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SHE DID NOT look like the kind of person who would want to take the Dream. Although, Norman
Elainereflected, one could never tell.

He wrote the name she had given him down on the scratch pad,, instead of putting it on the application
blank, he wroteit dowly, ddiberately, to give himsdlf tuneto think, for there was something here that was
puzzing.

LucindaSilone.

Peculiar name, he thought. Not like ared name. More like a stage name taken to cover up plain Susan
Brown, or ordinary Betty Smith, or some other common run of name.

Hewrote it dowly so that he could think, but he couldn't think too well. There were too many other
things cluttering up his brain: The shakeup rumor that had whispered itsway for days back and forth
within the Center, his own connection with that rumor, and the advice that had been given him—there
was something funny about the job. The advice was: don't trust Farris (asif he needed that
advicel—look it over well if it isoffered you. It was dl kindly-meant advice, but not very helpful.

And there was the |gpd-clinging Buttonholer who had caught him in the parking lot that morning and
had clung onto him when he tried to push him off; there was Harriet Marsh, with whom he had adate this
very night.

Now, findly, thiswoman across the desk from him.

Although it wasfoolish, Elaine told himself—to think athing like thet, to tie her up with al the other,
thoughts that were bumping together like driftwood in his brain. For there could be no connection—there
smply couldn't be.

She was Lucinda Silone, shed said. Something about the name and something, as well, about the way
shesad it—thelittle lilting tones meant conscioudy to giveit grace and makeit sparkle—set tiny darm
bdlsringingin hisbran.

"Y ou're with Entertainment.” He said it casualy, very much off-hand; thiswas atrick question and one
that must berightly put.

"Why, no," shereplied, "I'm not."

Ligtening to the way she said it, Blaine could find nothing wrong. Her voice held atouch of fluttery
happiness that betrayed pleasure at his thinking she must be Entertainment. And that wasjust asit should
be. It was exactly theway that most of the others answered—flattered at the implication that they
bel onged to the fabul ous Entertainment guild.

He gave her her money'sworth. "I would have guessed you were."

Helooked directly at Lucinda Silone, watching the expression on her face, but seeing dl the other good
points, too. "We get good at judging people here," he said. "We aren't often wrong.”

Shedidn't wince. There was no reaction—no start of guilt, no flutter of confusion.

Her hair was honey color, her eyeswere chinablue, and her skin so milky white that onelooked a
second time to make sure that it wasredl.

We don't get many like this one, thought Blaine. The old and sick and the disappointed. The desperate
ones and those who know frustration.

"You're mistaken, Mr. Blaing" shesaid. "I am Education.”

He wrote Education on the scratch pad, and said, "It may have been the name. It'savery good hame.
Easy to say. Musicd. It would go well on the stage.”

He looked up from the pad and said, smiling—making himself smile againgt the inexplicable tenson that
wasrisgng in him: "Although it was not the name done; | am sure of that.”

Shedidn't smile and he wondered swiftly if he had been awkward. He snapped the words held said in
quick review across his mind and decided that he'd not been awkward. When you were director of
Fabrication, you were not an awkward man. Y ou knew how to handle people; you had to know how to
handle them. And you knew, aswell, how to handle yourself—how to make your face say one thing



whileyour mind might be thinking something dse.

No, hiswords had been a compliment, and not too badly put. She should have smiled. That she had
failed to amile might mean something—or it mightn't mean athing, except that she was clever. Norman
Blaine had no doubt that L ucinda Silone was clever, and as cool a customer as he had ever seen.

Although coolnessin itself was not too unusua. Y ou got the cool ones, too—the cool and
cd culating—the oneswho had figured it all out well ahead of time and knew what they were doing. And
there were others, too, who had cut off al retreat behind them. "Y ou wish aSleep," he said. She nodded.
"And aDream?' "And aDream," shesaid.

"Y ou've thought it out quite thoroughly, | suppose. Y ou wouldn't come, of course, if you had any
doubts."

"I've thought it through,” shetold him, "and | have no doubts.”

"You gill havetime. Y ou'll havetimeto change your mind up to the final moment. Were most anxious
that you get that fact fixed firmly in your mind." "I'll not change my mind," she said. "We till prefer to
assume you may. We do not try to change your mind, but we insist upon complete understanding upon
your part that achange is possible. Y ou are under no obligation to us. No matter how far we've gone,
there ftill isno obligation. The Dream may have been fabricated and processed; you may have paid your
fee; you may aready have entered the receptacle—therés ill tune to change your mind. The Dream will
then be destroyed, your fee will be returned, and the record will be expunged. So far as we are then
concerned, wewill have never seenyou."

"| quite understand,” she said.

He nodded quietly. "WElIl proceed on that understanding.”

He picked up his pencil and wrote her name and classification on the gpplication blank. "Age?"

"Twenty nine."

"Married?"

"No."

"Children?'

"None."

"Nearest of kin?"

"Anaunt.”

"Name?'

She gave him the name and he wrote it down, with address, age and classification of the aunt.

"Any others?'

"Noneat dl."

"Y our parents?"'

Her parents had been dead for years, she said; she was an only child. She gave her parents names,
their classfications, their ages at the time of death, their last place of residence, their place of buridl.

"You'll check ondl of this?' she asked.

"We check on everything.”

Here was the place where most of the applicants—even those who had nothing in their lifeto
hide—would show some nervousness, would frantically start checking back along their memoriesto
unearth some possible, long-forgotten incident which might turn up in the course of investigation to
embarrass or impede them.

Lucinda Silone was not nervous, she sat there, waiting for the other questions.

Norman Elaine asked them: The number of her guild, her card number, her immediate superior, last
medica exam, physica or psychic defects or allments—al the other triviawhich went into the detail s of
daily life

Finaly hewasfinished and laid the pencil down. "Still no doubts?"

She shook her head.

"I keep harking back to that," said Elaine, "to make absolutely certain we have awilling client;
otherwise we have no lega status. But aside from that, there is the matter of ethics...”

"l understand,” she said, "that you are very ethical.”



It might have been mockery; if S0, it was very clever mockery. Hetried to decide if it were or not, but
he wasn't sure.

Helet it drop. "We haveto be," hetold her. "Hereis asetup which, to survive, must be based on the
highest code of ethics. Y ou give your body into our hands for our safekeeping over anumber of years.
What ismore, you give your mind over to us, to alesser extent. We gain much intimate knowledge of
your lifein the course of our work with you. To continue in the job we're doing, we must enjoy the
complete confidence not only of our clients, but of the generd public. The dightest breath of scandd ..."

"There has never been a scandal ?'

"Inthe early days, there were afew. They've been forgotten now, or we hope they have. It was those
early scandas which made our guild redlize how important it was that we keep oursaves free of any
professona taint. A scandd hi any of the other guildsis no more than alega matter which can be
adjudicated hi the courts and then forgiven and forgotten. But with usthereld be no forgiving or
forgetting; we'd never liveit down."

Sitting there, Norman Elaine thought of his pride hi thework he did—a bright and shining pride, a
comfortable and contented pride hi ajob well done. And thisfedling was not confined to he himsdlf
aone, but was held by everyone at Center. They might be flippant when they talked among themsdlves,
but the pride was there, hidden deep beneath the flippancy and the workaday approach.

"Y ou amost sound,” she said, "like a dedicated people.”

Mockery again, hewondered. Or wasit flattery to match hisown. He smiled alittle at it. "Not
dedicated,” he said. "At least, we never think of ourselves as dedicated.”

And that was not quite right, he knew, for there were times when every one of them must have thought
of themselves as dedicated. It was not athing, of course, that one could say aloud—but the thought was
there.

It was a strange Situation, he thought—the pride of work, the fierceloyalty to the guild itsdlf, and, then,
the cutthroat competition, and the vicious Center politics which existed in the midst of that pride and
loydlty.

Take Roemer for example. Roemer, who after years of work, was on hisway out. That had been the
talk for days—the open secret which had been whispered through the Center. Farris had something to
do withit, Lew Giessy wasinvovled in some way, and there were others who were mentioned. Elaine
himsdf, for example, had been mentioned as one of the men who might be chosen to step up into
Roemer's position. Thank goodness, he had steered clear of Center politicsall these years. Therewas
too much headache in Center politics. Norman Elaine'swork had been enough for him.

Although it would be fine, he thought, if he were picked to take over Roemer'sjob. It was higher up
the ladder; the pay was better; and maybe if he got more money he could talk Harriet into giving up her
newspaper job and...

He pulled himsdlf back to the job at hand.

"There are certain considerations which you should take into account,” he told the woman acrossthe
desk. "Y ou should redize dl the implications of what your decision means before you go ahead. You
must redlize that once you go to deep, you will awaken in a culture different than your own. The planets
will not stand still while you deep; they will advance—or at least we hope they will. Much will be
different. Styleswill change, in clothing and hi manners. Thought and speech and perspective—all will
change. Y ou will awaken an dieninaworld that hasleft you far behind; you will be old fashioned.

Therewill be publicissues of which there now isnot the faintest inkling. Governments may have
evolved, and cusomswill be different. What isillega today may have become quite acceptable; what is
acceptable and legd today may have become outrageous or illega then. Y our friendswill al bedead ..."

"l have no friends" Lucinda Silone said.

He disregarded her and went on: "What | am trying to impress upon you is that once you wake you
cannot step from here straight back into the world, for it will be your world no longer. Y our world will
have died many years before; you will have to be readjusted, will have to take a course in reorientation.
In certain instances, depending upon the awakened person to some extent, to the cultural changesto an
even greater extent, this matter of reorientation may take quite some time. For we must give you not only



the facts of the changes which have occurred while you were ad eep—we must gain your acceptance of
those changes. Until you have readjusted not only your data, but your culture aswell, we cannot let you
go. Toliveanorma lifein that world in which you wake you must accept it asif you had been born into
it—you must become, in fact, part of it. And that must often be along and painful process.” .

"| redizedl that," she said; "I'm ready to abide by al the conditionsyou lay down."

She had not hesitated once. Lucinda Silone had shown no regret or nervousness. She was as cool and
cadm aswhen shed walked into the office.

"Now," Elaine said, "the reason.”

"Thereason?'

"The reason why you wish to take the Sleep; we must know."

"Youll investigate thet, too?'

"We shdl; we must be sure, you see. There are many reasons—many more than you'd think there'd
be"

He kept on talking, to give her achanceto sted hersalf and tell him the reason. More often than not this
was the hardest thing of al that aclient faced. "There are those," he said, "who take the Sleep because
they have a disease which at the moment isincurable. They do not contract for a Sleep of any specified
length, but only till the day when a cure has been discovered.

"Then there are those who wish to wait out the time againgt the return of aloved onewho istraveing to
the stars—waiting out on Earth the subjective time of the fagter-than-light flights. And there are those
who wish to deep out an investment which they are sure, given tune, will make them afortune. Usudly
wetry to talk them out of it; we cal in our economists, who try to show them..."

Sheinterrupted him. "Would ennui be eaough?' she asked. "Just Smple ennui?'

He wrote ennui for the reason and shoved the application to one side. "You can sign it later.”

"l candgnit now."

"Send themin," hesaid.

"Arethey dl right?’

"George and Herb?!

"Who 7'

"Certainly, Irmg; it'sjust the way they work."

"lt'sacomfort to know that,” she said, "I'll shoo themin.”

He settled back and watched the two comein. They sprawled themselvesin chairs.

George shied afolder at him. "The Jenkins Dream; we got it all worked out.”

"He'sajerk who wantsto hunt big game," said Herb; we cooked up some dilliesfor him."

"We made it authentic,” George declared with pride; we didn't skip athing. We put himin thejungle,
and we put in mud and insects and the heat; we crammed the place with ravenous nightmares. There's
something thirgting for his blood behind every bush.”

"It'sno hunt," said Herb; "it'sarunning battle. When heisn't scared, he's jumpy. Damned if | can figure
out aguy likethat."

"It takes dl kinds," said Elaine. " Sure; and we get them dl.”

"Someday," Elainetold them drily, "you guyswill lay it on so thick you'll get booted to Conditioning.”

"They can't do that," said Herb. "Y ou got to have amedica degreeto get into Conditioning. And
George and me, we couldn't bandage afinger the way it should be done.”

George shrugged. "We haven't athing to worry about; Myrt takes care of that. VWWhen we go too hog
wild, shetamesit down.”

Elainelad thefolder to oneside. "I'll feed it in before | leave tonight." He picked up the pad. "1 have
something different here. Y ou'll have to dick down your hair and get on good behavior before | turn you
looseonit.”

"The one who just went out?'

Elaine nodded.

"l could cook up aDream for her," said Herb.

" She wants peace and dignity,” Elaineinformed them. "Gented society. A sort of modern version of



mid-nine- teenth century Old Plantation days. No rough stuff; just magnoliaand white columns; horsesin
the bluegrass™

"Likker," said Herb. "Oceans of likker. Bourbon and mint leavesand ..."

"Cocktalls," Elainetold him, "and not too many of them.”

"Fried chicken," said George, getting into the act. "Watermelon. Moonlight. River boats. Lemmeat it."

"Not so fast; you have the wrong approach. Slow and easy. Tame down. Imagine dow music. A sort
of eternd waltz."

"We could put inawar," said Herb; "they fought polite in those days. Sabersand dl dressed upin
fancy uniforms”

"She doesn't want awar."

"Y ou gotta have some action.”

"No action—or very little of it. No worry; no competition. Gentility..."

"And us," lamented George, "dl spattered up with jungle mud.”

Theintercom buzzed. "The b.a. wantsto seeyou,” Irmasaid.

