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NULL-ABC

BY H. BEAM PIPER AND JOHN J. McGUIRE

There's some reaction these days that
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holds scientists responsible for war. Take it one step further:
What happens if "book-learnin™ is held responsible ...?

[llugtrated by van Dongen

Chester Pdlton retracted his paunch as far as the breskfast seat would permit; the table, its advent
preceded by a collection of mouth-watering aromas, did noisdesdy out of the pantry and clicked into
placein front of him.

"BEverything dl right, Miss Claire?' a voice floated out after it from beyond. "Anything ese you want?'

"Eveything's jug fing, Mrs. Harris" Claire replied. "l suppose Mr. Pdtonll want seconds, and Ray'll
probably want thirds and fourths of everything." She waved a hand over the photocell that closed the
pantry door, and did into place across from her brother, who dready had a glass of fruit juice in one
hand and was lifting platter covers with the other.

"Red eggd” the boy was announcing. "Bacon. Whest-bread toast.” He looked again. "Hey, Sis, is this
red cow-made butter?"

"Yes Now go ahead and eat.”

As though Ray needed encouragement, Chester Pelton thought, wetching his son use a spoon—the
biggest one available—to dump gobs of honey on his toast. While he was hdping himsdf to bacon and
eggs, he could hear Ray's full-mouthed exclamation: "This is red bee-comb honey, too!" That pleased
him. The boy was a true Pelton; only needed one hite to diginguish between red and synthetic food.

"Bet this breakfast didn't cost adollar under five C," Ray continued, a little more audibly, between bites.

That was another Pelton trait; even at fifteen, the boy was learning the vaue of money. Claire seemed to
disapprove, however.

"Oh, Ray; try not to dways think of what things cost," she reproved.

“If 1 had dl she spends on naturd food, | could have a this-season's mode 'copter-bike, like Jmmy
Hartnett," Ray continued.

Pdton frowned. "I don't want you running around with that boy, Ray," he said, his mouth full of bacon
and eggs. Under his daughter's look of disapproval, he swalowed hadtily, then continued: "He's not the



sort of company | want my son keeping.”

"But, Senator,” Ray protested. "He lives next door to us. Why, we can see Hartnett's aerid from the top
of our landing stage!™

"That doesn't métter," he said, in atone meant to indicate that the subject was not to be debated. "He's a
Literatel"

"More eggs, Senator?' Claire asked, extending the platter and gesturing with the serving knife.

He chuckled inwardly. Claire dways knew what to do when his temper started dimbing to criticd mass.
He dlowed her to load his plate again.

"And speaking of our landing stage, have you been up there, thismorning, Ray?' he asked.
They both looked a him inquiringly.

"Ddivered lagt evening, while you two were out,” he explained. "New winter mode Rolls-Cadipac." He
fdt aglow of paterna pleasure as Claire gave ayep of ddight and amed a glandng kiss a the top of his
bad head. Ray dropped his fork, did from his seat, and bolted for the lift, even bacon, eggs, and red
bee-comb honey forgotten.

With eaborate absent-mindedness, Chester Pdton reached for the switch to turn on the video screen
over the pantry door.

"Oh-oh! Oh-oh!" Claire's dender hand went out to stop his own. "Not till coffee and cigarettes, Senator.”
"It's dmogt oh-eight-fifteen; | want the newscast.”

"Can't you jugt rdax for awhile? Honestly, Senator, you're killing yourself."

"Oh, rubbish! I've been working a little hard, but—"

"Youve been working too hard. And today, with the sde a the store, and the last day of the
campagn—"

"Why the devil did thet idiot of a Latterman have the sdle advertised for today, anyhow?' he fumed.
"Doesnt he know I'm running for the Senate?"

"I doubt it," Claire said. "He may have heard of it, the way you've heard about an dection in Pakistan or
Abyssnig, or he just may not know there is such athing as poalitics. | think he does know theré's a world
outsde the store, but he doesn't care much what goes oninit." She pushed her plate aside, poured a cup
of coffee, and levered a cigarette from the Reedilit, puffing at it with the reish of the morning's firs
smoke. "All he knows is that we're holding our sde three days ahead of Macy & Gimbd's™



"Russ is a good busnessman,” Pedton said serioudy. "l wish you'd take a little more interest in him,
Clare"

"If you mean what | think you do, no thanks" Claire replied. "I suppose I'll get married, some day—most
girls do—but itll be to somebody who can hang his business up at the office before he comes home.
Russ Laterman is so married to the store that if he married me too, itd be bigamy. Ready for your
coffee?' Without waiting for an answer, shefilled his cup and gected a lighted cigarette from the box for
him, then snapped on the video screen.

It lit & once, and a nondescriptly handsome young man was grinning toothily out of it. He wore a white
smock, hdfway to his knees, and, over it, an old-fashioned Sam Browne belt which supported a bulky
leather-covered tablet and a large stylus. On the strap which crossed his breast five or six litile metd
badges twinkled.

"... Why no other beer can compare with ddlicious, tangy, Cardon's Black Bottle. Won't you try it?" he
pleaded. "Then you will see for yoursdf why millions of happy drinkers dways Cdl For Cardon's. And
now, that other favorite of millions Literate Firgt Class Hlliot C. Mongery.”

Pdton muttered: "Why Frank sponsors that blabbermouth of a Mongery—"

Ray, diding back onto the bench, returned to his food.

"Jmmy's book had pictures” he complained, forking up another mixture of eggs, bacon, toast and honey.
"Book?" Clare echoed. "Oh, the indructions for the ‘copter?*

"Fipe down, both of you!" Pelton commanded. "The newscast—"

Literate Firgt Class Eliot C. Mongery, revealed by a quick left quarter-turn of the pickup camera, wore
the same starchy white smock, the same Sam Browne bt glittering with the badges of the organizations
and corporations for whom he was authorized to practice Literacy. The tablet on his belt, Pelton knew,
was redly a camouflaged holster for a smdl automatic, and the gold sylus was a gas-projector. The
black-leather-jacketed bodyguards, of course, were discreetly out of range of the camera. Members of
the Associated Fraternities of Literates weren't exactly loved by the non-reading public they damed to
serve. The Sght of one of those starchy, perpetually-spotless, white smocks aways affected Pelton like a
red cape to a bull. He snorted in disdain. The raised eyebrow toward the announcer on the Ieft, the
quick, perennidly boyish amile, followed by the levdly serious gaze into the camera—the whole act might
have been a film-transcription of Mongery's fird appearance on the video, fifteen years ago. At leadt, it
was off the same ear of corn.

"Thet big hunk of cheese," Ray commented. For once, Pelton didn't shush him; that was too close to his
own attitude, at least in family-breakfast-table terminology.

"... Arg of dl; for the country, and especidly the Newer New York area, and by the way, it looks as
though somebody thought somebody needed a little cooling off, but well come to that later. Here's the
forecast: Today and tomorrow, the weather will continue fing warm in the sun, chilly in the shadows.



There won't be anything to keep you from the polls, tomorrow, except bird-hunting, or a last chance a a
game of golf. Thisisthe firg time within this commentator's memory that the westher has definitdy been
infavor of the party out of power.

‘)@;{%“: i3
/e % o

"On the world scene: Youll be glad to hear that the survivors of the wrecked strato-rocket have dl been
rescued from the top of Mount Everes, after a difficult and heroic effort by the Royd Nepaese Air
Force.... The results of last week's dection in Russa are being chdlenged by tweve of the fourteen
parties represented on the bdlot; the only parties not hurling accusations of fraud are the Democrats, who
won, and the Chrigian Communids, who are about as influentid in Russan politics as the
Vegaaian-Anti-Vaccinatiion Party is here.... The Centra Diplomatic Council of the Reunited Nations
has just announced, for the hundred and seventy-eighth time, that the Arab-Isragl dispute has been findly,
definitdy and satisfactorily settled. This morning's reports from Baghdad and Td Aviv only lig four Arabs
and 9x Igadis killed in border clashes in the past twenty-four hours, so maybe they're redly getting
things patched up, after dl. During the same period, there were more fatdities in Newer New York as a
result of clashes between the private troops of riva racket gangs, palitica parties and business houses.

"Which brings us to the locd scene. On my way to the studio this morning, | stopped a City Hal, and
found our genid Chief of Police Delaney, 'lrish’ Delaney to most of us, hard a work with a portable
disntegrator, getting rid of record disks and recording tapes of old and long-settled cases. He had a
couple of amudng dories. For ingtance, a lone Independent-Conservative partisan broke up a
Radica-Socidist mass medting preparatory to a march to demonstrate in Double Times Square, by
aoplying his pocket lighter to one of the heat-sengtive boxes in the building and activating the sprinkler
system. By the time the Radicas had gotten into dry clothing, there was a, wdl, sort of, impromptu
Conservative demongration going on in Double Times Square, and one of the few things the locd
gendarmes won't stand for is an attempt to hold two riva palitical medtingsin the same area.



"Curioudy, while it was the Radicads who got soaked, it was the Conservatives who sneezed,” Mongery
went on, his face glowing with mischievous amusement. "It seems that while they were holding a monster
rdly & Hague Hdl, in North Jersey Borough, some person or persons unknown got a the
ar-conditioning syslem with a tank of sneeze gas, which didn't exactly improve ether the spesking syle
of Senator Grant Hamilton or the attentiveness of his audience. Needless to say, there is no police
investigetion of ether incident. Election shenanigans, like college pranks, are far play as long as they
don't cause an outright holocaust. And that, | think, is asit should be" Mongery went on, more serioudy.
"Mog of the horrors of the Twentieth and Twenty-firsg Centuries were the result of taking palitics too
serioudy.”

Pdton snorted again. That was the Literate ling, dl right; treat politics as a joke and an eection as a
gporting event, let the Independent-Conservative grafters stay in power, and let the Literates run the
country through them. Not, of course, that he disapproved of those boys in the Young Radica League
who'd thought up that sneeze-gas trick.

"And now, what youve been wating for,” Mongery continued. "The find Trotter Poll's pre-eection
andyss” A novice Literate advanced, handing him a big loose-leaf book, which he opened with the
reverence a Literate dways displayed toward the written word. "This" he said, "is going to surprise you.
For the whole state of Penn-Jersey-York, the poll shows a probable Radica-Socidist vote of
goproximately thirty million, an Independent-Conservative vote of gpproximately ten and a hdf million,
and a vote of about amillion for what we cdl the Who-Gives-A-Damn Party, which, frankly, is the party
of your commentator's choice. Very few sections differ widdy from this average—there will be a much
heavier Radicd vote in the Fittsburgh area, and traditiondly Conservative Philadephia and the upper
Hudson Vdley will give the Radicas a much smdler mgority.”

They dl looked at one another, thunderstruck.
"If Mongery's admitting that, I'm inl" Pelton exclaimed.

"Yeah, we can gart cdling hm Senator, now, and redly mean it Ray sad. "Maybe old Mongie it
such a bad sort of twerp, after dl.”

"Conddering that the Conservatives carried this state by a substantiad mgority in the presidentid eection
of two years ago, and by a huge mgority in the previous presdentia eection of 2136," Mongery, in the
screen, continued, “this verdict of the amog infdlible Trotter Poll needs some explaining. For the most
part, it is the result of the untiring efforts of one man, the dynamic new leader of the Radica-Socidists
and their present candidate for the Consolidated States of North America Senate, Chester Pelton, who
has transformed that once-moribund party into the vitd force it is today. And this achievement has been
due, very largely, to a sngle dogan which he had hammered into your ears. Put the Literates in ther
place; our servants, not our masters!” He brushed a hand deprecatingly over his white smock and
fingered the badges on his belt.

"There has aways been, on the part of the llliterate public, some resentment against organized Literecy.
In part, it has been due to the high fees charged for Literate services, and to what seems, to many, to be
monopalistic practices. But behind that is a generd attitude of anti-intellectualism which is our heritage
from the disastrous wars of the Twentieth and Twenty-first Centuries. Chester Pelton has made himsdf
the spokesman of this attitude. In his view, it was men who could read and write who hatched the
digbolicd politicd ideologies and designed the frightful nuclear weapons of that period. In his mind,



Literacy is equated with 'Mein Kampf' and 'Das Kapital', with the A-bomb and the H-bomb, with
concentration camps and blasted cities. From this position, of course, | beg palitdy to differ. Literate men
a0 gave us the Magna Charta and the Declaration of Independence.

"Now, in spite of alunatic fringein the Consolidated Illiterates Organization who want just that, Chester
Pdton knows that we cannot abolish Literacy entirdly. Even with modern audio-visud recording, need
exigs for some modicum of written recording, which can be rgoidly scanned and selected
from—indexing, cataloguing, tabulaing data, et cetera—and for & least a few men and women who can
form and interpret the written word. Mr. Pelton, himsdf, is the owner of a huge department store,
employing over athousand Illiterates, he mugt at dl times have the services of a least fifty Literates.

"And pays through the nose for them, too!" Pdton growled. It was more than fifty; and Russ Latterman
hed been forced to get twenty extras sent in for the sale.

"Now, snce we cannot renounce Literacy entirely, without anking to fellahin barbarism, and here |
Oefinitdy part company with Mr. Pelton, he fears the potentid power of organized Literacy. In a word,
he fears afuture Literate Dictatorship.”

"Future? What do you think we have now?' Pelton demanded.

"Nobody,” Mongery said, as though replying to him, "is stupid enough, today, to want to be a dictator.
That ended by the middle of the Twenty-first Century. Everybody knows what happened to Mussolini,
and Hitler, and Stdin, and dl their imitators. Why, it is as much the public fear of Big Government as the
breakdown of avil power because of the adminigrative handicap of a shortage of Literate administrators
that isresponsible for the disgraceful lawlessness of the past hundred years. Thus, it speaks wel for the
public trust in Chester Pelton's known integrity and sincerity that so many of our people are willing to
agree to his program for socidized Literacy. They fed that he can be trusted, and, vidently as | disagree
with him, | can only say that that trust is not misplaced.

"Of course, thereis d o the question, so often raised by Mr. Pelton, that under the Hamilton machine, the
politics, and particularly the enforcement of the laws, in this state, are unbdievably corrupt, but |
wonder—"

Mongery paused. "Just amoment; | see aflash bulletin being brought in"* The novice Literate came to his
gde and gave m adip of paper, a which he glanced. Then he laughed heartily.

"It seems that shortly after | began speaking, the locad blue-ribbon grand jury issued a summons for Chief
Ddaney to appear before them, with dl his records. Unfortunately, the summons could not be served,
Chief Delaney had just boarded a strato-rocket from Tom Dewey Field for Buenos Aires™ He cocked
an eye a the audience. "I know Irish is going to have a nice time, down there in the soringtime of the
Southern Hemisphere. And, incidentdly, the Argentine is one of the few mgor powers which never
sgned the World Extradition Convention of 2087." He raised his hand to his audience. "And now, until
tomorrow at breakfast, sncerdy yours for Cardon's Black Bottle, Eliot C. Mongery."

"W, whattaya know; that guy was plugging for you!" Ray said. "And see how he managed to dide in
that bit about corruption, right before his stooge handed him that bulletin?'



"I guess every Literate has hisprice," Chester Pdton said. "I wonder how much of my money that cost. |
aways wondered why Frank Cardon sponsored Mongery. Now | know. Mongery can be hed.”

"Uh, beg your pardon, Mr. Pdton," avoice from the hdl broke in.

He turned. Olaf Olafsson, the 'copter driver, was sanding a the entrance to the breakfast nook, a
smudge of ail on his cheek and his straw-colored hair in disorder. "How do | go about dartin' this new
‘copter?

"Wha?' Ol had been his driver for ten years. He would have been less surprised had the celing fdlen
in. "You don't know how to start it?"

"No, gr. The controlsis dl different from on the summer modd. Every time | try to raiseit, it backs up; if
| try to raise it much more, we won't have no wal Ieft on the landing Stage.”

"Wdl, isn't there a book?"

"There an't no pictures in it; nothing but print. It's a Literate book," Olaf sad in disgudt, as though a
something obscene. "An' there ain'tt nothin' on the ingrument board but |etters.”

"That'sright," Ray agreed. "l saw the book; no picturesinit at dl."
"Wadl, of dl the quarter-witted stupidity! The confounded imbeciles at that agency—"

Pdton started to his feet. Claire unlocked the table and did it out of his way. Ray, on a run, Started for
the lift and vanished.

"I think some confounded L.iterate at the Rolls-Cadipac agency did that,” he fumed. "Thought it would be
ajoke to send me a Literate ingruction book aong with a ‘copter with a Literate indrument board. Ah, |
getit! So I'd have to cdl in a Literate to show me how to start my own 'copter, and by noon they'd be
laughing about it in every bar from Pittsburgh to Plattsburg. Sneaky Literate trick!" They went to the lift,
and found the door closed in their faces. "Oh, confound that boy!"

Claire pressed the button. Ray must have left the lift, for the operating light went on, and in a moment the
door opened. He crowded into the lift, dong with his daughter and Ol&f.

On the landing stage, Ray was dready in the "copter, poking a buttons on the board.

"Look, Olaf!" he cdled. "They just shifted them around a little from the summer modd. This one, where
the prop-control used to be on the old modd, is the one that backs it up on the ground. Here's the one
that erects and extends the prop,"—he pushed it, and the prop snapped obediently into place—"and
here's the one that controls the lift."

Anugly suspicion stabbed at Chester Pelton, bringing with it afeding of frightened horror.



"How do you know?' he demanded.

Ray's eyes remained on the indrument hoard. He pushed another button, and the propeler began
swinging in alazy circle; he pressed down with his right foot, and the ‘copter lifted a foot or so.

"Wha?' he asked. "Oh, Jmmy showed me how theirs works. Mr. Hartnett got one like it a week ago.”
He motioned to Olaf, setting the ‘copter down again. "Come here; I'll show you."

The suspicion, and the horror passed in awave of rdief.
"You think you and Olaf, between you, can get that thing to school?' he asked.
"Surel Easy!"

"All right. Y ou show Olaf how to run it. Olaf, as soon as you've dropped Ray at schoal, take that thing to
the Rolls-Cadipac agency, and get a new one, with a proper insrument board, and a proper picture
book of operating indructions. I'm going to cdl Sam Huschack up persondly and give him roya hel
about this. Sure you can handle it, now?"

He watched the ‘copter rise to the two thousand foot locd treffic leve and turn in the direction of
MineolaHigh Schoadl, fifty miles away. He was dill looking anxioudy &fter it as it dwindled to a tiny dot
and vanished.

"Theyll makeit dl right,” Claire told him. "Olaf has a strong back, and Ray has a good head.”

"It wasn't that that | was worried about." He turned and looked, hdf ashamed, a his daughter. "You
know, for aminute, there, | thought ... | thought Ray could read!”

"Father!" She was s0 shocked that she forgot the nickname they had given him when he had announced
his candidacy for Senate, in the spring. "You didn't!"

"I know; it's an awful thing to think, but—Waell, the kids today do the craziest things. There's that Hartnett
boy he runs around with; Tom Hartnett bought Literate training for him. And that fdlow Prestonby; |
don' trust him—"

"Prestonby?’ Claire asked, puzzled.
"Oh, you know. The principd at school. You've met him."
Claire wrinkled her brow—just like her mother, when she was trying to remember something.

"Oh, yes. | met m at that P.T.A. mesdting. He didn't impress me as being much like a teacher, but |
suppose they think anything's good enough for us llliterates.”



Literate Firgt Class Raph N. Prestonby remained standing by the lectern, looking out over the crowded
auditorium, dill pleasantly surprised to estimate the day's attendance at something like ninety-saven per
cent of enrollment. That was redlly good; why, it was only three per cent short of perfect! Maybe it was
the new rule requiring a sound-recorded excuse for absence. Or it could have been his propaganda
campaign about the benefits of education. Or, very eadly, it could have been the result of sending Doug
Y etsko and some of his boys around to tak to recadcitrant parents. It was good to see that that was
having some effect beside an increase in the number of atempts on his life, or the flood of complaints to
the Board of Education. Wdl, Lancedde had gotten Education merged with his Office of
Communications, and Lancedde was back of him to the limit, so the complaints had died out on the
empty ar. And Doug Y etsko was his bodyguard, so most of the would-be assassins had died, aso.

The "North American Anthem,” which had replaced the "Star-Spangled Banner” after the United
States-Canadian-Mexican merger, came to an end. The students and their white-smocked teachers,
below, rdlaxed from attention; most of them sat down, while monitors and teachers in the rear were
getting the students into the aildes and marching them off to study hdls and classrooms and workshops.
The orchestra struck up a livdly march tune. He leaned hisleft ebow—L.iterates learned early, or did not
live to learn, not to immahilize the right hand—on the lectern and watched the interminable business of
getting the students marched out, yearning, as he dways did at this time, for the privacy of his office,
where he could smoke his pipe. Findly, they were dl gone, and the orchestra had gathered up its
indruments and filed out into the wings of the stage, and he looked up to the left and said, softly:

"All right, Doug; show's over."

With a soft thud, the big man dropped down from the guard's cubicle overhead, grinning chearfully. He
needed a shave—Yetsko dways did, in the mornings—and in his leether Literates guard uniform, he
looked like some ogreish giant out of the mythology of the past.



"I was glad to have you up there with the Big Noise, thismorning,” Prestonby said. "What a mob! I'm sill
trying to figure out why we have such an attendance.”

"Don't you get it, captain?' Y etsko was reaching up to lock the door of his cubicle; he seemed surprised



a Prestonby's obtuseness. "Day before dection; the little darlings moms and pops don't want them out
running around. We can look for another big crowd tomorrow, too."

Prestonby gave a snort of disgust. "Of course; how imbecilic can | redly get? | didn't notice any of them
fdling down, s0 | suppose you didn't see anything out of line”

"Wadl, the hdl monitors make them turn in ther little playthings at the doors” Yetsko said, "but hdl
monitors can be gotten at, and some of the uff they make in Manua Training, when nobody's watching
them—"

Prestonby nodded. Just a week before, a crude but perfectly operative 17-mm shotgun had been
discovered in the lagt stages of manufacture in the machine shop, and five out of Sx of the worn-out files
would vanish, to be ground down into dirks. He often thought of the stories of his grandfather, who had
been a mgor during the Occupation of Russa, after the Fourth World War. Those old-timers didn't
know how easy they'd had it; they should have tried to run an llliterate high school.

