious about it. I’ll just remove
the anxiety. Only the anxiety.”

The Earthman could no longer talk.
Ile could only sil there. He could only
thaink numbly, 1've been drugged. He
wanled to shoul and scream and run,
but he couldn’!.

I'he other had reached the Earlhman
now. He stood there, looking down at
him. The Earthman looked up. His eye-
balls could still move.

The psychic probe was a self-con-
lained unil. [is wires needed only to be
fixed to the appropriale places on the
skull. The Farthman watched in panic
unlil his eye muscles froze. He did nol
feel the fine sting as the sharp, thin leads
probed through skin and flesh lo make
conlacl with the sulures of his skull
bones.

He velled and vyelled 1n lhe silence of
his mind. He cried, No, you don’t under-
stand. IU's a planetl full of people. Don’l
you see lhal you can’t take chances with
hundreds of millions of living people.

The other man’s words were dim and
receding, heard from the other end of a
long, windy lunnel. “It won’t hurt you.

THE CURRENTS OP-SPACE

In another nour, you'll feel well, really
well. You'll be laughing at all this with
me.”’ _ |

The Earthman felt the thin vibration
against s skull and then that faded,
too. | |

Darkness thickened and collapsed
about him. Some of 1l never liflied again.

It took a year for even parts of it to lifi.

Rik put down his feeder and jumped
to his feet. He was trembling so harc
he had to lean against the bare, milk-
white wall.

He shouted, “I remember!”

They looked at him and the gritty
mumble of men at lunch died some-
what. Eyes met his out of faces indif-
ferently clean and indifferently shaven,
glistening and white in the imperfect
wall-1llumination. The eyes reflected
no great interest, merely the reflex
attention enforced by any sudden and
unexpected cry.

Rik cried again, “I remember my
job. I had a job!”

Someone called, ‘““Shoddop!” and
someone else yelled, “Siddown !’

The faces turned away, the mumble
rose again. Rik stared blankly along
the ' table. .He 'heard . the remark,
“Crazy Rik,” and a shrug of shoul-
ders. He saw a finger spiral at a man’s
temple. It all meant nothing to him.
None of it reached his mind.

Slowly, he sat down. Again he
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clutched his feeder, a spoonlike affair,
with sharp edges and little tines pro-
jecting from the front curve of the
bowl, which could therefore with equal
clumsiness, cut, scoop and impale. It
was enough for a mill worker. He
turned it over and stared without see-
ing at his number on the back of the
handle. He didn’t have to see it. He
knew 1t by heart. All the others had
registration numbers, just as he had,
but the others had names also. He
didn’t. They called him Rik because
1t meant something like ‘“moron’ 1n
the slang of the £yr¢ mills. And lately,

they were getting into the habit of

calling him “Crazy Rik.”

But perhaps he would be remember-
ing more and more now. This was the
first time since he had come to the

mill that he remembered anything at

all from before the beginning. If he
thought hard! If he thought with all
his mind! *‘

All at once he wasn’t hungry; he
wasn't the least hungry. With a sud-
den gesture, he thrust his feeder into
the jellied briquet of meat and vege-
tables before him, pushed the food
away, and buried his eyes in the heels
of his palms. His fingers thrust and
clutched at his hair and painstakingly
he tried to follow his mind into the
pitch from which 1t had extracted a
single 1tem—one muddy, undecipher-
able 1tem.

Then he burst into tears, just as the
clanging bell announced the end of his
lunch shift.

10

Valona March fell in beside him
when he left the mill that evening. He
was scarcely conscious of her at first,
at least as an individual. It was only
that he heard his footsteps matched.
He stopped and looked at her. Her
hair was something between blond and
brown. She wore 1t in two thick plaits
that she clamped together with little
magnetized green-stoned pins. They
were very cheap pins and had a faded
look about them. She wore the simple
cotton dress which was all that was
needed 1n that mild chmate, just as
Rik himselt needed only an open,
sleeveless shirt and cotton slacks.

She said, “I heard something went
wrong lunch time.”’

She spoke in the sharp, peasant
accents one would expect. Rik’s own
language was full of flat vowels and
had a nasal touch. They laughed at
him because of 1t and imitated his
way of speaking, but Valona would
tell him that that was only their own
ignorance.

Rik mumbled, ‘“Nothing’s wrong,
Lona.”

She persisted. ‘I heard you said you
remembered something. Is that right,
Rik?”

She called him Rik, too. There
wasn’t anything else to call him. He
couldn’t remember his real name. He
had tried desperately enough. Valona
had tried with him. One day she had
obtained a torn city directory some-
how and had read all the first names
to him. Not one had seemed more

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



familiar than another.

He looked her full in the face and
said, “I’ll have to quit the mill.”

Valona frowned. Her round, broad
face with its flat, high cheekbones was
troubled. ““I don’t think you can. It
wouldn’t be right.”

- “T’ve got to find out more about
myself.”

Valona licked her lips. “I don’t
think you should.”

Rik turned away. He knew her con-
cern to be sincere. She had obtained
the mill job for him in the first place.
He had had no experience with maill
machinery. Or perhaps he had, but
just didn’t remember. In any case,
[Lona had insisted that he was too
small for manual labor and they had
agreed to give him technical tramning
without charge. Before that, in the
nightmarish days when he could
scarcely make sounds and when he
didn’t know what food was for, she
had watched him and fed him. She
had kept him alive.

He said, “I’ve got to.”

“Is it the headaches again, Rik?”

“No. I really remember something.

I remember what my job was betore— -

Beforel”’

He wasn’t sure he wanted to tell her.
- He looked away. The warm, pleasant
sun was at least two hours above the
horizdn. The monotonous rows of
workers’ cubicles that stretched out
and round the mills were tiresome to
look at, but Rik knew that as soon as
~ they topped the rise, the field would

THE CURRENTS OF SPACE

lie before them 1in all the beauty of
crimson and gold.