"OK., tel him..."

"Hswantsto see you now."

"Oh, oh," said George.

"| dwaysliked you, Norm," said Herb.

"All right,” said Elaine. "Tdl him I'll beright up.”

"After dl theseyears,” Herb said, sadly. " Cutting throats and stabbing backsto get ahead and now it
comestothis”

George drew hisforefinger across histhroat and made a hissing sound, like a blade dashing into flesh.

They were very funny.
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Lew Giesey was the business agent of the Dream guild. For years he had run it with aniron fist and
disarming smile. Hewasloyd and he demanded loyaty; he dedlt out sharp, decisive discipline as quickly
as herewarded praise.

Heworked in an ornate office, but behind a battered desk to which he clung stubbornly, despite dl
effortsto provide him with a better one. To him, the desk must have been a symbol—or areminder—of
the bitter struggle to attain his station. He had started with that desk in the early days; it had followed him
from office to office as he fought his bare-knuckled way ahead, up the table of organization to the very
top. The desk was scarred and battered, unlike the man himsdlf. It was almost asif the desk, in the
course of years, might have intervened itself to take the blows amed at the man behind it.

But there had been one blow which it could not take for him. For Lou Giesey sat in his chair behind the
desk and he was quite dead. His head had falen forward on his chest and hisforearms till rested on the
chair'sarmsand his hands still clutched the wood.

Theroom was at utter peace and 0, it seemed aswell, the man behind the desk. Therewasa
quietnessin theroom, asif respite had come from al the years of struggle and of planning. It rested now
with asense of urgency, asif it might have known that the respite could not last for long. In alittlewhile,
another man would come and sit behind the desk—yperhaps a different one, for no other man would want
Giesey's battered desk—and the struggle and the turmoil would start up again.

Norman Elaine stopped when he was halfway between the door and desk; it was the quietness of the
room, aswdl| as the head sunk upon the chest, that told him what had happened.

He stopped and listened to the soft whirring of the clock upon the wall, asound usudly logt until this
moment in this place. He heard the dmost-inaudible flutter of atypewriter from acrossthe hdl, the
far-off, muffled rumble of wheds rushing along the highway that ran past the Center.

He thought, with one edge of his mind: Death and peace and quiet, the three of them together,
companions hand in hand. Then hismind recoiled upon itsalf and built up into atight coil spring of horror.

Elainetook adow step forward, then another one, walking across the carpeting that alowed no footfall
sound. He had not asyet redlized the full impact of what had happened there—that moments before the



business agent had asked to speak to him; that he was the one to find Giesey dead; that his presencein
the office might lead to suspicion of him.

He reached the desk and the phone was there in front of him, on one corner of the desk. He lifted the
receiver and when the switchboard voice came, he said: "Protection, please.”

He heard the clicking asthe signal was set up. "Protection.”

"Farris, please.”

Elaine sarted to shake, then—the musclesin hisforearm jumping, otherstwitching in hisface. Hefelt
breath-lessnessrising in him, his chest condtricting, achoking in histhroat, and his mouth suddenly dry
and sticky. He gritted histeeth and stopped the jumping muscles.

"Farris spesking.”

"Elaine. Fabrication.”

"Oh, yes, Elaine. What can | do for you?"

"Giesey caled me up to see him; when | got here he was dead.”

There was a pause—not too long apause. Then: "Y ou're sure he's dead.”

"I haven't touched him. He's sitting in his chair; helooks dead to me."

"Anyone dse know?'

"No one. Darrell isout in the reception room, but..."

"You didn't yell out that he was dead.”

"Not aword; | picked up the phone and called you."

"Good boy! That'susing your head. Stay right there; don't tell anyone, don't Iet anyonein; don't touch
anything. We're on our way."

The connection clicked and Norman Elaine put the receiver back into the cradle.

Theroom was il at rest, squeezing out of the next few momentsal the rest it could. Soon the fury
would take up again; Paul Farris and his goons would come burgting in.

Elaine stood by the corner of the desk, uncertainly— waiting, too. And now that he had thetimeto
think, now that the shock had partialy worn away and the acceptance of the fact began to seep into his
mind, new ideas came creeping in to plague him.

He had found Giesey dead, but would they believe that Elaine had found him dead? Would they ask
Elaine how he could prove that he had found liew Giesey dead?

What did he want to see you for? they'd ask. How often had Giesey called you in before? Do you have
any ideawhy he cdled you in thistune?

Praise? Reprimand? Caution? Discussion of new techniques? Trouble in your department, maybe?
Some deviation hi your work. How's your private life? Some indiscretion that you had committed?

He sweated, thinking of the questions.

For Farriswas thorough. Y ou had to be thorough and unrelenting—and tough—to head up Protection.
Y ou were hated from the start, and fear was a necessary factor to counteract the hatred.

Protection was necessary. The guild was an unwieldy organization for dl itstight efficiency, and it must
be kept hi line. Intrigue must be rooted out. Deviationism—dickering with other unions—must be run
down and have an end puit to it. There must be no wavering hi the loydty of any members; and to effect
al this, there was need of aniron hand.

Blame reached out to clutch at the desk, then remembered that Farris had told him not to touch athing.

He pulled hishand back, let it hang by his sde, and that seemed awkward and unnaturd. He put it hi
his pocket, and that seemed awkward, too. He put both his hands behind his back and clasped them,
then teetered back and forth.

He fidgeted.

He swung around to look at Giesey, wondering if the head till rested on the chest, if the hands il
gripped the chair arms. For amoment, Norman Elaine built up in hismind the little specul aive fiction that
Lew Giesey would not be dead at dl, but would have raised his head and be looking at him. And if that
were S0, Elaine wondered how he would explain.

He needn't have wondered; Giesey till was dead.

And now, for thefirst time, Norman Elaine began to see the man in relation to the room—not asa



single point of interest, but as aman who sat in achair, with the chair resting on the carpeting and the
carpeting covering thefloor.

Giesey's uncapped pen lay upon the desk in front of him, resting where it had stopped after rolling off a
sheaf of papers. Giesey's spectacles lay beside the pen; off to one sdewas aglass with alittle water |eft
hi the bottom of it; besideit stood the stopper of the carafe from which Giesey must recently have poured
himsdf adrink.

And on the floor, beside Lew Giesey's feet, was a Single sheet of paper.

Elaine stood there, staring at the paper, wondering what it was. It was aform of some sort, he could
see, and there was writing on it. He edged around the desk to get a better look at it, egged on by an
illogicd curiosty.

He bent low to read the writing, and a name came up and struck him hi the face. Norman Elaine!

He bent swiftly and scooped the paper off the carpet. It was an appointment form, dated the day
before yesterday and it appointed Norman Elaine as Administrator of Records, Dream Department,
effective as of midnight of thisday. It was duly signed and stamped as having been recorded.

John Roemer's job, Elaine thought, the job that they had whispered about for weeks throughout the
Center.

He had afleeting moment of triumph. They'd picked * him. He had been the man for the job! But there
was more than triumph. He .not only had the job, but he had the answers to the questions they would
ask.

Why were you caled in? they'd ask. Now he could answer them. With this paper hi his pocket, he
would have the answer.

But hedidn't have much time.

Helaid the paper on the desk and folded it one third over, forcing himsdlf to take thetimeto do it
neetly. Then, just as neetly, he folded the other one third over and thrust it hi his pocket. Then he turned
again to face the door and waited.

The next moment, Paul Farris and ahah! dozen of his goons came stamping in.

3

Farris was a smooth operator. He was a top-notch policeman and had the advantage of looking like a
collegeingtructor. He was not abig man; he wore his hair dicked down, and his eyeswere wesk and
wavery back of the spectacles.

He settled himsalf comfortably in the chair behind his desk and laced hishands over hisbely. "I'll have
to ask you some questions,” hetold Elaine. "Just for the record, naturdly. The death is an open-and-shut
one of suicide. Poison. We won't know what kind until Doc gets the test run through.”

"l understand,” said Elaine.

And thought: / understand, dl right. | know just how you work. Lull aman to deep, then belt himin the
guts.

"You and | have worked together for along time," said Farris. "Not together, exactly, but under the
same roof and for the same purpose. Weve got aong fine; | know that we will continue in exactly the
samneway."

"Why, certainly,” said Elaine.

"This gppointment form," said Farris, "you say you got it in an inter-office envel ope.”

Elaine nodded. "It was hi my basket thismorning, | suppose. | didn't get around to going through the
suff until rether late”

Which was true enough, he hadn't gone through the basket until 10 o'clock or so. And another
thing—there was no record of inter-office mail.

And gtill another thing: Maintenance came around and emptied the waste baskets at precisely 11:30; it
was now aquarter of one, and anything that had been hi his basket had long since been burned.

"And you just put the form in your pocket and forgot about it?"

"I didn't forget about it; | had an gpplicant about that time. Then, when the gpplicant |eft, two of the
fabricators camein. | was going over apoint or two with them when Giesey called and asked meto



comeup.”

Farrisnodded. "Y ou think he wanted to talk with you about your new position?”

"That waswhat | thought.”

"Had he talked about it before? Did you know that it was coming?*

Norman Elaine shook his head. "It was a complete surprise.”

"A happy one, of course?"

"Naturaly. It's abetter job. Better pay. A man wantsto get ahead.”

Farris|ooked thoughtful.

"Didnt it strike you as arather strange procedure to get an appointment—yparticularly to akey
position—in an inter-office envel ope?’

"Of courseit did; | wondered about it at thetime.”

"But you did nothing about it?"

"I havetold you," Elainesaid, "I was busy. And what would you suggest that | should have done?”

"Nothing," Farristold him.

"That iswhat | thought," said Elaine. He thought: Make something out of it, if you can.

Hefdt abrief eation and fought it down. It was too soon, he knew.

At the moment there wasn't athing that Farris could do—not a single thing. The gppointment was hi
order, properly sgned and executed. As of the coming midnight he, Norman Elaine, would be
adminigtrator of records, taking over from Roemer. Only the ddlivery of the appointment wasnot in
order, but there was no way in theworld that Farris could prove that Elaine had not received it in the
inter-officemail.

He wondered, briefly, what might have happened if Giesey had not died. Would the appointment have
come through, or would it have been quashed somewhere along the line? Would some pressure have
been brought to bear to give the position to someone el se?

Farriswas saying, "I knew the change was going to be made. Roemer was getting—wsll, just alittle
difficult. It had cometo my attention, and | spoke to Giesey about it. So had severd others. We talked
about it some; he mentioned you as among several men who could be trusted, but that was al he said.”

"You didn't know he had decided?"

Farris shook his head. "No, but I'm glad he picked you for the post. You'rethe kind of man|| liketo
work with, redlistic. Well get along. We'd better talk about it."

"Any tune," said Elaine.

"If you have the tune, how about dropping in on metonight? Any timeat dl, I'll be homeal evening.
Y ou know wherel live?'

Blaine nodded and got to hisfest.

"Don't worry about thisbusiness,” Farrissaid. "Lew Giesey was agood man, but there are other good
men. Weall thought alot of him. I know it must have been a shock, walking in on him that way."

He hesitated for amoment, then: "And don't worry about any change in your appointment. I'll spesk to
whomever replaces Giesy."

"Any ideawho itll be?'

Farris eyelids nicked just once, then his eyeswere hard and steady, wavery no longer. "Noidea,” he
sad, brusquely. "The executive board will name the man. | have no ideawho they'll put the finger on.”

The hell you don', thought Blaine.

"Y ou're sure about it being suicide?"

"Certain,” Farrissad. "Giesey had aheart history, he was worried.”

He rose and reached for hiscap, put it on. "I like aman who thinks fast on hisfeet. Keep thinking on
your feet, Blaine. Well get dong.”

"I'm surewewill."

"Don' forget about tonight.”

"I'll be seeing you," Blainetold him.

4



The Buttonholer had seized upon Norman Elaine that morning, after he had parked his car, j«st when
he was |leaving the lot. How the man had gotten in, Elaine could not imagine, but there he was, waiting for
avictim. "Just asecond, Sr," hesaid.

Elaine swung around toward him. The man took aquick step forward, put out both his hands and
clasped Elaings|apesfirmly. Blaine backed away, but the man'sfingers held their grip and halted him,

"Let mego," Blame said, but the man told him, "Not until I've had aword with you. Y ou work at the
Center and you're just the man | want to talk with. Becauseif | can make you understand—why, then,
gar, | know that there is hope.

"Hope," he said, afine spray of salivaflying from between his lips—"hope that we can make the people
understand the viciousness of Dreams. Because they are vicious, gr, they undermine the mord fiber of
the people. They hold the opportunity for quick escape from the troubles and the problems which
develop character. With the Dreams, there is no need for aman to face his troubles— he can run away
from them, he can seek aforgetfuhiessin Dreams. | tell you, g, it isthe damnation of our culture.”

Remembering it now, Norman Blaine ill felt the cold, quiet whiteness of the anger that had envel oped
him.

"Let loose of me," hed said. There must have been something in histone which warned the
Buttonholer, for the man let loose his grip and backed away. And Blaine, lifting hisarm to wipe hisface
upon his coat deeve, watched him back away then findly turn and run.

It had been thefirst time held ever been seized upon by a Buttonholer, athough he had heard of them
often and had laughed them off.

Now, thinking back upon it, hewas surprised at the impact of his encounter with a Buttonholer—his
horror that here, findly, he had physica evidence that there were personsin the world who doubted the
sincerity and the purpose of the Dreams.

