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Preface

The nightmare began with the House Un-American Activities Committee and Senator Joseph McCarthy.
We lived in Wisconsin for ayear and ahaf where | had ajob asajunior editor of paperback books but
leftinthefall of 1952 to return to full-time writing in Kansas City, but not before we had a chance to cast
avote againgt McCarthy. While we were in Wisconsin, my wife Jane went to aMcCarthy campaign rally
and reported that McCarthy had a personal magnetism that made her understand how people could be
swayed by him. In 1953 we bought our first televison set. In 1954, we were glued to it by the
Army-McCarthy hearings. In 1955 | began thinking about an ideafor ashort nove that dedlt with the
American anti-intellectualism | saw as the reason for the success of HUAC' s and Senator McCarthy’s
witch-hunts. They were acceptabl e because people were eager to believe that writers, film-makers,
academics, and scientists would betray their country in the name of their soft-headed idedls. Emotions
seemed heated enough to spill over into mob action.

| wanted to write about the way in which attitudes had changed toward the wise men of the community,
the sachems, the witch doctors. Once they were considered gifted with special powersthat they used in
behaf of the tribe to placate or manipulate the supernatural forces and beingsthat controlled the world.
They were specid; they were revered. But in modern times, when everybody could educate themselves
to wisdom and power over nature, people saw themselves as victims of scientific and technological
change that were being created by scientists. They believed that scientists were pursuing knowledge
without considering how it would be used and that ordinary humanity paid the price. The story |
contemplated imagined arevol ution from which, eventualy — in two sequels that might be combined
with the first story into a novel---science would be restored to its origina position as a respected member
of thetribe with aspecia talent for making miracles.

In 1956 | exchanged some letters with John W. Campbell, the editor of Astounding . In his characterigtic
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contrarian way, Campbell took the opposite position — that people had aright to be upset at the
scientigts, and my scientist, fleeing from their righteous anger, ought to redlize thisand return to give
himsalf up. | was convinced---or, if not convinced, persuaded, sinceit was Campbell who would
authorize payment, wrote “Witches Must Burn,” and saw it published inAstounding in August 1956. But
the sequels| had planned got hung up on my inability to get past the ending of that short novel to the
beginning of the next. Twelve yearslater | findly realized why my hero had returned (it wasn't
Campbell’ sreason), and | wrote “ Tria by Fire” Frederik Pohl accepted it. “ Witch Hunt” followed
immediately, and the two short novel s were published within a couple of months of each other — “Trid
by Fire’ in the February 1969 issue of If, “Witch Hunt,” inthe April 1969Galaxy .

That same year the World Science Fiction Convention was held in St. Louis. | took my two teen-aged
sonsand afriend of my older son. There we met acharming young woman named Gail Wendroff who
had just been named science-fiction editor at Dell Books. Weinvited her to join us at the Hugo Awards.
Shetold me later that she had felt so out-of-place that she was about to return to New Y ork. Perhapsit
was no coincidence that ayear later she publishedThe Witching Hour and two years &fter that, The
Burning .

James Gunn

Part One

WitchesMust Burn
I

The nightmare began when he was il five miles from the campus. For aslong as he lived it would bethe
nightmare to him, never far from his unguarded moments. But then hislife expectancy, at that moment,
was not long.

The burning of the law building Sarted it. The building was old and dry; it burned briskly, the flames
legping and dancing on the hill like maicious demons, spearing upward into the night, painting the other
buildingswith scarlet fingers

There' s been an accident, he thought, and poured kerosene to the old turbine under the hood. It
responded nobly; the ‘09 Ford lunged forward.

Aningant later he redized that the other buildings were burning, too; the scarlet fingers were their own.

When he reached the edge of town, the hill was avast bonfire. The town sprawled under it, bathed in a
sullen glare, dark-shadowed and lurid like avillage in hell.

Ashe got closer to the campus, the streets became jammed with cars. He drove as far as he could, and
then he got out and ran. Before he reached the top of the hill, some ingtinct of self-preservation made him
grip off histie and turn up his coat collar.

There were no fire trucks, no police cars. There was only the silent crowd, its dark face reddened
occasondly by alegping flame, itsranksimpenetrable, its hydra-headsimpassve. Only its eyes, holding
within them their own smal flames, seemed dive,

The law building was a crumbled ruin of sone and glowing cods. Beyond it was atossing sea of fire,
melting idandswithin it the political science building, thelibrary, the behaviora science building, the



Union, thejournalism schoal, the fortress-like humanities building, the auditorium. ... For amoment he
thought the administration building was untouched. But that wasillusion; it was ashell of blank windows
reddened by adying glow.

It was summer, and the night was hot. The fiery desth of what had been one of the Midwest’ sloveliest
and finest universities madeit hotter. But he was cold inside as he watched the labor and devation of a
hundred years burning, burning....

A man ran toward the waiting crowd, atorch flaring in his hand, his face dark and unreadable, yelling,
“Come on! They' re running the eggheads now!”

For amoment longer the crowd waited and then, silently, it surged forward. For afew hundred yards he
was carried with it, unable to fight free. At the brink of the hill, it dropped him. He stood there, unmoving,
jostled by people who pushed pagt, not feding them.

Beyond the hill were the physica science building, the experimenta biology building, the building for
busi ness and economics. They were more isolated, more secure than those on top of the hill. Or so it
may have seemed.

Now they, too, were burning. They werefire resstant and they burned less readily, but they burned. The
flames roared in the night, and between the flames the forked, black figures ran back and forth. At every
exit, the sllent crowd waited for them with clubs and pitchforks and axes. Some of the black figures
turned back into the flames.

The flames behind him and the flamesiin front, he watched, and al he could think about wasthat his
papers were gone, charred and irretrievable, and the intolerable waste of five long years of labor and
research. Even the Tool was gone.

Then, like awave of nausea, the truth hit him. The black figures down there were people, people he
knew and liked and respected, professors and their wives and their children. He turned aside and was
gck.

As he dstraightened, he fought the impulse to run down the hill, to scream at the mob: “Stop it, stop it, stop
it! These are people like you. They live, they work, they love, they obey thelawvs! They’re the best you
have and you'rekilling it, and you' re killing your country! Stop beforeit’ stoo late!

But it was dlready too late. It wasfutile. If hetried to help those black figures running below, he would
only die himsdf. He wasn’t important, but what he knew and the promise that knowledge held — that
was important.

Too many good men had died there aready.

He closad his eyes and thought of Sylvia Robbins, who wasintelligent, beautiful, as good afriend asany
man ever had and might have been morein time, and who now was dying there. He thought of Dr.
William Nugent, that tall, lean, iron-gray man of quick intuitions and relentless determination in his search
for the truth. He thought of Dr. Aaron Friedman and Professor Samuel Black and adozen others....

And hethought:1f you are down there in that hell, my friends, forgive me .Forgive me, all of you,
for being logical whileyou aredying....

And forgive them, the logicless, murderous mab.

He knew the people that formed this mob, their fears, their passions. He knew the savagery that moved
them, the frustrations that demanded a scapegoat, the consciousness of guilt, of wrongdoing, of failure



that cried out for an externa soul to punish, that created one on demand.

They were unable to face the redlization of “1 waswrong. | made amigtake. Let’stry anew line” that
every scientist, every cregtive thinker must face daily. They needed the age-old, pain-killing drug of “He
didit, the Other Guy. He' sEvil. He made me Fail.”

And yet, knowing them so well, he did not know enough to stop them. He wasfive years, perhapsten
years away from the knowledge that he could take down the hill with him into their midst and find the
right words and the right actions to make them stop, to turn them back into sane human beings.

Theintuitive psychol ogists like the Senator were more capable than the scientists. But it isalways easer
to drive men insane than to lead them into sanity.

Asheturned hisface away from the scene of wanton murder and destruction, the knowledge that he was
helplesswas acid in histhroat. A boy ran past, scarcely into high schoal, surely. Hehad a.22 rifle
swingingin hishand. “Am | too late?’ he shouted.

Hedidn't wait for an answer. Seeing the burning buildings and the black figures that ran between them,
he sivung hisrifle to his shoulder and snapped off ashot. “Got onel” he exulted, hisvoice bregking with
excitement. “ Egghead!”

And John Wilson, egghead, dipped awvay. As soon as he had passed the fire s reflection, he hugged the
shadows and made hisway cautioudy down the hill. He didn’t go near his car. When he reached leve
ground, he walked briskly toward town.

Downtown was a half-dozen blocks of Massachusetts Street. It was deserted. Stores and restaurants
and theaters were closed, their doors and windows protected behind metal gratings. The streets and
sdewakswere cracked and rough; they hadn’t been repaired for along time.

Wilson reached the broad driveway of the bus depot. An old bus, its top battered, windows cracked,
paint peding, waited empty beside aside entrance.

The bus door was open; Wilson climbed aboard and dumped wearily into aback seat. Behind the
driver's segt, the flat television screen was on. In the background was a picture of auniversity burning,
Harvard or Cal Tech. Asthe camera shifted positions, Wilson saw that it was Harvard.

Senator Bartlett was superimposed on the flames. He wasin hisuniform, aworn, old, gray suit, aragged
blue shirt open at the throat. His unruly hair tumbled down over hisforehead, and he brushed it back with
aboyish gesture.

The burning university behind him gave him an aura of power to which he had only pretended until now.
He seemed like an Old Testament prophet, asif he commanded the thunderbolt of the Lord and had
directed it to strike here and there, to cleanse with fire the citadels of treason and immorality.

“My friends,” said the Senator, Sncerity ringing in hisvoice, the flames behind him likeahao, “news
reaches us within the hour of another university in flames, and | say to you it isaregrettable thing. Itisa
tragedy. It isafearful decision that has been forced upon this nation.

“But | say to you that they are not to blame who have thus taken justice into their own hands. They are
not to blame who have carried destruction to the home of treason and brought degth to traitors.

“They areto blame who have driven the people to this desperate end. And they are paying the price for
placing themsel ves above the people and above the welfare of their country.



“Know now and dwaysthat thisis not my doing. My only suggestion wasthat local committees should
be formed to decide what your children should be taught and to report any instances of Un-American
teaching to my subcommittee on academic practices. “But if traitors must die that their country live, then
let themdie....”

Wilson stopped ligening. He thought: I f they’ d given us a few years more, a few months even.... We
were on theright track at last; we could see light ahead ....

His guess about the car had been accurate. There was aroadblock on the highway. All cars were being
stopped; credit cards were being checked. In the bus, the vigilante group made only avisua check; no
one thought an egghead would ride the bus.

A curiousthing happened as the bus waited to get through. A blue ball of fire drifted down the highway,
passing close to the self-gppointed committee on credentials. It was closaly followed by ared ball. At the
roadblock men cringed in fear or fell to the ground or turned and ran.

Wilson knew what it was: St. EImo’ sfire, abrush discharge of eectricity, red when postive, blue when
negative, most often seen at seain sormy westher. Ball lightning.

Sometimesit was cdledwitch fire .

At the bus depot in the city, Wilson picked out a phone booth behind a crackling neon sign, to foil the
tappers, and, shieding the did with hisbody, dided quickly, nervoudy. At the other end the phone
buzzed twice before it waslifted.

“Mark? Wilson said quickly. “I1sthisMark?’

There was amoment of silence through which came clearly the sound of someone bregthing into the other
mouthpiece. Then awoman'svoice sad: “John?’

“Isthat you, Emily?’ Wilson said. “What' sthe matter? Is Mark there?’

“Mark’sgone--" she said flatly, “--on business. John---we didn’t expect---we thought you would be —

“No. It wasdmost over when | got there. | missed it.”

“I'mglad,” Emily said. “What do you want, John?| can't talk very long. I’ m afraid this phoneis tapped.”
“Why should your phone be tapped?’

“Weknew you.” A pause. “Why did you cdl?’

“I need help, Emily. All I've got isthe clothes I'm standing in. | thought you might be glad to hear I'm
dive. | thought---you and Mark---" Hisvoicetrailed away into slence; the sllence drew out painfully.

Emily took abreath; it rasped in the phone. “1’m sorry, John. We can't. You'll have to try somewhere
else. We' rein enough danger without running more risks. For al we know aneighbor or someone may
have turned usin to theloca Committee asintellectuas. We can't afford the disgrace or maybe worse.
We ve got to think of the children.”

After amoment, Wilson said, “I see. Y ou' re thinking about the tappers. I'll come out.”

“Don’t do that!” Emily snapped. “ Don’'t come near the house. They’ Il be after you now. We can't afford
to be connected with you in any way. We aren’t intellectualsl We graduated from college, but so did



millions of other people. It' sthe scientists they’ re after and the teachers. Stay away from us, John!”

“I’'m not hearing you right,” Wilson said. “Y ou and Mark---you’ re my best friends. It wasjust afew
hours ago we were talking together, drinking together, laughing---

“Forget that!” Emily said harshly. “Forget you ever knew us.” She paused. “Try to understand. You've
got aplague, John, and it makes no difference how innocent or how right you are. Y ou infect everyone
you touch. If you were our friend, as you say, you would want to stay away from us.”

“Isthat Mark’ s attitude, too?
[13 Y$11

“Y ou mentioned your children,” Wilson said softly. “Y ou' ve got to think of them, you said. Think about
them alittle more; think about Amy and Mark, Jr. I’'m not talking about the world they’ Il grow up to; you
know what that will be aswell as|. But when will you be adleto look into their eyes, Emily? When will
you be able to touch them without guilt, kissthem without fedling like Judas?’

“There are times when a person doesn’t have a choice how hewill live— it'sbeacoward and live or a
hero and die. Women aren’t heroes.” There was another pause; Wilson was afraid she would hang up,
but he couldn’t think of anything to say. “Y our best bet, John, isto head for the coast, either one,” she
continued findly. “I hear that some foreign governments are recruiting scientists and smuggling them out of
the country.”

“Sothat’stheway it is?” Wilson said gently.
“That' sthe way it sgot to be.”

Wilson'svoiceturned as cold as hers. “I’[| need money, Emily.” With one hand he dipped hisbillfold out
of his hip pocket, spread it open, and thumbed through the bills. There were only eight: four twenties, two
tens, afive, and aone. “I’ll need at least athousand. I’ ve got more than five thousand in the bank, but |
can't touch it now. Send me the thousand and I’'ll mail you ablank check. Y ou can cash it when things
quiet down.”

“No!” Emily said quickly. “Don’'t mail usanything. It might be intercepted or traced. W€ Il send you the
money---cal it aloan. How do you want it?’

“Cash,” Wilson said grimly, fedling like ablackmailer, not caring. “ Smdl bills. Send it to genera ddlivery,
downtown pogtoffice, addressed to me. My name' s common enough, and they won't be hunting me so
soon. Mail it tomorrow, Emily, as soon asthe banks open. | can't stay here more than aday or two.”

“All right, John.” Emily’ s voice was dry and distant. She had said her last word to him. No, therewas
one more. “Good-by.”

Wilson hung up and leaned back wearily in the booth. He could try to reach Mark, but it would be
difficult. Emily wouldn’t let him talk to Mark a home, and the office was too dangerous. And he was
half-certain that Mark was at home now, letting Emily cut him away.

Cross them off.

The depot was part of ablock-long hotdl. Wilson watched the depot and the hotel |obby for afew
minutes. The parabolic mike on the wall was swinging hesitantly from conversation to conversation, but
that was dl right. Y ou can’t eavesdrop through glass; you have to bug or tap. No one seemed to be
watching. But then he wasn't good at that sort of thing.



He dreaded leaving the booth, but it was afalse security. He walked quickly to the hotel registration
desk. “I’'m---ah---nervous about fires,” he said to the clerk. “ Could you give me a room opening onto a

fire escape.”

The clerk looked a him curioudly, but there was no help for that. “I guesss0,” hesaid. “Yes, here's
one.” He pushed aregisration form toward Wilson.

Wilson picked up a pen and without perceptible hesitation wrote: “ Gerald Perry.” For hometown, he put:
“Rochester, N.Y.” For business “Sdesman.” For firm: “G.E.” For party affiliation: “Democrat.” It was
gl safe enough to be a Democrat; the unaffiliated were the ones under suspicion, the independent voters
who swung eections oneway or the other. He didn’t dare write: “Lowbrow.” A precinct worker might
vigt him, or the clerk might ask for his party card.

“Sdesman, en?’ the clerk said, studying the card. “How’ s business?’
“Lousy,” Wilson said.

“That'Il be six dallars”

“Sure” Wilson said. “ Sure” He put down three of histwenty-dollar bills.

The clerk gave him his change and rang for a bellboy. The bellboy was aspry, old man of about seventy.
The clerk gave him the room key. “Good night, Mr. Perry.”

Thistime Wilson' s reaction was dow. He took a step away before he swung his head back and said,
“Good night.”

He got into the creaking, old elevator and turned around. A thin, dark-haired man was staring at
something on the registration desk. Asthe elevator doors did shut, helooked up. He stared straight at
Wilson.

Wilson had never seen him before.

The hotel room wasjust big enough for adouble bed, aratty desk, an uncomfortable-looking overstuffed
chair, alamp, and aluggage rack. There was atiny closet, abathroom that was almost as smdll, and a
window. The window opened onto afire escape.

Wilson looked out. He was on the fifth floor. Rusty metal bars formed stepsleading to adark dley
below.

Hedidn’t look for bugs. They were there, no doubt, but he wasn't going to say anything.

He opened the window and sat down at the desk and emptied his pockets onto the ink-stained green
blotter. The only incriminating items he could find were the cards in his billfold. There were dozens of
them, including ahandful of hisown imprinted: John Wilson, Ph.D., Associate Professor, Department of
Psychology.... There were cards from other professors and other schools. There were membership
cardsin professond societies, activity cards, library identification cards, and ahost of others.

One by one, he burned them in the lavatory, crushed the ashes, and flushed them down the drain, saving
only hisdriver’slicense and acouple of credit cards. He could find nothing el se that would give him away
as ateacher or an egghead.



Sowly, wearily, he stripped off his clothes and draped them over ahanger where the uneasy breeze
would blow away the charred odor of smoke. He drew a hot bath in the cracked old tub and stepped in
it, trying to keep hismind away from flames and screams and black figures running. Slowly histaut
muscles relaxed. Asthey did, histangled thoughts straightened ot.

He could count on no help, none at dl. If he wereto get away, he would haveto do it done. That they
would try to stop him, that they would be after him soon if they were not dready, he had no doulbt.

Somehow he should be able to make his knowledge and experience count. He had to. What were his
resources?

What was he?

Hewas aphysicist specidizing in eectronics turned psychologist. His experimenta work on the
electroencepha ograph had turned him toward what he had considered for so long amere intuitive art,
without measurements, without experimentally verifiable externa data. Then he saw the opportunity for
putting psychology on an objective basis.

With others, he had developed the Tool, the vita investigative device.

His thoughts cameto afull stop. The Tool! That wasit. That was the edge he needed. It would take hard
work and money to assemble a portable replica of the complex laboratory mode in afew hours, but he
could do it. Thework he could handle, and unless Emily failed him he would have the money.

Hewas briefly glad that he had not drawn back from blackmail---which would not have been blackmail
if Emily had been the friend she pretended to be. For Emily it would be conscience money and cheep at
that. She had dwaysfdt that afinancia contribution ended her mora obligation.

The bed's 0ak veneer was pedling. Wilson crawled gratefully between thin sheets and sought deep. He
would need hisrest. But it was along time before his mind would stop flipping up pictures before his
reluctant eyes, and when he dept he dreamed of terror.

The door woke him with its thin, woody voice. “Mr. Perry,” it whispered. “Mr. Perry!”

The window was till dark. Wilson looked a hiswatch. The luminescent did indicated 4:32. Silently
Wilson dipped out of bed and into his clothes.

““Mr. Perry,” the door said urgently. “ Thereisvery littletime. | must seeyou.”

Wilson had no intention of seeing anyone at 4:30 in the morning, much less adoor, much lessadoor that
called him by aname he had used only once. He knew how it was done, of course: some resonating
devicefor foiling the bugs. Or for tricking him into thinking that was whét it wasfor.

He did out the window and made hisway slently down the fire escape, keeping closeto thewall inthe
dark. Thelast flight of steps screeched as hisweight overbalanced it toward the ground. Then hewasin
the aley. The stairs swung back up noisily. He crouched there, waiting for discovery, but therewas no
more sound.

A sray beam from the nearby street swirled toward him. The night wasfilled with smog, strong in his
nose, acrid in histhroat. Ninth Street was deserted.

Where could he go & 4:30 in the morning?

He started walking south, briskly, working the stiffness out of hislegs and the deep out of hismind. The



vitd thing wasto get out of the areaimmediately.

An dl-night restaurant was open on Twelfth. It waslittle more than adiner; stoolslined asingle counter.
A deepy-eyed short-order cook was donein the place. Disinterestedly, he watched Wilson take a stool
and study the menu. Wilson punched his sdlection.

The cook took atoothpick out of hismouth and said: “I1t' s broke. Some guy yanked out a handful of
wiresthe other day.”

“Yeah?” Wilson said. He was careful not to speak precisaly. “I’ll have ham ‘n' eggs, hotcakes, ‘' n’
coffee”

“Okay.” The cook poured batter out of ametal pitcher onto ablack griddle, took asmall, thin dice of
ham out of the refrigerator and dapped it down beside the pancakes, and with bored skill cracked two
eggs one-handed into askillet.

“Whatsa matter with the gadget?” Wilson asked, nodding at the microwave.

“These fancy machines are aways getting out of whack. Besides, they just throw people outa jobs, right?
What good isthat?’

“Yeah,” Wilson sad.
“Y ou hear about the big fire?’
“Yegh”

“About time somebody showed those eggheads who'srunnin’ things,” the cook growled. “They'relike
the microwave---fancy and complicated and aways breaking down. Inventin’ things, throwin’ people
outawork, startin’ wars, betrayin’ our secrets to anybody that wants ‘em. They’re no good, and it’ stime
they got wise. The Senator’ Il show ‘em.”

It was, most certainly, time they got wise. Wilson didn’t bother pointing out the inconsstenciesin the
man’ sargument. He was thinking about Sylviaand Bill Nugent and Aaron Friedman and Sammy Black.
“Yeah,” hesad.

Wilson lingered over breakfast for an hour, sipping four or five cups of coffee, keeping awary eye on the
front window, but finally he had to leave. The cook waslooking at him too often.

Hethought of the library and discarded the ideaimmediatdly. It wastoo characterigtic, and the local
committee might well have spy-eyeson it for permanent surveillance.

Instead, he walked the streets. Now he was not alone. The sun had come up, and the smog had started
to thin. People were hurrying to their jobs; busesrolled noisily aong the streets, disgorging their cargoes.

Helooked up onceto find himsdf passing the library.So much, hethought grimly,for the subconscious .
The windows and doors were boarded up. The building had died long ago.

He passed the postoffice and looked at it longingly, but it wastoo early.

At the corner anewsstand was yelling headlines*UNVERSITY BURNS! HUNDREDSDIE IN
BLAZE! ARSON SUSPECTED!”

He put aquarter into the machine and took the paper into a self-service drug store. He bought a Coke
from amachine and took it to an empty booth. He spread the paper out on the table.



The front page was devoted to pictures and stories about the fire. One section of astory caught hiseye.
It said:

Although no witnesses to the start of the holocaust have been identified, local police have denied the
rumor that it was set by an incensed maob of townspeople later swollen by additions from surrounding
townsand cities.

Thereis evidence that the blaze was touched off by university teachers themsdvesin an attempt at
martyrdom to gain sympathy for the egghead cause, asserted a police spokesman, who refused to be
quoted directly.

A plot has been uncovered to discredit the Lowbrow movement and the Senate Subcommittee on
Academic Practices, this spokesman stated. But the flames spread beyond control, and many of the
arsonigs and their familieswere burned dive.

Arealaw enforcement officers have been derted to be on the lookout for university employees who may
have escaped the genera destruction, and a broad-spread appeal has been made to the public to report
anyone whose actions or speech is suspicious.

The ashes of the gigantic fire are till being combed for bodies and identification compared with the
university roster.

Asyet therewas no list of the dead and missing. In ablack-bordered box was a brief item with a
Washington datdine:

Senator Bartlett announced early today that investigators from his staff would aid the authoritiesin their
search for the arsonists. The guilty eggheads, he said, should be charged with arson, murder, and treason
and the maximum penalty assessed---if they are brought in dive.

Wilson stared blindly into acorner of the booth. So, he thought, there was an open incitement to murder.
The eggheads were guilty before the investigation began, in spite of such inescapable evidence aswounds
and broken bones and Senator Bartlett’ s own statements on the broadcast of the night before.

But thiswas aworld eaten with aterrible cancer of suspicion and fear. It was aworld in which truth was
only aweapon to use againgt your enemies and your neighbors, if you could twit it into the right shape,

It was not exactly aworld in which black was white and white was black; it was aworld in which no
color existed independently of the viewer. There was no objective redity to agree upon.

It was hisworld, and there was nothing he could do about it but try to escape fromit.

He was a seedy, middle-aged down-and-outer with agray stubble of beard on his seamed face. Wilson
didn’'t look much better; he hadn’t shaved, and he had rumpled his clothes artfully. Wilson tried to get
through to the d-and-o with hisinstructions, but the man just nodded his head vaguely.

There was no help for it. Unless there was trouble, the d-and-o could do the job aswell as anyone; if the
man was picked up, that wasthe end of it, and a least he couldn’t identify Wilson.

“They’Il want identification,” Wilson said. “Here sacredit card, and here€ sthe five bucks. Got it straight
now?’

“Sure, sure,” said the d-and-o. “I go up to the general delivery window and I---*

“Okay,” Wilson said. “ Get going!”



“Can’t | haveadrink now?” the man whined. “Ain’t had adrink yet thismorning, and I'm dry.” His hand
rasped across his mouth. “Lost my job to agol-durned machine, | did. Damned eggheads did it. Ain’t
had ajob since.”

“Afterwards,” Wilson sad inflexibly.

“Okay, migter,” theman said. It syour money.” He folded the bill and stuffed it into the pocket of his
dirty pants.

Wilson gave him haf ablock, watching him through the fly-specked saloon window, and then sarted
after him.

Moving dowly, the d-and-o climbed the broad, postoffice steps and disappeared into the dimness under
thetdl columns. Wilson hurried to kegp himin sght.

Hefet amoment of panic as he couldn’t find his messenger insde, and then he spotted him to theright,
up ashort flight of stairs. Wilson faded back toward the wall.

The d-and-0 ambled up to the broad window marked: GENERAL DELIVERY . He said something to
the clerk and showed the credit card. A moment later he collected a small package wrapped in brown

paper.

Sowly, while Wilson held his bregth, the man turned south toward the side entrance. After amoment,
Wilson followed. So did two other men, detaching themselves from awriting desk near the genera
delivery window.

As he passed through the exit, the d-and-o bent and straightened. Wilson's eyes were on his hands. They
were empty.

At the door, Wilson looked down. The package was amost invisible behind a scraggly bush. Wilson
stooped smoothly and had it and walked on.

He glanced back over his shoulder. The other two pursuers had caught up with the d-and-o; they
grabbed him by the shoulder roughly and spread out his hands. As Wilson walked quickly in the opposite
direction, he had atwinge of conscience. He smothered it quickly. They would soon discover their
mistake and let the man go, and the d-and-o would consider it chegp if they held him overnight.

He had been betrayed, Wilson knew, and there was no doubt in his mind who had doneit. Emily had
turned himin, virtuoudy, with afirm belief that she was sacrificing something preciousto save her family,
asamother in other timeswould have sold her virtue to buy food.

Wilson shrugged. Therisk had been necessary. The only thing that bothered him now was whether the
package was filled with money or cut paper.

He opened it in the privacy of abarber shop men’ sroom. There was money init.

He amiled ironicdly as he stowed the thick bundle of billsaway in hisbillfold and insde coat pocket. It
was as naturd for Emily to pay for abit more protection asit was for him to suspend fina judgment until
al sdesof aquestion were investigated.

Either way it worked out, Emily was safe.

There arethat kind of peoplein theworld. They arethe survivers.



Wilson bought himself fifteen minutesin a shower stal and a plastic-wrapped package of new
underclothes. The shower sprays didn’t work well, and the underclothes were too big, but he enjoyed
them both. He skipped the shave. His face and his suit had reached the proper state of unkemptness,

He got aquick lunch at astand-up cafeteria. When he finished he walked along the sdewalk reading
window signs until he found one heliked. It said: HEARING AIDS.

He pushed hisway into the store past a stubborn automatic door that refused to be automatic. At the
rear, an old man looked up from a desk littered with eectronic parts and moved to the counter. The
flesh-colored, dmogt invisible cord of ahearing aid was taped to hisneck. 1 told you,” hesaidina
tense, high-pitched voice, “1 don’t want no protection---"

“Y ou must have mistaken mefor someone dse,” Wilson said. “I want ahearing aid, one of those digita
modds.”

“Mistook you dl right,” the old man said grumpily. “ One of these Committee hoodlumstrying to get me
to contribute. Cdlsit ‘riot insurance.” Broke my door the other day. Y ou don’t look hard of hearing.”

“It' sapresent.”

“Should have the person come in for tests himsdlf, by rights. Makes a difference what kind of aid you
need.”

“I know, but | want to get one now. He can get it tested later, exchangeit if he hasto.”

“Poor way to do things.” He studied Wilson with faded blue eyes. “Well, how much you want to pay?
Wegot ‘eminal priceranges.”

“Your best.”

The old man nodded with just atrace of friendliness now and shuffled toward the rear of the store. He
came back with asmal box in his hand.

Wilson sad:”“How' sbusness?’

The old man shook his head. “No good. People got a notion nowadays that there' s something wrong
with newfangled gadgets, that people should stay as God made them. Silly, damn fools. God made them
stupid, too, but they don’'t have to stay that way unless they want.”

He dapped the box down on the counter and opened it up. He explained the workings of the hearing aid
for fifteen minutes before Wilson could get aword in.”

“How much?’ Wilson said findly.
“How’sthat?’ said the old man, cupping hishand to hisear.
“How muchisit?’ Wilson said loudly.

“Don’'t haveto shout. That'll be $12399.95.” He looked wigtfully at the box. “They don’'t make ‘em like
that anymore. That'sdl right, though. They don’'t buy ‘em anymore, either.”

Wordlesdy, Wilson counted out the money.

Directly across the street was an electronic parts store. It was a big place with a counter stretching
acrossthe front and al the way down one side. There was no onein the store except a clerk. He looked



up, surprised, as Wilson entered, and hurried to the front.
“Y ou got aworkroom?” Wilson said without preliminary.
“Sure,” the clerk said, nodding his head at the partition behind him. “Best in town.

“| want to do some assembling. I’ d like to rent the room and the use of your tools for the rest of the
afternoon. I'll pay for whatever parts | use and twenty bucks more.”

“Okay,” said the clerk, hiseyeswide. “And if you need any help, just whistle. I haven’t had acustomer in
days”

Five hours later Wilson dropped the tiny soldering iron, took the jeweler’ s magnifying glass out of his
eye, and rubbed his eyes wearily. On the bench in front of him wasthe hearing aid, but the old man
across the street would never have recognized it. It was completely rewired and connected to aflat box.
That box, in turn, was connected to afanlike antenna of fine wire sewn into his coat between the lining
and the coat itsdlf.

The box went into his left-hand pocket. Wilson inserted the hearing aid into his ear, turned on the power,
and hoped for the best. He had not tried for too much, and he had not gotten much. That little he needed.

It was amost sx in the evening when he walked out of the workroom and reached the customer side of
the counter. The clerk wasidly flipping the pages of atattered parts catalogue. He looked up. The
speaker buzzed.

Curiogity, Wilson trandated. “ That' s one hundred fifty-three bucks, right?’

“Right,” said the clerk. “Say, | don’t know what your businessis---1 don’t want to know---but there’sa
thin, dark haired guy across the street watching this place. He s been there dl afternoon.”

Wilson looked through the front window. It was him, al right, the man from the hotel. “ Got aback
door?’

“Through there. Opensinto the dley.”

“Thanks. Here' s another ten. Forget you ever saw me.”

The chair car was pedling chromium and worn upholstery. Wilson sat wegrily in his upright chair---the
tilt-back didn’t work---and stared out his window into the night. The metd whedls clacked asthetrain
picked up speed getting out of the city, and the car swayed gently.

Wilson' s eyelids drifted down, and he propped them open again. It had been along day and an
exhaugting day, but he couldn’t let go. Not yet.

Hewas on hisway. Not to either coast, as Emily had suggested. That was what they’ d expect. He was
enroute to a port city just as convenient as New Y ork or Los Angeles or San Francisco, and it was
closer and less obvious. He was on hisway to New Orleans.

If he had to leave the North American continent, he preferred South America over the other possibilities.
There had been hintsin professona magazines. Now he put them together. Recruiting had been parceled
out geographically. The African republics were hiring at New Y ork, and the west coast ports were being



used by Audtrdia, the Chinese empire, and the splintered Indian states.

But the best facilitiesfor psychologica research werein Brazil and Venezue a; they had some excellent
psychologists and sociologigts of their own. He had met anumber of them at a Pan-American
Conference in Caracas before it became impossible to get a passport for any kind of conference and
asking for onewas asking for trouble.

Perhaps Brazil would be the best choice. It wasin the middle of amassive economic assault onits
unexploited resources. The economy was expanding faster than the stock exchange could keep up with
it. Research grantswould be easy to get, and the grantors would be too busy to pry into what he was
doing....

The earphone buzzed softly. “Tickets?’ said the conductor.

Wilson gtraightened up. “I’d like to turn in my chair car ticket for abedroom or acompartment. | didn't
have time to make areservation.”