He hiked to look at the fields. From
the very first, the sight had soothed
and pleased him. Even before he knew
that the colors were crimson and gold,
before he knew that there were such
things as colors, before he could ex-
press his pleasure in anything more
than a soft gurgle, the headaches
would flicker away faster in the fields.
In those days, Valona would borrow
a diamagnetic scooter and take him
out of the village every 1dle day. They
would skim along, a foot above the
road, ghding on the cushioned smooth-
ness of the counter-gravity field, until
they were miles and miles away from
any human habitation and there would
be left only the wind against his face,
fragrant with the £yrf blossoms.

They would sit beside the road
then, surrounded by color and scent,
and between them share a food
briquet, while the sun glowed down
upon them until it was time to return
again.

Rik was ravished by the memory.
He said, “Let’s go to the fields, L.ona.”

“Tt's late.”

‘““Please. Just outside town.”

She fumbled at the thin money

pouch she kept between herself and

the soft, blue-leather belt she wore,

the only luxury of dress she allowed

herself.
Rik caught her arm, “Let’s walk.”

They leit the highway for the wind-
11



ing, dustless, packed-sand roads half

an hour later. There was a heavy

silence between them and Valona felt
a famihar fear clutching at her. She
had no words to express her feelings
for him, so she had never tried.

What if he should leave her? He was
a little fellow, no taller than herself
and weighing somewhat less, in fact.
He was still like a helpless child in
many ways. But before they had
turned his mind off, he must have been
an educated man—a very important
educated man.

Valona had never had any educa-
tion besides reading and writing and
enough trade-school technology to be
able to handle mill machinery, but she
knew enough to know that all people
were not so limited. There was the
Townman, of course, whose great
knowledge was so helpful to all of
them. Occasionally, Squires came on
inspection tours and once, on a holi-
day, she had visited the city and seen
a group of incredibly gorgeous crea-
tures at a distance. Occasionally, the
mill workers were allowed to listen to
what educated people sounded like.
They spoke differently, more fluently,
with longer words and softer tones.
Rik talked like that more and more as
his memory improved.

She had been frightened at his first
words. They came so suddenly after
long whimpering over a headache.
They were pronounced queerly. When
she tried to correct him, he wouldn’t
change.

12

Even then, she had been afraid that
he might remember too much and
then leave her. She was only Valona
March. They called her Big Lona. She
had never married. She never would.
A large, big-tooted girl with work-
reddened hands like herself could.
never marry. She had never been able
to do more than look at the boys with
dumb resentment when they ignored
her at the idle day dinner festivals. She
was too big to giggle and smirk at
them.

She would never have a baby to
cuddle and hold. The other girls
did, one after the other, and she
could only crowd about for a quick
glimpse of something red and hairless
with screwed-up eyes, fists impotently
clenched, gummy mouth—

“It’s your turn next, Lona.”

“When will you have a baby,
Lona?”

She could only turn away.

But when Rik had come, he was
like a baby. He had to be fed and
taken care of, brought out into the
sun, soothed to sleep when the head-
aches racked him.

The children would run after her,
laughing. They would yell, *“Lona’s
got a boy friend. Big Lona’s got a
crazy boy friend. Lona’s boy friend i1s
a8 rie’

Later on, when Rik could walk by
himselt—she had been as proud the
day he took his first step as though he
were really only one year old, instead
of more like thirty-one—and stepped
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out, unescorted, 1nto the willage
streets, they had run about him In
rings, yelling their laughter and foolish
ridicule in order to see a grown man
cover his éyes in fear, and cringe, with
nothing but whimpers to answer them.
Dozens of times she had come charging
out of the house, shouting at them,
waving her large fists.

Even grown men feared those fists.
She had felled her section head with a
single wild blow the first day she had
brought Rik to work at the mill be-
cause of a sniggering indecency con-
cerning them which she overheard.
The mill council fined her a week’s pay
for that incident, and might have sent

her to the city for further trial at the

Squires’ court, but for the Townman’s
intervention and the plea that there
had been provocation.

So she wanted to stop Rik’s remem-
bering. She knew she had nothing to
offer him; it was selfish of her to want
him to stay mind-blank and helpless
forever. It was just that no one had
ever before depended upon her so
utterly. It was just that she dreaded
a return to loneliness.

She said, “Are you sure you re-
member, Rik?”’

IIYES-??

They stopped there in the fields,
with the sun adding 1ts reddening
blaze to all that surrounded them. The
mild, scented evening breeze would
soon spring up, and the checkerboard
irrigation canals were already begin-
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ning to purple.

He said, I can trust my memories
as they come back, Lona. You know I
can. You didn’t teach me to speak, for
instance. I remembered the words my-
self. Didn’t I? Didn’t I?””

She said, reluctantly, “Yes.”

“1 even remember the times you
took me out into the fields before 1
could speak. I keep remembering new
things all the time. Yesterday, I re-
membered that once you caught a kyri
fly for me. You held it closed in your
hands and made me put my eye to the
space between your thumbs so that 1
could see 1t flash purple and orange 1n
the darkness. I laughed and tried to
force my hand between yours to get it,
so that it flew away and left me crying
after all. I didn’t know 1t was a kyrf
fly then, or anything about it, but 1t’s
all very clear to me now. You've never
told me about that, did you, Lona?”

She shook her head.

“But it did happen, didn’t it? I
remember the truth, don’t I?”

“¥es, Rik.™
- “And now I remember something
about myself from before. There must
have been a before, Lona.” |

There must have been. She felt the
welight on her heart when she thought
that. It was a different before, nothing
like the now they lived in. It had been
on a different world. She knew that
because one word he had never remem-
bered was kyrt. She had to teach him
the word for the most important ob-
ject on all the world of Florina.
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“What is it you remember?”’ she
asked. |

At this, Rik’s excitement seemed
suddenly to die. He hung back, “It
doesn’t make much sense, Lona. It’s
just that T had a job once, and I know
what it was—at least, in a way.”

“What was it?”’

“I analyzed Nothing.”

