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New Invention Shows You How You Ma

FICTION AND FACT:

First, let’s separate fiction from

facts. If your hair roots are dead,

o TR N T there’s nOthing in thiS WOl"ld You

e B, R can do about it. But if your roots

S still have life in them, you may be able

vy 4 to do something about it. If you are los-
2 ing your hair due to insufficient circulation of

the blood and tissue fluild you can be helped.
Medical science recommends massage and brush-

ing, but human nature being what it is, we never
get around to giving ourselves the proper amount of
hair-saving massage and brushing.

Amazing New Invention Does the Work!
Some doctors now believe that nervous tension may be a factor in falling hair
and baldness. Emotional tension may produce circulatory impairment to the
scalp, which tends to interfere with nutrition of the hair roots. Hair thins out
and bald spots appear. . |

VIBRA BRUSH helps relieve this muscular tension and relaxes you as though
by magic! Run VIBRA BRUSH over scalp, starting from forehead and working
slowly to back of head. Almost ot once the gentle stimulation and vibration
loosens tenseness! The scalp relaxes, relaxation spreads to the facial muscles
and then even to the rest of the body. With relaxation circulation 1mproves,
blood flows to the hair roots, and fatigue will often be relieved. With improved
circulation nutrition is brought to the hair roots more freely and your hair will

----------
-----
___________

be greatly benefited!

As though by magic, VIBRA BRUSH
helps 1ncrease the circulation of
blood and tissue fluid. VIBRA
BRUSH will help release the natu-
ral oils In your scalp. Loose dan-
dru‘f and accumulated dirt are easily
removed. You feel clean and in-
gorated. VIBRA BRUSH massages
and stimulates the Natural way
without harsh rubbing that may
damage hair and irritate scalp.
Try VIBRA BRUSH at our nsk
for 2 weeks. If you don’t say 1t’s
the 2zreatest blessing ever designed
for the hair, if it doesn’t help you.
sencd the brush right back for full
and prompt refund—you lose noth-
inz! VIBRA BRUSH comes com-
piete to you with 8-ft. cord. plug,

on-off switch. Made of durable an-:

odized Aluminum.  Bristle head 1is
instantly detachable for rinsing.

Only $9.95 postpaid. If ordering

C.0.D., send $1 pay balance plus
postage on arrival.

| VIBRA BRUSH CORP,, Dept.A-136 |
|_ 42 Broadway, New York City 4, N. Y. |

| Please send me the Underwriters Lab- |
nratory Approved VIBRA BRUSH for
' 10 days trial period. I enclose 31, uszon
| arrival T will pay postman only $8.95 |
|-plus postage and handling. If not @?ze-l
lichted I may return VIBRA BRUSH
| within 10 days for prompt refund of |
full purchase price. l

l [T enclose $12.98. Send DeLuxe Model. |

l NAME ksl e e s ey l
I Rdlless o b e R I
i I
| B S enten i IR N State. . ... e |
| [1] SAVE POSTAGE—check here if you |

enclose $9.95 with coupon. l
I [J1 enclose $12.98. Send DeLuxe Model.
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“You can stop worrying, Jane.
My job’s secure now! And here’s

the insurance policy to prove it—
my I.C.S. diploma!”

This feeling of security is
probably typical of every 1.C.5.
esraduate. Because—as the job
situation gets tighter, the man
with 1.C.S. training has the
advantage.

Why? Your L.C.S. diploma tells
your present employer three im-
portant things: (1) You want to
make the most of your present job.

For Real Job Security—Get an 1. C. 5. Dlploma’

- INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS -

(2) You have the training you
need for advancement. (3) You
look for better ways of doing things
on YOur own.

- What you do about your fu-
ture is up to you. Do nothing
and stay at your present job at
the same old pay. Or earn an
1.C.S. diploma in your spare
time for security, promotians,
more pay! Your first step is to

“mark the course that interests

vou in the coupon below., and
mail it to wus.

Three Free Books

We’'ll send you three interesting
books. The first, “How to Suc-
ceed,” is a gold mine of helpful
tips. Points out many small things
in your personality and behavior
that can make the difference be-
tween success and failure. Second,
a book telling you about the oppor-
tunities in the field of your choice.

Third, sample lesson (Math).

L s S., Scranton 9, Penna.

)B SECURITY
C.S. DIPLOMA

Cosis pennies a day.

Many an 1.C.S. student has made
up the cost of his course in one
month with the salary increase his
L.C.S. training earned for him, By
studying at home in your spare
time, you pay yourself many times
an hour more than you’re now
making. (One student reports —
*My 1.C.S. course was worth $95
an hour to me.”)

The security of your pres-
ent job—or the success in find-
ing the new job you’ve always
wanted—is in your hands. Move
ahead with I.C.S. #training
while others stay behind on the
routine, small-pay jobs. Re-
member, your firsi step to se-
curity and success is to mail
this coupon. Take a few min-
utes and do it now. If you put
it off, it can c¢dst you your
future,

Member, National
Hnme Study Cnunml

BOX 81301TM SCRANTON 9, PENNA. | (Partlal list of 277 cnurses)
Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opporifunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

ARCHITECTURE =~ AVIATION _ CIVIL, STRUCTURAL LEADERSHIP [J Television Techniclan
and BUILDING - [0 Aeronautical Engineering Jr. ENGINEERING [ Foremanship RAILROAD
CONSTRUCTION @ [ Aircraft & Engine Mechanic [J Civil Engineering (1 Industrial Supervision [0 Air Brakes [J Car Inspeclar

[] Leadership and Organization (3 Diesel Locomotive .
[ Personnel-Labor Relati~as [] Locomotive Enginesr
MECHANICAL [ Section Foreman
AND SHOP . STEAM AND
[1 Gas—Electric Welding DIESEL POWER
[ Heat'Treatment [ Metallurgy [0 Combustion Engineering

- BUSINESS : [ Construction Engineering
[0 Advertising [J Highway Engineering

[J Bookkeeping and Accounting [J Reading Struct. Blueprints
[] Business Administration [0 Sanitary Engineering -
[ Business Correspondence £ Structural Engineering

[] Public Accounting {J Surveying and Mapping

i Alr Conditioning—Refriz.
] Architecture

] Architectural Interior .
] Building Contractor

(] Building Maintenance

{1 Carpenter and Mill Wnrk

.,'.'-.'271"-@--.--‘--."“t i

[} Estimating ] Creative Salesmanship DRAFTING " [ Industrial Engineering [ Diesel—Elec. [ Diesel Eng’s
{1 Heating - [ Federal Tax (J Aircraft Drafting {J Industrial Instrumentation Electric Light and Power
{1 Painting Cﬁntractol' i1 8 [1 Letter-writing Improvement [ Architectural Drafting (3 Industrial Supervision (3 Stationary Fireman

[} Electrical Draffing
[ Mechanical Drafting

[] internal Combustion Engines [J Stationary Steam Enginesring

] Plumbing [1 Office Management
(] Machine Design-Drafting TEXTILE

Reading Arch B!ueprmts [ Professional Secretary

ART _ [ Retail Business Managemen! [J Mine Surveying and Mapping [ Machine Shop Inspection Carding and Spinning
. 1 Sales Management (J Plumbing Drawing and {1 Machine Shop Practice [J Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg.
L] Cartooning ] Stenographic-Secretarial ~  Estimaling > [] Mechanical Engineering (3 Finishing and Dyeing _
CJ Commercial Art (] Traffic Management [0 Structural Drafting & 1 Quality Control [J Loom Fixi'g [J Textile Des'ing
C] Fashion lllustrating CHEMISTRY ELECTRICAL [ Reading Shop Blueprints [ Textile Eng'r’g (3 Threwing

] Magazine Hlustrating

: o O Analytical Chemistry
L] Eﬂ:}’;,ﬁﬁ‘fﬁ'g’pﬁ‘g{ihﬁ““'“3 [] Chemical Engineering

[J] Refrigeration® ] Warping and Weaving
[1§Sheet Metal Worker MISCELLANEOUS
{1 Chem. Lab. Technician {0 Electrician [J Contracting {1 Tool Design  [J Toolmaking [ Domestic Refrigeration

AUTOMOTIVE £] General Chemistry * [ Lineman RADIO, TELEVISION [0 Marine Engineering

"1 Aute Bady Rebuilding ] Natural Gas Prod. & Trans. HIGH SCHOOL 0 Industrial Electronics [J Ocean Navigation

[] Auto Elec. Technician [] Petroleum Engineering - [ Commercial [J Good English [J Practical Radio TV Eng'r'ng  [J Professional Engineering

[J Auto-Engine Tune Up 1 Plastics [0 High School Subjects [0 Radio and TV Servicing 1 Shaort Story Writing

{3 Automobile - [ Pulp and Paper Making 1 Mathematics “ [ Radlo Operating (] Telephony

1'1',] Electrical Engineering
'[7] Electrical Maintenance

0 ST

OO S e WOTKINE HOUES AM. to P.M

Canadlan residents sand coupen to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Lid.; =
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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NEW
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Volume 4 February, 1956 | | Number 2
NOVELETS ,

THINK- NO-EVIL o 5 s o Harry Warner, Jr. 6

I thought the helmet would protect me from the Paths, but either it didn’t
work, ot the Paths weren’t what we all believed they were.

WEY SHUOULED I STOR?T . o i v s Algis Budrys 26
Every now and then, we offer a story that's different enough to justify our

calling attention to the fact. This is such a story,

SHORT STORIES

HONUR. . .- o i e Richard Wilson 593
It was hard to believe that the tgreatest geriatrician on Earth would steal

another’s dlscovery, and pass it off as his own.,
EEECTEUD - e George Hudson Smith 66
Big Bill Brady found the futme just made to order.. _
FONIEEPMESGAIN Carol Emshwiller 69

It was a daring idea—much too daring to work. ..

FEATURES

SOBHBELE MEL  — o i ..., Quien Sabe 40
The amusing article upon which our ‘contest is based,

CASH PRIGECONTESY .. o i b By e i i e 49

PARODIES TOSSED. - - oo o Randall Garrett 52

Mr. Garrett turns his verse to A. E, van Vogt's “Slan”,

READERS’ DEPARTMENTS

WONDERFULNESS (Editorial) .............. Robert W. Lowndes 23
READIN’ AND WRITHIN’ (Book Reviews) ........ Damon Knight 50
INSIDE SCIENCE FICTION ........... ......... Robert A. Madle 62
IT SAYS HERE (Letters and Comment) ............ The Readers 77
ROBERT W. LOWNDES, Editor | DOROTHY B. SEADOR Asso. Ed.
MILTON LURQOS, Art Director MARIE A, PARK, Asso. Ed.

Cover by Frank Kelly Freaf, suggested by a scene in “Why Should 1 Stop?”

SCIENCE FICTION QUARTERLY, February, 19568, published Februarv May, August, and November,
by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 Appletnn Street, Holvoke, Masgs, ditorial and executive ofs
fices at 241 Church Street. New ank 13 New York. Entered at second class matter at the Post Office
at Holyoke, Mass., under the Act of Ma,rch 3, 1878. Single copy 25¢: yvearly subscription $1.00. Entire
contents cepylght 1956 by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC. Manuscripts must be accompanied@ by
self addreassed envalﬂpeca to insure return if not accepted, and while reasonable care will be sxtended In
handhug thpm it is undmstnﬂd that they are submitted &t author’'s risk, Printed in U 8. A,
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ing sets in spare time. Now have Gk "WReaiigdnstt i@ Training PLUS opportunity is the illustrated lessons give you basic!

full-time business.”—William gt e itananet W@ PERFECT COMBINATION for principles you need, and my skillfully

Weyde, Brooklyn, New York.  {ig - SS@ B job security, advancement. When developed kits of parts “bring to
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“Go 1inside the Ring,
find out all you can.”

