Greater Than CGods

The desk was gl ass-clear steel, the mirror above it a wi ndow that opened upon
di stance and sight and sound whenever the televisor buzzer rang. The two
crystal cubes on the desk were three-di nensional photographs of a sort

undr eamed of before the Twenty-third Century dawned. But between them on the
desk lay a letter whose nmessage was ol der that the history of witing itself.
"My darling-" it began in a man's strongly slanting handwiting. But there
Bill Cory had laid down his pen and run despairing fingers through his hair,

| ooki ng fromone crystal -cubed photograph to the other and swearing a little
under his breath. It was fine stuff, he told hinmself savagely, when a nan
couldn't even make up his nmind which of two girls he wanted to nmarry. Biol ogy
House of Science City, that trusted so faithfully the keenness and clarity of
Dr. WIliam Cory's decisions, would have shuddered to see hi m now.

For the hundredth time that afternoon he | ooked fromone girl's face to the
other, smling at himfromthe crystal cubes, and chewed his Iip unhappily. On
his left, in the translucent block that had captured an i mortal nonment when
dark Marta Mayhew smil ed, the three-dimensional picture | ooked out at himwth
a flash of violet eyes. Dr. Marta Mayhew of Chem stry House, ivory whiteness
and satin blackness. Not at all the sort of picture the mnd conjures up of a
| eadi ng chemi st in Science City which houses the greatest scientists in the
wor | d.

Bill Cory winkled his forehead and | ooked at the other girl. Sallie Carlisle
dimpl ed at himout of the crystal, as real as life itself to the last flying
tendril of fair curls that seened to float on a breeze frozen eternally into
glass. Bill reached out to turn the cube a little, bringing the delicate |ine
of her profile into view, and it was as if time stood still in the crystalline
deeps and pretty Salle in the breathing flesh paused for an eternal nonent
with her profile turned away.

After a long nonment Bill Cory sighed and picked up his pen. After the
"darling" of the letter he wote firmy, "Sallie."

"Dr. Cory," hesitated a voice at the door. Bill |ooked up, frowning. Mss
Brown blinked at hi mnervously behind her glasses. "Dr. Ashley's-"

"Don't announce me, Brownie," interrupted a |anguid voice behind her. "I want
to catch himloafing. Ah, Bill, witing love letters? May | cone in?"

"Could | stop you?" Bill's grin erased the frown fromhis forehead. The tal
and tousl ed young man in the doorway was Charles Ashl ey, head of Tel epathy
House, and though their acquai ntance had | ong been on terns of good-natured
insult, behind it lay Bill's deep recognition of a quality of genius in Ashley
that few nen ever attain. No one could have risen to the | eadership of

Tel epat hy House whose m nd did not enconpass many nore levels of infinite
under st andi ng than the ordinary m nd even recogni zes.

"I"ve worked myself into a stupor,"” announced the head of Tel epathy House,
yawni ng. "Come on up to the Gardens for a swim huh?"

"Can't." Bill laid down his pen. "lI've got to see the pups-"

"Dam the pups! You think Science City quivers every tine those little nutts
yap! Let Mss Brown | ook after 'em She knows nore than you do about geneti cs,

anyhow. Sone clay the Council's going to find it out and you'll go back to
working for a living."

"Shut up," requested Bill with a grin. "How are the pups, Mss Brown?"
"Perfectly normal, doctor. | just gave themtheir three o' clock feeding and

they' re asl eep now. "

"Do they seem happy?" inquired Ashley solicitously.

"That's right, scoff," sighed Bill. "Those pups and I will go ringing down the
corridors of tine, you mark nmy words."

Ashl ey nodded, half seriously. He knew it might well be true. The pups were
the living proof of Bill's success in prenatal sex determination-six litters
of squirm ng mal eness with no femal e anong them They represented the fruit of



| ong, painstaking experinents in the X-ray bonbardment of chronpbsonmes to
separate and identify the genes carrying the factors of sex determ nation, of
countl ess failures and i nmeasurabl e patience. If the pups grew into nornal
dogs-well, it would be one long, sure stride nearer the day when, through
Bill's own handiwork, the world would be perfectly bal anced between mal e and
femal e i n exact proportion to the changi ng need.

M ss Brown vani shed with a shy, self-effacing smle. As the door

cl osed behind her, Ashley, who had been regarding the two photograph cubes on
Bill's desk with a lifted eyebrow, arranged his long length on the couch

agai nst the wall and was heard to murnur:

"Eenie-.meenie-mnie-nmo. Which is it going to be, WI-yun®"

They were on ternms too intimate for Bill to misunderstand, or pretend to.

"I don't know," he admitted m serably, glancing down in sone hesitation at the
letter beginning, "My darling Sallie-"

Ashl ey yawned again and funbled for a cigarette. "You know," he rurnmured

confortably, "it's interesting to specul ate on your possible futures. Wth
Marta or Sallie, | nean. Maybe sone day sonebody will find a way to | ook ahead
down the branching paths of the future and deliberately select the turning
points that will carry himtoward the goal he chooses. Now if you could know

bef orehand where life with Sallie would lead, or life with Marta, you m ght
alter the whol e course of human history. That is, if you're half as inportant
as you think you are.”

"Huh-uh," grunted Bill. "If you predicate a fixed future, then it's fixed
already, isn't it? And you'd have no real choice."

Ashl ey scratched a match deliberately and set his cigarette agl ow before he
said: "I think of the future as an infinite reservoir of an infinite nunber of
futures, each of themfixed, yet nal eable as clay. Do you see what | nean? At
every point along our way we confront crossroads at which we make choi ces
anong the many possible things we may do the next noment. Each crossroad | eads
to a different future, all of them possible, all of themfixed, waiting for
our choice to give themreality. Perhaps there's a-call it a Plane of
Probability-where all these possible results of our possible choices exist

si mul taneously. Blueprints of things to come. When the physical tinme of matter
catches up with, and fills in, any one particular plan, it becones fixed in

t he present.

"But before time has caught up with it, while our choice at the crossroads is
still unmade, an infinite nunber of possible futures must exist as it were in
suspension, waiting for us in some uni magi nabl e, dinmensionless infinity. Can
you i magi ne what it would be like to open a wi ndow upon that Probability

Pl ane, look out into the infinities of the future, trace the consequences of
future actions before we nake then? We could nold the destiny of mankind! W
could do what the gods nust do, Bill! W'd be greater than gods! W could I ook
into the Cosmic Mnd-the very brain that planned us-and of our own wll choose
anong those pl ans!"

"Wake up, Ash," said Bill softly.

"You think I'mdreanmng? It's not a newidea, really. The old phil osopher
Berkel ey, had a glinpse of it when he taught his theories of subjective
idealism that we're aware of the cosnps only through a greater awareness al
around us, an infinite mnd- "Listen, Bill. If you vision these. . . these

bl ueprints of possible futures, you' ve got to picture countless generations,
finite as ourselves, existing simultaneously and conpletely in all the
circunmstances of their entire lives-yet all of themstill unborn, still even
uncertain of birth if the course of the present is diverted fromtheir
particul ar path. To thensel ves, they nust seemas real as we to each other.
"Somewhere on the Plane of Probability, Bill, there may be two diverging lines
of your descendants, unborn generations whose very existence hinges on your
choi ce here at the crossroads. Projections of yourself, really, their lives
and deaths trenbling in the balance. Think well before you choose!"

Bill grinned. "Suppose you go back to the Slum and dope out a way for ne to

|l ook into the Cosmic Plan," he suggested.



Ashl ey shook his head.

"Wsh | could. Boy, would you eat that word 'Slum then! Tel epathy House

woul dn't be the orphan child around the City any longer if | could really open
a wi ndow onto the Probability Plane. But | wouldn't bother with you and your
pint-sized problerps. 1'd | ook ahead into the future of the City. It's the
heart of the world, now. Sone day it may rule the world. And we're biased, you
know. W can't help being. Wth all the sciences housed here under one
citywi de roof, wielding powers that kings never dreaned of- No, it nmay go to
our heads. W may overbalance into - . . into. . . well, I'd like to ook
ahead and prevent it. And if this be treason-" He shrugged and got up. "Sure
you won't join ne?"

"Go on-get out. |I'ma busy man."

"So | see." Ashley twitched an eyebrow at the two crystal cubes. "Maybe it's
good you can't | ook ahead. The responsibility of choosing m ght be heavier

than you could bear. After all, we aren't gods and it nust be dangerous to
usurp a god's prerogative. Wll, see you later."
Bill leaned in the doorway watching the |ounging figure down the hall toward

the I anding platformwhere crystal cars waited to go flashing along the great
tubes which artery Science City. Beyond, at the platformis edge, the great
central plaza of the City dropped away in a breath-taking void a hundred
stories deep. He stood | ooking out

bl i nd-eyed, wondering if Sallie or Marta would walk this hail in years to
cone.

Life would be nore truly conpanionship with Marta, perhaps. But did a famly
need two scientists? A man wanted rel axation at hone, and who could make life
gayer than pretty Sallie with her genius for entertai nment, her bubbling

| aughter? Yes, let it be Sallie. If there were indeed a Probability Plane
wher e ot her possible futures hung suspended, hal fway between waki ng and
oblivion, et themw nk out into nothingness.

