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CHARLI E JOHNS, " URGENTLY

cried Charlie Johns: "Charlie Johns, Charlie Johns!" for that was the absolute
necessity—to know who Charlie Johns was, not to let go of that for a second,
for anything, ever.

"I am Charlie Johns," he said argunentatively, and plaintively, he said it
again. No one argued, no one denied it. He lay in the warmdark with his knees
drawn up and his arnms crossed and his forehead pressed tight against his
kneecaps. He saw dull flickering red, but that was inside his eyelids, and he
was Charlie Johns.

C, Johns once stencilled on a foot-1locker, witten in speed-ball black-letter
on a hi gh-school diplom, typed on a pay-check. Johns, Chas. in the tel ephone
book.

The nane, all right. Al right, fine, okay, but a man is nore than a nanme. A
man i s twenty-seven years old, he sees the hairline just so in his norning
mrror and |ikes a drop of Tabasco on his eggs (over light: whites firm vyol ks
runny). He was born with one nal formed toe and a strabi snus. He can cook a
steak drive a car love a girl run a nineograph go to the bathroom brush his
teeth, including the permanent bridge, left upper lateral incisor and

bi cuspid. He left the house in plenty of time but he is going to be late to
wor k.

He opened his eyes and it wasn't dull flickering red at all, but grey—a cold
sourcel ess silver, grey like snail trails on the lilac | eaves—a springtinme
thing, that. Spring it was, oh that springtime thing;, it was |ove |last night,
Laura, she—

When daylight saving tinme is new, the daylit evening is forever, and you can
do so much. How he begged Laura for the chance to get her screens up; if Mm
could have seen that, now And down in Laura's stinking cellar, shuffling

t hrough the hal f-dark with the screens under his arm he had wal ked into the



cruel point of the dangling strap-hinge of a discarded shutter, torn a hole in
his brown tweed pants, punched a red bl ood-bruise (with warp and woof stanped
onit) on his thigh. And worth it, worth it, all that forever-evening, with a
girl, areal girl (she could prove it) for all the Iong end of the evening;

and all the way hone | ove! of here and of now, and spring of course, and oh of

course love! said the tree-frogs, the lilacs, the air, and the way sweat dried
on him (Good—this is good. Good to be a part of here and of now, and spring
of course, and oh of course, |ove; but best of all, to renenber, to know it
all, Charlie.) Better than love just to renmenber hone, the wal k between high

hedges, the two white lanps with the big black 61 painted on each (Mdm had
done that for the landlord; she was clever with her hands) only they were
pretty weathered by now, yes the hands too. The foyer with the nottled brass
wal I -full of mail boxes and di screet pushbuttons for the tenants, and the
grille of the house phone that had never worked since they moved here, and
that massive brass plate solidly concealing the electric |ock, which for years
he had opened with a bl ow of bis shoul der, never breaking stride . . . and get
cl oser, closer, because it is so inportant to remenber; nothing renenbered is
important; it's renenbering that matters; you can! you can

The steps fromthe ground floor had ol d-fashi oned nickel -pl at ed nosi ngs over
carpet worn down to the backing, red fuzz at the edges. (M ss Mindprf taught
first grade, Mss WIlard taught second grade, M ss Hooper taught fifth.
Remenber everything.) He | ooked around him where he lay renenbering in the
silver light; the soft walls were unlike netal and unlike fabric but rather
like both, and it was very warm ... he went on renmenbering with his eyes open
the flight fromthe second floor to the third had the nickel nosing too, but
no carpeting, and the steps were all hollowed, oh, very slightly; nounting
them you could be thinking about anything, but that clack clack, as a change
fromthe first flight's flap flap, put you right there, you knew where you
were .

Charlie Johns screaned, "Oh God—where am | ?" He unfolded hinself, rolled over
on his stomach, drew up his knees, and then for a nonent could nobve no nore.
H's mouth was dry and hot inside as pillowslips creasing under Momis iron; his
muscl es, |leg and back, all soft and tight-tangled |like the knitting basket Mm
was going to clean out sone day .

love with Laura, spring, the lights with 61, the shoul der on the | ock
up the stairs flap flap, clack clack and—surely he could renmenber the rest of
t he way, because he had gone in gone to bed gotten up left for work .
hadn't he? Hadn't he?

Shakily he pressed hinmself up, knelt, weakly squatted. H s head dropped
forward and he rested, panting. He watched the brown fabric of his clothes as
if it were a curtain, about to open upon unknown but certain horror

And it did.

"The brown suit," he whispered. Because there on his thigh was the little rip
(and under it the small hurtful bul ge of the checkered bruise) to prove that
he had not dressed for work this norning, had not even reached the top of the
second flight. Instead, he was—here.

Because he could not stand just yet, he hunched around, fists and knees,

bl i nking and turning his unsteady head. Once he stopped and touched his chin.
It had no nore stubble than it should have for a man comi ng hone froma date
he had shaved for.

He turned again and saw a tall oval finely scribed into the curved wall. It
was the first feature he had been able to discover in this padded place. He



gaped at it and it gave hi m Not hi ng.

He wondered what tine it was. He lifted his armand turned his head and got
his ear to his watch. It was, thank God, still running. He | ooked at it. He

| ooked at it for a long tine w thout noving. He seened not to be able to read
it. At last he was able to understand that the numerals were the wong way
round, mirror-reversed; 2 was where 10 should be, 8 where four should be. The
hands pointed to what should have been el even minutes to el even, but was, if
this watch really were runni ng backwards, eleven m nutes past one. And it was
runni ng backwards. The sweep second-hand said so.

And do you know, Charlie, something under the terror and the wondernent said
to him do you know, all you want to do, even now, is remenber? there was the
terrible old battleax you got for Al gebra 3 in high school, when you'd flunked
Algebra 1 and had to take it over, and had gone through Al gebra 2 and Geonetry
1 on your belly, and flunked Geonetry 2 and had to take it over—+enenber? and
then for Algebra 3 you got this Mss Mran, and she was like IBM wth teeth.
And then one day you asked her about sonething that puzzled you a little and
the way she answered, you had to ask nore . . . and she opened a door for you
t hat you never knew was there, and she herself became sonmething . . . well,
after that, you watched her and knew what the frozen nein, the sharp

di scipline, the sheer inhumanity of the wonan was for. She was just waiting
for soneone to cone and ask her questions about mathematics a little beyond, a
little outside the book. And it was as if she had | ong ago despaired of
finding anyone that would. Why it meant so much to her was that she | oved

mat hematics in a way that nade it a pity the word "l ove" had ever been used
for anything else. And also that frommnute to mnute she never knew if somne
ki d aski ng questions would be the | ast she'd ever know, or open a door for
because she was dyi ng of cancer, which nobody never even suspected until she
just didn't show up one day.

Charlie Johns | ooked at the faint oval hi the soft silver wall and wi shed M ss
Moran coul d be here. He al so wi shed Laura could be here. He could renmenber
them both so clearly, yet they were so many years apart from each other (and
how many, he thought, |ooking at his wist watch, how many years from nme?) He
wi shed Mom coul d be here, and the Texas redhead. (She was the first tine for
him the redhead; and how would she mx with Mon? For that matter, how woul d
Laura mix with M ss Mran?)

He could not stop remenbering; dared not, and did not want to stop. Because as
| ong as he kept renenbering, he knew he was Charlie Johns; and al t hough he

m ght be in a new place w thout knowing what tinme it was, he wasn't lost, no
one is ever lost, as long as he knows who he is.

VWhi npering with effort, he got to his feet. He was so weak and nuzzy- headed
that he could only stand by bracing his feet wi de apart; he could only wal k by
flailing his arms to keep his balance. He ainmed for the faint oval line on the
wal | because it was the only thing here to aimfor, but when he tried to go
forward he progressed diagonally sidewise; it was like the time (he
renenbered) at the fun house at Coney |sland, where they get you in a room and
close it up and unbeknownst to you they tilt it alittle to one side, you with
no outside reference; and only green mrrors to see yourself in. They used to
have to hose it out five, six tines a day. He felt the same way now, but he
had an advant age; he knew who he was, and hi addition he knew he was sick. As

he stunbled on the soft curved part where the floor becane wall, and sank on
one knee on the resilient silver, he croaked, "I'mnot nyself just now, that's
all." Then he heard his own words properly and leapt to his feet: "Yes | am"

he shouted, "I am"

He tottered forward, and since there was nothing to hold on the oval =+t was



only a thin line, taller than he was—he pushed against it.

It opened.

There was soneone waiting outside, smling, dreaaed ¢ such a way that Charlie
gasped and said, "Ch, | beg your pardon . " and then pitched forward on his
face.

HerZ> Raile lives out in Honewood, where he has a hundred and fifty feet on
Begonia Drive, and two hundred and thirty feet back to where Smitty Smith's
begins its two-hundred-and-thirty-foot run to its one-hundred-fifty-foot
frontage on Calla Drive. Herb Raile's house is a split-level, Snith's a
rancher. Herb's neighbors to the right and | eft have splits.

Herb wheels into the drive and honks and puts his head out. "Surprise!"
Jeanette is nowing the awn with a power nower and with all that racket, the
car horn makes her junp i mobderately. She puts her foot on the grounding-plate
and holds it down until the nower stops, and then runs |aughing to the car
"Daddy, Daddy!"

"Daddy, daddy, dadeee!" Davy is five, Karen three.

"Ch, honey, why are you hornet™

"Cl osed the Arcadia account, and the great man says, Herb, he says, go on hone
to your kids. You | ook coolL" Jeanette is hi shorts and a T-shirt.

"I was a good boy, | was a good boy," Davy shrills, poking in Herb's side
pocket .

"I was a good boy too," shrieks Karen.
Her b | aughs and scoops her up. "Ch, what a nan you'll grow up to be!"
"Shush, Herb, you'll get her all mxed up. Did you renmenber tiie cake?"

Herb puts down the three-year-old and turns to the car. "Cake m x. Mich better

when you bake it yourself." Stilling her nmoan, he adds, "I'll doit, I'Il do
it. I can slamup a better cake than you any old day. Butter, toilet paper."
" Cheese?"

"Dam. | got talking to Louie." He takes the parcel and goes in to change.

While he is gone, Davy puts his foot where Jeanette put her foot when she
st opped the nower. The

cylinder bead is still hot. Davy is barefoot. Wen Herb cones out again
Jeanette is saying, "Shh. Shh. Be a man." Herb is wearing shorts and a
T-shirt.

I T WASN T MAI DENLY nodesty that made Charlie Johns keel over like that.
Anyt hi ng coul d have done it—a flashlight in the face, the sudden apparition of
steps goi ng down. And anyway, he'd thought it was a woman dressed |ike that.
He hadn't been able to think of anyone el se but wonmen since he found hinself
in that tank—taura, Mom M ss Mran, the Texas redhead. He could see why a
flash gl ance at this character woul d make anyone think so. Not that he could
really see anything at the nmonent; he was lying flat on his back on sonethi ng
resilient but not so soft as the tank—rather |ike those wheel tables they have



in hospitals. And sonmeone was gently working on a cut high on his forehead,
while a cool wet cloth snelling renotely like witch hazel lay blissfully
across the rest of his forehead and his eyes. But whoever it was was tal king
to him and though he couldn't understand a word, he didn't think it was a
worman' s voice. It was no basso prof undo, but it wasn't a woman's voice. GCh
brother, what a get-up. Imagine a sort of short bathrobe, deep scarlet,
bel t ed, but opening sharply away above and bel ow. Above it was cut back behind
the arns, and back of the neck a stiff collar stood up higher than the top of
the head; it was shaped like the back of an uphol stered chair and was darn
near as big. Below the belt the garment cut back and down just as sharply to
cone together in a swallowtail like a formal coat. In front, under the belt,
was a short silky arrangenent sonething |like what the Scot wears in front of
his kilt and calls a sporran. Very soft-looking slipper-socks, the sane col or
as the robe, and with sharp-cut, floppy points front and back, canme up to
about md-calf.

What ever the treatnent was, it killed the throb hi his forehead with al nost
shocki ng suddenness. He lay still a nonent, afraid that it mght rear up and
bash himas suddenly, but it didn't. He put up a tentative hand, whereupon the
cloth was snatched away from his eyes and he found hinsel f

| ooking up into a smling face which said several fluid syllables, ending hi
an interrogative trill.

Charlie said, "Where am|?"

The face shrugged its eyebrows and | aughed pleasantly. Firmcool fingers
touched his lips, and the head wagged from side to side.
Charlie understood, so said, "I don't understand you either."
one el bow and | ooked around him He felt much stronger

He reared up on

He was hi a large, stubbily T-shaped chanber. Mst of the stemof the T was
taken up by the—all it padded cell he had left; its door stood open still.

Inside and out, it gleanmed with that sourcel ess, soft, cold silver light. It
| ooked li ke a huge punpkin with w ngs.

The whole top of the T, floor to ceiling and fromend to end, was a single
transparent pane. Charlie thought he nmay have seen one as large hi a
depart ment - store show wi ndow, but he doubted it. At each end of the T were
drapes; he presumed there were doors there.

Qutside it was breathtaking. A golf-course can sonmetinmes present rolling green
somet hing |ike that—but not niles, square mles of it. There were stands of
trees here and there, and they were tropical; the unni stakable radiance of the
fl anboyante coul d be seen, nearly felt, it was so vivid; and there were

pal ms—travel er's, cabbage, and coconut pal ns, and pal nettos; tree-ferns and
flowering cacti. On a clunp of stone nuns, so very picturesque they m ght

al nrost have been built there for the purpose of being picturesque ruins, stood
a magnificent strangler fig nearly a hundred feet high, with its |ong
clutching roots and nultiple trunks matching the arch and droop of its gl ossy
fol i age.

The only building to be seen—and they were up quite hi gh—+twelve or fourteen
stories, Charlie guessed, and on high ground at that—was inpossible.

Take a cone—a dunce cap. Taper it about three times as tall as it ought to be.
Now bend it into a graceful curve, alnmost to a quarter circle. Now invert it,
place its delicate tip in the ground and wal k away, |eaving its heavy base

curving up and over and supported by nothing at all. Now make the whol e thing



about four hundred feet high, with jewel-1ike groups of pleasantly
asymmetri cal wi ndows, and oddly pl aced, curved bal coni es which seened to be
of, rather than on the surface, and you have an idea of that buil ding, that
i mpossi bl e bui |l di ng.

Charlie Johns | ooked at it, and at his comnpani on, and,

open-nmout hed, at the building and back again. The man | ooked, and did not | ook
human. The eyes were al nost too far apart and too long—a little nore of both,
and they'd have been on the sides rather than the front of his face. The chin
was strong and snooth, the teeth prom nent and excellent, the nose | arge and
with nostrils so high-arched that only a fraction of arc spared them from

bel ongi ng to sone horse. Charlie already knew that those fingers were strong
and gentle; so was the face, the whole nein and carriage. The torso was rat her
| onger, sonehow, than it ought to be, the legs a little shorter than, if
Charlie were an artist, he would have drawn them And of course, those clothes

"I"'mon Mars," quavered Charlie Johns, neaning to be funny sonehow, and
sounding pitiably frightened. He nade a usel ess gesture at the buil ding.

To his surprise, the man nodded eagerly and smiled.. He had a warm and
confident smile. He pointed to Charlie, to hinmself, and to the building, took
a step toward the enornmous wi ndow and beckoned.

Wll, why not? ... yet Charlie cast a lingering glance back at the door of the
silver cell fromwhich he had energed. Little as he liked it, it was the only
thing here which was renotely famliar to him

The man sensed his feeling, and made a reassuring, sort of U-turn gesture
toward the distant building and back to the cell

Wth a half-hearted smle, Charlie agreed to go.

The man took him briskly by the arm and marched off, not to the draped ends of
the room but straight to the wi ndow, straight through the wi ndow. This |ast
he did by hinmself. Charlie dug in his heels and fled back to the wheel ed

tabl e.

The man stood outside, firmly on thin air, and beckoned, smling. He called to
Charlie too, but Charlie only saw that; there was no sound. Wen one is in an
encl osed place, one feels it—actually, one hears it—hi any case, one knows it,
and Charlie knewit. Yet that bright-robed creature had stepped through

what ever enclosed it, leaving it enclosed, and was now i npatiently, though
cheerfully, calling to Charlie to join him

There is a time for pride, thought Charlie, and this is it, and | haven't got
any. He crept to the window, got down on his hands and knees, and slowy
reached toward the pane. It was there, to ear, to spatial feel, but not to his
hand. He inched outward.

The man, |aughing (but |aughing with, not |laughing at, Charlie was certain)
»wal ked out doors on nothing and cane to him Wen he nmade as if to take
Charlie's hand, Charlie snatched it back. The man | aughed agai n, bent and

sl apped hard agai nst the | evel which unaccountably carried his feet. Then he
stood up and st anped.

Wl |, obviously he was standing on something. Charlie, renenbering (again)
renenbered seeing an old West |Indian woman at San Juan airport, com ng for no
one knows what reason off her first flight, neeting her first escal ator. She



backed and filled and touched and junped, until finally the husky young nan
wi th her picked her up bodily and plunked her on it. She grasped the rail and
shrieked all the way up, and at the top, continued her shrieks; they were,
they had been all along, shrieks of |aughter.

Well, crawl he mght, but he wouldn't shriek. Pale and hol | oweyed, he put a
hand t hrough where the pane wasn't, and sl apped where the nman had sl apped.

This one he coul d feel

Craw i ng on one hand and two knees, paddling ahead of himw th the other hand,
eyes slitted and head back so he would see out but not down, he passed through
the nothing-at-all which so adequately encl osed the room out upon the

not hi ng-at-all which waited outside

The man, whose voice he coul d suddenly hear again, |aughingly beckoned him
farther out, but Charlie was as far out as he intended to be. So to his horror
t he man suddenly swooped on him lifted himbodily, and bunped his right hand
down on a nidair nothing about waist high to hi m—a handrail!

Charlie gazed at his right hand, apparently enpty but grasping a bl essed

somet hing; he could see the flattened flesh at the side of his grip, the
whi t eni ng knuckl es. He placed his other hand beside it and | ooked across the
breeze—there' was quite a breeze—at the other, who said sonething hi his

si ngi ng tongue and poi nted downward. Reflexively Charlie Johns | ooked down,
and gasped. It was probably no nore than two hundred feet, but they |ooked to
himlike mles. He gul ped and nodded, for obviously the nan had sai d sonething
cheerful like "Helluva drop, hey?" Too |ate, he realized that the man had said
t he equi val ent of, "Shall we, old boy?" and he had gone and nodded hi s head.

They dropped. Charlie shrieked. It was not |augther

I he Eon Ton Alleys are—+s—a conplex, consisting of, naturally, bowing
al l eys, and of course an adjoining bar; but a good deal has been added. To the
ti ssue-di spensers, for exanmple, - a second teensy-weensy dispenser for teensy
tissues for mlady's lipstick. To the bar, as well, foamy cottage curtains and
a floor-length skirt around the pretzel -and-egg stand. The barmai d has becone
sonehow a waitress. No one has traced the evolution frombeer out of cans to
pi nk | adi es and even excuse-the-expression vernmouth and soda. The pool tables
are gone and are replaced by a gifte shoppe.

Here sit Jeanette Raile and her neighbor, Tillie Smith, over a well-earned
(Tillie, especially, is getting to be a first-line, |eague-type bow er) crene
de nmenthe frapp6, and get down to the real business of the evening, which

i s—busi ness.

"Accounting is accounting," says Jeanette, "and copy is copy. So why does old
Beerbel ly keep throwi ng his weight around in the copy departnent ?"

Tillie sips and delicately licks. "Seniority," she says, a word which expl ai ns
so nmuch. Her husband works in the public relations departnent of Cavalier
I ndustri es.

Jeanette frowns. Her husband works for the agency that has the Cavalier
account. "He can't push us around."

"Ch," yawns Tillie, whose husband is a little older and doubtless, in sone
ways, a good deal sharper than Herb, "those addi ng- machi ne people are easy to
handl e, because they're so awfully good at seeing what's in front of them"



"What could be not in front of thenP"

"Like that old Trizer that used to be with Cavalier,” Tillie said. "One of the
boys—now don't ask me which one—wanted a little nore roomhi the office, so
he had a chat with the Great Man—you know, funny funny—and nade a bar-bet sort
of thing that he could pad up the old expense account right through the
ceiling and old Trizer would never catch it." She sips, she laughs lightly.

"What happened?" asks Jeanette, agog.

"Why, old Trizer knew nmy—dh, this boy was after him so when the heavy
swi ndl e-sheets started coming hi, he

quietly began to collect themuntil he had a stack heavy enough to drop on
this boy's head. But the boy fed themout so carefully that it took a while.
Meanwhi | e, of course, the Great Man was getting copies each tine he did it
just to keep the funny funny gag alive. So by the time Trizer had his bonb
ready to drop, five weeks had gone by and that was too long for the Great Mn
to think it was funny any nore. So now they kicked old Trizer upstairs to the
rear ranks of the Board of Directors where his seniority can't hurt anyone but
hi msel f."

"Just deserts," says Jeanette

Tillie laughs. "Sounds |ike a good nane for a high-class bakery."
"Just Desserts . . . Oh yes," says Jeanette brightly, for she hadn't thought
of it until now, "Herb's using that line to head up a new presentation to snag
t he Bi g-Bug Bakeries account. Be a dear and don't tell anyone." Meanwhile she
will tell Herb, but with the grasshopper speech—unp, boy, junp.

THEY STOOD ON SPRI NGY turf, Charlie with buckled knees, his conpanion's arm
around him holding himup. Charlie shook hinself and stood, and when he
could, he | ooked up. He then shuddered so hard that the armti ghtened around
him He made an i mense effort and grinned and threw off the arm His
conpani on made a small speech, with gestures for up, for down, for fast, for
the bunp on Charlie's head, for a matrix of humlities which probably included
"I"'msorry." Charlie grinned again and feebly clapped himon the back. He then
cast another worried | ook upward and noved away fromthe building. Not only
was it altogether too big, much too high; the bulk of it seemed to be hanging
over himlike a fist. It was as wild a piece of architecture as the other

t hough more spindl e-shaped than conical, nore topple than top

They noved across the turf—+there seened to be no roads or paths—and if Charlie
had t hought his conpanion's odd garb m ght attract attention, he was

di sabused. He hinself was nuch nore of an oddnment. Not that the people peered,
or crowded about: by no nmeans. But one could sense by their cheerful waves and
qui ckly averted eyes that they were curious, and further, that curiosity was
out of place.

Roundi ng the buil ding, they cane upon perhaps fifty of them splashing in the
pool . For bathing suits they wore only the soft silky sporran things, which
clung to them wi thout visible means of support; but by this time this was a
category he was prepared to accept. They were, w thout exception, gravely
polite in greeting himwith a wave, a smle, a word, and apparently happy to
see Ms conpani on.

Away fromthe pool, they wore a great many kinds and styles of clothes—eften
two by two, though he failed to catch the significance, if any, of this. It
mght be as little as a vivid, all but fluorescent ribbon of orange about the



bi ceps—pl us, of course, the sporran—er it mght be as nuch as baggy
pant al oons, trenendous wi nglike collars, steeple hats, platform sandal s—there
was no end to them and, except for the ones who wal ked in pairs, there was no
simlarity between any of them except in the beauty of their colors and the

ri chness and variety of the fabrics. Costune was obviously adornnent to them
not hi ng nore; unlike any people he had ever encountered or read about, they
seened to have no preoccupation with any particular part of their bodies.

He saw no wonen

A strange place. The air was peculiarly invigorating, and the sky, though

bri ght—ith, now that he | ooked at it, & touch of that silvery radi ance he had
seen in the "padded cell"-—was overcast. Flowers grew profusely, some with
heady, spicy scents, nany quite newto him wth color splashed on with a free
and riotous hand. The turf was as inpossible as the buil di ngs—even and springy
everywhere, conpletely wi thout bald patches or unwanted weeds, and in just as
good shape here, near the buil dings, where scores of people mlled about, as
it was far off.

He was | ed around the building and through an archway which | eaned

i nexplicably but pleasantly to the left, and his conpani on took hin®
solicitously by the arm Before he could wonder why, they dropped straight
down about sixty feet, and found thensel ves standing in an area vaguely like a
subway station, except that instead of waiting for a train they

st epped—+at her, the native stepped; Charlie was hauled —ef f the edge of the

pl atform and had to go through the unpl easant experience of flexing his |egs
to take a drop that

just wasn't a drop—for the pit was bridged fromside to side by the invisible
subst ance which had levitated them down the buil di ng.

Hal f way across, they stopped, the man gave Charlie a querying |ook, Charlie
braced hinmsel f for anything at all and nodded; and, just how, Charlie couldn't
see—+t seemed to be sone sort of gesture—they were flying through a tunnel

They stood still, and there was little sensation of starting or stopping;
what ever it was they stood on whi sked them away at some altogether unlikely
speed until, hi a very few mnutes, they were stopped again at anot her

platform They wal ked into a sort of square cave at the side and were flicked
up to ground | evel under the conical building. They wal ked away fromthe
subway while Charlie concentrated on swallowi ng his heart and decided to |et
his stomach foll ow them whenever it had a mind to.

They crossed to what appeared to be a cave-like central court, all around the
wal I s of which the natives were flashing up, flashing down, on their invisible
el evators; they were a pretty sight with their bright clothes fluttering. And
the air was filled with rmusic; he thought at first it was sone sort of public
address system but found that they sang; softly, noving fromplace to place,
into the public hall and out of it, in beautiful harnonies, they hunmred and
trilled.

Then, just as they approached a side wall, he saw sonething that so dunfounded
hi m he barely noticed the experience of being flipped two hundred feet up like
a squirted fruit-seed; he stood nunb with astoni shnent, letting hinself be
pushed here, led there, while his whol e sense of val ues sonersaulted.

Two of the nen who strolled past himin the central court were pregnant. There
was no mstaking it.

He | ooked askance at his smling conpani on—+the strong face, the well-nuscled
arms and sturdy legs . . . true, the chin was very snooth, and—dh-he had very



prom nent pectoral muscles. The areola was considerably [ arger than those on a
man ... on the other hand, why not? The eyes were slightly different, too.
What's so ... nowlet's see. If "he" were a woman, then they were all wonen.
Then where were the nen?

He recall ed the way sh—h—the way he had been plucked up on the first lift,
in those arnms, |like a sack of soda crackers. Well, if that's what the wonen
coul d do—what could the nmen do?

First he pictured giants—+eal twelve, fifteen-foot behenoths.

Then he pictured sone puny little drone chained up in a.—a service station
some place hi the sub-basenent

And then he began to worry about hinself. "Were are you taking me?" he
dermanded.

H s gui de nodded and sniled and took himby the forearm and he had the choice
of walking or falling flat on his face.

They cane to a room
The door opened . . . dilated, rather; it was an oval door, and it split down
the mddle and drew open with a snap as they approached it, and it snapped

ent husi astically cl osed behind them

He stopped and backed up to the door. He was permitted to. The door felt solid
enough for ten like him and not even a knob

He | ooked up
They all | ooked back at him
Wrerb Roil e goes over to see

Smitty. The kids are asleep. He has an el ectronic baby-sitter about the size
of a portable radio. He knocks, and Smitty lets himin.

"H."
"H."

He crosses to the sideboard in the dining area of Smtty's living room puts
down the sitter and plugs it hi. "Watch' doin'?"

Smitty scoops up the baby he had put on the couch when he went to answer the

door. He hangs it on his shoul der where it attaches itself like a lapel. "Ch,"
he says, "just generally mindin the shop till the boss gets back."
"Boss hell," says Herb

"You the boss in your house?"

"You know, you're kiddin',
case that was a question."

says Herb, "but I'll give you a straight answer in

"Gve nme a straight answer in case."

"Qur kind of people, there is no boss in the house any nore."



"Yeah, | did think things were gettin' out of hand."
"That's not what | nean, bonehead!"
"So what do you mean, headbone?" Smitty asks.

"It's a team that's what | nean. There's a |l ot of yamrering going on about
t he wonen taking over. They're not taking over. They're noving in."
"Interestin" thought. You' re a good, good boy,"
sort of croon.

he says, fatuously and with a

"I''ma what?"
"The baby, ya dumb bastard. He just burped."

"Le's see him Years since | picked up a little one like that," says the
father of three-year-old Karen. He takes the baby from Smith and holds it not
quite at arnms' length. "Dather dather dather." He flaps his tongue far out
with each th sound. "Dather dather."

The baby's eyes get round and, held so under the arnpits, its shoulders hunch
up until its wet chin disappears in its bib. "Dather dather." The baby's eyes
suddenly get al nond-shaped, and it delivers a wide, enpty smile with a dinple
on the left, and a happy, aspirated buzz fromthe back of the throat. "Dather
dat her hey he's smiling," says Herb.

Smith ranges around behind Herb Railes where he can see. |Inpressed, "Goddam"
he says. He puts his face next to Herb's. "Dather dather."

"You got to stick out your tongue far enough so he can see it nove," says
Herb. "Dather dather."

"Dat her dat her dather."

"Dat her dather." The baby stops smiling and | ooks quickly fromone to the
other. "You're confusing him"

"So shut up," says the baby's father. "Dather dather dather."” This so delights
t he baby that he crows and gets the hiccups.

"Schei ss,"” says Smith. "Cone on hi the kitchen while | get his water."

They go hi the kitchen, Herb carrying the baby, and Smith gets a four-ounce
bottle out of the refrigerator and drops it in an electric warnmer. He takes
the baby from Herb and hangs it on his shoul der again. The baby hi ccups
violently. He pats it. "Goddam | told Tillie I'd pick up in here."

"I'"ll be the boy-scout. You got your hands full." Herb takes dishes fromthe
counter-top, scrapes theminto a step-on can, stacks themin the sink. He
flips on the hot water. It is all very famliar to himbecause this sink and
his sink and the sinks "in the houses to right and to left and beyond and
behind all are the sane kind of sink. He picks up the

can of liquid detergent and |ooks at it, pursing his lips. "W never get this
any nore."

"Whuf f 0?"

"Plays hell with your hands. Lano-Love, that's what we get now. Costs a little



nmore but," he says, ending his sentence with "but."

Two extra-lovely hands for two extra little pennies,'
tel evi sion commerci al

says Smith, quoting a

"So it's a comrercial but just this once." Herb turns on the hot water,
tempers it with a little cold, picks up the spray head and one by one begins
hot -rinsing the dishes.

HERE WERE FOUR OF THEM

besi des the one that had brought him Two were in identical clothes—a vivid
green sort of belly-band, and on the hips, the pannier parts of a ful

panni ered skirt. But without the skirt. The tallest one, directly hi front of
Charlie, wore a subverted bathrobe somewhat |ike that of Charlie's conpanion
but dyed a firelit orange. The fourth wore sonething cut on the lines of the
l ower half of an 1890 man's bathing suit, hi electric blue.

As Charlie's startled gaze turned to each, each sniled. They were al

sprawl ed, posed, |ounging on | ow benches and sone hunmmocky hassocky things

whi ch seemed to have grown up out of the floor. The tall one was seated at a
ki nd of desk which seenmed to have been built before and around him (her) after
the seating. Then- warmfriendly smles, and their rel axed posture, were
hearteni ng, and yet he had the transient feeling that these anenities were
anal agous to the hearty rituals of nodern business, which night do anything to
a stranger before it was done with him but which began, "Sit down. Take off
your shoes if you want—we're all buddies here. Have a cigar and don't call ne
mster."”

One of the green ones spoke hi this people's bird-like (if the bird were a
dove) tones to the orange one, gesturing toward Charlie, and | aughed. Like his
conpanion's laugh, it didn't seemto have too nmuch laugh at init. Said
conpani on now spoke up, and there was general merriment. The next thing
Charlie knew, his erstwhile guide, red bathrobe and

all, was hunkered down, eyes squi nched cl osed, feeling about frantically on
the floor. Then he began to crawl on his knees and one hand, poking the other
fearfully ahead, and wearing on his face an excruciating mask of comic terror

They how ed.

Charlie felt his ear-lobes getting hot, a phenonenon which was, in him a
synmpt om of either anger or al cohol, and he was very sure which one it wasn't.
"So let me in on the joke," he runmbled. Still I|aughing, they | ooked at him
per pl exedly, while Red-robe kept on with his imtation of a 20th-century man
meeting his first invisible elevator

Sonet hi ng snapped in Charlie Johns, who had been pushed, pulled, prodded,
dropped, flung, amazed, enbarrassed, and |ost just exactly as rmuch as he could
stand plus a straw s weight. He punted the red-clad rump with all the
education of a high-school varsity toe, and sent the creature skidding across
the roomon its nobile face, alnmost to the foot of the yell ow one's big desk.

Uter silence fell.

Slow y the red-robed one got up, turned to face him while tenderly fondling
t he brui sed backsi de.

Charlie pressed his shoulders a little harder agai nst the unyiel ding door and
wai ted. One by one he net five pairs of eyes. In each was no anger, and very



little surprise; just sorrow, and he found that nore om nous than fury. "Wl
God damm it," he said to the red robe, "You asked for it!"

One of them cooed, and another chortled an answer. Then the red-robed one cane
forward and made a nuch nore el aborate version of the series of npans and

gestures which Charlie had seen before: the "Ol'ma swine, | didn't nmean to
hurt your feelings" message. Charlie got it, but was vexed by it; he wanted to
say, well if you feel it was so wong, why were you stupid enough to do it?

The yell ow one rose, slowy and inposingly, and somehow got di sentangled from
the enbrace of the desk. Wth a warm and pityi ng expression, he uttered a

t hree-syll abl e word and gestured behind him where a door opened, or rather a
part of the wall dilated. There was a soft ululation of assent, and they al
nodded and sniled and beckoned and waved toward it.

Charlie Johns nmoved forward just far enough to enable himto see through the
doorway. What he saw was, as he had expected, heavily |oaded with the

unfam liar, but none of the svelte, oddly unbal anced, interflow ng gadgetry he
saw coul d conceal the overall function of the flat padded table

inits pool of light, the hel net-shaped business at one end, the clanp-like
devices where arnms and | egs m ght go; this was some sort of operating room
and he wanted no part of it He stepped sharply backwards, but there were three
peopl e behind him He whipped up a fist and found it gripped and held, high
and hel pl ess, just where it was. He tried to kick, and a bare leg flashed and
| ocked knees with him and it was a-very strong |l eg i ndeed. The one in the
orange robe came sniling apol ogetically and pressed a white sphere the size of
a ping-pong ball against his right biceps. The ball clicked and col | apsed;
Charlie filled his lungs to yell but could never remenber thereafter whether
he had managed a sound.

"C

9ee this?" Herb says. They

are in Smith's living room Herb is idly turning the pages of the newspaper
Smitty is feeding the water to the baby skilfully spread out along his
forearm and says, "What?"

"Brief briefs—but for nmen."

"You nmean under wear ?"

"Like a bikini only less. Knit. My God they can't weigh nmore'n a quarter
ounce. "

"They don't. Best thing to come al ong since the cocktail onion."

"You got ?"

"You damm bet | got. How rmuch there?"

Herb consults the advertisenent in the newspaper. "Dol-lar'n a half."

"You stop by Price Busters Discount over on Fifth. Two for two seventy-three."

Herb | ooks at the illustration. "Cones in white, black, pale yellow pale blue
and pink."

"Yup," Smitty says. Carefully he wi thdraws the nipple; the baby, hiccups



corrected, is now asl eep

/\ff*

AOMVE ON, CHARLI E-WAKE UP!™

Ch Mom just four nore minutes | won't be |late honest to pete | got in nearly

two o' clock and | hope you nevet find out how pooped | was never m nd what
tine. MonP

"Charlie ... | can't tell you how sorry | am..." Sorry, Laura? But | wanted

it to be perfect. So who hi real life ever makes it together the very first

time? Come on, cone on ... it's easy to fix; we just do it again. . . . Ch-h-h
, Charlie ...

"Charlie?" Your nane Charlie? Just call ne Red.

. once when he was fourteen (he remenbered, renenbered), there was this
girl called Ruth and there was a sort of kiss-the-pillow kid' s party, and no
ki ddi ng, they played post office. The post office was the kind of airlock

af forded by the doubl e outside doors and doubl e, heavily curtained inside
doors of the ol d-fashi oned house on Sansom Street, and all during the party
Charlie kept | ooking at Ruth. She had that special kind of warmolive skin and
sl eek gl ossy short blue-black hair. She had a crooni ng whi spery voice and a
primnouth and shy eyes. She was afraid to | ook at you for nore than a second,
and under that olive skin you could barely see a blush but w thout seeing
anyt hi ng you knew a blush nmade it warmer. And when the giggling and pointing
and pointless chuckling chatter Ied around to Charlie's nane being called, and
then Ruth's, so that he and she would have to go into the post office and shut
t he door, sonething hi himsaid only, "Well, of course!" He held the door for
her and she went in with her eyes cast down so they seened cl osed; with her

I ong | ashes right on her warm cheeks; with her shoul ders rounded with tension
and her two hands hard-hol ding her two wists; with her little feet making
little steps; and to the yawping gallery making catcalls and ki ssing noises,
Charlie wi nked broadly and then shut the door. . . . inside she waited
silently, and he was a brash and forward little rooster known for it and
needi ng to be known for it, and he took her firmy by the shoul ders. Now for
the first time she uncurtai ned her wise shy eyes and let himfall into the far
dark there, where he swam unnoving for years-long seconds; so he said, this is
all I want to do with
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you, Ruth; and he kissed her very carefully and very lightly in the mddle of
her snooth hot forehead and drew back again to totter into those eyes:
because, Ruth, he said, it's all | should do with you. You understand ne,
Charlie, she breathed, you do, you do understand ne.

"You understand me, Charlie. You do, you do understand ne."

He opened his eyes and fogs fled. Someone |eaned cl ose not Mom not Laura not
Red not Ruth not anybody but that thing in the red cutaway bathrobe, who said
agai n, "You understand ne now, Charlie."