Yetsko was dill grumbling danders on the legitimecy of the student body. "One of those little angels
shoots me, it'sjust a cute little prank, and we oughtn't to frown on the little darling when it's just trying to
express its dear little persondity, or we might give it complexes, or something" he fasettoed
incongruoudy. "And if the little darling's mistake doesn't kill me outright and | shoot back, people tak
about King Herod!" He used language about the Board of Education and the tax-paying public that was
probably subversive within the meaning of the Loyaty Oath. "I wish | had a pair of 40-mm auto-cannons
up there, ingtead of that sono gun.”

"Each class is a little worse than the one before; in about five years, theyll be making H-bombs in the
lab," Prestonby said. In the last week, a dozen pupils had been serioudy cut or blackjacked in hdl and
locker-room fights. "Nice ditizens of the future; nice future to look forward to growing old in."

"Wewon't," Yetsko comforted him. "We can't be lucky dl the time; in about a year, they'll find both of us
guffed into a broom closet, when they start looking around to see what's meking dl the gtink.”

Prestonby took the thick-barreled gas pistol from the shef under the lectern and shoved it into his hip
pocket; Yetsko picked up a two-and-a-haf foot length of rubber hose and tucked it under his left arm.
Together, they went back through the wings and out into the hdlway that led to the office So a
Twenty-second Century high school was a place where a teacher carried a pisdol and a tear-gas
projector and a deep-gas gun, and had a bodyguard, and dill waked in danger of his life from armed
'teen-age hooligans. It was meaningless to ask whose fault it was. There had been the World Wars, and
the cold-war interbelum periods—rising birth rates, huge demands on the public treasury for armaments,
with the public taxed to the saturation point, and no money left for the schools. There had been fantastic
"Progressve’ education experiments—even in the 'Ffties of the Twentieth Century, in the big cities,
children were being pushed through grade school without having learned to read. And when there had
been money avaldble for education, school boards had inssted on spending it for audio-visud
equipment, recordings, films anything but textbooks. And there had been that lunatic theory that children
should be taught to read by recognizing whole words instead of learning the aphabet. And more and



more illiterates had been shoved out of the schools, into a world where radio and teevison and moving
pictures were supplanting books and newspapers, and more and more children of illiterates had gone to
school without any desire or incartive to learn to read. And findly, the illiterates had become llliterates,
and literacy had become Literacy.

And now, the Associated Fraternities of Literates had come to monopolize the ability to read and write,
and a few men like William R. Lancedde, with a handful of followers like Rdph N. Prestonby, were

trying—
The gleaming deanliness of the corridor, as dways, heartened Prestonby a little it was a trophy of

victory from hisfirs two days & Mineola High Schoal, three years ago. He remembered what they had
looked like when he had firgt seen them.

"This schooal is a pig pen!” he had barked &t the janitorid force. "And even if they are llliterates, these
children aren't pigs, they deserve decent surroundings. This school will be cleaned, immediaely, from top
to bottom, and itll be kept that way."

The janitors, dl political appointees, Independent-Conservative party-hacks, secure in their jobs, had
laughed derisvely. The building superintendent, without troubling to rise, had answered him:

"Young man, you don't want to get off on the wrong foot, here he had said. "This her€'s the way this
school's aways been run, an' it's gonna take a lot more than you to change it.”

The felow's name, he recalled, was Kettner; Lancedde had given him a briefing which had incduded
some particulars about him. He was an Independent-Conservative ward-committeeman. He had gotten
his present job after being fired from his former position as malmen for ligening to other peoples mall
with his pocket recorder-reproducer.

"Yetko," he had said. "Kick this bum out on hisface"

"You can't get away with—" Kettner had begun. Y etsko had yanked him out of his chair with one hand
and started for the door with him.

"Jug a moment, Yetsko," he had said.
Thinking that he was backing down, they had dl begun grinning a him.
"Dont bother opening the door," he had said. "Jugt kick him out."

After the third kick, Kettner had gotten the door open, himsdf; the fourth kick sent him across the hdll to
the opposite wal. He pulled himsdf to his feet and limped away, never to return. The next morning, the
school was spotless. It had stayed that way.

Beside him, Y etsko mugt aso have returned mentaly to the past.

"Looks better now than it did when we firg saw it, cgptain,” he said.



"Yes It didn't take us aslong to clean up thismess asiit did to clean up that mutinous guards company in
Aittsburgh. But when we cleaned that up, it stayed cleaned. This is like trying to bail out a boat with a
pitchfork."

"Yegh. | wish we'dda stayed in Fittsburgh, captain. | wish we'd never seen this placel”
"So do I!" Prestonby agreed, heatily.

No, he didnt, ether. If hed never have come to Mineola High School, held never have found Claire
Peton.

Stting down again at the breskfast table with her father, Claire levered another cigarette out of the
Readilit and puffed at it with exaggeratedly bored downess. She was ill frightened. Ray shouldn't have
done wha he did, even if he had fumnished a plausble explanation. The trouble with plausble
explanaions was having to make them. Sooner or later, you made too many, and then you made one that
waan't so plausible, and then dl the others were remembered, and they dl looked phony. And why had
the Senator had to mention Raph? Was he beginning to suspect the truth about thet, too?

| hope not! she thought desperately. If he ever found out about that, it'd kill him. Just kill him, period!

Mrs. Harris must have turned off the video, after they had gone up to the landing stage. To cover her
nervousness, she reached up and snapped it on again. The screen lit, and from it a young man with dark
eyes under bushy black brows was shouting angrily:

"... Most obvious sort of conspiracy! If the Radicd-Socidist Party leaders, or the Consolidated
Illiterates Organization Political Action Committee, need any further evidence of the character of ther
candidate and idolized leader, Chester Pelton, the treatment given to Pelton's candidacy by Literate First
Class Hlliot C. Mongery, this morning, ought to be sufficent to remove the scales from the eyes of the
blindest of them. | won't State, in so many words, that Chester Pelton's sold out the Radica-Socidists
and the Consolidated llliterates Organization to the Associated Fraternities of Literates, because, since
no witness to any actud transfer of money can be found, such a statement would be libel ous—provided
Pdton had nerve enough to sue me."

"Why, you dirty misbegotten illegitimate—!" Pelton was on his feet. His hand went to his hip, and then,
redizing that he was unarmed and, in any case, confronted only by an eectronic image, he sat down

again.

"Peton's been ygpping for socidized Literacy,” the man on the screen continued. "I'm not going back to
the old argument that any kind of socidization isonly the thin edge of the wedge which will pry open the
pit of horrors from which the world has climbed since the Fourth World War. If you don't redize that
now, it's no use for me to repeat it again. But | will ask you, do you redize, for a moment, what a
program of socidized Literacy would mean, apart from the implications of any kind of socidization? It
would mean that ingde of five years, the Literates would control the whole government. They control the



courts, now—only a Literate can become a lawyer, and only a lawyer can become a judge. They control
the armed forces—only a Literate can enter West Point or Fort MacKenzie or Chapultepec or White
Sands or Anngpolis. And, if Chester Pelton's socidization scheme goes into effect, there will be no
branch of the government which will not be completely under the control of the Associated Fraternities of
Literated"

The screen went suddenly dark. Her father turned, to catch her with her hand ill on the switch.
"Put it back on; | want to hear what that lying pimp of a Slade Gardner's saying about me!"

"Phooy; youd have shot it out, yoursaf, if you'd had your gun on. | saw you reeching for it. Now be
quiet, and take it easy,” she ordered.

He reached toward the Readilit for a cigarette, then his hand stopped. His face was contorted with pain;
he gave a gasp of suffocation.

Clare cried in dismay: "You're not going to have another of those attacks? Where are the nitrocaine
bulbs?'

"Dont ... have any ... here. Some a the office, but—"
"I told you to get more," she accused.

"Oh, | don't need them, redlly.” His voice was steadier, now; the spasm of pain had passed. He filled his
coffee cup and sipped from it. "Turn on the video again, Claire. | want to hear what that Gardner's
saying."

"I will not! Don't you have people a party headquarters monitoring this suff? Well, then. Somebody 'l
prepare an answey, if he needs answvering.”

"l think he does. A lot of these dumbosll hear that and bdieve it. I'll tak to Frank. Hell know what to
do."

Frank again. She frowned.

"Look, Senator; you think Frank Cardon's your friend, but | don't trust him. | never could,” she sad. "I
think he's utterly and entirdy unscrupulous. Amord, | believe, is the word. Like a savage, or a pirate, or
one of the old-time Nazis or Communigs™

"Oh, Clare" her father protested. "Frank's in a tough busness—you have no idea the lengths
competition goes to in the beer business—and he's been in politics, and dedling with racketeers and labor
unions, dl hislife But he's a good sound Illiterate—family llliterate for four generations, like ours—and
I'd trust him with anything. Y ou heard this fdlow Mongery—I adways have to pause to keep from cdling
hm Mongrd—saying that | deserved the credit for pulling the Radicads out of the mud and getting the
party back on the tracks. Well, | couldn't have begun to do it without Frank Cardon."



Frank Cardon stood on the sdewalk, looking approvingly into the window of O'Rellly’s Tavern, in which
hisdisplay crew had dready set up the spread for the current week. On dther Sde was a giant Sx-foot
replica, in black glass, of the Cardon bottle, in the conventiona shape accepted by an Illiterate public as
containing beer, bearing the red Cardon labd with its pictured bottle in a centrd white disk. Because of
the heroic Sze of the bottles, the pictured bottle on the label bore a bottle bearing a labe bearing a bottle
bearing a bottle on a labdl.... He counted eight pictured bottles, down to the tiniest dot of black. There
were four-foot bottles next to the six-foot bottles, and three-foot bottles next to them, and, in the middle
background, a life-sze tri-dimensond picture of an dmost nude and incredibly pulchritudinous young
lady amiling in invitation a the passng throng and extending a foaming bottle of Cardon's in her hand.
Adde from the printed trademark-registry statements on the labdls, there was not a printed word vishble
inthe window.

He pushed through the swinging doors and looked down the long room, with the chairs ill roogting
degpily on the tables, and made a quick count of the early drinkers, two thirds of them in white smocks
and Sam Browne belts, obvioudy from Literates Hall, across the street. Late drinkers, he corrected
himsdf mentaly; they'd be the night shift, having their drinks before going home.

"Good morning, Mr. Cardon," the bartender greeted him. "Still drinking your own?"

"Haan't poisoned me yet," Cardon told him. "Or anybody dse" He folded a C-bill accordion-wise and
&t it on edge on the bar. "Give everybody what they want."

"Drink up, gentlemen, and have one on Mr. Cardon," the bartender announced, then lowered his voice.
"ORelly wants to see you. About—" He gave a barely perceptible nod in the direction of the building
across the street.

"Yes | want to see him, too." Cardon poured from the bottle in front of him, accepted the thanks of the
house, and, when the bartender brought the fifteen-dollars-odd change from the dozen drinks, he pushed
it back.

He drank dowly, looking around the room, then set down his empty glass and went back, past two
doors which bore pictured haf-doors reveding, regpectively, masculine-trousered and
feminine-stockinged ankles, and opened the unmarked office door beyond. The bartender, he knew, had
pushed the dgnd button; the door was unlocked, and, indde, ORelly—baptisma name Luig
Ordli—was walting.

"Chief wants to see you, right away," the saloon keeper said.

The brewer nodded. "All right. Keep me covered; don't know how long I'll be." He crossed the room
and opened a corner-cupboard, stepping ingde.

The corner cupboard, which was an eevator, took him to atunnd below the street. Across the street, he
entered another devator, set the indicator for the tenth floor, and ascended. As the car rose, he could



fed the persondity of Frank Cardon, llliterate brewer, drop from him, as though he were an actor
returning from the stage to his dressing room.

The room into which he emerged was dmogt that. There was a long table, a which two white-smocked
Literates drank coffee and went over some papers; athird Literate sprawled in a deep chair, resing; a a
grdl table, four menin black shirts and leether breeches and fidd boots played poker, while a fifth, who
had just entered and had not yet removed his leather hdmet and jacket or his wegpons bet, stood
wetching them.

Cardon went to arow of lockers dong the wall, opened one, and took out awhite smock, pulling it over
his head and zipping it up to the throat. Then he buckled on a Sam Browne with its tablet holster and
gylus gas projector. The Literate sorawling in the chair opened one eye.

"Hi, Frank. Feds good to have them on again, doesn't it?"
"Yes Clean,” Cardon replied. "Itll be just for hdf an hour, but—"

He passed through the door across from the elevator, went down a short hdl, and spoke in gregting to
the leather-jacketed storm trooper on guard outside the door at the other end.

"Mr. Cardon,” the guard nodded. "Mr. Lanceda €'s expecting you."
"So | understand, Bert.”

He opened the door and went through. William R. Lancedd e rose from behind his desk and advanced to
greet m with a quick handshake, guiding him to a chair beside the desk. As he did, he sniffed and raised
an eyebrow.

"Beer thisearly, Frank?' he asked.

"Morning, noon, and night, chief,” Cardon replied. "When you said this job was going to be dangerous, |
didn't know you meant that it would lead sraight to an dcohalic's grave.™

"Let me get you a cup of coffee, and a cigar, then." The white-haired Literate executive resumed his sedt,
passing a hand back and forth dowly across the face of the commo, the diamond on his finger twinkling,
and gave brief ingructions. "And jugt relax, for aminute. Y ou have atough job, thistime, Frank."

They were both dlent as a novice Literate bustled in with coffee and individudly-sedled cigars.

"At least, you're not one of these plain-living-and-right-thinking fanatics, like Wilton Joyner and Harvey
Graves," Cardon said. "On top of everything ese, that | could not take.”

Lanceda €'s thin face broke into a amile, little wrinkles putting his mouth in parentheses. Cardon sampled
the coffee, and then used a Sixteenth Century Itdian diletto from Lancedale's desk to perforate the end
of hiscigar.



"Much as| hateit, I'll have to get out of here as soon as | can,” he said. "I don't know how long ORellly
can keep me covered, down at the tavern—"

Lancedde nodded. "Wdl, how are things going, then?"
"Hrg of dl, the brewery,” Cardon began.

Lancedde conggned the brewery to perdition. "That's just your cover; any money it makes is purey
irrdlevant. How about the eection?'

"Pdton's in" Cardon said. "As nearly in as any candidate ever was before the polls opened. Three
months ago, the Independents were as 0lid as Gibrdtar used to be. Today, they look like Gibratar after
that H-bomb hit it. The only difference is, they don't know what hit them, yet."

"Hamilton's campaign manager does,” Lancedade said. "Did you hear his telecast, this moring?’
Cardon shook his head. Lancedade handed over alittle haf-inch, thirty-minute, record disk.
"All you need isthefirdg three or four minutes™ he said. "The rest of it is repetition.”

Cardon put the disk in his pocket recorder and set it for play-back, putting the plug in his ear. After a
while, he shut it off and took out the ear plug.

"That's bad! What are we going to do about it?"

Lancedde dhrugged. "What are you going to do?' he countered. "Youre Peton's campagn
manager—Heaven pity him."

Cardon thought for a moment. "Well play it for laughs” he decided. "Some of our semantics experts
could make the joke of the year out of it by the time the polls open tomorrow. The Fraternities bribing
their worst enemy to attack them, so that he can ruin their business, who's been ligening to a tape of
‘Alicein Wonderland' at Independent-Conservative headquarters?!

"That would work," Lancedde agreed. "And we can count on our friends Joyner and Graves to give you
every possible assstance with their customary bull-in-a-china-shop tactics. | suppose you've seen these
posters they've been plagtering around: If you can read this, Chester Pelton is your sworn enemy! A
vote for Pelton is a vote for your own enslavement!"

"Naturdly. And have you seen the telecast we've been usng—aview of it, with a semanticaly correct
spoken paraphrase?"

Lancedde nodded. "And I've aso noticed that those posters have been acquiring different obscene
crayon-drawings, too. That's just typicd of the short-range Joyner-Graves mentdity. Why, they've made
more votes for Pelton than he's made for himsdf. Is it any wonder we're convinced that people like that
aren't to be trusted to formulate the future policy of the Fraternities?’



"Wl ... they've proved themsaves wrong. | wonder, though, if we can prove oursglves right, in the long
run. There are times when thisthing scares me, chief. If anything went wrong—"

"What, for ingance?"

"Somebody could get to Pelton.” Cardon made a stabbing gesture with the diletto, which he il held.
"Maybe you don't redly know how hat this thing's gotten. What we had to cut out of Mongery's report,
thismorning—"

"Oh, I've been keeping in touch,” Lancedade understated gently.

"Wl then. If anything happened to Pelton, there wouldn't be a Literate left dive in this city twelve hours
later. And | question whether or not Graves and Joyner know that."

"l think they do. If they don't, it's not because I've falled to point it out to them. Of course, there are the
Independent-Conservative grafters; a lot of them are beginning to hear jal doors opening for them, and
they're scared. But | think routine body-guarding ought to protect Pelton from them, or from any isolated
fandtics™

"And there is dso the matter of Pelton’s daughter, and hisson,” Cardon said. "We know, and Graves and
Joyner know, and | assume that Slade Gardner knows, that they can both read and write as wel as any
Literate in the Fraternities. Suppose that got out between now and the dection?!

"And that could not only hurt Pelton, but it would expose the work weve been doing in the schoals,”
Lancedde added. "And even ingde the Fraternities, that would raise the devil. Joyner and Graves don't
begin to redize how far weve gone with that. They could kick up a smply hideous row about it!"

"And if Pelton found out that his kids are Literates—\Woooo!" Cardon grimaced. "Or what we've been
doing to him. | hope I'm not around when that happens. I'm beginning to like the cantankerous old

bugger.

"l was afraid of that," Lancedde said. "Well, don't Iet it interfere with what you have to do. Remember,
Frank; the Plan has to come firgt, dways."

He walked with ORellly to the street door, taking about tomorrow's dection; after shaking hands with
the sdloon keeper, he crossed the sdewak and stepped onto the beltway, moving across the drips until
he came to the twenty m.p.h. strip. The tdl office buildings of upper Y onkers Borough marched away as
he stood on the strip, appreciatively puffing at Lancedal€'s cigar. The character of the street changed; the
buildings grew lower, and the quiet and fashionable ground-floor shops and cafés gave place to bargain
stores, ther audio-advertisers whooping urgently about improbable prices and offerings, and garish,
noisy, crowded bars and cafeterias blaring recorded popular music. There was quite a bit of politica
advertisng in evidence—huge pictures of the two major senatorid candidates. He estimated that Chester
Pdton's bad head and bulldog features appeared twice for every one of Grant Hamilton's white locks,
old-fashioned spectacles and sdf-satisfied smirk.

Then he came to the building on which he had parked his 'copter, and I€ft the beltway, entering and riding



up to the landing stage on the helicd escalator. There seemed to have been some trouble; about a dozen
I ndependent-Conservative sorm troopers, in their white robes and hoods, with the fiery-cross emblem
on ther breasts, were bunched together, most of them with their right hands insde their bosoms, while a
amilar group of Radical-Conservative storm troopers, with their black sombreros and little black masks,
stood watching them and fingering the white-handled pistols they wore in pairs on ther belts. Between
the two groups were four city policemen, looking acutdy unhappy.

The group in the Lone Ranger uniforms, he saw, were stlanding in front of a huge tri-dimensiond animated
portrait of Chester Pelton. As he watched, the pictured candidate raised a clenched fig, and Pdton's
recorded and amplified voice thundered:

"Put the Literates in their placel Our servants, not our masters!”

He recognized the group leader of the Radicad-Socidists—the masks were too amdl to be more than
token disguises—and beckoned to him, a the same time walking toward his ‘copter. The man in black
with the white-handled pistols followed him, spurs jingling.

"Hdlo, Mr. Cardon," he sad, joining him. "Nathing to it. We got a tip they were coming to sabotage Big
Brother, over there. Take out our sound-recording, and put in one of their own, like they did over in
Queens, last week. The town cdowns got here in time to save everybody's face, S0 there wasn't any

shooting. We're staying put till they go, though.”
"Put the Literates in their place! Our servants, not our masters! " the huge tridianimate bellowed.

Over in Queens, the Independents had managed to get at a Smilar tridianimate, had taken out the record,
and had putinone | amalying fraud! Vote for Grant Hamilton and liberty and sound gover nment!

"Smart work, Goodkin," he approved. "Dont let any of your boys start the gunplay. The city cops are
beginning to get wise to who's going to win the eection, tomorrow, but don't antagonize them. But if any
of those Ku Kluxers tries to pull a gun, don't waste time trying to wing him. Just hold on to that fiery
something-or-other on his chest and let him have it, and let the coroner worry about him.”

"Y egh. With pleasure,” Goodkin replied. ™Y ou know, that nightshirt thing they wear is about the stupidest
ideafor a storm-troop uniform | ever saw. Naturd target in a gunfight, and in a rough-and-tumble it gets
them dl tangled up. Ah, there go a couple of coppers to tak to them; that's what they've been waiting on.
Now they can best it without looking like they been run out by our gang."

Cardon nodded. "Tdl your boys to stay around for awhile; they may expect you to leave right after they
do, and then theyll try to dip back. You did a good job; got here promptly. Be seeing you, Goodkin."

He dimbed into his own 'copter and started the motor.

"Put the Literates in their place!" the tri-dimensona colossus roared triumphantly after the retreating
Independents. "Our servants, not our masters! ™



At eight thousand, he got the 'copter onto the lower Manhattan beam and relaxed. Firgt of dl, held have
to do something about answvering Sade Gardner's telecast propaganda. That duff was dangerous. The
answer ought to go on the ar by noon, and should be stepped up through the afternoon. First as a
draght news gory; Elliot Mongery had fifteen minutes, beginning a 1215—no, that wouldn't do.
Mongery's sponsor for that time was Atomflame Heaters, and Atomflame was a subsdiary of Canada
Northwest Fissonables, and Canada Northwest was umbilicus-deep in that Kettle River lease graft that
Pdton had sworn to get investigated as soon as he took office. Professona ethics wouldn't dlow
Mongery to say anything in Pelton's behdf on Atomflames time. Well, there was Guthrie Parham, he
came on a 1245, and his sponsor was dl right. He'd cal Parham and tdl him what he wanted done.

