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INTRODUCTION by Frederik Pohl

During World War I11 was an Air Force weetherman, mostly in Italy. My friend and collaborator Cyril
Kornbluth had avaried career. He started out as amachinist with the artillery, asafe and reasonably
satisfying job, aswell as one pretty useful to the war effort. Along came ASTP. ASTP wasamarveloudy
do-good-ing program whereby certain soldiers could effectively drop out of the war entirdly, attending
collegein uniform instead of fighting or holding down postsin the United States. | have never redlly
understood what it had to do with the job of defeating Germany, Italy and Japan, but it surely wasa
dream of ddlight to every GlI, and Cyril signed up for it a once.

Catch-22 camedong in 1944. The Army perceived that what it really needed was not so much
well-rounded officer material aswarm bodiesto throw againgt the enemy. ASTP was canceled without
warning, and everyonein it wasimmediately reassigned to the infantry, asaprivate. Therest of usin
uniform-even the rest of us-could not help feeling some compassion. When | went oversessit wason a
troop trangport that had once been afruit-company freighter, called the Cristobd. About a hundred of
the troops on board were weathermen like myself. The other 1,800 were former ASTP students, now
about to join the Fifth Army’sinfantry divisons a Cassino. Some of them were ill in their teens. Some
of them had not been in the Army more than afew weeks. And some never walked away from Cassino.

At about the same time, in adifferent troop transport headed for England, Cyril wasinavery smilar
convoy. He became a heavy machine-gunner, fought through the Béttle of the Bulge and received a
Bronze Star therefore. At least on paper he did. He never got the medd itsdf from the Army. I, onthe
other hand, had been given one, but it had never been made officid; so ayear or two after thewar | gave
himmine

We both survived the war and returned to civilian life around the end of 1945. | went into the advertising
businessfor atunein New Y ork. Cyril went to the University of Chicago on the Gl Bill of Rights.

Old fellow-Futurian Richard Wilson was dso in Chicago in those years, getting into newswork with
Trans-Radio Press wire service. He soon became head of their Chicago bureau, and recruited Cyril to
work in the newsroom. When Dick moved on to higher things, first in the Washington bureau and then to
the central headquarters officein New Y ork, Cyril replaced him as Chicago bureau chief, quitting college
to make time for that eighteen-hour-a-day job.

A few years of that turned out to be enough. In 1951 Cyril came east, determined to go back to writing
sciencefiction.

| had just bought the house | ill livein, thirteen ancient rooms on the Jersey shore, and Cyril and his
pregnant wife came to stay with uswhile they sorted out their plans. | had begun a science-fiction novel
about the future of the advertisng business, and invited Cyril to collaborate on finishing it. It becamethe
first bit of sciencefiction to be published under the joint by-line “by Frederik Pohl and C. M. Kornbluth”
(al our previous collaborations had appeared under avariety of pseudonyms) when Horace Gold
seridized it in Galaxy, under thetitle of Gravy Planet. We were ddlighted. Horace paid us $1,400 for it,
which was about as much money as either of us had ever seen in one lump before. A while later we
managed to get lan Balantine to bring it out in book form, and, actudly, it hasn't redly done badly at al:
something over ten million copies, in something like forty languages, earning something like ahundred
tunes the price we wrote it for, as of even date. The book title was The Space Merchants.

Over the next haf-dozen years we wrote Six other novel s together, three which were sciencefiction-
Gladiator-at-Law, Search the Sky and Wolfbane and three which were not. Presidentia Y ear was
about, well, about a presidentia year: about a man who sought the nomination, and what he had to go
through to get nominated. It appeared in 1956 and was well enough received criticaly, but not very
exciting in sales. We sold the film rights, but the movie was never made; and one of the many reasons



why | wish Cyril-, were il diveisthat | would likeit if we could have revised and reissued it in the new
post-Watergate political scene. A Town Is Drowning was atopica nove about a hurricane hitting the
East Coast. A couple of them had, not long before/One of them had taken part, of my roof off and
another had flooded Cyril’ s upstate New Y ork house out, and we viewed the nove as an attempt to get
even with the elements. Sorority House was a semisexy ripoff novel published under a pseudonym to
complete acontract Cyril had cometo regret having made. All of these non-sf novels had thingsin them
which | like and wish we had used in better books, but we didn’t.

At the same tune we were going on with our own individua writing.

Cyril’sown novels-Takeoff, Not This August and The Syndic-were gppearing and doing very well (not
to mention the half-dozen or so other novels, not sciencefiction, rather like Sorority House, which were
appearing as paperback originas under pen names). We were both doing about aswell as we had any
reason to expect. | remember having a cup of coffee with Cyril when he had just had an editorid inthe
New Y ork Daily News plugging one of hisbooks, and | had been mentioned by Time in connection with
one of mine. Thissort of mass-media publicity for sciencefiction was not common in thefifties, and we
were agreeably expectant of great things. We undertook to check with each other six months later to see
what they had donefor usin sales. (Asit turned out, nothing we could detect.)

Therewas a certain amount of mutual assistance between us even on some of the storieswhich did not
gppear as collaborations. | remember specifically Cyril bogging down on his nove Takeoff, which he had
origindly intended to call something like The Martians Upgtairs, with actua Martiansinit. This proved
complex and difficult to write, and we spent one long night replotting it into the published form, omitting
the Martians. And | remember showing Mm the rough draft of my novella The Midas Plague, and getting
from him some firg-rate ideas on plotting and bits of business.

| think if Cyril had lived he would have become one of the dl-tune greats of the field. Hewasjust hitting
his stride when his heglth began to falter.

Cyril had dways been alittle plumper than was Strictly good for him. When the Army madehim a
machine-gunner, lugging a50-cadibre-heavy MG around the Ardennesforest, they shortened hislife.
Exertions damaged his heart, and in his midthirties his doctor told him that he had aclear choice. He
could give up smoking, drinking, spicesin hisfood, alot of thefood itsdlf, irregular hours and excitement;
or he could die of hypertension.

For awhile Cyril tried doing what the doctor told him. He took his medicine: tranquilizers, mostly, the
not-quite-perfected tranquilizers of thefifties, which had such side-effects as making him alittle confused
and alittleintellectudly duggish. Hefollowed hisdiet rigoroudy. He came out to visit us during that
period, and my wife cooked salt-free meals and baked sdt-free bread. We couldn’t do much writing. He
was not up to it. But | showed him anove | was having problems with.

He read the pages of thefirst draft and handed it back to me. “Needs sdt,” he said, and that was all.

So | suppose Cyril made hischoice. In hisplace, | think | might have made the same one. He went back
to coffee and cigarettes, gave up the medication, went back to writing, finished the revisonson
Wolfbane, wrote two or three of his best novelettes, signed on as an editor for The Magazine of Fantasy
and Science Fiction -hisfirst experiment with editing, rather than writing, sciencefiction, and onewhich
he enjoyed enormoudly. ... And then on asnowy March morning | had a phone cal from Mary, hiswife,
to say that Cyril had shoveled out their driveway to free his car, run to catch atrain and dropped dead on
the station platform.

He left abundle of incomplete manuscripts and fragments, some of which | was later ableto reviseand
complete. Most of the storiesin this volume came out of that bale of paper, and were published after his
desth.



THE QUAKER CANNON

This story is about 12,000 words long. | see by my notes that the fragment Cyril left incomplete
amounted to only about 3,000 words, which means that 9,000 of the words in the story are mine.
And yet, reading it over, | can find no major plot element and only a few incidents that |
remember contributing to it, This explains why | have trouble when someone asks me how much
each of us contributed to our collaborations, and why my usual answer is, “ | don’t know.”

LIEUTENANT JOHN KRAMER did crossword puzzles during at least eighty per cent of hiswaking
hours. His cubicle in Bachelor Officers Quarters was untidy; one wall was stacked solid with newspapers
and magazines to which he subscribed for their puzzle pages. He meant, from week to week, to clean
them out but somehow never found time. The ern, or erne, asea eagle, soared verticaly through hisdays
and by night the ai, athree-toed doth, crept horizontally. In edes, or Dutch communes, dyers retted ecru,
quaffing ades by the tun and thought was postponed.

John Kramer wasin disgrace and, at thirty-eight, well on hisway to becoming the oldest first lieutenant in
the North American (and Allied) Army. He had been captured in * 82 as an aftermath of the confused
fighting around Taingtao. A few exquisitdy unpleasant months passed and he then ddivered three TV
lecturesfor the yutes. In them he announced histotal conversion to Neo-Utilitarianism, denounced the
North American (and Allied) military command as aloathesome pack of war-waging, anti-utilitarian mad
dogs, and persondly admitted the waging of vird warfare against the United Utilitarian Republics.

Theyutes, or Utilitarians, had been faithful to their principles. They had wanted Kramer only for what he
could do for them, not for his own sweet slf, and when they had got the juice out of him they exchanged
him. In ‘83 he came out of hisfog at Fort Bradley, Utah, to find himsalf being court-martiaed.

He was found guilty as charged, and sentenced to areprimand. The lightness of the sentence was
something to be alittle proud of, if not very much. It sood as agrudging tribute to the months he had
held out againgt involutional melancholiain the yute Blank Tanks. For exchanged PW's, the severity of
their courts-martia wasin inverse proportion to the duration of their ordedl in Utilitarian hands. Soldiers
who caved in after acouple of days of sense-starvation could look forward only to afiring squad.
Presumably areturned soldier dogged (or rigid) enough to be driven into hopel ess insanity without
cooperating would have been honorably acquitted by his court, but such a case had not yet come up.

Kramer's“reprimand” was not the face-to-face bawling-out suggested to acivilian by theword. It was a
short letter with numbered paragraphs which said (1) you are reprimanded, (2) acopy of this reprimand
will be punched on your profile card. Thistagged him forever asafoul bal, destined to spend the rest of
his military life shuffling from one dreary assignment to another, without hope of promotion or reward.

He no longer cared. Or thought he did not; which came to the same thing.

Hewas not liked in the Officers Club. He was bad company. Y oung officers passing through Bradley on
their way to glory might ask him, “What'sit redly likein aBlank Tank, Kramer?’ But beyond answering,
“You go nuts,” what was there to talk about? Also he did not drink, because when he drank he went on
to become drunk, and if he became drunk he would cry.

So he did acrossword puzzle in bed before breakfast, dressed, went to his office, signed papers, did



puzzles until lunch, and so on until thelast onein bed a night. Nomindly he was Commanding Officer of
the 561 Provisona Reception Battdion. Actualy he was (with afew military overtones) the straw boss
of agang of clerksin uniform who saw to the arriva, bedding, feeding, equipping, inoculation and transfer
to atraining unit of one thousand scared kids per week.

On adrizzle-swept afternoon in the spring of ‘85 Kramer was sounding one of those military overtones.
It was his appointed day for a*“surprise” ingpection of Company D of his battalion. Impeccablein dress
blues, he was supposed to descend like athunderbolt on this company or that, catching them al

unaware, striding arrogantly down the barracks aid e between bunks, white-gloved and eagle-eyed for
dust, maddened at the sight of disarray, vengeful against such contraband as playing cards or light reading
matter. Kramer knew, quite well, that one of his orderly room clerks always telephoned the doomed
company to warn that he was on hisway. He did not particularly mind it. What he minded was unfair
definitions of key words, and ridiculoudy variant spellings.

The permanent-party sergeant of D Company bawled “ Tench-hut!” when Kramer snapped the door
open and stepped crisply into the * barracks. Kramer froze hisfaceinto its approved expression of
controlled annoyance and opened his mouth to give the noncom his orders. But the sergeant had
miscal culated. One of the scared kidswas till frantically mopping the aide.

Kramer halted. The kid spun around in horror, made some kind of attempt to present arms with the mop
andfaled.

The mop shot from his sogpy hands like a dung baseball bat, and its soggy gray head schlooped against
the lieutenant’ s dress-blue chest.

Thekid turned white and seemed abouit to faint on the damp board floor. The other kids waited to see
him destroyed.

Kramer wasmildly irritated. “ At ease,” he said. “Pick up that mop. Sergeant, confound it, next time they
buzz you from the orderly room don't cut it so close.”

The kids sighed perceptibly and glanced covertly at each other in the big bare room, beginning to suspect
it might not be too bad after dl. Lieutenant Kramer then resumed the expression of anettled bird of prey
and strode down the aide. Long ago he had worked out a“random” selection of bunksfor specia
attention and now followed it through habit. If he had thought about it any more, he would have supposed
that it was still spy-proof; but every noncom in his cadre had long since discovered that Kramer stopped
at either every second bunk on the right and every third on the left, or every third bunk on the right and
every second on the left-depending on whether the day of the month was odd or even. Thiswould not
have worried Kramer if he had known it; but he never even noticed that the men beside the bunks he
stopped at were aways the best-shaved, best-policed and hedlthiest [ooking in each barracks.

Regardless, he delivered a certain quota of meaningless demerits which were gravely recorded by the
sergeant. Of blue-eyed men on the left and brown-eyed men on theright (this, at least, had not been
penetrated by the noncoms) he went on to ask their names and home towns. Before discovering
crossword puzzles he had memorized atlases, and so he had something to say about every home town he
had yet encountered. In thisrespect at least he considered himsdlf an above-average officer, and indeed
hewas.

It was't the Old Army, not by along shot, but when the draft age went down to fifteen some of the Old
Army’slittle ways had to go. One experimenta reception gation in Virginiawastrying out a Barracks
Mother system. Kramer, thankful for small favors, was glad they hadn’t put him on that project. Even
here he was expected, at the end of the inspection, to cal the“men” around him and ask if anything was
bothering them. Something awayswas. Some gangling kid would scare up the nerveto ask, gee,
lieutenant, | know what the Morae Officer said, but exactly why didn’t we ever use the megaton-head
missiles, and another would want to know how come Lunar Base was such awashout, tecticaly



speaking, sr. And then he would have to rehearse the dry “recommended discussion themes’ from the
briefing books; and then, findly, one of them, nudged on by others, would pipe up, “ Lieutenant, what' sit
likeinthe Blank Tanks?" And he would know that areedy, forty-eight hours after induction, the kids all
knew about what Lieutenant John Kramer had done.

But today he was spared. When he was halfway through the rigmarole the barracks phone rang and the
sergeant gpol ogeticaly answered it.

He returned from his office-cubicle on the double, looking vaguely frightened. “ Compliments of Genera
Grote s secretary, Sr, and will you please report to him at G-I as soon as possible.”

“Thank you, sergeant. Step outside with me amoment.” Out on the duckboard walk, with the drizzle
trickling down his neck, he asked: “ Sergeant, who is Generd Grote?’

“Never heard of him, sr.”

Neither had Lieutenant Kramer.

He hurried to Bachel or Officers Quartersto change his sullied blue jacket, not even pausing to glance at
the puzzle page of the Times, which had arrived while hewas at “work.” Generals were special. He
hurried out again into the drizzle.

Around him and unnoticed were the artifacts of an Army base at war. Sky-eye' search radars popped
from their silosto scan the horizons for amoment and then retreet, the burden of search taken up by the
next in line. Helicopter sentries on guard duty prowled the barbed-wire perimeter of the camp. Fort
Bradley was not all reception center. Above-ground were the barracks, warehouses and rail and
highway termini for processing recruits-ninety thousand men and al their goods-but they were only the
skin over thefort itself. They were, as the scared kids told each other in the dayrooms, naked to the air.
If the yutes ever did spring amegaton attack, they would become athin coating of charcod on the
parade ground, but they would not affect the operation of the real Fort Bradley abit.

Thered Fort Bradley was a hardened installation beneath meters of reinforced concrete, some miles of
rambling warrensthat held the North American (and Allied) Army’s G-l. Its businesswas people: the
past, present and future of every soul inthe Army.

G-| decided that afifteen-year-old in Duluth was unlikely to succeed in civilian schools and drafted him.
G-l punched his Army tests and civilian records on cards, consulted its card-punched tables of military
requirements and assigned him, perhaps, to Machinist Training rather than Telemetering School. G-I
yanked a platoon |eader halfway around the world from Formosa and handed him acommando for a
raid on the yutes' Polar Station Seven. G-I put foulbal Kramer at the “head” of the 561¢ PRB. G-
promoted and allocated and staffed and rewarded and punished.

Foulball Kramer approached the guardbox at the el evatorsto the warrens and ingtinctively squared his
shoulders and smoothed histie.

Genera Grote, he thought. He hadn’t seen agenerd officer since he' d been commissioned. Not close
up.

Colonds and mgors had court-martiadled him. He didn’t know who Grote was, whether he had one star
or Sx, whether he was Assignment, Qudifications, Training, Evaluation, Psychologica-or Disciplinary.

Military Police looked him over at the elevator head. They read him like abook. Kramer wore his record
on his chest and deeves. Dull gold bars spelled out the overseas months-for his age and arm-, the
Infantry, not enough. “Formosa,” said agreen ribbon, and “the storming of the beach” said asmall

bronze spearpoint onit. A brown ribbon told them “ Chinese Mainland,” and the stars on it meant that he
had engaged in three of the five mainland campaigns-presumably Canton, Mukden and Tsingtao, since
they werethefirgt. After that, nothing. Especialy not the purple ribbon that might indicate awound
serious enough to keep him out of further fighting.



The ribbons, his age and the fact that he was till afirdt lieutenant were grounds enough for the MP sto
despise him. An officer of thirty-eight should be acaptain at least. Many were mgors and some were
colonels. “ Y ou can go down, Lieutenant,” they told the patent foulball, and he went down to the
interminable concrete tunnds of G-l.

A display machine considered the name Generd Grote when he typed it on its keyboard, and told him
with amap where the general wasto be found. It was alongish walk through the tunnels. While he
walked past banks of clicking card-sorters and their servants he pondered other information the machine
had gratuitoudy supplied: GROTE, Lawrence W, Lt Gen, 0-459732, Unassigned.

It did not lessen any of Kramer’ s puzzles. A three-star generd, then. He couldn’t possibly have anything
to do with disciplining alousy firgt-John. Lieutenant generds ran Army Groups, gigantic ad hoc
assemblages of up to ahundred divisions, complete with air forces, missile groups, amphibious assaullt
teams, even carrier and missile-sub task forces. The fact of Msrank indicated that, whoever hewas, he
was an immensely able and tenacious person. He had gone through at |least atwenty-year threshing of the
wheat from the chaff, al up the screening and eva uation boards from second lieutenant to, say, lieutenant
colonel, and then the murderous grind of accel erated courses at Command and Generd Staff Schooal, the
fanatically rigid selection for the War College, an obstacle course designed not to tram the substandard
up to competence but to keep them out. It was just this side of impossible for ahuman being to become
alieutenant generd. And yet afew human beingsin every generation did bulldoze their way through that
little gap between the impossible and the dmost impossible. And such aman was unassigned?

Kramer found the office at last. A motherly, but sharp-eyed, WAC mgjor told himto go right in.

John Kramer studied histhree-star generd while going through the ancient rituals of
reporting-as-or-dered. General Grote was an old man, straight, spare, white-haired, tanned. He wore no
overseas bars. On his chest were dl the meritorious service ribbons his country could bestow, but none
of the decorations of the combat soldier. Thiswas explained by amodest sunburst centered over the
ribbons. Genera Grote was, had aways been, General Staff Corps. A desk man.

“Sit down, Lieutenant,” Grote said, eyeing him casudly. “Y ou’ve never heard of me, | assume.”
“I'm afraid not, Sir.”

“As| expected,” said Grote complacently. “1’m not adashing tank commander or one of those flying
generdswho leads his own raids. I’ m one of the people who moves the dashing tank commanders and
flying generds around the board like chess pieces. And now, confound it, I’m going to be adashing
combat leader at last. Y ou may smokeif you like”

Kramer obediently lit up.

“Dan Medway,” said the generd, “wants me to start from scratch, build up astriking force and hit the
Asian mainland acrossthe Bering Strait.”

Kramer was horrified twice-first by the reference to The Supreme Commander as*Dan” and second by
thefact that he, alieutenant, was being told about high Strategy.

“Relax,” the generd said. “Why you're here, now. Y ou're going to be my aide.”
Kramer was horrified again. The generd grinned.

“Y our card popped out of the machinery,” he said, and that was al there was to say about that, “and so
you're going to be ahighly privileged character and everybody will detest you. That' stheway it iswith
aides. You'll know everything | know. And vice versa; that’ s the important part. You'll run errandsfor
me, do investigations, serve as hatchet man, see that my pgjamas are pressed without starch and make
coffeetheway | likeit-coarse grind, brought to the boil for just amoment in an old-fashioned coffee pot.
Actudly what you'll do iswhat | want you to do from day to day. For these privileges you get to wear a
blue fourragere around your left shoulder which marks you as aman not to be trifled with by colonels,



brigadiersor MP's. That' sthe way it iswith aides. And, | don’t know if you have any outside interests,
women or chess or drinking. The machinery didn’t mention any. But you'll haveto givethem upif you
do.”

“Yes, dr,” said Kramer. And it seemed wildly possible that he might never touch pencil to puzzle again.
With something to do-

“WEe re Operation Ripsaw,” said the generd. “ So far, that’ s me, Margaret out there in the office and you.
In addition to other duties, you'll keep adiary of Ripsaw, by theway, and | want you to have asummary
withyou at dl timesin case | need it. Now call in Margaret, make a pot of coffee, there’ salittle stcove

thing in the washroom there, and I'll start putting together my generd staff.”
It started as smdl and as quietly asthat.

It was aweek before Kramer got back to the 561¢ long enough to pick up his possessions, and then he
|eft the stacks of Timeses and Saturday Reviewswherethey lay, puzzlesand dl. No time. Thefirst
person to hate him was Margaret, the motherly mgor. For dl her rank over him, she was a secretary and
he was an aide with afourragere who had the genera’ swilling ear. She began apolicy of nonresistance
that was noncooperation, too; she would not deliberately obstruct him, but she would alow him to poke
through the files for ten minutes before volunteering the information that the folder he wanted was dready
on the generd’ sdesk. Thisinterfered with the smooth performance of Kramer’ sduties, and of coursethe
general spotted it at once.

“It' snothing,” said Kramer when the general called himoniit. “I don't like to say anything.”
“Goon,” Genera Grote urged. “Y ou're not asoldier any more; you'rearat.”
“I think | can handleit, Sr.”

The generd motioned slently to the coffee pot and waited while Kramer fixed him a cup, two sugars, no
cream. Hesad: “ Tdl me everything, dways. All the dirty rumors about inefficiency and favoritism. Y our
suspicions and hunches. Anybody that getsin your way-or more important, in mine. In the underworld
they shoot stool-pigeons, but here we give them blue cordsfor their shoulders. Do you understand?’

Kramer did. He did not ask the genera to intercede with the motherly magjor, or transfer her; but he did
handleit himsalf. He discovered it was very easy. He Smply threstened to have her sent to Narvik.

With the othersit was easier. Margaret had resented him because she was senior in Operation Ripsaw to
him, but as the others were sucked in they found him there dready. Instead of resentment, their attitude
toward him was purely fear.

The next people to hate him were the aides of Grote' s general staff because hewasawild card inthe
deck. Thefive members of the staff-Chief, Personndl, Intelligence, Plans & Training and
Operétions-proceeded with their orderly, systematic jobs day by day, building Ripsaw . . . until the
inevitable moment when Kramer would breeze in with, “Fine job, but the generd suggests- and the
unhorsing of many assumptions, and the undoing of many days work. That washisjob also. Hewasa
bird of ill omen, acoiled snakeinfair grass, ahired killer and a professond betrayer of
confidences-though it was not long before there were no confidences to betray, except from an
occasiona young, new officer who hadn’t learned his way around, and those not worth betraying. That,
asthe genera had said, wasthe way it was with aides. Kramer wondered sometimesif he liked what he
was doing, or liked himself for doing it. But he never carried the thought through. No time.

Troops completed basic training or were redeployed from rest areas and entrained, emplaned,



em-bussed or embarked for the scattered staging areas of Ripsaw. Great forty-wheeled trucks bore
nuclear cannon up the Alcan Highway a asnail’ s pace. Air groups and missile sections launched on
training exercises over Canadian wasteland that closely resembled tundra, with grid mapsthat bore
names like Maina Pylgin and Kamenskoe. Y et these were not Ripsaw, not yet, only the separate tools
that Ripsaw would someday pick up and use.

Ripsaw itsalf moved to Wichitaand a base of its own when its headquarters staff swelled to fifteen
hundred men and women. Most of them hated Kramer.

It was never perfectly clear to Kramer what his boss had to do with the show. Kramer made his coffee,
carried hisbriefcase, locked and unlocked hisfiles, delivered to him those destructive tales and ddlivered
for him those devastating suggestions, but never understood just why there had to be a Commanding
Generd of Ripsaw.

The time they went to Washington to argue an alocation of seventy rather than sixty armored divisons
for Ripsaw, for instance, General Grote just sat, smiled and smoked his pipe. It was his chief of staff, the
young and brilliant mgor genera Cartmill, who passionately argued the case before D. Beauregard
Medway, though when Grote addressed his superior it fill wasas*Dan.” (They did get the ten extra
divisons, of course))

Back in Wichita, it was Cartmill who toiled around, the clock coordinating. A security lid was clamped
down early in the game. The fifteen hundred men and women in the Wichita camp stayed in the Wichita
camp. Commerce with the outside world, except via coded messages to other dements of Ripsaw, was
acapital offense-as three privates|earned the hard way. But through those coded channels Cartmill
reached out to every area of the North American (and Allied) world. Personnel scoured the globe for
human components that might befitted into Ripsaw. Intelligence gathered information about that tract of
Siberiawhich they were to invade, and the watersthey wereto cross. Plans & Training daved at
methods of effecting the crossing and invasion efficiently, with the least (or & any rate the optimum lest,
consistent with requirements of speed, security and so on) lossesin men and materiel. Operations sudied
and restudied the various ways the crossing and invasion might go right or wrong, and how a good turn of
fortune could be exploited, abad turn minimized. Generd Cartmill wasin constant touch with al of them,
hisfingers on every cord in the web. So was John Kramer.

Grote ambled about dl thiswith an air of pleased surprise.

Kramer discovered one day that there had been books written about his boss-not best sellers with titles
like“Bloody Lorry” Grote, Sword of Freedom, but thick, gray mimeographed staff documents, in
Chinese and Russian, for top-level circulation among yute commanders. He surprised Grote reading one
of them-in Chinese.

The general was not embarrassed. “ Just refreshing my memory of what the yutesthink I'mlikeso | can
cross them up by doing something different. Listen: * Characteristic of this officer’ s philosophy of attack is
varied tactics. Reference hislecture, Lee' s 1862 Campaigns, delivered at Fort Leavenworth Command
& Generd Staff School, attached. Opposing commanders should not expect aforce under him to do the
same-* Hmm. Tsueng, water radical.”-under him to press the advance the same way twice” Now al |
have to do is make sure we attack by the book, like Grant instead of Lee, dug it out without any brilliant
variations. See how easy it is, John? How' s the message center?”’

Kramer had been snooping around the message center at Grote' s request. It was a matter of feeding out
cigarettes and smilesin return for an occasiona incautious word or a hint; gumshoe work. The message
center was an underground complex of encoders, decoders, transmitters, receivers and switchboards. It
was staffed by a Signal Corps WAC battalion in three shifts around lie clock. The girls were worked
hard-though a battalion should have been enough for the job. Messages went from and to the message
center linking the Wichita brain with those seventy divisionstraining now from Capetown to Manitoba, a
carrier task force conducting exercisesin the Antarctic, afleet of landing craft growing every day on the



Gulf of Cdifornia. The average time-lag between receipt of messages and ddlivery to the Wichita
personnel at destination was 12.25 minutes. The average number of erroneous transmissions detected
per day wasthree.

Both figures Generd Grote consdered intolerable.

“It'sColoned Buckndll that’slousing it up, General. She' strying too hard. No give. Physical training twice
aday, for instance, and avery hard policy on excuses. A stern attitude’ sfiltered down from her to the
detachments. Everybody’ s chewing out subordinates to keep themsalves covered. Theworking girlscall
Buckndl ‘the mongter.” Their feding isthe Army’ simpossibleto please, so what the hell.”

“Relieve her,” Grote said amiably. “Make her mess officer; Ripsaw chow’ srotten anyway.” He went
back to his Chinese text.

And suddenly it al began to seem asif it really might someday rise and strike out acrossthe Strait. From
Lieutenant Kramer’ sRipsaw Diary:

At AM gaff meeting CG RIPSAW xmitted order CG NAAARMY designating RIPSAW D day 15
May 1986. Gen CARTMILL observed this date alowed 45 daysto form troopsin find staging areas
assuming RIPSAW could be staged in 10 days. CG RIPSAW stated that a 10-day staging seemed
feasible. Staff concurred. CG RIPSAW so ordered. At 1357 hours CG NAAARMY concurrence
received.

They were ontheway.

Asthe days grew shorter Grote seemed to have less and less to do, and curiously so did Kramer. He
had not expected this. He had been aide-de-camp to the genera for nearly ayear now, and he fretted
when he could find no fresh treason to bring to the generd’ s ears. He redoubled his prowling tours of the
kitchens, the BOQ), the motor pools, the message center, but not even the guard mounts or the shine on
the shoes of the soldiers a Retreat parade wasin any way at fault. Kramer could only imagine that he
was missing things. It did not occur to him that, as at |ast they

should be, the affairs of Ripsaw had gathered enough speed to keep them straight and clean, until the
generd called himin one night and ordered him to pack. Grote put on his spectacles and looked over
them at Kramer. “D plusfive,” he said, “assuming al goeswell, we re moving this headquartersto Kiska
| want you to take alook-see. Arrange aplane. Y ou can leave tomorrow.”

It was, Kramer redlized that night as he undressed, Just Something to Do. Evidently the hard part of his
jobwas at an end. It was now only aquestion of fighting the battle, and for that the field commanders
were much more important than he. For the first time in many months he thought it would be niceto do a
crossword puzzle, but instead fell adeep.

It was an hour before leaving the next day that Kramer met Ripsaw’s* cover.”

The“cover” was another lieutenant generd, abristling and wiry man named Clough, with abrilliant
combat record staked out on his chest and deeves for the world to read. Kramer camein when his
buzzer sounded, made coffee for the two generads and was aware that Grote and Clough were old pals
and that the Ripsaw generd was kidding the pants off his guest.

“Y ou dways were agreat admirer of Georgie Petton,” Grote teased. “Y ou should be glad to follow in his
footsteps. Y our operation will go down in history as big and important as his historic cross-Channel
smashinto LeHavre”

Kramer’ sthoughts were full of himsalf-he did not much like getting even so close to the yutes as Kiska,
where he would be before the sun set that night -but his ears pricked up. He could not remember any
cross-Channel smash into Le Havre. By Patton or anybody else.

“Just because | cameto visit your show doesn’'t mean you haveto rib me, Larry,” Clough grumbled.



“But it'ssuch apleasure, Mick.”

Clough opened his eyeswide and looked at Grote. “I’ ve generated against Novotny before. If you want
to know what | think of him, I’ll tell you,” Pause.

Then Grote, gently: “Takeit easy, Mick. Look a my boy there. See him quivering with curiogty?’

Kramer’ s back was turned. He hoped his blush would subside before he had to turn around with the
coffee. It did not.

“Caught red-faced,” Grote said happily, and winked at the other genera. Clough looked stonily back.
“Shall we put him out of hismisery, Mick? Shdl wefill him in on the big picture?’

“Might aswdl get it over with.”

“| accept your gracious assent.” Grote waved for Kramer to help himsdlf to coffee and to it down.
Clearly hewas unusually cheerful today, Kramer thought. Grote said: “Lieutenant Kramer, Genera
Clough isthe gun-captain of a Quaker cannon which covers Ripsaw. He looks like a cannon. He acts
like acannon. But heisn’t loaded. Like hislateidol George Patton at one point in his career, Generd
Clough isthe commander of avast force which exists on paper and in radio transmissons aone.”

Clough dtirred uneasily, so Grote became more serious. “WEe re brainwashing Continental Defense
Commissar Novotny by serving up to him hisold enemy asthe man he'll haveto fight. The yuteradio
intercepts are getting a perfect picture of an assault on Polar Nine being prepared under old Mick here.
That' swhat they’ |l prepare to counter, of course. Ripsaw will catch them flatfooted.”

Clough stirred again but did not speak.

Grote grinned. “All right. We hope,” he conceded. “But there salot of planning in thisthing. Of course,
it sawaste of the talent of arather remarkably able generd-“ Clough gave him alifted-eyebrow look-
“but you' ve got to have ared man at the head of the fake army group or they won't believeit. Anyway,
it worked with Patton and the Nazis. Some unkind people have suggested that Patton never did a better
bit of work than Sitting on his knapsack in England and letting his name be used.”

“All full of beanswith acombat command, aren’t you?” Clough said sourly. “Wait' 11 the shooting
darts”

“Ike never commanded a battalion before the day he invaded North Africa, Mick. Hedid al right.”

“Ikewasn't up againgt Novotny,” Clough said heavily. “I can talk better while I’ m eating, Larry. Want to
buy mealunch?’

Genera Grote nodded. “ Lieutenant, see what you can charm out of Colonel Bucknell for usto est, will
you? WE |l haveit sent in here, of course, and the best girls she’ sgot to serveit.” Then, unusualy, he
stood up and looked appraisingly a Kramer.

“Haveaniceflight,” hesad.

Kramer’s blue fourragere won him cold handshakes but a seet &t the firgt table in the Hg Officers Mess
in Kiska. He didn’'t have quite enough appetite to appreciate it.

Approaching theidand from the air had taken appetite away from him, asthe GCA autocontroller
rocked the planein acarefully caculated zigzag in its gpproach. They were, Kramer discovered, under
direct visua observation from any chance-met bird from yute eyries across the Strait until they got below
five hundred feet. Sometimes the yutes sent over aflight of birdsto knock down atransport. Hence the

Zigzags.



Captain Mabry, adark, tall Georgian who had been designated to make the generd’ saide fed a home,
noticed Kramer wasn't eating, pushed his own tray into the center strip and, asit sailed away, stood up.
“Get it off the pad, shall we? Can't keep the Old Man waiting.”

The captain took Mabry through clanging corridorsto an elevator and then up to the eyrie. It wasonly a
room. From it the spy-bird missiles-rockets, they wereredlly, but the serviceslike to think of them as
having a punch, even though the punch was only atelevison camera-were controlled. To it the birds
returned the pictures their eyes saw.

Brigadier Spiegelhauer shook Kramer’s hand. “Make yoursdlf a home, Lieutenant,” he boomed. He was
short and dmost skeletdly thin, but his voice was enormous. “ Everything satisfactory for the generd, |
hope?’

“Why, yes, gr. I'm just looking around.”

“Of course,” Spiegelhauer shouted. “Care to monitor aride?’