Now t he words were not English, but they were as clear to himas English. He
even knew the difference. The structure was different; transliterated, it
woul d run something |ike "You [second person singular, but of an alternative
formdenoting neither intimcy nor formality, but friendship and respect, as
to a bel oved uncle] understand [in the sinple sense of verbal, rather than
enoti onal or psychic understanding] ne [a 'nme' of hel pful guidance and



friendliness, as froma counsellor or guide, and not that of a |egal-or-other
superior] Charlie." He was conpletely aware of all alternative words and their
semantic content, although not of any cultural system which had rmade themt hat
way, and he was aware that had he wanted to reply in English, he could have
done so. Sonething had been added; nothing taken away.

He felt . . . fine. He felt as if he had done without a little sleep, and he
also felt alittle sheepish, froma new inner know edge that his earlier

i ndi gnati on was as pointless as his fear had been; these people had not neant
to ridicule himand gave no indication of wishing to harm him

"I am Seace," said the red-robed one. "Can you understand ne?"

"Sure | can!"

"Pl ease—speak Ledom ™"

Charlie recogni zed the nanme—+t was the termfor the | anguage, the country, and

t he people. Using the new tongue, he said, in wonder, "I can speak it!" He was
aware that he did so with an odd accent, due probably to his physica

unfam liarity with it; |like every | anguage, it contai ned sounds rather nore
special to it than to others, like the Gaelic glottal stop, the French nasal

the Teuton guttural. Yet it was a | anguage well designed for the ear—he had a
flash recollection of his delight, when he was just a kid, of seeing a
typewiter with a script type-face, and how the curly tail of each letter
joined with the one foll ow ng—and the Ledom syl | abl e,

aural ly speaking, joined just as cleverly to the aexL b IHetf the nouth, too,
nore> than does nodern Engi ah. JM » Elizabet han English was nore sonorous an
UM NMWK. ft would hardly be possible to speak Ledomwith the tips opca and the
jaw shut, as many of his contenmporaries did with English, which, inits

evol ution, seenms bound to confound the lip-reader. "I can speak it!" cried
Charlie Johns, and they all cooed their congratul ati ons; he had not felt so
good about anything since the day he was seven and was cheered by all the boys
on the float at a sunmmer canp, when he swam his first strokes.

Seace took him by the upper armand hel ped himto sit They had himdressed in
t he al nbst exact equival ent of a hospital gown anywhere. He | ooked at this
Seace (he recalled now that the "I am Seace" phrase had occurred a nunber of
times since he "arrived," but that previously his ear had not been able to
separ ate one phonenme from another) and he smiled, really smled, for the first
time in this strange world. This elicited another happy mnurmnur.

Seace indicated the native in the orange garnents. "Mel-wis," he introduced.
Melw s stepped forward and said, "W are all very glad to have you with us."

"And this is Philos." The one in the |udicrous blue pants nodded and smil ed.
He had sharp hunorous features, and a quick and polished glitter in his black
eyes that mght hide a great deal

"And these are Nasive and Gocid," said Seace, conpleting the introductions.

The green-cl ad ones sniled then" greeting, and Gocid said, "You re anong
friends. W want to make sure you know t hat, above anything else.”

Melwi s, the tall one, whomthe other seenmed to surround with sone intangible
aura of respect, said, "Yes, please believe that. Trust us. And ... if there's
anyt hi ng you want, just ask for it."

Har noni ously, they all chorussed a ratification



Charlie, warmng toward them wet his |lips and | aughed uncertainly. "Mstly, |
guess . .. information is what | want."

"Anything," said Seace. "Anything at all you want to know "
"Well, then, first of all-where aml|?"
Melwis, waiting for the other to defer to him said, "In the Medical One."

"This building is called the Medi cal One," Seace expl ai ned. The ot her one, the
one we canme from is the Science One."

Grocid said reverently, "Melwis is head [the word nmeant 'organizer' and
' commander' and sonething nore subtle and profound, like "inspirer'] of the
Medi cal One.”

Melwis smled as if acknow edgi ng a conplinent, and said, "Seace is head of
the Science One."

Seace deprecated what was apparently also a conplinent, and said, "Gocid and

Nasi ve are heads of the Children's One. You'll want to see that."
The two be- panni ered ones accepted the accol ade, and Grocid cooed, "I hope you
will come soon."

Charlie | ooked fromone to the other bew | deredly.

"So you see," said Seace (and the "see" was the "conprehend" expression; it
was |ike "now you know all"), "we're all here with you."

The exact significance of this escaped Charlie, though he had the inpression
that it was sonething |arge—+t was as if sonmeone presented to you, at one and
the sane tinme, the Queen, the President and the Pope. He therefore said the
only thing he could think of, which was, "Well, thanks . . ." which seened to
pl ease them and then he | ooked at the one unidentified person |eft—Phil os,
the one in the pants. Surprisingly, Philos winked at him Melw s said

of f-handedly, "Philos here is for you to study."

Whi ch is not precisely what he said. The sentence was forned with a peculiar
grammatical twi st, somewhat |ike the way a man says "Onions don't |ike ne,"
when he neans "I don't like onions.” (O shouldn't. . . .) In any case, Philos
did not seemto merit special honors and congratul ati ons for being what he
was, as did the heads of the Medical One, the Science One, and the Children's
One. Maybe he just worked here.

Charlie put it away for future reference, and then | ooked around at their
faces. They | ooked back attentively.

Charlie asked again, "Yes, but where am]|?"

They | ooked at one another and then back at him Seace said, "What do you
mean, where are you?"

"Ch," said Seace to the others, "he wants to know where he is."
"Ledom " said Nasive.

"So where is Ledon®?"



Agai n the swapped gl ances. Then Seace, with a the-light-is-dawni ng expression
on his face, said, "He wants to know where Ledomis!"

"Look," said Charlie with what he thought was a reason-

abl e amount of patience, "Let's start right fromthe begi nning. Wat planet is
this?"

"Earth!"

"CGood. Now we—Earth?"

"Yes, Earth."

Charlie wagged his head. "Not any Earth | ever heard about."

Everybody | ooked at Phil os, who shrugged and said, "That's probably so."

"It's some trick of this |anguage,"” Charlie said. "If this is Earth, I'ma
..." He could not, in this place, with these people, think of a sinmle
fantastic enough. "I know " he said suddenly, "There would be a word neani ng
Eart h—the planet | |ive on—hi any |anguage! | nean, the Martian word for Mars

woul d be Earth. The Venerian word for Venus would be Earth."
"Remar kabl el " said Phil os.

"Nevertheless," said Melwis, "this is Earth."

"Third planet fromthe sun?"

They all nodded.

"Are you and | tal king about the same sun?"

"Morrent to nmoment," nurnured Philos, "nothing is ever the sane.”

"Don't confuse him" said Melwis in a tone stiff as an |-beam "Yes, it's the
sane sun."

"Way won't you tell ne?" Charlie cried. Hs enption seened to enbarrass them

"W did. W are. W nean to," said Seace warmy. "How el se can we answer? This
is Earth. Your planet, ours. W were all born on it. Though at different
tinmes," he added.

"Different times? You nmean . . . time travel? |Is that what you're trying to
tell nme?"

"Tune travel ?" echoed Melw s.

"W all travel in time," Philos murnmnured.

"When | was a kid," explained Charlie, "I used to read a | ot of what we called
sci ence fiction. Do you have anything like that?"

They shook their heads.
"Stories about—aell, nmostly the future, but not always. Anyway, a lot of them

were witten about tune nmachi nes —gadgets that could take you into the past or
future.”



They all regarded himsteadily. No one said anything. He had the feeling that
no one would. "One thing for sure,” Charlie said at length, shakily, "this
isn't the past." Abruptly,

he was terrified. "That's it, isn't it?2 1'm... I"'min the future?"
"Renar kabl e!'" Phi |l os mnur rmur ed.

Melwis said gently, "We didn't think you'd cone to that conclusion quite so
soon. "

"I t-told you," said Charlie, "I used to read— And to his horror, he sobbed.
| he baby is asleep, and from

the electronic intercom the mate to which is on a bracket hi the doorway

bet ween Karen's and Davy's roonms in the other house, nothing comes but a soft
60-cycl e hum Their wi ves have not yet returned frombowing. It is peaceful
there. They have drinks. Smitty sprawls half-off a couch. Herb is watching the
tel evision set, which happens to be turned off, but the easy-chair in which he
is enfolded is so placed that it is a physical inpossibility confortably to

| ook anywhere el se. So on the blank screen he is | ooking at his thoughts.
Cccasionally he voices one . . . "Snmitty?"

n u]. "
"Say certain words to a wonan, everything goes black."

", . . talkin' about?"

"Differential,’ says Herb
Smitty rotates on a buttock far enough to get both feet on the floor and
al nost far enough to be sitting up

Transm ssion'," Herb murnurs. "Potential'."

" Transmi ssi on what, Herb?"
" '"Frequency' is another one. What | nean, you take a perfectly good woman,
good sense and everything. Runs an Italian finesse in bridge w thout batting
an eye. Measures fornula to the drop and sterilizes it to the second. Maybe
even got an automatic timer hi her head, can take out a four-mnute egg at
exactly four mnutes without a clock. What | nean, has intuition
intelligence, plenty."

"So okay."

"Ckay. Now you start explaining sonething to her that has one of these

bl ackout words in it. Like here at last you can buy a car with a gadget on it
that | ocks both rear wheels in such a way that they turn together, so you can
pul I out

of a spot where one wheel is on ice. So maybe she's read about it in an ad or
Sonet hi ng, she asks you about it You say, well, it just cuts out the
differential effect As soon as you say the word you can see her black out. So
you tell her the differential is nothing conplicated, it's these gears at the
back of the drive shaft that nake it possible for the rear wheel at the
outside of a turn to rotate faster than the wheel at the inside. But all the



whil e you're tal king you can see she is blacked out, and she will stay bl acked
out until you get off the subject Frequency, too."

"Frequency?"

"Yeah, | nentioned it the other day and Jeanette |ike blacked out, so for once
| stopped and said hey, just what is frequency anyway. Know what she sai d?"

"No; what she said?"
"She said it was part of a radio set"
"Well, hell, wonen."

"You don't get what |I'mshootin' at, Smitty. Well hell women, hell! You can't
dismss it like that"

"1l can. It's a lot easier."

"Well it bothers ne, that's all. Wrd like 'frequency' now, if s good English.
It says what it neans. 'Frequent' neans often, 'frequency' neans how often
somet hi ng happens. "Cycles' —+that's another blackout word—seans what it says
too: fromthe top around to the top again. O maybe fromforth to back to
forth again, which anobunts to the sane thing. But anyway, you say a frequency
of eight thousand cycles per second to a woman and she bl acks out twice in a
row si mul taneously."

"Well they just don't have technical mnds."

"They don't? Did you ever hear themtal king about clothes, the gores and tucks
and doubl e french seans and bias cuts? Did you ever see one of them working
one of those doubl e-needl e switch-back oscillating-bobbin self-fornicating
sewi ng machines? O hi the office for that matter, running a double-entry
bookkeepi ng machi ne?"

"Well, | still don't see what's so wong if they don't bother to think through
what a differential is."

"Now you got your finger on it, or near it anyway! They don't bother to think
it through."” They don't want to think it through. They can—they can handl e
much nore conplicated things—but they don't want to. Now, why?"

"Quess they think it's unladylike or something."
"Now why the hell should that be unl adylike? They got

the vote, they drive cars, they do a zillion things nen used to do."
"Yours not to reason why," Smitty grunts, and unfolding fromthe couch, he

pi cks up his enpty glass and conmes for Herb's. "All | knowis, if that's the
way they want it, let'm You know what Tillie got yesterday? Pair desert
boots. Yeah, exactly like mne. Wat | say is, let'mhave their goddam

bl ackout words. Maybe then by the time ny kid grows up, that'll be the way he
can tell which one is his father, so v/ive la difference,"

HEY BROUGHT H' M FROM
the operating roomto a place which they assured hi mwas his own, and bade him

good-bye in a way so ancient it preceded the phrase itself; it was the "God be
wi th you" from which good-bye evolved. It was Charlie's first encounter with



their word for God and their way of using it, and he was inpressed.

He lay alone in a rather small room tastefully decorated in shades of bl ue.
One entire wall was wi ndow, overl ooking the park-1like |andscape and the
uneasily-tottering Science One. The floor was a little uneven, |ike many of
those he had seen here, slightly resilient and obvi ously waterproof, so
designed that it obviously could be cleaned by flooding. At the corner, and in
t hree pl aces about the room the floor reached upward in nushroom or soft

boul der contours to form seating arrangenents, and the corner one could be
altered by pressure on a small panel to be w der, narrower, higher, or
possessed of any nunmber of bunps, grooves and protuberances, in case one
shoul d want a prop under the shoul ders or knees. Three vertical gol den bars by
this "bed" controlled the Ilights; a hand pl aced between the first two, and

rai sed or |owered, controlled the intensity, and a hand simlarly slid between
the second two ran the whol e spectrum of color. An identical arrangenent was
pl aced near the door —er nore properly, the unbroken wall which had in it a
segnent which dil ated open when one gestured at a distinctive squiggle in the
swirling design inprinted on the

surface. The bed wall |eaned i nward, the opposite one out, and there were no
square corners anywhere

He appreci ated their understandi ng thoughtful ness in giving himthis needed
privacy in which to pull hinself together; he was grateful, angry,
confortable, |onesone, scared, curious and indignant, and such a stew nust
cool before anything could precipitate.

It was easy at first to whistle a whinmsy in this dark: he had |ost a world,
and good riddance; what with one thing and another, he'd been getting pretty
sick of it, and if he had ever thought there was a way of getting out of it
alive, he mght have wi shed for it.

He wondered what was left of it. Did we get the war? What lives in the Taj
Mahal nowtermites or al pha particles? Did that clown win the election after
all, God forbid?

"Mom did you die?"

Charlie's fattier had been so proud when he was born, and he had planted a
redwood tree fromseed. A redwood tree in Westfield, New Jersey! in the m dst
of a chicken-run, job-lot, shingle-and-lath type of devel opement project,
fiendi shly designed to be obsol escent ten years before the nortgage coul d be
paid off; he had visualized it towering three hundred feet high over the
ruins. But then he had i nexcusably dropped dead, with his affairs in such a
mess and his life-insurance prem uns unpaid, that Charlie' s nother had sold
the few spoonsful of equity he had built up in it, and had noved away. And
when Charlie was seventeen, he had gone back, noved by he knew not what, on a
sort of pilgrinmage; and though he had never known his father, finding the

house still there, finding it a slumas his father had predicted, and finding
the tree alive and growi ng, he had done a strange thing; he had touched the
tree and he had said, "It's all right, Dad." Because Mom had never known need

or a day of worrinent while he lived, and had he lived, she m ght never have
known them but hi sone way she seened convinced that he knew, trouble by
troubl e, scrape by scrape, humliation by hardshi p, what she was going

t hrough, and inside, she seened to feel as a woman m ght whose man was
steadily beating the love out of her and all the tolerance. So in sone vague
way Charlie felt he had to go and say that to the tree, as if his father |ived
hi it |like a god dammed hanmadryad or sonething; he found it very enbarrassing
to remenber the thing at all, but he renenbered, he renenbered.



Because that tree could be big now O if enough tinme had

gone by, it could be dead. ... If the Texas redhead was a wart-nosed ol d madam
in sone oil seaport by now, the tree would be pretty darn big, and if Ruth
(what the hell ever happened to Ruth?) was dead and gone, the tree mght be
the biggest thing in the whole North Jersey conpl ex.

Al right; now he knew one of the things he had to find out. How far? How | ong
ago? (Not that it would make too rmuch difference. Wuld it be twenty years,

and the world changed and hostile but still too much the same, like R p van
Wnkle's? O if it were a hundred, or a thousand, what real difference would
that make to hin) Still: the first thing he had to find out was, How far?

And the next thing had to do with he, hinself, Charlie Johns. As far as he had
been able to find out so far, there was nothing |ike himhere, only those
Ledom whatever the hell they were. And—what were they?

He renenbered a thing he had read somewhere: was it Ruth Benedict? Somnething
about no itemof man's |anguage, or religion, or social organization, being
carried in Ms germcell. In other words you take a baby, any color, any
country, and plank it down anywhere else, and it would grow up to be like the
peopl e of the new country. And then there was that article he saw containing
the sane idea, but extending it throughout the entire course of human history;
take an Egyptian baby of the time of Cheops, and plank it down in nodern GCsl o,
and it would grow up to be a Norwegi an, able to | earn Morse code and naybe
even have a prejudi ce agai nst Swedes. What all this ambunted to was that the
nost careful study by the npbst unbi assed observers of the entire course of
human hi story had been unable to unearth a single exanple of human evol ution
The fact that humanity had come up out of the caves and finally built an

el aborate series of civilizations was beside the point; say it took them
thirty thousand years to do it; it was a fair bet that a clutch of nodern

babi es, reared just far enough to be able to find their own food and then cast
into the wilderness, night well take just as long to build things up again.

Unl ess some evol utionary | eap, as huge as the one that had produced hono sap
inthe first place, had occurred again. Now, he knew nothing yet about the
Ledom-Aot hing to speak of; yet it was clear a) that they were humans of sone
sort and b) they were drastically unlike any humans of his time. The
difference was nore than a social or cultural difference—Auch nore than the
di fference, say, between an Australian aborigine and an agency executive. The
Ledom

were physically different in many ways, some nMe. tonme not. So say they

evol ved from humanity; was tbtt a dw n> Item One: How far? Well, how | ong does
a nutatiMtttef He didn't know that, but he could | ook out of his w adnr
(staying a respectful three paces away fromit) and see tome scores of bright
fl ecks movi ng about hi the parkland bel ow, they were, or seened to be, adults,
and if their generations were the thirty years or so one thought of when one

t hought of generations, and if they did not lay eggs |like a salnon and then
hatch themall, why, they seened to have been around for quite a while. To say
not hi ng of their technol ogy: how |l ong does it take to get the bugs out of a
design like the Science One yonder? . . . That was a much harder question to
answer. He remenbered reading an ad in a magazine listing ten quite comon
items on a shopping list, alumnumfoil, an anti-biotic ointment, mlk in
cartons, and the like, and pointing out that not a single one of these things
could be had twenty years ago. If you lived in a technology |ike that of the
m d-twentieth century, you were there to see the vacuum tube displaced by the
transistor and that by the tunnel diode, while in one ten-year period the
artificial satellite nmoved fromthe area of |aughable fantasy to a hunk of

har dwar e broadcasting signals fromthe other side of the sun. Maybe he was as



funny as the West Indian |ady on the escal ator, but he shouldn't overl ook the
fact that her first escalator, strange as it was to her, wasn't even a product
of her .future.

So hang on to that, he told hinmself urgently. Be not too anazed. There were a
ot of people living in his time who never did latch on to the idea that the
curve of technol ogical progress was not a flat slanting line like a diving
board, but a geonetrical curve like a ski-junp. These wi stful and m xed-op
soul s were always suffering fromattacks of belated conservati sm clutching
suddenly at this dying thing and that, trying to keep it or bring it back. It
wasn't real conservatismat all, of course, but an unthought |onging for the
dear ol d days when one could predict what would be there tomorrow, if not next
week. Unable to get the big picture, they wel comed the conveni ences, the

m niaturization of this and the speed of that, and then were angrily confused
when their support of these things changed their world. Wll he, Charlie
Johns, though he nade no pretense of being a bigdonme, seened al ways to have
been aware that progress is a dynam c thing, and you had to ride it |eaning
forward a little, like

on a surfboard because if you stood there flat-footed you' d get drowned.

He | ooked out again at the Science One, and its unlikely stance seened |like an
illustration of what he had been thinking. You'll have to | ean strange ways to
ride this one, he told hinmself . . . which brought himback to the formnul a*
tion of Question Two.

He nustn't waste his tinme now wondering how it had been done—how he had been
snatched fromthe worn wooden steps between the second and third floors of 61
North 34th St., in his 27th year. How was certainly a matter of their

technol ogy, and he couldn't be expected to figure that out He could hope to

| earn how, but not to deduce it. What he had to know was—why?

That broke itself down into a couple of compartnents. He had a right to be

bi assed, and assune that getting himhere was a | arge and i nportant

undertaki ng—but it was a fair assunption. Finagling with space and tine could
hardly be small items. So there was this to consider: why had this |arge and

i mportant thing been done? that is to say, what were the Ledom getting out of
it? ... Well, it could be purely a test of their equipment: you got a new
fish-lure, you try it out just to see what it will catch. O: they needed a
speci men, any ol d specinmen, fromexactly or about his portion of time and
space, so they dredged it and it happened to be Charlie Johns. O: they wanted
Charlie Johns and no other, so they upped and got him And this |last, though
logically the Ileast likely, he unabashedl y found easiest to believe.
So Question Two resolved itself, Why me? And Question Three followed as a
corollary: Wth ne, what? Charlie Johns had his faults, but he had, as well,
a fairly balanced estimate of hinmself. He hadn't been snatched for his beauty
nor his strength nor his intelligence, he was sure, because the Ledom coul d
have done better in any or all departnents, right there in his neighborhood.
Nor was it for any special skill; Charlie used to say of hinself that the only
reason he wasn't a bumwas that he worked all the tinme, and maybe he was a bum
anyway. He had left high school in the tenth grade one tinme when Mom got sick
and what with one thing and anot her he never went back. He had sold | adies
underwear, refrigerators, vacuum cl eaners and encycl opedi as door to door; he
had been a short order cook, el evator operator, puddler in a steel nmll,
seaman, carnival shill, bulldozer operator, printer's devil and | egman for a
radio station. In between tinmes he had swanped on tractor-

trailers, sold papers, posted outdoor advertising, painted autonobiles, and
one*, at a world trade fair, he had nade a living for a while snearing
soft-fried egg-yol k on dishes so a denonstration di shwashi ng machi ne coul d



wash it off. He had, always, read everything and anything he could get his
hands on, sonetines at wild random and sonetines on the reconmendati on

knowi ngly or not, of soneone he had been talking to; for furiously, wherever
he went, he struck up conversations and picked people's brains. Hs erudition
was wi de and also full of holes, and sonetines his speech showed it; he would
use words he had read and not heard, and was al ways barking his tongue on
them For exanple he had for years pronounced the word "msled" as, "mzzled."
for a reason which denonstrates the clarity of his logic if nothing else: as a
child he had seen on a box of English biscuits the picture of a trunpeter
fromwhose instrunent came a staff of nusic with the staff drawn in wavy
lines, probably to convey the idea of a fanfare in vibrato. Directly under and
besi de the staff was the legend "Don't be msled"; to Charlie, "m zzled" neant
to be sort of wobbly and confused, like those lines. It was amazi ng how many
peopl e, for how | ong, caught his meani ng when he used this word.

So ... he was what he was, and for that, or for sone of ft, he had been reel ed
out of his world into this one. And that compartnented, too:

Either their purpose was to get himhere, or—+t was to get himaway from
t here!

He nused on this. \What had he been, or what had he been doi ng—er about to
do—that the future didn't want himto be or do?

"Laura!" he cried aloud. It was just beginning, it was real, it was forever.
Could that be it? because if it was, he was going to find a way and then he
was going to weck this world, if he had to blow it up like a balloon and
stick a hole init.

Because | ook: If he were hi the future, brought there to prevent sonething he
was about to do in the past, and if it involved Laura, then the thing they
wanted to prevent was probably any nore Laura; and the only way that could
have been worth their while was if Laura and he had a child or children. Wich
meant (he had read enough science fiction to be able easily to follow such a
conjecture) that in some exi stence, some tinme-streamor other, he had in fact
married Laura and had children by her; and it was this they had decided to
interfere with.

"Ch God, Laura!" he cried ... she had not-quite red, not-quite blonde hair so
that if you said apricot it would be too' bright a name for the color; her
eyes were brown, but so light in shade that it was the brown you use for gold
when you haven't got gold paint. She defended herself fairly and cl ean

wi t hout any coyness or cone-on, and when she surrendered it was with all her
heart. He had wanted a lot of girls since he had discovered there was nore to
themthan giggling, tattling and shrieks. He had |oved a few. He had had nore
than a fewnore than his share, he sonetines thought—ef the ones he had

want ed. But he had never (until Laura) had a girl he loved. It was |ike that
thing with Ruth, when he was only fourteen. Sonething always happened. At
these ti mes—there had been a nunber of them-he had wanted the girl he | oved
nore than anything else hi life, except one thing, and that was: not to spoi
it. ... He had had fantasies, fromtune to tine, about that, about a

gat her-hag of the four or five girls with whomthis had happened, how they got
their heads together to figure out why, |loving themand they knew he did, each
one of themwhy he had backed off. And how they woul d never, never be able to

figure it out. Well, girls, that was the answer, take it or leave it, the
sinmple answer: | didn't want to spoil it
Until now.

"Now " he cried aloud, startling hinself. Wat the hell did "now' nean?



until Laura, until that kind of whol e-hearted surrender. Only you
couldn't call that surrender, because he surrendered too; they both did, al
at once, altogether. Just that once; and then on the way home, on the stairs .

Question Two was why nme? "You better have a damm good reason,"” he nuttered to
the distant, tilted Science One. And it led to Question Three: Wth nme, what?
and its breakdown: he rmust go on, sonehow, in this place—and he felt that that
woul d al nost certainly be it—er he would be able to go back. He had to find
out about that.

He had to start finding out right now. He put his hand across all three of the
bars that controlled the lights, and the door dil ated.

"Feel better?" said Philos.
NJ ff-screen an i mp- chor us

shouts "Goozl e Goozle" in unison, and then with what sounds |ike ashcan |ids,
goes Wham Wham On screen is a face: snooth, shiny-full-Iipped, thick arch
eyebrows, and arch is the word but (and "but" here is unavoi dabl e) sideburns
down to here, and a thick nmuscul ar neck sticking out of the collar of an open
bl ack | eather jacket. Goozle Goozle

(Wham Wham) Coozl e Goozle
(Wham Wham) Coozl e Goozle

(Wham ) but instead of the whamfor which one is tensed (Smtty's

tel evision has a sound systemon it of imense authority, and that wham has a
subsonic that scares you) the heavy fringe of |ashes round the pale eyes cones
up and the voice cuts in, an unhurried and unsexed voice, singing a tune. The
words are somet hing about Yee Ooo: | hold Yee Ooo, | kiss Yee Ooo, | love Yee
oo, Ooo- 0o. The canera dollies back and the singer is observed in a notion
whi ch one m ght explain by asserting that the singer, with infinite anbition
is attenpting to grasp between his buttocks a small doorknob strapped to a

nmet ronone. An expl osion of hysterical pipings causes the canera to cut to the
front row of the audience, where a gaggle of girleens are speaking in tongues
and shuddering fromthe internal inpact of their own gender. Back to the
singer who is (this nust be the case) riding of fstage upon an invisible node
of that bicycle-like excercizing machi ne the handl ebars of which go forward
and back while the pedal s go high-stepping round and round and the saddle, the
saddl e goes up and down.

Smith casts a long arm hooks the control, and twitches the TV set dead.
"Jesus. "

Herb Raile | eans back in his big chair, closes his eyes, lifts his chin and
says, "Sensational." "What?"
"He's got sonething for everybody." "You like itl" Smth's voice cracks on the

second word.
37

"I never said that," says Herb. He opens his eyes and glares w th nock
ferocity at Smith. "And don't you ever quote me | said | did, hear?"

"Well you said sonething/'



"I said he is sensational, which | allowyou'll allow™"
"Il allow"

"And | said he's got sonething for everybody. The jailbait speaks for itself—=

" Squeaks. "

Herb | aughs. "Hey, |I'mthe copy expert here. . . . Squeak to nme of |ove. Hey
can use that . . . and those who are noved by feelings of overt or |atent
honosexual ity, find an object And the young bulls like bis actions and his
passions and are willing to copy the D.A haircut and the jacket And the
worren, especially the ol der ones, like hint best of all; it's the baby face

and the flower eyes that does it." He shrugs. "Something for everybody."

"Forgot to nmention your old neighbor buddy Smth," says Smth.
"Well, everybody needs sonething to hate, too."
"You're not really kiddin', Herb."

"Not really, no.
"You bot her ne, boy," says Smth. "Wen you get like this you bother ne."
"Li ke what ?"

"Li ke you get all serious."

"lIs bad?"

"Man shoul d take his work seriously. Shouldn't take himself seriously, how he
feels and all."

"\What happens to the nman?"

"He gets dissatisfied.” Smith |ooks at Herb owishly. "Man's in adverti sing,
say, gets serious about products, say, does serious product research on his

own time. Subscribes to, say, Consumer Reports. Gets feelings and takes them

seriously. CGets an account, can't take his work seriously."

"Put down the big gun, Smitty," says Herb, but he is a little pale. "Man picks
up a new account, that's the nost serious thing."

"Everything el se, kicks."

"Everything el se, kicks."

Smith waves at the TV set "I don't like it and nobody's going to like it"

It comes to Herb Raile then who sponsored that rock and roll show A
conpetitor. Smith's conpetitor Nunmber One. Ch God ne and ny huge nouth. Wsh

Jeanette was here

She woul dn't have nissed that. He says, "I said it was a | ousy show and
didn't like it."

"So you got to say it first, Herbie, so you get understood." He takes Herb's
gl ass and goes away to build one nore. Herb sits and thinks like an ad man



shoul d. One: the custoner is always right. Two: But give ne a single package
fromwhich cones all the odors of all the sins of all the sexes and | shal
nove the earth. And that-—-he glances at the great dead cataract of the dead TV
eye—that was dam near it

n
0 FEEL BAD, REAL BAD, "

said Charlie Johns. He was aware that though in speaking Ledom he did it the
way one shoul d speak hi a foreign tongue—that is, to think in that |anguage
bef ore speaki ng—hi s English idiomcane through quaintly, like a Frenchman's
engaging "is it not?"s and "but yes"s.

"I understand," said Philos. He cane all the way into the room and poi sed near
one of the built-in, or grown-on rmushroom hassocks. He had changed to an
orange and white striped arrangement |ike wi ngs which sprang fromhis

shoul ders on stays of sonme sort; they swung free behind him H's well-knit
body was, except for nmatching shoes and the ubi quitous silken sporran

ot herwi se uncovered. "My |?"

"Ch sure, sit down, sit down. . . . You do not understand."

Phil os raised a quizzical eyebrow. H s eyebrows were thick and seened | evel

but when he noved them which was often, one could see that they were slightly
peaked, each separately, like two furry alnmost flat ridged roofs.

"You' re—hone," said Charlie.

He thought for an unconfortable flash of tine that Philos was going to take
his hand in synmpathy, and he stirred. Philos did not, but carried quite as

much synpathy in his voice. "You will be too. Don't worry."

Charlie raised his head and | ooked carefully at him He seenmed to nean what he
said, and yet... "You mean | can go back?"

"I can't answer that. Seace—
"I"mnot asking Seace, |I'm asking you. Can | be sent back?"
"When Seace—

"I'l'l handl e Seace when the time cones! Now you square with me: can | be sent
back, or not?"

"You can. But—*

"But hell."

"But you m ght not want to."
"And why not ?"

"Please,"” said Philos, and his wi ngs quivered with his earnestness, "Don't be
angry. Please! You have questions—urgent questions—+ know that. And what
makes themurgent is that you have in your mnd the answers you want to hear
You will be nore and nore angry if you do not get those answers, but sone
can't be given as you would hear them because they would not be true. And
others . . . should not be asked."



"Says who?"

"You! You! You will agree that sone should not be asked, when you know us
better."

"I will like hell. But let's just try some out and get this ice broken. You
will answer thenP"

"I'f I can, of course." (Here again was a grammatical shift. Hs "If | can"
neant al nost the same as "if | amable,"” but there was a shadow of "if | am
enabled" init. On the other hand—was he nerely saying he woul d answer if he
had the information? which after all is what "enables" an answer.) Charley put
t he t hought aside, and gave himthe urgent Question One.

"How far did you come? . . . How do you nean?"

"Just what | said. You took ne fromthe past. How | ong ago was that?"
Phi | os seenmed genuinely at a loss. "I don't know

"You don't know? Or—Ao one knows?"

"According to Seace—

"Up to a point," said Charlie in exasperation, "you're right; sone of these
questions will have to wait, at least until | see that Seace."

"You're angry again."
"No I"'mnot. I"'mstill angry."

"Listen," said Philos, leaning forward. "W are a—well, a new people, we
Ledom Well, you'll learn all that. But you can't expect us to count tine as
you do, or continue sone nethod of nonths and nunbered years that has nothing
to do with us. ... And how can it really matter—ow? How can you care at al
how l ong it has been, when your world is finished, and only ours is left to go
on?"

Charlie turned pale. "Did you say ... finished?"
Sadly, Philos spread his hands. "Surely you realized
"What could | realize!" Charlie barked; then, plaintively, "But-but-but ... |
t hought maybe sonebody . . . even very old . " The inpact wouldn't cone al
at once, but flickered about himhi flashes of faces—Mm Laura, Ruth-and

changi ng massive chords of darkness.

Seace said gently, "But | told you you could go back and be what you were born
to be."

Charlie sat nunmbly for a time, then slowy turned to the Ledom "Really?" he
said, pleadingly, like a child prom sed the inpossi bl e—but prom sed.

"Yes, but then you'll be there know ng . " Phil os made an incl usive
gesture, "all you'll know "
"Ch hell," said Charlie, "I'll be hone—that's the thing." But something inside

hi m was | ooking at a newfound coal of terror, was breathing on it, making it
pul sate bright and brighter. To know about the end—when it was com ng, how it
was conming; to know, as man has never known before, that what was coning



really was the end, was it. . . . You lie down beside Laura's warm body
knowing it. You buy Mom s | ousy tabl oid newspaper that she believes every word
of, knowing it. You go to church (maybe pretty often, knowing it) and watch a
weddi ng go by with the white-silk confection sitting so close to the

butt on-busti ng groom nidst a roaring sea of happy car-horns, knowing it. Now
hi this crazy of f-balance place they wanted to tell himjust when, just how

"I tell you what," he said hoarsely, "you just send ne back and just don't
tell me when or how Ckay?"

"You are bargai ning? Then will you do sonething for us?"

"I+ Charlie made a funble at the sides of his hospital gown, but there were
no pockets to turn out enpty, "—+ got nothing to bargain with."

"You have a pronmise to bargain with. Wuld you nake a prom se, and keep it, to
get that?"

"If it's that kind of promise | could keep."

"Ch, it is, it is. It's just this: Know us. Be our guest. Learn Ledomfromtop
to bottom—+ts history (there isn't rmuch of that!), its custons, its religion
and reason for being."

"That coul d take forever."

Phi | os shook his dark head, and hi his black eyes, the lights gl eanmed. " Not
too I ong. And when we feel you really know us, we will tell you, and you'll be
free to go back. // you want to."

Charlie laughed. "That's an if?"

Soberly, Philos answered him "I think it is.

Just as soberly, Charlie Johns said, "Let's look at the fine print, friend.
The cl ause about 'not too long' bothers nme. You could claimthat | didn't know
al |l about Ledomwhen it turns out | haven't counted every nolecule in every
eyeball in the place."

For the first tine Charlie saw the flush of anger in a Ledom face. Philos said
levelly, "W would not do anything Iike that W do not and | think we could
not . "

Charlie felt his own anger stir. "You're asking me to take a hell of a lot on
faith."

"When you know us better—
"You want ne to make prom ses before | know you better."

Surprisingly, engagingly, Philos sighed and sniled. "You are right—for you.

Al'l right then—o bargains now. But pay attention: |I offer this, and Ledom
will stand by it: if, during your exam nation of us and our culture, you find
yoursel f satisfied that we are showi ng you everything, and that we are
progressing with the di sclosure fast enough to suit you, you may make the
prom se to see it through. And at the end, when we are satisfied that you have
seen enough to know us as we woul d have you know us—then we wUJ do whatever
you wi sh about sendi ng you back."

"Hard to argue with a deal like that. . . . And just for the record, suppose



never do maeke that pronise?"

Phi | os shrugged. "You'll probably be returned to whence you cane in any case.
To us, the inportant thing is to have you know us."

Charlie | ooked long into the black eyes. They seemed guil el ess. He asked,
"WIl | be able to go anywhere, ask any question?"

Phi | os nodded.
"And get answers?"
"Any answer we are [enabled] to give."

"And the nore questions | ask, the nore places | go, the nore | see, the
sooner | get to | eave?"

"Exactly so."

"I'I'l be dammed," said Charlie Johns to Charlie Johns. He rose, took a turn
around the room while Philos watched him and then sat down again. "Listen,"
he said, "before | called you in here | had nyself a think. And | thought up
three big questions to ask you. Mnd you, in thinking themup, | didn't know
what | know now-that is, that you were prepared to cooperate."

"Try them then, and be sure.”

"I nmean to. Question One we have been over. It was, how

long in the future—fy future—did | cone." He held up a quick hand. "Don't
answer it. Aside fromwhat you' ve said, which isn't nuch but which seens to be

that Seace is the one to answer such questions, | don't want to know. "

"That' s—

"Shush a minute until | tell you why. First of all, it mght be a tipoff as to
when the end canme, and | honestly don't ever want to know that. Second, now
that | think of it, | can't see it would nake any difference. If | go

back—hey: are you sure | would go back to the very place and tinme |I started
fronP"

"Very close to it."

"Ckay. If that's so, it can't matter to me whether that's a year or ten

t housand years back. And in the meantine |I'd as soon not think of my friends
old or ny friends dead, or any of that: when | go back 111 be with my friends
again."

"You'll be with your friends again."

"Al'l right: so nuch for Question One. Question Three is also answered; it was,
What is going to happen to me here?"

"I"'mglad it's answered."
"Al'l right; that leaves the one in the mddle. Philos: Wy ne?"
"I beg your—=

"Why me? Wy me? Way didn't you find soneone el se for your body-snatching? O



if it had to be nme, why did you bother? Was it that you were testing your
equi prent and took what cane? Or do | have sone special quality or skill or
somet hing that you need? Or—did you, oh damm youl did you do it to stop ne
from doi ng somet hi ng back t hen?"

Phil os recoiled fromhimand his vehemence—not so rmuch in fear, but in
surprise and di staste, as one mght step back froma burst sewer pipe.