A



Privacy is a fairly recent thing, and Twentieth Century

technology Is narrowing it down more and more as re-

fined snooping devices appear. But could people adjust

to the idea that some others — regardless of their ethics
-~ ¢ould read minds at will?

l\r-"'l"-nu—-—brq-—-.‘

. Foatuned Novelet of Days Jo Loms

by HARRY WARNER Jr.

 dllustrated by Emsh

DIDN’T believe what the com-
municator said. I punched the re-
peat button, and the same message
barked from its two-inch mouth: “Re-
peating. You must report immediately
to the office of Karl Kantner for spe-
cial assignment.”

|

I tried to turn down the sound. My

fingers were so slippery with sweat
that I knocked the gain level high
enough to produce the same squeal that
you hear from an accelerating airjet.
There was plenty of reason for that
perspiration. Kantner was chief of the
whole continent’s Security Guards. He

shouldn’t be paying any attention to an

insignificant beginner in the organiza-
tion—me, for instance.

Kantner’s office was at the very top
of the fifty-story needle that housed
the Security Guards for North Amer-
ica. The walls clucked like well-fed

chickens as I walked down the corridor

of the top story. That clucking would
be identification beams, search beams,
recording beams, and sixteen kinds of
other beams, if the legends were true.

“You're Bert Darrell? Mr. Kantner
is waiting to see you.” The blonde at
the switchboard smiled at me as if 1
were No. Two man in the whole or-

ganization. I tried to memorize her
curves as fast as I could, then went to-
ward the door in the direction of her
nod.

Kantner rose from behind his desk
as I went in. He impressed me just
about as much as if I were-a kid who
had actually discovered the genume '
Santa. -

“Sit down, Darrell. You’re ready for
assignment?” When I heard that voice,
I might have been ten years old again,
because hero-worship took command
over me. Is there a kid in America who
doesn’t think Kantner is the greatest
force for law and order in history?

“Of course. But I don’t— _

“No reservations, Darrell. Never
stop to weigh every consequence. De-
cide instantly, and act at once. That
way, things get done. That’s the rule
I've always followed. It's worked pret-
ty well, hasn’t it?”

I thought of the manner in which
North America had been turned into a
land where everyone foliowed the rules,
where anti-social impulses were de-
stroyed as soon as they bobbed up, and
saw Kantner’s point. -

“We’re having trouble with the
Paths. Your job is to find out how
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they’re breaking out of the Ring and
infiltrating the country.”

I tried to stand up, and my legs
wouldn’t support me. “The Paths? My
job? Infiltrating?” I managed to re-

peat.

“It’s not known to the public.
You’re new here; that’s why I've
picked you. No pre-conceived ideas.
Listen. Go inside the Ring. Find out
all you can. It’s a promotion if you
learn anything important. I need a
good right-hand man.”

“But—but the Paths can’t get out.
If they did, it would mean that some
people—"

“They’re slick.” Kantner’s eyas took
on that expression of steel that had
haunted me all through my hero-wor-
shipping years. “Just think. The wait-
ress who gives you breakfast. The po-
liceman who stops traffic for you. My
secretary out there. Any of them might
be Paths! Reading every single
thought! It’s our sacred duty to track
them down!™

‘“Your secretary isn’t a Path,” I told
him. “She’d have blushed at what I
was thinking, if she could have read
my thoughts.”

Kantner ignored that and continued
to spit out instructions: “We’ll get you
inside the Ring. We’ll dress you so you
won’t be conspicuous. You’ll have sev-
en days to the minute to get facts. Then
you’ll get out the same way you got in.
You're stuck in the Ring the rest of
your life, if you miss connections after
seven days.”

E TRIED to imitate Kantner’s quick

decisions, by daring objections: “But
what could anyone learn inside the
Ring? Paths will be everywhere. No
matter what I plan, they’ll read my
mind and stop me.” |

Kantner pulled a miserable-looking
felt hat out of a desk drawer, and
tossed it to me, “Wear this inside the
Ring,” he ordered. “It has a false lin-

ing that hides a little gadget. It’s a
portable thought screen. As long as
you wear it, you're safe. It hides your

thoughts from the Paths. But don’t

monkey with it; it explodes if you
tamper. If you’re caught, the Paths
won’t get our best weapon.”

“A portable thought screen!” It was
the dream of all normal people, the
only weapon that anyone could imagine
against the mind-penetrating Paths. “I
thought it couldn’t be developed! But
why can’t everyone get one of these?
Then our thoughts would be safe, even
if Paths are around.”

“You wouldn’t want to wear bullet-
proof armor all the time; you’d have
to if thugs shot machine guns every
day in the streets. It’s the same thing.
We've got to wipe out the Paths out-
side the Ring. Do your job. Any other
questions?”

“Will I be the only agent inside the
Ring?” *

Kantner hesitated for the first time
since I'd been in his office. After an
instant, he said: “No; we’ve sent oth-
ers.” ; |

“How will I recognize them?”

Again that instant’s pause. If 1
hadn’t known the kind of man that
Kantner was, I’d have sworn he was
ashamed to reply: “Some of them are

overdue. Put on your hat. Take this

private elevator to leave.”

He just nodded toward the window
that looked down on Manhattan, I
looked as blank as the windowpane.
Kantner looked impatient, walked
over to the window, and yanked it. It
swung away, revealing that it was a
fake. There were mirrors behind it to
create the window effect, and a small
compartment containing a one-man
elevator. '

“Don’t take off that hat,” he repeat-
ed. “You'll be out of sight from now
until you go ingside the Ring. We can’t
have your thoughts leaking. And re-
member. Act, don’t think.”
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STEPPED into theﬂ elevator. Tt

sank like a stone, and it didn’t slow
down as the figures for ground level
flashed by. It must have been a dozen
stories underground before it stopped.
A couple of gloomy-looking mén were
waiting for me. They had rough-look-
ing clothing, into which I changed;
then bundled me into a subway cab.
We bored under the city, toward a jet-
port, and I couldn’t help wondering:
Could these Security Guards be Paths?
I didn’t remove the hat; no use taking
chances.

It was a ten-minute ride, more time
than I needed to refresh myself on
everything I knew about the Paths.
The Paths were a subject that every-
one talked a lot about. But when you
sat there trying to assemble all your
knowledge about the Paths, you real-
ized that you had just a few facts to
go with a whole storage-room full of
emotions and deductions. |

The geography was simple enough.
The Ring was a giant circle that con-
tained about one-eighth of the whole
United States, with its center in Kan-
sas. Here’s where every Path was sent,
as soon after birth as a baby was
found to be a Path. The Ring was an
invisible wall of power that had the
ability to blanket the mind-reading of
the Paths from the rest of the nation.
It was the only thing that insured pri-
vacy of thoughts to real humanity.

The history books didn’t say much
~ about the origin of the Paths. I had
read somewhere that they used to be
called telepaths, back in the days when
people thought that this was a fine gift.
But in those days, two centuries ago,
only a few people had a small amount
of telepathic ability. It wasn’t until the
last part of the 20th century that genu-
ine telepaths appeared, the kind who
could read your thoughts as easily as
they could see your face. The first few
Paths who grew up were as popular as
movie stars and baseball heroes. They
were used for espionage work and oth-

er useful purposes. But already one out
of every hundred babies was turning
out to be a Path. All of a sudden, peo-

ple woke up to the fact that nobody’s

thoughts would be sacred from now on

if something weren’t done about the
Paths.

The biologists couldn’t say why the
new type had emerged; they called the

-Paths a valid mutation—as if that did

any good. The sociologists said that the
Paths could be integrated with the rest
of humanity within ten centuries.
Who's going to live for ten centuries?
But the physicists had given the real
help. They had figured out a vibration
pattern that had served as a barrier to
mind-reading. The only trouble was
that this barrier could be set up only
with enormous machines. So they es-
tablished the Ring as a quarantine
area. Every infant was given tests af-
ter it was a week old. Those who were
Paths weré shipped into the Ring at
once. Some parents objected, as if they
didn’t realize that it was for the good
of the greatest number.

We transferred into a fast jet at the
port. The two.men who were keeping
me company didn’t say a word. I kept
my own mouth shut; maybe they had
orders to see how much I'd chatter
about my iob. It was only noon when
we swooped down over those wide, gen-
tly curving ribbons that were the only
visible sien of the Ring.

The force field keeping thoughts
from seeping between the Ring and the
rest of the nation was invisible, But su-
per-express highways had been built
just outside the circumference of the
Ring, as an additional safeguard
against Paths breaking out. There were
eight lanes, hooking up in a giant circle
with all the other transcontinental

highways. If you were driving almost

anywhere, you’d probably get on the
Ring to make connections with another
road. The outer lanes had speed limits
of 150 miles per hour. The inner lanes
sometimes had to put up with old cars
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_that ambled along at 80 miles per hour.
There wasn’t any record of a Path get-
ting across those lanes on foqt. Occa-
_ swnally an animal tried it and succeed-
ed in getting past one or two lanes be-
fore being squashed. Of course, there
were guards stationed on the outer
edge of the highway; but they had
nothing to do. If a Path had come dart-

ing across in the face of that traffic.

the drivers would have fought for the
honor of running him down.

E LANDED at one of the refuel-

ing stations at the edge of the
Ring. The bigger of my two silent com-
panions hooked a thumb in the general
direction of the grease pit. I walked
over there and looked back at him
questioningly. He pointed downward. 1
shrugged, waved goodbye, and clam-
bered down the dirty side.
I felt like the rabbit at the start of
“Alice in Wonderland” as I found the
little hole and crawled through. It was
pitch dark in the tunnel, but arrows
glowed just ahead of me as I inched my
way along. Every fifty feet or so I
came to a swinging partition which
swung only in one direction. I hoped
that the chief executive in charge of
swinging partitions wouldn’t forget to
reverse the direction of the swing just
seven days from this moment when I
was due to return. There was a gentle
shaking of the whole surroundings as
‘heavy trucks rumbled a few feet above
me.

But I felt less like a rabbit and more
like Tom Sawyer when I poked my
head through a thick cluster of bushes
and found myself in sunlight again.
The little aircar for my personal use
was so beautifully camouflaged that I
didn’t see it until I stumbled over it
crawling down the hillside on which I'd
emerged. .

The disorder of the landscape was
enough to make you sick at the stom-
ach, You could tell there hadn’t been a
lawnmower, weed eradication program

or tree-chopping machine here for dec- :
ades. It gave a shudcery feeling to re-

alize that this had been neat farmland

only a century or so ago, before it had
been sealed off inside the Ring. The
Paths weren’t allowed to make ma-
chines, so they couldn’t cultivate much
of their land.

In front was a grassy stretch, dotted
with thickets. Behind was a screen of
large trees that completely hid the
Ring’s highways that were a mile or so
behind them. I stared a long time at
those trees, memorizing their arrange-
ment. It wouldn’t be nice to return to
this general area, seven days form now,

~and not be able to figure out which
hillside hid my tunnel for escape.