She turned sharply upon him, peer-
ing into his eyes. For a moment, she
put the flat of her hand upon his fore-
head, until he moved away irritably.
She said, ‘“ You don’t have a headache
again, Rik, have you? You haven’t
had one in weeks.”

“I’m all right. Don’t you go bother-
ing me.”’

Her eyes fell, and he added at once,
“I don’t mean that you bother me,
Lona. It’s just that I feel fine, and I
don’t want you to worry.”

She brightened. “ What does ‘ana-
lyzed’ mean?” He knew words she
didn’t. She felt very humble at the
thought ot how educated he must once
have been.

He thought a moment, *“It means

. 1t means, to take apart. You
know, like we would take apart a
sorter to find out why the scanning
beam was out of alignment.”

““Oh. But Rik, how can anyone have
a job not analyzing anything? That’s
not a job.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t analyze any-
thing. I said I analyzed Nothing. With
a capital N.”

“Isn’t that the same thing?’’ 1t was
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coming, she thought. She was begin-
ning to sound stupid to him. Soon he
would throw her off in disgust.

““No, of course not.” He took a deep
breath. “I'm afraid I can’t explain
though. That’s all I remember about
that. But 1t must have been an im-
portant job. That’s the way it feels. I
couldn’t have been a criminal.”

Valona winced. She should never
have told him that. She had told her-
self 1t was only for his own protection
that she warned him, but now she felt
that 1t had really been to keep him
bound tighter to herself.

It was when he had first begun to
speak. It was so sudden it had fright-
ened her. She hadn’t even dared speak
to the Townman about it. The next
idle day, she had withdrawn five
credits from her
would never be a man to claim it as
dowry, so that it didn’t matter—and
taken Rik to a city doctor. She had the
name and address on a scrap of paper,
but even so it took two frightening
hours to find her way through the
huge pillars that held the Upper City
up to the sun to the proper building.

She had insisted on watching and
the doctor had done all sorts of feartul
things with strange instruments. When
he put Rik’s head between two metal
objects and then made it glow like a
kyrt fly in the night, she had jumped
to her feet and tried to make him stop.
He called two men who dragged her
out, struggling wildly.

lite hoard—-there
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Half an hour afterward, the doctor
came out to her, tall and frowning.
She felt uncomfortable with him be-
cause he was a Squire, even though he
kept an office down 1n the Lower City,
but his eyes were mild, even kind. He
was wiping his hands on a hittle towel,
which he tossed into a wastecan, even
though 1t looked perfectly clean to her.

He said, ““When did you meet this
man?”’

She had told him the circumstances
cautiously, reducing 1t to the very
barest essentials and leaving out all
mention of the Townman and the
Patrollers.

“Then you know nothing about
him?”’

She shook her head, “Nothing be-
fore that.”

He said, ““This man has been treated
with a psycho probe. Do you know
what that 1s?”’ '

At first, she had shaken her head
agaln, but then she said 1 a dry
whisper, ‘“Is 1t what they do to crazy
people, doctor?”

““And to criminals. It i1s done to
change their minds for their own good.
[t makes their minds healthy, or it
changes the parts that make them
want to steal and kill. Do you under-
stand?”’

She did. She grew brick-red and
sald, ‘““Rik never stole anything or
hurt anybody.”

“You call him Rik?” He seemed
amused. ‘“ Now look here, how do you
know what he did before you met
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him? It’s hard to tell from the condi-
tion of his mind now. The probing was
thorough and brutal. I can’t say how
much of his mind has been perma-
nently removed and how much has
been temporarily lost through shock.
What I mean 1s that some of it will

come bhack, like his speaking, as time

goes on, but not all of it. He should be
kept under observation.”

““No, no. He’s got to stay with me.
I've been taking good care of him,
doctor.”

He frowned, and then his voice grew
milder. “Well, I'm thinking of vou,
my girl. Not all the bad may be out of
his mind. You wouldn’t want him to
hurt you some day.”

At that moment, a nurse led out
Rik. She was making little sounds to
quiet him, as one would an infant. Rik
put a hand to his head and stared
vacantly, until his eyes focused on
Valona; then he held out his hands and
cried, feebly, “ Liona—"

She sprang to him, and put his head
on her shoulder, holding him tightly.
She said to the doctor, ‘“He wouldn’t
hurt me, no matter what.”

The doctor said, thoughtfully, ““ His
case will have to be reported, of course.
I don’t know how he escaped from the

-authorities 1n the condition he must

have been in.”

-““Does that mean they’ll take him
away, doctor?”” |

“I’m afraid so.”

‘“Please, doctor, don’t do that.”
She wrenched at the handkerchief, in

-
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which were the five gleaming pieces
of credit-alloy. She said, “You can
have it all, doctor. I'll take good care
of him. He won't hurt anyone.”

~The doctor looked at the pieces In
his hand, “You're a mill worker,
aren’'t you?”

She nodded.

“How much do they pay you a
weelkp?

“T'wo point eight credits.”

He tossed the coins gently, brought
them together in his closed palm with
a tinkle of metal, then held them out
to her, “Take it, girl. There’s no
charge.”

She accepted them with wonder,
“You're not going to tell anyone,
doctor?”’

But he said, ¢“I’'m atraid I have to.
It’s the law.” |

She had driven blindly, heavily,
back to the village, clutching Rik to
her desperately.

The next week on the hyper-video
newscast there had been the news of a
doctor dying in a gyro crash during a
short failure in one of the local transit
power beams. The name was familiar
and 1n her room that night she com-
pared it with that on the scrap of

_paper. It was the same.
H She was sad, because he had been a
XA H good man. She had received his name
once long before from another worker
~ as a Squire doctor f;’"h{) was;good to the
N " mill hands and had saved it for emer-
\
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gencies. And when the emergency had
come, he had been good to her, too.
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Yet her joy drowned the sorrow. He
had not had the time to report Rik.
At least, no one ever came to the vil-
lage to 1nquire.

Later, when Rik’s understanding
had grown, she had told him what the
doctor had said so that he would stay
in the village and be safe.