"I shall try to answer all of those questions," he said cooly, having given
Charlie thirty seconds of silence to hear the unpleasant echoes of his own

voice, and to be sure he was finished. "First of all, it was you and only you
we took, or could have taken. Second: yes, we were after you especially, for a
special quality you have. The last part is, you'll surely agree with ne,
ridiculous, illogical and hardly worth your anger. For |ook: (the "look" was

"Attend: reason this out: CObserve: reflect.") In view of the fact that you
have every chance of being returned to al nost exactly whence you cane, how
could your rempval possibly affect your subsequent acts? Very little tine will
have passed."

A owering, Charlie thought that over. "Well," he said at
l ength, "maybe you're right. But 1'll be different, wouldn't you say?"

"From knowi ng us?" Pbil os | aughed pleasantly. "And do you really and truly
bel i eve that know edge of us can seriously affect you as you were?"

In spite of his wishes, an answering grin tugged at the corner of Charlie's
nmout h. Philos had a good laugh. "I guess it can't. Al right." Mich nore
agreeably, he asked, "Then would you nmind telling ne what's so special |'ve
got that you need?"

"I do not mind at all." (It was one of the tinmes when Charlie's idiomcane out
soundi ng quai nt, and Philos was clearly, but with friendliness, imtating
him) "Qbjectivity."

"I"'msore and |'mbew I dered and I"'m |l ost. Wat the hell kind of objectivity
is that?"

Philos smled. "Ch, don't worry: you qualify. Look: did you ever have the
experi ence of having an outsider—and not necessarily any kind of a
speci al i st —say sonet hi ng about you that taught you somet hi ng about

your sel f —sonet hi ng you coul dn't have known without the renmark?"

"l guess everyone has." He was rem nded of the tinme he heard the voice of one
of his mnor-episode girl-friends com ng unm stakably through the thin
partition of a bathhouse at South Beach—and she was tal ki ng about him —
saying, "—and the first thing he'll say to you is that he never went to

coll ege, and he |l ong ago got so used to conpeting with college graduates that
he doesn't bother to find out any nore whether or not." It was not a | arge
thing nor too painfully enbarrassing, but never again did he nention the
matter of college to anyone; for he hadn't known he always said it, and he
hadn't known how silly it sounded.

"Well, then," said Philos. "As | told you, we are a new race, and we nake it
our business to know everything we can about ourselves. W have tools for this
purpose that | couldn't even describe to you. But the one thing, as a species,
we can't have, and that is objectivity."

"That may be all very well, but I'mno expert at observing races or species or
cultures or whatever it is you're driving at."



"You are, though. Because you're different. That al one makes you an expert."
"And suppose | don't |ike what | observe?"

"Don't you see," said Philos urgently, "that does not matter? Liking or not
liking us will be only facts amobng facts. W wi sh to know what becones of what
you see when it is processed by what you think."

"And once you have it—=

"We know ourselves better."

Wyly, Charlie said, "All you'll knowis what / think."

Just as wyly, Philos said, "W can always take exception

At last, they laughed together. Then, "Okay," said Charlie Johns. "You're on."
He delivered a mighty yawn and excused hinself. "Wen do we start? First thing

i n the norning?"

"I thought we>—"

"Look," Charlie pleaded, "l1've had a | ong day, or whatever it was, and |'m
beat . "
"You're tired? Ch well, then, | don't mind waiting while you rest sone nore."

Philos settled hinself nmore confortably in his seat.

After a noment of perplexed silence, Charlie said, "What | nean is, | have to
get some sleep.”

Phil os sprang up. "Sleep!"™ He put a hand to his head, struck it. "I do
apologize; 1'd quite forgotten. O course! . . . how do you do it?"
" Huh?"

"W don't sleep.”

"You don't?"

"How do you do it? The birds put their heads under their wings."

"I lie down. | close ny eyes. Then | just---lie there, that's all."
"Ch. Al right. FIl wait. About how | ong?"

Charlie | ooked at hi maskance: he could be kidding. "Usually about eight
hours."

"Ei ght hours]" and inmedi ately, courteously, as if ashaned for having shown
ei ther ignorance or curiosity, Philos noved toward the door. "I'd better |eave
you alone to do it. Wuld that be all right?"

"That woul d be fine."
"I'f you should want anything to eat—

"Thanks, they told nme about that when they told me how to work the lights,
remenber ?"



"Very well. And you'll find clothes in the closet here." He touched, or al npst
touched, a swirl in the wall-print opposite. A door dilated and sl amed shut

again. Charlie got a glinpse of shatteringly brilliant fabrics. "Pick out what
you like best Ah ..." he hesitated ... "you'll find themall ... ah

conceal ing, but we've tried to design themas confortably as possible in spite
of that. But you see ... none of the people have ever seen a nmale before."

"You' re—femal es!"
"Ch—no!" said Philos, waved and was gone.

&miih runs to Ad Buccaneer, Herb Railes observes, standing in Snith's
downst ai rs bat hroom and | ooking into the medici ne chest. The nedicine chest is
on the wall over the toilet, and there is another chest over the vanity shelf,
which is beside the sink. Al these houses have the two chests. In the
prospectus they were labelled H's and Hers. Jeanette called themH s and Qurs,
and apparently Tillie Smith is (in Herb's earlier phrase) noving in as well,
for one and a half of the four shelves are cluttered with fenminalia. As for
the rest, there is Ad Buccaneer Erector Set, which nakes the beard stand up
bef ore shaving, and A d Buccaneer Captain's Orders, which nmakes the hair lie
down after combing. Also Ad Buccaneer Tingle, a bath oil with added Vitam n
C. (Herb one tine got a huge yuk out of a dictionary definition of buccaneer:
a sea robber, and said no wonder they have to put nore of the stuff in it, but
it was not the kind of joke that makes Smitty | augh.) Personally Herb is a
little sorry for Smtty to be stuck with all that O d Buccaneer, because there
is better stuff on the market. Sleek Cheek for exanple. Herb owes rmuch of his
altitude at the agency to the fact of having authored Sl eek Cheek's slogan: a
picture of a Latin American wolf (carefully continental, if your tastes were
transatlantic) rubbing jowls with an ecstatic and manmari f erous mensahi b, over
the | egend You wan' a sl eek cheek?

Wl l! Herb says, alnost aloud. A tube of pile ointnent

Tranquilizers of course, buffered aspirins and a bottle of nonstrous
hal f - bl ue, half-yell ow capsules. One three tines a day. Achronycin, Herb is
willing to bet. Carefully touching nothing, he |leans forward to peer at the

| abel . The date tells himthat it was bought three nonths ago. Herb thinks
back. That was about the tinme Smitty quit drinking for a while.

Prostate, hey?

Colorless lipstick—for chapped lips. Colorless nail polish. Touch stick. What
the hell is a touch stick, No. 203 Brown? He |eans closer. The fine print says

For tenporary retouching

bet ween applications of TouchTone tint. Tine nmarches on, Smitty. Better yet
delete the conma: Time marches on Snitty.

CHARLI E REMEMBERED

(remenbered, renmenbered) a chant he had heard in kindergarten. He had heard it
fromthe big kids, the kids in second grade, the girls skipping rope:

Hut ch- ess Put ch-ess bring the Dutch-ess
Mom nay's going to have a ba-by

Not a boy



Not a girl
But just alit-tle ba-by.

Chanting silently, he fell asleep. He dreaned about Laura, . . . they had
known each other such a little time, and yet forever; already they had a

| over's language, little terms and phrases with neaning for themand for no
one else: That's a man thing, Charlie. He could say, "That's a woman thing,
Laura," even about her shrill small squeak when the June bug got caught in her
apricot hair, and nake her | augh and | augh

Waki ng, he went through a strange zone, coming to a place of sensibility in
whi ch he knew clearly and coldly that Laura was separated from hi m by

i npenetrabl e barriers of space and tine, but hi which, simultaneously, his

not her sat at the foot of the bed. And as he passed through this zone, it
becane clearer and clearer to himthat he was in Ledom so that there would be
none of that traveler's disorientation on fully awakening; yet with it, the
sense of his nother's presence became stronger and stronger, so that when he
opened his eyes and she was not there, it was as if he had seen her—she
hersel f, not her inage—di sappear with an audi bl e pop. Therefore, furious and

i njured, he awoke crying for his nother. ... \Wen he had his feet under him
and his head at last on top, he walked to (but not too near) the w ndow and

| ooked out. The weat her had not changed, and he seened to have slept the clock
around, for the sky, though still overcast, was quite as bright as it had been
during his trip fromthe Science One. He was ravenous; and, renenbering his

i nstructions, he went to the shelf-bed on which he had slept, and pulled

outward on the bottomof the first of the three golden bars. An irregular
section of the wall (nothing was ever square, flat, vertical or exactly snooth
around here) di sappeared up and back rather |ike the cover of a rolltop desk,
and as if the orifice were a comic nouth thrusting out a broad tongue, a kind
of board slid outward. On it rested a bow and a platter. In the bow was a
species of gruel. On the platter was a nound of fruit, exotically col ored and
exquisitely arranged to nmake the best artistic display of its inprobable
series of shapes. There were one or two honest bananas and oranges, and sone
grape-like things, but the others were bulging and blue, nottled, iridescent
vernmlion and green, and at |east seven varieties of red. Wiat he wanted nore
than anything else in the world, this or any other, was something cold to
drink, but there was nothing like that. He sighed and picked up an

orchi d-col ored gl obe, sniffed it—+t snelted, of sdl things, like buttered
toast—and tentatively bit intoit. He then enmitted a | oud grunt of

ast oni shment, and cast about bun for sonething with which to wi pe his face and
neck. For though the fruit's skin was, to his lips, at roomtenperature, its
juice, which emerged under considerable pressure, was icy cold.

He had to use his white gown to nop up with, after which he took up a second
speci men of the orchid fruit and tried again, with gratifying results. The
clear, cold juice was without pulp, and tasted |ike apples with an overtone of
ci nnanon.

He then | ooked at the gruel. He had never been fond of cooked cereals, but the
aroma fromthis one was appeti zing, though he could not place it. An object

| ay beside the bow, a tool of some sort. In outline it was spoonlike, but
actually it consisted only of a handle holding a bright blue, fine wire | oop
rather like a miniature tennis racquet without strings. Puzzled, he held it by
the handl e and thrust the loop into the porridge. To his surprise the grue
mounded up over the wire loop as if it had had a solid spoon-bow under it.
Lifting it, he saw that the food mounded on the underside in the sane way—not
one bit nmore, and it didn't drip. Cautiously he mouthed it, and found it so
delicious he could not be perturbed at the rubber-sheet texture of the



invisible area inside the | oop. He | ooked at it, true, and thrust an
experimental finger through it (it resisted his finger only slightly) but al
the while he was rejoicing, gland by salivary gland, at the savory,
sweet - spi cy, and downright muscul ar belly-filling nature of the gruel-like
food. The flavor was utterly newto him but, gobbling until the blue wire was
distorting

itself against the enpty bottom of the bow, he prayerfully wi shed to see it
ifgain some tine soon.

Content, physically at |east, he sighed and rose fromthe bed, whereupon the
board with its cargo silently slid into the opening which i medi ately becane
part of the wall. "Room service," Charlie nurnured, wagging his head in
approval. He crossed to the closet Philos had shown himand pal ned the
squiggle in the wall design. The door dilated. The compartnent was

illum nated, again by that dull sourceless silver glow Casting a wary eye on
the edges of the irregul ar oval opening—for that thing could open and cl ose
wi th real enthusiasn+he peered inside, hoping to see his good brown nor mnal
United States pants. They were not there.

Instead was a row of constructions—that was the only word for it—ef fabrics
stiff and floppy, starched, filny, opaque, and all of these in conbinations;
reds, blues, greens, yellows, fabrics which seened all colors at once, with

t hreads pi cking up one and anot her hue fromthose around them and fabrics
with no color at all, which subdued anything they overlaid. These were put
toget her in panels, tubes, folds, drapes, creases and seans, and variously
scal | oped, fringed, enbroidered, appliqued and henmed. As his eye and hand
became inured to this dazzle, a certain system becanme manifest; the nel ange
could be separated, and certain internal systens renmpved to be inspected by

t hensel ves as garnents. Some were as sinple as a night-shirt—functionally
speaki ng, though anyone sleeping in one would surely dream he was being sliced
by a diffraction grating. There were nether garments too, in the form of

fl oppy pantal oons, |eotards, tight briefs, Gstrings and |oin-cloths, as well
as kilts long and short, flowi ng and crinolined, skirts full and hobbl ed. But
what was this glittering two-inch wide, eight-foot ribbon, built Iike a series
of letter Us attached by their top ends? And how were you supposed to wear a
perfect sphere of resilient black material —en your head?

He put it on his head and tried to balance it there. It was easy. He tipped
his head to roll it off. It stayed where it was. He pulled at it. It wasn't
easy. It was inmpossible. It was stuck to him It didn't pull at his hair
either; it seemed to be his scalp it was stuck to.

He went to the three gold bars, prepared to lay his hand across themto cal
Phil os, and then paused. No, he'd get dressed before he called for help.

What ever these crazy m xed-up people turned out to be, he still felt he didn't
want

to resume the practice of having a worman hel p himget dressed. He'd quit that
some years ago.

He returned to the closet. He quickly learned the knack of hanging clothes in
it. They were not on hangers exactly, but if you took a garnent and spread it
the way you wanted it to hang, and touched it to the wall inside the door at
the right, it stayed the way it was. Then you could shove it across the closet
where it slid as if on a wire, only there was no wire. Wen you pulled it out,
it collapsed and was sinply an enpty garnent again.

He found a | ong piece of material shaped roughly like the outline of an
hourglass, with a length of narrow ri bbon at one end. The material was a



sati sfyingly sober navy blue, the ribbon a rich red. Now, he thought, that
ought to diaper up into a pretty fair pair of trunks. He pulled off the white
gown—fortunately it was open in the back, or he'd never have gotten it off
over the black ball that bounced and nodded over his head with every nove. He
pl aced the ribbonless end of the blue material on his abdomen, pulled the rest
between his |l egs and up the back, and getting hold of the ends of the ribbon
brought them around the sides, nmeaning to tie themtogether hi front. But
before he could do that they fused into one, with no sign of a join or seam

He tugged at the ribbon; it stretched, then cane slowy back until it was snug
around his waist, where it stopped contracting. Marveling, he tugged the free
front end of the material up until it was tight enough to suit himin back and

between the legs, then let the free end fall hi a sort of apron in front. He
turned and twisted, looking at it admiringly. It fitted like his own skin, and
al t hough his legs were, at the sides, bare up to the waist, with only a strip
of red belting there, he was otherw se, as Phil os had suggested, conceal ed.

As for the rest of bun, he'd just as soon skip it, for, as he had | earned hi
his brief outdoor experience, this was a tropical place. On the other hand,
nost of these people seened to wear sonething on the top half, if only an
arnmband or somet hing on the shoul der bl ades. He nmused at the clutter of finery
in the closet and saw a patch of the same dark blue as the garment he was
wearing. He pulled it out. It seemed to be a sort of coat or cloak, which
appeared heavy but was actually feather-light, and not only was it an exact
match, but it had a thin piping of the sanme red as the wai stband of his
breech-clout. Putting it on turned into a puzzle, until he realized that, |ike
the red thing Seace had worn, it did not come over the shoul ders but went
under the arms instead.

It had the same stand-up collar hi the back, and hi the front it nmet just over
hi s* breastbone. There was no f astening there, but it needed none; it settled
softly onto his pectoral nuscles and clung there. The waist was fitted, though
it did not meet in front; still, it was fitted and stayed that way. The skirt

was not |ike Seace's, pulling back and down to a swallowail, but was squared

of f at about knuckle length all the way around.

And there were shoes in the bottomof the closet; on a shelf he saw the
i rreduci ble minimumin shoes: shaped pads nade to adhere to the ball of the
foot and the toes, underneath, and others to fit only the heel, w th nothing
bet ween. There were many others, too; thonged and buckl ed sandal s, and sandal s
with ties and sel f-fusing ribbons and no apparent fastening at all; soft
pliant knee boots of many col ors, turned-up, Turkish style shoes, platforns,
huaraches, and many, nmany others, excepting anything which mght confine or
cranp the foot. He let color be his guide, and sure enough, found a pah- of
al nost wei ghtl ess, chanois-1ike boots which exactly matched the predom nantly
navy, touched with crinmson outfit he was wearing. He hoped they were his size
and they were, perfectly, beautifully; and then he realized that
certainly all these shoes would naturally be his or anyone's size.

Pl eased with hinsel f, he tugged once again aimessly at the ridicul ous bl ack
bubbl e bobbi ng on his head, and then went to the bars and pal med them The
door dilated with a snap, and Philos wal ked in. (What-was he standing with his
nose on it for the last eight hours?) He was wearing a spreading kilt of
amaryllis yell ow, matching shoes, and a bl ack bol ero, which he seened to have
put on backwards. But on himit didn't |look bad. H s el oquent dark face
lighted up as he saw Charlie: "Dressed already? Ch, finel" and then

i ndescri bably puckered. It was a tight expression which Charlie couldn't quite
fat hom

"You think it's all right?" he asked. "I wish | had a mrror."



"OfF course," said Philos. "If | may . He waited. Charlie sensed that in
an of fhand, ritualistic way, |ike "Gesundheit," he was responding to the
request. But—with "My |?"

"Well, sure," said Charlie, and gasped. For Philos touched his hands

t oget her—and then Phil os was gone! and instead soneone el se stood there,
respl endent in deep navy with a high collar which excellently framed his
rather |ong face,

with well-fitting trunks with a nicely-draped apron hi front of them wth
very handsone shoes, and even with the bare shoul ders which surnounted the
full jacket, and the silly black ball hobbling on its head, the figure was a
pretty snorky one. Except for the face, which unaccountably did not matter to
hi m

"Al'l right?" The figure vani shed and Phil os reappeared; Charlie stood there
opennout hed. "How did you do that?"

"Ch, | forgot—you couldn't have seen that." He extended his hand, on which he
wore a ring of bright blue netal, the sane glistening blue as the wire with
which Charlie had eaten bis breakfast. "Wien | touch it with ny other hand, it
makes a pretty good mirror." He did so, and the handsome figure with the silly
ball on its head reappeared and then vani shed.

"Now that is a gadget," said Charlie, for he had al ways been fond of gadgetry.
"But why on earth do you carry a mirror around with you? Can you see yourself
init too?"

"Ch no." Philos, though he still wore the puckered expression, nmanaged to
build a smle intoit. "lIt's purely a defensive device. W seldom quarrel, we
Ledom and this is one of the reasons. Can you inmagi ne yourself getting al
wor ked up and contorted and illogical (the word contained the concepts for
"stupi d* and "inexcusable") and then com ng face to face with yourself,

| ooki ng at yourself exactly as you | ook to everyone el se?"

"Cool you down somne," agreed Charlie.

"Which is why one asks pernission before using it on anyone before doing so.
Just politeness. That's something that's as old as ny kind of humanity and
probably yours too. A person resents being shown hinself unless he
specifically wants it."

"You have quite a toy-shop here," said Charlie admiringly. "Well ... do | pass
nmust er ?"

Phi | os | ooked hi mup and down and up, and the puckered expression intensified.
"Fine," he said in a strained voice. "Just fine. You ve chosen very well.
Shall we go?"

"Look," said Charlie, "you've got sone trouble or other, haven't you? I|f
there's anything the matter with the way I look, nows the time to tell ne.

"Ch well, since you ask ... do you," (Charlie could see he was choosing his
words carefully) " do you care very much for that—ah-hat?"

"That, for God's sake. It's so light | alnost forgot about it, and then you
and the mrror tiling—hell no! | touched

it to my head sonehow or other and | can't get it off no way."



"That's no trouble." Philos stepped to the closet, dilated it, reached inside
and came out with sonething about the size and shape of a shoehorn. "Here—ust
touch it with this."

Charlie did so, and the black object tunbled to the floor where it bounced
soggily. Charlie kicked it into the closet and repl aced the shoe-horn thing.
"What is that?"

"The de-stator? It inactivates the biostatic force in the material."

"And biostatic force is what nakes these clothes stick to thenselves and to
nme?"

"Well, yes, because this is not exactly non-living material. Ask Seace:
don't understand it myself."

Charlie peered at him "You still got trouble. You' d better come out with it,
Phil os."
The pucker increased, and Charlie had not thought it could. "I'd rather not.

The last tinme anyone thought you were funny you booted nun cl ear across
Melw s' central chanber.”

"I"'msorry about that. | was a lot nore lost then than I amnow. . . . So—eut
withit."

"Do you know what that was you were wearing on your head?"
"No. "

"A bustle."”

Shouting with laughter, they left the room

They went to see Melw s.

"T

| ake their tine bowing," says Smth.

"Qut on strike."

"A funny funny copy man." But Smith is not putting Herb down; he is |aughing
i nsi de.

The silence falls. They are tal ked out. Herb knows that Smith knows that each
knows the other is | ooking for something to say. Herb reflects that it's a
funny thing people can't just be together w thout burping out words, any old
words; but he does not say it aloud because Smith mght think he's getting
serious again.

"Cuffs going out again," says Smth after a while.

"Yeah. MIlions and mllions of guys getting their pants altered. Wat you
suppose the tailor does with all the cuffs? And what happens to all the cuff
material the manufacturers don't use?"

"Make rugs."

"Cost the sane," says Herb, neaning the new cuffless pants.



"Ch yeah." Smith knows what he neans.
That sil ence agai n.

Herb says, "You got nuch wash-n-wear?"
"A few Everybody does."

"Who washes it and wears it?"

"Nobody, " says Smith, with a touch of indignation. "Any good cleaner's got a
speci al process by now, does a good job."

"So why wash- n-wear ?"

Smith shrugs. "Wy not?"

"l guess so," says Herb, knowi ng when to get off a subject

The sil ence.

"01" Farrel."

Herb | ooks up at Smith's grunt, and sees Smith | ooking out and across through
his picture wi ndow and the picture wi ndow of the split |evel house diagonally
opposite. "Wat's he doi ng?"

"TV, | guess. But dig the crazy chair."

Herb rises, crosses the room He carries an ashtray, puts it on the table,
cones back. Froma hundred and thirty feet away he doesn't seemto be staring.
"One of those contour chairs."

"Yeah, but red. In that room how can he get a red chair?"

"Just stick around, Smitty. He'll be renodeling.”

«KO»

"Remenber two years ago, all knotty pine and ranch type stuff, and then one
day in cone that big green chair of his. Inside of a week, voom Early
Anerican.”

"Ch yeah."

"So inside of a week, you watch."

"Voom "

"That's what | said."

"How can he pop for two renodeling jobs in three years?"

"Maybe he got relatives.”

"You know hi n?"

"Me? Hell no. Never been hi the place. Hardly said hello."



"Thought he was hard up though."

"Wauf f 0?"

"Car."

"So he spends it on renpdeling."

"Queer people anyway."

"What type queer?"

"Tillie saw her buy bl ackstrap nol asses at the super

"Ch hell," says Herb, "it's like a cult, that stuff. No wonder about the car
Probly don't even care who sees it's eighteen nonths old."

The sil ence.
Smith says, "Bout tine painted this place.”
Herb says, "Me too."

VWhite |ights scythe the | andscaping; Smith's station wagon wheels into the
drive, into the carport and dies. Car doors slamlike a two-syllable word.
Fermal e voi ces approach, two speaking simultaneuosly, neither mssing a thing.
The door opens, Tillie cones in, Jeanette cones in.

"H bulls, what's bulling?"
"Just man talk," says Smth.
I

THEY WALKED UNDULATI NG

corridors and twi ce stepped harml essly into bottom ess pits and were whi sked
upwards. Melw s, in a diagonal arrangerment of w de ribbon wapped to the
right around his body and down his right |leg, and wapped to the left down
around his left leg, yellow and purple, was al one and | ooked quite inposing.
He greeted Charlie with grave cheerful ness and clearly, openly, audibly
approved the navy-blue outfit.

"IT leave you," said Philos, to whomMelwi s had paid no attention whatever
(whi ch, thought Charlie, might have meant only acceptance) until he said this,
nodded and smiled kindly. Charlie waved a finger, and Phil os was gone.

"Very tactful," said Melwi s approvingly. "W have only one |like Philos."

"He's done his best for ne,
"I think . . ."

said Charlie, and then added in spite of hinself,

"Well now," said Melwis, "Good Philos tells nme you feel much better."
"Let's just say |'m beginning to know how | feel," said Charlie, "which is
nore than | knew when | first got here.”

"Unsettling experience." Charlie watched himcarefully, in some way conpelled
to. He had no reference whatever as to the probabl e age of these people, and
if Melwis seemed older, it was probably the sum of that barely acknow edged



respect which others gave him and his slightly larger size, and fuller face,
and the really extraordi nary—even here—spaci ng of his eyes. But there was
not hi ng about any of these people which bespoke agi ng as he had known it.

"So you want to find out aU there is to know about us."
"I certainly do."

"\Why 2"
"That's my ticket hone." The phrase was so idiomatic that it was nearly
nmeani ngl ess in the | anguage, and Charlie knew it as soon as he said it. There
seened no concept for "payment" or "pass" in the tongue; the word he had
chosen for "ticket" came out neaning "label"” or "index card.” "I mean," he
suppl enented, "I amtold that when | have seen all you care to show ne—

"—and all you care to ask—

"—and give you ny reactions to it, you are prepared to put me back where
cane from"

"I ampleased to be able to ratify that,"” and Charlie got the inpression that
wi t hout bragging, Melwis was informing himthat for him Melwis, toratify
it was a large neasure. "Let us begin." Sonehow that seened like a witticism

Charlie | aughed puzzledly. "I hardly know where." Sonme words he had read
somewher e—Charl es Fort? Ch! How he'd have loved this setup!—Fort had said, "To
nmeasure a circle, begin anywhere.” "Al right then. I want to know about

somet hi ng personal about the Ledom™"
Melw s spread his hands. "Anything."

Suddenly shy, he couldn't ask directly. He said, "Philos said something |ast
ni ght —er anyway, just before |I slept . . . Philos said you Ledom had never
seen the body of a male. And | i mediately thought he neant you were al
femal es. But when | asked him he said no. Now, either you're one or the

ot her, right?"

Melwi s did not answer, but remained still, |ooking at himkindly fromthose
wi de eyes and keeping a poised, also kindly, half-smle on his lips. In spite
of his enmbarrassment, which for sone reason began to be acute, Charlie

recogni zed the technique and admired it; he'd had a teacher once who did that.
It was a way of saying "Figure it out for yourself,"” but it would never be
used on anyone who had not all the

facts. Sort of like the "Challenge to the Reader” in an Ellery Queen whodunit.

*

Charlie junbled together in his mind all the uneasy inpressions he had had on
the matter: the large (but not unusually |arge) pectoral devel opment, and the
size of the areol ae; the absence of w de-shoul dered, narrow hi pped

i ndividuals. As to other cosnetic characteristics, |like the hair, worn in as
many different ways as clothes, though predom nantly short, and the cl ot hes
thensel ves with .their wild variegation, he refused to be I ed astray.

Then he turned to the | anguage, which so unaccountably (to him he could speak
with fluency, and yet which was constantly presenting himw th mysteries and
eni gnas. He | ooked at the grave and patient Melwis, and said to hinmself in
Ledom "I amlooking at him" And he exam ned the pronoun "him' by itself for
the very first tine, and found that it had gender only in his own reference;



when he spoke the word it translated to "hini in English because, for sone
reason of his own, Charlie preferred it that way. But in its own reference, in
the Ledom tongue, it had no sexual nor gender neaning. Yet it was a persona
pronoun; it would not be used hi speaking of things. In English, "it" is an

i nper sonal pronoun; the word "one" used as a pronoun is not, stilted though it
may be: "One would think one was in Paradise." The personal pronoun—and there
was only one! in Ledomwas |ike that: personal and w thout gender. That
Charlie had told hinself it was "he" was Charlie's own mistake, and now he
knew it.

Did the pronoun's having no gender nean the Ledom then had no sex? For that
woul d be one way to make Phil os' extraordinary remark consistent: they had
never seen a nale, but they were not females.

The words and concepts "male" and "fenal e" existed in the | anguage ... the
alternative was: both. The Ledom each of them had both sexes.

He | ooked up into Melwis' patient eyes. "You' re both," he said.
Melwi s did not nove or speak for what seened a very long tinme. Then his
hal f-smi | e broadened, as if he were pleased at what he sawin Charlie's

upturned face. CGently, then, he said, "Is that such a terrible thing?"

"I haven't thought whether or not it's terrible," said Charlie candidly. "I'm
just trying to figure howit's possible.”

"I'"ll show you," said Melwis, and in his stately way he rose and cane around
his desk toward the stricken Charlie.

Hi, bul b!'" says Tittle

Smith. "Wat's bulling?" "Just nman talk," says Smith. Herb says, "Hi, bow s.
What's bowl i ng?" Jeanette says, "Three strikes and |'mout." "Herb al ready
used the gag," Smith says in his | eaden way,

which isn't true. Tillie tops themall: "Wat's everybody saying highballs

for? Let's all have a drink."

"Not us," says Herb quickly, clinking ice in an otherw se enpty glass. "l've
had mne and it's late."

"Me too," says Jeanette because she gets the nessage.

"Thanks for the drinks and all the duty jokes," Herb says

to Smith.

"Let's not tell 'em about the dancing girls,"” says Smth. Jeanette nmakes wi de
bow i ng gestures. " '"Night, Til. Keep

"emrolling."

Tillie al so makes bow i ng gestures, causing Smith to reseat hinmself on his

shoul der bl ades, where he nuch prefers to be in any case. The Rail es gather up
her bow ing bag, Herb grunting dramatically as he hefts it, and the
baby-sitter, which Jeanette unplugs and tucks under Herb's left armwhile she
i nserts her handbag under bis right, and because she is a lady, waits for him
to open the door for her with his knee.



"ifr
"fcSOME TH'S WAY," M EL-

wi s said, and Charlie rose and followed himinto a smaller room One whole
end, floor to ceiling, was a pattern of slits with | abel s—sone sort of filing
system he presuned; and Lord preserve us, even these were not in straight
l[ines, but hi arcs . . . and come to think of it, they did resenble the arcs
he had seen drawn on an assenbly bench, once, by an

efficiency expert: maxi numreach of right hand, optimumreach of |eft hand,
aad so on. Attached to one wall was a flat white soft shelf—an exani nation
table if ever he saw one. Melwi s, hi passing, batted it gently and it

foll owed hi mdown the room slowy sinking, until when it was within ten feet
of the wall it was at chair height "Sit down," Melw s said over his shoul der

Numbly, Charlie sat, and watched the big Ledora stand and gl ance over the

| abel s. Suddenly, surely, he reached up. "Here we are." He hooked his sl ender
fingertips in one of the slots and noved his hand downward. A chart began
feeding out of the slot; it was about three feet wi de and was very nearly
seven feet long. As it cane down the lights in the roomslowy dimed, while
the picture on the chart brightened. Melwi s reached up and started a second
chart and then sat beside Charlie.

The roomwas now totally dark, and the charts blazed with light In full color
they were the front and side views of a Ledom clad only hi the silky sporran
whi ch began perhaps an inch under the navel and fell, w dening from perhaps a
pal s breadth at the top, to its | ower edge, which was roughly three inches
above md-thigh, and which extended fromdie front of one leg to the front of
the other. Charlie had seen them already, |onger and shorter than this, and

al so red, green, blue, purple and snow white, but he had yet to see the Ledom
who went without one. It was obviously a tight taboo, and he did not commrent

"We shall dissect," said Melw s, and by neans unperceived by Charlie Johns,
he caused the chart to change: blip! And the sporran, as well as the
superficial skin under it, were gone, exposing the fascia and sone of the
nmuscle fibres of the abdominal wall. Wth a long bl ack pointer he magically
produced, he indicated the organs and functions he described. The tip of the
pointer was a needle, a circle, an arrow and a sort of half-parenthesis at his
will, and his | anguage was concise and ultinmately geared to Charlie's

guesti ons.

And Charlie asked questions! Hi s unease had | ong since di sappeared, and two of
hi s nmost deep-dyed characteristics took over: one, the result of his

omi vorous, undisciplined, indefatigable reading and picking of brains;

second, the great gaping holes this had left in his considerable body of

know edge. Both appeared far nore drastic than he had heretofore known; he
knew ever so much nore than he knew he knew, and he had between five and seven
times as nuch m sinformation and i gnorance than he had ever dreaned.

The anatom cal details were fascinating, as such things so often are, and for
t he usual reason which overwhel s anyone with the vestiges of a sense of
wonder: the ingenuity, the invention, the efficient conplexity of a living

t hi ng.

First of all, the Ledomclearly possessed both sexes, hi an active form First
of all, the intromttent organ was rooted far back hi what might be called, in
hono sap., the vaginal fossa. The base of the organ had, on each side of it,
an os uteri, opening to the two cervixes, for the Ledomhad two uteri and

al ways gave birth to fraternal twins. On erection the phall os descended and



energed; when flaccid it was conpletely enclosed, and it, in turn, contained
the urethra. Coupling was mutual ++ndeed, it would be virtually inpossible any
other way. The testicles were neither internal nor external, but superficial
lying in the groin just under the skin. And throughout, there was the npst
mar vel | ous reorgani zati on of the nervous plexi, at |east two new sets of
sphincter muscles, and an el aborate redistribution of such functions as those
of Bartholin's and Cowper's gl ands.

When he was quite, quite satisfied that he had the answers, and when he coul d
think of no nore, and when Melw s had exhausted his own pronptings, Melws
flicked the two charts with the back of his hand and they slid up and

di sappeared into their slots, while the Iights canme up

Charlie sat quietly for a nonent. He had a vision of Laura—ef all wonen ... of
all nen. Biology, he renenbered irrelevantly; they used to use the
astronom cal synbols for Mars and Venus for male and female. . . . Wat in

hel | would they use for these? Mars plus y? Venus plus x? Saturn turned upside
down? Then he heeled his eyes and | ooked up at Melw s, blinking. "How hi the
nane of all that's holy did humanity get that churned up?"

M elw s | aughed indul gently, and turned back to the rack. He (and even after
such a denonstration, Charlie found hinself thinking of Melwi s as "he"—which
was still the convenient translation of the genderless Ledom pronoun) he began
hunti ng up and back and down. Charlie waited patiently for new revel ati on, but
Melw s gave an annoyed grunt and wal ked to the corner, where he placed his
hand on one of the ubiquitous, irregular swirls of design. Atiny voice said
politely, "Yes, Melws."

Melw s said, "Tagin, where have you gone and filed the hono sap
di ssections?"

Cane the tiny voice, "In the archives, under Extinct Prinmates."

M elw s thanked the voice and went round to a second bank of slots at the
side. He found what he was |ooking for. Charlie rose when he beckoned, and
cane to him and the bench followed obediently. Melw s tapped down nore
charts, and seated hinself.

The lights di med and went out; the charts flanmed. "Here are di ssections of
hono sap., male and female,” Melw s began. "And you descri bed Ledom as
churned up. | want to show you just how little real change there has been."

He began with a beautiful demonstration of the enbryol ogy of the human
reproductive organs, showing how simlar were the prenatal evidences of the
sexual organs, to the end of showing howreally simlar they remained. Every
organ in the male has its counterpart in the female. "And if you did not cone
froma culture which so exhaustively concentrated on differences which were hi
t hensel ves not drastic, you would be able to see how small the differences
actually were." (It was the first tine he had heard any of the Ledom nmake a
know edgeabl e reference to hono sap.) He went on with sone charts of a

pat hol ogi cal nature. He denobnstrated how, w th biochem cals al one, one organ
could be made to atrophy and another actually performa function when it
itself had been vestigial to begin with. A man could be nade to |actate, a
worman to grow a beard. He denonstrated that progesterone was normally secreted
by mal es, and testosterone by females, if only in limted amobunts. He went on
to show pictures of other species, to give Charlie an idea of how w de a
variety there is, in nature, in the reproductive act: the queen bee,

copul ating high in mdair, and thereafter bearing within her a substance
capabl e of fertilizing literaUy hundreds of thousands of eggs for literally
generation after generation; dragon-flies, in then* wi nged | ove-dance wth



each sl ender body bent in a U fornmng an al nost perfect circle whirling and
ski mmi ng over the marshes; and certain frogs the femal e of which | ays her eggs
in large pores hi the male's back; seahorses whose nales give birth to the
living young; octo-pods who, when hi the presence of the bel oved, wave a
tentacle the end of which breaks off and swins by itself over to the fenale
who, if willing, enfolds it and if not, eats it. By the tune he was finished,
Charlie was quite willing to concede that, hi terms of all nature, the
variati on between Ledom and hono sap. was neither intrinsically unusual nor
especially drastic.

"But what happened?" he asked, when he had had a chance to mull all this. "How
did this conme about?"

Melwi s answered with a question: "Wat first crawl ed out of the muck and
breathed air instead of water? Wat first came down out of the trees and

pi cked up a stick to use as a tool? What manner of beast first scratched a
hol e hi the ground and purposely dropped in a seed? It happened, that's all
These thi ngs happen. "

"You know nore about it than that," accused Charlie. "And you know a | ot about
hono sap. too."

Wth a very slight touch of testiness, Melwis said, "That's Phil os

specialty, not mne. As far as the Ledomis concerned. As for honmo sap., it
was my understandi ng that you purposely wi sh not to know the time or nature of
its demise. No one's trying to deny you information you really want, Charlie
Johns, but does it not occur to you that the begi nnings of Ledom and the end
of homp sap. may have sonmething to do with one another? Of course . . . it's
up to you."

Charlie dropped his eyes. "Th-thanks, Melws."

"Talk it over with Philos. He can explain if anyone can. And I'll allow " he
added, smiling broadly, "that he knows where to stop better than | do. It
isn'"t in nmy nature to withhold information. You go talk it over with him™"

"Thanks," Charlie said again. "I+ will."

Melwis' parting word was to the effect that Nature, profligate though she may
be, generator of transcendant and conplicated blunders, holds one single
principle above all others, and that is continuity. "And she will bring that
about," he said, "even when she nmust pass a miracle to do it."

« N

\Jh, you knowit's great,"

Jeanette says to Herb as she makes a couple of nightcaps (anyway) and he is
returning to the kitchen after | ooking at the children, "it's great having
nei ghbors like the Sniths."

"Great," says Herb.

"Like | nean interests in common."