He shut the door with a little slamto wake hinself out of the dream greeting
the crystal-shrined girl on his desk with a snmle. She was so real -the breeze
bl owi ng those curls was a breeze in notion. The | ashes should flutter against
the soft fullness of her lids- Bill squeezed his eyes shut and shook his head
to clear it. There was sonething wong-the crystal was clouding- Aringing in
his ears grew |l ouder in conpany with that curious blurring of vision. From
infinitely far away, yet strangely in his own ears,

a tiny voice cane crying. Achild s voice calling, "Daddy. . . - daddy!"
A girl's voice, comng nearer, "Father-" A woman's voi ce sayi ng over

and over in a snooth, sweet nonotone, "Dr. Cory. . . . Dr. WIIliam
Cory-"

Upon t he darkness behind his closed lids a streaked and shifting |ight noved
blurrily. He thought he saw towers in the sun, forests, robed people wal ki ng
leisurely-and it all seened to rush away fromhis closed eyes so

bewi | deringly-he lifted his lids to stare at- To stare at the cube where
Sallie smled. Only this was not Sallie.

He gaped with the bl ankness of a man confronting inpossibilities. It was not
wholly Sallie now, but there was a | ook of Sallie upon the |ovely, sun-touched
features in the cube. Al of her sweetness and softness, but with it-sonething
nore. Sonething fam liar. What upon this living, lovely face, with its |evel
brown eyes and courageous nouth, reninded Bill of-hinself?

H s hands began to shake a little. He thrust theminto his pockets and sat
down wit hout once taking his eyes fromthe living stare in the cube. There was
amazenment in that other stare, too, and a hal fincredul ous delight that

bri ghtened as he gazed.

Then the sweet curved lips noved-lips with the softness of Sallie's closing on
the firm strong line of Bill's. They said distinctly, in a sound that m ght
have cone fromthe cube itself or from somewhere deep within his own brain:
"Dr. Cory . . . Dr. Cory, do you hear ne?"



"I hear you,'
" But - "

The face that was Sallie's and his bl ended blazed into joyful recognition

di npl es denting the smooth cheeks with delicious mrth. "Ch, thank Heaven it
is you! 1've reached through at last. |I've tried so hard, so |long-"

"But who . - . what-" Bill choked a little on his own amazenent and fel

silent, marveling at the strange warmtenderness that was flooding up in him
as he watched this famliar face he had never seen before. A tenderness nore
nmelting and protective and passionately selfless than he had ever inagined a
man could feel. Dizzy with conplete bew | dernment, too confused to wonder if he
dreaned, he tried again. "Wo are you? \Wat are you doi ng here? How did-"

he heard hinmself saying hoarsely, like a man talking in a dream

"But 1'mnot there-not really." The sweet face smiled again, and Bill's heart
swelled until his throat alnost closed with a warnth of pride and tenderness
he was too dizzy to analyze now. "I'm here- here at home in Eden, talking to

you across the mllennium Look-"

Sonehow, until then he had not seen beyond her. Sallie's face had smiled out
of a mst of tulle, beyond which the cube had been crystal-clear. But behind
the face which was no | onger wholly Salli~'"s, a green hillside filled the
cube. And, very strangely, it had no | ook of smallness. Though the cube's

di rensions confined it, here was no m niature scene he gazed upon. He | ooked
t hrough the cube as through a wi ndow, out into a forest gl ade where upon a
bank of green myrtle at the foot of a white garden wall a little group of
tanned men and wonen reclined in a circle with closed eyes, |lying alnost |ike
corpses on the dark, glossy |eaves. But there was no relaxation in them
Tensity nmore of the spirit than the body knit the group into a whole, focused
somehow upon the wonman in the circle's center-this fair-haired wonan who

| eaned forward with her el bows on her knees, chin in hand, staring brown-eyed

and tensely into space-into Bill Cory's eyes. Dimy he realized that his
percepti on had expanded as he stared. Awareness now of a whol e countryside
beyond her, just over the garden wall, made this cube that had housed Sallie's

carel ess snile a wi ndow i ndeed, opening upon di stance in space and tine far
out si de hi s inagining.

He knew he was dreanming. He was sure of it, though the menory of what Ashley
had been saying hovered uneasily in the back of his mnd, too elusive nowto
be brought consciously into view But in this

i mpossi bl e dream he cl enched his hands hard in his pockets, taking a firm hold
upon reality.

"Just who are you, and what do you want? And how did you-"

She chose to answer the |last question first, breaking into it as if she could
read his thoughts as she knelt staring on the nyrtle | eaves.

"I speak to you al ong an unbroken cord between us-father. Thousands of times
renoved, but-father. A cord that runs back through the lives that have parted
us, yet which unite us. Wth the help of these people around ne, their ful
mental strength supplenmenting mne, we've established contact at last, after
so many failures, so rmuch groping in nysteries which even | understand only
partly, though ny family for generations has been trained in the secrets of
heredity and tel epathy."

"But why-"

"Isn't the fact of achievenent an end in itself? Success in establishing a
two-way contact with the past, in talking to one's own ancestors-do | need
nore reason for attenpting that than the pure joy of achieving it? You wonder
why you were chosen. Is that it? Because you are the last man in a direct |ine
of males to be born into ny famly before the bl essed acci dent that saved the
world fromitself.

"Don't | ook so bew ldered!" Laughter bubbled fromthe cube-or was it a sound
in his own brain? "You aren't dreaming! Is it so incredible that along the
unbr oken cord of menories which Iinks your mind to mne the current mght run
backward agai nst the time flow?"



"But who are you? Your face-it's like-"

"My face is the face of the daughter that Sallie Cory bore you, thousands of
years ago. That resenblance is a mracle and a nystery beyond al
under st andi ng-the nystery of heredity which is a stranger thing than the fact
of our communi cati on. W have wondered anong ourselves if imortality
itself-but no, I'Il have nercy on you!"

This bewi | deringly bel oved face that had darkened wi th nystical brooding,

fl ashed suddenly alive again with swift laughter, and hearing it, catching a
l[ift of the brows that was his and a quirk of the soft lips that was Sallie's
own, Bill made no effort to stemthe tide of warm affection rising higher and
higher in him It was hinself |ooking out of this cube through Sallie's brown
eyes-hinsel f exultant in achievement for the sinple sake of achieving. She had
called himfather. Was this a father's |love, selfless, unfathomable, for a

| ovel y and bel oved daughter?

"Don't wonder any nore," |aughed the voice in his ears. "Look- here's the past
that lies between us. | want you to understand what parts your world from

m ne. "

Softly the nyrtle glade and the lovely smling face that bl ended Sallie and
Bill nelted into the depths of a cloud formng inside the three dinensions of
t he cube. For a nmoment-nothing. Then notion was lifting behind the mst,

shoul dering the veils aside. Three-dinmensional space seenmed to open up al
around him He saw a weddi ng procession coning down a church aisle toward
him Sallie smling mstily through a cloud of silver tulle. And he knew at
the sight of her that though it was only chance whi ch had chosen her instead
of dark Marta Mayhew, he could come to love Sallie Carlisle Cory with an
intensity al nost frightening.

He saw time go by with a swiftness |ike thought itself, events tel escoping
together with no sense of confusion, noving |ike nenories through his mnd
clear, yet condensed into split seconds. He was watching his own future,
seeing a life that revolved around Sallie as the center of existence. He saw
her flashing in and out of his |laboratory as he worked, and whenever she
entered, the whole roomseened to |ight up; whenever she left, he could
scarcely work for the longing to foll ow.

He saw their first quarrel. Sallie, spinning in a shimer of bright glass-silk
as soft as gossaner, dinpled at the self which in this waking dreamwas nore
vividly Bill Cory than the Bill who watched. "See, darling, aren't |
heavenl y?" And he heard hinsel f answering, "Edible, darling! But isn't that
stuff expensive?"

Sallie's laughter was light. "Only fifteen hundred credits. That's dirt-cheap
for a Skiparelle nodel."

He gasped. "Wy Sallie, that's nore than we're allowed for |iving expenses!
can't-"

"Ch, daddy'll pay for it if you're going to be stingy. | only wanted-"

"I"1l buy nmy wife's clothes.” Bill was grim "But | can't afford Paris
fashions, darling."

Sallie's pretty underlip pouted alarm ngly. Tears sparkled in the soft brown
eyes she lifted to his, and his heart nelted al nost painfully in one hopel ess
rush.

"Don't cry, sweetheart! You can keep it, just this once. But we'll have to
make it up next nonth. Never again, Sallie, understand?"

Her nod was bright and oblivious as a child's.

But they didn't nake it up. Sallie |oved partying, and Bill loved Sallie, and
nowadays there was much nore hilarity than work going on behind the door in
Bi ol ogy House marked "Dr. WIliam Vincent Cory." The television's panels were
tuned to orchestras playing strong rhythmnow, not to |l ectures and | aboratory
denonstrations as of old.