Rik was shaking her and she left her
reveries.

He said, ‘“Don’t you hear me? I
couldn’t be a criminal if I had an im-
portant job.”’

“Couldn’t you have done wrong?”’
she began hesitantly. ‘“Even 1if you
Wwere a big man, you might have. Even
Squires—"’

“I’'m sure I haven’t. But don’t you
see that I've got to find out so that

others can be sure? There’s no other

way. I’ve got to leave the mill and the

village and find out more about my-

self.”

She felt the panic rise. ““Rik! That
would be dangerous. Why should you?
Even if you analyzed Nothing, why 1s
it so important to find out more about
it?”’

‘“Because of the other thing I re-
member.”’

“What other thing?”

He whispered, “I don’t want to tell
you-?.‘l :

“You ought to tell somebody. You
might forget again.”

He seized her arm. ‘‘That’s right.
You won’t tell anyone else, will you,
Lona? You’ll just be my spare memory
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in case I forget.”

“Sure, Rik.”

Rik looked about him. The world
was very beautiful. Valona once told
him that there was a huge shining sign
in the Upper City, miles above it even,
that said: “Of all the Planets in the
(Galaxy, Florina i1s the Most Beauti-
ful.”

And as he looked about him, he
could believe it. :

He said, “It i1s a terrible thing to
remember, but I always remember
correctly, when I do remember. K-
came this afternoon.”

Yesd

He was staring at her in horror.
“Everybody in the world is going to
die. Everybody on Florina.”

II.

Myrlyn Terens was in the act of
removing a book film from its place
on the shelf when the door signal
sounded. The rather pudgy’ outlines
of his face had been set in lines of
thought, but now these vanished and
changed into the more usual expres-
sion of bland caution. He brushed one
hand over his thinning, ruddy hair and
shouted, “One minute.”

He replaced the film and pressed
the contact that allowed the covering-
section to spring back into place and
become indistinguishable from the rest
of the wall. To the simple mill workers
and farm hands he dealt with, it was a
matter of vague pride that one of their
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own number, by birth at any rate,
should: own films. It lightened, by
tenuous reflection, the unrelieved dusk
of their own minds. And yet it would
not do to display the films openly.

The sight of them would have
spoiled things. It would have frozen
their none-too-articulate tongues. They
might boast of their Townman’s books,
but the actual presence of them betore
their eyes would have made Terens
seem too much the Squire.

There were, of course, the Squires
as well. It was unlikely in the extreme
that any of them would visit him so-
cially at his house, but should one of
them enter, a row of films in sight
would be injudicious. He was a Town-
man and custom gave him certain
privileges but it would never do to
flaunt them.

He shouted again, “I'm coming!”

This time he stepped to the door,
closing the upper seam of his tunic as
he went. Even his clothing was some-
what Squirelike. Sometimes he almost
~ forgot he had been born on Florina.
Valona March was on the doorstep.
- She bent her knees and ducked her
head in respectful greeting.

Terens threw the door wide. *“ Come
in, Valona. Sit down. Surely it’s past
curfew. I hope the Patrollers didn’t
see you.”’

“I don’t think so, Townman.”

“Well, let’s hope that’s so. You've
got a bad record, you know.”

“Yes, Townman. I am very grateful
for what you have done for me in the
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past.”

“Never mind. Heére, sit down.
Would you like something to eat or
drink?” _

She seated herself, straight-backed,
at the edge of a chair and shook her
head. ‘“No, thank you, Townman. I
have eaten.”

It was good form among the wil-
lagers to offer refreshment. It was bad
form to accept. Terens knew that. He
didn’t press her.

He said, ‘“Now what’s the trouble,
Valona? Rik again?”

Valona nodded, but seemed at a loss
for further explanation.

Terens said, ““ Is he in trouble at the
mill?”’

“No, Townman.”

‘“Headaches again?’’

“No, Townman.”

Terens waited, his light eyes nar-
rowing and growing sharp. *“Well,
Valona, you don’t expect me to guess
your trouble, do you? Come, speak out
or I can’t help you. You do want help,
I suppose.”

She said, ‘‘Yes, Townman.”” Then
burst out, ‘“How shall I tell you,
Townman? It sounds almost crazy.”

Terens had an impulse to pat her
shoulder, but he knew she would
shrink from the touch. She sat, as
usual, with her large hands buried as
far as might be in her dress. He no-
ticed that her blunt, strong fingers
were Intertwined and slowly twisting.

He said, ‘“Whatever it 15, I will
listen.”
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“Do you remember, Townman,

when I came to. -tell you about the

City doctor and what he said?”

“Yes I do, Valona. And I remember
I told you particularly that you were
never to do anything like that again
without consulting me. Do you re-
member that?”

She opened her eyes wide. She
needed no spur to recollect his anger.
“I would never do such a thing again,
Townman. It’s just that I want to re-
mind you that you said you would do
everything to help me keep Rik.”

“And so I will. Well, then, have the
Patrollers been asking about him?”’

“No. Oh, Townman, do you think
they might?”’

“I'm sure they won’t.” He was
losing patience. ‘“ Now, come, Valona,
tell me what i1s wrong? "’

Her eyes clouded. ‘““Townman, he
says he will leave me. I want you to
stop him.”’

“Why does he want to leave you?”

“He says he is remembering things.”

Interest leaped into Terens’ face.
He leaned forward and he almost
reached out to grip her hand. *‘Re-
membering things? What things?”

Terens remembered the day Rik had
first been found. He had seen the
youngsters clustered near one of the
irrigation ditches just outside the vil-
lage. They had raised their shrill
voices to call him.

“Townman! Townman!”

He had broken into a run. ‘“What’s
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the matter, Rasie?’’ He had made it
his business to learn the youngsters’
names when he came to town. That
went well with the mothers and made
the first month or two easier.

Rasie was looking sick. He said,
“Lookie here, Townman.”