"Do any good tonight?"
"Ch yes," she says, handing himthe glass and perchi ng agai nst the sink
"You' ve been working for seven weeks on a presentation for the Big Bug
Bakeries to sell a pronotion



on luxury ice-cream and cake shoppes." She pronounces it "shoppies." »
"l have?"

"Nanme of store chain, Just Desserts."

"Ch hey, purty purty. You're a genius."

"I"ma scrounge,"” she says, "Tillie came out with it as a crack and maybe
she'll forget she said it which is why you've been working on it for seven
weeks. "

"Clever clever. WIIl do. Snmitty put ne down once tonight,"

"You punch himin the nose?"

"Sure. Mddle-large wheel in big account. Fat chance."

"Whoppen?"

He tells her about the TV show, how he said sone things that sounded |ike
conpliments for it, and it sponsored by the competition

"Ch," she says. "You fool you, but all the same he's a wick." Awick is their
personal idiomfor anyone who does w cked things.

"I got out fromunder pretty good."
"Al'l the same, you want to get a bonb ready just in case."

He gl ances out the wi ndow and across the lot. "Awful close for a bonb to go
bang. "

"Only if they know who dropped it."

"Aw, " he says, "we don't want to bomb him"

"Course not. We just want a bomb in case. Besides, | got a bonmbsight it would
be a shane to waste." She tells himabout old Trizer who got kicked upstairs
and woul d be so happy to roll sonething down on Smitty.

"CGet off him Jeannette. He got prostate.”

" "And there he lay, prostate on the floor.' He tell you?"

"No, | found out, that's all." He adds, "Piles too."

"Ch goody. 1'Il twig Tillie."

"You are the nost vindictive female | ever heard of."

"They put ny little buddy-buddy-hubby down, and I won't let'm™

"Besides, she'll think | told you."

"She'll only wonder and wonder how it ever got out. IIl fix it,
buddy- buddy- hubby. We're a team that's what."

He swirls his drink and watches it spin. "Snmitty said sonething about that."



He tells her about the desert boots and how Smitty thinks pretty soon the kids
won' t know which one is the father.

"Bot her you?" she says brightly.

" Sone. "

"You forget it," she tell him "You' re hanging on to sone-

body's dead hand from way back. What we are, we're a new kind of people,

buddy- buddy. So suppose Karen and Davy grow up without this big fat Thing you
read about, the father inage, the nother image, all like that."

'"The Story of ny Life, by Karen Railes. Wien | was a lit-tul girrul
di d-unt have a nomny and dad-dy like the other lit-tul boys and guruls, | had
a Conmttee.'"

"Comm ttee or no, gloony-Cus, they have food drink clothes house and | ove, and
isn't that supposed to be all of it?"

"Well yes, but that father inmage is supposed to be worth

somet hing top."

She pats himon the cheek. "Only if you way down deep feel you have to be big.
And you're already sure you're the only one big enough to belong to this
Conmittee, right? Let's go to bed."

"How do you mean that ?"

"Let's go to bed."

HARLI E JOHNS FOUND Pm

| os standing outside Melwis' office, looking as if he had just arrived. "How
was it?"

"Huge," said Charlie. "It's, well, overwhelmng, isn't it?" He | ooked
carefully at Philos, and then said, "I guess it isn't,

not to you."

"You want nore? Or was that enough for now? Do you

have to sl eep agai n?"

"Ch no, not until night." The word "night" was there to be used, but I|ike
"mal e" and "female," seemed to have a rather nore renote application than he
needed to express hinmsel f. He thought he ought to add to it. "Wen it's dark."
"When what is dark?"

"You know. The sun goes down. Stars, noon, all that."

"It doesn't get dark."

"It doesn't . . . what are you tal king about? The earth

still turns, doesn't it?"



"Ch, | see what you nean. Ch yes, | imagine it still gets dark out there, but
not hi Ledom"

"What is Ledomdnder ground?"
Phi | os cocked his head on one side. "That isn't a yes or no kind of question."

Charlie | ooks down the corridor and out one of the huge panes to the overcast
bright silver sky. "Wy isn't it?"

"You' d better ask Seace about it. He can explain better than I can."

In spite of hinself, Charlie |laughed, and in answer to Philos' querying | ook
he expl ained, "When I'mw th you, Melwis can supply the answers. \Wen |'m
with Melwis, he tells me that you' re the expert. And now you send me to
Seace. "

"What did he say | was an expert at?"

"He didn't say, exactly. He inplied that you knew all there was to know about
the history of Ledom He said something else . . . let's see. Something about
you knowi ng when to stop giving information. Yes, that was it; he said you'd
know where to stop, because it isn't hi his nature to withhold information."

For the second time Charlie saw a swift flush pass through Philos' dark
enigmatic face. "But it's ny nature."

"Ch, now, look," said Charlie anxiously, "I could be msquoting. | could have
m ssed sonething. Don't nake ne a eource of trouble between you and—

"Pl ease,"” said Philos evenly, "I know what he meant by it, and you haven't
done any harm This is one thing in Ledom which has nothing to do with you."

"It has, it has! Melwi s said that the begi nning of Ledom may well have
something to do with the end of homp sap., and that's the one thing I want to
steer clear of. It certainly does involve nel"

They had begun to wal k, but now Phil os stopped and put his hands on Charlie's
shoul ders. He said, "Charlie Johns, | do beg your pardon. We're both-we're al
wrong, and all right. But truly, there is nothing hi this interchange that
you're responsible for. Please let it go at that, for it was wong of ne to
behave that way. Let ny feelings, nmy problens, be forgotten."

Slyly, Charlie said, "What—-and not know everything about Ledon®?" And then he
| aughed and told Philos it was all right, and he woul d forget it

He woul dn't
In bed, Herb suddenly says, "But Margaret don't |ove us."

Contentedly, Jeanette says, "So we'll bonmb her too. Go to sleep. Margaret
who?"

"Mead. Margaret Mead the ant hropol ogi st who had that article | told you
about . "

"Why she don't |ove us?"

"She says a boy grows up wanting to be like his father. So when his father is
a good provider and playmate and is as handy around the house as a



washer-dryer conbi nation or a garbage di sposer or even a wife, why the kid
grows up full of vitam ns and fell owfeeling and becomes a good provi der and
pl aymat e and etcetera.”

"So what's wong with that?"
"She says from Begonia Drive can't cone adventurers, explorers and artists.”

After a silence, Jeanette says, "You tell Margaret to go clinb Annapurna and
paint herself a picture. | told you before—wae're a new kind of people now

W' re inventing a new | and of people that isn't all bollixed up with Daddy out
drunk and Mommy with the iceman. W're going to bring out a whole fat crop of
peopl e who |ike what they have and don't spend their lives getting even with
somebody. You better quit thinking serious thinks, buddy-buddy-hubby. It's bad
for you."

"You know, " he says in amazenent, "that's precisely exactly what Smitty told
me." He laughs. "You tell it to ne to set ne up, he tells it to ne to put ne
down. "

"I guess it's how you |l ook at it.
He lies there for a tune thinking about his-and-her desert boots and ny parent
is a Conmittee and how dandy a guy can be with a dish cloth, until it starts
to spin a bit in his head. Then he thinks the hell with it and says, "Good

ni ght,

honey. "

"Good ni ght, honey," she murnurs.

"Good ni ght, sweetie."

"G night, sweetie."

"God damm it!" he roars, "Stop calling ne all the tine the same thing | cal
you!"

She is not scared exactly, but she is startled, and she knows he is working
somet hi ng out, so she says not hi ng.

After a time Herb touches her and says, "I'msorry, honey."
She says, "That's all right—George.”

He has to | augh.

UT TOOK ONLY A FEWM N

otes by "subway"—there was a Ledom name for it but it was a new one and has no
direct English translation—for Philos and Charlie to get to the Science One.
Emer gi ng under that toppling-top of a structure, they nade their way around
the pool, where thirty or forty Ledomwere splashing again (it could hardly be
"still") and they stood a nonent to watch. There had been little talk on the
way, both having apparently a sufficiency of things to think about, and it was
t hrough his own thoughts that Charlie nurnured, watching the diving,

wrestling, running: "What hi time keeps those little aprons on?" And Phil os,
reaching gently, tugged at Charlie's hair and asked, "Wat keeps that on?"

And Charlie, for one of the very fewtinmes in his whole life, blushed.



Around the building and under the col ossal overhang they went, and there
Phil os stopped. "I1'll be here when you're through,” he said

"I wish you'd come up with nme," said Charlie. "This time I'd like you to be
around when sonebody says, Talk to Philos about it.""

"Ch, he'll say it all right. And 111 talk you blue in the face when the tine
conmes. But don't you think you should know nore about Ledomas it is before
confuse you with a lot of things about what it was?"

"What are you, Philos?"
"A historian." He waved Charlie over to the base of the wall and placed his
hand on the invisible railing. "Ready?"

"Ready. "

Phi | os stepped back and Charlie went hurtling upward. By this time he was
fam liar enough with the sensation to be able to take it wi thout turning off
t he uni verse; he was

able to watch Phil os wal ki ng back toward the pool. Strange creature, he
t hought. Nobody seens to like him

He drifted to a silent stop in apparent mdair before the great w ndow, and
bol dly stepped toward it. And through it And again he sensed that certainty of
encl osure as he did so: what did it do, that invisible wall—ithdraw its edges
exactly around bun, so that he forned part of the enclosure while passing

t hrough? It nust be something like that.

He | ooked around. The first thing he saw was the padded cell, the silver

wi nged pumpkin, the tinme machine, with its door open just as it had been when
he emerged. There were the draped ends of the room and sone |and of oddly

| eani ng equi pnent on a sort of .heavy stand near the center of the room sone
chairs, a sort of stand-up desk with a clutter of papers on it.

" Seace?"

No answer. He wal ked across the rooma little timdly, and sat on one of the
chairs, or humocks. He called again, a little louder, with still no results.
He crossed his |l egs and waited, and uncrossed them and recrossed them on the
other side. After a time he rose again and went to peer into the silver

punpki n.

He hadn't known it would hit himso hard; he hadn't known it would hit him at
all. But there, just there on that snooth soft curved silver floor, he had
sprawl ed, nore dead than anything, years and unknown mles away from
everything that ever mattered, even with the precious sweat dried on his body.
H s eyes burned in a spurt of tears. Laura! Laura! Are you dead? Does being
dead make you any nearer where | an? Did you grow old, Laura, did your sweet
body wrinkl e and shrivel up? Wen it did, were you suddenly glad there to see
it? Laura, do you know I'd give anything hi life and even life itself to touch
you once—even to touch you | wasn't there to see it? Laura, do you know |I'd
give anything in life and even life itself to touch you once—even to touch you
if you were old and I was not?

O ... did the end, the final, awful thing happen while you were young? Did
the big hammer hit your house, and were you gone in a bright instant? O was
it the inpal pable rain of poison, making you bl eed inside and vonmit and lift



up your head and |l ook at the lovely hair fallen out on the pillow?

How do you like ne? he cried in a silent shout and a sudden soundl ess crash of
gai ety; how do you like Charlie

i n navy- bl ue, red-piped diapers and a convertible coat with the top down? How
about this crazy collar?

He knelt in the doorway of the time machine and covered his face with his
hands.

After a while he got up and went | ooking for sonmething to wi pe his nose on

Looki ng and | ooking, he said, "I'mgoing to be with you when it happens,
Laura. Or until it happens. . . . Laura, maybe we can both die of old age,
wai ti ng. " Blinded by his own feelings, he found hinself funbling with

the drapes at one end of the roomw thout really knowi ng how he got there or
what he was doi ng. Back there was nothing but wall, but there was a squiggle,
and he palnmed it. An opening |ike the one which had contained his breakfast
appeared, only no I ong tongue came shoving out. He bent and peered into the
illuminated interior, and saw a pile of roughly cubical transparent boxes
stacked inside, and a book

He took out the boxes, at first just curiously, then with increasing
excitement. He took them out one by one, but carefully, one by one, he put
t hem back as he had found them

In a box was a nail, a rusty nail, with bright nmetal showi ng where it had been
di agonal I y shear ed.

In a box was a rain-faded piece of a book of matches, with the red fromthe
mat ch- heads staining the paper sticks. And he knew it, he knewit! He'd
recogni ze it anywhere. It was only a fragnment, but that was from Dool ey's Bar
and Gill over on Arch Street. Except that . . . that the few letters that
were |left were reversed

In a box was a dried marigold. Not flanboyante not one of Ledomi s crossbred
bast ardi zed beautiful miracle blossons, but a perky little button of a
dried-up marigol d.

In a box was a clod of earth. Wose earth? Was this earth that her foot had
trodden? Did it come fromthe poor sooty patch of ground under the big white
lantern with the fading 61 painted on it? Had the very tip of the tine
machine's front tooth bitten this up on an early try?

Finally, there was a book. Like everything else here, it refused to be a neat
rectangl e, being a casual circular affair about as precise in contour as an
oat meal cookie, and the lines inside were not-quite-regular arcs. (On the
other hand, if you learned to wite wi thout shifting your el bow, woul dn't
arced lines be better to wite on?) But anyway it opened hi ngewi se as a good
book should, and he could read it. It was Ledom but he could read it, which
astoni shed himno nore

than his sudden ability to speak it; less, rather; he had already been
astoni shed and that was that.

It consisted first of all of some highly technical description of process, and
t hen several pages of columar entries, with many erasures and corrections, as
if someone had nmade here a record of sone tests and calibrations. Then there
were a great many pages each of which had received an inmprint of four dials,



like four clocks or instrunents, mnus their hands. Towards the end these were
bl ank, but the first were scribbled and scrawl ed over, with the dial-hands
marked in and odd notes: Beeth sent, no return. There were a lot of tiiese no
return entries, until he cane to a page over which was scrawl ed a huge and
triunphant Ledora-style exclamation point. It was Experiment 18, and shakily
witten was Nut sent, Flower returnedl Charlie got out the box with the flower
init and, turning it over several tines, finally located the nunber 18.

Those dials, those dials. ... he turned suddenly and hurried to the | eaning
array of unfamliar equipnent near the center of the room Sure enough, there
were four dials on it, and around the rimof each, a knob, tracked to circle
the dial. Let's see, you' d set the four knobs according to the book, and

t hen—eh sure, there it was. Atoggle switch is a toggle switch in any

| anguage, and he could read ON and OFF hi this one.

Back he went to the corner, turned the pages frantically. Experinent 68 ..
the I ast one before the unfilled pages began. Sent Stones. Return: (In Ledom
phonetics) Charlie Johns.

He clutched the book hard and began to read those settings off that paper and
into his head.

"Charlie? You here, Charlie Johns?"

Seacel

When Seace, having entered fromsome invisible dilating doorway behind the

ti me machi ne, canme round the corner, Charlie had been able to return the book
But he wasn't able to find the squiggle hi time, and there he stood, with the
conpartnent open and the boxed dead marigold in his hand.

"1 Af

Wv hat you doi ng?"

Herb opens bis eyes and sees his w fe standing over him He says, "Lying hi a
hammock of a Saturday noon ea-talkin' to my broad."

"I was watching you. You were |ooking very unhappy."

"As Adam said when his wife fell out of the tree—Eve' s-dropping again."
"Ch, you golden bantamyou! ... tell mam."

"You and Smitty don't want nme to tal k serious."

"Silly. I was asleep when | said that."

"Al'l right. |I was thinking about a book | read one tune which | wish | had to
read over. The Di sappearance."

"Maybe it just disappeared, then. Ch God, it's Philip Wlie. Likes fish, hates
wonen. "

"I know what you nean and you're wong. He likes fish but hates the way wonen
are treated."

"That makes you | ook unhappy in a hamock?"

"I wasn't really unhappy. | was just trying awful hard to renmenber exactly



what the man said."

"I'n The D sappearance? | renenber. It's about how all the wonen in the world
di sappeared one day, right off the earth. Spooky."

"You did read it! Ch good. Now, there was a chapter in it that kind of set out
the theme. That's what | want."

"Ch-h-h-h . . . yes. | renenber that. | started to read it and then | ski pped
it because | wanted to get on with the «lory. There was this—=

"The only thing | |ike about a copywiter that's better than a best-seller
witer," Herb interrupts, "is that though they' re both wordsniths, a
copywiter makes it his business to never let his words get between the
customer and the product That's what Wlie did with that chapter in that book
Nobody who needs it ever gets to read it."

"You nmean / need it?" she says defensively, then, "Wat is it he's got |
need?"

"Not hi ng," says Herb m serably, and sinks back in the hamock with his eyes
cl osed.

"Ch, honey, | didn't nean—
71

"Ch, I'mnot mad. It's just, | think he agrees with you. | think he knows why
he does better than you do."

"Agrees with what, for Pete's sake!"

Herb opens his eyes and | ooks past her at the sky. "He says people nade their
first big mstake when first they started to forget the simlarity between nen
and worren and began to concentrate on the difference. He calls that the
original sin. He says it has made nen hate nmen and wonen too. He blanes it for
all wars and all persecutions. He says that because of it we've lost all but a
trickle of the ability to love."

She snorts. "I never said any of that!"

"That's what | was thinking so hard about. You said we were a new ki nd of
peopl e coming up, like a Committee or a team The way there are girl things to
do, and boy things to do, and nowadays it doesn't nuch natter who does 'm we
both can, or either.”

"Ch," she says. "That."

"Wlie, he even makes a funny. He says sonme people think that nost nmen are
stronger than nost wonen because nen have bred wonen selectively.”

"Do you breed wonen sel ectivel y?"

He | aughs at last, which is what she wants; she can't bear to have hi m | ooki ng
sad. "Every damm tinme," he says, and topples her into the hanmock.

EACE, H'S HEAD  COCKED

to one side, came briskly down to Charlie. "Well, my young booter-in-the-tail.
What are you up to?"



"I"'msorry about that," Charlie stammered. "I was very m xed up."

"You dug out the flower, hnf"
"Well, | came and—you were, | mean weren't—

Surprisingly, Seace clapped himon the shoul der. "Good, good; it's one of the
things | was going to show you. You know what that flower is?"

"Yes," said Charlie, alnost unable to speak. "It's a mnarigold."

Seace fumbl ed past himand got out the book, and wote

down the nanme of the flower. "Doesn't exist in Ledom" he said proudly. He
npdded toward the tune machine. "Never can tell what that thing will dredge
up. O course, you're the prize speci nen. Chances are once in a hundred and
forty three quadrillion of doing it again, if that makes any sense to you."

"You . . . you nean that's all the chance | have of going back?"

Seace | aughed. "Don't | ook so woebegone! MIligramby mlligram+ do believe,
atom by atomwhat you put in there, you take out. Question of mass. Have

conpl ete choi ce of what we shove in. Wat comes out— He shrugged.
"Does it take | ong?"

"That's sonething | hoped to |l earn fromyou, but you couldn't say. How | ong do
you think you were in there?"

"Seened |ike years."

"Wasn't years; you'd have starved to death. But this end, if s instantaneous.
Shut the door, throw the switch, open the door, it's all over." Calmy, he
took the marigold from Charlie, and the book, slung them back in the hole, and
paused it shut. "Now then! Wat d you want to know? |'mtold I'mto draw the
line only at information about when and how hompo sap. cuts its silly
collective throat. Sorry. Don't take that personally. Were do you want to
begi n?"

"There's so nuch .

"You know sonet hing? There's precious little. Let ne give you an exanple. Can
you imagine a building, a city, a whole culture maybe, running on the single
technol ogi cal idea of the electric generator and the nmotor—-which is
essentially the sanme thing?"

"I —-ell, sure."

"And pretty amazing to someone who'd never known such a thing before. Wth
just electricity and notors, you can pull, push, heat, cool, open, close,
light—well, nore or less, nane it, you have it. Right?"

Charli e nodded.

"Right All notion tilings, see what | nmean? Even heat is notion when you get
right down to it. Well, we have a single thing that does all that the electric
nmot or can do, plus a whole range of things hi the static area. It was

devel oped here hi Ledom and it's the keystone to the whole structure. Called
A-field. Ais for Analog. A very sinple-mnded gadget, basically. 'Course, the



t heory— He wagged his head. "You ever hear of a transistor?"

Charlie nodded. This was a man wi th whom one coul d converse with one's
neck- nmuscl es.

Seace said, "Now there's as sinple-mnded a device as a device can get. A
little lump of stuff with three leads into it. Shove a signal hi one wire, out
cones the sane signal multiplied by a hundred. No warmup tinme, no filanents
to break, no vacuumto | ose, and al nost no power to operate.

"Then al ong comes the tunnel diode and nakes the transistor conplicated,
overwei ght, oversized and inefficient hi conparison, and it's nmuch smaller
and, to the naked eye, a lot sinpler. But the theory, CGod! |'ve always said
that some day we'll reduce these things so far that we'll be able to do
anything at all with nothing at all drawi ng no power—enly nobodyll be able to
understand the theory."

Charlie, who had encountered the professorial joke before, smiled politely.

"Al'l right: the A-field. Ill try to nmake it non-technical. Renmenber that spoon
you used this norning? Yes? Yes. Well, hi the handle is a sub-mniature
force-field generator. The shape of the field is determ ned by gui des nade of
a special alloy. The field is so small you couldn't see it, even if it was
visible, which it isn't, with nine el ectron mcroscopes in series. But that
blue wire around the edge is so conposed that every atomin it is an exact
anal og of the subatomic particles fornm ng the guides. And for reasons of
spatial stress that | won't waste your tine with, an analog of the field
appears inside the loop. Right? Right. That's the gadget, the building bl ock
Everything el se around here is done by piling it up. The wi ndow—that's an
anal og | oop. There's two of 'emholding up this building—you didn't think it
was done with prayer, did you?"

"The buil di ng? But—+he spoon was a |loop, and | imagi ne the window is too, but
| don't see any |oops outside the building. It would have to be outside,
woul dn't it?"

"I't sure would. You have an eye, but you don't need an eye to see that. Sure,
this heap is propped up two ways fromthe outside. And the | oops are there.
But instead of being made of alloy, they' re standing waves. If you don't know
what a standing wave is | won't bother you with it. See that?" He pointed.

Charlie followed his fingers and saw the ruins and the great strangler fig.

"That," said Seace, "is one of the props, or the outer end of it Try to
i magi ne a nodel of this building, held up

by two triangles of transparent plastic, and you'll have an idea of the shape
and size of the fields."

"\What happens when sonebody wal ks into it?"

"Nobody does. Cut an arch hi the ground-line of your piece of plastic, and
you'll see why not. Sonetimes a bird hits one, poor thing, but nostly they
seemto be able to avoid it It remains invisible because the surface isn't
really a surface, but a vibrating matrix of forces, and dust won't sit on it
And it's perfectly transparent.”

"But . . . doesn't it yield? The bow of that spoon | used, ft sagged under
t he wei ght of the food—+ saw it And these w ndows . "



"You have got an eye!" Seace conmmended. "Well, wood is matter, brick is
matter, steel is matter. What's the difference between then? Wy, what's hi
"em and howit's put together, that's all. The A-field can be dialled to be
anyt hing you want it to be—thick, thin, inperneable, what have you. Also
rigid—+igid like nothing el se has ever been."

Charlie thought: That's just dandy as |long as you pay your electric bill to
keep the thing up there; but he didn't eay it because the | anguage had no word
for "electric bill," or even "pay."

He | ooked out at the strangler fig, squinted his eyes, and tried to see the
thing that was holding the building up. "I bet you can see it when it rains,"”
he said at |ast

"No you can't," said Seace briskly. "Doesn't rain."

Charlie | ooked up at the bright overcast. "What?"

Seace joined himand al so | ooked up. "You're |ooking at fee underside of an
A-field bubble."

"You nean—

"Sure, all of Ledomis under a roof. Tenperature controlled, humdity
control |l ed, breezes bl owi ng when they're told to."

"And no night . . ."
"W don't sleep, so why bot her?"

Charlie had heard that sleep was quite possibly an inbred tendency, inherited
from cave-fol k who of necessity crouched unnmoving in caves during dark hours
to avoid the nocturnal carnivore; according to the theory, the ability to | ose
consci ousness and rel ax during those tines becane a survival factor

He gl anced again at the sky. "Wat's outside, Seace?"
"Better |eave that to Philos."

Charlie began to grin, and then the snile cut off. This shunting from one
expert to another seened al ways to occur

when he skirted the matter of the end of the human speci es as he had known it.

"Just tell me one thing, as—ah-a matter of theory, Seace. If the A-field is
transparent to light, it would be transparent to any radiation, no?"

"No," said Seace. "I told you—+t's what we dial it up to be, including
opaque. "

"Ch," said Charlie. He turned his eyes away fromthe sky, and he sighed.
"So much for static effects,” said Seace briskly. Charlie appreciated his
understandi ng. "Now. the dynamic. | told you, this stuff can do anything the
electric notor and electricity can do. Want to nove earth? Dial an anal og
field down so thinit'll slip between nolecules, slide it into a hillside.
Expand it a fewmllineters, back it out. Qut cones a shovel full—but the
shovel is as big as you want it to be, and your anal og can be fl oated anywhere
you want it. Anything can be handled that way. One nan can create and contro
forms for pouring foundations and walls, for exanple, renove them by causing



themto cease to exist. And it isn't any sand-and-chemni cal rmud you pour; the
A-field can honogeni ze and realign practically anything." He thunped the
concrete-like curved pillar at the side of the w ndow.

Charlie, who at one time had run a bulldozer, began to conplinment hinself on
his early determination to be only inpressed, but not amazed, by technol ogy.
He recall ed one tinme on a drydock job, when he was driving an Allis-Chal ners
HD- 14 angl edozer back to the tractor shop to have a new corner welded on the
bl ade, and a | abor foreman flagged hi m and asked himto backfill a trench
VWhi | e the pick-and-shovel boys scranbled out of the way, he backfilled and
tanmped a hundred feet of trench on one pass, hi about 90 seconds—a job which
woul d have taken the 60-odd nmen the rest of the week. G ven the gadgetry, one
skilled man is a hundred, a thousand, ten thousand. It was difficult, but not
i mpossible, to visualize the |ikes of the Medical One, four hundred feet high
being put up in a week by three nen. "And nore on the dynam c side. The right
A-field can make like an X-ray for such things as cancer control and genetic
mut ati on effects—but wi thout burns or other side effects. | suppose you' ve
noticed all the new plants?" Al the new people too, said Charlie, but not

al oud. "That grass out there. Nobody nmows it; it just lies there. Wth the
A-field we transport everything and anything, proc-

ess food, manufacture fabrics—eh everything; and the power consunption is
really negligible."”

"What kind of power is it?"
Seace pulled at his horse-nostrilled nose. "Ever hear of negative nmatter?"

"I's that the sane thing as contraterrene matter—where the electron has a
positive charge and the nucleus is negative?"

"You surprise ne! | didn't know you people had conme so far."
"Some guys who wote science fiction stories cane that far."

"Right. Now, know what happens if negative matter cones in contact wth normal
mat t er ?"

"Blam The biggest kind."

"That's right—all the mass turns into energy, and with the tiniest particle of
mass, that still turns out to be a whole lot of energy. Now the A-field can
construct an anal og of anything—even a small mass of negative matter. It's

qui te good enough to make a transformation with normal matter and rel ease
energy—all you want. So—you construct the analog field with an electrica
exciter. When it begins to yield, a very sinple feedback rmakes it naintain
itself, with plenty of energy left over to do work."

"I don't pretend to understand it," smled Charlie. "I just believe it."

Seace snil ed back, and said with nock severity, "You cane here to discuss

science, not religion.” Brisk again, he went on, "Let's call it quits on the
A-field, then, right? Right. All | really wanted to point out to you was that
it is, initself, sinple, and that it can do al nost anything. | said earlier—

or if I didn't I nmeant to—that all of Ledom has, as keystones, two sinple
things, and that's one of them The other—the other has the made-up nane of
cerebrostyle."
"Let me guess." He translated the terminto English and was going to say, "A
new fashion in brains?" but the gag wouldn't take in Ledom "Style" was indeed



a word and concept in Ledom but it was not the sane word as the suffix (in
Ledom) of "eerebrostyle.” This second |and of style had the feeling of stylus,
or witing inplement. "Something to wite on brains with."

"You' ve got the point," said Seace, "but not by the handle. . . . It's
something a brain wites on. Well . . put it this way. Being inpressed by a
brainis its first function. And it can be used—and it is used—to inpress

t hi ngs on brains.”

Confused, Charlie smled, "You' d better tell ne what it is, first."

"Just a little colloidal matter in a box. That, of course, is an
over-sinplification. And to continue the m stake of oversinplifying, what it
does when it's hooked up to a brain is to nake a synaptic record of any
particul ar sequence that brain is perform ng. You probably know enough about
the | earning process to know that a nere statenent of the conclusion is never
enough to teach anything. To the untaught nind, my statement that al cohol and
wat er interpenetrate on the nol ecul ar | evel mght be taken on faith, but not
in any other way. But if | lead up to it, denonstrate by nmeasuring out a
quantity of each, and mixing them show that the result is less than tw ce the
original neasure, it begins to nake sonme sense. And to go back even further
bef ore that makes any sense, | must be sure that the learning mnd is equi pped
with the concepts 'al cohol,' 'water,' 'measure,' and 'mx,' and further that

it is contrary to the brand of ignorance known as comon sense that equa
quantities of two fluids should aggregate to less than twice the origina
amount. I n other words, each conclusion nmust be preceded by a | ogical and
consi stent series, all based on previous observation and proof.

"And what the cerebrostyle does is to absorb certain sequences from say, ny
m nd and then transfers themto, say yours; but it is not the nere
presentation of a total, a conclusion; it is the instillation of the entire
sequence which led up to it. It's done al nbst instantaneously, and all that's
required of the receiving mind is to correlate it with what's already there.
That last, incidentally, is a full-time job."

"I"'mnot sure that |— Charlie wavered.

Seace drove on. "What | mean is that if, anbng a good many proven data, the
m nd contai ned sonme | ogically-arrived-at statenment—-and mnd you, |ogic and
truth are two totally different things—+o the effect that al cohol and water
are immscible—that statement would ultimately find itself in conflict with
ot her statenents. Wich one would win out woul d depend on how rmuch true and
denonstrabl e data were there to match it against. At length (actually, damm
soon) the mind would determ ne that one of the statenents was wong. That
situation will itch until the mnd finds out why it's wong—that is, until it
has exhaustively conpared each | ogical step, fromprem se to conclusion, of
every relative step of every other conclusion."”

"A pretty fair teaching device."
"It's the only known substitute for experience," smled

Seace, "and a sight faster. | want to stress the fact that this isn't just

i ndoctrination. It would be inpossible to inpress untruth on a mind with the
cerebrostyl e, however |ogical, because sooner or |later a conclusion wuld be
presented which was contrary to the observed facts, and the whole thing would
fall apart. And likew se, the cerebrostyle is not a sort of 'mnd probe'
designed to dig out your inner secrets. W have been able to distinguish

bet ween t he dynanic, or sequence-in-action currents of the nmind, and the
static, or storage parts. If a teacher records the al cohol -and-water sequence



to its conclusion, the student is not going to get the teacher's life-history
and tastes in fruit along with his | esson in physics.

"I wanted you to understand this because you'll be going out anong the people
soon and you'll probably wonder where they get their education. Wll, they get
it fromthe cerebrostyle, hi hal f-hour sessions once each twenty-ei ght days.
And you may take my word for it, for every other of those days they are
working full tune on the correlations—no matter what el se they may be doing."

"I"d l'ike a |l ook at that gadget."

"I haven't one here, but you' ve already nmet it. How el se do you suppose you
| earned an entire | anguage hi—eh, | guess it was all of twelve m nutes?"

" That hood thing hi the operating roombehind Melwi s' officel™

"That's right."

Charlie thought that over for a nmonent, and then said, "Seace, if you can do
that, what's all this nonsense about having ne learn all | can about Ledom
before you' Il send nme hone? Wiy not just cook my head under that thing for

anot her twelve mnutes and give it to nme that way?"

Seace shook his head gravely. "It's your opinion we want. Your opinion

Charlie Johns. The one thing the cerebrostyle gives you is the truth, and when
you get it, you knowit's die truth. W want you to get your information

t hrough the instrument known as Charlie Johns, to |l earn the conclusions of
that Charlie Johns."

"I think you mean |I'mnot going to believe sone of the things | see."

"I know you're not. You see? The cerebrostyle would give us Charlie Johns
reaction to the truth. Your own observations will give us Charlie Johns
reaction to what he thinks is the truth."”

"And why is that so inportant to you?"

Seace spread Ms cool clever hands. "W take a bearing. Check our course." And
before Charlie could evaluate that, or question himfurther, he hurried to sum

up:

"So you see we aren't mracle-workers, nmagicians. And don't be surprised to
find out that we're not, after all, primarily a technol ogical culture. W can
do a great deal, true. But we do it with only two devices which, as far as
Philos is able to tell me, are unfamliar to you—the A-field and the
cerebrostyle. Wth them we can elini nate power—both man- and machi ne- power —as
a problem we have nore than we'll ever need. And what you would cal
education no | onger takes appreciable power or plant or personnel, or tine.

Li kewi se, we have no shortages of food, housing, or clothing. Al of which

| eaves the people free for other tilings."

Charlie asked, "Wat other things, for God' s sake?"
Seace snmiled. "You'll see ..."
fftomy?" Karen demands. Jeanette is giving the three-year-old her bath.

"Yes, honey."

"Did | reely reely conme out of your tummy?"



"Yes, honey." i
“"No | didn't."
"Who says you didn't?"

"Davy says he came out of your tumy."

"Well, he did. Cose your eyes tight-tight-tight or you'll get soap in "em

"Well if Davy came out of your tumry why didn't | cone out of Daddy's tummy?"

Jeanette bites her |ip—she always tries her best not to |laugh at her children
unl ess they are laughing first—and applies shanpoo.

"Wl Moy, why?"

"Only Mommi es get babies in their tummes, honey."
"Not daddi es, ever?"

"Not ever."

Jeanette sudses and rinses and sudses again and rinses again, and nothing nore
is said until the pink little face safely regains its w de-open blue eyes. "I
want bubbl es. "

"Ch honey! Your hair's all rinsed!" But the pleading | ook, the
I"'mtrying-not-to-cry |ook, conquers, and she smiles and relents. "Al'l right,
just for a while, Karen. But m nd, don't get bubbles: on your hair. Al

ri ght?"

"Right." Karen watches gleefully as Jeanette pours a packet of bubbl e-bath
into the water and turns on the hot faucet. Jeanette stands by, partly to
guard the hair, partly because she enjoys it. "Well then," says Karen
abruptly, "we don't need daddies then."

"What ever do you nean? Who would go to the office and
and | awmnmower s and everyt hi ng?"

bring back lollipops

"Not for that. | nmean for babies. Daddies can't make babies."
"Well, darling, they help."

"How, Monmy?"

"That's enough bubbles. The water's getting too hot." She shuts off the water.

"How, Monmy?"

"Well, darling, it's alittle hard maybe for you to understand, but what
happens is that a daddy has a very special kind of loving. It's very wonderful
and beautiful, and when he |loves a mommy like that, very very much, she can
have a baby."

While she is tal king, Karen has found a flat sliver of soap and is trying to
see if it fits. Jeanette reaches down into the bathwater and snatches her hand
up and slaps it. "Karen! Don't touch yourself down there. It's not nice!"



n <f*

yi ETTI NG THE HANG OFitT

Charlie glanced thoughtfully at Philos, who had been waiting for himat the
foot of the invisible lift, as always appearing as if he just happened to be
there, as always with the alert dark eyes sparkling with sonme secret
anusement. . . or perhaps just know edge ... or perhaps sonething quite
different, like grief. "Seace," said Charlie, "has the darndest way of
answering every question you ask, and leaving you with the feeling he's
conceal i ng sonet hing."

Phi |l os | aughed. As Charlie has noticed before, Philos had

a good laugh. "I guess," said the Ledom "you're ready for the main part of
it. The Children's One."

Charlie | ooked across at the Medical One, and up at the Science One. "These
are pretty "main,' 1'd say."

"No they're not," said Philos positively. "They're the parameters, if you

i ke—the framework, the nechanical pulse, but for all that they're only the
outer edge, and a thin one at that. The Children's One is the biggest of all."

Charlie | ooked up at the tilting bulk over himand marveled. "It nmust be a
long way from here."

"Why do you say that?"

"Anyt hi ng bi gger than this—=

"—you' d see fromhere? Wll, there it is." Philos pointed—

—at a cottage. It lay in a fold of the hills, surrounded by that inpeccable
greensward, and up its white, lowwalls, flam ng flowering vines grew. Its
roof was pitched and gabled, brown with a dusting of green. There were

fl ower - boxes at the wi ndows, and at one end, the white wall yielded to the
charm of fieldstone, tapering up to be a chimey, from which blue snoke
drifted.

"M nd wal king that far?"

Charlie sniffed the warmbright air, and felt the green springiness under his
feet. "Mnd!'"

They wal ked toward the distant cottage, taking a w nding course through the
gently rolling | and. Once Charlie said, "Just that?"

"You'll see," said Philos. He seened taut w th expectancy and delight. "Have
you ever had any chil dren?"

"No," said Charlie, and thought imediately of Laura.

"I'f you had," said Philos, "would you | ove then®"

"Well, | guess | would!"

"Why?" Phil os demanded. Then he stopped and with great gravity took Charlie's

armand turned himto face him and said slowy, "Don't answer that question
Just think about it."



Startled, Charlie could think of no response except, at last, "All right,"

whi ch Phil os accepted. They wal ked on. The sense of expectancy sonehow

i ncreased. It was Philos, of course; the Ledom radi ated somet hi ng. .
Charlie renmenbered having seen a novie once, a sort of travel ogue. The canera
was placed on an airplane which flew | ow over plains country, over houses and
fields, with the near |and rushing past, and the nusical background was as
expectant as this. The filmgave you no warning of the absolute enormty that
was to come; for tine and distance which seenmed forever, there was only the
flat country and the speed, and the occa-

sional road and farm but the nusic grew in tension and suspense, until witl\
an absol ute expl osion of color and of perspective, you found yourself hurtling
over the lip of the G and Canyon of the Col orado.

"Look there," said Philos.