No man can do two jobs well. The work on sex determ nati on began to strike
shags in the path that had seened al nbst clear to success, and Bill had so
little time any nore to snmooth themout. Always Sallie was in the back of his
m nd, sweet, sniling, adorable.



Sallie wanted the baby to be born in her father's hone. It was a |lovely place,
white-walled on | ow green hills above the Pacific. Sallie loved it. Even when
little Sue was big enough to travel she hated to think of |eaving. And the
climate was so wonderful for the baby there- Anyhow, by then the Council had
begun to frown over Bill Cory's

work. After all, perhaps he wasn't really cut out to be a scientist- Sallie's
happi ness was nore inportant than any man's job, and Sallie could never be
really happy in Science City.

The second baby was a girl, too. There were a lot of girls being born
nowadays. The tel enews broadcasters joked about it. A good sign, they said.
When a preponderance of boys was born, it had always meant war. Grls should
bring peace and plenty for the new generation

Peace and plenty-that was what mattered nost to Bill and Sallie Cory now. That
and their two exquisite daughters and their home on the green Pacific hills.
Young Susan was growing up into a girlhood so enchanting that Bill suffused
with pride and tenderness every time he thought of her. She had Sallie's
beauty and bl ondeness, but there was a resolution in her that had been Bill's
once, long ago. He liked to think of her, in daydreans, carrying on the work
that he woul d never finish now

Time ran on, years tel escoping pleasantly into uneventful years. Presently the
Cory girls were growing up. . . were married. . . were nothers. The
grandchildren were girls, too. Wen G andfather Cory joined his wife in the
little graveyard on the sea-turned hill beyond the house, the Cory nane died
with him though there was in his daughter's |level eyes and in her daughter's
| ook of serene resolution something nore intrinsically Bill Cory than his
nane. The name mght die, but sonething of the man who had borne it lived on
in his descendants.

Grls continued to outnunmber boys in the birth records as the generations
passed. It was happening all over the world, for no reason that anyone could
understand. It didn't matter nuch, really. Wnen in public offices were
proving very efficient; certainly they governed nore peacefully than nen. The
first worman president won her office

on a platformthat prom sed no war so long as a wonan dwelt in the Wite
House

O course, some things suffered under the matriarchy. Wmen as a sex are not
scientists, not inventors, not mechanics or engineers or architects. There
were nen enough to keep these essentially masculine arts alive-that is, as
much of them as the new worl d needed. There were many changes. Science City,
for instance. Inportant, of course, but not to the extent of draining the
country dry to maintain it. Life went on very nicely w thout too nmuch

machi nery.

The tendency was away fromcentralized living in these new days. Cities spread
out instead of up. Skyscrapers were hopel essly ol d-fashi oned. Now parkl ands
and gardens stretched between | owroofed houses where the children played al
day. And war was a barbarous menory fromthose nightmare years when nen stil
ruled the world.

ad Dr. Phillips, head of the dw ndling and outnoded Science City, provoked
President Wliston into a really inspiring fury when he criticized the nodem
tendency toward a non-nechani zed rural civilization. It happened on the

tel enews, so that half the world heard it.

"But Madam President,"” he said, "don't you realize where we're headi ng? The
wor |l d's going backward! It's no |l onger worth-while for our best minds to
attenpt bettering living conditions. We're throwi ng genius away! Do you
realize that your cabinet yesterday flatly rejected the brilliant work of one
of our nobst prom sing young nen?"

"I do!" Alice WIliston's voice rang with sudden viol ence over half the world.
"That 'brilliant work,' as you call it, was a device that m ght have led to
war! Do you think we want that? Remenber the prom se that the first wonman



president nade the world, Dr. Phillips! So long as we sit in the Wite House
there will be no need for war!"

And Eli zabeth of Engl and nodded in London; Julianna VII sniled into her

Anst erdam t el enews screen. Wiile women rul ed, war was outl awed. Peace and
ease, and plenty would domi nate civilizatiou, leisure for cultivation of the
arts, humankind conming into its ow at |ast, after so many ages of pain and
bl ood and heart br eak.

Years tel escoped into centuries of peace and plenty in a garden world. Science
had turned its genius to the stabilization of the climte so that nowhere was
shelter necessary fromcold or storms; food was freely abundant for all. The
Garden that Adam and Eve forfeited in the world' s begi nning had returned again
to their renotest descend

-ants, and the whole earth was Eden

And in this world that no | onger denanded the slightest physical effort,
manki nd was turning to the cultivation of the mind. In these white, |owroofed
houses set anong garden parks~, nen and wonen in-

creasingly adventured into the real ns beyond the flesh, exploring the
nmysteries of the nind.

Bill Gory, leaning forward in his chair, had lost all identity with hinself.
He was sinmply a consci ousness watching time unfold before him The gravestone
that bore his name on the California hillside had | ong since sunk into the
sod, but if there is immrtality at all, Bill Cory watched hinsel f nmove
forward through the centuries, down the long, expanding line of his
descendants. Now and again, startlingly, his own face | ooked briefly at him
fromsome faraway child of his renote grandchildren. Hs face, and Sallie's.
He saw pretty Sue come and go like reflections in a mrror. Not always Sue
unm st akably and conpl etel y-sometines only her brown eyes lighted the face of
a many-tinmes-great-granddaughter; sonetimes the lift of her snmile or the tilt
of her pretty nose alone was famliar to himin a strange face. But sonetines
Sue herself, perfect to the last detail, noved through the remote future. And
every time he saw those fanmiliar features, his heart contracted with an ache
of tenderness for the daughter he yet m ght nevet have.

It was for these bel oved Susatis that he was becom ng uneasy as he watched
time go by in this |lazy paradise world. People were slowing nentally and
physi cal ly. What need any nore for haste or trouble? Wiy worry because certain
uni mpor t ant know edge was being lost as tine went on? The weat her nachi nes,
the food nachines were eternal; what else really mattered? Let the birth rate
decline, let the dwindling race of the inventive and the anbitious fade |ike
t he anachronismit was. The body had taken mankind as far as it could; the

m nd was the vehicle for the future. In the vast reaches of infinity were
fields aplenty for the adventurous spirit. O one could sinmply drowse the days
away- Cl ouds thickened softly across the dreany vistas of Eden. Bill Cory

| eaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes with both hands. The hands were
shaki ng, and he stared at thema little stupidly, still half lost in the
wonder of what he had seen, in the strange welter of enptions that stil
warred in himthe menory of Sallie and his strong |love for her, the nenory of
Sue's sweetness, the nenory of pride in themboth. And in the queer feeling
that it had been hinself in those many daughters of his through the ages,
striving so hard for world peace to the ultinmate end that manki nd m ght

achi eve-ruin.

For it was wong-it was bad. The whole world. The race of man

was too splendid, too capable of working mracles, to end on a nyrtle bank
dream ng about abstractions. He had just seen a decadent, indolent,
civilization going down the last incline into oblivion as a result-yes, as a
direct result-of his own action. He'd seen hinself sinking into a fat, idle
ol d age, without honor of achievenent.

Suddenly and desperately he hoped that Ashley had been right- that this was
not the inevitable and changel ess future. If he tore up the letter lying on
his desk now, if he never married Sallie, would not his work be finished
successfully some day, and the catastrophe of unbal anced births avoi ded? O



could a man change his ordai ned future?

Al most fearfully he reached for the letter |lying beside that clouded cube in
whi ch the years had mirrored thensel ves. Wuld he be able to take the letter
up and rip it across-like this? The sound of tearing paper reassured him So
far, at least, he was still a free agent.

And knowi ng that, suddenly he was sorry. Not to marry Sallie, with her
bubbl i ng 1 augh. Never to see young Sue growi ng into beauty and courage and
sweet ness. A d age wi thout achievement, had he said to hinself a nonment ago?
Sue hersel f was achi evenent enough for any man. Sue and those other Susans
down the long line of his descendants, incarnating again and again all that
was finest in him eternal as life itself through mll enniuns.

He did not want to neet again the brown eyes of this |atest Susan who had cone
to himin the depths of the cube. Wiile he | aoked, his reason was lost in his
| ove for her, and not even agai nst reason could he believe the world which had
produced her to be anything but perfect, sinply because this bel oved daughter
noved and breathed in it.

But the letter was torn. He would never marry Sallie if he could hel p hinself.
The cost was too high, even for such a reward as Sue. And an al nost trenul ous
awe broke over himin a sudden tide as he realized what he was doing. This was
what Ashl ey had dreamed of- opening a window into the Plane of Probability and
| earni ng enough to force the Cosmic Mnd out of its course. Changing the shape
of his own future and that of all nmankind. Greater than gods-but he was no
god. And Ashley had warned himthat it m ght be dangerous to usurp a god's
prerogative. Suddenly he was afraid.

He | ooked away fromthat cube which held his future, and across fromit on his
desk the violet eyes of Marta Mayhew caught his, fixed in their changel ess
snmle. She was a girl, he thought, he renmenbered fromhalf a lifetime ago, so
much had happened since he glanced last into her face. Dark and | ovely she
was, her eyes neeting his alnost as if there were vision behind their deep
long stare. Alnost as if-

Light flared out in one white, blinding sheet that blotted out the cube and
the viol et-eyed face and the room around him Involuntarily Bill clapped his
hands to his eyes, seeing behind the darkness of his lids a dazzle of blurring
colors. It had happened too quickly for wonder-he was not even thinking as he
opened his eyes and | ooked into the cube where Marta's gaze had nmet hima
noment bef ore.