The conductor’ s theta rhythms didn’t speed up as he made a pretense of checking his reservation cards.
“WEell, now, | think we can take care of you. We have abedroom in Car 110 just ahead. Bedroom C.
Whét' sthe name?’

“Legter Craddock,” Wilson said promptly, “with twod' s and ack . Thanks, conductor.”
“That'sdl right,” he said, hisred face pleasant. “ Things are alittle loose on Wednesdays anyhow.”

Within ten minutes Wilson was between cool, nylon sheets. Like himsdlf, they werealittle frazzled
around the edges, but they were till servicesble.

Helet thetrain’sgentle motion rock him to deep. The nightmare didn’t return for along time.

He woke and the rocking and the clack-clack of the whedswere unchanged, but the sunlight was
streaming in around the edge of the curtain and through one long, patched tear acrossit. Helooked at his
watch: 8 o' clock. He had dept for dmost ten hours. He could stop running now and start thinking.

Y esterday, unaware, he had been on the ragged edge of nervous exhaustion. He had blundered ahead
haphazardly, riskily. It was awonder he had not been caught. He had gotten the money and fixed the
Tool, true, but there had been smpler and safer waysto do it. He had been on the verge of hysteria.

Now it was different. He was out of the deadly area unsuspected. He had an aid no one would suspect;
not the equa of the room-sized laboratory model, which could amost talk, but the smple analysis of
theta brain rhythms gave him avita warning system, akind of basic lie detector. And he was on hisway.

He got up and washed. He shaved with the electric razor he had bought at the station and brushed his
teeth with the railroad’ s toothbrush. He dressed, dipping into the jacket with the heavy pocket, and
pressed the button behind his ear. 1t hummed softly, picking up areflection of hisown brain activity.

Wilson waked down the swaying aides, listening to therise and fdl in pitch and intengity of the earphone
asthe thetarhythms changed, watching the faces of the people he passed. No one seemed unduly
excited asthey looked at him.

When he got back from aleisurely bregkfast in the dining car, the room was made up. He settled himsdlf
inthe chair by the window and stared out &t the flat river-bottom land fleeing past him toward the north.

The earth was summer-green and lovely with the sunlight acrossit. A distant jet liner drew pencil-thin,



white vapor trails across the sky. On the glistening ribbon of the tollway looping the hillsbesde the
tracks, agleaming, new Cadillac Turbojet 500 kept pace with thetrain for afew miles. Itstop was
retracted; agirl was driving, and thewind blew out her long, blond hair, pulling back her head like an
anxious lover. And then sheraised one white arm in a carefree wave and poured kerosene to the turbine
and outdistanced the train within afew seconds.

No one would have suspected, sitting here, looking out upon the fertile land and man’ s conquest of it,
that a blight lay upon the earth, that the world man knew was dying of it. It was not nature that would
conguer man; man would conquer himself. He was the only one who could doit.

The blight was anti-science. It seemed like anatura, human thing to be againgt this neurotic necessity for
eternd progress, to long for the smpler, saner life, but it was abasic self-negation of everything that
made man human. It attacked the innermaost core of man’ s ditinction from the blind forces of the
universe, and it would level man back into his old equdity with the animas and the vegetation. They
didn’'t adapt their environments; they adapted. That was their method of survival.

Science was not alaboratory or atechnology or agadget; science wasaway of life. With their minds; it
sad, men can understand the universe, and understanding will make it acomfortable, human thing. There
were no dark, unfathomable mysteries, no secrets men should not know, no knowledge forbidden.

Deny that, and you opened the door to darkness and despair, to old superstitions and new fears; you
made man a dave again. He had been master now for long generations. He had made earth his, and the
space around the earth, and he was reaching out toward the other worlds of the solar system. But now,
through some, strange, suicidal psychos's, man was turning upon the quality that set him apart; he was
destroying himsdf.

A wise person could have seen it coming along time before, could have prepared for it, perhaps, could
have fought it. But there was no one wise enough--or even if there was, he or she could not make himself
heard, could not rally support, was avoice crying in the wilderness.

It had been hard to recognize. Anti-science was a continuous thread through the fabric of humanity’s
intellectud history, an antithesisto the thesis of humanity’ s conquest of its environment, winning
sometimes, losing sometimes, but mostly developing out of the conflict anew synthesis.

So it would have taken avery wise person to have seen that the growing anti-scientism of the seventies
was different in kind than the absol ute anti-scientism of the medieva church, say. But the twentieth
century had seen science dtering humanity’ s environment in ageometric progression, increasing its
command of earth’ sresources, making earth afairer, more comfortable placein which to live. Inthis
context anti-scientism was an ugly revulson, not aturning away to another frame of reference.

It had not taken the catalyst of war to precipitate incipient distrust into active rebelion. The dow grinding
of two great world powers againgt each other had nurtured it, had held it in, and after the disintegration of
one of them and the rise of fundamentalism in adozen little countires, Senator Bartlett had come out of
nowhereto giveit vent.

Harvard in the east had been thefirst to go, then Ca Tech in the west, and then---Wilson shuddered,
remembering.

Houses flashed past the window. Thetrain dowed asit entered acity. In the corridor outside, the
conductor called, “Alexandrial” A few minutes later, the train crept up to astation and stopped.

At the university, they had been close to what looked like a solution. If man exhibits symptoms of
homicida insanity, then, truly, the only proper study of mankind is man. If society makes pariahs of those



members who have contributed most to what it is, then those members should study society. What was
needed was ascience of man, call it anthropology, psychology, mass psychology, sociology, political
science, or what you will. And quickly---beforescientist became a deadly word.

The dectroencephal ograph, developed and improved, had become their Tool---Sammy Black had
cdledit that and Toal it had been---for supplying externa evidence of what goes on inside the head.
They had identified and andyzed apharhythms, thetarhythms, and delta rhythms, matched them with
actions, reactions, simuli of dl kinds---including words.

Words were one of the keys. It isin words that we think, and it isin words that we do most of our
communication. Through words we learn about the world, and through words society teaches usits
socia and culturd patterns. All this makesitsimpression on language, and in it can be read the structure
of society. Words take on emotional and action content; learn to manipulate them properly and you can
make people do whatever you wish. Demagogues had learned that along time ago. Advertisers had
learned it more recently. But they were intuitive artists, and art cannot be taught.

So at the University they had been compiling a Dictionary, thefirst red dictionary the world had ever
had. Later would come an andlysis of the structure of language and perhaps the development of the Tool
into atrue psionic device which would pick up and transmit thoughts themsal ves.

Now al that was logt, the Dictionary ashes, the Tool twisted, indecipherable metal. Granted the time and
the money, it would take him yearsto get back to where they had been. And he didnt have years.

It was symptomatic of the scientist’ s blindnessto socia values and social dangersthat it had taken the
shock of auniversty’s murder to make him redlize that the Tool was more than aresearch device; it was
awegpon, warning againgt surprise, aclueto the intentions of hisfellow men. As he sat there, thinking,
the earphone began to buzz. The note climbed dowly in pitch and intensity until it reached a shrillnessthat
brought him to hisfedt.

The door rattled as someone took hold of the handle. Sowly it swung inward. He had forgotten to lock
it!

In the doorway, his theta rhythms expressing a violent excitement was the thin, dark-haired man Wilson
had seen twice before.

“Dr. Wilson?" he began.

Wilson'sfist was dready swinging. It caught the man squarely on the jaw. He collgpsed dowly, turning a
little, hiseyesglazing.

Anyone who had followed him thisfar and knew his name knew too much.

Wilson caught him before he hit the floor, kicked the door shut with his hedl, and stowed the man on the
broad sest, his face to the cushion. Only then did he notice that the window shade was three-quarters of
theway up. Anyone watching on the platform could have spotted him.

There was no one on the platform now. Wilson pulled down the shade, got hislittle handbag of
possessions, picked up acardboard sign, and walked out of the compartment. He hung the sign on the
outside of thedoor: DO NOT DISTURB.

He strolled down the aide and out onto the platform. He watched the train pull away.

1V



The usad car gave up thirty milesout of Alexandria. The intense turbine temperature melted a concedled
crack that had been patched with solder. It blew out with findity. The car had been agamble that hadn’t
paid off.

Wilson knew the car had been wrecked. That was the only reason he could pick it up for less than two
hundred dollars. But he had hoped that the turbine was as sound as it seemed.

Thoughtfully Wilson crawled out from under the hood just as a sun-yelow Cadillac did to astop beside
him, its brakes screaming in pain. He had seen the driver before. Her hair matched the car, and she had
driven aong besidethe train that morning.

“Turbine gone?’ she cdled cheerfully.

“Utterly,” Wilson said.

“What are you going to do?’

Wilson shrugged. “Walk, | guess, unless some kind driver takes pity on me.”

“Don’t look at me with those big, brown eyes, guy,” she said. “1 got aheart like aripe cantal oupe.
Whereyou going?’

Wilson cast away caution. “New Orleans.”
The Cadillac door nearest him did open. “Hopin, That’ swhere I’ m going.”

Wilson got in. The door did shut behind him. Immediately the car began to accelerate quietly, swiftly.
Within seconds they were rolling along the tollway at 100 miles per hour.

“Do you do this often?” Wilson asked dryly. “Pick up strangers, | mean?””

She gave him aswift, Sdelong glance. “ Sometimes. When they have big, brown eyes.”

“Then you'velived afine, full life, and I'm surprised it’ slasted so long.”

“Soam|,” she said softly. “But then theworld is going to hell in aworn-out hack, and who cares?’

Thewind had her hair and streamed it out behind, a bright, golden scarf tugging at her head. Her blue
eyeswere young and dive; her lipslooked soft and warm; her throat was a smooth, white column.

She was no older than 25 or 26. A child. Her fingers were bare.

Wilson frowned and looked a the unwinding ribbon of tollway. He had thought al that was finished with
Sylvia, but life went on, uncaring.

There was dways something just alittle phony about blondes, he thought, even thered ones: a
reputation, perhaps, that they had to live up to. But there was nothing phony about this one.

Maybe he was just susceptible.

The girl’ stheta rhythms were swift, and the speaker buzzed in his ear. But there wasllittle oscillation; she
just lived fagter.

“I"ve never been in aCadillac before” he said.

"Poor man?’



“I guess. | never thought about it.”

“Good. Nothing different about a Cadillac---got aturbine and four whedlsjust like aFord. Fancier is
al”

“I've heard they’ Il go two hundred,” Wilson said.

Laughter crinkled her eyes as she glanced at him. “I" ve had thisto two fifty myself. Watch!” She pushed
on the accelerator. The car leaped forward. Wind resistance lifted the nose until the rocketlike hood
ornament was pointed above the horizon and the car seemed about to take off. The tireswhined on the
cracked, worn pavement.

The speedometer needle moved swiftly past 150---175---200. At 225, it began to dow. It cameto a
stop alittle past 250.

Wilson tore his eyes away from the broad, pockmarked ribbon of concrete leaping toward him and
diving under the car, and he looked at the girl. She was staring straight ahead, her lips parted, her theta
rhythms elated.

Over the noise of the whedls, Wilson shouted: “ Aren't you afraid the tireswill blow?’
“Why?" she shouted.

He shrugged.

“Bother you?’ she asked.

She swung out to pass atruck, and Wilson’ s eyes swiveled involuntarily back to the road. The car
rocked periloudy on two wheels before it decided to settle back.

“I'm not in thismuch of ahurry,” hesaid camly.

“Okay,” she shouted and let up on the accel erator. When the needle had dropped back to 100, she said,
“You'redl right. When the speedometer reaches two hundred, |ots of men reach for the whedl, and

when it passes two fifty, passout.”

“I know why it doesn’t worry you to pick up strange men off thetollway,” he said grimly. “If they get
dangerous you can scare them to death.”

She laughed glesfully and looked very young. “My name s Pat Helman. I'm old Mark Helman's only
child, and I have aguilt complex arunway long.”

“What have you got to fed guilty about?’

“About being the daughter of aman who cared more about building rocketports and artificia satellites
than building a sound society, who put more into the conquest of space than into the conquest of himself.
Sometimes, inthiscar, | can amost outrun my guilt, and then | fed guilty about being agirl whotriesto
escape from problemsinstead of staying to solve them.”

"Wadll, then,” Wilson said with abrief amile, “hello, Pat Hman.” He took a chance. “My nameis John
Wilson.”

“I know,” she said. “My job wasto watch for you aong the tollway.”

The sun-yellow Cadillac hurtled southeast dong the old tollway toward New Orleans, and Wilson sat



back, wordless. Findly he said, “Wasit smart to tell me?’
She amiled. “I didn't say | was smart.”
“What' sto stop me from knocking you out and taking over the car?’

“At one hundred or---* her foot pushed against the accelerator — “one fifty? A Lowbrow might, but
you' re asengble man, Dr. Wilson. Y ou know we' d both be killed if you tried that. And that wouldn't be
senghble”

“Y ou give me too much credit,” Wilson said gloomily.

“But if youwerealLowbrow I’dtell you | had the evil eye.” Shetwisted one blue eye into amdicious
squint. “Behave or I'll strike you dead. Actudly there' s a hypodermic under the seat |oaded with ten
cubic centimeters of afast-acting anesthetic. If | touch the horn, you'll get a shot that will put you out for
threeto four hours. | don’t want to do that, Dr. Wilson.”

He moved uneasily on the yellow-plastic seat. “Why not?’
“I' likeyou; | want to help you.”

“Help meinto the hands of Senator Bartlett?’

“No.”

“Who are you working for? Theloca police? The F.B.I.?’

“No. And | can’t tell you who | am working for or what they want with you. I’ m just an errand-girl, and |
don’t know enough. Evenif | did, I might say the wrong thing. My job isto deliver you to the people
who cantdl you.”

“And because you' ve been honest twice I’ m supposed to trust you thistime.”

She shook her head. “Y ou'’ re supposed to come aong because you must--- because we' re both in the
same car and you can't get out.”

“I don't trust you,” Wilson growled. “No one who uses force can be trusted.”

“Sometimes force is necessary. When achild isabout to walk off acliff or ahomicidd maniac gets his
hands on aloaded gun, there sno timeto argue.”

“I'm neither one nor the other,” Wilson said dtiffly.

Thetires sang to them, and the tollway spun away beneath thetires. Pat glanced at Wilson sdeways and
sad: “Thisistheworld, isn'tit? A high-powered car rocketing down the tollway carrying its human
passengers willy-nilly toward an unknown destination. The car is human civilization, and I'm the driver. |
built it, too, me the scientist, the engineer. | kept streamlining the car and souping up the horsepower; |
didn’t know where the car was going either, but | wanted to get there in ahurry. Destinations weren't my
job. My job wasto build afaster car.”

“That’sright,” Wilson said firmly. “Itisn't the scientist’ sjob. Hisjob isto find the facts and seek the truth.
He can't concern himsalf with goas because his only redlity iswhat he can locate and what he can
measure. Goal's can’t be measured; they’ re problems for philosophers.”

“And if there are no philosophers or the philosophers are wrong and you know they are wrong, what



then, scientist? But you aren’t the scientist now. Y ou’ re the mass of humanity being hurtled dongina
juggernaut you don’t understand toward a destination you can’t imagine. The driver knowsthecar is
going in thewrong direction, too---just as you know, John Wilson, that New Orleansisthe wrong
direction for you---but, you see, heisn't redlly driving. The steering wheel doesn't work.

“The passenger doesn’t know that, but he knowsthat the driver islost, too. Y ou are the passenger. Y ou
were fascinated by sheer speed, for awhile, but at 1ast you know that something iswrong.

“Y ou react blindly to stop the ear in the only way you know. Y ou reach over and grab the driver by the
throat and start choking him. Y ou' ve findly redlized that this person at the whed holds your life and degth
in hishands. Y ou didn’t choose him. He usurped that power by the nature of hisinherited giftsand his
education: he can betray you to the enemy, steal your job or wipe out the necessity for the job, change
your society with hisinventions, destroy the Earth itself.”

“Nobody asked for it,” Wilson muttered. “Nobody wanted it.”

“It was the inevitable result of humanity’ s search for truth. Truth is power, and truth is aweapon against
society. Society is built on conventions, not truth, and it must protect its vitd falsehoods or die. Society is
adablething. It isn't going anywhere; it iswhereit’ sgoing.

“A society isexactly what it is; it’ sthe only thing it could be under the externa and internal forcesthat
acted on it. And whatever it isis good, whatever it doesisright and proper, whether it’sbuilding
pyramids, crucifying an agitator, tearing the breasts off amother of heretics, or burning witches. Society’s
function isto protect what it has, to preserve stability above dl things.”

“But that' s static stability,” Wilson argued, “and if there' sany basic law of the Universe that law
is--Change!”

“And the cregtive thinker isthe biggest changer of al. He doesn’t maintain vaues; he destroysthem as
Henry Ford' sflivver obsoleted the horse, impoverished the railroads, and devel oped an entirdly new
concept of city. The airplane, the atomic powerplant, solar power, something new every day to wipe out
the capita investment of another industry, another trade.”

“Western culture endured this turmoil for more than two hundred years because of the frontier; change
wasinevitable, and the crestive thinker was useful in making change orderly. But the frontier is gone, and
society can no longer afford the creative thinker. He threatenswhat is, and society cannot tolerate a
threat. And so the passenger triesto stop the driver and dow down the car to a speed at which he can
jump off.”

“And he'll only succeed in wrecking the car and killing them both,” Wilson said.

“It'stoo bad,” Pat mused, “that the driver of that car doesn’t have a hypodermic under the passenger
seat of hiscar. Then he could anesthetize the passenger and pull over to the Side of the road until he
could figure out the psychology of this passenger of his, how to control him, and where the devil the car
was going. Maybe he could devel op a dynamic society that could tolerate creative thinkers because it
had dynamic stability, and dynamic security that would keep it from flying dl to pieceswhen change

applied speed.”

The speaker squealed in Wilson's ear asthe girl’ s thumb touched the car horn. Wilson's body jumped.
For amoment he stared at her with startled eyes.

"Y ou---“ he began accusingly, and leaned toward her, his hands lifting toward her throat. Then they
would go no higher. His eydids dropped; he toppled toward her.



Shefended him off with one hand and pushed him over againgt the right hand door. “ There now, Dr.
Wilson,” she murmured, “that didn’t hurt much, did it.”

Not much, he thought behind closed eydids,not much at all .Next time don’t warn your victim!

It was amost noon when they reached New Orleans. Asthelong, shiny Cadillac coasted to aslent stop
at ared light on Tulane Avenue, Wilson legped over the Side of the car and stepped quickly to the
sdewak.

Heturned, grinning, and waved at the wide-eyed girl in the Cadillac. “ Good-by, MissHdman. Give my
regards to the Senator. And thanks for theride.”

He turned and disappeared into the crowd.

V

Wilson paced the narrow room in thevieux carré, paused at the window to stare through the intricate,
wrought-iron scrollwork at the rolling, yellow smog, and walked back to the desk. He picked up the
paper and read the want-ad once more:

Wilson threw down the paper impatiently and picked up the | etter beside it. It was addressed to George
McClure, and it said:

Dear Mr. McClure:

Y our qudifications areimpressive, and we would be most interested in exploring further the possibilities
of employing you. Thereisasmal place near the river known asShrimp Heaven . If you will appear near
thisplace at 7P.M. on the 23rd, you will be given afina interview.

Y ou need not worry about meeting me. Thereisonly ahandful of men that you could be, and | will
recognize youl.

Come prepared to leave at onceif you are accepted.
Until then
Luis Santoyo

Everything was authentic, from the ddlicate Latinity of the phrasing to the characteristic Latin rubrics of
the signature. The want-ad, too, had thering of truth.

Making contact had been an intellectua puzzle, and Wilson had worked at it with al his power of
concentration. It was adifficult, dangerous business, this hiring of scientists and smuggling them out of the
country benesth the noses of the authorities and the Lowbrows. Public channelswere the only method of
communication; they would be minutely watched.

It had been atense two weeks: finding a place whose owners needed his rent money too badly to report
him, watching television and the papers, studying the ads. Some of them were obvious desth-traps;
others were obvioudy what they pretended to be. He had discarded them al but one. That one had
differences that were vitd to amind trained to the nuances of meaning.

The age bracket: 25 to 50. Fifty isold for aworkman but still young for a cregtive thinker. “ First-class
equipment ... trangportation furnished ... replies confidentia.” They added up meaningfully.



He shrugged:all right, it was authentic . The question was---and now he must face it squarely: Did he
want to leave the United States and go to Brazl or Venezuela or Peru ...?

No, he didn’t. Who would want to leave home? And then he thought: so Einstein hated to leave
Germany, so Gamow did not want to leave Russia, so Fermi was reluctant to leave Italy .... Like
him they had fled from tyranny, placing the environment of the mind above the environment of the body.

But unlike him they had a country to flee to which did not so much welcome them as admit them and
forget them. And inside that country there had been freedom to think and freedom to work, and they had
created fredly.

What would they have thought of their adopted homeland if they had lived to seeit change?

There was no use kidding himsdf: Brazil was not free nor were any of the other countriesthat till wanted
scientists and technicians. They had frontiers to conquer and new industries to build, but they were going
at the job the other way, the planned, heavy-handed way.

But there would be scientists there. They would be working, occasionally, on what they wished.
Somehow he would be able to work on the Dictionary and develop the Toal....

And there was no choice when death was on one side.

He turned the paper back to the front page where along list of names was enclosed in a black-bordered
box. Among them were Sylvia Robbins, Aaron Friedman, Samuel Black, and John Wilson. But not
William Nugent.

Wilson wondered: had Dr. Nugent been working in Wilson's gpartment? Had he been trapped there by
theflames?

It might have been agraduate student, but Wilson did not alow himsdf to hope. Bill Nugent was dead
with the others.

It had been atense two weeks; it had aso been a strange two weeks with what another age would have
cdled sgns and portentsin the heavens. Great showers of meteors had startled the night sky with green
and ydlow and red firebdls and lingering trains, with the rumble of thunder and great explosons heard
digantly.

Even this age had reacted to it: awave of speculation had been followed by alarger wave of superstitious
fear. Men did not go out at night if they could help it. Wilson wondered where the meteors had come
from: it wastoo early for the Perseids, and no new comets had been reported.

Wilson dipped into araincoat and pulled ahat down over hisforehead. With his new mustache he was
hopeful that a stranger could not identify him from a photograph.

Half an hour later he was watching the decaying, old place on theriver calledShrimp Heaven on afaded
sgn above adiscolored plate-glass window. The smog was thicker here, rolling in from theriver, but
when it thinned he could see pedling, gilt |etters across the window that spelled: BAR AND GRILL. The
back of the building stood on pilings above theroiled, yellow Missssippi.

In the next fifteen minutes nobody entered the place and two persons left: no wonder it was decaying. He
was the only one who loitered in the neighborhood.

Wilson crossed the swirling street, smelling the damp rot of theriver. As he reached the cracked glass of
the revolving door, aman loomed out of the fog toward him.



Light streamed yelowly through the window upon hislined face and iron-gray hair. Wilson started. The
speaker buzzed excitedly in his ear. He stepped forward, pushing his hat back to expose hisface. “Bill
— " he began softly. But the other man’ s eyes swept over Wilson' s face without recognition, and he
walked past.

Wilson took a step after him and felt agentle hand on hisarm. In Portuguese aliquid voice said softly,
“Professor Nugent is being followed. If you think as much of your own preservation, Professor Wilson,
as he does, you will pretend to have dropped something.”

Wilson took another step forward; the hand fell away from his arm. Wilson looked down at the sidewalk
and bent asif to pick something up. As he stooped, adark car passed, its headlights cutting yellow cones
out of the smog. It stopped just ahead of thetall, lean, iron-gray man.

The back door of the car did open. A man got out and stood on the sidewa k. He was broad-shoul dered
and thick-necked. Dr. Nugent tried to go around him, but the man moved again to block hisway. He
looked down at an object in his hand and back at Dr. Nugent.

Without warning he whipped abig fist into Dr. Nugent’ s abdomen. Wilson winced, and hisfists doubled
futilely at hissides. Dr. Nugent doubled up in agony. In swift succession, the man hit him on the back of
the neck, raised hisknee into Dr. Nugent’ sface, and hit him in the face as Dr. Nugent reeled back, his
face dazed and bloody. He fell against the car and dowly sagged through the door.

The big man on the sdewak camly stuffed the legsinto the back seat and got in with them. Asthe door
did shut, the car pulled swiftly away.

The street was sillent and empty.

It had happened so quickly that Wilson was still motionless. Now he started forward, but again the hand
wasaredraint on hisarm.

“Itisfally tolosetwo in afutile attempt to save one,” said the voice in Portuguese.

Wilson turned. Beside him wasasmall, dark man of indeterminate age, past his youth certainly and not
yet into old age. Hewas obvioudy Léatin with adark, little mustache that curled gpologetically now. “I am
Luis Santoyo,” hesaid. “| regret that | could do nothing for Dr. Nugent.”

“Your nameisn't Santoyo,” Wilson said in fluent Portuguese. “1t’ s Fuentes. | met you in Bogota.”

“Y ou have agood memory, Dr. Wilson,” the Brazilian said softly. “It would be wise to seek amore
secluded spot. | havearoom inside.”

Wilson nodded briefly and followed the lithe little man through anarrow dining room scettered with afew
poorly dressed diners who studioudly ignored them. Fuentes skirted along bar stretched across the back
of the room and went through asmall door. The room beyond was about eight feet square. Wide
floorboards were splintered and bare underfoot. An old fluorescent light flickered and crackled on the
celling. In the center of the room was a chipped, plagtic table and two wrought-iron chairs.

Fuentes shrugged apologeticaly. “Itisugly but safe. Sit down, Dr. Wilson, and let ustak of witchesand
ways to escape the flames.”

Wilson looked at him sharply. “Witches?’

“Y ou are awitch, my friend, and that is why the outraged people burned your beautiful university. A few
escaped, like you and Dr. Nugent, but you cannot run much farther; you cannot escape without help.”



Wilson sank down in one of the chairs and shook his head. “ Not witches.”

“Why not? Witch isonly avariant of theword ‘wit’ ---‘to know’ ---and you are man as knower.
Witchcraft isthe craft of the wise. The medieva witches and magicians considered themselves scientidts,
too, you know, and performed their experimentsin an attempt to subjugate nature. A witch, my friend, is
anyone who has amysterious power over nature which ordinary mortas cannot attain and who worships
gods the people have deserted.”

“We worshipped no gods.’

“” ou worshipped the gods of knowledge and truth. They were good for their own sake, you said,
regardiess of their fruits. But the people deserted those gods a generation ago. They wanted security, not
progress, peace of mind, not truth. When anew religion is established in a country, the gods of the old
religion become the devils of the new. The devil worshippers, the men of strange powers, become
witches, and witches must burn.

“’Maleficos non patieris vivere, saystheBible. ‘ Thou shdt not suffer awitch to live.

Wilson brushed the back of one hand wearily across hisforehead. “ Perhaps. It isan easy thing to draw
pardlds, but it ismore difficult to find the truth and to recognize it when you have found it. What does
Brazil offer awitch?’

“Thehonor awitchisdue,” Fuentes said softly, “when hiswitchcraft is needed. The fear and respect
which are the coins of his payment. And the opportunity to continue his subjugation of the universe.”

“Fredy?’ Wilson asked sharply.

Fuentes shrugged. “What isfreedom? A rdative thing. In Brazil thereis freedom to work as one pleases
a one s specidty. On the other hand, there are restrictions on what one may publish or say in public
which might disturb the people or the orderly processes of government. But then, asascientist, you
should not be interested in the people or in palitics.”

“That iswhat many of usthought,” Wilson said quietly, “for too long. In our eagerness to conquer our
environment, the universe, we failed to redize until too late that society is part of our environment. Asthe
natura environment lost its power to threaten our existence, society became the most important part. We
restricted the ability of fire and flood, of famine, disease, and ranged violence, to kill us—--and we
transferred their powersto our fellow men. And then society’ s threat became persond; it was pointed at
us. We were not wise; we should have turned our thoughts and investigations toward society; we should
have learned how it functions and why.”

“These are not proper subjectsfor investigation,” Fuentes said. “If you cometo Brazil you will haveto
forget them.”

“Welet ourselves bethe victims of blind politica forces and of demagogues,” Wilson went on
unchecked. “We should have turned onto sociology and psychology the intense, concentrative techniques
of the physical sciences. We might have been able to do what the intuitive psychol ogists and social
scientigtsfailed to do.”

“Thetimefor that islong past,” Fuentes said. “Nowhere in the world is there a place where you can
work at that---not in the African republics or the Chinese empire or the Indian states or Australia And
the witch fever runs stronger in Europe and the U.S.S.R. than here. Once, in the politica ignorance of
half acentury ago, it might have been possible. Not only would it mean that present rulerswould lose
their power, but atrue socid science would force changesin human vaues. Andthat humanity cannot



tolerate”

So that hope was gone, too. He had been fleeing, after all, only to save his own life.“Yes” Wilson
sad, his shoulders drooping weerily, “yes. Too late.”

“Itispossible” Fuentes said gently, “that this reaction against scienceis partialy due to the increased
efforts of sciencein the socid and psychologicd fieds. Intuitive politicians warned you away from politics
twice: inthe Thirties and in the Fifties. Some of you ignored thewarning.”

Wilson bent his head.

“Becauseyou are agreat scientist, Dr. Wilson,” Fuentes said in abrisk, businessike voice, “ Brazil will
accept you. But the decison isyours. Will you come?’

Wilson struggled irresolutely. “How do | get there?”

Fuentes pointed beneath the table. “Thereisadoor. Long ago, | understand, it was used during a
madness here known as Prohibition. A fast turbine boat waits below. 1t will speed you to the Gulf, where
an atomic submarinewaits.”

Wilson sighed hepledy. “Let’'sgo.”
Together they lifted the plagtic table aside. Fuentes knelt on the floor and felt for ahandle.
In his ear, the speaker began to scream. Wilson said: “Hurry up! Thereis danger close.”

Fuentes |ooked up, puzzled, shook his head, and lifted a square door. Benesath it was blackness. Smog
drifted dankly up into the room." Go down, my friend. Thereisaladder on thisside.”

The spesker intensfied its shrill warnings of violent thetawaves not far away. Wilson lowered himself
hesitantly into the hole, hisfeet groping. He found the rung and went down swiftly until hisfeet hit a
swaying platform.

Strong hands grabbed hisarms and held them tightly. A flashlight blazed up into Fuentes' suddenly pae
face.

“Thanks, spick,” said aharsh voice beside Wilson' s ear. “We wanted this one. The Senator will be very
happy.”

Wilson struggled, but the hands holding him were strong. The boat swayed under hisfest.
“Quiet, Wilson,” thevoice grated at him, “or we'll haveto quiet you.”

Wilson stopped fighting and looked up at Fuentes. The Brazilian' s face was twisted and angry. “You
must rleasethisman,” Fuentessaid in shrill English. “ The Brazilian government has extended to him its
protection.”

“Toacrimina?’ the man in the boat mocked. “To aconvicted arsonist? No, Fuentes, that won't do.”

Fuentes shook with passion, staring down into the light. “ Thisisan insult to the Brazilian government. We
will not let it go unpunished.”

“Any time,” the voice said dryly. “Be glad we don't take you aong, little man, and drop you into theriver
with an anchor tied to your feet.”



Sowly the passion left Fuentes face. He looked down wistfully toward Wilson. “Y ou knew that there
was danger close,” hesaid quietly. “Almost | think you are awitch, after dl. | hopeyou are. Y ou will
need dl your craft.”

" So long, Fuentes,” the voice said. “ Send us some more.”

The light flicked off. In the darkness, the boat began to move slently away. Asit shoved into the
grayness above theriver, Wilson was pulled down hard onto a seat thinly padded with foam rubber.
Rope was twisted tightly around hiswrists, they were tied to something behind him.

Before hisfingers became too numb, he felt it; it was a cleat fastened to the Side of the boat. He tugged at
it, but it was solid. The possibility of jumping overboard was gone.

The boat picked up speed in theriver, the only sound the bubbling of the water jet behind; it glided
through the fog without running lights. “Well, Wilson,” the harsh voice said, “you ran along way to fal
right into our ams.”

“| gave you achase, anyway,” Wilson said wezrily.

“What chase? Who followed you? We knew you' d head for a port; so we waited for you. We know all
the recruiters, we read their mail and bug their offices and favorite meeting spots. Oncein awhile welet
them smuggle out a small-timer just so they don’t get discouraged. But we wanted you and Nugent here.
Y ou'rethefdl guysfor the great Egghead Plot.”

“Nugent? Here?’
“Yeah. But heain'tin any conditionto talk.”

There was suddenly adight wave of hest. It played over Wilson for amoment, and he heard asound in
theair like the flutter of leathery wings. Out of the smog drifted ared ball of fire and then a second one,
They touched the radar antenna and clung there, one above the other, lighting up the boat with adim,
reddish radiance.

Wilson had seen it beforewitch fire .

Wilson was vaguely surprised to notice that the man opposite him was not thin and dark-haired. He was
the broad-shouldered hoodlum who had beaten Dr. Nugent.

He had amachine pistal in his hands, but it was forgotten. He was staring over his shoulder at the brush
discharge of dectricity. “What did Fuentes mean--- ‘witch’?” he asked harshly, swinging around.

“Don’t you know?” Wilson's voice was deep. “| can cal down the lightning bolt from heaven; | can call
forth the fire from the earth. | can bring life to the dying and desth to the living. | can take your warped
mind and makeit sound again.”

“Don’'t make jokes!” The voice was unesasy.

The phone, which had quieted, began to buzz louder in Wilson' s ear. That wasfear. By bringing fire and
violence againgt scientists, the Lowbrow had endowed them in the secret recesses of hismind with a
power to match his measures.