“Yes, dr.” Mabry waslooking at him with amusement, Kramer saw. Confound him, what right did he
have to think Kramer was scared-even if he was? Not aphysical fear; hewasnot insane. But . . . scared.

The sarvicelife of aspy-bird over yute territory was something under twenty minutes, by then the homing
heads on the ground-to-air birds would have sniffed out its specia fragrance and knocked it out. In that
twenty-minute period it would see what it could see. Through its eyes the observersin the eyrie would
learn just that much more about yute dispositions-so long asit remained in direct line-of-sight to the eyrie,
S0 long as everything in itsinstrumentation worked, so long as yute jamming did not penetrateits
microwave control.

Captain Mabry took Kramer’'sarm. “Take' er off the pad,” Mabry said negligently to the launch officer.
He conducted Kramer to apair of monitors and sat before them.

On both eght-inch screens the officers saw a diamond-sharp scan of theinsde of asilo plug. Therewas
no sound. The plug lifted off itslip without awhisper, dividing into two semicircles of stedl. A two-inch
circle of sky showed. Then, abruptly, the circle widened; thelip irised out and disappeared; the gray
surrounded the screen and blanked it out, and then it was bright blue, and acurl of cirrocumulusin one
quadrant of the screen.

Metro had promised no cloud over the tactical area, but there was cloud there. Captain Mabry frowned
and tapped a tune on the buttons before him; the cirrocumul us disappeared and aline of gray-white
appeared at an angle on the screen. “Horizon,” said Mabry. “Labble to make you seasick, Lootenant.”
He tapped some more and theimage righted itself. A faint yellowish stain, not bright againgt the bright
cloud, curved up before them and burst into spidery black smoke. “Oh, they are anxious,” said Mabry,
sounding nettled. “ General, weather hasbusted it again. Cain't see athing.”

Spiegehauer bawled angrily, “1’m going to the weather station,” and stamped out. Kramer knew what he
was angry about. It was not the waste of abird; it was that he had been made to lose face before the
genera’ s aide-de-camp. There would be a bad tune for the Weather Officer because Kramer had been
there that day.

The telemetering crew turned off their instruments. The whining eghteen-inch red that wasflinging tape
across arow of fifteen magnetic heads, recording the picture the spy-bird took, dowed and droned and
stopped. Out of instinct and habit Kramer pulled out his rough diary and jotted down Brig. Spiegelhauer-
Permits bad wea. sta. Situation? But it was little enough to have learned on aflight to Kiska, and
everything e se seemed going well.

Captain Mabry fetched over two mugs of hot cocoa. “ Sorry,” he said. “Cain’t be helped, | guess.”
Kramer put his notebook away and accepted the cocoa.
“BeatsU-2in’,” Mabry went on. “Course, you don’t get to see as much of the country.”



Kramer could not help asmadll, involuntary tremor. For just amoment there, looking out of the spy-bird's
eyes, he had imagined himsdf actudly in the ar above yute territory and conceived the possibility of being
shot down, parachuting, internment, the Blank Tanks, *Y ankee! Why not be good fellow? Y ou proud
you murderer?’

“No,” Kramer said, “you don't get to see as much of the country.” But he had dready seen dl the yute
country he ever wanted.

Kramer got back in the devator and descended rapidly, hismind full. Perhaps a psychopath, a hungry
cat or achild would have noticed that the ride downward lasted a second or two less than the ride up.
Kramer did not. If the sound echoing from the tunnel he walked out into was a bit more clangorous than
the one he had entered from, he didn’t notice that either.

Kramer’s mind was occupied with the thought that, al in al, he was pleased to find that he had
gpproached this close to yute territory, ‘and to yute Blank Tanks, without feding particularly afraid. Even
though he recognized that there was nothing to be afraid of, since of course the yutes could not get hold
of him here.

Then he observed that the door Mabry opened for him led to achamber he knew he had never seen
before.

They were standing on an approach stage and below them forty-foot rockets extended downward into
their pit. A gantry-bridge hung across space from the stage to the nearest rocket, which lay open,
showing aclumsly padded compartment where there should have been awarhead or an instrument

capaule.

Kramer turned around and was not surprised to find that Mabry was pointing agun at him. He had
amost expected it. He started to speak. But there was someone el se in the shadowed chamber, and the
first he knew of that was when the sap struck him just behind the ear.

It wasal coming true: “Y ankee! Why not be honest man?Y ou like murder babies?” Kramer only shook
his head. He knew it did no good to answer. Three years before he had answered. He knew it also did
no good to keep quiet; because he had done that too. What he knew most of al wasthat nothing was
going to do him any good because the yutes had him now, and who would have thought Mabry would
have been the oneto do himin?

They did not beat him at this point, but then they did not need to. The nose capsule Mabry had thrust him
into had never been designed for carrying passengers. With ingenuity Kramer could only guess at Mabry
had contrived to fit it with parachutes and watertight seals and flares so the yute gunboat could find it in
the water and pull out their captive alive. But he had taken 15- and 20-G accelerations, however briefly.
He seemed to have no serious broken bones, but he was bruised al over. Secretly he found that amost
amusing. In the preliminary softening up, the yutes did not expect their captivesto bein physica pain. By
being in pain he was in some measure upsetting their schedule. 1t was not much of avictory but it wasal
he had.

Phase Two was direct questioning: What was Ripsaw exactly? HOW many divisons? Where located?
Why had Lieutenant-Genera Grote spent so much time with Lieutenant-General Clough? When Mary
Elizabeth Grote, before her degath, entertained the Vietnamese UNESCO delegate’ s aunt in Sag Harbor,
had she known her husband had just been passed over for promotion to brigadier? And was resentment
over that the reason she had subsequently donated twenty-five dollars to amission hospita in Laos?
What were the Bering Straits rendezvous points for missile submarines supporting Ripsaw? Wasthe
transfer of Lieutenant Colond « Carolyn S. Bucknell from Message Center Battalion C.O. to Mess
Officer acover for some CIC complexity? What air support was planned for D plusone? D plustwo?
Did Mg or Somebody-or-other’ s secret drinking account for the curious radio intercept in clear logged at
0834 on 6 October 1985? Or was “ Omobray for my eadhay” the code designation for some nefarious



schemeto be launched againgt the gallant, the ever-victorious forces of Neo-Utilitarianism?

Kramer was dternately cast into despondency by the amount of knowledge his captors displayed and
puzzled by the psychatic irrelevance of some of the questions they asked him. But most of dl hewas
afraid. Asthe hours of Phase Two became days, he became more and more afraid-afraid of Phase
Three-and so he was ready for Phase Three when the yutes were ready for him.

Phase Three was physical. They besat the living be-hell out of Firgt Lieutenant John Kramer, and then they
shouted at him and starved him and kicked him and threw him into bathtubsfilled half with sdt and water
and hdf with shaved ice. And then they kicked himin the belly and fed him cathartics by the ounce and it
went on for along time; but that was not the bad thing about Phase Three. Kramer found himsdlf crying
most of the tune, when he was conscious. He did not want to tell them everything he knew about
Ripsaw-and thus have them be ready when it came, poised and prepared, and know that maybe 50,000
American lives would be down the drain because the surprise was on the wrong side. But he did not
know if he could help himsdf. Hewasin constant pain. He thought he might die from the pain.
Sometimes people did. But he didn’t think much about the pain, or the fear of dying, or even about what
would happen if-no, when he cracked. What he thought about was what came next. For the bad thing
about Phase Three was Phase Four.

He remembered. First they would let him deep. (He had dept very well that other time, because he
hadn’t known exactly what the Blank Tankswerelike. He didn’t think he would deep so well thistune.)
Then they would wake him up and feed him quickly, and bandage hisworst bruises, and bandage his
ears, with cotton tampons dipped in vasdine jdly plugged into

them, and bandage his eyes, with light-tight adhesive around them, and bandage his mouth, with
something like aboxer’ stoothguard inside so he couldn’t even bite histongue, and bandage hisarms and
legs, so he couldn’t even move them or touch them together. . . .

And then the short superior-private who was kicking him while he thought al this stopped and talked
briefly to anoncom. Thetwo of them helped him to amattress and left him. Kramer didn’t want to deep,
but he couldn’'t help himsdlf; he dipped off, crying weakly out of his purled and bloody eyes, because he
didn’t want to deep, he wanted to die.

Ten hourslater he was back in the Blank Tanks.
Sit back and listen. What do you hear?

Perhaps you think you hear nothing. Y ou are wrong. Y ou discount the sound of adistant car’ stires, or
the crackle of meta as steam expands the pipes. Listen more carefully to these sounds; otherslie under
them. From the kitchen thereisa grunt and hum asthe dectric refrigerator switchesitsaf on. Y ou change
position; your chair creaks, the leather of your shoes dip-dideswith afaint sound. Listen more carefully
il and hear the tiny roughnessin the main bearing of the eectric clock in the next room, or the amost
inaudible hum of wind in atelevison antenna. Listen to yoursdlf: Y our heartbeet, your pulsein your chin.
The rumble of your belly and thefaint grating of your teeth. The susurrus of air entering your nogtrils. The
rub of thumb againgt finger.

In the Blank Tanks aman hears nothing at al.

The pressure of the tamponsin the ear does not alow stirrup to strike anvil; teeth cannot touch teeth,
hands cannot clap, he cannot make anoiseif hetriesto, or hear it if hedid.

That is deafness. The Blank Tanks are more than deafness. In them aman isblind, even to the red fog
that reachesthrough closed eydids. Thereis nothing to smell. Thereis nothing to taste. Thereis nothing
to fed except the siwaddling-cloths, and through time the nerve endstire and stop registering this constant
touch.

It is something like being unborn and something like never having been a dl. Thereisnothing, absolutely



nothing, and athough you are not dead you are not dive either. And there you stay.

Kramer was ready for the Blank Tank and did not at once panic. He remembered the tricks he had
employed before. He swallowed his own sputum and it made a gratifying popping sound in hisinner ear;
he hummed until histhroat was raw and gasped through flaring nogtrils until he became dizzy. But eech
sound he was able to produce lasted only amoment. He might have dropped them like snowflakes onto
wool. They were absorbed and they died.

It was actually worse, he remembered tardily, to produce a sound because you could not help but listen
for the echo and no echo came. So he stopped.

In three years he must have acquired some additiona resources, he thought. Of course. He had! He
settled down to construct acrossword puzzlein hishead. Let 1 Across be atropica South American
bird, hoatzin. Let 1 Down be amedieva diatonic series of tones, hexacord. Let 2 Down bethe Asatic
wild ass, or onagin, which might make the first horizontal word under 1 Acrossbe, let’'ssee, E-N-. ..
well, why not the ligature of coupletsin versewriting, or enjambment. That would make 3 Down- He
began to cry, because he could not remember 1 Across.

Something was nagging at hismind, so he stopped crying and waited for it to take form, but it would not.
Hethought of General Grote, by now surely aware that his aide had been taken; he thought of the
congternation that must be shuddering through al the tentacles of Ripsaw. It was not actualy going to be
s0 hard, he thought patheticaly, because he didn't actudly have to hold out against the Blank Tanks, he
only had to wait. After D day, or better, say, D plus 7, it wouldn’t much matter what he told them. Then
the divisons would be across. Or not across. Breakthrough or failure, it would be decided by then and
he could talk.

He began to count off Ripsaw’ sdivision officersto himsdf, as he had so often seen the names on the
morning reports. Catton of the XLIst Armored, with Colonels Bogart, Ripner and Bletterman.

M’ Cleargh of the Highland & Lowland, with Brigadiers Douglass and McCloud. Leventhd of the Vth
Isradli, with Koehne, Meier and-he stopped, because it had occurred to him that he might be speaking
aoud. He could not tell. All right. Think of something else.

But what?

There was nothing dangerous about sensory deprivation, helied. It was only arest. Nobody was hurting
him. Looked at in the right way, it was a chance to do some solid thinking like you never got tunefor in
red life-gtrike that. In outside life. For instance, what about freshing up on French irregular verbs? Start
with avoir. Tu as, vous avez, nous avons. Voi avete, noi ab-biamo, du habst . . . Du habst? How did that
get in there? Well, how about poetry?

It isan Ancient Mariner, and he stops the next of kin.
The guests are met, the feast is set, and sisters under
the skin

Arerag and bone and hank of hair, and beard and
glittering eye

Invite the sight of patient Night, etherized under the
sky.

| should have been a ragged claw; | should have said
‘I loveyou’;

But-here the brown eyes lower fell-I hate to go

above you.



If Ripsaw fail and yutes prevail, what price dough’s
Quaker cannon? So Grote-
Kramer stopped himsdlf, barely in time. Were there throat mikes? Were the yutes listening in?

He churned miserably in his cotton bonds, because, as near as he could guess, he had probably beenin
the Blank Tank for lessthan an hour. D day, he thought to himself, praying that it was only to himself,
was till some six weeks away and aweek beyond that was seven. Seven weeks, forty-nine days, eeven
hundred and, um, seventy-six hours, Sixty-six thousand minutes plus. He had only to wait those minutes
out, what about the diary?, and then he could talk al he wanted. Talk, confess, broadcast, anything, what
difference would it make then?

He paused, trying to remember. That furtive thought had struggled briefly to the surface but he had logt it
again. It would not come back.

Hetried to fall adeep. It should have been easy enough. His air was metered and the CO2 content held
to alevel that would make him torpid; hiswastes cathe-terized away; water and glucose valved into his
veins, hewasadl but in utero, and unborn babies dept, didn’t they? Did they? He would have to look in
thediary, but it would have to wait until he could remember what thought it was that was struggling for
recognition. And that was becoming harder with every second.

Sensory deprivation in smal dosesis onething; it even hasits therapeutic uses, like shock. Inlarge doses
it produces a disorientation of psychotic proportions, ameancholiathat isal but lethd; Kramer never
knew when he went loopy.

\Y

He never quite knew when he went sane again, either, except that one day the fog lifted for amoment
and he asked aWAC corpord, “When did | get back to Utah.” The corpora had dedt with returning
yute prisoners before. She said only: “It' s Fort Hamilton, sir. Brooklyn.”

Hewasin a private room, which was bad, but he wore a maroon bathrobe, which was good-at least it
meant he wasin ahospita instead of an Army stockade. (Unlessthe private room meant he wasin the
detention ward of the hospital.)

Kramer wondered what he had done. There was no way to tell, at least not by searching his memory.
Everything went into ablurry aternation of shouting relays of yutes and the silence of the Blank Tanks.
Hewas nearly sure he had finally told the yutes everything they wanted to know. The question was,
when?Hewould find out at the court-martia, he thought. Or he might have jotted it down, he thought
crazily, inthediary.

Jotted it down inthe... ?

Diary!

That was the thought that had struggled to come through to the surface!

Kramer's screams brought the corpora back in ahurry, and then two doctors who quickly prepared
knockout needles. He fought against them al the way.

“Poor old man,” said the WAC, watching him twitch and shudder in unconsciousness. (Kramer had just
turned forty.) “ Second dose of the Blank Tanksfor him, wasn't it? I’ m not surprised he' s having
nightmares.” Shedidn’t know that his nightmares were not caused by the Blank Tanks themsalves, but by
his sudden redlization that hislast stay in the Tanks wastotally unnecessary. It didn’t matter what hetold
the yutes, or when! They had had the diary dl dong, for it had been on him when Mabry thrust him in the
rocket; and all Ripsaw’s secretswereiniit!



The next time the fog lifted for Kramer it was quick, like the turning on of alight, and he had distorted
memories of dreams before it. He thought he had just dreamed that Generd Grote had been with him. He
was aonein the same room, sun streaming in awindow, voices outsde. He felt pretty good, he thought
tentatively, and had no time to think more than that because the door opened and award boy looked in,
very astonished to find Kramer looking back a him. “Holy heaven,” he said. “Wait there!” He
disappeared. Foolish, Kramer thought.

Of course he would wait. Where else would he go?
And then, surprisingly, Generd Grote did indeed walk in.

“Héllo, John,” he said mildly, and sat down beside the bed, looking at Kramer. “| wasjust getting in my
car when they caught me.”

He pulled out his pipe and stuffed it with tobacco, watching Kramer. Kramer could think of nothing to
say. “They said you weredl right, John. Areyou?’

“I-.think s0.” He watched the generd light his pipe. “Funny,” he said. “| dreamed you were here aminute
“No, it'snot so funny; | was. | brought you a present.”

Kramer could not imagine anything more wildly improbable in the world than that the man whose combat
operation he had betrayed should bring him abox of chocolates, bunch of flowers, light novel or
whatever €l se was gppropriate. But the genera glanced at the table by Kramer’ s bed.

Therewas aflat, green-lesther-covered box onit. “Openit up,” Grote invited.

Kramer took out aglittering bit of meta depending from athree-barred ribbon. The gold medallion bore
arampant eagle and | ettering he could not at first read.

“It' syour D.SM.,” Grotesaid helpfully. “You can pinit onif youlike. | tried,” he said, “to makeit a
Medd of Honor. But they wouldn’t dlow it, logicdly enough.”

“I was expecting something different,” Kramer mumbled foolishly.

Grote laughed. “We smashed them, boy,” he said gently. “ That is, Mick did. He went straight across
Polar Nine,, down the Ob with one force and the Y enisal with another. Genera dough’ s got hisforward
command in Chebarkul now, loving every minute of it. Why, | wasin Karpinsk myself last week-they et
me get that far-of course, it'sarest area. It was abrilliant, bloody, backbreaking show. Completely
successtul.”

Kramer interrupted in sheer horror: * Polar Nine? But that was the cover-the Quaker cannon!”

Generd Grote looked meditatively at hisformer aide. “ John,” he said after amoment, “didn’t you ever
wonder why the card-sorters pulled you out for my staff? A man who was sure to crack in the Blank
Tanks, because he aready had?’

Theroom was very slent for amoment. “I’m sorry, John. Well, it worked-had to, you know; alot of
thought went into it. Novotny’ s been relieved. Mick’ sgot his biggest victory, no matter what happens
now; he was the man that led theinvasion.” Theroom was slent again. Carefully Grote tapped out his
pipeinto ametal wastebasket. “Y ou’ re avauable man, John. Matter of fact, we traded amagjor genera
to get you back.” Silence,

Grote sighed and stood up. “If it’sany consolation to you, you held out four full weeksin the Tanks.
Good thing we' d made sure you had the diary with you. Otherwise our Quaker cannon would have been
abust.” He nodded good-bye and was gone. He was a good officer, was General Grote. He would use
aweapon in any way he had to, to win afight; but if the wegpon was destroyed, and had fedings, he
would come around to bring it ameda afterwards.



Kramer contemplated his Distinguished Service Medd for awhile. Then he lay back and considered
ringing for a Sunday Times, but fell adeep instead.

Novotny was now a sour, angry corps commander away off on the Baltic periphery because of him; a
million and ahaf NAAARMY troopsweredug in

the heart of the enemy’ s homeand; the greatest operation of the war was an unquaified success. But
when the nurse camein that night, the Quaker cannon-the man who had discovered that the greatest
service he could perform for his country was to betray it-was moaning in his deep.

MUTE INGLORIOUS TAM

Cyril left a fragment about medieval England; it had no story attached to it, only a few pages of
description and character. It lay in my files for fifteen years, until | happened to be sitting in a
panel discussion with two or three other s-f writers (Ben Bova, Katherine Mac-Lean and Gordon
Dickson, | think they were) and we fell to talking about what made a science-fiction writer what
heis. What, | asked, might any of us have been if we had been born in another place and time? If
we could not possibly have been science-fiction writers, perhaps because there was no science yet,
maybe because we were illiterate? And then it occurred to me that it would be fun to write a story
about that; and sometime later it struck me that Cyril’s fragment might fit in well with such a
notion; and | dug it out, and it did.

ON A LATE SATURDAY dafternoon in summer, just before the ringing of Angelus, Tam of the
Wed dway straightened from the furrowsin his plowed strip of Oldfield and stretched his cracking joints.

Hewasasmall and dark man, of amost pure Saxon blood. Properly speaking, his name was only Tam.
There was no need for further identification. He would never go amile from aneighbor who had known
him from birth. But sometimes he cdled himself by a surname-it was one of many smal concetsthat
complicated his proper and straightforward life-and he would be soundly whipped for it if his Norman
masters ever caught him at it.

He had been breaking clodsin thefied for fifteen hours, interrupted only by the ringing of the canonica
hours from the squat, tiny church, and amouthful of bread and soft cheese at noon. It was not easy for
him to stand straight. It was aso not particularly wise. A man could lose his strip for poor tilth, and Tarn
had come close enough, often enough. But there were times when the thoughts that chased themselves
around his head made him forget the steady chop of the wooden hoe, and he would stand entranced,
garing toward Lymeford Castle, or theriver, or toward nothing at dl, while he invented fanciful
encounters and impossible progperings. It was another of Tarn’s conceits, and amost dangerous one, if it
were known. Theleast it might get him was a cuff from aman-at-arms. The most was a particularly
unpleasing degth.

Since Salisbury, in Sussex, wasflat ground, its great houses were not perched dramatically on crags, like
the keeps of robber barons dong the Rhine or the grim fortresses of the Scottish lairds. They werethe
least they could be to do the job they had to do, in an age which had not yet imagined the palace or the
cathedral.

Intheyear 1303 Lymeford Castle was adingy pile of stone. It housed Sir and Lady Robert Bowen
(sometimesthey spelled it Bohun, or Beauhun, or Beauhaunt) and their household servants and
men-at-armsin very great discomfort. It did not seem so to them particularly. They had before them the
housing of their Saxon subjects to show what misery could be. The castle wasintended to guard abridge



acrossthe Lyme River: akey point on the high road from Portsmouth to London. It did this most
effectively. William of Normandy, who had taken England by storm a couple of centuries earlier, did not
mean for himsalf or his descendants to be taken in the same way on another day. So Lymeford Castle
had been awarded to Sir Robert’ s great-great-great-grandfather on the condition that he defend it and
thereby defend London aswell againgt invasion on that particular route from the sea.

That first Bowen had owned more than stones. A castle must be fed. The castellan and hislady, their
household servants and their armed men could not be expected to till the field and milk the cows. The
founder of Sir Robert’ sline had solved the problem of feeding the castle by rounding up a hundred of the
defeated Saxon soldiers, clamping iron rings around their necks and setting them to work at the great
task of clearing the untidy woods which surrounded the castle. After cleaning and plowing from sunup to
sunset the daves were free to gather twigs and mud, with which they made themsalves kennelsto deep
in. And in that first year, to celebrate the harvest and to insure a continuing supply of daves, the castellan
led hismen-at-arms on araid into Salisbury town itself. They drove back to Lymeford, with whips, about
ahundred Saxon girls and women. After taking their pick, they gave the rest to the daves, and the
chaplain read asingle perfunctory marriage service over thefilthy, ring-necked daves and the weeping
Sdlisbury women. Since the male daves happened to be from Northumbria, while the women were
Sussex bred, they could not understand each other’ sdiadects. It did not matter. The huts were enlarged,
and next midsummer there was another crop, thistime of babies.

The passage of two centuries had changed things remarkably little. A Bowen (or Beauhaunt) still guarded
the Portsmouth-L.ondon high road. He still took pride in his Norman blood. Saxons till tilled the soil for
him and if they no longer had theiron callar, or the name of daves, they till would dangle from the
gdlowsin the castle courtyard for any of avery large number of possible offenses againgt his authority.
-At Runnymede, many years before, King John had signed the Great Charter conferring some sort of rule
of law to protect his barons againgt arbitrary acts, but no one had thought of extending those rightsto the
sarfs. They could diefor dmost anything or for nothing at dl: for trying to quit their master’ s soil for
greener fidds, for failing to ddliver to the castle their bushels of grain, aswell astheir choicest lambs,
calves and girl-children; for daring in any way to flout the divine law that made one kind of man ruler and
another kind ruled. It was this offense to which Tarn was prone, and one day, as hisfather had told him
the day before hedied, it would cost him the price that no man can afford to pay, though al do.

Though Tarn had never even heard of the Mag-na Carta, he sometimes thought that aworld might
sometime come to bein which aman like himself might own the things he owned as amatter of right and
not because aman with asword had not decided to take them from him. Take Alyshiswife. He did not
mind in any real sense that the men-at-arms had bedded her before he had. She was none the worse for
it inany way that Tarn could measure; but he had dept badly that night, pondering why it was that no one
needed to consult him about the woman the priest had sworn to him that day, and whether it might not be
more-more-he grappled for aword (“fair” did not occur to him) and caught at “ right”-more right that he
should say whose pleasures his property served.

Mostly he thought of sweeter and more fanciful things. When the falconers were by, he sometimes stolea
look at the hawk stooping on a pigeon and thought that aman might fly if only he had the wings and the
wit to move them. Pressed into driving the castellan’ s crops into the granary, he swore at the dumb oxen
and imagined acart that could turn itswhedlsby itsdlf. If the Lymein flood could carry atree bigger than
ahouse faster than aman could run, why could that power not pull aplow? Why did aman have to plant

five kernes of corn to see one come up? Why could not al five come up and make him fivetimes asfat?

He even looked at the village that was his home, and wondered why it had to be so poor, so filthy and so
smdll; and that thought had hardly occurred even to Sir Robert himself.

Inthe year 1303 Lymeford looked like this: The Lyme River, crossed by the new stone structure that
was the fourth Lymeford Bridge, ran south to the English Channdl. Itswest bank was overgrown with the



old English oak forest. Itsright bank was the edge of the greet clearing. Lymeford Castle, hard by the
bridge, covered the road and curved northeast to London. For the length of the clearing, the road was
not only the king's highway, it was aso the Lymeford village street. At adiscreet distance from the casile
it began to be edged with huts, larger or smaller astheir tenants wererich or fecund. The road widened a
bit halfway to the edge of the clearing, and there on itsright Side sat the village church.

The church was made of stone, but that was about al you could say for it. All thewedth it owned it had
to draw from the village, and there was not much wealth there to draw. Still, silver pennies had to be sent
regularly to the bishop, who in turn would send them on to Rome. The parish priest of Lymeford was an
Italian who had never seen the bishop, to whom it had never occurred to try to spesk the language and
who had been awarded the living of Lymeford by a cardina who was likewise Itdlian and likewise could
not have described itslocation within fifty miles. There was nothing unusud in thet, and the Italian
collected the slver pennieswhile hislargely Norman, but Saxon speaking, locum tenens scraped along on
donations of beer, dried fish and the odd occasional calf. He was a dour man who would have been a
dreadful oneif he had had afield of action that waslarger than Lymeford.

Acrossthe street from the church was The Green, acheerless trampled field where the compul sory
archery practice and pike drill were undergone by every physicaly able male of Lymeford, each four
weeks, except in theworst of winter and when plowing or harvest waslarger in Sir Robert’ s mind than
the defense of his castle. His serfswould fight when he told them to, and he would squander their lives
with the joy aman fedsin exercising the one extravagance he permits himself on occasion. But that was
only at need, and the fields and the crops were forever. He saw to the crops with some considerable
ill.

A three-field system prevailed in Lymeford. There was Oldfield, east of the road, and thefirst land
brought under cultivation by the daves two hundred years ago. There was Newfield, straddling the road
and marked off from Oldfield by a path into the woods called the Weal dway, running southesst from The
Green info the oak forest at the edge of the clearing. There was Fallowfield, last to be cleared and
planted, which for the most part lay south of the road and the castle. From the left Side of the road to the
river, The Mead spread its green acres. The Mead was held in common by all the villagers. Any man
might turn his cows or sheep to graze on it anywhere. The farmed fields, however, were divided into
long, narrow gtrips, each held by avillager who would defend it with hisfists or hissickle againgt the
encroachment of asingleinch. Inthe year 1303 Oldfield and Newfield were under cultivation, and
Fdlowfield was being rested. Next year it would be Newfied and Falowfield farmed, and Ol dfield
would rest.

While Angelus clanged on the cracked church bell, Tarn stood with his head downcast. Hewas
supposed to be praying. In away he was, the impenetrable rote-learned L atin dipping through hisbrain
like the reiteration of amantra, but he was aso pleasantly occupied in speculating how plump his
daughter might become if they could farm al three fields each year without destroying the soil, and &t the
same time thinking of the pot of fennel-spiced beer that should be waiting in his hut.

Asthe Angelus ceased to ring, his neighbor’ s hail dispelled both dreams.

Irritated, Tarn shouldered his wooden-bladed hoe and trudged a ong the Weal dway, worn deep by two
hundred years of bare peasant fet.

His neighbor, Hud, fell in with him. In the bastard MidlandSussex hybrid that was the Lymeford dialect,
Hud sad, “Man, that was along day.”

“All the daysarelong in the summer.”

“Y ou were dreaming again, man. Saw you.”

Tarn did not reply. Hewas careful of Hud. Hud was as small and dark as himsdlf, but thin and nervous
rather than blocky. Tarn knew he got that from hisfather Robin, who had got it from his mother Joan
-who had got it from some man-at-arms on her wedding night spent in the castle. Hud was always



asking, dwaystalking, dways seeking new things. But when Tarn, years younger, had dared to try to
open his untamable thoughts to him, Hud had run straight to the priest.

“Won't the players be coming by thistime of year, man?’ he pestered.

“They might”

“Ah, wouldn't it be agreat thing if they came by tomorrow? And then after Massthey’ d make their pitch
in The Green, and out would come the King of England and Captain Slasher and the Turkish Champion
inther clothes colored like the sunset, and St. Georgein hissilver armor!”

Tarn grunted. “ “Tisn't Slver. Couldn’t be. If it was Slver the robbersin the Weald would never let them
get thisfar.”

The nervouslittleman said, “1 didn’t mean it was Slver. | meant it looked likeslver.”

Tarn could fed anger welling up in him, drowning the good aftertaste of hisreverie and the foretaste of his
fennd beer. He said angrily, You tak likeafool.”

“Likeafooal, isit? And who is dways dreaming the sun away, man?’

“God'sguts, leave off!” shouted Tarn, and clamped his teeth on Mswordstoo late. He seldom swore.
He could have bitten his tongue out after he uttered the words. Now there would be confession of
blasphemy to make, and Father Bloughram, who had been looking lean and starved of late, would
demand a penancein grain instead of any beggarly saying of prayers. Hud cowered back, staring. Tarn
snarled something a him, he could not himsdlf have said what, and turned off the deep-trodden path into
hisown hut.

The hut was cramped and murky with wood smoke from its open hearth. There was a smoke hole in the
roof that let some of it out. Tarn leaned his hoe against the wattled wall, flopped down onto the bundle of
ragsin the corner that was the bed for al three of the members of hisfamily and growled a Alys hiswife:
“Bear.” Hismind wasfull of Hud and anger, but dowly the rage cooled and the good thoughts crept
back in: Why not asofter bed, alarger hut? Why not afire that did not smoke, as hisreturning
grandfather, who wore ascar from the Holy Land to his grave, had told him the Saracens had? And with
the thought of adifferent kind of life came the thought of beer; he could taste the stuff now, duicing the
dust from histhroat; the bitterness of the roasted barley; the sweetness of the fennd. “Beer,” he called
again, and became aware that his wife had been tiptoeing about the hut.

“Tarn,” she sad gpprehensively, “ Joanie Brewer’ sgot the flux.”
His brows drew together like thunderclouds. “No beer?’ he asked.

“She' sgot the flux, and not for al the barley in Oldfield could she brew beer. | tried to borrow from
Hud swife, and she had only enough for him, she showed me-*

Tarn got up and knocked her spinning into a corner with one backhanded blow. “Was there no beer
yesterday?’ he shouted. “God forgive you for being the uselessdut you are! May the Horned Man and
al hisbrood fly away with amiserable wretch that won't brew beer for the husband that swesats his guts
out from sunup to sunset!”

She got up cringing, and he knocked her into the corner again.

The next moment that was a solid crack across his back, and he crashed to the dirt floor. Another blow
took him on thelegs as herolled over, and he looked up and saw the raging face of his daughter Kate
and the wooden-bladed hoe upraised in her hands.

Shedid not strike him athird time, but stood there menacingly. “Will you leave her done?’ she
demanded.

“Yes, you devil’sget!” Tarn shouted from the floor, and then, “Y ou’ d like me to say no, wouldn’t you?



And then you' d beat in the brains of the old fool that gave you aname and ahome.”

Weeping, Alys protested, “Don’t say that, husband. She' syour child, I'm agood woman, | have nothing
black on my soul.”

Tarn got to hisfeet and brushed dirt from hsleather breeches and shirt. “We Il say no more about it,” he
sad. “But it’' s hard when aman can't have his beer.”

“Youwild boar,” said Kate, not lowering the hoe. “If | hadn’t come back from The Mead with the cow,
you might havekilled her.”

“No, child,” Tarn said uneasily. He knew histemper. “Let’ stak of other things.” Contemptuoudy she put
down the hoe, while Alys got up, sniffling, and began to stir the peaseporridge on the hearth. Suddenly
the smoke and heet insde the hut was more than Tarn could bear, and muttering something, he sumbled
outside and breathed in the cool air of the night.

It was full dark now and, for awonder, stars were out. Tarn's Crusader grandfather had told him of the
great bright nightsin the mountains beyond Acre, with such stars that aman could spy friend’ sface from
foe' sat abowshot. England had nothing like that, but Tarn could make out the Plow, fading toward the
sunset, and Cassiopeia pursuing it from the east. His grandfather had tried to teach him the Arabic names
for some of the brighter stars, but the man had died when Tarn was ten and the memories were gone.
What were those two, now, so bright and so close together? Something about twin peacocks? Twins at
leadt, thought Tarn, staring a Gemini, but athought of peacocks lingered. He wished he had paid closer
attention to the old man, who had been a Saracen’ sdave for nine years until alucky raid had captured
his caravan and st him free.

A distant sound of yelping caught his ear. Tarn read the sound easily enough; avixen and her haf-grown
young, by the shrillness. The birds came into the plowed fields at night to stedl the seed, and the foxes
cameto catch the birds, and this night they had found something big enough to try to catch them- wolf,
perhaps, Tarn thought, though it was not like them to come so near to men’ s hutsin good wegther. There
were aplenty of themin Sir Robert’ sforest, with fat deer and birds and fish beyond counting in the
streams; but it was what aman’ s life was worth to take them. He stood there, musing on the curious
chance that put venison on Sir Robert’ s table and peasepor-ridge on his, and on the lightsin the sky, until
he redlized Alys had progressed from abject to angry and must by now be eating without him.

After the evening med Alys scurried over to Hud' swife with her tale of beastly husbands, and Kate sat
on abhillet of wood, picking knots out of her hair.

Tarn squatted on the rags and studied her. At fifteen years, or whatever she was, shewasawild one.
How had it happened that the babe who cooed and grasped at the grass whistle her father made her had
turned into this stranger? She was not biddable.