And then a great tide of awe and wonder canme washing up into his

consci ousness, and he knew that Ashl ey had been right. There was an
alternative future. There cones a point beyond which bew | derment and shock no
| onger affect the human brain, and Bill was outside wondering now, or groping
for logical explanations. He only knew that he stood here staring into the
cube fromwhich Marta's eyes had sniled at himso short an instant ago- They
were still Marta's eyes, deep-colored in a boy face alnost Bill's

own, feature for feature, under a cap of blue steel. Sonehow that other future
had come to him too. He was aware of a sudden urgent wonder why they had cone
so nearly together, though neither could be conscious of the other- But things
were nmoving in the depths of the cube.

Behi nd the boy's face, three-dinmensional perspective had started vividly back
fromthe crystal surfaces, as if the cube were a wi de wi ndow flung suddenly
open upon a new world. In that world, a place of glass and shining chrom um
faces crowded as if indeed at an open wi ndow, peering into his room

Steel -hel med faces with staring eyes. And forenost anong them | eani ng al nost
t hrough the opened wi ndow i nto his own past, the steel-capped boy whose
features were Bill's | ooked eagerly out, the sound of quickened breath through
his lips a soft, clear sound in the room They were Bill's lips, Bill's
features- but Marta's gentle courage had sonmehow grown masculine in the lines
of the boy's face, and her eyes net Bill's in his.

In the instant before those parted |ips spoke, Bill knew him and his throat

cl osed on an unuttered cry of recognition-recognition of this face he had
never seen before, yet could not m stake. The deep welling of |ove and pride



in his heart would have told himthe boy's identity, he thought, had he not
known at sight who he was-woul d be-m ght one day be- He heard his own voice
sayi ng doubtfully, "Son-?"

But if the boy heard he nust not have understood. He was handi capped by no
such enotion as stirred Bill. Hs clipped, nmetallic voice spoke as clearly as
i f indeed through an opened w ndow.

"Greetings fromthe United Wrld, WIIliam Vincent Cory! Geetings fromthe
Fifteenth Leader in the Fifth New Century, A C"

Behi nd the disciplined, stern-featured young face others crowded, nmen with
steel -hard features under steel caps. As the boy's voice paused, a dozen right
arnms slanted high, a dozen open palns turned forward in a salute that was old
when Caesar took it in ancient Rome. A dozen voices rolled out in clipped
accents, "Greetings, WIIliam Vincent Cory!"

Bill's bewi | dered stamer was incoherent, and the boy's face relaxed a little
into a snmle. He said: "Mle nmust explain, of course. For generations our
scientists have been groping in the past, Dr. Cory. This is our first
successful two-way contact, and for its denmponstration to our Council,
connection with you was selected as the nost appropriate and fitting contact
possi bl e. Because your nane is holy anong Us; we know all there is to know of
your life and work, but we have wi shed to | ook upon your face and speak to you
of our gratitude for nolding mankind into the patterns of the United World.

"As a matter of record, | have been instructed to ask first at what point we
have intersected the past. Wat date is it in your cal endar?"
"Way, it's July 7, 2240," Bill heard his own voice stamer a little as he

answer ed, and he was conscious of a broad and rather foolish grin
overspreading his face. He couldn't help it. This was his boy-the child who
woul dn't be born for years yet, who might, really, never be born. Yet he knew
him and he couldn't help smling with pride, and warm delighted anusenent.
So stern-faced, so conscious of his own responsibility! Marta's son and
his-only of course it couldn't be, exactly. This scene he | ooked into must be
far ahead in time- "Twenty.two forty!" exclainmed the boy who was not his son
"Why, the Geat Work isn't even finished yet then! We're earlier than we
knew "

"Who are you, son?" Bill couldn't keep the question back any | onger

"I ~m John Wlliams CGory IV, sir," said the boy proudly. "Your direct

descendant through the Wllianms line, and-First in the Candidates Class." He
said it proudly, a look of alnmost worshiping awe lighting his resolute young
face. "That means, of course, that | shall be the Sixteenth Leader when the
great Dunn retires, and the sixth Cory-the sixth, sir!-to be called to that

hi ghest of all human stations, the Leadership!" The violet eyes so incongruous
in that disciplined young face blazed with al nobst fanatic exaltation

Behi nd him a heavy-faced man noved forward, lifting the Roman salute, smling
wintrily beneath his steel helnet.

"I amDbDunn, sir," he said in a voice as heavy as his features. "W've |et

Candi date Cory contact you because of the relationship, but it's

my turn now to extend greetings fromthe System you made possible. | want to
show it to you, but first let ne thank you for founding the greatest fanily
the United Wrld has ever known. No other name has appeared nore than tw ce on
the great role of Leaders, but we have had five Corys-and the finest of them
all is yet to cone!"

Bill saw a wave of clear red mount his boy's proud, exalted face, and his own
heart quickened with |ove and pride. For this was his son, by whatever nanme he
went here. The nmenory of his |ovely daughter had been drowned out nonmentarily
in the deep uprushing of pride in this tall, blue-eyed boy with his

di sciplined face and his | ook of |eashed eagerness. There was drive and
strength and power of will in that young face now

He scarcely heard Dunn's heavy voice fromthe room beyond the cube, so eagerly
was he scanning the face of this son he yet might never have, |earning al nost
hungrily the already fam liar features, at once hard and eager and exultant.
That mouth was his, tight and straight, and the cheeks that creased with deep



hol | ows when he smiled, but the violet eyes were his nother's eyes, and the
gentle inflexibility of Marta's courage at once strengthened and softened the
features that were Bill's own. The best of them both was here, shining now

wi th something nore than either had ever known-an al nost fanatic devotion to
some stem purpose as exalting as worship, as inflexible as duty- "Your own
future, sir," Dunn was saying. "But our past, of course.

Wuld you like to see it, Dr. Cory, so that you may understand just how
directly we owe to you all that our world is today?"

"Yes-v-very nuch.” Bill grinned at his own stammer, suddenly |ight-hearted and
i ncredul ous. Al this was a dream He knew that, of course. Wiy, the very
coincidences in it proved that. O-were they coincidences? Desperately he
tried to clarify the thought taking formin his own nind, a terrifyingly vast
t hought, terrifyingly w thout explanation. And yet it nust be a dream If it
were real, then there was nore than chance here. It could be no accident that
these two children of his, groping blindly in the dark for contact with him
had succeeded at so nearly the same noment. There woul d be reason behind it,
reason too vast for conprehension. He parted his lips to speak, but Dunn was
al ready speaki ng.

"Look then, WIliam Vincent Gory! Watch your own greatness unfolding in the
years that |ie ahead."

Hazily the scene in the cube blurred. The bel oved, blue-eyed face of the boy
he m ght never have, faded as a dream fades-a dreamfading in a dream he

t hought dimy-

This time it was Marta conming down the church aisle toward him |ooking like a
vi ol et - eyed madonna coifed and veiled in white |ace. He knew that he did not

| ove her, now His heart was still sore with the menory of Sallie. But |ove
woul d conme; with a wonman like this it could not but cone. There was tenderness
and hurmor and passion on that raptly lifted face, and a strength that woul d
call out the strength in him not a weakness such as dinpled in Sallie's face
to evoke an underlyi ng weakness in hinself. For weakness was in him He knew
it. It would depend upon the woman who shared his life which quality overcane
t he ot her.

Life would be good with Marta. He saw it unfolding before himin a |ong
successi on of days, work and play and conpani onshi p that brought out the best
in both. And the nmenory of the strange vision in which he thought he | oved
Sallie faded. This was the woman he | oved. Her courage and hunor, her viol et
eyes bright with pride of him Life went by-clear, condensed, swift. He saw
his own work novi ng

steadily toward success, Marta's eager encouragenent tiding himover the | ow
ebbs when difficulties threatened. She was so full of pride in her brilliant
young husband t hat her enthusiasm al nost ran away with her. It was she who

i nsi sted upon meki ng the di scovery public.

"I want to flaunt you before the world!" she urged. "Let's report to the
Council now, darling. Aw, please, Bill!"

"Mle're not ready yet," he protested feebly. "Let's wait-"

"What for? Look." She shook a record sheet under his nose. "A hundred per cent
success in the | ast dozen experinments! What nore do you want? It's tinme to
make an official report-announce what you' re doing to the world! You' ve been

all the way fromfruit flies to nmonkeys. You'll have to make a report to the
Counci | anyhow before you can take the next step. And remenber, darling, when
you cone to that, I'mfirst in line as a candidate."

He seized her shoulders in a heavy grip, frowning down into the eagerness of
her lifted face. "There'll be no guinea pigs in this famly! Wen Junior Cory
cones into the world he-or she-will do it wi thout benefit of X-rays.
Under st and?"

"But darling, | thought the whole idea was to give parents their choice of

boys or girls in the famly."