The unnatural odor of wildly grow-
ing nature bothered me at first, and I

- actually threw myself flat when a bird

zoomed toward me, chattering crazily.
I straightened my ha,t carefully, dusted
myself off, and decided to look around
before nerves got the better of me. I
left the aircar where it lay hidden, and
started to pick my way through that
tangle of weeds and bushes toward the
only artificial thing in sight, a small
building whose roof reflected blinding-
ly the rays of sunshine.

The building turned out to be a dil-
apidated quonset hut, dented and
gray. It looked like an abandoned relic

~of the pre-Ring, pre-Path days. But

there was a plain path leading up to it.
I crept up to the window, and felt fool-
ish when the window proved to be cur-
tained from the inside. The door was
open a crack, and I applied one eve to
the crack. Right away, that eye start-
ed to blink, as if it pern:fmal]y were
trying to clear away a mistaken image.

Because a girl was inside that build-

ing, seating on a wooden stool, which

was natural enough, but she was oper-
ating a machine, which was entirely
wrong. This machme was no bigger
than a television set and it didn’t look
any more complicated. But it was all
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wrong. Paths didn’t have machines
like this.

HAD PRESSED

my lips tightly to-
gether, to restrain a
whistle of surprise
that tried to get
through them. But I
must have made
some kind of noise,
because the girl
called without turn-
ing around: ‘“Come

on in.’

Never hesitate, act, Kantner bad
told me. I pushed the door open, and
walked in.

“Has Rixey come yet?” The girl still
hadn’t turned her had. Her eyes were
glued to a sort of twin microscope ar-
rangement. It was hard to make out
details of the machine, entering the
dark hut from the glare of outdoors
noon.

“I didn’t pass him,” I answered.
There was moisture in the hollows of
my palms, because I’d said him, and
Rixey might be a girl.

“He’s late.” The girl straightened.
took a deep breath, And stood up. First
she stretched lazily, then turned
around.,

“Things look better in Boston,” she
said. But she took a second look at me.
and her eyes widened. “Golly, I’'m sor-
ry,” she continued with a grin. “I
thought you were Ted.”

My eyes were adjusting to the light
well enough to see that her eves were
dark brown, set in a f{riendly and
strangely relaxed face. There were a
dozen spots on the cheeks, apparently
the legendary freckles that women used
to ignore instead of removing as scon
as they learned to go te beauty shops.

The hair was the eddest thing of all.

It was brown, even though all girls had

been blondes the past three vears, and
it hung all the way to the shoulders.

“What’s the improvement in Bos-
ton?” I asked, before the silence be-
came dangerous.

‘““Real progress,” she said, as if she
now accepted my presence. “Take a
look for yourself.”

I put my face to the eyepieces
imitated the way her right hand had

orasped a dial, and stiffened. The

‘image was a scrawled sheet of paber.

It said: “The registry of births and
deaths has now been fully occupied.
Immediate steps will be taken to al-
leviate any suspicions on the differ-
ences between” and there the scrib-
bling stopped. It was a facsimile re-
ceiver, but different from the kind I

‘knew, and when I cautiously tried to

adjust the dial to read more, nothing
happened. -

The pirl was at the door, shading her
eyes while she looked down the lane. “I
can’t understand what’s holding up
Rixey,” she complained. “Are you just

in from outside the Ring?”

It was a blockbusting question for
just one instant. The first impression:
she’d penetrated my disguise and mis-
sion. The second thought: she wasn’t
a Path after all. That explained the
presence of the machine, and her
knowledge that I was from outside the
Ring. Rixey then would be a fellow-
operative. '

“T’ve been here about ten minutes,”
I said. “It’s a good thing I ran acress
you. Kantner didn’t have time to brief
me very well. By the way, how in the
deuce are you shielding your thoughts?
I thought that something had to be on
your head to—"

HE HAD STARTED to walk back
toward me. She stopped and put the
back of one hand to her mouth, as if
warding off a scream. She started to
back toward the door. I leaped and got
there first, blocking her way. I'd
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blundered, badly. Something in her
eyes told me that this was a Path.

“You sensed me in the doorway be-
fore you saw me or heard me,”’ I told
her, unnecessarily. Had my thoughts
leaked through the mechanism? I
reached for my pellet-gun and ad-
vanced on her, backing her toward a
corner.

But she sprang like an uncoiling
spring as my hand was touching the
gun. She hit me like a couple of tons of
superbricks, knocking me off balance.
When I grabbed at her arm, she
hooked a foot between my legs and
gave it a sideways yank. We both went
sprawling. She rolled like a cat and
darted through the door, on her feet
again, before I could draw the gun. I
fired in her general direction, but she
had melted into the wilderness as rap-
idly as if she were a wild animal.

I rubbed the sore spot on my leg
where her foot had gone into action.
stood at the doorway, and felt utterly
useless, completely stupid. 1 tried to
tell myself that every man makes a
mistake, and that I couldn’t be blamed
for the fact that XKantner hadn’t
briefed me on the Path machinery.
The facsimile message meant little as
a message. But its presence inside the
Ring meant that the Path conspiracy
was a big one., There must be a net-
work of communications between the
Inside of the Ring and the rest of the
nation, between the Paths who had in-
filtrated humanity and those still
penned up in here. Things, in other
words, must be far worse than even I
had been allowed to know.

One course of action was simple and
logical. I didn’t know whether this was
a key machine or just one of thousands,
but I pulled back the pellet-gun’s lever
to full strength and smashed it into a
smoking ruin.

The next job was to find more Paths.
I decided that it was useless to hunt

for them around here, after frightening

the girl, who was probably sending out

. thought messages as fast as if she were

starting a national advertising cam-
paign. The air car was needed, to take
me where I could catch a Path, and
try to get some straight information
out of him.

But that was a miscalculation, I re-
alized that the Paths don’t scare so
easy when a bunch of bushes at my
side swayed oddly. There wasn’t any
wind. I ducked for cover, snapping a
pellet at the bushes. .

There was a crash—an old-fashioned
gunpowder explosion. A deep voice
grunted. A woman’s voice screamed:
“Look out, Rixey!”

CRAWLED toward thicker under-

brush to my left. Something whined
inches from my head as another shot
sounded. I snapped another shot to-
ward the bushes, and dived into the
cover I wanted. I landed on top of the
gir]. She squealed and darted away
like a partridge. I let her go, because I
was worried about that obsolete but
deadly gunpowder contraption some-
where off in the bushes.

The forest became as quiet as fairy-
land. A bird hopped along a branch,
three feet from my face, and stared at
me. I started to shoo it away, then
stopﬁed. It seemed like a friend.

This situation was getting uncom-
fortable. If the Paths were mentally
calling up reinforcements, I had to get
to that air car. I started to crawl
again, and every vine and bush seemed
to have dressed itself in thorns for my
sake.

The air car was a hundred yards
away when it happened. A bearded gi-
ant leaped out of the tangle of thick-
ets to my right and dashed toward the
aircar. He couldn’t know it was there.
because of the camouflage, but he did.

I had time to take careful aim, even
to realize that my thought shield must
be leaking and betraying the aircraft’s
location, before I fired. The huge Path
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stumbled and collapsed, ten feet from
the aircar.

I abandoned cover and dashed In
the same general direction. The girl ap-
peared out of nowhere, and crouched
over the body as if to protect it from
me. Her face was tear-streaked, dirty
and wild as she looked at me and
moaned: “You’ve killed him!”

I aimed the pelletgun at the center
of her faded blouse. She stared de-
fiantly at the gun and didn’t try to
run. Kantner’s voice was ringing in my
ears: “Don’t hesitate, act; don’t fret
over whether you’re done right.” May-
be the fact that this was the only wom-
an I’d ever seen who didn’t go to pieces
in an emergency kept me fmm shoot-
ing.
As I stood undecided, the girl
turned, ignored me, and tried to listen
for a heartbeat in the man’s chest.
Then she sped the Path’s foolish-lock-
ing gunpowder pistol, lying a few feet
away. When she sprang for it, I
chopped the butt of the pelietgun
down heavily on her head. She col-
lapsed, fingers six inches from the
Path’s gun. Everything was silent in
the forest. _

I threw the Path weapon into the
thicket. Then I picked up the uncon-
scious girl, and lugged her to the air-
car. I’'d made a terrific mess of my
mission so far. Maybe the whole Path
nation had been mentally alerted of my
presence. But at least I had a Path for
experimentation, and was out of im-
mediate danger. -

I put the Path into the aircar, then
yanked away the branches and other
- protective coloration from arcund it. I
wasn’t finished when voices became
audible, somewhere in the forest. It
‘sounded like a lot of them, and they

- were getting louder in a hurry. So I

jumped in myself, bolted the hatch
with one hand, and yanked at the con-
trols with the other. The aircar shiv-
ered and wailed for a moment, still
held down by the last of the camou-

flage, as a score of men appeared on
the crest of the closest hill. Then it
brce {ree and rose. As it ascended, I
triedd to figure out how the men were
traveling. They were aboard some kind
of animals.

I set a course that would keep the
aircar between the Paths on the ground
and the sun and watched them scurry
about below on their strange mounts.
Half of them clustered around the big
man’s body, the rest shiclded their eyes
with their hands and tried to spot the
aircar against the glaring, two o’clock
sunshine. I was safe.

E GIRL was breathing heavily
and was beginning to twitch a lit-
tle. I felt a bit sorry for her as I looked
at her face more thoroughly, and
realized that she’d be pretty with a
haircut and with scientific removal of
those disfiguring freckles. When 1 felt
the lump that was forming on the sice
of her head, she groaned, and said
weekly, “Don’t.” Her eyes ﬂickered
open.

I held her down when she tried to
rise. “Lie still,” T told her. “You get
up, and I'll slug vou again.”

She blinked against the strong light
that poured into the port, and saw that
the ground was a hundred feet below.
Her face whitened, she groaned again.
and lay back, limp and beaten.

I unstrapped the chemicals kit from
my belt, picked ocut the proper vial,
and dumped half of it into a hypo-
dermic. She drew away against the wall
of the cramped little airjet cabin &s I
bent over her.

“Don’t be afraid,” I tried to'reaqmre |

her. “This will make you feel better.”
She didn’t resist when I injected the
the stuff into her tanned upper arm.
That was another problem. She ought
to have fought me, if she was reading
my thoughts.

When I looked downward again, the
men below had formulated some plan.

Half of them were trudging away, car-
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rying along the giant whom I had shot.
The remainder had fanned into a semi-
circle around the hut, as if on guard.

I gave the Path a glass of water,
propped up her head with a rolledup
spare jacket, and decided that the truth
drug had time to act.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Gerry Masters.”” Her voice was
getting stronger. “I feel better. What
was that stuff vou gave me?”

“Where do you live?” I ignored her
question.

“Three or four miles from here. Why
did you shoot Rlxey'-’ He’s never hurt
anybody.”

I resisted the impulse to slap her,
and tried to assume charge of the ques-
tioning by raising my voice.

“What were you doing in that hut?”

“You don’t have to yell,” she sald,
- then pressed her lips tightly together
and simply stared at me.