“Nojoke,” Wilson said. The ball lightning began to fade asits charge lesked away. “In my mind isthe
power to build acity or to smash oneflat, to send a spear crashing through the sky or to bring astar so
close you can dmost reach out and touch it, to make man as wedlthy and as powerful asthe ancient gods



or to make him abeggar anong untouchable wedth. | am al-powerful; | am Man the Witch, the seeker
after mysteries, the knower of dl things, the doer to whom nothing is sacred, nothing too difficult---

“Shut up!” said the hoodlum. The witch fire had disgppeared; in the darkness Wilson listened to the
Lowbrow’ sthetarhythms, violent and swift, and waited. “No wonder the Senator saysyou'real
traitors,” the Lowbrow said, swearing crudely. “No wonder he saysyou got to die. You don't care
about people or the U.S. or nothing. All you care about is your laboratories and your experiments, and
let the devil take the hindmost.”

“Ashewill takeyou, my friend,” Wilson said quietly.

The man cursed savagely. There was awhisper of movement in the darkness. The earphone squedled in
an ascending scale. Wilson was waiting. Asthe Lowbrow lunged, Wilson' sfoot caught him in the face.
Cartilage yielded as he shoved. Asthe man hurtled backward, Wilson felt a deep, atavistic surge of
savage satifaction.

Somewhere forward, meta toretinnily. Feet moved in the darkness.

Wilson was yanking at the cord, but he succeeded only in cutting it into the flesh of hiswrigts. Hishands
got wet and dippery, but the rope held them tight.

Something was hovering in the darkness above. Wilson had avague sensation of heat, and then he heard
athintinkling of broken glass. Wilson caught awhiff of something acrid and sul phurous before he
stopped breathing.

He held his breath aslong as he could. When he had to releaseit, the odor was gone. Something
thumped lightly to the deck near him.

In amoment hefelt fingers plucking at the rope that hed hiswrists. They stopped briefly.
“Ugh!” said afeminine voice. “Blood!”

“What did you expect,” Wilson asked impatiently, “ice water?’

“Your old sdf, eh, Dr. Wilson?’

Something sawed at the ropes. “What was that sulphurous stink?’ he growled.

“A fast-acting anesthetic. Quick thinking to hold your breath. Actudly the fire-and-brimstone was
gratuitous. Just for effect.”

"Likethe &. EImo’sfire?
“Yes. We have agenerator.”

Theropesfel away from hiswrists. Wilson flexed them experimentally and decided they would still
work. “Dr. Nugent is aboard somewhere.”

“Let’sfindhim.”

A hand found his and led him forward in the darkness. “How are you getting around?’ he asked.
“Infrared?’

“Exactly. Some more of the mumbo-jumbo. Just aminute. Here' sthe man you kicked. Heisn't very
pretty. But then he wasn't very pretty to start with.”



The girl had stopped. She released his hand. There was a sharp, little hissin the darkness.
“What wasthat?’ Wilson asked.

“Hypodermic,” she said briefly. “Make certain he stays adeep until we get away. Also inducesan
innocuous but uncomfortable and long-lasting disease resembling shingles. And, incidentally, tattooeshim
with awitch’s mark---to his grave. He will swear that you and Dr. Nugent are dead. In hisworld that’s
the only way he and the others can survive.”

“Who are you anyway?’ Wilson asked as she took his hand again and led him forward, twisting through
anarrow doorway and into a cabin. Twice more he heard the brief hiss of the hypodermic.

“We rewitches” shesad lightly. “Likeyou.”
“Serioudy,” Wilson insisted.

“Very serioudy,” shereplied. “The day of the scientist in the free society is gone; we must be witchesin
another kind of society. Here' s Dr. Nugent. Can you carry him?’

Wilson dipped his hands under the man lying unconsciousin what fdlt like abunk. Helifted him and held
him againgt his chest. Nugent’ s body was heavy but not as heavy as Wilson had expected. Thelong
chase had gaunted him.

“Your voiceisfamiliar,” Wilson said, frowning. “I should know you.”

“”ou should,” she agreed and guided him by an elbow.

“Why should | trust you?’

“Arewe back to that again?’ she asked impatiently. “What € se can you do?’
“Thegirl inthe Cadillac,” Wilson said suddenly. “Pat Heman.”

“Thesame”

“Youaren't done”

“No. There are afew others, some scientists, some laymen, but eggheads all. A decade ago some of
them decided that the pressing need for research wasin society itself. They didn't learn much, but they
learned enough to know that it wastime to hide: The Lowbrow movement---whatever its name---was
inevitable”

“Did they do anything except hide?’

“You' vejust seen what they have done. They have begun the creation of amyth. The Lowbrow
movement can't be stopped, but it can be guided---with skill and luck. Instead of the disintegration of
civilization, there will be adowing down. Instead of smashing up the car, Dr. Wilson, we re going to

brakeit. We're going to pull it over to the side of the road and figure out how to control the passenger
and how to make the steering mechanism work.

“Here sadretcher,” shesad briskly. “Put Dr. Nugent init.”

There were ropes at the four ends of the stretcher. As soon as Wilson lowered Nugent’s body onto the
canvas, it was whispered away.



“Inageneration,” the girl said, “citieswill ceaseto exist as socid and economic entities. Men will stop
using industrid machinery; no onewill be ableto makeit or to keep it in repair. The population will
plummet during an interregnum of starvation and violence. If we are successful, the people who are | eft
will livein smal, self-supporting communities. Witcheswill live among them, part of them, helping and
learning.”

“Youtdk very glibly for an errand girl,” Wilson sad dryly.

“Hanging around eggheads, you pick it up. Besides, where can you go? Y ou can stay here with Seeping
Ugly or you can climb this ladder with me.”

She put asnaky, meta rung in his hand. He took a deep breath. “What can | lose?’ he said. He gtarted
up the ladder. 1t swayed under him.

The leathery swish was loud as he came through an open hatch into the body of the helicopter. By the
dim radiance from a strip of fluorescent paint circling the narrow cabin, he saw ahand extended to help
him up.

It pulled him close to aface he had been expecting: the face of athin, dark-haired man he had seen three
times before---once in ahotel lobby, once outside an electronic parts store, and once in the doorway of
arailway bedroom.

Irony: the man he had been evading was help, and he had run away from him and run straight into the
hands of the Lowbrows,

Wilson dropped the hand and pulled back toward the side of the ship, feding avague distaste for dl this
mummery; mixed up init was afeding of disillusion about hisown judgment. The ship wasrising, which
meant there was a third person, a pilot, forward.

Beside the open hatch in the helicopter’ s belly was the stretcher. On it was Dr. Nugent, breathing
stertoroudy, hisface bruised and stained with blood.

Through the hatch came Pat. She was wearing a conica hat and a black robe. Heavy goggles masked
her eyes, and a hooked nose drooped toward afanged mouth.

“Laugh, damnit!” shesaid. “Thisis't my idea.” She stripped off the goggles and the nose and removed
the fangs; once more shewas merely avery pretty girl.

Not ‘ merely.” Wilson thought. Certainly notmerely .
“I think it sgoing too far,” Pat said.
Wilson didn’t fed like laughing. “All right. The masquerade isover; it’ stime to unmask. Who areyou?’

“Witches,” said the dark-haired man. ”If you want a persond handle, it's Pike. But that isn’t important
now. The question is: who are you?’

VI

An angry pulse began to beat in Wilson’ stemple. He had run too far and too fast and too long. “Y ou
know who | am!”

“Dr. John Wilson, associate professor of psychology, who knows everything and haslearned nothing?”



Wilson stared a Pike blankly. The man was serious. “What are you talking about?’

“You,” Pikesad camly. “You just can’'t admit that you were wrong, can you? That you were afool, that
you were mistaken?’

“Wrong?’ Wilson repeated. “1 thought your purpose was to rescue me from the Lowbrows. Wasl|
wrong about that?”’

“Y es. Our purpose was to rescue you from yoursalf. But we make mistakes, too. We can deliver you to
Fuentes sub. Isthat what you want---to run to Brazil?’

Wilson ran histongue over dry lips. “There sno dternative, isthere?’

“Conggently Arigtotdian, aren't you, Dr. Wilson? With you it must lways be dternatives: black or
white; good or bad; run and live or stay and die....”

“It boils down to that,” Wilson said coldly. His temper was back under control. The long flight and the
long peril had worn his nerves thin; he thought he had found friends, that he could relax. That was his
mistake. These people were scheming maniacs playing on the superstitions of morons. “A man who
refusesto choose asideisacoward.”

“And aman who chooses a sde without recognizing that he is probably wrong isafool. You can't
choose sdes againgt humanity. The human problems must be lived with. Y ou' re afool, John Wilson, and
worse---you' re afool who knows heisright, who is surethat he hasthe Answersif They will only listen.
Y ou’ re no different from the Lowbrows. Y ou haven't learned anything, and you don't want to learn.”

Wilson's hand touched the cabin wall behind him. It wasreal and solid, not dream stuff. “If that’ s what
you think of me, you went to alot of trouble to get me away from the Lowbrows.” Even to himsdf, his
voice sounded plaintive and rejected.

Pike shrugged. “Lifeisn’t mathematics, and the rules aren’t interchangeable. Y ou can’t add two and two
and get four in human vaues. To make aworthwhile member of the human raceisequa to whatever

effort is necessary.”
“Go to hdl!” Wilson growled. “Nobody asked to be saved.”

“Still sureyou'reright, aren't you? Still sure the mob that burned the university was wrong. After
everything that has happened to you, you haven't rearranged a hair of one of your beliefs.”

“Why should 17

Pike studied him asif Wilson were a specimen under his microscope. “ Because you' re wrong, John
Wilson. Y ou' re aswrong as Senator Bartlett, who acted out of his convictions, too. Y ou think that
because you're alittle brainier than the Lowbrows your convictions are superior; it isn't true. Because
you can manipulate afew people, because you taunted that poor Lowbrow in the boat into jumping you,
you think that you know people. Nuts, Dr. Wilson! Senator Bartlett knows more about people than you
will ever know. He accepts them for what they are, and he manipulates them by the millions. By any
sandard, you are afailure.”

Wilson glanced helplessly at Pet. In her eyes he read something he did not want: a deep, impotent pity.
Quickly he looked back at Pike and something he could face.

“Y ou blame the Lowbrow because he wants security more than truth,” Pike said evenly.”* But nobody
wants security more than you do. Y ou want the world to admit how right you are, no matter what the



truth is---because then you won't have to change your beliefs. The Lowbrow seeks his security in human
convictions and faiths and strong attachments; you seek your security in the assurance of Absolute Law.
Both are static; both are equally deadly.

“There are no Absolute Lawsin human affairs, Dr. Wilson. There are only eternd variables. A gatic
philosophy and a gtatic society cannot contain them. For alittle while they will compress humanity until,
warped and twisted, humanity bursts the molds.”

“What makes you think you have dl the answers?” Wilson snapped angrily.

“We don't have any of them. We have only the answersthat failed. The Universities were one of them.
They had to burn; they earned it.”

“Y ou're utterly mad!”

“Too long they served asfortresses of isolation, walling in the learned man, the eggheads of yesterday
and today, insulating them from humanity and its problems. What you were doing was so much more
important than the problems of the little man who kept tugging at your deeve, trying to get your attention.
Finaly he had to try something else. He gave you exactly the kind of trouble he had: insecurity and the
fear of sudden deeth. Maybe, hisingtincts said, he could learn something from your effortsto solve the
problem.

“Hewaswrong. Y our only solution was to run, seeking a place where the lightning had not struck, where
the fortresses were still unbroken. Y ou couldn’t learn to live with this new situation and adjust your
convictionsto this new redity. And you ran, angry at theimpatient child who had atemper tantrum,
unableto recognize that it was your fault for provoking atemper tantrum in someone inherently incgpable
of patience.”

“SylviaRobbinsdied in that temper tantrum,” Wilson said unsteedily, rage shaking hisvoice,

“SylviaRobbins had to die. And Aaron Friedman and Sammy Black and ahundred others. Y ou can't
make an omel ette without breaking afew eggheads. The eggheads seded themselvesinto shdlls, and they
had to be broken out. They were kicked out because they didn't have the gutsto do it themselves.

“Asan evolutionary experiment, the Scientist’ sisolation was an expensve falure. Nature has away of
scrapping fallures. The eggheads are being scrapped now so that the components can be used for more
vauable organiams”

Wilson's control snapped. He swung forward, his hands doubled into fists. “ Y ou son of abitch!”
Pike sfig wastherefirst. For Wilson the thin, fluorescent strip jiggled and blurred and went out.

When Wilson opened his eyes, he was on the floor of the helicopter, his head cradled in something soft
and dive. It was Pat Helman'slap.

Pike was standing above him, fingering hisjaw reminiscently. “I can be human, too,” he said wryly.

Wilson brought hisarm up over hiseyes and pressed it down hard, fighting to keep himsdf intact. The
mogt terrible sound in the world isthe shattering of alifelong set of vaues at the touch of redlity.

For thefirgt time Wilson looked at the facts straight-on, not refracted through the imperfect prism of his
convictions: hisvaues had not been able to save the university. If Pike wasright, they had carried the
torch to it themselves. They had led him right into the hands of the Lowbrows, and in the crucid test, they
had broken, just as the Lowbrow’ s control had broken in the boat below.



That he had been knocked out wasimmeaterid. That he had turned to force was an admission that his
bdliefswere unable to survive thefirst verba attack. And his subconscious knew it.

Wilson groaned and pulled hisarm away. Helooked up at Pike. “If the world we haveis no good, if the
age of science hasfailed,” he asked, “what have you got to take its place?’

Pike shrugged helplesdy. “We don’t know enough to tell you. We don’t even know what we need in
order to know. New facts, perhaps, or anew way of thinking about the facts we have. But I'll tell you
what we offer: achance at aworld without security, aworld in which insecurity is accepted astheright
and proper sate of man, aworld in which deeth is certain, in which the only constant isa person’s
determination that death shall not be in vain and that the life before that deeth shall be a challenge---for
chdlengeisinescapable by the nature of the universe.”

Wilson sat up, and his mind shattered into brittle shards of pain. “What crazy kind of aworld isthat?’

“Theworld that is coming, inevitably. Aswitches perhaps we can shorten to acentury or so the millennia
grinding of the millstones of the universe.”

“A world of poverty and superstition?’ Wilson sneered.”“If that’ sthe world that’s coming, I’ d rather not
liveto seeit.”

“Perhaps s0,” Pike said soberly. “It takes agreat courage to face an uncertain future, even more when
the future may bring acomplete reversd of dl your convictions, must surely bring it, when you will have
to change your basic bdliefs and work for ways of life you learned to hate with your mother’ smilk.”

“How will you escapethe flames?’

“Today scientist-witches are burned because the uncertainty of the age demands scapegoats. Self-doubt
breeds sdlf-hate and uncertainty breeds brutdity. In the burning of the witch asocia poison is excreted;
the witch diesfor the people.

“Intime men will learn to live with uncertainty because they must, and then the witch-scientist will be
restored to hisancient position and his ancient authority: the wise man of the village, who widlds
mysterious control over the forces of nature---for the benefit of the village. Witcheraft will be an integral
part of the socid inheritance; it will be what it once was---a search for truth in an uncertain world.

“But the scientigt-witch must burn. He hasn't learned anything in three hundred years; no, not in three
hundred centuries. His reaction to danger is till the reaction of the dawn man: fight or flight.”

Wilson frowned, trying to straighten out his thoughts. ‘What do you want meto do?’ hesadinalow
voice.

Pikelooked at Pat for amoment and sighed. “ Come down out of your ivory tower, Dr. Wilson. Become
plain John Wilson, an ordinary, struggling, suffering citizen. Try living with the greet problem of our day,
not fighting it or running from it. Find out how the people think, but more important, how they fed and
hate and love.

“And when you have learned that much, perhaps you will have learned what you can do to make their
lives---and yours---more successful.”

“Livewith the Lowbrows?" Wilson repeated increduloudly.

“More,” Pike said. “Be one of them. Force yourself to admit their viewpoint into your understanding.
Discover, asapsychologist, what your patient redlly isand how to cure him, rather than demanding that



the patient be some hypothetica patient you can cure. Try to understand why the witch-burner and the
witch are children of the same confusion, fathered by the same inner necessity. Learn to sympathize with
the emotional need for scapegoatsin an era of bewilderment when old ways of life arefailing.”

“I'Il be caught!” Wilson exclamed.

“Not if you redly become a Lowbrow. What about it, John Wilson? Do you have the guts to admit you
might be wrong, that you could learn something that would change your view of the universe, perhaps
your way of life?”

Wilson hauled himself to hisfeet. Past the curved, plastic window, trailing fingers of fog thinned and then
were gone. The night was clear; the stars were brilliant and hard in the blackness. As Wilson watched,
one of the starsfell and streaked across the horizon like agreen ball of flame, leaving behind it afading
tran.

But it was not that easy for Wilson to climb above the fog and see the stars.Perhaps he was wrong . If
failureis the consequence of wrong ideas and disaster, of incorrect convictions, he was wrong.

But knowing it intellectudly and redlizing it emotiondly were quite different things.

Could he face the fact that he might be wrong, as wrong as the Lowbrows? Could he take the chance
that he might one day admit it---and be forced to change or die?

Did he have the gutsto take his convictionsin his hand and cast them out and see how they fell?
Blindly Wilson reached out for strength and understanding. He found Pat’ s hand.

He clung to it desperatdy, the only solid thing in a Protean world.

VI

Three months and five shattered univergties|ater, aman in work-stained clothing walked aong the top of
ahill that had once housed knowledge, and the ashes were ugly and black on either sde of him. He
descended the steep sidewalk, aone, and reached Massachusetts Street and walked north.

He had no illusions about what he was going to do. It was a hard, bitter road he was about to walk, and
everyone would line the road to stone him, eggheads and L owbrows, scientists and laymen. Death might
lieat theend of it, and it would be an ugly, brutal death as such occasions always are.

But he knew, now, why the people needed scapegoats, and only at the end of the road could he find the
truth about himsdf.

Heturned east one block. He went through the doorway of the old, brick police building and found a
room where auniformed police officer sat behind adesk.

“My nameis John Wilson,” he said evenly. “I think you arelooking for me.”

Part Two
Trial by Fire



“The people againgt John Wilson,” aman said. It was chanted like an incantation, and it echoed in his
head. “ The people against John Wilson. The people against John Wilson.”

John Wilson. John Wilson. Then he remembered. He was John Wilson. He tried to open hiseyesand
found they were open. Slowly, as he tried to remember what he had been doing before this moment,
where he had been, who he was, his surroundings swam into focus.

Hewasin alarge room with ahigh celling. He was conscious of the size before he saw it. VVarnished
wood was dick under his hands. He was seated in awooden arm chair at along wooden table. The
wood was light-colored, oak perhaps. Opposite him was another long table. Two men sat on the other
gdeof it, facing him. One was a big, blocky man with light brown hair and lumpy features. The other was
smaller and younger. He had alarge nose and dark, curly hair that grew low on hisforehead. Hislips
seemed set in aperpetua sneer, and his close-set, black eyes squinted now at Wilson, looking into
Wilson's eyes specultively, sardonically.

Wilson stared back. He wondered why this young man was so interested in him. Did the young man
know him? Did he know the young man?

Another voice was speaking. “ John Wilson, please stand,” it said. The voice had said the samething
before.

“Can you stand up?’ asked avoice besde him. The voice waslight and drawling, with an edge of irony.

Wilson put his hands on the arms of the chair and pushed himsdlf erect. It was no particular effort, but
once hewas up the room spun around him in ablur of dternating darknessand light. Theilluson
reminded him of acarousd ride when he was young, and he watched it with interest and nostalgia.

Asthe room began to dow and settleinto place, he saw aman placed higher than he was someten
paces to hisright. The man was seated behind atdl, broad desklike piece of furniture. The front of it was
made of 0ak, too, and it was carved into patterns of rectangles within rectangles. The desk had two
levels, with lower sections at each end. Behind the man was a section of carved oak paneling againgt a
painted wall. The pandling was topped with fluted molding, four knobs, and awooden eagle. The green
paint on thewal was peding.

The man behind the desk leaned forward. He had gray, wavy hair and atriangular face. “I say again,
John Wilson,” he said, “you are accused of arson and of murder in the first degree. How do you plead?’

“Arson?” Wilson thought. “Murder?” Had he burned something? Killed somebody? He could not
remember. He could remember flames, yes, flames roaring in the night and forked, black figures running
back and forth. And he could remember asilent crowd that waited for the figureswith clubs and
pitchforks and axes, and some of the black figures chose the flames. But it was more like the memory of
anightmare than of something real. And it had for him the spectatorlike qudity of adream. Wasit redlity
instead, something he had pushed into the subconscious through fear or guilt?

The drawling voice beside him helped. “My dlient pleads not guilty,” it said.

“Thank you, Mr. Youngman,” said the man behind the desk. Only it was not adesk, of course. It wasa
bench, and the man was ajudge.

He was being tried for arson and murder, Wilson told himsdlf, and he couldn’t remember what he had



done or what had brought him here or, now that he thought about it, anything of his past. Washeavictim
of amnesia? Of course not. There was no such thing asamnesia. Of that he was sure. Only he didn’t
know why he was sure.

Wilson sank back into his chair, thankful he had been relieved of the compulsion to speak, thankful, too,
that someone had believed in him enough to speak up for hisinnocence.

His heart overflowing with warmth, Wilson turned his head to the | eft. Seated beside him was atall, thin
man with short, sandy hair and aface like abeardless Lincoln. Hislong legs were curled under hischair,
and his body was curled, too, until it rested on its spine. He was cadaveroudly thin, but hisface was
tanned and hisindolent body seemed coiled with wiry strength. He smiled at Wilson and nodded asiif to
say, “You don't need to say anything. We rein thistogether, you and |.”

Or so Wilson interpreted it, with relief, partly because he did not know what to say, partly because he
was not sure he could muster the will to spesk.

Men and women were being questioned, one a atime, asthey sat in achair on a platform raised afoot
above the floor on the right of the judge’ s bench. The women seemed much dike and so did the men.
The women were dressed in long dark dresses of gray or black or dark blue cotton, the men in coverals
with blue shirts or occasionaly adark suit with ablue shirt underneath open at the throat. So, too, were
dressed the men at the table opposite him. One of them was not at the table now. He was asking
guestions of the men and women who sat in the chair. The younger one sat et the table. He said nothing.
He stared at Wilson or occasiondly alowed his gaze to drift around the room.

The questioning had been going on for some time now, Wilson decided. He must have drifted away again
because hdf the chairsfacing him in front of the oak partition now were filled with men and women. Like
the young man at the table, they spent most of their time looking at him.

“Do you have afinancid interest in any scientific laboratory?’ the blocky man was asking. “Has any
member of your family attended college? Taught in college? Performed research? Has any member of
your family benefited from any of the so-called miracle treetments for organic disease? Do any of them
have artificid organs?’

“Objection!” Y oungman said occasiondly.
“Overruled,” said the judge.

If the answer to any of hisquestionswas “yes,” the blocky man said, “Y ou are dismissed,” and if the
answer to dl of themwas*no,” hewould turn to Y oungman with alittle bow, and Y oungman would
uncoil himsdlf and standing negligently beside the table asking idle questions. He was not content to ask
the same questions over and over like the blocky man. He asked some of the men and women whether
they had made up their minds about the case, some whether they had seen the university burn, some
whether they knew the defendant, and one whether he had any prejudices about science or scientists.

“Objection, your honor,” said the blocky man.

“Sudtained,” said the judge, and he turned to Y oungman to say, “1 must warn you. Counselor, that this
line of questioning is not permissible. Scienceisnot ontrid here nor are scientists.”

“Exception,” said Y oungman. “ The clerk will note the fact as grounds for gppedl. Science and scientists
areontrid here, asthey are throughout this nation and throughout the world. Universitiesare being
burned; scientists are being hunted down and exterminated....”



“I must caution you, Counsdlor, that you are risking contempt proceedings with this outburst,” the judge
sad.

“I will cdll attention to theirregularities of thistrid,” Y oungman said, “ asthe basisfor an gpped not only
to ahigher court but to ahigher jury.” He waved his hand toward the back of theroom. “Thereisthe
proof of the nature of thistrid....”

“If you do not control yoursdf | will so dismissyou from thiscase,” the judge said.

Wilson let his attention wander. To hisleft was awooden railing. In the railling were three wooden gates
on hinges, one at ether sde of him and one behind him where the railing jogged to dlow room for a
doorway with double doorsinto the courtroom.

Beyond the railing was the audience. They sat in pewlike benches. They sat sllently in their dark dresses
and their blue shirts, their hands folded in their |gps or their arms folded acrosstheir chests. They stared
at him. Wilson could not read their expressions, whether it was judgment suspended or judgment passed.
If he was an arsonist and amurderer they would hate him, of course. Good men and women hate evil.

Here and there in the audience were afew persons who did not seem to fit with the rest 6 abeautiful
blond girl with short hair, young men with hard faces and watchful eyes, afew men in uniform on the front
row and at the door.

Behind the audience, at the back of the two aides, were the televison cameras pointed at the front of the
room, at the men and women in the witness chair or at the lawyersor at the judge or at someone behind
Wilson, but mostly at Wilson himsdf. He amused himsalf with watching the little red eye beneeth the long
lenses, particularly when he could tell that the lens was pointing toward him.

The blocky man 6 what had the judge caled him? Oh, yes, the digtrict attorney 6 wastaking to thejury,
but he kept turning toward the television cameras. Thetwelve chairsfor the jury were placed in two rows
of ax; they dl werefilled. Above them was a crowded ba cony. The balcony was reached by anarrow
corridor behind the paneled partition that formed the back of the jury box and by acircular staircase at
the end of the corridor. In the bal cony were people who kept pointing things at him.

Thedidrict atorney was saying, “I shdl provethat thisman, in league with others like him, planned the
burning of the University to discredit the Lowbrow Party and the Senate Subcommittee on Academic
Practices and in an attempt to gain sympathy for the egghead cause ... that the fire got out of hand and
killed many of the arsonists themsalves, but that this man, John Wilson, escaped and made hisway to the
Gulf Coast, where he attempted to sell his services and his nation’ s secretsto aforeign power and where
he was captured by courageous members of this nation’s nationa police force and returned to the
Federd Penitentiary to dand trid....”

There was no doubt, Wilson thought. The expression of the audience was hate. Before the scene faded
out he decided that he liked the other dream better. Asthis one ended he felt Y oungman take him by the
hand in farewell. Then he wasin some kind of whedled vehicle. From the vibration he thought it was
moving fast. He waslying flat on akind of cot. On the other side was another cot. Someone was Sitting
onit. Inamoment he recognized the dark-haired young man from the courtroom.

“He keeps coming out of it,” the young man said with an eastern accent. His voice had asneer to it, too.
“Givehim abigger dose”

Someone leaned over him, shutting off hisview of the young man, and he felt something cold and metalic
placed againgt his bare arm. He heard a hissing noise, and the cold object went away. He turned on his
left sde and let his eydids descend. After a suitable period hetried to read the note Y oungman had



pressed into his hand. The light through the barred window beside him flickered, but he findly made out
the words.

“You're under some kind of sedation. Next timetry to cut yoursdlf. We'll analyze the blood. Destroy the
note. It'ssolublein water.”

How interesting, Wilson thought. He worked his hand up to his mouth and dipped the paper between his
lips. It dissolved dl right. It tasted like peppermint.

He woke in the transparent darkness just before dawn. Someone was hammering at the door. “ Doctor,”
the door murmured through the house. “Doctor.” He got up quickly and dipped into hiswhite coat. He
never appeared to the villagerslike an ordinary man; that would corrode their confidence.

When he reached the door, it transmitted to him the voice of an excited woman. “ Doctor, my little girl!”
And more knocking.

He pressed a button beside the door, as he ran hisfingers through his hair. It was the blond Pat Helman,
as he had thought. He could see her plainly in the mirror beside the door. She had her daughter in her
arms. They were aone.

Wilson took astimulant pill from the dispenser beside the door, shook off the last remnants of his
disturbed dumber, and told the door to open. “Comein,” he said to the woman.

Hetook thelittle girl from her mother and carried her into the [aboratory, shutting the door of the
white-tiled room carefully in the mother’ sface. The girl was hot and breathing rapidly but still conscious.
He placed the girl on the diagnostic table and set the diasfor her identification.

The computer clicked asit searched its memory bank for the girl’ s medical history. The sensors applied
themselvesto the girl’ s body while Wilson soothed her fearswith acam hand and acamer voice. Ina
moment the diagnosis gppeared in the frosted glass above the little girl’ s head. Encephditis. Theinjection
cameimmediatdy afterward, painlesdy, virtudly unfelt.

Wilson returned the girl to her mother. “She'll beal right now,” he said confidently. “But hang thisaround
her neck to ward off evil.” It wasasimple puzzle, and perhapsthe girl would improve her mind.

“Thank you, doctor, thank you, thank you,” the young woman said, unable to stop. “ She would have
died.”

“Yes,” Wilson said. She would have, too, he thought. “How isyour husband’ sleg?’

“All hedled. He waswalking on it the next day, just asif it had never been broken.”

“And does he remember to say the charm?’

“The two-timestwo? Y es, Doctor. I’'m even beginning to say it, aswell, just from hearing it so often.”
“It won't hurt you,” Wilson said. *'Y ou missed much ingruction, coming from the city.”

“Wel bring you apig, Doctor!”

“I am hereto hdp. Iseverything dl right in the village?’



“The stranger is dtill a the motdl. The one we suspect isatax collector. He has been asking questions
about you.”

“By name?’

“No. He asks only about our witch-doctor. Are you good? Do you charge too much? Where do you
live? Do you have vistors? We do not tell him anything.”

“Thank you, my dear.”

Hedid not have timeto think about the stranger in the village. Scarcely had the door closed behind Pat
Helman and her daughter than the knocking began again and the door announced other callers.

First it was afarmer whose corn was not growing asit should in spite of fertilizer and water. He brought
asample of soil. The analyzer said it wastoo acid, and Wilson gave him awagonload of holy powder to
work into theland. A ddivery truck limped in for service. The andlyzer reveded that the reactor eement
was worn out and would have to be replaced and sent in for renewal. Even with the automeatic equipment
in the sedled garage, thejob took half an hour.

Then came the mogt difficult part of Wilson' sjob, the birth of achild with abrain injury. The diagnosis
was quick and the reaction immediate. The child was dead as soon as the computer clicked out the
judgment that it would never lead more than avegetable existence. Wilson found the mother’ s gratitude
most difficult to endure, but he knew it was deserved.

By thistime the sun waswdl up, and the timefor rdigiousingtruction was at hand. In the classroom was
asprinkling of children from four to Sixteen, and even afew married women who could not go on the
pilgrimage and were not yet tied down by children. He welcomed them all.

After aninvocation and abrief sermon, Wilson settled them to then individud programs at their individua
learning Stations, and soon they were listening to the individua instruction that seemed to cometo them
out of theair. They listened for afew minutes, wrote on the magic tabletsin front of them, and then
compared their answers with the one in the soothsayer window beside the tablet.

Wilson left them and returned to hisliving quartersin the self-contained cottage. Now he would have a
few moments of rest with everyone a work in their homes or in the fields or in the classroom. Perhaps he
would even havetimefor alittle research of hisown.

But he did not have the time after dl. He had no more settled himslf into hisfavorite chair in the study
than the computer told him that someone had followed him from the classroom and was trying to unscrew
the ingpection post on the computer. He opened the door.

“Hdlo, Christopher,” he said.

It was the James boy 6 17 years old and a good student, a handsome, quick, inquisitive lad with an
annoying habit of arguing with hisedersthat caused dissenson in the village. His parents despaired of
making him a cooperating part of the family group.

But he was sullen now.
“Wel,” Wilson sad.
“I wish to be awise man like you,” the boy said.

“How like me?’ Wilson asked.



“Wiselikeyou. | wish to know al things”

“I do not know dl things. The universeisinfinite and eterna, and even if aman searched through infinity
for an eternity ill hewould not know dl things”

“I wish then to know as much as aman can know.”

“Knowledge aoneisneither ablessing or avirtue”

“Itisdl | want.”

“The passion for knowledgeisafever that can consume aman.”

“I am consumed. How can | learn more?’

“Thereisthe classroom.”

“The voice of God tellsme only what | know dready. Itisdrill only, and | do it perfectly.”

That was true, Wilson knew. The boy had made no mistakes for weeks. The computer had warned him
that it wastimefor the boy to begin his pilgrimage. “ Knowledge isworthless without an end. Theidle
learner isadanger not only to himsdlf but to others. He will put hisknowledge to work only to satisfy his
idle curiogity, heedless of the consequences, as you have done here.”

Theboy argued. “Thissurely isman’ sdestiny 6 to seek truth and to follow wherever it leads. Truth isthe
greatest good. If some are hurt in the discovery, some awayswill be hurt 6 in its absence even more than
initspresence 6 and it is better that they be hurt in the search for truth than in the protection of their
ignorance.”

“The man who has found true wisdom does not dedl in right and wrong; he does not judge ends. For
some, truth isagood, for others, agod. It must be good for al or it isgood for none. God must serve
man, not man God. The latter way leadsto cruelty and amordity justified by sdlf-righteousness.”

“How can truth be good for al?” Christopher asked sullenly.

“I have sought truth al my life,” said Wilson. “How do | usethelittle | have found?’
“Y ou servethe village, but ¢”

"y e’

The boy burgt out, “What good is knowledge if one cannot seek more, if with every step one cannot see
the universe opening up?’

Wilson was silent. He let the boy think about it.

“I suppose,” Christopher said reluctantly, “you do not stop seeking. But you spend timein service when
you might belearning.” Hewasslent again. 1 suppose| could learn to serve.”