"The thing's not perfected yet to the point where I'd want to risk my own
wi fe. And anyhow . . . anyhow, |'ve got a funny notion |I'd rather just take
what cones. Don't know why, exactly, but-"



"Bill, | do believe you're superstitious! Well, we'll fight that out later
But right now, you're going to make a full report of your success

to the Council, and I1'"'mgoing to be the proudest wife in the City. And that's
final!"

So the report was made public. It created a trenendous furor; the world
clanmored for the magical stuff that would put the nolding of the future into
their hands. Bill Cory blushed and grinned for a delighted public in the

tel enews screens, promising the great gift soon, and Marta glowed wth

vi carious pride.

By the time he had nade his first experinent with a human subject, the puppies
which were the result of his first successful nmammalian experinent were
beginning to worry hima little. Mss Brown was the first to notice it. She
cane in fromthe kennels one day with a frown behind her steel-rimed
spect acl es.

"Dr. Cory, has someone been training those dogs?"

"Training then?" Bill |ooked up, puzzled. "OF course not. Why?"
"Well, they' ve got the nakings of the finest trained dogs on Earth. Either the
whole ot of themis exceptionally intelligent or . . . or

somet hing. They just fall over each other obeying every comrand you can make
clear to them™

Bill straightened fromhis mcroscope. "Un-rn-rn - . . funny. Usually one or
two dogs in alitter are nore intelligent and obedient than the rest. But to
have every one in six litters a canine genius is sonething pretty queer. Wat
do you nmake of it?"

"I wouldn't call it genius, exactly. As | say, I'mnot sure if it's unusua
intelligence or. . . well, maybe a strong strain of obedience, or |ack of
initiative, or. . . it's too soon to say. But they're not nornal dogs, Dr.
Cory."

It was too soon to say. Tests sinply showed the pups to be extraordinarily
anenable to training, but what quality in themnade this so was difficult to
determne. Bill was not sure just what it inplied, but an 'uneasiness in him
woke and woul d not be quieted.

The first "X-ray" babies began to be born. Wthout exception they were fine,
strong, healthy infants, and w thout exception of the predeterm ned sex. The
Council was delighted; the parents were delighted; everyone was delighted
except Bill. The nenory of those oddly obedi ent pups haunted him Wthin three
years the Cory Systemwas available to the public.

The experimental babies had nade such an excellent showing that, in the end,

Bill gave in to the insistent world, though sonething in the recesses of his
m nd urged delay. Yet he couldn't explain it. The
babi es were all healthy, normal, intelligent children. Unusually anenable to

authority, yes, but that was an asset, not a liability.

Presently all over the world the first crops of Cory System babi es began to
appear, and gradually Bill's msgivings faded. By then Bill Junior had arrived
to take his nmind off other people's childr~nr but even now he was obscurely
glad that little Bill was a boy on his own initiative, not because his parents
had forced masculinity upon him There was no rhyme or reason to Bill's queer
obsession that his own child should not be a product of the X-ray system but
he had been firm about it.

And in later years he had reason to be glad. Bill Jr. grew up fast. He had
Marta's violet eyes and his father's darkly blond hair, and a | aughi ng
resolution all his own. He was going to be an architect, and neither his

not her' s shocked protest at this treason to the famly profession, nor Bill's
not whol Iy conceal ed di sappoi ntment could swerve him But he was a good | ad.
Bet ween school terms he and his father had entirely marvel ous vacati ons
together, and for Bill the world revol ved about this bel oved, talented,

headst rong youngster whose presence upon Earth seened reason enough for Bill's
whol e exi stence.



He was gl ad, even, that the boy was stubborn. For there could be no question
now about a weakness in the children of the Cory Systembirths. In all ways
but one they were quite normal, it was true, but initiative seemed to have
been left out of them It was as if the act of predeterm ning~' their sex had
robbed themof all ability to make any decisions of their own. Excellent

foll owers they were-but no | eaders sprang up anong them

And it was dangerous to fill with unquestioning followers of the strongest man
a world in which General CGeorge Hanmilton controlled the United States. He was
in his fourth termas president as the first great group of Gory System
children came to maturity. Fiercely and sincerely he believed in the

subj ugation of the many to the State, and this new generation found in himan
al nost divinely inspired | eader.

Ceneral CGeorge dreaned of a United World in which all races lived in blind
obedi ence and willing sacrifice for the common good. And he was a man to make
his dreans cone true. O course, he admitted, there would be opposition at
first. There might be bl oody wars, but in his magnificent dreanms he believed
sincerely that 110 price could be too high, that the end justified any neans
necessary to achieve it. And it seenmed |like the cooperation of Heaven itself
to find al nost an entire generation com ng into adulthood ready to accept his
| eadership inmplicitly.

He understood why. It was no secret now what effect the Cory Sys

tern had upon the children it produced. They would follow the strongest |eader
with blind faith. But upon this one generation of followers General George
knew he could build a future that would live after himin the magnificent
fulfillment of his nost magnificent dreans. For a war |ord needs a nation of
sol diers, a great crop of boy babies to grow into arnmies, and surprisingly few
saw the real notive behind General CGeorge's constant cry for boys, boys,
boys-huge famlies of them Fathers of many sons were feted and rewarded.
Everybody knew there was the certainty of war behind this constant appeal for
fam lies of sons, but conparatively few realized that since the best way to be
sure of boys was the use of the Cory System the whole new generati on would be
blind followers of the strongest |eader, just as their fathers were. Perhaps
the Cory System mi ght have died of its own great weakness, its one flaw, had
not Ceneral Ceorge so purposefully demanded sons of his followers.

Ceneral CGeorge died before the first great war was over. His |ast words,
gasped in the bursting tumult of a bonb raid over Washi ngton were, "Carry
on-unite the world!" And his vice-president and second in command, Phillip
Spaul cling, was ready to snatch up the falling torch and light the world to
uni on.

Hal f the United States lay in snmoking ruins before the Great War ended. But
CGeneral CGeorge had builded well upon that nost enduring of all foundations-the
faith of nen. "Be fruitful and multiply," was a command his foll owers had
obeyed implicitly, and Spaul di ng had m ghty resources of human brawn and human
obedi ence to draw upon.

The great general had died gladly for his dream and he had not died in vain.
Hal f the world was united under his starry banners within a decade after his
death; the United Wrld of his vision came into being less than fifty years

| ater.

Wth peace and blind faith and prosperity, Science City indeed cane into its
own. And because a taste of power had made the Leaders hungry, the eyes of the
City turned upward toward starry space. During the conmand of the Fourth
Leader after the imortal General Ceorge, the first successful space voyage
was achieved. The first living man stood knee-deep in the dead punice dust of
the noon and a mighty forward stride for manki nd was recorded.

It was only a step. Mars cane next, three generations later. After a brief and
bl oody war, its decadent inhabitants surrendered and the

Seventh Leader began to have giddily intoxicating dreans of a United Sol ar
System Tine tel escoped by. CGeneration nelted into generation in changing



tides over a world popul ati on that seened unaltering in its by now age-old
uni forms of CGeorge Blue. And in a sense they were unaltering. Manki nd was
fixed in a nold-a good enough nold for the mlitary life of the U W-the
United Wrld. The Cory System had | ong ago beconme compul sory, and nmen and
worren were produced exactly in the ratio that the Leaders decreed. But it was
significant that the Leader class cane into the world in the old haphazard
fashi on of the days before the I egendary Dr. Cory's discovery.

The nane of Cory was a proud one. It had |long been a tradition in that fanous
famly that the founder's great System should not be used anong thensel ves.
They were high anong the Leader class. Several of the Leaders had borne the
surname of Cory, though the office of course was not hereditary, but passed
after rigid training and strict examination to the nost eligible of the

Candi dates O ass when an ol d Leader passed his prine.

And anong the nighty Corys, fanmily resenbl ance was strong. CGenerations saw the
inevitable dilution of the original strain, but stubbornly through the years
the Gory features cane and went. Sometinmes only the darkly blond hair of the
first great Bill, sonetinmes the violet eyes which his pretty Marta had
bequeat hed her son, sonetines the very face of young Bill Jr. hinself, that
had roused an ache of pride and love in his father's heart whenever he saw

t hose bel oved features.

The CGory eyes | ooked now upon two worlds, triunphantly reginmented to the | ast
tiny detail. Mankind was proving his supremacy over hinself-over his
weaknesses and his sentinental, selfish desires for personal happiness as
opposed to the great conmon good. Few succumbed to such shameful yearnings,
but when they did, every man was a spy agai nst his neighbor, as stern as the
Leader himself in crushing these threats to the U W's strength. It should be
the individual's holiest and nost mystically passionate dreamto sacrifice his
happi ness for the Leader and the U. W, and the Leader and the United World
lived for the sole purpose of seeing that he did.