Edwy’ sdtrip adjoined Tarn'sin Falowfield, and Edwy had a marriageable son. What was more
reasonable than that Kate should marry him? But she had talked about bislooks. True, the boy was no
beauty. What did that matter? When, as afather should, he had brushed that aside, she had threatened
plainly to run away, bringing ruin and the rope on dl of them. Nor would she let hersdlf be beaten into
good sense, but instead kicked-with painful accuracy-and bit and scratched like afiend from hell’ s pit.

Hefdt apang at that thought. Oh, Alyswas an honest woman. But there were other ways the child of
another could be fobbed off on you. A moment of carelessness when you didn’t watch the cradle-it was
too awful to think of, but sometimesyou had to think of it. Everybody knew that Old People liked
nothing better than to steadl somebody’ s baby and dip one of their own into the cradle. He and Alys had
duly left bowls of milk out during the child’sinfancy, and on feast days bowls of beer. They had always
kept abit of iron by Kate, because the Old People hated iron. But till....

Tam lighted arushlight soaked in mutton fat at what was left of the fire. Alyswould have something to say
about his extravagance, but amood for talking was on him, and he wanted to see Kate' sface. “ Child,”



he said, “one Sunday now the playerswill come by and pitch on The Green. And we' Il al go after Mass
and seethem play. Why, St. George looks asif hewearsarmor dl of slver!”

Shetugged at her hair and would not spesk or look at him.
He sguirmed uncomfortably on the ragged bed. “11I tel you astory, child,” he offered.

Contemptuoudly, “Tdl your drunken friend. I’ ve heard the two of you, Hud and yoursdlf, lying away a
each other with the beer working in you.”

“Not that sort of story, Kate. A story no one has ever told.”

No answer, but at least her face was turned toward him. Embol dened, he began:

“ Tisagory of aman who owned agreat strong wain that could move without oxen, and in it he-"
“What pulled it, then? Goats?’

“Nothing pulled it, child. It moved by itsdf. It-* hefumbled, and found ingpiration-“it was agift from the
Old People, and the man put on it meal and dried fish and casks of water, and herodein it to one of
those bright stars you see just over church. Many days he traveled, child. When he got there-*

“What road goesto a star, man?’
“Noroad, Kate. Thiswain rodein the air, like acloud. And then-*

“Clouds can't carry casks of water,” she announced. “Y ou talk like Edwy’ s mad son that thinks he saw
the Devil inaturnip.”

“Listen now, Katel” he sngpped. “Itisonly a story. When the man came to-*
“Story! It sagreat slly lie”
“Neither lie nor truth,” heroared. “Itisagtory | antelling you.”

“Stories should be sense,” she said positively. “Leave off your dreaming, father. All Lymeford talks of it,
man. Even in the castle they speak of mad Tarn the dreamer.”

“Mad, | an?’ he shouted, reaching for the hoe. But she was too quick for him. She had it in her hands;
he tried to take it from her, and they wrestled, rock against flame, until he heard hiswife' s caterwauling
from the entrance, where she' d come running, called by the noise; and when helooked round, Kate had
the hoe from him and space to use it and thistime she got him firmly atop the skull-and he knew no more
that night.

In the morning he was well enough, and Kate was wisely nowherein sight. By thetime thelong day was
through he had lost the anger.

Alys made sure there was beer that night, and the nights that followed. The dreamsthat came from the
brew were not the same as the dreams he had tried so hard to put into words. For therest of hislife,
sometimes he dreamed those dreams again, immense dreams, dreams that-had he had the words, and the
kill, and above al the audience-a hundred generations might have remembered. But he didn’t have any
of those things. Only the beer.

THE WORLD OF MYRION FLOWERS

“The World of Myrion Flowers’ touched on touchy subjects and, although most of the comments
it has drawn since it was first published have been encouraging, there were some that were not.



One was that white writers should not write about black characters. In a way, | agree with that;
but in the late 1950’ s there weren’'t any black writers writing science fiction. One of the nice
things about the last decade or so isthat that is no longer true.

THE WORLD of Myrion FHowers, which wasthe world of the American Negro, was something like an
idedlized England and something like the red Renaissance. Asit isin someversonsof England, dl the
members of the upper classwere at least friends of friends. Any Harlem businessman knew automatically
who was the new top dog in the music department of Howard University aweek after an upheava of the
faculty. And -asit wasin the Florence of Cdllini, there was room for versatile men. An American Negro
could be a doctor-builder-educator-realist-palitician. Myrion Flowers was. Boston-bornin 1913 to a
lawyer-redist-politician father and a glamorous show-biz mother, he worked hard, drew the lucky
number and was permitted to enter the schoolswhich led to an M.D. and alicenseto practice in the
State of New Y ork. Power vacuums occurred around him during the years that followed, and willy-nilly
hefilled them. A congtruction firm going to waste, needing alittle capital and alittle common sense-what
could he do? He did it, and accepted its stock.

The school board coming to him as a sound man to represent “Ah, your people’? He was a sound man.
He served the board well. A trifling examination to pass for ared-estate license-trifling to him who had
memorized a dozen textbooks in pathology, histology, anatomy and materia medicawhy not? And if they
would deem it such afavor if he spoke for the Fusion candidate, why should he not spegk, and if they
should later invite him to submit namesto fill one dozen minor patronage jobs, why should he not give him
the names of the needy persons he knew?

Flowerswas a cold, controlled man. He never married. In lieu of children he had proteges. These began
as Negro kids from orphanages or hopelesdy destitute families; he backed them through college and
postgraduate schools as long as they worked to the limit of what he considered their ahilities; at thefirst
sgn of alet-down he axed them. The mortality rate over the years was only about one nongraduate in
four -Myrion Flowers was a better predictor of success than any college admissions committee. His
successes numbered forty-two when one of them came to him with abrand-new Ph.D. in clinica
psychology and made a request.

The protege’ s name was Ensal Brubacker. He took his place after dinner in the parlor of Dr. Flowers's
Brooklyn brownstone house aong with many other suppliants. There was the old woman who wanted an
extension of her mortgage and would get it; there was the overstocked appliance dealer who wanted to
be bailed out and would not be; there was the mother whose boy had a habit and the husband whose
wifewas acting stranger and stranger every day; there was the landlord hounded by the building
department; there was the cop who wanted a transfer; there was the candidate for the bar who wanted a
powerful name as areference; there was a store-front archbishop who wanted only to find out whether
Dr. Flowerswasright with God.

Brubacker was admitted to the doctor’ s study at 9:30. It was only the sixth time he had seen the man
who had picked him from an orphanage and laid out some twenty thousand dollarsfor him since. He
found him more withered, colder and quicker than ever.

The doctor did not congratulate him. He ‘said, “ Y ou’ ve got your degree, Brubacker. If you've cometo
mefor advice, I’ d suggest that you avoid the academic life, especidly in the Negro schoals. | know what
you should do. Y ou may get nowhere, but | would like to see you try one of the Four-A advertising and
public, reations firms, with aview to becoming amoativationa research man. It’ stime one Negro was
working in the higher levels of Madison Avenue, | believe.”

Brubacker listened respectfully, and when it wastime for him to reply he said: “Dr. Howers, I'm very



grateful of coursefor everything you ve done. | sincerely wish | could- Dr. Howers, | want to do
research. | sent you my dissertation, but that’s only the beginning-*

Myrion Howersturned to theright filing card in hismind and said icily, “The Correlation of Toposcop-ic
Digplays, Beta-Wave Amplitudes and Perception of Musical Chord Progressionsin 1,107 Unsdlected
Adolescents. Very well. Y ou now have your sandwich board with ‘P, ‘H’ and ‘D’ painted on it, fore
and aft. | expect that you will now proceed to the job for which you have been trained.”

“Yes, gr. I'd liketo show you a&*

“I donot,” said Dr. Flowers, “want you to be a beloved old George Washington Carver humbly bending
over hisreports and test tubes. Academic research is of no immediate importance.”

“No, sir. 1-*

“The power centersof America,” said Dr. Howers, “are government, where our friend Mr. Wilkinsis
ably operating, and the executive levels of the large corporations, where | am attempting to achieve what
isnecessary. | want you to be an executive in alarge corporation, Brubacker. Y ou have been trained for
that purpose. It isnow perhaps barely possible for you to obtain afoothold. It isinconceivable to me that
you will not make the effort, neither for me or for your people.”

Brubacker looked at him in misery, and at last put hisface into his hands. His shoul ders shook.

Dr. Flowers said scornfully: “I take it you are declining to make that effort. Good-bye, Brubacker. | do
not want to seeyou again.”

The young man stumbled from the room, carrying alarge pigskin valise which he had not been permitted
to open.

As he had expected to overwhelm his benefactor with what he had accomplished he had made no plans
for thisstuation. He could think only of returning to the university he had just left where, perhaps, before
his little money ran out, he might obtain agrant. There was not really much hope of that. He had filed no

proposals and sought no advice.

It did not help his mood when the overnight coach to Chicago wasfilling up in Grand Centrd. He was
among thefirst and took awindow segt. Thereafter the empty place beside him was spotted gladly by
luggage-burdened matrons, Ivy-L eague-clad youngsters, harrumphing paper-box salesmen-gladly
spotted- and then uncomfortably skimmed past when they discovered that to occupy it they would have
to St next to the gorilla-rapist-illiterate-tapdancer-mugger-men-ace who happened to be Dr. Ensal
Brubacker.

But he was spared londliness at the very last. The felow who did drop delightedly into the seat beside
him as the train began to move was One of His Own Kind. That is, he was unwashed, unlettered, a
quarter drunk on liquor that had never known atax slamp, and agonizingly high-spirited. He spoke such
pure Harlem jive that Brubacker could not understand one word in twenty.

But politeness and aterror of appearing superior forced Brubacker to accept, at 125" Street, a choking
swalow from the flat haf-pint bottle his seamate carried. And both of these things, plus an unsupportable
sense of something logt, caused him to accept his seetmate’ slater offer of more paralyzing pleasures. In
ten months Brubacker was dead, in Lexington, Kentucky, of pneumoniaincurred while kicking the heroin
habit, leaving behind him abadly puzzled staff doctor. “They’ |l say everything in withdrawa,” he confided
to hiswife, “but | wonder how this one ever heard the word ‘ cryptesthesia’”

It was about amonth after that that Myrion Flowers received the package containing Brubacker’s
effects. There had been no one else to send them to.

He was shaken, that controlled man. He had seen many folk-gods of his people go the same route, but
they werefighters, entertainers or revivaists, he had not expected it of ayoung, brilliant university



graduate. For that reason he did not immediately throw the junk away, but mused over it for some
minutes. His next visitor found him with aslvery-coppery sort of hedmet in his hands.

Flowers s next visitor was aformer Corporation Counsd to the City of New Y ork. By attending Dr.
Powell’ s church and having Dr. Flowerstake care of his health he kept awell-placed foot in both the
principa political camps of the city. He no longer much needed politica support, but FHowers had pulled
him through one coronary and he was too old to change doctors. “What have you got there, Myrion?’ he
asked.

Flowers|ooked up and said precisdly, “If | can believe the notes of the man who madeit, it isareceiver
and amplifier for beta-wave oscillations.”

The Corporation Counsd groaned, “ God preserve me from the medical mind. What' sthat in English?’
But he was surprised to see the expression of wondering awe that came onto Flowers swithered face.

“It reads thoughts,” Flowers whispered.

The Corporation Counsel at once clutched his chest, but found no pain. He complained testily, “You're
joking.”

“I don't think I am, Wilmot. The man who congtructed this device had al the appropriate dignities
-summacum laude, Dean’'sLig, interviewed by mail by nearly thirty prospective employers. Before they
found out the color of hisskin, of course. No,” he said reflectively, “1 don't think I'm joking, but there's
oneway to find out.”

He lifted the helmet toward his head. The Corporation counsd cried out, “Damn you, Myrion, don't do
that!”

Flowers paused. “ Areyou afraid I'll read your mind and learn your secrets?’

“At my time of life? When you're my doctor? No, Myrion, but you ought to know | have abad heart. |
don’t want you eectrocuted in front of my eyes. Besides, what the devil does aNegro want with a
meachinethat will tell him what people are thinking? Isn't guessing bad enough for you?’

Myrion Flowers chose to ignore the latter part of what his patient had said. “I don’t expect it to
electrocute me, and | don’t expect thiswill affect your heart, Wilmot. In any event, | don't proposeto be
wondering about thisthing for any length of time, | don’t want to try it when I’'m aone and there€ sno one
elsehere” He plopped the stee bowl on hishead. It fit badly and was very heavy. An extension cord
hung from it, and without pausing Flowers plugged it into awall socket by hischair.

The hdmet whined faintly and Flowers|egped to hisfeet. He screamed.
The Corporation Counsdl moved rapidly enough to make himsdlf gasp. He snatched the helmet from

Flowers s head, caught him by the shoulders and lowered him into hischair again. “You dl right?’ he
growled.

Howers shuddered epilepticaly and then controlled himsdlf. “ Thank you, Wilmot. | hope you haven't
damaged Dr. Brubacker’ sdevice.”” And then suddenly, “It hit me dl at once. It hurt!”

He breathed sharply and sat up.

From one of hisdesk drawers hetook a physicians sample bottle of pills and swalowed one without
water. “ Everyone was screaming at once,” he said. He started to replace the pills, then saw the
Corporation Counsd holding his chest and mutely offered him one®

Then he seemed Sartled.

Helooked into hisvigitor’ seyes. “1 can dill hear you.”

“What?’

“It' safdseanging, | think. But take the pill. But-“ he passed ahand over hiseyes-*Y ou thought | was



electrocuted, and you wondered how to straighten out my last bill. It safair bill, Wilmot. | didn’t
overchargeyou.” Flowers opened his eyes very wide and said, “The newsboy on the corner cheated me
out of my change. He-* He swallowed and said, “ The copsin the squad car just turning off Fulton Street
don't like my having white patients. One of them isthinking about running in agirl that came here.” He
sobbed, “It didn’t stop, Wilmot.”

“For Chrigt’ s sake, Myrion, lie down.”

“It didn’t stop. It'snot likearadio. You can't turn it off. Now | can hear-everybody! Every mind for
miles around is pouring into my head WHAT IT THINKSABOUT ME-ABOUT ME-ABOUT US”

Ensal Brubacker, who had been aclinical psychologist and not aradio engineer, had not intended his
helmet to endure the strain of continuous operation nor had he thought to provide circuit-breakers. It had
been meant to operate for afew moments at most, enough to reroute afew neurons, open ablocked
path or two. One of its parts overheated. Another took too much load as aresult, and in amoment the
thing was fire. It blew the fuses and the room was in darkness. The elderly ex-Corporation Counsel
managed to get the fire out, and then picked up the phone. Shouting to be heard over the screaming of
Myrion Howers, he summoned a Kings County ambulance. They knew Flowers s name. The ambulance
wastherein nine minutes.

Flowers died some weeks later in the hospital-not Kings County, but he did not know the difference. He
had been under massive sedation for dmaost a month until it became aphysiologica necessity to taper him
off; and as soon as he was dert enough to do so he contrived to hang himself in hisroom.

Hisfuneral was a date occasion. The crowds were enormous and there was much weeping. The
Corporation Counsel was one of those permitted to cast a clod of earth upon the bronze casket, but he
did not weep.

No one had ever figured out what the destroyed instrument was supposed to have been, and Wilmot did
not tdll. There areinventions and inventions, he thought, and reading mindsis ajob for white men. If even
for white men. In theworld of Myrion Flowers many seeds might sturdily grow, but someripefruits
would mature into poison.

No doubt the machine might have broken any mind, listening in on every thought that concerned one. It
was maddening and dizzying, and the man who wore the helmet would be harmed in any world; but only
in the world of Myrion Flowers would he be hated to desth.

THE GIFT OF GARIGOLLI

Thisisthelast story of the posthumous collaborations to be published, and in one sense it isthe
most dated of them. It is a pretty damn sexist story. Shirl is Dorothy Vaneman Seaton out of Anita
Loos: pretty, kind, charming and possessed of the |.Q. of a toad. Nobody would have written this
story in the 1970’s, not Cyril, and certainly not |, and over a good many years | would fromtime
to time look at the tattered manuscript again and try to find some way of detoxifying it. There
never was one. There was a great deal of brightness and charm, but it was all bound up in the
empty-headedness of Shirl. | couldn’t change that without destroying everything Cyril had put on
paper, and so | finally took my courage in my hands, pretended that it was 1953 instead of 1973
and finished it up.

Garigolli to Home Base
Greeting, Chief,



I’m glad you' re pleased with the demographics and cognitics studies. Y ou don’t mention the orbita
mapping, but | supposethat’sall complete and satisfactory.

Now will you please tell me how we' re going to get off thislousy planet?

Keep firmly in mind, Chief, that we re not complainers. Y ou don’t have a better crew anywherein the
Gdaxy and you know it. We' ve complied with the Triple Directive, every time, on every planet we' ve

explored. Remember Arcturus XI11? But thistime we' re having trouble. After al, look at the
disproportion in mass. And take alook at the reports we' ve sent in. These are pretty miserable sentients,
Chief.

So will you let usknow, please, if there has ever been an authorized exception to Directive Two? | don't
mean we aren’t going to bust alink to comply- if we can-but frankly, at this moment, | don’t see how.

And we need to get out of herefast.
Garigolli

Although it was a pretty morning in June, with the blossoms dropping off the catdpatrees and the dgae
blooming in the twelve-foot plastic pool, | was not enjoying ether my breakfast or the morning mail.

The letter from the lawyer started, the way |etters from lawyers do, with
RE: GUDSELL VS. DUPOIR

and went on to advise Dupoir (that’s me, plus my wife and our two-year-old son Butchie) that unlessa
certified check arrived in Undersigned’ s office before close of business Junellth (that wastomorrow) in
the amount of $14,752.03, Undersigned would be compelled to ingtitute Proceedings at once.

| showed it to my wife, Shirl, for lack of anything better to do.

Sheread it and nodded intelligently. “He' sredly been very patient with us, considering,” shesaid. “I
supposethisisjust some more lawyer-tak?’

It had occurred to me, for awild moment, that maybe she had $14,752.03 in the old sugar bowl asa
surprise for me, but | could see she didn’t. | shook my head. “This meansthey take the house,” | said.
“I"'m not mad any more. But you won’t sign anything for your brother after this, will you?’

“Certainly not,” she said, shocked. “ Shdl | put that letter in the paper-recycling bin?’

“Not just yet,” | said, taking off my glasses and hearing aid. Shirl knows perfectly well that | can’t hear
her when my glasses are off, but she kept on talking anyway as she wiped the apricot puree off Butchie's
chin, rescued the milk glass, rinsed the plastic infant-food jar and dropped it in the “plastics’ carton,
rinsed thelid and put it in the “metals’ box and poured my coffee. We are avery ecologica household. It
agtonishes me how good Shirl is at things like that, considering.

| waved fruit fliesaway from the generd direction of my orange juice and put my glasses back onintime
to catch her asking, wonderingly, “What would they do with our house? | mean, I’m not ademon
decorator like Ginevra Freedman. | just likeit comfortable and neat.”

“They don't exactly want the house,” | explained. “ They just want the money they’ Il get after they sell it
to somebody else.” Her expression cleared a once. Shirl aways likesto understand things.

| Sipped my coffee, fending off Butchie' s attempt to grab the cup, and folded the letter and laid it across
my knees like an unshesthed scimitar, ready to taste the blood of the giaour, which it kind of was.
Butchie indicated that hewould liketo est it, but | didn’t see that that would solve the problem. Although
| didn’t have any better way of solvingit, at that.

| finished the orange juice, patted Butchi€' s head and, againgt my better judgment, gave Shirl the routine
kiss on the nose.



“Wdl,” shesad, “I'm glad that’ s settled. It it nice the way the mail comesfirst thing in the morning
now?’

| said it was very nice and left for the bus but, redly, | could have been just as happy if Undersigned's
letter had come any old time. Thefruit flieswere pursuing me al the way down the street. They seemed
to think they could get nourishment out” of me, which suggested that fruit flies were about equd in
intelligence to brothers-in-law. It was not a surprising thought. | had thought it before.

Garigolli to Home Base

Chief,

The mobility of thisHost isacongtant pain in the spermatophore. Now he’ s gone off on the day-cycle
early, and hdf the crew are dill stuck in hisdomicile. Ultimate Matrix knows how they’ll handleit if we
don't get back before they run out of group empathy.

Y ou’ ve got no reason to take that tone, Chief. We' re doing agood job and you know it. “ Directive One:
To remain undetected by sentients on planet being explored.” A hundred and forty-four p.g., right? They
don't have acluewe' re here, adthough | concede that that part isfairly easy, Sncethey are so much
bigger than we are. “ Directive Three: Subject to Directives One and Two, to make a complete study of
geographic, demographic, ecological and cognitic factors and to transmit sameto Home Base.” You
actualy complimented uson those! It sonly Directive Two that’ s giving ustrouble.

We redtill trying, but did it ever occur to you that maybe these people don’t deserve Directive Two?
Garigoalli

| loped aong the jungletrail to the bus stop, caculating with my razor-sharp mind that the distance from
the house was dmost exactly 14,752.03 centimeters. As centimetersit didn’t sound bad at al. As
money, $14,752.03 was the kind of sum | hadn’t written down since Commercia Arithmeticin P.S. 98.

| fdl in with Barney Freedman, insurance underwriter and husband of Ginevra, the Demon Decorator.
“Whatever became of Commercid Arithmetic?’ | asked him. “Like ninety-day notes for fourteen
thousand seven hundred and fifty-two dollars and three cents at six percent smple interest? Although
why anybody would be dumb enough to lend anybody money

for ninety days beats me. If he does't have it now, hewon't have it in ninety days.”

“You'rein somekind of trouble.”

“Shrewd guess.”

“So what did Shirl do now?’

“She co-sgned anaote for her brother,” | said. “When he went into the drying-out sanitarium for the gold
treatment. They wouldn’t take him on his own credit, for some reason. They must have gold-plated nun.
He said the note was just aformality, so Shirl didn’t bother mewith it.”

We turned the corner. Barney said, “ Ginervadidn’t bother me once when the telephone company-*

“So when Shirt’ s brother got undrunk,” 1 said, “hetold her not to worry about it and went to California.
He thought he might catch on with the movies”
“Did he?’

“Hedidn’'t even catch cold with the movies. Then they sent usthe bill. Fourteen thou-well, they had it all
itemized. Three nurses. Medication. Suite. Occupationa Therapy. Professiona services. Hydrother-apy.
Group counseling. One-to-one counsdling. Limousine. Chauffeur for limousine. Chauffeur’ s helper for
limousine. Chauffeur’ s helper’ s hard-boiled eggs for lunch. Salt for chauffeur’ s hel per’ s hard-boiled-*

“You're getting hysterical,” Barney said. *Y ou mean he just skipped?’ We were at the bus stop, with a
gaggle of other prosperous young suburbanites.

| said, “Likeaflat rock on a pond. So wewrote him, and of course the | etters came back. They didn’t



fool around, the Indtitute for Psychosomatic Adjustment didn’t.”
“That’ sapretty name.”

“| telephoned aman up there to explain, when we got thefirst letter. He didn’t sound pretty. Just tired.
He said my wife shouldn’t sign things without reading them. And he said if his house was-something
about joint tenancy in fee smple, hewould bresk hiswife’ sarm if she was the type that signed things
without reading them, and keep on rebresking it until she stopped. Meanwhile they had laid out alot of
goods and servicesin good faith, and what was | going to do about it?’

The bus appeared on the horizon, emitting jet trails of Diesel smog. We knotted up by thesign. “So | told
him 1 didn't know,” | said, “but | know now. I’ll get sued, that’ swhat I'll do. The Dupoirs dways have
an answer to every problem.”

Conversation was suspended for fifteen seconds of scrimmage while we entered the bus. Barney and |
were lucky. We wound up with our heads jammed affectionately together, not too far from awindow
that sucked in Diesel fumes and fanned them at us. | could see the fruit flies gamely trying to get back to
my ear, but they were losing the battle.

Barney said, “Hey. Couldn’t you sl your house to somebody you trusted for adollar, and then they
couldn’t-

“Yes, they could. And then we' d both gotojail. | asked aguy in our legal department.”

“Huh.” The bus roared on, past knots of other prosperous young suburbanites who waved their fists at us
as we passed. “How about this. | hope you won't take this the wrong way. But couldn’t there be some
angle about Shirl being, uh, not exactly competent to sign any kind of-*

“| asked about that too, Barney. No hope. Shirls never been hospitaized, she’ s never been to a shrink,
she runs a house and ahusband and asmdll boy just fine. Maybe she’ salittleimpulsive. But alot of
people areimpulsive, the man said.”

Garigolli to Home Base

Chief,

| think we' ve got it. These people use amedium of exchange, remember? And the Host doesn’t have
enough of it! What could be smpler?

With alittle modification there are a couple of loca organismsthat should be able to concentrate the stuff
out of the ambient environment, and then-

And then we re off the impaling spike!
Garigolli

The busjerked to astop at therailroad, station and we boiled out on successive rollers of humanity
which beached us at separate parts of the platform.

The8:07 did ina 8:19 sharp and | swung aboard, my mighty thews rippling like those of the giant
anthropoids among whom | had been raised. With stedthy tread and every jungle-trained sensedert |
stalked avacant seat hafway down the aide on the left, my fangs and molars bared, my liana-bound,
flint-tipped Times poised for the thrust of degth. It wasn’t my morning. Ug-Fwathe Hyena, scavenger of
the mighty Limpopo, bounded from the far vestibule giving voice to his mad cackle and dipped into the
vacant seat. | and the rest of the giant anthropoids glared, unfolded our newspapers and pretended to
read.

The headlines were very interesting that morning.

PRES ASKS $14,752.03 FOR MISSILE DEFENSE. “SLICK” DUPOIR SOUGHT IN DEFAULT
CASE. RUMOR RED PURGE OF BROTHER-IN-LAW. QUAKE DEATH TOLL SET AT



14,752.03. BODY OF SKID ROW CHARACTER IDENTIFIED AS FORMER PROSPEROUS
YOUNG SUBURBANITE; BROTHER-IN-LAWS FLIES FROM COAST, WEEPS “WHY
DIDN'T HE ASK ME FOR HELP?' FOSTER PARENTS OF “BUTCHIE” DUPOIR OPEN
LEGAL FIGHT AGAINST DESTITUTE MA AND PA, SAY “IF THEY LOVE HIM WHY DON'T
THEY SUPPORT HIM?" GLIDER SOARS 14,752.-

03 MILES. DUPOIR OFF 147.52-no, that was afly speck, not adecimal point-OFF 14,752.03 FOR
NEW LOW, RAILSAND BROTHERS AND LAW MIXED IN ACTIVE TRADING.

| dwaysfed you re more efficient if you start the day with the gist of the news straight in your mind.

| arrived at the office punctudly at 9:07, late enough to show that | was an executive, but not so late that
Mr. Horgan would noticeit. The frowning brow of my cave opened under the grim rock front that bore
the legend “International Plastics Co.” and | walked in, nodding good morning to several personsfrom
the Fourteenth FHoor, but being nodded to mysdlf only by Hennie, who ran the cigar stand. Hermie
cultivated my company because | was good for adollar on the numberstwo or threetimesaweek. Little
did he know that it would be many along day before he saw adollar of mine, perhaps as many as
14,752.03 of them.

Garigolli to Home Base
Further to my last communication, Chief,

Weraninto akind of asetback. We found a suitable organic substrate and implanted a colony of
modified organismswhich extracted gold from environmental sources, and they were performing
beautifully, depositing afilm of pure metal on the substrate, which the Host was carrying with him.

Then hefolded it up and threw it in awaste receptacle.
We're dtill working onit, but I don’'t know, Chief, | don’t know.

Garigolli
| find it alittle difficult to explain to people what | do for aliving. It has something to do with making the
country plastics-conscious. | make the country plastics-conscious by writing newspaper stories about
plastics which only seem to get printed in neighborhood shopping guidesin Sioux Fals, Idaho. And by
scripting talk features about plastics which get run from 11:55 P.M. to 12:00 midnight on radio stations
the rest of whose programstime is devoted to public-service items like late jockey changes at Whedling
Downs. And by scripting television features which do not seem ever to be run on any station.

And by handling the annual Miss Plagtics contest, at least up to the point where actual contestants
appear, when it istaken over by the people from the Fourteenth Floor. And by writing the monthly page
of Plastics Briefs whieh goes out, already matted, to 2,000 papersin North America. Plastics Briefsis
our best bet because each Brief isillugtrated by aline drawing of agirl doing something with, to or about
plastics, and heir costumeisawayshbrief. Asl said, dl thisis not easy to explain, so when people ask me
what | do | usudly say, “Whatever Mr. Horgan tellsmeto.”

Thismorning Mr. Horgan called me away from a conference with Jack Denny, our Briefs artist, and said:
“Dupair, that Century of Plastics Anniversary Dinner idea of yoursis out. The Fourteenth Foor saysit
lacks thematic juice. Think of something €lse for awinter promotion, and think big!” He banged aplastic
block on his desk with alittle plastic hammer.

| said, “Mr. Horgan, how about this? Are we getting the break in the high-school chemistry text books
we should? Are we getting the message of polytheneto every boy, girl, brother-in-law-*

He shook hishead. “That’ssmall,” he said, and went on to explain: “By which | meanitisn't big. Also
thereistheflak we are getting from the nature nuts, which the Fourteenth Floor does not think you are
deding within acregtiveway.”

“I’ve ordered five thousand pop-up recycling binsfor the test, Mr. Horgan. They’re not only plastic,



they’ rerecycled plastic. We use them in my own home, and | am confident-*

“Confidence,” hesaid, “iswhen you' ve got your eyes so firmly fixed on the god that you trip ona
dog-doodie and fal in the crap.”

| regrouped. “| think we can convert the present opposition from the ecology movement to-*

“The ecology movement,” he said, “is people who love buzzards better than babies and catfish better
than cars”

| fell back on my last line of defense. “Y es, Mr. Horgan,” | said.

“Persondly,” Mr. Horgan said, “I like seeing plastic bottles bobbing in the surf. It makesmefed, | don't
know, like part of something that isgoing to last forever. | want you to communicate that fegling,
Du-poir. Now go get your Briefsout.”

| thought of asking for asalary advance of $14,-752.03, but hesitated.

“Isthere something e =7’

“No, Mr. Horgan. Thank you.” | left quietly.

Jack Denny was il waiting in my office, doodling still-life sudies of cornucopias with fruits and nuts
spilling out of them. “Look,” he said, “how about thisfor a change? Something symbolic of the season,
like‘therich harvest of Plasticsto make life more gracious,” like?’

| said kindly, “'Y ou don’t understand copy, Jack. Do you remember what we did for last September?’
He scowled. “A girl in hater and shorts, very brief and tight, putting up plastic ssorm windows.”

“That’ sright. Wdll, I’ ve got an ideafor something kind of nove thisyear. A little two-act drama. Act
One: She' swearing hater and shorts and she' s taking down the plastic screens. Act Two: She' swearing
adress and putting up the plastic ssorm windows. And thisisimportant. In Act Two there swind, and
autumn leaves blowing, and the dressis kind of wind-blown tight against her. Do you know what | mean,
Jack?’

Hesad evenly, “1 wasthe youngest child and only boy in afamily of eight. If | didn’t know what you
meant by now | would deserve to be put awvay. Sometimes | think | will be put away. Do you know what
seven older sgters can do to the psychology of a sensitive young boy?’ He began to shake.

“Draw, Jack,” | told him hastily. To give him achanceto recover himself | picked up his cornucopias.
“Very nice” | said, turning them over. “Beautiful modding. | guess you spilled some paint on this one?’

He snatched it out of my hand. “Where? That? That’ s gilt. | don’t even have any gilt.”

“No offense, Jack. | just thought it looked land of nice.” It didn’t, particularly, it wasjust ashiny yellow
smear in acorner of the drawing.

“Nice! Sure, if you'd let me use metdlicinks. If you'd go to high-gloss paper. If you' d spend afew
bucks-“

“Maybe, Jack,” | said, “it’d be better, at that, if you took these back to your office. Y ou can concentrate
better there, maybe.”

Hewent out, shaking.

| stayed in and thought about my house and brother-in-law and the Gudsell Medica Credit Bureau and
after awhile | began to shake too. Shaking, | phoned aMr. Klaw, whom I had come to think of asmy
“account executive” at Gudsell.

Mr. Klaw was glad to hear from me. “Y ou got our lawyer’ s note? Good, good. And exactly what
arrangements are you suggesting, Mr. Dupoir?’

“I don’t know,” | said openly. “It catches me at abad time. If we could have an extension-*



“Extensonswe haven't got,” he said regretfully. “We had one month of extensons, and we gave you the
month, and now we refresh out. I’ m redly sorry, Dupair.”

“With sometime | could get asecond mortgage, Mr. Haw.”

“Y ou could at thet, but not for $14,752.03.”

“Do you want to put me and my family on the Sregt?’

“Goodness, no, Mr. Dupoir! What we want is the sanitarium’ s money, including our commisson. And
maybe we want alittle bit to make people think before they sign things, and maybe that people who
should go to the county hospital go to the county hospital instead of afrankly deluxerest home.”

“I'll call you later,” | said.

“Pleasedo,” said Mr. Klaw sincerdly.

Tendonsdack asthelimp lianas, | leafed listlesdy through the dhawani-bark jujus on my desk, studying
Jack Denny’ s draftsmanship with cornucopias. The yellow stain, | noted, seemed to be spreading, even
as abrother-in-law’ s blood might spread on the sands of the doom-pit when the cobras hissed the hour
of judgment.

Mr. Horgan rapped perfunctorily on the doorframe and camein. “I had the impression, Dupoir, that you
had something further to ask me at our conference thismorning. I’ ve learned to back those judgments,
Dupoair.”

“Well, sir-* | began.

“Had that feding about poor old Globus,” he went on. *Y ou remember Miss Globus? Crying in thefile
room one day. Seems she’ d signed up for some kind of charm school. Couldn’t pay, didn't likeit, tried
to back out. They wanted their money. Attached her wages. Wdll, Naturally, we couldn’t have that sort
of financid irrespongbility. | understand she' sa PFC in the WAC now. What wasit you wanted,
Dupoir?’

“Me, Mr. Horgan? Wanted? No. Nothing at all.”

“Glad we cleared that up,” he grunted. “Can’t do your best work for the firm if your mind’ staken up
with persona problems. Remember, Dupoir. We want the country plastics conscious, and forget about
those ecology fresks.”

“Yes, Mr. Horgan.”

“And big. Not smdl.”

“Bigitis, Mr. Horgan,” | said. | rolled up Jack Denny’ s sketchesinto athick wad and threw them at him
in the door, but not before he had closed it behind him.

Garigolli to Home Base
Ligten Chief,

| appreciate your trying to work out asolution for us, but you' re not doing aswel aswe' re doing, even.
Not that that’s much.

Wetried again to meet that constant aura of medium-of-exchange need for the Hogt, but he destroyed
the whole lash-up again. Maybe we re misunderstanding him?