He was pointing at something white
and squirming, and it was Rik. The
other boys were yelling at once in con-
fused explanation. Terens managed to
understand that they were playing
some game that involved running;
hiding, and pursuing. They were 1n-
tent on telling him the name ot the
game, its progress, the point at which
they had ‘been interrupted, with a

slight subsidiary argument as to ex-

actly which individual or side was
“winning.” All that didn’t matter, of
course.

Rasie, the twelve-year-old black-
haired one, had heard the whimpering
and had approached cautiously. He
had expected an animal, perhaps a
field rat that would make good chas-
ing. He had found Rik.

All the boys were caught between
an obvious sickness and an equally
obvious fascination at the strange
sight. It was a grown human being,
nearly naked, chin wet with drool,
whimpering and crying feebly, arms
and  legs moving about aimlessly.
Faded blue eyes shifted in random
fashion out of a face that was covered
with a brown stubble. For a moment,
the eyes caught those of Terens and
seemed to focus. Slowly, the man’s
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thumb came up and inserted itself
into his mouth.

One of the children laughed. ‘‘ Looka
him, Townman. He’s finger-sucking.”

The sudden shout jarred the prone
figure. His face reddened and screwed
up. A weak whining, unaccompanied
by tears, sounded but his thumb re-
mained where 1t was. It showed wet
and pink in contrast to the rest of the
dirt-smeared hand.

Terens broke his own numbness at
the sight. He said, ‘“All right, look,
fellows, you shouldn’t be running
around here 1n the kyrt¢ field. You're
damaging the crop and you know what
that will mean 1f the farm hands catch
you. Get going, and keep quiet about
this. And listen, Rasie, you run to
Mr. Jencus and get him to come
here.”

Ull Jencus was the nearest thing to
a doctor the town had. He had passed
some time as apprentice in the offices
of a real doctor in the city and on the
strength of 1t, he was relieved of duty
on the farms or in the mills. It didn’t
work out too badly. He could take
temperatures, administer pills, give
injections and, most 1mportant, he
could tell when some disorder was
sufficiently serious to warrant a trip
to the city hospital. Without such
semiprofessional backing, those un-
fortunates stricken with spinal menin-
gitis or acute appendicitis might suffer
intensively but usually not for long.
As it was, the foremen muttered and
accused Jencus in everything but
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words’of being an accessory after the
fact to a conspiracy of malingering.

Jencus helped Terens lift the man
into a scooter cart and, as unobtru-
sively as they might, carried him into
town.

Together they washed off the accu-
mulated and hardened grime and filth.
There was nothing to be done about
the hair. Jencus shaved it, and did
what he could by way of physical
examination.

Jencus said, “No infection I ¢’n tell
of, Townman. He’s been fed. Ribs
don’t stick out too much. 7 don’t know
what to make of it. How’d he get out
there, d'you suppose, Townman?”

He asked the question with a pessi-
mistic tone as though no one could
expect Terens to have the answer to
anything. Terens accepted that philo——
sophically. When a village has lost the
Townman 1t has grown accustomed to
over a peritod of nearly fifty years, a
newcomer of tender age must expect
a transition period of suspicion and
distrust. There was nothing personal
n it.

Terens said, “I’m afraid I don’t
know.”

“Can’t walk, y’know. Can’t walk a
step. He’d have to be put there.
Near’s I ¢’n make out, he might’s well
be a baby. Everything else seems t’be
gone.”’

“Is there a disease that has this
effect.”

“Not’s I know of. Mind trouble
might do it, but I don’t know nothing
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’tall about that. Mind trouble I'd send
to the city. Y ever S(:E: this one, Town-
man?’’ T AP

Terens smiled, and said gently,
‘““I've been here just a month.”

Jencus sighed and reached for his
handkerchief. ‘“Yes. Old Townman,
he was a fine man. Kept us well, he
~did. 7 been here 'most sixty years, and
never saw this fella before. Must be
from ‘nother town.”

Jencus was a plumb man. He had
the look of having been born plump,
and i to this natural tendency 1s
added the effect of a largely sedentary
life, 1t 1s not surprising that he tended
to punctuate even short speeches by a
puff and. a rather futile swipe at his
gleaming forehead with his large red
handkerchief.

He said, ‘*Don’t ’xactly know what
t’say t’the Patrollers.”

The Patrollers came all right. It was
impossible to avoid that. The boys
told their parents; their parents told
one another. Town life was quiet
enough. Even this would be unusual
enough to be worth the telling in every
possible combination of informer and
informee. And n all the telling, the
Patrollers could not help but hear.

T'he Patrollers, so-called, were mem-
bers of the Florinian Patrol. They
were not natives ot Florina and, on
the other hand, they were not country-
men of the Squires from the planet,
Sark. They were simply mercenaries
who could be counted on to keep order
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for the sake of the pay they got and
never to be led into the misguidance
of sympathy for Florinians through
any ties of blood or birth.

There were two of them and one of
the foremen from the mill came with
them, in the fullness of his own midget
authority.

The Patrollers were bored and indif-
ferent. A mindless idiot might be part
of the day’s work but it was scarcely
an exciting part. One said to the fore-
man, ‘‘ Well, how long does it take you
to make an identification? Who 1s this
man?’’

The foreman shook his head ener-
getically. ““I never saw him, officer.
He’s no one around here!”

The Patroller turned to Jencus.
““Any papers on him?”’

“No, sir. He just.had a rag ’bout
him. Burned it t’prevent infection.”
" “What’s wrong with him?” |

‘““No mind, near’s I ¢’n make out.”

At this point, Terens took the
Patrollers aside. Because they were
bored, they were amenable. The Pa-
troller who had been asking the ques-
tions put up his notebook and said,
“All right, it 1sn’t even worth making
a record of. It has nothing to do with
us. Get rid of it somehow.”

Then they deit. |

"The foreman remained. He was a
freckled man, red of hair, with a large
and bristly mustache. He had been

foreman of rigid principles for five

years and that meant his responsi-
bility for the fulfillment of quota in his
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mill rested heavily upon him.