Hejerked himsdlf away from hisreverie; there were other more important things with which to concern
him- salf. Giesey's death and the sheet of paper he had found upon the floor—the strange conduct of
Farris. Almogt, he thought, asif there were a conspiracy between the two of us—asif heand | had been
involved in some gigantic plot, now coming to fruition.

He sat quietly behind his desk and tried to think it out.

Given amoment to consider, he was certain that he would not have snatched the paper off the floor;
given another moment for consideration, even after having seen what it was, he was certain that he would
have dropped it back on the floor again. But there had been no time at all. Farris and his goons were
aready on their way and Elaine had stood defensaessin the office with adead man, without an adequate
explanation of why he should be there, without an adequate answer to any of the questionsthat they were
sureto ask him.

The paper had given him areason for being hi the office, had given him the answer to the questions,
had forestalled many other questions that would have been asked if he -had not had the answer to the
first ones.

Farrishad said suicide.

Would it have been suicide or murder, Elaine wondered, if he had not had the paper in his pocket? If
he had remained defensaless, would hisluckless position have been used to explain Giesey's death?

Farris had said he liked a man who could think standing on hisfeet. And there was no doubt he did.
For Farris himself was aman who could think standing on his feet, who could improvise and trim his
course with each passing Stuation.

And hewas not aman to trust.

Elaine wondered if the gppointment still would have come through if held not been there to pick it off
the carpet. Certainly he was not the sort of man Paul Farriswould have picked to take over Roemer's
job. Would Farris, finding the appointment on the floor, have destroyed it and forged another, appointing
someone more to hisliking to the post?

And, another question: What was the importance of the job? Why did it matter, or seem to matter so
much, who was appointed to it? No one had said, of course, that it was important; but Farris had been
interested and Paul Farris never was interested in unimportant things.



Could the gppointment, in some way, have been linked with Lew Giesey's death? Elaine shook his
head. There was no way that one could answer.

The important thing was that he had the gppointment— that Giesey's death had not prevented its
delivery, that for the moment at |least Farriswas willing to let the Situation ride.

But, Norman Elaine warned himself, he could not afford to take ,Farris at face value. As steward of the
guild, Paul Farriswas apolice officid with aloya corps of men, with wide discretion hi carrying out his
functions, paliticaly-minded and unscrupulous, busily carving out aniche large enough to fit full-scae
ambition.

Morethan likely Giesey's degth fitted in with thisambition. It was not beyond reason that Farris might,
hi some smal and hidden way, have contributed—if, in. fact, he had not engineered it.

Suicide, he had said. Poison. Worried. Heart history. Easy words to say. Watch your step, Blametold
himself. Take it easy. Make no sudden moves. And be ready to duck. Especially—be ready to duck.

He sat quietly, letting the turmoail of speculation run out of hismind. No use thinking of it, hetold
himsalf. No use at dl right now. Later, when and if he had some factsto go on—then would be thetime
to think.

He glanced at the clock and it was threefifteen. Too early to go home.

And there was work to do. Tomorrow held be moving up to another office, but today there still was
work to do.

He picked up the Jenkinsfolder and looked &t it. A big game hunt, the two zany fabricators had said.
We gave him theworks, they'd said, or wordsto that effect.

Heflipped the folder open and ran through the first few pages, shuddering just alittle.

No accounting for tastes, he thought.

He remembered Jenkins—a great, massive brute of aman who had bellowed out aflow of language
that had made the office quake.

Widl, maybe he can take it, Elaine thought. Anyhow, it iswhat he asked for.

He tucked the folder under hisarm and went out into the reception room.

Irmasaid, "Wejust heard the word."

"About Giesey, you mean."

"No, we heard that earlier. Wedl felt badly; | guess everybody liked him. But | mean the word about
you. It'sal over now. Why didn't you tell usright away? We think it's wonderful "

"Why, thank you, Irma."

"Well miss you, though."

"That isgood of you.”

"Why did you keep it secret? Why didn't you let usknow?'

"l didn't know mysdlf until thismorning; | guess| got too busy. Then Giesey caled.”

"There were goons ahl over the place, going through the waste baskets. | think they even went through
your desk. What was the matter with them?”

"Jugt curious." Elaine went out into the hall and the chill of fear crept up his spine with every step he
took.

He had known it before, of course, with Farris crack about thinking on one'sfeet, but this put the
clincher onit. Thisleft no doubt at dl that Farrisknew hed lied.

Maybe there was some merit in it, after dl, though. Hislie and bluff put him, momentarily, into Farris
class— made Elaine the kind of man the goon leader was able to understand, the kind of man he could
do businesswith.

But could he keep up the bluff? Could he be tough enough?

Keep cool, Elaine, hetold himsdlf. No sudden moves. Ready to duck, although you can't let them
know you are. Poker face, he told himsdaf—the kind of face you use when you face an applicant.

He tramped on and the coldness wore away .

Going down the gtairsinto Myrt's room, the old magic gripped him once again.

There she sat—the great machine of dreams, the ultimate in the fabrication of the imaginative details of
man'swildest fantasies.



He stood in the silence of the place and felt the magjesty and peace, the almost-tenderness, that he
adwaysfet— asif Myrt were some sort of protective mother-goddess to which one might flee for
understanding and unquestioning refuge.

He tucked the folder more tightly under his arm and walked softly across the floor, fearing to break the
hush of the place with an avkward, or aheavy footfall.

He mounted the stairs that led to the great keyboard, and sat down in the traveling seat which would
move at the dightest touch to any part of the coding pands. He clamped the open folder on aclipboard
infront of him and reached out to the query lever. He pressed it, and an indicator winked aflashing
green. The machinewas clear, he could feed in his data.

He punched in the identification and then he sat in Slence—as he often sat hi sllencethere.

This he would miss, Elaine knew, when he moved up to that other job. Here hewaslike apriest, asort
of communicant with aforce that he reverenced, but could not understand—not in its entirety. For no
man could know the structure of the dream machinein itsentirety. It wastoo vast and complicated a
mechanism to befixed in any mind.

It was acomputer with magic built into it, and freed from the utter, straight-linelogic of other, less
fabulous computers. It dedlt in fantasy rather than in fact—it was a gigantic plot machine that wove out of
punched-in symbols and equations the strange stories of many different lives. It took in code and
equations and it dished out dreams!

Elaine gtarted to punch hi the data from the folder sheets, moving swiftly about the face of the coding
pand inthetraveling chair. The pand began to twinkle with many little lights and from tide dream machine
camethefirgt faint sounds of tripping relays, the hum of power stirring through the mechanisms, the click
of control counters, the fault, far-off chattering of memory files being probed, and the purr of narrative
sequence channels getting down to work.

Heworked on in atense, closed-in world of concentration, setting up the co-ordinates from sheet after
sheet. Time came to an end and there was no other world than the panel with its myriad keys, and trips
and buttons, and its many flashing lights.

Finaly he was done, the last sheet fluttered down to the floor from the empty clipboard. Time took up
again and the room cameinto being. Norman Elaine sat limply, shirt soaked with perspiration, hair damp
agang hisforehead, handsresting in hislap.

The machine was thundering now. Lights flashed by the thousands, some of them winking steedily,
others running bright little sequenceslike lazy lightning flashes. The sound of power surged within the
room, filling it to bursting, and yet benegth the hum of power could be heard the busy thumps and clicks
and the erratic insane chattering of racing mechanisms.

Wearily Elaine got out of the chair and picked up the falen sheets, bundling them together,
helter-skelter, without regard to numbering, back into the folder.

Hewalked to the far end of the machine and stood staring for amoment at the glass-protected cabinet
where tape was spinning on ared. He watched the spinning tape, fascinated, as dways, by the thought
that upon the tape was impressed the seeming life of adream that might last a century or athousand
years—a dream built with such sheer story-tdlling skill that it would never pdl, but would be fresh and
red until thevery last.

Heturned away and walked to the stairway, went halfway up, then turned and looked back.

It was hislast dream, he knew, the last he'd ever punch; tomorrow he'd be on another job. Heraised
hisarmin haf salute.

"Solong, Myrt," hesaid.

Myrt thundered back at him.
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Irmahad left for the day and the office was empty, but there was aletter, addressed to Elaine, propped
againgt the ash tray on his desk. The envelope was bulky and distorted when he picked it up, it jangled.

Norman Elaine ripped it open and aring, crowded full of keys, fell out of it and clattered on the desk.
A shest of paper dipped halfway out and stuck.



He pushed the keys to one side, took out the sheet of paper and unfolded it. There was no salutation.
The note began abruptly: / called to turn over the keys, but you were out and your secretary didn't know
when you would be back. There seemed no point in staying. If you should want to see melater, | am at
your service. Roemer.

Helet the notefdl out of hishand and flutter to the desk. He picked up the keys and tossed them up
and down, listening to them jangle, catching them in hispam.

What would happen to John Roemer now, he wondered. Had a place been made for him, or hadn't
Giesay gotten around to gppointing him to some other post? Or had Giesey intended that man be out
entirdly? That seemed unlikely, for the guild took care of itsown; it did not, except under extreme
provocation, throw aman out on hisown.

And, for that matter, who would take over the direction of Fabrication? Had Lew Giesey died before
he could make an appointment? George or Herb—either one of them—would bein line, but they hadn't
sad aword. They would have said something, Blame was sure, if they had been notified.

He picked up the sheet of paper and read the note again. It was noncommittal, completely deadpan;
there was nothing to be learned fromiit.

He wondered how Roemer might fedl about being summarily replaced, but there was no way of
knowing; the note certainly gave no clue. And why had he been replaced? There had been rumors, ahl
sorts of rumors, about a shakeup in the Center, but the rumors had stopped short of the reasons for the
shakeup.

It seemed alittle strange—thisleaving of the keys, the transfer of authority symbolized by the leaving of
thekeys. It was asif Roemer had thrown them on Elaines desk, said: "There they are, boy; they'redl
yours," and then had left without another word.

Just alittle burned up, perhaps. Just alittle hurt.

But the man had comein person. Why? Under ordinary circumstances, Elaine knew, Roemer would
have stayed to break in the man who was to succeed him, then would have gone up to Records. But
Roemer would have stayed on until his successor knew the ropes.

These were not ordinary circumstances. Cometo think of it, they seemed to be turning out to be most
extraordinary.

It was afouled-up mess, Norman Elaine told himself. Going through regular channels, it would have
been dl right—anorma operation, the shifts made without disruption. But the gppointment had not gone
through channels, and had Elaine not been the oneto find Lew Giesey dead, had he not seen the paper
on thefloor, the gppointment might not have gone through at dl.

But the job was his—he'd stuck out his neck to get it and it was his. It was not something he had
sought, but now that he had it, he'd keep it. It was a step up the ladder; it was advancement. It paid
better, had more prestige, and put him closer to the top—third from the top, hi fact, for the chain of
command ran: business agent, Protection, and then Records.

Hed tel Harriet tonight—Dbut, no, he kept forgetting; he'd not see Harriet tonight.

He put the keysin his pocket and picked up the note again. // you should want to see me later, | am at
your service.

Protocol ? he wondered. Or was there something that he might need to know? Something that needed
tdling?

Could it be that Roemer had cometo tell him something and then had lost his nerve?

Elaine crumpled the note and hurled it to the floor. He wanted to get out, get away from Center, get out
where he could try to think it out, plan what he wasto do. He should clean out his desk, he knew, but it
was late—far past quitting tune. And there was his date with Harriet—no, damn it, he kept forgetting.
Harriet had called and said she couldn't makeiit.

There'd be time tomorrow to clean out his desk. He took his hat and coat and went out to the parking
lot.

An armed guard had replaced the regular attendant at the entrance to the lot. Elaine showed his
identification.

"All right, Sir," said the guard. "Keep an eye peded, though. A suspendee got away."



"Got away?'

"Sure; just woke aweek or two ago."

"Hecan't get far," said Elaine. "Things change; hell give himsdlf away. How long was hein Segp?!

"Five hundred years, | think."

"Things change alot in five hundred years. He hasn't got a chance.”

The guard shook hisheed. "1 fed sorry for him. Must be tough, waking up like that."

"It'stough, dl right. Wetry to tell them, but they never listen.”

"Say," said the guard, "you're the one who found Giesey."

Blaine nodded.

"Wasit the way they tell it? Was he dead when you got there?"

"Hewas dead.”

"Murdered?"

"l don't know."

"It does best hell. Y ou get up to the top, then poof ..."

"It does beat hell," agreed Blaine.

"Y ou never know."

"No, you never do." Blaine hurried off.

He drove out of the lot and swung onto the highway. Dusk was just beginning and the road was almost
deserted.

Norman Blame drove dowly, watching the autumn countryside dide past. Thefirst lamps glimmered
from the windows of the villas set upon the hills; there was the smdll of burning leaves and of the dow,
sad dying of theyear.

Thoughts flitted at him, like the skimming birds hurrying to anight-time tree, but he batted them
away—the Buttonholer who had grabbed him—what Farris might suspect or know and what he might
intend to do—why John Roemer had called personally to ddliver the keys, and then had decided not to
wait—why a suspendee should escape.

And that last one was afunny dedl; it was downright crazy, when you thought about it. What could
possibly be gained by such an escape, such afleeing out into an dien world for which one was not
prepared? It would be like going to an dien planet al done without adequate briefing. It would be like
walking onto ajob with which one had no acquaintance and trying to bluff onesway.

/ wonder why, he thought. 1 wonder why hedid it.

He brushed the thought away; there was too much to think of. Hed have to get it straightened out
before he could think it through. He could not alow himsdf to get the thoughts dl cluttered up.