That truth drug had its limitations.
It couldn’t make a subject talk; it
merely came in handy when the sub-
ject was willing to talk. So I tried an-
other approach: “Why aren’t you Paths
happy here, where you are, instead of
trying to get outside the Ring and take
over the world? How are yvou getting
through the Ring?”

“We are happy here. We’re not get-
ting through the Ring.”

MY JAW TRIED to drop. The girl’s
breathing and color were normal,
despite what she had just said. I looked
at my kit to make sure I'd used the
right chemical. A terrible su Ignmcn be-
gan to form. Maybe these Paths had
more powers than mind-reading—abil-
ity to control the reactions of chemi-
cals on their bodies, for instance.
“You mean to say that you were just
attending to business of your own when
you were in that hut? You mean that
there aren’t any Paths in the big cities
outside the Ring?”’
“That’s right,” Gerry said. She

coughed, and began to wheeze as if my
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fingers were clutching her throat. Her
face grew white, and her whole body
started to tremble. Her eyes half-
closed in agony, and real fear glowed
through the half-closed lids.

“Better tell the truth,” I sad.
“See what happens when you lie? I3
that a communication station ‘'with
Paths outside the Ring?” _

‘““Yes,” she croaked. Her coughs sub-

sided, color crept back into her face,

and she lay more quietly, with new re-
spect for me showing in her face.
“What are you doing to me?”

“You’re doing it yourself. That drug
simply amplified the little changes In
your body’s processes that occur when
you lie. It’s easier to use this than to
take you to a lie detector. This drug
simply magnifies, painfully, those
little ehanges in blood pressure and
pulse and breathing that show up on lie
detectors, Now, you say you were in
touch with Paths outside the Ring?”’

“Yes.” She sounded beaten.

- “But you tell me that Paths don’t
leave the Ring and slip outside?”

“Yes.” I looked closely and she
wasn’t lying.

“You aren’t trying to tell me that
gome of the babies born outside the
Ring fool the examining board and
grow up without anybody suspecting
them to be Paths?”

“No.” She even grinned as she said
that as if she were winning a guessing
game, I felt exasperated, and a little
bit pleased at the fact that a girl could
have that kind of courage.

“Well, I haven’t anything with me

‘that will force you to talk,” I admitted.

“But I can take you outmdﬂ the Ring.
We have gadgets out there—"

“I can just picture you, leading a
Path out through your secret tunnels.”
She laughed scornfully. “We’d both
be shot down before we went three feet.
They wouldn’t take a chance on you
letting a Path loose in your world.”

“How much of my thinking is leak-
Ing through to you?” I figured that the
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question was safe. If the hat was use-
less, it didn’t hurt to ask about it, If it
was giving some protection, my ques-
tion didn’t reveal where I was wearing
the shield.

“No comment,” she said saucily.
Then suddenly: “Look out! They’re
going to sheot us down!” She tried to
get up.

I shoved her back to the floor of the

cabin with one hand and risked a
glance out the window. Everything
looked peaceful.

“Stop trying to change the subject.

Now, answer me.”

She wriggled like a wild animal,
trying to reach the airjet’s controls.
“Damn it, get this thing movmg,” she
wailed, as if she were in ecommand.
“Those idiots don’t know I'm aboard.
They’ll break us in two!”

The airjet bucked. There was a dull
boom that sounded close.

I shoved the throttle over with the
flat of my hand. The reaction threw
both of us against the other wall until
the ship slowed its acceleration rate.
Through the port, I saw a patch of
smoke between the airjet and the
ground. It dispersed to show an old-
fashioned piece of artillery that might
have come out of a museum. Little
matchstick men were dashing around it,
obviously hurrying to reload a single
shot mechanism.

'D SEEN the old

movies, and I knew

that such a gun

could do damage, no

matter how odd it

looked, at a real dis-

tance. I turned the

a2  airjet in a tight loop

Sordied and aimed its nose

for the weapon. If

t‘iev’d reloaded by

now, I was sunk. But I was definitely
sunk if I tried to outrun shells.

rubber. I

The men around the weapon stood
their ground until we were a hundred
feet above them, then broke and ran

for covers. If they expected a diving

crash, they almost got it. I threw in
the reverse jets, full-tilt. They worked
beautifully, but they were meant for pi-
lots who were enclosed in safety belts.
The decelération threw me away from

‘the controls again. Before I could

stagger back, the little craft lost head-
way under the conflicting efforts of
its jets, careened, and dived into the
thicket.

I can visualize what happened. A
side of the fragile craft split open like
a piece of rotten fruit, throwing Gerry
and me through the branches of scrub
trees onto the soft turf. Minutes or
hours might have passed until I got

‘back my consciousness.

I wiped uselessly at the trickle of
blood on my cheek, shook my head to
try to clear it, and pulled myself erect.
People were trampling toward me,

from my left. It was no time to won-

der who or how many. I dashed in a
crazy sort of blind stagger toward the

- right. Somehow I managed to keep my

hat on my head. Maybe a hundred ieet
away from the point at which I'd start-
ed, my legs turned completely to soit
flopped down in a tiny clear-
ing, knowing that I couldn’t run an-
other foot if my life depended on i,
and realizing that my life did depend

. on it.

1 crawled toward a group c}f bushes
that might provide a moment’s hiding,
blindly, at the point of exhaustion. I
didn’t have enough strength to be
startled when a tree gave a queer snort
and moved out of my way. I did take
the trouble to lecok up, at a monster

- that was roaring above me.

I rolled out of the way of the legs
that I had taken- for trees. Suddenly,
I remembhered two things. I had seen
Paths riding these monsters, and I re-
membered the name of the monsters.
They were called horses. People had
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even used them: for travel back in --the
old days.

This one was tethered to a tree. I
grabbed for its mane, missed, and
reached for its tail. The horse circled,
bringing its mane into reach. It reared
wildly, but I hung on, drawing myself
up over 1its back. When it felt my
weight, the horse went wild. The

tether snapped from its bucking and

it dashed madly through the thicket.

I closed my eyes for an Instant to
utter a little prayer, then opened them
when I heard shouts. A dozen roughly
dressed men were diving for cover,
to get out of the way of the horse as
‘it galloped through a glade. Two of
them tried to flag it down with their
shirts, ripped hastily from their back.
The horse merely veered and picked up
speed. After that, I concentrated all my
attention on keeping myself sprawled
on the animal’'s sweaty back, gritting
my teeth to forget the concussion of
low branches and the ripping cuts of
thorns that we passed.

The horse reached open, grassy land,
making riding a little easier. I had a
chance to check the sun. It was in front
of us, so the animal was heading away
from the Ring.

HE SUN was half-hidden by a

swell of the prairie when the ani-
mal finally showed signs of exhaus-
tion. When it had slowed to a stumbling
trot, I risked pulling myself erect on
its back. That position seemed to calm
the animal. It shifted into a sedate
walk, even stopping occasionally for a
mouthful of high grass.

I waited until it was almost com-
pletely dark before disembarking from
the horse. The slow ride through the
~darkening country was strangely
pleasant, aiter the commotion of the
past few hours. I found myself think-
ing that I could almost come to like
natural settings, such as this one, in
more peaceful circumstances.

But mv sense of calm vanished when
I slipped over the side of the horse.

My legs refused to support me when
I tried to walk. I propped muyself
against a tree and realized how com-
pletely I'd bungled the assignment. The
whole countryside would be up in arms,
hunting for me. I had no food. My
clothing was in tatters. The airjet that
was my only means of transportation
was wrecked. I didn’t even have a clear
idea how I would return to the tunnel
opening that would take me back to
civilization. My hat was my only re-
maining resource, and that was becom-
ing a doubtful one.

A small stream that ran at the bot-
tom of a steep slope was easy to reach
by crawling. T drank greedily, then
found I didn’t have the strength to
pull myself back up the bank. I lay
there motionless, and little animals
crept fearlessly by me, coming down
to drink. I wasn’t quite hungry enough
to try to eat them raw, and I felt some-
how touched by their complete trust
in me, their absence of fear.

At some time during the night, I
fell into exhausted sleep. It was bright
daylight when a strong hand shaking
my shoulder brought me back to my
senses. I blinked and looked up at the
bearded face of a small, middle-aged
man.

“Think you can walk'r’” the man
asked.

I reached for my pellet-gun, deter-
mined not to let myself be captured
without a fight. It was gone. I didn’t
know whether I had lost it in my flight
or it had been taken from me while I
lay there.

So I just Ja,mmed on my hat, while
struggling to my feet. The knees felt
as if the screws were gone from the
hinges, but they held me upright.

“My name’s Martin,” the man with
the three-inch beard said. “I live back
here a piece. If you’ll come along with
me, I'll be pleased to feed you and lend
you better clothing.”

It was a funny way for a prisoner
to be treated, so maybe he wasn’t cap-
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turmg me. I didn’t have the strength
to debate the situation.

E MARTINS lived in a wooden
house that was divided with cur-
tains into eating, sleeping, and living
rooms. Martin introduced himself as

a forest warden. His wife was simply:

a housewife. He couldn’t introduce the
children, because they were out play-
ing.

“‘How did you know I was lying
back there?” I
been a sign of any other Paths in the
area. Could my unconscious thoughts
be read by the Paths while I was out
cold? I wondered.

“Why, I was told that you might
be somewhere around, so I went out
to look for you,” Martin answered.
- “Just part of my job. You're one of
the boys from the Security Guards,
aren’t you?”

I jumped from my chair as if a track
had just materialized in it. The open
door was only six feet away. But Mar-
tin made no effort to block my way,
and the half-smile that played over his
face kept me from dashing out of the
house.

“I thought you were. They come
through here every so often. Usually
they don’t blunder into any trcuble
until they’re a lot further inside the
Ring than this. Too bad that you had

to pick a fight before you could enjoy

the scenery.”

It was incredible that a Path would
talk in this fashion to me. P’d killed
a man, kidnapped a girl, stolen a
horse, destroyed valuable machinery,
and was engaged In espionagze work.
Suddenly I had what seemed like a
fine inspiration. Could this be another
Security - Guard, living here in dis-
~ guise, uncertain whether I was a Path
or a normal person?
~ “You've spotted me” I told him,
trying to draw him out. “I came
through the Ring to look for one of
~our men who disappeared a few weeks

pack. I stumbled across some ma-

asked. There hadn’t.

chmery, had to fight my way out, and

my airjet crashed. That’s when you

found me. That’s the whole story.”

“That isn’t the whole story they told
me,” Martin said. “Gerry complained
about you stealing a horse. That’s 2
terrible thing to do around here. Rixey
didn’t mind getting shot as much as
he minded losing a horse.”

“Rixey? The big man? You mean
he’s still alive?” I tried to account for
the emotion of relief and happiness that
swept over me when I learned that my
shot hadn’t been fatal.

Then I picture myself as & bedrag-
gled and lost mouse, encircled by hun-
gry but playful cats. The cat-and-
mouse tactics were the only conceiv-
able reason why I hadn’t been killed
off instantly.