Artifacts are out. He' stoo big to see anything we make. Energy sources don’t look promising. Oh, sure,
we could eaborate lesser breeds that would selectively concentrate, for instance, plutonium or one of the
uraniums. | don't think this particular Host would know the difference unlessthe scale was very large,
and then, blooig, critica mass.

Meanwhile moraleis becoming troublesome. We re holding together, but | wouldn't describe the
condition as good, Vdlitot has been wooing Dinnolissin spite of the secondary directives against
breeding while on exploration missions. I’ ve cautioned them both, but they don’t seem to stop. The funny



thing isthey’ re both in the male phase.
Garigolli

Between Jack Denny and mysdlf we got about half of the month’ s Plastics Briefs before quitting time.
Maybe they weren't big, but they were real windblown. All factors considered, | don't think it isvery
much to my discredit that two hourslater | was moodily drinking my seventh beer in adark place near
therailroad gation.

The bartender respected my mood, the TV was off, the juke box had nothing but blues on it and there
was only onefly in my lugubrious ointment, alittle man who kept trying to be friendly.

From timeto time | gave him ascowl | had copied from Mr. Horgan. Then he would edge down the bar
for afew minutes before edging back. Eventudly he got up courage enough to talk, and | got too gloomy
to crush him with my mighty thews, corded like the jungle-vines that |ooped from the towering
nganga-palms.

He was some kind of hotelkeeper, it gppeared. “My young friend, you may think you have problems; but
there’ sno businesslike my business. Mortgage, insurance, state supervision, building and grounds
maintenance, kitchen personnd and purchasing, linen, uniforms, the station wagon and the driver, carpet
repairs -oh, God, carpet repairs! No matter how many ash trays you put around, you know what they
do? They gted the ashtrays. Then they stamp out cigarettes on the carpets.” He began to weep.

| told the bartender to give him another. How could | lose? If he passed out I'd berid of him. If he
recovered | would have his undying, doglike affection for severd minutes, and what kind of shape wasl|
into sneer at that?

Besdes, | had worked out some pretty interesting figures. “ Did you know,” | told him, “that if you spend
$1.46 aday on cigarettes, you can save $14,752.03 by giving up smoking for 10,104 and a quarter
days?’

Hewasn't listening, but he wasn't weeping any more ether. Hewasjust looking lovingly at hisvodka
libre, or whatever it was. | tried adifferent tack. “When you see discarded plastic bottles bobbing in the
surf,” | asked, “doesit make you fed like part of something grand and timeless that will go on forever?’

He glanced at me with distaste, then went back to adoring hisdrink. “ Or do you like buzzards better than
babies?’ | asked.

“They'redl babies” hesad. “Nasty, smelly, upchucking babies.”

“Who are?’ | asked, having lost the thread. He shook his head mysterioudly, patted his drink and tossed
it down.

“Root of mogt evil,” he said, swalowing. Then, affectionately, “Don’t know where I’ d be with it, don’t
know where I’ d be without it.”

He appeared to be talking about booze. “On your way home, without it?’ | suggested.

He said obscurdly, “ Digging ditches, without it.” Then he giggled. “ Greatest businessin the world! But
oh! theworries! The competition! And when you comedown toit it’sdl just aversion, right?’

“| can seeyou have agreat aversonto liquor,” | said politely.
“No, stupid! The guests.”

Stffly | sgnded for Number Eight, but the bartender misunderstood and brought another for my friend,
too. | said, “Y ou have an averson to the guests?’

Hetook firm hold on the bar and attempted to look squarely into my eyes, but wound up with hisleft eye
four inchesin front of my left eye and both our right eyes staring at respective ears. “ The guests must be
madeto fed an averson to alcohol,” he said. “ Secret of the whole thing. Works. Sometimes. But oh! it



cods.”

Likethe gtriking fangs of Nag, the cobra, faster than the eye can follow, my trained reflexes swept the
beer up to my lips. I drank furioudly, scowling at him. “Y ou mean to say you ran adrunk farm?’ |
shouted.

He was shocked. “My boy! No need to befulgar. An ‘indtitute, eh? Let’ sleave the averson to the
drunks.”

“I havetotdl you, Sir,” | declared, “that | have a persona reason for despising al proprietors of such
inditutiond”

He began to weep again. “ Y ou, too! Oh, the genera scorn.”

“In my case, thereis nothing generd-*

“-the hatred! The unthinking contempt. And for what?”

| snarled. “For your blood-sucking ways.”

“Blood, old boy?’ he said, surprised. “No, nothing like that. We don’t use blood. We use gold, yes, but
the gold cure’ sold hat. Need new gimmick. Can't use silver, too cheap. Redly doesn’'t matter what you
say you use. All aversion-drying them out, keeping them comfy and aversion. But no blood.”

Hewiggled hisfingersfor Number Nine. Moodily | drank, glaring & him over my glass.

“Inthewrong end of it, | sometimesthink,” he went on meditatively, staring with suspicious envy & the
bartender. “He doesn’'t have to worry. Pour it out, pick up the money. No concern about expensive
rooms standing idle, staff loafing around picking their noses, overhead going on, going on-you wouldn't
believe how it goes on, whether the guests are there to pay for it or not-*

“Hah,” | muttered.

“You' vesmply noideawhat | go through,” he sobbed. “ And then they won't pay. No, redly. Fellow
beat me out of $14,752.03 just lately. I'm taking it out of the co-signer’ s hide, of course, but after you
pay the collection agency, what' sthe profit?’

| choked on the beer, but he was too deep in sorrow to notice.
Strangling, | gasped, “Did you say fourteen thousand-?’

He nodded. “ Seven hundred and fifty-two dollars, yes. And three cents. Astonishesyou, doesn't it, the
deadbesats in thisworld?’

| couldn’t speak.

“Youwouldn’t think it,” he mourned. “All those sdlaries. All those rooms. The hydrothergpy tubs. The
water bill.”

| shook my head.
“Probably you think my life sabowl of roses, hey?’

| managed to pry my larynx open enough to wheeze, “Up to thisminute, yes, | did. Y ou’ ve opened my
eyes”

“Drink to that,” he said promptly. “Hey, barman!”

But before the bartender got there with Number Ten thelittle man hiccoughed and did melting to the
floor, likeaglacier caving into icebergs.

The bartender peered over a him. “Every damn night,” he grumbled. “ And who's going to get him home
thistune?’



My mind working asfast “as Ngo, the dancing spider, spinning her web, | succeeded in saying, “Me.
Glad to oblige. Never fear.”

Garigolli to Home Base
Chidf,

All right, I admit we haven't been exactly 144 p.g. on this project, but there’ s no reason for you to get
loose. Reciting the pendtiesfor violating the Triple Directive is uncaled-for.

Let me point out that there has been no question at any time of compliance with One or Three. And even
Directive Two, well, we ve done what we could. “ To repay sentients in medium suitable to them for
information gained.” These sentients are tricky, Chief. They don’t seem to empathize, redlly. See our
reports. They often take without giving in return among themsaves, and it seemsto methat under the
circumstances a certain modification of Directive Two would have been quite proper.

But | am not protesting the ruling. Especialy since you' ve pointed out it won't do any good. When | get
old and skinny enough to retireto ading in Home Base | guess 111 get that, home-base mentdity too>
but way out here on the surface of the exploration volumeit looks different, believe me.

And what is happening with the rest of our crew back a Host’sdomicile | can’t even guess. They must
be nearly frantic by now.

Garigolli

There was some discussion with a policeman he wanted to hit (gpparently under the impression that the
cop was his night watchman playing hookey), but | findly got thelittle man to the Indtitute for
Psychosomatic Adjustment.

The mausoleum that had graduated my brother-in-law turned out to be three stories high, with asun
porch and adate roof and bars on the ground-floor bay windows. It was not dl that far from my house.
Shirl had been pleased about that, | remembered. She said we could visit her brother alot there, and in
fact she had gone over once or twice on Sundays, but me, I'd never set eyes on the place before.

Dagger-sharp fangs flecking white spume, none dared dispute me as| strode through the great green
corridors of the rain forest. Corded thews rippling like pythons under my skin, it was child’ s play to carry
the craven jackd to hislair. The cabbie helped me up the stepswith him.

The little man, now revedled asthat creature who in anticipation had seemed so much larger and hairier,
revived dightly aswe entered the reception hall. “Ooooh,” he groaned. “Watch the bouncing, old boy.
That door. My office. Leather couch. Much obliged.”

| dumped him on the couch, lit agreen-shaded lamp on his desk, closed the door and considered.

Mine enemy had ddivered himsdlf into my power. All | had to do was saize him by the forelock. |
seemed to see the faces of my family-Shirl’ssmiling sweetly, Butchi€'s
cocoa-overlad-with-oatmeal -spurring me on.

There had to be away.

| pondered. Life had not equipped mefor this occasion. Raffles or Professor Moriarity would have
known what to do at once, but, ponder as| would, | couldn’t think of anything to do except to go
through the drawers of his desk.

Wedll, it wasagtart. But it yielded very little. Miscellaneous paper clips and sheaves of |etterheads, a
carton of cigarettes of abrand apparently flavored with rice wine and extract of vanilla, part of afifth of
Old Rathole and five switchblade knives, presumably taken from theinmates. Therewas dso $6.15in
unused postage stamps, but | quickly computed that, even if | went to the trouble of cashing them in, that
would leave me $14,745.88 short.



Of Papersto Burn there were none.
All indl, the venture was abust. | wiped out awater glass with one of the letterheads (difficult, be-

cause they were of so high quality that they seemed likelier to shatter than to wad up), and forced down a
couple of ounces of the whiskey (difficult, becauseit was of so low).

Obvioudy anything of vaue, like for instance co-sgned agreements with brothers-in-law, would beina
safe, which itsaf would probably be in the offices of the Gudsall Medical Credit Bureau. Blackmail? But
there seemed very little to work with, barring one or two curious photographs tucked in among the
envelopes. Conceivably | could cause him some dight embarrassment, but nowhere near $14,752.03
worth. | had not noticed any evidence of Red espionage that might put the little man (whose name, |
learned from his|etterhead, was Bermingham) away for 10,104 and a quarter days, while | saved up the
price of reclaming our liberty.

There seemed to be only one possible thing to do.

Eyes glowing like red cods behind ditted lids, | walked lightly on velvet-soft padsto the krad of the
witch-man. He was snoring with his mouth open. Totaly vulnerableto his doom.

Only, how toinflict it?

It isnot as easy as one might think to murder a person. Especialy if one doesn't come prepared for it.
Mr. Morgan doesn’t like usto carry guns at the office, and heaven knows what Shirl would do with one
if | left it around home. Anyway, | didn’'t have one.

Poison was apossibility. The Old Rathole suggested itself. But we' d dready tried that, hadn’t we?

| considered the switchblade knives. There was atechnical problem. Would you know where the heart
is? Granted, it had to be insde his chest somewhere, and sooner or later | could find it. But what would |
say to Mr. Bermingham after thefirst three or four exploratory stabs woke him up?

The only reasonably efficient method | could think of to insure Mr. Bermingham'’ s decease wasto burn
the place down with him init. Which, I quickly perceived, meant with whatever cargo of drying-out
drunksthe Ingtitute now possessed in it too, behind those barred windows.

At thispoint | came face to face with mysdlf.
| wasn't going to kill anybody. | wasn't going to stedl any papers.

What | was going to do was, | was going to let Mr. Klaw’ s lawyers go ahead and take our house,
because | just didn’t know how to do anything else. | hefted the switchblades in my hand, threw them
againg thewa|l and poured mysdlf another dug of Mr. Bermingham' slousy whiskey, wishing it would kill
me right there and be alesson to him.

Garigolli to Home Base

Now, don't get excited, Chief,

But we have another problem.

Beforel getintoit, | would like to remind you of acouple of things. First, | was againgt exploring this
planet inthefirst place, remember? | said it was going to be very difficult, on the grounds of the
difference in mass between its dominant species and us. | mean, redly. Here we are fighting member to
member against dangerous beasts dl the time, and the beasts, to the Host and hisrace, are only
microorganismsthat live unnoticed in their circulatory systems, their tissues, their food and their
environment. Anybody could tell that thiswas going to be atough assgnment, if not an impossible one.

Then there sthe fact that this Host moves around so. | told you some of our crew got |eft in hisdomicile.
Widl, we ve timed this before, and dmost dways he returns within 144 or 216 time-units-at mogt, hah*
of one of hisplanet’ sdays. It' s pretty closeto critical, but our crew istough and they can survive



empathy-depriva that long. Only thistime he has been away, so far, nearly 432 time-units. It's bad
enough for those of uswho have been with him. The ones who were cut off back at his domicile must
have been through the tortures of the damned.

Two of them homed in on usto report just afew time-units ago, and I’'m afraid you' re not going to like
what’ s happened. They must have been pretty panicky. They decided to try meeting the Second
Directive themsdves. They modified some microorganismsto provide some organic chemicasthey
thought the Host might like.

Unfortunately the organisms turned out to have an gppetite for some of the Host' s household artifacts,
and they’ re pretty well demolished. So we not only haven't given him anything to comply with Directive
Two, we ve taken something from him. And in the process maybe we' ve cdled attention to ourselves.

I’m giving it to you arced, Chief, because | know that’s how you' d likeit. | accept full respongibility.
Because | don't have any choice, do 1?
Garigolli

“Whét the Hdll,” said the voice of Mr. Bermingham, from somewhere up there, “are you doing in my
office?’
| opened my eyes, and he was quiteright. | wasin Mr. Bermingham’ s office. The sun was streaming

through Mr. Bermingham'’ s Venetian blinds, and Mr. Bermingham was standing over me with asdection
of the switchblade knivesin his hands.

| don't know how Everyman reactsto this sort of situation. | guess| ran about average. | pushed myself
up on one elbow and blinked a him.

“Spadtic,” he muttered to himself “Well?’

| cleared my throat. “I, uh, I think | can explain this”

He was hung over and shaking. “ Go ahead! Who the devil are you?’

“Wel, my nameisDupoir.”

“I don’'t mean what’ syour name, | mean- Wait aminute. Dupoir?’

“Dupoair.”

“Asin $14,752.037

“That’ sright, Mr. Bermingham.”

“You!” he gasped. “ Say, you' ve got some nerve coining herethisway. | ought to teach you alesson.”
| scrambled to my feet. Mighty thewsrippling, | tossed back my head and bellowed the degth challenge
of the giant anthropoids with whom | had been raised.

Bermingham misunderstood. It probably didn’t sound like a death challenge to him. He said anxioudy, “If
you' re going to be sick, go in there and do it. Then we re going to straighten thisthing out.”

| followed his pointing finger. There on one sde of the foyer was the door marked Staff Washroom, and
on the other the door to the street through which | had carried- him. 1t was only the work of asecond to
decide which to take. | was out the door, down the steps, around the corner and hailing afortuitous cab
before he could react.

By thetime| got to the house that Mr. Klaw wanted so badly to take away from usit was 7:40 on my
watch. Therewas no chance at dl that Shirl would gtill be adegp. There was not any very big chance that
she had got to deep at al that night, not with her faithful husband for thefirst timein the four years of our
marriage staying out al night without warning, but no chance at dl that she would be till in bed. So there
would be explaining to do. Nevertheess | insgnuated my key into the lock of the back door, eased it
open, dipped ghost-like through and gently closed it behind me.

| smdlled likeadidtillery, | noticed, but my keen, jungletrained senses brought me no other message. No
onewasin sght or sound. Not even Butchie was ether chattering or weeping to disturb the silence.



| did slently through the mud-room into the half-bath where | kept a spare razor. | spent five minutes
trying to convert mysdf into the image of a prosperous young executive getting ready to be half an hour
late at work, but it was no easy job. There was nothing but soap to shave with, and Butchie had knocked
it into the sink. What was left was ablob of jelly, sculpted into a crescent where the dripping tap had
eroded it away. Still, | got clean, more or less, and shaved, less.

| entered the kitchen, and then realized that my jungle-trained senses had failed to note the presence of a
pot of fresh coffee perking on the stove. | could hear it plainly enough. Smelling it was more difficult; its
scent was drowned by the aromaof cheap booze that hung inthe air al around me.

So | turned around and yes, there was Shirl on the stairway, holding Butchie by one hand like Maureen
O’ Sullivan waking Cheeta. She wore an expression of unrelieved tragedy.

It was clearly necessary to give her an explanation at once, whether | had one or not. “Honey,” | said,
“I’'m sorry. | met thisfelow | hadn’'t seenin along time, and we got to talking. | know we should have
caled. But by thetime| redlized thetuneit was so late | was afraid I d wake you up.”

“Y ou can't wear that shut to the office,” she said woefully. “1 ironed your blue and gray one with the
white cuffs. It'sin the closat.”

| paused to andlyze the Situation. It appeared she wasn't angry at dl, only upset-which, as any husband
of our yearsknows, is 14,752.03 timesworse. In spite of the fact that the reek of booze was making me
giddy and fruit flies were buzzing around, Shirl’s normaly immaculate kitchen, | knew what | had to do.
“Shirl,” | said, faling to oneknee, “I gpologize.”

That seemed to divert her. “ Apologize? For what?’

“For gaying out dl night.”

“But you explained dl that. Y ou met thisfelow you hadn’t seenin along time, and you got to talking. By
the time you redized thetime it was S0 late you were afraid you’ d wake me up.”

“Oh, Shirl,” | cried, leaping to my feet and crushing her in my mighty thews. | would have kissed her, but
the reek of stale liquor seemed even stronger. | was afraid of what close contact might do, not to mention
its effect on Butchie, staring up a me with athumb and two fingersin his mouth. We Dupoirs never do
anything by halves

But there was atear in her eye. She said, | watched Butchie, honestly | did. | aways do. When he
broke the studio lamp | was watching every minute, remember? He was just too fast for me.”

| didn’'t have any ideawhat she wastalking about. That isnot an unfamiliar Stuation in our house, and |
have developed atechnique for dealing with it. “What?’ | asked,

“Hewastoo fagt for me,” Shirl said woefully. “When he dumped hisvitaminsinto hisraisns and oatmedl
| was right there. | went to get some paper napkins, and that was when he did it. But how could I know
it would nun the plagticsbin?’

| went into Phase Two. “What plastics bin?’
“Our plagticsbin.” She pointed. “Where Butchie threw the stuff.”

At once | saw what she meant. There was arow of four plastic popup recycling binsin our kitchen, one
for paper, onefor plagtics, one for glass and one for metals. They were acredit to us, and to Mr. Horgan
and to the Fourteenth Floor. However, the one marked “plagtics’ was not a credit to anyone any more.

It had sprung aleak. A colorless fluid was oozing out of the bottom of it and, whatever it was, it was

deeply pitting the floor tiles.

| bent closer and redlized where the reek of stale booze was coming from: out of the juices that were
seeping from our plagticshin.



“What the devil 7’ | asked.

Shirl said thoughtfully, “If vitamins can do that to plastic, what do you suppose they do to Butchie's
ingdes?

“Itisn’'t the vitamins. | know that much.” | reached in and hooked the handle of what had been amilk jug,
gdlon sze. It was high-density polythene and about 400 percent more indestructible than Mount
Rushmore. It was exactly the kind of plastic jug that people who loved buzzards better than babies have
been complaining about finding bobbing around the surf of their favorite bathing beaches, al the world
over.

Indestructible or not, it was about 90 percent destroyed. What | pulled out was a handle and part’ of a
neck. Therest drizzled off into asubstance very like the stuff | had shaved with. Only that was soap,
which one expects to dissolve from time to time. High-density polythene one does not.

Thefruit flieswere buzzing around me, and everything was very confusing. | was hardly aware thet the
front doorbell had rung until | noticed that Shirl had gone to answe it.

What made me fully aware of thiswas Mr. Bermingham' striumphant roar: “ Thought I’ d find you here,
Dupoir! And who are these people-your confederates?’

Bermingham had no terrorsfor me. | was past that point. | said, “Hello, Mr. Bermingham. This
confederateismy wife, thelittler one hereismy son. Shirl, Butchie-Mr. Bermingham. Mr. Bermingham's
the one who is going to take away our house.”

Shirl said politdly, “Y ou must betired, Mr. Bermingham. I'll get you acup of coffee”

Garigolli to Home Base

Chief,

| admit it, we' ve excreted this one out beyond redemption. Don't bother to reply to this. Just write us off.
| could say that it wasn't entirely the fault of the crew members who stayed behind in the Host’ sdomicile.
They thought they had figured out away to meet Directive Two. They modified some organisms-didn’t

even use bacteria, just an enzyme that hydrated polythene into what they had every reason to believe was
astandard food substance, since the Host had been

observed to ingest it with some frequency. There is no wrong-doing there, Chief. Alcohols are standard
foods for many organic beings, asyou know. And agift of food has been held to satisfy the second
Directive. And add to that they were haf out of their plexuses with empathy deprivation.

Neverthdess| admit the gift failed in afairly basic way, snceit seemsto have damaged artifacts the
Hosts hold vauable.

So | accept the respongbility, Chief. Wipe this expedition off the records. We vefailed, and we' |l never
see our home breeding-dings again.

Pease notify our descendants and former co-parents and, if you can, try to let them think we died
heroicaly, won't you?

Garigolli

Shirl has defeated the wrath of far more complex * Crestures than Mr. Bermingham by offering them
coffee-me, for instance. While she got him the clean cup and the spoon and the milk out of the pitcher in
therefrigerator, | had timeto think.

Mr. Horgan would be interested in what had happened to our plastics Econ-Bin. Not only Mr. Horgan.
The Fourteenth Hoor would be interested. The ecology freaks themsalves would be interested, and
maybe would forget about liking buzzards better than babies long enough to say a good word for
International Plagtics Co.



| mean, thiswas significant. It was big, by which | mean it wasn't little. It was a sort of whole new
horizon for plastics. The thing about plastics, as everyone knows, isthat once you convert them into trash
they stay trash. Bury amaple syrup jug in your back yard and five thousand years from now some
descendant operating a radar-controlled peony-planter from his back porch will grub it up as shiny as
new. But the gunk in our eco-bin was making these plastics, or at least the polythene parts of them,
bio-degradable.

What was the gunk? | had no idea. Some random chemica combination between Butchi€' s oatmea and
hisvitamins?| didn’t care. It wasthere, and it worked. If we could isolate the stuff, | had no doubt that
the world-famous scientists who gave us the plastic storm window and the popup Eco-Bin could
duplicateit. And if we could duplicateit we could sdll it to hard-pressed garbagemen al over the world.
The Fourteenth Foor would be very pleased.

With meto think was ever to act. | rinsed out one of Butchi€ s baby-food jarsin the sink, scraped some
of the stickiest parts of the melting plasticinto it and capped it tightly. | couldn’t wait to get it to the office.

Mr. Bermingham was staring at me with his mouth open. “Good Lord,” he muttered, “playing with filth at
his age. What psychic damage we wreak with bad early toilet training.”

| had lost interest in Mr. Bermingham. | stood up and told him, “I” ve got to go to work. I’ d be happy, to
walk you asfar asthe bus.”

“You aren’'t going anywhere, Dupoir! Came hereto talk to you. Going to do it, too. Behavior was
absolutely inexcusable, and | demand- Say, Dupoir, you don't have adrink anywhere about the house,
doyou?

“More coffee, Mr. Bermingham?’ Shirl said politely. “I' m afraid we don't have anything stronger to offer
you. We don't keep acoholic beverages here, or at least not very long. Mr. Dupoir drinks them.”

“Thought s0,” snarled Bermingham. “Recognize adrunk when | see one: shifty eyes, irrationa behavior,
duplicity-oh, the duplicity! Got dl thesgns”

“Oh, he' snot like my brother, realy,” Shirl said thoughtfully. “My husband doesn’t go out bresking into
liquor stores when he runs out, you know. But | don't drink, and Butchie doesn’t drink, and so about al
we ever havein the houseis some cans of beer, and there aren’t any of those now.”

Bermingham looked at her with angry disbdief. “Youtoo! | smdl it,” hesaid. “You going to tell me
| don’t know what good old ethyl alcohol smdllslike?’
“That’ sthe bin, Mr. Bermingham. It' saterrible mess, | know.”

“Funny place to keep the creature,” he muttered to himself, dropping to his knees. He dipped afinger
into thedrippings, smelled it, tasted it and nodded. “ Alcohoal, al right. Add afew congeners, couple
drops of food coloring, and you' ve got the finest Chivas Rega abellboy ever sold you out of abottle
with the tax stamp broken.” He stood up and glared a me. “What’ s the matter with you, Dupoir? Y ou
not only don’t pay your honest debts, you don't want to pay the bartenders either?’

| said, “It'smore or less an accident.”

“Accident?’

Then illumination struck. “Accident you should find uslikethis” | corrected. “Y ou see, it'sa secret new
process. WE're not ready to announce it yet. Making acohol out of old plastic scraps.”.

He questioned Shirl with his eyes. Getting her consent, he poured some of Butchi€' s baby-food orange
juiceinto aglass, scooped in some of the drippings from the bin, closed his eyes and tasted. “Mmm,” he
sadjudicioudy. “ Sdl it for vodkajust the way it stands.”

“Glad to have an expert opinion,” | said. “Wethink there’ smillionsinit.”



Hetook another taste.  Plastic scraps, you say? Listen, Dupoair. Think we can clear dl thisup in no tune.
That fool Klaw, I'vetold him over and over, ask politely, don’t make trouble for people. But no, he's
got that crazy lawyer’ sdrivefor revenge. Apologize for him, old boy, | redly do apologize for him. Now
look,” he said, putting down the glassto rub his hands. “Y ou’ Il need help in putting this process on the
market. Business acumen, you know? Wise counsdl from man of experience. Like me. And capitd. Can
help you there. I’ m loaded.”

Shirl put in, “Then what do you want our house for?’

“House? My dear Mrs. Dupair,” cried Mr. Bermingham, laughing heartily, “I’m not going to take your
house! Y our husband and | will work out the detailsin no time. Let me have alittle more of that delightful
orange juice and we can talk some business.”

Garigolli to Home Base

Joy, joy
Chief!
Cancdl dl | said. WeVe met Directive Two, the Host is happy, and we' re on our way Home!

Warm up the breeding dings, there’ s going to be a hot time in the old hammocks tonight.
Garigotti

Straight asthe flight of Ung-Glitch, the soaring vulture, that isthe code of the jungle. | was straight with
Mr. Bermingham. | didn’t cheat him. | made ahandshake ded with him over the ruins of our Eco-Bin,
and honored it when we got to hislawyers. | traded him 40 percent of the beverage rights to the tuff that
came out of our bin, and he wrote off that little matter of $14,752.03,,

Of course, the beverage rights turned out not to be worth all that much, because the stuff in the bin was
organic and aive and capable of reproduction, and it did indeed reproduce itsdf enthusiastically. Six
months later you could buy a starter drop of it for aquarter on any street corner, and what that has done
to the vintners of the world you know aswell as| do. But Bermingham came out ahead. He divided his
40 percent interest into forty parts and sold them for $500 each to the dumni of his drunk tank. And Mr.
Horgan-

Ah, Mr. Horgan.

Mr. Horgan was perched on my doorframe like Ung-Glitch awaiting adelivery of cadaversfor dinner
when | arrived that morning, bearing my little glassjar before melike the waiting linein an obstetrician’s
office. “You'relate, Dupoir,” he pointed out “ Troubles me, that does. Do you remember Metcalf? Tall,
blonde girl that used to work in Accounts Receivable? Never could get in on time, and-*

“Mr. Morgan,” | said, “look.” And I unscrewed my baby-food jar and dumped the contents on an
un-popped pop-up Eco-Bin. It took him awhile to see what was happening, but once he saw he was so
impressed he forgot to roar.

And, yes, the Fourteenth Floor was very pleased.

Therewas't any big money init. We couldn’t sdl the Stuff, because it was so happy to give itsdf away
to everyonein theworld. But it meant a promotion and araise. Not big. But not redlly little, either. And,
asMr. Horgan said, “I liketheidea of helping to diminate dl the litter that devastates the landscape. It
makes mefed, | don’t know, like part of something clean and natura.”

And s0 we got dong happily as anything-happily, anyway, until the tune Shirl bought the merry-go-round.



A GENTLE DYING

Thiswas actually to have been the first story Cyril and | collaborated on; in fact, even before
‘that, it was to have been my own first novel. When | first began writing professionally |
conceived the notion of a science-fiction novel to be entitled Sex Dream of a Precocious
Twelve-Year-Old. | am no longer sure of what it was to be about, except that it had something to
do with everyone’ s dreams of flying, and something to do with the dying fantasies of a child. | told
Cyril about it he volunteered to collaborate, he went home and produced a first chapter and we
lost it When it turned up again, after his death, | had long since forgotten whatever it was |
intended for the novel, but | saw a short story init ... and thisisit.

ELPHEN DeBeckett lay dying. It wastime. He had lived in the world for one hundred and nine years,
though he had seen little enough of it except for the children. The children, thank God, till came. He
thought they were with him now: “Coppie,” he whispered in ashriveled voice, “how niceto seeyou.”
The nurse did not look around, although she was the only person in the room besides himself, and knew
that he was not addressing her.

The nurse was preparing the injections the doctor had ordered her to have ready. Thislittle capsule for
shock, thisto rally his strength, these half-dozen othersto shield him from his pain. Most of them would
be used. DeBeckett was dying in apain that once would have been unbearable and even now caused
him to thresh about sometimes and moan.

DeBeckett’ sroom was agreat twelve-foot chamber with hanging drapes and murals that reflected
scenes from hisbooks. The man himself wastiny, gnomelike. He became even less materid while death
(prosey biology, the chemistry of colloids) drew inappropriately near his head. He had lived hislife
remote from everything anormal man surrounds himsdf with. He now seemed hardly aive enough to die.

DeBeckett lay in avad, pillared bed, dl the vaster for the smd| burden he put on it, and the white linen
was whiter for hismerry brown face. “Darling Ved-die, please don’t cry,” he whispered restlessly, and
the nurse took up a hypodermic syringe. Hewas not in unusua pain, though, and she put it back and sat
down besde him.

The world had been gentle with the gentle old man. It had made him a present of this bed and thislinen,
this greet house with its attendant horde of machinesto feed and warm and comfort him, and the land on
which stood the tiny, quaint houses he loved better. It had given him a park in the mountains, well
stocked with lambs, deer and birds of blazing, spectacular color, afenced park where no one ever went
but DeBeckett and the beloved children, where earth-moving machines had scooped out aVery Own
Pond (“My Very Own Pond/Which | sing for you in this song/ls eight Hippopotamuses Wide/And
twenty Elephantslong.”) He had not seen it for years, but he knew it was there. The world had given him,
most of al, money, more money than he could ever want. He had tried to give it back (gently, hopefully,
inaway patheticaly), but there was always more. Even now the world showered him with giftsand
doctors, though neither could prevail againgt the somping pitchfire arsonist in the old man’scolon. The
disease, aform of gastroenteritis, could have been cured; medicine had come that far long since. But not
inabody that clung so lightly tolife,

He opened his eyes and said strongly, “Nurse, are the children there?’



The nurse was awoman of nearly sixty. That was why she had been chosen. The new medicine was
utterly beyond her in theory, but she could follow directions, and she loved Elphen DeBeckett. Her love
wasthe love of achild, for athumbed edition of Cop-pie Brambles had brightened her infancy. She said,
“Of coursethey are, Mr. DeBeckett.”

He smiled. The old man loved children very much. They had been hiswholelife. The hardest part of his
dying was that nothing of his own flesh would be I&ft, no son, no grandchild, no one. He had never
married. Hewould have given dmost anything to have achild of hisblood with him now-amaost anything,
except the lurid, grunting price nature exacts, for DeBeckett had never known awoman. Hisonly
children were the phantoms of hisbooks. . . and those who cameto vidit him. He said faintly, “L et the
little sweet-lingsin.”

The nurse dipped out and the door closed silently behind her. Six children and three adults waited
patiently outside, DeBeckett’ s doctor among them. Quickly she gave him the dimensions of the old man's
illness, pulse and temperature, and the readings of thetiny gleaming dids by hispillow aswel, though she
did not know what they measured. It did not matter. She knew what the doctor was going to say before
hesadit: “He can't last another hour. It isastonishing that he lasted thislong,” he added, “but we will
have lost something when he goes”

“Hewantsyou to comein. Especialy you-“ She glanced around, embarrassed. “ Especialy you children.”
She had dmogst said “little sweetlings’ hersdlf, but did not quite dare. Only Elphen DeBeckett could talk
likethat, even to children. Especidly to children.

Especidly to these children, poised, calm, beautiful, strong and gay. Only the prettiest, sweetest children
visted Elphen DeBeckett, hdf adozen or ascore every day, ayear-in, year-out pilgrimage. He would
not have noticed if they had been ugly and dull, of course. To DeBeekett al children were svedt,
beautiful and bright.

They entered and ranged themselves around the bed, and DeBeckett looked up. The eyes regarded them
and adying voice said, “Please read to me,” with such resolute sweetnessthat it frightened. “ From my
book,” it added, though they knew well enough what he meant.

The children looked &t each other. They ranged from four to eeven, Will, Mike, blonde Cdline,
brown-eyed Karen, fat Freddy and busy Pat. “You,” said Pat, who was seven.

“No,” sad five-year-old Freddy. “Will.”
“Cding” sad Will. “Here.”
The girl named Celine took the book from him and began obediently. “ * Coppie thought to hersdlf-*”

“No,” said Pat. “Open.”

The girl opened the book, embarrassed, glancing at the dying old man. He was smiling at her without
amusement, only love. She began to read:

Coppie thought to hersdlf that the geese might be hungry, for she hersdlf ate L otsandlots. Mumsie often
said s0, though Coppie had never found out what that mysterious food might be. She could not find any,
S0 took some bread from Brigid Marie Ann-Erica Evangdline, the Cook Whose Name Was So Long
That She Couldn’'t Remember It All Herself. As she walked along Dusty Peth to Coppie Brambles's
Very Own Pond-

Cdine hestated, looking at the old man with sharp worry, for he had moaned faintly, like aflower
moaning. “No, love,” hesaid. “Go on.” The swelling soft bubble before his heart had turned on him, but
he knew he ill had time. Thelittle girl read:

As shewaked along Dusty Path to Coppie Brambles's Very Own Pond, she thought and thought, and
what she thought finaly came right out of her mouth. It wasaRea Gay Think, to be Thought While
Charitably Feeding Geese: They don’'t make noise likelittle girlsand boys, And al day long they’re
aswimming. They never fret and sputter * cause they haven't any buitter,



They go where the water’ swetly brimming. But say- Anyway- |
Like Geese!

There was more, but the child paused and, after amoment, closed the book. DeBeckett was no longer
ligening. He was whispering to himsdlf.