“That is part of what you must learn,” Wilson said.
“How do | start?’
“Theway of the seeker after truth islong and difficult,” Wilson warned him.

The boy nodded. He did not know, Wilson thought, he could not know how hard and how difficult it



was, but perhaps, perhaps, he would follow the path to its end.

“Y ou havelived in this village long enough,” Wilson said. “Now you must go out and learn something
about the world. Y ou will wander from place to place learning about people and serving them, doing for
them what they cannot do for themselves, and learning to do it with aglad heart. Perhaps you may spend
sometime at the Emperor’ s Court. Perhgps you may visit another kingdom. But if you learn well and
seek long, you may find the way to greater knowledge than you now dream of, knowledge you do not
need to Stedl.”

“When can | begin?’ the boy asked.

“Ask your parents,” Wilson said gently. “Tell them | said you are ready for the pilgrimage.” They would
be sorry to see the boy go, he thought, and yet relieved.

The boy turned eagerly toward the door and then swung back. “Will | ever belike you, Doctor?’

“If you seek long and are found worthy, you will learn much. Oneday, if you are successful in al things,
you will be expected to serveas| do.”

“May | beworthy,” the boy said.

As beléft, the door admitted George Johnson, the village elder. He was breathless with excitement.
“Doctor,” hesaid, panting. “There are soldiersin the village.”

“How many?
“Eight and a sergeant. They are demanding taxes.”

“They or the sranger?’

“The gtranger. He commands them.”

“Where are they?”’

“At the motel. Shall werefuseto pay? Shall weress?’

“érender unto Caesar what is Caesar’s.” But | will go to speak with them.”

When he reached the motel, he found two soldiersin imperia purple guarding the door with their pellet
guns. They dtirred uneasily at the sight of hiswhite jacket and then stood aside to admit him.

At atablein the dining room, aman in awrinkled suit and an open-collared blue shirt was accepting a
few pieces of gold jewelry from one of the villagers and checking off aname on alist. The man looked up
and an expression of sardonic delight crossed his face as he waved the villager away.

The man was out of Wilson's persigtent nightmare. He had dark, curly hair that grew low on his
forehead, alarge nose, and close-set black eyesthat looked speculatively into Wilson's.

“Y ou have come.”
“Y ou state the obvious.”

“Therestisincidenta,” the young man said. “Worthwhile but incidenta . We wished only to get you away
from your fortress. We have had quite enough of their defenses.”



“Herel am,” Wilson said. “If you are on awitch-hunt, you have found someone who will serve your
purpose.”

“You will betaken to didtrict court for trid.”
Wilson nodded.

The villagers were gathered outside in the dusk when Wilson was taken out of the motel, his hands
chained behind him. The villagers tirred toward the soldiers, and the pellet guns came up quickly.

Wilson stepped forward. “Go home,” he said. “ They will not do to me anything that | do not permit.
There will be another doctor here to help you while | am gone. Go home. Do not resist the Emperor’s
oldiers”

The villagers parted. The soldiers put him into the wagon and sat on the benches on either Sde asthe
horses started the wagon along the cracked, old, four-lane highway to the city.

Once more the voice of the bailiff parted the fog that filled hismind. “ All rise. Digtrict court, Judge Green
presiding, isnow in sesson.”

The twelve good men and true 6 some of them women, to be truly accurate 6 were back in their oak jury
box. Thelittle balcony above the jury was crowded. Wilson had the feding that it was balanced
precarioudy on gtilts and that it might topple forward a any moment. As Wilson's gaze drifted around the
room, he saw that the benches beyond the railing to hisleft werefilled aswell. He looked until he saw the
blond girl and smiled. The television cameras were back, too, their red lights switching back and forth

hypraticaly.

Perhaps it was because he had been here before, perhaps, if it was true that he was drugged, that his
tolerance for the drug wasincreasing, or perhaps, if this were adream, that his subconscious was
dredging up more detail to satisfy his conscious mind. Everything moved with eephantine downess, and
even in that dow progression there were curious gaps.

Perhaps the summer day was more humid and the old air conditionersin the back windows could not
keep up; they chuffed continuoudy, but the arms of his chair had adick, moist fed to them. Theroom
smelled oddly 6 acrid and musky with human sweat from the bodies packed closdly together, alittle
musty like decaying wood, and over it dl the bite of burning incense.

Events had moved aong in the courtroom, Wilson became aware. He had the impression that witnesses
had been sitting in the chair to the right of the judge’ s bench and that they had been talking about him and
afire

A university had been burned 6 not just abuilding or two but the entire fifty or so and now on top of the
hill where once red roofs had been glimpsed from afar could be seen only black ruins. A janitor who had
worked at the university testified, under theing stent questioning of the district attorney, thet there had
been |ate meetings in the offices he cleaned. He had overheard talk about setting fires, and he had
retrieved from wastebaskets rough plans of the university buildings on which had been written the words
“gasoling’ or “thermite.” The digtrict attorney offered the Sketchesin evidence.

Y oungman objected occasionaly. Usudly he was overruled. He asked to have the identification of the
handwriting verified by an independent expert and was refused.



The dark-haired young man beside the didtrict attorney who looked familiar to Wilson, in adreamlike
way, said nothing. Sometimes he smiled at Wilson. Occasionally he leaned over to whisper to the district
attorney or to motion with his head at the cameras, and then the district attorney would ask the witness a
guestion or make amotion to the judge.

Then there was a student on the stand who said something about discussionsin class concerning the
ignorance of the common man and how easily he was mided. He had reported the discussionsto the
loca committee on academic practices. He aso had made tape recordings of the discussion and of the
teacher’ slectures. He had recorded talk in class about the university burnings, too, and whether they
would turn the people againgt the Senate Subcommittee on Academic Practices and, indeed, thewhole
Lowbrow movement.

It al wasvagudy familiar, like an old dream, and about asimportant. Wilson gazed idly around the room
again. Four old light fixtures hung from thetal ceiling. Some of the ceailing tileswere sagging. The air
conditionerswerethin, old, window units placed high in four tal windows at the back of the room,
behind the cameras.

Suddenly he could not see aswell. The room had darkened. Films were being shown at the front of the
room. The scenewasin a classroom, and mostly the films showed a single person, the teacher, at the
head of the room. He should know the teacher, Wilson thought. Of course, it was himself. He felt good
to redlize that he had a piece of himsalf back; he had been ateacher. He had not been particularly good
at it, though.

Helooked rather ridiculous up there talking about thingslike the sociologica significance of protest and
the psychologica content of lynching, about the values of the Lowbrow movement and the hypocrisy of
Senator Bartlett and his Subcommittee, about the importance of the scientific method and the necessity
for the detachment of the scienti<t.

Thefilmwas dull, and the lecture was dull and pointlesdy pontifica, saying nothing repetitively. Wilson
felt Y oungman'selbow glanceinto hisribs and heard the lawyer mutter something. He nodded and
stared past the screen at the front of the room. There were two doors, one on either side of thejudge's
bench. The one on the judge’ sright had a frosted window; in the other the glasswas clear. The judge
had come through the door on hisright; the recorder, who was in charge of acomplicated device justin
front of the bench, had come through the door with the clear glass.

Wilson turned farther to hisright. Behind him, Wilson was fascinated to discover, was another group of
chairs 6 about a dozen, Smilar to those on the opposite side of the room for the jury. Only thisside had
no wooden back or platform to raise the second row of chairs. People were sitting in the chairs. They
were dressed in ragged suits, most of them, with blue open-collared shirts beneath their coats. One face
in particular drew Wilson's gaze. It was aface alittle like that of an Old Testament prophet with a
boyish, unruly mop of hair and eyesthat looked at Wilson asif he were an object. Wilson looked at the
man for along time before the man looked away. Wilson decided that he knew the man, but he could not
remember where,

Above the heads of the people sitting behind him were a group of large pictures hung in two rows on the
wadll. They werein oak frames of assorted sizes. Four of the men pictured in them had beards; three of
the other four had mustaches.

That made it seven to onein favor of face hair, Wilson thought. He fdt his chin. He was clean shaven. He
did not remember shaving.

When he turned his gaze back to the front of the room, the films were more exciting. They were color



filmsof agreat fire. Buildings were burning, big oneswith pillars and towers, built of sone and brick.
Some of them were ruins of rubble and glowing cods, others were mdting idandsin aseaof flame.

If onelooked closdly one could see, as Wilson saw, black, stick figures running in front of the flames,
back and forth, back and forth, until the redization came that they were not in front of the flamesbut in
them, and they were consumed. It was the old nightmare. Wilson remembered it now with al its horror.

Hemoaned. “Sylvial” he said beneath his breath. “ Sammy!” The fog lifted alittle from hisbrain and
allowed the pain to lance through. Even as he watched the terrible scenes he remembered so well, he
knew there was something he should do, something he had forgotten to do, something he must remember
to do.

Then there was aface on the screen, aface painted with scarlet fingers, aface satanic in expression, a
facetrying to hide, it seemed, behind an unbuttoned shirt collar and acoeat collar turned up. It was
another familiar face. He knew that face. It was his own.

It wasthe face of guilt. He shrank from it. He turned his head away from it and met the gaze of

Y oungman at hisside. Y oungman’ s eyes were on him, asking him to do something, but Wilson's head
wastoo filled with pain. Across from him the dark young man was looking a him, too, hislipscurledina
mockery of asmile, hisface changed by the scarlet reflections from the screen into akind of devil’s
mask, not unlike Wilson' sface therein the film. Behind him, Wilson had the fedling, other eyeswere
staring at the back of his head.

He stood up, swaying on hisfeet, and put his hand to histhroat. He fdt asif he were choking. There was
atiethere, adthough he didn’t remember putting on atie. He felt his shoulders. He wore acoat. Heran his
fingerstremblingly dong the lapels. Suddenly he jerked them away with an exclamation of pain.

Asthelights went up in the courtroom, he was standing at the table, looking down at his hand. Therewas
blood on his right hand and more blood welling from acut on hisright index finger. Y oungman reached
out his handkerchief to staunch the flow of blood and got some on the deeve of his coat.

Theteevison cameras were staring a him. Wilson looked guiltily into their lenses.

1V

The room was on the third floor of atwenty-eight-story building located in the heart of the old city. It was
on thethird floor because the e evators had stopped working long ago and there was no point in climbing
when so many comparable rooms were available e sewhere.

The city wasthinly populated now, supported only by the desultory activities of the Emperor and his
authorities. Those activities had to be located where the old highway systems focused, whereriver traffic
was possible, and where an occasional steam-powered locomotive could tug in astring of decrepit cars
ontherudty rals.

Theroom waslarge, but acorroded meta counter divided it in half. Wilson stood on the window side of
the counter, where only a battered desk and afew rickety chairs cluttered the marble floors. Thewalls,
too, were faced with marble higher than hishead. A pot-bellied iron stove sood near awindow whereits
black chimney pipe could snake through the shattered glass patched with plywood scavenged from
somewhere else. The stove was cold now in the heat of the summer, but the room was cool.

The dark young man sat behind the desk, watching him. Wilson stood in front of the desk, waiting, his
hands till chained behind him.



“S0,” theyoung man said findly, “you areawitch.”
“That iswhat peoplecdl me.”
“But you are not awitch.”

“I am many things. To people who cal meawitch, | am awitch. | have strange powers with which to
control the natural world. | can do things that others cannot do, things they cannot even understand. For
thisthey respect me; for my servicesin their behdf they sometimes pay me. | am their mediator between
the goodness of life that they want and the evil in life that kegps them from having it.”

“Y ou are an educated man who uses the old science to delude the people. The Emperor wants to know
where you got your learning, and he wants to know where you got your building and equipment and how
it is defended and where you get your supplies.”

“The Emperor wantsto know agreat ded. That isthe beginning of education.”
“Itisnot wise to joke about the Emperor,” the young man said.
“I do not joke,” Wilson said.

“The Emperor does not want education,” the young man snapped. “He wantsinformation. Hewill get it
fromyou.” He settled back in hischair. “Y ou have succeeded in stirring me once against my will. If you
succeed again you will be aclever man, too clever to be dlowed to exist. Wewill be put to the trouble of
finding another witch.”

“I would not willingly trouble anyone.”

“Y ou would be wise especiadly not to trouble the head of the Emperor’ s secret police.”
“Y ou are young for such eminence.”

The young man smiled. “Thereis no age requirement for competence.”

“Nor for ambition. And what isthis competent young man’'s name?’

“Y ou may call meéCaptain.’*

“Y ou do think of me asawitch, Captain.”

“Why do you say that?’

“Y ou do not give me your name. Isit because, after dl, you believethat if | know your name | might have
power over you?’

“Peasant superdtition.”
“Andyet 67’

“Y ou will not taunt me into revealing my nameto you. | think you have no power, and yet who knows
what power the old science may give you? A prudent man 6 But you are clever! | have brought you here
to answer my questions, and you have me answering yours. Inthe end it will aval you nothing, however;
you will answver my questions.”

“And then?’



“If you are cooperative the Emperor may choose to be merciful.”

“The Emperor’ smercy iswell known. But | am aman who lives by reason. If | cooperate | will need to
be convinced that my cooperation is merited. Y ou will have to answer my questions.”

“Ask your questions,” the young man said, shrugging.
“Why doesthe Emperor suddenly interest himsdlf in the villages?’
“The Emperor isinterested in every part of hisempire, now and always.”

“But he has not interfered in the internal affairs of the villages for adecade. That was when the last
witch-hunt ended in failure.”

“So | have heard. But thisis not awitch-hunt. What is one witch more or |less?’

Wilson stood squarely in front of the young man, not shifting hisweight, his shoulders pulled back by the
chainshinding hiswrigts. “Don't the villagers pay their taxes?’

“Only when soldiers are sent for them, and even then thereis not much. A few trinkets but no coins, and
grain and livestock are too bulky for soldiersto carry.”

“Thevillagers havelittle need for money.”

“Thanksto you and your fellow witches. They have only to ask for help and you give it to them. How can
they develop their initiative, their ability to hep themselves?’

“And yet we keep the villages peaceful, the villagers happy. Surely the Emperor countsthisablessng.
There have been no uprisngs.”

“How can sheep rebd? We are an annoyance to them; we should be indispensable.”
“Asarethear witches,” Wilson said smply. “The Emperor begrudges usthat.”

“The Emperor begrudges nothing. He rules an empire sretching from St. Louisto Denver. It isthe largest
and grestest empirein theworld, but it isonly ashadow of what it might be. Y ou and your fellow witches
keep it feeble. Instead of sturdy, ambitious subjects, he has villages of listlessfarmers. Instead of a
bustling empirefilled with the sound of factories turning out goods for export, he has aland that is content
to listen to the corn growing. How long before such anation is conquered by its neighbors?’

“What difference would it maketo the villagers?’

“It would make a difference to the Emperor. And it would make a difference to the villagersif they had
the ambition to improve their lots, to produce for trade instead of consumption, to move their excess
populationsto the citieswhere they can put the factories to work again, revive the mines, repair the
refineries, get the economy going....”

“Back to the machines?” Wilson shook his head. “Y our Emperor’ s predecessors did their job too well.
A hatred of machinesis bred into the people. They cannot go back.”

“Y ou give them machines.”

“Those are not machines. They are magic, and the people are not tied to them. They areto serve, not to
be served.”



“The people won't go back aslong asyou and your fellow witches give them the benefits of the machine
without respongbility for it. The Emperor calsyou the opiate of the people.”

Wilson amiled.

The young man’s eyes smoldered. “It is you witches who oppress the people. Once relieved of your
crutch they will find that they never needed you. They will haveto return to the cities; they will haveto
return to progress.”

Wilson chuckled.
“You laugh?’ the young man asked increduloudly.

“At theirony. First you destroy science and the machines science built, and then you struggle to get them
back. It isal amatter of leverage for those who wield power 6 or want to.”

“There would be no struggleif it were not for you. Our Emperor hasthe interests of the peoplein his
heart; he wants to see them happy and prospering. He does not want them ground under the hedl of a
conqueror.”

“Does someone threaten war?” Wilson asked. “That is hard to believe. Conditions are much fee same
everywhere 6 only afew young men who cannot master the teachings or the way of life of the villages or
who grow up untutored in the city’ sruins become soldiers. There are too few to fight awar of conquest;
there is not enough trangportation or enough materia. But perhapsit isthe Emperor who grows restless.
Would helike to expand his empire?Isit he who plansawar of conquest?’

The young man looked at Wilson with hard eyes and unmoving face. “Enough of your questions. Now
youwill answer mine”

“AK.”
“Where did you get your knowledge?’
“I was educated in avillage not far from here.”

“Youdid not learn dl you know in avillage schooal,” the young man said sharply. “We have questioned
villagers, and they have an interesting amount of misinformation and information of little value to them or
anyone ese, but they arefilled with superdtition and they do not know how to heal the sick or how to
make the land fertile or how to repair their machines when they stop working.”

“When | was ayoung man,” Wilson said, his eyes reminiscent, “there &till were universities. | learned
many thingsin one of them but morein thevillages. | traveled from village to village working, talking to
the people, learning from them. Eventudly, by contemplation and perseverance, | found my way to truth.”

“What istruth?”’

“Y ou will pardon me, Captain,” Wilson said, as he moved dowly toward the unbroken window pane that
was | eft and looked out into the street three floors below. It was cluttered with debris from the building
opposite, which had been burned long before, and with rusted vehicles of various kinds, now little more
than mounds of ore. A path wide enough for awagon had been created in the center of the old Street.
Otherwise the street was the way it had been left when the city was abandoned by al except the
scavengers. The street was empty and Slent.

“If I could tell you what | found,” Wilson said, turning back to the young man at the desk, “1 would not



have had to go to seek it. No one could tell me. At best | could only be prepared to find it and to know it
when | found it and was ready to accept it. What istruth? | cannot tell you, Captain. | can only tdll you
wheretofindit.”

“Wherewill | findit?’

“Among the people and in your heart and mind. It isthe secret of the peopl€ ssurviva and their fitnessto
survive. It iswhat the people must be to survive and how they must be sdlected if they areto evolve.”

“All thisisthe superdtition you feed the villagers to keep them under your spell,” the young man said
impatiently. “What isit you found? Where did you get your knowledge?’

“Thisisnot something you can pass aong like amultiplication table, Captain. Y ou must find it for
yoursdlf, with humility and an open mind.”

“Rubbish! Where do you get your buildings? Where do you get your supplies?’
“From those who also have found truth.”

Theyoung man sat in hischair looking at Wilson. “Y ou will tell methesethings” hesaid é last. “We
have some of the old drugs that are reputed to loosen tongues, and if these have lost their powers we can
try methods more physica. And when you havetold usdl we wish to know, you will goontrid asa
witch.”

“How will you try me,” Wilson asked, “when you dready have judged me?’

“Sergeant,” the young man caled out. The leader of the platoon came through the doorway followed by
two of hissoldiers.

The young man smiled. “By fire, witch. How els?’

V

A woman was Sitting in the witness chair when the courtroom swam back into Wilson' s consciousness.,
Except for her the room was just asit had been before 6 the jury, the two men at the table opposite,

Y oungman beside him, the stone-faced audience, the peering eyes of the televison cameras, the men
sitting behind him under the pictures of the eight old men, seven of them with beards or mustaches.

It had the recurring quality of anightmare, but it moved dong. Which was red ? he wondered fuzzily.
Was he the witch-doctor in aworld of villages being put to the question and dreaming of aworld in
which science was being repudiated? Or was he ascientist on tria for burning auniversity and dreaming
of aworld in which the scientist was a respected and beloved helper of the people?

He could not decide. He knew, though, which one he hoped wasred 6 and thiswas not it.

There were so many things he did not know. He did not know whether he was guilty, asthisvagudy
familiar woman in the chair seemed to be saying. The lawyer who was defending him 6 he had said
Wilson was not guilty. But that was what lawyers always said, wasn't it? Or else there would be few
trids.

The didrict attorney was asking the woman questions about the evening the university had burned. “Y ou
saw the defendant that evening, Mrs. Craddock?’



“Hewas at our house. We had dinner, and he said 6”
“Who isthis man? Can you identify him for us, Mrs. Craddock?’
“John Wilson,” Mrs. Craddock said. “That man Sitting there,” she said, pointing.

She was an attractive woman, Wilson thought, but an unattractive emotion was distorting her features.
Weasit hatred?

“The defendant?’

“Yes. He said Harvard had burned and Ca Tech had burned, and the University would be next.”
“And by é&he Universty’ he meant 67’

“Weadl knew what he meant. The university he worked for.”

“And why did he think the University would be next?’

“Hedidn’'t say, but he gave usthe impression that it wasinevitable. That it was dready determined.”
“That it was planned?’

“yes”

“Thet it would be soon?’

“yes”

“And did you get theimpression from the defendant that he had been part of the planning?’
“Yes@”

Y oungman objected, and the judge ordered it stricken from the record, but the audience had heard it 6
and it gtirred them to an. animal moan. Thetelevision viewers had heard it. And most of dl thejurors had
heard it. They were ready to declare him guilty on the spot, Wilson felt. Asamatter of fact, he was ready
to admit hisown guilt. If he could only remember! But his mind wasfilled with swirling fog.

He hdf roseinhischair. “Emily?’ he began. “Emily 67" And he could not continue, because the thought
had come to him that the name of the woman on the witness stand was “Emily,” and he had remembered
that much. And he could remember vaguely an evening when he had esten at atable with Emily and
someone named Mark and two children named Amy and Junior, and he had said something like the
thingsthat Emily had said. Only it was not quiteright.

He stood there in front of the jury and the audience and the television eyes, and it was like an admission
of guilt that he should speak the woman’s name but say no more but he could not think of what elseto
say but “Emily.” Thewoman he knew by that name frowned and unconscioudly bit her lower lip. The
dark young man who szt at the table opposite him and had not yet spoken aloud braced his hands upon
hischair asif hewere about to rise.

“Sit down, Mr. Wilson!” the judge ordered. “Y ou may not interrupt thetrial. If you wish to be heard, you
must appear as awitness.”

Y oungman’s hand touched Wilson's arm, and Wilson sank back to his seat, bemused.



After Y oungman's cross-examination, unshaken but with gpparent relief, Mrs. Craddock was alowed to
leave the witness chair. She wasfollowed to the chair by others. A man identified asadesk clerk at a
downtown hotel testified that on the night of the fire he had seen the defendant get off abusfrom this
town, make atelephone cdl, and then register at the hotel under the name of “Gerald Perry” and with the
occupation of “salesman from Rochester, N.Y.” He had left m the middle of the night. No one had seen
him go.

A seedy middle-aged man said that he had been paid by Wilson to pick up a package addressed to
Wilson a generd ddivery and then to tossit behind abush as he left the post office. Immediately
afterward he had been accosted by detectives who were hunting for Wilson but by the time they had
returned to the spot Wilson had fled.

An old man testified that a man who looked like Wilson had bought a hearing aid from him for $239.95
on the day following the fire, and ayoung man, who had clerked at that time in an éectronics parts store,
said that on the day following the fire Wilson had paid him $153 for parts and the use of aworkroom and
tools.

A broad-shouldered, thick-necked man with a nose that had been broken sometime in the recent past
identified himsdlf asan investigator for the Senate Subcommittee on Academic Practices and tetified that
he had picked up Wilson in New Orleans as Wilson was about to sell his services to an agent for the
government of Braxzil, dong with whatever secrets he had in his possession.

Y oungman objected again. “What is the relevance of the testimony of these witnessesto the crime of
which my client isaccused? These actions are readily interpreted as those of aman in greet fear of his
persond safety, as who would not be if he had seen his university burned and hisfriends dain by amob?
| ask that all thistestimony be struck from the record and that the jury be asked to disregard it.”

The judge looked at the digtrict attorney, and the blocky man turned to the dark young man beside him.
The young man whispered in the digtrict attorney’ s ear, his hand cupped in front of his mouth.

“Your honor,” said the digtrict attorney, risng to hisfeet, “I am shocked a the attorney for the defense
accusing the people of this state and of this nation of mob actions. | would remind the court and the
attorney that they are not on trid. The withesses who have appeared before this court have painted a
picture of aman whose actions are not those of an innocent person who had only to enter the nearest
police gation if he needed protection. He could there have entered a complaint against othersif hefelt
they were responsible for this tragic event. Instead he assumed a fase name, persuaded othersto act for
him under suspicious circumstances, obtained devices for which he had no legd use, and attempted to
dipillegdly out of the country. These are the actions of aman ridden with guilt and trying to evade the
natural consequences of hisactions ¢”

“Your honor,” Y oungman said, haf-rigng, “the district atorney ismaking a peech.”

“All the testimony given today is pertinent, your honor,” the district attorney said. “And it will lead to
other revelations.”

“Will it lead to the revelation,” Y oungman asked, “that | have not been permitted to consult with my client
snce hisarrest, an officid action which prejudicesthe entire trid and which will be called to the attention
of the appellate court as soon asthistria is concluded?’

“Areyou raisng an objection, Mr. Youngman?’ the judge asked evenly.

“| am objecting to the entire nature and structure of thistrial,” Y oungman said clearly. “It isafarceto
think that this man can defend himsalf without consultation. This man has not even been dlowed to see his



wife gnce hisimprisonment. If this state of affairs continues, if my client is prevented from communicating
with hislawyer and hisfamily, | will refuseto let my client take the stand, and we will apped this caseto
the highest court.”

Thejury stirred. The audience groaned. A blond young woman stood up in the audience and screamed.
Then, putting the back of her hand to her lips, she crumpled to thefloor.

How fascinating, Wilson thought. Was that woman hiswife? She looked familiar dl right. He had seen
her before. She looked like the Pat Hlman of his dream 6 or his dream of the Pat Helman of hisreal
exigence

VI

Wilson's senses were numb, but the very numbness seemed to enhance his subconscious awareness. He
hed, for instance, afeding that hewasin abuilding of immense size. Theroomitself wasrdatively small.
The walswere stone, and a stone fireplace with amarble mantel was built into the far wall. Severa old
tubular metd chairs with |eatherette uphol stery were placed negtly againg thewalls. A singletal window
brokethewall a hisright; it was|atticed with metal bars. A thick doorway wasto hisleft. Beyond it
were two uniformed guards, and beyond them was a peering lens mounted on atripod. It made a muted,
whirring noise.

Besdesthefeding of massive size, Wilson adso sensed astrong ingtitutiona odor of sogp and antiseptic.
In addition he sensed, nearer, amore subtle fragrance that he had not smelled for along time, for many
months, but it brought back memories of agirl driving along Cadillac Turbo-jet 500, agirl with bright
golden hair like ascarf tugging at her head, with blue eyes and warm lips and athroat like awhite
column,

Hewas not surprised that she was sitting beside him, but then little seemed to surprisshim. “You've 6
you've cut 6 your hair,” he got out. Her hair was straight and short now, not much longer thanaman's,
with soft bangs across her forehead, but she was aslovely as ever. She dressed more sedately, too, than
his errant memory recalled.

“Yes, darling,” shesad. “I’'man old married lady now.” She held out aleft hand with athick gold ring on
it.

“Married?’ he echoed.

“Oh, what have they doneto you?’ shewailed. And she threw hersdf at him. Her amswent around his
neck. Her head buried itsdlf in the hollow between his neck and his shoulder, and he felt something sting
the back of hisneck. “To you, John Wilson,” shewhispered in his ear. He Straightened and for amoment
the cloudsin hishead parted. “I’'m sorry,” she said an ingtant later as she pulled hersdf away and
rearranged her hair. “I lost control of myself. | promised mysdlf | wouldn’t do that. Y ou have enough to
worry about without that.”

Helooked at her, trying to remember. Her name was Pat Helman é maybe 6 or perhapsit was Pat
Wilson, Mrs. John Wilson. But surely he would be more certain about hiswife. Hewason tria for
something to do with the burning of auniversity. He remembered that. And now he must bein prison
where he was being visited by thiswoman who said shewas hiswife.

She had been talking for several minutes and he had not been listening, herealized guiltily. Hetried to
concentrate on what she was saying.



“Y ou must try to understand, Johnny. They let one of usvist you. Only one. It' sjust for show, of course,
but Charley and | 6 that’s Charley Y oungman, your lawyer 6 decided that we couldn’t pass up the
opportunity. Wetalked it over and decided | should come, that maybe | could get through to you better.

“You'reontrid for your life, Johnny. They’ Il hang you for sureif you don’t do something. As payment
for thisvist we ve agreed to let you take the witness stand in your own defense, but you' ve got to snap
out of it or they’ll cut you up.”

Thefog was beginning to drift away, he thought, and amoment later hewas sure of it. First came the stab
of remembrance like aflaming sword, and the flames spread until they ate away agreat and beautiful
university and then consumed its beating heart, the men and women who taught and studied there, friends
of his, colleagues, and one who was more than afriend. The pain made his eyes|ower to his handswhere
they rested motionless on hislegslike paralyzed white spiders.

“Y ou're not guilty, Johnny,” the blond girl was saying, “but you' re acting asif you were. And that’ sthe
samething.”

No, hewasn't guilty. He remembered now the way it was. When he was a boy he and some friends had
fired an old grain bin to kill the rats asthey came out. That' sthe way it had been that night.

“Thetimeisamost up,” thegirl said. “They’ ve given usonly haf an hour. You're going to bedl right. |
know it, now.”

Y es, hewas going to be dl right if be could only keep remembering and not forget. He could remember
the terror and desperation of the long escape to New Orleans. They had traced his every step, these
people who were trying him for the crimes of al scientists. The only factsthey did not have 6 or at least
that they had not reveded yet 6 were thisgirl beside him, who was not, he thought regretfully, Mrs.
Wilson, and the shadowy organization she represented.

She had picked him up on the highway after he had |eft thetrain at Alexandriaand his second-hand car
hed given up. “I’'m old Tim Helman'sonly child,” shehad said, “and | have aguilt complex arunway
long.” He knew who Tim Helman was 6 he was the financier who had put his money and the money of
millions of othersinto commercia rocketports and artificid satellites. He was the man who had logt it dl
when the Lowbrow movement came a ong and the government revoked his subsidies before the complex
could gtart paying off. He was the man who had died of a heart attack ¢ it was announced as a heart
attack 6 before he could be brought to tria for fraud under ablue-sky law that was, for once, aptly
named.

Later, Pat Helman and aman named Pike had convinced him that he and hisfellow scientistswere as
blindly wrong in their pursuit of inhuman truth as the mobs who made up the Lowbrow movement were
wrong in their massacre of the scientists. He had goneto live with the people, to seeif he could become
one of them instead of an egghead walled off by an impenetrable shdll of superiority, to determineif he
could learn from them what they were trying to communicate by violence.

Now Wilson understood these matters emotionaly aswell asintdlectualy, and he thought he understood
the people. He understood their need for a scapegoat to take the blamefor their sins, and he a'so
understood their desires for someone better than themsel ves to represent their finest aspirations. He had
given himsdlf up as one or the other. What wasit to be?

“Oh, Johnny,” said Pat Helman, whose name was not Wilson and never had been and perhaps never
would be. “It'sdl up to you. I’ ve got to go now. | may never seeyou again.” Once more she threw
hersdf a him, and again she whispered againgt his ear. “We didn’t mean for you to give yourself up, you
idiot! We can’t get you out of here or that courtroom either. All we can do is give you the antidote to the



drugs, which I’ ve done. Y ou mustn't let on though, or they’ [l never put you on the stand, and your
martyrdom might aswell pay off in one moment of glory.” And then she pulled herself away. “ Good-by,
Johnny. Good-by.”

Hewas|éeft donein thelittle room, staring after her, staring into the eye of the camerawhich had
recorded this touching moment of reunion between a notorious crimina and hiswife, through officid
generosity, and he dulled hiseyes and let them sink to his hands as the guards came and led him
unresisting down the echoing corridorsto hiscell.

VI

The wordsin the relentless whisper echoed in hisears, “ Y ou are awitch, awitch, awitch. Where do you
get your wit, your wit, your wit?" The echo wasingde his head, which was agreat empty space.

He opened his eyes and saw nothing. At first he thought that he was blind and then, as a shadow
pirouetted acrossthe ceiling, he redized that the cell waslit by asingle candle in the corner. He could not
summon the will to look at it but he knew it was there by the shadows.

Hewaslying on crumbling cement. He could fed it dusty beneath his hands. From the musty smell of the
place it might be an underground room, perhaps aroom in the same old City Hall in which he had talked
with the young man who caled himsaf Captain.

“Who are you? What is your name?’ came the whisper again.

“John Wilson,” he said with difficulty but with precison. He did not need to look. The dark young man
was seated on the cement beside him.

“John Wilson,” the young man said, “you will tell mewhat | need to know.”

“I will tell you 6 what you need to know,” Wilson repeated. The words were the same but the meaning
somehow was different.

Theyoung man fdt it, too. “Y ou will tell mewhat | wish to know.”
“I will tell you 6 what you need to know,” Wilson said.

“Where did you get your education?’ came the whisper.

“Part of it 6 before the destruction 0 of the machines.”

“But that would make you more than one hundred years old!” the young man snapped. Wilson did not
say anything. It was not a question. “ Are you more than one hundred years old?’

“ YS,”

“That'sridiculous! Y ou do not look more than middle aged.” Again therewas silence. “How can such
thingsbe?’

“Muchis possible 6 for men who have found truth,” Wilson got up. “Disease is unnecessary. Aging can
be delayed.”

The young man was silent again. Perhaps he was absorbing the implications of the information he had
received. What would the Emperor give for the secret of longevity? What could the young man himsdlf
do with another haf century or more of vigorouslifein which to get ahead in the world? 1t might change



his entire outlook upon his career; he might not have to take shortcuts to win success while he till could
enjoy itsfruits.