“Don’t worry,” Martin said, light-
ing his pipe, and apparently reading
my thoughts to perfection. “I —got.
strict orders from Rixey not to hurt
you. The folks are willing to consider
everything as a sort of “mutual dis-
agreement. They’ll forgive and forget,
since you were just trying to carry out
orders when you landed inside the
Ring. They came visiting last night,
told me that you would probably col-
lapse in the forest pretty soon, and
asked me to haul you in. I think you
ought to visit with us quietly for a
while. Most of your buddies who came
inside the Ring in the past liked it so
much that they’re still here, won’t go
back.” |

“You're lying like fury,”’ 1 said bit-
terly. “If 1 could read your thoughts

like you can—"’

“It's a good thing you can’t;

‘thoughts are sacred.” He said it as if

he were serious. ‘“Now, let’s
and shoot us some dinner.”

co out

SPENT three days at the Martian
cabin, recuperating. The kids acted

‘as if I were an old friend of the fam-

ily who had returned for a visit. The
oldest boy didn’t have a hat yet, and
wanted mine so badly that I ended up
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by tying it to my ears with thin twine.
That made me safe when the kid hung
from the rafters and tried.to grab it
oft.

Nobody else visited the house while

I was inside it. Once I returned from.

a long, solitary hike in time to see a
stout man and a well-shaped. girl leav-
ing the house. They hurried away be-
fore T came close. I fought a strange
impulse to follow them and apologize,
if it turned out to be Gerry and Rixey.
Sanity stopped me; I shouldn’t apolo-
gize for doing my duty, but it seemed
hard by now to consider thess people
as loathsome enemies.

Occasionally I suspected some-
thing: Could this whole setup, even
all the events that had happened to
me, be an elaborate test of my loyal-
ty to the Security Guards, my reac-
tions under pressure? I think that I'd
acted loyally enough, except for being
softhearted a couple of times when I
might have been more ruthless. So
loyally, in fact, that I spent long hours
wondering just how far loyal actions
get a person along the path toward the
things in life that really count.

This rural life wasn’t too bad, for
instance. There was lots of game;
enough crops grew on a couple of
acres behind the house to feed us; and
Martin’s job consisted simply ot tramp-
ing around through the forest, occa-
sionally removing a fallen tree from a
path, and looking for new Kkinds of
growing things. It was hard to Dbe-

lieve that I'd ever felt so disgusted with

wilderness and nature as I had on the
day that I got inside the Ring.

You can see the things that I was
thinking. Such thoughts caused me to
take stock of myself, and puvli out ot
there at the end of three days. I didn’t
want to be trapped into a primitive,

useless life like other Security Guards,
if Martin was telling the truth about-

those who had come before me.

HAD THREE days remaining be-
fore the time came to dive into my

tunnel and get back to civilization. T
didn’t think that the things I had ex-
perienced so far would fill out a re-
port very well. So I fought the impulse
to head for that tunnel and count the
hours until jumping-off time. Instead
I hurried west, deeper into the heart of
the Ring, wishing that T had dared to
say goodbye and tharks to Martin’s
family. I'd crept out of the house be-
fore dawn, fearing that they would try
to stop me. A desire to gather material
for my report to Kantner was the
best of reasons for heading west. But
I suspect that there was a deeper rea-
son, a desire to learn for myself some-
thing more about the Paths, so 1 could
reconcile these harmless-seeming peo-
ple with the race of thought-stealers
we'd learned about in schog!.

I’d brought along some food from
the Martin house. It wasn’t stealing,
because I'd shot game myself. It was
hard to get used to stopping at any
stream and drinking, but it could be
done in Pathland. There wasn’t an
unpolluted stream of water outside the
Ring in North America. My feet start-
ed to get sore again by afternoon, but
that didn’t bother me as much as the
number of passersby.

Paths started to pass me by the doz-
en. They were heading in my direction,
down the same dirt road, but they were
moving faster. They were chattering so
much that you’d never have guessed
that they could have read each other’s
thoughts and saved their breath., I
usually ducked out of sight into the
thickets and let them pass me, during
the first hour or so. But a few parties
crept up on me without my hearing
them, didn’t recognize me as the guy
who had done so much damage, and I
started to ignore them.

It was nearly noon on the follow-
ing day when I discovered why so much
Path traffic had been heading west-
ward. The road led to the first real
Path town that I had found, and at the
edge of this town, there were tents,
booths, indescribable contraptions,
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platforms, and all the other things that
can be found at the old-fashioned sort
of country affairs. It was hard to be-

lieve that the Paths had walked so far

simply to go to a fair, but there was no.

other explanation. Thousands of Paths
were milling around, dancing tirelessly
to tiny orchestras, risking pennies on
games of chance, and slipping off in

pairs into the shf'ubbery for s poamng
plurposes. -

I didn’t dare penetrate to the cen-
ter of the fair, but remained on the
~edges, ready to break into the woods
if recognized. I managed to worm out

of an old man the fact that this fair

celebrated some important Path anni-
versary, would last a week, and was
attracting Paths from a hundred miles
around.

“Purp{} e?” The old fellow spat to-

bacco juice and looked at me in dis-

gusted fashion. ‘“Why should there
be a purpose for the fair? It lets us

have a good time. Isn’t that the best

purpeose of all?”

I didn’t want to take the time to
prove scientifically to him that indi-
vidual happinegs had no real meaning,
that duty to the state was the impor-
tant thing, so I walked away. Outside
thg Ring, amusements were scientific-
ally designed to strengthen the body
in speci_fic ways or raise funds for gov-
ernmental purposes. Somehow, just
plain amusements without plan or gﬁal
seemed dangerously seductive. For in-
stance, even I had trouble resisting,
when some Paths asked me to help fill
out a side in a ball game.

I felt like a bull in a china shop, but
determinedly sampled most of the =t-
ractions of the fair, feeling that this
fair might form the basis for my report
upon leaving the Ring. I was doubt-
ful whether many agents were lucky
enough to stumble into such a cele-
bration, and it might provide the psy-
chc}?ogists with good clues about Path
ways of thinking. That determination
is the reason that I was wandering
~ through a long tent containing a maze,

when a couple of timbers snapped and
the way out of the maze was blocked.

- LOUD VOICE from
behind the barrier
reassured everyone
that they’d be free
as soon as a saw
could be located.
‘The _Paths around
me seemed to con-
~sider it as a good op-
postunity to rest for
~awhile, and sprawled
unceremoniously on the ground. 1
found an empty place to sprawl. I ig-
nored the couple who were beside me,

until my eyes adjusted to the glﬂ{}m

inside the maze. Then I saw that they
were Gerry and Rixey, who were star-
lﬂg at me in speculative fashion.

I grabbed in an automatic reflex for
my pelletgun. Rixey caught my hand
and began pumping it up a,nd down in
greeting before I could tear it loose.
I didn’t fight him, because 1 realized
now that the pelleteun had disap-
peared, that night I was lost in the for-
est. .

“No hard feelings?” -Rixey boemed
in a tremendous voice. “Let’s forget
our little misunderstanding, and be

riends.”

He was the one who was wearing a
big bandage on his head, not me. If
he was willing to overlook the fact
that I had tried to kill him, I wasn’t
going to be technical about it. In fact,
I found myself saying:

“I guess I acted hastily. You see, I'd
just come inside the Ring, and I lost
my head. Ii—"

“Let’s not just sit around talkmg,
Gerry interrupted. “We might as well
spend the time usefully with these,
while they’re sawing us out.” She dig-
tributed sandwiches. '

“Useful? I don’t understand.”

“She’s kidding a little, my boy,”
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Rixey said. “Useful to your appetite,
she means. Not useful to some silly ab-
straction, so maybe she isn’t kidding
as much as you people outside the Ring
kid yourselves.” Rixey grabbed two of
the sandwiches and started to chew.
“What are you going to do now?”
Gerry asked, looking steadily at me,
Was it any use to lie to a person
who can read your inmost thoughts?
“I'm just going to look around Path-
land a while,” 1 said cautiously.
“We’d be glad if you decided to set-
tle down inside the Ring,” she said.
“Settle down!” I stared at her in
horror. “But I've got work to do, re-
ports to make, a C.adline to meet.” 1
stopped, hoping that I hadn’t let the
time and place of my appointment with
that tunnel flash into my mind. “I
~don’t know whether I'll have time to
learn all that I want to know. I'm ig-
norant about the most fundamental
things—why you’re having this fair, for
instance. What kind of an anniversary
is it?”’
‘““The day the Ring was set up.”
“You mean that you celebrate your
captivity ?”’
Rixey gave me a slap on the back
that made me gasp. “You learn fast,

my boy. A few days ago, you’d have

said something about celebrating the
liberation of humanity from Paths.”

“Well, I suppose that some of my

old ideas were partly wrong. If I can
do anvything to help—"

A jolt like an earthquake stopped
me, threw the three of us sprawling
on our backs. A hundred thunders beat
at my ears and the maze split wide
open.

I rolled and staggered to my feet. A

huge Security Guards jet had landed
beside the crater that had been the
center of the fair moments before. Here
and there a Path wopunded by the

blast was screaming in agony. Other

Paths ran or limped toward the shel-
ter of the trees,

“Run, boy!” Rixey’s voice soared
over the tumult. He vanked at me. 1

followed him for a moment, then
stopped. Where was Gerry?

E FOUND her lying with a huge tim-

ber across one foot. I ignored the
screams and the scattered shooting,
rolling it away with every bit of
strength at my command. Her face
was chalk, and when I pulled her to
her feet, the leg wouldn’t bear her
weight.” ~

“Get away, quick,” she breathed in
pain-hurried tones. “They’ll kill you
with the rest of us if you hang around.”

I didn’t stop to think, I just acted—
by dashing toward the huge jet. A Se-
curity Guard spotted me coming,
dronped to one knee, and leveled his
rifle at me. I poked two fingers be-
tween my lips, and somewhere found
enough breath to shrill out the identi-
fication whistle. He recognized it, held
his fire, but grabbed me as I spurted
by him. | | _

“You’re Darrell? The chief’s hunt-
ing you.” The Security Guard pushed
a pelletgun into my-hands and dashed
toward the edge of the forest, hunting
fugitives.

When I reached the plane, the
scene had cleared magically. I climbed
into the craft, my stomach threatenirg
to heave from shock and the useless-
ness of the slaughter. '

Nobody was in the plane. I rushed
through its corridors, calling, wonder-
ing what good had been done by break-
ing up an innocent celebration of harm-
less people. Then I dropped to the
ground again. One uniformed Security
Guard was in sight, forty paces away,
and there was something familiar about
that figure. Kantner rarelyv went into
the field personally—but it was the
chief. |

“High time!” Kantner shouted at
me. ‘“Wait there. I’m coming.”

In the shadow of the plane, I stood
and watched him pick up the axe that
Paths had been using to cut free the
damaged section of the maze, just be-
fore the Security Guard attack. Kant-
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ner walked three steps to where Gerry
lay. She tried to crawl away. He kicked
her flat, and put one foot down hard
on the small of her back. The sun
flashed on the axe blade as he raised
it high over her head.

Act, Kantner had always taught
me. So the pelletgun in my hand hissed
gently. I followed his advice. I shot the

¢chief, without wasting thoughts.

- The axe buried itself in the turf,
inches from Gerry’s head. Kantner
twisted, stared unbelievingly at me,
then fell in a shapeless huddle. Gerry
began to crawl again, toward me.

I pulled myself inside the plane
again. I'd saved a Path’s life at the
cost of the life of the man who had
once been my hero. Now there wasn’t
anything left to my. future, inside or
-outside the Ring.

But I could make sure that this
plane wouldn’t slaughter any more
 Paths and settle my own fate in the
bargain. Kantner had warned me that
my helmet would explode if tampered

with. 1 took it off, tossed it at my '

feet, and aimed carefully with the pel-
letgun. I pressed the stud.