On the wall before Mm was painted a copy of one of theillustrations from the first edition of hisbook, a
delightful picture of Coppie Brambles hersdlf, feeding the geese, admirably showing her shynessand her
trace of fear, contrasted with the loutish comedy of the geese. The old man’s eyes were fixed on the
picture as he whispered. They guessed he was talking to Coppie, the child of eight dressed in the fashions
of eighty years ago. They could hardly hear him, but in the sllence that fell on the room his voice grew
stronge.

He was saying, without joy but without regret. “No more meadows, no more of the laughter of little
children. But | do love them.” He opened his eyes and sat up, waving the nurse avay. “No, my dear,” he
said cheerfully, “it does not matter if | St up now, you know. Excuse me for my rudeness. Excusean old
and tired man who, for amoment, wished to live on. | have something to say to you dl.”

The nurse, catching asign from the doctor, took up another hypodermic and made it ready. “Please, Mr.
DeBeckett,” she said. Good humored, he permitted her to spray the surface of hiswrist with afine mist
of dropletsthat touched the skin and penetrated it. “1 suppose that isto give me strength,” he said. “Wall,
| am grateful for it. | know | must leave you, but there is something | would like to know. | have
wondered . . . For years| have wondered, but | have not been able to understand the answerswhen |
wastold them. | think | have only this one more chance.”

Hefdt stronger from the fluid that now coursed through his veins, and accepted without fear the price he
would haveto pay for it. “ Asyou know,” he said, “or, | should say, as you children no doubt do not
know, someyears ago | endowed a research ingtitution, the Coppie Brambles Foundation. | did it for the
love of you, you and al of you. Last night | was reading the letter | wrote my attorneys-No. Let us seeif
you can understand the | etter itsdlf; | haveit here. Will, can you read?’

Will was nine, freckled darkly on pale skin, red haired and gangling. “Y es, Mr. DeBeckett.”

“Even hard words,” amiled the dying man.

“Yes, gr.”

DeBeckett gestured at the table beside him, and the boy obediently took up a stiff sheet of paper.
“Pease,” said DeBeckett, and the boy began to read in a highpitched, rapid whine.

“ *Children have been dl my lifeand | have not regretted an instant of the years| devoted to their
happiness. If | can tell them alittle of the wonderful world inwhichweare, if | can open to them the
miracles of life and living, then my joy isunbounded. This-| havetried, rather selfishly, to do. | cannot say
it wasfor them! It wasfor me. For nothing could have given me more pleasure.’”

The boy paused.

DeBeckett sad gravey, “I'm afraid thisisaVery Big Think, lovelings. Pleasetry to understand. Thisis
theletter | wrote to my attorneyswhen | instructed them to set up the Foundation. Go on, Will.”

“ “But my way of working has been unscientific, | know. | am told that children are not less than we
adults, but more. | am told that the grown-up maimers and chesats in the world are only children soiled,
that the hagglers of commerce are the infant dreamers whose dreams were denied. | am told that youthis
wilder, freer, better than age, which | believe with al my heart, not needing the stories of twenty-year-old
mathematicians and infant Mozartsto lay a proof.

“ “In the course of my work | have been given great material rewards. | wish that this money be spent for
those | love. | have worked with the heart, but perhaps my money can help someone to work with the
mind, in this great new science of psychology which | do not understand, in dl of the other sciences



which | understand even less. | must hire other eyes.

“*| direct, then, that al of my assets other than my books and my homes be converted into cash, and that
thismoney be used to further the study of the child, with the am of releasing him from the corrupt adult
cloak that smothers him, of freeing him for wisdom, tendernessand love.”

“That,” said DeBeckett sadly, “wasforty years ago.”

He started at a sound. Overhead a rocket was clapping through the sky, and DeBeckett looked wildly
around. “I1t'sal right, Mr. DeBeckett,” comforted little Pat. “It' sonly aplane.”

He dlowed her to soothe him. “ Ah, leveling,” he said. “ And can you answer my question?’
“What it saysin the ‘ Cyclopedia, Mr. DeBeckett?’
“Why- Yes, if you know it? my dear.”

Surprisingly the child said, asif by rote: “The Ingtitute was founded in 1976 and a once attracted most of
the great workersin pediatric analysis, who were able to show Wiltshanes s Effect in the relationship
between glandular and menta devel opment. Within less than ten years anew projective anadysis of the
growth process permitted a reorientation of basic pedagogy from anull-postive locus. The effects were
immediate. Thefirst generation of -

She stopped, startled. The old man was up on his elbow, hiseyesblazing & her in wonder and fright.
‘“Tm-* Shelooked around at the other children for help and a once wailed, “1I’'m sorry, Mr. DeBeckett!”
and beganto cry.

Theold man fell back, staring at her with asort of unbelieving panic. Thelittle girl wept abundantly.
Sowly DeBeckett’ s expression relaxed and he managed a sketchy smile.

Hesad, “There, sweetest. Y ou startled me. But it was charming of you to memorize dl that!”
“I learned it for you,” she sobbed.

“I didn’t understand. Don't cry.” Obediently thelittle girl dried her eyes as DeBeckett stretched out a
hand to her.

But the hand dropped back on the quilt. Age, surprise and the drug had alied to overmaster the
dwindling resources of Elphen DeBeckett. He wandered to the plantoms on thewadll. “1 never
understood what they did with my money,” hetold Coppie, who smiled at him with ashy, painted smile.
“The children kept coming, but they never said.”

“Poor man,” said Will absently, watching him with achild’s uncommitted look.
The nurse' s eyes were bright and wet. She reached for the hypodermic, but the doctor shook his head.

“Wait,” he said, and walked to the bed. He stood on tiptoe to peer into the dying man’sface. “No, no
use. Too old. Can't survive organ transplant, certainty of cytic shock. No feasible therapy.” Thenurse's
eyeswere now flowing. The doctor said to her, with patience but not very much patience, “No
dternative. Only kept him going thislong from gratitude.”

The nurse sobbed, “19't there anything we can do for him?’
“Yes.” The doctor gestured, and the lights on the diagnostic dials winked out. “We can let him die.?

Little Pat hiked hersdlf up on achair, much too large for her, and dangled her feet. “Beniceto get rid of
thisfurniture, anyway,” she said. “Wdll, nurse? He' sdead. Don’'t wait.” The nurse looked rebdlioudy at
the doctor, but the doctor only nodded. Sadly the nurse went to the door and admitted the adults who
had waited outsde. The four of them surrounded the body and bore it gently through the door. Before it
closed the nurse looked back and wailed: “He loved you!”

The children did not appear to notice. After amoment Pet said reflectively, “ Sorry about the book.



Should have opened it.”
“Hedidn’'t notice,” said Will, wiping his hands. He had touched the old man’ sfingers.
“No. Hate crying, though.”

The doctor said, “Nice of you. Helped him, | think.” He picked up the phone and ordered a demolition
crew for the house. “Monument?’

“Oh, yes” said another child. “Well. Small one, anyway.”

The .doctor, who was nine, said, “ Funny. Without him, what? A few hundred thousand dollars and the
Foundation makes aflexible world, no morerigid adults, no more-* He caught himself narrowly. The
doctor had observed before that he had atendency to over-identify with adults, probably because his
speciaty had been geriatrics. Now that Elphen DeBeckett was dead, he no longer had a specidty.

“Miss him somehow,” said Cdlinefrankly, coming over to look over Will’ s shoulder at the quaint old
murason thewal. “What the nurse said, true enough. He loved us”

“And clearly weloved him,” piped Freddy, methodically sorting through the contents of the dead man's
desk. “Would have terminated him with the others otherwise, wouldn't we?’

A HINT OF HENBANE

Thisis unlike the other storiesin this volumein two respects. First, it isn’t science fiction. Second,
it wasn't left as an incompl ete fragment. It was a finished story, which had somehow gone sour,
and never sold. | thought | could see why, so | put it through the typewriter again, and gaveit to
Bob Mills as agent, and it was published at once in Alfred Hitchcock’ s Mystery Magazine.

| USED TO THINK, not that it bothered me, that my wife systematicaly lied to me about her family, but
one by one | met them and found it was al true. There was Uncle H , for one. He earned his
unprintable nickname on the day in 1937 when he said to the bank examiner, “Oh, h I”, walked
right down to the depot and got on awestbound train, never to return. He sounded like awishfulfillment
myth, but two summers ago we drove through Colorado and looked him up. Uncle H. was doing
fine; brown as aberry, and gave us bear ham out of his own smokehouse for lunch. And, just the way the
story went, his shanty was papered with color comics from the Chicago Sunday Tribune.

Uncle Edgar, the sdlesman, was red too. Sarah claimed that in 1942 he had sold a Wisconsin town on
turning over itsmunicipa building to him so he could start awar plant. Well, last year | visted himin his

executive suite, which used to be the mayor’ s office. He had converted to roller skates. Whenever
anyone hinted to him that he might start paying rent or taxes or something he would murmur quietly that
he was thinking of moving plant and payroll to Puerto Rico, and then there would be no more hinting for
awhile

Grandmaand Grandpawereright off the cover of the Saturday Evening Pogt, rocking and dozing on the
porch of their big house. Grandpa, if pressed, would modestly display his bullet scars from the Oklahoma
land rush, and Sarah assured me that Grandma had some too. Great Grandmother, pushing the century
mark acouple miles down the road, gloomily queened it over five hundred centra Ohio acresfrom her
dusty plush bedroom. She had decided in * 35 that she would go to bed, and stuck to this decision while



suburban housing devel opments and shopping centers and drive-in movies encroached on the old farm,
and the money rolled in. Sarah had a grudging respect for her, though she had seen the will, and it was dll
going to aBaptist missonin Naples, Itay.

There was even at last astrained sort of peace between Sarah and her father. He came out of World
War | withaD.S.C., adlver platein his skull and awarped outlook on civilian life. He was a bootlegger
throughout most of the twenties. It made for an unpleasant childhood. When it wastoo late to do the
children much good, the V.A. replaced his silver plate with atantalum plate and he promptly enrolledina
theologica seminary and wound up a L utheran pastor in southern Cdifornia

Sarah' s attitude toward dl thisis partly “Judge not lest ye be judged” and partly “What the hell,” but of
her cousn’s husband, Bill Oestreicher, she said dogmaticdly: “He salousy bastard.”

We used to see more of bun than of the rest of her family, as an unavoidable sde effect of visting
Sarah’s Cousin Claire, to whom he was married. Sarah was under some specia indebtednessto Cousin
Clare.

| think Claire used to take her in during the rough spells with Dad.

On the way to meet them for thefirgt time-they lived in Indiana, an easy drive from Detroit-Sarah told
me: ‘ Try to enjoy the scenery, because you won't enjoy Bill. Did | say you weren't to lend him money or
gointo any kind of businessded with him?’

“Youdid.”

“And one other thing, don't talk to bun about your own business. Uncle Edgar let him mail acouple of
customers statements for him, and Bill went to the customers offering to undercut Edgar’ s prices. There
was hell’ s own confusion for amonth, and Edgar lost two customersto the Japs. To thisday Bill can't
understand why Edgar won't talk to him any more.”

“I will come out fighting and protect my chin at al tunes.”
“You'd better.”

Clarewasadark, bird-like little woman with an eager-to-please air, very happy to see Sarah and willing
to let some of it splash over onto me. She had just come from work. Shewas acity visiting nurse and
wore asnappy blue cape and hat. Even after eight hours of hel ping a nineteen-year-old girl fight D.T.’s,
shewas negt, every hair in place. | suspected acompulsion. She wore alarge, incongruous
costume-jewery sort of ring which | concluded to be adime-store anniversary present from good old
Bill.

Bill’ sfirst wordsto me were: “ Glad to meet you, Tommy. Tommy, how much money canyouraiseina
pinch?’ | came out fighting. I" ve got an automotive upholstery business with afew good accounts. The
Ford buyer could rum me overnight by drawing aline through my name on hislist, but until that happens
I’'m solvent. | concealed thisfrom Bill. It was easy. At fifty-odd hewas afat infant. He was sucking on
candy sourbals, and when he crunched them up he opened abox of Cracker Jacks. | never saw him
when he wasn't munching, gulping, sucking. Beer, gum, chocolates, pretzels-he wasthe only person |
ever heard of who lapped pretzels-pencils, the ear pieces of his horn-rimmed glasses, the ends of his
moustache. Sop, durp, dop. With his mouth open.

Bill maneuvered meinto the kitchen, sucked on a quartered orange and told me hewas going to let mein
on acan't-miss scrap syndicate which would buy Army surplus and sell it right back to the government at
full price. | told him no hewasn't.

His surprise was perfectly genuine. “What do you want to be like that for?’ he asked, round-eyed, and
went over it again with pencil and paper, sucking on the end of the pencil when he wasn't scribbling with
it, and when | said no again he got angry.



“Tommy, what' re you being so stupid for? Can’t you see I’ m just trying to give one of Claire speoplea
hel ping hand? Now listen thistime, | haven't got dl day.” My God, what can you do? | told him I" d think
about it.

He shook my hand. Between chomps and durps he said it was awise decision; if | could pony up, say,
five thousand we d get underway with arush; had | thought of a second mortgage on my house?“Let’s
ceebrateit,” hesad. “Claire. Claire, Goddamn it!”

She popped in. “ Case of beer,” he said. He didn't even look at her. “The beauty of this, Tommy, isit’s
Air Force money. Who' s going to say no when the Air Force wants to buy something. Tommy, what
about borrowing on your insurance?’

Cousin Claire came staggering up from the basement with a case of twenty-four bottles of beer. “Nice
and cold,” she panted. “ From the north corner.”

He said, “Giddadahere. Now the markup-“ She fluttered out. He turned to the case of beer, and his eyes
popped. “How do you like that?’ he asked meincreduloudy. “ She didn’t open any. She must have
thought | wanted to look at beer.”

“Wedl,” | said, “you know.” Martyred, he got a bottle opener from adrawer.

Driving back to Detroit | wasin astate of shock for about twenty miles. Findly | was ableto ask Sarah:
“Why in God' sname did she marry him?”

She said hopelesdy: “1 think it's because they won't let you be an old maid any more. She got
middle-aged, she got panicky, Bill turned up and they were married. He getsajob oncein awhile. His
peoplearein palitics. . . . She'sdill got her ring,” Sarah said with pride.

“Huh?’

“The Charlier ring. Topaz Sgnet-didn’t you seeit?’

“What about it?’

“Bill’sbeen trying to get it away from her ever since they were married, but I'm going to get it next. It's
family. It sabig topaz, and it swivels. One sdeis plain, and the other sde hasthe Charlier crest, andit’s
apoisonring.”

| honked at a convertible that was about to pull out in front and kill us. “You'll hate mefor this” | said,
“but there aren’t any poison rings. There never were.”

“Nutsto you,” shesad, indignant. “I’ ve opened it with my own little fingers. It comes apart intwo little
dices of topaz, and there’ sahollow for the poison.”

“Not poison. Maybe asaint’ srelic, or aladylike pinch of snuff. In the olden daysthey didn't have
poisonsthat fitted into little hollows. Y ou had to use quarts of what they had. Everything you' ve heard to
the contrary is bunk because everybody used to think everybody el se had powerful, subtle poisons.
Now, of course, we' ve got al kinds of-*

Shewasn't listening. “ Somebody unwisdly told Bill that the Ford Museum offered my grandmother a
thousand dollars for the ring. Ever since then he! s been after her to sdll it so he can * put the money into a
business” But shewon't. . .. Shedoesn't look well, Tommy.” | spared asecond from the traffic to
glance a her. Thereweretearsin her eyes,

A week later began a series of semiliterate, petulant letters from Cousin Bill.

Hewas, or said he was, under theimpression that | had pledged my sacred word of honor to put up
$30,000 and go in with him on the junk dedl. | answered thefirst letter, trying to set him straight, and
ignored the rest when | redlized he couldn’t be set sraight. Not by me, not by anybody. The world was
what hewanted it to be. If it failed him, he screamed and yelled at the world until it got back into line,

We saw them a couple of months|later. He bore me no malice. Hetried to get meto back achain of



filling stations whose gimmick would be aspecia brand of oil-filtered crankcase drainings, picked up for
asong, dyed orange and handsomely packaged. He took to using my company name as a credit
reference, and | had my lawyer write him aletter, after which hetook to usng my lawyer’ snameasa
credit reference. We saw him again, and he gtill was not angry. Munching and dobbering and prying, he
just didn’t understand how | could be so stupid as not to redlize that he wanted to help me. At every vist
hewasfat, and Claire wasthinner.

He complained about it. Licking the drips off the Side of anice cream cone he said: “By God you ought
to have more mest on your bones. The way the grocery billsrun.”

“Hasit ever occurred to you,” Sarah snapped, “that your wife might be a sick woman?’

Cousn Claire made shushing noises. Cousin Bill chewed the cone, looking at her. “No kidding,” he sad,
licking hisfinger. “For God' s sake, Claire. We got Blue Cross, Blue Shield, City Hedlth, we been paying
all theseyears, won't cost anickel. What' s the matter with you?Y ou go get a checkup.”

“I'll bedl right,” said Cousin Claire, buttering a* dice of pound cake for her husband.

Afterward | burst out: “All right, I'm not adoctor, | supply auto upholstery fabrics, but can’t you get her
to ahospita ?’

Sarah was very calm. “1 understand now. She knows what she' sdoing. In Claire s position-what would
you do?’

| thought it over and said, “Oh,” and after that drove very carefully. It occurred to me that we had
something to livefor, and that Cousin Claire had not.

My wife phoned me at the office afew weeks later, and she was crying. “The mail’ sjust come. A letter
from anurse, friend of Claire' s. Bill’sput her in the hospitad.”

“Wall, Sarah, | mean, is't that where she ought to-*

“No!” So that night we drove to Indiana and went direct to Claire’ s hospital room-her one-seventh of a
room, that is. Bill had put her in award. But she was aready dead.

We droveto their house, ostensibly to get aburid dressfor Cousin Claire, perhaps redlly to knock
Cousin Bill down and jump on hisface. Sarah had seen the body, and neither on the clawed finger nor in
the poor effects | checked out at the desk wasthering. “Hetook it,” Sarah said. “1 know. Because she
was three weeks dying, the floor nurse told me. And Claire told me she knew it was coming, and she had
Jyoscineinthering.” So Sarah had her triumph after dl, and the ring had become apoison ring, for a
sick, despairing woman’s quick way out of disappointment and pain. “Thelousy bastard,” Sarah said.
“Tommy. | want her buried with thering.”

| felt her trembling. Well, so was|. He had taken the ring from awoman too sick to protect herself and
for the sake of athousand lousy bucks he had cheated her of her exit. | don't meanthat. I’'m a
businessman. Thereis nothing lousy about athousand bucks, but ... | wanted to bury her with thering
too.

No one answered the front door, and when we went around to the pantry and found it open we found
out why. Bill was dumped in akitchen chair facing us, aspilled bottle of beer tacky on thelinoleum, a
bag of pretzelsopen in front of him and hisfinger in hismouth. Y ou know what hyoscineis? They used to
get it from henbane before they learned to put it together in atest tube more cheaply. It was agood,
well-considered substance for anurseto put in her ring becauseit killslike that. Sobbering infant, Bill
must not have been ableto resst taking the ring from her. And then he could not resist putting it in his
mouth.



THE MEETING

A few years before his death, Cyril wrote a story about a school for “ exceptional” children. It was
not science fiction; it was not exactly a story, for that matter (being more description than event)
and no one seemed to want to buy it. But it came out of Cyril’s heart, because one of his children
was in just such a school. After his death | found the manuscript (or what was left of it, a page or
two being missing) and it reached my heart aswell. For the same reason. It lay in my files for
years until | happened to come across it while looking for something else, and realized that it fit in
well with a story notion that had been germinating in my mind, and “ The Meeting” came out. It
was awarded a Hugo at the 1973 World Science Fiction Convention in Toronto. It was my first
writing Hugo (I’ ve had some as an editor) and | was very glad to get it; but even more glad to be
able to send the duplicate trophy to Cyril’ s widow, as a long-overdue tribute to one of the most
talented writers who ever graced our field.

HARRY VLADEK wastoo large for aman for hisVolkswagen, but he was too poor aman to trade it
in, and as things were going he was going to stay that way along time. He gpplied the brakes carefully
(“Madter cylinder’ sleaking like asieve, Mr. Vladek; what' sthe use of just fixing up the linings?’-but the
estimate was a hundred and twenty-eight dollars, and where was it going to come from?) and parked in
the neatly graveled lot. He squeezed out of the door, the upsetting telephone call from Dr. Nicholson on
hismind, locked the car up and went into the school building.

The Parent-Teachers Association of the Bing-ham County School for Exceptiona Children was holding
itsfirst meeting of the term. Of the twenty people dready there, Vladek knew only Mrs. Adler, the
principal, or headmistress, or owner of the school. She was the one he needed to talk to most, he
thought. Would there be any chance to see her privately? Right now she sat acrossthe room at her
scuffed golden oak desk in aposture chair, talking in low, rapid tones with agray-haired woman in atan
suit. A teacher? She seemed too old to be a parent, although his wife had told him some of the kids
seemed to be twenty or more.

It was 8:30 and the parents were till driving up to the school, a converted building that had once been a
big country house-almost amansion. Theliving room wasfull of eegant reminders of that. Two
chanddiers. Intricate vindleaf molding on the plaster above the dropped ceiling. The pink-veined white
marblefireplace, unfortunately prominent because of the unsuitable andirons, too cheap and too smdll,
that now stood init. Golden oak diding double doorsto the hdl. And visible through them agrim,
fireproof staircase of concrete and stedl. They must, Vladek thought, have had to rip out a beautiful
wooden thing to ingta| the fireproof stairsfor compliance with the state school laws.

People kept coming in, sngle men, single women, and occasiondly acouple. He wondered how the
couples managed their baby-gitting problem. The subtitle on the school’ sletterhead was * an indtitution for
emotionaly disturbed and cerebrally damaged children capable of education.” Harry’ s nine-year-old
Thomas was one of the emotionally disturbed ones. With ataste of envy he wondered if cerebraly
damaged children could be babysat by any reasonably competent grownup. Thomas could not. The
Vladeks had not had an evening out together since he was two, so that tonight Margaret was holding the
fort at home, no doubt worrying herself sick about the call from Dr. Nicholson, while Harry was
representing the family at the PTA.

Astheroom filled up, chairs were getting scarce. A young couple was standing at the end of the row
near him, looking around for apair of empty sests. “Here,” he said to them. ‘ Til move over.” The woman



smiled politely and the man said thanks. Embol dened by an ashtray on the empty seat in front of him,
Harry pulled out his pack of cigarettes and offered it to them, but it turned out they were nonsmokers.
Harry lit up anyway, listening to what was going on around him.

Everybody was talking. One woman asked another, “How’ sthe gall bladder? Are they going to take it
out after dl?” A heavy, bading man said to ashort man with bushy sdeburns, “Well, my accountant says
the tuition's medically deductibleif the school isfor psychosomatic, not just for psycho. That we ve got
to clear up.” The short man told him positively, “ Right, but al you need isadoctor’ sletter; he
recommends the school, refersthe child to the school.” And avery young woman said intensdly, “Dr.
Shiddswas very optimistic, Mrs. Clerman. He sayswithout a doubt the thyroid will make Georgie
accessble. And then-* A light-coffee-colored black man in an dohashirt told a plump woman, “He
redlly pulled awhig-ding over the weekend, two stitchesin hisface, busted my fishing polein three
places.” And the woman said, “ They get so bored. My little girl hasthisthing about crayons, so that rules
out coloring books altogether. Y ou wonder what you can do.”

Harry findly said to the young man next to him, “My name sVladek. I'm Tommy’ sfather; he'sinthe
beginnersgroup.”

“That' swhere oursis,” sad the young man. “He'sVern. Six yearsold. Blond like me. Maybe you' ve
seenhim.”

Harry did not try very hard to remember. The two or three times he had picked Tommy up after classhe
had not been able to tell one child from another in the great bustle of departure. Coats, handkerchiefs,
hats, onelittle girl who aways hid in the supply closet and alittle boy who never wanted to go home and
hung onto the teacher. “Oh, yes,” he said politely.

The young man introduced himsalf and hiswife; they were named Murray and Celia Logan. Harry leaned
over the man to shake the wife' shand, and she said, “ Aren’t you new here?’

“Yes. Tommy’s been in the school amonth. We moved in from Elmirato be near it.” He hesitated, then
added, “Tommy’ snine, but the reason he' sin the beginners group isthat Mrs. Adler thought it would
make the adjustment easier.”

Logan pointed to asuntanned man in the first row. “ See that fellow with the glasses? He moved here
from Texas. Of course, he'sgot money.”

“It must beagood place,” Harry said questioningly.

Logan grinned, hisexpresson alittle nervous.

“How’ syour son?’ Harry asked.

“That littlerascal,” said Logan. “Last week | got him another copy of the My Fair Lady album, | guess
he' sused up four or five of them, and he goes around singing ‘ luv-er-ly, luv-er-ly.” But look at you? No.”
“Minedoesn't tdk,” said Harry.

Mrs. Logan said judicioudy, “Ourstaks. Not to anybody, though. It'slikeawall.”

“I know,” said Harry, and pressed. “Has, ah, has VVern shown much improvement with the school ?’

Murray Logan pursed hislips. “I would say, yes. The bedwetting’ s not too good, but life' sagreat ded
smoother in someways, Y ou know, you don’t hope for adramatic breakthrough. But in little things, day
by day, it goes smoother. Mostly smoother. Of course there are setbacks.”

Harry nodded, thinking of seven years of setbacks, and two years of growing worry and puzzlement
beforethat. He said, “Mrs. Adler told methat, for instance, aspecia outbreak of destructiveness might
mean something like a plateau in speech therapy. So the child fightsit and breaks out in some other
direction.”



“That too,” said Logan, “but what | meant- Oh, they’re Sarting.”

Vladek nodded, stubbing out his cigarette and absent-mindedly lighting another. His ssomach was
knotting up again. He wondered at these other parents, who seemed so safe and, well, untouched.
Waan't it the same with them aswith Margaret and himsdaf? And it had been along time since either of
them had felt the world comfortable around them, even without Dr. Nicholson pressing for adecison. He
forced himself to lean back and look as tranquil as the others.

Mrs. Adler was tapping her desk with aruler. “1 think everybody who iscoming ishere,” she said. She
leaned againgt the desk and waited for the room to quiet down. She was short, dark, plump and
surprisingly pretty. Shedid not look at al like acompetent professiona. She looked so unlike her role
that, in fact, Harry’ s heart had sunk three months ago when their correspondence about admitting
Tommy had been climaxed by the long trip from Elmirafor theinterview. He had expected asted-gray
lady with rimless glasses, aVdkyriein awhite smock like the nurse who had held wriggling, screaming
Tommy whilewaiting for the suppository to quiet him down for hisfirst EEG, adisheveled old fraud, he
didn’t know what. Anything except this pretty young woman. Another blind dley, he had thought in
despair. Another, after ahundred too many aready.

Firgt, “Wait for him to outgrow it.” He doesn't. Then, “We must reconcile oursalvesto God' swill.” But
you don’t want to. Then give him the prescription three tunes aday for three months. And it doesn't
work. Then chase around for six months with the Child Guidance Clinic to find out it’ s only letterheads
and one circuit-riding doctor who does't have tune for anything. Then, after four dreary, weepy weeks
of soul-searching, the State Training School, and find out it has an eight-year waiting list. Then the private
custodid school, and find they’ re fifty-five hundred dollars ayear-without medica treatment!-and where
do you get fifty-five hundred dollars ayear? And dl the time everybody warnsyou, asif you didn’t know
it: “Hurry! Do something! Catchit early! Thisisthecriticd stage! Delay isfatd!” And thenthis
soft-looking little woman; how could she do anything?

She had rapidly shown him how. She had questioned Margaret and Harry incisively, turned to Tommy,
rampaging through that same room like arogue bull, and turned hisrampage into agame. In three minutes
he was happily experimenting with an indestructible old windup cabinet Victrola, and Mrs. Adler was
saying to the Vladeks, “Don’'t count on amiracle cure. Thereisn't any. But improvements, yes, and |
think we can hep Tommy.”

Perhaps she had, thought Vladek bleakly. Perhaps she was hel ping as much as anyone ever could.

Meanwhile Mrs. Adler had quickly and pleasantly wel comed the parents, suggested they remain for
coffee and get to know each other, and introduced the PTA president, aMrs. Rosg, tall, prematurely
gray and very executive. “ This being thefirst meeting of theterm,” she said, “there are no minutesto be
read; so we'll get to the committee work reports. What about the transportation problem, Mr. Bagr?’

The man who got up was old. More than sixty; Harry wondered what it was like to have your life
crowned with alate retarded child. He wore dl the trappings of success-a four-hundred-dollar suit, an
electronic wrist watch, alarge gold fraternd ring. In adight German accent he said, “I wasto the district
school board and they are not cooperating. My lawyer looked it up and the troubleis al one word. What
the law says, the school board may, that is the word, may reimburse parents of handicapped children for
transportation to private schools. Not shall, you understand, but may. They were very frank with me.
They said they just didn’t want to spend the money. They have theimpression we' redl rich people

here”

Slight sour laughter around the room.

“So my lawyer made an appointment, and we appeared before the full board and presented the case -we
don't care, reimbursement, aschool bus, anything so we can relieve the transportation burden alittle. The
answer was no.” He shrugged and remained standing, looking at Mrs. Rose, who said:



“Thank you, Mr. Baer. Does anybody have any suggestions?’
A woman said angrily, “Put some heat on them. We'redl voterd”

A man sad, “Publicity, that’ sright. The principleis perfectly clear in thelaw, onetaxpayer’schildis
supposed to get the same service as another taxpayer’ s child. We should write | etters to the papers.”

Mr. Baer sad, “Wait aminute. Letters| don’t think mean anything, but I ve got a public relations firm; Til
tell them to take alittle time off my food specidties and useit for the school. They can usetheir own
know-how, how to do it; they’ re the experts.”

Thiswas moved, seconded and passed, while Murray Logan whispered to Vladek, “He' s Marijane
Garlic Mayonnaise. He had atwelve-year-old girl in very bad shapethat Mrs. Adler helped in her old
private class. He bought this building for her, dong with a couple of other parents.”

Harry Vladek was musing over how it felt to be a parent who could buy abuilding for a school that
would help your child, while the committee reports continued. Sometime later, to Harry’ sdismay, the
business turned to financing, and there was avote to hold afund-raising theater party for which each
couple with achild in the school would haveto sell “at least” five pairs of orchestraseats at sixty dollarsa
pair. Let’ s get this straightened out now, he thought, and put up his hand.

“My nameisHarry Vladek,” he said when he was recognized, “and I’ m brand new here. In the school
and in the county. | work for abig insurance company, and | was lucky enough to get atransfer here so
my boy can go to the school. But | just don’t know anybody yet that | can sdll ticketsto for sixty dollars.
That’san awful lot of money for my kind of people.”

Mrs. Rose said, It san awful lot of money for most of us. Y ou can get rid of your tickets, though.
We vegot to. It doesn't matter if you try a hundred people and ninety-five say no just aslong asthe
others say yes.”

He sat down, aready caculating. Well, Mr. Crine at the office. He was a bachelor and he did go to the
theater. Maybe work up an office raffle for another pair. Or two pairs. Then therewas, let’s see, theredl
edtate dedler who had sold them the house, the lawyer they’ d used for the closing-

Widl. It had been explained to him that the tuition, while decidedly not nomind, eighteen hundred dollars
ayear infact, did not cover the cost per child. Somebody had to pay for the speech therapi<t, the dance
therapist, the full-time psychologist and the part-time psychiatrist, and dl the others, and it might as well
be Mr. Crine at the office. And the lawyer.

And half an hour later Mrs. Rose |ooked at the agenda, checked off an item and said, “ That seemsto be
all for tonight. Mr. and Mrs. Perry brought us some very nice cookies, and we al know that Mrs.
Howe s coffeeis out of thisworld. They’rein the beginners

room, and we hope you'll dl stay to get acquainted. The meeting is adjourned.”

Harry and the Logansjoined the polite surge to the beginners room, where Tommy spent his mornings.
“There' sMiss Hackett,” said CeliaLogan. That was the beginners' teacher. She saw them and came
over, smiling. Harry had seen her only in atentlike smock, her armor against chocolate milk, finger paints
and sudden jetsfrom the “water play” corner of the room. Without it she was handsomely middle-aged in
agreen pants suit.

“I'm glad you parents have met,” she said. 1 wanted to tell you that your little boys are getting along
nicely. They'reforming asort of congpiracy againg the othersin the class. Vern swipestheir toysand
givesthemto Tommy.”

“Hedoed” cried Logan.

“Yes, indeed. | think he' s beginning to relate. And, Mr. VIadek, Tommy’ staken histhumb out of his
mouth for minutes at atime. At least haf adozen times this morning, without my saying aword.”



Harry said excitedly, “Y ou know, | thought | noticed he was tapering off. | couldn’t be sure. You're
positive about that?’

“Absolutdly,” shesad. “And | bluffed him into drawing aface. He gave methat glare of hiswhen the
others were drawing; so | started to take the paper away. He grabbed it back and scribbled a kind of
Picasso-ish face in one second flat. | wanted to saveit for Mrs. Vladek and you, but Tommy got it and
shredded it in that methodica way he has.”

“l wish | could have seeniit,” said Vladek.

“Therée Il be others. | can see the prospect of real improvement in your boys,” she said, including the
Logansin her smile. “I have a private case afternoonsthat’ sreally tricky. A nine-year-old boy, like
Tommy. He s not bad except for one thing. He thinks Donald Duck is out to get him. His parents
somehow managed to convince themselves for two years that he was kid-

ding them, in spite of three broken TV picture tubes. Then they went to apsychiatrist and learned the
score. Excuse me, | want to talk to Mrs. Adler.”

Logan shook his head and said, “I guesswe could be worse off, VIadek. Vern giving something to
another boy! How do you like that?’

“I likeit,” hiswifesad rediantly.

“And did you hear about that other boy? Poor kid. When | hear about something like that-e And then
therewasthe Bagr girl. | dwaysthink it sworsewhenit’ salittle girl because, you know, you worry with
little girlsthat somebody will take advantage; but our boys Il make out, Vladek. Y ou heard what Miss
Hackett said.”

Harry was suddenly impatient to get hometo hiswife. “I don’t think I'll stay for coffee, or do they expect
you to?’

“No, no, leave when you like.”

“I have ahdf-hour drive,” he said gpologetically and went through the golden oak doors, past the ugly
but fireproof staircase, out onto the graveled parking lot. His real reason was that he wanted very much
to get home before Margaret fell adeep so he could tell her about the thumb-sucking. Things were
happening, definite things, after only amonth. And Tommy drew aface. And Miss Hackett said-

He stopped in the middle of the lot. He had remembered about Dr. Nicholson, and besides, what wasiit,
exactly, that Miss Hackett had said? Anything about anormd life? Not anything about a cure?“Red
improvement,” she said, but improvement how far?