‘“Look here,” he said, fiercely,
“what’s to be done about this? The
folk are so busy talking, they ain’t
working.”

“Send him t’city hospital, near’s I

c¢’n make out,” said Jencus, wielding
his handkerchief industriously. “Noth-
' Le'ndo”

“To the aity!” The foreman was
aghast. ““Who’s going to pay? Who'll
stand the fees? He ain’t none of us, 1s
he?”

“Not’s far’s I know,” admitted
Jencus.

% “Then why should we pay? Find out
who he belongs to. Let /izs town pay.”’

“How we going t’find out? Tell me
Sthat

The foreman considered. His tongue
licked out and played with the coarse
reddish foliage of his upper lip. He
said, “Then we’ll just have to get rid
of him. Like the Patroller said.”

Terens interrupted. ‘‘Look here.
What do you mean by that?”

The foreman said, ‘‘He might as
well be dead. It would be a mercy.”

Terens:' said,. “You can’t kill a
living person.”

“Suppose you tell me what to do
then,”

“Can’t one of the townspeople take
care of him?”’

“Who’d want to? Would you?”’

Terens ignored the openly msolent
‘attitude. ‘“‘I’ve got other work to do.”

‘““So have all the folk. I can’t have
anyone neglecting mill work to take
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care of this crazy thing.”

Terens sighed, and said, without
rancor, ‘‘ Now, foreman, let’s be rea-
sonable. If you don’t make quota this
quarter, I might suppose it’s because
one of your workers is taking care of
this poor fellow, and I'll speak up for
you to the Squires. Otherwise, I'll just
say that I don’t know of any reason
you couldn’t make quota, in case you
don’t make it.”

 The foreman glowered. The Town-
man had only been here a month, and
already he was interfering with men
who had hved in town all their hves.
Still, he had a card marked™with
Squire’s marks. It wouldn’t do to
stand too openly against him too long.

He said, “But who’d take him?”
A horrible suspicion smote him. *‘/
can’t. I got three kids of my own and
my wite ain’t well.”’

“1 didn’t suggest that you should.”

Terens looked out the window. Now
that the Patrollers had left, the squirm-
ing, whispering crowd had gathered
closer about the Townman’s house.
Most were youngsters, too young to
be working, others were farmhands
from the nearer farms. A few were mill
workers, away from their shifts.

Terens saw the big girl at the very
edge of the crowd. He had noticed her
often in the past month. Strong, com-
petent, and hardworking. Good nat-
ural intelligence hidden under that
unhappy expression. If -she were a
man, she might have been chosen for
Townman’s training. But she was a
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woman; parents dead, and plain
enough to preclude romantic side-
interests. A lone woman, In other
words, and likely to remain so.
- He said, “What about her?”’

The foreman looked, then roared,
“She ought to be at work.”

“All right,” soothed Terens. “What’s
her name?”’ _

“That’s Valona March.”

“That’s right. I remember now.
Call her in.”

From that moment, Terens made
himself an unofficial guardian of the
pair. He did what he could to obtain
additional food rations for her, extra
clothing: coupons and whatever else
was required to allow two adults—one
unregistered—to live on the income of
one. He was instrumental in helping
her obtain training for Rik at the &yt
mills. He intervened to prevent greater
punishment on the occasion of Va-
lona’s quarrel with a section head. The
death of the city doctor made it un-
necessary for him to attempt further
action there than he had taken, but
he had been ready.

It was natural for Valona to come
to him 1n all her troubles, and he was
waiting now for her to answer his
question.

Valona was still hesitating. Finally,
she said, ‘‘He says everyone 1n the
world will die.” |

Terens looked startled. ‘“Does he
say howr " |

“He savs he doesn’t know how. He
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just says he remembers that from be-
fore he was like . . . you know, like
he 1s. And he says he remembers he
had an important job, but I don’t
understand what it 1s.”

“How does he describe 1t?”

“Hesayshean . . . analyzes Noth-
ing with a capital N.”

Valona waited for comment, then
hastened to explain. ** Analyze means
taking something apart like—"’

“I know what it means, girl.”
Terens remained lost.

Valona watched him anxiously. “ Do
yvou know what he means, Townman?”’

‘“Perhaps, Valona.”

“But Townman, how can anyone do
anything to Nothing?”

Terens got to his feet. He smiled
briefly. “Why, Valona, don’t you
know that everything in all the galaxy
1s mostly Nothing?”

No light of understanding dawned
on Valona, but she accepted that. The
Townman was a very educated man.
With an unexpected twinge of pride,
she was suddenly certain that her Rik
was even more educated.

“Come.” Terens was holding his
hand out to her.

She said, ‘“ Where are we going?”’

“Well, where’s Rik?”

“Home,”’ she said. ‘*Sleeping.”

“Good. . I'll take you there. Do you
want the Patrollers to find you on the
street alone?”

e Villa,ge.seemed empty of life in
the nighttime. The lights along the
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single street that split the area of
workers’ cabins 1in two gleamed with-
out glare. There was a hint of rain In
the air, but only of that light warm
rain that fell almost every night.
There was no need to take special
precautions against 1t.

Valona had never been out so late

on a working evening and it was
frightening. She tried to shrink away
from the sound of her own footsteps,
while listening for the possible distant
step of the Patrollers.

Terens said, ‘‘Stop trying to tiptoe,
Valona. I'm with you.”

His voice boomed in the quiet and
Valona jumped. She hurried forward
1n response to his urging.