The buzzer warned him that he was approaching the lower Manhattan beacon; he shifted to manud
control, dropped down to the three-thousand-foot leve, and set his sdlector beam for the sgnd from
Pdlton's Purchasers Paradise. Down toward the tip of the idand, in the section that had been rebuilt after
that Stdin Mark XV guided missile had gotten through the counter-rocket defensesin 1987, he could see
the quadrate cross of his god, with public landing stages on each of the four arms, and the higher centrd
block with its landing stage for freght and store personndl. Above the four public stages, hdicopters
swvamed like May flies—May flies which had mutated and invented ritud or military drill or
choreography—coming in in four streams to the tips of the arms and risng verticdly from the middle.
There was about ten times the norma amount of traffic for this early in the morning. He wondered,
briefly, then remembered, and cursed. That inffernd sde!

Grudgingly, he respected Russd| Latterman's smartness, and in consequence, the ability of Wilton Joyner
and Harvey Graves in sdlecting a good agent to plant in Pdton's store. Latterman gave a plausible



impersonation of the llliterate busnessman, loyd Prime Miniger of Pelton's commercid empire,
Gengdissmo in the perpetud war againg Macy & Gimbd's. From that viewpoint, the sale was excdlent
business—L atterman had gotten the jump on dl the other department stores for the winter fashions and
fdl sports trade. He had aso turned the store into a madhouse & the exact time when Chester Pelton
needed to give dl his attention to the dection.

Pressing the button that put on his private recognition sgnd, he rose above the incoming customers and
began to drop toward the private landing stage, dirding to get aview of the other four stages. Maybe the
se could be turned to some advantage, a that. A free souvenir with each purchase, carying a
Pelton-for-Senator picture-message—

He broke off, peering down at the five-hundred-foot-square landing stage above the centrd block, then
brought his ‘copter swooping down rapidly. The white-clad figures he had seen swarming up the hdicd
escalator were not wearing the Ku Klux robes of the Independent-Conservative storm troops, as he had
fird feared—they were in Literate smocks, and among them were the black lesther jackets and futuristic
hedmets of ther guards. They were led, he saw, by Stephen S. Bayne, the store's Chief Literate; with him
were his assgant, Literate Third Class Roger B. Feinberg, and the novices carrying books and
briefcases and cased typewriters, and the guards, and every Literate employed in the store. Four or five
men in ordinarily vivid-colored business suits were obvioudy expodulaing about something. As he
landed and threw back the transparent canopy, he could hear a babel of voices, above which Feinberg
was crying: "Unfar! Unfair! Unfair to Organized Literacy!"

He jumped out and hurried over.

"But you smply can't!" a white-haired man in blue-and-orange business clothes was protesting. "If you
do, the Associated Fraternities|] be liable for losses we incur; you know thet!”

Bayne, histhin face livid with ange—and aso, Cardon noticed, with what looked like a couple of fresh
bruises—ignored him. Feinberg broke off his chant of "Unfair! Unfair!" long enough to answer:

"A Literate First Class has been brutdly assaulted by the Illiterate owner of this store. Literate service for
this store is, accordingly, being discontinued, pending a decison by the Grand Council of the locd
Fraternity."

Cardon grabbed the blue-and-orange clad man and dragged him to one side.
"What happened, Hutschnecker?' he demanded.

"They're walking out on us"" Hutschnecker told him, unnecessarily. "The boss had a fight with Bayne;
knocked him down a couple of times. Bayne tried to pull histablet gun, and | grabbed it away from him,
and somebody ese grabbed Pelton before he could pull his, and a couple of store cops got dl the other
Literates in the office covered. Then Bayne put on the general-address system and began cdling out the
Literates—"



"Yes, but why did Pelton beat Bayne up?'
"Bayne made a pass a Miss Claire. | wasn't there when it happened; she came into the office—"

Cardon fdt his face tighten into a frown of perplexity. That wasn't like Literate Firgt Class Stephen S.
Bayne. He made quite a hobby of pinching salesgirls behind the counter which was one thing; the boss
daughter was quite another.

"Where's Latterman?"' he asked, looking around.
"Down in the office, with the others, trying to help Mr. Pelton. He's had another of those heart attacks—"

Cardon swore and ran for the descending escalator, running down the rotating spird to the executive
floor and jumping off into the gawking mob of Illiterate clerks crowded in the open doors of Pelton's
office. He hit and shoved and elbowed and cursed them out of the way, and burst into the big room
beyond, and then, for a moment, he was dmost sorry he had come.

Pelton was dumped in his big relaxer chair, his face pae and twisted in pain, his breath coming in feeble
gasps. His daughter was beside him, her blond head bent over him; Russdl Latterman was sanding to
one dde, watching intently. For an ingant, Cardon was reminded of a tomcat watching a promisng
mouse hole.

"Clare" Cardon exploded, "give hm a nitrocaine bulb. Why are you dl just anding around?’

Clare turned. "There are none," she said, looking at him with desperate eyes. "The box is empty; he mugt
have used them dll.”

He shot a quick glance a Latterman, catching the sdles manager before he could erase a look of triumph
from his face. Things began to add up. Laiterman, of course, was the undercover man for Wilton Joyner
and Harvey Graves and the rest of the Conservative faction at Literates Hal, just as he, hmsdf, was
Lancedd€e's agent. Obsessed with immediate advantages and disadvantages, the Joyner-Graves faction
wanted to secure the re-election of Grant Hamilton, and the way things had been going in the past two
months, only Chester Pelton's desth could accomplish that. Latterman had probably thrown out Pelton's
nitrocaine capsules and then put Bayne up to inaulting Pelton's daughter, knowing that a fit of rage would
bring on another heart attack, which could be fata without the medicine.

"Wdl, send for more!”
"The prescription'sin the safe,” she said faintly.

The office safe was locked, and only a Literate could open it. The double combination was negtly
denciled on the door, the numbers spdled out as words and the letters spdlled in phonetic equivdents.
All three of them—himsdlf, Claire, and Russdll Laiterman—could read them. None of them dared admit
it. Latterman was fairly licking his chops in anticipation. If Cardon opened the safe, Pelton's campaign
manager stood convicted as a Literate. If Claire opened it, the gaggle of llliterate clerks in the doorway
would see, and speedily spread the news, that the daughter of the arch-foe of Literacy was hersdf able



to read. Maybe Latterman hadn't redly intended his employer to die. Maybe this was the Stuation he had
redly intended to contrive.

Chester Pdlton couldn't be dlowed to die. If Grant Hamilton were returned to the Senate, the long-range
planning of William Lancedde would suffer a crushing setback, and the public reaction would be
catastrophic. The Plan comes first, Lancedde had told him. He made his decision, and then saw that he
hadn't needed to make it. Claire had draightened, left her father, crossed quickly to the safe, and was
kneding in front of it, her back Hiff with determination, her fingers busy at the dids, her eyes going from
them to the printed combination and back again. She swung open the door, skimmed through the papers
indde, unaringly selected the prescription, and rose.

"Here, Russ, go get it filled a once,” she ordered. "And hurry!"

Oh, no, you don't, Cardon thought. One chance is enough for you, Russ. He snatched the prescription
from her and turned to Latterman.

"Il get it," he told the sdles manager. "Y ou're needed for the sdle; stay on the job here”
"But with the Literates walked out, we can't—"

Cardon blazed: "Do | have to teach you your busness? Have a sample of each item set asde at the
counter, and pile sdes dips under it. And for unique items, just detach the tag and put it with the sales
dip. Now get out of here, and get cracking with it!" He picked up the pistol that had been taken from
Pelton when he had tried to draw it on Bayne, checking the chamber and setting the safety. "Know how
to use this?' he asked Claire. "Then hang onto it, and Stay close to your father. This wasn't any accident,
it was a deliberate attempt on hislife. I'll have a couple of store cops sent in here; see that they stay with
you."

He gave her no chance to argue. Pushing Latterman ahead of him, he drove through the mob of clerks
outsde the door.

"... Course she can; didn't you see her open the safe?' he heard. ... Nobody but a Literatle—" "Then
she's a Literate, hersdf!”

A couple of centuries ago, they would have talked like thet if it had been discovered that the gil were
pregnant; a couple of centuries before that, they would have been equdly horrified if she had been
discovered to have been a Protestant, or a Cathalic, or whatever the locdly unpopular rdigion happened
to be. By noon, this would be dl over Penn-Jersey-York; coming on top of Slade Gardner's
accusations—

He ran up the spird escalator, sumbling and regaining his footing as he I€ft it. Bayne and his griking
Literates were dl gone; he saw a sergeant of Pelton's store police and went toward him, taking his spare
identity-badge from his pocket.



"Here" he said, handing it to the sergeant. "Get another officer, and go down to Pelton's office. Show it
to Miss Pdton, and tdl her | sent you. There's been an attempt on Chester Pelton's life you're to stay
with him. Use your own judgment, but don't let anybody, and that definitdly indudes Russall Latterman,
get a him. If you see anything suspicious, shoot firgt and ask questions afterwards. What's your name,
sergeant?’

"Coccozdlo, sr. Guido Coccozdlo."

"All right. Ther€ll be amedic or a pharmacis—a Literate, anyhow—uwith medicine for Mr. Pelton. Hell
ask for you, by name, and mention me. And therell be another Literate, maybe; hell know your name,
and use mine. Hurry, now, sergeant.”

He jumped into his ‘copter, pulled forward the plexiglass canopy, and took off verticdly to ten thousand
feet, then, orienting himsdf, swooped downward toward a landing stage on the other side of the East
River, cutting across traffic levels with an utter contempt for regulations.

The building on which he landed was one of the principad pharmacies; he spirded down on the escaator
to the main floor and went directly to the Literate in charge, noticing that he wore on his Sam Browne not
oy the badges of retal-merchandisng, pharmacis and graduate chemis but dso that of
medic-in-training. Snatching a pad and pencil from a counter, he wrote hedily: Your private office, at
once; urgent and important.

Looking at it, the Literate nodded in recognition of Cardon's Literacy.
"Over thisway, gr," he said, guiding Cardon to hissmdl cubicle office.

"Here" Cardon gave him the prescription. "Nitrocaine bulbs. They're for Chester Pelton; he's had a
serious heart attack. He needs these with dl speed. | don't suppose | need tdl you how many kinds of
hdl will break looseif he dies now and the Fraternities are accused, as the llliterates Organization will be
aure to, of having had him poisoned.”

"Who are you?' the Literate asked, taking the prescription and glancing at it. "That,"—he gestured
toward Cardon's slver-laced black Mexican jacket—"isn't exactly a white smock."

Cardon had his pocket recorder in his hand. He hdd it out, pressng a conceded sud; the
stylus-and-tablet indgnia glowed redly on it for a moment, then vanished. The uniformed Literate nodded.

"Rl this exactly; better do it yoursdlf, to make sure, and take it over to Pelton's yoursdf. | see you have a
medic-trainee's badge. Ask for Sergeant Coccozello, and tdl hm Frank Cardon sent you." The Literate,
who had not recognized him before, opened his eyes a the name and whidled softly. "And fix up a
sedative to keep him quiet for not less than four nor more than Sx hours. Let me use your visphone for a
whilg, if you please.”

The man in the Literate smock nodded and hurried out. Cardon dided William R. Lancedde's private
number. When Lancedd€e's thin, intense face appeared on the screen, he reported swiftly.



"Theway | estimate it," he finished, "Latterman put Bayne up to meking a pass a the girl, after having
thrown out Pelton's nitrocaine bulbs. Probably told the slly jerk that Claire was pining away with secret
passion for him, or something. Maybe he wanted to kill Pelton; maybe he just wanted this to happen.”

"I assume there's no chance of stopping a leek?"
Cardon laughed with mirthless harshness. "That, | take it, was rhetoricd.”

"Yes, of course” Lanceda€'s face assumed the blank expresson that went with a pause for semantic
re-integration. "Can you cover yoursdf for about an hour?'

"Certainly. 'Copter trouble. Vidts to campaign headquarters. An appea on Pdton's behdf for a new
crew of Literates for the ssore—"

"Good enough. Come over. | think | can see a way to turn this to advantage. I'm going to cdl for an
emergency session of the Grand Council this afternoon, and I'll want you gtting in on it; | want to tak to
you about plans now." He considered for a moment. "There's too much of a crowd a ORelly's, now;
come the church way."

Breaking the connection, Cardon dided again. A girl's face, over a Literate Third Class smock, appeared
inthe screen; alovely golden voice chimed a him:

"Mineola High School; good morning, Sr.”

"Good morning. Frank Cardon here. Let me tak, & once, to your principd, Literate First Class
Prestonby."

Raph Prestonby cleared histhroat, dipped a master disk into the recording machine beside his desk, and
pressed the start button.

"Dear Parent or Guardian," he began. "Your daughter, now a third-year student at this school, has
reached the age of digibility for the Domestic Science course entitled, 'How To Win and Hold a
Husband." Statigtics show that girls who have completed this vauable course are sooner, longer, and
happier married than those who have not enjoyed its advantages. We recommend it most highly.

"However, because of the ddicate nature of some of the visud materid used, your consent is required.
Y ou can attach such consent to this disk by running it for at least ten seconds after the sgn-off and then
switching from "Play’ to Transcribe." Kindly indude your ful name, as well as your daughter's, and place
your thumbgprint on the opposite side of the disk. Very sncerely yours, Literate Firs Class Rdph C.
Prestonby, Principd."

He put the magter disk in an envelope, checked over alig of names and addresses of parents and girl
students, and put that in also. He looked over the winter sports schedule, and signed and thumbprinted it.



Then he loaded the recorder with his morning's mail, switched to "Play," and started it. As he ligened, he
blew smoke rings across the room and toyed with a dagger, made from a file, which had been thrown
down the centrd light-wdl a him a few days before. The invention of the pocket recorder, which put a
half-hour's conversation on a haf-inch disk, had done more to dow down business and promote inane
correspondence than anything snce the earlier inventions of shorthand, typewriters and pretty
stenographers. Findly, he cleared the machine, dumping the whole mess into a basket and carrying it out
to his secretary.

"Miss Callins, take thisinferna rubbish and have a couple of the girls divide it between them, play it off,
and make adigest of it," he said. "And here. The sports schedule, and this parental-consent thing on the
husband-trapping course. Have them taken care of "

"This guff,” Martha Callins said, poking at the pile of letter disks. "l suppose about hdf of it is threats,
abuse and obscenities, and the other hdf is from long-winded bores with idiotic suggestions and
ill-natured gripes. I'll use that old tag line, again—hoping you appreciate our brevity as much as we
enjoyed yours—"

"Yes Thatll bedl right." He looked at hiswatch. "I'm going to make a persona building-tour, instead of
usng the TV. The animds are sort of restless, today. The dection; the infantile compulsion to take sides.
If you need me for anything urgent, don't use ord cdl. Just flash my sgnd, red-blue-red-blue, on the hdl
and classroom screens. Oh, Doug!"

Y etsko, his length of rubber hose under his arm, ambled out of Prestonby's private office, opping to
sub out his cigarette. The action reminded Prestonby thet he dill had his pipe in his mouth; he knocked it
out and pocketed it. Together, they went into the hal outside.

"Where to, fird, captain?' Y etsko wanted to know.

"Cloak-and-Dagger Department, on the top floor. Then well drop down to the shops, and then up
through Domestic Science and Business and Generd Arts™

"And back here. We hope," Y etsko finished.

They took a sarvice devator to the top floor, emerging into a stockroom piled with boxes and crates and
cases of sound records and cans of film and stacks of picture cards, and dl the other impedimenta of
Illiterate education. Passing through it to the other end, Prestonby unlocked a door, and they went down
ashort hdl, to where ten or fifteen boys and girls had just gotten off a hdicd escaator and were queued
up a a door a the other end. There were two Literate guards in black leether, and a student-monitor,
with hiswhite belt and rubber truncheon, outside the door.

Prestonby swore under his breath. Hed hoped they'd miss this, but snce they hadn't, there was nathing
for it but to fdl in a the tal of the queue. One by one, the boys and girls went up, spoke brigfly to the
guards and the student-monitor, and were passed through the door, Each time, one of the guards had to



open it with a key. Findly, it was Prestonby's turn.
"B,D,F,H,JL,N,PRT,V,X,Y," herecited to the guardians of the door.

"A,C,E, G I, K, M, O, Q,S U, W, Y," the monitor replied solemnly. "The inkwdl is dry, and the
book is dugty.”

"But tomorrow, there will be writing and reading for dl," Prestonby answered.

The guard with the key unlocked the door, and he and Yetsko went through, into an utterly gSlent
sound-proofed room, and from it into an inner, noisy, room, where a recorded voice was chanting:

"Ha—huh-ah-tuh. H-a-t. Box—buh-oh-ksss. B-0-x. Gun—guh-uh-nnn. G-u-n. Girl—guh-ih-rrr-Il,"
while pictures were flashed on a screen at the front, and words appeared under them.

There were about twenty boys and girls, of the freshman-year age-bracket a desk-sedats, facing the
screen. They'd started learning the alphabet when school had opened in September; now they had gotten
asfar as combining letters into Smple words. In another month, they'd be as far as diphthongs and would
be initiated into the mysteries of slent letters. Maybe sooner than that; he was finding that children who
had not been taught to read until thar twefth year learned much more ragpidly than the primary grade
children in the Literate schools.

What he was doing here wasn't exactly illegd. It wasn't even againg the drict letter of Fraternity
regulaions. But it had to be done clandestindy. What held have liked to have done would have been to
have given every boy and girl in English | the same indruction this selected group was getting, but that
would have been out of the question. The public would never have stood for it; the police would have
hed to intervene to prevent a riotous mob of Illiterates from tearing the school down brick by brick, and
even if that didn't happen, the ensuing uproar indde the Fraternity would have blown the roof off
Literates Hdl. Even Lancedde couldn't have survived such an explosion, and the body of Literate First
Class Raph N. Prestonby would have been found in a vacant lot the next moming. Even many of
Lancedd€'s supporters would have turned on him in anger a this sudden blow to the Fraternities
monopoly of the printed Word.

So it had to be kept secret, and since adolescents in possession of a secret are under congtant temptation
to hint mysterioudy in the presence of outsiders, this hocus-pocus of ritud and password and countersign
hed to be resorted to. HE'd been in conspiratorid work of other kinds, and knew that there was a sound
psychologica basis for most of what seemed, at first glance, to be mere melodramatic claptrap.

He and Y etsko passed on through a door across the room, into another sound-proofed room. The work
of soundproofing and partitioning the old stockroom had been done in the last semester of hisfird year a
Mineola High, by members of the graduaing class of building-trades students, who had then gone ther
severd ways convinced that they had been working on a set of music-class practice rooms. The Board
of Education had never even found out about it. In this second room, a Literate teacher, one of the
Lancedde faction, had a reading class of twenty-five or thirty. A gil was on her fegt, with a book in her
hand, reading from it:

"We are not sure of sorrow:
And joy was never sure;



Today will dietomorrow;

Time stoopsto no man'slure;
And love, grown faint and fretful
With lipsbut haf regretful

Sghs, and with eyesforgetful
Weepsthat no loves endure.”

Then she handed the book—it was the only copy—to the boy gtting in front of her, and he rose to read
the next verse. Prestonby, catching the teacher's eye, nodded and smiled. This was a third-year class, of
course, but from h-a-t spdlls hat to Swinburnein three years was good work.

There were three other classes, atotd of little over a hundred students. There was no trouble; they were
there for one purpose only—to learn. He spoke with one of the teachers, whose class was busy with a
written exercise; he talked for awhile to another whose only duty a the moment was to answer questions
and fumnish hep to agmdl class who were reading slently from a variety of smuggled-in volumes.

"Only a hundred and twenty, out of five thousand,” Y etsko said to him, as they were dropping down in
the devator by which they had come. "Think youll ever redly get anything done with them?”'

"I won't. Maybe they won't," he replied. "But the ones they'll teach will. They're just a cadre; itll take fifty
years before the effects are redly fet. But some day—"

The shops—a good hdf of the school was trades-training—were noisy and busy. Here Prestonby kept
his hand on his gas-projector, and Yetsko had his rubber hose ready, ether to strike or to discard in
favor of his pistol. The ingructors were smilaly on the dert and ready for trouble—he had seen
penitentiaries where the guards took it easier. Carpentry and building trades. Machine shop. Wdding.
'‘Copter and TV repair shops—he made aminor and rdaively honest graft there, from the sde of rebuilt
equipment. Even an atomic-equipment shop, though there was nothing in the place that would excite a
Geger more than the ingtructor's luminous-did watch.

Domedtic Science—Home Decorating, Home Handicrafts, Use of Home Appliances, Beautician School,
Charm School. He and Y etsko sampled the products of the Cooking Schooal, intended for the cafeteria,
and found them edible if uninspired.

Business—classes in recording letters, uang llliterate business-machines, preparing llliterate cards for
same, filing recordings—aways with the counsd, "When in doubt, consult a Literate.”

Gengrd Arts—Spanish and French, from elaborate record players, the progeny of the old Twentieth
Century Lingugphone. English, with recorded-speech composition, enuncidion training, semantics, and
what Prestonby caled English llliterature. The class he visted was drowsing through one of the less
colorful sections of "Gone With The Wind." World Higtory, with hdf the students frankly adeep through
an audio-visud on the Feuda System, with planted hints on how nice a revivd of same would be, and
identifying the dergy of the Middle Ages with the Fraternities of Literates. American Higtory, with the
classwide awake, snce Custer's Massacre was obvioudy only moments away.

"Wantta bet one of those little cherubs doesn't try to scalp another before the day's out?' Yetsko
whispered.



Prestonby shook his head. "No bet. Remember that film on the Spanish Inquigtion, that we had to
discontinue?'