The slence endured until Wilson was afraid he would fal back into the cavern insde his head. But he
clung to consciousness asif it were the edge of adliff. Next time he might not have so firm agrip on his
cavern 6 on hismind.

“Areyou tdling the truth?’

“Can| tdl 6 anything ds=?’

“Always you answer aquestion with aquestion. Why?’

“That isthe nature of man 6 and the nature of life. There are no find answers 6 only new questions.”
“Mysticism! The answers| want are not so difficult. Where did you get therest of your education?’
“Everywhere”

“Areyou awitch?’

“Tosome.”

“Where are your fellow witches?’

“Inthevillages”

“Where do they get their support?’

“Fromthevillages”

“They do not get their machinesfrom the villages nor their supplies. Whereisthe witch world? Whereis
the place that witcheslearn their craft? Where do they get their machines?’

“The witch world 6 co-exists with the empire 6 and with al other kingdoms and empires of the world.”
“Wheredseisit?’

“Wherever man can exist.”

“And whereisthat?

“Everywhere”

“Y ou are evading my questions. Have you the will to do that?’

“Thewill 6 and the capability.”

“Then there are other methods of persuasion.”

Digtantly Wilson felt his hand lifted. The shadows swirled on the ceiling above his head. He did not fed
pain, but in afew momentsthe odor of cooking mest drifted to his nogtrils.

“A foretaste of the flames,” the young man said.

“Y our measures combat each other,” Wilson said. 1 fed nothing. Burn away. Or if you would have me



suffer 6 you must give me the power 6to resist.”

“You devil!” Asdigantly asit waslifted, Wilson felt his hand dropped, and the shadows danced once
more across the celling. “Why did you let yoursdlf be captured?’

“If not methen another.”
“The villagers could have resisted. They could have overcome us.”

“They are peaceful folk. Violence breeds more violence. Other soldierswould come. So long asthe
Emperor is content 6 to rule the body without coercing the spirit 6 the Empire will exist and the people
will obey it. Thelife the people have 6 is beyond the realm of the Emperor.”

“Y ou are speaking nonsense again,” the young man said, but he said it absently. “Would you like your
right hand to match your left? Let metell you what the Emperor hasin mind. If the witcheswould support
him with goods and machines 6 and you have them, we know 6 he could soon conquer thisentire
continent, eventudly perhapsthe world itself. All theworld under one peaceful rule. Think of that! And
you witcheswould be well repaid.”

“Sometimein hislife every ruler hasthat dream,” Wilson said. “ The answer isawaysthe same. You
cannot give us anything we do not already have. Y ou can only take from the people.”

“Y ou are an obstinate and short-sighted witch!”

Wilson summoned his energies once more. “ Y ou are an inquisitive young man. Y ou wish to know. If you
had attended avillage school 6 you would know much aready.”

“| attended the Court School. And | learned much there but even more at the Court itsdlf. Y ou see where
it hastaken me.”

“From ignoranceto ignorance,” Wilson said. “Itisnot too late. | wasten years older than you are before
my education truly began. Y ou gill can learn. Go seek the truth. What distinguishes haf-man from
animal? What separates man from half-man? What will select next man from present man?’

“What should | care about such follies? Be ill, old man.”

“Y ou may be next man. But you must find your way. Y ou must passthetests. To befit to surviveyou
mugt survive”

“Y ou talk rubbish, old man,” the young man said, but he sounded uneasy. He was thoughtful for afew
moments and then, Wilson thought, he shook himsdif like adog coming out of acold bath. “Next man or
past man, you will burn, old man. Wewill put you to thetria, and then you will be dead man.”

“Y ou do not fear the witch’s power?’

“Let it save you from the flames. Perhgpsthen | will believe in witcheraft and your mumbo-jumbo.”
“Then it may betoo late. The man who can be convinced only by ashow of force 6 islost to reason.”
“Reason isawesk man's solace.”

“Forceisasrong man'srefuge.”

“Y ouwill bum brightly!”



“Burn me brightly then,” Wilson said. “ Perhgps by my light you may see apart of thetruth. Y ou will not
have another chance. | am the only witch we will dlow the Emperor to take.” And Wilson loosened his
grasp upon the cliff of consciousness and fell back into the cavern and dreamed of flames.

VIII

Wilson woke not to the dim confusion of the courtroom but to the pale light of morning filtering through
tall windows lined with bars. His pillow was whispering to him, *Y ou are awitch, and you have set afire
0 afirewhich destroyed a university and the peoplein it, people who were your friends and now are
dead ashes. Y ou are guilty. Y ou have committed arson and murder, and you must be punished.”

More barswere al around him 6 barsfor walls, barsfor adoor. Only above him and below him was
there something solid 6 the celling and the floor were concrete, but Wilson felt thet ingde them, if he dug,
he would find the same cold, gray bars.

Hewasinacdl. It was part of ablock of cells stacked one atop and beside another like so many houses
built of toothpicks, but the toothpicks were solid steel. Outside his cell was acorridor and beyond that
wasasionewall. Thetal, barred windows werein thewall. He was a prisoner held in amaximum
security prison, and he had no more chance of escaping than awitch from the degpest Inquisitoria

dungeon.

Heran hishand over the rough materia of the prison blanket that covered him, and over the dustily
astringent odor of mopped concrete floors he smelled coffee brewing far off. How long had it been since
he had smelled something so good? They had taken that from him, and helay in hisbunk, listening to his
pillow, and enjoyed the smdll.

“You'reawake, en?’ said an interested voice close beside him. “It’ sthe first time you’ ve been awake.”
Wilson'seyes dowly drifted shut.

“Oh,” the voice said, disappointed. “1 guessyou ain’t. But if you are and don’t want to let on, | want to
talk to you when you get achanceto listen. They say you' re acrummy scientist, but you don’t seem so
bad to me. Y ou just lay there, moaning and talking in your deep, and | guess you' re just acrummy con
like me, and it' sus against them. We got something working, fellow, and if you want apiece of it just
wiggleyour eydids”

Wilson lay very 4ill, bresthing regularly, listening to hisvindictive pillow. Hiseydids did not move.

“I don't blame you, fellow,” said the voice beside him. “Why should you trust anybody? Maybe when
they bring you back 6 if they bring you back.”

They came soon afterwards. Men dressed Wilson's unresisting body in newly pressed clothes and half
carried, half dragged him to an armored truck. It had two cotsin the back, and they placed Wilson on
one of them. Thetruck started up. After about ten minutes of dow, twisting city driving, the truck picked
up speed. Twenty minutes later it drew up to the back of an old brick building. Wilson was hustled into a
small doorway and up aflight of stairsto the courtroom.

“No one will appear in thisman’sdefense,” Y oungman said. “His cause is unpopular, and anyone who
testifiesfor himwill be caled éraitor’ by his neighbors, and perhaps worse will happen to him. Therefore
| will call John Wilson himsdlf to be the only witnessfor the defense.”

With greet care, asif he were walking atightrope, Wilson made hisway to the witness chair and with



Y oungman’said settled himself into it. Sowly Y oungman led him through arebutta of the testimony
presented by the prosecution. Wilson hesitated often and fumbled for words, but he findly told his story
of theevents.

He had returned to find the University areedy in flames, he said. He had fled the scene and later the area
under an assumed name for fear that what had happened to the others at the University would happen to
him. By the time Y oungman had finished, they had painted a picture of aman driven by desperation into a
wild and sometimesirrationd flight for hislife.

Y oungman turned to the didtrict attorney and took his seet. The district attorney hesitated for amoment,
frowning, looked at the young man seated beside him, and then pulled himsalf up.

“You clam that you returned to the University to find it in flames. And yet Mrs. Craddock points out that
you were talking about plansto burn it at dinner that evening.”

Wilson straightened alittle. “Not plans,” he said gently. “The possibility of others burning it. And by the
testimony of your own witnesses, Mrs. Craddock and the officials who noted the time of thefire, | left
the city after thefire dready had begun 35 milesaway.”

The didtrict atorney seemed unable to find an appropriate word. He turned hafway toward the young
man gSitting at the table. Smoothly the young man got up. “Y our honor? May | interrogete the witness?’

Thevoicewasfamiliar.

The judge nodded. “Of course, Mr. Kelley. Y ou have been appointed assistant prosecutor for that
purpose.”

Now Wilson knew him. Leonard Kelley was chief investigator for Senator Bartlett’ s Subcommittee on
Academic Practices.

“Mr. Wilson,” Kelley said smoothly, “you are, as you know, not accused of setting the fire itself but of
conspiring with othersto set it. That you were not there to put the torch yoursdlf isincidental, and you are
only trying to confuse the jury by pretending otherwise. Y ou will not deny that your actions following the
firewere those of aguilty man.”

“Itisatruism that the guilty flee when no man pursueth,” Wilson said drily, sraightening alittle more. “But
itisequdly true and equally obvious that the wise man, when he sees an angry maob approaching with a
rope, does not stop to ask questions.”

Keley studied Wilson'sface with shrewd, perceptive eyes. “Y ou were trying to flee the country entirely
when you were captured.”

“A moment of fally. Luckily | thought better of it and returned.”

“Y ou mean you were returned.”

“No, | returned of my own valition, having escaped from the agent of the Subcommittee.”
“Y ou escaped, Wilson? How?’

“Y our colleague lost hishead 6 and had his nose somewhat dtered.”

“And then what did you do, Wilson?’

“I returned. Three monthslater | gave mysdf up voluntarily.”



The members of thejury turned to each other. The stern-faced members of the audience shifted
positions.

“What did you do in those three months, Wilson?’

“I' lived in smdl towns, worked in the fields and in the shops.”

“Did you bdlieve that thiswould enable you to escape Justice?’

“I knew that | could avoid recapture,” Wilson said with acareful choice of words, “but | waslivingin
these placesin thisway so that | could learn why the people hate scientists.”

Kéeley turned toward the jury and the audience until his back was amost to Wilson. “1 am glad that you
admit thisbasic truth, Wilson. The people hate scientists, and they have good reason to hate. But why do
you think they hate you, Wilson?’

“Not me personadly,” Wilson said. “All scientists. Blamefor that lies on both sdes 6 the scientists are at
fault because they have been blind to the needs of the people for security, and the people, because they
have been unable to see that the only security isdeath 6 or away of life o like death that it is scarcely
diginguishable”

“Y ou are condemning the people to death?’

“Y ou twist my words. The people must accept the fact of insecurity. | do not say it; lifeingstsonit. The
people must find their security in their own ability to cope with change. The scientist, on the other hand,
must give up his childlike worship of science.

“One of the great philosophers of science, T. H. Huxley, summed it up thisway, éScience seemsto me
to teach in the highest and strongest manner the great truth which is embodied in the Christian conception
of entire surrender to the will of God. Sit down before fact asalittle child, be prepared to give up every
pre-conceived notion, follow humbly wherever and to whatever abysses Nature leads, or you shall learn
nothing.” The scientist must recognize that he fill isalayman in every field but one, and in that onefield
he must accept the consequences of his actions, reckoning the human payment for every change and
communicating broadly the information that is peculiarly hisown. | do not say it; the gulf between the
people and the scientists demandsiit.”

“Y ou claim that they are a separate breed, the people and the scientists?’

“Thelr attitudes set them apart; their common interests and their common heritage must bring them back
together. The scientist isrational man at work; the mob isirrational, wherein lies the ultimate terror for the
reasoning man.”

“Now you are calling the peopleirrationd!”

“Only when they act like amob or when, like the scientist when heisout of hislaboratory, they are
sentimentalists. The sentimentalist is the person who wantsto egt his cake and haveit, too. G. K.
Chesterton once said about him, éHe has no sense of honor about ideas; he will not see that one must
pay for anideaasfor anything e se. Hewill have them dl a oncein onewild intellectud harem, no matter
how much they quarrel and contradict each other.’*

Kédley studied the audience and the jury and then looked back at Wilson. “ Science never has reckoned
the consequences for any of its actions or computed the human payment that must be made. Why should
it start now?’



“Men once never herded cattle or tilled theland or lived in cities or traveled in airplanes. Tribes once
killed every stranger. Kings once cut off the heads of the bearers of ill tidings. Senators once were
elected by date legidatures.”

“Areyou trying to tell usthat men change?’ Kelley asked.

“That is obvious to everyone except the cynic. Men can change and they do. Thisisnot only apossibility
for theindividua and anecessity for society but ahistoricd inevitability. Our perspectiveistoo short for
us to recognize the phenomenon in action, but men evolve. We can see it happening more swiftly in their
sodid inditutions”

“How do you think men are changing, Wilson?’

Wilson amiled. Kdley waswilling to let him convict himsalf out of his own mouth, not only beforethe jury
here in the courtroom but before the broader jury of the nation. But it was more important to Wilson that
he get these concepts on the record, not just for now, important asit was, but for the yearsto come.

“ Surpluses dow down the process of change,” Wilson said. “ Shortages speed it up. Necessity is not only
the mother of invention but of evolution. Surpluses are created by advancing stages of civilization, and
population expands to consume them. When primitive man progressed from nut and fruit gathering to the
hunting of concentrated sources of protein on the hoof, he had extrafood with which he could feed the
child which once might have been sacrificed to sarvation.

“When the hunter became the farmer and the herder, the process of selection became dowed even more.
He could nursethe sick aswell asfeeding the unable and the unwilling. The coming of the machine and
industridization brought further surpluses and the further devel opment of morality and ethics and the
religionsthat glorify weakness. Evolution isfurther dowed.”

“Areyou now attacking the Chrigtian religion?” Kelley asked sharply.

Wilson waited until the roar of the audience died away. “ Other religions do the samething.” Theroar
returned. “Moreover, | am aChrigtian 6 though, to be sure, aUnitarian. Chrigtianity is one of the finest
ethica and mord philosophies man ever has conceived, but it isa philosophy bred of surpluses. It could
never have been possible to atribe living on the narrow edge of Sarvation.

“The concern of that tribeisfor thetraitsthat will promote survivd in thislife, not in the next. That tribe's
religiousrites are basically evolutionary. When man was recently separated from his apelike ancestors,
many throwbacks must have been born. They had to be weeded out.”

“How, Wilson?’

Again Keley wasleading him, Wilson thought. Let him lead aslong asthe ideas came out. “Therite of
manhood was the principa method 6 not merely adulthood but manhood. As soon asthe child was old
enough to have reached discretion, he was subjected to some rituaistic torture or feat of endurance.
Scars were scratched into his body and face, lips and earlobes were distended by progressively larger
plugs, food was withheld or voluntarily abjured. Thiswastrue of the American Indian and evenin some
of the countries considered more civilized it was part of the rites preceding knighthood.

“All of these rites stressed acommon eement 6 present sacrifice for future good, something no anima
can comprehend, something only the human can conscioudy achieve. Imagine atriba meeting around a
campfire. The adolescent stands straight before the fire, hoping he can endure what lies ahead,
anticipating the joys of manhood if he can come through without disgrace. The chief or the witch doctor
picks up aburning brand from the fire and handsit to the boy, flames toward him. If the boy is human he



acceptsit, letsit burn him to prove that heisfit to join the adults of thetribe. If heisanimdl, if heisnot fit,
he refusesto takeit or letsit drop 6 and heiskilled, or heiskilled genetically by the refusd of any young
woman of the tribe to mate with him.”

“Areyou suggesting,” Kelley asked, “that the American people return to that kind of tribd rite?’

“The time when that would have been effective has passed. We have other tribd rites, only they are not
as effective in producing the desired results. The greatest examples of present sacrifice for future good
arefound in religions, and its greatest symbol is Christ on the Cross. Today we need anew device, a
new evolutionary pressure, or anew rite to select the men and women who are capable of living in close
associdion with the machine.”

“Why should we wish to do that?’ Kelley asked. “Why not merely destroy the machinesand returnto a
better life?’

“Some dwayswant to go back,” Wilson said patiently. “ Serfs who cannot accept indugtridization,
hunters who congtitutionaly cannot tie themsdavesto asingle plot of ground, nut gathererswho can't eat
mest, animals who will not suffer now to live better later. But you can’t go back. At least you can't go
back asyou are. Y ou go back decimated. Thisworld cannot support more than afew hundred million
people by primitive agriculture one. If you discard the machines, four billion of you out there will die.”

Thejury came upright in its chairs. The audience looked startled, and men and women turned to one
another to murmur. Keley jerked his head squarely enough to talk to Wilson. “ Scaretalk! That’sthe
kind of unprovable predictions with which scientists have alwaystried to get what they want. Y ou can't
trust ascientist. We' ve found that out.”

“Thereis enough evidenceto prove everything | have said,” Wilson said, “ but proof redlly is unnecessary.
Simplelogic will tdl you that | am right. Simplelogic will tell you, too, that man is perfectible. He can go
on to grester works, greater glories, greater humanity. In every one of you,” Wilson said, turning to the
jury and then to the audience and the cameras, “isthat potentia. The only requirement isthe willingness
to live with change, with insecurity 6 the willingnessto accept the burning brand, to let yoursdf be nailed
to the cross of your own convictions. Thisthought, and the hope of getting it across, wasthe redl reason |

gave mysdf up.”
“Are you comparing yourself to Christ?’ Kelley snapped.
“God hdp me,” Wilson sad, “1 hope not.”

Kédley hestated and then turned to the judge. “Y our honor, | request that this session be adjourned and
that this cross-examination be continued tomorrow.”

Y oungman was on his feet much quicker than Wilson ever had seen him move before. “Y our honor, | see
no grounds for thisunusua request. The session is scarcely an hour old. If the assstant prosecutor wishes
to conclude his cross-examination, we will consent. If not, | ask that he be instructed to continue.”

“The witness has been questioned for aconsderabletime,” Kdley said smoothly. “My request was only
out of condderation for him.”

“I fed fing,” Wilson said. He glanced at Y oungman. The lawyer nodded encouragingly. “ Tomorrow,
when the Subcommittee' s doctors get through with me, | may not fed sowell.”

The judge looked from Y oungman to Kelley to Wilson, hislips pursed. He glanced quickly to hisleft and
sad, “Continue your examination, Counsdor.”



“Wilson,” Kelley said without hesitation, “you have called for anew selection process by which men will
be chosen for this new world of yours. Are these to be supermen 6 like you?’

“Likeme, perhaps” Wilson said quietly. “I have enough vanity to think that | might be qudifiedtolivein
achanging world, to adapt to its demands, and to pass aong my talents to children that someday | might
have. But no more superman than the farmer was a superman to the hunter or the mechanic to the
farmer.”

“And wherewill these supermen be selected,” Kelley asked, sneering, “in the universities?’

Keley had not been corrected, and Wilson supposed he never would be. No matter what anyone said,
the concept would stick. “ Some were for awhile. College graduates, on the whole, were more successful
intheir society. They made more money, accumulated more authority, and sometimes passed aong their
traitsand their power to their children, who aso went to college. A greater proportion of the population
was going on to higher education; they were becoming amgjority, which might have meant anew plateau
of selectivity, but, unfortunately, higher education wasn't adaptable to everybody’ s needs. More
important, it was not responsive to the needs of the future, and somewhat lacking in the needs of the
present. The universities becameisolated from society, intdllectualy inbred, and the things for which they
were sdlecting their sudentswere idle intellectua pastimes not correlating well with successin theworld
outsde”

“I had not expected you to provide the judtification for the burning of the universities by the people,”
Keley said. “Y ou know, of course, that the nation’ s tax-free colleges and universities and the tax-free
philanthropic foundations that hel p support them now control nearly one-third of al the productive
property in the nation.”

“1 have read that statement and heard it repeated.”
“How can you judtify that kind of selfish use of private property?’

“I can't because | don't believeit,” Wilson said, “ athough the amount of property controlled by the
2,000 or so colleges and universities must be substantial. Eveniif it weretrue, it would be human and not
diabalica. Educetion should be every man' srespongbility to himself and to his children and collectively
through these to his neighbor and his neighbor’ s children. He should pay for it daily or at least annudly.
But it is human to forget to pay, and it is human of those placed in charge of education to amass wedth
for their ingtitutions for protection againgt the public’ s neglect. Just asit is human for men and womenin
this audience and perhaps even on the jury itsdf to condemn me for acrimein which they themselves
participated 6 and honestly believethat | am guilty.”

After the uproar subsided, Wilson added, “What your question meansto me, of course, isthat you and
Senator Bartlett have the same economic reason for burning the universities as King Henry V111 and his
felow rulers had for confiscating church landsin the Middle Ages.” Wilson amiled. “My former
colleaguesin economicswould be smiling if they were here”

“I do not care what your former colleagues would be doing,” Kedlley said savagdly, “nor what this
guestion meansto you. Nor doesthis excellent jury that you have dandered with your filthy accusations
or the vast American audience care for thisfarcicd judtification for your crimina actions. A man on trid
for hislife should not be cynicd.”

“A prosecuting attorney should not be making speeches during cross examination,” Wilson said mildly.

Keley turned off hisanger as quickly ashe had turned it on. 1 understand that you are asociologi<t,
Wilson.”



“A physcis and then asociologist.”

“What isasociologis?’

“Heis concerned with the development and evol ution of society.”
“He wants to know why groups of people act the way they do?’
“That’ s part of what he wants to know.”

“And what if he should find out, Wilson?’

“People could construct better societies. They could learn how to live together without conflict and
frustration, getting out of society the satisfactions they need and putting back the fuel that society needs.”

“Y ou mean, don't you, that sociol ogists could construct societies they thought were better?’

Wilson said, “Y ou turn to adoctor when you are sick because he knows more about sickness and
hedth.”

“And knowledgeis power, isn't it, Wilson? If | know why agroup of people does somethingitisonly a
small step farther to knowing how to make the people do it 6 or do something else.”

“Wadll, yes” Wilson admitted, “ but sociologistswouldn't 6”

“Why wouldn't they? Wouldn’'t you congtruct a better society if you could, asociety in which the
universtieswould not burn?’

“| suppose &’

“Aretherest of usto trust our livesto the benevolence and wisdom of the sociologists? Or the
psychologist? If apsychologist knowswhy aperson actsthe way he does 6 if heredly knowsinstead of
guessing alittle better alittle more often than the average person 6 the next thing he can doismake a
person act that way, or some other way. Give a psychologist that power and you take away free will
from the rest of us. People don’t want that to happen. Y ou don’t want it, Wilson. | don’t want it.
Nobody wants to be a puppet; they want to be people; they want to make their own choices, their own
mistakes. They don’t want to live somebody € s’ sidea of the good life.”

“Nobody wants 6" Wilson began.

“How do you know what nobody wants? Y ou want to build a better society. The psychologist wantsto
build a better person. But who knows how to build a better sociologist, a better psychologist? Who
knows how sensible you are? How sane you are? Who gave you the power? The people do not want
you to know that much about them. Before they let you know that much they will burnyou!” Kelley's
voice had climbed steadily until it was almost ascream at the end.

Wilson looked a him in amazement. “What you are saying isthat ignoranceis preferable to knowledge.
It may bebliss, but it isadangerous blissthat threatensits neighbor aswell asitsdf.”

But very few could have heard Wilson. The courtroom wasin an uproar. Thejudge' s gavel was banging
on hisbench.

At last when relative quiet returned, Wilson said, “ Y ou are talking about mere animal survivd; I’'mtaking
about the glory of being human.”



Kéeley’ svoice was deceptively mild. “That isyour own coat you are wearing, isn't it?’

Wilson looked down, surprised. He fingered the lapel where he had once, in amoment of lucidity,
conceded arazor blade. The blade was gone now. “Yes, | think so.”

Keley stepped forward and put his hand on the breast pocket. He pulled down hard. The pocket ripped
0 s0 artfully that Wilson thought it must have been carefully prepared for this moment. With the pocket
came much of the jacket front. It revealed what had been conced ed between the layers of cloth 6 afan
of thin, insulated wires. So much had happened since he put them there that he had forgotten, but Wilson
remembered now the device he had gimmicked together in the desperation of hisflight, a gadget adapted
from his research which would pick up primitive theta brain rhythmsin hisimmediate vicinity. The hearing
aid he had attached to the antenna had long ago been discarded. He didn’t need it now to pick up the
theta rhythms of the audience, rapid, pounding....

“Hereisnot merely asociologist,” Kelley was screaming. “ Hereisa scientist with amachine for reading
minds 6 and perhaps, God forbid, for making others do hiswill!”

The audienceroared in animd fury. They were out of their benches, fighting toward therailing. In spite of
histraining Wilson shrank back in his chair. But there was aman, a single man, who stood between him
and the crowd 6 not Kdley, who had pulled back in front of the jury, but aman who had been sitting in
the group behind Wilson' stable. Senator Bartlett himself, in hisworn, gray coat and hisragged blue shirt
open at the collar, held back the crowd.

“Gentlemen,” heimplored in hisunctuous voice. “Ladies Thismanisontrid inacourt of law. No matter
how heinous his crime, he deserves afair American trial. Not only the nation but the world iswatching.
He must be convicted legdly, not lynched by amaob.”

Sowly they fell under the mesmeric spdll of hissingsong phrases. The televison cameras came up close
to study Bartlett’ sface. Wilson, however, was not present for the end of the scene. Guards had closed
around him, hustled him out the door with the frosted glass and then out the back way and into the
waliting truck. Inamoment it had pulled away and was speeding toward the highway, leaving the old
courthouse behind.

“Wadl,” Kdley said, “you gave usalittle surprise there, didn’t you? Almost pulled it off, too. Who got the
antidote to you? The girl? | suppose. It doesn’'t matter, though. Y ou're going to diein avery public and
edifying way. Put him out, Doc.”

And someone pressed an anesthetic gun to hisarm and pulled the trigger. It was adrug for which he had
received no antidote or for which the antidote he had received had worn off. The world faded away.

| X

Someone was shaking him by the shoulder. “Wake up, Mac,” said arough voice. But that was not the
dart of it. Even before the shaking and the voice that urged him out of his dark isolation, he had felt the
bite of aneedleinto hisarm, or his subconscious remembered it. “ Shake out of it, fellow,” the voice said
impatiently. “We gottago.”

The sting of hisarm had roused him out of avivid dream of that world which he now accepted asa
dream world. He had been standing in the imposing entrance of the City Hall. Its ceiling towered 40 or
50 feet above his head.

Around the edges of the centra lobby had been the soldiers. Huddled within the circle formed by the



soldierswere a hundred spectators, mostly villagerswith asprinkling of ragged city dwellers. A soldier
stood on either side of Wilson. In front of him wasthe dark young man. He sat in atdl chair. Between
them was a charcod brazier. From the codsthat glowed init athin, dmost invisble column of smoke
spiraled up to belogt in the dim heights of the ceiling. On the coasthe large, blunt tip of a soldering iron
with awooden handle was beginning to turn red.

“John Wilson, are you awitch?’ the young man asked in astern voice. The audience drew a deep
breath.

“l anwhat | am,” Wilson said.

“Areyou awitch?’ the young man asked again.

“I am aman, no more, no less,” Wilson replied.

“Areyou awitch?’ the young man asked thethird time.

“If I wereawitch,” Wilson said, “you would not dare my wrath, Captain Leonard Kelley.”

The audience moaned. The young man drew back in his chair, hisindex finger and hislittle finger making
horns at Wilson with hisright hand. Hisface wasrigid and his eyes narrowed. “If you know my name,
you know it by witcheraft,” he said. “But | do not fear your power, nor will | condemn you without fair
tria. Hold out your hand, John Wilson.”

Wilson held out hisright hand. Kelley picked up the soldering iron and moved it gently through the air.
Smoke curled from the glowing tip. Kelley passed theiron in front of Wilson'sface. Wilson could fed the
radiant hest.

“If you can hold the iron and not be burned,” Kelley said, “you are awitch and you will be placed ina
fire prepared for you in the plaza outside until your power is overcome. If you do not accept the iron, you
are aconfessed witch and you will burn. John Wilson, do you confess?’

“I confessthat | seek truth and serve the people,” Wilson said, “and because of these things | will accept
theiron.”

Wilson held out his hand. Kelley hesitated and chewed on one side of hislower lip. “ Takeit, then!”

He placed the gtill-glowing iron in Wilson' s hand. The audience groaned and surged forward only to be
met with the uprai sed weapons of the soldiers. “Cam yoursdaves, friends,” Wilson said clearly, although
his hand smoked and waves of pain coursed up hisarm toward his head.

Keley sank back in histall chair, staring at Wilson with dark eyes, his hand covering the lower part of his
face.

“Andwhat if | accept theiron and burn, Captain Kelley?” Wilson asked.
“Kill him!” Kelley sad.

The spectators surged forward.

“Y ou gottawake up,” said the voice again. “We got no time.”

Wilson opened his eyes and looked at hisright hand. It was pink and unmarred. He wiggled hisfingers.
They moved freely. He had only the memory of pain, but it till seemed quiteredl.



A man was bending over him, aman in prison denims of gray and dark blue. Beyond him the diding bars
that formed the door to his cell were pushed back. The door was open. Beyond the door wasthe wide
corridor between the cell block and the stone outsde wall, lit feebly now against the night by light bulbs
highin the celling. The barred windows were dark.

“WEe re breaking out of here,” the man said, moving back alittle. “ Strange things re going on 6 men have
seen fire balls drifting outside and one guy said he saw oneingdethewalls. | don’t know why but the
guards re gone. Come on, Mac. Get up and let’sgo.”

“That'sdl right,” Wilson said. “I’d just as soon stay here.”
“Mac, you don’'t know what you' re saying. They’ re gonna hang you.”
“How do you know?’ Wilson asked, interested.

The man shrugged, his shaggy eyebrows moving high on hisforehead. “We heard the radio reports on
our earphones. No jury could do anything but find you guilty, the announcer said. That’ stheword,
brother, believe mel”

“You'd better go on,” Wilson said. “I’m going to wait for whatever comes.”

The other caught hisright wrist in astrong right hand. He pulled Wilson upright. “Y ou don’t know what
you're saying, Mac. We ain't gonnaleave nobody here.”

Wilson pulled hiswrigt free. “Try to understand, fellow. I'm conscious, and I’ m turning down your
invitation. I’ m grateful for your concern, but ¢”

The other’ sfist caught him on the jaw before he could finish. As consciousness fled Wilson could fedl
himsdf faling.

Wilson lifted his head as the men haf-carried him down the broad steps. Subconscioudy he counted
them as his feet bumped down each one. “ Forty-two,” he said at the bottom and didn’t know why he'd
sdit.

Fifty feet from the bottom of the stepswas atall guard house shaped something like alighthouse. Wilson
couldn’'t seeaguard in it, but he thought he saw something el se in the shadows behind the glass pands at
the top 6 something with one staring eye and asmall red eye beneath 6 but he couldn’t be sure.

Besde him and around him other men were moving. He could fedl them in the darkness and then he saw
them clearly asabdl of red lightning drifted around the corner of thetall penitentiary building and passed
near them before it swerved toward the guard house, clung to the knob at the top for afew seconds, and
dissipated.

The heat of the evening was oppressve and still, and the clouds were low. “ Just the night for atornado,”
Wilson muittered.

The group of men in whose midst he was moved aong turned toward atruck parked nearby in the broad
driveway that circled the guard house before heading back toward the distant town. Suddenly menin
uniform began coming around both corners of the building. They came endlesdly. “Stop!” said avoice
amplified into agiant’ sroar. “Don’'t move! If you try to escape, you will be shot down. Stop where you
ae”

Wilson looked back up the steps. More men in uniform were coming through the doorsthey just had | ft.
One of them carried a portable amplifier held to his mouth.



Down the long double driveway past the guard tower, lights began to flicker like giant fireflies. The men
with Wilson didn’t stop. They continued toward the tarpaulin-covered truck, but others began to scatter.
Some of them ran to the lft across the open lawn. Others sprinted out to the right.

“For thelast time, | warn you! Stop whereyou arel” said the giant’ svoice.

Guns barked. Searchlights came on, holding men pinned in their beams like butterflies against ablack
velvet mounting board. Men crumpled in mid-gtride. Others staggered on until they, too, were knocked
to the ground. Some were whirled around by the shock of the impact. Others turned and held their hands
intheair.

The group of men with Wilson was amogt to the truck now. Just before they reached it the tarpaulinin
the back parted. The men with Wilson stopped. The dark young man named Kelley wasin the back of
the truck, and more guards and more guns.

“Hereheis,” said the man who had beenin Wilson'scdll.
“And hereisyour reward,” Kelley said.

A gun went off and another. The men near Wilson began to drop away. The man who had spoken
looked to the right and Ieft bewildered. “But you said ¢” he began, and then he, too, started folding
himsdf up.

In amoment Wilson was standing alone. He felt hissore jaw. “ Aren't you going to shoot me, too?” he
asked.

“WEe re going to do better than that,” Kelley said and motioned toward the driveways.

Thefireflies had turned into torches, and the torches were at the head of twin crowds of men and
women. Hoarse voices reached his ears. They were Singing something. Men with portable camerasran
along beside the crowds.

Guards were on ether sde of him. They boosted Wilson into the truck and pulled the tarpaulin back
againg the cab. There, his back braced against the cab, was Senator Bartlett. He did not move asthe
truck started up and pulled dowly down the driveway. Wilson staggered and caught himsdlf.

“Hdlo, Senator,” Wilson said.

Bartlett’'sarms were folded across his chest. “Y ou’ re a strange man, Wilson. We could have chosen
better.”

“Everybody agreed he wasthe one,” Kelley said defensively.

“I’'m not blaming anybody,” Bartlett said. “ But the way things turned out, we could have chosen better.”
“I would gladly have had this cup passfrom me,” Wilson said.

“You are ablasphemer aswell asameddlier,” Bartlett said. “No wonder the people hate your kind.”
Thevoice of the crowd was closer. The song was “ The Battle Hymn of the Republic.”