Marvel ous was the progress of nmankind. The el enents had~ | ong since been
conquered; the atom had yielded up its incal cul able power in the harness of

t he machi nes, space itself was a highway for the vehicles of the U W

Under the bl ue-black skies of Mars, mankind' s checkerboard cities patterned
the hot red soil; under the soft gray clouds of Venus, those

roof ed and checkered cities spread froma comon center through jungles
steanming in nore than tropic heat. Many-nooned Jupiter was draw ng the
covetous eyes of the Leaders in their sky-high cities of glass and steel

And novi ng through these patterned cities upon three worlds, the followers of
t he Leader went about their ways, resolute, unfaltering, their faces set in
one pattern of determ nation

It was not a happy pattern. There was little laughter here; the only enotion
upon the serious faces, aside fromthe shadow of that sane exaltation that

bl azed in the Leader's eyes, was a subtle furtiveness, a sidelong quality that

by intuition seemed to distrust its neighbors. Bill recognized it. Every man's
duty was to sacrifice for the Cause not only his personal desires and
happi ness, but his personal honor as well; he must keep relentlessly alert for

traitorous weakness in his friends, his associates, his own famly.
Mstily the panorama of the centuries began to nelt into itself, to fade,
while behind it a blue-eyed face, helnmed in blue steel, took formto snile

straight into Bill's eyes. A tense, expectant snile, supremely confident.
Bill sat back and breat hed deeply, avoiding for a noment the proudly sniling
face of his son. "I'mthere!" he was thinking. "That was ne bei ng born again

and again, working with all ny heart to crush out hunman happi ness- But there
was Sue, too, generations of her-yes, and of nme-working just as sincerely
toward an opposite goal, a world without war. Either way they' ve got ne. If |
don't finish my work, the world unbal ances toward matriarchy; if | do, nankind
turns into a machine. It's bad. Either way it's bad-"

"The doctor is al nost overwhelmed at the realization of his own greatness,"”



Dunn's voice nmurnured fromthe window into the future. Bill recognized it for
a sort of apology, and sat up with an effort to nmeet the pride-bright eyes of
t he boy who one day night be his son. There was nothing but happy expectancy
of praise on the boy's face, but Dunn rmust have read a little doubt in Bill's,
for he said heavily, as if to overwhel mthat doubt:

"We build toward one conmon end, all of us-we have no thought for any snaller
pur pose than the conquest of the Solar Systemfor the mghty race of nan! And
this great purpose is yours no less than ours, Dr. Cory."

"Manpower is what counts, you know, sir." Young Billy's voice took up the tale
as Dunn's died. "W've got trenmendous reserves, and

we're piling up still nore. Lots of roomyet on Mars to fill up, and Venus is
al nrost untouched yet. And after that, we'll breed nen and wonen adapted to
Jupiter's gravity, perhaps . . . oh, there'll be no end to our power, sir!
W'll go on and on- Who knows? There nmay cone a day when we're a United

Uni ver se! "

For an instant, hearing the young voi ce shake wi th eagerness, Bill doubted his
own doubt ful ness. The mighty race of man! And he was part of it, living in

this far-off future no less than he lived nowin the flesh, in the burning
ardor of this iron-faced boy. For a noment he forgot to be amazed and

i ncredul ous that he stood in the Twenty-third Century and | ooked as if through
a window into the Thirtieth, talking with the unborn descendant of his yet
unconcei ved son. For this noment it was all acconplished reality, a very
magni fi cent and bl ood-stirring present achieved directly through his own
efforts.

"Father. . . father!" The voice was sweet and high in the core of his brain.
And menory canme back in an overwhel mi ng rush that for an instant drowned out
everything but a father's awareness of special love for a favorite daughter
"Yes, Susan - - . yes, dear." He murnured it al oud, sw nging around toward the
cube that housed his other future. Sue | eaned forward upon her knees anong the
myrtle | eaves, her brown eyes wide and a little frightened upon his. There was
a crease between her winged brows that dented Bill's own forehead as he faced
her. For a nmoment it was alnost as if each of them|ooked into a mirror which
reflected the features of the other, identical in nearly every detail. Then
Sallie's snmile dinpled the cheeks of her far-descended daughter, and Sue

| aughed a small, uneasy | augh

"What is it, father? Is sonething wong?"

He opened his lips to speak-but what could he say? Wat could he possibly say
to her, who did not even dreamthat her own tine was anything but inevitable?
How could he explain to a living, warmy breathing womman that she did not

exi st, m ght never exist?

He stared at her unhappily, groping for words he could not find. But before he
spoke- "Dr. Cory, sir- Is anything wong?" He turned back to Billy with a
harried crease between his brows and then stared wildly fromone face to the
other. How could they hel p hearing one another? But obviously Billy, fromhis
wi ndow into the present, saw sinply the cube that held Sallie's immorta

smle, while Sue, fromhers, |ooked upon Marta's changel ess face. It seened to

Bill that the boy and the girl had spoken in voices al nbst identical, using
words nearly the sane, though neither was aware of the other. How could they
be? They

could not even exist sinultaneously in the same world. He nmight have one of

t hese bel oved children or the other; not both. Equally bel oved children

bet ween whom he nust choose-and how coul d he choose?

"Father-" said Sue on a rising inflection of alarm "There is something w ong.
. . . feel it in your mnd- Ch, what is it, father?"

Bill sat speechless, staring fromone face to the other of these nmutually
exclusive children. Here they stood, with their worlds behind them | ooking
anxiously at himwith the sane little crease between the brows of each. And he
could not even speak to either w thout convincing the other he was a nadnman
talking to enpty air. He wanted insanely to laugh. It was a deadl ock beyond
all solution. Yet he nust answer themhe nust nmake his choice- As he sat there



groping in vain for words, a curious awareness began

to take shape in his mnd. How strange it was that these two shoul d have been
the ones to reach him out of all the generations behind each that had been
searching the past. And why had they established contact at so nearly the sane
time, when they had all his Iife span to grope through, hunting himfor such
di fferent reasons, in such different ways? There was nore than accident here,
if all this were not a dream Billy and Sue-so simlar despite the w de

di vergence of their

words, a wi der divergence than the mnd can well grasp, for how can one
nmeasure the distance between nutually inconpatible things? Billy who was al

of Bill Cory that was strong and resolute and proud; Sue, who incarnated his
gentler qualities, the tenderness, the deep desire for peace. They were such
pol es apart-why, they were the poles! The positive and negative qualities
that, together, made up all that was best in Bill Gory. Even their worlds were
like two hal ves of a whole; one all that was strong and ruthl ess, the other
the epitone of gentle, abstract idealism And both were bad, as all extrenes
nust be.

And if he could understand the purpose behind the fact that these two pol es of
human destiny had reached back in their own pasts to find himat the sane
nmonent -i f he could understand why the two hal ves of his soul, split into
positive and negative entities, stood here clothed alnbpst in his own flesh to
torture himw th indecision, perhaps- He could not choose between them for
there was no choice, but

there was a deeper question here than the sinple question of conduct. He
groped for it blindly, wondering if the answer to everything mght not lie in
the answer to that question. For there was purpose here

vaster than anything man has words for-sonething | oomed behind it to shadowy
hei ghts that nade his mind reel alittle as he tried to understand.

He said inadequately to both his staring children: "But why . how did you

at this very nonent out of all tinme-"

To Billy it was mere gi bberish, but Sue nust have understood the question in
his mind, for after a monent, in a puzzled nurnur, she said:

"I-don't know, exactly. There is something here beyond the sinpie fact of
success. |I. . . | feel it- | can sense sonething behind my own actions that.

- that frightens ne. Sonething guiding and controlling ny own mind- Ch,
father, father, I'mafraid!"

Every protective instinct in himleaped ahead of reason in Bill's "instant,
"Don't be frightened, honey! | won't |et anything happen to you!"

"Dr. Coryl" Young Billy's voice cracked a little in horror at what nust have
sounded to himlike raving madness. Behind him staring faces went tense with

bewi | dernment. Above their rising murrmurs Sue wailed, "Father!" in a frightened
echo to Billy's, "Dr. Cory, are you ill, sir?"

"Ch, wait a mnute, both of you!" said Bill wildly. And then in a stanmer, to
stop Billy's alnost hysterical questions, "Your. . . your sister- Ch, Sue,
honey, | hear you! 1'll take care of you! Wait a mnute!"

In the depths of the cube the boy's face seenmed to freeze, the eyes that were
Marta's goi ng bl ank beneath the steel cap, Bill's very nmouth nmoving stiffly

with the stiffness of his |ips.

"But you never had a daughter-"

"No, but | mght have, if-1 nean, if 1'd married Sallie of course you'd never
even- Ch, God!" Bill gave it up and pressed both hands over his eyes to shut
out the sight of the boy's amazed incredulity, knowing he'd said too nuch, yet
t oo nunbed and confused now for diplomacy. The only clear idea in his head was
that he must somehow be fair to both of them the boy and the girl. Each nust
understand why he- "Is the doctor ill, Candidate Cory?" Dunn's voi ce was heavy
fromthe cube.

Bill heard the boy's voice stanmering: "No-that is, | don't-" And then
faltering, nore softly: "Leader, was the great doctor ever- nad?"

"CGood Cod, boy!"

"But-speak to him Leader!"



Bill |ooked up haggardly as Dunn's voice rolled out with the sternness of a

general addressing armies. "Pull yourself together, sir! You never had a

daughter! Don't you remenber?"