The hat split into two pieces. Noth-
ing else happened. Had I messed things
up again?

I picked up the ruined hat. There
was a space between the inner and out-
er linings, all right. But now I under-
stood why the thing had been so light
in weight. There wasn’t any of the
wiring or transistors or vibrators that
I had assumed existed in there to
block - off thoughts. The space was
empty. The hat had been a fake, a
Psychological crutch for me, nothing
more.

THERE WAS a noise at the ground
~under the plane. I inched to the
port, gun ready, but didn’t need it. It

was Gerry, pulling herself somehow up-

‘the hatchwayv ladder, hand over hand.
I vanked her the rest of the way and
carried her to a chair. She smiled weak-
ly through a dirty face.

“I think we’d better go someplace
pretty fast,” she said. ‘‘You’ve prob-
ably made your old buddies pretty
angry. And thanks.”

I wasn’t a pilot of a full-fledged jet,
according to my abilities dossier back
at headquarters. But this was no time
for bureaucracy. I studied the control
panel, which was basically similar to
that of the little one-man airjets.
“Buckle yourself tight,” I instructed
Gerry, showed her how to fasten the
straps around her body, then belted
myself to the pilot’s chair and played
a tattoo on the control panel.

The jet roared into sudden life,
bucked like a terrified bronco, and
leaped from the ground. It careened
at an impossible angle, lost headway,
and began to fall into the trees. I threw
in full power and blacked out for a
moment as the jet regained headway. .

Gerry’s voice, pleading with me to
straighten out the course, snapped me
back to awareness. The plane was In a-
tight circle that would make it a sit-
ting duck for any other Security
Guards planes that happened to be
around. I sent it higher, pointed its
nose due west, then unbuckled myself
slowly. We were safe—until someone
started to shoot at us.

I was helping Gerry with her straps
when I noticed'something in her eyes
that I'd never seen in a human’s face
before. It was gratitude. It was new,
and it seemed much better than those
little slips of paper that a clerk in the
Security Guards had directed to my
office whenever I'd earned an official
commendation on the job.

I bandaged her injured ankle as best
I could with a strip of cloth torn from
her skirt, and said: “My world’s turned
upside down

Gerry stretched hugely and grinned
despite the danger. “Maybe I could
explain a few things.”

“What’s come over me?” I asked.
“I’ve betrayed my own people, for the
sake of another race.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said, and didn’t
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make it sound insulting. “We aren’t an-
other race. We'’re not to blame for be-
ing kept inside the Ring.” It’s not our
choosing.”

“But you can read thoughts. How
could I ever be comfortable around
mind-readers?”’ ' .

“I can’t read thoughts.” Gerry
stamped to emphasize her words, with
the wrong foot, and grimaced.

“You're lying!” All the old suspi-
cions were flooding back.

“You got any more of that stufi?”
she asked meekly. “You can’t keep
kidding yourself if you use that on me
and listen to the truth. Because this
~ is the truth. Nobody can read another
person’s thoughts. Won’'t you believe
mer”’

“But you’re Paths.” I stared at her
as if she had begun to speak a foreign

language. “You’ve proved that you

can read thoughts. You knew I was
behind you, when I first stumbled
across you at that machine. You knew
when Rixey was shooting at our air-
jet, though you couldn’t possibly see
the ground from that angle. Martin
found me in the woods that night.”

§¢F ISTEN, Bert,” she interrupted my
tirade, “it’s going to be hard for
you to understand in a few minutes the
exact opposite of all the things you've
been told all your life. But Paths aren’t
telepaths. When the first Paths were
born, and turned out to have new men-
tal powers, people got panicky. They
didn’t study the infants and small
children carefully. They made a terri-
ble mistake. They thought it was tele-
pathy. It wasn’t. The new mental pow-
ers consisted of clairvoyancy.”
“Clairvovancy?” I fought to remem-
ber the meaning of the word.

“It means the gift of seeing without
eyes. It’s not the power to read minds;
people always have mixed up the two.
Even before the Paths started to come
into the world, the two were mixed up.
The very first experiments with extra-
sensory perception started the trouble.

They made tests with packs of cards.
One person would go through the deck,
stare at each card, and another person
would try to identify the card without
seeing it. The proportion of correct
identifications was higher than the law
of chance permitted, so it was called
telepathy. It didn’t occur to the inves-
tigators that exactly the same results
could have been obtained if a mechani-
cal shuffler and dealer had been used
instead of a person starinz at the cards.
The person doing the identifying was
using clairvoyance, not telepathy.”

I walked to the window of the plane,
trying to think. The plane was flying
over hills, and T gave it more altitude.

‘Then I turned back to Gerry, and said

slowly: “Clairvovancy doesn’t sound
so bad. It wouldn’t intrude on privacy,
as far as thoughts and emotions were
concerned. As long as you didn’t do
anything wrong, you wouldn’t care
whether clairvoyant people were
watching vou mentally. But I can’t be-
lieve it’s that simple. Sooner or later
the scientists would have realized that
they’d made that mistake. They’d have
told the people about the mistake and
Paths wouldn’t be kept inside the
Ring.”

“It didn’t work out that way. Peo-
ple had gotten so roused up over the
danger of Paths that nobody could
have convinced them that a mistake
had been made. The world’s govern-
ments had set up this enormous plan
to keep the Paths under control, and
they simply silenced the few men who
realized what a terrible mistake had
been made. Besides, most of the gov-
ernmental leaders had reached power
by their anti-Path campaigns. They
couldn’t have held office without that
reputation for protecting humanity.

“By now, probably even the scien-
tists and government leaders don’t real-
ize the truth about the Paths. The
books have been written over again,
the old records have been destroyed.
Den’t blame humanity too much.” -
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Menly” , came known to a few scientists, those
¥ M- sensible men were horrified by the idea
O o6 e  of tearing babies away from parents

e e PN Ry SSeeeeEy  and  exiling them in the wilderness.
sred i et e B GE B, Some physicians, hospital heads, and
SR 7 SR SN b, SUch people conferred quietly and real-
ized they didn’t stand a chance of
chapging public opinion about Path

e

e

- “If all that’s true, I can’t blame you
for trying to break out of the Ring.”
“We don’t try to break out of the
Ring. We Paths inside the Ring like
it here and wouldn’t enjoy life any-
where else. It's too mechanized, too

cold, too far from nature outside the
Ring'” =

- “But I saw you talking about Paths
in the big cities.”

“Dor’t just jump to conclusions. The
Paths in the cities outside the Ring
aren’t from inside the Ring. They grew
up out there. We grew up inside the
Ring, because we're descended from
the first Paths, those who were put in-
side the Ring before a little system was
worked out for Path babies.”

“Go ahead, keep talking,” I urged.
My head was spinning so badly that
more facts wouldn’t do any fresh harm.,

“WELL, BACK in the days when
the real abilities of Pa_,ths be-

babies. So they ordered a bunch of lit-
tle robot infants, able to cry and wrig-
%le, and with little interior furnaces
hat keep them at body warmth. Now,
every time a Path baby is spotted, it's
taken from its parents, but before it’s
shipped inside the Ring, it gets
switched with one of these little robots.
The robots are sent the rest of the way
inside the Ring, the baby is quietly
placed in an adoption home, and lots
of the time the real parents are able
to adopt it back. Every year that pass-
es, Path babies make up a greater pro~
portion of all the births, but the little
robots can be used over and over again,

and nobody is the wiser. There’s

“enough Path school teachers and pedia-

tricians to keep the Path babies from
giivng themselves away as they grow
up into adult Paths.”

“What happens when you start to
outnumber real humanity?”’ I asked.
Visions of the greatest war in history
flashed before me, one obsolescent
type of mankind battling to extermin-

“ ate his improved descendants.

“There won’t be any trouble about
that,” Gerry said happily. “The day
will come when there won’t be anything
except Paths, because all people will
sooner or later be born with clairvoy-
ance, just as all babies in the last few
centuries have been born with certain
powers that cave men didn’t possess,
like good memories and the ability to
learn to reason. We'll just take over
without fighting because there won’t

‘be any opponents left.”

“I don’t think it’ll work out that
way. I think some of you Paths will
get tired of oppression and try to break
out. I wouldn’t blame you.”
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“No. It isn’t really oppression, ex-
cept for things like that bombing. Most
of us inside the Ring realize that we're
serving a useful purpose, anyway.
Ordinary mankind has always been
happy when hating something. Some-
times it was other nations, sometimes
it was other religions, that gave an ex-
cuse for oppression and wars. Right
now, ordinary men are so busy hating
and fearing us Paths that they don’t
bother to flght among themselves, We
can stand it for a century or so, and
keep the world at peace in the pro-
cess.” |

E COULD find only one feehle objec-

tion: “If you’re all clairvoyant, why
¢idn’t some of you sense that jet was
approaching to bomb the fair?”

“Well, vou know how it is with
your sight, When you're thinking about
something else in which you’re intense-
_ ly interested, you don’t notice that a
thunderstorm is gathering overhead or

vou may walk past your best friend"

without recognizing him. That’s the
way it is with clairvoyance. The power
is"there to use when we need it, but we
don’t spend all our time with it. We
just weren’t paying attention, because
we were having a good time.”

“I guess such a gift would be won-
cerful for me. I'm always losing my
keys.” ﬂ |

“You wouldn’t need it inside the
. Ring for that purpose. We don’t use
locks and kevs here. In the first place,
it wouldn’t do any good to lock your
house, because a Path could probe in-
side the lock and whittle out a skeleton

key that would unlock it, or lccate

your own keys. And then it wouldn’t do
a Path any good to steal, because you
could use your own ability to determine
where he’d hidden your stuff. Paths
are honest. We just don’t have any
criminals or liars. Nobody can get
away with dishonesty.”

I looked speculatively and long at
at Gerry., “Suppose I turn around and

fly outside the Ring and tell everything
I’ve learned to the authorities.”

“It wouldn’t do any good, because
nobody would believe you. Besides, you
don’t want to do that. I don’t have to
be a mind-reader to know that you're
starting to like us Paths.”

It was almost dark outside by now.
Something eise occurred to me.

“If you don’t have any crime, you
wouldn’t have any lawyers. Wlthﬁut
law, how do you get married?”

I could feel Gerry’s eyes fixe d upon
me in the dark., “We don’t need law-
vers. We have ministers. They —"

She broke off, frightened, as the
sound of the jet motors coughed and
stopped. I-starred at the fuel gauge.
Empty. I never learned whether a leak

had sprung or someone had erred in
the fueling. The plane tilted sickeningly

downward. o=

I grabbed the girl. “I'm sorry,” 1
said, “For a minute, I thought we could
both be happy.”

She snuggled close, and said very
rapidly: “Rixey used to be a Security
Guard; now he’s a minister. We can
see him tomorrow. Now, grab those
controls and we’ll ghde to a landmg
No sense in crashing.”

I obeyed automatically, and straight-
ened out the ship, but said: “It’s no
use. It’s dark as pitch down there. We'll
smash up.”

“Veer to the left a little, and try to
lose altitude a little faster,” Gerry in-
structed, snuggling up closer, and not
even looking through the useless win-
dow. “Now count about five, and then
land with your brakes set. There's a
nice pasture just ahead. Good thing
that I'm clairvoyant.”