Helit acigarette, turned and plowed hisway back through the parentsto Mrs. Adler. “Mrs. Adler,” he
sad, “may | seeyou just for amoment?’
She came with him immediately out of earshot of the others. “ Did you enjoy the meeting, Mr. Vladek?’

“Oh, sure. What | wanted to see you about ighat | have to make adecision. | don’t know what to do. |
don’t know whoto goto. It would help alot if you could tel me, well, what are Tommy’ s chances?’

She waited a moment before she responded. “ Are you cong dering committing him, Mr. VIadek?’ she
demanded.

“No, it'snot exactly that. I1t'swell, what can you tell me, Mrs. Adler? | know amonth isn’'t much. Butis
he ever going to be like everybody €27’

He could see from her face that she had done this before and had hated it. She said patiently,
‘Everybody ese; Mr. Vladek, includes some terrible people who just don’t happen, technicaly, to be
handicapped. Our objectiveisn’t to make Tommy like ‘everybody else’” It' sjust to help him to become
the best and most rewarding Tommy Vladek he can.”



“Yes, but what’ s going to happen later on? | mean, if Margaret and I-if anything happensto us?’

She was suffering. “ Thereis smply no way to know, Mr. Vladek,” she said gently. “1 wouldn’t give up
hope. But | can't tell you to expect miracles.”

Margaret wasn't adegp; shewaswaiting up for him, in the small living room of the smdl new house.
“How was he?’ Vladek asked, as each of them had asked the other on returning home for seven years.

She looked as though she had been crying, but she was calm enough. “Not too bad. | had to lie down
with him to get him to go to bed. He took his gland-gunk well, though. He licked the spoon.”

“That’sgood,” he said and told her about the drawing of the face, about the conspiracy with little Vern
L ogan, about the thumb-sucking. He could see how pleased she was, but she only said: “Dr. Nicholson
cdledagan.”

“I told him not to bother you!”

“Hedidn’t bother me, Harry. Hewas very nice. | promised him you'd call him back.”

“It seleven o' clock, Margaret. I'll cal him in the morning.”

“No, | said tonight, no matter what time. He' swaiting, and he said to be sure and reverse the charges.”

“I wish I’d never answered the son of abitch’sletter,” he burst out and then, apologeticdly: “Isthere any
coffee? | didn’t stay for it at the school.”

She had put the water on to boil when she heard the car whine into the driveway, and the instant coffee
was dready in the cup. She poured it and said, “Y ou have to talk to him, Harry. He hasto know
tonight.”

“Know tonight! Know tonight,” he mimicked savagely. He scalded hislips on the coffee cup and said,
“What do you want meto do, Margaret? How do | make adecison likethis? Today | picked up the
phone and caled the company psychologist, and when his secretary answered, | said | had the wrong
number. | didn’t know what to say to him.”

“I’'m not trying to pressure you, Harry. But he hasto know.”

Vladek put down the cup and lit hisfiftieth cigarette of the day. Thelittle dining room+-it wasn't that, it
was ahdf bregkfast dcove off thetiny kitchen, but they cdled it adining room even to each other- was
full of Tommy. The new paint on the wall where Tommy had pedled off the cups-and-spoons wall paper.
The Tommy-proof latch on the stove. The one odd aqua seat that didn’t match the others on the kitchen
chairs, where Tommy had methodicaly gouged it with the handle of his spoon. He said, “1 know what my
mother would tell me, talk to the priest. ‘Maybe | should. But we ve never even been to Mass here.”

Margaret sat down and hel ped hersdlf to one of his cigarettes. She was ill a good-looking woman. She
hadn’t gamed a pound since Tommy was born, athough she usually looked tired. She said, carefully and
sraightforwardly, “We agreed, Harry. Y ou said you would talk to Mrs. Adler, and you' ve done that.
Wesadif shedidn't think Tommy would ever straighten out we' d talk to Dr. Nicholson. | know it's
hard on you, and | know I’m not much help. But | don’t know what to do, and | haveto let you decide.”

Harry looked a hiswife, lovingly and hopelesdy, and a that moment the phone rang. It was, of course,
Dr. Nicholson.

“I haven't made adecision,” said Harry Vladek at once. “Y ou' re rushing me, Dr. Nicholson.”

The distant voice was cam and assured. “No, Mr. Vladek, it’s not me that’ s rushing you. The other
boy’ s heart gave out an hour ago. That’ swhat’ s rushing you.” “Y ou mean he' sdead?’ cried Vladek.
“He s on the heart-lung machine, Mr. Vladek. We can hold him for at least eighteen hours, maybe
twenty-four. The brainisdl right. We re getting very good waves on the oscilloscope. The tissue match
with your boy is satisfactory. Better than satisfactory. There' saflight out of JFK at 9x fifteeninthe



morning, and I’ ve reserved space for yoursdlf, your wife and Tommy. You'll be met at the airport. You
can be here by noon; so we have time. Only just time, Mr. Vladek. It’s up to you now.”

Vladek said furioudy, “I can't decide that! Don’t you understand? | don’t know how.”

“| do understand, Mr. Vladek,” said the distant voice and, strangely, Vladek thought, it seemed he did. “I
have a suggestion. Would you like to come down anyhow? | think it might help you to see the other boy,
and you can talk to his parents. They fedl they owe you something even for going thisfar, and they want
to thank you.”

“Oh, no!” cried Vladek.

The doctor went on: “ All they want isfor their boy to have alife. They don’t expect anything but that.
They'll give you custody of the child-your child, yours and theirs. He' savery finelittle boy, Mr. Vladek.
Eight years old. Reads beautifully. Makes modd airplanes,

They let him ride his bike because he was S0 sensible and reliable, and the accident wasn't hisfault. The
truck cameright up on the sdewak and hit him.”

Harry wastrembling. “That’ slike giving me abribe” he said harshly. “That’ stelling mel can trade
Tommy in for somebody smarter and nicer.”

“I didn’'t mean it that way, Mr. Vladek. | only wanted you to know the kind of aboy you can save.”
“Y ou don’t even know the operation’ s going to work!”

“No,” agreed the doctor. “Not pogtivey. | cantdl you that we ve transplanted animals, including
primates, and human cadavers, and one pair of termina cases; but you' re right, we' ve never had a
trangplant into awell body. I’ ve shown you dl the records, Mr. Vladek. We went over them with your
own doctor when we first talked about this possibility, five months ago. Thisisthefirst case sncethen
when the match was close and there was areal hope for success, but you' reright, it’s still unproved.
Unlessyou help us proveit. For what it’ sworth, | think it will work. But no one can be sure.”

Margaret had |eft the kitchen, but Vladek knew where she was from the scratchy click in the earpiece: in
the bedroom, listening on the extension phone. He said at lagt, “I can’t say now, Dr. Nicholson. I'll call
you back in-in haf an hour. | can’t do any more than that right now.”

“That’sagreat ded, Mr. Vladek. I'll be waiting right here for your call.”

Harry sat down and drank the rest of his coffee. Y ou had to be an expert in alot of thingsto get dong,
he was thinking. What did he know about brain transplants? In one way, alot. He knew that the surgery
part was supposed to be straightforward, but the tissue rejection was the problem, but Dr. Nicholson
thought he had that licked. He knew that every doctor he had talked to, and he had now talked to seven
of them, had agreed that medicaly it was probably sound enough,

and that every one of them had carefully clammed up when he got the conversation around to whether it
wasright. It was hisdecision, not theirs, they dl said, sometimesjust by their sllence. But who was heto
decide?

Margaret appeared in the doorway. “Harry. Let’s go upstairs and look at Tommy.”
He sad harshly, “Isthat supposed to make it easier for me to murder my son?’

She said, “Wetdked that out, Harry, and we agreed it isn't murder. Whatever it is. | only think that
Tommy ought to be with us when we decide, even if he doesn’'t know what we re deciding.”

Thetwo of them stood next to the outsize crib that held their son, looking in the night light at the long fair
lashes againgt the chubby cheeks and the pouted lips around the thumb. Reading. Modd airplanes.
Riding abike. Againgt aquick sketch of aface and the occasiond, cherished, tempestuous, bruising flurry
of kisses.



Vladek stayed there the full half hour and then, as he had promised, went back to the kitchen, picked up
the phone and began to did.

THE ENGINEER

When writers collaborate, it often happens that one of them takes off in a direction which the
other fellow simply can’t or won't follow. So sometimes quite long chunks of real, printable copy
get thrown away, and tempers fray. This almost never happened when Cyril and | worked
together. Our first drafts, of course, needed a lot of revision and polishing, and they got them, but
structurally they almost always survived unchanged into print. But there was one exception. In
Gladiator-at-Law we were intrigued with the idea of a “ political engineer” (in the same sense
that Eisenhower was a “ political general” ), but it went nowhere in the novel, and we took it out.
A few months later it occurred to us that the scene we had cut was practically a short story in
itself, so we put it through the typewriter again and it came out this way.

IT WASVERY SIMPLE. Some combination of low temperature and high pressure had forced
something from the seepage at the ocean bottom into combination with something in the water around
them.

And the impregnable armor around Subatlantic Oil’ sdrilling chamber had discovered aweakness.

Onthetedevison screen it looked more serious than it was-so Muhlenhoff told himsdlf, staring at it grimly.
Y ou get down more than amile, and you’ re bound to have little technica problems. That'swhy deep-sea
oil welsweredill there,

Stll, it did look kind of serious. The water driving in the pitted faults had the pressure of eighteen hundred
meters behind it, and where it struck it did not splash-it battered and destroyed. As Muhlenhoff watched,
abulkhead collgpsed in an explosion of spray; the remote camera caught atiny driblet of the scattering
brine, and the picture in the screen fluttered and shrank, and came back with awavering sdewise pulse.

Muhlenhoff flicked off the screen and marched into the room where the Engineering Board was waiting in
attitudes of flabby panic.

As he swept his hand through his snow-white crew cut and called the board to order, adispatch was
handed to him-a preliminary report from a quickly-dispatched company trouble-shooter team. Heread it
to the board, stone-faced.

A veteran heat-transfer man, thefirst to recover, growled:

“Some vibration thing-and seepage from the oil pool. Sloppy drilling!” He sneered. “Big ded! Soa
couple hundred meters of shaft have to be plugged and pumped. So six or eight compartments go pop.
Since when did we start to believe the cack Research and Devel opment hands out? Armor’ sarmor. Sure
it pops -when something makesit pop. If Atlantic oil was easy to get &, it wouldn't be here waiting for us
now. Put agang on the job. Find out what happened, make sure it doesn't happen again. Big ded!”

Muhlenhoff smiled his attractive smile. “Breck,” he said, “thank God you' ve got guts. Perhapswe werein
ahit of apanic. Gentlemen, | hopewe Il al take heart from Mr. Breck’ slevel-headed-what did you say,



Breck?’

Breck didn’t look up. He was pawing through the dispatch Muhlenhoff had dropped to the table.
“Nine-inch plate,” he read aloud, white-faced. “ And time of installation, not quite seven weeks ago.

If thisgoesoninasraight line- he grabbed for apocket dide-rule -“we have, uh-* he swallowed-*less
time than the probable error,” hefinished.

“Breck!” Muhlenhoff ydled. “Where are you going?’
The veteran heat-transfer man said grimly as he sped through the door: “To find a submarine.”

The rest of the Engineering Board was suddenly pulling chairs toward the trouble-shooting
team’ s digpatch. Muhlenhoff dammed afist on thetable.

“Stopit,” he said evenly. “The next man who leaves the meeting will have his contract canceled. Isthat
clear, gentlemen? Good. We will now proceed to get organized.”

He had them; they were listening. He said forcefully: 1 want atask force consisting of a petrochemist, a
vibrations man, a hydrostatics man and a structurd engineer. Co-opt mathematicians and computermen
asneeded. | will have al machines capable of handling Fourier series and up cleared for your use. The
work of the task force will be divided into two phases. For Phase One, memberswill keep their saffsas
small as possible. The objective of Phase Oneisto find the cause of the leaks and predict whether smilar
lesks are likely elsawherein the project. On receiving afirst gpproximation from theforce | will proceed
to set up Phase Two, to dedl with countermeasures.”

He paused. “ Gentlemen,” he said, “we must not lose our nerves. We must not panic. Possibly the most
serioustechnica crisgsin Atlantic’ shistory liesbefore us. Y our most important job isto maintain-at all
times-a cheerful, courageous attitude. We cannot, repeat cannot, afford to have the sub-technical staff of
the project panicked for lack of agood example from us.” He drilled each of them in turn with along
glare. “And,” hefinished, “if | hear of anyone suddenly discovering emergency business ashore, the man
who does it better get fitted for adudgemonkey’ s suit, because that’ swhat he' |l be tomorrow. Clear?’

Each of the executives assumed some version of a cheerful, courageous atitude. They looked ghastly,
even to themselves.

Muhlenhoff stalked into his private office, the nerve-center of the whole bulkheaded works.

In MuhlenhofFs private office, you would never know you were 1,800 meters below the surface of the
sea. It looked like any oilman’ s brass-hat office anywhere, complete to the beautiful blonde outside the
door (but white-faced and trembling), the potted palm (though the ends of its fronds vibrated gently), and
thetypica section chief burgting inin thetypica flap. “ Sir,” hewhined, frenzied, “ Section Six has
pinholed! The corrosion-*

“Handleit!” barked Muhlenhoff, and dammed the door. Section Six be damned! What did it matter if a
few of the old bulkheads pinholed and rilled? The central chambers were safe, until they could lick
whatever it was that was corroding. The point was, you had to stay with it and get out the oil; because if
you didn’t prove your lease, PetroMex would. Mexican oil wanted those reserves mighty badly.

Muhlenhoff knew how to handle an emergency. Back away fromit. Get afresh dant. Abovedl, don't
panic.

He dapped a button that guaranteed no interruption and irritably, seeking distraction, picked up hislatest
copy of the New New Review-for he was, among other things, an intellectua as tune allowed.

Under the magazine was the latest of severd confidential communications from the home office.
Muhlenhoff growled and tossed the magazine asde. He reread what Priestley had had to say:

“I know you understand the importance of beating our Spic friends to the Atlantic deep reserves, so |



won't giveyou ahard time about it. I'll just passit on theway Lundstrom gaveit to me: * Tell Muhlenhoff
he'[I come back on the Board or on aboard, and no dlibis or excuses.” Get it? Well-*

Hell. Muhlenhoff threw the sheet down and tried to think about the damned corrosion-leakage situation.

But hedidn’t try for long. There was, heredlized, no point at al in him thinking about the problem. For
onething, he no longer had the equipment.

Muhlenhoff redlized, wonderingly, that he hadn’t opened atable of integralsfor ten years; he doubted
that he could find hisway around the pages, well enough to run down atricky form. He had come up
pretty fast through the huge technical saff of Atlantic. First he had been ageologist in the procurement
section, one of those boots-and-leather-jacket guys who spent his daysin rough, tough blasting and
drilling and hisnightsin rarefied scientific air, corrdaing and integrating the findings of the day. Next he
had been a Chief Geologist, chairborne director of youngsters, now and then tackling amuddled report
with Theory of Least Squares and Gibbs Phase Rule that magicaly separated dross from limpid fact ...
or, he admitted wryly, at least turning the muddled reports over to mathematicians who specidized in
those disciplines.

Next he had been aRaw Materias Committee member who knew that drilling and figuring weren't the
amighty things he had supposed them when he was a kid, who began to see the Big Picture of off-shore
leases and depreciation allowances; of power and fusible rocks and stedl for the machines, butane for the
drills, plasticsfor the pipdines, metalsfor the circuits, the computers, the doors, windows, walls, tools,
utilities

A committeeman who began to see that afriendly beer poured for the right resources-commission man
was really more important than Least Squares or Phase Rule, because a resources commissioner who
didn’t get dong with you might get dong, for instance, with somebody from Coastwide, and dlot to
Coastwide the next available block of leases-thus working grievous harm to Atlantic and the billionsit
served. A committeeman who began to see that the Big Picture meant government and science leaning
chummily againgt each other, government setting science new and chalenging taskslike the billion-barrel
procurement program, science backing government with al itstremendous prestige. Y ou consume my
wadgte hydrocarbons, Muhlenhoff thought comfortably, and I'll consume yours.

Thus mined, smelted and milled, Muhlenhoff was tempered for higher things. For the firgt, the technica
directorate of an entire Atlantic Sub-Sea Petroleum Corporation district, and al wells, fields, pipelines,
dills, storage fidds, trangport, fabrication and maintenance appertaining thereto. Honors piled upon
honors. And then-

He, glanced around him at the comfortable office. The top. Nothing to be added but voting stock and
Board membership-and those within hisgrasp, if only he weathered thislast criss. And then the rarefied
height he occupied adone.

And, by God, he thought, | do adamn good job of it! Pleasurably he reviewed his conduct at the
mesting; he had aready forgotten his panic. Those shaking fools would have brought the roof down on
us, he thought savagely. A few gallons of water in an unimportant shaft, and they’ re set to message the
home office, run for the surface, abandon the whole project. . The Big Picture! They didn't seeit, and
they never would. He might, he admitted, not be able to chase an integra form through atable, but by
God he could give the orders to those who would. The thing was organized now; the project wasralling;
the task force had its job mapped out; and somehow, athough he would not do ajot of the
brain-wearing, eyestraining, actua work, it would be hisjob, because he had initiated it. He thought of
theflat, dark square miles of calcareous ooze outside, under which lay the biggest proved untapped
petroleum reserve in the world. Sector Fortyone, it was called on the hydrographic charts.

Perhaps, some day, the charts would say: Muhlenhoff Basin.
Wedl, why not?



The emergency intercom wasflickering itsred cdl light pusillanimoudy. Muhlenhoff calmly lifted the
handset off its cradle and ignored the tinny bleat. When you gave an order, you had to leave the men
aoneto carry it out.

Herelaxed in hischair and picked up abook from the desk. He was, among other things, a student of
Old American Higtory, astime permitted.

Fifteen minutes now, he promised himself, with the heroic past. And then back to work refreshed!

Muhlenhoff plunged into the book. He had schooled himself to concentration; he hardly noticed when the
pleading noise from the intercom finally gave up trying to aitract his attention. The book wasa_ study of
that Mexican War in which the United States had been so astonishingly deprived of Texas, Oklahoma
and points west under the infamous Peace of Gaveston. The story waswell told; Muhlenhoff waslost in
its story from thefirst page.

Good thumbnail sketch of Presidente Lopez, artiticaly contrasted with the United States' Whitmore,
More-in-sorrow-than-in-anger off-the-cuff psychoandysis of the crackpot Texan, Byerly, derisvely
known to Mexicans as“El Cacafuego.” Byerly’ sraid at the head of his screwbdl irredentists, their
prompt annihilation by the Mexican Third Armored Regiment, Byerly’ simpeccably legd trid and
execution at Tehuantepec. Stiff diplomatic note from the United States. Bland answer: Please mind your
business, Senores, and we will mind ours. Stiffer diplomatic note. We said please, Senores, and can we
not let it go at that? Very siff diplomatic note; and Latin temper flares at last: Mexico seversrelations.

Bad to worse. Worse to worst.

Massacre of Mexican nationds a San Antonio. Bland refusa of the United States federal government to
interferein “loca police problem” of punishing the guilty. Mexican Third Armored raids San Antone,
arrests the murderers (feted for weeks, their faces in the papers, their proud boasts of butchery retold
everywhere), and hangs them before recrossing the border. United States declareswar. United States
loseswar-outmaneuvered, outgenerded, out-logisticated, outgunned, outmanned. And outfought. Said
the author:

“The colossal blow this cold military fact ddivered to the United States collective ego isinconceivable to
ustoday. Only astudy of contemporary comment can makeit redl to the historian: The choked hysteria
of the newspapers, the raging tides of suicides, Whitmore' simpeachment and trid, the forced
resgnations of the entire Generd Staff-al these serve only to sketch in the nationa mood.

“Clearly something had happened to the military power which, within less than five decades previous, had
annihilated the war machines of the Cominforrn and the Third Reich.

“We have the words of the contemporary military anayst, Osgood Ferguson, to explainit:

“Therise of the so-called *political general’ means a decline in the efficiency of the army. Other things being equal, an
undistracted professional beats an officer who is half soldier and half politician. A general who makesit his sole job to
win awar will infalibly defeat an opponent who, by choice or constraint, must offend no voters of enemy ancestry,
destroy no cultural or religious shrines highly regarded by the press, show leniency when leniency is fashionable at
home, display condign firmness when voters demand it (though it cause in& zone of communications to blaze up into
afury of guerrilla clashes), choose hisinvasion routes to please a state department apprehensive of potential future
ententes.

“It isunfortunate that most of Ferguson’ s documentation was lost when his home was burned during the
unsettled years after the war. But we know that what Mexico' s Presidente Lopez said to his staff was:
‘My generals, win methiswar.” And this entire volume does not have enough space to record what the
United States generals were told by the White House, the Congress as awhole, the Committees on
Military affairs, the Special Committees on Conduct of the War, the State Department, the Commerce
Department, the Interior Department, the Director of the Budget, the War Manpower Commission, the
Republican National Committee, the Democratic National Committee, the Sted |obby, the Oil 1obby, the
Labor lobby, the palitica journas, the daily newspapers, the broadcasters, the ministry, the Granges, the



Chambers of Commerce. However, we do know-unhappily-that the United States generals obeyed their
orders. This sorry fact was inscribed inddibly on the record at the Peace of Galveston.”

Muhlenhoff yawned and closed the book. An amusing theory, he thought, ,but thin. Political generds?
Nonsense.

He was glad to see that his subordinates had given up their attempt to pass respongibility for the
immediate problem to his shoulders, the intercom had been silent for many minutes now. It only showed,
he thought comfortably, that they had absorbed his leading better than they knew.

He glanced regretfully at the door that had sheltered him, for this precious refreshing interlude, from the
shocks of the project outside. Well, the interlude was over; now to see about this leakage thing.
Muhlenhoff made anote, in histidy card-catalog mind, to have

Maintenance on the carpet. The door was bulging out of true. Incredible doppiness! And some damned
fool had shut the locks in the ventilating system. The air was becoming stuffy.

Aggressive and confident, the political engineer pressed the rel ease that opened the door to the greatest
shock of al.

NIGHTMARE WITH ZEPPELINS

Elsewhere | have mentioned Cyril’ sincomplete Civil War novel, The Crater. The opening
chaptersintroduced his viewpoint character, an English journalist. | liked the character; | liked
the background material; and | used them verbatimin this short story.

THE ZEPPELIN dirigible balloons bombed L ondon again last night and | got little deep what with the
fire brigades clanging down the street and the antiaircraft guns banging away. Bad newsin the morning
post. A plain card from Emmieto let me know that Sam’ s gone, fast and without much pain. Shedidn’t
say, but | suppose it was the flu, which makes him at least the fifth of the old lib-lab boys taken off this
winter. And why not? We'rein our seventiesand eighties. It shightime.

Shaw said as much the other day when | met him on the steps of the Museum reading room, he striding
in, | doddering out. In that brutd, flippant way of his, he was rather funny about how old Harry Lewes
was standing in the way of youngsters like himsalf, but | can't bring mysdlf to put hisremarks down; they
would be alittle too painful to contemplate.

Well, he' s quite recovered from that business with hisfoot that gave usdl such afright. Barring the ‘flu,
he may liveto my age, and about 1939 bright youngsters now unborn will be watching him like hawks for
the smallest Sign of rigidity, of eccentricity, and saying complacently: “Grand old boy, G.B.S. Such apity
he' sgoing the least bit soft upstairs” And | shal by then be watching from Olympus, and chuckling.

Enough of him. He has the most extraordinary way of getting into everybody’ s conversation, thoughiitis
true that my own conversation does wander, these bad days. | did not think that the second decade of
the twentieth century would be like this, though, as| have excdllent reason to be, | an glad it isnot
worse.

| am redlly quite unhappy and uncomfortable as| St here at the old desk. Though all the world knows |
don’t hold with persond service for the young and healthy, | am no longer amember of either of those
classes. | do missthe minigtrations of Bagley, who at this moment is probably lying in afrozen trench and
even more uncomfortablethan I. | can’'t seem to build aswarm afire as he used to. The codswon't go



right. Luckily, I know what to do when | am unhappy and uncomfortable: work.

Anyway, Wellsisback from France. He has been talking, he says, to some people at the Cavendish
Laboratory, wherever that is. He told me we must make a*“radium bomb.” | wanted to ask: “Must we,
Wels? Must we, redly?’

He saysthe great virtue of aradium bomb isthat it explodes and keeps on exploding-for hours, days,
weeks. Theitalics are Wells s-one could hear them in hisrather high-pitched voice-and heiswelcometo
them.

| once saw an explosion which would have interested Wells and, athough it did not keep on exploding, it
was as much of an explosion as| ever careto see.

| thought of telling him so. But, if he believed me, there would be ahue and a cry-1 wonder, was| ever
once as consecrated as he?-and if he did not, he might all the same use it for the subject of one of his
“scientific” romances. After | am gone, of course, but surely that event cannot be long delayed, and in
any casethat would spail it. And | want the work. | do not think | have another book
remaining-forty-one fat volumeswill have to do-but this can hardly be abook. A short essay; it must be
short if it is not to become an autobiography and, though | have resisted few temptationsin my life, |
mean to fight that one off to the end. That was another jeer of Shaw’s. Well, he scored off me, for |
confess that some such thought had stirred in my mind.

My lifelong struggle with voice and pen againgt socid injustice had barely begun in 1864, and yet | had
played a part in three magjor work stoppages, published perhaps a dozen pamphlets and was the editor
and principa contributor of the still-remembered Labour’ s Voice. | write with what must look like
immodesty only to explain how it wasthat | came to the attention of Miss Carlotta Cox. | wasworking
with thefurious energy of avery young man who has discovered hisvocation, and no doubt Miss Cox
mistook my daemon-now long gone, das!-for me.

Miss Cox was amember of that considerable group of ruling-class Englishmen and women who devote
time, thought and money to improving the lot of the workingman. Everybody knows of good Josiah
Wedgewood, Mr. William Morris, Miss Nightingae; they were the great ones. Perhaps | adone today
remember Miss Cox, but there were hundreds like her and pray God there will always be.

She was then aspingter in her sixties and had spent most of her life giving away her fortune. She had
gone oncein her youth to the cotton mills whence that fortune had come, and knew after her first
horrified look what her course must be. She instructed her man of businessto sell dl her sharesin that
Inferno of sweated labour and for the next forty years, as she dways put it, attempted to make
redtitution.

She summoned me, in short, to her then-celebrated stationer’ s shop and, between waiting on purchasers
of nibs and foolscap, told me her plan. | wasto go to Africa

Acrossthe Atlantic, Americawas a war within hersaf. The rebellious South was holding on, not with
any hope of subduing the North, but in the expectation of support from England.

England hersdf was divided. Though England had abolished davery on her own soil dmost a century
earlier, sill the detestable practise had 1ts apologists, and there were those who held the rude blacks
incapable of assuming the dignities of freedom. | was to seek out the Dahomeys and the Congolese on
their own grounds and give the lie to those who thought them less than men.

“Tell England,” said Miss Cox, “that the so-called primitive Negroes possessed great empires when our
fatherslived in wattle huts. Tell England that the black lawgivers of Solomon’stune aretrue
representatives of their people, and that the monsirous caricature of the plantation black isavena
cregtion of anignoble class!”

She spoke like that, but she also handed me a cheque for two hundred and fifty poundsto defray my



expenses of travel and to subsidize awide distribution of the numbers of Labour’ sV oice which would
contain my correspondence.

Despite her sometimes grotesque manner, Miss Cox’ s project was not an unwise one. Whatever
enlightenment could be bought at a price of two hundred and fifty pounds was ablow at human davery.
Nor, being bardly twenty, was | much distressed by the thought of avoyage to strange lands.

Innotimeat dl, | had turned the direction of Labour’sVoice over to my tested friends and contributors
Mr. Samue Blackett and Miss Emma Chatto (they married a month later) and in aweek | was aboard a
French “composte ship,” iron of frame and wooden of skin, bound for a port on the Dark Continent, the
home of mystery and enchantment.

So we thought of it in those days and so, in dmost as great degree, do we think of it today, though |
venture to suppose that, once this great war is over, those same creations of Count Zeppelin which
bombed me last night may dispel some of the mystery, exorcise the enchantment and bring light into the
darkness-. May it be so, though | trust that whatever discoveries these aeronauts of tomorrow may bring
will not repest the discovery Herr Faesch made known to mein 1864.

The squalor of ocean travel in those daysis no part of my story. It existed and | endured it for what
seemed like an eternity, but at last | bade farewdll to Le Flamant and all her roaches, rats and stench.
Nor doesit become this memoir to discussthe tragic failure of the mission Miss Cox had given me.

(Those few who remember my Peoples of the Earth will perhaps also remember the account given in the
chapter | entitled “ Africa Journeyings.” Those, still fewer, whose perception revealed to them an
unaccountable gap between the putrid sore throat with which | was afflicted at the headwaters of the
Congo and my leave taking on the Gold Coast will find herewith the chronicle of the missng days).

It isenough to say that | found no empiresin 1864. If they had existed, and | believe they had, they were
vanished with Sheba s Queen. | did, however, find Herr Faesch. Or he found me.

How shdll | describe Herr Faesch for you? | shan't, Shaw notwithstanding, permit mysalf so hackneyed a
term as“hardy Swiss’; | am not so far removed from the youthful spring of creation asthat. Y et Swisshe
was, and surely hardy aswdll, for he discovered me (or his natives did) athousand milesfroma
community of Europeans, deserted by my own bearers, nearer to death than ever | have been since. He
told methat | tried thriceto kill him, in my delirium; but he nursed mewel and | lived. Asyou see.

He was a scientific man, astudent of Nature’ sways, and a hedler, though one cure was beyond him.
For, sick though | was, he was more ravaged by destructiveillnessthan 1. | wokein afirdit hut with a
rank poultice at my throat and a naked savage daubing at my brow, and | wasterrified; no, not of the
native, but of the awful cadaverous face, ghost-white, that frowned down at me from the shadows.

That was my first sght of Herr Faesch.

When, aday later, | came ableto st up and to talk, | found him a gentle and brave man, whose English
was every hit as good as my own, whose knowledge surpassed that of any human | met before or since.
But the mark of deeth was on him. In that equatoria jungle, his complexion was dabaster. Ruling the
reckless black warriors who served him, his strength yet waslessthan achild’s. In those steaming
afternoonswhen | hardly dared stir from my cot for fear of stroke, he wore gloves and awoollen scarf a
his neck.

Wehad, in al, three daystogether. As| regained my health, his health dwindled.

He introduced himself to me as anative of Geneva, that colorful city on the finest lake of the Alps. He
listened courteoudy while | told him of my own errand and did me, and the absent Miss Cox, the
courtesy of admiring the spirit which prompted it- though he was not sanguine of my prospects of finding
the empires.

He said nothing of what had brought him to this remote wilderness, but | thought | knew. Surely gold.



Perhaps diamonds or some other gem, but | thought not; gold was much more plausible.

| had picked up enough of the native didect to catch perhaps one word in twenty of what he said to his
natives and they to him-enough, at any rate, to know that when he left mein their charge for some hours,
that first day, he was going to aholein the

ground. It could only be amine, and what, | asked myself, would a European trouble to minein the heart
of unexplored Africabut gold?

| waswrong, of course. It was not gold at all.

Wells saysthat they are doing astonishing things at the Cavendish Laboratory, but | do think that Herr
Faesch might have astonished even Wells. Certainly he astonished me. On the second day of my
convaescence, | found mysdlf strong enough to be up and walking about.

Say that | was prying. Perhaps | was. It was oppressively hot-1 dared not venture outside-and yet | was
too restlessto lie abed waiting for Herr Faesch’ sreturn. | found myself examining the objectson
his-camp table and there were, indeed, nuggets. But the nuggets were not gold. They wereasiivery
metal, blackened and discolored, but surely without gold’ s yellow hue; they wererather smdll, like
irregular lark’ s eggs, and yet they were queerly heavy. Perhaps there was a score of them, aggregating
about a pound or two.

| rattled them thoughtfully in my hand, and then observed that acrossthetent, in alaboratory jar with a
glass stopper, there were perhaps a dozen more-yes, and in yet another place in that tent, in a pottery
dish, another clutch of the things. | thought to bring them close together so that | might compare them. |
fetched the jar and et it on the table; | went after the pelletsin the pottery dish.

Herr Faesch' s voice, shaking with emotion, halted me. “Mr. Lewes!” he whispered harshly. “ Stop, Sir!”

| turned, and there was the man, his eyeswide with horror, standing at the flap of the tent. | made my
gpologies, but he waved them aside.

“No, no,” he croaked, “1 know - you meant no harm. But | tell you, Mr. Lewes, you were very near to
death amoment ago.”

| glanced at the pdllets. “From these, Herr Faesch?’

“Yes, Mr. Lewes. From those.” He tottered into the tent and retrieved the pottery dish from my hands.
Back to its corner it went; then the jar, back across the tent again. “ They must not come together. No,
gr,” he sad, nodding thoughtfully, though | had said nothing with which he might have been agreeing,
“they must not come together.”

He sat down. “Mr. Lewes,” he whispered, “ have you ever heard of uranium?’ | had not. “Or of
pitchblende? No? Wdl,” he said earnestly, “| assure you that you will. Theseingots, Mr. Lewes, are
uranium, but not the stlandard metal of commerce. No, Sir. They arearare variant form, indistinguishable
by the most delicate of chemical testsfrom the ordinary meta, but possessed of characteristicswhich
‘are-l shal merely say ‘wonderful,” Mr. Lewes, for | dare not use the term which comesfirst to mind.”

“Remarkable” said |, fedling that some such response was wanted.

He agreed. “ Remarkable indeed, my dear Mr. Lewes! Y ou redly cannot imagine how remarkable.
Suppose | should tell you that the mere act of placing those few nuggets you discovered in close
juxtaposition to each other would liberate an immense amount of energy. Suppose | should tell you that if
acertain critical quantity of thismeta should be joined together, an explosion would result. Eh, Mr.
Lewes? What of that?’

| could only say again, “ Remarkable, Herr Faesch.” | knew nothing elseto say. | was not yet
one-and-twenty, | had had no interest in making chemists stinks, and much of what he said was Greek
to me- or was science to me, which wasworse, for | should have understood the Greek tolerably well.



Also acertain apprehension lingered in my mind. That terrible white face, thosefired eyes, his agitated
speech-1 could not be blamed, | think. | believed he might be mad. And though | listened, | heard not, as
he went ~on to tell me of what his discovery might mean.

The next morning he thrust a sheaf of manuscript at me. “Read, Mr. Lewes!” he commanded me and
went off to hismine; but something went wrong. | drowsed through afew pages and made nothing of
them except that he thought in someway his nuggets had affected his hedlth. There wasaradiant glow in
the mine, and the natives believed that glow meant sickness and in time death, and Herr Faesch had
cometo agree with the natives. A pity, | thought absently, turning in for anap.