Charlie | ooked, and saw a young Ledomin a yellow silken tunic, |eaning

agai nst a rocky outcropping in a steep bank not far ahead. As they approached,
Charlie expected anything but what actually happened; when one neets a fell ow
being, there is reaction, interaction of sone kind, whether one is hono sap

or Ledom or beaver; but here there was none. The Ledomin yell ow stood on one
| eg, back against the rock, one foot against the other knee, both hands

cl asped under the raised thigh. The rather fine-drawn face was averted, turned
neither directly toward them nor away, and the eyes were half-cl osed.

Charlie said in a | ow voice, "Wat's—
"Shh!" hi ssed Phil os.

They wal ked unhurriedly past the standing figure. Philos veered cl ose and,
signalling to Charlie to be silent, passed a hand back and forth close to the
hal f-cl osed eyes. There was no response.

Philos and Charlie wal ked on, Charlie turning frequently to | ook back. Al the
while they were in sight, there was no novenent but the gentle shifting of the
silken garment hi the |light breeze. Wen at last a turn put a shoulder of the
hill between them and the entranced creature, Charlie said, "I thought you
said the Ledomdon't sleep.”

"That isn't sleep."
"I't"ll do until the real thing comes along. O is he sick?"

"Ch no! ... I"'mglad you saw that. You'll see it again, here and there. He's
j ust —st opped. "

"But what's the matter with hinP"

"Nothing, | tell you. It's a—well, call it a pause. It was not uncommon in
your time. Your American Indians, the Plains Indians, could do it. So could
some of the Atlas Mouuntain nomads. It isn't sleep. It's something that,
doubt| ess, you do when you sleep. Did you ever study sleep?"

"Not what you might call study."

"I have," said Philos. "One thing of especial interest is that when you sl eep
you dream Actually, you hallucinate. Sleeping regularly as you do, you

performthis hallucination while you are sl eeping, although sleep is here, as
in many other ways, only a conveni ence; even you can do it w thout sleeping."



"Well, there's what we call ed daydreani ng—

"What ever you call it, it's a phenomenon universal to the human nmind, and
perhaps | shouldn't limt it to humanity. Anyway, the fact remains that if the
mnd is inhibited, or prohibited, fromperform ng the hallucinations, for
exanpl e by bei ng wakened each time it slips into this state, it breaks down."

'"The m nd breaks down?"
"That's right."

"You mean if you had wakened that Ledomthere, he'd have gone insane?"
Brutally, he demanded, "Are you all that delicately bal anced?"

Phil os | aughed away the brutality; it was a sincere response to sonething

[ udi crous. "No! GCh, never that! | was tal king about a | aboratory situation, a
constant and relentless interruption. | can assure you that he saw us; he was
aware. But his mnd nade a choice, and chose to pursue whatver it was that was
going on in his head. If | had persisted, or if sonething so unusual as the
sound of your voice"—the enphasis was slight but neaningful; it occurred then
to Charlie that his voice here was a baritone horn anong fl utes—had snapped
himout of it, he would have tal ked normally with us, forgiven us for the

i ntrusion, waved us good- bye."

"But why do it? What does he do it for?"

"What do you do it for? ... It seens to be a nechani sm by which the m nd
detaches itself fromreality in order to conpare and rel ate data which hi
reality cannot be associated. Your literature is full of hallucinatory inmages
of the sort—pigs with wings, human freedom fire-breathing dragons, the w sdom
of the majority, the basilisk, the golem and equality of the sexes."

"Now | ook— Charlie cried angrily, and then checked hinself. The |likes of
Phil os coul d not be reached by rage; he sensed that, and said bluntly, "You're
playing with ne, so it's a gane. But you know the rules and | don't."

Disarmngly, Philos cut it out, then and there; his sharp eyes softened and in
conplete sincerity, he apologized. "I'mprevious," he added. "My turn cones
after you' ve seen the rest of Ledom"

"Your turn?"

"Yes—the history. Wat you think of Ledomis one thing; what you will think of
Ledom plus its history is another; what you will—-but never mnd that."

"You'd better go on."

"I was going to say, what you will think of Ledom pl us

its history plus your history is another matter altogether. But | won't say
it," declared Philos engagingly, "because if I did | should only have to

apol ogi ze again."

In spite of hinself Charlie |aughed with him and they went on

A few hundred yards fromthe cottage, Philos turned hint sharp right and they
clinmbed a rather steep slope to its crest, and followed it until they cane to

a knoll. Philos, in the | ead, stopped and waved Charlie up beside him "Let's
watch themfor a little while."



Charlie found hinmself |ooking dowmn on the cottage. He could now see that it
was at the brink of a wide valley, part wooded, (or was that orchard? They
woul dn't do anything in straight Iines here!) and part cultivated fields.
Around and between the fields and woods, the country was as parklike as it had
been by the big buildings. Scattered throughout were nore cottages, w dely
separ ated, each uni que—tinber, field-stone, a sort of white stucco, plaster
even what | ooked like turf—-and each wi dely separated fromall the others, sone
by as much as half a nmle. He could see nore than twenty-five of the cottages
fromtheir vantage point, and there were probably nore. Like scattered,

di verse flower-petals, the bright garments of the people showed here and there
t hrough the woods and fields, on the green borders, and on the banks of the
two small streams which wandered down the valley. The silver sky donmed it all
falling to hills all about; it seemed then to be a dish-shaped nesa, and

hi gher than anything around it, for he could see nothing beyond the gentle
ranparts of the valley itself.

"The Children's One," said Philos.

Charlie | ooked down past the growi ng thatch of the cottage below, to the yard
and pond before it. He began to hear the singing, and he saw the children

IWwr. and Ms. Herbert Raile

are shopping for children's clothes in the dry-goods wi ng of an enornous
hi ghway supernmarket. The children are outside in the car. It is hot out there
so they are hurrying. Herb

pushes a supermarket shopping cart. Jeanette fans through the stacks of
cl othes on the counters.

"Ch, look! Little T-shirts! Just like the real thing." She takes three for
Davy, size Five, and three for Karen, size Three, and drops themin the cart.
"Now, pants."

She marches briskly off, with Herb and the shopping cart in her wake. He
unthinkingly follows the international rules of the road: a vessel approaching
fromthe right has the right of way; a vessel naking a turn | oses the right of
way. He yields right of way twi ce on these principles and has to run to catch
up. A wheel squeaks. When he runs it screans. Jeanette proceeds purposively
right, straight ahead three aisles, and left two, and then stops dead. A
little breathless, Herb and squeak regain her aura.

She demands, "Now where are pants?"

He points. "Over there where it says PANTS." They had early passed within an
aisle of it. Jeanette tsks in her haste and retraces her quick steps. Herb
wheel s and squeaks after her

"Corduroy too hot. Al the Grahamkids in denimright now. You know Louie
Graham didn't get his promotion,” nurnmurs Jeanette |ike one in prayer, and
passes up the denim "Khaki. Here we are. Size Five." She takes two pairs.
"Size Three." She takes two pairs, and drops theminto the cart, and hurries
of f. Herb squeaks, stops, screans, and squeaks after her. She takes two turns
left, proceeds three aisles and stops. "Were are children's sandal s?"

"Over there where it says CH LDREN S SANDALS," pants Herb, pointing. Jeanette
tsks, and sprints to the sandals. By the time he overtakes her she has picked
out two pairs of red sandals with yell owwhite gum soles, and drops theminto
the cart.



"Stop!" gurgles Herb, al nost | aughing.

"What is it?" she says in mdstride.

"What do you want now?"

"Bat hing suits."

"Well |ook there then, where it says BATH NG SU TS. "

"Don't nag, dear," she says, noving off.

He maneuvers a stretch in which, briefly, he can wheel beside her close enough
to be heard over the squeaks, and says, "The difference between nmen and wonen

is—=

"A dollar ninety-seven," she says, passing a counter

"—that nen read directions and wonen don't. | think it's a matter of sexua

pri de. Take some out-and-out-genius of a packager, he dreams up a box for you

to pinch it, tear back

to dotted line, and then gives you a string to pull open the inner liner."

"Leotards," she says, passing a counter

"N ne engi neers bust their brains on the packagi ng machi nery. Sixteen buyers
go out of their heads finding enough of the right materials. Twenty-three
traffic men answer two A.M phone calls noving seventy thousand tons of
material. And when you get it into your kitchen you open it with a ham
slicer.”

"Bathing suits," she says. "What did you say, honey?"

"Not hi ng, honey."

She rapidly scatters the contents of a bin called Size S. "Here we are." She
holds up a small pair of trunks, navy with red piping.

"Looks |ike a diaper."

"It stretches," she says; perhaps this is a sequltur but he does not

i nvestigate. He rummages through Size 3 and conmes up with a simlar pair of
trunks, but about as large as his palm "Here it is. Let's beat it before
those kids fry out there."

"Ch Herb! silly: that's a boy's bathing suit!"

"I think it would | ook cute as hell on Karen."

"But Herb! It hasn't any top!" she cries, rummaging.

He holds up the little trunks and | ooks rumnatively at mem "Wat does Karen
need a top for? Three years old!"

"Here's one. Oh dear, it's the sane as -Dolly Gaham s."

"I's there anybody in our nei ghborhood who is going to be aroused at the sight



of a three-year-old' s tit?"
"Herb, don't talk dirty."
"I don't like the inplication."

"Here we are!" She displays her find, and giggles. "Ch, how very, very sweet!"
She drops it into the shopping cart, and they squeak swiftly toward the
checkout, with their six T-shirts, four khaki shorts, two pairs of red sandals
with yell ow-white gum sol es, one size 5 navy swi mii ng trunks, one size 3
perfect m niature bikini

THE CHI LDREN, MORE THAN
a dozen of them were in and around the pond, and as they played, they sang.

Charlie had never heard such singing. He had heard nmuch worse, and, as singing
goes, some better; but he had never heard singing like this. It was somnething
like the soft sound made by one of those tops which gives out an organ-toned
chord, and then, slowi ng, shifts to another, related chord. Sometines such
toys are designed to issue a single constant note, which sounds as part of the
two or even three chords as they nodul ate. These children, some in

adol escence, sone nere toddlers, sang that way; and the extraordinary thing
about it was that, of the fifteen or so voices which at one tinme or another

i nvol ved t hensel ves, never nore than four, or very occasionally five, sang at
once. The chord of rmusic hung over the group, sonetines bunched over a cluster
of small brown bodies, then noving by degrees across the pond to the other
side, then spreading itself out so that alto notes cane fromthe left, soprano
fromthe right. One could al nbst watch the chord as it condensed, rarefied,
hovered, spread, l|leapt, changing its hues all the while hi conpelling
sequences, tonic, then holding the keynote reinforced by two voices in unison
whi | e the background shifted to nake it a domi nant, one fell away to a
seventh, and then, rather than drop back to the tonic, one voice would flat a
hal ftone and the chord, turned blue, would float there as the relative mnnor
Then a fifth, a sixth, a ninth sweet discord and it would right itself as the
tonic chord in another key—all so easy, so true and sweet.

Most of the children were naked; all were straight-1inbed, clear-eyed,
firmbodied. To Charlie's as yet uneducated eye they all |ooked like little
girls. They seened not to concentrate at all on their nusic; they played,

spl ashed, ran about, built with mud and sticks and col ored bricks; three of
themthrew a ball anongst them They spoke to each other in their dove-Ilike

| anguage, called, squeaked as they ran and were al nost caught, squeal ed too,
and one cried like—well, like a child, when he fell (and was ever so quickly
caught up by three others, conforted, kissed, given a toy, teased to | aughter)

but over it all hung that changing three-part, four-part, sonetines five-past
chord, built by one and another in a pause, between breaths, in mdair diving
into the water, between spoken question and answer. Charlie had heard
something like this before, in the central court of the Medical One, but not
so bright, so easy; and he was to hear this chordal nusic wherever he went in
Ledom wherever the Ledom gathered in larger groups; it hung over the Ledom as
the fog of their body-heat hangs over the reindeer herds in the frigid Lapland
pl ai ns.

"Why do they sing like that?"
"They do everything together," said Philos, eyes shining. "And when they're

toget her, doing different things, they do that. They can be together, fee
together, singing like that no matter what else they may be doing. They fee



it, like the light of the sky on their backs, w thout thinking about it,
just—+toving it. They change it for the pleasure of it, the way that one wal ks
fromthe cold water to the warm stones, for the feeling on his feet. They keep
it inthe air, they take it fromthe air around them and give it back. Here,

| et me show you sonething." Softly, but clearly, he sang three notes rapidly:
do, sol, m...

And as if the notes were bright play-bullets, shot to each of three children
three children picked them up—ene child for each note, so that the notes cone
in as arpeggio and were held as chord; then they were repeated, again as
arpeggi o and agai n hel d; and now one chil d—€harlie saw which one, too; it was
one standi ng wai st-deep in the pond—hanged one note, so that the arpeggi o was
do, fam . . . and imediately afterward re, fa m, and suddenly fa, do la
so it went, progressing, nodulating, inverting; augmented, with sixths
added, with ninths added, w th demandi ng sevenths asking the tonic but
m schi evously getting the re* lated mnor instead. At |ength the arpeggi o was
| ost as an arpeggi o, and the nusic eased itself back to a steady, constantly
changi ng chord.

"That's . . . just beautiful," breathed Charlie, wi shing he could say it as
beautifully as the beauty he heard, and disliking hinmself for his inability.

Philos said, gladly, "There's Gocid!l"

Gocid, a scarlet cloak ribboned about his throat, the rest of it airborne,
had just energed fromthe cottage. He turned and | ooked up, waved and sang the
three notes Phil os had sung (and again they were caught, braided, turned and
tossed anong the children) and | aughed.

Philos said to Charlie, "He's saying that he knew who it was the instant he
heard those notes." He called, "G ocid My we cone?"

Grocid gladly waved themin, and they plunged down the steep slope. Gocid
snatched up a child and came to nmeet them The child sat astride his

shoul ders, crowing with joy and batting at the billows of the cloak. "Ah,
Phil os. You've brought Charlie Johns. Cone down, cone down! It's good to see
you." To Charlie's astonishnent, Gocid and Phil os kissed. Wen Gocid
approached him Charlie stiffly stuck out his hand; with instant
understanding, Gocid took it, pressed it, let it go. "This is Anaw, " said
Grocid, brushing the side of the child' s cheek with his hair. The youngster

| aughed, buried its face in the thick mass, extricated a | aughing eye, and
with it peeped at Charlie. Charlie |aughed back.

They went together into the house. Dilating bul kheads? Conceal ed |i ghting?
Anti-gravity tea-trays? Self-frosting breakfast food? Automatic floors?

No.

The room was near enough to being rectangular as it needed to be to satisfy
eyes which had becone, Charlie suddenly realized, hungry for a straight |ine.
The ceiling was low and raftered, and it was cool there—not the antiseptic and
unenot i onal kiss of conditioned air, but the cool ness of vine-awni nged

wi ndows, low ceilings, and thick walls; it was the natural seepage of the
earth itself s cool subcutaneous |ayers. And here were chairs—ene of

hand- rubbed wood, three of rustic design, with curves of tough liana and slats
and spokes of whole or split tree-trunks. The floor was flagstone, |evelled
and ground snooth and grouted with, of all things, a glazed purple cenent, and
brilliant hand-tied rag rugs set it off. On a low table was a gigantic wooden
bowl, turned froma single piece of hardwood, and a graceful but very rugged
beverage set—a pitcher and seven or eight earthenware nmugs. In the bow was a



sal ad, beautifully arranged in an el aborate star-pattern, of fruits, nuts, and
veget abl es.

There were pictures on the walls, nostly in true-earth col ors—greens, browns,
orange, and the yellowtinted reds and red-tinted blues of flowers and ripe
fruit. Most were representational and pleasingly so; sone were abstract, a few
i npressionistic. One especially caught his eye; a scene of two Ledora, with

t he observation angle strangely high and askew, so that you seened to be

| ooki ng down past the shoul der of the standing figure to the reclining one

bel ow. The latter seened to be broken in sone unspecified way, ill and in

pai n; the whol e conposition was oddly blurred, and its instant inpact was of
bei ng seen t hrough scal ding tears.

"I"'mvery glad you could cone." It was the other head of the Children's One,
Nasi ve, standing by himand smling. Charlie turned away from his
contenpl ati on of the picture and saw the Ledora, in a cloak exactly the sane
as Gocid's, extending his hand. Charlie shook it and let it slip away; he
said, "I amtoo. | like it here.”

"We rather thought you would," said Nasive. "Not too different from what
you're used to, 111 bet."

Charlie could have nodded and let it go, but in this place, with these people,
he wanted to be honest "Too different from nost of what |'ve been used to," he
said. "We had sone of this, here and there. Not enough of it."

"Sit down. Well have a bite now4just to keep us going. Leave sone room
t hough; we'll be hi on a real feast shortly.”

Gocid filled all-but-rimess earthenware plates and passed them around, while
Nasi ve poured a golden liquid into the mugs. It was, Charlie discovered, a
sharp but honey-fl avored beverage, probably a son of mead, cool but not cold,
with a spicy aftertaste and a late, gentle kick. The salad, which he ate with
a satin-finished hardwood fork which had two short, narrow tines and one broad
long one with a very adequate cutting edge, was el even ways delicious (one for
each variety of food it contained) and it strained his self-control to the
utnost not to a) gobble and b) demand nore.

They tal ked; he did not join hi very much, although aware of then* courteous
care to say that which mght include or interest him or at least not to

l aunch into anything of [ength which m ght exclude him Fredon had weevils
over the hill there. Have you seen the new inlay process Dregg' s doi ng? Wod
hi ceram c; you'd swear they'd been fireglazed together. Nariah wanted to put
hi for biostatic treatnment of a new mlkweed fiber. Eriu's kid broke his silly
I eg. And nmeanwhile the children were hi and out, miracul ously never actually
interrupting, but sinply flashing hi, receiving a nut or a piece of fruit,
hovering breathlessly to ask a favor, a pernmission, or a fact: "Illew says a
dragonfly is a land of spider. Is it?" (No; none of the arachnids have wi ngs.)
A flash of purple ribbon and yellow tunic, and the child is gone, to be

repl aced instantly by a very small and coquetti sh naked creature which said
clearly, "Gocid, you got a funny face." (You got a funny face too.) Laughing,
the nite was gone.

Charlie, eating with effortful slowness, watched Nasive, crouched on a nearby
hassock, deftly prying a splinter out of

his own hand. The hand, though graceful, was |arge and strong, and seeing the
poi nt of a needle-like probe excavating bel ow the base of the middle finger
Charlie was struck by the sight of the callosities there. The flesh of the



pal m and the inside of the fingers seemed as tough as a stevedore's. Charlie
found himsel f naking an effort to square this with flowi ng scarlet garnents
and "art" furniture, and realized it wasn't his privilege, just now, to draw
such bal ances. But he said, thunping the sturdy armof the rustic chair, "Are
t hese nade here?"

"Right here," said Nasive cheerfully. "Made it nyself. Gocid and | did this
whol e place. Wth the kids, of course. Grocid nade the plates and the nugs.
Li ke 'enP"

"I really do," said Charlie. They were brown and al nost gold, swirled
together. "lIs it a lacquer on earthenware, or is that A-field of yours a kiln
for you?"

"Neither," said Nasive. "Wuld you like to see how we do it?" He glanced at
Charlie's enpty plate. "Or would you |ike some—

Regretfully, Charlie laid the plate aside. "I'd like to see that."

They rose and went toward a door at the back. A child half-hidden in the
drapes at the back of the roomdarted m schievously at Nasive, who, without
breaking stride, caught it up, turned it squealing upside down, very gently
bunped its head on the floor, and set it on its feet again. Then grinning, he
waved Charlie through the door

"You're very fond of children,"” said Charlie.
"My God," said Nasive.

And here again the | anguage was shaded so that a translation nust |ose
substance. Charlie felt that what he nmeant when he said "My God" was a direct
response to his remark, and in no sense an expletive. Was the child his God,
then? O ... was it the concept The Chil d?

The roomin which they stood was a little higher than the one they had Il eft,
and wi der, but utterly different fromthe harnoni ous, casual, confortable
living space. This was a workshop—a real working workshop. The floor was
brick, the walls were planed but otherw se unfinished planks, mlled shiplap
fashi on. On wooden pegs hung tools, basic tools: sledge and wedges, hamers,
adze, spoke-shave, awl, draw knife, hatchet and axe, square, gauge, and

| evel s, brace and a rack of bits, and a set of planes. Against the walls, and
here and there out on the floor, were—well, call them machine tools, but they
wer e apparently hand-fashi oned, sonetimes

massi vely, from wood! A table-saw, for exanple, was powered from underneath by
treadl es, and by a crank and connecting-rod arrangenment, caused a sort of
sabresaw to oscillate up and down. A detachable, deep-throated franme was
clanped to it, to guide the top end of the saw bl ade, and was | oaded with a
wooden spring. There was a lathe, too, with clusters of wooden pulleys for
speed adj ustnent, and an i mrense flywheel —+t nust have wei ghed five hundred
pounds—ade of ceramic.

But it was the kiln which Nasive had brought'himto see. It stood in the
corner, a brick construction with a chimey above and a heavy netal door

whi ch stood up on brick pilings. Underneath was a firepot on casters—it's our
forge, too," Nasive pointed out as, with a nmuscular tug, he rolled it out and
back under agai n—and nounted on it, well to one side, was a treadl e-operated
bell ows. The outlet fromthe bellows |led to a great floppy object which | ooked
like a deflated bl adder, which in fact it was. Nasive punped vigorously on the
treadle and the winkled thing sighed, tiredly got up off its back, and



wobbl ed upright. It then began to swell.

"I got the idea froma bagpi pe one of the kids was learning to play," said
Nasive, his face glowi ng. He stopped punping and pulled a lever a little way
toward hiny Charlie heard air hissing up through the grates. He pulled it a
bit nmore, and the air roared. "You have all the control you could possibly
want and you don't have to tell some brawny adult to take a long trick at it;
all the kids in the place can come in and each does as nuch as he can, even
the little ones. They love it"

"That's wonderful,"
todoit."

said Charlie sincerely, "but—surely there's an easier way

"Ch, surely," said Nasive agreeabl y—and not by one word did he enlarge on it.

Charlie | ooked admringly about him at the neat stacks of |unber which had
obviously been nmlled here, the sturdy bracing of the wooden nachi nes, the—
"Look here," said Nasive. He threw a clanmp fromthe chuck end of the Iathe
ways and gave the ways a shove upward. Hinged at the tailstock end, it swung
upright and latched into place—"A drill press!"” cried Charlie, delighted.

He pointed to the flywheel. "That | ooks |like ceramc. How did you ever fire
anyt hing that size?"

Nasi ve nodded toward the kiln. "It'Il take it. Just barely. O course, it was
in there for a while ... we had to clear
put the rest of the place and hold a feast and dancing until it was done."

"Wth the people dancing on the treadle," |aughed Charlie.

"And everywhere else. It was quite a party,"” Nasive | aughed back. "But you
wanted to know why we made the flywheel of ceramic. Well, it's massive, and it
was |less work to cast it to run true than it would be to true up a stone one."

"I don't doubt that," said Charlie, |ooking at the flywheel but thinking of

i nvisible elevators, tune machines, a fingertip device which, he had been
told, could take large bites out of hillsides and transport what it bit
wherever it was wanted. The fleeting thought occurred to himthat perhaps

t hese peopl e out here didn't know what they had back at the big Ones. Then he
recalled that it was at the Medical One he had first seen Grocid and Nasive.
So then the thought came to himthat, knowi ng what they had at the Ones, they
wer e deni ed these things, and nust plod fromcottage to field, and work up

t hose case-hardened cal |l ouses, while Seace and M elw s magi cked ice-cold
breakfast fruits fromholes in the wall by their beds. Ah well. Them as has,
gits. "Anyway, that is really one |arge hunk of ceramc."

"Ch, not really," said Nasive. "Cone and | ook."

He led the way to a door in the outside wall, and they stepped through into a
garden. Four or five of the children were tunbling about on the grass, and one
was up a tree. They shouted, cooed, crowed at the sight of Nasive, flewto him
and away; while he tal ked he woul d tousl e one, spin another around, answer a
third with a wink and a tickle.

Charlie Johns saw t he statue.

He thought, would you call this Madonna and Chil d?

The adult figure, with sone material that draped like fine linen thrown



| oosely half around it, knelt, |ooking upward. The figure of the child stood,
al so | ooki ng upward, with a transcendant, even ecstatic expression on its
face. The child was nude, but its flesh tones were perfectly reproduced, as
were the adult's, whose garnent was shot through with all colors possible to a
wood fire.

The two remar kabl e features about this scul pture were, first, that the figure
of the adult was three feet high, and that of the child over eleven feet)\;
second, that the entire group was one nonstrous single piece of perfectly

gl azed, faultlessly fired terra cotta.

Charlie had to ask Nasive to repeat hinself, saying sonething about kilns, as
he was swept with wondernent at the beauty of this work of art, its finish,
but nost of all its

synmbolism The small adult kneeling in worship of the giant child, rapt face
fixed on the huge standing figure; and the child, in a rapture of its own,
detached fromthe adult and aspiring upward . . . somewhere . . . higher in
any case.

"That kiln | can't show you," Nasive was sayi ng.

Charlie, still spellbound, scanned the. great |lovely work, wondering if it had
been fired hi pieces and erected. But no; the glaze was flaw ess, without |ine
or join fromtop to bottom Wy, even the base, made and colored like a great
mass of flowers, a regular nmound of petals, was gl azed!

Wl |l then! They did get a crack at that A-field magic after all

Nasive said, "It was sculpted right where it stands, and fired there too.
Gocid and | did nost of it, except the flowers; the children did the flowers.
More than two hundred children screened all that clay, and worked it so it
woul dn't fracture in the fire."

"Ch . . . and you built your kiln around it!"

"We built three kilns around it—ene to dry it, which we tore down so we could
paint it; one to set the color glazes, which we tore down to coat it, and one
for the final glaze."

"Whi ch you tore down and threw away."

"We didn't throwit away. We used the bricks for the new floor in the
wor kshop. But even if we had thrown it away—it was worth it."

"I't was worth it,"” said Charlie. "Nasive . . . what is it? Wiwat does it nean?"

"It's called The Maker," said Nasive. (In the |anguage, that was creator, and
al so the one who acconplishes. The doer.)

The adult adoring the child. The child hi adoration of sonething . . . else.
"The Maker?"

"The parent nakes the child. The child nakes the parent."
"The child what?"
Nasi ve | aughed, that full, easy, not "at" kind of |augh which seened to cone

so easily to these people. "Cone now whoever becane a parent without a child
to make him so?"



Charlie laughed with him but as they left, |ooked back over his shoul der at
the gleaming terra cotta, he knew that Nasive m ght have said nore. And indeed
Nasi ve seermed to understand that, and his feelings about it, for he touched
Charlie's elbow and said softly, "Cone. | think that later, you wll

under stand better."

Charlie wenched hinself away, but his eyes were full of that exquisite,
devout pair shining in the garden. As they

crossed the workshop, Charlie asked hinmself, But why is the child bigger than
t he parent?

And knew he had asked it al oud when Nasive, stepping into the living
room and incidentally snatching the same youngster they had seen before
delightedly cowering hi the drapes, and as before scooping it up, turning it
over and bunping its little head on the floor until it hiccupped with
| aughter: "But—hildren are, you know "

Wll . . . in this language, as in English, "bigger" could nmean "greater"

oh, he'd think about it later. Wth shining eyes, he | ooked at the faces in
the room and then felt a very real pang of regret. One ought not to see such
a thing, and then have no one new to show it to.

Phi | os understood, and said, "He's seen your statue, Gocid." "Charlie Johns,
t hank you."

Charlie felt enormously pleased, but, not being able to see his own shining
eyes, did not for the life of himknow what he was bei ng thanked for

| he Brute begins om nously,

straddl e-gai ted, hunch-shoul dered, to approach the bed agai nst which She
cowers in her negligee.

"Don't hurt ne!" she cries in an Italian accent, whereupon the canera dollies
inwith the lurch of The Brute, becom ng The Brute, and all the

bl ood-and-fl esh bugs within the steel-and-chrome beetles ranked up before the
gargantuan screen of the drive-in theater, bat then" eyes and thrumw th the
blood in their flesh. The very neon-stained air around the popcorn machines is
tumd with it; hooded dead headlights hi row upon row seemto bulge with it.

When the canera dollies in close enough to make it possible, for this season
cleavage is "in" but the areola is "out," The Brute's big hand darts in from
of f-camera, smites her ivory cheek stingingly (the straddl e-gaited |unbering
musi ¢ stings too) and drops bel ow the frame of the picture, whereupon we hear
silk ripping. Her face, still close up, forty-three tinted feet six inches
fromtangled hair to dinpled chin, is carried backward by the canera or The
Brute and pressed to the satin pillow whereupon the dark shadow of The
Brute's

i ead begins to cover her face with the inplacable precision of the studio
sound-man's hand on a vol ume knob. "Don't hurt ne! Don't hurt ne!"

Herb Raile, behind the wheel of his autonobile, is at |ast nade aware of a
rythmc westling going on beside him Although Karen is fast asleep on the
back seat, Davy, who at this hour is ordinarily dead to the world, is
blaringly wi de awake. Jeanette has a hal f-nel son on the boy and with her other
hand is attenpting to cover his eyes. Davy is chinning hinmself on her wist as
on a horizontal bar, and both of themare, in spite of and during this



exerci ze, snatching what avid gl ances at the screen as they can

Herb Raile, snatching what avid gl ances he can at the screen while anal yzing
this activity, says without turning his head, "Wat's the matter?"

"Nothing for a child to see," she hisses. She is a little out of breath from
one or another of these stinuli.

"Don't hurt ne!" screans shatteringly the She on the screen, then spasns her

face and cl oses her eyes: "Ah-h-h-h-h . " she noans, " hurt me. Hurt
me. Hurt me. Hurt ne." Davy rips down the blinding hand: "I wanna see!" "You
do as you're told or I'Il." Herb barks inperatively, watching the screen. Davy

sharply nips his nother's forearm She utters a small scream and says, "Hurt
nel

In not |less than seventy feet of super-pol ychrone

t hr ee- and- a- quarter-to-one-aspect-rati o tunbl e-sounded explication, the screen
rapi dly and succinctly explains that due to an early m sunderstandi ng She and
The Brute were actually really and truly married the whole time, and when She
has fini shed broken in passion and in English as well explaining to The Brute
that the clear source of then" excesses is the legality of then" |oving, the
screen dissolves in a blare of light and a blaze of trunpets, |eaving the

audi ence linp and blinking in the here and now.

"You shouldn't've et himsee all that," says Herb accusingly.
"I didn't but he did. He bit ne."

There is an interlude wherein it seens to dawn on Davy that he has done
somet hi ng puni shabl e; he need not know what to get it over with, which is done
by weepi ng and being conforted by raspberry sherbet and a shrinp roll. The
sherbet, initially on a stick, presents its own problem by |eaving same; after
a nonent of watching it enfold his nunb but apparently hot fingertips while it
drips exactly on the crease of his trousers, Herb solves the problem by
putting it

J

entire into his mouth, which nmakes the bridge of his nose ache and by which
Davy allows he has been robbed. This is not a crisis after all because the
lights dimand the screen flares up again for the second feature.

"Somet hing for Davy after all," says Herb after the second minute. "Wy don't
they run the Western first and spare our kids |ooking at that kind of you
know. "

"Sit up on ny knee, honey," Jeanette says. "Can you see all right?"

Davy sees all right the fight at the cliff edge, the falling body, the old man
| ying broken at the foot of the cliff, the evil cowpoke bending over him the

gush of good bright red blood fromthe old man's mouth: "I'm. . . Chuck
Fritch . . . help nme!"; the evil cowpoke's |aughing, "You' re Chuck Fritch are
you; that's all I want to know "; his drawing of the .45, the roaring shots,

the twitch of the old man's body as the slugs rip into himand his agonized
grunts, the grin on the evil cowboy's face as he stonps the old man's face
only they keep that specific off camera, but afterward you can watch hi m ki ck
the body the rest of the way down into the canyon.

Fl ashback to a dirt street with duckboard sidewal ks. Herb says thoughtfully,
"Yeah, 111 call 'emtonorrow, that's what 111 do, ask 'em why they don't put



the Westerns on first."
D HEY VENT TO WOVBEW S

house, the dooryard of which was surrounded by strong and intricate
basket wor k, whi ch was essentially nothing nore than poles driven into the
ground and vi nes woven around them W nbew, a hawk-nosed young adult, showed
Charlie how this was not nerely a fence, but was integral with the house, for
the walls were built of it too, and then plastered with a clayey nud fromthe
nei ghbor hood—the tunel ess nud-and-watti e constructi on—which when quite dry had
been coated with a speci es of whitewash which was not white, but violet. The
roof was thatched and planted with the thick-nmatted, now ng grass found al

t hrough Ledom The house was | ovely, especially inits interior planning, for
nmud- and- wat de need make no conprom se with standard |unber |engths, and

the nore curved the walls, the nore stable they are, just as a curved piece of
paper may be stood on edge. Grocid and Nasive and their children canme al ong
and hel ped show Charlie Wnbew s treasures.

They went to Aborp's house, which had been built of rammed earth, wooden forns
havi ng been set up and the npistened earth put between them and conpacted by
hand with the end of a heavy tinber w elded by four strong Ledom standi ng on
the top of the forms. Once it had dried, the fornms could be renoved. Like the
wattle building, this too could be designed very flexibly. Gocid and Nasive
and their children and Wnbew s chil dren and Wnbew cane al ong.

They went to Obtre's house, which was made of cut stone, built up in square
nmodul es. Each nodul e had its domed roof, which was nmade with great sinplicity.

You fill the four walls right to the top with earth, mound it to suit, and |ay
on plaster until it is nearly a foot thick. Once it is set, you then dig out
all the earth. It is said that this kind of house, with this roof, will stand

a thousand years. Obtre and Obtre's children joined themas they went on

Edec had a nobss-chinked | og house, Vionor lived right inside a hill, part
shored and panelled w th hand-rubbed wood, part cut fromthe living rock
Piante had a fieldstone house with a sod roof, and all the walls were covered
with splendid tapestries—nAot draped, but applied flat so their marvell ous

pi ctures and designs could be read; and in the back, Charlie saw the hand- made
| oom whi ch had made themall, and for a while watched Piante and his mate work
the loom while two tiny children threw the shuttle. And Piante's children and
Piante joined them and his mate, and so did Vionor's famly and Edec's; and
as they crossed the park areas, people in their bright garnents, w ndbl own
children and | eggy adol escents, cane out of the fields and orchards, dropping
hoes and mattocks, pruning knives and machetes at the borders, and cane al ong.

As the crowmd grew, so grew the nmusic. It was never louder; it grew |arger
i nst ead.

So at last, visiting and gaining as it went, the multitude, and Charlie Johns,
cane to the place of worship.

Jeanette flings herself unhappily on the neat afternoon bed. Wat makes ne
t hat way?

She has just turned away a home inprovenent services sal esman. \Wich is al
right in itself. Nobody asks these eager beavers to ring your doorbell and
they have to take then* chances. Nobody hi her right mind is going to buy what
she doesn't want, and nowadays you have to get it straight in your head what
you don't want and stick to it, or they'll pull you down, bleed you.



It wasn't that; it was the way she had brushed the nan off. She had acted this
way before and doubtl ess she would again, and that is what is naking her fee
so rotten. Did she have to be that abrupt?

Did she have to give the icy stare, the cold word, the

not - qui t e- but -very-nearly sl anmed door? None of that was her, was Jeanette.
Coul d she have done it—get rid of him that is —acting |ike Jeanette instead
of like sonme moving-picture parody of the hard life of a traveling sal esman?
Sure she coul d have

She sits up. Maybe this tinme she can think it through and it won't bother her
ever again.

She has gotten rid of unwanted sal es people, and gotten out of simlar
situations, many, many tines before by being Jeanette. A smile, alittle lie,
somet hi ng about the baby's waking up or | think |I hear the phone; easy, and no
har m done. My husband bought one just day before yesterday. Ch | w sh you'd
cone around | ast week; | just won one in a contest. Wwo's to call her aliar?
They go away and nobody's

hurt.

But then, once in a while, like this one just now, she curls her lip and spits
an icicle. And like just now, she stands by the not-quite-slanmed door and
bites her long coral thunbnail, and then goes to peer unseen through the

mar qui sette curtain, being careful not to nove it or touch it, and she watches
the way he wal ks away; she can tell, by the way he wal ks down the path, that

he's hurt. She's hurt and he's hurt, and who gets anything for it?
She feels rotten

Why especially hin? He wasn't offensive. Far fromft. A nice-I|ooking
fellow,with a good snile, strong teeth, neat clothes, and he wasn't about to
shove his foot hi the door. He treated her like a | ady who m ght be hel ped by
what he was selling; he was selling that, and not hinself.

You know, she tells herself, if he had been a real crumb, a w nking,

eyebr owwaggl i ng creep who'd goggle at the bottom end of your bra strap and
make a ki ssing noise, you'd have told himoff in the nice way—a fast, |ight,
harm ess brush

Wl l, then, she tells herself, apalled, that's the answer. You |liked him
that's why you threw the freeze.

She sits on the edge of the bed | ooking at that idea, and then she cl oses her
eyes and lets her imagination get as foolish as it likes, imagining himconing
hi, touching her; imagining himright here with her

And that rings no bell. It really doesn't. \Wat she |iked about the man wasn't
anything like that at all

"Now how can you like a man wi thout wanting hi n?" she demands of herself
al oud.

There is no answer. It is an article of faith with her. If you like a man, it
has to be because you want him Woever heard of it any other way?

Peopl e just don't go around |iking people on sight unless, And if she can't
feel that she wants him it's one of those subconsci ous whatcha-ma-callits;
she's just not letting herself knowit.



She doesn't want to want some ot her guy besides Herb, but she nust. So she's
rotten.

She falls back down on the bed and tells herself she ought to be hung up by
the thunbs. She's rotten clear through

0 HE FEAST WAS ON A MOUN-

tain—at least, it was the highest hill Charlie had yet seen. Nearly a hundred
Ledom were waiting there when Philos and Charlie and the great crowd arrived.
In a grove of dark-leaved trees, on the faultless greensward, food was
arrayed, laid out Hawaiian fashion on platters of woven fresh | eaves and broad
grasses. No Japanese flower-arranger ever did a nore carefu

job than these gifted people with their food. Each platter and clever green
basket was a construction in color and form contrast and harnony; and the
snel |l s were synphoni c.