‘We landed with only a couple of bad

bounces. There was a moment’s silence.

To break it, I said: “I still owe Rixey
a horse. Do you think he’ll do us a fa-
vor under those circumstances?”

“We’ll raise horses,” Gerry said
dreamily.

+
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WONDERFULNESS

™S ENTIRELY possible that even as

I type this, Randall Garrett is giving

an address in Newark, to the local fan
club, on the same subject. A few weeks back,
Randy told me he’d been invited to be a
guest speaker at the October meeting; he
was casting about for a subject. Later, find-
ing that he still hadn’t caught anything, I
suggested that while there had been a great
deal of talk and prose about the “sense of
wonder” that has apparently departed from
science fiction, I had yet to see or hear any
explanation of just what constituted this
element. Oldtimers who now lament ifs
passing can recognize 1t when they enounter
it upon re-readings of stories which ap-
peared twenty years or more back; but how
can it be deseribed to the readers and fans
of the fifties?

First of all, while the expression “sense
of wonder” is good English, I don’t feel that
it is adequate as a description of just what
we are discussing. I think the job of ex-
planation will be helped by a phrase which
may be rather poor English, to wit, “feeling
of wonderfulness”. Because, you see, there
is ample incitement to wonder in present-
day science fiction—to wonder if atomic
doomsday will come soon; to wonder if the
ideals of life, liberty and the pursuif of hap-
piness are merely passing show; to wonder
if today’s technological progress has made
universal tyranny and slavery for humanity
inevitable: to wonder if neuroses and un-
sanity are the irreversible trend of civili-
zation: to wonder if there’s a sort of Gresh-
am’s Law working inexorably in all the
fields of what we call “culture”’—that is, if
bad art, bad writing, bad music, etc,, must
necessarily drive out good—and if illiteracy
and conformity induced by the mass-media
-of newspapers, comic books, expose maga-
zines, radio, movies, and television will make
a total mockery out of the early democratic
hopes of adequate education for everyone,
Yes, there is a wide element of wonder in
what is called modern scie
little wonderfulness.

What was wonderfulness? '

When Ned Land and the Professor found
themselves on Captain Nemo’s Nautilus on
a voyage of twenty thousand leagues under
the sea, there was wonderfulness; when
Michael “Arden, President Barbicane, and
Captain Nichol felt themselves hurled out
of the Columbiad by a mighty blast that
propelled them from the Earth to the Moon,
there was wonderfulness; when H. G. Wellg’

- Wonderfulness—but not the fairy

nce fiction—but

Time Traveler found himself in the land of
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the white sphinx, there was wonderfulness;
when the Chemist shrank into the golden
atom, there was wonderfulness; when John
Carter found himself on Mars, there was
wonderfulness.

And the quality remains, despite the fact
that Jules Verne’s Nautilus is rather quaint
today; that we know the intrepid members
of the Gun Club could not have survived be-
ing shot out of a Columbiad, let alone the
question of whether such a projectile would
have achieved escape velocity and/or would
have encircled the moon and then returned
as the author relates; that Time Travel is
fantasy, not science fiction; that Cummings’
golden atom is an absurdity, let alone his
reducing pills; that neither John Carter or
the other eharacters in Burroughs’ series
could have existed on Mars.

ND WONDERFULNESS was what
Hugo Gernsback sought for his maga-

zine venture Amazing Stories, issued in the
belief and hope that there would be a large
enough audience for science fiction to sup-+
port a publication entirely devoted to it,
, tale or
fantasy type; wonderfulness based on pro-
jections of science which did not ignore or -
contradiet current scientific fact. It was not
yet a fact in 1929 that the airship could not
supersede the airplane; at that time the
question of whether lighter-than-air craft
had it over heavier-than-air craft was still
open to debate. (Interestingly, Jules Verne
made this controversy part of the plot of
his novel “Robur the Conqueror”, many
ears before, and had concluded that the
eavier-than-air eraft would prevail.) Thus
the wonderfulness of the Ark of the Coven-
ant was not obsolete when the novel was re-
printed in Awr Wonder Stories, even if the
plot of stopping war by means of super-
piracy on the part of rogue scientists which
forces the capitulation of the Great Powers,
can only be described as naive. Still naive,
though still not proven impossible at the
time, was the revolt of the scientists in the
series by Nat Schachner (Wonder Stories,
April, May, June 1933).
There was wonderfulness when Richard
Seaton liberated the interatomic energy of
copper and built the “Skylark of Space”;
when Anthony Rogers awoke to find him-
gelf in the 25th Century (“Armageddon 2419
AD” by Philip Francis Knowlan, Amazing
Stories,” August 1928); when Cosmo Versal

[Twrn To Page 48]
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Some stories defy the blurb-writer, and Here is an ex-
ample — something unusual, even for science-fiction,
where the unusual is to be expected!

by ALGIS BUDRYS

tllustrated by Emsh

| Red Bank, New Jersey
Dear Bob: ' '

I’'ve got one idea and two stories
here. I thought you might like to see
“them both. Run them as variations on
a theme, or something. The first is
called “Thus, Conscience”, and the
second is ‘“Moderator”,

Basically, 1 think it’s an interesting
proposition: What’s a vice? Where
does something stop being a ifondness
and become a habit, and where does a
habit become an obsession?

Let me know what you think, will
you? So far, everyone seems to claim
the point’s too obscure.

Best,
Ayjay
THUS, CONSCIENCE

r~ ILLY COWARD huddled des-
g« perately on a corner of his bed,
. holding his stomach tightly. Yel-
low-white under its light tan, his face
was wet with small, clammy beads of
cold perspiration. Breathing was very
difficult, and his eyes were alternately
screwed tightly shut or staring wide in
terror.

He whimpered softly with each new
cramp, and his feet, kicking spasmodi-
cally every time he doubled over, had

rucked the bedspread into a creased
tangle.

Dimly, he heard his mother’s foot-
steps coming upstairs, and he tried
frantically to straighten out and pre-
tend he was taking a nap. He assumed
a rigid sort of exaggerated relaxation,
his eyelids clamped tightly down, his
lips set in the smile worn by all sleep-
ing children in the magazine advertis-
ing pictures.

It didn’t work. It never did, for some

reason, but he could never understand
why. His mother, stopping to look in.

Jlaughed gently in the doorway. “I
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knew it wasn’t my good little boy who
ate all the apples for our pie,” she said.
“My good little boy’s fast asleep.”

After that, he couldn’t keep pretend-
ing any longer. He burst into mortified

tears while his mother lifted him on her

lap and softly smoothed the rumpled
hair away from his cold forehead. “Sor-
ry, son, but I'm afraid we’re now go-
ing to have to do something about that
green-apple bear in your stomach,” she
told him.

The concept of a green-apple bear,
growling and running around in his
stomach, was enough to take away
most of the yughiness of having to
down a spoonful of castor oil; but
green-apple bears are most interesting
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when considered as objective phenom-

~ena, and he never ate too many apples

again,

2ILL. COWARD thought the top of
* his head just might come off. He
gulped air in big mouthfuls, trying to
clear his lungs. In a minute or two, he
felt a little better, and took another
cautious puff. It wasn’t so bad, if you
were careful not to inhale too much.
But for a long time after that first
experiment, the least whiif of tobacco
smell from even an unlighted cigaret
was enough to turn his stomach over.
Social pressure eventually taught him
to inhale, and he became a pack-a-day
man for a while: but a series of vio-
lent sore throats finally made him quit
smoking after it was no longer so im-
portant to be one of the gang.

OWARD perched uneasily on the

arm of a leather sofa in the frat
house. “Sure, I'll grant you that,
Spreckles,” he said.. “But you can’t
prove you exist after I've leit the
room.” He punctuated the irrefutable
statement with a brisk swallow from
his beer can.

“Now, look—" SpreckIes began.

Coward waved a hand. “Whoa!
Look vyourself. I've already admitted
that’s sheer sophistry. Or anyway,
- something like it. What I'm driving at
is the fact that nobody can prove to
himself that other people are as impor-
tant as he is. It’s something you have
to take on faith.” He glowered at the
wall. “And I guess we both know what
blind faith does to people.” He finished
the beer and punched two holes in the
top of the next can.

“So what happens?” he demanded,
taking a swallow during the rhetorical
pause which followed. “Here’s what
happens: Your average man never
really convinces himsel he isn’t some-
body special—that he can’t beat the
odds that apply to everybody else. Ac-
cidents, sicknesses, statistical probabil-

ities just can’t really happen to him. So
he drives too fast; smokes too much;
doesn’t sleep enough; works too hard;
plays too hard; gains too much weight,
or—"’ He set the can down, burped
quietly, and stood up. “—drinks too
much. Excuse me a minute.”

R. WILLIAM COWARD bent a

a little closer to the graphs spread
out on his desk, his pencil point sud-
denly stopped at the peak of a minor
curve. His mouth went dry, and a jolt
exploded out of his solar plexus and
shot through his body with a force that
tingled at his fingertips.

Forcing himseli to work with slow
care, he began checkinz back on the
curve. Finally, he turned half-around
in his chair. “Hank?”

Henry Steiner looked up from his
own graphs. “Uh?”

“I think Ortegra’s screwy machine
has - finally come up with something.
You been getting a correlation between
the Chi curve and the manic period?”
~ Steiner’s eyebrows went up. “Hadn’t
noticed. Who’ve you got?”

“Castillo. Three-day period. Three
days he’s on top of the world, and three
days his Chi readings go up. Three
days he’s suicidal, and the Chi takes a
nosedive.”

“Huh!” Steiner looked down at his
own experimental encephalograph read-
ings. “I’'m stuck with that screwball,
Linez. He’s got a period, but it’s fouled
up with so many sub-cycles that 1
haven’t figured out what it really is,
Yﬁt ))

“Ought to be a good checx, in that
case. Take a look.”

nght-”

Steiner went leafing back through
the graphs on his desk, a quizzical
frown gathering above the bridge of
his nose while Coward waited. Finally,
he picked up his telephone and called
the record room.

“I’'m getting the back files on Linez,”
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he explained to Coward, whose knowl-
edge of Spanish was shaky.

- Finally, a messenger brought the
files in, and Steiner signed for them
and took the folders back to his desk.
He sat down and began unfolding the
graphs stapled into their jackets.

“Think you’re getting somewhere?”
Coward asked.

Steiner shook his head without look-
ing up. “Don’t want to say, yet.”

After a half hour, during which
Coward had considerable difficulty in
concentrating on his own graphs, he
looked up. “Got it, all right. Take a
look.” He spread the graphs out in
consecutive order.

“These, over here, are the old read-
ings ta.ken with the usual kind of en-
cephalograph. There’s his manic curve,
superimposed.

‘““Now; here: This is the first read-
ing taken  with Ortegra’s dingus.
There’s the Chi curve, showing up for
the first time, but right where it should
be. I'd say it'd always been there, but,
of course, there’s no proof with your
old, low-detection readings. Still and
all, it doesn’t hurt our case any.

“Anyway, there’s your Chi curve,
following right along under the super-
imposed manic curve on the Ex. E. G.
readings. One-to-one correlation. Up
when the manic curve’s up, down when
it’s down. No delay, no anticipatien.
Direct relationship, right up to date.”
He slapped the graph he’d originally
been working on.