It was then that the light on the classroom screen, which had been flickering green and white, suddenly
began flashing Prestonby's wanted-at-office sgnd.

Prestonby found Frank Cardon looking out of the screen in his private office The round, ordinarily
chearful, face was serious, but the innocent blue eyes were as unreadable as ever. He was wearing one
of the new Mexican charro-gyle jackets, black laced with slver.

"I can't see dl your office, Raph," he said as Prestonby approached. "Are you done?'

"Doug Yetsko's dl," Prestonby said, and, as Cardon hesitated, added: "Dont be dlly, Frank; he's my
bodyguard. What could | bein that he wouldn't know dl about?'

Cardon nodded. "Wdl, we'rein ajam up to here” A handwave conveyed the impression that the sea of
troubles had risen to his chin. He spoke at some length, describing the fight between Chester Pelton and
Stephen S. Bayne, the Literate drike at Pelton's Purchasers Paradise, Pdton's heart attack, and the
circumgtances of Claire's opening the safe. "So you see)” he finished. "Maybe Latterman tried to kill
Pelton, maybe he judt tried to do what he did. | can't take chances either way."

Prestonby thought furioudy. "You say Claire's done at the store with her father?"

"And a couple of store cops, seling characters with the hearts of lions and the brains of goldfish,”
Cardon replied. "And Russ Latterman, and maybe four or five Conservative goons he's managed to
infiltrate into the store.”

Prestonby was dill thinking, doud, now. "Maybe they did mean to kill Pelton; in that case, theyll try
agan. Or maybe they only wanted to expose Claires literacy. It's hard to say what dse they'd
try—maybe kidnap her, to truth-drug her and use her as a guest-artist on a Conservative telecast. I'm
gaing over to the store, now."

"That's a good idea, Ralph. If you hadn't thought of it, | was going to suggest it. Land on the centra
stage, ask for Sergeant Coccozello of the store police, and give my name. Even asde from everything
ese itd be a good idea to have somebody there who can read and dares admit it, till a new crew of
Literates can get there. Y ou were spesking about the possibility of kidngping; how about the boy? Ray?'

Prestonby nodded. "I'll have him come here to my office, and stay therettill 1 get back; Il have Y etsko
gay with him." He turned to where the big man in black leather stood guard at the door. "Doug, go get
Ray Pdton and bring him here. Check with Miss Callins for where held be, now.” He turned back to the
screen. "Anything else, Frank?"

"lant that enough?" the brewer-Literate demanded. "I'l cal you at the store, after awhile 'Bye.”



The screen darkened as Cardon broke the connection. Prestonby got to his feet, went to his desk, and
picked up a pipe, digging out the ashes from the bowl with an ice pick that one of the teachers had taken
from a sixteen-year-old would-be murderer. He checked his tablet gun, made sure that there was an
extraloaded dip in the holgter, and got two more spare dips from the ams locker. Then, to make sure,
he cadled Pelton's store, talking for awhile to the police sergeant Cardon had mentioned. By the time he
was finished, the door opened and Y etsko ushered Ray Pdton in.

"What's happened?' the boy asked. "Doug told me that the Senator ... my father ... had another heart
attack."

"Yes Ray. | don't believe he'sin any great danger. He's at the store, regting in his office” He went on to
tdl the boy what had happened, exactly and in ful detal. He was only fifteen, but aready he had
completed the four-year reading course and he could think a great ded more logicdly than seventy per
cent of the people who were legdly entitled to vote. Ray lisgened serioudy, and proved Prestonby's
confidence judtified by nodding.

"Frame-up,” he said succinctly. "Stinks like a glue factory of a put-up job. Something's going to happen
to Russ Latterman, one of these days.”

"I think you'd better let Frank Cardon take care of him, Ray," Prestonby advised. "I think there are more
angles to this than he told me. Now, I'm going over to the store. Somebody's got to stay with Claire. |
want you to stay here, in this room. If anybody sends you any message supposed to be from me, just
ignoreit. Itll be atrap. If | want to get in touch with you, I'll cal you, with vison-image."

"Mean somebody might try to kidnap me, or Claire, to force the Senator to withdraw, or something?'
Ray asked, his eyes widening.

"You catch on quickly, Ray," Prestonby commended him. "Doug, you stay with Ray till 1 get back. Don't
let im out of your Sght for an ingtant. At noon, have Miss Callins get lunches for both of you sent up; if
I'm not back by fifteen-hundred, take him to his home, and stay with him there.”



For hdf an hour, Frank Cardon made aflying tour of Radica-Socidist borough headquarters. Even a
the Manhattan headquarters, which he visted immediady after his tak with Prestonby, the news had
dready gotten out. The atmosphere of optimidic triumph which had undoubtedly followed Mongery's
telecast and his report on the Trotter Poll, had evaporated. The Literate clericd help was gathered in a
tight knot, obvioudy alittle worried, and just as obvioudy enjoying the reaction. In smdler and congtantly
changing groups, the volunteers, the paid helpers, the dirt-squirters, the goon gangs, gathered, taking in
worried or frightened or angry voices. When Cardon entered and was recognized, there was a concerted
movement toward him. His two regular bodyguards, both on leave from the Literate storm troops,
moved quickly to range themsdves on either sde of him. With a gesture, he hdted the others.

"Hald it!" he cdled. "I know what youre worried about. | was there when it happened, and saw
evaything."

He paused, to let them assmilae that, and continued: "Now get this dl of you! Our boss, and—if he
lives—our next senator, was the victim of a deliberate murder attempt, by Literate First Class Bayne,
who threw out his supply of nitrocaine bulbs and then goaded him into a heart attack which, except for
his daughter, would have been fatd. Clare Pdton deserves the deepest gratitude of every
Radica-Socidig in the sate. She's a smart girl, and she saved thelife of her father and our leader.

"But—she is not a Literae” he cried loudly. "All she did was something any of you could have
done—something I've done, mysdf, so that | won't be locked out of my own safe and have to wait for a
Literate to come and open, it for me. She Smply kept her eye on the Literates who were opening the
safe, and learned the combination from the postions to which they turned the did. And you believe, on
the srength of that, that she's a Literate? The next thing, youll be bdieving that professond liar of a
Sade Gardner. And you cdl yoursdves paliticiand™ He fairly gargled obscenities.

Looking around, he caught Sght of a pair who seemed something less than impressed with his account of
it. Joe West, thick-armed, hairy-chested, blue-jowled; Horace Yingling, thin and gangling. They weren't
Radical-Socidist paty people; they were from the Politicd Action Committee of the Consolidated
[lliterates Organization, and their dogan was smpler and more to the point than Chester Pelton's—the
only good Literate is a dead Literate. He tensed himsdf and chalenged them directly.



"Joe; Horace. How about you? Sdtisfied the Pelton girl isn't a Literate, now?'

Yingling looked a West, and West looked back a him questioningly. Evidently the suavitor in modo
was Yingling's province, and the fortior in re was West's.

"Yeh, sure, Mr. Cardon,” Yingling said dubioudly. "Now that you explain it, we see how it was."

It was worse then that in some of the other boroughs. One fanatic, imagining that Cardon himsdf was a
crypto-Literate, drew a gun. Cardon's guards disamed him and beat him sensdess. At another
headquarters, some character was drculating about declaring that not only Claire Pelton but her younger
brother, Ray, as well, were Literates. Cardon's two men hustled him out of the building, and, after about
twenty minutes, returned adone. Cardon hoped that the body would not be found until after the polls
closed, the next day.

Fndly, leaving his guards with the 'copter at a public landing stage, he made his way, by devious routes,
to William R. Lancedal€'s office, and found Lancedale at his desk, seeming not to have moved since he
hed showed his agent out earlier in the day.

"Wadl, we're in a nice puddle of something-or-other,” Cardon greeted him. "On top of that Gardner
telecadt, this moming—"

"Guthrie Parham's teking care of that, and everything's going to be done to ridicule Gardner," Lancedde
told him. "And even this business at the store can be turned to some advantage. Before we're through,
we may gan more votes than we lose for Peton. And we had an informd meeting—Joyner for Retall
Merchandising, Starke for Grievance Settlements, and four or five others induding mysdf, to make up a
quorum. We had Bayne in, and heard his story of it, and we got a report from one of our stoolies in the
store. Bayne thought he was due for a commendation; instead, he got an eat-out. Of course, it was a fact
that Pelton'd hit him, and we can't have Literates punched around, regardiess of provocation. So we
voted to fine Peton ten million for beating Bayne up, and to award him ten million for losses reaulting
from unauthorized withdrawa of Literate services. We ordered anew crew of Literates to the store, and
we exiled Bayne to Brooklyn, to something caled Stillman's Used Copter and Junk Bazaar. For the next
few months, the only thing helll find that's round and pinchable will be second-hand tires. But don't be too
hard on him; | think he did us a favor.”

"You mean, garting a rift between Pelton and the Consolidated Illiterates Organization, which we can
widen after the eection?’

"No. | hadn't thought of it that way, Frank," Lancedae smiled. "It's an idea worth keeping in mind, and
well explait it, later. What | was thinking about was the more immediate problem of the dection—"

The buzzer on Lancedal€e's desk interrupted, and a voice came out of the commo box:

"Message, urgent and private, sir. Source named as Sforza”



Cardon recognized the name. Maybe the Independent-Conservatives have troubles, too, he thought
hopefully. Then Lancedal€'s video screen became the frame for an dmost unbelievably commonplace set
of features.

"Sforza, 9r," the man in the screen said. "Sorry I'm late, but | was able to get out of the building only a
few minutes ago, and | had to make sure | wasn't wearing a tal. | have two new facts. Fird, the
Consarvatives have been bringing storm troops in from outsde, from Philaddphia, and from
Wilkes-Scranton, and from Buffdo. They are being concentrated in lower Manhattan, in plain clothes,
with only concedled weapons, and carrying their hoods folded up under their coats. Second, | overheard
a few snatches of conversation between two of the Consarvative orm troop leaders, as follows ...
Start itin China ... thirteen-thirty,’ and ... Important to make it appear ether spontaneous or planned for
business motives.™

"Try to get us more information, as quickly as possible” Lancedae directed. "Obvioudy, we should
know, by about thirteen hundred, what's being planned.”

"Right, ar." Lanceda€'s spy a Independent-Conservative headquarters nodded and vanished from the
screen.

"What does it sound like to you, Frank?' Lancedae asked.

"Chinais obvioudy a code-designation for some place in downtown Manhattan, where the Conservative
goon gangs are being concentrated. The only thing | can say is that it probably is not Chinatown. They'd
ather say 'Chinatown’ and not 'China," or they would use some code-designation that wasn't so close to
the actual name" Cardon considered. "What they're going to start, a thirteen-thirty, which is only two
hours and a hdf from now, is probably some kind of ariot."”

"A riot which could arise from business motives" Lancedale added. "That sounds like the docks, or the
wholesde didrict, or the garment digtrict, or something like that." He passed his hand rgpidly over the
photoelectric eye of the commo box. "Get me Mgor Sater,” he sad; and, a little later, "Mgor, get a
platoon out to Long Idand, to Chester Pelton's home; have the place searched for possible booby traps,
and maintain guard therefill further notice. Y oull have no trouble with the servants, they're dl in our pay.
That platoon mugt not, repeat not, wear uniform or appear to have any connection with the Fraternities.
Put another platoon in Pelton’'s store. Concedled weapons, and plan clothes. They should carry ther
leather hdmetsin shopping bags, and roam about in the store, ostensibly shopping. And a full company,
uniformed and armed with heavy weapons, derted and ready for immediate 'copter movement.” He went
on to explain about the intdligence report and the conclusions drawn from it. The guards officer repeated
back hisingructions, and Lancedale broke the connection.

"Now, Frank," he said, "l told you thet this reveation of Claire Pelton's Literacy can be turned to our
advantage. There's to be a full Council mesting at thirteen hundred. Here's what | estimate Joyner and
Graveswill try to do, and here's what I'm going to do to counter it—"

A couple of men in the maroon uniform of Pelton's store police were waiting as Prestonby's ‘copter



landed on the top stage; one of them touched his cap-visor with his gas-hilly in sdute and sad: "Literate
Prestonby? Miss Pdlton is expecting you; she'sin her father's office. Thisway, if you please, Sr."

He had hoped to find her done, but when he entered the office, he saw five or six of the store personnel
with her. Since opening her father's safe, she had evidently dropped dl pretense of llliteracy; there was a
meass of papers spread on the big desk, and she was referring from one to another of them with the deft
ill of aregular Fraternities Literate, while the others watched in fascinated horror.

"Wait a moment, Mr. Hutschnecker,” she told the white-haired man in the blue and orange business it
with whom she had been taking, and laid the printed price-schedule down, advancing to meet him.

"Raph!" she greeted him. "Frank Cardon told me you were coming. I—"

For a moment, he thought of the afternoon, over two years ago, when she had entered his office at the
school, and he had recognized her as the older Sster of young Ray Pelton.

"Professor Prestonby,” she had begun, accusingly, "you have been teaching my brother, Raymond Pelton,
to read!"

He had been prepared for that; had known that sooner or later there would be some minor legk in the
security screen around the classrooms on the top floor.

"My dear Miss Pdton,” he had protested pleasantly. "I think you've become overwrought over nothing.
This pretense to Literacy is a phase mogt boys of Ray's age pass through; they do it just as they play
ar-pirates or hi-jackers a few years earlier. The usud trick is to memorize something heard from a
record disk, and then pretend to read it from print."

"Dont try to kid me, professor. | know that Ray can read. | can proveit.”

"And supposing he has learned afew words," he had parried. "Can you be sure | taught him? And if <o,
what had you thought of doing about it? Are you going to expose me as a corrupter of youth?"

"Not unless | have to," she had replied coadlly. "I'm going to blackmail you, professor. | want you to teach
meto read, too."

Now, with thisgang of her father's llliterate store officids present, a quick handclasp and a glance were
dl they could exchange.

"How ishe, Claire?' he asked.

"Out of danger, for the present. There was a medic here, who left just before you arrived. He brought
nitrocaine bulbs, and gave father something to make him deep. He's lying down, back in his rest room.”
She led im to a door at the rear of the office and motioned him to enter, following him. "He's going to
deep for a couple of hours, yet."

The room was a sort of bedroom and dressing room, with a miniscule toilet and shower beyond. Pelton



was lying on his back, degping; his face was pae, but he was bregthing easlly and regularly. Two of the
store policemen, a sergeant and a patrolman, were playing cards on the little table, and the patrolman had
aburp gun within reach.

"All right, sergeant,” Claire said. "Y ou and Gorman go ouit to the office. Cdl meif anything comes up that
needs my attention, in the next few minutes”

The sergeant started to protest. Claire cut him off.

"Therés no danger here. This Literate can be trusted; he's a friend of Mr. Cardon's. Works & the
brewery. It'sdl right.”

The two rose and went out, leaving the door bardly gjar. Prestonby and Claire, like a pair of marionettes
on the same set of drings, cast a quick glance a the door and then were in each other's arms. Chester
Pdton dept placidly as they kissed and whispered endearments.

It was Claire who terminated the embrace, looking apprehensively a her dumbering father.

"Raph, what'sit dl about?' she asked. "I didn't even know that you and Frank Cardon knew each other,
let done that he had any idea about us."

Prestonby thought furioudy, trying to find a safe path through the tangle of Claire Pelton's conflicting
loydlties, trying to find a path between his own loydties and his love for her, wondering how much it
would be safe to tdl her.

"And Cardon's gone completely cloak-and-dagger-happy,” she continued. "He's taking about plots
againg my father'slife, and against me, and—"

"A lot of things are going on under cloaks, around here" he told her. "And under Literate smocks, and
under other kinds of costume. And a lot of daggers are out, too. You didnt know Frank Cardon was a
Literate, did you?'

Her eyes widened. "I thought | was Literate enough to spot Literacy in anybody dse" she said. "No, |
never even suspected—"

Somebody rapped on the door. "Miss Pelton,” the sergeant's voice called. "Vidphone cdl from Literates
Hal."

Prestonby amiled. "Il take it, if you don't mind," he said. "I'm acting-chief-Literate here, now, | suppose.”

She followed him as he went out into Pelton's office. When he snapped on the screen, a young man in a
white smock, with the Fraternities Executive Section badge, looked out of it. He gave a dight start when
he saw Prestonby.

"Literate First Class Rdph N. Prestonby, acting voluntarily for Pelton's Purchasers Paradise during
emergency,” he said.



"Literate First Class Armandez, Executive Section,” the men in the screen replied. "This cdl is in
connection with the recent attack of Chester Pelton upon Literate First Class Bayne™

"Continue, understanding that we admit nothing," Prestonby told him.

"An extemporary sesson of the Councl has found Pdton guilty of assaulting Literate Bayne, and has
fined him ten million dollars,”" Armandez announced.

"We enter protest,” Prestonby replied automaticaly.

"Wait a moment, Literate. The Council has dso awarded Pelton's Purchasers Paradise damages to the
extent of ten million dollars, for losses incurred by suspenson of Literate service, and voted censure
agand Literate Bayne for ordering said suspension without consent of the Council. Furthermore, a new
crew of Literates, with their novices, guards, et cetera, is being sent at once to your store. Obvioudy,
neither the Fraternities, nor Pelton's, nor the public, would be benefitted by returning Literate Bayne or
any of his crew; he has been given another assgnment.”

"Thank you. And when can we expect thisnew crew of Literates?' Prestonby asked.

The man in the screen consulted his watch. "Probably ingde of an hour. Weve had to do some
re-shuffling; you know how these things are handled. And if youll pardon me, Literate; just what are you
doing a Pelton's? | understood that you were principa of Mineola High Schoal.”

"That's a good question.” Prestonby hetily assessed the circumstances and their implications. "I'd suggest
that you ask it of my superior, Literate Lancedae, however."

The Literate in the screen blinked; that was the equivdent, for him, of anybody else's jaw dropping to his
midiff.

"Wdl! A pleasure, Literate. Good day."

"Miss Pdton!” The man in the blue-and-orange it was dill trying to catch her atention. "Where are we
going to put that suff? Russ Latterman's out in the store, somewhere, and | can't get in touch with him."

"What did you say it was?' she replied.
"Freworks, for the Peace Day trade. We want to get it on sde about the middle of the month.”

"Thiswas afine time to ddiver them. Peace Day it till the Tenth of December. Put them down in the
fireproof vault."

"That placeisful of photographic film, and sporting ammunition, and other merchandise; suff well have



to draw out to replace stock on the shelves during the sale" the Illiterate objected.

"The wegther forecast for the next couple of daysisfar,” Prestonby reminded her. "Why nat just pile the
duff on the top stage, beyond the control tower, and put up warning, Sgns?'

The man—Hutschnecker, Prestonby remembered hearing Claire cal him—nodded.
"That might be dl right. We could cover the cases with tarpaulins”
A buzzer drew one of the Illiterates to a handphone. He listened for a moment, and turned.

"Hey, thereés a Mrs. H. Armytage Zydanowycz down in Furs, she wants to buy one of those
mutated-mink coats, and she's only got hdf amillion bucks with her. How's her credit?!

Claire handed Prestonby a black-bound book. "Confidentid credit-rating guide; look her up for us™" she
sad.

Another buzzer rasped, before Prestonby could find the entry on Zydanowycz, H. Armytage, the
Illiterate office worker, laying down one phone, grabbed up another.

"They're dl outta smal money in Notions; every son and his brother's been in therein the last hour to buy
apair of dollar shoedtrings with a grand-note.”

"Il take care of that," Hutschnecker said. "Wat till | cdl control tower, and tdl them about the
fireworks"

"How much does Mrs. H. Armytage Zydanowycz want credit for?' Prestonby asked. "The book says
her husband's good for up to fifteen million, or fifty million in thirty days."

"Those coats are only five million," Claire said. "Let her have it; be sure to get her thumbprint, though,
and send it up here for comparison.”

"Oh, Claire; do you know how we're going to handle this new Literate crew, when they get here?"

"Yes, herésthe TO for Literate service" She tossed a big chart across the desk to him. "I made a few
notes on it; you can giveit to whoever isin charge.”

It went on, like that, for the next hour. When the new Literate crew arrived, Prestonby was ddighted to
find a friend, and a fdlow-follower of Lancedae, in charge. Congdering that Retall Merchandisng was
Wilton Joyner's section, that was a good omen. Lancedde mug have succeeded to an extraordinary
degree in imposing his will on the Grand Council. Prestonby found, however, that he would need some
time to brief the new chief Literate on the operationd detalls at the store. He was unwilling to bring Claire



too prominently into the conference, dthough he rediized that it would be a matter of hdf an hour, at the
outside, before every one of the new Literate crew would have heard about her Literate ability. If she'd
only played dumb, after opening that safe—

Fndly, by 1300, the new Literates had taken over, and the sde was running smoothly again. Latterman
was somewhere out in the store, hdping them; Claire had lunch for hersdf and Prestonby sent up from
the restaurant, and for a while they ate in lence, broken by occasond spatters of smdl-tak. Then she
returned to the question she had raised and he had not yet answered.

"You say Frank Cardon's a Literate?' she asked. "Then what's he doing managing the Senator's
campagn? Ffth-columning?'

He shook his head. "Y ou think the Fraternities are a solid, monalithic, organization; everybody agreed on
ams and means, and working together in harmony? That's how it's supposed to look, from the outside.
On the ingde, though, there's a bitter struggle going on between two factions, over policy and for control.
One faction wants to maintain the status quo—a handful of Literates doing the reading and writing for an
[lliterate public, and halding a monopoly on Literacy. They're headed by two men, Wilton Joyner and
Harvey Graves. Bayne was one of that faction.”

He paused, thinking quickly. If Lancedae had gotten the upper hand, there was likdy to be a revison of
the Joyner-Graves attitude toward Pelton. In that case, the less he said to incriminate Russdl Latterman,
the better. Let Bayne be the villain, for awhile, he decided.