"Hel p yourself," smled Philos.

Charlie | ooked around hi mdazedly. The Ledom were com ng fromevery direction
filtering through the trees, greeting each other with glad cries. There were
frequent enbraces, kisses.

"Wher e?"
"Anywhere. It's all everybody's.'

They stepped through the swirling crowmd and seated then» selves under a tree.
Bef ore them were | ovely nounds of food, laid up hi graspable, bite-sized
portions, and so beautifully arranged that until Philos reached, and di sturbed
a symretry, Charlie hadn't the heart to begin.

A pretty child came by with a tray bal anced on its head, and a hal f-dozen nugs
apparently designed for the purpose; they were shaped |ike truncated cones
with wi de bases. Philos held out a hand and the child skipped toward them
Phil os took two nugs and kissed the child, who | aughed and danced away.
Charlie took a nug and sipped; it was like cool apple-juice with peach
overtones. He began to eat with enthusiasm The food tasted as good as it

| ooked—a nost extrene statement.

When he was able to sl ow down enough to | ook about again, he found the grove
thick with a pleasant tension; perhaps it was the cloud of nusic which hovered
over the people that exemplified it nost, for it lay in a wide chorda!

whi sper, surging with a pulsation that seened to become nore regular by the
nmonent. One thing that struck Charlie was the fact that a great many people
seened to be feeding each other rather than thensel ves. He asked about it.

"They're just sharing. If you experience sonething especially good, don't you
feel the need to share it with sonmeone?"

Charlie recalled his odd touch of frustration in the realization that there
had been, for him no one to show the great terra-cotta statue to, and said,

"I —guess so." He | ooked at his conpani on suddenly. "Look—don't |let me keep you
from uh—oi ning your friends if you want to."

A strange expression crossed Philos' face. "That is nmpost kind of you," he said
warmy. "But |—wouldn't in any case. Not just now " (WAs that a slight rush of
color in his neck and cheeks? And what was it? Anger? Charlie felt suddenly



unwilling to pry.)

"A lot of people," he commented after a while.
"All there are.”

"What' s the occasion?"

"If you don't mind, I'd like you to tell ne what you think, after it's over."

Puzzl ed, Charlie said, "Very well

They fell silent, listening. Softer and softer became the giant manifold nusic
of the people, huming a series of close, and closely related chords. There
crept into it a strange staccato, and | ooking about him Charlie saw that sone
of them were gently tapping thensel ves, and sonetines their conpanions, on the
base of the throat. It gave the voices a strange thrum which at |ast took on
a very definite rhythm rapid but distinct. It seened an eight-beat, with a
slight enmphasis on the first and fourth. On this was inposed a | ow four-tone
nmel ody, which cycled, cycled, cycled . . . everyone seenmed to crouch, to |ean
forward a little, to tense

Suddenly canme the clarion of a powerful soprano voice, a very cascade of

notes, bursting upward like a withing firework fromthe drone of the bass

nmel ody, and subsiding. It was repeated either fromfar off in the grove, or
froma small voice near by; it was inpossible to tell. Two tenors, by sone
magi ¢ striking in a major third apart, repeated the explosion of notes in
harmony, and as it faded and fell, another strong voice, a blue-cloaked Ledom
seated near Charlie, caught it up and blew it skyward again, this tine
stripping it of its accidentals and graces and all its glissandi, giving it up
inits purest form six clear notes. There was an excited rustle all about, as
of appreciation, and a hal f-dozen icattered voices repeated the six-note thene
in unison, then again repeated it. On the second of the six notes, someone

el se was inspired to start the thenme right there; it becane fugal, and voice
after voice took it up; it burst and fell, burst and fell, interwven and
conplex and thrilling. Al the while the bass susurrus, with its
throat-thunping irregular rhythm |ay under the nmusic, swelling and sighing,
swel ling greater and draw ng back

Then with a novenment as expl osive as that first soprano statement, a nude
figure cane spinning down toward them weaving in and out between the
tree-trunks and anong the people; spinning so fast that the body contours were
a blur, yet sure-footedly avoiding every obstacle. The spinning Ledom | eapt
high right by Philos, and came to earth kneeling, face and arns spread on the
soft sward. Another cane spinning, then another; soon the dark wood was alive
with novenent, with the swirl of the cloaks and headdresses sone wore, with

the flash of bodies and blurring |inbs. Charlie saw Philos spring to his feet;
to his amazenent he found hi nsel f standing, crouching, buffeted by the rising
current of sound and nmotion. It becane an effort not to fling hinmself into it
as into a sea. He drew back finally and clung to the bole of a tree, gasping;
for he had an overriding fear that his unschool ed feet woul d never stay under
himhi the whirling press; that they would be as inadequate to shift and
change as were his ears to contain all that was happening in the air about, as
were his bewi |l dered eyes to absorb the rush and patterning of those bodies.

It becanme, for him a broken series of partial but sharply focussed pictures;
the swift turn of a torso; the tense, ecstatic lifting of a fever-blinded
head, with the silky hah- falling away fromthe face, and the body trenbling;
the shrill cry of alittle child in transport, running straight through the



pattern of the dance, arns outstretched and eyes closed, while the frantic
performers, apparently unthinkingly, nmade way by hairsbreadth after

hai rsbreadth until a dancer swung about and caught up the infant, threwit,
and it was plucked out of the air and whirled up again, and once nore, to be
set down gently at the edge of the dance. At sone point unnoted by him the
bass drone had beconme a roar, and the rhythm instead of resulting fromthe
subtl e tapping of the pharynx, had beconme a savage beat, furious fists on
unnerved thorax and abdonen.

Charlie was shouting.
Phi | os was gone.

A wave of something was generated in the grove, and was rel eased; he could
feel it rush himand dissipate; it was as tangible as the radiation from an
opened furnace door, but it was not heat. It was not anything he had ever
felt, imagined, or experienced before . . . except perhaps by hinself ... oh
never by himself; it was with Laura. It was not sex; it was a thing for which
sex is one of the expressions. And at this its peak, the harnonious tumult
altered in kind, though not at all hi quality; the interweaving flesh of the
Ledom becane a franme encircling the children—so many, many chil dren—who had
sonmehow forned thensel ves into a conpact group; they stood proud, even the
tini est ones, proud and knowi ng and deeply happy, while all about, the Ledom
wor shi pped them and sang.

They did not sing of the children. They did not sing to the children. It may
be said in no other way but this: they sang the children

2) mitty has cone out to

chat over the back fence—actually, it is a low stone wall—with Herb. It
happens that Smitty is sick furious .with Tillie over sonething that does not
matter really. Herb has been sitting on a lawn chair under a red and white
unbrella with the afternoon paper, and he is furious al so, but with sonmewhat
| ess sickness and inpersonally as well. Congress has not only passed a
particularly stupid bill, but has underscored its particular stupidity by
overriding a presidential veto. Seeing Smtty, he throws down the paper and
strides to the back wall

"How cone," he says, neaning it purely as a prelimnary remark, "the world is
so full of dirty sons of bitches?"

"That's easy," is the instant, dour remark. "Every one of 'emwas born out of
the dirtiest part of a woman."

THOUGH I N LEDOM | T NEVER

grew dark, it seened darker with nost of the people gone. Charlie sat on the
cool green noss with his wists on his kneecaps and his back agai nst an olive
tree, and bent his head to put his cheeks agai nst the backs of his hands. His
cheeks felt |eathery, for there unaccountable tears had dried. At |ength he
strai ghtened up and | ooked at Philos, who waited patiently beside him

Phil os, as though to be sure not to utter a word lest it spoil sonmething for
his guest, acknowl edged himwith a soft snmile and a peaking of his odd
eyebr ows.

"Is it over?" Charlie asked.

Phi | os | eaned back against the tree, and with a notion of his head indicated a



group of Ledom three adults and a hal f-dozen children, far down the grove,
who were cheerfully picking up the ness. Over them Tike an invisible swarm of
magi ¢ bees, hung a cloud of rnusic, at that nonent triads, mnor thirds,

Wi ngi ng neatly upwards in formation, hovering,

fadi ng, w nging upwards again. "lIt's never over," Philos said.

Charlie thought about that, and the statue called The Maker, and about as nuch
as he dared to think about what had passed in the grove, and about the sound
whi ch dwelt about these peopl e wherever they gathered.

Phi | os asked, quietly, "Do you want to ask ne again what place this is?"
Charlie shook his head and got to his feet. "I think I know," he said.
"Cone, then," said Philos.

They wal ked to the fields, and through and by the fields and cottages, back
toward the Ones, and they talked:

"Why do you worship children?"

Phil os laughed. It was pleasure, nostly. "First of all, | suppose it's because
religion—and just to preclude argunent, 111 define religion for this purpose
as the supra-rational, or nystic experience—t's because religion seens to be
a necessity to the species—but it would seemas well that the experience is
not possible w thout an object. There is nothing nore tragic than a person or
a culture who, feeling the need to worship, has no object for it."

"For the sake of no argument, as you say, |'ll buy that,"” said Charlie, aware
of how quaint that sounded in Ledom The word for "buy" was "interpenetrate"—a
derivation of "exchange"—but surprisingly, shy as he nmight fromits overtones
in this place, his neaning enmerged. "But why children?"

"W worship the future, not the past. W worship what is to come, not what has
been. We aspire to the consequences of our own acts. W keep before us the

i mage of that which is nall eable and grow ng—ef that which we have the power
to inprove. W& worship that very power in ourselves, and the sense of
responsibility which lives with it. Achild is all of these things. Al so .

" and he stopped.

"Go on."

"I't's somet hing which you need a good deal of adjustnent to absorb, Charlie. |
don't think you can do it."

"Try nme."

Phi | os shrugged. "You asked for it: W worship the child because it is
i nconcei vabl e that we woul d ever obey one."

They wal ked in silence for a long tine.

"What's the matter with obeying the God you worship?"

"I'n theory, nothing, | suppose, especially when along with the obedi ence goes
the belief in a living—that is, current, and contenporaneously know edgeabl e

God. " Phil os paused, choosing words. "But hi practice, nore often than not,
t he



hand of God in human affairs is a dead hand. H s dictates are couched in the
i nterperetations of Elders of one kind and anot her—past-drenched folk wth

t hen" nenories unpaired, their eyes blinded, and all the love in themdried

up." He looked at Charlie, and his dark strange eyes were full of conpassion
"Haven't you been able to see yet that the very essence of the Ledom

i s—passage?" "Passage?"

"Movenent, growth, change, catabolism Could nusic exist wthout passage

wi t hout progression, or poetry; could you speak a word and call it a rhyne

wi t hout speaking nore words? Could life exist . . . why, passage is very
nearly a definition for lifel Aliving thing changes by the noment and by each
portion of each part of a noment; even when it sickens, even when it decays,

it changes, and when it stops changing, it's—eh, it could be nmany tilings;
lunber, like a dead tree; food, like a killed fruit; but it's not life any
more. . . . The architecture of a culture is supposed to express its state of
mnd, if not its very faith; what do the shapes of the Medical One and the

Sci ence One say to you?"

Charlie snickered; it was the laugh of unease, |like enbarrassnent. "Tim.

her!" he cried in an imtation bellow, hi English. Then he explained, "That's
what the | oggers used to shout when they'd cut through a tree-trunk and it was
about to fall: get out of the way!"

Phi | os | aughed appreciatively and wi thout rancor. "Have you ever seen a

pi cture of a man running? O even wal king? He is off balance, or would be if
he were as frozen as the picture is. He could hardly run or walk if he weren't
i ra-bal anced. That is how you progress fromany place to any other place—bhy
begi nni ng, over and over again, to fall."

"And then it turns out they're propped up on invisible crutches.™

Philos twi nkled, "All synbols are, Charlie." Again, Charlie was forced to

| augh. "There's only one Philos.'" He said it with unconscious nimcry. And
again, he saw Philos flush darkly. Anger—for that natter, even mld
irritation—was so rare here that it was nore shocking than profanity. "Wat's
the matter? Did | —=

"Who said that? Melwis, wasn't it?" Philos shot hima sharp gl ance, and read
the answer from Charlie's face. He apparently read al so the necessity for the
end of anger, for with an obvious effort he put his down, and pl eaded: "Don't
feel you' ve said anything wong, Charlie. It isn't you at all. Melws . "
He drew and rel eased a deep breath. "Melw s

occasionally indulges in a private joke." Abruptly and, with evident purpose,
changi ng the subject, he demanded, "But about the architecture—don't you
quarrel with the concept of dynami c inbalance in the face of these?" He swept
his hand to indicate the cottages—ud-and-wattle, rammed earth, |og and

pl aster and stone and hewn pl anks.

"Nothing tottery about that," agreed Charlie, nodding toward the one they were
passi ng—the Italian square-nmodul e one with the domed pl aster roofs over each
squar e.

"So they're not synbols. Or not in the sense that the big Ones are. They're
the concrete results of our profound conviction that the Ledomw || never
separate thenselves fromthe land—and | nmean that in its w dest possible
sense. Civilizations have a pernicious way of breedi ng whol e cl asses and
generations of people who nmake their |ivings once renoved—tw ce, ten, fifty
times removed fromthe techniques of the hand. Men could be born, live, and
di e, and never nove a spade of earth, or true a tinber, or weave a swatch, or



even see spade, adze or loom Isn't that so, Charlie? Wasn't it so with you?"

Charlie nodded thoughtfully. He had had the sane thought hinself—he really
had, one day when, city-bred as he was, he hired out to pick beans once when
he needed the nmoney and there was an ad in the paper. He had hated it, living
in barracks with a filthy herd of human nmisfits, and working all day in
cranpi ng, crouching, baking, soaking | abor for which he was untrained and in
whi ch—even in the matter of picking beans—he was unskilled. Yet it had cone to
himthat just this Once, when once he actually ate a bean, that he hinself was
taking fromthe wonb of the soil that which it bore and which could in turn
sustain him He was putting his two naked hands to the naked earth, and
between himand it was no conpl ex of interchange, status, substitution, or
intricate many-|l ayered system of barter between goods and services. And it had
cone to himagain nore than once since, when the intimte, earthy matter of
filling his belly was taken care of by maki ng marks on paper, by scraping and
stacking restaurant plates and scrubbing pots, by pulling steering clutches on
a bul | dozer or pushing buttons on an addi ng rmachi ne.

"Such men have an extrenely limted survival value," Philos was saying. "They
have, |ike good survival creatures, adapted to their environment—but that
environnent is a large and el aborate machine; there is very little about it
which is as basic as the sinple act of plucking a fruit or finding and

cooki ng the proper grass. Should the machi ne be smashed, or should even sone
smal |l but integral part of it stop working, everyone in it will becone a
hopel ess dependant hi precisely the length of tine it take his stomach to
enpty itself. Al the Ledom—every single one of us—though we night find
ourselves with one or two real skills, have a working know edge of agriculture
and basic construction, weaving, cooking, and waste disposal, and how to make
fire and find water. Skilled or no—and no one is skilled in everythi ng—an
unskill ed person with a working know edge of necessities is better able to
survive than a man who coul d, say, control a sheet-metal m |l better than
anyone else hi the world but does not know how to join a rafter or save
seed-corn or dig a latrine."

"Ch-h-h," said Charlie in tones of revelation. "Wiat is it?"

"I"mbeginning to see sonmething here ... | couldn't square all that
push-button living in the Medical One with all the hand-nade crockery.
thought it was a matter of privilege." "Those who work hi the Ones eat out

here as a privilege!" (Actually, the word "privilege" here is not exact; it
translated "favor" or "treat.") "The Ones are first of all working places, and
ttie only places where the work fromtinme to tune is so exacting and must be
done with such precision that it is efficient to save time. Qut here it is
efficient to use tinme; we we have so nmuch of it. W do not sleep, and no
matter how carefully you build or cultivate, the work keeps getting finished."

"How much tine to the children spend hi school ?" "School —eh. Ch, | see what
you mean. No, we don't have school s.”

"No schools? But . . . oh, that is good enough for people who only want to

know how to plant and build do-it-yourself housing ... is that what you nean?

But —what about your technol ogi sts—you don't live forever, do you? What happens

when one needs repl aci ng? And what about books . . . and music manuscri pt
and—eh, all the things that people learn to read and wite for?

Mat hemat i cs—ef erence books— "We don't need them W have the cerebrostyle.™

"Seace nentioned it. | can't say | understand it." "I can't say that either,"”

said Philos. "But | can assure you it works."

"And you use it for teaching, instead of schools."



"No. Yes."
Charlie laughed at him

Phi | os | aughed too, and said, "I wasn't as confused as | sounded. The 'no' was
for your statenent, we use the cer-ebrostyle for teaching. W don't teach our
children the 'book' kind of learning, we inplant it with the cerebrostyle.
It's quick—+t's only a matter of selecting the right information block and
throwing a switch. The (he here used a technical termfor "unused and
avai l abl e nmenory cells") and the synaptic paths to themare |ocated and the
information 'printed” on the mind in a mtter of seconds—ene and a half, |
think. Then the block is ready for the next person. But teaching, now well,
if there is any teaching done with this inplanted information, you do it
yoursel f, either by consciously thinking it through—fuch faster than reading,
by the way-while you're working in the fields, or during a 'pause' —enenber

t he Ledom we saw standi ng al one just before we got to Gocid s house?

But even that process you can't call teaching. Teaching is an art that can be
| earned; learning froma teacher is an art that can be | earned; anyone who
tries—and we all try—ean gain a certain conpetence in teaching; but a rea
teacher, now —he has a talent. He has a gift like a fine artist or rnusician or
scul ptor. Ch, we think highly of teachers, and of teaching. Teaching is part
of loving, you know, " he added.

Charlie thought of cold, repellent, dying Mss Mran and understood in a great
warm fl ash. He thought of Laura.

"We use the cerebrostyle,” said Philos, "as we use the A-field; we don't
depend on it. W don't, therefore, need it W learn reading and witing, and
we have a great nmany books; any Ledom who cares to may read them although we
generally like to have himput on the cerebrostyle 'setter' while he reads,
and make a new bl ock."

"These bl ocks—+they can hold a whol e book?" Philos held up two thunbnails, side
by side. "In about that nuch space.,. . . And we know how to nake paper and
manuf act ure books, and if we ever had to, we would. You nust understand that
about us; we shall never, never be the slaves of our conveniences."

"That's good," said Charlie, thinking of many, nmany past things which were not
good; thinking of whole industries crippled when the el evator operators went
on strike in a central office building, thinking of the plight of a city
apartment dweller during a power failure, w thout water, refrigeration

lights, radio, television; unable to cook, wash, or be anused. But . . . "Even
so," he mused, "There's sonmething about it I don't like. If you can do that
you can select a

bl ock and inmplant a whole set of beliefs and |oyalties; you could arrange a
slavery that woul d make any of ours look like a practice hop in a sack race.”

"No we can't!" Philos said forcefully. 'To say nothing of the fact that we
woul dn"t. You don't |ove, nor gain |love, by inprisonment or conmand, or by
treachery and lies."

"You don't?" asked Charlie.

"The parts of the mind are now clearly defined. The cerebrostyle is an

i nformation transfer device. The only way you could inplant fal se doctrines
woul d be to sinultaneously shut off all other nenory plus all the senses;
because | assure you that whatever the cerebrostyle gives you is subject to
revi ew agai nst everything you already know plus everything you experience. W



could not teach inconsistencies if we tried."

"Dp you ever wi thhold information?"

Phi | os chuckl ed. "You do hunt for flaws, now, don't you?"

"Well," said Charlie, "do you ever w thhold information?"

The chuckl e clicked off. Philos said soberly, "OF course we do. W wouldn't
tell a child howto prepare fumng nitric acid. W wouldn't tell a Ledom how

his mate screamed under a rock-fall."

"Ch." They wal ked a while in silence. ... a Ledomand his mate . . . "You do
marry, then?"

"Ch yes. To be lovers is a happy thing. But to be married —that is happi ness
on atotally different level. It is a solemn thing anong us, and we take it
very seriously. You know Grocid and Nasive."

A light dawned in Charlie's mnd. "They dress alike."

"They do everything alike, or if not alike, then together. Yes, they're
married."”

"Do you ... do the people ... uh ..."

Phi | os cl apped himon the shoulder. "I know about your preoccupation in the
matter of sex," he said. "Go on-ask nme. You're anobng friends."

"I"mnot preoccupied with it!"
They wal ked on, Charlie sullenly, Philos humm ng softly, suddenly, in harnmony

with a distant nelody that drifted down to them from some children in the
fields. Hearing it, Charlie's sullenness abruptly lifted. He realized that

these things are, after all, conparative; the Ledom genuinely were |ess
preoccupied with sexual matters than he was, just as he was | ess preoccupied
t han, say, a Victorian housewife who would refer to the "linbs" of a piano,

and who woul d not put a

book by a nale author on a shelf next to one by a fermal e author unless the two
aut hors happened to be marri ed.

And he was prepared to accept, as well, Philos' statement that he was anong
friends.

As conversationally as possible, he asked, "Wat about chil dren?"
"What about children?”

"Suppose one—ah—gets born and the—ah—parent isn't narried?"

"Most of themare born that way."

"And it makes no difference?"

"Not to the child. Not to the parent, either, as far as anyone else is
concerned. "

"Then what's the point of getting married?"



'The point, Charlie, is that the whole is greater than the sumof its parts.”
n O,]. "

"The greatest occasion of sexual expression is a mutual orgasm wouldn't you
say?"

"Yes," said Charlie as clinically as he coul d.

"And procreation is a high expression of |ove?"
"Ch yes."

"Then if a Ledomand his mate rmutually concei ve, and each bears tw ns, does
not that appear to be a fairly tran-scendant experience?"

"F-fairly," said Charlie in a faint voice, overwhel med. He put the
transcendance away in the back of his mnd, kneeing it down until it stopped
maki ng quite so large a lunp. Wien he could, he asked, "Wat about the other
ki nd of sex?"

"G her kind?" Philos winkled his brow, and apparently went through sone sort
of mental card-file. "Ch—you nmean just ordinary expressive sex."

"l suppose that's what | nean."

"Well, it happens, that's all. Anything which is an expression of |ove can
happen here, sex, or helping put on a roof, or singing." Gancing at Charlie's
face, he nodded to his invisible card-file and went on: "I think I know what's
perpl exi ng you. You conme froma place where certain acts and expressi ons were
held in a bad |ight—$rowned upon, even punished. Is that it?"

"l guess."

"Then apparently this is what you want to know There is no opprobrium
connected with it here. It isn't regulated in any way. It can only happen when
it's an expression of

mutual affection, and if there isn't nutual affection, it doesn't happen."
"What about the' young?"

"What about the young?"

"I mean . . . kids, you know. Experinenting and all that."

Phi |l os | aughed his easy |augh. "Question: Wien are they old enough to do it?
Answer: Wen they are old enough to do it. As for experinmentation, why
experiment with anything that's al nbst as conmmonly seen as the greeting kiss?"

Charlie gulped. Put this where he may, it still made a |unp. Al npst
pl aintively, he said, "But-what about unwanted chil dren?"

Phi | os stopped dead, turned, and | ooked at him his dark face show ng an

al nrost com ¢ successi on of changes: shock, amazement, disbelief, question (Are
you ki ddi ng? Do you mean what you just said?); and at length, of all things,
apology. "lI'msorry, Charlie. | didn't think you could shock me, but you did.

| thought that after the amount of research |I've done, | was proof against it,
but | guess | never expected to stand here in the mddle of Ledomand try to
engage ny nind with the concept of an unwanted child."



"I"'msorry, Philos. | didn't nmean to shock anybody."
"I"'msorry. | amsurprised that | was shocked, and sorry that | showed it."

Then, through an orchard, Grocid hailed them and Phil os asked, "You thirsty?"
and they struck off toward the white cottage. It was good, for a while, to be
able to get their attention away fromone another. It was good to be able to
go out and | ook at the terra cotta again.

tterb stands in the noon-

struck dark | ooking down at his daughter. He has slipped out of bed and cone
here because, on other occasions, he has found it a good place to be for the
di straught, the confused, the hurt and puzzled mind. It is not easy to contain
feelings of violence and unrest while, breathless, one | eans close to exam ne
by moonlight the neeting of the eyelids of a sleeping child.

H s mal ai se began three days ago, when his nei ghbor

Smith, in bitter casual ness, tossed a renmark over the back wall. The statenent
itself had seemed, at the time, to go by himlike a bad odor; he had chatted
about a political matter and the talk had then dw ndl ed away to i nconsequence.
Yet since then he found he had taken the remark away with him it was as if
Smitty, having been plagued by sone festering growh, had been able to drive
it into his, Herb's flesh

It is with himnow and he cannot put it by.
Men are born out of the dirtiest part of a -wonman.

Herb di ssociates the remark from Smth, a nan who has his troubles and his
especi al background, for neither of which he is conpletely accountable. What
is troubling Herb Raile is an issue far larger; he is wondering what it is
about humanity, since it first came out of the trees, in all the many
different things it has been and done, which nakes it possible for even one
man to say once a thing as filthy as that.

O was it nore than an obscene joke ... is it true, or nearly true?

Is that what is neant by the inescapable taint of Original Sin? Is it nen's

di sgust of women that makes so nmany of themtreat wonmen with such contenpt? Is
it that which makes it so easy to point out that the Don Juans and the

Lot harios, for all their hunger for wonen, are often nmerely trying to see how
many wonen they can punish? Is this the realization which makes a man, havi ng
like a good Freudian child passed into a period of nother-fixation, find a
turning point and begin to hate his nother?

When did nen begin to find womanhood despi cabl e-when did they decree the
menses uncl ean, and even to this day practice in their houses of worship the
ritual known as "churching of wonen"—the old post-natal purification cerenony?

Because | don't feel that way, he says silently and devoutly. | |ove Jeanette
because she is a wonan, and | |l ove her all over

Happily, Karen sighs in her sleep. The anger and terror and outrage of his
t houghts tunbl e away, and he smiles over Karen, yearns over her

Nobody, he thinks, ever wote anything about father-love. Mther-love is
supposed to be a nagic expression of the hand of God or sonething, or maybe



the activity of certain ductless glands; it depends on who's talking. But
father-love ... an awful funny thing, father-love. He's seen an otherwise mld
and civilized man go cl ean berserk because "sonebody did sonmething to ny kid."
He knows from his own experience

that after a while this father-love thing begins to spread out; you begin to
feel that way, a little, toward all kids. Now where's that come fronf? The kid
never inhabits the abdomen, doesn't pull on and feed off the body, as with
worren; nother | ove nakes sense, it figures; a baby grows on and of the
mother's flesh like a nose. But the father? Wiy, it takes sonme pretty special
circunmstances to make a father even renmenber the particular two- or

t hree- second spasmthat did the job.

Way woul dn't it ever occur to anyone to say chumanity was full of sons of
bi tches because it issued fromthe filthiest part of a man? It wouldn't, you
know, not ever.

Because, it says here, man is superior. Man—sankind (and oh yes, wonen have
learned this trick!) mankind has hi it a crushing need to feel superior. This
doesn't have to bother the very small minority who actually are superior, but
it sure troubles the controlling majority who are not If you can't be really
good at anything, then the only way to be able to prove you are superior is to
make soneone else inferior. It is this ranpaging need in humanity which has,
since pre-history, driven a man to stand on the neck of his neighbor, a nation
to enslave another, a race to tread on a race. But it is also what nmen have

al ways done to wonen.

Did they actually find theminferior to begin with, and learn fromthat to try
to feel superior to other things outside —ether races, religions,
nationalities, occupations?

O was it the other way around: did nen make wonen inferior for the sane
reason they tried to dom nate the outsider? Wich is cause, which effect?

And—sn't it just self-preservation? Wuldn't wonen donminate nmen if they had
t he chance?

Aren't they trying it right now?

Haven't they already done it, here on Begonia Drive?

He | ooks down at Karen's hand in the nmoonlight. He saw it first when it was an
hour ol d, and was thunderstruck by the perfection of the fingernails, of al
things; so tiny! so tiny! so perfect! And is this little hand to take hold of
reins, Karen, or pull strings, Karen? Are you cone into a world where down
deep the world despi ses you, Karen?

The father-1ove suffuses him and unnoving, yet he sees in a transported
monent hinsel f standing |ike a warrior between the sline-born sons of bitches
and his child.

BXI ASIVE . . !

The Ledom glowing with pleasure, stood before the terracotta group with
Charlie, snmiled and answered, "Yes?"

"Can | ask you sormet hi ng?"

"Anyt hi ng. "



"Confidential, Nasive. Is it wong to ask you that?"
"l don't think so."

"And if | step out of bounds in asking, you won't take it poorly? I'ma
stranger here."

"Ask ne."

"It's about Philos."

n O,]. "

"Why i s everyone here so hard on Philos? Let ne take that back," he anended

qui ckly. "That puts it too strongly. It's just that everyone seems to sort of
di sapprove. Not so much of him but of something about him™

"Ch," said Nasive, "I don't think it's anything that matters very nuch.”

"You're not going to tell nme, then." There was a stiff silence. Then Charlie

said, "lI'msupposed to be learning all | can about Ledom Do you or do you not

think I would gain sone kind of insight by knowi ng sonething that was wong in

Ledon? O am | supposed to judge you only by— he nodded at the statue—what

you |ike best about yourselves?"

As he had seen Philos do before, Charlie watched a Ledominstantly and

conpl etely disarmed. The inpact of truth on these fol k was, apparently,

enor nous.

"You couldn't be nore right, Charlie Johns, and | shoul dn't have hesitated.

But—+n all fairness to Philos, | must in turn ask your confidence. The matter

is, after all, Philos' business and not m ne nor yours."

"I won't let himknow | know. "

"Very well, then. Philos stands a little apart fromthe rest of us. For one

thing, he has a secretiveness about him—which in a way is useful; he is given

access to a great many things which lie rest of us are better off w thout. But

one feels that he ... prefers it that way, while to the normal

Ledom that sort of thing mght be a duty, but it would be an onerous one."

"That doesn't seent reason enough to—

"Ch, it isn't the prime disconfort he generates! The other thing about
hi mperhaps it is part of the sane thing—+s that he won't marry."

"A person doesn't have to marry, does he?"

"Ch no indeed." Nasive noistened his full |ips and frowned. "But Phil os
behaves as if he is still married."
"Still married?"

"He was married to Froure. They were to have children. One day they wal ked out
to the edge of the sky—= (Charlie conprehended the odd phrase)—and there was
an accident. A rock-slide. They were buried for days. Froure was killed.
Philos | ost the unborn children.”

Charlie recalled that Philos had used "screanming in a rock-slide" as a figure



of speech.

"Philos grieved . . . well, we can all understand that. We |ove a great deal
we | ove many ways; our mates we | ove deeply indeed, and so we understand the
nature of grief. But as basic with us as love itself is the necessity to |ove

the living, not the dead. It makes us feel . . . unconfortable ... to have
someone around who holds hinmsel f al oof fromloving freely, to be faithful to
someone who is gone. It's . . . pathol ogical."

"Maybe he'll get over it.
"I't happened many years ago," said Nasive, shaking his head.

"If it's pathological, can't you treat it?"

"Wth his agreenent, we could. And since his particular quirk presents nothing
worse than a mld disconfort for a few of us, he is free to remain the way he
isif that's what he w shes."

"Now | understand that little joke of Melwis."

"What was that?"

"He said, "There's only one like him' but he said it as a joke."

"That was hardly worthy of Melw s," said Nasive sternly.

"Whatever it was, it's confidential."

"OfF course. . . . And now do you feel you know us any better?"

"I don't," said Charlie, "but | feel I wll."

They exchanged smiles and returned to the house to join the others. Philos was
deep in conversation with Grocid, and Charlie was certain they were talking

about him Gocid

confirmed this by saying, "Philos tells me you' re al nost ready to pass
j udgrment on us."

"Not exactly that," |aughed Philos. "It's just that |'ve given you al nost al
| have. How long it takes you to draw your conclusions is up to you."

"I hope it's along time," said Gocid. "You' re very wel cone here, you know.
Nasi ve |ikes you."

It was the kind of remark which in Charlie's day mght be rmade out of the
subj ect's presence, but not in it. Charlie glanced swiftly at Nasive, only to
find himnodding. "Yes, | do," said Nasive warmy.

"Well, thanks," said Charlie. "I like it here too."

"€

9nmith is a swine."

Herb Raile, preoccupied, hears these words from Jeanette as she cones in the
back door after a visit with Tillie, and he starts violently. He has shared

none of his recent thoughts about Smith with her nor w th anyone, though he
feels a great need to unburden hinself. He has checked over all possible



reci pients for his pressures—ene of the girls, maybe, who hung around after
t he League of Wbnmen Voters neetings, or some of the folks at the G eat Books
gatherings, or the P.T. A, although as the father of a five-year-old he was
only peripherally involved there as yet, |likew se the |local School Board
Association. But he is afraid. Swine or no, Smith's advice was sound: A new
account—that's serious. Anything el se, kicks.

He is not getting any kicks at all out of this thing; it's too large for him
and it is not crystallized. Surprised as he is over the confluence of
Jeanette's remark to his thoughts, he is not even sure yet whether he thinks
Smith is a swine. A pig anmong people is a pig, he tells hinself, but a pig
anong pigs is people. "What's he done?"

"You go over there, that's all. Hell showit to you. Tillie's just wild."

"I wish | knew what you are tal king about, honey."’
sign thing, a sort of plaque in the rumpus room"

"I"'msorry, honey. It's a

"Somet hing |ike those urinary-type |labels for the |liquor bottles?" ,
"Much worse. You'll see."
wV HAT' S NEXT, PHI LOS?"

"A good hard | ook at yourself," said Philos, and then turned and took the edge
off the words with a warmsmile. "A categorical 'yourself,' | mean. You

woul dn't want to evaluate Ledomin a vacuum Mich better to be able to set it
up against the other culture for contrast"

"I already can, | think. In the first place—= but Philos was interrupting:
"You can?" he said, with such nmeaning that Charlie shut up

They were wal king the final nile between the Children's One and the Science
One. Alittle petulantly, Charlie said, "I know enough about my own people, |
t hi nk, to—=

Agai n Phil os sardonically interrupted, and said, "You do?"

"Well, if you don't think so," said Charlie with some heat, "go ahead!"
"Co ahead and what ?"

"Set me straight."

"I am" said Philos, taking no offense and, strangely, giving none. "W're
going to do it with the cerebrostyle. Quicker, easier, nuch nore detail ed,
and," he grinned, "inarguable and uninterruptible.”

"I wouldn't interrupt and argue.”

"You woul d; you must. There is literally no subject ever encountered in the

hi story of manki nd so unsusceptible to objective study as that of sex.
Count | ess vol umes have been witten about history and historical 'notivations
with never a nention of sex. Entire generations, and scores of successive
generations, of students have pored over them and taken themfor the truth and
the whole truth, and sone have gone on to teach the same things in the sane
way—even when the inportance of sex notivations to the individual had been
reveal ed, even when the individual, in his daily life, was interpreting his
whole world with them filling his thoughts and his | anguage with sex



referents. Sonehow history re-

mained to a great majority of people a series of anecdotes about sone
strangers who perforned acts and fulfilled desires strangely separated from

t he sexual behavior of their tines —behavior which was at once the result and
the cause of their acts. Behavi or which produced both history and the blind
historian . . . and, | suppose, his blindness as well. But | should be saying
these things after you're through the course, and not before."

"I think," said Charlie a little stiffly, "we'd better get to it."

They wal ked round the Science One and took the subway to the Medical One, and
Philos led Charlie through the nowfamliar horizontal cataconbs and
vertiginous flights of the huge building. Once they passed through a
good-sized hall, rather like a railroad waiting room it was full of the Ledom
chorda! hum and the soft cooing of their voices; Charlie was particularly
struck by the tableau of two identically cloaked Ledom each with a sl eeping
child on the knees, each nursing another . . . "Wat are they all wailing
for?"

"I think I told you—everyone cones here each twenty-ei ght days for a checkup."
n W]y?ll

"Way not? Ledomis small, you know—we haven't eight hundred people yet—and no
one lives nore than two hours* wal k away. We have all the facilities, so—why
not ?"

"How t horough is the checkup?"
"Very."

Near the top of the building Philos stopped in front of a ddorslit "Palm
it—there."

Charlie did so, and not hi ng happened. Then Philos palnmed it and it opened. "M
private preserve," said Philos. "The nearest thing to a lock you will find in
all Ledom"

"Why | ock anything?" Charlie had noticed the absence of |ocks, especially
t hr oughout the Children's One.

Phi |l os waved Charlie in, and the door snapped shut "We have very few taboos in
Ledom " he said, "but one of themis against |eaving highly contagious
material around." He was hal f-joking, Charlie knew, yet there was a strong
serious elenent in what he said. "Actually," Philos explained, "few Ledom
woul d bother with this,"” and he waved a hand carelessly at a hal f-dozen
floor-to-ceiling bookshel ves and a wall-rack of small stacked transparent
cubes. "We're infinitely nore concerned with the future, and none of this
matters nmuch any nore. Still . . . "man, know thyself ... It m ght

make sonme fol ks pretty unhappy to know thensel ves this well."

He went to the rack of cubes, consulted an index, and took down a cube. In
purple, it bore a small Iine of nunbers; he checked this against die index and
then went to a | ow couch and, from one of the nmgically-appearing wall niches,
drew a pi ece of apparatus. It was a bow -shaped hel met supported by a jointed
arm "The cerebrostyle," he said. He tipped it up so Charlie could |ook inside
the bow . It showed nothing but a dozen or so rubbery nubbins, set into its
crown. "No el ectrodes, no probes. And it doesn't hurt a bit."



He took his small numbered cube, opened a chamber near the top of the hel net,
dropped the cube in, closed and clanped the lid. Thea he lay on the couch
drew the hel net down and pressed it against his head. The instrument seened to
tilt a bit, forward and back, finding purchase, orienting.

It ceased to nove, and Philos relaxed. He smled up at Charlie, and said, "Now

excuse ne a couple of seconds." He closed his eyes, reached up and touched a
stud at the edge of the helmet. The stud remai ned depressed; his hand fel

[inply away.