“They will hate anybody,” Wilson said, “but you have done your job well. And profited thereby.”

The truck stopped, backed in a curving path, and turned in another curve so that its back was toward the
crowd. The crowd' storches created aragged hemisphere of light. Beyond it the blackness struggled to



return.

“| do not lead,” Bartlett said, his gaze turned inward. “1 am pushed. The people tell me what to say and
what to do, and | say and | do what they tell me. They say that the eggheads must dieif the people areto
live, and the eggheads will die” It was asif God had spoken.

Bartlett stepped to the rear of the truck to face the crowd. A murmur ran through it asthe singing died
away. The murmur turned to cheers and shouts of “ Senator! Senator!”

Bartlett held out hisarmsfor silence. Standing between two guards Wilson could see the cameras
focused on the Senator’ s flame-lit face and outstretched arms. It was afamiliar pose. Wilson had seeniit
often on televison and in publicity shots. It brought back the memory of the night the university had
burned.

“People!l” Bartlett said. He said it quietly but his voice carried well. Wilson decided that he had a pickup
in hisartfully aged coat. The crowd roared and dowly returned to silence. “My people!” The crowd
roared again. “Digperse, | ask you now! Go to your homes! Leave this man to the law!”

“No! No!” the crowd shouted. “Burn him.”

Beyond the crowd Wilson could see atall pillar and apile of crates and boards around it, till growing as
men tossed more wood on the pile.

“I honor your fedingsin thismatter,” Bartlett said. “ The man did try to escape, to evade his proper
punishment. But | ask you to forbear. A second time | ask you, leave him to the law!”

“Burn him! Burn him!”

“Thismanisguilty,” Bartlett said. “Wedl know that. The verdict isaformdlity. But | ask you to hold
your hand, restrain your honest wrath. Leave him to the law!”

“No! No! No!”

“Thenif you must haveit so, | givethismanto you for justice. Let him diefor what he hasdone! Let him
burn for the torment he has given otherd Let him perish dong with dl othersof hiskind! Let hisfiery end
be awarning to therest! The people will not be ruled by any except themsdlves.

“Thismanisguilty of treason to the people. He has betrayed you. He hastried to steal your minds and
twigt your thoughts. Let him burn!”

Bartlett ended with his arms spread wide once more. His arms dropped to his sides, his head drooped
like awilting narcissus, and he stood aside. Wilson was pushed forward by the guards.

“I canwak,” Wilson said, but they would not Iet him. He was shoved from behind, and hefdl into the
crowd. Head high the men and women carried him toward the post. Hands clutched at his clothing and
tore pieces of it away and, he thought from the twinges of pain, pieces of himsdf aswell.

In amoment they placed him upright againgt the pillar which was, he discovered, an old fence post.
Someone pulled his arms behind the pogt, tied his hands together, and hammered something into the post.
When he couldn’t move his hands up or down he decided that the rope had been nailed to the post.
“Hang ontight!” someone said in his ear. Wilson tried to see who it was, but the man was gone.

Then aman came forward with atorch.



“People!” Wilson shouted. They quieted dowly and the man with the torch hesitated.
“Go ahead,” someone urged from the back. The man with the torch started forward again.

“I came back,” Wilson shouted, “to dieif | must, but | did not come back to die. | am ready to die
becausewe dl are guilty, but it will not hep you to kill me. Y ou will be killing part of yourselves 6 the
part that thinks, the part that makes you human. Know what you do! When you abandon reason and
commit yoursalvesto terror, you can be certain of only onething. Y ou will never know what tomorrow
brings. Y ou may be next. You ¢"

And then the torch plunged into the crates and boards at hisfeet. They began to smoke and to crackle.
In amoment they had sprung into name and Wilson took a deep breath of air beforeit, too, turned into
flame.

He was trying to decide whether it would be better to hold his breath aslong as possble or to bresthe in
the fire and shorten the end when he noticed the crowd stirring around him, looking behind rather than at
him. Over their heads asthey cringed asde came ablue bal of lightning. It came straight toward Wilson
and settled on the post just above his head. Wilson could not seeit then, but he could fed it, eectric and
amogt coal, behind him. It must make him quite asight, he thought, as he wondered how long it would
be before the flames began to consume hislegs.

Miraculoudy, however, the post began to move, dowly at first and then with greater speed, pulling him
up and away. Hefelt the strain on his shoulders asif they were about to be did ocated, and he hugged the
post tight with al his strength. The flames dropped behind, below. He could see the faces of the crowd
looking up at him like curious saucers with shadowy eyes and noses and mouths painted on them.

“Shoot!” somebody shouted below. It sounded like Keley. “Quick. Shoot him!” But the barking of the
guns was secondstoo late. He felt abullet pluck at histattered clothing, and then he wasinto the
low-hanging clouds and into something el se, and hands grabbed him, something cool and wet was
sprayed onto hislegs and feet, and he was drawn back onto a bench or cot.

Wilson looked around. He was in the belly of some kind of airplane. In front of him an open doorway in
the floor was closing. From the way it hovered, Wilson thought it must be a helicopter, but it was
remarkably silent. To hisleft was aman he had known as Pike. In front of him was'Y oungman. To his
right was Pat Helman looking as desirable as ever.

“Surprised?’ Pat Hedman said.

“Peasantly,” Wilson said. “1 wasn't expecting you.”
“That' sthe best kind,” Y oungman said.

“That was quiteafirebal,” Wilson said.

“Theball lightning wasjust for show,” Pike said. “A strong black wiredid thered job, just likein the
magic shows.”

“What were dl Bartlett’ sand Kelley’ s last-minute shenanigans about?’ Wilson asked.

“They werelosing in the courtroom and on the tube,” Y oungman drawled. “They had to wind it up fast
and dramatically or find themsdlves on the losing side 6 and once those kind start to lose they go down
fast, like Danton and Robespierre.”

“You'rejoking,” Wilson sad.



“Y ou underestimate your powers of persuasion,” Pat Helman said. Y ou' re quite aman, John Wilson.”

Wilson looked at her. “1 wonder how persuasive | could be.” Heturned to Y oungman again. “Wasiit
worth it? Did we do any good?’

“Our best estimateisthat it will dow them down,” Pike said. “Nothing will reverse the trend. That must
wesr itsalf out. But we may have eased it off alittle. Maybe we can save afew morevictims. At least the
stageis set for the next act.”

“Wasthelast act to your satisfaction?” Wilson asked. Hisvoice had an edgetoit.

“WEe re not Sage managers,” Y oungman said. “We just hang around to pick up the piecesand try to
keep the edges of the conflagration dampened so that it doesn’t spread too fast. Y ou' ve had the toughest
part, but don’t forget that Pat and | had our necks out there, too.”

“Sorry,” Wilson sad. “What isthe next act?’

“We haveto start work in the little towns, the little out-of-the-way places,” Pat Hedman said. “The
consensusisthat we should establish ourselves there as witches, if you will, or witch-doctors with the
power to help the people control the unseen and the unknowable, while others go in search of truth and
find @’

“Don't tddl me” Wilson said giddily. “I know dl about it.”

Hewasfeding very sirange. He wasjust beginning to redlize that the martyrdom he had accepted had
indeed passed him by, and the relief made him feel weak and somehow ashamed of hisrdief and his
weakness. He thought about how he must have looked to the crowd as he rose, with his halo of ball
lightning, toward the clouds. The gpotheosis of John Wilson, he thought.

And he recaled how close the flames had been and fainted. It was a habit that would be hard to break.

Part Three

Witch Hunt
I

The pilgrim stopped on the bridge that spanned the muddy river and leaned on his green staff. The
original bridge had been constructed of reinforced concrete and resurfaced many times with asphalt, but
the roadway had fallen into the river in places and the entire span had been recovered with rough beams
of wood.

Beyond the end of the bridge the market town began. The pilgrim could not put anameto it. Some
market townsin this part of the Empire had squares; others had broad main streets. This one had a broad
main sireet.

Although there never was one shop that looked quite like another, the shopsin one market town looked
exactly likethosein the next. A few stone and brick structures remained from before the time of
gtarvation, but most of the shops had been built since the time of troubles. They had been put together
with salvaged beams and boards mixed with new, uncured planksthat didiked their neighbors. The
timbered houses had upper storiesthat overhung the Streets.



The pilgrim turned and looked back the way he had come. The highway crumbled itsway out of sght in
the distance. Out there somewhere it crossed under the four-lane turnpike he had followed much of the
way from Denver. From here the pilgrim could see the high bridge of the turnpike which spanned the
entireriver in one clear arch but whose roadway was completely gone, leaving little but alacy iron
skeleton. The pilgrim had crossed it rather than work hisway through the ruins and the underbrush.

He had come to the timbered bridge dong the highway, past old buildings falen in upon themselves, past
ancient middensin which, if he dug, he would find much rust, much broken glass, and strange,
indestructible objects of materials no longer found in nature.

The pilgrim’ s face was gaunt under the gray cowl. A scar from arecent wound crossed hisright cheek.
His eyeswere watchful and observant.

It wastimeto forget the past for the moment, he thought, and concern himsdlf with the future. He stepped
off the bridge into the town and wondered what wisdom it would bring him.

The noise of the town reached him first, amuted roar that seemed to the pilgrim, after hislong absence
from civilization, like avoice from asinglethroat. It grew louder as he waked toward it and then began
to differentiate into individua voices: peddlars crying their wares, shoppers bargaining with shopkeepers,
quarrdlers shouting at each other, musicians competing for gratuities, beggars soliciting dms, blacksmiths,
tinsmiths, coppersmiths hammering out their wares....

The sméll of the town cameto him, astrong odor of sweat, spices, and decay. A gout of fluid splashed at
the pilgrim’ sfeet. He looked up and saw a basin disgppearing into an overhead window and a shutter
closing, and he shouted, “Hey, look where you' re throwing!”

“Look whereyou rewaking!” hewastold in the shrill tones of awoman.

The pilgrim drew up his dampened robe and shrugged. It was the middle of the afternoon, and the fluid
that flowed in the gutter likely was washwater, not nightsoil.

And then he wasin the town proper, with its shop windows proclaiming what the town lived upon: at the
ironmonger’ s there were scythes and sickles, shears and baling hooks, spades and hoes; at the cooper’s
there were bee hives and churns, milking stools and pails, hay rakes and kegs, at the whedwright’ sthere
were carts and whed barrows,; at the saddler’ s there were saddles and harness and horsecollars, at the
chemigt’ s there were horse embrocations; and at the cobbler’s, heavy shoes and boots for trudging
acrossfurrows.

The pilgrim did not look long at the shop windows. Life was swirling around him, as multicolored as ol
on water. In the broad main Street were villagersin their dirt-stained overals, shopkeepersin gprons,
townsmen and women in fancy bright garments exaggerated in line and ornament, amingrel or two
snging about the old days when men could fly, aband of players posturing and mouthing meaningless
words resurrected from some ancient classic, mercenaries swaggering with their swords swinging from
their hips, an amost naked Luddite staking apoor frightened blacksmith’ s gpprentice the L uddite had
mistaken for aNeo-Scientist, asoldier or two in the Emperor’slivery....

While he was watching the dazzling display, the pilgrim did not notice the arrival of ahorse cart until it
was abreast of him. He drew back into adoorway, but the cart passed and stopped alittle farther down
the street where afight had begun between amercenary and a soldier over the favors of some painted
townswoman. Before the soldiers could pile out of the cart and reach the two, the mercenary had
plunged his sword through the soldier and faced the newcomers with his dripping blade cutting bloody
crcesintheair.



The soldiers ssood well away from the sword and leveled their pellet guns at the mercenary. Slowly the
mercenary’ srage ebbed, and at last he tossed his sword to the sergeant in command of the squad and let
the soldierstake him.

The pilgrim did not see where the soldiers took the mercenary or what they did with him. He did not have
to see; he knew the Emperor’ s justice and the Emperor’ s mercy. His attention, however, was distracted
by aloud roar from the direction of the river, back the way he had come. An open truck loaded with
watermel ons was sweeping downriver making aspray of water on each side like athousand legsand a
wake behind like that |eft on atill pond by a giant waterbug. When the truck reached the bridge it nosed
up over the bank and climbed to street level and came down the street, blowing dust even more furiously
than it had blown water.

The peoplein the street sauntered away toward the shops and turned their backsto the gale, scarcely
pausing in their conversations. Then the truck pulled up in front of an open market for garden produce,
decreased the volume of itsthunder, eased down on itsinflated pads, and shut off its witchpower entirely.

In the comparative silence that followed, the pilgrim turned to the shopkeeper behind him and asked,
“What do you cal thistown?’

“Lawrence.”

“And this street?’

“People here ways have caled it Massachusetts, but no one knowswhy.”

“The Allegheny Republic has a place caled Massachusetts” the pilgrim said.

“Isthat 07’ the tradesman asked politely. “May | sdl you alinament, an embrocation?’

The pilgrim smiled, but the right Sde of his mouth drew up more than hisleft and his expression looked
more like asneer. “I have no horse save shank’ smare,” he said, “and the last sx months have toughened
her wonderfully.”

From nearby came sounds of scuffling followed by a protest in what sounded like agirl’ svoiceor a
young boy’ s and the rough questions of aman.

“Youareagirl!” theman sad.
“A woman!” the other responded.

The pilgrim turned toward the street. Not far from him was a figure cowled and robed in gray monk’s
cloth like himsdlf, but dighter in build and stature. Beside that pilgrim, holding one arm, shaking it for
emphasis, was amercenary with an unruly head of blond hair and ayellow beard.

“Y ou know the difference between agirl and awoman?’ the mercenary said. He pulled the other pilgrim
closeto whisper inan ear.

“None of your business,” the pilgrim said.
“But it isthe business of every man with every woman,” the mercenary said, and laughed.
“You'll never makeit around,” the pilgrim said.

“I'll dietrying, and I'll die happy.”



“Try thiswoman,” the pilgrim said, “and you' Il never have a chanceto try another.”

“Pilgrims are supposed to seek experience.”

“We seek truth. Let go my arm.”

“Pilgrims are not supposed to be girls.”

“Theré'snolaw,” said the pilgrim, twisting out of his grasp and moving down the street.

“But thereis,” said the mercenary, striding to catch up. “Natura law. What has not been should not be.”

“Go away,” sad the girl. The pilgrim was sure now that it was agirl. He had caught aglimpse of her face
as she passed. Not only wasit agirl, it wasagirl he knew, too well. He had known it even earlier, ashe
heard her voice. He pulled himself back farther in the doorway.

“Not unlessyou go with me,” the mercenary said, catching her arm again.
“Molest not the pilgrim,” said afarmer, gripping and re-gripping asickle he had been testing a a shop.
“Let thepilgrim go in peace,” said another farmer, stepping up beside thefirs.

“Thisisno honest pilgrim,” the mercenary said. “Look!” Heflung back the girl’shood. “Itisagirl
masquerading as a pilgrim, profaning the robes she wears.”

“I’'man honest pilgrim,” the girl said, “seeking the truth aswell asany man, and when | find it | will know
it aswel asany man because | have been to the witch schools and studied well....”

Thefirg farmer scratched hisneck. “I never knew agirl to beapilgrim.”

“Thereare many,” the girl said, “athough not so many in these parts as € seawhere, and not so many as
there are men, who can better be spared ¢”

“I never knew awoman pilgrim elther,” said the second farmer.

“You see?’ the mercenary said cheerily. Y ou might aswell come aong with me. Y ou have no futurein
thispilgrim line.” Hisvoice softened. “Come. Even though you look like aboy and are stubborn asa
mule, you apped to me. I’ll treat you kindly while we' re together and leave you no worse, | do believe,
than you are now.”

He began to pull her toward anearby tavern, but she reached up her free hand, snakeike, and sank her
fingersinto hisface. Just as quickly, he swung his right hand and cuffed her to the ground. Asshelay on
the decaying rubbery surface, he brought hisright hand to hisface, wiped the blood, and looked at it on

hisfingers
“I like spirit in awoman but not spite,” he said. “But I’ [l soon best that out of you.”

He reached again for her arm but found his hand blocked by a green staff. The pilgrim was standing half
between them.

“Do not interfere, pilgrim,” the mercenary said. 1 would not willingly injure someone of your caling, but |
will not stay my hand from onewho getsin my way.”

“Thegirl isapilgrim,” the pilgrim said. “ She said s0, and | tell you so. And if shewere not | would not
willingly see you take by force any unwilling woman.”



“You areafool, pilgrim,” said the mercenary and reached for his sword.

Before the hilt had parted from the scabbard, the pilgrim’ s staff had siwung around to rap him sharply on
thewrigt.

“Fight!” came an outcry from up and down the street. “ The pilgrim and the mercenary fight!”

The mercenary released the sword handle and nursed hiswrist with hisleft hand. “It’ s broken, | think,
damnyou!” he said. But ashe sad it he was lunging toward the pilgrim with aknifein hisleft hand.

The pilgrim stopped him with ajab of the Saff to a pot where hisribs joined, and then the other end of
the staff whipped, whigtling, through the air to smack solidly againgt the mercenary’ s skull.

The mercenary dropped like a puppet whose strings had been released. He lay in the street, breathing
raggedly, sensdess.

“Good for you, pilgrim,” someone said.
“Soldiers are coming. Better leave,” said another.

The pilgrim did not move. Helooked down at the girl. She was Sitting up, rubbing her jaw. With her cowl
down about her shoulders and her brown hair cropped short, she looked as much like aboy asagirl but
there was something unmistakably feminine about the contours of her face and the delicacy of her
features.

The pilgrim reached his hand down to help her to her feet, but she knocked the hand away and
scrambled up without aid.

“You got away,” the pilgrim said.
“Obvioudy. And so did you,” the girl said.
“But we can’'t seem to stay apart”
“Nobody asked for your help,” she said.

“Where havel heard thisadl before?’ the pilgrim said. “I’ ve gotten into thisfrightening habit, and | find
mysdf involved before | know it.”

“The soldiers,” someone shouted from the crowd. “They’re here.”

Therewere six of them, in uniform, fully armed, working their way through the crowd. The pilgrim turned
back to the girl, but she was gone and so was the senseless mercenary, who, it seemed, was senseless no

longer.
The further progress of the soldiers was blocked by farmers standing shoulder to shoulder.
“Makeway,” the sergeant said.

“You'll not takethe pilgrim,” one of thefarmers said. “ Y ou’ Il not take one who was only protecting agirl
from amercenary and spilled no blood.”

“Make way herein the name of the Emperor!”

“A pilgrim hasimmunity,” said another farmer. “He cannot be tried in the Emperor’ s courts.”



“The captain will bethe judge of that,” the sergeant said. “We' Il take him in, and if he/ sinnocent he'll be
released with no harm.”

“You'll not takethe pilgrim,” thefirst farmer said.

Above the heads of the soldiers, floating down the street, came aflaming orange ball of witch fire. One of
the farmers pointed & it. “ The witches have cometo claim their own.”

The soldiersfidgeted, but the sergeant said, “ The witch fire never has been known to harm anyone. We'll
take the pilgrim whether you let usor no. Men, takeam!”

“Wait,” the pilgrim said. “Let them through. I’ll go with the soldiers. | have no fear of the captain or the
Emperor’ s court.”

“Y ou don’'t know this captain or this court,” afarmer muttered. “1t’'Il not be fair or pleasant.”
“I wish to go with them,” the pilgrim said.

The farmers parted. The soldiers moved between them, grabbed the pilgrim’ sarms, and hustled him
toward the waiting cart.

“Do not mistreet the pilgrim,” afarmer caled after them, “or the witches will take care of you.”

A shudder ran through the two soldiers holding the pilgrim. They feared the witches but not enough to let
the pilgrim loose. They feared the sergeant more, and the sergeant feared the captain. Who did the
captain fear?

The pilgrim looked off down the street. The city hal was evidently the old, white stone and red brick
building severa dreetsaway. Beyondit, built on ahill, he caught the distant glint of awitch’s chapd risng
above what must be awitch-doctor’ svilla

The cart lurched off down the street, the witch fire Stting on the right front post. No one dared brush it
asde.

The pilgrim walked down theright side of the divided highway which in some places, for some forgotten
historical reasons, was caled aturnpike and in others an interstate. He breathed in the good morning air,
winy a this dtitude. He enjoyed the warmth of the bright sun, onein the blue sky. He swung the green
staff he bad cut in astream bed afew miles back where he had enjoyed his breskfast of sausage and
bread afarmer had given him, washed down with mountain water.

The highway wasin good condition here. Although the weeds on each side were chest high, the black
rubbery substance with which the ancients covered many of their roadswas till relatively intact, marred
only by an occasiond patch of grass which had grown through acrack or lodged in adirt-filled crevice.

For the hundredth time since he had started along this great highway that bisected the Centra Empire, he
wondered how the ancients had built it and all the lesser roads of which rdlics remained. Perhapsit had
not been built by men at al but by witches and witchcraft. The witch-doctors said not. They said that
once men used machinesthat did al work for them.

And they had died for it, the pilgrim reflected.



Thewitch-doctor with whom he had studied would not have agreed. “ Thereisno evil in machines” he
said once. “There were only evil people who used machines or weak people who were used by them. If
you can learn this much, you will know more than al but afew of the people you see around you, for
their ancient fearsare strong.”

“That’ snot hard to learn.”

“You are astrange man,” the witch-doctor said. “ Some people might cdl you cynica or amord. | think
you are brilliant and have not yet found anything to believein. And when you do 6 the universe had better
watch out. Others are different. What they cannot understand, what they can never hopeto do
themsdves, ismagic 6 they must congder it magic if they aretolivewithit a al.”

“I think it istime men built machines again. Or they will die, asthey havelived, futildy.”

“Y ou do not know people,” the witch-doctor said. “Y ou must go live among them when you begin your
pilgrimage, to get to know them aswell asto seek truth, to learn why afew among them can do asyou
say but the many cannot, and you must decide how to separate the few from the many.”

The pilgrim gretched hisarms out wide as he walked, feding strangdly joyous this bright morning, asif
this morning great revelations would come to him, hewould find the truth or part of it. He walked now
where strange machines once had hurtled, if the old tales were to be believed, with their cargoes of men
and animals and priceless goods. The tales had to be true, he thought, for how else would one explain
these roads used now only by an occasiona foot traveler, acart, or afarmer’ struck floating to market.

It wasironic, he thought, that the farmers of the Empire rode swiftly and the soldiers of the Empire, even
the Emperor Bartlett himsdf, traveled no faster than ahorse could go. But the Emperor had seized trucks
and used them briefly and within months they had lost dl power and were worthless. Some said that the
spell wore off. The Emperor did not believe it. But the brave men who tried to explore the workings of
thetrucks died horrible, wasting degths.

Ahead of him the pilgrim saw the beginnings of awooded area. The highway had fdlen into ariver, and
trees had grown up around it and through it until the roadway had virtudly disappeared. The pilgrim
debated trying to find away around the woods, thought better of it, and made hisway between the trees.

Thetreeswere largely cottonwoods and thorny locusts with afew oaks scattered among them. When the
wind blew, the cottonwood leaves rustled like sheets of paper being rubbed together. The air which had
been clean and clear now was thick with the odor of growing things and the fishy smdll of theriver.

For alittle way into the woods there was a path, but it petered out among the trees and the underbrush,
and the pilgrim had to make hisway aone. After half an hour he was beginning to think he would have to
turn about and try to find his way back to the path when he heard voices ahead and broke from between
the treesinto aclearing.

In the middle of the clearing was asmall house built of roughly sawn boards. It had athatched roof and a
smoking chimney at the near Sde. Beyond the house was asmall garden plot; apigwasrootinginit. In
front of the house was a group of three men wrestling with agirl whose long brown hair svung wildly as
she struggled silently with the men. Another man stood at one side and watched. It was hewho said
quigtly, “Let her go. We haveavisitor.”

The other three siwung to face the pilgrim, but one of them continued to grasp the girl’ swrists. They were
ragged men wearing what had once been the Emperor’ s uniform. Desarters, the pilgrim thought. Perhaps
outlawsin other ways by thistime.



“Forgive mefor bresking in upon you likethis” the pilgrim said. “Please go on with whatever you were
doing and I’'ll go back theway | came.”

“Wecan't let you do that,” said the quiet one. “Y ou might bring other people before we' re finished here,
| think we'll haveto tie you up like the old man.”

“I don't think I'd likethat,” the pilgrim said. He noticed that two of the three men who had been
struggling with the girl had recent scratches on their faces. 1 think we' d al be happier if we went our
separate ways.”

“Youfool!” saidthegirl. “Let them tieyou up!” Her face was earnest and intense and quite pretty, the
pilgrim thought, but alittletoo willful for histaste.

“If hewill not persuade, we must use stronger arguments,” the quiet one said. “ Sam, you approach him
from the right. Jones, you take theleft. I'll beinthe middle. If hetriesto run hewon't get far in the
underbrush. Watch the quarterstaff! A man with a quarterstaff may know how to useit.”

“It' sthe worst of bad luck to harm apilgrim,” the pilgrim said, watching their eyes as hetalked. The quiet
on€e s eyes were steady and blue and focused unwaveringly on the pilgrim’ s staff. He had drawn a short
sword from hisbelt and had it in his hand. The one called Jones had shifty little eyes and aferret mouth at
which ferret teeth gnawed continually. He, too, had asword, but it was raised to strike rather than to
thrust like their leader’s. The one called Sam looked dumb and deepy. He had a club.

“Wadl,” said the quiet one, “we aren’t trying to harm you, you know, only detain you for alittle. And we
don’t know for sure you'rea pilgrim, even if you are wearing a cowl. And, anyway, the way our luck has
been running it couldn’t get much worse. So, if | wereyou, I’ d throw down that staff before you get hurt
O accidentaly.”

“ Speaking of luck, there’ s some blue witch fire on the chimney now,” the pilgrim said.

None of them moved their heads, but the pilgrim thought he detected aflicker of uncertainty and struck.
The staff whacked Jones on the wrist, making him drop his sword, and the other end whipped around to
thump the leader on the head. But before he could swing the other end against Sam, the club hit the side
of his head and he went down. The last thing he saw, or thought he saw, was abdl of witch fire actualy
gtting onthe chimney.

When the pilgrim awoke, his head throbbed and his shoulders ached. He knew why his head throbbed.
His shoulders ached from being pulled back by the hands tied behind him. He opened his eyes, but he
couldn’t see anything. The air was close and full of the odors of cooking and living, and he decided he
wasingdethelittle house. Hetried to wriggle upright, but his feet were bound, too.

“So you're awake now,” the girl said. Her voice seemed weary and truculent a the sametime.

But it was close and the pilgrim wriggled toward it until hisbody came up against something softer than a
wdll. “Yes” hesad quietly. “Where are they?”’

“They’ vefinished with mefor the moment,” she said, “so now they’ re getting ready to torture my father
to make him tell where he has hidden the gold.”

“Why doesn’'t hetdl them?’

“He doesn't have any gold. Nobody has around here anymore, but myths survive athousand fatal blows.
The Emperor’ s soldierswon't believe us, and now these! All my father hasis me and abad heart. Why
didn’'t you stay out of this?’



“I couldn’t very well kegp from stumbling into thisclearing.”

“Most people would. They wouldn’t come blundering in. If you had peeked cautioudy, you could have
gone on without harm. We' d al have been much better off.”

“I thought | might get alittle gratitude for trying to protect you.”
“Rot! Y ou weretrying to protect yourself.”
“True. But why would you have been better off?’

“Those men were deserters, but they weren’t beyond decency. All they wanted when they stopped was
some food and akiss or two.”

“Y ou were struggling!”
“That’ smy decison and my responsbility. Y ou had no business making us pay for your actions.”
“Suppose they hadn’t stopped at akiss or two?”

“Would | have been any worse off? Y ou are ameddling pilgrim! If you’ d only let them tie you up, even
then it might have been dl right, but you had to be a hero. Y ou sprained the wrist of the mean one and
made him meaner. And you stunned the leader who had kept them from going wild, who wanted them to
move along. He hasn't said aword since.

“They’ ve raped methree times, and after they kill my father they’ re going to kill you and take me with
them until they tireof me. Andit’sdl your fault.”

“I didn’t bring them to thisclearing.”
“Y ou brought yourself. That’ s disaster enough.”

They lay on the rough floor, back to back. The pilgrim felt the splinters against his cheek, smelled the
wood fire burning in the next room, and listened to the sound of the girl’ sangry breathing.

“Wdl,” hesaid, “we d better do something about it.”
“What?’ she snapped.

“Do you have any feding left in your fingers? If you do, see what you can make of these knots on my
wrig.”

“They fed just like amess of twisted ropes,” she said after a short pause.

“Fed them somemore,” he urged. “ Try to become familiar with them, the way they twist and turn under
each other. Memorize them with your fingers. Visudize them in your mind.”

“I'mdoingit,” shesad.

“These men were soldiers, and the army teachesits soldiers that there' s only oneright way to tie aknot.
Seeif you canfind aropeend.”

“I'vegot it.”

“Doesit go under another rope?’
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“Then pull onit, firmly and steedily, and pray.”

The pilgrim felt the tug of the rope, fdlt it loosening, and then his hands were free. “Good,” he whispered.
He sat up and undid the ropes around his ankles and then turned to the girl.

Voices came from the next room. “Theiron’ sready. Get the old man.”

The pilgrim felt the rope give under histugging. And then the girl struggled, and the rope tightened again.
He dapped her on the shoulder. “Quiet!”

Another voice said, “I can't wake him up.”

The ropes around the girl’ swrists fell away, and she wastrying to get up and hop toward the door. The
pilgrim pulled at her bound legs and caught her as she fell, one hand clasped across her mouth. She
gruggled in hisarms.

Thefirgt voice spoke again. “He s not adeep. He sdead. Cold.”
The girl stopped struggling.
“Now get those ropes off your legs,” the pilgrim said, releasing her.

He moved to the door, catching himsalf as hisright leg, adeep, amost crumpled under him. He stood by
the door, smelling the wood smoke, flexing hisfingers and wiggling histoes.

“Maybethe girl knows something.”
“If she does, shewon't tell you. She' sthe most stubborn girl | ever saw.”
“Well, let’sget rid of the pilgrim, takethe girl, and get out of here”

The door opened and firdight spilled into the room, exposing the girl where she sat struggling with the
ropes around her legs. Shelooked up, blinking, and the one called Jones stepped into the room, peering
about. “The damned pilgrim’sgone,” he called back over his shoulder, and the pilgrim hit him and then
caught the handle of his sword ashefdl to thefloor.

The deserter known as Sam aready was running forward, and the pilgrim did not underestimate his
gpeed thistime. He lunged with the sword' s point and caught him in mid-stride. The dull, deepy eyes
looked down at the blade stuck in his chest, and the body crumpled at the knees and fell forward.

The pilgrim wrenched the sword free asit fell and continued hislunge in two swift steps acrossthe floor.
He cut down the deserter by the fireplace who was holding a hot poker in his hand. That was the one
who had clung to the girl.

The pilgrim looked to the | eft. The quiet-voiced |eader was standing in the doorway, his sword in one
hand, the doorframe in the other. He had abandage around his head. “Not thistime, pilgrim,” he said.
“I'm not myself.” And he disappeared into the night.

The pilgrim turned to follow. As heturned hefdt ablow to hisright arm. It stung, and he turned, tossing
the sword to hisleft hand, to find behind him the deserter called Jones, aknife upraised to sirike again.

The pilgrim cut him across the middle and dropped the sword to clutch hisright upper arm. It had begun
to burn, and he could fed the blood pour out of it hot and sticky. He squeezed it tight.



“Wadll,” the girl said, standing in the doorway and looking at the bodies in the room, *you are a bloody
pilgrim. Isviolenceyour only cdling?’

The pilgrim looked at her increduloudy, and then awry smile began to curl the corners of hislips. Only
theright Sderose alittle higher than the left and his smile looked like asneer.

He wavered alittle on hisfeet, looked around, and sat down heavily on acrude chair. Thegirl ranto the
bunk to theright of the fireplace. She picked up the hand of her dead father, held it, looked into hisface,
and turned back to the pilgrim.

“The dy onegot you, didn't he,” she said. She cameto him and pried hisfingers away from the wound
and spread apart the hole in the rough shirt he wore under hisrobe. “1t’san ugly wound.” She rummaged
in acabinet in the corner and came back with astrip of white cloth. “Here,” she said, binding it tightly
around thearm.

Thepilgrimfet alittle dizzy.

“Now get up,” the girl said briskly, “and let’s get you to awitch-doctor. He can give you some powders
and have that sewn up so it will heal within aweek. Come on, now. Don't fal back.”

The pilgrim stood, swaying. “How far isit?’ “Only five miles” she said, and caught him before he sank
back into the chair.

Thetrip through the dark forest was anightmare of pain and fatigue and dimming consciousness, but at
the end of it waslight and warmth and comfort.

The witch-doctor’ s villalooked small from adistance. Y ou could see it from adistance because it was
lighted at night, aswasthe silolike chapel behind it. Up close, however, the villa seemed much larger, and
inddeit seemed interminable.

It had an odor dl itsown, ablend of antiseptics, something that smelled like 6 the pilgrim could find no
word for it but “energy” 6 and atrace of ail.

“Comein, Susannah,” the witch-doctor said after the door had announced them. “Comein, son, and let’s
have alook at that arm.”

Wordlesdly, the pilgrim held it out, winced as the witchdoctor detached the girl’ s bandage, bit hislower
lip asthe witch-doctor probed &t it. But even in his pain the pilgrim was studying the man.

The witch-doctor was dark where the pilgrim’s mentor had been fair and short where his mentor had
been tdl, but in pite of the difference they seemed as much dike as two men might be. There was about
them both an aura of inner certainty, asif they had arrived at an answer which explained everything and
they need question themselves no longer. Or perhaps, asthe farmers thought, they were the favorites of
the world' s unseen powers and, being al powerful, could afford to be generous and kind.