He reached out to the dash and turned on the radio.

A commentator was saying: .. .who know their political history can recognize the crisis points that now
are becoming more clearly denned. For more than five hundred years, the government, in actuaity, has
been in the hands of the Centra Labor Union. Which isto say that the government isruled by committee,
with each of the guilds and unions represented on the central group. That such agroup should be able to
continuein control for fivefull centuries—for the last 60 yearsin openly admitted control—is not so much
to be attributed to wisdom, forebearance or patience, as to afine balance of power which has obtained
within the body at al times. Mutua distrust and fear have a no time alowed any one union or guild or
any combination to become dominant. As soon as one group threatened to become so, the personal
ambitions of other groups operated to undermine the ascendant group.

"But this, as everyone must recognize, isastuation which has lasted longer than could normaly have
been expected. For yearsthe stronger unions have been building up their strength—and not trying to use
it. Y ou may be sure that none of them will attempt to use their strength until they're absolutely sure of
themselves. Just where any of them stand, strength-wise, isimpossible to say, for it isnot good strategy
that any union should let its strength be known. The day cannot be too far distant when there must bea
matching of this strength. The Situation, asit stands, must seem intolerable to some of the stronger unions
with ambitiousleaders..."

Elaine turned off the radio and was astonished at the solemn peace of the autumn evening. It wasdl old



stuff, anyway. So long as he could remember, there had been commentators talking thus. There were
eterna rumorswhich at one time would name Trangportation as the union that would take over, and at
another time would hint at Communications, and & <till another timewould inds—just as
authoritatively—that Food was the one to watch.

Dreams, hetold himself smugly, were beyond that kind of politics. The guild—his guild—stood for
public service. It was represented on Centra, as wasitsright and duty, but it had never played at palitics.

It was Communications that was dways stirring up afuss with articlesin the papers and blatting
commentators. If he didn't misshis guess, Elainetold himsdaf, Communicationswas theworst of dl—in
there every minute waiting for its chance. Education, too; Education was aways fouling up the detail, and
what abunch of creeps!

He shook his head, thinking of how lucky he wasto be with Dreams—not to haveto fed a sense of
guilt when the rumors came around. Y ou could be sure that Dreams never would be mentioned; of al the
unions, Dresmswas the only one that could stand up straight and tall.

He'd argued with Harriet about Communications, and at times she had gotten angry with him; she
seemed to have the stubborn notion that Communi cations was the union which had the best public
service record and the cleanest date.

It was naturd, of course, Elaine admitted, that one should think his own particular union wasdl right.
Unionswere the only loyalty to which aman could cling. Once, long ago, there had been nations and the
love of oné's own nation was known as patriotism. But now the unions had taken their place.

He droveinto the valey that wound among the hills, and findly turned off the highway and followed the
winding road that climbed into the hills.

Dinner would be waiting and Ansdl would be cross (he was a cranky robot at the best). Philo would be
waiting for him at the gate and they'd ride hi together.

He passed Harriet's house and stared briefly at it, set well back among the trees, but there were no
lights. Harriet wasn't home. An assgnment, she had said; an interview with someone.

Heturned hi at hk own gate and Philo was there, barking out his heart. Norman Blaine dowed the car
and the dog jumped in, reached up to nuzzle his master's cheek just once, then settled sedately in the seat
while they whedled around the drive to stop before the house. Philo leaped out quickly and Elaine got out
more dowly. It had been atiring day, hetold himsdf. Now that he was home, he suddenly wastired.

He stood for amoment, looking at the house. It was a good house, he thought; agood placefor a
family—if he ever could persuade Harriet to give up her news career.

A voicesaid: "All right. Y ou can turn around now. And take it easy; don't try any funny stuff.”

Sowly Elaineturned. A man stood beside the car in the gathering dusk. He held aglinting object in his
hand and he said, "There's nothing to be afraid of; | don't intend you any harm. Just don't get gay about
it

The man's clothes were wrong; they seemed to be some sort of uniform. And hiswords were wrong.
Theinflection was abit off color, concise and crisp, lacking the durring of one word into another which
marked the language. And the phrases—funny stuff; don't get gay. "Thisisagun | have. No monkey
business, please." Monkey business.

"Y ou are the man who escaped,” said Elaine. "That | am." "But how .. ."

"| rode dl the way with you. Hung undernesth the car; those dumb cops didn't think to look."

The man shrugged. "l regretted it once or twice. Y ou drove further than | hoped. | dmost let go atune
or two."

"But me? Why didyou ..."

"Not you, mister; anyone at dl. It was away to hide— ameansto get away."

"l don't read you," Blainetold him. "Y ou could have made a clean break; you could have let go at the
gate. The car was going dow then. Y ou could have sneaked away right now. I'd never noticed you."

"And been picked up as soon as | showed mysdlf. The clothes are agiveaway. So ismy speech. Then
theré's my eating habits, and maybe even the way | walk. | would stick out like a bandaged thumb.”

"l see," said Blaine. "All right, then; put up the gun. Y ou must be hungry. Well goin and eat.”

The man put away the gun. He patted his pocket. "I still haveit, and | can get it fast. Don't try any



awifties"

"O.K.," said Blaine. "No swifties" Thinking: Picturesque. Swifties. Never heard theword. But it had a
mesaning; there could be no doubt of that.

"By theway, how did you get that gun?"

"That's something,” said the man, "I'm not tdlling you."
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His name, the fugitive said, was Spencer Callins. HEd been in suspension for five hundred years, hed
come out of it just amonth before. Physicaly, he said, he was as good a man as ever—fifty-five, and
wdll preserved. Hed paid attention to himself al hislife—had eaten right, hadn't gone without deep, had
exercised both mind and body, knew something about psychosomeatics.

"I'll say thisfor your outfit,” hetold Elaine, "you know how to take care of adeeper'sbody. | wasa
little gaunt when | came out; alittle weak; but thered been no deterioration.”

Norman Blaine chuckled. "We're at work at it constantly. | don't know anything about it, of course, but
the biology boysare a it dl the time—it's a continuing problem with them. A practica problem. During
your five hundred years you probably were shifted a dozen times or more—to a better receptacle each
time, with improvementsin the operation. Y ou got the benefit of the new improvements as soon aswe
worked them out."

Coallins had been a professor of sociology, he said, and he'd evolved atheory. ™Y ou'll excuse meif |
don't gointo what it was."

"Why certainly,” said Blaine.

"It's not of too much interest except to the academic mind. | presume you're not an academic mind.”

"I suppose I'm not."

"It involved long-term socia development,” Collinstold him. "I figured that five hundred years should
show someindication of whether | had been right or wrong. | was curious. It's rough to figure out athing,
then up and die without ever knowing if it comestrue or not." "I can understand.”

"If you doubt mein any detail you can check the record.”

"l don't doubt aword of it," said Elaine. "Y ou are used to screwball cases.” " Screwbal 1?7 "L oopy.
Crazy."

"l see many screwbal cases" Blaine assured him. But nothing quite so screwball asthis, he thought.
Nothing quite so crazy as sitting on the patio beneath the autumn stars, on his own home acres, talking to
aman five centuries out of time. If he were in Readjustment, of course, he'd be accustomed to it, would
not think it strange a al; Readjustment worked continualy with casesjust likethis.

Collinswas fascinating. His inflection betrayed the change in the spoken language, and there were those
dang words adways cropping up—idioms of the past that had somehow missed fire and found no place
within the living language, dthough many others had survived.

At dinner there had been dishes the man had tackled with distrust, othersthat he'd eaten with disgust
showing on hisface, yet too polite to refuse them outright—determined, perhaps, to do hisbest to fit into
the culture in which he found himsdlf.

There were certain little mannerisms and affections that seemed pointless now; performed too often,
they could become digtinctly irritating. These were actionslike stroking his chin when he was thinking, or
popping joints by pulling a hisfingers. Thet last one, Blaine told himself, was unnerving and indecent.
Perhaps hi the past it had not been ill-bred to fiddle with one's body. He'd have to look that one up, he
told himsdlf, or maybe ask someone. The boys hi Readjustment would know—they'd know alot of
things

"I wonder if you'd tell me," Blaine asked,—"thisthe- ory of yours. Did it work out the way you thought
it would?'

"l don't know. Y ou'll agree, perhaps, that I've scarcely been hi aposition to find out.”

"| supposethat'strue. But | thought you might have asked."

"l didn't ask," said Collins,

They sat in the evening Silence, looking out acrossthe valley.



"Y ou've comealong way in thelast five hundred years" Callinsfinaly said. "When | went to deep, we
were speculating on the stars and everyone was saying that the light speed limit had uslicked on that. But
today ..."

"I know," said Blaine. "Another five hundred years...."

"Y ou could go on forever and forever—"d egp athousand years and see what had happened. Then
another ..."

"It wouldn't beworthiit.”

"Youretdlingme" sad Callins.

A nighthawk skimmed above the trees and planed into the sky hi jerky, fluttering motions, busy
catching bisects. "That doesn't change,” said Callins. "I can remember nighthawks..."

He paused, then asked, "What are you going to do with me?’

"You'remy gues.”

"Until the keepers come.”

"Well talk about it |ater; you are safe tonight.”

"Thereis one thing you've been wondering about; I've watched it gnawing at you."

"Why you ran away."

"Thatisit," said Collins.

"Wdl?'

"l chose adream,” said Callins, "such asyou might expect. | asked a professorial retreat—a sort of
idealized monagtery where | could spend my time hi study, where | could live with other men who could
talk my language. | wanted peace—awalk along aquiet river, agood sunset, smplefood, time for
reading and for thinking ..."

Blame nodded appreciatively. "A good choice, Collins; there should be morelikeit.”

"| thought s0, too," said Callins. "It waswhat | wanted.”

"It proved enjoyable?’

"l wouldn't know."

"Wouldn't know?"

"l never got it."

"But the Dream was fabricated...”

"l got adifferent dream.”

"There was some mistake."

"Nomistake," said Callins; "l am sure there wasn't."

"When you ask acertain dream,” Elaine began, speaking gtiffly, but Collins cut him short. "There was
no mistake, | tell you. The dream was substituted.”

"How could you know that?"

"Because the dream they gave me wasn't one that anyone would ask for. Not even one that ever would
be thought of . It was one that was deliberately tailored for somereason | can't figure out. It wasa
different world."

"Andienworld!"

"Not dien; it was Earth, dl right—but adifferent culture. | lived five hundred yearsin that world, every
minute of five hundred years. The dream pattern was not shortened as | understand they often are,
telescoping athousand years of Seep into anormd lifetime. | got the works, the full five hundred years. |
know whét the scoreiswhen | tell you that it was addiberately fashioned dream—no mistake at al—but
fashioned for apurpose.”

"Now let's not rush ahead so fast," protested Blaine. "L et ustake it easy. The world had a different
culture?'

"It wasaworld," said Callins, "in which the profit motive had been eiminated, in which the concept of
profit never had been thought of. It was the same world that we have, but lacking in dl the factors and
forceswhich in our world stem from the profit motive. To me, of course, it was utterly fantastic, but to
the natives of the place—if you can cdl them that—it seemed the normd thing."

Hewatched Blaine closdly. "I think you'll agree," he said, "that no onewould want to livein aworld



like that. No onewould ask a Dream like that." " Some economist, perhaps ..."

"An economist would know better. And, aside from that, there was aterribly consstent pattern to the
dream that no one without prior knowledge could ever figure out to put into adream.”

"Our machine...."

"Y our machine would have no more prior knowledge than you yoursdlf. No more, at least, than your
best economist. And another thing—that machineisillogicdl; that'sthe beauty of it. It needn't think in
logic. It shouldn't, because that would spoil the Dream. A Dream should not belogicd.”

"And yourswas logica ?'

"Very logica," sad Collins. Y ou can figure out the factors hell to breakfast and you can't tell what will
happen until you seeathing in action. That islogic for you."

Herose and walked across the patio, then walked back again, stood facing Blaine. "That'swhy | ran
away. There's something dirty going on; | can't trust that gang of yours.”

"l don't know," said Blaine. "I smply do not know."

"] can clear out if you want meto; no need to get yourself messed up inaded likethis. You took mein
and fed me, gave me clothes, and you listened to me. | don't know how far | can get, but..."

~No," said Blaine, "you're staying here. Thisis something that needs investigation, and | may need you
later on. Keep out of sight. Don't mind the robots. We can trust them; they won't talk.”

"If they smell meout,” said Collins, "I'll manageto get off your land before they nab me. Caught, Il
keep my mouth shut.”

Norman Blainerose dowly and held out his hand. Collinstook it in aswift, suregrip. "It'saded”

"It'saded," echoed Blaine.
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At night, the Center was a place of ghosts, its deserted corridors ringing with their emptiness. Men
worked throughout the building, Blaine knew—the Readjustment force; the Conditioners; the Tank
Room gang, but there was no sgn of them.

A robot guard stepped out of his embrasure. "Who goes there?!

"Blaine. Norman Elaine.”

The robot stood for a second, whirring gently, searching through its memory banks to find the name of
Blaine. "Identification,” it sad.

Blaine hdd up hisidentification disk. "Pass, Blaine," the robot said, then tried an amenity. "Working
late?!

"Something | forgot,” Blainetold it.

He went aong the corridor and took the eevator, got out at the sixth.

Another robot stopped him. He identified himsdif.

"Y ou're on the wrong floor, Blaine."

"New appointment.” He showed the robot the form.

"All right, Blaineg," it said.

Blaine went dong the corridor and found the door to Records. He tried six keys before he hit the right
one and the door swung open.