A monstrous smashing sound awakened me. No one was about. | ran out, thrusting aside the tent flap
and there, over ahill, through the interstices of thetrees, | saw ahuge and angry cloud./! don’t know
how to describeit; | have never snce seenitslike, and pray God the world never shdl again until the end
of time.

Five milesaway it must have been, but there was heat from it; the tent itself was charred. Tall it was-|
don’t know how tdl, stretching straight and thin from the ground to a toadstool crown shot with
lightnings.

The natives came after atune, and though they were desperately afraid, | managed to get from them that

it was Herr Faesch’s mine that had blown up, along with Herr Faesch and a dozen of themselves. More
than that, they would not say.

And | never saw one of them again. In afew days, when | was strong enough, | made my way back to
the river and there | was found and helped-1 have never known by whom. Half dazed, my fever
recurring, | remember only endless journeying, until | found myself near aport.

Y es, there was explosion enough for any man.

That whippersnapper Wells! Suppose, | put it to you, that some such “radium bomb” should be made.
Conceive the captains of Kaiser Will’ sdirigible fleet possessed of afew nuggets apiece such asthose
Herr Faesch owned haf acentury ago. Imagine them cruising above the city of London, sowing their
dragon’ s-teeth pelletsin certain predetermined places, until in time a sufficient accumulation was reached
to set thewhole thing off. Can you think what horror it might set free upon the world?

And s0 | have never told this tory, nor ever would if it were not for those same Zeppelin dirigible
balloons. Even now | think it best to withhold it until thiswar isover, ayear or two perhaps. (And that
will probably make it posthumous-if only to accommodate Shaw-but no matter.)

| have seen agreat dedl. | know what | know, and | fed what | fed; and | tell you, this marvel ous decade
that stretches ahead of us after this present war will open new windows on freedom for the human race.
Can it be doubted? Poor Bagley’ sletters from the trenchestell methat the very poilusand Tommies are
determined to build anew world on the ruins of the old.

Well, perhaps Herr Faesch’s nuggets will help them, these wiser, nobler children of the dawn who areto
follow us. They will know what to make of them. Onething is sure: Count Zeppelin has made it
impossible for Herr Faesch’ s metd ever to be used for war. Fighting on the ground itsalf wasterrible
enough; this new dimension of warfare will end it. Imagine sending dirigibles across the skiesto sow such
horrors! Imagine what monstrous brains might plan such an assault! Merciful heaven. They wouldn't
dare.

CRITICAL MASS



After Cyril’s death, hiswidow turned up a bale of paper and delivered it to me: incomplete
manuscripts, notes, one or two projects that he had completed and, for one reason or another, not
published. Most of the fragments | ultimately completed, over a period of fifteen years, and they
appear in thisvolume. “ Critical Mass’” wasn’t exactly one of them, it was three of them -four, if
you count some notes of my own, made for a story of that title | started and abandoned in 1954.

THE NEUTRON was a plump young man named Walter Chase, though what he thought he waswas a
brand-new Engineering graduate, Sitting mummified and content with the other 3,876 in Eastern’ s class of
‘98, waiting for his sheepskin.

The university glee club sang the ancient scholastic song Gaudeamus I gitur with mournful respect and
creamy phrasing, for they and most of the graduates, faculty members, parents, relatives and friends
present in the field house thought it was ahymn instead of the rowdy drinking song it was. It wasawarm
June day, conducive to reverence. Of Eastern’s 3,877 graduating men and women only three had
majored in classical languages. What those three would do for aliving from July on was problematical.
But in Junethey had at least the pleasure of an interna chuckle .over the many bowed heads.

Walter Chase' swas bowed with the rest. He was of the Civil Engineering breed, and he had learned
more about concrete in the four years just ended than you would think possible. Something called The
Cement Research and Devel opment Ingtitute, whose vague but inspirational commercids were regularly
onthe TV screens, had located Walter as a promising high-school graduate. He was then considering the
glamorous and expensivefidd of nuclear physics. A plausible C.R.D.I. field man had signed him up and
set him gtraight. It took twelve yearsto make anuclear physicist. Now, wasn't that ahell of along time
to wait for the good things of life? Now, here was something he ought to consider: Four years. Infour
years he could wak right into ajob with automatic pay raises, protected seniority, stock participation and
Blue Everything, paid by the company. Concrete was the big industry of tomorrow. The C.R.D.I. was
deeply concerned over thelack of interest in concrete engineering, and it was prepared to do something
about it: Full four-year scholarship, tuition, living costs and pocket money. Well?

Water sgned. He was alevel-headed e ghteen-year-old. He had been living with a pinch-penny aunt and
uncle, his parents dead; the chance of the aunt and uncle financing twelve years of nuclear sudiesfor him
he estimated to lie midway between the incredible and the impossible.

Two solid hours dwindled past in addresses by the Chancellor, the Governor of the State and a couple of
other politicos receiving honorary degrees. Walter Chase alowed the wordsto dip past him as though
they were dreams, athough many of them concerned his own specidty: shelters. Y ou knew what
politician talk was. He and the 3,876 others were coldly redlistic enough to know that C.S.B. wasalong
way from being enacted into law, much less concrete-and-sted Civilian Shdtersin fact. Otherwise why
would the Ingtitute have to keep begging for students to give scholarshipsto? He drowsed. Then, asif
with an absent-minded start, the program ended.

Everybody flocked away onto the campus.

In the hubbub was dl thetalk of the time: * Nice wesether, but, Kee-rist! those speeches!” “Who d'ya
like, inthe All-Star?” “Nothing wrong with C.S.B. if it's handled right, but you take and throw a couple
thousand warheads over the Pole and-* “My, feet hurt.” Chase heard without listening. Hewasin a
hurry.

There was no one he wanted to meet, no specid friend or family. The aunt and uncle were not present at
his graduation. When it had become clear from their letters that they expected him to pay back what they
had spent to care for him as soon as he began earning money, he telephoned them. Collect. He suggested
that they sue him for the money or, dternatively, take aflying jump for themsdves. It effectively closed
out areationship heloathed.



Chase saw, approaching him across the crowded campus, another relationship it wastime to close out.
The rdationship’ s name was Douglasina MacArthur Baggett, a brand-new graduate in journaism. She
was pretty and she had in tow two older persons who Chase perceived to be her parents. “Walter,” she
bubbled, “I don't believe you were even looking for me! Meet Daddy and Mom.”

Walter Chase dlowed his hand to be shaken. Baggett pére was something in Hedlth, Education and
Wefare that had avakened Walter’ sinterest at onetime; but as Douglasinahad let it dip that Daddy had
been passed over for promotion three years running, Walter’ sinterest had run out. The old fool now
began babbling about how young fellows like Water would, through the Civilian Shelters Bill, redly give
the country the top-dog Summit bargaining position that would pull old Zhdetchnikov’ s cork for him. The
mother smpered: “ So you' re the young man! We've

heard so much about you in Douglasina sletters. | tell you, why don't you come and spend the All-Star
weekend with usin Chevy Chase?’

Walter asked blankly: “Why?’
“Why?’ said Mrs. Baggett in afaint voice, after aperceptible pause. Walter smiled warmly.

“After dl,” hesaid, shrugging, “boy-girl collegefriendships. . . . She' safinegirl, Mrs. Baggett. Delighted
to have met you, Mr. Baggett. Doug, maybe we' |l run into each other again, eh?” He clapped her on the
shoulder and dipped away.

Once screened from the sight of their faces, he Sighed. In some ways he would miss her, he thought.
Well. On to the future!

In the dormitory he snapped the locks on his luggage, aready packed, carried them down to be stowed
in the luggage compartment of the airport bus and then circulated gently through the halls. He had in four
years at Eastern made eleven Good Contacts and thirty-six Possibles, and he had an hour or two before
his plane to joke with, shake the hand of, or congratul ate the nine of those on the list who shared his
dorm. Hefooled the fools and flattered the flatterable, but in hiswake afew of his classmates grimly said:
“That young son of abitch isgoing to go far, unless he runs out of facesto step on.”

Having attended to his nine he charitably soread some of his remaining tune among the couple dozen
Outside Chances heran into. To asincere, but confused, servo-mech specialist he said, man-to-man,
“Wadll, Frankie, what' sthe big decison? Made up your mind about the job yet?’

The servo-mech man clutched him and told him histale of woe. “ God no, Walt. | don’t know which way
to turn. Missle R and D’ s offering me acommission right away, captain insde of two years. But who
wantsto beasoldier dl hislife? And there' snothing in private industry for inertia guidance, you know.

Damn it, WAlt, if only they let you resign from the service after acouple years!” Chase said something
more or less comforting and moved on. He was careful not to chuckle until he was out of sight.

Poor Frankie! Got himsdlf educated in what amounted to amilitary speciaity-who else could afford
servo-mechanisms?-and discovered he hated the Army.

Stll, Chase meditated while nodding, smiling and handshaking, thirty years as an Engineering Officer
might not be so bad. Asit was one of the aternatives open to himsalf-that was what C.S.B. was all about
-he dlowed hismind to drift over the prospects. It wasn't like the bad old days of fighting. A flat and
rigid policy of atomic retdiation had been U. S. military doctrinefor fifty-three years, and backing it up
was alarge, well-trained U. S. military establishment of career men. And the regulations said career. The
only way out short of thirty-year retirement waswith acan tied to your tail and ataint to your name. He
dismissed that thirty-year dead end with light contempt, as he had before.

Theair-raid warning srens began to howl their undulating hysteria
Chase sighed and glanced at hiswatch. Not too bad. He should still be able to make his plane. Everyone



around him was saying thingslike, “Ah, damnit!” or “Oh, dear,” or “Jeez!” But they were dl dutifully
following thearrowsand the* S’ dgnsthat dotted the campus.

Chasetrailed dong. Hewas kind of annoyed, but nothing could redly spoil hisday. Thefirst shelter he
cameto was full up. The freshman raid warden stood at the door-Chase had been araid warden himself
three years before-chanting: “Basement filled to capacity, folks. Please proceed to Chemistry building.
Don't block the exit, folks. Basement herefilled-

Because of the extra crowd caused by the graduation the Chemistry building basement wasfilled, too,
but Chase got into the Administration building and sat down to wait. Like everybody ese. Women fussed
about their dresses-they dways had, in every air raid drill he had taken part in, say, four aweek for
fifty-two weeks of each year for the nearly twenty years since he had been old enough to toddle
aongsde hislate mother and father. Men grumbled about missing gppointments. They dways had. But
for the most part the battery-fed air-raid lights gleamed equably on them dl, the warden fussed with the
ar conditioner and the younger folk smooched in the corners.

It wasn't abad shelter, Walter Chase thought. The Law School basement was amess-too highapH in
the mortar mix, and the aggregate showing hygroscopic tendencies’ because of some clown not watching
hisrock crusher, so the walls were cracked and damp. Chemistry’ s had been poured in afreeze. Well,
naturaly it began to sinter and flake. Thiswas better; trust the Chancellor to make sure his own nest was
downy! Of course, in araid none of them would be worth a hoot; but there weren't to be any red raids.
Ever.

A jet plan€ sripping path sounded overhead.

Evidently thiswas going to be afull-dress &ffair, at least regiond in scope. They didn’t throw smulated
manned-bomber attacksfor apurely loca do. Walter frowned. It had suddenly occurred to him that with
the air-trangport flight lanes screwed up by military fighters on smulated missions everything withina
thousand miles might be rerouted into stack patterns. What the devil would that do to hisplane’s
departuretime?

Then he smiled forebearingly. He was, in away, pleased to be annoyed. It meant he was entering into the
adult world of appointments and passages. They said that when araid drill began to be adamn
interruption instead of awelcome break from classes and a chance to smooch, then, brother, you were
growing up. He guessed he was growing up.

“Goddam foolishness,” growled the man who sat next to Chase on the bench, asthough it were a
personad attack. More jets shredded sound overhead and he glared at Chase. Walter inventoried his
English shoes, sedl ring and pale cigar and a once engaged him in conversation. The man was some
graduate’ sfather; they had got separated in the raid drill, and Pop was sore as a tramped bunion. The
wholedrill thing was damned childishness, didn’t Walter seethat? And vindictive damned childishness
when they chose to throw one on graduation day of amgjor universty. If only Crockhouse had been
elected in ‘96 instead of Braden, with his packed ballotsin Indiana and. Puerto Rico!

Here Walter Chase' sinterest cooled, because Pop sounded like apalitician, revedled himself to bea
Nationalist and thus was out of power. But there was no escaping the bench. What Pop objected bitterly
to was the multiple levels of expense. Here the drill was knocking men out of production, but the damn
Middle-Road Congress said they had to be paid anyhow. And if the Defense Department was making it
afull-scae smulated raid, did Walter know what that meant? That meant that there went thirty or forty
Nineveh Abies at ahundred and fifty thousand dollars apiece, and was that enough? No. Then they sent
up four or five Tyres at ninety thousand apiece to knock down the Ninevehs. Did that make sense? He
paused to glare at Walter Chase.

Water said, “Well, that’ sthe Cold War for you. Say, who d' you likein the All-Star-“ Hedidn't get to
finish the sentence.



“L.A.” snapped Pop, without losing a bedt. “ Get the damn monkey-business over with, that’swhat | say.
I’m a snesk-puncher and I’'m proud of it. If we'd put our man in the White House instead of that
psam-singing Braden there wouldn't be any Moscow or Peking or Calcutta by now and wewouldn't be
Stting here on our buttsl”

Somebody clawed through from the bench in front;

with horror, Chase recognized old man Baggett. But Douglasina' s Daddy did not recognize him. Flushed
with rage and politics he had eyes only for the sneak-punch advocate. “You'reright it's
monkey-business, fat-mouth!” he snarled. “No thanks to you and your Crock-housewe aren’t dead in
thiscdlar instead of safe and secure! President Braden is a hundred percent pledged to the C.S.B., God
blessit, and-

Therest of his sentence and Sneak-Punch’s angry reply were drowned out by afurther flight of jets
overhead, and then the wham-wham-wham of interceptor missiles blowing smulated attackers out of the

sky.
Somehow, heaven knew how, Walter Chase managed to sneak away, inching through the packed rows

of benches. As soon asthe All Clear siren toots began he was up and out, ignoring the freshman
warden's puppy-like yaps that they should remain in their seets until the front benches had been emptied-

Routine. It wasal drictly routine.

Out on the campus, Chase headed for the airport in earnest, and was ddlighted to find that hisflight was
gill on time. How lucky he was, he thought, with more pride than gratitude. “What are you, Sir?” asked
the robot baggage-checker, and he said, “Washington,” with pleasure. He was on hisway. He was
headed for Washington, where Dr. Hujes of The Cement Research and Development | nstitute would
assgn himto hisjob, doubtlessthe first rung of adizzying climb to wealth and fame. He was ayoung man
on hisway. Or s0 he thought. He did not know that he was only a neutron ambling toward events.

I
Arturo Denzer, in the same sense, was a nucleus. He knew no more about it than Walter Chase.

Denzer woke to the rays of arising sun and the snarl of hiswake-up clock. He took avitamin capsule, an
agpirin tablet, athyroid injection; amildly euphoric jolt of racemic amphetamine sulphate; caffeinevia
three cups of black coffee with sucaryl; and nicotine viaachain of nonfiltering filter-tip cigarettes. He then
left his apartment for the offices of Nature s Way Magazine, which he edited.

June sblossom wasin the air, and so was thetingle of the All-Star Game Number One. The elevator
operator said to him respectfully, “Who d'yalikein the All-Star game, Mr. Denzer?’” Denzer turned the
operator’ s conversation circuit off with ahandwave. Hedidn't fed like talking to arobot at least until the
aspirin began to work.

Absent-mindedly he waved acab to him and climbed in. Only after it took off did he notice, to his
dismay, that he had picked a Black-and-White fleet hack. They were sdlty and picturesque-and couldn’t
be turned off. The damned thing would probably cdl him “Mac.”

“WhoyalikeinnaAll-Star, Mac?’ the cab asked genidly, and Denzer winched. Trapped, he drummed
hisringers on the armrest and Stared at the Jefferson Memoria in its seaof amusement rides and hot-dog
gands. “Who yalikeinna All-Star, Mac?’ it asked again, genidly and relentlesdly. It would go on asking
until he answered.

“Yanks,” Denzer grunted. Next time he’ d watch what he was doing and get adeek, black Rippington
Livery with arespectful BBC accent.

“Them bums?’ groaned the cab derisively. “Watchathink Craffany’ sup to?’
Craffany wasthe Y ankee manager. Denzer knew that he had benched three of his star players over the



last weekend-indeed, it wasimpossible to avoid knowing it. Denzer struck out wildly: “ Saving them for
the All-Star, | guess.”

The cab grunted and said: “Maybe. My guess, Fliederwick’sin adump so Craffany benched him and
pulled Hockinsand Waller soit’d look like he

was saving ‘em for the All-Star. Yanotice Hiederwick was O for 11 in the first game with Navy?’

Denzer gritted histeeth and dumped down in the seet. After amoment the cab grunted and said:
“Maybe. My guessis Fliederwick’ sin adump so Craffany benched him and pulled. . . .” It went through
it twice more before Denzer and his hangover could stand no more.

“I hate basebdl,” he said digtinctly.
The cab said at once, “Well, it' safree country. Say, ya see Braden' s speech on the C.S.B. last night?’
“I did”

“Heredlly gaveit to them, right? Y ou got to watch those traitors. Course, like Crockhouse says, where
we going to get the money?’

“Printit, | imagine,” snarled Denzer.

“Figgersdon’t lie. We dready got agross national debt of $87,912.02 per person, you know that? Tack
on the cost of the Civilian Shelters and whaddya got?’

Denzer’ s headache was becoming cataclysmic. He rubbed histemplesfeverishly.
“Figgersdon't lie. Wedready got agrossnationd ...”

Desperate Situations require desperate measures. “| hate p-politicstoo,” he said, stuttering alittle.
Normdly he didn’t like smutty talk.

The cab broke off and growled: “Watch yalanguage, Mac. Thisis arespectablefleet.”

The cab corkscrewed down to alanding in North Arlington-Alex and said, “Herey’ are, Mac.” Denzer
paid it and stepped from the windy terrace of the Press House onto a crowded westbound corridor. He
hoped in away that the cab wouldn't turn him in to agossip columnist. In another way he didn’t care.

Around him buzzed the noise of the All-Star and the C.SB. “. . . Craffany . . . $87,912.02, and at least
$6,175.50 for Shelters ... Foxy Framish and Little Joe

Fliederwick . . . wdll, thisisnext year . . . nah, you sneak-punch ‘em a couple thousand missiles over the
Pole and... needsayear inthe minors.”

“Hédllo, Denzer,” someone said. It was Maggie Frome, his assstant.
“Hello, Maggie,” he said, and added automaticaly: “Who do you likein the All-Star game?’

In alow, ferocious voice she muttered: “Y ou can take the All-Star game, tie it up in ab-b-b-brassiere
and dump it in aCivilian Shdlter. | am sick of the subject. Both subjects.”

Heflushed at her language and protested: “Redlly, Maggie!”

“Sorry,” she grunted, sounding as though she didn’t mean it. He contrasted her surly intransggence with
his own reasoned remarks to the cab and tolerantly shook his head. Of course, he could have been taken
the wrong way... He began to worry.

They stepped off together at the Nature' s Way offices. Sales & Promotion was parayzed. Instead of
rows of talkers at rows of desks, phoning prospects out of city directories and high-pressuring them into
subscriptions, the department was curdled into little knots of people cheerfully squabbling about the
C.SB. and the All-Stars. Denzer sighed and led the girl on into Transmisson. The gang should have been
tuning up the works, ready to ,shoot the next issue into seven million home facsmile receivers. Insteed,



the gang wastaking All-Stars and C.S.B. It was the same in Typography, the samein Layout, the same
in Editorid.

The door closed behind them, isolating their twin office from the babble. Blessed silence. “Maggie” he
sad, “1 have aheadache. Will you please work on thefinal paste-ups and cutting for me? Thereisn't
anything that should give you any trouble.”

“Okay, Denzer,” she said, and retrested to her haf of the office with the magazine dummy. Denzer felt a
momentary pang of conscience. The issue wasway overset and cutting it was a stinker of ajob to pass
on to Maggie Frome. Still, that was what you had assistants for, wasn't it?

He studied her, covertly, as she bent over the dummy. She was anice-looking girl, evenif shewasa
hangover from the adminigtration of President Danton and his Century of the Common Woman.

Maggi€ smother had been something of an integrationist eader in Sandusky, Ohio, and had flocked to
Washington as one mote in Danton’ s crackpot horde, bringing her subteenage daughter Maggie. No
doubt there had been afather, but Maggie never mentioned him. The mother had died in acar crash that
looked like suicide after Danton logt dll fifty-four statesin hisbid for re-* eection, but by then Maggie
was a pert teenager who moved in with cousinsin Arlington-Alex and she stayed on. Must just like
Washington, Denzer thought. Not because of Female Integration, though. Danton’ s Century of the
Common Woman had lasted just four years.

Hewinced alittle as he remembered her coarseness of speech. She was round and brown-haired. Y ou
couldn’t have everything.

Denzer leaned back and shut his eyes, the hubbub outside the office was just barely audible for a
moment-some red-hot argument over the Gottshalk Committee’ s Shelter Report or Fliederwick’ sR.B.I.
had swelled briefly to the shrieking stage-and then died away again. Hereticaly he wondered what the
point was in getting excited over baseball or the building or nonbuilding of air-raid shelters capable of
housing every American dl thetime. One was as remote from redlity asthe other.

“Sorry, Denzer.”

He sat up, banging his knee on his desk.

“Lousy staff work, I'm afraid. Here' sthe Aztec Cocawine piece and no lab verification on the test
results.” She waswaving red-crayoned gdleysin hisface.

Helooked at the scrawling red question-mark over the neat columns of type with distaste. Nature' s Way
promised its saven million subscribersthat it would not sall them anything that would kill them; or, &t leedt,
that if it did kill them nobody would be able to hang it on the product directly. At substantial expense,
they maintained afacility to provethis point. It was caled The Nature' sWay Nationa Impartia

Research Foundation. “ So call thelab,” he said.

“No good, Denzer. Front-office memo last month. Lab verifications must bein writing -with notary’ s sed
on hand before the issue goesto bed.”

“Cripes,” he protested, “that means somebody’ s got to go clear over to Lobby House.” He did not meet
her eye. Going over to Lobby House was aworthwhile break in the day’ s routine; the free snack-bar
and free bar-bar the lobbies maintained was up to the best expense-account standards, and everyone
enjoyed talking to the kooksin the [ab. They were so odd.

“I'll goif youwant, Denzer,” she said, startling him into looking at her.
“But the issue-*
“Did most of it last night, Denzer. The Aztec story isdl that’ sleft.”

“We'll both go,” he said, rising. She had earned it; he needed abromo and a shot of B-| vitagunk in the
L obby House snack-bar; and since there would be two of them in the cab he had aruse for cutting out
the cab’ stalk about All-Stars and the C.S.B.



The ruse wasthis. As soon asthe cab took off he flung hisarms around her and bore her back against
thearm rest.

The cab chuckled and winked at them with its rear-view lens, asit was programmed to do. They
discussed proofreading, the vacation sked and the choice of lead commercials for the next issue of
Nature' s Way

in soft whispersinto each other’ sears dl the way to Lobby House, while the cab winked and chuckled at
them every fifteen seconds.

The knocks on the 93" floor were under the care of asort of half-breed race of semi-kooks. These were
science mgors who had minored in journaism... or in marrying rich . . . and thus wandered into press
agentry for scientific concerns. Asliaison men between Nature' s Way and the test-tube manipulators the
semi-kooks occupied an uncertain middle ground. It sometimes made them belligerent. Denzer and the
girl werelet in to see the Director of Bennington’s Division, aDr. Bennington, and Denzer said: “We
camefor the Aztec Cocawine certification.”

Dr. Bennington boomed: “Damn right! Coming right up! Say, who'sgonnatakeit in the Game?’ He
thumped a button on his desk and in amoment atall, stooped youth with a proudly beaked nose swept in
and threw adocument on his desk. “Thanks, Valen-dora. Lessee here, um, yeah. Saysit’sharmlessto
the nerves, yatata, yatata, al sgned and ssamped. Anything el setoday, Arturo? Gland extract, fake a
heroin prescription, shot of Scotch?’

The beaked youth said loftily: “ Our findings are set forth precisdy, Dr. Bennington. Thefluid containsan
akaoid which gppreciably eroded the myelin sheaths of the autonomic nerve trunks.”

Denzer blanched, but the semi-kook administrator agreed carelesdly, “Right, that’swhat | said. It' sthat
word ‘ gppreciably.” Anything lessthan ‘markedly,” we write it down as negative.” Hedippeditinan
envel ope that was already marked Confidentia Findings, Aztec Wine of Coca Corporation, Sponsor,
and sailed it acrossto Denzer. “Well, what about C.S.B., boy? They gonnaget usdug in beforeit’ stoo
late?’ He made them promiseto stop in at the snack-bar or bar-bar before leaving the building, then
offered them adrink out of his private stock. They refused, of course. That wasjust hisway of saying
good-bye. It wasthe only way he knew to end a conversation.

With the certification in his pocket and theissue locked up, Denzer began to fed asthough he might live,
especidly if he madeit to the B-l vitagunk dispenser in the snack-bar. He took Maggie Frome by thearm
and was astonished to fed her shaking.

“Sorry, Denzer. I'm not crying, redly. If somebody’ s going to sdll crazy-making dope to the public, why
shouldn’t it be you and me? We re no better than anybody else, d-d-damn’it!”

He said uncomfortably, “Maybe adrink’ s not such abad idea. What do you say?’

“I"dloveit,” she sobbed. But then the sirens began to wail and they said, “Damnit,” and “Oh, dear”
-respectively, she did and he did-and they took their bearings by the signs and made for the shelters.
Under Lobby House was nothing like enough space, so the air-raid shelter wasthe interior parts of the
10" through 85" floors, away from the flying glass of the curtain walls but not too near the elevator shafts.
It was not a bad shelter, actualy. It was proof against any bomb that the world had ever known, up to
say, early 1943.

There was plenty of room but not enough benches. Maggie and Denzer found a place on the floor where
they could put their backs against awall, and he dlowed her to lean against Ms shoulder. She wasn't
such abad kid, he thought sympatheticdly, especidly asthe perfumein her hair was pleasant in his
nogtrils. Therewasn't anything really wrong with Female Integration. Maggie wasn't anut. Take basebal.
Why, that was the Integrationist’ s mgjor conquest, when women demanded and got equal representation
on every mgor-league team in pite of the fact that they could not throw or run on competitive termswith
men. They said that if dl the teams had the same number of women it wouldn't matter. And it hadn’t.



And Integrationistswere gill crowing over thevictory; and yet Maggie had refused to fdl into the
All-Star hygteria

A roar like an outboard motor in the crown of your hat shook the building; A. A. “carpet” cannon laying
asheet of sudden death for missiles across the sky above them. Denzer relaxed. His headache was
amost gone. Heinclined his head to rest his cheek against Maggi€ s hair. Even with ahangover, it had
been pleasant in the cab with hisarms around her. He had been kind of looking forward to the return trip.
If Denzer wereindeed anucleus, asin away he was, he was beginning to fed acertain tugging of binding
energy toward certain other nuclear particles.

As so0n as the noise stopped, he thought he would speak to her.

The noise sopped. The voices of the men beside them bellowed into the sudden quiet: “-damned foolish
idea of Thergpeutic War was exploded ten years ago! And that’ s what we' d beif your idiot Crockhouse
was in-exploded!”

And the man next to him: “At leest Crockhouse wouldn't have us Sitting hathese fool imitation shelterd
He d do something.”

“Whadya think Braden wants, for God' s sake? Not these things. He' sright on the record for C.S.B.”

And then Maggie Frome, breathing fire, her head no longer resting on Denzer’ s shoulder: “What the hell
isso great about C.S.B.? Shelters, no shelters, can’t you get it through your head that if this keeps up
we're dead? Dear God above, deliver me from fools, baseball players and p-p-politiciang!”

Denzer tried to look as though he' d never met her; he was white-faced. Round, yes, sweet-smelling, yes,
warm-but how could he ever get used to her dirty talk?

If Denzer was anucleus and Walter Chase a neutron, what can we cal the President of the United
States? He played a part. Without him nothing could happen. Perhaps what he did wasto shapethelife
of the neutron before fisson happened; in that sense one could call him a® moderator.” Thiswas an apt
term for President Braden.

On thisbright June morning in Washington-not Arlington-Alex or the bedroom municipaitiesin Maryland
but the little old Federd District itself-the President of the United States held what was ill called a
“press’ conference. He was late. The cathode-tube “ newspapermen” grumbled allittle as Secret Service
men frisked them, but it was habit. They were used to being frisked, ever snce that fanatic Alaskan
nationalist publisher emptied a.32 at then-President Hutzmeyer in *83. And they were used to
now-President Braden being late.

They rose when President Braden came in. Asusua, he protested in his pleasant adopted border-South
accent: “Please, ladies, please, gentlemen, don’t bother-* So they sat down and smiled, and waited while
Braden arranged some papers on his desk. He always did that. He never referred to them during the
session, because he didn't have to, but every week there was the minute or two of silencein the room
while the President, his rimless glasses gleaming studioudy, pursed hislips over the documentsin their
red, blue and cream-colored folders.

Helooked up and beamed.

Unobtrusive camera-eyes mounted flush with the walls of the conference room began to record. The
el ephantine Giuseppe von Bortoski, N.B.C. Washington bureau chief, incomparably senior
correspondent, was privileged to lead off. He did: “ Good morning, Mr. President. Do you have a
satement for ustoday?’

“Nothing prepared, Joseph. It's been aquiet week, hasn't it?’

Von Bortoski said solemnly, “Not for Craffany,” and everybody roared. VVon Bortoski waited out his



laugh and said: “But serioudy, Mr. President, isthere any comment on the radar picket situation?’

The President paused, then looked faintly surprised. “1 didn’t know there was a* Situation,” Joseph. Our
radar picket vessels off the Atlantic and Pacific coasts have been pulled in approximately two hundred
miles. They al have the new microradar; they don't haveto be so far out. Thisgives usagratifying
economy, since the closer we can pull them in the fewer shipswe need to stick out there on picket duty.
Isthat what you wanted to know, Joseph?’

“No, Mr. President. | was referring to Representative Simpson’ stelecast yesterday. He alleged that the
new radars haven't been adequately field-tested. Said the move was premature and, well, dangerous.”

The President paused, then looked faintly angry. “I seem to recdl that 1llinois Smpson. A Democrat.”
Everybody nodded. “1 am surprised that you are taking up our time, Joseph, with the wild charges that
emanate with monotonous regularity from the Party of Treason.” Everyone looked at the stout N.B.C.
man with annhoyance. The President turned toward ayoung lady correspondent, paused, and said, “Miss
Banner-man, do you have aquestion?’

Shedid. What about the Civilian Shdlters Bill?
The President paused, grinned and said, “I’m for it.” He got asmal laugh.
“I mean, Mr. Presdent, what isits status now? Asthe leader of your Party, isit going to go through?’

The President paused longer than usua. Everyonein the room knew what he was waiting for, though it
was a convention of the Press Conference to pretend he was answering off the cuff. At last the other end
of the trangprompter circuit got its signals cleared and the President said levelly: “ Asthe leader of my
Party, Miss Bannerman, | can say thisthing is being hammered out. Slower than some of uswould wish,
true. But it will be done. It isthe platform of my Party; on that platform | wasdectedin‘98; and | have
not the reputation of going back on my pledges.” Heinclined his head to an gpproving stir among the
correspondents.

Von Bortoski made amental calculation. He decided that the press conference had supplied enough
matter for his upcoming newscast and to hell with the rest of them. “Thank you, Mr. President,” he said.
The other reporters swore under their breaths once more at the tyranny of the senior-correspondent rule,
the President rose smiling and the armed guards stepped away from the doors.

C.SB., C.SB., the President mediated. Someday he would have to ask aquestion himsdlf and find out
just what this C.S.B. was al about. No doubt the R & | desk that fed him answers or speeches viathe
transprompter could tell him. He promised himself hewould get around to it first thing, say, Monday. Or
wait, wasn't Monday thefirgt All-Star game?

A swift conveyor belt whisked him from the Annex to the Old White House and an escalator to the Ova
Room. His personal secretary ventured to say: “Y ou made good tune, Governor. There sthirty-five
minutes clear before the first gppointment. How about anap?’

Presdent Braden snapped: “| see Generd Stan-dish has been talking to you again, Murray. Tell that
quack when | want doctoring Il ask for it, and get meadrink.”

The President, who liked to think he was a hard-riding, hard-drinking southern gentleman, athough he
had been aNew Jersey accountant until he wasthirty,

spped aglass of minerd water lightly tinted with whiskey, decided he was refreshed and buzzed for the
first gppointment to start ahead of time.

Thefirst gppointment was with Senator Horton of Indiana. While he was coming in, the transprompter
whispered into the President’ s ear: “ Call him David, not Dave. No wife. Ex-professor, for God's sake.
Watch him.”

The President rose, smiling, and gripped Horton’ s hand with warmth and the pressure of an old



campaigner. “It'sagreat pleasure, David. How’ s Indiana shaping up for next year? Lose dl your best
seniors?’

Senator Horton had ashock of gray hair, amournful face and a surprisingly springy, lean body for a
fifty-year-old ex-professor. He said abruptly: “I don’t follow the school’ sfootball schedule. Mr.
Presdent, | want something.”

“Unto the haf of my kingdom,” Braden said gaily, attempting to throw him off balance.

Horton gave him ameager amile. “1 want you to bear down on the Civilian Shelters Bill. Y ou are, after
al, committed toit. It helped eect you. But twenty-two months have gone by and the bill istill inthe
Public Works Committee. | am on that committee, Mr. President, and it ismy impression that | am the
only member interested in seeing it enacted into law.”

The President said gravely, “That' samighty serious charge, David. One | cannot act on without the
fulles-*

“Excuse mefor interrupting, Mr. President, but your time is vauable and there are some things you
needn’t bother explaining to me.” Deeply affronted, the President stared at him. “Believe mewhen | say
that I’ ve cometo you asalast resort. | get only bland evasions from Harkness. The Interior
Department-*

Harkness was the committee chairman and he had been Braden’ s persona campaign manager in the * 96
run. The President rose and said, “ Excuse me, Senator, but | don’t permit people to speak about Jim
Harknesslikethat in my presence.”

Senator Horton disgtractedly ran his hands through his shock of hair. “1 didn’t mean to offend you. God
knows | don’t mean to offend anyone. Not even the Secretary of Interior, though if he thinks- No, |
won't say that. All | want isto get the C.S.B. on thefloor and get the construction work under way. Mr.
President, how long can al thisgo on?’