"Bayne" he continued, "is one of a amdl minority of fanatics who make ardigion of Literacy. | believe he
disposed of your father's medicing, and then deliberately goaded him into a rage to bring on a heart
attack. That doesn't represent Joyner-Graves palicy; it was jus something he did on his own. He's
probably been disciplined for it, by now. But the Joyner-Graves faction are working for your father's
defeat and the re-election of Grant Hamilton.

"The other faction is headed by a man you've probably never heard of, William R. Lancedade. I'm of his
faction, and s0 is Frank Cardon. We want to see your father elected, because the socidization of
Literacy would eventudly put the Literates in complete control of the government. We aso want to see
Literacy become widespread, eventudly universd, just as it was before World War 1V."

"But Wouldn't that mean the end of the Fraternities?' Claire asked.

"That's what Joyner and Graves say. We don't believe so. And suppose it did? Lancedde says, if we're
S0 incompetent that we have to keep the rest of the world inignorance to earn a living, the world's better
off without us. He says that every dligarchy carries in it the seeds of its own destruction; thet if we can't
evolve with the rest of the world, werre doomed in any case. That's why we want to eect your father. If
he can get his socidized Literacy program adopted, well be in a postion to load the public with so many
controls and redtrictions and formdlities that even the most bigoted llliterate will want to learn to read.
Lancedde says, a private monopoly like ours is bad, but a government monopoly is intolerable, and the
only way the public can get rid of it would be by becoming Literates, themsdves™

She glanced toward the door of Pelton's private rest room.



"Poor Senator!” she sad oftly. "He hates Literacy so, and his own children are Literates, and his
program againg Literacy isbeing twisted againg itsdf!”

"But you agree that were right and he's wrong?' Prestonby asked. "You mug, or you'd never have come
to me to learn to read.”

"He's such a good father. I'd hate to see him hurt,” she said. "But, Raph, you're my man. Anything you're
for, I'm for, and anything you're againgt, I'm againg.”

He caught her hand, across the table, forgetful of the othersin the office.

"Claire, now that everybody knows—" he began.

"Top emergency! Top emergency!" avoice brayed out of the darm box on the wall. "Serious disorder
in Department Thirty-two! Serious disorder in Department Thirty-two!"

The voice broke off as suddenly as it had begun, but the box was not slent. From it came a mediey of
shouts, curses, feminine screams and plintering crashes. Prestonby and Claire were on ther feet.

"You have wal screens?' he asked. "How do they work? Like the ones a school ?!

Claire twisted a knob until the number 32 appeared on a did, and pressed a button. On the screen, the
Chinaware Department on the third floor came to lifein ful sound and color. The pickup must have been
across an ade from the box from whence the darm had come; they could see one of Pelton's llliterate
clerkslying unconscious under it, and the handphone dangling at the end of its cord. The aides were full
of jodtling, screaming women, trampling one another and fighting franticdly to get out, and, amnong them,
groups of three or four men were gathered back to back. One such group had caught a store policeman;
three were holding him while a fourth smashed vases over his head, grabbing them from a nearby
counter. A pink dinner plate came skimming up from the crowd, narrowly missng the wired TV pickup.
A moment later, a blue-and-white sugar bowl, thrown with better am, came curving a them in the
screen. It scored a hit, and brought darkness, though the bedlam of sound continued.



Cardon looked at his watch as he entered the Council Chamber at Literates Hall, smoothing his smock
hediily under his Sam Browne. HEd made it with very little time to spare, before the doors would be
seded and the medting would begin. HEd been dl over town, tracking down that report of Sforzas, held
even made a quick vigt to Chinatown, on the off chance that "Chind' had been used in an attempt a the
double concedlment of the obvious, but, as hed expected, held found nothing. The people there hardly
knew there was to be an dection. Accustomed for millennia to ideographs read only by experts, they
viewed the current uproar about Literacy with unconcern.

At the door, he deposited his pocket recorder—no sound-recording device was permitted, except the
big audio-visud camera in front, which made the sngle permanent record. Going around the room
counterclockwise to the seats of his faction, he encountered two other Lancedde men: Gerad K.
Toppington, of the Technologicd Section, thin-faced, sandy-haired, bading; and Franklin R. Chernov,
commander of the loca Literates guards brigade, with his ragged gray mustache, his horribly scarred
face, and his outsize tablet-holster dmogt as big as a mail-order cataogue.

"What's Joyner-Graves trying to do to us, Frank?' Chernov rumbled gutturdly.
"It's what we're going to do to them,” Cardon replied. "Didn't the chief tdl you?'

Chernov shook his head. "No time. | only got here fifteen minutes ago. Chasing dl over town about that
tip from Sforza. Nothing, of course. Nothing from Sforza, either. The thing must have been planned
weeks ago, whatever it is, and everybody briefed persondly, and nothing on disk or tape about it. But
what's going to happen here? Lancedde going to pull arabbit out of his hat?'

Cardon explained. Chernov whistled. "Man, that's no rabbit; that's a full-grown Bengd tiger! | hope it
doesn't eat us, by migake"

Cardon looked around, saw Lancedae in animated argument with a group of his associates. Some of the
others seemed to be sharing Chernov's fears.

"I have every confidence in the chief," Toppington said. "If histigers make a med off anybody, itll be—"



He nodded in the direction of the other Side of the chamber, where Wilton Joyner, short, bald, pompous,
and Harvey Graves, tdl and cadaverous, stood in a Rosencrantz-Guildengtern attitude, surrounded by
haf a dozen of their top associates.

The Council President, Morehead, came out a little door onto the rostrum and took his sedt, pressng a
button. The cdl bdl began danging dowly. Lancedde, glancing around, saw Cardon and nodded. On



both sdes of the chamber, the Literates began taking seats, and findly the cdl bell stopped, and Literate
Presdent Morehead rapped with his gave. The opening formdities were hustled through. The routine
held-over business was rubber-stamped with hasty votes of approval, even induding the decisons of the
extemporary medting of that morning on the afar a Pelton's. Findly, the presding officer rapped again
and announced that the meeting was now open for new business.

At once, Harvey Graves was on hisfeet.

"Literate Presdent,” he began, as soon as the char had recognized him, "this is scarcely new business,
sinceit concerns a problem, a mogt serious problem, which | and some of my colleagues have brought to
the attention of this Council many times in the past—the problem of Black Literacy!" He spat out the two
words as though they were a mouthful of poison. "Literate President and felow Literates, if anything
could destroy our Fraternities, to which we have given our lives devotion, it would be the widespread
tendency to by-pass the Fraternities, the practice of Literacy by non-Fraternities people—"

"Weve heard dl that before, Wilton!" somebody from the Lancedale side cdled out. "What do you want
to tak about that you haven't gotten on every record of every medting for the lagt thirty years?'

"Why, this Peton busness” Graves snapped back at him. "You know what | mean. Your own
associates are respongble for it!" He turned back to face the chair, and, with a surprisng minimum of
invective, described the scene in which Claire Pelton had demonstrated her Literacy. "And that's not dl,
brother Literates"" he continued. "Since then, I've been recaiving reports from the Pelton store. Claire
Pdton has been openly doing the work of a Literate; going over the store's written records, checking
inventories, checking the credit guide, handling the price liss—"

"What's that got to do with Black Literacy?' Gerad Toppington demanded. "Black Literacy is a term
which labds the professond practice of Literacy, for hire, by a non-Fraternity Literate, or Literate
service furnished for aimind or paliticaly subversve purposes, or the betrayd of a dient by a Fraternity
Literate. There's nathing of the sort involved here. This girl, who does appear to be Literate, is Smply
looking after the interests of her family's busness.”

"She was taught by a Literate, a Fraernitiesmember, under, to sy the vey leas, irregular
circumstances, and without payment of any fee. Any fee, tha is, tha the Fraternities can collect any
percentage on. And the Literate who taught her aso taught her younger brother, Ray Pelton, and this
Literate, who is known to be her lover—"

"Suppose he is her lover, so wha?' one of Lanceda€'s partisans demanded. "You say, yoursdf, tha
she's a Literate. That ought to remove any objection. Why, if she were to come forward and admit and
demongrate her Literacy, theréd be no possble objection from the Fraternities viewpoint to her
marrying young Prestonby.”

"And as for Prestonby's action in teaching Literacy to her and to her brother,” Cardon spoke up, "I think
he deserves the thanks and commendation of the Fraternities. He's put a period to four generations of
bigoted Illiterates.”

Wilton Joyner was on his feet. "Will Literate Graves yidd for a motion?' he asked. "Thank you, Harvey.
Literate President, and brother Literates: | yidd to no man in my abhorrence of Black Literacy, or in my



detestation for the palitica principles of which Chester Pdton has made himsdf the spokesman, but |
deny that we should alow the acts and opinions of the llliterate parent to sway us in our consderation of
the Literate children. It has come to my notice, as it has to Literate Graves, tha this young woman,
Clare Pdlton, is Literate to a degree that would be a credit to any Literate First Class, and her brother
can match his Literacy creditably againg that of any novice in our Fraternities. To show that we respect
Literate ability, wherever we find it; to show that we are not the monopolistic closed-corporation our
enemies accuse us of being; to show that we are not animated by a vindictive hatred of anything bearing
the name of Pelton—I move, and ask that my motion be presented for seconding, that Claire Pelton, and
her brother, Raymond Pelton, be duly eected, respectively, to the positions of Literate Third Class and
Literate Novice, as members of the Associated Fraternities of Literated™

From the Joyner-Graves side, there were dutiful cries of, "Yed Yes! Admit the young Petond"” and aso
gasps of horrified surprise from the rank-and-filers who hadn't been briefed on what was coming up.

Lancedde was on his feet in an indant. "Literate Presdent!" he cried. "In view of the delicate palitica
gtuation, and in view of Chester Pdlton's violent denunciation of our Fraternities—"

"Literate Lancedale," the Presdent objected. "The motion is not to be debated until it has been properly
seconded.”

"What does the Literate Presdent think I'm doing?' Lancedale retorted. "I second the motion!™

Joyner looked a Lancedde in angry surprise, which gradudly became fearful suspicion. His stooge, who
hed aready risen with a prepared speech of seconding, Smply gaped.

"Furthermore,” Lancedae continued, "I move an amendment to Literate Joyner's motion. | move that the
ceremony of the adminidration of the Literates Oath, and the invediture in the smock and indgnia, be
carried out as soon as possible, and that an audio-visud recording be made, and telecast this evening,
before twenty-one hundred.”

Brigade commander Chernov, prodded by Cardon, jumped to his feet.
"Excdlent!" he cried. "I second the mation to amend the mation of Literate Joyner."

If there were such athing as a bomb which would explode stunned slence, Lancedale and Chernov hed
dropped such a bomb. Cardon could guess how Joyner and Graves fdt; they were now beginning to be
afrad of ther own proposition. As for the Lanceddle Literates, he knew how many of them fdt. He'd fdlt
the same way, himsdf, when Lancedae had proposed the idea. He got to his feet.

"Literate Presdent, brother Literates," heraised his voice. "l cdl for an immediate vote on this amended
moation, which |, personally, endorse most heartily, and which | hope to see carried unanimoudy.”

"Now, wait aminute” Joyner objected. "This motion ought to be debated—"

"What do you want to debate about it?' Chernov demanded. "You presented it, didn't you?'



"Wal, | wanted to give the Council an opportunity to discussit, as typicd of our problems in deding with
Black ... | mean, non-Fraternities ... Literacy—"

"You mean, you didn't know it was loaded!" Cardon told him. "W, that's your hard luck; we're going
to squeeze the trigger!”

" withdraw the mation!" Joyner shouted.

"Literate Presdent,” Lancedde sad gently, his thin face lighting with an dmost santly smile, "Literate
Joyner amply cannot withdraw his motion, now. It has been properly seconded and placed before the
house, and so has my own humble contribution to it. | demand that the mation be acted upon.”

"Votel Votel Vote!" the Lancedae Literates began ydling.
"I cdl on dl my adherents to vote againg thismotion!” Joyner shouted.

"Now look here, Wilton!" Harvey Graves shouted, reddening with anger. "You're just meking a fool out
of me. This was your ides, in the fird place! Do you want to smash everything we've ever done in the
Fraternities?'

"Harvey, we can't go on with it," Joyner replied. He crossed quickly to Graves seat and whispered
something.

"For the record,” Lancedale said sweetly, "our colleague, Literate Joyner, has just whispered to Literate
Graves that ance | have seconded his motion, hel's now afraid of it. | think Literate Graves is trying to
assure him that my support is merdly a bluff. For the information of this body, | want to state categoricaly
that it is not, and that | will be deeply disgppointed if this motion does not pass.”

An ddely Literate on the Joyner-Graves side, an undersized man with a bald head and a narrow mouth,
was on his feet. He looked like an aged rat brought to bay by aterrier.

"I was againg this fodl idea from the gart!" he yeled. "Weve got to keep the Illiterates down; how are
we ever going to do that if we go meking Literates out of them? But you two thought you were beng
smat—"

"Shut up and St down, you old jackass!" one of Joyner's people shouted a him.
"Shut up, yoursdf, Ginter," a hatchet-faced womean Literate from the Finance Section squawked.

Literate President Morehead, an amiable and ineffective maiden aunt in trousers, pounded franticaly with
hisgave. "Order!" hefarly screamed. "Thisis disgraceful!”

"You can sy that again!” Brigade commander Chernov boomed. "What do you people over on the right
think thisis, an llliterates Organization Political Action meeting?”'



"Vote! Vote!" Cardon bellowed.
Literate Presdent Morehead banged hisgave and, in alast effort, started the call bell danging.

"The motion has been presented and seconded; the amendment has been presented and seconded. It will
now be put to avote!”

"Rall cdl! Cardon demanded. Four or five other voices, from both sides of the chamber, supported him.
"The vote will be by rall call," Literate Presdent Morehead agreed. "Addison, Wdter G."

"Ayd" He was a subordinate of Harvey Graves.

"Agodtino, Pedro V."

"Ayd" He was a Lancedde man.

So it went on. Graves voted for the motion. Joyner voted againg it. All the Lancedde faction, now
convinced that their leader had the opposition on the run, voted loudly for it.

"The vote has been one hundred and eighty-three for, seventy-two againg,” Literate Presdent Morehead
findly announced. "The motion is herewith declared carried. Literate Lancedde, | appoint you to
organize a committee to implement the said mation, a once."

Prestonby flung open the door of the rest room where Sergeant Coccozdllo and his subordinate were
guarding the unconscious Pelton.

"Sergeant! Who's in charge of store police, now?'

Coccozello looked blank for an ingtant. "I guess | am,” he said. "Lieutenant Dunbar's off on his vacation,
inMexico, and Captain Freizer'sin the hospitd; he was taken sick suddenly last evening.”

Probably poisoned, Prestonby thought, making a mentad note to find out which hospital and get in touch
with one of the Literate medics there.

"W, come out here, sergeant, and have alook around the store on the TV. We have troubles.”

Coccozdlo could hear the noise that was dill coming out of the darkened screen. As he stepped
forward, Clare got another pickup, some distance from the one that had been knocked out. A mob of
women customers were surging avay from the Chinaware Department, into Glassware; they were
running into the shopping crowd there, with consderable disturbance. A couple of store police were
trying to get through the packed mass of humanity, and making dow going of it. Coccozello swore and



started caling on his reserves on one of the handphones.

"Wait a moment, sergeant,” Prestonby stopped him. "Don't commit any of your reserves down there.
We're going to need them to hold the executive country, up here. Thisis only the start of a generd riot.”

"Who are you and what do you know about it?" Coccozello chalenged.
"Ligen to him, Guido," Clare said. "He knows what he's doing.”

"Clare, you have some way of kegping a running count of the number of customers in and out of the
store, haven't you?' Prestonby asked.

"Why, yes, here" She pointed to an indicator on Chester Pelton's desk, where congtantly changing
numbers danced.

"And don't you have a continuous check on saes, too? How do they jibe?"

"They don't; look. Sales are awvay below any expectation from the number of customers, even dlowing
for shopping habits of a bargain-day crowd. But what's that got to do—"

Prestonby was back at the TV, shifting from pickup to pickup.

"Look, sergeant, Claire. That isn't anormd bargain-day crowd, isit? Look at those groups of men, three
or four to a group, shifting around, waiting for something to happen. This store's been infiltrated by a big
goon gang. That business in Chinaware's jugt the start, to draw our reserves down to the third door.
Look at that, now."

He had a pickup on the twefth floor, the floor just under the public landing stages, and & the foot of the
escalators leading to the centra executive block.

"See how they're concentrating, there?' he pointed out. "In that ladies wear department, there are three
men for every woman, and the men are dl drifting from counter to counter over in the direction of our
ecaaors.

Coccozdlo swore again, fedingly. "Literate, you know your Suffl” he said. "Thet fussin Chinais just a
fant; thisiswhere they're redly going to hit. What do you think it is? Macy & Gimbd's trying to bust up
our sae, or palitics?’

Prestonby shrugged. "Take your choice. A competitor would concentrate where your biggest volume of
sde was going on, though; political enemies would try to get up here, and that's what this gang's trying to
do."

"He's absolutely right, Guido,” Claire told the sergeant. "Do whatever he tdls you.”

Sergeant Coccozdllo looked at him, awvating orders.



"We can't commit our reserves in that Chinaware Department fight; we need them up here. Where are

they, now, and how many?'

"Thirteen, counting mysdf and the man in there" He nodded toward the room where Chester Pelton lay
indrugged deep. "In the squad room, on the floor below."

"And for the mob below to get up here?"

"Two escalators, sr, northeast and southwest corners of office country. And we got some new counters
that Mr. Latterman had built, that didn't get put out in time for the sdle. We can use them to build
barricades, if we have to."

"How about a 'copter attack on the roof?"

Coccozedllo grinned. "I'd like to see that, now, Literate. We got plenty of A-A equipment up there—four
7-mm machine guns, two 12-mm'’s, and one 20-mm auto-cannon. We could hold off the State Guard
with thet."

"That isn't saying much, but they're not even that good. So itll be the escalators. Think, now, sergeant.
Fires, burglary, holdups—"

The sergeant’s grin widened. "High-pressure fire hose, one at the head of each escaator, and a couple
more that can be dragged over from other outlets. Say we put two men on each hose, lying down at the
head of the escalators. And we got plenty of firearms; we can am some of these clerks, up here—"

"All right; do that. And put out an emergency cdl, by inter-department telephone, not by public address,
to floorwakers from the fifth floor down, to gather up dl mde clerks and other store personnel in their
departments, am them with anything they can find, and rush them to Chinaware. Tdl them to shout
'Pelton!" when they hit the mob, to avoid bresking each others heads in the confusion, and tdl them
they're expected to hold the Chinaware and Glassware departments themsalves, without any hep from
the store palice.”

"Why not?' Claire wanted to know.

"That's how battles come to happen a the wrong time and place” Prestonby told her. "Two smdl
detachments collide, and each sends back for re-enforcements, and the next thing anybody knows,
there's a full-gze battle going on where nobody wants to fight one. We're going to fight our main battle at
the head of the escalators from the twefth floor."

"Youve done this sort of work before, Literate” Coccozello grinned. "You tak like a storm-troop
captain. What se?'

"Wadl, so far, welve just been tadking defense. We need to take the offensve, oursdves” He glanced
around. "Is there afreight elevator from this block to the basement?’

"Yeah. Wat till | see” Coccozelo went to the TV-screen and diaed. "Yeeh, and the elevator's up here,



too," he said.

"Wall, you take what men you can spare—a couple of your cops, and a couple of the office crewv—arm
them with pigtals, carbines, clubs, whatever you please, and take them down to the basement. Gather up
dl the warehouse gang, down there, and arm them. And as soon as you get to the basement, send the
elevator back up here. That's our life ling; we can't risk having it captured. Youll organize flying squads
to go up into the store from the basement. Bust up any trouble that seems to be getting started, if you
can, but your main misson will be to rescue store police, Literates, Literates guards, and store help, and
get them back to the basement. They'll be picked up from there and brought up here on the devator." He
picked up a pad from a desk and wrote a few lines on it. "Show this to any Literate you mest; get
Literate Hopkinson to countersign it for you, when you find him. Tdl him we want his whole gang up here
as soon as possible”

"How about getting help from outsde?' Claire asked. "The dty police, or—"

"City police wont lift afinger," Prestonby told her. "They never help anybody who has a private police
force, they have too much to do protecting John Q. Citizen. Hutschnecker; suppose you cdl
Radica-Socidist campaign headquarters; tdl them to rush some of their Lone Rangers around here—"

RussHl M. Latterman was lunching in the store restaurant, at a table next the thick glass partition, where
he could look out across Confectionery and Pastries toward the Tobacco Shoppe and the Liquor
Department. There were two ways of looking at it, of course. He was occupying a table that might have
been used by a customer, but, on the other hand, he was known by sSght to many of the customers, and
the fact that he was egting here had some advertisng vaue, and he could keep his eye on the business
going on around him. Off in the distance, he caught the white flash of a Literate smock a one of the
counters; one of the new crew sent in to replace the ones Bayne had pulled out. He was glad and a the
same time disturbed. He had had his doubts about saging a Literates strike, and he was dmogt postive
that Wilton Joyner had known nothing about it. The whole thing had been Harvey Graves idea. There
was a serious question of Literate ethics involved, to say nothing of the effect on the public. The trick of
forang Clare Pelton to reved her secret Literacy was dl right, dthough he wished thet it had been Frank
Cardon who had opened that safe. Or did he? Cardon would have brazened it out, clamed to have
memorized the combination after having learned it by observation, and would probably have gotten away
with it. But that Slly girl had logt her head afterward, and had gone on to brand hersdlf, irrevocably, as a
Literate.

One of the waitresses was hurrying toward him, dmog fdling over hersdf in excitement. She began
talking when she was ten feet from the table.

"Mr. Latterman! Mr. Latterman!™ she was cdling to him. "A terrible fight, down in Chinaware—!"

"Wedl, what do we have store police for?' he demanded. "They can take care of it. Now be quigt,
Madge; don't get the customers excited!"