He closed the door behind him and waited until he could see alittle before he found the light switch.

Therewas afront office; off it, adoor led into the record stacks. What he sought should be here
somewhere, Blaine told himsdf. Myrt would have finished it hours before—the Jenkins dream of big
game hunting in the geaming jungle.

It would not have been filed as yet, might not befiled at dl, for Jenkinswould be coming in to take the
Seepinjust aday or two. Perhaps there was arack somewhere where the dreams-to-be-called-for
were placed againgt their use.

Hewalked around a desk and |ooked about the room. Filing cabinets, more desks, atesting cubicle, a
drink and lunch dispenser, and arack in which were stacked half a dozen redls.

Hewalked swiftly to the rack and picked up thefirst red. He found the Jenkins Dream five reels down
and stood with it in his hand, wondering just how insane aman could get.



Collins must be mistaken, or there had been some mistake—or it was al alie, directed to what
purpose he had no idea. It smply couldn't be, Blaine told himsdlf, that a dream would be ddliberately
substituted.

But he had comethisfar. Thusfar he had amade afool out of himself...

He shrugged; he might just aswell go dl the way now that he was here.

Red in hand, Norman Blame walked into the testing cubicle and closed the door behind him. He
inserted the red and st the time at thirty minutes; then he put the cap upon his head and lay down upon
the bed. Reaching out, he turned on the mechanism.

Therewas afaint whirring of the mechanism. Something puffed into hisface and the whirr was gone;
the cubicle was gone and Blaine stood in adesert, or what seemed to be adesert.

The landscape was red and yellow; there was a sun, and hest rose up from sand and rocksto strike
him in the face. He raised his head to stare out at the horizons and saw that they lay far distant, for the
land wasflat. A lizard ran, squeaking, from the shade of one rock to the shadow of another. Far inthe
hot silk-blue of the sky abird was circling.

He saw that he stood upon aroad of sorts; it wound across the desert's face until it waslost inthe
heat-wavers that rose up from the tortured ground. And far off oil the road ablack speck travelled
dowly.

Helooked around for shade and there was no shade, nothing big enough to cast a shadow for anything
bigger than the scuttling, squesking lizard.

Blaine lifted his hands and looked at them; they were tanned so deeply, that for amoment, he thought
that they were black. He wore a pah- of ragged trousers, chewed off between knee and ankle and a
tattered shirt, plastered to his back with sweat. He wore no shoes, and wondered about that until he
lifted his feet and saw the horn-like callouses that had grown upon them to protect them from the heat
and rocks.

Wondering dimly what he might be doing here, what he had been doing amoment before, what he was
supposed to do, Norman Blaine stood and stared off across the desert. There was not athing to
see—just the red and yellow and the sand and heat

He shuffled hisfeet in the sand, digging holes with histoes, then smoothing them out again with the flat
of his calloused feet. Then the memory of who he was, and what he had meant to do, came seeping
dowly back. It camein snatches and hi driblets, and agreat dedl of it did not seem to make much sense.

He had eft his home village that morning to travel to acity. There was some important reason why he
should make the trip, dthough for thelife of him he could not think of the reason. He had come from
thataway and he was going thisaway; he wished that he could at least remember the name of his home
village. It would be embarrassing if he met someone who asked him where he hailed from, and he could
not tell them. He wished, too, that he could remember the name of the city he was going to, but that
didn't matter quite so much. After atime, held get there and learn the name.

He started down the road, going thisaway, and he seemed to remember that he had along way to
travel yet. Somehow or other, held fooled around and lost alot of time; it behooved him to get ahustle
on if he expected to reach the city before nightfall.

He saw the black dot moving on the road and now it seemed much closer.

Hewas not afraid of the black dot and that was encouraging, he told himsdlf. But when hetried to
figure out why it should be o encouraging, Elaine smply couldn't say.

And because he had wasted alot of time and had along way yet to go, he broke into atrot. He legged
it down the road asfast as he could go, despite the roughness of the trail and the hotness of the sun. As
he ran he dapped his pockets and found that in one of them he carried certain objects. He knew
immediately that the objects were of more than ordinary value; in alittle while, hed know what the
objects were.

The black dot drew nearer; findly, it was close enough o that Elaine could see it was alarge cart with
wooden whedls. It was drawn by afly-blown camel; aman sat upon the seet of the cart, beneath a
tattered umbrellathat, at one time, might have been colorful but now was bleached by the sunto afilthy

gay.



He approached the cart, dtill running, and findly drew abreast of it. The man yeled something at the
came, which stopped.

"Y ou took your time," he said. "Now get up here; get awiggle on.”

"l wasdetained,” said Elaine.

"Y ou were detained,” sneered the other man, and thrust the reins a Elaine, jumping off the cart.
Elaineydled at the came and dapped him with the reins; he wondered what in hell was going on, and
he was back in the cubicle again. His shirt was stuck againgt his back with perspiration, and he could fed

the hesat of the desart sun fading from hisface.

Helay for along moment, gathering hiswits, reorienting himself. Beside him the reel moved dowly,
bunching up the tape againgt the helmet dot. Blaine reached out ahand and stopped it, dowly spun it
backwards to take up the tape.

There the horror of it dawned upon him, and for amoment he was afraid that he might cry out; but the
cry died in histhroat and he lay there motionless, frozen with the redlization of what had happened.

He swung hisfeet off the cot and jerked the redl from its holder, stripping the tape out of the helmet.
Heturned the redl on its sde and read the number and the name. The name was Jenkins, and the number
was the identifying code he'd punched into the dream machine that very afternoon. There could be no
mistake about it. Thered held the Jenkins dream. It wasthered that would be sent down in another day
or two, when Jenkins came to take the Seep.

And Jenkins, who had hankered for a big-game hunting trip, who had wanted to spend the next two
hundred years on a shooting orgy, would find himself standing in ared and yellow desert on atrack that
could be cdlled aroad only by the utmost courtesy; in the distance he would see a moving dot, that
would turn out later to be acame and a cart.

Hed find himsdf in adesert with ragged pants and tattered shirt and with something in his pocket of
more than ordinary value—but there would be no jungles and no veldt; there'd be no guns and no safari.
Therésbeno hunting trip at dl.

How many others? Elaine asked himsdlf. How many othersfailed to get the dream they wanted? And
what was more: Why had they jailed to get the dream they wanted?

Why had the dreams been subgtituted?

Or had they been substituted? Had Myrt—

He shook his head at that one. The great machine did what it wastold. It took hi the symbolsand
equations and it chattered and it clanked and thundered, and it spun the dream that was asked of it.

Substitution was the only answer, for the dreams were monitored in this very cubicle. No dream went
out until someone had checked to see that it was the dream ordered by the Sleeper.

Callinshad lived out five hundred years hi aworld which lacked the profit concept. And the red and
yellow desert—what kind of world was that? Norman Elaine had not been there long enough to know;
but there was one thing he did know—that, like Collins world, the Jenkins world was one no onewould
aktolivein.

The cart had wooden wheels and had been pulled by camel-power; that might mean that it was aworld
hi which the idea of mechanized transportation never had been thought of. But it might, aswell, be any
one of athousand other lands of cultures.

Elaine open the door of the cubicle and went out. He put the reel back hi the rack and stood for a
moment hi the center of theicy room. After amoment, he redlized that it was not the room that wasicy,
but himsdlf.

This afternoon, when he had talked with Lucinda Silone Elaine had thought of himsdlf as a dedicated
person, had thought of the Center and the guild as a place of dedication. He had talked unctuoudy of the
fact there must be no taint upon the guild, that it must at al tunes perform its services so asto merit the
confidence of anyone who might apply for Sleep.

And where was that dedication now? Where was the public confidence?

How many others had been given substituted dreams?

How long had this been going on? Five hundred years ago, Spencer Collins had been given adream
that was not the dream he wanted. So the tampering had been going on five hundred years, at lesst.



And how many othersin the yearsto come?

Lucinda Silone—what kind of dream would she get? Would it be the mid-nineteenth century plantation
or some other place? How many of the dreamsthat Elaine had helped in fabricating had been changed?

He thought of the girl who had sat across the desk from him that morning—the honey color hah: and
the blue eyes, the milky whiteness of her skin, the way she talked, the things she had said, and the others
that she had not said.

She, too, he thought.
And there was an answer to that. He moved swiftly toward the door.
8

He climbed the steps and rang the bell; avoicetold Mm to comein.

Lucinda Slone sat hi achair beside awindow. There was only one light—adim light—hi the far corner
of the room, s0 that she sat hi shadow. "Oh, it'syou,” she said. "Y ou do the investigating, too."

"MissSilore..."

"Coine hi and have aseat. I'm quite willing to answer any questions; you see, | am il convineed ..."

"Miss Slone," said Elaine, "I cameto tell you not to take the Seep. | cameto warn you; | have ..."

"Youfool," shesad. "You utter, Slly fool."

"But..."

"Get out of here," shetold him.

"Butit's..."

Sherose out of her chair and there was scorn in every line of her. "So | can't take a chance. Go ahead;
tell meit'sdangerous. Go on and tell meit'satrick. Y ou fool—I knew dl that before | ever came.™

"You know ..."

They stood for amoment in tense silence, each staring at the other. " And now you know." And she
said something else he had thought himsalf not haf an hour before: "How about that dedication now?”

"MissSilone, | cametotdl you ..."

"Don't tell anyone," she said. "Go back home and forget you know it; you'll be more comfortable that
way. Not dedicated, maybe, but much more comfortable. And you'l live agood dedl longer.”

"Thereisno need to threaten ..."

"Not athreet, Elaing; just atip. If word should get to Farristhat you know, you could count your lifein
hours. And | could seethat thetip got round, to Farris. | know just theway to do it.”

"But Farris..."

"He's dedicated, too?"

"Wdll, no, perhaps not. | don't...!"

The thought was laughable. Paul Farris dedicated!

"When | come back to Center," she said, speaking evenly and calmly, "weéll proceed just asif this had
never happened. Y ou'll make it your persona business to see that my Sleep goes through, without a
hitch. Because if you don't, word will get to Farris.”

"But why isit so important that you take the Seep, knowing what you do?*

"Maybe I'm Entertainment,” she said. ™Y ou rule out Entertainment, don't you? Y ou asked meif | was
Entertainment and you were very foxy while you were doing it. Y ou fob off Entertainment because you're
afraid they'll stedl your Dreamsfor solidiographs. They tried to do it once, and you've been jumpy ever
ance”

"Y ou're not Entertainment.”

"Y ou thought so thismorning. Or wasthat al an act?'

"It wasan act,”" Elaine admitted miserably.

"But thistonight isn't an act,” she said coldly, "because you're scared as you've never been before.
Wéll, keep on being scared. Y ou have aright to be."

She stood for amoment, looking a him in disgust. "And now get out.”

9
Philo did not meet him at the gate, but ran out of aclump of shrubbery, barking in high welcome, when



he swung the car around the circle drive and stopped before the house. "Down, Philo," Elainetold him.
"Down."

He climbed out of the car and Philo moved, quietly now, to stand beside him; in the quietness of the
night, he could hear the click of the dog's toenails upon the bluestone walk. The house stood large and
dark, athough alight burned beside the door. He wondered how it was that houses and trees ways
seemed larger in the night, asif with the coming of the dark they took on new dimensions.

A gtone crunched underneath afoot step and he swung around. Harriet stood on the path. "I was
waiting for you," shesaid. "I thought you'd never come. Philo and | werewaiting, and ..."

"You gave meadart," hetold her. "'l thought that you were working."

She moved swiftly forward and the light from the entrance lamp fell across her face. Shewaswearing a
low-cut dressthat sparkled in the light, and a sparkling vell was flung across her head so that it seemed
she was surrounded by athousand twinkling stars. " There was someone here," shetold him.

“Someone.. ."

"I drove up the back way. Therewas acar out front, and Philo was barking. | saw three of them come
out the door, dragging afourth. He was fighting and struggling, but they hurried him along and pushed him
in the car. Philo was nipping at them, but they paid him no attention, they werein such ahurry. | thought
at first it might be you, but then | saw it wasn't. The three were dressed like goonsand | was alittle
frightened. | sped up and drove past and tore out on the highway, asfast as| could go, and..."

"Now, wait aminute," Elaine cautioned. "Y ou're going too fast; take your timeand tell me..."

"Then, later, | drove back, without my lights, and parked the car at my place. | came across the woods
and I've been waiting for you."

She paused, breathlesswith her rush of words.

He reached out, put his fingers underneath her chin, tipped up her face and kissed her.

She brushed hishand away. "At atimelikethis" she said.

"Anytime a dl."

"Norm, are you in trouble? |s someone after you?'

"There may be severd who are after me."

"And you stand around and dobber over me."

"l just happened to think," he said, "of what | haveto do."

"What do you haveto do?'

"Go see Farris. Heinvited me; | forgot until just now.”

"But you forget. | said goons...."

"They weren't goons. They were dressed to look like goons.”

For now, suddenly, Norman Elaine saw it asa single unit with asingle purpose—saw at last the
network of intrigue and of purpose that he had sought since that morning.

Firgt, there had been the Buttonholer who had collared him; then Lucinda Silone who had wished a
dream of dignity and peace; and after that, Lew Giesey, dead behind his battered desk—and findly the
man who had spent five hundred yearsin a culture that had not discovered a profit.

"But Farris..."

"Paul Farrisisafriend of mine.”

"Heisno onesfriend.”

"Just likethat," said Elaine, thrusting out two fingers, pressed very close together.

"I'd be careful just the same.”