“Comeinto theclinic,” thewitch-doctor said. Y ou, too, Susannah. Y ou're a graduate and may see such
things. And you, young man, areapilgrim.”

1] YS.”

“Where did you sudy?’



“Near Denver.”

“ And who was your witch-doctor?’

“Hewastall and fair and wise. Witch-doctors have no names.”
“Nor do pilgrims, and | will not ask yours.”

The witch-doctor eased the pilgrim down flat on atable fashioned from some dick, dull-finished metd the
pilgrim had seen only in the witch'svillanear Denver. The witch-doctor eased hisarm onto ashelf and
brought forward from behind the table an object on wheds which fitted entirely over thearm.

“It was apity about your father,” the witch-doctor said as his busy hands attached vinelike objectsto
various parts of the pilgrim’ s body.

“How did you know about my father?’

“One never asks awitch-doctor how he knows.” But he smiled. “We have our ways. Y ou’ d better take
one of those blue pills on the second shelf there.”

“Why?’ the girl asked.
“In my day, we used to cal them émorning after’ pills. Take one. Those men didn't hurt you, did they?’
“Them?’ Her head tossed scornfully. “I1t would take ahundred like them.”

“Good. They can’t hurt you, not the real Susannah. Now, young man, | can’t say thiswon't hurt at al,
but it won't hurt much.” He pressed a button. Something buzzed. “ Y ou're in good shape. But it will take
alittletime for you to recuperate. How long have you been on your pilgrimage?’

“Three months.”
“And what have you learned?’

“I have not yet found the truth, but | have learned that people are pretty much the same all over, some
good, some bad, somekind, some crud. They dl want something, and if they want it too much, they turn
bad, and if they don’t want anything very much they are the prey of those who do.”

“Y ou have learned agood deal. How would you change the world to make it better?’

“Y ou must have more of everything, so people swants can be more easly satisfied, or you havetorule
morefirmly so that evil isdeterred.”

“And suppose there was a place where there was more of everything, but it was a place that took agreat
ded of getting used to 6 aplace where not everybody could live?’

The pilgrim hesitated.
“That' seasy,” Susannah said. “ Y ou let those live there who can adjust to it ¢”
“And rule everybody dse morefirmly,” the pilgrim finished.

“A remarkable combination,” the witch-doctor said. “There é your amisready.” He pulled back the
object on whedls.

The pilgrim lifted hisarm. The pain was gone, there was a new bandage on the wound, and the bleeding



had stopped. But his head swam as he sat up.

“I'll take you home,” the witch-doctor said. And he ushered them through the seemingly interminable villa
which dways gave the pilgrim the impression that it had subterranean powers beneath it that throbbed
just below the level of audibility. And findly they cameto abrightly lighted room in which sat aminiature
version of thefarmer’ struck except that it was dimmer.

The witch-doctor and Susannah hel ped the pilgrim into afront seat and then got in on either side of him.
Infront of them awall opened up, and with aquick roar and awhoosh of air the witch’s broom took off
for aquick ride through the dark paths of the forest.

Asthey |€eft the clearing in which the witch-doctor’ s villawas located, the pilgrim turned to take one last
look. The villastretched across between the trees, and the tall, pointed chapd was behind.

“What do you see?’ asked the witch-doctor.
“Anenigma,” the pilgrim said and was Slent.

At the cabin the witch-doctor and Susannah hel ped the pilgrim get out and into abunk. He was adeep
amost before his head touched the corn-shuck mattress. Minutes later 6 or perhapsit was hours 6 he
was awakened by someone entering the house. He felt for his staff and found nothing. He turned on his
side and groaned as his arm stabbed him with pain. Then he opened his eyes and saw Susannah. She
was standing in front of thefire, leaning on ashovel and gazing into the flames”

“Where have you been?’

“Outsde”

“What have you been doing?’

“Burying,” shesaid.

And he nodded and turned on his back and went to deep again.

A week later hisarm had hedled. He could swing it fregly without pain, and there was only a pink scar
where the knife wound had gaped. The pilgrim walked out into the clearing and stretched in the sunshine.

“You' rewel,” said thegirl, behind him.
The pilgrim nodded. “ Timeto continue my pilgrimage.”
“That’ swhat pilgrims must do,” shesaid.

The pilgrim wondered if there was anote of wistfulnessin her voice. If there was he would ignoreit. She
had been pleasant enough during their seven days together. She had cooked their medls, cleaned the
cabin, tended to hiswound, hoed the garden. And she had hummed as she did these things. It was dl too

00zy.

The pilgrim did not trust anyone, particularly women, who enjoyed labor. They must have motives, he
thought, and he suspected motives, even hisown.

He went to anearby oak tree and cut himsdlf another green staff about six feet long. He held it
experimentally, hisleft hand about a quarter of the way from the end, the right hand about the middle, and
maneuvered againg a cottonwood sapling, ending with asolid and potentidly crippling blow to the
spling’'smiddle.



He walked back toward Susannah, ingpecting the staff for cracks and splinters, finding none.

“Here syour robe,” she said, holding it out. “I washed it for you. And here' s some cheese and fresh
bread | baked thismorning. Y ou can et it for your lunch when you come to aquiet stream. If you go
that way 6“ she motioned with her head toward the far end of the clearing,” 6 you'll reach the interstate
directly.”

“That'sgood,” the pilgrim said. “I’m grateful to you for nursing me and for taking care of me.” He dipped
into the robe and once morefdt like apilgrim.

“That was nothing,” she said. *Y ou rescued me from the deserters. Y ou may even have saved my life”
“That wasn't what you said when we weretied up.”

“You did that after weweretied up,” she said. “1 don't approve of killing. None of our family ever
gpproved of killing. | had abrother who became apilgrim.”

“Y ou never heard from him?’

She shook her head. * Either he found truth or desth found him. | like to think he found truth.”
“If he had, wouldn’t he have come back to tell you?’

“No pilgrim ever returns”

The pilgrim was anxious to be away, but somehow he felt that he hadn’t acted sufficiently grateful or
aufficiently concerned about her welfare. “What will you do now?’

She sighed. “1 thought you' d never ask.” She reached behind the door to bring out agray robe with a
cowl. “I've decided to be apilgrim, too. I’ m going with you.”

“Thet’ simpossible”
“Nothing isimpossiblein thiswonderful world.”
“Oh, I’ ve heard of women pilgrims, but never aman and awoman together.”

“I could cook and wash for us both, and you could find food, and we would have more time for seeking
truth. Wewould find it that much sooner.”

He shook his head. “Pilgrimstravel done. And eveniif they didn't, | travel done. And eveniif | didn't, |
wouldn’t want to be responsible for you.”

“I need nobody’ shelp,” shesaid. “I’'m responsible for mysdlf.”
“Stay here,” the pilgrim said. “Or go to the witchdoctor and ask him what you should do.”
“Hesad | could beapilgrim. Hesaid | should go with you.”

“Go ahead then. Be apilgrim! But be one somewhereelsel” The pilgrim turned and walked briskly
toward the far end of the clearing and strode into the forest.

He had not walked far when he came to the highway again. He thought of it asafriend he had not seen
for along time. He began to walk aong it, heading east, breathing the winy air and enjoying the morning
sun. But after afew minutes he had an uneasy fedling in his shoulder blades and looked back. Following



him was another gray-robed figure.
Hewaited for Susannah to approach. “1 thought | told you not to follow me,” he said.

“No, you didn't. What you said was, €éBe apilgrim somewhere else” And that’swherel am 6
somewheredse”

“Then I'mtelling you now. Don't follow me.”
“A pilgrim must go where his conscience leads him. My conscience tells me to follow thisroad, for now.”

The pilgrim turned and walked briskly away. He kept up agood pace for aslong as he could and then
stopped to pant. He glanced back. The girl was only afew paces behind and she wasn't even breathing
hard.

The pilgrim turned and walked on at amore norma pace. A little past noon, by the sun, he cameto a
stream and stopped to drink from his cupped hand, took the bread and cheese out of an inside pocket of
his robe, unwrapped it, and began to eat. He ignored the girl who, ten feet away, was going through the
sameritual. When he finished he brushed away the crumbs, drank again, stood up, and walked on. The
girl took up her place again, ten paces behind him.

All afternoon the pilgrim had the feding that the girl’ s gaze was burning itsdf into his shoulder blades. He
had the self-conscious urge to shift his back, and only the strongest of will power kept it still. That was
panful.

In the early afternoon they cameto avillage 6 no more than a dozen buildings clustered on the near side
of theroad. Beyond were leve fields, turned now in the spring for the planting of corn and vegetables. In
some of the fields the winter wheat was up, a shimmering green acrossthe land. In adigtant field atruck
was spreading witch powder to enrich the soil or to kill weeds or pests, and in another atruck was
pulling acultivator.

There was ascattering of peoplein the village, dressed in working clothes still stained from thefields or
the household chores. They were talking to each other or bartering idly for goods. No coins changed
hands. In al such villages, the pilgrim had never seen any coins. He had asked why thiswas so and he
had been told 6 for everyone answers the questions of apilgrim for in what they say he may find truth 6
that what they did not have the Emperor could not take away. Besides, bartering was their pleasure.

Now they called to the girl walking behind him.

“Susannah, you' reapilgrim now.”

“I heard about your father, Susannah. Such apity.”

“Stop and stay a spdll, Susannah. We d be proud to have you.”

And to the pilgrim, they said, “Welcome, pilgrim. Stop with us. Share our evening med.”

Then the pilgrim turned the corner of abuilding and saw besideit ahorse-drawn cart. The cart wasfilled
with cabbages and beets and apples, carrots and sacks of grain and potatoes, and a pig. Beside the cart
stood a swesting sergeant and behind him seven soldiers, each with hisarmsfilled with produce.

“But we don’t want your food,” the sergeant was protesting to avillager who kept trying to thrust upon
him a clucking chicken. “We want gold, coins, whatever you have. We don't have room for dl thisfood.
Wewould haveto wak, and my soldiers must be ready to fight at al times.”



“Sir,” said thevillager, hiswhite hair shining in the sunlight, “we have no gold. Thelast of the Emperor's
soldiersthrough heretook al our remaining ornaments, athough many of them were only brass, and now
we have only food. But you are welcome to that and more. Please take this chicken with our best wishes.
Take her to the Emperor. Shewill make agood med for him with dumplings.”

The swesting sergeant caught sight of the pilgrim. “PFilgrim, maybe you can make him understand. Tell this
poor savage that we can’'t take the food.”

“What brings you here, sergeant?” asked the pilgrim.

“Chasing four deserters,” the sergeant said. “ But we were told to collect taxes on our way, as usud.
Have you seen them? The deserters?’

“Yes. | killed three of them.”

“You killed three of them?’ The chicken dropped out of the sergeant’ s hands. It ran off to joinitsflock,
gabbling about itsreprieve.

“Therewas abig one, arough one, ady one, and aquiet one. | killed thefirst three. The quiet one got
a,vw.”

“Why did you kill them?’
“They attacked me.”

“You'reamighty lethd pilgrim. You'll have to comewith us. Men, get that Stuff out of the cart. We're
going to tekethisonein.”

“It' sunlawful to interferewith apilgrim,” the pilgrim said.
“Not when he' scommitted murder, and it’s murder until those men were officidly tried and convicted.”
“Which you and your squad would do when you found them.”

“But wedidn’t find them, did we?’ said the sergeant. “Besides, they’ Il never believe us a headquartersif
we come back and tell them some pilgrim killed Sam and Jones and Upshaw. Not unless we produce the
pilgrimwho said s0.”

“l liked Sam,” said one of the soldiers.

A smadl group of villagers had gathered around them. Susannah pushed her way through them. “You
should take me, too. I'm apilgrim.”

“Did you kill anybody?’ the sergeant asked wearily.

“No, but they 6 they attacked me, and that’ s when the pilgrim 6 I’m awitness ¢”

“It doesn’'t matter,” the sergeant said. “We haven't got room for more than one prisoner.”
“But I'mwith him,” Susannah said.

The sergeant looked at the pilgrim. He shook his head.

Susannah clung to the sergeant’ sarm. *Y ou don’t understand. He saved my life and now he's
responsiblefor me.”



“That’savicious philosophy,” the pilgrim said.

The sergeant flung her to the ground. “ Get in,” he said to his men. They caught the pilgrim by hisarms
and helped him into the cart and found places for them al on benches along each sde. The sergeant got
into the seet in front and urged the horse into motion, leaving behind them a heap of produce and a
squeding pig. The cart turned right and headed east on the highway.

After they had traveled amile or so down the road, the pilgrim looked back. The village had disappeared
but asmall, gray figure was trudging after them. In another haf-hour the figure had disappeared.

'V

By mid-morning of the following day the hard wooden benches had become like flint beneath the pilgrim,
and for that reason alone he wished he had made an effort to escape during the night, even though he bad
been shackled to a snoring soldier on either side asthey dept.

What kept the soldiersin condition to fight? he wondered.

They had been traveling on the high plains. Now they began to pass through a series of low hills. On one
of them the pilgrim glimpsed alone horseman silhouetted againgt the sky. When helooked again, there
were adozen there. He pointed them out to the sergeant.

“Luddites” the sergeant said. “ They won't attack. They fear the Emperor’ swrath, and they know his
guns. They'll wait for some lone traveler or some poorly armed group. Naked cowards!”

They passed on, the horse wearily pulling the heavy cart asif it knew itsfate and wasresigned to it. Over
hills and between hills they went until suddenly, asthey were between two high stone hills, ameta fence
rose up out of the ground in front of them to aheight of ten feet and then twenty feet.

The horse braced hisfeet to stop, but the weight of the cart kept pushing him forward until the sergeant
remembered to help with the brake.

“Back!” he shouted. “Everybody out and get turned around.” But by the time the cart was swung around
another metal barrier had closed the way they had entered.

“Everybody get their guns,” the sergeant shouted. “ At the ready!”
“If you reach for your guns,” said aclear voice from above, “1 will haveto blow you out of there.”

Everyone looked up. Seated in achair supported over the roadway by ametal boomwasamanina
white jacket or robe. It reminded the pilgrim of the white jacket worn by the witch-doctors, but it was
fuller and longer.

In front of the man was aboard on which his hands rested. He wore on his face some glass objects
which magnified hiseyes until helooked like an owl. On his head was awhite cap which completdy
covered hishair.

“On the hills beside you, you will notice, are the mouths of instruments of destruction,” the man said.
“Youwill believemeif | tell you that | have but to press a button and those instruments of destruction will
belch fireand sted into thissmdl valey until thereis nothing left of it. If, by chance, one of you might
makeit to the barrier, you will find that something frightening and fatal will happen. Likethid”

Hetossed his hand toward the barrier the cart faced. A length of something metdlic flew through the air



and struck the fence. It flared brightly, melted, and fell in separate piecesto the ground.
“Y ou arefrightened by this new force, right?’ said the man in the chair above them.
“A Neo-Scientist!” the sergeant said.

“Y ou are correct. And one day my colleagues and | will be greater than the scientists of old, who called
this energy in the barriers édectra-city.” Now, throw your weapons as far from you as you can.”

Thepdlet gunsflew indl directions.
“Now the knives.”
A few knivesfollowed.

“One by one you will climb the ladder which will descend to you.” The Neo-Scientist’s hand pressed
againg the board in front of him and aladder uncoiled over the edge of the hill. The sergeant went up
firs. At thetop he hesitated asif he were deciding whether to take his chancesin the valey behind him,
took a deep breath, and went on. His soldiersfollowed him.

The Neo-Scientist turned to the pilgrim. “It went very well, didn’t it? Everything worked perfectly. It was
thefirgt time, you know, so | couldn’t be sure. But it did go well. Didn't it?’

“Well, yes” sad the pilgrim.

“Come up the ladder, then. Y ou are different from the others. They are workers. That istheir function.

Y ou are an educated man, a seeker after truth. That isyour function. Y ou could be aNeo-Scientist, if
you wished. You are my guest. If you decide to join me and explore the unknown, we will rgjoice. If you
wish to go on and find the truth in your way, we will be sad for ourselves but happy for you.”

The Neo-Scientist pressed his board again, and the boom swung back behind the hilltop asthe pilgrim
climbed the ladder. When he reached the top, the Neo-Scientist was there to grasp his hand and help
him up.

The pilgrim stood up, stopped, and stared. Below him wasasmall city built on the edge of abright lake.
Smoke came curling from chimneys, people rode carts through the streets, and the carts had no horses
pulling them, abig structure built of wood was drilling something into the earth, crews of men were
building roads. It was alovely picture of civilization and industry, and the pilgrim blinked. He had thought
that nothing like this existed on earth any more.

“This” the Neo-Scientist said, “is New Fittsburgh.”

“Rittsburgh,” the pilgrim said, “isaplacein the Allegheny Republic ruled by the Hereditary Governor of
New York.”

“Today it isalarge village surrounded by ruins,” the Neo-Scientist said. “ Thisisthe New Fittsburgh,
which one day will be bigger and more prosperous than the old Fittsburgh.”

And the pilgrim believed him until he looked down and saw the sergeant and the soldiers being fitted by
white-coated men with metal collars fastened one to another by metal chains.

“My own invention,” said the Neo-Scientist. “ At any moment, those collars can be charged with a
variable amount of dectra-city. A smal amount and the collars only tingle: awarning. A larger amount
and the collars shock: punishment. At thetop limit they can burn and kill: example. We have very



obedient workers.”
“I believeyou,” the pilgrim said. “ Do you have many workers?’

“Tenfor every Neo-Scientist. In New Pittsburgh everyone has ajob, afunction. The Neo-Scientist’sjob
isto think, to explore, to invent, to make life easier and progress possible. The worker’sjob isto provide
the Neo-Scientist with the time to do these things. Woman' s job isto produce more Neo-Scientists and

workers. If everybody does hisjob, everybody ishappy.”
“Can davery work?’

“Itisamatter of function,” the Neo-Scientist said. “In nature everything has afunction. The grass grows,
the rabbit eats the grass, and the wolf eats the rabbit. The antsin the anthill, each has hisjob, and when
dl dotheir jobsthe anthill thrives, and when the anthill thrives dl the antsin it are happy. It iswhen man
ignores function that he becomes unhappy.

“Begdes, | am working on abrain operation which will alow meto implant an eectrode in the happiness
center. When aworkman does hisjob he will be dlowed to stimulate himself for an gppropriate length of
time”

“And what will happen when the Emperor finds out about New Pittsourgh?”

“Do you think his soldiers could stand up against my instruments of destruction 6 the eectra-city, the big
guns? Watch.” He bent over the chair in which he had been sitting and turned a knob. “L ook toward the
other hill.” He pushed a button. The black object exploded and produced a gout of red flame and black
smoke. Thunder enveloped them. Something whistled into the distance. Something exploded abovethe
digtant hills.

“And do you think he could stand up to my workers, armed with superior wegpons and urged on by the
gimulation of their collars?’

“Perhgps not,” the pilgrim said. “But he would try. And | know he would give much to gain control of
your weapons and your method of worker control.”

“Ah, but what would he do with them?’ the Neo-Scientist asked. “He would only do more of what he
does now: control more land, rule more people. What will that prove?’

“But where does dl of your work lead?’
“To man’ sdegtiny: the discovery of dl truth.”
“Isthat the witch-doctor’ struth?”

“They have one truth. We have many, as many as there once were people on this earth. Do you know
how many people once lived on thisworld of ours?’

The pilgrim shook his head.

“Four billion people lived on this earth because of the machine. The entire world was like New

Pittsburgh, filled with machinesthat did dl the labor. Then men had timeto think and solve the mysteries
of the universe. And they solved many of them. Wefind bits and pieces of their solutionsthat survived the
time of flames when the Lowbrows rebelled and ran the eggheads, and the time of starvation and time of
troubles that followed when dmost four billion men and women and children died of starvation and
privation and violence. The old scientists thought they could just let people run loose, doing whét they



wished. See what happened. The machine was broken, and we have this backward world which can
support no more than 100 million people or so.

“But we can profit by the example of the past. We search the world for the science of the past and go on
from what they learned to discover the truth of everything.”

The Neo-Scientist clearly was serious. “ That isanoble ambition.”
“Itisanoblerace.”

The Neo-Scientist motioned the pilgrim to get into asmdll, open car with four seatsinit. It rested onrails
near the top of the hill. When they were both seated, the car began to move smoothly toward New
Pittsburgh below.

The sergeant glanced at them asthey departed. The pilgrim thought his eyes were haunted.
“How do you determine who are workers and who are Neo-Scientists?’ the pilgrim asked.

“Everyone gets the same educetion until they are even. At eleven they take an gptitude examination.
The onesthat pass go on to a Neo-Scientific education, as high asthey can go. A few drop out aong the
way and become technicians. The rest are fitted with collars and put to work.”

“That must be amoment of grest terror.”

“Not at dl. What they dread more than labor isfurther education. Using their arms and backs comes
more naturaly to them than using their heads. Function!”

By the time the car on rails had reached the outskirts of New Pittsburgh, the town did not look so
attractive. The smoke from the chimneys hung in the air, making breething difficult, settling on the houses,
dirtying root' sand clothing, peeling paint off thewalls. The horseless carts were emitting choking fumes,
aswadll. The roadswere rutted and full of holes. Even the bright lake had agray scum aong itsshore. It
extended severd hundred yardsinto the water.

And the people who were working did not ook up asthey passed.

Asthey rolled through the town, the pilgrim’ simpression of despair grew. At the end of therallswasa
building faced with massive columns and twined with ivy. Rising from that basewas atdl, white,
windowlesstower.

“Come,” said the Neo-Scientist, descending from the vehicle.

They went through broad doors and into alarge, marbled lobby. Clerks rushed up to the Neo-Scientist,
waving messages at him. Neo-Scientists came toward him in their smocks, asking questions. He waved
themdl awvay.

“Wehaveaguest,” hesad, “thisearnest pilgrim who, like us, is seeking truth. Speak with him, answer
his questions, share your confidences and your thoughts with him as you would with me, and perhaps he
will joinus”

Then the Neo-Scientist led the pilgrim to the far wall in which there were many doors. The Neo-Scientist
pressed a button. One of the doors opened. They entered alittle room. When the door closed, the room
began to move upward. The pilgrim had afeding of greater weight. He counted twenty doors before the
room stopped, the door in front of them opened, and they emerged into a spacious hall.



The Neo-Scientist led him to one end of the hall, opened a door, and showed the pilgrim into a
comfortably fitted sitting room with an adjoining bedroom and bath which disposed automaticaly of
wadte fluids and other materials. There were books in the Sitting room dating back to before the time of
burning, and there was amechanism which he could useto call for food or companionship.

“My rooms are at the other end of the hall,” the Neo-Scientist said.
It was amore astonishing building than the Emperor’ s palace in Denver and more luxurioudy appointed.
“Why do you build so high where thereis so much land?’ the pilgrim asked.

“Y ou ask good questions. That isamost promising Sign in ayoung man. There are many reasonsfor
building atdl building likethis: fird, it concentrates control and information processesin asmall space;
second, it impresses the people with the permanence of their leaders; third, it pleases the populace like
the pyramids of ancient Egypt or the skyscrapers of ancient New Y ork; fourth, it hasavirile symbolism;
fifth, it ingpires the occupantsto strive harder for understanding; and sixth, it placesthe leadersfar from
the scene of possible violence. There, | have been frank with you as | always hopeto be, and as | hope
you will befrank with me”

“I hopeto be.”

“Now | have much work to do. If you need anything, just call into that instrument. And remember:
function!” And he closed the door.

Clearly, thiswas one possible answer to the riddle proposed by Susannah’ switch-doctor. Thiswasa
place where there was more of everything. It took some getting used to. He supposed that alot of
people could not live there; they would not like the tall building, and they would hate or not be ableto
tolerate the machines. So the Neo-Scientists adjusted to it, and everyone else was ruled firmly.

But somehow the pilgrim did not think the witch-doctor was referring to New Pittsburgh.
And he went over and put his hand on the door, and the door would not open.

It waslocked. The pilgrim felt amoment of panic until he remembered the mechanism on which he could
cal for food or companionship. He cdled for food, and when he had eaten he called for companionship.

When the young Neo-Scientist came he strolled the streets of New Pittsburgh with him, talking about the
town and how it wasto live there and about science and the new life that was building.

The pilgrim spent seven daysin New Pittsburgh, talking, living a carefree, comfortable, intellectud life,
and in spite of the obvious degradetion of the many he could not help being fascinated by the equally
obvious liberation of the thinking man to do that which makes man most human.

Then he would watch the workersin their collars, and the mercenaries who acted as foremen over them,
twisting the knobs on they control sticks, and standing guard at the outskirts of town.

And the pilgrim could not help noticing that whenever he was dlonein hisroom the door was locked and
whenever he was outs de the room someone was with him. After alittle he began to wonder if hetoo did
not wear acollar like the workers, only he had fashioned it and put it on himsdlf.

On the evening of the seventh day, after dusk, as he was waking with one of the young Neo-Scientigts,
he talked with him about the mysteries of the earth and about the mysteries of the sea, about the
mysteries of the air and the mysteries of the stars. He began to grow very excited about the human
adventure.



In the distance came achorus of loud yells, and the pilgrim saw agroup of flickering lights. He heard a
thunder of hooves getting closer, and he wondered what new miracle New Pittsburgh was producing.

V

The hooves became separate horses, the flickering lights became individua torches, and the yells
parceled themsalves out among the individua throats of near-naked L uddites who were storming down
the main street of New Pittsburgh. They tossed their torches into houses, and the houses magically turned
into flame, and the flames painted the bodies of the Luddites. The Luddites |eaned far over from their
horses to club down pedestriansin the street. They took particular dight in smiting amercenary or a
Neo-Scientist. And they swept up afew women to ride behind them on their horses.

Two of them saved their torchesfor the buildings adjoining the Neo-Scientist tower, and then it seemed
asif the entire city had turned to fire and men and women were running frantically back and forth in front
of the flames, not knowing what to do.

Everything happened so quickly that the pilgrim did not have time to evaluate his actions or reactions, and
before he could do so a horse galloped so close by that its sweat sprayed on him, astrong arm closed
around him and suddenly he was sitting on the back of awildly galoping horse.

He thought of struggling, but he looked back and saw that New Pittsburgh was doomed. Everywhereit
was burning, and even the tower of Neo-Science was in danger of being engulfed. Black figureswere
flesing.

Thelast vison of the city the pilgrim took with him was of the sergeant and his squad of soldiers. The
sergeant had found a saw, and he was sawing away at the chain that linked him to the next man.

The horsesran long after they had swept into the outer darkness and the ruddy light had faded into night
behind them. Finally they stopped and the pilgrim was alowed to dide, leg and bottom weary, to the
ground. The women weretold to build afire. They looked until they found some twigs and many cow
chips. Then they were given grain and preserved mest out of |eather pouches, and the L uddites produced
apot in which to cook them.

The pilgrim had been dtting back in the shadows, but one Luddite noticed him and urged himto join the
other women. He urged him with abrisk blow to the back of the head. The pilgrim’s cowl fell back.

“I'm not awoman,” the pilgrim said.

“By damn, you're not,” the L uddite exclaimed. “But you looked like awoman in that robe!” And he
reached for aknifein hisbdlt.

The pilgrim hit him just below hisribcage, and the Luddite grunted and doubled up. The other Luddites
laughed until they rolled on the ground by the fire. “ George and hiswoman!” they shouted. “ George' s
woman hasakick likeamule.”

The Luddite began to straighten up. He was till trying to get hisknife out of hisbdt. The pilgrim hit him
againin the same spot. The Luddite sat down heavily, and hisfellow Luddites broke into new screams of
laughter.

Finaly the laughter began to subside. The stricken Luddite dowly began to get to hisfeet, holding his
stomach and backing away. “ Perhaps we can reach an agreement,” he said. “1 do not kill you, and you
do not hit me.”



“That’ sfair,” thepilgrim said.

One of the other Luddites called out, “George, don’t you know the difference between awoman and a
pilgim.”

“A pilgrim?Isthat what thisis? |’ ve heard of them but | never saw one before.”

“One of them wasin camp just afew daysago.”

“I was out hunting with abunch of the boys”

Looking around & the little group 6 there seemed to be no more than twenty-five Luddites, noneinjured
0 the pilgrim was astonished that so few had done so much damage.

After their smple med of porridge enriched with bits of mest, they sat around the campfiretalking in loud
voices about the raid on New Pittsburgh, the destruction they had wrought, and the mercenaries and
Neo-Scientists they had killed. There was no remorse.

When they had completed their boastful recounting of the evening’ s action, one of them stood up and
began to chant asong of ancient bravery, of blows struck and victorieswon, of Ludditesfalenin battle
taking their enemies with them, of machines broken and of one vast machine that was stilled forever
before it made daves of al mankind.

“Machinesmust diel” he chanted. “ Science must die! All who fashion and create must diel Man must
livel Nature must livel And theright way to livewill livel”

Later, asthetalking died away, the pilgrim turned to the Luddite beside him. The Luddite smelled of
smoke and grease and swest, but the pilgrim was beginning to get accustomed to it. He supposed he was
abit gamy, himsdlf. “Isthat why you burned New Pittsburgh?’

“Wasthat the name of the place?’ the Luddite said. It was George, his captor, who now had become his
friend. “Wel, it wasfor kicks, mostly,” he said. “ That’ sthe way most of uslook at it. A few, they redly
got thisthing about the machine. They really go nuts about it. Not that we dl don't fed kind of that way.
Every mord person does.”

“| suppose s0,” the pilgrim said.

“You'vegot to befor it or againgt it, our spiritualist says, and we Luddites are againgt it. We take sacred
vows to destroy any machine we find and anybody who builds machines. Y ou aren’'t aNeo-Scientist, are
you?Y ou werein that town.”

“I had been captured, just as you captured me. How do you fedl about the witch-doctors?’
“They're okay, | guess.”
“Don’t they use machines?’

“Naw,” the Luddite said. “They got powers just like our spirituaists. Y ou know 6 they can make the
wind blow, hedl the sck, turn the land sweet for growing things, bring the game, that sort of thing. It' sall
in knowing theright way of doing things.”

“I see” the pilgrim said.

“Anyway, we don’t see many witch-doctors.”



Wrapped in blankets, lying on the sweet prairie grass that prickled alittle through the blanket, smelling
the fresh prairie air and the last smoke from the campfire, seeing the starswhedl past, they fell adeep.

In the next few days, the pilgrim became a part of Luddite life on the move. Given a spare horse, he soon
became accustomed to riding it bareback, hisrobe floating out behind him like gray wings.

Whereit was forested, they hunted the deer, waiting by streams until the spooky deer came stepping
lightly to the trickling water for adrink. They fished for trout and bass and pike and, best-of-all for eting
cooked over the camp-fire, catfish. And they chased agiant herd of wild cattle, felling them with arrows
and lances as they rode along beside the running, plunging beasts. Afterwards, tired and dusty, they
enjoyed afeast of steak and roast and liver and tongue cooked over giant fires and eaten until satiation,
and they dept and woke to eat again and again.

It was agood, clean, manly life. The pilgrim felt himself growing lean and stirong. His face became
bronzed like those of his captors; soon the only thing that distinguished him from them was the robe he
wore and would not discard. Thiswas the way aman was meant to live, he thought.

In the evenings, after the meal s were completed and the women were egting, the Luddites would talk by
the fire about their exploits or sometimes about life and God and the afterlife. Sometimes the minstrel
would sing of old glories or glories yet to come, and the blood would dance within each Luddite until he
was compel led to get up and ssomp around the dying fire as the minstrel chanted, making guttura sounds
and whoops of other noise.

And the minstrel had made another song, a new song, about the burning of New Pittsburgh, and
everyone sat quietly and listened.

Sometimes the pilgrim would show them tricks that he had learned 6 the boxing with the fists, the shrewd
blows with the sides of the hands or the fingertips or the feet, the strange magic of the quarterstaff.

And then there would be long, quiet nights under the stars, wrapped in ablanket, for thinking or deeping.

Perhaps thiswas the life the witch-doctor had meant in hisriddle. It wasamost pleasant life. Therewas
plenty of what everybody wanted. But anybody could learn to enjoy it; except that there could not be too
many or there would not be enough game or fish for everybody.

Thelot of the captured Neo-Scientist women was not so idedl. But they were a subdued group good for
little more than doing what the Luddites told them to do, gathering wood for fire, cooking medls, going
with the Luddite who selected them to his blanket for the night. They did not complain much, however,
athough they got dirtier and greasier and more bedraggled each day.

Therewaslittle spirit in them, the pilgrim thought.

And finaly, when the hunt was over, the riders came one evening to an encampment where wicker huts
were built beside astream. The riders came thundering down from the hill and into the camp, shouting
and screaming. Out of the wicker huts came the women and children and old men and afew young men
aswdll. They surrounded the newcomers with outbursts of joy and questions about the hunt.

“Later,” Georgesad. “Later at the campfirewewill tel it dl, thewhole glorioustale. The mingtrel has
made a new song about our grest feats of strength and guile and courage. It isasong that will live among
the Luddites aslong as there are mingtrelswith avoiceto sng.”

The pilgrim looked around for the other pilgrim and thought he saw agray robein the distance. While he
was looking he thought he saw another familiar face, but he could not remember where he had seen it



before.

So it was that the story wastold at the campfire, after the feast on the meat the group had brought back
from their hunting, and the Snging and dancing went on long after the sun had set. But not for the pilgrim.
In the crowd that spilled from the huts he had watched where the other pilgrim went, and now he sought
the pilgrim out.

He pushed back ahood and said, “ Susannah!”