Valona’s hut was as dark as the rest
and they stepped in gingerly. Terens
had been born and brought up in just
such a hut and though he had since
lived on Sark and now occupied a
house with three rooms and plumbing,
there was still something of a nos-
talgia about the barrenness of its in-
terior. One room was all that was re-
quired, a bed, a chest of drawers, two
chalrs, a smooth poured-cement floor,
a closet 1n one corner. ,

There was no need for kitchen
tacilities, since all meals were eaten at
the mill, nor for a bathroom, since a
line of community outhouses and
shower cells ran along the space be-
hind the houses. In the mild,;unvaryin g
climate, windows were not adapted
for protection against cold and rain.
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All four walls were pierced by screened
openings and eaves above were suffi-
cient ward against the nightly windless

sprinkles,

Terens noted 1n the flare of a little

| pocket light which he held cupped in

one palm, that one corner of the room
was marked off by a battered screen.
He remembered getting 1t for Valona
rather recently when Rik became too
little of a child or too much of a man.
He could hear the regular breathing of
sleep behind it.

He nodded his head in that direc-
tion. ““ Wake him, Valona.”

Valona tapped on the screen, ““ Rik!
Rik, baby!”

There was a little cry.

“It’s only Lona,” said Valona. They
rounded the screen and Terens played
his little light upon their own faces,
then upon Rik.

Rik threw an arm up against the
olare. “What’s the matter?”’

Terens sat down on the edge of the
bed. Rik slept in the standard cottage
bed, he noted. He had obtained for
Valona an old, rather rickety cot at
the very first, but she had reserved
that for herself.

““Rik,” he said, *“ Valona says you're
beginning to remember things.”

“Yes, Townman.”” Rik was always
very humble before the Townman,
who was the most important man he
had ever seen. Even the mill super-
intendent was polite to the Townman.
Rik repeated the scraps his mind had
cathered during the day.
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Terens said, ‘“ Have you remembered
anything else since you told this to
Valona?”

**Nothing else, Townman.”

Terens kneaded the fingers of one
hand with those of the other. “All
right, Rik. Go back to sleep.”

Valona followed him out of the
house. She was trying hard to keep her
face from twisting and the back of one
rough hand slid across her eyes. *“ Will
he have to leave me, Townman?”’

Terens took her hands and said
gravely, ‘“You must be a grown
woman, Valona. He will have to come
with me for just a short while but Ill
bring him back.”

“And after that?”

“I don’t know. You must under-
stand, Valona. Right now it is the
most important thing in all the world
that we find out more about Rik’s
memories.’’

Valona said suddenly, “You mean
everybody on Florina might die, the
way he says?”’

Terens’ grip tightened. “ Don’t ever
say that to anyone, Valona, or the
Patrollers may take Rik away forever.
I mean that.”

He turned away and walked slowly
and thoughtfully back to his house
without really noticing that his hands
were trembling. He tried futilely to
sleep and after an hour of that, he
adjusted the Narco-field. It was one
of the few pieces of Sark he had
brought with him when he first re-
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turned to Florina to become Town-
man. It fitted about his skull like a
thin, black-felt cap. He adjusted the
controls to five hours and closed
contact.

He had time to adjust himself com-
fortably in bed before the delayed
response shorted the conscious centers
of his cerebrum and blanketed him
into instantaneous, dreamless sleep.

I11.

They left the diamagnetic scooter
in a scooter-cubby outside the City-
limits. Scooters were rare in the City
and Terens had no wish to attract
unnecessary attention. He thought for
a savage moment of those of the Upper
City with their diamagnetic ground-
cars and antigrav gyros. But that was
the Upper City. It was different.

Rik waited for Terens to lock the
cubby and fingerprint-seal 1t. He was
dressed 1n a new one-piece suit and felt
a little uncomfortable. Somewhat re-
luctantly, he tfollowed the Townman
under the first of the tall bridgelike
structures that supported the Upper
City.

On [Ilorina, all other cities had
names, but this one was simply the
‘“City.” The workers and peasants
who lived 1n 1t and around it were
considered lucky by the rest of the
planet. In the City, there were better
doctors and hospitals, more factories
liquor stores, even a few

and more
dribbles of very mild luxury. The in-
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habitants themselves were somewhat
less enthusiastic. They lived in the
shadow of the-Upper City.

- The Upper City was exactly what

the name implied, for the City was
double, divided rigidly by a hori-
zontal layer of fifty square miles of
cementalloy resting upon some twenty
thousand steel-girdered pillars. Below
in the shadow were the ‘““natives.”
Above, in the sun, were the Squires.
It was difficult to believe in the Upper
City that the planet of 1ts location was
Florina. The population was almost
exclusively Sarkite in nature, together
with a sprinkling of Patrollers. They
were the upper class in all literalness.
Terens knew his way. He walked
quickly, avoiding the stares of passers-
by, who surveyed his Townman cloth-
Ing with a mixture of envy and resent-
~ment. Rik’s shorter legs made his gait
less dignified as he tried to keep up.
He did not remember very much from
his only other visit to the City. It
seemed so different now. Then 1t had
been cloudy. Now the sun was out,
pouring through the spaced openings
in the cementalloy above to form
strips of light that made the inter-
vening space all the darker. They
plunged through the bright strips in a
rhythmic, almost hypnotic, fashion.
Oldsters sat on wheeled chairs 1n
the strips, absorbing the warmth and
moving as the strip moved. Some-
times they fell asleep and would re-

"main behind in the shade, nodding in

their chairs until the squeaking of the
26

wheels when they shifted position
woke them. Occasionally, mothers
nearly blocked the strips with their
carriaged offspring.

Terens said, “Now, Rik, stand up
straight. We’re going up.”

He was standing before a structure
that filled the space between four
square-placed pillars, and from ground
to Upper City.

Rik said, “I’'m scared.”

Rik could guess what the structure
was. It was an elevator that lifted to
the upper level.

These were necessary, ol course.
Production was below, but consump-
tion was above. Basic chemicals and
raw food staples were shipped into
Lower City, but finished plastic-ware
and fine meals were matters for Upper
City. Excess population spawned be-
low ; maids, gardeners, chauffeurs, con-
struction laborers were used above.

Terens 1gnored Rik’s expression of
fright completely. He was amazed that
his own heart beat so violently. Not
fright, of course. Rather a fierce satis-
faction that he was going up. He would
step all over that sacred cementalloy,

stamp on it, scuft his dirt upon 1t. He

could do that as a Townman. Of
course, he was still only a Florinian
native to the Squires, but he was a
Townman and he could step on the
cementalloy whenever he pleased.