"Sincethis afternoon, Farrisand | are conspiratoria pals. We arein aded together; Giesey died ..."

"1 know. What hasthat to do with this sudden friendship?'

"Before he died, Giesey put an gppointment through. I'm moving up to Records.”

"Oh, Norm. I'm so glad!™

"l had hoped you'd be."

"Thenwhat isit al about?' she asked. "Tell mewhat isgoing on. Who was that man the goons dragged
out of here?'

"| told you—they weren't goons.”



"Who was the man. Don't try to duck the question.”

"An escagpee. A man who ran away from Center."

"And you were helping him."

"Wel, no..."

"Norm, why should anyone want to escape from Center? Have you got folks locked up?”

"This onewas an awakened suspendee...”

He knew held said too much, but it wastoo late. He saw the glint in her eyes—the look he'd grown to
know. "It'snot agtory,” hesaid. "If you usethis..."

"That'swhat you think."

"Thiswasin confidence.

"Nothing'sin confidence; you can't talk to Newsin confidence.”

"You'djust beguessng.”

"Y ou'd better tel menow," shesaid. "I can find out, anyhow."

"That old gag!"

"You may aswell go ahead and tell me. It'll save me alot of trouble, and you'll know | haveit straight.”

"Not another word."

"All right, smart guy,” shesaid.

She stood on tiptoe, kissed him swiftly, then ducked away.

"Harriet!" he cried, but she had stepped back into the shadow of the shrubbery and was gone. He took
aquick step forward, then hated. There was no use going after her. He could never find or catch her, for
she knew the gardens and the woods that stretched between their houses fully aswell ashedid.

Now hed let himsdf in for it. By morning, the story would be In the papers.

He knew that Harriet had meant exactly what she said. Damn the woman. Fanatical, he told himsdif.
Why couldn't she seethingsin their right perspective? Her loyaty to Communications was utterly
fantadtic.

And yet it was no more so than Norman Elaine'sto Dreams. What had the commentator said when
he'd been driving home? The unionswere building up their strength, and it wasthis very fanatic
loyaty—histo Dreams, Harriet'sto Communications—which was the basis of that growing strength.

He stood in the puddle of light before the door and shivered at the thought of the story with 96-point
headlines screaming from Page One.

Not abreath of scanda, he had said that afternoon. For Dreamswas built on public confidence; any
hint of scanda would bring it tumbling down. And here was scandal—or something that could be made
to sound very much like scandal.

There were two things he could do. He could try to stop Harriet—how, he did not know. Or he could
unmeask thisintrigue for what it reelly was—a plot to eiminate Dreamsin the struggle for power, amove
inthat Centra Labor struggle about which the commentator had held forth so pontificaly.

Now Elaine was sure that he knew how it al tied up, was sure that he could trace the mgjor plot-lines
that ran through these fantastic happenings. But if he meant to prove what he suspected, he didn't have
much time. Harriet was dready off on ahunt for the facts of which heid given her ahint. Perhaps sheld
not have them for the morning editions, but by evening the story would be broken.

And before that happened, Dreams must have its story to combat the flying rumors.

There was onefact he had to verify. A man should know his history, Blame told himself. It should not
be athing to be looked up in books, but carried in one's head, aready tool for use.

L ucinda Silone had said she was Education and she would have told the truth. That was something
which could be checked, one of the facts that would be checked automaticaly. Spencer Collinswas
Education, too. A professor of sociology, he had said, who had evolved atheory.

There was something hi the history of the guilds concerning Dreams and Educetion, something about a
con- nection that had once existed between them—and it might apply.

He went swiftly up the walk and through the hdll, trudging down the hdl to the sudy, with Philo
following after. He thumbed up the switch and went quickly to the shelves. He ran afinger dong arow of
books until he found the one he wanted.



At the desk, he turned on the lamp and ran quickly through the pages. He found what he wanted—the
fact he'd known was there, read long ago and forgotten, dimmed out by the years of never being needed.
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Farris house was surrounded by a great metalic wal, too high to jump, too smooth to climb. A guard
was posted at the gate and another at the door.

Thefirst guard frisked Elaine; the second demanded identification. When he was satified, he caled a
robot to take the visitor to Farris.

Paul Farris had been drinking. The bottle on the table beside his chair was better than half empty. "You
took your timein coming,” he growled.

"l got busy."

"Doing what, my friend?'

Farris pointed at the bottle. "Help yoursdlf. There are glassesin therack.”

Blaine poured out liquor until the glasswas almost full. He said casudly, " Giesey was murdered, wasn't
he?"

Theliquor in Farris glass dopped dightly, but there was no other sign. "The verdict was suicide.”

"There was aglass on the desk," said Blaine. "Hed just had adrink out of the carafe; there was poison
inthewater."

"Why don't you tell me something | don't know?"

"And you're covering up for someone.”

"Could be," Farrissaid. "Could be, too, it's none of your damn business."

"l wasjust thinking. Education ..."

"What'sthat!"

"Education has been carrying aknife for usfor along time now. | looked up the history of it. Dreams
started as abranch of Education, atechnique for learning while you were adeep. But we got too big for
them, and we got some new ideas—a thousand years ago. So we broke away, and . . ."

"Now, wait aminute; say that dow, again.”

"l have atheory."

"Y ou have ahead, too, Elaine. A good imagination. That'swhat | said this afternoon; you think
danding.”

Farrislifted hisglassand emptied it hi asingle gulp. "WEell gtick the knifeinto them,” he said,
dispassionately. "Clear up to their gizzard."

Still dispassionately, he hurled the glass againgt the wall. 1t exploded into dust. "Why the hell couldn't
someone have thought of that to start with? It would have made it ample.... Sit down, Elaine. | think we
got it made."

Elaine sat down and suddenly was sick—sick at the realization that he had been wrong. It was not
Education which had engineered the murder. It had been Paul Farris—Farris and how many others? For
no one man—even with the organization the goon leader had at his command—could have worked on a
thing likethisdone.

"Onething | want to know," said Farris. "How did you get that gppointment? Y ou didn't get it the way
you said; you weren't meant to get it.”

"I found it on thefloor; it fal off Giessy'sdesk.”

There was no need of lying any longer, of lying or pretending. There was no further need of anything;
the old pride and loyalty were gone. Even as Norman Elaine thought about it, the bitterness sank deeper
into his soul; the futility of al the years was atorture that rasped across raw flesh.

Farrischuckled. "You're dl right,” he said. "You could have kept your mouth shut and madeit
gtick. It takes gutsto do athing like that. We can work together.”

"It dill isgticking,” Elainetold him sharply. "Takeit away from meif you think you can."

Thiswas sheer bravado and bitterness, afeeble hitting back, and Elaine wondered why he did it, for
the job meant nothing now.

"Takeit easy," Farrissaid. "Youre keeping it. I'm glad it worked out asit did. | didn't think you had it



inyou, Elaine; | guessthat | migudged you."

He reached for the bottle. "Hand me another glass."

Elaine handed him another glass and Farrisfilled both. "How much do you know?"!

Elaine shook his head. *Not too much. This business of the dream subgtitution ..."

"You hitit onthe head," said Farris; "that's the core of it. We'd had to fill you in beforetoo long, o
might aswell fill youin right now."

He settled back comfortably in Mschair. "It started long ago, and it has been carried on with tight
security for more than seven hundred years. It had to be along-range project, you understand, for few
dreamslast lessthan ahundred years and many last much longer. At first, the work was carried on
dowly and very cautioudy; in those days, the men in charge had to fed their way along. But in the past
few hundred years it has been safe to speed it up. We've worked through the greater part of the program
first laid out, and are taking care of some of the supplementary anglesthat have been added since. Less
than another hundred years and well be ready—uwe could be ready any time, but we'd like to wait
another hundred years. We have worked up techniques from what we've aready done that are plain
impossible to believe. But they'll work; we have firsthand evidence that they are workable.”

Elaine was cold insde, cold with the shock of disillusion. "All theyears," he said.

Farrislaughed. "Y ou'reright. All the years. And al the others thought that we werelily pure. Wewere
a painsto make them think we were; such quiet people. We were quiet from the very start, whilethe
others bunched their muscles, shouted. One by one they learned the lesson we had known from the very
firs—that you keep your mouth shut, that you do not show your strength. Y ou wait until the proper
time"

"The others learned, eventudly. They took their lessons hard, but they finally learned the facts of
politics— too late. Even before there was a Central Union, Dreams saw what was coming and planned.
We sat quietly in the corner and kept our hands nestly folded in our Iaps, we bowed our heads alittle
and kept our eyes hdf closed—a pose of utter meekness. Most of the time, the others didn't even know
that we were around. We are so small and quiet, you see. Everyone is watching Communications or
Transportation or Food or Fabrication, because they are the big boys. But they should be watching
Dreams, for Dreamsisthe onethat hasit."

"Just onething,” said Elaine. "Two things, maybe. How do you know the substitute dreams run true?
All the genuine oneswe make are pure fantasy; they couldn't realy happen the way we fabricate them.”

"That," Farristold him, "isthe one thing that has us on the ropes. When we can explain that one, well
have everything. Back &t the beginning there were experiments. Dreamstried it out on their own
personnel—ones who volunteered, for short periods, five years or ten. And the dreams didn't come out
the way they were put in.

"When you giveadream alogica bass, instead of wish-fulfillment factors, it followsthe lines of logic.
When you juggle culturd factors, the patterns run true—well, maybe not true, but different than you
thought they would. When you feed inillogic, you get ajumble of illogic; but when you feed inlogic, the
logic takes over and it shapes the dream. Our study of logic dreams leads usto believe that they follow
lines of true development. Unforeseen trends show up, governed by laws and circumstances we could
not have guessed—and those trendswork out to logical conclusions.”

Therewasfear in the man—afear that must have lain deep in the minds of many men throughout seven
hundred years. "Isit just pretend? Or do those dreams actualy exist? Are there such other worlds
somewhere? And if they are, do we create them? Or do we merely tap them?”

"How do you know about the dreams?’ asked Blaine. "The Slegpers wouldn't tell you; if they did, you
couldn't believe..."

Farrislaughed. "That's the easy part. We have atwo-way helmet. A feed-in to establish the pattern and
to set up the factors, asort of introduction to set the dream going. It operates for a brief period, then cuts
out and the dream is on its own. But we have afeed-back built into the helmet, and the dream is put on
tape. We study it asit comesin; we don't have to wait. We have stacks of tape. We have at our
fingertipsthe billions of factorsthat go into many thousand different cultures. We have ahistory of the
never-was, and of the might-have-been, and perhaps the yet-to-come.”



Dreamsisthe onethat hasit, he had said. They had stacks of tape from seven hundred years of
dreams. They had millions of man-hours experience—firg-hand experience—in cultura patternsthat had
never happened; Some of them could not have happened; others of them might have come within a
hair-breadth of happening— and there were many of them, perhaps, that could be made to happen.

From those tapes they had learned |essons outside the curriculum of human experience. Economics,
palitics, sociology, philosophy, psychology—in dl facets of human effort they held dl the trumps. They
could pull out economic dazzlersto blind the people; they could employ poalitica theory that would be
sure to win hands down; they had psychological tricks that would stop al the other unions dead.

They played dumb for years sitting meekly in the corner, handsfolded in their 1ap, being very quiet.
And dl thetime they had been fashioning aweapon for use at its proper time.

And the dedi cation, Blaine thought, the human dedication. The pride and comfort of ajob well done,
The swarmth of accomplishment and service—the close human fellowship.

For yearsthe tapes had rolled, recording the feedback, while men and women—who had comein
trusting confidence to seek fairylands of their imagination—yplodded drearily through of logic dreamsthat
were utterly fantadtic.

Farris voice had gone on and on and now it came back to him.

". .. Giesgy was going soft on us. He wanted to replace Roemer with someone who would seeit his
way.

And he picked you, Elaine—of al men, he picked you."

He laughed again, uproarioudly. "It does beat hell how mistaken one can be."

"Yes, it does," agreed Elaine.

"So we had to kill him before the appointment could go through; but you beat ustoit, Elaine. Yourea
fast man on your feet. How did you know about it? How did you know what to do?"

"Never mind."

"Thetiming," sad Farris. "Thetiming was perfect.”

"You'vegot it dl doped out."

Farrisnodded. "I talked to Andrews. Hell go aong; he doesn't like it, of course, but there's nothing he
cando.”

"Y ou'retaking along chance, Farris, tdling medl this."

"Not achance; you are one of us. You can't get out of it. If you say aword, you wreck the guild—and
you won't have a chance to say aword. From this moment, Elaine, there's agun against your back;
therell be someonewatching dl thetime.

"Donttry todoit, Elaine | likeyou. | like the way you operate. That Education angleis pure genius.

Y ou play dong with us, and it'll be worth your while. Theré's nothing you can do but play along with us;
you'reinit, clear up to your chin. Asthe head of Records, you have custody of all the evidence, and you
can't write off that fact... Go on, man; finish up that drink."

"I'd forgotten it," sad Elaine.

He flicked the glass and the liquor splashed out, into Farris face. Asif it were the same motion, Elaine's
fingersleft the glass, let it drop, and reached for the liquor bottle.

Paul Farris cameto hisfest, blinded, hands clawing at hisface. Elaine rose with him, bottle arcing, and
his am was good. The bottle crashed on the goon leader's skull and the man went down upon the
carpeting, with snakes of blood 0ozing through hishair.