There was a deep sil ence.

The stud clicked, and instantly Philos opened bis eyes. He pushed away the
hel met and sat up. There was no sign of fatigue or strain. "That didn't take
long, did it?"

"What did you dor

Philos pointed to the little hatchway into which he had dropped the cube.

"That's a little dissertation | prepared on certain aspects of hono sap.," he
said. "It needed a little . . . -editing. There are certain facts you say you
do not wish to know, and besides, | wanted it to come to you fromne, like a
letter, rather than inpersonally, like a textbook."

"You mean you can alter these records, just like that?"

"It takes a little practice, and a deal of concentration, but —yes. Wll—go
ahead." Wen Charlie | ooked at the hel met and hesitated, Philos |aughed at
him "CGo on. It won't hurt, and it'll bring you that nuch closer to hone."

Bol dly, then. Charlie Johns |ay down. Phuos swung the hel met over him and
hel ped himplace it over his head. Charlie felt the blunt little fingers

i nside touch bis scalp, cling. The hel met noved, and then was still. PbJlos
took his hand and guided it to the stud. "Push this yourself, when you're
ready. Nothing will happen until you do." He stepped back. "Relax."

Charlie | ooked up at him There was no spite or slyness in the strange dark
eyes; only warm encouragenent. He pressed the stud.

« f erb crosses the back yard,

wondering how to ask Snmitty about the plaque, or whatever it was, that had
steaned Jeanette up so, without actually inform ng himthat Jeanette is angry.

Smitty is poking at a border of marigolds, and when he sees Herb, he gets up
dusts off his knees, and solves the probl em

"Hi . Cone on over; | want to show you something. Think you'll get a charge out
of it."

Herb vaults the low wall and goes with Smith into the house and down the
steps. Smith has a nice runmpus room The heater |looks like a hi-fi set and the
hi-fi set |ooks like a radiator. The washer-dryer |ooks like a television, the
television |l ooks like a coffee table, the bar |ooks Iike a bar, and the whole
business is in knotty pine.

Over the bar in front-and-center position, well framed and gl azed, in |arge
gothic or black-letter script, so you have to read it slowy and it's all the
funnier for that, is a quotation which declares itself (down at the end in



fine print) vaguely as the work of "a M ddl e Ages Phil osopher":

n <8oob Wwnman {$& an olb Pfjil ogopfjer obserbetSjj is but lifce one €l e put in
a bagge anongst 500 Hwafcesl, anb if a man gijow b hafae tfte luck to gtope
out that one €le fromall tfje Havaitea;, pet be taifj at best but a tact <Ele
bp the taile.

Herb is prepared to join Jeanette in indignation, sight unseen, but the plaque
takes himdeliciously by surprise, and he roars, while Smtty chuckles in the
background. Then Herb asks how Tillie likes it.

"Winen, " Smitty pontificates, "are squares.”
Rd
IT HHLOS HAD SAID |IT WELL:

it was like a letter. "Reading" it, however, was unlike anything he had ever
experi enced consciously before. He had pressed the stud, which emtted a soft
chuck!, and then there was a passage of tine which was neasurel ess, hi that
the nmental clock which tells a man, unthinking, whether a bell rang five
seconds, five mnutes, or five hours ago, was nonentarily stopped or
suspended. It could not have been very | ong, however, and there was, in any
ordi nary sense, no |oss of awareness, for when the stud went chuck! again,

Philos still stood over him smling. But he now felt precisely as if, at that
very noment, he had put down, after an absorbed reading, a | ong and
interesting letter froma friend. He said, startled into English, "Wll, for
God' s sake!"

Charlie Johns, [the "letter" had begun] you cannot be objective about this
di scussion. But try. Please try.

You cannot be objective about it because you have been indoctrinated,

sernoni zed, drenched, inbued, incul cated and policed on the matter since first
you wore blue booties. You come froma time and place in which the nmal eness of
the male, and the femal eness of the female, and the inportance of then-

di fference, were matters of al nost total preoccupation

Begin, then, with this—and if you like, regard it as mainly a working

hypot hesis. Actually it is a truth, and if at the end it passes the tests of
your own understanding, you will see that it is a truth. If you do not, the
fault is not with you, but with your orientation

There are nbre basic simlarities than differences between nen and wonen.

Read t hrough an anatony manual. A lung is a lung, a kidney a kidney in man or
in wonman. It may be that statistically, wonen's bone-structure is lighter, the
head smaller, and so on and on; yet it is not inpossible that mankind had, for
many t housands of years, bred for that. But aside from such conjectures, the
variations pernissible to what is called "normal" structure provide nany
exanpl es of wormen who were taller, stronger, heavier-boned than nmost nen, and
nen
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who were smaller, slighter, lighter than nost wormen. Many men had | arger
pel vi c openi ngs than many wonen.

In the area of the secondary sexual characteristics, it is only statistically
that we can note significant differences; for many women had nore body hair



than many men; many nen had hi gher-pitched voices than many wonen. ... | caU
again on your objectivity: suspend for a moment your conviction that the
statistical majority is the norm and exam ne the cases, in their vast
nunbers, which exist outside that probable fiction, that norm And go on

For even with the sex organs thensel ves, variations in devel opnent—and here,
adm ttedly, we approach the pathol ogi cal -have yi el ded countl ess cases of
atrophi ed phalli, hypertrophied clitori, perforate rathes, detached |labia .

all, viewed objectively, reasonably subtle variations fromthe norm and
capabl e of producing, on an initially male or female body, virtually identica
urogenital triangles. It is not ny intention to state that such a situation is
or should be normal —at |east, not after the fourth fetal nonth, though up to
then it is not only normal but universal —-but only to bring out to you that its
occurrence is easily within the limts of what has been, since prehistory,
possible to nature.

Endocri nol ogy denonstrates a number of interesting facts. Both male and fenal e
could produce male and femal e hornones, and did, and as a matter of fact, the
pr eponder ance of one over the other was a subtle matter indeed. Then if you
throw that delicate bal ance out, the changes which could be brought about were
drastic. In a few nonths you coul d produce a bearded and breastless |lady and a
man whose ni ppl es, no | onger an atrophied insigne of the very point | am
maki ng here, could be nade to | actate.

These are gross and extrene exanples purely for illustration. There have been
many wonen at hl etes who coul d exceed in strength, speed and skill the vast
majority of men, but who were nonethel ess what you might call "real" wonen,
and many nmen who coul d, say, design clothing—+traditionally a wonan's

speci alty—far better than nost wonen, yet who were what you m ght call "real"
men. For when we get into what | mght broadly termcultural differences

bet ween t he sexes, the subtlety of sexual distinction begins to becone
apparent. \Wat say the books:

Wren have | ong hair. So have the Si khs, whom sonme call the toughest breed of
sol diers ever bred. So had the 18th-century cavaliers, and brocaded jackets
and |l ace at throat and wists as well. Wnen wear skirts. So does a kilted

Scot, a Greek evzone, a Chinese, a Polynesian, none of whom coul d deserve the
term"effemnate.”

An obj ective scan of human history proliferates these exanples to nunbers
astronom cal. Fromplace to place, and in any place fromtime to time, the
so-cal l ed "provinces" of nale and female rise like the salinity of a tida
river-mouth, mngling, separating, ebbing and regrouping . . . before your
first World War, cigarettes and wi st-watches were regarded as unquestionably
femal e appurtenances; twenty years |later both were whol eheartedly adopted by

t he men. Europeans, especially central Europeans, were startled and very nuch
anused to see Anerican farners mlking cows and feedi ng chickens, for never in
their lives had they seen that done by any but wonen.

So it is easily seen that the sexual insignes are nothing in thenselves, for
any of them in another tinme and place, mght belong to both sexes, the other
sex, or neither. In other words, a skirt does not make the social entity,
worman. |t takes a skirt plus a social attitude to do it.

But all through history, in virtually every culture and country, there has

i ndeed been a "worman's province" and a "man's province," and hi npbst cases the
di fferences between them have been exploited to fantastic, sonetimes sickening
ext renes.



Why ?

First of all, it is easy to state, and easy to dispose of, the theory that in
a primtive, primarily hunting-and-fishing society, a weaker, sl ower-noving
sex, occasionally heavy with child and forced frequently to pause to nurse her
young, is not as well fitted to hunt and fight as the fleeter-footed,

unt ranmel ed, hard-nuscled male. However, it may well be that the primtive
worman was not that nuch smaller, slower, weaker than her mate. Perhaps the

t heory confuses cause and effect, and perhaps, if sone other force had not

i nsi sted upon such a devel oprment, accepted it, even bred for it, the nonparous
femal es m ght have hunted with the best of the nmen, while those nmen who
happened to be slower, snaller, weaker, kept house with the pregnant and
nur si ng wonen. And this has happened—ot in the majority of cases, but many

ti mes nevert hel ess.

The difference existed—granted. But it was exploited. It was a difference
whi ch continued to exist long, long after there was any question of hunting
or, for that matter, of nursing. Humanity has insisted upon it; made it an
article of faith. Again:

Why ?

It would seemthat there is a force which widens and exploits this difference,
and, isolated, it is a deplorable, even terrifying pressure.

For there is hi mankind a deep and desperate necessity to feel superior. In
any group there are some who genuinely are superior ... but it is easy to see
that within the paraneters of any group, be it culture, club, nation
profession, only a few are really superior; the nass, clearly, are not.

But it is the will of the mass that dictates the nores, initiated though
changes may be by individuals or mnorities; the individuals or mnorities,
nore often than not, are cut down for their trouble. And if a unit of the nass
wants to feel superior, it will find a way. This terrible drive has found
expression in many ways, through history—n slavery and genoci de, xenophobia
and snobbery, race prejudice and sex differentiation. Gven a man who, anong
his fellows, has no real superiority, you are faced with a bedevill ed madman
who, if superiority is denied him and he cannot |earn one or earn one, will
turn on somet hing weaker than hinmself and make it inferior. The obvious,

| ogi cal , handi est subject for this inexcusable indignity is his woman.

He could not do this to anyone he | oved.

If, loving, he could not have insulted this close, so-little-different other
hal f of hinmself, he could never have done it to his fellow man. Wthout this
force in him he could never have warred, nor persecuted, nor in pursuit of
superiority lied, cheated, murdered and stolen. It may be that the necessity
to feel superior is the source of his drive, and his warring and killing have
brought himto mghty places; yet it is not unconceivable that without it he
m ght have turned to conquering his environnment and | earning his own nature,
rising very much higher and, in the process, earning life for hinself instead
of extinction.

And strangely enough, man always wanted to love. Right up to the end, it was
idiomatic that one "loved" nusic, a color, mathematics, a certain food—and
aside fromcareless idiom there were those who in the highest sense |oved

t hi ngs beyond anyt hi ng which even a fool would call sexual. "I could not |ove
t hee, dear, so nmuch, loved | not honor nore." "For God so |oved the world, he
gave his only begotten son . . ." Sexual love is love, certainly. But it is
nore precise to say that it is loving, in the sane way we m ght say that



justice is loving, and nmercy is loving, forbearance, forgive-
ness, and, where it is not done to maxinmze the self, generosity.

Christianity was, at the outset, a | ove noverment, as the slightest

acquai ntance with the New Testanent clearly docunments. \What was not generally
known until just before the end—so fiercely was all know edge of primtive
Christianity suppressed—was that it was a charitic religion—+that is, a
religion in which the congregation participated, in the hope of having a
genui ne religious experience, an experience |ater called theol epsy, or seized
of God. Many of the early Christians did achieve this state, and often; many
nore achieved it but seldom and yet kept going back and back seeking it But
once havi ng experienced it, they were profoundly changed, inwardly gratified;
it was this intense experience, and its permanent effects, which nmade it

possi ble for themto endure the nost frightful hardships and tortures, to die
gladly, to fear nothing.

Few di spassi onate descriptions of their services—gatherings is a better
term-survive, but the best accounts agree on a picture of people slipping-
away from fields, shops, even pal aces, to be together in some hidden place—a
mount ai n gl ade, a cataconb, anywhere where they m ght be uninterrupted. It is
significant that rich and poor alike mingled at these gatherings: male and
femal e. After eating together—genuinely, a |ove feast—and invoking the
spirit, perhaps by song, and very likely by the dance, one or another m ght be
sei zed by what they called the Spirit. Perhaps he or she —and it m ght be

ei t her—aoul d exhort and prai se God, and perhaps the true charitic (that is,
divinely gifted) expression would issue forth in what was called "speaking hi
tongues, " but these exhibitions, when genuine, were apparently not excessive
nor frenetic; there was often tune for many to take their turn. And with a

ki ss of peace, they would separate and slip back to their places in the world
until the next neeting.

The primtive Christians did not invent charitic religion, by any neans; nor
did it cease with them It recurs again and again throughout recorded history,
and it takes many forms. Frequently they are orgiastic, Dionysic, |like the
worship of the Great Mther of the Gods, Cybele, which exerted an inmense

i nfluence in Rone, Greece and the Orient a thousand years before Christ. O
chastity-based novenents |like the Cathars of the Mddle ages, the Adanites,
the Brethen of the Free Spirit, the Wal denses (who tried to bring a form of
apostolic Christianity into the framework of the Roman church) and many, many
ot hers appear all through

hi story. They have in conmon one el ement—the subjective, participant, ecstatic
experi ence—and al nost invariably the equality of wonmen, and they are all |ove
religions.

Wt hout exception they were savagely persecuted.

It seens that there is a conmandi ng el ement in the human makeup whi ch regards

| oving as anathema, and will not suffer it to live.
Why ?
An obj ective exam nation of basic notivations (and Charlie! | know you can't

be objective! but bear with this!) reveals the sinple and terrible reason

There are two direct channels into the unconscious mnd. Sex is one, religion
is the other; and in pre-Christian tines, it was usual to express them

toget her. The Judeo-Christian systemput a stop to it, for a very
under st andabl e reason. A charitic religion interposes nothing between the



wor shi pper and his Divinity. A suppliant, suffused with worship, speaking in
tongues, his whole body in the throes of ecstatic dance, is not splitting
doctrinal hairs nor begging intercession fromtenporal or literary
authorities. As to his conduct between tines, his guide is sinple. He will
seek to do that which will make it possible to repeat the experience. If he
does what for himis right in this endeavor, he will repeat it; if he is not
able to repeat it, that alone is his total and conpl ete puni shnment.

He is guiltless.

The only concei vable way to use the i mense power of innate religiosity—the
need to worshi p—for the acquisition of human power, is to place between
wor shi pper and Divinity a guilt nechanism The only way to achieve that is to
organi ze and systematize worship, and the obvious way to bring this about is
to nonitor that other great striving of |ife-sex.

Hormo sapi ens is unique anbng species, extant and extinct, in having devised
systens for the suppression of sex.

There are only three ways of dealing with sex. It may be gratified; it nmay be
repressed; or it may be sublinmated. The latter is, through history, often an

i deal and frequently a success, but it is always an instability. Sinple,

day- by-day gratification, as in what is called the CGol den Age of G eece, where
they instituted three classes of wonmen: w ves, hetaerae and prostitutes, and
at the sane time idealized honmpsexuality, may be barbaric and i nmoral by many
st andards, but produces a surprising degree of sanity. A careful |ook, on the
ot her hand, at the Mddl e ages, makes the mnd reel; it is

i ke opening a wi ndow on a vast insane asylum as broad as the world and as
Jong as a thousand years; here is the product of repression. Here are the
scour gi ng mani as, when peopl e by the thousands fl ogged t hensel ves and each
other fromtown to town, seeking penance from excesses of guilt; here is the
mystic Suso, in the fourteenth century, who had nade for hi man undergarnent
for his loins, bearing a hundred and fifty brass nails filed sharp; and | est
he try to ease hinself in his sleep, a |leather harness to hold his wists
firmy against his neck; and further, lest he try "to relieve hinself of the
lice and fleas which plagued him he put on | eather gloves studded with sharp
nails which would tear his flesh wherever he touched it; and touch it it did,
and when the wounds heal ed he tore them open again. He |lay upon a discarded
wooden door with a nail-studded cross against his back, and in forty years he
never took a bath. Here are saints licking out |epers' sores; here is the

I nqui sition.

Al this in the nane of |ove.
How coul d such a thing so change?

The exam nation of one sequence clearly shows how Take the suppression of the
Agape, the "love feast," which seenms to have been a universal and necessary
appurtenance of primtive Christianity. It can be unearthed by records of
edicts against this and that practice, and it is significant that the
elimnation of arite so inportant to worship seenms to have taken between
three and four hundred years to acconplish, and was done by a gradualism of
astoni shing skill and efficiency.

First of all, the Eucharistic, the symbolic ritual of the body and bl ood of
Christ, was introduced into the Agape. Next, we find the Agape better

organi zed; there is now a bi shop, w thout whomthe Agape may not be held, for
he must bless the food. Alittle later the bishop is traditionally kept
standi ng through the neal, which of course keeps himseparate, and above the



others. After that, the kiss of peace is altered; instead of kissing one
another, all the participants kiss the officiating priest, and | ater, they al
ki ss a piece of wood which is handed around and passed to the priest. And
then, of course, the kiss is done away with altogether. In the year 363, the
Council of Laodicaea is able to establish the Eucharist as a major ritual by
itself, by forbidding the Agape within a church, thus separating them For
many years the Agape was hel d outside the church door, but by 692 (the Trullan
Council) it was possible to forbid it altogether, under the penalty of
exconmuni cati on

The Renai ssance cured many of the fornms of insanity, but not the insanity
itself. When tenporal and ecclesiastical authorities still maintained contro
over basically sexual matters —norals, and nmarriage, for exanple (although it
was very late in the game when the Church actually perforned marriage
marriages in England at the time of Shakespeare were by private contract

valid, and by Church blessing licit) guilt was still rife, guilt was still the
filter between a man and his God. Love was still equated with passion and
passion with sin, so that at one point it was held to be sinful for a man to
love his wife with passion. Pleasure, the outer edge of ecstasy, was in the
dour days of Protestantism considered sinful in itself, wherever gained; Rone
hel d specifically that any or all sexual pleasure was sinful. And for all this
capped vol cano produced in terms of bridges and houses, factories and bonbs,

it gouted fromits riven sides a frightful harvest of neurosis. And even where
a nation officially discarded the church, the sane repressive techniques

remai ned, the sanme preoccupation with doctrine, filtered through the same nmesh
of guilt. So sex and religion, the real nmeaning of human exi stence, ceased to
be meani ng and becane neans; the unbridgeable hostility between the fina
conbatants was the proof of the identity of their aimthe total dom nation

for the ultimate satisfaction of the will to superiority, of all human mni nds.

frmerb Raile goes in to say

goodni ght to the kids. He kneels on the floor by Karen's bed. Davy watches.
Herb cradles Karen in his arms, tickles her tunmy until she squeals, kisses
the side of her neck and bites the | obe of her ear. Davy watches, big-eyed.
Herb covers Karen's head with the bl anket, quickly ducks out of sight so she
can't see himwhen she pulls the bl anket down. She searches, finds him
giggles wildly. He kisses her again, snooths the bl anket over her, whispers
"Your daddy |oves you," says goodnight and turns to Davy, who watches, solem.
Herb reaches out his right hand. Davy takes it. Herb shakes it. "Good night,
old man," he says. He rel eases the hand. "Good ni ght, Dad," says Davy, not

| ooking at Herb. Herb turns out the light and | eaves. Davy gets out of bed,

wads up his pillow, crosses the roomand whangs the pill ow down as hard as he.
can on Karen's face.

"I can't," says Herb quite a while later, after the tears are dried and the
recrimnations done with, "understand whatever made himdo that."

E LEDOM RENOUNCE t he past.

W Ledom (continued the cerebrostyle "letter") | eave the past forever, and al
products of the past except for naked and essential humanity.

The special circunstances of our birth make this possible. W conme froma
nanel ess nmountain and as a species we are unique; as all species, we are
transient. Qur transience is our central devotion. Transience is passage, iS
dynam sm is movenent, is change, is evolution, is rmutation, is life.

The special circunstance of our birth include the blessed fact that in the



germplasmis no indoctrination. Had hono sap. had the sense (it had the
power) it could have shut off all its poisons, vanquished all its dangers, by
rai sing one clean new generation. Had hono sap. had the desire (it had both
sense and power enough) to establish a charitic religion and a culture to
harmoni ze with it, it would in time have had its cl ean generations.

Homo sap. clained to be searching for a fornula to end its woes. Here is the
formula: a charitic religion and a culture to go with it. The Apostles of
Jesus found it. Before themthe Geeks found it; before them the M noans.
Since then the Cathars found it, the Quakers, the Angel Dancers. Throughout
the Oient and in Africa it has been found repeatedly . . . and each tinme it
has failed to nove any but those it touched directly. Men—er at |east, the nen
who nmoved men—al ways found that the charitic is intolerant of doctrine,

neither wanting it nor needing it. But without doctrine—presbyter

interpreter, officiator—+the men who nove nmen are powerless—that is to say, not
superior. There is nothing to gain in charitism

Except, of course, the know edge of the soul; and everlasting life.
Fat her - dom nat ed peopl e who form fat her-dom nated cul -

tares have father-religions: a male deity, an authoritative scripture, a
strong central governnment, an intol erance for inquiry and research, a
repressive sexual attitude, a deep conservatism (for one does not change what
Father built), a rigid demarcation, in dress and conduct, between the sexes,
and a profound horror of honpsexuality.

Mot her - dom nat ed peopl e who form not her-domi nated cul tures have

nmot her-religions: a female deity served by priestesses, a liberal

gover nrent —ene whi ch feeds the nasses and succors the hel pl ess—a great

tol erance for experinental thought, a perm ssive attitude toward sex, a hazy
boundary between the insignes of the sexes, and a dread of incest.

The father-domi nated culture seeks always to inpose itself upon others. The
other does not. So it is the first, the patrist culture which tends to
establish itself in the main stream the matrist which rises within it
occasionally revolts, nmore often is killed. They are not stages of evol ution
but phases marki ng swi ngs of the pendul um

The patrists poison thensel ves. The matrists tend to decay, which is nerely

anot her ki nd of poison. Qccasionally one will neet a person who has been
equal Iy influenced by his nother and his father, and emnul ates the best of
both. Usually, however, people fall into one category or the other; this is a

slippery fence on which to wal k.
Except for the Ledom

W are liberal in art and in technol ogi cal research, in expression of al
kinds. W are i movably conservative in certain areas: our conviction, each of
us, never to lose the skills of the hand and of the land. W are raising
children who will erul ate neither nother-inages nor father-imges, but
parents; and our deity is the Child. W renounce and forego all products of

t he past but ourselves, though we know there is much there that is beautiful
that is the price we pay for quarantine and health; that is the wall we put
bet ween oursel ves and the dead hand. This is the only taboo, restriction—-and
the only demand we have fromthose who bore us.

For, like homp sap., we were born of earth and of the creatures of earth; we
were born of a race of hal f-beasts, half-savages; homp sap. birthed us. Like
honbo sap. we are denied the names of those from whom we sprung, though, Iike



men, we have nuch evidence of the probabilities. Qur human parents built us a
nest, and cared for us until we were fledged, but would not |let us know t hem
because, unlike nost nen, they knew thensel ves and therefore woul d

not be worshi pped. And no one but thenselves, they and the nothers, knew of
.us, that we were here, that we were sonething new on the face of earth. They
woul d not betray us to homo sap., for we were different, and like all pack
herd, hive animals, honmo sap. believes in the darkest part of the heart that
what ever is different is by definition dangerous, and should be extermn nated.
Especially if it is simlar in any inportant way (oh how horrible the gorilla,
how contenpti bl e the baboon) and nost especially if in some way it mght be
superior, possessing techni ques and devi ces surpassing their own (renmenber the
Sput ni k Reaction, Charlie?) but with absolute and deadly certainty if their
sex activities fall outside certain arbitrary limts; for this is the key to
all unreason, fromoutrage to envy. In a cannibal society it is imoral not to
eat human fl esh.

The stud went chuck! and Charlie Johns found hinself |ooking up into Philos
sardonic sniling eyes.

He said, startled into English, "Wll, for God' s sake!"
"M
170 bow i ng toni ght, honey?"

"No, honey. | called Tillie Smith and begged off and she was glad and | was
glad.”

"You gals tiffing?"

"Ch, no! Far fromit. It's just that . . . well, Tillie' s very touchy these
days. She knows it and she knows | know it She'd much rather skip bow ing
al t oget her than get huffy with ne and she knows she would if she did so she
won' t"

"Sounds like the old prostate acting up again!"

"Herb, you're gossiping. Besides, she hasn't got a prostate."

"She hasn't got Smitty's prostate, so that's the trouble.”

"Ch, | guess so, Herb, you old scandal - nonger you."
"Sex . . . it's like pants."
"Wh . . . ?—eh dear, there you go getting phil osophical again. Al right—get

it off your chest."

"Not phil osophical. Mre like what do you call making fabl es?"

" Fabul ous. "

"So |I'mfabulous. Sex is like pants. Al right. |I go fromhere down Begonia to
the Avenue and wal k two bl ocks and get cigarettes and wal k back, pass a |ot of
peopl e, nobody notices."

"Everybody notices, you great big handsone—

"No wait—ait. Nobody really notices. You cone along and ask all those people



| passed, did they see ne. Some say yes; nobst don't know. You get the ones
said yes, ask 'emwhat type pants | was wearing. Now actually they could be
chinos or dungarees or fromthe tux with black silk stripes or gabardine."

"This isn't about sex.**

"Wait, wait. Now suppose | |leave here to go to the drug store | don't wear any
pants."
"Any pants?"

"Uh- huh. Now who notices?"

"You woul dn't get as far as the avenue. Don't you dare try it, right past the
Pal mers' . "

"Everybody notices—ight! So—sex. Sonebody get enough, it hardly even matters
what kind, as long as it's not too funny-lookin', he goes about his business,
don't think about it, don't bother anyone else. But when he has none, none at
all, boy! Fromhere to there, it's all he can think about, but all, and

i kewi se he bothers everyone in sight. Tillie."

"Ch, that wouldn't bother Tillie."

"Not what | nean. | nean, that's the way with Tillie now What's bothering
her, you can't go bowing she's too junpy."

"I think you're right, you know that, about sex is like pants. Only don't go
talking it around, people will say you said Tillie doesn't wear pants."
Jeanette | aughs shrilly. "Wat a thought. Any old pants."

"Long as it covers the situation. Yuk. Sonething old, something new, sonething
borrowed, something blue."

"Yuk yourself, and don't you dare try it"

UTSI DE IN THE HALL

they met Melw s, who said, "How are you com ng al ong, Charlie Johns?"
"I"'mthere," said Charlie warnmy. "I think you' re the npst

remarkabl e thing ever to hit this old planet, you Ledom It's enough to nake a
fellowreally religious, the business of a nmutation |ike you coning al ong just
when the rest of us were going up in snoke."

"You approve of us, then."

"Once you get used to the idea . . . well, | should say | do! God, it's a pity
there weren't a few of you around—ah—preaching or something. | nmean it."

Melw s and Phil os exchanged a gl ance. "No," said Philos, as it were across
Charlie and out of his range, "not yet."

"WII it be soon?"
"I think well go out to the Edge," said Philos. "Just Charlie and I."

"Why?" Melw s asked.



Philos smled, and the dark lights in his eyes flashed. "It takes a while to
wal k back. "

Melwis then sniled too, and nodded. "I'mglad you think well of us, Charlie
Johns," he said. "I hope you always do."

"What el se?" said Charlie, as he and Phil os turned away down the corridor
They dropped down a shaft, and in the main court, Charlie demanded, "Now what
was that all about?"

"There's still sonething you don't know, " said Philos, waving at a child, who
twi nkl ed back at him

"Somet hing you're going to show nme out at the Edge?"

"What | said to Melwis,"” replied Philos, obviously not answering the
guestion, "was, in effect, that after | tell you the rest of it, a good |ong
wal k m ght help you to shake it down."

"I's it that hard to take?" |aughed Charlie.

Philos did not laugh. "It's that hard to take."

So Charlie stopped | aughing, and they wal ked out of the Medical One and struck
of f across the open land in a direction newto Charlie.

"I mss the dark,"” said Charlie after a while, looking up at the silver sky.
"The stars . . . what about astronony, Philos, and geophysics, and things |ike
that, that need a little nore scope than olive groves and farmfiel ds?"

"There's plenty of that in the cerebrostyle files, in case it gets inportant
suddenly. Meanwhile," said Philos, "it'll wait."

"For what ?"

"For a livable world."

"How I ong will that be?"

Phi | os shrugged. "Nobody can tell yet. Seace thinks we

should put up a satellite every hundred years or so to check."

"Every hundred years or so? For CGod's sake, Philos—how | ong are you going to
stay bottled up here?"

"As long as it takes. Look, Charlie, mankind has spent some thousands of years
| ooki ng outward. There's a great deal nmore in the files about the conposition
of white dwarf stars than there is about the structure of the earth under our
feet. It's a good anal ogy; we need to balance things up a bit by spending a
whil e I ooking inward instead of outward. As one of your witers—Wlie,

t hi nk—sai d, we have to get away fromthe exanination of the object and get to
know t he subject.”

"And nmeanwhile you're at a standstill!" cried Charlie, and waved an indicative
hand at a distant Ledom patiently weeding with a hoe. "What are you going to
do—stand still for ten thousand years?"

"What is ten thousand years," asked Philos equably, "in the history of a
race?"



They wal ked in silence for a tinme over the rolling land, until Charlie gave a

smal I, al nbst enbarrassed | augh and said: "I guess |I'mnot used to thinking
that big. . . . Listen, I'mstill hazy about just how the Ledom got started.”
"I know," said Philos reflectively. "Well, with the first two, word was passed

to a nunmber of very intelligent and far-thinking people. As | told you in the
"style, they made it a point to conceal then* identities fromus, and you can
be sure they were ten tines as cautious with the rest of the world. Hono sap
woul dn't take kindly to the idea of being supplanted; am| right?"

"I"'mafraid you are.™

"Even if the new species wasn't in direct conpetition," nodded Philos. "Wl

t hen: though we don't have any direct know edge as to who they were, it's
clear that they nmust have had very astute advice hi a dozen different fields.
They devel oped the first cerebrostyle, for exanple, and did nost of the
groundwork on the A-field, though | don't think the first field was actually
generated until we were on our own. Wether they worked on us—for us—dnti
they died, or brought the work to a certain point and then sealed us off, and
went back to wherever they came from | couldn't say. | only know for certain
that there was a small colony of young Ledomin a | arge nountain cave which
opened onto an otherw se inaccessible valley. The Ledom never set foot in that
valley until the A-field was devel oped and it could be roofed over."

"Then the air wasn't radi oactive, or anything like that!"
"No, it wasn't."
"Then the Ledom actually coexisted with hono sap. for a whilel™

"Yes indeed. The only way they m ght have been di scovered would be fromthe
air. O course, once the A-field was ready, that was no | onger a problem"

"What does it look |like fromthe air?"
"I"'mtold," said Philos, "it | ooks |ike nore nountains."

"Philos, you Ledom all resenble one another pretty much. Are—were you all one
fam|y?"

"Yes and no. As | understand it, there were two of us at first, unrelated. The
rest are descended fromthose."

Charlie thought a nonent, then decided not to ask the question which was in
his mnd. Instead he asked, "Could anyone |eave here?"

"No one would want to, would they?"
"But —oul d t hey?"

"l suppose so," said Philos, inanldly irritated tone. Charlie wondered if
this was a conditioning or some such. It would be logical. "How | ong have the
Ledom been here?"

"I"I'l answer that," said Philos, "but not now "

Alittle taken aback, Charlie trudged along for a while in silence. Then he
asked, "Are there any nore Ledom settlements |ike this?"



"None." Philos seened to beconing nore and nore | aconic.
"And isn't there anyone out there at all?"
"W presune not."

"Presume? Don't you know?" When Philos would not respond, Charlie asked him
poi nt-bl ank, "lIs honbo sap. really extinct?"

"I nescapably," said Philos; and he had to be satisfied with that.

They had reached the edge of the valley, and were clinbing foothills. The
going was nore difficult, but Philos seemed to want to go faster, seened to be
driven by sonething. Charlie noticed how he kept exam ning the rocks about
them kept |ooking back toward the | oom ng Ones.

"You | ooki ng for sonething?"

"Just a place to sit down," said Philos. They threaded their way between huge
boul ders and cane at last to a steep slope, part solid rock, part talus.
Phil os gl anced again toward the Ones—they were invisible fromhere—and said hi
a strange, taut voice, "Sit down."

Charlie, realizing that he had for many m nutes been buil ding up to somnething
| arge, something unexpected, found hinself a flat rock and crouched on it.

"This is where I ... lost . . . my mate, ny Froure,"” said Philos.

Recal | ing that he had prom sed Nasive that he would not admit previous
know edge, Charlie, with no difficulty at all, put a synpathetic expression on
his face and sai d not hi ng.

"It was a long tine ago,"” said Philos. "I had just been given the history
assignment. The overall idea was to see what woul d happen if one of us was
drenched with it; if it was as poi sonous as sone people feared. And by sone
peopl e, | nean sonme of the people who worked with us in the First Cave. They
bel i eved pretty strongly that we should cut all ties with hono sap., who
seened to have funbled the ball pretty badly, and try not to emulate himin
any way, even unconsciously. This would cost us his art, his literature, and a
great deal of what was good in his evaluations; but at the same tune they did
not want us denied his pure sciences—you nentioned astronony yoursel f—and
some of the d& velopnental data. It pays, you know, sonetimes, to know what

m stakes to avoid. It not only saves trouble; in a noral sense it nakes sone
of the nobst appalling errors worth while, good for sonmething. So ... try it on
the dog first,"” he said, with a bitter little snile

"I"d gotten about as far along as you are in the study of the Ledom and of

hono sap., though in a good deal nore detail. Froure and | had been married
only a short while, and 1'd had to spend a lot of tine alone. | thought it
woul d be nice if Froure and | took a long slow wal k, just to talk, to be
together. W were both pregnant. . . . W sat down here and the ... the .. ."
Phi | os swal | owed and began over. "The ground opened up. That's the only way |
can say it. Froure went right . . . down. | junped to—

"I"'msorry," said Charlie usel essly.

"Four days later they dug ne out. They never found Froure. | lost both ny
babi es. The only ones I'lIl ever have, | guess." "But surely you coul d—=

PhDos interrupted the warm suggestion. "But surely | wouldn't— he said,



pl easantly mnocki ng. Seriously, then, "I like you, Charlie Johns, and | trust
you. I'd like to show you why | can't possibly marry, but you'll have to
prom se ne your absolute confidence."

"Certainly!"

Phil os regarded himsolemly for a | ong nonment, then touched his hands
together. The mrror-field sprang into existence. He placed the ring, with the
field still operating, on the ground, stepped back a yard, and gave a sharp
pull at the edge of a flat rock. It tilted, discovering a dun hole or

tunnel -mouth. The mirror, frameless and perfect, reflecting against the big
boul der, would offer perfect canmouflage to the hole behind it, should anyone
approach fromthe Ones. Philos dropped into the hole, beckoned to Charlie, and
passed out of sight.

Thunderstruck, Charlie followed.
| hirty people in the living

roomis a bit of a squeeze, but it's all friendly and informal and people
don't mind sprawling around on the floor. The minister is a good man. He's a
good man, thinks Herb, in any old way you want to use the words. When this
Rev. Bill Flester was a chaplain in the arny, he'd bet the church people said
that and the brass and the A's too. Flester has clear eyes and very good
teeth, and iron-grey, crewcut hair and a young ruddy face. H's clothes are
sober but not funereal, and his narrow tie and narrow | apels, |ike his words,
speak their |anguage. He has begun by stating a thesis like a text for a
sernon, but it is not a Biblical text; it is a working phrase |like what you'd
run across on Madi son Avenue or any place; it is "There's always a way, if you
can only think of it." The neighbors listen raptly. Jeanette watches the
teeth. Tillie Smith watches the shoul ders, which are broad, and the iron-grey
crewcut. Smitty, folded up on the end of a coffee table, |eans forward and
with his thumb and forefinger pulls his lower [ip out so you can see clear to
the floor of his nouth in front of his teeth, which is the Smth semaphore for
"This guy has sonething here."

"Now our Jew sh friends," Flester is saying, with a filtered approval, "have
built thenselves that very pretty little tenple down on Forsythia Drive, and
over on the other side of the devel opnent our Catholic buddi es have thensel ves
anicelittle brick chapel. Now |'ve done a little reading and a | ot of
legwork, and |I find there are twenty-two different Protes-

tant churches within ten niles of here; people fromthis devel opnment go to
ei ghteen different ones, and we have at |least fifteen represented right here
in this room Now nobody's going to build fifteen or twenty or twenty-two

di fferent kinds of Protestant churches here. Now the school peopl e know what
to do about small scattered outlets, and so do the grocery people. They
centralize.

"It just seens to ne we ought to take a leaf fromtheir book. A church has to
| ook to efficiency, and product appeal, and rising costs just |ike any other
operation. In a new situation, you find new ways to do business, like the idea
of driving your car into a bank, like this shopping by television they talk
about in the Sunday papers. We're all Protestants and we all want to go to
church right here in the nei ghborhood. The only thing in our way is a question
of doctrine. There are a lot of folks take their doctrine pretty seriously,
and let's be frank, there have been quarrels about it

"A lot has been done with the idea of uniting churches. You give a point,
give a point, we get together. But a lot of folks figure they have gotten



toget her by losing sonething. That's the way it makes sonme folks feel: a
conprom se is when everybody | oses sonething. W don't want that here.

"I think with all respect that some fol ks have hold of the wong end of the
stick. There nust be a way to join together where nobody | oses and everybody
gains. There always is a way if you can only think of it.

"Now what | think, and | take no credit for it because any of you people woul d
conme up with the same answer if you had yourself involved in it like I have, |
thi nk we ought to get the people in fromall the different churches, on the
top level; what you woul d call a nanagenent group, an executive group, and
thi nk we ought to kick around the idea of a little church for all of us. But

i nstead of fighting about which brand to stock, let's |oad the shelves with
all the brands, you know, top quality goods fromall over. You go in there to
God's supermarket with a need to fill, and it's there for you, and you wheel
over and take it off the shelf.