He returned to his lunch, watching, with satisfaction, the crowd that was packing into the Liquor



Department, next to the restaurant. That specid loss-leader, Old Atom-Bomb Rye, had been a good
idea. In the fird place, the Suff was fit for nothing but deaning drains and removing vamish; if he were
Pdlton, he would have fired that fool buyer who got them overstocked on it. But the audio-advertiser,
outsde, was raterating: "Choice whiskies, two hundred dollars a sixth and up!" and pulling in the
customers, who, when they discovered that the two-hundred-dollar bargain was Old Atom-Bomb, were
shdling out five hundred to a grand a gixth for good liquor.

He finished his coffee and got to hisfeet. Be a good idea to look in on Liquor, and see how things were
going. The department was getting more and more crowded every minute three customers were entering
for every one who |eft.

On the way, he passed two women, and caught a snatch of conversation:
"Don't go down on the third floor, for Heaven's sake ... terrible fight ... smashing everything up—"

Worried, he continued into Liquor, and the looks of the crowd there increased his worries. Too many
men between twenty and thirty, dl dressed dike, looking dike, taking and acting dike. It looked like a
goon-gang infiltration, and he was beginning to see why Harvey Graves had wanted the Literates pulled
out, and why Joyner, bound by ethics to do nothing againg the commercid interests of Pelton's, had
known nathing about it. He started toward a counter, to speak to a clerk, but one of the stocky,
quietly-dressed young men stepped in front of him.

"Gimme a bottle of Atom-Bomb," he said. "Don't bother wrapping it."

"Yes, gar." The clerk seemed worried, too. He got the bottle and st it on the counter. "Thetll be two C,
ar.

"I see you're wearing a Radica-Socidigt button,” the customer commented. "Because you want to, or
because Chet Pelton makes you?'

"Mr. Pdlton never interferes with his employees palitica convictions” the clerk replied loydly.

Saying nothing, the customer took the bottle, swung it by the neck, and smashed it over the clerk's head,
knocking him senseless.

"Thet's dl that rotgut's good for,” the customer said, jumping over the counter. "All right, boys, help
yourseved"

For a surprisingly long time, the riot was locdized in China, where it had begun. Using, dternately, three
TV-pickups around the scene of the disturbance, Prestonby watched its progress, and watched
successive detalls of store personnel, armed with clubs and a few knives and sono pigtols, hit the riot,
shouting their battle cry, and vanish. They were, of course, lambs of sacrifice, however unlamblike their
conduct. They were buying time, and they were drawing groups of goons into the action in China and



Glassware who might have been making trouble elsewhere.

There was an outbreak on the sxth floor, in Liquor; Clare, touring the store on the other TV-screen,
spotted it and cdled his atention to it. Back of the shattered glass partition, a mob of men were snatching
bottles from the shelves and tossing them out to the crowd. One of the clerks, in his gray uniform jacket,
was lying unconscious outsde. While Prestonby watched, another, and another, came flying out the
doorway. A fourth victim, in ordinary business clothes, tattered and disheveled, came flying out after
them, to land in a heap, stunned for an ingant, and then pick himsdf up. Prestonby laughed heartily when
he recognized Literate—undercover—First Class RussHll M. Latterman.

"I ought to have anticipated thet,” he said. "Any time ther€'s a riot, the liquor stores are the firg things
looted. The liquor stores, and the—Claire! See what's going on in Sporting Goods!™

Sporting Goods, between Tools & Hardware and Toys, on the fifth floor, was swamped. One of the
clerks was lying on the floor in a puddle of blood, past any help; none of the others werein sght. The gun
racks and pistol cases were being cleaned out sysematicdly. This had been organized in advance. There
were four or five men working industrioudy wiping grease out of bores and actions before handing out
firearms, and a couple more making sure that the right cartridges went with each weapon. Somebody had
brought a smdl grinding whed over from Tools and plugged it in, and was grinding points on the fails and
épées. Others were collecting basebdl bats, golf clubs, and footbal hedmets and catchers masks. The
Tool Department was being stripped of everything that could be used as a weapon, too.

The whole store, by this time, was an gpproximation of Mutiny in a Madhouse. Dressgoods was beng
looted by a hawling mob of women, who were pulling bolts of materid from shelves and fighting among
themselves over them. Somebody had turned on the eectric fans, and long streams of flimsy fabric were



blowing about like a surredist maypole dance. Somebody in Household Furnishings had turned on a
couple of fans, too, and a mob of hoodlums were opening cans of paint and throwing them into the fan
blades.

The little Antiques Department, in a corner of the fourth floor back of the Gift Shoppe, was an idand of
peace in the generd chaos. There was only one way into it, and one of the clerks, who had gotten himsdf
into a suit of Ffteenth Century battle armor, was standing in the entrance, leaning on a two-hand sword.
There was blood on the long blade, and more blood splashed on the floor in front of him. He was being
left entirdy done.

Hutschnecker, cdled to the telephone, spoke briefly, listened for a while, spoke again in hearty thanks,
and hung up.

"Macy & Gimbd's" he told Prestonby. "They heard about our trouble—probably one of their
price-spotters phoned in about it—and they're offering to send twenty of their store-cops to hep us out.
They'l be landing on our stage in eight minutes, rifles and sted hdmets.”

Prestonby nodded. It would have been quite concelvable that Pelton's chief competitor had started the
riot; dnce they hadnt, ther offer of amed ad was jus as characterigic of the bitter but
mutualy-respectful rivaries of the commercid world. A few minutes later, another cal came in, this time
on the visphone. Prestonby took it when he saw a Literates Guards officer in the screen and recognized
him.

"That you, Prestonby?' the officer, Mgor Sater, asked in some surprise. "Didnt know you were a
Pdton's. What's going on, there?!

Prestonby told him, briefly.

"Yes we had some of our people at the store, in plain clothes,” Sater said. "Jud in case of trouble. On
Mr. L.'s orders. They reported ariot garting, but naturdly, ther reports were incomplete. Can you get
one of your landing stages cleared for us? We have two hundred men, in twenty ‘copters.” Then he must
have noticed some of the Store llliterates back of Prestonby, and redized that this offer of help to
Literacy's worst enemy would arouse suspicion. "Not that we care what happens to Chester Pelton, but
we have to protect our own people & the sore.”

"Yes, of course” Prestonby agreed. "Comein on our north stage. Y oull probably find afight going on on
our twefth floor, just ingde. Anybody who's trying to get up the escalators to the office block will be an

enemy.
"Right. We're hdfway there now.” The Literates Guards officer broke the connection.

"You heard that?' he asked, turning to the othersin the office. "If we can hold out till they get here, we're
dl right. Did you contact Radical-Socidist headquarters, yet, Hutschnecker?'



"Yes. | taked to afdlow named Yingling. He said that dl the party sorm troops had been lured out to
some kind of a disturbance in North Jersey Borough; hed try to get them recdled.”

Prestonby swore hitterly. "By the time his own party-goons get here, the Literates Guards and Macy &
Gimbd'swill have pulled Pelton's bacon off the fire for him. Nice friends he hadl"

An darm buzzer went off suddenly, and an urgent voice came out of the box on the wall:
"Here come the goons! South escdator!”

Prestonby grabbed a burp gun and a canvas musette bag full of clips. By the time he had gotten down to
what, in deference to the superdtitions of the llliterate store force, was known as the fourteenth floor, an
attack on the north escdator had developed as wdl. In both cases, the attackers seemed to expect no
organized resistance. They amply jumped onto the escalators, adding their own running speed, and came
rushing up, firing pistols ahead of them & random.

The defenders, however, had been ready: the fire hoses caught those in the lead and hurled them back.
Some of them vaulted the barrier between the ascending and descending spirals and let themselves be
carried down again. Less than five minutes after the buzzer had sounded the warning, the attack stopped.
The noise on the twdfth floor increased, however, and, leaning over into the escalator-way, Prestonby
could see the riotersfiring in the direction of the entrance from the north landing stage. Within a matter of
thirty seconds, they began to flee, and a wave of Literates Guards, in ther futurigic "space cadet”
uniforms, came pouring in after them.

Douglass MacArthur Y etsko put the burp gun back together again, tried the action, and lad it asde with
asgh. He had cleaned every weapon in his and Prestonby's private arsend, since lunch, and now he had
to admit the unpdatable fact that there was nothing left to do but turn on the TV. Ray had been no
company at dl; the boy hadn't spoken a word since held started rummeaging among the captain's books.
Gloomily, he snapped on the screen to sample the soap shows.

DdlaPdlas wasinjal again, thistime accused of murdering the lawyer who had gotten her acquitted on
a previous murder rap. Conddering the fact that she had languished in jal for dmost a year during the
other trid, Yetsko fdt that she had a sound motive. Rudolf Barstow, in "Broadway Wife" was, like
Bruce's spider, soinning hisfive hundredth web to ensnare the glamorous Marie Knobble. And there was
ashow about a schoolteacher and her class of angdic little tots that dmost brought Y etsko's lunch up.

He shifted the did again; a young Literate announcer was speaking quickly, excitedly:

"... Scene of the riot, dready the word this year, and growing steedily worse. We take you now to
downtown Manhattan, where our portable units and commentators have just arrived, and switch you to
Ed Morgan."

The screen went black, and Y etsko swore angrily. Ray lifted his head quickly from his book and reached



for the sono pistal Y etsko had given him.

"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, and just a moment, until we can give you the picture. We're
having whet is usudly labeled as 'dight technicd difficulties’ in this case the difficulty of avoiding having a
hole shot in our camera or in your commentator's head. Y es, that's shooting you hear; there, somebody's
usng an auto rifle How are you coming, Steve?"

A voice muttered something which, two centuries ago, would have caused an earth-shaking scandd in
thewhole radio-TV indudry.

"Wl till Steve gets things fixed up, a brief review, to date, of what's sure to go down in higtory as the
Battle of Pdton's Purchasers Paradise—"

"Huh?' Ray fairly shouted, the book forgotten.

"... Started in the Chinaware Department, as a rddivey innocent brawl, and spread to the Liquor
Department, and then, dl of a sudden, everybody started playing rough. At fird, it was suspected that
Macy & Gimbd's had sent a goon gang around to break up Peton's fdl sde, but when the former
concern rdlied to the assstance of thar competitor with a force of twenty riflemen, that began to look
less likdly, and we're beginning to think that it might be the work of some of Pdton's political enemies.
About ten minutes ago, Mgor James F. Sater, of the Literates Guards, arrived with two hundred of his
men, to protect the Literates on duty at the store. They captured the entire twdfth floor, where we are,
now, with the exception of the Ladies Lingerie and Hosery departments around one of the escdators to
the lower floors, here the gang who started the riot, and who are now donning white hoods to disinguish
themselves from the various other factions involved, have thrown up barricades of counters and display
tables and are fighting bitterly to keep control of the escalator head. Ah, here we arel™

The screen lit suddenly, and they were looking, Ray over Yetsko's shoulder, across the devastated
expanse of what had been the Ladies Frocks department, toward Lingerie and Hosery, which seemed
to have been thoroughly looted, then stripped of everything that could be used to build a barricade.

"... Seems to have been quite a number of heavy 'copters just landed on the east stage, filled with more
goons, probably to re-enforce the gang back of that barricade. The firing's gotten noticeably heavier—"

Y etsko had turned from the screen, and was pawing in the arms locker. For a job like this, held need
firepower. He took the ten-shot dip from the butt of his pigol and inserted one with a curling
hundred-shot drum &t the bottom, and shoved two more like it into the pockets of his jacket. And now,
something to clear the way with. He took out a three-foot length of weighted fire hose.

Then he saw Ray. That kid was pinning him down, here, while the captain was probably fighting for his
lifd But the captain'd told him to stay with Ray—He dropped the weighted hose.

"What's the matter, Doug?' the boy asked. "Pick it up and let's get going.”



He shook his head. "Can't. The captain told me | had to take care of you."

The boy opened his mouth to speak, closed it again, and thought for a moment. Then he asked:
"Doug, didn't Captain Prestonby tdll you to stay with me?'

"Yes_"

"All right. You do just that, because I'm going to help Claire and the senator. That's who that goon gang's
after.”

Y etsko considered the proposition for a moment, horrified. Why, this was the captain's girl's kid brother;
if anything happened to him—His mind refused to contemplate what the captain would do to him.

"No. You gotta stay here, Ray," he said. "The cgptain—"

Then his eye caught the screen. Ed Morgan mugt have found a place where he could run his camera up
on an extenson rod from behind something; they were looking down, from amost celing height, at the
barricade, and & the Literates guards who were firng from cover a it. A sudden blast of
automatic-weapons burst from the barricade; more men in white hoods came boailing up the escaator,
and they dl rushed forward. The few Literates guards skirmishers were overwhemed. He saw one of
them, a man he knew, Sam Igoe, from Company 5, go down wounded; he saw one of the white-hooded
goons pause to brain him with a carbine butt before charging on.

"Why, you dirty rotten Illiterate—!" he roared, retrieving his weighted hose. "Come on, Ray; let's go!"

Ray hestated, as though in thought. "Ken Dorchin; Harry Cobb; Dick Hirschfidd, Jerry McCarty;
Ramon Nogales; Pete Shawne; Tom Hutchinson—"

"Who—?" Y etsko began. "What've they gotta do with—?"

"We need a gang; the two of usd last about aslong as apint of beer a a Dutch picnic.” Ray went to the
desk, grabbed a pen, and made a lig of names in a far imitaion of Rdph Prestonby's neat
block-printing. "Give this to the girl outside, and tdl her to have them cdled for and sent in here" the boy
directed. "And see if you can find us some transport. | think there ought to be a couple of big 'copters
finished down at the shops. And if you can find a couple more Literates guards you can tak into going
with us—"

Y etsko nodded and took the paper without question. He was not, and he would be the firg to admit it,
of the thinking type. He was a good sergeant, but he had to have an officer to tdl him what to do. Ray
Pdton might be only fifteen years old, but his Sster was the captain's girl, and that put him in the officer
class. A very young and recently-commissioned second lieutenant, say, but definitdy an officer. Yetsko
took the lig and looked &t it. Like most Literates guards, he could read, after a fashion. He recognized
the names, the boys were al members of the top floor secret society. He went out and gave the lig to
Martha Callins.



Hed expected some argument with her, but she seemed to accept Ray Pdton's printing as Prestonby's;
she began checking room charts and class lists, and cdling for the boys to be sent a once to the office.
He went out, and down to the 'copter repair shop, where he found that a big four-ton air truck that the
senior class had been working on for several weeks was finished.

"That thing been tested, yet?' he asked the ingtructor.
"Yes | had it up, mysdf, thismorning. FHew it over to the Bronx and back with a load of supplies”

"O. K. Have somebody you can trus—one of your guards, preferably—bring it around behind the
Adminigration Wing. Captain Prestonby wants it. I'm to take some boys from Fourth Year Civics on a
tour. Something about eection campaign methods.”

Theingructor cdled a Literates guard and gave him indructions. Y etsko went to the guards squad room
on the second floor, where he found hdf a dozen of the reserves loafing.

"All right; you guys start earning your pay,” he said. "We're going to a party.”
The men got to ther feet and began gathering their weapons.

"Mason," he continued, "you have your big ‘copter here; the gang of you can dl get init. I'm taking off in
afour-ton truck, with some of these kids. | want you boys to follow us. We're going to Pdton's store.
There's afight going on there, and the captain'sin the middle of it. We gotta get him out.”

They dl looked a him in puzzled surprise, but nobody gave hm any argument. Funny, now that he
thought of it; it had been quite a long time since anybody had ever given him any argument about
anything. A couple of guys out in Rittsburgh had tried it, but somehow they'd logt interest in arguing, after
alitle—

When he returned to the office and opened the door, ablast of shots greeted him through the open door
of Prestonby's private office. He had his pistol out before he redized that the shooting was going on a
Pdton's Purchasers Paradise, ten miles away. Literate Martha Callins, in the inner room, was farly
screaming: "Shut that infernd thing off and ligen to me!™

The dozen-odd boys whom Ray had recruited for the improvised relief-expedition were pulling weapons
out of the gun locker, pawing through the boxes on the anmunition shdlf, trying to explain to one another
the working of machine carbines and burp guns. Y etsko shouldered through them and turned down the
sound volume of the TV,

"Thisis absolutely outrageoud™ Literate Martha Callins stormed a him. "You ought to be ashamed of
yoursdf, taking these children to a murderous battle like tha—"

"Wdl, maybe it ain't right, usng savages in a dvilized riot," Yetsko admitted, "but | don't care. The
captain'sin ajam, and I'd use live devils, if | could catch afew." He took a burp gun from one of the
boys, who had opened the action and couldn't get it closed again. "Here; you kids don't want this kinda
Suff," he reproved. "Sono guns, and deep-gas guns, that's dl right. But these things are killing toold ™



"It's what well have to use, Doug,” Ray told him. "Things have been happening, snce you went out.
Look at the screen.”

Y etsko looked, and swore bligeringly. Then he gave the burp gun back to the boy.

"Look; you gotta press this little gismo, here, to let the action shut when there's no dip in, or when the
clip's empty. When you got a loaded dip in, you just pull back on this and let go—"

Frank Cardon looked &t his watch, and saw that it was 1345, as it had been ten seconds before, when
he had last looked. He started to drum nervoudy on his chair arm with his fingers, then caught himsdf as
he saw Lancedale, who must have been every hit as anxious as hmsdf, ganding outwardly cam and
unruffled.

"Wil, that's the Stuation which now confronts us, brother Literates™ the dender, white-haired man was
finidhing. "You mugt see, by now, that the policy of unyidding opposition which some of you have
advocated and pursued isfutile Y ou know the palicy | favor, which now remains the only policy we can
fallow; it is summed up in that law of political strategy: If you can't lick 'em, join 'em, and, after joining,
take control.

"In spite of the Radicd-Socidigt victory in this state at tomorrow's eection, it will not be possible, in the
next Congress, to enact Peton's socidized Literacy program into law. The Radicas will not be able to
capture enough seats in the lower house, and there are too many uncontested seats in the Senate now
hed by Independent-Conservatives. But, and this is inevitable, barring some unforeseen accident of the
order of a palitica cataclysm, they will control both houses of Congress after the dection of 2144, two
years hence, and we can dso be sure that two years hence Chester Peton will be nominated and
overwhdmingly elected presdent of the Consolidated States of North America Sx months theresfter,
the socidized Literacy program will be the law of the land.

"So, we have until mid-2145 to make our preparations. | would estimate that, if we do not destroy
oursalves by our own fdly in the meantime, we should, two years thereafter, be in complete if secret
control of the whole Consolidated States Government. If any of you question thet lagt statement, you can
merdy ask yoursaves one question: How, in the name of dl that is rationd, can Illiterates control and
operate a sysem of socidized Literacy? Who but Literates can keep such a program from disntegrating
into complete and indescribable confusion?

"I don't ask for any decision at thistime. | do not ask for any debate at this time. Let each of us consder
the gtuation in his or her own mind, and let us meet agan a week from today to consder our future
course of action, each of usredizing that any decison we take then will determine forever the fate of our
Fraternities" He looked around the room. "Thank you, brother Literates" he said.

Ingantly, Cardon was on his feet with a mation to recess the meeting until 1300 the following Monday,
and Brigade commander Chernov seconded the mation immediately. As soon as Literate Presdent
Morehead's gavel banged, Cardon, ill on his feet, was running for the double doors at the rear; the two
Literates guards on duty there got them unsedled and opened by the time he had reached them.



There was another guard in the hall, waiting for him with a little record-disk.
"From Mgor Sater; cal came in about ten minutes ago,” he said.
Cardon snapped the disk into his recorder-reproducer and put in the ear plug.

"Frank," Sater's voice came out of the smdl mechine. "You'd better get busy, or you won't have any
candidate when the polls open tomorrow. Just got a cdl from Pelton's store—place infiltrated by goons,
estimated strength two hundred, presumed Independent-Conservatives. Serious rioting aready going on;
I'm taking my reserve company there. And if you havent found out, yet, where Chinais, it's on the third
floor, next to Glassware."

Cardon pulled out the ear plug, suffed the recorder into his trouser pocket, and began unbuckling his
Sam Browne as he ran for the nearest wdl visphone. He was diding the guard room on that floor with
one hand as he took off the belt.

"Get abig anbulance on the roof, with a Literate medic and orderly-driver," he ordered, unbuttoning his
smock. "And four guards, plain clothesif possible, but don't waste time changing clothes if you don't have
anybody out of uniform. Heavy-duty sono guns, deep-gas projectors, gas masks and pigtols. Hurry." He
threw the smock and bdt a the guard. "Here, Pancho; put these away for me. Thanks" He tossed the
last word back over his shoulder as he ran for the escalator.

It was three eterna minutes after he had reached the landing stage above before the ambulance arrived,
medic and orderly on the front seat and the four guards, dl in consarvatively cut avilian clothes, insde.
He crowded in beside the medic, told him, "Pdton's store," and snapped the door shut as the big white

‘copter began to rise.

They dimbed to five thousand feet, and then the driver nosed his vehide up, cut his propdler and
retracted it, and fired his rocket, aming toward downtown Manhattan. Four minutes later, after the



rocket stopped firing and they were on the down-curve of ther trgjectory, the propeller was erected and
they began letting down toward the centrd landing stage of Pelton's Purchasers Paradise. Cardon cut in
the TV and began cdling the contral tower.

"Ambulance, to evacuate Mr. Pdton," he cdled. "What's the score, down there?'

One of Pdton's traffic-control men appeared on Cardon's screen. "You're safe to land on the centra
stage, but you'd better come in a a long angle from the north," he said. "We control the north public
stage, but the east and south stages are in the hands of the goons; they'd fire on you. Land beside that big
pile of boxes under tarpaulins up here, but be careful; it's fireworks we didn't have time to get into
Sorage.”

The ambulance came danting in from uptown, and Cardon looked around anxioudy. The May-fly dance
of customers 'copters had stopped; there was a Sabbath dillness about the big store, at least visudly. A
few amdl figuresin Literates guards black lesther moved about on the north landing stage, and severd
Pdton employees were on the centrd stop stage. The howling of the ‘copter propeller overhead
effectivdy blocked out any sounds that might be coming from the building, a least until the ambulance
landed. Then a spatter of firing from below was audible.