The President remained standing, looked at hiswatch and said coally, “ All what, David?’

“We arein thefifty-third year of the Politica War, Mr. President. Somehow, by a succession of
last-minute, hairs-breadth accidents, we have escaped nuclear bombing. It can’t go on forever! If the
missiles came over the Pole today they’ d annihilate thisnation, and | don’t give one juicy damn that China
and Russawould be annihilated in the next forty minutes-*

Hewastrembling. The President’ s earphone whispered tinnily: “Hospitalized one year; nervous
breakdown. The guard-ports have him covered with deep guns, Sr.” That was arelief; but what about
this Horton? He was Doan€' s personal choice, chairman of the Nationa Committee; had Doane put a
raving maniac in the Senate? The Pres dent remembered, from those young, county-committeeman days
when he remembered things clearly, that something like that had happened before. It had been during the
Party of Treason' sfirst years-alunatic from the Northwest got e ected to Congress and was mighty
embarrassing until he committed suicide. The President, then a schoolboy, had chuckled with the rest of
the nation over Congressman Zioncheck; but now he was not chuckling. It was his Adminigtration and in
the Senate. And amember of, God help him, his party.

The President did not look toward the guard-ports and the riflemen behind them. He said quietly, * David,
| want you to calm down. No pledges have been forgotten and no pledges are going to be violated. |l
gpesk to Jm Harkness about the Shelter Bill today. That'sapromise.”

“Thank you,” Horton said gratefully, and tried to smile. “I’ll hold you to that, Sr. Good day.”

The President buzzed, not for his next gppointment but to talk to his secretary. “Murray, get me Senator
Harkness on the phone.” And to his chest microphone: “ Trans-prompter desk? Get out of circuit. I'll
buzz you.” He heard thefaint carrier tonein his ear die and the guard-ports' click. For thefirst tune since
he stepped out of his shower that morning, the President was able to say aword that no one but himself



could hear. He sad it. It had only one syllable, but it improved his mood very much.

Harkness s voice was resonant and comforting. The President, sometimes nagged by a secret feding that
he was not very bright, knew damned well that he was brighter than Harkness.

Hesaid: “Jm, I’ ve got to wondering about this C.S.B. that you’ ve got in Public Works. The day’ s young
yet and I’ ve had two questions about it. | know we campaigned on it-what isit, exactly?’

Harkness said comfortingly: “1t'sunder control, Brad. That fellow Horton istrying to unbottleit, but we
can keep him quiet. He doesn’'t know the ropes.”

“Know that, Jm. | just had himin here, wailing and mad. What'sit al about?’

“Why,” said Senator Harkness, with something less of assurancein hisvoice, “it’ s about building shelters,
Brad. Against nuclear attack.” He pronounced it “nookyoular,” in the gpproved White House fashion.

“Not quite my point, Jm. | mean-“ the President searched for what it was he did mean-“1 mean, | can
find out the facts and so on, but what' s got people so stirred up? Put it thisway, Jm: What’ s your
philosophy about the Civilian Shdlters Bill 7’

“Philosophy?” Harkness sounded vaguely scared.

“Wdl, | would not know about philosophy, Brad. It' san issue, C.S.B. is, and we re very fortunate to
have got it away from the Nationadists. C.S.B.’svery popular.” The Presdent sighed inaudibly and
relaxed; Senator Harkness was clearly about to launch into one of hisfamous explanations of things that
never needed to be explained. “ Y ou see, Brad, an issueislifeblood to aparty. Look over thefield today.
What' sto ‘argue about? Damn little. Everybody knowsthe Party of Treason isthe Party of Treason.
Everybody knows the Commies are crazy hoodlums, can't trust * em. Everybody knows atomic
retdiation isthe only sound military policy. There, a one sweep, you knock domestic, foreign and
military policy off the board and haven't anything left to play with except C.S.B.” He paused for breeth,
but before the President could try to get him back on the track of the question hewasrushing on: “It'sa
godsend, Brad! The Nationalists guessed wrong. They turned C.S.B. down in the name of economy. My
opinion, they listened too much to the Defense Department people; naturdly the generdsdidn’t want to
admit they can’t intercept whatever the Commiesthrow at us, and naturally they want the money for
interception instead of shelters. Well, that’sall right, too, but the people say the last word. We
Middle-Roaders guessed right. We dapped C.S.B. in our platform, and we won. What elseisthereto
say about it? Now, we' re not going to turn loose of an issue likethat. Foolsif wedid. The strategy’sto
milk it along, get it on the floor just before we adjourn for campaign tripsand if aNationalist filibuster kills
it, so much the better. That savesit for usfor next year! Y ou know, you never get credit in this game for
what you' ve done. Only for what you' re going to do. And, hell, Brad,” he crowed, suddenly exultant asa
child who hasfound adimein the street, “thisthing isgood for years! There hasto be abig conference
committee with the House on financing C.S.B., we haven't even set up liaison with Military Affars.

We ve got four

more years easy. How’ sthat sound, Brad, en? Rideright in to redection in Twenty Oh Oh, thefirst
Presdent of the twenty-first century!”

“Thanks, Jm,” said the President, “1 knew | could get astraight answer out of you.” It wasthe only way
to stop him. Otherwise he might go clear on to the C.S.B. and its effect on the Integrationists, the C.S.B.
and Labor, the C.S.B. and Colorado water diversion or the C.S.B. asviewed in the light of Craf-fany’s
benching of Little Joe FHliederwick.

And yet, pondered the President, he till didn’t know even the question, much less the answer. Why was
C.SB. agood issue? The missiles hadn’t hit in the past fifty-three years, why should avoting population
march to the booths and elect its leaders because of their Shelter philosophy now?

Braden changed the subject. “What do you think of Horton, Jm?”’



He could dways count on Harkness being frank, at least. “Don't like him. A boat-rocker. Y ou want my
advice, Brad? Y ou haven't asked for it, but it' sget rid of him. Get the Nationd Committeeto put alittle
money in hisdigrict before the primaries.”

“| see” said the President, thanked his former campaign manager and hung up.

Hetook amoment before buzzing Murray for the next gppointment to Sp Mslightly tinted soda water
and close hiseyes. Well, he' d wasted most of the thirty-five minutes he' d gained, and not even anagp to
show for it. Maybe General Standish wasright.

Once when Braden was younger, before he was governor of New Jersey, before he was state senator,
when he dill lived in the old Rumford house on the beach and commuted to Jersey City every day-once
he had been a member of the Nationa Guard, what he considered his obligation asaresigned West
Pointer. And they had killed two of their obligatory four-hours-a-month one month watching a
documentary film on nuclear atack. The arrows marched over the Pole and the picture dissolved to a
flight of missiles. The warheads exploded high in ah-. Then the film went to stock shots, beautifully
selected and paced: the experimenta houses searing and burning on Y ucca Flats, the etched shadows of
killed men on the walls of Hiroshima, aforest fire, adesert, empty, and the wind lifting sand-devils. The
narration had told how such-and-such kind of congtruction would be burned within so many miles of
Ground Zero. It remarked that forest fireswould blaze on every mountain and mentioned matter-of -f
actly that they wouldn’t go out until the whiter snow or pring rams, and of course then the ground would
be bare and the topsoil would cregp as mud down to the oceans. It estimated that then, the year was no
later than 1960, afull-scale attack would cost the world 90 percent of its capacity to support life for at
least acouple of centuries. Braden had never forgotten that movie.

He had never forgotten it, but he admitted that sometimes he had allowed it to dip out of hismind for a
while. Thislatest while seemed to have lasted quite afew years. Only C.S.B. had brought it back in his
recollection.

Because that was the question, the President thought, sipping histinted soda water. What was the use of
C.S.B.? What wasthe use of any kind of shelters, be they deep asdamn-dll, if dl you had to come out of
them to was a burned-out Sahara?

v

Now that the smulated raid was over everybody was resuming their interrupted errands at once. Denzer
was crammed in any-which-way with Maggie Frome wedged under an arm and that kook from the
Indtitute-V enezuela?-gabbling in his ear about computer studies and mydin sheaths.

Thedevator jollied them dl adong. “Don’t forget tomorrow, folks. Be alot of grandmother’s buried
tomorrow, en?” It could not wink, but it giggled and, well, nudged them. Or at least it shook them. It was
overloaded with the crowds from the shelter floors, and its compensators flagged, dropping it aninch
below the sl of thelobby door, then lifting it. “ Sorry, folks,” it apologized. “ Good night, all!”

Denzer grabbed Maggie' sarm. The laboratory man called after him, but he only nodded and tugged the
girl away through the crowds, which were mumbling to each other: “Foxy Framish.. . . dip ‘em acouple
thousand nookyoular ... caught off firdt... oh, hell.” The*“oh, hells’ became generd asthey reached the
main lobby outside of the elevator bays.

Civilian Air Wardensformed chains acrossthe exits. Like fish weirsthey chuted the exiting civiliansinto
lines and passed each line through a checkpoint.

“Denzer,” groaned Maggie, “I’m cooked. | never wear my dosimeter badge with this old green dress.”

The wardens were checking every person for his compulsory ar-raid equipment. Denzer swore handily,
then brightened. They did have their press cards; thiswas officid business. Aztec Wine of Cocawasa
powerful nameinindustry, and didn’t they have aright to take care of itsaffairseven if they overlooked a



few formalitiesthat nobody really took very serioudy anyway? He said confidently: “Bet | get usout of it,
Maggie. Watch this” And heled her forcefully to the nearest warden. *Y ou, there. Important morae
business; here’ smy card. I'm Denzer of Nature’ sWay. This s my assistant, Frome. |-

Briskly the warden nodded. “Y es, sir, Mr. Denzer. Just come thisway.” He led them through the
purse-seine of wardens, out of the building, into-why, Denzer saw, outraged, into a police cab.

“Y ou fixed usfine, Denzer,” gloomed Maggie a hissde asthey got in. He didn’t have the spirit to listen
to her.

The roundup had bagged nearly fifty hardened crimindls, like Denzer and Maggie, caught flagrantly naked
of dosmeters and next-of-kin tags. They were asurly lot. Even the C.S.B. adherents among them
belligerently protested their treatment; the sneak-punchers were incandescent about the whole thing.
Office girls, executives, errand boys, even one hangdog A.R.P. guard himsdlf; they were amotley
assortment. The research man, Vaendora, was among them, and so wasthe girl from the Ingtitute’ s
reception room. Vaendora saw Denzer and dipped through the crowd toward him, holding amanila
envelope as though it contained diphtheria vaccine and he was the first man to arrive at the scene of an
epidemic. “Mr. Denzer,” he said darkly, “1 ask you to assist me. Eleven months of my tune and
twenty-two computer hoursl And thisisthe only copy. Statist. Analysis Trans. expectsthis by tomorrow
at thelatest, and-*

Denzer hardly heard. Statist. Analysis Trans. was not the only periodica expecting something from one of
thefish in thisnet. With an inner ear Denzer waslistening to what his Front Office would say. He was, he
saw clearly, about to miss adeadline. Seven million paid-up subscribers would be complaining to the
Front Office when their copies were late, and Denzer knew dl too well who Front Office would
complain to about that. He whimpered faintly and reached for an amphetamine tablet, but an A.R.P. cop
caught hisarm. “Watch it, Mac,” said the cop, not unkindly. “No getting rid of evidence there. Y ou got
toturndl that uff in.”

Denzer had never been arrested before. He was in a semi-daze while they were waiting to be booked.
Ahead of himinlineaminor squabble arose-Vaendora seemed to be clashing with a plump young fellow
in acollegiate crew-cut-but Denzer was paying little attention as he numbly emptied his pockets and put
all his possessions on the desk to be locked away for him.

It was not until Maggie Frome repested his name for the fifth time that he realized she wastaking to him.
Sheindicated alanky, homely woman talking into an autonoter, seemingly on terms of amiable mutud
contempt with the police.

“Denzer,” Maggie hissed urgently, “that girl over there. The reporter. Name' s Sue-Mary Gribb, and |
know her. Used to work with her on the Herald.”

“That’snice. Say, Maggie,” he moaned, “what the devil are we going to do about the Aztec Wine of
Cocapiece? The Front Office' 11 have our heads.”

“What I'm trying to tell you, Denzer! Give her the lab report. She'll takeit in for ugl”
Thesunrosein pink glory for Arturo Denzer.

Half blinded by the radiance of sudden, unexpected hope, he staggered back to the desk. Vaendora and
the plump youth were dill at it, but he pushed past them, picked up the Nature' s Way Nationa Impartia
Research Foundation envelope and clawed hisway back to Maggie. “Pencil!” he snapped. She
produced one and Denzer scribbled anote to Joe, in Production:

Joe, we'rein ajam. Fix this up for us somehow. Run it pp 34-35, push it through soonest, I’ ve
already got all okays so just jamit in. God bless you. If Front Office asks where | am I’ m dead.

Hethought of adding, “Will explain later,” but he wasn't so very sure he could. He thought of kissing
Sue-Mary Gribb; but she was another Fema e Integrationist, wearing dacks, carrying a corncob pipe; he



only shook her hand briskly and watched her leave.
It was not until she was out the door that he redlized why she had been there in thefirst place.

She was areporter, gathering names. It was customary to run alist of A.R.P. violatorsin the
newspapers. It was inevitable that someone who worked for Natures Way would see hisand Maggi€' s
names on that list; and it was beyond hope that that someone would fail to show it to the Front Office.

With the help of Sue-Mary Gribb he might have made his deadline, but his troubles were not over. Front
Officewas solid C.S.B.

“Maggie,” hesad faintly, “when you left the Herald, did you part friends? | mean, do you think they
might giveusajob?’

The next thing was that they had to wait for their hearing and, in the way of police courts, that took some
tune. Meanwhile they were dl jammed together, noisy and fretful.

The bull-pen roared: “Quiet down, you mokes! Y ou think thisis adebating society?” Denzer sighed and
changed position dightly so as not to disturb Maggie Frome, again placidly dozing on hisshoulder. (This
could become a habit, he thought.)

Well, that was something €l se the Century of the Common Woman had accomplished. They had
integrated the lockups, for better or for worse. Not that Maggie, adeep, was deriving the benefit she
might from the integrated, but Hill very loud, yammering of theinmates of the bullpen.

They weren't dl A.R.P. violators. A sizeable knot in one corner were clearly common drunks, bellowing
about the All-Star Game when they were not singing raucoudy. They were the chief targets of the
bullpen’ s repeated thunderings for quiet, asits volumetric ears registered an excessve noise level. They
must wear out those tapesin aweek, Denzer thought.

A diffident finger touched hisarm. “Mr. Denzer?” 1t was the research fellow from the Indtitute.
Softly, to refrain from disturbing Maggie, he said: “Hello, Venezuda. Make yoursdf comfortable.”
“Vaendora, Mr. Denzer.”

“Sorry,” said Denzer absently, inhaling Maggi€ shair.

“Il ask you, Mr. Denzer,” Vdendora said, choosing his words with as much care asthough he were
taping aquestion for his computers, “isit proper that | should be arrested for being twenty-six feet avay
from where | would not be arrested?’

Denzer sared a him. “Come again?’ Maggie stirred restlessly on his shoulder.

“| was two floors bal ow the Foundation, Mr. Denzer, no moreg,” said the research man. “We are not
required to wear dosmetersin the Ingtitute itsalf. Two floorsistwenty-six feet.”

Denzer sghed. Thiswas not atime when he had patience for nuts. The girl on his shoulder stirred and he
sad, “Good morning, Maggie.” Vaendora swept on:

“Naturdly, Mr. Denzer, it did not occur to me to go back for my dosimeter. My probably error was
more than twenty-four hours minus, though zero plus, and it might have been theredl attack. | was
carrying amost important document and | could not endanger it.”

Maggielooked at him with faint curiosity and then twisted around to look at Denzer’sface. “The
deadline, Denzer?’ she muttered. He crossed hisfingers and shrugged.

“Mr. Denzer,” cried Vdendora, “you are aman of influence. Statist. Analysis Trans. iswaiting for this
study-and besides,” he added wonderingly, “I supposeif the attack isto come tomorrow someone
should do something abouit it. Can you not secure justice for mein this matter?’

Rocked by the sudden vision of himself asaman of influence, Denzer hardly heard the rest of what the



research man was saying. Maggie Frome pushed hersdf away from him and stared thoughtfully at
Vaendora

“We'redl inthe sameboat, friend,” she said kindly.

Vaendorascowled at the floor.

“But what' sthis about an attack?’

With bitter sarcasm Vaendorasaid, “Nothing at al, Miss Frome. Merdly what | have spent eleven
months of my tune on. And twenty-two computer hours.”

“I'm impressed, friend. Y ou said something about an attack?’

Vaendorasad, “Y ou would not understand single-event prediction, Miss Frome. It isadtatistical
assessment of probabilities. Oh, nothing initsdlf that has not previoudy been studied, true; but it isin the
establishing of quantitative valuesfor subjective datathat | have, | do know, made a contribution.” He
shrugged moodily. “And by tomorrow? The event, you see. If | have not published beforethe event it is
only amathematical statement. The test of atheory isthe predictionsthat can be made fromit; | have
made my prediction. During the All-Star Game, you see-*

“Thereyou are!” cried anew voice.

It was the plump youth who had been quarreling with Vaendora at the booking desk. He was il angry.
“Baseball,” he snapped, “that’sdl | hear. Can’'t | make anyone understand that | am a specia
investigator on Senator Horton' s persond staff? The senator iswaiting to interview meright now! And
this man has stolen my thesis!” He put ahand out and briskly pumped Denzer’s. “Walter Chase, gir.
M.A., C.E., and dl therest of that nonsense,” he twinkled, for he had made a quick estimate of Denzer’s
wdll-cut clothes and hangdog ook and pigeonholded him at once as second-string executive, subject to
flattery.

“Denzer. Nature sWay,” he mumbled, trying to let go of the hand, but Chase hung on.

“I’'min cement, Mr. Denzer,” he said. “Did abit of research-my dissertation, actualy-just received
another degree-and Senator Horton is most taken by it. Most taken, Mr. Denzer. Unfortunately I’ ve just
the one copy, asit happensand it’s, well, rather important that it not be log. It concerns cement, asit
affects our shelter program-and, after al, what is a shelter but cement? Eh? Probably should’ ve been
classfied at the start, but-“ He shrugged with the faint amused distaste of the man of sciencefor the
bureaucrat. “ Anyway, | must haveit; the senator must seeit with hisown eyes before he'll give methej-
before making find arrangements. And thisman has soleniit.”

“Stolen!” screamed Vadendora “Man! It isyour fault, man! | was only-*
“Becareful!” commanded Chasefurioudy. “Don’'t blame me! | was merdy-*

Denzer felt atug on hisarm. Maggie Frome winked and led him away, near the group of singing drunks.
They sat down again. “Quieter herel” she shouted in hisear. “ Put your shoulder back, Denzer! | want to
go back to deep!”

“All right!” heyelled, and helped her settle her head againgt him; but in amoment sheraised it again.

“”Denzer!” she asked over the singing of the group, “did you hear what your friend from the Ingtitute was
saying? Something about an attack? | had the funny idea he meant missile attack-ared one, | mean.”

“No,” he shouted back, “it was only basebal! All-Star Game, you know.”

And he hardly heard the raucous bellowing of the drunksfor the next half hour, inhaling the fragrance of
her hair.
They werereleased at last, Denzer making bail; the bail corresponded to the amount of their finesfor

A.R.P.violation, and smal print at the bottom of their summons pointed out that they could forfeit it if
they chose, thus paying their fines, smply by failing to appear a the magigtrate strid. They got out just in



timeto get the bulldog edition of Nature s Way from asidewalk scriber.

They looked at once on the spread, pages 34 and 35, expecting anything, even blank pages.
Tragicdly, the pageswere not blank at al.

Pages 34 and 35 had nothing to do with Aztec Wine of Coca. It was a straight news story, headlined:

U. S MISSILE VULNERABILITY TOTAL IN
ALL-STAR GAME, SAYS GOVERNMENT

STATISTICS EXPERT

From there it got worse. Maggie screamed faintly over Denzer’ s shoulder as she read parts of it doud: “
‘The obsessive preoccupation of the American public with baseball stems from abread-and-circuses
anaogy with ancient Rome. Now, asthen, it may lead to our destruction.” Denzer! Doesthis maniac
want usto get lynched?’

“Read on,” moaned Denzer, dready severd laps ahead of her. Neatly boxed on the second pagewas a
digested, sexed-up version of something Denzer recognized faintly asthe study of cement in the shelter
program Chase had mentioned. What the Nature’ s Way semantic-digester had made of it was:

SHELTERS DEATH TRAPS

Sudy of the approved construction codes of all American shelter projects indicates that they will
not withstand even large chemical explosives.

“I think,” sobbed Arturo Denzer, “that I'll cut my throat.”
“Not here, Mac,” snapped the news-scribing machine. “Move on, will you? Hey! Late! Whaddya read?’
Shaking, the couple moved on. “Denzer,” Maggie gasped, “where do you think Joe got this stuff?’

“Why, from us, Maggie,” Denzer tried to swallow, but histhroat was dry. “Didn’t you hear Chase
before? That was the mix-up at the desk; we must have got his papers, and | suppose what’ shis-name’s,
Venezueld s, and bundled them off to Joe. Nicejob of rush typography, though,” he added absently,
garing into space. “ Say, Maggie. What Venezuelawas talking about. Y ou think there sany truth to it?”

“Towhat, Denzer?’

“What it says here. Optimum time for the Other Side to strike-during the All-Star Game, it says. You
think-?’

Maggie shook her head. “| don’t think, Denzer,” she said, and they walked on for a moment.

They heard their names cadlled, turned, and were overtaken rapidly by Vadendora and the cement
engineer. “You!” cried Chase. “Y ou have my thessl”

“And you have my study!” cried Vaendora
“Not | but humanity,” said Denzer sadly, holding out the damp faxed edition of Nature sWay.

Vaendora, after one white-faced oath in Spanish, took it camly. He glanced up at the sky for a second,
then shrugged. “ Someone will not likethis. | should estimate,” he said thoughtfully, “that within five
minuteswe will dl be back in the calabozo.”

But he waswrong.
It was actually less than three.

\Y

It wasthe third inning, and Craffany had just benched Little Joe Fliederwick. In spite of the sudden ban



onair travel the stadium wasfull. Every televison screen in the country followed Little Jog' strudging
walk to the dugout.

In the White House, President Braden, shoes off, sipping acan of beer, ignored the insstent buzzing in ,
his ear aslong as he could. He wanted to watch the game, “-and the crowd isroaring,” roared the
announcer, “just a-bailing, folksl What' s Craffany up to? What will he do next? Man, don’t we have one
going here today? Folks, was that the al-important turning point in today’ sdl-im-intoday’s
record-bresking All-Star Game, folks? Well, we'll see. In sixty secondswe |l return to the field, but
meanwhile-*

The President alowed his attention to dip away from the commercia and took another pull at his beer.
Basebd|, now. That was something he could get histeeth into. He d been afan since the age of five. All
hislife. Even during the Century of the Common Woman, when that madman Danton had listened to the
Female Lobby and put girls on every second base in the nation. But it had never been thisgood. This
Fiederwick, now, he was good.

Diverted, he glanced at the screen. The camerawas on Little Joe again, standing at the stepsto the
dugout, looking up. So were histeammeates; and the announcer was saying: “Looks like some more of
those ar-to-air missle-bugters, folks. A hugeflight of them. Way up. Wéll, it'sgood to know our
country’ s defense is being looked after and, say, speaking of defense, what do you suppose Craffany’s
going to do now that-

The buzzing returned. The President sghed and spoke to hisinvisible microphones. “What? Oh. Well,
damnit... dl right.”

With aresentful heart he put down the beer can and snapped off the television set. He debated putting his
shoes back on. He decided againgt it, and pulled Ms chair close to the desk to hide his socks.

The door opened and Senator Horton camein.

“Mr. President,” cried Horton, “I want to thank you. There’ s no doubt your prompt action has saved
your country, Sir. | imagine you' ve been filled in on the, ah, incident.”

Wil he had been, the President thought, but by Senator Harkness, and maybe the time had come when
Jm Harkness view of world affairs needed alittle broadening. “ Suppose you tell me about it,” he said.

Horton looked faintly perplexed, but said promptly: “It was basically an accident. Two men, working
independently, came up with reports, strictly unofficial, but important. One was a graduate student’s
thesis on shelter construction; happens the boy was looking for

ajob, the Cement Research and Development I ngtitute recommended him to me, he was on hisway to
see me when the thing happened. That's how | became involved init. The other fellow’ salab worker, at
least asfar asearning aliving's concerned, but he' s a mathematician something-or-other and was
working out aproblem with hislab’s computers. The problem: If the Reds are going to sneak-punch us,
when will they doit? The answer: today. Whilewe re dl off base, with the All-Star Game. Inthe old
daysthey’ d maybe pick apresidential € ection to put one over, just like Hitler used to pick thelong
weekends. Now al they need isa couple of hours when everybody’ s looking the other way, you see.
All-Star Game sanaturd.”

The President said mildly, “I can see that without using acomputer, Senator.”

“Certainly, dr. But thisboy proved it. Liketo meet him, by the way? 1’ ve got the ot of them, right
outsde”

Infor apenny, in for a pound, thought the President, motioning them in. There were three men and agirl,

rather young, rather excited. Senator Horton rattled off introductions. The President gathered the other
two had been involved in the security leak that had occurred on the reports.



“But I’ ve talked to them,” cried Senator Horton, “and | can't believe there’ sagrain of maicein dl of
them. And what they say, Mr. Presdent, requiresimmediate action.”

“I was under theimpression I’ d taken immediate action,” said the President. “Y ou asked meto ground

al civilian air traffic o the missile-watchers could have aclear field; | did. Y ou asked meto put al our
defense aircraft airborne; | did. Y ou asked for a Condition Red defense posture and you got it, al but the
officid announcement.”

“Yes, Mr. Presdent. The immediate danger may have been averted, yes. But what about the future?’

“I see,” said the President, and paused for a second. Oddly, there was no voice from the prompter in his
ear to suggest his next words. He frowned.

“| see” hesaid again, louder. Thetiny voicein Msear said at last:

“Wadll, sr, uh-" It cleared itsthroat. “ Sir, there seems to be some confusion here. Perhaps you could ask
the Senator to continue to brief you.”

“Well-* said the President.
“David,” whispered the prompter.
“-David, let’ sget our thinking organized. Why don’t you continueto fill mein?’

“Gladly, gr! Asyou know, I'm Sheltersall theway. Always have been. But what this young man here
says has shaken meto the core. Mr. Venezudasays Vaendoragrinned sullenly at the rug-“thet at this
very moment wewould bein atomsif it hadn’t been for histimely publication of the Satistica breakdown
of our vulnerahility. HE seven alittle sore about it, Mr. President.”

“Sore?’

The senator grinned. “We spoiled his prediction,” he explained. “ Of course, we saved our own lives. . .
The Other Side has computers too; they must have assessed our national preoccupation with baseball.
Beyond doubt they intended to strike. Only the commotion his article caused-not only in our own country
but, through their embassies, on the Other Side-plus of course your immediate reaction when |
telephoned you asking for aRed Alert, kept the missiles from coming down today, Sir. I’ m certain of it.
And this other young fellow, Mr. Chase-“ Water Chase bowed his head modestly-“brought out alot of
datain histerm paper, or whatever it was. Seemed like nonsense, Sir, so we checked it. Everything he
sadisnot only fact but old stuff; it’ s been published hundreds of times. Not aword of new materid init.”
Chase glared. “That’ swhy we' ve never built deep shelters. They smply won't stand up against massive
attack- and cannot be made to stand up. It' stoo late for shelters. In building them we' refaling into the
oldest gtrategic trap of human warfare; We re fighting yesterday’ s war today.”

President Braden experienced asinking feding when the earprompter said only, and doubtfully, “Ask him
togoon, sr.”

“Goon,s -goon, David.”

“Why,” said the senator, astonished, “that’ sl thereis, Mr. Presdent. Therest isup to you.”

President Braden remembered vaguely, as a youth, stories about the administration of President -who
wasit? Truman, or somebody around then. They said Truman had asign on his desk that read: The buck
stops here.

His own desk, the President noticed for the first time, was mirror-smooth. It held no such sign. Apart
from the framed picture of hislate wife there was nothing.

Y et the principle ftill held, remorselessly, no matter how long he had been able to postponeits
application. He was the last man in the chain. There was no one to whom the President could passthe
buck. If it wastimefor the nation to pick itself up, turnitself around and head off in anew direction, he
was the only one who could order it to march.



He thought about the aternatives. Say these fellows were right. Say the shelters couldn’t keep the nation
going in the event of dl-out attack. Say the present aert, so incredibly costly in money and men, could
not be maintained around the clock for any length of time, which it surely could not. Say the
sneak-puncherswereright...

But no, thought the President somberly, that avenue had been explored and the end was disaster. Y ou
could never get dl the opposing missile bases, not while some were under the sea and some were touring
the highways of the Siberian tundra on trucks and some were orbital and some were airborne. And it
only took ahandful of survivors- to kill you.

So what was eft?
Here and now, everybody was waiting for him to speak-even thelittle voicein hisear.

The President pushed his chair back and put hisfeet up on the desk. “ Y ou know,” he said, wiggling his
toesin their Argyle socks, “1 once went to school’ too. True,” he said, not gpologizing, “it was West
Point. That'sagood school too, you know. | remember writing aterm paper in one of the sociology
COUrses. . . or wasit history? No matter. | still recall what | said in that paper. | said wasn't it astonishing
that things dways got worse before they got better. Take monarchy, | said. It built up and up, grew more
complex, more useless, more removed from government, in any red sense, until we cometo thingslike
England’ s Wars of the Roses and France' s Sun King and the Czar and the Mikado-until most of the
business of the government was in the person of the king, instead of the other way around. Then-bang!
No more monarchy.”

“Mr. President,” whispered the voicein his ear, “you have an gppointment with the Mongolian Legate.”

“Oh, shut up, you,” said the President amiably, shocking his prompter and confusing his guests. “ Sorry,
not you,” he apologized. “My, uh, secretary. Tells me that the Chinese representatives want to talk about
our ‘ unprecedented and unpeace-loving acts -more likely, to see what they can find out.” He picked the
plug out of hisear and dropped it in adesk drawer. “They’ Il wait. Now, take davery,” hewent on. “It
too became more ingtitutionalized-and rituaized- until the horse was riding the man; until the South here
was exigting on daves, it was even exigting for daves. The biggest single item of wedth in the thirteen
Confederate states was daves. The biggest single line of business, other than agriculture, was davery,
dealing and breeding. Things get big and forma, you see, just before they pop and blow away. Well, |
wrotedl thisup. | turned it in, red proud, expecting, | don’t know, maybe an honorary LL.D. At least a
compliment, certainly ... It came back and the instructor had scrawled one word acrossthe top of it:
Toynbee. So | read up on Toynbee' s books. After, of course, | got over being oppressed at the
ingtructor’ sinjustice to me. He was right. Toynbee described the whole thing long before | did.

“But, you know, | didn’t know that at thetime. | thought it up myself, asif Toynbee had never lived,”
said the President with some pride. He beamed at them.

Senator Hortén was standing with open mouth. He glanced quickly at the othersin the room, but they
had nothing but puzzlement to return to him. He said, “Mr. President, | don’t understand. Y ou mean-*

“Mean?| mean what’ s happened to us,” said the President testily. “We ve had our obsessive period.
Now we move on to something else. And, Senator, Congressis going to have to help move; and, I'm
warning you, you' re going to help me moveit.”

When they left the White House it was late afternoon. The lilacs that bordered the wall werein full,
fragrant bloom. Denzer inhaled deeply and squeezed the hand of Maggie Frome.

Passing the sentry box at the end of the drive, they heard avoice from aportable radio ingde. It was
creaming:

“It'sgoing...it'sgoing. .. it'sGONE, folks Craffany has pulled one out of the fire again! And that
wrapsit up for him, as Hockins sends one way out over centerfield and into the stands.. .” The guard



looked out, rosily beaming, and waved them on. He would have waved them on if they had worn beards
and carried ticking bombs; he was a Craffany rooter from way back, and now in an ecstasy of ddight.

“Craffany did it, then,” said Walter Chase sagely.

“| thought when he benched Hockins and moved Little Joe Fliederwick to-

“Oh, shut up, Chase.” said Denzer. “Maggie, I'm buying drinks. Y ou want to come aong, Venezuel a?’
“I think not, Mr. Denzer,” said the research man. “I’m late now. Statist. Andlysis Trans. isexpecting me.”
“Chase?’ Politeness forced that one out of him. But Chase shook his head.

“I just remembered an old friend herein town,” said Chase. He had had time for some quick thinking. If
the nation was going over to anon-shelter philosophy-if cave-dwelling was at an end and adynamic new
program was going to start-maybe a cement degree wasn't going to be the passport to security and fame
he had imagined. Walter Chase had dways had a keen eye for the handwriting on thewall. “A-young
lady friend,” he winked. “ Name of Douglasina Baggett. Perhaps you' ve heard of her father; he’ squite an
important maninH. E.and W.”

The neutron, properly placed, had struck the nucleus; and the spreading chain was propagating rapidly
through their world. What wasit going to be from now on? They did not know; does afissioned atom
know what dementsit will change into? It must change; and so it changes. “1 guess we did something,
eh?’ said Denzer. “Buit ... | don’t know. If it hadn’t been us, | expect it would have been someone el se.
Something had to give.” For it doesn’t matter which nucleusfissonsfirs. Once the massiscriticd the
chain reaction begins, itisassmple asthat.

“Let’sget that drink, Denzer,” said Maggie Frome.
They flagged acab, and dl the way out to Arlington-Alex it chuckled at them asthey kissed. The cab

spared them its canned thoughts, and that was as they wished it. But that was not why they werein each
other’ sarms.

AFTERWORD

Some person who is not me will have to decide how great awriter Cyril Kornbluth was. | wastoo close
to him, as collaborator in many ways, and asfriend.

Indl, wewrote four science-fiction nove stogether*, plus three novels which were not sciencefiction
and, in various permutations, with and without other collaborators, severd dozen stories.

Therearedill in my filesafew fragments of stories, and one huge chunk of anovel, not sciencefiction,
about the Civil War. For technical reasons| do not think the nove islikely ever to be finished and
published by anybody. None of the other fragments have enough in them to go on, and so unless some
unexpected treasure trove turns up there will be no more.

So | think that this volume, which contains stories published aslong as a decade and ahdf after his
desth, containsthe last of the work of Cyril Kornbluth which isever likely to see print; and | regret very
much thelossto al of us, and personally and particularly to mysdlf, of this bright and rewarding talent.

*There was afifth, Marschild, which began as a short story of mine but was otherwise written almost
entirely by Cyril and my then wife, Judith Meril.
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