“Think we’ve got something, Bill?”

Coward nodded slowly. “Hard to
say, working with a new gimmick and
wading around in a snarl of brand-new
curves nobody’s ever picked up before.
But this—" He stopped and grinned
sheepishly at his friend. “You know,
Hank,” he said softly, “I wouldn’t be
a bit surprised if we didn’t have the
key to what makes guys behave exact-
ly like the flabby gentleman who’s cur-
rently kicking up the mess in the sur-
rounding countryside.”

HE PERSPIRING general said,
“Gentlemen, we ask you, in the
name of our peOple for your help. You
are here on an exchange basis with

~ your government, we know, But your

people also love freedom, and it is for
freedom that my people fight. We,
need doctors; we must have them, or

our wounded will die for lack of atten-
tion.”

Coward looked at Steiner. They ex-
changed a slow glance. Freedom was a
good word—which was why everybody
used it. But wounded men were also
wounded men, everywhere,

“All right,” Steiner said for both of
them.

Captain Guillermo Coward huddled
closer to the earth, his face in the rocky
sand, while the mortar shells crumped
down from overhead.

Behind him, he could hear his pa-
tients screaming in the tatters of the
field hospital.

Another shell punched through the
canvas and exploded inside. The roof
bellied out in puckers as shrapnel came
howling through. The holes it left be-
gan to ooze smoke as the roof sagged
back, and Coward gritted his teeth at
the sounds coming out. He tried once
more to gather his legs and get back
to the men inside, but the burst that
had exploded behind his thighs had
crippled him too well.

He turned his head to look at Stein-
er, and saw that his fellow ex-psycho-

‘metrician was no longer crawling to-

ward the hospital. He lay at the end
of a swath of his own blood, his body
oddly humped, as though he’d been
making one last convulsive movement
forward when his heart found nothing
imore to pump.

A casual dive-bomber rolled lazily
in the sun, settled its nose on the per-
fect target of the cross on the hospital
roof, and slid down an invisible track
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in the sky. The bomb Jﬁmped away

from its rack, and Coward shuddered
as he clasped ‘his hands over the back
of his head and plastered himself
against the bloody soil.

“Oh, Lord, Lord!” he screamed as

the hospital exploded.

MOVING unrhythmically but com-
petently on his artificial leg, Wil-

liam Coward surveyed the room. Final-

ly, he nodded to the rental agent,
pulled out his checkbook, and scrib-

bled out three months’ rent in advance.

He turned to Beck, the assistant
he’d hired. “Well, we’ve got it, Howaie.
Let’s get out of here and buy a drink
to the Henry Steiner Memorial Re-
search Center.” '

Beck grinned, fumbling with the top
of a cigaret package “Good enough.”
He grimaced as the cellophane tore
down the side and became a useless
impediment that he had to throw away.
“You know,” he commented idly,
“somebody ought to figure out a way
to really open a pack of cigarets clean-
ly 73

Coward grunted. “Somebody ought
to figure out a way to make pe(}ple
stop smoking.”

Beck raised an eyebrow,
shrugged.

RTEGRA was dead in the bombed-
out ruins of his clinic, and his en-

cephalograph had gone with him, to-

gether with the filing cabinets that
held the vital clues Coward needed.
They had to start from scratch.

Coward searched through medical jour-

nals for Ortegra’s old papers, and
Beck’s workbench became a welter of
parts.

Finally, when it had become obvious
that the obscure theories of a foreign
experimenter had never penetrated the
hash of conflicting schools and theo-
ries rampant in the rest of the world,

<Y OOK, HOWIE,”

then

they gave up and did their work from
the bottom up.

It was a year and a half before their
first crarky slap-up job traced a gen-
uine Chi curve on a graphing drum.

Coward looked down at the graph,
his heart pounding. Finally he turned
to Beck, his lips in a crooked smile.

“Well, Howie, now we’ve actually
worked our way up to where we start-
ed from, Let’s go out and buy a drink
to Hank.”

“Hell, let’s go out and buy a raft of
drinks,” Beck answered.

“A drink,” Coward  repeated.

- Beck shrugged.

Coward ex-
%~ plained in the bar, “I don’t think
there’s anything wrong with a drink;
but there’s plenty wrong with drink-
ing. I don’t think there’s anything
wrong with smoking; but three packs
a day is something else again. I don’t
think there’s anything wrong with
standing up for what you believe is
right. But there’s something horribly
wrong with war.”

“Well, sure,” Beck admitted, ‘‘but
that’s your human element, there. Peo-
ple don’t seem to have a check-rein
mechanism that lets them go just thlS
far and no further.

“Not as a general rule, anyway,” he
added quickly, heading off Coward’s
obvious rejoinder that some people did.
“Sure, I know, Some people can learn
from experience. But very few people
really get scared when their ticker
bumps too hard a few times, or their
wind cuts down to nothing. Sure,
there’s a momentary flash of panic, but
as soon as they’ve had time to simmer
down a little, they explain it away, and
nothing gets done about it until next
time.”

“Exactly,” Coward agreed. “People
are inherently incapable of believing
the rules really apply to them; unless,
of course, they’re inherently depres-
sive—then, all the rules apply to them,
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simultaneously, and they'd sooner
slash their wrists than live in the hor-
rible place the world’s become, But, as
a general rule, people never get the
long thorough, frightening experience,
harmless in itself, that would lead them
to realize that some of the statistics
apply all the time, and that all the
statistics apply some of the time.”
Beck finished his drink, and started
to order another one. Then he caught
Coward’s glance and let his hand fall
back. He grinned philosophically and

exhaled a plume of smoke with a low

chuckle,
Coward.”

“Guess you're right, Mr.

YOWARD finished tightening the
last bolt" on the housing and
stepped back from the generator.
“Doesn’t look like much, does it?” he
remarked.

Beck shrugged. ‘“Most shortwave
sets don’t, really, and that’s all this
thing is, except that it’s built to fling
out what vou might call an unusual
frequency.”

He looked at Coward with a puz-
zled expression on his face. “Okay, so
it’s built, and it'll duplicate the Chi
curve’s signal. Now—who do you plan
to try it on, and how long have I got
to rig this thing so it’s directional?”

Coward shook his head. “It doesn’t
have to be dlrectlonal It’s fine the way
iy

Beck raised his eyebrows. ‘“That’s
kind of experimenting on a wide scale,
isn’t it? And what’s your control?”

Coward smiled. “The signal’s going
to be bouncing off the Heaviside Lay-
er, isn’t it? What’s your estimate of
where it’ll hit the surface of the
Earth?”

Beck, still puzzled, scratched his
head. “Search me. Shortwave’s tricky
stuff. Ever heard of DX?”

Coward shook his head.

“Well,” Beck said, “That’s the tfade
name for getting a mgnal that’s got no
business being there, Say, like having a

receiver in Madagascar and pulling in
some police transmitter in Hackensack.
It happens all the time.” He gave Cow-
ard a sudden look. “Say, you're not se-
rious about really turning this rig on
the way it is, are your” |

“Certulnhr &

“Now, look— Check me if I'm
wrong, but we built Bessie, here, to put
out a signal exactly like the kind of
signal the human brain puts out to
trace a Chi curve, right?”

“Exactly.”

““And the Chi curve is exactly cor-
related to the manic curve, right?”

H'&?’es )

“Well, then, this thing’s gomg to
beef up the Chi radiations in the brain
of every human being it hits. Accord-
ing to your theorles it’ll beef up the
manic curve, too.”

“Precisely. And then, 7 Coward am-
plified, “the affected people will be-
come mlldly manic—not too much, but
enough to really convince them that
they’re a special kind of individual.
Suddenly, there will be no check-reins
at all. Those individuals will begin in-
dulging their favorite vices to complete
excess. Then, after two days, I'll turn
the machine off

“The results are easily imaginable.
All over the world, people will become
frightened and ashamed of the things
they’ve done to themselves. There’s
your prolonged warning. I venture to
say that the affected people will never
again indulge in excess of any Kkind.
And, if we’re at all near being correct
as to the number of affected individ-
uals, they should be enough to form a
large nucleus of sanity in this hyster-
ical world.” '

“But you can’t do that! Good God,
man, this’ll kill some people, and it’li
cripple others for lifel”

COW= ARD smiled bitterly. “There’s

nothing new about that, in human
history. And as for not doing it, I re-
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-
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fer you to any newspaper to see wheth-
er or not I must.”

Beck moved forward. “LooL Mac,
I helped you build this thing, but I'm
not going to let you get away with this
shenanigan. There’s other ways of

stopping people from being damned

fools.” _
“Name one that seems to be work-

‘ ing,” Coward shot back. “And I might

as well tell you now that you’d have
to kill me to stop me.”

Beck stopped. “Yeah I can see tha,t
~ And you know damned well I couldn’t

do that even if I am convmcad you’ Ie-

wrong.”
He turned away and began walking

toward the door. “Two-days, huh? And

1 suppose you’re going to start right
away?” He shrugged and smiled bit-
able to
be pursuing my favorite vices for that
long, I guess I'd better hole up some-

where with a case of rye and a couple-

of cartons of cigarettes.
Coward nodded. “You’d better.”

He turned the signal generator on.

Something touched his brain. He went
to the telephone and ordered NEw

parts.

Working rapidly, stopping only long
enough to eat, sleep, and pay the rent
and power bills out of his various roy-
alties, he had five others built before
the year was OVer.

By 1942, gaining speed with prac--'

tice, he had seventeen, and the lab was
filled with the constant hum of their

- operation. Now, in 1956, the count is

two- hundred-and twelve and still go-
ing strong.

New York City
Dear Ayijay:

I've cmly had time to read “Thus
~ Conscience” so far, I thought I'd give
you my reaction before we go on.

Asl gather it, the pmnt of this story

SCIENCE FICTION QUARTERLY

is that the suppressmn of vice can it-
self become a vice. Well, that’s all true,
of course, but I don’t know...

You know how editors are. I'd dis-
count that “obscure” excuse you’ve
been given for the story’s not being
bought, if 1 were vou.

Tell you what, though—suppose I
read the other story beiore I give you
a definite No or Yes? I want to be
fair, _

How’s your writing coming along?

- Good luck,
- Bob
MODERATOR

i \MMETT DARBY sat tensely in
5 his chair, listening to the babble
#—# of sound coming from the other
men in the lounge. They were all quer-
ulous, all strained. Hoffman and Cleve-

land, in particular, were almost at each

other’s throats: “Is there any possibil-
ity we've been detected?”

“There’s always a p0551b1hty, Hofil-
man. The chances are low. The sta-
tion’s radar-transparent and light-ab-
sorbent.”

“That’s all well and good, but we’re
not, and some of the equlpment cer-
tamlv isn’t.”

«“ hat’s deesn’t show up much more
that normal static; there’'s a good
chance it’ll be dis-cc;un‘ted_.” |

“How do you know? Have you ever
watched a terrestrial radar screen
sweep for this station?”

“Oh, for Pete’s sake, Hoflman, guit
bendmg my ear! 1 refu-se to get into
this discussion again. Either I’'m the -

“electronic physicist here or I'm not.

Either you accept my authority for my
statements or you don’t; but once and
tor all, shut up!” |

“How dare you speak to me like
that, Cleveland! How dare you!”

Ent Darby felt his mouth de-
hydrating with tension.
Another man broke in: “Why don<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>