Galaxy, he hated them!

He stopped himself, drew a firm
breath and signaled for the elevator.
There was no use thinking hate. He
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had been on Sark for four years; on
Sark itself, the center and breeding-
place of the Squires. He had learned to
bear in silence. He could not forget
what he had learned now. Of all times,
not now.

He heard the whir of the elevator
settling at the lower level, and the
entire wall facing him dropped into
i1ts slot.

The native who operated the ele-
vator looked disgusted. “ Just two of
you?”’

“Just two,” said Terens, stepping
in. Rik followed.

The operator made no move to
restore the fallen wall to its original
position. He said, ‘“‘Seems to me you
guys could wait for the two o’clock
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load and move with 1t. I ain’t sup-
posed to run this thing up and down
for no two guys.” He spat carefully,

making sure that the sputum hit

lower level concrete and not the floor
of his elevator.

- He went on, ‘“Where's your em-
ployment tickets?”’ ;

Terens said, “I'm a Townman.
Can’t you see it by my clothes.”

‘““Clothes don’t mean nothing. Lis-
ten, you think I’'m risking my job be-
cause you maybe picked up some uni-
form somewheres? Where’s your card?”

Terens, without another word, pre-
sented the standard document-folder
all natives had to carry at all times;
registration number; emplOyment cer-
tificate; tax receipts. It was open to
the crimson of his Townman’s license.
The operator scanned 1t briefly.

“Well, maybe you picked that up,
too, but that’s not my business. You
got it and I pass you, though Town-
man’s just a fancy name for a native
to my way of figgering. What about
the other guy?”

‘“He’s in my charge,” sald Terens.
““‘He can come with me, or shall we
call a Patroller and check into the
rules.”

It was the last thing Terens wanted
but he suggested it with suitable
arrogance.

“ Awrright! Y’don’t have to get
sore.”” The elevator wall moved up,
and with a lurch, the elevator climbed.
The operator mumbled direfully under
his breath.
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Terens smiled tightly. It was almesi
inevitable. Those who worked directly
for the Squires were only too glad to
identify themselves with the rulers,
and make up for their real inferiority
by a tighter adherence to the rules of
segregation, a harsh and haughty atti-
tude toward their fellows. They were
the “upper-men” for whom the other
Florinians reserved their particular
hate, unalloyed by the carefully-
taught awe they felt for the Squires.

The vertical distance traveled was
thirty feet, but the door opened again
to a new world. Like the native cities
of Sark, Upper City was laid out with
a particular eye to color. Individual
structures, whether dwelling places or
public buildings, were inset in an in-
tricate multicolored
close at hand, were a meaningless
jumble, but at a distance ol a hundred
yards took on a soft clustering of hues
that melted and changed with the
angle of view.

“Come on, Rik,” said Terens.

Rik was staring wide-eyed. Nothing
alive and growing! Just stone and
color 1in huge masses. He had never
known houses could be so huge. Some-
thing stirred momentarily in his mind.
For a second, the hugeness was not so
strange— And then the memory closed
down again.

A ground-car flashed by.

‘““Are those -Squires?” Rik whis-
pered. '

There had been time only for a

mosalc, which,
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glance. Hair close-cropped, wide, flar-
ing sleeves of glossy, sohid colors rang-
ing from blue to violet, knickers ot a
velvety appearance and long, sheer
hose that gleamed as if 1t were woven
of thin copper wire. They wasted no
olance at Rik and Terens.

“Young ones,” said Terens. He had
not seen them at such close quarters
since he left Sark. On Sark they were
bad enough but at least they had been
in place. Angels did not fit here, thirty
feet over Hell. Again he squirmed to
suppress a useless tremble of hatred.

A two-man flat-car hissed up behind
them. It was a new model which had

built-in air controls. At the moment,«

1t was skimming smoothly two inches
above surface, 1ts gleaming flat bottom
curled upward at all edges to cut air-
resistance. Still, the shicing of air
against 1ts lower surface suthced to
produce the characteristic hiss which
meant ‘‘ Patrollers.”

They were large, as all Patrollers
were; broad-faced, flat-cheeked, long,
straight black hair, hght brown in
complexion. T'o the natives, all Patrol-
lers looked alike. The glossy black of
their uniforms, enhanced as they were
by the startling silver of strategically
placed buckles and ornamental but-
tons, depressed the importance of the
face and encouraged the impression
of likeness still more.

One Patroller was at the controls,
the other leaped out hightly over the
shallow rim of the car.

He said, “ Folder!” stared mechan-
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ically and momentarily at it and
flipped it back at Terens. ‘“Your busi-
ness here?”’ |

“I intend consulting the hbrary,
officer. It is my privilege.”

The Patroller turned to Rik. “What
about you?”’ |

“1—,” began Rik.

“He 1s my assistant,” interposed
Terens.

- “He has no Townman privileges,”
sald the Patroller.

“I’ll be responsible for him.”

The Patroller shrugged. ““It's vour
lookout. Townmen have privileges,
but they’re not Squires. Remember
that, boy.”

“Yes, othcer. By the way, could
you direct me to the library?”’

The Patroller directed him, using
the thin, deadly barrel of a needle-gun
to indicate direction. From their pres-
ent angle, the library was a blotch of
brilliant wvermilion deepening into
crimson toward the upper stories. As
they approached, the crimson crept
downward.

Rik said with sudden vehemence,
“I think 1t’s ugly.”

Terens gave him a quick, surprised
glance. He had been accustomed to all
this on Sark, but he, too, found the
garishness of Upper City somewhat
vulgar. But then, Upper City was
more Sark than Sark itseli. On Sark,
not all men were aristocrats. There
were even poor Sarkites, some scarcely
better off than the average Florian.
Here only the top of the pyramid
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existed; and the library showed that.

It was larger than all but a few on
Sark 1tself, far larger than Upper City
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