For a second Norman Elaine stood there. The room and the man upon the floor suddenly were bright
and sharp, each feature of the place and the shape upon the carpeting burning themsalvesinto his
consciousness. He lifted his hand and saw that he still grasped the bottle's neck with itsjagged, broken
edges. He hurled it from him and ran, hunched against the expected bullet, straight toward the window.
He leaped and rolled himsdf into abal even as he leaped, arms wrapped around hisface. He crashed
into the glass, heard the faint ping of its explosion, and then was through and faling.

Helit on the gravel path and rolled until thick shrubbery stopped him, then crawled swiftly toward the
wall. But the wal was smooth, he remembered—not one to be climbed. Smooth and high and with only
one gate. They would hunt him down and kill him. They'd shake him out like arabbit in abrushpile. He



didn't have a chance.

Hedidn't have agun and held not been trained to fight. All that he could do was hide and run; even o,
he couldn't get away, for there wasn't much to hide in and there wasn't far to run. But I'm glad | did it, he
told himsdlf.

It was a blow againgt the shame of seven hundred years, are-assertion of the old, dead dedication.
The blow should have been struck long ago; it was usaless now, except as asymbol that only Norman
Elaine would know.

He wondered how much such symbolism might count in thisworld around him.

Elaine heard them running now, and shouting; he knew it would not be long. He huddied in the bushes
and tried to plan what he should do, but everywhere he ran into blank walls and there was nothing he
could do.

A voice hissed a him, awhisper from thewall. Elaine sarted, pressing himsdlf further back into the
clump of bushes.

"Psst," said thevoice once again.

A trick, he thought, wildly. A trick to lure me out. Then he saw the rope, dangling from the wall, where
it was lighted by the broken window.

"Pss," said thevoice.

Elaine took the chance. He legped from the bushes and across the path toward the wall. The rope was
real and was anchored. Spurred by desperation, Elaine went up it like amonkey, flung out an arm across
the top of the wall and hauled himsdlf upward. A gun cracked angrily; abullet hit thewall and ricocheted,
wailing, out into the night.

Without thinking of the danger, he hurled himself off thewall. He struck hard ground that drove the
breath from him and he doubled up with agony, retching, gasping to regain his breath, while sarswheded
with tortuous deliberation in the center of hisbrain.

Hefdt hands ifting him and carrying him and heard the damming of adoor, then theflow of speed asa
car howled through the night.
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A face was taking to him and Norman Elainetried to placeit; he knew that he'd seen it once before.
But he couldn't recognize it; he shut his eyes, tried to find soft, cool blackness. The blackness was not
soft, but harsh and painful; he opened his eyes again.

The face till wastalking to him and had shoved itsdlf up closeto him. He felt the fine spray of the
other's salivafly againgt hisface. Once before, when aman had talked to Elaine, this had happened. That
morning at the parking lot aman had buttonholed him. And here he was again, with hisface thrust close
and the words pouring out of him.

"Cut it out, Joe," said another voice. "He's il half out. Y ou hit him too hard; he can't understand you.”

And Elaine knew that voice too. He put out his hand, pushed the face away, and hauled himsdf to a
gtting pogtion, with arough wall againgt his back.

"Hello, Collins," he said to the second voice. "How did you get here?'

"l was brought,” said Callins.

"Sol heard."

Elaine wondered where hewas. An old cellar, apparently—alfit place for conspirators. " Friends of
yours?" he asked.

"It turns out that they are.”

The face of the Buttonholer popped up once again.

"Keegp him away fromme," said Elaine.

Another voice told Joe to get away. And he knew that voice, too.

Joe'sface |eft.

Elaine put up hisarm and wiped hisown face. "Next," hesaid, "I'll find Farris here.”

"Farrisisdead,” said Callins.

"l didn't think you had the guts" said Lucinda Silone.



He turned his head against the roughness of the wal and he saw them now, standing to one side of
him— Collins and Lucinda and Joe and two othersthat he did not know.

"Hewon' laugh again,” said Elaine. "1 smashed the laugh off him."

"Dead men never laugh," said Joe.

"l didn't hit him very hard.”

"Hard enough.”

"How do you know?"

"We made sure," said Lucinda.

He remembered her from the morning, sitting across the desk from him, and the camness of her. She
gtill was cdm. She was one, Elaine thought, who could make sure—very sure—that aman was dead.

It would not have been too hard to do. Elaine had been seen going over the wall and there would have
been achase. While the guard poured out after him it would have been afairly smple matter to dip into
the house and make entirely certain that Farris was dead.

He reached up ahand and felt the lump on his head, back of the ear. They had made certain of him,
too, he thought—certain that he would not wake too soon and that hed make no trouble. He stumbled to
hisfeet and stood shakily, putting out a hand against the wall to support himsdif.

Helooked at Lucinda "Education,” he said, and he looked at Collinsand said, ™Y ou too.”

And he looked a the rest of them, from one to another. "And you?' he asked. "Every one of you?"

"Education has known It for along time," Lucindatold him. "For acentury or more. We've been
working on you; and thistime, my friend, we have Dreams nailed down."

"A conspiracy,” sad Elaine, grim laughter in histhroat. "A wonderful combination—Education and
conspiracy. And the Buttonholers. Oh, God, don't tell me the Buttonholers!™

She held her chin just alittle tilted and her shoulders were straight. Y es, the Buttonholers, too.”

"Now," Blainetold her, "I've heard everything." He flicked a questioning thumb at Collins.

"A man," said thegirl, "who took a Dream before we ever knew; who took you at the outward value
that you give yoursdves. Wegot tohim ..."

"Got to him!"

"Certainly. Y ou don't think that we're without—well, you might call them representatives, at Center."

"Spies”

"All right; call them spies”

"And l—wheredo 1 work in? Or did | just sumblein the way?*

"Youintheway? Never! Y ou were so conscientious, dear. So smug and sdlf-satisfied, so idedistic.”

So heldd not been entirely wrong, then. It had been an Education plot—except that the plot had run
headlong into a Center intrigue and held been caught in the middle. And oh the beauty of it, he
thought—the utter, fouled-up beauty of it! Y ou couldn't have worked atangled mass like thisup
intentiondly if you'd spent alifetimeat it.

"l told you, pa," said Collins, "that there was something wrong. That the dream was made to order for
acertain purpose.”

Purpose, Blaine thought. The purpose of collecting data from hypotheticd civilizations, from imaginary
cultures, of having first-hand knowledge as to what would happen under many possible conditions; to
collect and co-ordinate that data and pick from it the factors that could be grafted onto the present
culture; to go about the construction of a culturein a cold-blooded, scientific manner, as a carpenter
might set out to build a hen-coop. And the lumber and the nails used in that hen-coop culture would have
been fabricated from the stuff of dreams dreamt by reluctant dreamers.

And the purpose of Education in exposing the plot? Politics, perhaps. For the union which could
unmask such duplicity would gain much in the way of public admiration, would thus be strengthened for
the coming showdown. Or perhaps the purpose might be more idedigtic, honestly motivated by adesire
to thwart ascheme which would most surely put one union in unquestioned domination of al the rest of
them.

"Now what?' Blaine asked.

"They want meto bring acomplaint,” said Collins.



"Andyou aregoingtodoit.”

"l suppose | shahl."

"But why you? Why now? There were others with subgtituted dreams; you were not thefirg.
Education must have deepers planted by the hundreds.”

Helooked at the girl. Y ou gpplied,” he said; "you tried to plant yoursdlf.”

"Did I?" she asked.

And had she? Or had her application been aimed at him—for now it was clear that he had been
selected as one wesk link in Dreams. How many other weak links now and in the past, had Education
used? Had her gpplication been away to contact him, ameans of gpplying some oblique pressureto
make him do athing that Education might want someone like him to do?

"Weareusing Callins" said Lucinda, "because heisthe first independent grade A specimen we have
found, who is untainted with brush of Education espionage. We used our own deepersto build up the
evidence, but we could not produce in court evidence collected by admitted spies. But Collinsis clean;
he took the deep before we even suspected what was going on.”

"Heis not the firgt; there have been others. Why haven't you used them?”

"They were not available.”

"Not..."

"Dreams could tell what happened. Perhaps you might know what happened to them, Mr. Blaine."

He shook his head. "But why am | here?'Y ou certainly don't expect meto testify. What made you grab
meoff?'

"We saved your neck," said Collins; "you keep forgetting that."

"Youmay leave" Lucindatold him, "any timeyou wish."

"Except," Joe said, "you are a hunted man. The goons are looking for you."

"If | wereyou," said Collins, "1 do believel'd stay."

They thought they had him. He could see they thought so—had tied and hatered, had him in acorner
where he would have to do anything they said. A cold, hard anger grew insgde of him—that anyone
should think so eadily to trgp aman of Dreams and bend him to their will.

Norman Elaine took adow step forward, away from the wall, and stood unsupported in the dim-lit
cdlar. "Which way out?' he asked.

"Up those steps,” said Coallins.

"Canyou makeit?' Lucinda asked.

"l canh makeit."

He walked unsteadily toward the stairs, but each step seemed to be allittle surer and he knew held
make it, up the stairs and out into the coolness of the night. Suddenly he yearned for thefirst breeth of the
cool, night air, to be out of this dank hole that smelled of dark conspiracy.

He turned and faced them, where they stood like big-eyed ghosts against the cellar wall. "Thanks for
everything," hesad.

He stood there for another instant, looking back at them. "For everything," he repeated. Then he turned
and climbed the gairs.
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The night was dark, though dawn could not be far off. The moon had set, but the stars burned like
steady lamps and afurtive dawn-wind had come up to skitter down the street.

Hewasin alittle village, Elaine saw—one of the many shopping centers scattered acrossthe
countryside, with its myriad shop fronts and their glowing night lights.

Hewaked away from the cellar opening, lilting his head so the wind could blow againgt it. The air was
clean and fresh after the dankness of the cellar; he gulped in great breaths of it, and it seemed to clear his
head of fog and put new strength into hislegs.

The street was empty; he trudged along it, wondering what he should do next. Obvioudly, he had to do
something. The move was up to him. He couldn't be found, come morning, still wandering the streets of
this shopping center.



He must find some place to hide from the hunting goons!

But there was no way in which he could hide from them. They'd be rdentlessin their search for Elaine.
He had killed their leader—or had seemed to kill him— and that was a precedent they could not alow to
0O unpunished.

Thered be no public hue or outcry, for the Farris killing could not be advertised; but that would not
mean the search would be carried on with any lessferocity. Even now they would be hunting for him,
even now they would have covered dl hislikely haunts and contacts. He could not go home, or to
Harriet's home, or to any of the other places—

Harriet's home!

Harriet was not home; she was off somewhere, tracking down a story that he must somehow stop.
There was agreater factor here than his personal safety. There was the honor and the integrity of the
Dream guild; if any of itshonor and integrity werelft.

But there was, Norman Elainetold himself. It till was|eft in the thousands of workers, and hi the
departmental heads who had never heard of substituted dreams. The basic purpose of the guild still
remained what it had been for athousand years, so far asthe great mgjority of its memberswere
concerned. To them the flame of service, tha> pride and comfort of that service, and the dedication to it
burned as bright and clear asit ever had.

But not for long; not for many hours. Thefirst headlinein a paper, thefirst breath of whispered scandd,
and the bright, clear light of purpose would be asmoky flare, glaring redly in the murk of shame.

There was away—there had to be away—to stop it.

There must be away in which the Dream guild could be saved. And if there were away, he must be
the oneto find it; of them dl, Blaine was the only one who knew the imminence of dishonor.

Thefirg step wasto get hold of Harriet, to talk with her, to make her see the right and wrong.

The goonswere hunting for him, but they would be on their own; they could not enlist the help of any
other union. It should be safe to phone.

Far up the street, he saw a phone booth sign and he headed there, hurrying along, his footstepsringing
sharply inthemorning chill.

He dialed the number of Harriet's office. No, the voice said, she wasn't there. No, he had no idea.
Should he have her cal back if she happened to comein.

"Never mind," said Blaine. He called another number.

"We're closed,” avoicetold him, "therésno one here at dl."

He called another and there was no answer. Another. "There ain't no one here, mister. We closed up
hours ago. It'samost morning now."

Shewasn't a her office; she wasn't a her favorite night spots.

Home, perhaps?

He hesitated for amoment, then decided it wasn't safe to cdl her there. The goonsin defiance of al
Communications regulations, would have her home line tapped, and hishomeline aswdll.

Therewas that little place out by the lake where they'd gone one afternoon. Just a chance, hetold
himsdf. He looked up the number, dided it. " Sure she'shere," said the man who answered. He waited.

"Hello, Norm," she said, and he could sense the panic in her voice thelittle quick catch in her breath. "I
haveto tak with you."

"No," shesaid. "No. What do you mean by caling? Y ou can't tak with me. The goons are hunting
you..." "I've got to talk to you; that story ..." "I've got the story, Norm.”

"But you haveto listen to me. The story'swrong. It's not the way you haveit; that's not the way it was
adl"

"Y ou better get away, Norm. The goons are everywhere..."

"Damn the goons,” he said.

"Goodbye, Norm," she said; "'l hope you get away."

Theline was dead.

He sat stunned staring at the phone.

| hope you get away. Goodbye, Norm. | hope you get away.



She had been frightened when held called. She wouldn't listen; she was sorry, now, that she had ever
known him— aman disgraced, akiller, hunted by the goons.

She had the story she had told him; and that was al that mattered. A story wormed out of the
whispered word, out of agin and tonic or a Scotch and soda. The old, wise story garnered from many
confidences, from knowing the right people, from having many pipelines.

"Ugly," hesad.

So she had the story and would write it soon and it would be splashed in garish lettering for the world
to read.