Bill laughed wildly. "Renenmber? |'ve never had a son yet! |'mnot married-not

even engaged! How can | renenber what hasn't happened?"

"But you will marry Marta Mayhew! You did marry her! You founded the great

line of Corys and gave the world your-"

"Father . . . father! What's wong?" Sue's sweet wail was in his ears. He

gl anced toward her w ndow nonentarily, seeing the terror in the soft brown

eyes that stared at him but he could only murnmur:

"Hush, darling-wait, please!" before he faced the Leader and said with a

strong effort at cal nmess, "None of all that has happened- yet."

"But it will-it nust-it did!"

"Even if | never married Marta, never had a son?"

Dunn's dark face convulsed with a grimce of exasperated anger

"But good Lord, man, | ook here!" He seized Billy's blue-uniformed shoul ders

wi th both hands, thrusting himforward. "You did have a son! This is his

descendant, the living |ikeness of young Gory Junior! This world . . . |

myself . . . all of us - . . we're the result of that marriage of yours! And

you never had a daughter! Are you trying to tell us we don't exist? Is this a.
a dream |' m showi ng you?" And he shook the boy's broad young shoul ders

bet ween his hands. "You're | ooking at us, hearing us, talking to us! Can't you

see that you nmust have nmarried Math Mayhew?"

"Father, | want you! Cone back!" Sue's wail was insistent.

Bill groaned. "Wait a minute, Dunn." And then, turning, "Yes, honey, what is
it?"

On her knees anong the nyrtle | eaves Sue | eaned forward anong the sun-fl ecked
shadows of her cool green glade, crying: "Father, you won't. . . you can't
believe then? | heard.. . through your ears | heard them and | can understand
alittle through your mind linked with mne. | can understand what you're
thinking. . . but it can't be true! You're telling yourself that we're stil

on the Probability Plane

- . . but that's just a theory! That's nothing but a specul ati on about the
future! How could | be anything but real? Wiy, it's silly! Look at ne! Listen
to ne! Here | aml Oh, don't let me go on thinking that maybe. . . maybe you're
right, after all. But it was Sallie Carlisle you married, wasn't it, father?
Pl ease say it was!"

Bill gulped. "Wait, honey. Let nme explain to themfirst." He knew he shoul dn't
have started the whole incredible argument. You can't convince a |living human
that he doesn't exist. They'd only think himmad. Well- Sue might understand.
Her training in netaphysics and tel epathy might make it possible. But Billy-
He turned with a deep breath and a nental squaring of shoul ders,

determned to try, anyhow. For he nust be fair. He began: "Dunn, did you ever
hear of the Plane of Probability?"

At the man's incredul ous stare he knew a di zzy nonent of wonder whether he,
too, lived in an illusion as vivid as theirs, and in that instant the
foundations of time itself rocked beneath his feet. But he had no tine now for
specul ation. Young Billy nust understand, no matter how mad Dunn believed him
and Sue must know why he did what he nmust do-though he didn't understand

hi nsel f, yet, what that would be. H s head was ringing with bew | dernent.

"The . . . the Plane of Probability?" In Dunn's eyes upon his he saw a
nmonentary conviction flare that, reality or not, and history be damed, this
man was mad. And then, doubtfully, the Leader went on, "Hmmm- . . yes,
somewhere | have heard- OCh, | renmenber. Some clap-trap jargon the old

Tel epat hy House fakers used to use before we cleared themout of Science City.
But what's that nonsense got to-"

"I't's not nonsense." Bill closed his eyes in a sudden, alnost intolerable

| ongi ng for peace, for time to think what he nust do. But no, the thing nust



be settled now, without tine for thinking. And perhaps that was the best way,
after all. A man's brain would crack if he paused to think out this nadness.
Only he nmust say sonething to young Billy- And what could he say? How coul d he
face either of these beloved children and, to their unconprehendi ng, pleading
faces, refuse themlife? If he could only break the connection that riveted
themall into a sort of triple tine balance- But he couldn't. He nust nmake it

clear to Billy- "It's not nonsense,"” he heard his own voice repeating wldly.
"The

future-you and your world-is a probability only. I"'ma free agent. If | never
marry Marta, never perfect the sex-determ nation idea, the probable future
shifts to. . . to another pattern. And that as bad as yours, or worse!" he

finished to hinself.
"I's he mad?" Billy's voice was a whisper in the screen

The Leader said as if to himself, in an awed and stunbling voice, "I don't
| can't . . . the thing's preposterous! And yet he is unmarried, the Geat
Wrk's still unfinished. Suppose he never- But we're real! W're flesh and

bl ood, aren't we? He stanped a booted
foot on the floor as if to test the foundations of his world. "W're descended

in an unbroken line fromthis . . . this madnan. Lord in heaven, are we all
mad?"
"Father! Come back!" Sue's voice shrilled in Bill's ears. He turned

desperately, glad of an excuse to escape the haunted stares fromthat other

wi ndow even though he nust face hers. She had risen to her feet anpbng the
myrtl e | eaves. The gl ade was cool and still about her in this lazy, sunlit
worl d of her own future. She was crying desperately, "Don't listen, father! |
can feel the confusion in your mnd. | know what they're saying! But they
aren't real, father-they can't be! You never had a son, don't you renenber?
Al this you're saying is just. . . just talk, isn't it? That silly stuff
about the Probability Plane

-it's nothing but speculation! Ch, say it is, father! W' ve got such a |ovely
world, we love living so. . . | want to live, father! | amreal! W' ve fought
so hard, for so many centuries, for peace and happi ness and our beauti ful
garden world. Don't let it snuff out into nothingness! But"-she |aughed
uncertainly-"how could you, when it's all around us, and has been for

t housands of years? |I. . . oh, father!" Her voice broke on a little quivering
gulp that made Bill's heart quiver with it, and he ached intolerably with the
rising of her tears. She was his to protect and cherish, forever. How coul d
he- "Dr. CGory-do you hear ne? Onh, please listen!" Young Billy's fam liar voice
reached out to himfromthat other future. He glanced toward hi monce, and
then put his hands to his ears and whirled fromthem both, the two voices
mngling in an i nsane chaos of pleading.

Sue on her nyrtle bank in a future i measurably far ahead, child of a decadent
worl d slipping easily down the slope of oblivion

Billy's world nmight be as glorious as he believed, but the price was too high
to pay for it. Bill renenbered the set, unsmiling faces he had seen in the
streets of that world. These were men his own work had robbed of the
initiative that was their birthright. Happiness was their birthright, too, and
the power to nmake the decisions that determ ned their own futures.

No, not even for such achi evenents as theirs nust manki nd be robbed of the
inalienable right to choose for hinself. If it lay in Bill Gory's power to
outl aw a system whi ch destroyed men's freedom and honor and joy, even for such
an end as mankind's i mortal progress, he had no choice to make. The price was
too high. COnfusedly he remenbered something out of the dimpast: "What shal

it profit a man if he gain the whole world and | ose his own soul. .
But-the alternative. Bill groaned. Happiness, peace, freedom honor-yes, Sue's
world had all that Billy's |acked. And to what end? | ndol ence and decadence
and extinction for the great race that Billy's civilization would spread

gl oriously anong the stars.



"But |I'mthinking of choice," groaned Bill to hinmself. "And, | haven't got any
choice! If | marry Sallie and don't finish nmy work- one future follows. If |
marry Marta and do finish it, the other cones. And both are bad-but what can |
do? Man or manki nd; which has the stronger clain? Happi ness and extinction-or
unhappi ness and splendid immortality; which is better?"

"Gory-Dr. Cory!"™ It was Dunn's voice, heavy enough to break through the daze
of bew | dernent that shrouded Bill's brain, lie turned. The Leader's iron-hard
face under the steel helmet was settling into lines of fixed resolution. Bil
saw that he had reached sone decision, and knew a sudden, dazed admiration for
the man. After all, he had not been chosen Leader for nothing.

"You're a fool to tell us all this, Gory. Mad, or a fool, or both. Don't you
know what it neans? Don't think we established this connection unprepared for
trouble! The same force that carries the sight and sound of us fromour age to
yours can carry destruction, too! Nowhere in our past is there a record that
William Gory was killed by a blast of atomgun fire as he sat at his desk-but,
by God, sir, if you can change that past, so can we!"

"I't would nmean wi pi ng yourself out, you know," Bill rem nded himas steadily
as he could, searching the angry eyes of this man who nust never have faced
resol ute opposition before, and wondering if the man had yet accepted a truth
that rmust seeminsanely inpossible to him He wanted overwhel mingly to | augh
and yet somewhere inside hima chilly conviction was growing that it mght be
possi ble for the children of his unborn son, in a future that woul d never
exist, to blast himout of being. He said: "You and your whole world would
vanish jf | died."

"But not unavenged!" The Leader said it savagely, and then hesitated. "But
what am | saying? You' ve driven ne al nost as mad as you! Look, man, try to be
sensi bl e! Can you i magi ne yourself dissolving into nothingness that never

exi sted? Neither can I1"

"But if you could kill ne, then how could your world ever have been born?"
"To hell with all that!" exploded Dunn. "I'm no metaphysician! I'ma fighting
man! 1'll take the chance!"