Cardon, the medic and the guards piled out, the latter with the Stretcher. The orderly-driver got out his
tablet pigtol and checked the chamber, then settled into a posture of watchful relaxation. Mgor Sater
was waiting for them by one of the vertical lift platforms.

"I tried to get hold of you, but that blasted medting was going on, and they had the doors seded, and—"
he began.

Cardon hushed him quickly. "Around here, I'm an llliterate” he warned. "Wherés Pelton? Weve got to
get im and his daughter out of here, at once."

"He's dill flat on his back, out cold,” Sater said. "The medic you sent around here gave him a shot of
hypnotaine: hell be out for a couple of hours, yet. Prestonby's ill here. He's commanding the defense;
doing agood job, too."

That was good. Ralph would help get Claire to Literates Hdl, after they'd gotten her father to safety.

"There mugt be about five hundred Independent-Conservative sorm troopers in the store" Sater was
sying. "Mogt of them got here after we did. The dty cops have dl the street approaches roped off;
they're letting nobody but Grant Hamilton's thugsin.”

"They were farly friendly this morning," Cardon said. "Mayor Jameson mugt have passed the word.”
They dl got off the lift two floors down, where they found Clare Peton and Raph Prestonby waiting.
"Helo, Raph. Claire. What's the Stuation?"

"We have dl the twdfth floor,” Prestonby said. "We have about hdf the deventh, induding the north and
west public stages. We have the basement and the storerooms and the warehouse—Sergeant
Coccozello's down there, with as many of the store police and Literates and Literates guards and



store-help as he could sdvage, and the warehouse gang. They've taken mogt of the ground floor, the
main mezzanine, and parts of the second floor. We moved two of the 7-mm machine guns down from the
top, and we contral the front street entrance with them and a couple of sono guns. The store's isolated
from the outsde by the city police, who are dlowing re-enforcements to come through for the raiders,
but we're managing to stop them at the doors.”

"Have you cdled Radicd-Socidist headquarters for hdp?'

"Yes hdf a dozen times. There's some fdlow named Yingling there, who says that dl their ssorm troops
are over in North Jersey, on some kind of afdse-darm riot-cdl, and can't be contacted.”

"S0?" Cardon commented gently. "That's too bad, now." Too bad for Horace Yingling and Joe West;
thistime tomorrow, they'll be a pair of dead traitors, he thought. "Wdl, well have to make do with what
we have. Wher€'s Russ Latterman, by the way?"

Prestonby gave a Sdewise glance toward Claire and shook his head, hislips pressed tightly together. She
doesn't know, yet, Cardon interpreted.

"Down in the basement, with Coccozello," Prestonby said, doud. "Weére in telephone communication
with Coccozello, and have a freight eevator running between here and the basement. Coccozello says
Latterman isusng arifle againg the raiders, killing every one he can get a shot &."

Cardon nodded. Probably vindictive about being involved in action injurious to Pelton's commercid
interests; just another odd quirk of Literate ethics.

"Wed better get him up here," he said. "You and | have got to leave, a once; we have to get Pelton and
Clareto safety. He can help Mgor Sater till we can get back with re-enforcements. | am going to kill a
men named Horace Yingling, and then I'm going to round up the storm troops he diverted on a
wild-goose chase to North Jersey.” He nodded to the medic and the four plain-clothes guards. "Get
Pdlton on the stretcher. Better use the canvas flgps and the straps. He's under hypnotaine, but it's likdy to
be arough trip. Claire, get anything you want to take with you. Raph will take you where youll be safe
for awhile”

"But the store—" Claire began.

"Your father has riot-insurance, doesn't he? | know he does; they doubled the premium on him when he
came out for Senate. Let the insurance company worry about the store.”

The medic and the guards moved into Chester Pelton's private rest room with the stretcher. Claire went
to the desk and began picking up odds and ends, induding the pistol Cardon had given her, and putting
themin her handbag.

"Weve got to keep her away from her father, for a few days, Raph,” he told Prestonby softly. "It's dl
over town that she can read and write. We've got to give him a chance to cool off before he sees her
agan. Take her to Lancedde. | have everything fixed up; shell be admitted to the Fraternities this
afternoon, and given Literate protection.”



Prestonby grabbed his hand impulgvey. "Frank! Il never be able to repay you for this, not if | live to be
athousand—" he began.

There was a sudden blast of sound from overhead—the banging of machine guns, the bark of the store's
20-mm auto-cannon, the howling of arplane jets, and the crash of explosions. Everybody in the room
jerked up and stood frozen, then Prestonby jumped for the TV-screen and pawed a the dids. A
moment later, after the screen flashed and went black twice, they were looking across the topside landing
gtage from a pickup at one corner.

A dim fighter-bomber, with square-tipped, backswept, wings, was jetting up in dmost perpendicular
flight; another was coming in toward the landing stage, and, as they watched, aflight of rockets legped
forward from under its wings. Cardon saw the orderly-driver of the ambulance jump down and start to
run for the open lift-shaft. He got five steps away from his vehide. Then the rockets came in, and one of
them struck the tarpaulin-covered pile of boxes beside the ambulance. There was a flash of multicolored
flame, in which the man and the vehide he had left both vanished. Immediatdy, the screen went black.

The fireworks had mostly exploded at the fird blast; however, when Cardon and Mgor Sater and one
or two others reached the top landing stage, there were Hill explosons. A thing the Sze and shape of a
two-gdlon kettle, covered with red paper, came raling toward them, and suddenly let go with a
blue-green flash, throwing a column of smoke, in minigure imitation of an A-bomb, into the arr.
Something about three feet long came whizzing at them on the end of atail of fire, causng them to fling
themsdves fla; involuntarily, Cardon's head jerked about and his eyes followed it until it blew up with a
flash and a bang three blocks uptown. Here and there, colored fire flared, amdl rockets flew about, and
firecrackers popped.

The ambulance was gone, blown clear off the roof. The other 'copters on the landing stage were a
tangled mass of wreckage. The 20-mm was toppled over; the gunner was dead, and one of the crew,
half-dazed, was trying to drag a third man from under the overturned gun. The control tower, with the
two 12-mm machine guns, was wrecked. The two 7-mm's that had been Ieft on the top had vanished,
aong with the machine gunners, in a hole that had been blown in the landing stage.

Cardon, Sater, and the others dashed forward and pulled the auto-cannon off the injured man, hauling
him and his companion over to the lift. The two rakish-winged fighter-bombers were returning, spraying
the roof with machine-gun bullets, and behind them came a procession of fifteen big ‘copters. They
dropped the lift hadtily; Sater jumped off when it was dill 9x feet above the floor, and began shouting
orders.

"Fdk: take ten men and get to the head of thislift-shaft! Burdick, Levine get as many men as you can in
thirty seconds, and get up to the head of the escalator! Diazz go down and tdl Sternberg to bring dl his

gang up here!”

Cardon caught up a rifle and rummaged for a bandolier of ammunition, losng about a minute in the
search. The dday was fortunate; when he got to the escalators, he was met by a rush of men hurrying
down the ascending spira or jumping over onto the descending one.

"Sono gund" one of them was shouting. "They have the escalator head covered; youll get knocked out
before you get off the spird!”



He turned and looked toward the freight lift. It was coming down again, with Fak and his men
unconscious on it, knocked sensdess by bludgeons of inaudible sound, and a hdf a dozen of the
‘copter-borne raiders, dl wearing the white robes and hoods of the Independent-Conservative storm
troops. He swung his rifle up and began sgueezing the trigger, remembering to firs make sure that the
fire-control lever was set forward for semiauto, and remembering his advice to Goodkin, that morning.
By the time the platform had stopped, dl the men in white robes were ether dead or wounded, and none
of the unconscious Literates guards dong with them had been injured. The medic who had come with
Cardon, asssted by a couple of the office force, got the casudties sorted out. There was nothing that
could be done about the men who had been sono-stunned; in hdf an hour or so, they would recover
consciousness with no ill effects thet a couple of headache tablets wouldn't set right.

The gtuation, while bad, was not immediatdy desperate. If the white-clad raiders controlled the top
landing stage, they were pinned down by the firearms and sono guns of the defenders, below, who were
ina pogtion to stop anything that came down the escalators or the lift shaft. The fate of the firdt party was
proof of that. And the very magnitude of the riot guaranteed that somebody on the outside, city police,
State guards, or even Consolidated States regulars, would be taking a hand shortly. The arr attack and
‘copter-landing on the roof had been excdlent tactics, but it had been a serious policy-blunder. As long
as the disturbance had been confined to the interior of the store, the city police could shrug it off as
another minor riot on property supposed to be protected by private police, and do nothing about it. The
rocket-attack on the top landing stage and the spectacular explosion of the fireworks temporarily stored
there, however, was something that Smply couldn't be concedled or dismissed. The cloud of varicolored
smoke done mugt have been visble dl over the five origind boroughs of the older New York, and there
were probably rumors of atom-bombing going around.

"What gets me" Sater, who must have been thinking about the same thing, said to Cardon, "is where
they got hold of those two fighter-bombers. That kind of Suff isn't supposed to be in private hands.”

"A couple of hundred years ago, they had something they cdled the Sullivan Law," Cardon told him.
"Private ditizens weren't even alowed to own pistals. But the gangsters and hoodlums seemed to be adle
to get hold of dl the pigtals they wanted, and burp guns, too. | know of four or five racket gangs in this
area that have arcraft like that, based up in the Adirondacks, a secret fidds Anybody who has
connections with one of those gangs can order an ar attack like this on an hour's notice, if he's able to
pay for it. What | can't understand is the Independent-Conservatives doing anything like this. The facts
about this business will be dl over the state before the polls open tomorrow—" He snapped his fingers
suddenly. "Come on; let's have alook at those fellows who came down on the lift!"

There were two dead men in white Independent-Conservative robes and hoods, lying where they had
been dragged from the lift platform. Cardon pulled off the hoods and zipped open the white robes. One
of the men was a complete stranger; the other, however, was a man he had seen, earlier inthe day, at the
Manhattan headquarters of the Radica-Socidist Party. One of the Consolidated Illiterates Organization
people; afollower of West and Yingling.

"So that's how it wad" he said, Sraghtening. "Now | get it! Let's go see if any of those wounded goons
are in condition to be questioned.”



Ray Pelton and Doug Y etsko had their heads out an open window on the right Sde of the cab of the
‘copter truck; Ray was pointing down.

"That roof, over there, looks like a good place to land,” he said. "We can get down the fire escape, and
the hatch to the conveyor bt isonly haf a block away.”

Y etsko nodded. Thered be a watchman, or a private cop, in the building on which Ray intended landing.
A couple of hundred dollars would take care of him, and they could leave two of Mason's boys with the
vehidesto see that he stayed bribed.

"Sure we can get in on the freight conveyor?' he asked. "Maybe itll be guarded.”

"Then well have to crawl in through the cable conduit,” Ray said. "I've done that, lots of times, so have
mos of the other guys" He nodded toward the body of the truck, behind, where his dozen-odd
'‘teen-age recruits were riding. "I've played dl over the store, ever since I've been big enough to walk; |
mus know more about it than anybody but the guy who built it. That's why | sad we'd have to bring
bullet guns down where were going, we'd gas ourselves with gas guns, and if we used sono guns, weld
knock oursalves out with the echo.”

"You know, Ray, youll make ared storm trooper,” Y etsko said. "If you manage to stay dive for another
ten years, youll be dmost as good a storm troop captain as Captain Prestonby.”

That, Ray knew, was about as high praise as Doug Y etsko could give anybody. Hed have liked to ask
Doug more about Captain Prestonby—Doug could never seem to get used to the idea of his officer being
a schoolteacher—but there was no time. The "copter truck was aready settling onto the roof.

The watchman proved amenable to reason. He took one look at Y etsko, with three feet of weighted fire
hose in his hand, and gulped, then accepted the two C-notes Yetsko gave him. They left a couple of
Literates guards with the vehides, and Ray led the way to the fire escape, and down into the dley. A few
hundred feet away, there was an iron grating which they pulled up. Ray drew the pistol he had gotten out
of Captain Prestonby's arms locker and checked the magazine, chamber, and safety, knowing tha
Y etsko and the other guards were watching him criticaly, and then started dimbing down the ladder.

The conduit was hdfway down. Y etsko, dimbing behind him, examined it with his flashlight, probably
wondering how he was going to fit himsdf into a hole like that. They dimbed down onto the concrete
wakway beside the conveyor belts, and in the dim light of the overhead lamps Ray could see that the
two broad belts, to and from the store, were empty for as far as he could see in ether direction.
Normdly, there should be things moving congtantly in both directions—big wire baskets full of parcels for
delivery, and trash containers, going out, and bales and crates and cases of merchandise, and empty
delivery baskets and trash containers coming in. He pointed this out to Y etsko.

"Sure”" the big Literates guards sergeant nodded. "They got control of the opening from the termind, and
they probably got a gang up at the other end, t0o,” he shouted, over the noise of the conveyor bdts. "I
hope they haven't got into the basement of the sore.”

"If they have, | know away to get in" Ray told him. "You'd better stay here for about five minutes, and
let me scout ahead. We don't want to run into a big gang of them ahead.”



Y etsko shook his head. "No, Ray; the captain told me | was to stick with you. Il go dong with you. And
we better take another of these kids, for arunner, in case we have to send word back."

"Ramon, you come with us," Ray said. "The rest of you, stay here for five minutes, and then, if you don't
hear from us, follow us”

"Mason, you take over," Y etsko told the guards corporal. "And keep an eye out behind you. Were in a
sandwich, here; they're behind us, and in front of us. If anything comes a you from behind, send the kids
forward to the next conduit port.”

Ray and Yetsko and Ramon Nogaes started forward. Hafway to the next conduit port, there was a
smear of lubricating ail on the concrete, and init, and away from it in the direction of the store, they found
footprints. It was Ramon Nogales who noticed the ail on the ladder to the next conduit port.

"You dick here" Yetsko told him, "and when Mason and the others come up, hold them here. Tdl
Mason to send one of the guards forward, and use the rest of the gang to grab anybody who comes out.
Come on, Ray."

At the port beyond, they hdted, waiting for Mason's man to come up. They logt some time, theresfter,
but they learned that the section of conduit between the two ports was empty and that the main telephone
lineto the store had been cut. Whoever had cut it had gone, ether forward or back away from the store.
A little farther on, the sound of shots ahead became audible over the danking and raitling of the conveyor
belts.

"Wdl, | guessthisis where we start cravling,” Y etsko said. "Y our father's people seem to be holding the
store basement againgt a gang in the conveyor tunnd.”

One of the boys scouted ahead, and returned to report that they could reach the next conduit port, but
that the section of both conveyor belts ahead of him was stopped, apparently wedged.

Y etsko stood for amoment, grimacing in an effort to reach a decison.

"I'd like to just go forward and hit them from behind,” he said. "But | don't know how many of them there
are, and weld have to be careful, shooting into them, that we didn't shoot up your father's gang, beyond
them. | wish—"

"Widl, let's go through the conduit, then,” Ray said. "We can dide down a branch conduit that runs a
power line into the basement. I'l go ahead; everybody at the store knows me, and they don't know you.
They might shoot you before they found out you were a friend.”

Before Y etsko could object, he started up the ladder, Y etsko behind him and the others following. At the
next conduit port, they could hear shooting very plainly, seeming to be in front of them. At the next one,
the shooting seemed to be going on directly under them, in the tunnd. With the flashlight Y etsko hed
passed forward to him, Ray could see that the dust on the concrete floor of the three-foot by three-foot
passage between and under the power and telephone cables was undisturbed.



A little farther on, there was an opening on the left, and a power cable branched off downward, a a
sharp angle, overhead. Ray was able to turn about and get his feet in front of him; Y etsko had to crawl
on until he had passed it, and then back into it after Ray had entered. Bracing one foot on ether side,
Ray inched his way down the forty-degree dope, hoping that the two hundred pound weght of Doug
Y etsko wouldn't start diding upon him.

Ahead, he could hear voices. He drew his hands and feet away from the sides of the branch conduit and
let himsdf dip, landing in a hegp in the dectricians shop, above the furnace rooms. Two men, who had
been working a a bench, trying to assemble a mass of equipment into a radio, whirled, snatching
weapons. Ray knew both of them—Sam Jacobowitz and George Nyman, who serviced the store's
communications equipment. They both stared at him, swearing in amazement.

"All right, Doug!" Ray caled out. "We're in! Bring the gang down!"

Frank Cardon and Ralph Prestonby were waiting at the freight-elevator door when it opened and Russl
Latterman emerged, arifle dung over one shoulder. Cardon stepped forward and took the rifle from him.

"Come on over here, Russ" he said. "And don't do anything reckless.”
They led im to one side. Latterman looked from one to the other apprehensively, licking hislips.

"It'sdl right; we're not going to hurt you, Russ™ Cardon assured him. "We just want a few facts. Besde
rigging that business with Bayne, and amost killing Chet Pelton, and forcing Claire to blow her cover,
how much did you have to do with this business?*

"And who put you up to it?" Prestonby wanted to know. "My guessis Joyner and Graves. Am | right?'

"Graves," Laterman said. "Joyner didn't have anything to do with it; didn't know anything about it. HE'SIn
charge of the Retall Merchandising section, and any action like thiswould be unethicd, since Pdton'sis a
dient of the Retall Merchandising section. All Graves told me to do was fix up a Stuation, usng my own
judgment, that would provoke a Literate strike and force ether Claire or Frank here to betray Literacy.
But | had no idea that it would involve arrict like this. If | had, I'd have stood on Literates ethics and
refused to have any partinit.”

"That's about how | thought it would be" Cardon nodded. "Graves probably was informed by Literates
with the Independent-Conservatives that this riot was planned; he wanted to get our people out of the
store. Unfortunately for him, he wasn't present a the extemporary meeting that reversed Bayne's action in
cdling the gtrike." He handed the rifle back to Latterman. "I just took thisin case you might get excited,
before | could explain. And you can forget about the Graves-Joyner oppostion to Pelton. We had a
mesting, right after noon. Lancedae gained the upper hand; Joyner and Graves are co-operating, now;
the plan is to support Pelton and get on the ingde of the socidized Literacy program, when it's enacted.”

"I dill think that's a suicidd policy,” Latterman said. "But not as suicidd as Solitting the Fraternities and



trying to follow two policies amultaneoudy. | wonder if | could put a cdl through to Literates Hdl
without some of these picture-readers overhearing me.”

"Youve been out of touch, down in the cdlar, Russ™ Prestonby told him. "Our telephone lings cut, and
the radio is smashed.” He told Latterman about the rocket attack on the control tower, which aso
housed the store's telecast Sation. "So we're sandwiched, here; one gang has us blocked a the twelfth
floor, and another gang's up on the roof, trying to get down at us from above, and weve no way to
communicate with the outsde. We can pick up the regular telecasts, but nobody outsde seems to be
paying much attention to us."

"Therés alot of equipment down in the eectricians shop,” Latterman said. "Maybe we could rig up a
sending set that could contact one of the telecast stations outside.”

"That'sanideq," Prestonby said. "Let's see wha we can do about it."

They went into Pelton's office. The store owner was dill lying motionless on his stretcher. Claire was
fidding with a telecast receiving set; she had just tuned out a lecture on Home Beautifications and hed
gotten the mid-section of a serid in which three couples were somewhat confused over just who was
married to whom.

"Nobody seems to redize what's happening to ud" she said, turning the knob again. Then she froze, as
Bliot C. Mongery—this time sponsored by Parc, the Miracle Cleanser—appeared on the screen.

"... And it seems that the attack on Chester Pelton has picked up new complications, somebody seems
determined to wipe out the whole Pelton family, because, only ten minutes ago, some twenty armed men
invaded the Mineola High School, where Pdton's fifteen-year-old son, Raymond, is a student, and
forced their way to the office of Literate Firgt Class Raph N. Prestonby, in an attempt to kidnap young
Pdton. Neither Literate Prestonby, the principd, nor the Pelton boy, who was supposed to be in his
office, could be found. The raiders were put to flight by the presence of mind of Literate Martha B.
Callins, who pressed the button which turned in the fire darm, filling the hals with a mob of students. The
interlopers fled in panic after being set upon and dmost mobbed—"

Prestonby looked worried. "I left Ray in my office, with Doug Y etsko,” he said. "l can't understand—"
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"Maybe Y etsko got atip that they were coming and got Ray out of the school,” Cardon suggested. "I
hope he took him home." He caught himsdf just in time to avoid mentioning the platoon of Literates
guards at the Pelton home, which he was not supposed to know about. "Don't worry, Clare; if anythingd
happened to Ray, Mongery'd have been screaming about it to high heaven. That's what he's paid to do.”

"Wadl, I'l stake my life on it; if anybody tried to do anything to Ray while Yetsko was with him, you'd
have heard about it," Prestonby said. "It'd have been abigger battle than this one

"... Can't seem to find out anything about what's going on a Peton's sore” Mongery continued.
"Telephone and radio communication seems to be broken, and, athough there is continuous firing going
on ingde the building, the city police, who have a cordon completely around it, say that the Stuation in the
soreiswdl in hand. Consdering Chester Pelton's attacks on the city adminidration and particularly the
police department, | leave to your imagination what they meen by that. We do know that a large body of
unidentified plug-uglies whom Police Inspector Cassdy dams are 'specid officers are holding the
conveyor line into the store at the downtown Manhattan termind, and nobody seems to know what's
going on & the other end—"

"They have the sections of both belts at the store entrance end wedged,” Latterman said, coming up a
the moment. "Coccozello has a barricade thrown up across the store end of the tunnd, and they have a



barricade about fifty yards down the tunnd. That's where | was fighting when you caled me up.”
"Anything being done about gold-berging up a radio sending-set?' Prestonby asked.

"Yes | just cdled Coccozdlo," Laterman sad. "Fortunately, the inter-department telephone is dill
working. He's put a couple of men to work, and thinks he may have a set in operation in about haf an
hour."

"... And if, as | much fear, Chester Pelton has been murdered, then | advise dl ligening to me to go to the
polls tomorrow and vote the sraight Anarchist ticket. If weve got to have anarchy in this country, let's
have anarchy for dl, and not just for Grant Hamilton and his political adherentd” Mongery was saying.