There must be away to stop it—there had to be away to Stop it.

There wasaway to stop it!

He shut his eyes and shivered, suddenly cold with the horror. "No, no," he said.

But it wasthe only answer. Blaine got up, groped hisway out of the booth, and stood in the loneliness
of the empty sdewak, with the splashes of light thrown across the concrete from the many shop fronts
with thefirst dawn wind stirring hi the sky above the roofs.

A car came cregping down the street, with itslights off, and he did not seeit until it was dmost
opposite him. The driver stuck out his head. "Ride, mister?”

Hejumped, Sartled by the car and the voice. His muscles bunched but there was no place to go, no
place to duck, nowhereto hide. They had him cold, he knew. He wondered why they didn't shoot.

The back door popped open. "Getin here," said

LucindaSilone. "Don't stand and argue. Get in, you crazy fool."

He moved swiftly, legped into the car and dammed the door.

"l couldn't leave you out there naked,” said the girl. "Theway you are, the goons would have you
before the 8bn was up."

"l haveto go to Center," Blainetold her. "Can you take me there?'

"Of dl the places..."

"l haveto go," he sad; "if you won't take me..."

"We can take you."

"We can't take him and you know it," said the driver.

"Joe, the man wantsto go to Center."

"It'sastupid business,”" said Joe. "What does he want to go to Center for? We can hide him out. We

"They won't be looking for methere," said Blaine.
"That'sthe last place in the world they'd expect to find me."
"Youcantgetin.."

"l canget himin," Lucindasaid.
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They came around a curve and were confronted by the road block. There was no timeto stop, no
room to turn around and flee. "Get down!" yelled Joe.

The motor howled in sudden fury at an accelerator jammed tight against the boards. Blaine reached out
an arm and pulled Lucindato him, hurling both of them off the seat and to thefloor.

Meta screamed and grated as the car dammed into the block. Out of the corner of his eye, Norman
Blaine saw timber go hurtling past the window. Something € se smashed into awindow and they were
gprayed with glass.

The car bucked and dewed, then was through. Onetire wasflat, thumping and pounding on the
pavement.

Blame reached up a hand and grasped the back of the seat. He hauled himself up pulling Lucindawith
him.

The hood of the machine, sprung loose, canted upward, blocking out the driver's vision of the road.
The metd of the hood was twisted and battered, flapping in thewind. "Can't hold it long," Joe grunted,
fighting thewhed!.



He turned his head, a swift glance back at them, then swung it back again. Half of Jo€'sface, Blame
saw, was covered with blood from a cut across the temple.

A shdll exploded off to one side of them. Flying, jagged metal dammed into the careening car.

Hand mortars—and the next one would be closer!

"Jump!” yelled Joe.

Blaine hesitated, and aswift thought flashed hi his mind. He couldn't jump; he couldn't leave thisman
aone—this Buttonholer by the name of Joe. He had to stick with him. After dl, thiswas hisfight much
more than it was Joe's.

Lucindasfingersbit into hisarm. "The door!"

"But Joe..."

"Thedoor!" she screamed at him.

Another shell exploded, hi front of the car and dightly to one side. Blame's hand found the button of the
door and pressed. The door snapped open, retracting back into the body. He hurled himself at the
opening.

His shoulder dammed into concrete and he skidded aong it; then the concrete ended, and he fdll into
nothingness. He landed in water and thick mud and fought hisway up out of it, sputtering and coughing,
dripping dime and muck.

His head buzzed madly and there was adull achein his neck. One shoulder, where hed hit and
skidded on the concrete, seemed to be on fire. He smelled the acrid odor of the muck, the mustiness of
decaying vegetation, and the wind that blew down the roadside ditch was so cold it made him shiver.

Far up the road, another shell exploded, and in the flash of light he saw metallic objects flying out into
the dark. Then acolumn of flameflared up and burned, like alighted torch.

There went the car, he thought.

And there went Joe as well—the little man who'd waylaid him in the parking lot that morning, alittle
Buttonholer for whom held felt anger and disgust. But aman who'd died, who had been willing to die, for
something that was bigger than himsdif.

Elaine floundered up the ditch, stooping low to keep in the cover of the reeds the grew along its edges.

"Lucinda"

There was afloundering in the water ahead. He wondered briefly at trie thankfulness of relief that
welled up ingde of him.

She had made it, then; she was safe, here in the ditch—although to be in the ditch was only temporary
safety. They might have been seen by the watching goons. They had to get away, as swiftly asthey could.
Theflare of the burning car was dying down and the ditch was darker now. He floundered ahead, trying
tobeasquiet aspossible.

Shewaswaiting for him, crouched againgt the bank. "All right?" he whispered and she nodded at him,
her face making the quick motion in the darkness.

Shelifted an arm and pointed; there, seen through the tightgrowing reeds of the marsh beyond the
ditch, was Center, agrest building that towered againgt thefirst light of morning in the eastern sky.
"We'redmost there" shetold him softly.

Sheled theway dowly dong the ditch and off into the marsh, following awatery runway that ran
through the thick cover of sedges and rushes. ™Y ou know where you are going?'

"Jud follow me" shetold him.

He wondered vaguely how many others might have followed this hidden path across the marsh—how
many times she herself might have followed it. Although it was hard to think of her as she was now, dirty
with muck and dime, wading through the water. Behind them they till could hear the shouts of the squad
of goonsthat had been stationed at the block.

The goons had gone dl out, he thought, setting up ablock on apublic highway. Someone could get into
alot of troublefor astunt like that.

Hed told Lucindathat the goons would never dream of his going back to Center. But he had been
wrong; apparently they had expected held try to make it back to Center. And they'd been set and waiting
for him. Why?



Lucindahad halted in front of the mouth of athree-foot drain pipe, emerging from the bank just above
thewaterway. A tiny trickle of water ran out of it and dripped into the swamp. "How are you at
cramving?'

"| can do anything," hetold her.

"It's along ways."

He glanced up at the massive Center which, from where he stood, seemed to rise out of the marsh. "All
theway?"

"All theway," shesaid.

Shelifted amuddy hand and brushed back a strand of hair, leaving a streak of mud across her face. He
grinned at the sight of her—sodden and bedraggled, no longer the cool, unruffled creature who had sat
acrossthe desk from him. "If you laugh out loud,” she said, "'l swear I'll smack you one."

She braced her elbows on thelip of the pipe and hauled hersdf upward, wriggling into the pipe. She
gained the pipe and went forward on hands and knees.

Blaine followed. ™Y ou know your way around,” he whispered, the pipe catching up the whisper and
magnifying it, bouncing it back and forth in an eerie echo.

"We had to, we fought avicious enemy.”

They crawled and crept in silence, then, for what seemed hdf of eternity. "Here," said Lucinda.
"Caeful.”

She reached back a hand and guided him forward in the darkness. A glow of feeble light camefrom a
break in the side of the pipe, where a chunk of the tile had been broken or had falen out. "Tight
Sueeze," shetold him.

He watched her wriggle through and drop from sight. Blaine followed cautioudy. A broken spear of the
tile bit into hisback and ripped his shirt, but he forced his body through and dropped.

They stood in adim+lit corridor. The air smelled foul and old; the stones dripped with dampness. They
cameto stairs and climbed them, went a ong another corridor for aways, then climbed again.

Then, suddenly, there were no dripping stones and dankness, but afamiliar hal of marble, with the
firg- floor murals shining on the walls above the gleaming bronze of eevator doors.

There were robotsin the hall; suddenly, the robots all were looking at them and starting to walk toward
them.

Lucindabacked againgt thewall.

Elaine grabbed at her wrist.

"Quick," hesad. "Back theway..."

"Elaine" said one of the advancing robots. "Wait aminute, Elaine.”

He swung around and waited. All the robots stopped. "We've been waiting for you," said the robot
spokesman. "We were sureyou'd makeit."

Elainejerked at Lucindaswrigt. "Wait," she whispered. "There's something going on here.”

"Roemer said you would come back," the robot said. "He said that you would try."

"Roemer? What has Roemer got to do with it?!

"We are with you," said the robot. "We threw out all the goons. Please dlow me, sir.”

The doors of the nearest eevator were dowly diding back.

"Let'sgoaong,” Lucindasad. "It soundsal right to me.”

They stepped into the eevator, with the robot spokesman following.

The car shot up and stopped. The door opened and they stepped out, between two solid lines of
robots, flanking their path from the elevator to the door marked Records.

A man stood in the door, a great foursquare, dark-haired man whom Norman Elaine had seen before
on afew occasions. A man who had written: // you should want to see me later, | am at your service.

"| heard about it, Elaine," said Roemer. "I hoped you'd try to make it back; | figured you were that kind
of man."

Elaine stared back at him haggardly. "I'm glad you think so, Roemer. Five minutes from now..."

"It had to be someone,” said Roemer. "Don't think about it too much. It smply had to come.”

Elaine walked on leaden feet between thefile of robots, brushed past Roemer at the door.



The phone was on the desk and Norman Elaine lowered himself into the chair beforeit. Sowly he
reached out his hand.

No! No! There must be another way. There must be another, better way to beat them—Harriet with
her story; and the goons who were hunting him; and the plot with its roots reaching back through seven
hundred years. Now he could make it stick—with Roemer and the robots he could makeit stick. When
held first thought of it, he had not been sure he could. His only thought then, he remembered, had been to
get back to Center somehow, to get into this office and try to hold the place long enough, so he could not
be stopped from doing what he meant to do.

He had expected to die here, behind some desk or chair, with agoon bullet in hisbody, and a
shattered door through which the goons had findly burst their way.

There had to be another way—but there was no other way. There was only one way—the bitter fruit
of seven hundred years of ditting quietly in the corner, with hands folded in one'slap, and poison hi one's
brain. Helifted the recelver out of the cradle and held it there, looking across the desk a Roemer.

"How did you do it?" he asked. "These robots? Why did you do it, John?"

"Giesgy'sdead,” said Roemer; "sois Farris. No one has been appointed to their posts. Chain of
command, my friend. Business agent, Protection, Records—you're the big boss now; you've been the
head of Dreams since the moment Farrisdied.”

"Oh, my God," said Elaine.

"Therobots areloyal,” Roemer went on. "Not to any man; not to any one department. They are
conditioned to be loya to Dreams. And you, my friend, are Dreams. For how long, | don't know; but at
the moment you are Dreams.”

They stared at one another for along moment. "The authority isyours,” said Roemer; "go ahead and
makeyour cdl."

So that was why, Elaine thought, the goons assumed swould return. That was why they'd set up the
road block, not on one road only, perhaps, but on al of them—so that he could not get back and take
over before someone could be named.

| should have thought of it, hetold himsdlf. | knew it. | thought of it this very afternoon, how | wasthird
inline—e

The operator was saying: "Number, please. Number, please. What number do you wish please.”

Elaine gave the number and waited.

Lucinda had laughed at him and said: "Y ou are a dedicated man." Perhaps not those words exactly but
that had been what she meant. Mocking him with his dedication; prodding him to see what he would do.
A dedicated man, sheld said. And now, here finally, was the price of dedication.

"News' said avoice. "Thisis Centra News."

"l have agtory for you."

"Who is speaking, please?’

"Norman Elaine. | am Elaine, of Dreams.”

"Elaine?' A pause. "Y ou said your name was Elaine?’

"That'sright."

"We have astory here," said Central News, "from one of our branches. We've been checking it. We
held it up, infact, to checkit. . ."

"Put me on the transcription. | want you to get thisright; | don't want to be misquoted.”

"You'reon transcription Sir.”

“Then hereyou are...."

Then hereyou are.

Hereistheend of it—-

"Go ahead, Elaine.”

Elanesad, "Hereit is, then. For seven hundred years, the Dreams guild has been carrying out a series
of experimentsaimed at the sudy of pardld cultures...”

"That iswhat the story we have says, dir; you are sure that that isright?

"Youdishdieveit?'



"No, but. .."

"It'strue. We've worked on it for seven hundred years—under strict security because of certain
continuing Stu- ationswhich made it seem unwise to say anything about it..."

"The gory | have here..."

"Forget the story that you have!™ Elaine shouted. "1 don't know what it'sal about; | called you up to tell
you that we're giving it awvay. Do you understand that? We're giving it away. Within the next few days,
we plan to make dl our data available to acommission well ask to be set up. Its membership will be
chosen from the various unions, to assess the data and decide where use may best be made of it."

"Elaine. Wat aminute, Elaine.

Roemer reached out for the phone. "Let mefinishit; you're beat out. Takeit easy now. | will handleit.”

He lifted the recaiver, smiling. "They'll want your authority, and dl therest of it."

He smiled again. "Thiswaswhat Giesey wanted, Elaine. That'swhy Farris made him fire me; that'swhy
Fariskilledhim ..."

Roemer spoke into the phone. "Hello, sr. Blame had to leave; I'll fill intherest.. .

The rest? There wasn't any more. Couldn't they understand? Hed makeit very smple.

Dreamswas giving up itsone last chance at greatness. It was al Dreams had, and Norman Elaine had
given it away. He had beaten Harriet and Farris and the hunting goons, but it was a bitter, empty victory.

It saved the pride of Dreams; and that was all it saved.

Something—some thought, some impulse, made him lift his head, dmost asif someone had called to
him from across the room.

L ucinda stood beside the door, looking a him, with a gentle smile upon her mud-streaked face, and
her eyes were deep and soft. "Can't you hear them cheering?' she asked. "Can't you hear thewhole
world cheering you? It's been along time, Norman Elaine, since the whole world cheered together!”