"Please, Dr. CGory-" Billy pressed forward agai nst the very surface of the
cube, as if he could thrust hinself back into his own past and

| ay urgent hands upon this man so like him staring white-faced and stubborn
into the future. Perhaps it was nore than the desire for peace that spoke in
hi s shaken voice. If Bill Gory, looking into that young face so |like his own,
had felt affection and recognition for it, then nust not the boy know a
feeling akin to it as he saw hinmself in CGory's features? Perhaps it was that
subtl e, strange identification between the two that nade the boy's voice
trenble a little as if with the first weakening of belief. Wen he spoke he
seened to be acknow edging the possibility of doubt, alnbst w thout realizing
it. He said in that shaken, ardent voice:

"Please, try to understand! It's not death we're afraid of. Al of us would
die now, willingly, if our deaths could further the commobn good. What we can't
endure to face is the death of our civilization, this marvel ous thing that
makes mankind i mortal. Think of that, Sir! This is the only right thing
possible for you to do! Wuld we feel so strongly if we weren't sure? Can you
condemn your own race to eternity on one snall planet, when you could give
them the universe to expand in and every good thing science can of fer?"

"Father. . . father!" It was Sue again, frantic and far away.

But before Bill could turn to her, Dunn's voice broke in heavily over both the
others. "Wait-1've made up nmy mind!" Billy fell back a little, turning to his
Leader with a blaze of sudden hope. Bill stared. "As | see it," went on Dunn

"t he whol e preposterous question hinges on the nmarriage you nake. Naturally I
can't concede even to nyself that you could possibly marry anyone but the
worman you did marry- but if you honestly feel that there's any question in
your own mnd about it, I'lIl settle it for you."

He turned to nod toward a corner of the roomin which he stood that was



outside Bill's range, and in a nonment the blue-unifornmed, staring crowd about
himparted and a | ow, rakish barrel of blue-gleaning steel glided noiselessly
forward toward that surface of the cube which was a wi ndow into the
past-future that parted Bill and thenselves. Bill had never seen anything like
it before, but he recognized its lethal quality. It crouched streanlined down
upon its base as if for a lunge, and its nouth facing himwas a dark doorway
for death itself. Dunn bent behind it and laid his hand upon a hal f-visible
lever in its base.

"Now, " he said heavily. "WIliam Gory, there seens to be a question in your
mnd as to whether we could reach you with our weapons. Let me assure you that
the force-beam whi ch connects us can

carry nore than sight and sound into your world! | hope |I shan't have to
denonstrate that. | hope you'll be sensible enough to turn to that televisor
screen in the wall behind you and call Marta Mayhew. "

"M Marta?" Bill heard the quiver in his voice. "Wy-"

"You will call her, and in our sight and hearing you are going to ask her to
marry you. That nuch choice is yours, marriage or death. Do you hear ne?"

Bill wanted insanely to | augh. Shotgun wedding froma nythical future-"You
can't threaten ne with that popgun forever," he said with a quaver of mirth he
could not control. "How do you know I'Il marry her once you're away?"

"You'll keep your word," said Dunn serenely. "Don't forget, Gory, we know you
much better than you know yourself. W know your future far nore conpletely
than you saw it. We know how your character will develop with age. Yes, you're
an honorabl e man. Once you've asked her to marry you, and heard her say
yes-and she will-you won't try to back out. No, the prom se given and received
bet ween you constitutes a marriage as surely as if we'd seen the cerenony
performed. You see, we trust your honor, WIliam Gory."

"But-" Bill got no further than that, for explosively in his brain a sweet,
hi gh voi ce was sobbi ng:

"Fat her, father, what are you doi ng? What's happened? Wiy don't you speak to
ne?"

In the tension Bill had nearly forgotten Sue, but the sound of that faniliar
voice tore at himw th sudden, al nost intol erable poignhancy. Sue-the prom se
to protect her had risen to his lips involuntarily at the very nention of
danger. It was answer to an urgency rooted race-deep, the instinct to protect
t he hel pl ess and the |l oved. For a nmonent he forgot the gun trained on himfrom
t he other wi ndow, he forgot Billy and the world behind him He was conscious
only of his daughter crying in terror for help-for help fromhimand for
protection against himat once, in a dizzy confusion that nade his head swi m
"Sue-" he began uncertainly.

"CGory, we're waiting!" Dunn's voice had an om nous undernote.

But there was a solution. He never knew just when he first became aware of it.
A long while ago, perhaps, subconsciously, the prom se of it had begun to take
shape in his mnd. He did not know when he first realized that-but he thought
he knew whence it cane. There was a sureness and a vastness about it that did
not originate in hinmself. It was the Cosnmic Mnd indeed in which his own smal
soul was floun

dering, and out of that unthinkably linmtless Plan, along with the problem
cane at last the solution. (There nust be balance. . . the force that sw ngs
the worlds in their orbits can permt of no question w thout an answer-)

There was no confusion here; there had never been. This was not chance.

Pur pose was behind it, and sudden confidence cane flooding into himfrom
outside. He turned with resolution so cal mupon his face that Billy sighed and
smled, and Dunn's tense face rel axed.

"Thank God, sir," breathed Billy, "I knew you'd cone to your senses. Believe
me, sir, you won't be sorry."

"Wait," said Bill to themboth, and laid his hand on the button beneath his
desk that rang a bell in his laboratory. "Wait and see."



In three worlds and tines, three people very nearly identical in nore than the
fl esh al one-perhaps three facets of the same personality, who can say?-stood
silent and tense and waiting. It seened like a very long time before the door
opened and M ss Brown canme into the room hesitating on the threshold with her
calm pleasant face questioning.

"You want nme, Dr. Cory?"

Bill did not answer for a moment. He was pouring his whole soul into this |ast
long stare that said good-by to the young son he woul d never know. For
under st andi ng from sone vast and nanel ess source was flooding his mnd now,
and he knew what was conming and why it would be so. He | ooked across the desk
and gazed his last upon Sue's famliar face so like his own, the fruit of a

| ove he woul d never share with pretty Sallie. And then, drawing a deep breath,
he gul ped and said distinctly:

"Mss Brown, will you marry ne?"

Dunn had given himthe key-a prom se given and recei ved between this woman and
hi nsel f woul d be irrevocable, would swing the path of the future into a
channel that led to no world that either Billy or Sue could know.

Bill got his first glinmer of hope for that future fromthe way the quiet
worman in the doorway accepted his question. She did not stare or giggle or
stamer. After one long, deep look into his eyes-he saw for the first tine
that hers were gray and cool behind the | enses-she answered calnly

"Thank you, Dr. Gory. | shall be very happy to marry you."

And then-it cane. In the very core of his brain, heartbreak and despair
exploded in a long, wailing screamof faith betrayed as pretty

Sue, his beloved, his darling, w nked out into the oblivion fromwhich she
woul d never now enmerge. The | azy green Eden was gone forever; the sweet fair
girl on her knees anong the nyrtle | eaves had never been-woul d never be.

Upon that other wi ndow surface, in one |last flash of unbearabl e cl earness,
young Billy's incredul ous features stared at him Behind that bel oved,
betrayed face he saw the face of the Leader twisting with fury. In the |ast
flashing instant while the vani shing, never-to-exist future still lingered in
the cube, Bill saw an expl osion of white-hot violence glare blindingly from
the gun mouth, a heat and violence that seared the very brain. Wuld it have
reached himcould it have harned hin? He never knew, for it lasted scarcely a
heart beat before eternity closed over the vanishing world in a soundl ess,
fathom ess, all-swallow ng tide

"Where that world had stretched so vividly a nonent ago, now Marta's viol et
gaze | ooked out into the roomthrough crystal. Across the desk Sallie's

| ovely, careless snmile glowed changel essly. They had been gateways to the
future-but the gates were closed. There would never be such futures now, there
never had been. In the Cosmic Mnd, the great Plan of Things, two half-forned
i deas went out |ike blown candle flanes.

And Bill turned to the gray-eyed wonan in the doorway with a |ong, deep
shaken sigh. In his owmn mind as he faced her, thoughts too vast for
formul ati on noved cloudily.

"I know now somret hi ng no man was ever sure of before-our oneness with the

Pl an. There are nmany, many futures. | couldn't face the know edge of another
but | think-yes, | believe, ours will be the best. She won't |et me negl ect
the work we're doing, but neither will she force ne to give it to the world

unper fected. Maybe, between us, we can work out that kink that robs the enbryo
of determination, and then-who knows?

"Who knows why all this had to happen? There was Purpose behind it-all of
it-but I"Il never understand just why. | only know that the futures are
infinite-and that | haven't lost Billy or Sue. | couldn't have done what | did
wi t hout being sure of that. | couldn't |ose them because they're me-the best
of me, going on forever. Perhaps I'Il never die, really-not the real ne-unti
these incarnations of the best that's in nme, whatever formand face and nane
they wear, work out mankind's ultimate destiny in sone future I'll never see.



There was reason behind all this. Maybe, after all, I'll understand-sonme day."
He said nothing al oud, but he held out his hand to the woman in the door and
sm | ed down confidently into her cool, gray eyes.