"Now just for an exanple of what | nmean, if one of you | adies has been | oyal

to Del Monte brand all your life, I wouldn't want you to hide it like a
secret, | wouldn't want to hire a boy to go to work and rip off all the

| abel s, | wouldn't want you to stop using it or stop telling all your
girl-friends you think that's best. | just want you to have it and use it and

be happy with it. And there's going to be no quarrel between you and the
mar ket, or between you and

anot her customer, if she wants sone other brand, because that brand is going,
to be right there on the sanme kind of shelf under good lighting and a fair
di spl ay.

"I'f we can put this proposition to—heh—anagenent fromall over, |ike you
m ght say the distributors, | don't think they will fight the idea of nore
di stribution without disturbing consunmer loyalty. | think they' |l get just as
ent husi asti ¢ about packagi ng and poi nt-of -sal e nerchandi zing as the store
management will. HereTl be managenent dedicated to 'service' in a new way.

"No one needs to go without anything he really needs—that's the Anerican way.
If you want your kiddi es baptized by inmersion, well have a font or pool big
enough. If you want candles on the altar, fine; a Sunday is big enough to have
services with themand w thout them The candl esticks can be tel escopic.

Pi ctures and decorations? Put themhi slots and hinges so they can be changed
or slid out of sight or anything you Ilike.

"I won't go into any nore detail about it; it's your church and we'll set it
up your way. Long as we're guided by the idea of service—and all that nmeans is
that we're not fixing to offend anybody. There are nore simlar ways of |oving
your God than different ways of |oving your God, and it's high tine and past
time we nmoved along with the main currents of the American systemand |let our
churches service us with self-service of the best kind, with plenty of parking
space and a decent playground for the kiddies."

Everybody appl auds.
IPHHLOS SET H'S SHOULDER

against the slab and it swung up and shut. It was totally dark for a nonent,
and then there was a scrabbling sound and Philos unearthed a |unp of coldly
glowing material and set it hi a cleft. "There's one nore inportant thing for
you to |l earn about Ledom and in an ugly sort of way," said Philos, "you
couldn't have been given a better way to learn it. Melwis hinmself hasn't the
slightest notion how good. Put this on." From sonme hidden holl ow hi the rock



he drew a cl oak; thick cobweb m ght describe such a material. He got

a simlar one and envel oped hinmself in the folds. Charlie, speechless,
followed suit, while Philos went on, in driving, alnmost angry tones, "Down
Froure went, and in | plunged, and when Froure dug ne out—roure with a broken
foot and four broken ribs, mnd you—ae found ourselves in here —+t's what the
geol ogists call a chimey. It wasn't quite this tidy. Digging out was past
trying. W went in."

He pushed past Charlie and seened to crouch down in black shadows in the
corner; then he was gone. Charlie followed, and found the black spot was a
hole, a tunnel-nouth. In the dark, Philos took his hand. Charlie stunbled on
the hem of the cloak and cursed. "It's too hot."

"Keep it on," Philos ordered flatly. He noved forward purposively, all but
draggi ng Charlie, who sidled and shuffled and did his best to keep up; and al
the while Philos tal ked, short, sharp, hurried; what he said obviously hurt
himto say. "First thing | renenber we were in a sort of blind cave back in
here. Froure had managed some sort of light, and I felt | was turning inside
out. The babies were lost then, my two. It took about three hours. The |ight
held out, I'm. . . sorry to say. Watch your head, it's low here. . . . about
six and a half nmonths al ong. Good wel |l -formed youngsters.

"Your kind of youngsters," Philos' voice came out of the dark after a |ong
shuf fling pause. "Honb sap. youngsters."

n \Mat ?u

Phil os stopped in the dark and there was a scrabbling. Again froma pile of

| oose rubble he drew a gl owi ng bl ock of material and set it up. They were in a
snoot h-wal | ed cave which had at one tine doubtless been a pressure-bubble in
the magma of a volcano. "Right here, it was," Philos nodded. "Froure tried to
hide themfromne. | get ... upset when people try to hide things from ne.

"We explored a bit The whole hillside was honeyconmbed with these chi meys. It
no longer is, by the way. W found a way back, a hole a hundred feet away from
the rock-fall. But we found a way through, too—ight through the hill, and it
cones out past the 'sky.'

"I was hurt and grieved and nore than a little angry. Froure too. W had a
crazy idea. Froure's foot and ribs were only painful, not dangerous, and we
Ledom can handl e pain pretty well. But | had internal injuries and somnething
had to be done about it. So we agreed that | should go back, and Froure woul d
j ust —di sappear for a while."

n W]y?ll

"I had to find out. I'd | ost two babies, and they were hono sap. WAs it just
mej Well, there was a way to find out. And if | found out what | was afraid of
finding out, | wanted Froure and ne away from Ledomfar enough, at |east to be

able to think it through

"So I'd go back. Froure would stay. |'d get treatnment, and hurry back as
quickly as | could. Well ... | crawed up the other chimey and we made

anot her rock-fall, and the searchers found nme all right, and they naturally
dug where | told them and naturally Froure was not found. But we nade that
second rock-fall a little too good. | was hurt again ... it was |longer, much
| onger, than | thought it would be when at last | was on nmy feet again. |
hurri ed back here—they were oh, so understanding, and left me to grieve any
way | wanted to—+ hurried back, hoping agai nst hope that | would be in tune,



and | was not in tine. Froure, all alone, bore two babies, and one died.
"They were hono sap.”
"Phi |l os!"

"Yes, honmpo sap. So we began to be sure. Sonehow a baby had to be born in the
Medical One to be born a Ledom Does that sound |ike anything you ever heard
about a nutation?"

"It sure doesn't."

"There is no mutation, Charlie, and that's what Melwi s wanted you to know.
And Froure is alive and here, and so is ny hono sap. child, and that's what /
want ed you to know. "

It was too nmuch—uch too much—for Charlie Johns to grasp all at once. He began
to take it in little bites.

"Melw s doesn't know this happened to you."
"Ri ght."

"Your . . . Froure is here, alive?" (But Nasive said the rock-fall had been
years ago!) "How | ong, Philos?"

"Years. Soutin—the child—-he's alnpbst as big as you are.”
"But . . . why? Way? Cutting yourselves off fromeveryone—=

"Charlie, as soon as | could, | began finding out all | could about
Ledom+things |'d never thought to ask before. The Ledom are an open and honest
peopl e—you know t hat —but they're human and they need privacy. Maybe that's the
way they get it—they answer questions but they do not always volunteer. There
are secrets in the Medical One and the Science One—not secrets in the sense of
your ridiculous 'classified and 'restricted" and 'top secret' nonsense. But

t hi ngs, many things, that ordinarily it would never occur to

anyone to ask about. No one ever thought to question total anesthesia for our
nmont hl y physical, for exanple, and we have that all our lives; no one wondered
why our babies were 'incubated' for a nonth before we ever saw them who woul d
think to ask about such a thing as experinentation in time travel? Wiy, it was
al nost an accident | stunbled across the Control Natural—-as it was, | never
saw him—and |I'd have passed by the hint if it hadn't been for Soutin's
birth."

"What's the Control Natural ?"

"A child hidden away in the Medical One. A honpb sap. with his mnd kept

asl eep; sonething they can check their work against. So you see our three that
died, and Soutin, weren't the only homo saps, born here. It was when | found
out about the Control Natural that we decided Soutin would stay hidden

her e—ahi ch of course neant Froure stayed too. Wen Soutin was born, he was a
funny-looking little tyke—you'll forgive nme, Charlie, but to us he was
funny-| ooki ng—but we |loved him Everything that happened made us cherish him
the nore. Melwis is never going to get Soutin."

"But . . . what's going to happen? What are you going to do?"

"That's up to you, Charlie.”



" MBI
"WIl you take himback with you, Charlie?"

Charlie Johns peered through the dimsilver light at the cloaked figure, the
nmobi l e, sensitive face. He thought about the doggedness, the pain, the care;

t he achi ng | oneliness between two of these |oving people forced to be so often
apart, and all for the love they bore for their child. And he thought of the
chil d—here a hermit-person, buried like a nole; in Ledoma freak or a

| aboratory animal; and back in his tine —what? Wthout know ng the | anguage,
the custons ... it could be worse than anything Melwi s could do.

He al nost shook his head, but he couldn't, with the tearing anxi ety show ng on
Phil os face. Besides—Seace wouldn't allowit; Melwis wouldn't allowit. (But
renmenber —+enenber ? He knew the settings for the nachi ne, renenber?)

"Philos . . . could you get us to the time nmachine in the Science One w t hout
anyone know ng?"

"I could if | needed to."
"You need to. |'Il take him"

What Phil os said was nothing special. The way he said it was one of the
ri chest rewards Charlie Johns had ever known.

Wth his dark eyes shining, Philos nmerely whispered, "Let's go tell Froure
and. Soutin."

Phi | os wapped up snugly in the thick cloak, signalling Charlie to do the
same, and then placed his hands flat on the far wall, one above the other. His
fingers sank into hidden purchases, and he pulled outward. A section of the
snmooth rock, tall as a man, rotated into the chanber. It was hollow and
shaped in cross-section like a wedge of pie. Fromits triangular dark interior
cane a gout of frosty air. "A kind of airlock," said Philos. "The 'sky' ends

back there; actually, we're outside of it now | can't just keep an open
tunnel or the constant air |oss would make sonmeone curious at the pressure
station." It was Charlie's first recognition that the warm fresh air all over

Ledom was not only conditioned, but pressurized as well.
"I's it winter now?"

"No, but it's almghty high up. ... I'"lIl go first and wait to guide you." He
stepped into the wedge-shaped chanber and pressed against the inner wall. It
rotated himout of sight, then swung back inside, enpty. Charlie stepped in
and pushed. Before him the door-edge swng agai nst solid rock; behind, it
clipped at his heels as he pushed. And then he was standing on a hillside,
under stars; he gasped fromthe thin sharp cold, but perhaps the gasp was nore
for the stars.

In the starlight, which was quite bright enough, they sprinted down the sl ope,
dropped panting into a deep cleft in the rock, and in it, Philos found a door
He pushed it inward; warmw nd bl ew on them They stepped inside, and the w nd
bl ew t he door shut. They went forward again, and opened a second door, and
there, running toward them down a long low room with a real wood fire
cracking on a real stone hearth; running toward them gladly canme Froure,

i nping but running, and running freely and gladly, Soutin. Charlie Johns
murmmured a single word and pitched forward in a dead fault; and the word he
said was "Laura."



ME
<9 onetimes when you | ook around you it scares you," says Herb.

Jeanette is dipping popcorn in puddl es of egg color in a nmuffin tin, so Davy
can make hinself an Indian neckl ace.

Davy is only five but he is very good with a needle and thread. "So don't | ook
around. What are you | ooking at?"

"The radio, listen to that." A voice is wailing in song. The di scerning ear

if forced to listen (if not forced, the discerning ear would not |isten) m ght
recogni ze the thenme as Vesti |la Gubba; the lyric has to do with

di sappoi ntnent at the junior prom and both lyric and theme are occluded by a
pi ano pl ayi ng octaves in the high treble: Klingklingkling-KIingklingkling, six
quarter-notes to the neasure. "Who's that singing?"

"/ don't know," says Jeanette with a certain degree of annoyance. "l can't be
bothered with all this Sonmebody Brothers and MItown Trios. They all sound
alike."

"Yeah, but who, who's that?"

She poi ses popcorn over the purple and stops to listen. "It's that wall-eyed
one night before last on television with the crooked teeth," she guesses.

"No!" he says triunphantly. "That was that backstreet Fauntleroy they cal
Debsie. Nanely a boy type. This is a woman, girl type."

"You don't say." She listens while the voice glisses up the entire
four-and-a-hal f-tone conpass of its range and di sappears behind the
tire-chain-style piano-playing. "You know, you're right."

"I know I'mright, and it scares you." Herb slaps the nmagazi ne he has been

reading. "I'mreading in here where Al Capp, you know, the cartoon Al Capp
says about magazine illustrating, at long |l ast you can tell again in a
magazine illustration which is the man and which is the woman. The prettiest

one is the man. So just while |'mreading that al ong cones the radio and
there's a girl singer with that special grow that makes her sound like a boy
singer sounding like a girl."

"And that scares you?"

"Well things could get confusing," he says jocosely. "CGoes on like this much
| onger, there's going to be a mutation, that |ike breeds true and you don't
know is a boy or a girl."

"Silly. You don't nake nutations that way."

"I knowit. Al | nmean is, things go on this way, when the doubl e-sex type
mut ation arrives, nobodyll notice it."

"Ch, you're making too nmuch of it, Herb."

"Sure. But all the same and seriously, don't you have the feeling sonetines
that there's some great force at work trying to nmake wonen into men and verse
vicey? Not only this singer bit. Look at Soviet Russia. Never on earth has a
gr eat



soci al experiment turned so many wonen into so huge a herd of pit ponies. Look
at Red China, where at last the little China dolls have been |iberated out of
the slavery of the honky-tonks and get to wear overalls and shovel coa
fourteen hours a day alongside their brothers. It's just the other side of
that record we just heard."

Jeanette dips the purple and drips it. "Ch no," she says, "on the other side
is Stardust."”

"A7
0 ou SAID ' LAURA,' AND—

Charlie | ooked up at the beaned ceiling. "I'msorry,
|'ve been too long without sleep. I'msorry."

he said faintly. "Mybe

"What is a Laura?"

Charlie sat up, Philos assisting. He | ooked at the speaker, a brown-haired,
grey-eyed Ledomw th strong but fine-drawn features, and those rare, firm

scul ptured lips which yet can snile readily. "Laura was the one | loved," he
said, sinmply as a Ledommight say it. "You nust be Froure." And then he | ooked
agai n, | ooked again at the other

Shy, yet standi ng beside, not behind the pillar which held the beam which held
the rock ceiling. O oaked, high-collared in the Ledom nanner, with biostatic
material drawn like his own, snug over the breast. But then cut down and back
| eaving the | ower body bare but for the sporran-like silk. Aface ... a nice
face, neither boyish nor too beautiful; and oh, it was not Laura; it's just
that she had Laura's hair.

She.

"Soutin," said Philos.

"Y-y-you kept saying he!" cried Charlie stupidly.
"About Soutin? Yes, of course-what else?"

And it came to Charlie, yes of course—what else! For Philos had told his story
in the Ledomtongue, and he had al ways used the Ledom pronoun which is not
mascul i ne nor femi nine but which also is not "it"; it was he, Charlie hinself,
who had translated it "he."

He said to the girl, "You have hah- just like Laura's."
She said, shyly, "I'mglad you cane."
They wouldn't |let himsleep—they couldn't; they had not

the tinme—but they rested and fed him Philos and Froure toured the house, half
underground, half on the rimof a high mesa, inaccessible to any w ngl ess
thing, with broad acres of woodl and behi nd, and neadow and where, they told
him Soutin had shot deer with a bow and arrow. Philos and Froure toured the
house openly, they wept, they were prepared never to see it again. It was as
late as this that Charlie found hinself wonderi ng what woul d becone of them
after he had taken Soutin away. What was the thing they were doi ng—treason?
What was die penalty for treason? He could not ask. The | anguage had no words
for concepts |ike punishnent.



They left the house, clinmbed the hill, entered the airlock. Inside, they
buried the block of light. Through the tunnel into the chimey-top, and there
they buried the other bl ock. They discarded their cloaks there and hid them
and came out into the green | and, under the steely sky of Ledom Slowy they
wal ked toward the Ones, two by two like lovers, for Philos and Froure were
lovers and Charlie and Soutin nmust wal k so, for she was terrified.

Neari ng the Medical One, Froure dropped back and wal ked with Soutin and
Charlie, while Philos wal ked ahead. Sone few m ght remenber Froure, but not
seeing himalone. But if Philos, the solitary one, were seen walking like a

| over—And all the way, holding Soutin, whispering warnings and encouragenents
and sonetinmes direct orders; all the way, the thoughts curled and burned in
the back of Charlie's mnd. "Don't scream" he said to Soutin sternly as they
approached the subway; he w shed he had had sonmeone to say that to hi mwhen he
first sawit. Stepping into the dark entrance, he turned and caught her tight
in his amis, forced her face into the cup of his shoulder. She was lithe as a
lioness but as they dropped, rigid with terror. Scream Wy—she coul dn't

br eat he!

And on the subway she sinply held him bruised himw th her hard slimfingers,
as she stood with eyes and |ips sealed. But at the other end, when the
invisible lift whisked her up, and she had her first experience of the notion
that had so thoroughly de-stomached hi mshe | aughed!

And he was gl ad of her, parting himnow and now again fromthe thoughts
—of | ove one anot her
—of man with grafted uterus coupling with man with
grafted uterus
—of the knowi ng pride of children, worshipped

—of the hand of Grocid, and of Nasive, in burni shed wood

—of the knives and needl es stitching a manmade and i nhuman newness into the
bodi es of babes

—and oh the di stance between, or the fusion of, deity and a duty joke.

They flung up the side of the tilting structure, Charlie smthering Soutin's
wild laughter in his shoulder, and wal ked into the bright shuttered sil ence of
Seace's |l aboratory. He won't be there, Charlie told hinmself urgently.

But he was there. He turned from sone equi pnent at the end of the room and
strode toward them unsmling.

Charlie sidled, drawing Soutin with him making it necessary for Seace to pass
himin order to speak to Philos.

Seace said, "Philos, it is not your tune to be here."
Phil os, pale, opened his mobuth to speak, when "Seace!" cried Froure sharply.

Seace had not seen Froure, or had not |ooked at the |ong "dead" Ledom He
turned to brush away the interruption, and then his gaze snapped, clanped,
clung to Froure's finedrawn features. Froure smiled and touched his hands
together, and the mirror-field sprang out; it was fiendish, it was exquisite
intimng, for the scientist, given one clear glinpse of that unm stakable



face, inmpossibly here and living, saw it replaced with his own inmage. At the
very noment he was doubting his eyes, his eyes were denied him

'Take it down," he said hoarsely. "Froure: is it Froure?" He cane breathing up
to the intangible plane of the mirror; Philos slipped beside Froure and took
the ring; Froure slipped aside and Philos played Seace up the roomlike a
hypnoti zed bird, then snapped it off and stood sniling. Seace!" called Froure
from behi nd him

And all the while Charlie Johns was working, working at the control dials of
the tine nmachine. He set them one, two, three, four, thunbed the toggle,
turned and flung Soutin through the open door of the machine, dove after her
hooki ng the door to in mdair as he dove. The last thing he saw as the door
swung was Seace, aware at last, flinging Froure roughly aside, |eaping for the
controls.

Charlie and Soutin fell together in a tangle. For a nmoment they stayed just as

they were, and then Charlie got to his feet, knelt by the trenmbling girl, and

put his arms around her.

"I wanted to say goodby to them" she whispered.

"It's going to be all right," he soothed. He stroked her

hai r. Suddenl y—perhaps it was reacti on—he | aughed. "Look at us!"

She did: at him at herself, and turned frightened attentive eyes to him He

said, "I was thinking what it will be like, on the stairs, when we arrive; ne

in the Superman outfit, you . "

She pull ed at her high-collared, swept-back garnent. "I won't know what to do.

I"mso . " She noved the silk of her "sporran." "This," she said, her voice

cracking with the desperate courage of confessional, "it isn't real;

couldn't ever grow ... Do you suppose they'll know, where we're going?"

He stopped | aughing instantly. "They'll never know," he assured her soberly.

"I"'mso frightened," she said.

"You never need to be frightened again," he told her. Nor |, he thought.

Phil os woul dn't have sent her back to the time when humanity lit the fuse. O
woul d he? Wuld he think it worth while to give her a year anong her own

kind, a nonth, even if she nust die with thenf

He wi shed he coul d ask Phil os.

She said, "How long will it take?"
He gl anced at the hairline crack which was the door. "I don't know Seace
said, instantaneous . . . front the Ledora end. | suppose," he said, "the door

woul dn't open while the machine is ..." he was going to say "noving" and then
"traveling" and then "operating"” and they all seemed wong. "I guess if the
door is unlocked, well have arrived."

"Are you going to try it?"

"Sure," he said. He didn't go near it, or look at it

"Don't be frightened," she said.



Charlie Johns turned and opened the door
G od bl ess Mommy and

Daddy and Grandma Sal and Grandma Felix and | guess Davy too," sings Karen to
her own tune. "And—=

"Go on, dear. WAs there soneone el se?"
"Mm And God bl ess CGod, ay-nen."
"Well, that's very sweet, dear. But why?"

Karen says through the translucent margins of slunber, "I just always
CGod- bj ess everybody that |loves nme, that's why."

HARLI E JOHNS OPENED THE

door into a blaze of light, a blaze of silver light, a silver blaze of
overcast, a stretch of silver fromhere clear to the Medi cal One, point-down
and tipped and filling the view

"You forgot sonething," said a voice. Melws.

Behind Charlie, a stricken sound. Not turning, "Stay where you are!" he
rapped. Instantly Soutin pushed past him ran out of the machine, by the
controls, by Melwis, by Gocid, by Nasive, by Seace, all of whom stared at
her while she flung herself down beside Philos and Froure, who lay side by
side on the floor, their hands flat and neat on their abdonens, their feet too
linp. For a nmoment nothing was heard but Soutin's hard inhal ations; the sighs
bet ween were silent.

"If you've killed them" Charlie said at last, in a voice full of hate,
"You've killed their child too."

There was no comrent, unl ess Nasive's dropped gaze was a comment. Melw s said
softly, "Well?" Charlie knew he was referring to his earlier renmark.

"I forgot nothing. | appointed Philos to report to you. As far as | nade any
prom ses at all, | kept themthat way."

"Philos is unable to report."

"That's your doing. \What about your end of the deal ?"

"W keep our pronises."”

"Let's get to it."

"W want your reactions to Ledomfirst."

What can | | ose now? he thought forlornly, but there was no softening in him
He slitted his eyes and said carefully, "You're the rottenest pack of perverts
that ever had the good sense to hide in a hole."

A sort of rustle went through themnovenent, not sound. Finally, "Wat changed
you, Charlie Johns? You thought very well of us a few hours ago. \Wat changed

you?"

"Only the truth.”



"What truth?"
"That there is no nutation."”

"Qur doing it ourselves makes that much difference? Wy is what we have done
worse to you than a genetic accident?"

"Just because you do it." Charlie heaved a deep breath, and al nost spit as he
said, "Philos told me how old a people you are. Wiy is what you do evil? Men

marrying nmen. |ncest, perversion, there isn't anything rotten you don't do."

"Do you think," said Melwis courteously, "that your attitude is unusual, or
woul d be if the bul k of manki nd had your i nfornmation?"

"About a hundred and two percent unani nmous," Charlie grow ed.

"Yet a nutation would have made us innocent."
"A mutati on woul d have been natural. Can you say that about yourself?"

"Yes! Can you? Can honpb sap? Are there degrees of 'nature'? What is it about a
gene-changi ng random cosnmic particle that is nore natural than the force of
the human mi nd?"

"The cosmic ray obeys the aws of nature. You're abrogating them"

"It was honpb sap. who abrogated the | aw of the survival of the fittest," said
Melw s soberly. "Tell me, Charlie Johns: what would homp sap. do if we shared
the world with them and they knew our secrets?"

"We'd exterminate you down to the last queer kid," said Charlie coldly, "and
stick that one hi a side-show That's all | have to say. Get me out of here.”

Melw s sighed. Nasive said suddenly, "All right, Melwis. You were right."
"Nasi ve has held all along that we should share ourselves and the A-field and
the cerebrostyle with homo sap. | feel you would try to do as you just
said—and that you'd turn the field into a weapon and the 'style into a device

for the enslavenent of mnds."

"W probably would, to wi pe you off the earth. Now crank up your tinme
machi ne. "

"There isn't any time machine."

Literally, Charlie's knees buckled. He turned and | ooked at the great silver
sphere.

"You said it was a tinme nmachine. We didn't. You told Philos it was—he believed
you. "

" Seace—
"Seace arranged sone scenery. A watch with backwards nunerals. A book of
mat ches. But it was you—you who believed what you wanted to believe. You do

that, you hono

sap. You |let anyone help you, if he hel ps you believe what you want to
belies."”



"You said you'd send ne back!"

"I said we'd return you to your previous state, and we will."

"You . . . used ne!"

M el w s nodded, al nost cheerfully.

"CGet me out of this,"” snarled Charlie. "Watever you' re gi bbering about." He
pointed to the grieving girl. "I want Soutin as well. You've gotten along fine
without' Soutin so far."

"I think that would be fair," said Gocid.

"How soon do you want to—

"Now! Now! Now! "

"Very well." Melwis held up a hand; sonehow it nmade everyone stop breathing
Melw s spoke a two-syllable word: "Quesbu."

Charlie Johns shuddered fromhead to foot, and slowy put up his hands and
covered his eyes.

After atime, Melw s said softly, "Wo are you?"

Charlie put down his hands. "Quesbu."

"Don't be alarmed, Quesbu. You're yourself again. Don't be afraid any nore."
G ocid, awed, breathed, "I didn't think it could be done."

Seace said rapidly, softly, "H s own nane—a post-hypnotic comand. He's
real ly—but Melwis will explain."

Melw s spoke: "Quesbu: do you still remenber the thoughts of Charlie Johns?"

The man who had been Charlie Johns said dazedly, "Like ... a sort of dream or
or a story soneone told."

"Cone here, Quesbu."

Trusting, childlike, Quesbu cane. Melw s took his hand, and agai nst the young
man's bi ceps he pressed a white sphere, which collapsed. Wthout a sound
Quesbu col l apsed. Melwi s caught himdeftly and carried himover to the side,
where Philos and Froure |lay. He put Quesbu down beside them and | ooked into
the frightened, |ost eyes of Soutin.

"It's all right, little one," Melw s whispered. "They're only resting. Soon
you'll be together again." He noved slowmy, so as not to startle her, but with
great sureness, and touched her with another of the little spheres.

Jeanette tells Herb about

Karen: she says God bl ess God, because she God-bl esses everybody who | oves
her.

"So does God," says Herb flippantly; and as the words hang there it is not
flippant any nore.



"I love you," says Jeanette.

ND AT LAST THE

heads of Ledom may confer quietly anong thensel ves.
"But there really was a Charlie Johns?" asked Nasive.

"Ch yes indeed there was."

"It's ... not a happy thing," said Nasive. "Wen | took the position that we
shoul d share what we have with honp sap., it was a ... sort of unrea

argunent. There wasn't anything real involved, sonmehow, just words, just names
of things." He sighed. "I liked him He seenmed to—+o understand things, |ike

our statue, The Maker, yes, and the feast
"He understood all right," said Seace with a touch of sarcasm "1'd like to
have seen how much he understood if we'd told himthe truth about oursel ves
bef ore he saw the statue and the feast, instead of afterward."”

"Who was he, M elw s?"

M elw s exchanged a | ook with Seace, shrugged slightly, and answered, "I m ght
as well tell you. He was in a homo sap. flying machine that crashed in the
nmount ai ns near here. It cane apart in the air. Mst of it burned and fell on
the other side, far away. But that one part |anded right on our 'sky' and
perched there. Charlie Johns was inside, very badly hurt, and another hono
sap. who was al ready dead. Now, you know the 'sky' |ooks just |ike nmountains
from above, but all the same it wouldn't be too good an idea to have search
parties clinbing around on it.

"Seace saw the wreckage up there in his instruments, and inmediately put up an
A-field carrier and snatched h down. | did ny very best to save his life, but
he was too badly hurt. He never regai ned consci ousness. But | did nanage to
get a complete cerebrostyle record of his mnd."

Seace said, "It's the nost conplete record we ever got of a mind."

"Then it cane to us, Seace and nme, that we could use the record to find out
what honmo sap. would think of us if he knew about us. All we had to do was to
suppress the id, the 'ne' part of soneone by deep hypnosis, and replace it
with Charlie Johns' cerebrostyle record. Having Quesbu, it was a sinple
matter."

Grocid wagged his head hi amazenent. "W didn't even know about Quesbu."

"The Control Natural. No, you wouldn't. A research property of the Medica
One. There has never been any reason to tell anyone about Quesbu. He's been
wel | -treat ed—happy, even, | think, though he's never known anything but his
own conpound hi the Medical One." "He has now," said Nasive.

Grocid asked, "What's to beconme of themQuesbu and the other?"

Melwis smiled. "If it hadn't been for this incredible Phflos and his hiding
Froure and the child all these years—and hide them he did; | never hi the
wor |l d suspected a thing about it—4'd be hard put to it to answer that. Quesbu
could hardly be confined again, after his stretch as Charlie Johns, even if he
regards it as a dream For a lot of his experience wasn't dream at all —he did,
after all, personally and truly visit all the Ones. Yet he's too old now to be



turned into a Ledom except hi a partial way; | wouldn't commt such a thing
upon him

"But the child Soutin gives us a new opportunity. Can you imagi ne what it
m ght be?"

Grocid and Nasive shared a glance. "W could build them a house?"

Melw s shook his head. "Not hi the Children's One," he said positively.
"They're too . . . different. Any anount of care, of |ove, even, couldn't nake
up for it. It would be asking too nuch of them and perhaps too nuch of us.
Never forget who we are, G ocid—what we are, what we're for. Humanity has
never attained its optimumability to reason, its maxi mum objectivity, unti
now, because it has always plagued itself with its dichotomes. In us, the
very concept

of any but individual differences has been elimnated. And Quesbu and Soutin
are not different in an individual sense; they are a different kind. W Ledcm
could probably cope with it better than they, but we are still new, young,
unprac-ticed; we are only in our fourth generation . "

"Real | y?" said Nasive. "I thought ... | mean, | didn't think. | didn't know "

"Few of us know, few of us care, because it doesn't matter. We are conditioned
to | ook ahead, not back. But because it bears on our decision of what to do
wi th Quesbu and Soutin, 111 tell you briefly how the Ledom cane to be.

"It has to be brief; for we knowso little

"There was a honp sap., a very great one; whether he was known as such anong
his kind, |I do not know. It seens probable that he was. | think he was a
physi ol ogi st or a surgeon; he must have been both, and a great deal nore. He
was si ckened by mankind, not so nuch for the evils it comtted, but because
of the good in itself it was destroying. It came to himthat humanki nd, having
for sone thousands of years enslaved itself, was inescapably about to destroy
itself, unless a society could be established which would be above all the
parti sanship which had divided it, and unless this society could be inmbued
with a loyalty to nothing

but humanity.

"He may have worked alone for a long tine; | know that at the end, he was
joined by a nunmber of |ike-thinking people. Hi s nane, their names, are not
known; humanity honors by emul ating, and he wi shed us to copy nothing from
hono sap. that could be avoi ded.

"He and his friends nmade us, designed our way of life; gave us our religion
and the cerebrostyle and the rudinments of the A-field, and hel ped the first
generation to maturity."

Nasi ve sai d suddenly, "Then sone of us must have known

them "

Melw s shrugged. "I suppose so. But what did they know? They dressed, acted,
spoke |i ke Ledom one by one they died or disappeared. As an infant, a child,

you accept what you see around you. We four are teachers—+ight? so were they.

"And all they ever asked of us was that we keep humanity alive. Not their art,
nusic, literature, architecture. Themselves; in the w dest sense, the self of



humani ty.

"We are not really a species. W are a biological 'construct.' In a

col d- bl ooded way we mi ght be called a kind of machine with a function. The
function is to keep humanity alive while it is murdered, and after it is well
dead—

"To give it back

"And that is the »ne aspect of Ledom which we never told Charlie Johns,
because he woul d never believe it' No honb sap. would or could. Virtually
never in human history has a group hi power had the wi sdomto abdicate, to
relinqui sh, except under pressure.

"W are to be as we are, stay as we are, keeping the skills of the soil
hol di ng open the two great roads to the inner self—religion, and | ove—and
studyi ng humanity as humanity has never troubled to study before—fromthe
outside in. And fromtine to tine we nust neet with hono sap. to see if he is
yet ready to live, to love, and to worship without the crutch of inplanted

bi -sexuality. Wien he is—and he will be if it takes us ten thousand, or fifty
t housand years, we the Ledomw Il sinply cease. W are not a Uopia. A Uopia
is sonething finished, conpleted. We are transients; custodians; a bridge, if
you |ike.

"The pure accident of Charlie Johns' arrival here gave us an opportunity to
find out how homo sap. would react to the idea of the Ledom You saw what
happened. But the factor of Soutin, now that presents us with a new
opportunity, and our very first to see if hono sap. can be made ready for its
own maturity."

"Melws 1 You nean to set themout to start a new—

"Not a new homo sap. The old one, with a chance to live without hate. To live,
like all young things, with a hand to guide them™

Grocid and Nasive smiled at one another. "Qur specialty.”

Melw s smled back, but shook his head. "Philos', | think, and Froure's. Let
t hem be together—they've earned it. Let themlive at the edge of Ledomthey're
used to it. And let the young humans know only them and renenber us; and then
let their children and their children's children renenber them and nake of us

a nyth .

"And |l et us always watch them perhaps help them by accidents and bits of
luck; if they don't succeed they will fail and if they fail they will die, as
humanity has died before .

"And one day, some other way, we will start humanity agai n, or perhaps neet
humanity again . . . but somehow, some day (when we know ourselves well) we
can be sure, and then Ledomw || cease, and humanity will begin at last."

On a starry night Philos and Froure sat outside for a fewnnutes in the thin
cold air. Queshu and Soutin had left an

hour before, after a real famly dinner, and had gone back to their snug
| og- and- sod house out on the wooded nesa.

"Froure . . .?"

"What is it?"



"The youngsters .

"I know," said Froure. "It's hard to put your finger on it ... but there's
somet hi ng wrong. "

"Not a big sonmething . . . maybe it's just pregnancy."”

"Maybe ..."

Fromthe star-silvered dark: "Philos . . . ?"

"Quesbu! What on earth . . . did you forget something?"

He cane out of the shadows, wal king slowy, his head down. "I wanted to ..
Phi | os?"

"Yes, child; 1I'mhere."

"Philos, Sou is ... well, she's unhappy."”

"\What ever' s w ong?"
"l " Suddenly he flung his head up, and in the dimglow of his face,
stars stood: tears. "Sou's so wonderful but . . . but all the tine I |ove
somebody called Laura and | can't help it!" he burst out.

Phil os put an arm around his shoul ders and | aughed; but | aughed so softly,
wi th such compassion, that it was a stroking. "Ah,, that's not your Laura,
that's Charlie's!" he crooned. "Charlie's dead now, Ques."

Froure said, "Renenber the |oving, Quesbu; but yes—forget Laura."

Quesby said, "But he | oved her so nuch.

"Froure's right," said Philos. "He loved her. Use the love. It's bigger than
Charlie—+t's still alive. Take it back and give it to Sou."

Suddenl y—Phi | os thought it was a glory hi his face, but it was the
sky—suddenly the sky bl azed; the stars were gone, Froure cried out. And their
fam liar nesa was unfam liar in the silver overcast of a Ledom sky.

"So it cones; at last it cones," said Philos. He felt very sad. "I wonder when
Seace will be able to take it down again . . . Ques, run back to Soutin—guick
Tell her it's all right; the silver sky is keeping us safe."

Quesbu sprinted away. Froure called, "Tell her you | ove her!"

Quesbu turned without breaking stride, waved just |ike Charlie Johns, and was
gone t hrough the woods.

Froure sighed, and | aughed a little, too.

Philos said, "I don't think I'Il tell him... the love's too
good to spoil . . . poor Charlie. His Laura nmarried someone el se, you know. " e
"I didn't know "

"Yes—you know perfectly well you can cut off a cerebro-style recording at any



point. Seace and Melwis just naturally cut off Charlie's record at a point
where he was full of |ove; he nmight understand Ledoma bit better. But
actually Charlie had a bit nore menory than that."

"He was in that flying thing because he wanted to get away from—=
" "Fraid not. He just got tired of her, which is why she married soneone el se.
But that | wouldn't tell Quesbu."

"Ch, please don't," said Froure.

"At loving . . . amateurs," chuckled Philos. "Actually, Charlie was in that

pl ane being flown to a place on the coast not too far fromhere. They had sone
bad earthquakes down there that year, and he was a bull dozer operator, you
know. oh!" he cried, |ooking up

The sky began to shimrer, then to sparkle.

"Ch, pretty!" cried Froure.

"Fallout," said Philos. "They're at it again, the idiots."
They began to wait.

r

POSTSCRI PT

You honmo saps, are funny people. | just read sone figures wherein a |arge
group of ny fellowcitizens were asked if they thought all men were equal, and
61% sai d Yes. The sane people were then asked if Negroes were equal to whites
and with the very next breath 4% said Yes—and this w thout the sound of a
shifting gear. To illustrate further: | once wote a fairly vivid story about
a man being unfaithful to his wife and no one made any scandal ous renarks
about me. | then wote a specific kind of narrative about a worman bei ng
unfaithful to her husband and nobody had anythi ng scandal ous to say about ny
wife. But | wote an enpathetic sort of tale about some honosexual s and ny
mai | box filled up with cards drenched with scent and letters witten in purple
ink with green capitals. As good Phil os says herein: you cannot be

obj ective about sex, especially when it's outside certain paranmeters. Hence
this disclainmer, friend: keep your troubles to yourself. |I wear no silken
sporran.

It was my aimin witing Venus Plus X a) to wite a decent book b) about sex.
It is inmpossible to attenpt such a thing w thout touching upon religion, which
is inmpossible to do without touching rather heavily upon sone of your toes. If

this hurts, I amsorry about the pain. My own toes stand firnmly upon two
planks in the Bill of Rights, and if you have a book which refutes ne, |
promi se that | shall read it with full attention and that / will not burn it.
Finally, 1'd like your help in stacking these books spread all over ny desk,

partly because sonme of them are heavy and partly because it really m ght
i nterest you to know whereout sone of the Venus Plus X material was dredged.

(Almost.) needless to say, | nake no claimto having transferred the contents
of any of these books in toto into ny manuscript But they are, one and all
provocative tomes, and | list themfor provocation's sweet sake; and where due

and acceptable, to extend ny thanks to the authors.

Holy Bible: Oxford Concordance. The Human Body and How It Works, by El bert
Tokay, Ph. D., Signet (NAL). The Transients, four parts, by Wn. H Wyte Jr.
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