“It' sme,” she said, wearily wiping one greasy hand across her forehead.
“What are you doing here?’

“Taking mest to the men.”

“I meaninthiscamp.”

“Seeking truth, and it isnot here.”

“Y ou look thinner. Have you been sick?’

“Only of these savages. Y ou' d look thinner, too, if the old women and the old men and the young men,
too, beat you out of bed in the morning and sent you off to the fieldsto plant corn and potatoes with a
crooked stick, shoo the birds away from the growing plants, pull weeds by hand, cook medls, wash
clothes on arock, and then be hauled off to hisfilthy blanket by one of these greasy pigs. But you seem
to be doing well for yoursdf.”

“I must admit | have found it agood life,” the pilgrim said.
“It' sagredt lifefor the men. For the women it’ s drudging from dawn to the middle of the night.”

One of the Luddite men danced by. “Y ou want that woman? Y ou can have her. No good for work, no
good for deeping with. Wear yoursdf out beating her and till shefightslikeawild animd. Y ou take her.
Shewearsarobe like yours.”

“There,” the pilgrim said. “Now you aremine, and | will set you free.”

“A greet lot of good that will do me,” Susannah said. “If | try to get out of here, someone else will grab
me, and if | don't I'll have to work like the others or the Luddites will be turning on you.”

“| suppose they couldn’'t have adouble standard. Well, come with me. We'll find aspot toroll out a
blanket and at least you can get agood night’sdeep.”

“I"d liketo teke abath,” she said.

“Don’'t they let you bathe?’

“Whenwould | find time?’

“WEe Il both bathe. I haven't found time either. Whereisagood spot?’

“Below the camp the stream has been dammed by beavers. There sapool. We wash the clothes there.”

In afew moments they were splashing in the pool together in the dark, rubbing themselves with sand and
ducking their heads under to get the dirt and lice out of their hair.



When Susannah got out of the pond, the pilgrim was shocked to see by the distant firdight how thin she
was and the bruises on her back and legs. He wrapped her in her robe and put on his own robe and
found aleve spot to spread hisblanket. They lay down together on it, and he put hisarm around her for
warmth.

“You have had it tough,” he said.

For thefirg time since he had met her shewas silent. She put her head againgt his chest. Her body
quivered. After afew moments the pilgrim realized that she was crying. He had had many experiencesin
thisworld, but he had seldom been a one with a crying woman and never with awoman who sobbed
slently. He didn't know what to do. He patted her on the shoulder and said, “ There, there.” And when
that seemed too paternal, he smoothed her short-cropped hair, noticing for the first time that she had cut
it off. “It must have been terrible!l” be said.

She cried harder, but eventually she quieted. The shoulder of hisrobe was soaked with her tears, but he
let her remain where she was. Presently her growing warmth and her proximity began to work upon the
pilgrim afamiliar magic.

“Oh, hdl,” shesaid. “You'relikeal those other savages.”
The pilgrim protested. “1 haven't done anything.”

“It’ sobvious what you' re thinking. When you asked meto share your blanket, | thought you wanted me
to get agood night’sdeep.”

“| did. Believe me. But you're so warm. | can’t control my reactions, but | can control my actions. You
have nothing to fear from me. An unwilling woman isnot my ideaof 6

“Oh, shut up!” she said, and she kissed him, and one thing led to another.

In the morning as the sun dazzled his eyes, the pilgrim awoke to find himsalf donein the blanket. His
clothing was gone, even hisrobe, and he had only the blanket to cover his nakedness. Hefelt around in
the grass and found awide, cloth belt. He strapped it around his middle and, wrapping himsdlf in the
blanket, went to the stream.

He found Susannah taking ablue pill out of abag hung around her neck and popping it into her mouth.
When she noticed him, she said, “| took a handful at the witchdoctor’ swhile| was about it. | guessyou
think that' saterriblething for agirl to do.”

“Well, | guessnot,” the pilgrim said. “I mean, it' sthinking ahead or 6 Anyway, it's none of my business.”
He stooped to drink.

Susannah said, “I’ d advise you to drink above the camp. The Luddites throw dl their garbage and other
wagtesinto the stream.”

She was begting his clothing between two stones. Her own clothes, still wet, were on her. “ Do you want
them to dry first, or wear them dry?’

“I'll wear them,” he said. “| thought you hated thiskind of drudgery.”

“It’snot drudgery when you' re doing it for somebody you like. Besides, if | wasn't washing your clothes
somebody would be beating me to work at something for them.”

Turning his back, he dipped into hiswet clothing and robe,



“It' salittle late for modesty, isn't it?” she asked.

The pilgrim did not answer. He waked off in dignity, shivering, toward the camp. When he had drunk at
the stream above the camp and picked up a couple of stray bones with meat on them to gnaw upon, he
returned to the spot where he had left Susannah. But on the way he met an old woman who was
whipping Susannah’ s legs with abundle of switches and pointing off toward thefields.

“Stop that!” said the pilgrim. “ Thisis my woman.”

“Shamdessman!” said the old woman. “ Letting woman idle. Idle woman is evil woman. So say thewise

“Don’'t interfere,” Susannah said.
Hetrotted aong beside her. “What do you mean, don't interfere?’

“Y ou must work within the system.” Susannah scampered to keep ahead of the switches. “Y ou can't
fightit. Find out how it works, and then you can makeit work for you. “I’'m going! I'm going!”

The pilgrim searched out the Luddite named George. “ Say, George,” he said, “1 want the pilgrim
woman.”

“Fine” Georgesad. “Y ou take her tonight.”
“Y ou don’t understand. | want her every night 6 and every day, too.”

“That’ s not theway it works around here,” George said patiently. “ Every woman is any man’s woman.
No favorites. No jealousy. No quarrels. Share and share dike. Y ou have her one night; | can have her
another night. Good system.”

“But,” thepilgrimsad, “1 6 want her 6 for mysdf!”
“WEéll, you can't have her and that’ sthat!”

A group of young Luddite men had gathered around the discussion, drawn by the straining voices.
“What' sthe matter here, George?’ asked the one who |ooked familiar to the pilgrim.

“This character wantsawoman al hisown,” George said.
“How many do | havetofight,” the pilgrim said resignedly.

“Areyou somekind of spy?’ George said. “Wetake you in, we treat you nice, and now you want to
change the way we do things. Just like that! The old ways aren’t good enough for you. Areyou a
Neo-Scientist after al?’

“All I want isthegirl,” the pilgrim said, looking around. But he wasn't quick enough. The club hit him on
the back of the head before he quite got the word égirl’ out of his mouth. But he saw the man who bit
him, and at that moment he recognized who it was. It was the quiet deserter from Susannah’s clearing.

He woke up with afrightful headache and someone tugging at his hands behind hisback. They weretied
together, but as be redized that fact hishands fell gpart, and he sat up.

A hand came down over hismouth. He raised his hands. The hand on his mouth was asmdl, shapdly
hand.



“It' sme, Susannah,” avoice whispered in hisear. “We ve got to try to escape. Tonight. They’regoing to
kill you. Sowly. With ceremony. That’ stheir way. Comeon.”

They dipped through adit in the back of the hut and crawled until they thought they were out of earshot
and then got up and began to run. They ran for along time, ssumbling occasondly in the night, and threw
themselves down to rest and got up to run some more.

During the second rest Susannah said, “We d better split up. | think we' d have a better chance of getting
away.”

“No!” the pilgrim said. “We both makeit or neither of us makesit.”
“That’sanidiot’'schoice,” Susannah said scornfully. “1"m not thinking of you. I’ m thinking of me.”
The pilgrim could not think of an answer.

They separated for the next to the last time.

VI

Asthe cart jostled through the rutted streets of Lawrence with the bal of orange witch fire perched on
the right front post and the soldiers eyeing it furtively, the pilgrim thought over the events of the past six
months since he had begun his pilgrimage from avillage not far from Denver.

He had seen the way people lived. He had seen many kinds of people and many kinds of societies. He
had known the life of awanderer, and dong hisway he had met other unhappy, dispossessed persons.
All the others, in their way, were happy or, at least, had something to recommend the way they lived.

The Neo-Scientists endaved others but dreamed about the stars and the mysteries of life. The Luddites
had afree, wild, wonderful existence free of most ordinary cares, but their life was only for men and it
was always the same, one day to another. Maybe that was the way life was meant to be, the pilgrim

thought.

The Empirewas ajoke. It did not seem like ajoke when one was part of the court or near the Imperia
seat where the Emperor’ sword was absolute. But beyond aradius of twenty-five to fifty miles people
lived pretty much asthey chose.

Then there were the villagers, most of them farmers. There probably were more of them than of any other
kind. They raised their crops and their livestock, they went to the schools provided by the witch-doctors,
occasiondly abright youngster would go off on a pilgrimage and never come back, and they were under
the protection of the powerful but uncommitted witch-doctors.

The witch-doctors were the key to the Stuation, as the pilgrim andyzed it. They held power but they did
not useit. They did not interfere. They hel ped when they were asked. They taught. They gave advice.
They provided what was good for the body, good for the soil, good for the livestock, good for the mind.
Maybe. But they did not interfere. They let the Emperor collect histaxes 6 if he could. They let people
kill each other if they wanted to, love each other if that was the way their tastesinclined.

The pilgrim had never known themto lie, persondly or through their teaching devices which gave
answers and asked questions through some strange magic, just like a person. Occasiondly both said
things that were enigmatic or incomprehensible. Sometimes, later, some of these statements might make
sense when he had learned something else.



The question: where did the witch-doctors get their powers? Did they, in redlity, have some magic
formulawhich brought natural forces under their command, some intercessionary power with the spirit
world, if therewas aspirit world.

Or, the pilgrim thought, were the witch-doctors like the Neo-Scientists? Were their powers completely
natural, though beyond the scope of ordinary man, rather than supernatura? Did they manufacture and
control machines?

If thiswas s0, and the pilgrim was beginning to think that it was so, why were witch-doctors not set upon
and destroyed by the Luddites and every other right-thinking person who remembered the time of
garvation and the time of troubles. Both caused by the machine and the century during which it ruled the
world. Why were they not killed like the occasional, aberrant Neo-Scientists who arose and had their
brief day and were destroyed.

One reason: they did not glory in their machines like the Neo-Scientists, they built no monuments.
Anather reason: they did not explain; they caled it magic.

Magic is acceptable; scienceis detestable.

The pilgrim felt an excitement growing in him: thiswas atruth that the witch-doctors sent out pilgrimsto
find. Magic is acceptable; science is detestable.

There was one catch: what did the witch-doctors gain by it? The pilgrim’ s excitement faded. There must
be a profit; there must be amotive. Were the witch-doctors satisfied merely to do good so that others
might live better lives? Did they get their return from the gratitude and admiration of the people, from their
sacred pogitions, from the power to teach and preach? The pilgrim shook his head. Such saintlinesswas
beyond belief. None of those motives were enough, not for him and not for any man, much lessthe
thousands scattered in their villas across this empire and perhaps, who knows, across other lands as well,
even to the mysterious Russias and the Chinas across the oceans that no one had heard from since the
timeof troubles.

And then the pilgrim’ s el ation arose again. Perhaps the answer to the question of motivation wasa
second truth, or acomplementary part of the firg truth, and when one had learned this, one had learned
the truth that one became apilgrim to find.

Because there was, in the tradition of the pilgrim itself, some kind of return. Thiswas, the witch-doctors
said, the only way to become awitch-doctor. If you became a pilgrim and learned the truth, you became
awitch-doctor.

Therefore 6 apilgrim isawitch-doctor’ sway of making another witch-doctor, just asan eggisa
chicken’ sway of making another chicken. But equally astrue, achicken isan egg’ sway of making
another egg, and isn't therefore awitch-doctor.....

That was the wrong track. The question: what do witch-doctors do? They serve, said the witch-doctors.
But that led back only to the village where the process began again. Do witch-doctors do anything else?
Yes. They must. But if so, what 6 and where?

The pilgrim would have liked to pursue this line of reasoning farther, because he thought it was getting him
somewhere, but the cart jerked to a halt.

“Out, pilgrim!” said the sergeant.

The pilgrim remembered another sergeant and wondered where he was now with his squad. He looked



around. The city hal was an old brick and stone building. It must have been old at the time of Sarvation,
the pilgrim thought, but it had survived the time of troubles better than newer structures, and its brick
tower gtill ascended high above its stone front steps.

“Up! Go onup!” the sergeant said, yanking hisarm. “The captain’ swaiting for you.”

The pilgrim shrugged and walked up the worn steps and through two curious wrought-iron doors and up
another short flight to alarge room with tall windows on either side. All the windows but one had been
broken many years ago and had been boarded up, but one miraculous window till admitted light. In
front of itsfading glory sat an officer behind an old desk, his sword laid acrossit il in its scabbard,
scribbling away with aquill pen at apiece of paper.

The pilgrim looked around as they waited for the captain to complete hiswriting chore, and he noticed
for thefirst timethat the bal of witch fire had followed them into the building. It perched on arailing not
far from the captain’ s desk, and the captain noticed it as soon as he looked up.

Hewould rather not have noticed it, the pilgrim thought. He would rather have stared overbearingly at the
prisoner, but he saw the witch firefirst and said, “ Get that out of herel”

“How would | do that, captain?’ the sergeant asked.
The captain was thin and red-haired and choleric. “ Then get yoursdlf out of here.”

“Thispilgrimis pretty good with a quarterstaff,” the sergeant said. “ Beat up a mercenary pretty good with
it”

“Well, he doesn't have a quarterstaff now, does he?’ the captain asked.
“What | meant, captain, was he might be good with other things, hisfists, maybe.”
“| can take care of anything he hasin the way of exotic kills,” the captain said. “ Get out.”

As so0n as the sergeant had departed, the captain said, “ The quaity of non-commissioned officersyou
get these daysisappdling. You'll haveto pay afinefor brawling in the streets, you know. That will be
two gold pieces.”

“Which you will pocket,” the pilgrim said. “Forget dl that, captain. I'm on aspecid mission for the
Emperor.”

“And who might you be,” the captain drawled, “to be doing aspecia misson for the Emperor?’
“My nameisLeonard Kdley.”

“Head of the Emperor’s secret police,” the captain completed for him. “ And what is the nature of your
misson, pilgrim?’

“That's my business, and the Emperor Bartlett's”
“| suppose you have identification.”

“Of course. In my belt.” He fumbled beneath his clothing for the belt, undid the buttons on it, and drew
out nothing. He fumbled around in the empty pocket, thinking that he had not looked into it for severa
months, remembering the morning he found the belt beside hisblanket. “1’ve logt it. Someone sgolenit.”

“You'velogtit,” the captain said, resignation in hisvoice. “Pay the two gold pieces.”



“| can give you corroborative information about the Court &”

“I’ve never been to Court, pilgrim. It would be amusing to see you trying to impress me, but | don’t have
the time. Pay the two gold pieces.”

“Why would I try to make you believe aliethat could so easily be disproved?”’

“People tell me the damnedest things, pilgrim. I’ ve given up trying to guesswhy they do it. Pay the two
gold pieces”

“Filgrims have no money.”
“| was afraid so. Why does that absurd sergeant keep bringing you beggarsin here? Sergeant!”
The sergeant trotted into the room followed by four of his squad.

“Givethis pretentious pilgrim a caning 6 five should be enough 6 no, makeit ten. And then throw him

For amoment the pilgrim thought of making afight of it, but he thought again and decided againgt it. He
shrugged his shoulders and went with the sergeant to adingy cdllar. It once had been something more
than acdlar. It had had carved wood panels on the walls, but most of the panels had been wrenched
away. Now there were cuffs fastened to the wall.

Two of the soldiers dipped his hands into the cuffs and fastened them. The sergeant removed hisrobe
and tore his shirt down his back. He stepped back and chose a sturdy cane from abasket of them. He
made it whistle through the air in preparation. Then, counting aloud in avoice like agrunt, he began to
apply the caneto the pilgrim’ sback. Againgt hiswill, the pilgrim grunted, too, asthe canelanded and
then moaned and before the tenth was applied howled alittle.

The soldiersreleased him from the cuffs and the sergeant handed him hisrobe. Gingerly the pilgrim
adjusted it over his bleeding shoulders and stepped out into the Street.

“Remember,” the sergeant said. “No brawling.”
The pilgrim thought he would remember.

The streetswere dark. Curfew had rung while he had been in the captain’ s office, and the streetswere
deserted aswell. The pilgrim shivered, and the involuntary movement made his back hurt anew. He had
to get away quickly, he knew, but which way and where?

“Rlgrim,” someonesad. “Keley!”
The pilgrim started and turned his whole body to face a particularly impenetrable area of darkness.

“It' sme, Susannah.” The girl came out of the darknessinto the patch of light cast from the window
above, where a candle flickered and the captain, no doubt, was working on his interminable reports
which one day, he hoped, would get him to Court.

“Y ou did take theidentification,” the pilgrim said.

“Yes, and then | had no way to get it back without telling you, and | didn’'t want to do that. Anyway, |
thought a captain in the Emperor’ s secret police ought to have ataste of the Emperor’ sjustice.”

The pilgrim eased his shouldersinto amore comfortable postion. “I have,” he said ruefully.



Susannah made a crooning sound and moved forward asif to remove hisrobe.
“Never mind. We ve no time. In about fifteen minutes the captain is going to send histroops after me.”
“But you' ve aready been punished.”

“Heisgoing to reflect that | may be Captain Leonard Kelley after dl. And heisgoing to consider that |
will remember him when | get back to those who know me. And he will suspect that | will see heistaken
care of in the nicest possible way. Rather than take that chance, he would rather kill me now.”

“Follow me,” Susannah said, and sheled him through dark streets, between ruins, and up the beginning
dopeof ahill.

In the distance, asthey climbed, were the sounds of ahorse ssomping and a cart rattling asit moved
forward and back and a distant voice shouting imprecations. “He was not avery bright officer,” the
pilgrim said. “It was more like twenty-five minutes.”

“Theré salittle village on the other sde of thishill,” Susannah said.
“That’ sthefirst place the soldierswould look for us”

“Of course. But right up on top of this hill, where according to legend there once was a university which
was burned at the art of the Lowbrow Rebellion, isthe villa of awitch-doctor.”

“And you think hewill takeusin?’

“Why not?’

“The captain of Emperor Bartlett’s secret police?’
“A pilgrim. Weadl have pasts”

“Not like mine. I ve even burned witches.”

“The witch-doctors aways have known who you are and what you want, right from the first moment you
started studying with the witch-doctor near Denver.”

“Andwhat did | want?”’

“To find out as much as possible about the witch-doctors so the Emperor could use their powersto
enlarge hisempire”

The pilgrim made asound of dismay or humor.

“True?’ Susannah said.

“True enough,” he admitted.

“And now?’

“I don’t know,” he said. “I’ ve seen many ways of life, and thereis much to be said for each of them.”
“Anyway,” Susannah said, “we re not going to the villa HE sgone.”

“Wherethen?’



“Tothechapd.”

((WI,N?l
“Why else? To pray.” And without further conversation she led the pilgrim up the hill to hissavation.

VI

Thevillawasidenticd with dl the others, low, sprawling, lighted, potent. Behind it was the domed
chapd, sanding likeaslo in the night.

Susannah led himto it, for the pilgrim had a strange rel uctance to enter the building. She urged him
through the doorway. There was nothing new about it. Both of them had entered Smilar chapelsin other
places at other times, separately. Susannah pressed a button that closed the door behind them.

“Wall, they can't get at us, that’ sfor sure,” the pilgrim said. “ But we can't get out either, and they're
likely to post aguard out there until we get hungry enough to come out.”

“I think the truth is here, somewhere, if we can only discover it,” Susannah said.

She motioned him up aladder to the meditation room. They sat in the two padded chairs and meditated.
“A pilgrim isawitch-doctor’ sway of making another witch-doctor,” the pilgrim muttered.

“Wheat did you say?”’

The pilgrim repeated it. “ Just something | thought of.”

“What esedid you think of 7’

“Why are witch-doctors?’

“Yes” Susannah said. “Go on.”

“What do they do besides serve others? Because they must do something. They do something human.
Right?”

“Or witch-doctorish.”

“That' sthe samething, akind of specia humanness. And where do they do it? Everywhere that we have
seen them they live done. Perhaps somewhere el se on thisworld they are dl witch-doctors together, and
they do something.”

“Something wonderful.”
“Or something terrible.”
“Never.”

“If we have seen dll thereisto see 6 there may be stranger ways of living, but we must think that what we
have seen on our travels represents what istypica 6 then the witch-doctors must do what they do
somewhere not on thisworld.”

“Yes” Susannah said.



“Yes” thepilgrim said.
“We havefound thetruth.”
“We have found the truth.”

“They say,” Susannah said, “that when a pilgrim has found the truth he should press the button in the
meditation room of achapd, and if he hastruly found it he will ascend to heaven. And if he has not found
it hewill die”

“That iswhat they say.”
“Shdl | pressit?’
“Pressit!”

Susannah pressed the button in front of her. Asshedid so, ajolt rocked them back in their chairs. Meta
straps closed around their arms and legs and waists and pulled them tightly into the chairs.

But they were pulled tighter still by some other force. It tugged at al the parts of their body, their cheeks,
eyebdls, face, arms, legs, inner organs.... And it tugged and tugged for an eternity. Suddenly eternity
was over, and they floated in their straps, sickeningly free of pressures but oppressed by anew sensation
of fdling.

Then the force tugged them back once more into the cushioned chairs for another eternity and released
them once more and they floated again and they vomited. The vomit floated in globulesin the air about
them.

“Congratulaions,” said avoice without a body, avoice which sounded alittle like the voice of their
witch-doctor, whoever he might be, and alittle like the voice of God. “Y ou have found the truth, or by
accident you have placed yourself in great jeopardy. The next few minutes and hourswill determine
whether you will find what you have been seeking or you will be dead.”

The metd cuffs released them from their seats, and they, too, floated inthe air. It was abit like the
gymnastic exercises he had performed in the witch-doctor’ s school.

“Y ou now arein orbit around the earth, which means you are out in space where thereisno air, nothing
to breathe, no food, nothing to eat, and either no heat or too much hesat, and you will freeze or burn.

“In the lockers around this room, which now are open, is equipment which you must useif you areto
survive. If you have an unconquerable fear of machines or an unreasonable prejudice against them, you
are doomed. Y our life depends upon the proper use of these machines. Y ou also must depend upon
what my voicetelsyou, for you have only two other referrents for thiskind of environment: your
schooling and your native and conditioned adaptability.”

Susannah and the pilgrim were becoming alittle better accustomed to the novel sensation of freefal. The
globs of rgected food and fluids, however, were a nuisance as they brushed into them and the globs
gpread over their bodies. Susannah found an open container and lid in one of the lockers and chased the
larger globs around the room until she had most of them captured. She discovered that if she kept the
container in forward motion the contents would remain at the bottom but if she forgot they would float
out again. The pilgrim found a cloth and swatted a the remainder until the air was reasonably clear. Then
container and cloth were pushed into a receptacle marked “wastes.”

When they finished they learned that they could maneuver themselves reasonably well in thisnew



environment.

Meanwhile the voice continued with itsingructions and admonitions. “Y our capsule 6 this machine for
traveling in space which encloses you 6 is gpproaching a space dtation, avillagefor living in space, where
thereisno air, no food, and too much or too little heat. Y ou must not only survive the environment in this
capaule, which will get deadlier, you must find away to survive a passage through the hostile environment
outside and make your way, with some novel method of travel, to the space station. Once you have
accomplished this, your ordedl, your final examination, will be over.

“Everything you need isaround you. Think, adapt, use. Remember that nothing isintringcaly evil or
intringcally good. Everything depends upon how it isused.”

The pilgrim looked a Susannah; she waslooking at him. They both looked around the room at the many
lockersyet unopened which might hold the key to their survival. The pilgrim felt aflare of rebellion at the
unfairness of thistest, thrust upon them so unexpectedly, upon which depended their continued existence.
They were not ready for this alien experience. And then he thought, and his resentment began to fade,
how could they be ready for something asdien asthisif they had not been born into it?

“Y ou may be feding that you have gambled your lives without foreknowledge of the game, that had you
known the stakes you would not have played. But thisistrue of al men. No one ever knows the stakes
except that at the end, however long delayed, there will be death.

“Our god isto breed anew man who can adapt to the machine and the environment of machine-aided
civilization. Some we can breed here in space, where man and child must learn to depend utterly on the
mechineto sustain life, for one mistake usudly isfata. Thusthe natural law assumes new vitdity: the
survivd of thefitte.

“Many otherswe recruit from earth, where the store of genetic materia 6 of that which makes men and
women have children like themsdlves G is il far grester than we can muster and il of infinite potentid.”

Susannah and the pilgrim began to work their way through the contents of the lockers. Enigmatic lessons
that he had learned in the witch-doctor’ s school were returning to the pilgrim with new meaning.

“Hereisfood,” Susannah said. “A kind of paste that you squirt into your mouth like this. And akind of
fluid that you suck through atube. At least wewon't starve, not immediately.”

“And here are acouple of funny suits,” the pilgrim said.
“They look like they' re made of Slver.”
“But they'reflexible, except for the jointsand a crazy kind of helmet.”

Susannah came over to look at them. “If there sno air outside, then we couldn’t breathe. Wewould die
if wedidn't take air with us. Maybe thisis meant to hold the air around us.”

“That’sit,” the pilgrim said. “ And maybe these tubes are meant to contain extraair so that you can take
more air than what the suit would contain. Look! There' saplacein the back where something like this
can be attached.” Hefiddled with the closed tube and agush of cold air came out. He sniffed. “Smellsal
right, but cold.”

“I think we ought to put them on right now,” said Susannah.

The voice continued to talk to them. “ The breed of man as awhole was incagpable of living with machines
and with science because it took from them the power of decison over their own lives and deaths. They



rebelled. Most of them died, unable to survive without the abundance created by the machine. Some,
who had proved their ability to adapt to new conditions, went into space. They wanted to survive, of
course, but aso they wanted man to survive and his pursuit of knowledge to survive. They wanted him to
learn more about himself, about his past, about his environment, about hisfuture, about his placein the
universe,

“And heisdoing this 6 man, not superman. Thetraits were always there, the potential for creetivity and
adaptability and adventurousness, just as there was in man the content of the villager, the hunger of the
Emperor, the lust of the mercenary, the greed of the shopkeeper, the inquisitiveness of the Neo-Scientist,
the smplicity of the Luddite.

“Out of thismix of traits, we sdect intelligence and adaptability and benevolence by making them a
matter of surviva.”

The pilgrim was hel ping Susannah into her siver suit. Getting into it would have been difficult enough
under normal conditions, but in welghtlessnessit was nearly impossible.

“How do we survive?’ the voice continued. “How do we get the wedlth to mount our expeditionsto the
planets of this system? How do we maintain our villas on earth? It comes down to energy, which isakind
of wedth; indeed intheend itisthe only red kind of wedth. And in Space energy isfree. Thereistoo
much of it, so much that it will kill you if you don’t respect it. And we are, aswell, the sole users of
atomic power, the surprising energy of the very smadll. For materias we mine the moon and the
inhospitable areas of earth and its seas. We arerich.

“But weslth, like anything ese, is neither good nor evil. It must be used properly. On earth we useit to
help, fredy, without interfering in men’ sfree choices. In space we use it to move onward and outward, as
man must do to be man, respecting dl life and particularly respecting al possible thinking life, although we
have found noneyet. Thisiswhat welive by.”

By now Susannah was into her suit, and the pilgrim fastened atube of air onto her back, turned the valve,
and hoped it would work. Then he helped her put on the helmet and fasten it. She motioned franticdly at
his suit and then himsdlf. He floated and inserted hislegsinto the Slvery materid.

“Within afew minutes decd eration 6 dowing down 6 and minor course adjustmentswill begin,” the voice
said, “and you must be back in your chairs or you will be rattled around in this capsule like dice in abox.
Y ou might beinjured. If you have made good use of your time, you will bein the space suits by now. If
you are not, there is no time to start and complete the job.

“Five minutes after deceleration, the capsule door will open and the air in the capsule will rush out. If you
are not properly protected you will die within aminute or so. If you are protected you will see, outside
the port, the space station known as ETruth.” If you makeit to that station and into it, you will be one of
US”

The pilgrim had struggled his suit closed and was trying to work the helmet into position with his clumsy,
gloved hands while Susannah fastened the tube to his back.

“Take your placesin the chairs,” said the voice. “Now! And good luck to you.”

They moved quickly to the chairs. Once settled into the chairs by pulling themselves down by the arms,
they found their arms and legs again encircled. Almost as soon as that happened, they were tugged deep
into the cushions again and then tugged from one side to another. After amoment the shifting weights
vanished, and they werefree.



Susannah sprang back to his helmet, checked the catchesto seeif al were closed, and finding one open,
closed it. Not unlike monkeys searching each other’ sfur for sat, he did the samefor her.

In the midst of their ingpections, agust spun them around. The air leaving, the pilgrim thought. He caught
Susannah and braced himsalf against one of the seets until the gusts subsided.

“Areyou dl right?” he asked.

Inside her helmet her eyeswerelooking at him. He saw her lips move.
“I can't hear you,” he said.

She shook her head. He shrugged.

He motioned her toward the door and then halted beside alocker they had not yet opened. He opened
it. Insdewas arope and apair of small hand machines. He did not know what they were for, but he
grabbed them and then preceded Susannah down the ladder.

At the outer door he looked out the opening from which the door was completely gone 6 and saw the
gars. For amoment his senses rebelled and he fdlt that he might be sick again. But herecalled his
schooling about the stars and took a deep breath and forced himself to stare back at the staring stars, set
in the blackest night, where aman might fall for ever and ever, without end, into infinity and beyond. And
he turned to Susannah, who was staring past his shoulder, and fastened the rope around both of them
with clumsy gloves, and tried to tie a square knot that he hoped would hold.

He gave her one of the hand machines. When shelooked at him questioningly he looked blank. Then he
eased himsdlf out of the doorway. He floated free, and then Susannah, too, was free, and they floated
above the capsule and they saw the earth above them.

It hung therein the black sky, huge, with misty mountains and shrouded blue seas and brown and green
patches of earth, all muted into pastelsby avell of air. And suddenly the earth flipped over and was
beneath them. The pilgrim gasped and tried to claw for support, and there was none. He forced himsalf
to look away.

He saw the sun, clear and burning, as he had never seen it before, and he looked away quickly lest he go
blind.

He saw the space station, alarge whed turning in the black sky, surrounded by metal bubbles that
floated fredy around it. So close and yet so hopelesdy far away.

Susannah had been ingpecting the machine the pilgrim had given her. She closed her gloved hand oniit,
and it hissed. It emitted awhite exhaust. Alarmed, she released her grasp on it, and it shot away before
she could grab it again. It receded quickly and soon was logt in the distance.

Susannah tapped the pilgrim’ s helmet and pointed at the machinein his hand and at the one that had
disappeared toward the overhanging-undergirding earth, pointed at the direction it had been pointed and
then indicated that the pilgrim should point his machine in adirection opposte the space station and
Sueezeitshandle.

The pilgrim had seen and understood. Lessons he had |learned about physics and chemistry and
astronomy were coming back to him in aflood. There was something about an action and an equal and
opposite reaction.

He pointed the machine and squeezed and released. He looked over his shoulder. The space station was



closer. He squeezed again. The two space-suited figures accelerated toward the station.

But they missed the station by fifty feet. Quickly the pilgrim turned and fired in the oppodite direction, but
the maneuver took time and some of the precious contents of the hand machine to stop their progress
and then reverseit. But the space station stopped receding and began to come back toward them once
more.

At that point the little machine gaveitsladt little puff. The pilgrim drew back hisarm to throw it away and
changed hismind. He checked their progress and direction and then, as he saw they might missagain, he
carefully threw the machinein adirection caculated to send them closer.

Asthe space station grew closer, the pilgrim fumbled with the rope that bound him to Susannah. He
loosened the knot and forced one end of the rope into Susannah’s hand and held the other firmly in his.
He placed hisfoot against Susannah’ s side and spun her away from him in the direction of the space
dation.

Asthey approached the gtation, they would have passed through the gap between the rim of the whed!
and the hub, but the rope held between them caught the spoke and spun them around the spoke until they
clanged againg it and hung on grimly.

There were handholds on the spoke. After the pilgrim had regained his breath and his nerve, he began
pulling himsdlf with painful care toward the hub, holding the end of the ropein one hand so that Susannah
would not dip away. It seemed to him that they crawled forever before they reached the hub.

The pilgrim searched for an entrance. He found a crack. He traced it. Beside the crack was ahandle. He
pulled it. The door swung open. Working carefully so that they did not lose their grasp on the hub a any
time, the pilgrim and Susannah made their way through the door and into asmdll, tubular room. Opposite
the door they had entered was another door and another handle. The pilgrim pulled it. The door behind
them closed. A light above them and one below them came on.

The pilgrim fdt asif he were a puddle of boneless flesh within his suit. Through Susannah’s helmet he
could see that she, too, was breathing deeply.

After aminute or two the door in front of them swung back. Gloved men moved surely to help them
through the doorway. They seemed like ordinary men in coveralls. Well, the pilgrim thought, perhaps not
quite like ordinary men. There was a certain calm sureness about them, in the way they moved inthis
weightless condition, a serenity of features, an ar of infinite capacity. They moved quickly to take the
helmets from the pilgrim’ s head and then Susannah’s. They began stripping away the silver suits.

Asthelast part of their suits was removed, an older man came forward. He floated through the air asif it
were the most natural method of locomotion imaginable. He held out his hands to both of them.

“Welcome!” he said in atone that made them sure they were indeed welcome, that he was glad they had
madeit. “My nameis John Wilson. That won't mean anything to you. But welcome. Welcometo the
company of witches.”
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