There was a series of heavy explosons on the floor above. Everybody grabbed weapons and hurried
outsde, crowding onto the escaators. The floor above was a shambles, with bodies lying about, and the
descending escalator was packed with white-robed attackers, who had apparently prepared for ther
charge by tossng down a number of heavy fragmentation bombs. Cardon had a burp gun, thistime; he
emptied the fifty-shot magazine into the hooded hoodlums who were coming down. Prestonby, beside
him, had a heavy sono gun; he kept it trained on the head of the escalator and held the trigger back until it
was empty, then dapped in a fresh dip of the amdl blank cartridges which produced the sound waves
that were amplified and atered to sunning vibrations. Still, many of the attackers got through. More were
dropping down the lift-plaform shaft. Cardon’'s submachine-gun ceased firing, the action open on an
empty dlip. He dropped it and yanked the heavy pistol from his shoulder holster. Then, from the direction
of the freight eevator, reinforcements arrived, headed by a huge man in the black lesther of the Literates
guard, who siwung a three-foot length of fire hose with hisright hand and fired a pitol with his left, and a
boy in a black-and-red jacket who was letting off a burp gun in deliberate, parsmonious, burgts. It was a
second or two before Cardon recognized them as Prestonby's bodyguard, Doug Y etsko, and Clare
Pdton's brother Ray. There were four Literates guards and about a dozen boys with them, dl firing with
avariety of weapons.

At the same time, others were ariving on the escdators from the floors below, firing as they came
off—Saer's Literates guards, the Literates and their black-jacketed troopers of Hopkinson's store
sarvice crew, the fifteen survivors of the twenty riflemen from Macy & Gimbd's. The attackers turned
and crowded onto the ascending escaator. Most of them got away, the casudties being carried up by the
escaator. Doug Y etsko bounded forward and brought his fire hose down on the back of one inveder's
neck. Then, after alast spatter of upward-aimed shots from the defenders, there was slence.

Cardon stepped forward and yanked the hood from the man whom Y etsko had knocked down, hoping
that he had a stunned prisoner who could be interrogated. The man was dead, however, with a broken
neck. For a moment, Cardon looked down at the heavy, brutd features of Joe West, the Illiterates
Organization man. If Chester Pelton got out of this mess dive and won the dection tomorrow, there was
going to have to be a purge in the Radica-Socidigt party, and something was going to have to be done
about the Consolidated Organization of Illiterates. He turned to Y etsko.

"You and your gang got here just in the nick of time" he said. "How did you get into the store?”



"Through the freight conveyor, into the basement.”
"But | thought those goons had both ends of that plugged.”

"They did," Yetsko grinned. "But Ray Peton took usin at the middle, and we crawled through a cable
conduit to get around the gang at thisend.”

Cardon looked around quickly, in search of Ray. The boy, having come out of the excitement of battle,
was looking around at the litter of dead and wounded on the blood-splashed floor. His eyes widened,
and he gulped. Then, carefully setting the safety of his burp gun and dinging it, he went over and leaned
agang the wdl, and was sick.

Prestonby, with Claire Pelton beside him, started toward the white-faced, retching boy. Y etsko put out a
hamlike hand to stop them.

"If the kid wants to be sick, let im be sick,” he said. "He's got aright to. | was sicker'n that, after my firg
fight. But he won't do that the next time"

"Thereisnt gaing to be any next time" Claire declared, with maternd protectiveness.

"That's what you think, Miss Claire" Y etsko told her. "That boy's gonna make a great storm trooper,” he
declared. "Every hit as great as Captain Prestonby, here.”

Clare looked up a Prestonby admogt worshipfully. "And | never knew anything about your beng a
fighting-man, till today,” she said. "Rdph, there's so much about you that | don't know."

"Theréll be plenty of time to find out, now, honey," he told her.
Cardon stepped over the body of Joe West and went up to them.

"Sorry to intrude on you two," he said, "but we've got to figure on how to get out of here. Could we get
out the same way you got in?' he asked Y etsko. "And take Mr. Pelton with us?'

Y etsko frowned. "Part of the way, we gotta crawl through this conduit; it's only about a yard square.
And we'd have to go up a ladder, and out a manhole, to get out of the conveyor tunnd. What sorta
shape's Mr. Pdton in?'

"He's under hypnotaine, completdly unconscious," Prestonby said.

"Then we'd have to drag him," Y etsko said. "Strgp hm up in atarp, or load him into a degping bag, if we
can get hold of one."

"There are plenty, down in the warehouse," Latterman interrupted, joining them. "And the warehouse isin
our hands.



"All right," Cardon decided. "Weéll take him out, now, and take him home. | have some men there wholl
take care of him. Well have to get you and Ray out, too,” he told Claire. "I think well take both of you
to Literates Hal; youll be absolutely safe there.™

"But the store," Claire started to object. "And dl these people who came here to help us—"

"As soon as | have your father home, I'm going to start rounding up a gang to raise the sege,” Cardon
sad. "Radica-Socidig sorm troops, and—" He grinned suddenly. "The insurance company; the one that
hes the store insured againg riot! Why didn't | think of them before? They're loang money every second
thisthing goes on. It1l be worth their while to start doing something to stop it!”

The trip out through the conduit was not so difficult, even with the encumbrance of the unconscious
Chester Pelton, but Prestonby was convinced that, except for the giant strength of Doug Y etsko, it would
have been nearly impossble Ray Peton, recovered from his after-battle nausea and steded by
responghility, went fird. Cardon crawled after him, followed by a couple of the boys. Then came
Y etsko, dragging the degping bag in which Chester Pdton was packed like a mummy. Prestonby himsdf
followed, pushing on his future father-in-law's feet, and Clare crawled behind, with the rest of Ray's
schoolmates for a rearguard.

They got past the battle which was dill going on a the entrance to the store basement, Ietting Pelton
down with a rope and carrying him onto the outward-bound belt. They l€ft it in time to assemble under
the ladder leading to the dley through which Ray said they had entered, and hauled Pelton up after them.
Then, when they were dl out in the open again, Ray ran up the dley and mounted a fire escape, and, in a
few minutes, abig 'copter truck which had been parked on the roof let down to them. Into this, Cardon
ordered the unconscious senatoria candidate |oaded, and the boys who had come with Ray.

"Il take him home, and then run the boys to the school,” he told Prestonby. "You and Ray and Claire get
inthis other "copter and go draight to Literates Hal." He pointed up to the passenger vehide which was
hovering above, waiting for the truck to leave. "Go in the church way, and go draight to Lanceda€'s
office. And here" He scribbled an address and a phone number and a couple of names. "These men
have my 'copter at this address. Cdl them as soon as you get to Literates Hdl and have them take it a
once to Pelton’'s home, on Long Idand.”

Prestonby nodded and watched Cardon dimb into the truck. The Literates guard who was driving lifted
it up and began windmilling away toward the east. The passenger 'copter, driven by another guard from
the school, settled down. Putting Ray and Clareinto it, he climbed in after them.

"Ray," he said, "how would you like to be ared white-smock Literate?"
Ray's eyes opened. "Y ou think I'm good enough?'

"Good enough to be anovice, to start with. And | don't think youll stay a novice long."



Clare looked at him inquiringly, saying nothing.

"You, too, honey,” he said. "Frank fixed it dl up. You and Ray will be admitted to the Fraternities, this
afternoon. And that will remove any objection to our being married.”

"Bt ... how about the Senator?' she asked.

Prestonby shrugged. "It's dl over the state now that you can read; there's nothing that you can do about
it. And Frank has a lot of influence with him; hell talk him around to where hell be willing to make the
best of it, in aweek or 0."

Russl| Latterman noticed that Mg or Slater was looking a him in a respectfully inquiring manner. He said
nothing, and, a length, the Literates guards officer broke the silence.

"You didn't go out with the others.

Latterman shook his head. "No, mgor; I'm an executive of Pelton's Purchasers Paradise, however unlike
its name it may look at the moment. My job's here. I'm afraid I'll have to lean pretty heavily on you, until
Mr. Cardon can get help to us. I'm not particularly used to combat.”

"Y ouve been doing dl right with thet rifle" Sater told him.

"I can hit what | am at, yes. But I'm not used to commanding men in combat, and I'm not much of a
tactician.”

Sater thrust out his hand impulsvey. "I took a sort of poor view of you, a fird. I'm sorry,” he sad.
"Want me to take command?'

"If you please, mgor."
"What are you going to do, after thisthing's over?' Sater asked.

"Stay on with Pelton’s, provided Mr. P. doesn't find out that | organized that trick with his medicine and
the safe” Latterman said. "Since Lancedae seems to have gotten on top a the Hall, | am, as of now, a
Lancedde partisan. That's partly opportunism, and it's partly because, snce a sngle policy has been
adopted, | fed obliged to go dong with it. Il have to get the store back in operation, as soon as
possible. Pelton's going to need money, badly, if he's gaing to try for the presidency in '44." He looked
around him. "Y ou know, I've dways wanted to run afire sde thisll be even better—a battle sdel™



Cardon watched Chester Peton apprenensvely as the bald-headed merchant and senatorid candidate
spped from the tdl glass in his hand and then st it on the table beside him. His face was pde, and he
hed the ook of a man who has just been hit with a blackjack.

"That's an awful load of bricks to dump on amean, dl a once, Frank," he said reproachfully.

"Youd rather | told you, now, than turn on the TV and hear some commentator taking about it, wouldn't
you?' Cardon asked.

Pdton swore vildy, in alifdess monotone, cursang Literacy, and dl Literates back to the invention of the
aphabet. Then he stopped short.

"No, Frank, | don't mean that, either. My own son and daughter are Literates, | can't say that about
them. But how long—?"

"Oh, for about ayear, I'd say. | understand, now, that they were admitted to the Fraternities Sx months
ago," he invented.

"And they were working againg me, dl that time?' Pelton demanded.

Cardon shook his head. "No, Chet; they were for you, dl the way. Your daughter exposed her Literacy
to save your life. Y our son and his teacher came to your store and fought for you. But there are Literates
who want to see you defeated, and they're the ones who made that audio-visud, secretly, of the
ceremony in which your son and daughter took the Literates Oath and recelved the white smock, and
they're going to telecast it this evening a twenty-one hundred. Coming on top of the stories that have
been going around dl afternoon, and Slade Gardner's speech, this morning, they think thatll be enough to
defest you."

"Wadl, don't you?' Pdlton gloomed. "My own kids, Literates” He seemed to have reached a point a
which he was actudly getting a masochistic pleasure out of turning the dagger in his wounds. "Who'd trust
me, after this?"

"No, Chet; it isnt enough to beat you—if you just throw away that crying towd and start fighting. They
made one migtake that's going to wreck them."

"What's that, Frank?" Pelton brightened, by about one angstrom unit.

"The timing, of course!” Cardon told him, impatiently. "I thought you'd see that, a once. This telecast
comes on a twenty-one hundred. Your find speech comes on at twenty-one thirty. As soon as they've
shown this business of Claire and Ray taking the Literate Oath, youll be on the air, yoursdf, and if you
put on any kind of a show worth the name, it won't be safe for anybody in this state to be caught wearing
awhite smock. Now, if they'd only had the wit to wait till after you'd delivered that speech you've been
practicing on for the last two weeks, and then soring this on you, that would have been different. They'd
have had you over a barrel. But this way, you have them!”

Pdton took another gulp from thetdl glass a his elbow, emptying it. "Fx me up another of these, Frank,"



he sad. "'l fed like anew man, dready.” Then hisface clouded agan. "But we have no time to prepare a
gpeech, now, and | just can't ad lib one.”

Cardon drew alittle haf-inch record-disk from his pocket case.

"Hay thisoff," he said. "'l had it fixed up, as soon as | got wise to what was going to happen. The voice is
one of the girlsin my office, over a the brewery. Pronunciation, grammar, eocution and everything
correct.”

Pdlton snapped the disk onto his recorder and put in the ear plug. Then, before he pressed the stud, he
looked at Cardon curioudly.

"How'd you get onto this, anyhow, Frank?' he wanted to know.

"Wadl ... | hope you don't ask me for an accounting of dl the money 1've been spending in this campaign,
because some of the items would look funny as hdl, but—"

"No accounting, Frank. After dl, you spent as much of your own money as you did of ming" Peton
interrupted.

"... But | bought mysdf apipe line into Literates Hal big enough to chase an eephant through,” Cardon
went on, ignoring the interruption. "This fdlow Mongery, for indance™ Elliot Mongery was one of
Literate Frank Cardon's best friends, he comforted his conscience with the knowledge that Mongery
would dander him just as unscrupuloudly, if the interests of the Lancedae Plan were a stake. "l have
Mongery just like this" He made a dutching and lifting gesture, as though he were picking up some smdl
animd by the scruff of the neck. "So, as soon as | got word of it, | started getting this thing together. It
it the kind of a job a Literate semanticist would do, but it's dl honest llliterate thinking, in Illiterate
language. Turn it on, and tdl me what you think of it."

While Pdton lisgened to the record, Cardon mixed him another of the highbdls adding a little of the
heart-gtimulant the medic had given him. Pelton was grinning savagely when he turned off the little
mechine and took out the ear plug.

"Great duff, Frank! And | won't have to ham it much; it's just about the way | fed." He thought for a
moment. "Y ou have me taking about my ruined store, there. Just how bad isit, anyhow?'

"Pretty bad, Chet. Latterman says it's going to take some time to get it fixed up, but he expects to be
open for business by Thursday or Friday. He's going to put on a big Baitle Sde; he says it's going to
meake retail-merchandisng history. And the insurance covers mog of the damage.”

"Wil, tdl me about it. How did you get the riot stopped, after you got me out? And how did you—?"

Cardon shook his head. "You play that record over again; get yoursdf in the mood. When you go on,
well have you in a chair, wrapped in a blanket ... you're supposed to have crawled back out of the
Vdley of the Shadow of Deeth to make this speech ... and well have the wire run down indde the
blanket, so that you can ligen to the speech while you're giving it. Chet, this is going to be one of the



great palitical speeches of dl time—"

Literate William R. Lancedde looked up from his desk and greeted his vigtor with asmile
"Wadl, Frank! Sit down and accept congratulationd | suppose you got the returns?”

Cardon nodded, dropping into a chair beside the desk. "Jugt came from campaign headquarters. This
automdtic tdly system they use on the voting machines is redly something. Complete returns tabulated
and reported for the whole state within forty minutes after the polls closed. | won't be slly enough to ask
you if you got the returns.”

"I deserved that, of course” Lancedale chuckled. "Can | offer you refreshment? A nice big dein of
Cardon's Black Bottle, for instance?”

Cardon shuddered and grimaced horribly. "I've been drinking that dop by the bucketful, dl day. And
Pelton's throwing a victory party, tonight, and I'll have to choke down another hdf gdlon of it. Give me a
cup of coffee, and one of those good cigars of yours.”

Lancedde grinned a him. "Ah, yes, the jolly brewer. His own best advertisement. How's Pelton reacting
to histriumph? And what's his atitude toward his children? I've been worrying about that; vedigid traces
of a conscience, | suppose.”

"W, | had to keep him steamed up, till after he went off the air,” Cardon said. "Chet isn't a very good
actor. But after that, | talked to him like a Dutch uncde. Told him what a swel pair of kids and a fine
son-in-law he had. He got sore a me. Tried to throw me out of the house, a couple of times. | was afrad
he was going to have another of those attacks. But by the time Rdph and Claire get back from ther
honeymoon and Ray finishes that cram-course for Literate prep school, hell be ready to confer the
paternd blessng dl around. I'm going to stay in town and make sure of it, and then I'm teking about a
month's vacation.”

"Youve earned it, dl right" Lancedde poured Cardon's coffee and passed him the cigar humidor.
"How's Pdlton's attitude toward the Consolidated Illiterates Organization, now?"

Cardon, having picked up the Itdian giletto to puncture his cigar, looked at it carefully to make sure that
it redlly had no edge, and then drew it quickly across his throat.

"Jud like that. Y ou know what redly happened, yesterday afternoon, at the store, don't you?"
"W, in generd, yes. | wish you'd fill me in on some of the details, though, Frank.”

"Dealls he wants. Wdl." Cardon blew on his coffee and sipped it. "The way we played it for propaganda
purposes, of course, there was only one big riot, and it was dl the work of the wicked Literates and their
Independent-Conservative hirdings Actudly, there were two riots. First, there was one the



Independents had planned for about a week in advance; that was the one Sforza tipped us on, the one
that started in China. Graves knew about it, enough to advise Latterman to get dl the Literates out of the
store before noon, which Latterman did, with trimmings

"Then, there was another riot, masterminded by a couple of llliterates Organization Action Committee
people named Joe West and Horace Yingling, both deceased. That was the result of Latterman's bright
idea to trap Clare and/or me into betraying Literacy. These llliterate fanatics made up ther minds, to
speak rather loosdly, that the whole Pelton family were Literates, induding Chet himsdf. They decided
that it was better to kill off thelr candidate and use him for a martyr two years from now than to eect him
and have hm <l them out. They got about a hundred or so of ther goons dressed in
Independent-Conservative KKK costumes, bought ar support from Patsy Calazo's mob, up in
Vermont, and made that attack on the top landing stage, after sarting afake riot in North Jersey, to draw
off the regular Radica-Sociaist storm troops. Incidentaly, when | found out it was Calazo's gang that
furnished those fighter bombers, | hired another mob to go up and drop a block-buster on Callazo's fied,
to teach him to keep his schnozzle out of palitics”

Lancedde nodded briskly. "Thet | approve of. How about West and Yingling?'

"Prestonby's muscle man, Y etsko, killed West. | took care of Comrade Yingling, mysdf, after I'd gotten
reinforcements to the store—first a couple of free-lance storm troops that the insurance company hired,
and then as many of the Radicd Rangers as | could gather up.”

"And Pdton knows about dl this?'

"He cartainly does! After this caper, the llliterates Organization's through, as far as any consideration or
patronage from the Radicas is concerned.”

"Wil, that's pretty nearly the best thing I've heard out of the whole business" Lancedde said. "In about
eght or ten years, we may want to pull the Independent-Conservative party together again, to cash in on
public dissatisfaction with Pelton's socidized Literacy program, which ought to be coming apart at the
seams by then. And if we have the llliterates plit into two hodtile factions—"

Cardon finished his coffee. "W, chief, I've got to be gating dong. ORellly can only cover me for a
short while, and | have to be getting to this victory party of Pelton's—"

Lancedde rose and shook hands with him. "I can't tel you, too many times, what a fine job you did,
Frank," he said. "'l hope ... no, knowing you, I'm postive ... that youll be able to engineer a reconciliation
between Pdton and his son and daughter and young Prestonby. And then, have yoursdf a good
vacation."

"I mean to. I'm going deer hunting, to a place up in the mountains, aong the old PennsylvaniaNew Y ork
date line. A little community of about a thousand people, where everybody, men, women and children,
can read.”

Lancedde was interested. "A community of Literates?



Cardon shook his head. "Not Literates-with-a-big-L; just people who can read and write" he replied.
"It'sakind of back-eddy sort of place, and | imagine, a couple of hundred years ago, the community was
too poor to support one of these 'progressive’ school systems that made llliterates out of the people in
the dties. Probably couldn't raise enough money in school taxes to buy dl the expensive audio-visud
equipment, so they had to use old-fashioned textbooks, and teach the children to read from them. They
have radios, and TV, of course, but they dso have a little daly paper, and they have a community

library."

Lancedd e was thoughtful, for amoment. "You know, Frank, there mugt be quite a few little enclaves of
lower-case-literacy like that, in back-woods and mountain communities, epecidly in the west and the
south. I'm going to make a project of finding such communities, heping them, and getting recruits from
them. They!ll fit into the Plan. Wéll, I'll be seeing you some time tomorrow, | suppose?”

He watched Cardon go out, and then poured a glass of port for himsdf and sipped dowly, holding the
glass to the light and watching the ruby glow it cast on the desk top. It had been over thirty years ago,
when he had been old Jules de Chambord's assstant, that the Plan had been fird conceived. De
Chambord was dead these twenty years, and he had taken the old man's place, and they had only made
the firg step. Things would move faster, now, but he would il die before the Plan was completed, and
Frank Cardon, whom he had marked as his successor, would be an old man, and somebody like young
Ray Pelton would be ready to replace him, but the Plan would go on, uniil everybody would be literate,
not Literate, and illiteracy, not Illiteracy, would be a mark of socid stigma, and most people would live
their whole lives without personal acquaintance with an illiterate.

There were afew years, yet, to prepare for the next step. The white smocks would have to go; Literates
would have to sacrifice thar pdtry titles and distinctions. There would have to be a re-condtitution of the
Fraternities. Wilton Joyner and Harvey Graves and the other Consarvative Literates would have to be
convinced, emationdly as wel as intdlectudly, of the need for change. There were a few of the older
brothers who could never adjust their thinking; they would have to be promoted to positions with higher
sdaries and more impressive titles and no authority whatever.

But that was dl a matter of tactics; the younger men, like Frank Cardon and Elliot Mongery and Raph
Prestonby, could take care of that. Certain changes would occur: A stable and peeceful order of society,
for one thing. A rule of law, and the liquidation of these goon gangs and storm troops and private armies.
If abeginning a that were made tomorrow, usng the battle at Pelton's store to mohilize public opinion, it
would ill take two decades to get anything redly sgnificant done. And a renaissance of technologica
and sdientific progress—Today, the manufacturers changed the 'copter models twice a year—and,
except for dtering the shape of a few chromium-plated excrescences or changing the contours dightly,
they were the same "copters that had been buzzing over the country a the time of the Third World War.
Every month, the pharmaceutica companies announced a new wonder drug—and if it wasn't sulfa, it was
penicllin, and if it wasn't penicllin it would be aureomycin. Why, most of the scientific research was being
caried on by a few Literates in the basements of a few libraries, re-discovering the science of two
centuries ago.

He sighed, and finished his port, and, as he did probably once every sx months, he refilled the glass.
Hed be seventy-two next birthday. Maybe held live long enough to see—
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